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LES MISÉRABLES



VOLUME I—FANTINE



PREFACE
So long as there shall ex�st, by v�rtue of law and custom, decrees

of damnat�on pronounced by soc�ety, art�f�c�ally creat�ng hells am�d
the c�v�l�zat�on of earth, and add�ng the element of human fate to
d�v�ne dest�ny; so long as the three great problems of the century—
the degradat�on of man through pauper�sm, the corrupt�on of woman
through hunger, the cr�ppl�ng of ch�ldren through lack of l�ght—are
unsolved; so long as soc�al asphyx�a �s poss�ble �n any part of the
world;—�n other words, and w�th a st�ll w�der s�gn�f�cance, so long as
�gnorance and poverty ex�st on earth, books of the nature of Les
M�sérables cannot fa�l to be of use.

HAUTEVILLE HOUSE, 1862.



FANTINE



BOOK FIRST—A JUST MAN



CHAPTER I—M. MYRIEL
In 1815, M. Charles-Franço�s-B�envenu Myr�el was B�shop of D

—— He was an old man of about seventy-f�ve years of age; he had
occup�ed the see of D—— s�nce 1806.

Although th�s deta�l has no connect�on whatever w�th the real
substance of what we are about to relate, �t w�ll not be superfluous, �f
merely for the sake of exactness �n all po�nts, to ment�on here the
var�ous rumors and remarks wh�ch had been �n c�rculat�on about h�m
from the very moment when he arr�ved �n the d�ocese. True or false,
that wh�ch �s sa�d of men often occup�es as �mportant a place �n the�r
l�ves, and above all �n the�r dest�n�es, as that wh�ch they do. M.
Myr�el was the son of a counc�llor of the Parl�ament of A�x; hence he
belonged to the nob�l�ty of the bar. It was sa�d that h�s father,
dest�n�ng h�m to be the he�r of h�s own post, had marr�ed h�m at a
very early age, e�ghteen or twenty, �n accordance w�th a custom
wh�ch �s rather w�dely prevalent �n parl�amentary fam�l�es. In sp�te of
th�s marr�age, however, �t was sa�d that Charles Myr�el created a
great deal of talk. He was well formed, though rather short �n stature,
elegant, graceful, �ntell�gent; the whole of the f�rst port�on of h�s l�fe
had been devoted to the world and to gallantry.

The Revolut�on came; events succeeded each other w�th
prec�p�tat�on; the parl�amentary fam�l�es, dec�mated, pursued, hunted
down, were d�spersed. M. Charles Myr�el em�grated to Italy at the
very beg�nn�ng of the Revolut�on. There h�s w�fe d�ed of a malady of
the chest, from wh�ch she had long suffered. He had no ch�ldren.
What took place next �n the fate of M. Myr�el? The ru�n of the French
soc�ety of the olden days, the fall of h�s own fam�ly, the trag�c
spectacles of ’93, wh�ch were, perhaps, even more alarm�ng to the
em�grants who v�ewed them from a d�stance, w�th the magn�fy�ng
powers of terror,—d�d these cause the �deas of renunc�at�on and
sol�tude to germ�nate �n h�m? Was he, �n the m�dst of these



d�stract�ons, these affect�ons wh�ch absorbed h�s l�fe, suddenly
sm�tten w�th one of those myster�ous and terr�ble blows wh�ch
somet�mes overwhelm, by str�k�ng to h�s heart, a man whom publ�c
catastrophes would not shake, by str�k�ng at h�s ex�stence and h�s
fortune? No one could have told: all that was known was, that when
he returned from Italy he was a pr�est.

In 1804, M. Myr�el was the Curé of B—— [Br�gnolles]. He was
already advanced �n years, and l�ved �n a very ret�red manner.

About the epoch of the coronat�on, some petty affa�r connected
w�th h�s curacy—just what, �s not prec�sely known—took h�m to
Par�s. Among other powerful persons to whom he went to sol�c�t a�d
for h�s par�sh�oners was M. le Card�nal Fesch. One day, when the
Emperor had come to v�s�t h�s uncle, the worthy Curé, who was
wa�t�ng �n the anteroom, found h�mself present when H�s Majesty
passed. Napoleon, on f�nd�ng h�mself observed w�th a certa�n
cur�os�ty by th�s old man, turned round and sa�d abruptly:—

“Who �s th�s good man who �s star�ng at me?”
“S�re,” sa�d M. Myr�el, “you are look�ng at a good man, and I at a

great man. Each of us can prof�t by �t.”
That very even�ng, the Emperor asked the Card�nal the name of

the Curé, and some t�me afterwards M. Myr�el was utterly aston�shed
to learn that he had been appo�nted B�shop of D——

What truth was there, after all, �n the stor�es wh�ch were �nvented
as to the early port�on of M. Myr�el’s l�fe? No one knew. Very few
fam�l�es had been acqua�nted w�th the Myr�el fam�ly before the
Revolut�on.

M. Myr�el had to undergo the fate of every newcomer �n a l�ttle
town, where there are many mouths wh�ch talk, and very few heads
wh�ch th�nk. He was obl�ged to undergo �t although he was a b�shop,
and because he was a b�shop. But after all, the rumors w�th wh�ch
h�s name was connected were rumors only,—no�se, say�ngs, words;
less than words—palabres, as the energet�c language of the South
expresses �t.

However that may be, after n�ne years of ep�scopal power and of
res�dence �n D——, all the stor�es and subjects of conversat�on



wh�ch engross petty towns and petty people at the outset had fallen
�nto profound obl�v�on. No one would have dared to ment�on them;
no one would have dared to recall them.

M. Myr�el had arr�ved at D—— accompan�ed by an elderly
sp�nster, Mademo�selle Bapt�st�ne, who was h�s s�ster, and ten years
h�s jun�or.

The�r only domest�c was a female servant of the same age as
Mademo�selle Bapt�st�ne, and named Madame Maglo�re, who, after
hav�ng been the servant of M. le Curé, now assumed the double t�tle
of ma�d to Mademo�selle and housekeeper to Monse�gneur.

Mademo�selle Bapt�st�ne was a long, pale, th�n, gentle creature;
she real�zed the �deal expressed by the word “respectable”; for �t
seems that a woman must needs be a mother �n order to be
venerable. She had never been pretty; her whole l�fe, wh�ch had
been noth�ng but a success�on of holy deeds, had f�nally conferred
upon her a sort of pallor and transparency; and as she advanced �n
years she had acqu�red what may be called the beauty of goodness.
What had been leanness �n her youth had become transparency �n
her matur�ty; and th�s d�aphane�ty allowed the angel to be seen. She
was a soul rather than a v�rg�n. Her person seemed made of a
shadow; there was hardly suff�c�ent body to prov�de for sex; a l�ttle
matter enclos�ng a l�ght; large eyes forever droop�ng;—a mere
pretext for a soul’s rema�n�ng on the earth.

Madame Maglo�re was a l�ttle, fat, wh�te old woman, corpulent and
bustl�ng; always out of breath,—�n the f�rst place, because of her
act�v�ty, and �n the next, because of her asthma.

On h�s arr�val, M. Myr�el was �nstalled �n the ep�scopal palace w�th
the honors requ�red by the Imper�al decrees, wh�ch class a b�shop
�mmed�ately after a major-general. The mayor and the pres�dent pa�d
the f�rst call on h�m, and he, �n turn, pa�d the f�rst call on the general
and the prefect.

The �nstallat�on over, the town wa�ted to see �ts b�shop at work.



CHAPTER II—M. MYRIEL BECOMES
M. WELCOME

The ep�scopal palace of D—— adjo�ns the hosp�tal.
The ep�scopal palace was a huge and beaut�ful house, bu�lt of

stone at the beg�nn�ng of the last century by M. Henr� Puget, Doctor
of Theology of the Faculty of Par�s, Abbé of S�more, who had been
B�shop of D—— �n 1712. Th�s palace was a genu�ne se�gnor�al
res�dence. Everyth�ng about �t had a grand a�r,—the apartments of
the B�shop, the draw�ng-rooms, the chambers, the pr�nc�pal
courtyard, wh�ch was very large, w�th walks enc�rcl�ng �t under
arcades �n the old Florent�ne fash�on, and gardens planted w�th
magn�f�cent trees. In the d�n�ng-room, a long and superb gallery
wh�ch was s�tuated on the ground floor and opened on the gardens,
M. Henr� Puget had enterta�ned �n state, on July 29, 1714, My Lords
Charles Brûlart de Genl�s, archb�shop; Pr�nce d’Embrun; Anto�ne de
Mesgr�gny, the capuch�n, B�shop of Grasse; Ph�l�ppe de Vendôme,
Grand Pr�or of France, Abbé of Sa�nt Honoré de Lér�ns; Franço�s de
Berton de Cr�llon, b�shop, Baron de Vence; César de Sabran de
Forcalqu�er, b�shop, Se�gnor of Glandève; and Jean Soanen, Pr�est
of the Oratory, preacher �n ord�nary to the k�ng, b�shop, Se�gnor of
Senez. The portra�ts of these seven reverend personages decorated
th�s apartment; and th�s memorable date, the 29th of July, 1714, was
there engraved �n letters of gold on a table of wh�te marble.

The hosp�tal was a low and narrow bu�ld�ng of a s�ngle story, w�th a
small garden.

Three days after h�s arr�val, the B�shop v�s�ted the hosp�tal. The
v�s�t ended, he had the d�rector requested to be so good as to come
to h�s house.

“Mons�eur the d�rector of the hosp�tal,” sa�d he to h�m, “how many
s�ck people have you at the present moment?”



“Twenty-s�x, Monse�gneur.”
“That was the number wh�ch I counted,” sa�d the B�shop.
“The beds,” pursued the d�rector, “are very much crowded aga�nst

each other.”
“That �s what I observed.”
“The halls are noth�ng but rooms, and �t �s w�th d�ff�culty that the a�r

can be changed �n them.”
“So �t seems to me.”
“And then, when there �s a ray of sun, the garden �s very small for

the convalescents.”
“That was what I sa�d to myself.”
“In case of ep�dem�cs,—we have had the typhus fever th�s year;

we had the sweat�ng s�ckness two years ago, and a hundred pat�ents
at t�mes,—we know not what to do.”

“That �s the thought wh�ch occurred to me.”
“What would you have, Monse�gneur?” sa�d the d�rector. “One

must res�gn one’s self.”
Th�s conversat�on took place �n the gallery d�n�ng-room on the

ground floor.
The B�shop rema�ned s�lent for a moment; then he turned abruptly

to the d�rector of the hosp�tal.
“Mons�eur,” sa�d he, “how many beds do you th�nk th�s hall alone

would hold?”
“Monse�gneur’s d�n�ng-room?” excla�med the stupef�ed d�rector.
The B�shop cast a glance round the apartment, and seemed to be

tak�ng measures and calculat�ons w�th h�s eyes.
“It would hold full twenty beds,” sa�d he, as though speak�ng to

h�mself. Then, ra�s�ng h�s vo�ce:—
“Hold, Mons�eur the d�rector of the hosp�tal, I w�ll tell you

someth�ng. There �s ev�dently a m�stake here. There are th�rty-s�x of
you, �n f�ve or s�x small rooms. There are three of us here, and we
have room for s�xty. There �s some m�stake, I tell you; you have my



house, and I have yours. G�ve me back my house; you are at home
here.”

On the follow�ng day the th�rty-s�x pat�ents were �nstalled �n the
B�shop’s palace, and the B�shop was settled �n the hosp�tal.

M. Myr�el had no property, h�s fam�ly hav�ng been ru�ned by the
Revolut�on. H�s s�ster was �n rece�pt of a yearly �ncome of f�ve
hundred francs, wh�ch suff�ced for her personal wants at the
v�carage. M. Myr�el rece�ved from the State, �n h�s qual�ty of b�shop, a
salary of f�fteen thousand francs. On the very day when he took up
h�s abode �n the hosp�tal, M. Myr�el settled on the d�spos�t�on of th�s
sum once for all, �n the follow�ng manner. We transcr�be here a note
made by h�s own hand:—

NOTE ON THE REGULATION OF MY HOUSEHOLD
EXPENSES.
For the little seminary . . . . . . . . . . . . . .    1,500 livres
Society of the  mission . . . . . . . . . . . . . .      100   ”
For the Lazarists of Montdidier . . . . . . . . . .      100   ”
Seminary for foreign missions in Paris  . . . . . .      200   ”
Congregation of the Holy Spirit . . . . . . . . . .      150   ”
Religious establishments of the Holy Land . . . . .      100   ”
Charitable maternity societies  . . . . . . . . . .      300   ”
Extra, for that of Arles  . . . . . . . . . . . . .       50   ”
Work for the amelioration of prisons  . . . . . . .      400   ”
Work for the relief and delivery of prisoners . . .      500   ”
To liberate fathers of families incarcerated for debt  1,000   ”
Addition to the salary of the poor teachers of the
diocese  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .    2,000   ”
Public granary of the Hautes-Alpes  . . . . . . . .      100   ”
Congregation of the ladies of D——, of Manosque, and of
Sisteron, for the gratuitous instruction of poor
girls  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .    1,500   ”
For the poor  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .    6,000   ”
My personal expenses  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .    1,000   ”
———
Total  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .   15,000   ”

M. Myr�el made no change �n th�s arrangement dur�ng the ent�re
per�od that he occup�ed the see of D—— As has been seen, he
called �t regulat�ng h�s household expenses.

Th�s arrangement was accepted w�th absolute subm�ss�on by
Mademo�selle Bapt�st�ne. Th�s holy woman regarded Monse�gneur of
D—— as at one and the same t�me her brother and her b�shop, her
fr�end accord�ng to the flesh and her super�or accord�ng to the
Church. She s�mply loved and venerated h�m. When he spoke, she



bowed; when he acted, she y�elded her adherence. The�r only
servant, Madame Maglo�re, grumbled a l�ttle. It w�ll be observed that
Mons�eur the B�shop had reserved for h�mself only one thousand
l�vres, wh�ch, added to the pens�on of Mademo�selle Bapt�st�ne,
made f�fteen hundred francs a year. On these f�fteen hundred francs
these two old women and the old man subs�sted.

And when a v�llage curate came to D——, the B�shop st�ll found
means to enterta�n h�m, thanks to the severe economy of Madame
Maglo�re, and to the �ntell�gent adm�n�strat�on of Mademo�selle
Bapt�st�ne.

One day, after he had been �n D—— about three months, the
B�shop sa�d:—

“And st�ll I am qu�te cramped w�th �t all!”
“I should th�nk so!” excla�med Madame Maglo�re. “Monse�gneur

has not even cla�med the allowance wh�ch the department owes h�m
for the expense of h�s carr�age �n town, and for h�s journeys about
the d�ocese. It was customary for b�shops �n former days.”

“Hold!” cr�ed the B�shop, “you are qu�te r�ght, Madame Maglo�re.”
And he made h�s demand.
Some t�me afterwards the General Counc�l took th�s demand

under cons�derat�on, and voted h�m an annual sum of three thousand
francs, under th�s head�ng: Allowance to M. the B�shop for expenses
of carr�age, expenses of post�ng, and expenses of pastoral v�s�ts.

Th�s provoked a great outcry among the local burgesses; and a
senator of the Emp�re, a former member of the Counc�l of the F�ve
Hundred wh�ch favored the 18 Bruma�re, and who was prov�ded w�th
a magn�f�cent senator�al off�ce �n the v�c�n�ty of the town of D——,
wrote to M. B�got de Préameneu, the m�n�ster of publ�c worsh�p, a
very angry and conf�dent�al note on the subject, from wh�ch we
extract these authent�c l�nes:—

“Expenses of carr�age? What can be done w�th �t �n a town of less
than four thousand �nhab�tants? Expenses of journeys? What �s the
use of these tr�ps, �n the f�rst place? Next, how can the post�ng be
accompl�shed �n these mounta�nous parts? There are no roads. No
one travels otherw�se than on horseback. Even the br�dge between



Durance and Château-Arnoux can barely support ox-teams. These
pr�ests are all thus, greedy and avar�c�ous. Th�s man played the good
pr�est when he f�rst came. Now he does l�ke the rest; he must have a
carr�age and a post�ng-cha�se, he must have luxur�es, l�ke the
b�shops of the olden days. Oh, all th�s pr�esthood! Th�ngs w�ll not go
well, M. le Comte, unt�l the Emperor has freed us from these black-
capped rascals. Down w�th the Pope! [Matters were gett�ng
embro�led w�th Rome.] For my part, I am for Cæsar alone.” Etc., etc.

On the other hand, th�s affa�r afforded great del�ght to Madame
Maglo�re. “Good,” sa�d she to Mademo�selle Bapt�st�ne;
“Monse�gneur began w�th other people, but he has had to w�nd up
w�th h�mself, after all. He has regulated all h�s char�t�es. Now here
are three thousand francs for us! At last!”

That same even�ng the B�shop wrote out and handed to h�s s�ster
a memorandum conce�ved �n the follow�ng terms:—

EXPENSES OF CARRIAGE AND CIRCUIT.
For furnishing meat soup to the patients in the hospital. 1,500 livres
For the maternity charitable society of Aix . . . . . . .   250   ”
For the maternity charitable society of Draguignan  . . .   250   ”
For foundlings  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .   500   ”
For orphans   . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .   500   ”
——-
Total  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 3,000   ”

Such was M. Myr�el’s budget.
As for the chance ep�scopal perqu�s�tes, the fees for marr�age

bans, d�spensat�ons, pr�vate bapt�sms, sermons, bened�ct�ons, of
churches or chapels, marr�ages, etc., the B�shop lev�ed them on the
wealthy w�th all the more asper�ty, s�nce he bestowed them on the
needy.

After a t�me, offer�ngs of money flowed �n. Those who had and
those who lacked knocked at M. Myr�el’s door,—the latter �n search
of the alms wh�ch the former came to depos�t. In less than a year the
B�shop had become the treasurer of all benevolence and the cash�er
of all those �n d�stress. Cons�derable sums of money passed through
h�s hands, but noth�ng could �nduce h�m to make any change
whatever �n h�s mode of l�fe, or add anyth�ng superfluous to h�s bare
necess�t�es.



Far from �t. As there �s always more wretchedness below than
there �s brotherhood above, all was g�ven away, so to speak, before
�t was rece�ved. It was l�ke water on dry so�l; no matter how much
money he rece�ved, he never had any. Then he str�pped h�mself.

The usage be�ng that b�shops shall announce the�r bapt�smal
names at the head of the�r charges and the�r pastoral letters, the
poor people of the country-s�de had selected, w�th a sort of
affect�onate �nst�nct, among the names and prenomens of the�r
b�shop, that wh�ch had a mean�ng for them; and they never called
h�m anyth�ng except Monse�gneur B�envenu [Welcome]. We w�ll
follow the�r example, and w�ll also call h�m thus when we have
occas�on to name h�m. Moreover, th�s appellat�on pleased h�m.

“I l�ke that name,” sa�d he. “B�envenu makes up for the
Monse�gneur.”

We do not cla�m that the portra�t herew�th presented �s probable;
we conf�ne ourselves to stat�ng that �t resembles the or�g�nal.



CHAPTER III—A HARD BISHOPRIC
FOR A GOOD BISHOP

The B�shop d�d not om�t h�s pastoral v�s�ts because he had
converted h�s carr�age �nto alms. The d�ocese of D—— �s a fat�gu�ng
one. There are very few pla�ns and a great many mounta�ns; hardly
any roads, as we have just seen; th�rty-two curac�es, forty-one
v�carsh�ps, and two hundred and e�ghty-f�ve aux�l�ary chapels. To v�s�t
all these �s qu�te a task.

The B�shop managed to do �t. He went on foot when �t was �n the
ne�ghborhood, �n a t�lted spr�ng-cart when �t was on the pla�n, and on
a donkey �n the mounta�ns. The two old women accompan�ed h�m.
When the tr�p was too hard for them, he went alone.

One day he arr�ved at Senez, wh�ch �s an anc�ent ep�scopal c�ty.
He was mounted on an ass. H�s purse, wh�ch was very dry at that
moment, d�d not perm�t h�m any other equ�page. The mayor of the
town came to rece�ve h�m at the gate of the town, and watched h�m
d�smount from h�s ass, w�th scandal�zed eyes. Some of the c�t�zens
were laugh�ng around h�m. “Mons�eur the Mayor,” sa�d the B�shop,
“and Mess�eurs C�t�zens, I perce�ve that I shock you. You th�nk �t very
arrogant �n a poor pr�est to r�de an an�mal wh�ch was used by Jesus
Chr�st. I have done so from necess�ty, I assure you, and not from
van�ty.”

In the course of these tr�ps he was k�nd and �ndulgent, and talked
rather than preached. He never went far �n search of h�s arguments
and h�s examples. He quoted to the �nhab�tants of one d�str�ct the
example of a ne�ghbor�ng d�str�ct. In the cantons where they were
harsh to the poor, he sa�d: “Look at the people of Br�ançon! They
have conferred on the poor, on w�dows and orphans, the r�ght to
have the�r meadows mown three days �n advance of every one else.
They rebu�ld the�r houses for them gratu�tously when they are ru�ned.



Therefore �t �s a country wh�ch �s blessed by God. For a whole
century, there has not been a s�ngle murderer among them.”

In v�llages wh�ch were greedy for prof�t and harvest, he sa�d: “Look
at the people of Embrun! If, at the harvest season, the father of a
fam�ly has h�s son away on serv�ce �n the army, and h�s daughters at
serv�ce �n the town, and �f he �s �ll and �ncapac�tated, the curé
recommends h�m to the prayers of the congregat�on; and on Sunday,
after the mass, all the �nhab�tants of the v�llage—men, women, and
ch�ldren—go to the poor man’s f�eld and do h�s harvest�ng for h�m,
and carry h�s straw and h�s gra�n to h�s granary.” To fam�l�es d�v�ded
by quest�ons of money and �nher�tance he sa�d: “Look at the
mounta�neers of Devolny, a country so w�ld that the n�ght�ngale �s not
heard there once �n f�fty years. Well, when the father of a fam�ly d�es,
the boys go off to seek the�r fortunes, leav�ng the property to the
g�rls, so that they may f�nd husbands.” To the cantons wh�ch had a
taste for lawsu�ts, and where the farmers ru�ned themselves �n
stamped paper, he sa�d: “Look at those good peasants �n the valley
of Queyras! There are three thousand souls of them. Mon D�eu! �t �s
l�ke a l�ttle republ�c. Ne�ther judge nor ba�l�ff �s known there. The
mayor does everyth�ng. He allots the �mposts, taxes each person
consc�ent�ously, judges quarrels for noth�ng, d�v�des �nher�tances
w�thout charge, pronounces sentences gratu�tously; and he �s
obeyed, because he �s a just man among s�mple men.” To v�llages
where he found no schoolmaster, he quoted once more the people of
Queyras: “Do you know how they manage?” he sa�d. “S�nce a l�ttle
country of a dozen or f�fteen hearths cannot always support a
teacher, they have schoolmasters who are pa�d by the whole valley,
who make the round of the v�llages, spend�ng a week �n th�s one, ten
days �n that, and �nstruct them. These teachers go to the fa�rs. I have
seen them there. They are to be recogn�zed by the qu�ll pens wh�ch
they wear �n the cord of the�r hat. Those who teach read�ng only
have one pen; those who teach read�ng and reckon�ng have two
pens; those who teach read�ng, reckon�ng, and Lat�n have three
pens. But what a d�sgrace to be �gnorant! Do l�ke the people of
Queyras!”

Thus he d�scoursed gravely and paternally; �n default of examples,
he �nvented parables, go�ng d�rectly to the po�nt, w�th few phrases



and many �mages, wh�ch character�st�c formed the real eloquence of
Jesus Chr�st. And be�ng conv�nced h�mself, he was persuas�ve.



CHAPTER IV—WORKS
CORRESPONDING TO WORDS

H�s conversat�on was gay and affable. He put h�mself on a level
w�th the two old women who had passed the�r l�ves bes�de h�m.
When he laughed, �t was the laugh of a schoolboy. Madame
Maglo�re l�ked to call h�m Your Grace [Votre Grandeur]. One day he
rose from h�s armcha�r, and went to h�s l�brary �n search of a book.
Th�s book was on one of the upper shelves. As the b�shop was
rather short of stature, he could not reach �t. “Madame Maglo�re,”
sa�d he, “fetch me a cha�r. My greatness [grandeur] does not reach
as far as that shelf.”

One of h�s d�stant relat�ves, Madame la Comtesse de Lô, rarely
allowed an opportun�ty to escape of enumerat�ng, �n h�s presence,
what she des�gnated as “the expectat�ons” of her three sons. She
had numerous relat�ves, who were very old and near to death, and of
whom her sons were the natural he�rs. The youngest of the three
was to rece�ve from a grandaunt a good hundred thousand l�vres of
�ncome; the second was the he�r by enta�l to the t�tle of the Duke, h�s
uncle; the eldest was to succeed to the peerage of h�s grandfather.
The B�shop was accustomed to l�sten �n s�lence to these �nnocent
and pardonable maternal boasts. On one occas�on, however, he
appeared to be more thoughtful than usual, wh�le Madame de Lô
was relat�ng once aga�n the deta�ls of all these �nher�tances and all
these “expectat�ons.” She �nterrupted herself �mpat�ently: “Mon D�eu,
cous�n! What are you th�nk�ng about?” “I am th�nk�ng,” repl�ed the
B�shop, “of a s�ngular remark, wh�ch �s to be found, I bel�eve, �n St.
August�ne,—‘Place your hopes �n the man from whom you do not
�nher�t.’”

At another t�me, on rece�v�ng a not�f�cat�on of the decease of a
gentleman of the country-s�de, where�n not only the d�gn�t�es of the



dead man, but also the feudal and noble qual�f�cat�ons of all h�s
relat�ves, spread over an ent�re page: “What a stout back Death
has!” he excla�med. “What a strange burden of t�tles �s cheerfully
�mposed on h�m, and how much w�t must men have, �n order thus to
press the tomb �nto the serv�ce of van�ty!”

He was g�fted, on occas�on, w�th a gentle ra�llery, wh�ch almost
always concealed a ser�ous mean�ng. In the course of one Lent, a
youthful v�car came to D——, and preached �n the cathedral. He was
tolerably eloquent. The subject of h�s sermon was char�ty. He urged
the r�ch to g�ve to the poor, �n order to avo�d hell, wh�ch he dep�cted
�n the most fr�ghtful manner of wh�ch he was capable, and to w�n
parad�se, wh�ch he represented as charm�ng and des�rable. Among
the aud�ence there was a wealthy ret�red merchant, who was
somewhat of a usurer, named M. Géborand, who had amassed two
m�ll�ons �n the manufacture of coarse cloth, serges, and woollen
galloons. Never �n h�s whole l�fe had M. Géborand bestowed alms on
any poor wretch. After the del�very of that sermon, �t was observed
that he gave a sou every Sunday to the poor old beggar-women at
the door of the cathedral. There were s�x of them to share �t. One
day the B�shop caught s�ght of h�m �n the act of bestow�ng th�s
char�ty, and sa�d to h�s s�ster, w�th a sm�le, “There �s M. Géborand
purchas�ng parad�se for a sou.”

When �t was a quest�on of char�ty, he was not to be rebuffed even
by a refusal, and on such occas�ons he gave utterance to remarks
wh�ch �nduced reflect�on. Once he was begg�ng for the poor �n a
draw�ng-room of the town; there was present the Marqu�s de
Champterc�er, a wealthy and avar�c�ous old man, who contr�ved to
be, at one and the same t�me, an ultra-royal�st and an ultra-
Volta�r�an. Th�s var�ety of man has actually ex�sted. When the B�shop
came to h�m, he touched h�s arm, “You must g�ve me someth�ng, M.
le Marqu�s.” The Marqu�s turned round and answered dryly, “I have
poor people of my own, Monse�gneur.” “G�ve them to me,” repl�ed the
B�shop.

One day he preached the follow�ng sermon �n the cathedral:—
“My very dear brethren, my good fr�ends, there are th�rteen

hundred and twenty thousand peasants’ dwell�ngs �n France wh�ch



have but three open�ngs; e�ghteen hundred and seventeen thousand
hovels wh�ch have but two open�ngs, the door and one w�ndow; and
three hundred and forty-s�x thousand cab�ns bes�des wh�ch have but
one open�ng, the door. And th�s ar�ses from a th�ng wh�ch �s called
the tax on doors and w�ndows. Just put poor fam�l�es, old women
and l�ttle ch�ldren, �n those bu�ld�ngs, and behold the fevers and
malad�es wh�ch result! Alas! God g�ves a�r to men; the law sells �t to
them. I do not blame the law, but I bless God. In the department of
the Isère, �n the Var, �n the two departments of the Alpes, the Hautes,
and the Basses, the peasants have not even wheelbarrows; they
transport the�r manure on the backs of men; they have no candles,
and they burn res�nous st�cks, and b�ts of rope d�pped �n p�tch. That
�s the state of affa�rs throughout the whole of the h�lly country of
Dauph�né. They make bread for s�x months at one t�me; they bake �t
w�th dr�ed cow-dung. In the w�nter they break th�s bread up w�th an
axe, and they soak �t for twenty-four hours, �n order to render �t
eatable. My brethren, have p�ty! behold the suffer�ng on all s�des of
you!”

Born a Provençal, he eas�ly fam�l�ar�zed h�mself w�th the d�alect of
the south. He sa�d, “En bé! moussu, sés sagé?” as �n lower
Languedoc; “Onté anaras passa?” as �n the Basses-Alpes; “Puerte
un bouen moutu embe un bouen fromage grase,” as �n upper
Dauph�né. Th�s pleased the people extremely, and contr�buted not a
l�ttle to w�n h�m access to all sp�r�ts. He was perfectly at home �n the
thatched cottage and �n the mounta�ns. He understood how to say
the grandest th�ngs �n the most vulgar of �d�oms. As he spoke all
tongues, he entered �nto all hearts.

Moreover, he was the same towards people of the world and
towards the lower classes. He condemned noth�ng �n haste and
w�thout tak�ng c�rcumstances �nto account. He sa�d, “Exam�ne the
road over wh�ch the fault has passed.”

Be�ng, as he descr�bed h�mself w�th a sm�le, an ex-s�nner, he had
none of the asper�t�es of auster�ty, and he professed, w�th a good
deal of d�st�nctness, and w�thout the frown of the feroc�ously v�rtuous,
a doctr�ne wh�ch may be summed up as follows:—



“Man has upon h�m h�s flesh, wh�ch �s at once h�s burden and h�s
temptat�on. He drags �t w�th h�m and y�elds to �t. He must watch �t,
check �t, repress �t, and obey �t only at the last extrem�ty. There may
be some fault even �n th�s obed�ence; but the fault thus comm�tted �s
ven�al; �t �s a fall, but a fall on the knees wh�ch may term�nate �n
prayer.

“To be a sa�nt �s the except�on; to be an upr�ght man �s the rule.
Err, fall, s�n �f you w�ll, but be upr�ght.

“The least poss�ble s�n �s the law of man. No s�n at all �s the dream
of the angel. All wh�ch �s terrestr�al �s subject to s�n. S�n �s a
grav�tat�on.”

When he saw everyone excla�m�ng very loudly, and grow�ng angry
very qu�ckly, “Oh! oh!” he sa�d, w�th a sm�le; “to all appearance, th�s
�s a great cr�me wh�ch all the world comm�ts. These are hypocr�s�es
wh�ch have taken fr�ght, and are �n haste to make protest and to put
themselves under shelter.”

He was �ndulgent towards women and poor people, on whom the
burden of human soc�ety rest. He sa�d, “The faults of women, of
ch�ldren, of the feeble, the �nd�gent, and the �gnorant, are the fault of
the husbands, the fathers, the masters, the strong, the r�ch, and the
w�se.”

He sa�d, moreover, “Teach those who are �gnorant as many th�ngs
as poss�ble; soc�ety �s culpable, �n that �t does not afford �nstruct�on
grat�s; �t �s respons�ble for the n�ght wh�ch �t produces. Th�s soul �s
full of shadow; s�n �s there�n comm�tted. The gu�lty one �s not the
person who has comm�tted the s�n, but the person who has created
the shadow.”

It w�ll be perce�ved that he had a pecul�ar manner of h�s own of
judg�ng th�ngs: I suspect that he obta�ned �t from the Gospel.

One day he heard a cr�m�nal case, wh�ch was �n preparat�on and
on the po�nt of tr�al, d�scussed �n a draw�ng-room. A wretched man,
be�ng at the end of h�s resources, had co�ned counterfe�t money, out
of love for a woman, and for the ch�ld wh�ch he had had by her.
Counterfe�t�ng was st�ll pun�shable w�th death at that epoch. The
woman had been arrested �n the act of pass�ng the f�rst false p�ece
made by the man. She was held, but there were no proofs except



aga�nst her. She alone could accuse her lover, and destroy h�m by
her confess�on. She den�ed; they �ns�sted. She pers�sted �n her
den�al. Thereupon an �dea occurred to the attorney for the crown. He
�nvented an �nf�del�ty on the part of the lover, and succeeded, by
means of fragments of letters cunn�ngly presented, �n persuad�ng the
unfortunate woman that she had a r�val, and that the man was
dece�v�ng her. Thereupon, exasperated by jealousy, she denounced
her lover, confessed all, proved all.

The man was ru�ned. He was shortly to be tr�ed at A�x w�th h�s
accompl�ce. They were relat�ng the matter, and each one was
express�ng enthus�asm over the cleverness of the mag�strate. By
br�ng�ng jealousy �nto play, he had caused the truth to burst forth �n
wrath, he had educed the just�ce of revenge. The B�shop l�stened to
all th�s �n s�lence. When they had f�n�shed, he �nqu�red,—

“Where are th�s man and woman to be tr�ed?”
“At the Court of Ass�zes.”
He went on, “And where w�ll the advocate of the crown be tr�ed?”
A trag�c event occurred at D—— A man was condemned to death

for murder. He was a wretched fellow, not exactly educated, not
exactly �gnorant, who had been a mountebank at fa�rs, and a wr�ter
for the publ�c. The town took a great �nterest �n the tr�al. On the eve
of the day f�xed for the execut�on of the condemned man, the
chapla�n of the pr�son fell �ll. A pr�est was needed to attend the
cr�m�nal �n h�s last moments. They sent for the curé. It seems that he
refused to come, say�ng, “That �s no affa�r of m�ne. I have noth�ng to
do w�th that unpleasant task, and w�th that mountebank: I, too, am �ll;
and bes�des, �t �s not my place.” Th�s reply was reported to the
B�shop, who sa�d, “Mons�eur le Curé �s r�ght: �t �s not h�s place; �t �s
m�ne.”

He went �nstantly to the pr�son, descended to the cell of the
“mountebank,” called h�m by name, took h�m by the hand, and spoke
to h�m. He passed the ent�re day w�th h�m, forgetful of food and
sleep, pray�ng to God for the soul of the condemned man, and
pray�ng the condemned man for h�s own. He told h�m the best truths,
wh�ch are also the most s�mple. He was father, brother, fr�end; he
was b�shop only to bless. He taught h�m everyth�ng, encouraged and



consoled h�m. The man was on the po�nt of dy�ng �n despa�r. Death
was an abyss to h�m. As he stood trembl�ng on �ts mournful br�nk, he
reco�led w�th horror. He was not suff�c�ently �gnorant to be absolutely
�nd�fferent. H�s condemnat�on, wh�ch had been a profound shock,
had, �n a manner, broken through, here and there, that wall wh�ch
separates us from the mystery of th�ngs, and wh�ch we call l�fe. He
gazed �ncessantly beyond th�s world through these fatal breaches,
and beheld only darkness. The B�shop made h�m see l�ght.

On the follow�ng day, when they came to fetch the unhappy
wretch, the B�shop was st�ll there. He followed h�m, and exh�b�ted
h�mself to the eyes of the crowd �n h�s purple cama�l and w�th h�s
ep�scopal cross upon h�s neck, s�de by s�de w�th the cr�m�nal bound
w�th cords.

He mounted the tumbr�l w�th h�m, he mounted the scaffold w�th
h�m. The sufferer, who had been so gloomy and cast down on the
preced�ng day, was rad�ant. He felt that h�s soul was reconc�led, and
he hoped �n God. The B�shop embraced h�m, and at the moment
when the kn�fe was about to fall, he sa�d to h�m: “God ra�ses from the
dead h�m whom man slays; he whom h�s brothers have rejected
f�nds h�s Father once more. Pray, bel�eve, enter �nto l�fe: the Father �s
there.” When he descended from the scaffold, there was someth�ng
�n h�s look wh�ch made the people draw as�de to let h�m pass. They
d�d not know wh�ch was most worthy of adm�rat�on, h�s pallor or h�s
seren�ty. On h�s return to the humble dwell�ng, wh�ch he des�gnated,
w�th a sm�le, as h�s palace, he sa�d to h�s s�ster, “I have just off�c�ated
pont�f�cally.”

S�nce the most subl�me th�ngs are often those wh�ch are the least
understood, there were people �n the town who sa�d, when
comment�ng on th�s conduct of the B�shop, “It �s affectat�on.”

Th�s, however, was a remark wh�ch was conf�ned to the draw�ng-
rooms. The populace, wh�ch perce�ves no jest �n holy deeds, was
touched, and adm�red h�m.

As for the B�shop, �t was a shock to h�m to have beheld the
gu�llot�ne, and �t was a long t�me before he recovered from �t.

In fact, when the scaffold �s there, all erected and prepared, �t has
someth�ng about �t wh�ch produces halluc�nat�on. One may feel a



certa�n �nd�fference to the death penalty, one may refra�n from
pronounc�ng upon �t, from say�ng yes or no, so long as one has not
seen a gu�llot�ne w�th one’s own eyes: but �f one encounters one of
them, the shock �s v�olent; one �s forced to dec�de, and to take part
for or aga�nst. Some adm�re �t, l�ke de Ma�stre; others execrate �t, l�ke
Beccar�a. The gu�llot�ne �s the concret�on of the law; �t �s called
v�nd�cate; �t �s not neutral, and �t does not perm�t you to rema�n
neutral. He who sees �t sh�vers w�th the most myster�ous of sh�vers.
All soc�al problems erect the�r �nterrogat�on po�nt around th�s
chopp�ng-kn�fe. The scaffold �s a v�s�on. The scaffold �s not a p�ece of
carpentry; the scaffold �s not a mach�ne; the scaffold �s not an �nert
b�t of mechan�sm constructed of wood, �ron and cords.

It seems as though �t were a be�ng, possessed of I know not what
sombre �n�t�at�ve; one would say that th�s p�ece of carpenter’s work
saw, that th�s mach�ne heard, that th�s mechan�sm understood, that
th�s wood, th�s �ron, and these cords were possessed of w�ll. In the
fr�ghtful med�tat�on �nto wh�ch �ts presence casts the soul the scaffold
appears �n terr�ble gu�se, and as though tak�ng part �n what �s go�ng
on. The scaffold �s the accompl�ce of the execut�oner; �t devours, �t
eats flesh, �t dr�nks blood; the scaffold �s a sort of monster fabr�cated
by the judge and the carpenter, a spectre wh�ch seems to l�ve w�th a
horr�ble v�tal�ty composed of all the death wh�ch �t has �nfl�cted.

Therefore, the �mpress�on was terr�ble and profound; on the day
follow�ng the execut�on, and on many succeed�ng days, the B�shop
appeared to be crushed. The almost v�olent seren�ty of the funereal
moment had d�sappeared; the phantom of soc�al just�ce tormented
h�m. He, who generally returned from all h�s deeds w�th a rad�ant
sat�sfact�on, seemed to be reproach�ng h�mself. At t�mes he talked to
h�mself, and stammered lugubr�ous monologues �n a low vo�ce. Th�s
�s one wh�ch h�s s�ster overheard one even�ng and preserved: “I d�d
not th�nk that �t was so monstrous. It �s wrong to become absorbed �n
the d�v�ne law to such a degree as not to perce�ve human law. Death
belongs to God alone. By what r�ght do men touch that unknown
th�ng?”

In course of t�me these �mpress�ons weakened and probably
van�shed. Nevertheless, �t was observed that the B�shop thenceforth



avo�ded pass�ng the place of execut�on.
M. Myr�el could be summoned at any hour to the beds�de of the

s�ck and dy�ng. He d�d not �gnore the fact that there�n lay h�s greatest
duty and h�s greatest labor. W�dowed and orphaned fam�l�es had no
need to summon h�m; he came of h�s own accord. He understood
how to s�t down and hold h�s peace for long hours bes�de the man
who had lost the w�fe of h�s love, of the mother who had lost her
ch�ld. As he knew the moment for s�lence he knew also the moment
for speech. Oh, adm�rable consoler! He sought not to efface sorrow
by forgetfulness, but to magn�fy and d�gn�fy �t by hope. He sa�d:—

“Have a care of the manner �n wh�ch you turn towards the dead.
Th�nk not of that wh�ch per�shes. Gaze stead�ly. You w�ll perce�ve the
l�v�ng l�ght of your well-beloved dead �n the depths of heaven.” He
knew that fa�th �s wholesome. He sought to counsel and calm the
despa�r�ng man, by po�nt�ng out to h�m the res�gned man, and to
transform the gr�ef wh�ch gazes upon a grave by show�ng h�m the
gr�ef wh�ch f�xes �ts gaze upon a star.



CHAPTER V—MONSEIGNEUR
BIENVENU MADE HIS CASSOCKS

LAST TOO LONG
The pr�vate l�fe of M. Myr�el was f�lled w�th the same thoughts as

h�s publ�c l�fe. The voluntary poverty �n wh�ch the B�shop of D——
l�ved, would have been a solemn and charm�ng s�ght for any one
who could have v�ewed �t close at hand.

L�ke all old men, and l�ke the major�ty of th�nkers, he slept l�ttle.
Th�s br�ef slumber was profound. In the morn�ng he med�tated for an
hour, then he sa�d h�s mass, e�ther at the cathedral or �n h�s own
house. H�s mass sa�d, he broke h�s fast on rye bread d�pped �n the
m�lk of h�s own cows. Then he set to work.

A B�shop �s a very busy man: he must every day rece�ve the
secretary of the b�shopr�c, who �s generally a canon, and nearly
every day h�s v�cars-general. He has congregat�ons to reprove,
pr�v�leges to grant, a whole eccles�ast�cal l�brary to exam�ne,—
prayer-books, d�ocesan catech�sms, books of hours, etc.,—charges
to wr�te, sermons to author�ze, curés and mayors to reconc�le, a
cler�cal correspondence, an adm�n�strat�ve correspondence; on one
s�de the State, on the other the Holy See; and a thousand matters of
bus�ness.

What t�me was left to h�m, after these thousand deta�ls of
bus�ness, and h�s off�ces and h�s brev�ary, he bestowed f�rst on the
necess�tous, the s�ck, and the affl�cted; the t�me wh�ch was left to h�m
from the affl�cted, the s�ck, and the necess�tous, he devoted to work.
Somet�mes he dug �n h�s garden; aga�n, he read or wrote. He had
but one word for both these k�nds of to�l; he called them garden�ng.
“The m�nd �s a garden,” sa�d he.



Towards m�dday, when the weather was f�ne, he went forth and
took a stroll �n the country or �n town, often enter�ng lowly dwell�ngs.
He was seen walk�ng alone, bur�ed �n h�s own thoughts, h�s eyes
cast down, support�ng h�mself on h�s long cane, clad �n h�s wadded
purple garment of s�lk, wh�ch was very warm, wear�ng purple
stock�ngs �ns�de h�s coarse shoes, and surmounted by a flat hat
wh�ch allowed three golden tassels of large bull�on to droop from �ts
three po�nts.

It was a perfect fest�val wherever he appeared. One would have
sa�d that h�s presence had someth�ng warm�ng and lum�nous about
�t. The ch�ldren and the old people came out to the doorsteps for the
B�shop as for the sun. He bestowed h�s bless�ng, and they blessed
h�m. They po�nted out h�s house to any one who was �n need of
anyth�ng.

Enlarge
The Comfortor 1b1-5-comfortor 

Here and there he halted, accosted the l�ttle boys and g�rls, and
sm�led upon the mothers. He v�s�ted the poor so long as he had any
money; when he no longer had any, he v�s�ted the r�ch.

As he made h�s cassocks last a long wh�le, and d�d not w�sh to
have �t not�ced, he never went out �n the town w�thout h�s wadded
purple cloak. Th�s �nconven�enced h�m somewhat �n summer.

On h�s return, he d�ned. The d�nner resembled h�s breakfast.
At half-past e�ght �n the even�ng he supped w�th h�s s�ster,

Madame Maglo�re stand�ng beh�nd them and serv�ng them at table.
Noth�ng could be more frugal than th�s repast. If, however, the
B�shop had one of h�s curés to supper, Madame Maglo�re took
advantage of the opportun�ty to serve Monse�gneur w�th some
excellent f�sh from the lake, or w�th some f�ne game from the
mounta�ns. Every curé furn�shed the pretext for a good meal: the
B�shop d�d not �nterfere. W�th that except�on, h�s ord�nary d�et
cons�sted only of vegetables bo�led �n water, and o�l soup. Thus �t
was sa�d �n the town, when the B�shop does not �ndulge �n the cheer
of a curé, he �ndulges �n the cheer of a trapp�st.



After supper he conversed for half an hour w�th Mademo�selle
Bapt�st�ne and Madame Maglo�re; then he ret�red to h�s own room
and set to wr�t�ng, somet�mes on loose sheets, and aga�n on the
marg�n of some fol�o. He was a man of letters and rather learned. He
left beh�nd h�m f�ve or s�x very cur�ous manuscr�pts; among others, a
d�ssertat�on on th�s verse �n Genes�s, In the beg�nn�ng, the sp�r�t of
God floated upon the waters. W�th th�s verse he compares three
texts: the Arab�c verse wh�ch says, The w�nds of God blew; Flav�us
Josephus who says, A w�nd from above was prec�p�tated upon the
earth; and f�nally, the Chalda�c paraphrase of Onkelos, wh�ch
renders �t, A w�nd com�ng from God blew upon the face of the
waters. In another d�ssertat�on, he exam�nes the theolog�cal works of
Hugo, B�shop of Ptolemaïs, great-grand-uncle to the wr�ter of th�s
book, and establ�shes the fact, that to th�s b�shop must be attr�buted
the d�vers l�ttle works publ�shed dur�ng the last century, under the
pseudonym of Barleycourt.

Somet�mes, �n the m�dst of h�s read�ng, no matter what the book
m�ght be wh�ch he had �n h�s hand, he would suddenly fall �nto a
profound med�tat�on, whence he only emerged to wr�te a few l�nes on
the pages of the volume �tself. These l�nes have often no connect�on
whatever w�th the book wh�ch conta�ns them. We now have under
our eyes a note wr�tten by h�m on the marg�n of a quarto ent�tled
Correspondence of Lord Germa�n w�th Generals Cl�nton, Cornwall�s,
and the Adm�rals on the Amer�can stat�on. Versa�lles, Po�nçot, book-
seller; and Par�s, P�ssot, bookseller, Qua� des August�ns.

Here �s the note:—
“Oh, you who are!
“Eccles�astes calls you the All-powerful; the Maccabees call you

the Creator; the Ep�stle to the Ephes�ans calls you l�berty; Baruch
calls you Immens�ty; the Psalms call you W�sdom and Truth; John
calls you L�ght; the Books of K�ngs call you Lord; Exodus calls you
Prov�dence; Lev�t�cus, Sanct�ty; Esdras, Just�ce; the creat�on calls
you God; man calls you Father; but Solomon calls you Compass�on,
and that �s the most beaut�ful of all your names.”

Toward n�ne o’clock �n the even�ng the two women ret�red and
betook themselves to the�r chambers on the f�rst floor, leav�ng h�m



alone unt�l morn�ng on the ground floor.
It �s necessary that we should, �n th�s place, g�ve an exact �dea of

the dwell�ng of the B�shop of D——



CHAPTER VI—WHO GUARDED HIS
HOUSE FOR HIM

The house �n wh�ch he l�ved cons�sted, as we have sa�d, of a
ground floor, and one story above; three rooms on the ground floor,
three chambers on the f�rst, and an att�c above. Beh�nd the house
was a garden, a quarter of an acre �n extent. The two women
occup�ed the f�rst floor; the B�shop was lodged below. The f�rst room,
open�ng on the street, served h�m as d�n�ng-room, the second was
h�s bedroom, and the th�rd h�s oratory. There was no ex�t poss�ble
from th�s oratory, except by pass�ng through the bedroom, nor from
the bedroom, w�thout pass�ng through the d�n�ng-room. At the end of
the su�te, �n the oratory, there was a detached alcove w�th a bed, for
use �n cases of hosp�tal�ty. The B�shop offered th�s bed to country
curates whom bus�ness or the requ�rements of the�r par�shes brought
to D——

The pharmacy of the hosp�tal, a small bu�ld�ng wh�ch had been
added to the house, and abutted on the garden, had been
transformed �nto a k�tchen and cellar. In add�t�on to th�s, there was �n
the garden a stable, wh�ch had formerly been the k�tchen of the
hosp�tal, and �n wh�ch the B�shop kept two cows. No matter what the
quant�ty of m�lk they gave, he �nvar�ably sent half of �t every morn�ng
to the s�ck people �n the hosp�tal.

“I am pay�ng my t�thes,” he sa�d.
H�s bedroom was tolerably large, and rather d�ff�cult to warm �n

bad weather. As wood �s extremely dear at D——, he h�t upon the
�dea of hav�ng a compartment of boards constructed �n the cow-
shed. Here he passed h�s even�ngs dur�ng seasons of severe cold:
he called �t h�s w�nter salon.

In th�s w�nter salon, as �n the d�n�ng-room, there was no other
furn�ture than a square table �n wh�te wood, and four straw-seated



cha�rs. In add�t�on to th�s the d�n�ng-room was ornamented w�th an
ant�que s�deboard, pa�nted p�nk, �n water colors. Out of a s�m�lar
s�deboard, properly draped w�th wh�te napery and �m�tat�on lace, the
B�shop had constructed the altar wh�ch decorated h�s oratory.

H�s wealthy pen�tents and the sa�nted women of D—— had more
than once assessed themselves to ra�se the money for a new altar
for Monse�gneur’s oratory; on each occas�on he had taken the
money and had g�ven �t to the poor. “The most beaut�ful of altars,” he
sa�d, “�s the soul of an unhappy creature consoled and thank�ng
God.”

In h�s oratory there were two straw pr�e-D�eu, and there was an
armcha�r, also �n straw, �n h�s bedroom. When, by chance, he
rece�ved seven or e�ght persons at one t�me, the prefect, or the
general, or the staff of the reg�ment �n garr�son, or several pup�ls
from the l�ttle sem�nary, the cha�rs had to be fetched from the w�nter
salon �n the stable, the pr�e-D�eu from the oratory, and the armcha�r
from the bedroom: �n th�s way as many as eleven cha�rs could be
collected for the v�s�tors. A room was d�smantled for each new guest.

It somet�mes happened that there were twelve �n the party; the
B�shop then rel�eved the embarrassment of the s�tuat�on by stand�ng
�n front of the ch�mney �f �t was w�nter, or by stroll�ng �n the garden �f �t
was summer.

There was st�ll another cha�r �n the detached alcove, but the straw
was half gone from �t, and �t had but three legs, so that �t was of
serv�ce only when propped aga�nst the wall. Mademo�selle Bapt�st�ne
had also �n her own room a very large easy-cha�r of wood, wh�ch had
formerly been g�lded, and wh�ch was covered w�th flowered pek�n;
but they had been obl�ged to ho�st th�s bergère up to the f�rst story
through the w�ndow, as the sta�rcase was too narrow; �t could not,
therefore, be reckoned among the poss�b�l�t�es �n the way of
furn�ture.

Mademo�selle Bapt�st�ne’s amb�t�on had been to be able to
purchase a set of draw�ng-room furn�ture �n yellow Utrecht velvet,
stamped w�th a rose pattern, and w�th mahogany �n swan’s neck
style, w�th a sofa. But th�s would have cost f�ve hundred francs at
least, and �n v�ew of the fact that she had only been able to lay by



forty-two francs and ten sous for th�s purpose �n the course of f�ve
years, she had ended by renounc�ng the �dea. However, who �s there
who has atta�ned h�s �deal?

Noth�ng �s more easy to present to the �mag�nat�on than the
B�shop’s bedchamber. A glazed door opened on the garden;
oppos�te th�s was the bed,—a hosp�tal bed of �ron, w�th a canopy of
green serge; �n the shadow of the bed, beh�nd a curta�n, were the
utens�ls of the to�let, wh�ch st�ll betrayed the elegant hab�ts of the
man of the world: there were two doors, one near the ch�mney,
open�ng �nto the oratory; the other near the bookcase, open�ng �nto
the d�n�ng-room. The bookcase was a large cupboard w�th glass
doors f�lled w�th books; the ch�mney was of wood pa�nted to
represent marble, and hab�tually w�thout f�re. In the ch�mney stood a
pa�r of f�redogs of �ron, ornamented above w�th two garlanded vases,
and flut�ngs wh�ch had formerly been s�lvered w�th s�lver leaf, wh�ch
was a sort of ep�scopal luxury; above the ch�mney-p�ece hung a
cruc�f�x of copper, w�th the s�lver worn off, f�xed on a background of
threadbare velvet �n a wooden frame from wh�ch the g�ld�ng had
fallen; near the glass door a large table w�th an �nkstand, loaded w�th
a confus�on of papers and w�th huge volumes; before the table an
armcha�r of straw; �n front of the bed a pr�e-D�eu, borrowed from the
oratory.

Two portra�ts �n oval frames were fastened to the wall on each s�de
of the bed. Small g�lt �nscr�pt�ons on the pla�n surface of the cloth at
the s�de of these f�gures �nd�cated that the portra�ts represented, one
the Abbé of Chal�ot, b�shop of Sa�nt Claude; the other, the Abbé
Tourteau, v�car-general of Agde, abbé of Grand-Champ, order of
Cîteaux, d�ocese of Chartres. When the B�shop succeeded to th�s
apartment, after the hosp�tal pat�ents, he had found these portra�ts
there, and had left them. They were pr�ests, and probably donors—
two reasons for respect�ng them. All that he knew about these two
persons was, that they had been appo�nted by the k�ng, the one to
h�s b�shopr�c, the other to h�s benef�ce, on the same day, the 27th of
Apr�l, 1785. Madame Maglo�re hav�ng taken the p�ctures down to
dust, the B�shop had d�scovered these part�culars wr�tten �n wh�t�sh
�nk on a l�ttle square of paper, yellowed by t�me, and attached to the
back of the portra�t of the Abbé of Grand-Champ w�th four wafers.



At h�s w�ndow he had an ant�que curta�n of a coarse woollen stuff,
wh�ch f�nally became so old, that, �n order to avo�d the expense of a
new one, Madame Maglo�re was forced to take a large seam �n the
very m�ddle of �t. Th�s seam took the form of a cross. The B�shop
often called attent�on to �t: “How del�ghtful that �s!” he sa�d.

All the rooms �n the house, w�thout except�on, those on the ground
floor as well as those on the f�rst floor, were wh�te-washed, wh�ch �s a
fash�on �n barracks and hosp�tals.

However, �n the�r latter years, Madame Maglo�re d�scovered
beneath the paper wh�ch had been washed over, pa�nt�ngs,
ornament�ng the apartment of Mademo�selle Bapt�st�ne, as we shall
see further on. Before becom�ng a hosp�tal, th�s house had been the
anc�ent parl�ament house of the Bourgeo�s. Hence th�s decorat�on.
The chambers were paved �n red br�cks, wh�ch were washed every
week, w�th straw mats �n front of all the beds. Altogether, th�s
dwell�ng, wh�ch was attended to by the two women, was exqu�s�tely
clean from top to bottom. Th�s was the sole luxury wh�ch the B�shop
perm�tted. He sa�d, “That takes noth�ng from the poor.”

It must be confessed, however, that he st�ll reta�ned from h�s
former possess�ons s�x s�lver kn�ves and forks and a soup-ladle,
wh�ch Madame Maglo�re contemplated every day w�th del�ght, as
they gl�stened splend�dly upon the coarse l�nen cloth. And s�nce we
are now pa�nt�ng the B�shop of D—— as he was �n real�ty, we must
add that he had sa�d more than once, “I f�nd �t d�ff�cult to renounce
eat�ng from s�lver d�shes.”

To th�s s�lverware must be added two large candlest�cks of
mass�ve s�lver, wh�ch he had �nher�ted from a great-aunt. These
candlest�cks held two wax candles, and usually f�gured on the
B�shop’s ch�mney-p�ece. When he had any one to d�nner, Madame
Maglo�re l�ghted the two candles and set the candlest�cks on the
table.

In the B�shop’s own chamber, at the head of h�s bed, there was a
small cupboard, �n wh�ch Madame Maglo�re locked up the s�x s�lver
kn�ves and forks and the b�g spoon every n�ght. But �t �s necessary to
add, that the key was never removed.



The garden, wh�ch had been rather spo�led by the ugly bu�ld�ngs
wh�ch we have ment�oned, was composed of four alleys �n cross-
form, rad�at�ng from a tank. Another walk made the c�rcu�t of the
garden, and sk�rted the wh�te wall wh�ch enclosed �t. These alleys left
beh�nd them four square plots r�mmed w�th box. In three of these,
Madame Maglo�re cult�vated vegetables; �n the fourth, the B�shop
had planted some flowers; here and there stood a few fru�t-trees.
Madame Maglo�re had once remarked, w�th a sort of gentle mal�ce:
“Monse�gneur, you who turn everyth�ng to account, have,
nevertheless, one useless plot. It would be better to grow salads
there than bouquets.” “Madame Maglo�re,” retorted the B�shop, “you
are m�staken. The beaut�ful �s as useful as the useful.” He added
after a pause, “More so, perhaps.”

Th�s plot, cons�st�ng of three or four beds, occup�ed the B�shop
almost as much as d�d h�s books. He l�ked to pass an hour or two
there, tr�mm�ng, hoe�ng, and mak�ng holes here and there �n the
earth, �nto wh�ch he dropped seeds. He was not as host�le to �nsects
as a gardener could have w�shed to see h�m. Moreover, he made no
pretens�ons to botany; he �gnored groups and cons�stency; he made
not the sl�ghtest effort to dec�de between Tournefort and the natural
method; he took part ne�ther w�th the buds aga�nst the cotyledons,
nor w�th Juss�eu aga�nst L�nnæus. He d�d not study plants; he loved
flowers. He respected learned men greatly; he respected the
�gnorant st�ll more; and, w�thout ever fa�l�ng �n these two respects, he
watered h�s flower-beds every summer even�ng w�th a t�n water�ng-
pot pa�nted green.

The house had not a s�ngle door wh�ch could be locked. The door
of the d�n�ng-room, wh�ch, as we have sa�d, opened d�rectly on the
cathedral square, had formerly been ornamented w�th locks and
bolts l�ke the door of a pr�son. The B�shop had had all th�s �ronwork
removed, and th�s door was never fastened, e�ther by n�ght or by
day, w�th anyth�ng except the latch. All that the f�rst passer-by had to
do at any hour, was to g�ve �t a push. At f�rst, the two women had
been very much tr�ed by th�s door, wh�ch was never fastened, but
Mons�eur de D—— had sa�d to them, “Have bolts put on your rooms,
�f that w�ll please you.” They had ended by shar�ng h�s conf�dence, or
by at least act�ng as though they shared �t. Madame Maglo�re alone



had fr�ghts from t�me to t�me. As for the B�shop, h�s thought can be
found expla�ned, or at least �nd�cated, �n the three l�nes wh�ch he
wrote on the marg�n of a B�ble, “Th�s �s the shade of d�fference: the
door of the phys�c�an should never be shut, the door of the pr�est
should always be open.”

On another book, ent�tled Ph�losophy of the Med�cal Sc�ence, he
had wr�tten th�s other note: “Am not I a phys�c�an l�ke them? I also
have my pat�ents, and then, too, I have some whom I call my
unfortunates.”

Aga�n he wrote: “Do not �nqu�re the name of h�m who asks a
shelter of you. The very man who �s embarrassed by h�s name �s the
one who needs shelter.”

It chanced that a worthy curé, I know not whether �t was the curé
of Couloubroux or the curé of Pomp�erry, took �t �nto h�s head to ask
h�m one day, probably at the �nst�gat�on of Madame Maglo�re,
whether Mons�eur was sure that he was not comm�tt�ng an
�nd�scret�on, to a certa�n extent, �n leav�ng h�s door unfastened day
and n�ght, at the mercy of any one who should choose to enter, and
whether, �n short, he d�d not fear lest some m�sfortune m�ght occur �n
a house so l�ttle guarded. The B�shop touched h�s shoulder, w�th
gentle grav�ty, and sa�d to h�m, “N�s� Dom�nus custod�er�t domum, �n
vanum v�g�lant qu� custod�unt eam,” Unless the Lord guard the
house, �n va�n do they watch who guard �t.

Then he spoke of someth�ng else.
He was fond of say�ng, “There �s a bravery of the pr�est as well as

the bravery of a colonel of dragoons,—only,” he added, “ours must
be tranqu�l.”



CHAPTER VII—CRAVATTE
It �s here that a fact falls naturally �nto place, wh�ch we must not

om�t, because �t �s one of the sort wh�ch show us best what sort of a
man the B�shop of D—— was.

After the destruct�on of the band of Gaspard Bès, who had
�nfested the gorges of Oll�oules, one of h�s l�eutenants, Cravatte, took
refuge �n the mounta�ns. He concealed h�mself for some t�me w�th h�s
band�ts, the remnant of Gaspard Bès’s troop, �n the county of N�ce;
then he made h�s way to P�édmont, and suddenly reappeared �n
France, �n the v�c�n�ty of Barcelonette. He was f�rst seen at Jauz�ers,
then at Tu�les. He h�d h�mself �n the caverns of the Joug-de-l’A�gle,
and thence he descended towards the hamlets and v�llages through
the rav�nes of Ubaye and Ubayette.

He even pushed as far as Embrun, entered the cathedral one
n�ght, and despo�led the sacr�sty. H�s h�ghway robber�es la�d waste
the country-s�de. The gendarmes were set on h�s track, but �n va�n.
He always escaped; somet�mes he res�sted by ma�n force. He was a
bold wretch. In the m�dst of all th�s terror the B�shop arr�ved. He was
mak�ng h�s c�rcu�t to Chastelar. The mayor came to meet h�m, and
urged h�m to retrace h�s steps. Cravatte was �n possess�on of the
mounta�ns as far as Arche, and beyond; there was danger even w�th
an escort; �t merely exposed three or four unfortunate gendarmes to
no purpose.

“Therefore,” sa�d the B�shop, “I �ntend to go w�thout escort.”
“You do not really mean that, Monse�gneur!” excla�med the mayor.
“I do mean �t so thoroughly that I absolutely refuse any

gendarmes, and shall set out �n an hour.”
“Set out?”
“Set out.”
“Alone?”



“Alone.”
“Monse�gneur, you w�ll not do that!”
“There ex�sts yonder �n the mounta�ns,” sa�d the B�shop, “a t�ny

commun�ty no b�gger than that, wh�ch I have not seen for three
years. They are my good fr�ends, those gentle and honest
shepherds. They own one goat out of every th�rty that they tend.
They make very pretty woollen cords of var�ous colors, and they play
the mounta�n a�rs on l�ttle flutes w�th s�x holes. They need to be told
of the good God now and then. What would they say to a b�shop who
was afra�d? What would they say �f I d�d not go?”

“But the br�gands, Monse�gneur?”
“Hold,” sa�d the B�shop, “I must th�nk of that. You are r�ght. I may

meet them. They, too, need to be told of the good God.”
“But, Monse�gneur, there �s a band of them! A flock of wolves!”
“Mons�eur le ma�re, �t may be that �t �s of th�s very flock of wolves

that Jesus has const�tuted me the shepherd. Who knows the ways of
Prov�dence?”

“They w�ll rob you, Monse�gneur.”
“I have noth�ng.”
“They w�ll k�ll you.”
“An old goodman of a pr�est, who passes along mumbl�ng h�s

prayers? Bah! To what purpose?”
“Oh, mon D�eu! what �f you should meet them!”
“I should beg alms of them for my poor.”
“Do not go, Monse�gneur. In the name of Heaven! You are r�sk�ng

your l�fe!”
“Mons�eur le ma�re,” sa�d the B�shop, “�s that really all? I am not �n

the world to guard my own l�fe, but to guard souls.”
They had to allow h�m to do as he pleased. He set out,

accompan�ed only by a ch�ld who offered to serve as a gu�de. H�s
obst�nacy was bru�ted about the country-s�de, and caused great
consternat�on.

He would take ne�ther h�s s�ster nor Madame Maglo�re. He
traversed the mounta�n on mule-back, encountered no one, and



arr�ved safe and sound at the res�dence of h�s “good fr�ends,” the
shepherds. He rema�ned there for a fortn�ght, preach�ng,
adm�n�ster�ng the sacrament, teach�ng, exhort�ng. When the t�me of
h�s departure approached, he resolved to chant a Te Deum
pont�f�cally. He ment�oned �t to the curé. But what was to be done?
There were no ep�scopal ornaments. They could only place at h�s
d�sposal a wretched v�llage sacr�sty, w�th a few anc�ent chasubles of
threadbare damask adorned w�th �m�tat�on lace.

“Bah!” sa�d the B�shop. “Let us announce our Te Deum from the
pulp�t, nevertheless, Mons�eur le Curé. Th�ngs w�ll arrange
themselves.”

They �nst�tuted a search �n the churches of the ne�ghborhood. All
the magn�f�cence of these humble par�shes comb�ned would not
have suff�ced to clothe the chor�ster of a cathedral properly.

Wh�le they were thus embarrassed, a large chest was brought and
depos�ted �n the presbytery for the B�shop, by two unknown
horsemen, who departed on the �nstant. The chest was opened; �t
conta�ned a cope of cloth of gold, a m�tre ornamented w�th
d�amonds, an archb�shop’s cross, a magn�f�cent cros�er,—all the
pont�f�cal vestments wh�ch had been stolen a month prev�ously from
the treasury of Notre Dame d’Embrun. In the chest was a paper, on
wh�ch these words were wr�tten, “From Cravatte to Monse�gneur
B�envenu.”

“D�d not I say that th�ngs would come r�ght of themselves?” sa�d
the B�shop. Then he added, w�th a sm�le, “To h�m who contents
h�mself w�th the surpl�ce of a curate, God sends the cope of an
archb�shop.”

“Monse�gneur,” murmured the curé, throw�ng back h�s head w�th a
sm�le. “God—or the Dev�l.”

The B�shop looked stead�ly at the curé, and repeated w�th
author�ty, “God!”

When he returned to Chastelar, the people came out to stare at
h�m as at a cur�os�ty, all along the road. At the pr�est’s house �n
Chastelar he rejo�ned Mademo�selle Bapt�st�ne and Madame
Maglo�re, who were wa�t�ng for h�m, and he sa�d to h�s s�ster: “Well!
was I �n the r�ght? The poor pr�est went to h�s poor mounta�neers



w�th empty hands, and he returns from them w�th h�s hands full. I set
out bear�ng only my fa�th �n God; I have brought back the treasure of
a cathedral.”

That even�ng, before he went to bed, he sa�d aga�n: “Let us never
fear robbers nor murderers. Those are dangers from w�thout, petty
dangers. Let us fear ourselves. Prejud�ces are the real robbers; v�ces
are the real murderers. The great dangers l�e w�th�n ourselves. What
matters �t what threatens our head or our purse! Let us th�nk only of
that wh�ch threatens our soul.”

Then, turn�ng to h�s s�ster: “S�ster, never a precaut�on on the part
of the pr�est, aga�nst h�s fellow-man. That wh�ch h�s fellow does, God
perm�ts. Let us conf�ne ourselves to prayer, when we th�nk that a
danger �s approach�ng us. Let us pray, not for ourselves, but that our
brother may not fall �nto s�n on our account.”

However, such �nc�dents were rare �n h�s l�fe. We relate those of
wh�ch we know; but generally he passed h�s l�fe �n do�ng the same
th�ngs at the same moment. One month of h�s year resembled one
hour of h�s day.

As to what became of “the treasure” of the cathedral of Embrun,
we should be embarrassed by any �nqu�ry �n that d�rect�on. It
cons�sted of very handsome th�ngs, very tempt�ng th�ngs, and th�ngs
wh�ch were very well adapted to be stolen for the benef�t of the
unfortunate. Stolen they had already been elsewhere. Half of the
adventure was completed; �t only rema�ned to �mpart a new d�rect�on
to the theft, and to cause �t to take a short tr�p �n the d�rect�on of the
poor. However, we make no assert�ons on th�s po�nt. Only, a rather
obscure note was found among the B�shop’s papers, wh�ch may
bear some relat�on to th�s matter, and wh�ch �s couched �n these
terms, “The quest�on �s, to dec�de whether th�s should be turned over
to the cathedral or to the hosp�tal.”



CHAPTER VIII—PHILOSOPHY AFTER
DRINKING

The senator above ment�oned was a clever man, who had made
h�s own way, heedless of those th�ngs wh�ch present obstacles, and
wh�ch are called consc�ence, sworn fa�th, just�ce, duty: he had
marched stra�ght to h�s goal, w�thout once fl�nch�ng �n the l�ne of h�s
advancement and h�s �nterest. He was an old attorney, softened by
success; not a bad man by any means, who rendered all the small
serv�ces �n h�s power to h�s sons, h�s sons-�n-law, h�s relat�ons, and
even to h�s fr�ends, hav�ng w�sely se�zed upon, �n l�fe, good s�des,
good opportun�t�es, good w�ndfalls. Everyth�ng else seemed to h�m
very stup�d. He was �ntell�gent, and just suff�c�ently educated to th�nk
h�mself a d�sc�ple of Ep�curus; wh�le he was, �n real�ty, only a product
of P�gault-Lebrun. He laughed w�ll�ngly and pleasantly over �nf�n�te
and eternal th�ngs, and at the “crotchets of that good old fellow the
B�shop.” He even somet�mes laughed at h�m w�th an am�able
author�ty �n the presence of M. Myr�el h�mself, who l�stened to h�m.

On some sem�-off�c�al occas�on or other, I do not recollect what,
Count*** [th�s senator] and M. Myr�el were to d�ne w�th the prefect. At
dessert, the senator, who was sl�ghtly exh�larated, though st�ll
perfectly d�gn�f�ed, excla�med:—

“Egad, B�shop, let’s have a d�scuss�on. It �s hard for a senator and
a b�shop to look at each other w�thout w�nk�ng. We are two augurs. I
am go�ng to make a confess�on to you. I have a ph�losophy of my
own.”

“And you are r�ght,” repl�ed the B�shop. “As one makes one’s
ph�losophy, so one l�es on �t. You are on the bed of purple, senator.”

The senator was encouraged, and went on:—
“Let us be good fellows.”



“Good dev�ls even,” sa�d the B�shop.
“I declare to you,” cont�nued the senator, “that the Marqu�s

d’Argens, Pyrrhon, Hobbes, and M. Na�geon are no rascals. I have
all the ph�losophers �n my l�brary g�lded on the edges.”

“L�ke yourself, Count,” �nterposed the B�shop.
The senator resumed:—
“I hate D�derot; he �s an �deolog�st, a decla�mer, and a revolut�on�st,

a bel�ever �n God at bottom, and more b�goted than Volta�re. Volta�re
made sport of Needham, and he was wrong, for Needham’s eels
prove that God �s useless. A drop of v�negar �n a spoonful of flour
paste suppl�es the f�at lux. Suppose the drop to be larger and the
spoonful b�gger; you have the world. Man �s the eel. Then what �s the
good of the Eternal Father? The Jehovah hypothes�s t�res me,
B�shop. It �s good for noth�ng but to produce shallow people, whose
reason�ng �s hollow. Down w�th that great All, wh�ch torments me!
Hurrah for Zero wh�ch leaves me �n peace! Between you and me,
and �n order to empty my sack, and make confess�on to my pastor,
as �t behooves me to do, I w�ll adm�t to you that I have good sense. I
am not enthus�ast�c over your Jesus, who preaches renunc�at�on and
sacr�f�ce to the last extrem�ty. ‘T�s the counsel of an avar�c�ous man
to beggars. Renunc�at�on; why? Sacr�f�ce; to what end? I do not see
one wolf �mmolat�ng h�mself for the happ�ness of another wolf. Let us
st�ck to nature, then. We are at the top; let us have a super�or
ph�losophy. What �s the advantage of be�ng at the top, �f one sees no
further than the end of other people’s noses? Let us l�ve merr�ly. L�fe
�s all. That man has another future elsewhere, on h�gh, below,
anywhere, I don’t bel�eve; not one s�ngle word of �t. Ah! sacr�f�ce and
renunc�at�on are recommended to me; I must take heed to
everyth�ng I do; I must cudgel my bra�ns over good and ev�l, over the
just and the unjust, over the fas and the nefas. Why? Because I shall
have to render an account of my act�ons. When? After death. What a
f�ne dream! After my death �t w�ll be a very clever person who can
catch me. Have a handful of dust se�zed by a shadow-hand, �f you
can. Let us tell the truth, we who are �n�t�ated, and who have ra�sed
the ve�l of Is�s: there �s no such th�ng as e�ther good or ev�l; there �s
vegetat�on. Let us seek the real. Let us get to the bottom of �t. Let us



go �nto �t thoroughly. What the deuce! let us go to the bottom of �t!
We must scent out the truth; d�g �n the earth for �t, and se�ze �t. Then
�t g�ves you exqu�s�te joys. Then you grow strong, and you laugh. I
am square on the bottom, I am. Immortal�ty, B�shop, �s a chance, a
wa�t�ng for dead men’s shoes. Ah! what a charm�ng prom�se! trust to
�t, �f you l�ke! What a f�ne lot Adam has! We are souls, and we shall
be angels, w�th blue w�ngs on our shoulder-blades. Do come to my
ass�stance: �s �t not Tertull�an who says that the blessed shall travel
from star to star? Very well. We shall be the grasshoppers of the
stars. And then, bes�des, we shall see God. Ta, ta, ta! What twaddle
all these parad�ses are! God �s a nonsens�cal monster. I would not
say that �n the Mon�teur, egad! but I may wh�sper �t among fr�ends.
Inter pocula. To sacr�f�ce the world to parad�se �s to let sl�p the prey
for the shadow. Be the dupe of the �nf�n�te! I’m not such a fool. I am a
nought. I call myself Mons�eur le Comte Nought, senator. D�d I ex�st
before my b�rth? No. Shall I ex�st after death? No. What am I? A l�ttle
dust collected �n an organ�sm. What am I to do on th�s earth? The
cho�ce rests w�th me: suffer or enjoy. Wh�ther w�ll suffer�ng lead me?
To noth�ngness; but I shall have suffered. Wh�ther w�ll enjoyment
lead me? To noth�ngness; but I shall have enjoyed myself. My cho�ce
�s made. One must eat or be eaten. I shall eat. It �s better to be the
tooth than the grass. Such �s my w�sdom. After wh�ch, go wh�ther I
push thee, the grave-d�gger �s there; the Pantheon for some of us: all
falls �nto the great hole. End. F�n�s. Total l�qu�dat�on. Th�s �s the
van�sh�ng-po�nt. Death �s death, bel�eve me. I laugh at the �dea of
there be�ng any one who has anyth�ng to tell me on that subject.
Fables of nurses; bugaboo for ch�ldren; Jehovah for men. No; our to-
morrow �s the n�ght. Beyond the tomb there �s noth�ng but equal
noth�ngness. You have been Sardanapalus, you have been V�ncent
de Paul—�t makes no d�fference. That �s the truth. Then l�ve your l�fe,
above all th�ngs. Make use of your I wh�le you have �t. In truth,
B�shop, I tell you that I have a ph�losophy of my own, and I have my
ph�losophers. I don’t let myself be taken �n w�th that nonsense. Of
course, there must be someth�ng for those who are down,—for the
barefooted beggars, kn�fe-gr�nders, and m�serable wretches.
Legends, ch�mæras, the soul, �mmortal�ty, parad�se, the stars, are
prov�ded for them to swallow. They gobble �t down. They spread �t on



the�r dry bread. He who has noth�ng else has the good God. That �s
the least he can have. I oppose no object�on to that; but I reserve
Mons�eur Na�geon for myself. The good God �s good for the
populace.”

The B�shop clapped h�s hands.
“That’s talk�ng!” he excla�med. “What an excellent and really

marvellous th�ng �s th�s mater�al�sm! Not every one who wants �t can
have �t. Ah! when one does have �t, one �s no longer a dupe, one
does not stup�dly allow one’s self to be ex�led l�ke Cato, nor stoned
l�ke Stephen, nor burned al�ve l�ke Jeanne d’Arc. Those who have
succeeded �n procur�ng th�s adm�rable mater�al�sm have the joy of
feel�ng themselves �rrespons�ble, and of th�nk�ng that they can
devour everyth�ng w�thout uneas�ness,—places, s�necures, d�gn�t�es,
power, whether well or �ll acqu�red, lucrat�ve recantat�ons, useful
treacher�es, savory cap�tulat�ons of consc�ence,—and that they shall
enter the tomb w�th the�r d�gest�on accompl�shed. How agreeable
that �s! I do not say that w�th reference to you, senator. Nevertheless,
�t �s �mposs�ble for me to refra�n from congratulat�ng you. You great
lords have, so you say, a ph�losophy of your own, and for yourselves,
wh�ch �s exqu�s�te, ref�ned, access�ble to the r�ch alone, good for all
sauces, and wh�ch seasons the voluptuousness of l�fe adm�rably.
Th�s ph�losophy has been extracted from the depths, and unearthed
by spec�al seekers. But you are good-natured pr�nces, and you do
not th�nk �t a bad th�ng that bel�ef �n the good God should const�tute
the ph�losophy of the people, very much as the goose stuffed w�th
chestnuts �s the truffled turkey of the poor.”



CHAPTER IX—THE BROTHER AS
DEPICTED BY THE SISTER

In order to furn�sh an �dea of the pr�vate establ�shment of the
B�shop of D——, and of the manner �n wh�ch those two sa�nted
women subord�nated the�r act�ons, the�r thoughts, the�r fem�n�ne
�nst�ncts even, wh�ch are eas�ly alarmed, to the hab�ts and purposes
of the B�shop, w�thout h�s even tak�ng the trouble of speak�ng �n
order to expla�n them, we cannot do better than transcr�be �n th�s
place a letter from Mademo�selle Bapt�st�ne to Madame the
V�comtess de Bo�schevron, the fr�end of her ch�ldhood. Th�s letter �s
�n our possess�on.
D——, Dec. 16, 18—.
MY GOOD MADAM: Not a day passes without our speaking of you. It is our
established custom; but there is another reason besides. Just imagine,
while washing and dusting the ceilings and walls, Madam Magloire has
made some discoveries; now our two chambers hung with antique paper
whitewashed over, would not discredit a château in the style of yours.
Madam Magloire has pulled off all the paper. There were things beneath.
My drawing-room, which contains no furniture, and which we use for
spreading out the linen after washing, is fifteen feet in height,
eighteen square, with a ceiling which was formerly painted and gilded,
and with beams, as in yours. This was covered with a cloth while this
was the hospital. And the woodwork was of the era of our grandmothers.
But my room is the one you ought to see. Madam Magloire has discovered,
under at least ten thicknesses of paper pasted on top, some paintings,
which without being good are very tolerable. The subject is Telemachus
being knighted by Minerva in some gardens, the name of which escapes
me. In short, where the Roman ladies repaired on one single night. What
shall I say to you? I have Romans, and Roman ladies [here occurs an
illegible word], and the whole train. Madam Magloire has cleaned it all
off; this summer she is going to have some small injuries repaired, and
the whole revarnished, and my chamber will be a regular museum. She has
also found in a corner of the attic two wooden pier-tables of ancient
fashion. They asked us two crowns of six francs each to regild them, but
it is much better to give the money to the poor; and they are very ugly
besides, and I should much prefer a round table of mahogany.

I am always very happy. My brother is so good. He gives all he has to
the poor and sick. We are very much cramped. The country is trying in
the winter, and we really must do something for those who are in need.
We are almost comfortably lighted and warmed. You see that these are



great treats.

My brother has ways of his own. When he talks, he says that a bishop
ought to be so. Just imagine! the door of our house is never fastened.
Whoever chooses to enter finds himself at once in my brother’s room. He
fears nothing, even at night. That is his sort of bravery, he says.

He does not wish me or Madame Magloire feel any fear for him. He exposes
himself to all sorts of dangers, and he does not like to have us even
seem to notice it. One must know how to understand him.

He goes out in the rain, he walks in the water, he travels in winter. He
fears neither suspicious roads nor dangerous encounters, nor night.

Last year he went quite alone into a country of robbers. He would
not take us. He was absent for a fortnight. On his return nothing had
happened to him; he was thought to be dead, but was perfectly well, and
said, “This is the way I have been robbed!” And then he opened a trunk
full of jewels, all the jewels of the cathedral of Embrun, which the
thieves had given him.

When he returned on that occasion, I could not refrain from scolding him
a little, taking care, however, not to speak except when the carriage
was making a noise, so that no one might hear me.

At first I used to say to myself, “There are no dangers which will stop
him; he is terrible.” Now I have ended by getting used to it. I make a
sign to Madam Magloire that she is not to oppose him. He risks himself
as he sees fit. I carry off Madam Magloire, I enter my chamber, I pray
for him and fall asleep. I am at ease, because I know that if anything
were to happen to him, it would be the end of me. I should go to the
good God with my brother and my bishop. It has cost Madam Magloire
more trouble than it did me to accustom herself to what she terms his
imprudences. But now the habit has been acquired. We pray together, we
tremble together, and we fall asleep. If the devil were to enter this
house, he would be allowed to do so. After all, what is there for us
to fear in this house? There is always some one with us who is stronger
than we. The devil may pass through it, but the good God dwells here.

This suffices me. My brother has no longer any need of saying a word to
me. I understand him without his speaking, and we abandon ourselves to
the care of Providence. That is the way one has to do with a man who
possesses grandeur of soul.

I have interrogated my brother with regard to the information which you
desire on the subject of the Faux family. You are aware that he knows
everything, and that he has memories, because he is still a very
good royalist. They really are a very ancient Norman family of the
generalship of Caen. Five hundred years ago there was a Raoul de Faux, a
Jean de Faux, and a Thomas de Faux, who were gentlemen, and one of whom
was a seigneur de Rochefort. The last was Guy-Étienne-Alexandre, and was
commander of a regiment, and something in the light horse of Bretagne.
His daughter, Marie-Louise, married Adrien-Charles de Gramont, son of
the Duke Louis de Gramont, peer of France, colonel of the French guards,
and lieutenant-general of the army. It is written Faux, Fauq, and
Faoucq.



Good Madame, recommend us to the prayers of your sainted relative,
Monsieur the Cardinal. As for your dear Sylvanie, she has done well in
not wasting the few moments which she passes with you in writing to me.
She is well, works as you would wish, and loves me.

That is all that I desire. The souvenir which she sent through you
reached me safely, and it makes me very happy. My health is not so very
bad, and yet I grow thinner every day. Farewell; my paper is at an end,
and this forces me to leave you. A thousand good wishes.

BAPTISTINE.

P.S. Your grand nephew is charming. Do you know that he will soon be
five years old? Yesterday he saw some one riding by on horseback who
had on knee-caps, and he said, “What has he got on his knees?” He is a
charming child! His little brother is dragging an old broom about the
room, like a carriage, and saying, “Hu!”

As w�ll be perce�ved from th�s letter, these two women understood
how to mould themselves to the B�shop’s ways w�th that spec�al
fem�n�ne gen�us wh�ch comprehends the man better than he
comprehends h�mself. The B�shop of D——, �n sp�te of the gentle
and cand�d a�r wh�ch never deserted h�m, somet�mes d�d th�ngs that
were grand, bold, and magn�f�cent, w�thout seem�ng to have even a
susp�c�on of the fact. They trembled, but they let h�m alone.
Somet�mes Madame Maglo�re essayed a remonstrance �n advance,
but never at the t�me, nor afterwards. They never �nterfered w�th h�m
by so much as a word or s�gn, �n any act�on once entered upon. At
certa�n moments, w�thout h�s hav�ng occas�on to ment�on �t, when he
was not even consc�ous of �t h�mself �n all probab�l�ty, so perfect was
h�s s�mpl�c�ty, they vaguely felt that he was act�ng as a b�shop; then
they were noth�ng more than two shadows �n the house. They served
h�m pass�vely; and �f obed�ence cons�sted �n d�sappear�ng, they
d�sappeared. They understood, w�th an adm�rable del�cacy of
�nst�nct, that certa�n cares may be put under constra�nt. Thus, even
when bel�ev�ng h�m to be �n per�l, they understood, I w�ll not say h�s
thought, but h�s nature, to such a degree that they no longer watched
over h�m. They conf�ded h�m to God.

Moreover, Bapt�st�ne sa�d, as we have just read, that her brother’s
end would prove her own. Madame Maglo�re d�d not say th�s, but she
knew �t.



CHAPTER X—THE BISHOP IN THE
PRESENCE OF AN UNKNOWN LIGHT
At an epoch a l�ttle later than the date of the letter c�ted �n the

preced�ng pages, he d�d a th�ng wh�ch, �f the whole town was to be
bel�eved, was even more hazardous than h�s tr�p across the
mounta�ns �nfested w�th band�ts.

In the country near D—— a man l�ved qu�te alone. Th�s man, we
w�ll state at once, was a former member of the Convent�on. H�s
name was G——

Member of the Convent�on, G—— was ment�oned w�th a sort of
horror �n the l�ttle world of D—— A member of the Convent�on—can
you �mag�ne such a th�ng? That ex�sted from the t�me when people
called each other thou, and when they sa�d “c�t�zen.” Th�s man was
almost a monster. He had not voted for the death of the k�ng, but
almost. He was a quas�-reg�c�de. He had been a terr�ble man. How
d�d �t happen that such a man had not been brought before a
provost’s court, on the return of the leg�t�mate pr�nces? They need
not have cut off h�s head, �f you please; clemency must be exerc�sed,
agreed; but a good ban�shment for l�fe. An example, �n short, etc.
Bes�des, he was an athe�st, l�ke all the rest of those people. Goss�p
of the geese about the vulture.

Was G—— a vulture after all? Yes; �f he were to be judged by the
element of feroc�ty �n th�s sol�tude of h�s. As he had not voted for the
death of the k�ng, he had not been �ncluded �n the decrees of ex�le,
and had been able to rema�n �n France.

He dwelt at a d�stance of three-quarters of an hour from the c�ty,
far from any hamlet, far from any road, �n some h�dden turn of a very
w�ld valley, no one knew exactly where. He had there, �t was sa�d, a
sort of f�eld, a hole, a la�r. There were no ne�ghbors, not even
passers-by. S�nce he had dwelt �n that valley, the path wh�ch led



th�ther had d�sappeared under a growth of grass. The local�ty was
spoken of as though �t had been the dwell�ng of a hangman.

Nevertheless, the B�shop med�tated on the subject, and from t�me
to t�me he gazed at the hor�zon at a po�nt where a clump of trees
marked the valley of the former member of the Convent�on, and he
sa�d, “There �s a soul yonder wh�ch �s lonely.”

And he added, deep �n h�s own m�nd, “I owe h�m a v�s�t.”
But, let us avow �t, th�s �dea, wh�ch seemed natural at the f�rst

blush, appeared to h�m after a moment’s reflect�on, as strange,
�mposs�ble, and almost repuls�ve. For, at bottom, he shared the
general �mpress�on, and the old member of the Convent�on �nsp�red
h�m, w�thout h�s be�ng clearly consc�ous of the fact h�mself, w�th that
sent�ment wh�ch borders on hate, and wh�ch �s so well expressed by
the word estrangement.

St�ll, should the scab of the sheep cause the shepherd to reco�l?
No. But what a sheep!

The good B�shop was perplexed. Somet�mes he set out �n that
d�rect�on; then he returned.

F�nally, the rumor one day spread through the town that a sort of
young shepherd, who served the member of the Convent�on �n h�s
hovel, had come �n quest of a doctor; that the old wretch was dy�ng,
that paralys�s was ga�n�ng on h�m, and that he would not l�ve over
n�ght.—“Thank God!” some added.

The B�shop took h�s staff, put on h�s cloak, on account of h�s too
threadbare cassock, as we have ment�oned, and because of the
even�ng breeze wh�ch was sure to r�se soon, and set out.

The sun was sett�ng, and had almost touched the hor�zon when
the B�shop arr�ved at the excommun�cated spot. W�th a certa�n
beat�ng of the heart, he recogn�zed the fact that he was near the la�r.
He strode over a d�tch, leaped a hedge, made h�s way through a
fence of dead boughs, entered a neglected paddock, took a few
steps w�th a good deal of boldness, and suddenly, at the extrem�ty of
the waste land, and beh�nd lofty brambles, he caught s�ght of the
cavern.



It was a very low hut, poor, small, and clean, w�th a v�ne na�led
aga�nst the outs�de.

Near the door, �n an old wheel-cha�r, the armcha�r of the peasants,
there was a wh�te-ha�red man, sm�l�ng at the sun.

Near the seated man stood a young boy, the shepherd lad. He
was offer�ng the old man a jar of m�lk.

Wh�le the B�shop was watch�ng h�m, the old man spoke: “Thank
you,” he sa�d, “I need noth�ng.” And h�s sm�le qu�tted the sun to rest
upon the ch�ld.

The B�shop stepped forward. At the sound wh�ch he made �n
walk�ng, the old man turned h�s head, and h�s face expressed the
sum total of the surpr�se wh�ch a man can st�ll feel after a long l�fe.

“Th�s �s the f�rst t�me s�nce I have been here,” sa�d he, “that any
one has entered here. Who are you, s�r?”

The B�shop answered:—
“My name �s B�envenu Myr�el.”
“B�envenu Myr�el? I have heard that name. Are you the man whom

the people call Monse�gneur Welcome?”
“I am.”
The old man resumed w�th a half-sm�le
“In that case, you are my b�shop?”
“Someth�ng of that sort.”
“Enter, s�r.”
The member of the Convent�on extended h�s hand to the B�shop,

but the B�shop d�d not take �t. The B�shop conf�ned h�mself to the
remark:—

“I am pleased to see that I have been m�s�nformed. You certa�nly
do not seem to me to be �ll.”

“Mons�eur,” repl�ed the old man, “I am go�ng to recover.”
He paused, and then sa�d:—
“I shall d�e three hours hence.”
Then he cont�nued:—



“I am someth�ng of a doctor; I know �n what fash�on the last hour
draws on. Yesterday, only my feet were cold; to-day, the ch�ll has
ascended to my knees; now I feel �t mount�ng to my wa�st; when �t
reaches the heart, I shall stop. The sun �s beaut�ful, �s �t not? I had
myself wheeled out here to take a last look at th�ngs. You can talk to
me; �t does not fat�gue me. You have done well to come and look at
a man who �s on the po�nt of death. It �s well that there should be
w�tnesses at that moment. One has one’s capr�ces; I should have
l�ked to last unt�l the dawn, but I know that I shall hardly l�ve three
hours. It w�ll be n�ght then. What does �t matter, after all? Dy�ng �s a
s�mple affa�r. One has no need of the l�ght for that. So be �t. I shall
d�e by starl�ght.”

The old man turned to the shepherd lad:—
“Go to thy bed; thou wert awake all last n�ght; thou art t�red.”
The ch�ld entered the hut.
The old man followed h�m w�th h�s eyes, and added, as though

speak�ng to h�mself:—
“I shall d�e wh�le he sleeps. The two slumbers may be good

ne�ghbors.”
The B�shop was not touched as �t seems that he should have

been. He d�d not th�nk he d�scerned God �n th�s manner of dy�ng; let
us say the whole, for these petty contrad�ct�ons of great hearts must
be �nd�cated l�ke the rest: he, who on occas�on, was so fond of
laugh�ng at “H�s Grace,” was rather shocked at not be�ng addressed
as Monse�gneur, and he was almost tempted to retort “c�t�zen.” He
was assa�led by a fancy for peev�sh fam�l�ar�ty, common enough to
doctors and pr�ests, but wh�ch was not hab�tual w�th h�m. Th�s man,
after all, th�s member of the Convent�on, th�s representat�ve of the
people, had been one of the powerful ones of the earth; for the f�rst
t�me �n h�s l�fe, probably, the B�shop felt �n a mood to be severe.

Meanwh�le, the member of the Convent�on had been survey�ng
h�m w�th a modest cord�al�ty, �n wh�ch one could have d�st�ngu�shed,
poss�bly, that hum�l�ty wh�ch �s so f�tt�ng when one �s on the verge of
return�ng to dust.



The B�shop, on h�s s�de, although he generally restra�ned h�s
cur�os�ty, wh�ch, �n h�s op�n�on, bordered on a fault, could not refra�n
from exam�n�ng the member of the Convent�on w�th an attent�on
wh�ch, as �t d�d not have �ts course �n sympathy, would have served
h�s consc�ence as a matter of reproach, �n connect�on w�th any other
man. A member of the Convent�on produced on h�m somewhat the
effect of be�ng outs�de the pale of the law, even of the law of char�ty.
G——, calm, h�s body almost upr�ght, h�s vo�ce v�brat�ng, was one of
those octogenar�ans who form the subject of aston�shment to the
phys�olog�st. The Revolut�on had many of these men, proport�oned to
the epoch. In th�s old man one was consc�ous of a man put to the
proof. Though so near to h�s end, he preserved all the gestures of
health. In h�s clear glance, �n h�s f�rm tone, �n the robust movement of
h�s shoulders, there was someth�ng calculated to d�sconcert death.
Azrael, the Mohammedan angel of the sepulchre, would have turned
back, and thought that he had m�staken the door. G—— seemed to
be dy�ng because he w�lled �t so. There was freedom �n h�s agony.
H�s legs alone were mot�onless. It was there that the shadows held
h�m fast. H�s feet were cold and dead, but h�s head surv�ved w�th all
the power of l�fe, and seemed full of l�ght. G——, at th�s solemn
moment, resembled the k�ng �n that tale of the Or�ent who was flesh
above and marble below.

There was a stone there. The B�shop sat down. The exord�um was
abrupt.

“I congratulate you,” sa�d he, �n the tone wh�ch one uses for a
repr�mand. “You d�d not vote for the death of the k�ng, after all.”

The old member of the Convent�on d�d not appear to not�ce the
b�tter mean�ng underly�ng the words “after all.” He repl�ed. The sm�le
had qu�te d�sappeared from h�s face.

“Do not congratulate me too much, s�r. I d�d vote for the death of
the tyrant.”

It was the tone of auster�ty answer�ng the tone of sever�ty.
“What do you mean to say?” resumed the B�shop.
“I mean to say that man has a tyrant,—�gnorance. I voted for the

death of that tyrant. That tyrant engendered royalty, wh�ch �s



author�ty falsely understood, wh�le sc�ence �s author�ty r�ghtly
understood. Man should be governed only by sc�ence.”

“And consc�ence,” added the B�shop.
“It �s the same th�ng. Consc�ence �s the quant�ty of �nnate sc�ence

wh�ch we have w�th�n us.”
Monse�gneur B�envenu l�stened �n some aston�shment to th�s

language, wh�ch was very new to h�m.
The member of the Convent�on resumed:—
“So far as Lou�s XVI. was concerned, I sa�d ‘no.’ I d�d not th�nk that

I had the r�ght to k�ll a man; but I felt �t my duty to exterm�nate ev�l. I
voted the end of the tyrant, that �s to say, the end of prost�tut�on for
woman, the end of slavery for man, the end of n�ght for the ch�ld. In
vot�ng for the Republ�c, I voted for that. I voted for fratern�ty, concord,
the dawn. I have a�ded �n the overthrow of prejud�ces and errors. The
crumbl�ng away of prejud�ces and errors causes l�ght. We have
caused the fall of the old world, and the old world, that vase of
m�ser�es, has become, through �ts upsett�ng upon the human race,
an urn of joy.”

“M�xed joy,” sa�d the B�shop.
“You may say troubled joy, and to-day, after that fatal return of the

past, wh�ch �s called 1814, joy wh�ch has d�sappeared! Alas! The
work was �ncomplete, I adm�t: we demol�shed the anc�ent reg�me �n
deeds; we were not able to suppress �t ent�rely �n �deas. To destroy
abuses �s not suff�c�ent; customs must be mod�f�ed. The m�ll �s there
no longer; the w�nd �s st�ll there.”

“You have demol�shed. It may be of use to demol�sh, but I d�strust
a demol�t�on compl�cated w�th wrath.”

“R�ght has �ts wrath, B�shop; and the wrath of r�ght �s an element of
progress. In any case, and �n sp�te of whatever may be sa�d, the
French Revolut�on �s the most �mportant step of the human race
s�nce the advent of Chr�st. Incomplete, �t may be, but subl�me. It set
free all the unknown soc�al quant�t�es; �t softened sp�r�ts, �t calmed,
appeased, enl�ghtened; �t caused the waves of c�v�l�zat�on to flow
over the earth. It was a good th�ng. The French Revolut�on �s the
consecrat�on of human�ty.”



The B�shop could not refra�n from murmur�ng:—
“Yes? ’93!”
The member of the Convent�on stra�ghtened h�mself up �n h�s cha�r

w�th an almost lugubr�ous solemn�ty, and excla�med, so far as a
dy�ng man �s capable of exclamat�on:—

“Ah, there you go; ’93! I was expect�ng that word. A cloud had
been form�ng for the space of f�fteen hundred years; at the end of
f�fteen hundred years �t burst. You are putt�ng the thunderbolt on �ts
tr�al.”

The B�shop felt, w�thout, perhaps, confess�ng �t, that someth�ng
w�th�n h�m had suffered ext�nct�on. Nevertheless, he put a good face
on the matter. He repl�ed:—

“The judge speaks �n the name of just�ce; the pr�est speaks �n the
name of p�ty, wh�ch �s noth�ng but a more lofty just�ce. A thunderbolt
should comm�t no error.” And he added, regard�ng the member of the
Convent�on stead�ly the wh�le, “Lou�s XVII.?”

The convent�onary stretched forth h�s hand and grasped the
B�shop’s arm.

“Lou�s XVII.! let us see. For whom do you mourn? �s �t for the
�nnocent ch�ld? very good; �n that case I mourn w�th you. Is �t for the
royal ch�ld? I demand t�me for reflect�on. To me, the brother of
Cartouche, an �nnocent ch�ld who was hung up by the armp�ts �n the
Place de Grève, unt�l death ensued, for the sole cr�me of hav�ng
been the brother of Cartouche, �s no less pa�nful than the grandson
of Lou�s XV., an �nnocent ch�ld, martyred �n the tower of the Temple,
for the sole cr�me of hav�ng been grandson of Lou�s XV.”

“Mons�eur,” sa�d the B�shop, “I l�ke not th�s conjunct�on of names.”
“Cartouche? Lou�s XV.? To wh�ch of the two do you object?”
A momentary s�lence ensued. The B�shop almost regretted hav�ng

come, and yet he felt vaguely and strangely shaken.
The convent�onary resumed:—
“Ah, Mons�eur Pr�est, you love not the crud�t�es of the true. Chr�st

loved them. He se�zed a rod and cleared out the Temple. H�s
scourge, full of l�ghtn�ngs, was a harsh speaker of truths. When he



cr�ed, ‘S�n�te parvulos,’ he made no d�st�nct�on between the l�ttle
ch�ldren. It would not have embarrassed h�m to br�ng together the
Dauph�n of Barabbas and the Dauph�n of Herod. Innocence,
Mons�eur, �s �ts own crown. Innocence has no need to be a h�ghness.
It �s as august �n rags as �n fleurs de lys.”

“That �s true,” sa�d the B�shop �n a low vo�ce.
“I pers�st,” cont�nued the convent�onary G—— “You have

ment�oned Lou�s XVII. to me. Let us come to an understand�ng. Shall
we weep for all the �nnocent, all martyrs, all ch�ldren, the lowly as
well as the exalted? I agree to that. But �n that case, as I have told
you, we must go back further than ’93, and our tears must beg�n
before Lou�s XVII. I w�ll weep w�th you over the ch�ldren of k�ngs,
prov�ded that you w�ll weep w�th me over the ch�ldren of the people.”

“I weep for all,” sa�d the B�shop.
“Equally!” excla�med convent�onary G——; “and �f the balance

must �ncl�ne, let �t be on the s�de of the people. They have been
suffer�ng longer.”

Another s�lence ensued. The convent�onary was the f�rst to break
�t. He ra�sed h�mself on one elbow, took a b�t of h�s cheek between
h�s thumb and h�s foref�nger, as one does mechan�cally when one
�nterrogates and judges, and appealed to the B�shop w�th a gaze full
of all the forces of the death agony. It was almost an explos�on.

“Yes, s�r, the people have been suffer�ng a long wh�le. And hold!
that �s not all, e�ther; why have you just quest�oned me and talked to
me about Lou�s XVII.? I know you not. Ever s�nce I have been �n
these parts I have dwelt �n th�s enclosure alone, never sett�ng foot
outs�de, and see�ng no one but that ch�ld who helps me. Your name
has reached me �n a confused manner, �t �s true, and very badly
pronounced, I must adm�t; but that s�gn�f�es noth�ng: clever men have
so many ways of �mpos�ng on that honest goodman, the people. By
the way, I d�d not hear the sound of your carr�age; you have left �t
yonder, beh�nd the copp�ce at the fork of the roads, no doubt. I do
not know you, I tell you. You have told me that you are the B�shop;
but that affords me no �nformat�on as to your moral personal�ty. In
short, I repeat my quest�on. Who are you? You are a b�shop; that �s
to say, a pr�nce of the church, one of those g�lded men w�th herald�c



bear�ngs and revenues, who have vast prebends,—the b�shopr�c of
D—— f�fteen thousand francs settled �ncome, ten thousand �n
perqu�s�tes; total, twenty-f�ve thousand francs,—who have k�tchens,
who have l�ver�es, who make good cheer, who eat moor-hens on
Fr�day, who strut about, a lackey before, a lackey beh�nd, �n a gala
coach, and who have palaces, and who roll �n the�r carr�ages �n the
name of Jesus Chr�st who went barefoot! You are a prelate,—
revenues, palace, horses, servants, good table, all the sensual�t�es
of l�fe; you have th�s l�ke the rest, and l�ke the rest, you enjoy �t; �t �s
well; but th�s says e�ther too much or too l�ttle; th�s does not enl�ghten
me upon the �ntr�ns�c and essent�al value of the man who comes w�th
the probable �ntent�on of br�ng�ng w�sdom to me. To whom do I
speak? Who are you?”

The B�shop hung h�s head and repl�ed, “Verm�s sum—I am a
worm.”

“A worm of the earth �n a carr�age?” growled the convent�onary.
It was the convent�onary’s turn to be arrogant, and the B�shop’s to

be humble.
The B�shop resumed m�ldly:—
“So be �t, s�r. But expla�n to me how my carr�age, wh�ch �s a few

paces off beh�nd the trees yonder, how my good table and the moor-
hens wh�ch I eat on Fr�day, how my twenty-f�ve thousand francs
�ncome, how my palace and my lackeys prove that clemency �s not a
duty, and that ’93 was not �nexorable.”

The convent�onary passed h�s hand across h�s brow, as though to
sweep away a cloud.

“Before reply�ng to you,” he sa�d, “I beseech you to pardon me. I
have just comm�tted a wrong, s�r. You are at my house, you are my
guest, I owe you courtesy. You d�scuss my �deas, and �t becomes me
to conf�ne myself to combat�ng your arguments. Your r�ches and your
pleasures are advantages wh�ch I hold over you �n the debate; but
good taste d�ctates that I shall not make use of them. I prom�se you
to make no use of them �n the future.”

“I thank you,” sa�d the B�shop.
G—— resumed.



“Let us return to the explanat�on wh�ch you have asked of me.
Where were we? What were you say�ng to me? That ’93 was
�nexorable?”

“Inexorable; yes,” sa�d the B�shop. “What th�nk you of Marat
clapp�ng h�s hands at the gu�llot�ne?”

“What th�nk you of Bossuet chant�ng the Te Deum over the
dragonnades?”

The retort was a harsh one, but �t atta�ned �ts mark w�th the
d�rectness of a po�nt of steel. The B�shop qu�vered under �t; no reply
occurred to h�m; but he was offended by th�s mode of allud�ng to
Bossuet. The best of m�nds w�ll have the�r fet�ches, and they
somet�mes feel vaguely wounded by the want of respect of log�c.

The convent�onary began to pant; the asthma of the agony wh�ch
�s m�ngled w�th the last breaths �nterrupted h�s vo�ce; st�ll, there was
a perfect luc�d�ty of soul �n h�s eyes. He went on:—

“Let me say a few words more �n th�s and that d�rect�on; I am
w�ll�ng. Apart from the Revolut�on, wh�ch, taken as a whole, �s an
�mmense human aff�rmat�on, ’93 �s, alas! a rejo�nder. You th�nk �t
�nexorable, s�r; but what of the whole monarchy, s�r? Carr�er �s a
band�t; but what name do you g�ve to Montrevel? Fouqu�er-Ta�nv�lle
�s a rascal; but what �s your op�n�on as to Lamo�gnon-Bâv�lle?
Ma�llard �s terr�ble; but Saulx-Tavannes, �f you please? Duchêne
sen�or �s feroc�ous; but what ep�thet w�ll you allow me for the elder
Letell�er? Jourdan-Coupe-Tetê �s a monster; but not so great a one
as M. the Marqu�s de Louvo�s. S�r, s�r, I am sorry for Mar�e
Anto�nette, archduchess and queen; but I am also sorry for that poor
Huguenot woman, who, �n 1685, under Lou�s the Great, s�r, wh�le
w�th a nurs�ng �nfant, was bound, naked to the wa�st, to a stake, and
the ch�ld kept at a d�stance; her breast swelled w�th m�lk and her
heart w�th angu�sh; the l�ttle one, hungry and pale, beheld that breast
and cr�ed and agon�zed; the execut�oner sa�d to the woman, a
mother and a nurse, ‘Abjure!’ g�v�ng her her cho�ce between the
death of her �nfant and the death of her consc�ence. What say you to
that torture of Tantalus as appl�ed to a mother? Bear th�s well �n m�nd
s�r: the French Revolut�on had �ts reasons for ex�stence; �ts wrath w�ll
be absolved by the future; �ts result �s the world made better. From



�ts most terr�ble blows there comes forth a caress for the human
race. I abr�dge, I stop, I have too much the advantage; moreover, I
am dy�ng.”

And ceas�ng to gaze at the B�shop, the convent�onary concluded
h�s thoughts �n these tranqu�l words:—

“Yes, the brutal�t�es of progress are called revolut�ons. When they
are over, th�s fact �s recogn�zed,—that the human race has been
treated harshly, but that �t has progressed.”

The convent�onary doubted not that he had success�vely
conquered all the �nmost �ntrenchments of the B�shop. One
rema�ned, however, and from th�s �ntrenchment, the last resource of
Monse�gneur B�envenu’s res�stance, came forth th�s reply, where�n
appeared nearly all the harshness of the beg�nn�ng:—

“Progress should bel�eve �n God. Good cannot have an �mp�ous
serv�tor. He who �s an athe�st �s but a bad leader for the human
race.”

The former representat�ve of the people made no reply. He was
se�zed w�th a f�t of trembl�ng. He looked towards heaven, and �n h�s
glance a tear gathered slowly. When the eyel�d was full, the tear
tr�ckled down h�s l�v�d cheek, and he sa�d, almost �n a stammer, qu�te
low, and to h�mself, wh�le h�s eyes were plunged �n the depths:—

“O thou! O �deal! Thou alone ex�stest!”
The B�shop exper�enced an �ndescr�bable shock.
After a pause, the old man ra�sed a f�nger heavenward and sa�d:—
“The �nf�n�te �s. He �s there. If the �nf�n�te had no person, person

would be w�thout l�m�t; �t would not be �nf�n�te; �n other words, �t would
not ex�st. There �s, then, an I. That I of the �nf�n�te �s God.”

The dy�ng man had pronounced these last words �n a loud vo�ce,
and w�th the sh�ver of ecstasy, as though he beheld some one. When
he had spoken, h�s eyes closed. The effort had exhausted h�m. It
was ev�dent that he had just l�ved through �n a moment the few hours
wh�ch had been left to h�m. That wh�ch he had sa�d brought h�m
nearer to h�m who �s �n death. The supreme moment was
approach�ng.



The B�shop understood th�s; t�me pressed; �t was as a pr�est that
he had come: from extreme coldness he had passed by degrees to
extreme emot�on; he gazed at those closed eyes, he took that
wr�nkled, aged and �ce-cold hand �n h�s, and bent over the dy�ng
man.

“Th�s hour �s the hour of God. Do you not th�nk that �t would be
regrettable �f we had met �n va�n?”

The convent�onary opened h�s eyes aga�n. A grav�ty m�ngled w�th
gloom was �mpr�nted on h�s countenance.

“B�shop,” sa�d he, w�th a slowness wh�ch probably arose more
from h�s d�gn�ty of soul than from the fa�l�ng of h�s strength, “I have
passed my l�fe �n med�tat�on, study, and contemplat�on. I was s�xty
years of age when my country called me and commanded me to
concern myself w�th �ts affa�rs. I obeyed. Abuses ex�sted, I combated
them; tyrann�es ex�sted, I destroyed them; r�ghts and pr�nc�ples
ex�sted, I procla�med and confessed them. Our terr�tory was �nvaded,
I defended �t; France was menaced, I offered my breast. I was not
r�ch; I am poor. I have been one of the masters of the state; the
vaults of the treasury were encumbered w�th spec�e to such a degree
that we were forced to shore up the walls, wh�ch were on the po�nt of
burst�ng beneath the we�ght of gold and s�lver; I d�ned �n Dead Tree
Street, at twenty-two sous. I have succored the oppressed, I have
comforted the suffer�ng. I tore the cloth from the altar, �t �s true; but �t
was to b�nd up the wounds of my country. I have always upheld the
march forward of the human race, forward towards the l�ght, and I
have somet�mes res�sted progress w�thout p�ty. I have, when the
occas�on offered, protected my own adversar�es, men of your
profess�on. And there �s at Peteghem, �n Flanders, at the very spot
where the Merov�ng�an k�ngs had the�r summer palace, a convent of
Urban�sts, the Abbey of Sa�nte Cla�re en Beaul�eu, wh�ch I saved �n
1793. I have done my duty accord�ng to my powers, and all the good
that I was able. After wh�ch, I was hunted down, pursued,
persecuted, blackened, jeered at, scorned, cursed, proscr�bed. For
many years past, I w�th my wh�te ha�r have been consc�ous that
many people th�nk they have the r�ght to desp�se me; to the poor
�gnorant masses I present the v�sage of one damned. And I accept



th�s �solat�on of hatred, w�thout hat�ng any one myself. Now I am
e�ghty-s�x years old; I am on the po�nt of death. What �s �t that you
have come to ask of me?”

“Your bless�ng,” sa�d the B�shop.
And he knelt down.
When the B�shop ra�sed h�s head aga�n, the face of the

convent�onary had become august. He had just exp�red.
The B�shop returned home, deeply absorbed �n thoughts wh�ch

cannot be known to us. He passed the whole n�ght �n prayer. On the
follow�ng morn�ng some bold and cur�ous persons attempted to
speak to h�m about member of the Convent�on G——; he contented
h�mself w�th po�nt�ng heavenward.

From that moment he redoubled h�s tenderness and brotherly
feel�ng towards all ch�ldren and sufferers.

Any allus�on to “that old wretch of a G——” caused h�m to fall �nto
a s�ngular preoccupat�on. No one could say that the passage of that
soul before h�s, and the reflect�on of that grand consc�ence upon h�s,
d�d not count for someth�ng �n h�s approach to perfect�on.

Th�s “pastoral v�s�t” naturally furn�shed an occas�on for a murmur
of comment �n all the l�ttle local coter�es.

“Was the beds�de of such a dy�ng man as that the proper place for
a b�shop? There was ev�dently no convers�on to be expected. All
those revolut�on�sts are backsl�ders. Then why go there? What was
there to be seen there? He must have been very cur�ous �ndeed to
see a soul carr�ed off by the dev�l.”

One day a dowager of the �mpert�nent var�ety who th�nks herself
sp�r�tual, addressed th�s sally to h�m, “Monse�gneur, people are
�nqu�r�ng when Your Greatness w�ll rece�ve the red cap!”—“Oh! oh!
that’s a coarse color,” repl�ed the B�shop. “It �s lucky that those who
desp�se �t �n a cap revere �t �n a hat.”



CHAPTER XI—A RESTRICTION
We should �ncur a great r�sk of dece�v�ng ourselves, were we to

conclude from th�s that Monse�gneur Welcome was “a ph�losoph�cal
b�shop,” or a “patr�ot�c curé.” H�s meet�ng, wh�ch may almost be
des�gnated as h�s un�on, w�th convent�onary G——, left beh�nd �t �n
h�s m�nd a sort of aston�shment, wh�ch rendered h�m st�ll more
gentle. That �s all.

Although Monse�gneur B�envenu was far from be�ng a pol�t�c�an,
th�s �s, perhaps, the place to �nd�cate very br�efly what h�s att�tude
was �n the events of that epoch, suppos�ng that Monse�gneur
B�envenu ever dreamed of hav�ng an att�tude.

Let us, then, go back a few years.
Some t�me after the elevat�on of M. Myr�el to the ep�scopate, the

Emperor had made h�m a baron of the Emp�re, �n company w�th
many other b�shops. The arrest of the Pope took place, as every one
knows, on the n�ght of the 5th to the 6th of July, 1809; on th�s
occas�on, M. Myr�el was summoned by Napoleon to the synod of the
b�shops of France and Italy convened at Par�s. Th�s synod was held
at Notre-Dame, and assembled for the f�rst t�me on the 15th of June,
1811, under the pres�dency of Card�nal Fesch. M. Myr�el was one of
the n�nety-f�ve b�shops who attended �t. But he was present only at
one s�tt�ng and at three or four pr�vate conferences. B�shop of a
mounta�n d�ocese, l�v�ng so very close to nature, �n rust�c�ty and
depr�vat�on, �t appeared that he �mported among these em�nent
personages, �deas wh�ch altered the temperature of the assembly.
He very soon returned to D—— He was �nterrogated as to th�s
speedy return, and he repl�ed: “I embarrassed them. The outs�de a�r
penetrated to them through me. I produced on them the effect of an
open door.”

On another occas�on he sa�d, “What would you have? Those
gentlemen are pr�nces. I am only a poor peasant b�shop.”



The fact �s that he d�spleased them. Among other strange th�ngs, �t
�s sa�d that he chanced to remark one even�ng, when he found
h�mself at the house of one of h�s most notable colleagues: “What
beaut�ful clocks! What beaut�ful carpets! What beaut�ful l�ver�es! They
must be a great trouble. I would not have all those superflu�t�es,
cry�ng �ncessantly �n my ears: ‘There are people who are hungry!
There are people who are cold! There are poor people! There are
poor people!’”

Let us remark, by the way, that the hatred of luxury �s not an
�ntell�gent hatred. Th�s hatred would �nvolve the hatred of the arts.
Nevertheless, �n churchmen, luxury �s wrong, except �n connect�on
w�th representat�ons and ceremon�es. It seems to reveal hab�ts
wh�ch have very l�ttle that �s char�table about them. An opulent pr�est
�s a contrad�ct�on. The pr�est must keep close to the poor. Now, can
one come �n contact �ncessantly n�ght and day w�th all th�s d�stress,
all these m�sfortunes, and th�s poverty, w�thout hav�ng about one’s
own person a l�ttle of that m�sery, l�ke the dust of labor? Is �t poss�ble
to �mag�ne a man near a braz�er who �s not warm? Can one �mag�ne
a workman who �s work�ng near a furnace, and who has ne�ther a
s�nged ha�r, nor blackened na�ls, nor a drop of sweat, nor a speck of
ashes on h�s face? The f�rst proof of char�ty �n the pr�est, �n the
b�shop espec�ally, �s poverty.

Th�s �s, no doubt, what the B�shop of D—— thought.
It must not be supposed, however, that he shared what we call the

“�deas of the century” on certa�n del�cate po�nts. He took very l�ttle
part �n the theolog�cal quarrels of the moment, and ma�nta�ned
s�lence on quest�ons �n wh�ch Church and State were �mpl�cated; but
�f he had been strongly pressed, �t seems that he would have been
found to be an ultramontane rather than a gall�can. S�nce we are
mak�ng a portra�t, and s�nce we do not w�sh to conceal anyth�ng, we
are forced to add that he was glac�al towards Napoleon �n h�s
decl�ne. Beg�nn�ng w�th 1813, he gave �n h�s adherence to or
applauded all host�le man�festat�ons. He refused to see h�m, as he
passed through on h�s return from the �sland of Elba, and he
absta�ned from order�ng publ�c prayers for the Emperor �n h�s
d�ocese dur�ng the Hundred Days.



Bes�des h�s s�ster, Mademo�selle Bapt�st�ne, he had two brothers,
one a general, the other a prefect. He wrote to both w�th tolerable
frequency. He was harsh for a t�me towards the former, because,
hold�ng a command �n Provence at the epoch of the d�sembarkat�on
at Cannes, the general had put h�mself at the head of twelve
hundred men and had pursued the Emperor as though the latter had
been a person whom one �s des�rous of allow�ng to escape. H�s
correspondence w�th the other brother, the ex-prefect, a f�ne, worthy
man who l�ved �n ret�rement at Par�s, Rue Cassette, rema�ned more
affect�onate.

Thus Monse�gneur B�envenu also had h�s hour of party sp�r�t, h�s
hour of b�tterness, h�s cloud. The shadow of the pass�ons of the
moment traversed th�s grand and gentle sp�r�t occup�ed w�th eternal
th�ngs. Certa�nly, such a man would have done well not to enterta�n
any pol�t�cal op�n�ons. Let there be no m�stake as to our mean�ng: we
are not confound�ng what �s called “pol�t�cal op�n�ons” w�th the grand
asp�rat�on for progress, w�th the subl�me fa�th, patr�ot�c, democrat�c,
humane, wh�ch �n our day should be the very foundat�on of every
generous �ntellect. W�thout go�ng deeply �nto quest�ons wh�ch are
only �nd�rectly connected w�th the subject of th�s book, we w�ll s�mply
say th�s: It would have been well �f Monse�gneur B�envenu had not
been a Royal�st, and �f h�s glance had never been, for a s�ngle
�nstant, turned away from that serene contemplat�on �n wh�ch �s
d�st�nctly d�scern�ble, above the f�ct�ons and the hatreds of th�s world,
above the stormy v�c�ss�tudes of human th�ngs, the beam�ng of those
three pure rad�ances, truth, just�ce, and char�ty.

Wh�le adm�tt�ng that �t was not for a pol�t�cal off�ce that God
created Monse�gneur Welcome, we should have understood and
adm�red h�s protest �n the name of r�ght and l�berty, h�s proud
oppos�t�on, h�s just but per�lous res�stance to the all-powerful
Napoleon. But that wh�ch pleases us �n people who are r�s�ng
pleases us less �n the case of people who are fall�ng. We only love
the fray so long as there �s danger, and �n any case, the combatants
of the f�rst hour have alone the r�ght to be the exterm�nators of the
last. He who has not been a stubborn accuser �n prosper�ty should
hold h�s peace �n the face of ru�n. The denunc�ator of success �s the
only leg�t�mate execut�oner of the fall. As for us, when Prov�dence



�ntervenes and str�kes, we let �t work. 1812 commenced to d�sarm
us. In 1813 the cowardly breach of s�lence of that tac�turn leg�slat�ve
body, emboldened by catastrophe, possessed only tra�ts wh�ch
aroused �nd�gnat�on. And �t was a cr�me to applaud, �n 1814, �n the
presence of those marshals who betrayed; �n the presence of that
senate wh�ch passed from one dungh�ll to another, �nsult�ng after
hav�ng de�f�ed; �n the presence of that �dolatry wh�ch was loos�ng �ts
foot�ng and sp�tt�ng on �ts �dol,—�t was a duty to turn as�de the head.
In 1815, when the supreme d�sasters f�lled the a�r, when France was
se�zed w�th a sh�ver at the�r s�n�ster approach, when Waterloo could
be d�mly d�scerned open�ng before Napoleon, the mournful
acclamat�on of the army and the people to the condemned of dest�ny
had noth�ng laughable �n �t, and, after mak�ng all allowance for the
despot, a heart l�ke that of the B�shop of D——, ought not perhaps to
have fa�led to recogn�ze the august and touch�ng features presented
by the embrace of a great nat�on and a great man on the br�nk of the
abyss.

W�th th�s except�on, he was �n all th�ngs just, true, equ�table,
�ntell�gent, humble and d�gn�f�ed, benef�cent and k�ndly, wh�ch �s only
another sort of benevolence. He was a pr�est, a sage, and a man. It
must be adm�tted, that even �n the pol�t�cal v�ews w�th wh�ch we have
just reproached h�m, and wh�ch we are d�sposed to judge almost w�th
sever�ty, he was tolerant and easy, more so, perhaps, than we who
are speak�ng here. The porter of the town-hall had been placed there
by the Emperor. He was an old non-comm�ss�oned off�cer of the old
guard, a member of the Leg�on of Honor at Austerl�tz, as much of a
Bonapart�st as the eagle. Th�s poor fellow occas�onally let sl�p
�ncons�derate remarks, wh�ch the law then st�gmat�zed as sed�t�ous
speeches. After the �mper�al prof�le d�sappeared from the Leg�on of
Honor, he never dressed h�mself �n h�s reg�mentals, as he sa�d, so
that he should not be obl�ged to wear h�s cross. He had h�mself
devoutly removed the �mper�al eff�gy from the cross wh�ch Napoleon
had g�ven h�m; th�s made a hole, and he would not put anyth�ng �n �ts
place. “I w�ll d�e,” he sa�d, “rather than wear the three frogs upon my
heart!” He l�ked to scoff aloud at Lou�s XVIII. “The gouty old creature
�n Engl�sh ga�ters!” he sa�d; “let h�m take h�mself off to Pruss�a w�th
that queue of h�s.” He was happy to comb�ne �n the same



�mprecat�on the two th�ngs wh�ch he most detested, Pruss�a and
England. He d�d �t so often that he lost h�s place. There he was,
turned out of the house, w�th h�s w�fe and ch�ldren, and w�thout
bread. The B�shop sent for h�m, reproved h�m gently, and appo�nted
h�m beadle �n the cathedral.

In the course of n�ne years Monse�gneur B�envenu had, by d�nt of
holy deeds and gentle manners, f�lled the town of D——w�th a sort of
tender and f�l�al reverence. Even h�s conduct towards Napoleon had
been accepted and tac�tly pardoned, as �t were, by the people, the
good and weakly flock who adored the�r emperor, but loved the�r
b�shop.



CHAPTER XII—THE SOLITUDE OF
MONSEIGNEUR WELCOME

A b�shop �s almost always surrounded by a full squadron of l�ttle
abbés, just as a general �s by a covey of young off�cers. Th�s �s what
that charm�ng Sa�nt Franço�s de Sales calls somewhere “les prêtres
blancs-becs,” callow pr�ests. Every career has �ts asp�rants, who
form a tra�n for those who have atta�ned em�nence �n �t. There �s no
power wh�ch has not �ts dependents. There �s no fortune wh�ch has
not �ts court. The seekers of the future eddy around the splend�d
present. Every metropol�s has �ts staff of off�c�als. Every b�shop who
possesses the least �nfluence has about h�m h�s patrol of cherub�m
from the sem�nary, wh�ch goes the round, and ma�nta�ns good order
�n the ep�scopal palace, and mounts guard over monse�gneur’s
sm�le. To please a b�shop �s equ�valent to gett�ng one’s foot �n the
st�rrup for a sub-d�aconate. It �s necessary to walk one’s path
d�screetly; the apostlesh�p does not d�sda�n the canonsh�p.

Just as there are b�gw�gs elsewhere, there are b�g m�tres �n the
Church. These are the b�shops who stand well at Court, who are
r�ch, well endowed, sk�lful, accepted by the world, who know how to
pray, no doubt, but who know also how to beg, who feel l�ttle scruple
at mak�ng a whole d�ocese dance attendance �n the�r person, who
are connect�ng l�nks between the sacr�sty and d�plomacy, who are
abbés rather than pr�ests, prelates rather than b�shops. Happy those
who approach them! Be�ng persons of �nfluence, they create a
shower about them, upon the ass�duous and the favored, and upon
all the young men who understand the art of pleas�ng, of large
par�shes, prebends, arch�d�aconates, chapla�nc�es, and cathedral
posts, wh�le awa�t�ng ep�scopal honors. As they advance
themselves, they cause the�r satell�tes to progress also; �t �s a whole
solar system on the march. The�r rad�ance casts a gleam of purple



over the�r su�te. The�r prosper�ty �s crumbled up beh�nd the scenes,
�nto n�ce l�ttle promot�ons. The larger the d�ocese of the patron, the
fatter the curacy for the favor�te. And then, there �s Rome. A b�shop
who understands how to become an archb�shop, an archb�shop who
knows how to become a card�nal, carr�es you w�th h�m as conclav�st;
you enter a court of papal jur�sd�ct�on, you rece�ve the pall�um, and
behold! you are an aud�tor, then a papal chamberla�n, then
mons�gnor, and from a Grace to an Em�nence �s only a step, and
between the Em�nence and the Hol�ness there �s but the smoke of a
ballot. Every skull-cap may dream of the t�ara. The pr�est �s
nowadays the only man who can become a k�ng �n a regular manner;
and what a k�ng! the supreme k�ng. Then what a nursery of
asp�rat�ons �s a sem�nary! How many blush�ng chor�sters, how many
youthful abbés bear on the�r heads Perrette’s pot of m�lk! Who knows
how easy �t �s for amb�t�on to call �tself vocat�on? �n good fa�th,
perchance, and dece�v�ng �tself, devotee that �t �s.

Monse�gneur B�envenu, poor, humble, ret�r�ng, was not accounted
among the b�g m�tres. Th�s was pla�n from the complete absence of
young pr�ests about h�m. We have seen that he “d�d not take” �n
Par�s. Not a s�ngle future dreamed of engraft�ng �tself on th�s sol�tary
old man. Not a s�ngle sprout�ng amb�t�on comm�tted the folly of
putt�ng forth �ts fol�age �n h�s shadow. H�s canons and grand-v�cars
were good old men, rather vulgar l�ke h�mself, walled up l�ke h�m �n
th�s d�ocese, w�thout ex�t to a card�nalsh�p, and who resembled the�r
b�shop, w�th th�s d�fference, that they were f�n�shed and he was
completed. The �mposs�b�l�ty of grow�ng great under Monse�gneur
B�envenu was so well understood, that no sooner had the young
men whom he orda�ned left the sem�nary than they got themselves
recommended to the archb�shops of A�x or of Auch, and went off �n a
great hurry. For, �n short, we repeat �t, men w�sh to be pushed. A
sa�nt who dwells �n a paroxysm of abnegat�on �s a dangerous
ne�ghbor; he m�ght commun�cate to you, by contag�on, an �ncurable
poverty, an anchylos�s of the jo�nts, wh�ch are useful �n
advancement, and �n short, more renunc�at�on than you des�re; and
th�s �nfect�ous v�rtue �s avo�ded. Hence the �solat�on of Monse�gneur
B�envenu. We l�ve �n the m�dst of a gloomy soc�ety. Success; that �s
the lesson wh�ch falls drop by drop from the slope of corrupt�on.



Be �t sa�d �n pass�ng, that success �s a very h�deous th�ng. Its false
resemblance to mer�t dece�ves men. For the masses, success has
almost the same prof�le as supremacy. Success, that Menæchmus of
talent, has one dupe,—h�story. Juvenal and Tac�tus alone grumble at
�t. In our day, a ph�losophy wh�ch �s almost off�c�al has entered �nto �ts
serv�ce, wears the l�very of success, and performs the serv�ce of �ts
antechamber. Succeed: theory. Prosper�ty argues capac�ty. W�n �n
the lottery, and behold! you are a clever man. He who tr�umphs �s
venerated. Be born w�th a s�lver spoon �n your mouth! everyth�ng l�es
�n that. Be lucky, and you w�ll have all the rest; be happy, and people
w�ll th�nk you great. Outs�de of f�ve or s�x �mmense except�ons, wh�ch
compose the splendor of a century, contemporary adm�rat�on �s
noth�ng but short-s�ghtedness. G�ld�ng �s gold. It does no harm to be
the f�rst arr�val by pure chance, so long as you do arr�ve. The
common herd �s an old Narc�ssus who adores h�mself, and who
applauds the vulgar herd. That enormous ab�l�ty by v�rtue of wh�ch
one �s Moses, Æschylus, Dante, M�chael Angelo, or Napoleon, the
mult�tude awards on the spot, and by acclamat�on, to whomsoever
atta�ns h�s object, �n whatsoever �t may cons�st. Let a notary
transf�gure h�mself �nto a deputy: let a false Corne�lle compose
T�r�date; let a eunuch come to possess a harem; let a m�l�tary
Prudhomme acc�dentally w�n the dec�s�ve battle of an epoch; let an
apothecary �nvent cardboard shoe-soles for the army of the Sambre-
and-Meuse, and construct for h�mself, out of th�s cardboard, sold as
leather, four hundred thousand francs of �ncome; let a pork-packer
espouse usury, and cause �t to br�ng forth seven or e�ght m�ll�ons, of
wh�ch he �s the father and of wh�ch �t �s the mother; let a preacher
become a b�shop by force of h�s nasal drawl; let the steward of a f�ne
fam�ly be so r�ch on ret�r�ng from serv�ce that he �s made m�n�ster of
f�nances,—and men call that Gen�us, just as they call the face of
Mousqueton Beauty, and the m�en of Claude Majesty. W�th the
constellat�ons of space they confound the stars of the abyss wh�ch
are made �n the soft m�re of the puddle by the feet of ducks.



CHAPTER XIII—WHAT HE BELIEVED
We are not obl�ged to sound the B�shop of D—— on the score of

orthodoxy. In the presence of such a soul we feel ourselves �n no
mood but respect. The consc�ence of the just man should be
accepted on h�s word. Moreover, certa�n natures be�ng g�ven, we
adm�t the poss�ble development of all beaut�es of human v�rtue �n a
bel�ef that d�ffers from our own.

What d�d he th�nk of th�s dogma, or of that mystery? These secrets
of the �nner tr�bunal of the consc�ence are known only to the tomb,
where souls enter naked. The po�nt on wh�ch we are certa�n �s, that
the d�ff�cult�es of fa�th never resolved themselves �nto hypocr�sy �n h�s
case. No decay �s poss�ble to the d�amond. He bel�eved to the extent
of h�s powers. “Credo �n Patrem,” he often excla�med. Moreover, he
drew from good works that amount of sat�sfact�on wh�ch suff�ces to
the consc�ence, and wh�ch wh�spers to a man, “Thou art w�th God!”

The po�nt wh�ch we cons�der �t our duty to note �s, that outs�de of
and beyond h�s fa�th, as �t were, the B�shop possessed an excess of
love. It was �n that quarter, qu�a multum amav�t,—because he loved
much—that he was regarded as vulnerable by “ser�ous men,” “grave
persons” and “reasonable people”; favor�te locut�ons of our sad world
where egot�sm takes �ts word of command from pedantry. What was
th�s excess of love? It was a serene benevolence wh�ch overflowed
men, as we have already po�nted out, and wh�ch, on occas�on,
extended even to th�ngs. He l�ved w�thout d�sda�n. He was �ndulgent
towards God’s creat�on. Every man, even the best, has w�th�n h�m a
thoughtless harshness wh�ch he reserves for an�mals. The B�shop of
D—— had none of that harshness, wh�ch �s pecul�ar to many pr�ests,
nevertheless. He d�d not go as far as the Brahm�n, but he seemed to
have we�ghed th�s say�ng of Eccles�astes: “Who knoweth wh�ther the
soul of the an�mal goeth?” H�deousness of aspect, deform�ty of
�nst�nct, troubled h�m not, and d�d not arouse h�s �nd�gnat�on. He was



touched, almost softened by them. It seemed as though he went
thoughtfully away to seek beyond the bounds of l�fe wh�ch �s
apparent, the cause, the explanat�on, or the excuse for them. He
seemed at t�mes to be ask�ng God to commute these penalt�es. He
exam�ned w�thout wrath, and w�th the eye of a l�ngu�st who �s
dec�pher�ng a pal�mpsest, that port�on of chaos wh�ch st�ll ex�sts �n
nature. Th�s rever�e somet�mes caused h�m to utter odd say�ngs.
One morn�ng he was �n h�s garden, and thought h�mself alone, but
h�s s�ster was walk�ng beh�nd h�m, unseen by h�m: suddenly he
paused and gazed at someth�ng on the ground; �t was a large, black,
ha�ry, fr�ghtful sp�der. H�s s�ster heard h�m say:—

“Poor beast! It �s not �ts fault!”
Why not ment�on these almost d�v�nely ch�ld�sh say�ngs of

k�ndness? Puer�le they may be; but these subl�me puer�l�t�es were
pecul�ar to Sa�nt Franc�s d’Ass�s� and of Marcus Aurel�us. One day
he spra�ned h�s ankle �n h�s effort to avo�d stepp�ng on an ant. Thus
l�ved th�s just man. Somet�mes he fell asleep �n h�s garden, and then
there was noth�ng more venerable poss�ble.

Monse�gneur B�envenu had formerly been, �f the stor�es anent h�s
youth, and even �n regard to h�s manhood, were to be bel�eved, a
pass�onate, and, poss�bly, a v�olent man. H�s un�versal suav�ty was
less an �nst�nct of nature than the result of a grand conv�ct�on wh�ch
had f�ltered �nto h�s heart through the med�um of l�fe, and had tr�ckled
there slowly, thought by thought; for, �n a character, as �n a rock,
there may ex�st apertures made by drops of water. These hollows
are uneffaceable; these format�ons are �ndestruct�ble.

In 1815, as we th�nk we have already sa�d, he reached h�s
seventy-f�fth b�rthday, but he d�d not appear to be more than s�xty. He
was not tall; he was rather plump; and, �n order to combat th�s
tendency, he was fond of tak�ng long strolls on foot; h�s step was
f�rm, and h�s form was but sl�ghtly bent, a deta�l from wh�ch we do not
pretend to draw any conclus�on. Gregory XVI., at the age of e�ghty,
held h�mself erect and sm�l�ng, wh�ch d�d not prevent h�m from be�ng
a bad b�shop. Monse�gneur Welcome had what the people term a
“f�ne head,” but so am�able was he that they forgot that �t was f�ne.



When he conversed w�th that �nfant�le gayety wh�ch was one of h�s
charms, and of wh�ch we have already spoken, people felt at the�r
ease w�th h�m, and joy seemed to rad�ate from h�s whole person. H�s
fresh and ruddy complex�on, h�s very wh�te teeth, all of wh�ch he had
preserved, and wh�ch were d�splayed by h�s sm�le, gave h�m that
open and easy a�r wh�ch cause the remark to be made of a man,
“He’s a good fellow”; and of an old man, “He �s a f�ne man.” That, �t
w�ll be recalled, was the effect wh�ch he produced upon Napoleon.
On the f�rst encounter, and to one who saw h�m for the f�rst t�me, he
was noth�ng, �n fact, but a f�ne man. But �f one rema�ned near h�m for
a few hours, and beheld h�m �n the least degree pens�ve, the f�ne
man became gradually transf�gured, and took on some �mpos�ng
qual�ty, I know not what; h�s broad and ser�ous brow, rendered
august by h�s wh�te locks, became august also by v�rtue of
med�tat�on; majesty rad�ated from h�s goodness, though h�s
goodness ceased not to be rad�ant; one exper�enced someth�ng of
the emot�on wh�ch one would feel on behold�ng a sm�l�ng angel
slowly unfold h�s w�ngs, w�thout ceas�ng to sm�le. Respect, an
unutterable respect, penetrated you by degrees and mounted to your
heart, and one felt that one had before h�m one of those strong,
thoroughly tr�ed, and �ndulgent souls where thought �s so grand that
�t can no longer be anyth�ng but gentle.

As we have seen, prayer, the celebrat�on of the off�ces of rel�g�on,
alms-g�v�ng, the consolat�on of the affl�cted, the cult�vat�on of a b�t of
land, fratern�ty, frugal�ty, hosp�tal�ty, renunc�at�on, conf�dence, study,
work, f�lled every day of h�s l�fe. F�lled �s exactly the word; certa�nly
the B�shop’s day was qu�te full to the br�m, of good words and good
deeds. Nevertheless, �t was not complete �f cold or ra�ny weather
prevented h�s pass�ng an hour or two �n h�s garden before go�ng to
bed, and after the two women had ret�red. It seemed to be a sort of
r�te w�th h�m, to prepare h�mself for slumber by med�tat�on �n the
presence of the grand spectacles of the nocturnal heavens.
Somet�mes, �f the two old women were not asleep, they heard h�m
pac�ng slowly along the walks at a very advanced hour of the n�ght.
He was there alone, commun�ng w�th h�mself, peaceful, ador�ng,
compar�ng the seren�ty of h�s heart w�th the seren�ty of the ether,
moved am�d the darkness by the v�s�ble splendor of the



constellat�ons and the �nv�s�ble splendor of God, open�ng h�s heart to
the thoughts wh�ch fall from the Unknown. At such moments, wh�le
he offered h�s heart at the hour when nocturnal flowers offer the�r
perfume, �llum�nated l�ke a lamp am�d the starry n�ght, as he poured
h�mself out �n ecstasy �n the m�dst of the un�versal rad�ance of
creat�on, he could not have told h�mself, probably, what was pass�ng
�n h�s sp�r�t; he felt someth�ng take �ts fl�ght from h�m, and someth�ng
descend �nto h�m. Myster�ous exchange of the abysses of the soul
w�th the abysses of the un�verse!

He thought of the grandeur and presence of God; of the future
etern�ty, that strange mystery; of the etern�ty past, a mystery st�ll
more strange; of all the �nf�n�t�es, wh�ch p�erced the�r way �nto all h�s
senses, beneath h�s eyes; and, w�thout seek�ng to comprehend the
�ncomprehens�ble, he gazed upon �t. He d�d not study God; he was
dazzled by h�m. He cons�dered those magn�f�cent conjunct�ons of
atoms, wh�ch commun�cate aspects to matter, reveal forces by
ver�fy�ng them, create �nd�v�dual�t�es �n un�ty, proport�ons �n extent,
the �nnumerable �n the �nf�n�te, and, through l�ght, produce beauty.
These conjunct�ons are formed and d�ssolved �ncessantly; hence l�fe
and death.

He seated h�mself on a wooden bench, w�th h�s back aga�nst a
decrep�t v�ne; he gazed at the stars, past the puny and stunted
s�lhouettes of h�s fru�t-trees. Th�s quarter of an acre, so poorly
planted, so encumbered w�th mean bu�ld�ngs and sheds, was dear to
h�m, and sat�sf�ed h�s wants.

What more was needed by th�s old man, who d�v�ded the le�sure of
h�s l�fe, where there was so l�ttle le�sure, between garden�ng �n the
dayt�me and contemplat�on at n�ght? Was not th�s narrow enclosure,
w�th the heavens for a ce�l�ng, suff�c�ent to enable h�m to adore God
�n h�s most d�v�ne works, �n turn? Does not th�s comprehend all, �n
fact? and what �s there left to des�re beyond �t? A l�ttle garden �n
wh�ch to walk, and �mmens�ty �n wh�ch to dream. At one’s feet that
wh�ch can be cult�vated and plucked; over head that wh�ch one can
study and med�tate upon: some flowers on earth, and all the stars �n
the sky.



CHAPTER XIV—WHAT HE THOUGHT
One last word.
S�nce th�s sort of deta�ls m�ght, part�cularly at the present moment,

and to use an express�on now �n fash�on, g�ve to the B�shop of D——
a certa�n “panthe�st�cal” phys�ognomy, and �nduce the bel�ef, e�ther to
h�s cred�t or d�scred�t, that he enterta�ned one of those personal
ph�losoph�es wh�ch are pecul�ar to our century, wh�ch somet�mes
spr�ng up �n sol�tary sp�r�ts, and there take on a form and grow unt�l
they usurp the place of rel�g�on, we �ns�st upon �t, that not one of
those persons who knew Monse�gneur Welcome would have thought
h�mself author�zed to th�nk anyth�ng of the sort. That wh�ch
enl�ghtened th�s man was h�s heart. H�s w�sdom was made of the
l�ght wh�ch comes from there.

No systems; many works. Abstruse speculat�ons conta�n vert�go;
no, there �s noth�ng to �nd�cate that he r�sked h�s m�nd �n
apocalypses. The apostle may be dar�ng, but the b�shop must be
t�m�d. He would probably have felt a scruple at sound�ng too far �n
advance certa�n problems wh�ch are, �n a manner, reserved for
terr�ble great m�nds. There �s a sacred horror beneath the porches of
the en�gma; those gloomy open�ngs stand yawn�ng there, but
someth�ng tells you, you, a passer-by �n l�fe, that you must not enter.
Woe to h�m who penetrates th�ther!

Gen�uses �n the �mpenetrable depths of abstract�on and pure
speculat�on, s�tuated, so to speak, above all dogmas, propose the�r
�deas to God. The�r prayer audac�ously offers d�scuss�on. The�r
adorat�on �nterrogates. Th�s �s d�rect rel�g�on, wh�ch �s full of anx�ety
and respons�b�l�ty for h�m who attempts �ts steep cl�ffs.

Human med�tat�on has no l�m�ts. At h�s own r�sk and per�l, �t
analyzes and d�gs deep �nto �ts own bedazzlement. One m�ght
almost say, that by a sort of splend�d react�on, �t w�th �t dazzles
nature; the myster�ous world wh�ch surrounds us renders back what



�t has rece�ved; �t �s probable that the contemplators are
contemplated. However that may be, there are on earth men who—
are they men?—perce�ve d�st�nctly at the verge of the hor�zons of
rever�e the he�ghts of the absolute, and who have the terr�ble v�s�on
of the �nf�n�te mounta�n. Monse�gneur Welcome was one of these
men; Monse�gneur Welcome was not a gen�us. He would have
feared those subl�m�t�es whence some very great men even, l�ke
Swedenborg and Pascal, have sl�pped �nto �nsan�ty. Certa�nly, these
powerful rever�es have the�r moral ut�l�ty, and by these arduous paths
one approaches to �deal perfect�on. As for h�m, he took the path
wh�ch shortens,—the Gospel’s.

He d�d not attempt to �mpart to h�s chasuble the folds of El�jah’s
mantle; he projected no ray of future upon the dark groundswell of
events; he d�d not see to condense �n flame the l�ght of th�ngs; he
had noth�ng of the prophet and noth�ng of the mag�c�an about h�m.
Th�s humble soul loved, and that was all.

That he carr�ed prayer to the p�tch of a superhuman asp�rat�on �s
probable: but one can no more pray too much than one can love too
much; and �f �t �s a heresy to pray beyond the texts, Sa�nt Theresa
and Sa�nt Jerome would be heret�cs.

He �ncl�ned towards all that groans and all that exp�ates. The
un�verse appeared to h�m l�ke an �mmense malady; everywhere he
felt fever, everywhere he heard the sound of suffer�ng, and, w�thout
seek�ng to solve the en�gma, he strove to dress the wound. The
terr�ble spectacle of created th�ngs developed tenderness �n h�m; he
was occup�ed only �n f�nd�ng for h�mself, and �n �nsp�r�ng others w�th
the best way to compass�onate and rel�eve. That wh�ch ex�sts was
for th�s good and rare pr�est a permanent subject of sadness wh�ch
sought consolat�on.

There are men who to�l at extract�ng gold; he to�led at the
extract�on of p�ty. Un�versal m�sery was h�s m�ne. The sadness wh�ch
re�gned everywhere was but an excuse for unfa�l�ng k�ndness. Love
each other; he declared th�s to be complete, des�red noth�ng further,
and that was the whole of h�s doctr�ne. One day, that man who
bel�eved h�mself to be a “ph�losopher,” the senator who has already
been alluded to, sa�d to the B�shop: “Just survey the spectacle of the



world: all war aga�nst all; the strongest has the most w�t. Your love
each other �s nonsense.”—“Well,” repl�ed Monse�gneur Welcome,
w�thout contest�ng the po�nt, “�f �t �s nonsense, the soul should shut
�tself up �n �t, as the pearl �n the oyster.” Thus he shut h�mself up, he
l�ved there, he was absolutely sat�sf�ed w�th �t, leav�ng on one s�de
the prod�g�ous quest�ons wh�ch attract and terr�fy, the fathomless
perspect�ves of abstract�on, the prec�p�ces of metaphys�cs—all those
profund�t�es wh�ch converge, for the apostle �n God, for the athe�st �n
noth�ngness; dest�ny, good and ev�l, the way of be�ng aga�nst be�ng,
the consc�ence of man, the thoughtful somnambul�sm of the an�mal,
the transformat�on �n death, the recap�tulat�on of ex�stences wh�ch
the tomb conta�ns, the �ncomprehens�ble graft�ng of success�ve loves
on the pers�stent I, the essence, the substance, the N�le, and the
Ens, the soul, nature, l�berty, necess�ty; perpend�cular problems,
s�n�ster obscur�t�es, where lean the g�gant�c archangels of the human
m�nd; form�dable abysses, wh�ch Lucret�us, Manou, Sa�nt Paul,
Dante, contemplate w�th eyes flash�ng l�ghtn�ng, wh�ch seems by �ts
steady gaze on the �nf�n�te to cause stars to blaze forth there.

Monse�gneur B�envenu was s�mply a man who took note of the
exter�or of myster�ous quest�ons w�thout scrut�n�z�ng them, and
w�thout troubl�ng h�s own m�nd w�th them, and who cher�shed �n h�s
own soul a grave respect for darkness.



BOOK SECOND—THE FALL



CHAPTER I—THE EVENING OF A DAY
OF WALKING

Early �n the month of October, 1815, about an hour before sunset,
a man who was travell�ng on foot entered the l�ttle town of D—— The
few �nhab�tants who were at the�r w�ndows or on the�r thresholds at
the moment stared at th�s traveller w�th a sort of uneas�ness. It was
d�ff�cult to encounter a wayfarer of more wretched appearance. He
was a man of med�um stature, th�ckset and robust, �n the pr�me of
l�fe. He m�ght have been forty-s�x or forty-e�ght years old. A cap w�th
a droop�ng leather v�sor partly concealed h�s face, burned and
tanned by sun and w�nd, and dr�pp�ng w�th persp�rat�on. H�s sh�rt of
coarse yellow l�nen, fastened at the neck by a small s�lver anchor,
perm�tted a v�ew of h�s ha�ry breast: he had a cravat tw�sted �nto a
str�ng; trousers of blue dr�ll�ng, worn and threadbare, wh�te on one
knee and torn on the other; an old gray, tattered blouse, patched on
one of the elbows w�th a b�t of green cloth sewed on w�th tw�ne; a
t�ghtly packed sold�er knapsack, well buckled and perfectly new, on
h�s back; an enormous, knotty st�ck �n h�s hand; �ron-shod shoes on
h�s stock�ngless feet; a shaved head and a long beard.

The sweat, the heat, the journey on foot, the dust, added I know
not what sord�d qual�ty to th�s d�lap�dated whole. H�s ha�r was closely
cut, yet br�stl�ng, for �t had begun to grow a l�ttle, and d�d not seem to
have been cut for some t�me.

No one knew h�m. He was ev�dently only a chance passer-by.
Whence came he? From the south; from the seashore, perhaps, for
he made h�s entrance �nto D—— by the same street wh�ch, seven
months prev�ously, had w�tnessed the passage of the Emperor
Napoleon on h�s way from Cannes to Par�s. Th�s man must have
been walk�ng all day. He seemed very much fat�gued. Some women
of the anc�ent market town wh�ch �s s�tuated below the c�ty had seen



h�m pause beneath the trees of the boulevard Gassend�, and dr�nk at
the founta�n wh�ch stands at the end of the promenade. He must
have been very th�rsty: for the ch�ldren who followed h�m saw h�m
stop aga�n for a dr�nk, two hundred paces further on, at the founta�n
�n the market-place.

On arr�v�ng at the corner of the Rue Po�chevert, he turned to the
left, and d�rected h�s steps toward the town-hall. He entered, then
came out a quarter of an hour later. A gendarme was seated near
the door, on the stone bench wh�ch General Drouot had mounted on
the 4th of March to read to the fr�ghtened throng of the �nhab�tants of
D—— the proclamat�on of the Gulf Juan. The man pulled off h�s cap
and humbly saluted the gendarme.

The gendarme, w�thout reply�ng to h�s salute, stared attent�vely at
h�m, followed h�m for a wh�le w�th h�s eyes, and then entered the
town-hall.

There then ex�sted at D—— a f�ne �nn at the s�gn of the Cross of
Colbas. Th�s �nn had for a landlord a certa�n Jacqu�n Labarre, a man
of cons�derat�on �n the town on account of h�s relat�onsh�p to another
Labarre, who kept the �nn of the Three Dauph�ns �n Grenoble, and
had served �n the Gu�des. At the t�me of the Emperor’s land�ng,
many rumors had c�rculated throughout the country w�th regard to
th�s �nn of the Three Dauph�ns. It was sa�d that General Bertrand,
d�sgu�sed as a carter, had made frequent tr�ps th�ther �n the month of
January, and that he had d�str�buted crosses of honor to the sold�ers
and handfuls of gold to the c�t�zens. The truth �s, that when the
Emperor entered Grenoble he had refused to �nstall h�mself at the
hotel of the prefecture; he had thanked the mayor, say�ng, “I am
go�ng to the house of a brave man of my acqua�ntance”; and he had
betaken h�mself to the Three Dauph�ns. Th�s glory of the Labarre of
the Three Dauph�ns was reflected upon the Labarre of the Cross of
Colbas, at a d�stance of f�ve and twenty leagues. It was sa�d of h�m �n
the town, “That �s the cous�n of the man of Grenoble.”

The man bent h�s steps towards th�s �nn, wh�ch was the best �n the
country-s�de. He entered the k�tchen, wh�ch opened on a level w�th
the street. All the stoves were l�ghted; a huge f�re blazed gayly �n the
f�replace. The host, who was also the ch�ef cook, was go�ng from one



stew-pan to another, very bus�ly super�ntend�ng an excellent d�nner
des�gned for the wagoners, whose loud talk�ng, conversat�on, and
laughter were aud�ble from an adjo�n�ng apartment. Any one who has
travelled knows that there �s no one who �ndulges �n better cheer
than wagoners. A fat marmot, flanked by wh�te partr�dges and
heather-cocks, was turn�ng on a long sp�t before the f�re; on the
stove, two huge carps from Lake Lauzet and a trout from Lake Alloz
were cook�ng.

The host, hear�ng the door open and see�ng a newcomer enter,
sa�d, w�thout ra�s�ng h�s eyes from h�s stoves:—

“What do you w�sh, s�r?”
“Food and lodg�ng,” sa�d the man.
“Noth�ng eas�er,” repl�ed the host. At that moment he turned h�s

head, took �n the traveller’s appearance w�th a s�ngle glance, and
added, “By pay�ng for �t.”

The man drew a large leather purse from the pocket of h�s blouse,
and answered, “I have money.”

“In that case, we are at your serv�ce,” sa�d the host.
The man put h�s purse back �n h�s pocket, removed h�s knapsack

from h�s back, put �t on the ground near the door, reta�ned h�s st�ck �n
h�s hand, and seated h�mself on a low stool close to the f�re. D—— �s
�n the mounta�ns. The even�ngs are cold there �n October.

But as the host went back and forth, he scrut�n�zed the traveller.
“W�ll d�nner be ready soon?” sa�d the man.
“Immed�ately,” repl�ed the landlord.
Wh�le the newcomer was warm�ng h�mself before the f�re, w�th h�s

back turned, the worthy host, Jacqu�n Labarre, drew a penc�l from
h�s pocket, then tore off the corner of an old newspaper wh�ch was
ly�ng on a small table near the w�ndow. On the wh�te marg�n he wrote
a l�ne or two, folded �t w�thout seal�ng, and then �ntrusted th�s scrap
of paper to a ch�ld who seemed to serve h�m �n the capac�ty both of
scull�on and lackey. The landlord wh�spered a word �n the scull�on’s
ear, and the ch�ld set off on a run �n the d�rect�on of the town-hall.

The traveller saw noth�ng of all th�s.



Once more he �nqu�red, “W�ll d�nner be ready soon?”
“Immed�ately,” responded the host.
The ch�ld returned. He brought back the paper. The host unfolded

�t eagerly, l�ke a person who �s expect�ng a reply. He seemed to read
�t attent�vely, then tossed h�s head, and rema�ned thoughtful for a
moment. Then he took a step �n the d�rect�on of the traveller, who
appeared to be �mmersed �n reflect�ons wh�ch were not very serene.

“I cannot rece�ve you, s�r,” sa�d he.
The man half rose.
“What! Are you afra�d that I w�ll not pay you? Do you want me to

pay you �n advance? I have money, I tell you.”
“It �s not that.”
“What then?”
“You have money—”
“Yes,” sa�d the man.
“And I,” sa�d the host, “have no room.”
The man resumed tranqu�lly, “Put me �n the stable.”
“I cannot.”
“Why?”
“The horses take up all the space.”
“Very well!” retorted the man; “a corner of the loft then, a truss of

straw. We w�ll see about that after d�nner.”
“I cannot g�ve you any d�nner.”
Th�s declarat�on, made �n a measured but f�rm tone, struck the

stranger as grave. He rose.
“Ah! bah! But I am dy�ng of hunger. I have been walk�ng s�nce

sunr�se. I have travelled twelve leagues. I pay. I w�sh to eat.”
“I have noth�ng,” sa�d the landlord.
The man burst out laugh�ng, and turned towards the f�replace and

the stoves: “Noth�ng! and all that?”
“All that �s engaged.”
“By whom?”



“By mess�eurs the wagoners.”
“How many are there of them?”
“Twelve.”
“There �s enough food there for twenty.”
“They have engaged the whole of �t and pa�d for �t �n advance.”
The man seated h�mself aga�n, and sa�d, w�thout ra�s�ng h�s vo�ce,

“I am at an �nn; I am hungry, and I shall rema�n.”
Then the host bent down to h�s ear, and sa�d �n a tone wh�ch made

h�m start, “Go away!”
At that moment the traveller was bend�ng forward and thrust�ng

some brands �nto the f�re w�th the �ron-shod t�p of h�s staff; he turned
qu�ckly round, and as he opened h�s mouth to reply, the host gazed
stead�ly at h�m and added, st�ll �n a low vo�ce: “Stop! there’s enough
of that sort of talk. Do you want me to tell you your name? Your
name �s Jean Valjean. Now do you want me to tell you who you are?
When I saw you come �n I suspected someth�ng; I sent to the town-
hall, and th�s was the reply that was sent to me. Can you read?”

So say�ng, he held out to the stranger, fully unfolded, the paper
wh�ch had just travelled from the �nn to the town-hall, and from the
town-hall to the �nn. The man cast a glance upon �t. The landlord
resumed after a pause.

“I am �n the hab�t of be�ng pol�te to every one. Go away!”
The man dropped h�s head, p�cked up the knapsack wh�ch he had

depos�ted on the ground, and took h�s departure.
He chose the pr�nc�pal street. He walked stra�ght on at a venture,

keep�ng close to the houses l�ke a sad and hum�l�ated man. He d�d
not turn round a s�ngle t�me. Had he done so, he would have seen
the host of the Cross of Colbas stand�ng on h�s threshold,
surrounded by all the guests of h�s �nn, and all the passers-by �n the
street, talk�ng v�vac�ously, and po�nt�ng h�m out w�th h�s f�nger; and,
from the glances of terror and d�strust cast by the group, he m�ght
have d�v�ned that h�s arr�val would speed�ly become an event for the
whole town.



He saw noth�ng of all th�s. People who are crushed do not look
beh�nd them. They know but too well the ev�l fate wh�ch follows
them.

Thus he proceeded for some t�me, walk�ng on w�thout ceas�ng,
travers�ng at random streets of wh�ch he knew noth�ng, forgetful of
h�s fat�gue, as �s often the case when a man �s sad. All at once he
felt the pangs of hunger sharply. N�ght was draw�ng near. He glanced
about h�m, to see whether he could not d�scover some shelter.

The f�ne hostelry was closed to h�m; he was seek�ng some very
humble publ�c house, some hovel, however lowly.

Just then a l�ght flashed up at the end of the streets; a p�ne branch
suspended from a cross-beam of �ron was outl�ned aga�nst the wh�te
sky of the tw�l�ght. He proceeded th�ther.

It proved to be, �n fact, a publ�c house. The publ�c house wh�ch �s
�n the Rue de Chaffaut.

The wayfarer halted for a moment, and peeped through the
w�ndow �nto the �nter�or of the low-studded room of the publ�c house,
�llum�nated by a small lamp on a table and by a large f�re on the
hearth. Some men were engaged �n dr�nk�ng there. The landlord was
warm�ng h�mself. An �ron pot, suspended from a crane, bubbled over
the flame.

The entrance to th�s publ�c house, wh�ch �s also a sort of an �nn, �s
by two doors. One opens on the street, the other upon a small yard
f�lled w�th manure. The traveller dare not enter by the street door. He
sl�pped �nto the yard, halted aga�n, then ra�sed the latch t�m�dly and
opened the door.

“Who goes there?” sa�d the master.
“Some one who wants supper and bed.”
“Good. We furn�sh supper and bed here.”
He entered. All the men who were dr�nk�ng turned round. The lamp

�llum�nated h�m on one s�de, the f�rel�ght on the other. They exam�ned
h�m for some t�me wh�le he was tak�ng off h�s knapsack.

The host sa�d to h�m, “There �s the f�re. The supper �s cook�ng �n
the pot. Come and warm yourself, comrade.”



He approached and seated h�mself near the hearth. He stretched
out h�s feet, wh�ch were exhausted w�th fat�gue, to the f�re; a f�ne
odor was em�tted by the pot. All that could be d�st�ngu�shed of h�s
face, beneath h�s cap, wh�ch was well pulled down, assumed a
vague appearance of comfort, m�ngled w�th that other po�gnant
aspect wh�ch hab�tual suffer�ng bestows.

It was, moreover, a f�rm, energet�c, and melancholy prof�le. Th�s
phys�ognomy was strangely composed; �t began by seem�ng humble,
and ended by seem�ng severe. The eye shone beneath �ts lashes
l�ke a f�re beneath brushwood.

One of the men seated at the table, however, was a f�shmonger
who, before enter�ng the publ�c house of the Rue de Chaffaut, had
been to stable h�s horse at Labarre’s. It chanced that he had that
very morn�ng encountered th�s unprepossess�ng stranger on the
road between Bras d’Asse and—I have forgotten the name. I th�nk �t
was Escoublon. Now, when he met h�m, the man, who then seemed
already extremely weary, had requested h�m to take h�m on h�s
crupper; to wh�ch the f�shmonger had made no reply except by
redoubl�ng h�s ga�t. Th�s f�shmonger had been a member half an
hour prev�ously of the group wh�ch surrounded Jacqu�n Labarre, and
had h�mself related h�s d�sagreeable encounter of the morn�ng to the
people at the Cross of Colbas. From where he sat he made an
�mpercept�ble s�gn to the tavern-keeper. The tavern-keeper went to
h�m. They exchanged a few words �n a low tone. The man had aga�n
become absorbed �n h�s reflect�ons.

The tavern-keeper returned to the f�replace, la�d h�s hand abruptly
on the shoulder of the man, and sa�d to h�m:—

“You are go�ng to get out of here.”
The stranger turned round and repl�ed gently, “Ah! You know?—”
“Yes.”
“I was sent away from the other �nn.”
“And you are to be turned out of th�s one.”
“Where would you have me go?”
“Elsewhere.”
The man took h�s st�ck and h�s knapsack and departed.



As he went out, some ch�ldren who had followed h�m from the
Cross of Colbas, and who seemed to be ly�ng �n wa�t for h�m, threw
stones at h�m. He retraced h�s steps �n anger, and threatened them
w�th h�s st�ck: the ch�ldren d�spersed l�ke a flock of b�rds.

He passed before the pr�son. At the door hung an �ron cha�n
attached to a bell. He rang.

The w�cket opened.
“Turnkey,” sa�d he, remov�ng h�s cap pol�tely, “w�ll you have the

k�ndness to adm�t me, and g�ve me a lodg�ng for the n�ght?”
A vo�ce repl�ed:—
“The pr�son �s not an �nn. Get yourself arrested, and you w�ll be

adm�tted.”
The w�cket closed aga�n.
He entered a l�ttle street �n wh�ch there were many gardens. Some

of them are enclosed only by hedges, wh�ch lends a cheerful aspect
to the street. In the m�dst of these gardens and hedges he caught
s�ght of a small house of a s�ngle story, the w�ndow of wh�ch was
l�ghted up. He peered through the pane as he had done at the publ�c
house. W�th�n was a large wh�tewashed room, w�th a bed draped �n
pr�nted cotton stuff, and a cradle �n one corner, a few wooden cha�rs,
and a double-barrelled gun hang�ng on the wall. A table was spread
�n the centre of the room. A copper lamp �llum�nated the tablecloth of
coarse wh�te l�nen, the pewter jug sh�n�ng l�ke s�lver, and f�lled w�th
w�ne, and the brown, smok�ng soup-tureen. At th�s table sat a man of
about forty, w�th a merry and open countenance, who was dandl�ng a
l�ttle ch�ld on h�s knees. Close by a very young woman was nurs�ng
another ch�ld. The father was laugh�ng, the ch�ld was laugh�ng, the
mother was sm�l�ng.

The stranger paused a moment �n rever�e before th�s tender and
calm�ng spectacle. What was tak�ng place w�th�n h�m? He alone
could have told. It �s probable that he thought that th�s joyous house
would be hosp�table, and that, �n a place where he beheld so much
happ�ness, he would f�nd perhaps a l�ttle p�ty.

He tapped on the pane w�th a very small and feeble knock.
They d�d not hear h�m.



He tapped aga�n.
He heard the woman say, “It seems to me, husband, that some

one �s knock�ng.”
“No,” repl�ed the husband.
He tapped a th�rd t�me.
The husband rose, took the lamp, and went to the door, wh�ch he

opened.
He was a man of lofty stature, half peasant, half art�san. He wore a

huge leather apron, wh�ch reached to h�s left shoulder, and wh�ch a
hammer, a red handkerch�ef, a powder-horn, and all sorts of objects
wh�ch were upheld by the g�rdle, as �n a pocket, caused to bulge out.
He carr�ed h�s head thrown backwards; h�s sh�rt, w�dely opened and
turned back, d�splayed h�s bull neck, wh�te and bare. He had th�ck
eyelashes, enormous black wh�skers, prom�nent eyes, the lower part
of h�s face l�ke a snout; and bes�des all th�s, that a�r of be�ng on h�s
own ground, wh�ch �s �ndescr�bable.

“Pardon me, s�r,” sa�d the wayfarer, “Could you, �n cons�derat�on of
payment, g�ve me a plate of soup and a corner of that shed yonder �n
the garden, �n wh�ch to sleep? Tell me; can you? For money?”

“Who are you?” demanded the master of the house.
The man repl�ed: “I have just come from Puy-Mo�sson. I have

walked all day long. I have travelled twelve leagues. Can you?—�f I
pay?”

“I would not refuse,” sa�d the peasant, “to lodge any respectable
man who would pay me. But why do you not go to the �nn?”

“There �s no room.”
“Bah! Imposs�ble. Th�s �s ne�ther a fa�r nor a market day. Have you

been to Labarre?”
“Yes.”
“Well?”
The traveller repl�ed w�th embarrassment: “I do not know. He d�d

not rece�ve me.”
“Have you been to What’s-h�s-name’s, �n the Rue Chaffaut?”



The stranger’s embarrassment �ncreased; he stammered, “He d�d
not rece�ve me e�ther.”

The peasant’s countenance assumed an express�on of d�strust; he
surveyed the newcomer from head to feet, and suddenly excla�med,
w�th a sort of shudder:—

“Are you the man?—”
He cast a fresh glance upon the stranger, took three steps

backwards, placed the lamp on the table, and took h�s gun down
from the wall.

Meanwh�le, at the words, Are you the man? the woman had r�sen,
had clasped her two ch�ldren �n her arms, and had taken refuge
prec�p�tately beh�nd her husband, star�ng �n terror at the stranger,
w�th her bosom uncovered, and w�th fr�ghtened eyes, as she
murmured �n a low tone, “Tso-maraude.”1

All th�s took place �n less t�me than �t requ�res to p�cture �t to one’s
self. After hav�ng scrut�n�zed the man for several moments, as one
scrut�n�zes a v�per, the master of the house returned to the door and
sa�d:—

“Clear out!”
“For p�ty’s sake, a glass of water,” sa�d the man.
“A shot from my gun!” sa�d the peasant.
Then he closed the door v�olently, and the man heard h�m shoot

two large bolts. A moment later, the w�ndow-shutter was closed, and
the sound of a bar of �ron wh�ch was placed aga�nst �t was aud�ble
outs�de.

N�ght cont�nued to fall. A cold w�nd from the Alps was blow�ng. By
the l�ght of the exp�r�ng day the stranger perce�ved, �n one of the
gardens wh�ch bordered the street, a sort of hut, wh�ch seemed to
h�m to be bu�lt of sods. He cl�mbed over the wooden fence resolutely,
and found h�mself �n the garden. He approached the hut; �ts door
cons�sted of a very low and narrow aperture, and �t resembled those
bu�ld�ngs wh�ch road-laborers construct for themselves along the
roads. He thought w�thout doubt, that �t was, �n fact, the dwell�ng of a
road-laborer; he was suffer�ng from cold and hunger, but th�s was, at
least, a shelter from the cold. Th�s sort of dwell�ng �s not usually



occup�ed at n�ght. He threw h�mself flat on h�s face, and crawled �nto
the hut. It was warm there, and he found a tolerably good bed of
straw. He lay, for a moment, stretched out on th�s bed, w�thout the
power to make a movement, so fat�gued was he. Then, as the
knapsack on h�s back was �n h�s way, and as �t furn�shed, moreover,
a p�llow ready to h�s hand, he set about unbuckl�ng one of the straps.
At that moment, a feroc�ous growl became aud�ble. He ra�sed h�s
eyes. The head of an enormous dog was outl�ned �n the darkness at
the entrance of the hut.

It was a dog’s kennel.
He was h�mself v�gorous and form�dable; he armed h�mself w�th

h�s staff, made a sh�eld of h�s knapsack, and made h�s way out of the
kennel �n the best way he could, not w�thout enlarg�ng the rents �n h�s
rags.

He left the garden �n the same manner, but backwards, be�ng
obl�ged, �n order to keep the dog respectful, to have recourse to that
manœuvre w�th h�s st�ck wh�ch masters �n that sort of fenc�ng
des�gnate as la rose couverte.

When he had, not w�thout d�ff�culty, repassed the fence, and found
h�mself once more �n the street, alone, w�thout refuge, w�thout
shelter, w�thout a roof over h�s head, chased even from that bed of
straw and from that m�serable kennel, he dropped rather than seated
h�mself on a stone, and �t appears that a passer-by heard h�m
excla�m, “I am not even a dog!”

He soon rose aga�n and resumed h�s march. He went out of the
town, hop�ng to f�nd some tree or haystack �n the f�elds wh�ch would
afford h�m shelter.

He walked thus for some t�me, w�th h�s head st�ll droop�ng. When
he felt h�mself far from every human hab�tat�on, he ra�sed h�s eyes
and gazed search�ngly about h�m. He was �n a f�eld. Before h�m was
one of those low h�lls covered w�th close-cut stubble, wh�ch, after the
harvest, resemble shaved heads.

The hor�zon was perfectly black. Th�s was not alone the obscur�ty
of n�ght; �t was caused by very low-hang�ng clouds wh�ch seemed to
rest upon the h�ll �tself, and wh�ch were mount�ng and f�ll�ng the
whole sky. Meanwh�le, as the moon was about to r�se, and as there



was st�ll float�ng �n the zen�th a remnant of the br�ghtness of tw�l�ght,
these clouds formed at the summ�t of the sky a sort of wh�t�sh arch,
whence a gleam of l�ght fell upon the earth.

The earth was thus better l�ghted than the sky, wh�ch produces a
part�cularly s�n�ster effect, and the h�ll, whose contour was poor and
mean, was outl�ned vague and wan aga�nst the gloomy hor�zon. The
whole effect was h�deous, petty, lugubr�ous, and narrow.

There was noth�ng �n the f�eld or on the h�ll except a deformed
tree, wh�ch wr�thed and sh�vered a few paces d�stant from the
wayfarer.

Th�s man was ev�dently very far from hav�ng those del�cate hab�ts
of �ntell�gence and sp�r�t wh�ch render one sens�ble to the myster�ous
aspects of th�ngs; nevertheless, there was someth�ng �n that sky, �n
that h�ll, �n that pla�n, �n that tree, wh�ch was so profoundly desolate,
that after a moment of �mmob�l�ty and rever�e he turned back
abruptly. There are �nstants when nature seems host�le.

He retraced h�s steps; the gates of D—— were closed. D——,
wh�ch had susta�ned s�eges dur�ng the wars of rel�g�on, was st�ll
surrounded �n 1815 by anc�ent walls flanked by square towers wh�ch
have been demol�shed s�nce. He passed through a breach and
entered the town aga�n.

It m�ght have been e�ght o’clock �n the even�ng. As he was not
acqua�nted w�th the streets, he recommenced h�s walk at random.

In th�s way he came to the prefecture, then to the sem�nary. As he
passed through the Cathedral Square, he shook h�s f�st at the
church.

At the corner of th�s square there �s a pr�nt�ng establ�shment. It �s
there that the proclamat�ons of the Emperor and of the Imper�al
Guard to the army, brought from the Island of Elba and d�ctated by
Napoleon h�mself, were pr�nted for the f�rst t�me.

Worn out w�th fat�gue, and no longer enterta�n�ng any hope, he lay
down on a stone bench wh�ch stands at the doorway of th�s pr�nt�ng
off�ce.

At that moment an old woman came out of the church. She saw
the man stretched out �n the shadow. “What are you do�ng there, my



fr�end?” sa�d she.
He answered harshly and angr�ly: “As you see, my good woman, I

am sleep�ng.” The good woman, who was well worthy the name, �n
fact, was the Marqu�se de R——

“On th�s bench?” she went on.
“I have had a mattress of wood for n�neteen years,” sa�d the man;

“to-day I have a mattress of stone.”
“You have been a sold�er?”
“Yes, my good woman, a sold�er.”
“Why do you not go to the �nn?”
“Because I have no money.”
“Alas!” sa�d Madame de R——, “I have only four sous �n my

purse.”
“G�ve �t to me all the same.”
The man took the four sous. Madame de R—— cont�nued: “You

cannot obta�n lodg�ngs �n an �nn for so small a sum. But have you
tr�ed? It �s �mposs�ble for you to pass the n�ght thus. You are cold and
hungry, no doubt. Some one m�ght have g�ven you a lodg�ng out of
char�ty.”

“I have knocked at all doors.”
“Well?”
“I have been dr�ven away everywhere.”
The “good woman” touched the man’s arm, and po�nted out to h�m

on the other s�de of the street a small, low house, wh�ch stood
bes�de the B�shop’s palace.

“You have knocked at all doors?”
“Yes.”
“Have you knocked at that one?”
“No.”
“Knock there.”



CHAPTER II—PRUDENCE
COUNSELLED TO WISDOM.

That even�ng, the B�shop of D——, after h�s promenade through
the town, rema�ned shut up rather late �n h�s room. He was busy over
a great work on Dut�es, wh�ch was never completed, unfortunately.
He was carefully comp�l�ng everyth�ng that the Fathers and the
doctors have sa�d on th�s �mportant subject. H�s book was d�v�ded
�nto two parts: f�rstly, the dut�es of all; secondly, the dut�es of each
�nd�v�dual, accord�ng to the class to wh�ch he belongs. The dut�es of
all are the great dut�es. There are four of these. Sa�nt Matthew po�nts
them out: dut�es towards God (Matt. v�.); dut�es towards one’s self
(Matt. v. 29, 30); dut�es towards one’s ne�ghbor (Matt. v��. 12); dut�es
towards an�mals (Matt. v�. 20, 25). As for the other dut�es the B�shop
found them po�nted out and prescr�bed elsewhere: to sovere�gns and
subjects, �n the Ep�stle to the Romans; to mag�strates, to w�ves, to
mothers, to young men, by Sa�nt Peter; to husbands, fathers,
ch�ldren and servants, �n the Ep�stle to the Ephes�ans; to the fa�thful,
�n the Ep�stle to the Hebrews; to v�rg�ns, �n the Ep�stle to the
Cor�nth�ans. Out of these precepts he was labor�ously construct�ng a
harmon�ous whole, wh�ch he des�red to present to souls.

At e�ght o’clock he was st�ll at work, wr�t�ng w�th a good deal of
�nconven�ence upon l�ttle squares of paper, w�th a b�g book open on
h�s knees, when Madame Maglo�re entered, accord�ng to her wont,
to get the s�lver-ware from the cupboard near h�s bed. A moment
later, the B�shop, know�ng that the table was set, and that h�s s�ster
was probably wa�t�ng for h�m, shut h�s book, rose from h�s table, and
entered the d�n�ng-room.

The d�n�ng-room was an oblong apartment, w�th a f�replace, wh�ch
had a door open�ng on the street (as we have sa�d), and a w�ndow
open�ng on the garden.



Madame Maglo�re was, �n fact, just putt�ng the last touches to the
table.

As she performed th�s serv�ce, she was convers�ng w�th
Mademo�selle Bapt�st�ne.

A lamp stood on the table; the table was near the f�replace. A
wood f�re was burn�ng there.

One can eas�ly p�cture to one’s self these two women, both of
whom were over s�xty years of age. Madame Maglo�re small, plump,
v�vac�ous; Mademo�selle Bapt�st�ne gentle, slender, fra�l, somewhat
taller than her brother, dressed �n a gown of puce-colored s�lk, of the
fash�on of 1806, wh�ch she had purchased at that date �n Par�s, and
wh�ch had lasted ever s�nce. To borrow vulgar phrases, wh�ch
possess the mer�t of g�v�ng utterance �n a s�ngle word to an �dea
wh�ch a whole page would hardly suff�ce to express, Madame
Maglo�re had the a�r of a peasant, and Mademo�selle Bapt�st�ne that
of a lady. Madame Maglo�re wore a wh�te qu�lted cap, a gold
Jeannette cross on a velvet r�bbon upon her neck, the only b�t of
fem�n�ne jewelry that there was �n the house, a very wh�te f�chu
puff�ng out from a gown of coarse black woollen stuff, w�th large,
short sleeves, an apron of cotton cloth �n red and green checks,
knotted round the wa�st w�th a green r�bbon, w�th a stomacher of the
same attached by two p�ns at the upper corners, coarse shoes on
her feet, and yellow stock�ngs, l�ke the women of Marse�lles.
Mademo�selle Bapt�st�ne’s gown was cut on the patterns of 1806,
w�th a short wa�st, a narrow, sheath-l�ke sk�rt, puffed sleeves, w�th
flaps and buttons. She concealed her gray ha�r under a fr�zzed w�g
known as the baby w�g. Madame Maglo�re had an �ntell�gent,
v�vac�ous, and k�ndly a�r; the two corners of her mouth unequally
ra�sed, and her upper l�p, wh�ch was larger than the lower, �mparted
to her a rather crabbed and �mper�ous look. So long as Monse�gneur
held h�s peace, she talked to h�m resolutely w�th a m�xture of respect
and freedom; but as soon as Monse�gneur began to speak, as we
have seen, she obeyed pass�vely l�ke her m�stress. Mademo�selle
Bapt�st�ne d�d not even speak. She conf�ned herself to obey�ng and
pleas�ng h�m. She had never been pretty, even when she was young;
she had large, blue, prom�nent eyes, and a long arched nose; but



her whole v�sage, her whole person, breathed forth an �neffable
goodness, as we stated �n the beg�nn�ng. She had always been
predest�ned to gentleness; but fa�th, char�ty, hope, those three
v�rtues wh�ch m�ldly warm the soul, had gradually elevated that
gentleness to sanct�ty. Nature had made her a lamb, rel�g�on had
made her an angel. Poor sa�nted v�rg�n! Sweet memory wh�ch has
van�shed!

Mademo�selle Bapt�st�ne has so often narrated what passed at the
ep�scopal res�dence that even�ng, that there are many people now
l�v�ng who st�ll recall the most m�nute deta�ls.

At the moment when the B�shop entered, Madame Maglo�re was
talk�ng w�th cons�derable v�vac�ty. She was harangu�ng Mademo�selle
Bapt�st�ne on a subject wh�ch was fam�l�ar to her and to wh�ch the
B�shop was also accustomed. The quest�on concerned the lock upon
the entrance door.

It appears that wh�le procur�ng some prov�s�ons for supper,
Madame Maglo�re had heard th�ngs �n d�vers places. People had
spoken of a prowler of ev�l appearance; a susp�c�ous vagabond had
arr�ved who must be somewhere about the town, and those who
should take �t �nto the�r heads to return home late that n�ght m�ght be
subjected to unpleasant encounters. The pol�ce was very badly
organ�zed, moreover, because there was no love lost between the
Prefect and the Mayor, who sought to �njure each other by mak�ng
th�ngs happen. It behooved w�se people to play the part of the�r own
pol�ce, and to guard themselves well, and care must be taken to duly
close, bar and barr�cade the�r houses, and to fasten the doors well.

Madame Maglo�re emphas�zed these last words; but the B�shop
had just come from h�s room, where �t was rather cold. He seated
h�mself �n front of the f�re, and warmed h�mself, and then fell to
th�nk�ng of other th�ngs. He d�d not take up the remark dropped w�th
des�gn by Madame Maglo�re. She repeated �t. Then Mademo�selle
Bapt�st�ne, des�rous of sat�sfy�ng Madame Maglo�re w�thout
d�spleas�ng her brother, ventured to say t�m�dly:—

“D�d you hear what Madame Maglo�re �s say�ng, brother?”
“I have heard someth�ng of �t �n a vague way,” repl�ed the B�shop.

Then half-turn�ng �n h�s cha�r, plac�ng h�s hands on h�s knees, and



ra�s�ng towards the old servant woman h�s cord�al face, wh�ch so
eas�ly grew joyous, and wh�ch was �llum�nated from below by the
f�rel�ght,—“Come, what �s the matter? What �s the matter? Are we �n
any great danger?”

Then Madame Maglo�re began the whole story afresh,
exaggerat�ng �t a l�ttle w�thout be�ng aware of the fact. It appeared
that a Bohem�an, a bare-footed vagabond, a sort of dangerous
mend�cant, was at that moment �n the town. He had presented
h�mself at Jacqu�n Labarre’s to obta�n lodg�ngs, but the latter had not
been w�ll�ng to take h�m �n. He had been seen to arr�ve by the way of
the boulevard Gassend� and roam about the streets �n the gloam�ng.
A gallows-b�rd w�th a terr�ble face.

“Really!” sa�d the B�shop.
Th�s w�ll�ngness to �nterrogate encouraged Madame Maglo�re; �t

seemed to her to �nd�cate that the B�shop was on the po�nt of
becom�ng alarmed; she pursued tr�umphantly:—

“Yes, Monse�gneur. That �s how �t �s. There w�ll be some sort of
catastrophe �n th�s town to-n�ght. Every one says so. And w�thal, the
pol�ce �s so badly regulated” (a useful repet�t�on). “The �dea of l�v�ng
�n a mounta�nous country, and not even hav�ng l�ghts �n the streets at
n�ght! One goes out. Black as ovens, �ndeed! And I say,
Monse�gneur, and Mademo�selle there says w�th me—”

“I,” �nterrupted h�s s�ster, “say noth�ng. What my brother does �s
well done.”

Madame Maglo�re cont�nued as though there had been no protest:
—

“We say that th�s house �s not safe at all; that �f Monse�gneur w�ll
perm�t, I w�ll go and tell Paul�n Musebo�s, the locksm�th, to come and
replace the anc�ent locks on the doors; we have them, and �t �s only
the work of a moment; for I say that noth�ng �s more terr�ble than a
door wh�ch can be opened from the outs�de w�th a latch by the f�rst
passer-by; and I say that we need bolts, Monse�gneur, �f only for th�s
n�ght; moreover, Monse�gneur has the hab�t of always say�ng ‘come
�n’; and bes�des, even �n the m�ddle of the n�ght, O mon D�eu! there
�s no need to ask perm�ss�on.”



At that moment there came a tolerably v�olent knock on the door.
“Come �n,” sa�d the B�shop.



CHAPTER III—THE HEROISM OF
PASSIVE OBEDIENCE.

The door opened.
It opened w�de w�th a rap�d movement, as though some one had

g�ven �t an energet�c and resolute push.
A man entered.
We already know the man. It was the wayfarer whom we have

seen wander�ng about �n search of shelter.
He entered, advanced a step, and halted, leav�ng the door open

beh�nd h�m. He had h�s knapsack on h�s shoulders, h�s cudgel �n h�s
hand, a rough, audac�ous, weary, and v�olent express�on �n h�s eyes.
The f�re on the hearth l�ghted h�m up. He was h�deous. It was a
s�n�ster appar�t�on.

Madame Maglo�re had not even the strength to utter a cry. She
trembled, and stood w�th her mouth w�de open.

Mademo�selle Bapt�st�ne turned round, beheld the man enter�ng,
and half started up �n terror; then, turn�ng her head by degrees
towards the f�replace aga�n, she began to observe her brother, and
her face became once more profoundly calm and serene.

The B�shop f�xed a tranqu�l eye on the man.
As he opened h�s mouth, doubtless to ask the newcomer what he

des�red, the man rested both hands on h�s staff, d�rected h�s gaze at
the old man and the two women, and w�thout wa�t�ng for the B�shop
to speak, he sa�d, �n a loud vo�ce:—

“See here. My name �s Jean Valjean. I am a conv�ct from the
galleys. I have passed n�neteen years �n the galleys. I was l�berated
four days ago, and am on my way to Pontarl�er, wh�ch �s my
dest�nat�on. I have been walk�ng for four days s�nce I left Toulon. I
have travelled a dozen leagues to-day on foot. Th�s even�ng, when I



arr�ved �n these parts, I went to an �nn, and they turned me out,
because of my yellow passport, wh�ch I had shown at the town-hall. I
had to do �t. I went to an �nn. They sa�d to me, ‘Be off,’ at both
places. No one would take me. I went to the pr�son; the ja�ler would
not adm�t me. I went �nto a dog’s kennel; the dog b�t me and chased
me off, as though he had been a man. One would have sa�d that he
knew who I was. I went �nto the f�elds, �ntend�ng to sleep �n the open
a�r, beneath the stars. There were no stars. I thought �t was go�ng to
ra�n, and I re-entered the town, to seek the recess of a doorway.
Yonder, �n the square, I meant to sleep on a stone bench. A good
woman po�nted out your house to me, and sa�d to me, ‘Knock there!’
I have knocked. What �s th�s place? Do you keep an �nn? I have
money—sav�ngs. One hundred and n�ne francs f�fteen sous, wh�ch I
earned �n the galleys by my labor, �n the course of n�neteen years. I
w�ll pay. What �s that to me? I have money. I am very weary; twelve
leagues on foot; I am very hungry. Are you w�ll�ng that I should
rema�n?”

“Madame Maglo�re,” sa�d the B�shop, “you w�ll set another place.”
The man advanced three paces, and approached the lamp wh�ch

was on the table. “Stop,” he resumed, as though he had not qu�te
understood; “that’s not �t. D�d you hear? I am a galley-slave; a
conv�ct. I come from the galleys.” He drew from h�s pocket a large
sheet of yellow paper, wh�ch he unfolded. “Here’s my passport.
Yellow, as you see. Th�s serves to expel me from every place where I
go. W�ll you read �t? I know how to read. I learned �n the galleys.
There �s a school there for those who choose to learn. Hold, th�s �s
what they put on th�s passport: ‘Jean Valjean, d�scharged conv�ct,
nat�ve of’—that �s noth�ng to you—‘has been n�neteen years �n the
galleys: f�ve years for house-break�ng and burglary; fourteen years
for hav�ng attempted to escape on four occas�ons. He �s a very
dangerous man.’ There! Every one has cast me out. Are you w�ll�ng
to rece�ve me? Is th�s an �nn? W�ll you g�ve me someth�ng to eat and
a bed? Have you a stable?”

“Madame Maglo�re,” sa�d the B�shop, “you w�ll put wh�te sheets on
the bed �n the alcove.” We have already expla�ned the character of
the two women’s obed�ence.



Madame Maglo�re ret�red to execute these orders.
The B�shop turned to the man.
“S�t down, s�r, and warm yourself. We are go�ng to sup �n a few

moments, and your bed w�ll be prepared wh�le you are supp�ng.”
At th�s po�nt the man suddenly comprehended. The express�on of

h�s face, up to that t�me sombre and harsh, bore the �mpr�nt of
stupefact�on, of doubt, of joy, and became extraord�nary. He began
stammer�ng l�ke a crazy man:—

“Really? What! You w�ll keep me? You do not dr�ve me forth? A
conv�ct! You call me s�r! You do not address me as thou? ‘Get out of
here, you dog!’ �s what people always say to me. I felt sure that you
would expel me, so I told you at once who I am. Oh, what a good
woman that was who d�rected me h�ther! I am go�ng to sup! A bed
w�th a mattress and sheets, l�ke the rest of the world! a bed! It �s
n�neteen years s�nce I have slept �n a bed! You actually do not want
me to go! You are good people. Bes�des, I have money. I w�ll pay
well. Pardon me, mons�eur the �nn-keeper, but what �s your name? I
w�ll pay anyth�ng you ask. You are a f�ne man. You are an �nn-
keeper, are you not?”

“I am,” repl�ed the B�shop, “a pr�est who l�ves here.”
“A pr�est!” sa�d the man. “Oh, what a f�ne pr�est! Then you are not

go�ng to demand any money of me? You are the curé, are you not?
the curé of th�s b�g church? Well! I am a fool, truly! I had not
perce�ved your skull-cap.”

As he spoke, he depos�ted h�s knapsack and h�s cudgel �n a
corner, replaced h�s passport �n h�s pocket, and seated h�mself.
Mademo�selle Bapt�st�ne gazed m�ldly at h�m. He cont�nued:

“You are humane, Mons�eur le Curé; you have not scorned me. A
good pr�est �s a very good th�ng. Then you do not requ�re me to
pay?”

“No,” sa�d the B�shop; “keep your money. How much have you?
D�d you not tell me one hundred and n�ne francs?”

“And f�fteen sous,” added the man.
“One hundred and n�ne francs f�fteen sous. And how long d�d �t

take you to earn that?”



“N�neteen years.”
“N�neteen years!”
The B�shop s�ghed deeply.
The man cont�nued: “I have st�ll the whole of my money. In four

days I have spent only twenty-f�ve sous, wh�ch I earned by help�ng
unload some wagons at Grasse. S�nce you are an abbé, I w�ll tell
you that we had a chapla�n �n the galleys. And one day I saw a
b�shop there. Monse�gneur �s what they call h�m. He was the B�shop
of Majore at Marse�lles. He �s the curé who rules over the other
curés, you understand. Pardon me, I say that very badly; but �t �s
such a far-off th�ng to me! You understand what we are! He sa�d
mass �n the m�ddle of the galleys, on an altar. He had a po�nted
th�ng, made of gold, on h�s head; �t gl�ttered �n the br�ght l�ght of
m�dday. We were all ranged �n l�nes on the three s�des, w�th cannons
w�th l�ghted matches fac�ng us. We could not see very well. He
spoke; but he was too far off, and we d�d not hear. That �s what a
b�shop �s l�ke.”

Wh�le he was speak�ng, the B�shop had gone and shut the door,
wh�ch had rema�ned w�de open.

Madame Maglo�re returned. She brought a s�lver fork and spoon,
wh�ch she placed on the table.

“Madame Maglo�re,” sa�d the B�shop, “place those th�ngs as near
the f�re as poss�ble.” And turn�ng to h�s guest: “The n�ght w�nd �s
harsh on the Alps. You must be cold, s�r.”

Each t�me that he uttered the word s�r, �n h�s vo�ce wh�ch was so
gently grave and pol�shed, the man’s face l�ghted up. Mons�eur to a
conv�ct �s l�ke a glass of water to one of the sh�pwrecked of the
Medusa. Ignom�ny th�rsts for cons�derat�on.

“Th�s lamp g�ves a very bad l�ght,” sa�d the B�shop.
Madame Maglo�re understood h�m, and went to get the two s�lver

candlest�cks from the ch�mney-p�ece �n Monse�gneur’s bed-chamber,
and placed them, l�ghted, on the table.

“Mons�eur le Curé,” sa�d the man, “you are good; you do not
desp�se me. You rece�ve me �nto your house. You l�ght your candles



for me. Yet I have not concealed from you whence I come and that I
am an unfortunate man.”

The B�shop, who was s�tt�ng close to h�m, gently touched h�s hand.
“You could not help tell�ng me who you were. Th�s �s not my house; �t
�s the house of Jesus Chr�st. Th�s door does not demand of h�m who
enters whether he has a name, but whether he has a gr�ef. You
suffer, you are hungry and th�rsty; you are welcome. And do not
thank me; do not say that I rece�ve you �n my house. No one �s at
home here, except the man who needs a refuge. I say to you, who
are pass�ng by, that you are much more at home here than I am
myself. Everyth�ng here �s yours. What need have I to know your
name? Bes�des, before you told me you had one wh�ch I knew.”

The man opened h�s eyes �n aston�shment.
“Really? You knew what I was called?”
“Yes,” repl�ed the B�shop, “you are called my brother.”
“Stop, Mons�eur le Curé,” excla�med the man. “I was very hungry

when I entered here; but you are so good, that I no longer know what
has happened to me.”

The B�shop looked at h�m, and sa�d,—
“You have suffered much?”
“Oh, the red coat, the ball on the ankle, a plank to sleep on, heat,

cold, to�l, the conv�cts, the thrash�ngs, the double cha�n for noth�ng,
the cell for one word; even s�ck and �n bed, st�ll the cha�n! Dogs,
dogs are happ�er! N�neteen years! I am forty-s�x. Now there �s the
yellow passport. That �s what �t �s l�ke.”

“Yes,” resumed the B�shop, “you have come from a very sad place.
L�sten. There w�ll be more joy �n heaven over the tear-bathed face of
a repentant s�nner than over the wh�te robes of a hundred just men.
If you emerge from that sad place w�th thoughts of hatred and of
wrath aga�nst mank�nd, you are deserv�ng of p�ty; �f you emerge w�th
thoughts of good-w�ll and of peace, you are more worthy than any
one of us.”

In the meant�me, Madame Maglo�re had served supper: soup,
made w�th water, o�l, bread, and salt; a l�ttle bacon, a b�t of mutton,
f�gs, a fresh cheese, and a large loaf of rye bread. She had, of her



own accord, added to the B�shop’s ord�nary fare a bottle of h�s old
Mauves w�ne.

The B�shop’s face at once assumed that express�on of gayety
wh�ch �s pecul�ar to hosp�table natures. “To table!” he cr�ed
v�vac�ously. As was h�s custom when a stranger supped w�th h�m, he
made the man s�t on h�s r�ght. Mademo�selle Bapt�st�ne, perfectly
peaceable and natural, took her seat at h�s left.

The B�shop asked a bless�ng; then helped the soup h�mself,
accord�ng to h�s custom. The man began to eat w�th av�d�ty.

All at once the B�shop sa�d: “It str�kes me there �s someth�ng
m�ss�ng on th�s table.”

Madame Maglo�re had, �n fact, only placed the three sets of forks
and spoons wh�ch were absolutely necessary. Now, �t was the usage
of the house, when the B�shop had any one to supper, to lay out the
whole s�x sets of s�lver on the table-cloth—an �nnocent ostentat�on.
Th�s graceful semblance of luxury was a k�nd of ch�ld’s play, wh�ch
was full of charm �n that gentle and severe household, wh�ch ra�sed
poverty �nto d�gn�ty.

Madame Maglo�re understood the remark, went out w�thout say�ng
a word, and a moment later the three sets of s�lver forks and spoons
demanded by the B�shop were gl�tter�ng upon the cloth,
symmetr�cally arranged before the three persons seated at the table.



CHAPTER IV—DETAILS CONCERNING
THE CHEESE-DAIRIES OF

PONTARLIER.
Now, �n order to convey an �dea of what passed at that table, we

cannot do better than to transcr�be here a passage from one of
Mademo�selle Bapt�st�ne’s letters to Madame Bo�schevron, where�n
the conversat�on between the conv�ct and the B�shop �s descr�bed
w�th �ngen�ous m�nuteness.

“. . . Th�s man pa�d no attent�on to any one. He ate w�th the
vorac�ty of a starv�ng man. However, after supper he sa�d:

“‘Mons�eur le Curé of the good God, all th�s �s far too good for me;
but I must say that the carters who would not allow me to eat w�th
them keep a better table than you do.’

“Between ourselves, the remark rather shocked me. My brother
repl�ed:—

“‘They are more fat�gued than I.’
“‘No,’ returned the man, ‘they have more money. You are poor; I

see that pla�nly. You cannot be even a curate. Are you really a curé?
Ah, �f the good God were but just, you certa�nly ought to be a curé!’

“‘The good God �s more than just,’ sa�d my brother.
“A moment later he added:—
“‘Mons�eur Jean Valjean, �s �t to Pontarl�er that you are go�ng?’
“‘W�th my road marked out for me.’
“I th�nk that �s what the man sa�d. Then he went on:—
“‘I must be on my way by daybreak to-morrow. Travell�ng �s hard. If

the n�ghts are cold, the days are hot.’



“‘You are go�ng to a good country,’ sa�d my brother. ‘Dur�ng the
Revolut�on my fam�ly was ru�ned. I took refuge �n Franche-Comté at
f�rst, and there I l�ved for some t�me by the to�l of my hands. My w�ll
was good. I found plenty to occupy me. One has only to choose.
There are paper m�lls, tanner�es, d�st�ller�es, o�l factor�es, watch
factor�es on a large scale, steel m�lls, copper works, twenty �ron
foundr�es at least, four of wh�ch, s�tuated at Lods, at Chât�llon, at
Aud�ncourt, and at Beure, are tolerably large.’

“I th�nk I am not m�staken �n say�ng that those are the names
wh�ch my brother ment�oned. Then he �nterrupted h�mself and
addressed me:—

“‘Have we not some relat�ves �n those parts, my dear s�ster?’
“I repl�ed,—
“‘We d�d have some; among others, M. de Lucenet, who was

capta�n of the gates at Pontarl�er under the old rég�me.’
“‘Yes,’ resumed my brother; ‘but �n ’93, one had no longer any

relat�ves, one had only one’s arms. I worked. They have, �n the
country of Pontarl�er, wh�ther you are go�ng, Mons�eur Valjean, a truly
patr�archal and truly charm�ng �ndustry, my s�ster. It �s the�r cheese-
da�r�es, wh�ch they call fru�t�ères.’

“Then my brother, wh�le urg�ng the man to eat, expla�ned to h�m,
w�th great m�nuteness, what these fru�t�ères of Pontarl�er were; that
they were d�v�ded �nto two classes: the b�g barns wh�ch belong to the
r�ch, and where there are forty or f�fty cows wh�ch produce from
seven to e�ght thousand cheeses each summer, and the assoc�ated
fru�t�ères, wh�ch belong to the poor; these are the peasants of m�d-
mounta�n, who hold the�r cows �n common, and share the proceeds.
‘They engage the serv�ces of a cheese-maker, whom they call the
grur�n; the grur�n rece�ves the m�lk of the assoc�ates three t�mes a
day, and marks the quant�ty on a double tally. It �s towards the end of
Apr�l that the work of the cheese-da�r�es beg�ns; �t �s towards the
m�ddle of June that the cheese-makers dr�ve the�r cows to the
mounta�ns.’

“The man recovered h�s an�mat�on as he ate. My brother made
h�m dr�nk that good Mauves w�ne, wh�ch he does not dr�nk h�mself,
because he says that w�ne �s expens�ve. My brother �mparted all



these deta�ls w�th that easy gayety of h�s w�th wh�ch you are
acqua�nted, �nterspers�ng h�s words w�th graceful attent�ons to me.
He recurred frequently to that comfortable trade of grur�n, as though
he w�shed the man to understand, w�thout adv�s�ng h�m d�rectly and
harshly, that th�s would afford h�m a refuge. One th�ng struck me.
Th�s man was what I have told you. Well, ne�ther dur�ng supper, nor
dur�ng the ent�re even�ng, d�d my brother utter a s�ngle word, w�th the
except�on of a few words about Jesus when he entered, wh�ch could
rem�nd the man of what he was, nor of what my brother was. To all
appearances, �t was an occas�on for preach�ng h�m a l�ttle sermon,
and of �mpress�ng the B�shop on the conv�ct, so that a mark of the
passage m�ght rema�n beh�nd. Th�s m�ght have appeared to any one
else who had th�s, unfortunate man �n h�s hands to afford a chance
to nour�sh h�s soul as well as h�s body, and to bestow upon h�m
some reproach, seasoned w�th moral�z�ng and adv�ce, or a l�ttle
comm�serat�on, w�th an exhortat�on to conduct h�mself better �n the
future. My brother d�d not even ask h�m from what country he came,
nor what was h�s h�story. For �n h�s h�story there �s a fault, and my
brother seemed to avo�d everyth�ng wh�ch could rem�nd h�m of �t. To
such a po�nt d�d he carry �t, that at one t�me, when my brother was
speak�ng of the mounta�neers of Pontarl�er, who exerc�se a gentle
labor near heaven, and who, he added, are happy because they are
�nnocent, he stopped short, fear�ng lest �n th�s remark there m�ght
have escaped h�m someth�ng wh�ch m�ght wound the man. By d�nt of
reflect�on, I th�nk I have comprehended what was pass�ng �n my
brother’s heart. He was th�nk�ng, no doubt, that th�s man, whose
name �s Jean Valjean, had h�s m�sfortune only too v�v�dly present �n
h�s m�nd; that the best th�ng was to d�vert h�m from �t, and to make
h�m bel�eve, �f only momentar�ly, that he was a person l�ke any other,
by treat�ng h�m just �n h�s ord�nary way. Is not th�s �ndeed, to
understand char�ty well? Is there not, dear Madame, someth�ng truly
evangel�cal �n th�s del�cacy wh�ch absta�ns from sermon, from
moral�z�ng, from allus�ons? and �s not the truest p�ty, when a man
has a sore po�nt, not to touch �t at all? It has seemed to me that th�s
m�ght have been my brother’s pr�vate thought. In any case, what I
can say �s that, �f he enterta�ned all these �deas, he gave no s�gn of
them; from beg�nn�ng to end, even to me he was the same as he �s



every even�ng, and he supped w�th th�s Jean Valjean w�th the same
a�r and �n the same manner �n wh�ch he would have supped w�th M.
Gédéon le Prévost, or w�th the curate of the par�sh.

“Towards the end, when he had reached the f�gs, there came a
knock at the door. It was Mother Gerbaud, w�th her l�ttle one �n her
arms. My brother k�ssed the ch�ld on the brow, and borrowed f�fteen
sous wh�ch I had about me to g�ve to Mother Gerbaud. The man was
not pay�ng much heed to anyth�ng then. He was no longer talk�ng,
and he seemed very much fat�gued. After poor old Gerbaud had
taken her departure, my brother sa�d grace; then he turned to the
man and sa�d to h�m, ‘You must be �n great need of your bed.’
Madame Maglo�re cleared the table very promptly. I understood that
we must ret�re, �n order to allow th�s traveller to go to sleep, and we
both went upsta�rs. Nevertheless, I sent Madame Maglo�re down a
moment later, to carry to the man’s bed a goat sk�n from the Black
Forest, wh�ch was �n my room. The n�ghts are fr�g�d, and that keeps
one warm. It �s a p�ty that th�s sk�n �s old; all the ha�r �s fall�ng out. My
brother bought �t wh�le he was �n Germany, at Tottl�ngen, near the
sources of the Danube, as well as the l�ttle �vory-handled kn�fe wh�ch
I use at table.

“Madame Maglo�re returned �mmed�ately. We sa�d our prayers �n
the draw�ng-room, where we hang up the l�nen, and then we each
ret�red to our own chambers, w�thout say�ng a word to each other.”



CHAPTER V—TRANQUILLITY
After b�dd�ng h�s s�ster good n�ght, Monse�gneur B�envenu took

one of the two s�lver candlest�cks from the table, handed the other to
h�s guest, and sa�d to h�m,—

“Mons�eur, I w�ll conduct you to your room.”
The man followed h�m.
As m�ght have been observed from what has been sa�d above, the

house was so arranged that �n order to pass �nto the oratory where
the alcove was s�tuated, or to get out of �t, �t was necessary to
traverse the B�shop’s bedroom.

At the moment when he was cross�ng th�s apartment, Madame
Maglo�re was putt�ng away the s�lverware �n the cupboard near the
head of the bed. Th�s was her last care every even�ng before she
went to bed.

The B�shop �nstalled h�s guest �n the alcove. A fresh wh�te bed had
been prepared there. The man set the candle down on a small table.

“Well,” sa�d the B�shop, “may you pass a good n�ght. To-morrow
morn�ng, before you set out, you shall dr�nk a cup of warm m�lk from
our cows.”

“Thanks, Mons�eur l’ Abbé,” sa�d the man.
Hardly had he pronounced these words full of peace, when all of a

sudden, and w�thout trans�t�on, he made a strange movement, wh�ch
would have frozen the two sa�nted women w�th horror, had they
w�tnessed �t. Even at th�s day �t �s d�ff�cult for us to expla�n what
�nsp�red h�m at that moment. D�d he �ntend to convey a warn�ng or to
throw out a menace? Was he s�mply obey�ng a sort of �nst�nct�ve
�mpulse wh�ch was obscure even to h�mself? He turned abruptly to
the old man, folded h�s arms, and bend�ng upon h�s host a savage
gaze, he excla�med �n a hoarse vo�ce:—



“Ah! really! You lodge me �n your house, close to yourself l�ke
th�s?”

He broke off, and added w�th a laugh �n wh�ch there lurked
someth�ng monstrous:—

“Have you really reflected well? How do you know that I have not
been an assass�n?”

The B�shop repl�ed:—
“That �s the concern of the good God.”
Then gravely, and mov�ng h�s l�ps l�ke one who �s pray�ng or talk�ng

to h�mself, he ra�sed two f�ngers of h�s r�ght hand and bestowed h�s
bened�ct�on on the man, who d�d not bow, and w�thout turn�ng h�s
head or look�ng beh�nd h�m, he returned to h�s bedroom.

When the alcove was �n use, a large serge curta�n drawn from wall
to wall concealed the altar. The B�shop knelt before th�s curta�n as he
passed and sa�d a br�ef prayer. A moment later he was �n h�s garden,
walk�ng, med�tat�ng, contemplat�ng, h�s heart and soul wholly
absorbed �n those grand and myster�ous th�ngs wh�ch God shows at
n�ght to the eyes wh�ch rema�n open.

As for the man, he was actually so fat�gued that he d�d not even
prof�t by the n�ce wh�te sheets. Snuff�ng out h�s candle w�th h�s
nostr�ls after the manner of conv�cts, he dropped, all dressed as he
was, upon the bed, where he �mmed�ately fell �nto a profound sleep.

M�dn�ght struck as the B�shop returned from h�s garden to h�s
apartment.

A few m�nutes later all were asleep �n the l�ttle house.



CHAPTER VI—JEAN VALJEAN
Towards the m�ddle of the n�ght Jean Valjean woke.
Jean Valjean came from a poor peasant fam�ly of Br�e. He had not

learned to read �n h�s ch�ldhood. When he reached man’s estate, he
became a tree-pruner at Faverolles. H�s mother was named Jeanne
Math�eu; h�s father was called Jean Valjean or Vlajean, probably a
sobr�quet, and a contract�on of vo�là Jean, “here’s Jean.”

Jean Valjean was of that thoughtful but not gloomy d�spos�t�on
wh�ch const�tutes the pecul�ar�ty of affect�onate natures. On the
whole, however, there was someth�ng dec�dedly slugg�sh and
�ns�gn�f�cant about Jean Valjean �n appearance, at least. He had lost
h�s father and mother at a very early age. H�s mother had d�ed of a
m�lk fever, wh�ch had not been properly attended to. H�s father, a
tree-pruner, l�ke h�mself, had been k�lled by a fall from a tree. All that
rema�ned to Jean Valjean was a s�ster older than h�mself,—a w�dow
w�th seven ch�ldren, boys and g�rls. Th�s s�ster had brought up Jean
Valjean, and so long as she had a husband she lodged and fed her
young brother.

The husband d�ed. The eldest of the seven ch�ldren was e�ght
years old. The youngest, one.

Jean Valjean had just atta�ned h�s twenty-f�fth year. He took the
father’s place, and, �n h�s turn, supported the s�ster who had brought
h�m up. Th�s was done s�mply as a duty and even a l�ttle churl�shly
on the part of Jean Valjean. Thus h�s youth had been spent �n rude
and �ll-pa�d to�l. He had never known a “k�nd woman fr�end” �n h�s
nat�ve parts. He had not had the t�me to fall �n love.

He returned at n�ght weary, and ate h�s broth w�thout utter�ng a
word. H�s s�ster, mother Jeanne, often took the best part of h�s repast
from h�s bowl wh�le he was eat�ng,—a b�t of meat, a sl�ce of bacon,
the heart of the cabbage,—to g�ve to one of her ch�ldren. As he went
on eat�ng, w�th h�s head bent over the table and almost �nto h�s soup,



h�s long ha�r fall�ng about h�s bowl and conceal�ng h�s eyes, he had
the a�r of perce�v�ng noth�ng and allow�ng �t. There was at Faverolles,
not far from the Valjean thatched cottage, on the other s�de of the
lane, a farmer’s w�fe named Mar�e-Claude; the Valjean ch�ldren,
hab�tually fam�shed, somet�mes went to borrow from Mar�e-Claude a
p�nt of m�lk, �n the�r mother’s name, wh�ch they drank beh�nd a hedge
or �n some alley corner, snatch�ng the jug from each other so hast�ly
that the l�ttle g�rls sp�lled �t on the�r aprons and down the�r necks. If
the�r mother had known of th�s maraud�ng, she would have pun�shed
the del�nquents severely. Jean Valjean gruffly and grumbl�ngly pa�d
Mar�e-Claude for the p�nt of m�lk beh�nd the�r mother’s back, and the
ch�ldren were not pun�shed.

In prun�ng season he earned e�ghteen sous a day; then he h�red
out as a hay-maker, as laborer, as neat-herd on a farm, as a drudge.
He d�d whatever he could. H�s s�ster worked also but what could she
do w�th seven l�ttle ch�ldren? It was a sad group enveloped �n m�sery,
wh�ch was be�ng gradually ann�h�lated. A very hard w�nter came.
Jean had no work. The fam�ly had no bread. No bread l�terally.
Seven ch�ldren!

One Sunday even�ng, Maubert Isabeau, the baker on the Church
Square at Faverolles, was prepar�ng to go to bed, when he heard a
v�olent blow on the grated front of h�s shop. He arr�ved �n t�me to see
an arm passed through a hole made by a blow from a f�st, through
the grat�ng and the glass. The arm se�zed a loaf of bread and carr�ed
�t off. Isabeau ran out �n haste; the robber fled at the full speed of h�s
legs. Isabeau ran after h�m and stopped h�m. The th�ef had flung
away the loaf, but h�s arm was st�ll bleed�ng. It was Jean Valjean.

Th�s took place �n 1795. Jean Valjean was taken before the
tr�bunals of the t�me for theft and break�ng and enter�ng an �nhab�ted
house at n�ght. He had a gun wh�ch he used better than any one else
�n the world, he was a b�t of a poacher, and th�s �njured h�s case.
There ex�sts a leg�t�mate prejud�ce aga�nst poachers. The poacher,
l�ke the smuggler, smacks too strongly of the br�gand. Nevertheless,
we w�ll remark cursor�ly, there �s st�ll an abyss between these races
of men and the h�deous assass�n of the towns. The poacher l�ves �n
the forest, the smuggler l�ves �n the mounta�ns or on the sea. The



c�t�es make feroc�ous men because they make corrupt men. The
mounta�n, the sea, the forest, make savage men; they develop the
f�erce s�de, but often w�thout destroy�ng the humane s�de.

Jean Valjean was pronounced gu�lty. The terms of the Code were
expl�c�t. There occur form�dable hours �n our c�v�l�zat�on; there are
moments when the penal laws decree a sh�pwreck. What an
om�nous m�nute �s that �n wh�ch soc�ety draws back and
consummates the �rreparable abandonment of a sent�ent be�ng! Jean
Valjean was condemned to f�ve years �n the galleys.

On the 22d of Apr�l, 1796, the v�ctory of Montenotte, won by the
general-�n-ch�ef of the army of Italy, whom the message of the
D�rectory to the F�ve Hundred, of the 2d of Floréal, year IV., calls
Buona-Parte, was announced �n Par�s; on that same day a great
gang of galley-slaves was put �n cha�ns at B�cêtre. Jean Valjean
formed a part of that gang. An old turnkey of the pr�son, who �s now
nearly e�ghty years old, st�ll recalls perfectly that unfortunate wretch
who was cha�ned to the end of the fourth l�ne, �n the north angle of
the courtyard. He was seated on the ground l�ke the others. He d�d
not seem to comprehend h�s pos�t�on, except that �t was horr�ble. It �s
probable that he, also, was d�sentangl�ng from am�d the vague �deas
of a poor man, �gnorant of everyth�ng, someth�ng excess�ve. Wh�le
the bolt of h�s �ron collar was be�ng r�veted beh�nd h�s head w�th
heavy blows from the hammer, he wept, h�s tears st�fled h�m, they
�mpeded h�s speech; he only managed to say from t�me to t�me, “I
was a tree-pruner at Faverolles.” Then st�ll sobb�ng, he ra�sed h�s
r�ght hand and lowered �t gradually seven t�mes, as though he were
touch�ng �n success�on seven heads of unequal he�ghts, and from
th�s gesture �t was d�v�ned that the th�ng wh�ch he had done,
whatever �t was, he had done for the sake of cloth�ng and nour�sh�ng
seven l�ttle ch�ldren.

He set out for Toulon. He arr�ved there, after a journey of twenty-
seven days, on a cart, w�th a cha�n on h�s neck. At Toulon he was
clothed �n the red cassock. All that had const�tuted h�s l�fe, even to
h�s name, was effaced; he was no longer even Jean Valjean; he was
number 24,601. What became of h�s s�ster? What became of the
seven ch�ldren? Who troubled h�mself about that? What becomes of



the handful of leaves from the young tree wh�ch �s sawed off at the
root?

It �s always the same story. These poor l�v�ng be�ngs, these
creatures of God, henceforth w�thout support, w�thout gu�de, w�thout
refuge, wandered away at random,—who even knows?—each �n h�s
own d�rect�on perhaps, and l�ttle by l�ttle bur�ed themselves �n that
cold m�st wh�ch engulfs sol�tary dest�n�es; gloomy shades, �nto wh�ch
d�sappear �n success�on so many unlucky heads, �n the sombre
march of the human race. They qu�tted the country. The clock-tower
of what had been the�r v�llage forgot them; the boundary l�ne of what
had been the�r f�eld forgot them; after a few years’ res�dence �n the
galleys, Jean Valjean h�mself forgot them. In that heart, where there
had been a wound, there was a scar. That �s all. Only once, dur�ng
all the t�me wh�ch he spent at Toulon, d�d he hear h�s s�ster
ment�oned. Th�s happened, I th�nk, towards the end of the fourth
year of h�s capt�v�ty. I know not through what channels the news
reached h�m. Some one who had known them �n the�r own country
had seen h�s s�ster. She was �n Par�s. She l�ved �n a poor street near
Sa�nt-Sulp�ce, �n the Rue du G�ndre. She had w�th her only one ch�ld,
a l�ttle boy, the youngest. Where were the other s�x? Perhaps she d�d
not know herself. Every morn�ng she went to a pr�nt�ng off�ce, No. 3
Rue du Sabot, where she was a folder and st�tcher. She was obl�ged
to be there at s�x o’clock �n the morn�ng—long before dayl�ght �n
w�nter. In the same bu�ld�ng w�th the pr�nt�ng off�ce there was a
school, and to th�s school she took her l�ttle boy, who was seven
years old. But as she entered the pr�nt�ng off�ce at s�x, and the
school only opened at seven, the ch�ld had to wa�t �n the courtyard,
for the school to open, for an hour—one hour of a w�nter n�ght �n the
open a�r! They would not allow the ch�ld to come �nto the pr�nt�ng
off�ce, because he was �n the way, they sa�d. When the workmen
passed �n the morn�ng, they beheld th�s poor l�ttle be�ng seated on
the pavement, overcome w�th drows�ness, and often fast asleep �n
the shadow, crouched down and doubled up over h�s basket. When �t
ra�ned, an old woman, the portress, took p�ty on h�m; she took h�m
�nto her den, where there was a pallet, a sp�nn�ng-wheel, and two
wooden cha�rs, and the l�ttle one slumbered �n a corner, press�ng
h�mself close to the cat that he m�ght suffer less from cold. At seven



o’clock the school opened, and he entered. That �s what was told to
Jean Valjean.

They talked to h�m about �t for one day; �t was a moment, a flash,
as though a w�ndow had suddenly been opened upon the dest�ny of
those th�ngs whom he had loved; then all closed aga�n. He heard
noth�ng more forever. Noth�ng from them ever reached h�m aga�n; he
never beheld them; he never met them aga�n; and �n the cont�nuat�on
of th�s mournful h�story they w�ll not be met w�th any more.

Towards the end of th�s fourth year Jean Valjean’s turn to escape
arr�ved. H�s comrades ass�sted h�m, as �s the custom �n that sad
place. He escaped. He wandered for two days �n the f�elds at l�berty,
�f be�ng at l�berty �s to be hunted, to turn the head every �nstant, to
quake at the sl�ghtest no�se, to be afra�d of everyth�ng,—of a
smok�ng roof, of a pass�ng man, of a bark�ng dog, of a gallop�ng
horse, of a str�k�ng clock, of the day because one can see, of the
n�ght because one cannot see, of the h�ghway, of the path, of a bush,
of sleep. On the even�ng of the second day he was captured. He had
ne�ther eaten nor slept for th�rty-s�x hours. The mar�t�me tr�bunal
condemned h�m, for th�s cr�me, to a prolongat�on of h�s term for three
years, wh�ch made e�ght years. In the s�xth year h�s turn to escape
occurred aga�n; he ava�led h�mself of �t, but could not accompl�sh h�s
fl�ght fully. He was m�ss�ng at roll-call. The cannon were f�red, and at
n�ght the patrol found h�m h�dden under the keel of a vessel �n
process of construct�on; he res�sted the galley guards who se�zed
h�m. Escape and rebell�on. Th�s case, prov�ded for by a spec�al code,
was pun�shed by an add�t�on of f�ve years, two of them �n the double
cha�n. Th�rteen years. In the tenth year h�s turn came round aga�n;
he aga�n prof�ted by �t; he succeeded no better. Three years for th�s
fresh attempt. S�xteen years. F�nally, I th�nk �t was dur�ng h�s
th�rteenth year, he made a last attempt, and only succeeded �n
gett�ng retaken at the end of four hours of absence. Three years for
those four hours. N�neteen years. In October, 1815, he was
released; he had entered there �n 1796, for hav�ng broken a pane of
glass and taken a loaf of bread.

Room for a br�ef parenthes�s. Th�s �s the second t�me, dur�ng h�s
stud�es on the penal quest�on and damnat�on by law, that the author



of th�s book has come across the theft of a loaf of bread as the po�nt
of departure for the d�saster of a dest�ny. Claude Gaux had stolen a
loaf; Jean Valjean had stolen a loaf. Engl�sh stat�st�cs prove the fact
that four thefts out of f�ve �n London have hunger for the�r �mmed�ate
cause.

Jean Valjean had entered the galleys sobb�ng and shudder�ng; he
emerged �mpass�ve. He had entered �n despa�r; he emerged gloomy.

What had taken place �n that soul?



CHAPTER VII—THE INTERIOR OF
DESPAIR

Let us try to say �t.
It �s necessary that soc�ety should look at these th�ngs, because �t

�s �tself wh�ch creates them.
He was, as we have sa�d, an �gnorant man, but he was not a fool.

The l�ght of nature was �gn�ted �n h�m. Unhapp�ness, wh�ch also
possesses a clearness of v�s�on of �ts own, augmented the small
amount of dayl�ght wh�ch ex�sted �n th�s m�nd. Beneath the cudgel,
beneath the cha�n, �n the cell, �n hardsh�p, beneath the burn�ng sun
of the galleys, upon the plank bed of the conv�ct, he w�thdrew �nto h�s
own consc�ousness and med�tated.

He const�tuted h�mself the tr�bunal.
He began by putt�ng h�mself on tr�al.
He recogn�zed the fact that he was not an �nnocent man unjustly

pun�shed. He adm�tted that he had comm�tted an extreme and
blameworthy act; that that loaf of bread would probably not have
been refused to h�m had he asked for �t; that, �n any case, �t would
have been better to wa�t unt�l he could get �t through compass�on or
through work; that �t �s not an unanswerable argument to say, “Can
one wa�t when one �s hungry?” That, �n the f�rst place, �t �s very rare
for any one to d�e of hunger, l�terally; and next, that, fortunately or
unfortunately, man �s so const�tuted that he can suffer long and
much, both morally and phys�cally, w�thout dy�ng; that �t �s therefore
necessary to have pat�ence; that that would even have been better
for those poor l�ttle ch�ldren; that �t had been an act of madness for
h�m, a m�serable, unfortunate wretch, to take soc�ety at large
v�olently by the collar, and to �mag�ne that one can escape from
m�sery through theft; that that �s �n any case a poor door through



wh�ch to escape from m�sery through wh�ch �nfamy enters; �n short,
that he was �n the wrong.

Then he asked h�mself:—
Whether he had been the only one �n fault �n h�s fatal h�story.

Whether �t was not a ser�ous th�ng, that he, a laborer, out of work,
that he, an �ndustr�ous man, should have lacked bread. And whether,
the fault once comm�tted and confessed, the chast�sement had not
been feroc�ous and d�sproport�oned. Whether there had not been
more abuse on the part of the law, �n respect to the penalty, than
there had been on the part of the culpr�t �n respect to h�s fault.
Whether there had not been an excess of we�ghts �n one balance of
the scale, �n the one wh�ch conta�ns exp�at�on. Whether the over-
we�ght of the penalty was not equ�valent to the ann�h�lat�on of the
cr�me, and d�d not result �n revers�ng the s�tuat�on, of replac�ng the
fault of the del�nquent by the fault of the repress�on, of convert�ng the
gu�lty man �nto the v�ct�m, and the debtor �nto the cred�tor, and of
rang�ng the law def�n�tely on the s�de of the man who had v�olated �t.

Whether th�s penalty, compl�cated by success�ve aggravat�ons for
attempts at escape, had not ended �n becom�ng a sort of outrage
perpetrated by the stronger upon the feebler, a cr�me of soc�ety
aga�nst the �nd�v�dual, a cr�me wh�ch was be�ng comm�tted afresh
every day, a cr�me wh�ch had lasted n�neteen years.

He asked h�mself whether human soc�ety could have the r�ght to
force �ts members to suffer equally �n one case for �ts own
unreasonable lack of fores�ght, and �n the other case for �ts p�t�less
fores�ght; and to se�ze a poor man forever between a defect and an
excess, a default of work and an excess of pun�shment.

Whether �t was not outrageous for soc�ety to treat thus prec�sely
those of �ts members who were the least well endowed �n the
d�v�s�on of goods made by chance, and consequently the most
deserv�ng of cons�derat�on.

These quest�ons put and answered, he judged soc�ety and
condemned �t.

He condemned �t to h�s hatred.



He made �t respons�ble for the fate wh�ch he was suffer�ng, and he
sa�d to h�mself that �t m�ght be that one day he should not hes�tate to
call �t to account. He declared to h�mself that there was no
equ�l�br�um between the harm wh�ch he had caused and the harm
wh�ch was be�ng done to h�m; he f�nally arr�ved at the conclus�on that
h�s pun�shment was not, �n truth, unjust, but that �t most assuredly
was �n�qu�tous.

Anger may be both fool�sh and absurd; one can be �rr�tated
wrongfully; one �s exasperated only when there �s some show of r�ght
on one’s s�de at bottom. Jean Valjean felt h�mself exasperated.

And bes�des, human soc�ety had done h�m noth�ng but harm; he
had never seen anyth�ng of �t save that angry face wh�ch �t calls
Just�ce, and wh�ch �t shows to those whom �t str�kes. Men had only
touched h�m to bru�se h�m. Every contact w�th them had been a blow.
Never, s�nce h�s �nfancy, s�nce the days of h�s mother, of h�s s�ster,
had he ever encountered a fr�endly word and a k�ndly glance. From
suffer�ng to suffer�ng, he had gradually arr�ved at the conv�ct�on that
l�fe �s a war; and that �n th�s war he was the conquered. He had no
other weapon than h�s hate. He resolved to whet �t �n the galleys and
to bear �t away w�th h�m when he departed.

There was at Toulon a school for the conv�cts, kept by the
Ignorant�n fr�ars, where the most necessary branches were taught to
those of the unfortunate men who had a m�nd for them. He was of
the number who had a m�nd. He went to school at the age of forty,
and learned to read, to wr�te, to c�pher. He felt that to fort�fy h�s
�ntell�gence was to fort�fy h�s hate. In certa�n cases, educat�on and
enl�ghtenment can serve to eke out ev�l.

Th�s �s a sad th�ng to say; after hav�ng judged soc�ety, wh�ch had
caused h�s unhapp�ness, he judged Prov�dence, wh�ch had made
soc�ety, and he condemned �t also.

Thus dur�ng n�neteen years of torture and slavery, th�s soul
mounted and at the same t�me fell. L�ght entered �t on one s�de, and
darkness on the other.

Jean Valjean had not, as we have seen, an ev�l nature. He was
st�ll good when he arr�ved at the galleys. He there condemned



soc�ety, and felt that he was becom�ng w�cked; he there condemned
Prov�dence, and was consc�ous that he was becom�ng �mp�ous.

It �s d�ff�cult not to �ndulge �n med�tat�on at th�s po�nt.
Does human nature thus change utterly and from top to bottom?

Can the man created good by God be rendered w�cked by man?
Can the soul be completely made over by fate, and become ev�l, fate
be�ng ev�l? Can the heart become m�sshapen and contract �ncurable
deform�t�es and �nf�rm�t�es under the oppress�on of a d�sproport�onate
unhapp�ness, as the vertebral column beneath too low a vault? Is
there not �n every human soul, was there not �n the soul of Jean
Valjean �n part�cular, a f�rst spark, a d�v�ne element, �ncorrupt�ble �n
th�s world, �mmortal �n the other, wh�ch good can develop, fan, �gn�te,
and make to glow w�th splendor, and wh�ch ev�l can never wholly
ext�ngu�sh?

Grave and obscure quest�ons, to the last of wh�ch every
phys�olog�st would probably have responded no, and that w�thout
hes�tat�on, had he beheld at Toulon, dur�ng the hours of repose,
wh�ch were for Jean Valjean hours of rever�e, th�s gloomy galley-
slave, seated w�th folded arms upon the bar of some capstan, w�th
the end of h�s cha�n thrust �nto h�s pocket to prevent �ts dragg�ng,
ser�ous, s�lent, and thoughtful, a par�ah of the laws wh�ch regarded
the man w�th wrath, condemned by c�v�l�zat�on, and regard�ng
heaven w�th sever�ty.

Certa�nly,—and we make no attempt to d�ss�mulate the fact,—the
observ�ng phys�olog�st would have beheld an �rremed�able m�sery; he
would, perchance, have p�t�ed th�s s�ck man, of the law’s mak�ng; but
he would not have even essayed any treatment; he would have
turned as�de h�s gaze from the caverns of wh�ch he would have
caught a gl�mpse w�th�n th�s soul, and, l�ke Dante at the portals of
hell, he would have effaced from th�s ex�stence the word wh�ch the
f�nger of God has, nevertheless, �nscr�bed upon the brow of every
man,—hope.

Was th�s state of h�s soul, wh�ch we have attempted to analyze, as
perfectly clear to Jean Valjean as we have tr�ed to render �t for those
who read us? D�d Jean Valjean d�st�nctly perce�ve, after the�r
format�on, and had he seen d�st�nctly dur�ng the process of the�r



format�on, all the elements of wh�ch h�s moral m�sery was
composed? Had th�s rough and unlettered man gathered a perfectly
clear percept�on of the success�on of �deas through wh�ch he had, by
degrees, mounted and descended to the lugubr�ous aspects wh�ch
had, for so many years, formed the �nner hor�zon of h�s sp�r�t? Was
he consc�ous of all that passed w�th�n h�m, and of all that was
work�ng there? That �s someth�ng wh�ch we do not presume to state;
�t �s someth�ng wh�ch we do not even bel�eve. There was too much
�gnorance �n Jean Valjean, even after h�s m�sfortune, to prevent
much vagueness from st�ll l�nger�ng there. At t�mes he d�d not r�ghtly
know h�mself what he felt. Jean Valjean was �n the shadows; he
suffered �n the shadows; he hated �n the shadows; one m�ght have
sa�d that he hated �n advance of h�mself. He dwelt hab�tually �n th�s
shadow, feel�ng h�s way l�ke a bl�nd man and a dreamer. Only, at
�ntervals, there suddenly came to h�m, from w�thout and from w�th�n,
an access of wrath, a surcharge of suffer�ng, a l�v�d and rap�d flash
wh�ch �llum�nated h�s whole soul, and caused to appear abruptly all
around h�m, �n front, beh�nd, am�d the gleams of a fr�ghtful l�ght, the
h�deous prec�p�ces and the sombre perspect�ve of h�s dest�ny.

The flash passed, the n�ght closed �n aga�n; and where was he?
He no longer knew. The pecul�ar�ty of pa�ns of th�s nature, �n wh�ch
that wh�ch �s p�t�less—that �s to say, that wh�ch �s brutal�z�ng—
predom�nates, �s to transform a man, l�ttle by l�ttle, by a sort of stup�d
transf�gurat�on, �nto a w�ld beast; somet�mes �nto a feroc�ous beast.

Jean Valjean’s success�ve and obst�nate attempts at escape would
alone suff�ce to prove th�s strange work�ng of the law upon the
human soul. Jean Valjean would have renewed these attempts,
utterly useless and fool�sh as they were, as often as the opportun�ty
had presented �tself, w�thout reflect�ng for an �nstant on the result,
nor on the exper�ences wh�ch he had already gone through. He
escaped �mpetuously, l�ke the wolf who f�nds h�s cage open. Inst�nct
sa�d to h�m, “Flee!” Reason would have sa�d, “Rema�n!” But �n the
presence of so v�olent a temptat�on, reason van�shed; noth�ng
rema�ned but �nst�nct. The beast alone acted. When he was
recaptured, the fresh sever�t�es �nfl�cted on h�m only served to render
h�m st�ll more w�ld.



One deta�l, wh�ch we must not om�t, �s that he possessed a
phys�cal strength wh�ch was not approached by a s�ngle one of the
den�zens of the galleys. At work, at pay�ng out a cable or w�nd�ng up
a capstan, Jean Valjean was worth four men. He somet�mes l�fted
and susta�ned enormous we�ghts on h�s back; and when the
occas�on demanded �t, he replaced that �mplement wh�ch �s called a
jack-screw, and was formerly called orgue�l [pr�de], whence, we may
remark �n pass�ng, �s der�ved the name of the Rue Montorgue�l, near
the Halles [F�shmarket] �n Par�s. H�s comrades had n�cknamed h�m
Jean the Jack-screw. Once, when they were repa�r�ng the balcony of
the town-hall at Toulon, one of those adm�rable caryat�ds of Puget,
wh�ch support the balcony, became loosened, and was on the po�nt
of fall�ng. Jean Valjean, who was present, supported the caryat�d
w�th h�s shoulder, and gave the workmen t�me to arr�ve.

H�s suppleness even exceeded h�s strength. Certa�n conv�cts who
were forever dream�ng of escape, ended by mak�ng a ver�table
sc�ence of force and sk�ll comb�ned. It �s the sc�ence of muscles. An
ent�re system of myster�ous stat�cs �s da�ly pract�sed by pr�soners,
men who are forever env�ous of the fl�es and b�rds. To cl�mb a
vert�cal surface, and to f�nd po�nts of support where hardly a
project�on was v�s�ble, was play to Jean Valjean. An angle of the wall
be�ng g�ven, w�th the tens�on of h�s back and legs, w�th h�s elbows
and h�s heels f�tted �nto the unevenness of the stone, he ra�sed
h�mself as �f by mag�c to the th�rd story. He somet�mes mounted thus
even to the roof of the galley pr�son.

He spoke but l�ttle. He laughed not at all. An excess�ve emot�on
was requ�red to wr�ng from h�m, once or tw�ce a year, that lugubr�ous
laugh of the conv�ct, wh�ch �s l�ke the echo of the laugh of a demon.
To all appearance, he seemed to be occup�ed �n the constant
contemplat�on of someth�ng terr�ble.

He was absorbed, �n fact.
Athwart the unhealthy percept�ons of an �ncomplete nature and a

crushed �ntell�gence, he was confusedly consc�ous that some
monstrous th�ng was rest�ng on h�m. In that obscure and wan
shadow w�th�n wh�ch he crawled, each t�me that he turned h�s neck
and essayed to ra�se h�s glance, he perce�ved w�th terror, m�ngled



w�th rage, a sort of fr�ghtful accumulat�on of th�ngs, collect�ng and
mount�ng above h�m, beyond the range of h�s v�s�on,—laws,
prejud�ces, men, and deeds,—whose outl�nes escaped h�m, whose
mass terr�f�ed h�m, and wh�ch was noth�ng else than that prod�g�ous
pyram�d wh�ch we call c�v�l�zat�on. He d�st�ngu�shed, here and there
�n that swarm�ng and formless mass, now near h�m, now afar off and
on �naccess�ble table-lands, some group, some deta�l, v�v�dly
�llum�nated; here the galley-sergeant and h�s cudgel; there the
gendarme and h�s sword; yonder the m�tred archb�shop; away at the
top, l�ke a sort of sun, the Emperor, crowned and dazzl�ng. It seemed
to h�m that these d�stant splendors, far from d�ss�pat�ng h�s n�ght,
rendered �t more funereal and more black. All th�s—laws, prejud�ces,
deeds, men, th�ngs—went and came above h�m, over h�s head, �n
accordance w�th the compl�cated and myster�ous movement wh�ch
God �mparts to c�v�l�zat�on, walk�ng over h�m and crush�ng h�m w�th I
know not what peacefulness �n �ts cruelty and �nexorab�l�ty �n �ts
�nd�fference. Souls wh�ch have fallen to the bottom of all poss�ble
m�sfortune, unhappy men lost �n the lowest of those l�mbos at wh�ch
no one any longer looks, the reproved of the law, feel the whole
we�ght of th�s human soc�ety, so form�dable for h�m who �s w�thout,
so fr�ghtful for h�m who �s beneath, rest�ng upon the�r heads.

In th�s s�tuat�on Jean Valjean med�tated; and what could be the
nature of h�s med�tat�on?

If the gra�n of m�llet beneath the m�llstone had thoughts, �t would,
doubtless, th�nk that same th�ng wh�ch Jean Valjean thought.

All these th�ngs, real�t�es full of spectres, phantasmagor�es full of
real�t�es, had eventually created for h�m a sort of �nter�or state wh�ch
�s almost �ndescr�bable.

At t�mes, am�d h�s conv�ct to�l, he paused. He fell to th�nk�ng. H�s
reason, at one and the same t�me r�per and more troubled than of
yore, rose �n revolt. Everyth�ng wh�ch had happened to h�m seemed
to h�m absurd; everyth�ng that surrounded h�m seemed to h�m
�mposs�ble. He sa�d to h�mself, “It �s a dream.” He gazed at the
galley-sergeant stand�ng a few paces from h�m; the galley-sergeant
seemed a phantom to h�m. All of a sudden the phantom dealt h�m a
blow w�th h�s cudgel.



V�s�ble nature hardly ex�sted for h�m. It would almost be true to say
that there ex�sted for Jean Valjean ne�ther sun, nor f�ne summer
days, nor rad�ant sky, nor fresh Apr�l dawns. I know not what vent-
hole dayl�ght hab�tually �llum�ned h�s soul.

To sum up, �n conclus�on, that wh�ch can be summed up and
translated �nto pos�t�ve results �n all that we have just po�nted out, we
w�ll conf�ne ourselves to the statement that, �n the course of n�neteen
years, Jean Valjean, the �noffens�ve tree-pruner of Faverolles, the
form�dable conv�ct of Toulon, had become capable, thanks to the
manner �n wh�ch the galleys had moulded h�m, of two sorts of ev�l
act�on: f�rstly, of ev�l act�on wh�ch was rap�d, unpremed�tated,
dash�ng, ent�rely �nst�nct�ve, �n the nature of repr�sals for the ev�l
wh�ch he had undergone; secondly, of ev�l act�on wh�ch was ser�ous,
grave, consc�ously argued out and premed�tated, w�th the false �deas
wh�ch such a m�sfortune can furn�sh. H�s del�berate deeds passed
through three success�ve phases, wh�ch natures of a certa�n stamp
can alone traverse,—reason�ng, w�ll, perseverance. He had for
mov�ng causes h�s hab�tual wrath, b�tterness of soul, a profound
sense of �nd�gn�t�es suffered, the react�on even aga�nst the good, the
�nnocent, and the just, �f there are any such. The po�nt of departure,
l�ke the po�nt of arr�val, for all h�s thoughts, was hatred of human law;
that hatred wh�ch, �f �t be not arrested �n �ts development by some
prov�dent�al �nc�dent, becomes, w�th�n a g�ven t�me, the hatred of
soc�ety, then the hatred of the human race, then the hatred of
creat�on, and wh�ch man�fests �tself by a vague, �ncessant, and brutal
des�re to do harm to some l�v�ng be�ng, no matter whom. It w�ll be
perce�ved that �t was not w�thout reason that Jean Valjean’s passport
descr�bed h�m as a very dangerous man.

From year to year th�s soul had dr�ed away slowly, but w�th fatal
sureness. When the heart �s dry, the eye �s dry. On h�s departure
from the galleys �t had been n�neteen years s�nce he had shed a
tear.



CHAPTER VIII—BILLOWS AND
SHADOWS

A man overboard!
What matters �t? The vessel does not halt. The w�nd blows. That

sombre sh�p has a path wh�ch �t �s forced to pursue. It passes on.
The man d�sappears, then reappears; he plunges, he r�ses aga�n

to the surface; he calls, he stretches out h�s arms; he �s not heard.
The vessel, trembl�ng under the hurr�cane, �s wholly absorbed �n �ts
own work�ngs; the passengers and sa�lors do not even see the
drown�ng man; h�s m�serable head �s but a speck am�d the �mmens�ty
of the waves. He g�ves vent to desperate cr�es from out of the
depths. What a spectre �s that retreat�ng sa�l! He gazes and gazes at
�t frant�cally. It retreats, �t grows d�m, �t d�m�n�shes �n s�ze. He was
there but just now, he was one of the crew, he went and came along
the deck w�th the rest, he had h�s part of breath and of sunl�ght, he
was a l�v�ng man. Now, what has taken place? He has sl�pped, he
has fallen; all �s at an end.

He �s �n the tremendous sea. Under foot he has noth�ng but what
flees and crumbles. The b�llows, torn and lashed by the w�nd,
encompass h�m h�deously; the toss�ngs of the abyss bear h�m away;
all the tongues of water dash over h�s head; a populace of waves
sp�ts upon h�m; confused open�ngs half devour h�m; every t�me that
he s�nks, he catches gl�mpses of prec�p�ces f�lled w�th n�ght; fr�ghtful
and unknown vegetat�ons se�ze h�m, knot about h�s feet, draw h�m to
them; he �s consc�ous that he �s becom�ng an abyss, that he forms
part of the foam; the waves toss h�m from one to another; he dr�nks
�n the b�tterness; the cowardly ocean attacks h�m fur�ously, to drown
h�m; the enorm�ty plays w�th h�s agony. It seems as though all that
water were hate.

Nevertheless, he struggles.



He tr�es to defend h�mself; he tr�es to susta�n h�mself; he makes an
effort; he sw�ms. He, h�s petty strength all exhausted �nstantly,
combats the �nexhaust�ble.

Where, then, �s the sh�p? Yonder. Barely v�s�ble �n the pale
shadows of the hor�zon.

The w�nd blows �n gusts; all the foam overwhelms h�m. He ra�ses
h�s eyes and beholds only the l�v�dness of the clouds. He w�tnesses,
am�d h�s death-pangs, the �mmense madness of the sea. He �s
tortured by th�s madness; he hears no�ses strange to man, wh�ch
seem to come from beyond the l�m�ts of the earth, and from one
knows not what fr�ghtful reg�on beyond.

There are b�rds �n the clouds, just as there are angels above
human d�stresses; but what can they do for h�m? They s�ng and fly
and float, and he, he rattles �n the death agony.

He feels h�mself bur�ed �n those two �nf�n�t�es, the ocean and the
sky, at one and the same t�me: the one �s a tomb; the other �s a
shroud.

N�ght descends; he has been sw�mm�ng for hours; h�s strength �s
exhausted; that sh�p, that d�stant th�ng �n wh�ch there were men, has
van�shed; he �s alone �n the form�dable tw�l�ght gulf; he s�nks, he
st�ffens h�mself, he tw�sts h�mself; he feels under h�m the monstrous
b�llows of the �nv�s�ble; he shouts.

There are no more men. Where �s God?
He shouts. Help! Help! He st�ll shouts on.
Noth�ng on the hor�zon; noth�ng �n heaven.
He �mplores the expanse, the waves, the seaweed, the reef; they

are deaf. He beseeches the tempest; the �mperturbable tempest
obeys only the �nf�n�te.

Around h�m darkness, fog, sol�tude, the stormy and nonsent�ent
tumult, the undef�ned curl�ng of those w�ld waters. In h�m horror and
fat�gue. Beneath h�m the depths. Not a po�nt of support. He th�nks of
the gloomy adventures of the corpse �n the l�m�tless shadow. The
bottomless cold paralyzes h�m. H�s hands contract convuls�vely; they
close, and grasp noth�ngness. W�nds, clouds, wh�rlw�nds, gusts,
useless stars! What �s to be done? The desperate man g�ves up; he



�s weary, he chooses the alternat�ve of death; he res�sts not; he lets
h�mself go; he abandons h�s gr�p; and then he tosses forevermore �n
the lugubr�ous dreary depths of engulfment.

Oh, �mplacable march of human soc�et�es! Oh, losses of men and
of souls on the way! Ocean �nto wh�ch falls all that the law lets sl�p!
D�sastrous absence of help! Oh, moral death!

The sea �s the �nexorable soc�al n�ght �nto wh�ch the penal laws
fl�ng the�r condemned. The sea �s the �mmens�ty of wretchedness.

The soul, go�ng downstream �n th�s gulf, may become a corpse.
Who shall resusc�tate �t?



CHAPTER IX—NEW TROUBLES
When the hour came for h�m to take h�s departure from the

galleys, when Jean Valjean heard �n h�s ear the strange words, Thou
art free! the moment seemed �mprobable and unprecedented; a ray
of v�v�d l�ght, a ray of the true l�ght of the l�v�ng, suddenly penetrated
w�th�n h�m. But �t was not long before th�s ray paled. Jean Valjean
had been dazzled by the �dea of l�berty. He had bel�eved �n a new
l�fe. He very speed�ly perce�ved what sort of l�berty �t �s to wh�ch a
yellow passport �s prov�ded.

And th�s was encompassed w�th much b�tterness. He had
calculated that h�s earn�ngs, dur�ng h�s sojourn �n the galleys, ought
to amount to a hundred and seventy-one francs. It �s but just to add
that he had forgotten to �nclude �n h�s calculat�ons the forced repose
of Sundays and fest�val days dur�ng n�neteen years, wh�ch enta�led a
d�m�nut�on of about e�ghty francs. At all events, h�s hoard had been
reduced by var�ous local lev�es to the sum of one hundred and n�ne
francs f�fteen sous, wh�ch had been counted out to h�m on h�s
departure. He had understood noth�ng of th�s, and had thought
h�mself wronged. Let us say the word—robbed.

On the day follow�ng h�s l�berat�on, he saw, at Grasse, �n front of
an orange-flower d�st�llery, some men engaged �n unload�ng bales.
He offered h�s serv�ces. Bus�ness was press�ng; they were accepted.
He set to work. He was �ntell�gent, robust, adro�t; he d�d h�s best; the
master seemed pleased. Wh�le he was at work, a gendarme passed,
observed h�m, and demanded h�s papers. It was necessary to show
h�m the yellow passport. That done, Jean Valjean resumed h�s labor.
A l�ttle wh�le before he had quest�oned one of the workmen as to the
amount wh�ch they earned each day at th�s occupat�on; he had been
told th�rty sous. When even�ng arr�ved, as he was forced to set out
aga�n on the follow�ng day, he presented h�mself to the owner of the
d�st�llery and requested to be pa�d. The owner d�d not utter a word,



but handed h�m f�fteen sous. He objected. He was told, “That �s
enough for thee.” He pers�sted. The master looked h�m stra�ght
between the eyes, and sa�d to h�m “Beware of the pr�son.”

There, aga�n, he cons�dered that he had been robbed.
Soc�ety, the State, by d�m�n�sh�ng h�s hoard, had robbed h�m

wholesale. Now �t was the �nd�v�dual who was robb�ng h�m at reta�l.
L�berat�on �s not del�verance. One gets free from the galleys, but

not from the sentence.
That �s what happened to h�m at Grasse. We have seen �n what

manner he was rece�ved at D——



CHAPTER X—THE MAN AROUSED
As the Cathedral clock struck two �n the morn�ng, Jean Valjean

awoke.
What woke h�m was that h�s bed was too good. It was nearly

twenty years s�nce he had slept �n a bed, and, although he had not
undressed, the sensat�on was too novel not to d�sturb h�s slumbers.

He had slept more than four hours. H�s fat�gue had passed away.
He was accustomed not to devote many hours to repose.

He opened h�s eyes and stared �nto the gloom wh�ch surrounded
h�m; then he closed them aga�n, w�th the �ntent�on of go�ng to sleep
once more.

When many var�ed sensat�ons have ag�tated the day, when
var�ous matters preoccupy the m�nd, one falls asleep once, but not a
second t�me. Sleep comes more eas�ly than �t returns. Th�s �s what
happened to Jean Valjean. He could not get to sleep aga�n, and he
fell to th�nk�ng.

He was at one of those moments when the thoughts wh�ch one
has �n one’s m�nd are troubled. There was a sort of dark confus�on �n
h�s bra�n. H�s memor�es of the olden t�me and of the �mmed�ate
present floated there pell-mell and m�ngled confusedly, los�ng the�r
proper forms, becom�ng d�sproport�onately large, then suddenly
d�sappear�ng, as �n a muddy and perturbed pool. Many thoughts
occurred to h�m; but there was one wh�ch kept constantly present�ng
�tself afresh, and wh�ch drove away all others. We w�ll ment�on th�s
thought at once: he had observed the s�x sets of s�lver forks and
spoons and the ladle wh�ch Madame Maglo�re had placed on the
table.

Those s�x sets of s�lver haunted h�m.—They were there.—A few
paces d�stant.—Just as he was travers�ng the adjo�n�ng room to
reach the one �n wh�ch he then was, the old servant-woman had



been �n the act of plac�ng them �n a l�ttle cupboard near the head of
the bed.—He had taken careful note of th�s cupboard.—On the r�ght,
as you entered from the d�n�ng-room.—They were sol�d.—And old
s�lver.—From the ladle one could get at least two hundred francs.—
Double what he had earned �n n�neteen years.—It �s true that he
would have earned more �f “the adm�n�strat�on had not robbed h�m.”

H�s m�nd wavered for a whole hour �n fluctuat�ons w�th wh�ch there
was certa�nly m�ngled some struggle. Three o’clock struck. He
opened h�s eyes aga�n, drew h�mself up abruptly �nto a s�tt�ng
posture, stretched out h�s arm and felt of h�s knapsack, wh�ch he had
thrown down on a corner of the alcove; then he hung h�s legs over
the edge of the bed, and placed h�s feet on the floor, and thus found
h�mself, almost w�thout know�ng �t, seated on h�s bed.

He rema�ned for a t�me thoughtfully �n th�s att�tude, wh�ch would
have been suggest�ve of someth�ng s�n�ster for any one who had
seen h�m thus �n the dark, the only person awake �n that house
where all were sleep�ng. All of a sudden he stooped down, removed
h�s shoes and placed them softly on the mat bes�de the bed; then he
resumed h�s thoughtful att�tude, and became mot�onless once more.

Throughout th�s h�deous med�tat�on, the thoughts wh�ch we have
above �nd�cated moved �ncessantly through h�s bra�n; entered,
w�thdrew, re-entered, and �n a manner oppressed h�m; and then he
thought, also, w�thout know�ng why, and w�th the mechan�cal
pers�stence of rever�e, of a conv�ct named Brevet, whom he had
known �n the galleys, and whose trousers had been upheld by a
s�ngle suspender of kn�tted cotton. The checkered pattern of that
suspender recurred �ncessantly to h�s m�nd.

He rema�ned �n th�s s�tuat�on, and would have so rema�ned
�ndef�n�tely, even unt�l daybreak, had not the clock struck one—the
half or quarter hour. It seemed to h�m that that stroke sa�d to h�m,
“Come on!”

He rose to h�s feet, hes�tated st�ll another moment, and l�stened; all
was qu�et �n the house; then he walked stra�ght ahead, w�th short
steps, to the w�ndow, of wh�ch he caught a gl�mpse. The n�ght was
not very dark; there was a full moon, across wh�ch coursed large
clouds dr�ven by the w�nd. Th�s created, outdoors, alternate shadow



and gleams of l�ght, ecl�pses, then br�ght open�ngs of the clouds; and
�ndoors a sort of tw�l�ght. Th�s tw�l�ght, suff�c�ent to enable a person to
see h�s way, �nterm�ttent on account of the clouds, resembled the
sort of l�v�d l�ght wh�ch falls through an a�r-hole �n a cellar, before
wh�ch the passers-by come and go. On arr�v�ng at the w�ndow, Jean
Valjean exam�ned �t. It had no grat�ng; �t opened �n the garden and
was fastened, accord�ng to the fash�on of the country, only by a small
p�n. He opened �t; but as a rush of cold and p�erc�ng a�r penetrated
the room abruptly, he closed �t aga�n �mmed�ately. He scrut�n�zed the
garden w�th that attent�ve gaze wh�ch stud�es rather than looks. The
garden was enclosed by a tolerably low wh�te wall, easy to cl�mb. Far
away, at the extrem�ty, he perce�ved tops of trees, spaced at regular
�ntervals, wh�ch �nd�cated that the wall separated the garden from an
avenue or lane planted w�th trees.

Hav�ng taken th�s survey, he executed a movement l�ke that of a
man who has made up h�s m�nd, strode to h�s alcove, grasped h�s
knapsack, opened �t, fumbled �n �t, pulled out of �t someth�ng wh�ch
he placed on the bed, put h�s shoes �nto one of h�s pockets, shut the
whole th�ng up aga�n, threw the knapsack on h�s shoulders, put on
h�s cap, drew the v�sor down over h�s eyes, felt for h�s cudgel, went
and placed �t �n the angle of the w�ndow; then returned to the bed,
and resolutely se�zed the object wh�ch he had depos�ted there. It
resembled a short bar of �ron, po�nted l�ke a p�ke at one end. It would
have been d�ff�cult to d�st�ngu�sh �n that darkness for what
employment that b�t of �ron could have been des�gned. Perhaps �t
was a lever; poss�bly �t was a club.

In the dayt�me �t would have been poss�ble to recogn�ze �t as
noth�ng more than a m�ner’s candlest�ck. Conv�cts were, at that
per�od, somet�mes employed �n quarry�ng stone from the lofty h�lls
wh�ch env�ron Toulon, and �t was not rare for them to have m�ners’
tools at the�r command. These m�ners’ candlest�cks are of mass�ve
�ron, term�nated at the lower extrem�ty by a po�nt, by means of wh�ch
they are stuck �nto the rock.

He took the candlest�ck �n h�s r�ght hand; hold�ng h�s breath and
try�ng to deaden the sound of h�s tread, he d�rected h�s steps to the



door of the adjo�n�ng room, occup�ed by the B�shop, as we already
know.

On arr�v�ng at th�s door, he found �t ajar. The B�shop had not
closed �t.



CHAPTER XI—WHAT HE DOES
Jean Valjean l�stened. Not a sound.
He gave the door a push.
He pushed �t gently w�th the t�p of h�s f�nger, l�ghtly, w�th the furt�ve

and uneasy gentleness of a cat wh�ch �s des�rous of enter�ng.
The door y�elded to th�s pressure, and made an �mpercept�ble and

s�lent movement, wh�ch enlarged the open�ng a l�ttle.
He wa�ted a moment; then gave the door a second and a bolder

push.
It cont�nued to y�eld �n s�lence. The open�ng was now large enough

to allow h�m to pass. But near the door there stood a l�ttle table,
wh�ch formed an embarrass�ng angle w�th �t, and barred the
entrance.

Jean Valjean recogn�zed the d�ff�culty. It was necessary, at any
cost, to enlarge the aperture st�ll further.

He dec�ded on h�s course of act�on, and gave the door a th�rd
push, more energet�c than the two preced�ng. Th�s t�me a badly o�led
h�nge suddenly em�tted am�d the s�lence a hoarse and prolonged cry.

Jean Valjean shuddered. The no�se of the h�nge rang �n h�s ears
w�th someth�ng of the p�erc�ng and form�dable sound of the trump of
the Day of Judgment.

In the fantast�c exaggerat�ons of the f�rst moment he almost
�mag�ned that that h�nge had just become an�mated, and had
suddenly assumed a terr�ble l�fe, and that �t was bark�ng l�ke a dog to
arouse every one, and warn and to wake those who were asleep. He
halted, shudder�ng, bew�ldered, and fell back from the t�ps of h�s toes
upon h�s heels. He heard the arter�es �n h�s temples beat�ng l�ke two
forge hammers, and �t seemed to h�m that h�s breath �ssued from h�s
breast w�th the roar of the w�nd �ssu�ng from a cavern. It seemed
�mposs�ble to h�m that the horr�ble clamor of that �rr�tated h�nge



should not have d�sturbed the ent�re household, l�ke the shock of an
earthquake; the door, pushed by h�m, had taken the alarm, and had
shouted; the old man would r�se at once; the two old women would
shr�ek out; people would come to the�r ass�stance; �n less than a
quarter of an hour the town would be �n an uproar, and the
gendarmer�e on hand. For a moment he thought h�mself lost.

He rema�ned where he was, petr�f�ed l�ke the statue of salt, not
dar�ng to make a movement. Several m�nutes elapsed. The door had
fallen w�de open. He ventured to peep �nto the next room. Noth�ng
had st�rred there. He lent an ear. Noth�ng was mov�ng �n the house.
The no�se made by the rusty h�nge had not awakened any one.

Th�s f�rst danger was past; but there st�ll re�gned a fr�ghtful tumult
w�th�n h�m. Nevertheless, he d�d not retreat. Even when he had
thought h�mself lost, he had not drawn back. H�s only thought now
was to f�n�sh as soon as poss�ble. He took a step and entered the
room.

Th�s room was �n a state of perfect calm. Here and there vague
and confused forms were d�st�ngu�shable, wh�ch �n the dayl�ght were
papers scattered on a table, open fol�os, volumes p�led upon a stool,
an armcha�r heaped w�th cloth�ng, a pr�e-D�eu, and wh�ch at that hour
were only shadowy corners and wh�t�sh spots. Jean Valjean
advanced w�th precaut�on, tak�ng care not to knock aga�nst the
furn�ture. He could hear, at the extrem�ty of the room, the even and
tranqu�l breath�ng of the sleep�ng B�shop.

He suddenly came to a halt. He was near the bed. He had arr�ved
there sooner than he had thought for.

Nature somet�mes m�ngles her effects and her spectacles w�th our
act�ons w�th sombre and �ntell�gent appropr�ateness, as though she
des�red to make us reflect. For the last half-hour a large cloud had
covered the heavens. At the moment when Jean Valjean paused �n
front of the bed, th�s cloud parted, as though on purpose, and a ray
of l�ght, travers�ng the long w�ndow, suddenly �llum�nated the
B�shop’s pale face. He was sleep�ng peacefully. He lay �n h�s bed
almost completely dressed, on account of the cold of the Basses-
Alps, �n a garment of brown wool, wh�ch covered h�s arms to the
wr�sts. H�s head was thrown back on the p�llow, �n the careless



att�tude of repose; h�s hand, adorned w�th the pastoral r�ng, and
whence had fallen so many good deeds and so many holy act�ons,
was hang�ng over the edge of the bed. H�s whole face was �llum�ned
w�th a vague express�on of sat�sfact�on, of hope, and of fel�c�ty. It was
more than a sm�le, and almost a rad�ance. He bore upon h�s brow
the �ndescr�bable reflect�on of a l�ght wh�ch was �nv�s�ble. The soul of
the just contemplates �n sleep a myster�ous heaven.

A reflect�on of that heaven rested on the B�shop.
It was, at the same t�me, a lum�nous transparency, for that heaven

was w�th�n h�m. That heaven was h�s consc�ence.
Enlarge
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At the moment when the ray of moonl�ght superposed �tself, so to

speak, upon that �nward rad�ance, the sleep�ng B�shop seemed as �n
a glory. It rema�ned, however, gentle and ve�led �n an �neffable half-
l�ght. That moon �n the sky, that slumber�ng nature, that garden
w�thout a qu�ver, that house wh�ch was so calm, the hour, the
moment, the s�lence, added some solemn and unspeakable qual�ty
to the venerable repose of th�s man, and enveloped �n a sort of
serene and majest�c aureole that wh�te ha�r, those closed eyes, that
face �n wh�ch all was hope and all was conf�dence, that head of an
old man, and that slumber of an �nfant.

There was someth�ng almost d�v�ne �n th�s man, who was thus
august, w�thout be�ng h�mself aware of �t.

Jean Valjean was �n the shadow, and stood mot�onless, w�th h�s
�ron candlest�ck �n h�s hand, fr�ghtened by th�s lum�nous old man.
Never had he beheld anyth�ng l�ke th�s. Th�s conf�dence terr�f�ed h�m.
The moral world has no grander spectacle than th�s: a troubled and
uneasy consc�ence, wh�ch has arr�ved on the br�nk of an ev�l act�on,
contemplat�ng the slumber of the just.

That slumber �n that �solat�on, and w�th a ne�ghbor l�ke h�mself, had
about �t someth�ng subl�me, of wh�ch he was vaguely but �mper�ously
consc�ous.

No one could have told what was pass�ng w�th�n h�m, not even
h�mself. In order to attempt to form an �dea of �t, �t �s necessary to



th�nk of the most v�olent of th�ngs �n the presence of the most gentle.
Even on h�s v�sage �t would have been �mposs�ble to d�st�ngu�sh
anyth�ng w�th certa�nty. It was a sort of haggard aston�shment. He
gazed at �t, and that was all. But what was h�s thought? It would have
been �mposs�ble to d�v�ne �t. What was ev�dent was, that he was
touched and astounded. But what was the nature of th�s emot�on?

H�s eye never qu�tted the old man. The only th�ng wh�ch was
clearly to be �nferred from h�s att�tude and h�s phys�ognomy was a
strange �ndec�s�on. One would have sa�d that he was hes�tat�ng
between the two abysses,—the one �n wh�ch one loses one’s self
and that �n wh�ch one saves one’s self. He seemed prepared to
crush that skull or to k�ss that hand.

At the exp�rat�on of a few m�nutes h�s left arm rose slowly towards
h�s brow, and he took off h�s cap; then h�s arm fell back w�th the
same del�berat�on, and Jean Valjean fell to med�tat�ng once more, h�s
cap �n h�s left hand, h�s club �n h�s r�ght hand, h�s ha�r br�stl�ng all
over h�s savage head.

The B�shop cont�nued to sleep �n profound peace beneath that
terr�fy�ng gaze.

The gleam of the moon rendered confusedly v�s�ble the cruc�f�x
over the ch�mney-p�ece, wh�ch seemed to be extend�ng �ts arms to
both of them, w�th a bened�ct�on for one and pardon for the other.

Suddenly Jean Valjean replaced h�s cap on h�s brow; then stepped
rap�dly past the bed, w�thout glanc�ng at the B�shop, stra�ght to the
cupboard, wh�ch he saw near the head; he ra�sed h�s �ron
candlest�ck as though to force the lock; the key was there; he
opened �t; the f�rst th�ng wh�ch presented �tself to h�m was the basket
of s�lverware; he se�zed �t, traversed the chamber w�th long str�des,
w�thout tak�ng any precaut�ons and w�thout troubl�ng h�mself about
the no�se, ga�ned the door, re-entered the oratory, opened the
w�ndow, se�zed h�s cudgel, bestrode the w�ndow-s�ll of the ground
floor, put the s�lver �nto h�s knapsack, threw away the basket,
crossed the garden, leaped over the wall l�ke a t�ger, and fled.



CHAPTER XII—THE BISHOP WORKS
The next morn�ng at sunr�se Monse�gneur B�envenu was stroll�ng

�n h�s garden. Madame Maglo�re ran up to h�m �n utter consternat�on.
“Monse�gneur, Monse�gneur!” she excla�med, “does your Grace

know where the basket of s�lver �s?”
“Yes,” repl�ed the B�shop.
“Jesus the Lord be blessed!” she resumed; “I d�d not know what

had become of �t.”
The B�shop had just p�cked up the basket �n a flower-bed. He

presented �t to Madame Maglo�re.
“Here �t �s.”
“Well!” sa�d she. “Noth�ng �n �t! And the s�lver?”
“Ah,” returned the B�shop, “so �t �s the s�lver wh�ch troubles you? I

don’t know where �t �s.”
“Great, good God! It �s stolen! That man who was here last n�ght

has stolen �t.”
In a tw�nkl�ng, w�th all the v�vac�ty of an alert old woman, Madame

Maglo�re had rushed to the oratory, entered the alcove, and returned
to the B�shop. The B�shop had just bent down, and was s�gh�ng as
he exam�ned a plant of cochlear�a des Gu�llons, wh�ch the basket
had broken as �t fell across the bed. He rose up at Madame
Maglo�re’s cry.

“Monse�gneur, the man �s gone! The s�lver has been stolen!”
As she uttered th�s exclamat�on, her eyes fell upon a corner of the

garden, where traces of the wall hav�ng been scaled were v�s�ble.
The cop�ng of the wall had been torn away.

“Stay! yonder �s the way he went. He jumped over �nto Cochef�let
Lane. Ah, the abom�nat�on! He has stolen our s�lver!”



The B�shop rema�ned s�lent for a moment; then he ra�sed h�s grave
eyes, and sa�d gently to Madame Maglo�re:—

“And, �n the f�rst place, was that s�lver ours?”
Madame Maglo�re was speechless. Another s�lence ensued; then

the B�shop went on:—
“Madame Maglo�re, I have for a long t�me deta�ned that s�lver

wrongfully. It belonged to the poor. Who was that man? A poor man,
ev�dently.”

“Alas! Jesus!” returned Madame Maglo�re. “It �s not for my sake,
nor for Mademo�selle’s. It makes no d�fference to us. But �t �s for the
sake of Monse�gneur. What �s Monse�gneur to eat w�th now?”

The B�shop gazed at her w�th an a�r of amazement.
“Ah, come! Are there no such th�ngs as pewter forks and spoons?”
Madame Maglo�re shrugged her shoulders.
“Pewter has an odor.”
“Iron forks and spoons, then.”
Madame Maglo�re made an express�ve gr�mace.
“Iron has a taste.”
“Very well,” sa�d the B�shop; “wooden ones then.”
A few moments later he was breakfast�ng at the very table at

wh�ch Jean Valjean had sat on the prev�ous even�ng. As he ate h�s
breakfast, Monse�gneur Welcome remarked gayly to h�s s�ster, who
sa�d noth�ng, and to Madame Maglo�re, who was grumbl�ng under
her breath, that one really does not need e�ther fork or spoon, even
of wood, �n order to d�p a b�t of bread �n a cup of m�lk.

“A pretty �dea, truly,” sa�d Madame Maglo�re to herself, as she
went and came, “to take �n a man l�ke that! and to lodge h�m close to
one’s self! And how fortunate that he d�d noth�ng but steal! Ah, mon
D�eu! �t makes one shudder to th�nk of �t!”

As the brother and s�ster were about to r�se from the table, there
came a knock at the door.

“Come �n,” sa�d the B�shop.



The door opened. A s�ngular and v�olent group made �ts
appearance on the threshold. Three men were hold�ng a fourth man
by the collar. The three men were gendarmes; the other was Jean
Valjean.

A br�gad�er of gendarmes, who seemed to be �n command of the
group, was stand�ng near the door. He entered and advanced to the
B�shop, mak�ng a m�l�tary salute.

“Monse�gneur—” sa�d he.
At th�s word, Jean Valjean, who was dejected and seemed

overwhelmed, ra�sed h�s head w�th an a�r of stupefact�on.
“Monse�gneur!” he murmured. “So he �s not the curé?”
“S�lence!” sa�d the gendarme. “He �s Monse�gneur the B�shop.”
In the meant�me, Monse�gneur B�envenu had advanced as qu�ckly

as h�s great age perm�tted.
“Ah! here you are!” he excla�med, look�ng at Jean Valjean. “I am

glad to see you. Well, but how �s th�s? I gave you the candlest�cks
too, wh�ch are of s�lver l�ke the rest, and for wh�ch you can certa�nly
get two hundred francs. Why d�d you not carry them away w�th your
forks and spoons?”

Jean Valjean opened h�s eyes w�de, and stared at the venerable
B�shop w�th an express�on wh�ch no human tongue can render any
account of.

“Monse�gneur,” sa�d the br�gad�er of gendarmes, “so what th�s man
sa�d �s true, then? We came across h�m. He was walk�ng l�ke a man
who �s runn�ng away. We stopped h�m to look �nto the matter. He had
th�s s�lver—”

“And he told you,” �nterposed the B�shop w�th a sm�le, “that �t had
been g�ven to h�m by a k�nd old fellow of a pr�est w�th whom he had
passed the n�ght? I see how the matter stands. And you have
brought h�m back here? It �s a m�stake.”

“In that case,” repl�ed the br�gad�er, “we can let h�m go?”
“Certa�nly,” repl�ed the B�shop.
The gendarmes released Jean Valjean, who reco�led.



“Is �t true that I am to be released?” he sa�d, �n an almost
�nart�culate vo�ce, and as though he were talk�ng �n h�s sleep.

“Yes, thou art released; dost thou not understand?” sa�d one of the
gendarmes.

“My fr�end,” resumed the B�shop, “before you go, here are your
candlest�cks. Take them.”

He stepped to the ch�mney-p�ece, took the two s�lver candlest�cks,
and brought them to Jean Valjean. The two women looked on
w�thout utter�ng a word, w�thout a gesture, w�thout a look wh�ch could
d�sconcert the B�shop.

Jean Valjean was trembl�ng �n every l�mb. He took the two
candlest�cks mechan�cally, and w�th a bew�ldered a�r.

“Now,” sa�d the B�shop, “go �n peace. By the way, when you return,
my fr�end, �t �s not necessary to pass through the garden. You can
always enter and depart through the street door. It �s never fastened
w�th anyth�ng but a latch, e�ther by day or by n�ght.”

Then, turn�ng to the gendarmes:—
“You may ret�re, gentlemen.”
The gendarmes ret�red.
Jean Valjean was l�ke a man on the po�nt of fa�nt�ng.
The B�shop drew near to h�m, and sa�d �n a low vo�ce:—
“Do not forget, never forget, that you have prom�sed to use th�s

money �n becom�ng an honest man.”
Jean Valjean, who had no recollect�on of ever hav�ng prom�sed

anyth�ng, rema�ned speechless. The B�shop had emphas�zed the
words when he uttered them. He resumed w�th solemn�ty:—

“Jean Valjean, my brother, you no longer belong to ev�l, but to
good. It �s your soul that I buy from you; I w�thdraw �t from black
thoughts and the sp�r�t of perd�t�on, and I g�ve �t to God.”



CHAPTER XIII—LITTLE GERVAIS
Jean Valjean left the town as though he were flee�ng from �t. He

set out at a very hasty pace through the f�elds, tak�ng whatever roads
and paths presented themselves to h�m, w�thout perce�v�ng that he
was �ncessantly retrac�ng h�s steps. He wandered thus the whole
morn�ng, w�thout hav�ng eaten anyth�ng and w�thout feel�ng hungry.
He was the prey of a throng of novel sensat�ons. He was consc�ous
of a sort of rage; he d�d not know aga�nst whom �t was d�rected. He
could not have told whether he was touched or hum�l�ated. There
came over h�m at moments a strange emot�on wh�ch he res�sted and
to wh�ch he opposed the hardness acqu�red dur�ng the last twenty
years of h�s l�fe. Th�s state of m�nd fat�gued h�m. He perce�ved w�th
d�smay that the sort of fr�ghtful calm wh�ch the �njust�ce of h�s
m�sfortune had conferred upon h�m was g�v�ng way w�th�n h�m. He
asked h�mself what would replace th�s. At t�mes he would have
actually preferred to be �n pr�son w�th the gendarmes, and that th�ngs
should not have happened �n th�s way; �t would have ag�tated h�m
less. Although the season was tolerably far advanced, there were
st�ll a few late flowers �n the hedge-rows here and there, whose odor
as he passed through them �n h�s march recalled to h�m memor�es of
h�s ch�ldhood. These memor�es were almost �ntolerable to h�m, �t was
so long s�nce they had recurred to h�m.

Unutterable thoughts assembled w�th�n h�m �n th�s manner all day
long.

As the sun decl�ned to �ts sett�ng, cast�ng long shadows athwart
the so�l from every pebble, Jean Valjean sat down beh�nd a bush
upon a large ruddy pla�n, wh�ch was absolutely deserted. There was
noth�ng on the hor�zon except the Alps. Not even the sp�re of a
d�stant v�llage. Jean Valjean m�ght have been three leagues d�stant
from D—— A path wh�ch �ntersected the pla�n passed a few paces
from the bush.



In the m�ddle of th�s med�tat�on, wh�ch would have contr�buted not
a l�ttle to render h�s rags terr�fy�ng to any one who m�ght have
encountered h�m, a joyous sound became aud�ble.

He turned h�s head and saw a l�ttle Savoyard, about ten years of
age, com�ng up the path and s�ng�ng, h�s hurdy-gurdy on h�s h�p, and
h�s marmot-box on h�s back.

One of those gay and gentle ch�ldren, who go from land to land
afford�ng a v�ew of the�r knees through the holes �n the�r trousers.

W�thout stopp�ng h�s song, the lad halted �n h�s march from t�me to
t�me, and played at knuckle-bones w�th some co�ns wh�ch he had �n
h�s hand—h�s whole fortune, probably.

Among th�s money there was one forty-sou p�ece.
The ch�ld halted bes�de the bush, w�thout perce�v�ng Jean Valjean,

and tossed up h�s handful of sous, wh�ch, up to that t�me, he had
caught w�th a good deal of adro�tness on the back of h�s hand.

Th�s t�me the forty-sou p�ece escaped h�m, and went roll�ng
towards the brushwood unt�l �t reached Jean Valjean.

Jean Valjean set h�s foot upon �t.
In the meant�me, the ch�ld had looked after h�s co�n and had

caught s�ght of h�m.
He showed no aston�shment, but walked stra�ght up to the man.
The spot was absolutely sol�tary. As far as the eye could see there

was not a person on the pla�n or on the path. The only sound was
the t�ny, feeble cr�es of a flock of b�rds of passage, wh�ch was
travers�ng the heavens at an �mmense he�ght. The ch�ld was
stand�ng w�th h�s back to the sun, wh�ch cast threads of gold �n h�s
ha�r and empurpled w�th �ts blood-red gleam the savage face of Jean
Valjean.

“S�r,” sa�d the l�ttle Savoyard, w�th that ch�ld�sh conf�dence wh�ch �s
composed of �gnorance and �nnocence, “my money.”

“What �s your name?” sa�d Jean Valjean.
“L�ttle Gerva�s, s�r.”
“Go away,” sa�d Jean Valjean.
“S�r,” resumed the ch�ld, “g�ve me back my money.”



Jean Valjean dropped h�s head, and made no reply.
The ch�ld began aga�n, “My money, s�r.”
Jean Valjean’s eyes rema�ned f�xed on the earth.
“My p�ece of money!” cr�ed the ch�ld, “my wh�te p�ece! my s�lver!”
It seemed as though Jean Valjean d�d not hear h�m. The ch�ld

grasped h�m by the collar of h�s blouse and shook h�m. At the same
t�me he made an effort to d�splace the b�g �ron-shod shoe wh�ch
rested on h�s treasure.

“I want my p�ece of money! my p�ece of forty sous!”
The ch�ld wept. Jean Valjean ra�sed h�s head. He st�ll rema�ned

seated. H�s eyes were troubled. He gazed at the ch�ld, �n a sort of
amazement, then he stretched out h�s hand towards h�s cudgel and
cr�ed �n a terr�ble vo�ce, “Who’s there?”

“I, s�r,” repl�ed the ch�ld. “L�ttle Gerva�s! I! G�ve me back my forty
sous, �f you please! Take your foot away, s�r, �f you please!”

Then �rr�tated, though he was so small, and becom�ng almost
menac�ng:—

“Come now, w�ll you take your foot away? Take your foot away, or
we’ll see!”

“Ah! It’s st�ll you!” sa�d Jean Valjean, and r�s�ng abruptly to h�s feet,
h�s foot st�ll rest�ng on the s�lver p�ece, he added:—

“W�ll you take yourself off!”
The fr�ghtened ch�ld looked at h�m, then began to tremble from

head to foot, and after a few moments of stupor he set out, runn�ng
at the top of h�s speed, w�thout dar�ng to turn h�s neck or to utter a
cry.

Nevertheless, lack of breath forced h�m to halt after a certa�n
d�stance, and Jean Valjean heard h�m sobb�ng, �n the m�dst of h�s
own rever�e.

At the end of a few moments the ch�ld had d�sappeared.
The sun had set.
The shadows were descend�ng around Jean Valjean. He had

eaten noth�ng all day; �t �s probable that he was fever�sh.



He had rema�ned stand�ng and had not changed h�s att�tude after
the ch�ld’s fl�ght. The breath heaved h�s chest at long and �rregular
�ntervals. H�s gaze, f�xed ten or twelve paces �n front of h�m, seemed
to be scrut�n�z�ng w�th profound attent�on the shape of an anc�ent
fragment of blue earthenware wh�ch had fallen �n the grass. All at
once he sh�vered; he had just begun to feel the ch�ll of even�ng.

He settled h�s cap more f�rmly on h�s brow, sought mechan�cally to
cross and button h�s blouse, advanced a step and stopped to p�ck up
h�s cudgel.

At that moment he caught s�ght of the forty-sou p�ece, wh�ch h�s
foot had half ground �nto the earth, and wh�ch was sh�n�ng among
the pebbles. It was as though he had rece�ved a galvan�c shock.
“What �s th�s?” he muttered between h�s teeth. He reco�led three
paces, then halted, w�thout be�ng able to detach h�s gaze from the
spot wh�ch h�s foot had trodden but an �nstant before, as though the
th�ng wh�ch lay gl�tter�ng there �n the gloom had been an open eye
r�veted upon h�m.

At the exp�rat�on of a few moments he darted convuls�vely towards
the s�lver co�n, se�zed �t, and stra�ghtened h�mself up aga�n and
began to gaze afar off over the pla�n, at the same t�me cast�ng h�s
eyes towards all po�nts of the hor�zon, as he stood there erect and
sh�ver�ng, l�ke a terr�f�ed w�ld an�mal wh�ch �s seek�ng refuge.

He saw noth�ng. N�ght was fall�ng, the pla�n was cold and vague,
great banks of v�olet haze were r�s�ng �n the gleam of the tw�l�ght.

He sa�d, “Ah!” and set out rap�dly �n the d�rect�on �n wh�ch the ch�ld
had d�sappeared. After about th�rty paces he paused, looked about
h�m and saw noth�ng.

Then he shouted w�th all h�s m�ght:—
“L�ttle Gerva�s! L�ttle Gerva�s!”
He paused and wa�ted.
There was no reply.
The landscape was gloomy and deserted. He was encompassed

by space. There was noth�ng around h�m but an obscur�ty �n wh�ch
h�s gaze was lost, and a s�lence wh�ch engulfed h�s vo�ce.



An �cy north w�nd was blow�ng, and �mparted to th�ngs around h�m
a sort of lugubr�ous l�fe. The bushes shook the�r th�n l�ttle arms w�th
�ncred�ble fury. One would have sa�d that they were threaten�ng and
pursu�ng some one.

He set out on h�s march aga�n, then he began to run; and from
t�me to t�me he halted and shouted �nto that sol�tude, w�th a vo�ce
wh�ch was the most form�dable and the most d�sconsolate that �t was
poss�ble to hear, “L�ttle Gerva�s! L�ttle Gerva�s!”

Assuredly, �f the ch�ld had heard h�m, he would have been alarmed
and would have taken good care not to show h�mself. But the ch�ld
was no doubt already far away.

He encountered a pr�est on horseback. He stepped up to h�m and
sa�d:—

“Mons�eur le Curé, have you seen a ch�ld pass?”
“No,” sa�d the pr�est.
“One named L�ttle Gerva�s?”
“I have seen no one.”
He drew two f�ve-franc p�eces from h�s money-bag and handed

them to the pr�est.
“Mons�eur le Curé, th�s �s for your poor people. Mons�eur le Curé,

he was a l�ttle lad, about ten years old, w�th a marmot, I th�nk, and a
hurdy-gurdy. One of those Savoyards, you know?”

“I have not seen h�m.”
“L�ttle Gerva�s? There are no v�llages here? Can you tell me?”
“If he �s l�ke what you say, my fr�end, he �s a l�ttle stranger. Such

persons pass through these parts. We know noth�ng of them.”
Jean Valjean se�zed two more co�ns of f�ve francs each w�th

v�olence, and gave them to the pr�est.
“For your poor,” he sa�d.
Then he added, w�ldly:—
“Mons�eur l’Abbé, have me arrested. I am a th�ef.”
The pr�est put spurs to h�s horse and fled �n haste, much alarmed.



Jean Valjean set out on a run, �n the d�rect�on wh�ch he had f�rst
taken.

In th�s way he traversed a tolerably long d�stance, gaz�ng, call�ng,
shout�ng, but he met no one. Two or three t�mes he ran across the
pla�n towards someth�ng wh�ch conveyed to h�m the effect of a
human be�ng recl�n�ng or crouch�ng down; �t turned out to be noth�ng
but brushwood or rocks nearly on a level w�th the earth. At length, at
a spot where three paths �ntersected each other, he stopped. The
moon had r�sen. He sent h�s gaze �nto the d�stance and shouted for
the last t�me, “L�ttle Gerva�s! L�ttle Gerva�s! L�ttle Gerva�s!” H�s shout
d�ed away �n the m�st, w�thout even awaken�ng an echo. He
murmured yet once more, “L�ttle Gerva�s!” but �n a feeble and almost
�nart�culate vo�ce. It was h�s last effort; h�s legs gave way abruptly
under h�m, as though an �nv�s�ble power had suddenly overwhelmed
h�m w�th the we�ght of h�s ev�l consc�ence; he fell exhausted, on a
large stone, h�s f�sts clenched �n h�s ha�r and h�s face on h�s knees,
and he cr�ed, “I am a wretch!”

Then h�s heart burst, and he began to cry. It was the f�rst t�me that
he had wept �n n�neteen years.

When Jean Valjean left the B�shop’s house, he was, as we have
seen, qu�te thrown out of everyth�ng that had been h�s thought
h�therto. He could not y�eld to the ev�dence of what was go�ng on
w�th�n h�m. He hardened h�mself aga�nst the angel�c act�on and the
gentle words of the old man. “You have prom�sed me to become an
honest man. I buy your soul. I take �t away from the sp�r�t of
pervers�ty; I g�ve �t to the good God.”

Th�s recurred to h�s m�nd unceas�ngly. To th�s celest�al k�ndness he
opposed pr�de, wh�ch �s the fortress of ev�l w�th�n us. He was
�nd�st�nctly consc�ous that the pardon of th�s pr�est was the greatest
assault and the most form�dable attack wh�ch had moved h�m yet;
that h�s obduracy was f�nally settled �f he res�sted th�s clemency; that
�f he y�elded, he should be obl�ged to renounce that hatred w�th
wh�ch the act�ons of other men had f�lled h�s soul through so many
years, and wh�ch pleased h�m; that th�s t�me �t was necessary to
conquer or to be conquered; and that a struggle, a colossal and f�nal



struggle, had been begun between h�s v�c�ousness and the
goodness of that man.

In the presence of these l�ghts, he proceeded l�ke a man who �s
�ntox�cated. As he walked thus w�th haggard eyes, d�d he have a
d�st�nct percept�on of what m�ght result to h�m from h�s adventure at
D——? D�d he understand all those myster�ous murmurs wh�ch warn
or �mportune the sp�r�t at certa�n moments of l�fe? D�d a vo�ce
wh�sper �n h�s ear that he had just passed the solemn hour of h�s
dest�ny; that there no longer rema�ned a m�ddle course for h�m; that �f
he were not henceforth the best of men, he would be the worst; that
�t behooved h�m now, so to speak, to mount h�gher than the B�shop,
or fall lower than the conv�ct; that �f he w�shed to become good he
must become an angel; that �f he w�shed to rema�n ev�l, he must
become a monster?

Here, aga�n, some quest�ons must be put, wh�ch we have already
put to ourselves elsewhere: d�d he catch some shadow of all th�s �n
h�s thought, �n a confused way? M�sfortune certa�nly, as we have
sa�d, does form the educat�on of the �ntell�gence; nevertheless, �t �s
doubtful whether Jean Valjean was �n a cond�t�on to d�sentangle all
that we have here �nd�cated. If these �deas occurred to h�m, he but
caught gl�mpses of, rather than saw them, and they only succeeded
�n throw�ng h�m �nto an unutterable and almost pa�nful state of
emot�on. On emerg�ng from that black and deformed th�ng wh�ch �s
called the galleys, the B�shop had hurt h�s soul, as too v�v�d a l�ght
would have hurt h�s eyes on emerg�ng from the dark. The future l�fe,
the poss�ble l�fe wh�ch offered �tself to h�m henceforth, all pure and
rad�ant, f�lled h�m w�th tremors and anx�ety. He no longer knew where
he really was. L�ke an owl, who should suddenly see the sun r�se,
the conv�ct had been dazzled and bl�nded, as �t were, by v�rtue.

That wh�ch was certa�n, that wh�ch he d�d not doubt, was that he
was no longer the same man, that everyth�ng about h�m was
changed, that �t was no longer �n h�s power to make �t as though the
B�shop had not spoken to h�m and had not touched h�m.

In th�s state of m�nd he had encountered l�ttle Gerva�s, and had
robbed h�m of h�s forty sous. Why? He certa�nly could not have
expla�ned �t; was th�s the last effect and the supreme effort, as �t



were, of the ev�l thoughts wh�ch he had brought away from the
galleys,—a remnant of �mpulse, a result of what �s called �n stat�cs,
acqu�red force? It was that, and �t was also, perhaps, even less than
that. Let us say �t s�mply, �t was not he who stole; �t was not the man;
�t was the beast, who, by hab�t and �nst�nct, had s�mply placed h�s
foot upon that money, wh�le the �ntell�gence was struggl�ng am�d so
many novel and h�therto unheard-of thoughts besett�ng �t.

When �ntell�gence reawakened and beheld that act�on of the brute,
Jean Valjean reco�led w�th angu�sh and uttered a cry of terror.

Enlarge
Awakened 1b2-11-awakened

It was because,—strange phenomenon, and one wh�ch was
poss�ble only �n the s�tuat�on �n wh�ch he found h�mself,—�n steal�ng
the money from that ch�ld, he had done a th�ng of wh�ch he was no
longer capable.

However that may be, th�s last ev�l act�on had a dec�s�ve effect on
h�m; �t abruptly traversed that chaos wh�ch he bore �n h�s m�nd, and
d�spersed �t, placed on one s�de the th�ck obscur�ty, and on the other
the l�ght, and acted on h�s soul, �n the state �n wh�ch �t then was, as
certa�n chem�cal reagents act upon a troubled m�xture by
prec�p�tat�ng one element and clar�fy�ng the other.

F�rst of all, even before exam�n�ng h�mself and reflect�ng, all
bew�ldered, l�ke one who seeks to save h�mself, he tr�ed to f�nd the
ch�ld �n order to return h�s money to h�m; then, when he recogn�zed
the fact that th�s was �mposs�ble, he halted �n despa�r. At the moment
when he excla�med “I am a wretch!” he had just perce�ved what he
was, and he was already separated from h�mself to such a degree,
that he seemed to h�mself to be no longer anyth�ng more than a
phantom, and as �f he had, there before h�m, �n flesh and blood, the
h�deous galley-conv�ct, Jean Valjean, cudgel �n hand, h�s blouse on
h�s h�ps, h�s knapsack f�lled w�th stolen objects on h�s back, w�th h�s
resolute and gloomy v�sage, w�th h�s thoughts f�lled w�th abom�nable
projects.

Excess of unhapp�ness had, as we have remarked, made h�m �n
some sort a v�s�onary. Th�s, then, was �n the nature of a v�s�on. He
actually saw that Jean Valjean, that s�n�ster face, before h�m. He had



almost reached the po�nt of ask�ng h�mself who that man was, and
he was horr�f�ed by h�m.

H�s bra�n was go�ng through one of those v�olent and yet perfectly
calm moments �n wh�ch rever�e �s so profound that �t absorbs real�ty.
One no longer beholds the object wh�ch one has before one, and
one sees, as though apart from one’s self, the f�gures wh�ch one has
�n one’s own m�nd.

Thus he contemplated h�mself, so to speak, face to face, and at
the same t�me, athwart th�s halluc�nat�on, he perce�ved �n a
myster�ous depth a sort of l�ght wh�ch he at f�rst took for a torch. On
scrut�n�z�ng th�s l�ght wh�ch appeared to h�s consc�ence w�th more
attent�on, he recogn�zed the fact that �t possessed a human form and
that th�s torch was the B�shop.

H�s consc�ence we�ghed �n turn these two men thus placed before
�t,—the B�shop and Jean Valjean. Noth�ng less than the f�rst was
requ�red to soften the second. By one of those s�ngular effects,
wh�ch are pecul�ar to th�s sort of ecstas�es, �n proport�on as h�s
rever�e cont�nued, as the B�shop grew great and resplendent �n h�s
eyes, so d�d Jean Valjean grow less and van�sh. After a certa�n t�me
he was no longer anyth�ng more than a shade. All at once he
d�sappeared. The B�shop alone rema�ned; he f�lled the whole soul of
th�s wretched man w�th a magn�f�cent rad�ance.

Jean Valjean wept for a long t�me. He wept burn�ng tears, he
sobbed w�th more weakness than a woman, w�th more fr�ght than a
ch�ld.

As he wept, dayl�ght penetrated more and more clearly �nto h�s
soul; an extraord�nary l�ght; a l�ght at once rav�sh�ng and terr�ble. H�s
past l�fe, h�s f�rst fault, h�s long exp�at�on, h�s external brut�shness, h�s
�nternal hardness, h�s d�sm�ssal to l�berty, rejo�c�ng �n man�fold plans
of vengeance, what had happened to h�m at the B�shop’s, the last
th�ng that he had done, that theft of forty sous from a ch�ld, a cr�me
all the more cowardly, and all the more monstrous s�nce �t had come
after the B�shop’s pardon,—all th�s recurred to h�s m�nd and
appeared clearly to h�m, but w�th a clearness wh�ch he had never
h�therto w�tnessed. He exam�ned h�s l�fe, and �t seemed horr�ble to
h�m; h�s soul, and �t seemed fr�ghtful to h�m. In the meant�me a gentle



l�ght rested over th�s l�fe and th�s soul. It seemed to h�m that he
beheld Satan by the l�ght of Parad�se.

How many hours d�d he weep thus? What d�d he do after he had
wept? Wh�ther d�d he go! No one ever knew. The only th�ng wh�ch
seems to be authent�cated �s that that same n�ght the carr�er who
served Grenoble at that epoch, and who arr�ved at D—— about
three o’clock �n the morn�ng, saw, as he traversed the street �n wh�ch
the B�shop’s res�dence was s�tuated, a man �n the att�tude of prayer,
kneel�ng on the pavement �n the shadow, �n front of the door of
Monse�gneur Welcome.



BOOK THIRD—IN THE YEAR 1817



CHAPTER I—THE YEAR 1817
1817 �s the year wh�ch Lou�s XVIII., w�th a certa�n royal assurance

wh�ch was not want�ng �n pr�de, ent�tled the twenty-second of h�s
re�gn. It �s the year �n wh�ch M. Brugu�ère de Sorsum was celebrated.
All the ha�rdressers’ shops, hop�ng for powder and the return of the
royal b�rd, were besmeared w�th azure and decked w�th fleurs-de-lys.
It was the cand�d t�me at wh�ch Count Lynch sat every Sunday as
church-warden �n the church-warden’s pew of Sa�nt-Germa�n-des-
Prés, �n h�s costume of a peer of France, w�th h�s red r�bbon and h�s
long nose and the majesty of prof�le pecul�ar to a man who has
performed a br�ll�ant act�on. The br�ll�ant act�on performed by M.
Lynch was th�s: be�ng mayor of Bordeaux, on the 12th of March,
1814, he had surrendered the c�ty a l�ttle too promptly to M. the Duke
d’Angoulême. Hence h�s peerage. In 1817 fash�on swallowed up l�ttle
boys of from four to s�x years of age �n vast caps of morocco leather
w�th ear-tabs resembl�ng Esqu�maux m�tres. The French army was
dressed �n wh�te, after the mode of the Austr�an; the reg�ments were
called leg�ons; �nstead of numbers they bore the names of
departments; Napoleon was at St. Helena; and s�nce England
refused h�m green cloth, he was hav�ng h�s old coats turned. In 1817
Pell�gr�n� sang; Mademo�selle B�gott�n� danced; Pot�er re�gned; Odry
d�d not yet ex�st. Madame Saqu� had succeeded to For�oso. There
were st�ll Pruss�ans �n France. M. Delalot was a personage.
Leg�t�macy had just asserted �tself by cutt�ng off the hand, then the
head, of Ple�gn�er, of Carbonneau, and of Tolleron. The Pr�nce de
Talleyrand, grand chamberla�n, and the Abbé Lou�s, appo�nted
m�n�ster of f�nance, laughed as they looked at each other, w�th the
laugh of the two augurs; both of them had celebrated, on the 14th of
July, 1790, the mass of federat�on �n the Champ de Mars; Talleyrand
had sa�d �t as b�shop, Lou�s had served �t �n the capac�ty of deacon.
In 1817, �n the s�de-alleys of th�s same Champ de Mars, two great
cyl�nders of wood m�ght have been seen ly�ng �n the ra�n, rott�ng



am�d the grass, pa�nted blue, w�th traces of eagles and bees, from
wh�ch the g�ld�ng was fall�ng. These were the columns wh�ch two
years before had upheld the Emperor’s platform �n the Champ de
Ma�. They were blackened here and there w�th the scorches of the
b�vouac of Austr�ans encamped near Gros-Ca�llou. Two or three of
these columns had d�sappeared �n these b�vouac f�res, and had
warmed the large hands of the Imper�al troops. The F�eld of May had
th�s remarkable po�nt: that �t had been held �n the month of June and
�n the F�eld of March (Mars). In th�s year, 1817, two th�ngs were
popular: the Volta�re-Touquet and the snuff-box à la Charter. The
most recent Par�s�an sensat�on was the cr�me of Dautun, who had
thrown h�s brother’s head �nto the founta�n of the Flower-Market.

They had begun to feel anx�ous at the Naval Department, on
account of the lack of news from that fatal fr�gate, The Medusa,
wh�ch was dest�ned to cover Chaumare�x w�th �nfamy and Gér�cault
w�th glory. Colonel Selves was go�ng to Egypt to become Sol�man-
Pasha. The palace of Thermes, �n the Rue de La Harpe, served as a
shop for a cooper. On the platform of the octagonal tower of the
Hotel de Cluny, the l�ttle shed of boards, wh�ch had served as an
observatory to Mess�er, the naval astronomer under Lou�s XVI., was
st�ll to be seen. The Duchesse de Duras read to three or four fr�ends
her unpubl�shed Our�ka, �n her boudo�r furn�shed by X. �n sky-blue
sat�n. The N’s were scratched off the Louvre. The br�dge of Austerl�tz
had abd�cated, and was ent�tled the br�dge of the K�ng’s Garden [du
Jard�n du Ro�], a double en�gma, wh�ch d�sgu�sed the br�dge of
Austerl�tz and the Jard�n des Plantes at one stroke. Lou�s XVIII.,
much preoccup�ed wh�le annotat�ng Horace w�th the corner of h�s
f�nger-na�l, heroes who have become emperors, and makers of
wooden shoes who have become dauph�ns, had two anx�et�es,—
Napoleon and Mathur�n Bruneau. The French Academy had g�ven
for �ts pr�ze subject, The Happ�ness procured through Study. M.
Bellart was off�c�ally eloquent. In h�s shadow could be seen
germ�nat�ng that future advocate-general of Broë, ded�cated to the
sarcasms of Paul-Lou�s Cour�er. There was a false Chateaubr�and,
named Marchangy, �n the �nter�m, unt�l there should be a false
Marchangy, named d’Arl�ncourt. Cla�re d’Albe and Malek-Adel were
masterp�eces; Madame Cott�n was procla�med the ch�ef wr�ter of the



epoch. The Inst�tute had the academ�c�an, Napoleon Bonaparte,
str�cken from �ts l�st of members. A royal ord�nance erected
Angoulême �nto a naval school; for the Duc d’Angoulême, be�ng lord
h�gh adm�ral, �t was ev�dent that the c�ty of Angoulême had all the
qual�t�es of a seaport; otherw�se the monarch�cal pr�nc�ple would
have rece�ved a wound. In the Counc�l of M�n�sters the quest�on was
ag�tated whether v�gnettes represent�ng slack-rope performances,
wh�ch adorned Francon�’s advert�s�ng posters, and wh�ch attracted
throngs of street urch�ns, should be tolerated. M. Paër, the author of
Agnese, a good sort of fellow, w�th a square face and a wart on h�s
cheek, d�rected the l�ttle pr�vate concerts of the Marqu�se de
Sasenaye �n the Rue V�lle l‘Évêque. All the young g�rls were s�ng�ng
the Herm�t of Sa�nt-Avelle, w�th words by Edmond Géraud. The
Yellow Dwarf was transferred �nto M�rror. The Café Lembl�n stood up
for the Emperor, aga�nst the Café Valo�s, wh�ch upheld the
Bourbons. The Duc de Berr�, already surveyed from the shadow by
Louvel, had just been marr�ed to a pr�ncess of S�c�ly. Madame de
Staël had d�ed a year prev�ously. The body-guard h�ssed
Mademo�selle Mars. The grand newspapers were all very small.
The�r form was restr�cted, but the�r l�berty was great. The
Const�tut�onnel was const�tut�onal. La M�nerve called Chateaubr�and
Chateaubr�ant. That t made the good m�ddle-class people laugh
heart�ly at the expense of the great wr�ter. In journals wh�ch sold
themselves, prost�tuted journal�sts, �nsulted the ex�les of 1815. Dav�d
had no longer any talent, Arnault had no longer any w�t, Carnot was
no longer honest, Soult had won no battles; �t �s true that Napoleon
had no longer any gen�us. No one �s �gnorant of the fact that letters
sent to an ex�le by post very rarely reached h�m, as the pol�ce made
�t the�r rel�g�ous duty to �ntercept them. Th�s �s no new fact; Descartes
compla�ned of �t �n h�s ex�le. Now Dav�d, hav�ng, �n a Belg�an
publ�cat�on, shown some d�spleasure at not rece�v�ng letters wh�ch
had been wr�tten to h�m, �t struck the royal�st journals as amus�ng;
and they der�ded the prescr�bed man well on th�s occas�on. What
separated two men more than an abyss was to say, the reg�c�des, or
to say the voters; to say the enem�es, or to say the all�es; to say
Napoleon, or to say Buonaparte. All sens�ble people were agreed
that the era of revolut�on had been closed forever by K�ng Lou�s



XVIII., surnamed “The Immortal Author of the Charter.” On the
platform of the Pont-Neuf, the word Red�v�vus was carved on the
pedestal that awa�ted the statue of Henry IV. M. P�et, �n the Rue
Thérèse, No. 4, was mak�ng the rough draft of h�s pr�vy assembly to
consol�date the monarchy. The leaders of the R�ght sa�d at grave
conjunctures, “We must wr�te to Bacot.” MM. Canuel, O’Mahoney,
and De Chappedela�ne were prepar�ng the sketch, to some extent
w�th Mons�eur’s approval, of what was to become later on “The
Consp�racy of the Bord de l‘Eau”—of the waters�de. L‘Ép�ngle No�re
was already plott�ng �n h�s own quarter. Delaverder�e was conferr�ng
w�th Trogoff. M. Decazes, who was l�beral to a degree, re�gned.
Chateaubr�and stood every morn�ng at h�s w�ndow at No. 27 Rue
Sa�nt-Dom�n�que, clad �n footed trousers, and sl�ppers, w�th a madras
kerch�ef knotted over h�s gray ha�r, w�th h�s eyes f�xed on a m�rror, a
complete set of dent�st’s �nstruments spread out before h�m, clean�ng
h�s teeth, wh�ch were charm�ng, wh�le he d�ctated The Monarchy
accord�ng to the Charter to M. P�lorge, h�s secretary. Cr�t�c�sm,
assum�ng an author�tat�ve tone, preferred Lafon to Talma. M. de
Féletez s�gned h�mself A.; M. Hoffmann s�gned h�mself Z. Charles
Nod�er wrote Thérèse Aubert. D�vorce was abol�shed. Lyceums
called themselves colleges. The colleg�ans, decorated on the collar
w�th a golden fleur-de-lys, fought each other apropos of the K�ng of
Rome. The counter-pol�ce of the château had denounced to her
Royal H�ghness Madame, the portra�t, everywhere exh�b�ted, of M.
the Duc d’Orléans, who made a better appearance �n h�s un�form of
a colonel-general of hussars than M. the Duc de Berr�, �n h�s un�form
of colonel-general of dragoons—a ser�ous �nconven�ence. The c�ty of
Par�s was hav�ng the dome of the Inval�des reg�lded at �ts own
expense. Ser�ous men asked themselves what M. de Tr�nquelague
would do on such or such an occas�on; M. Clausel de Montals
d�ffered on d�vers po�nts from M. Clausel de Coussergues; M. de
Salaberry was not sat�sf�ed. The comed�an P�card, who belonged to
the Academy, wh�ch the comed�an Mol�ère had not been able to do,
had The Two Ph�l�berts played at the Odéon, upon whose ped�ment
the removal of the letters st�ll allowed THEATRE OF THE EMPRESS
to be pla�nly read. People took part for or aga�nst Cugnet de
Montarlot. Fabv�er was fact�ous; Bavoux was revolut�onary. The



L�beral, Pél�c�er, publ�shed an ed�t�on of Volta�re, w�th the follow�ng
t�tle: Works of Volta�re, of the French Academy. “That w�ll attract
purchasers,” sa�d the �ngen�ous ed�tor. The general op�n�on was that
M. Charles Loyson would be the gen�us of the century; envy was
beg�nn�ng to gnaw at h�m—a s�gn of glory; and th�s verse was
composed on h�m:—
“Even when Loyson steals, one feels that he has paws.”

As Card�nal Fesch refused to res�gn, M. de P�ns, Archb�shop of
Amas�e, adm�n�stered the d�ocese of Lyons. The quarrel over the
valley of Dappes was begun between Sw�tzerland and France by a
memo�r from Capta�n, afterwards General Dufour. Sa�nt-S�mon,
�gnored, was erect�ng h�s subl�me dream. There was a celebrated
Four�er at the Academy of Sc�ence, whom poster�ty has forgotten;
and �n some garret an obscure Four�er, whom the future w�ll recall.
Lord Byron was beg�nn�ng to make h�s mark; a note to a poem by
M�llevoye �ntroduced h�m to France �n these terms: a certa�n Lord
Baron. Dav�d d’Angers was try�ng to work �n marble. The Abbé
Caron was speak�ng, �n terms of pra�se, to a pr�vate gather�ng of
sem�nar�sts �n the bl�nd alley of Feu�llant�nes, of an unknown pr�est,
named Fél�c�té-Robert, who, at a latter date, became Lamenna�s. A
th�ng wh�ch smoked and clattered on the Se�ne w�th the no�se of a
sw�mm�ng dog went and came beneath the w�ndows of the Tu�ler�es,
from the Pont Royal to the Pont Lou�s XV.; �t was a p�ece of
mechan�sm wh�ch was not good for much; a sort of playth�ng, the
�dle dream of a dream-r�dden �nventor; an utop�a—a steamboat. The
Par�s�ans stared �nd�fferently at th�s useless th�ng. M. de Vaublanc,
the reformer of the Inst�tute by a coup d‘état, the d�st�ngu�shed author
of numerous academ�c�ans, ord�nances, and batches of members,
after hav�ng created them, could not succeed �n becom�ng one
h�mself. The Faubourg Sa�nt-Germa�n and the pav�l�on de Marsan
w�shed to have M. Delaveau for prefect of pol�ce, on account of h�s
p�ety. Dupuytren and Récam�er entered �nto a quarrel �n the
amph�theatre of the School of Med�c�ne, and threatened each other
w�th the�r f�sts on the subject of the d�v�n�ty of Jesus Chr�st. Cuv�er,
w�th one eye on Genes�s and the other on nature, tr�ed to please
b�goted react�on by reconc�l�ng foss�ls w�th texts and by mak�ng
mastodons flatter Moses.



M. Franço�s de Neufchâteau, the pra�seworthy cult�vator of the
memory of Parment�er, made a thousand efforts to have pomme de
terre [potato] pronounced parment�ère, and succeeded there�n not at
all. The Abbé Grégo�re, ex-b�shop, ex-convent�onary, ex-senator, had
passed, �n the royal�st polem�cs, to the state of “Infamous Grégo�re.”
The locut�on of wh�ch we have made use—passed to the state of—
has been condemned as a neolog�sm by M. Royer Collard. Under
the th�rd arch of the Pont de Jéna, the new stone w�th wh�ch, the two
years prev�ously, the m�n�ng aperture made by Blücher to blow up
the br�dge had been stopped up, was st�ll recogn�zable on account of
�ts wh�teness. Just�ce summoned to �ts bar a man who, on see�ng the
Comte d’Arto�s enter Notre Dame, had sa�d aloud: “Sapr�st�! I regret
the t�me when I saw Bonaparte and Talma enter the Bel Sauvage,
arm �n arm.” A sed�t�ous utterance. S�x months �n pr�son. Tra�tors
showed themselves unbuttoned; men who had gone over to the
enemy on the eve of battle made no secret of the�r recompense, and
strutted �mmodestly �n the l�ght of day, �n the cyn�c�sm of r�ches and
d�gn�t�es; deserters from L�gny and Quatre-Bras, �n the brazenness
of the�r well-pa�d turp�tude, exh�b�ted the�r devot�on to the monarchy
�n the most barefaced manner.

Th�s �s what floats up confusedly, pell-mell, for the year 1817, and
�s now forgotten. H�story neglects nearly all these part�culars, and
cannot do otherw�se; the �nf�n�ty would overwhelm �t. Nevertheless,
these deta�ls, wh�ch are wrongly called tr�v�al,—there are no tr�v�al
facts �n human�ty, nor l�ttle leaves �n vegetat�on,—are useful. It �s of
the phys�ognomy of the years that the phys�ognomy of the centur�es
�s composed. In th�s year of 1817 four young Par�s�ans arranged “a
f�ne farce.”



CHAPTER II—A DOUBLE QUARTETTE
These Par�s�ans came, one from Toulouse, another from L�moges,

the th�rd from Cahors, and the fourth from Montauban; but they were
students; and when one says student, one says Par�s�an: to study �n
Par�s �s to be born �n Par�s.

These young men were �ns�gn�f�cant; every one has seen such
faces; four spec�mens of human�ty taken at random; ne�ther good nor
bad, ne�ther w�se nor �gnorant, ne�ther gen�uses nor fools;
handsome, w�th that charm�ng Apr�l wh�ch �s called twenty years.
They were four Oscars; for, at that epoch, Arthurs d�d not yet ex�st.
Burn for h�m the perfumes of Araby! excla�med romance. Oscar
advances. Oscar, I shall behold h�m! People had just emerged from
Oss�an; elegance was Scand�nav�an and Caledon�an; the pure
Engl�sh style was only to preva�l later, and the f�rst of the Arthurs,
Well�ngton, had but just won the battle of Waterloo.

These Oscars bore the names, one of Fél�x Tholomyès, of
Toulouse; the second, L�stol�er, of Cahors; the next, Fameu�l, of
L�moges; the last, Blachevelle, of Montauban. Naturally, each of
them had h�s m�stress. Blachevelle loved Favour�te, so named
because she had been �n England; L�stol�er adored Dahl�a, who had
taken for her n�ckname the name of a flower; Fameu�l �dol�zed
Zéph�ne, an abr�dgment of Joséph�ne; Tholomyès had Fant�ne,
called the Blonde, because of her beaut�ful, sunny ha�r.

Favour�te, Dahl�a, Zéph�ne, and Fant�ne were four rav�sh�ng young
women, perfumed and rad�ant, st�ll a l�ttle l�ke work�ng-women, and
not yet ent�rely d�vorced from the�r needles; somewhat d�sturbed by
�ntr�gues, but st�ll reta�n�ng on the�r faces someth�ng of the seren�ty of
to�l, and �n the�r souls that flower of honesty wh�ch surv�ves the f�rst
fall �n woman. One of the four was called the young, because she
was the youngest of them, and one was called the old; the old one
was twenty-three. Not to conceal anyth�ng, the three f�rst were more



exper�enced, more heedless, and more emanc�pated �nto the tumult
of l�fe than Fant�ne the Blonde, who was st�ll �n her f�rst �llus�ons.

Dahl�a, Zéph�ne, and espec�ally Favour�te, could not have sa�d as
much. There had already been more than one ep�sode �n the�r
romance, though hardly begun; and the lover who had borne the
name of Adolph �n the f�rst chapter had turned out to be Alphonse �n
the second, and Gustave �n the th�rd. Poverty and coquetry are two
fatal counsellors; one scolds and the other flatters, and the beaut�ful
daughters of the people have both of them wh�sper�ng �n the�r ear,
each on �ts own s�de. These badly guarded souls l�sten. Hence the
falls wh�ch they accompl�sh, and the stones wh�ch are thrown at
them. They are overwhelmed w�th splendor of all that �s �mmaculate
and �naccess�ble. Alas! what �f the Jungfrau were hungry?

Favour�te hav�ng been �n England, was adm�red by Dahl�a and
Zéph�ne. She had had an establ�shment of her own very early �n l�fe.
Her father was an old unmarr�ed professor of mathemat�cs, a brutal
man and a braggart, who went out to g�ve lessons �n sp�te of h�s age.
Th�s professor, when he was a young man, had one day seen a
chamberma�d’s gown catch on a fender; he had fallen �n love �n
consequence of th�s acc�dent. The result had been Favour�te. She
met her father from t�me to t�me, and he bowed to her. One morn�ng
an old woman w�th the a�r of a devotee, had entered her apartments,
and had sa�d to her, “You do not know me, Mamemo�selle?” “No.” “I
am your mother.” Then the old woman opened the s�deboard, and
ate and drank, had a mattress wh�ch she owned brought �n, and
�nstalled herself. Th�s cross and p�ous old mother never spoke to
Favour�te, rema�ned hours w�thout utter�ng a word, breakfasted,
d�ned, and supped for four, and went down to the porter’s quarters
for company, where she spoke �ll of her daughter.

It was hav�ng rosy na�ls that were too pretty wh�ch had drawn
Dahl�a to L�stol�er, to others perhaps, to �dleness. How could she
make such na�ls work? She who w�shes to rema�n v�rtuous must not
have p�ty on her hands. As for Zéph�ne, she had conquered Fameu�l
by her rogu�sh and caress�ng l�ttle way of say�ng “Yes, s�r.”

The young men were comrades; the young g�rls were fr�ends.
Such loves are always accompan�ed by such fr�endsh�ps.



Goodness and ph�losophy are two d�st�nct th�ngs; the proof of th�s
�s that, after mak�ng all due allowances for these l�ttle �rregular
households, Favour�te, Zéph�ne, and Dahl�a were ph�losoph�cal
young women, wh�le Fant�ne was a good g�rl.

Good! some one w�ll excla�m; and Tholomyès? Solomon would
reply that love forms a part of w�sdom. We w�ll conf�ne ourselves to
say�ng that the love of Fant�ne was a f�rst love, a sole love, a fa�thful
love.

She alone, of all the four, was not called “thou” by a s�ngle one of
them.

Fant�ne was one of those be�ngs who blossom, so to speak, from
the dregs of the people. Though she had emerged from the most
unfathomable depths of soc�al shadow, she bore on her brow the
s�gn of the anonymous and the unknown. She was born at M. sur M.
Of what parents? Who can say? She had never known father or
mother. She was called Fant�ne. Why Fant�ne? She had never borne
any other name. At the epoch of her b�rth the D�rectory st�ll ex�sted.
She had no fam�ly name; she had no fam�ly; no bapt�smal name; the
Church no longer ex�sted. She bore the name wh�ch pleased the f�rst
random passer-by, who had encountered her, when a very small
ch�ld, runn�ng bare-legged �n the street. She rece�ved the name as
she rece�ved the water from the clouds upon her brow when �t
ra�ned. She was called l�ttle Fant�ne. No one knew more than that.
Th�s human creature had entered l�fe �n just th�s way. At the age of
ten, Fant�ne qu�tted the town and went to serv�ce w�th some farmers
�n the ne�ghborhood. At f�fteen she came to Par�s “to seek her
fortune.” Fant�ne was beaut�ful, and rema�ned pure as long as she
could. She was a lovely blonde, w�th f�ne teeth. She had gold and
pearls for her dowry; but her gold was on her head, and her pearls
were �n her mouth.

She worked for her l�v�ng; then, st�ll for the sake of her l�v�ng,—for
the heart, also, has �ts hunger,—she loved.

She loved Tholomyès.
An amour for h�m; pass�on for her. The streets of the Lat�n quarter,

f�lled w�th throngs of students and gr�settes, saw the beg�nn�ng of
the�r dream. Fant�ne had long evaded Tholomyès �n the mazes of the



h�ll of the Pantheon, where so many adventurers tw�ne and untw�ne,
but �n such a way as constantly to encounter h�m aga�n. There �s a
way of avo�d�ng wh�ch resembles seek�ng. In short, the eclogue took
place.

Blachevelle, L�stol�er, and Fameu�l formed a sort of group of wh�ch
Tholomyès was the head. It was he who possessed the w�t.

Tholomyès was the ant�que old student; he was r�ch; he had an
�ncome of four thousand francs; four thousand francs! a splend�d
scandal on Mount Sa�nte-Genev�ève. Tholomyès was a fast man of
th�rty, and badly preserved. He was wr�nkled and toothless, and he
had the beg�nn�ng of a bald spot, of wh�ch he h�mself sa�d w�th
sadness, the skull at th�rty, the knee at forty. H�s d�gest�on was
med�ocre, and he had been attacked by a water�ng �n one eye. But �n
proport�on as h�s youth d�sappeared, gayety was k�ndled; he
replaced h�s teeth w�th buffooner�es, h�s ha�r w�th m�rth, h�s health
w�th �rony, h�s weep�ng eye laughed �ncessantly. He was d�lap�dated
but st�ll �n flower. H�s youth, wh�ch was pack�ng up for departure long
before �ts t�me, beat a retreat �n good order, burst�ng w�th laughter,
and no one saw anyth�ng but f�re. He had had a p�ece rejected at the
Vaudev�lle. He made a few verses now and then. In add�t�on to th�s
he doubted everyth�ng to the last degree, wh�ch �s a vast force �n the
eyes of the weak. Be�ng thus �ron�cal and bald, he was the leader.
Iron �s an Engl�sh word. Is �t poss�ble that �rony �s der�ved from �t?

One day Tholomyès took the three others as�de, w�th the gesture
of an oracle, and sa�d to them:—

“Fant�ne, Dahl�a, Zéph�ne, and Favour�te have been teas�ng us for
nearly a year to g�ve them a surpr�se. We have prom�sed them
solemnly that we would. They are forever talk�ng about �t to us, to me
�n part�cular, just as the old women �n Naples cry to Sa�nt Januar�us,
‘Facc�a g�alluta, fa o m�racolo, Yellow face, perform thy m�racle,’ so
our beaut�es say to me �ncessantly, ‘Tholomyès, when w�ll you br�ng
forth your surpr�se?’ At the same t�me our parents keep wr�t�ng to us.
Pressure on both s�des. The moment has arr�ved, �t seems to me; let
us d�scuss the quest�on.”

Thereupon, Tholomyès lowered h�s vo�ce and art�culated
someth�ng so m�rthful, that a vast and enthus�ast�c gr�n broke out



upon the four mouths s�multaneously, and Blachevelle excla�med,
“That �s an �dea.”

A smoky tap-room presented �tself; they entered, and the
rema�nder of the�r conf�dent�al colloquy was lost �n shadow.

The result of these shades was a dazzl�ng pleasure party wh�ch
took place on the follow�ng Sunday, the four young men �nv�t�ng the
four young g�rls.



CHAPTER III—FOUR AND FOUR
It �s hard nowadays to p�cture to one’s self what a pleasure-tr�p of

students and gr�settes to the country was l�ke, forty-f�ve years ago.
The suburbs of Par�s are no longer the same; the phys�ognomy of
what may be called c�rcumpar�s�an l�fe has changed completely �n
the last half-century; where there was the cuckoo, there �s the
ra�lway car; where there was a tender-boat, there �s now the
steamboat; people speak of Fécamp nowadays as they spoke of
Sa�nt-Cloud �n those days. The Par�s of 1862 �s a c�ty wh�ch has
France for �ts outsk�rts.

The four couples consc�ent�ously went through w�th all the country
foll�es poss�ble at that t�me. The vacat�on was beg�nn�ng, and �t was
a warm, br�ght, summer day. On the preced�ng day, Favour�te, the
only one who knew how to wr�te, had wr�tten the follow�ng to
Tholomyès �n the name of the four: “It �s a good hour to emerge from
happ�ness.” That �s why they rose at f�ve o’clock �n the morn�ng.
Then they went to Sa�nt-Cloud by the coach, looked at the dry
cascade and excla�med, “Th�s must be very beaut�ful when there �s
water!” They breakfasted at the Tête-No�r, where Casta�ng had not
yet been; they treated themselves to a game of r�ng-throw�ng under
the qu�ncunx of trees of the grand founta�n; they ascended D�ogenes’
lantern, they gambled for macaroons at the roulette establ�shment of
the Pont de Sèvres, p�cked bouquets at Pateaux, bought reed-p�pes
at Neu�lly, ate apple tarts everywhere, and were perfectly happy.

The young g�rls rustled and chatted l�ke warblers escaped from
the�r cage. It was a perfect del�r�um. From t�me to t�me they
bestowed l�ttle taps on the young men. Matut�nal �ntox�cat�on of l�fe!
adorable years! the w�ngs of the dragonfly qu�ver. Oh, whoever you
may be, do you not remember? Have you rambled through the
brushwood, hold�ng as�de the branches, on account of the charm�ng
head wh�ch �s com�ng on beh�nd you? Have you sl�d, laugh�ng, down



a slope all wet w�th ra�n, w�th a beloved woman hold�ng your hand,
and cry�ng, “Ah, my new boots! what a state they are �n!”

Let us say at once that that merry obstacle, a shower, was lack�ng
�n the case of th�s good-humored party, although Favour�te had sa�d
as they set out, w�th a mag�ster�al and maternal tone, “The slugs are
crawl�ng �n the paths,—a s�gn of ra�n, ch�ldren.”

All four were madly pretty. A good old class�c poet, then famous, a
good fellow who had an Éléonore, M. le Cheval�er de Labou�sse, as
he strolled that day beneath the chestnut-trees of Sa�nt-Cloud, saw
them pass about ten o’clock �n the morn�ng, and excla�med, “There �s
one too many of them,” as he thought of the Graces. Favour�te,
Blachevelle’s fr�end, the one aged three and twenty, the old one, ran
on �n front under the great green boughs, jumped the d�tches,
stalked d�stractedly over bushes, and pres�ded over th�s merry-
mak�ng w�th the sp�r�t of a young female faun. Zéph�ne and Dahl�a,
whom chance had made beaut�ful �n such a way that they set each
off when they were together, and completed each other, never left
each other, more from an �nst�nct of coquetry than from fr�endsh�p,
and cl�ng�ng to each other, they assumed Engl�sh poses; the f�rst
keepsakes had just made the�r appearance, melancholy was
dawn�ng for women, as later on, Byron�sm dawned for men; and the
ha�r of the tender sex began to droop dolefully. Zéph�ne and Dahl�a
had the�r ha�r dressed �n rolls. L�stol�er and Fameu�l, who were
engaged �n d�scuss�ng the�r professors, expla�ned to Fant�ne the
d�fference that ex�sted between M. Delv�ncourt and M. Blondeau.

Blachevelle seemed to have been created expressly to carry
Favour�te’s s�ngle-bordered, �m�tat�on Ind�a shawl of Ternaux’s
manufacture, on h�s arm on Sundays.

Tholomyès followed, dom�nat�ng the group. He was very gay, but
one felt the force of government �n h�m; there was d�ctat�on �n h�s
jov�al�ty; h�s pr�nc�pal ornament was a pa�r of trousers of elephant-leg
pattern of nankeen, w�th straps of bra�ded copper w�re; he carr�ed a
stout rattan worth two hundred francs �n h�s hand, and, as he treated
h�mself to everyth�ng, a strange th�ng called a c�gar �n h�s mouth.
Noth�ng was sacred to h�m; he smoked.



“That Tholomyès �s astound�ng!” sa�d the others, w�th venerat�on.
“What trousers! What energy!”

As for Fant�ne, she was a joy to behold. Her splend�d teeth had
ev�dently rece�ved an off�ce from God,—laughter. She preferred to
carry her l�ttle hat of sewed straw, w�th �ts long wh�te str�ngs, �n her
hand rather than on her head. Her th�ck blond ha�r, wh�ch was
�ncl�ned to wave, and wh�ch eas�ly unco�led, and wh�ch �t was
necessary to fasten up �ncessantly, seemed made for the fl�ght of
Galatea under the w�llows. Her rosy l�ps babbled enchant�ngly. The
corners of her mouth voluptuously turned up, as �n the ant�que
masks of Er�gone, had an a�r of encourag�ng the audac�ous; but her
long, shadowy lashes drooped d�screetly over the joll�ty of the lower
part of the face as though to call a halt. There was someth�ng
�ndescr�bably harmon�ous and str�k�ng about her ent�re dress. She
wore a gown of mauve barège, l�ttle redd�sh brown busk�ns, whose
r�bbons traced an X on her f�ne, wh�te, open-worked stock�ngs, and
that sort of musl�n spencer, a Marse�lles �nvent�on, whose name,
canezou, a corrupt�on of the words qu�nze août, pronounced after
the fash�on of the Caneb�ère, s�gn�f�es f�ne weather, heat, and
m�dday. The three others, less t�m�d, as we have already sa�d, wore
low-necked dresses w�thout d�sgu�se, wh�ch �n summer, beneath
flower-adorned hats, are very graceful and ent�c�ng; but by the s�de
of these audac�ous outf�ts, blond Fant�ne’s canezou, w�th �ts
transparenc�es, �ts �nd�scret�on, and �ts ret�cence, conceal�ng and
d�splay�ng at one and the same t�me, seemed an allur�ng godsend of
decency, and the famous Court of Love, pres�ded over by the
V�comtesse de Cette, w�th the sea-green eyes, would, perhaps, have
awarded the pr�ze for coquetry to th�s canezou, �n the contest for the
pr�ze of modesty. The most �ngen�ous �s, at t�mes, the w�sest. Th�s
does happen.

Br�ll�ant of face, del�cate of prof�le, w�th eyes of a deep blue, heavy
l�ds, feet arched and small, wr�sts and ankles adm�rably formed, a
wh�te sk�n wh�ch, here and there allowed the azure branch�ng of the
ve�ns to be seen, joy, a cheek that was young and fresh, the robust
throat of the Juno of Æg�na, a strong and supple nape of the neck,
shoulders modelled as though by Coustou, w�th a voluptuous d�mple
�n the m�ddle, v�s�ble through the musl�n; a gayety cooled by



dream�ness; sculptural and exqu�s�te—such was Fant�ne; and
beneath these fem�n�ne adornments and these r�bbons one could
d�v�ne a statue, and �n that statue a soul.

Fant�ne was beaut�ful, w�thout be�ng too consc�ous of �t. Those
rare dreamers, myster�ous pr�ests of the beaut�ful who s�lently
confront everyth�ng w�th perfect�on, would have caught a gl�mpse �n
th�s l�ttle work�ng-woman, through the transparency of her Par�s�an
grace, of the anc�ent sacred euphony. Th�s daughter of the shadows
was thoroughbred. She was beaut�ful �n the two ways—style and
rhythm. Style �s the form of the �deal; rhythm �s �ts movement.

We have sa�d that Fant�ne was joy; she was also modesty.
To an observer who stud�ed her attent�vely, that wh�ch breathed

from her athwart all the �ntox�cat�on of her age, the season, and her
love affa�r, was an �nv�nc�ble express�on of reserve and modesty. She
rema�ned a l�ttle aston�shed. Th�s chaste aston�shment �s the shade
of d�fference wh�ch separates Psyche from Venus. Fant�ne had the
long, wh�te, f�ne f�ngers of the vestal v�rg�n who st�rs the ashes of the
sacred f�re w�th a golden p�n. Although she would have refused
noth�ng to Tholomyès, as we shall have more than ample opportun�ty
to see, her face �n repose was supremely v�rg�nal; a sort of ser�ous
and almost austere d�gn�ty suddenly overwhelmed her at certa�n
t�mes, and there was noth�ng more s�ngular and d�sturb�ng than to
see gayety become so suddenly ext�nct there, and med�tat�on
succeed to cheerfulness w�thout any trans�t�on state. Th�s sudden
and somet�mes severely accentuated grav�ty resembled the d�sda�n
of a goddess. Her brow, her nose, her ch�n, presented that
equ�l�br�um of outl�ne wh�ch �s qu�te d�st�nct from equ�l�br�um of
proport�on, and from wh�ch harmony of countenance results; �n the
very character�st�c �nterval wh�ch separates the base of the nose
from the upper l�p, she had that �mpercept�ble and charm�ng fold, a
myster�ous s�gn of chast�ty, wh�ch makes Barberousse fall �n love
w�th a D�ana found �n the treasures of Icon�a.

Love �s a fault; so be �t. Fant�ne was �nnocence float�ng h�gh over
fault.



CHAPTER IV—THOLOMYÈS IS SO
MERRY THAT HE SINGS A SPANISH

DITTY
That day was composed of dawn, from one end to the other. All

nature seemed to be hav�ng a hol�day, and to be laugh�ng. The
flower-beds of Sa�nt-Cloud perfumed the a�r; the breath of the Se�ne
rustled the leaves vaguely; the branches gest�culated �n the w�nd,
bees p�llaged the jasm�nes; a whole bohem�a of butterfl�es swooped
down upon the yarrow, the clover, and the ster�le oats; �n the august
park of the K�ng of France there was a pack of vagabonds, the b�rds.

The four merry couples, m�ngled w�th the sun, the f�elds, the
flowers, the trees, were resplendent.

And �n th�s commun�ty of Parad�se, talk�ng, s�ng�ng, runn�ng,
danc�ng, chas�ng butterfl�es, pluck�ng convolvulus, wett�ng the�r p�nk,
open-work stock�ngs �n the tall grass, fresh, w�ld, w�thout mal�ce, all
rece�ved, to some extent, the k�sses of all, w�th the except�on of
Fant�ne, who was hedged about w�th that vague res�stance of hers
composed of dream�ness and w�ldness, and who was �n love. “You
always have a queer look about you,” sa�d Favour�te to her.

Such th�ngs are joys. These passages of happy couples are a
profound appeal to l�fe and nature, and make a caress and l�ght
spr�ng forth from everyth�ng. There was once a fa�ry who created the
f�elds and forests expressly for those �n love,—�n that eternal hedge-
school of lovers, wh�ch �s forever beg�nn�ng anew, and wh�ch w�ll last
as long as there are hedges and scholars. Hence the popular�ty of
spr�ng among th�nkers. The patr�c�an and the kn�fe-gr�nder, the duke
and the peer, the l�mb of the law, the court�ers and townspeople, as
they used to say �n olden t�mes, all are subjects of th�s fa�ry. They
laugh and hunt, and there �s �n the a�r the br�ll�ance of an apotheos�s



—what a transf�gurat�on effected by love! Notar�es’ clerks are gods.
And the l�ttle cr�es, the pursu�ts through the grass, the wa�sts
embraced on the fly, those jargons wh�ch are melod�es, those
adorat�ons wh�ch burst forth �n the manner of pronounc�ng a syllable,
those cherr�es torn from one mouth by another,—all th�s blazes forth
and takes �ts place among the celest�al glor�es. Beaut�ful women
waste themselves sweetly. They th�nk that th�s w�ll never come to an
end. Ph�losophers, poets, pa�nters, observe these ecstas�es and
know not what to make of �t, so greatly are they dazzled by �t. The
departure for Cythera! excla�ms Watteau; Lancret, the pa�nter of
plebe�ans, contemplates h�s bourgeo�s, who have fl�tted away �nto
the azure sky; D�derot stretches out h�s arms to all these love �dyls,
and d’Urfé m�ngles dru�ds w�th them.

After breakfast the four couples went to what was then called the
K�ng’s Square to see a newly arr�ved plant from Ind�a, whose name
escapes our memory at th�s moment, and wh�ch, at that epoch, was
attract�ng all Par�s to Sa�nt-Cloud. It was an odd and charm�ng shrub
w�th a long stem, whose numerous branches, br�stl�ng and leafless
and as f�ne as threads, were covered w�th a m�ll�on t�ny wh�te
rosettes; th�s gave the shrub the a�r of a head of ha�r studded w�th
flowers. There was always an adm�r�ng crowd about �t.

After v�ew�ng the shrub, Tholomyès excla�med, “I offer you asses!”
and hav�ng agreed upon a pr�ce w�th the owner of the asses, they
returned by way of Vanvres and Issy. At Issy an �nc�dent occurred.
The truly nat�onal park, at that t�me owned by Bourgu�n the
contractor, happened to be w�de open. They passed the gates,
v�s�ted the man�k�n anchor�te �n h�s grotto, tr�ed the myster�ous l�ttle
effects of the famous cab�net of m�rrors, the wanton trap worthy of a
satyr become a m�ll�ona�re or of Turcaret metamorphosed �nto a
Pr�apus. They had stoutly shaken the sw�ng attached to the two
chestnut-trees celebrated by the Abbé de Bern�s. As he swung these
beaut�es, one after the other, produc�ng folds �n the flutter�ng sk�rts
wh�ch Greuze would have found to h�s taste, am�d peals of laughter,
the Toulousan Tholomyès, who was somewhat of a Span�ard,
Toulouse be�ng the cous�n of Tolosa, sang, to a melancholy chant,
the old ballad gallega, probably �nsp�red by some lovely ma�d
dash�ng �n full fl�ght upon a rope between two trees:—



“Soy de Badajoz,        “Badajoz is my home,
Amor me llama,          And Love is my name;
Toda mi alma,             To my eyes in flame,
Es en mi ojos,              All my soul doth come;
Porque enseñas,         For instruction meet
A tuas piernas.            I receive at thy feet”

Fant�ne alone refused to sw�ng.
“I don’t l�ke to have people put on a�rs l�ke that,” muttered

Favour�te, w�th a good deal of acr�mony.
After leav�ng the asses there was a fresh del�ght; they crossed the

Se�ne �n a boat, and proceed�ng from Passy on foot they reached the
barr�er of l‘Éto�le. They had been up s�nce f�ve o’clock that morn�ng,
as the reader w�ll remember; but bah! there �s no such th�ng as
fat�gue on Sunday, sa�d Favour�te; on Sunday fat�gue does not work.

About three o’clock the four couples, fr�ghtened at the�r happ�ness,
were sl�d�ng down the Russ�an mounta�ns, a s�ngular ed�f�ce wh�ch
then occup�ed the he�ghts of Beaujon, and whose undulat�ng l�ne
was v�s�ble above the trees of the Champs-Élysées.

From t�me to t�me Favour�te excla�med:—
“And the surpr�se? I cla�m the surpr�se.”
“Pat�ence,” repl�ed Tholomyès.



CHAPTER V—AT BOMBARDA’S
The Russ�an mounta�ns hav�ng been exhausted, they began to

th�nk about d�nner; and the rad�ant party of e�ght, somewhat weary at
last, became stranded �n Bombarda’s publ�c house, a branch
establ�shment wh�ch had been set up �n the Champs-Élysées by that
famous restaurant-keeper, Bombarda, whose s�gn could then be
seen �n the Rue de R�vol�, near Delorme Alley.

A large but ugly room, w�th an alcove and a bed at the end (they
had been obl�ged to put up w�th th�s accommodat�on �n v�ew of the
Sunday crowd); two w�ndows whence they could survey beyond the
elms, the quay and the r�ver; a magn�f�cent August sunl�ght l�ghtly
touch�ng the panes; two tables; upon one of them a tr�umphant
mounta�n of bouquets, m�ngled w�th the hats of men and women; at
the other the four couples seated round a merry confus�on of
platters, d�shes, glasses, and bottles; jugs of beer m�ngled w�th
flasks of w�ne; very l�ttle order on the table, some d�sorder beneath �t;
“They made beneath the table
A noise, a clatter of the feet that was abominable,”

says Mol�ère.
Th�s was the state wh�ch the shepherd �dyl, begun at f�ve o’clock �n

the morn�ng, had reached at half-past four �n the afternoon. The sun
was sett�ng; the�r appet�tes were sat�sf�ed.

The Champs-Élysées, f�lled w�th sunsh�ne and w�th people, were
noth�ng but l�ght and dust, the two th�ngs of wh�ch glory �s composed.
The horses of Marly, those ne�gh�ng marbles, were pranc�ng �n a
cloud of gold. Carr�ages were go�ng and com�ng. A squadron of
magn�f�cent body-guards, w�th the�r clar�ons at the�r head, were
descend�ng the Avenue de Neu�lly; the wh�te flag, show�ng fa�ntly
rosy �n the sett�ng sun, floated over the dome of the Tu�ler�es. The
Place de la Concorde, wh�ch had become the Place Lou�s XV. once
more, was choked w�th happy promenaders. Many wore the s�lver



fleur-de-lys suspended from the wh�te-watered r�bbon, wh�ch had not
yet wholly d�sappeared from button-holes �n the year 1817. Here and
there choruses of l�ttle g�rls threw to the w�nds, am�d the passers-by,
who formed �nto c�rcles and applauded, the then celebrated Bourbon
a�r, wh�ch was dest�ned to str�ke the Hundred Days w�th l�ghtn�ng,
and wh�ch had for �ts refra�n:—
“Rendez-nous notre père de Gand,
Rendez-nous notre père.”

“Give us back our father from Ghent,
Give us back our father.”

Groups of dwellers �n the suburbs, �n Sunday array, somet�mes
even decorated w�th the fleur-de-lys, l�ke the bourgeo�s, scattered
over the large square and the Mar�gny square, were play�ng at r�ngs
and revolv�ng on the wooden horses; others were engaged �n
dr�nk�ng; some journeyman pr�nters had on paper caps; the�r
laughter was aud�ble. Everyth�ng was rad�ant. It was a t�me of
und�sputed peace and profound royal�st secur�ty; �t was the epoch
when a spec�al and pr�vate report of Ch�ef of Pol�ce Anglès to the
K�ng, on the subject of the suburbs of Par�s, term�nated w�th these
l�nes:—

“Tak�ng all th�ngs �nto cons�derat�on, S�re, there �s noth�ng to be
feared from these people. They are as heedless and as �ndolent as
cats. The populace �s restless �n the prov�nces; �t �s not �n Par�s.
These are very pretty men, S�re. It would take all of two of them to
make one of your grenad�ers. There �s noth�ng to be feared on the
part of the populace of Par�s the cap�tal. It �s remarkable that the
stature of th�s populat�on should have d�m�n�shed �n the last f�fty
years; and the populace of the suburbs �s st�ll more puny than at the
t�me of the Revolut�on. It �s not dangerous. In short, �t �s an am�able
rabble.”

Prefects of the pol�ce do not deem �t poss�ble that a cat can
transform �tself �nto a l�on; that does happen, however, and �n that
l�es the m�racle wrought by the populace of Par�s. Moreover, the cat
so desp�sed by Count Anglès possessed the esteem of the republ�cs
of old. In the�r eyes �t was l�berty �ncarnate; and as though to serve
as pendant to the M�nerva Aptera of the P�ræus, there stood on the
publ�c square �n Cor�nth the colossal bronze f�gure of a cat. The



�ngenuous pol�ce of the Restorat�on beheld the populace of Par�s �n
too “rose-colored” a l�ght; �t �s not so much of “an am�able rabble” as
�t �s thought. The Par�s�an �s to the Frenchman what the Athen�an
was to the Greek: no one sleeps more soundly than he, no one �s
more frankly fr�volous and lazy than he, no one can better assume
the a�r of forgetfulness; let h�m not be trusted nevertheless; he �s
ready for any sort of cool deed; but when there �s glory at the end of
�t, he �s worthy of adm�rat�on �n every sort of fury. G�ve h�m a p�ke, he
w�ll produce the 10th of August; g�ve h�m a gun, you w�ll have
Austerl�tz. He �s Napoleon’s stay and Danton’s resource. Is �t a
quest�on of country, he enl�sts; �s �t a quest�on of l�berty, he tears up
the pavements. Beware! h�s ha�r f�lled w�th wrath, �s ep�c; h�s blouse
drapes �tself l�ke the folds of a chlamys. Take care! he w�ll make of
the f�rst Rue Grenétat wh�ch comes to hand Caud�ne Forks. When
the hour str�kes, th�s man of the faubourgs w�ll grow �n stature; th�s
l�ttle man w�ll ar�se, and h�s gaze w�ll be terr�ble, and h�s breath w�ll
become a tempest, and there w�ll �ssue forth from that slender chest
enough w�nd to d�sarrange the folds of the Alps. It �s, thanks to the
suburban man of Par�s, that the Revolut�on, m�xed w�th arms,
conquers Europe. He s�ngs; �t �s h�s del�ght. Proport�on h�s song to
h�s nature, and you w�ll see! As long as he has for refra�n noth�ng but
la Carmagnole, he only overthrows Lou�s XVI.; make h�m s�ng the
Marse�lla�se, and he w�ll free the world.

Th�s note jotted down on the marg�n of Anglès’ report, we w�ll
return to our four couples. The d�nner, as we have sa�d, was draw�ng
to �ts close.



CHAPTER VI—A CHAPTER IN WHICH
THEY ADORE EACH OTHER

Chat at table, the chat of love; �t �s as �mposs�ble to reproduce one
as the other; the chat of love �s a cloud; the chat at table �s smoke.

Fameu�l and Dahl�a were humm�ng. Tholomyès was dr�nk�ng.
Zéph�ne was laugh�ng, Fant�ne sm�l�ng, L�stol�er blow�ng a wooden
trumpet wh�ch he had purchased at Sa�nt-Cloud.

Favour�te gazed tenderly at Blachevelle and sa�d:—
“Blachevelle, I adore you.”
Th�s called forth a quest�on from Blachevelle:—
“What would you do, Favour�te, �f I were to cease to love you?”
“I!” cr�ed Favour�te. “Ah! Do not say that even �n jest! If you were to

cease to love me, I would spr�ng after you, I would scratch you, I
should rend you, I would throw you �nto the water, I would have you
arrested.”

Blachevelle sm�led w�th the voluptuous self-conce�t of a man who
�s t�ckled �n h�s self-love. Favour�te resumed:—

“Yes, I would scream to the pol�ce! Ah! I should not restra�n myself,
not at all! Rabble!”

Blachevelle threw h�mself back �n h�s cha�r, �n an ecstasy, and
closed both eyes proudly.

Dahl�a, as she ate, sa�d �n a low vo�ce to Favour�te, am�d the
uproar:—

“So you really �dol�ze h�m deeply, that Blachevelle of yours?”
“I? I detest h�m,” repl�ed Favour�te �n the same tone, se�z�ng her

fork aga�n. “He �s avar�c�ous. I love the l�ttle fellow oppos�te me �n my
house. He �s very n�ce, that young man; do you know h�m? One can
see that he �s an actor by profess�on. I love actors. As soon as he



comes �n, h�s mother says to h�m: ‘Ah! mon D�eu! my peace of m�nd
�s gone. There he goes w�th h�s shout�ng. But, my dear, you are
spl�tt�ng my head!’ So he goes up to rat-r�dden garrets, to black
holes, as h�gh as he can mount, and there he sets to s�ng�ng,
decla�m�ng, how do I know what? so that he can be heard
downsta�rs! He earns twenty sous a day at an attorney’s by penn�ng
qu�bbles. He �s the son of a former precentor of Sa�nt-Jacques-du-
Haut-Pas. Ah! he �s very n�ce. He �dol�zes me so, that one day when
he saw me mak�ng batter for some pancakes, he sa�d to me:
‘Mamselle, make your gloves �nto fr�tters, and I w�ll eat them.’ It �s
only art�sts who can say such th�ngs as that. Ah! he �s very n�ce. I am
�n a fa�r way to go out of my head over that l�ttle fellow. Never m�nd; I
tell Blachevelle that I adore h�m—how I l�e! Hey! How I do l�e!”

Favour�te paused, and then went on:—
“I am sad, you see, Dahl�a. It has done noth�ng but ra�n all

summer; the w�nd �rr�tates me; the w�nd does not abate. Blachevelle
�s very st�ngy; there are hardly any green peas �n the market; one
does not know what to eat. I have the spleen, as the Engl�sh say,
butter �s so dear! and then you see �t �s horr�ble, here we are d�n�ng
�n a room w�th a bed �n �t, and that d�sgusts me w�th l�fe.”



CHAPTER VII—THE WISDOM OF
THOLOMYÈS

In the meant�me, wh�le some sang, the rest talked together
tumultuously all at once; �t was no longer anyth�ng but no�se.
Tholomyès �ntervened.

“Let us not talk at random nor too fast,” he excla�med. “Let us
reflect, �f we w�sh to be br�ll�ant. Too much �mprov�sat�on empt�es the
m�nd �n a stup�d way. Runn�ng beer gathers no froth. No haste,
gentlemen. Let us m�ngle majesty w�th the feast. Let us eat w�th
med�tat�on; let us make haste slowly. Let us not hurry. Cons�der the
spr�ngt�me; �f �t makes haste, �t �s done for; that �s to say, �t gets
frozen. Excess of zeal ru�ns peach-trees and apr�cot-trees. Excess of
zeal k�lls the grace and the m�rth of good d�nners. No zeal,
gentlemen! Gr�mod de la Reyn�ère agrees w�th Talleyrand.”

A hollow sound of rebell�on rumbled through the group.
“Leave us �n peace, Tholomyès,” sa�d Blachevelle.
“Down w�th the tyrant!” sa�d Fameu�l.
“Bombarda, Bombance, and Bambochel!” cr�ed L�stol�er.
“Sunday ex�sts,” resumed Fameu�l.
“We are sober,” added L�stol�er.
“Tholomyès,” remarked Blachevelle, “contemplate my calmness

[mon calme].”
“You are the Marqu�s of that,” retorted Tholomyès.
Th�s med�ocre play upon words produced the effect of a stone �n a

pool. The Marqu�s de Montcalm was at that t�me a celebrated
royal�st. All the frogs held the�r peace.

“Fr�ends,” cr�ed Tholomyès, w�th the accent of a man who had
recovered h�s emp�re, “Come to yourselves. Th�s pun wh�ch has



fallen from the sk�es must not be rece�ved w�th too much stupor.
Everyth�ng wh�ch falls �n that way �s not necessar�ly worthy of
enthus�asm and respect. The pun �s the dung of the m�nd wh�ch
soars. The jest falls, no matter where; and the m�nd after produc�ng a
p�ece of stup�d�ty plunges �nto the azure depths. A wh�t�sh speck
flattened aga�nst the rock does not prevent the condor from soar�ng
aloft. Far be �t from me to �nsult the pun! I honor �t �n proport�on to �ts
mer�ts; noth�ng more. All the most august, the most subl�me, the
most charm�ng of human�ty, and perhaps outs�de of human�ty, have
made puns. Jesus Chr�st made a pun on St. Peter, Moses on Isaac,
Æschylus on Polyn�ces, Cleopatra on Octav�us. And observe that
Cleopatra’s pun preceded the battle of Act�um, and that had �t not
been for �t, no one would have remembered the c�ty of Toryne, a
Greek name wh�ch s�gn�f�es a ladle. That once conceded, I return to
my exhortat�on. I repeat, brothers, I repeat, no zeal, no hubbub, no
excess; even �n w�tt�c�sms, gayety, joll�t�es, or plays on words. L�sten
to me. I have the prudence of Amph�araüs and the baldness of
Cæsar. There must be a l�m�t, even to rebuses. Est modus �n rebus.

“There must be a l�m�t, even to d�nners. You are fond of apple
turnovers, lad�es; do not �ndulge �n them to excess. Even �n the
matter of turnovers, good sense and art are requ�s�te. Gluttony
chast�ses the glutton, Gula pun�t Gulax. Ind�gest�on �s charged by the
good God w�th preach�ng moral�ty to stomachs. And remember th�s:
each one of our pass�ons, even love, has a stomach wh�ch must not
be f�lled too full. In all th�ngs the word f�n�s must be wr�tten �n good
season; self-control must be exerc�sed when the matter becomes
urgent; the bolt must be drawn on appet�te; one must set one’s own
fantasy to the v�ol�n, and carry one’s self to the post. The sage �s the
man who knows how, at a g�ven moment, to effect h�s own arrest.
Have some conf�dence �n me, for I have succeeded to some extent
�n my study of the law, accord�ng to the verd�ct of my exam�nat�ons,
for I know the d�fference between the quest�on put and the quest�on
pend�ng, for I have susta�ned a thes�s �n Lat�n upon the manner �n
wh�ch torture was adm�n�stered at Rome at the epoch when
Munat�us Demens was quæstor of the Parr�c�de; because I am go�ng
to be a doctor, apparently �t does not follow that �t �s absolutely
necessary that I should be an �mbec�le. I recommend you to



moderat�on �n your des�res. It �s true that my name �s Fél�x
Tholomyès; I speak well. Happy �s he who, when the hour str�kes,
takes a hero�c resolve, and abd�cates l�ke Sylla or Or�genes.”

Favour�te l�stened w�th profound attent�on.
“Fél�x,” sa�d she, “what a pretty word! I love that name. It �s Lat�n; �t

means prosper.”
Tholomyès went on:—
“Qu�r�tes, gentlemen, caballeros, my fr�ends. Do you w�sh never to

feel the pr�ck, to do w�thout the nupt�al bed, and to brave love?
Noth�ng more s�mple. Here �s the rece�pt: lemonade, excess�ve
exerc�se, hard labor; work yourself to death, drag blocks, sleep not,
hold v�g�l, gorge yourself w�th n�trous beverages, and pot�ons of
nymphæas; dr�nk emuls�ons of popp�es and agnus castus; season
th�s w�th a str�ct d�et, starve yourself, and add thereto cold baths,
g�rdles of herbs, the appl�cat�on of a plate of lead, lot�ons made w�th
the subacetate of lead, and fomentat�ons of oxycrat.”

“I prefer a woman,” sa�d L�stol�er.
“Woman,” resumed Tholomyès; “d�strust her. Woe to h�m who

y�elds h�mself to the unstable heart of woman! Woman �s perf�d�ous
and d�s�ngenuous. She detests the serpent from profess�onal
jealousy. The serpent �s the shop over the way.”

“Tholomyès!” cr�ed Blachevelle, “you are drunk!”
“Pard�eu,” sa�d Tholomyès.
“Then be gay,” resumed Blachevelle.
“I agree to that,” responded Tholomyès.
And, ref�ll�ng h�s glass, he rose.
“Glory to w�ne! Nunc te, Bacche, canam! Pardon me lad�es; that �s

Span�sh. And the proof of �t, señoras, �s th�s: l�ke people, l�ke cask.
The arrobe of Cast�lle conta�ns s�xteen l�tres; the cantaro of Al�cante,
twelve; the almude of the Canar�es, twenty-f�ve; the cuart�n of the
Balear�c Isles, twenty-s�x; the boot of Tzar Peter, th�rty. Long l�ve that
Tzar who was great, and long l�ve h�s boot, wh�ch was st�ll greater!
Lad�es, take the adv�ce of a fr�end; make a m�stake �n your ne�ghbor
�f you see f�t. The property of love �s to err. A love affa�r �s not made



to crouch down and brutal�ze �tself l�ke an Engl�sh serv�ng-ma�d who
has callouses on her knees from scrubb�ng. It �s not made for that; �t
errs gayly, our gentle love. It has been sa�d, error �s human; I say,
error �s love. Lad�es, I �dol�ze you all. O Zéph�ne, O Joséph�ne, face
more than �rregular, you would be charm�ng were you not all askew.
You have the a�r of a pretty face upon wh�ch some one has sat down
by m�stake. As for Favour�te, O nymphs and muses! one day when
Blachevelle was cross�ng the gutter �n the Rue Guér�n-Bo�sseau, he
esp�ed a beaut�ful g�rl w�th wh�te stock�ngs well drawn up, wh�ch
d�splayed her legs. Th�s prologue pleased h�m, and Blachevelle fell
�n love. The one he loved was Favour�te. O Favour�te, thou hast
Ion�an l�ps. There was a Greek pa�nter named Euphor�on, who was
surnamed the pa�nter of the l�ps. That Greek alone would have been
worthy to pa�nt thy mouth. L�sten! before thee, there was never a
creature worthy of the name. Thou wert made to rece�ve the apple
l�ke Venus, or to eat �t l�ke Eve; beauty beg�ns w�th thee. I have just
referred to Eve; �t �s thou who hast created her. Thou deservest the
letters-patent of the beaut�ful woman. O Favour�te, I cease to
address you as ‘thou,’ because I pass from poetry to prose. You
were speak�ng of my name a l�ttle wh�le ago. That touched me; but
let us, whoever we may be, d�strust names. They may delude us. I
am called Fél�x, and I am not happy. Words are l�ars. Let us not
bl�ndly accept the �nd�cat�ons wh�ch they afford us. It would be a
m�stake to wr�te to L�ège 2 for corks, and to Pau for gloves. M�ss
Dahl�a, were I �n your place, I would call myself Rosa. A flower
should smell sweet, and woman should have w�t. I say noth�ng of
Fant�ne; she �s a dreamer, a mus�ng, thoughtful, pens�ve person; she
�s a phantom possessed of the form of a nymph and the modesty of
a nun, who has strayed �nto the l�fe of a gr�sette, but who takes
refuge �n �llus�ons, and who s�ngs and prays and gazes �nto the
azure w�thout very well know�ng what she sees or what she �s do�ng,
and who, w�th her eyes f�xed on heaven, wanders �n a garden where
there are more b�rds than are �n ex�stence. O Fant�ne, know th�s: I,
Tholomyès, I am an �llus�on; but she does not even hear me, that
blond ma�d of Ch�meras! as for the rest, everyth�ng about her �s
freshness, suav�ty, youth, sweet morn�ng l�ght. O Fant�ne, ma�d
worthy of be�ng called Marguer�te or Pearl, you are a woman from



the beauteous Or�ent. Lad�es, a second p�ece of adv�ce: do not
marry; marr�age �s a graft; �t takes well or �ll; avo�d that r�sk. But bah!
what am I say�ng? I am wast�ng my words. G�rls are �ncurable on the
subject of marr�age, and all that we w�se men can say w�ll not
prevent the wa�stcoat-makers and the shoe-st�tchers from dream�ng
of husbands studded w�th d�amonds. Well, so be �t; but, my beaut�es,
remember th�s, you eat too much sugar. You have but one fault, O
woman, and that �s n�bbl�ng sugar. O n�bbl�ng sex, your pretty l�ttle
wh�te teeth adore sugar. Now, heed me well, sugar �s a salt. All salts
are w�ther�ng. Sugar �s the most des�ccat�ng of all salts; �t sucks the
l�qu�ds of the blood through the ve�ns; hence the coagulat�on, and
then the sol�d�f�cat�on of the blood; hence tubercles �n the lungs,
hence death. That �s why d�abetes borders on consumpt�on. Then,
do not crunch sugar, and you w�ll l�ve. I turn to the men: gentlemen,
make conquest, rob each other of your well-beloved w�thout
remorse. Chassez across. In love there are no fr�ends. Everywhere
where there �s a pretty woman host�l�ty �s open. No quarter, war to
the death! a pretty woman �s a casus bell�; a pretty woman �s flagrant
m�sdemeanor. All the �nvas�ons of h�story have been determ�ned by
pett�coats. Woman �s man’s r�ght. Romulus carr�ed off the Sab�nes;
W�ll�am carr�ed off the Saxon women; Cæsar carr�ed off the Roman
women. The man who �s not loved soars l�ke a vulture over the
m�stresses of other men; and for my own part, to all those
unfortunate men who are w�dowers, I throw the subl�me proclamat�on
of Bonaparte to the army of Italy: “Sold�ers, you are �n need of
everyth�ng; the enemy has �t.”

Tholomyès paused.
“Take breath, Tholomyès,” sa�d Blachevelle.
At the same moment Blachevelle, supported by L�stol�er and

Fameu�l, struck up to a pla�nt�ve a�r, one of those stud�o songs
composed of the f�rst words wh�ch come to hand, rhymed r�chly and
not at all, as dest�tute of sense as the gesture of the tree and the
sound of the w�nd, wh�ch have the�r b�rth �n the vapor of p�pes, and
are d�ss�pated and take the�r fl�ght w�th them. Th�s �s the couplet by
wh�ch the group repl�ed to Tholomyès’ harangue:—
“The father turkey-cocks so grave
Some money to an agent gave,



That master good Clermont-Tonnerre
Might be made pope on Saint Johns’ day fair.
But this good Clermont could not be
Made pope, because no priest was he;
And then their agent, whose wrath burned,
With all their money back returned.”

Th�s was not calculated to calm Tholomyès’ �mprov�sat�on; he
empt�ed h�s glass, f�lled, ref�lled �t, and began aga�n:—

“Down w�th w�sdom! Forget all that I have sa�d. Let us be ne�ther
prudes nor prudent men nor prudhommes. I propose a toast to m�rth;
be merry. Let us complete our course of law by folly and eat�ng!
Ind�gest�on and the d�gest. Let Just�n�an be the male, and Feast�ng,
the female! Joy �n the depths! L�ve, O creat�on! The world �s a great
d�amond. I am happy. The b�rds are aston�sh�ng. What a fest�val
everywhere! The n�ght�ngale �s a gratu�tous Ellev�ou. Summer, I
salute thee! O Luxembourg! O Georg�cs of the Rue Madame, and of
the Allée de l’Observato�re! O pens�ve �nfantry sold�ers! O all those
charm�ng nurses who, wh�le they guard the ch�ldren, amuse
themselves! The pampas of Amer�ca would please me �f I had not
the arcades of the Odéon. My soul fl�ts away �nto the v�rg�n forests
and to the savannas. All �s beaut�ful. The fl�es buzz �n the sun. The
sun has sneezed out the humm�ng b�rd. Embrace me, Fant�ne!”

He made a m�stake and embraced Favour�te.



CHAPTER VIII—THE DEATH OF A
HORSE

“The d�nners are better at Édon’s than at Bombarda’s,” excla�med
Zéph�ne.

“I prefer Bombarda to Édon,” declared Blachevelle. “There �s more
luxury. It �s more As�at�c. Look at the room downsta�rs; there are
m�rrors [glaces] on the walls.”

“I prefer them [glaces, �ces] on my plate,” sa�d Favour�te.
Blachevelle pers�sted:—
“Look at the kn�ves. The handles are of s�lver at Bombarda’s and

of bone at Édon’s. Now, s�lver �s more valuable than bone.”
“Except for those who have a s�lver ch�n,” observed Tholomyès.
He was look�ng at the dome of the Inval�des, wh�ch was v�s�ble

from Bombarda’s w�ndows.
A pause ensued.
“Tholomyès,” excla�med Fameu�l, “L�stol�er and I were hav�ng a

d�scuss�on just now.”
“A d�scuss�on �s a good th�ng,” repl�ed Tholomyès; “a quarrel �s

better.”
“We were d�sput�ng about ph�losophy.”
“Well?”
“Wh�ch do you prefer, Descartes or Sp�noza?”
“Désaug�ers,” sa�d Tholomyès.
Th�s decree pronounced, he took a dr�nk, and went on:—
“I consent to l�ve. All �s not at an end on earth s�nce we can st�ll

talk nonsense. For that I return thanks to the �mmortal gods. We l�e.
One l�es, but one laughs. One aff�rms, but one doubts. The



unexpected bursts forth from the syllog�sm. That �s f�ne. There are
st�ll human be�ngs here below who know how to open and close the
surpr�se box of the paradox merr�ly. Th�s, lad�es, wh�ch you are
dr�nk�ng w�th so tranqu�l an a�r �s Made�ra w�ne, you must know, from
the v�neyard of Coural das Fre�ras, wh�ch �s three hundred and
seventeen fathoms above the level of the sea. Attent�on wh�le you
dr�nk! three hundred and seventeen fathoms! and Mons�eur
Bombarda, the magn�f�cent eat�ng-house keeper, g�ves you those
three hundred and seventeen fathoms for four francs and f�fty
cent�mes.”

Aga�n Fameu�l �nterrupted h�m:—
“Tholomyès, your op�n�ons f�x the law. Who �s your favor�te

author?”
“Ber—”
“Qu�n?”
“No; Choux.”
And Tholomyès cont�nued:—
“Honor to Bombarda! He would equal Munoph�s of Elephanta �f he

could but get me an Ind�an danc�ng-g�rl, and Thygel�on of Chæronea
�f he could br�ng me a Greek courtesan; for, oh, lad�es! there were
Bombardas �n Greece and �n Egypt. Apule�us tells us of them. Alas!
always the same, and noth�ng new; noth�ng more unpubl�shed by the
creator �n creat�on! N�l sub sole novum, says Solomon; amor
omn�bus �dem, says V�rg�l; and Carab�ne mounts w�th Carab�n �nto
the bark at Sa�nt-Cloud, as Aspas�a embarked w�th Per�cles upon the
fleet at Samos. One last word. Do you know what Aspas�a was,
lad�es? Although she l�ved at an epoch when women had, as yet, no
soul, she was a soul; a soul of a rosy and purple hue, more ardent
hued than f�re, fresher than the dawn. Aspas�a was a creature �n
whom two extremes of womanhood met; she was the goddess
prost�tute; Socrates plus Manon Lescaut. Aspas�a was created �n
case a m�stress should be needed for Prometheus.”

Tholomyès, once started, would have found some d�ff�culty �n
stopp�ng, had not a horse fallen down upon the quay just at that
moment. The shock caused the cart and the orator to come to a



dead halt. It was a Beauceron mare, old and th�n, and one f�t for the
knacker, wh�ch was dragg�ng a very heavy cart. On arr�v�ng �n front
of Bombarda’s, the worn-out, exhausted beast had refused to
proceed any further. Th�s �nc�dent attracted a crowd. Hardly had the
curs�ng and �nd�gnant carter had t�me to utter w�th proper energy the
sacramental word, Mât�n (the jade), backed up w�th a p�t�less cut of
the wh�p, when the jade fell, never to r�se aga�n. On hear�ng the
hubbub made by the passers-by, Tholomyès’ merry aud�tors turned
the�r heads, and Tholomyès took advantage of the opportun�ty to
br�ng h�s allocut�on to a close w�th th�s melancholy strophe:—
“Elle était de ce monde ou coucous et carrosses
Ont le même destin;
Et, rosse, elle a vécu ce que vivant les rosses,
L’espace d’un mâtin!” 3

“Poor horse!” s�ghed Fant�ne.
And Dahl�a excla�med:—
“There �s Fant�ne on the po�nt of cry�ng over horses. How can one

be such a p�t�ful fool as that!”
At that moment Favour�te, fold�ng her arms and throw�ng her head

back, looked resolutely at Tholomyès and sa�d:—
“Come, now! the surpr�se?”
“Exactly. The moment has arr�ved,” repl�ed Tholomyès.

“Gentlemen, the hour for g�v�ng these lad�es a surpr�se has struck.
Wa�t for us a moment, lad�es.”

“It beg�ns w�th a k�ss,” sa�d Blachevelle.
“On the brow,” added Tholomyès.
Each gravely bestowed a k�ss on h�s m�stress’s brow; then all four

f�led out through the door, w�th the�r f�ngers on the�r l�ps.
Favour�te clapped her hands on the�r departure.
“It �s beg�nn�ng to be amus�ng already,” sa�d she.
“Don’t be too long,” murmured Fant�ne; “we are wa�t�ng for you.”



CHAPTER IX—A MERRY END TO
MIRTH

When the young g�rls were left alone, they leaned two by two on
the w�ndow-s�lls, chatt�ng, cran�ng out the�r heads, and talk�ng from
one w�ndow to the other.

They saw the young men emerge from the Café Bombarda arm �n
arm. The latter turned round, made s�gns to them, sm�led, and
d�sappeared �n that dusty Sunday throng wh�ch makes a weekly
�nvas�on �nto the Champs-Élysées.

“Don’t be long!” cr�ed Fant�ne.
“What are they go�ng to br�ng us?” sa�d Zéph�ne.
“It w�ll certa�nly be someth�ng pretty,” sa�d Dahl�a.
“For my part,” sa�d Favour�te, “I want �t to be of gold.”
The�r attent�on was soon d�stracted by the movements on the

shore of the lake, wh�ch they could see through the branches of the
large trees, and wh�ch d�verted them greatly.

It was the hour for the departure of the ma�l-coaches and
d�l�gences. Nearly all the stage-coaches for the south and west
passed through the Champs-Élysées. The major�ty followed the quay
and went through the Passy Barr�er. From moment to moment, some
huge veh�cle, pa�nted yellow and black, heav�ly loaded, no�s�ly
harnessed, rendered shapeless by trunks, tarpaul�ns, and val�ses,
full of heads wh�ch �mmed�ately d�sappeared, rushed through the
crowd w�th all the sparks of a forge, w�th dust for smoke, and an a�r
of fury, gr�nd�ng the pavements, chang�ng all the pav�ng-stones �nto
steels. Th�s uproar del�ghted the young g�rls. Favour�te excla�med:—

“What a row! One would say that �t was a p�le of cha�ns fly�ng
away.”



It chanced that one of these veh�cles, wh�ch they could only see
w�th d�ff�culty through the th�ck elms, halted for a moment, then set
out aga�n at a gallop. Th�s surpr�sed Fant�ne.

“That’s odd!” sa�d she. “I thought the d�l�gence never stopped.”
Favour�te shrugged her shoulders.
“Th�s Fant�ne �s surpr�s�ng. I am com�ng to take a look at her out of

cur�os�ty. She �s dazzled by the s�mplest th�ngs. Suppose a case: I
am a traveller; I say to the d�l�gence, ‘I w�ll go on �n advance; you
shall p�ck me up on the quay as you pass.’ The d�l�gence passes,
sees me, halts, and takes me. That �s done every day. You do not
know l�fe, my dear.”

In th�s manner a certa�n t�me elapsed. All at once Favour�te made
a movement, l�ke a person who �s just wak�ng up.

“Well,” sa�d she, “and the surpr�se?”
“Yes, by the way,” jo�ned �n Dahl�a, “the famous surpr�se?”
“They are a very long t�me about �t!” sa�d Fant�ne.
As Fant�ne concluded th�s s�gh, the wa�ter who had served them at

d�nner entered. He held �n h�s hand someth�ng wh�ch resembled a
letter.

“What �s that?” demanded Favour�te.
The wa�ter repl�ed:—
“It �s a paper that those gentlemen left for these lad�es.”
“Why d�d you not br�ng �t at once?”
“Because,” sa�d the wa�ter, “the gentlemen ordered me not to

del�ver �t to the lad�es for an hour.”
Favour�te snatched the paper from the wa�ter’s hand. It was, �n

fact, a letter.
“Stop!” sa�d she; “there �s no address; but th�s �s what �s wr�tten on

�t—”
“THIS IS THE SURPRISE.”

She tore the letter open hast�ly, opened �t, and read [she knew
how to read]:—

“OUR BELOVED:—



“You must know that we have parents. Parents—you do not know
much about such th�ngs. They are called fathers and mothers by the
c�v�l code, wh�ch �s puer�le and honest. Now, these parents groan,
these old folks �mplore us, these good men and these good women
call us prod�gal sons; they des�re our return, and offer to k�ll calves
for us. Be�ng v�rtuous, we obey them. At the hour when you read
th�s, f�ve f�ery horses w�ll be bear�ng us to our papas and mammas.
We are pull�ng up our stakes, as Bossuet says. We are go�ng; we are
gone. We flee �n the arms of Laff�tte and on the w�ngs of Ca�llard.
The Toulouse d�l�gence tears us from the abyss, and the abyss �s
you, O our l�ttle beaut�es! We return to soc�ety, to duty, to
respectab�l�ty, at full trot, at the rate of three leagues an hour. It �s
necessary for the good of the country that we should be, l�ke the rest
of the world, prefects, fathers of fam�l�es, rural pol�ce, and counc�llors
of state. Venerate us. We are sacr�f�c�ng ourselves. Mourn for us �n
haste, and replace us w�th speed. If th�s letter lacerates you, do the
same by �t. Ad�eu.
“For the space of nearly two years we have made you happy. We bear you
no grudge for that.                                 “Signed:
BLACHEVELLE.
FAMUEIL.
LISTOLIER.
FÉLIX THOLOMYÈS.

“Postscr�ptum. The d�nner �s pa�d for.”
The four young women looked at each other.
Favour�te was the f�rst to break the s�lence.
“Well!” she excla�med, “�t’s a very pretty farce, all the same.”
“It �s very droll,” sa�d Zéph�ne.
“That must have been Blachevelle’s �dea,” resumed Favour�te. “It

makes me �n love w�th h�m. No sooner �s he gone than he �s loved.
Th�s �s an adventure, �ndeed.”

“No,” sa�d Dahl�a; “�t was one of Tholomyès’ �deas. That �s ev�dent.
“In that case,” retorted Favour�te, “death to Blachevelle, and long

l�ve Tholomyès!”
“Long l�ve Tholomyès!” excla�med Dahl�a and Zéph�ne.
And they burst out laugh�ng.
Fant�ne laughed w�th the rest.



An hour later, when she had returned to her room, she wept. It
was her f�rst love affa�r, as we have sa�d; she had g�ven herself to
th�s Tholomyès as to a husband, and the poor g�rl had a ch�ld.



BOOK FOURTH—TO CONFIDE IS
SOMETIMES TO DELIVER INTO A

PERSON’S POWER



CHAPTER I—ONE MOTHER MEETS
ANOTHER MOTHER

There was, at Montferme�l, near Par�s, dur�ng the f�rst quarter of
th�s century, a sort of cook-shop wh�ch no longer ex�sts. Th�s cook-
shop was kept by some people named Thénard�er, husband and
w�fe. It was s�tuated �n Boulanger Lane. Over the door there was a
board na�led flat aga�nst the wall. Upon th�s board was pa�nted
someth�ng wh�ch resembled a man carry�ng another man on h�s
back, the latter wear�ng the b�g g�lt epaulettes of a general, w�th large
s�lver stars; red spots represented blood; the rest of the p�cture
cons�sted of smoke, and probably represented a battle. Below ran
th�s �nscr�pt�on: AT THE SIGN OF SERGEANT OF WATERLOO (Au
Sargent de Waterloo).

Noth�ng �s more common than a cart or a truck at the door of a
hostelry. Nevertheless, the veh�cle, or, to speak more accurately, the
fragment of a veh�cle, wh�ch encumbered the street �n front of the
cook-shop of the Sergeant of Waterloo, one even�ng �n the spr�ng of
1818, would certa�nly have attracted, by �ts mass, the attent�on of
any pa�nter who had passed that way.

It was the fore-carr�age of one of those trucks wh�ch are used �n
wooded tracts of country, and wh�ch serve to transport th�ck planks
and the trunks of trees. Th�s fore-carr�age was composed of a
mass�ve �ron axle-tree w�th a p�vot, �nto wh�ch was f�tted a heavy
shaft, and wh�ch was supported by two huge wheels. The whole
th�ng was compact, overwhelm�ng, and m�sshapen. It seemed l�ke
the gun-carr�age of an enormous cannon. The ruts of the road had
bestowed on the wheels, the fell�es, the hub, the axle, and the shaft,
a layer of mud, a h�deous yellow�sh daub�ng hue, tolerably l�ke that
w�th wh�ch people are fond of ornament�ng cathedrals. The wood
was d�sappear�ng under mud, and the �ron beneath rust. Under the



axle-tree hung, l�ke drapery, a huge cha�n, worthy of some Gol�ath of
a conv�ct. Th�s cha�n suggested, not the beams, wh�ch �t was �ts
off�ce to transport, but the mastodons and mammoths wh�ch �t m�ght
have served to harness; �t had the a�r of the galleys, but of cyclopean
and superhuman galleys, and �t seemed to have been detached from
some monster. Homer would have bound Polyphemus w�th �t, and
Shakespeare, Cal�ban.

Why was that fore-carr�age of a truck �n that place �n the street? In
the f�rst place, to encumber the street; next, �n order that �t m�ght
f�n�sh the process of rust�ng. There �s a throng of �nst�tut�ons �n the
old soc�al order, wh�ch one comes across �n th�s fash�on as one
walks about outdoors, and wh�ch have no other reasons for
ex�stence than the above.

The centre of the cha�n swung very near the ground �n the m�ddle,
and �n the loop, as �n the rope of a sw�ng, there were seated and
grouped, on that part�cular even�ng, �n exqu�s�te �nterlacement, two
l�ttle g�rls; one about two years and a half old, the other, e�ghteen
months; the younger �n the arms of the other. A handkerch�ef,
cleverly knotted about them, prevented the�r fall�ng out. A mother
had caught s�ght of that fr�ghtful cha�n, and had sa�d, “Come! there’s
a playth�ng for my ch�ldren.”

The two ch�ldren, who were dressed prett�ly and w�th some
elegance, were rad�ant w�th pleasure; one would have sa�d that they
were two roses am�d old �ron; the�r eyes were a tr�umph; the�r fresh
cheeks were full of laughter. One had chestnut ha�r; the other, brown.
The�r �nnocent faces were two del�ghted surpr�ses; a blossom�ng
shrub wh�ch grew near wafted to the passers-by perfumes wh�ch
seemed to emanate from them; the ch�ld of e�ghteen months
d�splayed her pretty l�ttle bare stomach w�th the chaste �ndecency of
ch�ldhood. Above and around these two del�cate heads, all made of
happ�ness and steeped �n l�ght, the g�gant�c fore-carr�age, black w�th
rust, almost terr�ble, all entangled �n curves and w�ld angles, rose �n
a vault, l�ke the entrance of a cavern. A few paces apart, crouch�ng
down upon the threshold of the hostelry, the mother, not a very
prepossess�ng woman, by the way, though touch�ng at that moment,
was sw�ng�ng the two ch�ldren by means of a long cord, watch�ng



them carefully, for fear of acc�dents, w�th that an�mal and celest�al
express�on wh�ch �s pecul�ar to matern�ty. At every backward and
forward sw�ng the h�deous l�nks em�tted a str�dent sound, wh�ch
resembled a cry of rage; the l�ttle g�rls were �n ecstas�es; the sett�ng
sun m�ngled �n th�s joy, and noth�ng could be more charm�ng than
th�s capr�ce of chance wh�ch had made of a cha�n of T�tans the sw�ng
of cherub�m.

As she rocked her l�ttle ones, the mother hummed �n a d�scordant
vo�ce a romance then celebrated:—
“It must be, said a warrior.”

Her song, and the contemplat�on of her daughters, prevented her
hear�ng and see�ng what was go�ng on �n the street.

In the meant�me, some one had approached her, as she was
beg�nn�ng the f�rst couplet of the romance, and suddenly she heard a
vo�ce say�ng very near her ear:—

“You have two beaut�ful ch�ldren there, Madame.”
“To the fair and tender Imogene—”

repl�ed the mother, cont�nu�ng her romance; then she turned her
head.

A woman stood before her, a few paces d�stant. Th�s woman also
had a ch�ld, wh�ch she carr�ed �n her arms.

She was carry�ng, �n add�t�on, a large carpet-bag, wh�ch seemed
very heavy.

Th�s woman’s ch�ld was one of the most d�v�ne creatures that �t �s
poss�ble to behold. It was a g�rl, two or three years of age. She could
have entered �nto compet�t�on w�th the two other l�ttle ones, so far as
the coquetry of her dress was concerned; she wore a cap of f�ne
l�nen, r�bbons on her bod�ce, and Valenc�ennes lace on her cap. The
folds of her sk�rt were ra�sed so as to perm�t a v�ew of her wh�te, f�rm,
and d�mpled leg. She was adm�rably rosy and healthy. The l�ttle
beauty �nsp�red a des�re to take a b�te from the apples of her cheeks.
Of her eyes noth�ng could be known, except that they must be very
large, and that they had magn�f�cent lashes. She was asleep.

She slept w�th that slumber of absolute conf�dence pecul�ar to her
age. The arms of mothers are made of tenderness; �n them ch�ldren



sleep profoundly.
As for the mother, her appearance was sad and poverty-str�cken.

She was dressed l�ke a work�ng-woman who �s �ncl�ned to turn �nto a
peasant aga�n. She was young. Was she handsome? Perhaps; but
�n that att�re �t was not apparent. Her ha�r, a golden lock of wh�ch had
escaped, seemed very th�ck, but was severely concealed beneath an
ugly, t�ght, close, nun-l�ke cap, t�ed under the ch�n. A sm�le d�splays
beaut�ful teeth when one has them; but she d�d not sm�le. Her eyes
d�d not seem to have been dry for a very long t�me. She was pale;
she had a very weary and rather s�ckly appearance. She gazed upon
her daughter asleep �n her arms w�th the a�r pecul�ar to a mother who
has nursed her own ch�ld. A large blue handkerch�ef, such as the
Inval�des use, was folded �nto a f�chu, and concealed her f�gure
clums�ly. Her hands were sunburnt and all dotted w�th freckles, her
foref�nger was hardened and lacerated w�th the needle; she wore a
cloak of coarse brown woollen stuff, a l�nen gown, and coarse shoes.
It was Fant�ne.

It was Fant�ne, but d�ff�cult to recogn�ze. Nevertheless, on
scrut�n�z�ng her attent�vely, �t was ev�dent that she st�ll reta�ned her
beauty. A melancholy fold, wh�ch resembled the beg�nn�ng of �rony,
wr�nkled her r�ght cheek. As for her to�lette, that aer�al to�lette of
musl�n and r�bbons, wh�ch seemed made of m�rth, of folly, and of
mus�c, full of bells, and perfumed w�th l�lacs had van�shed l�ke that
beaut�ful and dazzl�ng hoar-frost wh�ch �s m�staken for d�amonds �n
the sunl�ght; �t melts and leaves the branch qu�te black.

Ten months had elapsed s�nce the “pretty farce.”
What had taken place dur�ng those ten months? It can be d�v�ned.
After abandonment, stra�ghtened c�rcumstances. Fant�ne had

�mmed�ately lost s�ght of Favour�te, Zéph�ne and Dahl�a; the bond
once broken on the s�de of the men, �t was loosed between the
women; they would have been greatly aston�shed had any one told
them a fortn�ght later, that they had been fr�ends; there no longer
ex�sted any reason for such a th�ng. Fant�ne had rema�ned alone.
The father of her ch�ld gone,—alas! such ruptures are �rrevocable,—
she found herself absolutely �solated, m�nus the hab�t of work and
plus the taste for pleasure. Drawn away by her l�a�son w�th



Tholomyès to d�sda�n the pretty trade wh�ch she knew, she had
neglected to keep her market open; �t was now closed to her. She
had no resource. Fant�ne barely knew how to read, and d�d not know
how to wr�te; �n her ch�ldhood she had only been taught to s�gn her
name; she had a publ�c letter-wr�ter �nd�te an ep�stle to Tholomyès,
then a second, then a th�rd. Tholomyès repl�ed to none of them.
Fant�ne heard the goss�ps say, as they looked at her ch�ld: “Who
takes those ch�ldren ser�ously! One only shrugs one’s shoulders over
such ch�ldren!” Then she thought of Tholomyès, who had shrugged
h�s shoulders over h�s ch�ld, and who d�d not take that �nnocent be�ng
ser�ously; and her heart grew gloomy toward that man. But what was
she to do? She no longer knew to whom to apply. She had
comm�tted a fault, but the foundat�on of her nature, as w�ll be
remembered, was modesty and v�rtue. She was vaguely consc�ous
that she was on the verge of fall�ng �nto d�stress, and of gl�d�ng �nto a
worse state. Courage was necessary; she possessed �t, and held
herself f�rm. The �dea of return�ng to her nat�ve town of M. sur M.
occurred to her. There, some one m�ght poss�bly know her and g�ve
her work; yes, but �t would be necessary to conceal her fault. In a
confused way she perce�ved the necess�ty of a separat�on wh�ch
would be more pa�nful than the f�rst one. Her heart contracted, but
she took her resolut�on. Fant�ne, as we shall see, had the f�erce
bravery of l�fe. She had already val�antly renounced f�nery, had
dressed herself �n l�nen, and had put all her s�lks, all her ornaments,
all her r�bbons, and all her laces on her daughter, the only van�ty
wh�ch was left to her, and a holy one �t was. She sold all that she
had, wh�ch produced for her two hundred francs; her l�ttle debts pa�d,
she had only about e�ghty francs left. At the age of twenty-two, on a
beaut�ful spr�ng morn�ng, she qu�tted Par�s, bear�ng her ch�ld on her
back. Any one who had seen these two pass would have had p�ty on
them. Th�s woman had, �n all the world, noth�ng but her ch�ld, and the
ch�ld had, �n all the world, no one but th�s woman. Fant�ne had
nursed her ch�ld, and th�s had t�red her chest, and she coughed a
l�ttle.

We shall have no further occas�on to speak of M. Fél�x Tholomyès.
Let us conf�ne ourselves to say�ng, that, twenty years later, under
K�ng Lou�s Ph�l�ppe, he was a great prov�nc�al lawyer, wealthy and



�nfluent�al, a w�se elector, and a very severe juryman; he was st�ll a
man of pleasure.

Towards the m�ddle of the day, after hav�ng, from t�me to t�me, for
the sake of rest�ng herself, travelled, for three or four sous a league,
�n what was then known as the Pet�tes Vo�tures des Env�rons de
Par�s, the “l�ttle suburban coach serv�ce,” Fant�ne found herself at
Montferme�l, �n the alley Boulanger.

As she passed the Thénard�er hostelry, the two l�ttle g�rls, bl�ssful
�n the monster sw�ng, had dazzled her �n a manner, and she had
halted �n front of that v�s�on of joy.

Charms ex�st. These two l�ttle g�rls were a charm to th�s mother.
She gazed at them �n much emot�on. The presence of angels �s an

announcement of Parad�se. She thought that, above th�s �nn, she
beheld the myster�ous HERE of Prov�dence. These two l�ttle
creatures were ev�dently happy. She gazed at them, she adm�red
them, �n such emot�on that at the moment when the�r mother was
recover�ng her breath between two couplets of her song, she could
not refra�n from address�ng to her the remark wh�ch we have just
read:—

“You have two pretty ch�ldren, Madame.”
The most feroc�ous creatures are d�sarmed by caresses bestowed

on the�r young.
The mother ra�sed her head and thanked her, and bade the

wayfarer s�t down on the bench at the door, she herself be�ng seated
on the threshold. The two women began to chat.

“My name �s Madame Thénard�er,” sa�d the mother of the two l�ttle
g�rls. “We keep th�s �nn.”

Then, her m�nd st�ll runn�ng on her romance, she resumed
humm�ng between her teeth:—
“It must be so; I am a knight,
And I am off to Palestine.”

Th�s Madame Thénard�er was a sandy-complex�oned woman, th�n
and angular—the type of the sold�er’s w�fe �n all �ts unpleasantness;
and what was odd, w�th a langu�sh�ng a�r, wh�ch she owed to her
perusal of romances. She was a s�mper�ng, but mascul�ne creature.



Old romances produce that effect when rubbed aga�nst the
�mag�nat�on of cook-shop woman. She was st�ll young; she was
barely th�rty. If th�s crouch�ng woman had stood upr�ght, her lofty
stature and her frame of a perambulat�ng colossus su�table for fa�rs,
m�ght have fr�ghtened the traveller at the outset, troubled her
conf�dence, and d�sturbed what caused what we have to relate to
van�sh. A person who �s seated �nstead of stand�ng erect—dest�n�es
hang upon such a th�ng as that.

The traveller told her story, w�th sl�ght mod�f�cat�ons.
That she was a work�ng-woman; that her husband was dead; that

her work �n Par�s had fa�led her, and that she was on her way to seek
�t elsewhere, �n her own nat�ve parts; that she had left Par�s that
morn�ng on foot; that, as she was carry�ng her ch�ld, and felt
fat�gued, she had got �nto the V�llemomble coach when she met �t;
that from V�llemomble she had come to Montferme�l on foot; that the
l�ttle one had walked a l�ttle, but not much, because she was so
young, and that she had been obl�ged to take her up, and the jewel
had fallen asleep.

At th�s word she bestowed on her daughter a pass�onate k�ss,
wh�ch woke her. The ch�ld opened her eyes, great blue eyes l�ke her
mother’s, and looked at—what? Noth�ng; w�th that ser�ous and
somet�mes severe a�r of l�ttle ch�ldren, wh�ch �s a mystery of the�r
lum�nous �nnocence �n the presence of our tw�l�ght of v�rtue. One
would say that they feel themselves to be angels, and that they know
us to be men. Then the ch�ld began to laugh; and although the
mother held fast to her, she sl�pped to the ground w�th the
unconquerable energy of a l�ttle be�ng wh�ch w�shed to run. All at
once she caught s�ght of the two others �n the sw�ng, stopped short,
and put out her tongue, �n s�gn of adm�rat�on.

Mother Thénard�er released her daughters, made them descend
from the sw�ng, and sa�d:—

“Now amuse yourselves, all three of you.”
Ch�ldren become acqua�nted qu�ckly at that age, and at the

exp�rat�on of a m�nute the l�ttle Thénard�ers were play�ng w�th the
newcomer at mak�ng holes �n the ground, wh�ch was an �mmense
pleasure.



The newcomer was very gay; the goodness of the mother �s
wr�tten �n the gayety of the ch�ld; she had se�zed a scrap of wood
wh�ch served her for a shovel, and energet�cally dug a cav�ty b�g
enough for a fly. The grave-d�gger’s bus�ness becomes a subject for
laughter when performed by a ch�ld.

The two women pursued the�r chat.
“What �s your l�ttle one’s name?”
“Cosette.”
For Cosette, read Euphras�e. The ch�ld’s name was Euphras�e.

But out of Euphras�e the mother had made Cosette by that sweet
and graceful �nst�nct of mothers and of the populace wh�ch changes
Josepha �nto Pep�ta, and Franço�se �nto S�llette. It �s a sort of
der�vat�ve wh�ch d�sarranges and d�sconcerts the whole sc�ence of
etymolog�sts. We have known a grandmother who succeeded �n
turn�ng Theodore �nto Gnon.

“How old �s she?”
“She �s go�ng on three.”
“That �s the age of my eldest.”
In the meant�me, the three l�ttle g�rls were grouped �n an att�tude of

profound anx�ety and bl�ssfulness; an event had happened; a b�g
worm had emerged from the ground, and they were afra�d; and they
were �n ecstas�es over �t.

The�r rad�ant brows touched each other; one would have sa�d that
there were three heads �n one aureole.

“How eas�ly ch�ldren get acqua�nted at once!” excla�med Mother
Thénard�er; “one would swear that they were three s�sters!”

Th�s remark was probably the spark wh�ch the other mother had
been wa�t�ng for. She se�zed the Thénard�er’s hand, looked at her
f�xedly, and sa�d:—

“W�ll you keep my ch�ld for me?”
The Thénard�er made one of those movements of surpr�se wh�ch

s�gn�fy ne�ther assent nor refusal.
Cosette’s mother cont�nued:—



“You see, I cannot take my daughter to the country. My work w�ll
not perm�t �t. W�th a ch�ld one can f�nd no s�tuat�on. People are
r�d�culous �n the country. It was the good God who caused me to
pass your �nn. When I caught s�ght of your l�ttle ones, so pretty, so
clean, and so happy, �t overwhelmed me. I sa�d: ‘Here �s a good
mother. That �s just the th�ng; that w�ll make three s�sters.’ And then,
�t w�ll not be long before I return. W�ll you keep my ch�ld for me?”

“I must see about �t,” repl�ed the Thénard�er.
“I w�ll g�ve you s�x francs a month.”
Here a man’s vo�ce called from the depths of the cook-shop:—
“Not for less than seven francs. And s�x months pa�d �n advance.”
“S�x t�mes seven makes forty-two,” sa�d the Thénard�er.
“I w�ll g�ve �t,” sa�d the mother.
“And f�fteen francs �n add�t�on for prel�m�nary expenses,” added the

man’s vo�ce.
“Total, f�fty-seven francs,” sa�d Madame Thénard�er. And she

hummed vaguely, w�th these f�gures:—
“It must be, said a warrior.”

“I w�ll pay �t,” sa�d the mother. “I have e�ghty francs. I shall have
enough left to reach the country, by travell�ng on foot. I shall earn
money there, and as soon as I have a l�ttle I w�ll return for my
darl�ng.”

The man’s vo�ce resumed:—
“The l�ttle one has an outf�t?”
“That �s my husband,” sa�d the Thénard�er.
“Of course she has an outf�t, the poor treasure.—I understood

perfectly that �t was your husband.—And a beaut�ful outf�t, too! a
senseless outf�t, everyth�ng by the dozen, and s�lk gowns l�ke a lady.
It �s here, �n my carpet-bag.”

“You must hand �t over,” struck �n the man’s vo�ce aga�n.
“Of course I shall g�ve �t to you,” sa�d the mother. “It would be very

queer �f I were to leave my daughter qu�te naked!”
The master’s face appeared.
“That’s good,” sa�d he.



The barga�n was concluded. The mother passed the n�ght at the
�nn, gave up her money and left her ch�ld, fastened her carpet-bag
once more, now reduced �n volume by the removal of the outf�t, and
l�ght henceforth and set out on the follow�ng morn�ng, �ntend�ng to
return soon. People arrange such departures tranqu�lly; but they are
despa�rs!

A ne�ghbor of the Thénard�ers met th�s mother as she was sett�ng
out, and came back w�th the remark:—

“I have just seen a woman cry�ng �n the street so that �t was
enough to rend your heart.”

When Cosette’s mother had taken her departure, the man sa�d to
the woman:—

“That w�ll serve to pay my note for one hundred and ten francs
wh�ch falls due to-morrow; I lacked f�fty francs. Do you know that I
should have had a ba�l�ff and a protest after me? You played the
mouse-trap n�cely w�th your young ones.”

“W�thout suspect�ng �t,” sa�d the woman.



CHAPTER II—FIRST SKETCH OF TWO
UNPREPOSSESSING FIGURES

The mouse wh�ch had been caught was a p�t�ful spec�men; but the
cat rejo�ces even over a lean mouse.

Who were these Thénard�ers?
Let us say a word or two of them now. We w�ll complete the sketch

later on.
These be�ngs belonged to that bastard class composed of coarse

people who have been successful, and of �ntell�gent people who
have descended �n the scale, wh�ch �s between the class called
“m�ddle” and the class denom�nated as “�nfer�or,” and wh�ch
comb�nes some of the defects of the second w�th nearly all the v�ces
of the f�rst, w�thout possess�ng the generous �mpulse of the
work�ngman nor the honest order of the bourgeo�s.

They were of those dwarfed natures wh�ch, �f a dull f�re chances to
warm them up, eas�ly become monstrous. There was �n the woman a
substratum of the brute, and �n the man the mater�al for a
blackguard. Both were suscept�ble, �n the h�ghest degree, of the sort
of h�deous progress wh�ch �s accompl�shed �n the d�rect�on of ev�l.
There ex�st crab-l�ke souls wh�ch are cont�nually retreat�ng towards
the darkness, retrograd�ng �n l�fe rather than advanc�ng, employ�ng
exper�ence to augment the�r deform�ty, grow�ng �ncessantly worse,
and becom�ng more and more �mpregnated w�th an ever-augment�ng
blackness. Th�s man and woman possessed such souls.

Thénard�er, �n part�cular, was troublesome for a phys�ognom�st.
One can only look at some men to d�strust them; for one feels that
they are dark �n both d�rect�ons. They are uneasy �n the rear and
threaten�ng �n front. There �s someth�ng of the unknown about them.
One can no more answer for what they have done than for what they
w�ll do. The shadow wh�ch they bear �n the�r glance denounces them.



From merely hear�ng them utter a word or see�ng them make a
gesture, one obta�ns a gl�mpse of sombre secrets �n the�r past and of
sombre myster�es �n the�r future.

Th�s Thénard�er, �f he h�mself was to be bel�eved, had been a
sold�er—a sergeant, he sa�d. He had probably been through the
campa�gn of 1815, and had even conducted h�mself w�th tolerable
valor, �t would seem. We shall see later on how much truth there was
�n th�s. The s�gn of h�s hostelry was �n allus�on to one of h�s feats of
arms. He had pa�nted �t h�mself; for he knew how to do a l�ttle of
everyth�ng, and badly.

It was at the epoch when the anc�ent class�cal romance wh�ch,
after hav�ng been Clél�e, was no longer anyth�ng but Lodoïska, st�ll
noble, but ever more and more vulgar, hav�ng fallen from
Mademo�selle de Scudér� to Madame Bournon-Malarme, and from
Madame de Lafayette to Madame Barthélemy-Hadot, was sett�ng the
lov�ng hearts of the portresses of Par�s aflame, and even ravag�ng
the suburbs to some extent. Madame Thénard�er was just �ntell�gent
enough to read th�s sort of books. She l�ved on them. In them she
drowned what bra�ns she possessed. Th�s had g�ven her, when very
young, and even a l�ttle later, a sort of pens�ve att�tude towards her
husband, a scamp of a certa�n depth, a ruff�an lettered to the extent
of the grammar, coarse and f�ne at one and the same t�me, but, so
far as sent�mental�sm was concerned, g�ven to the perusal of P�gault-
Lebrun, and “�n what concerns the sex,” as he sa�d �n h�s jargon—a
downr�ght, unm�t�gated lout. H�s w�fe was twelve or f�fteen years
younger than he was. Later on, when her ha�r, arranged �n a
romant�cally droop�ng fash�on, began to grow gray, when the
Megæra began to be developed from the Pamela, the female
Thénard�er was noth�ng but a coarse, v�c�ous woman, who had
dabbled �n stup�d romances. Now, one cannot read nonsense w�th
�mpun�ty. The result was that her eldest daughter was named
Épon�ne; as for the younger, the poor l�ttle th�ng came near be�ng
called Gulnare; I know not to what d�vers�on, effected by a romance
of Ducray-Dumen�l, she owed the fact that she merely bore the name
of Azelma.



However, we w�ll remark by the way, everyth�ng was not r�d�culous
and superf�c�al �n that cur�ous epoch to wh�ch we are allud�ng, and
wh�ch may be des�gnated as the anarchy of bapt�smal names. By the
s�de of th�s romant�c element wh�ch we have just �nd�cated there �s
the soc�al symptom. It �s not rare for the neatherd’s boy nowadays to
bear the name of Arthur, Alfred, or Alphonse, and for the v�comte—�f
there are st�ll any v�comtes—to be called Thomas, P�erre, or
Jacques. Th�s d�splacement, wh�ch places the “elegant” name on the
plebe�an and the rust�c name on the ar�stocrat, �s noth�ng else than
an eddy of equal�ty. The �rres�st�ble penetrat�on of the new �nsp�rat�on
�s there as everywhere else. Beneath th�s apparent d�scord there �s a
great and a profound th�ng,—the French Revolut�on.



CHAPTER III—THE LARK
It �s not all �n all suff�c�ent to be w�cked �n order to prosper. The

cook-shop was �n a bad way.
Thanks to the traveller’s f�fty-seven francs, Thénard�er had been

able to avo�d a protest and to honor h�s s�gnature. On the follow�ng
month they were aga�n �n need of money. The woman took Cosette’s
outf�t to Par�s, and pawned �t at the pawnbroker’s for s�xty francs. As
soon as that sum was spent, the Thénard�ers grew accustomed to
look on the l�ttle g�rl merely as a ch�ld whom they were car�ng for out
of char�ty; and they treated her accord�ngly. As she had no longer
any clothes, they dressed her �n the cast-off pett�coats and chem�ses
of the Thénard�er brats; that �s to say, �n rags. They fed her on what
all the rest had left—a l�ttle better than the dog, a l�ttle worse than the
cat. Moreover, the cat and the dog were her hab�tual table-
compan�ons; Cosette ate w�th them under the table, from a wooden
bowl s�m�lar to the�rs.

The mother, who had establ�shed herself, as we shall see later on,
at M. sur M., wrote, or, more correctly, caused to be wr�tten, a letter
every month, that she m�ght have news of her ch�ld. The Thénard�ers
repl�ed �nvar�ably, “Cosette �s do�ng wonderfully well.”

At the exp�rat�on of the f�rst s�x months the mother sent seven
francs for the seventh month, and cont�nued her rem�ttances w�th
tolerable regular�ty from month to month. The year was not
completed when Thénard�er sa�d: “A f�ne favor she �s do�ng us, �n
sooth! What does she expect us to do w�th her seven francs?” and
he wrote to demand twelve francs. The mother, whom they had
persuaded �nto the bel�ef that her ch�ld was happy, “and was com�ng
on well,” subm�tted, and forwarded the twelve francs.

Certa�n natures cannot love on the one hand w�thout hat�ng on the
other. Mother Thénard�er loved her two daughters pass�onately,
wh�ch caused her to hate the stranger.



It �s sad to th�nk that the love of a mother can possess v�lla�nous
aspects. L�ttle as was the space occup�ed by Cosette, �t seemed to
her as though �t were taken from her own, and that that l�ttle ch�ld
d�m�n�shed the a�r wh�ch her daughters breathed. Th�s woman, l�ke
many women of her sort, had a load of caresses and a burden of
blows and �njur�es to d�spense each day. If she had not had Cosette,
�t �s certa�n that her daughters, �dol�zed as they were, would have
rece�ved the whole of �t; but the stranger d�d them the serv�ce to
d�vert the blows to herself. Her daughters rece�ved noth�ng but
caresses. Cosette could not make a mot�on wh�ch d�d not draw down
upon her head a heavy shower of v�olent blows and unmer�ted
chast�sement. The sweet, feeble be�ng, who should not have
understood anyth�ng of th�s world or of God, �ncessantly pun�shed,
scolded, �ll-used, beaten, and see�ng bes�de her two l�ttle creatures
l�ke herself, who l�ved �n a ray of dawn!

Madame Thénard�er was v�c�ous w�th Cosette. Épon�ne and
Azelma were v�c�ous. Ch�ldren at that age are only cop�es of the�r
mother. The s�ze �s smaller; that �s all.

A year passed; then another.
People �n the v�llage sa�d:—
“Those Thénard�ers are good people. They are not r�ch, and yet

they are br�ng�ng up a poor ch�ld who was abandoned on the�r
hands!”

They thought that Cosette’s mother had forgotten her.
In the meanwh�le, Thénard�er, hav�ng learned, �t �s �mposs�ble to

say by what obscure means, that the ch�ld was probably a bastard,
and that the mother could not acknowledge �t, exacted f�fteen francs
a month, say�ng that “the creature” was grow�ng and “eat�ng,” and
threaten�ng to send her away. “Let her not bother me,” he excla�med,
“or I’ll f�re her brat r�ght �nto the m�ddle of her secrets. I must have an
�ncrease.” The mother pa�d the f�fteen francs.

From year to year the ch�ld grew, and so d�d her wretchedness.
As long as Cosette was l�ttle, she was the scape-goat of the two

other ch�ldren; as soon as she began to develop a l�ttle, that �s to



say, before she was even f�ve years old, she became the servant of
the household.

F�ve years old! the reader w�ll say; that �s not probable. Alas! �t �s
true. Soc�al suffer�ng beg�ns at all ages. Have we not recently seen
the tr�al of a man named Dumollard, an orphan turned band�t, who,
from the age of f�ve, as the off�c�al documents state, be�ng alone �n
the world, “worked for h�s l�v�ng and stole”?

Cosette was made to run on errands, to sweep the rooms, the
courtyard, the street, to wash the d�shes, to even carry burdens. The
Thénard�ers cons�dered themselves all the more author�zed to
behave �n th�s manner, s�nce the mother, who was st�ll at M. sur M.,
had become �rregular �n her payments. Some months she was �n
arrears.

If th�s mother had returned to Montferme�l at the end of these three
years, she would not have recogn�zed her ch�ld. Cosette, so pretty
and rosy on her arr�val �n that house, was now th�n and pale. She
had an �ndescr�bably uneasy look. “The sly creature,” sa�d the
Thénard�ers.

Injust�ce had made her peev�sh, and m�sery had made her ugly.
Noth�ng rema�ned to her except her beaut�ful eyes, wh�ch �nsp�red
pa�n, because, large as they were, �t seemed as though one beheld
�n them a st�ll larger amount of sadness.

It was a heart-break�ng th�ng to see th�s poor ch�ld, not yet s�x
years old, sh�ver�ng �n the w�nter �n her old rags of l�nen, full of holes,
sweep�ng the street before dayl�ght, w�th an enormous broom �n her
t�ny red hands, and a tear �n her great eyes.

Enlarge
Cossette Sweep�ng 1b4-1-cossette-sweep�ng 

She was called the Lark �n the ne�ghborhood. The populace, who
are fond of these f�gures of speech, had taken a fancy to bestow th�s
name on th�s trembl�ng, fr�ghtened, and sh�ver�ng l�ttle creature, no
b�gger than a b�rd, who was awake every morn�ng before any one
else �n the house or the v�llage, and was always �n the street or the
f�elds before daybreak.

Only the l�ttle lark never sang.



BOOK FIFTH—THE DESCENT



CHAPTER I—THE HISTORY OF A
PROGRESS IN BLACK GLASS

TRINKETS
And �n the meant�me, what had become of that mother who

accord�ng to the people at Montferme�l, seemed to have abandoned
her ch�ld? Where was she? What was she do�ng?

After leav�ng her l�ttle Cosette w�th the Thénard�ers, she had
cont�nued her journey, and had reached M. sur M.

Th�s, �t w�ll be remembered, was �n 1818.
Fant�ne had qu�tted her prov�nce ten years before. M. sur M. had

changed �ts aspect. Wh�le Fant�ne had been slowly descend�ng from
wretchedness to wretchedness, her nat�ve town had prospered.

About two years prev�ously one of those �ndustr�al facts wh�ch are
the grand events of small d�str�cts had taken place.

Th�s deta�l �s �mportant, and we regard �t as useful to develop �t at
length; we should almost say, to underl�ne �t.

From t�me �mmemor�al, M. sur M. had had for �ts spec�al �ndustry
the �m�tat�on of Engl�sh jet and the black glass tr�nkets of Germany.
Th�s �ndustry had always vegetated, on account of the h�gh pr�ce of
the raw mater�al, wh�ch reacted on the manufacture. At the moment
when Fant�ne returned to M. sur M., an unheard-of transformat�on
had taken place �n the product�on of “black goods.” Towards the
close of 1815 a man, a stranger, had establ�shed h�mself �n the town,
and had been �nsp�red w�th the �dea of subst�tut�ng, �n th�s
manufacture, gum-lac for res�n, and, for bracelets �n part�cular, sl�des
of sheet-�ron s�mply la�d together, for sl�des of soldered sheet-�ron.

Th�s very small change had effected a revolut�on.



Th�s very small change had, �n fact, prod�g�ously reduced the cost
of the raw mater�al, wh�ch had rendered �t poss�ble �n the f�rst place,
to ra�se the pr�ce of manufacture, a benef�t to the country; �n the
second place, to �mprove the workmansh�p, an advantage to the
consumer; �n the th�rd place, to sell at a lower pr�ce, wh�le trebl�ng
the prof�t, wh�ch was a benef�t to the manufacturer.

Thus three results ensued from one �dea.
In less than three years the �nventor of th�s process had become

r�ch, wh�ch �s good, and had made every one about h�m r�ch, wh�ch �s
better. He was a stranger �n the Department. Of h�s or�g�n, noth�ng
was known; of the beg�nn�ng of h�s career, very l�ttle. It was rumored
that he had come to town w�th very l�ttle money, a few hundred
francs at the most.

It was from th�s slender cap�tal, enl�sted �n the serv�ce of an
�ngen�ous �dea, developed by method and thought, that he had
drawn h�s own fortune, and the fortune of the whole countrys�de.

On h�s arr�val at M. sur M. he had only the garments, the
appearance, and the language of a work�ngman.

It appears that on the very day when he made h�s obscure entry
�nto the l�ttle town of M. sur M., just at n�ghtfall, on a December
even�ng, knapsack on back and thorn club �n hand, a large f�re had
broken out �n the town-hall. Th�s man had rushed �nto the flames and
saved, at the r�sk of h�s own l�fe, two ch�ldren who belonged to the
capta�n of the gendarmer�e; th�s �s why they had forgotten to ask h�m
for h�s passport. Afterwards they had learned h�s name. He was
called Father Madele�ne.



CHAPTER II—MADELEINE
He was a man about f�fty years of age, who had a preoccup�ed a�r,

and who was good. That was all that could be sa�d about h�m.
Thanks to the rap�d progress of the �ndustry wh�ch he had so

adm�rably reconstructed, M. sur M. had become a rather �mportant
centre of trade. Spa�n, wh�ch consumes a good deal of black jet,
made enormous purchases there each year. M. sur M. almost
r�valled London and Berl�n �n th�s branch of commerce. Father
Madele�ne’s prof�ts were such, that at the end of the second year he
was able to erect a large factory, �n wh�ch there were two vast
workrooms, one for the men, and the other for women. Any one who
was hungry could present h�mself there, and was sure of f�nd�ng
employment and bread. Father Madele�ne requ�red of the men good
w�ll, of the women pure morals, and of all, prob�ty. He had separated
the work-rooms �n order to separate the sexes, and so that the
women and g�rls m�ght rema�n d�screet. On th�s po�nt he was
�nflex�ble. It was the only th�ng �n wh�ch he was �n a manner
�ntolerant. He was all the more f�rmly set on th�s sever�ty, s�nce M.
sur M., be�ng a garr�son town, opportun�t�es for corrupt�on abounded.
However, h�s com�ng had been a boon, and h�s presence was a
godsend. Before Father Madele�ne’s arr�val, everyth�ng had
langu�shed �n the country; now everyth�ng l�ved w�th a healthy l�fe of
to�l. A strong c�rculat�on warmed everyth�ng and penetrated
everywhere. Slack seasons and wretchedness were unknown. There
was no pocket so obscure that �t had not a l�ttle money �n �t; no
dwell�ng so lowly that there was not some l�ttle joy w�th�n �t.

Father Madele�ne gave employment to every one. He exacted but
one th�ng: Be an honest man. Be an honest woman.

As we have sa�d, �n the m�dst of th�s act�v�ty of wh�ch he was the
cause and the p�vot, Father Madele�ne made h�s fortune; but a
s�ngular th�ng �n a s�mple man of bus�ness, �t d�d not seem as though



that were h�s ch�ef care. He appeared to be th�nk�ng much of others,
and l�ttle of h�mself. In 1820 he was known to have a sum of s�x
hundred and th�rty thousand francs lodged �n h�s name w�th Laff�tte;
but before reserv�ng these s�x hundred and th�rty thousand francs, he
had spent more than a m�ll�on for the town and �ts poor.

The hosp�tal was badly endowed; he founded s�x beds there. M.
sur M. �s d�v�ded �nto the upper and the lower town. The lower town,
�n wh�ch he l�ved, had but one school, a m�serable hovel, wh�ch was
fall�ng to ru�n: he constructed two, one for g�rls, the other for boys.
He allotted a salary from h�s own funds to the two �nstructors, a
salary tw�ce as large as the�r meagre off�c�al salary, and one day he
sa�d to some one who expressed surpr�se, “The two pr�me
funct�onar�es of the state are the nurse and the schoolmaster.” He
created at h�s own expense an �nfant school, a th�ng then almost
unknown �n France, and a fund for a�d�ng old and �nf�rm workmen. As
h�s factory was a centre, a new quarter, �n wh�ch there were a good
many �nd�gent fam�l�es, rose rap�dly around h�m; he establ�shed there
a free d�spensary.

At f�rst, when they watched h�s beg�nn�ngs, the good souls sa�d,
“He’s a jolly fellow who means to get r�ch.” When they saw h�m
enr�ch�ng the country before he enr�ched h�mself, the good souls
sa�d, “He �s an amb�t�ous man.” Th�s seemed all the more probable
s�nce the man was rel�g�ous, and even pract�sed h�s rel�g�on to a
certa�n degree, a th�ng wh�ch was very favorably v�ewed at that
epoch. He went regularly to low mass every Sunday. The local
deputy, who nosed out all r�valry everywhere, soon began to grow
uneasy over th�s rel�g�on. Th�s deputy had been a member of the
leg�slat�ve body of the Emp�re, and shared the rel�g�ous �deas of a
father of the Orato�re, known under the name of Fouché, Duc
d’Otrante, whose creature and fr�end he had been. He �ndulged �n
gentle ra�llery at God w�th closed doors. But when he beheld the
wealthy manufacturer Madele�ne go�ng to low mass at seven o’clock,
he perce�ved �n h�m a poss�ble cand�date, and resolved to outdo h�m;
he took a Jesu�t confessor, and went to h�gh mass and to vespers.
Amb�t�on was at that t�me, �n the d�rect acceptat�on of the word, a
race to the steeple. The poor prof�ted by th�s terror as well as the



good God, for the honorable deputy also founded two beds �n the
hosp�tal, wh�ch made twelve.

Nevertheless, �n 1819 a rumor one morn�ng c�rculated through the
town to the effect that, on the representat�ons of the prefect and �n
cons�derat�on of the serv�ces rendered by h�m to the country, Father
Madele�ne was to be appo�nted by the K�ng, mayor of M. sur M.
Those who had pronounced th�s newcomer to be “an amb�t�ous
fellow,” se�zed w�th del�ght on th�s opportun�ty wh�ch all men des�re,
to excla�m, “There! what d�d we say!” All M. sur M. was �n an uproar.
The rumor was well founded. Several days later the appo�ntment
appeared �n the Mon�teur. On the follow�ng day Father Madele�ne
refused.

In th�s same year of 1819 the products of the new process
�nvented by Madele�ne f�gured �n the �ndustr�al exh�b�t�on; when the
jury made the�r report, the K�ng appo�nted the �nventor a cheval�er of
the Leg�on of Honor. A fresh exc�tement �n the l�ttle town. Well, so �t
was the cross that he wanted! Father Madele�ne refused the cross.

Dec�dedly th�s man was an en�gma. The good souls got out of the�r
pred�cament by say�ng, “After all, he �s some sort of an adventurer.”

We have seen that the country owed much to h�m; the poor owed
h�m everyth�ng; he was so useful and he was so gentle that people
had been obl�ged to honor and respect h�m. H�s workmen, �n
part�cular, adored h�m, and he endured th�s adorat�on w�th a sort of
melancholy grav�ty. When he was known to be r�ch, “people �n
soc�ety” bowed to h�m, and he rece�ved �nv�tat�ons �n the town; he
was called, �n town, Mons�eur Madele�ne; h�s workmen and the
ch�ldren cont�nued to call h�m Father Madele�ne, and that was what
was most adapted to make h�m sm�le. In proport�on as he mounted,
throve, �nv�tat�ons ra�ned down upon h�m. “Soc�ety” cla�med h�m for
�ts own. The pr�m l�ttle draw�ng-rooms on M. sur M., wh�ch, of course,
had at f�rst been closed to the art�san, opened both leaves of the�r
fold�ng-doors to the m�ll�onna�re. They made a thousand advances to
h�m. He refused.

Th�s t�me the good goss�ps had no trouble. “He �s an �gnorant man,
of no educat�on. No one knows where he came from. He would not



know how to behave �n soc�ety. It has not been absolutely proved
that he knows how to read.”

When they saw h�m mak�ng money, they sa�d, “He �s a man of
bus�ness.” When they saw h�m scatter�ng h�s money about, they
sa�d, “He �s an amb�t�ous man.” When he was seen to decl�ne
honors, they sa�d, “He �s an adventurer.” When they saw h�m repulse
soc�ety, they sa�d, “He �s a brute.”

In 1820, f�ve years after h�s arr�val �n M. sur M., the serv�ces wh�ch
he had rendered to the d�str�ct were so dazzl�ng, the op�n�on of the
whole country round about was so unan�mous, that the K�ng aga�n
appo�nted h�m mayor of the town. He aga�n decl�ned; but the prefect
res�sted h�s refusal, all the notab�l�t�es of the place came to �mplore
h�m, the people �n the street besought h�m; the urg�ng was so
v�gorous that he ended by accept�ng. It was not�ced that the th�ng
wh�ch seemed ch�efly to br�ng h�m to a dec�s�on was the almost
�rr�tated apostrophe addressed to h�m by an old woman of the
people, who called to h�m from her threshold, �n an angry way: “A
good mayor �s a useful th�ng. Is he draw�ng back before the good
wh�ch he can do?”

Th�s was the th�rd phase of h�s ascent. Father Madele�ne had
become Mons�eur Madele�ne. Mons�eur Madele�ne became
Mons�eur le Ma�re.



CHAPTER III—SUMS DEPOSITED
WITH LAFFITTE

On the other hand, he rema�ned as s�mple as on the f�rst day. He
had gray ha�r, a ser�ous eye, the sunburned complex�on of a laborer,
the thoughtful v�sage of a ph�losopher. He hab�tually wore a hat w�th
a w�de br�m, and a long coat of coarse cloth, buttoned to the ch�n. He
fulf�lled h�s dut�es as mayor; but, w�th that except�on, he l�ved �n
sol�tude. He spoke to but few people. He avo�ded pol�te attent�ons;
he escaped qu�ckly; he sm�led to rel�eve h�mself of the necess�ty of
talk�ng; he gave, �n order to get r�d of the necess�ty for sm�l�ng. The
women sa�d of h�m, “What a good-natured bear!” H�s pleasure
cons�sted �n stroll�ng �n the f�elds.

He always took h�s meals alone, w�th an open book before h�m,
wh�ch he read. He had a well-selected l�ttle l�brary. He loved books;
books are cold but safe fr�ends. In proport�on as le�sure came to h�m
w�th fortune, he seemed to take advantage of �t to cult�vate h�s m�nd.
It had been observed that, ever s�nce h�s arr�val at M. sur M., h�s
language had grown more pol�shed, more cho�ce, and more gentle
w�th every pass�ng year. He l�ked to carry a gun w�th h�m on h�s
strolls, but he rarely made use of �t. When he d�d happen to do so,
h�s shoot�ng was someth�ng so �nfall�ble as to �nsp�re terror. He never
k�lled an �noffens�ve an�mal. He never shot at a l�ttle b�rd.

Although he was no longer young, �t was thought that he was st�ll
prod�g�ously strong. He offered h�s ass�stance to any one who was �n
need of �t, l�fted a horse, released a wheel clogged �n the mud, or
stopped a runaway bull by the horns. He always had h�s pockets full
of money when he went out; but they were empty on h�s return.
When he passed through a v�llage, the ragged brats ran joyously
after h�m, and surrounded h�m l�ke a swarm of gnats.



It was thought that he must, �n the past, have l�ved a country l�fe,
s�nce he knew all sorts of useful secrets, wh�ch he taught to the
peasants. He taught them how to destroy scurf on wheat, by
spr�nkl�ng �t and the granary and �nundat�ng the cracks �n the floor
w�th a solut�on of common salt; and how to chase away weev�ls by
hang�ng up orv�ot �n bloom everywhere, on the walls and the ce�l�ngs,
among the grass and �n the houses.

He had “rec�pes” for exterm�nat�ng from a f�eld, bl�ght, tares, foxta�l,
and all paras�t�c growths wh�ch destroy the wheat. He defended a
rabb�t warren aga�nst rats, s�mply by the odor of a gu�nea-p�g wh�ch
he placed �n �t.

One day he saw some country people bus�ly engaged �n pull�ng up
nettles; he exam�ned the plants, wh�ch were uprooted and already
dr�ed, and sa�d: “They are dead. Nevertheless, �t would be a good
th�ng to know how to make use of them. When the nettle �s young,
the leaf makes an excellent vegetable; when �t �s older, �t has
f�laments and f�bres l�ke hemp and flax. Nettle cloth �s as good as
l�nen cloth. Chopped up, nettles are good for poultry; pounded, they
are good for horned cattle. The seed of the nettle, m�xed w�th fodder,
g�ves gloss to the ha�r of an�mals; the root, m�xed w�th salt, produces
a beaut�ful yellow color�ng-matter. Moreover, �t �s an excellent hay,
wh�ch can be cut tw�ce. And what �s requ�red for the nettle? A l�ttle
so�l, no care, no culture. Only the seed falls as �t �s r�pe, and �t �s
d�ff�cult to collect �t. That �s all. W�th the exerc�se of a l�ttle care, the
nettle could be made useful; �t �s neglected and �t becomes hurtful. It
�s exterm�nated. How many men resemble the nettle!” He added,
after a pause: “Remember th�s, my fr�ends: there are no such th�ngs
as bad plants or bad men. There are only bad cult�vators.”

The ch�ldren loved h�m because he knew how to make charm�ng
l�ttle tr�fles of straw and cocoanuts.

When he saw the door of a church hung �n black, he entered: he
sought out funerals as other men seek chr�sten�ngs. W�dowhood and
the gr�ef of others attracted h�m, because of h�s great gentleness; he
m�ngled w�th the fr�ends clad �n mourn�ng, w�th fam�l�es dressed �n
black, w�th the pr�ests groan�ng around a coff�n. He seemed to l�ke to
g�ve to h�s thoughts for text these funereal psalmod�es f�lled w�th the



v�s�on of the other world. W�th h�s eyes f�xed on heaven, he l�stened
w�th a sort of asp�rat�on towards all the myster�es of the �nf�n�te, those
sad vo�ces wh�ch s�ng on the verge of the obscure abyss of death.

He performed a mult�tude of good act�ons, conceal�ng h�s agency
�n them as a man conceals h�mself because of ev�l act�ons. He
penetrated houses pr�vately, at n�ght; he ascended sta�rcases
furt�vely. A poor wretch on return�ng to h�s att�c would f�nd that h�s
door had been opened, somet�mes even forced, dur�ng h�s absence.
The poor man made a clamor over �t: some malefactor had been
there! He entered, and the f�rst th�ng he beheld was a p�ece of gold
ly�ng forgotten on some p�ece of furn�ture. The “malefactor” who had
been there was Father Madele�ne.

He was affable and sad. The people sa�d: “There �s a r�ch man
who has not a haughty a�r. There �s a happy man who has not a
contented a�r.”

Some people ma�nta�ned that he was a myster�ous person, and
that no one ever entered h�s chamber, wh�ch was a regular
anchor�te’s cell, furn�shed w�th w�nged hour-glasses and enl�vened
by cross-bones and skulls of dead men! Th�s was much talked of, so
that one of the elegant and mal�c�ous young women of M. sur M.
came to h�m one day, and asked: “Mons�eur le Ma�re, pray show us
your chamber. It �s sa�d to be a grotto.” He sm�led, and �ntroduced
them �nstantly �nto th�s “grotto.” They were well pun�shed for the�r
cur�os�ty. The room was very s�mply furn�shed �n mahogany, wh�ch
was rather ugly, l�ke all furn�ture of that sort, and hung w�th paper
worth twelve sous. They could see noth�ng remarkable about �t,
except two candlest�cks of ant�que pattern wh�ch stood on the
ch�mney-p�ece and appeared to be s�lver, “for they were hall-
marked,” an observat�on full of the type of w�t of petty towns.

Nevertheless, people cont�nued to say that no one ever got �nto
the room, and that �t was a herm�t’s cave, a myster�ous retreat, a
hole, a tomb.

It was also wh�spered about that he had “�mmense” sums
depos�ted w�th Laff�tte, w�th th�s pecul�ar feature, that they were
always at h�s �mmed�ate d�sposal, so that, �t was added, M.
Madele�ne could make h�s appearance at Laff�tte’s any morn�ng, s�gn



a rece�pt, and carry off h�s two or three m�ll�ons �n ten m�nutes. In
real�ty, “these two or three m�ll�ons” were reduc�ble, as we have sa�d,
to s�x hundred and th�rty or forty thousand francs.



CHAPTER IV—M. MADELEINE IN
MOURNING

At the beg�nn�ng of 1820 the newspapers announced the death of
M. Myr�el, B�shop of D——, surnamed “Monse�gneur B�envenu,” who
had d�ed �n the odor of sanct�ty at the age of e�ghty-two.

The B�shop of D—— to supply here a deta�l wh�ch the papers
om�tted—had been bl�nd for many years before h�s death, and
content to be bl�nd, as h�s s�ster was bes�de h�m.

Let us remark by the way, that to be bl�nd and to be loved, �s, �n
fact, one of the most strangely exqu�s�te forms of happ�ness upon
th�s earth, where noth�ng �s complete. To have cont�nually at one’s
s�de a woman, a daughter, a s�ster, a charm�ng be�ng, who �s there
because you need her and because she cannot do w�thout you; to
know that we are �nd�spensable to a person who �s necessary to us;
to be able to �ncessantly measure one’s affect�on by the amount of
her presence wh�ch she bestows on us, and to say to ourselves,
“S�nce she consecrates the whole of her t�me to me, �t �s because I
possess the whole of her heart”; to behold her thought �n l�eu of her
face; to be able to ver�fy the f�del�ty of one be�ng am�d the ecl�pse of
the world; to regard the rustle of a gown as the sound of w�ngs; to
hear her come and go, ret�re, speak, return, s�ng, and to th�nk that
one �s the centre of these steps, of th�s speech; to man�fest at each
�nstant one’s personal attract�on; to feel one’s self all the more
powerful because of one’s �nf�rm�ty; to become �n one’s obscur�ty,
and through one’s obscur�ty, the star around wh�ch th�s angel
grav�tates,—few fel�c�t�es equal th�s. The supreme happ�ness of l�fe
cons�sts �n the conv�ct�on that one �s loved; loved for one’s own sake
—let us say rather, loved �n sp�te of one’s self; th�s conv�ct�on the
bl�nd man possesses. To be served �n d�stress �s to be caressed.
Does he lack anyth�ng? No. One does not lose the s�ght when one



has love. And what love! A love wholly const�tuted of v�rtue! There �s
no bl�ndness where there �s certa�nty. Soul seeks soul, grop�ngly, and
f�nds �t. And th�s soul, found and tested, �s a woman. A hand susta�ns
you; �t �s hers: a mouth l�ghtly touches your brow; �t �s her mouth: you
hear a breath very near you; �t �s hers. To have everyth�ng of her,
from her worsh�p to her p�ty, never to be left, to have that sweet
weakness a�d�ng you, to lean upon that �mmovable reed, to touch
Prov�dence w�th one’s hands, and to be able to take �t �n one’s arms,
—God made tang�ble,—what bl�ss! The heart, that obscure, celest�al
flower, undergoes a myster�ous blossom�ng. One would not
exchange that shadow for all br�ghtness! The angel soul �s there,
un�nterruptedly there; �f she departs, �t �s but to return aga�n; she
van�shes l�ke a dream, and reappears l�ke real�ty. One feels warmth
approach�ng, and behold! she �s there. One overflows w�th seren�ty,
w�th gayety, w�th ecstasy; one �s a rad�ance am�d the n�ght. And
there are a thousand l�ttle cares. Noth�ngs, wh�ch are enormous �n
that vo�d. The most �neffable accents of the fem�n�ne vo�ce employed
to lull you, and supply�ng the van�shed un�verse to you. One �s
caressed w�th the soul. One sees noth�ng, but one feels that one �s
adored. It �s a parad�se of shadows.

It was from th�s parad�se that Monse�gneur Welcome had passed
to the other.

The announcement of h�s death was repr�nted by the local journal
of M. sur M. On the follow�ng day, M. Madele�ne appeared clad
wholly �n black, and w�th crape on h�s hat.

Th�s mourn�ng was not�ced �n the town, and commented on. It
seemed to throw a l�ght on M. Madele�ne’s or�g�n. It was concluded
that some relat�onsh�p ex�sted between h�m and the venerable
B�shop. “He has gone �nto mourn�ng for the B�shop of D——” sa�d
the draw�ng-rooms; th�s ra�sed M. Madele�ne’s cred�t greatly, and
procured for h�m, �nstantly and at one blow, a certa�n cons�derat�on �n
the noble world of M. sur M. The m�croscop�c Faubourg Sa�nt-
Germa�n of the place med�tated ra�s�ng the quarant�ne aga�nst M.
Madele�ne, the probable relat�ve of a b�shop. M. Madele�ne
perce�ved the advancement wh�ch he had obta�ned, by the more
numerous courtes�es of the old women and the more plent�ful sm�les



of the young ones. One even�ng, a ruler �n that petty great world,
who was cur�ous by r�ght of sen�or�ty, ventured to ask h�m, “M. le
Ma�re �s doubtless a cous�n of the late B�shop of D——?”

He sa�d, “No, Madame.”
“But,” resumed the dowager, “you are wear�ng mourn�ng for h�m.”
He repl�ed, “It �s because I was a servant �n h�s fam�ly �n my

youth.”
Another th�ng wh�ch was remarked, was, that every t�me that he

encountered �n the town a young Savoyard who was roam�ng about
the country and seek�ng ch�mneys to sweep, the mayor had h�m
summoned, �nqu�red h�s name, and gave h�m money. The l�ttle
Savoyards told each other about �t: a great many of them passed
that way.



CHAPTER V—VAGUE FLASHES ON
THE HORIZON

L�ttle by l�ttle, and �n the course of t�me, all th�s oppos�t�on
subs�ded. There had at f�rst been exerc�sed aga�nst M. Madele�ne, �n
v�rtue of a sort of law wh�ch all those who r�se must subm�t to,
blacken�ng and calumn�es; then they grew to be noth�ng more than
�ll-nature, then merely mal�c�ous remarks, then even th�s ent�rely
d�sappeared; respect became complete, unan�mous, cord�al, and
towards 1821 the moment arr�ved when the word “Mons�eur le
Ma�re” was pronounced at M. sur M. w�th almost the same accent as
“Monse�gneur the B�shop” had been pronounced �n D—— �n 1815.
People came from a d�stance of ten leagues around to consult M.
Madele�ne. He put an end to d�fferences, he prevented lawsu�ts, he
reconc�led enem�es. Every one took h�m for the judge, and w�th good
reason. It seemed as though he had for a soul the book of the
natural law. It was l�ke an ep�dem�c of venerat�on, wh�ch �n the
course of s�x or seven years gradually took possess�on of the whole
d�str�ct.

One s�ngle man �n the town, �n the arrond�ssement, absolutely
escaped th�s contag�on, and, whatever Father Madele�ne d�d,
rema�ned h�s opponent as though a sort of �ncorrupt�ble and
�mperturbable �nst�nct kept h�m on the alert and uneasy. It seems, �n
fact, as though there ex�sted �n certa�n men a ver�table best�al
�nst�nct, though pure and upr�ght, l�ke all �nst�ncts, wh�ch creates
ant�path�es and sympath�es, wh�ch fatally separates one nature from
another nature, wh�ch does not hes�tate, wh�ch feels no d�squ�et,
wh�ch does not hold �ts peace, and wh�ch never bel�es �tself, clear �n
�ts obscur�ty, �nfall�ble, �mper�ous, �ntractable, stubborn to all counsels
of the �ntell�gence and to all the d�ssolvents of reason, and wh�ch, �n
whatever manner dest�n�es are arranged, secretly warns the man-



dog of the presence of the man-cat, and the man-fox of the presence
of the man-l�on.

It frequently happened that when M. Madele�ne was pass�ng along
a street, calm, affect�onate, surrounded by the bless�ngs of all, a man
of lofty stature, clad �n an �ron-gray frock-coat, armed w�th a heavy
cane, and wear�ng a battered hat, turned round abruptly beh�nd h�m,
and followed h�m w�th h�s eyes unt�l he d�sappeared, w�th folded
arms and a slow shake of the head, and h�s upper l�p ra�sed �n
company w�th h�s lower to h�s nose, a sort of s�gn�f�cant gr�mace
wh�ch m�ght be translated by: “What �s that man, after all? I certa�nly
have seen h�m somewhere. In any case, I am not h�s dupe.”

Th�s person, grave w�th a grav�ty wh�ch was almost menac�ng, was
one of those men who, even when only seen by a rap�d gl�mpse,
arrest the spectator’s attent�on.

H�s name was Javert, and he belonged to the pol�ce.
At M. sur M. he exerc�sed the unpleasant but useful funct�ons of

an �nspector. He had not seen Madele�ne’s beg�nn�ngs. Javert owed
the post wh�ch he occup�ed to the protect�on of M. Chabou�llet, the
secretary of the M�n�ster of State, Comte Anglès, then prefect of
pol�ce at Par�s. When Javert arr�ved at M. sur M. the fortune of the
great manufacturer was already made, and Father Madele�ne had
become Mons�eur Madele�ne.

Certa�n pol�ce off�cers have a pecul�ar phys�ognomy, wh�ch �s
compl�cated w�th an a�r of baseness m�ngled w�th an a�r of author�ty.
Javert possessed th�s phys�ognomy m�nus the baseness.

It �s our conv�ct�on that �f souls were v�s�ble to the eyes, we should
be able to see d�st�nctly that strange th�ng that each one �nd�v�dual of
the human race corresponds to some one of the spec�es of the
an�mal creat�on; and we could eas�ly recogn�ze th�s truth, hardly
perce�ved by the th�nker, that from the oyster to the eagle, from the
p�g to the t�ger, all an�mals ex�st �n man, and that each one of them �s
�n a man. Somet�mes even several of them at a t�me.

An�mals are noth�ng else than the f�gures of our v�rtues and our
v�ces, stray�ng before our eyes, the v�s�ble phantoms of our souls.
God shows them to us �n order to �nduce us to reflect. Only s�nce
an�mals are mere shadows, God has not made them capable of



educat�on �n the full sense of the word; what �s the use? On the
contrary, our souls be�ng real�t�es and hav�ng a goal wh�ch �s
appropr�ate to them, God has bestowed on them �ntell�gence; that �s
to say, the poss�b�l�ty of educat�on. Soc�al educat�on, when well done,
can always draw from a soul, of whatever sort �t may be, the ut�l�ty
wh�ch �t conta�ns.

Th�s, be �t sa�d, �s of course from the restr�cted po�nt of v�ew of the
terrestr�al l�fe wh�ch �s apparent, and w�thout prejudg�ng the profound
quest�on of the anter�or or ulter�or personal�ty of the be�ngs wh�ch are
not man. The v�s�ble I �n now�se author�zes the th�nker to deny the
latent I. Hav�ng made th�s reservat�on, let us pass on.

Now, �f the reader w�ll adm�t, for a moment, w�th us, that �n every
man there �s one of the an�mal spec�es of creat�on, �t w�ll be easy for
us to say what there was �n Pol�ce Off�cer Javert.

The peasants of Astur�as are conv�nced that �n every l�tter of
wolves there �s one dog, wh�ch �s k�lled by the mother because,
otherw�se, as he grew up, he would devour the other l�ttle ones.

G�ve to th�s dog-son of a wolf a human face, and the result w�ll be
Javert.

Javert had been born �n pr�son, of a fortune-teller, whose husband
was �n the galleys. As he grew up, he thought that he was outs�de
the pale of soc�ety, and he despa�red of ever re-enter�ng �t. He
observed that soc�ety unpardon�ngly excludes two classes of men,—
those who attack �t and those who guard �t; he had no cho�ce except
between these two classes; at the same t�me, he was consc�ous of
an �ndescr�bable foundat�on of r�g�d�ty, regular�ty, and prob�ty,
compl�cated w�th an �nexpress�ble hatred for the race of bohem�ans
whence he was sprung. He entered the pol�ce; he succeeded there.
At forty years of age he was an �nspector.

Dur�ng h�s youth he had been employed �n the conv�ct
establ�shments of the South.

Before proceed�ng further, let us come to an understand�ng as to
the words, “human face,” wh�ch we have just appl�ed to Javert.

The human face of Javert cons�sted of a flat nose, w�th two deep
nostr�ls, towards wh�ch enormous wh�skers ascended on h�s cheeks.



One felt �ll at ease when he saw these two forests and these two
caverns for the f�rst t�me. When Javert laughed,—and h�s laugh was
rare and terr�ble,—h�s th�n l�ps parted and revealed to v�ew not only
h�s teeth, but h�s gums, and around h�s nose there formed a flattened
and savage fold, as on the muzzle of a w�ld beast. Javert, ser�ous,
was a watchdog; when he laughed, he was a t�ger. As for the rest, he
had very l�ttle skull and a great deal of jaw; h�s ha�r concealed h�s
forehead and fell over h�s eyebrows; between h�s eyes there was a
permanent, central frown, l�ke an �mpr�nt of wrath; h�s gaze was
obscure; h�s mouth pursed up and terr�ble; h�s a�r that of feroc�ous
command.

Th�s man was composed of two very s�mple and two very good
sent�ments, comparat�vely; but he rendered them almost bad, by d�nt
of exaggerat�ng them,—respect for author�ty, hatred of rebell�on; and
�n h�s eyes, murder, robbery, all cr�mes, are only forms of rebell�on.
He enveloped �n a bl�nd and profound fa�th every one who had a
funct�on �n the state, from the pr�me m�n�ster to the rural pol�ceman.
He covered w�th scorn, avers�on, and d�sgust every one who had
once crossed the legal threshold of ev�l. He was absolute, and
adm�tted no except�ons. On the one hand, he sa�d, “The funct�onary
can make no m�stake; the mag�strate �s never the wrong.” On the
other hand, he sa�d, “These men are �rremed�ably lost. Noth�ng good
can come from them.” He fully shared the op�n�on of those extreme
m�nds wh�ch attr�bute to human law I know not what power of
mak�ng, or, �f the reader w�ll have �t so, of authent�cat�ng, demons,
and who place a Styx at the base of soc�ety. He was sto�cal, ser�ous,
austere; a melancholy dreamer, humble and haughty, l�ke fanat�cs.
H�s glance was l�ke a g�mlet, cold and p�erc�ng. H�s whole l�fe hung
on these two words: watchfulness and superv�s�on. He had
�ntroduced a stra�ght l�ne �nto what �s the most crooked th�ng �n the
world; he possessed the consc�ence of h�s usefulness, the rel�g�on of
h�s funct�ons, and he was a spy as other men are pr�ests. Woe to the
man who fell �nto h�s hands! He would have arrested h�s own father,
�f the latter had escaped from the galleys, and would have
denounced h�s mother, �f she had broken her ban. And he would
have done �t w�th that sort of �nward sat�sfact�on wh�ch �s conferred
by v�rtue. And, w�thal, a l�fe of pr�vat�on, �solat�on, abnegat�on,



chast�ty, w�th never a d�vers�on. It was �mplacable duty; the pol�ce
understood, as the Spartans understood Sparta, a p�t�less ly�ng �n
wa�t, a feroc�ous honesty, a marble �nformer, Brutus �n V�docq.

Javert’s whole person was express�ve of the man who sp�es and
who w�thdraws h�mself from observat�on. The myst�cal school of
Joseph de Ma�stre, wh�ch at that epoch seasoned w�th lofty
cosmogony those th�ngs wh�ch were called the ultra newspapers,
would not have fa�led to declare that Javert was a symbol. H�s brow
was not v�s�ble; �t d�sappeared beneath h�s hat: h�s eyes were not
v�s�ble, s�nce they were lost under h�s eyebrows: h�s ch�n was not
v�s�ble, for �t was plunged �n h�s cravat: h�s hands were not v�s�ble;
they were drawn up �n h�s sleeves: and h�s cane was not v�s�ble; he
carr�ed �t under h�s coat. But when the occas�on presented �tself,
there was suddenly seen to emerge from all th�s shadow, as from an
ambuscade, a narrow and angular forehead, a baleful glance, a
threaten�ng ch�n, enormous hands, and a monstrous cudgel.

In h�s le�sure moments, wh�ch were far from frequent, he read,
although he hated books; th�s caused h�m to be not wholly �ll�terate.
Th�s could be recogn�zed by some emphas�s �n h�s speech.

As we have sa�d, he had no v�ces. When he was pleased w�th
h�mself, he perm�tted h�mself a p�nch of snuff. There�n lay h�s
connect�on w�th human�ty.

The reader w�ll have no d�ff�culty �n understand�ng that Javert was
the terror of that whole class wh�ch the annual stat�st�cs of the
M�n�stry of Just�ce des�gnates under the rubr�c, Vagrants. The name
of Javert routed them by �ts mere utterance; the face of Javert
petr�f�ed them at s�ght.

Such was th�s form�dable man.
Javert was l�ke an eye constantly f�xed on M. Madele�ne. An eye

full of susp�c�on and conjecture. M. Madele�ne had f�nally perce�ved
the fact; but �t seemed to be of no �mportance to h�m. He d�d not
even put a quest�on to Javert; he ne�ther sought nor avo�ded h�m; he
bore that embarrass�ng and almost oppress�ve gaze w�thout
appear�ng to not�ce �t. He treated Javert w�th ease and courtesy, as
he d�d all the rest of the world.



It was d�v�ned, from some words wh�ch escaped Javert, that he
had secretly �nvest�gated, w�th that cur�os�ty wh�ch belongs to the
race, and �nto wh�ch there enters as much �nst�nct as w�ll, all the
anter�or traces wh�ch Father Madele�ne m�ght have left elsewhere.
He seemed to know, and he somet�mes sa�d �n covert words, that
some one had gleaned certa�n �nformat�on �n a certa�n d�str�ct about
a fam�ly wh�ch had d�sappeared. Once he chanced to say, as he was
talk�ng to h�mself, “I th�nk I have h�m!” Then he rema�ned pens�ve for
three days, and uttered not a word. It seemed that the thread wh�ch
he thought he held had broken.

Moreover, and th�s furn�shes the necessary correct�ve for the too
absolute sense wh�ch certa�n words m�ght present, there can be
noth�ng really �nfall�ble �n a human creature, and the pecul�ar�ty of
�nst�nct �s that �t can become confused, thrown off the track, and
defeated. Otherw�se, �t would be super�or to �ntell�gence, and the
beast would be found to be prov�ded w�th a better l�ght than man.

Javert was ev�dently somewhat d�sconcerted by the perfect
naturalness and tranqu�ll�ty of M. Madele�ne.

One day, nevertheless, h�s strange manner appeared to produce
an �mpress�on on M. Madele�ne. It was on the follow�ng occas�on.



CHAPTER VI—FATHER
FAUCHELEVENT

One morn�ng M. Madele�ne was pass�ng through an unpaved alley
of M. sur M.; he heard a no�se, and saw a group some d�stance
away. He approached. An old man named Father Fauchelevent had
just fallen beneath h�s cart, h�s horse hav�ng tumbled down.

Th�s Fauchelevent was one of the few enem�es whom M.
Madele�ne had at that t�me. When Madele�ne arr�ved �n the
ne�ghborhood, Fauchelevent, an ex-notary and a peasant who was
almost educated, had a bus�ness wh�ch was beg�nn�ng to be �n a bad
way. Fauchelevent had seen th�s s�mple workman grow r�ch, wh�le
he, a lawyer, was be�ng ru�ned. Th�s had f�lled h�m w�th jealousy, and
he had done all he could, on every occas�on, to �njure Madele�ne.
Then bankruptcy had come; and as the old man had noth�ng left but
a cart and a horse, and ne�ther fam�ly nor ch�ldren, he had turned
carter.

The horse had two broken legs and could not r�se. The old man
was caught �n the wheels. The fall had been so unlucky that the
whole we�ght of the veh�cle rested on h�s breast. The cart was qu�te
heav�ly laden. Father Fauchelevent was rattl�ng �n the throat �n the
most lamentable manner. They had tr�ed, but �n va�n, to drag h�m out.
An unmethod�cal effort, a�d awkwardly g�ven, a wrong shake, m�ght
k�ll h�m. It was �mposs�ble to d�sengage h�m otherw�se than by l�ft�ng
the veh�cle off of h�m. Javert, who had come up at the moment of the
acc�dent, had sent for a jack-screw.

M. Madele�ne arr�ved. People stood as�de respectfully.
“Help!” cr�ed old Fauchelevent. “Who w�ll be good and save the old

man?”
M. Madele�ne turned towards those present:—



“Is there a jack-screw to be had?”
“One has been sent for,” answered the peasant.
“How long w�ll �t take to get �t?”
“They have gone for the nearest, to Flachot’s place, where there �s

a farr�er; but �t makes no d�fference; �t w�ll take a good quarter of an
hour.”

“A quarter of an hour!” excla�med Madele�ne.
It had ra�ned on the preced�ng n�ght; the so�l was soaked.
The cart was s�nk�ng deeper �nto the earth every moment, and

crush�ng the old carter’s breast more and more. It was ev�dent that
h�s r�bs would be broken �n f�ve m�nutes more.

“It �s �mposs�ble to wa�t another quarter of an hour,” sa�d Madele�ne
to the peasants, who were star�ng at h�m.

“We must!”
“But �t w�ll be too late then! Don’t you see that the cart �s s�nk�ng?”
“Well!”
“L�sten,” resumed Madele�ne; “there �s st�ll room enough under the

cart to allow a man to crawl beneath �t and ra�se �t w�th h�s back.
Only half a m�nute, and the poor man can be taken out. Is there any
one here who has stout lo�ns and heart? There are f�ve lou�s d’or to
be earned!”

Not a man �n the group st�rred.
“Ten lou�s,” sa�d Madele�ne.
The persons present dropped the�r eyes. One of them muttered:

“A man would need to be dev�l�sh strong. And then he runs the r�sk
of gett�ng crushed!”

“Come,” began Madele�ne aga�n, “twenty lou�s.”
The same s�lence.
“It �s not the w�ll wh�ch �s lack�ng,” sa�d a vo�ce.
M. Madele�ne turned round, and recogn�zed Javert. He had not

not�ced h�m on h�s arr�val.
Javert went on:—



“It �s strength. One would have to be a terr�ble man to do such a
th�ng as l�ft a cart l�ke that on h�s back.”

Then, gaz�ng f�xedly at M. Madele�ne, he went on, emphas�z�ng
every word that he uttered:—

“Mons�eur Madele�ne, I have never known but one man capable of
do�ng what you ask.”

Madele�ne shuddered.
Javert added, w�th an a�r of �nd�fference, but w�thout remov�ng h�s

eyes from Madele�ne:—
“He was a conv�ct.”
“Ah!” sa�d Madele�ne.
“In the galleys at Toulon.”
Madele�ne turned pale.
Meanwh�le, the cart cont�nued to s�nk slowly. Father Fauchelevent

rattled �n the throat, and shr�eked:—
“I am strangl�ng! My r�bs are break�ng! a screw! someth�ng! Ah!”
Madele�ne glanced about h�m.
“Is there, then, no one who w�shes to earn twenty lou�s and save

the l�fe of th�s poor old man?”
No one st�rred. Javert resumed:—
“I have never known but one man who could take the place of a

screw, and he was that conv�ct.”
“Ah! It �s crush�ng me!” cr�ed the old man.
Madele�ne ra�sed h�s head, met Javert’s falcon eye st�ll f�xed upon

h�m, looked at the mot�onless peasants, and sm�led sadly. Then,
w�thout say�ng a word, he fell on h�s knees, and before the crowd
had even had t�me to utter a cry, he was underneath the veh�cle.

A terr�ble moment of expectat�on and s�lence ensued.
They beheld Madele�ne, almost flat on h�s stomach beneath that

terr�ble we�ght, make two va�n efforts to br�ng h�s knees and h�s
elbows together. They shouted to h�m, “Father Madele�ne, come
out!” Old Fauchelevent h�mself sa�d to h�m, “Mons�eur Madele�ne, go



away! You see that I am fated to d�e! Leave me! You w�ll get yourself
crushed also!” Madele�ne made no reply.

All the spectators were pant�ng. The wheels had cont�nued to s�nk,
and �t had become almost �mposs�ble for Madele�ne to make h�s way
from under the veh�cle.

Suddenly the enormous mass was seen to qu�ver, the cart rose
slowly, the wheels half emerged from the ruts. They heard a st�fled
vo�ce cry�ng, “Make haste! Help!” It was Madele�ne, who had just
made a f�nal effort.

They rushed forwards. The devot�on of a s�ngle man had g�ven
force and courage to all. The cart was ra�sed by twenty arms. Old
Fauchelevent was saved.

Madele�ne rose. He was pale, though dr�pp�ng w�th persp�rat�on.
H�s clothes were torn and covered w�th mud. All wept. The old man
k�ssed h�s knees and called h�m the good God. As for h�m, he bore
upon h�s countenance an �ndescr�bable express�on of happy and
celest�al suffer�ng, and he f�xed h�s tranqu�l eye on Javert, who was
st�ll star�ng at h�m.



CHAPTER VII—FAUCHELEVENT
BECOMES A GARDENER IN PARIS

Fauchelevent had d�slocated h�s kneepan �n h�s fall. Father
Madele�ne had h�m conveyed to an �nf�rmary wh�ch he had
establ�shed for h�s workmen �n the factory bu�ld�ng �tself, and wh�ch
was served by two s�sters of char�ty. On the follow�ng morn�ng the
old man found a thousand-franc bank-note on h�s n�ght-stand, w�th
these words �n Father Madele�ne’s wr�t�ng: “I purchase your horse
and cart.” The cart was broken, and the horse was dead.
Fauchelevent recovered, but h�s knee rema�ned st�ff. M. Madele�ne,
on the recommendat�on of the s�sters of char�ty and of h�s pr�est, got
the good man a place as gardener �n a female convent �n the Rue
Sa�nt-Anto�ne �n Par�s.

Some t�me afterwards, M. Madele�ne was appo�nted mayor. The
f�rst t�me that Javert beheld M. Madele�ne clothed �n the scarf wh�ch
gave h�m author�ty over the town, he felt the sort of shudder wh�ch a
watch-dog m�ght exper�ence on smell�ng a wolf �n h�s master’s
clothes. From that t�me forth he avo�ded h�m as much as he poss�bly
could. When the requ�rements of the serv�ce �mperat�vely demanded
�t, and he could not do otherw�se than meet the mayor, he addressed
h�m w�th profound respect.

Th�s prosper�ty created at M. sur M. by Father Madele�ne had,
bes�des the v�s�ble s�gns wh�ch we have ment�oned, another
symptom wh�ch was nonetheless s�gn�f�cant for not be�ng v�s�ble.
Th�s never dece�ves. When the populat�on suffers, when work �s
lack�ng, when there �s no commerce, the tax-payer res�sts �mposts
through penury, he exhausts and oversteps h�s resp�te, and the state
expends a great deal of money �n the charges for compell�ng and
collect�on. When work �s abundant, when the country �s r�ch and
happy, the taxes are pa�d eas�ly and cost the state noth�ng. It may be



sa�d, that there �s one �nfall�ble thermometer of the publ�c m�sery and
r�ches,—the cost of collect�ng the taxes. In the course of seven years
the expense of collect�ng the taxes had d�m�n�shed three-fourths �n
the arrond�ssement of M. sur M., and th�s led to th�s arrond�ssement
be�ng frequently c�ted from all the rest by M. de V�llèle, then M�n�ster
of F�nance.

Such was the cond�t�on of the country when Fant�ne returned
th�ther. No one remembered her. Fortunately, the door of M.
Madele�ne’s factory was l�ke the face of a fr�end. She presented
herself there, and was adm�tted to the women’s workroom. The trade
was ent�rely new to Fant�ne; she could not be very sk�lful at �t, and
she therefore earned but l�ttle by her day’s work; but �t was suff�c�ent;
the problem was solved; she was earn�ng her l�v�ng.



CHAPTER VIII—MADAME
VICTURNIEN EXPENDS THIRTY

FRANCS ON MORALITY
When Fant�ne saw that she was mak�ng her l�v�ng, she felt joyful

for a moment. To l�ve honestly by her own labor, what mercy from
heaven! The taste for work had really returned to her. She bought a
look�ng-glass, took pleasure �n survey�ng �n �t her youth, her beaut�ful
ha�r, her f�ne teeth; she forgot many th�ngs; she thought only of
Cosette and of the poss�ble future, and was almost happy. She h�red
a l�ttle room and furn�shed on cred�t on the strength of her future
work—a l�nger�ng trace of her �mprov�dent ways. As she was not
able to say that she was marr�ed she took good care, as we have
seen, not to ment�on her l�ttle g�rl.

At f�rst, as the reader has seen, she pa�d the Thénard�ers
promptly. As she only knew how to s�gn her name, she was obl�ged
to wr�te through a publ�c letter-wr�ter.

She wrote often, and th�s was not�ced. It began to be sa�d �n an
undertone, �n the women’s workroom, that Fant�ne “wrote letters”
and that “she had ways about her.”

There �s no one for spy�ng on people’s act�ons l�ke those who are
not concerned �n them. Why does that gentleman never come except
at n�ghtfall? Why does Mr. So-and-So never hang h�s key on �ts na�l
on Tuesday? Why does he always take the narrow streets? Why
does Madame always descend from her hackney-coach before
reach�ng her house? Why does she send out to purchase s�x sheets
of note paper, when she has a “whole stat�oner’s shop full of �t?” etc.
There ex�st be�ngs who, for the sake of obta�n�ng the key to these
en�gmas, wh�ch are, moreover, of no consequence whatever to
them, spend more money, waste more t�me, take more trouble, than



would be requ�red for ten good act�ons, and that gratu�tously, for the�r
own pleasure, w�thout rece�v�ng any other payment for the�r cur�os�ty
than cur�os�ty. They w�ll follow up such and such a man or woman for
whole days; they w�ll do sentry duty for hours at a t�me on the
corners of the streets, under alley-way doors at n�ght, �n cold and
ra�n; they w�ll br�be errand-porters, they w�ll make the dr�vers of
hackney-coaches and lackeys t�psy, buy a wa�t�ng-ma�d, suborn a
porter. Why? For no reason. A pure pass�on for see�ng, know�ng, and
penetrat�ng �nto th�ngs. A pure �tch for talk�ng. And often these
secrets once known, these myster�es made publ�c, these en�gmas
�llum�nated by the l�ght of day, br�ng on catastroph�es, duels, fa�lures,
the ru�n of fam�l�es, and broken l�ves, to the great joy of those who
have “found out everyth�ng,” w�thout any �nterest �n the matter, and
by pure �nst�nct. A sad th�ng.

Certa�n persons are mal�c�ous solely through a necess�ty for
talk�ng. The�r conversat�on, the chat of the draw�ng-room, goss�p of
the anteroom, �s l�ke those ch�mneys wh�ch consume wood rap�dly;
they need a great amount of combust�bles; and the�r combust�bles
are furn�shed by the�r ne�ghbors.

So Fant�ne was watched.
In add�t�on, many a one was jealous of her golden ha�r and of her

wh�te teeth.
It was remarked that �n the workroom she often turned as�de, �n

the m�dst of the rest, to w�pe away a tear. These were the moments
when she was th�nk�ng of her ch�ld; perhaps, also, of the man whom
she had loved.

Break�ng the gloomy bonds of the past �s a mournful task.
It was observed that she wrote tw�ce a month at least, and that

she pa�d the carr�age on the letter. They managed to obta�n the
address: Mons�eur, Mons�eur Thénard�er, �nn-keeper at Montferme�l.
The publ�c wr�ter, a good old man who could not f�ll h�s stomach w�th
red w�ne w�thout empty�ng h�s pocket of secrets, was made to talk �n
the w�ne-shop. In short, �t was d�scovered that Fant�ne had a ch�ld.
“She must be a pretty sort of a woman.” An old goss�p was found,
who made the tr�p to Montferme�l, talked to the Thénard�ers, and sa�d



on her return: “For my f�ve and th�rty francs I have freed my m�nd. I
have seen the ch�ld.”

The goss�p who d�d th�s th�ng was a gorgon named Madame
V�cturn�en, the guard�an and door-keeper of every one’s v�rtue.
Madame V�cturn�en was f�fty-s�x, and re-enforced the mask of
ugl�ness w�th the mask of age. A quaver�ng vo�ce, a wh�ms�cal m�nd.
Th�s old dame had once been young—aston�sh�ng fact! In her youth,
�n ’93, she had marr�ed a monk who had fled from h�s clo�ster �n a
red cap, and passed from the Bernard�nes to the Jacob�ns. She was
dry, rough, peev�sh, sharp, capt�ous, almost venomous; all th�s �n
memory of her monk, whose w�dow she was, and who had ruled
over her masterfully and bent her to h�s w�ll. She was a nettle �n
wh�ch the rustle of the cassock was v�s�ble. At the Restorat�on she
had turned b�got, and that w�th so much energy that the pr�ests had
forg�ven her her monk. She had a small property, wh�ch she
bequeathed w�th much ostentat�on to a rel�g�ous commun�ty. She
was �n h�gh favor at the ep�scopal palace of Arras. So th�s Madame
V�cturn�en went to Montferme�l, and returned w�th the remark, “I have
seen the ch�ld.”

All th�s took t�me. Fant�ne had been at the factory for more than a
year, when, one morn�ng, the super�ntendent of the workroom
handed her f�fty francs from the mayor, told her that she was no
longer employed �n the shop, and requested her, �n the mayor’s
name, to leave the ne�ghborhood.

Th�s was the very month when the Thénard�ers, after hav�ng
demanded twelve francs �nstead of s�x, had just exacted f�fteen
francs �nstead of twelve.

Fant�ne was overwhelmed. She could not leave the ne�ghborhood;
she was �n debt for her rent and furn�ture. F�fty francs was not
suff�c�ent to cancel th�s debt. She stammered a few suppl�cat�ng
words. The super�ntendent ordered her to leave the shop on the
�nstant. Bes�des, Fant�ne was only a moderately good workwoman.
Overcome w�th shame, even more than w�th despa�r, she qu�tted the
shop, and returned to her room. So her fault was now known to
every one.



She no longer felt strong enough to say a word. She was adv�sed
to see the mayor; she d�d not dare. The mayor had g�ven her f�fty
francs because he was good, and had d�sm�ssed her because he
was just. She bowed before the dec�s�on.



CHAPTER IX—MADAME
VICTURNIEN’S SUCCESS

So the monk’s w�dow was good for someth�ng.
But M. Madele�ne had heard noth�ng of all th�s. L�fe �s full of just

such comb�nat�ons of events. M. Madele�ne was �n the hab�t of
almost never enter�ng the women’s workroom.

At the head of th�s room he had placed an elderly sp�nster, whom
the pr�est had prov�ded for h�m, and he had full conf�dence �n th�s
super�ntendent,—a truly respectable person, f�rm, equ�table, upr�ght,
full of the char�ty wh�ch cons�sts �n g�v�ng, but not hav�ng �n the same
degree that char�ty wh�ch cons�sts �n understand�ng and �n forg�v�ng.
M. Madele�ne rel�ed wholly on her. The best men are often obl�ged to
delegate the�r author�ty. It was w�th th�s full power, and the conv�ct�on
that she was do�ng r�ght, that the super�ntendent had �nst�tuted the
su�t, judged, condemned, and executed Fant�ne.

As regards the f�fty francs, she had g�ven them from a fund wh�ch
M. Madele�ne had �ntrusted to her for char�table purposes, and for
g�v�ng ass�stance to the workwomen, and of wh�ch she rendered no
account.

Fant�ne tr�ed to obta�n a s�tuat�on as a servant �n the
ne�ghborhood; she went from house to house. No one would have
her. She could not leave town. The second-hand dealer, to whom
she was �n debt for her furn�ture—and what furn�ture!—sa�d to her, “If
you leave, I w�ll have you arrested as a th�ef.” The householder,
whom she owed for her rent, sa�d to her, “You are young and pretty;
you can pay.” She d�v�ded the f�fty francs between the landlord and
the furn�ture-dealer, returned to the latter three-quarters of h�s goods,
kept only necessar�es, and found herself w�thout work, w�thout a
trade, w�th noth�ng but her bed, and st�ll about f�fty francs �n debt.



She began to make coarse sh�rts for sold�ers of the garr�son, and
earned twelve sous a day. Her daughter cost her ten. It was at th�s
po�nt that she began to pay the Thénard�ers �rregularly.

However, the old woman who l�ghted her candle for her when she
returned at n�ght, taught her the art of l�v�ng �n m�sery. Back of l�v�ng
on l�ttle, there �s the l�v�ng on noth�ng. These are the two chambers;
the f�rst �s dark, the second �s black.

Fant�ne learned how to l�ve w�thout f�re ent�rely �n the w�nter; how
to g�ve up a b�rd wh�ch eats a half a farth�ng’s worth of m�llet every
two days; how to make a coverlet of one’s pett�coat, and a pett�coat
of one’s coverlet; how to save one’s candle, by tak�ng one’s meals by
the l�ght of the oppos�te w�ndow. No one knows all that certa�n feeble
creatures, who have grown old �n pr�vat�on and honesty, can get out
of a sou. It ends by be�ng a talent. Fant�ne acqu�red th�s subl�me
talent, and rega�ned a l�ttle courage.

At th�s epoch she sa�d to a ne�ghbor, “Bah! I say to myself, by only
sleep�ng f�ve hours, and work�ng all the rest of the t�me at my sew�ng,
I shall always manage to nearly earn my bread. And, then, when one
�s sad, one eats less. Well, suffer�ngs, uneas�ness, a l�ttle bread on
one hand, trouble on the other,—all th�s w�ll support me.”

It would have been a great happ�ness to have her l�ttle g�rl w�th her
�n th�s d�stress. She thought of hav�ng her come. But what then!
Make her share her own dest�tut�on! And then, she was �n debt to the
Thénard�ers! How could she pay them? And the journey! How pay
for that?

The old woman who had g�ven her lessons �n what may be called
the l�fe of �nd�gence, was a sa�nted sp�nster named Marguer�te, who
was p�ous w�th a true p�ety, poor and char�table towards the poor,
and even towards the r�ch, know�ng how to wr�te just suff�c�ently to
s�gn herself Marguer�te, and bel�ev�ng �n God, wh�ch �s sc�ence.

There are many such v�rtuous people �n th�s lower world; some
day they w�ll be �n the world above. Th�s l�fe has a morrow.

At f�rst, Fant�ne had been so ashamed that she had not dared to
go out.



When she was �n the street, she d�v�ned that people turned round
beh�nd her, and po�nted at her; every one stared at her and no one
greeted her; the cold and b�tter scorn of the passers-by penetrated
her very flesh and soul l�ke a north w�nd.

It seems as though an unfortunate woman were utterly bare
beneath the sarcasm and the cur�os�ty of all �n small towns. In Par�s,
at least, no one knows you, and th�s obscur�ty �s a garment. Oh! how
she would have l�ked to betake herself to Par�s! Imposs�ble!

She was obl�ged to accustom herself to d�srepute, as she had
accustomed herself to �nd�gence. Gradually she dec�ded on her
course. At the exp�rat�on of two or three months she shook off her
shame, and began to go about as though there were noth�ng the
matter. “It �s all the same to me,” she sa�d.

She went and came, bear�ng her head well up, w�th a b�tter sm�le,
and was consc�ous that she was becom�ng brazen-faced.

Madame V�cturn�en somet�mes saw her pass�ng, from her w�ndow,
not�ced the d�stress of “that creature” who, “thanks to her,” had been
“put back �n her proper place,” and congratulated herself. The
happ�ness of the ev�l-m�nded �s black.

Excess of to�l wore out Fant�ne, and the l�ttle dry cough wh�ch
troubled her �ncreased. She somet�mes sa�d to her ne�ghbor,
Marguer�te, “Just feel how hot my hands are!”

Nevertheless, when she combed her beaut�ful ha�r �n the morn�ng
w�th an old broken comb, and �t flowed about her l�ke floss s�lk, she
exper�enced a moment of happy coquetry.



CHAPTER X—RESULT OF THE
SUCCESS

She had been d�sm�ssed towards the end of the w�nter; the
summer passed, but w�nter came aga�n. Short days, less work.
W�nter: no warmth, no l�ght, no noonday, the even�ng jo�n�ng on to
the morn�ng, fogs, tw�l�ght; the w�ndow �s gray; �t �s �mposs�ble to see
clearly at �t. The sky �s but a vent-hole. The whole day �s a cavern.
The sun has the a�r of a beggar. A fr�ghtful season! W�nter changes
the water of heaven and the heart of man �nto a stone. Her cred�tors
harrassed her.

Fant�ne earned too l�ttle. Her debts had �ncreased. The
Thénard�ers, who were not promptly pa�d, wrote to her constantly
letters whose contents drove her to despa�r, and whose carr�age
ru�ned her. One day they wrote to her that her l�ttle Cosette was
ent�rely naked �n that cold weather, that she needed a woollen sk�rt,
and that her mother must send at least ten francs for th�s. She
rece�ved the letter, and crushed �t �n her hands all day long. That
even�ng she went �nto a barber’s shop at the corner of the street,
and pulled out her comb. Her adm�rable golden ha�r fell to her knees.

“What splend�d ha�r!” excla�med the barber.
“How much w�ll you g�ve me for �t?” sa�d she.
“Ten francs.”
“Cut �t off.”
She purchased a kn�tted pett�coat and sent �t to the Thénard�ers.

Th�s pett�coat made the Thénard�ers fur�ous. It was the money that
they wanted. They gave the pett�coat to Épon�ne. The poor Lark
cont�nued to sh�ver.

Fant�ne thought: “My ch�ld �s no longer cold. I have clothed her
w�th my ha�r.” She put on l�ttle round caps wh�ch concealed her shorn



head, and �n wh�ch she was st�ll pretty.
Dark thoughts held possess�on of Fant�ne’s heart.
When she saw that she could no longer dress her ha�r, she began

to hate every one about her. She had long shared the un�versal
venerat�on for Father Madele�ne; yet, by d�nt of repeat�ng to herself
that �t was he who had d�scharged her, that he was the cause of her
unhapp�ness, she came to hate h�m also, and most of all. When she
passed the factory �n work�ng hours, when the workpeople were at
the door, she affected to laugh and s�ng.

An old workwoman who once saw her laugh�ng and s�ng�ng �n th�s
fash�on sa�d, “There’s a g�rl who w�ll come to a bad end.”

She took a lover, the f�rst who offered, a man whom she d�d not
love, out of bravado and w�th rage �n her heart. He was a m�serable
scamp, a sort of mend�cant mus�c�an, a lazy beggar, who beat her,
and who abandoned her as she had taken h�m, �n d�sgust.

She adored her ch�ld.
The lower she descended, the darker everyth�ng grew about her,

the more rad�ant shone that l�ttle angel at the bottom of her heart.
She sa�d, “When I get r�ch, I w�ll have my Cosette w�th me;” and she
laughed. Her cough d�d not leave her, and she had sweats on her
back.

One day she rece�ved from the Thénard�ers a letter couched �n the
follow�ng terms: “Cosette �s �ll w�th a malady wh�ch �s go�ng the
rounds of the ne�ghborhood. A m�l�ary fever, they call �t. Expens�ve
drugs are requ�red. Th�s �s ru�n�ng us, and we can no longer pay for
them. If you do not send us forty francs before the week �s out, the
l�ttle one w�ll be dead.”

She burst out laugh�ng, and sa�d to her old ne�ghbor: “Ah! they are
good! Forty francs! the �dea! That makes two napoleons! Where do
they th�nk I am to get them? These peasants are stup�d, truly.”

Nevertheless she went to a dormer w�ndow �n the sta�rcase and
read the letter once more. Then she descended the sta�rs and
emerged, runn�ng and leap�ng and st�ll laugh�ng.

Some one met her and sa�d to her, “What makes you so gay?”



She repl�ed: “A f�ne p�ece of stup�d�ty that some country people
have wr�tten to me. They demand forty francs of me. So much for
you, you peasants!”

As she crossed the square, she saw a great many people
collected around a carr�age of eccentr�c shape, upon the top of wh�ch
stood a man dressed �n red, who was hold�ng forth. He was a quack
dent�st on h�s rounds, who was offer�ng to the publ�c full sets of teeth,
op�ates, powders and el�x�rs.

Fant�ne m�ngled �n the group, and began to laugh w�th the rest at
the harangue, wh�ch conta�ned slang for the populace and jargon for
respectable people. The tooth-puller esp�ed the lovely, laugh�ng g�rl,
and suddenly excla�med: “You have beaut�ful teeth, you g�rl there,
who are laugh�ng; �f you want to sell me your palettes, I w�ll g�ve you
a gold napoleon ap�ece for them.”

“What are my palettes?” asked Fant�ne.
“The palettes,” repl�ed the dental professor, “are the front teeth, the

two upper ones.”
“How horr�ble!” excla�med Fant�ne.
“Two napoleons!” grumbled a toothless old woman who was

present. “Here’s a lucky g�rl!”
Fant�ne fled and stopped her ears that she m�ght not hear the

hoarse vo�ce of the man shout�ng to her: “Reflect, my beauty! two
napoleons; they may prove of serv�ce. If your heart b�ds you, come
th�s even�ng to the �nn of the T�llac d’Argent; you w�ll f�nd me there.”

Fant�ne returned home. She was fur�ous, and related the
occurrence to her good ne�ghbor Marguer�te: “Can you understand
such a th�ng? Is he not an abom�nable man? How can they allow
such people to go about the country! Pull out my two front teeth!
Why, I should be horr�ble! My ha�r w�ll grow aga�n, but my teeth! Ah!
what a monster of a man! I should prefer to throw myself head f�rst
on the pavement from the f�fth story! He told me that he should be at
the T�llac d’Argent th�s even�ng.”

“And what d�d he offer?” asked Marguer�te.
“Two napoleons.”
“That makes forty francs.”



“Yes,” sa�d Fant�ne; “that makes forty francs.”
She rema�ned thoughtful, and began her work. At the exp�rat�on of

a quarter of an hour she left her sew�ng and went to read the
Thénard�ers’ letter once more on the sta�rcase.

On her return, she sa�d to Marguer�te, who was at work bes�de
her:—

“What �s a m�l�ary fever? Do you know?”
“Yes,” answered the old sp�nster; “�t �s a d�sease.”
“Does �t requ�re many drugs?”
“Oh! terr�ble drugs.”
“How does one get �t?”
“It �s a malady that one gets w�thout know�ng how.”
“Then �t attacks ch�ldren?”
“Ch�ldren �n part�cular.”
“Do people d�e of �t?”
“They may,” sa�d Marguer�te.
Fant�ne left the room and went to read her letter once more on the

sta�rcase.
That even�ng she went out, and was seen to turn her steps �n the

d�rect�on of the Rue de Par�s, where the �nns are s�tuated.
The next morn�ng, when Marguer�te entered Fant�ne’s room before

dayl�ght,—for they always worked together, and �n th�s manner used
only one candle for the two,—she found Fant�ne seated on her bed,
pale and frozen. She had not la�n down. Her cap had fallen on her
knees. Her candle had burned all n�ght, and was almost ent�rely
consumed. Marguer�te halted on the threshold, petr�f�ed at th�s
tremendous wastefulness, and excla�med:—

“Lord! the candle �s all burned out! Someth�ng has happened.”
Then she looked at Fant�ne, who turned toward her her head

bereft of �ts ha�r.
Fant�ne had grown ten years older s�nce the preced�ng n�ght.
“Jesus!” sa�d Marguer�te, “what �s the matter w�th you, Fant�ne?”



“Noth�ng,” repl�ed Fant�ne. “Qu�te the contrary. My ch�ld w�ll not d�e
of that fr�ghtful malady, for lack of succor. I am content.”

So say�ng, she po�nted out to the sp�nster two napoleons wh�ch
were gl�tter�ng on the table.

“Ah! Jesus God!” cr�ed Marguer�te. “Why, �t �s a fortune! Where d�d
you get those lou�s d’or?”

“I got them,” repl�ed Fant�ne.
At the same t�me she sm�led. The candle �llum�nated her

countenance. It was a bloody sm�le. A redd�sh sal�va so�led the
corners of her l�ps, and she had a black hole �n her mouth.

The two teeth had been extracted.
She sent the forty francs to Montferme�l.
After all �t was a ruse of the Thénard�ers to obta�n money. Cosette

was not �ll.
Fant�ne threw her m�rror out of the w�ndow. She had long s�nce

qu�tted her cell on the second floor for an att�c w�th only a latch to
fasten �t, next the roof; one of those att�cs whose extrem�ty forms an
angle w�th the floor, and knocks you on the head every �nstant. The
poor occupant can reach the end of h�s chamber as he can the end
of h�s dest�ny, only by bend�ng over more and more.

She had no longer a bed; a rag wh�ch she called her coverlet, a
mattress on the floor, and a seatless cha�r st�ll rema�ned. A l�ttle
rosebush wh�ch she had, had dr�ed up, forgotten, �n one corner. In
the other corner was a butter-pot to hold water, wh�ch froze �n w�nter,
and �n wh�ch the var�ous levels of the water rema�ned long marked
by these c�rcles of �ce. She had lost her shame; she lost her
coquetry. A f�nal s�gn. She went out, w�th d�rty caps. Whether from
lack of t�me or from �nd�fference, she no longer mended her l�nen. As
the heels wore out, she dragged her stock�ngs down �nto her shoes.
Th�s was ev�dent from the perpend�cular wr�nkles. She patched her
bod�ce, wh�ch was old and worn out, w�th scraps of cal�co wh�ch tore
at the sl�ghtest movement. The people to whom she was �ndebted
made “scenes” and gave her no peace. She found them �n the street,
she found them aga�n on her sta�rcase. She passed many a n�ght
weep�ng and th�nk�ng. Her eyes were very br�ght, and she felt a



steady pa�n �n her shoulder towards the top of the left shoulder-
blade. She coughed a great deal. She deeply hated Father
Madele�ne, but made no compla�nt. She sewed seventeen hours a
day; but a contractor for the work of pr�sons, who made the pr�soners
work at a d�scount, suddenly made pr�ces fall, wh�ch reduced the
da�ly earn�ngs of work�ng-women to n�ne sous. Seventeen hours of
to�l, and n�ne sous a day! Her cred�tors were more p�t�less than ever.
The second-hand dealer, who had taken back nearly all h�s furn�ture,
sa�d to her �ncessantly, “When w�ll you pay me, you hussy?” What
d�d they want of her, good God! She felt that she was be�ng hunted,
and someth�ng of the w�ld beast developed �n her. About the same
t�me, Thénard�er wrote to her that he had wa�ted w�th dec�dedly too
much am�ab�l�ty and that he must have a hundred francs at once;
otherw�se he would turn l�ttle Cosette out of doors, convalescent as
she was from her heavy �llness, �nto the cold and the streets, and
that she m�ght do what she l�ked w�th herself, and d�e �f she chose.
“A hundred francs,” thought Fant�ne. “But �n what trade can one earn
a hundred sous a day?”

“Come!” sa�d she, “let us sell what �s left.”
The unfortunate g�rl became a woman of the town.



CHAPTER XI—CHRISTUS NOS
LIBERAVIT

What �s th�s h�story of Fant�ne? It �s soc�ety purchas�ng a slave.
From whom? From m�sery.
From hunger, cold, �solat�on, dest�tut�on. A dolorous barga�n. A

soul for a morsel of bread. M�sery offers; soc�ety accepts.
The sacred law of Jesus Chr�st governs our c�v�l�zat�on, but �t does

not, as yet, permeate �t; �t �s sa�d that slavery has d�sappeared from
European c�v�l�zat�on. Th�s �s a m�stake. It st�ll ex�sts; but �t we�ghs
only upon the woman, and �t �s called prost�tut�on.

It we�ghs upon the woman, that �s to say, upon grace, weakness,
beauty, matern�ty. Th�s �s not one of the least of man’s d�sgraces.

At the po�nt �n th�s melancholy drama wh�ch we have now reached,
noth�ng �s left to Fant�ne of that wh�ch she had formerly been.

She has become marble �n becom�ng m�re. Whoever touches her
feels cold. She passes; she endures you; she �gnores you; she �s the
severe and d�shonored f�gure. L�fe and the soc�al order have sa�d
the�r last word for her. All has happened to her that w�ll happen to
her. She has felt everyth�ng, borne everyth�ng, exper�enced
everyth�ng, suffered everyth�ng, lost everyth�ng, mourned everyth�ng.
She �s res�gned, w�th that res�gnat�on wh�ch resembles �nd�fference,
as death resembles sleep. She no longer avo�ds anyth�ng. Let all the
clouds fall upon her, and all the ocean sweep over her! What matters
�t to her? She �s a sponge that �s soaked.

At least, she bel�eves �t to be so; but �t �s an error to �mag�ne that
fate can be exhausted, and that one has reached the bottom of
anyth�ng whatever.

Alas! What are all these fates, dr�ven on pell-mell? Wh�ther are
they go�ng? Why are they thus?



He who knows that sees the whole of the shadow.
He �s alone. H�s name �s God.



CHAPTER XII—M. BAMATABOIS’S
INACTIVITY

There �s �n all small towns, and there was at M. sur M. �n part�cular,
a class of young men who n�bble away an �ncome of f�fteen hundred
francs w�th the same a�r w�th wh�ch the�r prototypes devour two
hundred thousand francs a year �n Par�s. These are be�ngs of the
great neuter spec�es: �mpotent men, paras�tes, cyphers, who have a
l�ttle land, a l�ttle folly, a l�ttle w�t; who would be rust�cs �n a draw�ng-
room, and who th�nk themselves gentlemen �n the dram-shop; who
say, “My f�elds, my peasants, my woods”; who h�ss actresses at the
theatre to prove that they are persons of taste; quarrel w�th the
off�cers of the garr�son to prove that they are men of war; hunt,
smoke, yawn, dr�nk, smell of tobacco, play b�ll�ards, stare at
travellers as they descend from the d�l�gence, l�ve at the café, d�ne at
the �nn, have a dog wh�ch eats the bones under the table, and a
m�stress who eats the d�shes on the table; who st�ck at a sou,
exaggerate the fash�ons, adm�re tragedy, desp�se women, wear out
the�r old boots, copy London through Par�s, and Par�s through the
med�um of Pont-à-Mousson, grow old as dullards, never work, serve
no use, and do no great harm.

M. Fél�x Tholomyès, had he rema�ned �n h�s own prov�nce and
never beheld Par�s, would have been one of these men.

If they were r�cher, one would say, “They are dand�es;” �f they were
poorer, one would say, “They are �dlers.” They are s�mply men
w�thout employment. Among these unemployed there are bores, the
bored, dreamers, and some knaves.

At that per�od a dandy was composed of a tall collar, a b�g cravat,
a watch w�th tr�nkets, three vests of d�fferent colors, worn one on top
of the other—the red and blue �ns�de; of a short-wa�sted ol�ve coat,
w�th a codf�sh ta�l, a double row of s�lver buttons set close to each



other and runn�ng up to the shoulder; and a pa�r of trousers of a
l�ghter shade of ol�ve, ornamented on the two seams w�th an
�ndef�n�te, but always uneven, number of l�nes, vary�ng from one to
eleven—a l�m�t wh�ch was never exceeded. Add to th�s, h�gh shoes
w�th l�ttle �rons on the heels, a tall hat w�th a narrow br�m, ha�r worn �n
a tuft, an enormous cane, and conversat�on set off by puns of Pot�er.
Over all, spurs and a moustache. At that epoch moustaches
�nd�cated the bourgeo�s, and spurs the pedestr�an.

The prov�nc�al dandy wore the longest of spurs and the f�ercest of
moustaches.

It was the per�od of the confl�ct of the republ�cs of South Amer�ca
w�th the K�ng of Spa�n, of Bol�var aga�nst Mor�llo. Narrow-br�mmed
hats were royal�st, and were called mor�llos; l�berals wore hats w�th
w�de br�ms, wh�ch were called bol�vars.

E�ght or ten months, then, after that wh�ch �s related �n the
preced�ng pages, towards the f�rst of January, 1823, on a snowy
even�ng, one of these dand�es, one of these unemployed, a “r�ght
th�nker,” for he wore a mor�llo, and was, moreover, warmly enveloped
�n one of those large cloaks wh�ch completed the fash�onable
costume �n cold weather, was amus�ng h�mself by torment�ng a
creature who was prowl�ng about �n a ball-dress, w�th neck
uncovered and flowers �n her ha�r, �n front of the off�cers’ café. Th�s
dandy was smok�ng, for he was dec�dedly fash�onable.

Each t�me that the woman passed �n front of h�m, he bestowed on
her, together w�th a puff from h�s c�gar, some apostrophe wh�ch he
cons�dered w�tty and m�rthful, such as, “How ugly you are!—W�ll you
get out of my s�ght?—You have no teeth!” etc., etc. Th�s gentleman
was known as M. Bamatabo�s. The woman, a melancholy, decorated
spectre wh�ch went and came through the snow, made h�m no reply,
d�d not even glance at h�m, and nevertheless cont�nued her
promenade �n s�lence, and w�th a sombre regular�ty, wh�ch brought
her every f�ve m�nutes w�th�n reach of th�s sarcasm, l�ke the
condemned sold�er who returns under the rods. The small effect
wh�ch he produced no doubt p�qued the lounger; and tak�ng
advantage of a moment when her back was turned, he crept up
beh�nd her w�th the ga�t of a wolf, and st�fl�ng h�s laugh, bent down,



p�cked up a handful of snow from the pavement, and thrust �t
abruptly �nto her back, between her bare shoulders. The woman
uttered a roar, wh�rled round, gave a leap l�ke a panther, and hurled
herself upon the man, bury�ng her na�ls �n h�s face, w�th the most
fr�ghtful words wh�ch could fall from the guard-room �nto the gutter.
These �nsults, poured forth �n a vo�ce roughened by brandy, d�d,
�ndeed, proceed �n h�deous w�se from a mouth wh�ch lacked �ts two
front teeth. It was Fant�ne.

At the no�se thus produced, the off�cers ran out �n throngs from the
café, passers-by collected, and a large and merry c�rcle, hoot�ng and
applaud�ng, was formed around th�s wh�rlw�nd composed of two
be�ngs, whom there was some d�ff�culty �n recogn�z�ng as a man and
a woman: the man struggl�ng, h�s hat on the ground; the woman
str�k�ng out w�th feet and f�sts, bareheaded, howl�ng, m�nus ha�r and
teeth, l�v�d w�th wrath, horr�ble.

Suddenly a man of lofty stature emerged v�vac�ously from the
crowd, se�zed the woman by her sat�n bod�ce, wh�ch was covered
w�th mud, and sa�d to her, “Follow me!”

The woman ra�sed her head; her fur�ous vo�ce suddenly d�ed
away. Her eyes were glassy; she turned pale �nstead of l�v�d, and
she trembled w�th a qu�ver of terror. She had recogn�zed Javert.

The dandy took advantage of the �nc�dent to make h�s escape.



CHAPTER XIII—THE SOLUTION OF
SOME QUESTIONS CONNECTED

WITH THE MUNICIPAL POLICE
Javert thrust as�de the spectators, broke the c�rcle, and set out

w�th long str�des towards the pol�ce stat�on, wh�ch �s s�tuated at the
extrem�ty of the square, dragg�ng the wretched woman after h�m.
She y�elded mechan�cally. Ne�ther he nor she uttered a word. The
cloud of spectators followed, jest�ng, �n a paroxysm of del�ght.
Supreme m�sery an occas�on for obscen�ty.

On arr�v�ng at the pol�ce stat�on, wh�ch was a low room, warmed
by a stove, w�th a glazed and grated door open�ng on the street, and
guarded by a detachment, Javert opened the door, entered w�th
Fant�ne, and shut the door beh�nd h�m, to the great d�sappo�ntment
of the cur�ous, who ra�sed themselves on t�ptoe, and craned the�r
necks �n front of the th�ck glass of the stat�on-house, �n the�r effort to
see. Cur�os�ty �s a sort of gluttony. To see �s to devour.

On enter�ng, Fant�ne fell down �n a corner, mot�onless and mute,
crouch�ng down l�ke a terr�f�ed dog.

The sergeant of the guard brought a l�ghted candle to the table.
Javert seated h�mself, drew a sheet of stamped paper from h�s
pocket, and began to wr�te.

Th�s class of women �s cons�gned by our laws ent�rely to the
d�scret�on of the pol�ce. The latter do what they please, pun�sh them,
as seems good to them, and conf�scate at the�r w�ll those two sorry
th�ngs wh�ch they ent�tle the�r �ndustry and the�r l�berty. Javert was
�mpass�ve; h�s grave face betrayed no emot�on whatever.
Nevertheless, he was ser�ously and deeply preoccup�ed. It was one
of those moments when he was exerc�s�ng w�thout control, but
subject to all the scruples of a severe consc�ence, h�s redoubtable



d�scret�onary power. At that moment he was consc�ous that h�s pol�ce
agent’s stool was a tr�bunal. He was enter�ng judgment. He judged
and condemned. He summoned all the �deas wh�ch could poss�bly
ex�st �n h�s m�nd, around the great th�ng wh�ch he was do�ng. The
more he exam�ned the deed of th�s woman, the more shocked he
felt. It was ev�dent that he had just w�tnessed the comm�ss�on of a
cr�me. He had just beheld, yonder, �n the street, soc�ety, �n the
person of a freeholder and an elector, �nsulted and attacked by a
creature who was outs�de all pales. A prost�tute had made an
attempt on the l�fe of a c�t�zen. He had seen that, he, Javert. He
wrote �n s�lence.

When he had f�n�shed he s�gned the paper, folded �t, and sa�d to
the sergeant of the guard, as he handed �t to h�m, “Take three men
and conduct th�s creature to ja�l.”

Then, turn�ng to Fant�ne, “You are to have s�x months of �t.” The
unhappy woman shuddered.

“S�x months! s�x months of pr�son!” she excla�med. “S�x months �n
wh�ch to earn seven sous a day! But what w�ll become of Cosette?
My daughter! my daughter! But I st�ll owe the Thénard�ers over a
hundred francs; do you know that, Mons�eur Inspector?”

She dragged herself across the damp floor, among the muddy
boots of all those men, w�thout r�s�ng, w�th clasped hands, and tak�ng
great str�des on her knees.

“Mons�eur Javert,” sa�d she, “I beseech your mercy. I assure you
that I was not �n the wrong. If you had seen the beg�nn�ng, you would
have seen. I swear to you by the good God that I was not to blame!
That gentleman, the bourgeo�s, whom I do not know, put snow �n my
back. Has any one the r�ght to put snow down our backs when we
are walk�ng along peaceably, and do�ng no harm to any one? I am
rather �ll, as you see. And then, he had been say�ng �mpert�nent
th�ngs to me for a long t�me: ‘You are ugly! you have no teeth!’ I
know well that I have no longer those teeth. I d�d noth�ng; I sa�d to
myself, ‘The gentleman �s amus�ng h�mself.’ I was honest w�th h�m; I
d�d not speak to h�m. It was at that moment that he put the snow
down my back. Mons�eur Javert, good Mons�eur Inspector! �s there
not some person here who saw �t and can tell you that th�s �s qu�te



true? Perhaps I d�d wrong to get angry. You know that one �s not
master of one’s self at the f�rst moment. One g�ves way to v�vac�ty;
and then, when some one puts someth�ng cold down your back just
when you are not expect�ng �t! I d�d wrong to spo�l that gentleman’s
hat. Why d�d he go away? I would ask h�s pardon. Oh, my God! It
makes no d�fference to me whether I ask h�s pardon. Do me the
favor to-day, for th�s once, Mons�eur Javert. Hold! you do not know
that �n pr�son one can earn only seven sous a day; �t �s not the
government’s fault, but seven sous �s one’s earn�ngs; and just fancy,
I must pay one hundred francs, or my l�ttle g�rl w�ll be sent to me. Oh,
my God! I cannot have her w�th me. What I do �s so v�le! Oh, my
Cosette! Oh, my l�ttle angel of the Holy V�rg�n! what w�ll become of
her, poor creature? I w�ll tell you: �t �s the Thénard�ers, �nn-keepers,
peasants; and such people are unreasonable. They want money.
Don’t put me �n pr�son! You see, there �s a l�ttle g�rl who w�ll be turned
out �nto the street to get along as best she may, �n the very heart of
the w�nter; and you must have p�ty on such a be�ng, my good
Mons�eur Javert. If she were older, she m�ght earn her l�v�ng; but �t
cannot be done at that age. I am not a bad woman at bottom. It �s
not cowardl�ness and gluttony that have made me what I am. If I
have drunk brandy, �t was out of m�sery. I do not love �t; but �t
benumbs the senses. When I was happy, �t was only necessary to
glance �nto my closets, and �t would have been ev�dent that I was not
a coquett�sh and unt�dy woman. I had l�nen, a great deal of l�nen.
Have p�ty on me, Mons�eur Javert!”

She spoke thus, rent �n twa�n, shaken w�th sobs, bl�nded w�th
tears, her neck bare, wr�ng�ng her hands, and cough�ng w�th a dry,
short cough, stammer�ng softly w�th a vo�ce of agony. Great sorrow �s
a d�v�ne and terr�ble ray, wh�ch transf�gures the unhappy. At that
moment Fant�ne had become beaut�ful once more. From t�me to t�me
she paused, and tenderly k�ssed the pol�ce agent’s coat. She would
have softened a heart of gran�te; but a heart of wood cannot be
softened.

“Come!” sa�d Javert, “I have heard you out. Have you ent�rely
f�n�shed? You w�ll get s�x months. Now march! The Eternal Father �n
person could do noth�ng more.”



At these solemn words, “the Eternal Father �n person could do
noth�ng more,” she understood that her fate was sealed. She sank
down, murmur�ng, “Mercy!”

Javert turned h�s back.
The sold�ers se�zed her by the arms.
A few moments earl�er a man had entered, but no one had pa�d

any heed to h�m. He shut the door, leaned h�s back aga�nst �t, and
l�stened to Fant�ne’s despa�r�ng suppl�cat�ons.

At the �nstant when the sold�ers la�d the�r hands upon the
unfortunate woman, who would not r�se, he emerged from the
shadow, and sa�d:—

“One moment, �f you please.”
Javert ra�sed h�s eyes and recogn�zed M. Madele�ne. He removed

h�s hat, and, salut�ng h�m w�th a sort of aggr�eved awkwardness:—
“Excuse me, Mr. Mayor—”
The words “Mr. Mayor” produced a cur�ous effect upon Fant�ne.

She rose to her feet w�th one bound, l�ke a spectre spr�ng�ng from
the earth, thrust as�de the sold�ers w�th both arms, walked stra�ght up
to M. Madele�ne before any one could prevent her, and gaz�ng
�ntently at h�m, w�th a bew�ldered a�r, she cr�ed:—

“Ah! so �t �s you who are M. le Ma�re!”
Then she burst �nto a laugh, and sp�t �n h�s face.
M. Madele�ne w�ped h�s face, and sa�d:—
“Inspector Javert, set th�s woman at l�berty.”
Javert felt that he was on the verge of go�ng mad. He exper�enced

at that moment, blow upon blow and almost s�multaneously, the most
v�olent emot�ons wh�ch he had ever undergone �n all h�s l�fe. To see a
woman of the town sp�t �n the mayor’s face was a th�ng so monstrous
that, �n h�s most dar�ng fl�ghts of fancy, he would have regarded �t as
a sacr�lege to bel�eve �t poss�ble. On the other hand, at the very
bottom of h�s thought, he made a h�deous compar�son as to what th�s
woman was, and as to what th�s mayor m�ght be; and then he, w�th
horror, caught a gl�mpse of I know not what s�mple explanat�on of
th�s prod�g�ous attack. But when he beheld that mayor, that



mag�strate, calmly w�pe h�s face and say, “Set th�s woman at l�berty,”
he underwent a sort of �ntox�cat�on of amazement; thought and word
fa�led h�m equally; the sum total of poss�ble aston�shment had been
exceeded �n h�s case. He rema�ned mute.

The words had produced no less strange an effect on Fant�ne.
She ra�sed her bare arm, and clung to the damper of the stove, l�ke a
person who �s reel�ng. Nevertheless, she glanced about her, and
began to speak �n a low vo�ce, as though talk�ng to herself:—

“At l�berty! I am to be allowed to go! I am not to go to pr�son for s�x
months! Who sa�d that? It �s not poss�ble that any one could have
sa�d that. I d�d not hear ar�ght. It cannot have been that monster of a
mayor! Was �t you, my good Mons�eur Javert, who sa�d that I was to
be set free? Oh, see here! I w�ll tell you about �t, and you w�ll let me
go. That monster of a mayor, that old blackguard of a mayor, �s the
cause of all. Just �mag�ne, Mons�eur Javert, he turned me out! all
because of a pack of rascally women, who goss�p �n the workroom. If
that �s not a horror, what �s? To d�sm�ss a poor g�rl who �s do�ng her
work honestly! Then I could no longer earn enough, and all th�s
m�sery followed. In the f�rst place, there �s one �mprovement wh�ch
these gentlemen of the pol�ce ought to make, and that �s, to prevent
pr�son contractors from wrong�ng poor people. I w�ll expla�n �t to you,
you see: you are earn�ng twelve sous at sh�rt-mak�ng, the pr�ce falls
to n�ne sous; and �t �s not enough to l�ve on. Then one has to
become whatever one can. As for me, I had my l�ttle Cosette, and I
was actually forced to become a bad woman. Now you understand
how �t �s that that blackguard of a mayor caused all the m�sch�ef.
After that I stamped on that gentleman’s hat �n front of the off�cers’
café; but he had spo�led my whole dress w�th snow. We women have
but one s�lk dress for even�ng wear. You see that I d�d not do wrong
del�berately—truly, Mons�eur Javert; and everywhere I behold
women who are far more w�cked than I, and who are much happ�er.
O Mons�eur Javert! �t was you who gave orders that I am to be set
free, was �t not? Make �nqu�r�es, speak to my landlord; I am pay�ng
my rent now; they w�ll tell you that I am perfectly honest. Ah! my
God! I beg your pardon; I have un�ntent�onally touched the damper of
the stove, and �t has made �t smoke.”



M. Madele�ne l�stened to her w�th profound attent�on. Wh�le she
was speak�ng, he fumbled �n h�s wa�stcoat, drew out h�s purse and
opened �t. It was empty. He put �t back �n h�s pocket. He sa�d to
Fant�ne, “How much d�d you say that you owed?”

Fant�ne, who was look�ng at Javert only, turned towards h�m:—
“Was I speak�ng to you?”
Then, address�ng the sold�ers:—
“Say, you fellows, d�d you see how I sp�t �n h�s face? Ah! you old

wretch of a mayor, you came here to fr�ghten me, but I’m not afra�d
of you. I am afra�d of Mons�eur Javert. I am afra�d of my good
Mons�eur Javert!”

So say�ng, she turned to the �nspector aga�n:—
“And yet, you see, Mr. Inspector, �t �s necessary to be just. I

understand that you are just, Mr. Inspector; �n fact, �t �s perfectly
s�mple: a man amuses h�mself by putt�ng snow down a woman’s
back, and that makes the off�cers laugh; one must d�vert themselves
�n some way; and we—well, we are here for them to amuse
themselves w�th, of course! And then, you, you come; you are
certa�nly obl�ged to preserve order, you lead off the woman who �s �n
the wrong; but on reflect�on, s�nce you are a good man, you say that
I am to be set at l�berty; �t �s for the sake of the l�ttle one, for s�x
months �n pr�son would prevent my support�ng my ch�ld. ‘Only, don’t
do �t aga�n, you hussy!’ Oh! I won’t do �t aga�n, Mons�eur Javert!
They may do whatever they please to me now; I w�ll not st�r. But to-
day, you see, I cr�ed because �t hurt me. I was not expect�ng that
snow from the gentleman at all; and then as I told you, I am not well;
I have a cough; I seem to have a burn�ng ball �n my stomach, and
the doctor tells me, ‘Take care of yourself.’ Here, feel, g�ve me your
hand; don’t be afra�d—�t �s here.”

She no longer wept, her vo�ce was caress�ng; she placed Javert’s
coarse hand on her del�cate, wh�te throat and looked sm�l�ngly at
h�m.

All at once she rap�dly adjusted her d�sordered garments, dropped
the folds of her sk�rt, wh�ch had been pushed up as she dragged
herself along, almost to the he�ght of her knee, and stepped towards



the door, say�ng to the sold�ers �n a low vo�ce, and w�th a fr�endly
nod:—

“Ch�ldren, Mons�eur l’Inspecteur has sa�d that I am to be released,
and I am go�ng.”

She la�d her hand on the latch of the door. One step more and she
would be �n the street.

Javert up to that moment had rema�ned erect, mot�onless, w�th h�s
eyes f�xed on the ground, cast athwart th�s scene l�ke some
d�splaced statue, wh�ch �s wa�t�ng to be put away somewhere.

The sound of the latch roused h�m. He ra�sed h�s head w�th an
express�on of sovere�gn author�ty, an express�on all the more
alarm�ng �n proport�on as the author�ty rests on a low level, feroc�ous
�n the w�ld beast, atroc�ous �n the man of no estate.

“Sergeant!” he cr�ed, “don’t you see that that jade �s walk�ng off!
Who bade you let her go?”

“I,” sa�d Madele�ne.
Fant�ne trembled at the sound of Javert’s vo�ce, and let go of the

latch as a th�ef rel�nqu�shes the art�cle wh�ch he has stolen. At the
sound of Madele�ne’s vo�ce she turned around, and from that
moment forth she uttered no word, nor dared so much as to breathe
freely, but her glance strayed from Madele�ne to Javert, and from
Javert to Madele�ne �n turn, accord�ng to wh�ch was speak�ng.

It was ev�dent that Javert must have been exasperated beyond
measure before he would perm�t h�mself to apostroph�ze the
sergeant as he had done, after the mayor’s suggest�on that Fant�ne
should be set at l�berty. Had he reached the po�nt of forgett�ng the
mayor’s presence? Had he f�nally declared to h�mself that �t was
�mposs�ble that any “author�ty” should have g�ven such an order, and
that the mayor must certa�nly have sa�d one th�ng by m�stake for
another, w�thout �ntend�ng �t? Or, �n v�ew of the enorm�t�es of wh�ch
he had been a w�tness for the past two hours, d�d he say to h�mself,
that �t was necessary to recur to supreme resolut�ons, that �t was
�nd�spensable that the small should be made great, that the pol�ce
spy should transform h�mself �nto a mag�strate, that the pol�ceman
should become a d�spenser of just�ce, and that, �n th�s prod�g�ous



extrem�ty, order, law, moral�ty, government, soc�ety �n �ts ent�rety, was
person�f�ed �n h�m, Javert?

However that may be, when M. Madele�ne uttered that word, I, as
we have just heard, Pol�ce Inspector Javert was seen to turn toward
the mayor, pale, cold, w�th blue l�ps, and a look of despa�r, h�s whole
body ag�tated by an �mpercept�ble qu�ver and an unprecedented
occurrence, and say to h�m, w�th downcast eyes but a f�rm vo�ce:—

“Mr. Mayor, that cannot be.”
“Why not?” sa�d M. Madele�ne.
“Th�s m�serable woman has �nsulted a c�t�zen.”
“Inspector Javert,” repl�ed the mayor, �n a calm and conc�l�at�ng

tone, “l�sten. You are an honest man, and I feel no hes�tat�on �n
expla�n�ng matters to you. Here �s the true state of the case: I was
pass�ng through the square just as you were lead�ng th�s woman
away; there were st�ll groups of people stand�ng about, and I made
�nqu�r�es and learned everyth�ng; �t was the townsman who was �n
the wrong and who should have been arrested by properly
conducted pol�ce.”

Javert retorted:—
“Th�s wretch has just �nsulted Mons�eur le Ma�re.”
“That concerns me,” sa�d M. Madele�ne. “My own �nsult belongs to

me, I th�nk. I can do what I please about �t.”
“I beg Mons�eur le Ma�re’s pardon. The �nsult �s not to h�m but to

the law.”
“Inspector Javert,” repl�ed M. Madele�ne, “the h�ghest law �s

consc�ence. I have heard th�s woman; I know what I am do�ng.”
“And I, Mr. Mayor, do not know what I see.”
“Then content yourself w�th obey�ng.”
“I am obey�ng my duty. My duty demands that th�s woman shall

serve s�x months �n pr�son.”
M. Madele�ne repl�ed gently:—
“Heed th�s well; she w�ll not serve a s�ngle day.”
At th�s dec�s�ve word, Javert ventured to f�x a search�ng look on

the mayor and to say, but �n a tone of vo�ce that was st�ll profoundly



respectful:—
“I am sorry to oppose Mons�eur le Ma�re; �t �s for the f�rst t�me �n

my l�fe, but he w�ll perm�t me to remark that I am w�th�n the bounds of
my author�ty. I conf�ne myself, s�nce Mons�eur le Ma�re des�res �t, to
the quest�on of the gentleman. I was present. Th�s woman flung
herself on Mons�eur Bamatabo�s, who �s an elector and the
propr�etor of that handsome house w�th a balcony, wh�ch forms the
corner of the esplanade, three stor�es h�gh and ent�rely of cut stone.
Such th�ngs as there are �n the world! In any case, Mons�eur le
Ma�re, th�s �s a quest�on of pol�ce regulat�ons �n the streets, and
concerns me, and I shall deta�n th�s woman Fant�ne.”

Then M. Madele�ne folded h�s arms, and sa�d �n a severe vo�ce
wh�ch no one �n the town had heard h�therto:—

“The matter to wh�ch you refer �s one connected w�th the mun�c�pal
pol�ce. Accord�ng to the terms of art�cles n�ne, eleven, f�fteen, and
s�xty-s�x of the code of cr�m�nal exam�nat�on, I am the judge. I order
that th�s woman shall be set at l�berty.”

Javert ventured to make a f�nal effort.
“But, Mr. Mayor—”
“I refer you to art�cle e�ghty-one of the law of the 13th of

December, 1799, �n regard to arb�trary detent�on.”
“Mons�eur le Ma�re, perm�t me—”
“Not another word.”
“But—”
“Leave the room,” sa�d M. Madele�ne.
Javert rece�ved the blow erect, full �n the face, �n h�s breast, l�ke a

Russ�an sold�er. He bowed to the very earth before the mayor and
left the room.

Fant�ne stood as�de from the door and stared at h�m �n amazement
as he passed.

Nevertheless, she also was the prey to a strange confus�on. She
had just seen herself a subject of d�spute between two oppos�ng
powers. She had seen two men who held �n the�r hands her l�berty,
her l�fe, her soul, her ch�ld, �n combat before her very eyes; one of



these men was draw�ng her towards darkness, the other was lead�ng
her back towards the l�ght. In th�s confl�ct, v�ewed through the
exaggerat�ons of terror, these two men had appeared to her l�ke two
g�ants; the one spoke l�ke her demon, the other l�ke her good angel.
The angel had conquered the demon, and, strange to say, that wh�ch
made her shudder from head to foot was the fact that th�s angel, th�s
l�berator, was the very man whom she abhorred, that mayor whom
she had so long regarded as the author of all her woes, that
Madele�ne! And at the very moment when she had �nsulted h�m �n so
h�deous a fash�on, he had saved her! Had she, then, been m�staken?
Must she change her whole soul? She d�d not know; she trembled.
She l�stened �n bew�lderment, she looked on �n affr�ght, and at every
word uttered by M. Madele�ne she felt the fr�ghtful shades of hatred
crumble and melt w�th�n her, and someth�ng warm and �neffable,
�ndescr�bable, wh�ch was both joy, conf�dence and love, dawn �n her
heart.

When Javert had taken h�s departure, M. Madele�ne turned to her
and sa�d to her �n a del�berate vo�ce, l�ke a ser�ous man who does
not w�sh to weep and who f�nds some d�ff�culty �n speak�ng:—

“I have heard you. I knew noth�ng about what you have ment�oned.
I bel�eve that �t �s true, and I feel that �t �s true. I was even �gnorant of
the fact that you had left my shop. Why d�d you not apply to me? But
here; I w�ll pay your debts, I w�ll send for your ch�ld, or you shall go to
her. You shall l�ve here, �n Par�s, or where you please. I undertake
the care of your ch�ld and yourself. You shall not work any longer �f
you do not l�ke. I w�ll g�ve all the money you requ�re. You shall be
honest and happy once more. And l�sten! I declare to you that �f all �s
as you say,—and I do not doubt �t,—you have never ceased to be
v�rtuous and holy �n the s�ght of God. Oh! poor woman.”

Th�s was more than Fant�ne could bear. To have Cosette! To leave
th�s l�fe of �nfamy. To l�ve free, r�ch, happy, respectable w�th Cosette;
to see all these real�t�es of parad�se blossom of a sudden �n the
m�dst of her m�sery. She stared stup�dly at th�s man who was talk�ng
to her, and could only g�ve vent to two or three sobs, “Oh! Oh! Oh!”

Her l�mbs gave way beneath her, she knelt �n front of M.
Madele�ne, and before he could prevent her he felt her grasp h�s



hand and press her l�ps to �t.
Then she fa�nted.



BOOK SIXTH—JAVERT



CHAPTER I—THE BEGINNING OF
REPOSE

M. Madele�ne had Fant�ne removed to that �nf�rmary wh�ch he had
establ�shed �n h�s own house. He conf�ded her to the s�sters, who put
her to bed. A burn�ng fever had come on. She passed a part of the
n�ght �n del�r�um and rav�ng. At length, however, she fell asleep.

On the morrow, towards m�dday, Fant�ne awoke. She heard some
one breath�ng close to her bed; she drew as�de the curta�n and saw
M. Madele�ne stand�ng there and look�ng at someth�ng over her
head. H�s gaze was full of p�ty, angu�sh, and suppl�cat�on. She
followed �ts d�rect�on, and saw that �t was f�xed on a cruc�f�x wh�ch
was na�led to the wall.

Thenceforth, M. Madele�ne was transf�gured �n Fant�ne’s eyes. He
seemed to her to be clothed �n l�ght. He was absorbed �n a sort of
prayer. She gazed at h�m for a long t�me w�thout dar�ng to �nterrupt
h�m. At last she sa�d t�m�dly:—

“What are you do�ng?”
M. Madele�ne had been there for an hour. He had been wa�t�ng for

Fant�ne to awake. He took her hand, felt of her pulse, and repl�ed:—
“How do you feel?”
“Well, I have slept,” she repl�ed; “I th�nk that I am better. It �s

noth�ng.”
He answered, respond�ng to the f�rst quest�on wh�ch she had put

to h�m as though he had just heard �t:—
“I was pray�ng to the martyr there on h�gh.”
And he added �n h�s own m�nd, “For the martyr here below.”
M. Madele�ne had passed the n�ght and the morn�ng �n mak�ng

�nqu�r�es. He knew all now. He knew Fant�ne’s h�story �n all �ts heart-



rend�ng deta�ls. He went on:—
“You have suffered much, poor mother. Oh! do not compla�n; you

now have the dowry of the elect. It �s thus that men are transformed
�nto angels. It �s not the�r fault they do not know how to go to work
otherw�se. You see th�s hell from wh�ch you have just emerged �s the
f�rst form of heaven. It was necessary to beg�n there.”

He s�ghed deeply. But she sm�led on h�m w�th that subl�me sm�le �n
wh�ch two teeth were lack�ng.

That same n�ght, Javert wrote a letter. The next morn�ng be posted
�t h�mself at the off�ce of M. sur M. It was addressed to Par�s, and the
superscr�pt�on ran: To Mons�eur Chabou�llet, Secretary of Mons�eur
le Préfet of Pol�ce. As the affa�r �n the stat�on-house had been bru�ted
about, the post-m�stress and some other persons who saw the letter
before �t was sent off, and who recogn�zed Javert’s handwr�t�ng on
the cover, thought that he was send�ng �n h�s res�gnat�on.

M. Madele�ne made haste to wr�te to the Thénard�ers. Fant�ne
owed them one hundred and twenty francs. He sent them three
hundred francs, tell�ng them to pay themselves from that sum, and to
fetch the ch�ld �nstantly to M. sur M., where her s�ck mother requ�red
her presence.

Th�s dazzled Thénard�er. “The dev�l!” sa�d the man to h�s w�fe;
“don’t let’s allow the ch�ld to go. Th�s lark �s go�ng to turn �nto a m�lch
cow. I see through �t. Some n�nny has taken a fancy to the mother.”

He repl�ed w�th a very well drawn-up b�ll for f�ve hundred and some
odd francs. In th�s memorandum two �nd�sputable �tems f�gured up
over three hundred francs,—one for the doctor, the other for the
apothecary who had attended and phys�cked Épon�ne and Azelma
through two long �llnesses. Cosette, as we have already sa�d, had
not been �ll. It was only a quest�on of a tr�fl�ng subst�tut�on of names.
At the foot of the memorandum Thénard�er wrote, Rece�ved on
account, three hundred francs.

M. Madele�ne �mmed�ately sent three hundred francs more, and
wrote, “Make haste to br�ng Cosette.”

“Chr�st�!” sa�d Thénard�er, “let’s not g�ve up the ch�ld.”



In the meant�me, Fant�ne d�d not recover. She st�ll rema�ned �n the
�nf�rmary.

The s�sters had at f�rst only rece�ved and nursed “that woman” w�th
repugnance. Those who have seen the bas-rel�efs of Rhe�ms w�ll
recall the �nflat�on of the lower l�p of the w�se v�rg�ns as they survey
the fool�sh v�rg�ns. The anc�ent scorn of the vestals for the ambubajæ
�s one of the most profound �nst�ncts of fem�n�ne d�gn�ty; the s�sters
felt �t w�th the double force contr�buted by rel�g�on. But �n a few days
Fant�ne d�sarmed them. She sa�d all k�nds of humble and gentle
th�ngs, and the mother �n her provoked tenderness. One day the
s�sters heard her say am�d her fever: “I have been a s�nner; but when
I have my ch�ld bes�de me, �t w�ll be a s�gn that God has pardoned
me. Wh�le I was lead�ng a bad l�fe, I should not have l�ked to have
my Cosette w�th me; I could not have borne her sad, aston�shed
eyes. It was for her sake that I d�d ev�l, and that �s why God pardons
me. I shall feel the bened�ct�on of the good God when Cosette �s
here. I shall gaze at her; �t w�ll do me good to see that �nnocent
creature. She knows noth�ng at all. She �s an angel, you see, my
s�sters. At that age the w�ngs have not fallen off.”

M. Madele�ne went to see her tw�ce a day, and each t�me she
asked h�m:—

“Shall I see my Cosette soon?”
He answered:—
“To-morrow, perhaps. She may arr�ve at any moment. I am

expect�ng her.”
And the mother’s pale face grew rad�ant.
“Oh!” she sa�d, “how happy I am go�ng to be!”
We have just sa�d that she d�d not recover her health. On the

contrary, her cond�t�on seemed to become more grave from week to
week. That handful of snow appl�ed to her bare sk�n between her
shoulder-blades had brought about a sudden suppress�on of
persp�rat�on, as a consequence of wh�ch the malady wh�ch had been
smoulder�ng w�th�n her for many years was v�olently developed at
last. At that t�me people were beg�nn�ng to follow the f�ne Laënnec’s



f�ne suggest�ons �n the study and treatment of chest malad�es. The
doctor sounded Fant�ne’s chest and shook h�s head.

M. Madele�ne sa�d to the doctor:—
“Well?”
“Has she not a ch�ld wh�ch she des�res to see?” sa�d the doctor.
“Yes.”
“Well! Make haste and get �t here!”
M. Madele�ne shuddered.
Fant�ne �nqu�red:—
“What d�d the doctor say?”
M. Madele�ne forced h�mself to sm�le.
“He sa�d that your ch�ld was to be brought speed�ly. That that

would restore your health.”
“Oh!” she rejo�ned, “he �s r�ght! But what do those Thénard�ers

mean by keep�ng my Cosette from me! Oh! she �s com�ng. At last I
behold happ�ness close bes�de me!”

In the meant�me Thénard�er d�d not “let go of the ch�ld,” and gave
a hundred �nsuff�c�ent reasons for �t. Cosette was not qu�te well
enough to take a journey �n the w�nter. And then, there st�ll rema�ned
some petty but press�ng debts �n the ne�ghborhood, and they were
collect�ng the b�lls for them, etc., etc.

“I shall send some one to fetch Cosette!” sa�d Father Madele�ne.
“If necessary, I w�ll go myself.”

He wrote the follow�ng letter to Fant�ne’s d�ctat�on, and made her
s�gn �t:—
“MONSIEUR THÉNARDIER:—
You will deliver Cosette to this person.
You will be paid for all the little things.
I have the honor to salute you with respect.
“FANTINE.”

In the meant�me a ser�ous �nc�dent occurred. Carve as we w�ll the
myster�ous block of wh�ch our l�fe �s made, the black ve�n of dest�ny
constantly reappears �n �t.



CHAPTER II—HOW JEAN MAY
BECOME CHAMP

One morn�ng M. Madele�ne was �n h�s study, occup�ed �n arrang�ng
�n advance some press�ng matters connected w�th the mayor’s
off�ce, �n case he should dec�de to take the tr�p to Montferme�l, when
he was �nformed that Pol�ce Inspector Javert was des�rous of
speak�ng w�th h�m. Madele�ne could not refra�n from a d�sagreeable
�mpress�on on hear�ng th�s name. Javert had avo�ded h�m more than
ever s�nce the affa�r of the pol�ce-stat�on, and M. Madele�ne had not
seen h�m.

“Adm�t h�m,” he sa�d.
Javert entered.
M. Madele�ne had reta�ned h�s seat near the f�re, pen �n hand, h�s

eyes f�xed on the docket wh�ch he was turn�ng over and annotat�ng,
and wh�ch conta�ned the tr�als of the comm�ss�on on h�ghways for the
�nfract�on of pol�ce regulat�ons. He d�d not d�sturb h�mself on Javert’s
account. He could not help th�nk�ng of poor Fant�ne, and �t su�ted h�m
to be glac�al �n h�s manner.

Javert bestowed a respectful salute on the mayor, whose back
was turned to h�m. The mayor d�d not look at h�m, but went on
annotat�ng th�s docket.

Javert advanced two or three paces �nto the study, and halted,
w�thout break�ng the s�lence.

If any phys�ognom�st who had been fam�l�ar w�th Javert, and who
had made a lengthy study of th�s savage �n the serv�ce of c�v�l�zat�on,
th�s s�ngular compos�te of the Roman, the Spartan, the monk, and
the corporal, th�s spy who was �ncapable of a l�e, th�s unspotted
pol�ce agent—�f any phys�ognom�st had known h�s secret and long-
cher�shed avers�on for M. Madele�ne, h�s confl�ct w�th the mayor on



the subject of Fant�ne, and had exam�ned Javert at that moment, he
would have sa�d to h�mself, “What has taken place?” It was ev�dent
to any one acqua�nted w�th that clear, upr�ght, s�ncere, honest,
austere, and feroc�ous consc�ence, that Javert had but just gone
through some great �nter�or struggle. Javert had noth�ng �n h�s soul
wh�ch he had not also �n h�s countenance. L�ke v�olent people �n
general, he was subject to abrupt changes of op�n�on. H�s
phys�ognomy had never been more pecul�ar and startl�ng. On
enter�ng he bowed to M. Madele�ne w�th a look �n wh�ch there was
ne�ther rancor, anger, nor d�strust; he halted a few paces �n the rear
of the mayor’s armcha�r, and there he stood, perfectly erect, �n an
att�tude almost of d�sc�pl�ne, w�th the cold, �ngenuous roughness of a
man who has never been gentle and who has always been pat�ent;
he wa�ted w�thout utter�ng a word, w�thout mak�ng a movement, �n
genu�ne hum�l�ty and tranqu�l res�gnat�on, calm, ser�ous, hat �n hand,
w�th eyes cast down, and an express�on wh�ch was half-way
between that of a sold�er �n the presence of h�s off�cer and a cr�m�nal
�n the presence of h�s judge, unt�l �t should please the mayor to turn
round. All the sent�ments as well as all the memor�es wh�ch one
m�ght have attr�buted to h�m had d�sappeared. That face, as
�mpenetrable and s�mple as gran�te, no longer bore any trace of
anyth�ng but a melancholy depress�on. H�s whole person breathed
lowl�ness and f�rmness and an �ndescr�bable courageous
despondency.

At last the mayor la�d down h�s pen and turned half round.
“Well! What �s �t? What �s the matter, Javert?”
Javert rema�ned s�lent for an �nstant as though collect�ng h�s �deas,

then ra�sed h�s vo�ce w�th a sort of sad solemn�ty, wh�ch d�d not,
however, preclude s�mpl�c�ty.

“Th�s �s the matter, Mr. Mayor; a culpable act has been
comm�tted.”

“What act?”
“An �nfer�or agent of the author�t�es has fa�led �n respect, and �n the

gravest manner, towards a mag�strate. I have come to br�ng the fact
to your knowledge, as �t �s my duty to do.”

“Who �s the agent?” asked M. Madele�ne.



“I,” sa�d Javert.
“You?”
“I.”
“And who �s the mag�strate who has reason to compla�n of the

agent?”
“You, Mr. Mayor.”
M. Madele�ne sat erect �n h�s armcha�r. Javert went on, w�th a

severe a�r and h�s eyes st�ll cast down.
“Mr. Mayor, I have come to request you to �nst�gate the author�t�es

to d�sm�ss me.”
M. Madele�ne opened h�s mouth �n amazement. Javert �nterrupted

h�m:—
“You w�ll say that I m�ght have handed �n my res�gnat�on, but that

does not suff�ce. Hand�ng �n one’s res�gnat�on �s honorable. I have
fa�led �n my duty; I ought to be pun�shed; I must be turned out.”

And after a pause he added:—
“Mr. Mayor, you were severe w�th me the other day, and unjustly.

Be so to-day, w�th just�ce.”
“Come, now! Why?” excla�med M. Madele�ne. “What nonsense �s

th�s? What �s the mean�ng of th�s? What culpable act have you been
gu�lty of towards me? What have you done to me? What are your
wrongs w�th regard to me? You accuse yourself; you w�sh to be
superseded—”

“Turned out,” sa�d Javert.
“Turned out; so �t be, then. That �s well. I do not understand.”
“You shall understand, Mr. Mayor.”
Javert s�ghed from the very bottom of h�s chest, and resumed, st�ll

coldly and sadly:—
“Mr. Mayor, s�x weeks ago, �n consequence of the scene over that

woman, I was fur�ous, and I �nformed aga�nst you.”
“Informed aga�nst me!”
“At the Prefecture of Pol�ce �n Par�s.”



M. Madele�ne, who was not �n the hab�t of laugh�ng much oftener
than Javert h�mself, burst out laugh�ng now:—

“As a mayor who had encroached on the prov�nce of the pol�ce?”
“As an ex-conv�ct.”
The mayor turned l�v�d.
Javert, who had not ra�sed h�s eyes, went on:—
“I thought �t was so. I had had an �dea for a long t�me; a

resemblance; �nqu�r�es wh�ch you had caused to be made at
Faverolles; the strength of your lo�ns; the adventure w�th old
Fauchelevant; your sk�ll �n marksmansh�p; your leg, wh�ch you drag a
l�ttle;—I hardly know what all,—absurd�t�es! But, at all events, I took
you for a certa�n Jean Valjean.”

“A certa�n—What d�d you say the name was?”
“Jean Valjean. He was a conv�ct whom I was �n the hab�t of see�ng

twenty years ago, when I was adjutant-guard of conv�cts at Toulon.
On leav�ng the galleys, th�s Jean Valjean, as �t appears, robbed a
b�shop; then he comm�tted another theft, accompan�ed w�th v�olence,
on a publ�c h�ghway on the person of a l�ttle Savoyard. He
d�sappeared e�ght years ago, no one knows how, and he has been
sought, I fanc�ed. In short, I d�d th�s th�ng! Wrath �mpelled me; I
denounced you at the Prefecture!”

M. Madele�ne, who had taken up the docket aga�n several
moments before th�s, resumed w�th an a�r of perfect �nd�fference:—

“And what reply d�d you rece�ve?”
“That I was mad.”
“Well?”
“Well, they were r�ght.”
“It �s lucky that you recogn�ze the fact.”
“I am forced to do so, s�nce the real Jean Valjean has been found.”
The sheet of paper wh�ch M. Madele�ne was hold�ng dropped from

h�s hand; he ra�sed h�s head, gazed f�xedly at Javert, and sa�d w�th
h�s �ndescr�bable accent:—

“Ah!”



Javert cont�nued:—
“Th�s �s the way �t �s, Mr. Mayor. It seems that there was �n the

ne�ghborhood near A�lly-le-Haut-Clocher an old fellow who was
called Father Champmath�eu. He was a very wretched creature. No
one pa�d any attent�on to h�m. No one knows what such people
subs�st on. Lately, last autumn, Father Champmath�eu was arrested
for the theft of some c�der apples from—Well, no matter, a theft had
been comm�tted, a wall scaled, branches of trees broken. My
Champmath�eu was arrested. He st�ll had the branch of apple-tree �n
h�s hand. The scamp �s locked up. Up to th�s po�nt �t was merely an
affa�r of a m�sdemeanor. But here �s where Prov�dence �ntervened.

“The ja�l be�ng �n a bad cond�t�on, the exam�n�ng mag�strate f�nds �t
conven�ent to transfer Champmath�eu to Arras, where the
departmental pr�son �s s�tuated. In th�s pr�son at Arras there �s an ex-
conv�ct named Brevet, who �s deta�ned for I know not what, and who
has been appo�nted turnkey of the house, because of good behav�or.
Mr. Mayor, no sooner had Champmath�eu arr�ved than Brevet
excla�ms: ‘Eh! Why, I know that man! He �s a fagot!4 Take a good
look at me, my good man! You are Jean Valjean!’ ‘Jean Valjean!
who’s Jean Valjean?’ Champmath�eu fe�gns aston�shment. ‘Don’t
play the �nnocent dodge,’ says Brevet. ‘You are Jean Valjean! You
have been �n the galleys of Toulon; �t was twenty years ago; we were
there together.’ Champmath�eu den�es �t. Parbleu! You understand.
The case �s �nvest�gated. The th�ng was well vent�lated for me. Th�s
�s what they d�scovered: Th�s Champmath�eu had been, th�rty years
ago, a pruner of trees �n var�ous local�t�es, notably at Faverolles.
There all trace of h�m was lost. A long t�me afterwards he was seen
aga�n �n Auvergne; then �n Par�s, where he �s sa�d to have been a
wheelwr�ght, and to have had a daughter, who was a laundress; but
that has not been proved. Now, before go�ng to the galleys for theft,
what was Jean Valjean? A pruner of trees. Where? At Faverolles.
Another fact. Th�s Valjean’s Chr�st�an name was Jean, and h�s
mother’s surname was Math�eu. What more natural to suppose than
that, on emerg�ng from the galleys, he should have taken h�s
mother’s name for the purpose of conceal�ng h�mself, and have
called h�mself Jean Math�eu? He goes to Auvergne. The local
pronunc�at�on turns Jean �nto Chan—he �s called Chan Math�eu. Our



man offers no oppos�t�on, and behold h�m transformed �nto
Champmath�eu. You follow me, do you not? Inqu�r�es were made at
Faverolles. The fam�ly of Jean Valjean �s no longer there. It �s not
known where they have gone. You know that among those classes a
fam�ly often d�sappears. Search was made, and noth�ng was found.
When such people are not mud, they are dust. And then, as the
beg�nn�ng of the story dates th�rty years back, there �s no longer any
one at Faverolles who knew Jean Valjean. Inqu�r�es were made at
Toulon. Bes�des Brevet, there are only two conv�cts �n ex�stence who
have seen Jean Valjean; they are Cochepa�lle and Chen�ld�eu, and
are sentenced for l�fe. They are taken from the galleys and
confronted w�th the pretended Champmath�eu. They do not hes�tate;
he �s Jean Valjean for them as well as for Brevet. The same age,—
he �s f�fty-four,—the same he�ght, the same a�r, the same man; �n
short, �t �s he. It was prec�sely at th�s moment that I forwarded my
denunc�at�on to the Prefecture �n Par�s. I was told that I had lost my
reason, and that Jean Valjean �s at Arras, �n the power of the
author�t�es. You can �mag�ne whether th�s surpr�sed me, when I
thought that I had that same Jean Valjean here. I wr�te to the
exam�n�ng judge; he sends for me; Champmath�eu �s conducted to
me—”

“Well?” �nterposed M. Madele�ne.
Javert repl�ed, h�s face �ncorrupt�ble, and as melancholy as ever:—
“Mr. Mayor, the truth �s the truth. I am sorry; but that man �s Jean

Valjean. I recogn�zed h�m also.”
M. Madele�ne resumed �n, a very low vo�ce:—
“You are sure?”
Javert began to laugh, w�th that mournful laugh wh�ch comes from

profound conv�ct�on.
“O! Sure!”
He stood there thoughtfully for a moment, mechan�cally tak�ng

p�nches of powdered wood for blott�ng �nk from the wooden bowl
wh�ch stood on the table, and he added:—

“And even now that I have seen the real Jean Valjean, I do not see
how I could have thought otherw�se. I beg your pardon, Mr. Mayor.”



Javert, as he addressed these grave and suppl�cat�ng words to the
man, who s�x weeks before had hum�l�ated h�m �n the presence of
the whole stat�on-house, and bade h�m “leave the room,”—Javert,
that haughty man, was unconsc�ously full of s�mpl�c�ty and d�gn�ty,—
M. Madele�ne made no other reply to h�s prayer than the abrupt
quest�on:—

“And what does th�s man say?”
“Ah! Indeed, Mr. Mayor, �t’s a bad bus�ness. If he �s Jean Valjean,

he has h�s prev�ous conv�ct�on aga�nst h�m. To cl�mb a wall, to break
a branch, to purlo�n apples, �s a m�sch�evous tr�ck �n a ch�ld; for a
man �t �s a m�sdemeanor; for a conv�ct �t �s a cr�me. Robb�ng and
housebreak�ng—�t �s all there. It �s no longer a quest�on of
correct�onal pol�ce; �t �s a matter for the Court of Ass�zes. It �s no
longer a matter of a few days �n pr�son; �t �s the galleys for l�fe. And
then, there �s the affa�r w�th the l�ttle Savoyard, who w�ll return, I
hope. The deuce! there �s plenty to d�spute �n the matter, �s there
not? Yes, for any one but Jean Valjean. But Jean Valjean �s a sly
dog. That �s the way I recogn�zed h�m. Any other man would have
felt that th�ngs were gett�ng hot for h�m; he would struggle, he would
cry out—the kettle s�ngs before the f�re; he would not be Jean
Valjean, et cetera. But he has not the appearance of understand�ng;
he says, ‘I am Champmath�eu, and I won’t depart from that!’ He has
an aston�shed a�r, he pretends to be stup�d; �t �s far better. Oh! the
rogue �s clever! But �t makes no d�fference. The proofs are there. He
has been recogn�zed by four persons; the old scamp w�ll be
condemned. The case has been taken to the Ass�zes at Arras. I shall
go there to g�ve my test�mony. I have been summoned.”

M. Madele�ne had turned to h�s desk aga�n, and taken up h�s
docket, and was turn�ng over the leaves tranqu�lly, read�ng and
wr�t�ng by turns, l�ke a busy man. He turned to Javert:—

“That w�ll do, Javert. In truth, all these deta�ls �nterest me but l�ttle.
We are wast�ng our t�me, and we have press�ng bus�ness on hand.
Javert, you w�ll betake yourself at once to the house of the woman
Buseaup�ed, who sells herbs at the corner of the Rue Sa�nt-Saulve.
You w�ll tell her that she must enter her compla�nt aga�nst carter
P�erre Chesnelong. The man �s a brute, who came near crush�ng th�s



woman and her ch�ld. He must be pun�shed. You w�ll then go to M.
Charcellay, Rue Montre-de-Champ�gny. He compla�ned that there �s
a gutter on the adjo�n�ng house wh�ch d�scharges ra�n-water on h�s
prem�ses, and �s underm�n�ng the foundat�ons of h�s house. After
that, you w�ll ver�fy the �nfract�ons of pol�ce regulat�ons wh�ch have
been reported to me �n the Rue Gu�bourg, at W�dow Dor�s’s, and
Rue du Garraud-Blanc, at Madame Renée le Bossé‘s, and you w�ll
prepare documents. But I am g�v�ng you a great deal of work. Are
you not to be absent? D�d you not tell me that you were go�ng to
Arras on that matter �n a week or ten days?”

“Sooner than that, Mr. Mayor.”
“On what day, then?”
“Why, I thought that I had sa�d to Mons�eur le Ma�re that the case

was to be tr�ed to-morrow, and that I am to set out by d�l�gence to-
n�ght.”

M. Madele�ne made an �mpercept�ble movement.
“And how long w�ll the case last?”
“One day, at the most. The judgment w�ll be pronounced to-

morrow even�ng at latest. But I shall not wa�t for the sentence, wh�ch
�s certa�n; I shall return here as soon as my depos�t�on has been
taken.”

“That �s well,” sa�d M. Madele�ne.
And he d�sm�ssed Javert w�th a wave of the hand.
Javert d�d not w�thdraw.
“Excuse me, Mr. Mayor,” sa�d he.
“What �s �t now?” demanded M. Madele�ne.
“Mr. Mayor, there �s st�ll someth�ng of wh�ch I must rem�nd you.”
“What �s �t?”
“That I must be d�sm�ssed.”
M. Madele�ne rose.
“Javert, you are a man of honor, and I esteem you. You

exaggerate your fault. Moreover, th�s �s an offence wh�ch concerns
me. Javert, you deserve promot�on �nstead of degradat�on. I w�sh
you to reta�n your post.”



Javert gazed at M. Madele�ne w�th h�s cand�d eyes, �n whose
depths h�s not very enl�ghtened but pure and r�g�d consc�ence
seemed v�s�ble, and sa�d �n a tranqu�l vo�ce:—

“Mr. Mayor, I cannot grant you that.”
“I repeat,” repl�ed M. Madele�ne, “that the matter concerns me.”
But Javert, heed�ng h�s own thought only, cont�nued:—
“So far as exaggerat�on �s concerned, I am not exaggerat�ng. Th�s

�s the way I reason: I have suspected you unjustly. That �s noth�ng. It
�s our r�ght to cher�sh susp�c�on, although susp�c�on d�rected above
ourselves �s an abuse. But w�thout proofs, �n a f�t of rage, w�th the
object of wreak�ng my vengeance, I have denounced you as a
conv�ct, you, a respectable man, a mayor, a mag�strate! That �s
ser�ous, very ser�ous. I have �nsulted author�ty �n your person, I, an
agent of the author�t�es! If one of my subord�nates had done what I
have done, I should have declared h�m unworthy of the serv�ce, and
have expelled h�m. Well? Stop, Mr. Mayor; one word more. I have
often been severe �n the course of my l�fe towards others. That �s
just. I have done well. Now, �f I were not severe towards myself, all
the just�ce that I have done would become �njust�ce. Ought I to spare
myself more than others? No! What! I should be good for noth�ng but
to chast�se others, and not myself! Why, I should be a blackguard!
Those who say, ‘That blackguard of a Javert!’ would be �n the r�ght.
Mr. Mayor, I do not des�re that you should treat me k�ndly; your
k�ndness roused suff�c�ent bad blood �n me when �t was d�rected to
others. I want none of �t for myself. The k�ndness wh�ch cons�sts �n
uphold�ng a woman of the town aga�nst a c�t�zen, the pol�ce agent
aga�nst the mayor, the man who �s down aga�nst the man who �s up
�n the world, �s what I call false k�ndness. That �s the sort of k�ndness
wh�ch d�sorgan�zes soc�ety. Good God! �t �s very easy to be k�nd; the
d�ff�culty l�es �n be�ng just. Come! �f you had been what I thought you,
I should not have been k�nd to you, not I! You would have seen! Mr.
Mayor, I must treat myself as I would treat any other man. When I
have subdued malefactors, when I have proceeded w�th v�gor
aga�nst rascals, I have often sa�d to myself, ‘If you fl�nch, �f I ever
catch you �n fault, you may rest at your ease!’ I have fl�nched, I have
caught myself �n a fault. So much the worse! Come, d�scharged,



cash�ered, expelled! That �s well. I have arms. I w�ll t�ll the so�l; �t
makes no d�fference to me. Mr. Mayor, the good of the serv�ce
demands an example. I s�mply requ�re the d�scharge of Inspector
Javert.”

All th�s was uttered �n a proud, humble, despa�r�ng, yet conv�nced
tone, wh�ch lent �ndescr�bable grandeur to th�s s�ngular, honest man.

“We shall see,” sa�d M. Madele�ne.
And he offered h�m h�s hand.
Javert reco�led, and sa�d �n a w�ld vo�ce:—
“Excuse me, Mr. Mayor, but th�s must not be. A mayor does not

offer h�s hand to a pol�ce spy.”
He added between h�s teeth:—
“A pol�ce spy, yes; from the moment when I have m�sused the

pol�ce. I am no more than a pol�ce spy.”
Then he bowed profoundly, and d�rected h�s steps towards the

door.
There he wheeled round, and w�th eyes st�ll downcast:—
“Mr. Mayor,” he sa�d, “I shall cont�nue to serve unt�l I am

superseded.”
He w�thdrew. M. Madele�ne rema�ned thoughtfully l�sten�ng to the

f�rm, sure step, wh�ch d�ed away on the pavement of the corr�dor.



BOOK SEVENTH—THE
CHAMPMATHIEU AFFAIR



CHAPTER I—SISTER SIMPLICE
The �nc�dents the reader �s about to peruse were not all known at

M. sur M. But the small port�on of them wh�ch became known left
such a memory �n that town that a ser�ous gap would ex�st �n th�s
book �f we d�d not narrate them �n the�r most m�nute deta�ls. Among
these deta�ls the reader w�ll encounter two or three �mprobable
c�rcumstances, wh�ch we preserve out of respect for the truth.

On the afternoon follow�ng the v�s�t of Javert, M. Madele�ne went to
see Fant�ne accord�ng to h�s wont.

Before enter�ng Fant�ne’s room, he had S�ster S�mpl�ce
summoned.

The two nuns who performed the serv�ces of nurse �n the �nf�rmary,
Lazar�ste lad�es, l�ke all s�sters of char�ty, bore the names of S�ster
Perpétue and S�ster S�mpl�ce.

S�ster Perpétue was an ord�nary v�llager, a s�ster of char�ty �n a
coarse style, who had entered the serv�ce of God as one enters any
other serv�ce. She was a nun as other women are cooks. Th�s type �s
not so very rare. The monast�c orders gladly accept th�s heavy
peasant earthenware, wh�ch �s eas�ly fash�oned �nto a Capuch�n or
an Ursul�ne. These rust�cs are ut�l�zed for the rough work of devot�on.
The trans�t�on from a drover to a Carmel�te �s not �n the least v�olent;
the one turns �nto the other w�thout much effort; the fund of
�gnorance common to the v�llage and the clo�ster �s a preparat�on
ready at hand, and places the boor at once on the same foot�ng as
the monk: a l�ttle more ampl�tude �n the smock, and �t becomes a
frock. S�ster Perpétue was a robust nun from Mar�nes near Ponto�se,
who chattered her pato�s, droned, grumbled, sugared the pot�on
accord�ng to the b�gotry or the hypocr�sy of the �nval�d, treated her
pat�ents abruptly, roughly, was crabbed w�th the dy�ng, almost flung
God �n the�r faces, stoned the�r death agony w�th prayers mumbled �n
a rage; was bold, honest, and ruddy.



S�ster S�mpl�ce was wh�te, w�th a waxen pallor. Bes�de S�ster
Perpétue, she was the taper bes�de the candle. V�ncent de Paul has
d�v�nely traced the features of the S�ster of Char�ty �n these
adm�rable words, �n wh�ch he m�ngles as much freedom as
serv�tude: “They shall have for the�r convent only the house of the
s�ck; for cell only a h�red room; for chapel only the�r par�sh church; for
clo�ster only the streets of the town and the wards of the hosp�tals;
for enclosure only obed�ence; for grat�ngs only the fear of God; for
ve�l only modesty.” Th�s �deal was real�zed �n the l�v�ng person of
S�ster S�mpl�ce: she had never been young, and �t seemed as though
she would never grow old. No one could have told S�ster S�mpl�ce’s
age. She was a person—we dare not say a woman—who was
gentle, austere, well-bred, cold, and who had never l�ed. She was so
gentle that she appeared frag�le; but she was more sol�d than
gran�te. She touched the unhappy w�th f�ngers that were charm�ngly
pure and f�ne. There was, so to speak, s�lence �n her speech; she
sa�d just what was necessary, and she possessed a tone of vo�ce
wh�ch would have equally ed�f�ed a confess�onal or enchanted a
draw�ng-room. Th�s del�cacy accommodated �tself to the serge gown,
f�nd�ng �n th�s harsh contact a cont�nual rem�nder of heaven and of
God. Let us emphas�ze one deta�l. Never to have l�ed, never to have
sa�d, for any �nterest whatever, even �n �nd�fference, any s�ngle th�ng
wh�ch was not the truth, the sacred truth, was S�ster S�mpl�ce’s
d�st�nct�ve tra�t; �t was the accent of her v�rtue. She was almost
renowned �n the congregat�on for th�s �mperturbable verac�ty. The
Abbé S�card speaks of S�ster S�mpl�ce �n a letter to the deaf-mute
Mass�eu. However pure and s�ncere we may be, we all bear upon
our candor the crack of the l�ttle, �nnocent l�e. She d�d not. L�ttle l�e,
�nnocent l�e—does such a th�ng ex�st? To l�e �s the absolute form of
ev�l. To l�e a l�ttle �s not poss�ble: he who l�es, l�es the whole l�e. To l�e
�s the very face of the demon. Satan has two names; he �s called
Satan and Ly�ng. That �s what she thought; and as she thought, so
she d�d. The result was the wh�teness wh�ch we have ment�oned—a
wh�teness wh�ch covered even her l�ps and her eyes w�th rad�ance.
Her sm�le was wh�te, her glance was wh�te. There was not a s�ngle
sp�der’s web, not a gra�n of dust, on the glass w�ndow of that
consc�ence. On enter�ng the order of Sa�nt V�ncent de Paul, she had



taken the name of S�mpl�ce by spec�al cho�ce. S�mpl�ce of S�c�ly, as
we know, �s the sa�nt who preferred to allow both her breasts to be
torn off rather than to say that she had been born at Segesta when
she had been born at Syracuse—a l�e wh�ch would have saved her.
Th�s patron sa�nt su�ted th�s soul.

S�ster S�mpl�ce, on her entrance �nto the order, had had two faults
wh�ch she had gradually corrected: she had a taste for da�nt�es, and
she l�ked to rece�ve letters. She never read anyth�ng but a book of
prayers pr�nted �n Lat�n, �n coarse type. She d�d not understand
Lat�n, but she understood the book.

Th�s p�ous woman had conce�ved an affect�on for Fant�ne,
probably feel�ng a latent v�rtue there, and she had devoted herself
almost exclus�vely to her care.

M. Madele�ne took S�ster S�mpl�ce apart and recommended
Fant�ne to her �n a s�ngular tone, wh�ch the s�ster recalled later on.

On leav�ng the s�ster, he approached Fant�ne.
Fant�ne awa�ted M. Madele�ne’s appearance every day as one

awa�ts a ray of warmth and joy. She sa�d to the s�sters, “I only l�ve
when Mons�eur le Ma�re �s here.”

She had a great deal of fever that day. As soon as she saw M.
Madele�ne she asked h�m:—

“And Cosette?”
He repl�ed w�th a sm�le:—
“Soon.”
M. Madele�ne was the same as usual w�th Fant�ne. Only he

rema�ned an hour �nstead of half an hour, to Fant�ne’s great del�ght.
He urged every one repeatedly not to allow the �nval�d to want for
anyth�ng. It was not�ced that there was a moment when h�s
countenance became very sombre. But th�s was expla�ned when �t
became known that the doctor had bent down to h�s ear and sa�d to
h�m, “She �s los�ng ground fast.”

Then he returned to the town-hall, and the clerk observed h�m
attent�vely exam�n�ng a road map of France wh�ch hung �n h�s study.
He wrote a few f�gures on a b�t of paper w�th a penc�l.



CHAPTER II—THE PERSPICACITY OF
MASTER SCAUFFLAIRE

From the town-hall he betook h�mself to the extrem�ty of the town,
to a Flem�ng named Master Scaufflaer, French Scauffla�re, who let
out “horses and cabr�olets as des�red.”

In order to reach th�s Scauffla�re, the shortest way was to take the
l�ttle-frequented street �n wh�ch was s�tuated the parsonage of the
par�sh �n wh�ch M. Madele�ne res�ded. The curé was, �t was sa�d, a
worthy, respectable, and sens�ble man. At the moment when M.
Madele�ne arr�ved �n front of the parsonage there was but one
passer-by �n the street, and th�s person not�ced th�s: After the mayor
had passed the pr�est’s house he halted, stood mot�onless, then
turned about, and retraced h�s steps to the door of the parsonage,
wh�ch had an �ron knocker. He la�d h�s hand qu�ckly on the knocker
and l�fted �t; then he paused aga�n and stopped short, as though �n
thought, and after the lapse of a few seconds, �nstead of allow�ng the
knocker to fall abruptly, he placed �t gently, and resumed h�s way w�th
a sort of haste wh�ch had not been apparent prev�ously.

M. Madele�ne found Master Scauffla�re at home, engaged �n
st�tch�ng a harness over.

“Master Scauffla�re,” he �nqu�red, “have you a good horse?”
“Mr. Mayor,” sa�d the Flem�ng, “all my horses are good. What do

you mean by a good horse?”
“I mean a horse wh�ch can travel twenty leagues �n a day.”
“The deuce!” sa�d the Flem�ng. “Twenty leagues!”
“Yes.”
“H�tched to a cabr�olet?”
“Yes.”



“And how long can he rest at the end of h�s journey?”
“He must be able to set out aga�n on the next day �f necessary.”
“To traverse the same road?”
“Yes.”
“The deuce! the deuce! And �t �s twenty leagues?”
M. Madele�ne drew from h�s pocket the paper on wh�ch he had

penc�lled some f�gures. He showed �t to the Flem�ng. The f�gures
were 5, 6, 8½.

“You see,” he sa�d, “total, n�neteen and a half; as well say twenty
leagues.”

“Mr. Mayor,” returned the Flem�ng, “I have just what you want. My
l�ttle wh�te horse—you may have seen h�m pass occas�onally; he �s a
small beast from Lower Boulonna�s. He �s full of f�re. They wanted to
make a saddle-horse of h�m at f�rst. Bah! He reared, he k�cked, he
la�d everybody flat on the ground. He was thought to be v�c�ous, and
no one knew what to do w�th h�m. I bought h�m. I harnessed h�m to a
carr�age. That �s what he wanted, s�r; he �s as gentle as a g�rl; he
goes l�ke the w�nd. Ah! �ndeed he must not be mounted. It does not
su�t h�s �deas to be a saddle-horse. Every one has h�s amb�t�on.
‘Draw? Yes. Carry? No.’ We must suppose that �s what he sa�d to
h�mself.”

“And he w�ll accompl�sh the tr�p?”
“Your twenty leagues all at a full trot, and �n less than e�ght hours.

But here are the cond�t�ons.”
“State them.”
“In the f�rst place, you w�ll g�ve h�m half an hour’s breath�ng spell

m�dway of the road; he w�ll eat; and some one must be by wh�le he �s
eat�ng to prevent the stable boy of the �nn from steal�ng h�s oats; for I
have not�ced that �n �nns the oats are more often drunk by the stable
men than eaten by the horses.”

“Some one w�ll be by.”
“In the second place—�s the cabr�olet for Mons�eur le Ma�re?”
“Yes.”
“Does Mons�eur le Ma�re know how to dr�ve?”



“Yes.”
“Well, Mons�eur le Ma�re w�ll travel alone and w�thout baggage, �n

order not to overload the horse?”
“Agreed.”
“But as Mons�eur le Ma�re w�ll have no one w�th h�m, he w�ll be

obl�ged to take the trouble h�mself of see�ng that the oats are not
stolen.”

“That �s understood.”
“I am to have th�rty francs a day. The days of rest to be pa�d for

also—not a farth�ng less; and the beast’s food to be at Mons�eur le
Ma�re’s expense.”

M. Madele�ne drew three napoleons from h�s purse and la�d them
on the table.

“Here �s the pay for two days �n advance.”
“Fourthly, for such a journey a cabr�olet would be too heavy, and

would fat�gue the horse. Mons�eur le Ma�re must consent to travel �n
a l�ttle t�lbury that I own.”

“I consent to that.”
“It �s l�ght, but �t has no cover.”
“That makes no d�fference to me.”
“Has Mons�eur le Ma�re reflected that we are �n the m�ddle of

w�nter?”
M. Madele�ne d�d not reply. The Flem�ng resumed:—
“That �t �s very cold?”
M. Madele�ne preserved s�lence.
Master Scauffla�re cont�nued:—
“That �t may ra�n?”
M. Madele�ne ra�sed h�s head and sa�d:—
“The t�lbury and the horse w�ll be �n front of my door to-morrow

morn�ng at half-past four o’clock.”
“Of course, Mons�eur le Ma�re,” repl�ed Scauffla�re; then,

scratch�ng a speck �n the wood of the table w�th h�s thumb-na�l, he



resumed w�th that careless a�r wh�ch the Flem�ngs understand so
well how to m�ngle w�th the�r shrewdness:—

“But th�s �s what I am th�nk�ng of now: Mons�eur le Ma�re has not
told me where he �s go�ng. Where �s Mons�eur le Ma�re go�ng?”

He had been th�nk�ng of noth�ng else s�nce the beg�nn�ng of the
conversat�on, but he d�d not know why he had not dared to put the
quest�on.

“Are your horse’s forelegs good?” sa�d M. Madele�ne.
“Yes, Mons�eur le Ma�re. You must hold h�m �n a l�ttle when go�ng

down h�ll. Are there many descends between here and the place
wh�ther you are go�ng?”

“Do not forget to be at my door at prec�sely half-past four o’clock
to-morrow morn�ng,” repl�ed M. Madele�ne; and he took h�s
departure.

The Flem�ng rema�ned “utterly stup�d,” as he h�mself sa�d some
t�me afterwards.

The mayor had been gone two or three m�nutes when the door
opened aga�n; �t was the mayor once more.

He st�ll wore the same �mpass�ve and preoccup�ed a�r.
“Mons�eur Scauffla�re,” sa�d he, “at what sum do you est�mate the

value of the horse and t�lbury wh�ch you are to let to me,—the one
bear�ng the other?”

“The one dragg�ng the other, Mons�eur le Ma�re,” sa�d the Flem�ng,
w�th a broad sm�le.

“So be �t. Well?”
“Does Mons�eur le Ma�re w�sh to purchase them or me?”
“No; but I w�sh to guarantee you �n any case. You shall g�ve me

back the sum at my return. At what value do you est�mate your horse
and cabr�olet?”

“F�ve hundred francs, Mons�eur le Ma�re.”
“Here �t �s.”
M. Madele�ne la�d a bank-b�ll on the table, then left the room; and

th�s t�me he d�d not return.



Master Scauffla�re exper�enced a fr�ghtful regret that he had not
sa�d a thousand francs. Bes�des the horse and t�lbury together were
worth but a hundred crowns.

The Flem�ng called h�s w�fe, and related the affa�r to her. “Where
the dev�l could Mons�eur le Ma�re be go�ng?” They held counsel
together. “He �s go�ng to Par�s,” sa�d the w�fe. “I don’t bel�eve �t,” sa�d
the husband.

M. Madele�ne had forgotten the paper w�th the f�gures on �t, and �t
lay on the ch�mney-p�ece. The Flem�ng p�cked �t up and stud�ed �t.
“F�ve, s�x, e�ght and a half? That must des�gnate the post�ng relays.”
He turned to h�s w�fe:—

“I have found out.”
“What?”
“It �s f�ve leagues from here to Hesd�n, s�x from Hesd�n to Sa�nt-

Pol, e�ght and a half from Sa�nt-Pol to Arras. He �s go�ng to Arras.”
Meanwh�le, M. Madele�ne had returned home. He had taken the

longest way to return from Master Scauffla�re’s, as though the
parsonage door had been a temptat�on for h�m, and he had w�shed
to avo�d �t. He ascended to h�s room, and there he shut h�mself up,
wh�ch was a very s�mple act, s�nce he l�ked to go to bed early.
Nevertheless, the portress of the factory, who was, at the same t�me,
M. Madele�ne’s only servant, not�ced that the latter’s l�ght was
ext�ngu�shed at half-past e�ght, and she ment�oned �t to the cash�er
when he came home, add�ng:—

“Is Mons�eur le Ma�re �ll? I thought he had a rather s�ngular a�r.”
Th�s cash�er occup�ed a room s�tuated d�rectly under M.

Madele�ne’s chamber. He pa�d no heed to the portress’s words, but
went to bed and to sleep. Towards m�dn�ght he woke up w�th a start;
�n h�s sleep he had heard a no�se above h�s head. He l�stened; �t was
a footstep pac�ng back and forth, as though some one were walk�ng
�n the room above h�m. He l�stened more attent�vely, and recogn�zed
M. Madele�ne’s step. Th�s struck h�m as strange; usually, there was
no no�se �n M. Madele�ne’s chamber unt�l he rose �n the morn�ng. A
moment later the cash�er heard a no�se wh�ch resembled that of a
cupboard be�ng opened, and then shut aga�n; then a p�ece of



furn�ture was d�sarranged; then a pause ensued; then the step
began aga�n. The cash�er sat up �n bed, qu�te awake now, and
star�ng; and through h�s w�ndow-panes he saw the redd�sh gleam of
a l�ghted w�ndow reflected on the oppos�te wall; from the d�rect�on of
the rays, �t could only come from the w�ndow of M. Madele�ne’s
chamber. The reflect�on wavered, as though �t came rather from a
f�re wh�ch had been l�ghted than from a candle. The shadow of the
w�ndow-frame was not shown, wh�ch �nd�cated that the w�ndow was
w�de open. The fact that th�s w�ndow was open �n such cold weather
was surpr�s�ng. The cash�er fell asleep aga�n. An hour or two later he
waked aga�n. The same step was st�ll pass�ng slowly and regularly
back and forth overhead.

The reflect�on was st�ll v�s�ble on the wall, but now �t was pale and
peaceful, l�ke the reflect�on of a lamp or of a candle. The w�ndow was
st�ll open.

Th�s �s what had taken place �n M. Madele�ne’s room.



CHAPTER III—A TEMPEST IN A SKULL
The reader has, no doubt, already d�v�ned that M. Madele�ne �s no

other than Jean Valjean.
We have already gazed �nto the depths of th�s consc�ence; the

moment has now come when we must take another look �nto �t. We
do so not w�thout emot�on and trep�dat�on. There �s noth�ng more
terr�ble �n ex�stence than th�s sort of contemplat�on. The eye of the
sp�r�t can nowhere f�nd more dazzl�ng br�ll�ance and more shadow
than �n man; �t can f�x �tself on no other th�ng wh�ch �s more
form�dable, more compl�cated, more myster�ous, and more �nf�n�te.
There �s a spectacle more grand than the sea; �t �s heaven: there �s a
spectacle more grand than heaven; �t �s the �nmost recesses of the
soul.

To make the poem of the human consc�ence, were �t only w�th
reference to a s�ngle man, were �t only �n connect�on w�th the basest
of men, would be to blend all ep�cs �nto one super�or and def�n�t�ve
ep�c. Consc�ence �s the chaos of ch�mæras, of lusts, and of
temptat�ons; the furnace of dreams; the la�r of �deas of wh�ch we are
ashamed; �t �s the pandemon�um of soph�sms; �t �s the battlef�eld of
the pass�ons. Penetrate, at certa�n hours, past the l�v�d face of a
human be�ng who �s engaged �n reflect�on, and look beh�nd, gaze
�nto that soul, gaze �nto that obscur�ty. There, beneath that external
s�lence, battles of g�ants, l�ke those recorded �n Homer, are �n
progress; sk�rm�shes of dragons and hydras and swarms of
phantoms, as �n M�lton; v�s�onary c�rcles, as �n Dante. What a solemn
th�ng �s th�s �nf�n�ty wh�ch every man bears w�th�n h�m, and wh�ch he
measures w�th despa�r aga�nst the capr�ces of h�s bra�n and the
act�ons of h�s l�fe!

Al�gh�er� one day met w�th a s�n�ster-look�ng door, before wh�ch he
hes�tated. Here �s one before us, upon whose threshold we hes�tate.
Let us enter, nevertheless.



We have but l�ttle to add to what the reader already knows of what
had happened to Jean Valjean after the adventure w�th L�ttle
Gerva�s. From that moment forth he was, as we have seen, a totally
d�fferent man. What the B�shop had w�shed to make of h�m, that he
carr�ed out. It was more than a transformat�on; �t was a
transf�gurat�on.

He succeeded �n d�sappear�ng, sold the B�shop’s s�lver, reserv�ng
only the candlest�cks as a souven�r, crept from town to town,
traversed France, came to M. sur M., conce�ved the �dea wh�ch we
have ment�oned, accompl�shed what we have related, succeeded �n
render�ng h�mself safe from se�zure and �naccess�ble, and,
thenceforth, establ�shed at M. sur M., happy �n feel�ng h�s
consc�ence saddened by the past and the f�rst half of h�s ex�stence
bel�ed by the last, he l�ved �n peace, reassured and hopeful, hav�ng
henceforth only two thoughts,—to conceal h�s name and to sanct�fy
h�s l�fe; to escape men and to return to God.

These two thoughts were so closely �ntertw�ned �n h�s m�nd that
they formed but a s�ngle one there; both were equally absorb�ng and
�mperat�ve and ruled h�s sl�ghtest act�ons. In general, they consp�red
to regulate the conduct of h�s l�fe; they turned h�m towards the
gloom; they rendered h�m k�ndly and s�mple; they counselled h�m to
the same th�ngs. Somet�mes, however, they confl�cted. In that case,
as the reader w�ll remember, the man whom all the country of M. sur
M. called M. Madele�ne d�d not hes�tate to sacr�f�ce the f�rst to the
second—h�s secur�ty to h�s v�rtue. Thus, �n sp�te of all h�s reserve
and all h�s prudence, he had preserved the B�shop’s candlest�cks,
worn mourn�ng for h�m, summoned and �nterrogated all the l�ttle
Savoyards who passed that way, collected �nformat�on regard�ng the
fam�l�es at Faverolles, and saved old Fauchelevent’s l�fe, desp�te the
d�squ�et�ng �ns�nuat�ons of Javert. It seemed, as we have already
remarked, as though he thought, follow�ng the example of all those
who have been w�se, holy, and just, that h�s f�rst duty was not
towards h�mself.

At the same t�me, �t must be confessed, noth�ng just l�ke th�s had
yet presented �tself.



Never had the two �deas wh�ch governed the unhappy man whose
suffer�ngs we are narrat�ng, engaged �n so ser�ous a struggle. He
understood th�s confusedly but profoundly at the very f�rst words
pronounced by Javert, when the latter entered h�s study. At the
moment when that name, wh�ch he had bur�ed beneath so many
layers, was so strangely art�culated, he was struck w�th stupor, and
as though �ntox�cated w�th the s�n�ster eccentr�c�ty of h�s dest�ny; and
through th�s stupor he felt that shudder wh�ch precedes great
shocks. He bent l�ke an oak at the approach of a storm, l�ke a sold�er
at the approach of an assault. He felt shadows f�lled w�th thunders
and l�ghtn�ngs descend�ng upon h�s head. As he l�stened to Javert,
the f�rst thought wh�ch occurred to h�m was to go, to run and
denounce h�mself, to take that Champmath�eu out of pr�son and
place h�mself there; th�s was as pa�nful and as po�gnant as an
�nc�s�on �n the l�v�ng flesh. Then �t passed away, and he sa�d to
h�mself, “We w�ll see! We w�ll see!” He repressed th�s f�rst, generous
�nst�nct, and reco�led before hero�sm.

It would be beaut�ful, no doubt, after the B�shop’s holy words, after
so many years of repentance and abnegat�on, �n the m�dst of a
pen�tence adm�rably begun, �f th�s man had not fl�nched for an
�nstant, even �n the presence of so terr�ble a conjecture, but had
cont�nued to walk w�th the same step towards th�s yawn�ng prec�p�ce,
at the bottom of wh�ch lay heaven; that would have been beaut�ful;
but �t was not thus. We must render an account of the th�ngs wh�ch
went on �n th�s soul, and we can only tell what there was there. He
was carr�ed away, at f�rst, by the �nst�nct of self-preservat�on; he
rall�ed all h�s �deas �n haste, st�fled h�s emot�ons, took �nto
cons�derat�on Javert’s presence, that great danger, postponed all
dec�s�on w�th the f�rmness of terror, shook off thought as to what he
had to do, and resumed h�s calmness as a warr�or p�cks up h�s
buckler.

He rema�ned �n th�s state dur�ng the rest of the day, a wh�rlw�nd
w�th�n, a profound tranqu�ll�ty w�thout. He took no “preservat�ve
measures,” as they may be called. Everyth�ng was st�ll confused,
and jostl�ng together �n h�s bra�n. H�s trouble was so great that he
could not perce�ve the form of a s�ngle �dea d�st�nctly, and he could



have told noth�ng about h�mself, except that he had rece�ved a great
blow.

He repa�red to Fant�ne’s bed of suffer�ng, as usual, and prolonged
h�s v�s�t, through a k�ndly �nst�nct, tell�ng h�mself that he must behave
thus, and recommend her well to the s�sters, �n case he should be
obl�ged to be absent h�mself. He had a vague feel�ng that he m�ght
be obl�ged to go to Arras; and w�thout hav�ng the least �n the world
made up h�s m�nd to th�s tr�p, he sa�d to h�mself that be�ng, as he
was, beyond the shadow of any susp�c�on, there could be noth�ng
out of the way �n be�ng a w�tness to what was to take place, and he
engaged the t�lbury from Scauffla�re �n order to be prepared �n any
event.

He d�ned w�th a good deal of appet�te.
On return�ng to h�s room, he communed w�th h�mself.
He exam�ned the s�tuat�on, and found �t unprecedented; so

unprecedented that �n the m�dst of h�s rever�e he rose from h�s cha�r,
moved by some �nexpl�cable �mpulse of anx�ety, and bolted h�s door.
He feared lest someth�ng more should enter. He was barr�cad�ng
h�mself aga�nst poss�b�l�t�es.

A moment later he ext�ngu�shed h�s l�ght; �t embarrassed h�m.
It seemed to h�m as though he m�ght be seen.
By whom?
Alas! That on wh�ch he des�red to close the door had already

entered; that wh�ch he des�red to bl�nd was star�ng h�m �n the face,—
h�s consc�ence.

H�s consc�ence; that �s to say, God.
Nevertheless, he deluded h�mself at f�rst; he had a feel�ng of

secur�ty and of sol�tude; the bolt once drawn, he thought h�mself
�mpregnable; the candle ext�ngu�shed, he felt h�mself �nv�s�ble. Then
he took possess�on of h�mself: he set h�s elbows on the table, leaned
h�s head on h�s hand, and began to med�tate �n the dark.

“Where do I stand? Am not I dream�ng? What have I heard? Is �t
really true that I have seen that Javert, and that he spoke to me �n
that manner? Who can that Champmath�eu be? So he resembles
me! Is �t poss�ble? When I reflect that yesterday I was so tranqu�l,



and so far from suspect�ng anyth�ng! What was I do�ng yesterday at
th�s hour? What �s there �n th�s �nc�dent? What w�ll the end be? What
�s to be done?”

Th�s was the torment �n wh�ch he found h�mself. H�s bra�n had lost
�ts power of reta�n�ng �deas; they passed l�ke waves, and he clutched
h�s brow �n both hands to arrest them.

Noth�ng but angu�sh extr�cated �tself from th�s tumult wh�ch
overwhelmed h�s w�ll and h�s reason, and from wh�ch he sought to
draw proof and resolut�on.

H�s head was burn�ng. He went to the w�ndow and threw �t w�de
open. There were no stars �n the sky. He returned and seated
h�mself at the table.

The f�rst hour passed �n th�s manner.
Gradually, however, vague outl�nes began to take form and to f�x

themselves �n h�s med�tat�on, and he was able to catch a gl�mpse
w�th prec�s�on of the real�ty,—not the whole s�tuat�on, but some of the
deta�ls. He began by recogn�z�ng the fact that, cr�t�cal and
extraord�nary as was th�s s�tuat�on, he was completely master of �t.

Th�s only caused an �ncrease of h�s stupor.
Independently of the severe and rel�g�ous a�m wh�ch he had

ass�gned to h�s act�ons, all that he had made up to that day had been
noth�ng but a hole �n wh�ch to bury h�s name. That wh�ch he had
always feared most of all �n h�s hours of self-commun�on, dur�ng h�s
sleepless n�ghts, was to ever hear that name pronounced; he had
sa�d to h�mself, that that would be the end of all th�ngs for h�m; that
on the day when that name made �ts reappearance �t would cause
h�s new l�fe to van�sh from about h�m, and—who knows?—perhaps
even h�s new soul w�th�n h�m, also. He shuddered at the very thought
that th�s was poss�ble. Assuredly, �f any one had sa�d to h�m at such
moments that the hour would come when that name would r�ng �n h�s
ears, when the h�deous words, Jean Valjean, would suddenly
emerge from the darkness and r�se �n front of h�m, when that
form�dable l�ght, capable of d�ss�pat�ng the mystery �n wh�ch he had
enveloped h�mself, would suddenly blaze forth above h�s head, and
that that name would not menace h�m, that that l�ght would but
produce an obscur�ty more dense, that th�s rent ve�l would but



�ncrease the mystery, that th�s earthquake would sol�d�fy h�s ed�f�ce,
that th�s prod�g�ous �nc�dent would have no other result, so far as he
was concerned, �f so �t seemed good to h�m, than that of render�ng
h�s ex�stence at once clearer and more �mpenetrable, and that, out of
h�s confrontat�on w�th the phantom of Jean Valjean, the good and
worthy c�t�zen Mons�eur Madele�ne would emerge more honored,
more peaceful, and more respected than ever—�f any one had told
h�m that, he would have tossed h�s head and regarded the words as
those of a madman. Well, all th�s was prec�sely what had just come
to pass; all that accumulat�on of �mposs�b�l�t�es was a fact, and God
had perm�tted these w�ld fanc�es to become real th�ngs!

H�s rever�e cont�nued to grow clearer. He came more and more to
an understand�ng of h�s pos�t�on.

It seemed to h�m that he had but just waked up from some
�nexpl�cable dream, and that he found h�mself sl�pp�ng down a
decl�v�ty �n the m�ddle of the n�ght, erect, sh�ver�ng, hold�ng back all
�n va�n, on the very br�nk of the abyss. He d�st�nctly perce�ved �n the
darkness a stranger, a man unknown to h�m, whom dest�ny had
m�staken for h�m, and whom she was thrust�ng �nto the gulf �n h�s
stead; �n order that the gulf m�ght close once more, �t was necessary
that some one, h�mself or that other man, should fall �nto �t: he had
only let th�ngs take the�r course.

The l�ght became complete, and he acknowledged th�s to h�mself:
That h�s place was empty �n the galleys; that do what he would, �t
was st�ll awa�t�ng h�m; that the theft from l�ttle Gerva�s had led h�m
back to �t; that th�s vacant place would awa�t h�m, and draw h�m on
unt�l he f�lled �t; that th�s was �nev�table and fatal; and then he sa�d to
h�mself, “that, at th�s moment, he had a subst�tute; that �t appeared
that a certa�n Champmath�eu had that �ll luck, and that, as regards
h�mself, be�ng present �n the galleys �n the person of that
Champmath�eu, present �n soc�ety under the name of M. Madele�ne,
he had noth�ng more to fear, prov�ded that he d�d not prevent men
from seal�ng over the head of that Champmath�eu th�s stone of
�nfamy wh�ch, l�ke the stone of the sepulchre, falls once, never to r�se
aga�n.”



All th�s was so strange and so v�olent, that there suddenly took
place �n h�m that �ndescr�bable movement, wh�ch no man feels more
than two or three t�mes �n the course of h�s l�fe, a sort of convuls�on
of the consc�ence wh�ch st�rs up all that there �s doubtful �n the heart,
wh�ch �s composed of �rony, of joy, and of despa�r, and wh�ch may be
called an outburst of �nward laughter.

He hast�ly rel�ghted h�s candle.
“Well, what then?” he sa�d to h�mself; “what am I afra�d of? What �s

there �n all that for me to th�nk about? I am safe; all �s over. I had but
one partly open door through wh�ch my past m�ght �nvade my l�fe,
and behold that door �s walled up forever! That Javert, who has been
annoy�ng me so long; that terr�ble �nst�nct wh�ch seemed to have
d�v�ned me, wh�ch had d�v�ned me—good God! and wh�ch followed
me everywhere; that fr�ghtful hunt�ng-dog, always mak�ng a po�nt at
me, �s thrown off the scent, engaged elsewhere, absolutely turned
from the tra�l: henceforth he �s sat�sf�ed; he w�ll leave me �n peace;
he has h�s Jean Valjean. Who knows? �t �s even probable that he w�ll
w�sh to leave town! And all th�s has been brought about w�thout any
a�d from me, and I count for noth�ng �n �t! Ah! but where �s the
m�sfortune �n th�s? Upon my honor, people would th�nk, to see me,
that some catastrophe had happened to me! After all, �f �t does br�ng
harm to some one, that �s not my fault �n the least: �t �s Prov�dence
wh�ch has done �t all; �t �s because �t w�shes �t so to be, ev�dently.
Have I the r�ght to d�sarrange what �t has arranged? What do I ask
now? Why should I meddle? It does not concern me; what! I am not
sat�sf�ed: but what more do I want? The goal to wh�ch I have asp�red
for so many years, the dream of my n�ghts, the object of my prayers
to Heaven,—secur�ty,—I have now atta�ned; �t �s God who w�lls �t; I
can do noth�ng aga�nst the w�ll of God, and why does God w�ll �t? In
order that I may cont�nue what I have begun, that I may do good,
that I may one day be a grand and encourag�ng example, that �t may
be sa�d at last, that a l�ttle happ�ness has been attached to the
penance wh�ch I have undergone, and to that v�rtue to wh�ch I have
returned. Really, I do not understand why I was afra�d, a l�ttle wh�le
ago, to enter the house of that good curé, and to ask h�s adv�ce; th�s
�s ev�dently what he would have sa�d to me: It �s settled; let th�ngs
take the�r course; let the good God do as he l�kes!”



Thus d�d he address h�mself �n the depths of h�s own consc�ence,
bend�ng over what may be called h�s own abyss; he rose from h�s
cha�r, and began to pace the room: “Come,” sa�d he, “let us th�nk no
more about �t; my resolve �s taken!” but he felt no joy.

Qu�te the reverse.
One can no more prevent thought from recurr�ng to an �dea than

one can the sea from return�ng to the shore: the sa�lor calls �t the
t�de; the gu�lty man calls �t remorse; God upheaves the soul as he
does the ocean.

After the exp�rat�on of a few moments, do what he would, he
resumed the gloomy d�alogue �n wh�ch �t was he who spoke and he
who l�stened, say�ng that wh�ch he would have preferred to �gnore,
and l�stened to that wh�ch he would have preferred not to hear,
y�eld�ng to that myster�ous power wh�ch sa�d to h�m: “Th�nk!” as �t
sa�d to another condemned man, two thousand years ago, “March
on!”

Before proceed�ng further, and �n order to make ourselves fully
understood, let us �ns�st upon one necessary observat�on.

It �s certa�n that people do talk to themselves; there �s no l�v�ng
be�ng who has not done �t. It may even be sa�d that the word �s never
a more magn�f�cent mystery than when �t goes from thought to
consc�ence w�th�n a man, and when �t returns from consc�ence to
thought; �t �s �n th�s sense only that the words so often employed �n
th�s chapter, he sa�d, he excla�med, must be understood; one speaks
to one’s self, talks to one’s self, excla�ms to one’s self w�thout
break�ng the external s�lence; there �s a great tumult; everyth�ng
about us talks except the mouth. The real�t�es of the soul are
nonetheless real�t�es because they are not v�s�ble and palpable.

So he asked h�mself where he stood. He �nterrogated h�mself upon
that “settled resolve.” He confessed to h�mself that all that he had
just arranged �n h�s m�nd was monstrous, that “to let th�ngs take the�r
course, to let the good God do as he l�ked,” was s�mply horr�ble; to
allow th�s error of fate and of men to be carr�ed out, not to h�nder �t,
to lend h�mself to �t through h�s s�lence, to do noth�ng, �n short, was
to do everyth�ng! that th�s was hypocr�t�cal baseness �n the last



degree! that �t was a base, cowardly, sneak�ng, abject, h�deous
cr�me!

For the f�rst t�me �n e�ght years, the wretched man had just tasted
the b�tter savor of an ev�l thought and of an ev�l act�on.

He sp�t �t out w�th d�sgust.
He cont�nued to quest�on h�mself. He asked h�mself severely what

he had meant by th�s, “My object �s atta�ned!” He declared to h�mself
that h�s l�fe really had an object; but what object? To conceal h�s
name? To dece�ve the pol�ce? Was �t for so petty a th�ng that he had
done all that he had done? Had he not another and a grand object,
wh�ch was the true one—to save, not h�s person, but h�s soul; to
become honest and good once more; to be a just man? Was �t not
that above all, that alone, wh�ch he had always des�red, wh�ch the
B�shop had enjo�ned upon h�m—to shut the door on h�s past? But he
was not shutt�ng �t! great God! he was re-open�ng �t by comm�tt�ng an
�nfamous act�on! He was becom�ng a th�ef once more, and the most
od�ous of th�eves! He was robb�ng another of h�s ex�stence, h�s l�fe,
h�s peace, h�s place �n the sunsh�ne. He was becom�ng an assass�n.
He was murder�ng, morally murder�ng, a wretched man. He was
�nfl�ct�ng on h�m that fr�ghtful l�v�ng death, that death beneath the
open sky, wh�ch �s called the galleys. On the other hand, to
surrender h�mself to save that man, struck down w�th so melancholy
an error, to resume h�s own name, to become once more, out of
duty, the conv�ct Jean Valjean, that was, �n truth, to ach�eve h�s
resurrect�on, and to close forever that hell whence he had just
emerged; to fall back there �n appearance was to escape from �t �n
real�ty. Th�s must be done! He had done noth�ng �f he d�d not do all
th�s; h�s whole l�fe was useless; all h�s pen�tence was wasted. There
was no longer any need of say�ng, “What �s the use?” He felt that the
B�shop was there, that the B�shop was present all the more because
he was dead, that the B�shop was gaz�ng f�xedly at h�m, that
henceforth Mayor Madele�ne, w�th all h�s v�rtues, would be
abom�nable to h�m, and that the conv�ct Jean Valjean would be pure
and adm�rable �n h�s s�ght; that men beheld h�s mask, but that the
B�shop saw h�s face; that men saw h�s l�fe, but that the B�shop
beheld h�s consc�ence. So he must go to Arras, del�ver the false



Jean Valjean, and denounce the real one. Alas! that was the greatest
of sacr�f�ces, the most po�gnant of v�ctor�es, the last step to take; but
�t must be done. Sad fate! he would enter �nto sanct�ty only �n the
eyes of God when he returned to �nfamy �n the eyes of men.

“Well,” sa�d he, “let us dec�de upon th�s; let us do our duty; let us
save th�s man.” He uttered these words aloud, w�thout perce�v�ng
that he was speak�ng aloud.

He took h�s books, ver�f�ed them, and put them �n order. He flung
�n the f�re a bundle of b�lls wh�ch he had aga�nst petty and
embarrassed tradesmen. He wrote and sealed a letter, and on the
envelope �t m�ght have been read, had there been any one �n h�s
chamber at the moment, To Mons�eur Laff�tte, Banker, Rue d’Arto�s,
Par�s. He drew from h�s secretary a pocket-book wh�ch conta�ned
several bank-notes and the passport of wh�ch he had made use that
same year when he went to the elect�ons.

Any one who had seen h�m dur�ng the execut�on of these var�ous
acts, �nto wh�ch there entered such grave thought, would have had
no susp�c�on of what was go�ng on w�th�n h�m. Only occas�onally d�d
h�s l�ps move; at other t�mes he ra�sed h�s head and f�xed h�s gaze
upon some po�nt of the wall, as though there ex�sted at that po�nt
someth�ng wh�ch he w�shed to eluc�date or �nterrogate.

When he had f�n�shed the letter to M. Laff�tte, he put �t �nto h�s
pocket, together w�th the pocket-book, and began h�s walk once
more.

H�s rever�e had not swerved from �ts course. He cont�nued to see
h�s duty clearly, wr�tten �n lum�nous letters, wh�ch flamed before h�s
eyes and changed �ts place as he altered the d�rect�on of h�s glance:
—

“Go! Tell your name! Denounce yourself!”
In the same way he beheld, as though they had passed before h�m

�n v�s�ble forms, the two �deas wh�ch had, up to that t�me, formed the
double rule of h�s soul,—the concealment of h�s name, the
sanct�f�cat�on of h�s l�fe. For the f�rst t�me they appeared to h�m as
absolutely d�st�nct, and he perce�ved the d�stance wh�ch separated
them. He recogn�zed the fact that one of these �deas was,
necessar�ly, good, wh�le the other m�ght become bad; that the f�rst



was self-devot�on, and that the other was personal�ty; that the one
sa�d, my ne�ghbour, and that the other sa�d, myself; that one
emanated from the l�ght, and the other from darkness.

They were antagon�st�c. He saw them �n confl�ct. In proport�on as
he med�tated, they grew before the eyes of h�s sp�r�t. They had now
atta�ned colossal statures, and �t seemed to h�m that he beheld
w�th�n h�mself, �n that �nf�n�ty of wh�ch we were recently speak�ng, �n
the m�dst of the darkness and the l�ghts, a goddess and a g�ant
contend�ng.

He was f�lled w�th terror; but �t seemed to h�m that the good
thought was gett�ng the upper hand.

He felt that he was on the br�nk of the second dec�s�ve cr�s�s of h�s
consc�ence and of h�s dest�ny; that the B�shop had marked the f�rst
phase of h�s new l�fe, and that Champmath�eu marked the second.
After the grand cr�s�s, the grand test.

But the fever, allayed for an �nstant, gradually resumed possess�on
of h�m. A thousand thoughts traversed h�s m�nd, but they cont�nued
to fort�fy h�m �n h�s resolut�on.

One moment he sa�d to h�mself that he was, perhaps, tak�ng the
matter too keenly; that, after all, th�s Champmath�eu was not
�nterest�ng, and that he had actually been gu�lty of theft.

He answered h�mself: “If th�s man has, �ndeed, stolen a few
apples, that means a month �n pr�son. It �s a long way from that to
the galleys. And who knows? D�d he steal? Has �t been proved? The
name of Jean Valjean overwhelms h�m, and seems to d�spense w�th
proofs. Do not the attorneys for the Crown always proceed �n th�s
manner? He �s supposed to be a th�ef because he �s known to be a
conv�ct.”

In another �nstant the thought had occurred to h�m that, when he
denounced h�mself, the hero�sm of h�s deed m�ght, perhaps, be
taken �nto cons�derat�on, and h�s honest l�fe for the last seven years,
and what he had done for the d�str�ct, and that they would have
mercy on h�m.

But th�s suppos�t�on van�shed very qu�ckly, and he sm�led b�tterly
as he remembered that the theft of the forty sous from l�ttle Gerva�s



put h�m �n the pos�t�on of a man gu�lty of a second offence after
conv�ct�on, that th�s affa�r would certa�nly come up, and, accord�ng to
the prec�se terms of the law, would render h�m l�able to penal
serv�tude for l�fe.

He turned as�de from all �llus�ons, detached h�mself more and
more from earth, and sought strength and consolat�on elsewhere. He
told h�mself that he must do h�s duty; that perhaps he should not be
more unhappy after do�ng h�s duty than after hav�ng avo�ded �t; that �f
he allowed th�ngs to take the�r own course, �f he rema�ned at M. sur
M., h�s cons�derat�on, h�s good name, h�s good works, the deference
and venerat�on pa�d to h�m, h�s char�ty, h�s wealth, h�s popular�ty, h�s
v�rtue, would be seasoned w�th a cr�me. And what would be the taste
of all these holy th�ngs when bound up w�th th�s h�deous th�ng? wh�le,
�f he accompl�shed h�s sacr�f�ce, a celest�al �dea would be m�ngled
w�th the galleys, the post, the �ron necklet, the green cap, unceas�ng
to�l, and p�t�less shame.

At length he told h�mself that �t must be so, that h�s dest�ny was
thus allotted, that he had not author�ty to alter the arrangements
made on h�gh, that, �n any case, he must make h�s cho�ce: v�rtue
w�thout and abom�nat�on w�th�n, or hol�ness w�th�n and �nfamy
w�thout.

The st�rr�ng up of these lugubr�ous �deas d�d not cause h�s courage
to fa�l, but h�s bra�n grow weary. He began to th�nk of other th�ngs, of
�nd�fferent matters, �n sp�te of h�mself.

The ve�ns �n h�s temples throbbed v�olently; he st�ll paced to and
fro; m�dn�ght sounded f�rst from the par�sh church, then from the
town-hall; he counted the twelve strokes of the two clocks, and
compared the sounds of the two bells; he recalled �n th�s connect�on
the fact that, a few days prev�ously, he had seen �n an �ronmonger’s
shop an anc�ent clock for sale, upon wh�ch was wr�tten the name,
Anto�ne-Alb�n de Roma�nv�lle.

He was cold; he l�ghted a small f�re; �t d�d not occur to h�m to close
the w�ndow.

In the meant�me he had relapsed �nto h�s stupor; he was obl�ged to
make a tolerably v�gorous effort to recall what had been the subject



of h�s thoughts before m�dn�ght had struck; he f�nally succeeded �n
do�ng th�s.

“Ah! yes,” he sa�d to h�mself, “I had resolved to �nform aga�nst
myself.”

And then, all of a sudden, he thought of Fant�ne.
“Hold!” sa�d he, “and what about that poor woman?”
Here a fresh cr�s�s declared �tself.
Fant�ne, by appear�ng thus abruptly �n h�s rever�e, produced the

effect of an unexpected ray of l�ght; �t seemed to h�m as though
everyth�ng about h�m were undergo�ng a change of aspect: he
excla�med:—

“Ah! but I have h�therto cons�dered no one but myself; �t �s proper
for me to hold my tongue or to denounce myself, to conceal my
person or to save my soul, to be a desp�cable and respected
mag�strate, or an �nfamous and venerable conv�ct; �t �s I, �t �s always I
and noth�ng but I: but, good God! all th�s �s egot�sm; these are
d�verse forms of egot�sm, but �t �s egot�sm all the same. What �f I
were to th�nk a l�ttle about others? The h�ghest hol�ness �s to th�nk of
others; come, let us exam�ne the matter. The I excepted, the I
effaced, the I forgotten, what would be the result of all th�s? What �f I
denounce myself? I am arrested; th�s Champmath�eu �s released; I
am put back �n the galleys; that �s well—and what then? What �s
go�ng on here? Ah! here �s a country, a town, here are factor�es, an
�ndustry, workers, both men and women, aged grands�res, ch�ldren,
poor people! All th�s I have created; all these I prov�de w�th the�r
l�v�ng; everywhere where there �s a smok�ng ch�mney, �t �s I who have
placed the brand on the hearth and meat �n the pot; I have created
ease, c�rculat�on, cred�t; before me there was noth�ng; I have
elevated, v�v�f�ed, �nformed w�th l�fe, fecundated, st�mulated, enr�ched
the whole country-s�de; lack�ng me, the soul �s lack�ng; I take myself
off, everyth�ng d�es: and th�s woman, who has suffered so much, who
possesses so many mer�ts �n sp�te of her fall; the cause of all whose
m�sery I have unw�tt�ngly been! And that ch�ld whom I meant to go �n
search of, whom I have prom�sed to her mother; do I not also owe
someth�ng to th�s woman, �n reparat�on for the ev�l wh�ch I have done
her? If I d�sappear, what happens? The mother d�es; the ch�ld



becomes what �t can; that �s what w�ll take place, �f I denounce
myself. If I do not denounce myself? come, let us see how �t w�ll be �f
I do not denounce myself.”

After putt�ng th�s quest�on to h�mself, he paused; he seemed to
undergo a momentary hes�tat�on and trep�dat�on; but �t d�d not last
long, and he answered h�mself calmly:—

“Well, th�s man �s go�ng to the galleys; �t �s true, but what the
deuce! he has stolen! There �s no use �n my say�ng that he has not
been gu�lty of theft, for he has! I rema�n here; I go on: �n ten years I
shall have made ten m�ll�ons; I scatter them over the country; I have
noth�ng of my own; what �s that to me? It �s not for myself that I am
do�ng �t; the prosper�ty of all goes on augment�ng; �ndustr�es are
aroused and an�mated; factor�es and shops are mult�pl�ed; fam�l�es, a
hundred fam�l�es, a thousand fam�l�es, are happy; the d�str�ct
becomes populated; v�llages spr�ng up where there were only farms
before; farms r�se where there was noth�ng; wretchedness
d�sappears, and w�th wretchedness debauchery, prost�tut�on, theft,
murder; all v�ces d�sappear, all cr�mes: and th�s poor mother rears
her ch�ld; and behold a whole country r�ch and honest! Ah! I was a
fool! I was absurd! what was that I was say�ng about denounc�ng
myself? I really must pay attent�on and not be prec�p�tate about
anyth�ng. What! because �t would have pleased me to play the grand
and generous; th�s �s melodrama, after all; because I should have
thought of no one but myself, the �dea! for the sake of sav�ng from a
pun�shment, a tr�fle exaggerated, perhaps, but just at bottom, no one
knows whom, a th�ef, a good-for-noth�ng, ev�dently, a whole country-
s�de must per�sh! a poor woman must d�e �n the hosp�tal! a poor l�ttle
g�rl must d�e �n the street! l�ke dogs; ah, th�s �s abom�nable! And
w�thout the mother even hav�ng seen her ch�ld once more, almost
w�thout the ch�ld’s hav�ng known her mother; and all that for the sake
of an old wretch of an apple-th�ef who, most assuredly, has deserved
the galleys for someth�ng else, �f not for that; f�ne scruples, �ndeed,
wh�ch save a gu�lty man and sacr�f�ce the �nnocent, wh�ch save an
old vagabond who has only a few years to l�ve at most, and who w�ll
not be more unhappy �n the galleys than �n h�s hovel, and wh�ch
sacr�f�ce a whole populat�on, mothers, w�ves, ch�ldren. Th�s poor l�ttle
Cosette who has no one �n the world but me, and who �s, no doubt,



blue w�th cold at th�s moment �n the den of those Thénard�ers; those
peoples are rascals; and I was go�ng to neglect my duty towards all
these poor creatures; and I was go�ng off to denounce myself; and I
was about to comm�t that unspeakable folly! Let us put �t at the
worst: suppose that there �s a wrong act�on on my part �n th�s, and
that my consc�ence w�ll reproach me for �t some day, to accept, for
the good of others, these reproaches wh�ch we�gh only on myself;
th�s ev�l act�on wh�ch comprom�ses my soul alone; �n that l�es self-
sacr�f�ce; �n that alone there �s v�rtue.”

He rose and resumed h�s march; th�s t�me, he seemed to be
content.

D�amonds are found only �n the dark places of the earth; truths are
found only �n the depths of thought. It seemed to h�m, that, after
hav�ng descended �nto these depths, after hav�ng long groped
among the darkest of these shadows, he had at last found one of
these d�amonds, one of these truths, and that he now held �t �n h�s
hand, and he was dazzled as he gazed upon �t.

“Yes,” he thought, “th�s �s r�ght; I am on the r�ght road; I have the
solut�on; I must end by hold�ng fast to someth�ng; my resolve �s
taken; let th�ngs take the�r course; let us no longer vac�llate; let us no
longer hang back; th�s �s for the �nterest of all, not for my own; I am
Madele�ne, and Madele�ne I rema�n. Woe to the man who �s Jean
Valjean! I am no longer he; I do not know that man; I no longer know
anyth�ng; �t turns out that some one �s Jean Valjean at the present
moment; let h�m look out for h�mself; that does not concern me; �t �s a
fatal name wh�ch was float�ng abroad �n the n�ght; �f �t halts and
descends on a head, so much the worse for that head.”

He looked �nto the l�ttle m�rror wh�ch hung above h�s ch�mney-
p�ece, and sa�d:—

“Hold! �t has rel�eved me to come to a dec�s�on; I am qu�te another
man now.”

He proceeded a few paces further, then he stopped short.
“Come!” he sa�d, “I must not fl�nch before any of the consequences

of the resolut�on wh�ch I have once adopted; there are st�ll threads
wh�ch attach me to that Jean Valjean; they must be broken; �n th�s
very room there are objects wh�ch would betray me, dumb th�ngs



wh�ch would bear w�tness aga�nst me; �t �s settled; all these th�ngs
must d�sappear.”

He fumbled �n h�s pocket, drew out h�s purse, opened �t, and took
out a small key; he �nserted the key �n a lock whose aperture could
hardly be seen, so h�dden was �t �n the most sombre tones of the
des�gn wh�ch covered the wall-paper; a secret receptacle opened, a
sort of false cupboard constructed �n the angle between the wall and
the ch�mney-p�ece; �n th�s h�d�ng-place there were some rags—a
blue l�nen blouse, an old pa�r of trousers, an old knapsack, and a
huge thorn cudgel shod w�th �ron at both ends. Those who had seen
Jean Valjean at the epoch when he passed through D—— �n
October, 1815, could eas�ly have recogn�zed all the p�eces of th�s
m�serable outf�t.

He had preserved them as he had preserved the s�lver
candlest�cks, �n order to rem�nd h�mself cont�nually of h�s start�ng-
po�nt, but he had concealed all that came from the galleys, and he
had allowed the candlest�cks wh�ch came from the B�shop to be
seen.

He cast a furt�ve glance towards the door, as though he feared that
�t would open �n sp�te of the bolt wh�ch fastened �t; then, w�th a qu�ck
and abrupt movement, he took the whole �n h�s arms at once, w�thout
bestow�ng so much as a glance on the th�ngs wh�ch he had so
rel�g�ously and so per�lously preserved for so many years, and flung
them all, rags, cudgel, knapsack, �nto the f�re.

Enlarge
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He closed the false cupboard aga�n, and w�th redoubled
precaut�ons, henceforth unnecessary, s�nce �t was now empty, he
concealed the door beh�nd a heavy p�ece of furn�ture, wh�ch he
pushed �n front of �t.

After the lapse of a few seconds, the room and the oppos�te wall
were l�ghted up w�th a f�erce, red, tremulous glow. Everyth�ng was on
f�re; the thorn cudgel snapped and threw out sparks to the m�ddle of
the chamber.



As the knapsack was consumed, together w�th the h�deous rags
wh�ch �t conta�ned, �t revealed someth�ng wh�ch sparkled �n the
ashes. By bend�ng over, one could have read�ly recogn�zed a co�n,—
no doubt the forty-sou p�ece stolen from the l�ttle Savoyard.

He d�d not look at the f�re, but paced back and forth w�th the same
step.

All at once h�s eye fell on the two s�lver candlest�cks, wh�ch shone
vaguely on the ch�mney-p�ece, through the glow.

“Hold!” he thought; “the whole of Jean Valjean �s st�ll �n them. They
must be destroyed also.”

He se�zed the two candlest�cks.
There was st�ll f�re enough to allow of the�r be�ng put out of shape,

and converted �nto a sort of unrecogn�zable bar of metal.
He bent over the hearth and warmed h�mself for a moment. He felt

a sense of real comfort. “How good warmth �s!” sa�d he.
He st�rred the l�ve coals w�th one of the candlest�cks.
A m�nute more, and they were both �n the f�re.
At that moment �t seemed to h�m that he heard a vo�ce w�th�n h�m

shout�ng: “Jean Valjean! Jean Valjean!”
H�s ha�r rose upr�ght: he became l�ke a man who �s l�sten�ng to

some terr�ble th�ng.
“Yes, that’s �t! f�n�sh!” sa�d the vo�ce. “Complete what you are

about! Destroy these candlest�cks! Ann�h�late th�s souven�r! Forget
the B�shop! Forget everyth�ng! Destroy th�s Champmath�eu, do! That
�s r�ght! Applaud yourself! So �t �s settled, resolved, f�xed, agreed:
here �s an old man who does not know what �s wanted of h�m, who
has, perhaps, done noth�ng, an �nnocent man, whose whole
m�sfortune l�es �n your name, upon whom your name we�ghs l�ke a
cr�me, who �s about to be taken for you, who w�ll be condemned, who
w�ll f�n�sh h�s days �n abjectness and horror. That �s good! Be an
honest man yourself; rema�n Mons�eur le Ma�re; rema�n honorable
and honored; enr�ch the town; nour�sh the �nd�gent; rear the orphan;
l�ve happy, v�rtuous, and adm�red; and, dur�ng th�s t�me, wh�le you
are here �n the m�dst of joy and l�ght, there w�ll be a man who w�ll
wear your red blouse, who w�ll bear your name �n �gnom�ny, and who



w�ll drag your cha�n �n the galleys. Yes, �t �s well arranged thus. Ah,
wretch!”

The persp�rat�on streamed from h�s brow. He f�xed a haggard eye
on the candlest�cks. But that w�th�n h�m wh�ch had spoken had not
f�n�shed. The vo�ce cont�nued:—

“Jean Valjean, there w�ll be around you many vo�ces, wh�ch w�ll
make a great no�se, wh�ch w�ll talk very loud, and wh�ch w�ll bless
you, and only one wh�ch no one w�ll hear, and wh�ch w�ll curse you �n
the dark. Well! l�sten, �nfamous man! All those bened�ct�ons w�ll fall
back before they reach heaven, and only the maled�ct�on w�ll ascend
to God.”

Th�s vo�ce, feeble at f�rst, and wh�ch had proceeded from the most
obscure depths of h�s consc�ence, had gradually become startl�ng
and form�dable, and he now heard �t �n h�s very ear. It seemed to h�m
that �t had detached �tself from h�m, and that �t was now speak�ng
outs�de of h�m. He thought that he heard the last words so d�st�nctly,
that he glanced around the room �n a sort of terror.

“Is there any one here?” he demanded aloud, �n utter
bew�lderment.

Then he resumed, w�th a laugh wh�ch resembled that of an �d�ot:—
“How stup�d I am! There can be no one!”
There was some one; but the person who was there was of those

whom the human eye cannot see.
He placed the candlest�cks on the ch�mney-p�ece.
Then he resumed h�s monotonous and lugubr�ous tramp, wh�ch

troubled the dreams of the sleep�ng man beneath h�m, and awoke
h�m w�th a start.

Th�s tramp�ng to and fro soothed and at the same t�me �ntox�cated
h�m. It somet�mes seems, on supreme occas�ons, as though people
moved about for the purpose of ask�ng adv�ce of everyth�ng that they
may encounter by change of place. After the lapse of a few m�nutes
he no longer knew h�s pos�t�on.

He now reco�led �n equal terror before both the resolut�ons at
wh�ch he had arr�ved �n turn. The two �deas wh�ch counselled h�m
appeared to h�m equally fatal. What a fatal�ty! What conjunct�on that



that Champmath�eu should have been taken for h�m; to be
overwhelmed by prec�sely the means wh�ch Prov�dence seemed to
have employed, at f�rst, to strengthen h�s pos�t�on!

There was a moment when he reflected on the future. Denounce
h�mself, great God! Del�ver h�mself up! W�th �mmense despa�r he
faced all that he should be obl�ged to leave, all that he should be
obl�ged to take up once more. He should have to b�d farewell to that
ex�stence wh�ch was so good, so pure, so rad�ant, to the respect of
all, to honor, to l�berty. He should never more stroll �n the f�elds; he
should never more hear the b�rds s�ng �n the month of May; he
should never more bestow alms on the l�ttle ch�ldren; he should
never more exper�ence the sweetness of hav�ng glances of grat�tude
and love f�xed upon h�m; he should qu�t that house wh�ch he had
bu�lt, that l�ttle chamber! Everyth�ng seemed charm�ng to h�m at that
moment. Never aga�n should he read those books; never more
should he wr�te on that l�ttle table of wh�te wood; h�s old portress, the
only servant whom he kept, would never more br�ng h�m h�s coffee �n
the morn�ng. Great God! �nstead of that, the conv�ct gang, the �ron
necklet, the red wa�stcoat, the cha�n on h�s ankle, fat�gue, the cell,
the camp bed all those horrors wh�ch he knew so well! At h�s age,
after hav�ng been what he was! If he were only young aga�n! but to
be addressed �n h�s old age as “thou” by any one who pleased; to be
searched by the conv�ct-guard; to rece�ve the galley-sergeant’s
cudgell�ngs; to wear �ron-bound shoes on h�s bare feet; to have to
stretch out h�s leg n�ght and morn�ng to the hammer of the
roundsman who v�s�ts the gang; to subm�t to the cur�os�ty of
strangers, who would be told: “That man yonder �s the famous Jean
Valjean, who was mayor of M. sur M.”; and at n�ght, dr�pp�ng w�th
persp�rat�on, overwhelmed w�th lass�tude, the�r green caps drawn
over the�r eyes, to remount, two by two, the ladder sta�rcase of the
galleys beneath the sergeant’s wh�p. Oh, what m�sery! Can dest�ny,
then, be as mal�c�ous as an �ntell�gent be�ng, and become as
monstrous as the human heart?

And do what he would, he always fell back upon the heartrend�ng
d�lemma wh�ch lay at the foundat�on of h�s rever�e: “Should he
rema�n �n parad�se and become a demon? Should he return to hell
and become an angel?”



What was to be done? Great God! what was to be done?
The torment from wh�ch he had escaped w�th so much d�ff�culty

was uncha�ned afresh w�th�n h�m. H�s �deas began to grow confused
once more; they assumed a k�nd of stupef�ed and mechan�cal qual�ty
wh�ch �s pecul�ar to despa�r. The name of Roma�nv�lle recurred
�ncessantly to h�s m�nd, w�th the two verses of a song wh�ch he had
heard �n the past. He thought that Roma�nv�lle was a l�ttle grove near
Par�s, where young lovers go to pluck l�lacs �n the month of Apr�l.

He wavered outwardly as well as �nwardly. He walked l�ke a l�ttle
ch�ld who �s perm�tted to toddle alone.

At �ntervals, as he combated h�s lass�tude, he made an effort to
recover the mastery of h�s m�nd. He tr�ed to put to h�mself, for the
last t�me, and def�n�tely, the problem over wh�ch he had, �n a manner,
fallen prostrate w�th fat�gue: Ought he to denounce h�mself? Ought
he to hold h�s peace? He could not manage to see anyth�ng
d�st�nctly. The vague aspects of all the courses of reason�ng wh�ch
had been sketched out by h�s med�tat�ons qu�vered and van�shed,
one after the other, �nto smoke. He only felt that, to whatever course
of act�on he made up h�s m�nd, someth�ng �n h�m must d�e, and that
of necess�ty, and w�thout h�s be�ng able to escape the fact; that he
was enter�ng a sepulchre on the r�ght hand as much as on the left;
that he was pass�ng through a death agony,—the agony of h�s
happ�ness, or the agony of h�s v�rtue.

Alas! all h�s resolut�on had aga�n taken possess�on of h�m. He was
no further advanced than at the beg�nn�ng.

Thus d�d th�s unhappy soul struggle �n �ts angu�sh. E�ghteen
hundred years before th�s unfortunate man, the myster�ous Be�ng �n
whom are summed up all the sanct�t�es and all the suffer�ngs of
human�ty had also long thrust as�de w�th h�s hand, wh�le the ol�ve-
trees qu�vered �n the w�ld w�nd of the �nf�n�te, the terr�ble cup wh�ch
appeared to H�m dr�pp�ng w�th darkness and overflow�ng w�th
shadows �n the depths all studded w�th stars.



CHAPTER IV—FORMS ASSUMED BY
SUFFERING DURING SLEEP

Three o’clock �n the morn�ng had just struck, and he had been
walk�ng thus for f�ve hours, almost un�nterruptedly, when he at length
allowed h�mself to drop �nto h�s cha�r.

There he fell asleep and had a dream.
Th�s dream, l�ke the major�ty of dreams, bore no relat�on to the

s�tuat�on, except by �ts pa�nful and heart-rend�ng character, but �t
made an �mpress�on on h�m. Th�s n�ghtmare struck h�m so forc�bly
that he wrote �t down later on. It �s one of the papers �n h�s own
handwr�t�ng wh�ch he has bequeathed to us. We th�nk that we have
here reproduced the th�ng �n str�ct accordance w�th the text.

Of whatever nature th�s dream may be, the h�story of th�s n�ght
would be �ncomplete �f we were to om�t �t: �t �s the gloomy adventure
of an a�l�ng soul.

Here �t �s. On the envelope we f�nd th�s l�ne �nscr�bed, “The Dream
I had that N�ght.”

“I was �n a pla�n; a vast, gloomy pla�n, where there was no grass. It
d�d not seem to me to be dayl�ght nor yet n�ght.

“I was walk�ng w�th my brother, the brother of my ch�ld�sh years,
the brother of whom, I must say, I never th�nk, and whom I now
hardly remember.

“We were convers�ng and we met some passers-by. We were
talk�ng of a ne�ghbor of ours �n former days, who had always worked
w�th her w�ndow open from the t�me when she came to l�ve on the
street. As we talked we felt cold because of that open w�ndow.

“There were no trees �n the pla�n. We saw a man pass�ng close to
us. He was ent�rely nude, of the hue of ashes, and mounted on a
horse wh�ch was earth color. The man had no ha�r; we could see h�s



skull and the ve�ns on �t. In h�s hand he held a sw�tch wh�ch was as
supple as a v�ne-shoot and as heavy as �ron. Th�s horseman passed
and sa�d noth�ng to us.

“My brother sa�d to me, ‘Let us take to the hollow road.’
“There ex�sted a hollow way where�n one saw ne�ther a s�ngle

shrub nor a spear of moss. Everyth�ng was d�rt-colored, even the
sky. After proceed�ng a few paces, I rece�ved no reply when I spoke:
I perce�ved that my brother was no longer w�th me.

“I entered a v�llage wh�ch I esp�ed. I reflected that �t must be
Roma�nv�lle. (Why Roma�nv�lle?)5

“The f�rst street that I entered was deserted. I entered a second
street. Beh�nd the angle formed by the two streets, a man was
stand�ng erect aga�nst the wall. I sa�d to th�s man:—

“‘What country �s th�s? Where am I?’ The man made no reply. I
saw the door of a house open, and I entered.

“The f�rst chamber was deserted. I entered the second. Beh�nd the
door of th�s chamber a man was stand�ng erect aga�nst the wall. I
�nqu�red of th�s man, ‘Whose house �s th�s? Where am I?’ The man
repl�ed not.

“The house had a garden. I qu�tted the house and entered the
garden. The garden was deserted. Beh�nd the f�rst tree I found a
man stand�ng upr�ght. I sa�d to th�s man, ‘What garden �s th�s?
Where am I?’ The man d�d not answer.

“I strolled �nto the v�llage, and perce�ved that �t was a town. All the
streets were deserted, all the doors were open. Not a s�ngle l�v�ng
be�ng was pass�ng �n the streets, walk�ng through the chambers or
stroll�ng �n the gardens. But beh�nd each angle of the walls, beh�nd
each door, beh�nd each tree, stood a s�lent man. Only one was to be
seen at a t�me. These men watched me pass.

“I left the town and began to ramble about the f�elds.
“After the lapse of some t�me I turned back and saw a great crowd

com�ng up beh�nd me. I recogn�zed all the men whom I had seen �n
that town. They had strange heads. They d�d not seem to be �n a
hurry, yet they walked faster than I d�d. They made no no�se as they



walked. In an �nstant th�s crowd had overtaken and surrounded me.
The faces of these men were earthen �n hue.

“Then the f�rst one whom I had seen and quest�oned on enter�ng
the town sa�d to me:—

“‘Wh�ther are you go�ng! Do you not know that you have been
dead th�s long t�me?’

“I opened my mouth to reply, and I perce�ved that there was no
one near me.”

He woke. He was �cy cold. A w�nd wh�ch was ch�ll l�ke the breeze
of dawn was rattl�ng the leaves of the w�ndow, wh�ch had been left
open on the�r h�nges. The f�re was out. The candle was near�ng �ts
end. It was st�ll black n�ght.

He rose, he went to the w�ndow. There were no stars �n the sky
even yet.

From h�s w�ndow the yard of the house and the street were v�s�ble.
A sharp, harsh no�se, wh�ch made h�m drop h�s eyes, resounded
from the earth.

Below h�m he perce�ved two red stars, whose rays lengthened and
shortened �n a s�ngular manner through the darkness.

As h�s thoughts were st�ll half �mmersed �n the m�sts of sleep,
“Hold!” sa�d he, “there are no stars �n the sky. They are on earth
now.”

But th�s confus�on van�shed; a second sound s�m�lar to the f�rst
roused h�m thoroughly; he looked and recogn�zed the fact that these
two stars were the lanterns of a carr�age. By the l�ght wh�ch they cast
he was able to d�st�ngu�sh the form of th�s veh�cle. It was a t�lbury
harnessed to a small wh�te horse. The no�se wh�ch he had heard
was the trampl�ng of the horse’s hoofs on the pavement.

“What veh�cle �s th�s?” he sa�d to h�mself. “Who �s com�ng here so
early �n the morn�ng?”

At that moment there came a l�ght tap on the door of h�s chamber.
He shuddered from head to foot, and cr�ed �n a terr�ble vo�ce:—
“Who �s there?”
Some one sa�d:—



“I, Mons�eur le Ma�re.”
He recogn�zed the vo�ce of the old woman who was h�s portress.
“Well!” he repl�ed, “what �s �t?”
“Mons�eur le Ma�re, �t �s just f�ve o’clock �n the morn�ng.”
“What �s that to me?”
“The cabr�olet �s here, Mons�eur le Ma�re.”
“What cabr�olet?”
“The t�lbury.”
“What t�lbury?”
“D�d not Mons�eur le Ma�re order a t�lbury?”
“No,” sa�d he.
“The coachman says that he has come for Mons�eur le Ma�re.”
“What coachman?”
“M. Scauffla�re’s coachman.”
“M. Scauffla�re?”
That name sent a shudder over h�m, as though a flash of l�ghtn�ng

had passed �n front of h�s face.
“Ah! yes,” he resumed; “M. Scauffla�re!”
If the old woman could have seen h�m at that moment, she would

have been fr�ghtened.
A tolerably long s�lence ensued. He exam�ned the flame of the

candle w�th a stup�d a�r, and from around the w�ck he took some of
the burn�ng wax, wh�ch he rolled between h�s f�ngers. The old
woman wa�ted for h�m. She even ventured to upl�ft her vo�ce once
more:—

“What am I to say, Mons�eur le Ma�re?”
“Say that �t �s well, and that I am com�ng down.”



CHAPTER V—HINDRANCES
The post�ng serv�ce from Arras to M. sur M. was st�ll operated at

th�s per�od by small ma�l-wagons of the t�me of the Emp�re. These
ma�l-wagons were two-wheeled cabr�olets, upholstered �ns�de w�th
fawn-colored leather, hung on spr�ngs, and hav�ng but two seats, one
for the postboy, the other for the traveller. The wheels were armed
w�th those long, offens�ve axles wh�ch keep other veh�cles at a
d�stance, and wh�ch may st�ll be seen on the road �n Germany. The
despatch box, an �mmense oblong coffer, was placed beh�nd the
veh�cle and formed a part of �t. Th�s coffer was pa�nted black, and the
cabr�olet yellow.

These veh�cles, wh�ch have no counterparts nowadays, had
someth�ng d�storted and hunchbacked about them; and when one
saw them pass�ng �n the d�stance, and cl�mb�ng up some road to the
hor�zon, they resembled the �nsects wh�ch are called, I th�nk,
term�tes, and wh�ch, though w�th but l�ttle corselet, drag a great tra�n
beh�nd them. But they travelled at a very rap�d rate. The post-wagon
wh�ch set out from Arras at one o’clock every n�ght, after the ma�l
from Par�s had passed, arr�ved at M. sur M. a l�ttle before f�ve o’clock
�n the morn�ng.

That n�ght the wagon wh�ch was descend�ng to M. sur M. by the
Hesd�n road, coll�ded at the corner of a street, just as �t was enter�ng
the town, w�th a l�ttle t�lbury harnessed to a wh�te horse, wh�ch was
go�ng �n the oppos�te d�rect�on, and �n wh�ch there was but one
person, a man enveloped �n a mantle. The wheel of the t�lbury
rece�ved qu�te a v�olent shock. The postman shouted to the man to
stop, but the traveller pa�d no heed and pursued h�s road at full
gallop.

“That man �s �n a dev�l�sh hurry!” sa�d the postman.
The man thus hasten�ng on was the one whom we have just seen

struggl�ng �n convuls�ons wh�ch are certa�nly deserv�ng of p�ty.



Wh�ther was he go�ng? He could not have told. Why was he
hasten�ng? He d�d not know. He was dr�v�ng at random, stra�ght
ahead. Wh�ther? To Arras, no doubt; but he m�ght have been go�ng
elsewhere as well. At t�mes he was consc�ous of �t, and he
shuddered. He plunged �nto the n�ght as �nto a gulf. Someth�ng urged
h�m forward; someth�ng drew h�m on. No one could have told what
was tak�ng place w�th�n h�m; every one w�ll understand �t. What man
�s there who has not entered, at least once �n h�s l�fe, �nto that
obscure cavern of the unknown?

However, he had resolved on noth�ng, dec�ded noth�ng, formed no
plan, done noth�ng. None of the act�ons of h�s consc�ence had been
dec�s�ve. He was, more than ever, as he had been at the f�rst
moment.

Why was he go�ng to Arras?
He repeated what he had already sa�d to h�mself when he had

h�red Scauffla�re’s cabr�olet: that, whatever the result was to be,
there was no reason why he should not see w�th h�s own eyes, and
judge of matters for h�mself; that th�s was even prudent; that he must
know what took place; that no dec�s�on could be arr�ved at w�thout
hav�ng observed and scrut�n�zed; that one made mounta�ns out of
everyth�ng from a d�stance; that, at any rate, when he should have
seen that Champmath�eu, some wretch, h�s consc�ence would
probably be greatly rel�eved to allow h�m to go to the galleys �n h�s
stead; that Javert would �ndeed be there; and that Brevet, that
Chen�ld�eu, that Cochepa�lle, old conv�cts who had known h�m; but
they certa�nly would not recogn�ze h�m;—bah! what an �dea! that
Javert was a hundred leagues from suspect�ng the truth; that all
conjectures and all suppos�t�ons were f�xed on Champmath�eu, and
that there �s noth�ng so headstrong as suppos�t�ons and conjectures;
that accord�ngly there was no danger.

That �t was, no doubt, a dark moment, but that he should emerge
from �t; that, after all, he held h�s dest�ny, however bad �t m�ght be, �n
h�s own hand; that he was master of �t. He clung to th�s thought.

At bottom, to tell the whole truth, he would have preferred not to
go to Arras.

Nevertheless, he was go�ng th�ther.



As he med�tated, he wh�pped up h�s horse, wh�ch was proceed�ng
at that f�ne, regular, and even trot wh�ch accompl�shes two leagues
and a half an hour.

In proport�on as the cabr�olet advanced, he felt someth�ng w�th�n
h�m draw back.

At daybreak he was �n the open country; the town of M. sur M. lay
far beh�nd h�m. He watched the hor�zon grow wh�te; he stared at all
the ch�lly f�gures of a w�nter’s dawn as they passed before h�s eyes,
but w�thout see�ng them. The morn�ng has �ts spectres as well as the
even�ng. He d�d not see them; but w�thout h�s be�ng aware of �t, and
by means of a sort of penetrat�on wh�ch was almost phys�cal, these
black s�lhouettes of trees and of h�lls added some gloomy and
s�n�ster qual�ty to the v�olent state of h�s soul.

Each t�me that he passed one of those �solated dwell�ngs wh�ch
somet�mes border on the h�ghway, he sa�d to h�mself, “And yet there
are people there w�th�n who are sleep�ng!”

The trot of the horse, the bells on the harness, the wheels on the
road, produced a gentle, monotonous no�se. These th�ngs are
charm�ng when one �s joyous, and lugubr�ous when one �s sad.

It was broad dayl�ght when he arr�ved at Hesd�n. He halted �n front
of the �nn, to allow the horse a breath�ng spell, and to have h�m g�ven
some oats.

The horse belonged, as Scauffla�re had sa�d, to that small race of
the Boulonna�s, wh�ch has too much head, too much belly, and not
enough neck and shoulders, but wh�ch has a broad chest, a large
crupper, th�n, f�ne legs, and sol�d hoofs—a homely, but a robust and
healthy race. The excellent beast had travelled f�ve leagues �n two
hours, and had not a drop of sweat on h�s lo�ns.

He d�d not get out of the t�lbury. The stableman who brought the
oats suddenly bent down and exam�ned the left wheel.

“Are you go�ng far �n th�s cond�t�on?” sa�d the man.
He repl�ed, w�th an a�r of not hav�ng roused h�mself from h�s

rever�e:—
“Why?”
“Have you come from a great d�stance?” went on the man.



“F�ve leagues.”
“Ah!”
“Why do you say, ‘Ah?’”
The man bent down once more, was s�lent for a moment, w�th h�s

eyes f�xed on the wheel; then he rose erect and sa�d:—
“Because, though th�s wheel has travelled f�ve leagues, �t certa�nly

w�ll not travel another quarter of a league.”
He sprang out of the t�lbury.
“What �s that you say, my fr�end?”
“I say that �t �s a m�racle that you should have travelled f�ve

leagues w�thout you and your horse roll�ng �nto some d�tch on the
h�ghway. Just see here!”

The wheel really had suffered ser�ous damage. The shock
adm�n�stered by the ma�l-wagon had spl�t two spokes and stra�ned
the hub, so that the nut no longer held f�rm.

“My fr�end,” he sa�d to the stableman, “�s there a wheelwr�ght
here?”

“Certa�nly, s�r.”
“Do me the serv�ce to go and fetch h�m.”
“He �s only a step from here. Hey! Master Bourga�llard!”
Master Bourga�llard, the wheelwr�ght, was stand�ng on h�s own

threshold. He came, exam�ned the wheel and made a gr�mace l�ke a
surgeon when the latter th�nks a l�mb �s broken.

“Can you repa�r th�s wheel �mmed�ately?”
“Yes, s�r.”
“When can I set out aga�n?”
“To-morrow.”
“To-morrow!”
“There �s a long day’s work on �t. Are you �n a hurry, s�r?”
“In a very great hurry. I must set out aga�n �n an hour at the latest.”
“Imposs�ble, s�r.”
“I w�ll pay whatever you ask.”



“Imposs�ble.”
“Well, �n two hours, then.”
“Imposs�ble to-day. Two new spokes and a hub must be made.

Mons�eur w�ll not be able to start before to-morrow morn�ng.”
“The matter cannot wa�t unt�l to-morrow. What �f you were to

replace th�s wheel �nstead of repa�r�ng �t?”
“How so?”
“You are a wheelwr�ght?”
“Certa�nly, s�r.”
“Have you not a wheel that you can sell me? Then I could start

aga�n at once.”
“A spare wheel?”
“Yes.”
“I have no wheel on hand that would f�t your cabr�olet. Two wheels

make a pa�r. Two wheels cannot be put together hap-hazard.”
“In that case, sell me a pa�r of wheels.”
“Not all wheels f�t all axles, s�r.”
“Try, nevertheless.”
“It �s useless, s�r. I have noth�ng to sell but cart-wheels. We are but

a poor country here.”
“Have you a cabr�olet that you can let me have?”
The wheelwr�ght had seen at the f�rst glance that the t�lbury was a

h�red veh�cle. He shrugged h�s shoulders.
“You treat the cabr�olets that people let you so well! If I had one, I

would not let �t to you!”
“Well, sell �t to me, then.”
“I have none.”
“What! not even a spr�ng-cart? I am not hard to please, as you

see.”
“We l�ve �n a poor country. There �s, �n truth,” added the

wheelwr�ght, “an old calash under the shed yonder, wh�ch belongs to
a bourgeo�s of the town, who gave �t to me to take care of, and who
only uses �t on the th�rty-s�xth of the month—never, that �s to say. I



m�ght let that to you, for what matters �t to me? But the bourgeo�s
must not see �t pass—and then, �t �s a calash; �t would requ�re two
horses.”

“I w�ll take two post-horses.”
“Where �s Mons�eur go�ng?”
“To Arras.”
“And Mons�eur w�shes to reach there to-day?”
“Yes, of course.”
“By tak�ng two post-horses?”
“Why not?”
“Does �t make any d�fference whether Mons�eur arr�ves at four

o’clock to-morrow morn�ng?”
“Certa�nly not.”
“There �s one th�ng to be sa�d about that, you see, by tak�ng post-

horses—Mons�eur has h�s passport?”
“Yes.”
“Well, by tak�ng post-horses, Mons�eur cannot reach Arras before

to-morrow. We are on a crossroad. The relays are badly served, the
horses are �n the f�elds. The season for plough�ng �s just beg�nn�ng;
heavy teams are requ�red, and horses are se�zed upon everywhere,
from the post as well as elsewhere. Mons�eur w�ll have to wa�t three
or four hours at the least at every relay. And, then, they dr�ve at a
walk. There are many h�lls to ascend.”

“Come then, I w�ll go on horseback. Unharness the cabr�olet.
Some one can surely sell me a saddle �n the ne�ghborhood.”

“W�thout doubt. But w�ll th�s horse bear the saddle?”
“That �s true; you rem�nd me of that; he w�ll not bear �t.”
“Then—”
“But I can surely h�re a horse �n the v�llage?”
“A horse to travel to Arras at one stretch?”
“Yes.”
“That would requ�re such a horse as does not ex�st �n these parts.

You would have to buy �t to beg�n w�th, because no one knows you.



But you w�ll not f�nd one for sale nor to let, for f�ve hundred francs, or
for a thousand.”

“What am I to do?”
“The best th�ng �s to let me repa�r the wheel l�ke an honest man,

and set out on your journey to-morrow.”
“To-morrow w�ll be too late.”
“The deuce!”
“Is there not a ma�l-wagon wh�ch runs to Arras? When w�ll �t

pass?”
“To-n�ght. Both the posts pass at n�ght; the one go�ng as well as

the one com�ng.”
“What! It w�ll take you a day to mend th�s wheel?”
“A day, and a good long one.”
“If you set two men to work?”
“If I set ten men to work.”
“What �f the spokes were to be t�ed together w�th ropes?”
“That could be done w�th the spokes, not w�th the hub; and the

felly �s �n a bad state, too.”
“Is there any one �n th�s v�llage who lets out teams?”
“No.”
“Is there another wheelwr�ght?”
The stableman and the wheelwr�ght repl�ed �n concert, w�th a toss

of the head.
“No.”
He felt an �mmense joy.
It was ev�dent that Prov�dence was �nterven�ng. That �t was �t who

had broken the wheel of the t�lbury and who was stopp�ng h�m on the
road. He had not y�elded to th�s sort of f�rst summons; he had just
made every poss�ble effort to cont�nue the journey; he had loyally
and scrupulously exhausted all means; he had been deterred ne�ther
by the season, nor fat�gue, nor by the expense; he had noth�ng w�th
wh�ch to reproach h�mself. If he went no further, that was no fault of



h�s. It d�d not concern h�m further. It was no longer h�s fault. It was
not the act of h�s own consc�ence, but the act of Prov�dence.

He breathed aga�n. He breathed freely and to the full extent of h�s
lungs for the f�rst t�me s�nce Javert’s v�s�t. It seemed to h�m that the
hand of �ron wh�ch had held h�s heart �n �ts grasp for the last twenty
hours had just released h�m.

It seemed to h�m that God was for h�m now, and was man�fest�ng
H�mself.

He sa�d to h�mself that he had done all he could, and that now he
had noth�ng to do but retrace h�s steps qu�etly.

If h�s conversat�on w�th the wheelwr�ght had taken place �n a
chamber of the �nn, �t would have had no w�tnesses, no one would
have heard h�m, th�ngs would have rested there, and �t �s probable
that we should not have had to relate any of the occurrences wh�ch
the reader �s about to peruse; but th�s conversat�on had taken place
�n the street. Any colloquy �n the street �nev�tably attracts a crowd.
There are always people who ask noth�ng better than to become
spectators. Wh�le he was quest�on�ng the wheelwr�ght, some people
who were pass�ng back and forth halted around them. After l�sten�ng
for a few m�nutes, a young lad, to whom no one had pa�d any heed,
detached h�mself from the group and ran off.

At the moment when the traveller, after the �nward del�berat�on
wh�ch we have just descr�bed, resolved to retrace h�s steps, th�s ch�ld
returned. He was accompan�ed by an old woman.

“Mons�eur,” sa�d the woman, “my boy tells me that you w�sh to h�re
a cabr�olet.”

These s�mple words uttered by an old woman led by a ch�ld made
the persp�rat�on tr�ckle down h�s l�mbs. He thought that he beheld the
hand wh�ch had relaxed �ts grasp reappear �n the darkness beh�nd
h�m, ready to se�ze h�m once more.

He answered:—
“Yes, my good woman; I am �n search of a cabr�olet wh�ch I can

h�re.”
And he hastened to add:—
“But there �s none �n the place.”



“Certa�nly there �s,” sa�d the old woman.
“Where?” �nterpolated the wheelwr�ght.
“At my house,” repl�ed the old woman.
He shuddered. The fatal hand had grasped h�m aga�n.
The old woman really had �n her shed a sort of basket spr�ng-cart.

The wheelwr�ght and the stable-man, �n despa�r at the prospect of
the traveller escap�ng the�r clutches, �nterfered.

“It was a fr�ghtful old trap; �t rests flat on the axle; �t �s an actual fact
that the seats were suspended �ns�de �t by leather thongs; the ra�n
came �nto �t; the wheels were rusted and eaten w�th mo�sture; �t
would not go much further than the t�lbury; a regular ramshackle old
stage-wagon; the gentleman would make a great m�stake �f he
trusted h�mself to �t,” etc., etc.

All th�s was true; but th�s trap, th�s ramshackle old veh�cle, th�s
th�ng, whatever �t was, ran on �ts two wheels and could go to Arras.

He pa�d what was asked, left the t�lbury w�th the wheelwr�ght to be
repa�red, �ntend�ng to recla�m �t on h�s return, had the wh�te horse put
to the cart, cl�mbed �nto �t, and resumed the road wh�ch he had been
travell�ng s�nce morn�ng.

At the moment when the cart moved off, he adm�tted that he had
felt, a moment prev�ously, a certa�n joy �n the thought that he should
not go wh�ther he was now proceed�ng. He exam�ned th�s joy w�th a
sort of wrath, and found �t absurd. Why should he feel joy at turn�ng
back? After all, he was tak�ng th�s tr�p of h�s own free w�ll. No one
was forc�ng h�m to �t.

And assuredly noth�ng would happen except what he should
choose.

As he left Hesd�n, he heard a vo�ce shout�ng to h�m: “Stop! Stop!”
He halted the cart w�th a v�gorous movement wh�ch conta�ned a
fever�sh and convuls�ve element resembl�ng hope.

It was the old woman’s l�ttle boy.
“Mons�eur,” sa�d the latter, “�t was I who got the cart for you.”
“Well?”
“You have not g�ven me anyth�ng.”



He who gave to all so read�ly thought th�s demand exorb�tant and
almost od�ous.

“Ah! �t’s you, you scamp?” sa�d he; “you shall have noth�ng.”
He wh�pped up h�s horse and set off at full speed.
He had lost a great deal of t�me at Hesd�n. He wanted to make �t

good. The l�ttle horse was courageous, and pulled for two; but �t was
the month of February, there had been ra�n; the roads were bad. And
then, �t was no longer the t�lbury. The cart was very heavy, and �n
add�t�on, there were many ascents.

He took nearly four hours to go from Hesd�n to Sa�nt-Pol; four
hours for f�ve leagues.

At Sa�nt-Pol he had the horse unharnessed at the f�rst �nn he came
to and led to the stable; as he had prom�sed Scauffla�re, he stood
bes�de the manger wh�le the horse was eat�ng; he thought of sad
and confus�ng th�ngs.

The �nn-keeper’s w�fe came to the stable.
“Does not Mons�eur w�sh to breakfast?”
“Come, that �s true; I even have a good appet�te.”
He followed the woman, who had a rosy, cheerful face; she led

h�m to the publ�c room where there were tables covered w�th waxed
cloth.

“Make haste!” sa�d he; “I must start aga�n; I am �n a hurry.”
A b�g Flem�sh servant-ma�d placed h�s kn�fe and fork �n all haste;

he looked at the g�rl w�th a sensat�on of comfort.
“That �s what a�led me,” he thought; “I had not breakfasted.”
H�s breakfast was served; he se�zed the bread, took a mouthful,

and then slowly replaced �t on the table, and d�d not touch �t aga�n.
A carter was eat�ng at another table; he sa�d to th�s man:—
“Why �s the�r bread so b�tter here?”
The carter was a German and d�d not understand h�m.
He returned to the stable and rema�ned near the horse.
An hour later he had qu�tted Sa�nt-Pol and was d�rect�ng h�s

course towards T�nques, wh�ch �s only f�ve leagues from Arras.



What d�d he do dur�ng th�s journey? Of what was he th�nk�ng? As
�n the morn�ng, he watched the trees, the thatched roofs, the t�lled
f�elds pass by, and the way �n wh�ch the landscape, broken at every
turn of the road, van�shed; th�s �s a sort of contemplat�on wh�ch
somet�mes suff�ces to the soul, and almost rel�eves �t from thought.
What �s more melancholy and more profound than to see a thousand
objects for the f�rst and the last t�me? To travel �s to be born and to
d�e at every �nstant; perhaps, �n the vaguest reg�on of h�s m�nd, he
d�d make compar�sons between the sh�ft�ng hor�zon and our human
ex�stence: all the th�ngs of l�fe are perpetually flee�ng before us; the
dark and br�ght �ntervals are �nterm�ngled; after a dazzl�ng moment,
an ecl�pse; we look, we hasten, we stretch out our hands to grasp
what �s pass�ng; each event �s a turn �n the road, and, all at once, we
are old; we feel a shock; all �s black; we d�st�ngu�sh an obscure door;
the gloomy horse of l�fe, wh�ch has been draw�ng us halts, and we
see a ve�led and unknown person unharness�ng am�d the shadows.

Tw�l�ght was fall�ng when the ch�ldren who were com�ng out of
school beheld th�s traveller enter T�nques; �t �s true that the days
were st�ll short; he d�d not halt at T�nques; as he emerged from the
v�llage, a laborer, who was mend�ng the road w�th stones, ra�sed h�s
head and sa�d to h�m:—

“That horse �s very much fat�gued.”
The poor beast was, �n fact, go�ng at a walk.
“Are you go�ng to Arras?” added the road-mender.
“Yes.”
“If you go on at that rate you w�ll not arr�ve very early.”
He stopped h�s horse, and asked the laborer:—
“How far �s �t from here to Arras?”
“Nearly seven good leagues.”
“How �s that? the post�ng gu�de only says f�ve leagues and a

quarter.”
“Ah!” returned the road-mender, “so you don’t know that the road

�s under repa�r? You w�ll f�nd �t barred a quarter of an hour further on;
there �s no way to proceed further.”



“Really?”
“You w�ll take the road on the left, lead�ng to Carency; you w�ll

cross the r�ver; when you reach Cambl�n, you w�ll turn to the r�ght;
that �s the road to Mont-Sa�nt-Éloy wh�ch leads to Arras.”

“But �t �s n�ght, and I shall lose my way.”
“You do not belong �n these parts?”
“No.”
“And, bes�des, �t �s all crossroads; stop! s�r,” resumed the road-

mender; “shall I g�ve you a p�ece of adv�ce? your horse �s t�red;
return to T�nques; there �s a good �nn there; sleep there; you can
reach Arras to-morrow.”

“I must be there th�s even�ng.”
“That �s d�fferent; but go to the �nn all the same, and get an extra

horse; the stable-boy w�ll gu�de you through the crossroads.”
He followed the road-mender’s adv�ce, retraced h�s steps, and,

half an hour later, he passed the same spot aga�n, but th�s t�me at full
speed, w�th a good horse to a�d; a stable-boy, who called h�mself a
post�l�on, was seated on the shaft of the car�ole.

St�ll, he felt that he had lost t�me.
N�ght had fully come.
They turned �nto the crossroad; the way became fr�ghtfully bad;

the cart lurched from one rut to the other; he sa�d to the post�l�on:—
“Keep at a trot, and you shall have a double fee.”
In one of the jolts, the wh�ffle-tree broke.
“There’s the wh�ffle-tree broken, s�r,” sa�d the post�l�on; “I don’t

know how to harness my horse now; th�s road �s very bad at n�ght; �f
you w�sh to return and sleep at T�nques, we could be �n Arras early
to-morrow morn�ng.”

He repl�ed, “Have you a b�t of rope and a kn�fe?”
“Yes, s�r.”
He cut a branch from a tree and made a wh�ffle-tree of �t.
Th�s caused another loss of twenty m�nutes; but they set out aga�n

at a gallop.



The pla�n was gloomy; low-hang�ng, black, cr�sp fogs crept over
the h�lls and wrenched themselves away l�ke smoke: there were
wh�t�sh gleams �n the clouds; a strong breeze wh�ch blew �n from the
sea produced a sound �n all quarters of the hor�zon, as of some one
mov�ng furn�ture; everyth�ng that could be seen assumed att�tudes of
terror. How many th�ngs sh�ver beneath these vast breaths of the
n�ght!

He was st�ff w�th cold; he had eaten noth�ng s�nce the n�ght before;
he vaguely recalled h�s other nocturnal tr�p �n the vast pla�n �n the
ne�ghborhood of D——, e�ght years prev�ously, and �t seemed but
yesterday.

The hour struck from a d�stant tower; he asked the boy:—
“What t�me �s �t?”
“Seven o’clock, s�r; we shall reach Arras at e�ght; we have but

three leagues st�ll to go.”
At that moment, he for the f�rst t�me �ndulged �n th�s reflect�on,

th�nk�ng �t odd the wh�le that �t had not occurred to h�m sooner: that
all th�s trouble wh�ch he was tak�ng was, perhaps, useless; that he
d�d not know so much as the hour of the tr�al; that he should, at least,
have �nformed h�mself of that; that he was fool�sh to go thus stra�ght
ahead w�thout know�ng whether he would be of any serv�ce or not;
then he sketched out some calculat�ons �n h�s m�nd: that, ord�nar�ly,
the s�tt�ngs of the Court of Ass�zes began at n�ne o’clock �n the
morn�ng; that �t could not be a long affa�r; that the theft of the apples
would be very br�ef; that there would then rema�n only a quest�on of
�dent�ty, four or f�ve depos�t�ons, and very l�ttle for the lawyers to say;
that he should arr�ve after all was over.

The post�l�on wh�pped up the horses; they had crossed the r�ver
and left Mont-Sa�nt-Éloy beh�nd them.

The n�ght grew more profound.



CHAPTER VI—SISTER SIMPLICE PUT
TO THE PROOF

But at that moment Fant�ne was joyous.
She had passed a very bad n�ght; her cough was fr�ghtful; her

fever had doubled �n �ntens�ty; she had had dreams: �n the morn�ng,
when the doctor pa�d h�s v�s�t, she was del�r�ous; he assumed an
alarmed look, and ordered that he should be �nformed as soon as M.
Madele�ne arr�ved.

All the morn�ng she was melancholy, sa�d but l�ttle, and la�d pla�ts
�n her sheets, murmur�ng the wh�le, �n a low vo�ce, calculat�ons wh�ch
seemed to be calculat�ons of d�stances. Her eyes were hollow and
star�ng. They seemed almost ext�ngu�shed at �ntervals, then l�ghted
up aga�n and shone l�ke stars. It seems as though, at the approach
of a certa�n dark hour, the l�ght of heaven f�lls those who are qu�tt�ng
the l�ght of earth.

Each t�me that S�ster S�mpl�ce asked her how she felt, she repl�ed
�nvar�ably, “Well. I should l�ke to see M. Madele�ne.”

Some months before th�s, at the moment when Fant�ne had just
lost her last modesty, her last shame, and her last joy, she was the
shadow of herself; now she was the spectre of herself. Phys�cal
suffer�ng had completed the work of moral suffer�ng. Th�s creature of
f�ve and twenty had a wr�nkled brow, flabby cheeks, p�nched nostr�ls,
teeth from wh�ch the gums had receded, a leaden complex�on, a
bony neck, prom�nent shoulder-blades, fra�l l�mbs, a clayey sk�n, and
her golden ha�r was grow�ng out spr�nkled w�th gray. Alas! how
�llness �mprov�ses old-age!

At m�dday the phys�c�an returned, gave some d�rect�ons, �nqu�red
whether the mayor had made h�s appearance at the �nf�rmary, and
shook h�s head.



M. Madele�ne usually came to see the �nval�d at three o’clock. As
exactness �s k�ndness, he was exact.

About half-past two, Fant�ne began to be restless. In the course of
twenty m�nutes, she asked the nun more than ten t�mes, “What t�me
�s �t, s�ster?”

Three o’clock struck. At the th�rd stroke, Fant�ne sat up �n bed; she
who could, �n general, hardly turn over, jo�ned her yellow, fleshless
hands �n a sort of convuls�ve clasp, and the nun heard her utter one
of those profound s�ghs wh�ch seem to throw off deject�on. Then
Fant�ne turned and looked at the door.

No one entered; the door d�d not open.
She rema�ned thus for a quarter of an hour, her eyes r�veted on

the door, mot�onless and apparently hold�ng her breath. The s�ster
dared not speak to her. The clock struck a quarter past three.
Fant�ne fell back on her p�llow.

She sa�d noth�ng, but began to pla�t the sheets once more.
Half an hour passed, then an hour, no one came; every t�me the

clock struck, Fant�ne started up and looked towards the door, then
fell back aga�n.

Her thought was clearly percept�ble, but she uttered no name, she
made no compla�nt, she blamed no one. But she coughed �n a
melancholy way. One would have sa�d that someth�ng dark was
descend�ng upon her. She was l�v�d and her l�ps were blue. She
sm�led now and then.

F�ve o’clock struck. Then the s�ster heard her say, very low and
gently, “He �s wrong not to come to-day, s�nce I am go�ng away to-
morrow.”

S�ster S�mpl�ce herself was surpr�sed at M. Madele�ne’s delay.
In the meant�me, Fant�ne was star�ng at the tester of her bed. She

seemed to be endeavor�ng to recall someth�ng. All at once she
began to s�ng �n a vo�ce as feeble as a breath. The nun l�stened. Th�s
�s what Fant�ne was s�ng�ng:—
“Lovely things we will buy
As we stroll the faubourgs through.
Roses are pink, corn-flowers are blue,
I love my love, corn-flowers are blue.



“Yestere’en the V�rg�n Mary came near my stove, �n a bro�dered
mantle clad, and sa�d to me, ‘Here, h�de ‘neath my ve�l the ch�ld
whom you one day begged from me. Haste to the c�ty, buy l�nen, buy
a needle, buy thread.’
“Lovely things we will buy
As we stroll the faubourgs through.

“Dear Holy V�rg�n, bes�de my stove I have set a cradle w�th r�bbons
decked. God may g�ve me h�s lovel�est star; I prefer the ch�ld thou
hast granted me. ‘Madame, what shall I do w�th th�s l�nen
f�ne?’—‘Make of �t clothes for thy new-born babe.’
“Roses are pink and corn-flowers are blue,
I love my love, and corn-flowers are blue.

“‘Wash th�s l�nen.’—‘Where?’—‘In the stream. Make of �t, so�l�ng
not, spo�l�ng not, a pett�coat fa�r w�th �ts bod�ce f�ne, wh�ch I w�ll
embro�der and f�ll w�th flowers.’—‘Madame, the ch�ld �s no longer
here; what �s to be done?’—‘Then make of �t a w�nd�ng-sheet �n
wh�ch to bury me.’
“Lovely things we will buy
As we stroll the faubourgs through,
Roses are pink, corn-flowers are blue,
I love my love, corn-flowers are blue.”

Th�s song was an old cradle romance w�th wh�ch she had, �n
former days, lulled her l�ttle Cosette to sleep, and wh�ch had never
recurred to her m�nd �n all the f�ve years dur�ng wh�ch she had been
parted from her ch�ld. She sang �t �n so sad a vo�ce, and to so sweet
an a�r, that �t was enough to make any one, even a nun, weep. The
s�ster, accustomed as she was to auster�t�es, felt a tear spr�ng to her
eyes.

The clock struck s�x. Fant�ne d�d not seem to hear �t. She no
longer seemed to pay attent�on to anyth�ng about her.

S�ster S�mpl�ce sent a serv�ng-ma�d to �nqu�re of the portress of the
factory, whether the mayor had returned, and �f he would not come to
the �nf�rmary soon. The g�rl returned �n a few m�nutes.

Fant�ne was st�ll mot�onless and seemed absorbed �n her own
thoughts.

The servant �nformed S�ster S�mpl�ce �n a very low tone, that the
mayor had set out that morn�ng before s�x o’clock, �n a l�ttle t�lbury
harnessed to a wh�te horse, cold as the weather was; that he had



gone alone, w�thout even a dr�ver; that no one knew what road he
had taken; that people sa�d he had been seen to turn �nto the road to
Arras; that others asserted that they had met h�m on the road to
Par�s. That when he went away he had been very gentle, as usual,
and that he had merely told the portress not to expect h�m that n�ght.

Wh�le the two women were wh�sper�ng together, w�th the�r backs
turned to Fant�ne’s bed, the s�ster �nterrogat�ng, the servant
conjectur�ng, Fant�ne, w�th the fever�sh v�vac�ty of certa�n organ�c
malad�es, wh�ch un�te the free movements of health w�th the fr�ghtful
emac�at�on of death, had ra�sed herself to her knees �n bed, w�th her
shr�velled hands rest�ng on the bolster, and her head thrust through
the open�ng of the curta�ns, and was l�sten�ng. All at once she cr�ed:
—

“You are speak�ng of M. Madele�ne! Why are you talk�ng so low?
What �s he do�ng? Why does he not come?”

Her vo�ce was so abrupt and hoarse that the two women thought
they heard the vo�ce of a man; they wheeled round �n affr�ght.

“Answer me!” cr�ed Fant�ne.
The servant stammered:—
“The portress told me that he could not come to-day.”
“Be calm, my ch�ld,” sa�d the s�ster; “l�e down aga�n.”
Fant�ne, w�thout chang�ng her att�tude, cont�nued �n a loud vo�ce,

and w�th an accent that was both �mper�ous and heart-rend�ng:—
“He cannot come? Why not? You know the reason. You are

wh�sper�ng �t to each other there. I want to know �t.”
The servant-ma�d hastened to say �n the nun’s ear, “Say that he �s

busy w�th the c�ty counc�l.”
S�ster S�mpl�ce blushed fa�ntly, for �t was a l�e that the ma�d had

proposed to her.
On the other hand, �t seemed to her that the mere commun�cat�on

of the truth to the �nval�d would, w�thout doubt, deal her a terr�ble
blow, and that th�s was a ser�ous matter �n Fant�ne’s present state.
Her flush d�d not last long; the s�ster ra�sed her calm, sad eyes to
Fant�ne, and sa�d, “Mons�eur le Ma�re has gone away.”



Fant�ne ra�sed herself and crouched on her heels �n the bed: her
eyes sparkled; �ndescr�bable joy beamed from that melancholy face.

“Gone!” she cr�ed; “he has gone to get Cosette.”
Then she ra�sed her arms to heaven, and her wh�te face became

�neffable; her l�ps moved; she was pray�ng �n a low vo�ce.
When her prayer was f�n�shed, “S�ster,” she sa�d, “I am w�ll�ng to l�e

down aga�n; I w�ll do anyth�ng you w�sh; I was naughty just now; I
beg your pardon for hav�ng spoken so loud; �t �s very wrong to talk
loudly; I know that well, my good s�ster, but, you see, I am very
happy: the good God �s good; M. Madele�ne �s good; just th�nk! he
has gone to Montferme�l to get my l�ttle Cosette.”

She lay down aga�n, w�th the nun’s ass�stance, helped the nun to
arrange her p�llow, and k�ssed the l�ttle s�lver cross wh�ch she wore
on her neck, and wh�ch S�ster S�mpl�ce had g�ven her.

“My ch�ld,” sa�d the s�ster, “try to rest now, and do not talk any
more.”

Fant�ne took the s�ster’s hand �n her mo�st hands, and the latter
was pa�ned to feel that persp�rat�on.

“He set out th�s morn�ng for Par�s; �n fact, he need not even go
through Par�s; Montferme�l �s a l�ttle to the left as you come thence.
Do you remember how he sa�d to me yesterday, when I spoke to h�m
of Cosette, Soon, soon? He wants to g�ve me a surpr�se, you know!
he made me s�gn a letter so that she could be taken from the
Thénard�ers; they cannot say anyth�ng, can they? they w�ll g�ve back
Cosette, for they have been pa�d; the author�t�es w�ll not allow them
to keep the ch�ld s�nce they have rece�ved the�r pay. Do not make
s�gns to me that I must not talk, s�ster! I am extremely happy; I am
do�ng well; I am not �ll at all any more; I am go�ng to see Cosette
aga�n; I am even qu�te hungry; �t �s nearly f�ve years s�nce I saw her
last; you cannot �mag�ne how much attached one gets to ch�ldren,
and then, she w�ll be so pretty; you w�ll see! If you only knew what
pretty l�ttle rosy f�ngers she had! In the f�rst place, she w�ll have very
beaut�ful hands; she had r�d�culous hands when she was only a year
old; l�ke th�s! she must be a b�g g�rl now; she �s seven years old; she
�s qu�te a young lady; I call her Cosette, but her name �s really
Euphras�e. Stop! th�s morn�ng I was look�ng at the dust on the



ch�mney-p�ece, and I had a sort of �dea come across me, l�ke that,
that I should see Cosette aga�n soon. Mon D�eu! how wrong �t �s not
to see one’s ch�ldren for years! One ought to reflect that l�fe �s not
eternal. Oh, how good M. le Ma�re �s to go! �t �s very cold! �t �s true;
he had on h�s cloak, at least? he w�ll be here to-morrow, w�ll he not?
to-morrow w�ll be a fest�val day; to-morrow morn�ng, s�ster, you must
rem�nd me to put on my l�ttle cap that has lace on �t. What a place
that Montferme�l �s! I took that journey on foot once; �t was very long
for me, but the d�l�gences go very qu�ckly! he w�ll be here to-morrow
w�th Cosette: how far �s �t from here to Montferme�l?”

The s�ster, who had no �dea of d�stances, repl�ed, “Oh, I th�nk that
he w�ll be here to-morrow.”

“To-morrow! to-morrow!” sa�d Fant�ne, “I shall see Cosette to-
morrow! you see, good s�ster of the good God, that I am no longer �ll;
I am mad; I could dance �f any one w�shed �t.”

A person who had seen her a quarter of an hour prev�ously would
not have understood the change; she was all rosy now; she spoke �n
a l�vely and natural vo�ce; her whole face was one sm�le; now and
then she talked, she laughed softly; the joy of a mother �s almost
�nfant�le.

“Well,” resumed the nun, “now that you are happy, m�nd me, and
do not talk any more.”

Fant�ne la�d her head on her p�llow and sa�d �n a low vo�ce: “Yes,
l�e down aga�n; be good, for you are go�ng to have your ch�ld; S�ster
S�mpl�ce �s r�ght; every one here �s r�ght.”

And then, w�thout st�rr�ng, w�thout even mov�ng her head, she
began to stare all about her w�th w�de-open eyes and a joyous a�r,
and she sa�d noth�ng more.

The s�ster drew the curta�ns together aga�n, hop�ng that she would
fall �nto a doze. Between seven and e�ght o’clock the doctor came;
not hear�ng any sound, he thought Fant�ne was asleep, entered
softly, and approached the bed on t�ptoe; he opened the curta�ns a
l�ttle, and, by the l�ght of the taper, he saw Fant�ne’s b�g eyes gaz�ng
at h�m.



She sa�d to h�m, “She w�ll be allowed to sleep bes�de me �n a l�ttle
bed, w�ll she not, s�r?”

The doctor thought that she was del�r�ous. She added:—
“See! there �s just room.”
The doctor took S�ster S�mpl�ce as�de, and she expla�ned matters

to h�m; that M. Madele�ne was absent for a day or two, and that �n
the�r doubt they had not thought �t well to undece�ve the �nval�d, who
bel�eved that the mayor had gone to Montferme�l; that �t was
poss�ble, after all, that her guess was correct: the doctor approved.

He returned to Fant�ne’s bed, and she went on:—
“You see, when she wakes up �n the morn�ng, I shall be able to

say good morn�ng to her, poor k�tten, and when I cannot sleep at
n�ght, I can hear her asleep; her l�ttle gentle breath�ng w�ll do me
good.”

“G�ve me your hand,” sa�d the doctor.
She stretched out her arm, and excla�med w�th a laugh:—
“Ah, hold! �n truth, you d�d not know �t; I am cured; Cosette w�ll

arr�ve to-morrow.”
The doctor was surpr�sed; she was better; the pressure on her

chest had decreased; her pulse had rega�ned �ts strength; a sort of
l�fe had suddenly supervened and rean�mated th�s poor, worn-out
creature.

“Doctor,” she went on, “d�d the s�ster tell you that M. le Ma�re has
gone to get that m�te of a ch�ld?”

The doctor recommended s�lence, and that all pa�nful emot�ons
should be avo�ded; he prescr�bed an �nfus�on of pure ch�nchona,
and, �n case the fever should �ncrease aga�n dur�ng the n�ght, a
calm�ng pot�on. As he took h�s departure, he sa�d to the s�ster:—

“She �s do�ng better; �f good luck w�lled that the mayor should
actually arr�ve to-morrow w�th the ch�ld, who knows? there are cr�ses
so astound�ng; great joy has been known to arrest malad�es; I know
well that th�s �s an organ�c d�sease, and �n an advanced state, but all
those th�ngs are such myster�es: we may be able to save her.”



CHAPTER VII—THE TRAVELLER ON
HIS ARRIVAL TAKES PRECAUTIONS

FOR DEPARTURE
It was nearly e�ght o’clock �n the even�ng when the cart, wh�ch we

left on the road, entered the porte-cochère of the Hotel de la Poste �n
Arras; the man whom we have been follow�ng up to th�s moment
al�ghted from �t, responded w�th an abstracted a�r to the attent�ons of
the people of the �nn, sent back the extra horse, and w�th h�s own
hands led the l�ttle wh�te horse to the stable; then he opened the
door of a b�ll�ard-room wh�ch was s�tuated on the ground floor, sat
down there, and leaned h�s elbows on a table; he had taken fourteen
hours for the journey wh�ch he had counted on mak�ng �n s�x; he d�d
h�mself the just�ce to acknowledge that �t was not h�s fault, but at
bottom, he was not sorry.

The landlady of the hotel entered.
“Does Mons�eur w�sh a bed? Does Mons�eur requ�re supper?”
He made a s�gn of the head �n the negat�ve.
“The stableman says that Mons�eur’s horse �s extremely fat�gued.”
Here he broke h�s s�lence.
“W�ll not the horse be �n a cond�t�on to set out aga�n to-morrow

morn�ng?”
“Oh, Mons�eur! he must rest for two days at least.”
He �nqu�red:—
“Is not the post�ng-stat�on located here?”
“Yes, s�r.”
The hostess conducted h�m to the off�ce; he showed h�s passport,

and �nqu�red whether there was any way of return�ng that same n�ght



to M. sur M. by the ma�l-wagon; the seat bes�de the post-boy
chanced to be vacant; he engaged �t and pa�d for �t. “Mons�eur,” sa�d
the clerk, “do not fa�l to be here ready to start at prec�sely one o’clock
�n the morn�ng.”

Th�s done, he left the hotel and began to wander about the town.
He was not acqua�nted w�th Arras; the streets were dark, and he

walked on at random; but he seemed bent upon not ask�ng the way
of the passers-by. He crossed the l�ttle r�ver Cr�nchon, and found
h�mself �n a labyr�nth of narrow alleys where he lost h�s way. A c�t�zen
was pass�ng along w�th a lantern. After some hes�tat�on, he dec�ded
to apply to th�s man, not w�thout hav�ng f�rst glanced beh�nd and �n
front of h�m, as though he feared lest some one should hear the
quest�on wh�ch he was about to put.

“Mons�eur,” sa�d he, “where �s the court-house, �f you please.”
“You do not belong �n town, s�r?” repl�ed the bourgeo�s, who was

an old�sh man; “well, follow me. I happen to be go�ng �n the d�rect�on
of the court-house, that �s to say, �n the d�rect�on of the hotel of the
prefecture; for the court-house �s undergo�ng repa�rs just at th�s
moment, and the courts are hold�ng the�r s�tt�ngs prov�s�onally �n the
prefecture.”

“Is �t there that the Ass�zes are held?” he asked.
“Certa�nly, s�r; you see, the prefecture of to-day was the b�shop’s

palace before the Revolut�on. M. de Conz�é, who was b�shop �n ’82,
bu�lt a grand hall there. It �s �n th�s grand hall that the court �s held.”

On the way, the bourgeo�s sa�d to h�m:—
“If Mons�eur des�res to w�tness a case, �t �s rather late. The s�tt�ngs

generally close at s�x o’clock.”
When they arr�ved on the grand square, however, the man po�nted

out to h�m four long w�ndows all l�ghted up, �n the front of a vast and
gloomy bu�ld�ng.

“Upon my word, s�r, you are �n luck; you have arr�ved �n season.
Do you see those four w�ndows? That �s the Court of Ass�zes. There
�s l�ght there, so they are not through. The matter must have been
greatly protracted, and they are hold�ng an even�ng sess�on. Do you



take an �nterest �n th�s affa�r? Is �t a cr�m�nal case? Are you a
w�tness?”

He repl�ed:—
“I have not come on any bus�ness; I only w�sh to speak to one of

the lawyers.”
“That �s d�fferent,” sa�d the bourgeo�s. “Stop, s�r; here �s the door

where the sentry stands. You have only to ascend the grand
sta�rcase.”

He conformed to the bourgeo�s’s d�rect�ons, and a few m�nutes
later he was �n a hall conta�n�ng many people, and where groups,
�nterm�ngled w�th lawyers �n the�r gowns, were wh�sper�ng together
here and there.

It �s always a heart-break�ng th�ng to see these congregat�ons of
men robed �n black, murmur�ng together �n low vo�ces, on the
threshold of the halls of just�ce. It �s rare that char�ty and p�ty are the
outcome of these words. Condemnat�ons pronounced �n advance
are more l�kely to be the result. All these groups seem to the pass�ng
and thoughtful observer so many sombre h�ves where buzz�ng sp�r�ts
construct �n concert all sorts of dark ed�f�ces.

Th�s spac�ous hall, �llum�nated by a s�ngle lamp, was the old hall of
the ep�scopal palace, and served as the large hall of the palace of
just�ce. A double-leaved door, wh�ch was closed at that moment,
separated �t from the large apartment where the court was s�tt�ng.

The obscur�ty was such that he d�d not fear to accost the f�rst
lawyer whom he met.

“What stage have they reached, s�r?” he asked.
“It �s f�n�shed,” sa�d the lawyer.
“F�n�shed!”
Th�s word was repeated �n such accents that the lawyer turned

round.
“Excuse me s�r; perhaps you are a relat�ve?”
“No; I know no one here. Has judgment been pronounced?”
“Of course. Noth�ng else was poss�ble.”
“To penal serv�tude?”



“For l�fe.”
He cont�nued, �n a vo�ce so weak that �t was barely aud�ble:—
“Then h�s �dent�ty was establ�shed?”
“What �dent�ty?” repl�ed the lawyer. “There was no �dent�ty to be

establ�shed. The matter was very s�mple. The woman had murdered
her ch�ld; the �nfant�c�de was proved; the jury threw out the quest�on
of premed�tat�on, and she was condemned for l�fe.”

“So �t was a woman?” sa�d he.
“Why, certa�nly. The L�mos�n woman. Of what are you speak�ng?”
“Noth�ng. But s�nce �t �s all over, how comes �t that the hall �s st�ll

l�ghted?”
“For another case, wh�ch was begun about two hours ago.”
“What other case?”
“Oh! th�s one �s a clear case also. It �s about a sort of blackguard;

a man arrested for a second offence; a conv�ct who has been gu�lty
of theft. I don’t know h�s name exactly. There’s a band�t’s ph�z for
you! I’d send h�m to the galleys on the strength of h�s face alone.”

“Is there any way of gett�ng �nto the court-room, s�r?” sa�d he.
“I really th�nk that there �s not. There �s a great crowd. However,

the hear�ng has been suspended. Some people have gone out, and
when the hear�ng �s resumed, you m�ght make an effort.”

“Where �s the entrance?”
“Through yonder large door.”
The lawyer left h�m. In the course of a few moments he had

exper�enced, almost s�multaneously, almost �nterm�ngled w�th each
other, all poss�ble emot�ons. The words of th�s �nd�fferent spectator
had, �n turn, p�erced h�s heart l�ke needles of �ce and l�ke blades of
f�re. When he saw that noth�ng was settled, he breathed freely once
more; but he could not have told whether what he felt was pa�n or
pleasure.

He drew near to many groups and l�stened to what they were
say�ng. The docket of the sess�on was very heavy; the pres�dent had
appo�nted for the same day two short and s�mple cases. They had
begun w�th the �nfant�c�de, and now they had reached the conv�ct,



the old offender, the “return horse.” Th�s man had stolen apples, but
that d�d not appear to be ent�rely proved; what had been proved was,
that he had already been �n the galleys at Toulon. It was that wh�ch
lent a bad aspect to h�s case. However, the man’s exam�nat�on and
the depos�t�ons of the w�tnesses had been completed, but the
lawyer’s plea, and the speech of the publ�c prosecutor were st�ll to
come; �t could not be f�n�shed before m�dn�ght. The man would
probably be condemned; the attorney-general was very clever, and
never m�ssed h�s culpr�ts; he was a br�ll�ant fellow who wrote verses.

An usher stood at the door commun�cat�ng w�th the hall of the
Ass�zes. He �nqu�red of th�s usher:—

“W�ll the door be opened soon, s�r?”
“It w�ll not be opened at all,” repl�ed the usher.
“What! It w�ll not be opened when the hear�ng �s resumed? Is not

the hear�ng suspended?”
“The hear�ng has just been begun aga�n,” repl�ed the usher, “but

the door w�ll not be opened aga�n.”
“Why?”
“Because the hall �s full.”
“What! There �s not room for one more?”
“Not another one. The door �s closed. No one can enter now.”
The usher added after a pause: “There are, to tell the truth, two or

three extra places beh�nd Mons�eur le Prés�dent, but Mons�eur le
Prés�dent only adm�ts publ�c funct�onar�es to them.”

So say�ng, the usher turned h�s back.
He ret�red w�th bowed head, traversed the antechamber, and

slowly descended the sta�rs, as though hes�tat�ng at every step. It �s
probable that he was hold�ng counsel w�th h�mself. The v�olent
confl�ct wh�ch had been go�ng on w�th�n h�m s�nce the preced�ng
even�ng was not yet ended; and every moment he encountered
some new phase of �t. On reach�ng the land�ng-place, he leaned h�s
back aga�nst the balusters and folded h�s arms. All at once he
opened h�s coat, drew out h�s pocket-book, took from �t a penc�l, tore
out a leaf, and upon that leaf he wrote rap�dly, by the l�ght of the



street lantern, th�s l�ne: M. Madele�ne, Mayor of M. sur M.; then he
ascended the sta�rs once more w�th great str�des, made h�s way
through the crowd, walked stra�ght up to the usher, handed h�m the
paper, and sa�d �n an author�tat�ve manner:—

“Take th�s to Mons�eur le Prés�dent.”
The usher took the paper, cast a glance upon �t, and obeyed.



CHAPTER VIII—AN ENTRANCE BY
FAVOR

Although he d�d not suspect the fact, the mayor of M. sur M.
enjoyed a sort of celebr�ty. For the space of seven years h�s
reputat�on for v�rtue had f�lled the whole of Bas Boulonna�s; �t had
eventually passed the conf�nes of a small d�str�ct and had been
spread abroad through two or three ne�ghbor�ng departments.
Bes�des the serv�ce wh�ch he had rendered to the ch�ef town by
resusc�tat�ng the black jet �ndustry, there was not one out of the
hundred and forty communes of the arrond�ssement of M. sur M.
wh�ch was not �ndebted to h�m for some benef�t. He had even at
need contr�ved to a�d and mult�ply the �ndustr�es of other
arrond�ssements. It was thus that he had, when occas�on offered,
supported w�th h�s cred�t and h�s funds the l�nen factory at Boulogne,
the flax-sp�nn�ng �ndustry at Frévent, and the hydraul�c manufacture
of cloth at Boubers-sur-Canche. Everywhere the name of M.
Madele�ne was pronounced w�th venerat�on. Arras and Doua� env�ed
the happy l�ttle town of M. sur M. �ts mayor.

The Counc�llor of the Royal Court of Doua�, who was pres�d�ng
over th�s sess�on of the Ass�zes at Arras, was acqua�nted, �n
common w�th the rest of the world, w�th th�s name wh�ch was so
profoundly and un�versally honored. When the usher, d�screetly
open�ng the door wh�ch connected the counc�l-chamber w�th the
court-room, bent over the back of the Pres�dent’s armcha�r and
handed h�m the paper on wh�ch was �nscr�bed the l�ne wh�ch we
have just perused, add�ng: “The gentleman des�res to be present at
the tr�al,” the Pres�dent, w�th a qu�ck and deferent�al movement,
se�zed a pen and wrote a few words at the bottom of the paper and
returned �t to the usher, say�ng, “Adm�t h�m.”



The unhappy man whose h�story we are relat�ng had rema�ned
near the door of the hall, �n the same place and the same att�tude �n
wh�ch the usher had left h�m. In the m�dst of h�s rever�e he heard
some one say�ng to h�m, “W�ll Mons�eur do me the honor to follow
me?” It was the same usher who had turned h�s back upon h�m but a
moment prev�ously, and who was now bow�ng to the earth before
h�m. At the same t�me, the usher handed h�m the paper. He unfolded
�t, and as he chanced to be near the l�ght, he could read �t.

“The Pres�dent of the Court of Ass�zes presents h�s respects to M.
Madele�ne.”

He crushed the paper �n h�s hand as though those words
conta�ned for h�m a strange and b�tter aftertaste.

He followed the usher.
A few m�nutes later he found h�mself alone �n a sort of wa�nscoted

cab�net of severe aspect, l�ghted by two wax candles, placed upon a
table w�th a green cloth. The last words of the usher who had just
qu�tted h�m st�ll rang �n h�s ears: “Mons�eur, you are now �n the
counc�l-chamber; you have only to turn the copper handle of yonder
door, and you w�ll f�nd yourself �n the court-room, beh�nd the
Pres�dent’s cha�r.” These words were m�ngled �n h�s thoughts w�th a
vague memory of narrow corr�dors and dark sta�rcases wh�ch he had
recently traversed.

The usher had left h�m alone. The supreme moment had arr�ved.
He sought to collect h�s facult�es, but could not. It �s ch�efly at the
moment when there �s the greatest need for attach�ng them to the
pa�nful real�t�es of l�fe, that the threads of thought snap w�th�n the
bra�n. He was �n the very place where the judges del�berated and
condemned. W�th stup�d tranqu�ll�ty he surveyed th�s peaceful and
terr�ble apartment, where so many l�ves had been broken, wh�ch was
soon to r�ng w�th h�s name, and wh�ch h�s fate was at that moment
travers�ng. He stared at the wall, then he looked at h�mself,
wonder�ng that �t should be that chamber and that �t should be he.

He had eaten noth�ng for four and twenty hours; he was worn out
by the jolts of the cart, but he was not consc�ous of �t. It seemed to
h�m that he felt noth�ng.



He approached a black frame wh�ch was suspended on the wall,
and wh�ch conta�ned, under glass, an anc�ent autograph letter of
Jean N�colas Pache, mayor of Par�s and m�n�ster, and dated, through
an error, no doubt, the 9th of June, of the year II., and �n wh�ch
Pache forwarded to the commune the l�st of m�n�sters and deput�es
held �n arrest by them. Any spectator who had chanced to see h�m at
that moment, and who had watched h�m, would have �mag�ned,
doubtless, that th�s letter struck h�m as very cur�ous, for he d�d not
take h�s eyes from �t, and he read �t two or three t�mes. He read �t
w�thout pay�ng any attent�on to �t, and unconsc�ously. He was
th�nk�ng of Fant�ne and Cosette.

As he dreamed, he turned round, and h�s eyes fell upon the brass
knob of the door wh�ch separated h�m from the Court of Ass�zes. He
had almost forgotten that door. H�s glance, calm at f�rst, paused
there, rema�ned f�xed on that brass handle, then grew terr�f�ed, and
l�ttle by l�ttle became �mpregnated w�th fear. Beads of persp�rat�on
burst forth among h�s ha�r and tr�ckled down upon h�s temples.

At a certa�n moment he made that �ndescr�bable gesture of a sort
of author�ty m�ngled w�th rebell�on, wh�ch �s �ntended to convey, and
wh�ch does so well convey, “Pard�eu! who compels me to th�s?” Then
he wheeled br�skly round, caught s�ght of the door through wh�ch he
had entered �n front of h�m, went to �t, opened �t, and passed out. He
was no longer �n that chamber; he was outs�de �n a corr�dor, a long,
narrow corr�dor, broken by steps and grat�ngs, mak�ng all sorts of
angles, l�ghted here and there by lanterns s�m�lar to the n�ght taper of
�nval�ds, the corr�dor through wh�ch he had approached. He
breathed, he l�stened; not a sound �n front, not a sound beh�nd h�m,
and he fled as though pursued.

When he had turned many angles �n th�s corr�dor, he st�ll l�stened.
The same s�lence re�gned, and there was the same darkness around
h�m. He was out of breath; he staggered; he leaned aga�nst the wall.
The stone was cold; the persp�rat�on lay �ce-cold on h�s brow; he
stra�ghtened h�mself up w�th a sh�ver.

Then, there alone �n the darkness, trembl�ng w�th cold and w�th
someth�ng else, too, perchance, he med�tated.



He had med�tated all n�ght long; he had med�tated all the day: he
heard w�th�n h�m but one vo�ce, wh�ch sa�d, “Alas!”

A quarter of an hour passed thus. At length he bowed h�s head,
s�ghed w�th agony, dropped h�s arms, and retraced h�s steps. He
walked slowly, and as though crushed. It seemed as though some
one had overtaken h�m �n h�s fl�ght and was lead�ng h�m back.

He re-entered the counc�l-chamber. The f�rst th�ng he caught s�ght
of was the knob of the door. Th�s knob, wh�ch was round and of
pol�shed brass, shone l�ke a terr�ble star for h�m. He gazed at �t as a
lamb m�ght gaze �nto the eye of a t�ger.

He could not take h�s eyes from �t. From t�me to t�me he advanced
a step and approached the door.

Had he l�stened, he would have heard the sound of the adjo�n�ng
hall l�ke a sort of confused murmur; but he d�d not l�sten, and he d�d
not hear.

Suddenly, w�thout h�mself know�ng how �t happened, he found
h�mself near the door; he grasped the knob convuls�vely; the door
opened.

He was �n the court-room.



CHAPTER IX—A PLACE WHERE
CONVICTIONS ARE IN PROCESS OF

FORMATION
He advanced a pace, closed the door mechan�cally beh�nd h�m,

and rema�ned stand�ng, contemplat�ng what he saw.
It was a vast and badly l�ghted apartment, now full of uproar, now

full of s�lence, where all the apparatus of a cr�m�nal case, w�th �ts
petty and mournful grav�ty �n the m�dst of the throng, was �n process
of development.

At the one end of the hall, the one where he was, were judges,
w�th abstracted a�r, �n threadbare robes, who were gnaw�ng the�r
na�ls or clos�ng the�r eyel�ds; at the other end, a ragged crowd;
lawyers �n all sorts of att�tudes; sold�ers w�th hard but honest faces;
anc�ent, spotted woodwork, a d�rty ce�l�ng, tables covered w�th serge
that was yellow rather than green; doors blackened by handmarks;
tap-room lamps wh�ch em�tted more smoke than l�ght, suspended
from na�ls �n the wa�nscot; on the tables candles �n brass
candlest�cks; darkness, ugl�ness, sadness; and from all th�s there
was d�sengaged an austere and august �mpress�on, for one there felt
that grand human th�ng wh�ch �s called the law, and that grand d�v�ne
th�ng wh�ch �s called just�ce.

No one �n all that throng pa�d any attent�on to h�m; all glances were
d�rected towards a s�ngle po�nt, a wooden bench placed aga�nst a
small door, �n the stretch of wall on the Pres�dent’s left; on th�s
bench, �llum�nated by several candles, sat a man between two
gendarmes.

Th�s man was the man.



He d�d not seek h�m; he saw h�m; h�s eyes went th�ther naturally,
as though they had known beforehand where that f�gure was.

He thought he was look�ng at h�mself, grown old; not absolutely
the same �n face, of course, but exactly s�m�lar �n att�tude and
aspect, w�th h�s br�stl�ng ha�r, w�th that w�ld and uneasy eye, w�th that
blouse, just as �t was on the day when he entered D——, full of
hatred, conceal�ng h�s soul �n that h�deous mass of fr�ghtful thoughts
wh�ch he had spent n�neteen years �n collect�ng on the floor of the
pr�son.

He sa�d to h�mself w�th a shudder, “Good God! shall I become l�ke
that aga�n?”

Th�s creature seemed to be at least s�xty; there was someth�ng
�ndescr�bably coarse, stup�d, and fr�ghtened about h�m.

At the sound made by the open�ng door, people had drawn as�de
to make way for h�m; the Pres�dent had turned h�s head, and,
understand�ng that the personage who had just entered was the
mayor of M. sur M., he had bowed to h�m; the attorney-general, who
had seen M. Madele�ne at M. sur M., wh�ther the dut�es of h�s off�ce
had called h�m more than once, recogn�zed h�m and saluted h�m
also: he had hardly perce�ved �t; he was the v�ct�m of a sort of
halluc�nat�on; he was watch�ng.

Judges, clerks, gendarmes, a throng of cruelly cur�ous heads, all
these he had already beheld once, �n days gone by, twenty-seven
years before; he had encountered those fatal th�ngs once more;
there they were; they moved; they ex�sted; �t was no longer an effort
of h�s memory, a m�rage of h�s thought; they were real gendarmes
and real judges, a real crowd, and real men of flesh and blood: �t was
all over; he beheld the monstrous aspects of h�s past reappear and
l�ve once more around h�m, w�th all that there �s form�dable �n real�ty.

All th�s was yawn�ng before h�m.
He was horr�f�ed by �t; he shut h�s eyes, and excla�med �n the

deepest recesses of h�s soul, “Never!”
And by a trag�c play of dest�ny wh�ch made all h�s �deas tremble,

and rendered h�m nearly mad, �t was another self of h�s that was
there! all called that man who was be�ng tr�ed Jean Valjean.



Under h�s very eyes, unheard-of v�s�on, he had a sort of
representat�on of the most horr�ble moment of h�s l�fe, enacted by h�s
spectre.

Everyth�ng was there; the apparatus was the same, the hour of the
n�ght, the faces of the judges, of sold�ers, and of spectators; all were
the same, only above the Pres�dent’s head there hung a cruc�f�x,
someth�ng wh�ch the courts had lacked at the t�me of h�s
condemnat�on: God had been absent when he had been judged.

There was a cha�r beh�nd h�m; he dropped �nto �t, terr�f�ed at the
thought that he m�ght be seen; when he was seated, he took
advantage of a p�le of cardboard boxes, wh�ch stood on the judge’s
desk, to conceal h�s face from the whole room; he could now see
w�thout be�ng seen; he had fully rega�ned consc�ousness of the
real�ty of th�ngs; gradually he recovered; he atta�ned that phase of
composure where �t �s poss�ble to l�sten.

M. Bamatabo�s was one of the jurors.
He looked for Javert, but d�d not see h�m; the seat of the w�tnesses

was h�dden from h�m by the clerk’s table, and then, as we have just
sa�d, the hall was sparely l�ghted.

At the moment of th�s entrance, the defendant’s lawyer had just
f�n�shed h�s plea.

The attent�on of all was exc�ted to the h�ghest p�tch; the affa�r had
lasted for three hours: for three hours that crowd had been watch�ng
a strange man, a m�serable spec�men of human�ty, e�ther profoundly
stup�d or profoundly subtle, gradually bend�ng beneath the we�ght of
a terr�ble l�keness. Th�s man, as the reader already knows, was a
vagabond who had been found �n a f�eld carry�ng a branch laden w�th
r�pe apples, broken �n the orchard of a ne�ghbor, called the P�erron
orchard. Who was th�s man? an exam�nat�on had been made;
w�tnesses had been heard, and they were unan�mous; l�ght had
abounded throughout the ent�re debate; the accusat�on sa�d: “We
have �n our grasp not only a marauder, a stealer of fru�t; we have
here, �n our hands, a band�t, an old offender who has broken h�s ban,
an ex-conv�ct, a m�screant of the most dangerous descr�pt�on, a
malefactor named Jean Valjean, whom just�ce has long been �n
search of, and who, e�ght years ago, on emerg�ng from the galleys at



Toulon, comm�tted a h�ghway robbery, accompan�ed by v�olence, on
the person of a ch�ld, a Savoyard named L�ttle Gerva�s; a cr�me
prov�ded for by art�cle 383 of the Penal Code, the r�ght to try h�m for
wh�ch we reserve hereafter, when h�s �dent�ty shall have been
jud�c�ally establ�shed. He has just comm�tted a fresh theft; �t �s a case
of a second offence; condemn h�m for the fresh deed; later on he w�ll
be judged for the old cr�me.” In the face of th�s accusat�on, �n the
face of the unan�m�ty of the w�tnesses, the accused appeared to be
aston�shed more than anyth�ng else; he made s�gns and gestures
wh�ch were meant to convey No, or else he stared at the ce�l�ng: he
spoke w�th d�ff�culty, repl�ed w�th embarrassment, but h�s whole
person, from head to foot, was a den�al; he was an �d�ot �n the
presence of all these m�nds ranged �n order of battle around h�m,
and l�ke a stranger �n the m�dst of th�s soc�ety wh�ch was se�z�ng fast
upon h�m; nevertheless, �t was a quest�on of the most menac�ng
future for h�m; the l�keness �ncreased every moment, and the ent�re
crowd surveyed, w�th more anx�ety than he d�d h�mself, that
sentence fre�ghted w�th calam�ty, wh�ch descended ever closer over
h�s head; there was even a gl�mpse of a poss�b�l�ty afforded; bes�des
the galleys, a poss�ble death penalty, �n case h�s �dent�ty were
establ�shed, and the affa�r of L�ttle Gerva�s were to end thereafter �n
condemnat�on. Who was th�s man? what was the nature of h�s
apathy? was �t �mbec�l�ty or craft? D�d he understand too well, or d�d
he not understand at all? these were quest�ons wh�ch d�v�ded the
crowd, and seemed to d�v�de the jury; there was someth�ng both
terr�ble and puzzl�ng �n th�s case: the drama was not only
melancholy; �t was also obscure.

The counsel for the defence had spoken tolerably well, �n that
prov�nc�al tongue wh�ch has long const�tuted the eloquence of the
bar, and wh�ch was formerly employed by all advocates, at Par�s as
well as at Romorant�n or at Montbr�son, and wh�ch to-day, hav�ng
become class�c, �s no longer spoken except by the off�c�al orators of
mag�stracy, to whom �t �s su�ted on account of �ts grave
sonorousness and �ts majest�c str�de; a tongue �n wh�ch a husband �s
called a consort, and a woman a spouse; Par�s, the centre of art and
c�v�l�zat�on; the k�ng, the monarch; Monse�gneur the B�shop, a
sa�nted pont�ff; the d�str�ct-attorney, the eloquent �nterpreter of publ�c



prosecut�on; the arguments, the accents wh�ch we have just l�stened
to; the age of Lou�s XIV., the grand age; a theatre, the temple of
Melpomene; the re�gn�ng fam�ly, the august blood of our k�ngs; a
concert, a mus�cal solemn�ty; the General Commandant of the
prov�nce, the �llustr�ous warr�or, who, etc.; the pup�ls �n the sem�nary,
these tender lev�t�es; errors �mputed to newspapers, the �mposture
wh�ch d�st�lls �ts venom through the columns of those organs; etc.
The lawyer had, accord�ngly, begun w�th an explanat�on as to the
theft of the apples,—an awkward matter couched �n f�ne style; but
Bén�gne Bossuet h�mself was obl�ged to allude to a ch�cken �n the
m�dst of a funeral orat�on, and he extr�cated h�mself from the
s�tuat�on �n stately fash�on. The lawyer establ�shed the fact that the
theft of the apples had not been c�rcumstant�ally proved. H�s cl�ent,
whom he, �n h�s character of counsel, pers�sted �n call�ng
Champmath�eu, had not been seen scal�ng that wall nor break�ng
that branch by any one. He had been taken w�th that branch (wh�ch
the lawyer preferred to call a bough) �n h�s possess�on; but he sa�d
that he had found �t broken off and ly�ng on the ground, and had
p�cked �t up. Where was there any proof to the contrary? No doubt
that branch had been broken off and concealed after the scal�ng of
the wall, then thrown away by the alarmed marauder; there was no
doubt that there had been a th�ef �n the case. But what proof was
there that that th�ef had been Champmath�eu? One th�ng only. H�s
character as an ex-conv�ct. The lawyer d�d not deny that that
character appeared to be, unhapp�ly, well attested; the accused had
res�ded at Faverolles; the accused had exerc�sed the call�ng of a
tree-pruner there; the name of Champmath�eu m�ght well have had
�ts or�g�n �n Jean Math�eu; all that was true,—�n short, four w�tnesses
recogn�ze Champmath�eu, pos�t�vely and w�thout hes�tat�on, as that
conv�ct, Jean Valjean; to these s�gns, to th�s test�mony, the counsel
could oppose noth�ng but the den�al of h�s cl�ent, the den�al of an
�nterested party; but suppos�ng that he was the conv�ct Jean Valjean,
d�d that prove that he was the th�ef of the apples? that was a
presumpt�on at the most, not a proof. The pr�soner, �t was true, and
h�s counsel, “�n good fa�th,” was obl�ged to adm�t �t, had adopted “a
bad system of defence.” He obst�nately den�ed everyth�ng, the theft
and h�s character of conv�ct. An adm�ss�on upon th�s last po�nt would



certa�nly have been better, and would have won for h�m the
�ndulgence of h�s judges; the counsel had adv�sed h�m to do th�s; but
the accused had obst�nately refused, th�nk�ng, no doubt, that he
would save everyth�ng by adm�tt�ng noth�ng. It was an error; but
ought not the pauc�ty of th�s �ntell�gence to be taken �nto
cons�derat�on? Th�s man was v�s�bly stup�d. Long-cont�nued
wretchedness �n the galleys, long m�sery outs�de the galleys, had
brutal�zed h�m, etc. He defended h�mself badly; was that a reason for
condemn�ng h�m? As for the affa�r w�th L�ttle Gerva�s, the counsel
need not d�scuss �t; �t d�d not enter �nto the case. The lawyer wound
up by beseech�ng the jury and the court, �f the �dent�ty of Jean
Valjean appeared to them to be ev�dent, to apply to h�m the pol�ce
penalt�es wh�ch are prov�ded for a cr�m�nal who has broken h�s ban,
and not the fr�ghtful chast�sement wh�ch descends upon the conv�ct
gu�lty of a second offence.

The d�str�ct-attorney answered the counsel for the defence. He
was v�olent and flor�d, as d�str�ct-attorneys usually are.

He congratulated the counsel for the defence on h�s “loyalty,” and
sk�lfully took advantage of th�s loyalty. He reached the accused
through all the concess�ons made by h�s lawyer. The advocate had
seemed to adm�t that the pr�soner was Jean Valjean. He took note of
th�s. So th�s man was Jean Valjean. Th�s po�nt had been conceded to
the accusat�on and could no longer be d�sputed. Here, by means of a
clever autonomas�a wh�ch went back to the sources and causes of
cr�me, the d�str�ct-attorney thundered aga�nst the �mmoral�ty of the
romant�c school, then dawn�ng under the name of the Satan�c
school, wh�ch had been bestowed upon �t by the cr�t�cs of the
Quot�d�enne and the Or�flamme; he attr�buted, not w�thout some
probab�l�ty, to the �nfluence of th�s perverse l�terature the cr�me of
Champmath�eu, or rather, to speak more correctly, of Jean Valjean.
Hav�ng exhausted these cons�derat�ons, he passed on to Jean
Valjean h�mself. Who was th�s Jean Valjean? Descr�pt�on of Jean
Valjean: a monster spewed forth, etc. The model for th�s sort of
descr�pt�on �s conta�ned �n the tale of Théramène, wh�ch �s not useful
to tragedy, but wh�ch every day renders great serv�ces to jud�c�al
eloquence. The aud�ence and the jury “shuddered.” The descr�pt�on
f�n�shed, the d�str�ct-attorney resumed w�th an orator�cal turn



calculated to ra�se the enthus�asm of the journal of the prefecture to
the h�ghest p�tch on the follow�ng day: And �t �s such a man, etc.,
etc., etc., vagabond, beggar, w�thout means of ex�stence, etc., etc.,
�nured by h�s past l�fe to culpable deeds, and but l�ttle reformed by
h�s sojourn �n the galleys, as was proved by the cr�me comm�tted
aga�nst L�ttle Gerva�s, etc., etc.; �t �s such a man, caught upon the
h�ghway �n the very act of theft, a few paces from a wall that had
been scaled, st�ll hold�ng �n h�s hand the object stolen, who den�es
the cr�me, the theft, the cl�mb�ng the wall; den�es everyth�ng; den�es
even h�s own �dent�ty! In add�t�on to a hundred other proofs, to wh�ch
we w�ll not recur, four w�tnesses recogn�ze h�m—Javert, the upr�ght
�nspector of pol�ce; Javert, and three of h�s former compan�ons �n
�nfamy, the conv�cts Brevet, Chen�ld�eu, and Cochepa�lle. What does
he offer �n oppos�t�on to th�s overwhelm�ng unan�m�ty? H�s den�al.
What obduracy! You w�ll do just�ce, gentlemen of the jury, etc., etc.
Wh�le the d�str�ct-attorney was speak�ng, the accused l�stened to h�m
open-mouthed, w�th a sort of amazement �n wh�ch some adm�rat�on
was assuredly blended. He was ev�dently surpr�sed that a man could
talk l�ke that. From t�me to t�me, at those “energet�c” moments of the
prosecutor’s speech, when eloquence wh�ch cannot conta�n �tself
overflows �n a flood of w�ther�ng ep�thets and envelops the accused
l�ke a storm, he moved h�s head slowly from r�ght to left and from left
to r�ght �n the sort of mute and melancholy protest w�th wh�ch he had
contented h�mself s�nce the beg�nn�ng of the argument. Two or three
t�mes the spectators who were nearest to h�m heard h�m say �n a low
vo�ce, “That �s what comes of not hav�ng asked M. Baloup.” The
d�str�ct-attorney d�rected the attent�on of the jury to th�s stup�d
att�tude, ev�dently del�berate, wh�ch denoted not �mbec�l�ty, but craft,
sk�ll, a hab�t of dece�v�ng just�ce, and wh�ch set forth �n all �ts
nakedness the “profound pervers�ty” of th�s man. He ended by
mak�ng h�s reserves on the affa�r of L�ttle Gerva�s and demand�ng a
severe sentence.

At that t�me, as the reader w�ll remember, �t was penal serv�tude
for l�fe.

The counsel for the defence rose, began by compl�ment�ng
Mons�eur l’Avocat-General on h�s “adm�rable speech,” then repl�ed



as best he could; but he weakened; the ground was ev�dently
sl�pp�ng away from under h�s feet.



CHAPTER X—THE SYSTEM OF
DENIALS

The moment for clos�ng the debate had arr�ved. The Pres�dent had
the accused stand up, and addressed to h�m the customary
quest�on, “Have you anyth�ng to add to your defence?”

The man d�d not appear to understand, as he stood there, tw�st�ng
�n h�s hands a terr�ble cap wh�ch he had.

The Pres�dent repeated the quest�on.
Th�s t�me the man heard �t. He seemed to understand. He made a

mot�on l�ke a man who �s just wak�ng up, cast h�s eyes about h�m,
stared at the aud�ence, the gendarmes, h�s counsel, the jury, the
court, la�d h�s monstrous f�st on the r�m of woodwork �n front of h�s
bench, took another look, and all at once, f�x�ng h�s glance upon the
d�str�ct-attorney, he began to speak. It was l�ke an erupt�on. It
seemed, from the manner �n wh�ch the words escaped from h�s
mouth,—�ncoherent, �mpetuous, pell-mell, tumbl�ng over each other,
—as though they were all press�ng forward to �ssue forth at once. He
sa�d:—

“Th�s �s what I have to say. That I have been a wheelwr�ght �n
Par�s, and that �t was w�th Mons�eur Baloup. It �s a hard trade. In the
wheelwr�ght’s trade one works always �n the open a�r, �n courtyards,
under sheds when the masters are good, never �n closed workshops,
because space �s requ�red, you see. In w�nter one gets so cold that
one beats one’s arms together to warm one’s self; but the masters
don’t l�ke �t; they say �t wastes t�me. Handl�ng �ron when there �s �ce
between the pav�ng-stones �s hard work. That wears a man out
qu�ckly. One �s old wh�le he �s st�ll qu�te young �n that trade. At forty a
man �s done for. I was f�fty-three. I was �n a bad state. And then,
workmen are so mean! When a man �s no longer young, they call
h�m noth�ng but an old b�rd, old beast! I was not earn�ng more than



th�rty sous a day. They pa�d me as l�ttle as poss�ble. The masters
took advantage of my age—and then I had my daughter, who was a
laundress at the r�ver. She earned a l�ttle also. It suff�ced for us two.
She had trouble, also; all day long up to her wa�st �n a tub, �n ra�n, �n
snow. When the w�nd cuts your face, when �t freezes, �t �s all the
same; you must st�ll wash. There are people who have not much
l�nen, and wa�t unt�l late; �f you do not wash, you lose your custom.
The planks are badly jo�ned, and water drops on you from
everywhere; you have your pett�coats all damp above and below.
That penetrates. She has also worked at the laundry of the Enfants-
Rouges, where the water comes through faucets. You are not �n the
tub there; you wash at the faucet �n front of you, and r�nse �n a bas�n
beh�nd you. As �t �s enclosed, you are not so cold; but there �s that
hot steam, wh�ch �s terr�ble, and wh�ch ru�ns your eyes. She came
home at seven o’clock �n the even�ng, and went to bed at once, she
was so t�red. Her husband beat her. She �s dead. We have not been
very happy. She was a good g�rl, who d�d not go to the ball, and who
was very peaceable. I remember one Shrove-Tuesday when she
went to bed at e�ght o’clock. There, I am tell�ng the truth; you have
only to ask. Ah, yes! how stup�d I am! Par�s �s a gulf. Who knows
Father Champmath�eu there? But M. Baloup does, I tell you. Go see
at M. Baloup’s; and after all, I don’t know what �s wanted of me.”

The man ceased speak�ng, and rema�ned stand�ng. He had sa�d
these th�ngs �n a loud, rap�d, hoarse vo�ce, w�th a sort of �rr�tated and
savage �ngenuousness. Once he paused to salute some one �n the
crowd. The sort of aff�rmat�ons wh�ch he seemed to fl�ng out before
h�m at random came l�ke h�ccoughs, and to each he added the
gesture of a wood-cutter who �s spl�tt�ng wood. When he had
f�n�shed, the aud�ence burst �nto a laugh. He stared at the publ�c,
and, perce�v�ng that they were laugh�ng, and not understand�ng why,
he began to laugh h�mself.

It was �nausp�c�ous.
The Pres�dent, an attent�ve and benevolent man, ra�sed h�s vo�ce.
He rem�nded “the gentlemen of the jury” that “the s�eur Baloup,

formerly a master-wheelwr�ght, w�th whom the accused stated that
he had served, had been summoned �n va�n. He had become



bankrupt, and was not to be found.” Then turn�ng to the accused, he
enjo�ned h�m to l�sten to what he was about to say, and added: “You
are �n a pos�t�on where reflect�on �s necessary. The gravest
presumpt�ons rest upon you, and may �nduce v�tal results. Pr�soner,
�n your own �nterests, I summon you for the last t�me to expla�n
yourself clearly on two po�nts. In the f�rst place, d�d you or d�d you
not cl�mb the wall of the P�erron orchard, break the branch, and steal
the apples; that �s to say, comm�t the cr�me of break�ng �n and theft?
In the second place, are you the d�scharged conv�ct, Jean Valjean—
yes or no?”

The pr�soner shook h�s head w�th a capable a�r, l�ke a man who
has thoroughly understood, and who knows what answer he �s go�ng
to make. He opened h�s mouth, turned towards the Pres�dent, and
sa�d:—

“In the f�rst place—”
Then he stared at h�s cap, stared at the ce�l�ng, and held h�s

peace.
“Pr�soner,” sa�d the d�str�ct-attorney, �n a severe vo�ce; “pay

attent�on. You are not answer�ng anyth�ng that has been asked of
you. Your embarrassment condemns you. It �s ev�dent that your
name �s not Champmath�eu; that you are the conv�ct, Jean Valjean,
concealed f�rst under the name of Jean Math�eu, wh�ch was the
name of h�s mother; that you went to Auvergne; that you were born
at Faverolles, where you were a pruner of trees. It �s ev�dent that you
have been gu�lty of enter�ng, and of the theft of r�pe apples from the
P�erron orchard. The gentlemen of the jury w�ll form the�r own
op�n�on.”

Enlarge
Father Champmath�eu on Tr�al 

The pr�soner had f�nally resumed h�s seat; he arose abruptly when
the d�str�ct-attorney had f�n�shed, and excla�med:—

“You are very w�cked; that you are! Th�s what I wanted to say; I
could not f�nd words for �t at f�rst. I have stolen noth�ng. I am a man
who does not have someth�ng to eat every day. I was com�ng from
A�lly; I was walk�ng through the country after a shower, wh�ch had



made the whole country yellow: even the ponds were overflowed,
and noth�ng sprang from the sand any more but the l�ttle blades of
grass at the ways�de. I found a broken branch w�th apples on the
ground; I p�cked up the branch w�thout know�ng that �t would get me
�nto trouble. I have been �n pr�son, and they have been dragg�ng me
about for the last three months; more than that I cannot say; people
talk aga�nst me, they tell me, ‘Answer!’ The gendarme, who �s a good
fellow, nudges my elbow, and says to me �n a low vo�ce, ‘Come,
answer!’ I don’t know how to expla�n; I have no educat�on; I am a
poor man; that �s where they wrong me, because they do not see
th�s. I have not stolen; I p�cked up from the ground th�ngs that were
ly�ng there. You say, Jean Valjean, Jean Math�eu! I don’t know those
persons; they are v�llagers. I worked for M. Baloup, Boulevard de
l’Hôp�tal; my name �s Champmath�eu. You are very clever to tell me
where I was born; I don’t know myself: �t’s not everybody who has a
house �n wh�ch to come �nto the world; that would be too conven�ent.
I th�nk that my father and mother were people who strolled along the
h�ghways; I know noth�ng d�fferent. When I was a ch�ld, they called
me young fellow; now they call me old Fellow; those are my
bapt�smal names; take that as you l�ke. I have been �n Auvergne; I
have been at Faverolles. Pard�. Well! can’t a man have been �n
Auvergne, or at Faverolles, w�thout hav�ng been �n the galleys? I tell
you that I have not stolen, and that I am Father Champmath�eu; I
have been w�th M. Baloup; I have had a settled res�dence. You worry
me w�th your nonsense, there! Why �s everybody pursu�ng me so
fur�ously?”

The d�str�ct-attorney had rema�ned stand�ng; he addressed the
Pres�dent:—

“Mons�eur le Prés�dent, �n v�ew of the confused but exceed�ngly
clever den�als of the pr�soner, who would l�ke to pass h�mself off as
an �d�ot, but who w�ll not succeed �n so do�ng,—we shall attend to
that,—we demand that �t shall please you and that �t shall please the
court to summon once more �nto th�s place the conv�cts Brevet,
Cochepa�lle, and Chen�ld�eu, and Pol�ce-Inspector Javert, and
quest�on them for the last t�me as to the �dent�ty of the pr�soner w�th
the conv�ct Jean Valjean.”



“I would rem�nd the d�str�ct-attorney,” sa�d the Pres�dent, “that
Pol�ce-Inspector Javert, recalled by h�s dut�es to the cap�tal of a
ne�ghbor�ng arrond�ssement, left the court-room and the town as
soon as he had made h�s depos�t�on; we have accorded h�m
perm�ss�on, w�th the consent of the d�str�ct-attorney and of the
counsel for the pr�soner.”

“That �s true, Mr. Pres�dent,” responded the d�str�ct-attorney. “In the
absence of s�eur Javert, I th�nk �t my duty to rem�nd the gentlemen of
the jury of what he sa�d here a few hours ago. Javert �s an est�mable
man, who does honor by h�s r�gorous and str�ct prob�ty to �nfer�or but
�mportant funct�ons. These are the terms of h�s depos�t�on: ‘I do not
even stand �n need of c�rcumstant�al proofs and moral presumpt�ons
to g�ve the l�e to the pr�soner’s den�al. I recogn�ze h�m perfectly. The
name of th�s man �s not Champmath�eu; he �s an ex-conv�ct named
Jean Valjean, and �s very v�c�ous and much to be feared. It �s only
w�th extreme regret that he was released at the exp�rat�on of h�s
term. He underwent n�neteen years of penal serv�tude for theft. He
made f�ve or s�x attempts to escape. Bes�des the theft from L�ttle
Gerva�s, and from the P�erron orchard, I suspect h�m of a theft
comm�tted �n the house of H�s Grace the late B�shop of D—— I often
saw h�m at the t�me when I was adjutant of the galley-guard at the
pr�son �n Toulon. I repeat that I recogn�ze h�m perfectly.’”

Th�s extremely prec�se statement appeared to produce a v�v�d
�mpress�on on the publ�c and on the jury. The d�str�ct-attorney
concluded by �ns�st�ng, that �n default of Javert, the three w�tnesses
Brevet, Chen�ld�eu, and Cochepa�lle should be heard once more and
solemnly �nterrogated.

The Pres�dent transm�tted the order to an usher, and, a moment
later, the door of the w�tnesses’ room opened. The usher,
accompan�ed by a gendarme ready to lend h�m armed ass�stance,
�ntroduced the conv�ct Brevet. The aud�ence was �n suspense; and
all breasts heaved as though they had conta�ned but one soul.

The ex-conv�ct Brevet wore the black and gray wa�stcoat of the
central pr�sons. Brevet was a person s�xty years of age, who had a
sort of bus�ness man’s face, and the a�r of a rascal. The two
somet�mes go together. In pr�son, wh�ther fresh m�sdeeds had led



h�m, he had become someth�ng �n the nature of a turnkey. He was a
man of whom h�s super�ors sa�d, “He tr�es to make h�mself of use.”
The chapla�ns bore good test�mony as to h�s rel�g�ous hab�ts. It must
not be forgotten that th�s passed under the Restorat�on.

“Brevet,” sa�d the Pres�dent, “you have undergone an �gnom�n�ous
sentence, and you cannot take an oath.”

Brevet dropped h�s eyes.
“Nevertheless,” cont�nued the Pres�dent, “even �n the man whom

the law has degraded, there may rema�n, when the d�v�ne mercy
perm�ts �t, a sent�ment of honor and of equ�ty. It �s to th�s sent�ment
that I appeal at th�s dec�s�ve hour. If �t st�ll ex�sts �n you,—and I hope
�t does,—reflect before reply�ng to me: cons�der on the one hand,
th�s man, whom a word from you may ru�n; on the other hand,
just�ce, wh�ch a word from you may enl�ghten. The �nstant �s solemn;
there �s st�ll t�me to retract �f you th�nk you have been m�staken. R�se,
pr�soner. Brevet, take a good look at the accused, recall your
souven�rs, and tell us on your soul and consc�ence, �f you pers�st �n
recogn�z�ng th�s man as your former compan�on �n the galleys, Jean
Valjean?”

Brevet looked at the pr�soner, then turned towards the court.
“Yes, Mr. Pres�dent, I was the f�rst to recogn�ze h�m, and I st�ck to

�t; that man �s Jean Valjean, who entered at Toulon �n 1796, and left
�n 1815. I left a year later. He has the a�r of a brute now; but �t must
be because age has brutal�zed h�m; he was sly at the galleys: I
recogn�ze h�m pos�t�vely.”

“Take your seat,” sa�d the Pres�dent. “Pr�soner, rema�n stand�ng.”
Chen�ld�eu was brought �n, a pr�soner for l�fe, as was �nd�cated by

h�s red cassock and h�s green cap. He was serv�ng out h�s sentence
at the galleys of Toulon, whence he had been brought for th�s case.
He was a small man of about f�fty, br�sk, wr�nkled, fra�l, yellow,
brazen-faced, fever�sh, who had a sort of s�ckly feebleness about all
h�s l�mbs and h�s whole person, and an �mmense force �n h�s glance.
H�s compan�ons �n the galleys had n�cknamed h�m I-deny-God (Je-
n�e D�eu, Chen�ld�eu).



The Pres�dent addressed h�m �n nearly the same words wh�ch he
had used to Brevet. At the moment when he rem�nded h�m of h�s
�nfamy wh�ch depr�ved h�m of the r�ght to take an oath, Chen�ld�eu
ra�sed h�s head and looked the crowd �n the face. The Pres�dent
�nv�ted h�m to reflect�on, and asked h�m as he had asked Brevet, �f he
pers�sted �n recogn�t�on of the pr�soner.

Chen�ld�eu burst out laugh�ng.
“Pard�eu, as �f I d�dn’t recogn�ze h�m! We were attached to the

same cha�n for f�ve years. So you are sulk�ng, old fellow?”
“Go take your seat,” sa�d the Pres�dent.
The usher brought �n Cochepa�lle. He was another conv�ct for l�fe,

who had come from the galleys, and was dressed �n red, l�ke
Chen�ld�eu, was a peasant from Lourdes, and a half-bear of the
Pyrenees. He had guarded the flocks among the mounta�ns, and
from a shepherd he had sl�pped �nto a br�gand. Cochepa�lle was no
less savage and seemed even more stup�d than the pr�soner. He
was one of those wretched men whom nature has sketched out for
w�ld beasts, and on whom soc�ety puts the f�n�sh�ng touches as
conv�cts �n the galleys.

The Pres�dent tr�ed to touch h�m w�th some grave and pathet�c
words, and asked h�m, as he had asked the other two, �f he
pers�sted, w�thout hes�tat�on or trouble, �n recogn�z�ng the man who
was stand�ng before h�m.

“He �s Jean Valjean,” sa�d Cochepa�lle. “He was even called Jean-
the-Screw, because he was so strong.”

Each of these aff�rmat�ons from these three men, ev�dently s�ncere
and �n good fa�th, had ra�sed �n the aud�ence a murmur of bad
augury for the pr�soner,—a murmur wh�ch �ncreased and lasted
longer each t�me that a fresh declarat�on was added to the
proceed�ng.

The pr�soner had l�stened to them, w�th that astounded face wh�ch
was, accord�ng to the accusat�on, h�s pr�nc�pal means of defence; at
the f�rst, the gendarmes, h�s ne�ghbors, had heard h�m mutter
between h�s teeth: “Ah, well, he’s a n�ce one!” after the second, he



sa�d, a l�ttle louder, w�th an a�r that was almost that of sat�sfact�on,
“Good!” at the th�rd, he cr�ed, “Famous!”

The Pres�dent addressed h�m:—
“Have you heard, pr�soner? What have you to say?”
He repl�ed:—
“I say, ‘Famous!’”
An uproar broke out among the aud�ence, and was commun�cated

to the jury; �t was ev�dent that the man was lost.
“Ushers,” sa�d the Pres�dent, “enforce s�lence! I am go�ng to sum

up the arguments.”
At that moment there was a movement just bes�de the Pres�dent; a

vo�ce was heard cry�ng:—
“Brevet! Chen�ld�eu! Cochepa�lle! look here!”
All who heard that vo�ce were ch�lled, so lamentable and terr�ble

was �t; all eyes were turned to the po�nt whence �t had proceeded. A
man, placed among the pr�v�leged spectators who were seated
beh�nd the court, had just r�sen, had pushed open the half-door
wh�ch separated the tr�bunal from the aud�ence, and was stand�ng �n
the m�ddle of the hall; the Pres�dent, the d�str�ct-attorney, M.
Bamatabo�s, twenty persons, recogn�zed h�m, and excla�med �n
concert:—

“M. Madele�ne!”



CHAPTER XI—CHAMPMATHIEU MORE
AND MORE ASTONISHED

It was he, �n fact. The clerk’s lamp �llum�ned h�s countenance. He
held h�s hat �n h�s hand; there was no d�sorder �n h�s cloth�ng; h�s
coat was carefully buttoned; he was very pale, and he trembled
sl�ghtly; h�s ha�r, wh�ch had st�ll been gray on h�s arr�val �n Arras, was
now ent�rely wh�te: �t had turned wh�te dur�ng the hour he had sat
there.

All heads were ra�sed: the sensat�on was �ndescr�bable; there was
a momentary hes�tat�on �n the aud�ence, the vo�ce had been so
heart-rend�ng; the man who stood there appeared so calm that they
d�d not understand at f�rst. They asked themselves whether he had
�ndeed uttered that cry; they could not bel�eve that that tranqu�l man
had been the one to g�ve that terr�ble outcry.

Th�s �ndec�s�on only lasted a few seconds. Even before the
Pres�dent and the d�str�ct-attorney could utter a word, before the
ushers and the gendarmes could make a gesture, the man whom all
st�ll called, at that moment, M. Madele�ne, had advanced towards the
w�tnesses Cochepa�lle, Brevet, and Chen�ld�eu.

“Do you not recogn�ze me?” sa�d he.
All three rema�ned speechless, and �nd�cated by a s�gn of the head

that they d�d not know h�m. Cochepa�lle, who was �nt�m�dated, made
a m�l�tary salute. M. Madele�ne turned towards the jury and the court,
and sa�d �n a gentle vo�ce:—

“Gentlemen of the jury, order the pr�soner to be released! Mr.
Pres�dent, have me arrested. He �s not the man whom you are �n
search of; �t �s I: I am Jean Valjean.”

Not a mouth breathed; the f�rst commot�on of aston�shment had
been followed by a s�lence l�ke that of the grave; those w�th�n the hall



exper�enced that sort of rel�g�ous terror wh�ch se�zes the masses
when someth�ng grand has been done.

In the meant�me, the face of the Pres�dent was stamped w�th
sympathy and sadness; he had exchanged a rap�d s�gn w�th the
d�str�ct-attorney and a few low-toned words w�th the ass�stant judges;
he addressed the publ�c, and asked �n accents wh�ch all understood:
—

“Is there a phys�c�an present?”
The d�str�ct-attorney took the word:—
“Gentlemen of the jury, the very strange and unexpected �nc�dent

wh�ch d�sturbs the aud�ence �nsp�res us, l�ke yourselves, only w�th a
sent�ment wh�ch �t �s unnecessary for us to express. You all know, by
reputat�on at least, the honorable M. Madele�ne, mayor of M. sur M.;
�f there �s a phys�c�an �n the aud�ence, we jo�n the Pres�dent �n
request�ng h�m to attend to M. Madele�ne, and to conduct h�m to h�s
home.”

M. Madele�ne d�d not allow the d�str�ct-attorney to f�n�sh; he
�nterrupted h�m �n accents full of suav�ty and author�ty. These are the
words wh�ch he uttered; here they are l�terally, as they were wr�tten
down, �mmed�ately after the tr�al by one of the w�tnesses to th�s
scene, and as they now r�ng �n the ears of those who heard them
nearly forty years ago:—

“I thank you, Mr. D�str�ct-Attorney, but I am not mad; you shall see;
you were on the po�nt of comm�tt�ng a great error; release th�s man! I
am fulf�ll�ng a duty; I am that m�serable cr�m�nal. I am the only one
here who sees the matter clearly, and I am tell�ng you the truth. God,
who �s on h�gh, looks down on what I am do�ng at th�s moment, and
that suff�ces. You can take me, for here I am: but I have done my
best; I concealed myself under another name; I have become r�ch; I
have become a mayor; I have tr�ed to re-enter the ranks of the
honest. It seems that that �s not to be done. In short, there are many
th�ngs wh�ch I cannot tell. I w�ll not narrate the story of my l�fe to you;
you w�ll hear �t one of these days. I robbed Monse�gneur the B�shop,
�t �s true; �t �s true that I robbed L�ttle Gerva�s; they were r�ght �n
tell�ng you that Jean Valjean was a very v�c�ous wretch. Perhaps �t
was not altogether h�s fault. L�sten, honorable judges! a man who



has been so greatly humbled as I have has ne�ther any
remonstrances to make to Prov�dence, nor any adv�ce to g�ve to
soc�ety; but, you see, the �nfamy from wh�ch I have tr�ed to escape �s
an �njur�ous th�ng; the galleys make the conv�ct what he �s; reflect
upon that, �f you please. Before go�ng to the galleys, I was a poor
peasant, w�th very l�ttle �ntell�gence, a sort of �d�ot; the galleys
wrought a change �n me. I was stup�d; I became v�c�ous: I was a
block of wood; I became a f�rebrand. Later on, �ndulgence and
k�ndness saved me, as sever�ty had ru�ned me. But, pardon me, you
cannot understand what I am say�ng. You w�ll f�nd at my house,
among the ashes �n the f�replace, the forty-sou p�ece wh�ch I stole,
seven years ago, from L�ttle Gerva�s. I have noth�ng farther to add;
take me. Good God! the d�str�ct-attorney shakes h�s head; you say,
‘M. Madele�ne has gone mad!’ you do not bel�eve me! that �s
d�stress�ng. Do not, at least, condemn th�s man! What! these men do
not recogn�ze me! I w�sh Javert were here; he would recogn�ze me.”

Noth�ng can reproduce the sombre and k�ndly melancholy of tone
wh�ch accompan�ed these words.

He turned to the three conv�cts, and sa�d:—
“Well, I recogn�ze you; do you remember, Brevet?”
He paused, hes�tated for an �nstant, and sa�d:—
“Do you remember the kn�tted suspenders w�th a checked pattern

wh�ch you wore �n the galleys?”
Brevet gave a start of surpr�se, and surveyed h�m from head to

foot w�th a fr�ghtened a�r. He cont�nued:—
“Chen�ld�eu, you who conferred on yourself the name of ‘Jen�e-

D�eu,’ your whole r�ght shoulder bears a deep burn, because you
one day la�d your shoulder aga�nst the chaf�ng-d�sh full of coals, �n
order to efface the three letters T. F. P., wh�ch are st�ll v�s�ble,
nevertheless; answer, �s th�s true?”

“It �s true,” sa�d Chen�ld�eu.
He addressed h�mself to Cochepa�lle:—
“Cochepa�lle, you have, near the bend �n your left arm, a date

stamped �n blue letters w�th burnt powder; the date �s that of the



land�ng of the Emperor at Cannes, March 1, 1815; pull up your
sleeve!”

Cochepa�lle pushed up h�s sleeve; all eyes were focused on h�m
and on h�s bare arm.

A gendarme held a l�ght close to �t; there was the date.
The unhappy man turned to the spectators and the judges w�th a

sm�le wh�ch st�ll rends the hearts of all who saw �t whenever they
th�nk of �t. It was a sm�le of tr�umph; �t was also a sm�le of despa�r.

“You see pla�nly,” he sa�d, “that I am Jean Valjean.”
In that chamber there were no longer e�ther judges, accusers, nor

gendarmes; there was noth�ng but star�ng eyes and sympath�z�ng
hearts. No one recalled any longer the part that each m�ght be called
upon to play; the d�str�ct-attorney forgot he was there for the purpose
of prosecut�ng, the Pres�dent that he was there to pres�de, the
counsel for the defence that he was there to defend. It was a str�k�ng
c�rcumstance that no quest�on was put, that no author�ty �ntervened.
The pecul�ar�ty of subl�me spectacles �s, that they capture all souls
and turn w�tnesses �nto spectators. No one, probably, could have
expla�ned what he felt; no one, probably, sa�d to h�mself that he was
w�tness�ng the splend�d outburst of a grand l�ght: all felt themselves
�nwardly dazzled.

It was ev�dent that they had Jean Valjean before the�r eyes. That
was clear. The appearance of th�s man had suff�ced to suffuse w�th
l�ght that matter wh�ch had been so obscure but a moment
prev�ously, w�thout any further explanat�on: the whole crowd, as by a
sort of electr�c revelat�on, understood �nstantly and at a s�ngle glance
the s�mple and magn�f�cent h�story of a man who was del�ver�ng
h�mself up so that another man m�ght not be condemned �n h�s
stead. The deta�ls, the hes�tat�ons, l�ttle poss�ble oppos�t�ons, were
swallowed up �n that vast and lum�nous fact.

It was an �mpress�on wh�ch van�shed speed�ly, but wh�ch was
�rres�st�ble at the moment.

“I do not w�sh to d�sturb the court further,” resumed Jean Valjean.
“I shall w�thdraw, s�nce you do not arrest me. I have many th�ngs to



do. The d�str�ct-attorney knows who I am; he knows wh�ther I am
go�ng; he can have me arrested when he l�kes.”

He d�rected h�s steps towards the door. Not a vo�ce was ra�sed,
not an arm extended to h�nder h�m. All stood as�de. At that moment
there was about h�m that d�v�ne someth�ng wh�ch causes mult�tudes
to stand as�de and make way for a man. He traversed the crowd
slowly. It was never known who opened the door, but �t �s certa�n that
he found the door open when he reached �t. On arr�v�ng there he
turned round and sa�d:—

“I am at your command, Mr. D�str�ct-Attorney.”
Then he addressed the aud�ence:—
“All of you, all who are present—cons�der me worthy of p�ty, do

you not? Good God! When I th�nk of what I was on the po�nt of
do�ng, I cons�der that I am to be env�ed. Nevertheless, I should have
preferred not to have had th�s occur.”

He w�thdrew, and the door closed beh�nd h�m as �t had opened, for
those who do certa�n sovere�gn th�ngs are always sure of be�ng
served by some one �n the crowd.

Less than an hour after th�s, the verd�ct of the jury freed the sa�d
Champmath�eu from all accusat�ons; and Champmath�eu, be�ng at
once released, went off �n a state of stupefact�on, th�nk�ng that all
men were fools, and comprehend�ng noth�ng of th�s v�s�on.



BOOK EIGHTH—A COUNTER-BLOW



CHAPTER I—IN WHAT MIRROR M.
MADELEINE CONTEMPLATES HIS

HAIR
The day had begun to dawn. Fant�ne had passed a sleepless and

fever�sh n�ght, f�lled w�th happy v�s�ons; at daybreak she fell asleep.
S�ster S�mpl�ce, who had been watch�ng w�th her, ava�led herself of
th�s slumber to go and prepare a new pot�on of ch�nchona. The
worthy s�ster had been �n the laboratory of the �nf�rmary but a few
moments, bend�ng over her drugs and ph�als, and scrut�n�z�ng th�ngs
very closely, on account of the d�mness wh�ch the half-l�ght of dawn
spreads over all objects. Suddenly she ra�sed her head and uttered a
fa�nt shr�ek. M. Madele�ne stood before her; he had just entered
s�lently.

“Is �t you, Mr. Mayor?” she excla�med.
He repl�ed �n a low vo�ce:—
“How �s that poor woman?”
“Not so bad just now; but we have been very uneasy.”
She expla�ned to h�m what had passed: that Fant�ne had been

very �ll the day before, and that she was better now, because she
thought that the mayor had gone to Montferme�l to get her ch�ld. The
s�ster dared not quest�on the mayor; but she perce�ved pla�nly from
h�s a�r that he had not come from there.

“All that �s good,” sa�d he; “you were r�ght not to undece�ve her.”
“Yes,” responded the s�ster; “but now, Mr. Mayor, she w�ll see you

and w�ll not see her ch�ld. What shall we say to her?”
He reflected for a moment.
“God w�ll �nsp�re us,” sa�d he.



“But we cannot tell a l�e,” murmured the s�ster, half aloud.
It was broad dayl�ght �n the room. The l�ght fell full on M.

Madele�ne’s face. The s�ster chanced to ra�se her eyes to �t.
“Good God, s�r!” she excla�med; “what has happened to you? Your

ha�r �s perfectly wh�te!”
“Wh�te!” sa�d he.
S�ster S�mpl�ce had no m�rror. She rummaged �n a drawer, and

pulled out the l�ttle glass wh�ch the doctor of the �nf�rmary used to
see whether a pat�ent was dead and whether he no longer breathed.
M. Madele�ne took the m�rror, looked at h�s ha�r, and sa�d:—

“Well!”
He uttered the word �nd�fferently, and as though h�s m�nd were on

someth�ng else.
The s�ster felt ch�lled by someth�ng strange of wh�ch she caught a

gl�mpse �n all th�s.
He �nqu�red:—
“Can I see her?”
“Is not Mons�eur le Ma�re go�ng to have her ch�ld brought back to

her?” sa�d the s�ster, hardly ventur�ng to put the quest�on.
“Of course; but �t w�ll take two or three days at least.”
“If she were not to see Mons�eur le Ma�re unt�l that t�me,” went on

the s�ster, t�m�dly, “she would not know that Mons�eur le Ma�re had
returned, and �t would be easy to �nsp�re her w�th pat�ence; and when
the ch�ld arr�ved, she would naturally th�nk Mons�eur le Ma�re had
just come w�th the ch�ld. We should not have to enact a l�e.”

M. Madele�ne seemed to reflect for a few moments; then he sa�d
w�th h�s calm grav�ty:—

“No, s�ster, I must see her. I may, perhaps, be �n haste.”
The nun d�d not appear to not�ce th�s word “perhaps,” wh�ch

commun�cated an obscure and s�ngular sense to the words of the
mayor’s speech. She repl�ed, lower�ng her eyes and her vo�ce
respectfully:—

“In that case, she �s asleep; but Mons�eur le Ma�re may enter.”



He made some remarks about a door wh�ch shut badly, and the
no�se of wh�ch m�ght awaken the s�ck woman; then he entered
Fant�ne’s chamber, approached the bed and drew as�de the curta�ns.
She was asleep. Her breath �ssued from her breast w�th that trag�c
sound wh�ch �s pecul�ar to those malad�es, and wh�ch breaks the
hearts of mothers when they are watch�ng through the n�ght bes�de
the�r sleep�ng ch�ld who �s condemned to death. But th�s pa�nful
resp�rat�on hardly troubled a sort of �neffable seren�ty wh�ch
overspread her countenance, and wh�ch transf�gured her �n her
sleep. Her pallor had become wh�teness; her cheeks were cr�mson;
her long golden lashes, the only beauty of her youth and her v�rg�n�ty
wh�ch rema�ned to her, palp�tated, though they rema�ned closed and
droop�ng. Her whole person was trembl�ng w�th an �ndescr�bable
unfold�ng of w�ngs, all ready to open w�de and bear her away, wh�ch
could be felt as they rustled, though they could not be seen. To see
her thus, one would never have dreamed that she was an �nval�d
whose l�fe was almost despa�red of. She resembled rather
someth�ng on the po�nt of soar�ng away than someth�ng on the po�nt
of dy�ng.

The branch trembles when a hand approaches �t to pluck a flower,
and seems to both w�thdraw and to offer �tself at one and the same
t�me. The human body has someth�ng of th�s tremor when the �nstant
arr�ves �n wh�ch the myster�ous f�ngers of Death are about to pluck
the soul.

M. Madele�ne rema�ned for some t�me mot�onless bes�de that bed,
gaz�ng �n turn upon the s�ck woman and the cruc�f�x, as he had done
two months before, on the day when he had come for the f�rst t�me to
see her �n that asylum. They were both st�ll there �n the same att�tude
—she sleep�ng, he pray�ng; only now, after the lapse of two months,
her ha�r was gray and h�s was wh�te.

The s�ster had not entered w�th h�m. He stood bes�de the bed, w�th
h�s f�nger on h�s l�ps, as though there were some one �n the chamber
whom he must enjo�n to s�lence.

She opened her eyes, saw h�m, and sa�d qu�etly, w�th a sm�le:—
“And Cosette?”



CHAPTER II—FANTINE HAPPY
She made no movement of e�ther surpr�se or of joy; she was joy

�tself. That s�mple quest�on, “And Cosette?” was put w�th so profound
a fa�th, w�th so much certa�nty, w�th such a complete absence of
d�squ�et and of doubt, that he found not a word of reply. She
cont�nued:—

“I knew that you were there. I was asleep, but I saw you. I have
seen you for a long, long t�me. I have been follow�ng you w�th my
eyes all n�ght long. You were �n a glory, and you had around you all
sorts of celest�al forms.”

He ra�sed h�s glance to the cruc�f�x.
“But,” she resumed, “tell me where Cosette �s. Why d�d not you

place her on my bed aga�nst the moment of my wak�ng?”
He made some mechan�cal reply wh�ch he was never afterwards

able to recall.
Fortunately, the doctor had been warned, and he now made h�s

appearance. He came to the a�d of M. Madele�ne.
“Calm yourself, my ch�ld,” sa�d the doctor; “your ch�ld �s here.”
Fant�ne’s eyes beamed and f�lled her whole face w�th l�ght. She

clasped her hands w�th an express�on wh�ch conta�ned all that �s
poss�ble to prayer �n the way of v�olence and tenderness.

“Oh!” she excla�med, “br�ng her to me!”
Touch�ng �llus�on of a mother! Cosette was, for her, st�ll the l�ttle

ch�ld who �s carr�ed.
“Not yet,” sa�d the doctor, “not just now. You st�ll have some fever.

The s�ght of your ch�ld would ag�tate you and do you harm. You must
be cured f�rst.”

She �nterrupted h�m �mpetuously:—



“But I am cured! Oh, I tell you that I am cured! What an ass that
doctor �s! The �dea! I want to see my ch�ld!”

“You see,” sa�d the doctor, “how exc�ted you become. So long as
you are �n th�s state I shall oppose your hav�ng your ch�ld. It �s not
enough to see her; �t �s necessary that you should l�ve for her. When
you are reasonable, I w�ll br�ng her to you myself.”

The poor mother bowed her head.
“I beg your pardon, doctor, I really beg your pardon. Formerly I

should never have spoken as I have just done; so many m�sfortunes
have happened to me, that I somet�mes do not know what I am
say�ng. I understand you; you fear the emot�on. I w�ll wa�t as long as
you l�ke, but I swear to you that �t would not have harmed me to see
my daughter. I have been see�ng her; I have not taken my eyes from
her s�nce yesterday even�ng. Do you know? If she were brought to
me now, I should talk to her very gently. That �s all. Is �t not qu�te
natural that I should des�re to see my daughter, who has been
brought to me expressly from Montferme�l? I am not angry. I know
well that I am about to be happy. All n�ght long I have seen wh�te
th�ngs, and persons who sm�led at me. When Mons�eur le Docteur
pleases, he shall br�ng me Cosette. I have no longer any fever; I am
well. I am perfectly consc�ous that there �s noth�ng the matter w�th
me any more; but I am go�ng to behave as though I were �ll, and not
st�r, to please these lad�es here. When �t �s seen that I am very calm,
they w�ll say, ‘She must have her ch�ld.’”

M. Madele�ne was s�tt�ng on a cha�r bes�de the bed. She turned
towards h�m; she was mak�ng a v�s�ble effort to be calm and “very
good,” as she expressed �t �n the feebleness of �llness wh�ch
resembles �nfancy, �n order that, see�ng her so peaceable, they m�ght
make no d�ff�culty about br�ng�ng Cosette to her. But wh�le she
controlled herself she could not refra�n from quest�on�ng M.
Madele�ne.

“D�d you have a pleasant tr�p, Mons�eur le Ma�re? Oh! how good
you were to go and get her for me! Only tell me how she �s. D�d she
stand the journey well? Alas! she w�ll not recogn�ze me. She must
have forgotten me by th�s t�me, poor darl�ng! Ch�ldren have no
memor�es. They are l�ke b�rds. A ch�ld sees one th�ng to-day and



another th�ng to-morrow, and th�nks of noth�ng any longer. And d�d
she have wh�te l�nen? D�d those Thénard�ers keep her clean? How
have they fed her? Oh! �f you only knew how I have suffered, putt�ng
such quest�ons as that to myself dur�ng all the t�me of my
wretchedness. Now, �t �s all past. I am happy. Oh, how I should l�ke
to see her! Do you th�nk her pretty, Mons�eur le Ma�re? Is not my
daughter beaut�ful? You must have been very cold �n that d�l�gence!
Could she not be brought for just one l�ttle �nstant? She m�ght be
taken away d�rectly afterwards. Tell me; you are the master; �t could
be so �f you chose!”

He took her hand. “Cosette �s beaut�ful,” he sa�d, “Cosette �s well.
You shall see her soon; but calm yourself; you are talk�ng w�th too
much v�vac�ty, and you are throw�ng your arms out from under the
clothes, and that makes you cough.”

In fact, f�ts of cough�ng �nterrupted Fant�ne at nearly every word.
Fant�ne d�d not murmur; she feared that she had �njured by her too

pass�onate lamentat�ons the conf�dence wh�ch she was des�rous of
�nsp�r�ng, and she began to talk of �nd�fferent th�ngs.

“Montferme�l �s qu�te pretty, �s �t not? People go there on pleasure
part�es �n summer. Are the Thénard�ers prosperous? There are not
many travellers �n the�r parts. That �nn of the�rs �s a sort of a cook-
shop.”

M. Madele�ne was st�ll hold�ng her hand, and gaz�ng at her w�th
anx�ety; �t was ev�dent that he had come to tell her th�ngs before
wh�ch h�s m�nd now hes�tated. The doctor, hav�ng f�n�shed h�s v�s�t,
ret�red. S�ster S�mpl�ce rema�ned alone w�th them.

But �n the m�dst of th�s pause Fant�ne excla�med:—
“I hear her! mon D�eu, I hear her!”
She stretched out her arm to enjo�n s�lence about her, held her

breath, and began to l�sten w�th rapture.
There was a ch�ld play�ng �n the yard—the ch�ld of the portress or

of some work-woman. It was one of those acc�dents wh�ch are
always occurr�ng, and wh�ch seem to form a part of the myster�ous
stage-sett�ng of mournful scenes. The ch�ld—a l�ttle g�rl—was go�ng
and com�ng, runn�ng to warm herself, laugh�ng, s�ng�ng at the top of



her vo�ce. Alas! �n what are the plays of ch�ldren not �nterm�ngled. It
was th�s l�ttle g�rl whom Fant�ne heard s�ng�ng.

“Oh!” she resumed, “�t �s my Cosette! I recogn�ze her vo�ce.”
The ch�ld retreated as �t had come; the vo�ce d�ed away. Fant�ne

l�stened for a wh�le longer, then her face clouded over, and M.
Madele�ne heard her say, �n a low vo�ce: “How w�cked that doctor �s
not to allow me to see my daughter! That man has an ev�l
countenance, that he has.”

But the sm�l�ng background of her thoughts came to the front
aga�n. She cont�nued to talk to herself, w�th her head rest�ng on the
p�llow: “How happy we are go�ng to be! We shall have a l�ttle garden
the very f�rst th�ng; M. Madele�ne has prom�sed �t to me. My daughter
w�ll play �n the garden. She must know her letters by th�s t�me. I w�ll
make her spell. She w�ll run over the grass after butterfl�es. I w�ll
watch her. Then she w�ll take her f�rst commun�on. Ah! when w�ll she
take her f�rst commun�on?”

She began to reckon on her f�ngers.
“One, two, three, four—she �s seven years old. In f�ve years she

w�ll have a wh�te ve�l, and openwork stock�ngs; she w�ll look l�ke a
l�ttle woman. O my good s�ster, you do not know how fool�sh I
become when I th�nk of my daughter’s f�rst commun�on!”

She began to laugh.
He had released Fant�ne’s hand. He l�stened to her words as one

l�stens to the s�gh�ng of the breeze, w�th h�s eyes on the ground, h�s
m�nd absorbed �n reflect�on wh�ch had no bottom. All at once she
ceased speak�ng, and th�s caused h�m to ra�se h�s head
mechan�cally. Fant�ne had become terr�ble.

She no longer spoke, she no longer breathed; she had ra�sed
herself to a s�tt�ng posture, her th�n shoulder emerged from her
chem�se; her face, wh�ch had been rad�ant but a moment before,
was ghastly, and she seemed to have f�xed her eyes, rendered large
w�th terror, on someth�ng alarm�ng at the other extrem�ty of the room.

“Good God!” he excla�med; “what a�ls you, Fant�ne?”
She made no reply; she d�d not remove her eyes from the object

wh�ch she seemed to see. She removed one hand from h�s arm, and



w�th the other made h�m a s�gn to look beh�nd h�m.
He turned, and beheld Javert.



CHAPTER III—JAVERT SATISFIED
Th�s �s what had taken place.
The half-hour after m�dn�ght had just struck when M. Madele�ne

qu�tted the Hall of Ass�zes �n Arras. He rega�ned h�s �nn just �n t�me
to set out aga�n by the ma�l-wagon, �n wh�ch he had engaged h�s
place. A l�ttle before s�x o’clock �n the morn�ng he had arr�ved at M.
sur M., and h�s f�rst care had been to post a letter to M. Laff�tte, then
to enter the �nf�rmary and see Fant�ne.

However, he had hardly qu�tted the aud�ence hall of the Court of
Ass�zes, when the d�str�ct-attorney, recover�ng from h�s f�rst shock,
had taken the word to deplore the mad deed of the honorable mayor
of M. sur M., to declare that h�s conv�ct�ons had not been �n the least
mod�f�ed by that cur�ous �nc�dent, wh�ch would be expla�ned
thereafter, and to demand, �n the meant�me, the condemnat�on of
that Champmath�eu, who was ev�dently the real Jean Valjean. The
d�str�ct-attorney’s pers�stence was v�s�bly at var�ance w�th the
sent�ments of every one, of the publ�c, of the court, and of the jury.
The counsel for the defence had some d�ff�culty �n refut�ng th�s
harangue and �n establ�sh�ng that, �n consequence of the revelat�ons
of M. Madele�ne, that �s to say, of the real Jean Valjean, the aspect of
the matter had been thoroughly altered, and that the jury had before
the�r eyes now only an �nnocent man. Thence the lawyer had drawn
some ep�phonemas, not very fresh, unfortunately, upon jud�c�al
errors, etc., etc.; the Pres�dent, �n h�s summ�ng up, had jo�ned the
counsel for the defence, and �n a few m�nutes the jury had thrown
Champmath�eu out of the case.

Nevertheless, the d�str�ct-attorney was bent on hav�ng a Jean
Valjean; and as he had no longer Champmath�eu, he took
Madele�ne.

Immed�ately after Champmath�eu had been set at l�berty, the
d�str�ct-attorney shut h�mself up w�th the Pres�dent. They conferred



“as to the necess�ty of se�z�ng the person of M. le Ma�re of M. sur M.”
Th�s phrase, �n wh�ch there was a great deal of of, �s the d�str�ct-
attorney’s, wr�tten w�th h�s own hand, on the m�nutes of h�s report to
the attorney-general. H�s f�rst emot�on hav�ng passed off, the
Pres�dent d�d not offer many object�ons. Just�ce must, after all, take
�ts course. And then, when all was sa�d, although the Pres�dent was
a k�ndly and a tolerably �ntell�gent man, he was, at the same t�me, a
devoted and almost an ardent royal�st, and he had been shocked to
hear the Mayor of M. sur M. say the Emperor, and not Bonaparte,
when allud�ng to the land�ng at Cannes.

The order for h�s arrest was accord�ngly despatched. The d�str�ct-
attorney forwarded �t to M. sur M. by a spec�al messenger, at full
speed, and entrusted �ts execut�on to Pol�ce Inspector Javert.

The reader knows that Javert had returned to M. sur M.
�mmed�ately after hav�ng g�ven h�s depos�t�on.

Javert was just gett�ng out of bed when the messenger handed
h�m the order of arrest and the command to produce the pr�soner.

The messenger h�mself was a very clever member of the pol�ce,
who, �n two words, �nformed Javert of what had taken place at Arras.
The order of arrest, s�gned by the d�str�ct-attorney, was couched �n
these words: “Inspector Javert w�ll apprehend the body of the S�eur
Madele�ne, mayor of M. sur M., who, �n th�s day’s sess�on of the
court, was recogn�zed as the l�berated conv�ct, Jean Valjean.”

Any one who d�d not know Javert, and who had chanced to see
h�m at the moment when he penetrated the antechamber of the
�nf�rmary, could have d�v�ned noth�ng of what had taken place, and
would have thought h�s a�r the most ord�nary �n the world. He was
cool, calm, grave, h�s gray ha�r was perfectly smooth upon h�s
temples, and he had just mounted the sta�rs w�th h�s hab�tual
del�berat�on. Any one who was thoroughly acqua�nted w�th h�m, and
who had exam�ned h�m attent�vely at the moment, would have
shuddered. The buckle of h�s leather stock was under h�s left ear
�nstead of at the nape of h�s neck. Th�s betrayed unwonted ag�tat�on.

Javert was a complete character, who never had a wr�nkle �n h�s
duty or �n h�s un�form; method�cal w�th malefactors, r�g�d w�th the
buttons of h�s coat.



That he should have set the buckle of h�s stock awry, �t was
�nd�spensable that there should have taken place �n h�m one of those
emot�ons wh�ch may be des�gnated as �nternal earthquakes.

He had come �n a s�mple way, had made a requ�s�t�on on the
ne�ghbor�ng post for a corporal and four sold�ers, had left the sold�ers
�n the courtyard, had had Fant�ne’s room po�nted out to h�m by the
portress, who was utterly unsusp�c�ous, accustomed as she was to
see�ng armed men �nqu�r�ng for the mayor.

On arr�v�ng at Fant�ne’s chamber, Javert turned the handle,
pushed the door open w�th the gentleness of a s�ck-nurse or a pol�ce
spy, and entered.

Properly speak�ng, he d�d not enter. He stood erect �n the half-
open door, h�s hat on h�s head and h�s left hand thrust �nto h�s coat,
wh�ch was buttoned up to the ch�n. In the bend of h�s elbow the
leaden head of h�s enormous cane, wh�ch was h�dden beh�nd h�m,
could be seen.

Thus he rema�ned for nearly a m�nute, w�thout h�s presence be�ng
perce�ved. All at once Fant�ne ra�sed her eyes, saw h�m, and made
M. Madele�ne turn round.

The �nstant that Madele�ne’s glance encountered Javert’s glance,
Javert, w�thout st�rr�ng, w�thout mov�ng from h�s post, w�thout
approach�ng h�m, became terr�ble. No human sent�ment can be as
terr�ble as joy.

It was the v�sage of a demon who has just found h�s damned soul.
The sat�sfact�on of at last gett�ng hold of Jean Valjean caused all

that was �n h�s soul to appear �n h�s countenance. The depths hav�ng
been st�rred up, mounted to the surface. The hum�l�at�on of hav�ng, �n
some sl�ght degree, lost the scent, and of hav�ng �ndulged, for a few
moments, �n an error w�th regard to Champmath�eu, was effaced by
pr�de at hav�ng so well and accurately d�v�ned �n the f�rst place, and
of hav�ng for so long cher�shed a just �nst�nct. Javert’s content shone
forth �n h�s sovere�gn att�tude. The deform�ty of tr�umph overspread
that narrow brow. All the demonstrat�ons of horror wh�ch a sat�sf�ed
face can afford were there.



Javert was �n heaven at that moment. W�thout putt�ng the th�ng
clearly to h�mself, but w�th a confused �ntu�t�on of the necess�ty of h�s
presence and of h�s success, he, Javert, person�f�ed just�ce, l�ght,
and truth �n the�r celest�al funct�on of crush�ng out ev�l. Beh�nd h�m
and around h�m, at an �nf�n�te d�stance, he had author�ty, reason, the
case judged, the legal consc�ence, the publ�c prosecut�on, all the
stars; he was protect�ng order, he was caus�ng the law to y�eld up �ts
thunders, he was aveng�ng soc�ety, he was lend�ng a help�ng hand to
the absolute, he was stand�ng erect �n the m�dst of a glory. There
ex�sted �n h�s v�ctory a remnant of def�ance and of combat. Erect,
haughty, br�ll�ant, he flaunted abroad �n open day the superhuman
best�al�ty of a feroc�ous archangel. The terr�ble shadow of the act�on
wh�ch he was accompl�sh�ng caused the vague flash of the soc�al
sword to be v�s�ble �n h�s clenched f�st; happy and �nd�gnant, he held
h�s heel upon cr�me, v�ce, rebell�on, perd�t�on, hell; he was rad�ant,
he exterm�nated, he sm�led, and there was an �ncontestable
grandeur �n th�s monstrous Sa�nt M�chael.

Javert, though fr�ghtful, had noth�ng �gnoble about h�m.
Prob�ty, s�ncer�ty, candor, conv�ct�on, the sense of duty, are th�ngs

wh�ch may become h�deous when wrongly d�rected; but wh�ch, even
when h�deous, rema�n grand: the�r majesty, the majesty pecul�ar to
the human consc�ence, cl�ngs to them �n the m�dst of horror; they are
v�rtues wh�ch have one v�ce,—error. The honest, p�t�less joy of a
fanat�c �n the full flood of h�s atroc�ty preserves a certa�n lugubr�ously
venerable rad�ance. W�thout h�mself suspect�ng the fact, Javert �n h�s
form�dable happ�ness was to be p�t�ed, as �s every �gnorant man who
tr�umphs. Noth�ng could be so po�gnant and so terr�ble as th�s face,
where�n was d�splayed all that may be des�gnated as the ev�l of the
good.



CHAPTER IV—AUTHORITY
REASSERTS ITS RIGHTS

Fant�ne had not seen Javert s�nce the day on wh�ch the mayor had
torn her from the man. Her a�l�ng bra�n comprehended noth�ng, but
the only th�ng wh�ch she d�d not doubt was that he had come to get
her. She could not endure that terr�ble face; she felt her l�fe qu�tt�ng
her; she h�d her face �n both hands, and shr�eked �n her angu�sh:—

“Mons�eur Madele�ne, save me!”
Jean Valjean—we shall henceforth not speak of h�m otherw�se—

had r�sen. He sa�d to Fant�ne �n the gentlest and calmest of vo�ces:—
“Be at ease; �t �s not for you that he �s come.”
Then he addressed Javert, and sa�d:—
“I know what you want.”
Javert repl�ed:—
“Be qu�ck about �t!”
There lay �n the �nflect�on of vo�ce wh�ch accompan�ed these

words someth�ng �ndescr�bably f�erce and frenz�ed. Javert d�d not
say, “Be qu�ck about �t!” he sa�d “Bequ�abou�t.”

No orthography can do just�ce to the accent w�th wh�ch �t was
uttered: �t was no longer a human word: �t was a roar.

He d�d not proceed accord�ng to h�s custom, he d�d not enter �nto
the matter, he exh�b�ted no warrant of arrest. In h�s eyes, Jean
Valjean was a sort of myster�ous combatant, who was not to be la�d
hands upon, a wrestler �n the dark whom he had had �n h�s grasp for
the last f�ve years, w�thout be�ng able to throw h�m. Th�s arrest was
not a beg�nn�ng, but an end. He conf�ned h�mself to say�ng, “Be qu�ck
about �t!”



As he spoke thus, he d�d not advance a s�ngle step; he hurled at
Jean Valjean a glance wh�ch he threw out l�ke a grappl�ng-hook, and
w�th wh�ch he was accustomed to draw wretches v�olently to h�m.

It was th�s glance wh�ch Fant�ne had felt penetrat�ng to the very
marrow of her bones two months prev�ously.

At Javert’s exclamat�on, Fant�ne opened her eyes once more. But
the mayor was there; what had she to fear?

Javert advanced to the m�ddle of the room, and cr�ed:—
“See here now! Art thou com�ng?”
The unhappy woman glanced about her. No one was present

except�ng the nun and the mayor. To whom could that abject use of
“thou” be addressed? To her only. She shuddered.

Then she beheld a most unprecedented th�ng, a th�ng so
unprecedented that noth�ng equal to �t had appeared to her even �n
the blackest del�r�ums of fever.

She beheld Javert, the pol�ce spy, se�ze the mayor by the collar;
she saw the mayor bow h�s head. It seemed to her that the world
was com�ng to an end.

Javert had, �n fact, grasped Jean Valjean by the collar.
“Mons�eur le Ma�re!” shr�eked Fant�ne.
Javert burst out laugh�ng w�th that fr�ghtful laugh wh�ch d�splayed

all h�s gums.
“There �s no longer any Mons�eur le Ma�re here!”
Jean Valjean made no attempt to d�sengage the hand wh�ch

grasped the collar of h�s coat. He sa�d:—
“Javert—”
Javert �nterrupted h�m: “Call me Mr. Inspector.”
“Mons�eur,” sa�d Jean Valjean, “I should l�ke to say a word to you

�n pr�vate.”
“Aloud! Say �t aloud!” repl�ed Javert; “people are �n the hab�t of

talk�ng aloud to me.”
Jean Valjean went on �n a lower tone:—
“I have a request to make of you—”



“I tell you to speak loud.”
“But you alone should hear �t—”
“What d�fference does that make to me? I shall not l�sten.”
Jean Valjean turned towards h�m and sa�d very rap�dly and �n a

very low vo�ce:—
“Grant me three days’ grace! three days �n wh�ch to go and fetch

the ch�ld of th�s unhappy woman. I w�ll pay whatever �s necessary.
You shall accompany me �f you choose.”

“You are mak�ng sport of me!” cr�ed Javert. “Come now, I d�d not
th�nk you such a fool! You ask me to g�ve you three days �n wh�ch to
run away! You say that �t �s for the purpose of fetch�ng that creature’s
ch�ld! Ah! Ah! That’s good! That’s really cap�tal!”

Fant�ne was se�zed w�th a f�t of trembl�ng.
“My ch�ld!” she cr�ed, “to go and fetch my ch�ld! She �s not here,

then! Answer me, s�ster; where �s Cosette? I want my ch�ld!
Mons�eur Madele�ne! Mons�eur le Ma�re!”

Javert stamped h�s foot.
“And now there’s the other one! W�ll you hold your tongue, you

hussy? It’s a pretty sort of a place where conv�cts are mag�strates,
and where women of the town are cared for l�ke countesses! Ah! But
we are go�ng to change all that; �t �s h�gh t�me!”

He stared �ntently at Fant�ne, and added, once more tak�ng �nto h�s
grasp Jean Valjean’s cravat, sh�rt and collar:—

“I tell you that there �s no Mons�eur Madele�ne and that there �s no
Mons�eur le Ma�re. There �s a th�ef, a br�gand, a conv�ct named Jean
Valjean! And I have h�m �n my grasp! That’s what there �s!”

Fant�ne ra�sed herself �n bed w�th a bound, support�ng herself on
her st�ffened arms and on both hands: she gazed at Jean Valjean,
she gazed at Javert, she gazed at the nun, she opened her mouth as
though to speak; a rattle proceeded from the depths of her throat,
her teeth chattered; she stretched out her arms �n her agony,
open�ng her hands convuls�vely, and fumbl�ng about her l�ke a
drown�ng person; then suddenly fell back on her p�llow.



Her head struck the head-board of the bed and fell forwards on
her breast, w�th gap�ng mouth and star�ng, s�ghtless eyes.

She was dead.
Jean Valjean la�d h�s hand upon the deta�n�ng hand of Javert, and

opened �t as he would have opened the hand of a baby; then he sa�d
to Javert:—

“You have murdered that woman.”
“Let’s have an end of th�s!” shouted Javert, �n a fury; “I am not here

to l�sten to argument. Let us econom�ze all that; the guard �s below;
march on �nstantly, or you’ll get the thumb-screws!”

In the corner of the room stood an old �ron bedstead, wh�ch was �n
a dec�dedly decrep�t state, and wh�ch served the s�sters as a camp-
bed when they were watch�ng w�th the s�ck. Jean Valjean stepped up
to th�s bed, �n a tw�nkl�ng wrenched off the head-p�ece, wh�ch was
already �n a d�lap�dated cond�t�on, an easy matter to muscles l�ke h�s,
grasped the pr�nc�pal rod l�ke a bludgeon, and glanced at Javert.
Javert retreated towards the door. Jean Valjean, armed w�th h�s bar
of �ron, walked slowly up to Fant�ne’s couch. When he arr�ved there
he turned and sa�d to Javert, �n a vo�ce that was barely aud�ble:—

“I adv�se you not to d�sturb me at th�s moment.”
One th�ng �s certa�n, and that �s, that Javert trembled.
It d�d occur to h�m to summon the guard, but Jean Valjean m�ght

ava�l h�mself of that moment to effect h�s escape; so he rema�ned,
grasped h�s cane by the small end, and leaned aga�nst the door-
post, w�thout remov�ng h�s eyes from Jean Valjean.

Jean Valjean rested h�s elbow on the knob at the head of the bed,
and h�s brow on h�s hand, and began to contemplate the mot�onless
body of Fant�ne, wh�ch lay extended there. He rema�ned thus, mute,
absorbed, ev�dently w�th no further thought of anyth�ng connected
w�th th�s l�fe. Upon h�s face and �n h�s att�tude there was noth�ng but
�nexpress�ble p�ty. After a few moments of th�s med�tat�on he bent
towards Fant�ne, and spoke to her �n a low vo�ce.

What d�d he say to her? What could th�s man, who was reproved,
say to that woman, who was dead? What words were those? No one
on earth heard them. D�d the dead woman hear them? There are



some touch�ng �llus�ons wh�ch are, perhaps, subl�me real�t�es. The
po�nt as to wh�ch there ex�sts no doubt �s, that S�ster S�mpl�ce, the
sole w�tness of the �nc�dent, often sa�d that at the moment that Jean
Valjean wh�spered �n Fant�ne’s ear, she d�st�nctly beheld an �neffable
sm�le dawn on those pale l�ps, and �n those d�m eyes, f�lled w�th the
amazement of the tomb.

Jean Valjean took Fant�ne’s head �n both h�s hands, and arranged
�t on the p�llow as a mother m�ght have done for her ch�ld; then he
t�ed the str�ng of her chem�se, and smoothed her ha�r back under her
cap. That done, he closed her eyes.

Fant�ne’s face seemed strangely �llum�nated at that moment.
Death, that s�gn�f�es entrance �nto the great l�ght.
Fant�ne’s hand was hang�ng over the s�de of the bed. Jean Valjean

knelt down before that hand, l�fted �t gently, and k�ssed �t.
Then he rose, and turned to Javert.
“Now,” sa�d he, “I am at your d�sposal.”



CHAPTER V—A SUITABLE TOMB
Javert depos�ted Jean Valjean �n the c�ty pr�son.
The arrest of M. Madele�ne occas�oned a sensat�on, or rather, an

extraord�nary commot�on �n M. sur M. We are sorry that we cannot
conceal the fact, that at the s�ngle word, “He was a conv�ct,” nearly
every one deserted h�m. In less than two hours all the good that he
had done had been forgotten, and he was noth�ng but a “conv�ct
from the galleys.” It �s just to add that the deta�ls of what had taken
place at Arras were not yet known. All day long conversat�ons l�ke
the follow�ng were to be heard �n all quarters of the town:—

“You don’t know? He was a l�berated conv�ct!” “Who?” “The
mayor.” “Bah! M. Madele�ne?” “Yes.” “Really?” “H�s name was not
Madele�ne at all; he had a fr�ghtful name, Béjean, Bojean, Boujean.”
“Ah! Good God!” “He has been arrested.” “Arrested!” “In pr�son, �n
the c�ty pr�son, wh�le wa�t�ng to be transferred.” “Unt�l he �s
transferred!” “He �s to be transferred!” “Where �s he to be taken?” “He
w�ll be tr�ed at the Ass�zes for a h�ghway robbery wh�ch he comm�tted
long ago.” “Well! I suspected as much. That man was too good, too
perfect, too affected. He refused the cross; he bestowed sous on all
the l�ttle scamps he came across. I always thought there was some
ev�l h�story back of all that.”

The “draw�ng-rooms” part�cularly abounded �n remarks of th�s
nature.

One old lady, a subscr�ber to the Drapeau Blanc, made the
follow�ng remark, the depth of wh�ch �t �s �mposs�ble to fathom:—

“I am not sorry. It w�ll be a lesson to the Bonapart�sts!”
It was thus that the phantom wh�ch had been called M. Madele�ne

van�shed from M. sur M. Only three or four persons �n all the town
rema�ned fa�thful to h�s memory. The old portress who had served
h�m was among the number.



On the even�ng of that day the worthy old woman was s�tt�ng �n her
lodge, st�ll �n a thorough fr�ght, and absorbed �n sad reflect�ons. The
factory had been closed all day, the carr�age gate was bolted, the
street was deserted. There was no one �n the house but the two
nuns, S�ster Perpétue and S�ster S�mpl�ce, who were watch�ng
bes�de the body of Fant�ne.

Towards the hour when M. Madele�ne was accustomed to return
home, the good portress rose mechan�cally, took from a drawer the
key of M. Madele�ne’s chamber, and the flat candlest�ck wh�ch he
used every even�ng to go up to h�s quarters; then she hung the key
on the na�l whence he was accustomed to take �t, and set the
candlest�ck on one s�de, as though she was expect�ng h�m. Then she
sat down aga�n on her cha�r, and became absorbed �n thought once
more. The poor, good old woman had done all th�s w�thout be�ng
consc�ous of �t.

It was only at the exp�rat�on of two hours that she roused herself
from her rever�e, and excla�med, “Hold! My good God Jesus! And I
hung h�s key on the na�l!”

At that moment the small w�ndow �n the lodge opened, a hand
passed through, se�zed the key and the candlest�ck, and l�ghted the
taper at the candle wh�ch was burn�ng there.

The portress ra�sed her eyes, and stood there w�th gap�ng mouth,
and a shr�ek wh�ch she conf�ned to her throat.

She knew that hand, that arm, the sleeve of that coat.
It was M. Madele�ne.
It was several seconds before she could speak; she had a se�zure,

as she sa�d herself, when she related the adventure afterwards.
“Good God, Mons�eur le Ma�re,” she cr�ed at last, “I thought you

were—”
She stopped; the conclus�on of her sentence would have been

lack�ng �n respect towards the beg�nn�ng. Jean Valjean was st�ll
Mons�eur le Ma�re to her.

He f�n�shed her thought.
“In pr�son,” sa�d he. “I was there; I broke a bar of one of the

w�ndows; I let myself drop from the top of a roof, and here I am. I am



go�ng up to my room; go and f�nd S�ster S�mpl�ce for me. She �s w�th
that poor woman, no doubt.”

The old woman obeyed �n all haste.
He gave her no orders; he was qu�te sure that she would guard

h�m better than he should guard h�mself.
No one ever found out how he had managed to get �nto the

courtyard w�thout open�ng the b�g gates. He had, and always carr�ed
about h�m, a pass-key wh�ch opened a l�ttle s�de-door; but he must
have been searched, and h�s latch-key must have been taken from
h�m. Th�s po�nt was never expla�ned.

He ascended the sta�rcase lead�ng to h�s chamber. On arr�v�ng at
the top, he left h�s candle on the top step of h�s sta�rs, opened h�s
door w�th very l�ttle no�se, went and closed h�s w�ndow and h�s
shutters by feel�ng, then returned for h�s candle and re-entered h�s
room.

It was a useful precaut�on; �t w�ll be recollected that h�s w�ndow
could be seen from the street.

He cast a glance about h�m, at h�s table, at h�s cha�r, at h�s bed
wh�ch had not been d�sturbed for three days. No trace of the d�sorder
of the n�ght before last rema�ned. The portress had “done up” h�s
room; only she had p�cked out of the ashes and placed neatly on the
table the two �ron ends of the cudgel and the forty-sou p�ece wh�ch
had been blackened by the f�re.

He took a sheet of paper, on wh�ch he wrote: “These are the two
t�ps of my �ron-shod cudgel and the forty-sou p�ece stolen from L�ttle
Gerva�s, wh�ch I ment�oned at the Court of Ass�zes,” and he
arranged th�s p�ece of paper, the b�ts of �ron, and the co�n �n such a
way that they were the f�rst th�ngs to be seen on enter�ng the room.
From a cupboard he pulled out one of h�s old sh�rts, wh�ch he tore �n
p�eces. In the str�ps of l�nen thus prepared he wrapped the two s�lver
candlest�cks. He betrayed ne�ther haste nor ag�tat�on; and wh�le he
was wrapp�ng up the B�shop’s candlest�cks, he n�bbled at a p�ece of
black bread. It was probably the pr�son-bread wh�ch he had carr�ed
w�th h�m �n h�s fl�ght.



Th�s was proved by the crumbs wh�ch were found on the floor of
the room when the author�t�es made an exam�nat�on later on.

There came two taps at the door.
“Come �n,” sa�d he.
It was S�ster S�mpl�ce.
She was pale; her eyes were red; the candle wh�ch she carr�ed

trembled �n her hand. The pecul�ar feature of the v�olences of dest�ny
�s, that however pol�shed or cool we may be, they wr�ng human
nature from our very bowels, and force �t to reappear on the surface.
The emot�ons of that day had turned the nun �nto a woman once
more. She had wept, and she was trembl�ng.

Jean Valjean had just f�n�shed wr�t�ng a few l�nes on a paper, wh�ch
he handed to the nun, say�ng, “S�ster, you w�ll g�ve th�s to Mons�eur
le Curé.”

The paper was not folded. She cast a glance upon �t.
“You can read �t,” sa�d he.
She read:—
“I beg Mons�eur le Curé to keep an eye on all that I leave beh�nd

me. He w�ll be so good as to pay out of �t the expenses of my tr�al,
and of the funeral of the woman who d�ed yesterday. The rest �s for
the poor.”

The s�ster tr�ed to speak, but she only managed to stammer a few
�nart�culate sounds. She succeeded �n say�ng, however:—

“Does not Mons�eur le Ma�re des�re to take a last look at that poor,
unhappy woman?”

“No,” sa�d he; “I am pursued; �t would only end �n the�r arrest�ng
me �n that room, and that would d�sturb her.”

He had hardly f�n�shed when a loud no�se became aud�ble on the
sta�rcase. They heard a tumult of ascend�ng footsteps, and the old
portress say�ng �n her loudest and most p�erc�ng tones:—

“My good s�r, I swear to you by the good God, that not a soul has
entered th�s house all day, nor all the even�ng, and that I have not
even left the door.”

A man responded:—



“But there �s a l�ght �n that room, nevertheless.”
They recogn�zed Javert’s vo�ce.
The chamber was so arranged that the door �n open�ng masked

the corner of the wall on the r�ght. Jean Valjean blew out the l�ght
and placed h�mself �n th�s angle. S�ster S�mpl�ce fell on her knees
near the table.

The door opened.
Javert entered.
The wh�spers of many men and the protestat�ons of the portress

were aud�ble �n the corr�dor.
The nun d�d not ra�se her eyes. She was pray�ng.
The candle was on the ch�mney-p�ece, and gave but very l�ttle

l�ght.
Javert caught s�ght of the nun and halted �n amazement.
It w�ll be remembered that the fundamental po�nt �n Javert, h�s

element, the very a�r he breathed, was venerat�on for all author�ty.
Th�s was �mpregnable, and adm�tted of ne�ther object�on nor
restr�ct�on. In h�s eyes, of course, the eccles�ast�cal author�ty was the
ch�ef of all; he was rel�g�ous, superf�c�al and correct on th�s po�nt as
on all others. In h�s eyes, a pr�est was a m�nd, who never makes a
m�stake; a nun was a creature who never s�ns; they were souls
walled �n from th�s world, w�th a s�ngle door wh�ch never opened
except to allow the truth to pass through.

On perce�v�ng the s�ster, h�s f�rst movement was to ret�re.
But there was also another duty wh�ch bound h�m and �mpelled

h�m �mper�ously �n the oppos�te d�rect�on. H�s second movement was
to rema�n and to venture on at least one quest�on.

Th�s was S�ster S�mpl�ce, who had never told a l�e �n her l�fe.
Javert knew �t, and held her �n spec�al venerat�on �n consequence.

“S�ster,” sa�d he, “are you alone �n th�s room?”
A terr�ble moment ensued, dur�ng wh�ch the poor portress felt as

though she should fa�nt.
The s�ster ra�sed her eyes and answered:—
“Yes.”



“Then,” resumed Javert, “you w�ll excuse me �f I pers�st; �t �s my
duty; you have not seen a certa�n person—a man—th�s even�ng? He
has escaped; we are �n search of h�m—that Jean Valjean; you have
not seen h�m?”

The s�ster repl�ed:—
“No.”
She l�ed. She had l�ed tw�ce �n success�on, one after the other,

w�thout hes�tat�on, promptly, as a person does when sacr�f�c�ng
herself.

“Pardon me,” sa�d Javert, and he ret�red w�th a deep bow.
O sa�nted ma�d! you left th�s world many years ago; you have

rejo�ned your s�sters, the v�rg�ns, and your brothers, the angels, �n
the l�ght; may th�s l�e be counted to your cred�t �n parad�se!

The s�ster’s aff�rmat�on was for Javert so dec�s�ve a th�ng that he
d�d not even observe the s�ngular�ty of that candle wh�ch had but just
been ext�ngu�shed, and wh�ch was st�ll smok�ng on the table.

An hour later, a man, march�ng am�d trees and m�sts, was rap�dly
depart�ng from M. sur M. �n the d�rect�on of Par�s. That man was
Jean Valjean. It has been establ�shed by the test�mony of two or
three carters who met h�m, that he was carry�ng a bundle; that he
was dressed �n a blouse. Where had he obta�ned that blouse? No
one ever found out. But an aged workman had d�ed �n the �nf�rmary
of the factory a few days before, leav�ng beh�nd h�m noth�ng but h�s
blouse. Perhaps that was the one.

One last word about Fant�ne.
We all have a mother,—the earth. Fant�ne was g�ven back to that

mother.
The curé thought that he was do�ng r�ght, and perhaps he really

was, �n reserv�ng as much money as poss�ble from what Jean
Valjean had left for the poor. Who was concerned, after all? A conv�ct
and a woman of the town. That �s why he had a very s�mple funeral
for Fant�ne, and reduced �t to that str�ctly necessary form known as
the pauper’s grave.

So Fant�ne was bur�ed �n the free corner of the cemetery wh�ch
belongs to anybody and everybody, and where the poor are lost.



Fortunately, God knows where to f�nd the soul aga�n. Fant�ne was
la�d �n the shade, among the f�rst bones that came to hand; she was
subjected to the prom�scuousness of ashes. She was thrown �nto the
publ�c grave. Her grave resembled her bed.
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VOLUME II—COSETTE



BOOK FIRST—WATERLOO



CHAPTER I—WHAT IS MET WITH ON
THE WAY FROM NIVELLES

Last year (1861), on a beaut�ful May morn�ng, a traveller, the
person who �s tell�ng th�s story, was com�ng from N�velles, and
d�rect�ng h�s course towards La Hulpe. He was on foot. He was
pursu�ng a broad paved road, wh�ch undulated between two rows of
trees, over the h�lls wh�ch succeed each other, ra�se the road and let
�t fall aga�n, and produce someth�ng �n the nature of enormous
waves.

He had passed L�llo�s and Bo�s-Se�gneur-Isaac. In the west he
perce�ved the slate-roofed tower of Bra�ne-l’Alleud, wh�ch has the
form of a reversed vase. He had just left beh�nd a wood upon an
em�nence; and at the angle of the crossroad, by the s�de of a sort of
mouldy g�bbet bear�ng the �nscr�pt�on Anc�ent Barr�er No. 4, a publ�c
house, bear�ng on �ts front th�s s�gn: At the Four W�nds (Aux Quatre
Vents). Échabeau, Pr�vate Café.

A quarter of a league further on, he arr�ved at the bottom of a l�ttle
valley, where there �s water wh�ch passes beneath an arch made
through the embankment of the road. The clump of sparsely planted
but very green trees, wh�ch f�lls the valley on one s�de of the road, �s
d�spersed over the meadows on the other, and d�sappears gracefully
and as �n order �n the d�rect�on of Bra�ne-l’Alleud.

On the r�ght, close to the road, was an �nn, w�th a four-wheeled
cart at the door, a large bundle of hop-poles, a plough, a heap of
dr�ed brushwood near a flour�sh�ng hedge, l�me smok�ng �n a square
hole, and a ladder suspended along an old penthouse w�th straw
part�t�ons. A young g�rl was weed�ng �n a f�eld, where a huge yellow
poster, probably of some outs�de spectacle, such as a par�sh fest�val,
was flutter�ng �n the w�nd. At one corner of the �nn, bes�de a pool �n



wh�ch a flot�lla of ducks was nav�gat�ng, a badly paved path plunged
�nto the bushes. The wayfarer struck �nto th�s.

After travers�ng a hundred paces, sk�rt�ng a wall of the f�fteenth
century, surmounted by a po�nted gable, w�th br�cks set �n contrast,
he found h�mself before a large door of arched stone, w�th a
rect�l�near �mpost, �n the sombre style of Lou�s XIV., flanked by two
flat medall�ons. A severe façade rose above th�s door; a wall,
perpend�cular to the façade, almost touched the door, and flanked �t
w�th an abrupt r�ght angle. In the meadow before the door lay three
harrows, through wh�ch, �n d�sorder, grew all the flowers of May. The
door was closed. The two decrep�t leaves wh�ch barred �t were
ornamented w�th an old rusty knocker.

The sun was charm�ng; the branches had that soft sh�ver�ng of
May, wh�ch seems to proceed rather from the nests than from the
w�nd. A brave l�ttle b�rd, probably a lover, was caroll�ng �n a d�stracted
manner �n a large tree.

The wayfarer bent over and exam�ned a rather large c�rcular
excavat�on, resembl�ng the hollow of a sphere, �n the stone on the
left, at the foot of the p�er of the door.

At th�s moment the leaves of the door parted, and a peasant
woman emerged.

She saw the wayfarer, and perce�ved what he was look�ng at.
“It was a French cannon-ball wh�ch made that,” she sa�d to h�m.

And she added:—
“That wh�ch you see there, h�gher up �n the door, near a na�l, �s the

hole of a b�g �ron bullet as large as an egg. The bullet d�d not p�erce
the wood.”

“What �s the name of th�s place?” �nqu�red the wayfarer.
“Hougomont,” sa�d the peasant woman.
The traveller stra�ghtened h�mself up. He walked on a few paces,

and went off to look over the tops of the hedges. On the hor�zon
through the trees, he perce�ved a sort of l�ttle elevat�on, and on th�s
elevat�on someth�ng wh�ch at that d�stance resembled a l�on.

He was on the battle-f�eld of Waterloo.



CHAPTER II—HOUGOMONT
Hougomont,—th�s was a funereal spot, the beg�nn�ng of the

obstacle, the f�rst res�stance, wh�ch that great wood-cutter of Europe,
called Napoleon, encountered at Waterloo, the f�rst knot under the
blows of h�s axe.

It was a château; �t �s no longer anyth�ng but a farm. For the
ant�quary, Hougomont �s Hugomons. Th�s manor was bu�lt by Hugo,
S�re of Somerel, the same who endowed the s�xth chapla�ncy of the
Abbey of V�ll�ers.

The traveller pushed open the door, elbowed an anc�ent calash
under the porch, and entered the courtyard.

The f�rst th�ng wh�ch struck h�m �n th�s paddock was a door of the
s�xteenth century, wh�ch here s�mulates an arcade, everyth�ng else
hav�ng fallen prostrate around �t. A monumental aspect often has �ts
b�rth �n ru�n. In a wall near the arcade opens another arched door, of
the t�me of Henry IV., perm�tt�ng a gl�mpse of the trees of an orchard;
bes�de th�s door, a manure-hole, some p�ckaxes, some shovels,
some carts, an old well, w�th �ts flagstone and �ts �ron reel, a ch�cken
jump�ng, and a turkey spread�ng �ts ta�l, a chapel surmounted by a
small bell-tower, a blossom�ng pear-tree tra�ned �n espal�er aga�nst
the wall of the chapel—behold the court, the conquest of wh�ch was
one of Napoleon’s dreams. Th�s corner of earth, could he but have
se�zed �t, would, perhaps, have g�ven h�m the world l�kew�se.
Ch�ckens are scatter�ng �ts dust abroad w�th the�r beaks. A growl �s
aud�ble; �t �s a huge dog, who shows h�s teeth and replaces the
Engl�sh.

The Engl�sh behaved adm�rably there. Cooke’s four compan�es of
guards there held out for seven hours aga�nst the fury of an army.

Hougomont v�ewed on the map, as a geometr�cal plan, compr�s�ng
bu�ld�ngs and enclosures, presents a sort of �rregular rectangle, one
angle of wh�ch �s n�cked out. It �s th�s angle wh�ch conta�ns the



southern door, guarded by th�s wall, wh�ch commands �t only a gun’s
length away. Hougomont has two doors,—the southern door, that of
the château; and the northern door, belong�ng to the farm. Napoleon
sent h�s brother Jérôme aga�nst Hougomont; the d�v�s�ons of Foy,
Gu�llem�not, and Bachelu hurled themselves aga�nst �t; nearly the
ent�re corps of Re�lle was employed aga�nst �t, and m�scarr�ed;
Kellermann’s balls were exhausted on th�s hero�c sect�on of wall.
Baudu�n’s br�gade was not strong enough to force Hougomont on the
north, and the br�gade of Soye could not do more than effect the
beg�nn�ng of a breach on the south, but w�thout tak�ng �t.

The farm bu�ld�ngs border the courtyard on the south. A b�t of the
north door, broken by the French, hangs suspended to the wall. It
cons�sts of four planks na�led to two cross-beams, on wh�ch the
scars of the attack are v�s�ble.

The northern door, wh�ch was beaten �n by the French, and wh�ch
has had a p�ece appl�ed to �t to replace the panel suspended on the
wall, stands half-open at the bottom of the paddock; �t �s cut squarely
�n the wall, bu�lt of stone below, of br�ck above wh�ch closes �n the
courtyard on the north. It �s a s�mple door for carts, such as ex�st �n
all farms, w�th the two large leaves made of rust�c planks: beyond l�e
the meadows. The d�spute over th�s entrance was fur�ous. For a long
t�me, all sorts of �mpr�nts of bloody hands were v�s�ble on the door-
posts. It was there that Baudu�n was k�lled.

The storm of the combat st�ll l�ngers �n th�s courtyard; �ts horror �s
v�s�ble there; the confus�on of the fray was petr�f�ed there; �t l�ves and
�t d�es there; �t was only yesterday. The walls are �n the death agony,
the stones fall; the breaches cry aloud; the holes are wounds; the
droop�ng, qu�ver�ng trees seem to be mak�ng an effort to flee.

Th�s courtyard was more bu�lt up �n 1815 than �t �s to-day.
Bu�ld�ngs wh�ch have s�nce been pulled down then formed redans
and angles.

The Engl�sh barr�caded themselves there; the French made the�r
way �n, but could not stand the�r ground. Bes�de the chapel, one w�ng
of the château, the only ru�n now rema�n�ng of the manor of
Hougomont, r�ses �n a crumbl�ng state,—d�sembowelled, one m�ght
say. The château served for a dungeon, the chapel for a block-



house. There men exterm�nated each other. The French, f�red on
from every po�nt,—from beh�nd the walls, from the summ�ts of the
garrets, from the depths of the cellars, through all the casements,
through all the a�r-holes, through every crack �n the stones,—fetched
fagots and set f�re to walls and men; the reply to the grape-shot was
a conflagrat�on.

In the ru�ned w�ng, through w�ndows garn�shed w�th bars of �ron,
the d�smantled chambers of the ma�n bu�ld�ng of br�ck are v�s�ble; the
Engl�sh guards were �n ambush �n these rooms; the sp�ral of the
sta�rcase, cracked from the ground floor to the very roof, appears l�ke
the �ns�de of a broken shell. The sta�rcase has two stor�es; the
Engl�sh, bes�eged on the sta�rcase, and massed on �ts upper steps,
had cut off the lower steps. These cons�sted of large slabs of blue
stone, wh�ch form a heap among the nettles. Half a score of steps
st�ll cl�ng to the wall; on the f�rst �s cut the f�gure of a tr�dent. These
�naccess�ble steps are sol�d �n the�r n�ches. All the rest resembles a
jaw wh�ch has been denuded of �ts teeth. There are two old trees
there: one �s dead; the other �s wounded at �ts base, and �s clothed
w�th verdure �n Apr�l. S�nce 1815 �t has taken to grow�ng through the
sta�rcase.

A massacre took place �n the chapel. The �nter�or, wh�ch has
recovered �ts calm, �s s�ngular. The mass has not been sa�d there
s�nce the carnage. Nevertheless, the altar has been left there—an
altar of unpol�shed wood, placed aga�nst a background of roughhewn
stone. Four wh�tewashed walls, a door oppos�te the altar, two small
arched w�ndows; over the door a large wooden cruc�f�x, below the
cruc�f�x a square a�r-hole stopped up w�th a bundle of hay; on the
ground, �n one corner, an old w�ndow-frame w�th the glass all broken
to p�eces—such �s the chapel. Near the altar there �s na�led up a
wooden statue of Sa�nt Anne, of the f�fteenth century; the head of the
�nfant Jesus has been carr�ed off by a large ball. The French, who
were masters of the chapel for a moment, and were then d�slodged,
set f�re to �t. The flames f�lled th�s bu�ld�ng; �t was a perfect furnace;
the door was burned, the floor was burned, the wooden Chr�st was
not burned. The f�re preyed upon h�s feet, of wh�ch only the
blackened stumps are now to be seen; then �t stopped,—a m�racle,



accord�ng to the assert�on of the people of the ne�ghborhood. The
�nfant Jesus, decap�tated, was less fortunate than the Chr�st.

The walls are covered w�th �nscr�pt�ons. Near the feet of Chr�st th�s
name �s to be read: Henqu�nez. Then these others: Conde de R�o
Ma�or Marques y Marquesa de Almagro (Habana). There are French
names w�th exclamat�on po�nts,—a s�gn of wrath. The wall was
freshly wh�tewashed �n 1849. The nat�ons �nsulted each other there.

It was at the door of th�s chapel that the corpse was p�cked up
wh�ch held an axe �n �ts hand; th�s corpse was Sub-L�eutenant
Legros.

On emerg�ng from the chapel, a well �s v�s�ble on the left. There
are two �n th�s courtyard. One �nqu�res, Why �s there no bucket and
pulley to th�s? It �s because water �s no longer drawn there. Why �s
water not drawn there? Because �t �s full of skeletons.

The last person who drew water from the well was named
Gu�llaume van Kylsom. He was a peasant who l�ved at Hougomont,
and was gardener there. On the 18th of June, 1815, h�s fam�ly fled
and concealed themselves �n the woods.

The forest surround�ng the Abbey of V�ll�ers sheltered these
unfortunate people who had been scattered abroad, for many days
and n�ghts. There are at th�s day certa�n traces recogn�zable, such
as old boles of burned trees, wh�ch mark the s�te of these poor
b�vouacs trembl�ng �n the depths of the th�ckets.

Gu�llaume van Kylsom rema�ned at Hougomont, “to guard the
château,” and concealed h�mself �n the cellar. The Engl�sh
d�scovered h�m there. They tore h�m from h�s h�d�ng-place, and the
combatants forced th�s fr�ghtened man to serve them, by
adm�n�ster�ng blows w�th the flats of the�r swords. They were th�rsty;
th�s Gu�llaume brought them water. It was from th�s well that he drew
�t. Many drank there the�r last draught. Th�s well where drank so
many of the dead was dest�ned to d�e �tself.

After the engagement, they were �n haste to bury the dead bod�es.
Death has a fash�on of harass�ng v�ctory, and she causes the pest to
follow glory. The typhus �s a concom�tant of tr�umph. Th�s well was
deep, and �t was turned �nto a sepulchre. Three hundred dead
bod�es were cast �nto �t. W�th too much haste perhaps. Were they all



dead? Legend says they were not. It seems that on the n�ght
succeed�ng the �nterment, feeble vo�ces were heard call�ng from the
well.

Th�s well �s �solated �n the m�ddle of the courtyard. Three walls,
part stone, part br�ck, and s�mulat�ng a small, square tower, and
folded l�ke the leaves of a screen, surround �t on all s�des. The fourth
s�de �s open. It �s there that the water was drawn. The wall at the
bottom has a sort of shapeless loophole, poss�bly the hole made by
a shell. Th�s l�ttle tower had a platform, of wh�ch only the beams
rema�n. The �ron supports of the well on the r�ght form a cross. On
lean�ng over, the eye �s lost �n a deep cyl�nder of br�ck wh�ch �s f�lled
w�th a heaped-up mass of shadows. The base of the walls all about
the well �s concealed �n a growth of nettles.

Th�s well has not �n front of �t that large blue slab wh�ch forms the
table for all wells �n Belg�um. The slab has here been replaced by a
cross-beam, aga�nst wh�ch lean f�ve or s�x shapeless fragments of
knotty and petr�f�ed wood wh�ch resemble huge bones. There �s no
longer e�ther pa�l, cha�n, or pulley; but there �s st�ll the stone bas�n
wh�ch served the overflow. The ra�n-water collects there, and from
t�me to t�me a b�rd of the ne�ghbor�ng forests comes th�ther to dr�nk,
and then fl�es away. One house �n th�s ru�n, the farmhouse, �s st�ll
�nhab�ted. The door of th�s house opens on the courtyard. Upon th�s
door, bes�de a pretty Goth�c lock-plate, there �s an �ron handle w�th
trefo�ls placed slant�ng. At the moment when the Hanover�an
l�eutenant, W�lda, grasped th�s handle �n order to take refuge �n the
farm, a French sapper hewed off h�s hand w�th an axe.

The fam�ly who occupy the house had for the�r grandfather
Gu�llaume van Kylsom, the old gardener, dead long s�nce. A woman
w�th gray ha�r sa�d to us: “I was there. I was three years old. My
s�ster, who was older, was terr�f�ed and wept. They carr�ed us off to
the woods. I went there �n my mother’s arms. We glued our ears to
the earth to hear. I �m�tated the cannon, and went boum! boum!”

A door open�ng from the courtyard on the left led �nto the orchard,
so we were told. The orchard �s terr�ble.

It �s �n three parts; one m�ght almost say, �n three acts. The f�rst
part �s a garden, the second �s an orchard, the th�rd �s a wood. These



three parts have a common enclosure: on the s�de of the entrance,
the bu�ld�ngs of the château and the farm; on the left, a hedge; on
the r�ght, a wall; and at the end, a wall. The wall on the r�ght �s of
br�ck, the wall at the bottom �s of stone. One enters the garden f�rst.
It slopes downwards, �s planted w�th gooseberry bushes, choked
w�th a w�ld growth of vegetat�on, and term�nated by a monumental
terrace of cut stone, w�th balustrade w�th a double curve.

It was a se�gnor�al garden �n the f�rst French style wh�ch preceded
Le Nôtre; to-day �t �s ru�ns and br�ars. The p�lasters are surmounted
by globes wh�ch resemble cannon-balls of stone. Forty-three
balusters can st�ll be counted on the�r sockets; the rest l�e prostrate
�n the grass. Almost all bear scratches of bullets. One broken
baluster �s placed on the ped�ment l�ke a fractured leg.

It was �n th�s garden, further down than the orchard, that s�x l�ght-
�nfantry men of the 1st, hav�ng made the�r way th�ther, and be�ng
unable to escape, hunted down and caught l�ke bears �n the�r dens,
accepted the combat w�th two Hanover�an compan�es, one of wh�ch
was armed w�th carb�nes. The Hanover�ans l�ned th�s balustrade and
f�red from above. The �nfantry men, reply�ng from below, s�x aga�nst
two hundred, �ntrep�d and w�th no shelter save the currant-bushes,
took a quarter of an hour to d�e.

One mounts a few steps and passes from the garden �nto the
orchard, properly speak�ng. There, w�th�n the l�m�ts of those few
square fathoms, f�fteen hundred men fell �n less than an hour. The
wall seems ready to renew the combat. Th�rty-e�ght loopholes,
p�erced by the Engl�sh at �rregular he�ghts, are there st�ll. In front of
the s�xth are placed two Engl�sh tombs of gran�te. There are
loopholes only �n the south wall, as the pr�nc�pal attack came from
that quarter. The wall �s h�dden on the outs�de by a tall hedge; the
French came up, th�nk�ng that they had to deal only w�th a hedge,
crossed �t, and found the wall both an obstacle and an ambuscade,
w�th the Engl�sh guards beh�nd �t, the th�rty-e�ght loopholes f�r�ng at
once a shower of grape-shot and balls, and Soye’s br�gade was
broken aga�nst �t. Thus Waterloo began.

Nevertheless, the orchard was taken. As they had no ladders, the
French scaled �t w�th the�r na�ls. They fought hand to hand am�d the



trees. All th�s grass has been soaked �n blood. A battal�on of Nassau,
seven hundred strong, was overwhelmed there. The outs�de of the
wall, aga�nst wh�ch Kellermann’s two batter�es were tra�ned, �s
gnawed by grape-shot.

Th�s orchard �s sent�ent, l�ke others, �n the month of May. It has �ts
buttercups and �ts da�s�es; the grass �s tall there; the cart-horses
browse there; cords of ha�r, on wh�ch l�nen �s dry�ng, traverse the
spaces between the trees and force the passer-by to bend h�s head;
one walks over th�s uncult�vated land, and one’s foot d�ves �nto mole-
holes. In the m�ddle of the grass one observes an uprooted tree-bole
wh�ch l�es there all verdant. Major Blackmann leaned aga�nst �t to
d�e. Beneath a great tree �n the ne�ghborhood fell the German
general, Duplat, descended from a French fam�ly wh�ch fled on the
revocat�on of the Ed�ct of Nantes. An aged and fall�ng apple-tree
leans far over to one s�de, �ts wound dressed w�th a bandage of
straw and of clayey loam. Nearly all the apple-trees are fall�ng w�th
age. There �s not one wh�ch has not had �ts bullet or �ts b�scayan.6
The skeletons of dead trees abound �n th�s orchard. Crows fly
through the�r branches, and at the end of �t �s a wood full of v�olets.

Baudu�n k�lled, Foy wounded, conflagrat�on, massacre, carnage, a
r�vulet formed of Engl�sh blood, French blood, German blood m�ngled
�n fury, a well crammed w�th corpses, the reg�ment of Nassau and
the reg�ment of Brunsw�ck destroyed, Duplat k�lled, Blackmann k�lled,
the Engl�sh Guards mut�lated, twenty French battal�ons, bes�des the
forty from Re�lle’s corps, dec�mated, three thousand men �n that
hovel of Hougomont alone cut down, slashed to p�eces, shot,
burned, w�th the�r throats cut,—and all th�s so that a peasant can say
to-day to the traveller: Mons�eur, g�ve me three francs, and �f you
l�ke, I w�ll expla�n to you the affa�r of Waterloo!



CHAPTER III—THE EIGHTEENTH OF
JUNE, 1815

Let us turn back,—that �s one of the story-teller’s r�ghts,—and put
ourselves once more �n the year 1815, and even a l�ttle earl�er than
the epoch when the act�on narrated �n the f�rst part of th�s book took
place.

If �t had not ra�ned �n the n�ght between the 17th and the 18th of
June, 1815, the fate of Europe would have been d�fferent. A few
drops of water, more or less, dec�ded the downfall of Napoleon. All
that Prov�dence requ�red �n order to make Waterloo the end of
Austerl�tz was a l�ttle more ra�n, and a cloud travers�ng the sky out of
season suff�ced to make a world crumble.

The battle of Waterloo could not be begun unt�l half-past eleven
o’clock, and that gave Blücher t�me to come up. Why? Because the
ground was wet. The art�llery had to wa�t unt�l �t became a l�ttle f�rmer
before they could manœuvre.

Napoleon was an art�llery off�cer, and felt the effects of th�s. The
foundat�on of th�s wonderful capta�n was the man who, �n the report
to the D�rectory on Abouk�r, sa�d: Such a one of our balls k�lled s�x
men. All h�s plans of battle were arranged for project�les. The key to
h�s v�ctory was to make the art�llery converge on one po�nt. He
treated the strategy of the host�le general l�ke a c�tadel, and made a
breach �n �t. He overwhelmed the weak po�nt w�th grape-shot; he
jo�ned and d�ssolved battles w�th cannon. There was someth�ng of
the sharpshooter �n h�s gen�us. To beat �n squares, to pulver�ze
reg�ments, to break l�nes, to crush and d�sperse masses,—for h�m
everyth�ng lay �n th�s, to str�ke, str�ke, str�ke �ncessantly,—and he
�ntrusted th�s task to the cannon-ball. A redoubtable method, and
one wh�ch, un�ted w�th gen�us, rendered th�s gloomy athlete of the
pug�l�sm of war �nv�nc�ble for the space of f�fteen years.



On the 18th of June, 1815, he rel�ed all the more on h�s art�llery,
because he had numbers on h�s s�de. Well�ngton had only one
hundred and f�fty-n�ne mouths of f�re; Napoleon had two hundred and
forty.

Suppose the so�l dry, and the art�llery capable of mov�ng, the
act�on would have begun at s�x o’clock �n the morn�ng. The battle
would have been won and ended at two o’clock, three hours before
the change of fortune �n favor of the Pruss�ans. What amount of
blame attaches to Napoleon for the loss of th�s battle? Is the
sh�pwreck due to the p�lot?

Was �t the ev�dent phys�cal decl�ne of Napoleon that compl�cated
th�s epoch by an �nward d�m�nut�on of force? Had the twenty years of
war worn out the blade as �t had worn the scabbard, the soul as well
as the body? D�d the veteran make h�mself d�sastrously felt �n the
leader? In a word, was th�s gen�us, as many h�stor�ans of note have
thought, suffer�ng from an ecl�pse? D�d he go �nto a frenzy �n order to
d�sgu�se h�s weakened powers from h�mself? D�d he beg�n to waver
under the delus�on of a breath of adventure? Had he become—a
grave matter �n a general—unconsc�ous of per�l? Is there an age, �n
th�s class of mater�al great men, who may be called the g�ants of
act�on, when gen�us grows short-s�ghted? Old age has no hold on
the gen�uses of the �deal; for the Dantes and M�chael Angelos to
grow old �s to grow �n greatness; �s �t to grow less for the Hann�bals
and the Bonapartes? Had Napoleon lost the d�rect sense of v�ctory?
Had he reached the po�nt where he could no longer recogn�ze the
reef, could no longer d�v�ne the snare, no longer d�scern the
crumbl�ng br�nk of abysses? Had he lost h�s power of scent�ng out
catastrophes? He who had �n former days known all the roads to
tr�umph, and who, from the summ�t of h�s char�ot of l�ghtn�ng, po�nted
them out w�th a sovere�gn f�nger, had he now reached that state of
s�n�ster amazement when he could lead h�s tumultuous leg�ons
harnessed to �t, to the prec�p�ce? Was he se�zed at the age of forty-
s�x w�th a supreme madness? Was that t�tan�c char�oteer of dest�ny
no longer anyth�ng more than an �mmense dare-dev�l?

We do not th�nk so.



H�s plan of battle was, by the confess�on of all, a masterp�ece. To
go stra�ght to the centre of the All�es’ l�ne, to make a breach �n the
enemy, to cut them �n two, to dr�ve the Br�t�sh half back on Hal, and
the Pruss�an half on Tongres, to make two shattered fragments of
Well�ngton and Blücher, to carry Mont-Sa�nt-Jean, to se�ze Brussels,
to hurl the German �nto the Rh�ne, and the Engl�shman �nto the sea.
All th�s was conta�ned �n that battle, accord�ng to Napoleon.
Afterwards people would see.

Of course, we do not here pretend to furn�sh a h�story of the battle
of Waterloo; one of the scenes of the foundat�on of the story wh�ch
we are relat�ng �s connected w�th th�s battle, but th�s h�story �s not our
subject; th�s h�story, moreover, has been f�n�shed, and f�n�shed �n a
masterly manner, from one po�nt of v�ew by Napoleon, and from
another po�nt of v�ew by a whole ple�ad of h�stor�ans.7

As for us, we leave the h�stor�ans at loggerheads; we are but a
d�stant w�tness, a passer-by on the pla�n, a seeker bend�ng over that
so�l all made of human flesh, tak�ng appearances for real�t�es,
perchance; we have no r�ght to oppose, �n the name of sc�ence, a
collect�on of facts wh�ch conta�n �llus�ons, no doubt; we possess
ne�ther m�l�tary pract�ce nor strateg�c ab�l�ty wh�ch author�ze a
system; �n our op�n�on, a cha�n of acc�dents dom�nated the two
leaders at Waterloo; and when �t becomes a quest�on of dest�ny, that
myster�ous culpr�t, we judge l�ke that �ngen�ous judge, the populace.



CHAPTER IV—A
Those persons who w�sh to ga�n a clear �dea of the battle of

Waterloo have only to place, mentally, on the ground, a cap�tal A.
The left l�mb of the A �s the road to N�velles, the r�ght l�mb �s the road
to Genappe, the t�e of the A �s the hollow road to Oha�n from Bra�ne-
l’Alleud. The top of the A �s Mont-Sa�nt-Jean, where Well�ngton �s;
the lower left t�p �s Hougomont, where Re�lle �s stat�oned w�th Jérôme
Bonaparte; the r�ght t�p �s the Belle-All�ance, where Napoleon was. At
the centre of th�s chord �s the prec�se po�nt where the f�nal word of
the battle was pronounced. It was there that the l�on has been
placed, the �nvoluntary symbol of the supreme hero�sm of the
Imper�al Guard.

The tr�angle �ncluded �n the top of the A, between the two l�mbs
and the t�e, �s the plateau of Mont-Sa�nt-Jean. The d�spute over th�s
plateau const�tuted the whole battle. The w�ngs of the two arm�es
extended to the r�ght and left of the two roads to Genappe and
N�velles; d’Erlon fac�ng P�cton, Re�lle fac�ng H�ll.

Beh�nd the t�p of the A, beh�nd the plateau of Mont-Sa�nt-Jean, �s
the forest of So�gnes.

As for the pla�n �tself, let the reader p�cture to h�mself a vast
undulat�ng sweep of ground; each r�se commands the next r�se, and
all the undulat�ons mount towards Mont-Sa�nt-Jean, and there end �n
the forest.

Two host�le troops on a f�eld of battle are two wrestlers. It �s a
quest�on of se�z�ng the opponent round the wa�st. The one seeks to
tr�p up the other. They clutch at everyth�ng: a bush �s a po�nt of
support; an angle of the wall offers them a rest to the shoulder; for
the lack of a hovel under whose cover they can draw up, a reg�ment
y�elds �ts ground; an unevenness �n the ground, a chance turn �n the
landscape, a cross-path encountered at the r�ght moment, a grove, a
rav�ne, can stay the heel of that colossus wh�ch �s called an army,



and prevent �ts retreat. He who qu�ts the f�eld �s beaten; hence the
necess�ty devolv�ng on the respons�ble leader, of exam�n�ng the most
�ns�gn�f�cant clump of trees, and of study�ng deeply the sl�ghtest rel�ef
�n the ground.

The two generals had attent�vely stud�ed the pla�n of Mont-Sa�nt-
Jean, now called the pla�n of Waterloo. In the preced�ng year,
Well�ngton, w�th the sagac�ty of fores�ght, had exam�ned �t as the
poss�ble seat of a great battle. Upon th�s spot, and for th�s duel, on
the 18th of June, Well�ngton had the good post, Napoleon the bad
post. The Engl�sh army was stat�oned above, the French army
below.

It �s almost superfluous here to sketch the appearance of
Napoleon on horseback, glass �n hand, upon the he�ghts of
Rossomme, at daybreak, on June 18, 1815. All the world has seen
h�m before we can show h�m. That calm prof�le under the l�ttle three-
cornered hat of the school of Br�enne, that green un�form, the wh�te
revers conceal�ng the star of the Leg�on of Honor, h�s great coat
h�d�ng h�s epaulets, the corner of red r�bbon peep�ng from beneath
h�s vest, h�s leather trousers, the wh�te horse w�th the saddle-cloth of
purple velvet bear�ng on the corners crowned N’s and eagles,
Hess�an boots over s�lk stock�ngs, s�lver spurs, the sword of
Marengo,—that whole f�gure of the last of the Cæsars �s present to
all �mag�nat�ons, saluted w�th acclamat�ons by some, severely
regarded by others.

That f�gure stood for a long t�me wholly �n the l�ght; th�s arose from
a certa�n legendary d�mness evolved by the major�ty of heroes, and
wh�ch always ve�ls the truth for a longer or shorter t�me; but to-day
h�story and dayl�ght have arr�ved.

That l�ght called h�story �s p�t�less; �t possesses th�s pecul�ar and
d�v�ne qual�ty, that, pure l�ght as �t �s, and prec�sely because �t �s
wholly l�ght, �t often casts a shadow �n places where people had
h�therto beheld rays; from the same man �t constructs two d�fferent
phantoms, and the one attacks the other and executes just�ce on �t,
and the shadows of the despot contend w�th the br�ll�ancy of the
leader. Hence ar�ses a truer measure �n the def�n�t�ve judgments of
nat�ons. Babylon v�olated lessens Alexander, Rome encha�ned



lessens Cæsar, Jerusalem murdered lessens T�tus, tyranny follows
the tyrant. It �s a m�sfortune for a man to leave beh�nd h�m the n�ght
wh�ch bears h�s form.



CHAPTER V—THE QUID OBSCURUM
OF BATTLES

Every one �s acqua�nted w�th the f�rst phase of th�s battle; a
beg�nn�ng wh�ch was troubled, uncerta�n, hes�tat�ng, menac�ng to
both arm�es, but st�ll more so for the Engl�sh than for the French.

It had ra�ned all n�ght, the earth had been cut up by the downpour,
the water had accumulated here and there �n the hollows of the pla�n
as �f �n casks; at some po�nts the gear of the art�llery carr�ages was
bur�ed up to the axles, the c�rc�ngles of the horses were dr�pp�ng w�th
l�qu�d mud. If the wheat and rye trampled down by th�s cohort of
transports on the march had not f�lled �n the ruts and strewn a l�tter
beneath the wheels, all movement, part�cularly �n the valleys, �n the
d�rect�on of Papelotte would have been �mposs�ble.

The affa�r began late. Napoleon, as we have already expla�ned,
was �n the hab�t of keep�ng all h�s art�llery well �n hand, l�ke a p�stol,
a�m�ng �t now at one po�nt, now at another, of the battle; and �t had
been h�s w�sh to wa�t unt�l the horse batter�es could move and gallop
freely. In order to do that �t was necessary that the sun should come
out and dry the so�l. But the sun d�d not make �ts appearance. It was
no longer the rendezvous of Austerl�tz. When the f�rst cannon was
f�red, the Engl�sh general, Colv�lle, looked at h�s watch, and noted
that �t was th�rty-f�ve m�nutes past eleven.

The act�on was begun fur�ously, w�th more fury, perhaps, than the
Emperor would have w�shed, by the left w�ng of the French rest�ng
on Hougomont. At the same t�me Napoleon attacked the centre by
hurl�ng Qu�ot’s br�gade on La Ha�e-Sa�nte, and Ney pushed forward
the r�ght w�ng of the French aga�nst the left w�ng of the Engl�sh,
wh�ch rested on Papelotte.

The attack on Hougomont was someth�ng of a fe�nt; the plan was
to draw Well�ngton th�ther, and to make h�m swerve to the left. Th�s



plan would have succeeded �f the four compan�es of the Engl�sh
guards and the brave Belg�ans of Perponcher’s d�v�s�on had not held
the pos�t�on sol�dly, and Well�ngton, �nstead of mass�ng h�s troops
there, could conf�ne h�mself to despatch�ng th�ther, as
re�nforcements, only four more compan�es of guards and one
battal�on from Brunsw�ck.

The attack of the r�ght w�ng of the French on Papelotte was
calculated, �n fact, to overthrow the Engl�sh left, to cut off the road to
Brussels, to bar the passage aga�nst poss�ble Pruss�ans, to force
Mont-Sa�nt-Jean, to turn Well�ngton back on Hougomont, thence on
Bra�ne-l’Alleud, thence on Hal; noth�ng eas�er. W�th the except�on of
a few �nc�dents th�s attack succeeded. Papelotte was taken; La Ha�e-
Sa�nte was carr�ed.

A deta�l to be noted. There was �n the Engl�sh �nfantry, part�cularly
�n Kempt’s br�gade, a great many raw recru�ts. These young sold�ers
were val�ant �n the presence of our redoubtable �nfantry; the�r
�nexper�ence extr�cated them �ntrep�dly from the d�lemma; they
performed part�cularly excellent serv�ce as sk�rm�shers: the sold�er
sk�rm�sher, left somewhat to h�mself, becomes, so to speak, h�s own
general. These recru�ts d�splayed some of the French �ngenu�ty and
fury. Th�s nov�ce of an �nfantry had dash. Th�s d�spleased Well�ngton.

After the tak�ng of La Ha�e-Sa�nte the battle wavered.
There �s �n th�s day an obscure �nterval, from m�dday to four

o’clock; the m�ddle port�on of th�s battle �s almost �nd�st�nct, and
part�c�pates �n the sombreness of the hand-to-hand confl�ct. Tw�l�ght
re�gns over �t. We perce�ve vast fluctuat�ons �n that fog, a d�zzy
m�rage, paraphernal�a of war almost unknown to-day, pendant
colbacks, float�ng sabre-taches, cross-belts, cartr�dge-boxes for
grenades, hussar dolmans, red boots w�th a thousand wr�nkles,
heavy shakos garlanded w�th torsades, the almost black �nfantry of
Brunsw�ck m�ngled w�th the scarlet �nfantry of England, the Engl�sh
sold�ers w�th great, wh�te c�rcular pads on the slopes of the�r
shoulders for epaulets, the Hanover�an l�ght-horse w�th the�r oblong
casques of leather, w�th brass hands and red horse-ta�ls, the Scotch
w�th the�r bare knees and pla�ds, the great wh�te ga�ters of our



grenad�ers; p�ctures, not strateg�c l�nes—what Salvator Rosa
requ�res, not what �s su�ted to the needs of Gr�beauval.

A certa�n amount of tempest �s always m�ngled w�th a battle. Qu�d
obscurum, qu�d d�v�num. Each h�stor�an traces, to some extent, the
part�cular feature wh�ch pleases h�m am�d th�s pell-mell. Whatever
may be the comb�nat�ons of the generals, the shock of armed
masses has an �ncalculable ebb. Dur�ng the act�on the plans of the
two leaders enter �nto each other and become mutually thrown out of
shape. Such a po�nt of the f�eld of battle devours more combatants
than such another, just as more or less spongy so�ls soak up more or
less qu�ckly the water wh�ch �s poured on them. It becomes
necessary to pour out more sold�ers than one would l�ke; a ser�es of
expend�tures wh�ch are the unforeseen. The l�ne of battle waves and
undulates l�ke a thread, the tra�ls of blood gush �llog�cally, the fronts
of the arm�es waver, the reg�ments form capes and gulfs as they
enter and w�thdraw; all these reefs are cont�nually mov�ng �n front of
each other. Where the �nfantry stood the art�llery arr�ves, the cavalry
rushes �n where the art�llery was, the battal�ons are l�ke smoke.
There was someth�ng there; seek �t. It has d�sappeared; the open
spots change place, the sombre folds advance and retreat, a sort of
w�nd from the sepulchre pushes forward, hurls back, d�stends, and
d�sperses these trag�c mult�tudes. What �s a fray? an osc�llat�on? The
�mmob�l�ty of a mathemat�cal plan expresses a m�nute, not a day. In
order to dep�ct a battle, there �s requ�red one of those powerful
pa�nters who have chaos �n the�r brushes. Rembrandt �s better than
Vandermeulen; Vandermeulen, exact at noon, l�es at three o’clock.
Geometry �s decept�ve; the hurr�cane alone �s trustworthy. That �s
what confers on Folard the r�ght to contrad�ct Polyb�us. Let us add,
that there �s a certa�n �nstant when the battle degenerates �nto a
combat, becomes spec�al�zed, and d�sperses �nto �nnumerable
deta�led feats, wh�ch, to borrow the express�on of Napoleon h�mself,
“belong rather to the b�ography of the reg�ments than to the h�story of
the army.” The h�stor�an has, �n th�s case, the ev�dent r�ght to sum up
the whole. He cannot do more than se�ze the pr�nc�pal outl�nes of the
struggle, and �t �s not g�ven to any one narrator, however
consc�ent�ous he may be, to f�x, absolutely, the form of that horr�ble
cloud wh�ch �s called a battle.



Th�s, wh�ch �s true of all great armed encounters, �s part�cularly
appl�cable to Waterloo.

Nevertheless, at a certa�n moment �n the afternoon the battle
came to a po�nt.



CHAPTER VI—FOUR O’CLOCK IN THE
AFTERNOON

Towards four o’clock the cond�t�on of the Engl�sh army was
ser�ous. The Pr�nce of Orange was �n command of the centre, H�ll of
the r�ght w�ng, P�cton of the left w�ng. The Pr�nce of Orange,
desperate and �ntrep�d, shouted to the Hollando-Belg�ans: “Nassau!
Brunsw�ck! Never retreat!” H�ll, hav�ng been weakened, had come up
to the support of Well�ngton; P�cton was dead. At the very moment
when the Engl�sh had captured from the French the flag of the 105th
of the l�ne, the French had k�lled the Engl�sh general, P�cton, w�th a
bullet through the head. The battle had, for Well�ngton, two bases of
act�on, Hougomont and La Ha�e-Sa�nte; Hougomont st�ll held out, but
was on f�re; La Ha�e-Sa�nte was taken. Of the German battal�on
wh�ch defended �t, only forty-two men surv�ved; all the off�cers,
except f�ve, were e�ther dead or captured. Three thousand
combatants had been massacred �n that barn. A sergeant of the
Engl�sh Guards, the foremost boxer �n England, reputed �nvulnerable
by h�s compan�ons, had been k�lled there by a l�ttle French drummer-
boy. Bar�ng had been d�slodged, Alten put to the sword. Many flags
had been lost, one from Alten’s d�v�s�on, and one from the battal�on
of Lunenburg, carr�ed by a pr�nce of the house of Deux-Ponts. The
Scotch Grays no longer ex�sted; Ponsonby’s great dragoons had
been hacked to p�eces. That val�ant cavalry had bent beneath the
lancers of Bro and beneath the cu�rass�ers of Travers; out of twelve
hundred horses, s�x hundred rema�ned; out of three l�eutenant-
colonels, two lay on the earth,—Ham�lton wounded, Mater sla�n.
Ponsonby had fallen, r�ddled by seven lance-thrusts. Gordon was
dead. Marsh was dead. Two d�v�s�ons, the f�fth and the s�xth, had
been ann�h�lated.



Hougomont �njured, La Ha�e-Sa�nte taken, there now ex�sted but
one rally�ng-po�nt, the centre. That po�nt st�ll held f�rm. Well�ngton
re�nforced �t. He summoned th�ther H�ll, who was at Merle-Bra�ne; he
summoned Chassé, who was at Bra�ne-l’Alleud.

The centre of the Engl�sh army, rather concave, very dense, and
very compact, was strongly posted. It occup�ed the plateau of Mont-
Sa�nt-Jean, hav�ng beh�nd �t the v�llage, and �n front of �t the slope,
wh�ch was tolerably steep then. It rested on that stout stone dwell�ng
wh�ch at that t�me belonged to the doma�n of N�velles, and wh�ch
marks the �ntersect�on of the roads—a p�le of the s�xteenth century,
and so robust that the cannon-balls rebounded from �t w�thout
�njur�ng �t. All about the plateau the Engl�sh had cut the hedges here
and there, made embrasures �n the hawthorn-trees, thrust the throat
of a cannon between two branches, embattled the shrubs. There
art�llery was ambushed �n the brushwood. Th�s pun�c labor,
�ncontestably author�zed by war, wh�ch perm�ts traps, was so well
done, that Haxo, who had been despatched by the Emperor at n�ne
o’clock �n the morn�ng to reconno�tre the enemy’s batter�es, had
d�scovered noth�ng of �t, and had returned and reported to Napoleon
that there were no obstacles except the two barr�cades wh�ch barred
the road to N�velles and to Genappe. It was at the season when the
gra�n �s tall; on the edge of the plateau a battal�on of Kempt’s
br�gade, the 95th, armed w�th carab�nes, was concealed �n the tall
wheat.

Thus assured and buttressed, the centre of the Anglo-Dutch army
was well posted. The per�l of th�s pos�t�on lay �n the forest of So�gnes,
then adjo�n�ng the f�eld of battle, and �ntersected by the ponds of
Groenendael and Bo�tsfort. An army could not retreat th�ther w�thout
d�ssolv�ng; the reg�ments would have broken up �mmed�ately there.
The art�llery would have been lost among the morasses. The retreat,
accord�ng to many a man versed �n the art,—though �t �s d�sputed by
others,—would have been a d�sorgan�zed fl�ght.

To th�s centre, Well�ngton added one of Chassé‘s br�gades taken
from the r�ght w�ng, and one of W�ncke’s br�gades taken from the left
w�ng, plus Cl�nton’s d�v�s�on. To h�s Engl�sh, to the reg�ments of
Halkett, to the br�gades of M�tchell, to the guards of Ma�tland, he



gave as re�nforcements and a�ds, the �nfantry of Brunsw�ck,
Nassau’s cont�ngent, K�elmansegg’s Hanover�ans, and Ompteda’s
Germans. Th�s placed twenty-s�x battal�ons under h�s hand. The r�ght
w�ng, as Charras says, was thrown back on the centre. An enormous
battery was masked by sacks of earth at the spot where there now
stands what �s called the “Museum of Waterloo.” Bes�des th�s,
Well�ngton had, beh�nd a r�se �n the ground, Somerset’s Dragoon
Guards, fourteen hundred horse strong. It was the rema�n�ng half of
the justly celebrated Engl�sh cavalry. Ponsonby destroyed, Somerset
rema�ned.

The battery, wh�ch, �f completed, would have been almost a
redoubt, was ranged beh�nd a very low garden wall, backed up w�th
a coat�ng of bags of sand and a large slope of earth. Th�s work was
not f�n�shed; there had been no t�me to make a pal�sade for �t.

Well�ngton, uneasy but �mpass�ve, was on horseback, and there
rema�ned the whole day �n the same att�tude, a l�ttle �n advance of
the old m�ll of Mont-Sa�nt-Jean, wh�ch �s st�ll �n ex�stence, beneath an
elm, wh�ch an Engl�shman, an enthus�ast�c vandal, purchased later
on for two hundred francs, cut down, and carr�ed off. Well�ngton was
coldly hero�c. The bullets ra�ned about h�m. H�s a�de-de-camp,
Gordon, fell at h�s s�de. Lord H�ll, po�nt�ng to a shell wh�ch had burst,
sa�d to h�m: “My lord, what are your orders �n case you are k�lled?”
“To do l�ke me,” repl�ed Well�ngton. To Cl�nton he sa�d lacon�cally, “To
hold th�s spot to the last man.” The day was ev�dently turn�ng out �ll.
Well�ngton shouted to h�s old compan�ons of Talavera, of V�ttor�a, of
Salamanca: “Boys, can retreat be thought of? Th�nk of old England!”

Towards four o’clock, the Engl�sh l�ne drew back. Suddenly noth�ng
was v�s�ble on the crest of the plateau except the art�llery and the
sharpshooters; the rest had d�sappeared: the reg�ments, d�slodged
by the shells and the French bullets, retreated �nto the bottom, now
�ntersected by the back road of the farm of Mont-Sa�nt-Jean; a
retrograde movement took place, the Engl�sh front h�d �tself,
Well�ngton drew back. “The beg�nn�ng of retreat!” cr�ed Napoleon.



CHAPTER VII—NAPOLEON IN A
GOOD HUMOR

The Emperor, though �ll and d�scommoded on horseback by a
local trouble, had never been �n a better humor than on that day. H�s
�mpenetrab�l�ty had been sm�l�ng ever s�nce the morn�ng. On the 18th
of June, that profound soul masked by marble beamed bl�ndly. The
man who had been gloomy at Austerl�tz was gay at Waterloo. The
greatest favor�tes of dest�ny make m�stakes. Our joys are composed
of shadow. The supreme sm�le �s God’s alone.

R�det Cæsar, Pompe�us fleb�t, sa�d the leg�onar�es of the
Fulm�natr�x Leg�on. Pompey was not dest�ned to weep on that
occas�on, but �t �s certa�n that Cæsar laughed. Wh�le explor�ng on
horseback at one o’clock on the preced�ng n�ght, �n storm and ra�n, �n
company w�th Bertrand, the communes �n the ne�ghborhood of
Rossomme, sat�sf�ed at the s�ght of the long l�ne of the Engl�sh
camp-f�res �llum�nat�ng the whole hor�zon from Fr�schemont to
Bra�ne-l’Alleud, �t had seemed to h�m that fate, to whom he had
ass�gned a day on the f�eld of Waterloo, was exact to the
appo�ntment; he stopped h�s horse, and rema�ned for some t�me
mot�onless, gaz�ng at the l�ghtn�ng and l�sten�ng to the thunder; and
th�s fatal�st was heard to cast �nto the darkness th�s myster�ous
say�ng, “We are �n accord.” Napoleon was m�staken. They were no
longer �n accord.

He took not a moment for sleep; every �nstant of that n�ght was
marked by a joy for h�m. He traversed the l�ne of the pr�nc�pal
outposts, halt�ng here and there to talk to the sent�nels. At half-past
two, near the wood of Hougomont, he heard the tread of a column
on the march; he thought at the moment that �t was a retreat on the
part of Well�ngton. He sa�d: “It �s the rear-guard of the Engl�sh gett�ng
under way for the purpose of decamp�ng. I w�ll take pr�soners the s�x



thousand Engl�sh who have just arr�ved at Ostend.” He conversed
expans�vely; he rega�ned the an�mat�on wh�ch he had shown at h�s
land�ng on the f�rst of March, when he po�nted out to the Grand-
Marshal the enthus�ast�c peasant of the Gulf Juan, and cr�ed, “Well,
Bertrand, here �s a re�nforcement already!” On the n�ght of the 17th
to the 18th of June he rall�ed Well�ngton. “That l�ttle Engl�shman
needs a lesson,” sa�d Napoleon. The ra�n redoubled �n v�olence; the
thunder rolled wh�le the Emperor was speak�ng.

At half-past three o’clock �n the morn�ng, he lost one �llus�on;
off�cers who had been despatched to reconno�tre announced to h�m
that the enemy was not mak�ng any movement. Noth�ng was st�rr�ng;
not a b�vouac-f�re had been ext�ngu�shed; the Engl�sh army was
asleep. The s�lence on earth was profound; the only no�se was �n the
heavens. At four o’clock, a peasant was brought �n to h�m by the
scouts; th�s peasant had served as gu�de to a br�gade of Engl�sh
cavalry, probably V�v�an’s br�gade, wh�ch was on �ts way to take up a
pos�t�on �n the v�llage of Oha�n, at the extreme left. At f�ve o’clock,
two Belg�an deserters reported to h�m that they had just qu�tted the�r
reg�ment, and that the Engl�sh army was ready for battle. “So much
the better!” excla�med Napoleon. “I prefer to overthrow them rather
than to dr�ve them back.”

In the morn�ng he d�smounted �n the mud on the slope wh�ch forms
an angle w�th the Planceno�t road, had a k�tchen table and a
peasant’s cha�r brought to h�m from the farm of Rossomme, seated
h�mself, w�th a truss of straw for a carpet, and spread out on the
table the chart of the battle-f�eld, say�ng to Soult as he d�d so, “A
pretty checker-board.”

In consequence of the ra�ns dur�ng the n�ght, the transports of
prov�s�ons, embedded �n the soft roads, had not been able to arr�ve
by morn�ng; the sold�ers had had no sleep; they were wet and
fast�ng. Th�s d�d not prevent Napoleon from excla�m�ng cheerfully to
Ney, “We have n�nety chances out of a hundred.” At e�ght o’clock the
Emperor’s breakfast was brought to h�m. He �nv�ted many generals
to �t. Dur�ng breakfast, �t was sa�d that Well�ngton had been to a ball
two n�ghts before, �n Brussels, at the Duchess of R�chmond’s; and
Soult, a rough man of war, w�th a face of an archb�shop, sa�d, “The



ball takes place to-day.” The Emperor jested w�th Ney, who sa�d,
“Well�ngton w�ll not be so s�mple as to wa�t for Your Majesty.” That
was h�s way, however. “He was fond of jest�ng,” says Fleury de
Chaboulon. “A merry humor was at the foundat�on of h�s character,”
says Gourgaud. “He abounded �n pleasantr�es, wh�ch were more
pecul�ar than w�tty,” says Benjam�n Constant. These gayet�es of a
g�ant are worthy of �ns�stence. It was he who called h�s grenad�ers
“h�s grumblers”; he p�nched the�r ears; he pulled the�r moustaches.
“The Emperor d�d noth�ng but play pranks on us,” �s the remark of
one of them. Dur�ng the myster�ous tr�p from the �sland of Elba to
France, on the 27th of February, on the open sea, the French br�g of
war, Le Zéphyr, hav�ng encountered the br�g L’Inconstant, on wh�ch
Napoleon was concealed, and hav�ng asked the news of Napoleon
from L’Inconstant, the Emperor, who st�ll wore �n h�s hat the wh�te
and amaranth�ne cockade sown w�th bees, wh�ch he had adopted at
the �sle of Elba, laugh�ngly se�zed the speak�ng-trumpet, and
answered for h�mself, “The Emperor �s well.” A man who laughs l�ke
that �s on fam�l�ar terms w�th events. Napoleon �ndulged �n many f�ts
of th�s laughter dur�ng the breakfast at Waterloo. After breakfast he
med�tated for a quarter of an hour; then two generals seated
themselves on the truss of straw, pen �n hand and the�r paper on
the�r knees, and the Emperor d�ctated to them the order of battle.

At n�ne o’clock, at the �nstant when the French army, ranged �n
echelons and set �n mot�on �n f�ve columns, had deployed—the
d�v�s�ons �n two l�nes, the art�llery between the br�gades, the mus�c at
the�r head; as they beat the march, w�th rolls on the drums and the
blasts of trumpets, m�ghty, vast, joyous, a sea of casques, of sabres,
and of bayonets on the hor�zon, the Emperor was touched, and tw�ce
excla�med, “Magn�f�cent! Magn�f�cent!”

Between n�ne o’clock and half-past ten the whole army, �ncred�ble
as �t may appear, had taken up �ts pos�t�on and ranged �tself �n s�x
l�nes, form�ng, to repeat the Emperor’s express�on, “the f�gure of s�x
V’s.” A few moments after the format�on of the battle-array, �n the
m�dst of that profound s�lence, l�ke that wh�ch heralds the beg�nn�ng
of a storm, wh�ch precedes engagements, the Emperor tapped Haxo
on the shoulder, as he beheld the three batter�es of twelve-pounders,
detached by h�s orders from the corps of Erlon, Re�lle, and Lobau,



and dest�ned to beg�n the act�on by tak�ng Mont-Sa�nt-Jean, wh�ch
was s�tuated at the �ntersect�on of the N�velles and the Genappe
roads, and sa�d to h�m, “There are four and twenty handsome ma�ds,
General.”

Sure of the �ssue, he encouraged w�th a sm�le, as they passed
before h�m, the company of sappers of the f�rst corps, wh�ch he had
appo�nted to barr�cade Mont-Sa�nt-Jean as soon as the v�llage
should be carr�ed. All th�s seren�ty had been traversed by but a
s�ngle word of haughty p�ty; perce�v�ng on h�s left, at a spot where
there now stands a large tomb, those adm�rable Scotch Grays, w�th
the�r superb horses, mass�ng themselves, he sa�d, “It �s a p�ty.”

Then he mounted h�s horse, advanced beyond Rossomme, and
selected for h�s post of observat�on a contracted elevat�on of turf to
the r�ght of the road from Genappe to Brussels, wh�ch was h�s
second stat�on dur�ng the battle. The th�rd stat�on, the one adopted at
seven o’clock �n the even�ng, between La Belle-All�ance and La
Ha�e-Sa�nte, �s form�dable; �t �s a rather elevated knoll, wh�ch st�ll
ex�sts, and beh�nd wh�ch the guard was massed on a slope of the
pla�n. Around th�s knoll the balls rebounded from the pavements of
the road, up to Napoleon h�mself. As at Br�enne, he had over h�s
head the shr�ek of the bullets and of the heavy art�llery. Mouldy
cannon-balls, old sword-blades, and shapeless project�les, eaten up
w�th rust, were p�cked up at the spot where h�s horse’s feet stood.
Scabra rub�g�ne. A few years ago, a shell of s�xty pounds, st�ll
charged, and w�th �ts fuse broken off level w�th the bomb, was
unearthed. It was at th�s last post that the Emperor sa�d to h�s gu�de,
Lacoste, a host�le and terr�f�ed peasant, who was attached to the
saddle of a hussar, and who turned round at every d�scharge of
can�ster and tr�ed to h�de beh�nd Napoleon: “Fool, �t �s shameful!
You’ll get yourself k�lled w�th a ball �n the back.” He who wr�tes these
l�nes has h�mself found, �n the fr�able so�l of th�s knoll, on turn�ng over
the sand, the rema�ns of the neck of a bomb, d�s�ntegrated, by the
ox�d�zat�on of s�x and forty years, and old fragments of �ron wh�ch
parted l�ke elder-tw�gs between the f�ngers.

Every one �s aware that the var�ously �ncl�ned undulat�ons of the
pla�ns, where the engagement between Napoleon and Well�ngton



took place, are no longer what they were on June 18, 1815. By
tak�ng from th�s mournful f�eld the wherew�thal to make a monument
to �t, �ts real rel�ef has been taken away, and h�story, d�sconcerted, no
longer f�nds her bear�ngs there. It has been d�sf�gured for the sake of
glor�fy�ng �t. Well�ngton, when he beheld Waterloo once more, two
years later, excla�med, “They have altered my f�eld of battle!” Where
the great pyram�d of earth, surmounted by the l�on, r�ses to-day,
there was a h�llock wh�ch descended �n an easy slope towards the
N�velles road, but wh�ch was almost an escarpment on the s�de of
the h�ghway to Genappe. The elevat�on of th�s escarpment can st�ll
be measured by the he�ght of the two knolls of the two great
sepulchres wh�ch enclose the road from Genappe to Brussels: one,
the Engl�sh tomb, �s on the left; the other, the German tomb, �s on the
r�ght. There �s no French tomb. The whole of that pla�n �s a sepulchre
for France. Thanks to the thousands upon thousands of cartloads of
earth employed �n the h�llock one hundred and f�fty feet �n he�ght and
half a m�le �n c�rcumference, the plateau of Mont-Sa�nt-Jean �s now
access�ble by an easy slope. On the day of battle, part�cularly on the
s�de of La Ha�e-Sa�nte, �t was abrupt and d�ff�cult of approach. The
slope there �s so steep that the Engl�sh cannon could not see the
farm, s�tuated �n the bottom of the valley, wh�ch was the centre of the
combat. On the 18th of June, 1815, the ra�ns had st�ll farther
�ncreased th�s accl�v�ty, the mud compl�cated the problem of the
ascent, and the men not only sl�pped back, but stuck fast �n the m�re.
Along the crest of the plateau ran a sort of trench whose presence �t
was �mposs�ble for the d�stant observer to d�v�ne.

What was th�s trench? Let us expla�n. Bra�ne-l’Alleud �s a Belg�an
v�llage; Oha�n �s another. These v�llages, both of them concealed �n
curves of the landscape, are connected by a road about a league
and a half �n length, wh�ch traverses the pla�n along �ts undulat�ng
level, and often enters and bur�es �tself �n the h�lls l�ke a furrow,
wh�ch makes a rav�ne of th�s road �n some places. In 1815, as at the
present day, th�s road cut the crest of the plateau of Mont-Sa�nt-Jean
between the two h�ghways from Genappe and N�velles; only, �t �s
now on a level w�th the pla�n; �t was then a hollow way. Its two slopes
have been appropr�ated for the monumental h�llock. Th�s road was,
and st�ll �s, a trench throughout the greater port�on of �ts course; a



hollow trench, somet�mes a dozen feet �n depth, and whose banks,
be�ng too steep, crumbled away here and there, part�cularly �n w�nter,
under dr�v�ng ra�ns. Acc�dents happened here. The road was so
narrow at the Bra�ne-l’Alleud entrance that a passer-by was crushed
by a cart, as �s proved by a stone cross wh�ch stands near the
cemetery, and wh�ch g�ves the name of the dead, Mons�eur Bernard
Debrye, Merchant of Brussels, and the date of the acc�dent,
February, 1637.8 It was so deep on the table-land of Mont-Sa�nt-
Jean that a peasant, Math�eu N�ca�se, was crushed there, �n 1783,
by a sl�de from the slope, as �s stated on another stone cross, the top
of wh�ch has d�sappeared �n the process of clear�ng the ground, but
whose overturned pedestal �s st�ll v�s�ble on the grassy slope to the
left of the h�ghway between La Ha�e-Sa�nte and the farm of Mont-
Sa�nt-Jean.

On the day of battle, th�s hollow road whose ex�stence was �n no
way �nd�cated, border�ng the crest of Mont-Sa�nt-Jean, a trench at
the summ�t of the escarpment, a rut concealed �n the so�l, was
�nv�s�ble; that �s to say, terr�ble.



CHAPTER VIII—THE EMPEROR PUTS
A QUESTION TO THE GUIDE

LACOSTE
So, on the morn�ng of Waterloo, Napoleon was content.
He was r�ght; the plan of battle conce�ved by h�m was, as we have

seen, really adm�rable.
The battle once begun, �ts very var�ous changes,—the res�stance

of Hougomont; the tenac�ty of La Ha�e-Sa�nte; the k�ll�ng of Baudu�n;
the d�sabl�ng of Foy; the unexpected wall aga�nst wh�ch Soye’s
br�gade was shattered; Gu�llem�not’s fatal heedlessness when he
had ne�ther petard nor powder sacks; the m�r�ng of the batter�es; the
f�fteen unescorted p�eces overwhelmed �n a hollow way by Uxbr�dge;
the small effect of the bombs fall�ng �n the Engl�sh l�nes, and there
embedd�ng themselves �n the ra�n-soaked so�l, and only succeed�ng
�n produc�ng volcanoes of mud, so that the can�ster was turned �nto a
splash; the uselessness of P�ré‘s demonstrat�on on Bra�ne-l’Alleud;
all that cavalry, f�fteen squadrons, almost exterm�nated; the r�ght
w�ng of the Engl�sh badly alarmed, the left w�ng badly cut �nto; Ney’s
strange m�stake �n mass�ng, �nstead of echelonn�ng the four d�v�s�ons
of the f�rst corps; men del�vered over to grape-shot, arranged �n
ranks twenty-seven deep and w�th a frontage of two hundred; the
fr�ghtful holes made �n these masses by the cannon-balls; attack�ng
columns d�sorgan�zed; the s�de-battery suddenly unmasked on the�r
flank; Bourgeo�s, Donzelot, and Durutte comprom�sed; Qu�ot
repulsed; L�eutenant V�eux, that Hercules graduated at the
Polytechn�c School, wounded at the moment when he was beat�ng �n
w�th an axe the door of La Ha�e-Sa�nte under the downr�ght f�re of
the Engl�sh barr�cade wh�ch barred the angle of the road from
Genappe to Brussels; Marcognet’s d�v�s�on caught between the



�nfantry and the cavalry, shot down at the very muzzle of the guns
am�d the gra�n by Best and Pack, put to the sword by Ponsonby; h�s
battery of seven p�eces sp�ked; the Pr�nce of Saxe-We�mar hold�ng
and guard�ng, �n sp�te of the Comte d’Erlon, both Fr�schemont and
Smoha�n; the flag of the 105th taken, the flag of the 45th captured;
that black Pruss�an hussar stopped by runners of the fly�ng column
of three hundred l�ght cavalry on the scout between Wavre and
Planceno�t; the alarm�ng th�ngs that had been sa�d by pr�soners;
Grouchy’s delay; f�fteen hundred men k�lled �n the orchard of
Hougomont �n less than an hour; e�ghteen hundred men overthrown
�n a st�ll shorter t�me about La Ha�e-Sa�nte,—all these stormy
�nc�dents pass�ng l�ke the clouds of battle before Napoleon, had
hardly troubled h�s gaze and had not overshadowed that face of
�mper�al certa�nty. Napoleon was accustomed to gaze stead�ly at
war; he never added up the heart-rend�ng deta�ls, c�pher by c�pher;
c�phers mattered l�ttle to h�m, prov�ded that they furn�shed the total—
v�ctory; he was not alarmed �f the beg�nn�ngs d�d go astray, s�nce he
thought h�mself the master and the possessor at the end; he knew
how to wa�t, suppos�ng h�mself to be out of the quest�on, and he
treated dest�ny as h�s equal: he seemed to say to fate, Thou w�lt not
dare.

Composed half of l�ght and half of shadow, Napoleon thought
h�mself protected �n good and tolerated �n ev�l. He had, or thought
that he had, a conn�vance, one m�ght almost say a compl�c�ty, of
events �n h�s favor, wh�ch was equ�valent to the �nvulnerab�l�ty of
ant�qu�ty.

Nevertheless, when one has Bérés�na, Le�pz�g, and Fonta�nebleau
beh�nd one, �t seems as though one m�ght d�strust Waterloo. A
myster�ous frown becomes percept�ble �n the depths of the heavens.

At the moment when Well�ngton retreated, Napoleon shuddered.
He suddenly beheld the table-land of Mont-Sa�nt-Jean cleared, and
the van of the Engl�sh army d�sappear. It was rally�ng, but h�d�ng
�tself. The Emperor half rose �n h�s st�rrups. The l�ghtn�ng of v�ctory
flashed from h�s eyes.

Well�ngton, dr�ven �nto a corner at the forest of So�gnes and
destroyed—that was the def�n�t�ve conquest of England by France; �t



was Crécy, Po�t�ers, Malplaquet, and Ram�ll�es avenged. The man of
Marengo was w�p�ng out Ag�ncourt.

So the Emperor, med�tat�ng on th�s terr�ble turn of fortune, swept
h�s glass for the last t�me over all the po�nts of the f�eld of battle. H�s
guard, stand�ng beh�nd h�m w�th grounded arms, watched h�m from
below w�th a sort of rel�g�on. He pondered; he exam�ned the slopes,
noted the decl�v�t�es, scrut�n�zed the clumps of trees, the square of
rye, the path; he seemed to be count�ng each bush. He gazed w�th
some �ntentness at the Engl�sh barr�cades of the two h�ghways,—two
large abat�s of trees, that on the road to Genappe above La Ha�e-
Sa�nte, armed w�th two cannon, the only ones out of all the Engl�sh
art�llery wh�ch commanded the extrem�ty of the f�eld of battle, and
that on the road to N�velles where gleamed the Dutch bayonets of
Chassé‘s br�gade. Near th�s barr�cade he observed the old chapel of
Sa�nt N�cholas, pa�nted wh�te, wh�ch stands at the angle of the
crossroad near Bra�ne-l’Alleud; he bent down and spoke �n a low
vo�ce to the gu�de Lacoste. The gu�de made a negat�ve s�gn w�th h�s
head, wh�ch was probably perf�d�ous.

The Emperor stra�ghtened h�mself up and fell to th�nk�ng.
Well�ngton had drawn back.
All that rema�ned to do was to complete th�s retreat by crush�ng

h�m.
Napoleon turn�ng round abruptly, despatched an express at full

speed to Par�s to announce that the battle was won.
Napoleon was one of those gen�uses from whom thunder darts.
He had just found h�s clap of thunder.
He gave orders to M�lhaud’s cu�rass�ers to carry the table-land of

Mont-Sa�nt-Jean.



CHAPTER IX—THE UNEXPECTED
There were three thousand f�ve hundred of them. They formed a

front a quarter of a league �n extent. They were g�ant men, on
colossal horses. There were s�x and twenty squadrons of them; and
they had beh�nd them to support them Lefebvre-Desnouettes’s
d�v�s�on,—the one hundred and s�x p�cked gendarmes, the l�ght
cavalry of the Guard, eleven hundred and n�nety-seven men, and the
lancers of the guard of e�ght hundred and e�ghty lances. They wore
casques w�thout horse-ta�ls, and cu�rasses of beaten �ron, w�th
horse-p�stols �n the�r holsters, and long sabre-swords. That morn�ng
the whole army had adm�red them, when, at n�ne o’clock, w�th
bray�ng of trumpets and all the mus�c play�ng “Let us watch o’er the
Safety of the Emp�re,” they had come �n a sol�d column, w�th one of
the�r batter�es on the�r flank, another �n the�r centre, and deployed �n
two ranks between the roads to Genappe and Fr�schemont, and
taken up the�r pos�t�on for battle �n that powerful second l�ne, so
cleverly arranged by Napoleon, wh�ch, hav�ng on �ts extreme left
Kellermann’s cu�rass�ers and on �ts extreme r�ght M�lhaud’s
cu�rass�ers, had, so to speak, two w�ngs of �ron.

A�de-de-camp Bernard carr�ed them the Emperor’s orders. Ney
drew h�s sword and placed h�mself at the�r head. The enormous
squadrons were set �n mot�on.

Then a form�dable spectacle was seen.
All the�r cavalry, w�th upra�sed swords, standards and trumpets

flung to the breeze, formed �n columns by d�v�s�ons, descended, by a
s�multaneous movement and l�ke one man, w�th the prec�s�on of a
brazen batter�ng-ram wh�ch �s effect�ng a breach, the h�ll of La Belle
All�ance, plunged �nto the terr�ble depths �n wh�ch so many men had
already fallen, d�sappeared there �n the smoke, then emerg�ng from
that shadow, reappeared on the other s�de of the valley, st�ll compact
and �n close ranks, mount�ng at a full trot, through a storm of grape-



shot wh�ch burst upon them, the terr�ble muddy slope of the table-
land of Mont-Sa�nt-Jean. They ascended, grave, threaten�ng,
�mperturbable; �n the �ntervals between the musketry and the art�llery,
the�r colossal trampl�ng was aud�ble. Be�ng two d�v�s�ons, there were
two columns of them; Wath�er’s d�v�s�on held the r�ght, Delort’s
d�v�s�on was on the left. It seemed as though two �mmense adders of
steel were to be seen crawl�ng towards the crest of the table-land. It
traversed the battle l�ke a prod�gy.

Noth�ng l�ke �t had been seen s�nce the tak�ng of the great redoubt
of the Muskowa by the heavy cavalry; Murat was lack�ng here, but
Ney was aga�n present. It seemed as though that mass had become
a monster and had but one soul. Each column undulated and
swelled l�ke the r�ng of a polyp. They could be seen through a vast
cloud of smoke wh�ch was rent here and there. A confus�on of
helmets, of cr�es, of sabres, a stormy heav�ng of the cruppers of
horses am�d the cannons and the flour�sh of trumpets, a terr�ble and
d�sc�pl�ned tumult; over all, the cu�rasses l�ke the scales on the
hydra.

These narrat�ons seemed to belong to another age. Someth�ng
parallel to th�s v�s�on appeared, no doubt, �n the anc�ent Orph�c
ep�cs, wh�ch told of the centaurs, the old h�ppanthropes, those T�tans
w�th human heads and equestr�an chests who scaled Olympus at a
gallop, horr�ble, �nvulnerable, subl�me—gods and beasts.

Odd numer�cal co�nc�dence,—twenty-s�x battal�ons rode to meet
twenty-s�x battal�ons. Beh�nd the crest of the plateau, �n the shadow
of the masked battery, the Engl�sh �nfantry, formed �nto th�rteen
squares, two battal�ons to the square, �n two l�nes, w�th seven �n the
f�rst l�ne, s�x �n the second, the stocks of the�r guns to the�r shoulders,
tak�ng a�m at that wh�ch was on the po�nt of appear�ng, wa�ted, calm,
mute, mot�onless. They d�d not see the cu�rass�ers, and the
cu�rass�ers d�d not see them. They l�stened to the r�se of th�s flood of
men. They heard the swell�ng no�se of three thousand horse, the
alternate and symmetr�cal tramp of the�r hoofs at full trot, the j�ngl�ng
of the cu�rasses, the clang of the sabres and a sort of grand and
savage breath�ng. There ensued a most terr�ble s�lence; then, all at
once, a long f�le of upl�fted arms, brand�sh�ng sabres, appeared



above the crest, and casques, trumpets, and standards, and three
thousand heads w�th gray moustaches, shout�ng, “V�ve l’Empereur!”
All th�s cavalry debouched on the plateau, and �t was l�ke the
appearance of an earthquake.

All at once, a trag�c �nc�dent; on the Engl�sh left, on our r�ght, the
head of the column of cu�rass�ers reared up w�th a fr�ghtful clamor.
On arr�v�ng at the culm�nat�ng po�nt of the crest, ungovernable,
utterly g�ven over to fury and the�r course of exterm�nat�on of the
squares and cannon, the cu�rass�ers had just caught s�ght of a
trench,—a trench between them and the Engl�sh. It was the hollow
road of Oha�n.

It was a terr�ble moment. The rav�ne was there, unexpected,
yawn�ng, d�rectly under the horses’ feet, two fathoms deep between
�ts double slopes; the second f�le pushed the f�rst �nto �t, and the th�rd
pushed on the second; the horses reared and fell backward, landed
on the�r haunches, sl�d down, all four feet �n the a�r, crush�ng and
overwhelm�ng the r�ders; and there be�ng no means of retreat,—the
whole column be�ng no longer anyth�ng more than a project�le,—the
force wh�ch had been acqu�red to crush the Engl�sh crushed the
French; the �nexorable rav�ne could only y�eld when f�lled; horses
and r�ders rolled there pell-mell, gr�nd�ng each other, form�ng but one
mass of flesh �n th�s gulf: when th�s trench was full of l�v�ng men, the
rest marched over them and passed on. Almost a th�rd of Dubo�s’s
br�gade fell �nto that abyss.

Th�s began the loss of the battle.
A local trad�t�on, wh�ch ev�dently exaggerates matters, says that

two thousand horses and f�fteen hundred men were bur�ed �n the
hollow road of Oha�n. Th�s f�gure probably compr�ses all the other
corpses wh�ch were flung �nto th�s rav�ne the day after the combat.

Let us note �n pass�ng that �t was Dubo�s’s sorely tr�ed br�gade
wh�ch, an hour prev�ously, mak�ng a charge to one s�de, had
captured the flag of the Lunenburg battal�on.

Napoleon, before g�v�ng the order for th�s charge of M�lhaud’s
cu�rass�ers, had scrut�n�zed the ground, but had not been able to see
that hollow road, wh�ch d�d not even form a wr�nkle on the surface of
the plateau. Warned, nevertheless, and put on the alert by the l�ttle



wh�te chapel wh�ch marks �ts angle of junct�on w�th the N�velles
h�ghway, he had probably put a quest�on as to the poss�b�l�ty of an
obstacle, to the gu�de Lacoste. The gu�de had answered No. We
m�ght almost aff�rm that Napoleon’s catastrophe or�g�nated �n that
s�gn of a peasant’s head.

Other fatal�t�es were dest�ned to ar�se.
Was �t poss�ble that Napoleon should have won that battle? We

answer No. Why? Because of Well�ngton? Because of Blücher? No.
Because of God.

Bonaparte v�ctor at Waterloo; that does not come w�th�n the law of
the n�neteenth century. Another ser�es of facts was �n preparat�on, �n
wh�ch there was no longer any room for Napoleon. The �ll w�ll of
events had declared �tself long before.

It was t�me that th�s vast man should fall.
The excess�ve we�ght of th�s man �n human dest�ny d�sturbed the

balance. Th�s �nd�v�dual alone counted for more than a un�versal
group. These plethoras of all human v�tal�ty concentrated �n a s�ngle
head; the world mount�ng to the bra�n of one man,—th�s would be
mortal to c�v�l�zat�on were �t to last. The moment had arr�ved for the
�ncorrupt�ble and supreme equ�ty to alter �ts plan. Probably the
pr�nc�ples and the elements, on wh�ch the regular grav�tat�ons of the
moral, as of the mater�al, world depend, had compla�ned. Smok�ng
blood, over-f�lled cemeter�es, mothers �n tears,—these are
form�dable pleaders. When the earth �s suffer�ng from too heavy a
burden, there are myster�ous groan�ngs of the shades, to wh�ch the
abyss lends an ear.

Napoleon had been denounced �n the �nf�n�te and h�s fall had been
dec�ded on.

He embarrassed God.
Waterloo �s not a battle; �t �s a change of front on the part of the

Un�verse.



CHAPTER X—THE PLATEAU OF
MONT-SAINT-JEAN

The battery was unmasked at the same moment w�th the rav�ne.
S�xty cannons and the th�rteen squares darted l�ghtn�ng po�nt-

blank on the cu�rass�ers. The �ntrep�d General Delort made the
m�l�tary salute to the Engl�sh battery.

The whole of the fly�ng art�llery of the Engl�sh had re-entered the
squares at a gallop. The cu�rass�ers had not had even the t�me for a
halt. The d�saster of the hollow road had dec�mated, but not
d�scouraged them. They belonged to that class of men who, when
d�m�n�shed �n number, �ncrease �n courage.

Wath�er’s column alone had suffered �n the d�saster; Delort’s
column, wh�ch Ney had deflected to the left, as though he had a
present�ment of an ambush, had arr�ved whole.

The cu�rass�ers hurled themselves on the Engl�sh squares.
At full speed, w�th br�dles loose, swords �n the�r teeth, p�stols �n f�st,

—such was the attack.
There are moments �n battles �n wh�ch the soul hardens the man

unt�l the sold�er �s changed �nto a statue, and when all th�s flesh turns
�nto gran�te. The Engl�sh battal�ons, desperately assaulted, d�d not
st�r.

Then �t was terr�ble.
All the faces of the Engl�sh squares were attacked at once. A

frenz�ed wh�rl enveloped them. That cold �nfantry rema�ned
�mpass�ve. The f�rst rank knelt and rece�ved the cu�rass�ers on the�r
bayonets, the second ranks shot them down; beh�nd the second rank
the cannoneers charged the�r guns, the front of the square parted,
perm�tted the passage of an erupt�on of grape-shot, and closed
aga�n. The cu�rass�ers repl�ed by crush�ng them. The�r great horses



reared, strode across the ranks, leaped over the bayonets and fell,
g�gant�c, �n the m�dst of these four l�v�ng wells. The cannon-balls
ploughed furrows �n these cu�rass�ers; the cu�rass�ers made
breaches �n the squares. F�les of men d�sappeared, ground to dust
under the horses. The bayonets plunged �nto the bell�es of these
centaurs; hence a h�deousness of wounds wh�ch has probably never
been seen anywhere else. The squares, wasted by th�s mad cavalry,
closed up the�r ranks w�thout fl�nch�ng. Inexhaust�ble �n the matter of
grape-shot, they created explos�ons �n the�r assa�lants’ m�dst. The
form of th�s combat was monstrous. These squares were no longer
battal�ons, they were craters; those cu�rass�ers were no longer
cavalry, they were a tempest. Each square was a volcano attacked
by a cloud; lava contended w�th l�ghtn�ng.

The square on the extreme r�ght, the most exposed of all, be�ng �n
the a�r, was almost ann�h�lated at the very f�rst shock. lt was formed
of the 75th reg�ment of H�ghlanders. The bagp�pe-player �n the
centre dropped h�s melancholy eyes, f�lled w�th the reflect�ons of the
forests and the lakes, �n profound �nattent�on, wh�le men were be�ng
exterm�nated around h�m, and seated on a drum, w�th h�s p�broch
under h�s arm, played the H�ghland a�rs. These Scotchmen d�ed
th�nk�ng of Ben Loth�an, as d�d the Greeks recall�ng Argos. The
sword of a cu�rass�er, wh�ch hewed down the bagp�pes and the arm
wh�ch bore �t, put an end to the song by k�ll�ng the s�nger.

The cu�rass�ers, relat�vely few �n number, and st�ll further
d�m�n�shed by the catastrophe of the rav�ne, had almost the whole
Engl�sh army aga�nst them, but they mult�pl�ed themselves so that
each man of them was equal to ten. Nevertheless, some Hanover�an
battal�ons y�elded. Well�ngton perce�ved �t, and thought of h�s cavalry.
Had Napoleon at that same moment thought of h�s �nfantry, he would
have won the battle. Th�s forgetfulness was h�s great and fatal
m�stake.

All at once, the cu�rass�ers, who had been the assa�lants, found
themselves assa�led. The Engl�sh cavalry was at the�r back. Before
them two squares, beh�nd them Somerset; Somerset meant fourteen
hundred dragoons of the guard. On the r�ght, Somerset had
Dornberg w�th the German l�ght-horse, and on h�s left, Tr�p w�th the



Belg�an carab�neers; the cu�rass�ers attacked on the flank and �n
front, before and �n the rear, by �nfantry and cavalry, had to face all
s�des. What mattered �t to them? They were a wh�rlw�nd. The�r valor
was someth�ng �ndescr�bable.

In add�t�on to th�s, they had beh�nd them the battery, wh�ch was
st�ll thunder�ng. It was necessary that �t should be so, or they could
never have been wounded �n the back. One of the�r cu�rasses,
p�erced on the shoulder by a ball from a b�scayan,9 �s �n the
collect�on of the Waterloo Museum.

For such Frenchmen noth�ng less than such Engl�shmen was
needed. It was no longer a hand-to-hand confl�ct; �t was a shadow, a
fury, a d�zzy transport of souls and courage, a hurr�cane of l�ghtn�ng
swords. In an �nstant the fourteen hundred dragoon guards
numbered only e�ght hundred. Fuller, the�r l�eutenant-colonel, fell
dead. Ney rushed up w�th the lancers and Lefebvre-Desnouettes’s
l�ght-horse. The plateau of Mont-Sa�nt-Jean was captured,
recaptured, captured aga�n. The cu�rass�ers qu�tted the cavalry to
return to the �nfantry; or, to put �t more exactly, the whole of that
form�dable rout collared each other w�thout releas�ng the other. The
squares st�ll held f�rm.

There were a dozen assaults. Ney had four horses k�lled under
h�m. Half the cu�rass�ers rema�ned on the plateau. Th�s confl�ct lasted
two hours.

The Engl�sh army was profoundly shaken. There �s no doubt that,
had they not been enfeebled �n the�r f�rst shock by the d�saster of the
hollow road the cu�rass�ers would have overwhelmed the centre and
dec�ded the v�ctory. Th�s extraord�nary cavalry petr�f�ed Cl�nton, who
had seen Talavera and Badajoz. Well�ngton, three-quarters
vanqu�shed, adm�red hero�cally. He sa�d �n an undertone, “Subl�me!”

The cu�rass�ers ann�h�lated seven squares out of th�rteen, took or
sp�ked s�xty p�eces of ordnance, and captured from the Engl�sh
reg�ments s�x flags, wh�ch three cu�rass�ers and three chasseurs of
the Guard bore to the Emperor, �n front of the farm of La Belle
All�ance.

Well�ngton’s s�tuat�on had grown worse. Th�s strange battle was
l�ke a duel between two rag�ng, wounded men, each of whom, st�ll



f�ght�ng and st�ll res�st�ng, �s expend�ng all h�s blood.
Wh�ch of the two w�ll be the f�rst to fall?
The confl�ct on the plateau cont�nued.
What had become of the cu�rass�ers? No one could have told. One

th�ng �s certa�n, that on the day after the battle, a cu�rass�er and h�s
horse were found dead among the woodwork of the scales for
veh�cles at Mont-Sa�nt-Jean, at the very po�nt where the four roads
from N�velles, Genappe, La Hulpe, and Brussels meet and �ntersect
each other. Th�s horseman had p�erced the Engl�sh l�nes. One of the
men who p�cked up the body st�ll l�ves at Mont-Sa�nt-Jean. H�s name
�s Dehaze. He was e�ghteen years old at that t�me.

Well�ngton felt that he was y�eld�ng. The cr�s�s was at hand.
The cu�rass�ers had not succeeded, s�nce the centre was not

broken through. As every one was �n possess�on of the plateau, no
one held �t, and �n fact �t rema�ned, to a great extent, w�th the
Engl�sh. Well�ngton held the v�llage and the culm�nat�ng pla�n; Ney
had only the crest and the slope. They seemed rooted �n that fatal
so�l on both s�des.

But the weaken�ng of the Engl�sh seemed �rremed�able. The
bleed�ng of that army was horr�ble. Kempt, on the left w�ng,
demanded re�nforcements. “There are none,” repl�ed Well�ngton; “he
must let h�mself be k�lled!” Almost at that same moment, a s�ngular
co�nc�dence wh�ch pa�nts the exhaust�on of the two arm�es, Ney
demanded �nfantry from Napoleon, and Napoleon excla�med,
“Infantry! Where does he expect me to get �t? Does he th�nk I can
make �t?”

Nevertheless, the Engl�sh army was �n the worse case of the two.
The fur�ous onsets of those great squadrons w�th cu�rasses of �ron
and breasts of steel had ground the �nfantry to noth�ng. A few men
clustered round a flag marked the post of a reg�ment; such and such
a battal�on was commanded only by a capta�n or a l�eutenant; Alten’s
d�v�s�on, already so roughly handled at La Ha�e-Sa�nte, was almost
destroyed; the �ntrep�d Belg�ans of Van Kluze’s br�gade strewed the
rye-f�elds all along the N�velles road; hardly anyth�ng was left of
those Dutch grenad�ers, who, �nterm�ngled w�th Span�ards �n our
ranks �n 1811, fought aga�nst Well�ngton; and who, �n 1815, rall�ed to



the Engl�sh standard, fought aga�nst Napoleon. The loss �n off�cers
was cons�derable. Lord Uxbr�dge, who had h�s leg bur�ed on the
follow�ng day, had h�s knee shattered. If, on the French s�de, �n that
tussle of the cu�rass�ers, Delort, l’Hér�t�er, Colbert, Dnop, Travers,
and Blancard were d�sabled, on the s�de of the Engl�sh there was
Alten wounded, Barne wounded, Delancey k�lled, Van Meeren k�lled,
Ompteda k�lled, the whole of Well�ngton’s staff dec�mated, and
England had the worse of �t �n that bloody scale. The second
reg�ment of foot-guards had lost f�ve l�eutenant-colonels, four
capta�ns, and three ens�gns; the f�rst battal�on of the 30th �nfantry
had lost 24 off�cers and 1,200 sold�ers; the 79th H�ghlanders had lost
24 off�cers wounded, 18 off�cers k�lled, 450 sold�ers k�lled. The
Hanover�an hussars of Cumberland, a whole reg�ment, w�th Colonel
Hacke at �ts head, who was dest�ned to be tr�ed later on and
cash�ered, had turned br�dle �n the presence of the fray, and had fled
to the forest of So�gnes, sow�ng defeat all the way to Brussels. The
transports, ammun�t�on-wagons, the baggage-wagons, the wagons
f�lled w�th wounded, on perce�v�ng that the French were ga�n�ng
ground and approach�ng the forest, rushed headlong th�ther. The
Dutch, mowed down by the French cavalry, cr�ed, “Alarm!” From
Vert-Coucou to Groenendael, for a d�stance of nearly two leagues �n
the d�rect�on of Brussels, accord�ng to the test�mony of eye-
w�tnesses who are st�ll al�ve, the roads were encumbered w�th
fug�t�ves. Th�s pan�c was such that �t attacked the Pr�nce de Condé at
Mechl�n, and Lou�s XVIII. at Ghent. W�th the except�on of the feeble
reserve echelonned beh�nd the ambulance establ�shed at the farm of
Mont-Sa�nt-Jean, and of V�v�an’s and Vandeleur’s br�gades, wh�ch
flanked the left w�ng, Well�ngton had no cavalry left. A number of
batter�es lay unhorsed. These facts are attested by S�borne; and
Pr�ngle, exaggerat�ng the d�saster, goes so far as to say that the
Anglo-Dutch army was reduced to th�rty-four thousand men. The Iron
Duke rema�ned calm, but h�s l�ps blanched. V�ncent, the Austr�an
comm�ss�oner, Alava, the Span�sh comm�ss�oner, who were present
at the battle �n the Engl�sh staff, thought the Duke lost. At f�ve o’clock
Well�ngton drew out h�s watch, and he was heard to murmur these
s�n�ster words, “Blücher, or n�ght!”



It was at about that moment that a d�stant l�ne of bayonets
gleamed on the he�ghts �n the d�rect�on of Fr�schemont.

Here comes the change of face �n th�s g�ant drama.



CHAPTER XI—A BAD GUIDE TO
NAPOLEON; A GOOD GUIDE TO

BÜLOW
The pa�nful surpr�se of Napoleon �s well known. Grouchy hoped

for, Blücher arr�v�ng. Death �nstead of l�fe.
Fate has these turns; the throne of the world was expected; �t was

Sa�nt Helena that was seen.
If the l�ttle shepherd who served as gu�de to Bülow, Blücher’s

l�eutenant, had adv�sed h�m to debouch from the forest above
Fr�schemont, �nstead of below Planceno�t, the form of the n�neteenth
century m�ght, perhaps, have been d�fferent. Napoleon would have
won the battle of Waterloo. By any other route than that below
Planceno�t, the Pruss�an army would have come out upon a rav�ne
�mpassable for art�llery, and Bülow would not have arr�ved.

Now the Pruss�an general, Muffl�ng, declares that one hour’s
delay, and Blücher would not have found Well�ngton on h�s feet. “The
battle was lost.”

It was t�me that Bülow should arr�ve, as w�ll be seen. He had,
moreover, been very much delayed. He had b�vouacked at D�on-le-
Mont, and had set out at daybreak; but the roads were �mpassable,
and h�s d�v�s�ons stuck fast �n the m�re. The ruts were up to the hubs
of the cannons. Moreover, he had been obl�ged to pass the Dyle on
the narrow br�dge of Wavre; the street lead�ng to the br�dge had
been f�red by the French, so the ca�ssons and ammun�t�on-wagons
could not pass between two rows of burn�ng houses, and had been
obl�ged to wa�t unt�l the conflagrat�on was ext�ngu�shed. It was
m�dday before Bülow’s vanguard had been able to reach Chapelle-
Sa�nt-Lambert.



Had the act�on been begun two hours earl�er, �t would have been
over at four o’clock, and Blücher would have fallen on the battle won
by Napoleon. Such are these �mmense r�sks proport�oned to an
�nf�n�te wh�ch we cannot comprehend.

The Emperor had been the f�rst, as early as m�dday, to descry w�th
h�s f�eld-glass, on the extreme hor�zon, someth�ng wh�ch had
attracted h�s attent�on. He had sa�d, “I see yonder a cloud, wh�ch
seems to me to be troops.” Then he asked the Duc de Dalmat�e,
“Soult, what do you see �n the d�rect�on of Chapelle-Sa�nt-Lambert?”
The marshal, levell�ng h�s glass, answered, “Four or f�ve thousand
men, S�re; ev�dently Grouchy.” But �t rema�ned mot�onless �n the
m�st. All the glasses of the staff had stud�ed “the cloud” po�nted out
by the Emperor. Some sa�d: “It �s trees.” The truth �s, that the cloud
d�d not move. The Emperor detached Domon’s d�v�s�on of l�ght
cavalry to reconno�tre �n that quarter.

Bülow had not moved, �n fact. H�s vanguard was very feeble, and
could accompl�sh noth�ng. He was obl�ged to wa�t for the body of the
army corps, and he had rece�ved orders to concentrate h�s forces
before enter�ng �nto l�ne; but at f�ve o’clock, perce�v�ng Well�ngton’s
per�l, Blücher ordered Bülow to attack, and uttered these remarkable
words: “We must g�ve a�r to the Engl�sh army.”

A l�ttle later, the d�v�s�ons of Losth�n, H�ller, Hacke, and Ryssel
deployed before Lobau’s corps, the cavalry of Pr�nce W�ll�am of
Pruss�a debouched from the forest of Par�s, Planceno�t was �n
flames, and the Pruss�an cannon-balls began to ra�n even upon the
ranks of the guard �n reserve beh�nd Napoleon.



CHAPTER XII—THE GUARD
Every one knows the rest,—the �rrupt�on of a th�rd army; the battle

broken to p�eces; e�ghty-s�x mouths of f�re thunder�ng
s�multaneously; P�rch the f�rst com�ng up w�th Bülow; Z�eten’s cavalry
led by Blücher �n person, the French dr�ven back; Marcognet swept
from the plateau of Oha�n; Durutte d�slodged from Papelotte;
Donzelot and Qu�ot retreat�ng; Lobau caught on the flank; a fresh
battle prec�p�tat�ng �tself on our d�smantled reg�ments at n�ghtfall; the
whole Engl�sh l�ne resum�ng the offens�ve and thrust forward; the
g�gant�c breach made �n the French army; the Engl�sh grape-shot
and the Pruss�an grape-shot a�d�ng each other; the exterm�nat�on;
d�saster �n front; d�saster on the flank; the Guard enter�ng the l�ne �n
the m�dst of th�s terr�ble crumbl�ng of all th�ngs.

Consc�ous that they were about to d�e, they shouted, “V�ve
l’Empereur!” H�story records noth�ng more touch�ng than that agony
burst�ng forth �n acclamat�ons.

The sky had been overcast all day long. All of a sudden, at that
very moment,—�t was e�ght o’clock �n the even�ng—the clouds on the
hor�zon parted, and allowed the grand and s�n�ster glow of the sett�ng
sun to pass through, athwart the elms on the N�velles road. They had
seen �t r�se at Austerl�tz.

Each battal�on of the Guard was commanded by a general for th�s
f�nal catastrophe. Fr�ant, M�chel, Roguet, Harlet, Mallet, Poret de
Morvan, were there. When the tall caps of the grenad�ers of the
Guard, w�th the�r large plaques bear�ng the eagle appeared,
symmetr�cal, �n l�ne, tranqu�l, �n the m�dst of that combat, the enemy
felt a respect for France; they thought they beheld twenty v�ctor�es
enter�ng the f�eld of battle, w�th w�ngs outspread, and those who
were the conquerors, bel�ev�ng themselves to be vanqu�shed,
retreated; but Well�ngton shouted, “Up, Guards, and a�m stra�ght!”
The red reg�ment of Engl�sh guards, ly�ng flat beh�nd the hedges,



sprang up, a cloud of grape-shot r�ddled the tr�colored flag and
wh�stled round our eagles; all hurled themselves forwards, and the
f�nal carnage began. In the darkness, the Imper�al Guard felt the
army los�ng ground around �t, and �n the vast shock of the rout �t
heard the desperate fl�ght wh�ch had taken the place of the “V�ve
l’Empereur!” and, w�th fl�ght beh�nd �t, �t cont�nued to advance, more
crushed, los�ng more men at every step that �t took. There were none
who hes�tated, no t�m�d men �n �ts ranks. The sold�er �n that troop
was as much of a hero as the general. Not a man was m�ss�ng �n
that su�c�de.

Ney, bew�ldered, great w�th all the grandeur of accepted death,
offered h�mself to all blows �n that tempest. He had h�s f�fth horse
k�lled under h�m there. Persp�r�ng, h�s eyes aflame, foam�ng at the
mouth, w�th un�form unbuttoned, one of h�s epaulets half cut off by a
sword-stroke from a horseguard, h�s plaque w�th the great eagle
dented by a bullet; bleed�ng, bem�red, magn�f�cent, a broken sword �n
h�s hand, he sa�d, “Come and see how a Marshal of France d�es on
the f�eld of battle!” But �n va�n; he d�d not d�e. He was haggard and
angry. At Drouet d’Erlon he hurled th�s quest�on, “Are you not go�ng
to get yourself k�lled?” In the m�dst of all that art�llery engaged �n
crush�ng a handful of men, he shouted: “So there �s noth�ng for me!
Oh! I should l�ke to have all these Engl�sh bullets enter my bowels!”
Unhappy man, thou wert reserved for French bullets!



CHAPTER XIII—THE CATASTROPHE
The rout beh�nd the Guard was melancholy.
The army y�elded suddenly on all s�des at once,—Hougomont, La

Ha�e-Sa�nte, Papelotte, Planceno�t. The cry “Treachery!” was
followed by a cry of “Save yourselves who can!” An army wh�ch �s
d�sband�ng �s l�ke a thaw. All y�elds, spl�ts, cracks, floats, rolls, falls,
jostles, hastens, �s prec�p�tated. The d�s�ntegrat�on �s unprecedented.
Ney borrows a horse, leaps upon �t, and w�thout hat, cravat, or
sword, places h�mself across the Brussels road, stopp�ng both
Engl�sh and French. He str�ves to deta�n the army, he recalls �t to �ts
duty, he �nsults �t, he cl�ngs to the rout. He �s overwhelmed. The
sold�ers fly from h�m, shout�ng, “Long l�ve Marshal Ney!” Two of
Durutte’s reg�ments go and come �n affr�ght as though tossed back
and forth between the swords of the Uhlans and the fus�llade of the
br�gades of Kempt, Best, Pack, and Rylandt; the worst of hand-to-
hand confl�cts �s the defeat; fr�ends k�ll each other �n order to escape;
squadrons and battal�ons break and d�sperse aga�nst each other, l�ke
the tremendous foam of battle. Lobau at one extrem�ty, and Re�lle at
the other, are drawn �nto the t�de. In va�n does Napoleon erect walls
from what �s left to h�m of h�s Guard; �n va�n does he expend �n a last
effort h�s last serv�ceable squadrons. Qu�ot retreats before V�v�an,
Kellermann before Vandeleur, Lobau before Bülow, Morand before
P�rch, Domon and Suberv�c before Pr�nce W�ll�am of Pruss�a; Guyot,
who led the Emperor’s squadrons to the charge, falls beneath the
feet of the Engl�sh dragoons. Napoleon gallops past the l�ne of
fug�t�ves, harangues, urges, threatens, entreats them. All the mouths
wh�ch �n the morn�ng had shouted, “Long l�ve the Emperor!” rema�n
gap�ng; they hardly recogn�ze h�m. The Pruss�an cavalry, newly
arr�ved, dashes forwards, fl�es, hews, slashes, k�lls, exterm�nates.
Horses lash out, the cannons flee; the sold�ers of the art�llery-tra�n
unharness the ca�ssons and use the horses to make the�r escape;
transports overturned, w�th all four wheels �n the a�r, clog the road



and occas�on massacres. Men are crushed, trampled down, others
walk over the dead and the l�v�ng. Arms are lost. A d�zzy mult�tude
f�lls the roads, the paths, the br�dges, the pla�ns, the h�lls, the valleys,
the woods, encumbered by th�s �nvas�on of forty thousand men.
Shouts despa�r, knapsacks and guns flung among the rye, passages
forced at the po�nt of the sword, no more comrades, no more
off�cers, no more generals, an �nexpress�ble terror. Z�eten putt�ng
France to the sword at �ts le�sure. L�ons converted �nto goats. Such
was the fl�ght.

At Genappe, an effort was made to wheel about, to present a
battle front, to draw up �n l�ne. Lobau rall�ed three hundred men. The
entrance to the v�llage was barr�caded, but at the f�rst volley of
Pruss�an can�ster, all took to fl�ght aga�n, and Lobau was taken. That
volley of grape-shot can be seen to-day �mpr�nted on the anc�ent
gable of a br�ck bu�ld�ng on the r�ght of the road at a few m�nutes’
d�stance before you enter Genappe. The Pruss�ans threw
themselves �nto Genappe, fur�ous, no doubt, that they were not more
ent�rely the conquerors. The pursu�t was stupendous. Blücher
ordered exterm�nat�on. Roguet had set the lugubr�ous example of
threaten�ng w�th death any French grenad�er who should br�ng h�m a
Pruss�an pr�soner. Blücher outd�d Roguet. Duhesme, the general of
the Young Guard, hemmed �n at the doorway of an �nn at Genappe,
surrendered h�s sword to a huzzar of death, who took the sword and
slew the pr�soner. The v�ctory was completed by the assass�nat�on of
the vanqu�shed. Let us �nfl�ct pun�shment, s�nce we are h�story: old
Blücher d�sgraced h�mself. Th�s feroc�ty put the f�n�sh�ng touch to the
d�saster. The desperate route traversed Genappe, traversed Quatre-
Bras, traversed Gossel�es, traversed Frasnes, traversed Charlero�,
traversed Thu�n, and only halted at the front�er. Alas! and who, then,
was flee�ng �n that manner? The Grand Army.

Th�s vert�go, th�s terror, th�s downfall �nto ru�n of the loft�est bravery
wh�ch ever astounded h�story,—�s that causeless? No. The shadow
of an enormous r�ght �s projected athwart Waterloo. It �s the day of
dest�ny. The force wh�ch �s m�ght�er than man produced that day.
Hence the terr�f�ed wr�nkle of those brows; hence all those great
souls surrender�ng the�r swords. Those who had conquered Europe
have fallen prone on the earth, w�th noth�ng left to say nor to do,



feel�ng the present shadow of a terr�ble presence. Hoc erat �n fat�s.
That day the perspect�ve of the human race underwent a change.
Waterloo �s the h�nge of the n�neteenth century. The d�sappearance
of the great man was necessary to the advent of the great century.
Some one, a person to whom one repl�es not, took the respons�b�l�ty
on h�mself. The pan�c of heroes can be expla�ned. In the battle of
Waterloo there �s someth�ng more than a cloud, there �s someth�ng of
the meteor. God has passed by.

At n�ghtfall, �n a meadow near Genappe, Bernard and Bertrand
se�zed by the sk�rt of h�s coat and deta�ned a man, haggard, pens�ve,
s�n�ster, gloomy, who, dragged to that po�nt by the current of the rout,
had just d�smounted, had passed the br�dle of h�s horse over h�s
arm, and w�th w�ld eye was return�ng alone to Waterloo. It was
Napoleon, the �mmense somnambul�st of th�s dream wh�ch had
crumbled, essay�ng once more to advance.



CHAPTER XIV—THE LAST SQUARE
Several squares of the Guard, mot�onless am�d th�s stream of the

defeat, as rocks �n runn�ng water, held the�r own unt�l n�ght. N�ght
came, death also; they awa�ted that double shadow, and, �nv�nc�ble,
allowed themselves to be enveloped there�n. Each reg�ment, �solated
from the rest, and hav�ng no bond w�th the army, now shattered �n
every part, d�ed alone. They had taken up pos�t�on for th�s f�nal
act�on, some on the he�ghts of Rossomme, others on the pla�n of
Mont-Sa�nt-Jean. There, abandoned, vanqu�shed, terr�ble, those
gloomy squares endured the�r death-throes �n form�dable fash�on.
Ulm, Wagram, Jena, Fr�edland, d�ed w�th them.

At tw�l�ght, towards n�ne o’clock �n the even�ng, one of them was
left at the foot of the plateau of Mont-Sa�nt-Jean. In that fatal valley,
at the foot of that decl�v�ty wh�ch the cu�rass�ers had ascended, now
�nundated by the masses of the Engl�sh, under the converg�ng f�res
of the v�ctor�ous host�le cavalry, under a fr�ghtful dens�ty of
project�les, th�s square fought on. It was commanded by an obscure
off�cer named Cambronne. At each d�scharge, the square d�m�n�shed
and repl�ed. It repl�ed to the grape-shot w�th a fus�llade, cont�nually
contract�ng �ts four walls. The fug�t�ves paus�ng breathless for a
moment �n the d�stance, l�stened �n the darkness to that gloomy and
ever-decreas�ng thunder.

When th�s leg�on had been reduced to a handful, when noth�ng
was left of the�r flag but a rag, when the�r guns, the bullets all gone,
were no longer anyth�ng but clubs, when the heap of corpses was
larger than the group of surv�vors, there re�gned among the
conquerors, around those men dy�ng so subl�mely, a sort of sacred
terror, and the Engl�sh art�llery, tak�ng breath, became s�lent. Th�s
furn�shed a sort of resp�te. These combatants had around them
someth�ng �n the nature of a swarm of spectres, s�lhouettes of men
on horseback, the black prof�les of cannon, the wh�te sky v�ewed



through wheels and gun-carr�ages, the colossal death’s-head, wh�ch
the heroes saw constantly through the smoke, �n the depths of the
battle, advanced upon them and gazed at them. Through the shades
of tw�l�ght they could hear the p�eces be�ng loaded; the matches all
l�ghted, l�ke the eyes of t�gers at n�ght, formed a c�rcle round the�r
heads; all the l�ntstocks of the Engl�sh batter�es approached the
cannons, and then, w�th emot�on, hold�ng the supreme moment
suspended above these men, an Engl�sh general, Colv�lle accord�ng
to some, Ma�tland accord�ng to others, shouted to them, “Surrender,
brave Frenchmen!” Cambronne repl�ed, “——.”

{EDITOR’S COMMENTARY: Another ed�t�on of th�s book has the
word “Merde!” �n l�eu of the —— above.}



CHAPTER XV—CAMBRONNE
If any French reader object to hav�ng h�s suscept�b�l�t�es offended,

one would have to refra�n from repeat�ng �n h�s presence what �s
perhaps the f�nest reply that a Frenchman ever made. Th�s would
enjo�n us from cons�gn�ng someth�ng subl�me to H�story.

At our own r�sk and per�l, let us v�olate th�s �njunct�on.
Now, then, among those g�ants there was one T�tan,—

Cambronne.
To make that reply and then per�sh, what could be grander? For

be�ng w�ll�ng to d�e �s the same as to d�e; and �t was not th�s man’s
fault �f he surv�ved after he was shot.

The w�nner of the battle of Waterloo was not Napoleon, who was
put to fl�ght; nor Well�ngton, g�v�ng way at four o’clock, �n despa�r at
f�ve; nor Blücher, who took no part �n the engagement. The w�nner of
Waterloo was Cambronne.

To thunder forth such a reply at the l�ghtn�ng-flash that k�lls you �s
to conquer!

Thus to answer the Catastrophe, thus to speak to Fate, to g�ve th�s
pedestal to the future l�on, to hurl such a challenge to the m�dn�ght
ra�nstorm, to the treacherous wall of Hougomont, to the sunken road
of Oha�n, to Grouchy’s delay, to Blücher’s arr�val, to be Irony �tself �n
the tomb, to act so as to stand upr�ght though fallen, to drown �n two
syllables the European coal�t�on, to offer k�ngs pr�v�es wh�ch the
Cæsars once knew, to make the lowest of words the most lofty by
entw�n�ng w�th �t the glory of France, �nsolently to end Waterloo w�th
Mard�gras, to f�n�sh Leon�das w�th Rabella�s, to set the crown on th�s
v�ctory by a word �mposs�ble to speak, to lose the f�eld and preserve
h�story, to have the laugh on your s�de after such a carnage,—th�s �s
�mmense!



It was an �nsult such as a thunder-cloud m�ght hurl! It reaches the
grandeur of Æschylus!

Cambronne’s reply produces the effect of a v�olent break. ‘T�s l�ke
the break�ng of a heart under a we�ght of scorn. ‘T�s the overflow of
agony burst�ng forth. Who conquered? Well�ngton? No! Had �t not
been for Blücher, he was lost. Was �t Blücher? No! If Well�ngton had
not begun, Blücher could not have f�n�shed. Th�s Cambronne, th�s
man spend�ng h�s last hour, th�s unknown sold�er, th�s �nf�n�tes�mal of
war, real�zes that here �s a falsehood, a falsehood �n a catastrophe,
and so doubly agon�z�ng; and at the moment when h�s rage �s
burst�ng forth because of �t, he �s offered th�s mockery,—l�fe! How
could he restra�n h�mself? Yonder are all the k�ngs of Europe, the
general’s flushed w�th v�ctory, the Jup�ter’s dart�ng thunderbolts; they
have a hundred thousand v�ctor�ous sold�ers, and back of the
hundred thousand a m�ll�on; the�r cannon stand w�th yawn�ng
mouths, the match �s l�ghted; they gr�nd down under the�r heels the
Imper�al guards, and the grand army; they have just crushed
Napoleon, and only Cambronne rema�ns,—only th�s earthworm �s left
to protest. He w�ll protest. Then he seeks for the appropr�ate word as
one seeks for a sword. H�s mouth froths, and the froth �s the word. In
face of th�s mean and m�ghty v�ctory, �n face of th�s v�ctory wh�ch
counts none v�ctor�ous, th�s desperate sold�er stands erect. He
grants �ts overwhelm�ng �mmens�ty, but he establ�shes �ts tr�v�al�ty;
and he does more than sp�t upon �t. Borne down by numbers, by
super�or force, by brute matter, he f�nds �n h�s soul an express�on:
“Excrément!” We repeat �t,—to use that word, to do thus, to �nvent
such an express�on, �s to be the conqueror!

The sp�r�t of m�ghty days at that portentous moment made �ts
descent on that unknown man. Cambronne �nvents the word for
Waterloo as Rouget �nvents the “Marse�lla�se,” under the v�s�tat�on of
a breath from on h�gh. An emanat�on from the d�v�ne wh�rlw�nd leaps
forth and comes sweep�ng over these men, and they shake, and one
of them s�ngs the song supreme, and the other utters the fr�ghtful cry.

Th�s challenge of t�tan�c scorn Cambronne hurls not only at Europe
�n the name of the Emp�re,—that would be a tr�fle: he hurls �t at the
past �n the name of the Revolut�on. It �s heard, and Cambronne �s



recogn�zed as possessed by the anc�ent sp�r�t of the T�tans. Danton
seems to be speak�ng! Kléber seems to be bellow�ng!

At that word from Cambronne, the Engl�sh vo�ce responded, “F�re!”
The batter�es flamed, the h�ll trembled, from all those brazen mouths
belched a last terr�ble gush of grape-shot; a vast volume of smoke,
vaguely wh�te �n the l�ght of the r�s�ng moon, rolled out, and when the
smoke d�spersed, there was no longer anyth�ng there. That
form�dable remnant had been ann�h�lated; the Guard was dead. The
four walls of the l�v�ng redoubt lay prone, and hardly was there
d�scern�ble, here and there, even a qu�ver �n the bod�es; �t was thus
that the French leg�ons, greater than the Roman leg�ons, exp�red on
Mont-Sa�nt-Jean, on the so�l watered w�th ra�n and blood, am�d the
gloomy gra�n, on the spot where nowadays Joseph, who dr�ves the
post-wagon from N�velles, passes wh�stl�ng, and cheerfully wh�pp�ng
up h�s horse at four o’clock �n the morn�ng.



CHAPTER XVI—QUOT LIBRAS IN
DUCE?

The battle of Waterloo �s an en�gma. It �s as obscure to those who
won �t as to those who lost �t. For Napoleon �t was a pan�c;10 Blücher
sees noth�ng �n �t but f�re; Well�ngton understands noth�ng �n regard
to �t. Look at the reports. The bullet�ns are confused, the
commentar�es �nvolved. Some stammer, others l�sp. Jom�n� d�v�des
the battle of Waterloo �nto four moments; Muffl�ng cuts �t up �nto three
changes; Charras alone, though we hold another judgment than h�s
on some po�nts, se�zed w�th h�s haughty glance the character�st�c
outl�nes of that catastrophe of human gen�us �n confl�ct w�th d�v�ne
chance. All the other h�stor�ans suffer from be�ng somewhat dazzled,
and �n th�s dazzled state they fumble about. It was a day of l�ghtn�ng
br�ll�ancy; �n fact, a crumbl�ng of the m�l�tary monarchy wh�ch, to the
vast stupefact�on of k�ngs, drew all the k�ngdoms after �t—the fall of
force, the defeat of war.

In th�s event, stamped w�th superhuman necess�ty, the part played
by men amounts to noth�ng.

If we take Waterloo from Well�ngton and Blücher, do we thereby
depr�ve England and Germany of anyth�ng? No. Ne�ther that
�llustr�ous England nor that august Germany enter �nto the problem
of Waterloo. Thank Heaven, nat�ons are great, �ndependently of the
lugubr�ous feats of the sword. Ne�ther England, nor Germany, nor
France �s conta�ned �n a scabbard. At th�s epoch when Waterloo �s
only a clash�ng of swords, above Blücher, Germany has Sch�ller;
above Well�ngton, England has Byron. A vast dawn of �deas �s the
pecul�ar�ty of our century, and �n that aurora England and Germany
have a magn�f�cent rad�ance. They are majest�c because they th�nk.
The elevat�on of level wh�ch they contr�bute to c�v�l�zat�on �s �ntr�ns�c
w�th them; �t proceeds from themselves and not from an acc�dent.



The aggrand�zement wh�ch they have brought to the n�neteenth
century has not Waterloo as �ts source. It �s only barbarous peoples
who undergo rap�d growth after a v�ctory. That �s the temporary
van�ty of torrents swelled by a storm. C�v�l�zed people, espec�ally �n
our day, are ne�ther elevated nor abased by the good or bad fortune
of a capta�n. The�r spec�f�c grav�ty �n the human spec�es results from
someth�ng more than a combat. The�r honor, thank God! the�r d�gn�ty,
the�r �ntell�gence, the�r gen�us, are not numbers wh�ch those
gamblers, heroes and conquerors, can put �n the lottery of battles.
Often a battle �s lost and progress �s conquered. There �s less glory
and more l�berty. The drum holds �ts peace; reason takes the word. It
�s a game �n wh�ch he who loses w�ns. Let us, therefore, speak of
Waterloo coldly from both s�des. Let us render to chance that wh�ch
�s due to chance, and to God that wh�ch �s due to God. What �s
Waterloo? A v�ctory? No. The w�nn�ng number �n the lottery.

The qu�ne 11 won by Europe, pa�d by France.
It was not worthwh�le to place a l�on there.
Waterloo, moreover, �s the strangest encounter �n h�story.

Napoleon and Well�ngton. They are not enem�es; they are oppos�tes.
Never d�d God, who �s fond of ant�theses, make a more str�k�ng
contrast, a more extraord�nary compar�son. On one s�de, prec�s�on,
fores�ght, geometry, prudence, an assured retreat, reserves spared,
w�th an obst�nate coolness, an �mperturbable method, strategy,
wh�ch takes advantage of the ground, tact�cs, wh�ch preserve the
equ�l�br�um of battal�ons, carnage, executed accord�ng to rule, war
regulated, watch �n hand, noth�ng voluntar�ly left to chance, the
anc�ent class�c courage, absolute regular�ty; on the other, �ntu�t�on,
d�v�nat�on, m�l�tary odd�ty, superhuman �nst�nct, a flam�ng glance, an
�ndescr�bable someth�ng wh�ch gazes l�ke an eagle, and wh�ch
str�kes l�ke the l�ghtn�ng, a prod�g�ous art �n d�sda�nful �mpetuos�ty, all
the myster�es of a profound soul, assoc�ated w�th dest�ny; the
stream, the pla�n, the forest, the h�ll, summoned, and �n a manner,
forced to obey, the despot go�ng even so far as to tyrann�ze over the
f�eld of battle; fa�th �n a star m�ngled w�th strateg�c sc�ence, elevat�ng
but perturb�ng �t. Well�ngton was the Barême of war; Napoleon was
�ts M�chael Angelo; and on th�s occas�on, gen�us was vanqu�shed by



calculat�on. On both s�des some one was awa�ted. It was the exact
calculator who succeeded. Napoleon was wa�t�ng for Grouchy; he
d�d not come. Well�ngton expected Blücher; he came.

Well�ngton �s class�c war tak�ng �ts revenge. Bonaparte, at h�s
dawn�ng, had encountered h�m �n Italy, and beaten h�m superbly. The
old owl had fled before the young vulture. The old tact�cs had been
not only struck as by l�ghtn�ng, but d�sgraced. Who was that Cors�can
of s�x and twenty? What s�gn�f�ed that splend�d �gnoramus, who, w�th
everyth�ng aga�nst h�m, noth�ng �n h�s favor, w�thout prov�s�ons,
w�thout ammun�t�on, w�thout cannon, w�thout shoes, almost w�thout
an army, w�th a mere handful of men aga�nst masses, hurled h�mself
on Europe comb�ned, and absurdly won v�ctor�es �n the �mposs�ble?
Whence had �ssued that fulm�nat�ng conv�ct, who almost w�thout
tak�ng breath, and w�th the same set of combatants �n hand,
pulver�zed, one after the other, the f�ve arm�es of the emperor of
Germany, upsett�ng Beaul�eu on Alv�nz�, Wurmser on Beaul�eu,
Mélas on Wurmser, Mack on Mélas? Who was th�s nov�ce �n war
w�th the effrontery of a lum�nary? The academ�cal m�l�tary school
excommun�cated h�m, and as �t lost �ts foot�ng; hence, the �mplacable
rancor of the old Cæsar�sm aga�nst the new; of the regular sword
aga�nst the flam�ng sword; and of the exchequer aga�nst gen�us. On
the 18th of June, 1815, that rancor had the last word, and beneath
Lod�, Montebello, Montenotte, Mantua, Arcola, �t wrote: Waterloo. A
tr�umph of the med�ocres wh�ch �s sweet to the major�ty. Dest�ny
consented to th�s �rony. In h�s decl�ne, Napoleon found Wurmser, the
younger, aga�n �n front of h�m.

In fact, to get Wurmser, �t suff�ced to blanch the ha�r of Well�ngton.
Waterloo �s a battle of the f�rst order, won by a capta�n of the

second.
That wh�ch must be adm�red �n the battle of Waterloo, �s England;

the Engl�sh f�rmness, the Engl�sh resolut�on, the Engl�sh blood; the
superb th�ng about England there, no offence to her, was herself. It
was not her capta�n; �t was her army.

Well�ngton, oddly ungrateful, declares �n a letter to Lord Bathurst,
that h�s army, the army wh�ch fought on the 18th of June, 1815, was



a “detestable army.” What does that sombre �nterm�ngl�ng of bones
bur�ed beneath the furrows of Waterloo th�nk of that?

England has been too modest �n the matter of Well�ngton. To make
Well�ngton so great �s to bel�ttle England. Well�ngton �s noth�ng but a
hero l�ke many another. Those Scotch Grays, those Horse Guards,
those reg�ments of Ma�tland and of M�tchell, that �nfantry of Pack and
Kempt, that cavalry of Ponsonby and Somerset, those H�ghlanders
play�ng the p�broch under the shower of grape-shot, those battal�ons
of Rylandt, those utterly raw recru�ts, who hardly knew how to handle
a musket hold�ng the�r own aga�nst Essl�ng’s and R�vol�’s old troops,
—that �s what was grand. Well�ngton was tenac�ous; �n that lay h�s
mer�t, and we are not seek�ng to lessen �t: but the least of h�s foot-
sold�ers and of h�s cavalry would have been as sol�d as he. The �ron
sold�er �s worth as much as the Iron Duke. As for us, all our
glor�f�cat�on goes to the Engl�sh sold�er, to the Engl�sh army, to the
Engl�sh people. If trophy there be, �t �s to England that the trophy �s
due. The column of Waterloo would be more just, �f, �nstead of the
f�gure of a man, �t bore on h�gh the statue of a people.

But th�s great England w�ll be angry at what we are say�ng here.
She st�ll cher�shes, after her own 1688 and our 1789, the feudal
�llus�on. She bel�eves �n hered�ty and h�erarchy. Th�s people,
surpassed by none �n power and glory, regards �tself as a nat�on, and
not as a people. And as a people, �t w�ll�ngly subord�nates �tself and
takes a lord for �ts head. As a workman, �t allows �tself to be
d�sda�ned; as a sold�er, �t allows �tself to be flogged.

It w�ll be remembered, that at the battle of Inkermann a sergeant
who had, �t appears, saved the army, could not be ment�oned by
Lord Paglan, as the Engl�sh m�l�tary h�erarchy does not perm�t any
hero below the grade of an off�cer to be ment�oned �n the reports.

That wh�ch we adm�re above all, �n an encounter of the nature of
Waterloo, �s the marvellous cleverness of chance. A nocturnal ra�n,
the wall of Hougomont, the hollow road of Oha�n, Grouchy deaf to
the cannon, Napoleon’s gu�de dece�v�ng h�m, Bülow’s gu�de
enl�ghten�ng h�m,—the whole of th�s cataclysm �s wonderfully
conducted.



On the whole, let us say �t pla�nly, �t was more of a massacre than
of a battle at Waterloo.

Of all p�tched battles, Waterloo �s the one wh�ch has the smallest
front for such a number of combatants. Napoleon three-quarters of a
league; Well�ngton, half a league; seventy-two thousand combatants
on each s�de. From th�s denseness the carnage arose.

The follow�ng calculat�on has been made, and the follow�ng
proport�on establ�shed: Loss of men: at Austerl�tz, French, fourteen
per cent; Russ�ans, th�rty per cent; Austr�ans, forty-four per cent. At
Wagram, French, th�rteen per cent; Austr�ans, fourteen. At the
Moskowa, French, th�rty-seven per cent; Russ�ans, forty-four. At
Bautzen, French, th�rteen per cent; Russ�ans and Pruss�ans,
fourteen. At Waterloo, French, f�fty-s�x per cent; the All�es, th�rty-one.
Total for Waterloo, forty-one per cent; one hundred and forty-four
thousand combatants; s�xty thousand dead.

To-day the f�eld of Waterloo has the calm wh�ch belongs to the
earth, the �mpass�ve support of man, and �t resembles all pla�ns.

At n�ght, moreover, a sort of v�s�onary m�st ar�ses from �t; and �f a
traveller strolls there, �f he l�stens, �f he watches, �f he dreams l�ke
V�rg�l �n the fatal pla�ns of Ph�l�pp�, the halluc�nat�on of the
catastrophe takes possess�on of h�m. The fr�ghtful 18th of June l�ves
aga�n; the false monumental h�llock d�sappears, the l�on van�shes �n
a�r, the battle-f�eld resumes �ts real�ty, l�nes of �nfantry undulate over
the pla�n, fur�ous gallops traverse the hor�zon; the fr�ghtened
dreamer beholds the flash of sabres, the gleam of bayonets, the flare
of bombs, the tremendous �nterchange of thunders; he hears, as �t
were, the death rattle �n the depths of a tomb, the vague clamor of
the battle phantom; those shadows are grenad�ers, those l�ghts are
cu�rass�ers; that skeleton Napoleon, that other skeleton �s
Well�ngton; all th�s no longer ex�sts, and yet �t clashes together and
combats st�ll; and the rav�nes are empurpled, and the trees qu�ver,
and there �s fury even �n the clouds and �n the shadows; all those
terr�ble he�ghts, Hougomont, Mont-Sa�nt-Jean, Fr�schemont,
Papelotte, Planceno�t, appear confusedly crowned w�th wh�rlw�nds of
spectres engaged �n exterm�nat�ng each other.



CHAPTER XVII—IS WATERLOO TO BE
CONSIDERED GOOD?

There ex�sts a very respectable l�beral school wh�ch does not hate
Waterloo. We do not belong to �t. To us, Waterloo �s but the stupef�ed
date of l�berty. That such an eagle should emerge from such an egg
�s certa�nly unexpected.

If one places one’s self at the culm�nat�ng po�nt of v�ew of the
quest�on, Waterloo �s �ntent�onally a counter-revolut�onary v�ctory. It
�s Europe aga�nst France; �t �s Petersburg, Berl�n, and V�enna
aga�nst Par�s; �t �s the statu quo aga�nst the �n�t�at�ve; �t �s the 14th of
July, 1789, attacked through the 20th of March, 1815; �t �s the
monarch�es clear�ng the decks �n oppos�t�on to the �ndom�table
French r�ot�ng. The f�nal ext�nct�on of that vast people wh�ch had
been �n erupt�on for twenty-s�x years—such was the dream. The
sol�dar�ty of the Brunsw�cks, the Nassaus, the Romanoffs, the
Hohenzollerns, the Hapsburgs w�th the Bourbons. Waterloo bears
d�v�ne r�ght on �ts crupper. It �s true, that the Emp�re hav�ng been
despot�c, the k�ngdom by the natural react�on of th�ngs, was forced to
be l�beral, and that a const�tut�onal order was the unw�ll�ng result of
Waterloo, to the great regret of the conquerors. It �s because
revolut�on cannot be really conquered, and that be�ng prov�dent�al
and absolutely fatal, �t �s always cropp�ng up afresh: before Waterloo,
�n Bonaparte overthrow�ng the old thrones; after Waterloo, �n Lou�s
XVIII. grant�ng and conform�ng to the charter. Bonaparte places a
post�l�on on the throne of Naples, and a sergeant on the throne of
Sweden, employ�ng �nequal�ty to demonstrate equal�ty; Lou�s XVIII.
at Sa�nt-Ouen counters�gns the declarat�on of the r�ghts of man. If
you w�sh to ga�n an �dea of what revolut�on �s, call �t Progress; and �f
you w�sh to acqu�re an �dea of the nature of progress, call �t To-
morrow. To-morrow fulf�ls �ts work �rres�st�bly, and �t �s already



fulf�ll�ng �t to-day. It always reaches �ts goal strangely. It employs
Well�ngton to make of Foy, who was only a sold�er, an orator. Foy
falls at Hougomont and r�ses aga�n �n the tr�bune. Thus does
progress proceed. There �s no such th�ng as a bad tool for that
workman. It does not become d�sconcerted, but adjusts to �ts d�v�ne
work the man who has bestr�dden the Alps, and the good old
totter�ng �nval�d of Father Élysée. It makes use of the gouty man as
well as of the conqueror; of the conqueror w�thout, of the gouty man
w�th�n. Waterloo, by cutt�ng short the demol�t�on of European thrones
by the sword, had no other effect than to cause the revolut�onary
work to be cont�nued �n another d�rect�on. The slashers have
f�n�shed; �t was the turn of the th�nkers. The century that Waterloo
was �ntended to arrest has pursued �ts march. That s�n�ster v�ctory
was vanqu�shed by l�berty.

In short, and �ncontestably, that wh�ch tr�umphed at Waterloo; that
wh�ch sm�led �n Well�ngton’s rear; that wh�ch brought h�m all the
marshals’ staffs of Europe, �nclud�ng, �t �s sa�d, the staff of a marshal
of France; that wh�ch joyously trundled the barrows full of bones to
erect the knoll of the l�on; that wh�ch tr�umphantly �nscr�bed on that
pedestal the date “June 18, 1815”; that wh�ch encouraged Blücher,
as he put the fly�ng army to the sword; that wh�ch, from the he�ghts of
the plateau of Mont-Sa�nt-Jean, hovered over France as over �ts
prey, was the counter-revolut�on. It was the counter-revolut�on wh�ch
murmured that �nfamous word “d�smemberment.” On arr�v�ng �n
Par�s, �t beheld the crater close at hand; �t felt those ashes wh�ch
scorched �ts feet, and �t changed �ts m�nd; �t returned to the stammer
of a charter.

Let us behold �n Waterloo only that wh�ch �s �n Waterloo. Of
�ntent�onal l�berty there �s none. The counter-revolut�on was
�nvoluntar�ly l�beral, �n the same manner as, by a correspond�ng
phenomenon, Napoleon was �nvoluntar�ly revolut�onary. On the 18th
of June, 1815, the mounted Robesp�erre was hurled from h�s saddle.



CHAPTER XVIII—A RECRUDESCENCE
OF DIVINE RIGHT

End of the d�ctatorsh�p. A whole European system crumbled away.
The Emp�re sank �nto a gloom wh�ch resembled that of the Roman

world as �t exp�red. Aga�n we behold the abyss, as �n the days of the
barbar�ans; only the barbar�sm of 1815, wh�ch must be called by �ts
pet name of the counter-revolut�on, was not long breathed, soon fell
to pant�ng, and halted short. The Emp�re was bewept,—let us
acknowledge the fact,—and bewept by hero�c eyes. If glory l�es �n
the sword converted �nto a sceptre, the Emp�re had been glory �n
person. It had d�ffused over the earth all the l�ght wh�ch tyranny can
g�ve—a sombre l�ght. We w�ll say more; an obscure l�ght. Compared
to the true dayl�ght, �t �s n�ght. Th�s d�sappearance of n�ght produces
the effect of an ecl�pse.

Lou�s XVIII. re-entered Par�s. The c�rcl�ng dances of the 8th of July
effaced the enthus�asms of the 20th of March. The Cors�can became
the ant�thes�s of the Bearnese. The flag on the dome of the Tu�ler�es
was wh�te. The ex�le re�gned. Hartwell’s p�ne table took �ts place �n
front of the fleur-de-lys-strewn throne of Lou�s XIV. Bouv�nes and
Fontenoy were ment�oned as though they had taken place on the
preced�ng day, Austerl�tz hav�ng become ant�quated. The altar and
the throne fratern�zed majest�cally. One of the most und�sputed forms
of the health of soc�ety �n the n�neteenth century was establ�shed
over France, and over the cont�nent. Europe adopted the wh�te
cockade. Tresta�llon was celebrated. The dev�ce non plur�bus �mpar
reappeared on the stone rays represent�ng a sun upon the front of
the barracks on the Qua� d’Orsay. Where there had been an Imper�al
Guard, there was now a red house. The Arc du Carrousel, all laden
w�th badly borne v�ctor�es, thrown out of �ts element among these
novelt�es, a l�ttle ashamed, �t may be, of Marengo and Arcola,



extr�cated �tself from �ts pred�cament w�th the statue of the Duc
d’Angoulême. The cemetery of the Madele�ne, a terr�ble pauper’s
grave �n 1793, was covered w�th jasper and marble, s�nce the bones
of Lou�s XVI. and Mar�e Anto�nette lay �n that dust.

In the moat of V�ncennes a sepulchral shaft sprang from the earth,
recall�ng the fact that the Duc d’Engh�en had per�shed �n the very
month when Napoleon was crowned. Pope P�us VII., who had
performed the coronat�on very near th�s death, tranqu�lly bestowed
h�s bless�ng on the fall as he had bestowed �t on the elevat�on. At
Schoenbrunn there was a l�ttle shadow, aged four, whom �t was
sed�t�ous to call the K�ng of Rome. And these th�ngs took place, and
the k�ngs resumed the�r thrones, and the master of Europe was put
�n a cage, and the old reg�me became the new reg�me, and all the
shadows and all the l�ght of the earth changed place, because, on
the afternoon of a certa�n summer’s day, a shepherd sa�d to a
Pruss�an �n the forest, “Go th�s way, and not that!”

Th�s 1815 was a sort of lugubr�ous Apr�l. Anc�ent unhealthy and
po�sonous real�t�es were covered w�th new appearances. A l�e
wedded 1789; the r�ght d�v�ne was masked under a charter; f�ct�ons
became const�tut�onal; prejud�ces, superst�t�ons and mental
reservat�ons, w�th Art�cle 14 �n the heart, were varn�shed over w�th
l�beral�sm. It was the serpent’s change of sk�n.

Man had been rendered both greater and smaller by Napoleon.
Under th�s re�gn of splend�d matter, the �deal had rece�ved the
strange name of �deology! It �s a grave �mprudence �n a great man to
turn the future �nto der�s�on. The populace, however, that food for
cannon wh�ch �s so fond of the cannoneer, sought h�m w�th �ts
glance. Where �s he? What �s he do�ng? “Napoleon �s dead,” sa�d a
passer-by to a veteran of Marengo and Waterloo. “He dead!” cr�ed
the sold�er; “you don’t know h�m.” Imag�nat�on d�strusted th�s man,
even when overthrown. The depths of Europe were full of darkness
after Waterloo. Someth�ng enormous rema�ned long empty through
Napoleon’s d�sappearance.

The k�ngs placed themselves �n th�s vo�d. Anc�ent Europe prof�ted
by �t to undertake reforms. There was a Holy All�ance; Belle-All�ance,
Beaut�ful All�ance, the fatal f�eld of Waterloo had sa�d �n advance.



In presence and �n face of that ant�que Europe reconstructed, the
features of a new France were sketched out. The future, wh�ch the
Emperor had rall�ed, made �ts entry. On �ts brow �t bore the star,
L�berty. The glow�ng eyes of all young generat�ons were turned on �t.
S�ngular fact! people were, at one and the same t�me, �n love w�th
the future, L�berty, and the past, Napoleon. Defeat had rendered the
vanqu�shed greater. Bonaparte fallen seemed more lofty than
Napoleon erect. Those who had tr�umphed were alarmed. England
had h�m guarded by Hudson Lowe, and France had h�m watched by
Montchenu. H�s folded arms became a source of uneas�ness to
thrones. Alexander called h�m “my sleeplessness.” Th�s terror was
the result of the quant�ty of revolut�on wh�ch was conta�ned �n h�m.
That �s what expla�ns and excuses Bonapart�st l�beral�sm. Th�s
phantom caused the old world to tremble. The k�ngs re�gned, but �ll
at the�r ease, w�th the rock of Sa�nt Helena on the hor�zon.

Wh�le Napoleon was pass�ng through the death struggle at
Longwood, the s�xty thousand men who had fallen on the f�eld of
Waterloo were qu�etly rott�ng, and someth�ng of the�r peace was
shed abroad over the world. The Congress of V�enna made the
treat�es �n 1815, and Europe called th�s the Restorat�on.

Th�s �s what Waterloo was.
But what matters �t to the Inf�n�te? all that tempest, all that cloud,

that war, then that peace? All that darkness d�d not trouble for a
moment the l�ght of that �mmense Eye before wh�ch a grub sk�pp�ng
from one blade of grass to another equals the eagle soar�ng from
belfry to belfry on the towers of Notre Dame.



CHAPTER XIX—THE BATTLE-FIELD AT
NIGHT

Let us return—�t �s a necess�ty �n th�s book—to that fatal battle-
f�eld.

On the 18th of June the moon was full. Its l�ght favored Blücher’s
feroc�ous pursu�t, betrayed the traces of the fug�t�ves, del�vered up
that d�sastrous mass to the eager Pruss�an cavalry, and a�ded the
massacre. Such trag�c favors of the n�ght do occur somet�mes dur�ng
catastrophes.

After the last cannon-shot had been f�red, the pla�n of Mont-Sa�nt-
Jean rema�ned deserted.

The Engl�sh occup�ed the encampment of the French; �t �s the
usual s�gn of v�ctory to sleep �n the bed of the vanqu�shed. They
establ�shed the�r b�vouac beyond Rossomme. The Pruss�ans, let
loose on the retreat�ng rout, pushed forward. Well�ngton went to the
v�llage of Waterloo to draw up h�s report to Lord Bathurst.

If ever the s�c vos non vob�s was appl�cable, �t certa�nly �s to that
v�llage of Waterloo. Waterloo took no part, and lay half a league from
the scene of act�on. Mont-Sa�nt-Jean was cannonaded, Hougomont
was burned, La Ha�e-Sa�nte was taken by assault, Papelotte was
burned, Planceno�t was burned, La Belle-All�ance beheld the
embrace of the two conquerors; these names are hardly known, and
Waterloo, wh�ch worked not �n the battle, bears off all the honor.

We are not of the number of those who flatter war; when the
occas�on presents �tself, we tell the truth about �t. War has fr�ghtful
beaut�es wh�ch we have not concealed; �t has also, we acknowledge,
some h�deous features. One of the most surpr�s�ng �s the prompt
str�pp�ng of the bod�es of the dead after the v�ctory. The dawn wh�ch
follows a battle always r�ses on naked corpses.



Who does th�s? Who thus so�ls the tr�umph? What h�deous, furt�ve
hand �s that wh�ch �s sl�pped �nto the pocket of v�ctory? What
p�ckpockets are they who ply the�r trade �n the rear of glory? Some
ph�losophers—Volta�re among the number—aff�rm that �t �s prec�sely
those persons who have made the glory. It �s the same men, they
say; there �s no rel�ef corps; those who are erect p�llage those who
are prone on the earth. The hero of the day �s the vamp�re of the
n�ght. One has assuredly the r�ght, after all, to str�p a corpse a b�t
when one �s the author of that corpse. For our own part, we do not
th�nk so; �t seems to us �mposs�ble that the same hand should pluck
laurels and purlo�n the shoes from a dead man.

One th�ng �s certa�n, wh�ch �s, that generally after conquerors
follow th�eves. But let us leave the sold�er, espec�ally the
contemporary sold�er, out of the quest�on.

Every army has a rear-guard, and �t �s that wh�ch must be blamed.
Bat-l�ke creatures, half br�gands and lackeys; all the sorts of
vespert�llos that that tw�l�ght called war engenders; wearers of
un�forms, who take no part �n the f�ght�ng; pretended �nval�ds;
form�dable l�mpers; �nterlop�ng sutlers, trott�ng along �n l�ttle carts,
somet�mes accompan�ed by the�r w�ves, and steal�ng th�ngs wh�ch
they sell aga�n; beggars offer�ng themselves as gu�des to off�cers;
sold�ers’ servants; marauders; arm�es on the march �n days gone by,
—we are not speak�ng of the present,—dragged all th�s beh�nd them,
so that �n the spec�al language they are called “stragglers.” No army,
no nat�on, was respons�ble for those be�ngs; they spoke Ital�an and
followed the Germans, then spoke French and followed the Engl�sh.
It was by one of these wretches, a Span�sh straggler who spoke
French, that the Marqu�s of Fervacques, dece�ved by h�s P�card
jargon, and tak�ng h�m for one of our own men, was tra�torously sla�n
and robbed on the battle-f�eld �tself, �n the course of the n�ght wh�ch
followed the v�ctory of Cer�soles. The rascal sprang from th�s
maraud�ng. The detestable max�m, L�ve on the enemy! produced th�s
leprosy, wh�ch a str�ct d�sc�pl�ne alone could heal. There are
reputat�ons wh�ch are decept�ve; one does not always know why
certa�n generals, great �n other d�rect�ons, have been so popular.
Turenne was adored by h�s sold�ers because he tolerated p�llage;
ev�l perm�tted const�tutes part of goodness. Turenne was so good



that he allowed the Palat�nate to be del�vered over to f�re and blood.
The marauders �n the tra�n of an army were more or less �n number,
accord�ng as the ch�ef was more or less severe. Hoche and Marceau
had no stragglers; Well�ngton had few, and we do h�m the just�ce to
ment�on �t.

Nevertheless, on the n�ght from the 18th to the 19th of June, the
dead were robbed. Well�ngton was r�g�d; he gave orders that any one
caught �n the act should be shot; but rap�ne �s tenac�ous. The
marauders stole �n one corner of the battlef�eld wh�le others were
be�ng shot �n another.

The moon was s�n�ster over th�s pla�n.
Towards m�dn�ght, a man was prowl�ng about, or rather, cl�mb�ng �n

the d�rect�on of the hollow road of Oha�n. To all appearance he was
one of those whom we have just descr�bed,—ne�ther Engl�sh nor
French, ne�ther peasant nor sold�er, less a man than a ghoul
attracted by the scent of the dead bod�es hav�ng theft for h�s v�ctory,
and come to r�fle Waterloo. He was clad �n a blouse that was
someth�ng l�ke a great coat; he was uneasy and audac�ous; he
walked forwards and gazed beh�nd h�m. Who was th�s man? The
n�ght probably knew more of h�m than the day. He had no sack, but
ev�dently he had large pockets under h�s coat. From t�me to t�me he
halted, scrut�n�zed the pla�n around h�m as though to see whether he
were observed, bent over abruptly, d�sturbed someth�ng s�lent and
mot�onless on the ground, then rose and fled. H�s sl�d�ng mot�on, h�s
att�tudes, h�s myster�ous and rap�d gestures, caused h�m to resemble
those tw�l�ght larvæ wh�ch haunt ru�ns, and wh�ch anc�ent Norman
legends call the Alleurs.

Certa�n nocturnal wad�ng b�rds produce these s�lhouettes among
the marshes.

A glance capable of p�erc�ng all that m�st deeply would have
perce�ved at some d�stance a sort of l�ttle sutler’s wagon w�th a fluted
w�cker hood, harnessed to a fam�shed nag wh�ch was cropp�ng the
grass across �ts b�t as �t halted, h�dden, as �t were, beh�nd the hovel
wh�ch adjo�ns the h�ghway to N�velles, at the angle of the road from
Mont-Sa�nt-Jean to Bra�ne l’Alleud; and �n the wagon, a sort of



woman seated on coffers and packages. Perhaps there was some
connect�on between that wagon and that prowler.

The darkness was serene. Not a cloud �n the zen�th. What matters
�t �f the earth be red! the moon rema�ns wh�te; these are the
�nd�fferences of the sky. In the f�elds, branches of trees broken by
grape-shot, but not fallen, upheld by the�r bark, swayed gently �n the
breeze of n�ght. A breath, almost a resp�rat�on, moved the shrubbery.
Qu�vers wh�ch resembled the departure of souls ran through the
grass.

In the d�stance the com�ng and go�ng of patrols and the general
rounds of the Engl�sh camp were aud�ble.

Hougomont and La Ha�e-Sa�nte cont�nued to burn, form�ng, one �n
the west, the other �n the east, two great flames wh�ch were jo�ned
by the cordon of b�vouac f�res of the Engl�sh, l�ke a necklace of
rub�es w�th two carbuncles at the extrem�t�es, as they extended �n an
�mmense sem�c�rcle over the h�lls along the hor�zon.

We have descr�bed the catastrophe of the road of Oha�n. The
heart �s terr�f�ed at the thought of what that death must have been to
so many brave men.

If there �s anyth�ng terr�ble, �f there ex�sts a real�ty wh�ch surpasses
dreams, �t �s th�s: to l�ve, to see the sun; to be �n full possess�on of
v�r�le force; to possess health and joy; to laugh val�antly; to rush
towards a glory wh�ch one sees dazzl�ng �n front of one; to feel �n
one’s breast lungs wh�ch breathe, a heart wh�ch beats, a w�ll wh�ch
reasons; to speak, th�nk, hope, love; to have a mother, to have a
w�fe, to have ch�ldren; to have the l�ght—and all at once, �n the space
of a shout, �n less than a m�nute, to s�nk �nto an abyss; to fall, to roll,
to crush, to be crushed; to see ears of wheat, flowers, leaves,
branches; not to be able to catch hold of anyth�ng; to feel one’s
sword useless, men beneath one, horses on top of one; to struggle
�n va�n, s�nce one’s bones have been broken by some k�ck �n the
darkness; to feel a heel wh�ch makes one’s eyes start from the�r
sockets; to b�te horses’ shoes �n one’s rage; to st�fle, to yell, to
wr�the; to be beneath, and to say to one’s self, “But just a l�ttle wh�le
ago I was a l�v�ng man!”



There, where that lamentable d�saster had uttered �ts death-rattle,
all was s�lence now. The edges of the hollow road were encumbered
w�th horses and r�ders, �nextr�cably heaped up. Terr�ble
entanglement! There was no longer any slope, for the corpses had
levelled the road w�th the pla�n, and reached the br�m l�ke a well-f�lled
bushel of barley. A heap of dead bod�es �n the upper part, a r�ver of
blood �n the lower part—such was that road on the even�ng of the
18th of June, 1815. The blood ran even to the N�velles h�ghway, and
there overflowed �n a large pool �n front of the abat�s of trees wh�ch
barred the way, at a spot wh�ch �s st�ll po�nted out.

It w�ll be remembered that �t was at the oppos�te po�nt, �n the
d�rect�on of the Genappe road, that the destruct�on of the cu�rass�ers
had taken place. The th�ckness of the layer of bod�es was
proport�oned to the depth of the hollow road. Towards the m�ddle, at
the po�nt where �t became level, where Delort’s d�v�s�on had passed,
the layer of corpses was th�nner.

The nocturnal prowler whom we have just shown to the reader
was go�ng �n that d�rect�on. He was search�ng that vast tomb. He
gazed about. He passed the dead �n some sort of h�deous rev�ew.
He walked w�th h�s feet �n the blood.

All at once he paused.
A few paces �n front of h�m, �n the hollow road, at the po�nt where

the p�le of dead came to an end, an open hand, �llum�ned by the
moon, projected from beneath that heap of men. That hand had on
�ts f�nger someth�ng sparkl�ng, wh�ch was a r�ng of gold.

The man bent over, rema�ned �n a crouch�ng att�tude for a
moment, and when he rose there was no longer a r�ng on the hand.

He d�d not prec�sely r�se; he rema�ned �n a stoop�ng and fr�ghtened
att�tude, w�th h�s back turned to the heap of dead, scann�ng the
hor�zon on h�s knees, w�th the whole upper port�on of h�s body
supported on h�s two foref�ngers, wh�ch rested on the earth, and h�s
head peer�ng above the edge of the hollow road. The jackal’s four
paws su�t some act�ons.

Then com�ng to a dec�s�on, he rose to h�s feet.



At that moment, he gave a terr�ble start. He felt some one clutch
h�m from beh�nd.

He wheeled round; �t was the open hand, wh�ch had closed, and
had se�zed the sk�rt of h�s coat.

An honest man would have been terr�f�ed; th�s man burst �nto a
laugh.

“Come,” sa�d he, “�t’s only a dead body. I prefer a spook to a
gendarme.”

But the hand weakened and released h�m. Effort �s qu�ckly
exhausted �n the grave.

“Well now,” sa�d the prowler, “�s that dead fellow al�ve? Let’s see.”
He bent down aga�n, fumbled among the heap, pushed as�de

everyth�ng that was �n h�s way, se�zed the hand, grasped the arm,
freed the head, pulled out the body, and a few moments later he was
dragg�ng the l�feless, or at least the unconsc�ous, man, through the
shadows of hollow road. He was a cu�rass�er, an off�cer, and even an
off�cer of cons�derable rank; a large gold epaulette peeped from
beneath the cu�rass; th�s off�cer no longer possessed a helmet. A
fur�ous sword-cut had scarred h�s face, where noth�ng was
d�scern�ble but blood.

However, he d�d not appear to have any broken l�mbs, and, by
some happy chance, �f that word �s perm�ss�ble here, the dead had
been vaulted above h�m �n such a manner as to preserve h�m from
be�ng crushed. H�s eyes were st�ll closed.

On h�s cu�rass he wore the s�lver cross of the Leg�on of Honor.
The prowler tore off th�s cross, wh�ch d�sappeared �nto one of the

gulfs wh�ch he had beneath h�s great coat.
Then he felt of the off�cer’s fob, d�scovered a watch there, and took

possess�on of �t. Next he searched h�s wa�stcoat, found a purse and
pocketed �t.

When he had arr�ved at th�s stage of succor wh�ch he was
adm�n�ster�ng to th�s dy�ng man, the off�cer opened h�s eyes.

“Thanks,” he sa�d feebly.



The abruptness of the movements of the man who was
man�pulat�ng h�m, the freshness of the n�ght, the a�r wh�ch he could
�nhale freely, had roused h�m from h�s lethargy.

The prowler made no reply. He ra�sed h�s head. A sound of
footsteps was aud�ble �n the pla�n; some patrol was probably
approach�ng.

The off�cer murmured, for the death agony was st�ll �n h�s vo�ce:—
“Who won the battle?”
“The Engl�sh,” answered the prowler.
The off�cer went on:—
“Look �n my pockets; you w�ll f�nd a watch and a purse. Take

them.”
It was already done.
The prowler executed the requ�red fe�nt, and sa�d:—
“There �s noth�ng there.”
“I have been robbed,” sa�d the off�cer; “I am sorry for that. You

should have had them.”
The steps of the patrol became more and more d�st�nct.
“Some one �s com�ng,” sa�d the prowler, w�th the movement of a

man who �s tak�ng h�s departure.
The off�cer ra�sed h�s arm feebly, and deta�ned h�m.
“You have saved my l�fe. Who are you?”
The prowler answered rap�dly, and �n a low vo�ce:—
“L�ke yourself, I belonged to the French army. I must leave you. If

they were to catch me, they would shoot me. I have saved your l�fe.
Now get out of the scrape yourself.”

“What �s your rank?”
“Sergeant.”
“What �s your name?”
“Thénard�er.”
“I shall not forget that name,” sa�d the off�cer; “and do you

remember m�ne. My name �s Pontmercy.”



BOOK SECOND—THE SHIP ORION



CHAPTER I—NUMBER 24,601
BECOMES NUMBER 9,430

Jean Valjean had been recaptured.
The reader w�ll be grateful to us �f we pass rap�dly over the sad

deta�ls. We w�ll conf�ne ourselves to transcr�b�ng two paragraphs
publ�shed by the journals of that day, a few months after the
surpr�s�ng events wh�ch had taken place at M. sur M.

These art�cles are rather summary. It must be remembered, that at
that epoch the Gazette des Tr�bunaux was not yet �n ex�stence.

We borrow the f�rst from the Drapeau Blanc. It bears the date of
July 25, 1823.

An arrond�ssement of the Pas de Cala�s has just been the theatre
of an event qu�te out of the ord�nary course. A man, who was a
stranger �n the Department, and who bore the name of M.
Madele�ne, had, thanks to the new methods, resusc�tated some
years ago an anc�ent local �ndustry, the manufacture of jet and of
black glass tr�nkets. He had made h�s fortune �n the bus�ness, and
that of the arrond�ssement as well, we w�ll adm�t. He had been
appo�nted mayor, �n recogn�t�on of h�s serv�ces. The pol�ce
d�scovered that M. Madele�ne was no other than an ex-conv�ct who
had broken h�s ban, condemned �n 1796 for theft, and named Jean
Valjean. Jean Valjean has been recomm�tted to pr�son. It appears
that prev�ous to h�s arrest he had succeeded �n w�thdraw�ng from the
hands of M. Laff�tte, a sum of over half a m�ll�on wh�ch he had lodged
there, and wh�ch he had, moreover, and by perfectly leg�t�mate
means, acqu�red �n h�s bus�ness. No one has been able to d�scover
where Jean Valjean has concealed th�s money s�nce h�s return to
pr�son at Toulon.

The second art�cle, wh�ch enters a l�ttle more �nto deta�l, �s an
extract from the Journal de Par�s, of the same date.



A former conv�ct, who had been l�berated, named Jean Valjean,
has just appeared before the Court of Ass�zes of the Var, under
c�rcumstances calculated to attract attent�on. Th�s wretch had
succeeded �n escap�ng the v�g�lance of the pol�ce, he had changed
h�s name, and had succeeded �n gett�ng h�mself appo�nted mayor of
one of our small northern towns; �n th�s town he had establ�shed a
cons�derable commerce. He has at last been unmasked and
arrested, thanks to the �ndefat�gable zeal of the publ�c prosecutor. He
had for h�s concub�ne a woman of the town, who d�ed of a shock at
the moment of h�s arrest. Th�s scoundrel, who �s endowed w�th
Herculean strength, found means to escape; but three or four days
after h�s fl�ght the pol�ce la�d the�r hands on h�m once more, �n Par�s
�tself, at the very moment when he was enter�ng one of those l�ttle
veh�cles wh�ch run between the cap�tal and the v�llage of Montferme�l
(Se�ne-et-O�se). He �s sa�d to have prof�ted by th�s �nterval of three or
four days of l�berty, to w�thdraw a cons�derable sum depos�ted by h�m
w�th one of our lead�ng bankers. Th�s sum has been est�mated at s�x
or seven hundred thousand francs. If the �nd�ctment �s to be trusted,
he has h�dden �t �n some place known to h�mself alone, and �t has not
been poss�ble to lay hands on �t. However that may be, the sa�d Jean
Valjean has just been brought before the Ass�zes of the Department
of the Var as accused of h�ghway robbery accompan�ed w�th
v�olence, about e�ght years ago, on the person of one of those
honest ch�ldren who, as the patr�arch of Ferney has sa�d, �n �mmortal
verse,
“. . . Arrive from Savoy every year,
And who, with gentle hands, do clear
Those long canals choked up with soot.”

Th�s band�t refused to defend h�mself. It was proved by the sk�lful
and eloquent representat�ve of the publ�c prosecutor, that the theft
was comm�tted �n compl�c�ty w�th others, and that Jean Valjean was
a member of a band of robbers �n the south. Jean Valjean was
pronounced gu�lty and was condemned to the death penalty �n
consequence. Th�s cr�m�nal refused to lodge an appeal. The k�ng, �n
h�s �nexhaust�ble clemency, has de�gned to commute h�s penalty to
that of penal serv�tude for l�fe. Jean Valjean was �mmed�ately taken
to the pr�son at Toulon.



The reader has not forgotten that Jean Valjean had rel�g�ous hab�ts
at M. sur M. Some papers, among others the Const�tut�onal,
presented th�s commutat�on as a tr�umph of the pr�estly party.

Jean Valjean changed h�s number �n the galleys. He was called
9,430.

However, and we w�ll ment�on �t at once �n order that we may not
be obl�ged to recur to the subject, the prosper�ty of M. sur M.
van�shed w�th M. Madele�ne; all that he had foreseen dur�ng h�s n�ght
of fever and hes�tat�on was real�zed; lack�ng h�m, there actually was
a soul lack�ng. After th�s fall, there took place at M. sur M. that
egot�st�cal d�v�s�on of great ex�stences wh�ch have fallen, that fatal
d�smemberment of flour�sh�ng th�ngs wh�ch �s accompl�shed every
day, obscurely, �n the human commun�ty, and wh�ch h�story has
noted only once, because �t occurred after the death of Alexander.
L�eutenants are crowned k�ngs; super�ntendents �mprov�se
manufacturers out of themselves. Env�ous r�valr�es arose. M.
Madele�ne’s vast workshops were shut; h�s bu�ld�ngs fell to ru�n, h�s
workmen were scattered. Some of them qu�tted the country, others
abandoned the trade. Thenceforth, everyth�ng was done on a small
scale, �nstead of on a grand scale; for lucre �nstead of the general
good. There was no longer a centre; everywhere there was
compet�t�on and an�mos�ty. M. Madele�ne had re�gned over all and
d�rected all. No sooner had he fallen, than each pulled th�ngs to
h�mself; the sp�r�t of combat succeeded to the sp�r�t of organ�zat�on,
b�tterness to cord�al�ty, hatred of one another to the benevolence of
the founder towards all; the threads wh�ch M. Madele�ne had set
were tangled and broken, the methods were adulterated, the
products were debased, conf�dence was k�lled; the market
d�m�n�shed, for lack of orders; salar�es were reduced, the workshops
stood st�ll, bankruptcy arr�ved. And then there was noth�ng more for
the poor. All had van�shed.

The state �tself perce�ved that some one had been crushed
somewhere. Less than four years after the judgment of the Court of
Ass�zes establ�sh�ng the �dent�ty of Jean Valjean and M. Madele�ne,
for the benef�t of the galleys, the cost of collect�ng taxes had doubled



�n the arrond�ssement of M. sur M.; and M. de V�llèle called attent�on
to the fact �n the rostrum, �n the month of February, 1827.



CHAPTER II—IN WHICH THE READER
WILL PERUSE TWO VERSES, WHICH
ARE OF THE DEVIL’S COMPOSITION,

POSSIBLY
Before proceed�ng further, �t w�ll be to the purpose to narrate �n

some deta�l, a s�ngular occurrence wh�ch took place at about the
same epoch, �n Montferme�l, and wh�ch �s not lack�ng �n co�nc�dence
w�th certa�n conjectures of the �nd�ctment.

There ex�sts �n the reg�on of Montferme�l a very anc�ent
superst�t�on, wh�ch �s all the more cur�ous and all the more prec�ous,
because a popular superst�t�on �n the v�c�n�ty of Par�s �s l�ke an aloe
�n S�ber�a. We are among those who respect everyth�ng wh�ch �s �n
the nature of a rare plant. Here, then, �s the superst�t�on of
Montferme�l: �t �s thought that the dev�l, from t�me �mmemor�al, has
selected the forest as a h�d�ng-place for h�s treasures. Goodw�ves
aff�rm that �t �s no rar�ty to encounter at n�ghtfall, �n secluded nooks of
the forest, a black man w�th the a�r of a carter or a wood-chopper,
wear�ng wooden shoes, clad �n trousers and a blouse of l�nen, and
recogn�zable by the fact, that, �nstead of a cap or hat, he has two
�mmense horns on h�s head. Th�s ought, �n fact, to render h�m
recogn�zable. Th�s man �s hab�tually engaged �n d�gg�ng a hole.
There are three ways of prof�t�ng by such an encounter. The f�rst �s to
approach the man and speak to h�m. Then �t �s seen that the man �s
s�mply a peasant, that he appears black because �t �s n�ghtfall; that
he �s not d�gg�ng any hole whatever, but �s cutt�ng grass for h�s cows,
and that what had been taken for horns �s noth�ng but a dung-fork
wh�ch he �s carry�ng on h�s back, and whose teeth, thanks to the
perspect�ve of even�ng, seemed to spr�ng from h�s head. The man



returns home and d�es w�th�n the week. The second way �s to watch
h�m, to wa�t unt�l he has dug h�s hole, unt�l he has f�lled �t and has
gone away; then to run w�th great speed to the trench, to open �t
once more and to se�ze the “treasure” wh�ch the black man has
necessar�ly placed there. In th�s case one d�es w�th�n the month.
F�nally, the last method �s not to speak to the black man, not to look
at h�m, and to flee at the best speed of one’s legs. One then d�es
w�th�n the year.

As all three methods are attended w�th the�r spec�al
�nconven�ences, the second, wh�ch at all events, presents some
advantages, among others that of possess�ng a treasure, �f only for a
month, �s the one most generally adopted. So bold men, who are
tempted by every chance, have qu�te frequently, as we are assured,
opened the holes excavated by the black man, and tr�ed to rob the
dev�l. The success of the operat�on appears to be but moderate. At
least, �f the trad�t�on �s to be bel�eved, and �n part�cular the two
en�gmat�cal l�nes �n barbarous Lat�n, wh�ch an ev�l Norman monk, a
b�t of a sorcerer, named Tryphon has left on th�s subject. Th�s
Tryphon �s bur�ed at the Abbey of Sa�nt-Georges de Bocherv�lle, near
Rouen, and toads spawn on h�s grave.

Accord�ngly, enormous efforts are made. Such trenches are
ord�nar�ly extremely deep; a man sweats, d�gs, to�ls all n�ght—for �t
must be done at n�ght; he wets h�s sh�rt, burns out h�s candle, breaks
h�s mattock, and when he arr�ves at the bottom of the hole, when he
lays h�s hand on the “treasure,” what does he f�nd? What �s the
dev�l’s treasure? A sou, somet�mes a crown-p�ece, a stone, a
skeleton, a bleed�ng body, somet�mes a spectre folded �n four l�ke a
sheet of paper �n a portfol�o, somet�mes noth�ng. Th�s �s what
Tryphon’s verses seem to announce to the �nd�screet and cur�ous:—
“Fodit, et in fossa thesauros condit opaca,
As, nummas, lapides, cadaver, simulacra, nihilque.”

It seems that �n our day there �s somet�mes found a powder-horn
w�th bullets, somet�mes an old pack of cards greasy and worn, wh�ch
has ev�dently served the dev�l. Tryphon does not record these two
f�nds, s�nce Tryphon l�ved �n the twelfth century, and s�nce the dev�l
does not appear to have had the w�t to �nvent powder before Roger
Bacon’s t�me, and cards before the t�me of Charles VI.



Moreover, �f one plays at cards, one �s sure to lose all that one
possesses! and as for the powder �n the horn, �t possesses the
property of mak�ng your gun burst �n your face.

Now, a very short t�me after the epoch when �t seemed to the
prosecut�ng attorney that the l�berated conv�ct Jean Valjean dur�ng
h�s fl�ght of several days had been prowl�ng around Montferme�l, �t
was remarked �n that v�llage that a certa�n old road-laborer, named
Boulatruelle, had “pecul�ar ways” �n the forest. People thereabouts
thought they knew that th�s Boulatruelle had been �n the galleys. He
was subjected to certa�n pol�ce superv�s�on, and, as he could f�nd
work nowhere, the adm�n�strat�on employed h�m at reduced rates as
a road-mender on the crossroad from Gagny to Lagny.

Th�s Boulatruelle was a man who was v�ewed w�th d�sfavor by the
�nhab�tants of the d�str�ct as too respectful, too humble, too prompt �n
remov�ng h�s cap to every one, and trembl�ng and sm�l�ng �n the
presence of the gendarmes,—probably aff�l�ated to robber bands,
they sa�d; suspected of ly�ng �n ambush at verge of copses at
n�ghtfall. The only th�ng �n h�s favor was that he was a drunkard.

Th�s �s what people thought they had not�ced:—
Of late, Boulatruelle had taken to qu�tt�ng h�s task of stone-

break�ng and care of the road at a very early hour, and to betak�ng
h�mself to the forest w�th h�s p�ckaxe. He was encountered towards
even�ng �n the most deserted clear�ngs, �n the w�ldest th�ckets; and
he had the appearance of be�ng �n search of someth�ng, and
somet�mes he was d�gg�ng holes. The goodw�ves who passed took
h�m at f�rst for Beelzebub; then they recogn�zed Boulatruelle, and
were not �n the least reassured thereby. These encounters seemed
to cause Boulatruelle a l�vely d�spleasure. It was ev�dent that he
sought to h�de, and that there was some mystery �n what he was
do�ng.

It was sa�d �n the v�llage: “It �s clear that the dev�l has appeared.
Boulatruelle has seen h�m, and �s on the search. In sooth, he �s
cunn�ng enough to pocket Luc�fer’s hoard.”

The Volta�r�ans added, “W�ll Boulatruelle catch the dev�l, or w�ll the
dev�l catch Boulatruelle?” The old women made a great many s�gns
of the cross.



In the meant�me, Boulatruelle’s manœuvres �n the forest ceased;
and he resumed h�s regular occupat�on of roadmend�ng; and people
goss�ped of someth�ng else.

Some persons, however, were st�ll cur�ous, surm�s�ng that �n all
th�s there was probably no fabulous treasure of the legends, but
some f�ne w�ndfall of a more ser�ous and palpable sort than the
dev�l’s bank-b�lls, and that the road-mender had half d�scovered the
secret. The most “puzzled” were the schoolmaster and Thénard�er,
the propr�etor of the tavern, who was everybody’s fr�end, and had not
d�sda�ned to ally h�mself w�th Boulatruelle.

“He has been �n the galleys,” sa�d Thénard�er. “Eh! Good God! no
one knows who has been there or w�ll be there.”

One even�ng the schoolmaster aff�rmed that �n former t�mes the
law would have �nst�tuted an �nqu�ry as to what Boulatruelle d�d �n the
forest, and that the latter would have been forced to speak, and that
he would have been put to the torture �n case of need, and that
Boulatruelle would not have res�sted the water test, for example. “Let
us put h�m to the w�ne test,” sa�d Thénard�er.

They made an effort, and got the old road-mender to dr�nk�ng.
Boulatruelle drank an enormous amount, but sa�d very l�ttle. He
comb�ned w�th adm�rable art, and �n masterly proport�ons, the th�rst
of a gormand�zer w�th the d�scret�on of a judge. Nevertheless, by d�nt
of return�ng to the charge and of compar�ng and putt�ng together the
few obscure words wh�ch he d�d allow to escape h�m, th�s �s what
Thénard�er and the schoolmaster �mag�ned that they had made out:
—

One morn�ng, when Boulatruelle was on h�s way to h�s work, at
daybreak, he had been surpr�sed to see, at a nook of the forest �n
the underbrush, a shovel and a p�ckaxe, concealed, as one m�ght
say.

However, he m�ght have supposed that they were probably the
shovel and p�ck of Father S�x-Fours, the water-carr�er, and would
have thought no more about �t. But, on the even�ng of that day, he
saw, w�thout be�ng seen h�mself, as he was h�dden by a large tree, “a
person who d�d not belong �n those parts, and whom he,
Boulatruelle, knew well,” d�rect�ng h�s steps towards the densest part



of the wood. Translat�on by Thénard�er: A comrade of the galleys.
Boulatruelle obst�nately refused to reveal h�s name. Th�s person
carr�ed a package—someth�ng square, l�ke a large box or a small
trunk. Surpr�se on the part of Boulatruelle. However, �t was only after
the exp�rat�on of seven or e�ght m�nutes that the �dea of follow�ng that
“person” had occurred to h�m. But �t was too late; the person was
already �n the th�cket, n�ght had descended, and Boulatruelle had not
been able to catch up w�th h�m. Then he had adopted the course of
watch�ng for h�m at the edge of the woods. “It was moonl�ght.” Two or
three hours later, Boulatruelle had seen th�s person emerge from the
brushwood, carry�ng no longer the coffer, but a shovel and p�ck.
Boulatruelle had allowed the person to pass, and had not dreamed
of accost�ng h�m, because he sa�d to h�mself that the other man was
three t�mes as strong as he was, and armed w�th a p�ckaxe, and that
he would probably knock h�m over the head on recogn�z�ng h�m, and
on perce�v�ng that he was recogn�zed. Touch�ng effus�on of two old
comrades on meet�ng aga�n. But the shovel and p�ck had served as
a ray of l�ght to Boulatruelle; he had hastened to the th�cket �n the
morn�ng, and had found ne�ther shovel nor p�ck. From th�s he had
drawn the �nference that th�s person, once �n the forest, had dug a
hole w�th h�s p�ck, bur�ed the coffer, and reclosed the hole w�th h�s
shovel. Now, the coffer was too small to conta�n a body; therefore �t
conta�ned money. Hence h�s researches. Boulatruelle had explored,
sounded, searched the ent�re forest and the th�cket, and had dug
wherever the earth appeared to h�m to have been recently turned up.
In va�n.

He had “ferreted out” noth�ng. No one �n Montferme�l thought any
more about �t. There were only a few brave goss�ps, who sa�d, “You
may be certa�n that the mender on the Gagny road d�d not take all
that trouble for noth�ng; he was sure that the dev�l had come.”



CHAPTER III—THE ANKLE-CHAIN
MUST HAVE UNDERGONE A CERTAIN

PREPARATORY MANIPULATION TO
BE THUS BROKEN WITH A BLOW

FROM A HAMMER
Towards the end of October, �n that same year, 1823, the

�nhab�tants of Toulon beheld the entry �nto the�r port, after heavy
weather, and for the purpose of repa�r�ng some damages, of the sh�p
Or�on, wh�ch was employed later at Brest as a school-sh�p, and
wh�ch then formed a part of the Med�terranean squadron.

Th�s vessel, battered as �t was,—for the sea had handled �t
roughly,—produced a f�ne effect as �t entered the roads. It flew some
colors wh�ch procured for �t the regulat�on salute of eleven guns,
wh�ch �t returned, shot for shot; total, twenty-two. It has been
calculated that what w�th salvos, royal and m�l�tary pol�tenesses,
courteous exchanges of uproar, s�gnals of et�quette, formal�t�es of
roadsteads and c�tadels, sunr�ses and sunsets, saluted every day by
all fortresses and all sh�ps of war, open�ngs and clos�ngs of ports,
etc., the c�v�l�zed world, d�scharged all over the earth, �n the course
of four and twenty hours, one hundred and f�fty thousand useless
shots. At s�x francs the shot, that comes to n�ne hundred thousand
francs a day, three hundred m�ll�ons a year, wh�ch van�sh �n smoke.
Th�s �s a mere deta�l. All th�s t�me the poor were dy�ng of hunger.

The year 1823 was what the Restorat�on called “the epoch of the
Span�sh war.”

Th�s war conta�ned many events �n one, and a quant�ty of
pecul�ar�t�es. A grand fam�ly affa�r for the house of Bourbon; the



branch of France succor�ng and protect�ng the branch of Madr�d, that
�s to say, perform�ng an act devolv�ng on the elder; an apparent
return to our nat�onal trad�t�ons, compl�cated by serv�tude and by
subject�on to the cab�nets of the North; M. le Duc d’Angoulême,
surnamed by the l�beral sheets the hero of Andujar, compress�ng �n a
tr�umphal att�tude that was somewhat contrad�cted by h�s peaceable
a�r, the anc�ent and very powerful terror�sm of the Holy Off�ce at
var�ance w�th the ch�mer�cal terror�sm of the l�berals; the sansculottes
resusc�tated, to the great terror of dowagers, under the name of
descam�sados; monarchy oppos�ng an obstacle to progress
descr�bed as anarchy; the theor�es of ’89 roughly �nterrupted �n the
sap; a European halt, called to the French �dea, wh�ch was mak�ng
the tour of the world; bes�de the son of France as general�ss�mo, the
Pr�nce de Car�gnan, afterwards Charles Albert, enroll�ng h�mself �n
that crusade of k�ngs aga�nst people as a volunteer, w�th grenad�er
epaulets of red worsted; the sold�ers of the Emp�re sett�ng out on a
fresh campa�gn, but aged, saddened, after e�ght years of repose,
and under the wh�te cockade; the tr�colored standard waved abroad
by a hero�c handful of Frenchmen, as the wh�te standard had been
th�rty years earl�er at Coblentz; monks m�ngled w�th our troops; the
sp�r�t of l�berty and of novelty brought to �ts senses by bayonets;
pr�nc�ples slaughtered by cannonades; France undo�ng by her arms
that wh�ch she had done by her m�nd; �n add�t�on to th�s, host�le
leaders sold, sold�ers hes�tat�ng, c�t�es bes�eged by m�ll�ons; no
m�l�tary per�ls, and yet poss�ble explos�ons, as �n every m�ne wh�ch �s
surpr�sed and �nvaded; but l�ttle bloodshed, l�ttle honor won, shame
for some, glory for no one. Such was th�s war, made by the pr�nces
descended from Lou�s XIV., and conducted by generals who had
been under Napoleon. Its sad fate was to recall ne�ther the grand
war nor grand pol�t�cs.

Some feats of arms were ser�ous; the tak�ng of the Trocadéro,
among others, was a f�ne m�l�tary act�on; but after all, we repeat, the
trumpets of th�s war g�ve back a cracked sound, the whole effect was
susp�c�ous; h�story approves of France for mak�ng a d�ff�culty about
accept�ng th�s false tr�umph. It seemed ev�dent that certa�n Span�sh
off�cers charged w�th res�stance y�elded too eas�ly; the �dea of
corrupt�on was connected w�th the v�ctory; �t appears as though



generals and not battles had been won, and the conquer�ng sold�er
returned hum�l�ated. A debas�ng war, �n short, �n wh�ch the Bank of
France could be read �n the folds of the flag.

Sold�ers of the war of 1808, on whom Saragossa had fallen �n
form�dable ru�n, frowned �n 1823 at the easy surrender of c�tadels,
and began to regret Palafox. It �s the nature of France to prefer to
have Rostopch�ne rather than Ballesteros �n front of her.

From a st�ll more ser�ous po�nt of v�ew, and one wh�ch �t �s also
proper to �ns�st upon here, th�s war, wh�ch wounded the m�l�tary sp�r�t
of France, enraged the democrat�c sp�r�t. It was an enterpr�se of
enthralment. In that campa�gn, the object of the French sold�er, the
son of democracy, was the conquest of a yoke for others. A h�deous
contrad�ct�on. France �s made to arouse the soul of nat�ons, not to
st�fle �t. All the revolut�ons of Europe s�nce 1792 are the French
Revolut�on: l�berty darts rays from France. That �s a solar fact. Bl�nd
�s he who w�ll not see! It was Bonaparte who sa�d �t.

The war of 1823, an outrage on the generous Span�sh nat�on, was
then, at the same t�me, an outrage on the French Revolut�on. It was
France who comm�tted th�s monstrous v�olence; by foul means, for,
w�th the except�on of wars of l�berat�on, everyth�ng that arm�es do �s
by foul means. The words pass�ve obed�ence �nd�cate th�s. An army
�s a strange masterp�ece of comb�nat�on where force results from an
enormous sum of �mpotence. Thus �s war, made by human�ty aga�nst
human�ty, desp�te human�ty, expla�ned.

As for the Bourbons, the war of 1823 was fatal to them. They took
�t for a success. They d�d not perce�ve the danger that l�es �n hav�ng
an �dea sla�n to order. They went astray, �n the�r �nnocence, to such a
degree that they �ntroduced the �mmense enfeeblement of a cr�me
�nto the�r establ�shment as an element of strength. The sp�r�t of the
ambush entered �nto the�r pol�t�cs. 1830 had �ts germ �n 1823. The
Span�sh campa�gn became �n the�r counsels an argument for force
and for adventures by r�ght D�v�ne. France, hav�ng re-establ�shed el
rey netto �n Spa�n, m�ght well have re-establ�shed the absolute k�ng
at home. They fell �nto the alarm�ng error of tak�ng the obed�ence of
the sold�er for the consent of the nat�on. Such conf�dence �s the ru�n



of thrones. It �s not perm�tted to fall asleep, e�ther �n the shadow of a
mach�neel tree, nor �n the shadow of an army.

Let us return to the sh�p Or�on.
Dur�ng the operat�ons of the army commanded by the pr�nce

general�ss�mo, a squadron had been cru�s�ng �n the Med�terranean.
We have just stated that the Or�on belonged to th�s fleet, and that
acc�dents of the sea had brought �t �nto port at Toulon.

The presence of a vessel of war �n a port has someth�ng about �t
wh�ch attracts and engages a crowd. It �s because �t �s great, and the
crowd loves what �s great.

A sh�p of the l�ne �s one of the most magn�f�cent comb�nat�ons of
the gen�us of man w�th the powers of nature.

A sh�p of the l�ne �s composed, at the same t�me, of the heav�est
and the l�ghtest of poss�ble matter, for �t deals at one and the same
t�me w�th three forms of substance,—sol�d, l�qu�d, and flu�d,—and �t
must do battle w�th all three. It has eleven claws of �ron w�th wh�ch to
se�ze the gran�te on the bottom of the sea, and more w�ngs and more
antennæ than w�nged �nsects, to catch the w�nd �n the clouds. Its
breath pours out through �ts hundred and twenty cannons as through
enormous trumpets, and repl�es proudly to the thunder. The ocean
seeks to lead �t astray �n the alarm�ng sameness of �ts b�llows, but
the vessel has �ts soul, �ts compass, wh�ch counsels �t and always
shows �t the north. In the blackest n�ghts, �ts lanterns supply the
place of the stars. Thus, aga�nst the w�nd, �t has �ts cordage and �ts
canvas; aga�nst the water, wood; aga�nst the rocks, �ts �ron, brass,
and lead; aga�nst the shadows, �ts l�ght; aga�nst �mmens�ty, a needle.

If one w�shes to form an �dea of all those g�gant�c proport�ons
wh�ch, taken as a whole, const�tute the sh�p of the l�ne, one has only
to enter one of the s�x-story covered construct�on stocks, �n the ports
of Brest or Toulon. The vessels �n process of construct�on are under
a bell-glass there, as �t were. Th�s colossal beam �s a yard; that great
column of wood wh�ch stretches out on the earth as far as the eye
can reach �s the ma�n-mast. Tak�ng �t from �ts root �n the stocks to �ts
t�p �n the clouds, �t �s s�xty fathoms long, and �ts d�ameter at �ts base
�s three feet. The Engl�sh ma�n-mast r�ses to a he�ght of two hundred
and seventeen feet above the water-l�ne. The navy of our fathers



employed cables, ours employs cha�ns. The s�mple p�le of cha�ns on
a sh�p of a hundred guns �s four feet h�gh, twenty feet �n breadth, and
e�ght feet �n depth. And how much wood �s requ�red to make th�s
sh�p? Three thousand cub�c metres. It �s a float�ng forest.

And moreover, let th�s be borne �n m�nd, �t �s only a quest�on here
of the m�l�tary vessel of forty years ago, of the s�mple sa�l�ng-vessel;
steam, then �n �ts �nfancy, has s�nce added new m�racles to that
prod�gy wh�ch �s called a war vessel. At the present t�me, for
example, the m�xed vessel w�th a screw �s a surpr�s�ng mach�ne,
propelled by three thousand square metres of canvas and by an
eng�ne of two thousand f�ve hundred horse-power.

Not to ment�on these new marvels, the anc�ent vessel of
Chr�stopher Columbus and of De Ruyter �s one of the masterp�eces
of man. It �s as �nexhaust�ble �n force as �s the Inf�n�te �n gales; �t
stores up the w�nd �n �ts sa�ls, �t �s prec�se �n the �mmense vagueness
of the b�llows, �t floats, and �t re�gns.

There comes an hour, nevertheless, when the gale breaks that
s�xty-foot yard l�ke a straw, when the w�nd bends that mast four
hundred feet tall, when that anchor, wh�ch we�ghs tens of thousands,
�s tw�sted �n the jaws of the waves l�ke a f�sherman’s hook �n the jaws
of a p�ke, when those monstrous cannons utter pla�nt�ve and fut�le
roars, wh�ch the hurr�cane bears forth �nto the vo�d and �nto n�ght,
when all that power and all that majesty are engulfed �n a power and
majesty wh�ch are super�or.

Every t�me that �mmense force �s d�splayed to culm�nate �n an
�mmense feebleness �t affords men food for thought. Hence �n the
ports cur�ous people abound around these marvellous mach�nes of
war and of nav�gat�on, w�thout be�ng able to expla�n perfectly to
themselves why. Every day, accord�ngly, from morn�ng unt�l n�ght, the
quays, slu�ces, and the jett�es of the port of Toulon were covered w�th
a mult�tude of �dlers and loungers, as they say �n Par�s, whose
bus�ness cons�sted �n star�ng at the Or�on.

The Or�on was a sh�p that had been a�l�ng for a long t�me; �n the
course of �ts prev�ous cru�ses th�ck layers of barnacles had collected
on �ts keel to such a degree as to depr�ve �t of half �ts speed; �t had
gone �nto the dry dock the year before th�s, �n order to have the



barnacles scraped off, then �t had put to sea aga�n; but th�s clean�ng
had affected the bolts of the keel: �n the ne�ghborhood of the Balear�c
Isles the s�des had been stra�ned and had opened; and, as the
plat�ng �n those days was not of sheet �ron, the vessel had sprung a
leak. A v�olent equ�noct�al gale had come up, wh�ch had f�rst staved
�n a grat�ng and a porthole on the larboard s�de, and damaged the
foretop-gallant-shrouds; �n consequence of these �njur�es, the Or�on
had run back to Toulon.

It anchored near the Arsenal; �t was fully equ�pped, and repa�rs
were begun. The hull had rece�ved no damage on the starboard, but
some of the planks had been unna�led here and there, accord�ng to
custom, to perm�t of a�r enter�ng the hold.

One morn�ng the crowd wh�ch was gaz�ng at �t w�tnessed an
acc�dent.

Enlarge
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The crew was busy bend�ng the sa�ls; the topman, who had to take
the upper corner of the ma�n-top-sa�l on the starboard, lost h�s
balance; he was seen to waver; the mult�tude throng�ng the Arsenal
quay uttered a cry; the man’s head overbalanced h�s body; the man
fell around the yard, w�th h�s hands outstretched towards the abyss;
on h�s way he se�zed the footrope, f�rst w�th one hand, then w�th the
other, and rema�ned hang�ng from �t: the sea lay below h�m at a d�zzy
depth; the shock of h�s fall had �mparted to the foot-rope a v�olent
sw�ng�ng mot�on; the man swayed back and forth at the end of that
rope, l�ke a stone �n a sl�ng.

It was �ncurr�ng a fr�ghtful r�sk to go to h�s ass�stance; not one of
the sa�lors, all f�shermen of the coast, recently lev�ed for the serv�ce,
dared to attempt �t. In the meant�me, the unfortunate topman was
los�ng h�s strength; h�s angu�sh could not be d�scerned on h�s face,
but h�s exhaust�on was v�s�ble �n every l�mb; h�s arms were
contracted �n horr�ble tw�tch�ngs; every effort wh�ch he made to re-
ascend served but to augment the osc�llat�ons of the foot-rope; he
d�d not shout, for fear of exhaust�ng h�s strength. All were awa�t�ng
the m�nute when he should release h�s hold on the rope, and, from
�nstant to �nstant, heads were turned as�de that h�s fall m�ght not be



seen. There are moments when a b�t of rope, a pole, the branch of a
tree, �s l�fe �tself, and �t �s a terr�ble th�ng to see a l�v�ng be�ng detach
h�mself from �t and fall l�ke a r�pe fru�t.

All at once a man was seen cl�mb�ng �nto the r�gg�ng w�th the
ag�l�ty of a t�ger-cat; th�s man was dressed �n red; he was a conv�ct;
he wore a green cap; he was a l�fe conv�ct. On arr�v�ng on a level
w�th the top, a gust of w�nd carr�ed away h�s cap, and allowed a
perfectly wh�te head to be seen: he was not a young man.

A conv�ct employed on board w�th a detachment from the galleys
had, �n fact, at the very f�rst �nstant, hastened to the off�cer of the
watch, and, �n the m�dst of the consternat�on and the hes�tat�on of the
crew, wh�le all the sa�lors were trembl�ng and draw�ng back, he had
asked the off�cer’s perm�ss�on to r�sk h�s l�fe to save the topman; at
an aff�rmat�ve s�gn from the off�cer he had broken the cha�n r�veted to
h�s ankle w�th one blow of a hammer, then he had caught up a rope,
and had dashed �nto the r�gg�ng: no one not�ced, at the �nstant, w�th
what ease that cha�n had been broken; �t was only later on that the
�nc�dent was recalled.

In a tw�nkl�ng he was on the yard; he paused for a few seconds
and appeared to be measur�ng �t w�th h�s eye; these seconds, dur�ng
wh�ch the breeze swayed the topman at the extrem�ty of a thread,
seemed centur�es to those who were look�ng on. At last, the conv�ct
ra�sed h�s eyes to heaven and advanced a step: the crowd drew a
long breath. He was seen to run out along the yard: on arr�v�ng at the
po�nt, he fastened the rope wh�ch he had brought to �t, and allowed
the other end to hang down, then he began to descend the rope,
hand over hand, and then,—and the angu�sh was �ndescr�bable,—
�nstead of one man suspended over the gulf, there were two.

One would have sa�d �t was a sp�der com�ng to se�ze a fly, only
here the sp�der brought l�fe, not death. Ten thousand glances were
fastened on th�s group; not a cry, not a word; the same tremor
contracted every brow; all mouths held the�r breath as though they
feared to add the sl�ghtest puff to the w�nd wh�ch was sway�ng the
two unfortunate men.

In the meant�me, the conv�ct had succeeded �n lower�ng h�mself to
a pos�t�on near the sa�lor. It was h�gh t�me; one m�nute more, and the



exhausted and despa�r�ng man would have allowed h�mself to fall
�nto the abyss. The conv�ct had moored h�m securely w�th the cord to
wh�ch he clung w�th one hand, wh�le he was work�ng w�th the other.
At last, he was seen to cl�mb back on the yard, and to drag the sa�lor
up after h�m; he held h�m there a moment to allow h�m to recover h�s
strength, then he grasped h�m �n h�s arms and carr�ed h�m, walk�ng
on the yard h�mself to the cap, and from there to the ma�n-top, where
he left h�m �n the hands of h�s comrades.

At that moment the crowd broke �nto applause: old conv�ct-
sergeants among them wept, and women embraced each other on
the quay, and all vo�ces were heard to cry w�th a sort of tender rage,
“Pardon for that man!”

He, �n the meant�me, had �mmed�ately begun to make h�s descent
to rejo�n h�s detachment. In order to reach them the more speed�ly,
he dropped �nto the r�gg�ng, and ran along one of the lower yards; all
eyes were follow�ng h�m. At a certa�n moment fear assa�led them;
whether �t was that he was fat�gued, or that h�s head turned, they
thought they saw h�m hes�tate and stagger. All at once the crowd
uttered a loud shout: the conv�ct had fallen �nto the sea.

The fall was per�lous. The fr�gate Algés�ras was anchored
alongs�de the Or�on, and the poor conv�ct had fallen between the two
vessels: �t was to be feared that he would sl�p under one or the other
of them. Four men flung themselves hast�ly �nto a boat; the crowd
cheered them on; anx�ety aga�n took possess�on of all souls; the
man had not r�sen to the surface; he had d�sappeared �n the sea
w�thout leav�ng a r�pple, as though he had fallen �nto a cask of o�l:
they sounded, they d�ved. In va�n. The search was cont�nued unt�l
the even�ng: they d�d not even f�nd the body.

On the follow�ng day the Toulon newspaper pr�nted these l�nes:—
“Nov. 17, 1823. Yesterday, a conv�ct belong�ng to the detachment

on board of the Or�on, on h�s return from render�ng ass�stance to a
sa�lor, fell �nto the sea and was drowned. The body has not yet been
found; �t �s supposed that �t �s entangled among the p�les of the
Arsenal po�nt: th�s man was comm�tted under the number 9,430, and
h�s name was Jean Valjean.”
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CHAPTER I—THE WATER QUESTION
AT MONTFERMEIL

Montferme�l �s s�tuated between L�vry and Chelles, on the southern
edge of that lofty table-land wh�ch separates the Ourcq from the
Marne. At the present day �t �s a tolerably large town, ornamented all
the year through w�th plaster v�llas, and on Sundays w�th beam�ng
bourgeo�s. In 1823 there were at Montferme�l ne�ther so many wh�te
houses nor so many well-sat�sf�ed c�t�zens: �t was only a v�llage �n the
forest. Some pleasure-houses of the last century were to be met w�th
there, to be sure, wh�ch were recogn�zable by the�r grand a�r, the�r
balcon�es �n tw�sted �ron, and the�r long w�ndows, whose t�ny panes
cast all sorts of vary�ng shades of green on the wh�te of the closed
shutters; but Montferme�l was nonetheless a v�llage. Ret�red cloth-
merchants and rust�cat�ng attorneys had not d�scovered �t as yet; �t
was a peaceful and charm�ng place, wh�ch was not on the road to
anywhere: there people l�ved, and cheaply, that peasant rust�c l�fe
wh�ch �s so bounteous and so easy; only, water was rare there, on
account of the elevat�on of the plateau.

It was necessary to fetch �t from a cons�derable d�stance; the end
of the v�llage towards Gagny drew �ts water from the magn�f�cent
ponds wh�ch ex�st �n the woods there. The other end, wh�ch
surrounds the church and wh�ch l�es �n the d�rect�on of Chelles, found
dr�nk�ng-water only at a l�ttle spr�ng half-way down the slope, near
the road to Chelles, about a quarter of an hour from Montferme�l.

Thus each household found �t hard work to keep suppl�ed w�th
water. The large houses, the ar�stocracy, of wh�ch the Thénard�er
tavern formed a part, pa�d half a farth�ng a bucketful to a man who
made a bus�ness of �t, and who earned about e�ght sous a day �n h�s
enterpr�se of supply�ng Montferme�l w�th water; but th�s good man
only worked unt�l seven o’clock �n the even�ng �n summer, and f�ve �n



w�nter; and n�ght once come and the shutters on the ground floor
once closed, he who had no water to dr�nk went to fetch �t for h�mself
or d�d w�thout �t.

Th�s const�tuted the terror of the poor creature whom the reader
has probably not forgotten,—l�ttle Cosette. It w�ll be remembered that
Cosette was useful to the Thénard�ers �n two ways: they made the
mother pay them, and they made the ch�ld serve them. So when the
mother ceased to pay altogether, the reason for wh�ch we have read
�n preced�ng chapters, the Thénard�ers kept Cosette. She took the
place of a servant �n the�r house. In th�s capac�ty she �t was who ran
to fetch water when �t was requ�red. So the ch�ld, who was greatly
terr�f�ed at the �dea of go�ng to the spr�ng at n�ght, took great care
that water should never be lack�ng �n the house.

Chr�stmas of the year 1823 was part�cularly br�ll�ant at Montferme�l.
The beg�nn�ng of the w�nter had been m�ld; there had been ne�ther
snow nor frost up to that t�me. Some mountebanks from Par�s had
obta�ned perm�ss�on of the mayor to erect the�r booths �n the
pr�nc�pal street of the v�llage, and a band of �t�nerant merchants,
under protect�on of the same tolerance, had constructed the�r stalls
on the Church Square, and even extended them �nto Boulanger
Alley, where, as the reader w�ll perhaps remember, the Thénard�ers’
hostelry was s�tuated. These people f�lled the �nns and dr�nk�ng-
shops, and commun�cated to that tranqu�l l�ttle d�str�ct a no�sy and
joyous l�fe. In order to play the part of a fa�thful h�stor�an, we ought
even to add that, among the cur�os�t�es d�splayed �n the square,
there was a menager�e, �n wh�ch fr�ghtful clowns, clad �n rags and
com�ng no one knew whence, exh�b�ted to the peasants of
Montferme�l �n 1823 one of those horr�ble Braz�l�an vultures, such as
our Royal Museum d�d not possess unt�l 1845, and wh�ch have a
tr�colored cockade for an eye. I bel�eve that natural�sts call th�s b�rd
Caracara Polyborus; �t belongs to the order of the Ap�c�des, and to
the fam�ly of the vultures. Some good old Bonapart�st sold�ers, who
had ret�red to the v�llage, went to see th�s creature w�th great
devot�on. The mountebanks gave out that the tr�colored cockade was
a un�que phenomenon made by God expressly for the�r menager�e.



On Chr�stmas eve �tself, a number of men, carters, and peddlers,
were seated at table, dr�nk�ng and smok�ng around four or f�ve
candles �n the publ�c room of Thénard�er’s hostelry. Th�s room
resembled all dr�nk�ng-shop rooms,—tables, pewter jugs, bottles,
dr�nkers, smokers; but l�ttle l�ght and a great deal of no�se. The date
of the year 1823 was �nd�cated, nevertheless, by two objects wh�ch
were then fash�onable �n the bourgeo�s class: to w�t, a kale�doscope
and a lamp of r�bbed t�n. The female Thénard�er was attend�ng to the
supper, wh�ch was roast�ng �n front of a clear f�re; her husband was
dr�nk�ng w�th h�s customers and talk�ng pol�t�cs.

Bes�des pol�t�cal conversat�ons wh�ch had for the�r pr�nc�pal
subjects the Span�sh war and M. le Duc d’Angoulême, str�ctly local
parentheses, l�ke the follow�ng, were aud�ble am�d the uproar:—

“About Nanterre and Suresnes the v�nes have flour�shed greatly.
When ten p�eces were reckoned on there have been twelve. They
have y�elded a great deal of ju�ce under the press.” “But the grapes
cannot be r�pe?” “In those parts the grapes should not be r�pe; the
w�ne turns o�ly as soon as spr�ng comes.” “Then �t �s very th�n w�ne?”
“There are w�nes poorer even than these. The grapes must be
gathered wh�le green.” Etc.

Or a m�ller would call out:—
“Are we respons�ble for what �s �n the sacks? We f�nd �n them a

quant�ty of small seed wh�ch we cannot s�ft out, and wh�ch we are
obl�ged to send through the m�ll-stones; there are tares, fennel,
vetches, hempseed, fox-ta�l, and a host of other weeds, not to
ment�on pebbles, wh�ch abound �n certa�n wheat, espec�ally �n
Breton wheat. I am not fond of gr�nd�ng Breton wheat, any more than
long-sawyers l�ke to saw beams w�th na�ls �n them. You can judge of
the bad dust that makes �n gr�nd�ng. And then people compla�n of the
flour. They are �n the wrong. The flour �s no fault of ours.”

In a space between two w�ndows a mower, who was seated at
table w�th a landed propr�etor who was f�x�ng on a pr�ce for some
meadow work to be performed �n the spr�ng, was say�ng:—

“It does no harm to have the grass wet. It cuts better. Dew �s a
good th�ng, s�r. It makes no d�fference w�th that grass. Your grass �s



young and very hard to cut st�ll. It’s terr�bly tender. It y�elds before the
�ron.” Etc.

Cosette was �n her usual place, seated on the cross-bar of the
k�tchen table near the ch�mney. She was �n rags; her bare feet were
thrust �nto wooden shoes, and by the f�rel�ght she was engaged �n
kn�tt�ng woollen stock�ngs dest�ned for the young Thénard�ers. A very
young k�tten was play�ng about among the cha�rs. Laughter and
chatter were aud�ble �n the adjo�n�ng room, from two fresh ch�ldren’s
vo�ces: �t was Épon�ne and Azelma.

In the ch�mney-corner a cat-o’-n�ne-ta�ls was hang�ng on a na�l.
At �ntervals the cry of a very young ch�ld, wh�ch was somewhere �n

the house, rang through the no�se of the dram-shop. It was a l�ttle
boy who had been born to the Thénard�ers dur�ng one of the
preced�ng w�nters,—“she d�d not know why,” she sa�d, “the result of
the cold,”—and who was a l�ttle more than three years old. The
mother had nursed h�m, but she d�d not love h�m. When the
pers�stent clamor of the brat became too annoy�ng, “Your son �s
squall�ng,” Thénard�er would say; “do go and see what he wants.”
“Bah!” the mother would reply, “he bothers me.” And the neglected
ch�ld cont�nued to shr�ek �n the dark.



CHAPTER II—TWO COMPLETE
PORTRAITS

So far �n th�s book the Thénard�ers have been v�ewed only �n
prof�le; the moment has arr�ved for mak�ng the c�rcu�t of th�s couple,
and cons�der�ng �t under all �ts aspects.

Thénard�er had just passed h�s f�ft�eth b�rthday; Madame
Thénard�er was approach�ng her fort�es, wh�ch �s equ�valent to f�fty �n
a woman; so that there ex�sted a balance of age between husband
and w�fe.

Our readers have poss�bly preserved some recollect�on of th�s
Thénard�er woman, ever s�nce her f�rst appearance,—tall, blond, red,
fat, angular, square, enormous, and ag�le; she belonged, as we have
sa�d, to the race of those colossal w�ld women, who contort
themselves at fa�rs w�th pav�ng-stones hang�ng from the�r ha�r. She
d�d everyth�ng about the house,—made the beds, d�d the wash�ng,
the cook�ng, and everyth�ng else. Cosette was her only servant; a
mouse �n the serv�ce of an elephant. Everyth�ng trembled at the
sound of her vo�ce,—w�ndow panes, furn�ture, and people. Her b�g
face, dotted w�th red blotches, presented the appearance of a
sk�mmer. She had a beard. She was an �deal market-porter dressed
�n woman’s clothes. She swore splend�dly; she boasted of be�ng able
to crack a nut w�th one blow of her f�st. Except for the romances
wh�ch she had read, and wh�ch made the affected lady peep through
the ogress at t�mes, �n a very queer way, the �dea would never have
occurred to any one to say of her, “That �s a woman.” Th�s
Thénard�er female was l�ke the product of a wench engrafted on a
f�shw�fe. When one heard her speak, one sa�d, “That �s a gendarme”;
when one saw her dr�nk, one sa�d, “That �s a carter”; when one saw
her handle Cosette, one sa�d, “That �s the hangman.” One of her
teeth projected when her face was �n repose.



Thénard�er was a small, th�n, pale, angular, bony, feeble man, who
had a s�ckly a�r and who was wonderfully healthy. H�s cunn�ng began
here; he sm�led hab�tually, by way of precaut�on, and was almost
pol�te to everybody, even to the beggar to whom he refused half a
farth�ng. He had the glance of a pole-cat and the bear�ng of a man of
letters. He greatly resembled the portra�ts of the Abbé Del�lle. H�s
coquetry cons�sted �n dr�nk�ng w�th the carters. No one had ever
succeeded �n render�ng h�m drunk. He smoked a b�g p�pe. He wore a
blouse, and under h�s blouse an old black coat. He made
pretens�ons to l�terature and to mater�al�sm. There were certa�n
names wh�ch he often pronounced to support whatever th�ngs he
m�ght be say�ng,—Volta�re, Raynal, Parny, and, s�ngularly enough,
Sa�nt August�ne. He declared that he had “a system.” In add�t�on, he
was a great sw�ndler. A f�lousophe [ph�losophe], a sc�ent�f�c th�ef. The
spec�es does ex�st. It w�ll be remembered that he pretended to have
served �n the army; he was �n the hab�t of relat�ng w�th exuberance,
how, be�ng a sergeant �n the 6th or the 9th l�ght someth�ng or other,
at Waterloo, he had alone, and �n the presence of a squadron of
death-deal�ng hussars, covered w�th h�s body and saved from death,
�n the m�dst of the grape-shot, “a general, who had been
dangerously wounded.” Thence arose for h�s wall the flar�ng s�gn,
and for h�s �nn the name wh�ch �t bore �n the ne�ghborhood, of “the
cabaret of the Sergeant of Waterloo.” He was a l�beral, a class�c, and
a Bonapart�st. He had subscr�bed for the Champ d’As�le. It was sa�d
�n the v�llage that he had stud�ed for the pr�esthood.

We bel�eve that he had s�mply stud�ed �n Holland for an �nn-
keeper. Th�s rascal of compos�te order was, �n all probab�l�ty, some
Flem�ng from L�lle, �n Flanders, a Frenchman �n Par�s, a Belg�an at
Brussels, be�ng comfortably astr�de of both front�ers. As for h�s
prowess at Waterloo, the reader �s already acqua�nted w�th that. It
w�ll be perce�ved that he exaggerated �t a tr�fle. Ebb and flow,
wander�ng, adventure, was the leven of h�s ex�stence; a tattered
consc�ence enta�ls a fragmentary l�fe, and, apparently at the stormy
epoch of June 18, 1815, Thénard�er belonged to that var�ety of
maraud�ng sutlers of wh�ch we have spoken, beat�ng about the
country, sell�ng to some, steal�ng from others, and travell�ng l�ke a
fam�ly man, w�th w�fe and ch�ldren, �n a r�ckety cart, �n the rear of



troops on the march, w�th an �nst�nct for always attach�ng h�mself to
the v�ctor�ous army. Th�s campa�gn ended, and hav�ng, as he sa�d,
“some qu�bus,” he had come to Montferme�l and set up an �nn there.

Th�s qu�bus, composed of purses and watches, of gold r�ngs and
s�lver crosses, gathered �n harvest-t�me �n furrows sown w�th
corpses, d�d not amount to a large total, and d�d not carry th�s sutler
turned eat�ng-house-keeper very far.

Thénard�er had that pecul�ar rect�l�near someth�ng about h�s
gestures wh�ch, accompan�ed by an oath, recalls the barracks, and
by a s�gn of the cross, the sem�nary. He was a f�ne talker. He allowed
�t to be thought that he was an educated man. Nevertheless, the
schoolmaster had not�ced that he pronounced �mproperly.12

He composed the travellers’ tar�ff card �n a super�or manner, but
pract�sed eyes somet�mes sp�ed out orthograph�cal errors �n �t.
Thénard�er was cunn�ng, greedy, slothful, and clever. He d�d not
d�sda�n h�s servants, wh�ch caused h�s w�fe to d�spense w�th them.
Th�s g�antess was jealous. It seemed to her that that th�n and yellow
l�ttle man must be an object coveted by all.

Thénard�er, who was, above all, an astute and well-balanced man,
was a scamp of a temperate sort. Th�s �s the worst spec�es;
hypocr�sy enters �nto �t.

It �s not that Thénard�er was not, on occas�on, capable of wrath to
qu�te the same degree as h�s w�fe; but th�s was very rare, and at
such t�mes, s�nce he was enraged w�th the human race �n general,
as he bore w�th�n h�m a deep furnace of hatred. And s�nce he was
one of those people who are cont�nually aveng�ng the�r wrongs, who
accuse everyth�ng that passes before them of everyth�ng wh�ch has
befallen them, and who are always ready to cast upon the f�rst
person who comes to hand, as a leg�t�mate gr�evance, the sum total
of the decept�ons, the bankruptc�es, and the calam�t�es of the�r l�ves,
—when all th�s leaven was st�rred up �n h�m and bo�led forth from h�s
mouth and eyes, he was terr�ble. Woe to the person who came
under h�s wrath at such a t�me!

In add�t�on to h�s other qual�t�es, Thénard�er was attent�ve and
penetrat�ng, s�lent or talkat�ve, accord�ng to c�rcumstances, and
always h�ghly �ntell�gent. He had someth�ng of the look of sa�lors,



who are accustomed to screw up the�r eyes to gaze through mar�ne
glasses. Thénard�er was a statesman.

Every newcomer who entered the tavern sa�d, on catch�ng s�ght of
Madame Thénard�er, “There �s the master of the house.” A m�stake.
She was not even the m�stress. The husband was both master and
m�stress. She worked; he created. He d�rected everyth�ng by a sort
of �nv�s�ble and constant magnet�c act�on. A word was suff�c�ent for
h�m, somet�mes a s�gn; the mastodon obeyed. Thénard�er was a sort
of spec�al and sovere�gn be�ng �n Madame Thénard�er’s eyes,
though she d�d not thoroughly real�ze �t. She was possessed of
v�rtues after her own k�nd; �f she had ever had a d�sagreement as to
any deta�l w�th “Mons�eur Thénard�er,”—wh�ch was an �nadm�ss�ble
hypothes�s, by the way,—she would not have blamed her husband �n
publ�c on any subject whatever. She would never have comm�tted
“before strangers” that m�stake so often comm�tted by women, and
wh�ch �s called �n parl�amentary language, “expos�ng the crown.”
Although the�r concord had only ev�l as �ts result, there was
contemplat�on �n Madame Thénard�er’s subm�ss�on to her husband.
That mounta�n of no�se and of flesh moved under the l�ttle f�nger of
that fra�l despot. V�ewed on �ts dwarfed and grotesque s�de, th�s was
that grand and un�versal th�ng, the adorat�on of m�nd by matter; for
certa�n ugly features have a cause �n the very depths of eternal
beauty. There was an unknown quant�ty about Thénard�er; hence the
absolute emp�re of the man over that woman. At certa�n moments
she beheld h�m l�ke a l�ghted candle; at others she felt h�m l�ke a
claw.

Th�s woman was a form�dable creature who loved no one except
her ch�ldren, and who d�d not fear any one except her husband. She
was a mother because she was mamm�ferous. But her matern�ty
stopped short w�th her daughters, and, as we shall see, d�d not
extend to boys. The man had but one thought,—how to enr�ch
h�mself.

He d�d not succeed �n th�s. A theatre worthy of th�s great talent
was lack�ng. Thénard�er was ru�n�ng h�mself at Montferme�l, �f ru�n �s
poss�ble to zero; �n Sw�tzerland or �n the Pyrenees th�s penn�less



scamp would have become a m�ll�ona�re; but an �nn-keeper must
browse where fate has h�tched h�m.

It w�ll be understood that the word �nn-keeper �s here employed �n
a restr�cted sense, and does not extend to an ent�re class.

In th�s same year, 1823, Thénard�er was burdened w�th about
f�fteen hundred francs’ worth of petty debts, and th�s rendered h�m
anx�ous.

Whatever may have been the obst�nate �njust�ce of dest�ny �n th�s
case, Thénard�er was one of those men who understand best, w�th
the most profund�ty and �n the most modern fash�on, that th�ng wh�ch
�s a v�rtue among barbarous peoples and an object of merchand�se
among c�v�l�zed peoples,—hosp�tal�ty. Bes�des, he was an adm�rable
poacher, and quoted for h�s sk�ll �n shoot�ng. He had a certa�n cold
and tranqu�l laugh, wh�ch was part�cularly dangerous.

H�s theor�es as a landlord somet�mes burst forth �n l�ghtn�ng
flashes. He had profess�onal aphor�sms, wh�ch he �nserted �nto h�s
w�fe’s m�nd. “The duty of the �nn-keeper,” he sa�d to her one day,
v�olently, and �n a low vo�ce, “�s to sell to the f�rst comer, stews,
repose, l�ght, f�re, d�rty sheets, a servant, l�ce, and a sm�le; to stop
passers-by, to empty small purses, and to honestly l�ghten heavy
ones; to shelter travell�ng fam�l�es respectfully: to shave the man, to
pluck the woman, to p�ck the ch�ld clean; to quote the w�ndow open,
the w�ndow shut, the ch�mney-corner, the armcha�r, the cha�r, the
ottoman, the stool, the feather-bed, the mattress and the truss of
straw; to know how much the shadow uses up the m�rror, and to put
a pr�ce on �t; and, by f�ve hundred thousand dev�ls, to make the
traveller pay for everyth�ng, even for the fl�es wh�ch h�s dog eats!”

Th�s man and th�s woman were ruse and rage wedded—a h�deous
and terr�ble team.

Wh�le the husband pondered and comb�ned, Madame Thénard�er
thought not of absent cred�tors, took no heed of yesterday nor of to-
morrow, and l�ved �n a f�t of anger, all �n a m�nute.

Such were these two be�ngs. Cosette was between them,
subjected to the�r double pressure, l�ke a creature who �s at the same
t�me be�ng ground up �n a m�ll and pulled to p�eces w�th p�ncers. The
man and the woman each had a d�fferent method: Cosette was



overwhelmed w�th blows—th�s was the woman’s; she went
barefooted �n w�nter—that was the man’s do�ng.

Cosette ran upsta�rs and down, washed, swept, rubbed, dusted,
ran, fluttered about, panted, moved heavy art�cles, and weak as she
was, d�d the coarse work. There was no mercy for her; a f�erce
m�stress and venomous master. The Thénard�er hostelry was l�ke a
sp�der’s web, �n wh�ch Cosette had been caught, and where she lay
trembl�ng. The �deal of oppress�on was real�zed by th�s s�n�ster
household. It was someth�ng l�ke the fly serv�ng the sp�ders.

The poor ch�ld pass�vely held her peace.
What takes place w�th�n these souls when they have but just

qu�tted God, f�nd themselves thus, at the very dawn of l�fe, very small
and �n the m�dst of men all naked!



CHAPTER III—MEN MUST HAVE WINE,
AND HORSES MUST HAVE WATER

Four new travellers had arr�ved.
Cosette was med�tat�ng sadly; for, although she was only e�ght

years old, she had already suffered so much that she reflected w�th
the lugubr�ous a�r of an old woman. Her eye was black �n
consequence of a blow from Madame Thénard�er’s f�st, wh�ch
caused the latter to remark from t�me to t�me, “How ugly she �s w�th
her f�st-blow on her eye!”

Cosette was th�nk�ng that �t was dark, very dark, that the p�tchers
and caraffes �n the chambers of the travellers who had arr�ved must
have been f�lled and that there was no more water �n the c�stern.

She was somewhat reassured because no one �n the Thénard�er
establ�shment drank much water. Th�rsty people were never lack�ng
there; but the�r th�rst was of the sort wh�ch appl�es to the jug rather
than to the p�tcher. Any one who had asked for a glass of water
among all those glasses of w�ne would have appeared a savage to
all these men. But there came a moment when the ch�ld trembled;
Madame Thénard�er ra�sed the cover of a stew-pan wh�ch was
bo�l�ng on the stove, then se�zed a glass and br�skly approached the
c�stern. She turned the faucet; the ch�ld had ra�sed her head and was
follow�ng all the woman’s movements. A th�n stream of water tr�ckled
from the faucet, and half f�lled the glass. “Well,” sa�d she, “there �s no
more water!” A momentary s�lence ensued. The ch�ld d�d not
breathe.

“Bah!” resumed Madame Thénard�er, exam�n�ng the half-f�lled
glass, “th�s w�ll be enough.”

Cosette appl�ed herself to her work once more, but for a quarter of
an hour she felt her heart leap�ng �n her bosom l�ke a b�g snow-flake.



She counted the m�nutes that passed �n th�s manner, and w�shed �t
were the next morn�ng.

From t�me to t�me one of the dr�nkers looked �nto the street, and
excla�med, “It’s as black as an oven!” or, “One must needs be a cat
to go about the streets w�thout a lantern at th�s hour!” And Cosette
trembled.

All at once one of the pedlers who lodged �n the hostelry entered,
and sa�d �n a harsh vo�ce:—

“My horse has not been watered.”
“Yes, �t has,” sa�d Madame Thénard�er.
“I tell you that �t has not,” retorted the pedler.
Cosette had emerged from under the table.
“Oh, yes, s�r!” sa�d she, “the horse has had a dr�nk; he drank out of

a bucket, a whole bucketful, and �t was I who took the water to h�m,
and I spoke to h�m.”

It was not true; Cosette l�ed.
“There’s a brat as b�g as my f�st who tells l�es as b�g as the house,”

excla�med the pedler. “I tell you that he has not been watered, you
l�ttle jade! He has a way of blow�ng when he has had no water, wh�ch
I know well.”

Cosette pers�sted, and added �n a vo�ce rendered hoarse w�th
angu�sh, and wh�ch was hardly aud�ble:—

“And he drank heart�ly.”
“Come,” sa�d the pedler, �n a rage, “th�s won’t do at all, let my

horse be watered, and let that be the end of �t!”
Cosette crept under the table aga�n.
“In truth, that �s fa�r!” sa�d Madame Thénard�er, “�f the beast has

not been watered, �t must be.”
Then glanc�ng about her:—
“Well, now! Where’s that other beast?”
She bent down and d�scovered Cosette cower�ng at the other end

of the table, almost under the dr�nkers’ feet.
“Are you com�ng?” shr�eked Madame Thénard�er.



Cosette crawled out of the sort of hole �n wh�ch she had h�dden
herself. The Thénard�er resumed:—

“Mademo�selle Dog-lack-name, go and water that horse.”
“But, Madame,” sa�d Cosette, feebly, “there �s no water.”
The Thénard�er threw the street door w�de open:—
“Well, go and get some, then!”
Cosette dropped her head, and went for an empty bucket wh�ch

stood near the ch�mney-corner.
Th�s bucket was b�gger than she was, and the ch�ld could have set

down �n �t at her ease.
The Thénard�er returned to her stove, and tasted what was �n the

stewpan, w�th a wooden spoon, grumbl�ng the wh�le:—
“There’s plenty �n the spr�ng. There never was such a mal�c�ous

creature as that. I th�nk I should have done better to stra�n my
on�ons.”

Then she rummaged �n a drawer wh�ch conta�ned sous, pepper,
and shallots.

“See here, Mam’selle Toad,” she added, “on your way back, you
w�ll get a b�g loaf from the baker. Here’s a f�fteen-sou p�ece.”

Cosette had a l�ttle pocket on one s�de of her apron; she took the
co�n w�thout say�ng a word, and put �t �n that pocket.

Then she stood mot�onless, bucket �n hand, the open door before
her. She seemed to be wa�t�ng for some one to come to her rescue.

“Get along w�th you!” screamed the Thénard�er.
Cosette went out. The door closed beh�nd her.



CHAPTER IV—ENTRANCE ON THE
SCENE OF A DOLL

The l�ne of open-a�r booths start�ng at the church, extended, as the
reader w�ll remember, as far as the hostelry of the Thénard�ers.
These booths were all �llum�nated, because the c�t�zens would soon
pass on the�r way to the m�dn�ght mass, w�th candles burn�ng �n
paper funnels, wh�ch, as the schoolmaster, then seated at the table
at the Thénard�ers’ observed, produced “a mag�cal effect.” In
compensat�on, not a star was v�s�ble �n the sky.

The last of these stalls, establ�shed prec�sely oppos�te the
Thénard�ers’ door, was a toy-shop all gl�tter�ng w�th t�nsel, glass, and
magn�f�cent objects of t�n. In the f�rst row, and far forwards, the
merchant had placed on a background of wh�te napk�ns, an �mmense
doll, nearly two feet h�gh, who was dressed �n a robe of p�nk crepe,
w�th gold wheat-ears on her head, wh�ch had real ha�r and enamel
eyes. All that day, th�s marvel had been d�splayed to the wonderment
of all passers-by under ten years of age, w�thout a mother be�ng
found �n Montferme�l suff�c�ently r�ch or suff�c�ently extravagant to
g�ve �t to her ch�ld. Épon�ne and Azelma had passed hours �n
contemplat�ng �t, and Cosette herself had ventured to cast a glance
at �t, on the sly, �t �s true.

At the moment when Cosette emerged, bucket �n hand,
melancholy and overcome as she was, she could not refra�n from
l�ft�ng her eyes to that wonderful doll, towards the lady, as she called
�t. The poor ch�ld paused �n amazement. She had not yet beheld that
doll close to. The whole shop seemed a palace to her: the doll was
not a doll; �t was a v�s�on. It was joy, splendor, r�ches, happ�ness,
wh�ch appeared �n a sort of ch�mer�cal halo to that unhappy l�ttle
be�ng so profoundly engulfed �n gloomy and ch�lly m�sery. W�th the
sad and �nnocent sagac�ty of ch�ldhood, Cosette measured the abyss



wh�ch separated her from that doll. She sa�d to herself that one must
be a queen, or at least a pr�ncess, to have a “th�ng” l�ke that. She
gazed at that beaut�ful p�nk dress, that beaut�ful smooth ha�r, and she
thought, “How happy that doll must be!” She could not take her eyes
from that fantast�c stall. The more she looked, the more dazzled she
grew. She thought she was gaz�ng at parad�se. There were other
dolls beh�nd the large one, wh�ch seemed to her to be fa�r�es and
gen��. The merchant, who was pac�ng back and forth �n front of h�s
shop, produced on her somewhat the effect of be�ng the Eternal
Father.

In th�s adorat�on she forgot everyth�ng, even the errand w�th wh�ch
she was charged.

All at once the Thénard�er’s coarse vo�ce recalled her to real�ty:
“What, you s�lly jade! you have not gone? Wa�t! I’ll g�ve �t to you! I
want to know what you are do�ng there! Get along, you l�ttle
monster!”

The Thénard�er had cast a glance �nto the street, and had caught
s�ght of Cosette �n her ecstasy.

Cosette fled, dragg�ng her pa�l, and tak�ng the longest str�des of
wh�ch she was capable.



CHAPTER V—THE LITTLE ONE ALL
ALONE

As the Thénard�er hostelry was �n that part of the v�llage wh�ch �s
near the church, �t was to the spr�ng �n the forest �n the d�rect�on of
Chelles that Cosette was obl�ged to go for her water.

She d�d not glance at the d�splay of a s�ngle other merchant. So
long as she was �n Boulanger Lane and �n the ne�ghborhood of the
church, the l�ghted stalls �llum�nated the road; but soon the last l�ght
from the last stall van�shed. The poor ch�ld found herself �n the dark.
She plunged �nto �t. Only, as a certa�n emot�on overcame her, she
made as much mot�on as poss�ble w�th the handle of the bucket as
she walked along. Th�s made a no�se wh�ch afforded her company.

The further she went, the denser the darkness became. There was
no one �n the streets. However, she d�d encounter a woman, who
turned around on see�ng her, and stood st�ll, mutter�ng between her
teeth: “Where can that ch�ld be go�ng? Is �t a werewolf ch�ld?” Then
the woman recogn�zed Cosette. “Well,” sa�d she, “�t’s the Lark!”

In th�s manner Cosette traversed the labyr�nth of tortuous and
deserted streets wh�ch term�nate �n the v�llage of Montferme�l on the
s�de of Chelles. So long as she had the houses or even the walls
only on both s�des of her path, she proceeded w�th tolerable
boldness. From t�me to t�me she caught the fl�cker of a candle
through the crack of a shutter—th�s was l�ght and l�fe; there were
people there, and �t reassured her. But �n proport�on as she
advanced, her pace slackened mechan�cally, as �t were. When she
had passed the corner of the last house, Cosette paused. It had
been hard to advance further than the last stall; �t became �mposs�ble
to proceed further than the last house. She set her bucket on the
ground, thrust her hand �nto her ha�r, and began slowly to scratch her
head,—a gesture pecul�ar to ch�ldren when terr�f�ed and undec�ded



what to do. It was no longer Montferme�l; �t was the open f�elds.
Black and desert space was before her. She gazed �n despa�r at that
darkness, where there was no longer any one, where there were
beasts, where there were spectres, poss�bly. She took a good look,
and heard the beasts walk�ng on the grass, and she d�st�nctly saw
spectres mov�ng �n the trees. Then she se�zed her bucket aga�n; fear
had lent her audac�ty. “Bah!” sa�d she; “I w�ll tell h�m that there was
no more water!” And she resolutely re-entered Montferme�l.

Hardly had she gone a hundred paces when she paused and
began to scratch her head aga�n. Now �t was the Thénard�er who
appeared to her, w�th her h�deous, hyena mouth, and wrath flash�ng
�n her eyes. The ch�ld cast a melancholy glance before her and
beh�nd her. What was she to do? What was to become of her?
Where was she to go? In front of her was the spectre of the
Thénard�er; beh�nd her all the phantoms of the n�ght and of the
forest. It was before the Thénard�er that she reco�led. She resumed
her path to the spr�ng, and began to run. She emerged from the
v�llage, she entered the forest at a run, no longer look�ng at or
l�sten�ng to anyth�ng. She only paused �n her course when her breath
fa�led her; but she d�d not halt �n her advance. She went stra�ght
before her �n desperat�on.

As she ran she felt l�ke cry�ng.
The nocturnal qu�ver�ng of the forest surrounded her completely.
She no longer thought, she no longer saw. The �mmens�ty of n�ght

was fac�ng th�s t�ny creature. On the one hand, all shadow; on the
other, an atom.

It was only seven or e�ght m�nutes’ walk from the edge of the
woods to the spr�ng. Cosette knew the way, through hav�ng gone
over �t many t�mes �n dayl�ght. Strange to say, she d�d not get lost. A
remnant of �nst�nct gu�ded her vaguely. But she d�d not turn her eyes
e�ther to r�ght or to left, for fear of see�ng th�ngs �n the branches and
�n the brushwood. In th�s manner she reached the spr�ng.

It was a narrow, natural bas�n, hollowed out by the water �n a
clayey so�l, about two feet deep, surrounded w�th moss and w�th
those tall, cr�mped grasses wh�ch are called Henry IV.‘s fr�lls, and



paved w�th several large stones. A brook ran out of �t, w�th a tranqu�l
l�ttle no�se.

Cosette d�d not take t�me to breathe. It was very dark, but she was
�n the hab�t of com�ng to th�s spr�ng. She felt w�th her left hand �n the
dark for a young oak wh�ch leaned over the spr�ng, and wh�ch
usually served to support her, found one of �ts branches, clung to �t,
bent down, and plunged the bucket �n the water. She was �n a state
of such v�olent exc�tement that her strength was trebled. Wh�le thus
bent over, she d�d not not�ce that the pocket of her apron had
empt�ed �tself �nto the spr�ng. The f�fteen-sou p�ece fell �nto the water.
Cosette ne�ther saw nor heard �t fall. She drew out the bucket nearly
full, and set �t on the grass.

That done, she perce�ved that she was worn out w�th fat�gue. She
would have l�ked to set out aga�n at once, but the effort requ�red to f�ll
the bucket had been such that she found �t �mposs�ble to take a step.
She was forced to s�t down. She dropped on the grass, and
rema�ned crouch�ng there.

She shut her eyes; then she opened them aga�n, w�thout know�ng
why, but because she could not do otherw�se. The ag�tated water �n
the bucket bes�de her was descr�b�ng c�rcles wh�ch resembled t�n
serpents.

Overhead the sky was covered w�th vast black clouds, wh�ch were
l�ke masses of smoke. The trag�c mask of shadow seemed to bend
vaguely over the ch�ld.

Jup�ter was sett�ng �n the depths.
The ch�ld stared w�th bew�ldered eyes at th�s great star, w�th wh�ch

she was unfam�l�ar, and wh�ch terr�f�ed her. The planet was, �n fact,
very near the hor�zon and was travers�ng a dense layer of m�st wh�ch
�mparted to �t a horr�ble ruddy hue. The m�st, gloom�ly empurpled,
magn�f�ed the star. One would have called �t a lum�nous wound.

A cold w�nd was blow�ng from the pla�n. The forest was dark, not a
leaf was mov�ng; there were none of the vague, fresh gleams of
summert�de. Great boughs upl�fted themselves �n fr�ghtful w�se.
Slender and m�sshapen bushes wh�stled �n the clear�ngs. The tall
grasses undulated l�ke eels under the north w�nd. The nettles
seemed to tw�st long arms furn�shed w�th claws �n search of prey.



Some b�ts of dry heather, tossed by the breeze, flew rap�dly by, and
had the a�r of flee�ng �n terror before someth�ng wh�ch was com�ng
after. On all s�des there were lugubr�ous stretches.

The darkness was bew�lder�ng. Man requ�res l�ght. Whoever bur�es
h�mself �n the oppos�te of day feels h�s heart contract. When the eye
sees black, the heart sees trouble. In an ecl�pse �n the n�ght, �n the
sooty opac�ty, there �s anx�ety even for the stoutest of hearts. No one
walks alone �n the forest at n�ght w�thout trembl�ng. Shadows and
trees—two form�dable dens�t�es. A ch�mer�cal real�ty appears �n the
�nd�st�nct depths. The �nconce�vable �s outl�ned a few paces d�stant
from you w�th a spectral clearness. One beholds float�ng, e�ther �n
space or �n one’s own bra�n, one knows not what vague and
�ntang�ble th�ng, l�ke the dreams of sleep�ng flowers. There are f�erce
att�tudes on the hor�zon. One �nhales the effluv�a of the great black
vo�d. One �s afra�d to glance beh�nd h�m, yet des�rous of do�ng so.
The cav�t�es of n�ght, th�ngs grown haggard, tac�turn prof�les wh�ch
van�sh when one advances, obscure d�shevelments, �rr�tated tufts,
l�v�d pools, the lugubr�ous reflected �n the funereal, the sepulchral
�mmens�ty of s�lence, unknown but poss�ble be�ngs, bend�ngs of
myster�ous branches, alarm�ng torsos of trees, long handfuls of
qu�ver�ng plants,—aga�nst all th�s one has no protect�on. There �s no
hard�hood wh�ch does not shudder and wh�ch does not feel the
v�c�n�ty of angu�sh. One �s consc�ous of someth�ng h�deous, as
though one’s soul were becom�ng amalgamated w�th the darkness.
Th�s penetrat�on of the shadows �s �ndescr�bably s�n�ster �n the case
of a ch�ld.

Forests are apocalypses, and the beat�ng of the w�ngs of a t�ny
soul produces a sound of agony beneath the�r monstrous vault.

W�thout understand�ng her sensat�ons, Cosette was consc�ous that
she was se�zed upon by that black enorm�ty of nature; �t was no
longer terror alone wh�ch was ga�n�ng possess�on of her; �t was
someth�ng more terr�ble even than terror; she sh�vered. There are no
words to express the strangeness of that sh�ver wh�ch ch�lled her to
the very bottom of her heart; her eye grew w�ld; she thought she felt
that she should not be able to refra�n from return�ng there at the
same hour on the morrow.



Then, by a sort of �nst�nct, she began to count aloud, one, two,
three, four, and so on up to ten, �n order to escape from that s�ngular
state wh�ch she d�d not understand, but wh�ch terr�f�ed her, and,
when she had f�n�shed, she began aga�n; th�s restored her to a true
percept�on of the th�ngs about her. Her hands, wh�ch she had wet �n
draw�ng the water, felt cold; she rose; her terror, a natural and
unconquerable terror, had returned: she had but one thought now,—
to flee at full speed through the forest, across the f�elds to the
houses, to the w�ndows, to the l�ghted candles. Her glance fell upon
the water wh�ch stood before her; such was the fr�ght wh�ch the
Thénard�er �nsp�red �n her, that she dared not flee w�thout that bucket
of water: she se�zed the handle w�th both hands; she could hardly l�ft
the pa�l.

In th�s manner she advanced a dozen paces, but the bucket was
full; �t was heavy; she was forced to set �t on the ground once more.
She took breath for an �nstant, then l�fted the handle of the bucket
aga�n, and resumed her march, proceed�ng a l�ttle further th�s t�me,
but aga�n she was obl�ged to pause. After some seconds of repose
she set out aga�n. She walked bent forward, w�th droop�ng head, l�ke
an old woman; the we�ght of the bucket stra�ned and st�ffened her
th�n arms. The �ron handle completed the benumb�ng and freez�ng of
her wet and t�ny hands; she was forced to halt from t�me to t�me, and
each t�me that she d�d so, the cold water wh�ch splashed from the
pa�l fell on her bare legs. Th�s took place �n the depths of a forest, at
n�ght, �n w�nter, far from all human s�ght; she was a ch�ld of e�ght: no
one but God saw that sad th�ng at the moment.

And her mother, no doubt, alas!
For there are th�ngs that make the dead open the�r eyes �n the�r

graves.
She panted w�th a sort of pa�nful rattle; sobs contracted her throat,

but she dared not weep, so afra�d was she of the Thénard�er, even at
a d�stance: �t was her custom to �mag�ne the Thénard�er always
present.

However, she could not make much headway �n that manner, and
she went on very slowly. In sp�te of d�m�n�sh�ng the length of her
stops, and of walk�ng as long as poss�ble between them, she



reflected w�th angu�sh that �t would take her more than an hour to
return to Montferme�l �n th�s manner, and that the Thénard�er would
beat her. Th�s angu�sh was m�ngled w�th her terror at be�ng alone �n
the woods at n�ght; she was worn out w�th fat�gue, and had not yet
emerged from the forest. On arr�v�ng near an old chestnut-tree w�th
wh�ch she was acqua�nted, made a last halt, longer than the rest, �n
order that she m�ght get well rested; then she summoned up all her
strength, p�cked up her bucket aga�n, and courageously resumed her
march, but the poor l�ttle desperate creature could not refra�n from
cry�ng, “O my God! my God!”

At that moment she suddenly became consc�ous that her bucket
no longer we�ghed anyth�ng at all: a hand, wh�ch seemed to her
enormous, had just se�zed the handle, and l�fted �t v�gorously. She
ra�sed her head. A large black form, stra�ght and erect, was walk�ng
bes�de her through the darkness; �t was a man who had come up
beh�nd her, and whose approach she had not heard. Th�s man,
w�thout utter�ng a word, had se�zed the handle of the bucket wh�ch
she was carry�ng.

There are �nst�ncts for all the encounters of l�fe.
The ch�ld was not afra�d.



CHAPTER VI—WHICH POSSIBLY
PROVES BOULATRUELLE’S

INTELLIGENCE
On the afternoon of that same Chr�stmas Day, 1823, a man had

walked for rather a long t�me �n the most deserted part of the
Boulevard de l’Hôp�tal �n Par�s. Th�s man had the a�r of a person who
�s seek�ng lodg�ngs, and he seemed to halt, by preference, at the
most modest houses on that d�lap�dated border of the faubourg
Sa�nt-Marceau.

We shall see further on that th�s man had, �n fact, h�red a chamber
�n that �solated quarter.

Th�s man, �n h�s att�re, as �n all h�s person, real�zed the type of
what may be called the well-bred mend�cant,—extreme
wretchedness comb�ned w�th extreme cleanl�ness. Th�s �s a very rare
m�xture wh�ch �nsp�res �ntell�gent hearts w�th that double respect
wh�ch one feels for the man who �s very poor, and for the man who �s
very worthy. He wore a very old and very well brushed round hat; a
coarse coat, worn perfectly threadbare, of an ochre yellow, a color
that was not �n the least eccentr�c at that epoch; a large wa�stcoat
w�th pockets of a venerable cut; black breeches, worn gray at the
knee, stock�ngs of black worsted; and th�ck shoes w�th copper
buckles. He would have been pronounced a preceptor �n some good
fam�ly, returned from the em�grat�on. He would have been taken for
more than s�xty years of age, from h�s perfectly wh�te ha�r, h�s
wr�nkled brow, h�s l�v�d l�ps, and h�s countenance, where everyth�ng
breathed depress�on and wear�ness of l�fe. Judg�ng from h�s f�rm
tread, from the s�ngular v�gor wh�ch stamped all h�s movements, he
would have hardly been thought f�fty. The wr�nkles on h�s brow were
well placed, and would have d�sposed �n h�s favor any one who



observed h�m attent�vely. H�s l�p contracted w�th a strange fold wh�ch
seemed severe, and wh�ch was humble. There was �n the depth of
h�s glance an �ndescr�bable melancholy seren�ty. In h�s left hand he
carr�ed a l�ttle bundle t�ed up �n a handkerch�ef; �n h�s r�ght he leaned
on a sort of a cudgel, cut from some hedge. Th�s st�ck had been
carefully tr�mmed, and had an a�r that was not too threaten�ng; the
most had been made of �ts knots, and �t had rece�ved a coral-l�ke
head, made from red wax: �t was a cudgel, and �t seemed to be a
cane.

There are but few passers-by on that boulevard, part�cularly �n the
w�nter. The man seemed to avo�d them rather than to seek them, but
th�s w�thout any affectat�on.

At that epoch, K�ng Lou�s XVIII. went nearly every day to Cho�sy-
le-Ro�: �t was one of h�s favor�te excurs�ons. Towards two o’clock,
almost �nvar�ably, the royal carr�age and cavalcade was seen to pass
at full speed along the Boulevard de l’Hôp�tal.

Th�s served �n l�eu of a watch or clock to the poor women of the
quarter who sa�d, “It �s two o’clock; there he �s return�ng to the
Tu�ler�es.”

And some rushed forward, and others drew up �n l�ne, for a
pass�ng k�ng always creates a tumult; bes�des, the appearance and
d�sappearance of Lou�s XVIII. produced a certa�n effect �n the streets
of Par�s. It was rap�d but majest�c. Th�s �mpotent k�ng had a taste for
a fast gallop; as he was not able to walk, he w�shed to run: that
cr�pple would gladly have had h�mself drawn by the l�ghtn�ng. He
passed, pac�f�c and severe, �n the m�dst of naked swords. H�s
mass�ve couch, all covered w�th g�ld�ng, w�th great branches of l�l�es
pa�nted on the panels, thundered no�s�ly along. There was hardly
t�me to cast a glance upon �t. In the rear angle on the r�ght there was
v�s�ble on tufted cush�ons of wh�te sat�n a large, f�rm, and ruddy face,
a brow freshly powdered à l’o�seau royal, a proud, hard, crafty eye,
the sm�le of an educated man, two great epaulets w�th bull�on fr�nge
float�ng over a bourgeo�s coat, the Golden Fleece, the cross of Sa�nt
Lou�s, the cross of the Leg�on of Honor, the s�lver plaque of the
Sa�nt-Espr�t, a huge belly, and a w�de blue r�bbon: �t was the k�ng.
Outs�de of Par�s, he held h�s hat decked w�th wh�te ostr�ch plumes on



h�s knees enwrapped �n h�gh Engl�sh ga�ters; when he re-entered the
c�ty, he put on h�s hat and saluted rarely; he stared coldly at the
people, and they returned �t �n k�nd. When he appeared for the f�rst
t�me �n the Sa�nt-Marceau quarter, the whole success wh�ch he
produced �s conta�ned �n th�s remark of an �nhab�tant of the faubourg
to h�s comrade, “That b�g fellow yonder �s the government.”

Th�s �nfall�ble passage of the k�ng at the same hour was, therefore,
the da�ly event of the Boulevard de l’Hôp�tal.

The promenader �n the yellow coat ev�dently d�d not belong �n the
quarter, and probably d�d not belong �n Par�s, for he was �gnorant as
to th�s deta�l. When, at two o’clock, the royal carr�age, surrounded by
a squadron of the body-guard all covered w�th s�lver lace, debouched
on the boulevard, after hav�ng made the turn of the Salpêtr�ère, he
appeared surpr�sed and almost alarmed. There was no one but
h�mself �n th�s cross-lane. He drew up hast�ly beh�nd the corner of
the wall of an enclosure, though th�s d�d not prevent M. le Duc de
Havré from spy�ng h�m out.

M. le Duc de Havré, as capta�n of the guard on duty that day, was
seated �n the carr�age, oppos�te the k�ng. He sa�d to h�s Majesty,
“Yonder �s an ev�l-look�ng man.” Members of the pol�ce, who were
clear�ng the k�ng’s route, took equal note of h�m: one of them
rece�ved an order to follow h�m. But the man plunged �nto the
deserted l�ttle streets of the faubourg, and as tw�l�ght was beg�nn�ng
to fall, the agent lost trace of h�m, as �s stated �n a report addressed
that same even�ng to M. le Comte d’Anglès, M�n�ster of State,
Prefect of Pol�ce.

When the man �n the yellow coat had thrown the agent off h�s
track, he redoubled h�s pace, not w�thout turn�ng round many a t�me
to assure h�mself that he was not be�ng followed. At a quarter-past
four, that �s to say, when n�ght was fully come, he passed �n front of
the theatre of the Porte Sa�nt-Mart�n, where The Two Conv�cts was
be�ng played that day. Th�s poster, �llum�nated by the theatre
lanterns, struck h�m; for, although he was walk�ng rap�dly, he halted
to read �t. An �nstant later he was �n the bl�nd alley of La Planchette,
and he entered the Plat d’Eta�n [the Pewter Platter], where the off�ce
of the coach for Lagny was then s�tuated. Th�s coach set out at half-



past four. The horses were harnessed, and the travellers, summoned
by the coachman, were hast�ly cl�mb�ng the lofty �ron ladder of the
veh�cle.

The man �nqu�red:—
“Have you a place?”
“Only one—bes�de me on the box,” sa�d the coachman.
“I w�ll take �t.”
“Cl�mb up.”
Nevertheless, before sett�ng out, the coachman cast a glance at

the traveller’s shabby dress, at the d�m�nut�ve s�ze of h�s bundle, and
made h�m pay h�s fare.

“Are you go�ng as far as Lagny?” demanded the coachman.
“Yes,” sa�d the man.
The traveller pa�d to Lagny.
They started. When they had passed the barr�er, the coachman

tr�ed to enter �nto conversat�on, but the traveller only repl�ed �n
monosyllables. The coachman took to wh�stl�ng and swear�ng at h�s
horses.

The coachman wrapped h�mself up �n h�s cloak. It was cold. The
man d�d not appear to be th�nk�ng of that. Thus they passed Gournay
and Neu�lly-sur-Marne.

Towards s�x o’clock �n the even�ng they reached Chelles. The
coachman drew up �n front of the carters’ �nn �nstalled �n the anc�ent
bu�ld�ngs of the Royal Abbey, to g�ve h�s horses a breath�ng spell.

“I get down here,” sa�d the man.
He took h�s bundle and h�s cudgel and jumped down from the

veh�cle.
An �nstant later he had d�sappeared.
He d�d not enter the �nn.
When the coach set out for Lagny a few m�nutes later, �t d�d not

encounter h�m �n the pr�nc�pal street of Chelles.
The coachman turned to the �ns�de travellers.



“There,” sa�d he, “�s a man who does not belong here, for I do not
know h�m. He had not the a�r of own�ng a sou, but he does not
cons�der money; he pays to Lagny, and he goes only as far as
Chelles. It �s n�ght; all the houses are shut; he does not enter the �nn,
and he �s not to be found. So he has d�ved through the earth.”

The man had not plunged �nto the earth, but he had gone w�th
great str�des through the dark, down the pr�nc�pal street of Chelles,
then he had turned to the r�ght before reach�ng the church, �nto the
crossroad lead�ng to Montferme�l, l�ke a person who was acqua�nted
w�th the country and had been there before.

He followed th�s road rap�dly. At the spot where �t �s �ntersected by
the anc�ent tree-bordered road wh�ch runs from Gagny to Lagny, he
heard people com�ng. He concealed h�mself prec�p�tately �n a d�tch,
and there wa�ted unt�l the passers-by were at a d�stance. The
precaut�on was nearly superfluous, however; for, as we have already
sa�d, �t was a very dark December n�ght. Not more than two or three
stars were v�s�ble �n the sky.

It �s at th�s po�nt that the ascent of the h�ll beg�ns. The man d�d not
return to the road to Montferme�l; he struck across the f�elds to the
r�ght, and entered the forest w�th long str�des.

Once �n the forest he slackened h�s pace, and began a careful
exam�nat�on of all the trees, advanc�ng, step by step, as though
seek�ng and follow�ng a myster�ous road known to h�mself alone.
There came a moment when he appeared to lose h�mself, and he
paused �n �ndec�s�on. At last he arr�ved, by d�nt of feel�ng h�s way
�nch by �nch, at a clear�ng where there was a great heap of wh�t�sh
stones. He stepped up br�skly to these stones, and exam�ned them
attent�vely through the m�sts of n�ght, as though he were pass�ng
them �n rev�ew. A large tree, covered w�th those excrescences wh�ch
are the warts of vegetat�on, stood a few paces d�stant from the p�le of
stones. He went up to th�s tree and passed h�s hand over the bark of
the trunk, as though seek�ng to recogn�ze and count all the warts.

Oppos�te th�s tree, wh�ch was an ash, there was a chestnut-tree,
suffer�ng from a peel�ng of the bark, to wh�ch a band of z�nc had
been na�led by way of dress�ng. He ra�sed h�mself on t�ptoe and
touched th�s band of z�nc.



Then he trod about for awh�le on the ground compr�sed �n the
space between the tree and the heap of stones, l�ke a person who �s
try�ng to assure h�mself that the so�l has not recently been d�sturbed.

That done, he took h�s bear�ngs, and resumed h�s march through
the forest.

It was the man who had just met Cosette.
As he walked through the th�cket �n the d�rect�on of Montferme�l, he

had esp�ed that t�ny shadow mov�ng w�th a groan, depos�t�ng a
burden on the ground, then tak�ng �t up and sett�ng out aga�n. He
drew near, and perce�ved that �t was a very young ch�ld, laden w�th
an enormous bucket of water. Then he approached the ch�ld, and
s�lently grasped the handle of the bucket.



CHAPTER VII—COSETTE SIDE BY
SIDE WITH THE STRANGER IN THE

DARK
Cosette, as we have sa�d, was not fr�ghtened.
The man accosted her. He spoke �n a vo�ce that was grave and

almost bass.
“My ch�ld, what you are carry�ng �s very heavy for you.”
Cosette ra�sed her head and repl�ed:—
“Yes, s�r.”
“G�ve �t to me,” sa�d the man; “I w�ll carry �t for you.”
Cosette let go of the bucket-handle. The man walked along bes�de

her.
“It really �s very heavy,” he muttered between h�s teeth. Then he

added:—
“How old are you, l�ttle one?”
“E�ght, s�r.”
“And have you come from far l�ke th�s?”
“From the spr�ng �n the forest.”
“Are you go�ng far?”
“A good quarter of an hour’s walk from here.”
The man sa�d noth�ng for a moment; then he remarked abruptly:—
“So you have no mother.”
“I don’t know,” answered the ch�ld.
Before the man had t�me to speak aga�n, she added:—
“I don’t th�nk so. Other people have mothers. I have none.”



And after a s�lence she went on:—
“I th�nk that I never had any.”
The man halted; he set the bucket on the ground, bent down and

placed both hands on the ch�ld’s shoulders, mak�ng an effort to look
at her and to see her face �n the dark.

Cosette’s th�n and s�ckly face was vaguely outl�ned by the l�v�d
l�ght �n the sky.

“What �s your name?” sa�d the man.
“Cosette.”
The man seemed to have rece�ved an electr�c shock. He looked at

her once more; then he removed h�s hands from Cosette’s
shoulders, se�zed the bucket, and set out aga�n.

After a moment he �nqu�red:—
“Where do you l�ve, l�ttle one?”
“At Montferme�l, �f you know where that �s.”
“That �s where we are go�ng?”
“Yes, s�r.”
He paused; then began aga�n:—
“Who sent you at such an hour to get water �n the forest?”
“It was Madame Thénard�er.”
The man resumed, �n a vo�ce wh�ch he strove to render �nd�fferent,

but �n wh�ch there was, nevertheless, a s�ngular tremor:—
“What does your Madame Thénard�er do?”
“She �s my m�stress,” sa�d the ch�ld. “She keeps the �nn.”
“The �nn?” sa�d the man. “Well, I am go�ng to lodge there to-n�ght.

Show me the way.”
“We are on the way there,” sa�d the ch�ld.
The man walked tolerably fast. Cosette followed h�m w�thout

d�ff�culty. She no longer felt any fat�gue. From t�me to t�me she ra�sed
her eyes towards the man, w�th a sort of tranqu�ll�ty and an
�ndescr�bable conf�dence. She had never been taught to turn to
Prov�dence and to pray; nevertheless, she felt w�th�n her someth�ng
wh�ch resembled hope and joy, and wh�ch mounted towards heaven.



Several m�nutes elapsed. The man resumed:—
“Is there no servant �n Madame Thénard�er’s house?”
“No, s�r.”
“Are you alone there?”
“Yes, s�r.”
Another pause ensued. Cosette l�fted up her vo�ce:—
“That �s to say, there are two l�ttle g�rls.”
“What l�ttle g�rls?”
“Pon�ne and Zelma.”
Th�s was the way the ch�ld s�mpl�f�ed the romant�c names so dear

to the female Thénard�er.
“Who are Pon�ne and Zelma?”
“They are Madame Thénard�er’s young lad�es; her daughters, as

you would say.”
“And what do those g�rls do?”
“Oh!” sa�d the ch�ld, “they have beaut�ful dolls; th�ngs w�th gold �n

them, all full of affa�rs. They play; they amuse themselves.”
“All day long?”
“Yes, s�r.”
“And you?”
“I? I work.”
“All day long?”
The ch�ld ra�sed her great eyes, �n wh�ch hung a tear, wh�ch was

not v�s�ble because of the darkness, and repl�ed gently:—
“Yes, s�r.”
After an �nterval of s�lence she went on:—
“Somet�mes, when I have f�n�shed my work and they let me, I

amuse myself, too.”
“How do you amuse yourself?”
“In the best way I can. They let me alone; but I have not many

playth�ngs. Pon�ne and Zelma w�ll not let me play w�th the�r dolls. I
have only a l�ttle lead sword, no longer than that.”



The ch�ld held up her t�ny f�nger.
“And �t w�ll not cut?”
“Yes, s�r,” sa�d the ch�ld; “�t cuts salad and the heads of fl�es.”
They reached the v�llage. Cosette gu�ded the stranger through the

streets. They passed the bakeshop, but Cosette d�d not th�nk of the
bread wh�ch she had been ordered to fetch. The man had ceased to
ply her w�th quest�ons, and now preserved a gloomy s�lence.

When they had left the church beh�nd them, the man, on
perce�v�ng all the open-a�r booths, asked Cosette:—

“So there �s a fa�r go�ng on here?”
“No, s�r; �t �s Chr�stmas.”
As they approached the tavern, Cosette t�m�dly touched h�s arm:—
“Mons�eur?”
“What, my ch�ld?”
“We are qu�te near the house.”
“Well?”
“W�ll you let me take my bucket now?”
“Why?”
“If Madame sees that some one has carr�ed �t for me, she w�ll beat

me.”
The man handed her the bucket. An �nstant later they were at the

tavern door.



CHAPTER VIII—THE
UNPLEASANTNESS OF RECEIVING
INTO ONE’S HOUSE A POOR MAN

WHO MAY BE A RICH MAN
Cosette could not refra�n from cast�ng a s�delong glance at the b�g

doll, wh�ch was st�ll d�splayed at the toy-merchant’s; then she
knocked. The door opened. The Thénard�er appeared w�th a candle
�n her hand.

“Ah! so �t’s you, you l�ttle wretch! good mercy, but you’ve taken
your t�me! The hussy has been amus�ng herself!”

“Madame,” sa�d Cosette, trembl�ng all over, “here’s a gentleman
who wants a lodg�ng.”

The Thénard�er speed�ly replaced her gruff a�r by her am�able
gr�mace, a change of aspect common to tavern-keepers, and eagerly
sought the newcomer w�th her eyes.

“Th�s �s the gentleman?” sa�d she.
“Yes, Madame,” repl�ed the man, ra�s�ng h�s hand to h�s hat.
Wealthy travellers are not so pol�te. Th�s gesture, and an

�nspect�on of the stranger’s costume and baggage, wh�ch the
Thénard�er passed �n rev�ew w�th one glance, caused the am�able
gr�mace to van�sh, and the gruff m�en to reappear. She resumed
dryly:—

“Enter, my good man.”
The “good man” entered. The Thénard�er cast a second glance at

h�m, pa�d part�cular attent�on to h�s frock-coat, wh�ch was absolutely
threadbare, and to h�s hat, wh�ch was a l�ttle battered, and, toss�ng
her head, wr�nkl�ng her nose, and screw�ng up her eyes, she



consulted her husband, who was st�ll dr�nk�ng w�th the carters. The
husband repl�ed by that �mpercept�ble movement of the foref�nger,
wh�ch, backed up by an �nflat�on of the l�ps, s�gn�f�es �n such cases: A
regular beggar. Thereupon, the Thénard�er excla�med:—

“Ah! see here, my good man; I am very sorry, but I have no room
left.”

“Put me where you l�ke,” sa�d the man; “�n the att�c, �n the stable. I
w�ll pay as though I occup�ed a room.”

“Forty sous.”
“Forty sous; agreed.”
“Very well, then!”
“Forty sous!” sa�d a carter, �n a low tone, to the Thénard�er woman;

“why, the charge �s only twenty sous!”
“It �s forty �n h�s case,” retorted the Thénard�er, �n the same tone. “I

don’t lodge poor folks for less.”
“That’s true,” added her husband, gently; “�t ru�ns a house to have

such people �n �t.”
In the meant�me, the man, lay�ng h�s bundle and h�s cudgel on a

bench, had seated h�mself at a table, on wh�ch Cosette made haste
to place a bottle of w�ne and a glass. The merchant who had
demanded the bucket of water took �t to h�s horse h�mself. Cosette
resumed her place under the k�tchen table, and her kn�tt�ng.

The man, who had barely mo�stened h�s l�ps �n the w�ne wh�ch he
had poured out for h�mself, observed the ch�ld w�th pecul�ar attent�on.

Cosette was ugly. If she had been happy, she m�ght have been
pretty. We have already g�ven a sketch of that sombre l�ttle f�gure.
Cosette was th�n and pale; she was nearly e�ght years old, but she
seemed to be hardly s�x. Her large eyes, sunken �n a sort of shadow,
were almost put out w�th weep�ng. The corners of her mouth had that
curve of hab�tual angu�sh wh�ch �s seen �n condemned persons and
desperately s�ck people. Her hands were, as her mother had d�v�ned,
“ru�ned w�th ch�lbla�ns.” The f�re wh�ch �llum�nated her at that moment
brought �nto rel�ef all the angles of her bones, and rendered her
th�nness fr�ghtfully apparent. As she was always sh�ver�ng, she had
acqu�red the hab�t of press�ng her knees one aga�nst the other. Her



ent�re cloth�ng was but a rag wh�ch would have �nsp�red p�ty �n
summer, and wh�ch �nsp�red horror �n w�nter. All she had on was
hole-r�dden l�nen, not a scrap of woollen. Her sk�n was v�s�ble here
and there and everywhere black and blue spots could be descr�ed,
wh�ch marked the places where the Thénard�er woman had touched
her. Her naked legs were th�n and red. The hollows �n her neck were
enough to make one weep. Th�s ch�ld’s whole person, her m�en, her
att�tude, the sound of her vo�ce, the �ntervals wh�ch she allowed to
elapse between one word and the next, her glance, her s�lence, her
sl�ghtest gesture, expressed and betrayed one sole �dea,—fear.

Fear was d�ffused all over her; she was covered w�th �t, so to
speak; fear drew her elbows close to her h�ps, w�thdrew her heels
under her pett�coat, made her occupy as l�ttle space as poss�ble,
allowed her only the breath that was absolutely necessary, and had
become what m�ght be called the hab�t of her body, adm�tt�ng of no
poss�ble var�at�on except an �ncrease. In the depths of her eyes there
was an aston�shed nook where terror lurked.

Her fear was such, that on her arr�val, wet as she was, Cosette d�d
not dare to approach the f�re and dry herself, but sat s�lently down to
her work aga�n.

The express�on �n the glance of that ch�ld of e�ght years was
hab�tually so gloomy, and at t�mes so trag�c, that �t seemed at certa�n
moments as though she were on the verge of becom�ng an �d�ot or a
demon.

As we have stated, she had never known what �t �s to pray; she
had never set foot �n a church. “Have I the t�me?” sa�d the
Thénard�er.

The man �n the yellow coat never took h�s eyes from Cosette.
All at once, the Thénard�er excla�med:—
“By the way, where’s that bread?”
Cosette, accord�ng to her custom whenever the Thénard�er

upl�fted her vo�ce, emerged w�th great haste from beneath the table.
She had completely forgotten the bread. She had recourse to the

exped�ent of ch�ldren who l�ve �n a constant state of fear. She l�ed.
“Madame, the baker’s shop was shut.”



“You should have knocked.”
“I d�d knock, Madame.”
“Well?”
“He d�d not open the door.”
“I’ll f�nd out to-morrow whether that �s true,” sa�d the Thénard�er;

“and �f you are tell�ng me a l�e, I’ll lead you a pretty dance. In the
meant�me, g�ve me back my f�fteen-sou p�ece.”

Cosette plunged her hand �nto the pocket of her apron, and turned
green. The f�fteen-sou p�ece was not there.

“Ah, come now,” sa�d Madame Thénard�er, “d�d you hear me?”
Cosette turned her pocket �ns�de out; there was noth�ng �n �t. What

could have become of that money? The unhappy l�ttle creature could
not f�nd a word to say. She was petr�f�ed.

“Have you lost that f�fteen-sou p�ece?” screamed the Thénard�er,
hoarsely, “or do you want to rob me of �t?”

At the same t�me, she stretched out her arm towards the cat-o’-
n�ne-ta�ls wh�ch hung on a na�l �n the ch�mney-corner.

Th�s form�dable gesture restored to Cosette suff�c�ent strength to
shr�ek:—

“Mercy, Madame, Madame! I w�ll not do so any more!”
The Thénard�er took down the wh�p.
In the meant�me, the man �n the yellow coat had been fumbl�ng �n

the fob of h�s wa�stcoat, w�thout any one hav�ng not�ced h�s
movements. Bes�des, the other travellers were dr�nk�ng or play�ng
cards, and were not pay�ng attent�on to anyth�ng.

Cosette contracted herself �nto a ball, w�th angu�sh, w�th�n the
angle of the ch�mney, endeavor�ng to gather up and conceal her poor
half-nude l�mbs. The Thénard�er ra�sed her arm.

“Pardon me, Madame,” sa�d the man, “but just now I caught s�ght
of someth�ng wh�ch had fallen from th�s l�ttle one’s apron pocket, and
rolled as�de. Perhaps th�s �s �t.”

At the same t�me he bent down and seemed to be search�ng on
the floor for a moment.



“Exactly; here �t �s,” he went on, stra�ghten�ng h�mself up.
And he held out a s�lver co�n to the Thénard�er.
“Yes, that’s �t,” sa�d she.
It was not �t, for �t was a twenty-sou p�ece; but the Thénard�er

found �t to her advantage. She put the co�n �n her pocket, and
conf�ned herself to cast�ng a f�erce glance at the ch�ld, accompan�ed
w�th the remark, “Don’t let th�s ever happen aga�n!”

Cosette returned to what the Thénard�er called “her kennel,” and
her large eyes, wh�ch were r�veted on the traveller, began to take on
an express�on such as they had never worn before. Thus far �t was
only an �nnocent amazement, but a sort of stupef�ed conf�dence was
m�ngled w�th �t.

“By the way, would you l�ke some supper?” the Thénard�er
�nqu�red of the traveller.

He made no reply. He appeared to be absorbed �n thought.
“What sort of a man �s that?” she muttered between her teeth.

“He’s some fr�ghtfully poor wretch. He hasn’t a sou to pay for a
supper. W�ll he even pay me for h�s lodg�ng? It’s very lucky, all the
same, that �t d�d not occur to h�m to steal the money that was on the
floor.”

In the meant�me, a door had opened, and Épon�ne and Azelma
entered.

They were two really pretty l�ttle g�rls, more bourgeo�s than
peasant �n looks, and very charm�ng; the one w�th sh�n�ng chestnut
tresses, the other w�th long black bra�ds hang�ng down her back,
both v�vac�ous, neat, plump, rosy, and healthy, and a del�ght to the
eye. They were warmly clad, but w�th so much maternal art that the
th�ckness of the stuffs d�d not detract from the coquetry of
arrangement. There was a h�nt of w�nter, though the spr�ngt�me was
not wholly effaced. L�ght emanated from these two l�ttle be�ngs.
Bes�des th�s, they were on the throne. In the�r to�lettes, �n the�r
gayety, �n the no�se wh�ch they made, there was sovere�gnty. When
they entered, the Thénard�er sa�d to them �n a grumbl�ng tone wh�ch
was full of adorat�on, “Ah! there you are, you ch�ldren!”



Then draw�ng them, one after the other to her knees, smooth�ng
the�r ha�r, ty�ng the�r r�bbons afresh, and then releas�ng them w�th
that gentle manner of shak�ng off wh�ch �s pecul�ar to mothers, she
excla�med, “What fr�ghts they are!”

They went and seated themselves �n the ch�mney-corner. They
had a doll, wh�ch they turned over and over on the�r knees w�th all
sorts of joyous chatter. From t�me to t�me Cosette ra�sed her eyes
from her kn�tt�ng, and watched the�r play w�th a melancholy a�r.

Épon�ne and Azelma d�d not look at Cosette. She was the same
as a dog to them. These three l�ttle g�rls d�d not yet reckon up four
and twenty years between them, but they already represented the
whole soc�ety of man; envy on the one s�de, d�sda�n on the other.

The doll of the Thénard�er s�sters was very much faded, very old,
and much broken; but �t seemed nonetheless adm�rable to Cosette,
who had never had a doll �n her l�fe, a real doll, to make use of the
express�on wh�ch all ch�ldren w�ll understand.

All at once, the Thénard�er, who had been go�ng back and forth �n
the room, perce�ved that Cosette’s m�nd was d�stracted, and that,
�nstead of work�ng, she was pay�ng attent�on to the l�ttle ones at the�r
play.

“Ah! I’ve caught you at �t!” she cr�ed. “So that’s the way you work!
I’ll make you work to the tune of the wh�p; that I w�ll.”

The stranger turned to the Thénard�er, w�thout qu�tt�ng h�s cha�r.
“Bah, Madame,” he sa�d, w�th an almost t�m�d a�r, “let her play!”
Such a w�sh expressed by a traveller who had eaten a sl�ce of

mutton and had drunk a couple of bottles of w�ne w�th h�s supper,
and who had not the a�r of be�ng fr�ghtfully poor, would have been
equ�valent to an order. But that a man w�th such a hat should perm�t
h�mself such a des�re, and that a man w�th such a coat should perm�t
h�mself to have a w�ll, was someth�ng wh�ch Madame Thénard�er d�d
not �ntend to tolerate. She retorted w�th acr�mony:—

“She must work, s�nce she eats. I don’t feed her to do noth�ng.”
“What �s she mak�ng?” went on the stranger, �n a gentle vo�ce

wh�ch contrasted strangely w�th h�s beggarly garments and h�s
porter’s shoulders.



The Thénard�er de�gned to reply:—
“Stock�ngs, �f you please. Stock�ngs for my l�ttle g�rls, who have

none, so to speak, and who are absolutely barefoot just now.”
The man looked at Cosette’s poor l�ttle red feet, and cont�nued:—
“When w�ll she have f�n�shed th�s pa�r of stock�ngs?”
“She has at least three or four good days’ work on them st�ll, the

lazy creature!”
“And how much w�ll that pa�r of stock�ngs be worth when she has

f�n�shed them?”
The Thénard�er cast a glance of d�sda�n on h�m.
“Th�rty sous at least.”
“W�ll you sell them for f�ve francs?” went on the man.
“Good heavens!” excla�med a carter who was l�sten�ng, w�th a loud

laugh; “f�ve francs! the deuce, I should th�nk so! f�ve balls!”
Thénard�er thought �t t�me to str�ke �n.
“Yes, s�r; �f such �s your fancy, you w�ll be allowed to have that pa�r

of stock�ngs for f�ve francs. We can refuse noth�ng to travellers.”
“You must pay on the spot,” sa�d the Thénard�er, �n her curt and

peremptory fash�on.
“I w�ll buy that pa�r of stock�ngs,” repl�ed the man, “and,” he added,

draw�ng a f�ve-franc p�ece from h�s pocket, and lay�ng �t on the table,
“I w�ll pay for them.”

Then he turned to Cosette.
“Now I own your work; play, my ch�ld.”
The carter was so much touched by the f�ve-franc p�ece, that he

abandoned h�s glass and hastened up.
“But �t’s true!” he cr�ed, exam�n�ng �t. “A real h�nd wheel! and not

counterfe�t!”
Thénard�er approached and s�lently put the co�n �n h�s pocket.
The Thénard�er had no reply to make. She b�t her l�ps, and her

face assumed an express�on of hatred.
In the meant�me, Cosette was trembl�ng. She ventured to ask:—
“Is �t true, Madame? May I play?”



“Play!” sa�d the Thénard�er, �n a terr�ble vo�ce.
“Thanks, Madame,” sa�d Cosette.
And wh�le her mouth thanked the Thénard�er, her whole l�ttle soul

thanked the traveller.
Thénard�er had resumed h�s dr�nk�ng; h�s w�fe wh�spered �n h�s

ear:—
“Who can th�s yellow man be?”
“I have seen m�ll�ona�res w�th coats l�ke that,” repl�ed Thénard�er, �n

a sovere�gn manner.
Cosette had dropped her kn�tt�ng, but had not left her seat.

Cosette always moved as l�ttle as poss�ble. She p�cked up some old
rags and her l�ttle lead sword from a box beh�nd her.

Épon�ne and Azelma pa�d no attent�on to what was go�ng on. They
had just executed a very �mportant operat�on; they had just got hold
of the cat. They had thrown the�r doll on the ground, and Épon�ne,
who was the elder, was swath�ng the l�ttle cat, �n sp�te of �ts mew�ng
and �ts contort�ons, �n a quant�ty of clothes and red and blue scraps.
Wh�le perform�ng th�s ser�ous and d�ff�cult work she was say�ng to
her s�ster �n that sweet and adorable language of ch�ldren, whose
grace, l�ke the splendor of the butterfly’s w�ng, van�shes when one
essays to f�x �t fast.

“You see, s�ster, th�s doll �s more amus�ng than the other. She
tw�sts, she cr�es, she �s warm. See, s�ster, let us play w�th her. She
shall be my l�ttle g�rl. I w�ll be a lady. I w�ll come to see you, and you
shall look at her. Gradually, you w�ll perce�ve her wh�skers, and that
w�ll surpr�se you. And then you w�ll see her ears, and then you w�ll
see her ta�l and �t w�ll amaze you. And you w�ll say to me, ‘Ah! Mon
D�eu!’ and I w�ll say to you: ‘Yes, Madame, �t �s my l�ttle g�rl. L�ttle g�rls
are made l�ke that just at present.’”

Azelma l�stened adm�r�ngly to Épon�ne.
In the meant�me, the dr�nkers had begun to s�ng an obscene song,

and to laugh at �t unt�l the ce�l�ng shook. Thénard�er accompan�ed
and encouraged them.

As b�rds make nests out of everyth�ng, so ch�ldren make a doll out
of anyth�ng wh�ch comes to hand. Wh�le Épon�ne and Azelma were



bundl�ng up the cat, Cosette, on her s�de, had dressed up her sword.
That done, she la�d �t �n her arms, and sang to �t softly, to lull �t to
sleep.

The doll �s one of the most �mper�ous needs and, at the same t�me,
one of the most charm�ng �nst�ncts of fem�n�ne ch�ldhood. To care for,
to clothe, to deck, to dress, to undress, to redress, to teach, scold a
l�ttle, to rock, to dandle, to lull to sleep, to �mag�ne that someth�ng �s
some one,—there�n l�es the whole woman’s future. Wh�le dream�ng
and chatter�ng, mak�ng t�ny outf�ts, and baby clothes, wh�le sew�ng
l�ttle gowns, and corsages and bod�ces, the ch�ld grows �nto a young
g�rl, the young g�rl �nto a b�g g�rl, the b�g g�rl �nto a woman. The f�rst
ch�ld �s the cont�nuat�on of the last doll.

A l�ttle g�rl w�thout a doll �s almost as unhappy, and qu�te as
�mposs�ble, as a woman w�thout ch�ldren.

So Cosette had made herself a doll out of the sword.
Madame Thénard�er approached the yellow man; “My husband �s

r�ght,” she thought; “perhaps �t �s M. Laff�tte; there are such queer
r�ch men!”

She came and set her elbows on the table.
“Mons�eur,” sa�d she. At th�s word, Mons�eur, the man turned; up to

that t�me, the Thénard�er had addressed h�m only as brave homme
or bonhomme.

“You see, s�r,” she pursued, assum�ng a sweet�sh a�r that was even
more repuls�ve to behold than her f�erce m�en, “I am w�ll�ng that the
ch�ld should play; I do not oppose �t, but �t �s good for once, because
you are generous. You see, she has noth�ng; she must needs work.”

“Then th�s ch�ld �s not yours?” demanded the man.
“Oh! mon D�eu! no, s�r! she �s a l�ttle beggar whom we have taken

�n through char�ty; a sort of �mbec�le ch�ld. She must have water on
the bra�n; she has a large head, as you see. We do what we can for
her, for we are not r�ch; we have wr�tten �n va�n to her nat�ve place,
and have rece�ved no reply these s�x months. It must be that her
mother �s dead.”

“Ah!” sa�d the man, and fell �nto h�s rever�e once more.



“Her mother d�dn’t amount to much,” added the Thénard�er; “she
abandoned her ch�ld.”

Dur�ng the whole of th�s conversat�on Cosette, as though warned
by some �nst�nct that she was under d�scuss�on, had not taken her
eyes from the Thénard�er’s face; she l�stened vaguely; she caught a
few words here and there.

Meanwh�le, the dr�nkers, all three-quarters �ntox�cated, were
repeat�ng the�r unclean refra�n w�th redoubled gayety; �t was a h�ghly
sp�ced and wanton song, �n wh�ch the V�rg�n and the �nfant Jesus
were �ntroduced. The Thénard�er went off to take part �n the shouts
of laughter. Cosette, from her post under the table, gazed at the f�re,
wh�ch was reflected from her f�xed eyes. She had begun to rock the
sort of baby wh�ch she had made, and, as she rocked �t, she sang �n
a low vo�ce, “My mother �s dead! my mother �s dead! my mother �s
dead!”

On be�ng urged afresh by the hostess, the yellow man, “the
m�ll�ona�re,” consented at last to take supper.

“What does Mons�eur w�sh?”
“Bread and cheese,” sa�d the man.
“Dec�dedly, he �s a beggar” thought Madame Thénard�er.
The drunken men were st�ll s�ng�ng the�r song, and the ch�ld under

the table was s�ng�ng hers.
All at once, Cosette paused; she had just turned round and caught

s�ght of the l�ttle Thénard�ers’ doll, wh�ch they had abandoned for the
cat and had left on the floor a few paces from the k�tchen table.

Then she dropped the swaddled sword, wh�ch only half met her
needs, and cast her eyes slowly round the room. Madame
Thénard�er was wh�sper�ng to her husband and count�ng over some
money; Pon�ne and Zelma were play�ng w�th the cat; the travellers
were eat�ng or dr�nk�ng or s�ng�ng; not a glance was f�xed on her.
She had not a moment to lose; she crept out from under the table on
her hands and knees, made sure once more that no one was
watch�ng her; then she sl�pped qu�ckly up to the doll and se�zed �t. An
�nstant later she was �n her place aga�n, seated mot�onless, and only
turned so as to cast a shadow on the doll wh�ch she held �n her



arms. The happ�ness of play�ng w�th a doll was so rare for her that �t
conta�ned all the v�olence of voluptuousness.

No one had seen her, except the traveller, who was slowly
devour�ng h�s meagre supper.

Th�s joy lasted about a quarter of an hour.
But w�th all the precaut�ons that Cosette had taken she d�d not

perce�ve that one of the doll’s legs stuck out and that the f�re on the
hearth l�ghted �t up very v�v�dly. That p�nk and sh�n�ng foot, project�ng
from the shadow, suddenly struck the eye of Azelma, who sa�d to
Épon�ne, “Look! s�ster.”

The two l�ttle g�rls paused �n stupefact�on; Cosette had dared to
take the�r doll!

Épon�ne rose, and, w�thout releas�ng the cat, she ran to her
mother, and began to tug at her sk�rt.

“Let me alone!” sa�d her mother; “what do you want?”
“Mother,” sa�d the ch�ld, “look there!”
And she po�nted to Cosette.
Cosette, absorbed �n the ecstas�es of possess�on, no longer saw

or heard anyth�ng.
Madame Thénard�er’s countenance assumed that pecul�ar

express�on wh�ch �s composed of the terr�ble m�ngled w�th the tr�fles
of l�fe, and wh�ch has caused th�s style of woman to be named
Megaeras.

On th�s occas�on, wounded pr�de exasperated her wrath st�ll
further. Cosette had overstepped all bounds; Cosette had la�d v�olent
hands on the doll belong�ng to “these young lad�es.” A czar�na who
should see a muzh�k try�ng on her �mper�al son’s blue r�bbon would
wear no other face.

She shr�eked �n a vo�ce rendered hoarse w�th �nd�gnat�on:—
“Cosette!”
Cosette started as though the earth had trembled beneath her;

she turned round.
“Cosette!” repeated the Thénard�er.



Cosette took the doll and la�d �t gently on the floor w�th a sort of
venerat�on, m�ngled w�th despa�r; then, w�thout tak�ng her eyes from
�t, she clasped her hands, and, what �s terr�ble to relate of a ch�ld of
that age, she wrung them; then—not one of the emot�ons of the day,
ne�ther the tr�p to the forest, nor the we�ght of the bucket of water,
nor the loss of the money, nor the s�ght of the wh�p, nor even the sad
words wh�ch she had heard Madame Thénard�er utter had been able
to wr�ng th�s from her—she wept; she burst out sobb�ng.

Meanwh�le, the traveller had r�sen to h�s feet.
“What �s the matter?” he sa�d to the Thénard�er.
“Don’t you see?” sa�d the Thénard�er, po�nt�ng to the corpus del�ct�

wh�ch lay at Cosette’s feet.
“Well, what of �t?” resumed the man.
“That beggar,” repl�ed the Thénard�er, “has perm�tted herself to

touch the ch�ldren’s doll!”
“All th�s no�se for that!” sa�d the man; “well, what �f she d�d play

w�th that doll?”
“She touched �t w�th her d�rty hands!” pursued the Thénard�er,

“w�th her fr�ghtful hands!”
Here Cosette redoubled her sobs.
“W�ll you stop your no�se?” screamed the Thénard�er.
The man went stra�ght to the street door, opened �t, and stepped

out.
As soon as he had gone, the Thénard�er prof�ted by h�s absence to

g�ve Cosette a hearty k�ck under the table, wh�ch made the ch�ld
utter loud cr�es.

The door opened aga�n, the man reappeared; he carr�ed �n both
hands the fabulous doll wh�ch we have ment�oned, and wh�ch all the
v�llage brats had been star�ng at ever s�nce the morn�ng, and he set
�t upr�ght �n front of Cosette, say�ng:—

“Here; th�s �s for you.”
It must be supposed that �n the course of the hour and more wh�ch

he had spent there he had taken confused not�ce through h�s rever�e
of that toy shop, l�ghted up by f�re-pots and candles so splend�dly



that �t was v�s�ble l�ke an �llum�nat�on through the w�ndow of the
dr�nk�ng-shop.

Cosette ra�sed her eyes; she gazed at the man approach�ng her
w�th that doll as she m�ght have gazed at the sun; she heard the
unprecedented words, “It �s for you”; she stared at h�m; she stared at
the doll; then she slowly retreated, and h�d herself at the extreme
end, under the table �n a corner of the wall.

She no longer cr�ed; she no longer wept; she had the appearance
of no longer dar�ng to breathe.

The Thénard�er, Épon�ne, and Azelma were l�ke statues also; the
very dr�nkers had paused; a solemn s�lence re�gned through the
whole room.

Madame Thénard�er, petr�f�ed and mute, recommenced her
conjectures: “Who �s that old fellow? Is he a poor man? Is he a
m�ll�ona�re? Perhaps he �s both; that �s to say, a th�ef.”

The face of the male Thénard�er presented that express�ve fold
wh�ch accentuates the human countenance whenever the dom�nant
�nst�nct appears there �n all �ts best�al force. The tavern-keeper
stared alternately at the doll and at the traveller; he seemed to be
scent�ng out the man, as he would have scented out a bag of money.
Th�s d�d not last longer than the space of a flash of l�ghtn�ng. He
stepped up to h�s w�fe and sa�d to her �n a low vo�ce:—

“That mach�ne costs at least th�rty francs. No nonsense. Down on
your belly before that man!”

Gross natures have th�s �n common w�th naïve natures, that they
possess no trans�t�on state.

“Well, Cosette,” sa�d the Thénard�er, �n a vo�ce that strove to be
sweet, and wh�ch was composed of the b�tter honey of mal�c�ous
women, “aren’t you go�ng to take your doll?”

Cosette ventured to emerge from her hole.
“The gentleman has g�ven you a doll, my l�ttle Cosette,” sa�d

Thénard�er, w�th a caress�ng a�r. “Take �t; �t �s yours.”
Cosette gazed at the marvellous doll �n a sort of terror. Her face

was st�ll flooded w�th tears, but her eyes began to f�ll, l�ke the sky at
daybreak, w�th strange beams of joy. What she felt at that moment



was a l�ttle l�ke what she would have felt �f she had been abruptly
told, “L�ttle one, you are the Queen of France.”

It seemed to her that �f she touched that doll, l�ghtn�ng would dart
from �t.

Th�s was true, up to a certa�n po�nt, for she sa�d to herself that the
Thénard�er would scold and beat her.

Nevertheless, the attract�on carr�ed the day. She ended by draw�ng
near and murmur�ng t�m�dly as she turned towards Madame
Thénard�er:—

“May I, Madame?”
No words can render that a�r, at once despa�r�ng, terr�f�ed, and

ecstat�c.
“Pard�!” cr�ed the Thénard�er, “�t �s yours. The gentleman has g�ven

�t to you.”
“Truly, s�r?” sa�d Cosette. “Is �t true? Is the ‘lady’ m�ne?”
The stranger’s eyes seemed to be full of tears. He appeared to

have reached that po�nt of emot�on where a man does not speak for
fear lest he should weep. He nodded to Cosette, and placed the
“lady’s” hand �n her t�ny hand.

Cosette hast�ly w�thdrew her hand, as though that of the “lady”
scorched her, and began to stare at the floor. We are forced to add
that at that moment she stuck out her tongue �mmoderately. All at
once she wheeled round and se�zed the doll �n a transport.

“I shall call her Cather�ne,” she sa�d.
It was an odd moment when Cosette’s rags met and clasped the

r�bbons and fresh p�nk musl�ns of the doll.
“Madame,” she resumed, “may I put her on a cha�r?”
“Yes, my ch�ld,” repl�ed the Thénard�er.
It was now the turn of Épon�ne and Azelma to gaze at Cosette w�th

envy.
Cosette placed Cather�ne on a cha�r, then seated herself on the

floor �n front of her, and rema�ned mot�onless, w�thout utter�ng a
word, �n an att�tude of contemplat�on.

“Play, Cosette,” sa�d the stranger.



“Oh! I am play�ng,” returned the ch�ld.
Th�s stranger, th�s unknown �nd�v�dual, who had the a�r of a v�s�t

wh�ch Prov�dence was mak�ng on Cosette, was the person whom the
Thénard�er hated worse than any one �n the world at that moment.
However, �t was necessary to control herself. Hab�tuated as she was
to d�ss�mulat�on through endeavor�ng to copy her husband �n all h�s
act�ons, these emot�ons were more than she could endure. She
made haste to send her daughters to bed, then she asked the man’s
perm�ss�on to send Cosette off also; “for she has worked hard all
day,” she added w�th a maternal a�r. Cosette went off to bed, carry�ng
Cather�ne �n her arms.

From t�me to t�me the Thénard�er went to the other end of the
room where her husband was, to rel�eve her soul, as she sa�d. She
exchanged w�th her husband words wh�ch were all the more fur�ous
because she dared not utter them aloud.

“Old beast! What has he got �n h�s belly, to come and upset us �n
th�s manner! To want that l�ttle monster to play! to g�ve away forty-
franc dolls to a jade that I would sell for forty sous, so I would! A l�ttle
more and he w�ll be say�ng Your Majesty to her, as though to the
Duchesse de Berry! Is there any sense �n �t? Is he mad, then, that
myster�ous old fellow?”

“Why! �t �s perfectly s�mple,” repl�ed Thénard�er, “�f that amuses
h�m! It amuses you to have the l�ttle one work; �t amuses h�m to have
her play. He’s all r�ght. A traveller can do what he pleases when he
pays for �t. If the old fellow �s a ph�lanthrop�st, what �s that to you? If
he �s an �mbec�le, �t does not concern you. What are you worry�ng
for, so long as he has money?”

The language of a master, and the reason�ng of an �nnkeeper,
ne�ther of wh�ch adm�tted of any reply.

The man had placed h�s elbows on the table, and resumed h�s
thoughtful att�tude. All the other travellers, both pedlers and carters,
had w�thdrawn a l�ttle, and had ceased s�ng�ng. They were star�ng at
h�m from a d�stance, w�th a sort of respectful awe. Th�s poorly
dressed man, who drew “h�nd-wheels” from h�s pocket w�th so much
ease, and who lav�shed g�gant�c dolls on d�rty l�ttle brats �n wooden
shoes, was certa�nly a magn�f�cent fellow, and one to be feared.



Many hours passed. The m�dn�ght mass was over, the ch�mes had
ceased, the dr�nkers had taken the�r departure, the dr�nk�ng-shop
was closed, the publ�c room was deserted, the f�re ext�nct, the
stranger st�ll rema�ned �n the same place and the same att�tude.
From t�me to t�me he changed the elbow on wh�ch he leaned. That
was all; but he had not sa�d a word s�nce Cosette had left the room.

The Thénard�ers alone, out of pol�teness and cur�os�ty, had
rema�ned �n the room.

“Is he go�ng to pass the n�ght �n that fash�on?” grumbled the
Thénard�er. When two o’clock �n the morn�ng struck, she declared
herself vanqu�shed, and sa�d to her husband, “I’m go�ng to bed. Do
as you l�ke.” Her husband seated h�mself at a table �n the corner,
l�ghted a candle, and began to read the Courr�er França�s.

A good hour passed thus. The worthy �nn-keeper had perused the
Courr�er França�s at least three t�mes, from the date of the number to
the pr�nter’s name. The stranger d�d not st�r.

Thénard�er f�dgeted, coughed, sp�t, blew h�s nose, and creaked h�s
cha�r. Not a movement on the man’s part. “Is he asleep?” thought
Thénard�er. The man was not asleep, but noth�ng could arouse h�m.

At last Thénard�er took off h�s cap, stepped gently up to h�m, and
ventured to say:—

“Is not Mons�eur go�ng to h�s repose?”
Not go�ng to bed would have seemed to h�m excess�ve and

fam�l�ar. To repose smacked of luxury and respect. These words
possess the myster�ous and adm�rable property of swell�ng the b�ll on
the follow�ng day. A chamber where one sleeps costs twenty sous; a
chamber �n wh�ch one reposes costs twenty francs.

“Well!” sa�d the stranger, “you are r�ght. Where �s your stable?”
“S�r!” excla�med Thénard�er, w�th a sm�le, “I w�ll conduct you, s�r.”
He took the candle; the man p�cked up h�s bundle and cudgel, and

Thénard�er conducted h�m to a chamber on the f�rst floor, wh�ch was
of rare splendor, all furn�shed �n mahogany, w�th a low bedstead,
curta�ned w�th red cal�co.

“What �s th�s?” sa�d the traveller.



“It �s really our br�dal chamber,” sa�d the tavern-keeper. “My w�fe
and I occupy another. Th�s �s only entered three or four t�mes a year.”

“I should have l�ked the stable qu�te as well,” sa�d the man,
abruptly.

Thénard�er pretended not to hear th�s unam�able remark.
He l�ghted two perfectly fresh wax candles wh�ch f�gured on the

ch�mney-p�ece. A very good f�re was fl�cker�ng on the hearth.
On the ch�mney-p�ece, under a glass globe, stood a woman’s

head-dress �n s�lver w�re and orange flowers.
“And what �s th�s?” resumed the stranger.
“That, s�r,” sa�d Thénard�er, “�s my w�fe’s wedd�ng bonnet.”
The traveller surveyed the object w�th a glance wh�ch seemed to

say, “There really was a t�me, then, when that monster was a
ma�den?”

Thénard�er l�ed, however. When he had leased th�s paltry bu�ld�ng
for the purpose of convert�ng �t �nto a tavern, he had found th�s
chamber decorated �n just th�s manner, and had purchased the
furn�ture and obta�ned the orange flowers at second hand, w�th the
�dea that th�s would cast a graceful shadow on “h�s spouse,” and
would result �n what the Engl�sh call respectab�l�ty for h�s house.

When the traveller turned round, the host had d�sappeared.
Thénard�er had w�thdrawn d�screetly, w�thout ventur�ng to w�sh h�m a
good n�ght, as he d�d not w�sh to treat w�th d�srespectful cord�al�ty a
man whom he proposed to fleece royally the follow�ng morn�ng.

The �nn-keeper ret�red to h�s room. H�s w�fe was �n bed, but she
was not asleep. When she heard her husband’s step she turned over
and sa�d to h�m:—

“Do you know, I’m go�ng to turn Cosette out of doors to-morrow.”
Thénard�er repl�ed coldly:—
“How you do go on!”
They exchanged no further words, and a few moments later the�r

candle was ext�ngu�shed.
As for the traveller, he had depos�ted h�s cudgel and h�s bundle �n

a corner. The landlord once gone, he threw h�mself �nto an armcha�r



and rema�ned for some t�me bur�ed �n thought. Then he removed h�s
shoes, took one of the two candles, blew out the other, opened the
door, and qu�tted the room, gaz�ng about h�m l�ke a person who �s �n
search of someth�ng. He traversed a corr�dor and came upon a
sta�rcase. There he heard a very fa�nt and gentle sound l�ke the
breath�ng of a ch�ld. He followed th�s sound, and came to a sort of
tr�angular recess bu�lt under the sta�rcase, or rather formed by the
sta�rcase �tself. Th�s recess was noth�ng else than the space under
the steps. There, �n the m�dst of all sorts of old papers and
potsherds, among dust and sp�ders’ webs, was a bed—�f one can
call by the name of bed a straw pallet so full of holes as to d�splay
the straw, and a coverlet so tattered as to show the pallet. No
sheets. Th�s was placed on the floor.

In th�s bed Cosette was sleep�ng.
The man approached and gazed down upon her.
Cosette was �n a profound sleep; she was fully dressed. In the

w�nter she d�d not undress, �n order that she m�ght not be so cold.
Aga�nst her breast was pressed the doll, whose large eyes, w�de

open, gl�ttered �n the dark. From t�me to t�me she gave vent to a
deep s�gh as though she were on the po�nt of wak�ng, and she
stra�ned the doll almost convuls�vely �n her arms. Bes�de her bed
there was only one of her wooden shoes.

A door wh�ch stood open near Cosette’s pallet perm�tted a v�ew of
a rather large, dark room. The stranger stepped �nto �t. At the further
extrem�ty, through a glass door, he saw two small, very wh�te beds.
They belonged to Épon�ne and Azelma. Beh�nd these beds, and half
h�dden, stood an uncurta�ned w�cker cradle, �n wh�ch the l�ttle boy
who had cr�ed all the even�ng lay asleep.

The stranger conjectured that th�s chamber connected w�th that of
the Thénard�er pa�r. He was on the po�nt of retreat�ng when h�s eye
fell upon the f�replace—one of those vast tavern ch�mneys where
there �s always so l�ttle f�re when there �s any f�re at all, and wh�ch
are so cold to look at. There was no f�re �n th�s one, there was not
even ashes; but there was someth�ng wh�ch attracted the stranger’s
gaze, nevertheless. It was two t�ny ch�ldren’s shoes, coquett�sh �n
shape and unequal �n s�ze. The traveller recalled the graceful and



�mmemor�al custom �n accordance w�th wh�ch ch�ldren place the�r
shoes �n the ch�mney on Chr�stmas eve, there to awa�t �n the
darkness some sparkl�ng g�ft from the�r good fa�ry. Épon�ne and
Azelma had taken care not to om�t th�s, and each of them had set
one of her shoes on the hearth.

The traveller bent over them.
The fa�ry, that �s to say, the�r mother, had already pa�d her v�s�t,

and �n each he saw a brand-new and sh�n�ng ten-sou p�ece.
The man stra�ghtened h�mself up, and was on the po�nt of

w�thdraw�ng, when far �n, �n the darkest corner of the hearth, he
caught s�ght of another object. He looked at �t, and recogn�zed a
wooden shoe, a fr�ghtful shoe of the coarsest descr�pt�on, half
d�lap�dated and all covered w�th ashes and dr�ed mud. It was
Cosette’s sabot. Cosette, w�th that touch�ng trust of ch�ldhood, wh�ch
can always be dece�ved yet never d�scouraged, had placed her shoe
on the hearth-stone also.

Hope �n a ch�ld who has never known anyth�ng but despa�r �s a
sweet and touch�ng th�ng.

There was noth�ng �n th�s wooden shoe.
The stranger fumbled �n h�s wa�stcoat, bent over and placed a

lou�s d’or �n Cosette’s shoe.
Then he rega�ned h�s own chamber w�th the stealthy tread of a

wolf.



CHAPTER IX— THÉNARDIER AND HIS
MANŒUVRES

On the follow�ng morn�ng, two hours at least before day-break,
Thénard�er, seated bes�de a candle �n the publ�c room of the tavern,
pen �n hand, was mak�ng out the b�ll for the traveller w�th the yellow
coat.

H�s w�fe, stand�ng bes�de h�m, and half bent over h�m, was
follow�ng h�m w�th her eyes. They exchanged not a word. On the one
hand, there was profound med�tat�on, on the other, the rel�g�ous
adm�rat�on w�th wh�ch one watches the b�rth and development of a
marvel of the human m�nd. A no�se was aud�ble �n the house; �t was
the Lark sweep�ng the sta�rs.

After the lapse of a good quarter of an hour, and some erasures,
Thénard�er produced the follow�ng masterp�ece:—
BILL OF THE GENTLEMAN IN No. 1.

Supper . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .     3 francs.
Chamber  . . . . . . . . . . . . . .    10   ”
Candle . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .     5   ”
Fire . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .     4   ”
Service  . . . . . . . . . . . . . .     1   ”
—————
Total . . . . . .    23 francs.

Serv�ce was wr�tten serv�sse.
“Twenty-three francs!” cr�ed the woman, w�th an enthus�asm wh�ch

was m�ngled w�th some hes�tat�on.
L�ke all great art�sts, Thénard�er was d�ssat�sf�ed.
“Peuh!” he excla�med.
It was the accent of Castlereagh aud�t�ng France’s b�ll at the

Congress of V�enna.
“Mons�eur Thénard�er, you are r�ght; he certa�nly owes that,”

murmured the w�fe, who was th�nk�ng of the doll bestowed on



Cosette �n the presence of her daughters. “It �s just, but �t �s too
much. He w�ll not pay �t.”

Thénard�er laughed coldly, as usual, and sa�d:—
“He w�ll pay.”
Th�s laugh was the supreme assert�on of certa�nty and author�ty.

That wh�ch was asserted �n th�s manner must needs be so. H�s w�fe
d�d not �ns�st.

She set about arrang�ng the table; her husband paced the room. A
moment later he added:—

“I owe full f�fteen hundred francs!”
He went and seated h�mself �n the ch�mney-corner, med�tat�ng,

w�th h�s feet among the warm ashes.
“Ah! by the way,” resumed h�s w�fe, “you don’t forget that I’m go�ng

to turn Cosette out of doors to-day? The monster! She breaks my
heart w�th that doll of hers! I’d rather marry Lou�s XVIII. than keep
her another day �n the house!”

Thénard�er l�ghted h�s p�pe, and repl�ed between two puffs:—
“You w�ll hand that b�ll to the man.”
Then he went out.
Hardly had he left the room when the traveller entered.
Thénard�er �nstantly reappeared beh�nd h�m and rema�ned

mot�onless �n the half-open door, v�s�ble only to h�s w�fe.
The yellow man carr�ed h�s bundle and h�s cudgel �n h�s hand.
“Up so early?” sa�d Madame Thénard�er; “�s Mons�eur leav�ng us

already?”
As she spoke thus, she was tw�st�ng the b�ll about �n her hands

w�th an embarrassed a�r, and mak�ng creases �n �t w�th her na�ls. Her
hard face presented a shade wh�ch was not hab�tual w�th �t,—t�m�d�ty
and scruples.

To present such a b�ll to a man who had so completely the a�r “of a
poor wretch” seemed d�ff�cult to her.

The traveller appeared to be preoccup�ed and absent-m�nded. He
repl�ed:—



“Yes, Madame, I am go�ng.”
“So Mons�eur has no bus�ness �n Montferme�l?”
“No, I was pass�ng through. That �s all. What do I owe you,

Madame,” he added.
The Thénard�er s�lently handed h�m the folded b�ll.
The man unfolded the paper and glanced at �t; but h�s thoughts

were ev�dently elsewhere.
“Madame,” he resumed, “�s bus�ness good here �n Montferme�l?”
“So so, Mons�eur,” repl�ed the Thénard�er, stupef�ed at not

w�tness�ng another sort of explos�on.
She cont�nued, �n a dreary and lamentable tone:—
“Oh! Mons�eur, t�mes are so hard! and then, we have so few

bourgeo�s �n the ne�ghborhood! All the people are poor, you see. If
we had not, now and then, some r�ch and generous travellers l�ke
Mons�eur, we should not get along at all. We have so many
expenses. Just see, that ch�ld �s cost�ng us our very eyes.”

“What ch�ld?”
“Why, the l�ttle one, you know! Cosette—the Lark, as she �s called

hereabouts!”
“Ah!” sa�d the man.
She went on:—
“How stup�d these peasants are w�th the�r n�cknames! She has

more the a�r of a bat than of a lark. You see, s�r, we do not ask
char�ty, and we cannot bestow �t. We earn noth�ng and we have to
pay out a great deal. The l�cense, the �mposts, the door and w�ndow
tax, the hundredths! Mons�eur �s aware that the government
demands a terr�ble deal of money. And then, I have my daughters. I
have no need to br�ng up other people’s ch�ldren.”

The man resumed, �n that vo�ce wh�ch he strove to render
�nd�fferent, and �n wh�ch there l�ngered a tremor:—

“What �f one were to r�d you of her?”
“Who? Cosette?”
“Yes.”



The landlady’s red and v�olent face br�ghtened up h�deously.
“Ah! s�r, my dear s�r, take her, keep her, lead her off, carry her

away, sugar her, stuff her w�th truffles, dr�nk her, eat her, and the
bless�ngs of the good holy V�rg�n and of all the sa�nts of parad�se be
upon you!”

“Agreed.”
“Really! You w�ll take her away?”
“I w�ll take her away.”
“Immed�ately?”
“Immed�ately. Call the ch�ld.”
“Cosette!” screamed the Thénard�er.
“In the meant�me,” pursued the man, “I w�ll pay you what I owe

you. How much �s �t?”
He cast a glance on the b�ll, and could not restra�n a start of

surpr�se:—
“Twenty-three francs!”
He looked at the landlady, and repeated:—
“Twenty-three francs?”
There was �n the enunc�at�on of these words, thus repeated, an

accent between an exclamat�on and an �nterrogat�on po�nt.
The Thénard�er had had t�me to prepare herself for the shock. She

repl�ed, w�th assurance:—
“Good grac�ous, yes, s�r, �t �s twenty-three francs.”
The stranger la�d f�ve f�ve-franc p�eces on the table.
“Go and get the ch�ld,” sa�d he.
At that moment Thénard�er advanced to the m�ddle of the room,

and sa�d:—
“Mons�eur owes twenty-s�x sous.”
“Twenty-s�x sous!” excla�med h�s w�fe.
“Twenty sous for the chamber,” resumed Thénard�er, coldly, “and

s�x sous for h�s supper. As for the ch�ld, I must d�scuss that matter a
l�ttle w�th the gentleman. Leave us, w�fe.”



Madame Thénard�er was dazzled as w�th the shock caused by
unexpected l�ghtn�ng flashes of talent. She was consc�ous that a
great actor was mak�ng h�s entrance on the stage, uttered not a word
�n reply, and left the room.

As soon as they were alone, Thénard�er offered the traveller a
cha�r. The traveller seated h�mself; Thénard�er rema�ned stand�ng,
and h�s face assumed a s�ngular express�on of good-fellowsh�p and
s�mpl�c�ty.

“S�r,” sa�d he, “what I have to say to you �s th�s, that I adore that
ch�ld.”

The stranger gazed �ntently at h�m.
“What ch�ld?”
Thénard�er cont�nued:—
“How strange �t �s, one grows attached. What money �s that? Take

back your hundred-sou p�ece. I adore the ch�ld.”
“Whom do you mean?” demanded the stranger.
“Eh! our l�ttle Cosette! Are you not �ntend�ng to take her away from

us? Well, I speak frankly; as true as you are an honest man, I w�ll not
consent to �t. I shall m�ss that ch�ld. I saw her f�rst when she was a
t�ny th�ng. It �s true that she costs us money; �t �s true that she has
her faults; �t �s true that we are not r�ch; �t �s true that I have pa�d out
over four hundred francs for drugs for just one of her �llnesses! But
one must do someth�ng for the good God’s sake. She has ne�ther
father nor mother. I have brought her up. I have bread enough for
her and for myself. In truth, I th�nk a great deal of that ch�ld. You
understand, one conce�ves an affect�on for a person; I am a good
sort of a beast, I am; I do not reason; I love that l�ttle g�rl; my w�fe �s
qu�ck-tempered, but she loves her also. You see, she �s just the
same as our own ch�ld. I want to keep her to babble about the
house.”

The stranger kept h�s eye �ntently f�xed on Thénard�er. The latter
cont�nued:—

“Excuse me, s�r, but one does not g�ve away one’s ch�ld to a
passer-by, l�ke that. I am r�ght, am I not? St�ll, I don’t say—you are
r�ch; you have the a�r of a very good man,—�f �t were for her



happ�ness. But one must f�nd out that. You understand: suppose that
I were to let her go and to sacr�f�ce myself, I should l�ke to know what
becomes of her; I should not w�sh to lose s�ght of her; I should l�ke to
know w�th whom she �s l�v�ng, so that I could go to see her from t�me
to t�me; so that she may know that her good foster-father �s al�ve,
that he �s watch�ng over her. In short, there are th�ngs wh�ch are not
poss�ble. I do not even know your name. If you were to take her
away, I should say: ‘Well, and the Lark, what has become of her?’
One must, at least, see some petty scrap of paper, some tr�fle �n the
way of a passport, you know!”

The stranger, st�ll survey�ng h�m w�th that gaze wh�ch penetrates,
as the say�ng goes, to the very depths of the consc�ence, repl�ed �n a
grave, f�rm vo�ce:—

“Mons�eur Thénard�er, one does not requ�re a passport to travel
f�ve leagues from Par�s. If I take Cosette away, I shall take her away,
and that �s the end of the matter. You w�ll not know my name, you w�ll
not know my res�dence, you w�ll not know where she �s; and my
�ntent�on �s that she shall never set eyes on you aga�n so long as she
l�ves. I break the thread wh�ch b�nds her foot, and she departs. Does
that su�t you? Yes or no?”

S�nce gen�uses, l�ke demons, recogn�ze the presence of a super�or
God by certa�n s�gns, Thénard�er comprehended that he had to deal
w�th a very strong person. It was l�ke an �ntu�t�on; he comprehended
�t w�th h�s clear and sagac�ous prompt�tude. Wh�le dr�nk�ng w�th the
carters, smok�ng, and s�ng�ng coarse songs on the preced�ng
even�ng, he had devoted the whole of the t�me to observ�ng the
stranger, watch�ng h�m l�ke a cat, and study�ng h�m l�ke a
mathemat�c�an. He had watched h�m, both on h�s own account, for
the pleasure of the th�ng, and through �nst�nct, and had sp�ed upon
h�m as though he had been pa�d for so do�ng. Not a movement, not a
gesture, on the part of the man �n the yellow great-coat had escaped
h�m. Even before the stranger had so clearly man�fested h�s �nterest
�n Cosette, Thénard�er had d�v�ned h�s purpose. He had caught the
old man’s deep glances return�ng constantly to the ch�ld. Who was
th�s man? Why th�s �nterest? Why th�s h�deous costume, when he
had so much money �n h�s purse? Quest�ons wh�ch he put to h�mself



w�thout be�ng able to solve them, and wh�ch �rr�tated h�m. He had
pondered �t all n�ght long. He could not be Cosette’s father. Was he
her grandfather? Then why not make h�mself known at once? When
one has a r�ght, one asserts �t. Th�s man ev�dently had no r�ght over
Cosette. What was �t, then? Thénard�er lost h�mself �n conjectures.
He caught gl�mpses of everyth�ng, but he saw noth�ng. Be that as �t
may, on enter�ng �nto conversat�on w�th the man, sure that there was
some secret �n the case, that the latter had some �nterest �n
rema�n�ng �n the shadow, he felt h�mself strong; when he perce�ved
from the stranger’s clear and f�rm retort, that th�s myster�ous
personage was myster�ous �n so s�mple a way, he became consc�ous
that he was weak. He had expected noth�ng of the sort. H�s
conjectures were put to the rout. He rall�ed h�s �deas. He we�ghed
everyth�ng �n the space of a second. Thénard�er was one of those
men who take �n a s�tuat�on at a glance. He dec�ded that the moment
had arr�ved for proceed�ng stra�ghtforward, and qu�ckly at that. He
d�d as great leaders do at the dec�s�ve moment, wh�ch they know
that they alone recogn�ze; he abruptly unmasked h�s batter�es.

“S�r,” sa�d he, “I am �n need of f�fteen hundred francs.”
The stranger took from h�s s�de pocket an old pocketbook of black

leather, opened �t, drew out three bank-b�lls, wh�ch he la�d on the
table. Then he placed h�s large thumb on the notes and sa�d to the
�nn-keeper:—

“Go and fetch Cosette.”
Wh�le th�s was tak�ng place, what had Cosette been do�ng?
On wak�ng up, Cosette had run to get her shoe. In �t she had found

the gold p�ece. It was not a Napoleon; �t was one of those perfectly
new twenty-franc p�eces of the Restorat�on, on whose eff�gy the l�ttle
Pruss�an queue had replaced the laurel wreath. Cosette was
dazzled. Her dest�ny began to �ntox�cate her. She d�d not know what
a gold p�ece was; she had never seen one; she h�d �t qu�ckly �n her
pocket, as though she had stolen �t. St�ll, she felt that �t really was
hers; she guessed whence her g�ft had come, but the joy wh�ch she
exper�enced was full of fear. She was happy; above all she was
stupef�ed. Such magn�f�cent and beaut�ful th�ngs d�d not appear real.
The doll fr�ghtened her, the gold p�ece fr�ghtened her. She trembled



vaguely �n the presence of th�s magn�f�cence. The stranger alone d�d
not fr�ghten her. On the contrary, he reassured her. Ever s�nce the
preced�ng even�ng, am�d all her amazement, even �n her sleep, she
had been th�nk�ng �n her l�ttle ch�ld�sh m�nd of that man who seemed
to be so poor and so sad, and who was so r�ch and so k�nd.
Everyth�ng had changed for her s�nce she had met that good man �n
the forest. Cosette, less happy than the most �ns�gn�f�cant swallow of
heaven, had never known what �t was to take refuge under a
mother’s shadow and under a w�ng. For the last f�ve years, that �s to
say, as far back as her memory ran, the poor ch�ld had sh�vered and
trembled. She had always been exposed completely naked to the
sharp w�nd of advers�ty; now �t seemed to her she was clothed.
Formerly her soul had seemed cold, now �t was warm. Cosette was
no longer afra�d of the Thénard�er. She was no longer alone; there
was some one there.

She hast�ly set about her regular morn�ng dut�es. That lou�s, wh�ch
she had about her, �n the very apron pocket whence the f�fteen-sou
p�ece had fallen on the n�ght before, d�stracted her thoughts. She
dared not touch �t, but she spent f�ve m�nutes �n gaz�ng at �t, w�th her
tongue hang�ng out, �f the truth must be told. As she swept the
sta�rcase, she paused, rema�ned stand�ng there mot�onless, forgetful
of her broom and of the ent�re un�verse, occup�ed �n gaz�ng at that
star wh�ch was blaz�ng at the bottom of her pocket.

It was dur�ng one of these per�ods of contemplat�on that the
Thénard�er jo�ned her. She had gone �n search of Cosette at her
husband’s orders. What was qu�te unprecedented, she ne�ther struck
her nor sa�d an �nsult�ng word to her.

“Cosette,” she sa�d, almost gently, “come �mmed�ately.”
An �nstant later Cosette entered the publ�c room.
The stranger took up the bundle wh�ch he had brought and unt�ed

�t. Th�s bundle conta�ned a l�ttle woollen gown, an apron, a fust�an
bod�ce, a kerch�ef, a pett�coat, woollen stock�ngs, shoes—a complete
outf�t for a g�rl of seven years. All was black.

“My ch�ld,” sa�d the man, “take these, and go and dress yourself
qu�ckly.”



Dayl�ght was appear�ng when those of the �nhab�tants of
Montferme�l who had begun to open the�r doors beheld a poorly clad
old man lead�ng a l�ttle g�rl dressed �n mourn�ng, and carry�ng a p�nk
doll �n her arms, pass along the road to Par�s. They were go�ng �n the
d�rect�on of L�vry.

It was our man and Cosette.
No one knew the man; as Cosette was no longer �n rags, many d�d

not recogn�ze her. Cosette was go�ng away. W�th whom? She d�d not
know. Wh�ther? She knew not. All that she understood was that she
was leav�ng the Thénard�er tavern beh�nd her. No one had thought of
b�dd�ng her farewell, nor had she thought of tak�ng leave of any one.
She was leav�ng that hated and hat�ng house.

Poor, gentle creature, whose heart had been repressed up to that
hour!

Cosette walked along gravely, w�th her large eyes w�de open, and
gaz�ng at the sky. She had put her lou�s �n the pocket of her new
apron. From t�me to t�me, she bent down and glanced at �t; then she
looked at the good man. She felt someth�ng as though she were
bes�de the good God.



CHAPTER X—HE WHO SEEKS TO
BETTER HIMSELF MAY RENDER HIS

SITUATION WORSE
Madame Thénard�er had allowed her husband to have h�s own

way, as was her wont. She had expected great results. When the
man and Cosette had taken the�r departure, Thénard�er allowed a full
quarter of an hour to elapse; then he took her as�de and showed her
the f�fteen hundred francs.

“Is that all?” sa�d she.
It was the f�rst t�me s�nce they had set up housekeep�ng that she

had dared to cr�t�c�se one of the master’s acts.
The blow told.
“You are r�ght, �n sooth,” sa�d he; “I am a fool. G�ve me my hat.”
He folded up the three bank-b�lls, thrust them �nto h�s pocket, and

ran out �n all haste; but he made a m�stake and turned to the r�ght
f�rst. Some ne�ghbors, of whom he made �nqu�r�es, put h�m on the
track aga�n; the Lark and the man had been seen go�ng �n the
d�rect�on of L�vry. He followed these h�nts, walk�ng w�th great str�des,
and talk�ng to h�mself the wh�le:—

“That man �s ev�dently a m�ll�on dressed �n yellow, and I am an
an�mal. F�rst he gave twenty sous, then f�ve francs, then f�fty francs,
then f�fteen hundred francs, all w�th equal read�ness. He would have
g�ven f�fteen thousand francs. But I shall overtake h�m.”

And then, that bundle of clothes prepared beforehand for the ch�ld;
all that was s�ngular; many myster�es lay concealed under �t. One
does not let myster�es out of one’s hand when one has once grasped
them. The secrets of the wealthy are sponges of gold; one must



know how to subject them to pressure. All these thoughts wh�rled
through h�s bra�n. “I am an an�mal,” sa�d he.

When one leaves Montferme�l and reaches the turn wh�ch the road
takes that runs to L�vry, �t can be seen stretch�ng out before one to a
great d�stance across the plateau. On arr�v�ng there, he calculated
that he ought to be able to see the old man and the ch�ld. He looked
as far as h�s v�s�on reached, and saw noth�ng. He made fresh
�nqu�r�es, but he had wasted t�me. Some passers-by �nformed h�m
that the man and ch�ld of whom he was �n search had gone towards
the forest �n the d�rect�on of Gagny. He hastened �n that d�rect�on.

They were far �n advance of h�m; but a ch�ld walks slowly, and he
walked fast; and then, he was well acqua�nted w�th the country.

All at once he paused and dealt h�mself a blow on h�s forehead
l�ke a man who has forgotten some essent�al po�nt and who �s ready
to retrace h�s steps.

“I ought to have taken my gun,” sa�d he to h�mself.
Thénard�er was one of those double natures wh�ch somet�mes

pass through our m�dst w�thout our be�ng aware of the fact, and who
d�sappear w�thout our f�nd�ng them out, because dest�ny has only
exh�b�ted one s�de of them. It �s the fate of many men to l�ve thus half
submerged. In a calm and even s�tuat�on, Thénard�er possessed all
that �s requ�red to make—we w�ll not say to be—what people have
agreed to call an honest trader, a good bourgeo�s. At the same t�me
certa�n c�rcumstances be�ng g�ven, certa�n shocks arr�v�ng to br�ng
h�s under-nature to the surface, he had all the requ�s�tes for a
blackguard. He was a shopkeeper �n whom there was some ta�nt of
the monster. Satan must have occas�onally crouched down �n some
corner of the hovel �n wh�ch Thénard�er dwelt, and have fallen a-
dream�ng �n the presence of th�s h�deous masterp�ece.

After a momentary hes�tat�on:—
“Bah!” he thought; “they w�ll have t�me to make the�r escape.”
And he pursued h�s road, walk�ng rap�dly stra�ght ahead, and w�th

almost an a�r of certa�nty, w�th the sagac�ty of a fox scent�ng a covey
of partr�dges.



In truth, when he had passed the ponds and had traversed �n an
obl�que d�rect�on the large clear�ng wh�ch l�es on the r�ght of the
Avenue de Bellevue, and reached that turf alley wh�ch nearly makes
the c�rcu�t of the h�ll, and covers the arch of the anc�ent aqueduct of
the Abbey of Chelles, he caught s�ght, over the top of the
brushwood, of the hat on wh�ch he had already erected so many
conjectures; �t was that man’s hat. The brushwood was not h�gh.
Thénard�er recogn�zed the fact that the man and Cosette were s�tt�ng
there. The ch�ld could not be seen on account of her small s�ze, but
the head of her doll was v�s�ble.

Thénard�er was not m�staken. The man was s�tt�ng there, and
lett�ng Cosette get somewhat rested. The �nn-keeper walked round
the brushwood and presented h�mself abruptly to the eyes of those
whom he was �n search of.

“Pardon, excuse me, s�r,” he sa�d, qu�te breathless, “but here are
your f�fteen hundred francs.”

So say�ng, he handed the stranger the three bank-b�lls.
The man ra�sed h�s eyes.
“What �s the mean�ng of th�s?”
Thénard�er repl�ed respectfully:—
“It means, s�r, that I shall take back Cosette.”
Cosette shuddered, and pressed close to the old man.
He repl�ed, gaz�ng to the very bottom of Thénard�er’s eyes the

wh�le, and enunc�at�ng every syllable d�st�nctly:—
“You are go-�ng to take back Co-sette?”
“Yes, s�r, I am. I w�ll tell you; I have cons�dered the matter. In fact, I

have not the r�ght to g�ve her to you. I am an honest man, you see;
th�s ch�ld does not belong to me; she belongs to her mother. It was
her mother who conf�ded her to me; I can only res�gn her to her
mother. You w�ll say to me, ‘But her mother �s dead.’ Good; �n that
case I can only g�ve the ch�ld up to the person who shall br�ng me a
wr�t�ng, s�gned by her mother, to the effect that I am to hand the ch�ld
over to the person there�n ment�oned; that �s clear.”



The man, w�thout mak�ng any reply, fumbled �n h�s pocket, and
Thénard�er beheld the pocket-book of bank-b�lls make �ts
appearance once more.

The tavern-keeper sh�vered w�th joy.
“Good!” thought he; “let us hold f�rm; he �s go�ng to br�be me!”
Before open�ng the pocket-book, the traveller cast a glance about

h�m: the spot was absolutely deserted; there was not a soul e�ther �n
the woods or �n the valley. The man opened h�s pocket-book once
more and drew from �t, not the handful of b�lls wh�ch Thénard�er
expected, but a s�mple l�ttle paper, wh�ch he unfolded and presented
fully open to the �nn-keeper, say�ng:—

“You are r�ght; read!”
Thénard�er took the paper and read:—

“M. SUR M., March 25, 1823.

“MONSIEUR THÉNARDIER:—

You will deliver Cosette to this person.
You will be paid for all the little things.
I have the honor to salute you with respect,
FANTINE.”

“You know that s�gnature?” resumed the man.
It certa�nly was Fant�ne’s s�gnature; Thénard�er recogn�zed �t.
There was no reply to make; he exper�enced two v�olent vexat�ons,

the vexat�on of renounc�ng the br�bery wh�ch he had hoped for, and
the vexat�on of be�ng beaten; the man added:—

“You may keep th�s paper as your rece�pt.”
Thénard�er retreated �n tolerably good order.
“Th�s s�gnature �s fa�rly well �m�tated,” he growled between h�s

teeth; “however, let �t go!”
Then he essayed a desperate effort.
“It �s well, s�r,” he sa�d, “s�nce you are the person, but I must be

pa�d for all those l�ttle th�ngs. A great deal �s ow�ng to me.”
The man rose to h�s feet, f�ll�p�ng the dust from h�s threadbare

sleeve:—



“Mons�eur Thénard�er, �n January last, the mother reckoned that
she owed you one hundred and twenty francs. In February, you sent
her a b�ll of f�ve hundred francs; you rece�ved three hundred francs at
the end of February, and three hundred francs at the beg�nn�ng of
March. S�nce then n�ne months have elapsed, at f�fteen francs a
month, the pr�ce agreed upon, wh�ch makes one hundred and th�rty-
f�ve francs. You had rece�ved one hundred francs too much; that
makes th�rty-f�ve st�ll ow�ng you. I have just g�ven you f�fteen hundred
francs.”

Thénard�er’s sensat�ons were those of the wolf at the moment
when he feels h�mself n�pped and se�zed by the steel jaw of the trap.

“Who �s th�s dev�l of a man?” he thought.
He d�d what the wolf does: he shook h�mself. Audac�ty had

succeeded w�th h�m once.
“Mons�eur-I-don’t-know-your-name,” he sa�d resolutely, and th�s

t�me cast�ng as�de all respectful ceremony, “I shall take back Cosette
�f you do not g�ve me a thousand crowns.”

The stranger sa�d tranqu�lly:—
“Come, Cosette.”
He took Cosette by h�s left hand, and w�th h�s r�ght he p�cked up

h�s cudgel, wh�ch was ly�ng on the ground.
Thénard�er noted the enormous s�ze of the cudgel and the sol�tude

of the spot.
The man plunged �nto the forest w�th the ch�ld, leav�ng the �nn-

keeper mot�onless and speechless.
Wh�le they were walk�ng away, Thénard�er scrut�n�zed h�s huge

shoulders, wh�ch were a l�ttle rounded, and h�s great f�sts.
Then, br�ng�ng h�s eyes back to h�s own person, they fell upon h�s

feeble arms and h�s th�n hands. “I really must have been exceed�ngly
stup�d not to have thought to br�ng my gun,” he sa�d to h�mself,
“s�nce I was go�ng hunt�ng!”

However, the �nn-keeper d�d not g�ve up.
“I want to know where he �s go�ng,” sa�d he, and he set out to

follow them at a d�stance. Two th�ngs were left on h�s hands, an �rony



�n the shape of the paper s�gned Fant�ne, and a consolat�on, the
f�fteen hundred francs.

The man led Cosette off �n the d�rect�on of L�vry and Bondy. He
walked slowly, w�th droop�ng head, �n an att�tude of reflect�on and
sadness. The w�nter had th�nned out the forest, so that Thénard�er
d�d not lose them from s�ght, although he kept at a good d�stance.
The man turned round from t�me to t�me, and looked to see �f he was
be�ng followed. All at once he caught s�ght of Thénard�er. He plunged
suddenly �nto the brushwood w�th Cosette, where they could both
h�de themselves. “The deuce!” sa�d Thénard�er, and he redoubled h�s
pace.

The th�ckness of the undergrowth forced h�m to draw nearer to
them. When the man had reached the densest part of the th�cket, he
wheeled round. It was �n va�n that Thénard�er sought to conceal
h�mself �n the branches; he could not prevent the man see�ng h�m.
The man cast upon h�m an uneasy glance, then elevated h�s head
and cont�nued h�s course. The �nn-keeper set out aga�n �n pursu�t.
Thus they cont�nued for two or three hundred paces. All at once the
man turned round once more; he saw the �nn-keeper. Th�s t�me he
gazed at h�m w�th so sombre an a�r that Thénard�er dec�ded that �t
was “useless” to proceed further. Thénard�er retraced h�s steps.



CHAPTER XI—NUMBER 9,430
REAPPEARS, AND COSETTE WINS IT

IN THE LOTTERY
Jean Valjean was not dead.
When he fell �nto the sea, or rather, when he threw h�mself �nto �t,

he was not �roned, as we have seen. He swam under water unt�l he
reached a vessel at anchor, to wh�ch a boat was moored. He found
means of h�d�ng h�mself �n th�s boat unt�l n�ght. At n�ght he swam off
aga�n, and reached the shore a l�ttle way from Cape Brun. There, as
he d�d not lack money, he procured cloth�ng. A small country-house
�n the ne�ghborhood of Balagu�er was at that t�me the dress�ng-room
of escaped conv�cts,—a lucrat�ve spec�alty. Then Jean Valjean, l�ke
all the sorry fug�t�ves who are seek�ng to evade the v�g�lance of the
law and soc�al fatal�ty, pursued an obscure and undulat�ng �t�nerary.
He found h�s f�rst refuge at Pradeaux, near Beausset. Then he
d�rected h�s course towards Grand-V�llard, near Br�ançon, �n the
Hautes-Alpes. It was a fumbl�ng and uneasy fl�ght,—a mole’s track,
whose branch�ngs are untraceable. Later on, some trace of h�s
passage �nto A�n, �n the terr�tory of C�vr�eux, was d�scovered; �n the
Pyrenees, at Accons; at the spot called Grange-de-Doumec, near
the market of Chava�lles, and �n the env�rons of Per�gueux at
Brun�es, canton of La Chapelle-Gonaguet. He reached Par�s. We
have just seen h�m at Montferme�l.

H�s f�rst care on arr�v�ng �n Par�s had been to buy mourn�ng clothes
for a l�ttle g�rl of from seven to e�ght years of age; then to procure a
lodg�ng. That done, he had betaken h�mself to Montferme�l. It w�ll be
remembered that already, dur�ng h�s preced�ng escape, he had
made a myster�ous tr�p th�ther, or somewhere �n that ne�ghborhood,
of wh�ch the law had gathered an �nkl�ng.



However, he was thought to be dead, and th�s st�ll further
�ncreased the obscur�ty wh�ch had gathered about h�m. At Par�s, one
of the journals wh�ch chron�cled the fact fell �nto h�s hands. He felt
reassured and almost at peace, as though he had really been dead.

On the even�ng of the day when Jean Valjean rescued Cosette
from the claws of the Thénard�ers, he returned to Par�s. He re-
entered �t at n�ghtfall, w�th the ch�ld, by way of the Barr�er Monceaux.
There he entered a cabr�olet, wh�ch took h�m to the esplanade of the
Observato�re. There he got out, pa�d the coachman, took Cosette by
the hand, and together they d�rected the�r steps through the
darkness,—through the deserted streets wh�ch adjo�n the Ourc�ne
and the Glac�ère, towards the Boulevard de l’Hôp�tal.

The day had been strange and f�lled w�th emot�ons for Cosette.
They had eaten some bread and cheese purchased �n �solated
taverns, beh�nd hedges; they had changed carr�ages frequently; they
had travelled short d�stances on foot. She made no compla�nt, but
she was weary, and Jean Valjean perce�ved �t by the way she
dragged more and more on h�s hand as she walked. He took her on
h�s back. Cosette, w�thout lett�ng go of Cather�ne, la�d her head on
Jean Valjean’s shoulder, and there fell asleep.



BOOK FOURTH—THE GORBEAU
HOVEL

Enlarge
The Gorbeau Hovel 2b3-10-gorbeau-house 



CHAPTER I—MASTER GORBEAU
Forty years ago, a rambler who had ventured �nto that unknown

country of the Salpêtr�ère, and who had mounted to the Barr�ère
d’Ital�e by way of the boulevard, reached a po�nt where �t m�ght be
sa�d that Par�s d�sappeared. It was no longer sol�tude, for there were
passers-by; �t was not the country, for there were houses and
streets; �t was not the c�ty, for the streets had ruts l�ke h�ghways, and
the grass grew �n them; �t was not a v�llage, the houses were too
lofty. What was �t, then? It was an �nhab�ted spot where there was no
one; �t was a desert place where there was some one; �t was a
boulevard of the great c�ty, a street of Par�s; more w�ld at n�ght than
the forest, more gloomy by day than a cemetery.

It was the old quarter of the Marché-aux-Chevaux.
The rambler, �f he r�sked h�mself outs�de the four decrep�t walls of

th�s Marché-aux-Chevaux; �f he consented even to pass beyond the
Rue du Pet�t-Banqu�er, after leav�ng on h�s r�ght a garden protected
by h�gh walls; then a f�eld �n wh�ch tan-bark m�lls rose l�ke g�gant�c
beaver huts; then an enclosure encumbered w�th t�mber, w�th a heap
of stumps, sawdust, and shav�ngs, on wh�ch stood a large dog,
bark�ng; then a long, low, utterly d�lap�dated wall, w�th a l�ttle black
door �n mourn�ng, laden w�th mosses, wh�ch were covered w�th
flowers �n the spr�ng; then, �n the most deserted spot, a fr�ghtful and
decrep�t bu�ld�ng, on wh�ch ran the �nscr�pt�on �n large letters: POST
NO BILLS,—th�s dar�ng rambler would have reached l�ttle known
lat�tudes at the corner of the Rue des V�gnes-Sa�nt-Marcel. There,
near a factory, and between two garden walls, there could be seen,
at that epoch, a mean bu�ld�ng, wh�ch, at the f�rst glance, seemed as
small as a thatched hovel, and wh�ch was, �n real�ty, as large as a
cathedral. It presented �ts s�de and gable to the publ�c road; hence �ts
apparent d�m�nut�veness. Nearly the whole of the house was h�dden.
Only the door and one w�ndow could be seen.



Th�s hovel was only one story h�gh.
The f�rst deta�l that struck the observer was, that the door could

never have been anyth�ng but the door of a hovel, wh�le the w�ndow,
�f �t had been carved out of dressed stone �nstead of be�ng �n rough
masonry, m�ght have been the latt�ce of a lordly mans�on.

The door was noth�ng but a collect�on of worm-eaten planks
roughly bound together by cross-beams wh�ch resembled roughly
hewn logs. It opened d�rectly on a steep sta�rcase of lofty steps,
muddy, chalky, plaster-sta�ned, dusty steps, of the same w�dth as
�tself, wh�ch could be seen from the street, runn�ng stra�ght up l�ke a
ladder and d�sappear�ng �n the darkness between two walls. The top
of the shapeless bay �nto wh�ch th�s door shut was masked by a
narrow scantl�ng �n the centre of wh�ch a tr�angular hole had been
sawed, wh�ch served both as w�cket and a�r-hole when the door was
closed. On the �ns�de of the door the f�gures 52 had been traced w�th
a couple of strokes of a brush d�pped �n �nk, and above the scantl�ng
the same hand had daubed the number 50, so that one hes�tated.
Where was one? Above the door �t sa�d, “Number 50”; the �ns�de
repl�ed, “no, Number 52.” No one knows what dust-colored f�gures
were suspended l�ke draper�es from the tr�angular open�ng.

The w�ndow was large, suff�c�ently elevated, garn�shed w�th
Venet�an bl�nds, and w�th a frame �n large square panes; only these
large panes were suffer�ng from var�ous wounds, wh�ch were both
concealed and betrayed by an �ngen�ous paper bandage. And the
bl�nds, d�slocated and unpasted, threatened passers-by rather than
screened the occupants. The hor�zontal slats were m�ss�ng here and
there and had been naïvely replaced w�th boards na�led on
perpend�cularly; so that what began as a bl�nd ended as a shutter.
Th�s door w�th an unclean, and th�s w�ndow w�th an honest though
d�lap�dated a�r, thus beheld on the same house, produced the effect
of two �ncomplete beggars walk�ng s�de by s�de, w�th d�fferent m�ens
beneath the same rags, the one hav�ng always been a mend�cant,
and the other hav�ng once been a gentleman.

The sta�rcase led to a very vast ed�f�ce wh�ch resembled a shed
wh�ch had been converted �nto a house. Th�s ed�f�ce had, for �ts
�ntest�nal tube, a long corr�dor, on wh�ch opened to r�ght and left sorts



of compartments of var�ed d�mens�ons wh�ch were �nhab�table under
stress of c�rcumstances, and rather more l�ke stalls than cells. These
chambers rece�ved the�r l�ght from the vague waste grounds �n the
ne�ghborhood.

All th�s was dark, d�sagreeable, wan, melancholy, sepulchral;
traversed accord�ng as the crev�ces lay �n the roof or �n the door, by
cold rays or by �cy w�nds. An �nterest�ng and p�cturesque pecul�ar�ty
of th�s sort of dwell�ng �s the enormous s�ze of the sp�ders.

To the left of the entrance door, on the boulevard s�de, at about the
he�ght of a man from the ground, a small w�ndow wh�ch had been
walled up formed a square n�che full of stones wh�ch the ch�ldren
had thrown there as they passed by.

A port�on of th�s bu�ld�ng has recently been demol�shed. From what
st�ll rema�ns of �t one can form a judgment as to what �t was �n former
days. As a whole, �t was not over a hundred years old. A hundred
years �s youth �n a church and age �n a house. It seems as though
man’s lodg�ng partook of h�s ephemeral character, and God’s house
of h�s etern�ty.

The postmen called the house Number 50-52; but �t was known �n
the ne�ghborhood as the Gorbeau house.

Let us expla�n whence th�s appellat�on was der�ved.
Collectors of petty deta�ls, who become herbal�sts of anecdotes,

and pr�ck sl�ppery dates �nto the�r memor�es w�th a p�n, know that
there was �n Par�s, dur�ng the last century, about 1770, two attorneys
at the Châtelet named, one Corbeau (Raven), the other Renard
(Fox). The two names had been forestalled by La Fonta�ne. The
opportun�ty was too f�ne for the lawyers; they made the most of �t. A
parody was �mmed�ately put �n c�rculat�on �n the galler�es of the
court-house, �n verses that l�mped a l�ttle:—

Maître Corbeau, sur un dossier perché,
Tenait dans son bec une saisie exécutoire;
Maître Renard, par l’odeur alléché,
Lui fit à peu près cette histoire:
Hé! bonjour.  Etc.13

The two honest pract�t�oners, embarrassed by the jests, and
f�nd�ng the bear�ng of the�r heads �nterfered w�th by the shouts of



laughter wh�ch followed them, resolved to get r�d of the�r names, and
h�t upon the exped�ent of apply�ng to the k�ng.

The�r pet�t�on was presented to Lou�s XV. on the same day when
the Papal Nunc�o, on the one hand, and the Card�nal de la Roche-
Aymon on the other, both devoutly kneel�ng, were each engaged �n
putt�ng on, �n h�s Majesty’s presence, a sl�pper on the bare feet of
Madame du Barry, who had just got out of bed. The k�ng, who was
laugh�ng, cont�nued to laugh, passed gayly from the two b�shops to
the two lawyers, and bestowed on these l�mbs of the law the�r former
names, or nearly so. By the k�ngs command, Maître Corbeau was
perm�tted to add a ta�l to h�s �n�t�al letter and to call h�mself Gorbeau.
Maître Renard was less lucky; all he obta�ned was leave to place a P
�n front of h�s R, and to call h�mself Prenard; so that the second
name bore almost as much resemblance as the f�rst.

Now, accord�ng to local trad�t�on, th�s Maître Gorbeau had been
the propr�etor of the bu�ld�ng numbered 50-52 on the Boulevard de
l’Hôp�tal. He was even the author of the monumental w�ndow.

Hence the ed�f�ce bore the name of the Gorbeau house.
Oppos�te th�s house, among the trees of the boulevard, rose a

great elm wh�ch was three-quarters dead; almost d�rectly fac�ng �t
opens the Rue de la Barr�ère des Gobel�ns, a street then w�thout
houses, unpaved, planted w�th unhealthy trees, wh�ch was green or
muddy accord�ng to the season, and wh�ch ended squarely �n the
exter�or wall of Par�s. An odor of copperas �ssued �n puffs from the
roofs of the ne�ghbor�ng factory.

The barr�er was close at hand. In 1823 the c�ty wall was st�ll �n
ex�stence.

Th�s barr�er �tself evoked gloomy fanc�es �n the m�nd. It was the
road to B�cêtre. It was through �t that, under the Emp�re and the
Restorat�on, pr�soners condemned to death re-entered Par�s on the
day of the�r execut�on. It was there, that, about 1829, was comm�tted
that myster�ous assass�nat�on, called “The assass�nat�on of the
Fonta�nebleau barr�er,” whose authors just�ce was never able to
d�scover; a melancholy problem wh�ch has never been eluc�dated, a
fr�ghtful en�gma wh�ch has never been unr�ddled. Take a few steps,
and you come upon that fatal Rue Croulebarbe, where Ulbach



stabbed the goat-g�rl of Ivry to the sound of thunder, as �n the
melodramas. A few paces more, and you arr�ve at the abom�nable
pollarded elms of the Barr�ère Sa�nt-Jacques, that exped�ent of the
ph�lanthrop�st to conceal the scaffold, that m�serable and shameful
Place de Grève of a shop-keep�ng and bourgeo�s soc�ety, wh�ch
reco�led before the death penalty, ne�ther dar�ng to abol�sh �t w�th
grandeur, nor to uphold �t w�th author�ty.

Leav�ng as�de th�s Place Sa�nt-Jacques, wh�ch was, as �t were,
predest�ned, and wh�ch has always been horr�ble, probably the most
mournful spot on that mournful boulevard, seven and th�rty years
ago, was the spot wh�ch even to-day �s so unattract�ve, where stood
the bu�ld�ng Number 50-52.

Bourgeo�s houses only began to spr�ng up there twenty-f�ve years
later. The place was unpleasant. In add�t�on to the gloomy thoughts
wh�ch assa�led one there, one was consc�ous of be�ng between the
Salpêtr�ère, a gl�mpse of whose dome could be seen, and B�cêtre,
whose outsk�rts one was fa�rly touch�ng; that �s to say, between the
madness of women and the madness of men. As far as the eye
could see, one could perce�ve noth�ng but the abatto�rs, the c�ty wall,
and the fronts of a few factor�es, resembl�ng barracks or
monaster�es; everywhere about stood hovels, rubb�sh, anc�ent walls
blackened l�ke cerecloths, new wh�te walls l�ke w�nd�ng-sheets;
everywhere parallel rows of trees, bu�ld�ngs erected on a l�ne, flat
construct�ons, long, cold rows, and the melancholy sadness of r�ght
angles. Not an unevenness of the ground, not a capr�ce �n the
arch�tecture, not a fold. The ensemble was glac�al, regular, h�deous.
Noth�ng oppresses the heart l�ke symmetry. It �s because symmetry
�s ennu�, and ennu� �s at the very foundat�on of gr�ef. Despa�r yawns.
Someth�ng more terr�ble than a hell where one suffers may be
�mag�ned, and that �s a hell where one �s bored. If such a hell
ex�sted, that b�t of the Boulevard de l’Hôp�tal m�ght have formed the
entrance to �t.

Nevertheless, at n�ghtfall, at the moment when the dayl�ght �s
van�sh�ng, espec�ally �n w�nter, at the hour when the tw�l�ght breeze
tears from the elms the�r last russet leaves, when the darkness �s
deep and starless, or when the moon and the w�nd are mak�ng



open�ngs �n the clouds and los�ng themselves �n the shadows, th�s
boulevard suddenly becomes fr�ghtful. The black l�nes s�nk �nwards
and are lost �n the shades, l�ke morsels of the �nf�n�te. The passer-by
cannot refra�n from recall�ng the �nnumerable trad�t�ons of the place
wh�ch are connected w�th the g�bbet. The sol�tude of th�s spot, where
so many cr�mes have been comm�tted, had someth�ng terr�ble about
�t. One almost had a present�ment of meet�ng w�th traps �n that
darkness; all the confused forms of the darkness seemed
susp�c�ous, and the long, hollow square, of wh�ch one caught a
gl�mpse between each tree, seemed graves: by day �t was ugly; �n
the even�ng melancholy; by n�ght �t was s�n�ster.

In summer, at tw�l�ght, one saw, here and there, a few old women
seated at the foot of the elm, on benches mouldy w�th ra�n. These
good old women were fond of begg�ng.

However, th�s quarter, wh�ch had a superannuated rather than an
ant�que a�r, was tend�ng even then to transformat�on. Even at that
t�me any one who was des�rous of see�ng �t had to make haste. Each
day some deta�l of the whole effect was d�sappear�ng. For the last
twenty years the stat�on of the Orleans ra�lway has stood bes�de the
old faubourg and d�stracted �t, as �t does to-day. Wherever �t �s
placed on the borders of a cap�tal, a ra�lway stat�on �s the death of a
suburb and the b�rth of a c�ty. It seems as though, around these great
centres of the movements of a people, the earth, full of germs,
trembled and yawned, to engulf the anc�ent dwell�ngs of men and to
allow new ones to spr�ng forth, at the rattle of these powerful
mach�nes, at the breath of these monstrous horses of c�v�l�zat�on
wh�ch devour coal and vom�t f�re. The old houses crumble and new
ones r�se.

S�nce the Orleans ra�lway has �nvaded the reg�on of the
Salpêtr�ère, the anc�ent, narrow streets wh�ch adjo�n the moats Sa�nt-
V�ctor and the Jard�n des Plantes tremble, as they are v�olently
traversed three or four t�mes each day by those currents of coach
f�acres and omn�buses wh�ch, �n a g�ven t�me, crowd back the
houses to the r�ght and the left; for there are th�ngs wh�ch are odd
when sa�d that are r�gorously exact; and just as �t �s true to say that
�n large c�t�es the sun makes the southern fronts of houses to



vegetate and grow, �t �s certa�n that the frequent passage of veh�cles
enlarges streets. The symptoms of a new l�fe are ev�dent. In th�s old
prov�nc�al quarter, �n the w�ldest nooks, the pavement shows �tself,
the s�dewalks beg�n to crawl and to grow longer, even where there
are as yet no pedestr�ans. One morn�ng,—a memorable morn�ng �n
July, 1845,—black pots of b�tumen were seen smok�ng there; on that
day �t m�ght be sa�d that c�v�l�zat�on had arr�ved �n the Rue de
l’Ourc�ne, and that Par�s had entered the suburb of Sa�nt-Marceau.



CHAPTER II—A NEST FOR OWL AND
A WARBLER

It was �n front of th�s Gorbeau house that Jean Valjean halted. L�ke
w�ld b�rds, he had chosen th�s desert place to construct h�s nest.

He fumbled �n h�s wa�stcoat pocket, drew out a sort of a pass-key,
opened the door, entered, closed �t aga�n carefully, and ascended
the sta�rcase, st�ll carry�ng Cosette.

At the top of the sta�rs he drew from h�s pocket another key, w�th
wh�ch he opened another door. The chamber wh�ch he entered, and
wh�ch he closed aga�n �nstantly, was a k�nd of moderately spac�ous
att�c, furn�shed w�th a mattress la�d on the floor, a table, and several
cha�rs; a stove �n wh�ch a f�re was burn�ng, and whose embers were
v�s�ble, stood �n one corner. A lantern on the boulevard cast a vague
l�ght �nto th�s poor room. At the extreme end there was a dress�ng-
room w�th a fold�ng bed; Jean Valjean carr�ed the ch�ld to th�s bed
and la�d her down there w�thout wak�ng her.

He struck a match and l�ghted a candle. All th�s was prepared
beforehand on the table, and, as he had done on the prev�ous
even�ng, he began to scrut�n�ze Cosette’s face w�th a gaze full of
ecstasy, �n wh�ch the express�on of k�ndness and tenderness almost
amounted to aberrat�on. The l�ttle g�rl, w�th that tranqu�l conf�dence
wh�ch belongs only to extreme strength and extreme weakness, had
fallen asleep w�thout know�ng w�th whom she was, and cont�nued to
sleep w�thout know�ng where she was.

Jean Valjean bent down and k�ssed that ch�ld’s hand.
N�ne months before he had k�ssed the hand of the mother, who

had also just fallen asleep.
The same sad, p�erc�ng, rel�g�ous sent�ment f�lled h�s heart.
He knelt bes�de Cosette’s bed.



lt was broad dayl�ght, and the ch�ld st�ll slept. A wan ray of the
December sun penetrated the w�ndow of the att�c and lay upon the
ce�l�ng �n long threads of l�ght and shade. All at once a heav�ly laden
carr�er’s cart, wh�ch was pass�ng along the boulevard, shook the fra�l
bed, l�ke a clap of thunder, and made �t qu�ver from top to bottom.

“Yes, madame!” cr�ed Cosette, wak�ng w�th a start, “here I am!
here I am!”

And she sprang out of bed, her eyes st�ll half shut w�th the
heav�ness of sleep, extend�ng her arms towards the corner of the
wall.

“Ah! mon D�eu, my broom!” sa�d she.
She opened her eyes w�de now, and beheld the sm�l�ng

countenance of Jean Valjean.
“Ah! so �t �s true!” sa�d the ch�ld. “Good morn�ng, Mons�eur.”
Ch�ldren accept joy and happ�ness �nstantly and fam�l�arly, be�ng

themselves by nature joy and happ�ness.
Cosette caught s�ght of Cather�ne at the foot of her bed, and took

possess�on of her, and, as she played, she put a hundred quest�ons
to Jean Valjean. Where was she? Was Par�s very large? Was
Madame Thénard�er very far away? Was she to go back? etc., etc.
All at once she excla�med, “How pretty �t �s here!”

It was a fr�ghtful hole, but she felt free.
“Must I sweep?” she resumed at last.
“Play!” sa�d Jean Valjean.
The day passed thus. Cosette, w�thout troubl�ng herself to

understand anyth�ng, was �nexpress�bly happy w�th that doll and that
k�nd man.



CHAPTER III—TWO MISFORTUNES
MAKE ONE PIECE OF GOOD

FORTUNE
On the follow�ng morn�ng, at daybreak, Jean Valjean was st�ll by

Cosette’s beds�de; he watched there mot�onless, wa�t�ng for her to
wake.

Some new th�ng had come �nto h�s soul.
Jean Valjean had never loved anyth�ng; for twenty-f�ve years he

had been alone �n the world. He had never been father, lover,
husband, fr�end. In the pr�son he had been v�c�ous, gloomy, chaste,
�gnorant, and shy. The heart of that ex-conv�ct was full of v�rg�n�ty.
H�s s�ster and h�s s�ster’s ch�ldren had left h�m only a vague and far-
off memory wh�ch had f�nally almost completely van�shed; he had
made every effort to f�nd them, and not hav�ng been able to f�nd
them, he had forgotten them. Human nature �s made thus; the other
tender emot�ons of h�s youth, �f he had ever had any, had fallen �nto
an abyss.

When he saw Cosette, when he had taken possess�on of her,
carr�ed her off, and del�vered her, he felt h�s heart moved w�th�n h�m.

All the pass�on and affect�on w�th�n h�m awoke, and rushed
towards that ch�ld. He approached the bed, where she lay sleep�ng,
and trembled w�th joy. He suffered all the pangs of a mother, and he
knew not what �t meant; for that great and s�ngular movement of a
heart wh�ch beg�ns to love �s a very obscure and a very sweet th�ng.

Poor old man, w�th a perfectly new heart!
Only, as he was f�ve and f�fty, and Cosette e�ght years of age, all

that m�ght have been love �n the whole course of h�s l�fe flowed
together �nto a sort of �neffable l�ght.



It was the second wh�te appar�t�on wh�ch he had encountered. The
B�shop had caused the dawn of v�rtue to r�se on h�s hor�zon; Cosette
caused the dawn of love to r�se.

The early days passed �n th�s dazzled state.
Cosette, on her s�de, had also, unknown to herself, become

another be�ng, poor l�ttle th�ng! She was so l�ttle when her mother left
her, that she no longer remembered her. L�ke all ch�ldren, who
resemble young shoots of the v�ne, wh�ch cl�ng to everyth�ng, she
had tr�ed to love; she had not succeeded. All had repulsed her,—the
Thénard�ers, the�r ch�ldren, other ch�ldren. She had loved the dog,
and he had d�ed, after wh�ch noth�ng and nobody would have
anyth�ng to do w�th her. It �s a sad th�ng to say, and we have already
�nt�mated �t, that, at e�ght years of age, her heart was cold. It was not
her fault; �t was not the faculty of lov�ng that she lacked; alas! �t was
the poss�b�l�ty. Thus, from the very f�rst day, all her sent�ent and
th�nk�ng powers loved th�s k�nd man. She felt that wh�ch she had
never felt before—a sensat�on of expans�on.

The man no longer produced on her the effect of be�ng old or poor;
she thought Jean Valjean handsome, just as she thought the hovel
pretty.

These are the effects of the dawn, of ch�ldhood, of joy. The novelty
of the earth and of l�fe counts for someth�ng here. Noth�ng �s so
charm�ng as the color�ng reflect�on of happ�ness on a garret. We all
have �n our past a del�ghtful garret.

Nature, a d�fference of f�fty years, had set a profound gulf between
Jean Valjean and Cosette; dest�ny f�lled �n th�s gulf. Dest�ny suddenly
un�ted and wedded w�th �ts �rres�st�ble power these two uprooted
ex�stences, d�ffer�ng �n age, al�ke �n sorrow. One, �n fact, completed
the other. Cosette’s �nst�nct sought a father, as Jean Valjean’s
�nst�nct sought a ch�ld. To meet was to f�nd each other. At the
myster�ous moment when the�r hands touched, they were welded
together. When these two souls perce�ved each other, they
recogn�zed each other as necessary to each other, and embraced
each other closely.

Tak�ng the words �n the�r most comprehens�ve and absolute sense,
we may say that, separated from every one by the walls of the tomb,



Jean Valjean was the w�dower, and Cosette was the orphan: th�s
s�tuat�on caused Jean Valjean to become Cosette’s father after a
celest�al fash�on.

And �n truth, the myster�ous �mpress�on produced on Cosette �n
the depths of the forest of Chelles by the hand of Jean Valjean
grasp�ng hers �n the dark was not an �llus�on, but a real�ty. The
entrance of that man �nto the dest�ny of that ch�ld had been the
advent of God.

Moreover, Jean Valjean had chosen h�s refuge well. There he
seemed perfectly secure.

The chamber w�th a dress�ng-room, wh�ch he occup�ed w�th
Cosette, was the one whose w�ndow opened on the boulevard. Th�s
be�ng the only w�ndow �n the house, no ne�ghbors’ glances were to
be feared from across the way or at the s�de.

The ground floor of Number 50-52, a sort of d�lap�dated
penthouse, served as a wagon-house for market-gardeners, and no
commun�cat�on ex�sted between �t and the f�rst story. It was
separated by the floor�ng, wh�ch had ne�ther traps nor sta�rs, and
wh�ch formed the d�aphragm of the bu�ld�ng, as �t were. The f�rst
story conta�ned, as we have sa�d, numerous chambers and several
att�cs, only one of wh�ch was occup�ed by the old woman who took
charge of Jean Valjean’s housekeep�ng; all the rest was un�nhab�ted.

It was th�s old woman, ornamented w�th the name of the pr�nc�pal
lodger, and �n real�ty �ntrusted w�th the funct�ons of portress, who had
let h�m the lodg�ng on Chr�stmas eve. He had represented h�mself to
her as a gentleman of means who had been ru�ned by Span�sh
bonds, who was com�ng there to l�ve w�th h�s l�ttle daughter. He had
pa�d her s�x months �n advance, and had comm�ss�oned the old
woman to furn�sh the chamber and dress�ng-room, as we have seen.
It was th�s good woman who had l�ghted the f�re �n the stove, and
prepared everyth�ng on the even�ng of the�r arr�val.

Week followed week; these two be�ngs led a happy l�fe �n that
hovel.

Cosette laughed, chattered, and sang from daybreak. Ch�ldren
have the�r morn�ng song as well as b�rds.



It somet�mes happened that Jean Valjean clasped her t�ny red
hand, all cracked w�th ch�lbla�ns, and k�ssed �t. The poor ch�ld, who
was used to be�ng beaten, d�d not know the mean�ng of th�s, and ran
away �n confus�on.

At t�mes she became ser�ous and stared at her l�ttle black gown.
Cosette was no longer �n rags; she was �n mourn�ng. She had
emerged from m�sery, and she was enter�ng �nto l�fe.

Jean Valjean had undertaken to teach her to read. Somet�mes, as
he made the ch�ld spell, he remembered that �t was w�th the �dea of
do�ng ev�l that he had learned to read �n pr�son. Th�s �dea had ended
�n teach�ng a ch�ld to read. Then the ex-conv�ct sm�led w�th the
pens�ve sm�le of the angels.

He felt �n �t a premed�tat�on from on h�gh, the w�ll of some one who
was not man, and he became absorbed �n rever�e. Good thoughts
have the�r abysses as well as ev�l ones.

To teach Cosette to read, and to let her play, th�s const�tuted
nearly the whole of Jean Valjean’s ex�stence. And then he talked of
her mother, and he made her pray.

She called h�m father, and knew no other name for h�m.
He passed hours �n watch�ng her dress�ng and undress�ng her

doll, and �n l�sten�ng to her prattle. L�fe, henceforth, appeared to h�m
to be full of �nterest; men seemed to h�m good and just; he no longer
reproached any one �n thought; he saw no reason why he should not
l�ve to be a very old man, now that th�s ch�ld loved h�m. He saw a
whole future stretch�ng out before h�m, �llum�nated by Cosette as by
a charm�ng l�ght. The best of us are not exempt from egot�st�cal
thoughts. At t�mes, he reflected w�th a sort of joy that she would be
ugly.

Th�s �s only a personal op�n�on; but, to utter our whole thought, at
the po�nt where Jean Valjean had arr�ved when he began to love
Cosette, �t �s by no means clear to us that he d�d not need th�s
encouragement �n order that he m�ght persevere �n well-do�ng. He
had just v�ewed the mal�ce of men and the m�sery of soc�ety under a
new aspect—�ncomplete aspects, wh�ch unfortunately only exh�b�ted
one s�de of the truth, the fate of woman as summed up �n Fant�ne,
and publ�c author�ty as person�f�ed �n Javert. He had returned to



pr�son, th�s t�me for hav�ng done r�ght; he had quaffed fresh
b�tterness; d�sgust and lass�tude were overpower�ng h�m; even the
memory of the B�shop probably suffered a temporary ecl�pse, though
sure to reappear later on lum�nous and tr�umphant; but, after all, that
sacred memory was grow�ng d�m. Who knows whether Jean Valjean
had not been on the eve of grow�ng d�scouraged and of fall�ng once
more? He loved and grew strong aga�n. Alas! he walked w�th no less
�ndec�s�on than Cosette. He protected her, and she strengthened
h�m. Thanks to h�m, she could walk through l�fe; thanks to her, he
could cont�nue �n v�rtue. He was that ch�ld’s stay, and she was h�s
prop. Oh, unfathomable and d�v�ne mystery of the balances of
dest�ny!



CHAPTER IV—THE REMARKS OF THE
PRINCIPAL TENANT

Jean Valjean was prudent enough never to go out by day. Every
even�ng, at tw�l�ght, he walked for an hour or two, somet�mes alone,
often w�th Cosette, seek�ng the most deserted s�de alleys of the
boulevard, and enter�ng churches at n�ghtfall. He l�ked to go to Sa�nt-
Médard, wh�ch �s the nearest church. When he d�d not take Cosette
w�th h�m, she rema�ned w�th the old woman; but the ch�ld’s del�ght
was to go out w�th the good man. She preferred an hour w�th h�m to
all her rapturous tête-à-têtes w�th Cather�ne. He held her hand as
they walked, and sa�d sweet th�ngs to her.

It turned out that Cosette was a very gay l�ttle person.
The old woman attended to the housekeep�ng and cook�ng and

went to market.
They l�ved soberly, always hav�ng a l�ttle f�re, but l�ke people �n

very moderate c�rcumstances. Jean Valjean had made no alterat�ons
�n the furn�ture as �t was the f�rst day; he had merely had the glass
door lead�ng to Cosette’s dress�ng-room replaced by a sol�d door.

He st�ll wore h�s yellow coat, h�s black breeches, and h�s old hat. In
the street, he was taken for a poor man. It somet�mes happened that
k�nd-hearted women turned back to bestow a sou on h�m. Jean
Valjean accepted the sou w�th a deep bow. It also happened
occas�onally that he encountered some poor wretch ask�ng alms;
then he looked beh�nd h�m to make sure that no one was observ�ng
h�m, stealth�ly approached the unfortunate man, put a p�ece of
money �nto h�s hand, often a s�lver co�n, and walked rap�dly away.
Th�s had �ts d�sadvantages. He began to be known �n the
ne�ghborhood under the name of the beggar who g�ves alms.

The old pr�nc�pal lodger, a cross-look�ng creature, who was
thoroughly permeated, so far as her ne�ghbors were concerned, w�th



the �nqu�s�t�veness pecul�ar to env�ous persons, scrut�n�zed Jean
Valjean a great deal, w�thout h�s suspect�ng the fact. She was a l�ttle
deaf, wh�ch rendered her talkat�ve. There rema�ned to her from her
past, two teeth,—one above, the other below,—wh�ch she was
cont�nually knock�ng aga�nst each other. She had quest�oned
Cosette, who had not been able to tell her anyth�ng, s�nce she knew
noth�ng herself except that she had come from Montferme�l. One
morn�ng, th�s spy saw Jean Valjean, w�th an a�r wh�ch struck the old
goss�p as pecul�ar, enter�ng one of the un�nhab�ted compartments of
the hovel. She followed h�m w�th the step of an old cat, and was able
to observe h�m w�thout be�ng seen, through a crack �n the door,
wh�ch was d�rectly oppos�te h�m. Jean Valjean had h�s back turned
towards th�s door, by way of greater secur�ty, no doubt. The old
woman saw h�m fumble �n h�s pocket and draw thence a case,
sc�ssors, and thread; then he began to r�p the l�n�ng of one of the
sk�rts of h�s coat, and from the open�ng he took a b�t of yellow�sh
paper, wh�ch he unfolded. The old woman recogn�zed, w�th terror,
the fact that �t was a bank-b�ll for a thousand francs. It was the
second or th�rd only that she had seen �n the course of her
ex�stence. She fled �n alarm.

A moment later, Jean Valjean accosted her, and asked her to go
and get th�s thousand-franc b�ll changed for h�m, add�ng that �t was
h�s quarterly �ncome, wh�ch he had rece�ved the day before.
“Where?” thought the old woman. “He d�d not go out unt�l s�x o’clock
�n the even�ng, and the government bank certa�nly �s not open at that
hour.” The old woman went to get the b�ll changed, and ment�oned
her surm�ses. That thousand-franc note, commented on and
mult�pl�ed, produced a vast amount of terr�f�ed d�scuss�on among the
goss�ps of the Rue des V�gnes Sa�nt-Marcel.

A few days later, �t chanced that Jean Valjean was saw�ng some
wood, �n h�s sh�rt-sleeves, �n the corr�dor. The old woman was �n the
chamber, putt�ng th�ngs �n order. She was alone. Cosette was
occup�ed �n adm�r�ng the wood as �t was sawed. The old woman
caught s�ght of the coat hang�ng on a na�l, and exam�ned �t. The
l�n�ng had been sewed up aga�n. The good woman felt of �t carefully,
and thought she observed �n the sk�rts and revers th�cknesses of
paper. More thousand-franc bank-b�lls, no doubt!



She also not�ced that there were all sorts of th�ngs �n the pockets.
Not only the needles, thread, and sc�ssors wh�ch she had seen, but a
b�g pocket-book, a very large kn�fe, and—a susp�c�ous c�rcumstance
—several w�gs of var�ous colors. Each pocket of th�s coat had the a�r
of be�ng �n a manner prov�ded aga�nst unexpected acc�dents.

Thus the �nhab�tants of the house reached the last days of w�nter.



CHAPTER V—A FIVE-FRANC PIECE
FALLS ON THE GROUND AND

PRODUCES A TUMULT
Near Sa�nt-Médard’s church there was a poor man who was �n the

hab�t of crouch�ng on the br�nk of a publ�c well wh�ch had been
condemned, and on whom Jean Valjean was fond of bestow�ng
char�ty. He never passed th�s man w�thout g�v�ng h�m a few sous.
Somet�mes he spoke to h�m. Those who env�ed th�s mend�cant sa�d
that he belonged to the pol�ce. He was an ex-beadle of seventy-f�ve,
who was constantly mumbl�ng h�s prayers.

One even�ng, as Jean Valjean was pass�ng by, when he had not
Cosette w�th h�m, he saw the beggar �n h�s usual place, beneath the
lantern wh�ch had just been l�ghted. The man seemed engaged �n
prayer, accord�ng to h�s custom, and was much bent over. Jean
Valjean stepped up to h�m and placed h�s customary alms �n h�s
hand. The mend�cant ra�sed h�s eyes suddenly, stared �ntently at
Jean Valjean, then dropped h�s head qu�ckly. Th�s movement was
l�ke a flash of l�ghtn�ng. Jean Valjean was se�zed w�th a shudder. It
seemed to h�m that he had just caught s�ght, by the l�ght of the street
lantern, not of the plac�d and beam�ng v�sage of the old beadle, but
of a well-known and startl�ng face. He exper�enced the same
�mpress�on that one would have on f�nd�ng one’s self, all of a sudden,
face to face, �n the dark, w�th a t�ger. He reco�led, terr�f�ed, petr�f�ed,
dar�ng ne�ther to breathe, to speak, to rema�n, nor to flee, star�ng at
the beggar who had dropped h�s head, wh�ch was enveloped �n a
rag, and no longer appeared to know that he was there. At th�s
strange moment, an �nst�nct—poss�bly the myster�ous �nst�nct of self-
preservat�on,—restra�ned Jean Valjean from utter�ng a word. The
beggar had the same f�gure, the same rags, the same appearance



as he had every day. “Bah!” sa�d Jean Valjean, “I am mad! I am
dream�ng! Imposs�ble!” And he returned profoundly troubled.

He hardly dared to confess, even to h�mself, that the face wh�ch he
thought he had seen was the face of Javert.

That n�ght, on th�nk�ng the matter over, he regretted not hav�ng
quest�oned the man, �n order to force h�m to ra�se h�s head a second
t�me.

On the follow�ng day, at n�ghtfall, he went back. The beggar was at
h�s post. “Good day, my good man,” sa�d Jean Valjean, resolutely,
hand�ng h�m a sou. The beggar ra�sed h�s head, and repl�ed �n a
wh�n�ng vo�ce, “Thanks, my good s�r.” It was unm�stakably the ex-
beadle.

Jean Valjean felt completely reassured. He began to laugh. “How
the deuce could I have thought that I saw Javert there?” he thought.
“Am I go�ng to lose my eyes�ght now?” And he thought no more
about �t.

A few days afterwards,—�t m�ght have been at e�ght o’clock �n the
even�ng,—he was �n h�s room, and engaged �n mak�ng Cosette spell
aloud, when he heard the house door open and then shut aga�n.
Th�s struck h�m as s�ngular. The old woman, who was the only
�nhab�tant of the house except h�mself, always went to bed at
n�ghtfall, so that she m�ght not burn out her candles. Jean Valjean
made a s�gn to Cosette to be qu�et. He heard some one ascend�ng
the sta�rs. It m�ght poss�bly be the old woman, who m�ght have fallen
�ll and have been out to the apothecary’s. Jean Valjean l�stened.

The step was heavy, and sounded l�ke that of a man; but the old
woman wore stout shoes, and there �s noth�ng wh�ch so strongly
resembles the step of a man as that of an old woman. Nevertheless,
Jean Valjean blew out h�s candle.

He had sent Cosette to bed, say�ng to her �n a low vo�ce, “Get �nto
bed very softly”; and as he k�ssed her brow, the steps paused.

Jean Valjean rema�ned s�lent, mot�onless, w�th h�s back towards
the door, seated on the cha�r from wh�ch he had not st�rred, and
hold�ng h�s breath �n the dark.



After the exp�rat�on of a rather long �nterval, he turned round, as he
heard noth�ng more, and, as he ra�sed h�s eyes towards the door of
h�s chamber, he saw a l�ght through the keyhole. Th�s l�ght formed a
sort of s�n�ster star �n the blackness of the door and the wall. There
was ev�dently some one there, who was hold�ng a candle �n h�s hand
and l�sten�ng.

Several m�nutes elapsed thus, and the l�ght retreated. But he
heard no sound of footsteps, wh�ch seemed to �nd�cate that the
person who had been l�sten�ng at the door had removed h�s shoes.

Jean Valjean threw h�mself, all dressed as he was, on h�s bed, and
could not close h�s eyes all n�ght.

At daybreak, just as he was fall�ng �nto a doze through fat�gue, he
was awakened by the creak�ng of a door wh�ch opened on some
att�c at the end of the corr�dor, then he heard the same mascul�ne
footstep wh�ch had ascended the sta�rs on the preced�ng even�ng.
The step was approach�ng. He sprang off the bed and appl�ed h�s
eye to the keyhole, wh�ch was tolerably large, hop�ng to see the
person who had made h�s way by n�ght �nto the house and had
l�stened at h�s door, as he passed. It was a man, �n fact, who passed,
th�s t�me w�thout paus�ng, �n front of Jean Valjean’s chamber. The
corr�dor was too dark to allow of the person’s face be�ng
d�st�ngu�shed; but when the man reached the sta�rcase, a ray of l�ght
from w�thout made �t stand out l�ke a s�lhouette, and Jean Valjean
had a complete v�ew of h�s back. The man was of lofty stature, clad
�n a long frock-coat, w�th a cudgel under h�s arm. The form�dable
neck and shoulders belonged to Javert.

Jean Valjean m�ght have attempted to catch another gl�mpse of
h�m through h�s w�ndow open�ng on the boulevard, but he would
have been obl�ged to open the w�ndow: he dared not.

It was ev�dent that th�s man had entered w�th a key, and l�ke
h�mself. Who had g�ven h�m that key? What was the mean�ng of
th�s?

When the old woman came to do the work, at seven o’clock �n the
morn�ng, Jean Valjean cast a penetrat�ng glance on her, but he d�d
not quest�on her. The good woman appeared as usual.

As she swept up she remarked to h�m:—



“Poss�bly Mons�eur may have heard some one come �n last n�ght?”
At that age, and on that boulevard, e�ght o’clock �n the even�ng

was the dead of the n�ght.
“That �s true, by the way,” he repl�ed, �n the most natural tone

poss�ble. “Who was �t?”
“It was a new lodger who has come �nto the house,” sa�d the old

woman.
“And what �s h�s name?”
“I don’t know exactly; Dumont, or Daumont, or some name of that

sort.”
“And who �s th�s Mons�eur Dumont?”
The old woman gazed at h�m w�th her l�ttle polecat eyes, and

answered:—
“A gentleman of property, l�ke yourself.”
Perhaps she had no ulter�or mean�ng. Jean Valjean thought he

perce�ved one.
When the old woman had taken her departure, he d�d up a

hundred francs wh�ch he had �n a cupboard, �nto a roll, and put �t �n
h�s pocket. In sp�te of all the precaut�ons wh�ch he took �n th�s
operat�on so that he m�ght not be heard rattl�ng s�lver, a hundred-sou
p�ece escaped from h�s hands and rolled no�s�ly on the floor.

When darkness came on, he descended and carefully scrut�n�zed
both s�des of the boulevard. He saw no one. The boulevard
appeared to be absolutely deserted. It �s true that a person can
conceal h�mself beh�nd trees.

He went upsta�rs aga�n.
“Come.” he sa�d to Cosette.
He took her by the hand, and they both went out.



BOOK FIFTH—FOR A BLACK HUNT, A
MUTE PACK



CHAPTER I—THE ZIGZAGS OF
STRATEGY

An observat�on here becomes necessary, �n v�ew of the pages
wh�ch the reader �s about to peruse, and of others wh�ch w�ll be met
w�th further on.

The author of th�s book, who regrets the necess�ty of ment�on�ng
h�mself, has been absent from Par�s for many years. Par�s has been
transformed s�nce he qu�tted �t. A new c�ty has ar�sen, wh�ch �s, after
a fash�on, unknown to h�m. There �s no need for h�m to say that he
loves Par�s: Par�s �s h�s m�nd’s natal c�ty. In consequence of
demol�t�ons and reconstruct�ons, the Par�s of h�s youth, that Par�s
wh�ch he bore away rel�g�ously �n h�s memory, �s now a Par�s of days
gone by. He must be perm�tted to speak of that Par�s as though �t st�ll
ex�sted. It �s poss�ble that when the author conducts h�s readers to a
spot and says, “In such a street there stands such and such a
house,” ne�ther street nor house w�ll any longer ex�st �n that local�ty.
Readers may ver�fy the facts �f they care to take the trouble. For h�s
own part, he �s unacqua�nted w�th the new Par�s, and he wr�tes w�th
the old Par�s before h�s eyes �n an �llus�on wh�ch �s prec�ous to h�m. It
�s a del�ght to h�m to dream that there st�ll l�ngers beh�nd h�m
someth�ng of that wh�ch he beheld when he was �n h�s own country,
and that all has not van�shed. So long as you go and come �n your
nat�ve land, you �mag�ne that those streets are a matter of
�nd�fference to you; that those w�ndows, those roofs, and those doors
are noth�ng to you; that those walls are strangers to you; that those
trees are merely the f�rst encountered haphazard; that those houses,
wh�ch you do not enter, are useless to you; that the pavements
wh�ch you tread are merely stones. Later on, when you are no longer
there, you perce�ve that the streets are dear to you; that you m�ss
those roofs, those doors; and that those walls are necessary to you,



those trees are well beloved by you; that you entered those houses
wh�ch you never entered, every day, and that you have left a part of
your heart, of your blood, of your soul, �n those pavements. All those
places wh�ch you no longer behold, wh�ch you may never behold
aga�n, perchance, and whose memory you have cher�shed, take on
a melancholy charm, recur to your m�nd w�th the melancholy of an
appar�t�on, make the holy land v�s�ble to you, and are, so to speak,
the very form of France, and you love them; and you call them up as
they are, as they were, and you pers�st �n th�s, and you w�ll subm�t to
no change: for you are attached to the f�gure of your fatherland as to
the face of your mother.

May we, then, be perm�tted to speak of the past �n the present?
That sa�d, we beg the reader to take note of �t, and we cont�nue.

Jean Valjean �nstantly qu�tted the boulevard and plunged �nto the
streets, tak�ng the most �ntr�cate l�nes wh�ch he could dev�se,
return�ng on h�s track at t�mes, to make sure that he was not be�ng
followed.

Enlarge
The Black Hunt 2b5-1-black-hunt 

Th�s manœuvre �s pecul�ar to the hunted stag. On so�l where an
�mpr�nt of the track may be left, th�s manœuvre possesses, among
other advantages, that of dece�v�ng the huntsmen and the dogs, by
throw�ng them on the wrong scent. In venery th�s �s called false re-
�mbushment.

The moon was full that n�ght. Jean Valjean was not sorry for th�s.
The moon, st�ll very close to the hor�zon, cast great masses of l�ght
and shadow �n the streets. Jean Valjean could gl�de along close to
the houses on the dark s�de, and yet keep watch on the l�ght s�de.
He d�d not, perhaps, take suff�c�ently �nto cons�derat�on the fact that
the dark s�de escaped h�m. St�ll, �n the deserted lanes wh�ch l�e near
the Rue Pol�veau, he thought he felt certa�n that no one was
follow�ng h�m.

Cosette walked on w�thout ask�ng any quest�ons. The suffer�ngs of
the f�rst s�x years of her l�fe had �nst�lled someth�ng pass�ve �nto her
nature. Moreover,—and th�s �s a remark to wh�ch we shall frequently
have occas�on to recur,—she had grown used, w�thout be�ng herself



aware of �t, to the pecul�ar�t�es of th�s good man and to the freaks of
dest�ny. And then she was w�th h�m, and she felt safe.

Jean Valjean knew no more where he was go�ng than d�d Cosette.
He trusted �n God, as she trusted �n h�m. It seemed as though he
also were cl�ng�ng to the hand of some one greater than h�mself; he
thought he felt a be�ng lead�ng h�m, though �nv�s�ble. However, he
had no settled �dea, no plan, no project. He was not even absolutely
sure that �t was Javert, and then �t m�ght have been Javert, w�thout
Javert know�ng that he was Jean Valjean. Was not he d�sgu�sed?
Was not he bel�eved to be dead? St�ll, queer th�ngs had been go�ng
on for several days. He wanted no more of them. He was determ�ned
not to return to the Gorbeau house. L�ke the w�ld an�mal chased from
�ts la�r, he was seek�ng a hole �n wh�ch he m�ght h�de unt�l he could
f�nd one where he m�ght dwell.

Jean Valjean descr�bed many and var�ed labyr�nths �n the
Mouffetard quarter, wh�ch was already asleep, as though the
d�sc�pl�ne of the M�ddle Ages and the yoke of the curfew st�ll ex�sted;
he comb�ned �n var�ous manners, w�th cunn�ng strategy, the Rue
Cens�er and the Rue Copeau, the Rue du Batto�r-Sa�nt-V�ctor and
the Rue du Pu�ts l’Erm�te. There are lodg�ng houses �n th�s local�ty,
but he d�d not even enter one, f�nd�ng noth�ng wh�ch su�ted h�m. He
had no doubt that �f any one had chanced to be upon h�s track, they
would have lost �t.

As eleven o’clock struck from Sa�nt-Ét�enne-du-Mont, he was
travers�ng the Rue de Ponto�se, �n front of the off�ce of the
comm�ssary of pol�ce, s�tuated at No. 14. A few moments later, the
�nst�nct of wh�ch we have spoken above made h�m turn round. At that
moment he saw d�st�nctly, thanks to the comm�ssary’s lantern, wh�ch
betrayed them, three men who were follow�ng h�m closely, pass, one
after the other, under that lantern, on the dark s�de of the street. One
of the three entered the alley lead�ng to the comm�ssary’s house.
The one who marched at the�r head struck h�m as dec�dedly
susp�c�ous.

“Come, ch�ld,” he sa�d to Cosette; and he made haste to qu�t the
Rue Ponto�se.



He took a c�rcu�t, turned �nto the Passage des Patr�arches, wh�ch
was closed on account of the hour, strode along the Rue de l‘Épée-
de-Bo�s and the Rue de l’Arbalète, and plunged �nto the Rue des
Postes.

At that t�me there was a square formed by the �ntersect�on of
streets, where the College Roll�n stands to-day, and where the Rue
Neuve-Sa�nte-Genev�ève turns off.

It �s understood, of course, that the Rue Neuve-Sa�nte-Genev�ève
�s an old street, and that a post�ng-cha�se does not pass through the
Rue des Postes once �n ten years. In the th�rteenth century th�s Rue
des Postes was �nhab�ted by potters, and �ts real name �s Rue des
Pots.

The moon cast a l�v�d l�ght �nto th�s open space. Jean Valjean went
�nto ambush �n a doorway, calculat�ng that �f the men were st�ll
follow�ng h�m, he could not fa�l to get a good look at them, as they
traversed th�s �llum�nated space.

In po�nt of fact, three m�nutes had not elapsed when the men
made the�r appearance. There were four of them now. All were tall,
dressed �n long, brown coats, w�th round hats, and huge cudgels �n
the�r hands. The�r great stature and the�r vast f�sts rendered them no
less alarm�ng than d�d the�r s�n�ster str�de through the darkness. One
would have pronounced them four spectres d�sgu�sed as bourgeo�s.

They halted �n the m�ddle of the space and formed a group, l�ke
men �n consultat�on. They had an a�r of �ndec�s�on. The one who
appeared to be the�r leader turned round and po�nted hast�ly w�th h�s
r�ght hand �n the d�rect�on wh�ch Jean Valjean had taken; another
seemed to �nd�cate the contrary d�rect�on w�th cons�derable
obst�nacy. At the moment when the f�rst man wheeled round, the
moon fell full �n h�s face. Jean Valjean recogn�zed Javert perfectly.



CHAPTER II—IT IS LUCKY THAT THE
PONT D’AUSTERLITZ BEARS

CARRIAGES
Uncerta�nty was at an end for Jean Valjean: fortunately �t st�ll

lasted for the men. He took advantage of the�r hes�tat�on. It was t�me
lost for them, but ga�ned for h�m. He sl�pped from under the gate
where he had concealed h�mself, and went down the Rue des
Postes, towards the reg�on of the Jard�n des Plantes. Cosette was
beg�nn�ng to be t�red. He took her �n h�s arms and carr�ed her. There
were no passers-by, and the street lanterns had not been l�ghted on
account of there be�ng a moon.

He redoubled h�s pace.
In a few str�des he had reached the Goblet potter�es, on the front

of wh�ch the moonl�ght rendered d�st�nctly leg�ble the anc�ent
�nscr�pt�on:—
De Goblet fils c’est ici la fabrique;
Venez choisir des cruches et des brocs,
Des pots à fleurs, des tuyaux, de la brique.
A tout venant le Cœur vend des Carreaux.14

He left beh�nd h�m the Rue de la Clef, then the Founta�n Sa�nt-
V�ctor, sk�rted the Jard�n des Plantes by the lower streets, and
reached the quay. There he turned round. The quay was deserted.
The streets were deserted. There was no one beh�nd h�m. He drew a
long breath.

He ga�ned the Pont d’Austerl�tz.
Tolls were st�ll collected there at that epoch.
He presented h�mself at the toll off�ce and handed over a sou.
“It �s two sous,” sa�d the old sold�er �n charge of the br�dge. “You

are carry�ng a ch�ld who can walk. Pay for two.”



He pa�d, vexed that h�s passage should have aroused remark.
Every fl�ght should be an �mpercept�ble sl�pp�ng away.

A heavy cart was cross�ng the Se�ne at the same t�me as h�mself,
and on �ts way, l�ke h�m, to the r�ght bank. Th�s was of use to h�m. He
could traverse the br�dge �n the shadow of the cart.

Towards the m�ddle of the Br�dge, Cosette, whose feet were
benumbed, wanted to walk. He set her on the ground and took her
hand aga�n.

The br�dge once crossed, he perce�ved some t�mber-yards on h�s
r�ght. He d�rected h�s course th�ther. In order to reach them, �t was
necessary to r�sk h�mself �n a tolerably large unsheltered and
�llum�nated space. He d�d not hes�tate. Those who were on h�s track
had ev�dently lost the scent, and Jean Valjean bel�eved h�mself to be
out of danger. Hunted, yes; followed, no.

A l�ttle street, the Rue du Chem�n-Vert-Sa�nt-Anto�ne, opened out
between two t�mber-yards enclosed �n walls. Th�s street was dark
and narrow and seemed made expressly for h�m. Before enter�ng �t
he cast a glance beh�nd h�m.

From the po�nt where he stood he could see the whole extent of
the Pont d’Austerl�tz.

Four shadows were just enter�ng on the br�dge.
These shadows had the�r backs turned to the Jard�n des Plantes

and were on the�r way to the r�ght bank.
These four shadows were the four men.
Jean Valjean shuddered l�ke the w�ld beast wh�ch �s recaptured.
One hope rema�ned to h�m; �t was, that the men had not, perhaps,

stepped on the br�dge, and had not caught s�ght of h�m wh�le he was
cross�ng the large �llum�nated space, hold�ng Cosette by the hand.

In that case, by plung�ng �nto the l�ttle street before h�m, he m�ght
escape, �f he could reach the t�mber-yards, the marshes, the market-
gardens, the un�nhab�ted ground wh�ch was not bu�lt upon.

It seemed to h�m that he m�ght comm�t h�mself to that s�lent l�ttle
street. He entered �t.



CHAPTER III—TO WIT, THE PLAN OF
PARIS IN 1727

Three hundred paces further on, he arr�ved at a po�nt where the
street forked. It separated �nto two streets, wh�ch ran �n a slant�ng
l�ne, one to the r�ght, and the other to the left.

Jean Valjean had before h�m what resembled the two branches of
a Y. Wh�ch should he choose? He d�d not hes�tate, but took the one
on the r�ght.

Why?
Because that to the left ran towards a suburb, that �s to say,

towards �nhab�ted reg�ons, and the r�ght branch towards the open
country, that �s to say, towards deserted reg�ons.

However, they no longer walked very fast. Cosette’s pace retarded
Jean Valjean’s.

He took her up and carr�ed her aga�n. Cosette la�d her head on the
shoulder of the good man and sa�d not a word.

He turned round from t�me to t�me and looked beh�nd h�m. He took
care to keep always on the dark s�de of the street. The street was
stra�ght �n h�s rear. The f�rst two or three t�mes that he turned round
he saw noth�ng; the s�lence was profound, and he cont�nued h�s
march somewhat reassured. All at once, on turn�ng round, he
thought he perce�ved �n the port�on of the street wh�ch he had just
passed through, far off �n the obscur�ty, someth�ng wh�ch was
mov�ng.

He rushed forward prec�p�tately rather than walked, hop�ng to f�nd
some s�de-street, to make h�s escape through �t, and thus to break
h�s scent once more.

He arr�ved at a wall.



Th�s wall, however, d�d not absolutely prevent further progress; �t
was a wall wh�ch bordered a transverse street, �n wh�ch the one he
had taken ended.

Here aga�n, he was obl�ged to come to a dec�s�on; should he go to
the r�ght or to the left.

He glanced to the r�ght. The fragmentary lane was prolonged
between bu�ld�ngs wh�ch were e�ther sheds or barns, then ended at a
bl�nd alley. The extrem�ty of the cul-de-sac was d�st�nctly v�s�ble,—a
lofty wh�te wall.

He glanced to the left. On that s�de the lane was open, and about
two hundred paces further on, ran �nto a street of wh�ch �t was the
affluent. On that s�de lay safety.

At the moment when Jean Valjean was med�tat�ng a turn to the
left, �n an effort to reach the street wh�ch he saw at the end of the
lane, he perce�ved a sort of mot�onless, black statue at the corner of
the lane and the street towards wh�ch he was on the po�nt of
d�rect�ng h�s steps.

It was some one, a man, who had ev�dently just been posted
there, and who was barr�ng the passage and wa�t�ng.

Jean Valjean reco�led.
The po�nt of Par�s where Jean Valjean found h�mself, s�tuated

between the Faubourg Sa�nt-Anto�ne and la Râpée, �s one of those
wh�ch recent �mprovements have transformed from top to bottom,—
result�ng �n d�sf�gurement accord�ng to some, and �n a transf�gurat�on
accord�ng to others. The market-gardens, the t�mber-yards, and the
old bu�ld�ngs have been effaced. To-day, there are brand-new, w�de
streets, arenas, c�rcuses, h�ppodromes, ra�lway stat�ons, and a
pr�son, Mazas, there; progress, as the reader sees, w�th �ts ant�dote.

Half a century ago, �n that ord�nary, popular tongue, wh�ch �s all
compounded of trad�t�ons, wh�ch pers�sts �n call�ng the Inst�tut les
Quatre-Nat�ons, and the Opera-Com�que Feydeau, the prec�se spot
wh�ther Jean Valjean had arr�ved was called le Pet�t-P�cpus. The
Porte Sa�nt-Jacques, the Porte Par�s, the Barr�ère des Sergents, the
Porcherons, la Gal�ote, les Célest�ns, les Capuc�ns, le Ma�l, la
Bourbe, l’Arbre de Cracov�e, la Pet�te-Pologne—these are the



names of old Par�s wh�ch surv�ve am�d the new. The memory of the
populace hovers over these rel�cs of the past.

Le Pet�t-P�cpus, wh�ch, moreover, hardly ever had any ex�stence,
and never was more than the outl�ne of a quarter, had nearly the
monk�sh aspect of a Span�sh town. The roads were not much paved;
the streets were not much bu�lt up. W�th the except�on of the two or
three streets, of wh�ch we shall presently speak, all was wall and
sol�tude there. Not a shop, not a veh�cle, hardly a candle l�ghted here
and there �n the w�ndows; all l�ghts ext�ngu�shed after ten o’clock.
Gardens, convents, t�mber-yards, marshes; occas�onal lowly
dwell�ngs and great walls as h�gh as the houses.

Such was th�s quarter �n the last century. The Revolut�on snubbed
�t soundly. The republ�can government demol�shed and cut through
�t. Rubb�sh shoots were establ�shed there. Th�rty years ago, th�s
quarter was d�sappear�ng under the eras�ng process of new
bu�ld�ngs. To-day, �t has been utterly blotted out. The Pet�t-P�cpus, of
wh�ch no ex�st�ng plan has preserved a trace, �s �nd�cated w�th
suff�c�ent clearness �n the plan of 1727, publ�shed at Par�s by Den�s
Th�erry, Rue Sa�nt-Jacques, oppos�te the Rue du Plâtre; and at
Lyons, by Jean G�r�n, Rue Merc�ère, at the s�gn of Prudence. Pet�t-
P�cpus had, as we have just ment�oned, a Y of streets, formed by the
Rue du Chem�n-Vert-Sa�nt-Anto�ne, wh�ch spread out �n two
branches, tak�ng on the left the name of L�ttle P�cpus Street, and on
the r�ght the name of the Rue Polonceau. The two l�mbs of the Y
were connected at the apex as by a bar; th�s bar was called Rue
Dro�t-Mur. The Rue Polonceau ended there; Rue Pet�t-P�cpus
passed on, and ascended towards the Leno�r market. A person
com�ng from the Se�ne reached the extrem�ty of the Rue Polonceau,
and had on h�s r�ght the Rue Dro�t-Mur, turn�ng abruptly at a r�ght
angle, �n front of h�m the wall of that street, and on h�s r�ght a
truncated prolongat�on of the Rue Dro�t-Mur, wh�ch had no �ssue and
was called the Cul-de-Sac Genrot.

It was here that Jean Valjean stood.
As we have just sa�d, on catch�ng s�ght of that black s�lhouette

stand�ng on guard at the angle of the Rue Dro�t-Mur and the Rue



Pet�t-P�cpus, he reco�led. There could be no doubt of �t. That
phantom was ly�ng �n wa�t for h�m.

What was he to do?
The t�me for retreat�ng was passed. That wh�ch he had perce�ved

�n movement an �nstant before, �n the d�stant darkness, was Javert
and h�s squad w�thout a doubt. Javert was probably already at the
commencement of the street at whose end Jean Valjean stood.
Javert, to all appearances, was acqua�nted w�th th�s l�ttle labyr�nth,
and had taken h�s precaut�ons by send�ng one of h�s men to guard
the ex�t. These surm�ses, wh�ch so closely resembled proofs, wh�rled
suddenly, l�ke a handful of dust caught up by an unexpected gust of
w�nd, through Jean Valjean’s mournful bra�n. He exam�ned the Cul-
de-Sac Genrot; there he was cut off. He exam�ned the Rue Pet�t-
P�cpus; there stood a sent�nel. He saw that black form stand�ng out
�n rel�ef aga�nst the wh�te pavement, �llum�nated by the moon; to
advance was to fall �nto th�s man’s hands; to retreat was to fl�ng
h�mself �nto Javert’s arms. Jean Valjean felt h�mself caught, as �n a
net, wh�ch was slowly contract�ng; he gazed heavenward �n despa�r.



CHAPTER IV—THE GROPINGS OF
FLIGHT

In order to understand what follows, �t �s requ�s�te to form an exact
�dea of the Dro�t-Mur lane, and, �n part�cular, of the angle wh�ch one
leaves on the left when one emerges from the Rue Polonceau �nto
th�s lane. Dro�t-Mur lane was almost ent�rely bordered on the r�ght,
as far as the Rue Pet�t-P�cpus, by houses of mean aspect; on the left
by a sol�tary bu�ld�ng of severe outl�nes, composed of numerous
parts wh�ch grew gradually h�gher by a story or two as they
approached the Rue Pet�t-P�cpus s�de; so that th�s bu�ld�ng, wh�ch
was very lofty on the Rue Pet�t-P�cpus s�de, was tolerably low on the
s�de adjo�n�ng the Rue Polonceau. There, at the angle of wh�ch we
have spoken, �t descended to such a degree that �t cons�sted of
merely a wall. Th�s wall d�d not abut d�rectly on the street; �t formed a
deeply retreat�ng n�che, concealed by �ts two corners from two
observers who m�ght have been, one �n the Rue Polonceau, the
other �n the Rue Dro�t-Mur.

Beg�nn�ng w�th these angles of the n�che, the wall extended along
the Rue Polonceau as far as a house wh�ch bore the number 49, and
along the Rue Dro�t-Mur, where the fragment was much shorter, as
far as the gloomy bu�ld�ng wh�ch we have ment�oned and whose
gable �t �ntersected, thus form�ng another retreat�ng angle �n the
street. Th�s gable was sombre of aspect; only one w�ndow was
v�s�ble, or, to speak more correctly, two shutters covered w�th a sheet
of z�nc and kept constantly closed.

The state of the places of wh�ch we are here g�v�ng a descr�pt�on �s
r�gorously exact, and w�ll certa�nly awaken a very prec�se memory �n
the m�nd of old �nhab�tants of the quarter.

The n�che was ent�rely f�lled by a th�ng wh�ch resembled a colossal
and wretched door; �t was a vast, formless assemblage of



perpend�cular planks, the upper ones be�ng broader than the lower,
bound together by long transverse str�ps of �ron. At one s�de there
was a carr�age gate of the ord�nary d�mens�ons, and wh�ch had
ev�dently not been cut more than f�fty years prev�ously.

A l�nden-tree showed �ts crest above the n�che, and the wall was
covered w�th �vy on the s�de of the Rue Polonceau.

In the �mm�nent per�l �n wh�ch Jean Valjean found h�mself, th�s
sombre bu�ld�ng had about �t a sol�tary and un�nhab�ted look wh�ch
tempted h�m. He ran h�s eyes rap�dly over �t; he sa�d to h�mself, that
�f he could contr�ve to get �ns�de �t, he m�ght save h�mself. F�rst he
conce�ved an �dea, then a hope.

In the central port�on of the front of th�s bu�ld�ng, on the Rue Dro�t-
Mur s�de, there were at all the w�ndows of the d�fferent stor�es
anc�ent c�stern p�pes of lead. The var�ous branches of the p�pes
wh�ch led from one central p�pe to all these l�ttle bas�ns sketched out
a sort of tree on the front. These ram�f�cat�ons of p�pes w�th the�r
hundred elbows �m�tated those old leafless v�ne-stocks wh�ch wr�the
over the fronts of old farm-houses.

Th�s odd espal�er, w�th �ts branches of lead and �ron, was the f�rst
th�ng that struck Jean Valjean. He seated Cosette w�th her back
aga�nst a stone post, w�th an �njunct�on to be s�lent, and ran to the
spot where the condu�t touched the pavement. Perhaps there was
some way of cl�mb�ng up by �t and enter�ng the house. But the p�pe
was d�lap�dated and past serv�ce, and hardly hung to �ts fasten�ngs.
Moreover, all the w�ndows of th�s s�lent dwell�ng were grated w�th
heavy �ron bars, even the att�c w�ndows �n the roof. And then, the
moon fell full upon that façade, and the man who was watch�ng at
the corner of the street would have seen Jean Valjean �n the act of
cl�mb�ng. And f�nally, what was to be done w�th Cosette? How was
she to be drawn up to the top of a three-story house?

He gave up all �dea of cl�mb�ng by means of the dra�n-p�pe, and
crawled along the wall to get back �nto the Rue Polonceau.

When he reached the slant of the wall where he had left Cosette,
he not�ced that no one could see h�m there. As we have just
expla�ned, he was concealed from all eyes, no matter from wh�ch
d�rect�on they were approach�ng; bes�des th�s, he was �n the shadow.



F�nally, there were two doors; perhaps they m�ght be forced. The wall
above wh�ch he saw the l�nden-tree and the �vy ev�dently abutted on
a garden where he could, at least, h�de h�mself, although there were
as yet no leaves on the trees, and spend the rema�nder of the n�ght.

T�me was pass�ng; he must act qu�ckly.
He felt over the carr�age door, and �mmed�ately recogn�zed the fact

that �t was �mpract�cable outs�de and �n.
He approached the other door w�th more hope; �t was fr�ghtfully

decrep�t; �ts very �mmens�ty rendered �t less sol�d; the planks were
rotten; the �ron bands—there were only three of them—were rusted.
It seemed as though �t m�ght be poss�ble to p�erce th�s worm-eaten
barr�er.

On exam�n�ng �t he found that the door was not a door; �t had
ne�ther h�nges, cross-bars, lock, nor f�ssure �n the m�ddle; the �ron
bands traversed �t from s�de to s�de w�thout any break. Through the
crev�ces �n the planks he caught a v�ew of unhewn slabs and blocks
of stone roughly cemented together, wh�ch passers-by m�ght st�ll
have seen there ten years ago. He was forced to acknowledge w�th
consternat�on that th�s apparent door was s�mply the wooden
decorat�on of a bu�ld�ng aga�nst wh�ch �t was placed. It was easy to
tear off a plank; but then, one found one’s self face to face w�th a
wall.



CHAPTER V—WHICH WOULD BE
IMPOSSIBLE WITH GAS LANTERNS
At that moment a heavy and measured sound began to be aud�ble

at some d�stance. Jean Valjean r�sked a glance round the corner of
the street. Seven or e�ght sold�ers, drawn up �n a platoon, had just
debouched �nto the Rue Polonceau. He saw the gleam of the�r
bayonets. They were advanc�ng towards h�m; these sold�ers, at
whose head he d�st�ngu�shed Javert’s tall f�gure, advanced slowly
and caut�ously. They halted frequently; �t was pla�n that they were
search�ng all the nooks of the walls and all the embrasures of the
doors and alleys.

Th�s was some patrol that Javert had encountered—there could be
no m�stake as to th�s surm�se—and whose a�d he had demanded.

Javert’s two acolytes were march�ng �n the�r ranks.
At the rate at wh�ch they were march�ng, and �n cons�derat�on of

the halts wh�ch they were mak�ng, �t would take them about a quarter
of an hour to reach the spot where Jean Valjean stood. It was a
fr�ghtful moment. A few m�nutes only separated Jean Valjean from
that terr�ble prec�p�ce wh�ch yawned before h�m for the th�rd t�me.
And the galleys now meant not only the galleys, but Cosette lost to
h�m forever; that �s to say, a l�fe resembl�ng the �nter�or of a tomb.

There was but one th�ng wh�ch was poss�ble.
Jean Valjean had th�s pecul�ar�ty, that he carr�ed, as one m�ght say,

two beggar’s pouches: �n one he kept h�s sa�ntly thoughts; �n the
other the redoubtable talents of a conv�ct. He rummaged �n the one
or the other, accord�ng to c�rcumstances.

Among h�s other resources, thanks to h�s numerous escapes from
the pr�son at Toulon, he was, as �t w�ll be remembered, a past master
�n the �ncred�ble art of crawl�ng up w�thout ladder or cl�mb�ng-�rons,



by sheer muscular force, by lean�ng on the nape of h�s neck, h�s
shoulders, h�s h�ps, and h�s knees, by help�ng h�mself on the rare
project�ons of the stone, �n the r�ght angle of a wall, as h�gh as the
s�xth story, �f need be; an art wh�ch has rendered so celebrated and
so alarm�ng that corner of the wall of the Conc�erger�e of Par�s by
wh�ch Battemolle, condemned to death, made h�s escape twenty
years ago.

Jean Valjean measured w�th h�s eyes the wall above wh�ch he
esp�ed the l�nden; �t was about e�ghteen feet �n he�ght. The angle
wh�ch �t formed w�th the gable of the large bu�ld�ng was f�lled, at �ts
lower extrem�ty, by a mass of masonry of a tr�angular shape,
probably �ntended to preserve that too conven�ent corner from the
rubb�sh of those d�rty creatures called the passers-by. Th�s pract�ce
of f�ll�ng up corners of the wall �s much �n use �n Par�s.

Th�s mass was about f�ve feet �n he�ght; the space above the
summ�t of th�s mass wh�ch �t was necessary to cl�mb was not more
than fourteen feet.

The wall was surmounted by a flat stone w�thout a cop�ng.
Cosette was the d�ff�culty, for she d�d not know how to cl�mb a wall.

Should he abandon her? Jean Valjean d�d not once th�nk of that. It
was �mposs�ble to carry her. A man’s whole strength �s requ�red to
successfully carry out these s�ngular ascents. The least burden
would d�sturb h�s centre of grav�ty and pull h�m downwards.

A rope would have been requ�red; Jean Valjean had none. Where
was he to get a rope at m�dn�ght, �n the Rue Polonceau? Certa�nly, �f
Jean Valjean had had a k�ngdom, he would have g�ven �t for a rope
at that moment.

All extreme s�tuat�ons have the�r l�ghtn�ng flashes wh�ch
somet�mes dazzle, somet�mes �llum�nate us.

Jean Valjean’s despa�r�ng glance fell on the street lantern-post of
the bl�nd alley Genrot.

At that epoch there were no gas-jets �n the streets of Par�s. At
n�ghtfall lanterns placed at regular d�stances were l�ghted; they were
ascended and descended by means of a rope, wh�ch traversed the
street from s�de to s�de, and was adjusted �n a groove of the post.



The pulley over wh�ch th�s rope ran was fastened underneath the
lantern �n a l�ttle �ron box, the key to wh�ch was kept by the lamp-
l�ghter, and the rope �tself was protected by a metal case.

Jean Valjean, w�th the energy of a supreme struggle, crossed the
street at one bound, entered the bl�nd alley, broke the latch of the
l�ttle box w�th the po�nt of h�s kn�fe, and an �nstant later he was
bes�de Cosette once more. He had a rope. These gloomy �nventors
of exped�ents work rap�dly when they are f�ght�ng aga�nst fatal�ty.

We have already expla�ned that the lanterns had not been l�ghted
that n�ght. The lantern �n the Cul-de-Sac Genrot was thus naturally
ext�nct, l�ke the rest; and one could pass d�rectly under �t w�thout
even not�c�ng that �t was no longer �n �ts place.

Nevertheless, the hour, the place, the darkness, Jean Valjean’s
absorpt�on, h�s s�ngular gestures, h�s go�ngs and com�ngs, all had
begun to render Cosette uneasy. Any other ch�ld than she would
have g�ven vent to loud shr�eks long before. She contented herself
w�th pluck�ng Jean Valjean by the sk�rt of h�s coat. They could hear
the sound of the patrol’s approach ever more and more d�st�nctly.

“Father,” sa�d she, �n a very low vo�ce, “I am afra�d. Who �s com�ng
yonder?”

“Hush!” repl�ed the unhappy man; “�t �s Madame Thénard�er.”
Cosette shuddered. He added:—
“Say noth�ng. Don’t �nterfere w�th me. If you cry out, �f you weep,

the Thénard�er �s ly�ng �n wa�t for you. She �s com�ng to take you
back.”

Then, w�thout haste, but w�thout mak�ng a useless movement, w�th
f�rm and curt prec�s�on, the more remarkable at a moment when the
patrol and Javert m�ght come upon h�m at any moment, he und�d h�s
cravat, passed �t round Cosette’s body under the armp�ts, tak�ng care
that �t should not hurt the ch�ld, fastened th�s cravat to one end of the
rope, by means of that knot wh�ch seafar�ng men call a “swallow
knot,” took the other end of the rope �n h�s teeth, pulled off h�s shoes
and stock�ngs, wh�ch he threw over the wall, stepped upon the mass
of masonry, and began to ra�se h�mself �n the angle of the wall and
the gable w�th as much sol�d�ty and certa�nty as though he had the



rounds of a ladder under h�s feet and elbows. Half a m�nute had not
elapsed when he was rest�ng on h�s knees on the wall.

Cosette gazed at h�m �n stup�d amazement, w�thout utter�ng a
word. Jean Valjean’s �njunct�on, and the name of Madame
Thénard�er, had ch�lled her blood.

All at once she heard Jean Valjean’s vo�ce cry�ng to her, though �n
a very low tone:—

“Put your back aga�nst the wall.”
She obeyed.
“Don’t say a word, and don’t be alarmed,” went on Jean Valjean.
And she felt herself l�fted from the ground.
Before she had t�me to recover herself, she was on the top of the

wall.
Jean Valjean grasped her, put her on h�s back, took her two t�ny

hands �n h�s large left hand, lay down flat on h�s stomach and
crawled along on top of the wall as far as the cant. As he had
guessed, there stood a bu�ld�ng whose roof started from the top of
the wooden barr�cade and descended to w�th�n a very short d�stance
of the ground, w�th a gentle slope wh�ch grazed the l�nden-tree. A
lucky c�rcumstance, for the wall was much h�gher on th�s s�de than
on the street s�de. Jean Valjean could only see the ground at a great
depth below h�m.

He had just reached the slope of the roof, and had not yet left the
crest of the wall, when a v�olent uproar announced the arr�val of the
patrol. The thunder�ng vo�ce of Javert was aud�ble:—

“Search the bl�nd alley! The Rue Dro�t-Mur �s guarded! so �s the
Rue Pet�t-P�cpus. I’ll answer for �t that he �s �n the bl�nd alley.”

The sold�ers rushed �nto the Genrot alley.
Jean Valjean allowed h�mself to sl�de down the roof, st�ll hold�ng

fast to Cosette, reached the l�nden-tree, and leaped to the ground.
Whether from terror or courage, Cosette had not breathed a sound,
though her hands were a l�ttle abraded.



CHAPTER VI—THE BEGINNING OF AN
ENIGMA

Jean Valjean found h�mself �n a sort of garden wh�ch was very vast
and of s�ngular aspect; one of those melancholy gardens wh�ch
seem made to be looked at �n w�nter and at n�ght. Th�s garden was
oblong �n shape, w�th an alley of large poplars at the further end,
tolerably tall forest trees �n the corners, and an unshaded space �n
the centre, where could be seen a very large, sol�tary tree, then
several fru�t-trees, gnarled and br�stl�ng l�ke bushes, beds of
vegetables, a melon patch, whose glass frames sparkled �n the
moonl�ght, and an old well. Here and there stood stone benches
wh�ch seemed black w�th moss. The alleys were bordered w�th
gloomy and very erect l�ttle shrubs. The grass had half taken
possess�on of them, and a green mould covered the rest.

Jean Valjean had bes�de h�m the bu�ld�ng whose roof had served
h�m as a means of descent, a p�le of fagots, and, beh�nd the fagots,
d�rectly aga�nst the wall, a stone statue, whose mut�lated face was
no longer anyth�ng more than a shapeless mask wh�ch loomed
vaguely through the gloom.

The bu�ld�ng was a sort of ru�n, where d�smantled chambers were
d�st�ngu�shable, one of wh�ch, much encumbered, seemed to serve
as a shed.

The large bu�ld�ng of the Rue Dro�t-Mur, wh�ch had a w�ng on the
Rue Pet�t-P�cpus, turned two façades, at r�ght angles, towards th�s
garden. These �nter�or façades were even more trag�c than the
exter�or. All the w�ndows were grated. Not a gleam of l�ght was
v�s�ble at any one of them. The upper story had scuttles l�ke pr�sons.
One of those façades cast �ts shadow on the other, wh�ch fell over
the garden l�ke an �mmense black pall.



No other house was v�s�ble. The bottom of the garden was lost �n
m�st and darkness. Nevertheless, walls could be confusedly made
out, wh�ch �ntersected as though there were more cult�vated land
beyond, and the low roofs of the Rue Polonceau.

Noth�ng more w�ld and sol�tary than th�s garden could be �mag�ned.
There was no one �n �t, wh�ch was qu�te natural �n v�ew of the hour;
but �t d�d not seem as though th�s spot were made for any one to
walk �n, even �n broad dayl�ght.

Jean Valjean’s f�rst care had been to get hold of h�s shoes and put
them on aga�n, then to step under the shed w�th Cosette. A man who
�s flee�ng never th�nks h�mself suff�c�ently h�dden. The ch�ld, whose
thoughts were st�ll on the Thénard�er, shared h�s �nst�nct for
w�thdraw�ng from s�ght as much as poss�ble.

Cosette trembled and pressed close to h�m. They heard the
tumultuous no�se of the patrol search�ng the bl�nd alley and the
streets; the blows of the�r gun-stocks aga�nst the stones; Javert’s
appeals to the pol�ce sp�es whom he had posted, and h�s
�mprecat�ons m�ngled w�th words wh�ch could not be d�st�ngu�shed.

At the exp�rat�on of a quarter of an hour �t seemed as though that
spec�es of stormy roar were becom�ng more d�stant. Jean Valjean
held h�s breath.

He had la�d h�s hand l�ghtly on Cosette’s mouth.
However, the sol�tude �n wh�ch he stood was so strangely calm,

that th�s fr�ghtful uproar, close and fur�ous as �t was, d�d not d�sturb
h�m by so much as the shadow of a m�sg�v�ng. It seemed as though
those walls had been bu�lt of the deaf stones of wh�ch the Scr�ptures
speak.

All at once, �n the m�dst of th�s profound calm, a fresh sound
arose; a sound as celest�al, d�v�ne, �neffable, rav�sh�ng, as the other
had been horr�ble. It was a hymn wh�ch �ssued from the gloom, a
dazzl�ng burst of prayer and harmony �n the obscure and alarm�ng
s�lence of the n�ght; women’s vo�ces, but vo�ces composed at one
and the same t�me of the pure accents of v�rg�ns and the �nnocent
accents of ch�ldren,—vo�ces wh�ch are not of the earth, and wh�ch
resemble those that the newborn �nfant st�ll hears, and wh�ch the
dy�ng man hears already. Th�s song proceeded from the gloomy



ed�f�ce wh�ch towered above the garden. At the moment when the
hubbub of demons retreated, one would have sa�d that a cho�r of
angels was approach�ng through the gloom.

Cosette and Jean Valjean fell on the�r knees.
They knew not what �t was, they knew not where they were; but

both of them, the man and the ch�ld, the pen�tent and the �nnocent,
felt that they must kneel.

These vo�ces had th�s strange character�st�c, that they d�d not
prevent the bu�ld�ng from seem�ng to be deserted. It was a
supernatural chant �n an un�nhab�ted house.

Wh�le these vo�ces were s�ng�ng, Jean Valjean thought of noth�ng.
He no longer beheld the n�ght; he beheld a blue sky. It seemed to
h�m that he felt those w�ngs wh�ch we all have w�th�n us, unfold�ng.

The song d�ed away. It may have lasted a long t�me. Jean Valjean
could not have told. Hours of ecstasy are never more than a
moment.

All fell s�lent aga�n. There was no longer anyth�ng �n the street;
there was noth�ng �n the garden. That wh�ch had menaced, that
wh�ch had reassured h�m,—all had van�shed. The breeze swayed a
few dry weeds on the crest of the wall, and they gave out a fa�nt,
sweet, melancholy sound.



CHAPTER VII—CONTINUATION OF
THE ENIGMA

The n�ght w�nd had r�sen, wh�ch �nd�cated that �t must be between
one and two o’clock �n the morn�ng. Poor Cosette sa�d noth�ng. As
she had seated herself bes�de h�m and leaned her head aga�nst h�m,
Jean Valjean had fanc�ed that she was asleep. He bent down and
looked at her. Cosette’s eyes were w�de open, and her thoughtful a�r
pa�ned Jean Valjean.

She was st�ll trembl�ng.
“Are you sleepy?” sa�d Jean Valjean.
“I am very cold,” she repl�ed.
A moment later she resumed:—
“Is she st�ll there?”
“Who?” sa�d Jean Valjean.
“Madame Thénard�er.”
Jean Valjean had already forgotten the means wh�ch he had

employed to make Cosette keep s�lent.
“Ah!” sa�d he, “she �s gone. You need fear noth�ng further.”
The ch�ld s�ghed as though a load had been l�fted from her breast.
The ground was damp, the shed open on all s�des, the breeze

grew more keen every �nstant. The goodman took off h�s coat and
wrapped �t round Cosette.

“Are you less cold now?” sa�d he.
“Oh, yes, father.”
“Well, wa�t for me a moment. I w�ll soon be back.”
He qu�tted the ru�n and crept along the large bu�ld�ng, seek�ng a

better shelter. He came across doors, but they were closed. There



were bars at all the w�ndows of the ground floor.
Just after he had turned the �nner angle of the ed�f�ce, he observed

that he was com�ng to some arched w�ndows, where he perce�ved a
l�ght. He stood on t�ptoe and peeped through one of these w�ndows.
They all opened on a tolerably vast hall, paved w�th large flagstones,
cut up by arcades and p�llars, where only a t�ny l�ght and great
shadows were v�s�ble. The l�ght came from a taper wh�ch was
burn�ng �n one corner. The apartment was deserted, and noth�ng was
st�rr�ng �n �t. Nevertheless, by d�nt of gaz�ng �ntently he thought he
perce�ved on the ground someth�ng wh�ch appeared to be covered
w�th a w�nd�ng-sheet, and wh�ch resembled a human form. Th�s form
was ly�ng face downward, flat on the pavement, w�th the arms
extended �n the form of a cross, �n the �mmob�l�ty of death. One
would have sa�d, judg�ng from a sort of serpent wh�ch undulated over
the floor, that th�s s�n�ster form had a rope round �ts neck.

The whole chamber was bathed �n that m�st of places wh�ch are
sparely �llum�nated, wh�ch adds to horror.

Jean Valjean often sa�d afterwards, that, although many funereal
spectres had crossed h�s path �n l�fe, he had never beheld anyth�ng
more blood-curdl�ng and terr�ble than that en�gmat�cal form
accompl�sh�ng some �nexpl�cable mystery �n that gloomy place, and
beheld thus at n�ght. It was alarm�ng to suppose that that th�ng was
perhaps dead; and st�ll more alarm�ng to th�nk that �t was perhaps
al�ve.

He had the courage to plaster h�s face to the glass, and to watch
whether the th�ng would move. In sp�te of h�s rema�n�ng thus what
seemed to h�m a very long t�me, the outstretched form made no
movement. All at once he felt h�mself overpowered by an
�nexpress�ble terror, and he fled. He began to run towards the shed,
not dar�ng to look beh�nd h�m. It seemed to h�m, that �f he turned h�s
head, he should see that form follow�ng h�m w�th great str�des and
wav�ng �ts arms.

He reached the ru�n all out of breath. H�s knees were g�v�ng way
beneath h�m; the persp�rat�on was pour�ng from h�m.

Where was he? Who could ever have �mag�ned anyth�ng l�ke that
sort of sepulchre �n the m�dst of Par�s! What was th�s strange house?



An ed�f�ce full of nocturnal mystery, call�ng to souls through the
darkness w�th the vo�ce of angels, and when they came, offer�ng
them abruptly that terr�ble v�s�on; prom�s�ng to open the rad�ant
portals of heaven, and then open�ng the horr�ble gates of the tomb!
And �t actually was an ed�f�ce, a house, wh�ch bore a number on the
street! It was not a dream! He had to touch the stones to conv�nce
h�mself that such was the fact.

Cold, anx�ety, uneas�ness, the emot�ons of the n�ght, had g�ven
h�m a genu�ne fever, and all these �deas were clash�ng together �n
h�s bra�n.

He stepped up to Cosette. She was asleep.



CHAPTER VIII—THE ENIGMA
BECOMES DOUBLY MYSTERIOUS

The ch�ld had la�d her head on a stone and fallen asleep.
He sat down bes�de her and began to th�nk. L�ttle by l�ttle, as he

gazed at her, he grew calm and rega�ned possess�on of h�s freedom
of m�nd.

He clearly perce�ved th�s truth, the foundat�on of h�s l�fe
henceforth, that so long as she was there, so long as he had her
near h�m, he should need noth�ng except for her, he should fear
noth�ng except for her. He was not even consc�ous that he was very
cold, s�nce he had taken off h�s coat to cover her.

Nevertheless, athwart th�s rever�e �nto wh�ch he had fallen he had
heard for some t�me a pecul�ar no�se. It was l�ke the t�nkl�ng of a bell.
Th�s sound proceeded from the garden. It could be heard d�st�nctly
though fa�ntly. It resembled the fa�nt, vague mus�c produced by the
bells of cattle at n�ght �n the pastures.

Th�s no�se made Valjean turn round.
He looked and saw that there was some one �n the garden.
A be�ng resembl�ng a man was walk�ng am�d the bell-glasses of

the melon beds, r�s�ng, stoop�ng, halt�ng, w�th regular movements, as
though he were dragg�ng or spread�ng out someth�ng on the ground.
Th�s person appeared to l�mp.

Jean Valjean shuddered w�th the cont�nual tremor of the unhappy.
For them everyth�ng �s host�le and susp�c�ous. They d�strust the day
because �t enables people to see them, and the n�ght because �t a�ds
�n surpr�s�ng them. A l�ttle wh�le before he had sh�vered because the
garden was deserted, and now he sh�vered because there was some
one there.



He fell back from ch�mer�cal terrors to real terrors. He sa�d to
h�mself that Javert and the sp�es had, perhaps, not taken the�r
departure; that they had, no doubt, left people on the watch �n the
street; that �f th�s man should d�scover h�m �n the garden, he would
cry out for help aga�nst th�eves and del�ver h�m up. He took the
sleep�ng Cosette gently �n h�s arms and carr�ed her beh�nd a heap of
old furn�ture, wh�ch was out of use, �n the most remote corner of the
shed. Cosette d�d not st�r.

From that po�nt he scrut�n�zed the appearance of the be�ng �n the
melon patch. The strange th�ng about �t was, that the sound of the
bell followed each of th�s man’s movements. When the man
approached, the sound approached; when the man retreated, the
sound retreated; �f he made any hasty gesture, a tremolo
accompan�ed the gesture; when he halted, the sound ceased. It
appeared ev�dent that the bell was attached to that man; but what
could that s�gn�fy? Who was th�s man who had a bell suspended
about h�m l�ke a ram or an ox?

As he put these quest�ons to h�mself, he touched Cosette’s hands.
They were �cy cold.

“Ah! good God!” he cr�ed.
He spoke to her �n a low vo�ce:—
“Cosette!”
She d�d not open her eyes.
He shook her v�gorously.
She d�d not wake.
“Is she dead?” he sa�d to h�mself, and sprang to h�s feet, qu�ver�ng

from head to foot.
The most fr�ghtful thoughts rushed pell-mell through h�s m�nd.

There are moments when h�deous surm�ses assa�l us l�ke a cohort of
fur�es, and v�olently force the part�t�ons of our bra�ns. When those we
love are �n quest�on, our prudence �nvents every sort of madness. He
remembered that sleep �n the open a�r on a cold n�ght may be fatal.

Cosette was pale, and had fallen at full length on the ground at h�s
feet, w�thout a movement.



He l�stened to her breath�ng: she st�ll breathed, but w�th a
resp�rat�on wh�ch seemed to h�m weak and on the po�nt of ext�nct�on.

How was he to warm her back to l�fe? How was he to rouse her?
All that was not connected w�th th�s van�shed from h�s thoughts. He
rushed w�ldly from the ru�n.

It was absolutely necessary that Cosette should be �n bed and
bes�de a f�re �n less than a quarter of an hour.



CHAPTER IX—THE MAN WITH THE
BELL

He walked stra�ght up to the man whom he saw �n the garden. He
had taken �n h�s hand the roll of s�lver wh�ch was �n the pocket of h�s
wa�stcoat.

The man’s head was bent down, and he d�d not see h�m
approach�ng. In a few str�des Jean Valjean stood bes�de h�m.

Jean Valjean accosted h�m w�th the cry:—
“One hundred francs!”
The man gave a start and ra�sed h�s eyes.
“You can earn a hundred francs,” went on Jean Valjean, “�f you w�ll

grant me shelter for th�s n�ght.”
The moon shone full upon Jean Valjean’s terr�f�ed countenance.
“What! so �t �s you, Father Madele�ne!” sa�d the man.
That name, thus pronounced, at that obscure hour, �n that

unknown spot, by that strange man, made Jean Valjean start back.
He had expected anyth�ng but that. The person who thus

addressed h�m was a bent and lame old man, dressed almost l�ke a
peasant, who wore on h�s left knee a leather knee-cap, whence hung
a moderately large bell. H�s face, wh�ch was �n the shadow, was not
d�st�ngu�shable.

However, the goodman had removed h�s cap, and excla�med,
trembl�ng all over:—

“Ah, good God! How come you here, Father Madele�ne? Where
d�d you enter? D�eu-Jésus! D�d you fall from heaven? There �s no
trouble about that: �f ever you do fall, �t w�ll be from there. And what a
state you are �n! You have no cravat; you have no hat; you have no
coat! Do you know, you would have fr�ghtened any one who d�d not



know you? No coat! Lord God! Are the sa�nts go�ng mad nowadays?
But how d�d you get �n here?”

H�s words tumbled over each other. The goodman talked w�th a
rust�c volub�l�ty, �n wh�ch there was noth�ng alarm�ng. All th�s was
uttered w�th a m�xture of stupefact�on and naïve k�ndl�ness.

“Who are you? and what house �s th�s?” demanded Jean Valjean.
“Ah! pard�eu, th�s �s too much!” excla�med the old man. “I am the

person for whom you got the place here, and th�s house �s the one
where you had me placed. What! You don’t recogn�ze me?”

“No,” sa�d Jean Valjean; “and how happens �t that you know me?”
“You saved my l�fe,” sa�d the man.
He turned. A ray of moonl�ght outl�ned h�s prof�le, and Jean

Valjean recogn�zed old Fauchelevent.
“Ah!” sa�d Jean Valjean, “so �t �s you? Yes, I recollect you.”
“That �s very lucky,” sa�d the old man, �n a reproachful tone.
“And what are you do�ng here?” resumed Jean Valjean.
“Why, I am cover�ng my melons, of course!”
In fact, at the moment when Jean Valjean accosted h�m, old

Fauchelevent held �n h�s hand the end of a straw mat wh�ch he was
occup�ed �n spread�ng over the melon bed. Dur�ng the hour or
thereabouts that he had been �n the garden he had already spread
out a number of them. It was th�s operat�on wh�ch had caused h�m to
execute the pecul�ar movements observed from the shed by Jean
Valjean.

He cont�nued:—
“I sa�d to myself, ‘The moon �s br�ght: �t �s go�ng to freeze. What �f I

were to put my melons �nto the�r greatcoats?’ And,” he added,
look�ng at Jean Valjean w�th a broad sm�le,—“pard�eu! you ought to
have done the same! But how do you come here?”

Jean Valjean, f�nd�ng h�mself known to th�s man, at least only
under the name of Madele�ne, thenceforth advanced only w�th
caut�on. He mult�pl�ed h�s quest�ons. Strange to say, the�r rôles
seemed to be reversed. It was he, the �ntruder, who �nterrogated.

“And what �s th�s bell wh�ch you wear on your knee?”



“Th�s,” repl�ed Fauchelevent, “�s so that I may be avo�ded.”
“What! so that you may be avo�ded?”
Old Fauchelevent w�nked w�th an �ndescr�bable a�r.
“Ah, goodness! there are only women �n th�s house—many young

g�rls. It appears that I should be a dangerous person to meet. The
bell g�ves them warn�ng. When I come, they go.”

“What house �s th�s?”
“Come, you know well enough.”
“But I do not.”
“Not when you got me the place here as gardener?”
“Answer me as though I knew noth�ng.”
“Well, then, th�s �s the Pet�t-P�cpus convent.”
Memor�es recurred to Jean Valjean. Chance, that �s to say,

Prov�dence, had cast h�m �nto prec�sely that convent �n the Quart�er
Sa�nt-Anto�ne where old Fauchelevent, cr�ppled by the fall from h�s
cart, had been adm�tted on h�s recommendat�on two years
prev�ously. He repeated, as though talk�ng to h�mself:—

“The Pet�t-P�cpus convent.”
“Exactly,” returned old Fauchelevent. “But to come to the po�nt,

how the deuce d�d you manage to get �n here, you, Father
Madele�ne? No matter �f you are a sa�nt; you are a man as well, and
no man enters here.”

“You certa�nly are here.”
“There �s no one but me.”
“St�ll,” sa�d Jean Valjean, “I must stay here.”
“Ah, good God!” cr�ed Fauchelevent.
Jean Valjean drew near to the old man, and sa�d to h�m �n a grave

vo�ce:—
“Father Fauchelevent, I saved your l�fe.”
“I was the f�rst to recall �t,” returned Fauchelevent.
“Well, you can do to-day for me that wh�ch I d�d for you �n the

olden days.”



Fauchelevent took �n h�s aged, trembl�ng, and wr�nkled hands
Jean Valjean’s two robust hands, and stood for several m�nutes as
though �ncapable of speak�ng. At length he excla�med:—

“Oh! that would be a bless�ng from the good God, �f I could make
you some l�ttle return for that! Save your l�fe! Mons�eur le Ma�re,
d�spose of the old man!”

A wonderful joy had transf�gured th�s old man. H�s countenance
seemed to em�t a ray of l�ght.

“What do you w�sh me to do?” he resumed.
“That I w�ll expla�n to you. You have a chamber?”
“I have an �solated hovel yonder, beh�nd the ru�ns of the old

convent, �n a corner wh�ch no one ever looks �nto. There are three
rooms �n �t.”

The hut was, �n fact, so well h�dden beh�nd the ru�ns, and so
cleverly arranged to prevent �t be�ng seen, that Jean Valjean had not
perce�ved �t.

“Good,” sa�d Jean Valjean. “Now I am go�ng to ask two th�ngs of
you.”

“What are they, Mr. Mayor?”
“In the f�rst place, you are not to tell any one what you know about

me. In the second, you are not to try to f�nd out anyth�ng more.”
“As you please. I know that you can do noth�ng that �s not honest,

that you have always been a man after the good God’s heart. And
then, moreover, you �t was who placed me here. That concerns you.
I am at your serv�ce.”

“That �s settled then. Now, come w�th me. We w�ll go and get the
ch�ld.”

“Ah!” sa�d Fauchelevent, “so there �s a ch�ld?”
He added not a word further, and followed Jean Valjean as a dog

follows h�s master.
Less than half an hour afterwards Cosette, who had grown rosy

aga�n before the flame of a good f�re, was ly�ng asleep �n the old
gardener’s bed. Jean Valjean had put on h�s cravat and coat once
more; h�s hat, wh�ch he had flung over the wall, had been found and



p�cked up. Wh�le Jean Valjean was putt�ng on h�s coat, Fauchelevent
had removed the bell and kneecap, wh�ch now hung on a na�l bes�de
a v�ntage basket that adorned the wall. The two men were warm�ng
themselves w�th the�r elbows rest�ng on a table upon wh�ch
Fauchelevent had placed a b�t of cheese, black bread, a bottle of
w�ne, and two glasses, and the old man was say�ng to Jean Valjean,
as he la�d h�s hand on the latter’s knee: “Ah! Father Madele�ne! You
d�d not recogn�ze me �mmed�ately; you save people’s l�ves, and then
you forget them! That �s bad! But they remember you! You are an
�ngrate!”



CHAPTER X—WHICH EXPLAINS HOW
JAVERT GOT ON THE SCENT

The events of wh�ch we have just beheld the reverse s�de, so to
speak, had come about �n the s�mplest poss�ble manner.

When Jean Valjean, on the even�ng of the very day when Javert
had arrested h�m bes�de Fant�ne’s death-bed, had escaped from the
town ja�l of M. sur M., the pol�ce had supposed that he had betaken
h�mself to Par�s. Par�s �s a maelstrom where everyth�ng �s lost, and
everyth�ng d�sappears �n th�s belly of the world, as �n the belly of the
sea. No forest h�des a man as does that crowd. Fug�t�ves of every
sort know th�s. They go to Par�s as to an abyss; there are gulfs wh�ch
save. The pol�ce know �t also, and �t �s �n Par�s that they seek what
they have lost elsewhere. They sought the ex-mayor of M. sur M.
Javert was summoned to Par�s to throw l�ght on the�r researches.
Javert had, �n fact, rendered powerful ass�stance �n the recapture of
Jean Valjean. Javert’s zeal and �ntell�gence on that occas�on had
been remarked by M. Chabou�llet, secretary of the Prefecture under
Comte Anglès. M. Chabou�llet, who had, moreover, already been
Javert’s patron, had the �nspector of M. sur M. attached to the pol�ce
force of Par�s. There Javert rendered h�mself useful �n d�vers and,
though the word may seem strange for such serv�ces, honorable
manners.

He no longer thought of Jean Valjean,—the wolf of to-day causes
these dogs who are always on the chase to forget the wolf of
yesterday,—when, �n December, 1823, he read a newspaper, he
who never read newspapers; but Javert, a monarch�cal man, had a
des�re to know the part�culars of the tr�umphal entry of the “Pr�nce
General�ss�mo” �nto Bayonne. Just as he was f�n�sh�ng the art�cle,
wh�ch �nterested h�m; a name, the name of Jean Valjean, attracted
h�s attent�on at the bottom of a page. The paper announced that the



conv�ct Jean Valjean was dead, and publ�shed the fact �n such formal
terms that Javert d�d not doubt �t. He conf�ned h�mself to the remark,
“That’s a good entry.” Then he threw as�de the paper, and thought no
more about �t.

Some t�me afterwards, �t chanced that a pol�ce report was
transm�tted from the prefecture of the Se�ne-et-O�se to the prefecture
of pol�ce �n Par�s, concern�ng the abduct�on of a ch�ld, wh�ch had
taken place, under pecul�ar c�rcumstances, as �t was sa�d, �n the
commune of Montferme�l. A l�ttle g�rl of seven or e�ght years of age,
the report sa�d, who had been �ntrusted by her mother to an �nn-
keeper of that ne�ghborhood, had been stolen by a stranger; th�s
ch�ld answered to the name of Cosette, and was the daughter of a
g�rl named Fant�ne, who had d�ed �n the hosp�tal, �t was not known
where or when.

Th�s report came under Javert’s eye and set h�m to th�nk�ng.
The name of Fant�ne was well known to h�m. He remembered that

Jean Valjean had made h�m, Javert, burst �nto laughter, by ask�ng
h�m for a resp�te of three days, for the purpose of go�ng to fetch that
creature’s ch�ld. He recalled the fact that Jean Valjean had been
arrested �n Par�s at the very moment when he was stepp�ng �nto the
coach for Montferme�l. Some s�gns had made h�m suspect at the
t�me that th�s was the second occas�on of h�s enter�ng that coach,
and that he had already, on the prev�ous day, made an excurs�on to
the ne�ghborhood of that v�llage, for he had not been seen �n the
v�llage �tself. What had he been �ntend�ng to do �n that reg�on of
Montferme�l? It could not even be surm�sed. Javert understood �t
now. Fant�ne’s daughter was there. Jean Valjean was go�ng there �n
search of her. And now th�s ch�ld had been stolen by a stranger! Who
could that stranger be? Could �t be Jean Valjean? But Jean Valjean
was dead. Javert, w�thout say�ng anyth�ng to anybody, took the
coach from the Pewter Platter, Cul-de-Sac de la Planchette, and
made a tr�p to Montferme�l.

He expected to f�nd a great deal of l�ght on the subject there; he
found a great deal of obscur�ty.

For the f�rst few days the Thénard�ers had chattered �n the�r rage.
The d�sappearance of the Lark had created a sensat�on �n the



v�llage. He �mmed�ately obta�ned numerous vers�ons of the story,
wh�ch ended �n the abduct�on of a ch�ld. Hence the pol�ce report. But
the�r f�rst vexat�on hav�ng passed off, Thénard�er, w�th h�s wonderful
�nst�nct, had very qu�ckly comprehended that �t �s never adv�sable to
st�r up the prosecutor of the Crown, and that h�s compla�nts w�th
regard to the abduct�on of Cosette would have as the�r f�rst result to
f�x upon h�mself, and upon many dark affa�rs wh�ch he had on hand,
the gl�tter�ng eye of just�ce. The last th�ng that owls des�re �s to have
a candle brought to them. And �n the f�rst place, how expla�n the
f�fteen hundred francs wh�ch he had rece�ved? He turned squarely
round, put a gag on h�s w�fe’s mouth, and fe�gned aston�shment
when the stolen ch�ld was ment�oned to h�m. He understood noth�ng
about �t; no doubt he had grumbled for awh�le at hav�ng that dear
l�ttle creature “taken from h�m” so hast�ly; he should have l�ked to
keep her two or three days longer, out of tenderness; but her
“grandfather” had come for her �n the most natural way �n the world.
He added the “grandfather,” wh�ch produced a good effect. Th�s was
the story that Javert h�t upon when he arr�ved at Montferme�l. The
grandfather caused Jean Valjean to van�sh.

Nevertheless, Javert dropped a few quest�ons, l�ke plummets, �nto
Thénard�er’s h�story. “Who was that grandfather? and what was h�s
name?” Thénard�er repl�ed w�th s�mpl�c�ty: “He �s a wealthy farmer. I
saw h�s passport. I th�nk h�s name was M. Gu�llaume Lambert.”

Lambert �s a respectable and extremely reassur�ng name.
Thereupon Javert returned to Par�s.

“Jean Valjean �s certa�nly dead,” sa�d he, “and I am a n�nny.”
He had aga�n begun to forget th�s h�story, when, �n the course of

March, 1824, he heard of a s�ngular personage who dwelt �n the
par�sh of Sa�nt-Médard and who had been surnamed “the mend�cant
who g�ves alms.” Th�s person, the story ran, was a man of means,
whose name no one knew exactly, and who l�ved alone w�th a l�ttle
g�rl of e�ght years, who knew noth�ng about herself, save that she
had come from Montferme�l. Montferme�l! that name was always
com�ng up, and �t made Javert pr�ck up h�s ears. An old beggar
pol�ce spy, an ex-beadle, to whom th�s person had g�ven alms,
added a few more deta�ls. Th�s gentleman of property was very shy,



—never com�ng out except �n the even�ng, speak�ng to no one,
except, occas�onally to the poor, and never allow�ng any one to
approach h�m. He wore a horr�ble old yellow frock-coat, wh�ch was
worth many m�ll�ons, be�ng all wadded w�th bank-b�lls. Th�s p�qued
Javert’s cur�os�ty �n a dec�ded manner. In order to get a close look at
th�s fantast�c gentleman w�thout alarm�ng h�m, he borrowed the
beadle’s outf�t for a day, and the place where the old spy was �n the
hab�t of crouch�ng every even�ng, wh�n�ng or�sons through h�s nose,
and play�ng the spy under cover of prayer.

“The suspected �nd�v�dual” d�d �ndeed approach Javert thus
d�sgu�sed, and bestow alms on h�m. At that moment Javert ra�sed h�s
head, and the shock wh�ch Jean Valjean rece�ved on recogn�z�ng
Javert was equal to the one rece�ved by Javert when he thought he
recogn�zed Jean Valjean.

However, the darkness m�ght have m�sled h�m; Jean Valjean’s
death was off�c�al; Javert cher�shed very grave doubts; and when �n
doubt, Javert, the man of scruples, never la�d a f�nger on any one’s
collar.

He followed h�s man to the Gorbeau house, and got “the old
woman” to talk�ng, wh�ch was no d�ff�cult matter. The old woman
conf�rmed the fact regard�ng the coat l�ned w�th m�ll�ons, and
narrated to h�m the ep�sode of the thousand-franc b�ll. She had seen
�t! She had handled �t! Javert h�red a room; that even�ng he �nstalled
h�mself �n �t. He came and l�stened at the myster�ous lodger’s door,
hop�ng to catch the sound of h�s vo�ce, but Jean Valjean saw h�s
candle through the key-hole, and fo�led the spy by keep�ng s�lent.

On the follow�ng day Jean Valjean decamped; but the no�se made
by the fall of the f�ve-franc p�ece was not�ced by the old woman, who,
hear�ng the rattl�ng of co�n, suspected that he m�ght be �ntend�ng to
leave, and made haste to warn Javert. At n�ght, when Jean Valjean
came out, Javert was wa�t�ng for h�m beh�nd the trees of the
boulevard w�th two men.

Javert had demanded ass�stance at the Prefecture, but he had not
ment�oned the name of the �nd�v�dual whom he hoped to se�ze; that
was h�s secret, and he had kept �t for three reasons: �n the f�rst place,
because the sl�ghtest �nd�scret�on m�ght put Jean Valjean on the



alert; next, because, to lay hands on an ex-conv�ct who had made
h�s escape and was reputed dead, on a cr�m�nal whom just�ce had
formerly classed forever as among malefactors of the most
dangerous sort, was a magn�f�cent success wh�ch the old members
of the Par�s�an pol�ce would assuredly not leave to a newcomer l�ke
Javert, and he was afra�d of be�ng depr�ved of h�s conv�ct; and lastly,
because Javert, be�ng an art�st, had a taste for the unforeseen. He
hated those well-heralded successes wh�ch are talked of long �n
advance and have had the bloom brushed off. He preferred to
elaborate h�s masterp�eces �n the dark and to unve�l them suddenly
at the last.

Javert had followed Jean Valjean from tree to tree, then from
corner to corner of the street, and had not lost s�ght of h�m for a
s�ngle �nstant; even at the moments when Jean Valjean bel�eved
h�mself to be the most secure Javert’s eye had been on h�m. Why
had not Javert arrested Jean Valjean? Because he was st�ll �n doubt.

It must be remembered that at that epoch the pol�ce was not
prec�sely at �ts ease; the free press embarrassed �t; several arb�trary
arrests denounced by the newspapers, had echoed even as far as
the Chambers, and had rendered the Prefecture t�m�d. Interference
w�th �nd�v�dual l�berty was a grave matter. The pol�ce agents were
afra�d of mak�ng a m�stake; the prefect la�d the blame on them; a
m�stake meant d�sm�ssal. The reader can �mag�ne the effect wh�ch
th�s br�ef paragraph, reproduced by twenty newspapers, would have
caused �n Par�s: “Yesterday, an aged grandfather, w�th wh�te ha�r, a
respectable and well-to-do gentleman, who was walk�ng w�th h�s
grandch�ld, aged e�ght, was arrested and conducted to the agency of
the Prefecture as an escaped conv�ct!”

Let us repeat �n add�t�on that Javert had scruples of h�s own;
�njunct�ons of h�s consc�ence were added to the �njunct�ons of the
prefect. He was really �n doubt.

Jean Valjean turned h�s back on h�m and walked �n the dark.
Sadness, uneas�ness, anx�ety, depress�on, th�s fresh m�sfortune of

be�ng forced to flee by n�ght, to seek a chance refuge �n Par�s for
Cosette and h�mself, the necess�ty of regulat�ng h�s pace to the pace
of the ch�ld—all th�s, w�thout h�s be�ng aware of �t, had altered Jean



Valjean’s walk, and �mpressed on h�s bear�ng such sen�l�ty, that the
pol�ce themselves, �ncarnate �n the person of Javert, m�ght, and d�d
�n fact, make a m�stake. The �mposs�b�l�ty of approach�ng too close,
h�s costume of an ém�gré preceptor, the declarat�on of Thénard�er
wh�ch made a grandfather of h�m, and, f�nally, the bel�ef �n h�s death
�n pr�son, added st�ll further to the uncerta�nty wh�ch gathered th�ck �n
Javert’s m�nd.

For an �nstant �t occurred to h�m to make an abrupt demand for h�s
papers; but �f the man was not Jean Valjean, and �f th�s man was not
a good, honest old fellow l�v�ng on h�s �ncome, he was probably
some merry blade deeply and cunn�ngly �mpl�cated �n the obscure
web of Par�s�an m�sdeeds, some ch�ef of a dangerous band, who
gave alms to conceal h�s other talents, wh�ch was an old dodge. He
had trusty fellows, accompl�ces’ retreats �n case of emergenc�es, �n
wh�ch he would, no doubt, take refuge. All these turns wh�ch he was
mak�ng through the streets seemed to �nd�cate that he was not a
s�mple and honest man. To arrest h�m too hast�ly would be “to k�ll the
hen that la�d the golden eggs.” Where was the �nconven�ence �n
wa�t�ng? Javert was very sure that he would not escape.

Thus he proceeded �n a tolerably perplexed state of m�nd, putt�ng
to h�mself a hundred quest�ons about th�s en�gmat�cal personage.

It was only qu�te late �n the Rue de Ponto�se, that, thanks to the
br�ll�ant l�ght thrown from a dram-shop, he dec�dedly recogn�zed Jean
Valjean.

There are �n th�s world two be�ngs who g�ve a profound start,—the
mother who recovers her ch�ld and the t�ger who recovers h�s prey.
Javert gave that profound start.

As soon as he had pos�t�vely recogn�zed Jean Valjean, the
form�dable conv�ct, he perce�ved that there were only three of them,
and he asked for re�nforcements at the pol�ce stat�on of the Rue de
Ponto�se. One puts on gloves before grasp�ng a thorn cudgel.

Th�s delay and the halt at the Carrefour Roll�n to consult w�th h�s
agents came near caus�ng h�m to lose the tra�l. He speed�ly d�v�ned,
however, that Jean Valjean would want to put the r�ver between h�s
pursuers and h�mself. He bent h�s head and reflected l�ke a blood-
hound who puts h�s nose to the ground to make sure that he �s on



the r�ght scent. Javert, w�th h�s powerful rect�tude of �nst�nct, went
stra�ght to the br�dge of Austerl�tz. A word w�th the toll-keeper
furn�shed h�m w�th the �nformat�on wh�ch he requ�red: “Have you
seen a man w�th a l�ttle g�rl?” “I made h�m pay two sous,” repl�ed the
toll-keeper. Javert reached the br�dge �n season to see Jean Valjean
traverse the small �llum�nated spot on the other s�de of the water,
lead�ng Cosette by the hand. He saw h�m enter the Rue du Chem�n-
Vert-Sa�nt-Anto�ne; he remembered the Cul-de-Sac Genrot arranged
there l�ke a trap, and of the sole ex�t of the Rue Dro�t-Mur �nto the
Rue Pet�t-P�cpus. He made sure of h�s back burrows, as huntsmen
say; he hast�ly despatched one of h�s agents, by a roundabout way,
to guard that �ssue. A patrol wh�ch was return�ng to the Arsenal post
hav�ng passed h�m, he made a requ�s�t�on on �t, and caused �t to
accompany h�m. In such games sold�ers are aces. Moreover, the
pr�nc�ple �s, that �n order to get the best of a w�ld boar, one must
employ the sc�ence of venery and plenty of dogs. These
comb�nat�ons hav�ng been effected, feel�ng that Jean Valjean was
caught between the bl�nd alley Genrot on the r�ght, h�s agent on the
left, and h�mself, Javert, �n the rear, he took a p�nch of snuff.

Then he began the game. He exper�enced one ecstat�c and
�nfernal moment; he allowed h�s man to go on ahead, know�ng that
he had h�m safe, but des�rous of postpon�ng the moment of arrest as
long as poss�ble, happy at the thought that he was taken and yet at
see�ng h�m free, gloat�ng over h�m w�th h�s gaze, w�th that
voluptuousness of the sp�der wh�ch allows the fly to flutter, and of the
cat wh�ch lets the mouse run. Claws and talons possess a
monstrous sensual�ty,—the obscure movements of the creature
�mpr�soned �n the�r p�ncers. What a del�ght th�s strangl�ng �s!

Javert was enjoy�ng h�mself. The meshes of h�s net were stoutly
knotted. He was sure of success; all he had to do now was to close
h�s hand.

Accompan�ed as he was, the very �dea of res�stance was
�mposs�ble, however v�gorous, energet�c, and desperate Jean
Valjean m�ght be.

Enlarge
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Javert advanced slowly, sound�ng, search�ng on h�s way all the
nooks of the street l�ke so many pockets of th�eves.

When he reached the centre of the web he found the fly no longer
there.

H�s exasperat�on can be �mag�ned.
He �nterrogated h�s sent�nel of the Rues Dro�t-Mur and Pet�t-

P�cpus; that agent, who had rema�ned �mperturbably at h�s post, had
not seen the man pass.

It somet�mes happens that a stag �s lost head and horns; that �s to
say, he escapes although he has the pack on h�s very heels, and
then the oldest huntsmen know not what to say. Duv�v�er, L�gn�v�lle,
and Desprez halt short. In a d�scomf�ture of th�s sort, Artonge
excla�ms, “It was not a stag, but a sorcerer.” Javert would have l�ked
to utter the same cry.

H�s d�sappo�ntment bordered for a moment on despa�r and rage.
It �s certa�n that Napoleon made m�stakes dur�ng the war w�th

Russ�a, that Alexander comm�tted blunders �n the war �n Ind�a, that
Cæsar made m�stakes �n the war �n Afr�ca, that Cyrus was at fault �n
the war �n Scyth�a, and that Javert blundered �n th�s campa�gn
aga�nst Jean Valjean. He was wrong, perhaps, �n hes�tat�ng �n h�s
recogn�t�on of the exconv�ct. The f�rst glance should have suff�ced
h�m. He was wrong �n not arrest�ng h�m purely and s�mply �n the old
bu�ld�ng; he was wrong �n not arrest�ng h�m when he pos�t�vely
recogn�zed h�m �n the Rue de Ponto�se. He was wrong �n tak�ng
counsel w�th h�s aux�l�ar�es �n the full l�ght of the moon �n the
Carrefour Roll�n. Adv�ce �s certa�nly useful; �t �s a good th�ng to know
and to �nterrogate those of the dogs who deserve conf�dence; but the
hunter cannot be too caut�ous when he �s chas�ng uneasy an�mals
l�ke the wolf and the conv�ct. Javert, by tak�ng too much thought as to
how he should set the bloodhounds of the pack on the tra�l, alarmed
the beast by g�v�ng h�m w�nd of the dart, and so made h�m run.
Above all, he was wrong �n that after he had p�cked up the scent
aga�n on the br�dge of Austerl�tz, he played that form�dable and
puer�le game of keep�ng such a man at the end of a thread. He
thought h�mself stronger than he was, and bel�eved that he could
play at the game of the mouse and the l�on. At the same t�me, he



reckoned h�mself as too weak, when he judged �t necessary to obta�n
re�nforcement. Fatal precaut�on, waste of prec�ous t�me! Javert
comm�tted all these blunders, and nonetheless was one of the
cleverest and most correct sp�es that ever ex�sted. He was, �n the full
force of the term, what �s called �n venery a know�ng dog. But what �s
there that �s perfect?

Great strateg�sts have the�r ecl�pses.
The greatest foll�es are often composed, l�ke the largest ropes, of

a mult�tude of strands. Take the cable thread by thread, take all the
petty determ�n�ng mot�ves separately, and you can break them one
after the other, and you say, “That �s all there �s of �t!” Bra�d them,
tw�st them together; the result �s enormous: �t �s Att�la hes�tat�ng
between Marc�an on the east and Valent�n�an on the west; �t �s
Hann�bal tarry�ng at Capua; �t �s Danton fall�ng asleep at Arc�s-sur-
Aube.

However that may be, even at the moment when he saw that Jean
Valjean had escaped h�m, Javert d�d not lose h�s head. Sure that the
conv�ct who had broken h�s ban could not be far off, he establ�shed
sent�nels, he organ�zed traps and ambuscades, and beat the quarter
all that n�ght. The f�rst th�ng he saw was the d�sorder �n the street
lantern whose rope had been cut. A prec�ous s�gn wh�ch, however,
led h�m astray, s�nce �t caused h�m to turn all h�s researches �n the
d�rect�on of the Cul-de-Sac Genrot. In th�s bl�nd alley there were
tolerably low walls wh�ch abutted on gardens whose bounds
adjo�ned the �mmense stretches of waste land. Jean Valjean
ev�dently must have fled �n that d�rect�on. The fact �s, that had he
penetrated a l�ttle further �n the Cul-de-Sac Genrot, he would
probably have done so and have been lost. Javert explored these
gardens and these waste stretches as though he had been hunt�ng
for a needle.

At daybreak he left two �ntell�gent men on the outlook, and
returned to the Prefecture of Pol�ce, as much ashamed as a pol�ce
spy who had been captured by a robber m�ght have been.



BOOK SIXTH—LE PETIT-PICPUS



CHAPTER I—NUMBER 62 RUE PETIT-
PICPUS

Noth�ng, half a century ago, more resembled every other carr�age
gate than the carr�age gate of Number 62 Rue Pet�t-P�cpus. Th�s
entrance, wh�ch usually stood ajar �n the most �nv�t�ng fash�on,
perm�tted a v�ew of two th�ngs, ne�ther of wh�ch have anyth�ng very
funereal about them,—a courtyard surrounded by walls hung w�th
v�nes, and the face of a loung�ng porter. Above the wall, at the
bottom of the court, tall trees were v�s�ble. When a ray of sunl�ght
enl�vened the courtyard, when a glass of w�ne cheered up the porter,
�t was d�ff�cult to pass Number 62 L�ttle P�cpus Street w�thout
carry�ng away a sm�l�ng �mpress�on of �t. Nevertheless, �t was a
sombre place of wh�ch one had had a gl�mpse.

The threshold sm�led; the house prayed and wept.
If one succeeded �n pass�ng the porter, wh�ch was not easy,—

wh�ch was even nearly �mposs�ble for every one, for there was an
open sesame! wh�ch �t was necessary to know,—�f, the porter once
passed, one entered a l�ttle vest�bule on the r�ght, on wh�ch opened a
sta�rcase shut �n between two walls and so narrow that only one
person could ascend �t at a t�me, �f one d�d not allow one’s self to be
alarmed by a daub�ng of canary yellow, w�th a dado of chocolate
wh�ch clothed th�s sta�rcase, �f one ventured to ascend �t, one
crossed a f�rst land�ng, then a second, and arr�ved on the f�rst story
at a corr�dor where the yellow wash and the chocolate-hued pl�nth
pursued one w�th a peaceable pers�stency. Sta�rcase and corr�dor
were l�ghted by two beaut�ful w�ndows. The corr�dor took a turn and
became dark. If one doubled th�s cape, one arr�ved a few paces
further on, �n front of a door wh�ch was all the more myster�ous
because �t was not fastened. If one opened �t, one found one’s self �n
a l�ttle chamber about s�x feet square, t�led, well-scrubbed, clean,



cold, and hung w�th nank�n paper w�th green flowers, at f�fteen sous
the roll. A wh�te, dull l�ght fell from a large w�ndow, w�th t�ny panes,
on the left, wh�ch usurped the whole w�dth of the room. One gazed
about, but saw no one; one l�stened, one heard ne�ther a footstep
nor a human murmur. The walls were bare, the chamber was not
furn�shed; there was not even a cha�r.

One looked aga�n, and beheld on the wall fac�ng the door a
quadrangular hole, about a foot square, w�th a grat�ng of �nterlac�ng
�ron bars, black, knotted, sol�d, wh�ch formed squares—I had almost
sa�d meshes—of less than an �nch and a half �n d�agonal length. The
l�ttle green flowers of the nank�n paper ran �n a calm and orderly
manner to those �ron bars, w�thout be�ng startled or thrown �nto
confus�on by the�r funereal contact. Suppos�ng that a l�v�ng be�ng had
been so wonderfully th�n as to essay an entrance or an ex�t through
the square hole, th�s grat�ng would have prevented �t. It d�d not allow
the passage of the body, but �t d�d allow the passage of the eyes;
that �s to say, of the m�nd. Th�s seems to have occurred to them, for
�t had been re-enforced by a sheet of t�n �nserted �n the wall a l�ttle �n
the rear, and p�erced w�th a thousand holes more m�croscop�c than
the holes of a stra�ner. At the bottom of th�s plate, an aperture had
been p�erced exactly s�m�lar to the or�f�ce of a letter box. A b�t of tape
attached to a bell-w�re hung at the r�ght of the grated open�ng.

If the tape was pulled, a bell rang, and one heard a vo�ce very
near at hand, wh�ch made one start.

“Who �s there?” the vo�ce demanded.
It was a woman’s vo�ce, a gentle vo�ce, so gentle that �t was

mournful.
Here, aga�n, there was a mag�cal word wh�ch �t was necessary to

know. If one d�d not know �t, the vo�ce ceased, the wall became s�lent
once more, as though the terr�f�ed obscur�ty of the sepulchre had
been on the other s�de of �t.

If one knew the password, the vo�ce resumed, “Enter on the r�ght.”
One then perce�ved on the r�ght, fac�ng the w�ndow, a glass door

surmounted by a frame glazed and pa�nted gray. On ra�s�ng the latch
and cross�ng the threshold, one exper�enced prec�sely the same
�mpress�on as when one enters at the theatre �nto a grated ba�gno�re,



before the grat�ng �s lowered and the chandel�er �s l�ghted. One was,
�n fact, �n a sort of theatre-box, narrow, furn�shed w�th two old cha�rs,
and a much-frayed straw matt�ng, sparely �llum�nated by the vague
l�ght from the glass door; a regular box, w�th �ts front just of a he�ght
to lean upon, bear�ng a tablet of black wood. Th�s box was grated,
only the grat�ng of �t was not of g�lded wood, as at the opera; �t was a
monstrous latt�ce of �ron bars, h�deously �nterlaced and r�veted to the
wall by enormous fasten�ngs wh�ch resembled clenched f�sts.

The f�rst m�nutes passed; when one’s eyes began to grow used to
th�s cellar-l�ke half-tw�l�ght, one tr�ed to pass the grat�ng, but got no
further than s�x �nches beyond �t. There he encountered a barr�er of
black shutters, re-enforced and fort�f�ed w�th transverse beams of
wood pa�nted a g�ngerbread yellow. These shutters were d�v�ded �nto
long, narrow slats, and they masked the ent�re length of the grat�ng.
They were always closed. At the exp�rat�on of a few moments one
heard a vo�ce proceed�ng from beh�nd these shutters, and say�ng:—

“I am here. What do you w�sh w�th me?”
It was a beloved, somet�mes an adored, vo�ce. No one was v�s�ble.

Hardly the sound of a breath was aud�ble. It seemed as though �t
were a sp�r�t wh�ch had been evoked, that was speak�ng to you
across the walls of the tomb.

If one chanced to be w�th�n certa�n prescr�bed and very rare
cond�t�ons, the slat of one of the shutters opened oppos�te you; the
evoked sp�r�t became an appar�t�on. Beh�nd the grat�ng, beh�nd the
shutter, one perce�ved so far as the grat�ng perm�tted s�ght, a head,
of wh�ch only the mouth and the ch�n were v�s�ble; the rest was
covered w�th a black ve�l. One caught a gl�mpse of a black gu�mpe,
and a form that was barely def�ned, covered w�th a black shroud.
That head spoke w�th you, but d�d not look at you and never sm�led
at you.

The l�ght wh�ch came from beh�nd you was adjusted �n such a
manner that you saw her �n the wh�te, and she saw you �n the black.
Th�s l�ght was symbol�cal.

Nevertheless, your eyes plunged eagerly through that open�ng
wh�ch was made �n that place shut off from all glances. A profound
vagueness enveloped that form clad �n mourn�ng. Your eyes



searched that vagueness, and sought to make out the surround�ngs
of the appar�t�on. At the exp�rat�on of a very short t�me you
d�scovered that you could see noth�ng. What you beheld was n�ght,
empt�ness, shadows, a w�ntry m�st m�ngled w�th a vapor from the
tomb, a sort of terr�ble peace, a s�lence from wh�ch you could gather
noth�ng, not even s�ghs, a gloom �n wh�ch you could d�st�ngu�sh
noth�ng, not even phantoms.

What you beheld was the �nter�or of a clo�ster.
It was the �nter�or of that severe and gloomy ed�f�ce wh�ch was

called the Convent of the Bernard�nes of the Perpetual Adorat�on.
The box �n wh�ch you stood was the parlor. The f�rst vo�ce wh�ch had
addressed you was that of the portress who always sat mot�onless
and s�lent, on the other s�de of the wall, near the square open�ng,
screened by the �ron grat�ng and the plate w�th �ts thousand holes, as
by a double v�sor. The obscur�ty wh�ch bathed the grated box arose
from the fact that the parlor, wh�ch had a w�ndow on the s�de of the
world, had none on the s�de of the convent. Profane eyes must see
noth�ng of that sacred place.

Nevertheless, there was someth�ng beyond that shadow; there
was a l�ght; there was l�fe �n the m�dst of that death. Although th�s
was the most str�ctly walled of all convents, we shall endeavor to
make our way �nto �t, and to take the reader �n, and to say, w�thout
transgress�ng the proper bounds, th�ngs wh�ch story-tellers have
never seen, and have, therefore, never descr�bed.



CHAPTER II—THE OBEDIENCE OF
MARTIN VERGA

Th�s convent, wh�ch �n 1824 had already ex�sted for many a long
year �n the Rue Pet�t-P�cpus, was a commun�ty of Bernard�nes of the
obed�ence of Mart�n Verga.

These Bernard�nes were attached, �n consequence, not to
Cla�rvaux, l�ke the Bernard�ne monks, but to Cîteaux, l�ke the
Bened�ct�ne monks. In other words, they were the subjects, not of
Sa�nt Bernard, but of Sa�nt Benoît.

Any one who has turned over old fol�os to any extent knows that
Mart�n Verga founded �n 1425 a congregat�on of Bernard�nes-
Bened�ct�nes, w�th Salamanca for the head of the order, and Alcala
as the branch establ�shment.

Th�s congregat�on had sent out branches throughout all the
Cathol�c countr�es of Europe.

There �s noth�ng unusual �n the Lat�n Church �n these grafts of one
order on another. To ment�on only a s�ngle order of Sa�nt-Benoît,
wh�ch �s here �n quest�on: there are attached to th�s order, w�thout
count�ng the obed�ence of Mart�n Verga, four congregat�ons,—two �n
Italy, Mont-Cass�n and Sa�nte-Just�ne of Padua; two �n France, Cluny
and Sa�nt-Maur; and n�ne orders,—Vallombrosa, Granmont, the
Célest�ns, the Camaldules, the Carthus�ans, the Hum�l�és, the
Ol�vateurs, the S�lvestr�ns, and lastly, Cîteaux; for Cîteaux �tself, a
trunk for other orders, �s only an offshoot of Sa�nt-Benoît. Cîteaux
dates from Sa�nt Robert, Abbé de Molesme, �n the d�ocese of
Langres, �n 1098. Now �t was �n 529 that the dev�l, hav�ng ret�red to
the desert of Sub�aco—he was old—had he turned herm�t?—was
chased from the anc�ent temple of Apollo, where he dwelt, by Sa�nt-
Benoît, then aged seventeen.



After the rule of the Carmel�tes, who go barefoot, wear a b�t of
w�llow on the�r throats, and never s�t down, the harshest rule �s that
of the Bernard�nes-Bened�ct�nes of Mart�n Verga. They are clothed �n
black, w�th a gu�mpe, wh�ch, �n accordance w�th the express
command of Sa�nt-Benoît, mounts to the ch�n. A robe of serge w�th
large sleeves, a large woollen ve�l, the gu�mpe wh�ch mounts to the
ch�n cut square on the breast, the band wh�ch descends over the�r
brow to the�r eyes,—th�s �s the�r dress. All �s black except the band,
wh�ch �s wh�te. The nov�ces wear the same hab�t, but all �n wh�te.
The professed nuns also wear a rosary at the�r s�de.

The Bernard�nes-Bened�ct�nes of Mart�n Verga pract�se the
Perpetual Adorat�on, l�ke the Bened�ct�nes called Lad�es of the Holy
Sacrament, who, at the beg�nn�ng of th�s century, had two houses �n
Par�s,—one at the Temple, the other �n the Rue Neuve-Sa�nte-
Genev�ève. However, the Bernard�nes-Bened�ct�nes of the Pet�t-
P�cpus, of whom we are speak�ng, were a totally d�fferent order from
the Lad�es of the Holy Sacrament, clo�stered �n the Rue Neuve-
Sa�nte-Genev�ève and at the Temple. There were numerous
d�fferences �n the�r rule; there were some �n the�r costume. The
Bernard�nes-Bened�ct�nes of the Pet�t-P�cpus wore the black gu�mpe,
and the Bened�ct�nes of the Holy Sacrament and of the Rue Neuve-
Sa�nte-Genev�ève wore a wh�te one, and had, bes�des, on the�r
breasts, a Holy Sacrament about three �nches long, �n s�lver g�lt or
g�lded copper. The nuns of the Pet�t-P�cpus d�d not wear th�s Holy
Sacrament. The Perpetual Adorat�on, wh�ch was common to the
house of the Pet�t-P�cpus and to the house of the Temple, leaves
those two orders perfectly d�st�nct. The�r only resemblance l�es �n th�s
pract�ce of the Lad�es of the Holy Sacrament and the Bernard�nes of
Mart�n Verga, just as there ex�sted a s�m�lar�ty �n the study and the
glor�f�cat�on of all the myster�es relat�ng to the �nfancy, the l�fe, and
death of Jesus Chr�st and the V�rg�n, between the two orders, wh�ch
were, nevertheless, w�dely separated, and on occas�on even host�le.
The Oratory of Italy, establ�shed at Florence by Ph�l�p de Ner�, and
the Oratory of France, establ�shed by P�erre de Bérulle. The Oratory
of France cla�med the precedence, s�nce Ph�l�p de Ner� was only a
sa�nt, wh�le Bérulle was a card�nal.

Let us return to the harsh Span�sh rule of Mart�n Verga.



The Bernard�nes-Bened�ct�nes of th�s obed�ence fast all the year
round, absta�n from meat, fast �n Lent and on many other days wh�ch
are pecul�ar to them, r�se from the�r f�rst sleep, from one to three
o’clock �n the morn�ng, to read the�r brev�ary and chant mat�ns, sleep
�n all seasons between serge sheets and on straw, make no use of
the bath, never l�ght a f�re, scourge themselves every Fr�day,
observe the rule of s�lence, speak to each other only dur�ng the
recreat�on hours, wh�ch are very br�ef, and wear drugget chem�ses
for s�x months �n the year, from September 14th, wh�ch �s the
Exaltat�on of the Holy Cross, unt�l Easter. These s�x months are a
mod�f�cat�on: the rule says all the year, but th�s drugget chem�se,
�ntolerable �n the heat of summer, produced fevers and nervous
spasms. The use of �t had to be restr�cted. Even w�th th�s pall�at�on,
when the nuns put on th�s chem�se on the 14th of September, they
suffer from fever for three or four days. Obed�ence, poverty, chast�ty,
perseverance �n the�r seclus�on,—these are the�r vows, wh�ch the
rule greatly aggravates.

The pr�oress �s elected for three years by the mothers, who are
called mères vocales because they have a vo�ce �n the chapter. A
pr�oress can only be re-elected tw�ce, wh�ch f�xes the longest
poss�ble re�gn of a pr�oress at n�ne years.

They never see the off�c�at�ng pr�est, who �s always h�dden from
them by a serge curta�n n�ne feet �n he�ght. Dur�ng the sermon, when
the preacher �s �n the chapel, they drop the�r ve�ls over the�r faces.
They must always speak low, walk w�th the�r eyes on the ground and
the�r heads bowed. One man only �s allowed to enter the convent,—
the archb�shop of the d�ocese.

There �s really one other,—the gardener. But he �s always an old
man, and, �n order that he may always be alone �n the garden, and
that the nuns may be warned to avo�d h�m, a bell �s attached to h�s
knee.

The�r subm�ss�on to the pr�oress �s absolute and pass�ve. It �s the
canon�cal subject�on �n the full force of �ts abnegat�on. As at the vo�ce
of Chr�st, ut voc� Chr�st�, at a gesture, at the f�rst s�gn, ad nutum, ad
pr�mum s�gnum, �mmed�ately, w�th cheerfulness, w�th perseverance,
w�th a certa�n bl�nd obed�ence, prompte, h�lar�ter, perseveranter et



cæca quadam obed�ent�a, as the f�le �n the hand of the workman,
quas� l�mam �n man�bus fabr�, w�thout power to read or to wr�te
w�thout express perm�ss�on, legere vel scr�bere non add�scer�t s�ne
expressa super�or�s l�cent�a.

Each one of them �n turn makes what they call reparat�on. The
reparat�on �s the prayer for all the s�ns, for all the faults, for all the
d�ssens�ons, for all the v�olat�ons, for all the �n�qu�t�es, for all the
cr�mes comm�tted on earth. For the space of twelve consecut�ve
hours, from four o’clock �n the afternoon t�ll four o’clock �n the
morn�ng, or from four o’clock �n the morn�ng unt�l four o’clock �n the
afternoon, the s�ster who �s mak�ng reparat�on rema�ns on her knees
on the stone before the Holy Sacrament, w�th hands clasped, a rope
around her neck. When her fat�gue becomes unendurable, she
prostrates herself flat on her face aga�nst the earth, w�th her arms
outstretched �n the form of a cross; th�s �s her only rel�ef. In th�s
att�tude she prays for all the gu�lty �n the un�verse. Th�s �s great to
subl�m�ty.

As th�s act �s performed �n front of a post on wh�ch burns a candle,
�t �s called w�thout d�st�nct�on, to make reparat�on or to be at the post.
The nuns even prefer, out of hum�l�ty, th�s last express�on, wh�ch
conta�ns an �dea of torture and abasement.

To make reparat�on �s a funct�on �n wh�ch the whole soul �s
absorbed. The s�ster at the post would not turn round were a
thunderbolt to fall d�rectly beh�nd her.

Bes�des th�s, there �s always a s�ster kneel�ng before the Holy
Sacrament. Th�s stat�on lasts an hour. They rel�eve each other l�ke
sold�ers on guard. Th�s �s the Perpetual Adorat�on.

The pr�oresses and the mothers almost always bear names
stamped w�th pecul�ar solemn�ty, recall�ng, not the sa�nts and
martyrs, but moments �n the l�fe of Jesus Chr�st: as Mother Nat�v�ty,
Mother Concept�on, Mother Presentat�on, Mother Pass�on. But the
names of sa�nts are not �nterd�cted.

When one sees them, one never sees anyth�ng but the�r mouths.
All the�r teeth are yellow. No tooth-brush ever entered that

convent. Brush�ng one’s teeth �s at the top of a ladder at whose
bottom �s the loss of one’s soul.



They never say my. They possess noth�ng of the�r own, and they
must not attach themselves to anyth�ng. They call everyth�ng our;
thus: our ve�l, our chaplet; �f they were speak�ng of the�r chem�se,
they would say our chem�se. Somet�mes they grow attached to some
petty object,—to a book of hours, a rel�c, a medal that has been
blessed. As soon as they become aware that they are grow�ng
attached to th�s object, they must g�ve �t up. They recall the words of
Sa�nt Thérèse, to whom a great lady sa�d, as she was on the po�nt of
enter�ng her order, “Perm�t me, mother, to send for a B�ble to wh�ch I
am greatly attached.” “Ah, you are attached to someth�ng! In that
case, do not enter our order!”

Every person whatever �s forb�dden to shut herself up, to have a
place of her own, a chamber. They l�ve w�th the�r cells open. When
they meet, one says, “Blessed and adored be the most Holy
Sacrament of the altar!” The other responds, “Forever.” The same
ceremony when one taps at the other’s door. Hardly has she
touched the door when a soft vo�ce on the other s�de �s heard to say
hast�ly, “Forever!” L�ke all pract�ces, th�s becomes mechan�cal by
force of hab�t; and one somet�mes says forever before the other has
had t�me to say the rather long sentence, “Pra�sed and adored be the
most Holy Sacrament of the altar.”

Among the V�s�tand�nes the one who enters says: “Ave Mar�a,”
and the one whose cell �s entered says, “Grat�a plena.” It �s the�r way
of say�ng good day, wh�ch �s �n fact full of grace.

At each hour of the day three supplementary strokes sound from
the church bell of the convent. At th�s s�gnal pr�oress, vocal mothers,
professed nuns, lay-s�sters, nov�ces, postulants, �nterrupt what they
are say�ng, what they are do�ng, or what they are th�nk�ng, and all
say �n un�son �f �t �s f�ve o’clock, for �nstance, “At f�ve o’clock and at
all hours pra�sed and adored be the most Holy Sacrament of the
altar!” If �t �s e�ght o’clock, “At e�ght o’clock and at all hours!” and so
on, accord�ng to the hour.

Th�s custom, the object of wh�ch �s to break the thread of thought
and to lead �t back constantly to God, ex�sts �n many commun�t�es;
the formula alone var�es. Thus at The Infant Jesus they say, “At th�s
hour and at every hour may the love of Jesus k�ndle my heart!” The



Bernard�nes-Bened�ct�nes of Mart�n Verga, clo�stered f�fty years ago
at Pet�t-P�cpus, chant the off�ces to a solemn psalmody, a pure
Gregor�an chant, and always w�th full vo�ce dur�ng the whole course
of the off�ce. Everywhere �n the m�ssal where an aster�sk occurs they
pause, and say �n a low vo�ce, “Jesus-Mar�e-Joseph.” For the off�ce
of the dead they adopt a tone so low that the vo�ces of women can
hardly descend to such a depth. The effect produced �s str�k�ng and
trag�c.

The nuns of the Pet�t-P�cpus had made a vault under the�r grand
altar for the bur�al of the�r commun�ty. The Government, as they say,
does not perm�t th�s vault to rece�ve coff�ns so they leave the convent
when they d�e. Th�s �s an affl�ct�on to them, and causes them
consternat�on as an �nfract�on of the rules.

They had obta�ned a med�ocre consolat�on at best,—perm�ss�on to
be �nterred at a spec�al hour and �n a spec�al corner �n the anc�ent
Vaug�rard cemetery, wh�ch was made of land wh�ch had formerly
belonged to the�r commun�ty.

On Fr�days the nuns hear h�gh mass, vespers, and all the off�ces,
as on Sunday. They scrupulously observe �n add�t�on all the l�ttle
fest�vals unknown to people of the world, of wh�ch the Church of
France was so prod�gal �n the olden days, and of wh�ch �t �s st�ll
prod�gal �n Spa�n and Italy. The�r stat�ons �n the chapel are
�nterm�nable. As for the number and durat�on of the�r prayers we can
convey no better �dea of them than by quot�ng the �ngenuous remark
of one of them: “The prayers of the postulants are fr�ghtful, the
prayers of the nov�ces are st�ll worse, and the prayers of the
professed nuns are st�ll worse.”

Once a week the chapter assembles: the pr�oress pres�des; the
vocal mothers ass�st. Each s�ster kneels �n turn on the stones, and
confesses aloud, �n the presence of all, the faults and s�ns wh�ch she
has comm�tted dur�ng the week. The vocal mothers consult after
each confess�on and �nfl�ct the penance aloud.

Bes�des th�s confess�on �n a loud tone, for wh�ch all faults �n the
least ser�ous are reserved, they have for the�r ven�al offences what
they call the coulpe. To make one’s coulpe means to prostrate one’s
self flat on one’s face dur�ng the off�ce �n front of the pr�oress unt�l the



latter, who �s never called anyth�ng but our mother, not�f�es the culpr�t
by a sl�ght tap of her foot aga�nst the wood of her stall that she can
r�se. The coulpe or peccav�, �s made for a very small matter—a
broken glass, a torn ve�l, an �nvoluntary delay of a few seconds at an
off�ce, a false note �n church, etc.; th�s suff�ces, and the coulpe �s
made. The coulpe �s ent�rely spontaneous; �t �s the culpable person
herself (the word �s etymolog�cally �n �ts place here) who judges
herself and �nfl�cts �t on herself. On fest�val days and Sundays four
mother precentors �ntone the off�ces before a large read�ng-desk w�th
four places. One day one of the mother precentors �ntoned a psalm
beg�nn�ng w�th Ecce, and �nstead of Ecce she uttered aloud the three
notes do s� sol; for th�s p�ece of absent-m�ndedness she underwent a
coulpe wh�ch lasted dur�ng the whole serv�ce: what rendered the
fault enormous was the fact that the chapter had laughed.

When a nun �s summoned to the parlor, even were �t the pr�oress
herself, she drops her ve�l, as w�ll be remembered, so that only her
mouth �s v�s�ble.

The pr�oress alone can hold commun�cat�on w�th strangers. The
others can see only the�r �mmed�ate fam�ly, and that very rarely. If, by
chance, an outs�der presents herself to see a nun, or one whom she
has known and loved �n the outer world, a regular ser�es of
negot�at�ons �s requ�red. If �t �s a woman, the author�zat�on may
somet�mes be granted; the nun comes, and they talk to her through
the shutters, wh�ch are opened only for a mother or s�ster. It �s
unnecessary to say that perm�ss�on �s always refused to men.

Such �s the rule of Sa�nt-Benoît, aggravated by Mart�n Verga.
These nuns are not gay, rosy, and fresh, as the daughters of other

orders often are. They are pale and grave. Between 1825 and 1830
three of them went mad.



CHAPTER III—AUSTERITIES
One �s a postulant for two years at least, often for four; a nov�ce for

four. It �s rare that the def�n�t�ve vows can be pronounced earl�er than
the age of twenty-three or twenty-four years. The Bernard�nes-
Bened�ct�nes of Mart�n Verga do not adm�t w�dows to the�r order.

In the�r cells, they del�ver themselves up to many unknown
macerat�ons, of wh�ch they must never speak.

On the day when a nov�ce makes her profess�on, she �s dressed �n
her handsomest att�re, she �s crowned w�th wh�te roses, her ha�r �s
brushed unt�l �t sh�nes, and curled. Then she prostrates herself; a
great black ve�l �s thrown over her, and the off�ce for the dead �s
sung. Then the nuns separate �nto two f�les; one f�le passes close to
her, say�ng �n pla�nt�ve accents, “Our s�ster �s dead”; and the other
f�le responds �n a vo�ce of ecstasy, “Our s�ster �s al�ve �n Jesus
Chr�st!”

At the epoch when th�s story takes place, a board�ng-school was
attached to the convent—a board�ng-school for young g�rls of noble
and mostly wealthy fam�l�es, among whom could be remarked
Mademo�selle de Sa�nt-Aula�re and de Bél�ssen, and an Engl�sh g�rl
bear�ng the �llustr�ous Cathol�c name of Talbot. These young g�rls,
reared by these nuns between four walls, grew up w�th a horror of
the world and of the age. One of them sa�d to us one day, “The s�ght
of the street pavement made me shudder from head to foot.” They
were dressed �n blue, w�th a wh�te cap and a Holy Sp�r�t of s�lver g�lt
or of copper on the�r breast. On certa�n grand fest�val days,
part�cularly Sa�nt Martha’s day, they were perm�tted, as a h�gh favor
and a supreme happ�ness, to dress themselves as nuns and to carry
out the off�ces and pract�ce of Sa�nt-Benoît for a whole day. In the
early days the nuns were �n the hab�t of lend�ng them the�r black
garments. Th�s seemed profane, and the pr�oress forbade �t. Only
the nov�ces were perm�tted to lend. It �s remarkable that these



performances, tolerated and encouraged, no doubt, �n the convent
out of a secret sp�r�t of proselyt�sm and �n order to g�ve these ch�ldren
a foretaste of the holy hab�t, were a genu�ne happ�ness and a real
recreat�on for the scholars. They s�mply amused themselves w�th �t.
It was new; �t gave them a change. Cand�d reasons of ch�ldhood,
wh�ch do not, however, succeed �n mak�ng us worldl�ngs
comprehend the fel�c�ty of hold�ng a holy water spr�nkler �n one’s
hand and stand�ng for hours together s�ng�ng hard enough for four �n
front of a read�ng-desk.

The pup�ls conformed, w�th the except�on of the auster�t�es, to all
the pract�ces of the convent. There was a certa�n young woman who
entered the world, and who after many years of marr�ed l�fe had not
succeeded �n break�ng herself of the hab�t of say�ng �n great haste
whenever any one knocked at her door, “forever!” L�ke the nuns, the
pup�ls saw the�r relat�ves only �n the parlor. The�r very mothers d�d
not obta�n perm�ss�on to embrace them. The follow�ng �llustrates to
what a degree sever�ty on that po�nt was carr�ed. One day a young
g�rl rece�ved a v�s�t from her mother, who was accompan�ed by a l�ttle
s�ster three years of age. The young g�rl wept, for she w�shed greatly
to embrace her s�ster. Imposs�ble. She begged that, at least, the
ch�ld m�ght be perm�tted to pass her l�ttle hand through the bars so
that she could k�ss �t. Th�s was almost �nd�gnantly refused.



CHAPTER IV—GAYETIES
Nonetheless, these young g�rls f�lled th�s grave house w�th

charm�ng souven�rs.
At certa�n hours ch�ldhood sparkled �n that clo�ster. The recreat�on

hour struck. A door swung on �ts h�nges. The b�rds sa�d, “Good; here
come the ch�ldren!” An �rrupt�on of youth �nundated that garden
�ntersected w�th a cross l�ke a shroud. Rad�ant faces, wh�te
foreheads, �nnocent eyes, full of merry l�ght, all sorts of auroras,
were scattered about am�d these shadows. After the psalmod�es, the
bells, the peals, and knells and off�ces, the sound of these l�ttle g�rls
burst forth on a sudden more sweetly than the no�se of bees. The
h�ve of joy was opened, and each one brought her honey. They
played, they called to each other, they formed �nto groups, they ran
about; pretty l�ttle wh�te teeth chattered �n the corners; the ve�ls
super�ntended the laughs from a d�stance, shades kept watch of the
sunbeams, but what mattered �t? St�ll they beamed and laughed.
Those four lugubr�ous walls had the�r moment of dazzl�ng br�ll�ancy.
They looked on, vaguely blanched w�th the reflect�on of so much joy
at th�s sweet swarm�ng of the h�ves. It was l�ke a shower of roses
fall�ng athwart th�s house of mourn�ng. The young g�rls frol�cked
beneath the eyes of the nuns; the gaze of �mpeccab�l�ty does not
embarrass �nnocence. Thanks to these ch�ldren, there was, among
so many austere hours, one hour of �ngenuousness. The l�ttle ones
sk�pped about; the elder ones danced. In th�s clo�ster play was
m�ngled w�th heaven. Noth�ng �s so del�ghtful and so august as all
these fresh, expand�ng young souls. Homer would have come th�ther
to laugh w�th Perrault; and there was �n that black garden, youth,
health, no�se, cr�es, g�dd�ness, pleasure, happ�ness enough to
smooth out the wr�nkles of all the�r ancestresses, those of the ep�c as
well as those of the fa�ry-tale, those of the throne as well as those of
the thatched cottage from Hecuba to la Mère-Grand.



In that house more than anywhere else, perhaps, ar�se those
ch�ldren’s say�ngs wh�ch are so graceful and wh�ch evoke a sm�le
that �s full of thoughtfulness. It was between those four gloomy walls
that a ch�ld of f�ve years excla�med one day: “Mother! one of the b�g
g�rls has just told me that I have only n�ne years and ten months
longer to rema�n here. What happ�ness!”

It was here, too, that th�s memorable d�alogue took place:—
A Vocal Mother. Why are you weep�ng, my ch�ld?
The ch�ld (aged s�x). I told Al�x that I knew my French h�story. She

says that I do not know �t, but I do.
Al�x, the b�g g�rl (aged n�ne). No; she does not know �t.
The Mother. How �s that, my ch�ld?
Al�x. She told me to open the book at random and to ask her any

quest�on �n the book, and she would answer �t.
“Well?”
“She d�d not answer �t.”
“Let us see about �t. What d�d you ask her?”
“I opened the book at random, as she proposed, and I put the f�rst

quest�on that I came across.”
“And what was the quest�on?”
“It was, ‘What happened after that?’”
It was there that that profound remark was made anent a rather

greedy paroquet wh�ch belonged to a lady boarder:—
“How well bred! �t eats the top of the sl�ce of bread and butter just

l�ke a person!”
It was on one of the flagstones of th�s clo�ster that there was once

p�cked up a confess�on wh�ch had been wr�tten out �n advance, �n
order that she m�ght not forget �t, by a s�nner of seven years:—

“Father, I accuse myself of hav�ng been avar�c�ous.
“Father, I accuse myself of hav�ng been an adulteress.
“Father, I accuse myself of hav�ng ra�sed my eyes to the

gentlemen.”



It was on one of the turf benches of th�s garden that a rosy mouth
s�x years of age �mprov�sed the follow�ng tale, wh�ch was l�stened to
by blue eyes aged four and f�ve years:—

“There were three l�ttle cocks who owned a country where there
were a great many flowers. They plucked the flowers and put them �n
the�r pockets. After that they plucked the leaves and put them �n the�r
playth�ngs. There was a wolf �n that country; there was a great deal
of forest; and the wolf was �n the forest; and he ate the l�ttle cocks.”

And th�s other poem:—
“There came a blow w�th a st�ck.
“It was Punch�nello who bestowed �t on the cat.
“It was not good for her; �t hurt her.
“Then a lady put Punch�nello �n pr�son.”
It was there that a l�ttle abandoned ch�ld, a foundl�ng whom the

convent was br�ng�ng up out of char�ty, uttered th�s sweet and heart-
break�ng say�ng. She heard the others talk�ng of the�r mothers, and
she murmured �n her corner:—

“As for me, my mother was not there when I was born!”
There was a stout portress who could always be seen hurry�ng

through the corr�dors w�th her bunch of keys, and whose name was
S�ster Agatha. The b�g b�g g�rls—those over ten years of age—called
her Agathocles.

The refectory, a large apartment of an oblong square form, wh�ch
rece�ved no l�ght except through a vaulted clo�ster on a level w�th the
garden, was dark and damp, and, as the ch�ldren say, full of beasts.
All the places round about furn�shed the�r cont�ngent of �nsects.

Each of �ts four corners had rece�ved, �n the language of the
pup�ls, a spec�al and express�ve name. There was Sp�der corner,
Caterp�llar corner, Wood-louse corner, and Cr�cket corner.

Cr�cket corner was near the k�tchen and was h�ghly esteemed. It
was not so cold there as elsewhere. From the refectory the names
had passed to the board�ng-school, and there served as �n the old
College Mazar�n to d�st�ngu�sh four nat�ons. Every pup�l belonged to
one of these four nat�ons accord�ng to the corner of the refectory �n



wh�ch she sat at meals. One day Monse�gneur the Archb�shop wh�le
mak�ng h�s pastoral v�s�t saw a pretty l�ttle rosy g�rl w�th beaut�ful
golden ha�r enter the class-room through wh�ch he was pass�ng.

He �nqu�red of another pup�l, a charm�ng brunette w�th rosy
cheeks, who stood near h�m:—

“Who �s that?”
“She �s a sp�der, Monse�gneur.”
“Bah! And that one yonder?”
“She �s a cr�cket.”
“And that one?”
“She �s a caterp�llar.”
“Really! and yourself?”
“I am a wood-louse, Monse�gneur.”
Every house of th�s sort has �ts own pecul�ar�t�es. At the beg�nn�ng

of th�s century Écouen was one of those str�ct and graceful places
where young g�rls pass the�r ch�ldhood �n a shadow that �s almost
august. At Écouen, �n order to take rank �n the process�on of the Holy
Sacrament, a d�st�nct�on was made between v�rg�ns and flor�sts.
There were also the “da�s” and the “censors,”—the f�rst who held the
cords of the da�s, and the others who carr�ed �ncense before the Holy
Sacrament. The flowers belonged by r�ght to the flor�sts. Four
“v�rg�ns” walked �n advance. On the morn�ng of that great day �t was
no rare th�ng to hear the quest�on put �n the dorm�tory, “Who �s a
v�rg�n?”

Madame Campan used to quote th�s say�ng of a “l�ttle one” of
seven years, to a “b�g g�rl” of s�xteen, who took the head of the
process�on, wh�le she, the l�ttle one, rema�ned at the rear, “You are a
v�rg�n, but I am not.”



CHAPTER V—DISTRACTIONS
Above the door of the refectory th�s prayer, wh�ch was called the

wh�te Paternoster, and wh�ch possessed the property of bear�ng
people stra�ght to parad�se, was �nscr�bed �n large black letters:—

“L�ttle wh�te Paternoster, wh�ch God made, wh�ch God sa�d, wh�ch
God placed �n parad�se. In the even�ng, when I went to bed, I found
three angels s�tt�ng on my bed, one at the foot, two at the head, the
good V�rg�n Mary �n the m�ddle, who told me to l�e down w�thout
hes�tat�on. The good God �s my father, the good V�rg�n �s my mother,
the three apostles are my brothers, the three v�rg�ns are my s�sters.
The sh�rt �n wh�ch God was born envelopes my body; Sa�nt
Margaret’s cross �s wr�tten on my breast. Madame the V�rg�n was
walk�ng through the meadows, weep�ng for God, when she met M.
Sa�nt John. ‘Mons�eur Sa�nt John, whence come you?’ ‘I come from
Ave Salus.’ ‘You have not seen the good God; where �s he?’ ‘He �s
on the tree of the Cross, h�s feet hang�ng, h�s hands na�led, a l�ttle
cap of wh�te thorns on h�s head.’ Whoever shall say th�s thr�ce at
event�de, thr�ce �n the morn�ng, shall w�n parad�se at the last.”

In 1827 th�s character�st�c or�son had d�sappeared from the wall
under a tr�ple coat�ng of daub�ng pa�nt. At the present t�me �t �s f�nally
d�sappear�ng from the memor�es of several who were young g�rls
then, and who are old women now.

A large cruc�f�x fastened to the wall completed the decorat�on of
th�s refectory, whose only door, as we th�nk we have ment�oned,
opened on the garden. Two narrow tables, each flanked by two
wooden benches, formed two long parallel l�nes from one end to the
other of the refectory. The walls were wh�te, the tables were black;
these two mourn�ng colors const�tute the only var�ety �n convents.
The meals were pla�n, and the food of the ch�ldren themselves
severe. A s�ngle d�sh of meat and vegetables comb�ned, or salt f�sh
—such was the�r luxury. Th�s meagre fare, wh�ch was reserved for



the pup�ls alone, was, nevertheless, an except�on. The ch�ldren ate
�n s�lence, under the eye of the mother whose turn �t was, who, �f a
fly took a not�on to fly or to hum aga�nst the rule, opened and shut a
wooden book from t�me to t�me. Th�s s�lence was seasoned w�th the
l�ves of the sa�nts, read aloud from a l�ttle pulp�t w�th a desk, wh�ch
was s�tuated at the foot of the cruc�f�x. The reader was one of the b�g
g�rls, �n weekly turn. At regular d�stances, on the bare tables, there
were large, varn�shed bowls �n wh�ch the pup�ls washed the�r own
s�lver cups and kn�ves and forks, and �nto wh�ch they somet�mes
threw some scrap of tough meat or spo�led f�sh; th�s was pun�shed.
These bowls were called ronds d’eau. The ch�ld who broke the
s�lence “made a cross w�th her tongue.” Where? On the ground. She
l�cked the pavement. The dust, that end of all joys, was charged w�th
the chast�sement of those poor l�ttle rose-leaves wh�ch had been
gu�lty of ch�rp�ng.

There was �n the convent a book wh�ch has never been pr�nted
except as a un�que copy, and wh�ch �t �s forb�dden to read. It �s the
rule of Sa�nt-Benoît. An arcanum wh�ch no profane eye must
penetrate. Nemo regulas, seu const�tut�ones nostras, extern�s
commun�cab�t.

The pup�ls one day succeeded �n gett�ng possess�on of th�s book,
and set to read�ng �t w�th av�d�ty, a read�ng wh�ch was often
�nterrupted by the fear of be�ng caught, wh�ch caused them to close
the volume prec�p�tately.

From the great danger thus �ncurred they der�ved but a very
moderate amount of pleasure. The most “�nterest�ng th�ng” they
found were some un�ntell�g�ble pages about the s�ns of young boys.

They played �n an alley of the garden bordered w�th a few shabby
fru�t-trees. In sp�te of the extreme surve�llance and the sever�ty of the
pun�shments adm�n�stered, when the w�nd had shaken the trees,
they somet�mes succeeded �n p�ck�ng up a green apple or a spo�led
apr�cot or an �nhab�ted pear on the sly. I w�ll now cede the pr�v�lege of
speech to a letter wh�ch l�es before me, a letter wr�tten f�ve and
twenty years ago by an old pup�l, now Madame la Duchesse de
——, one of the most elegant women �n Par�s. I quote l�terally: “One
h�des one’s pear or one’s apple as best one may. When one goes



upsta�rs to put the ve�l on the bed before supper, one stuffs them
under one’s p�llow and at n�ght one eats them �n bed, and when one
cannot do that, one eats them �n the closet.” That was one of the�r
greatest luxur�es.

Once—�t was at the epoch of the v�s�t from the archb�shop to the
convent—one of the young g�rls, Mademo�selle Bouchard, who was
connected w�th the Montmorency fam�ly, la�d a wager that she would
ask for a day’s leave of absence—an enorm�ty �n so austere a
commun�ty. The wager was accepted, but not one of those who bet
bel�eved that she would do �t. When the moment came, as the
archb�shop was pass�ng �n front of the pup�ls, Mademo�selle
Bouchard, to the �ndescr�bable terror of her compan�ons, stepped out
of the ranks, and sa�d, “Monse�gneur, a day’s leave of absence.”
Mademo�selle Bouchard was tall, bloom�ng, w�th the prett�est l�ttle
rosy face �n the world. M. de Quélen sm�led and sa�d, “What, my
dear ch�ld, a day’s leave of absence! Three days �f you l�ke. I grant
you three days.” The pr�oress could do noth�ng; the archb�shop had
spoken. Horror of the convent, but joy of the pup�l. The effect may be
�mag�ned.

Th�s stern clo�ster was not so well walled off, however, but that the
l�fe of the pass�ons of the outs�de world, drama, and even romance,
d�d not make the�r way �n. To prove th�s, we w�ll conf�ne ourselves to
record�ng here and to br�efly ment�on�ng a real and �ncontestable
fact, wh�ch, however, bears no reference �n �tself to, and �s not
connected by any thread whatever w�th the story wh�ch we are
relat�ng. We ment�on the fact for the sake of complet�ng the
phys�ognomy of the convent �n the reader’s m�nd.

About th�s t�me there was �n the convent a myster�ous person who
was not a nun, who was treated w�th great respect, and who was
addressed as Madame Albert�ne. Noth�ng was known about her,
save that she was mad, and that �n the world she passed for dead.
Beneath th�s h�story �t was sa�d there lay the arrangements of fortune
necessary for a great marr�age.

Th�s woman, hardly th�rty years of age, of dark complex�on and
tolerably pretty, had a vague look �n her large black eyes. Could she
see? There was some doubt about th�s. She gl�ded rather than



walked, she never spoke; �t was not qu�te known whether she
breathed. Her nostr�ls were l�v�d and p�nched as after y�eld�ng up
the�r last s�gh. To touch her hand was l�ke touch�ng snow. She
possessed a strange spectral grace. Wherever she entered, people
felt cold. One day a s�ster, on see�ng her pass, sa�d to another s�ster,
“She passes for a dead woman.” “Perhaps she �s one,” repl�ed the
other.

A hundred tales were told of Madame Albert�ne. Th�s arose from
the eternal cur�os�ty of the pup�ls. In the chapel there was a gallery
called L‘Œ�l de Bœuf. It was �n th�s gallery, wh�ch had only a c�rcular
bay, an œ�l de bœuf, that Madame Albert�ne l�stened to the off�ces.
She always occup�ed �t alone because th�s gallery, be�ng on the level
of the f�rst story, the preacher or the off�c�at�ng pr�est could be seen,
wh�ch was �nterd�cted to the nuns. One day the pulp�t was occup�ed
by a young pr�est of h�gh rank, M. Le Duc de Rohan, peer of France,
off�cer of the Red Musketeers �n 1815 when he was Pr�nce de Léon,
and who d�ed afterward, �n 1830, as card�nal and Archb�shop of
Besançon. It was the f�rst t�me that M. de Rohan had preached at the
Pet�t-P�cpus convent. Madame Albert�ne usually preserved perfect
calmness and complete �mmob�l�ty dur�ng the sermons and serv�ces.
That day, as soon as she caught s�ght of M. de Rohan, she half rose,
and sa�d, �n a loud vo�ce, am�d the s�lence of the chapel, “Ah!
Auguste!” The whole commun�ty turned the�r heads �n amazement,
the preacher ra�sed h�s eyes, but Madame Albert�ne had relapsed
�nto her �mmob�l�ty. A breath from the outer world, a flash of l�fe, had
passed for an �nstant across that cold and l�feless face and had then
van�shed, and the mad woman had become a corpse aga�n.

Those two words, however, had set every one �n the convent who
had the pr�v�lege of speech to chatter�ng. How many th�ngs were
conta�ned �n that “Ah! Auguste!” what revelat�ons! M. de Rohan’s
name really was Auguste. It was ev�dent that Madame Albert�ne
belonged to the very h�ghest soc�ety, s�nce she knew M. de Rohan,
and that her own rank there was of the h�ghest, s�nce she spoke thus
fam�l�arly of so great a lord, and that there ex�sted between them
some connect�on, of relat�onsh�p, perhaps, but a very close one �n
any case, s�nce she knew h�s “pet name.”



Two very severe duchesses, Mesdames de Cho�seul and de
Sérent, often v�s�ted the commun�ty, wh�ther they penetrated, no
doubt, �n v�rtue of the pr�v�lege Magnates mul�eres, and caused great
consternat�on �n the board�ng-school. When these two old lad�es
passed by, all the poor young g�rls trembled and dropped the�r eyes.

Moreover, M. de Rohan, qu�te unknown to h�mself, was an object
of attent�on to the school-g�rls. At that epoch he had just been made,
wh�le wa�t�ng for the ep�scopate, v�car-general of the Archb�shop of
Par�s. It was one of h�s hab�ts to come tolerably often to celebrate
the off�ces �n the chapel of the nuns of the Pet�t-P�cpus. Not one of
the young recluses could see h�m, because of the serge curta�n, but
he had a sweet and rather shr�ll vo�ce, wh�ch they had come to know
and to d�st�ngu�sh. He had been a mousqueta�re, and then, he was
sa�d to be very coquett�sh, that h�s handsome brown ha�r was very
well dressed �n a roll around h�s head, and that he had a broad g�rdle
of magn�f�cent mo�re, and that h�s black cassock was of the most
elegant cut �n the world. He held a great place �n all these
�mag�nat�ons of s�xteen years.

Not a sound from w�thout made �ts way �nto the convent. But there
was one year when the sound of a flute penetrated th�ther. Th�s was
an event, and the g�rls who were at school there at the t�me st�ll
recall �t.

It was a flute wh�ch was played �n the ne�ghborhood. Th�s flute
always played the same a�r, an a�r wh�ch �s very far away nowadays,
—“My Zétulbé, come re�gn o’er my soul,”—and �t was heard two or
three t�mes a day. The young g�rls passed hours �n l�sten�ng to �t, the
vocal mothers were upset by �t, bra�ns were busy, pun�shments
descended �n showers. Th�s lasted for several months. The g�rls
were all more or less �n love w�th the unknown mus�c�an. Each one
dreamed that she was Zétulbé. The sound of the flute proceeded
from the d�rect�on of the Rue Dro�t-Mur; and they would have g�ven
anyth�ng, comprom�sed everyth�ng, attempted anyth�ng for the sake
of see�ng, of catch�ng a glance, �f only for a second, of the “young
man” who played that flute so del�c�ously, and who, no doubt, played
on all these souls at the same t�me. There were some who made
the�r escape by a back door, and ascended to the th�rd story on the



Rue Dro�t-Mur s�de, �n order to attempt to catch a gl�mpse through
the gaps. Imposs�ble! One even went so far as to thrust her arm
through the grat�ng, and to wave her wh�te handkerch�ef. Two were
st�ll bolder. They found means to cl�mb on a roof, and r�sked the�r
l�ves there, and succeeded at last �n see�ng “the young man.” He
was an old ém�gré gentleman, bl�nd and penn�less, who was play�ng
h�s flute �n h�s att�c, �n order to pass the t�me.



CHAPTER VI—THE LITTLE CONVENT
In th�s enclosure of the Pet�t-P�cpus there were three perfectly

d�st�nct bu�ld�ngs,—the Great Convent, �nhab�ted by the nuns, the
Board�ng-school, where the scholars were lodged; and lastly, what
was called the L�ttle Convent. It was a bu�ld�ng w�th a garden, �n
wh�ch l�ved all sorts of aged nuns of var�ous orders, the rel�cs of
clo�sters destroyed �n the Revolut�on; a reun�on of all the black, gray,
and wh�te medleys of all commun�t�es and all poss�ble var�et�es; what
m�ght be called, �f such a coupl�ng of words �s perm�ss�ble, a sort of
harlequ�n convent.

When the Emp�re was establ�shed, all these poor old d�spersed
and ex�led women had been accorded perm�ss�on to come and take
shelter under the w�ngs of the Bernard�nes-Bened�ct�nes. The
government pa�d them a small pens�on, the lad�es of the Pet�t-P�cpus
rece�ved them cord�ally. It was a s�ngular pell-mell. Each followed her
own rule. Somet�mes the pup�ls of the board�ng-school were allowed,
as a great recreat�on, to pay them a v�s�t; the result �s, that all those
young memor�es have reta�ned among other souven�rs that of
Mother Sa�nte-Baz�le, Mother Sa�nte-Scolast�que, and Mother Jacob.

One of these refugees found herself almost at home. She was a
nun of Sa�nte-Aure, the only one of her order who had surv�ved. The
anc�ent convent of the lad�es of Sa�nte-Aure occup�ed, at the
beg�nn�ng of the e�ghteenth century, th�s very house of the Pet�t-
P�cpus, wh�ch belonged later to the Bened�ct�nes of Mart�n Verga.
Th�s holy woman, too poor to wear the magn�f�cent hab�t of her order,
wh�ch was a wh�te robe w�th a scarlet scapulary, had p�ously put �t on
a l�ttle man�k�n, wh�ch she exh�b�ted w�th complacency and wh�ch she
bequeathed to the house at her death. In 1824, only one nun of th�s
order rema�ned; to-day, there rema�ns only a doll.

In add�t�on to these worthy mothers, some old soc�ety women had
obta�ned perm�ss�on of the pr�oress, l�ke Madame Albert�ne, to ret�re



�nto the L�ttle Convent. Among the number were Madame Beaufort
d’Hautpoul and Marqu�se Dufresne. Another was never known �n the
convent except by the form�dable no�se wh�ch she made when she
blew her nose. The pup�ls called her Madame Vacarm�n� (hubbub).

About 1820 or 1821, Madame de Genl�s, who was at that t�me
ed�t�ng a l�ttle per�od�cal publ�cat�on called l’Intrép�de, asked to be
allowed to enter the convent of the Pet�t-P�cpus as lady res�dent. The
Duc d’Orléans recommended her. Uproar �n the h�ve; the vocal-
mothers were all �n a flutter; Madame de Genl�s had made
romances. But she declared that she was the f�rst to detest them,
and then, she had reached her f�erce stage of devot�on. W�th the a�d
of God, and of the Pr�nce, she entered. She departed at the end of
s�x or e�ght months, alleg�ng as a reason, that there was no shade �n
the garden. The nuns were del�ghted. Although very old, she st�ll
played the harp, and d�d �t very well.

When she went away she left her mark �n her cell. Madame de
Genl�s was superst�t�ous and a Lat�n�st. These two words furn�sh a
tolerably good prof�le of her. A few years ago, there were st�ll to be
seen, pasted �n the �ns�de of a l�ttle cupboard �n her cell �n wh�ch she
locked up her s�lverware and her jewels, these f�ve l�nes �n Lat�n,
wr�tten w�th her own hand �n red �nk on yellow paper, and wh�ch, �n
her op�n�on, possessed the property of fr�ghten�ng away robbers:—
Imparibus meritis pendent tria corpora ramis:
Dismas et Gesmas, media est divina potestas;
Alta petit Dismas, infelix, infima, Gesmas;
Nos et res nostras conservet summa potestas.
Hos versus dicas, ne tu furto tua perdas.15

These verses �n s�xth century Lat�n ra�se the quest�on whether the
two th�eves of Calvary were named, as �s commonly bel�eved,
D�smas and Gestas, or D�smas and Gesmas. Th�s orthography m�ght
have confounded the pretens�ons put forward �n the last century by
the V�comte de Gestas, of a descent from the w�cked th�ef. However,
the useful v�rtue attached to these verses forms an art�cle of fa�th �n
the order of the Hosp�tallers.

The church of the house, constructed �n such a manner as to
separate the Great Convent from the Board�ng-school l�ke a ver�table
�ntrenchment, was, of course, common to the Board�ng-school, the
Great Convent, and the L�ttle Convent. The publ�c was even



adm�tted by a sort of lazaretto entrance on the street. But all was so
arranged, that none of the �nhab�tants of the clo�ster could see a face
from the outs�de world. Suppose a church whose cho�r �s grasped �n
a g�gant�c hand, and folded �n such a manner as to form, not, as �n
ord�nary churches, a prolongat�on beh�nd the altar, but a sort of hall,
or obscure cellar, to the r�ght of the off�c�at�ng pr�est; suppose th�s
hall to be shut off by a curta�n seven feet �n he�ght, of wh�ch we have
already spoken; �n the shadow of that curta�n, p�le up on wooden
stalls the nuns �n the cho�r on the left, the school-g�rls on the r�ght,
the lay-s�sters and the nov�ces at the bottom, and you w�ll have some
�dea of the nuns of the Pet�t-P�cpus ass�st�ng at d�v�ne serv�ce. That
cavern, wh�ch was called the cho�r, commun�cated w�th the clo�ster
by a lobby. The church was l�ghted from the garden. When the nuns
were present at serv�ces where the�r rule enjo�ned s�lence, the publ�c
was warned of the�r presence only by the fold�ng seats of the stalls
no�s�ly r�s�ng and fall�ng.



CHAPTER VII—SOME SILHOUETTES
OF THIS DARKNESS

Dur�ng the s�x years wh�ch separate 1819 from 1825, the pr�oress
of the Pet�t-P�cpus was Mademo�selle de Blemeur, whose name, �n
rel�g�on, was Mother Innocente. She came of the fam�ly of Marguer�te
de Blemeur, author of L�ves of the Sa�nts of the Order of Sa�nt-
Benoît. She had been re-elected. She was a woman about s�xty
years of age, short, th�ck, “s�ng�ng l�ke a cracked pot,” says the letter
wh�ch we have already quoted; an excellent woman, moreover, and
the only merry one �n the whole convent, and for that reason adored.
She was learned, erud�te, w�se, competent, cur�ously prof�c�ent �n
h�story, crammed w�th Lat�n, stuffed w�th Greek, full of Hebrew, and
more of a Bened�ct�ne monk than a Bened�ct�ne nun.

The sub-pr�oress was an old Span�sh nun, Mother C�neres, who
was almost bl�nd.

The most esteemed among the vocal mothers were Mother
Sa�nte-Honor�ne; the treasurer, Mother Sa�nte-Gertrude, the ch�ef
m�stress of the nov�ces; Mother-Sa�nt-Ange, the ass�stant m�stress;
Mother Annonc�at�on, the sacr�stan; Mother Sa�nt-August�n, the
nurse, the only one �n the convent who was mal�c�ous; then Mother
Sa�nte-Mecht�lde (Mademo�selle Gauva�n), very young and w�th a
beaut�ful vo�ce; Mother des Anges (Mademo�selle Drouet), who had
been �n the convent of the F�lles-D�eu, and �n the convent du Trésor,
between G�sors and Magny; Mother Sa�nt-Joseph (Mademo�selle de
Cogolludo), Mother Sa�nte-Adéla�de (Mademo�selle d’Auverney),
Mother M�sér�corde (Mademo�selle de C�fuentes, who could not
res�st auster�t�es), Mother Compass�on (Mademo�selle de la M�lt�ère,
rece�ved at the age of s�xty �n def�ance of the rule, and very wealthy);
Mother Prov�dence (Mademo�selle de Laud�n�ère), Mother
Présentat�on (Mademo�selle de S�guenza), who was pr�oress �n



1847; and f�nally, Mother Sa�nte-Cél�gne (s�ster of the sculptor
Ceracch�), who went mad; Mother Sa�nte-Chantal (Mademo�selle de
Suzon), who went mad.

There was also, among the prett�est of them, a charm�ng g�rl of
three and twenty, who was from the Isle de Bourbon, a descendant
of the Cheval�er Roze, whose name had been Mademo�selle Roze,
and who was called Mother Assumpt�on.

Mother Sa�nte-Mecht�lde, �ntrusted w�th the s�ng�ng and the cho�r,
was fond of mak�ng use of the pup�ls �n th�s quarter. She usually took
a complete scale of them, that �s to say, seven, from ten to s�xteen
years of age, �nclus�ve, of assorted vo�ces and s�zes, whom she
made s�ng stand�ng, drawn up �n a l�ne, s�de by s�de, accord�ng to
age, from the smallest to the largest. Th�s presented to the eye,
someth�ng �n the nature of a reed-p�pe of young g�rls, a sort of l�v�ng
Pan-p�pe made of angels.

Those of the lay-s�sters whom the scholars loved most were S�ster
Euphras�e, S�ster Sa�nte-Marguér�te, S�ster Sa�nte-Marthe, who was
�n her dotage, and S�ster Sa�nte-M�chel, whose long nose made
them laugh.

All these women were gentle w�th the ch�ldren. The nuns were
severe only towards themselves. No f�re was l�ghted except �n the
school, and the food was cho�ce compared to that �n the convent.
Moreover, they lav�shed a thousand cares on the�r scholars. Only,
when a ch�ld passed near a nun and addressed her, the nun never
repl�ed.

Th�s rule of s�lence had had th�s effect, that throughout the whole
convent, speech had been w�thdrawn from human creatures, and
bestowed on �nan�mate objects. Now �t was the church-bell wh�ch
spoke, now �t was the gardener’s bell. A very sonorous bell, placed
bes�de the portress, and wh�ch was aud�ble throughout the house,
�nd�cated by �ts var�ed peals, wh�ch formed a sort of acoust�c
telegraph, all the act�ons of mater�al l�fe wh�ch were to be performed,
and summoned to the parlor, �n case of need, such or such an
�nhab�tant of the house. Each person and each th�ng had �ts own
peal. The pr�oress had one and one, the sub-pr�oress one and two.
S�x-f�ve announced lessons, so that the pup�ls never sa�d “to go to



lessons,” but “to go to s�x-f�ve.” Four-four was Madame de Genl�s’s
s�gnal. It was very often heard. “C’est le d�able a quatre,”—�t’s the
very deuce—sa�d the unchar�table. Tenn�ne strokes announced a
great event. It was the open�ng of the door of seclus�on, a fr�ghtful
sheet of �ron br�stl�ng w�th bolts wh�ch only turned on �ts h�nges �n the
presence of the archb�shop.

W�th the except�on of the archb�shop and the gardener, no man
entered the convent, as we have already sa�d. The schoolg�rls saw
two others: one, the chapla�n, the Abbé Banés, old and ugly, whom
they were perm�tted to contemplate �n the cho�r, through a grat�ng;
the other the draw�ng-master, M. Ans�aux, whom the letter, of wh�ch
we have perused a few l�nes, calls M. Anc�ot, and descr�bes as a
fr�ghtful old hunchback.

It w�ll be seen that all these men were carefully chosen.
Such was th�s cur�ous house.



CHAPTER VIII—POST CORDA
LAPIDES

After hav�ng sketched �ts moral face, �t w�ll not prove unprof�table
to po�nt out, �n a few words, �ts mater�al conf�gurat�on. The reader
already has some �dea of �t.

The convent of the Pet�t-P�cpus-Sa�nte-Anto�ne f�lled almost the
whole of the vast trapez�um wh�ch resulted from the �ntersect�on of
the Rue Polonceau, the Rue Dro�t-Mur, the Rue Pet�t-P�cpus, and the
unused lane, called Rue Aumara�s on old plans. These four streets
surrounded th�s trapez�um l�ke a moat. The convent was composed
of several bu�ld�ngs and a garden. The pr�nc�pal bu�ld�ng, taken �n �ts
ent�rety, was a juxtapos�t�on of hybr�d construct�ons wh�ch, v�ewed
from a b�rd’s-eye v�ew, outl�ned, w�th cons�derable exactness, a
g�bbet la�d flat on the ground. The ma�n arm of the g�bbet occup�ed
the whole of the fragment of the Rue Dro�t-Mur compr�sed between
the Rue Pet�t-P�cpus and the Rue Polonceau; the lesser arm was a
lofty, gray, severe grated façade wh�ch faced the Rue Pet�t-P�cpus;
the carr�age entrance No. 62 marked �ts extrem�ty. Towards the
centre of th�s façade was a low, arched door, wh�tened w�th dust and
ashes, where the sp�ders wove the�r webs, and wh�ch was open only
for an hour or two on Sundays, and on rare occas�ons, when the
coff�n of a nun left the convent. Th�s was the publ�c entrance of the
church. The elbow of the g�bbet was a square hall wh�ch was used
as the servants’ hall, and wh�ch the nuns called the buttery. In the
ma�n arm were the cells of the mothers, the s�sters, and the nov�ces.
In the lesser arm lay the k�tchens, the refectory, backed up by the
clo�sters and the church. Between the door No. 62 and the corner of
the closed Aumara�s Lane, was the school, wh�ch was not v�s�ble
from w�thout. The rema�nder of the trapez�um formed the garden,
wh�ch was much lower than the level of the Rue Polonceau, wh�ch



caused the walls to be very much h�gher on the �ns�de than on the
outs�de. The garden, wh�ch was sl�ghtly arched, had �n �ts centre, on
the summ�t of a h�llock, a f�ne po�nted and con�cal f�r-tree, whence
ran, as from the peaked boss of a sh�eld, four grand alleys, and,
ranged by twos �n between the branch�ngs of these, e�ght small
ones, so that, �f the enclosure had been c�rcular, the geometr�cal plan
of the alleys would have resembled a cross superposed on a wheel.
As the alleys all ended �n the very �rregular walls of the garden, they
were of unequal length. They were bordered w�th currant bushes. At
the bottom, an alley of tall poplars ran from the ru�ns of the old
convent, wh�ch was at the angle of the Rue Dro�t-Mur to the house of
the L�ttle Convent, wh�ch was at the angle of the Aumara�s Lane. In
front of the L�ttle Convent was what was called the l�ttle garden. To
th�s whole, let the reader add a courtyard, all sorts of var�ed angles
formed by the �nter�or bu�ld�ngs, pr�son walls, the long black l�ne of
roofs wh�ch bordered the other s�de of the Rue Polonceau for �ts sole
perspect�ve and ne�ghborhood, and he w�ll be able to form for
h�mself a complete �mage of what the house of the Bernard�nes of
the Pet�t-P�cpus was forty years ago. Th�s holy house had been bu�lt
on the prec�se s�te of a famous tenn�s-ground of the fourteenth to the
s�xteenth century, wh�ch was called the “tenn�s-ground of the eleven
thousand dev�ls.”

All these streets, moreover, were more anc�ent than Par�s. These
names, Dro�t-Mur and Aumara�s, are very anc�ent; the streets wh�ch
bear them are very much more anc�ent st�ll. Aumara�s Lane was
called Maugout Lane; the Rue Dro�t-Mur was called the Rue des
Églant�ers, for God opened flowers before man cut stones.



CHAPTER IX—A CENTURY UNDER A
GUIMPE

S�nce we are engaged �n g�v�ng deta�ls as to what the convent of
the Pet�t-P�cpus was �n former t�mes, and s�nce we have ventured to
open a w�ndow on that d�screet retreat, the reader w�ll perm�t us one
other l�ttle d�gress�on, utterly fore�gn to th�s book, but character�st�c
and useful, s�nce �t shows that the clo�ster even has �ts or�g�nal
f�gures.

In the L�ttle Convent there was a centenar�an who came from the
Abbey of Fontevrault. She had even been �n soc�ety before the
Revolut�on. She talked a great deal of M. de M�romesn�l, Keeper of
the Seals under Lou�s XVI. and of a Pres�dentess Duplat, w�th whom
she had been very �nt�mate. It was her pleasure and her van�ty to
drag �n these names on every pretext. She told wonders of the
Abbey of Fontevrault,—that �t was l�ke a c�ty, and that there were
streets �n the monastery.

She talked w�th a P�card accent wh�ch amused the pup�ls. Every
year, she solemnly renewed her vows, and at the moment of tak�ng
the oath, she sa�d to the pr�est, “Monse�gneur Sa�nt-Franço�s gave �t
to Monse�gneur Sa�nt-Jul�en, Monse�gneur Sa�nt-Jul�en gave �t to
Monse�gneur Sa�nt-Euseb�us, Monse�gneur Sa�nt-Euseb�us gave �t to
Monse�gneur Sa�nt-Procop�us, etc., etc.; and thus I g�ve �t to you,
father.” And the school-g�rls would beg�n to laugh, not �n the�r
sleeves, but under the�r ve�ls; charm�ng l�ttle st�fled laughs wh�ch
made the vocal mothers frown.

On another occas�on, the centenar�an was tell�ng stor�es. She sa�d
that �n her youth the Bernard�ne monks were every wh�t as good as
the mousqueta�res. It was a century wh�ch spoke through her, but �t
was the e�ghteenth century. She told about the custom of the four
w�nes, wh�ch ex�sted before the Revolut�on �n Champagne and



Bourgogne. When a great personage, a marshal of France, a pr�nce,
a duke, and a peer, traversed a town �n Burgundy or Champagne,
the c�ty fathers came out to harangue h�m and presented h�m w�th
four s�lver gondolas �nto wh�ch they had poured four d�fferent sorts of
w�ne. On the f�rst goblet th�s �nscr�pt�on could be read, monkey w�ne;
on the second, l�on w�ne; on the th�rd, sheep w�ne; on the fourth, hog
w�ne. These four legends express the four stages descended by the
drunkard; the f�rst, �ntox�cat�on, wh�ch enl�vens; the second, that
wh�ch �rr�tates; the th�rd, that wh�ch dulls; and the fourth, that wh�ch
brutal�zes.

In a cupboard, under lock and key, she kept a myster�ous object of
wh�ch she thought a great deal. The rule of Fontevrault d�d not forb�d
th�s. She would not show th�s object to anyone. She shut herself up,
wh�ch her rule allowed her to do, and h�d herself, every t�me that she
des�red to contemplate �t. If she heard a footstep �n the corr�dor, she
closed the cupboard aga�n as hast�ly as �t was poss�ble w�th her
aged hands. As soon as �t was ment�oned to her, she became s�lent,
she who was so fond of talk�ng. The most cur�ous were baffled by
her s�lence and the most tenac�ous by her obst�nacy. Thus �t
furn�shed a subject of comment for all those who were unoccup�ed or
bored �n the convent. What could that treasure of the centenar�an be,
wh�ch was so prec�ous and so secret? Some holy book, no doubt?
Some un�que chaplet? Some authent�c rel�c? They lost themselves
�n conjectures. When the poor old woman d�ed, they rushed to her
cupboard more hast�ly than was f�tt�ng, perhaps, and opened �t. They
found the object beneath a tr�ple l�nen cloth, l�ke some consecrated
paten. It was a Faenza platter represent�ng l�ttle Loves fl�tt�ng away
pursued by apothecary lads armed w�th enormous syr�nges. The
chase abounds �n gr�maces and �n com�cal postures. One of the
charm�ng l�ttle Loves �s already fa�rly sp�tted. He �s res�st�ng, flutter�ng
h�s t�ny w�ngs, and st�ll mak�ng an effort to fly, but the dancer �s
laugh�ng w�th a satan�cal a�r. Moral: Love conquered by the col�c.
Th�s platter, wh�ch �s very cur�ous, and wh�ch had, poss�bly, the
honor of furn�sh�ng Mol�ère w�th an �dea, was st�ll �n ex�stence �n
September, 1845; �t was for sale by a br�c-à-brac merchant �n the
Boulevard Beaumarcha�s.



Th�s good old woman would not rece�ve any v�s�ts from outs�de
because, sa�d she, the parlor �s too gloomy.



CHAPTER X—ORIGIN OF THE
PERPETUAL ADORATION

However, th�s almost sepulchral parlor, of wh�ch we have sought to
convey an �dea, �s a purely local tra�t wh�ch �s not reproduced w�th
the same sever�ty �n other convents. At the convent of the Rue du
Temple, �n part�cular, wh�ch belonged, �n truth, to another order, the
black shutters were replaced by brown curta�ns, and the parlor �tself
was a salon w�th a pol�shed wood floor, whose w�ndows were draped
�n wh�te musl�n curta�ns and whose walls adm�tted all sorts of frames,
a portra�t of a Bened�ct�ne nun w�th unve�led face, pa�nted bouquets,
and even the head of a Turk.

It �s �n that garden of the Temple convent, that stood that famous
chestnut-tree wh�ch was renowned as the f�nest and the largest �n
France, and wh�ch bore the reputat�on among the good people of the
e�ghteenth century of be�ng the father of all the chestnut trees of the
realm.

As we have sa�d, th�s convent of the Temple was occup�ed by
Bened�ct�nes of the Perpetual Adorat�on, Bened�ct�nes qu�te d�fferent
from those who depended on Cîteaux. Th�s order of the Perpetual
Adorat�on �s not very anc�ent and does not go back more than two
hundred years. In 1649 the holy sacrament was profaned on two
occas�ons a few days apart, �n two churches �n Par�s, at Sa�nt-
Sulp�ce and at Sa�nt-Jean en Grève, a rare and fr�ghtful sacr�lege
wh�ch set the whole town �n an uproar. M. the Pr�or and V�car-
General of Sa�nt-Germa�n des Prés ordered a solemn process�on of
all h�s clergy, �n wh�ch the Pope’s Nunc�o off�c�ated. But th�s exp�at�on
d�d not sat�sfy two sa�nted women, Madame Court�n, Marqu�se de
Boucs, and the Comtesse de Châteauv�eux. Th�s outrage comm�tted
on “the most holy sacrament of the altar,” though but temporary,
would not depart from these holy souls, and �t seemed to them that �t



could only be extenuated by a “Perpetual Adorat�on” �n some female
monastery. Both of them, one �n 1652, the other �n 1653, made
donat�ons of notable sums to Mother Cather�ne de Bar, called of the
Holy Sacrament, a Bened�ct�ne nun, for the purpose of found�ng, to
th�s p�ous end, a monastery of the order of Sa�nt-Benoît; the f�rst
perm�ss�on for th�s foundat�on was g�ven to Mother Cather�ne de Bar
by M. de Metz, Abbé of Sa�nt-Germa�n, “on cond�t�on that no woman
could be rece�ved unless she contr�buted three hundred l�vres
�ncome, wh�ch amounts to s�x thousand l�vres, to the pr�nc�pal.” After
the Abbé of Sa�nt-Germa�n, the k�ng accorded letters-patent; and all
the rest, abbat�al charter, and royal letters, was conf�rmed �n 1654 by
the Chamber of Accounts and the Parl�ament.

Such �s the or�g�n of the legal consecrat�on of the establ�shment of
the Bened�ct�nes of the Perpetual Adorat�on of the Holy Sacrament
at Par�s. The�r f�rst convent was “a new bu�ld�ng” �n the Rue
Cassette, out of the contr�but�ons of Mesdames de Boucs and de
Châteauv�eux.

Th�s order, as �t w�ll be seen, was not to be confounded w�th the
Bened�ct�ne nuns of Cîteaux. It mounted back to the Abbé of Sa�nt-
Germa�n des Prés, �n the same manner that the lad�es of the Sacred
Heart go back to the general of the Jesu�ts, and the s�sters of char�ty
to the general of the Lazar�sts.

It was also totally d�fferent from the Bernard�nes of the Pet�t-
P�cpus, whose �nter�or we have just shown. In 1657, Pope Alexander
VII. had author�zed, by a spec�al br�ef, the Bernard�nes of the Rue
Pet�t-P�cpus, to pract�se the Perpetual Adorat�on l�ke the Bened�ct�ne
nuns of the Holy Sacrament. But the two orders rema�ned d�st�nct
nonetheless.



CHAPTER XI—END OF THE PETIT-
PICPUS

At the beg�nn�ng of the Restorat�on, the convent of the Pet�t-P�cpus
was �n �ts decay; th�s forms a part of the general death of the order,
wh�ch, after the e�ghteenth century, has been d�sappear�ng l�ke all
the rel�g�ous orders. Contemplat�on �s, l�ke prayer, one of human�ty’s
needs; but, l�ke everyth�ng wh�ch the Revolut�on touched, �t w�ll be
transformed, and from be�ng host�le to soc�al progress, �t w�ll become
favorable to �t.

The house of the Pet�t-P�cpus was becom�ng rap�dly depopulated.
In 1840, the L�ttle Convent had d�sappeared, the school had
d�sappeared. There were no longer any old women, nor young g�rls;
the f�rst were dead, the latter had taken the�r departure. Volaverunt.

The rule of the Perpetual Adorat�on �s so r�g�d �n �ts nature that �t
alarms, vocat�ons reco�l before �t, the order rece�ves no recru�ts. In
1845, �t st�ll obta�ned lay-s�sters here and there. But of professed
nuns, none at all. Forty years ago, the nuns numbered nearly a
hundred; f�fteen years ago there were not more than twenty-e�ght of
them. How many are there to-day? In 1847, the pr�oress was young,
a s�gn that the c�rcle of cho�ce was restr�cted. She was not forty
years old. In proport�on as the number d�m�n�shes, the fat�gue
�ncreases, the serv�ce of each becomes more pa�nful; the moment
could then be seen draw�ng near when there would be but a dozen
bent and ach�ng shoulders to bear the heavy rule of Sa�nt-Benoît.
The burden �s �mplacable, and rema�ns the same for the few as for
the many. It we�ghs down, �t crushes. Thus they d�e. At the per�od
when the author of th�s book st�ll l�ved �n Par�s, two d�ed. One was
twenty-f�ve years old, the other twenty-three. Th�s latter can say, l�ke
Jul�a Alp�nula: “H�c jaceo. V�x� annos v�g�nt� et tres.” It �s �n



consequence of th�s decay that the convent gave up the educat�on of
g�rls.

We have not felt able to pass before th�s extraord�nary house
w�thout enter�ng �t, and w�thout �ntroduc�ng the m�nds wh�ch
accompany us, and wh�ch are l�sten�ng to our tale, to the prof�t of
some, perchance, of the melancholy h�story of Jean Valjean. We
have penetrated �nto th�s commun�ty, full of those old pract�ces wh�ch
seem so novel to-day. It �s the closed garden, hortus conclusus. We
have spoken of th�s s�ngular place �n deta�l, but w�th respect, �n so
far, at least, as deta�l and respect are compat�ble. We do not
understand all, but we �nsult noth�ng. We are equally far removed
from the hosanna of Joseph de Ma�stre, who wound up by ano�nt�ng
the execut�oner, and from the sneer of Volta�re, who even goes so far
as to r�d�cule the cross.

An �llog�cal act on Volta�re’s part, we may remark, by the way; for
Volta�re would have defended Jesus as he defended Calas; and
even for those who deny superhuman �ncarnat�ons, what does the
cruc�f�x represent? The assass�nated sage.

In th�s n�neteenth century, the rel�g�ous �dea �s undergo�ng a cr�s�s.
People are unlearn�ng certa�n th�ngs, and they do well, prov�ded that,
wh�le unlearn�ng them they learn th�s: There �s no vacuum �n the
human heart. Certa�n demol�t�ons take place, and �t �s well that they
do, but on cond�t�on that they are followed by reconstruct�ons.

In the meant�me, let us study th�ngs wh�ch are no more. It �s
necessary to know them, �f only for the purpose of avo�d�ng them.
The counterfe�ts of the past assume false names, and gladly call
themselves the future. Th�s spectre, th�s past, �s g�ven to fals�fy�ng �ts
own passport. Let us �nform ourselves of the trap. Let us be on our
guard. The past has a v�sage, superst�t�on, and a mask, hypocr�sy.
Let us denounce the v�sage and let us tear off the mask.

As for convents, they present a complex problem,—a quest�on of
c�v�l�zat�on, wh�ch condemns them; a quest�on of l�berty, wh�ch
protects them.



BOOK SEVENTH—PARENTHESIS



CHAPTER I—THE CONVENT AS AN
ABSTRACT IDEA

Th�s book �s a drama, whose lead�ng personage �s the Inf�n�te.
Man �s the second.
Such be�ng the case, and a convent hav�ng happened to be on our

road, �t has been our duty to enter �t. Why? Because the convent,
wh�ch �s common to the Or�ent as well as to the Occ�dent, to ant�qu�ty
as well as to modern t�mes, to pagan�sm, to Buddh�sm, to
Mahometan�sm, as well as to Chr�st�an�ty, �s one of the opt�cal
apparatuses appl�ed by man to the Inf�n�te.

Th�s �s not the place for enlarg�ng d�sproport�onately on certa�n
�deas; nevertheless, wh�le absolutely ma�nta�n�ng our reserves, our
restr�ct�ons, and even our �nd�gnat�ons, we must say that every t�me
we encounter man �n the Inf�n�te, e�ther well or �ll understood, we feel
ourselves overpowered w�th respect. There �s, �n the synagogue, �n
the mosque, �n the pagoda, �n the w�gwam, a h�deous s�de wh�ch we
execrate, and a subl�me s�de, wh�ch we adore. What a contemplat�on
for the m�nd, and what endless food for thought, �s the reverberat�on
of God upon the human wall!



CHAPTER II—THE CONVENT AS AN
HISTORICAL FACT

From the po�nt of v�ew of h�story, of reason, and of truth,
monast�c�sm �s condemned. Monaster�es, when they abound �n a
nat�on, are clogs �n �ts c�rculat�on, cumbrous establ�shments, centres
of �dleness where centres of labor should ex�st. Monast�c
commun�t�es are to the great soc�al commun�ty what the m�stletoe �s
to the oak, what the wart �s to the human body. The�r prosper�ty and
the�r fatness mean the �mpover�shment of the country. The monast�c
reg�me, good at the beg�nn�ng of c�v�l�zat�on, useful �n the reduct�on
of the brutal by the sp�r�tual, �s bad when peoples have reached the�r
manhood. Moreover, when �t becomes relaxed, and when �t enters
�nto �ts per�od of d�sorder, �t becomes bad for the very reasons wh�ch
rendered �t salutary �n �ts per�od of pur�ty, because �t st�ll cont�nues to
set the example.

Claustrat�on has had �ts day. Clo�sters, useful �n the early
educat�on of modern c�v�l�zat�on, have embarrassed �ts growth, and
are �njur�ous to �ts development. So far as �nst�tut�on and format�on
w�th relat�on to man are concerned, monaster�es, wh�ch were good �n
the tenth century, quest�onable �n the f�fteenth, are detestable �n the
n�neteenth. The leprosy of monast�c�sm has gnawed nearly to a
skeleton two wonderful nat�ons, Italy and Spa�n; the one the l�ght, the
other the splendor of Europe for centur�es; and, at the present day,
these two �llustr�ous peoples are but just beg�nn�ng to convalesce,
thanks to the healthy and v�gorous hyg�ene of 1789 alone.

The convent—the anc�ent female convent �n part�cular, such as �t
st�ll presents �tself on the threshold of th�s century, �n Italy, �n Austr�a,
�n Spa�n—�s one of the most sombre concret�ons of the M�ddle Ages.
The clo�ster, that clo�ster, �s the po�nt of �ntersect�on of horrors. The



Cathol�c clo�ster, properly speak�ng, �s wholly f�lled w�th the black
rad�ance of death.

The Span�sh convent �s the most funereal of all. There r�se, �n
obscur�ty, beneath vaults f�lled w�th gloom, beneath domes vague
w�th shadow, mass�ve altars of Babel, as h�gh as cathedrals; there
�mmense wh�te cruc�f�xes hang from cha�ns �n the dark; there are
extended, all nude on the ebony, great Chr�sts of �vory; more than
bleed�ng,—bloody; h�deous and magn�f�cent, w�th the�r elbows
d�splay�ng the bones, the�r knee-pans show�ng the�r �nteguments,
the�r wounds show�ng the�r flesh, crowned w�th s�lver thorns, na�led
w�th na�ls of gold, w�th blood drops of rub�es on the�r brows, and
d�amond tears �n the�r eyes. The d�amonds and rub�es seem wet,
and make ve�led be�ngs �n the shadow below weep, the�r s�des
bru�sed w�th the ha�r sh�rt and the�r �ron-t�pped scourges, the�r
breasts crushed w�th w�cker hurdles, the�r knees excor�ated w�th
prayer; women who th�nk themselves w�ves, spectres who th�nk
themselves seraph�m. Do these women th�nk? No. Have they any
w�ll? No. Do they love? No. Do they l�ve? No. The�r nerves have
turned to bone; the�r bones have turned to stone. The�r ve�l �s of
woven n�ght. The�r breath under the�r ve�l resembles the
�ndescr�bably trag�c resp�rat�on of death. The abbess, a spectre,
sanct�f�es them and terr�f�es them. The �mmaculate one �s there, and
very f�erce. Such are the anc�ent monaster�es of Spa�n. L�ars of
terr�ble devot�on, caverns of v�rg�ns, feroc�ous places.

Cathol�c Spa�n �s more Roman than Rome herself. The Span�sh
convent was, above all others, the Cathol�c convent. There was a
flavor of the Or�ent about �t. The archb�shop, the k�slar-aga of
heaven, locked up and kept watch over th�s seragl�o of souls
reserved for God. The nun was the odal�sque, the pr�est was the
eunuch. The fervent were chosen �n dreams and possessed Chr�st.
At n�ght, the beaut�ful, nude young man descended from the cross
and became the ecstasy of the clo�stered one. Lofty walls guarded
the myst�c sultana, who had the cruc�f�ed for her sultan, from all l�v�ng
d�stract�on. A glance on the outer world was �nf�del�ty. The �n pace
replaced the leather sack. That wh�ch was cast �nto the sea �n the
East was thrown �nto the ground �n the West. In both quarters,



women wrung the�r hands; the waves for the f�rst, the grave for the
last; here the drowned, there the bur�ed. Monstrous parallel.

To-day the upholders of the past, unable to deny these th�ngs,
have adopted the exped�ent of sm�l�ng at them. There has come �nto
fash�on a strange and easy manner of suppress�ng the revelat�ons of
h�story, of �nval�dat�ng the commentar�es of ph�losophy, of el�d�ng all
embarrass�ng facts and all gloomy quest�ons. A matter for
declamat�ons, say the clever. Declamat�ons, repeat the fool�sh. Jean-
Jacques a decla�mer; D�derot a decla�mer; Volta�re on Calas,
Labarre, and S�rven, decla�mers. I know not who has recently
d�scovered that Tac�tus was a decla�mer, that Nero was a v�ct�m, and
that p�ty �s dec�dedly due to “that poor Holofernes.”

Facts, however, are awkward th�ngs to d�sconcert, and they are
obst�nate. The author of th�s book has seen, w�th h�s own eyes, e�ght
leagues d�stant from Brussels,—there are rel�cs of the M�ddle Ages
there wh�ch are atta�nable for everybody,—at the Abbey of V�llers,
the hole of the oubl�ettes, �n the m�ddle of the f�eld wh�ch was
formerly the courtyard of the clo�ster, and on the banks of the Th�l,
four stone dungeons, half under ground, half under the water. They
were �n pace. Each of these dungeons has the rema�ns of an �ron
door, a vault, and a grated open�ng wh�ch, on the outs�de, �s two feet
above the level of the r�ver, and on the �ns�de, s�x feet above the
level of the ground. Four feet of r�ver flow past along the outs�de wall.
The ground �s always soaked. The occupant of the �n pace had th�s
wet so�l for h�s bed. In one of these dungeons, there �s a fragment of
an �ron necklet r�veted to the wall; �n another, there can be seen a
square box made of four slabs of gran�te, too short for a person to l�e
down �n, too low for h�m to stand upr�ght �n. A human be�ng was put
�ns�de, w�th a coverl�d of stone on top. Th�s ex�sts. It can be seen. It
can be touched. These �n pace, these dungeons, these �ron h�nges,
these necklets, that lofty peep-hole on a level w�th the r�ver’s current,
that box of stone closed w�th a l�d of gran�te l�ke a tomb, w�th th�s
d�fference, that the dead man here was a l�v�ng be�ng, that so�l wh�ch
�s but mud, that vault hole, those ooz�ng walls,—what decla�mers!



CHAPTER III—ON WHAT CONDITIONS
ONE CAN RESPECT THE PAST

Monast�c�sm, such as �t ex�sted �n Spa�n, and such as �t st�ll ex�sts
�n Th�bet, �s a sort of phth�s�s for c�v�l�zat�on. It stops l�fe short. It
s�mply depopulates. Claustrat�on, castrat�on. It has been the scourge
of Europe. Add to th�s the v�olence so often done to the consc�ence,
the forced vocat�ons, feudal�sm bolstered up by the clo�ster, the r�ght
of the f�rst-born pour�ng the excess of the fam�ly �nto monast�c�sm,
the feroc�t�es of wh�ch we have just spoken, the �n pace, the closed
mouths, the walled-up bra�ns, so many unfortunate m�nds placed �n
the dungeon of eternal vows, the tak�ng of the hab�t, the �nterment of
l�v�ng souls. Add �nd�v�dual tortures to nat�onal degradat�ons, and,
whoever you may be, you w�ll shudder before the frock and the ve�l,
—those two w�nd�ng-sheets of human dev�s�ng. Nevertheless, at
certa�n po�nts and �n certa�n places, �n sp�te of ph�losophy, �n sp�te of
progress, the sp�r�t of the clo�ster pers�sts �n the m�dst of the
n�neteenth century, and a s�ngular ascet�c recrudescence �s, at th�s
moment, aston�sh�ng the c�v�l�zed world. The obst�nacy of ant�quated
�nst�tut�ons �n perpetuat�ng themselves resembles the stubbornness
of the ranc�d perfume wh�ch should cla�m our ha�r, the pretens�ons of
the spo�led f�sh wh�ch should pers�st �n be�ng eaten, the persecut�on
of the ch�ld’s garment wh�ch should �ns�st on cloth�ng the man, the
tenderness of corpses wh�ch should return to embrace the l�v�ng.

“Ingrates!” says the garment, “I protected you �n �nclement
weather. Why w�ll you have noth�ng to do w�th me?” “I have just
come from the deep sea,” says the f�sh. “I have been a rose,” says
the perfume. “I have loved you,” says the corpse. “I have c�v�l�zed
you,” says the convent.

To th�s there �s but one reply: “In former days.”



To dream of the �ndef�n�te prolongat�on of defunct th�ngs, and of
the government of men by embalm�ng, to restore dogmas �n a bad
cond�t�on, to reg�ld shr�nes, to patch up clo�sters, to rebless
rel�quar�es, to refurn�sh superst�t�ons, to rev�ctual fanat�c�sms, to put
new handles on holy water brushes and m�l�tar�sm, to reconst�tute
monast�c�sm and m�l�tar�sm, to bel�eve �n the salvat�on of soc�ety by
the mult�pl�cat�on of paras�tes, to force the past on the present,—th�s
seems strange. St�ll, there are theor�sts who hold such theor�es.
These theor�sts, who are �n other respects people of �ntell�gence,
have a very s�mple process; they apply to the past a glaz�ng wh�ch
they call soc�al order, d�v�ne r�ght, moral�ty, fam�ly, the respect of
elders, ant�que author�ty, sacred trad�t�on, leg�t�macy, rel�g�on; and
they go about shout�ng, “Look! take th�s, honest people.” Th�s log�c
was known to the anc�ents. The soothsayers pract�se �t. They rubbed
a black he�fer over w�th chalk, and sa�d, “She �s wh�te, Bos cretatus.”

As for us, we respect the past here and there, and we spare �t,
above all, prov�ded that �t consents to be dead. If �t �ns�sts on be�ng
al�ve, we attack �t, and we try to k�ll �t.

Superst�t�ons, b�gotr�es, affected devot�on, prejud�ces, those forms,
all forms as they are, are tenac�ous of l�fe; they have teeth and na�ls
�n the�r smoke, and they must be clasped close, body to body, and
war must be made on them, and that w�thout truce; for �t �s one of the
fatal�t�es of human�ty to be condemned to eternal combat w�th
phantoms. It �s d�ff�cult to se�ze darkness by the throat, and to hurl �t
to the earth.

A convent �n France, �n the broad dayl�ght of the n�neteenth
century, �s a college of owls fac�ng the l�ght. A clo�ster, caught �n the
very act of ascet�c�sm, �n the very heart of the c�ty of ’89 and of 1830
and of 1848, Rome blossom�ng out �n Par�s, �s an anachron�sm. In
ord�nary t�mes, �n order to d�ssolve an anachron�sm and to cause �t to
van�sh, one has only to make �t spell out the date. But we are not �n
ord�nary t�mes.

Let us f�ght.
Let us f�ght, but let us make a d�st�nct�on. The pecul�ar property of

truth �s never to comm�t excesses. What need has �t of
exaggerat�on? There �s that wh�ch �t �s necessary to destroy, and



there �s that wh�ch �t �s s�mply necessary to eluc�date and exam�ne.
What a force �s k�ndly and ser�ous exam�nat�on! Let us not apply a
flame where only a l�ght �s requ�red.

So, g�ven the n�neteenth century, we are opposed, as a general
propos�t�on, and among all peoples, �n As�a as well as �n Europe, �n
Ind�a as well as �n Turkey, to ascet�c claustrat�on. Whoever says
clo�ster, says marsh. The�r putrescence �s ev�dent, the�r stagnat�on �s
unhealthy, the�r fermentat�on �nfects people w�th fever, and et�olates
them; the�r mult�pl�cat�on becomes a plague of Egypt. We cannot
th�nk w�thout affr�ght of those lands where fak�rs, bonzes, santons,
Greek monks, marabouts, talapo�ns, and derv�shes mult�ply even l�ke
swarms of verm�n.

Th�s sa�d, the rel�g�ous quest�on rema�ns. Th�s quest�on has certa�n
myster�ous, almost form�dable s�des; may we be perm�tted to look at
�t f�xedly.



CHAPTER IV—THE CONVENT FROM
THE POINT OF VIEW OF PRINCIPLES
Men un�te themselves and dwell �n commun�t�es. By v�rtue of what

r�ght? By v�rtue of the r�ght of assoc�at�on.
They shut themselves up at home. By v�rtue of what r�ght? By

v�rtue of the r�ght wh�ch every man has to open or shut h�s door.
They do not come forth. By v�rtue of what r�ght? By v�rtue of the

r�ght to go and come, wh�ch �mpl�es the r�ght to rema�n at home.
There, at home, what do they do?
They speak �n low tones; they drop the�r eyes; they to�l. They

renounce the world, towns, sensual�t�es, pleasures, van�t�es, pr�de,
�nterests. They are clothed �n coarse woollen or coarse l�nen. Not
one of them possesses �n h�s own r�ght anyth�ng whatever. On
enter�ng there, each one who was r�ch makes h�mself poor. What he
has, he g�ves to all. He who was what �s called noble, a gentleman
and a lord, �s the equal of h�m who was a peasant. The cell �s
�dent�cal for all. All undergo the same tonsure, wear the same frock,
eat the same black bread, sleep on the same straw, d�e on the same
ashes. The same sack on the�r backs, the same rope around the�r
lo�ns. If the dec�s�on has been to go barefoot, all go barefoot. There
may be a pr�nce among them; that pr�nce �s the same shadow as the
rest. No t�tles. Even fam�ly names have d�sappeared. They bear only
f�rst names. All are bowed beneath the equal�ty of bapt�smal names.
They have d�ssolved the carnal fam�ly, and const�tuted �n the�r
commun�ty a sp�r�tual fam�ly. They have no other relat�ves than all
men. They succor the poor, they care for the s�ck. They elect those
whom they obey. They call each other “my brother.”

You stop me and excla�m, “But that �s the �deal convent!”



It �s suff�c�ent that �t may be the poss�ble convent, that I should
take not�ce of �t.

Thence �t results that, �n the preced�ng book, I have spoken of a
convent w�th respectful accents. The M�ddle Ages cast as�de, As�a
cast as�de, the h�stor�cal and pol�t�cal quest�on held �n reserve, from
the purely ph�losoph�cal po�nt of v�ew, outs�de the requ�rements of
m�l�tant pol�cy, on cond�t�on that the monastery shall be absolutely a
voluntary matter and shall conta�n only consent�ng part�es, I shall
always cons�der a clo�stered commun�ty w�th a certa�n attent�ve, and,
�n some respects, a deferent�al grav�ty.

Wherever there �s a commun�ty, there �s a commune; where there
�s a commune, there �s r�ght. The monastery �s the product of the
formula: Equal�ty, Fratern�ty. Oh! how grand �s l�berty! And what a
splend�d transf�gurat�on! L�berty suff�ces to transform the monastery
�nto a republ�c.

Let us cont�nue.
But these men, or these women who are beh�nd these four walls.

They dress themselves �n coarse woollen, they are equals, they call
each other brothers, that �s well; but they do someth�ng else?

Yes.
What?
They gaze on the darkness, they kneel, and they clasp the�r

hands.
What does th�s s�gn�fy?



CHAPTER V—PRAYER
They pray.
To whom?
To God.
To pray to God,—what �s the mean�ng of these words?
Is there an �nf�n�te beyond us? Is that �nf�n�te there, �nherent,

permanent; necessar�ly substant�al, s�nce �t �s �nf�n�te; and because,
�f �t lacked matter �t would be bounded; necessar�ly �ntell�gent, s�nce �t
�s �nf�n�te, and because, �f �t lacked �ntell�gence, �t would end there?
Does th�s �nf�n�te awaken �n us the �dea of essence, wh�le we can
attr�bute to ourselves only the �dea of ex�stence? In other terms, �s �t
not the absolute, of wh�ch we are only the relat�ve?

At the same t�me that there �s an �nf�n�te w�thout us, �s there not an
�nf�n�te w�th�n us? Are not these two �nf�n�tes (what an alarm�ng
plural!) superposed, the one upon the other? Is not th�s second
�nf�n�te, so to speak, subjacent to the f�rst? Is �t not the latter’s m�rror,
reflect�on, echo, an abyss wh�ch �s concentr�c w�th another abyss? Is
th�s second �nf�n�ty �ntell�gent also? Does �t th�nk? Does �t love? Does
�t w�ll? If these two �nf�n�t�es are �ntell�gent, each of them has a w�ll
pr�nc�ple, and there �s an I �n the upper �nf�n�ty as there �s an I �n the
lower �nf�n�ty. The I below �s the soul; the I on h�gh �s God.

To place the �nf�n�ty here below �n contact, by the med�um of
thought, w�th the �nf�n�ty on h�gh, �s called pray�ng.

Let us take noth�ng from the human m�nd; to suppress �s bad. We
must reform and transform. Certa�n facult�es �n man are d�rected
towards the Unknown; thought, rever�e, prayer. The Unknown �s an
ocean. What �s consc�ence? It �s the compass of the Unknown.
Thought, rever�e, prayer,—these are great and myster�ous
rad�at�ons. Let us respect them. Wh�ther go these majest�c
�rrad�at�ons of the soul? Into the shadow; that �s to say, to the l�ght.



The grandeur of democracy �s to d�sown noth�ng and to deny
noth�ng of human�ty. Close to the r�ght of the man, bes�de �t, at the
least, there ex�sts the r�ght of the soul.

To crush fanat�c�sm and to venerate the �nf�n�te, such �s the law.
Let us not conf�ne ourselves to prostrat�ng ourselves before the tree
of creat�on, and to the contemplat�on of �ts branches full of stars. We
have a duty to labor over the human soul, to defend the mystery
aga�nst the m�racle, to adore the �ncomprehens�ble and reject the
absurd, to adm�t, as an �nexpl�cable fact, only what �s necessary, to
pur�fy bel�ef, to remove superst�t�ons from above rel�g�on; to clear
God of caterp�llars.



CHAPTER VI—THE ABSOLUTE
GOODNESS OF PRAYER

W�th regard to the modes of prayer, all are good, prov�ded that
they are s�ncere. Turn your book ups�de down and be �n the �nf�n�te.

There �s, as we know, a ph�losophy wh�ch den�es the �nf�n�te.
There �s also a ph�losophy, patholog�cally class�f�ed, wh�ch den�es
the sun; th�s ph�losophy �s called bl�ndness.

To erect a sense wh�ch we lack �nto a source of truth, �s a f�ne
bl�nd man’s self-suff�c�ency.

The cur�ous th�ng �s the haughty, super�or, and compass�onate a�rs
wh�ch th�s grop�ng ph�losophy assumes towards the ph�losophy
wh�ch beholds God. One fanc�es he hears a mole cry�ng, “I p�ty them
w�th the�r sun!”

There are, as we know, powerful and �llustr�ous athe�sts. At
bottom, led back to the truth by the�r very force, they are not
absolutely sure that they are athe�sts; �t �s w�th them only a quest�on
of def�n�t�on, and �n any case, �f they do not bel�eve �n God, be�ng
great m�nds, they prove God.

We salute them as ph�losophers, wh�le �nexorably denounc�ng
the�r ph�losophy.

Let us go on.
The remarkable th�ng about �t �s, also, the�r fac�l�ty �n pay�ng

themselves off w�th words. A metaphys�cal school of the North,
�mpregnated to some extent w�th fog, has fanc�ed that �t has worked
a revolut�on �n human understand�ng by replac�ng the word Force
w�th the word W�ll.

To say: “the plant w�lls,” �nstead of: “the plant grows”: th�s would be
fecund �n results, �ndeed, �f we were to add: “the un�verse w�lls.”



Why? Because �t would come to th�s: the plant w�lls, therefore �t has
an I; the un�verse w�lls, therefore �t has a God.

As for us, who, however, �n contrad�st�nct�on to th�s school, reject
noth�ng a pr�or�, a w�ll �n the plant, accepted by th�s school, appears
to us more d�ff�cult to adm�t than a w�ll �n the un�verse den�ed by �t.

To deny the w�ll of the �nf�n�te, that �s to say, God, �s �mposs�ble on
any other cond�t�ons than a den�al of the �nf�n�te. We have
demonstrated th�s.

The negat�on of the �nf�n�te leads stra�ght to n�h�l�sm. Everyth�ng
becomes “a mental concept�on.”

W�th n�h�l�sm, no d�scuss�on �s poss�ble; for the n�h�l�st log�c doubts
the ex�stence of �ts �nterlocutor, and �s not qu�te sure that �t ex�sts
�tself.

From �ts po�nt of v�ew, �t �s poss�ble that �t may be for �tself, only “a
mental concept�on.”

Only, �t does not perce�ve that all wh�ch �t has den�ed �t adm�ts �n
the lump, s�mply by the utterance of the word, m�nd.

In short, no way �s open to the thought by a ph�losophy wh�ch
makes all end �n the monosyllable, No.

To No there �s only one reply, Yes.
N�h�l�sm has no po�nt.
There �s no such th�ng as noth�ngness. Zero does not ex�st.

Everyth�ng �s someth�ng. Noth�ng �s noth�ng.
Man l�ves by aff�rmat�on even more than by bread.
Even to see and to show does not suff�ce. Ph�losophy should be

an energy; �t should have for effort and effect to amel�orate the
cond�t�on of man. Socrates should enter �nto Adam and produce
Marcus Aurel�us; �n other words, the man of w�sdom should be made
to emerge from the man of fel�c�ty. Eden should be changed �nto a
Lyceum. Sc�ence should be a cord�al. To enjoy,—what a sad a�m,
and what a paltry amb�t�on! The brute enjoys. To offer thought to the
th�rst of men, to g�ve them all as an el�x�r the not�on of God, to make
consc�ence and sc�ence fratern�ze �n them, to render them just by
th�s myster�ous confrontat�on; such �s the funct�on of real ph�losophy.



Moral�ty �s a blossom�ng out of truths. Contemplat�on leads to act�on.
The absolute should be pract�cable. It �s necessary that the �deal
should be breathable, dr�nkable, and eatable to the human m�nd. It �s
the �deal wh�ch has the r�ght to say: Take, th�s �s my body, th�s �s my
blood. W�sdom �s holy commun�on. It �s on th�s cond�t�on that �t
ceases to be a ster�le love of sc�ence and becomes the one and
sovere�gn mode of human rally�ng, and that ph�losophy herself �s
promoted to rel�g�on.

Ph�losophy should not be a corbel erected on mystery to gaze
upon �t at �ts ease, w�thout any other result than that of be�ng
conven�ent to cur�os�ty.

For our part, adjourn�ng the development of our thought to another
occas�on, we w�ll conf�ne ourselves to say�ng that we ne�ther
understand man as a po�nt of departure nor progress as an end,
w�thout those two forces wh�ch are the�r two motors: fa�th and love.

Progress �s the goal, the �deal �s the type.
What �s th�s �deal? It �s God.
Ideal, absolute, perfect�on, �nf�n�ty: �dent�cal words.



CHAPTER VII—PRECAUTIONS TO BE
OBSERVED IN BLAME

H�story and ph�losophy have eternal dut�es, wh�ch are, at the same
t�me, s�mple dut�es; to combat Ca�phas the H�gh-pr�est, Draco the
Lawg�ver, Tr�malc�on the Leg�slator, T�ber�us the Emperor; th�s �s
clear, d�rect, and l�mp�d, and offers no obscur�ty.

But the r�ght to l�ve apart, even w�th �ts �nconven�ences and �ts
abuses, �ns�sts on be�ng stated and taken �nto account. Cenob�t�sm
�s a human problem.

When one speaks of convents, those abodes of error, but of
�nnocence, of aberrat�on but of good-w�ll, of �gnorance but of
devot�on, of torture but of martyrdom, �t always becomes necessary
to say e�ther yes or no.

A convent �s a contrad�ct�on. Its object, salvat�on; �ts means
thereto, sacr�f�ce. The convent �s supreme ego�sm hav�ng for �ts
result supreme abnegat�on.

To abd�cate w�th the object of re�gn�ng seems to be the dev�ce of
monast�c�sm.

In the clo�ster, one suffers �n order to enjoy. One draws a b�ll of
exchange on death. One d�scounts �n terrestr�al gloom celest�al l�ght.
In the clo�ster, hell �s accepted �n advance as a post ob�t on parad�se.

The tak�ng of the ve�l or the frock �s a su�c�de pa�d for w�th etern�ty.
It does not seem to us, that on such a subject mockery �s

perm�ss�ble. All about �t �s ser�ous, the good as well as the bad.
The just man frowns, but never sm�les w�th a mal�c�ous sneer. We

understand wrath, but not mal�ce.



CHAPTER VIII—FAITH, LAW
A few words more.
We blame the church when she �s saturated w�th �ntr�gues, we

desp�se the sp�r�tual wh�ch �s harsh toward the temporal; but we
everywhere honor the thoughtful man.

We salute the man who kneels.
A fa�th; th�s �s a necess�ty for man. Woe to h�m who bel�eves

noth�ng.
One �s not unoccup�ed because one �s absorbed. There �s v�s�ble

labor and �nv�s�ble labor.
To contemplate �s to labor, to th�nk �s to act.
Folded arms to�l, clasped hands work. A gaze f�xed on heaven �s a

work.
Thales rema�ned mot�onless for four years. He founded

ph�losophy.
In our op�n�on, cenob�tes are not lazy men, and recluses are not

�dlers.
To med�tate on the Shadow �s a ser�ous th�ng.
W�thout �nval�dat�ng anyth�ng that we have just sa�d, we bel�eve

that a perpetual memory of the tomb �s proper for the l�v�ng. On th�s
po�nt, the pr�est and the ph�losopher agree. We must d�e. The Abbé
de la Trappe repl�es to Horace.

To m�ngle w�th one’s l�fe a certa�n presence of the sepulchre,—th�s
�s the law of the sage; and �t �s the law of the ascet�c. In th�s respect,
the ascet�c and the sage converge. There �s a mater�al growth; we
adm�t �t. There �s a moral grandeur; we hold to that. Thoughtless and
v�vac�ous sp�r�ts say:—

“What �s the good of those mot�onless f�gures on the s�de of
mystery? What purpose do they serve? What do they do?”



Alas! In the presence of the darkness wh�ch env�rons us, and
wh�ch awa�ts us, �n our �gnorance of what the �mmense d�spers�on
w�ll make of us, we reply: “There �s probably no work more d�v�ne
than that performed by these souls.” And we add: “There �s probably
no work wh�ch �s more useful.”

There certa�nly must be some who pray constantly for those who
never pray at all.

In our op�n�on the whole quest�on l�es �n the amount of thought that
�s m�ngled w�th prayer.

Le�bn�tz pray�ng �s grand, Volta�re ador�ng �s f�ne. Deo erex�t
Volta�re.

We are for rel�g�on as aga�nst rel�g�ons.
We are of the number who bel�eve �n the wretchedness of or�sons,

and the subl�m�ty of prayer.
Moreover, at th�s m�nute wh�ch we are now travers�ng,—a m�nute

wh�ch w�ll not, fortunately, leave �ts �mpress on the n�neteenth
century,—at th�s hour, when so many men have low brows and souls
but l�ttle elevated, among so many mortals whose moral�ty cons�sts
�n enjoyment, and who are bus�ed w�th the br�ef and m�sshapen
th�ngs of matter, whoever ex�les h�mself seems worthy of venerat�on
to us.

The monastery �s a renunc�at�on. Sacr�f�ce wrongly d�rected �s st�ll
sacr�f�ce. To m�stake a grave error for a duty has a grandeur of �ts
own.

Taken by �tself, and �deally, and �n order to exam�ne the truth on all
s�des unt�l all aspects have been �mpart�ally exhausted, the
monastery, the female convent �n part�cular,—for �n our century �t �s
woman who suffers the most, and �n th�s ex�le of the clo�ster there �s
someth�ng of protestat�on,—the female convent has �ncontestably a
certa�n majesty.

Th�s clo�stered ex�stence wh�ch �s so austere, so depress�ng, a few
of whose features we have just traced, �s not l�fe, for �t �s not l�berty; �t
�s not the tomb, for �t �s not plen�tude; �t �s the strange place whence
one beholds, as from the crest of a lofty mounta�n, on one s�de the
abyss where we are, on the other, the abyss wh�ther we shall go; �t �s



the narrow and m�sty front�er separat�ng two worlds, �llum�nated and
obscured by both at the same t�me, where the ray of l�fe wh�ch has
become enfeebled �s m�ngled w�th the vague ray of death; �t �s the
half obscur�ty of the tomb.

We, who do not bel�eve what these women bel�eve, but who, l�ke
them, l�ve by fa�th,—we have never been able to th�nk w�thout a sort
of tender and rel�g�ous terror, w�thout a sort of p�ty, that �s full of envy,
of those devoted, trembl�ng and trust�ng creatures, of these humble
and august souls, who dare to dwell on the very br�nk of the mystery,
wa�t�ng between the world wh�ch �s closed and heaven wh�ch �s not
yet open, turned towards the l�ght wh�ch one cannot see, possess�ng
the sole happ�ness of th�nk�ng that they know where �t �s, asp�r�ng
towards the gulf, and the unknown, the�r eyes f�xed mot�onless on
the darkness, kneel�ng, bew�ldered, stupef�ed, shudder�ng, half l�fted,
at t�mes, by the deep breaths of etern�ty.



BOOK EIGHTH—CEMETERIES TAKE
THAT WHICH IS COMMITTED THEM



CHAPTER I—WHICH TREATS OF THE
MANNER OF ENTERING A CONVENT
It was �nto th�s house that Jean Valjean had, as Fauchelevent

expressed �t, “fallen from the sky.”
He had scaled the wall of the garden wh�ch formed the angle of

the Rue Polonceau. That hymn of the angels wh�ch he had heard �n
the m�ddle of the n�ght, was the nuns chant�ng mat�ns; that hall, of
wh�ch he had caught a gl�mpse �n the gloom, was the chapel. That
phantom wh�ch he had seen stretched on the ground was the s�ster
who was mak�ng reparat�on; that bell, the sound of wh�ch had so
strangely surpr�sed h�m, was the gardener’s bell attached to the
knee of Father Fauchelevent.

Cosette once put to bed, Jean Valjean and Fauchelevent had, as
we have already seen, supped on a glass of w�ne and a b�t of
cheese before a good, crackl�ng f�re; then, the only bed �n the hut
be�ng occup�ed by Cosette, each threw h�mself on a truss of straw.

Before he shut h�s eyes, Jean Valjean sa�d: “I must rema�n here
henceforth.” Th�s remark trotted through Fauchelevent’s head all
n�ght long.

To tell the truth, ne�ther of them slept.
Jean Valjean, feel�ng that he was d�scovered and that Javert was

on h�s scent, understood that he and Cosette were lost �f they
returned to Par�s. Then the new storm wh�ch had just burst upon h�m
had stranded h�m �n th�s clo�ster. Jean Valjean had, henceforth, but
one thought,—to rema�n there. Now, for an unfortunate man �n h�s
pos�t�on, th�s convent was both the safest and the most dangerous of
places; the most dangerous, because, as no men m�ght enter there,
�f he were d�scovered, �t was a flagrant offence, and Jean Valjean
would f�nd but one step �nterven�ng between the convent and pr�son;
the safest, because, �f he could manage to get h�mself accepted



there and rema�n there, who would ever seek h�m �n such a place?
To dwell �n an �mposs�ble place was safety.

On h�s s�de, Fauchelevent was cudgell�ng h�s bra�ns. He began by
declar�ng to h�mself that he understood noth�ng of the matter. How
had M. Madele�ne got there, when the walls were what they were?
Clo�ster walls are not to be stepped over. How d�d he get there w�th a
ch�ld? One cannot scale a perpend�cular wall w�th a ch�ld �n one’s
arms. Who was that ch�ld? Where d�d they both come from? S�nce
Fauchelevent had l�ved �n the convent, he had heard noth�ng of M.
sur M., and he knew noth�ng of what had taken place there. Father
Madele�ne had an a�r wh�ch d�scouraged quest�ons; and bes�des,
Fauchelevent sa�d to h�mself: “One does not quest�on a sa�nt.” M.
Madele�ne had preserved all h�s prest�ge �n Fauchelevent’s eyes.
Only, from some words wh�ch Jean Valjean had let fall, the gardener
thought he could draw the �nference that M. Madele�ne had probably
become bankrupt through the hard t�mes, and that he was pursued
by h�s cred�tors; or that he had comprom�sed h�mself �n some
pol�t�cal affa�r, and was �n h�d�ng; wh�ch last d�d not d�splease
Fauchelevent, who, l�ke many of our peasants of the North, had an
old fund of Bonapart�sm about h�m. Wh�le �n h�d�ng, M. Madele�ne
had selected the convent as a refuge, and �t was qu�te s�mple that he
should w�sh to rema�n there. But the �nexpl�cable po�nt, to wh�ch
Fauchelevent returned constantly and over wh�ch he wear�ed h�s
bra�n, was that M. Madele�ne should be there, and that he should
have that l�ttle g�rl w�th h�m. Fauchelevent saw them, touched them,
spoke to them, and st�ll d�d not bel�eve �t poss�ble. The
�ncomprehens�ble had just made �ts entrance �nto Fauchelevent’s
hut. Fauchelevent groped about am�d conjectures, and could see
noth�ng clearly but th�s: “M. Madele�ne saved my l�fe.” Th�s certa�nty
alone was suff�c�ent and dec�ded h�s course. He sa�d to h�mself: “It �s
my turn now.” He added �n h�s consc�ence: “M. Madele�ne d�d not
stop to del�berate when �t was a quest�on of thrust�ng h�mself under
the cart for the purpose of dragg�ng me out.” He made up h�s m�nd to
save M. Madele�ne.

Nevertheless, he put many quest�ons to h�mself and made h�mself
d�vers repl�es: “After what he d�d for me, would I save h�m �f he were



a th�ef? Just the same. If he were an assass�n, would I save h�m?
Just the same. S�nce he �s a sa�nt, shall I save h�m? Just the same.”

But what a problem �t was to manage to have h�m rema�n �n the
convent! Fauchelevent d�d not reco�l �n the face of th�s almost
ch�mer�cal undertak�ng; th�s poor peasant of P�cardy w�thout any
other ladder than h�s self-devot�on, h�s good w�ll, and a l�ttle of that
old rust�c cunn�ng, on th�s occas�on enl�sted �n the serv�ce of a
generous enterpr�se, undertook to scale the d�ff�cult�es of the clo�ster,
and the steep escarpments of the rule of Sa�nt-Benoît. Father
Fauchelevent was an old man who had been an ego�st all h�s l�fe,
and who, towards the end of h�s days, halt, �nf�rm, w�th no �nterest
left to h�m �n the world, found �t sweet to be grateful, and perce�v�ng a
generous act�on to be performed, flung h�mself upon �t l�ke a man,
who at the moment when he �s dy�ng, should f�nd close to h�s hand a
glass of good w�ne wh�ch he had never tasted, and should swallow �t
w�th av�d�ty. We may add, that the a�r wh�ch he had breathed for
many years �n th�s convent had destroyed all personal�ty �n h�m, and
had ended by render�ng a good act�on of some k�nd absolutely
necessary to h�m.

So he took h�s resolve: to devote h�mself to M. Madele�ne.
We have just called h�m a poor peasant of P�cardy. That

descr�pt�on �s just, but �ncomplete. At the po�nt of th�s story wh�ch we
have now reached, a l�ttle of Father Fauchelevent’s phys�ology
becomes useful. He was a peasant, but he had been a notary, wh�ch
added tr�ckery to h�s cunn�ng, and penetrat�on to h�s �ngenuousness.
Hav�ng, through var�ous causes, fa�led �n h�s bus�ness, he had
descended to the call�ng of a carter and a laborer. But, �n sp�te of
oaths and lash�ngs, wh�ch horses seem to requ�re, someth�ng of the
notary had l�ngered �n h�m. He had some natural w�t; he talked good
grammar; he conversed, wh�ch �s a rare th�ng �n a v�llage; and the
other peasants sa�d of h�m: “He talks almost l�ke a gentleman w�th a
hat.” Fauchelevent belonged, �n fact, to that spec�es, wh�ch the
�mpert�nent and fl�ppant vocabulary of the last century qual�f�ed as
dem�-bourgeo�s, dem�-lout, and wh�ch the metaphors showered by
the château upon the thatched cottage t�cketed �n the p�geon-hole of
the plebe�an: rather rust�c, rather c�t�f�ed; pepper and salt.



Fauchelevent, though sorely tr�ed and harshly used by fate, worn
out, a sort of poor, threadbare old soul, was, nevertheless, an
�mpuls�ve man, and extremely spontaneous �n h�s act�ons; a prec�ous
qual�ty wh�ch prevents one from ever be�ng w�cked. H�s defects and
h�s v�ces, for he had some, were all superf�c�al; �n short, h�s
phys�ognomy was of the k�nd wh�ch succeeds w�th an observer. H�s
aged face had none of those d�sagreeable wr�nkles at the top of the
forehead, wh�ch s�gn�fy mal�ce or stup�d�ty.

At daybreak, Father Fauchelevent opened h�s eyes, after hav�ng
done an enormous deal of th�nk�ng, and beheld M. Madele�ne seated
on h�s truss of straw, and watch�ng Cosette’s slumbers.
Fauchelevent sat up and sa�d:—

“Now that you are here, how are you go�ng to contr�ve to enter?”
Th�s remark summed up the s�tuat�on and aroused Jean Valjean

from h�s rever�e.
The two men took counsel together.
“In the f�rst place,” sa�d Fauchelevent, “you w�ll beg�n by not sett�ng

foot outs�de of th�s chamber, e�ther you or the ch�ld. One step �n the
garden and we are done for.”

“That �s true.”
“Mons�eur Madele�ne,” resumed Fauchelevent, “you have arr�ved

at a very ausp�c�ous moment, I mean to say a very �nausp�c�ous
moment; one of the lad�es �s very �ll. Th�s w�ll prevent them from
look�ng much �n our d�rect�on. It seems that she �s dy�ng. The prayers
of the forty hours are be�ng sa�d. The whole commun�ty �s �n
confus�on. That occup�es them. The one who �s on the po�nt of
departure �s a sa�nt. In fact, we are all sa�nts here; all the d�fference
between them and me �s that they say ‘our cell,’ and that I say ‘my
cab�n.’ The prayers for the dy�ng are to be sa�d, and then the prayers
for the dead. We shall be at peace here for to-day; but I w�ll not
answer for to-morrow.”

“St�ll,” observed Jean Valjean, “th�s cottage �s �n the n�che of the
wall, �t �s h�dden by a sort of ru�n, there are trees, �t �s not v�s�ble from
the convent.”

“And I add that the nuns never come near �t.”



“Well?” sa�d Jean Valjean.
The �nterrogat�on mark wh�ch accentuated th�s “well” s�gn�f�ed: “�t

seems to me that one may rema�n concealed here?” It was to th�s
�nterrogat�on po�nt that Fauchelevent responded:—

“There are the l�ttle g�rls.”
“What l�ttle g�rls?” asked Jean Valjean.
Just as Fauchelevent opened h�s mouth to expla�n the words

wh�ch he had uttered, a bell em�tted one stroke.
“The nun �s dead,” sa�d he. “There �s the knell.”
And he made a s�gn to Jean Valjean to l�sten.
The bell struck a second t�me.
“It �s the knell, Mons�eur Madele�ne. The bell w�ll cont�nue to str�ke

once a m�nute for twenty-four hours, unt�l the body �s taken from the
church.—You see, they play. At recreat�on hours �t suff�ces to have a
ball roll as�de, to send them all h�ther, �n sp�te of proh�b�t�ons, to hunt
and rummage for �t all about here. Those cherubs are dev�ls.”

“Who?” asked Jean Valjean.
“The l�ttle g�rls. You would be very qu�ckly d�scovered. They would

shr�ek: ‘Oh! a man!’ There �s no danger to-day. There w�ll be no
recreat�on hour. The day w�ll be ent�rely devoted to prayers. You hear
the bell. As I told you, a stroke each m�nute. It �s the death knell.”

“I understand, Father Fauchelevent. There are pup�ls.”
And Jean Valjean thought to h�mself:—
“Here �s Cosette’s educat�on already prov�ded.”
Fauchelevent excla�med:—
“Pard�ne! There are l�ttle g�rls �ndeed! And they would bawl around

you! And they would rush off! To be a man here �s to have the
plague. You see how they fasten a bell to my paw as though I were a
w�ld beast.”

Jean Valjean fell �nto more and more profound thought.—“Th�s
convent would be our salvat�on,” he murmured.

Then he ra�sed h�s vo�ce:—
“Yes, the d�ff�culty �s to rema�n here.”



“No,” sa�d Fauchelevent, “the d�ff�culty �s to get out.”
Jean Valjean felt the blood rush back to h�s heart.
“To get out!”
“Yes, Mons�eur Madele�ne. In order to return here �t �s f�rst

necessary to get out.”
And after wa�t�ng unt�l another stroke of the knell had sounded,

Fauchelevent went on:—
“You must not be found here �n th�s fash�on. Whence come you?

For me, you fall from heaven, because I know you; but the nuns
requ�re one to enter by the door.”

All at once they heard a rather compl�cated peal�ng from another
bell.

“Ah!” sa�d Fauchelevent, “they are r�ng�ng up the vocal mothers.
They are go�ng to the chapter. They always hold a chapter when any
one d�es. She d�ed at daybreak. People generally do d�e at
daybreak. But cannot you get out by the way �n wh�ch you entered?
Come, I do not ask for the sake of quest�on�ng you, but how d�d you
get �n?”

Jean Valjean turned pale; the very thought of descend�ng aga�n
�nto that terr�ble street made h�m shudder. You make your way out of
a forest f�lled w�th t�gers, and once out of �t, �mag�ne a fr�endly
counsel that shall adv�se you to return th�ther! Jean Valjean p�ctured
to h�mself the whole pol�ce force st�ll engaged �n swarm�ng �n that
quarter, agents on the watch, sent�nels everywhere, fr�ghtful f�sts
extended towards h�s collar, Javert at the corner of the �ntersect�on of
the streets perhaps.

“Imposs�ble!” sa�d he. “Father Fauchelevent, say that I fell from the
sky.”

“But I bel�eve �t, I bel�eve �t,” retorted Fauchelevent. “You have no
need to tell me that. The good God must have taken you �n h�s hand
for the purpose of gett�ng a good look at you close to, and then
dropped you. Only, he meant to place you �n a man’s convent; he
made a m�stake. Come, there goes another peal, that �s to order the
porter to go and �nform the mun�c�pal�ty that the dead-doctor �s to
come here and v�ew a corpse. All that �s the ceremony of dy�ng.



These good lad�es are not at all fond of that v�s�t. A doctor �s a man
who does not bel�eve �n anyth�ng. He l�fts the ve�l. Somet�mes he l�fts
someth�ng else too. How qu�ckly they have had the doctor
summoned th�s t�me! What �s the matter? Your l�ttle one �s st�ll
asleep. What �s her name?”

“Cosette.”
“She �s your daughter? You are her grandfather, that �s?”
“Yes.”
“It w�ll be easy enough for her to get out of here. I have my serv�ce

door wh�ch opens on the courtyard. I knock. The porter opens; I have
my v�ntage basket on my back, the ch�ld �s �n �t, I go out. Father
Fauchelevent goes out w�th h�s basket—that �s perfectly natural. You
w�ll tell the ch�ld to keep very qu�et. She w�ll be under the cover. I w�ll
leave her for whatever t�me �s requ�red w�th a good old fr�end, a fru�t-
seller whom I know �n the Rue Chem�n-Vert, who �s deaf, and who
has a l�ttle bed. I w�ll shout �n the fru�t-seller’s ear, that she �s a n�ece
of m�ne, and that she �s to keep her for me unt�l to-morrow. Then the
l�ttle one w�ll re-enter w�th you; for I w�ll contr�ve to have you re-enter.
It must be done. But how w�ll you manage to get out?”

Jean Valjean shook h�s head.
“No one must see me, the whole po�nt l�es there, Father

Fauchelevent. F�nd some means of gett�ng me out �n a basket, under
cover, l�ke Cosette.”

Fauchelevent scratched the lobe of h�s ear w�th the m�ddle f�nger
of h�s left hand, a s�gn of ser�ous embarrassment.

A th�rd peal created a d�vers�on.
“That �s the dead-doctor tak�ng h�s departure,” sa�d Fauchelevent.

“He has taken a look and sa�d: ‘She �s dead, that �s well.’ When the
doctor has s�gned the passport for parad�se, the undertaker’s
company sends a coff�n. If �t �s a mother, the mothers lay her out; �f
she �s a s�ster, the s�sters lay her out. After wh�ch, I na�l her up. That
forms a part of my gardener’s duty. A gardener �s a b�t of a grave-
d�gger. She �s placed �n a lower hall of the church wh�ch
commun�cates w�th the street, and �nto wh�ch no man may enter
save the doctor of the dead. I don’t count the undertaker’s men and



myself as men. It �s �n that hall that I na�l up the coff�n. The
undertaker’s men come and get �t, and wh�p up, coachman! that’s
the way one goes to heaven. They fetch a box w�th noth�ng �n �t, they
take �t away aga�n w�th someth�ng �n �t. That’s what a bur�al �s l�ke.
De profund�s.”

A hor�zontal ray of sunsh�ne l�ghtly touched the face of the
sleep�ng Cosette, who lay w�th her mouth vaguely open, and had the
a�r of an angel dr�nk�ng �n the l�ght. Jean Valjean had fallen to gaz�ng
at her. He was no longer l�sten�ng to Fauchelevent.

That one �s not l�stened to �s no reason for preserv�ng s�lence. The
good old gardener went on tranqu�lly w�th h�s babble:—

“The grave �s dug �n the Vaug�rard cemetery. They declare that
they are go�ng to suppress that Vaug�rard cemetery. It �s an anc�ent
cemetery wh�ch �s outs�de the regulat�ons, wh�ch has no un�form, and
wh�ch �s go�ng to ret�re. It �s a shame, for �t �s conven�ent. I have a
fr�end there, Father Mest�enne, the grave-d�gger. The nuns here
possess one pr�v�lege, �t �s to be taken to that cemetery at n�ghtfall.
There �s a spec�al perm�ss�on from the Prefecture on the�r behalf. But
how many events have happened s�nce yesterday! Mother
Cruc�f�x�on �s dead, and Father Madele�ne—”

“Is bur�ed,” sa�d Jean Valjean, sm�l�ng sadly.
Fauchelevent caught the word.
“Goodness! �f you were here for good, �t would be a real bur�al.”
A fourth peal burst out. Fauchelevent hast�ly detached the belled

knee-cap from �ts na�l and buckled �t on h�s knee aga�n.
“Th�s t�me �t �s for me. The Mother Pr�oress wants me. Good, now I

am pr�ck�ng myself on the tongue of my buckle. Mons�eur Madele�ne,
don’t st�r from here, and wa�t for me. Someth�ng new has come up. If
you are hungry, there �s w�ne, bread and cheese.”

And he hastened out of the hut, cry�ng: “Com�ng! com�ng!”
Jean Valjean watched h�m hurry�ng across the garden as fast as

h�s crooked leg would perm�t, cast�ng a s�delong glance by the way
on h�s melon patch.

Less than ten m�nutes later, Father Fauchelevent, whose bell put
the nuns �n h�s road to fl�ght, tapped gently at a door, and a gentle



vo�ce repl�ed: “Forever! Forever!” that �s to say: “Enter.”
The door was the one lead�ng to the parlor reserved for see�ng the

gardener on bus�ness. Th�s parlor adjo�ned the chapter hall. The
pr�oress, seated on the only cha�r �n the parlor, was wa�t�ng for
Fauchelevent.



CHAPTER II—FAUCHELEVENT IN THE
PRESENCE OF A DIFFICULTY

It �s the pecul�ar�ty of certa�n persons and certa�n profess�ons,
notably pr�ests and nuns, to wear a grave and ag�tated a�r on cr�t�cal
occas�ons. At the moment when Fauchelevent entered, th�s double
form of preoccupat�on was �mpr�nted on the countenance of the
pr�oress, who was that w�se and charm�ng Mademo�selle de
Blemeur, Mother Innocente, who was ord�nar�ly cheerful.

The gardener made a t�m�d bow, and rema�ned at the door of the
cell. The pr�oress, who was tell�ng her beads, ra�sed her eyes and
sa�d:—

“Ah! �t �s you, Father Fauvent.”
Th�s abbrev�at�on had been adopted �n the convent.
Fauchelevent bowed aga�n.
“Father Fauvent, I have sent for you.”
“Here I am, reverend Mother.”
“I have someth�ng to say to you.”
“And so have I,” sa�d Fauchelevent w�th a boldness wh�ch caused

h�m �nward terror, “I have someth�ng to say to the very reverend
Mother.”

The pr�oress stared at h�m.
“Ah! you have a commun�cat�on to make to me.”
“A request.”
“Very well, speak.”
Goodman Fauchelevent, the ex-notary, belonged to the category

of peasants who have assurance. A certa�n clever �gnorance
const�tutes a force; you do not d�strust �t, and you are caught by �t.
Fauchelevent had been a success dur�ng the someth�ng more than



two years wh�ch he had passed �n the convent. Always sol�tary and
bus�ed about h�s garden�ng, he had noth�ng else to do than to
�ndulge h�s cur�os�ty. As he was at a d�stance from all those ve�led
women pass�ng to and fro, he saw before h�m only an ag�tat�on of
shadows. By d�nt of attent�on and sharpness he had succeeded �n
cloth�ng all those phantoms w�th flesh, and those corpses were al�ve
for h�m. He was l�ke a deaf man whose s�ght grows keener, and l�ke
a bl�nd man whose hear�ng becomes more acute. He had appl�ed
h�mself to r�ddl�ng out the s�gn�f�cance of the d�fferent peals, and he
had succeeded, so that th�s tac�turn and en�gmat�cal clo�ster
possessed no secrets for h�m; the sph�nx babbled all her secrets �n
h�s ear. Fauchelevent knew all and concealed all; that const�tuted h�s
art. The whole convent thought h�m stup�d. A great mer�t �n rel�g�on.
The vocal mothers made much of Fauchelevent. He was a cur�ous
mute. He �nsp�red conf�dence. Moreover, he was regular, and never
went out except for well-demonstrated requ�rements of the orchard
and vegetable garden. Th�s d�scret�on of conduct had �nured to h�s
cred�t. Nonetheless, he had set two men to chatter�ng: the porter, �n
the convent, and he knew the s�ngular�t�es of the�r parlor, and the
grave-d�gger, at the cemetery, and he was acqua�nted w�th the
pecul�ar�t�es of the�r sepulture; �n th�s way, he possessed a double
l�ght on the subject of these nuns, one as to the�r l�fe, the other as to
the�r death. But he d�d not abuse h�s knowledge. The congregat�on
thought a great deal of h�m. Old, lame, bl�nd to everyth�ng, probably
a l�ttle deaf �nto the barga�n,—what qual�t�es! They would have found
�t d�ff�cult to replace h�m.

The goodman, w�th the assurance of a person who feels that he �s
apprec�ated, entered �nto a rather d�ffuse and very deep rust�c
harangue to the reverend pr�oress. He talked a long t�me about h�s
age, h�s �nf�rm�t�es, the surcharge of years count�ng double for h�m
henceforth, of the �ncreas�ng demands of h�s work, of the great s�ze
of the garden, of n�ghts wh�ch must be passed, l�ke the last, for
�nstance, when he had been obl�ged to put straw mats over the
melon beds, because of the moon, and he wound up as follows:
“That he had a brother”—(the pr�oress made a movement),—“a
brother no longer young”—(a second movement on the part of the
pr�oress, but one express�ve of reassurance),—“that, �f he m�ght be



perm�tted, th�s brother would come and l�ve w�th h�m and help h�m,
that he was an excellent gardener, that the commun�ty would rece�ve
from h�m good serv�ce, better than h�s own; that, otherw�se, �f h�s
brother were not adm�tted, as he, the elder, felt that h�s health was
broken and that he was �nsuff�c�ent for the work, he should be
obl�ged, greatly to h�s regret, to go away; and that h�s brother had a
l�ttle daughter whom he would br�ng w�th h�m, who m�ght be reared
for God �n the house, and who m�ght, who knows, become a nun
some day.”

When he had f�n�shed speak�ng, the pr�oress stayed the sl�pp�ng of
her rosary between her f�ngers, and sa�d to h�m:—

“Could you procure a stout �ron bar between now and th�s
even�ng?”

“For what purpose?”
“To serve as a lever.”
“Yes, reverend Mother,” repl�ed Fauchelevent.
The pr�oress, w�thout add�ng a word, rose and entered the

adjo�n�ng room, wh�ch was the hall of the chapter, and where the
vocal mothers were probably assembled. Fauchelevent was left
alone.



CHAPTER III—MOTHER INNOCENTE
About a quarter of an hour elapsed. The pr�oress returned and

seated herself once more on her cha�r.
The two �nterlocutors seemed preoccup�ed. We w�ll present a

stenograph�c report of the d�alogue wh�ch then ensued, to the best of
our ab�l�ty.

“Father Fauvent!”
“Reverend Mother!”
“Do you know the chapel?”
“I have a l�ttle cage there, where I hear the mass and the off�ces.”
“And you have been �n the cho�r �n pursuance of your dut�es?”
“Two or three t�mes.”
“There �s a stone to be ra�sed.”
“Heavy?”
“The slab of the pavement wh�ch �s at the s�de of the altar.”
“The slab wh�ch closes the vault?”
“Yes.”
“It would be a good th�ng to have two men for �t.”
“Mother Ascens�on, who �s as strong as a man, w�ll help you.”
“A woman �s never a man.”
“We have only a woman here to help you. Each one does what he

can. Because Dom Mab�llon g�ves four hundred and seventeen
ep�stles of Sa�nt Bernard, wh�le Merlonus Horst�us only g�ves three
hundred and s�xty-seven, I do not desp�se Merlonus Horst�us.”

“Ne�ther do I.”
“Mer�t cons�sts �n work�ng accord�ng to one’s strength. A clo�ster �s

not a dock-yard.”



“And a woman �s not a man. But my brother �s the strong one,
though!”

“And can you get a lever?”
“That �s the only sort of key that f�ts that sort of door.”
“There �s a r�ng �n the stone.”
“I w�ll put the lever through �t.”
“And the stone �s so arranged that �t sw�ngs on a p�vot.”
“That �s good, reverend Mother. I w�ll open the vault.”
“And the four Mother Precentors w�ll help you.”
“And when the vault �s open?”
“It must be closed aga�n.”
“W�ll that be all?”
“No.”
“G�ve me your orders, very reverend Mother.”
“Fauvent, we have conf�dence �n you.”
“I am here to do anyth�ng you w�sh.”
“And to hold your peace about everyth�ng!”
“Yes, reverend Mother.”
“When the vault �s open—”
“I w�ll close �t aga�n.”
“But before that—”
“What, reverend Mother?”
“Someth�ng must be lowered �nto �t.”
A s�lence ensued. The pr�oress, after a pout of the under l�p wh�ch

resembled hes�tat�on, broke �t.
“Father Fauvent!”
“Reverend Mother!”
“You know that a mother d�ed th�s morn�ng?”
“No.”
“D�d you not hear the bell?”
“Noth�ng can be heard at the bottom of the garden.”



“Really?”
“I can hardly d�st�ngu�sh my own s�gnal.”
“She d�ed at daybreak.”
“And then, the w�nd d�d not blow �n my d�rect�on th�s morn�ng.”
“It was Mother Cruc�f�x�on. A blessed woman.”
The pr�oress paused, moved her l�ps, as though �n mental prayer,

and resumed:—
“Three years ago, Madame de Béthune, a Jansen�st, turned

orthodox, merely from hav�ng seen Mother Cruc�f�x�on at prayer.”
“Ah! yes, now I hear the knell, reverend Mother.”
“The mothers have taken her to the dead-room, wh�ch opens on

the church.”
“I know.”
“No other man than you can or must enter that chamber. See to

that. A f�ne s�ght �t would be, to see a man enter the dead-room!”
“More often!”
“Hey?”
“More often!”
“What do you say?”
“I say more often.”
“More often than what?”
“Reverend Mother, I d�d not say more often than what, I sa�d more

often.”
“I don’t understand you. Why do you say more often?”
“In order to speak l�ke you, reverend Mother.”
“But I d�d not say ‘more often.’”
At that moment, n�ne o’clock struck.
“At n�ne o’clock �n the morn�ng and at all hours, pra�sed and

adored be the most Holy Sacrament of the altar,” sa�d the pr�oress.
“Amen,” sa�d Fauchelevent.
The clock struck opportunely. It cut “more often” short. It �s

probable, that had �t not been for th�s, the pr�oress and Fauchelevent



would never have unravelled that ske�n.
Fauchelevent mopped h�s forehead.
The pr�oress �ndulged �n another l�ttle �nward murmur, probably

sacred, then ra�sed her vo�ce:—
“In her l�fet�me, Mother Cruc�f�x�on made converts; after her death,

she w�ll perform m�racles.”
“She w�ll!” repl�ed Father Fauchelevent, fall�ng �nto step, and

str�v�ng not to fl�nch aga�n.
“Father Fauvent, the commun�ty has been blessed �n Mother

Cruc�f�x�on. No doubt, �t �s not granted to every one to d�e, l�ke
Card�nal de Bérulle, wh�le say�ng the holy mass, and to breathe forth
the�r souls to God, wh�le pronounc�ng these words: Hanc �g�tur
oblat�onem. But w�thout atta�n�ng to such happ�ness, Mother
Cruc�f�x�on’s death was very prec�ous. She reta�ned her
consc�ousness to the very last moment. She spoke to us, then she
spoke to the angels. She gave us her last commands. If you had a
l�ttle more fa�th, and �f you could have been �n her cell, she would
have cured your leg merely by touch�ng �t. She sm�led. We felt that
she was rega�n�ng her l�fe �n God. There was someth�ng of parad�se
�n that death.”

Fauchelevent thought that �t was an or�son wh�ch she was
f�n�sh�ng.

“Amen,” sa�d he.
“Father Fauvent, what the dead w�sh must be done.”
The pr�oress took off several beads of her chaplet. Fauchelevent

held h�s peace.
She went on:—
“I have consulted upon th�s po�nt many eccles�ast�cs labor�ng �n

Our Lord, who occupy themselves �n the exerc�ses of the cler�cal l�fe,
and who bear wonderful fru�t.”

“Reverend Mother, you can hear the knell much better here than �n
the garden.”

“Bes�des, she �s more than a dead woman, she �s a sa�nt.”
“L�ke yourself, reverend Mother.”



“She slept �n her coff�n for twenty years, by express perm�ss�on of
our Holy Father, P�us VII.—”

“The one who crowned the Emp—Buonaparte.”
For a clever man l�ke Fauchelevent, th�s allus�on was an awkward

one. Fortunately, the pr�oress, completely absorbed �n her own
thoughts, d�d not hear �t. She cont�nued:—

“Father Fauvent?”
“Reverend Mother?”
“Sa�nt D�dorus, Archb�shop of Cappadoc�a, des�red that th�s s�ngle

word m�ght be �nscr�bed on h�s tomb: Acarus, wh�ch s�gn�f�es, a worm
of the earth; th�s was done. Is th�s true?”

“Yes, reverend Mother.”
“The blessed Mezzocane, Abbot of Aqu�la, w�shed to be bur�ed

beneath the gallows; th�s was done.”
“That �s true.”
“Sa�nt Terent�us, B�shop of Port, where the mouth of the T�ber

empt�es �nto the sea, requested that on h�s tomb m�ght be engraved
the s�gn wh�ch was placed on the graves of parr�c�des, �n the hope
that passers-by would sp�t on h�s tomb. Th�s was done. The dead
must be obeyed.”

“So be �t.”
“The body of Bernard Gu�don�s, born �n France near Roche-

Abe�lle, was, as he had ordered, and �n sp�te of the k�ng of Cast�le,
borne to the church of the Dom�n�cans �n L�moges, although Bernard
Gu�don�s was B�shop of Tuy �n Spa�n. Can the contrary be aff�rmed?”

“For that matter, no, reverend Mother.”
“The fact �s attested by Plantav�t de la Fosse.”
Several beads of the chaplet were told off, st�ll �n s�lence. The

pr�oress resumed:—
“Father Fauvent, Mother Cruc�f�x�on w�ll be �nterred �n the coff�n �n

wh�ch she has slept for the last twenty years.”
“That �s just.”
“It �s a cont�nuat�on of her slumber.”



“So I shall have to na�l up that coff�n?”
“Yes.”
“And we are to reject the undertaker’s coff�n?”
“Prec�sely.”
“I am at the orders of the very reverend commun�ty.”
“The four Mother Precentors w�ll ass�st you.”
“In na�l�ng up the coff�n? I do not need them.”
“No. In lower�ng the coff�n.”
“Where?”
“Into the vault.”
“What vault?”
“Under the altar.”
Fauchelevent started.
“The vault under the altar?”
“Under the altar.”
“But—”
“You w�ll have an �ron bar.”
“Yes, but—”
“You w�ll ra�se the stone w�th the bar by means of the r�ng.”
“But—”
“The dead must be obeyed. To be bur�ed �n the vault under the

altar of the chapel, not to go to profane earth; to rema�n there �n
death where she prayed wh�le l�v�ng; such was the last w�sh of
Mother Cruc�f�x�on. She asked �t of us; that �s to say, commanded
us.”

“But �t �s forb�dden.”
“Forb�dden by men, enjo�ned by God.”
“What �f �t became known?”
“We have conf�dence �n you.”
“Oh! I am a stone �n your walls.”



“The chapter assembled. The vocal mothers, whom I have just
consulted aga�n, and who are now del�berat�ng, have dec�ded that
Mother Cruc�f�x�on shall be bur�ed, accord�ng to her w�sh, �n her own
coff�n, under our altar. Th�nk, Father Fauvent, �f she were to work
m�racles here! What a glory of God for the commun�ty! And m�racles
�ssue from tombs.”

“But, reverend Mother, �f the agent of the san�tary comm�ss�on—”
“Sa�nt Benoît II., �n the matter of sepulture, res�sted Constant�ne

Pogonatus.”
“But the comm�ssary of pol�ce—”
“Chonodema�re, one of the seven German k�ngs who entered

among the Gauls under the Emp�re of Constant�us, expressly
recogn�zed the r�ght of nuns to be bur�ed �n rel�g�on, that �s to say,
beneath the altar.”

“But the �nspector from the Prefecture—”
“The world �s noth�ng �n the presence of the cross. Mart�n, the

eleventh general of the Carthus�ans, gave to h�s order th�s dev�ce:
Stat crux dum volv�tur orb�s.”

“Amen,” sa�d Fauchelevent, who �mperturbably extr�cated h�mself
�n th�s manner from the d�lemma, whenever he heard Lat�n.

Any aud�ence suff�ces for a person who has held h�s peace too
long. On the day when the rhetor�c�an Gymnastoras left h�s pr�son,
bear�ng �n h�s body many d�lemmas and numerous syllog�sms wh�ch
had struck �n, he halted �n front of the f�rst tree wh�ch he came to,
harangued �t and made very great efforts to conv�nce �t. The
pr�oress, who was usually subjected to the barr�er of s�lence, and
whose reservo�r was overfull, rose and excla�med w�th the loquac�ty
of a dam wh�ch has broken away:—

“I have on my r�ght Benoît and on my left Bernard. Who was
Bernard? The f�rst abbot of Cla�rvaux. Fonta�nes �n Burgundy �s a
country that �s blest because �t gave h�m b�rth. H�s father was named
Técel�n, and h�s mother Alèthe. He began at Cîteaux, to end �n
Cla�rvaux; he was orda�ned abbot by the b�shop of Châlon-sur-
Saône, Gu�llaume de Champeaux; he had seven hundred nov�ces,
and founded a hundred and s�xty monaster�es; he overthrew



Abe�lard at the counc�l of Sens �n 1140, and P�erre de Bruys and
Henry h�s d�sc�ple, and another sort of err�ng sp�r�ts who were called
the Apostol�cs; he confounded Arnauld de Bresc�a, darted l�ghtn�ng
at the monk Raoul, the murderer of the Jews, dom�nated the counc�l
of Re�ms �n 1148, caused the condemnat�on of G�lbert de Poréa,
B�shop of Po�t�ers, caused the condemnat�on of Éon de l‘Éto�le,
arranged the d�sputes of pr�nces, enl�ghtened K�ng Lou�s the Young,
adv�sed Pope Eugene III., regulated the Temple, preached the
crusade, performed two hundred and f�fty m�racles dur�ng h�s
l�fet�me, and as many as th�rty-n�ne �n one day. Who was Benoît? He
was the patr�arch of Mont-Cass�n; he was the second founder of the
Sa�nteté Claustrale, he was the Bas�l of the West. H�s order has
produced forty popes, two hundred card�nals, f�fty patr�archs, s�xteen
hundred archb�shops, four thousand s�x hundred b�shops, four
emperors, twelve empresses, forty-s�x k�ngs, forty-one queens, three
thousand s�x hundred canon�zed sa�nts, and has been �n ex�stence
for fourteen hundred years. On one s�de Sa�nt Bernard, on the other
the agent of the san�tary department! On one s�de Sa�nt Benoît, on
the other the �nspector of publ�c ways! The state, the road
comm�ss�oners, the publ�c undertaker, regulat�ons, the
adm�n�strat�on, what do we know of all that? There �s not a chance
passer-by who would not be �nd�gnant to see how we are treated.
We have not even the r�ght to g�ve our dust to Jesus Chr�st! Your
san�tary department �s a revolut�onary �nvent�on. God subord�nated
to the comm�ssary of pol�ce; such �s the age. S�lence, Fauvent!”

Fauchelevent was but �ll at ease under th�s shower bath. The
pr�oress cont�nued:—

“No one doubts the r�ght of the monastery to sepulture. Only
fanat�cs and those �n error deny �t. We l�ve �n t�mes of terr�ble
confus�on. We do not know that wh�ch �t �s necessary to know, and
we know that wh�ch we should �gnore. We are �gnorant and �mp�ous.
In th�s age there ex�st people who do not d�st�ngu�sh between the
very great Sa�nt Bernard and the Sa�nt Bernard denom�nated of the
poor Cathol�cs, a certa�n good eccles�ast�c who l�ved �n the th�rteenth
century. Others are so blasphemous as to compare the scaffold of
Lou�s XVI. to the cross of Jesus Chr�st. Lou�s XVI. was merely a
k�ng. Let us beware of God! There �s no longer just nor unjust. The



name of Volta�re �s known, but not the name of César de Bus.
Nevertheless, César de Bus �s a man of blessed memory, and
Volta�re one of unblessed memory. The last arch-b�shop, the
Card�nal de Pér�gord, d�d not even know that Charles de Gondren
succeeded to Berulle, and Franço�s Bourgo�n to Gondren, and Jean-
Franço�s Senault to Bourgo�n, and Father Sa�nte-Marthe to Jean-
Franço�s Senault. The name of Father Coton �s known, not because
he was one of the three who urged the foundat�on of the Orator�e,
but because he furn�shed Henr� IV., the Huguenot k�ng, w�th the
mater�al for an oath. That wh�ch pleases people of the world �n Sa�nt
Franço�s de Sales, �s that he cheated at play. And then, rel�g�on �s
attacked. Why? Because there have been bad pr�ests, because
Sag�tta�re, B�shop of Gap, was the brother of Salone, B�shop of
Embrun, and because both of them followed Mommol. What has that
to do w�th the quest�on? Does that prevent Mart�n de Tours from
be�ng a sa�nt, and g�v�ng half of h�s cloak to a beggar? They
persecute the sa�nts. They shut the�r eyes to the truth. Darkness �s
the rule. The most feroc�ous beasts are beasts wh�ch are bl�nd. No
one th�nks of hell as a real�ty. Oh! how w�cked people are! By order
of the k�ng s�gn�f�es to-day, by order of the revolut�on. One no longer
knows what �s due to the l�v�ng or to the dead. A holy death �s
proh�b�ted. Bur�al �s a c�v�l matter. Th�s �s horr�ble. Sa�nt Leo II. wrote
two spec�al letters, one to P�erre Nota�re, the other to the k�ng of the
V�s�goths, for the purpose of combat�ng and reject�ng, �n quest�ons
touch�ng the dead, the author�ty of the exarch and the supremacy of
the Emperor. Gauth�er, B�shop of Châlons, held h�s own �n th�s
matter aga�nst Otho, Duke of Burgundy. The anc�ent mag�stracy
agreed w�th h�m. In former t�mes we had vo�ces �n the chapter, even
on matters of the day. The Abbot of Cîteaux, the general of the order,
was counc�llor by r�ght of b�rth to the parl�ament of Burgundy. We do
what we please w�th our dead. Is not the body of Sa�nt Benoît
h�mself �n France, �n the abbey of Fleury, called Sa�nt Benoît-sur-
Lo�re, although he d�ed �n Italy at Mont-Cass�n, on Saturday, the 21st
of the month of March, of the year 543? All th�s �s �ncontestable. I
abhor psalm-s�ngers, I hate pr�ors, I execrate heret�cs, but I should
detest yet more any one who should ma�nta�n the contrary. One has



only to read Arnoul W�on, Gabr�el Bucel�n, Tr�themus, Maurol�cs, and
Dom Luc d’Achery.”

The pr�oress took breath, then turned to Fauchelevent.
“Is �t settled, Father Fauvent?”
“It �s settled, reverend Mother.”
“We may depend on you?”
“I w�ll obey.”
“That �s well.”
“I am ent�rely devoted to the convent.”
“That �s understood. You w�ll close the coff�n. The s�sters w�ll carry

�t to the chapel. The off�ce for the dead w�ll then be sa�d. Then we
shall return to the clo�ster. Between eleven o’clock and m�dn�ght, you
w�ll come w�th your �ron bar. All w�ll be done �n the most profound
secrecy. There w�ll be �n the chapel only the four Mother Precentors,
Mother Ascens�on and yourself.”

“And the s�ster at the post?”
“She w�ll not turn round.”
“But she w�ll hear.”
“She w�ll not l�sten. Bes�des, what the clo�ster knows the world

learns not.”
A pause ensued. The pr�oress went on:—
“You w�ll remove your bell. It �s not necessary that the s�ster at the

post should perce�ve your presence.”
“Reverend Mother?”
“What, Father Fauvent?”
“Has the doctor for the dead pa�d h�s v�s�t?”
“He w�ll pay �t at four o’clock to-day. The peal wh�ch orders the

doctor for the dead to be summoned has already been rung. But you
do not understand any of the peals?”

“I pay no attent�on to any but my own.”
“That �s well, Father Fauvent.”
“Reverend Mother, a lever at least s�x feet long w�ll be requ�red.”



“Where w�ll you obta�n �t?”
“Where grat�ngs are not lack�ng, �ron bars are not lack�ng. I have

my heap of old �ron at the bottom of the garden.”
“About three-quarters of an hour before m�dn�ght; do not forget.”
“Reverend Mother?”
“What?”
“If you were ever to have any other jobs of th�s sort, my brother �s

the strong man for you. A perfect Turk!”
“You w�ll do �t as speed�ly as poss�ble.”
“I cannot work very fast. I am �nf�rm; that �s why I requ�re an

ass�stant. I l�mp.”
“To l�mp �s no s�n, and perhaps �t �s a bless�ng. The Emperor Henry

II., who combated Ant�pope Gregory and re-establ�shed Benoît VIII.,
has two surnames, the Sa�nt and the Lame.”

“Two surtouts are a good th�ng,” murmured Fauchelevent, who
really was a l�ttle hard of hear�ng.

“Now that I th�nk of �t, Father Fauvent, let us g�ve a whole hour to
�t. That �s not too much. Be near the pr�nc�pal altar, w�th your �ron bar,
at eleven o’clock. The off�ce beg�ns at m�dn�ght. Everyth�ng must
have been completed a good quarter of an hour before that.”

“I w�ll do anyth�ng to prove my zeal towards the commun�ty. These
are my orders. I am to na�l up the coff�n. At eleven o’clock exactly, I
am to be �n the chapel. The Mother Precentors w�ll be there. Mother
Ascens�on w�ll be there. Two men would be better. However, never
m�nd! I shall have my lever. We w�ll open the vault, we w�ll lower the
coff�n, and we w�ll close the vault aga�n. After wh�ch, there w�ll be no
trace of anyth�ng. The government w�ll have no susp�c�on. Thus all
has been arranged, reverend Mother?”

“No!”
“What else rema�ns?”
“The empty coff�n rema�ns.”
Th�s produced a pause. Fauchelevent med�tated. The pr�oress

med�tated.
“What �s to be done w�th that coff�n, Father Fauvent?”



“It w�ll be g�ven to the earth.”
“Empty?”
Another s�lence. Fauchelevent made, w�th h�s left hand, that sort of

a gesture wh�ch d�sm�sses a troublesome subject.
“Reverend Mother, I am the one who �s to na�l up the coff�n �n the

basement of the church, and no one can enter there but myself, and
I w�ll cover the coff�n w�th the pall.”

“Yes, but the bearers, when they place �t �n the hearse and lower �t
�nto the grave, w�ll be sure to feel that there �s noth�ng �n �t.”

“Ah! the de—!” excla�med Fauchelevent.
The pr�oress began to make the s�gn of the cross, and looked

f�xedly at the gardener. The v�l stuck fast �n h�s throat.
He made haste to �mprov�se an exped�ent to make her forget the

oath.
“I w�ll put earth �n the coff�n, reverend Mother. That w�ll produce the

effect of a corpse.”
“You are r�ght. Earth, that �s the same th�ng as man. So you w�ll

manage the empty coff�n?”
“I w�ll make that my spec�al bus�ness.”
The pr�oress’s face, up to that moment troubled and clouded, grew

serene once more. She made the s�gn of a super�or d�sm�ss�ng an
�nfer�or to h�m. Fauchelevent went towards the door. As he was on
the po�nt of pass�ng out, the pr�oress ra�sed her vo�ce gently:—

“I am pleased w�th you, Father Fauvent; br�ng your brother to me
to-morrow, after the bur�al, and tell h�m to fetch h�s daughter.”



CHAPTER IV—IN WHICH JEAN
VALJEAN HAS QUITE THE AIR OF

HAVING READ AUSTIN CASTILLEJO
The str�des of a lame man are l�ke the ogl�ng glances of a one-

eyed man; they do not reach the�r goal very promptly. Moreover,
Fauchelevent was �n a d�lemma. He took nearly a quarter of an hour
to return to h�s cottage �n the garden. Cosette had waked up. Jean
Valjean had placed her near the f�re. At the moment when
Fauchelevent entered, Jean Valjean was po�nt�ng out to her the
v�ntner’s basket on the wall, and say�ng to her, “L�sten attent�vely to
me, my l�ttle Cosette. We must go away from th�s house, but we shall
return to �t, and we shall be very happy here. The good man who
l�ves here �s go�ng to carry you off on h�s back �n that. You w�ll wa�t
for me at a lady’s house. I shall come to fetch you. Obey, and say
noth�ng, above all th�ngs, unless you want Madame Thénard�er to
get you aga�n!”

Cosette nodded gravely.
Jean Valjean turned round at the no�se made by Fauchelevent

open�ng the door.
“Well?”
“Everyth�ng �s arranged, and noth�ng �s,” sa�d Fauchelevent. “I

have perm�ss�on to br�ng you �n; but before br�ng�ng you �n you must
be got out. That’s where the d�ff�culty l�es. It �s easy enough w�th the
ch�ld.”

“You w�ll carry her out?”
“And she w�ll hold her tongue?”
“I answer for that.”
“But you, Father Madele�ne?”



And, after a s�lence, fraught w�th anx�ety, Fauchelevent excla�med:
—

“Why, get out as you came �n!”
Jean Valjean, as �n the f�rst �nstance, contented h�mself w�th

say�ng, “Imposs�ble.”
Fauchelevent grumbled, more to h�mself than to Jean Valjean:—
“There �s another th�ng wh�ch bothers me. I have sa�d that I would

put earth �n �t. When I come to th�nk �t over, the earth �nstead of the
corpse w�ll not seem l�ke the real th�ng, �t won’t do, �t w�ll get
d�splaced, �t w�ll move about. The men w�ll bear �t. You understand,
Father Madele�ne, the government w�ll not�ce �t.”

Jean Valjean stared h�m stra�ght �n the eye and thought that he
was rav�ng.

Fauchelevent went on:—
“How the de—uce are you go�ng to get out? It must all be done by

to-morrow morn�ng. It �s to-morrow that I am to br�ng you �n. The
pr�oress expects you.”

Then he expla�ned to Jean Valjean that th�s was h�s recompense
for a serv�ce wh�ch he, Fauchelevent, was to render to the
commun�ty. That �t fell among h�s dut�es to take part �n the�r bur�als,
that he na�led up the coff�ns and helped the grave-d�gger at the
cemetery. That the nun who had d�ed that morn�ng had requested to
be bur�ed �n the coff�n wh�ch had served her for a bed, and �nterred �n
the vault under the altar of the chapel. That the pol�ce regulat�ons
forbade th�s, but that she was one of those dead to whom noth�ng �s
refused. That the pr�oress and the vocal mothers �ntended to fulf�l the
w�sh of the deceased. That �t was so much the worse for the
government. That he, Fauchelevent, was to na�l up the coff�n �n the
cell, ra�se the stone �n the chapel, and lower the corpse �nto the
vault. And that, by way of thanks, the pr�oress was to adm�t h�s
brother to the house as a gardener, and h�s n�ece as a pup�l. That h�s
brother was M. Madele�ne, and that h�s n�ece was Cosette. That the
pr�oress had told h�m to br�ng h�s brother on the follow�ng even�ng,
after the counterfe�t �nterment �n the cemetery. But that he could not
br�ng M. Madele�ne �n from the outs�de �f M. Madele�ne was not



outs�de. That that was the f�rst problem. And then, that there was
another: the empty coff�n.

“What �s that empty coff�n?” asked Jean Valjean.
Fauchelevent repl�ed:—
“The coff�n of the adm�n�strat�on.”
“What coff�n? What adm�n�strat�on?”
“A nun d�es. The mun�c�pal doctor comes and says, ‘A nun has

d�ed.’ The government sends a coff�n. The next day �t sends a
hearse and undertaker’s men to get the coff�n and carry �t to the
cemetery. The undertaker’s men w�ll come and l�ft the coff�n; there
w�ll be noth�ng �n �t.”

“Put someth�ng �n �t.”
“A corpse? I have none.”
“No.”
“What then?”
“A l�v�ng person.”
“What person?”
“Me!” sa�d Jean Valjean.
Fauchelevent, who was seated, sprang up as though a bomb had

burst under h�s cha�r.
“You!”
“Why not?”
Jean Valjean gave way to one of those rare sm�les wh�ch l�ghted

up h�s face l�ke a flash from heaven �n the w�nter.
“You know, Fauchelevent, what you have sa�d: ‘Mother Cruc�f�x�on

�s dead.’ and I add: ‘and Father Madele�ne �s bur�ed.’”
“Ah! good, you can laugh, you are not speak�ng ser�ously.”
“Very ser�ously, I must get out of th�s place.”
“Certa�nly.”
“l have told you to f�nd a basket, and a cover for me also.”
“Well?”
“The basket w�ll be of p�ne, and the cover a black cloth.”



“In the f�rst place, �t w�ll be a wh�te cloth. Nuns are bur�ed �n wh�te.”
“Let �t be a wh�te cloth, then.”
“You are not l�ke other men, Father Madele�ne.”
To behold such dev�ces, wh�ch are noth�ng else than the savage

and dar�ng �nvent�ons of the galleys, spr�ng forth from the peaceable
th�ngs wh�ch surrounded h�m, and m�ngle w�th what he called the
“petty course of l�fe �n the convent,” caused Fauchelevent as much
amazement as a gull f�sh�ng �n the gutter of the Rue Sa�nt-Den�s
would �nsp�re �n a passer-by.

Jean Valjean went on:—
“The problem �s to get out of here w�thout be�ng seen. Th�s offers

the means. But g�ve me some �nformat�on, �n the f�rst place. How �s �t
managed? Where �s th�s coff�n?”

“The empty one?”
“Yes.”
“Downsta�rs, �n what �s called the dead-room. It stands on two

trestles, under the pall.”
“How long �s the coff�n?”
“S�x feet.”
“What �s th�s dead-room?”
“It �s a chamber on the ground floor wh�ch has a grated w�ndow

open�ng on the garden, wh�ch �s closed on the outs�de by a shutter,
and two doors; one leads �nto the convent, the other �nto the church.”

“What church?”
“The church �n the street, the church wh�ch any one can enter.”
“Have you the keys to those two doors?”
“No; I have the key to the door wh�ch commun�cates w�th the

convent; the porter has the key to the door wh�ch commun�cates w�th
the church.”

“When does the porter open that door?”
“Only to allow the undertaker’s men to enter, when they come to

get the coff�n. When the coff�n has been taken out, the door �s closed
aga�n.”



“Who na�ls up the coff�n?”
“I do.”
“Who spreads the pall over �t?”
“I do.”
“Are you alone?”
“Not another man, except the pol�ce doctor, can enter the dead-

room. That �s even wr�tten on the wall.”
“Could you h�de me �n that room to-n�ght when every one �s

asleep?”
“No. But I could h�de you �n a small, dark nook wh�ch opens on the

dead-room, where I keep my tools to use for bur�als, and of wh�ch I
have the key.”

“At what t�me w�ll the hearse come for the coff�n to-morrow?”
“About three o’clock �n the afternoon. The bur�al w�ll take place at

the Vaug�rard cemetery a l�ttle before n�ghtfall. It �s not very near.”
“I w�ll rema�n concealed �n your tool-closet all n�ght and all the

morn�ng. And how about food? I shall be hungry.”
“I w�ll br�ng you someth�ng.”
“You can come and na�l me up �n the coff�n at two o’clock.”
Fauchelevent reco�led and cracked h�s f�nger-jo�nts.
“But that �s �mposs�ble!”
“Bah! Imposs�ble to take a hammer and dr�ve some na�ls �n a

plank?”
What seemed unprecedented to Fauchelevent was, we repeat, a

s�mple matter to Jean Valjean. Jean Valjean had been �n worse
stra�ts than th�s. Any man who has been a pr�soner understands how
to contract h�mself to f�t the d�ameter of the escape. The pr�soner �s
subject to fl�ght as the s�ck man �s subject to a cr�s�s wh�ch saves or
k�lls h�m. An escape �s a cure. What does not a man undergo for the
sake of a cure? To have h�mself na�led up �n a case and carr�ed off
l�ke a bale of goods, to l�ve for a long t�me �n a box, to f�nd a�r where
there �s none, to econom�ze h�s breath for hours, to know how to
st�fle w�thout dy�ng—th�s was one of Jean Valjean’s gloomy talents.



Moreover, a coff�n conta�n�ng a l�v�ng be�ng,—that conv�ct’s
exped�ent,—�s also an �mper�al exped�ent. If we are to cred�t the
monk Aust�n Cast�llejo, th�s was the means employed by Charles the
F�fth, des�rous of see�ng the Plombes for the last t�me after h�s
abd�cat�on.

He had her brought �nto and carr�ed out of the monastery of Sa�nt-
Yuste �n th�s manner.

Fauchelevent, who had recovered h�mself a l�ttle, excla�med:—
“But how w�ll you manage to breathe?”
“I w�ll breathe.”
“In that box! The mere thought of �t suffocates me.”
“You surely must have a g�mlet, you w�ll make a few holes here

and there, around my mouth, and you w�ll na�l the top plank on
loosely.”

“Good! And what �f you should happen to cough or to sneeze?”
“A man who �s mak�ng h�s escape does not cough or sneeze.”
And Jean Valjean added:—
“Father Fauchelevent, we must come to a dec�s�on: I must e�ther

be caught here, or accept th�s escape through the hearse.”
Every one has not�ced the taste wh�ch cats have for paus�ng and

loung�ng between the two leaves of a half-shut door. Who �s there
who has not sa�d to a cat, “Do come �n!” There are men who, when
an �nc�dent stands half-open before them, have the same tendency
to halt �n �ndec�s�on between two resolut�ons, at the r�sk of gett�ng
crushed through the abrupt clos�ng of the adventure by fate. The
over-prudent, cats as they are, and because they are cats,
somet�mes �ncur more danger than the audac�ous. Fauchelevent
was of th�s hes�tat�ng nature. But Jean Valjean’s coolness preva�led
over h�m �n sp�te of h�mself. He grumbled:—

“Well, s�nce there �s no other means.”
Jean Valjean resumed:—
“The only th�ng wh�ch troubles me �s what w�ll take place at the

cemetery.”



“That �s the very po�nt that �s not troublesome,” excla�med
Fauchelevent. “If you are sure of com�ng out of the coff�n all r�ght, I
am sure of gett�ng you out of the grave. The grave-d�gger �s a
drunkard, and a fr�end of m�ne. He �s Father Mest�enne. An old fellow
of the old school. The grave-d�gger puts the corpses �n the grave,
and I put the grave-d�gger �n my pocket. I w�ll tell you what w�ll take
place. They w�ll arr�ve a l�ttle before dusk, three-quarters of an hour
before the gates of the cemetery are closed. The hearse w�ll dr�ve
d�rectly up to the grave. I shall follow; that �s my bus�ness. I shall
have a hammer, a ch�sel, and some p�ncers �n my pocket. The
hearse halts, the undertaker’s men knot a rope around your coff�n
and lower you down. The pr�est says the prayers, makes the s�gn of
the cross, spr�nkles the holy water, and takes h�s departure. I am left
alone w�th Father Mest�enne. He �s my fr�end, I tell you. One of two
th�ngs w�ll happen, he w�ll e�ther be sober, or he w�ll not be sober. If
he �s not drunk, I shall say to h�m: ‘Come and dr�nk a bout wh�le the
Bon Co�ng [the Good Qu�nce] �s open.’ I carry h�m off, I get h�m
drunk,—�t does not take long to make Father Mest�enne drunk, he
always has the beg�nn�ng of �t about h�m,—I lay h�m under the table,
I take h�s card, so that I can get �nto the cemetery aga�n, and I return
w�thout h�m. Then you have no longer any one but me to deal w�th. If
he �s drunk, I shall say to h�m: ‘Be off; I w�ll do your work for you.’ Off
he goes, and I drag you out of the hole.”

Jean Valjean held out h�s hand, and Fauchelevent prec�p�tated
h�mself upon �t w�th the touch�ng effus�on of a peasant.

“That �s settled, Father Fauchelevent. All w�ll go well.”
“Prov�ded noth�ng goes wrong,” thought Fauchelevent. “In that

case, �t would be terr�ble.”



CHAPTER V—IT IS NOT NECESSARY
TO BE DRUNK IN ORDER TO BE

IMMORTAL
On the follow�ng day, as the sun was decl�n�ng, the very rare

passers-by on the Boulevard du Ma�ne pulled off the�r hats to an old-
fash�oned hearse, ornamented w�th skulls, cross-bones, and tears.
Th�s hearse conta�ned a coff�n covered w�th a wh�te cloth over wh�ch
spread a large black cross, l�ke a huge corpse w�th droop�ng arms. A
mourn�ng-coach, �n wh�ch could be seen a pr�est �n h�s surpl�ce, and
a cho�r boy �n h�s red cap, followed. Two undertaker’s men �n gray
un�forms tr�mmed w�th black walked on the r�ght and the left of the
hearse. Beh�nd �t came an old man �n the garments of a laborer, who
l�mped along. The process�on was go�ng �n the d�rect�on of the
Vaug�rard cemetery.

The handle of a hammer, the blade of a cold ch�sel, and the
antennæ of a pa�r of p�ncers were v�s�ble, protrud�ng from the man’s
pocket.

The Vaug�rard cemetery formed an except�on among the
cemeter�es of Par�s. It had �ts pecul�ar usages, just as �t had �ts
carr�age entrance and �ts house door, wh�ch old people �n the
quarter, who clung tenac�ously to anc�ent words, st�ll called the porte
caval�ère and the porte p�étonne.16 The Bernard�nes-Bened�ct�nes of
the Rue Pet�t-P�cpus had obta�ned perm�ss�on, as we have already
stated, to be bur�ed there �n a corner apart, and at n�ght, the plot of
land hav�ng formerly belonged to the�r commun�ty. The grave-d�ggers
be�ng thus bound to serv�ce �n the even�ng �n summer and at n�ght �n
w�nter, �n th�s cemetery, they were subjected to a spec�al d�sc�pl�ne.
The gates of the Par�s cemeter�es closed, at that epoch, at sundown,
and th�s be�ng a mun�c�pal regulat�on, the Vaug�rard cemetery was



bound by �t l�ke the rest. The carr�age gate and the house door were
two cont�guous grated gates, adjo�n�ng a pav�l�on bu�lt by the
arch�tect Perronet, and �nhab�ted by the door-keeper of the cemetery.
These gates, therefore, swung �nexorably on the�r h�nges at the
�nstant when the sun d�sappeared beh�nd the dome of the Inval�des.
If any grave-d�gger were delayed after that moment �n the cemetery,
there was but one way for h�m to get out—h�s grave-d�gger’s card
furn�shed by the department of publ�c funerals. A sort of letter-box
was constructed �n the porter’s w�ndow. The grave-d�gger dropped
h�s card �nto th�s box, the porter heard �t fall, pulled the rope, and the
small door opened. If the man had not h�s card, he ment�oned h�s
name, the porter, who was somet�mes �n bed and asleep, rose, came
out and �dent�f�ed the man, and opened the gate w�th h�s key; the
grave-d�gger stepped out, but had to pay a f�ne of f�fteen francs.

Th�s cemetery, w�th �ts pecul�ar�t�es outs�de the regulat�ons,
embarrassed the symmetry of the adm�n�strat�on. It was suppressed
a l�ttle later than 1830. The cemetery of Mont-Parnasse, called the
Eastern cemetery, succeeded to �t, and �nher�ted that famous dram-
shop next to the Vaug�rard cemetery, wh�ch was surmounted by a
qu�nce pa�nted on a board, and wh�ch formed an angle, one s�de on
the dr�nkers’ tables, and the other on the tombs, w�th th�s s�gn: Au
Bon Co�ng.

The Vaug�rard cemetery was what may be called a faded
cemetery. It was fall�ng �nto d�suse. Dampness was �nvad�ng �t, the
flowers were desert�ng �t. The bourgeo�s d�d not care much about
be�ng bur�ed �n the Vaug�rard; �t h�nted at poverty. Père-Lacha�se �f
you please! to be bur�ed �n Père-Lacha�se �s equ�valent to hav�ng
furn�ture of mahogany. It �s recogn�zed as elegant. The Vaug�rard
cemetery was a venerable enclosure, planted l�ke an old-fash�oned
French garden. Stra�ght alleys, box, thuya-trees, holly, anc�ent tombs
beneath aged cypress-trees, and very tall grass. In the even�ng �t
was trag�c there. There were very lugubr�ous l�nes about �t.

The sun had not yet set when the hearse w�th the wh�te pall and
the black cross entered the avenue of the Vaug�rard cemetery. The
lame man who followed �t was no other than Fauchelevent.



The �nterment of Mother Cruc�f�x�on �n the vault under the altar, the
ex�t of Cosette, the �ntroduct�on of Jean Valjean to the dead-room,—
all had been executed w�thout d�ff�culty, and there had been no h�tch.

Let us remark �n pass�ng, that the bur�al of Mother Cruc�f�x�on
under the altar of the convent �s a perfectly ven�al offence �n our
s�ght. It �s one of the faults wh�ch resemble a duty. The nuns had
comm�tted �t, not only w�thout d�ff�culty, but even w�th the applause of
the�r own consc�ences. In the clo�ster, what �s called the
“government” �s only an �ntermeddl�ng w�th author�ty, an �nterference
wh�ch �s always quest�onable. In the f�rst place, the rule; as for the
code, we shall see. Make as many laws as you please, men; but
keep them for yourselves. The tr�bute to Cæsar �s never anyth�ng but
the remnants of the tr�bute to God. A pr�nce �s noth�ng �n the
presence of a pr�nc�ple.

Fauchelevent l�mped along beh�nd the hearse �n a very contented
frame of m�nd. H�s tw�n plots, the one w�th the nuns, the one for the
convent, the other aga�nst �t, the other w�th M. Madele�ne, had
succeeded, to all appearance. Jean Valjean’s composure was one of
those powerful tranqu�ll�t�es wh�ch are contag�ous. Fauchelevent no
longer felt doubtful as to h�s success.

What rema�ned to be done was a mere noth�ng. W�th�n the last two
years, he had made good Father Mest�enne, a chubby-cheeked
person, drunk at least ten t�mes. He played w�th Father Mest�enne.
He d�d what he l�ked w�th h�m. He made h�m dance accord�ng to h�s
wh�m. Mest�enne’s head adjusted �tself to the cap of Fauchelevent’s
w�ll. Fauchelevent’s conf�dence was perfect.

At the moment when the convoy entered the avenue lead�ng to the
cemetery, Fauchelevent glanced cheerfully at the hearse, and sa�d
half aloud, as he rubbed h�s b�g hands:—

“Here’s a f�ne farce!”
All at once the hearse halted; �t had reached the gate. The

perm�ss�on for �nterment must be exh�b�ted. The undertaker’s man
addressed h�mself to the porter of the cemetery. Dur�ng th�s colloquy,
wh�ch always �s product�ve of a delay of from one to two m�nutes,
some one, a stranger, came and placed h�mself beh�nd the hearse,



bes�de Fauchelevent. He was a sort of labor�ng man, who wore a
wa�stcoat w�th large pockets and carr�ed a mattock under h�s arm.

Fauchelevent surveyed th�s stranger.
“Who are you?” he demanded.
“The man repl�ed:—
“The grave-d�gger.”
If a man could surv�ve the blow of a cannon-ball full �n the breast,

he would make the same face that Fauchelevent made.
“The grave-d�gger?”
“Yes.”
“You?”
“I.”
“Father Mest�enne �s the grave-d�gger.”
“He was.”
“What! He was?”
“He �s dead.”
Fauchelevent had expected anyth�ng but th�s, that a grave-d�gger

could d�e. It �s true, nevertheless, that grave-d�ggers do d�e
themselves. By d�nt of excavat�ng graves for other people, one
hollows out one’s own.

Fauchelevent stood there w�th h�s mouth w�de open. He had
hardly the strength to stammer:—

“But �t �s not poss�ble!”
“It �s so.”
“But,” he pers�sted feebly, “Father Mest�enne �s the grave-d�gger.”
“After Napoleon, Lou�s XVIII. After Mest�enne, Gr�b�er. Peasant,

my name �s Gr�b�er.”
Fauchelevent, who was deadly pale, stared at th�s Gr�b�er.
He was a tall, th�n, l�v�d, utterly funereal man. He had the a�r of an

unsuccessful doctor who had turned grave-d�gger.
Fauchelevent burst out laugh�ng.



“Ah!” sa�d he, “what queer th�ngs do happen! Father Mest�enne �s
dead, but long l�ve l�ttle Father Leno�r! Do you know who l�ttle Father
Leno�r �s? He �s a jug of red w�ne. It �s a jug of Surêne, morb�gou! of
real Par�s Surêne? Ah! So old Mest�enne �s dead! I am sorry for �t; he
was a jolly fellow. But you are a jolly fellow, too. Are you not,
comrade? We’ll go and have a dr�nk together presently.”

The man repl�ed:—
“I have been a student. I passed my fourth exam�nat�on. I never

dr�nk.”
The hearse had set out aga�n, and was roll�ng up the grand alley

of the cemetery.
Fauchelevent had slackened h�s pace. He l�mped more out of

anx�ety than from �nf�rm�ty.
The grave-d�gger walked on �n front of h�m.
Fauchelevent passed the unexpected Gr�b�er once more �n rev�ew.
He was one of those men who, though very young, have the a�r of

age, and who, though slender, are extremely strong.
“Comrade!” cr�ed Fauchelevent.
The man turned round.
“I am the convent grave-d�gger.”
“My colleague,” sa�d the man.
Fauchelevent, who was �ll�terate but very sharp, understood that

he had to deal w�th a form�dable spec�es of man, w�th a f�ne talker.
He muttered:

“So Father Mest�enne �s dead.”
The man repl�ed:—
“Completely. The good God consulted h�s note-book wh�ch shows

when the t�me �s up. It was Father Mest�enne’s turn. Father
Mest�enne d�ed.”

Fauchelevent repeated mechan�cally: “The good God—”
“The good God,” sa�d the man author�tat�vely. “Accord�ng to the

ph�losophers, the Eternal Father; accord�ng to the Jacob�ns, the
Supreme Be�ng.”



“Shall we not make each other’s acqua�ntance?” stammered
Fauchelevent.

“It �s made. You are a peasant, I am a Par�s�an.”
“People do not know each other unt�l they have drunk together. He

who empt�es h�s glass empt�es h�s heart. You must come and have a
dr�nk w�th me. Such a th�ng cannot be refused.”

“Bus�ness f�rst.”
Fauchelevent thought: “I am lost.”
They were only a few turns of the wheel d�stant from the small

alley lead�ng to the nuns’ corner.
The grave-d�gger resumed:—
“Peasant, I have seven small ch�ldren who must be fed. As they

must eat, I cannot dr�nk.”
And he added, w�th the sat�sfact�on of a ser�ous man who �s

turn�ng a phrase well:—
“The�r hunger �s the enemy of my th�rst.”
The hearse sk�rted a clump of cypress-trees, qu�tted the grand

alley, turned �nto a narrow one, entered the waste land, and plunged
�nto a th�cket. Th�s �nd�cated the �mmed�ate prox�m�ty of the place of
sepulture. Fauchelevent slackened h�s pace, but he could not deta�n
the hearse. Fortunately, the so�l, wh�ch was l�ght and wet w�th the
w�nter ra�ns, clogged the wheels and retarded �ts speed.

He approached the grave-d�gger.
“They have such a n�ce l�ttle Argenteu�l w�ne,” murmured

Fauchelevent.
“V�llager,” retorted the man, “I ought not be a grave-d�gger. My

father was a porter at the Prytaneum [Town-Hall]. He dest�ned me for
l�terature. But he had reverses. He had losses on ‘change. I was
obl�ged to renounce the profess�on of author. But I am st�ll a publ�c
wr�ter.”

“So you are not a grave-d�gger, then?” returned Fauchelevent,
clutch�ng at th�s branch, feeble as �t was.

“The one does not h�nder the other. I cumulate.”
Fauchelevent d�d not understand th�s last word.



“Come have a dr�nk,” sa�d he.
Here a remark becomes necessary. Fauchelevent, whatever h�s

angu�sh, offered a dr�nk, but he d�d not expla�n h�mself on one po�nt;
who was to pay? Generally, Fauchelevent offered and Father
Mest�enne pa�d. An offer of a dr�nk was the ev�dent result of the
novel s�tuat�on created by the new grave-d�gger, and �t was
necessary to make th�s offer, but the old gardener left the proverb�al
quarter of an hour named after Rabela�s �n the dark, and that not
un�ntent�onally. As for h�mself, Fauchelevent d�d not w�sh to pay,
troubled as he was.

The grave-d�gger went on w�th a super�or sm�le:—
“One must eat. I have accepted Father Mest�enne’s revers�on.

One gets to be a ph�losopher when one has nearly completed h�s
classes. To the labor of the hand I jo�n the labor of the arm. I have
my scr�vener’s stall �n the market of the Rue de Sèvres. You know?
the Umbrella Market. All the cooks of the Red Cross apply to me. I
scr�bble the�r declarat�ons of love to the raw sold�ers. In the morn�ng I
wr�te love letters; �n the even�ng I d�g graves. Such �s l�fe, rust�c.”

The hearse was st�ll advanc�ng. Fauchelevent, uneasy to the last
degree, was gaz�ng about h�m on all s�des. Great drops of
persp�rat�on tr�ckled down from h�s brow.

“But,” cont�nued the grave-d�gger, “a man cannot serve two
m�stresses. I must choose between the pen and the mattock. The
mattock �s ru�n�ng my hand.”

The hearse halted.
The cho�r boy al�ghted from the mourn�ng-coach, then the pr�est.
One of the small front wheels of the hearse had run up a l�ttle on a

p�le of earth, beyond wh�ch an open grave was v�s�ble.
“What a farce th�s �s!” repeated Fauchelevent �n consternat�on.



CHAPTER VI—BETWEEN FOUR
PLANKS

Who was �n the coff�n? The reader knows. Jean Valjean.
Jean Valjean had arranged th�ngs so that he could ex�st there, and

he could almost breathe.
It �s a strange th�ng to what a degree secur�ty of consc�ence

confers secur�ty of the rest. Every comb�nat�on thought out by Jean
Valjean had been progress�ng, and progress�ng favorably, s�nce the
preced�ng day. He, l�ke Fauchelevent, counted on Father Mest�enne.
He had no doubt as to the end. Never was there a more cr�t�cal
s�tuat�on, never more complete composure.

The four planks of the coff�n breathe out a k�nd of terr�ble peace. It
seemed as though someth�ng of the repose of the dead entered �nto
Jean Valjean’s tranqu�ll�ty.

From the depths of that coff�n he had been able to follow, and he
had followed, all the phases of the terr�ble drama wh�ch he was
play�ng w�th death.

Shortly after Fauchelevent had f�n�shed na�l�ng on the upper plank,
Jean Valjean had felt h�mself carr�ed out, then dr�ven off. He knew,
from the d�m�nut�on �n the jolt�ng, when they left the pavements and
reached the earth road. He had d�v�ned, from a dull no�se, that they
were cross�ng the br�dge of Austerl�tz. At the f�rst halt, he had
understood that they were enter�ng the cemetery; at the second halt,
he sa�d to h�mself:—

“Here �s the grave.”
Suddenly, he felt hands se�ze the coff�n, then a harsh grat�ng

aga�nst the planks; he expla�ned �t to h�mself as the rope wh�ch was
be�ng fastened round the casket �n order to lower �t �nto the cav�ty.

Then he exper�enced a g�dd�ness.



The undertaker’s man and the grave-d�gger had probably allowed
the coff�n to lose �ts balance, and had lowered the head before the
foot. He recovered h�mself fully when he felt h�mself hor�zontal and
mot�onless. He had just touched the bottom.

He had a certa�n sensat�on of cold.
A vo�ce rose above h�m, glac�al and solemn. He heard Lat�n

words, wh�ch he d�d not understand, pass over h�m, so slowly that he
was able to catch them one by one:—

“Qu� dorm�unt �n terræ pulvere, ev�g�labunt; al�� �n v�tam æternam,
et al�� �n approbr�um, ut v�deant semper.”

A ch�ld’s vo�ce sa�d:—
“De profund�s.”
The grave vo�ce began aga�n:—
“Requ�em æternam dona e�, Dom�ne.”
The ch�ld’s vo�ce responded:—
“Et lux perpetua luceat e�.”
He heard someth�ng l�ke the gentle patter of several drops of ra�n

on the plank wh�ch covered h�m. It was probably the holy water.
He thought: “Th�s w�ll be over soon now. Pat�ence for a l�ttle wh�le

longer. The pr�est w�ll take h�s departure. Fauchelevent w�ll take
Mest�enne off to dr�nk. I shall be left. Then Fauchelevent w�ll return
alone, and I shall get out. That w�ll be the work of a good hour.”

The grave vo�ce resumed
“Requ�escat �n pace.”
And the ch�ld’s vo�ce sa�d:—
“Amen.”
Jean Valjean stra�ned h�s ears, and heard someth�ng l�ke

retreat�ng footsteps.
“There, they are go�ng now,” thought he. “I am alone.”
All at once, he heard over h�s head a sound wh�ch seemed to h�m

to be a clap of thunder.
It was a shovelful of earth fall�ng on the coff�n.
A second shovelful fell.



One of the holes through wh�ch he breathed had just been
stopped up.

A th�rd shovelful of earth fell.
Then a fourth.
There are th�ngs wh�ch are too strong for the strongest man. Jean

Valjean lost consc�ousness.



CHAPTER VII—IN WHICH WILL BE
FOUND THE ORIGIN OF THE SAYING:

DON’T LOSE THE CARD
Th�s �s what had taken place above the coff�n �n wh�ch lay Jean

Valjean.
When the hearse had dr�ven off, when the pr�est and the cho�r boy

had entered the carr�age aga�n and taken the�r departure,
Fauchelevent, who had not taken h�s eyes from the grave-d�gger,
saw the latter bend over and grasp h�s shovel, wh�ch was st�ck�ng
upr�ght �n the heap of d�rt.

Then Fauchelevent took a supreme resolve.
He placed h�mself between the grave and the grave-d�gger,

crossed h�s arms and sa�d:—
“I am the one to pay!”
The grave-d�gger stared at h�m �n amazement, and repl�ed:—
“What’s that, peasant?”
Fauchelevent repeated:—
“I am the one who pays!”
“What?”
“For the w�ne.”
“What w�ne?”
“That Argenteu�l w�ne.”
“Where �s the Argenteu�l?”
“At the Bon Co�ng.”
“Go to the dev�l!” sa�d the grave-d�gger.
And he flung a shovelful of earth on the coff�n.



The coff�n gave back a hollow sound. Fauchelevent felt h�mself
stagger and on the po�nt of fall�ng headlong �nto the grave h�mself.
He shouted �n a vo�ce �n wh�ch the strangl�ng sound of the death
rattle began to m�ngle:—

“Comrade! Before the Bon Co�ng �s shut!”
The grave-d�gger took some more earth on h�s shovel.

Fauchelevent cont�nued.
“I w�ll pay.”
And he se�zed the man’s arm.
“L�sten to me, comrade. I am the convent grave-d�gger, I have

come to help you. It �s a bus�ness wh�ch can be performed at n�ght.
Let us beg�n, then, by go�ng for a dr�nk.”

And as he spoke, and clung to th�s desperate �ns�stence, th�s
melancholy reflect�on occurred to h�m: “And �f he dr�nks, w�ll he get
drunk?”

“Prov�nc�al,” sa�d the man, “�f you pos�t�vely �ns�st upon �t, I
consent. We w�ll dr�nk. After work, never before.”

And he flour�shed h�s shovel br�skly. Fauchelevent held h�m back.
“It �s Argenteu�l w�ne, at s�x.”
“Oh, come,” sa�d the grave-d�gger, “you are a bell-r�nger. D�ng

dong, d�ng dong, that’s all you know how to say. Go hang yourself.”
And he threw �n a second shovelful.
Fauchelevent had reached a po�nt where he no longer knew what

he was say�ng.
“Come along and dr�nk,” he cr�ed, “s�nce �t �s I who pays the b�ll.”
“When we have put the ch�ld to bed,” sa�d the grave-d�gger.
He flung �n a th�rd shovelful.
Then he thrust h�s shovel �nto the earth and added:—
“It’s cold to-n�ght, you see, and the corpse would shr�ek out after

us �f we were to plant her there w�thout a coverlet.”
At that moment, as he loaded h�s shovel, the grave-d�gger bent

over, and the pocket of h�s wa�stcoat gaped. Fauchelevent’s w�ld
gaze fell mechan�cally �nto that pocket, and there �t stopped.



The sun was not yet h�dden beh�nd the hor�zon; there was st�ll l�ght
enough to enable h�m to d�st�ngu�sh someth�ng wh�te at the bottom of
that yawn�ng pocket.

The sum total of l�ghtn�ng that the eye of a P�card peasant can
conta�n, traversed Fauchelevent’s pup�ls. An �dea had just occurred
to h�m.

He thrust h�s hand �nto the pocket from beh�nd, w�thout the grave-
d�gger, who was wholly absorbed �n h�s shovelful of earth, observ�ng
�t, and pulled out the wh�te object wh�ch lay at the bottom of �t.

The man sent a fourth shovelful tumbl�ng �nto the grave.
Just as he turned round to get the f�fth, Fauchelevent looked

calmly at h�m and sa�d:—
“By the way, you new man, have you your card?”
The grave-d�gger paused.
“What card?”
“The sun �s on the po�nt of sett�ng.”
“That’s good, �t �s go�ng to put on �ts n�ghtcap.”
“The gate of the cemetery w�ll close �mmed�ately.”
“Well, what then?”
“Have you your card?”
“Ah! my card?” sa�d the grave-d�gger.
And he fumbled �n h�s pocket.
Hav�ng searched one pocket, he proceeded to search the other.

He passed on to h�s fobs, explored the f�rst, returned to the second.
“Why, no,” sa�d he, “I have not my card. I must have forgotten �t.”
“F�fteen francs f�ne,” sa�d Fauchelevent.
The grave-d�gger turned green. Green �s the pallor of l�v�d people.
“Ah! Jésus-mon-D�eu-bancroche-à-bas-la-lune!”17 he excla�med.

“F�fteen francs f�ne!”
“Three p�eces of a hundred sous,” sa�d Fauchelevent.
The grave-d�gger dropped h�s shovel.
Fauchelevent’s turn had come.



“Ah, come now, conscr�pt,” sa�d Fauchelevent, “none of th�s
despa�r. There �s no quest�on of comm�tt�ng su�c�de and benef�t�ng
the grave. F�fteen francs �s f�fteen francs, and bes�des, you may not
be able to pay �t. I am an old hand, you are a new one. I know all the
ropes and the dev�ces. I w�ll g�ve you some fr�endly adv�ce. One
th�ng �s clear, the sun �s on the po�nt of sett�ng, �t �s touch�ng the
dome now, the cemetery w�ll be closed �n f�ve m�nutes more.”

“That �s true,” repl�ed the man.
“F�ve m�nutes more and you w�ll not have t�me to f�ll the grave, �t �s

as hollow as the dev�l, th�s grave, and to reach the gate �n season to
pass �t before �t �s shut.”

“That �s true.”
“In that case, a f�ne of f�fteen francs.”
“F�fteen francs.”
“But you have t�me. Where do you l�ve?”
“A couple of steps from the barr�er, a quarter of an hour from here.

No. 87 Rue de Vaug�rard.”
“You have just t�me to get out by tak�ng to your heels at your best

speed.”
“That �s exactly so.”
“Once outs�de the gate, you gallop home, you get your card, you

return, the cemetery porter adm�ts you. As you have your card, there
w�ll be noth�ng to pay. And you w�ll bury your corpse. I’ll watch �t for
you �n the meant�me, so that �t shall not run away.”

“I am �ndebted to you for my l�fe, peasant.”
“Decamp!” sa�d Fauchelevent.
The grave-d�gger, overwhelmed w�th grat�tude, shook h�s hand and

set off on a run.
When the man had d�sappeared �n the th�cket, Fauchelevent

l�stened unt�l he heard h�s footsteps d�e away �n the d�stance, then he
leaned over the grave, and sa�d �n a low tone:—

“Father Madele�ne!”
There was no reply.



Fauchelevent was se�zed w�th a shudder. He tumbled rather than
cl�mbed �nto the grave, flung h�mself on the head of the coff�n and
cr�ed:—

“Are you there?”
S�lence �n the coff�n.
Fauchelevent, hardly able to draw h�s breath for trembl�ng, se�zed

h�s cold ch�sel and h�s hammer, and pr�ed up the coff�n l�d.
Jean Valjean’s face appeared �n the tw�l�ght; �t was pale and h�s

eyes were closed.
Fauchelevent’s ha�r rose upr�ght on h�s head, he sprang to h�s

feet, then fell back aga�nst the s�de of the grave, ready to swoon on
the coff�n. He stared at Jean Valjean.

Jean Valjean lay there pall�d and mot�onless.
Fauchelevent murmured �n a vo�ce as fa�nt as a s�gh:—
“He �s dead!”
And, draw�ng h�mself up, and fold�ng h�s arms w�th such v�olence

that h�s clenched f�sts came �n contact w�th h�s shoulders, he cr�ed:—
“And th�s �s the way I save h�s l�fe!”
Then the poor man fell to sobb�ng. He sol�loqu�zed the wh�le, for �t

�s an error to suppose that the sol�loquy �s unnatural. Powerful
emot�on often talks aloud.

“It �s Father Mest�enne’s fault. Why d�d that fool d�e? What need
was there for h�m to g�ve up the ghost at the very moment when no
one was expect�ng �t? It �s he who has k�lled M. Madele�ne. Father
Madele�ne! He �s �n the coff�n. It �s qu�te handy. All �s over. Now, �s
there any sense �n these th�ngs? Ah! my God! he �s dead! Well! and
h�s l�ttle g�rl, what am I to do w�th her? What w�ll the fru�t-seller say?
The �dea of �ts be�ng poss�ble for a man l�ke that to d�e l�ke th�s!
When I th�nk how he put h�mself under that cart! Father Madele�ne!
Father Madele�ne! Pard�ne! He was suffocated, I sa�d so. He
wouldn’t bel�eve me. Well! Here’s a pretty tr�ck to play! He �s dead,
that good man, the very best man out of all the good God’s good
folks! And h�s l�ttle g�rl! Ah! In the f�rst place, I won’t go back there
myself. I shall stay here. After hav�ng done such a th�ng as that!



What’s the use of be�ng two old men, �f we are two old fools! But, �n
the f�rst place, how d�d he manage to enter the convent? That was
the beg�nn�ng of �t all. One should not do such th�ngs. Father
Madele�ne! Father Madele�ne! Father Madele�ne! Madele�ne!
Mons�eur Madele�ne! Mons�eur le Ma�re! He does not hear me. Now
get out of th�s scrape �f you can!”

And he tore h�s ha�r.
A grat�ng sound became aud�ble through the trees �n the d�stance.

It was the cemetery gate clos�ng.
Fauchelevent bent over Jean Valjean, and all at once he bounded

back and reco�led so far as the l�m�ts of a grave perm�t.
Jean Valjean’s eyes were open and gaz�ng at h�m.
To see a corpse �s alarm�ng, to behold a resurrect�on �s almost as

much so. Fauchelevent became l�ke stone, pale, haggard,
overwhelmed by all these excesses of emot�on, not know�ng whether
he had to do w�th a l�v�ng man or a dead one, and star�ng at Jean
Valjean, who was gaz�ng at h�m.

Enlarge
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“I fell asleep,” sa�d Jean Valjean.
And he ra�sed h�mself to a s�tt�ng posture.
Fauchelevent fell on h�s knees.
“Just, good V�rg�n! How you fr�ghtened me!”
Then he sprang to h�s feet and cr�ed:—
“Thanks, Father Madele�ne!”
Jean Valjean had merely fa�nted. The fresh a�r had rev�ved h�m.
Joy �s the ebb of terror. Fauchelevent found almost as much

d�ff�culty �n recover�ng h�mself as Jean Valjean had.
“So you are not dead! Oh! How w�se you are! I called you so much

that you came back. When I saw your eyes shut, I sa�d: ‘Good! there
he �s, st�fled,’ I should have gone rav�ng mad, mad enough for a
stra�t jacket. They would have put me �n B�cêtre. What do you
suppose I should have done �f you had been dead? And your l�ttle
g�rl? There’s that fru�t-seller,—she would never have understood �t!



The ch�ld �s thrust �nto your arms, and then—the grandfather �s dead!
What a story! good sa�nts of parad�se, what a tale! Ah! you are al�ve,
that’s the best of �t!”

“I am cold,” sa�d Jean Valjean.
Th�s remark recalled Fauchelevent thoroughly to real�ty, and there

was press�ng need of �t. The souls of these two men were troubled
even when they had recovered themselves, although they d�d not
real�ze �t, and there was about them someth�ng uncanny, wh�ch was
the s�n�ster bew�lderment �nsp�red by the place.

“Let us get out of here qu�ckly,” excla�med Fauchelevent.
He fumbled �n h�s pocket, and pulled out a gourd w�th wh�ch he

had prov�ded h�mself.
“But f�rst, take a drop,” sa�d he.
The flask f�n�shed what the fresh a�r had begun, Jean Valjean

swallowed a mouthful of brandy, and rega�ned full possess�on of h�s
facult�es.

He got out of the coff�n, and helped Fauchelevent to na�l on the l�d
aga�n.

Three m�nutes later they were out of the grave.
Moreover, Fauchelevent was perfectly composed. He took h�s

t�me. The cemetery was closed. The arr�val of the grave-d�gger
Gr�b�er was not to be apprehended. That “conscr�pt” was at home
bus�ly engaged �n look�ng for h�s card, and at some d�ff�culty �n
f�nd�ng �t �n h�s lodg�ngs, s�nce �t was �n Fauchelevent’s pocket.
W�thout a card, he could not get back �nto the cemetery.

Fauchelevent took the shovel, and Jean Valjean the p�ck-axe, and
together they bur�ed the empty coff�n.

When the grave was full, Fauchelevent sa�d to Jean Valjean:—
“Let us go. I w�ll keep the shovel; do you carry off the mattock.”
N�ght was fall�ng.
Jean Valjean exper�enced some d�ff�culty �n mov�ng and �n walk�ng.

He had st�ffened h�mself �n that coff�n, and had become a l�ttle l�ke a
corpse. The r�g�d�ty of death had se�zed upon h�m between those
four planks. He had, �n a manner, to thaw out, from the tomb.



“You are benumbed,” sa�d Fauchelevent. “It �s a p�ty that I have a
game leg, for otherw�se we m�ght step out br�skly.”

“Bah!” repl�ed Jean Valjean, “four paces w�ll put l�fe �nto my legs
once more.”

They set off by the alleys through wh�ch the hearse had passed.
On arr�v�ng before the closed gate and the porter’s pav�l�on
Fauchelevent, who held the grave-d�gger’s card �n h�s hand, dropped
�t �nto the box, the porter pulled the rope, the gate opened, and they
went out.

“How well everyth�ng �s go�ng!” sa�d Fauchelevent; “what a cap�tal
�dea that was of yours, Father Madele�ne!”

They passed the Vaug�rard barr�er �n the s�mplest manner �n the
world. In the ne�ghborhood of the cemetery, a shovel and p�ck are
equal to two passports.

The Rue Vaug�rard was deserted.
“Father Madele�ne,” sa�d Fauchelevent as they went along, and

ra�s�ng h�s eyes to the houses, “Your eyes are better than m�ne.
Show me No. 87.”

“Here �t �s,” sa�d Jean Valjean.
“There �s no one �n the street,” sa�d Fauchelevent. “G�ve me your

mattock and wa�t a couple of m�nutes for me.”
Fauchelevent entered No. 87, ascended to the very top, gu�ded by

the �nst�nct wh�ch always leads the poor man to the garret, and
knocked �n the dark, at the door of an att�c.

A vo�ce repl�ed: “Come �n.”
It was Gr�b�er’s vo�ce.
Fauchelevent opened the door. The grave-d�gger’s dwell�ng was,

l�ke all such wretched hab�tat�ons, an unfurn�shed and encumbered
garret. A pack�ng-case—a coff�n, perhaps—took the place of a
commode, a butter-pot served for a dr�nk�ng-founta�n, a straw
mattress served for a bed, the floor served �nstead of tables and
cha�rs. In a corner, on a tattered fragment wh�ch had been a p�ece of
an old carpet, a th�n woman and a number of ch�ldren were p�led �n a
heap. The whole of th�s poverty-str�cken �nter�or bore traces of



hav�ng been overturned. One would have sa�d that there had been
an earthquake “for one.” The covers were d�splaced, the rags
scattered about, the jug broken, the mother had been cry�ng, the
ch�ldren had probably been beaten; traces of a v�gorous and �ll-
tempered search. It was pla�n that the grave-d�gger had made a
desperate search for h�s card, and had made everybody �n the
garret, from the jug to h�s w�fe, respons�ble for �ts loss. He wore an
a�r of desperat�on.

But Fauchelevent was �n too great a hurry to term�nate th�s
adventure to take any not�ce of th�s sad s�de of h�s success.

He entered and sa�d:—
“I have brought you back your shovel and p�ck.”
Gr�b�er gazed at h�m �n stupefact�on.
“Is �t you, peasant?”
“And to-morrow morn�ng you w�ll f�nd your card w�th the porter of

the cemetery.”
And he la�d the shovel and mattock on the floor.
“What �s the mean�ng of th�s?” demanded Gr�b�er.
“The mean�ng of �t �s, that you dropped your card out of your

pocket, that I found �t on the ground after you were gone, that I have
bur�ed the corpse, that I have f�lled the grave, that I have done your
work, that the porter w�ll return your card to you, and that you w�ll not
have to pay f�fteen francs. There you have �t, conscr�pt.”

“Thanks, v�llager!” excla�med Gr�b�er, rad�ant. “The next t�me I w�ll
pay for the dr�nks.”



CHAPTER VIII—A SUCCESSFUL
INTERROGATORY

An hour later, �n the darkness of n�ght, two men and a ch�ld
presented themselves at No. 62 Rue Pet�t-P�cpus. The elder of the
men l�fted the knocker and rapped.

They were Fauchelevent, Jean Valjean, and Cosette.
The two old men had gone to fetch Cosette from the fru�terer’s �n

the Rue du Chem�n-Vert, where Fauchelevent had depos�ted her on
the preced�ng day. Cosette had passed these twenty-four hours
trembl�ng s�lently and understand�ng noth�ng. She trembled to such a
degree that she wept. She had ne�ther eaten nor slept. The worthy
fru�t-seller had pl�ed her w�th a hundred quest�ons, w�thout obta�n�ng
any other reply than a melancholy and unvary�ng gaze. Cosette had
betrayed noth�ng of what she had seen and heard dur�ng the last two
days. She d�v�ned that they were pass�ng through a cr�s�s. She was
deeply consc�ous that �t was necessary to “be good.” Who has not
exper�enced the sovere�gn power of those two words, pronounced
w�th a certa�n accent �n the ear of a terr�f�ed l�ttle be�ng: Say noth�ng!
Fear �s mute. Moreover, no one guards a secret l�ke a ch�ld.

But when, at the exp�rat�on of these lugubr�ous twenty-four hours,
she beheld Jean Valjean aga�n, she gave vent to such a cry of joy,
that any thoughtful person who had chanced to hear that cry, would
have guessed that �t �ssued from an abyss.

Fauchelevent belonged to the convent and knew the pass-words.
All the doors opened.

Thus was solved the double and alarm�ng problem of how to get
out and how to get �n.

The porter, who had rece�ved h�s �nstruct�ons, opened the l�ttle
servant’s door wh�ch connected the courtyard w�th the garden, and



wh�ch could st�ll be seen from the street twenty years ago, �n the wall
at the bottom of the court, wh�ch faced the carr�age entrance.

The porter adm�tted all three of them through th�s door, and from
that po�nt they reached the �nner, reserved parlor where
Fauchelevent, on the preced�ng day, had rece�ved h�s orders from
the pr�oress.

The pr�oress, rosary �n hand, was wa�t�ng for them. A vocal
mother, w�th her ve�l lowered, stood bes�de her.

A d�screet candle l�ghted, one m�ght almost say, made a show of
l�ght�ng the parlor.

The pr�oress passed Jean Valjean �n rev�ew. There �s noth�ng
wh�ch exam�nes l�ke a downcast eye.

Then she quest�oned h�m:—
“You are the brother?”
“Yes, reverend Mother,” repl�ed Fauchelevent.
“What �s your name?”
Fauchelevent repl�ed:—
“Ult�me Fauchelevent.”
He really had had a brother named Ult�me, who was dead.
“Where do you come from?”
Fauchelevent repl�ed:—
“From P�cqu�gny, near Am�ens.”
“What �s your age?”
Fauchelevent repl�ed:—
“F�fty.”
“What �s your profess�on?”
Fauchelevent repl�ed:—
“Gardener.”
“Are you a good Chr�st�an?”
Fauchelevent repl�ed:—
“Every one �s �n the fam�ly.”
“Is th�s your l�ttle g�rl?”



Fauchelevent repl�ed:—
“Yes, reverend Mother.”
“You are her father?”
Fauchelevent repl�ed:—
“Her grandfather.”
The vocal mother sa�d to the pr�oress �n a low vo�ce
“He answers well.”
Jean Valjean had not uttered a s�ngle word.
The pr�oress looked attent�vely at Cosette, and sa�d half aloud to

the vocal mother:—
“She w�ll grow up ugly.”
The two mothers consulted for a few moments �n very low tones �n

the corner of the parlor, then the pr�oress turned round and sa�d:—
“Father Fauvent, you w�ll get another knee-cap w�th a bell. Two w�ll

be requ�red now.”
On the follow�ng day, therefore, two bells were aud�ble �n the

garden, and the nuns could not res�st the temptat�on to ra�se the
corner of the�r ve�ls. At the extreme end of the garden, under the
trees, two men, Fauvent and another man, were v�s�ble as they dug
s�de by s�de. An enormous event. The�r s�lence was broken to the
extent of say�ng to each other: “He �s an ass�stant gardener.”

The vocal mothers added: “He �s a brother of Father Fauvent.”
Jean Valjean was, �n fact, regularly �nstalled; he had h�s belled

knee-cap; henceforth he was off�c�al. H�s name was Ult�me
Fauchelevent.

The most powerful determ�n�ng cause of h�s adm�ss�on had been
the pr�oress’s observat�on upon Cosette: “She w�ll grow up ugly.”

The pr�oress, that pronounced prognost�cator, �mmed�ately took a
fancy to Cosette and gave her a place �n the school as a char�ty
pup�l.

There �s noth�ng that �s not str�ctly log�cal about th�s.
It �s �n va�n that m�rrors are ban�shed from the convent, women are

consc�ous of the�r faces; now, g�rls who are consc�ous of the�r beauty



do not eas�ly become nuns; the vocat�on be�ng voluntary �n �nverse
proport�on to the�r good looks, more �s to be hoped from the ugly
than from the pretty. Hence a l�vely taste for pla�n g�rls.

The whole of th�s adventure �ncreased the �mportance of good, old
Fauchelevent; he won a tr�ple success; �n the eyes of Jean Valjean,
whom he had saved and sheltered; �n those of grave-d�gger Gr�b�er,
who sa�d to h�mself: “He spared me that f�ne”; w�th the convent,
wh�ch, be�ng enabled, thanks to h�m, to reta�n the coff�n of Mother
Cruc�f�x�on under the altar, eluded Cæsar and sat�sf�ed God. There
was a coff�n conta�n�ng a body �n the Pet�t-P�cpus, and a coff�n
w�thout a body �n the Vaug�rard cemetery, publ�c order had no doubt
been deeply d�sturbed thereby, but no one was aware of �t.

As for the convent, �ts grat�tude to Fauchelevent was very great.
Fauchelevent became the best of serv�tors and the most prec�ous of
gardeners. Upon the occas�on of the archb�shop’s next v�s�t, the
pr�oress recounted the affa�r to h�s Grace, mak�ng someth�ng of a
confess�on at the same t�me, and yet boast�ng of her deed. On
leav�ng the convent, the archb�shop ment�oned �t w�th approval, and
�n a wh�sper to M. de Lat�l, Mons�eur’s confessor, afterwards
Archb�shop of Re�ms and Card�nal. Th�s adm�rat�on for Fauchelevent
became w�despread, for �t made �ts way to Rome. We have seen a
note addressed by the then re�gn�ng Pope, Leo XII., to one of h�s
relat�ves, a Mons�gnor �n the Nunc�o’s establ�shment �n Par�s, and
bear�ng, l�ke h�mself, the name of Della Genga; �t conta�ned these
l�nes: “It appears that there �s �n a convent �n Par�s an excellent
gardener, who �s also a holy man, named Fauvent.” Noth�ng of th�s
tr�umph reached Fauchelevent �n h�s hut; he went on graft�ng,
weed�ng, and cover�ng up h�s melon beds, w�thout �n the least
suspect�ng h�s excellences and h�s sanct�ty. Ne�ther d�d he suspect
h�s glory, any more than a Durham or Surrey bull whose portra�t �s
publ�shed �n the London Illustrated News, w�th th�s �nscr�pt�on: “Bull
wh�ch carr�ed off the pr�ze at the Cattle Show.”



CHAPTER IX—CLOISTERED
Cosette cont�nued to hold her tongue �n the convent.
It was qu�te natural that Cosette should th�nk herself Jean

Valjean’s daughter. Moreover, as she knew noth�ng, she could say
noth�ng, and then, she would not have sa�d anyth�ng �n any case. As
we have just observed, noth�ng tra�ns ch�ldren to s�lence l�ke
unhapp�ness. Cosette had suffered so much, that she feared
everyth�ng, even to speak or to breathe. A s�ngle word had so often
brought down an avalanche upon her. She had hardly begun to
rega�n her conf�dence s�nce she had been w�th Jean Valjean. She
speed�ly became accustomed to the convent. Only she regretted
Cather�ne, but she dared not say so. Once, however, she d�d say to
Jean Valjean: “Father, �f I had known, I would have brought her away
w�th me.”

Cosette had been obl�ged, on becom�ng a scholar �n the convent,
to don the garb of the pup�ls of the house. Jean Valjean succeeded
�n gett�ng them to restore to h�m the garments wh�ch she la�d as�de.
Th�s was the same mourn�ng su�t wh�ch he had made her put on
when she had qu�tted the Thénard�ers’ �nn. It was not very
threadbare even now. Jean Valjean locked up these garments, plus
the stock�ngs and the shoes, w�th a quant�ty of camphor and all the
aromat�cs �n wh�ch convents abound, �n a l�ttle val�se wh�ch he found
means of procur�ng. He set th�s val�se on a cha�r near h�s bed, and
he always carr�ed the key about h�s person. “Father,” Cosette asked
h�m one day, “what �s there �n that box wh�ch smells so good?”

Father Fauchelevent rece�ved other recompense for h�s good
act�on, �n add�t�on to the glory wh�ch we just ment�oned, and of wh�ch
he knew noth�ng; �n the f�rst place �t made h�m happy; next, he had
much less work, s�nce �t was shared. Lastly, as he was very fond of
snuff, he found the presence of M. Madele�ne an advantage, �n that
he used three t�mes as much as he had done prev�ously, and that �n



an �nf�n�tely more luxur�ous manner, see�ng that M. Madele�ne pa�d
for �t.

The nuns d�d not adopt the name of Ult�me; they called Jean
Valjean the other Fauvent.

If these holy women had possessed anyth�ng of Javert’s glance,
they would eventually have not�ced that when there was any errand
to be done outs�de �n the behalf of the garden, �t was always the
elder Fauchelevent, the old, the �nf�rm, the lame man, who went, and
never the other; but whether �t �s that eyes constantly f�xed on God
know not how to spy, or whether they were, by preference, occup�ed
�n keep�ng watch on each other, they pa�d no heed to th�s.

Moreover, �t was well for Jean Valjean that he kept close and d�d
not st�r out. Javert watched the quarter for more than a month.

Th�s convent was for Jean Valjean l�ke an �sland surrounded by
gulfs. Henceforth, those four walls const�tuted h�s world. He saw
enough of the sky there to enable h�m to preserve h�s seren�ty, and
Cosette enough to rema�n happy.

A very sweet l�fe began for h�m.
He �nhab�ted the old hut at the end of the garden, �n company w�th

Fauchelevent. Th�s hovel, bu�lt of old rubb�sh, wh�ch was st�ll �n
ex�stence �n 1845, was composed, as the reader already knows, of
three chambers, all of wh�ch were utterly bare and had noth�ng
beyond the walls. The pr�nc�pal one had been g�ven up, by force, for
Jean Valjean had opposed �t �n va�n, to M. Madele�ne, by Father
Fauchelevent. The walls of th�s chamber had for ornament, �n
add�t�on to the two na�ls whereon to hang the knee-cap and the
basket, a Royal�st bank-note of ’93, appl�ed to the wall over the
ch�mney-p�ece, and of wh�ch the follow�ng �s an exact facs�m�le:—

Royal�st Bank-note 2b8-9-banknote 
Th�s spec�men of Vendean paper money had been na�led to the

wall by the preced�ng gardener, an old Chouan, who had d�ed �n the
convent, and whose place Fauchelevent had taken.

Jean Valjean worked �n the garden every day and made h�mself
very useful. He had formerly been a pruner of trees, and he gladly
found h�mself a gardener once more. It w�ll be remembered that he



knew all sorts of secrets and rece�pts for agr�culture. He turned these
to advantage. Almost all the trees �n the orchard were ungrafted, and
w�ld. He budded them and made them produce excellent fru�t.

Cosette had perm�ss�on to pass an hour w�th h�m every day. As
the s�sters were melancholy and he was k�nd, the ch�ld made
compar�sons and adored h�m. At the appo�nted hour she flew to the
hut. When she entered the lowly cab�n, she f�lled �t w�th parad�se.
Jean Valjean blossomed out and felt h�s happ�ness �ncrease w�th the
happ�ness wh�ch he afforded Cosette. The joy wh�ch we �nsp�re has
th�s charm�ng property, that, far from grow�ng meagre, l�ke all
reflect�ons, �t returns to us more rad�ant than ever. At recreat�on
hours, Jean Valjean watched her runn�ng and play�ng �n the d�stance,
and he d�st�ngu�shed her laugh from that of the rest.

For Cosette laughed now.
Cosette’s face had even undergone a change, to a certa�n extent.

The gloom had d�sappeared from �t. A sm�le �s the same as
sunsh�ne; �t ban�shes w�nter from the human countenance.

Recreat�on over, when Cosette went �nto the house aga�n, Jean
Valjean gazed at the w�ndows of her class-room, and at n�ght he
rose to look at the w�ndows of her dorm�tory.

God has h�s own ways, moreover; the convent contr�buted, l�ke
Cosette, to uphold and complete the B�shop’s work �n Jean Valjean.
It �s certa�n that v�rtue adjo�ns pr�de on one s�de. A br�dge bu�lt by the
dev�l ex�sts there. Jean Valjean had been, unconsc�ously, perhaps,
tolerably near that s�de and that br�dge, when Prov�dence cast h�s lot
�n the convent of the Pet�t-P�cpus; so long as he had compared
h�mself only to the B�shop, he had regarded h�mself as unworthy and
had rema�ned humble; but for some t�me past he had been
compar�ng h�mself to men �n general, and pr�de was beg�nn�ng to
spr�ng up. Who knows? He m�ght have ended by return�ng very
gradually to hatred.

The convent stopped h�m on that downward path.
Th�s was the second place of capt�v�ty wh�ch he had seen. In h�s

youth, �n what had been for h�m the beg�nn�ng of h�s l�fe, and later
on, qu�te recently aga�n, he had beheld another,—a fr�ghtful place, a
terr�ble place, whose sever�t�es had always appeared to h�m the



�n�qu�ty of just�ce, and the cr�me of the law. Now, after the galleys, he
saw the clo�ster; and when he med�tated how he had formed a part
of the galleys, and that he now, so to speak, was a spectator of the
clo�ster, he confronted the two �n h�s own m�nd w�th anx�ety.

Somet�mes he crossed h�s arms and leaned on h�s hoe, and
slowly descended the endless sp�rals of rever�e.

He recalled h�s former compan�ons: how wretched they were; they
rose at dawn, and to�led unt�l n�ght; hardly were they perm�tted to
sleep; they lay on camp beds, where noth�ng was tolerated but
mattresses two �nches th�ck, �n rooms wh�ch were heated only �n the
very harshest months of the year; they were clothed �n fr�ghtful red
blouses; they were allowed, as a great favor, l�nen trousers �n the
hottest weather, and a woollen carter’s blouse on the�r backs when �t
was very cold; they drank no w�ne, and ate no meat, except when
they went on “fat�gue duty.” They l�ved nameless, des�gnated only by
numbers, and converted, after a manner, �nto c�phers themselves,
w�th downcast eyes, w�th lowered vo�ces, w�th shorn heads, beneath
the cudgel and �n d�sgrace.

Then h�s m�nd reverted to the be�ngs whom he had under h�s
eyes.

These be�ngs also l�ved w�th shorn heads, w�th downcast eyes,
w�th lowered vo�ces, not �n d�sgrace, but am�d the scoffs of the world,
not w�th the�r backs bru�sed w�th the cudgel, but w�th the�r shoulders
lacerated w�th the�r d�sc�pl�ne. The�r names, also, had van�shed from
among men; they no longer ex�sted except under austere
appellat�ons. They never ate meat and they never drank w�ne; they
often rema�ned unt�l even�ng w�thout food; they were att�red, not �n a
red blouse, but �n a black shroud, of woollen, wh�ch was heavy �n
summer and th�n �n w�nter, w�thout the power to add or subtract
anyth�ng from �t; w�thout hav�ng even, accord�ng to the season, the
resource of the l�nen garment or the woollen cloak; and for s�x
months �n the year they wore serge chem�ses wh�ch gave them
fever. They dwelt, not �n rooms warmed only dur�ng r�gorous cold,
but �n cells where no f�re was ever l�ghted; they slept, not on
mattresses two �nches th�ck, but on straw. And f�nally, they were not
even allowed the�r sleep; every n�ght, after a day of to�l, they were



obl�ged, �n the wear�ness of the�r f�rst slumber, at the moment when
they were fall�ng sound asleep and beg�nn�ng to get warm, to rouse
themselves, to r�se and to go and pray �n an �ce-cold and gloomy
chapel, w�th the�r knees on the stones.

On certa�n days each of these be�ngs �n turn had to rema�n for
twelve success�ve hours �n a kneel�ng posture, or prostrate, w�th face
upon the pavement, and arms outstretched �n the form of a cross.

The others were men; these were women.
What had those men done? They had stolen, v�olated, p�llaged,

murdered, assass�nated. They were band�ts, counterfe�ters,
po�soners, �ncend�ar�es, murderers, parr�c�des. What had these
women done? They had done noth�ng whatever.

On the one hand, h�ghway robbery, fraud, dece�t, v�olence,
sensual�ty, hom�c�de, all sorts of sacr�lege, every var�ety of cr�me; on
the other, one th�ng only, �nnocence.

Perfect �nnocence, almost caught up �nto heaven �n a myster�ous
assumpt�on, attached to the earth by v�rtue, already possess�ng
someth�ng of heaven through hol�ness.

On the one hand, conf�dences over cr�mes, wh�ch are exchanged
�n wh�spers; on the other, the confess�on of faults made aloud. And
what cr�mes! And what faults!

On the one hand, m�asms; on the other, an �neffable perfume. On
the one hand, a moral pest, guarded from s�ght, penned up under
the range of cannon, and l�terally devour�ng �ts plague-str�cken
v�ct�ms; on the other, the chaste flame of all souls on the same
hearth. There, darkness; here, the shadow; but a shadow f�lled w�th
gleams of l�ght, and of gleams full of rad�ance.

Two strongholds of slavery; but �n the f�rst, del�verance poss�ble, a
legal l�m�t always �n s�ght, and then, escape. In the second,
perpetu�ty; the sole hope, at the d�stant extrem�ty of the future, that
fa�nt l�ght of l�berty wh�ch men call death.

In the f�rst, men are bound only w�th cha�ns; �n the other, cha�ned
by fa�th.

What flowed from the f�rst? An �mmense curse, the gnash�ng of
teeth, hatred, desperate v�c�ousness, a cry of rage aga�nst human



soc�ety, a sarcasm aga�nst heaven.
What results flowed from the second? Bless�ngs and love.
And �n these two places, so s�m�lar yet so unl�ke, these two

spec�es of be�ngs who were so very unl�ke, were undergo�ng the
same work, exp�at�on.

Jean Valjean understood thoroughly the exp�at�on of the former;
that personal exp�at�on, the exp�at�on for one’s self. But he d�d not
understand that of these last, that of creatures w�thout reproach and
w�thout sta�n, and he trembled as he asked h�mself: The exp�at�on of
what? What exp�at�on?

A vo�ce w�th�n h�s consc�ence repl�ed: “The most d�v�ne of human
generos�t�es, the exp�at�on for others.”

Here all personal theory �s w�thheld; we are only the narrator; we
place ourselves at Jean Valjean’s po�nt of v�ew, and we translate h�s
�mpress�ons.

Before h�s eyes he had the subl�me summ�t of abnegat�on, the
h�ghest poss�ble p�tch of v�rtue; the �nnocence wh�ch pardons men
the�r faults, and wh�ch exp�ates �n the�r stead; serv�tude subm�tted to,
torture accepted, pun�shment cla�med by souls wh�ch have not
s�nned, for the sake of spar�ng �t to souls wh�ch have fallen; the love
of human�ty swallowed up �n the love of God, but even there
preserv�ng �ts d�st�nct and med�ator�al character; sweet and feeble
be�ngs possess�ng the m�sery of those who are pun�shed and the
sm�le of those who are recompensed.

And he remembered that he had dared to murmur!
Often, �n the m�ddle of the n�ght, he rose to l�sten to the grateful

song of those �nnocent creatures we�ghed down w�th sever�t�es, and
the blood ran cold �n h�s ve�ns at the thought that those who were
justly chast�sed ra�sed the�r vo�ces heavenward only �n blasphemy,
and that he, wretch that he was, had shaken h�s f�st at God.

There was one str�k�ng th�ng wh�ch caused h�m to med�tate deeply,
l�ke a warn�ng wh�sper from Prov�dence �tself: the scal�ng of that wall,
the pass�ng of those barr�ers, the adventure accepted even at the
r�sk of death, the pa�nful and d�ff�cult ascent, all those efforts even,
wh�ch he had made to escape from that other place of exp�at�on, he



had made �n order to ga�n entrance �nto th�s one. Was th�s a symbol
of h�s dest�ny? Th�s house was a pr�son l�kew�se and bore a
melancholy resemblance to that other one whence he had fled, and
yet he had never conce�ved an �dea of anyth�ng s�m�lar.

Aga�n he beheld grat�ngs, bolts, �ron bars—to guard whom?
Angels.

These lofty walls wh�ch he had seen around t�gers, he now beheld
once more around lambs.

Th�s was a place of exp�at�on, and not of pun�shment; and yet, �t
was st�ll more austere, more gloomy, and more p�t�less than the
other.

These v�rg�ns were even more heav�ly burdened than the conv�cts.
A cold, harsh w�nd, that w�nd wh�ch had ch�lled h�s youth, traversed
the barred and padlocked grat�ng of the vultures; a st�ll harsher and
more b�t�ng breeze blew �n the cage of these doves.

Why?
When he thought on these th�ngs, all that was w�th�n h�m was lost

�n amazement before th�s mystery of subl�m�ty.
In these med�tat�ons, h�s pr�de van�shed. He scrut�n�zed h�s own

heart �n all manner of ways; he felt h�s pett�ness, and many a t�me he
wept. All that had entered �nto h�s l�fe for the last s�x months had led
h�m back towards the B�shop’s holy �njunct�ons; Cosette through
love, the convent through hum�l�ty.

Somet�mes at event�de, �n the tw�l�ght, at an hour when the garden
was deserted, he could be seen on h�s knees �n the m�ddle of the
walk wh�ch sk�rted the chapel, �n front of the w�ndow through wh�ch
he had gazed on the n�ght of h�s arr�val, and turned towards the spot
where, as he knew, the s�ster was mak�ng reparat�on, prostrated �n
prayer. Thus he prayed as he knelt before the s�ster.

It seemed as though he dared not kneel d�rectly before God.
Everyth�ng that surrounded h�m, that peaceful garden, those

fragrant flowers, those ch�ldren who uttered joyous cr�es, those grave
and s�mple women, that s�lent clo�ster, slowly permeated h�m, and
l�ttle by l�ttle, h�s soul became compounded of s�lence l�ke the
clo�ster, of perfume l�ke the flowers, of s�mpl�c�ty l�ke the women, of



joy l�ke the ch�ldren. And then he reflected that these had been two
houses of God wh�ch had rece�ved h�m �n success�on at two cr�t�cal
moments �n h�s l�fe: the f�rst, when all doors were closed and when
human soc�ety rejected h�m; the second, at a moment when human
soc�ety had aga�n set out �n pursu�t of h�m, and when the galleys
were aga�n yawn�ng; and that, had �t not been for the f�rst, he should
have relapsed �nto cr�me, and had �t not been for the second, �nto
torment.

H�s whole heart melted �n grat�tude, and he loved more and more.
Many years passed �n th�s manner; Cosette was grow�ng up.
[THE END OF VOLUME II “COSETTE”]
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BOOK FIRST—PARIS STUDIED IN ITS
ATOM



CHAPTER I—PARVULUS
Par�s has a ch�ld, and the forest has a b�rd; the b�rd �s called the

sparrow; the ch�ld �s called the gam�n.
Couple these two �deas wh�ch conta�n, the one all the furnace, the

other all the dawn; str�ke these two sparks together, Par�s, ch�ldhood;
there leaps out from them a l�ttle be�ng. Homunc�o, Plautus would
say.

Th�s l�ttle be�ng �s joyous. He has not food every day, and he goes
to the play every even�ng, �f he sees good. He has no sh�rt on h�s
body, no shoes on h�s feet, no roof over h�s head; he �s l�ke the fl�es
of heaven, who have none of these th�ngs. He �s from seven to
th�rteen years of age, he l�ves �n bands, roams the streets, lodges �n
the open a�r, wears an old pa�r of trousers of h�s father’s, wh�ch
descend below h�s heels, an old hat of some other father, wh�ch
descends below h�s ears, a s�ngle suspender of yellow l�st�ng; he
runs, l�es �n wa�t, rummages about, wastes t�me, blackens p�pes,
swears l�ke a conv�ct, haunts the w�ne-shop, knows th�eves, calls gay
women thou, talks slang, s�ngs obscene songs, and has no ev�l �n h�s
heart. Th�s �s because he has �n h�s heart a pearl, �nnocence; and
pearls are not to be d�ssolved �n mud. So long as man �s �n h�s
ch�ldhood, God w�lls that he shall be �nnocent.

If one were to ask that enormous c�ty: “What �s th�s?” she would
reply: “It �s my l�ttle one.”



CHAPTER II—SOME OF HIS
PARTICULAR CHARACTERISTICS

The gam�n—the street Arab—of Par�s �s the dwarf of the g�ant.
Let us not exaggerate, th�s cherub of the gutter somet�mes has a

sh�rt, but, �n that case, he owns but one; he somet�mes has shoes,
but then they have no soles; he somet�mes has a lodg�ng, and he
loves �t, for he f�nds h�s mother there; but he prefers the street,
because there he f�nds l�berty. He has h�s own games, h�s own b�ts
of m�sch�ef, whose foundat�on cons�sts of hatred for the bourgeo�s;
h�s pecul�ar metaphors: to be dead �s to eat dandel�ons by the root;
h�s own occupat�ons, call�ng hackney-coaches, lett�ng down
carr�age-steps, establ�sh�ng means of trans�t between the two s�des
of a street �n heavy ra�ns, wh�ch he calls mak�ng the br�dge of arts,
cry�ng d�scourses pronounced by the author�t�es �n favor of the
French people, clean�ng out the cracks �n the pavement; he has h�s
own co�nage, wh�ch �s composed of all the l�ttle morsels of worked
copper wh�ch are found on the publ�c streets. Th�s cur�ous money,
wh�ch rece�ves the name of loques—rags—has an �nvar�able and
well-regulated currency �n th�s l�ttle Bohem�a of ch�ldren.

Lastly, he has h�s own fauna, wh�ch he observes attent�vely �n the
corners; the lady-b�rd, the death’s-head plant-louse, the daddy-long-
legs, “the dev�l,” a black �nsect, wh�ch menaces by tw�st�ng about �ts
ta�l armed w�th two horns. He has h�s fabulous monster, wh�ch has
scales under �ts belly, but �s not a l�zard, wh�ch has pustules on �ts
back, but �s not a toad, wh�ch �nhab�ts the nooks of old l�me-k�lns and
wells that have run dry, wh�ch �s black, ha�ry, st�cky, wh�ch crawls
somet�mes slowly, somet�mes rap�dly, wh�ch has no cry, but wh�ch
has a look, and �s so terr�ble that no one has ever beheld �t; he calls
th�s monster “the deaf th�ng.” The search for these “deaf th�ngs”
among the stones �s a joy of form�dable nature. Another pleasure



cons�sts �n suddenly pry�ng up a pav�ng-stone, and tak�ng a look at
the wood-l�ce. Each reg�on of Par�s �s celebrated for the �nterest�ng
treasures wh�ch are to be found there. There are ear-w�gs �n the
t�mber-yards of the Ursul�nes, there are m�llepeds �n the Pantheon,
there are tadpoles �n the d�tches of the Champs-de-Mars.

As far as say�ngs are concerned, th�s ch�ld has as many of them
as Talleyrand. He �s no less cyn�cal, but he �s more honest. He �s
endowed w�th a certa�n �ndescr�bable, unexpected jov�al�ty; he
upsets the composure of the shopkeeper w�th h�s w�ld laughter. He
ranges boldly from h�gh comedy to farce.

A funeral passes by. Among those who accompany the dead there
�s a doctor. “Hey there!” shouts some street Arab, “how long has �t
been customary for doctors to carry home the�r own work?”

Another �s �n a crowd. A grave man, adorned w�th spectacles and
tr�nkets, turns round �nd�gnantly: “You good-for-noth�ng, you have
se�zed my w�fe’s wa�st!”—“I, s�r? Search me!”



CHAPTER III—HE IS AGREEABLE
In the even�ng, thanks to a few sous, wh�ch he always f�nds means

to procure, the homunc�o enters a theatre. On cross�ng that mag�c
threshold, he becomes transf�gured; he was the street Arab, he
becomes the t�t�.18 Theatres are a sort of sh�p turned ups�de down
w�th the keel �n the a�r. It �s �n that keel that the t�t� huddle together.
The t�t� �s to the gam�n what the moth �s to the larva; the same be�ng
endowed w�th w�ngs and soar�ng. It suff�ces for h�m to be there, w�th
h�s rad�ance of happ�ness, w�th h�s power of enthus�asm and joy, w�th
h�s hand-clapp�ng, wh�ch resembles a clapp�ng of w�ngs, to confer on
that narrow, dark, fet�d, sord�d, unhealthy, h�deous, abom�nable keel,
the name of Parad�se.

Bestow on an �nd�v�dual the useless and depr�ve h�m of the
necessary, and you have the gam�n.

The gam�n �s not devo�d of l�terary �ntu�t�on. H�s tendency, and we
say �t w�th the proper amount of regret, would not const�tute class�c
taste. He �s not very academ�c by nature. Thus, to g�ve an example,
the popular�ty of Mademo�selle Mars among that l�ttle aud�ence of
stormy ch�ldren was seasoned w�th a touch of �rony. The gam�n
called her Mademo�selle Muche—“h�de yourself.”

Th�s be�ng bawls and scoffs and r�d�cules and f�ghts, has rags l�ke
a baby and tatters l�ke a ph�losopher, f�shes �n the sewer, hunts �n the
cesspool, extracts m�rth from foulness, wh�ps up the squares w�th h�s
w�t, gr�ns and b�tes, wh�stles and s�ngs, shouts, and shr�eks, tempers
Allelu�a w�th Matanturlurette, chants every rhythm from the De
Profund�s to the Jack-pudd�ng, f�nds w�thout seek�ng, knows what he
�s �gnorant of, �s a Spartan to the po�nt of th�ev�ng, �s mad to w�sdom,
�s lyr�cal to f�lth, would crouch down on Olympus, wallows �n the
dungh�ll and emerges from �t covered w�th stars. The gam�n of Par�s
�s Rabela�s �n th�s youth.



He �s not content w�th h�s trousers unless they have a watch-
pocket.

He �s not eas�ly aston�shed, he �s st�ll less eas�ly terr�f�ed, he
makes songs on superst�t�ons, he takes the w�nd out of
exaggerat�ons, he tw�ts myster�es, he thrusts out h�s tongue at
ghosts, he takes the poetry out of st�lted th�ngs, he �ntroduces
car�cature �nto ep�c extravaganzas. It �s not that he �s prosa�c; far
from that; but he replaces the solemn v�s�on by the farc�cal
phantasmagor�a. If Adamastor were to appear to h�m, the street Arab
would say: “H� there! The bugaboo!”



CHAPTER IV—HE MAY BE OF USE
Par�s beg�ns w�th the lounger and ends w�th the street Arab, two

be�ngs of wh�ch no other c�ty �s capable; the pass�ve acceptance,
wh�ch contents �tself w�th gaz�ng, and the �nexhaust�ble �n�t�at�ve;
Prudhomme and Fou�llou. Par�s alone has th�s �n �ts natural h�story.
The whole of the monarchy �s conta�ned �n the lounger; the whole of
anarchy �n the gam�n.

Th�s pale ch�ld of the Par�s�an faubourgs l�ves and develops,
makes connect�ons, “grows supple” �n suffer�ng, �n the presence of
soc�al real�t�es and of human th�ngs, a thoughtful w�tness. He th�nks
h�mself heedless; and he �s not. He looks and �s on the verge of
laughter; he �s on the verge of someth�ng else also. Whoever you
may be, �f your name �s Prejud�ce, Abuse, Ignorance, Oppress�on,
In�qu�ty, Despot�sm, Injust�ce, Fanat�c�sm, Tyranny, beware of the
gap�ng gam�n.

The l�ttle fellow w�ll grow up.
Of what clay �s he made? Of the f�rst mud that comes to hand. A

handful of d�rt, a breath, and behold Adam. It suff�ces for a God to
pass by. A God has always passed over the street Arab. Fortune
labors at th�s t�ny be�ng. By the word “fortune” we mean chance, to
some extent. That p�gmy kneaded out of common earth, �gnorant,
unlettered, g�ddy, vulgar, low. W�ll that become an Ion�an or a
Bœot�an? Wa�t, curr�t rota, the Sp�r�t of Par�s, that demon wh�ch
creates the ch�ldren of chance and the men of dest�ny, revers�ng the
process of the Lat�n potter, makes of a jug an amphora.



CHAPTER V—HIS FRONTIERS
The gam�n loves the c�ty, he also loves sol�tude, s�nce he has

someth�ng of the sage �n h�m. Urb�s amator, l�ke Fuscus; rur�s
amator, l�ke Flaccus.

To roam thoughtfully about, that �s to say, to lounge, �s a f�ne
employment of t�me �n the eyes of the ph�losopher; part�cularly �n that
rather �lleg�t�mate spec�es of campa�gn, wh�ch �s tolerably ugly but
odd and composed of two natures, wh�ch surrounds certa�n great
c�t�es, notably Par�s. To study the suburbs �s to study the amph�b�ous
an�mal. End of the trees, beg�nn�ng of the roofs; end of the grass,
beg�nn�ng of the pavements; end of the furrows, beg�nn�ng of the
shops, end of the wheel-ruts, beg�nn�ng of the pass�ons; end of the
d�v�ne murmur, beg�nn�ng of the human uproar; hence an
extraord�nary �nterest.

Hence, �n these not very attract�ve places, �ndel�bly stamped by
the pass�ng stroller w�th the ep�thet: melancholy, the apparently
objectless promenades of the dreamer.

He who wr�tes these l�nes has long been a prowler about the
barr�ers of Par�s, and �t �s for h�m a source of profound souven�rs.
That close-shaven turf, those pebbly paths, that chalk, those pools,
those harsh monoton�es of waste and fallow lands, the plants of
early market-garden suddenly spr�ng�ng �nto s�ght �n a bottom, that
m�xture of the savage and the c�t�zen, those vast desert nooks where
the garr�son drums pract�se no�s�ly, and produce a sort of l�sp�ng of
battle, those herm�ts by day and cut-throats by n�ght, that clumsy m�ll
wh�ch turns �n the w�nd, the ho�st�ng-wheels of the quarr�es, the tea-
gardens at the corners of the cemeter�es; the myster�ous charm of
great, sombre walls squarely �ntersect�ng �mmense, vague stretches
of land �nundated w�th sunsh�ne and full of butterfl�es,—all th�s
attracted h�m.



There �s hardly any one on earth who �s not acqua�nted w�th those
s�ngular spots, the Glac�ère, the Cunette, the h�deous wall of
Grenelle all speckled w�th balls, Mont-Parnasse, the Fosse-aux-
Loups, Aub�ers on the bank of the Marne, Mont-Sour�s, the Tombe-
Isso�re, the P�erre-Plate de Chât�llon, where there �s an old,
exhausted quarry wh�ch no longer serves any purpose except to
ra�se mushrooms, and wh�ch �s closed, on a level w�th the ground, by
a trap-door of rotten planks. The campagna of Rome �s one �dea, the
banl�eue of Par�s �s another; to behold noth�ng but f�elds, houses, or
trees �n what a stretch of country offers us, �s to rema�n on the
surface; all aspects of th�ngs are thoughts of God. The spot where a
pla�n effects �ts junct�on w�th a c�ty �s always stamped w�th a certa�n
p�erc�ng melancholy. Nature and human�ty both appeal to you at the
same t�me there. Local or�g�nal�t�es there make the�r appearance.

Any one who, l�ke ourselves, has wandered about �n these
sol�tudes cont�guous to our faubourgs, wh�ch may be des�gnated as
the l�mbos of Par�s, has seen here and there, �n the most desert
spot, at the most unexpected moment, beh�nd a meagre hedge, or �n
the corner of a lugubr�ous wall, ch�ldren grouped tumultuously, fet�d,
muddy, dusty, ragged, d�shevelled, play�ng h�de-and-seek, and
crowned w�th corn-flowers. All of them are l�ttle ones who have made
the�r escape from poor fam�l�es. The outer boulevard �s the�r
breath�ng space; the suburbs belong to them. There they are
eternally play�ng truant. There they �nnocently s�ng the�r repertory of
d�rty songs. There they are, or rather, there they ex�st, far from every
eye, �n the sweet l�ght of May or June, kneel�ng round a hole �n the
ground, snapp�ng marbles w�th the�r thumbs, quarrell�ng over half-
farth�ngs, �rrespons�ble, volat�le, free and happy; and, no sooner do
they catch s�ght of you than they recollect that they have an �ndustry,
and that they must earn the�r l�v�ng, and they offer to sell you an old
woollen stock�ng f�lled w�th cockchafers, or a bunch of l�lacs. These
encounters w�th strange ch�ldren are one of the charm�ng and at the
same t�me po�gnant graces of the env�rons of Par�s.

Somet�mes there are l�ttle g�rls among the throng of boys,—are
they the�r s�sters?—who are almost young ma�dens, th�n, fever�sh,
w�th sunburnt hands, covered w�th freckles, crowned w�th popp�es
and ears of rye, gay, haggard, barefooted. They can be seen



devour�ng cherr�es among the wheat. In the even�ng they can be
heard laugh�ng. These groups, warmly �llum�nated by the full glow of
m�dday, or �nd�st�nctly seen �n the tw�l�ght, occupy the thoughtful man
for a very long t�me, and these v�s�ons m�ngle w�th h�s dreams.

Par�s, centre, banl�eue, c�rcumference; th�s const�tutes all the earth
to those ch�ldren. They never venture beyond th�s. They can no more
escape from the Par�s�an atmosphere than f�sh can escape from the
water. For them, noth�ng ex�sts two leagues beyond the barr�ers: Ivry,
Gent�lly, Arcue�l, Bellev�lle, Auberv�ll�ers, Mén�lmontant, Cho�sy-le-
Ro�, B�llancourt, Meudon, Issy, Vanvre, Sèvres, Puteaux, Neu�lly,
Gennev�ll�ers, Colombes, Roma�nv�lle, Chatou, Asn�ères, Boug�val,
Nanterre, Engh�en, No�sy-le-Sec, Nogent, Gournay, Drancy,
Gonesse; the un�verse ends there.



CHAPTER VI—A BIT OF HISTORY
At the epoch, nearly contemporary by the way, when the act�on of

th�s book takes place, there was not, as there �s to-day, a pol�ceman
at the corner of every street (a benef�t wh�ch there �s no t�me to
d�scuss here); stray ch�ldren abounded �n Par�s. The stat�st�cs g�ve
an average of two hundred and s�xty homeless ch�ldren p�cked up
annually at that per�od, by the pol�ce patrols, �n unenclosed lands, �n
houses �n process of construct�on, and under the arches of the
br�dges. One of these nests, wh�ch has become famous, produced
“the swallows of the br�dge of Arcola.” Th�s �s, moreover, the most
d�sastrous of soc�al symptoms. All cr�mes of the man beg�n �n the
vagabondage of the ch�ld.

Let us make an except�on �n favor of Par�s, nevertheless. In a
relat�ve measure, and �n sp�te of the souven�r wh�ch we have just
recalled, the except�on �s just. Wh�le �n any other great c�ty the
vagabond ch�ld �s a lost man, wh�le nearly everywhere the ch�ld left
to �tself �s, �n some sort, sacr�f�ced and abandoned to a k�nd of fatal
�mmers�on �n the publ�c v�ces wh�ch devour �n h�m honesty and
consc�ence, the street boy of Par�s, we �ns�st on th�s po�nt, however
defaced and �njured on the surface, �s almost �ntact on the �nter�or. It
�s a magn�f�cent th�ng to put on record, and one wh�ch sh�nes forth �n
the splend�d prob�ty of our popular revolut�ons, that a certa�n
�ncorrupt�b�l�ty results from the �dea wh�ch ex�sts �n the a�r of Par�s, as
salt ex�sts �n the water of the ocean. To breathe Par�s preserves the
soul.

What we have just sa�d takes away noth�ng of the angu�sh of heart
wh�ch one exper�ences every t�me that one meets one of these
ch�ldren around whom one fanc�es that he beholds float�ng the
threads of a broken fam�ly. In the c�v�l�zat�on of the present day,
�ncomplete as �t st�ll �s, �t �s not a very abnormal th�ng to behold these
fractured fam�l�es pour�ng themselves out �nto the darkness, not



know�ng clearly what has become of the�r ch�ldren, and allow�ng the�r
own entra�ls to fall on the publ�c h�ghway. Hence these obscure
dest�n�es. Th�s �s called, for th�s sad th�ng has g�ven r�se to an
express�on, “to be cast on the pavements of Par�s.”

Let �t be sa�d by the way, that th�s abandonment of ch�ldren was
not d�scouraged by the anc�ent monarchy. A l�ttle of Egypt and
Bohem�a �n the lower reg�ons su�ted the upper spheres, and
compassed the a�ms of the powerful. The hatred of �nstruct�on for the
ch�ldren of the people was a dogma. What �s the use of “half-l�ghts”?
Such was the counters�gn. Now, the err�ng ch�ld �s the corollary of
the �gnorant ch�ld.

Bes�des th�s, the monarchy somet�mes was �n need of ch�ldren,
and �n that case �t sk�mmed the streets.

Under Lou�s XIV., not to go any further back, the k�ng r�ghtly
des�red to create a fleet. The �dea was a good one. But let us
cons�der the means. There can be no fleet, �f, bes�de the sa�l�ng sh�p,
that playth�ng of the w�nds, and for the purpose of tow�ng �t, �n case
of necess�ty, there �s not the vessel wh�ch goes where �t pleases,
e�ther by means of oars or of steam; the galleys were then to the
mar�ne what steamers are to-day. Therefore, galleys were
necessary; but the galley �s moved only by the galley-slave; hence,
galley-slaves were requ�red. Colbert had the comm�ss�oners of
prov�nces and the parl�aments make as many conv�cts as poss�ble.
The mag�stracy showed a great deal of compla�sance �n the matter.
A man kept h�s hat on �n the presence of a process�on—�t was a
Huguenot att�tude; he was sent to the galleys. A ch�ld was
encountered �n the streets; prov�ded that he was f�fteen years of age
and d�d not know where he was to sleep, he was sent to the galleys.
Grand re�gn; grand century.

Under Lou�s XV. ch�ldren d�sappeared �n Par�s; the pol�ce carr�ed
them off, for what myster�ous purpose no one knew. People
wh�spered w�th terror monstrous conjectures as to the k�ng’s baths of
purple. Barb�er speaks �ngenuously of these th�ngs. It somet�mes
happened that the exempts of the guard, when they ran short of
ch�ldren, took those who had fathers. The fathers, �n despa�r,



attacked the exempts. In that case, the parl�ament �ntervened and
had some one hung. Who? The exempts? No, the fathers.



CHAPTER VII—THE GAMIN SHOULD
HAVE HIS PLACE IN THE

CLASSIFICATIONS OF INDIA
The body of street Arabs �n Par�s almost const�tutes a caste. One

m�ght almost say: Not every one who w�shes to belong to �t can do
so.

Th�s word gam�n was pr�nted for the f�rst t�me, and reached
popular speech through the l�terary tongue, �n 1834. It �s �n a l�ttle
work ent�tled Claude Gueux that th�s word made �ts appearance. The
horror was l�vely. The word passed �nto c�rculat�on.

The elements wh�ch const�tute the cons�derat�on of the gam�ns for
each other are very var�ous. We have known and assoc�ated w�th
one who was greatly respected and vastly adm�red because he had
seen a man fall from the top of the tower of Notre-Dame; another,
because he had succeeded �n mak�ng h�s way �nto the rear courtyard
where the statues of the dome of the Inval�des had been temporar�ly
depos�ted, and had “pr�gged” some lead from them; a th�rd, because
he had seen a d�l�gence t�p over; st�ll another, because he “knew” a
sold�er who came near putt�ng out the eye of a c�t�zen.

Th�s expla�ns that famous exclamat�on of a Par�s�an gam�n, a
profound ep�phonema, wh�ch the vulgar herd laughs at w�thout
comprehend�ng,— D�eu de D�eu! What �ll-luck I do have! to th�nk that
I have never yet seen anybody tumble from a f�fth-story w�ndow! (I
have pronounced I’ave and f�fth pronounced f�ft’.)

Surely, th�s say�ng of a peasant �s a f�ne one: “Father So-and-So,
your w�fe has d�ed of her malady; why d�d you not send for the
doctor?” “What would you have, s�r, we poor folks d�e of ourselves.”
But �f the peasant’s whole pass�v�ty l�es �n th�s say�ng, the whole of
the free-th�nk�ng anarchy of the brat of the faubourgs �s, assuredly,



conta�ned �n th�s other say�ng. A man condemned to death �s
l�sten�ng to h�s confessor �n the tumbrel. The ch�ld of Par�s excla�ms:
“He �s talk�ng to h�s black cap! Oh, the sneak!”

A certa�n audac�ty on matters of rel�g�on sets off the gam�n. To be
strong-m�nded �s an �mportant �tem.

To be present at execut�ons const�tutes a duty. He shows h�mself
at the gu�llot�ne, and he laughs. He calls �t by all sorts of pet names:
The End of the Soup, The Growler, The Mother �n the Blue (the sky),
The Last Mouthful, etc., etc. In order not to lose anyth�ng of the affa�r,
he scales the walls, he ho�sts h�mself to balcon�es, he ascends trees,
he suspends h�mself to grat�ngs, he cl�ngs fast to ch�mneys. The
gam�n �s born a t�ler as he �s born a mar�ner. A roof �nsp�res h�m w�th
no more fear than a mast. There �s no fest�val wh�ch comes up to an
execut�on on the Place de Grève. Samson and the Abbé Montès are
the truly popular names. They hoot at the v�ct�m �n order to
encourage h�m. They somet�mes adm�re h�m. Lacena�re, when a
gam�n, on see�ng the h�deous Daut�n d�e bravely, uttered these
words wh�ch conta�n a future: “I was jealous of h�m.” In the
brotherhood of gam�ns Volta�re �s not known, but Papavo�ne �s.
“Pol�t�c�ans” are confused w�th assass�ns �n the same legend. They
have a trad�t�on as to everybody’s last garment. It �s known that
Tolleron had a f�reman’s cap, Avr�l an otter cap, Losvel a round hat,
that old Delaporte was bald and bareheaded, that Casta�ng was all
ruddy and very handsome, that Bor�es had a romant�c small beard,
that Jean Mart�n kept on h�s suspenders, that Lecouffé and h�s
mother quarrelled. “Don’t reproach each other for your basket,”
shouted a gam�n to them. Another, �n order to get a look at Debacker
as he passed, and be�ng too small �n the crowd, caught s�ght of the
lantern on the quay and cl�mbed �t. A gendarme stat�oned oppos�te
frowned. “Let me cl�mb up, m’s�eu le gendarme,” sa�d the gam�n.
And, to soften the heart of the author�t�es he added: “I w�ll not fall.” “I
don’t care �f you do,” retorted the gendarme.

In the brotherhood of gam�ns, a memorable acc�dent counts for a
great deal. One reaches the he�ght of cons�derat�on �f one chances
to cut one’s self very deeply, “to the very bone.”



The f�st �s no med�ocre element of respect. One of the th�ngs that
the gam�n �s fondest of say�ng �s: “I am f�ne and strong, come now!”
To be left-handed renders you very env�able. A squ�nt �s h�ghly
esteemed.



CHAPTER VIII—IN WHICH THE
READER WILL FIND A CHARMING

SAYING OF THE LAST KING
In summer, he metamorphoses h�mself �nto a frog; and �n the

even�ng, when n�ght �s fall�ng, �n front of the br�dges of Austerl�tz and
Jena, from the tops of coal wagons, and the washerwomen’s boats,
he hurls h�mself headlong �nto the Se�ne, and �nto all poss�ble
�nfract�ons of the laws of modesty and of the pol�ce. Nevertheless the
pol�ce keep an eye on h�m, and the result �s a h�ghly dramat�c
s�tuat�on wh�ch once gave r�se to a fraternal and memorable cry; that
cry wh�ch was celebrated about 1830, �s a strateg�c warn�ng from
gam�n to gam�n; �t scans l�ke a verse from Homer, w�th a notat�on as
�nexpress�ble as the eleus�ac chant of the Panathenæa, and �n �t one
encounters aga�n the anc�ent Evohe. Here �t �s: “Ohé, T�t�, ohééé!
Here comes the bobby, here comes the p’l�ce, p�ck up your duds and
be off, through the sewer w�th you!”

Somet�mes th�s gnat—that �s what he calls h�mself—knows how to
read; somet�mes he knows how to wr�te; he always knows how to
daub. He does not hes�tate to acqu�re, by no one knows what
myster�ous mutual �nstruct�on, all the talents wh�ch can be of use to
the publ�c; from 1815 to 1830, he �m�tated the cry of the turkey; from
1830 to 1848, he scrawled pears on the walls. One summer even�ng,
when Lou�s Ph�l�ppe was return�ng home on foot, he saw a l�ttle
fellow, no h�gher than h�s knee, persp�r�ng and cl�mb�ng up to draw a
g�gant�c pear �n charcoal on one of the p�llars of the gate of Neu�lly;
the K�ng, w�th that good-nature wh�ch came to h�m from Henry IV.,
helped the gam�n, f�n�shed the pear, and gave the ch�ld a lou�s,
say�ng: “The pear �s on that also."19 The gam�n loves uproar. A
certa�n state of v�olence pleases h�m. He execrates “the curés.” One



day, �n the Rue de l’Un�vers�té, one of these scamps was putt�ng h�s
thumb to h�s nose at the carr�age gate of No. 69. “Why are you do�ng
that at the gate?” a passer-by asked. The boy repl�ed: “There �s a
curé there.” It was there, �n fact, that the Papal Nunc�o l�ved.

Nevertheless, whatever may be the Volta�r�an�sm of the small
gam�n, �f the occas�on to become a chor�ster presents �tself, �t �s qu�te
poss�ble that he w�ll accept, and �n that case he serves the mass
c�v�lly. There are two th�ngs to wh�ch he plays Tantalus, and wh�ch he
always des�res w�thout ever atta�n�ng them: to overthrow the
government, and to get h�s trousers sewed up aga�n.

The gam�n �n h�s perfect state possesses all the pol�cemen of
Par�s, and can always put the name to the face of any one wh�ch he
chances to meet. He can tell them off on the t�ps of h�s f�ngers. He
stud�es the�r hab�ts, and he has spec�al notes on each one of them.
He reads the souls of the pol�ce l�ke an open book. He w�ll tell you
fluently and w�thout fl�nch�ng: “Such an one �s a tra�tor; such another
�s very mal�c�ous; such another �s great; such another �s r�d�culous.”
(All these words: tra�tor, mal�c�ous, great, r�d�culous, have a part�cular
mean�ng �n h�s mouth.) That one �mag�nes that he owns the Pont-
Neuf, and he prevents people from walk�ng on the corn�ce outs�de
the parapet; that other has a man�a for pull�ng person’s ears; etc.,
etc.



CHAPTER IX—THE OLD SOUL OF
GAUL

There was someth�ng of that boy �n Poquel�n, the son of the f�sh-
market; Beaumarcha�s had someth�ng of �t. Gam�ner�e �s a shade of
the Gall�c sp�r�t. M�ngled w�th good sense, �t somet�mes adds force to
the latter, as alcohol does to w�ne. Somet�mes �t �s a defect. Homer
repeats h�mself eternally, granted; one may say that Volta�re plays
the gam�n. Cam�lle Desmoul�ns was a nat�ve of the faubourgs.
Champ�onnet, who treated m�racles brutally, rose from the
pavements of Par�s; he had, when a small lad, �nundated the
port�cos of Sa�nt-Jean de Beauva�s, and of Sa�nt-Ét�enne du Mont;
he had addressed the shr�ne of Sa�nte-Genev�ève fam�l�arly to g�ve
orders to the ph�al of Sa�nt Januar�us.

The gam�n of Par�s �s respectful, �ron�cal, and �nsolent. He has
v�lla�nous teeth, because he �s badly fed and h�s stomach suffers,
and handsome eyes because he has w�t. If Jehovah h�mself were
present, he would go hopp�ng up the steps of parad�se on one foot.
He �s strong on box�ng. All bel�efs are poss�ble to h�m. He plays �n
the gutter, and stra�ghtens h�mself up w�th a revolt; h�s effrontery
pers�sts even �n the presence of grape-shot; he was a scapegrace,
he �s a hero; l�ke the l�ttle Theban, he shakes the sk�n from the l�on;
Barra the drummer-boy was a gam�n of Par�s; he Shouts: “Forward!”
as the horse of Scr�pture says “Vah!” and �n a moment he has
passed from the small brat to the g�ant.

Th�s ch�ld of the puddle �s also the ch�ld of the �deal. Measure that
spread of w�ngs wh�ch reaches from Mol�ère to Barra.

To sum up the whole, and �n one word, the gam�n �s a be�ng who
amuses h�mself, because he �s unhappy.



CHAPTER X—ECCE PARIS, ECCE
HOMO

To sum �t all up once more, the Par�s gam�n of to-day, l�ke the
græculus of Rome �n days gone by, �s the �nfant populace w�th the
wr�nkle of the old world on h�s brow.

The gam�n �s a grace to the nat�on, and at the same t�me a
d�sease; a d�sease wh�ch must be cured, how? By l�ght.

L�ght renders healthy.
L�ght k�ndles.
All generous soc�al �rrad�at�ons spr�ng from sc�ence, letters, arts,

educat�on. Make men, make men. G�ve them l�ght that they may
warm you. Sooner or later the splend�d quest�on of un�versal
educat�on w�ll present �tself w�th the �rres�st�ble author�ty of the
absolute truth; and then, those who govern under the
super�ntendence of the French �dea w�ll have to make th�s cho�ce;
the ch�ldren of France or the gam�ns of Par�s; flames �n the l�ght or
w�ll-o’-the-w�sps �n the gloom.

The gam�n expresses Par�s, and Par�s expresses the world.
For Par�s �s a total. Par�s �s the ce�l�ng of the human race. The

whole of th�s prod�g�ous c�ty �s a foreshorten�ng of dead manners and
l�v�ng manners. He who sees Par�s th�nks he sees the bottom of all
h�story w�th heaven and constellat�ons �n the �ntervals. Par�s has a
cap�tal, the Town-Hall, a Parthenon, Notre-Dame, a Mount Avent�ne,
the Faubourg Sa�nt-Anto�ne, an As�nar�um, the Sorbonne, a
Pantheon, the Pantheon, a V�a Sacra, the Boulevard des Ital�ens, a
temple of the w�nds, op�n�on; and �t replaces the Gemon�æ by
r�d�cule. Its majo �s called “faraud,” �ts Transtever�n �s the man of the
faubourgs, �ts hammal �s the market-porter, �ts lazzarone �s the
pègre, �ts cockney �s the nat�ve of Ghent. Everyth�ng that ex�sts



elsewhere ex�sts at Par�s. The f�shwoman of Dumarsa�s can retort on
the herb-seller of Eur�p�des, the d�scobols Vejanus l�ves aga�n �n the
For�oso, the t�ght-rope dancer. Therapont�gonus M�les could walk
arm �n arm w�th Vadeboncœur the grenad�er, Damas�ppus the
second-hand dealer would be happy among br�c-à-brac merchants,
V�ncennes could grasp Socrates �n �ts f�st as just as Agora could
�mpr�son D�derot, Gr�mod de la Reyn�ère d�scovered larded roast
beef, as Curt�llus �nvented roast hedgehog, we see the trapeze
wh�ch f�gures �n Plautus reappear under the vault of the Arc of
l’Eto�le, the sword-eater of Pœc�lus encountered by Apule�us �s a
sword-swallower on the Pont-Neuf, the nephew of Rameau and
Curcul�o the paras�te make a pa�r, Ergas�lus could get h�mself
presented to Cambacères by d’A�grefeu�lle; the four dand�es of
Rome: Alces�marchus, Phœdromus, D�abolus, and Argyr�ppus,
descend from Court�lle �n Labatut’s post�ng-cha�se; Aulus Gell�us
would halt no longer �n front of Congr�o than would Charles Nod�er �n
front of Punch�nello; Marto �s not a t�gress, but Pardal�sca was not a
dragon; Pantolabus the wag jeers �n the Café Angla�s at
Nomentanus the fast l�ver, Hermogenus �s a tenor �n the Champs-
Élysées, and round h�m, Thrac�us the beggar, clad l�ke Bobèche,
takes up a collect�on; the bore who stops you by the button of your
coat �n the Tu�ler�es makes you repeat after a lapse of two thousand
years Thespr�on’s apostrophe: Qu�s properantem me prehend�t
pall�o? The w�ne on Surêne �s a parody of the w�ne of Alba, the red
border of Desaug�ers forms a balance to the great cutt�ng of Balatro,
Père-Lacha�se exhales beneath nocturnal ra�ns the same gleams as
the Esqu�l�æ, and the grave of the poor bought for f�ve years, �s
certa�nly the equ�valent of the slave’s h�ved coff�n.

Seek someth�ng that Par�s has not. The vat of Trophon�us conta�ns
noth�ng that �s not �n Mesmer’s tub; Ergaph�las l�ves aga�n �n
Cagl�ostro; the Brahm�n Vâsaphantâ become �ncarnate �n the Comte
de Sa�nt-Germa�n; the cemetery of Sa�nt-Médard works qu�te as
good m�racles as the Mosque of Oumoum�é at Damascus.

Par�s has an Æsop-Mayeux, and a Can�d�a, Mademo�selle
Lenormand. It �s terr�f�ed, l�ke Delphos at the fulgurat�ng real�t�es of
the v�s�on; �t makes tables turn as Dodona d�d tr�pods. It places the
gr�sette on the throne, as Rome placed the courtesan there; and,



tak�ng �t altogether, �f Lou�s XV. �s worse than Claud�an, Madame
Dubarry �s better than Messal�na. Par�s comb�nes �n an
unprecedented type, wh�ch has ex�sted and wh�ch we have elbowed,
Grec�an nud�ty, the Hebra�c ulcer, and the Gascon pun. It m�ngles
D�ogenes, Job, and Jack-pudd�ng, dresses up a spectre �n old
numbers of the Const�tut�onal, and makes Chodruc Duclos.

Although Plutarch says: the tyrant never grows old, Rome, under
Sylla as under Dom�t�an, res�gned �tself and w�ll�ngly put water �n �ts
w�ne. The T�ber was a Lethe, �f the rather doctr�nary eulog�um made
of �t by Varus V�b�scus �s to be cred�ted: Contra Gracchos T�ber�m
habemus, B�bere T�ber�m, �d est sed�t�onem obl�v�sc�. Par�s dr�nks a
m�ll�on l�tres of water a day, but that does not prevent �t from
occas�onally beat�ng the general alarm and r�ng�ng the tocs�n.

W�th that except�on, Par�s �s am�able. It accepts everyth�ng royally;
�t �s not too part�cular about �ts Venus; �ts Call�pyge �s Hottentot;
prov�ded that �t �s made to laugh, �t condones; ugl�ness cheers �t,
deform�ty provokes �t to laughter, v�ce d�verts �t; be eccentr�c and you
may be an eccentr�c; even hypocr�sy, that supreme cyn�c�sm, does
not d�sgust �t; �t �s so l�terary that �t does not hold �ts nose before
Bas�le, and �s no more scandal�zed by the prayer of Tartuffe than
Horace was repelled by the “h�ccup” of Pr�apus. No tra�t of the
un�versal face �s lack�ng �n the prof�le of Par�s. The bal Mab�le �s not
the polymn�a dance of the Jan�culum, but the dealer �n lad�es’
wear�ng apparel there devours the lorette w�th her eyes, exactly as
the procuress Staphyla lay �n wa�t for the v�rg�n Planes�um. The
Barr�ère du Combat �s not the Col�seum, but people are as feroc�ous
there as though Cæsar were look�ng on. The Syr�an hostess has
more grace than Mother Saguet, but, �f V�rg�l haunted the Roman
w�ne-shop, Dav�d d’Angers, Balzac and Charlet have sat at the
tables of Par�s�an taverns. Par�s re�gns. Gen�uses flash forth there,
the red ta�ls prosper there. Adonaï passes on h�s char�ot w�th �ts
twelve wheels of thunder and l�ghtn�ng; S�lenus makes h�s entry
there on h�s ass. For S�lenus read Ramponneau.

Par�s �s the synonym of Cosmos, Par�s �s Athens, Sybar�s,
Jerusalem, Pant�n. All c�v�l�zat�ons are there �n an abr�dged form, all
barbar�sms also. Par�s would greatly regret �t �f �t had not a gu�llot�ne.



A l�ttle of the Place de Grève �s a good th�ng. What would all that
eternal fest�val be w�thout th�s season�ng? Our laws are w�sely
prov�ded, and thanks to them, th�s blade dr�ps on th�s Shrove
Tuesday.



CHAPTER XI—TO SCOFF, TO REIGN
There �s no l�m�t to Par�s. No c�ty has had that dom�nat�on wh�ch

somet�mes der�des those whom �t subjugates. To please you, O
Athen�ans! excla�med Alexander. Par�s makes more than the law, �t
makes the fash�on; Par�s sets more than the fash�on, �t sets the
rout�ne. Par�s may be stup�d, �f �t sees f�t; �t somet�mes allows �tself
th�s luxury; then the un�verse �s stup�d �n company w�th �t; then Par�s
awakes, rubs �ts eyes, says: “How stup�d I am!” and bursts out
laugh�ng �n the face of the human race. What a marvel �s such a c�ty!
�t �s a strange th�ng that th�s grand�oseness and th�s burlesque
should be am�cable ne�ghbors, that all th�s majesty should not be
thrown �nto d�sorder by all th�s parody, and that the same mouth can
to-day blow �nto the trump of the Judgment Day, and to-morrow �nto
the reed-flute! Par�s has a sovere�gn jov�al�ty. Its gayety �s of the
thunder and �ts farce holds a sceptre.

Its tempest somet�mes proceeds from a gr�mace. Its explos�ons, �ts
days, �ts masterp�eces, �ts prod�g�es, �ts ep�cs, go forth to the bounds
of the un�verse, and so also do �ts cock-and-bull stor�es. Its laugh �s
the mouth of a volcano wh�ch spatters the whole earth. Its jests are
sparks. It �mposes �ts car�catures as well as �ts �deal on people; the
h�ghest monuments of human c�v�l�zat�on accept �ts �ron�es and lend
the�r etern�ty to �ts m�sch�evous pranks. It �s superb; �t has a
prod�g�ous 14th of July, wh�ch del�vers the globe; �t forces all nat�ons
to take the oath of tenn�s; �ts n�ght of the 4th of August d�ssolves �n
three hours a thousand years of feudal�sm; �t makes of �ts log�c the
muscle of unan�mous w�ll; �t mult�pl�es �tself under all sorts of forms of
the subl�me; �t f�lls w�th �ts l�ght Wash�ngton, Kosc�usko, Bol�var,
Bozzar�s, R�ego, Bem, Man�n, Lopez, John Brown, Gar�bald�; �t �s
everywhere where the future �s be�ng l�ghted up, at Boston �n 1779,
at the Isle de Léon �n 1820, at Pesth �n 1848, at Palermo �n 1860, �t
wh�spers the m�ghty counters�gn: L�berty, �n the ear of the Amer�can
abol�t�on�sts grouped about the boat at Harper’s Ferry, and �n the ear



of the patr�ots of Ancona assembled �n the shadow, to the Arch�
before the Gozz� �nn on the seashore; �t creates Canar�s; �t creates
Qu�roga; �t creates P�sacane; �t �rrad�ates the great on earth; �t was
wh�le proceed�ng wh�ther �ts breath urge them, that Byron per�shed at
M�ssolongh�, and that Mazet d�ed at Barcelona; �t �s the tr�bune under
the feet of M�rabeau, and a crater under the feet of Robesp�erre; �ts
books, �ts theatre, �ts art, �ts sc�ence, �ts l�terature, �ts ph�losophy, are
the manuals of the human race; �t has Pascal, Régn�er, Corne�lle,
Descartes, Jean-Jacques: Volta�re for all moments, Mol�ère for all
centur�es; �t makes �ts language to be talked by the un�versal mouth,
and that language becomes the word; �t constructs �n all m�nds the
�dea of progress, the l�berat�ng dogmas wh�ch �t forges are for the
generat�ons trusty fr�ends, and �t �s w�th the soul of �ts th�nkers and �ts
poets that all heroes of all nat�ons have been made s�nce 1789; th�s
does not prevent vagabond�sm, and that enormous gen�us wh�ch �s
called Par�s, wh�le transf�gur�ng the world by �ts l�ght, sketches �n
charcoal Boug�n�er’s nose on the wall of the temple of Theseus and
wr�tes Credev�lle the th�ef on the Pyram�ds.

Par�s �s always show�ng �ts teeth; when �t �s not scold�ng �t �s
laugh�ng.

Such �s Par�s. The smoke of �ts roofs forms the �deas of the
un�verse. A heap of mud and stone, �f you w�ll, but, above all, a moral
be�ng. It �s more than great, �t �s �mmense. Why? Because �t �s
dar�ng.

To dare; that �s the pr�ce of progress.
All subl�me conquests are, more or less, the pr�zes of dar�ng. In

order that the Revolut�on should take place, �t does not suff�ce that
Montesqu�eu should foresee �t, that D�derot should preach �t, that
Beaumarcha�s should announce �t, that Condorcet should calculate
�t, that Arouet should prepare �t, that Rousseau should premed�tate �t;
�t �s necessary that Danton should dare �t.

The cry: Audac�ty! �s a F�at lux. It �s necessary, for the sake of the
forward march of the human race, that there should be proud
lessons of courage permanently on the he�ghts. Dar�ng deeds dazzle
h�story and are one of man’s great sources of l�ght. The dawn dares
when �t r�ses. To attempt, to brave, to pers�st, to persevere, to be



fa�thful to one’s self, to grasp fate bod�ly, to astound catastrophe by
the small amount of fear that �t occas�ons us, now to affront unjust
power, aga�n to �nsult drunken v�ctory, to hold one’s pos�t�on, to stand
one’s ground; that �s the example wh�ch nat�ons need, that �s the
l�ght wh�ch electr�f�es them. The same form�dable l�ghtn�ng proceeds
from the torch of Prometheus to Cambronne’s short p�pe.



CHAPTER XII—THE FUTURE LATENT
IN THE PEOPLE

As for the Par�s�an populace, even when a man grown, �t �s always
the street Arab; to pa�nt the ch�ld �s to pa�nt the c�ty; and �t �s for that
reason that we have stud�ed th�s eagle �n th�s arrant sparrow. It �s �n
the faubourgs, above all, we ma�nta�n, that the Par�s�an race
appears; there �s the pure blood; there �s the true phys�ognomy;
there th�s people to�ls and suffers, and suffer�ng and to�l are the two
faces of man. There ex�st there �mmense numbers of unknown
be�ngs, among whom swarm types of the strangest, from the porter
of la Râpée to the knacker of Montfaucon. Fex urb�s, excla�ms
C�cero; mob, adds Burke, �nd�gnantly; rabble, mult�tude, populace.
These are words and qu�ckly uttered. But so be �t. What does �t
matter? What �s �t to me �f they do go barefoot! They do not know
how to read; so much the worse. Would you abandon them for that?
Would you turn the�r d�stress �nto a maled�ct�on? Cannot the l�ght
penetrate these masses? Let us return to that cry: L�ght! and let us
obst�nately pers�st there�n! L�ght! L�ght! Who knows whether these
opac�t�es w�ll not become transparent? Are not revolut�ons
transf�gurat�ons? Come, ph�losophers, teach, enl�ghten, l�ght up,
th�nk aloud, speak aloud, hasten joyously to the great sun, fratern�ze
w�th the publ�c place, announce the good news, spend your
alphabets lav�shly, procla�m r�ghts, s�ng the Marse�lla�ses, sow
enthus�asms, tear green boughs from the oaks. Make a wh�rlw�nd of
the �dea. Th�s crowd may be rendered subl�me. Let us learn how to
make use of that vast conflagrat�on of pr�nc�ples and v�rtues, wh�ch
sparkles, bursts forth and qu�vers at certa�n hours. These bare feet,
these bare arms, these rags, these �gnorances, these abjectnesses,
these darknesses, may be employed �n the conquest of the �deal.
Gaze past the people, and you w�ll perce�ve truth. Let that v�le sand
wh�ch you trample under foot be cast �nto the furnace, let �t melt and



seethe there, �t w�ll become a splend�d crystal, and �t �s thanks to �t
that Gal�leo and Newton w�ll d�scover stars.



CHAPTER XIII—LITTLE GAVROCHE
Enlarge

L�ttle Gavroche 3b1-13-gavroche 
E�ght or n�ne years after the events narrated �n the second part of

th�s story, people not�ced on the Boulevard du Temple, and �n the
reg�ons of the Château-d’Eau, a l�ttle boy eleven or twelve years of
age, who would have real�zed w�th tolerable accuracy that �deal of
the gam�n sketched out above, �f, w�th the laugh of h�s age on h�s
l�ps, he had not had a heart absolutely sombre and empty. Th�s ch�ld
was well muffled up �n a pa�r of man’s trousers, but he d�d not get
them from h�s father, and a woman’s chem�se, but he d�d not get �t
from h�s mother. Some people or other had clothed h�m �n rags out of
char�ty. St�ll, he had a father and a mother. But h�s father d�d not
th�nk of h�m, and h�s mother d�d not love h�m.

He was one of those ch�ldren most deserv�ng of p�ty, among all,
one of those who have father and mother, and who are orphans
nevertheless.

Th�s ch�ld never felt so well as when he was �n the street. The
pavements were less hard to h�m than h�s mother’s heart.

H�s parents had despatched h�m �nto l�fe w�th a k�ck.
He s�mply took fl�ght.
He was a bo�sterous, pall�d, n�mble, w�de-awake, jeer�ng, lad, w�th

a v�vac�ous but s�ckly a�r. He went and came, sang, played at
hopscotch, scraped the gutters, stole a l�ttle, but, l�ke cats and
sparrows, gayly laughed when he was called a rogue, and got angry
when called a th�ef. He had no shelter, no bread, no f�re, no love; but
he was merry because he was free.

When these poor creatures grow to be men, the m�llstones of the
soc�al order meet them and crush them, but so long as they are



ch�ldren, they escape because of the�r smallness. The t�n�est hole
saves them.

Nevertheless, abandoned as th�s ch�ld was, �t somet�mes
happened, every two or three months, that he sa�d, “Come, I’ll go
and see mamma!” Then he qu�tted the boulevard, the C�rque, the
Porte Sa�nt-Mart�n, descended to the quays, crossed the br�dges,
reached the suburbs, arr�ved at the Salpêtr�ère, and came to a halt,
where? Prec�sely at that double number 50-52 w�th wh�ch the reader
�s acqua�nted—at the Gorbeau hovel.

At that epoch, the hovel 50-52 generally deserted and eternally
decorated w�th the placard: “Chambers to let,” chanced to be, a rare
th�ng, �nhab�ted by numerous �nd�v�duals who, however, as �s always
the case �n Par�s, had no connect�on w�th each other. All belonged to
that �nd�gent class wh�ch beg�ns to separate from the lowest of petty
bourgeo�s�e �n stra�tened c�rcumstances, and wh�ch extends from
m�sery to m�sery �nto the lowest depths of soc�ety down to those two
be�ngs �n whom all the mater�al th�ngs of c�v�l�zat�on end, the sewer-
man who sweeps up the mud, and the rag-p�cker who collects
scraps.

The “pr�nc�pal lodger” of Jean Valjean’s day was dead and had
been replaced by another exactly l�ke her. I know not what
ph�losopher has sa�d: “Old women are never lack�ng.”

Th�s new old woman was named Madame Bourgon, and had
noth�ng remarkable about her l�fe except a dynasty of three
paroquets, who had re�gned �n success�on over her soul.

The most m�serable of those who �nhab�ted the hovel were a
fam�ly of four persons, cons�st�ng of father, mother, and two
daughters, already well grown, all four of whom were lodged �n the
same att�c, one of the cells wh�ch we have already ment�oned.

At f�rst s�ght, th�s fam�ly presented no very spec�al feature except
�ts extreme dest�tut�on; the father, when he h�red the chamber, had
stated that h�s name was Jondrette. Some t�me after h�s mov�ng �n,
wh�ch had borne a s�ngular resemblance to the entrance of noth�ng
at all, to borrow the memorable express�on of the pr�nc�pal tenant,
th�s Jondrette had sa�d to the woman, who, l�ke her predecessor,
was at the same t�me portress and sta�r-sweeper: “Mother So-and-



So, �f any one should chance to come and �nqu�re for a Pole or an
Ital�an, or even a Span�ard, perchance, �t �s I.”

Th�s fam�ly was that of the merry barefoot boy. He arr�ved there
and found d�stress, and, what �s st�ll sadder, no sm�le; a cold hearth
and cold hearts. When he entered, he was asked: “Whence come
you?” He repl�ed: “From the street.” When he went away, they asked
h�m: “Wh�ther are you go�ng?” He repl�ed: “Into the streets.” H�s
mother sa�d to h�m: “What d�d you come here for?”

Th�s ch�ld l�ved, �n th�s absence of affect�on, l�ke the pale plants
wh�ch spr�ng up �n cellars. It d�d not cause h�m suffer�ng, and he
blamed no one. He d�d not know exactly how a father and mother
should be.

Nevertheless, h�s mother loved h�s s�sters.
We have forgotten to ment�on, that on the Boulevard du Temple

th�s ch�ld was called L�ttle Gavroche. Why was he called L�ttle
Gavroche?

Probably because h�s father’s name was Jondrette.
It seems to be the �nst�nct of certa�n wretched fam�l�es to break the

thread.
The chamber wh�ch the Jondrettes �nhab�ted �n the Gorbeau hovel

was the last at the end of the corr�dor. The cell next to �t was
occup�ed by a very poor young man who was called M. Mar�us.

Let us expla�n who th�s M. Mar�us was.



BOOK SECOND—THE GREAT
BOURGEOIS



CHAPTER I—NINETY YEARS AND
THIRTY-TWO TEETH

In the Rue Boucherat, Rue de Normand�e and the Rue de
Sa�ntonge there st�ll ex�st a few anc�ent �nhab�tants who have
preserved the memory of a worthy man named M. G�llenormand,
and who ment�on h�m w�th compla�sance. Th�s good man was old
when they were young. Th�s s�lhouette has not yet ent�rely
d�sappeared—for those who regard w�th melancholy that vague
swarm of shadows wh�ch �s called the past—from the labyr�nth of
streets �n the v�c�n�ty of the Temple to wh�ch, under Lou�s XIV., the
names of all the prov�nces of France were appended exactly as �n
our day, the streets of the new T�vol� quarter have rece�ved the
names of all the cap�tals of Europe; a progress�on, by the way, �n
wh�ch progress �s v�s�ble.

M. G�llenormand, who was as much al�ve as poss�ble �n 1831, was
one of those men who had become cur�os�t�es to be v�ewed, s�mply
because they have l�ved a long t�me, and who are strange because
they formerly resembled everybody, and now resemble nobody. He
was a pecul�ar old man, and �n very truth, a man of another age, the
real, complete and rather haughty bourgeo�s of the e�ghteenth
century, who wore h�s good, old bourgeo�s�e w�th the a�r w�th wh�ch
marqu�ses wear the�r marqu�sates. He was over n�nety years of age,
h�s walk was erect, he talked loudly, saw clearly, drank neat, ate,
slept, and snored. He had all th�rty-two of h�s teeth. He only wore
spectacles when he read. He was of an amorous d�spos�t�on, but
declared that, for the last ten years, he had wholly and dec�dedly
renounced women. He could no longer please, he sa�d; he d�d not
add: “I am too old,” but: “I am too poor.” He sa�d: “If I were not ru�ned
—Héée!” All he had left, �n fact, was an �ncome of about f�fteen
thousand francs. H�s dream was to come �nto an �nher�tance and to



have a hundred thousand l�vres �ncome for m�stresses. He d�d not
belong, as the reader w�ll perce�ve, to that puny var�ety of
octogenar�es who, l�ke M. de Volta�re, have been dy�ng all the�r l�fe;
h�s was no longev�ty of a cracked pot; th�s jov�al old man had always
had good health. He was superf�c�al, rap�d, eas�ly angered. He flew
�nto a pass�on at everyth�ng, generally qu�te contrary to all reason.
When contrad�cted, he ra�sed h�s cane; he beat people as he had
done �n the great century. He had a daughter over f�fty years of age,
and unmarr�ed, whom he chast�sed severely w�th h�s tongue, when �n
a rage, and whom he would have l�ked to wh�p. She seemed to h�m
to be e�ght years old. He boxed h�s servants’ ears soundly, and sa�d:
“Ah! carogne!” One of h�s oaths was: “By the pantoufloche of the
pantouflochade!” He had s�ngular freaks of tranqu�ll�ty; he had
h�mself shaved every day by a barber who had been mad and who
detested h�m, be�ng jealous of M. G�llenormand on account of h�s
w�fe, a pretty and coquett�sh barberess. M. G�llenormand adm�red h�s
own d�scernment �n all th�ngs, and declared that he was extremely
sagac�ous; here �s one of h�s say�ngs: “I have, �n truth, some
penetrat�on; I am able to say when a flea b�tes me, from what woman
�t came.”

The words wh�ch he uttered the most frequently were: the sens�ble
man, and nature. He d�d not g�ve to th�s last word the grand
acceptat�on wh�ch our epoch has accorded to �t, but he made �t enter,
after h�s own fash�on, �nto h�s l�ttle ch�mney-corner sat�res: “Nature,”
he sa�d, “�n order that c�v�l�zat�on may have a l�ttle of everyth�ng,
g�ves �t even spec�mens of �ts amus�ng barbar�sm. Europe
possesses spec�mens of As�a and Afr�ca on a small scale. The cat �s
a draw�ng-room t�ger, the l�zard �s a pocket crocod�le. The dancers at
the opera are p�nk female savages. They do not eat men, they
crunch them; or, mag�c�ans that they are, they transform them �nto
oysters and swallow them. The Car�bbeans leave only the bones,
they leave only the shell. Such are our morals. We do not devour, we
gnaw; we do not exterm�nate, we claw.”



CHAPTER II—LIKE MASTER, LIKE
HOUSE

He l�ved �n the Mara�s, Rue des F�lles-du-Calva�re, No. 6. He
owned the house. Th�s house has s�nce been demol�shed and
rebu�lt, and the number has probably been changed �n those
revolut�ons of numerat�on wh�ch the streets of Par�s undergo. He
occup�ed an anc�ent and vast apartment on the f�rst floor, between
street and gardens, furn�shed to the very ce�l�ngs w�th great Gobel�ns
and Beauva�s tapestr�es represent�ng pastoral scenes; the subjects
of the ce�l�ngs and the panels were repeated �n m�n�ature on the
armcha�rs. He enveloped h�s bed �n a vast, n�ne-leaved screen of
Coromandel lacquer. Long, full curta�ns hung from the w�ndows, and
formed great, broken folds that were very magn�f�cent. The garden
s�tuated �mmed�ately under h�s w�ndows was attached to that one of
them wh�ch formed the angle, by means of a sta�rcase twelve or
f�fteen steps long, wh�ch the old gentleman ascended and
descended w�th great ag�l�ty. In add�t�on to a l�brary adjo�n�ng h�s
chamber, he had a boudo�r of wh�ch he thought a great deal, a
gallant and elegant retreat, w�th magn�f�cent hang�ngs of straw, w�th
a pattern of flowers and fleurs-de-lys made on the galleys of Lou�s
XIV. and ordered of h�s conv�cts by M. de V�vonne for h�s m�stress.
M. G�llenormand had �nher�ted �t from a gr�m maternal great-aunt,
who had d�ed a centenar�an. He had had two w�ves. H�s manners
were someth�ng between those of the court�er, wh�ch he had never
been, and the lawyer, wh�ch he m�ght have been. He was gay, and
caress�ng when he had a m�nd. In h�s youth he had been one of
those men who are always dece�ved by the�r w�ves and never by
the�r m�stresses, because they are, at the same t�me, the most sullen
of husbands and the most charm�ng of lovers �n ex�stence. He was a
conno�sseur of pa�nt�ng. He had �n h�s chamber a marvellous portra�t
of no one knows whom, pa�nted by Jordaens, executed w�th great



dashes of the brush, w�th m�ll�ons of deta�ls, �n a confused and hap-
hazard manner. M. G�llenormand’s att�re was not the hab�t of Lou�s
XIV. nor yet that of Lou�s XVI.; �t was that of the Incroyables of the
D�rectory. He had thought h�mself young up to that per�od and had
followed the fash�ons. H�s coat was of l�ght-we�ght cloth w�th
volum�nous revers, a long swallow-ta�l and large steel buttons. W�th
th�s he wore knee-breeches and buckle shoes. He always thrust h�s
hands �nto h�s fobs. He sa�d author�tat�vely: “The French Revolut�on
�s a heap of blackguards.”



CHAPTER III—LUC-ESPRIT
At the age of s�xteen, one even�ng at the opera, he had had the

honor to be stared at through opera-glasses by two beaut�es at the
same t�me—r�pe and celebrated beaut�es then, and sung by Volta�re,
the Camargo and the Sallé. Caught between two f�res, he had
beaten a hero�c retreat towards a l�ttle dancer, a young g�rl named
Nahenry, who was s�xteen l�ke h�mself, obscure as a cat, and w�th
whom he was �n love. He abounded �n memor�es. He was
accustomed to excla�m: “How pretty she was—that Gu�mard-
Gu�mard�n�-Gu�mard�nette, the last t�me I saw her at Longchamps,
her ha�r curled �n susta�ned sent�ments, w�th her come-and-see of
turquo�ses, her gown of the color of persons newly arr�ved, and her
l�ttle ag�tat�on muff!” He had worn �n h�s young manhood a wa�stcoat
of Na�n-Londr�n, wh�ch he was fond of talk�ng about effus�vely. “I was
dressed l�ke a Turk of the Levant Levant�n,” sa�d he. Madame de
Boufflers, hav�ng seen h�m by chance when he was twenty, had
descr�bed h�m as “a charm�ng fool.” He was horr�f�ed by all the
names wh�ch he saw �n pol�t�cs and �n power, regard�ng them as
vulgar and bourgeo�s. He read the journals, the newspapers, the
gazettes as he sa�d, st�fl�ng outbursts of laughter the wh�le. “Oh!” he
sa�d, “what people these are! Corb�ère! Humann! Cas�m�r Pér�er!
There’s a m�n�ster for you! I can �mag�ne th�s �n a journal: ‘M.
G�llenorman, m�n�ster!’ that would be a farce. Well! They are so
stup�d that �t would pass”; he merr�ly called everyth�ng by �ts name,
whether decent or �ndecent, and d�d not restra�n h�mself �n the least
before lad�es. He uttered coarse speeches, obscen�t�es, and f�lth w�th
a certa�n tranqu�ll�ty and lack of aston�shment wh�ch was elegant. It
was �n keep�ng w�th the unceremon�ousness of h�s century. It �s to be
noted that the age of per�phrase �n verse was the age of crud�t�es �n
prose. H�s god-father had pred�cted that he would turn out a man of
gen�us, and had bestowed on h�m these two s�gn�f�cant names: Luc-
Espr�t.



CHAPTER IV—A CENTENARIAN
ASPIRANT

He had taken pr�zes �n h�s boyhood at the College of Moul�ns,
where he was born, and he had been crowned by the hand of the
Duc de N�verna�s, whom he called the Duc de Nevers. Ne�ther the
Convent�on, nor the death of Lou�s XVI., nor the Napoleon, nor the
return of the Bourbons, nor anyth�ng else had been able to efface the
memory of th�s crown�ng. The Duc de Nevers was, �n h�s eyes, the
great f�gure of the century. “What a charm�ng grand se�gneur,” he
sa�d, “and what a f�ne a�r he had w�th h�s blue r�bbon!”

In the eyes of M. G�llenormand, Cather�ne the Second had made
reparat�on for the cr�me of the part�t�on of Poland by purchas�ng, for
three thousand roubles, the secret of the el�x�r of gold, from
Bestucheff. He grew an�mated on th�s subject: “The el�x�r of gold,” he
excla�med, “the yellow dye of Bestucheff, General Lamotte’s drops,
�n the e�ghteenth century,—th�s was the great remedy for the
catastrophes of love, the panacea aga�nst Venus, at one lou�s the
half-ounce ph�al. Lou�s XV. sent two hundred ph�als of �t to the
Pope.” He would have been greatly �rr�tated and thrown off h�s
balance, had any one told h�m that the el�x�r of gold �s noth�ng but the
perchlor�de of �ron. M. G�llenormand adored the Bourbons, and had a
horror of 1789; he was forever narrat�ng �n what manner he had
saved h�mself dur�ng the Terror, and how he had been obl�ged to
d�splay a vast deal of gayety and cleverness �n order to escape
hav�ng h�s head cut off. If any young man ventured to pronounce an
eulog�um on the Republ�c �n h�s presence, he turned purple and grew
so angry that he was on the po�nt of swoon�ng. He somet�mes
alluded to h�s n�nety years, and sa�d, “I hope that I shall not see
n�nety-three tw�ce.” On these occas�ons, he h�nted to people that he
meant to l�ve to be a hundred.



CHAPTER V—BASQUE AND
NICOLETTE

He had theor�es. Here �s one of them: “When a man �s
pass�onately fond of women, and when he has h�mself a w�fe for
whom he cares but l�ttle, who �s homely, cross, leg�t�mate, w�th plenty
of r�ghts, perched on the code, and jealous at need, there �s but one
way of extr�cat�ng h�mself from the quandry and of procur�ng peace,
and that �s to let h�s w�fe control the purse-str�ngs. Th�s abd�cat�on
sets h�m free. Then h�s w�fe bus�es herself, grows pass�onately fond
of handl�ng co�n, gets her f�ngers covered w�th verd�gr�s �n the
process, undertakes the educat�on of half-share tenants and the
tra�n�ng of farmers, convokes lawyers, pres�des over notar�es,
harangues scr�veners, v�s�ts l�mbs of the law, follows lawsu�ts, draws
up leases, d�ctates contracts, feels herself the sovere�gn, sells, buys,
regulates, prom�ses and comprom�ses, b�nds fast and annuls, y�elds,
concedes and retrocedes, arranges, d�sarranges, hoards, lav�shes;
she comm�ts foll�es, a supreme and personal del�ght, and that
consoles her. Wh�le her husband d�sda�ns her, she has the
sat�sfact�on of ru�n�ng her husband.” Th�s theory M. G�llenormand
had h�mself appl�ed, and �t had become h�s h�story. H�s w�fe—the
second one—had adm�n�stered h�s fortune �n such a manner that,
one f�ne day, when M. G�llenormand found h�mself a w�dower, there
rema�ned to h�m just suff�c�ent to l�ve on, by s�nk�ng nearly the whole
of �t �n an annu�ty of f�fteen thousand francs, three-quarters of wh�ch
would exp�re w�th h�m. He had not hes�tated on th�s po�nt, not be�ng
anx�ous to leave a property beh�nd h�m. Bes�des, he had not�ced that
patr�mon�es are subject to adventures, and, for �nstance, become
nat�onal property; he had been present at the avatars of consol�dated
three per cents, and he had no great fa�th �n the Great Book of the
Publ�c Debt. “All that’s the Rue Qu�ncampo�s!” he sa�d. H�s house �n
the Rue des F�lles-du-Calva�re belonged to h�m, as we have already



stated. He had two servants, “a male and a female.” When a servant
entered h�s establ�shment, M. G�llenormand re-bapt�zed h�m. He
bestowed on the men the name of the�r prov�nce: Nîmo�s, Comto�s,
Po�tev�n, P�card. H�s last valet was a b�g, foundered, short-w�nded
fellow of f�fty-f�ve, who was �ncapable of runn�ng twenty paces; but,
as he had been born at Bayonne, M. G�llenormand called h�m
Basque. All the female servants �n h�s house were called N�colette
(even the Magnon, of whom we shall hear more farther on). One
day, a haughty cook, a cordon bleu, of the lofty race of porters,
presented herself. “How much wages do you want a month?” asked
M. G�llenormand. “Th�rty francs.” “What �s your name?” “Olymp�e.”
“You shall have f�fty francs, and you shall be called N�colette.”



CHAPTER VI—IN WHICH MAGNON
AND HER TWO CHILDREN ARE SEEN

W�th M. G�llenormand, sorrow was converted �nto wrath; he was
fur�ous at be�ng �n despa�r. He had all sorts of prejud�ces and took all
sorts of l�bert�es. One of the facts of wh�ch h�s exter�or rel�ef and h�s
�nternal sat�sfact�on was composed, was, as we have just h�nted, that
he had rema�ned a br�sk spark, and that he passed energet�cally for
such. Th�s he called hav�ng “royal renown.” Th�s royal renown
somet�mes drew down upon h�m s�ngular w�ndfalls. One day, there
was brought to h�m �n a basket, as though �t had been a basket of
oysters, a stout, newly born boy, who was yell�ng l�ke the deuce, and
duly wrapped �n swaddl�ng-clothes, wh�ch a servant-ma�d, d�sm�ssed
s�x months prev�ously, attr�buted to h�m. M. G�llenormand had, at that
t�me, fully completed h�s e�ghty-fourth year. Ind�gnat�on and uproar �n
the establ�shment. And whom d�d that bold hussy th�nk she could
persuade to bel�eve that? What audac�ty! What an abom�nable
calumny! M. G�llenormand h�mself was not at all enraged. He gazed
at the brat w�th the am�able sm�le of a good man who �s flattered by
the calumny, and sa�d �n an as�de: “Well, what now? What’s the
matter? You are f�nely taken aback, and really, you are excess�vely
�gnorant. M. le Duc d’Angoulême, the bastard of h�s Majesty Charles
IX., marr�ed a s�lly jade of f�fteen when he was e�ghty-f�ve; M.
V�rg�nal, Marqu�s d’Alluye, brother to the Card�nal de Sourd�s,
Archb�shop of Bordeaux, had, at the age of e�ghty-three, by the ma�d
of Madame la Prés�dente Jacqu�n, a son, a real ch�ld of love, who
became a Cheval�er of Malta and a counsellor of state; one of the
great men of th�s century, the Abbé Tabaraud, �s the son of a man of
e�ghty-seven. There �s noth�ng out of the ord�nary �n these th�ngs.
And then, the B�ble! Upon that I declare that th�s l�ttle gentleman �s
none of m�ne. Let h�m be taken care of. It �s not h�s fault.” Th�s
manner of procedure was good-tempered. The woman, whose name



was Magnon, sent h�m another parcel �n the follow�ng year. It was a
boy aga�n. Thereupon, M. G�llenormand cap�tulated. He sent the two
brats back to the�r mother, prom�s�ng to pay e�ghty francs a month for
the�r ma�ntenance, on the cond�t�on that the sa�d mother would not
do so any more. He added: “I �ns�st upon �t that the mother shall treat
them well. I shall go to see them from t�me to t�me.” And th�s he d�d.
He had had a brother who was a pr�est, and who had been rector of
the Academy of Po�t�ers for three and th�rty years, and had d�ed at
seventy-n�ne. “I lost h�m young,” sa�d he. Th�s brother, of whom but
l�ttle memory rema�ns, was a peaceable m�ser, who, be�ng a pr�est,
thought h�mself bound to bestow alms on the poor whom he met, but
he never gave them anyth�ng except bad or demonet�zed sous,
thereby d�scover�ng a means of go�ng to hell by way of parad�se. As
for M. G�llenormand the elder, he never haggled over h�s alms-
g�v�ng, but gave gladly and nobly. He was k�ndly, abrupt, char�table,
and �f he had been r�ch, h�s turn of m�nd would have been
magn�f�cent. He des�red that all wh�ch concerned h�m should be done
�n a grand manner, even h�s roguer�es. One day, hav�ng been
cheated by a bus�ness man �n a matter of �nher�tance, �n a gross and
apparent manner, he uttered th�s solemn exclamat�on: “That was
�ndecently done! I am really ashamed of th�s p�lfer�ng. Everyth�ng has
degenerated �n th�s century, even the rascals. Morbleu! th�s �s not the
way to rob a man of my stand�ng. I am robbed as though �n a forest,
but badly robbed. S�lvæ s�nt consule d�gnæ! ” He had had two w�ves,
as we have already ment�oned; by the f�rst he had had a daughter,
who had rema�ned unmarr�ed, and by the second another daughter,
who had d�ed at about the age of th�rty, who had wedded, through
love, or chance, or otherw�se, a sold�er of fortune who had served �n
the arm�es of the Republ�c and of the Emp�re, who had won the
cross at Austerl�tz and had been made colonel at Waterloo. “He �s
the d�sgrace of my fam�ly,” sa�d the old bourgeo�s. He took an
�mmense amount of snuff, and had a part�cularly graceful manner of
pluck�ng at h�s lace ruffle w�th the back of one hand. He bel�eved
very l�ttle �n God.



CHAPTER VII—RULE: RECEIVE NO
ONE EXCEPT IN THE EVENING

Such was M. Luc-Espr�t G�llenormand, who had not lost h�s ha�r,—
wh�ch was gray rather than wh�te,—and wh�ch was always dressed
�n “dog’s ears.” To sum up, he was venerable �n sp�te of all th�s.

He had someth�ng of the e�ghteenth century about h�m; fr�volous
and great.

In 1814 and dur�ng the early years of the Restorat�on, M.
G�llenormand, who was st�ll young,—he was only seventy-four,—
l�ved �n the Faubourg Sa�nt Germa�n, Rue Servandon�, near Sa�nt-
Sulp�ce. He had only ret�red to the Mara�s when he qu�tted soc�ety,
long after atta�n�ng the age of e�ghty.

And, on abandon�ng soc�ety, he had �mmured h�mself �n h�s hab�ts.
The pr�nc�pal one, and that wh�ch was �nvar�able, was to keep h�s
door absolutely closed dur�ng the day, and never to rece�ve any one
whatever except �n the even�ng. He d�ned at f�ve o’clock, and after
that h�s door was open. That had been the fash�on of h�s century,
and he would not swerve from �t. “The day �s vulgar,” sa�d he, “and
deserves only a closed shutter. Fash�onable people only l�ght up
the�r m�nds when the zen�th l�ghts up �ts stars.” And he barr�caded
h�mself aga�nst every one, even had �t been the k�ng h�mself. Th�s
was the ant�quated elegance of h�s day.



CHAPTER VIII—TWO DO NOT MAKE A
PAIR

We have just spoken of M. G�llenormand’s two daughters. They
had come �nto the world ten years apart. In the�r youth they had
borne very l�ttle resemblance to each other, e�ther �n character or
countenance, and had also been as l�ttle l�ke s�sters to each other as
poss�ble. The youngest had a charm�ng soul, wh�ch turned towards
all that belongs to the l�ght, was occup�ed w�th flowers, w�th verses,
w�th mus�c, wh�ch fluttered away �nto glor�ous space, enthus�ast�c,
ethereal, and was wedded from her very youth, �n �deal, to a vague
and hero�c f�gure. The elder had also her ch�mera; she esp�ed �n the
azure some very wealthy purveyor, a contractor, a splend�dly stup�d
husband, a m�ll�on made man, or even a prefect; the recept�ons of
the Prefecture, an usher �n the antechamber w�th a cha�n on h�s
neck, off�c�al balls, the harangues of the town-hall, to be “Madame la
Préfète,”—all th�s had created a wh�rlw�nd �n her �mag�nat�on. Thus
the two s�sters strayed, each �n her own dream, at the epoch when
they were young g�rls. Both had w�ngs, the one l�ke an angel, the
other l�ke a goose.

No amb�t�on �s ever fully real�zed, here below at least. No parad�se
becomes terrestr�al �n our day. The younger wedded the man of her
dreams, but she d�ed. The elder d�d not marry at all.

At the moment when she makes her entrance �nto th�s h�story
wh�ch we are relat�ng, she was an ant�que v�rtue, an �ncombust�ble
prude, w�th one of the sharpest noses, and one of the most obtuse
m�nds that �t �s poss�ble to see. A character�st�c deta�l; outs�de of her
�mmed�ate fam�ly, no one had ever known her f�rst name. She was
called Mademo�selle G�llenormand, the elder.

In the matter of cant, Mademo�selle G�llenormand could have
g�ven po�nts to a m�ss. Her modesty was carr�ed to the other extreme



of blackness. She cher�shed a fr�ghtful memory of her l�fe; one day, a
man had beheld her garter.

Age had only served to accentuate th�s p�t�less modesty. Her
gu�mpe was never suff�c�ently opaque, and never ascended
suff�c�ently h�gh. She mult�pl�ed clasps and p�ns where no one would
have dreamed of look�ng. The pecul�ar�ty of prudery �s to place all the
more sent�nels �n proport�on as the fortress �s the less menaced.

Nevertheless, let h�m who can expla�n these ant�que myster�es of
�nnocence, she allowed an off�cer of the Lancers, her grand nephew,
named Théodule, to embrace her w�thout d�spleasure.

In sp�te of th�s favored Lancer, the label: Prude, under wh�ch we
have classed her, su�ted her to absolute perfect�on. Mademo�selle
G�llenormand was a sort of tw�l�ght soul. Prudery �s a dem�-v�rtue and
a dem�-v�ce.

To prudery she added b�gotry, a well-assorted l�n�ng. She belonged
to the soc�ety of the V�rg�n, wore a wh�te ve�l on certa�n fest�vals,
mumbled spec�al or�sons, revered “the holy blood,” venerated “the
sacred heart,” rema�ned for hours �n contemplat�on before a rococo-
jesu�t altar �n a chapel wh�ch was �naccess�ble to the rank and f�le of
the fa�thful, and there allowed her soul to soar among l�ttle clouds of
marble, and through great rays of g�lded wood.

She had a chapel fr�end, an anc�ent v�rg�n l�ke herself, named
Mademo�selle Vaubo�s, who was a pos�t�ve blockhead, and bes�de
whom Mademo�selle G�llenormand had the pleasure of be�ng an
eagle. Beyond the Agnus De� and Ave Mar�a, Mademo�selle Vaubo�s
had no knowledge of anyth�ng except of the d�fferent ways of mak�ng
preserves. Mademo�selle Vaubo�s, perfect �n her style, was the
erm�ne of stup�d�ty w�thout a s�ngle spot of �ntell�gence.

Let us say �t pla�nly, Mademo�selle G�llenormand had ga�ned rather
than lost as she grew older. Th�s �s the case w�th pass�ve natures.
She had never been mal�c�ous, wh�ch �s relat�ve k�ndness; and then,
years wear away the angles, and the soften�ng wh�ch comes w�th
t�me had come to her. She was melancholy w�th an obscure sadness
of wh�ch she d�d not herself know the secret. There breathed from
her whole person the stupor of a l�fe that was f�n�shed, and wh�ch
had never had a beg�nn�ng.



She kept house for her father. M. G�llenormand had h�s daughter
near h�m, as we have seen that Monse�gneur B�envenu had h�s
s�ster w�th h�m. These households compr�sed of an old man and an
old sp�nster are not rare, and always have the touch�ng aspect of two
weaknesses lean�ng on each other for support.

There was also �n th�s house, between th�s elderly sp�nster and
th�s old man, a ch�ld, a l�ttle boy, who was always trembl�ng and mute
�n the presence of M. G�llenormand. M. G�llenormand never
addressed th�s ch�ld except �n a severe vo�ce, and somet�mes, w�th
upl�fted cane: “Here, s�r! rascal, scoundrel, come here!—Answer me,
you scamp! Just let me see you, you good-for-noth�ng!” etc., etc. He
�dol�zed h�m.

Th�s was h�s grandson. We shall meet w�th th�s ch�ld aga�n later
on.



BOOK THIRD—THE GRANDFATHER
AND THE GRANDSON



CHAPTER I—AN ANCIENT SALON
When M. G�llenormand l�ved �n the Rue Servandon�, he had

frequented many very good and very ar�stocrat�c salons. Although a
bourgeo�s, M. G�llenormand was rece�ved �n soc�ety. As he had a
double measure of w�t, �n the f�rst place, that wh�ch was born w�th
h�m, and secondly, that wh�ch was attr�buted to h�m, he was even
sought out and made much of. He never went anywhere except on
cond�t�on of be�ng the ch�ef person there. There are people who w�ll
have �nfluence at any pr�ce, and who w�ll have other people busy
themselves over them; when they cannot be oracles, they turn wags.
M. G�llenormand was not of th�s nature; h�s dom�nat�on �n the
Royal�st salons wh�ch he frequented cost h�s self-respect noth�ng. He
was an oracle everywhere. It had happened to h�m to hold h�s own
aga�nst M. de Bonald, and even aga�nst M. Bengy-Puy-Vallée.

About 1817, he �nvar�ably passed two afternoons a week �n a
house �n h�s own ne�ghborhood, �n the Rue Férou, w�th Madame la
Baronne de T., a worthy and respectable person, whose husband
had been Ambassador of France to Berl�n under Lou�s XVI. Baron de
T., who, dur�ng h�s l�fet�me, had gone very pass�onately �nto
ecstas�es and magnet�c v�s�ons, had d�ed bankrupt, dur�ng the
em�grat�on, leav�ng, as h�s ent�re fortune, some very cur�ous Memo�rs
about Mesmer and h�s tub, �n ten manuscr�pt volumes, bound �n red
morocco and g�lded on the edges. Madame de T. had not publ�shed
the memo�rs, out of pr�de, and ma�nta�ned herself on a meagre
�ncome wh�ch had surv�ved no one knew how.

Madame de T. l�ved far from the Court; “a very m�xed soc�ety,” as
she sa�d, �n a noble �solat�on, proud and poor. A few fr�ends
assembled tw�ce a week about her w�dowed hearth, and these
const�tuted a purely Royal�st salon. They s�pped tea there, and
uttered groans or cr�es of horror at the century, the charter, the
Bonapart�sts, the prost�tut�on of the blue r�bbon, or the Jacob�n�sm of



Lou�s XVIII., accord�ng as the w�nd veered towards elegy or
d�thyrambs; and they spoke �n low tones of the hopes wh�ch were
presented by Mons�eur, afterwards Charles X.

The songs of the f�shwomen, �n wh�ch Napoleon was called
N�colas, were rece�ved there w�th transports of joy. Duchesses, the
most del�cate and charm�ng women �n the world, went �nto ecstas�es
over couplets l�ke the follow�ng, addressed to “the federates”:—
Refoncez dans vos culottes
Le bout d’ chemis’ qui vous pend.
Qu’on n’ dis’ pas qu’ les patriotes
Ont arboré l’ drapeau blanc?20

There they amused themselves w�th puns wh�ch were cons�dered
terr�ble, w�th �nnocent plays upon words wh�ch they supposed to be
venomous, w�th quatra�ns, w�th d�st�ches even; thus, upon the
Dessolles m�n�stry, a moderate cab�net, of wh�ch MM. Decazes and
Deserre were members:—
Pour raffermir le trône ébranlé sur sa base,
Il faut changer de sol, et de serre et de case.21

Or they drew up a l�st of the chamber of peers, “an abom�nably
Jacob�n chamber,” and from th�s l�st they comb�ned all�ances of
names, �n such a manner as to form, for example, phrases l�ke the
follow�ng: Damas. Sabran. Gouv�on-Sa�nt-Cyr.—All th�s was done
merr�ly. In that soc�ety, they parod�ed the Revolut�on. They used I
know not what des�res to g�ve po�nt to the same wrath �n �nverse
sense. They sang the�r l�ttle Ça �ra: —
Ah! ça ira ça ira ça ira!
Les Bonapartistes à la lanterne!

Songs are l�ke the gu�llot�ne; they chop away �nd�fferently, to-day
th�s head, to-morrow that. It �s only a var�at�on.

In the Fualdès affa�r, wh�ch belongs to th�s epoch, 1816, they took
part for Bast�de and Jaus�on, because Fualdès was “a Buonapart�st.”
They des�gnated the l�berals as fr�ends and brothers; th�s const�tuted
the most deadly �nsult.

L�ke certa�n church towers, Madame de T.‘s salon had two cocks.
One of them was M. G�llenormand, the other was Comte de
Lamothe-Valo�s, of whom �t was wh�spered about, w�th a sort of
respect: “Do you know? That �s the Lamothe of the affa�r of the
necklace.” These s�ngular amnest�es do occur �n part�es.



Let us add the follow�ng: �n the bourgeo�s�e, honored s�tuat�ons
decay through too easy relat�ons; one must beware whom one
adm�ts; �n the same way that there �s a loss of calor�c �n the v�c�n�ty of
those who are cold, there �s a d�m�nut�on of cons�derat�on �n the
approach of desp�sed persons. The anc�ent soc�ety of the upper
classes held themselves above th�s law, as above every other.
Mar�gny, the brother of the Pompadour, had h�s entry w�th M. le
Pr�nce de Soub�se. In sp�te of? No, because. Du Barry, the god-
father of the Vaubern�er, was very welcome at the house of M. le
Maréchal de R�chel�eu. Th�s soc�ety �s Olympus. Mercury and the
Pr�nce de Guémenée are at home there. A th�ef �s adm�tted there,
prov�ded he be a god.

The Comte de Lamothe, who, �n 1815, was an old man seventy-
f�ve years of age, had noth�ng remarkable about h�m except h�s s�lent
and sentent�ous a�r, h�s cold and angular face, h�s perfectly pol�shed
manners, h�s coat buttoned up to h�s cravat, and h�s long legs always
crossed �n long, flabby trousers of the hue of burnt s�enna. H�s face
was the same color as h�s trousers.

Th�s M. de Lamothe was “held �n cons�derat�on” �n th�s salon on
account of h�s “celebr�ty” and, strange to say, though true, because
of h�s name of Valo�s.

As for M. G�llenormand, h�s cons�derat�on was of absolutely f�rst-
rate qual�ty. He had, �n sp�te of h�s lev�ty, and w�thout �ts �nterfer�ng �n
any way w�th h�s d�gn�ty, a certa�n manner about h�m wh�ch was
�mpos�ng, d�gn�f�ed, honest, and lofty, �n a bourgeo�s fash�on; and h�s
great age added to �t. One �s not a century w�th �mpun�ty. The years
f�nally produce around a head a venerable d�shevelment.

In add�t�on to th�s, he sa�d th�ngs wh�ch had the genu�ne sparkle of
the old rock. Thus, when the K�ng of Pruss�a, after hav�ng restored
Lou�s XVIII., came to pay the latter a v�s�t under the name of the
Count de Rupp�n, he was rece�ved by the descendant of Lou�s XIV.
somewhat as though he had been the Marqu�s de Brandebourg, and
w�th the most del�cate �mpert�nence. M. G�llenormand approved: “All
k�ngs who are not the K�ng of France,” sa�d he, “are prov�nc�al k�ngs.”
One day, the follow�ng quest�on was put and the follow�ng answer
returned �n h�s presence: “To what was the ed�tor of the Courr�er



França�s condemned?” “To be suspended.” “Sus �s superfluous,”
observed M. G�llenormand.22 Remarks of th�s nature found a
s�tuat�on.

At the Te Deum on the ann�versary of the return of the Bourbons,
he sa�d, on see�ng M. de Talleyrand pass by: “There goes h�s
Excellency the Ev�l One.”

M. G�llenormand was always accompan�ed by h�s daughter, that
tall mademo�selle, who was over forty and looked f�fty, and by a
handsome l�ttle boy of seven years, wh�te, rosy, fresh, w�th happy
and trust�ng eyes, who never appeared �n that salon w�thout hear�ng
vo�ces murmur around h�m: “How handsome he �s! What a p�ty! Poor
ch�ld!” Th�s ch�ld was the one of whom we dropped a word a wh�le
ago. He was called “poor ch�ld,” because he had for a father “a
br�gand of the Lo�re.”

Th�s br�gand of the Lo�re was M. G�llenormand’s son-�n-law, who
has already been ment�oned, and whom M. G�llenormand called “the
d�sgrace of h�s fam�ly.”



CHAPTER II—ONE OF THE RED
SPECTRES OF THAT EPOCH

Any one who had chanced to pass through the l�ttle town of
Vernon at th�s epoch, and who had happened to walk across that
f�ne monumental br�dge, wh�ch w�ll soon be succeeded, let us hope,
by some h�deous �ron cable br�dge, m�ght have observed, had he
dropped h�s eyes over the parapet, a man about f�fty years of age
wear�ng a leather cap, and trousers and a wa�stcoat of coarse gray
cloth, to wh�ch someth�ng yellow wh�ch had been a red r�bbon, was
sewn, shod w�th wooden sabots, tanned by the sun, h�s face nearly
black and h�s ha�r nearly wh�te, a large scar on h�s forehead wh�ch
ran down upon h�s cheek, bowed, bent, prematurely aged, who
walked nearly every day, hoe and s�ckle �n hand, �n one of those
compartments surrounded by walls wh�ch abut on the br�dge, and
border the left bank of the Se�ne l�ke a cha�n of terraces, charm�ng
enclosures full of flowers of wh�ch one could say, were they much
larger: “these are gardens,” and were they a l�ttle smaller: “these are
bouquets.” All these enclosures abut upon the r�ver at one end, and
on a house at the other. The man �n the wa�stcoat and the wooden
shoes of whom we have just spoken, �nhab�ted the smallest of these
enclosures and the most humble of these houses about 1817. He
l�ved there alone and sol�tary, s�lently and poorly, w�th a woman who
was ne�ther young nor old, ne�ther homely nor pretty, ne�ther a
peasant nor a bourgeo�se, who served h�m. The plot of earth wh�ch
he called h�s garden was celebrated �n the town for the beauty of the
flowers wh�ch he cult�vated there. These flowers were h�s
occupat�on.

By d�nt of labor, of perseverance, of attent�on, and of buckets of
water, he had succeeded �n creat�ng after the Creator, and he had
�nvented certa�n tul�ps and certa�n dahl�as wh�ch seemed to have



been forgotten by nature. He was �ngen�ous; he had forestalled
Soulange Bod�n �n the format�on of l�ttle clumps of earth of heath
mould, for the cult�vat�on of rare and prec�ous shrubs from Amer�ca
and Ch�na. He was �n h�s alleys from the break of day, �n summer,
plant�ng, cutt�ng, hoe�ng, water�ng, walk�ng am�d h�s flowers w�th an
a�r of k�ndness, sadness, and sweetness, somet�mes stand�ng
mot�onless and thoughtful for hours, l�sten�ng to the song of a b�rd �n
the trees, the babble of a ch�ld �n a house, or w�th h�s eyes f�xed on a
drop of dew at the t�p of a spear of grass, of wh�ch the sun made a
carbuncle. H�s table was very pla�n, and he drank more m�lk than
w�ne. A ch�ld could make h�m g�ve way, and h�s servant scolded h�m.
He was so t�m�d that he seemed shy, he rarely went out, and he saw
no one but the poor people who tapped at h�s pane and h�s curé, the
Abbé Mabeuf, a good old man. Nevertheless, �f the �nhab�tants of the
town, or strangers, or any chance comers, cur�ous to see h�s tul�ps,
rang at h�s l�ttle cottage, he opened h�s door w�th a sm�le. He was the
“br�gand of the Lo�re.”

Any one who had, at the same t�me, read m�l�tary memo�rs,
b�ograph�es, the Mon�teur, and the bullet�ns of the grand army, would
have been struck by a name wh�ch occurs there w�th tolerable
frequency, the name of Georges Pontmercy. When very young, th�s
Georges Pontmercy had been a sold�er �n Sa�ntonge’s reg�ment. The
revolut�on broke out. Sa�ntonge’s reg�ment formed a part of the army
of the Rh�ne; for the old reg�ments of the monarchy preserved the�r
names of prov�nces even after the fall of the monarchy, and were
only d�v�ded �nto br�gades �n 1794. Pontmercy fought at Sp�re, at
Worms, at Neustadt, at Turkhe�m, at Alzey, at Mayence, where he
was one of the two hundred who formed Houchard’s rearguard. It
was the twelfth to hold �ts ground aga�nst the corps of the Pr�nce of
Hesse, beh�nd the old rampart of Andernach, and only rejo�ned the
ma�n body of the army when the enemy’s cannon had opened a
breach from the cord of the parapet to the foot of the glac�s. He was
under Kléber at March�ennes and at the battle of Mont-Pal�ssel,
where a ball from a b�scaïen broke h�s arm. Then he passed to the
front�er of Italy, and was one of the th�rty grenad�ers who defended
the Col de Tende w�th Joubert. Joubert was appo�nted �ts adjutant-
general, and Pontmercy sub-l�eutenant. Pontmercy was by Berth�er’s



s�de �n the m�dst of the grape-shot of that day at Lod� wh�ch caused
Bonaparte to say: “Berth�er has been cannoneer, caval�er, and
grenad�er.” He beheld h�s old general, Joubert, fall at Nov�, at the
moment when, w�th upl�fted sabre, he was shout�ng: “Forward!”
Hav�ng been embarked w�th h�s company �n the ex�genc�es of the
campa�gn, on board a p�nnace wh�ch was proceed�ng from Genoa to
some obscure port on the coast, he fell �nto a wasps’-nest of seven
or e�ght Engl�sh vessels. The Genoese commander wanted to throw
h�s cannon �nto the sea, to h�de the sold�ers between decks, and to
sl�p along �n the dark as a merchant vessel. Pontmercy had the
colors ho�sted to the peak, and sa�led proudly past under the guns of
the Br�t�sh fr�gates. Twenty leagues further on, h�s audac�ty hav�ng
�ncreased, he attacked w�th h�s p�nnace, and captured a large
Engl�sh transport wh�ch was carry�ng troops to S�c�ly, and wh�ch was
so loaded down w�th men and horses that the vessel was sunk to the
level of the sea. In 1805 he was �n that Malher d�v�s�on wh�ch took
Günzberg from the Archduke Ferd�nand. At Welt�ngen he rece�ved
�nto h�s arms, beneath a storm of bullets, Colonel Maupet�t, mortally
wounded at the head of the 9th Dragoons. He d�st�ngu�shed h�mself
at Austerl�tz �n that adm�rable march �n echelons effected under the
enemy’s f�re. When the cavalry of the Imper�al Russ�an Guard
crushed a battal�on of the 4th of the l�ne, Pontmercy was one of
those who took the�r revenge and overthrew the Guard. The
Emperor gave h�m the cross. Pontmercy saw Wurmser at Mantua,
Mélas, and Alexandr�a, Mack at Ulm, made pr�soners �n success�on.
He formed a part of the e�ghth corps of the grand army wh�ch Mort�er
commanded, and wh�ch captured Hamburg. Then he was transferred
to the 55th of the l�ne, wh�ch was the old reg�ment of Flanders. At
Eylau he was �n the cemetery where, for the space of two hours, the
hero�c Capta�n Lou�s Hugo, the uncle of the author of th�s book,
susta�ned alone w�th h�s company of e�ghty-three men every effort of
the host�le army. Pontmercy was one of the three who emerged al�ve
from that cemetery. He was at Fr�edland. Then he saw Moscow.
Then La Bérés�na, then Lutzen, Bautzen, Dresden, Wachau, Le�pz�g,
and the def�les of Gelenhausen; then Montm�ra�l, Château-Th�erry,
Craon, the banks of the Marne, the banks of the A�sne, and the
redoubtable pos�t�on of Laon. At Arnay-Le-Duc, be�ng then a capta�n,



he put ten Cossacks to the sword, and saved, not h�s general, but
h�s corporal. He was well slashed up on th�s occas�on, and twenty-
seven spl�nters were extracted from h�s left arm alone. E�ght days
before the cap�tulat�on of Par�s he had just exchanged w�th a
comrade and entered the cavalry. He had what was called under the
old reg�me, the double hand, that �s to say, an equal apt�tude for
handl�ng the sabre or the musket as a sold�er, or a squadron or a
battal�on as an off�cer. It �s from th�s apt�tude, perfected by a m�l�tary
educat�on, wh�ch certa�n spec�al branches of the serv�ce ar�se, the
dragoons, for example, who are both cavalry-men and �nfantry at
one and the same t�me. He accompan�ed Napoleon to the Island of
Elba. At Waterloo, he was ch�ef of a squadron of cu�rass�ers, �n
Dubo�s’ br�gade. It was he who captured the standard of the
Lunenburg battal�on. He came and cast the flag at the Emperor’s
feet. He was covered w�th blood. Wh�le tear�ng down the banner he
had rece�ved a sword-cut across h�s face. The Emperor, greatly
pleased, shouted to h�m: “You are a colonel, you are a baron, you
are an off�cer of the Leg�on of Honor!” Pontmercy repl�ed: “S�re, I
thank you for my w�dow.” An hour later, he fell �n the rav�ne of Oha�n.
Now, who was th�s Georges Pontmercy? He was th�s same “br�gand
of the Lo�re.”

We have already seen someth�ng of h�s h�story. After Waterloo,
Pontmercy, who had been pulled out of the hollow road of Oha�n, as
�t w�ll be remembered, had succeeded �n jo�n�ng the army, and had
dragged h�mself from ambulance to ambulance as far as the
cantonments of the Lo�re.

The Restorat�on had placed h�m on half-pay, then had sent h�m
�nto res�dence, that �s to say, under surve�llance, at Vernon. K�ng
Lou�s XVIII., regard�ng all that wh�ch had taken place dur�ng the
Hundred Days as not hav�ng occurred at all, d�d not recogn�ze h�s
qual�ty as an off�cer of the Leg�on of Honor, nor h�s grade of colonel,
nor h�s t�tle of baron. He, on h�s s�de, neglected no occas�on of
s�gn�ng h�mself “Colonel Baron Pontmercy.” He had only an old blue
coat, and he never went out w�thout fasten�ng to �t h�s rosette as an
off�cer of the Leg�on of Honor. The Attorney for the Crown had h�m
warned that the author�t�es would prosecute h�m for “�llegal” wear�ng
of th�s decorat�on. When th�s not�ce was conveyed to h�m through an



off�c�ous �ntermed�ary, Pontmercy retorted w�th a b�tter sm�le: “I do
not know whether I no longer understand French, or whether you no
longer speak �t; but the fact �s that I do not understand.” Then he
went out for e�ght success�ve days w�th h�s rosette. They dared not
�nterfere w�th h�m. Two or three t�mes the M�n�ster of War and the
general �n command of the department wrote to h�m w�th the
follow�ng address: “A Mons�eur le Commandant Pontmercy.” He sent
back the letters w�th the seals unbroken. At the same moment,
Napoleon at Sa�nt Helena was treat�ng �n the same fash�on the
m�ss�ves of S�r Hudson Lowe addressed to General Bonaparte.
Pontmercy had ended, may we be pardoned the express�on, by
hav�ng �n h�s mouth the same sal�va as h�s Emperor.

In the same way, there were at Rome Carthag�n�an pr�soners who
refused to salute Flam�n�us, and who had a l�ttle of Hann�bal’s sp�r�t.

One day he encountered the d�str�ct-attorney �n one of the streets
of Vernon, stepped up to h�m, and sa�d: “Mr. Crown Attorney, am I
perm�tted to wear my scar?”

He had noth�ng save h�s meagre half-pay as ch�ef of squadron. He
had h�red the smallest house wh�ch he could f�nd at Vernon. He l�ved
there alone, we have just seen how. Under the Emp�re, between two
wars, he had found t�me to marry Mademo�selle G�llenormand. The
old bourgeo�s, thoroughly �nd�gnant at bottom, had g�ven h�s consent
w�th a s�gh, say�ng: “The greatest fam�l�es are forced �nto �t.” In 1815,
Madame Pontmercy, an adm�rable woman �n every sense, by the
way, lofty �n sent�ment and rare, and worthy of her husband, d�ed,
leav�ng a ch�ld. Th�s ch�ld had been the colonel’s joy �n h�s sol�tude;
but the grandfather had �mperat�vely cla�med h�s grandson, declar�ng
that �f the ch�ld were not g�ven to h�m he would d�s�nher�t h�m. The
father had y�elded �n the l�ttle one’s �nterest, and had transferred h�s
love to flowers.

Moreover, he had renounced everyth�ng, and ne�ther st�rred up
m�sch�ef nor consp�red. He shared h�s thoughts between the
�nnocent th�ngs wh�ch he was then do�ng and the great th�ngs wh�ch
he had done. He passed h�s t�me �n expect�ng a p�nk or �n recall�ng
Austerl�tz.



M. G�llenormand kept up no relat�ons w�th h�s son-�n-law. The
colonel was “a band�t” to h�m. M. G�llenormand never ment�oned the
colonel, except when he occas�onally made mock�ng allus�ons to “h�s
Baronsh�p.” It had been expressly agreed that Pontmercy should
never attempt to see h�s son nor to speak to h�m, under penalty of
hav�ng the latter handed over to h�m d�sowned and d�s�nher�ted. For
the G�llenormands, Pontmercy was a man affl�cted w�th the plague.
They �ntended to br�ng up the ch�ld �n the�r own way. Perhaps the
colonel was wrong to accept these cond�t�ons, but he subm�tted to
them, th�nk�ng that he was do�ng r�ght and sacr�f�c�ng no one but
h�mself.

The �nher�tance of Father G�llenormand d�d not amount to much;
but the �nher�tance of Mademo�selle G�llenormand the elder was
cons�derable. Th�s aunt, who had rema�ned unmarr�ed, was very r�ch
on the maternal s�de, and her s�ster’s son was her natural he�r. The
boy, whose name was Mar�us, knew that he had a father, but noth�ng
more. No one opened h�s mouth to h�m about �t. Nevertheless, �n the
soc�ety �nto wh�ch h�s grandfather took h�m, wh�spers, �nnuendoes,
and w�nks, had eventually enl�ghtened the l�ttle boy’s m�nd; he had
f�nally understood someth�ng of the case, and as he naturally took �n
the �deas and op�n�ons wh�ch were, so to speak, the a�r he breathed,
by a sort of �nf�ltrat�on and slow penetrat�on, he gradually came to
th�nk of h�s father only w�th shame and w�th a pa�n at h�s heart.

Wh�le he was grow�ng up �n th�s fash�on, the colonel sl�pped away
every two or three months, came to Par�s on the sly, l�ke a cr�m�nal
break�ng h�s ban, and went and posted h�mself at Sa�nt-Sulp�ce, at
the hour when Aunt G�llenormand led Mar�us to the mass. There,
trembl�ng lest the aunt should turn round, concealed beh�nd a p�llar,
mot�onless, not dar�ng to breathe, he gazed at h�s ch�ld. The scarred
veteran was afra�d of that old sp�nster.

From th�s had ar�sen h�s connect�on w�th the curé of Vernon, M.
l’Abbé Mabeuf.

That worthy pr�est was the brother of a warden of Sa�nt-Sulp�ce,
who had often observed th�s man gaz�ng at h�s ch�ld, and the scar on
h�s cheek, and the large tears �n h�s eyes. That man, who had so
manly an a�r, yet who was weep�ng l�ke a woman, had struck the



warden. That face had clung to h�s m�nd. One day, hav�ng gone to
Vernon to see h�s brother, he had encountered Colonel Pontmercy
on the br�dge, and had recogn�zed the man of Sa�nt-Sulp�ce. The
warden had ment�oned the c�rcumstance to the curé, and both had
pa�d the colonel a v�s�t, on some pretext or other. Th�s v�s�t led to
others. The colonel, who had been extremely reserved at f�rst, ended
by open�ng h�s heart, and the curé and the warden f�nally came to
know the whole h�story, and how Pontmercy was sacr�f�c�ng h�s
happ�ness to h�s ch�ld’s future. Th�s caused the curé to regard h�m
w�th venerat�on and tenderness, and the colonel, on h�s s�de,
became fond of the curé. And moreover, when both are s�ncere and
good, no men so penetrate each other, and so amalgamate w�th
each other, as an old pr�est and an old sold�er. At bottom, the man �s
the same. The one has devoted h�s l�fe to h�s country here below, the
other to h�s country on h�gh; that �s the only d�fference.

Tw�ce a year, on the f�rst of January and on St. George’s day,
Mar�us wrote duty letters to h�s father, wh�ch were d�ctated by h�s
aunt, and wh�ch one would have pronounced to be cop�ed from
some formula; th�s was all that M. G�llenormand tolerated; and the
father answered them w�th very tender letters wh�ch the grandfather
thrust �nto h�s pocket unread.



CHAPTER III—REQUIESCANT
Madame de T.‘s salon was all that Mar�us Pontmercy knew of the

world. It was the only open�ng through wh�ch he could get a gl�mpse
of l�fe. Th�s open�ng was sombre, and more cold than warmth, more
n�ght than day, came to h�m through th�s skyl�ght. Th�s ch�ld, who had
been all joy and l�ght on enter�ng th�s strange world, soon became
melancholy, and, what �s st�ll more contrary to h�s age, grave.
Surrounded by all those s�ngular and �mpos�ng personages, he
gazed about h�m w�th ser�ous amazement. Everyth�ng consp�red to
�ncrease th�s aston�shment �n h�m. There were �n Madame de T.‘s
salon some very noble lad�es named Mathan, Noé, Lév�s,—wh�ch
was pronounced Lév�,—Camb�s, pronounced Cambyse. These
ant�que v�sages and these B�bl�cal names m�ngled �n the ch�ld’s m�nd
w�th the Old Testament wh�ch he was learn�ng by heart, and when
they were all there, seated �n a c�rcle around a dy�ng f�re, sparely
l�ghted by a lamp shaded w�th green, w�th the�r severe prof�les, the�r
gray or wh�te ha�r, the�r long gowns of another age, whose lugubr�ous
colors could not be d�st�ngu�shed, dropp�ng, at rare �ntervals, words
wh�ch were both majest�c and severe, l�ttle Mar�us stared at them
w�th fr�ghtened eyes, �n the conv�ct�on that he beheld not women, but
patr�archs and mag�, not real be�ngs, but phantoms.

W�th these phantoms, pr�ests were somet�mes m�ngled,
frequenters of th�s anc�ent salon, and some gentlemen; the Marqu�s
de Sass****, pr�vate secretary to Madame de Berry, the V�comte de
Val***, who publ�shed, under the pseudonym of Charles-Anto�ne,
monorhymed odes, the Pr�nce de Beauff*******, who, though very
young, had a gray head and a pretty and w�tty w�fe, whose very low-
necked to�lettes of scarlet velvet w�th gold torsades alarmed these
shadows, the Marqu�s de C***** d’E******, the man �n all France who
best understood “proport�oned pol�teness,” the Comte d’Am*****, the
k�ndly man w�th the am�able ch�n, and the Chéval�er de Port-de-Guy,
a p�llar of the l�brary of the Louvre, called the K�ng’s cab�net, M. de



Port-de-Guy, bald, and rather aged than old, was wont to relate that
�n 1793, at the age of s�xteen, he had been put �n the galleys as
refractory and cha�ned w�th an octogenar�an, the B�shop of M�repo�x,
also refractory, but as a pr�est, wh�le he was so �n the capac�ty of a
sold�er. Th�s was at Toulon. The�r bus�ness was to go at n�ght and
gather up on the scaffold the heads and bod�es of the persons who
had been gu�llot�ned dur�ng the day; they bore away on the�r backs
these dr�pp�ng corpses, and the�r red galley-slave blouses had a clot
of blood at the back of the neck, wh�ch was dry �n the morn�ng and
wet at n�ght. These trag�c tales abounded �n Madame de T.‘s salon,
and by d�nt of curs�ng Marat, they applauded Tresta�llon. Some
deput�es of the und�scoverable var�ety played the�r wh�st there; M.
Th�bord du Chalard, M. Lemarchant de Gom�court, and the
celebrated scoffer of the r�ght, M. Cornet-D�ncourt. The ba�l�ff de
Ferrette, w�th h�s short breeches and h�s th�n legs, somet�mes
traversed th�s salon on h�s way to M. de Talleyrand. He had been M.
le Comte d’Arto�s’ compan�on �n pleasures and unl�ke Ar�stotle
crouch�ng under Campaspe, he had made the Gu�mard crawl on all
fours, and �n that way he had exh�b�ted to the ages a ph�losopher
avenged by a ba�l�ff. As for the pr�ests, there was the Abbé Halma,
the same to whom M. Larose, h�s collaborator on la Foudre, sa�d:
“Bah! Who �s there who �s not f�fty years old? a few greenhorns
perhaps?” The Abbé Letourneur, preacher to the K�ng, the Abbé
Frayss�nous, who was not, as yet, e�ther count, or b�shop, or
m�n�ster, or peer, and who wore an old cassock whose buttons were
m�ss�ng, and the Abbé Keravenant, Curé of Sa�nt-Germa�n-des-Prés;
also the Pope’s Nunc�o, then Mons�gnor Macch�, Archb�shop of
N�s�b�, later on Card�nal, remarkable for h�s long, pens�ve nose, and
another Mons�gnor, ent�tled thus: Abbate Palm�er�, domest�c prelate,
one of the seven part�c�pant prothonotar�es of the Holy See, Canon
of the �llustr�ous L�ber�an bas�l�ca, Advocate of the sa�nts, Postulatore
de� Sant�, wh�ch refers to matters of canon�zat�on, and s�gn�f�es very
nearly: Master of Requests of the sect�on of Parad�se. Lastly, two
card�nals, M. de la Luzerne, and M. de Cl****** T*******. The Card�nal
of Luzerne was a wr�ter and was dest�ned to have, a few years later,
the honor of s�gn�ng �n the Conservateur art�cles s�de by s�de w�th
Chateaubr�and; M. de Cl****** T******* was Archb�shop of Toul****,



and often made tr�ps to Par�s, to h�s nephew, the Marqu�s de T*******,
who was M�n�ster of Mar�ne and War. The Card�nal of Cl******
T******* was a merry l�ttle man, who d�splayed h�s red stock�ngs
beneath h�s tucked-up cassock; h�s spec�alty was a hatred of the
Encyclopæd�a, and h�s desperate play at b�ll�ards, and persons who,
at that epoch, passed through the Rue M***** on summer even�ngs,
where the hotel de Cl****** T******* then stood, halted to l�sten to the
shock of the balls and the p�erc�ng vo�ce of the Card�nal shout�ng to
h�s conclav�st, Monse�gneur Cot�ret, B�shop �n part�bus of Caryste:
“Mark, Abbé, I make a cannon.” The Card�nal de Cl****** T******* had
been brought to Madame de T.‘s by h�s most �nt�mate fr�end, M. de
Roquelaure, former B�shop of Senl�s, and one of the Forty. M. de
Roquelaure was notable for h�s lofty f�gure and h�s ass�du�ty at the
Academy; through the glass door of the ne�ghbor�ng hall of the
l�brary where the French Academy then held �ts meet�ngs, the
cur�ous could, on every Tuesday, contemplate the Ex-B�shop of
Senl�s, usually stand�ng erect, freshly powdered, �n v�olet hose, w�th
h�s back turned to the door, apparently for the purpose of allow�ng a
better v�ew of h�s l�ttle collar. All these eccles�ast�cs, though for the
most part as much court�ers as churchmen, added to the grav�ty of
the T. salon, whose se�gn�or�al aspect was accentuated by f�ve peers
of France, the Marqu�s de V�b****, the Marqu�s de Tal***, the Marqu�s
de Herb*******, the V�comte Damb***, and the Duc de Val********.
Th�s Duc de Val********, although Pr�nce de Mon***, that �s to say a
re�gn�ng pr�nce abroad, had so h�gh an �dea of France and �ts
peerage, that he v�ewed everyth�ng through the�r med�um. It was he
who sa�d: “The Card�nals are the peers of France of Rome; the lords
are the peers of France of England.” Moreover, as �t �s �nd�spensable
that the Revolut�on should be everywhere �n th�s century, th�s feudal
salon was, as we have sa�d, dom�nated by a bourgeo�s. M.
G�llenormand re�gned there.

There lay the essence and qu�ntessence of the Par�s�an wh�te
soc�ety. There reputat�ons, even Royal�st reputat�ons, were held �n
quarant�ne. There �s always a trace of anarchy �n renown.
Chateaubr�and, had he entered there, would have produced the
effect of Père Duchêne. Some of the scoffed-at d�d, nevertheless,



penetrate th�ther on sufferance. Comte Beug*** was rece�ved there,
subject to correct�on.

The “noble” salons of the present day no longer resemble those
salons. The Faubourg Sa�nt-Germa�n reeks of the fagot even now.
The Royal�sts of to-day are demagogues, let us record �t to the�r
cred�t.

At Madame de T.‘s the soc�ety was super�or, taste was exqu�s�te
and haughty, under the cover of a great show of pol�teness. Manners
there adm�tted of all sorts of �nvoluntary ref�nements wh�ch were the
old rég�me �tself, bur�ed but st�ll al�ve. Some of these hab�ts,
espec�ally �n the matter of language, seem eccentr�c. Persons but
superf�c�ally acqua�nted w�th them would have taken for prov�nc�al
that wh�ch was only ant�que. A woman was called Madame la
Générale. Madame la Colonelle was not ent�rely d�sused. The
charm�ng Madame de Léon, �n memory, no doubt, of the Duchesses
de Longuev�lle and de Chevreuse, preferred th�s appellat�on to her
t�tle of Pr�ncesse. The Marqu�se de Créquy was also called Madame
la Colonelle.

It was th�s l�ttle h�gh soc�ety wh�ch �nvented at the Tu�ler�es the
ref�nement of speak�ng to the K�ng �n pr�vate as the K�ng, �n the th�rd
person, and never as Your Majesty, the des�gnat�on of Your Majesty
hav�ng been “so�led by the usurper.”

Men and deeds were brought to judgment there. They jeered at
the age, wh�ch released them from the necess�ty of understand�ng �t.
They abetted each other �n amazement. They commun�cated to each
other that mod�cum of l�ght wh�ch they possessed. Methuselah
bestowed �nformat�on on Ep�men�des. The deaf man made the bl�nd
man acqua�nted w�th the course of th�ngs. They declared that the
t�me wh�ch had elapsed s�nce Coblentz had not ex�sted. In the same
manner that Lou�s XVIII. was by the grace of God, �n the f�ve and
twent�eth year of h�s re�gn, the em�grants were, by r�ghts, �n the f�ve
and twent�eth year of the�r adolescence.

All was harmon�ous; noth�ng was too much al�ve; speech hardly
amounted to a breath; the newspapers, agree�ng w�th the salons,
seemed a papyrus. There were some young people, but they were
rather dead. The l�ver�es �n the antechamber were ant�quated. These



utterly obsolete personages were served by domest�cs of the same
stamp.

They all had the a�r of hav�ng l�ved a long t�me ago, and of
obst�nately res�st�ng the sepulchre. Nearly the whole d�ct�onary
cons�sted of Conserver, Conservat�on, Conservateur; to be �n good
odor,—that was the po�nt. There are, �n fact, aromat�cs �n the
op�n�ons of these venerable groups, and the�r �deas smelled of �t. It
was a mumm�f�ed soc�ety. The masters were embalmed, the
servants were stuffed w�th straw.

A worthy old marqu�se, an em�grée and ru�ned, who had but a
sol�tary ma�d, cont�nued to say: “My people.”

What d�d they do �n Madame de T.‘s salon? They were ultra.
To be ultra; th�s word, although what �t represents may not have

d�sappeared, has no longer any mean�ng at the present day. Let us
expla�n �t.

To be ultra �s to go beyond. It �s to attack the sceptre �n the name
of the throne, and the m�tre �n the name of the altar; �t �s to �ll-treat
the th�ng wh�ch one �s dragg�ng, �t �s to k�ck over the traces; �t �s to
cav�l at the fagot on the score of the amount of cook�ng rece�ved by
heret�cs; �t �s to reproach the �dol w�th �ts small amount of �dolatry; �t
�s to �nsult through excess of respect; �t �s to d�scover that the Pope
�s not suff�c�ently pap�sh, that the K�ng �s not suff�c�ently royal, and
that the n�ght has too much l�ght; �t �s to be d�scontented w�th
alabaster, w�th snow, w�th the swan and the l�ly �n the name of
wh�teness; �t �s to be a part�san of th�ngs to the po�nt of becom�ng
the�r enemy; �t �s to be so strongly for, as to be aga�nst.

The ultra sp�r�t espec�ally character�zes the f�rst phase of the
Restorat�on.

Noth�ng �n h�story resembles that quarter of an hour wh�ch beg�ns
�n 1814 and term�nates about 1820, w�th the advent of M. de V�llèle,
the pract�cal man of the R�ght. These s�x years were an extraord�nary
moment; at one and the same t�me br�ll�ant and gloomy, sm�l�ng and
sombre, �llum�nated as by the rad�ance of dawn and ent�rely covered,
at the same t�me, w�th the shadows of the great catastrophes wh�ch
st�ll f�lled the hor�zon and were slowly s�nk�ng �nto the past. There
ex�sted �n that l�ght and that shadow, a complete l�ttle new and old



world, com�c and sad, juven�le and sen�le, wh�ch was rubb�ng �ts
eyes; noth�ng resembles an awaken�ng l�ke a return; a group wh�ch
regarded France w�th �ll-temper, and wh�ch France regarded w�th
�rony; good old owls of marqu�ses by the streetful, who had returned,
and of ghosts, the “former” subjects of amazement at everyth�ng,
brave and noble gentlemen who sm�led at be�ng �n France but wept
also, del�ghted to behold the�r country once more, �n despa�r at not
f�nd�ng the�r monarchy; the nob�l�ty of the Crusades treat�ng the
nob�l�ty of the Emp�re, that �s to say, the nob�l�ty of the sword, w�th
scorn; h�stor�c races who had lost the sense of h�story; the sons of
the compan�ons of Charlemagne d�sda�n�ng the compan�ons of
Napoleon. The swords, as we have just remarked, returned the
�nsult; the sword of Fontenoy was laughable and noth�ng but a scrap
of rusty �ron; the sword of Marengo was od�ous and was only a
sabre. Former days d�d not recogn�ze Yesterday. People no longer
had the feel�ng for what was grand. There was some one who called
Bonaparte Scap�n. Th�s Soc�ety no longer ex�sts. Noth�ng of �t, we
repeat, ex�sts to-day. When we select from �t some one f�gure at
random, and attempt to make �t l�ve aga�n �n thought, �t seems as
strange to us as the world before the Deluge. It �s because �t, too, as
a matter of fact, has been engulfed �n a deluge. It has d�sappeared
beneath two Revolut�ons. What b�llows are �deas! How qu�ckly they
cover all that �t �s the�r m�ss�on to destroy and to bury, and how
promptly they create fr�ghtful gulfs!

Such was the phys�ognomy of the salons of those d�stant and
cand�d t�mes when M. Marta�nv�lle had more w�t than Volta�re.

These salons had a l�terature and pol�t�cs of the�r own. They
bel�eved �n F�évée. M. Ag�er la�d down the law �n them. They
commentated M. Colnet, the old bookseller and publ�c�st of the Quay
Malaqua�s. Napoleon was to them thoroughly the Cors�can Ogre.
Later on the �ntroduct�on �nto h�story of M. le Marqu�s de Bonaparte,
L�eutenant-General of the K�ng’s arm�es, was a concess�on to the
sp�r�t of the age.

These salons d�d not long preserve the�r pur�ty. Beg�nn�ng w�th
1818, doctr�nar�ans began to spr�ng up �n them, a d�sturb�ng shade.
The�r way was to be Royal�sts and to excuse themselves for be�ng



so. Where the ultras were very proud, the doctr�nar�ans were rather
ashamed. They had w�t; they had s�lence; the�r pol�t�cal dogma was
su�tably �mpregnated w�th arrogance; they should have succeeded.
They �ndulged, and usefully too, �n excesses �n the matter of wh�te
neckt�es and t�ghtly buttoned coats. The m�stake or the m�sfortune of
the doctr�nar�an party was to create aged youth. They assumed the
poses of w�se men. They dreamed of engraft�ng a temperate power
on the absolute and excess�ve pr�nc�ple. They opposed, and
somet�mes w�th rare �ntell�gence, conservat�ve l�beral�sm to the
l�beral�sm wh�ch demol�shes. They were heard to say: “Thanks for
Royal�sm! It has rendered more than one serv�ce. It has brought
back trad�t�on, worsh�p, rel�g�on, respect. It �s fa�thful, brave, ch�valr�c,
lov�ng, devoted. It has m�ngled, though w�th regret, the secular
grandeurs of the monarchy w�th the new grandeurs of the nat�on. Its
m�stake �s not to understand the Revolut�on, the Emp�re, glory,
l�berty, young �deas, young generat�ons, the age. But th�s m�stake
wh�ch �t makes w�th regard to us,—have we not somet�mes been
gu�lty of �t towards them? The Revolut�on, whose he�rs we are, ought
to be �ntell�gent on all po�nts. To attack Royal�sm �s a m�sconstruct�on
of l�beral�sm. What an error! And what bl�ndness! Revolut�onary
France �s want�ng �n respect towards h�stor�c France, that �s to say,
towards �ts mother, that �s to say, towards �tself. After the 5th of
September, the nob�l�ty of the monarchy �s treated as the nob�l�ty of
the Emp�re was treated after the 5th of July. They were unjust to the
eagle, we are unjust to the fleur-de-lys. It seems that we must
always have someth�ng to proscr�be! Does �t serve any purpose to
ung�ld the crown of Lou�s XIV., to scrape the coat of arms of Henry
IV.? We scoff at M. de Vaublanc for eras�ng the N’s from the br�dge
of Jena! What was �t that he d�d? What are we do�ng? Bouv�nes
belongs to us as well as Marengo. The fleurs-de-lys are ours as well
as the N’s. That �s our patr�mony. To what purpose shall we d�m�n�sh
�t? We must not deny our country �n the past any more than �n the
present. Why not accept the whole of h�story? Why not love the
whole of France?”

It �s thus that doctr�nar�ans cr�t�c�sed and protected Royal�sm,
wh�ch was d�spleased at cr�t�c�sm and fur�ous at protect�on.



The ultras marked the f�rst epoch of Royal�sm, congregat�on
character�zed the second. Sk�ll follows ardor. Let us conf�ne
ourselves here to th�s sketch.

In the course of th�s narrat�ve, the author of th�s book has
encountered �n h�s path th�s cur�ous moment of contemporary
h�story; he has been forced to cast a pass�ng glance upon �t, and to
trace once more some of the s�ngular features of th�s soc�ety wh�ch
�s unknown to-day. But he does �t rap�dly and w�thout any b�tter or
der�s�ve �dea. Souven�rs both respectful and affect�onate, for they
touch h�s mother, attach h�m to th�s past. Moreover, let us remark,
th�s same petty world had a grandeur of �ts own. One may sm�le at �t,
but one can ne�ther desp�se nor hate �t. It was the France of former
days.

Mar�us Pontmercy pursued some stud�es, as all ch�ldren do. When
he emerged from the hands of Aunt G�llenormand, h�s grandfather
conf�ded h�m to a worthy professor of the most purely class�c
�nnocence. Th�s young soul wh�ch was expand�ng passed from a
prude to a vulgar pedant.

Mar�us went through h�s years of college, then he entered the law
school. He was a Royal�st, fanat�cal and severe. He d�d not love h�s
grandfather much, as the latter’s gayety and cyn�c�sm repelled h�m,
and h�s feel�ngs towards h�s father were gloomy.

He was, on the whole, a cold and ardent, noble, generous, proud,
rel�g�ous, enthus�ast�c lad; d�gn�f�ed to harshness, pure to shyness.



CHAPTER IV—END OF THE BRIGAND
The conclus�on of Mar�us’ class�cal stud�es co�nc�ded w�th M.

G�llenormand’s departure from soc�ety. The old man bade farewell to
the Faubourg Sa�nt-Germa�n and to Madame de T.‘s salon, and
establ�shed h�mself �n the Mara�s, �n h�s house of the Rue des F�lles-
du-Calva�re. There he had for servants, �n add�t�on to the porter, that
chamberma�d, N�colette, who had succeeded to Magnon, and that
short-breathed and pursy Basque, who have been ment�oned above.

In 1827, Mar�us had just atta�ned h�s seventeenth year. One
even�ng, on h�s return home, he saw h�s grandfather hold�ng a letter
�n h�s hand.

“Mar�us,” sa�d M. G�llenormand, “you w�ll set out for Vernon to-
morrow.”

“Why?” sa�d Mar�us.
“To see your father.”
Mar�us was se�zed w�th a trembl�ng f�t. He had thought of

everyth�ng except th�s—that he should one day be called upon to
see h�s father. Noth�ng could be more unexpected, more surpr�s�ng,
and, let us adm�t �t, more d�sagreeable to h�m. It was forc�ng
estrangement �nto reconc�l�at�on. It was not an affl�ct�on, but �t was an
unpleasant duty.

Mar�us, �n add�t�on to h�s mot�ves of pol�t�cal ant�pathy, was
conv�nced that h�s father, the slasher, as M. G�llenormand called h�m
on h�s am�able days, d�d not love h�m; th�s was ev�dent, s�nce he had
abandoned h�m to others. Feel�ng that he was not beloved, he d�d
not love. “Noth�ng �s more s�mple,” he sa�d to h�mself.

He was so astounded that he d�d not quest�on M. G�llenormand.
The grandfather resumed:—

“It appears that he �s �ll. He demands your presence.”
And after a pause, he added:—



“Set out to-morrow morn�ng. I th�nk there �s a coach wh�ch leaves
the Cour des Fonta�nes at s�x o’clock, and wh�ch arr�ves �n the
even�ng. Take �t. He says that here �s haste.”

Then he crushed the letter �n h�s hand and thrust �t �nto h�s pocket.
Mar�us m�ght have set out that very even�ng and have been w�th h�s
father on the follow�ng morn�ng. A d�l�gence from the Rue du Boulo�
took the tr�p to Rouen by n�ght at that date, and passed through
Vernon. Ne�ther Mar�us nor M. G�llenormand thought of mak�ng
�nqu�r�es about �t.

The next day, at tw�l�ght, Mar�us reached Vernon. People were just
beg�nn�ng to l�ght the�r candles. He asked the f�rst person whom he
met for “M. Pontmercy’s house.” For �n h�s own m�nd, he agreed w�th
the Restorat�on, and l�ke �t, d�d not recogn�ze h�s father’s cla�m to the
t�tle of e�ther colonel or baron.

The house was po�nted out to h�m. He rang; a woman w�th a l�ttle
lamp �n her hand opened the door.

“M. Pontmercy?” sa�d Mar�us.
The woman rema�ned mot�onless.
“Is th�s h�s house?” demanded Mar�us.
The woman nodded aff�rmat�vely.
“Can I speak w�th h�m?”
The woman shook her head.
“But I am h�s son!” pers�sted Mar�us. “He �s expect�ng me.”
“He no longer expects you,” sa�d the woman.
Then he perce�ved that she was weep�ng.
She po�nted to the door of a room on the ground floor; he entered.
In that room, wh�ch was l�ghted by a tallow candle stand�ng on the

ch�mney-p�ece, there were three men, one stand�ng erect, another
kneel�ng, and one ly�ng at full length, on the floor �n h�s sh�rt. The one
on the floor was the colonel.

The other two were the doctor, and the pr�est, who was engaged �n
prayer.

The colonel had been attacked by bra�n fever three days
prev�ously. As he had a forebod�ng of ev�l at the very beg�nn�ng of h�s



�llness, he had wr�tten to M. G�llenormand to demand h�s son. The
malady had grown worse. On the very even�ng of Mar�us’ arr�val at
Vernon, the colonel had had an attack of del�r�um; he had r�sen from
h�s bed, �n sp�te of the servant’s efforts to prevent h�m, cry�ng: “My
son �s not com�ng! I shall go to meet h�m!” Then he ran out of h�s
room and fell prostrate on the floor of the antechamber. He had just
exp�red.

The doctor had been summoned, and the curé. The doctor had
arr�ved too late. The son had also arr�ved too late.

By the d�m l�ght of the candle, a large tear could be d�st�ngu�shed
on the pale and prostrate colonel’s cheek, where �t had tr�ckled from
h�s dead eye. The eye was ext�ngu�shed, but the tear was not yet
dry. That tear was h�s son’s delay.

Mar�us gazed upon that man whom he beheld for the f�rst t�me, on
that venerable and manly face, on those open eyes wh�ch saw not,
on those wh�te locks, those robust l�mbs, on wh�ch, here and there,
brown l�nes, mark�ng sword-thrusts, and a sort of red stars, wh�ch
�nd�cated bullet-holes, were v�s�ble. He contemplated that g�gant�c
sear wh�ch stamped hero�sm on that countenance upon wh�ch God
had �mpr�nted goodness. He reflected that th�s man was h�s father,
and that th�s man was dead, and a ch�ll ran over h�m.

The sorrow wh�ch he felt was the sorrow wh�ch he would have felt
�n the presence of any other man whom he had chanced to behold
stretched out �n death.

Angu�sh, po�gnant angu�sh, was �n that chamber. The servant-
woman was lament�ng �n a corner, the curé was pray�ng, and h�s
sobs were aud�ble, the doctor was w�p�ng h�s eyes; the corpse �tself
was weep�ng.

The doctor, the pr�est, and the woman gazed at Mar�us �n the
m�dst of the�r affl�ct�on w�thout utter�ng a word; he was the stranger
there. Mar�us, who was far too l�ttle affected, felt ashamed and
embarrassed at h�s own att�tude; he held h�s hat �n h�s hand; and he
dropped �t on the floor, �n order to produce the �mpress�on that gr�ef
had depr�ved h�m of the strength to hold �t.

At the same t�me, he exper�enced remorse, and he desp�sed
h�mself for behav�ng �n th�s manner. But was �t h�s fault? He d�d not



love h�s father? Why should he!
The colonel had left noth�ng. The sale of b�g furn�ture barely pa�d

the expenses of h�s bur�al.
The servant found a scrap of paper, wh�ch she handed to Mar�us.

It conta�ned the follow�ng, �n the colonel’s handwr�t�ng:—
“For my son.—The Emperor made me a Baron on the battle-f�eld

of Waterloo. S�nce the Restorat�on d�sputes my r�ght to th�s t�tle
wh�ch I purchased w�th my blood, my son shall take �t and bear �t.
That he w�ll be worthy of �t �s a matter of course.” Below, the colonel
had added: “At that same battle of Waterloo, a sergeant saved my
l�fe. The man’s name was Thénard�er. I th�nk that he has recently
been keep�ng a l�ttle �nn, �n a v�llage �n the ne�ghborhood of Par�s, at
Chelles or Montferme�l. If my son meets h�m, he w�ll do all the good
he can to Thénard�er.”

Mar�us took th�s paper and preserved �t, not out of duty to h�s
father, but because of that vague respect for death wh�ch �s always
�mper�ous �n the heart of man.

Noth�ng rema�ned of the colonel. M. G�llenormand had h�s sword
and un�form sold to an old-clothes dealer. The ne�ghbors devastated
the garden and p�llaged the rare flowers. The other plants turned to
nettles and weeds, and d�ed.

Mar�us rema�ned only forty-e�ght hours at Vernon. After the
�nterment he returned to Par�s, and appl�ed h�mself aga�n to h�s law
stud�es, w�th no more thought of h�s father than �f the latter had never
l�ved. In two days the colonel was bur�ed, and �n three forgotten.

Mar�us wore crape on h�s hat. That was all.



CHAPTER V—THE UTILITY OF GOING
TO MASS, IN ORDER TO BECOME A

REVOLUTIONIST
Mar�us had preserved the rel�g�ous hab�ts of h�s ch�ldhood. One

Sunday, when he went to hear mass at Sa�nt-Sulp�ce, at that same
chapel of the V�rg�n wh�ther h�s aunt had led h�m when a small lad,
he placed h�mself beh�nd a p�llar, be�ng more absent-m�nded and
thoughtful than usual on that occas�on, and knelt down, w�thout
pay�ng any spec�al heed, upon a cha�r of Utrecht velvet, on the back
of wh�ch was �nscr�bed th�s name: Mons�eur Mabeuf, warden. Mass
had hardly begun when an old man presented h�mself and sa�d to
Mar�us:—

“Th�s �s my place, s�r.”
Mar�us stepped as�de promptly, and the old man took possess�on

of h�s cha�r.
The mass concluded, Mar�us st�ll stood thoughtfully a few paces

d�stant; the old man approached h�m aga�n and sa�d:—
“I beg your pardon, s�r, for hav�ng d�sturbed you a wh�le ago, and

for aga�n d�sturb�ng you at th�s moment; you must have thought me
�ntrus�ve, and I w�ll expla�n myself.”

“There �s no need of that, S�r,” sa�d Mar�us.
“Yes!” went on the old man, “I do not w�sh you to have a bad

op�n�on of me. You see, I am attached to th�s place. It seems to me
that the mass �s better from here. Why? I w�ll tell you. It �s from th�s
place, that I have watched a poor, brave father come regularly, every
two or three months, for the last ten years, s�nce he had no other
opportun�ty and no other way of see�ng h�s ch�ld, because he was
prevented by fam�ly arrangements. He came at the hour when he



knew that h�s son would be brought to mass. The l�ttle one never
suspected that h�s father was there. Perhaps he d�d not even know
that he had a father, poor �nnocent! The father kept beh�nd a p�llar,
so that he m�ght not be seen. He gazed at h�s ch�ld and he wept. He
adored that l�ttle fellow, poor man! I could see that. Th�s spot has
become sanct�f�ed �n my s�ght, and I have contracted a hab�t of
com�ng h�ther to l�sten to the mass. I prefer �t to the stall to wh�ch I
have a r�ght, �n my capac�ty of warden. I knew that unhappy
gentleman a l�ttle, too. He had a father-�n-law, a wealthy aunt,
relat�ves, I don’t know exactly what all, who threatened to d�s�nher�t
the ch�ld �f he, the father, saw h�m. He sacr�f�ced h�mself �n order that
h�s son m�ght be r�ch and happy some day. He was separated from
h�m because of pol�t�cal op�n�ons. Certa�nly, I approve of pol�t�cal
op�n�ons, but there are people who do not know where to stop. Mon
D�eu! a man �s not a monster because he was at Waterloo; a father
�s not separated from h�s ch�ld for such a reason as that. He was one
of Bonaparte’s colonels. He �s dead, I bel�eve. He l�ved at Vernon,
where I have a brother who �s a curé, and h�s name was someth�ng
l�ke Pontmar�e or Montpercy. He had a f�ne sword-cut, on my honor.”

“Pontmercy,” suggested Mar�us, turn�ng pale.
“Prec�sely, Pontmercy. D�d you know h�m?”
“S�r,” sa�d Mar�us, “he was my father.”
The old warden clasped h�s hands and excla�med:—
“Ah! you are the ch�ld! Yes, that’s true, he must be a man by th�s

t�me. Well! poor ch�ld, you may say that you had a father who loved
you dearly!”

Mar�us offered h�s arm to the old man and conducted h�m to h�s
lodg�ngs.

On the follow�ng day, he sa�d to M. G�llenormand:—
“I have arranged a hunt�ng-party w�th some fr�ends. W�ll you perm�t

me to be absent for three days?”
“Four!” repl�ed h�s grandfather. “Go and amuse yourself.”
And he sa�d to h�s daughter �n a low tone, and w�th a w�nk, “Some

love affa�r!”



CHAPTER VI—THE CONSEQUENCES
OF HAVING MET A WARDEN

Where �t was that Mar�us went w�ll be d�sclosed a l�ttle further on.
Mar�us was absent for three days, then he returned to Par�s, went

stra�ght to the l�brary of the law-school and asked for the f�les of the
Mon�teur.

He read the Mon�teur, he read all the h�stor�es of the Republ�c and
the Emp�re, the Memor�al de Sa�nte-Hélène, all the memo�rs, all the
newspapers, the bullet�ns, the proclamat�ons; he devoured
everyth�ng. The f�rst t�me that he came across h�s father’s name �n
the bullet�ns of the grand army, he had a fever for a week. He went
to see the generals under whom Georges Pontmercy had served,
among others, Comte H. Church-warden Mabeuf, whom he went to
see aga�n, told h�m about the l�fe at Vernon, the colonel’s retreat, h�s
flowers, h�s sol�tude. Mar�us came to a full knowledge of that rare,
sweet, and subl�me man, that spec�es of l�on-lamb who had been h�s
father.

In the meanwh�le, occup�ed as he was w�th th�s study wh�ch
absorbed all h�s moments as well as h�s thoughts, he hardly saw the
G�llenormands at all. He made h�s appearance at meals; then they
searched for h�m, and he was not to be found. Father G�llenormand
sm�led. “Bah! bah! He �s just of the age for the g�rls!” Somet�mes the
old man added: “The deuce! I thought �t was only an affa�r of
gallantry. It seems that �t �s an affa�r of pass�on!”

It was a pass�on, �n fact. Mar�us was on the h�gh road to ador�ng
h�s father.

At the same t�me, h�s �deas underwent an extraord�nary change.
The phases of th�s change were numerous and success�ve. As th�s
�s the h�story of many m�nds of our day, we th�nk �t w�ll prove useful
to follow these phases step by step and to �nd�cate them all.



That h�story upon wh�ch he had just cast h�s eyes appalled h�m.
The f�rst effect was to dazzle h�m.
Up to that t�me, the Republ�c, the Emp�re, had been to h�m only

monstrous words. The Republ�c, a gu�llot�ne �n the tw�l�ght; the
Emp�re, a sword �n the n�ght. He had just taken a look at �t, and
where he had expected to f�nd only a chaos of shadows, he had
beheld, w�th a sort of unprecedented surpr�se, m�ngled w�th fear and
joy, stars sparkl�ng, M�rabeau, Vergn�aud, Sa�nt-Just, Robesp�erre,
Cam�lle, Desmoul�ns, Danton, and a sun ar�se, Napoleon. He d�d not
know where he stood. He reco�led, bl�nded by the br�ll�ant l�ghts.
L�ttle by l�ttle, when h�s aston�shment had passed off, he grew
accustomed to th�s rad�ance, he contemplated these deeds w�thout
d�zz�ness, he exam�ned these personages w�thout terror; the
Revolut�on and the Emp�re presented themselves lum�nously, �n
perspect�ve, before h�s m�nd’s eye; he beheld each of these groups
of events and of men summed up �n two tremendous facts: the
Republ�c �n the sovere�gnty of c�v�l r�ght restored to the masses, the
Emp�re �n the sovere�gnty of the French �dea �mposed on Europe; he
beheld the grand f�gure of the people emerge from the Revolut�on,
and the grand f�gure of France spr�ng forth from the Emp�re. He
asserted �n h�s consc�ence, that all th�s had been good. What h�s
dazzled state neglected �n th�s, h�s f�rst far too synthet�c est�mat�on,
we do not th�nk �t necessary to po�nt out here. It �s the state of a m�nd
on the march that we are record�ng. Progress �s not accompl�shed �n
one stage. That stated, once for all, �n connect�on w�th what
precedes as well as w�th what �s to follow, we cont�nue.

He then perce�ved that, up to that moment, he had comprehended
h�s country no more than he had comprehended h�s father. He had
not known e�ther the one or the other, and a sort of voluntary n�ght
had obscured h�s eyes. Now he saw, and on the one hand he
adm�red, wh�le on the other he adored.

He was f�lled w�th regret and remorse, and he reflected �n despa�r
that all he had �n h�s soul could now be sa�d only to the tomb. Oh! �f
h�s father had st�ll been �n ex�stence, �f he had st�ll had h�m, �f God, �n
h�s compass�on and h�s goodness, had perm�tted h�s father to be st�ll
among the l�v�ng, how he would have run, how he would have



prec�p�tated h�mself, how he would have cr�ed to h�s father: “Father!
Here I am! It �s I! I have the same heart as thou! I am thy son!” How
he would have embraced that wh�te head, bathed h�s ha�r �n tears,
gazed upon h�s scar, pressed h�s hands, adored h�s garment, k�ssed
h�s feet! Oh! Why had h�s father d�ed so early, before h�s t�me, before
the just�ce, the love of h�s son had come to h�m? Mar�us had a
cont�nual sob �n h�s heart, wh�ch sa�d to h�m every moment: “Alas!”
At the same t�me, he became more truly ser�ous, more truly grave,
more sure of h�s thought and h�s fa�th. At each �nstant, gleams of the
true came to complete h�s reason. An �nward growth seemed to be �n
progress w�th�n h�m. He was consc�ous of a sort of natural
enlargement, wh�ch gave h�m two th�ngs that were new to h�m—h�s
father and h�s country.

As everyth�ng opens when one has a key, so he expla�ned to
h�mself that wh�ch he had hated, he penetrated that wh�ch he had
abhorred; henceforth he pla�nly perce�ved the prov�dent�al, d�v�ne
and human sense of the great th�ngs wh�ch he had been taught to
detest, and of the great men whom he had been �nstructed to curse.
When he reflected on h�s former op�n�ons, wh�ch were but those of
yesterday, and wh�ch, nevertheless, seemed to h�m already so very
anc�ent, he grew �nd�gnant, yet he sm�led.

From the rehab�l�tat�on of h�s father, he naturally passed to the
rehab�l�tat�on of Napoleon.

But the latter, we w�ll confess, was not effected w�thout labor.
From h�s �nfancy, he had been �mbued w�th the judgments of the

party of 1814, on Bonaparte. Now, all the prejud�ces of the
Restorat�on, all �ts �nterests, all �ts �nst�ncts tended to d�sf�gure
Napoleon. It execrated h�m even more than �t d�d Robesp�erre. It had
very cleverly turned to suff�c�ently good account the fat�gue of the
nat�on, and the hatred of mothers. Bonaparte had become an almost
fabulous monster, and �n order to pa�nt h�m to the �mag�nat�on of the
people, wh�ch, as we lately po�nted out, resembles the �mag�nat�on of
ch�ldren, the party of 1814 made h�m appear under all sorts of
terr�fy�ng masks �n success�on, from that wh�ch �s terr�ble though �t
rema�ns grand�ose to that wh�ch �s terr�ble and becomes grotesque,
from T�ber�us to the bugaboo. Thus, �n speak�ng of Bonaparte, one



was free to sob or to puff up w�th laughter, prov�ded that hatred lay at
the bottom. Mar�us had never enterta�ned—about that man, as he
was called—any other �deas �n h�s m�nd. They had comb�ned w�th
the tenac�ty wh�ch ex�sted �n h�s nature. There was �n h�m a
headstrong l�ttle man who hated Napoleon.

On read�ng h�story, on study�ng h�m, espec�ally �n the documents
and mater�als for h�story, the ve�l wh�ch concealed Napoleon from the
eyes of Mar�us was gradually rent. He caught a gl�mpse of
someth�ng �mmense, and he suspected that he had been dece�ved
up to that moment, on the score of Bonaparte as about all the rest;
each day he saw more d�st�nctly; and he set about mount�ng, slowly,
step by step, almost regretfully �n the beg�nn�ng, then w�th
�ntox�cat�on and as though attracted by an �rres�st�ble fasc�nat�on, f�rst
the sombre steps, then the vaguely �llum�nated steps, at last the
lum�nous and splend�d steps of enthus�asm.

One n�ght, he was alone �n h�s l�ttle chamber near the roof. H�s
candle was burn�ng; he was read�ng, w�th h�s elbows rest�ng on h�s
table close to the open w�ndow. All sorts of rever�es reached h�m
from space, and m�ngled w�th h�s thoughts. What a spectacle �s the
n�ght! One hears dull sounds, w�thout know�ng whence they proceed;
one beholds Jup�ter, wh�ch �s twelve hundred t�mes larger than the
earth, glow�ng l�ke a f�rebrand, the azure �s black, the stars sh�ne; �t �s
form�dable.

He was perus�ng the bullet�ns of the grand army, those hero�c
strophes penned on the f�eld of battle; there, at �ntervals, he beheld
h�s father’s name, always the name of the Emperor; the whole of that
great Emp�re presented �tself to h�m; he felt a flood swell�ng and
r�s�ng w�th�n h�m; �t seemed to h�m at moments that h�s father passed
close to h�m l�ke a breath, and wh�spered �n h�s ear; he gradually got
�nto a s�ngular state; he thought that he heard drums, cannon,
trumpets, the measured tread of battal�ons, the dull and d�stant
gallop of the cavalry; from t�me to t�me, h�s eyes were ra�sed
heavenward, and gazed upon the colossal constellat�ons as they
gleamed �n the measureless depths of space, then they fell upon h�s
book once more, and there they beheld other colossal th�ngs mov�ng
confusedly. H�s heart contracted w�th�n h�m. He was �n a transport,



trembl�ng, pant�ng. All at once, w�thout h�mself know�ng what was �n
h�m, and what �mpulse he was obey�ng, he sprang to h�s feet,
stretched both arms out of the w�ndow, gazed �ntently �nto the gloom,
the s�lence, the �nf�n�te darkness, the eternal �mmens�ty, and
excla�med: “Long l�ve the Emperor!”

From that moment forth, all was over; the Ogre of Cors�ca,—the
usurper,—the tyrant,—the monster who was the lover of h�s own
s�sters,—the actor who took lessons of Talma,—the po�soner of
Jaffa,—the t�ger,—Buonaparte,—all th�s van�shed, and gave place �n
h�s m�nd to a vague and br�ll�ant rad�ance �n wh�ch shone, at an
�naccess�ble he�ght, the pale marble phantom of Cæsar. The
Emperor had been for h�s father only the well-beloved capta�n whom
one adm�res, for whom one sacr�f�ces one’s self; he was someth�ng
more to Mar�us. He was the predest�ned constructor of the French
group, succeed�ng the Roman group �n the dom�nat�on of the
un�verse. He was a prod�g�ous arch�tect, of a destruct�on, the
cont�nuer of Charlemagne, of Lou�s XI., of Henry IV., of R�chel�eu, of
Lou�s XIV., and of the Comm�ttee of Publ�c Safety, hav�ng h�s spots,
no doubt, h�s faults, h�s cr�mes even, be�ng a man, that �s to say; but
august �n h�s faults, br�ll�ant �n h�s spots, powerful �n h�s cr�me.

He was the predest�ned man, who had forced all nat�ons to say:
“The great nat�on!” He was better than that, he was the very
�ncarnat�on of France, conquer�ng Europe by the sword wh�ch he
grasped, and the world by the l�ght wh�ch he shed. Mar�us saw �n
Bonaparte the dazzl�ng spectre wh�ch w�ll always r�se upon the
front�er, and wh�ch w�ll guard the future. Despot but d�ctator; a despot
result�ng from a republ�c and summ�ng up a revolut�on. Napoleon
became for h�m the man-people as Jesus Chr�st �s the man-God.

It w�ll be perce�ved, that l�ke all new converts to a rel�g�on, h�s
convers�on �ntox�cated h�m, he hurled h�mself headlong �nto
adhes�on and he went too far. H�s nature was so constructed; once
on the downward slope, �t was almost �mposs�ble for h�m to put on
the drag. Fanat�c�sm for the sword took possess�on of h�m, and
compl�cated �n h�s m�nd h�s enthus�asm for the �dea. He d�d not
perce�ve that, along w�th gen�us, and pell-mell, he was adm�tt�ng
force, that �s to say, that he was �nstall�ng �n two compartments of h�s



�dolatry, on the one hand that wh�ch �s d�v�ne, on the other that wh�ch
�s brutal. In many respects, he had set about dece�v�ng h�mself
otherw�se. He adm�tted everyth�ng. There �s a way of encounter�ng
error wh�le on one’s way to the truth. He had a v�olent sort of good
fa�th wh�ch took everyth�ng �n the lump. In the new path wh�ch he had
entered on, �n judg�ng the m�stakes of the old reg�me, as �n
measur�ng the glory of Napoleon, he neglected the attenuat�ng
c�rcumstances.

At all events, a tremendous step had been taken. Where he had
formerly beheld the fall of the monarchy, he now saw the advent of
France. H�s or�entat�on had changed. What had been h�s East
became the West. He had turned squarely round.

All these revolut�ons were accompl�shed w�th�n h�m, w�thout h�s
fam�ly obta�n�ng an �nkl�ng of the case.

When, dur�ng th�s myster�ous labor, he had ent�rely shed h�s old
Bourbon and ultra sk�n, when he had cast off the ar�stocrat, the
Jacob�te and the Royal�st, when he had become thoroughly a
revolut�on�st, profoundly democrat�c and republ�can, he went to an
engraver on the Qua� des Orfévres and ordered a hundred cards
bear�ng th�s name: Le Baron Mar�us Pontmercy.

Th�s was only the str�ctly log�cal consequence of the change wh�ch
had taken place �n h�m, a change �n wh�ch everyth�ng grav�tated
round h�s father.

Only, as he d�d not know any one and could not sow h�s cards w�th
any porter, he put them �n h�s pocket.

By another natural consequence, �n proport�on as he drew nearer
to h�s father, to the latter’s memory, and to the th�ngs for wh�ch the
colonel had fought f�ve and twenty years before, he receded from h�s
grandfather. We have long ago sa�d, that M. G�llenormand’s temper
d�d not please h�m. There already ex�sted between them all the
d�ssonances of the grave young man and the fr�volous old man. The
gayety of Géronte shocks and exasperates the melancholy of
Werther. So long as the same pol�t�cal op�n�ons and the same �deas
had been common to them both, Mar�us had met M. G�llenormand
there as on a br�dge. When the br�dge fell, an abyss was formed.
And then, over and above all, Mar�us exper�enced unutterable



�mpulses to revolt, when he reflected that �t was M. G�llenormand
who had, from stup�d mot�ves, torn h�m ruthlessly from the colonel,
thus depr�v�ng the father of the ch�ld, and the ch�ld of the father.

By d�nt of p�ty for h�s father, Mar�us had nearly arr�ved at avers�on
for h�s grandfather.

Noth�ng of th�s sort, however, was betrayed on the exter�or, as we
have already sa�d. Only he grew colder and colder; lacon�c at meals,
and rare �n the house. When h�s aunt scolded h�m for �t, he was very
gentle and alleged h�s stud�es, h�s lectures, the exam�nat�ons, etc.,
as a pretext. H�s grandfather never departed from h�s �nfall�ble
d�agnos�s: “In love! I know all about �t.”

From t�me to t�me Mar�us absented h�mself.
“Where �s �t that he goes off l�ke th�s?” sa�d h�s aunt.
On one of these tr�ps, wh�ch were always very br�ef, he went to

Montferme�l, �n order to obey the �njunct�on wh�ch h�s father had left
h�m, and he sought the old sergeant to Waterloo, the �nn-keeper
Thénard�er. Thénard�er had fa�led, the �nn was closed, and no one
knew what had become of h�m. Mar�us was away from the house for
four days on th�s quest.

“He �s gett�ng dec�dedly w�ld,” sa�d h�s grandfather.
They thought they had not�ced that he wore someth�ng on h�s

breast, under h�s sh�rt, wh�ch was attached to h�s neck by a black
r�bbon.



CHAPTER VII—SOME PETTICOAT
We have ment�oned a lancer.
He was a great-grand-nephew of M. G�llenormand, on the paternal

s�de, who led a garr�son l�fe, outs�de the fam�ly and far from the
domest�c hearth. L�eutenant Théodule G�llenormand fulf�lled all the
cond�t�ons requ�red to make what �s called a f�ne off�cer. He had “a
lady’s wa�st,” a v�ctor�ous manner of tra�l�ng h�s sword and of tw�rl�ng
h�s moustache �n a hook. He v�s�ted Par�s very rarely, and so rarely
that Mar�us had never seen h�m. The cous�ns knew each other only
by name. We th�nk we have sa�d that Théodule was the favor�te of
Aunt G�llenormand, who preferred h�m because she d�d not see h�m.
Not see�ng people perm�ts one to attr�bute to them all poss�ble
perfect�ons.

One morn�ng, Mademo�selle G�llenormand the elder returned to
her apartment as much d�sturbed as her plac�d�ty was capable of
allow�ng. Mar�us had just asked h�s grandfather’s perm�ss�on to take
a l�ttle tr�p, add�ng that he meant to set out that very even�ng. “Go!”
had been h�s grandfather’s reply, and M. G�llenormand had added �n
an as�de, as he ra�sed h�s eyebrows to the top of h�s forehead: “Here
he �s pass�ng the n�ght out aga�n.” Mademo�selle G�llenormand had
ascended to her chamber greatly puzzled, and on the sta�rcase had
dropped th�s exclamat�on: “Th�s �s too much!”—and th�s �nterrogat�on:
“But where �s �t that he goes?” She esp�ed some adventure of the
heart, more or less �ll�c�t, a woman �n the shadow, a rendezvous, a
mystery, and she would not have been sorry to thrust her spectacles
�nto the affa�r. Tast�ng a mystery resembles gett�ng the f�rst flavor of a
scandal; sa�nted souls do not detest th�s. There �s some cur�os�ty
about scandal �n the secret compartments of b�gotry.

So she was the prey of a vague appet�te for learn�ng a h�story.
In order to get r�d of th�s cur�os�ty wh�ch ag�tated her a l�ttle beyond

her wont, she took refuge �n her talents, and set about scallop�ng,



w�th one layer of cotton after another, one of those embro�der�es of
the Emp�re and the Restorat�on, �n wh�ch there are numerous cart-
wheels. The work was clumsy, the worker cross. She had been
seated at th�s for several hours when the door opened.
Mademo�selle G�llenormand ra�sed her nose. L�eutenant Théodule
stood before her, mak�ng the regulat�on salute. She uttered a cry of
del�ght. One may be old, one may be a prude, one may be p�ous,
one may be an aunt, but �t �s always agreeable to see a lancer enter
one’s chamber.

“You here, Théodule!” she excla�med.
“On my way through town, aunt.”
“Embrace me.”
“Here goes!” sa�d Théodule.
And he k�ssed her. Aunt G�llenormand went to her wr�t�ng-desk

and opened �t.
“You w�ll rema�n w�th us a week at least?”
“I leave th�s very even�ng, aunt.”
“It �s not poss�ble!”
“Mathemat�cally!”
“Rema�n, my l�ttle Théodule, I beseech you.”
“My heart says ‘yes,’ but my orders say ‘no.’ The matter �s s�mple.

They are chang�ng our garr�son; we have been at Melun, we are
be�ng transferred to Ga�llon. It �s necessary to pass through Par�s �n
order to get from the old post to the new one. I sa�d: ‘I am go�ng to
see my aunt.’”

“Here �s someth�ng for your trouble.”
And she put ten lou�s �nto h�s hand.
“For my pleasure, you mean to say, my dear aunt.”
Théodule k�ssed her aga�n, and she exper�enced the joy of hav�ng

some of the sk�n scratched from her neck by the bra�d�ngs on h�s
un�form.

“Are you mak�ng the journey on horseback, w�th your reg�ment?”
she asked h�m.



“No, aunt. I wanted to see you. I have spec�al perm�ss�on. My
servant �s tak�ng my horse; I am travell�ng by d�l�gence. And, by the
way, I want to ask you someth�ng.”

“What �s �t?”
“Is my cous�n Mar�us Pontmercy travell�ng so, too?”
“How do you know that?” sa�d h�s aunt, suddenly pr�cked to the

qu�ck w�th a l�vely cur�os�ty.
“On my arr�val, I went to the d�l�gence to engage my seat �n the

coupé.”
“Well?”
“A traveller had already come to engage a seat �n the �mper�al. I

saw h�s name on the card.”
“What name?”
“Mar�us Pontmercy.”
“The w�cked fellow!” excla�med h�s aunt. “Ah! your cous�n �s not a

steady lad l�ke yourself. To th�nk that he �s to pass the n�ght �n a
d�l�gence!”

“Just as I am go�ng to do.”
“But you—�t �s your duty; �n h�s case, �t �s w�ldness.”
“Bosh!” sa�d Théodule.
Here an event occurred to Mademo�selle G�llenormand the elder,

—an �dea struck her. If she had been a man, she would have
slapped her brow. She apostroph�zed Théodule:—

“Are you aware whether your cous�n knows you?”
“No. I have seen h�m; but he has never de�gned to not�ce me.”
“So you are go�ng to travel together?”
“He �n the �mper�al, I �n the coupé.”
“Where does th�s d�l�gence run?”
“To Andelys.”
“Then that �s where Mar�us �s go�ng?”
“Unless, l�ke myself, he should stop on the way. I get down at

Vernon, �n order to take the branch coach for Ga�llon. I know noth�ng
of Mar�us’ plan of travel.”



“Mar�us! what an ugly name! what possessed them to name h�m
Mar�us? Wh�le you, at least, are called Théodule.”

“I would rather be called Alfred,” sa�d the off�cer.
“L�sten, Théodule.”
“I am l�sten�ng, aunt.”
“Pay attent�on.”
“I am pay�ng attent�on.”
“You understand?”
“Yes.”
“Well, Mar�us absents h�mself!”
“Eh! eh!”
“He travels.”
“Ah! ah!”
“He spends the n�ght out.”
“Oh! oh!”
“We should l�ke to know what there �s beh�nd all th�s.”
Théodule repl�ed w�th the composure of a man of bronze:—
“Some pett�coat or other.”
And w�th that �nward laugh wh�ch denotes certa�nty, he added:—
“A lass.”
“That �s ev�dent,” excla�med h�s aunt, who thought she heard M.

G�llenormand speak�ng, and who felt her conv�ct�on become
�rres�st�ble at that word f�llette, accentuated �n almost the very same
fash�on by the granduncle and the grandnephew. She resumed:—

“Do us a favor. Follow Mar�us a l�ttle. He does not know you, �t w�ll
be easy. S�nce a lass there �s, try to get a s�ght of her. You must wr�te
us the tale. It w�ll amuse h�s grandfather.”

Théodule had no excess�ve taste for th�s sort of spy�ng; but he was
much touched by the ten lou�s, and he thought he saw a chance for
a poss�ble sequel. He accepted the comm�ss�on and sa�d: “As you
please, aunt.”

And he added �n an as�de, to h�mself: “Here I am a duenna.”



Mademo�selle G�llenormand embraced h�m.
“You are not the man to play such pranks, Théodule. You obey

d�sc�pl�ne, you are the slave of orders, you are a man of scruples and
duty, and you would not qu�t your fam�ly to go and see a creature.”

The lancer made the pleased gr�mace of Cartouche when pra�sed
for h�s prob�ty.

Mar�us, on the even�ng follow�ng th�s d�alogue, mounted the
d�l�gence w�thout suspect�ng that he was watched. As for the
watcher, the f�rst th�ng he d�d was to fall asleep. H�s slumber was
complete and consc�ent�ous. Argus snored all n�ght long.

At daybreak, the conductor of the d�l�gence shouted: “Vernon!
relay of Vernon! Travellers for Vernon!” And L�eutenant Théodule
woke.

“Good,” he growled, st�ll half asleep, “th�s �s where I get out.”
Then, as h�s memory cleared by degrees, the effect of wak�ng, he

recalled h�s aunt, the ten lou�s, and the account wh�ch he had
undertaken to render of the deeds and proceed�ngs of Mar�us. Th�s
set h�m to laugh�ng.

“Perhaps he �s no longer �n the coach,” he thought, as he
rebuttoned the wa�stcoat of h�s undress un�form. “He may have
stopped at Po�ssy; he may have stopped at Tr�el; �f he d�d not get out
at Meulan, he may have got out at Mantes, unless he got out at
Rollebo�se, or �f he d�d not go on as far as Pacy, w�th the cho�ce of
turn�ng to the left at Évreus, or to the r�ght at Laroche-Guyon. Run
after h�m, aunty. What the dev�l am I to wr�te to that good old soul?”

At that moment a pa�r of black trousers descend�ng from the
�mper�al, made �ts appearance at the w�ndow of the coupé.

“Can that be Mar�us?” sa�d the l�eutenant.
It was Mar�us.
A l�ttle peasant g�rl, all entangled w�th the horses and the post�l�ons

at the end of the veh�cle, was offer�ng flowers to the travellers. “G�ve
your lad�es flowers!” she cr�ed.

Mar�us approached her and purchased the f�nest flowers �n her flat
basket.



“Come now,” sa�d Théodule, leap�ng down from the coupé, “th�s
p�ques my cur�os�ty. Who the deuce �s he go�ng to carry those
flowers to? She must be a splend�dly handsome woman for so f�ne a
bouquet. I want to see her.”

And no longer �n pursuance of orders, but from personal cur�os�ty,
l�ke dogs who hunt on the�r own account, he set out to follow Mar�us.

Mar�us pa�d no attent�on to Théodule. Elegant women descended
from the d�l�gence; he d�d not glance at them. He seemed to see
noth�ng around h�m.

“He �s pretty deeply �n love!” thought Théodule.
Mar�us d�rected h�s steps towards the church.
“Cap�tal,” sa�d Théodule to h�mself. “Rendezvous seasoned w�th a

b�t of mass are the best sort. Noth�ng �s so exqu�s�te as an ogle
wh�ch passes over the good God’s head.”

On arr�v�ng at the church, Mar�us d�d not enter �t, but sk�rted the
apse. He d�sappeared beh�nd one of the angles of the apse.

“The rendezvous �s appo�nted outs�de,” sa�d Théodule. “Let’s have
a look at the lass.”

And he advanced on the t�ps of h�s boots towards the corner wh�ch
Mar�us had turned.

On arr�v�ng there, he halted �n amazement.
Mar�us, w�th h�s forehead clasped �n h�s hands, was kneel�ng upon

the grass on a grave. He had strewn h�s bouquet there. At the
extrem�ty of the grave, on a l�ttle swell�ng wh�ch marked the head,
there stood a cross of black wood w�th th�s name �n wh�te letters:
COLONEL BARON PONTMERCY. Mar�us’ sobs were aud�ble.

The “lass” was a grave.



CHAPTER VIII—MARBLE AGAINST
GRANITE

It was h�ther that Mar�us had come on the f�rst occas�on of h�s
absent�ng h�mself from Par�s. It was h�ther that he had come every
t�me that M. G�llenormand had sa�d: “He �s sleep�ng out.”

L�eutenant Théodule was absolutely put out of countenance by
th�s unexpected encounter w�th a sepulchre; he exper�enced a
s�ngular and d�sagreeable sensat�on wh�ch he was �ncapable of
analyz�ng, and wh�ch was composed of respect for the tomb,
m�ngled w�th respect for the colonel. He retreated, leav�ng Mar�us
alone �n the cemetery, and there was d�sc�pl�ne �n th�s retreat. Death
appeared to h�m w�th large epaulets, and he almost made the
m�l�tary salute to h�m. Not know�ng what to wr�te to h�s aunt, he
dec�ded not to wr�te at all; and �t �s probable that noth�ng would have
resulted from the d�scovery made by Théodule as to the love affa�rs
of Mar�us, �f, by one of those myster�ous arrangements wh�ch are so
frequent �n chance, the scene at Vernon had not had an almost
�mmed�ate counter-shock at Par�s.

Mar�us returned from Vernon on the th�rd day, �n the m�ddle of the
morn�ng, descended at h�s grandfather’s door, and, wear�ed by the
two n�ghts spent �n the d�l�gence, and feel�ng the need of repa�r�ng
h�s loss of sleep by an hour at the sw�mm�ng-school, he mounted
rap�dly to h�s chamber, took merely t�me enough to throw off h�s
travell�ng-coat, and the black r�bbon wh�ch he wore round h�s neck,
and went off to the bath.

M. G�llenormand, who had r�sen bet�mes l�ke all old men �n good
health, had heard h�s entrance, and had made haste to cl�mb, as
qu�ckly as h�s old legs perm�tted, the sta�rs to the upper story where
Mar�us l�ved, �n order to embrace h�m, and to quest�on h�m wh�le so
do�ng, and to f�nd out where he had been.



But the youth had taken less t�me to descend than the old man
had to ascend, and when Father G�llenormand entered the att�c,
Mar�us was no longer there.

The bed had not been d�sturbed, and on the bed lay, outspread,
but not def�antly the great-coat and the black r�bbon.

“I l�ke th�s better,” sa�d M. G�llenormand.
And a moment later, he made h�s entrance �nto the salon, where

Mademo�selle G�llenormand was already seated, bus�ly embro�der�ng
her cart-wheels.

The entrance was a tr�umphant one.
M. G�llenormand held �n one hand the great-coat, and �n the other

the neck-r�bbon, and excla�med:—
“V�ctory! We are about to penetrate the mystery! We are go�ng to

learn the most m�nute deta�ls; we are go�ng to lay our f�nger on the
debaucher�es of our sly fr�end! Here we have the romance �tself. I
have the portra�t!”

In fact, a case of black shagreen, resembl�ng a medall�on portra�t,
was suspended from the r�bbon.

The old man took th�s case and gazed at �t for some t�me w�thout
open�ng �t, w�th that a�r of enjoyment, rapture, and wrath, w�th wh�ch
a poor hungry fellow beholds an adm�rable d�nner wh�ch �s not for
h�m, pass under h�s very nose.

“For th�s ev�dently �s a portra�t. I know all about such th�ngs. That �s
worn tenderly on the heart. How stup�d they are! Some abom�nable
fr�ght that w�ll make us shudder, probably! Young men have such bad
taste nowadays!”

“Let us see, father,” sa�d the old sp�nster.
The case opened by the pressure of a spr�ng. They found �n �t

noth�ng but a carefully folded paper.
“From the same to the same,” sa�d M. G�llenormand, burst�ng w�th

laughter. “I know what �t �s. A b�llet-doux.”
“Ah! let us read �t!” sa�d the aunt.
And she put on her spectacles. They unfolded the paper and read

as follows:—



“For my son.—The Emperor made me a Baron on the battlef�eld of
Waterloo. S�nce the Restorat�on d�sputes my r�ght to th�s t�tle wh�ch I
purchased w�th my blood, my son shall take �t and bear �t. That he
w�ll be worthy of �t �s a matter of course.”

The feel�ngs of father and daughter cannot be descr�bed. They felt
ch�lled as by the breath of a death’s-head. They d�d not exchange a
word.

Only, M. G�llenormand sa�d �n a low vo�ce and as though speak�ng
to h�mself:—

“It �s the slasher’s handwr�t�ng.”
The aunt exam�ned the paper, turned �t about �n all d�rect�ons, then

put �t back �n �ts case.
At the same moment a l�ttle oblong packet, enveloped �n blue

paper, fell from one of the pockets of the great-coat. Mademo�selle
G�llenormand p�cked �t up and unfolded the blue paper.

It conta�ned Mar�us’ hundred cards. She handed one of them to M.
G�llenormand, who read: Le Baron Mar�us Pontmercy.

The old man rang the bell. N�colette came. M. G�llenormand took
the r�bbon, the case, and the coat, flung them all on the floor �n the
m�ddle of the room, and sa�d:—

“Carry those duds away.”
A full hour passed �n the most profound s�lence. The old man and

the old sp�nster had seated themselves w�th the�r backs to each
other, and were th�nk�ng, each on h�s own account, the same th�ngs,
�n all probab�l�ty.

At the exp�rat�on of th�s hour, Aunt G�llenormand sa�d:—“A pretty
state of th�ngs!”

A few moments later, Mar�us made h�s appearance. He entered.
Even before he had crossed the threshold, he saw h�s grandfather
hold�ng one of h�s own cards �n h�s hand, and on catch�ng s�ght of
h�m, the latter excla�med w�th h�s a�r of bourgeo�s and gr�nn�ng
super�or�ty wh�ch was someth�ng crush�ng:—

“Well! well! well! well! well! so you are a baron now. I present you
my compl�ments. What �s the mean�ng of th�s?”



Mar�us reddened sl�ghtly and repl�ed:—
“It means that I am the son of my father.”
M. G�llenormand ceased to laugh, and sa�d harshly:—
“I am your father.”
“My father,” retorted Mar�us, w�th downcast eyes and a severe a�r,

“was a humble and hero�c man, who served the Republ�c and France
glor�ously, who was great �n the greatest h�story that men have ever
made, who l�ved �n the b�vouac for a quarter of a century, beneath
grape-shot and bullets, �n snow and mud by day, beneath ra�n at
n�ght, who captured two flags, who rece�ved twenty wounds, who
d�ed forgotten and abandoned, and who never comm�tted but one
m�stake, wh�ch was to love too fondly two �ngrates, h�s country and
myself.”

Th�s was more than M. G�llenormand could bear to hear. At the
word republ�c, he rose, or, to speak more correctly, he sprang to h�s
feet. Every word that Mar�us had just uttered produced on the v�sage
of the old Royal�st the effect of the puffs of a�r from a forge upon a
blaz�ng brand. From a dull hue he had turned red, from red, purple,
and from purple, flame-colored.

“Mar�us!” he cr�ed. “Abom�nable ch�ld! I do not know what your
father was! I do not w�sh to know! I know noth�ng about that, and I do
not know h�m! But what I do know �s, that there never was anyth�ng
but scoundrels among those men! They were all rascals, assass�ns,
red-caps, th�eves! I say all! I say all! I know not one! I say all! Do you
hear me, Mar�us! See here, you are no more a baron than my sl�pper
�s! They were all band�ts �n the serv�ce of Robesp�erre! All who
served B-u-o-naparté were br�gands! They were all tra�tors who
betrayed, betrayed, betrayed the�r leg�t�mate k�ng! All cowards who
fled before the Pruss�ans and the Engl�sh at Waterloo! That �s what I
do know! Whether Mons�eur your father comes �n that category, I do
not know! I am sorry for �t, so much the worse, your humble servant!”

In h�s turn, �t was Mar�us who was the f�rebrand and M.
G�llenormand who was the bellows. Mar�us qu�vered �n every l�mb,
he d�d not know what would happen next, h�s bra�n was on f�re. He
was the pr�est who beholds all h�s sacred wafers cast to the w�nds,
the fak�r who beholds a passer-by sp�t upon h�s �dol. It could not be



that such th�ngs had been uttered �n h�s presence. What was he to
do? H�s father had just been trampled under foot and stamped upon
�n h�s presence, but by whom? By h�s grandfather. How was he to
avenge the one w�thout outrag�ng the other? It was �mposs�ble for
h�m to �nsult h�s grandfather and �t was equally �mposs�ble for h�m to
leave h�s father unavenged. On the one hand was a sacred grave,
on the other hoary locks.

He stood there for several moments, stagger�ng as though
�ntox�cated, w�th all th�s wh�rlw�nd dash�ng through h�s head; then he
ra�sed h�s eyes, gazed f�xedly at h�s grandfather, and cr�ed �n a vo�ce
of thunder:—

“Down w�th the Bourbons, and that great hog of a Lou�s XVIII.!”
Lou�s XVIII. had been dead for four years; but �t was all the same

to h�m.
The old man, who had been cr�mson, turned wh�ter than h�s ha�r.

He wheeled round towards a bust of M. le Duc de Berry, wh�ch stood
on the ch�mney-p�ece, and made a profound bow, w�th a sort of
pecul�ar majesty. Then he paced tw�ce, slowly and �n s�lence, from
the f�replace to the w�ndow and from the w�ndow to the f�replace,
travers�ng the whole length of the room, and mak�ng the pol�shed
floor creak as though he had been a stone statue walk�ng.

On h�s second turn, he bent over h�s daughter, who was watch�ng
th�s encounter w�th the stupef�ed a�r of an ant�quated lamb, and sa�d
to her w�th a sm�le that was almost calm: “A baron l�ke th�s
gentleman, and a bourgeo�s l�ke myself cannot rema�n under the
same roof.”

And draw�ng h�mself up, all at once, pall�d, trembl�ng, terr�ble, w�th
h�s brow rendered more lofty by the terr�ble rad�ance of wrath, he
extended h�s arm towards Mar�us and shouted to h�m:—

“Be off!”
Mar�us left the house.
On the follow�ng day, M. G�llenormand sa�d to h�s daughter:
“You w�ll send s�xty p�stoles every s�x months to that blood-dr�nker,

and you w�ll never ment�on h�s name to me.”



Hav�ng an �mmense reserve fund of wrath to get r�d of, and not
know�ng what to do w�th �t, he cont�nued to address h�s daughter as
you �nstead of thou for the next three months.

Mar�us, on h�s s�de, had gone forth �n �nd�gnat�on. There was one
c�rcumstance wh�ch, �t must be adm�tted, aggravated h�s
exasperat�on. There are always petty fatal�t�es of the sort wh�ch
compl�cate domest�c dramas. They augment the gr�evances �n such
cases, although, �n real�ty, the wrongs are not �ncreased by them.
Wh�le carry�ng Mar�us’ “duds” prec�p�tately to h�s chamber, at h�s
grandfather’s command, N�colette had, �nadvertently, let fall,
probably, on the att�c sta�rcase, wh�ch was dark, that medall�on of
black shagreen wh�ch conta�ned the paper penned by the colonel.
Ne�ther paper nor case could afterwards be found. Mar�us was
conv�nced that “Mons�eur G�llenormand”—from that day forth he
never alluded to h�m otherw�se—had flung “h�s father’s testament” �n
the f�re. He knew by heart the few l�nes wh�ch the colonel had
wr�tten, and, consequently, noth�ng was lost. But the paper, the
wr�t�ng, that sacred rel�c,—all that was h�s very heart. What had been
done w�th �t?

Mar�us had taken h�s departure w�thout say�ng wh�ther he was
go�ng, and w�thout know�ng where, w�th th�rty francs, h�s watch, and
a few clothes �n a hand-bag. He had entered a hackney-coach, had
engaged �t by the hour, and had d�rected h�s course at hap-hazard
towards the Lat�n quarter.

What was to become of Mar�us?



BOOK FOURTH—THE FRIENDS OF
THE A B C



CHAPTER I—A GROUP WHICH
BARELY MISSED BECOMING

HISTORIC
At that epoch, wh�ch was, to all appearances �nd�fferent, a certa�n

revolut�onary qu�ver was vaguely current. Breaths wh�ch had started
forth from the depths of ’89 and ’93 were �n the a�r. Youth was on the
po�nt, may the reader pardon us the word, of moult�ng. People were
undergo�ng a transformat�on, almost w�thout be�ng consc�ous of �t,
through the movement of the age. The needle wh�ch moves round
the compass also moves �n souls. Each person was tak�ng that step
�n advance wh�ch he was bound to take. The Royal�sts were
becom�ng l�berals, l�berals were turn�ng democrats. It was a flood
t�de compl�cated w�th a thousand ebb movements; the pecul�ar�ty of
ebbs �s to create �nterm�xtures; hence the comb�nat�on of very
s�ngular �deas; people adored both Napoleon and l�berty. We are
mak�ng h�story here. These were the m�rages of that per�od.
Op�n�ons traverse phases. Volta�r�an royal�sm, a qua�nt var�ety, had a
no less s�ngular sequel, Bonapart�st l�beral�sm.

Other groups of m�nds were more ser�ous. In that d�rect�on, they
sounded pr�nc�ples, they attached themselves to the r�ght. They grew
enthus�ast�c for the absolute, they caught gl�mpses of �nf�n�te
real�zat�ons; the absolute, by �ts very r�g�d�ty, urges sp�r�ts towards
the sky and causes them to float �n �ll�m�table space. There �s noth�ng
l�ke dogma for br�ng�ng forth dreams. And there �s noth�ng l�ke
dreams for engender�ng the future. Utop�a to-day, flesh and blood to-
morrow.

These advanced op�n�ons had a double foundat�on. A beg�nn�ng of
mystery menaced “the establ�shed order of th�ngs,” wh�ch was
susp�c�ous and underhand. A s�gn wh�ch was revolut�onary to the



h�ghest degree. The second thoughts of power meet the second
thoughts of the populace �n the m�ne. The �ncubat�on of �nsurrect�ons
g�ves the retort to the premed�tat�on of coups d‘état.

There d�d not, as yet, ex�st �n France any of those vast underly�ng
organ�zat�ons, l�ke the German tugendbund and Ital�an Carbonar�sm;
but here and there there were dark underm�n�ngs, wh�ch were �n
process of throw�ng off shoots. The Cougourde was be�ng outl�ned at
A�x; there ex�sted at Par�s, among other aff�l�at�ons of that nature, the
soc�ety of the Fr�ends of the A B C.

What were these Fr�ends of the A B C? A soc�ety wh�ch had for �ts
object apparently the educat�on of ch�ldren, �n real�ty the elevat�on of
man.

They declared themselves the Fr�ends of the A B C,—the Aba�ssé,
—the debased,—that �s to say, the people. They w�shed to elevate
the people. It was a pun wh�ch we should do wrong to sm�le at. Puns
are somet�mes ser�ous factors �n pol�t�cs; w�tness the Castratus ad
castra, wh�ch made a general of the army of Narses; w�tness:
Barbar� et Barber�n�; w�tness: Tu es Petrus et super hanc petram,
etc., etc.

The Fr�ends of the A B C were not numerous, �t was a secret
soc�ety �n the state of embryo, we m�ght almost say a coter�e, �f
coter�es ended �n heroes. They assembled �n Par�s �n two local�t�es,
near the f�sh-market, �n a w�ne-shop called Cor�nthe, of wh�ch more
w�ll be heard later on, and near the Pantheon �n a l�ttle café �n the
Rue Sa�nt-M�chel called the Café Musa�n, now torn down; the f�rst of
these meet�ng-places was close to the work�ngman, the second to
the students.

The assembl�es of the Fr�ends of the A B C were usually held �n a
back room of the Café Musa�n.

Th�s hall, wh�ch was tolerably remote from the café, w�th wh�ch �t
was connected by an extremely long corr�dor, had two w�ndows and
an ex�t w�th a pr�vate sta�rway on the l�ttle Rue des Grès. There they
smoked and drank, and gambled and laughed. There they
conversed �n very loud tones about everyth�ng, and �n wh�spers of
other th�ngs. An old map of France under the Republ�c was na�led to



the wall,—a s�gn qu�te suff�c�ent to exc�te the susp�c�on of a pol�ce
agent.

The greater part of the Fr�ends of the A B C were students, who
were on cord�al terms w�th the work�ng classes. Here are the names
of the pr�nc�pal ones. They belong, �n a certa�n measure, to h�story:
Enjolras, Combeferre, Jean Prouva�re, Feu�lly, Courfeyrac, Bahorel,
Lesgle or La�gle, Joly, Granta�re.

These young men formed a sort of fam�ly, through the bond of
fr�endsh�p. All, w�th the except�on of La�gle, were from the South.

Enlarge
Fr�ends of the a B C 3b4-1-abc-fr�ends 

Th�s was a remarkable group. It van�shed �n the �nv�s�ble depths
wh�ch l�e beh�nd us. At the po�nt of th�s drama wh�ch we have now
reached, �t w�ll not perhaps be superfluous to throw a ray of l�ght
upon these youthful heads, before the reader beholds them plung�ng
�nto the shadow of a trag�c adventure.

Enjolras, whose name we have ment�oned f�rst of all,—the reader
shall see why later on,—was an only son and wealthy.

Enjolras was a charm�ng young man, who was capable of be�ng
terr�ble. He was angel�cally handsome. He was a savage Ant�nous.
One would have sa�d, to see the pens�ve thoughtfulness of h�s
glance, that he had already, �n some prev�ous state of ex�stence,
traversed the revolut�onary apocalypse. He possessed the trad�t�on
of �t as though he had been a w�tness. He was acqua�nted w�th all
the m�nute deta�ls of the great affa�r. A pont�f�cal and warl�ke nature,
a s�ngular th�ng �n a youth. He was an off�c�at�ng pr�est and a man of
war; from the �mmed�ate po�nt of v�ew, a sold�er of the democracy;
above the contemporary movement, the pr�est of the �deal. H�s eyes
were deep, h�s l�ds a l�ttle red, h�s lower l�p was th�ck and eas�ly
became d�sda�nful, h�s brow was lofty. A great deal of brow �n a face
�s l�ke a great deal of hor�zon �n a v�ew. L�ke certa�n young men at the
beg�nn�ng of th�s century and the end of the last, who became
�llustr�ous at an early age, he was endowed w�th excess�ve youth,
and was as rosy as a young g�rl, although subject to hours of pallor.
Already a man, he st�ll seemed a ch�ld. H�s two and twenty years
appeared to be but seventeen; he was ser�ous, �t d�d not seem as



though he were aware there was on earth a th�ng called woman. He
had but one pass�on—the r�ght; but one thought—to overthrow the
obstacle. On Mount Avent�ne, he would have been Gracchus; �n the
Convent�on, he would have been Sa�nt-Just. He hardly saw the
roses, he �gnored spr�ng, he d�d not hear the caroll�ng of the b�rds;
the bare throat of Evadne would have moved h�m no more than �t
would have moved Ar�stoge�ton; he, l�ke Harmod�us, thought flowers
good for noth�ng except to conceal the sword. He was severe �n h�s
enjoyments. He chastely dropped h�s eyes before everyth�ng wh�ch
was not the Republ�c. He was the marble lover of l�berty. H�s speech
was harshly �nsp�red, and had the thr�ll of a hymn. He was subject to
unexpected outbursts of soul. Woe to the love-affa�r wh�ch should
have r�sked �tself bes�de h�m! If any gr�sette of the Place Cambra� or
the Rue Sa�nt-Jean-de-Beauva�s, see�ng that face of a youth
escaped from college, that page’s m�en, those long, golden lashes,
those blue eyes, that ha�r b�llow�ng �n the w�nd, those rosy cheeks,
those fresh l�ps, those exqu�s�te teeth, had conce�ved an appet�te for
that complete aurora, and had tr�ed her beauty on Enjolras, an
astound�ng and terr�ble glance would have promptly shown her the
abyss, and would have taught her not to confound the m�ghty cherub
of Ezek�el w�th the gallant Cherub�no of Beaumarcha�s.

By the s�de of Enjolras, who represented the log�c of the
Revolut�on, Combeferre represented �ts ph�losophy. Between the
log�c of the Revolut�on and �ts ph�losophy there ex�sts th�s d�fference
—that �ts log�c may end �n war, whereas �ts ph�losophy can end only
�n peace. Combeferre complemented and rect�f�ed Enjolras. He was
less lofty, but broader. He des�red to pour �nto all m�nds the extens�ve
pr�nc�ples of general �deas: he sa�d: “Revolut�on, but c�v�l�zat�on”; and
around the mounta�n peak he opened out a vast v�ew of the blue sky.
The Revolut�on was more adapted for breath�ng w�th Combeferre
than w�th Enjolras. Enjolras expressed �ts d�v�ne r�ght, and
Combeferre �ts natural r�ght. The f�rst attached h�mself to
Robesp�erre; the second conf�ned h�mself to Condorcet. Combeferre
l�ved the l�fe of all the rest of the world more than d�d Enjolras. If �t
had been granted to these two young men to atta�n to h�story, the
one would have been the just, the other the w�se man. Enjolras was
the more v�r�le, Combeferre the more humane. Homo and v�r, that



was the exact effect of the�r d�fferent shades. Combeferre was as
gentle as Enjolras was severe, through natural wh�teness. He loved
the word c�t�zen, but he preferred the word man. He would gladly
have sa�d: Hombre, l�ke the Span�sh. He read everyth�ng, went to the
theatres, attended the courses of publ�c lecturers, learned the
polar�zat�on of l�ght from Arago, grew enthus�ast�c over a lesson �n
wh�ch Geoffroy Sa�nte-H�la�re expla�ned the double funct�on of the
external carot�d artery, and the �nternal, the one wh�ch makes the
face, and the one wh�ch makes the bra�n; he kept up w�th what was
go�ng on, followed sc�ence step by step, compared Sa�nt-S�mon w�th
Four�er, dec�phered h�eroglyph�cs, broke the pebble wh�ch he found
and reasoned on geology, drew from memory a s�lkworm moth,
po�nted out the faulty French �n the D�ct�onary of the Academy,
stud�ed Puységur and Deleuze, aff�rmed noth�ng, not even m�racles;
den�ed noth�ng, not even ghosts; turned over the f�les of the
Mon�teur, reflected. He declared that the future l�es �n the hand of the
schoolmaster, and bus�ed h�mself w�th educat�onal quest�ons. He
des�red that soc�ety should labor w�thout relaxat�on at the elevat�on
of the moral and �ntellectual level, at co�n�ng sc�ence, at putt�ng �deas
�nto c�rculat�on, at �ncreas�ng the m�nd �n youthful persons, and he
feared lest the present poverty of method, the paltr�ness from a
l�terary po�nt of v�ew conf�ned to two or three centur�es called class�c,
the tyrann�cal dogmat�sm of off�c�al pedants, scholast�c prejud�ces
and rout�nes should end by convert�ng our colleges �nto art�f�c�al
oyster beds. He was learned, a pur�st, exact, a graduate of the
Polytechn�c, a close student, and at the same t�me, thoughtful “even
to ch�mæras,” so h�s fr�ends sa�d. He bel�eved �n all dreams,
ra�lroads, the suppress�on of suffer�ng �n ch�rurg�cal operat�ons, the
f�x�ng of �mages �n the dark chamber, the electr�c telegraph, the
steer�ng of balloons. Moreover, he was not much alarmed by the
c�tadels erected aga�nst the human m�nd �n every d�rect�on, by
superst�t�on, despot�sm, and prejud�ce. He was one of those who
th�nk that sc�ence w�ll eventually turn the pos�t�on. Enjolras was a
ch�ef, Combeferre was a gu�de. One would have l�ked to f�ght under
the one and to march beh�nd the other. It �s not that Combeferre was
not capable of f�ght�ng, he d�d not refuse a hand-to-hand combat w�th
the obstacle, and to attack �t by ma�n force and explos�vely; but �t



su�ted h�m better to br�ng the human race �nto accord w�th �ts dest�ny
gradually, by means of educat�on, the �nculcat�on of ax�oms, the
promulgat�on of pos�t�ve laws; and, between two l�ghts, h�s
preference was rather for �llum�nat�on than for conflagrat�on. A
conflagrat�on can create an aurora, no doubt, but why not awa�t the
dawn? A volcano �llum�nates, but daybreak furn�shes a st�ll better
�llum�nat�on. Poss�bly, Combeferre preferred the wh�teness of the
beaut�ful to the blaze of the subl�me. A l�ght troubled by smoke,
progress purchased at the expense of v�olence, only half sat�sf�ed
th�s tender and ser�ous sp�r�t. The headlong prec�p�tat�on of a people
�nto the truth, a ‘93, terr�f�ed h�m; nevertheless, stagnat�on was st�ll
more repuls�ve to h�m, �n �t he detected putrefact�on and death; on
the whole, he preferred scum to m�asma, and he preferred the
torrent to the cesspool, and the falls of N�agara to the lake of
Montfaucon. In short, he des�red ne�ther halt nor haste. Wh�le h�s
tumultuous fr�ends, capt�vated by the absolute, adored and �nvoked
splend�d revolut�onary adventures, Combeferre was �ncl�ned to let
progress, good progress, take �ts own course; he may have been
cold, but he was pure; method�cal, but �rreproachable; phlegmat�c,
but �mperturbable. Combeferre would have knelt and clasped h�s
hands to enable the future to arr�ve �n all �ts candor, and that noth�ng
m�ght d�sturb the �mmense and v�rtuous evolut�on of the races. The
good must be �nnocent, he repeated �ncessantly. And �n fact, �f the
grandeur of the Revolut�on cons�sts �n keep�ng the dazzl�ng �deal
f�xedly �n v�ew, and of soar�ng th�ther athwart the l�ghtn�ngs, w�th f�re
and blood �n �ts talons, the beauty of progress l�es �n be�ng spotless;
and there ex�sts between Wash�ngton, who represents the one, and
Danton, who �ncarnates the other, that d�fference wh�ch separates
the swan from the angel w�th the w�ngs of an eagle.

Jean Prouva�re was a st�ll softer shade than Combeferre. H�s
name was Jehan, ow�ng to that petty momentary freak wh�ch
m�ngled w�th the powerful and profound movement whence sprang
the very essent�al study of the M�ddle Ages. Jean Prouva�re was �n
love; he cult�vated a pot of flowers, played on the flute, made verses,
loved the people, p�t�ed woman, wept over the ch�ld, confounded
God and the future �n the same conf�dence, and blamed the
Revolut�on for hav�ng caused the fall of a royal head, that of André



Chén�er. H�s vo�ce was ord�nar�ly del�cate, but suddenly grew manly.
He was learned even to erud�t�on, and almost an Or�ental�st. Above
all, he was good; and, a very s�mple th�ng to those who know how
nearly goodness borders on grandeur, �n the matter of poetry, he
preferred the �mmense. He knew Ital�an, Lat�n, Greek, and Hebrew;
and these served h�m only for the perusal of four poets: Dante,
Juvenal, Æschylus, and Isa�ah. In French, he preferred Corne�lle to
Rac�ne, and Agr�ppa d’Aub�gné to Corne�lle. He loved to saunter
through f�elds of w�ld oats and corn-flowers, and bus�ed h�mself w�th
clouds nearly as much as w�th events. H�s m�nd had two att�tudes,
one on the s�de towards man, the other on that towards God; he
stud�ed or he contemplated. All day long, he bur�ed h�mself �n soc�al
quest�ons, salary, cap�tal, cred�t, marr�age, rel�g�on, l�berty of thought,
educat�on, penal serv�tude, poverty, assoc�at�on, property, product�on
and shar�ng, the en�gma of th�s lower world wh�ch covers the human
ant-h�ll w�th darkness; and at n�ght, he gazed upon the planets, those
enormous be�ngs. L�ke Enjolras, he was wealthy and an only son. He
spoke softly, bowed h�s head, lowered h�s eyes, sm�led w�th
embarrassment, dressed badly, had an awkward a�r, blushed at a
mere noth�ng, and was very t�m�d. Yet he was �ntrep�d.

Feu�lly was a work�ngman, a fan-maker, orphaned both of father
and mother, who earned w�th d�ff�culty three francs a day, and had
but one thought, to del�ver the world. He had one other
preoccupat�on, to educate h�mself; he called th�s also, del�ver�ng
h�mself. He had taught h�mself to read and wr�te; everyth�ng that he
knew, he had learned by h�mself. Feu�lly had a generous heart. The
range of h�s embrace was �mmense. Th�s orphan had adopted the
peoples. As h�s mother had fa�led h�m, he med�tated on h�s country.
He brooded w�th the profound d�v�nat�on of the man of the people,
over what we now call the �dea of the nat�onal�ty, had learned h�story
w�th the express object of rag�ng w�th full knowledge of the case. In
th�s club of young Utop�ans, occup�ed ch�efly w�th France, he
represented the outs�de world. He had for h�s spec�alty Greece,
Poland, Hungary, Rouman�a, Italy. He uttered these names
�ncessantly, appropr�ately and �nappropr�ately, w�th the tenac�ty of
r�ght. The v�olat�ons of Turkey on Greece and Thessaly, of Russ�a on
Warsaw, of Austr�a on Ven�ce, enraged h�m. Above all th�ngs, the



great v�olence of 1772 aroused h�m. There �s no more sovere�gn
eloquence than the true �n �nd�gnat�on; he was eloquent w�th that
eloquence. He was �nexhaust�ble on that �nfamous date of 1772, on
the subject of that noble and val�ant race suppressed by treason,
and that three-s�ded cr�me, on that monstrous ambush, the prototype
and pattern of all those horr�ble suppress�ons of states, wh�ch, s�nce
that t�me, have struck many a noble nat�on, and have annulled the�r
cert�f�cate of b�rth, so to speak. All contemporary soc�al cr�mes have
the�r or�g�n �n the part�t�on of Poland. The part�t�on of Poland �s a
theorem of wh�ch all present pol�t�cal outrages are the corollar�es.
There has not been a despot, nor a tra�tor for nearly a century back,
who has not s�gned, approved, counter-s�gned, and cop�ed, ne
var�atur, the part�t�on of Poland. When the record of modern treasons
was exam�ned, that was the f�rst th�ng wh�ch made �ts appearance.
The congress of V�enna consulted that cr�me before consummat�ng
�ts own. 1772 sounded the onset; 1815 was the death of the game.
Such was Feu�lly’s hab�tual text. Th�s poor work�ngman had
const�tuted h�mself the tutor of Just�ce, and she recompensed h�m by
render�ng h�m great. The fact �s, that there �s etern�ty �n r�ght.
Warsaw can no more be Tartar than Ven�ce can be Teuton. K�ngs
lose the�r pa�ns and the�r honor �n the attempt to make them so.
Sooner or later, the submerged part floats to the surface and
reappears. Greece becomes Greece aga�n, Italy �s once more Italy.
The protest of r�ght aga�nst the deed pers�sts forever. The theft of a
nat�on cannot be allowed by prescr�pt�on. These lofty deeds of
rascal�ty have no future. A nat�on cannot have �ts mark extracted l�ke
a pocket handkerch�ef.

Courfeyrac had a father who was called M. de Courfeyrac. One of
the false �deas of the bourgeo�s�e under the Restorat�on as regards
ar�stocracy and the nob�l�ty was to bel�eve �n the part�cle. The
part�cle, as every one knows, possesses no s�gn�f�cance. But the
bourgeo�s of the epoch of la M�nerve est�mated so h�ghly that poor
de, that they thought themselves bound to abd�cate �t. M. de
Chauvel�n had h�mself called M. Chauvel�n; M. de Caumart�n, M.
Caumart�n; M. de Constant de Robecque, Benjam�n Constant; M. de
Lafayette, M. Lafayette. Courfeyrac had not w�shed to rema�n beh�nd
the rest, and called h�mself pla�n Courfeyrac.



We m�ght almost, so far as Courfeyrac �s concerned, stop here,
and conf�ne ourselves to say�ng w�th regard to what rema�ns: “For
Courfeyrac, see Tholomyès.”

Courfeyrac had, �n fact, that an�mat�on of youth wh�ch may be
called the beauté du d�able of the m�nd. Later on, th�s d�sappears l�ke
the playfulness of the k�tten, and all th�s grace ends, w�th the
bourgeo�s, on two legs, and w�th the tomcat, on four paws.

Th�s sort of w�t �s transm�tted from generat�on to generat�on of the
success�ve lev�es of youth who traverse the schools, who pass �t
from hand to hand, quas� cursores, and �s almost always exactly the
same; so that, as we have just po�nted out, any one who had
l�stened to Courfeyrac �n 1828 would have thought he heard
Tholomyès �n 1817. Only, Courfeyrac was an honorable fellow.
Beneath the apparent s�m�lar�t�es of the exter�or m�nd, the d�fference
between h�m and Tholomyès was very great. The latent man wh�ch
ex�sted �n the two was totally d�fferent �n the f�rst from what �t was �n
the second. There was �n Tholomyès a d�str�ct attorney, and �n
Courfeyrac a palad�n.

Enjolras was the ch�ef, Combeferre was the gu�de, Courfeyrac was
the centre. The others gave more l�ght, he shed more warmth; the
truth �s, that he possessed all the qual�t�es of a centre, roundness
and rad�ance.

Bahorel had f�gured �n the bloody tumult of June, 1822, on the
occas�on of the bur�al of young Lallemand.

Bahorel was a good-natured mortal, who kept bad company,
brave, a spendthr�ft, prod�gal, and to the verge of generos�ty,
talkat�ve, and at t�mes eloquent, bold to the verge of effrontery; the
best fellow poss�ble; he had dar�ng wa�stcoats, and scarlet op�n�ons;
a wholesale blusterer, that �s to say, lov�ng noth�ng so much as a
quarrel, unless �t were an upr�s�ng; and noth�ng so much as an
upr�s�ng, unless �t were a revolut�on; always ready to smash a
w�ndow-pane, then to tear up the pavement, then to demol�sh a
government, just to see the effect of �t; a student �n h�s eleventh year.
He had nosed about the law, but d�d not pract�se �t. He had taken for
h�s dev�ce: “Never a lawyer,” and for h�s armor�al bear�ngs a
n�ghtstand �n wh�ch was v�s�ble a square cap. Every t�me that he



passed the law-school, wh�ch rarely happened, he buttoned up h�s
frock-coat,—the paletot had not yet been �nvented,—and took
hyg�en�c precaut�ons. Of the school porter he sa�d: “What a f�ne old
man!” and of the dean, M. Delv�ncourt: “What a monument!” In h�s
lectures he esp�ed subjects for ballads, and �n h�s professors
occas�ons for car�cature. He wasted a tolerably large allowance,
someth�ng l�ke three thousand francs a year, �n do�ng noth�ng.

He had peasant parents whom he had contr�ved to �mbue w�th
respect for the�r son.

He sa�d of them: “They are peasants and not bourgeo�s; that �s the
reason they are �ntell�gent.”

Bahorel, a man of capr�ce, was scattered over numerous cafés;
the others had hab�ts, he had none. He sauntered. To stray �s
human. To saunter �s Par�s�an. In real�ty, he had a penetrat�ng m�nd
and was more of a th�nker than appeared to v�ew.

He served as a connect�ng l�nk between the Fr�ends of the A B C
and other st�ll unorgan�zed groups, wh�ch were dest�ned to take form
later on.

In th�s conclave of young heads, there was one bald member.
The Marqu�s d’Avaray, whom Lou�s XVIII. made a duke for hav�ng

ass�sted h�m to enter a hackney-coach on the day when he
em�grated, was wont to relate, that �n 1814, on h�s return to France,
as the K�ng was d�sembark�ng at Cala�s, a man handed h�m a
pet�t�on.

“What �s your request?” sa�d the K�ng.
“S�re, a post-off�ce.”
“What �s your name?”
“L’A�gle.”
The K�ng frowned, glanced at the s�gnature of the pet�t�on and

beheld the name wr�tten thus: LESGLE. Th�s non-Bonaparte
orthography touched the K�ng and he began to sm�le. “S�re,”
resumed the man w�th the pet�t�on, “I had for ancestor a keeper of
the hounds surnamed Lesgueules. Th�s surname furn�shed my
name. I am called Lesgueules, by contract�on Lesgle, and by
corrupt�on l’A�gle.” Th�s caused the K�ng to sm�le broadly. Later on he



gave the man the post�ng off�ce of Meaux, e�ther �ntent�onally or
acc�dentally.

The bald member of the group was the son of th�s Lesgle, or
Légle, and he s�gned h�mself, Légle [de Meaux]. As an abbrev�at�on,
h�s compan�ons called h�m Bossuet.

Bossuet was a gay but unlucky fellow. H�s spec�alty was not to
succeed �n anyth�ng. As an offset, he laughed at everyth�ng. At f�ve
and twenty he was bald. H�s father had ended by own�ng a house
and a f�eld; but he, the son, had made haste to lose that house and
f�eld �n a bad speculat�on. He had noth�ng left. He possessed
knowledge and w�t, but all he d�d m�scarr�ed. Everyth�ng fa�led h�m
and everybody dece�ved h�m; what he was bu�ld�ng tumbled down on
top of h�m. If he were spl�tt�ng wood, he cut off a f�nger. If he had a
m�stress, he speed�ly d�scovered that he had a fr�end also. Some
m�sfortune happened to h�m every moment, hence h�s jov�al�ty. He
sa�d: “I l�ve under fall�ng t�les.” He was not eas�ly aston�shed,
because, for h�m, an acc�dent was what he had foreseen, he took h�s
bad luck serenely, and sm�led at the teas�ng of fate, l�ke a person
who �s l�sten�ng to pleasantr�es. He was poor, but h�s fund of good
humor was �nexhaust�ble. He soon reached h�s last sou, never h�s
last burst of laughter. When advers�ty entered h�s doors, he saluted
th�s old acqua�ntance cord�ally, he tapped all catastrophes on the
stomach; he was fam�l�ar w�th fatal�ty to the po�nt of call�ng �t by �ts
n�ckname: “Good day, Gu�gnon,” he sa�d to �t.

These persecut�ons of fate had rendered h�m �nvent�ve. He was
full of resources. He had no money, but he found means, when �t
seemed good to h�m, to �ndulge �n “unbr�dled extravagance.” One
n�ght, he went so far as to eat a “hundred francs” �n a supper w�th a
wench, wh�ch �nsp�red h�m to make th�s memorable remark �n the
m�dst of the orgy: “Pull off my boots, you f�ve-lou�s jade.”

Bossuet was slowly d�rect�ng h�s steps towards the profess�on of a
lawyer; he was pursu�ng h�s law stud�es after the manner of Bahorel.
Bossuet had not much dom�c�le, somet�mes none at all. He lodged
now w�th one, now w�th another, most often w�th Joly. Joly was
study�ng med�c�ne. He was two years younger than Bossuet.



Joly was the “malade �mag�na�re” jun�or. What he had won �n
med�c�ne was to be more of an �nval�d than a doctor. At three and
twenty he thought h�mself a valetud�nar�an, and passed h�s l�fe �n
�nspect�ng h�s tongue �n the m�rror. He aff�rmed that man becomes
magnet�c l�ke a needle, and �n h�s chamber he placed h�s bed w�th �ts
head to the south, and the foot to the north, so that, at n�ght, the
c�rculat�on of h�s blood m�ght not be �nterfered w�th by the great
electr�c current of the globe. Dur�ng thunder storms, he felt h�s pulse.
Otherw�se, he was the gayest of them all. All these young, man�acal,
puny, merry �ncoherences l�ved �n harmony together, and the result
was an eccentr�c and agreeable be�ng whom h�s comrades, who
were prod�gal of w�nged consonants, called Jolllly. “You may fly away
on the four L’s,” Jean Prouva�re sa�d to h�m.23

Joly had a tr�ck of touch�ng h�s nose w�th the t�p of h�s cane, wh�ch
�s an �nd�cat�on of a sagac�ous m�nd.

All these young men who d�ffered so greatly, and who, on the
whole, can only be d�scussed ser�ously, held the same rel�g�on:
Progress.

All were the d�rect sons of the French Revolut�on. The most g�ddy
of them became solemn when they pronounced that date: ’89. The�r
fathers �n the flesh had been, e�ther royal�sts, doctr�na�res, �t matters
not what; th�s confus�on anter�or to themselves, who were young, d�d
not concern them at all; the pure blood of pr�nc�ple ran �n the�r ve�ns.
They attached themselves, w�thout �ntermed�ate shades, to
�ncorrupt�ble r�ght and absolute duty.

Aff�l�ated and �n�t�ated, they sketched out the �deal underground.
Among all these glow�ng hearts and thoroughly conv�nced m�nds,

there was one scept�c. How came he there? By juxtapos�t�on. Th�s
scept�c’s name was Granta�re, and he was �n the hab�t of s�gn�ng
h�mself w�th th�s rebus: R. Granta�re was a man who took good care
not to bel�eve �n anyth�ng. Moreover, he was one of the students who
had learned the most dur�ng the�r course at Par�s; he knew that the
best coffee was to be had at the Café Lembl�n, and the best b�ll�ards
at the Café Volta�re, that good cakes and lasses were to be found at
the Erm�tage, on the Boulevard du Ma�ne, spatchcocked ch�ckens at
Mother Sauget’s, excellent matelotes at the Barr�ère de la Cunette,



and a certa�n th�n wh�te w�ne at the Barr�ère du Compat. He knew the
best place for everyth�ng; �n add�t�on, box�ng and foot-fenc�ng and
some dances; and he was a thorough s�ngle-st�ck player. He was a
tremendous dr�nker to boot. He was �nord�nately homely: the prett�est
boot-st�tcher of that day, Irma Bo�ssy, enraged w�th h�s homel�ness,
pronounced sentence on h�m as follows: “Granta�re �s �mposs�ble”;
but Granta�re’s fatu�ty was not to be d�sconcerted. He stared tenderly
and f�xedly at all women, w�th the a�r of say�ng to them all: “If I only
chose!” and of try�ng to make h�s comrades bel�eve that he was �n
general demand.

All those words: r�ghts of the people, r�ghts of man, the soc�al
contract, the French Revolut�on, the Republ�c, democracy, human�ty,
c�v�l�zat�on, rel�g�on, progress, came very near to s�gn�fy�ng noth�ng
whatever to Granta�re. He sm�led at them. Scept�c�sm, that car�es of
the �ntell�gence, had not left h�m a s�ngle whole �dea. He l�ved w�th
�rony. Th�s was h�s ax�om: “There �s but one certa�nty, my full glass.”
He sneered at all devot�on �n all part�es, the father as well as the
brother, Robesp�erre jun�or as well as Lo�zerolles. “They are greatly
�n advance to be dead,” he excla�med. He sa�d of the cruc�f�x: “There
�s a g�bbet wh�ch has been a success.” A rover, a gambler, a
l�bert�ne, often drunk, he d�spleased these young dreamers by
humm�ng �ncessantly: “J’a�mons les f�lles, et j’a�mons le bon v�n.” A�r:
V�ve Henr� IV.

However, th�s scept�c had one fanat�c�sm. Th�s fanat�c�sm was
ne�ther a dogma, nor an �dea, nor an art, nor a sc�ence; �t was a
man: Enjolras. Granta�re adm�red, loved, and venerated Enjolras. To
whom d�d th�s anarch�cal scoffer un�te h�mself �n th�s phalanx of
absolute m�nds? To the most absolute. In what manner had Enjolras
subjugated h�m? By h�s �deas? No. By h�s character. A phenomenon
wh�ch �s often observable. A scept�c who adheres to a bel�ever �s as
s�mple as the law of complementary colors. That wh�ch we lack
attracts us. No one loves the l�ght l�ke the bl�nd man. The dwarf
adores the drum-major. The toad always has h�s eyes f�xed on
heaven. Why? In order to watch the b�rd �n �ts fl�ght. Granta�re, �n
whom wr�thed doubt, loved to watch fa�th soar �n Enjolras. He had
need of Enjolras. That chaste, healthy, f�rm, upr�ght, hard, cand�d
nature charmed h�m, w�thout h�s be�ng clearly aware of �t, and



w�thout the �dea of expla�n�ng �t to h�mself hav�ng occurred to h�m. He
adm�red h�s oppos�te by �nst�nct. H�s soft, y�eld�ng, d�slocated, s�ckly,
shapeless �deas attached themselves to Enjolras as to a sp�nal
column. H�s moral backbone leaned on that f�rmness. Granta�re �n
the presence of Enjolras became some one once more. He was,
h�mself, moreover, composed of two elements, wh�ch were, to all
appearance, �ncompat�ble. He was �ron�cal and cord�al. H�s
�nd�fference loved. H�s m�nd could get along w�thout bel�ef, but h�s
heart could not get along w�thout fr�endsh�p. A profound
contrad�ct�on; for an affect�on �s a conv�ct�on. H�s nature was thus
const�tuted. There are men who seem to be born to be the reverse,
the obverse, the wrong s�de. They are Pollux, Patrocles, N�sus,
Eudam�das, Ephest�on, Pechmeja. They only ex�st on cond�t�on that
they are backed up w�th another man; the�r name �s a sequel, and �s
only wr�tten preceded by the conjunct�on and; and the�r ex�stence �s
not the�r own; �t �s the other s�de of an ex�stence wh�ch �s not the�rs.
Granta�re was one of these men. He was the obverse of Enjolras.

One m�ght almost say that aff�n�t�es beg�n w�th the letters of the
alphabet. In the ser�es O and P are �nseparable. You can, at w�ll,
pronounce O and P or Orestes and Pylades.

Granta�re, Enjolras’ true satell�te, �nhab�ted th�s c�rcle of young
men; he l�ved there, he took no pleasure anywhere but there; he
followed them everywhere. H�s joy was to see these forms go and
come through the fumes of w�ne. They tolerated h�m on account of
h�s good humor.

Enjolras, the bel�ever, d�sda�ned th�s scept�c; and, a sober man
h�mself, scorned th�s drunkard. He accorded h�m a l�ttle lofty p�ty.
Granta�re was an unaccepted Pylades. Always harshly treated by
Enjolras, roughly repulsed, rejected yet ever return�ng to the charge,
he sa�d of Enjolras: “What f�ne marble!”



CHAPTER II—BLONDEAU’S FUNERAL
ORATION BY BOSSUET

On a certa�n afternoon, wh�ch had, as w�ll be seen hereafter, some
co�nc�dence w�th the events heretofore related, La�gle de Meaux was
to be seen lean�ng �n a sensual manner aga�nst the doorpost of the
Café Musa�n. He had the a�r of a caryat�d on a vacat�on; he carr�ed
noth�ng but h�s rever�e, however. He was star�ng at the Place Sa�nt-
M�chel. To lean one’s back aga�nst a th�ng �s equ�valent to ly�ng down
wh�le stand�ng erect, wh�ch att�tude �s not hated by th�nkers. La�gle
de Meaux was ponder�ng w�thout melancholy, over a l�ttle
m�sadventure wh�ch had befallen h�m two days prev�ously at the law-
school, and wh�ch had mod�f�ed h�s personal plans for the future,
plans wh�ch were rather �nd�st�nct �n any case.

Rever�e does not prevent a cab from pass�ng by, nor the dreamer
from tak�ng note of that cab. La�gle de Meaux, whose eyes were
stray�ng about �n a sort of d�ffuse loung�ng, perce�ved, athwart h�s
somnambul�sm, a two-wheeled veh�cle proceed�ng through the
place, at a foot pace and apparently �n �ndec�s�on. For whom was
th�s cabr�olet? Why was �t dr�v�ng at a walk? La�gle took a survey. In
�t, bes�de the coachman, sat a young man, and �n front of the young
man lay a rather bulky hand-bag. The bag d�splayed to passers-by
the follow�ng name �nscr�bed �n large black letters on a card wh�ch
was sewn to the stuff: MARIUS PONTMERCY.

Th�s name caused La�gle to change h�s att�tude. He drew h�mself
up and hurled th�s apostrophe at the young man �n the cabr�olet:—

“Mons�eur Mar�us Pontmercy!”
The cabr�olet thus addressed came to a halt.
The young man, who also seemed deeply bur�ed �n thought, ra�sed

h�s eyes:—



“Hey?” sa�d he.
“You are M. Mar�us Pontmercy?”
“Certa�nly.”
“I was look�ng for you,” resumed La�gle de Meaux.
“How so?” demanded Mar�us; for �t was he: �n fact, he had just

qu�tted h�s grandfather’s, and had before h�m a face wh�ch he now
beheld for the f�rst t�me. “I do not know you.”

“Ne�ther do I know you,” responded La�gle.
Mar�us thought he had encountered a wag, the beg�nn�ng of a

myst�f�cat�on �n the open street. He was not �n a very good humor at
the moment. He frowned. La�gle de Meaux went on �mperturbably:—

“You were not at the school day before yesterday.”
“That �s poss�ble.”
“That �s certa�n.”
“You are a student?” demanded Mar�us.
“Yes, s�r. L�ke yourself. Day before yesterday, I entered the school,

by chance. You know, one does have such freaks somet�mes. The
professor was just call�ng the roll. You are not unaware that they are
very r�d�culous on such occas�ons. At the th�rd call, unanswered,
your name �s erased from the l�st. S�xty francs �n the gulf.”

Mar�us began to l�sten.
“It was Blondeau who was mak�ng the call. You know Blondeau,

he has a very po�nted and very mal�c�ous nose, and he del�ghts to
scent out the absent. He slyly began w�th the letter P. I was not
l�sten�ng, not be�ng comprom�sed by that letter. The call was not
go�ng badly. No erasures; the un�verse was present. Blondeau was
gr�eved. I sa�d to myself: ‘Blondeau, my love, you w�ll not get the very
smallest sort of an execut�on to-day.’ All at once Blondeau calls,
‘Mar�us Pontmercy!’ No one answers. Blondeau, f�lled w�th hope,
repeats more loudly: ‘Mar�us Pontmercy!’ And he takes h�s pen.
Mons�eur, I have bowels of compass�on. I sa�d to myself hast�ly:
‘Here’s a brave fellow who �s go�ng to get scratched out. Attent�on.
Here �s a ver�table mortal who �s not exact. He’s not a good student.
Here �s none of your heavy-s�des, a student who stud�es, a



greenhorn pedant, strong on letters, theology, sc�ence, and
sap�ence, one of those dull w�ts cut by the square; a p�n by
profess�on. He �s an honorable �dler who lounges, who pract�ses
country jaunts, who cult�vates the gr�sette, who pays court to the fa�r
sex, who �s at th�s very moment, perhaps, w�th my m�stress. Let us
save h�m. Death to Blondeau!’ At that moment, Blondeau d�pped h�s
pen �n, all black w�th erasures �n the �nk, cast h�s yellow eyes round
the aud�ence room, and repeated for the th�rd t�me: ‘Mar�us
Pontmercy!’ I repl�ed: ‘Present!’ Th�s �s why you were not crossed
off.”

“Mons�eur!—” sa�d Mar�us.
“And why I was,” added La�gle de Meaux.
“I do not understand you,” sa�d Mar�us.
La�gle resumed:—
“Noth�ng �s more s�mple. I was close to the desk to reply, and close

to the door for the purpose of fl�ght. The professor gazed at me w�th
a certa�n �ntens�ty. All of a sudden, Blondeau, who must be the
mal�c�ous nose alluded to by Bo�leau, sk�pped to the letter L. L �s my
letter. I am from Meaux, and my name �s Lesgle.”

“L’A�gle!” �nterrupted Mar�us, “what f�ne name!”
“Mons�eur, Blondeau came to th�s f�ne name, and called: ‘La�gle!’ I

reply: ‘Present!’ Then Blondeau gazes at me, w�th the gentleness of
a t�ger, and says to me: ‘If you are Pontmercy, you are not La�gle.’ A
phrase wh�ch has a d�sobl�g�ng a�r for you, but wh�ch was lugubr�ous
only for me. That sa�d, he crossed me off.”

Mar�us excla�med:—
“I am mort�f�ed, s�r—”
“F�rst of all,” �nterposed La�gle, “I demand perm�ss�on to embalm

Blondeau �n a few phrases of deeply felt eulog�um. I w�ll assume that
he �s dead. There w�ll be no great change requ�red �n h�s gauntness,
�n h�s pallor, �n h�s coldness, and �n h�s smell. And I say: ‘Erud�m�n�
qu� jud�cat�s terram. Here l�es Blondeau, Blondeau the Nose,
Blondeau Nas�ca, the ox of d�sc�pl�ne, bos d�sc�pl�næ, the
bloodhound of the password, the angel of the roll-call, who was



upr�ght, square, exact, r�g�d, honest, and h�deous. God crossed h�m
off as he crossed me off.’”

Mar�us resumed:—
“I am very sorry—”
“Young man,” sa�d La�gle de Meaux, “let th�s serve you as a

lesson. In future, be exact.”
“I really beg you a thousand pardons.”
“Do not expose your ne�ghbor to the danger of hav�ng h�s name

erased aga�n.”
“I am extremely sorry—”
La�gle burst out laugh�ng.
“And I am del�ghted. I was on the br�nk of becom�ng a lawyer. Th�s

erasure saves me. I renounce the tr�umphs of the bar. I shall not
defend the w�dow, and I shall not attack the orphan. No more toga,
no more stage. Here �s my erasure all ready for me. It �s to you that I
am �ndebted for �t, Mons�eur Pontmercy. I �ntend to pay a solemn call
of thanks upon you. Where do you l�ve?”

“In th�s cab,” sa�d Mar�us.
“A s�gn of opulence,” retorted La�gle calmly. “I congratulate you.

You have there a rent of n�ne thousand francs per annum.”
At that moment, Courfeyrac emerged from the café.
Mar�us sm�led sadly.
“I have pa�d th�s rent for the last two hours, and I asp�re to get r�d

of �t; but there �s a sort of h�story attached to �t, and I don’t know
where to go.”

“Come to my place, s�r,” sa�d Courfeyrac.
“I have the pr�or�ty,” observed La�gle, “but I have no home.”
“Hold your tongue, Bossuet,” sa�d Courfeyrac.
“Bossuet,” sa�d Mar�us, “but I thought that your name was La�gle.”
“De Meaux,” repl�ed La�gle; “by metaphor, Bossuet.”
Courfeyrac entered the cab.
“Coachman,” sa�d he, “hotel de la Porte-Sa�nt-Jacques.”



And that very even�ng, Mar�us found h�mself �nstalled �n a chamber
of the hotel de la Porte-Sa�nt-Jacques s�de by s�de w�th Courfeyrac.



CHAPTER III—MARIUS’
ASTONISHMENTS

In a few days, Mar�us had become Courfeyrac’s fr�end. Youth �s
the season for prompt weld�ng and the rap�d heal�ng of scars. Mar�us
breathed freely �n Courfeyrac’s soc�ety, a dec�dedly new th�ng for
h�m. Courfeyrac put no quest�ons to h�m. He d�d not even th�nk of
such a th�ng. At that age, faces d�sclose everyth�ng on the spot.
Words are superfluous. There are young men of whom �t can be sa�d
that the�r countenances chatter. One looks at them and one knows
them.

One morn�ng, however, Courfeyrac abruptly addressed th�s
�nterrogat�on to h�m:—

“By the way, have you any pol�t�cal op�n�ons?”
“The �dea!” sa�d Mar�us, almost affronted by the quest�on.
“What are you?”
“A democrat-Bonapart�st.”
“The gray hue of a reassured rat,” sa�d Courfeyrac.
On the follow�ng day, Courfeyrac �ntroduced Mar�us at the Café

Musa�n. Then he wh�spered �n h�s ear, w�th a sm�le: “I must g�ve you
your entry to the revolut�on.” And he led h�m to the hall of the Fr�ends
of the A B C. He presented h�m to the other comrades, say�ng th�s
s�mple word wh�ch Mar�us d�d not understand: “A pup�l.”

Mar�us had fallen �nto a wasps’-nest of w�ts. However, although he
was s�lent and grave, he was, nonetheless, both w�nged and armed.

Mar�us, up to that t�me sol�tary and �ncl�ned to sol�loquy, and to
as�des, both by hab�t and by taste, was a l�ttle fluttered by th�s covey
of young men around h�m. All these var�ous �n�t�at�ves sol�c�ted h�s
attent�on at once, and pulled h�m about. The tumultuous movements
of these m�nds at l�berty and at work set h�s �deas �n a wh�rl.



Somet�mes, �n h�s trouble, they fled so far from h�m, that he had
d�ff�culty �n recover�ng them. He heard them talk of ph�losophy, of
l�terature, of art, of h�story, of rel�g�on, �n unexpected fash�on. He
caught gl�mpses of strange aspects; and, as he d�d not place them �n
proper perspect�ve, he was not altogether sure that �t was not chaos
that he grasped. On abandon�ng h�s grandfather’s op�n�ons for the
op�n�ons of h�s father, he had supposed h�mself f�xed; he now
suspected, w�th uneas�ness, and w�thout dar�ng to avow �t to h�mself,
that he was not. The angle at wh�ch he saw everyth�ng began to be
d�splaced anew. A certa�n osc�llat�on set all the hor�zons of h�s bra�ns
�n mot�on. An odd �nternal upsett�ng. He almost suffered from �t.

It seemed as though there were no “consecrated th�ngs” for those
young men. Mar�us heard s�ngular propos�t�ons on every sort of
subject, wh�ch embarrassed h�s st�ll t�m�d m�nd.

A theatre poster presented �tself, adorned w�th the t�tle of a tragedy
from the anc�ent repertory called class�c: “Down w�th tragedy dear to
the bourgeo�s!” cr�ed Bahorel. And Mar�us heard Combeferre reply:
—

“You are wrong, Bahorel. The bourgeo�s�e loves tragedy, and the
bourgeo�s�e must be left at peace on that score. Bew�gged tragedy
has a reason for �ts ex�stence, and I am not one of those who, by
order of Æschylus, contest �ts r�ght to ex�stence. There are rough
outl�nes �n nature; there are, �n creat�on, ready-made parod�es; a
beak wh�ch �s not a beak, w�ngs wh�ch are not w�ngs, g�lls wh�ch are
not g�lls, paws wh�ch are not paws, a cry of pa�n wh�ch arouses a
des�re to laugh, there �s the duck. Now, s�nce poultry ex�sts by the
s�de of the b�rd, I do not see why class�c tragedy should not ex�st �n
the face of ant�que tragedy.”

Or chance decreed that Mar�us should traverse Rue Jean-Jacques
Rousseau between Enjolras and Courfeyrac.

Courfeyrac took h�s arm:—
“Pay attent�on. Th�s �s the Rue Plâtr�ère, now called Rue Jean-

Jacques Rousseau, on account of a s�ngular household wh�ch l�ved
�n �t s�xty years ago. Th�s cons�sted of Jean-Jacques and Thérèse.
From t�me to t�me, l�ttle be�ngs were born there. Thérèse gave b�rth
to them, Jean-Jacques represented them as foundl�ngs.”



And Enjolras addressed Courfeyrac roughly:—
“S�lence �n the presence of Jean-Jacques! I adm�re that man. He

den�ed h�s own ch�ldren, that may be; but he adopted the people.”
Not one of these young men art�culated the word: The Emperor.

Jean Prouva�re alone somet�mes sa�d Napoleon; all the others sa�d
“Bonaparte.” Enjolras pronounced �t “Buonaparte.”

Mar�us was vaguely surpr�sed. In�t�um sap�ent�æ.



CHAPTER IV—THE BACK ROOM OF
THE CAFÉ MUSAIN

One of the conversat�ons among the young men, at wh�ch Mar�us
was present and �n wh�ch he somet�mes jo�ned, was a ver�table
shock to h�s m�nd.

Th�s took place �n the back room of the Café Musa�n. Nearly all the
Fr�ends of the A B C had convened that even�ng. The argand lamp
was solemnly l�ghted. They talked of one th�ng and another, w�thout
pass�on and w�th no�se. W�th the except�on of Enjolras and Mar�us,
who held the�r peace, all were harangu�ng rather at hap-hazard.
Conversat�ons between comrades somet�mes are subject to these
peaceable tumults. It was a game and an uproar as much as a
conversat�on. They tossed words to each other and caught them up
�n turn. They were chatter�ng �n all quarters.

No woman was adm�tted to th�s back room, except Lou�son, the
d�sh-washer of the café, who passed through �t from t�me to t�me, to
go to her wash�ng �n the “lavatory.”

Granta�re, thoroughly drunk, was deafen�ng the corner of wh�ch he
had taken possess�on, reason�ng and contrad�ct�ng at the top of h�s
lungs, and shout�ng:—

“I am th�rsty. Mortals, I am dream�ng: that the tun of He�delberg
has an attack of apoplexy, and that I am one of the dozen leeches
wh�ch w�ll be appl�ed to �t. I want a dr�nk. I des�re to forget l�fe. L�fe �s
a h�deous �nvent�on of I know not whom. It lasts no t�me at all, and �s
worth noth�ng. One breaks one’s neck �n l�v�ng. L�fe �s a theatre set �n
wh�ch there are but few pract�cable entrances. Happ�ness �s an
ant�que rel�quary pa�nted on one s�de only. Eccles�astes says: ‘All �s
van�ty.’ I agree w�th that good man, who never ex�sted, perhaps.
Zero not w�sh�ng to go stark naked, clothed h�mself �n van�ty. O
van�ty! The patch�ng up of everyth�ng w�th b�g words! a k�tchen �s a



laboratory, a dancer �s a professor, an acrobat �s a gymnast, a boxer
�s a pug�l�st, an apothecary �s a chem�st, a w�gmaker �s an art�st, a
hodman �s an arch�tect, a jockey �s a sportsman, a wood-louse �s a
pter�gybranche. Van�ty has a r�ght and a wrong s�de; the r�ght s�de �s
stup�d, �t �s the negro w�th h�s glass beads; the wrong s�de �s fool�sh,
�t �s the ph�losopher w�th h�s rags. I weep over the one and I laugh
over the other. What are called honors and d�gn�t�es, and even
d�gn�ty and honor, are generally of p�nchbeck. K�ngs make playth�ngs
of human pr�de. Cal�gula made a horse a consul; Charles II. made a
kn�ght of a s�rlo�n. Wrap yourself up now, then, between Consul
Inc�tatus and Baronet Roastbeef. As for the �ntr�ns�c value of people,
�t �s no longer respectable �n the least. L�sten to the panegyr�c wh�ch
ne�ghbor makes of ne�ghbor. Wh�te on wh�te �s feroc�ous; �f the l�ly
could speak, what a sett�ng down �t would g�ve the dove! A b�goted
woman prat�ng of a devout woman �s more venomous than the asp
and the cobra. It �s a shame that I am �gnorant, otherw�se I would
quote to you a mass of th�ngs; but I know noth�ng. For �nstance, I
have always been w�tty; when I was a pup�l of Gros, �nstead of
daub�ng wretched l�ttle p�ctures, I passed my t�me �n p�lfer�ng apples;
rap�n24 �s the mascul�ne of rap�ne. So much for myself; as for the
rest of you, you are worth no more than I am. I scoff at your
perfect�ons, excellenc�es, and qual�t�es. Every good qual�ty tends
towards a defect; economy borders on avar�ce, the generous man �s
next door to the prod�gal, the brave man rubs elbows w�th the
braggart; he who says very p�ous says a tr�fle b�goted; there are just
as many v�ces �n v�rtue as there are holes �n D�ogenes’ cloak. Whom
do you adm�re, the sla�n or the slayer, Cæsar or Brutus? Generally
men are �n favor of the slayer. Long l�ve Brutus, he has sla�n! There
l�es the v�rtue. V�rtue, granted, but madness also. There are queer
spots on those great men. The Brutus who k�lled Cæsar was �n love
w�th the statue of a l�ttle boy. Th�s statue was from the hand of the
Greek sculptor Strongyl�on, who also carved that f�gure of an
Amazon known as the Beaut�ful Leg, Eucnemos, wh�ch Nero carr�ed
w�th h�m �n h�s travels. Th�s Strongyl�on left but two statues wh�ch
placed Nero and Brutus �n accord. Brutus was �n love w�th the one,
Nero w�th the other. All h�story �s noth�ng but wear�some repet�t�on.
One century �s the plag�ar�st of the other. The battle of Marengo



cop�es the battle of Pydna; the Tolb�ac of Clov�s and the Austerl�tz of
Napoleon are as l�ke each other as two drops of water. I don’t attach
much �mportance to v�ctory. Noth�ng �s so stup�d as to conquer; true
glory l�es �n conv�nc�ng. But try to prove someth�ng! If you are content
w�th success, what med�ocr�ty, and w�th conquer�ng, what
wretchedness! Alas, van�ty and coward�ce everywhere. Everyth�ng
obeys success, even grammar. S� volet usus, says Horace.
Therefore I d�sda�n the human race. Shall we descend to the party at
all? Do you w�sh me to beg�n adm�r�ng the peoples? What people, �f
you please? Shall �t be Greece? The Athen�ans, those Par�s�ans of
days gone by, slew Phoc�on, as we m�ght say Col�gny, and fawned
upon tyrants to such an extent that Anacephorus sa�d of P�s�stratus:
“H�s ur�ne attracts the bees.” The most prom�nent man �n Greece for
f�fty years was that grammar�an Ph�letas, who was so small and so
th�n that he was obl�ged to load h�s shoes w�th lead �n order not to be
blown away by the w�nd. There stood on the great square �n Cor�nth
a statue carved by S�lan�on and catalogued by Pl�ny; th�s statue
represented Ep�sthates. What d�d Ep�sthates do? He �nvented a tr�p.
That sums up Greece and glory. Let us pass on to others. Shall I
adm�re England? Shall I adm�re France? France? Why? Because of
Par�s? I have just told you my op�n�on of Athens. England? Why?
Because of London? I hate Carthage. And then, London, the
metropol�s of luxury, �s the headquarters of wretchedness. There are
a hundred deaths a year of hunger �n the par�sh of Char�ng-Cross
alone. Such �s Alb�on. I add, as the cl�max, that I have seen an
Engl�shwoman danc�ng �n a wreath of roses and blue spectacles. A
f�g then for England! If I do not adm�re John Bull, shall I adm�re
Brother Jonathan? I have but l�ttle taste for that slave-hold�ng
brother. Take away T�me �s money, what rema�ns of England? Take
away Cotton �s k�ng, what rema�ns of Amer�ca? Germany �s the
lymph, Italy �s the b�le. Shall we go �nto ecstas�es over Russ�a?
Volta�re adm�red �t. He also adm�red Ch�na. I adm�t that Russ�a has
�ts beaut�es, among others, a stout despot�sm; but I p�ty the despots.
The�r health �s del�cate. A decap�tated Alex�s, a po�gnarded Peter, a
strangled Paul, another Paul crushed flat w�th k�cks, d�vers Ivans
strangled, w�th the�r throats cut, numerous N�cholases and Bas�ls
po�soned, all th�s �nd�cates that the palace of the Emperors of Russ�a



�s �n a cond�t�on of flagrant �nsalubr�ty. All c�v�l�zed peoples offer th�s
deta�l to the adm�rat�on of the th�nker; war; now, war, c�v�l�zed war,
exhausts and sums up all the forms of ruff�an�sm, from the
br�gandage of the Trabuceros �n the gorges of Mont Jaxa to the
maraud�ng of the Comanche Ind�ans �n the Doubtful Pass. ‘Bah!’ you
w�ll say to me, ‘but Europe �s certa�nly better than As�a?’ I adm�t that
As�a �s a farce; but I do not prec�sely see what you f�nd to laugh at �n
the Grand Lama, you peoples of the west, who have m�ngled w�th
your fash�ons and your elegances all the compl�cated f�lth of majesty,
from the d�rty chem�se of Queen Isabella to the chamber-cha�r of the
Dauph�n. Gentlemen of the human race, I tell you, not a b�t of �t! It �s
at Brussels that the most beer �s consumed, at Stockholm the most
brandy, at Madr�d the most chocolate, at Amsterdam the most g�n, at
London the most w�ne, at Constant�nople the most coffee, at Par�s
the most abs�nthe; there are all the useful not�ons. Par�s carr�es the
day, �n short. In Par�s, even the rag-p�ckers are sybar�tes; D�ogenes
would have loved to be a rag-p�cker of the Place Maubert better than
to be a ph�losopher at the P�ræus. Learn th�s �n add�t�on; the
w�neshops of the rag-p�ckers are called b�b�nes; the most celebrated
are the Saucepan and The Slaughter-House. Hence, tea-gardens,
goguettes, caboulots, bou�bu�s, mastroquets, bastr�ngues,
manez�ngues, b�b�nes of the rag-p�ckers, caravanser�es of the
cal�phs, I cert�fy to you, I am a voluptuary, I eat at R�chard’s at forty
sous a head, I must have Pers�an carpets to roll naked Cleopatra �n!
Where �s Cleopatra? Ah! So �t �s you, Lou�son. Good day.”

Thus d�d Granta�re, more than �ntox�cated, launch �nto speech,
catch�ng at the d�sh-washer �n her passage, from h�s corner �n the
back room of the Café Musa�n.

Bossuet, extend�ng h�s hand towards h�m, tr�ed to �mpose s�lence
on h�m, and Granta�re began aga�n worse than ever:—

“A�gle de Meaux, down w�th your paws. You produce on me no
effect w�th your gesture of H�ppocrates refus�ng Artaxerxes’ br�c-à-
brac. I excuse you from the task of sooth�ng me. Moreover, I am sad.
What do you w�sh me to say to you? Man �s ev�l, man �s deformed;
the butterfly �s a success, man �s a fa�lure. God made a m�stake w�th
that an�mal. A crowd offers a cho�ce of ugl�ness. The f�rst comer �s a



wretch, Femme—woman—rhymes w�th �nfâme,—�nfamous. Yes, I
have the spleen, compl�cated w�th melancholy, w�th homes�ckness,
plus hypochondr�a, and I am vexed and I rage, and I yawn, and I am
bored, and I am t�red to death, and I am stup�d! Let God go to the
dev�l!”

“S�lence then, cap�tal R!” resumed Bossuet, who was d�scuss�ng a
po�nt of law beh�nd the scenes, and who was plunged more than
wa�st h�gh �n a phrase of jud�c�al slang, of wh�ch th�s �s the
conclus�on:—

“—And as for me, although I am hardly a leg�st, and at the most,
an amateur attorney, I ma�nta�n th�s: that, �n accordance w�th the
terms of the customs of Normandy, at Sa�nt-M�chel, and for each
year, an equ�valent must be pa�d to the prof�t of the lord of the manor,
sav�ng the r�ghts of others, and by all and several, the propr�etors as
well as those se�zed w�th �nher�tance, and that, for all emphyteuses,
leases, freeholds, contracts of doma�n, mortgages—”

“Echo, pla�nt�ve nymph,” hummed Granta�re.
Near Granta�re, an almost s�lent table, a sheet of paper, an

�nkstand and a pen between two glasses of brandy, announced that
a vaudev�lle was be�ng sketched out.

Th�s great affa�r was be�ng d�scussed �n a low vo�ce, and the two
heads at work touched each other: “Let us beg�n by f�nd�ng names.
When one has the names, one f�nds the subject.”

“That �s true. D�ctate. I w�ll wr�te.”
“Mons�eur Dor�mon.”
“An �ndependent gentleman?”
“Of course.”
“H�s daughter, Célest�ne.”
“—t�ne. What next?”
“Colonel Sa�nval.”
“Sa�nval �s stale. I should say Vals�n.”
Bes�de the vaudev�lle asp�rants, another group, wh�ch was also

tak�ng advantage of the uproar to talk low, was d�scuss�ng a duel. An



old fellow of th�rty was counsell�ng a young one of e�ghteen, and
expla�n�ng to h�m what sort of an adversary he had to deal w�th.

“The deuce! Look out for yourself. He �s a f�ne swordsman. H�s
play �s neat. He has the attack, no wasted fe�nts, wr�st, dash,
l�ghtn�ng, a just parade, mathemat�cal parr�es, b�gre! and he �s left-
handed.”

In the angle oppos�te Granta�re, Joly and Bahorel were play�ng
dom�noes, and talk�ng of love.

“You are �n luck, that you are,” Joly was say�ng. “You have a
m�stress who �s always laugh�ng.”

“That �s a fault of hers,” returned Bahorel. “One’s m�stress does
wrong to laugh. That encourages one to dece�ve her. To see her gay
removes your remorse; �f you see her sad, your consc�ence pr�cks
you.”

“Ingrate! a woman who laughs �s such a good th�ng! And you
never quarrel!”

“That �s because of the treaty wh�ch we have made. On form�ng
our l�ttle Holy All�ance we ass�gned ourselves each our front�er,
wh�ch we never cross. What �s s�tuated on the s�de of w�nter belongs
to Vaud, on the s�de of the w�nd to Gex. Hence the peace.”

“Peace �s happ�ness d�gest�ng.”
“And you, Jolllly, where do you stand �n your entanglement w�th

Mamselle—you know whom I mean?”
“She sulks at me w�th cruel pat�ence.”
“Yet you are a lover to soften the heart w�th gauntness.”
“Alas!”
“In your place, I would let her alone.”
“That �s easy enough to say.”
“And to do. Is not her name Mus�chetta?”
“Yes. Ah! my poor Bahorel, she �s a superb g�rl, very l�terary, w�th

t�ny feet, l�ttle hands, she dresses well, and �s wh�te and d�mpled,
w�th the eyes of a fortune-teller. I am w�ld over her.”

“My dear fellow, then �n order to please her, you must be elegant,
and produce effects w�th your knees. Buy a good pa�r of trousers of



double-m�lled cloth at Staub’s. That w�ll ass�st.”
“At what pr�ce?” shouted Granta�re.
The th�rd corner was del�vered up to a poet�cal d�scuss�on. Pagan

mythology was g�v�ng battle to Chr�st�an mythology. The quest�on
was about Olympus, whose part was taken by Jean Prouva�re, out of
pure romant�c�sm.

Jean Prouva�re was t�m�d only �n repose. Once exc�ted, he burst
forth, a sort of m�rth accentuated h�s enthus�asm, and he was at
once both laugh�ng and lyr�c.

“Let us not �nsult the gods,” sa�d he. “The gods may not have
taken the�r departure. Jup�ter does not �mpress me as dead. The
gods are dreams, you say. Well, even �n nature, such as �t �s to-day,
after the fl�ght of these dreams, we st�ll f�nd all the grand old pagan
myths. Such and such a mounta�n w�th the prof�le of a c�tadel, l�ke
the V�gnemale, for example, �s st�ll to me the headdress of Cybele; �t
has not been proved to me that Pan does not come at n�ght to
breathe �nto the hollow trunks of the w�llows, stopp�ng up the holes �n
turn w�th h�s f�ngers, and I have always bel�eved that Io had
someth�ng to do w�th the cascade of P�ssevache.”

In the last corner, they were talk�ng pol�t�cs. The Charter wh�ch had
been granted was gett�ng roughly handled. Combeferre was
uphold�ng �t weakly. Courfeyrac was energet�cally mak�ng a breach �n
�t. On the table lay an unfortunate copy of the famous Touquet
Charter. Courfeyrac had se�zed �t, and was brand�sh�ng �t, m�ngl�ng
w�th h�s arguments the rattl�ng of th�s sheet of paper.

“In the f�rst place, I won’t have any k�ngs; �f �t were only from an
econom�cal po�nt of v�ew, I don’t want any; a k�ng �s a paras�te. One
does not have k�ngs grat�s. L�sten to th�s: the dearness of k�ngs. At
the death of Franço�s I., the nat�onal debt of France amounted to an
�ncome of th�rty thousand l�vres; at the death of Lou�s XIV. �t was two
m�ll�ards, s�x hundred m�ll�ons, at twenty-e�ght l�vres the mark, wh�ch
was equ�valent �n 1760, accord�ng to Desmarets, to four m�ll�ards,
f�ve hundred m�ll�ons, wh�ch would to-day be equ�valent to twelve
m�ll�ards. In the second place, and no offence to Combeferre, a
charter granted �s but a poor exped�ent of c�v�l�zat�on. To save the
trans�t�on, to soften the passage, to deaden the shock, to cause the



nat�on to pass �nsens�bly from the monarchy to democracy by the
pract�ce of const�tut�onal f�ct�ons,—what detestable reasons all those
are! No! no! let us never enl�ghten the people w�th false dayl�ght.
Pr�nc�ples dw�ndle and pale �n your const�tut�onal cellar. No
�lleg�t�macy, no comprom�se, no grant from the k�ng to the people. In
all such grants there �s an Art�cle 14. By the s�de of the hand wh�ch
g�ves there �s the claw wh�ch snatches back. I refuse your charter
po�nt-blank. A charter �s a mask; the l�e lurks beneath �t. A people
wh�ch accepts a charter abd�cates. The law �s only the law when
ent�re. No! no charter!”

It was w�nter; a couple of fagots were crackl�ng �n the f�replace.
Th�s was tempt�ng, and Courfeyrac could not res�st. He crumpled the
poor Touquet Charter �n h�s f�st, and flung �t �n the f�re. The paper
flashed up. Combeferre watched the masterp�ece of Lou�s XVIII.
burn ph�losoph�cally, and contented h�mself w�th say�ng:—

“The charter metamorphosed �nto flame.”
And sarcasms, sall�es, jests, that French th�ng wh�ch �s called

entra�n, and that Engl�sh th�ng wh�ch �s called humor, good and bad
taste, good and bad reasons, all the w�ld pyrotechn�cs of d�alogue,
mount�ng together and cross�ng from all po�nts of the room,
produced a sort of merry bombardment over the�r heads.



CHAPTER V—ENLARGEMENT OF
HORIZON

The shocks of youthful m�nds among themselves have th�s
adm�rable property, that one can never foresee the spark, nor d�v�ne
the l�ghtn�ng flash. What w�ll dart out presently? No one knows. The
burst of laughter starts from a tender feel�ng.

At the moment of jest, the ser�ous makes �ts entry. Impulses
depend on the f�rst chance word. The sp�r�t of each �s sovere�gn, jest
suff�ces to open the f�eld to the unexpected. These are conversat�ons
w�th abrupt turns, �n wh�ch the perspect�ve changes suddenly.
Chance �s the stage-manager of such conversat�ons.

A severe thought, start�ng oddly from a clash of words, suddenly
traversed the confl�ct of qu�ps �n wh�ch Granta�re, Bahorel, Prouva�re,
Bossuet, Combeferre, and Courfeyrac were confusedly fenc�ng.

How does a phrase crop up �n a d�alogue? Whence comes �t that �t
suddenly �mpresses �tself on the attent�on of those who hear �t? We
have just sa�d, that no one knows anyth�ng about �t. In the m�dst of
the uproar, Bossuet all at once term�nated some apostrophe to
Combeferre, w�th th�s date:—

“June 18th, 1815, Waterloo.”
At th�s name of Waterloo, Mar�us, who was lean�ng h�s elbows on

a table, bes�de a glass of water, removed h�s wr�st from beneath h�s
ch�n, and began to gaze f�xedly at the aud�ence.

“Pard�eu!” excla�med Courfeyrac (“Parbleu” was fall�ng �nto d�suse
at th�s per�od), “that number 18 �s strange and str�kes me. It �s
Bonaparte’s fatal number. Place Lou�s �n front and Bruma�re beh�nd,
you have the whole dest�ny of the man, w�th th�s s�gn�f�cant
pecul�ar�ty, that the end treads close on the heels of the
commencement.”



Enjolras, who had rema�ned mute up to that po�nt, broke the
s�lence and addressed th�s remark to Combeferre:—

“You mean to say, the cr�me and the exp�at�on.”
Th�s word cr�me overpassed the measure of what Mar�us, who

was already greatly ag�tated by the abrupt evocat�on of Waterloo,
could accept.

He rose, walked slowly to the map of France spread out on the
wall, and at whose base an �sland was v�s�ble �n a separate
compartment, la�d h�s f�nger on th�s compartment and sa�d:—

“Cors�ca, a l�ttle �sland wh�ch has rendered France very great.”
Th�s was l�ke a breath of �cy a�r. All ceased talk�ng. They felt that

someth�ng was on the po�nt of occurr�ng.
Bahorel, reply�ng to Bossuet, was just assum�ng an att�tude of the

torso to wh�ch he was add�cted. He gave �t up to l�sten.
Enjolras, whose blue eye was not f�xed on any one, and who

seemed to be gaz�ng at space, repl�ed, w�thout glanc�ng at Mar�us:—
“France needs no Cors�ca to be great. France �s great because

she �s France. Qu�a nom�na leo.”
Mar�us felt no des�re to retreat; he turned towards Enjolras, and h�s

vo�ce burst forth w�th a v�brat�on wh�ch came from a qu�ver of h�s
very be�ng:—

“God forb�d that I should d�m�n�sh France! But amalgamat�ng
Napoleon w�th her �s not d�m�n�sh�ng her. Come! let us argue the
quest�on. I am a newcomer among you, but I w�ll confess that you
amaze me. Where do we stand? Who are we? Who are you? Who
am I? Let us come to an explanat�on about the Emperor. I hear you
say Buonaparte, accent�ng the u l�ke the Royal�sts. I warn you that
my grandfather does better st�ll; he says Buonaparté’. I thought you
were young men. Where, then, �s your enthus�asm? And what are
you do�ng w�th �t? Whom do you adm�re, �f you do not adm�re the
Emperor? And what more do you want? If you w�ll have none of that
great man, what great men would you l�ke? He had everyth�ng. He
was complete. He had �n h�s bra�n the sum of human facult�es. He
made codes l�ke Just�n�an, he d�ctated l�ke Cæsar, h�s conversat�on
was m�ngled w�th the l�ghtn�ng-flash of Pascal, w�th the thunderclap



of Tac�tus, he made h�story and he wrote �t, h�s bullet�ns are Il�ads, he
comb�ned the c�pher of Newton w�th the metaphor of Mahomet, he
left beh�nd h�m �n the East words as great as the pyram�ds, at T�ls�t
he taught Emperors majesty, at the Academy of Sc�ences he repl�ed
to Laplace, �n the Counc�l of State he held h�s own aga�nst Merl�n, he
gave a soul to the geometry of the f�rst, and to the ch�canery of the
last, he was a leg�st w�th the attorneys and s�dereal w�th the
astronomers; l�ke Cromwell blow�ng out one of two candles, he went
to the Temple to barga�n for a curta�n tassel; he saw everyth�ng; he
knew everyth�ng; wh�ch d�d not prevent h�m from laugh�ng good-
naturedly bes�de the cradle of h�s l�ttle ch�ld; and all at once,
fr�ghtened Europe lent an ear, arm�es put themselves �n mot�on,
parks of art�llery rumbled, pontoons stretched over the r�vers, clouds
of cavalry galloped �n the storm, cr�es, trumpets, a trembl�ng of
thrones �n every d�rect�on, the front�ers of k�ngdoms osc�llated on the
map, the sound of a superhuman sword was heard, as �t was drawn
from �ts sheath; they beheld h�m, h�m, r�se erect on the hor�zon w�th a
blaz�ng brand �n h�s hand, and a glow �n h�s eyes, unfold�ng am�d the
thunder, h�s two w�ngs, the grand army and the old guard, and he
was the archangel of war!”

All held the�r peace, and Enjolras bowed h�s head. S�lence always
produces somewhat the effect of acqu�escence, of the enemy be�ng
dr�ven to the wall. Mar�us cont�nued w�th �ncreased enthus�asm, and
almost w�thout paus�ng for breath:—

“Let us be just, my fr�ends! What a splend�d dest�ny for a nat�on to
be the Emp�re of such an Emperor, when that nat�on �s France and
when �t adds �ts own gen�us to the gen�us of that man! To appear and
to re�gn, to march and to tr�umph, to have for halt�ng-places all
cap�tals, to take h�s grenad�ers and to make k�ngs of them, to decree
the falls of dynast�es, and to transf�gure Europe at the pace of a
charge; to make you feel that when you threaten you lay your hand
on the h�lt of the sword of God; to follow �n a s�ngle man, Hann�bal,
Cæsar, Charlemagne; to be the people of some one who m�ngles
w�th your dawns the startl�ng announcement of a battle won, to have
the cannon of the Inval�des to rouse you �n the morn�ng, to hurl �nto
abysses of l�ght prod�g�ous words wh�ch flame forever, Marengo,
Arcola, Austerl�tz, Jena, Wagram! To cause constellat�ons of v�ctor�es



to flash forth at each �nstant from the zen�th of the centur�es, to make
the French Emp�re a pendant to the Roman Emp�re, to be the great
nat�on and to g�ve b�rth to the grand army, to make �ts leg�ons fly
forth over all the earth, as a mounta�n sends out �ts eagles on all
s�des to conquer, to dom�nate, to str�ke w�th l�ghtn�ng, to be �n Europe
a sort of nat�on g�lded through glory, to sound athwart the centur�es a
trumpet-blast of T�tans, to conquer the world tw�ce, by conquest and
by dazzl�ng, that �s subl�me; and what greater th�ng �s there?”

“To be free,” sa�d Combeferre.
Mar�us lowered h�s head �n h�s turn; that cold and s�mple word had

traversed h�s ep�c effus�on l�ke a blade of steel, and he felt �t
van�sh�ng w�th�n h�m. When he ra�sed h�s eyes, Combeferre was no
longer there. Probably sat�sf�ed w�th h�s reply to the apotheos�s, he
had just taken h�s departure, and all, w�th the except�on of Enjolras,
had followed h�m. The room had been empt�ed. Enjolras, left alone
w�th Mar�us, was gaz�ng gravely at h�m. Mar�us, however, hav�ng
rall�ed h�s �deas to some extent, d�d not cons�der h�mself beaten;
there l�ngered �n h�m a trace of �nward fermentat�on wh�ch was on the
po�nt, no doubt, of translat�ng �tself �nto syllog�sms arrayed aga�nst
Enjolras, when all of a sudden, they heard some one s�ng�ng on the
sta�rs as he went. It was Combeferre, and th�s �s what he was
s�ng�ng:—
“Si César m’avait donné
La gloire et la guerre,
Et qu’il me fallait quitter
L’amour de ma mère,
Je dirais au grand César:
Reprends ton sceptre et ton char,
J’aime mieux ma mère, ô gué!
J’aime mieux ma mère!”25

The w�ld and tender accents w�th wh�ch Combeferre sang
commun�cated to th�s couplet a sort of strange grandeur. Mar�us,
thoughtfully, and w�th h�s eyes d�ked on the ce�l�ng, repeated almost
mechan�cally: “My mother?—”

At that moment, he felt Enjolras’ hand on h�s shoulder.
“C�t�zen,” sa�d Enjolras to h�m, “my mother �s the Republ�c.”



CHAPTER VI—RES ANGUSTA
That even�ng left Mar�us profoundly shaken, and w�th a

melancholy shadow �n h�s soul. He felt what the earth may poss�bly
feel, at the moment when �t �s torn open w�th the �ron, �n order that
gra�n may be depos�ted w�th�n �t; �t feels only the wound; the qu�ver of
the germ and the joy of the fru�t only arr�ve later.

Mar�us was gloomy. He had but just acqu�red a fa�th; must he then
reject �t already? He aff�rmed to h�mself that he would not. He
declared to h�mself that he would not doubt, and he began to doubt
�n sp�te of h�mself. To stand between two rel�g�ons, from one of wh�ch
you have not as yet emerged, and another �nto wh�ch you have not
yet entered, �s �ntolerable; and tw�l�ght �s pleas�ng only to bat-l�ke
souls. Mar�us was clear-eyed, and he requ�red the true l�ght. The
half-l�ghts of doubt pa�ned h�m. Whatever may have been h�s des�re
to rema�n where he was, he could not halt there, he was �rres�st�bly
constra�ned to cont�nue, to advance, to exam�ne, to th�nk, to march
further. Wh�ther would th�s lead h�m? He feared, after hav�ng taken
so many steps wh�ch had brought h�m nearer to h�s father, to now
take a step wh�ch should estrange h�m from that father. H�s
d�scomfort was augmented by all the reflect�ons wh�ch occurred to
h�m. An escarpment rose around h�m. He was �n accord ne�ther w�th
h�s grandfather nor w�th h�s fr�ends; dar�ng �n the eyes of the one, he
was beh�nd the t�mes �n the eyes of the others, and he recogn�zed
the fact that he was doubly �solated, on the s�de of age and on the
s�de of youth. He ceased to go to the Café Musa�n.

In the troubled state of h�s consc�ence, he no longer thought of
certa�n ser�ous s�des of ex�stence. The real�t�es of l�fe do not allow
themselves to be forgotten. They soon elbowed h�m abruptly.

One morn�ng, the propr�etor of the hotel entered Mar�us’ room and
sa�d to h�m:—

“Mons�eur Courfeyrac answered for you.”



“Yes.”
“But I must have my money.”
“Request Courfeyrac to come and talk w�th me,” sa�d Mar�us.
Courfeyrac hav�ng made h�s appearance, the host left them.

Mar�us then told h�m what �t had not before occurred to h�m to relate,
that he was the same as alone �n the world, and had no relat�ves.

“What �s to become of you?” sa�d Courfeyrac.
“I do not know �n the least,” repl�ed Mar�us.
“What are you go�ng to do?”
“I do not know.”
“Have you any money?”
“F�fteen francs.”
“Do you want me to lend you some?”
“Never.”
“Have you clothes?”
“Here �s what I have.”
“Have you tr�nkets?”
“A watch.”
“S�lver?”
“Gold; here �t �s.”
“I know a clothes-dealer who w�ll take your frock-coat and a pa�r of

trousers.”
“That �s good.”
“You w�ll then have only a pa�r of trousers, a wa�stcoat, a hat and a

coat.”
“And my boots.”
“What! you w�ll not go barefoot? What opulence!”
“That w�ll be enough.”
“I know a watchmaker who w�ll buy your watch.”
“That �s good.”
“No; �t �s not good. What w�ll you do after that?”



“Whatever �s necessary. Anyth�ng honest, that �s to say.”
“Do you know Engl�sh?”
“No.”
“Do you know German?”
“No.”
“So much the worse.”
“Why?”
“Because one of my fr�ends, a publ�sher, �s gett�ng up a sort of an

encyclopæd�a, for wh�ch you m�ght have translated Engl�sh or
German art�cles. It �s badly pa�d work, but one can l�ve by �t.”

“I w�ll learn Engl�sh and German.”
“And �n the meanwh�le?”
“In the meanwh�le I w�ll l�ve on my clothes and my watch.”
The clothes-dealer was sent for. He pa�d twenty francs for the

cast-off garments. They went to the watchmaker’s. He bought the
watch for forty-f�ve francs.

“That �s not bad,” sa�d Mar�us to Courfeyrac, on the�r return to the
hotel, “w�th my f�fteen francs, that makes e�ghty.”

“And the hotel b�ll?” observed Courfeyrac.
“Hello, I had forgotten that,” sa�d Mar�us.
The landlord presented h�s b�ll, wh�ch had to be pa�d on the spot. It

amounted to seventy francs.
“I have ten francs left,” sa�d Mar�us.
“The deuce,” excla�med Courfeyrac, “you w�ll eat up f�ve francs

wh�le you are learn�ng Engl�sh, and f�ve wh�le learn�ng German. That
w�ll be swallow�ng a tongue very fast, or a hundred sous very slowly.”

In the meant�me Aunt G�llenormand, a rather good-hearted person
at bottom �n d�ff�cult�es, had f�nally hunted up Mar�us’ abode.

One morn�ng, on h�s return from the law-school, Mar�us found a
letter from h�s aunt, and the s�xty p�stoles, that �s to say, s�x hundred
francs �n gold, �n a sealed box.

Mar�us sent back the th�rty lou�s to h�s aunt, w�th a respectful letter,
�n wh�ch he stated that he had suff�c�ent means of subs�stence and



that he should be able thenceforth to supply all h�s needs. At that
moment, he had three francs left.

H�s aunt d�d not �nform h�s grandfather of th�s refusal for fear of
exasperat�ng h�m. Bes�des, had he not sa�d: “Let me never hear the
name of that blood-dr�nker aga�n!”

Mar�us left the hotel de la Porte Sa�nt-Jacques, as he d�d not w�sh
to run �n debt there.



BOOK FIFTH—THE EXCELLENCE OF
MISFORTUNE



CHAPTER I—MARIUS INDIGENT
Enlarge

Excellence of M�sfortune 3b5-1-m�sfortune 
L�fe became hard for Mar�us. It was noth�ng to eat h�s clothes and

h�s watch. He ate of that terr�ble, �nexpress�ble th�ng that �s called de
la vache enragé; that �s to say, he endured great hardsh�ps and
pr�vat�ons. A terr�ble th�ng �t �s, conta�n�ng days w�thout bread, n�ghts
w�thout sleep, even�ngs w�thout a candle, a hearth w�thout a f�re,
weeks w�thout work, a future w�thout hope, a coat out at the elbows,
an old hat wh�ch evokes the laughter of young g�rls, a door wh�ch
one f�nds locked on one at n�ght because one’s rent �s not pa�d, the
�nsolence of the porter and the cook-shop man, the sneers of
ne�ghbors, hum�l�at�ons, d�gn�ty trampled on, work of whatever nature
accepted, d�sgusts, b�tterness, despondency. Mar�us learned how all
th�s �s eaten, and how such are often the only th�ngs wh�ch one has
to devour. At that moment of h�s ex�stence when a man needs h�s
pr�de, because he needs love, he felt that he was jeered at because
he was badly dressed, and r�d�culous because he was poor. At the
age when youth swells the heart w�th �mper�al pr�de, he dropped h�s
eyes more than once on h�s d�lap�dated boots, and he knew the
unjust shame and the po�gnant blushes of wretchedness. Adm�rable
and terr�ble tr�al from wh�ch the feeble emerge base, from wh�ch the
strong emerge subl�me. A cruc�ble �nto wh�ch dest�ny casts a man,
whenever �t des�res a scoundrel or a dem�-god.

For many great deeds are performed �n petty combats. There are
�nstances of bravery �gnored and obst�nate, wh�ch defend
themselves step by step �n that fatal onslaught of necess�t�es and
turp�tudes. Noble and myster�ous tr�umphs wh�ch no eye beholds,
wh�ch are requ�ted w�th no renown, wh�ch are saluted w�th no
trumpet blast. L�fe, m�sfortune, �solat�on, abandonment, poverty, are



the f�elds of battle wh�ch have the�r heroes; obscure heroes, who are,
somet�mes, grander than the heroes who w�n renown.

F�rm and rare natures are thus created; m�sery, almost always a
step-mother, �s somet�mes a mother; dest�tut�on g�ves b�rth to m�ght
of soul and sp�r�t; d�stress �s the nurse of pr�de; unhapp�ness �s a
good m�lk for the magnan�mous.

There came a moment �n Mar�us’ l�fe, when he swept h�s own
land�ng, when he bought h�s sou’s worth of Br�e cheese at the
fru�terer’s, when he wa�ted unt�l tw�l�ght had fallen to sl�p �nto the
baker’s and purchase a loaf, wh�ch he carr�ed off furt�vely to h�s att�c
as though he had stolen �t. Somet�mes there could be seen gl�d�ng
�nto the butcher’s shop on the corner, �n the m�dst of the banter�ng
cooks who elbowed h�m, an awkward young man, carry�ng b�g books
under h�s arm, who had a t�m�d yet angry a�r, who, on enter�ng,
removed h�s hat from a brow whereon stood drops of persp�rat�on,
made a profound bow to the butcher’s aston�shed w�fe, asked for a
mutton cutlet, pa�d s�x or seven sous for �t, wrapped �t up �n a paper,
put �t under h�s arm, between two books, and went away. It was
Mar�us. On th�s cutlet, wh�ch he cooked for h�mself, he l�ved for three
days.

On the f�rst day he ate the meat, on the second he ate the fat, on
the th�rd he gnawed the bone. Aunt G�llenormand made repeated
attempts, and sent h�m the s�xty p�stoles several t�mes. Mar�us
returned them on every occas�on, say�ng that he needed noth�ng.

He was st�ll �n mourn�ng for h�s father when the revolut�on wh�ch
we have just descr�bed was effected w�th�n h�m. From that t�me forth,
he had not put off h�s black garments. But h�s garments were qu�tt�ng
h�m. The day came when he had no longer a coat. The trousers
would go next. What was to be done? Courfeyrac, to whom he had,
on h�s s�de, done some good turns, gave h�m an old coat. For th�rty
sous, Mar�us got �t turned by some porter or other, and �t was a new
coat. But th�s coat was green. Then Mar�us ceased to go out unt�l
after n�ghtfall. Th�s made h�s coat black. As he w�shed always to
appear �n mourn�ng, he clothed h�mself w�th the n�ght.

In sp�te of all th�s, he got adm�tted to pract�ce as a lawyer. He was
supposed to l�ve �n Courfeyrac’s room, wh�ch was decent, and where



a certa�n number of law-books backed up and completed by several
d�lap�dated volumes of romance, passed as the l�brary requ�red by
the regulat�ons. He had h�s letters addressed to Courfeyrac’s
quarters.

When Mar�us became a lawyer, he �nformed h�s grandfather of the
fact �n a letter wh�ch was cold but full of subm�ss�on and respect. M.
G�llenormand trembled as he took the letter, read �t, tore �t �n four
p�eces, and threw �t �nto the waste-basket. Two or three days later,
Mademo�selle G�llenormand heard her father, who was alone �n h�s
room, talk�ng aloud to h�mself. He always d�d th�s whenever he was
greatly ag�tated. She l�stened, and the old man was say�ng: “If you
were not a fool, you would know that one cannot be a baron and a
lawyer at the same t�me.”



CHAPTER II—MARIUS POOR
It �s the same w�th wretchedness as w�th everyth�ng else. It ends

by becom�ng bearable. It f�nally assumes a form, and adjusts �tself.
One vegetates, that �s to say, one develops �n a certa�n meagre
fash�on, wh�ch �s, however, suff�c�ent for l�fe. Th�s �s the mode �n
wh�ch the ex�stence of Mar�us Pontmercy was arranged:

He had passed the worst stra�ts; the narrow pass was open�ng out
a l�ttle �n front of h�m. By d�nt of to�l, perseverance, courage, and w�ll,
he had managed to draw from h�s work about seven hundred francs
a year. He had learned German and Engl�sh; thanks to Courfeyrac,
who had put h�m �n commun�cat�on w�th h�s fr�end the publ�sher,
Mar�us f�lled the modest post of ut�l�ty man �n the l�terature of the
publ�sh�ng house. He drew up prospectuses, translated newspapers,
annotated ed�t�ons, comp�led b�ograph�es, etc.; net product, year �n
and year out, seven hundred francs. He l�ved on �t. How? Not so
badly. We w�ll expla�n.

Mar�us occup�ed �n the Gorbeau house, for an annual sum of th�rty
francs, a den m�nus a f�replace, called a cab�net, wh�ch conta�ned
only the most �nd�spensable art�cles of furn�ture. Th�s furn�ture
belonged to h�m. He gave three francs a month to the old pr�nc�pal
tenant to come and sweep h�s hole, and to br�ng h�m a l�ttle hot water
every morn�ng, a fresh egg, and a penny roll. He breakfasted on th�s
egg and roll. H�s breakfast var�ed �n cost from two to four sous,
accord�ng as eggs were dear or cheap. At s�x o’clock �n the even�ng
he descended the Rue Sa�nt-Jacques to d�ne at Rousseau’s,
oppos�te Basset’s, the stamp-dealer’s, on the corner of the Rue des
Mathur�ns. He ate no soup. He took a s�x-sou plate of meat, a half-
port�on of vegetables for three sous, and a three-sou dessert. For
three sous he got as much bread as he w�shed. As for w�ne, he
drank water. When he pa�d at the desk where Madam Rousseau, at
that per�od st�ll plump and rosy majest�cally pres�ded, he gave a sou



to the wa�ter, and Madam Rousseau gave h�m a sm�le. Then he went
away. For s�xteen sous he had a sm�le and a d�nner.

Th�s Restaurant Rousseau, where so few bottles and so many
water carafes were empt�ed, was a calm�ng pot�on rather than a
restaurant. It no longer ex�sts. The propr�etor had a f�ne n�ckname:
he was called Rousseau the Aquat�c.

Thus, breakfast four sous, d�nner s�xteen sous; h�s food cost h�m
twenty sous a day; wh�ch made three hundred and s�xty-f�ve francs a
year. Add the th�rty francs for rent, and the th�rty-s�x francs to the old
woman, plus a few tr�fl�ng expenses; for four hundred and f�fty francs,
Mar�us was fed, lodged, and wa�ted on. H�s cloth�ng cost h�m a
hundred francs, h�s l�nen f�fty francs, h�s wash�ng f�fty francs; the
whole d�d not exceed s�x hundred and f�fty francs. He was r�ch. He
somet�mes lent ten francs to a fr�end. Courfeyrac had once been
able to borrow s�xty francs of h�m. As far as f�re was concerned, as
Mar�us had no f�replace, he had “s�mpl�f�ed matters.”

Mar�us always had two complete su�ts of clothes, the one old, “for
every day”; the other, brand new for spec�al occas�ons. Both were
black. He had but three sh�rts, one on h�s person, the second �n the
commode, and the th�rd �n the washerwoman’s hands. He renewed
them as they wore out. They were always ragged, wh�ch caused h�m
to button h�s coat to the ch�n.

It had requ�red years for Mar�us to atta�n to th�s flour�sh�ng
cond�t�on. Hard years; d�ff�cult, some of them, to traverse, others to
cl�mb. Mar�us had not fa�led for a s�ngle day. He had endured
everyth�ng �n the way of dest�tut�on; he had done everyth�ng except
contract debts. He d�d h�mself the just�ce to say that he had never
owed any one a sou. A debt was, to h�m, the beg�nn�ng of slavery.
He even sa�d to h�mself, that a cred�tor �s worse than a master; for
the master possesses only your person, a cred�tor possesses your
d�gn�ty and can adm�n�ster to �t a box on the ear. Rather than borrow,
he went w�thout food. He had passed many a day fast�ng. Feel�ng
that all extremes meet, and that, �f one �s not on one’s guard,
lowered fortunes may lead to baseness of soul, he kept a jealous
watch on h�s pr�de. Such and such a formal�ty or act�on, wh�ch, �n
any other s�tuat�on would have appeared merely a deference to h�m,



now seemed �ns�p�d�ty, and he nerved h�mself aga�nst �t. H�s face
wore a sort of severe flush. He was t�m�d even to rudeness.

Dur�ng all these tr�als he had felt h�mself encouraged and even
upl�fted, at t�mes, by a secret force that he possessed w�th�n h�mself.
The soul a�ds the body, and at certa�n moments, ra�ses �t. It �s the
only b�rd wh�ch bears up �ts own cage.

Bes�des h�s father’s name, another name was graven �n Mar�us’
heart, the name of Thénard�er. Mar�us, w�th h�s grave and
enthus�ast�c nature, surrounded w�th a sort of aureole the man to
whom, �n h�s thoughts, he owed h�s father’s l�fe,—that �ntrep�d
sergeant who had saved the colonel am�d the bullets and the
cannon-balls of Waterloo. He never separated the memory of th�s
man from the memory of h�s father, and he assoc�ated them �n h�s
venerat�on. It was a sort of worsh�p �n two steps, w�th the grand altar
for the colonel and the lesser one for Thénard�er. What redoubled
the tenderness of h�s grat�tude towards Thénard�er, was the �dea of
the d�stress �nto wh�ch he knew that Thénard�er had fallen, and
wh�ch had engulfed the latter. Mar�us had learned at Montferme�l of
the ru�n and bankruptcy of the unfortunate �nn-keeper. S�nce that
t�me, he had made unheard-of efforts to f�nd traces of h�m and to
reach h�m �n that dark abyss of m�sery �n wh�ch Thénard�er had
d�sappeared. Mar�us had beaten the whole country; he had gone to
Chelles, to Bondy, to Gourney, to Nogent, to Lagny. He had pers�sted
for three years, expend�ng �n these explorat�ons the l�ttle money
wh�ch he had la�d by. No one had been able to g�ve h�m any news of
Thénard�er: he was supposed to have gone abroad. H�s cred�tors
had also sought h�m, w�th less love than Mar�us, but w�th as much
ass�du�ty, and had not been able to lay the�r hands on h�m. Mar�us
blamed h�mself, and was almost angry w�th h�mself for h�s lack of
success �n h�s researches. It was the only debt left h�m by the
colonel, and Mar�us made �t a matter of honor to pay �t. “What,” he
thought, “when my father lay dy�ng on the f�eld of battle, d�d
Thénard�er contr�ve to f�nd h�m am�d the smoke and the grape-shot,
and bear h�m off on h�s shoulders, and yet he owed h�m noth�ng, and
I, who owe so much to Thénard�er, cannot jo�n h�m �n th�s shadow
where he �s ly�ng �n the pangs of death, and �n my turn br�ng h�m
back from death to l�fe! Oh! I w�ll f�nd h�m!” To f�nd Thénard�er, �n fact,



Mar�us would have g�ven one of h�s arms, to rescue h�m from h�s
m�sery, he would have sacr�f�ced all h�s blood. To see Thénard�er, to
render Thénard�er some serv�ce, to say to h�m: “You do not know
me; well, I do know you! Here I am. D�spose of me!” Th�s was
Mar�us’ sweetest and most magn�f�cent dream.



CHAPTER III—MARIUS GROWN UP
At th�s epoch, Mar�us was twenty years of age. It was three years

s�nce he had left h�s grandfather. Both part�es had rema�ned on the
same terms, w�thout attempt�ng to approach each other, and w�thout
seek�ng to see each other. Bes�des, what was the use of see�ng
each other? Mar�us was the brass vase, wh�le Father G�llenormand
was the �ron pot.

We adm�t that Mar�us was m�staken as to h�s grandfather’s heart.
He had �mag�ned that M. G�llenormand had never loved h�m, and
that that crusty, harsh, and sm�l�ng old fellow who cursed, shouted,
and stormed and brand�shed h�s cane, cher�shed for h�m, at the
most, only that affect�on, wh�ch �s at once sl�ght and severe, of the
dotards of comedy. Mar�us was �n error. There are fathers who do
not love the�r ch�ldren; there ex�sts no grandfather who does not
adore h�s grandson. At bottom, as we have sa�d, M. G�llenormand
�dol�zed Mar�us. He �dol�zed h�m after h�s own fash�on, w�th an
accompan�ment of snapp�shness and boxes on the ear; but, th�s
ch�ld once gone, he felt a black vo�d �n h�s heart; he would allow no
one to ment�on the ch�ld to h�m, and all the wh�le secretly regretted
that he was so well obeyed. At f�rst, he hoped that th�s Buonapart�st,
th�s Jacob�n, th�s terror�st, th�s Septembr�st, would return. But the
weeks passed by, years passed; to M. G�llenormand’s great despa�r,
the “blood-dr�nker” d�d not make h�s appearance. “I could not do
otherw�se than turn h�m out,” sa�d the grandfather to h�mself, and he
asked h�mself: “If the th�ng were to do over aga�n, would I do �t?” H�s
pr�de �nstantly answered “yes,” but h�s aged head, wh�ch he shook �n
s�lence, repl�ed sadly “no.” He had h�s hours of depress�on. He
m�ssed Mar�us. Old men need affect�on as they need the sun. It �s
warmth. Strong as h�s nature was, the absence of Mar�us had
wrought some change �n h�m. Noth�ng �n the world could have
�nduced h�m to take a step towards “that rogue”; but he suffered. He
never �nqu�red about h�m, but he thought of h�m �ncessantly. He l�ved



�n the Mara�s �n a more and more ret�red manner; he was st�ll merry
and v�olent as of old, but h�s merr�ment had a convuls�ve harshness,
and h�s v�olences always term�nated �n a sort of gentle and gloomy
deject�on. He somet�mes sa�d: “Oh! �f he only would return, what a
good box on the ear I would g�ve h�m!”

As for h�s aunt, she thought too l�ttle to love much; Mar�us was no
longer for her much more than a vague black form; and she
eventually came to occupy herself w�th h�m much less than w�th the
cat or the paroquet wh�ch she probably had. What augmented Father
G�llenormand’s secret suffer�ng was, that he locked �t all up w�th�n h�s
breast, and d�d not allow �ts ex�stence to be d�v�ned. H�s sorrow was
l�ke those recently �nvented furnaces wh�ch consume the�r own
smoke. It somet�mes happened that off�c�ous busybod�es spoke to
h�m of Mar�us, and asked h�m: “What �s your grandson do�ng?” “What
has become of h�m?” The old bourgeo�s repl�ed w�th a s�gh, that he
was a sad case, and g�v�ng a f�ll�p to h�s cuff, �f he w�shed to appear
gay: “Mons�eur le Baron de Pontmercy �s pract�s�ng pett�fogg�ng �n
some corner or other.”

Wh�le the old man regretted, Mar�us applauded h�mself. As �s the
case w�th all good-hearted people, m�sfortune had erad�cated h�s
b�tterness. He only thought of M. G�llenormand �n an am�able l�ght,
but he had set h�s m�nd on not rece�v�ng anyth�ng more from the man
who had been unk�nd to h�s father. Th�s was the m�t�gated translat�on
of h�s f�rst �nd�gnat�on. Moreover, he was happy at hav�ng suffered,
and at suffer�ng st�ll. It was for h�s father’s sake. The hardness of h�s
l�fe sat�sf�ed and pleased h�m. He sa�d to h�mself w�th a sort of joy
that— �t was certa�nly the least he could do; that �t was an exp�at�on;
—that, had �t not been for that, he would have been pun�shed �n
some other way and later on for h�s �mp�ous �nd�fference towards h�s
father, and such a father! that �t would not have been just that h�s
father should have all the suffer�ng, and he none of �t; and that, �n
any case, what were h�s to�ls and h�s dest�tut�on compared w�th the
colonel’s hero�c l�fe? that, �n short, the only way for h�m to approach
h�s father and resemble h�m, was to be brave �n the face of
�nd�gence, as the other had been val�ant before the enemy; and that
that was, no doubt, what the colonel had meant to �mply by the
words: “He w�ll be worthy of �t.” Words wh�ch Mar�us cont�nued to



wear, not on h�s breast, s�nce the colonel’s wr�t�ng had d�sappeared,
but �n h�s heart.

And then, on the day when h�s grandfather had turned h�m out of
doors, he had been only a ch�ld, now he was a man. He felt �t.
M�sery, we repeat, had been good for h�m. Poverty �n youth, when �t
succeeds, has th�s magn�f�cent property about �t, that �t turns the
whole w�ll towards effort, and the whole soul towards asp�rat�on.
Poverty �nstantly lays mater�al l�fe bare and renders �t h�deous; hence
�nexpress�ble bounds towards the �deal l�fe. The wealthy young man
has a hundred coarse and br�ll�ant d�stract�ons, horse races, hunt�ng,
dogs, tobacco, gam�ng, good repasts, and all the rest of �t;
occupat�ons for the baser s�de of the soul, at the expense of the
loft�er and more del�cate s�des. The poor young man w�ns h�s bread
w�th d�ff�culty; he eats; when he has eaten, he has noth�ng more but
med�tat�on. He goes to the spectacles wh�ch God furn�shes grat�s; he
gazes at the sky, space, the stars, flowers, ch�ldren, the human�ty
among wh�ch he �s suffer�ng, the creat�on am�d wh�ch he beams. He
gazes so much on human�ty that he perce�ves �ts soul, he gazes
upon creat�on to such an extent that he beholds God. He dreams, he
feels h�mself great; he dreams on, and feels h�mself tender. From the
egot�sm of the man who suffers he passes to the compass�on of the
man who med�tates. An adm�rable sent�ment breaks forth �n h�m,
forgetfulness of self and p�ty for all. As he th�nks of the �nnumerable
enjoyments wh�ch nature offers, g�ves, and lav�shes to souls wh�ch
stand open, and refuses to souls that are closed, he comes to p�ty,
he the m�ll�onna�re of the m�nd, the m�ll�onna�re of money. All hatred
departs from h�s heart, �n proport�on as l�ght penetrates h�s sp�r�t.
And �s he unhappy? No. The m�sery of a young man �s never
m�serable. The f�rst young lad who comes to hand, however poor he
may be, w�th h�s strength, h�s health, h�s rap�d walk, h�s br�ll�ant eyes,
h�s warmly c�rculat�ng blood, h�s black ha�r, h�s red l�ps, h�s wh�te
teeth, h�s pure breath, w�ll always arouse the envy of an aged
emperor. And then, every morn�ng, he sets h�mself afresh to the task
of earn�ng h�s bread; and wh�le h�s hands earn h�s bread, h�s dorsal
column ga�ns pr�de, h�s bra�n gathers �deas. H�s task f�n�shed, he
returns to �neffable ecstas�es, to contemplat�on, to joys; he beholds
h�s feet set �n affl�ct�ons, �n obstacles, on the pavement, �n the



nettles, somet�mes �n the m�re; h�s head �n the l�ght. He �s f�rm,
serene, gentle, peaceful, attent�ve, ser�ous, content w�th l�ttle, k�ndly;
and he thanks God for hav�ng bestowed on h�m those two forms of
r�ches wh�ch many a r�ch man lacks: work, wh�ch makes h�m free;
and thought, wh�ch makes h�m d�gn�f�ed.

Th�s �s what had happened w�th Mar�us. To tell the truth, he
�ncl�ned a l�ttle too much to the s�de of contemplat�on. From the day
when he had succeeded �n earn�ng h�s l�v�ng w�th some approach to
certa�nty, he had stopped, th�nk�ng �t good to be poor, and
retrench�ng t�me from h�s work to g�ve to thought; that �s to say, he
somet�mes passed ent�re days �n med�tat�on, absorbed, engulfed,
l�ke a v�s�onary, �n the mute voluptuousness of ecstasy and �nward
rad�ance. He had thus propounded the problem of h�s l�fe: to to�l as
l�ttle as poss�ble at mater�al labor, �n order to to�l as much as poss�ble
at the labor wh�ch �s �mpalpable; �n other words, to bestow a few
hours on real l�fe, and to cast the rest to the �nf�n�te. As he bel�eved
that he lacked noth�ng, he d�d not perce�ve that contemplat�on, thus
understood, ends by becom�ng one of the forms of �dleness; that he
was content�ng h�mself w�th conquer�ng the f�rst necess�t�es of l�fe,
and that he was rest�ng from h�s labors too soon.

It was ev�dent that, for th�s energet�c and enthus�ast�c nature, th�s
could only be a trans�tory state, and that, at the f�rst shock aga�nst
the �nev�table compl�cat�ons of dest�ny, Mar�us would awaken.

In the meant�me, although he was a lawyer, and whatever Father
G�llenormand thought about the matter, he was not pract�s�ng, he
was not even pett�fogg�ng. Med�tat�on had turned h�m as�de from
plead�ng. To haunt attorneys, to follow the court, to hunt up cases—
what a bore! Why should he do �t? He saw no reason for chang�ng
the manner of ga�n�ng h�s l�vel�hood! The obscure and �ll-pa�d
publ�sh�ng establ�shment had come to mean for h�m a sure source of
work wh�ch d�d not �nvolve too much labor, as we have expla�ned,
and wh�ch suff�ced for h�s wants.

One of the publ�shers for whom he worked, M. Mag�mel, I th�nk,
offered to take h�m �nto h�s own house, to lodge h�m well, to furn�sh
h�m w�th regular occupat�on, and to g�ve h�m f�fteen hundred francs a
year. To be well lodged! F�fteen hundred francs! No doubt. But



renounce h�s l�berty! Be on f�xed wages! A sort of h�red man of
letters! Accord�ng to Mar�us’ op�n�on, �f he accepted, h�s pos�t�on
would become both better and worse at the same t�me, he acqu�red
comfort, and lost h�s d�gn�ty; �t was a f�ne and complete unhapp�ness
converted �nto a repuls�ve and r�d�culous state of torture: someth�ng
l�ke the case of a bl�nd man who should recover the s�ght of one eye.
He refused.

Mar�us dwelt �n sol�tude. Ow�ng to h�s taste for rema�n�ng outs�de
of everyth�ng, and through hav�ng been too much alarmed, he had
not entered dec�dedly �nto the group pres�ded over by Enjolras. They
had rema�ned good fr�ends; they were ready to ass�st each other on
occas�on �n every poss�ble way; but noth�ng more. Mar�us had two
fr�ends: one young, Courfeyrac; and one old, M. Mabeuf. He �ncl�ned
more to the old man. In the f�rst place, he owed to h�m the revolut�on
wh�ch had taken place w�th�n h�m; to h�m he was �ndebted for hav�ng
known and loved h�s father. “He operated on me for a cataract,” he
sa�d.

The churchwarden had certa�nly played a dec�s�ve part.
It was not, however, that M. Mabeuf had been anyth�ng but the

calm and �mpass�ve agent of Prov�dence �n th�s connect�on. He had
enl�ghtened Mar�us by chance and w�thout be�ng aware of the fact,
as does a candle wh�ch some one br�ngs; he had been the candle
and not the some one.

As for Mar�us’ �nward pol�t�cal revolut�on, M. Mabeuf was totally
�ncapable of comprehend�ng �t, of w�ll�ng or of d�rect�ng �t.

As we shall see M. Mabeuf aga�n, later on, a few words w�ll not be
superfluous.



CHAPTER IV—M. MABEUF
On the day when M. Mabeuf sa�d to Mar�us: “Certa�nly I approve of

pol�t�cal op�n�ons,” he expressed the real state of h�s m�nd. All
pol�t�cal op�n�ons were matters of �nd�fference to h�m, and he
approved them all, w�thout d�st�nct�on, prov�ded they left h�m �n
peace, as the Greeks called the Fur�es “the beaut�ful, the good, the
charm�ng,” the Eumen�des. M. Mabeuf’s pol�t�cal op�n�on cons�sted �n
a pass�onate love for plants, and, above all, for books. L�ke all the
rest of the world, he possessed the term�nat�on �n �st, w�thout wh�ch
no one could ex�st at that t�me, but he was ne�ther a Royal�st, a
Bonapart�st, a Chart�st, an Orlean�st, nor an Anarch�st; he was a
bouqu�n�st, a collector of old books. He d�d not understand how men
could busy themselves w�th hat�ng each other because of s�lly stuff
l�ke the charter, democracy, leg�t�macy, monarchy, the republ�c, etc.,
when there were �n the world all sorts of mosses, grasses, and
shrubs wh�ch they m�ght be look�ng at, and heaps of fol�os, and even
of 32mos, wh�ch they m�ght turn over. He took good care not to
become useless; hav�ng books d�d not prevent h�s read�ng, be�ng a
botan�st d�d not prevent h�s be�ng a gardener. When he made
Pontmercy’s acqua�ntance, th�s sympathy had ex�sted between the
colonel and h�mself—that what the colonel d�d for flowers, he d�d for
fru�ts. M. Mabeuf had succeeded �n produc�ng seedl�ng pears as
savory as the pears of St. Germa�n; �t �s from one of h�s
comb�nat�ons, apparently, that the October M�rabelle, now celebrated
and no less perfumed than the summer M�rabelle, owes �ts or�g�n. He
went to mass rather from gentleness than from p�ety, and because,
as he loved the faces of men, but hated the�r no�se, he found them
assembled and s�lent only �n church. Feel�ng that he must be
someth�ng �n the State, he had chosen the career of warden.
However, he had never succeeded �n lov�ng any woman as much as
a tul�p bulb, nor any man as much as an Elzev�r. He had long passed
s�xty, when, one day, some one asked h�m: “Have you never been



marr�ed?” “I have forgotten,” sa�d he. When �t somet�mes happened
to h�m—and to whom does �t not happen?—to say: “Oh! �f I were
only r�ch!” �t was not when ogl�ng a pretty g�rl, as was the case w�th
Father G�llenormand, but when contemplat�ng an old book. He l�ved
alone w�th an old housekeeper. He was somewhat gouty, and when
he was asleep, h�s aged f�ngers, st�ffened w�th rheumat�sm, lay
crooked up �n the folds of h�s sheets. He had composed and
publ�shed a Flora of the Env�rons of Cauteretz, w�th colored plates, a
work wh�ch enjoyed a tolerable measure of esteem and wh�ch sold
well. People rang h�s bell, �n the Rue Més�ères, two or three t�mes a
day, to ask for �t. He drew as much as two thousand francs a year
from �t; th�s const�tuted nearly the whole of h�s fortune. Although
poor, he had had the talent to form for h�mself, by d�nt of pat�ence,
pr�vat�ons, and t�me, a prec�ous collect�on of rare cop�es of every
sort. He never went out w�thout a book under h�s arm, and he often
returned w�th two. The sole decorat�on of the four rooms on the
ground floor, wh�ch composed h�s lodg�ngs, cons�sted of framed
herbar�ums, and engrav�ngs of the old masters. The s�ght of a sword
or a gun ch�lled h�s blood. He had never approached a cannon �n h�s
l�fe, even at the Inval�des. He had a passable stomach, a brother
who was a curé, perfectly wh�te ha�r, no teeth, e�ther �n h�s mouth or
h�s m�nd, a trembl�ng �n every l�mb, a P�card accent, an �nfant�le
laugh, the a�r of an old sheep, and he was eas�ly fr�ghtened. Add to
th�s, that he had no other fr�endsh�p, no other acqua�ntance among
the l�v�ng, than an old bookseller of the Porte-Sa�nt-Jacques, named
Royal. H�s dream was to natural�ze �nd�go �n France.

H�s servant was also a sort of �nnocent. The poor good old woman
was a sp�nster. Sultan, her cat, wh�ch m�ght have mewed Allegr�’s
m�serere �n the S�xt�ne Chapel, had f�lled her heart and suff�ced for
the quant�ty of pass�on wh�ch ex�sted �n her. None of her dreams had
ever proceeded as far as man. She had never been able to get
further than her cat. L�ke h�m, she had a moustache. Her glory
cons�sted �n her caps, wh�ch were always wh�te. She passed her
t�me, on Sundays, after mass, �n count�ng over the l�nen �n her chest,
and �n spread�ng out on her bed the dresses �n the p�ece wh�ch she
bought and never had made up. She knew how to read. M. Mabeuf
had n�cknamed her Mother Plutarque.



M. Mabeuf had taken a fancy to Mar�us, because Mar�us, be�ng
young and gentle, warmed h�s age w�thout startl�ng h�s t�m�d�ty. Youth
comb�ned w�th gentleness produces on old people the effect of the
sun w�thout w�nd. When Mar�us was saturated w�th m�l�tary glory,
w�th gunpowder, w�th marches and countermarches, and w�th all
those prod�g�ous battles �n wh�ch h�s father had g�ven and rece�ved
such tremendous blows of the sword, he went to see M. Mabeuf, and
M. Mabeuf talked to h�m of h�s hero from the po�nt of v�ew of flowers.

H�s brother the curé d�ed about 1830, and almost �mmed�ately, as
when the n�ght �s draw�ng on, the whole hor�zon grew dark for M.
Mabeuf. A notary’s fa�lure depr�ved h�m of the sum of ten thousand
francs, wh�ch was all that he possessed �n h�s brother’s r�ght and h�s
own. The Revolut�on of July brought a cr�s�s to publ�sh�ng. In a per�od
of embarrassment, the f�rst th�ng wh�ch does not sell �s a Flora. The
Flora of the Env�rons of Cauteretz stopped short. Weeks passed by
w�thout a s�ngle purchaser. Somet�mes M. Mabeuf started at the
sound of the bell. “Mons�eur,” sa�d Mother Plutarque sadly, “�t �s the
water-carr�er.” In short, one day, M. Mabeuf qu�tted the Rue
Més�ères, abd�cated the funct�ons of warden, gave up Sa�nt-Sulp�ce,
sold not a part of h�s books, but of h�s pr�nts,—that to wh�ch he was
the least attached,—and �nstalled h�mself �n a l�ttle house on the Rue
Montparnasse, where, however, he rema�ned but one quarter for two
reasons: �n the f�rst place, the ground floor and the garden cost three
hundred francs, and he dared not spend more than two hundred
francs on h�s rent; �n the second, be�ng near Faton’s shoot�ng-
gallery, he could hear the p�stol-shots; wh�ch was �ntolerable to h�m.

He carr�ed off h�s Flora, h�s copper-plates, h�s herbar�ums, h�s
portfol�os, and h�s books, and establ�shed h�mself near the
Salpêtr�ère, �n a sort of thatched cottage of the v�llage of Austerl�tz,
where, for f�fty crowns a year, he got three rooms and a garden
enclosed by a hedge, and conta�n�ng a well. He took advantage of
th�s removal to sell off nearly all h�s furn�ture. On the day of h�s
entrance �nto h�s new quarters, he was very gay, and drove the na�ls
on wh�ch h�s engrav�ngs and herbar�ums were to hang, w�th h�s own
hands, dug �n h�s garden the rest of the day, and at n�ght, perce�v�ng
that Mother Plutarque had a melancholy a�r, and was very thoughtful,



he tapped her on the shoulder and sa�d to her w�th a sm�le: “We
have the �nd�go!”

Only two v�s�tors, the bookseller of the Porte-Sa�nt-Jacques and
Mar�us, were adm�tted to v�ew the thatched cottage at Austerl�tz, a
brawl�ng name wh�ch was, to tell the truth, extremely d�sagreeable to
h�m.

However, as we have just po�nted out, bra�ns wh�ch are absorbed
�n some b�t of w�sdom, or folly, or, as �t often happens, �n both at
once, are but slowly access�ble to the th�ngs of actual l�fe. The�r own
dest�ny �s a far-off th�ng to them. There results from such
concentrat�on a pass�v�ty, wh�ch, �f �t were the outcome of reason�ng,
would resemble ph�losophy. One decl�nes, descends, tr�ckles away,
even crumbles away, and yet �s hardly consc�ous of �t one’s self. It
always ends, �t �s true, �n an awaken�ng, but the awaken�ng �s tardy.
In the meant�me, �t seems as though we held ourselves neutral �n the
game wh�ch �s go�ng on between our happ�ness and our
unhapp�ness. We are the stake, and we look on at the game w�th
�nd�fference.

It �s thus that, athwart the cloud wh�ch formed about h�m, when all
h�s hopes were ext�ngu�shed one after the other, M. Mabeuf
rema�ned rather puer�lely, but profoundly serene. H�s hab�ts of m�nd
had the regular sw�ng of a pendulum. Once mounted on an �llus�on,
he went for a very long t�me, even after the �llus�on had d�sappeared.
A clock does not stop short at the prec�se moment when the key �s
lost.

M. Mabeuf had h�s �nnocent pleasures. These pleasures were
�nexpens�ve and unexpected; the merest chance furn�shed them.
One day, Mother Plutarque was read�ng a romance �n one corner of
the room. She was read�ng aloud, f�nd�ng that she understood better
thus. To read aloud �s to assure one’s self of what one �s read�ng.
There are people who read very loud, and who have the appearance
of g�v�ng themselves the�r word of honor as to what they are
perus�ng.

It was w�th th�s sort of energy that Mother Plutarque was read�ng
the romance wh�ch she had �n hand. M. Mabeuf heard her w�thout
l�sten�ng to her.



In the course of her read�ng, Mother Plutarque came to th�s
phrase. It was a quest�on of an off�cer of dragoons and a beauty:—

“—The beauty pouted, and the dragoon—”
Here she �nterrupted herself to w�pe her glasses.
“Bouddha and the Dragon,” struck �n M. Mabeuf �n a low vo�ce.

“Yes, �t �s true that there was a dragon, wh�ch, from the depths of �ts
cave, spouted flame through h�s maw and set the heavens on f�re.
Many stars had already been consumed by th�s monster, wh�ch,
bes�des, had the claws of a t�ger. Bouddha went �nto �ts den and
succeeded �n convert�ng the dragon. That �s a good book that you
are read�ng, Mother Plutarque. There �s no more beaut�ful legend �n
ex�stence.”

And M. Mabeuf fell �nto a del�c�ous rever�e.



CHAPTER V—POVERTY A GOOD
NEIGHBOR FOR MISERY

Mar�us l�ked th�s cand�d old man who saw h�mself gradually fall�ng
�nto the clutches of �nd�gence, and who came to feel aston�shment,
l�ttle by l�ttle, w�thout, however, be�ng made melancholy by �t. Mar�us
met Courfeyrac and sought out M. Mabeuf. Very rarely, however;
tw�ce a month at most.

Mar�us’ pleasure cons�sted �n tak�ng long walks alone on the outer
boulevards, or �n the Champs-de-Mars, or �n the least frequented
alleys of the Luxembourg. He often spent half a day �n gaz�ng at a
market garden, the beds of lettuce, the ch�ckens on the dung-heap,
the horse turn�ng the water-wheel. The passers-by stared at h�m �n
surpr�se, and some of them thought h�s att�re susp�c�ous and h�s
m�en s�n�ster. He was only a poor young man dream�ng �n an
objectless way.

It was dur�ng one of h�s strolls that he had h�t upon the Gorbeau
house, and, tempted by �ts �solat�on and �ts cheapness, had taken up
h�s abode there. He was known there only under the name of M.
Mar�us.

Some of h�s father’s old generals or old comrades had �nv�ted h�m
to go and see them, when they learned about h�m. Mar�us had not
refused the�r �nv�tat�ons. They afforded opportun�t�es of talk�ng about
h�s father. Thus he went from t�me to t�me, to Comte Pajol, to
General Bellavesne, to General Fr�r�on, to the Inval�des. There was
mus�c and danc�ng there. On such even�ngs, Mar�us put on h�s new
coat. But he never went to these even�ng part�es or balls except on
days when �t was freez�ng cold, because he could not afford a
carr�age, and he d�d not w�sh to arr�ve w�th boots otherw�se than l�ke
m�rrors.



He sa�d somet�mes, but w�thout b�tterness: “Men are so made that
�n a draw�ng-room you may be so�led everywhere except on your
shoes. In order to �nsure a good recept�on there, only one
�rreproachable th�ng �s asked of you; your consc�ence? No, your
boots.”

All pass�ons except those of the heart are d�ss�pated by rever�e.
Mar�us’ pol�t�cal fevers van�shed thus. The Revolut�on of 1830
ass�sted �n the process, by sat�sfy�ng and calm�ng h�m. He rema�ned
the same, sett�ng as�de h�s f�ts of wrath. He st�ll held the same
op�n�ons. Only, they had been tempered. To speak accurately, he
had no longer any op�n�ons, he had sympath�es. To what party d�d he
belong? To the party of human�ty. Out of human�ty he chose France;
out of the Nat�on he chose the people; out of the people he chose
the woman. It was to that po�nt above all, that h�s p�ty was d�rected.
Now he preferred an �dea to a deed, a poet to a hero, and he
adm�red a book l�ke Job more than an event l�ke Marengo. And then,
when, after a day spent �n med�tat�on, he returned �n the even�ng
through the boulevards, and caught a gl�mpse through the branches
of the trees of the fathomless space beyond, the nameless gleams,
the abyss, the shadow, the mystery, all that wh�ch �s only human
seemed very pretty �ndeed to h�m.

He thought that he had, and he really had, �n fact, arr�ved at the
truth of l�fe and of human ph�losophy, and he had ended by gaz�ng at
noth�ng but heaven, the only th�ng wh�ch Truth can perce�ve from the
bottom of her well.

Th�s d�d not prevent h�m from mult�ply�ng h�s plans, h�s
comb�nat�ons, h�s scaffold�ngs, h�s projects for the future. In th�s state
of rever�e, an eye wh�ch could have cast a glance �nto Mar�us’
�nter�or would have been dazzled w�th the pur�ty of that soul. In fact,
had �t been g�ven to our eyes of the flesh to gaze �nto the
consc�ences of others, we should be able to judge a man much more
surely accord�ng to what he dreams, than accord�ng to what he
th�nks. There �s w�ll �n thought, there �s none �n dreams. Rever�e,
wh�ch �s utterly spontaneous, takes and keeps, even �n the g�gant�c
and the �deal, the form of our sp�r�t. Noth�ng proceeds more d�rectly
and more s�ncerely from the very depth of our soul, than our



unpremed�tated and boundless asp�rat�ons towards the splendors of
dest�ny. In these asp�rat�ons, much more than �n del�berate, rat�onal
co-ord�nated �deas, �s the real character of a man to be found. Our
ch�mæras are the th�ngs wh�ch the most resemble us. Each one of
us dreams of the unknown and the �mposs�ble �n accordance w�th h�s
nature.

Towards the m�ddle of th�s year 1831, the old woman who wa�ted
on Mar�us told h�m that h�s ne�ghbors, the wretched Jondrette fam�ly,
had been turned out of doors. Mar�us, who passed nearly the whole
of h�s days out of the house, hardly knew that he had any ne�ghbors.

“Why are they turned out?” he asked.
“Because they do not pay the�r rent; they owe for two quarters.”
“How much �s �t?”
“Twenty francs,” sa�d the old woman.
Mar�us had th�rty francs saved up �n a drawer.
“Here,” he sa�d to the old woman, “take these twenty-f�ve francs.

Pay for the poor people and g�ve them f�ve francs, and do not tell
them that �t was I.”



CHAPTER VI—THE SUBSTITUTE
It chanced that the reg�ment to wh�ch L�eutenant Théodule

belonged came to perform garr�son duty �n Par�s. Th�s �nsp�red Aunt
G�llenormand w�th a second �dea. She had, on the f�rst occas�on, h�t
upon the plan of hav�ng Mar�us sp�ed upon by Théodule; now she
plotted to have Théodule take Mar�us’ place.

At all events and �n case the grandfather should feel the vague
need of a young face �n the house,—these rays of dawn are
somet�mes sweet to ru�n,—�t was exped�ent to f�nd another Mar�us.
“Take �t as a s�mple erratum,” she thought, “such as one sees �n
books. For Mar�us, read Théodule.”

A grandnephew �s almost the same as a grandson; �n default of a
lawyer one takes a lancer.

One morn�ng, when M. G�llenormand was about to read someth�ng
�n the Quot�d�enne, h�s daughter entered and sa�d to h�m �n her
sweetest vo�ce; for the quest�on concerned her favor�te:—

“Father, Théodule �s com�ng to present h�s respects to you th�s
morn�ng.”

“Who’s Théodule?”
“Your grandnephew.”
“Ah!” sa�d the grandfather.
Then he went back to h�s read�ng, thought no more of h�s

grandnephew, who was merely some Théodule or other, and soon
flew �nto a rage, wh�ch almost always happened when he read. The
“sheet” wh�ch he held, although Royal�st, of course, announced for
the follow�ng day, w�thout any soften�ng phrases, one of these l�ttle
events wh�ch were of da�ly occurrence at that date �n Par�s: “That the
students of the schools of law and med�c�ne were to assemble on the
Place du Panthéon, at m�dday,—to del�berate.” The d�scuss�on
concerned one of the quest�ons of the moment, the art�llery of the



Nat�onal Guard, and a confl�ct between the M�n�ster of War and “the
c�t�zen’s m�l�t�a,” on the subject of the cannon parked �n the courtyard
of the Louvre. The students were to “del�berate” over th�s. It d�d not
take much more than th�s to swell M. G�llenormand’s rage.

He thought of Mar�us, who was a student, and who would probably
go w�th the rest, to “del�berate, at m�dday, on the Place du
Panthéon.”

As he was �ndulg�ng �n th�s pa�nful dream, L�eutenant Théodule
entered clad �n pla�n clothes as a bourgeo�s, wh�ch was clever of
h�m, and was d�screetly �ntroduced by Mademo�selle G�llenormand.
The lancer had reasoned as follows: “The old dru�d has not sunk all
h�s money �n a l�fe pens�on. It �s well to d�sgu�se one’s self as a
c�v�l�an from t�me to t�me.”

Mademo�selle G�llenormand sa�d aloud to her father:—
“Théodule, your grandnephew.”
And �n a low vo�ce to the l�eutenant:—
“Approve of everyth�ng.”
And she w�thdrew.
The l�eutenant, who was but l�ttle accustomed to such venerable

encounters, stammered w�th some t�m�d�ty: “Good day, uncle,”—and
made a salute composed of the �nvoluntary and mechan�cal outl�ne
of the m�l�tary salute f�n�shed off as a bourgeo�s salute.

“Ah! so �t’s you; that �s well, s�t down,” sa�d the old gentleman.
That sa�d, he totally forgot the lancer.
Théodule seated h�mself, and M. G�llenormand rose.
M. G�llenormand began to pace back and forth, h�s hands �n h�s

pockets, talk�ng aloud, and tw�tch�ng, w�th h�s �rr�tated old f�ngers, at
the two watches wh�ch he wore �n h�s two fobs.

“That pack of brats! they convene on the Place du Panthéon! by
my l�fe! urch�ns who were w�th the�r nurses but yesterday! If one
were to squeeze the�r noses, m�lk would burst out. And they
del�berate to-morrow, at m�dday. What are we com�ng to? What are
we com�ng to? It �s clear that we are mak�ng for the abyss. That �s
what the descam�sados have brought us to! To del�berate on the



c�t�zen art�llery! To go and jabber �n the open a�r over the j�bes of the
Nat�onal Guard! And w�th whom are they to meet there? Just see
wh�ther Jacob�n�sm leads. I w�ll bet anyth�ng you l�ke, a m�ll�on
aga�nst a counter, that there w�ll be no one there but returned
conv�cts and released galley-slaves. The Republ�cans and the
galley-slaves,—they form but one nose and one handkerch�ef.
Carnot used to say: ‘Where would you have me go, tra�tor?’ Fouché
repl�ed: ‘Wherever you please, �mbec�le!’ That’s what the
Republ�cans are l�ke.”

“That �s true,” sa�d Théodule.
M. G�llenormand half turned h�s head, saw Théodule, and went on:

—
“When one reflects that that scoundrel was so v�le as to turn

carbonaro! Why d�d you leave my house? To go and become a
Republ�can! Pssst! In the f�rst place, the people want none of your
republ�c, they have common sense, they know well that there always
have been k�ngs, and that there always w�ll be; they know well that
the people are only the people, after all, they make sport of �t, of your
republ�c—do you understand, �d�ot? Is �t not a horr�ble capr�ce? To
fall �n love w�th Père Duchesne, to make sheep’s-eyes at the
gu�llot�ne, to s�ng romances, and play on the gu�tar under the balcony
of ’93—�t’s enough to make one sp�t on all these young fellows, such
fools are they! They are all al�ke. Not one escapes. It suff�ces for
them to breathe the a�r wh�ch blows through the street to lose the�r
senses. The n�neteenth century �s po�son. The f�rst scamp that
happens along lets h�s beard grow l�ke a goat’s, th�nks h�mself a real
scoundrel, and abandons h�s old relat�ves. He’s a Republ�can, he’s a
romant�c. What does that mean, romant�c? Do me the favor to tell
me what �t �s. All poss�ble foll�es. A year ago, they ran to Hernan�.
Now, I just ask you, Hernan�! ant�theses! abom�nat�ons wh�ch are not
even wr�tten �n French! And then, they have cannons �n the courtyard
of the Louvre. Such are the rascal�t�es of th�s age!”

“You are r�ght, uncle,” sa�d Théodule.
M. G�llenormand resumed:—
“Cannons �n the courtyard of the Museum! For what purpose? Do

you want to f�re grape-shot at the Apollo Belvedere? What have



those cartr�dges to do w�th the Venus de Med�c�? Oh! the young men
of the present day are all blackguards! What a pretty creature �s the�r
Benjam�n Constant! And those who are not rascals are s�mpletons!
They do all they can to make themselves ugly, they are badly
dressed, they are afra�d of women, �n the presence of pett�coats they
have a mend�cant a�r wh�ch sets the g�rls �nto f�ts of laughter; on my
word of honor, one would say the poor creatures were ashamed of
love. They are deformed, and they complete themselves by be�ng
stup�d; they repeat the puns of T�ercel�n and Pot�er, they have sack
coats, stablemen’s wa�stcoats, sh�rts of coarse l�nen, trousers of
coarse cloth, boots of coarse leather, and the�r r�gmarole resembles
the�r plumage. One m�ght make use of the�r jargon to put new soles
on the�r old shoes. And all th�s awkward batch of brats has pol�t�cal
op�n�ons, �f you please. Pol�t�cal op�n�ons should be str�ctly forb�dden.
They fabr�cate systems, they recast soc�ety, they demol�sh the
monarchy, they fl�ng all laws to the earth, they put the att�c �n the
cellar’s place and my porter �n the place of the K�ng, they turn
Europe topsy-turvy, they reconstruct the world, and all the�r love
affa�rs cons�st �n star�ng sl�ly at the ankles of the laundresses as
these women cl�mb �nto the�r carts. Ah! Mar�us! Ah! you blackguard!
to go and voc�ferate on the publ�c place! to d�scuss, to debate, to
take measures! They call that measures, just God! D�sorder humbles
�tself and becomes s�lly. I have seen chaos, I now see a mess.
Students del�berat�ng on the Nat�onal Guard,—such a th�ng could not
be seen among the Og�bewas nor the Cadodaches! Savages who go
naked, w�th the�r noddles dressed l�ke a shuttlecock, w�th a club �n
the�r paws, are less of brutes than those bachelors of arts! The four-
penny monkeys! And they set up for judges! Those creatures
del�berate and rat�oc�nate! The end of the world �s come! Th�s �s
pla�nly the end of th�s m�serable terraqueous globe! A f�nal h�ccough
was requ�red, and France has em�tted �t. Del�berate, my rascals!
Such th�ngs w�ll happen so long as they go and read the newspapers
under the arcades of the Odéon. That costs them a sou, and the�r
good sense, and the�r �ntell�gence, and the�r heart and the�r soul, and
the�r w�ts. They emerge thence, and decamp from the�r fam�l�es. All
newspapers are pests; all, even the Drapeau Blanc! At bottom,



Marta�nv�lle was a Jacob�n. Ah! just Heaven! you may boast of
hav�ng dr�ven your grandfather to despa�r, that you may!”

“That �s ev�dent,” sa�d Théodule.
And prof�t�ng by the fact that M. G�llenormand was tak�ng breath,

the lancer added �n a mag�ster�al manner:—
“There should be no other newspaper than the Mon�teur, and no

other book than the Annua�re M�l�ta�re.”
M. G�llenormand cont�nued:—
“It �s l�ke the�r S�eyès! A reg�c�de end�ng �n a senator; for that �s the

way they always end. They g�ve themselves a scar w�th the address
of thou as c�t�zens, �n order to get themselves called, eventually,
Mons�eur le Comte. Mons�eur le Comte as b�g as my arm, assass�ns
of September. The ph�losopher S�eyès! I w�ll do myself the just�ce to
say, that I have never had any better op�n�on of the ph�losoph�es of
all those ph�losophers, than of the spectacles of the gr�macer of
T�vol�! One day I saw the Senators cross the Qua� Malplaquet �n
mantles of v�olet velvet sown w�th bees, w�th hats à la Henr� IV. They
were h�deous. One would have pronounced them monkeys from the
t�ger’s court. C�t�zens, I declare to you, that your progress �s
madness, that your human�ty �s a dream, that your revolut�on �s a
cr�me, that your republ�c �s a monster, that your young and v�rg�n
France comes from the brothel, and I ma�nta�n �t aga�nst all, whoever
you may be, whether journal�sts, econom�sts, leg�sts, or even were
you better judges of l�berty, of equal�ty, and fratern�ty than the kn�fe of
the gu�llot�ne! And that I announce to you, my f�ne fellows!”

“Parbleu!” cr�ed the l�eutenant, “that �s wonderfully true.”
M. G�llenormand paused �n a gesture wh�ch he had begun,

wheeled round, stared Lancer Théodule �ntently �n the eyes, and
sa�d to h�m:—

“You are a fool.”



BOOK SIXTH—THE CONJUNCTION
OF TWO STARS



CHAPTER I—THE SOBRIQUET: MODE
OF FORMATION OF FAMILY NAMES
Mar�us was, at th�s epoch, a handsome young man, of med�um

stature, w�th th�ck and �ntensely black ha�r, a lofty and �ntell�gent
brow, well-opened and pass�onate nostr�ls, an a�r of calmness and
s�ncer�ty, and w�th someth�ng �ndescr�bably proud, thoughtful, and
�nnocent over h�s whole countenance. H�s prof�le, all of whose l�nes
were rounded, w�thout thereby los�ng the�r f�rmness, had a certa�n
German�c sweetness, wh�ch has made �ts way �nto the French
phys�ognomy by way of Alsace and Lorra�ne, and that complete
absence of angles wh�ch rendered the S�cambres so eas�ly
recogn�zable among the Romans, and wh�ch d�st�ngu�shes the
leon�ne from the aqu�l�ne race. He was at that per�od of l�fe when the
m�nd of men who th�nk �s composed, �n nearly equal parts, of depth
and �ngenuousness. A grave s�tuat�on be�ng g�ven, he had all that �s
requ�red to be stup�d: one more turn of the key, and he m�ght be
subl�me. H�s manners were reserved, cold, pol�shed, not very gen�al.
As h�s mouth was charm�ng, h�s l�ps the reddest, and h�s teeth the
wh�test �n the world, h�s sm�le corrected the sever�ty of h�s face, as a
whole. At certa�n moments, that pure brow and that voluptuous sm�le
presented a s�ngular contrast. H�s eyes were small, but h�s glance
was large.

At the per�od of h�s most abject m�sery, he had observed that
young g�rls turned round when he passed by, and he fled or h�d, w�th
death �n h�s soul. He thought that they were star�ng at h�m because
of h�s old clothes, and that they were laugh�ng at them; the fact �s,
that they stared at h�m because of h�s grace, and that they dreamed
of h�m.

Th�s mute m�sunderstand�ng between h�m and the pretty passers-
by had made h�m shy. He chose none of them for the excellent



reason that he fled from all of them. He l�ved thus �ndef�n�tely,—
stup�dly, as Courfeyrac sa�d.

Courfeyrac also sa�d to h�m: “Do not asp�re to be venerable” [they
called each other thou; �t �s the tendency of youthful fr�endsh�ps to
sl�p �nto th�s mode of address]. “Let me g�ve you a p�ece of adv�ce,
my dear fellow. Don’t read so many books, and look a l�ttle more at
the lasses. The jades have some good po�nts about them, O Mar�us!
By d�nt of flee�ng and blush�ng, you w�ll become brutal�zed.”

On other occas�ons, Courfeyrac encountered h�m and sa�d:
—“Good morn�ng, Mons�eur l’Abbé!”

When Courfeyrac had addressed to h�m some remark of th�s
nature, Mar�us avo�ded women, both young and old, more than ever
for a week to come, and he avo�ded Courfeyrac to boot.

Nevertheless, there ex�sted �n all the �mmens�ty of creat�on, two
women whom Mar�us d�d not flee, and to whom he pa�d no attent�on
whatever. In truth, he would have been very much amazed �f he had
been �nformed that they were women. One was the bearded old
woman who swept out h�s chamber, and caused Courfeyrac to say:
“See�ng that h�s servant woman wears h�s beard, Mar�us does not
wear h�s own beard.” The other was a sort of l�ttle g�rl whom he saw
very often, and whom he never looked at.

For more than a year, Mar�us had not�ced �n one of the walks of
the Luxembourg, the one wh�ch sk�rts the parapet of the Pép�n�ère, a
man and a very young g�rl, who were almost always seated s�de by
s�de on the same bench, at the most sol�tary end of the alley, on the
Rue de l’Ouest s�de. Every t�me that that chance wh�ch meddles w�th
the strolls of persons whose gaze �s turned �nwards, led Mar�us to
that walk,—and �t was nearly every day,—he found th�s couple there.
The man appeared to be about s�xty years of age; he seemed sad
and ser�ous; h�s whole person presented the robust and weary
aspect pecul�ar to m�l�tary men who have ret�red from the serv�ce. If
he had worn a decorat�on, Mar�us would have sa�d: “He �s an ex-
off�cer.” He had a k�ndly but unapproachable a�r, and he never let h�s
glance l�nger on the eyes of any one. He wore blue trousers, a blue
frock coat and a broad-br�mmed hat, wh�ch always appeared to be
new, a black cravat, a quaker sh�rt, that �s to say, �t was dazzl�ngly



wh�te, but of coarse l�nen. A gr�sette who passed near h�m one day,
sa�d: “Here’s a very t�dy w�dower.” H�s ha�r was very wh�te.

The f�rst t�me that the young g�rl who accompan�ed h�m came and
seated herself on the bench wh�ch they seemed to have adopted,
she was a sort of ch�ld th�rteen or fourteen years of age, so th�n as to
be almost homely, awkward, �ns�gn�f�cant, and w�th a poss�ble
prom�se of handsome eyes. Only, they were always ra�sed w�th a
sort of d�spleas�ng assurance. Her dress was both aged and ch�ld�sh,
l�ke the dress of the scholars �n a convent; �t cons�sted of a badly cut
gown of black mer�no. They had the a�r of be�ng father and daughter.

Mar�us scanned th�s old man, who was not yet aged, and th�s l�ttle
g�rl, who was not yet a person, for a few days, and thereafter pa�d no
attent�on to them. They, on the�r s�de, d�d not appear even to see
h�m. They conversed together w�th a peaceful and �nd�fferent a�r. The
g�rl chattered �ncessantly and merr�ly. The old man talked but l�ttle,
and, at t�mes, he f�xed on her eyes overflow�ng w�th an �neffable
patern�ty.

Mar�us had acqu�red the mechan�cal hab�t of stroll�ng �n that walk.
He �nvar�ably found them there.

Th�s �s the way th�ngs went:—
Mar�us l�ked to arr�ve by the end of the alley wh�ch was furthest

from the�r bench; he walked the whole length of the alley, passed �n
front of them, then returned to the extrem�ty whence he had come,
and began aga�n. Th�s he d�d f�ve or s�x t�mes �n the course of h�s
promenade, and the promenade was taken f�ve or s�x t�mes a week,
w�thout �ts hav�ng occurred to h�m or to these people to exchange a
greet�ng. That personage, and that young g�rl, although they
appeared,—and perhaps because they appeared,—to shun all
glances, had, naturally, caused some attent�on on the part of the f�ve
or s�x students who strolled along the Pép�n�ère from t�me to t�me;
the stud�ous after the�r lectures, the others after the�r game of
b�ll�ards. Courfeyrac, who was among the last, had observed them
several t�mes, but, f�nd�ng the g�rl homely, he had speed�ly and
carefully kept out of the way. He had fled, d�scharg�ng at them a
sobr�quet, l�ke a Parth�an dart. Impressed solely w�th the ch�ld’s gown
and the old man’s ha�r, he had dubbed the daughter Mademo�selle



Lano�re, and the father, Mons�eur Leblanc, so that as no one knew
them under any other t�tle, th�s n�ckname became a law �n the default
of any other name. The students sa�d: “Ah! Mons�eur Leblanc �s on
h�s bench.” And Mar�us, l�ke the rest, had found �t conven�ent to call
th�s unknown gentleman Mons�eur Leblanc.

We shall follow the�r example, and we shall say M. Leblanc, �n
order to fac�l�tate th�s tale.

So Mar�us saw them nearly every day, at the same hour, dur�ng
the f�rst year. He found the man to h�s taste, but the g�rl �ns�p�d.



CHAPTER II—LUX FACTA EST
Dur�ng the second year, prec�sely at the po�nt �n th�s h�story wh�ch

the reader has now reached, �t chanced that th�s hab�t of the
Luxembourg was �nterrupted, w�thout Mar�us h�mself be�ng qu�te
aware why, and nearly s�x months elapsed, dur�ng wh�ch he d�d not
set foot �n the alley. One day, at last, he returned th�ther once more; �t
was a serene summer morn�ng, and Mar�us was �n joyous mood, as
one �s when the weather �s f�ne. It seemed to h�m that he had �n h�s
heart all the songs of the b�rds that he was l�sten�ng to, and all the
b�ts of blue sky of wh�ch he caught gl�mpses through the leaves of
the trees.

He went stra�ght to “h�s alley,” and when he reached the end of �t
he perce�ved, st�ll on the same bench, that well-known couple. Only,
when he approached, �t certa�nly was the same man; but �t seemed
to h�m that �t was no longer the same g�rl. The person whom he now
beheld was a tall and beaut�ful creature, possessed of all the most
charm�ng l�nes of a woman at the prec�se moment when they are st�ll
comb�ned w�th all the most �ngenuous graces of the ch�ld; a pure and
fug�t�ve moment, wh�ch can be expressed only by these two words,
—“f�fteen years.” She had wonderful brown ha�r, shaded w�th threads
of gold, a brow that seemed made of marble, cheeks that seemed
made of rose-leaf, a pale flush, an ag�tated wh�teness, an exqu�s�te
mouth, whence sm�les darted l�ke sunbeams, and words l�ke mus�c,
a head such as Raphael would have g�ven to Mary, set upon a neck
that Jean Goujon would have attr�buted to a Venus. And, �n order
that noth�ng m�ght be lack�ng to th�s bew�tch�ng face, her nose was
not handsome—�t was pretty; ne�ther stra�ght nor curved, ne�ther
Ital�an nor Greek; �t was the Par�s�an nose, that �s to say, sp�r�tual,
del�cate, �rregular, pure,—wh�ch dr�ves pa�nters to despa�r, and
charms poets.



When Mar�us passed near her, he could not see her eyes, wh�ch
were constantly lowered. He saw only her long chestnut lashes,
permeated w�th shadow and modesty.

Th�s d�d not prevent the beaut�ful ch�ld from sm�l�ng as she l�stened
to what the wh�te-ha�red old man was say�ng to her, and noth�ng
could be more fasc�nat�ng than that fresh sm�le, comb�ned w�th those
droop�ng eyes.

For a moment, Mar�us thought that she was another daughter of
the same man, a s�ster of the former, no doubt. But when the
�nvar�able hab�t of h�s stroll brought h�m, for the second t�me, near
the bench, and he had exam�ned her attent�vely, he recogn�zed her
as the same. In s�x months the l�ttle g�rl had become a young
ma�den; that was all. Noth�ng �s more frequent than th�s
phenomenon. There �s a moment when g�rls blossom out �n the
tw�nkl�ng of an eye, and become roses all at once. One left them
ch�ldren but yesterday; today, one f�nds them d�squ�et�ng to the
feel�ngs.

Th�s ch�ld had not only grown, she had become �deal�zed. As three
days �n Apr�l suff�ce to cover certa�n trees w�th flowers, s�x months
had suff�ced to clothe her w�th beauty. Her Apr�l had arr�ved.

One somet�mes sees people, who, poor and mean, seem to wake
up, pass suddenly from �nd�gence to luxury, �ndulge �n expend�tures
of all sorts, and become dazzl�ng, prod�gal, magn�f�cent, all of a
sudden. That �s the result of hav�ng pocketed an �ncome; a note fell
due yesterday. The young g�rl had rece�ved her quarterly �ncome.

And then, she was no longer the school-g�rl w�th her felt hat, her
mer�no gown, her scholar’s shoes, and red hands; taste had come to
her w�th beauty; she was a well-dressed person, clad w�th a sort of
r�ch and s�mple elegance, and w�thout affectat�on. She wore a dress
of black damask, a cape of the same mater�al, and a bonnet of wh�te
crape. Her wh�te gloves d�splayed the del�cacy of the hand wh�ch
toyed w�th the carved, Ch�nese �vory handle of a parasol, and her
s�lken shoe outl�ned the smallness of her foot. When one passed
near her, her whole to�lette exhaled a youthful and penetrat�ng
perfume.

As for the man, he was the same as usual.



The second t�me that Mar�us approached her, the young g�rl ra�sed
her eyel�ds; her eyes were of a deep, celest�al blue, but �n that ve�led
azure, there was, as yet, noth�ng but the glance of a ch�ld. She
looked at Mar�us �nd�fferently, as she would have stared at the brat
runn�ng beneath the sycamores, or the marble vase wh�ch cast a
shadow on the bench, and Mar�us, on h�s s�de, cont�nued h�s
promenade, and thought about someth�ng else.

He passed near the bench where the young g�rl sat, f�ve or s�x
t�mes, but w�thout even turn�ng h�s eyes �n her d�rect�on.

On the follow�ng days, he returned, as was h�s wont, to the
Luxembourg; as usual, he found there “the father and daughter;” but
he pa�d no further attent�on to them. He thought no more about the
g�rl now that she was beaut�ful than he had when she was homely.
He passed very near the bench where she sat, because such was
h�s hab�t.



CHAPTER III—EFFECT OF THE
SPRING

One day, the a�r was warm, the Luxembourg was �nundated w�th
l�ght and shade, the sky was as pure as though the angels had
washed �t that morn�ng, the sparrows were g�v�ng vent to l�ttle tw�tters
�n the depths of the chestnut-trees. Mar�us had thrown open h�s
whole soul to nature, he was not th�nk�ng of anyth�ng, he s�mply l�ved
and breathed, he passed near the bench, the young g�rl ra�sed her
eyes to h�m, the two glances met.

What was there �n the young g�rl’s glance on th�s occas�on? Mar�us
could not have told. There was noth�ng and there was everyth�ng. It
was a strange flash.

She dropped her eyes, and he pursued h�s way.
What he had just seen was no longer the �ngenuous and s�mple

eye of a ch�ld; �t was a myster�ous gulf wh�ch had half opened, then
abruptly closed aga�n.

There comes a day when the young g�rl glances �n th�s manner.
Woe to h�m who chances to be there!

That f�rst gaze of a soul wh�ch does not, as yet, know �tself, �s l�ke
the dawn �n the sky. It �s the awaken�ng of someth�ng rad�ant and
strange. Noth�ng can g�ve any �dea of the dangerous charm of that
unexpected gleam, wh�ch flashes suddenly and vaguely forth from
adorable shadows, and wh�ch �s composed of all the �nnocence of
the present, and of all the pass�on of the future. It �s a sort of
undec�ded tenderness wh�ch reveals �tself by chance, and wh�ch
wa�ts. It �s a snare wh�ch the �nnocent ma�den sets unknown to
herself, and �n wh�ch she captures hearts w�thout e�ther w�sh�ng or
know�ng �t. It �s a v�rg�n look�ng l�ke a woman.



It �s rare that a profound rever�e does not spr�ng from that glance,
where �t falls. All pur�t�es and all candors meet �n that celest�al and
fatal gleam wh�ch, more than all the best-planned tender glances of
coquettes, possesses the mag�c power of caus�ng the sudden
blossom�ng, �n the depths of the soul, of that sombre flower,
�mpregnated w�th perfume and w�th po�son, wh�ch �s called love.

That even�ng, on h�s return to h�s garret, Mar�us cast h�s eyes over
h�s garments, and perce�ved, for the f�rst t�me, that he had been so
slovenly, �ndecorous, and �nconce�vably stup�d as to go for h�s walk
�n the Luxembourg w�th h�s “every-day clothes,” that �s to say, w�th a
hat battered near the band, coarse carter’s boots, black trousers
wh�ch showed wh�te at the knees, and a black coat wh�ch was pale
at the elbows.



CHAPTER IV—BEGINNING OF A
GREAT MALADY

On the follow�ng day, at the accustomed hour, Mar�us drew from
h�s wardrobe h�s new coat, h�s new trousers, h�s new hat, and h�s
new boots; he clothed h�mself �n th�s complete panoply, put on h�s
gloves, a tremendous luxury, and set off for the Luxembourg.

On the way th�ther, he encountered Courfeyrac, and pretended not
to see h�m. Courfeyrac, on h�s return home, sa�d to h�s fr�ends:—

“I have just met Mar�us’ new hat and new coat, w�th Mar�us �ns�de
them. He was go�ng to pass an exam�nat�on, no doubt. He looked
utterly stup�d.”

On arr�v�ng at the Luxembourg, Mar�us made the tour of the
founta�n bas�n, and stared at the swans; then he rema�ned for a long
t�me �n contemplat�on before a statue whose head was perfectly
black w�th mould, and one of whose h�ps was m�ss�ng. Near the
bas�n there was a bourgeo�s forty years of age, w�th a prom�nent
stomach, who was hold�ng by the hand a l�ttle urch�n of f�ve, and
say�ng to h�m: “Shun excess, my son, keep at an equal d�stance from
despot�sm and from anarchy.” Mar�us l�stened to th�s bourgeo�s.
Then he made the c�rcu�t of the bas�n once more. At last he d�rected
h�s course towards “h�s alley,” slowly, and as �f w�th regret. One
would have sa�d that he was both forced to go there and w�thheld
from do�ng so. He d�d not perce�ve �t h�mself, and thought that he
was do�ng as he always d�d.

On turn�ng �nto the walk, he saw M. Leblanc and the young g�rl at
the other end, “on the�r bench.” He buttoned h�s coat up to the very
top, pulled �t down on h�s body so that there m�ght be no wr�nkles,
exam�ned, w�th a certa�n compla�sance, the lustrous gleams of h�s
trousers, and marched on the bench. Th�s march savored of an
attack, and certa�nly of a des�re for conquest. So I say that he



marched on the bench, as I should say: “Hann�bal marched on
Rome.”

However, all h�s movements were purely mechan�cal, and he had
�nterrupted none of the hab�tual preoccupat�ons of h�s m�nd and
labors. At that moment, he was th�nk�ng that the Manuel du
Baccalauréat was a stup�d book, and that �t must have been drawn
up by rare �d�ots, to allow of three traged�es of Rac�ne and only one
comedy of Mol�ère be�ng analyzed there�n as masterp�eces of the
human m�nd. There was a p�erc�ng wh�stl�ng go�ng on �n h�s ears. As
he approached the bench, he held fast to the folds �n h�s coat, and
f�xed h�s eyes on the young g�rl. It seemed to h�m that she f�lled the
ent�re extrem�ty of the alley w�th a vague blue l�ght.

In proport�on as he drew near, h�s pace slackened more and more.
On arr�v�ng at some l�ttle d�stance from the bench, and long before
he had reached the end of the walk, he halted, and could not expla�n
to h�mself why he retraced h�s steps. He d�d not even say to h�mself
that he would not go as far as the end. It was only w�th d�ff�culty that
the young g�rl could have perce�ved h�m �n the d�stance and noted
h�s f�ne appearance �n h�s new clothes. Nevertheless, he held
h�mself very erect, �n case any one should be look�ng at h�m from
beh�nd.

He atta�ned the oppos�te end, then came back, and th�s t�me he
approached a l�ttle nearer to the bench. He even got to w�th�n three
�ntervals of trees, but there he felt an �ndescr�bable �mposs�b�l�ty of
proceed�ng further, and he hes�tated. He thought he saw the young
g�rl’s face bend�ng towards h�m. But he exerted a manly and v�olent
effort, subdued h�s hes�tat�on, and walked stra�ght ahead. A few
seconds later, he rushed �n front of the bench, erect and f�rm,
redden�ng to the very ears, w�thout dar�ng to cast a glance e�ther to
the r�ght or to the left, w�th h�s hand thrust �nto h�s coat l�ke a
statesman. At the moment when he passed,—under the cannon of
the place,—he felt h�s heart beat w�ldly. As on the preced�ng day, she
wore her damask gown and her crape bonnet. He heard an �neffable
vo�ce, wh�ch must have been “her vo�ce.” She was talk�ng tranqu�lly.
She was very pretty. He felt �t, although he made no attempt to see
her. “She could not, however,” he thought, “help feel�ng esteem and



cons�derat�on for me, �f she only knew that I am the ver�table author
of the d�ssertat�on on Marcos Obrégon de la Ronde, wh�ch M.
Franço�s de Neufchâteau put, as though �t were h�s own, at the head
of h�s ed�t�on of G�l Blas.” He went beyond the bench as far as the
extrem�ty of the walk, wh�ch was very near, then turned on h�s heel
and passed once more �n front of the lovely g�rl. Th�s t�me, he was
very pale. Moreover, all h�s emot�ons were d�sagreeable. As he went
further from the bench and the young g�rl, and wh�le h�s back was
turned to her, he fanc�ed that she was gaz�ng after h�m, and that
made h�m stumble.

He d�d not attempt to approach the bench aga�n; he halted near
the m�ddle of the walk, and there, a th�ng wh�ch he never d�d, he sat
down, and reflect�ng �n the most profoundly �nd�st�nct depths of h�s
sp�r�t, that after all, �t was hard that persons whose wh�te bonnet and
black gown he adm�red should be absolutely �nsens�ble to h�s
splend�d trousers and h�s new coat.

At the exp�rat�on of a quarter of an hour, he rose, as though he
were on the po�nt of aga�n beg�nn�ng h�s march towards that bench
wh�ch was surrounded by an aureole. But he rema�ned stand�ng
there, mot�onless. For the f�rst t�me �n f�fteen months, he sa�d to
h�mself that that gentleman who sat there every day w�th h�s
daughter, had, on h�s s�de, not�ced h�m, and probably cons�dered h�s
ass�du�ty s�ngular.

For the f�rst t�me, also, he was consc�ous of some �rreverence �n
des�gnat�ng that stranger, even �n h�s secret thoughts, by the
sobr�quet of M. Leblanc.

He stood thus for several m�nutes, w�th droop�ng head, trac�ng
f�gures �n the sand, w�th the cane wh�ch he held �n h�s hand.

Then he turned abruptly �n the d�rect�on oppos�te to the bench, to
M. Leblanc and h�s daughter, and went home.

That day he forgot to d�ne. At e�ght o’clock �n the even�ng he
perce�ved th�s fact, and as �t was too late to go down to the Rue
Sa�nt-Jacques, he sa�d: “Never m�nd!” and ate a b�t of bread.

He d�d not go to bed unt�l he had brushed h�s coat and folded �t up
w�th great care.



CHAPTER V—DIVERS CLAPS OF
THUNDER FALL ON MA’AM BOUGON
On the follow�ng day, Ma’am Bougon, as Courfeyrac styled the old

portress-pr�nc�pal-tenant, housekeeper of the Gorbeau hovel, Ma’am
Bougon, whose name was, �n real�ty, Madame Burgon, as we have
found out, but th�s �conoclast, Courfeyrac, respected noth�ng,—
Ma’am Bougon observed, w�th stupefact�on, that M. Mar�us was
go�ng out aga�n �n h�s new coat.

He went to the Luxembourg aga�n, but he d�d not proceed further
than h�s bench m�dway of the alley. He seated h�mself there, as on
the preced�ng day, survey�ng from a d�stance, and clearly mak�ng
out, the wh�te bonnet, the black dress, and above all, that blue l�ght.
He d�d not st�r from �t, and only went home when the gates of the
Luxembourg closed. He d�d not see M. Leblanc and h�s daughter
ret�re. He concluded that they had qu�tted the garden by the gate on
the Rue de l’Ouest. Later on, several weeks afterwards, when he
came to th�nk �t over, he could never recall where he had d�ned that
even�ng.

On the follow�ng day, wh�ch was the th�rd, Ma’am Bougon was
thunderstruck. Mar�us went out �n h�s new coat. “Three days �n
success�on!” she excla�med.

She tr�ed to follow h�m, but Mar�us walked br�skly, and w�th
�mmense str�des; �t was a h�ppopotamus undertak�ng the pursu�t of a
chamo�s. She lost s�ght of h�m �n two m�nutes, and returned
breathless, three-quarters choked w�th asthma, and fur�ous. “If there
�s any sense,” she growled, “�n putt�ng on one’s best clothes every
day, and mak�ng people run l�ke th�s!”

Mar�us betook h�mself to the Luxembourg.
The young g�rl was there w�th M. Leblanc. Mar�us approached as

near as he could, pretend�ng to be busy read�ng a book, but he



halted afar off, then returned and seated h�mself on h�s bench, where
he spent four hours �n watch�ng the house-sparrows who were
sk�pp�ng about the walk, and who produced on h�m the �mpress�on
that they were mak�ng sport of h�m.

A fortn�ght passed thus. Mar�us went to the Luxembourg no longer
for the sake of stroll�ng there, but to seat h�mself always �n the same
spot, and that w�thout know�ng why. Once arr�ved there, he d�d not
st�r. He put on h�s new coat every morn�ng, for the purpose of not
show�ng h�mself, and he began all over aga�n on the morrow.

She was dec�dedly a marvellous beauty. The only remark
approach�ng a cr�t�c�sm, that could be made, was, that the
contrad�ct�on between her gaze, wh�ch was melancholy, and her
sm�le, wh�ch was merry, gave a rather w�ld effect to her face, wh�ch
somet�mes caused th�s sweet countenance to become strange
w�thout ceas�ng to be charm�ng.



CHAPTER VI—TAKEN PRISONER
On one of the last days of the second week, Mar�us was seated on

h�s bench, as usual, hold�ng �n h�s hand an open book, of wh�ch he
had not turned a page for the last two hours. All at once he started.
An event was tak�ng place at the other extrem�ty of the walk. Leblanc
and h�s daughter had just left the�r seat, and the daughter had taken
her father’s arm, and both were advanc�ng slowly, towards the
m�ddle of the alley where Mar�us was. Mar�us closed h�s book, then
opened �t aga�n, then forced h�mself to read; he trembled; the
aureole was com�ng stra�ght towards h�m. “Ah! good Heavens!”
thought he, “I shall not have t�me to str�ke an att�tude.” St�ll the wh�te-
ha�red man and the g�rl advanced. It seemed to h�m that th�s lasted
for a century, and that �t was but a second. “What are they com�ng �n
th�s d�rect�on for?” he asked h�mself. “What! She w�ll pass here? Her
feet w�ll tread th�s sand, th�s walk, two paces from me?” He was
utterly upset, he would have l�ked to be very handsome, he would
have l�ked to own the cross. He heard the soft and measured sound
of the�r approach�ng footsteps. He �mag�ned that M. Leblanc was
dart�ng angry glances at h�m. “Is that gentleman go�ng to address
me?” he thought to h�mself. He dropped h�s head; when he ra�sed �t
aga�n, they were very near h�m. The young g�rl passed, and as she
passed, she glanced at h�m. She gazed stead�ly at h�m, w�th a
pens�ve sweetness wh�ch thr�lled Mar�us from head to foot. It
seemed to h�m that she was reproach�ng h�m for hav�ng allowed so
long a t�me to elapse w�thout com�ng as far as her, and that she was
say�ng to h�m: “I am com�ng myself.” Mar�us was dazzled by those
eyes fraught w�th rays and abysses.

He felt h�s bra�n on f�re. She had come to h�m, what joy! And then,
how she had looked at h�m! She appeared to h�m more beaut�ful
than he had ever seen her yet. Beaut�ful w�th a beauty wh�ch was
wholly fem�n�ne and angel�c, w�th a complete beauty wh�ch would
have made Petrarch s�ng and Dante kneel. It seemed to h�m that he



was float�ng free �n the azure heavens. At the same t�me, he was
horr�bly vexed because there was dust on h�s boots.

He thought he felt sure that she had looked at h�s boots too.
He followed her w�th h�s eyes unt�l she d�sappeared. Then he

started up and walked about the Luxembourg garden l�ke a madman.
It �s poss�ble that, at t�mes, he laughed to h�mself and talked aloud.
He was so dreamy when he came near the ch�ldren’s nurses, that
each one of them thought h�m �n love w�th her.

He qu�tted the Luxembourg, hop�ng to f�nd her aga�n �n the street.
He encountered Courfeyrac under the arcades of the Odéon, and

sa�d to h�m: “Come and d�ne w�th me.” They went off to Rousseau’s
and spent s�x francs. Mar�us ate l�ke an ogre. He gave the wa�ter s�x
sous. At dessert, he sa�d to Courfeyrac. “Have you read the paper?
What a f�ne d�scourse Audry de Puyraveau del�vered!”

He was desperately �n love.
After d�nner, he sa�d to Courfeyrac: “I w�ll treat you to the play.”

They went to the Porte-Sa�nte-Mart�n to see Frédér�ck �n l’Auberge
des Adrets. Mar�us was enormously amused.

At the same t�me, he had a redoubled attack of shyness. On
emerg�ng from the theatre, he refused to look at the garter of a
mod�ste who was stepp�ng across a gutter, and Courfeyrac, who
sa�d: “I should l�ke to put that woman �n my collect�on,” almost
horr�f�ed h�m.

Courfeyrac �nv�ted h�m to breakfast at the Café Volta�re on the
follow�ng morn�ng. Mar�us went th�ther, and ate even more than on
the preced�ng even�ng. He was very thoughtful and very merry. One
would have sa�d that he was tak�ng advantage of every occas�on to
laugh uproar�ously. He tenderly embraced some man or other from
the prov�nces, who was presented to h�m. A c�rcle of students formed
round the table, and they spoke of the nonsense pa�d for by the
State wh�ch was uttered from the rostrum �n the Sorbonne, then the
conversat�on fell upon the faults and om�ss�ons �n Gu�cherat’s
d�ct�onar�es and grammars. Mar�us �nterrupted the d�scuss�on to
excla�m: “But �t �s very agreeable, all the same to have the cross!”

“That’s queer!” wh�spered Courfeyrac to Jean Prouva�re.



“No,” responded Prouva�re, “that’s ser�ous.”
It was ser�ous; �n fact, Mar�us had reached that f�rst v�olent and

charm�ng hour w�th wh�ch grand pass�ons beg�n.
A glance had wrought all th�s.
When the m�ne �s charged, when the conflagrat�on �s ready,

noth�ng �s more s�mple. A glance �s a spark.
It was all over w�th h�m. Mar�us loved a woman. H�s fate was

enter�ng the unknown.
The glance of women resembles certa�n comb�nat�ons of wheels,

wh�ch are tranqu�l �n appearance yet form�dable. You pass close to
them every day, peaceably and w�th �mpun�ty, and w�thout a
susp�c�on of anyth�ng. A moment arr�ves when you forget that the
th�ng �s there. You go and come, dream, speak, laugh. All at once
you feel yourself clutched; all �s over. The wheels hold you fast, the
glance has ensnared you. It has caught you, no matter where or
how, by some port�on of your thought wh�ch was flutter�ng loose, by
some d�stract�on wh�ch had attacked you. You are lost. The whole of
you passes �nto �t. A cha�n of myster�ous forces takes possess�on of
you. You struggle �n va�n; no more human succor �s poss�ble. You go
on fall�ng from gear�ng to gear�ng, from agony to agony, from torture
to torture, you, your m�nd, your fortune, your future, your soul; and,
accord�ng to whether you are �n the power of a w�cked creature, or of
a noble heart, you w�ll not escape from th�s terr�fy�ng mach�ne
otherw�se than d�sf�gured w�th shame, or transf�gured by pass�on.



CHAPTER VII—ADVENTURES OF THE
LETTER U DELIVERED OVER TO

CONJECTURES
Isolat�on, detachment, from everyth�ng, pr�de, �ndependence, the

taste of nature, the absence of da�ly and mater�al act�v�ty, the l�fe
w�th�n h�mself, the secret confl�cts of chast�ty, a benevolent ecstasy
towards all creat�on, had prepared Mar�us for th�s possess�on wh�ch
�s called pass�on. H�s worsh�p of h�s father had gradually become a
rel�g�on, and, l�ke all rel�g�ons, �t had retreated to the depths of h�s
soul. Someth�ng was requ�red �n the foreground. Love came.

A full month elapsed, dur�ng wh�ch Mar�us went every day to the
Luxembourg. When the hour arr�ved, noth�ng could hold h�m back.
—“He �s on duty,” sa�d Courfeyrac. Mar�us l�ved �n a state of del�ght.
It �s certa�n that the young g�rl d�d look at h�m.

He had f�nally grown bold, and approached the bench. St�ll, he d�d
not pass �n front of �t any more, �n obed�ence to the �nst�nct of t�m�d�ty
and to the �nst�nct of prudence common to lovers. He cons�dered �t
better not to attract “the attent�on of the father.” He comb�ned h�s
stat�ons beh�nd the trees and the pedestals of the statues w�th a
profound d�plomacy, so that he m�ght be seen as much as poss�ble
by the young g�rl and as l�ttle as poss�ble by the old gentleman.
Somet�mes, he rema�ned mot�onless by the half-hour together �n the
shade of a Leon�das or a Spartacus, hold�ng �n h�s hand a book,
above wh�ch h�s eyes, gently ra�sed, sought the beaut�ful g�rl, and
she, on her s�de, turned her charm�ng prof�le towards h�m w�th a
vague sm�le. Wh�le convers�ng �n the most natural and tranqu�l
manner �n the world w�th the wh�te-ha�red man, she bent upon
Mar�us all the rever�es of a v�rg�nal and pass�onate eye. Anc�ent and
t�me-honored manœuvre wh�ch Eve understood from the very f�rst



day of the world, and wh�ch every woman understands from the very
f�rst day of her l�fe! her mouth repl�ed to one, and her glance repl�ed
to another.

It must be supposed, that M. Leblanc f�nally not�ced someth�ng, for
often, when Mar�us arr�ved, he rose and began to walk about. He
had abandoned the�r accustomed place and had adopted the bench
by the Glad�ator, near the other end of the walk, as though w�th the
object of see�ng whether Mar�us would pursue them th�ther. Mar�us
d�d not understand, and comm�tted th�s error. “The father” began to
grow �nexact, and no longer brought “h�s daughter” every day.
Somet�mes, he came alone. Then Mar�us d�d not stay. Another
blunder.

Mar�us pa�d no heed to these symptoms. From the phase of
t�m�d�ty, he had passed, by a natural and fatal progress, to the phase
of bl�ndness. H�s love �ncreased. He dreamed of �t every n�ght. And
then, an unexpected bl�ss had happened to h�m, o�l on the f�re, a
redoubl�ng of the shadows over h�s eyes. One even�ng, at dusk, he
had found, on the bench wh�ch “M. Leblanc and h�s daughter” had
just qu�tted, a handkerch�ef, a very s�mple handkerch�ef, w�thout
embro�dery, but wh�te, and f�ne, and wh�ch seemed to h�m to exhale
�neffable perfume. He se�zed �t w�th rapture. Th�s handkerch�ef was
marked w�th the letters U. F. Mar�us knew noth�ng about th�s beaut�ful
ch�ld,—ne�ther her fam�ly name, her Chr�st�an name nor her abode;
these two letters were the f�rst th�ng of her that he had ga�ned
possess�on of, adorable �n�t�als, upon wh�ch he �mmed�ately began to
construct h�s scaffold�ng. U was ev�dently the Chr�st�an name.
“Ursule!” he thought, “what a del�c�ous name!” He k�ssed the
handkerch�ef, drank �t �n, placed �t on h�s heart, on h�s flesh, dur�ng
the day, and at n�ght, la�d �t beneath h�s l�ps that he m�ght fall asleep
on �t.

“I feel that her whole soul l�es w�th�n �t!” he excla�med.
Th�s handkerch�ef belonged to the old gentleman, who had s�mply

let �t fall from h�s pocket.
In the days wh�ch followed the f�nd�ng of th�s treasure, he only

d�splayed h�mself at the Luxembourg �n the act of k�ss�ng the
handkerch�ef and lay�ng �t on h�s heart. The beaut�ful ch�ld



understood noth�ng of all th�s, and s�gn�f�ed �t to h�m by �mpercept�ble
s�gns.

“O modesty!” sa�d Mar�us.



CHAPTER VIII—THE VETERANS
THEMSELVES CAN BE HAPPY

S�nce we have pronounced the word modesty, and s�nce we
conceal noth�ng, we ought to say that once, nevertheless, �n sp�te of
h�s ecstas�es, “h�s Ursule” caused h�m very ser�ous gr�ef. It was on
one of the days when she persuaded M. Leblanc to leave the bench
and stroll along the walk. A br�sk May breeze was blow�ng, wh�ch
swayed the crests of the pla�nta�n-trees. The father and daughter,
arm �n arm, had just passed Mar�us’ bench. Mar�us had r�sen to h�s
feet beh�nd them, and was follow�ng them w�th h�s eyes, as was
f�tt�ng �n the desperate s�tuat�on of h�s soul.

All at once, a gust of w�nd, more merry than the rest, and probably
charged w�th perform�ng the affa�rs of Spr�ngt�me, swept down from
the nursery, flung �tself on the alley, enveloped the young g�rl �n a
del�c�ous sh�ver, worthy of V�rg�l’s nymphs, and the fawns of
Theocr�tus, and l�fted her dress, the robe more sacred than that of
Is�s, almost to the he�ght of her garter. A leg of exqu�s�te shape
appeared. Mar�us saw �t. He was exasperated and fur�ous.

The young g�rl had hast�ly thrust down her dress, w�th a d�v�nely
troubled mot�on, but he was nonetheless angry for all that. He was
alone �n the alley, �t �s true. But there m�ght have been some one
there. And what �f there had been some one there! Can any one
comprehend such a th�ng? What she had just done �s horr�ble!—
Alas, the poor ch�ld had done noth�ng; there had been but one
culpr�t, the w�nd; but Mar�us, �n whom qu�vered the Bartholo who
ex�sts �n Cherub�n, was determ�ned to be vexed, and was jealous of
h�s own shadow. It �s thus, �n fact, that the harsh and capr�c�ous
jealousy of the flesh awakens �n the human heart, and takes
possess�on of �t, even w�thout any r�ght. Moreover, sett�ng as�de even
that jealousy, the s�ght of that charm�ng leg had conta�ned noth�ng



agreeable for h�m; the wh�te stock�ng of the f�rst woman he chanced
to meet would have afforded h�m more pleasure.

When “h�s Ursule,” after hav�ng reached the end of the walk,
retraced her steps w�th M. Leblanc, and passed �n front of the bench
on wh�ch Mar�us had seated h�mself once more, Mar�us darted a
sullen and feroc�ous glance at her. The young g�rl gave way to that
sl�ght stra�ghten�ng up w�th a backward movement, accompan�ed by
a ra�s�ng of the eyel�ds, wh�ch s�gn�f�es: “Well, what �s the matter?”

Th�s was “the�r f�rst quarrel.”
Mar�us had hardly made th�s scene at her w�th h�s eyes, when

some one crossed the walk. It was a veteran, very much bent,
extremely wr�nkled, and pale, �n a un�form of the Lou�s XV. pattern,
bear�ng on h�s breast the l�ttle oval plaque of red cloth, w�th the
crossed swords, the sold�er’s cross of Sa�nt-Lou�s, and adorned, �n
add�t�on, w�th a coat-sleeve, wh�ch had no arm w�th�n �t, w�th a s�lver
ch�n and a wooden leg. Mar�us thought he perce�ved that th�s man
had an extremely well sat�sf�ed a�r. It even struck h�m that the aged
cyn�c, as he hobbled along past h�m, addressed to h�m a very
fraternal and very merry w�nk, as though some chance had created
an understand�ng between them, and as though they had shared
some p�ece of good luck together. What d�d that rel�c of Mars mean
by be�ng so contented? What had passed between that wooden leg
and the other? Mar�us reached a paroxysm of jealousy.—“Perhaps
he was there!” he sa�d to h�mself; “perhaps he saw!”—And he felt a
des�re to exterm�nate the veteran.

W�th the a�d of t�me, all po�nts grow dull. Mar�us’ wrath aga�nst
“Ursule,” just and leg�t�mate as �t was, passed off. He f�nally
pardoned her; but th�s cost h�m a great effort; he sulked for three
days.

Nevertheless, �n sp�te of all th�s, and because of all th�s, h�s
pass�on augmented and grew to madness.



CHAPTER IX—ECLIPSE
The reader has just seen how Mar�us d�scovered, or thought that

he d�scovered, that She was named Ursule.
Appet�te grows w�th lov�ng. To know that her name was Ursule was

a great deal; �t was very l�ttle. In three or four weeks, Mar�us had
devoured th�s bl�ss. He wanted another. He wanted to know where
she l�ved.

He had comm�tted h�s f�rst blunder, by fall�ng �nto the ambush of
the bench by the Glad�ator. He had comm�tted a second, by not
rema�n�ng at the Luxembourg when M. Leblanc came th�ther alone.
He now comm�tted a th�rd, and an �mmense one. He followed
“Ursule.”

She l�ved �n the Rue de l’Ouest, �n the most unfrequented spot, �n
a new, three-story house, of modest appearance.

From that moment forth, Mar�us added to h�s happ�ness of see�ng
her at the Luxembourg the happ�ness of follow�ng her home.

H�s hunger was �ncreas�ng. He knew her f�rst name, at least, a
charm�ng name, a genu�ne woman’s name; he knew where she
l�ved; he wanted to know who she was.

One even�ng, after he had followed them to the�r dwell�ng, and had
seen them d�sappear through the carr�age gate, he entered �n the�r
tra�n and sa�d boldly to the porter:—

“Is that the gentleman who l�ves on the f�rst floor, who has just
come �n?”

“No,” repl�ed the porter. “He �s the gentleman on the th�rd floor.”
Another step ga�ned. Th�s success emboldened Mar�us.
“On the front?” he asked.
“Parbleu!” sa�d the porter, “the house �s only bu�lt on the street.”
“And what �s that gentleman’s bus�ness?” began Mar�us aga�n.



“He �s a gentleman of property, s�r. A very k�nd man who does
good to the unfortunate, though not r�ch h�mself.”

“What �s h�s name?” resumed Mar�us.
The porter ra�sed h�s head and sa�d:—
“Are you a pol�ce spy, s�r?”
Mar�us went off qu�te abashed, but del�ghted. He was gett�ng on.
“Good,” thought he, “I know that her name �s Ursule, that she �s

the daughter of a gentleman who l�ves on h�s �ncome, and that she
l�ves there, on the th�rd floor, �n the Rue de l’Ouest.”

On the follow�ng day, M. Leblanc and h�s daughter made only a
very br�ef stay �n the Luxembourg; they went away wh�le �t was st�ll
broad dayl�ght. Mar�us followed them to the Rue de l’Ouest, as he
had taken up the hab�t of do�ng. On arr�v�ng at the carr�age entrance
M. Leblanc made h�s daughter pass �n f�rst, then paused, before
cross�ng the threshold, and stared �ntently at Mar�us.

On the next day they d�d not come to the Luxembourg. Mar�us
wa�ted for them all day �n va�n.

At n�ghtfall, he went to the Rue de l’Ouest, and saw a l�ght �n the
w�ndows of the th�rd story.

He walked about beneath the w�ndows unt�l the l�ght was
ext�ngu�shed.

The next day, no one at the Luxembourg. Mar�us wa�ted all day,
then went and d�d sent�nel duty under the�r w�ndows. Th�s carr�ed
h�m on to ten o’clock �n the even�ng.

H�s d�nner took care of �tself. Fever nour�shes the s�ck man, and
love the lover.

He spent a week �n th�s manner. M. Leblanc no longer appeared at
the Luxembourg.

Mar�us �ndulged �n melancholy conjectures; he dared not watch
the porte-cochère dur�ng the day; he contented h�mself w�th go�ng at
n�ght to gaze upon the red l�ght of the w�ndows. At t�mes he saw
shadows fl�t across them, and h�s heart began to beat.

On the e�ghth day, when he arr�ved under the w�ndows, there was
no l�ght �n them.



“Hello!” he sa�d, “the lamp �s not l�ghted yet. But �t �s dark. Can
they have gone out?” He wa�ted unt�l ten o’clock. Unt�l m�dn�ght. Unt�l
one �n the morn�ng. Not a l�ght appeared �n the w�ndows of the th�rd
story, and no one entered the house.

He went away �n a very gloomy frame of m�nd.
On the morrow,—for he only ex�sted from morrow to morrow, there

was, so to speak, no to-day for h�m,—on the morrow, he found no
one at the Luxembourg; he had expected th�s. At dusk, he went to
the house.

No l�ght �n the w�ndows; the shades were drawn; the th�rd floor
was totally dark.

Mar�us rapped at the porte-cochère, entered, and sa�d to the
porter:—

“The gentleman on the th�rd floor?”
“Has moved away,” repl�ed the porter.
Mar�us reeled and sa�d feebly:—
“How long ago?”
“Yesterday.”
“Where �s he l�v�ng now?”
“I don’t know anyth�ng about �t.”
“So he has not left h�s new address?”
“No.”
And the porter, ra�s�ng h�s eyes, recogn�zed Mar�us.
“Come! So �t’s you!” sa�d he; “but you are dec�dedly a spy then?”



BOOK SEVENTH—PATRON MINETTE



CHAPTER I—MINES AND MINERS
Human soc�et�es all have what �s called �n theatr�cal parlance, a

th�rd lower floor. The soc�al so�l �s everywhere underm�ned,
somet�mes for good, somet�mes for ev�l. These works are
superposed one upon the other. There are super�or m�nes and
�nfer�or m�nes. There �s a top and a bottom �n th�s obscure sub-so�l,
wh�ch somet�mes g�ves way beneath c�v�l�zat�on, and wh�ch our
�nd�fference and heedlessness trample under foot. The
Encycloped�a, �n the last century, was a m�ne that was almost open
to the sky. The shades, those sombre hatchers of pr�m�t�ve
Chr�st�an�ty, only awa�ted an opportun�ty to br�ng about an explos�on
under the Cæsars and to �nundate the human race w�th l�ght. For �n
the sacred shadows there l�es latent l�ght. Volcanoes are full of a
shadow that �s capable of flash�ng forth. Every form beg�ns by be�ng
n�ght. The catacombs, �n wh�ch the f�rst mass was sa�d, were not
alone the cellar of Rome, they were the vaults of the world.

Beneath the soc�al construct�on, that compl�cated marvel of a
structure, there are excavat�ons of all sorts. There �s the rel�g�ous
m�ne, the ph�losoph�cal m�ne, the econom�c m�ne, the revolut�onary
m�ne. Such and such a p�ck-axe w�th the �dea, such a p�ck w�th
c�phers. Such another w�th wrath. People ha�l and answer each other
from one catacomb to another. Utop�as travel about underground, �n
the p�pes. There they branch out �n every d�rect�on. They somet�mes
meet, and fratern�ze there. Jean-Jacques lends h�s p�ck to D�ogenes,
who lends h�m h�s lantern. Somet�mes they enter �nto combat there.
Calv�n se�zes Soc�n�us by the ha�r. But noth�ng arrests nor �nterrupts
the tens�on of all these energ�es toward the goal, and the vast,
s�multaneous act�v�ty, wh�ch goes and comes, mounts, descends,
and mounts aga�n �n these obscur�t�es, and wh�ch �mmense unknown
swarm�ng slowly transforms the top and the bottom and the �ns�de
and the outs�de. Soc�ety hardly even suspects th�s d�gg�ng wh�ch
leaves �ts surface �ntact and changes �ts bowels. There are as many



d�fferent subterranean stages as there are vary�ng works, as there
are extract�ons. What emerges from these deep excavat�ons? The
future.

The deeper one goes, the more myster�ous are the to�lers. The
work �s good, up to a degree wh�ch the soc�al ph�losoph�es are able
to recogn�ze; beyond that degree �t �s doubtful and m�xed; lower
down, �t becomes terr�ble. At a certa�n depth, the excavat�ons are no
longer penetrable by the sp�r�t of c�v�l�zat�on, the l�m�t breathable by
man has been passed; a beg�nn�ng of monsters �s poss�ble.

The descend�ng scale �s a strange one; and each one of the rungs
of th�s ladder corresponds to a stage where ph�losophy can f�nd
foothold, and where one encounters one of these workmen,
somet�mes d�v�ne, somet�mes m�sshapen. Below John Huss, there �s
Luther; below Luther, there �s Descartes; below Descartes, there �s
Volta�re; below Volta�re, there �s Condorcet; below Condorcet, there
�s Robesp�erre; below Robesp�erre, there �s Marat; below Marat
there �s Babeuf. And so �t goes on. Lower down, confusedly, at the
l�m�t wh�ch separates the �nd�st�nct from the �nv�s�ble, one perce�ves
other gloomy men, who perhaps do not ex�st as yet. The men of
yesterday are spectres; those of to-morrow are forms. The eye of the
sp�r�t d�st�ngu�shes them but obscurely. The embryon�c work of the
future �s one of the v�s�ons of ph�losophy.

A world �n l�mbo, �n the state of fœtus, what an unheard-of spectre!
Sa�nt-S�mon, Owen, Four�er, are there also, �n lateral galler�es.
Surely, although a d�v�ne and �nv�s�ble cha�n unknown to

themselves, b�nds together all these subterranean p�oneers who,
almost always, th�nk themselves �solated, and who are not so, the�r
works vary greatly, and the l�ght of some contrasts w�th the blaze of
others. The f�rst are parad�s�acal, the last are trag�c. Nevertheless,
whatever may be the contrast, all these to�lers, from the h�ghest to
the most nocturnal, from the w�sest to the most fool�sh, possess one
l�keness, and th�s �s �t: d�s�nterestedness. Marat forgets h�mself l�ke
Jesus. They throw themselves on one s�de, they om�t themselves,
they th�nk not of themselves. They have a glance, and that glance
seeks the absolute. The f�rst has the whole heavens �n h�s eyes; the
last, en�gmat�cal though he may be, has st�ll, beneath h�s eyel�ds, the



pale beam of the �nf�n�te. Venerate the man, whoever he may be,
who has th�s s�gn—the starry eye.

The shadowy eye �s the other s�gn.
W�th �t, ev�l commences. Reflect and tremble �n the presence of

any one who has no glance at all. The soc�al order has �ts black
m�ners.

There �s a po�nt where depth �s tantamount to bur�al, and where
l�ght becomes ext�nct.

Below all these m�nes wh�ch we have just ment�oned, below all
these galler�es, below th�s whole �mmense, subterranean, venous
system of progress and utop�a, much further on �n the earth, much
lower than Marat, lower than Babeuf, lower, much lower, and w�thout
any connect�on w�th the upper levels, there l�es the last m�ne. A
form�dable spot. Th�s �s what we have des�gnated as the le tro�s�ème
dessous. It �s the grave of shadows. It �s the cellar of the bl�nd. Infer�.

Th�s commun�cates w�th the abyss.



CHAPTER II—THE LOWEST DEPTHS
There d�s�nterestedness van�shes. The demon �s vaguely outl�ned;

each one �s for h�mself. The I �n the eyes howls, seeks, fumbles, and
gnaws. The soc�al Ugol�no �s �n th�s gulf.

The w�ld spectres who roam �n th�s grave, almost beasts, almost
phantoms, are not occup�ed w�th un�versal progress; they are
�gnorant both of the �dea and of the word; they take no thought for
anyth�ng but the sat�sfact�on of the�r �nd�v�dual des�res. They are
almost unconsc�ous, and there ex�sts w�th�n them a sort of terr�ble
obl�terat�on. They have two mothers, both step-mothers, �gnorance
and m�sery. They have a gu�de, necess�ty; and for all forms of
sat�sfact�on, appet�te. They are brutally vorac�ous, that �s to say,
feroc�ous, not after the fash�on of the tyrant, but after the fash�on of
the t�ger. From suffer�ng these spectres pass to cr�me; fatal aff�l�at�on,
d�zzy creat�on, log�c of darkness. That wh�ch crawls �n the soc�al th�rd
lower level �s no longer compla�nt st�fled by the absolute; �t �s the
protest of matter. Man there becomes a dragon. To be hungry, to be
th�rsty—that �s the po�nt of departure; to be Satan—that �s the po�nt
reached. From that vault Lacena�re emerges.

We have just seen, �n Book Fourth, one of the compartments of
the upper m�ne, of the great pol�t�cal, revolut�onary, and ph�losoph�cal
excavat�on. There, as we have just sa�d, all �s pure, noble, d�gn�f�ed,
honest. There, assuredly, one m�ght be m�sled; but error �s worthy of
venerat�on there, so thoroughly does �t �mply hero�sm. The work
there effected, taken as a whole has a name: Progress.

The moment has now come when we must take a look at other
depths, h�deous depths. There ex�sts beneath soc�ety, we �ns�st upon
th�s po�nt, and there w�ll ex�st, unt�l that day when �gnorance shall be
d�ss�pated, the great cavern of ev�l.

Th�s cavern �s below all, and �s the foe of all. It �s hatred, w�thout
except�on. Th�s cavern knows no ph�losophers; �ts dagger has never



cut a pen. Its blackness has no connect�on w�th the subl�me
blackness of the �nkstand. Never have the f�ngers of n�ght wh�ch
contract beneath th�s st�fl�ng ce�l�ng, turned the leaves of a book nor
unfolded a newspaper. Babeuf �s a speculator to Cartouche; Marat �s
an ar�stocrat to Sch�nderhannes. Th�s cavern has for �ts object the
destruct�on of everyth�ng.

Of everyth�ng. Includ�ng the upper super�or m�nes, wh�ch �t
execrates. It not only underm�nes, �n �ts h�deous swarm�ng, the
actual soc�al order; �t underm�nes ph�losophy, �t underm�nes human
thought, �t underm�nes c�v�l�zat�on, �t underm�nes revolut�on, �t
underm�nes progress. Its name �s s�mply theft, prost�tut�on, murder,
assass�nat�on. It �s darkness, and �t des�res chaos. Its vault �s formed
of �gnorance.

All the others, those above �t, have but one object—to suppress �t.
It �s to th�s po�nt that ph�losophy and progress tend, w�th all the�r
organs s�multaneously, by the�r amel�orat�on of the real, as well as by
the�r contemplat�on of the absolute. Destroy the cavern Ignorance
and you destroy the la�r Cr�me.

Let us condense, �n a few words, a part of what we have just
wr�tten. The only soc�al per�l �s darkness.

Human�ty �s �dent�ty. All men are made of the same clay. There �s
no d�fference, here below, at least, �n predest�nat�on. The same
shadow �n front, the same flesh �n the present, the same ashes
afterwards. But �gnorance, m�ngled w�th the human paste, blackens
�t. Th�s �ncurable blackness takes possess�on of the �nter�or of a man
and �s there converted �nto ev�l.



CHAPTER III—BABET, GUEULEMER,
CLAQUESOUS, AND MONTPARNASSE

A quartette of ruff�ans, Claquesous, Gueulemer, Babet, and
Montparnasse governed the th�rd lower floor of Par�s, from 1830 to
1835.

Gueulemer was a Hercules of no def�ned pos�t�on. For h�s la�r he
had the sewer of the Arche-Mar�on. He was s�x feet h�gh, h�s pectoral
muscles were of marble, h�s b�ceps of brass, h�s breath was that of a
cavern, h�s torso that of a colossus, h�s head that of a b�rd. One
thought one beheld the Farnese Hercules clad �n duck trousers and
a cotton velvet wa�stcoat. Gueulemer, bu�lt after th�s sculptural
fash�on, m�ght have subdued monsters; he had found �t more
exped�t�ous to be one. A low brow, large temples, less than forty
years of age, but w�th crow’s-feet, harsh, short ha�r, cheeks l�ke a
brush, a beard l�ke that of a w�ld boar; the reader can see the man
before h�m. H�s muscles called for work, h�s stup�d�ty would have
none of �t. He was a great, �dle force. He was an assass�n through
coolness. He was thought to be a creole. He had, probably,
somewhat to do w�th Marshal Brune, hav�ng been a porter at
Av�gnon �n 1815. After th�s stage, he had turned ruff�an.

The d�aphane�ty of Babet contrasted w�th the grossness of
Gueulemer. Babet was th�n and learned. He was transparent but
�mpenetrable. Dayl�ght was v�s�ble through h�s bones, but noth�ng
through h�s eyes. He declared that he was a chem�st. He had been a
jack of all trades. He had played �n vaudev�lle at Sa�nt-M�h�el. He was
a man of purpose, a f�ne talker, who underl�ned h�s sm�les and
accentuated h�s gestures. H�s occupat�on cons�sted �n sell�ng, �n the
open a�r, plaster busts and portra�ts of “the head of the State.” In
add�t�on to th�s, he extracted teeth. He had exh�b�ted phenomena at
fa�rs, and he had owned a booth w�th a trumpet and th�s poster:



“Babet, Dental Art�st, Member of the Academ�es, makes phys�cal
exper�ments on metals and metallo�ds, extracts teeth, undertakes
stumps abandoned by h�s brother pract�t�oners. Pr�ce: one tooth, one
franc, f�fty cent�mes; two teeth, two francs; three teeth, two francs,
f�fty. Take advantage of th�s opportun�ty.” Th�s Take advantage of th�s
opportun�ty meant: Have as many teeth extracted as poss�ble. He
had been marr�ed and had had ch�ldren. He d�d not know what had
become of h�s w�fe and ch�ldren. He had lost them as one loses h�s
handkerch�ef. Babet read the papers, a str�k�ng except�on �n the
world to wh�ch he belonged. One day, at the per�od when he had h�s
fam�ly w�th h�m �n h�s booth on wheels, he had read �n the Messager,
that a woman had just g�ven b�rth to a ch�ld, who was do�ng well, and
had a calf’s muzzle, and he excla�med: “There’s a fortune! my w�fe
has not the w�t to present me w�th a ch�ld l�ke that!”

Later on he had abandoned everyth�ng, �n order to “undertake
Par�s.” Th�s was h�s express�on.

Who was Claquesous? He was n�ght. He wa�ted unt�l the sky was
daubed w�th black, before he showed h�mself. At n�ghtfall he
emerged from the hole wh�ther he returned before dayl�ght. Where
was th�s hole? No one knew. He only addressed h�s accompl�ces �n
the most absolute darkness, and w�th h�s back turned to them. Was
h�s name Claquesous? Certa�nly not. If a candle was brought, he put
on a mask. He was a ventr�loqu�st. Babet sa�d: “Claquesous �s a
nocturne for two vo�ces.” Claquesous was vague, terr�ble, and a
roamer. No one was sure whether he had a name, Claquesous be�ng
a sobr�quet; none was sure that he had a vo�ce, as h�s stomach
spoke more frequently than h�s vo�ce; no one was sure that he had a
face, as he was never seen w�thout h�s mask. He d�sappeared as
though he had van�shed �nto th�n a�r; when he appeared, �t was as
though he sprang from the earth.

A lugubr�ous be�ng was Montparnasse. Montparnasse was a ch�ld;
less than twenty years of age, w�th a handsome face, l�ps l�ke
cherr�es, charm�ng black ha�r, the br�ll�ant l�ght of spr�ngt�me �n h�s
eyes; he had all v�ces and asp�red to all cr�mes.

The d�gest�on of ev�l aroused �n h�m an appet�te for worse. It was
the street boy turned p�ckpocket, and a p�ckpocket turned garroter.



He was genteel, effem�nate, graceful, robust, slugg�sh, feroc�ous.
The r�m of h�s hat was curled up on the left s�de, �n order to make
room for a tuft of ha�r, after the style of 1829. He l�ved by robbery
w�th v�olence. H�s coat was of the best cut, but threadbare.
Montparnasse was a fash�on-plate �n m�sery and g�ven to the
comm�ss�on of murders. The cause of all th�s youth’s cr�mes was the
des�re to be well-dressed. The f�rst gr�sette who had sa�d to h�m:
“You are handsome!” had cast the sta�n of darkness �nto h�s heart,
and had made a Ca�n of th�s Abel. F�nd�ng that he was handsome,
he des�red to be elegant: now, the he�ght of elegance �s �dleness;
�dleness �n a poor man means cr�me. Few prowlers were so dreaded
as Montparnasse. At e�ghteen, he had already numerous corpses �n
h�s past. More than one passer-by lay w�th outstretched arms �n the
presence of th�s wretch, w�th h�s face �n a pool of blood. Curled,
pomaded, w�th laced wa�st, the h�ps of a woman, the bust of a
Pruss�an off�cer, the murmur of adm�rat�on from the boulevard
wenches surround�ng h�m, h�s cravat know�ngly t�ed, a bludgeon �n
h�s pocket, a flower �n h�s buttonhole; such was th�s dandy of the
sepulchre.



CHAPTER IV—COMPOSITION OF THE
TROUPE

These four ruff�ans formed a sort of Proteus, w�nd�ng l�ke a serpent
among the pol�ce, and str�v�ng to escape V�docq’s �nd�screet glances
“under d�vers forms, tree, flame, founta�n,” lend�ng each other the�r
names and the�r traps, h�d�ng �n the�r own shadows, boxes w�th
secret compartments and refuges for each other, str�pp�ng off the�r
personal�t�es, as one removes h�s false nose at a masked ball,
somet�mes s�mpl�fy�ng matters to the po�nt of cons�st�ng of but one
�nd�v�dual, somet�mes mult�ply�ng themselves to such a po�nt that
Coco-Latour h�mself took them for a whole throng.

These four men were not four men; they were a sort of myster�ous
robber w�th four heads, operat�ng on a grand scale on Par�s; they
were that monstrous polyp of ev�l, wh�ch �nhab�ts the crypt of soc�ety.

Thanks to the�r ram�f�cat�ons, and to the network underly�ng the�r
relat�ons, Babet, Gueulemer, Claquesous, and Montparnasse were
charged w�th the general enterpr�se of the ambushes of the
department of the Se�ne. The �nventors of �deas of that nature, men
w�th nocturnal �mag�nat�ons, appl�ed to them to have the�r �deas
executed. They furn�shed the canvas to the four rascals, and the
latter undertook the preparat�on of the scenery. They labored at the
stage sett�ng. They were always �n a cond�t�on to lend a force
proport�oned and su�table to all cr�mes wh�ch demanded a l�ft of the
shoulder, and wh�ch were suff�c�ently lucrat�ve. When a cr�me was �n
quest of arms, they under-let the�r accompl�ces. They kept a troupe
of actors of the shadows at the d�spos�t�on of all underground
traged�es.

They were �n the hab�t of assembl�ng at n�ghtfall, the hour when
they woke up, on the pla�ns wh�ch adjo�n the Salpêtr�ère. There they



held the�r conferences. They had twelve black hours before them;
they regulated the�r employment accord�ngly.

Patron-M�nette,—such was the name wh�ch was bestowed �n the
subterranean c�rculat�on on the assoc�at�on of these four men. In the
fantast�c, anc�ent, popular parlance, wh�ch �s van�sh�ng day by day,
Patron-M�nette s�gn�f�es the morn�ng, the same as entre ch�en et loup
—between dog and wolf—s�gn�f�es the even�ng. Th�s appellat�on,
Patron-M�nette, was probably der�ved from the hour at wh�ch the�r
work ended, the dawn be�ng the van�sh�ng moment for phantoms
and for the separat�on of ruff�ans. These four men were known under
th�s t�tle. When the Pres�dent of the Ass�zes v�s�ted Lacena�re �n h�s
pr�son, and quest�oned h�m concern�ng a m�sdeed wh�ch Lacena�re
den�ed, “Who d�d �t?” demanded the Pres�dent. Lacena�re made th�s
response, en�gmat�cal so far as the mag�strate was concerned, but
clear to the pol�ce: “Perhaps �t was Patron-M�nette.”

A p�ece can somet�mes be d�v�ned on the enunc�at�on of the
personages; �n the same manner a band can almost be judged from
the l�st of ruff�ans compos�ng �t. Here are the appellat�ons to wh�ch
the pr�nc�pal members of Patron-M�nette answered,—for the names
have surv�ved �n spec�al memo�rs.

Panchaud, al�as Pr�ntan�er, al�as B�grena�lle.
Brujon. [There was a Brujon dynasty; we cannot refra�n from

�nterpolat�ng th�s word.]
Boulatruelle, the road-mender already �ntroduced.
Laveuve.
F�n�stère.
Homère-Hogu, a negro.
Mard�so�r. (Tuesday even�ng.)
Dépêche. (Make haste.)
Fauntleroy, al�as Bouquet�ère (the Flower G�rl).
Glor�eux, a d�scharged conv�ct.
Barrecarrosse (Stop-carr�age), called Mons�eur Dupont.
L’Esplanade-du-Sud.
Poussagr�ve.



Carmagnolet.
Kru�den�ers, called B�zarro.
Mangedentelle. (Lace-eater.)
Les-p�eds-en-l’A�r. (Feet �n the a�r.)
Dem�-L�ard, called Deux-M�ll�ards.
Etc., etc.
We pass over some, and not the worst of them. These names

have faces attached. They do not express merely be�ngs, but
spec�es. Each one of these names corresponds to a var�ety of those
m�sshapen fung� from the under s�de of c�v�l�zat�on.

Those be�ngs, who were not very lav�sh w�th the�r countenances,
were not among the men whom one sees pass�ng along the streets.
Fat�gued by the w�ld n�ghts wh�ch they passed, they went off by day
to sleep, somet�mes �n the l�me-k�lns, somet�mes �n the abandoned
quarr�es of Montmatre or Montrouge, somet�mes �n the sewers. They
ran to earth.

What became of these men? They st�ll ex�st. They have always
ex�sted. Horace speaks of them: Ambuba�arum colleg�a,
pharmacopolæ, mend�c�, m�mæ; and so long as soc�ety rema�ns
what �t �s, they w�ll rema�n what they are. Beneath the obscure roof of
the�r cavern, they are cont�nually born aga�n from the soc�al ooze.
They return, spectres, but always �dent�cal; only, they no longer bear
the same names and they are no longer �n the same sk�ns. The
�nd�v�duals ext�rpated, the tr�be subs�sts.

They always have the same facult�es. From the vagrant to the
tramp, the race �s ma�nta�ned �n �ts pur�ty. They d�v�ne purses �n
pockets, they scent out watches �n fobs. Gold and s�lver possess an
odor for them. There ex�st �ngenuous bourgeo�s, of whom �t m�ght be
sa�d, that they have a “stealable” a�r. These men pat�ently pursue
these bourgeo�s. They exper�ence the qu�vers of a sp�der at the
passage of a stranger or of a man from the country.

These men are terr�ble, when one encounters them, or catches a
gl�mpse of them, towards m�dn�ght, on a deserted boulevard. They
do not seem to be men but forms composed of l�v�ng m�sts; one
would say that they hab�tually const�tute one mass w�th the shadows,



that they are �n no w�se d�st�nct from them, that they possess no
other soul than the darkness, and that �t �s only momentar�ly and for
the purpose of l�v�ng for a few m�nutes a monstrous l�fe, that they
have separated from the n�ght.

What �s necessary to cause these spectres to van�sh? L�ght. L�ght
�n floods. Not a s�ngle bat can res�st the dawn. L�ght up soc�ety from
below.



BOOK EIGHTH—THE WICKED POOR
MAN



CHAPTER I—MARIUS, WHILE
SEEKING A GIRL IN A BONNET,
ENCOUNTERS A MAN IN A CAP

Summer passed, then the autumn; w�nter came. Ne�ther M.
Leblanc nor the young g�rl had aga�n set foot �n the Luxembourg
garden. Thenceforth, Mar�us had but one thought,—to gaze once
more on that sweet and adorable face. He sought constantly, he
sought everywhere; he found noth�ng. He was no longer Mar�us, the
enthus�ast�c dreamer, the f�rm, resolute, ardent man, the bold def�er
of fate, the bra�n wh�ch erected future on future, the young sp�r�t
encumbered w�th plans, w�th projects, w�th pr�de, w�th �deas and
w�shes; he was a lost dog. He fell �nto a black melancholy. All was
over. Work d�sgusted h�m, walk�ng t�red h�m. Vast nature, formerly so
f�lled w�th forms, l�ghts, vo�ces, counsels, perspect�ves, hor�zons,
teach�ngs, now lay empty before h�m. It seemed to h�m that
everyth�ng had d�sappeared.

He thought �ncessantly, for he could not do otherw�se; but he no
longer took pleasure �n h�s thoughts. To everyth�ng that they
proposed to h�m �n a wh�sper, he repl�ed �n h�s darkness: “What �s the
use?”

He heaped a hundred reproaches on h�mself. “Why d�d I follow
her? I was so happy at the mere s�ght of her! She looked at me; was
not that �mmense? She had the a�r of lov�ng me. Was not that
everyth�ng? I w�shed to have, what? There was noth�ng after that. I
have been absurd. It �s my own fault,” etc., etc. Courfeyrac, to whom
he conf�ded noth�ng,—�t was h�s nature,—but who made some l�ttle
guess at everyth�ng,—that was h�s nature,—had begun by
congratulat�ng h�m on be�ng �n love, though he was amazed at �t;
then, see�ng Mar�us fall �nto th�s melancholy state, he ended by



say�ng to h�m: “I see that you have been s�mply an an�mal. Here,
come to the Chaum�ère.”

Once, hav�ng conf�dence �n a f�ne September sun, Mar�us had
allowed h�mself to be taken to the ball at Sceaux by Courfeyrac,
Bossuet, and Granta�re, hop�ng, what a dream! that he m�ght,
perhaps, f�nd her there. Of course he d�d not see the one he sought.
—“But th�s �s the place, all the same, where all lost women are
found,” grumbled Granta�re �n an as�de. Mar�us left h�s fr�ends at the
ball and returned home on foot, alone, through the n�ght, weary,
fever�sh, w�th sad and troubled eyes, stunned by the no�se and dust
of the merry wagons f�lled w�th s�ng�ng creatures on the�r way home
from the feast, wh�ch passed close to h�m, as he, �n h�s
d�scouragement, breathed �n the acr�d scent of the walnut-trees,
along the road, �n order to refresh h�s head.

He took to l�v�ng more and more alone, utterly overwhelmed,
wholly g�ven up to h�s �nward angu�sh, go�ng and com�ng �n h�s pa�n
l�ke the wolf �n the trap, seek�ng the absent one everywhere,
stupef�ed by love.

On another occas�on, he had an encounter wh�ch produced on h�m
a s�ngular effect. He met, �n the narrow streets �n the v�c�n�ty of the
Boulevard des Inval�des, a man dressed l�ke a work�ngman and
wear�ng a cap w�th a long v�sor, wh�ch allowed a gl�mpse of locks of
very wh�te ha�r. Mar�us was struck w�th the beauty of th�s wh�te ha�r,
and scrut�n�zed the man, who was walk�ng slowly and as though
absorbed �n pa�nful med�tat�on. Strange to say, he thought that he
recogn�zed M. Leblanc. The ha�r was the same, also the prof�le, so
far as the cap perm�tted a v�ew of �t, the m�en �dent�cal, only more
depressed. But why these work�ngman’s clothes? What was the
mean�ng of th�s? What s�gn�f�ed that d�sgu�se? Mar�us was greatly
aston�shed. When he recovered h�mself, h�s f�rst �mpulse was to
follow the man; who knows whether he d�d not hold at last the clue
wh�ch he was seek�ng? In any case, he must see the man near at
hand, and clear up the mystery. But the �dea occurred to h�m too
late, the man was no longer there. He had turned �nto some l�ttle s�de
street, and Mar�us could not f�nd h�m. Th�s encounter occup�ed h�s



m�nd for three days and then was effaced. “After all,” he sa�d to
h�mself, “�t was probably only a resemblance.”



CHAPTER II—TREASURE TROVE
Mar�us had not left the Gorbeau house. He pa�d no attent�on to

any one there.
At that epoch, to tell the truth, there were no other �nhab�tants �n

the house, except h�mself and those Jondrettes whose rent he had
once pa�d, w�thout, moreover, ever hav�ng spoken to e�ther father,
mother, or daughters. The other lodgers had moved away or had
d�ed, or had been turned out �n default of payment.

One day dur�ng that w�nter, the sun had shown �tself a l�ttle �n the
afternoon, but �t was the 2d of February, that anc�ent Candlemas day
whose treacherous sun, the precursor of a s�x weeks’ cold spell,
�nsp�red Math�eu Laensberg w�th these two l�nes, wh�ch have w�th
just�ce rema�ned class�c:—
Qu’il luise ou qu’il luiserne,
L’ours rentre dans en sa caverne.26

Mar�us had just emerged from h�s: n�ght was fall�ng. It was the
hour for h�s d�nner; for he had been obl�ged to take to d�n�ng aga�n,
alas! oh, �nf�rm�t�es of �deal pass�ons!

He had just crossed h�s threshold, where Ma’am Bougon was
sweep�ng at the moment, as she uttered th�s memorable monologue:
—

“What �s there that �s cheap now? Everyth�ng �s dear. There �s
noth�ng �n the world that �s cheap except trouble; you can get that for
noth�ng, the trouble of the world!”

Mar�us slowly ascended the boulevard towards the barr�er, �n order
to reach the Rue Sa�nt-Jacques. He was walk�ng along w�th droop�ng
head.

All at once, he felt some one elbow h�m �n the dusk; he wheeled
round, and saw two young g�rls clad �n rags, the one tall and sl�m,
the other a l�ttle shorter, who were pass�ng rap�dly, all out of breath,
�n terror, and w�th the appearance of flee�ng; they had been com�ng



to meet h�m, had not seen h�m, and had jostled h�m as they passed.
Through the tw�l�ght, Mar�us could d�st�ngu�sh the�r l�v�d faces, the�r
w�ld heads, the�r d�shevelled ha�r, the�r h�deous bonnets, the�r ragged
pett�coats, and the�r bare feet. They were talk�ng as they ran. The
taller sa�d �n a very low vo�ce:—

“The bobb�es have come. They came near nabb�ng me at the half-
c�rcle.” The other answered: “I saw them. I bolted, bolted, bolted!”

Through th�s repuls�ve slang, Mar�us understood that gendarmes
or the pol�ce had come near apprehend�ng these two ch�ldren, and
that the latter had escaped.

They plunged among the trees of the boulevard beh�nd h�m, and
there created, for a few m�nutes, �n the gloom, a sort of vague wh�te
spot, then d�sappeared.

Mar�us had halted for a moment.
He was about to pursue h�s way, when h�s eye l�ghted on a l�ttle

gray�sh package ly�ng on the ground at h�s feet. He stooped and
p�cked �t up. It was a sort of envelope wh�ch appeared to conta�n
papers.

“Good,” he sa�d to h�mself, “those unhappy g�rls dropped �t.”
He retraced h�s steps, he called, he d�d not f�nd them; he reflected

that they must already be far away, put the package �n h�s pocket,
and went off to d�ne.

On the way, he saw �n an alley of the Rue Mouffetard, a ch�ld’s
coff�n, covered w�th a black cloth rest�ng on three cha�rs, and
�llum�nated by a candle. The two g�rls of the tw�l�ght recurred to h�s
m�nd.

“Poor mothers!” he thought. “There �s one th�ng sadder than to see
one’s ch�ldren d�e; �t �s to see them lead�ng an ev�l l�fe.”

Then those shadows wh�ch had var�ed h�s melancholy van�shed
from h�s thoughts, and he fell back once more �nto h�s hab�tual
preoccupat�ons. He fell to th�nk�ng once more of h�s s�x months of
love and happ�ness �n the open a�r and the broad dayl�ght, beneath
the beaut�ful trees of Luxembourg.

“How gloomy my l�fe has become!” he sa�d to h�mself. “Young g�rls
are always appear�ng to me, only formerly they were angels and now



they are ghouls.”



CHAPTER III—QUADRIFRONS
That even�ng, as he was undress�ng preparatory to go�ng to bed,

h�s hand came �n contact, �n the pocket of h�s coat, w�th the packet
wh�ch he had p�cked up on the boulevard. He had forgotten �t. He
thought that �t would be well to open �t, and that th�s package m�ght
poss�bly conta�n the address of the young g�rls, �f �t really belonged to
them, and, �n any case, the �nformat�on necessary to a rest�tut�on to
the person who had lost �t.

He opened the envelope.
It was not sealed and conta�ned four letters, also unsealed.
They bore addresses.
All four exhaled a horr�ble odor of tobacco.
The f�rst was addressed: “To Madame, Madame la Marqu�se de

Grucheray, the place oppos�te the Chamber of Deput�es, No.—”
Mar�us sa�d to h�mself, that he should probably f�nd �n �t the

�nformat�on wh�ch he sought, and that, moreover, the letter be�ng
open, �t was probable that �t could be read w�thout �mpropr�ety.

It was conce�ved as follows:—
Madame la Marqu�se: The v�rtue of clemency and p�ety �s that

wh�ch most closely un�tes sos�ety. Turn your Chr�st�an sp�r�t and cast
a look of compass�on on th�s unfortunate Span�sh v�ct�m of loyalty
and attachment to the sacred cause of leg�t�macy, who has g�ven
w�th h�s blood, consecrated h�s fortune, evveryth�ng, to defend that
cause, and to-day f�nds h�mself �n the greatest m�ssery. He doubts
not that your honorable person w�ll grant succor to preserve an
ex�stence exteremely pa�nful for a m�l�tary man of educat�on and
honor full of wounds, counts �n advance on the human�ty wh�ch
an�mates you and on the �nterest wh�ch Madame la Marqu�se bears
to a nat�on so unfortunate. The�r prayer w�ll not be �n va�n, and the�r
grat�tude w�ll preserve the�rs charm�ng souven�r.



My respectful sentiments, with which I have the honor to be
Madame,
Don Alvarès, Spanish Captain
of Cavalry, a royalist who
has take refuge in France,
who finds himself on travells
for his country, and the
resources are lacking him to
continue his travells.

No address was jo�ned to the s�gnature. Mar�us hoped to f�nd the
address �n the second letter, whose superscr�pt�on read: À Madame,
Madame la Comtesse de Montvernet, Rue Cassette, No. 9. Th�s �s
what Mar�us read �n �t:—
Madame la Comtesse:  It is an unhappy mother of a family of six
children the last of which is only eight months old.  I sick
since my last confinement, abandoned by my husband five months ago,
haveing no resources in the world the most frightful indigance.

In the hope of Madame la Comtesse, she has the honor to be,
Madame, with profound respect,
Mistress Balizard.

Mar�us turned to the th�rd letter, wh�ch was a pet�t�on l�ke the
preced�ng; he read:—
Monsieur Pabourgeot, Elector, wholesale stocking merchant,
Rue Saint-Denis on the corner of the Rue aux Fers.

I permit myself to address you this letter to beg you to grant me
the pretious favor of your simpaties and to interest yourself in a man
of letters who has just sent a drama to the Théâtre-Français. The subject
is historical, and the action takes place in Auvergne in the time
of the Empire; the style, I think, is natural, laconic, and may have
some merit.  There are couplets to be sung in four places.  The comic,
the serious, the unexpected, are mingled in a variety of characters,
and a tinge of romanticism lightly spread through all the intrigue
which proceeds misteriously, and ends, after striking altarations,
in the midst of many beautiful strokes of brilliant scenes.

My principal object is to satisfi the desire which progressively
animates the man of our century, that is to say, the fashion,
that capritious and bizarre weathervane which changes at almost
every new wind.

In spite of these qualities I have reason to fear that jealousy,
the egotism of priviliged authors, may obtaine my exclusion from
the theatre, for I am not ignorant of the mortifications with which
newcomers are treated.

Monsiuer Pabourgeot, your just reputation as an enlightened protector
of men of litters emboldens me to send you my daughter who will
explain our indigant situation to you, lacking bread and fire
in this wynter season.  When I say to you that I beg you to accept
the dedication of my drama which I desire to make to you and of all
those that I shall make, is to prove to you how great is my ambition



to have the honor of sheltering myself under your protection,
and of adorning my writings with your name.  If you deign to honor
me with the most modest offering, I shall immediately occupy myself
in making a piesse of verse to pay you my tribute of gratitude.
Which I shall endeavor to render this piesse as perfect as possible,
will be sent to you before it is inserted at the beginning of the
drama and delivered on the stage.
To Monsieur
and Madame Pabourgeot,
My most respectful complements,
Genflot, man of letters.
P. S. Even if it is only forty sous.

Excuse me for sending my daughter and not presenting myself,
but sad motives connected with the toilet do not permit me,
alas! to go out.

F�nally, Mar�us opened the fourth letter. The address ran: To the
benevolent Gentleman of the church of Sa�nt-Jacques-du-haut-Pas.
It conta�ned the follow�ng l�nes:—
Benevolent Man:  If you deign to accompany my daughter, you will
behold a misserable calamity, and I will show you my certificates.

At the aspect of these writings your generous soul will be moved
with a sentiment of obvious benevolence, for true philosophers
always feel lively emotions.

Admit, compassionate man, that it is necessary to suffer the most
cruel need, and that it is very painful, for the sake of obtaining
a little relief, to get oneself attested by the authorities as though
one were not free to suffer and to die of inanition while waiting
to have our misery relieved.  Destinies are very fatal for several
and too prodigal or too protecting for others.

I await your presence or your offering, if you deign to make one,
and I beseech you to accept the respectful sentiments with which I
have the honor to be,
truly magnanimous man,
your very humble
and very obedient servant,
P. Fabantou, dramatic artist.

After perus�ng these four letters, Mar�us d�d not f�nd h�mself much
further advanced than before.

In the f�rst place, not one of the s�gners gave h�s address.
Then, they seemed to come from four d�fferent �nd�v�duals, Don

Alvarès, M�stress Bal�zard, the poet Genflot, and dramat�c art�st
Fabantou; but the s�ngular th�ng about these letters was, that all four
were wr�tten by the same hand.

What conclus�on was to be drawn from th�s, except that they all
come from the same person?



Moreover, and th�s rendered the conjecture all the more probable,
the coarse and yellow paper was the same �n all four, the odor of
tobacco was the same, and, although an attempt had been made to
vary the style, the same orthograph�cal faults were reproduced w�th
the greatest tranqu�ll�ty, and the man of letters Genflot was no more
exempt from them than the Span�sh capta�n.

It was waste of trouble to try to solve th�s petty mystery. Had �t not
been a chance f�nd, �t would have borne the a�r of a myst�f�cat�on.
Mar�us was too melancholy to take even a chance pleasantry well,
and to lend h�mself to a game wh�ch the pavement of the street
seemed des�rous of play�ng w�th h�m. It seemed to h�m that he was
play�ng the part of the bl�nd man �n bl�nd man’s buff between the four
letters, and that they were mak�ng sport of h�m.

Noth�ng, however, �nd�cated that these letters belonged to the two
young g�rls whom Mar�us had met on the boulevard. After all, they
were ev�dently papers of no value. Mar�us replaced them �n the�r
envelope, flung the whole �nto a corner and went to bed. About
seven o’clock �n the morn�ng, he had just r�sen and breakfasted, and
was try�ng to settle down to work, when there came a soft knock at
h�s door.

As he owned noth�ng, he never locked h�s door, unless
occas�onally, though very rarely, when he was engaged �n some
press�ng work. Even when absent he left h�s key �n the lock. “You w�ll
be robbed,” sa�d Ma’am Bougon. “Of what?” sa�d Mar�us. The truth
�s, however, that he had, one day, been robbed of an old pa�r of
boots, to the great tr�umph of Ma’am Bougon.

There came a second knock, as gentle as the f�rst.
“Come �n,” sa�d Mar�us.
The door opened.
“What do you want, Ma’am Bougon?” asked Mar�us, w�thout

ra�s�ng h�s eyes from the books and manuscr�pts on h�s table.
A vo�ce wh�ch d�d not belong to Ma’am Bougon repl�ed:—
“Excuse me, s�r—”
It was a dull, broken, hoarse, strangled vo�ce, the vo�ce of an old

man, roughened w�th brandy and l�quor.



Mar�us turned round hast�ly, and beheld a young g�rl.



CHAPTER IV—A ROSE IN MISERY
Enlarge

Rose �n M�sery 3b8-4-rose-�n-m�sery 
A very young g�rl was stand�ng �n the half-open door. The dormer

w�ndow of the garret, through wh�ch the l�ght fell, was prec�sely
oppos�te the door, and �llum�nated the f�gure w�th a wan l�ght. She
was a fra�l, emac�ated, slender creature; there was noth�ng but a
chem�se and a pett�coat upon that ch�lled and sh�ver�ng nakedness.
Her g�rdle was a str�ng, her head r�bbon a str�ng, her po�nted
shoulders emerged from her chem�se, a blond and lymphat�c pallor,
earth-colored collar-bones, red hands, a half-open and degraded
mouth, m�ss�ng teeth, dull, bold, base eyes; she had the form of a
young g�rl who has m�ssed her youth, and the look of a corrupt old
woman; f�fty years m�ngled w�th f�fteen; one of those be�ngs wh�ch
are both feeble and horr�ble, and wh�ch cause those to shudder
whom they do not cause to weep.

Mar�us had r�sen, and was star�ng �n a sort of stupor at th�s be�ng,
who was almost l�ke the forms of the shadows wh�ch traverse
dreams.

The most heart-break�ng th�ng of all was, that th�s young g�rl had
not come �nto the world to be homely. In her early ch�ldhood she
must even have been pretty. The grace of her age was st�ll struggl�ng
aga�nst the h�deous, premature decrep�tude of debauchery and
poverty. The rema�ns of beauty were dy�ng away �n that face of
s�xteen, l�ke the pale sunl�ght wh�ch �s ext�ngu�shed under h�deous
clouds at dawn on a w�nter’s day.

That face was not wholly unknown to Mar�us. He thought he
remembered hav�ng seen �t somewhere.

“What do you w�sh, Mademo�selle?” he asked.
The young g�rl repl�ed �n her vo�ce of a drunken conv�ct:—



“Here �s a letter for you, Mons�eur Mar�us.”
She called Mar�us by h�s name; he could not doubt that he was the

person whom she wanted; but who was th�s g�rl? How d�d she know
h�s name?

W�thout wa�t�ng for h�m to tell her to advance, she entered. She
entered resolutely, star�ng, w�th a sort of assurance that made the
heart bleed, at the whole room and the unmade bed. Her feet were
bare. Large holes �n her pett�coat perm�tted gl�mpses of her long legs
and her th�n knees. She was sh�ver�ng.

She held a letter �n her hand, wh�ch she presented to Mar�us.
Mar�us, as he opened the letter, not�ced that the enormous wafer

wh�ch sealed �t was st�ll mo�st. The message could not have come
from a d�stance. He read:—
My amiable neighbor, young man:  I have learned of your goodness to me,
that you paid my rent six months ago.  I bless you, young man.
My eldest daughter will tell you that we have been without a morsel
of bread for two days, four persons and my spouse ill.  If I am
not deseaved in my opinion, I think I may hope that your generous
heart will melt at this statement and the desire will subjugate you
to be propitious to me by daigning to lavish on me a slight favor.

I am with the distinguished consideration which is due to the
benefactors of humanity,—

Jondrette.

P.S. My eldest daughter will await your orders, dear Monsieur Marius.

Th�s letter, com�ng �n the very m�dst of the myster�ous adventure
wh�ch had occup�ed Mar�us’ thoughts ever s�nce the preced�ng
even�ng, was l�ke a candle �n a cellar. All was suddenly �llum�nated.

Th�s letter came from the same place as the other four. There was
the same wr�t�ng, the same style, the same orthography, the same
paper, the same odor of tobacco.

There were f�ve m�ss�ves, f�ve h�stor�es, f�ve s�gnatures, and a
s�ngle s�gner. The Span�sh Capta�n Don Alvarès, the unhappy
M�stress Bal�zard, the dramat�c poet Genflot, the old comed�an
Fabantou, were all four named Jondrette, �f, �ndeed, Jondrette
h�mself were named Jondrette.

Mar�us had l�ved �n the house for a tolerably long t�me, and he had
had, as we have sa�d, but very rare occas�on to see, to even catch a



gl�mpse of, h�s extremely mean ne�ghbors. H�s m�nd was elsewhere,
and where the m�nd �s, there the eyes are also. He had been obl�ged
more than once to pass the Jondrettes �n the corr�dor or on the
sta�rs; but they were mere forms to h�m; he had pa�d so l�ttle heed to
them, that, on the preced�ng even�ng, he had jostled the Jondrette
g�rls on the boulevard, w�thout recogn�z�ng them, for �t had ev�dently
been they, and �t was w�th great d�ff�culty that the one who had just
entered h�s room had awakened �n h�m, �n sp�te of d�sgust and p�ty, a
vague recollect�on of hav�ng met her elsewhere.

Now he saw everyth�ng clearly. He understood that h�s ne�ghbor
Jondrette, �n h�s d�stress, exerc�sed the �ndustry of speculat�ng on
the char�ty of benevolent persons, that he procured addresses, and
that he wrote under fe�gned names to people whom he judged to be
wealthy and compass�onate, letters wh�ch h�s daughters del�vered at
the�r r�sk and per�l, for th�s father had come to such a pass, that he
r�sked h�s daughters; he was play�ng a game w�th fate, and he used
them as the stake. Mar�us understood that probably, judg�ng from
the�r fl�ght on the even�ng before, from the�r breathless cond�t�on,
from the�r terror and from the words of slang wh�ch he had
overheard, these unfortunate creatures were ply�ng some
�nexpl�cably sad profess�on, and that the result of the whole was, �n
the m�dst of human soc�ety, as �t �s now const�tuted, two m�serable
be�ngs who were ne�ther g�rls nor women, a spec�es of �mpure and
�nnocent monsters produced by m�sery.

Sad creatures, w�thout name, or sex, or age, to whom ne�ther
good nor ev�l were any longer poss�ble, and who, on emerg�ng from
ch�ldhood, have already noth�ng �n th�s world, ne�ther l�berty, nor
v�rtue, nor respons�b�l�ty. Souls wh�ch blossomed out yesterday, and
are faded to-day, l�ke those flowers let fall �n the streets, wh�ch are
so�led w�th every sort of m�re, wh�le wa�t�ng for some wheel to crush
them. Nevertheless, wh�le Mar�us bent a pa�ned and aston�shed
gaze on her, the young g�rl was wander�ng back and forth �n the
garret w�th the audac�ty of a spectre. She k�cked about, w�thout
troubl�ng herself as to her nakedness. Occas�onally her chem�se,
wh�ch was unt�ed and torn, fell almost to her wa�st. She moved the
cha�rs about, she d�sarranged the to�let art�cles wh�ch stood on the



commode, she handled Mar�us’ clothes, she rummaged about to see
what there was �n the corners.

“Hullo!” sa�d she, “you have a m�rror!”
And she hummed scraps of vaudev�lles, as though she had been

alone, frol�csome refra�ns wh�ch her hoarse and guttural vo�ce
rendered lugubr�ous.

An �ndescr�bable constra�nt, wear�ness, and hum�l�at�on were
percept�ble beneath th�s hard�hood. Effrontery �s a d�sgrace.

Noth�ng could be more melancholy than to see her sport about the
room, and, so to speak, fl�t w�th the movements of a b�rd wh�ch �s
fr�ghtened by the dayl�ght, or wh�ch has broken �ts w�ng. One felt that
under other cond�t�ons of educat�on and dest�ny, the gay and over-
free m�en of th�s young g�rl m�ght have turned out sweet and
charm�ng. Never, even among an�mals, does the creature born to be
a dove change �nto an osprey. That �s only to be seen among men.

Mar�us reflected, and allowed her to have her way.
She approached the table.
“Ah!” sa�d she, “books!”
A flash p�erced her glassy eye. She resumed, and her accent

expressed the happ�ness wh�ch she felt �n boast�ng of someth�ng, to
wh�ch no human creature �s �nsens�ble:—

“I know how to read, I do!”
She eagerly se�zed a book wh�ch lay open on the table, and read

w�th tolerable fluency:—
“—General Baudu�n rece�ved orders to take the château of

Hougomont wh�ch stands �n the m�ddle of the pla�n of Waterloo, w�th
f�ve battal�ons of h�s br�gade.”

She paused.
“Ah! Waterloo! I know about that. It was a battle long ago. My

father was there. My father has served �n the arm�es. We are f�ne
Bonapart�sts �n our house, that we are! Waterloo was aga�nst the
Engl�sh.”

She la�d down the book, caught up a pen, and excla�med:—
“And I know how to wr�te, too!”



She d�pped her pen �n the �nk, and turn�ng to Mar�us:—
“Do you want to see? Look here, I’m go�ng to wr�te a word to show

you.”
And before he had t�me to answer, she wrote on a sheet of wh�te

paper, wh�ch lay �n the m�ddle of the table: “The bobb�es are here.”
Then throw�ng down the pen:—
“There are no faults of orthography. You can look. We have

rece�ved an educat�on, my s�ster and I. We have not always been as
we are now. We were not made—”

Here she paused, f�xed her dull eyes on Mar�us, and burst out
laugh�ng, say�ng, w�th an �ntonat�on wh�ch conta�ned every form of
angu�sh, st�fled by every form of cyn�c�sm:—

“Bah!”
And she began to hum these words to a gay a�r:—

“J’ai faim, mon père.”      I am hungry, father.
Pas de fricot.             I have no food.
J’ai froid, ma mère.       I am cold, mother.
Pas de tricot.             I have no clothes.
Grelotte,                  Lolotte!
Lolotte!                   Shiver,
Sanglote,                  Sob,
Jacquot!”                  Jacquot!”

She had hardly f�n�shed th�s couplet, when she excla�med:—
“Do you ever go to the play, Mons�eur Mar�us? I do. I have a l�ttle

brother who �s a fr�end of the art�sts, and who g�ves me t�ckets
somet�mes. But I don’t l�ke the benches �n the galler�es. One �s
cramped and uncomfortable there. There are rough people there
somet�mes; and people who smell bad.”

Then she scrut�n�zed Mar�us, assumed a s�ngular a�r and sa�d:—
“Do you know, Mr. Mar�us, that you are a very handsome fellow?”
And at the same moment the same �dea occurred to them both,

and made her sm�le and h�m blush. She stepped up to h�m, and la�d
her hand on h�s shoulder: “You pay no heed to me, but I know you,
Mr. Mar�us. I meet you here on the sta�rcase, and then I often see
you go�ng to a person named Father Mabeuf who l�ves �n the
d�rect�on of Austerl�tz, somet�mes when I have been stroll�ng �n that
quarter. It �s very becom�ng to you to have your ha�r tumbled thus.”



She tr�ed to render her vo�ce soft, but only succeeded �n mak�ng �t
very deep. A port�on of her words was lost �n the trans�t from her
larynx to her l�ps, as though on a p�ano where some notes are
m�ss�ng.

Mar�us had retreated gently.
“Mademo�selle,” sa�d he, w�th h�s cool grav�ty, “I have here a

package wh�ch belongs to you, I th�nk. Perm�t me to return �t to you.”
And he held out the envelope conta�n�ng the four letters.
She clapped her hands and excla�med:—
“We have been look�ng everywhere for that!”
Then she eagerly se�zed the package and opened the envelope,

say�ng as she d�d so:—
“D�eu de D�eu! how my s�ster and I have hunted! And �t was you

who found �t! On the boulevard, was �t not? It must have been on the
boulevard? You see, we let �t fall when we were runn�ng. It was that
brat of a s�ster of m�ne who was so stup�d. When we got home, we
could not f�nd �t anywhere. As we d�d not w�sh to be beaten, as that
�s useless, as that �s ent�rely useless, as that �s absolutely useless,
we sa�d that we had carr�ed the letters to the proper persons, and
that they had sa�d to us: ‘N�x.’ So here they are, those poor letters!
And how d�d you f�nd out that they belonged to me? Ah! yes, the
wr�t�ng. So �t was you that we jostled as we passed last n�ght. We
couldn’t see. I sa�d to my s�ster: ‘Is �t a gentleman?’ My s�ster sa�d to
me: ‘I th�nk �t �s a gentleman.’”

In the meanwh�le she had unfolded the pet�t�on addressed to “the
benevolent gentleman of the church of Sa�nt-Jacques-du-Haut-Pas.”

“Here!” sa�d she, “th�s �s for that old fellow who goes to mass. By
the way, th�s �s h�s hour. I’ll go and carry �t to h�m. Perhaps he w�ll
g�ve us someth�ng to breakfast on.”

Then she began to laugh aga�n, and added:—
“Do you know what �t w�ll mean �f we get a breakfast today? It w�ll

mean that we shall have had our breakfast of the day before
yesterday, our breakfast of yesterday, our d�nner of to-day, and all
that at once, and th�s morn�ng. Come! Parbleu! �f you are not
sat�sf�ed, dogs, burst!”



Th�s rem�nded Mar�us of the wretched g�rl’s errand to h�mself. He
fumbled �n h�s wa�stcoat pocket, and found noth�ng there.

The young g�rl went on, and seemed to have no consc�ousness of
Mar�us’ presence.

“I often go off �n the even�ng. Somet�mes I don’t come home aga�n.
Last w�nter, before we came here, we l�ved under the arches of the
br�dges. We huddled together to keep from freez�ng. My l�ttle s�ster
cr�ed. How melancholy the water �s! When I thought of drown�ng
myself, I sa�d to myself: ‘No, �t’s too cold.’ I go out alone, whenever I
choose, I somet�mes sleep �n the d�tches. Do you know, at n�ght,
when I walk along the boulevard, I see the trees l�ke forks, I see
houses, all black and as b�g as Notre Dame, I fancy that the wh�te
walls are the r�ver, I say to myself: ‘Why, there’s water there!’ The
stars are l�ke the lamps �n �llum�nat�ons, one would say that they
smoked and that the w�nd blew them out, I am bew�ldered, as though
horses were breath�ng �n my ears; although �t �s n�ght, I hear hand-
organs and sp�nn�ng-mach�nes, and I don’t know what all. I th�nk
people are fl�ng�ng stones at me, I flee w�thout know�ng wh�ther,
everyth�ng wh�rls and wh�rls. You feel very queer when you have had
no food.”

And then she stared at h�m w�th a bew�ldered a�r.
By d�nt of search�ng and ransack�ng h�s pockets, Mar�us had f�nally

collected f�ve francs s�xteen sous. Th�s was all he owned �n the world
for the moment. “At all events,” he thought, “there �s my d�nner for to-
day, and to-morrow we w�ll see.” He kept the s�xteen sous, and
handed the f�ve francs to the young g�rl.

She se�zed the co�n.
“Good!” sa�d she, “the sun �s sh�n�ng!”
And, as though the sun had possessed the property of melt�ng the

avalanches of slang �n her bra�n, she went on:—
“F�ve francs! the sh�ner! a monarch! �n th�s hole! A�n’t th�s f�ne!

You’re a jolly th�ef! I’m your humble servant! Bravo for the good
fellows! Two days’ w�ne! and meat! and stew! we’ll have a royal
feast! and a good f�ll!”



She pulled her chem�se up on her shoulders, made a low bow to
Mar�us, then a fam�l�ar s�gn w�th her hand, and went towards the
door, say�ng:—

“Good morn�ng, s�r. It’s all r�ght. I’ll go and f�nd my old man.”
As she passed, she caught s�ght of a dry crust of bread on the

commode, wh�ch was mould�ng there am�d the dust; she flung
herself upon �t and b�t �nto �t, mutter�ng:—

“That’s good! �t’s hard! �t breaks my teeth!”
Then she departed.



CHAPTER V—A PROVIDENTIAL PEEP-
HOLE

Mar�us had l�ved for f�ve years �n poverty, �n dest�tut�on, even �n
d�stress, but he now perce�ved that he had not known real m�sery.
True m�sery he had but just had a v�ew of. It was �ts spectre wh�ch
had just passed before h�s eyes. In fact, he who has only beheld the
m�sery of man has seen noth�ng; the m�sery of woman �s what he
must see; he who has seen only the m�sery of woman has seen
noth�ng; he must see the m�sery of the ch�ld.

When a man has reached h�s last extrem�ty, he has reached h�s
last resources at the same t�me. Woe to the defenceless be�ngs who
surround h�m! Work, wages, bread, f�re, courage, good w�ll, all fa�l
h�m s�multaneously. The l�ght of day seems ext�ngu�shed w�thout, the
moral l�ght w�th�n; �n these shadows man encounters the feebleness
of the woman and the ch�ld, and bends them v�olently to �gnom�ny.

Then all horrors become poss�ble. Despa�r �s surrounded w�th
frag�le part�t�ons wh�ch all open on e�ther v�ce or cr�me.

Health, youth, honor, all the shy del�cac�es of the young body, the
heart, v�rg�n�ty, modesty, that ep�derm�s of the soul, are man�pulated
�n s�n�ster w�se by that fumbl�ng wh�ch seeks resources, wh�ch
encounters opprobr�um, and wh�ch accommodates �tself to �t.
Fathers, mothers, ch�ldren, brothers, s�sters, men, women,
daughters, adhere and become �ncorporated, almost l�ke a m�neral
format�on, �n that dusky prom�scuousness of sexes, relat�onsh�ps,
ages, �nfam�es, and �nnocences. They crouch, back to back, �n a sort
of hut of fate. They exchange woe-begone glances. Oh, the
unfortunate wretches! How pale they are! How cold they are! It
seems as though they dwelt �n a planet much further from the sun
than ours.



Th�s young g�rl was to Mar�us a sort of messenger from the realm
of sad shadows. She revealed to h�m a h�deous s�de of the n�ght.

Mar�us almost reproached h�mself for the preoccupat�ons of
rever�e and pass�on wh�ch had prevented h�s bestow�ng a glance on
h�s ne�ghbors up to that day. The payment of the�r rent had been a
mechan�cal movement, wh�ch any one would have y�elded to; but he,
Mar�us, should have done better than that. What! only a wall
separated h�m from those abandoned be�ngs who l�ved grop�ngly �n
the dark outs�de the pale of the rest of the world, he was elbow to
elbow w�th them, he was, �n some sort, the last l�nk of the human
race wh�ch they touched, he heard them l�ve, or rather, rattle �n the
death agony bes�de h�m, and he pa�d no heed to them! Every day,
every �nstant, he heard them walk�ng on the other s�de of the wall, he
heard them go, and come, and speak, and he d�d not even lend an
ear! And groans lay �n those words, and he d�d not even l�sten to
them, h�s thoughts were elsewhere, g�ven up to dreams, to
�mposs�ble rad�ances, to loves �n the a�r, to foll�es; and all the wh�le,
human creatures, h�s brothers �n Jesus Chr�st, h�s brothers �n the
people, were agon�z�ng �n va�n bes�de h�m! He even formed a part of
the�r m�sfortune, and he aggravated �t. For �f they had had another
ne�ghbor who was less ch�mer�cal and more attent�ve, any ord�nary
and char�table man, ev�dently the�r �nd�gence would have been
not�ced, the�r s�gnals of d�stress would have been perce�ved, and
they would have been taken hold of and rescued! They appeared
very corrupt and very depraved, no doubt, very v�le, very od�ous
even; but those who fall w�thout becom�ng degraded are rare;
bes�des, there �s a po�nt where the unfortunate and the �nfamous
un�te and are confounded �n a s�ngle word, a fatal word, the
m�serable; whose fault �s th�s? And then should not the char�ty be all
the more profound, �n proport�on as the fall �s great?

Wh�le read�ng h�mself th�s moral lesson, for there were occas�ons
on wh�ch Mar�us, l�ke all truly honest hearts, was h�s own pedagogue
and scolded h�mself more than he deserved, he stared at the wall
wh�ch separated h�m from the Jondrettes, as though he were able to
make h�s gaze, full of p�ty, penetrate that part�t�on and warm these
wretched people. The wall was a th�n layer of plaster upheld by
lathes and beams, and, as the reader had just learned, �t allowed the



sound of vo�ces and words to be clearly d�st�ngu�shed. Only a man
as dreamy as Mar�us could have fa�led to perce�ve th�s long before.
There was no paper pasted on the wall, e�ther on the s�de of the
Jondrettes or on that of Mar�us; the coarse construct�on was v�s�ble
�n �ts nakedness. Mar�us exam�ned the part�t�on, almost
unconsc�ously; somet�mes rever�e exam�nes, observes, and
scrut�n�zes as thought would. All at once he sprang up; he had just
perce�ved, near the top, close to the ce�l�ng, a tr�angular hole, wh�ch
resulted from the space between three lathes. The plaster wh�ch
should have f�lled th�s cav�ty was m�ss�ng, and by mount�ng on the
commode, a v�ew could be had through th�s aperture �nto the
Jondrettes’ att�c. Comm�serat�on has, and should have, �ts cur�os�ty.
Th�s aperture formed a sort of peep-hole. It �s perm�ss�ble to gaze at
m�sfortune l�ke a tra�tor �n order to succor �t.27

“Let us get some l�ttle �dea of what these people are l�ke,” thought
Mar�us, “and �n what cond�t�on they are.”

He cl�mbed upon the commode, put h�s eye to the crev�ce, and
looked.



CHAPTER VI—THE WILD MAN IN HIS
LAIR

C�t�es, l�ke forests, have the�r caverns �n wh�ch all the most w�cked
and form�dable creatures wh�ch they conta�n conceal themselves.
Only, �n c�t�es, that wh�ch thus conceals �tself �s feroc�ous, unclean,
and petty, that �s to say, ugly; �n forests, that wh�ch conceals �tself �s
feroc�ous, savage, and grand, that �s to say, beaut�ful. Tak�ng one la�r
w�th another, the beast’s �s preferable to the man’s. Caverns are
better than hovels.

What Mar�us now beheld was a hovel.
Mar�us was poor, and h�s chamber was poverty-str�cken, but as h�s

poverty was noble, h�s garret was neat. The den upon wh�ch h�s eye
now rested was abject, d�rty, fet�d, pest�ferous, mean, sord�d. The
only furn�ture cons�sted of a straw cha�r, an �nf�rm table, some old
b�ts of crockery, and �n two of the corners, two �ndescr�bable pallets;
all the l�ght was furn�shed by a dormer w�ndow of four panes, draped
w�th sp�ders’ webs. Through th�s aperture there penetrated just
enough l�ght to make the face of a man appear l�ke the face of a
phantom. The walls had a leprous aspect, and were covered w�th
seams and scars, l�ke a v�sage d�sf�gured by some horr�ble malady; a
repuls�ve mo�sture exuded from them. Obscene sketches roughly
sketched w�th charcoal could be d�st�ngu�shed upon them.

The chamber wh�ch Mar�us occup�ed had a d�lap�dated br�ck
pavement; th�s one was ne�ther t�led nor planked; �ts �nhab�tants
stepped d�rectly on the ant�que plaster of the hovel, wh�ch had grown
black under the long-cont�nued pressure of feet. Upon th�s uneven
floor, where the d�rt seemed to be fa�rly �ncrusted, and wh�ch
possessed but one v�rg�n�ty, that of the broom, were capr�c�ously
grouped constellat�ons of old shoes, socks, and repuls�ve rags;
however, th�s room had a f�replace, so �t was let for forty francs a



year. There was every sort of th�ng �n that f�replace, a braz�er, a pot,
broken boards, rags suspended from na�ls, a b�rd-cage, ashes, and
even a l�ttle f�re. Two brands were smoulder�ng there �n a melancholy
way.

One th�ng wh�ch added st�ll more to the horrors of th�s garret was,
that �t was large. It had project�ons and angles and black holes, the
lower s�des of roofs, bays, and promontor�es. Hence horr�ble,
unfathomable nooks where �t seemed as though sp�ders as b�g as
one’s f�st, wood-l�ce as large as one’s foot, and perhaps even—who
knows?—some monstrous human be�ngs, must be h�d�ng.

One of the pallets was near the door, the other near the w�ndow.
One end of each touched the f�replace and faced Mar�us. In a corner
near the aperture through wh�ch Mar�us was gaz�ng, a colored
engrav�ng �n a black frame was suspended to a na�l on the wall, and
at �ts bottom, �n large letters, was the �nscr�pt�on: THE DREAM. Th�s
represented a sleep�ng woman, and a ch�ld, also asleep, the ch�ld on
the woman’s lap, an eagle �n a cloud, w�th a crown �n h�s beak, and
the woman thrust�ng the crown away from the ch�ld’s head, w�thout
awak�ng the latter; �n the background, Napoleon �n a glory, lean�ng
on a very blue column w�th a yellow cap�tal ornamented w�th th�s
�nscr�pt�on:
MARINGO
AUSTERLITS
IENA
WAGRAMME
ELOT

Beneath th�s frame, a sort of wooden panel, wh�ch was no longer
than �t was broad, stood on the ground and rested �n a slop�ng
att�tude aga�nst the wall. It had the appearance of a p�cture w�th �ts
face turned to the wall, of a frame probably show�ng a daub on the
other s�de, of some p�er-glass detached from a wall and ly�ng
forgotten there wh�le wa�t�ng to be rehung.

Near the table, upon wh�ch Mar�us descr�ed a pen, �nk, and paper,
sat a man about s�xty years of age, small, th�n, l�v�d, haggard, w�th a
cunn�ng, cruel, and uneasy a�r; a h�deous scoundrel.

If Lavater had stud�ed th�s v�sage, he would have found the vulture
m�ngled w�th the attorney there, the b�rd of prey and the pett�fogger
render�ng each other mutually h�deous and complement�ng each



other; the pett�fogger mak�ng the b�rd of prey �gnoble, the b�rd of prey
mak�ng the pett�fogger horr�ble.

Th�s man had a long gray beard. He was clad �n a woman’s
chem�se, wh�ch allowed h�s ha�ry breast and h�s bare arms, br�stl�ng
w�th gray ha�r, to be seen. Beneath th�s chem�se, muddy trousers
and boots through wh�ch h�s toes projected were v�s�ble.

He had a p�pe �n h�s mouth and was smok�ng. There was no bread
�n the hovel, but there was st�ll tobacco.

He was wr�t�ng probably some more letters l�ke those wh�ch Mar�us
had read.

On the corner of the table lay an anc�ent, d�lap�dated, redd�sh
volume, and the s�ze, wh�ch was the ant�que 12mo of read�ng-rooms,
betrayed a romance. On the cover sprawled the follow�ng t�tle,
pr�nted �n large cap�tals: GOD; THE KING; HONOR AND THE
LADIES; BY DUCRAY DUMINIL, 1814.

As the man wrote, he talked aloud, and Mar�us heard h�s words:—
“The �dea that there �s no equal�ty, even when you are dead! Just

look at Père-Lacha�se! The great, those who are r�ch, are up above,
�n the acac�a alley, wh�ch �s paved. They can reach �t �n a carr�age.
The l�ttle people, the poor, the unhappy, well, what of them? they are
put down below, where the mud �s up to your knees, �n the damp
places. They are put there so that they w�ll decay the sooner! You
cannot go to see them w�thout s�nk�ng �nto the earth.”

He paused, smote the table w�th h�s f�st, and added, as he ground
h�s teeth:—

“Oh! I could eat the whole world!”
A b�g woman, who m�ght be forty years of age, or a hundred, was

crouch�ng near the f�replace on her bare heels.
She, too, was clad only �n a chem�se and a kn�tted pett�coat

patched w�th b�ts of old cloth. A coarse l�nen apron concealed the
half of her pett�coat. Although th�s woman was doubled up and bent
together, �t could be seen that she was of very lofty stature. She was
a sort of g�ant, bes�de her husband. She had h�deous ha�r, of a
redd�sh blond wh�ch was turn�ng gray, and wh�ch she thrust back



from t�me to t�me, w�th her enormous sh�n�ng hands, w�th the�r flat
na�ls.

Bes�de her, on the floor, w�de open, lay a book of the same form
as the other, and probably a volume of the same romance.

On one of the pallets, Mar�us caught a gl�mpse of a sort of tall pale
young g�rl, who sat there half naked and w�th pendant feet, and who
d�d not seem to be l�sten�ng or see�ng or l�v�ng.

No doubt the younger s�ster of the one who had come to h�s room.
She seemed to be eleven or twelve years of age. On closer

scrut�ny �t was ev�dent that she really was fourteen. She was the
ch�ld who had sa�d, on the boulevard the even�ng before: “I bolted,
bolted, bolted!”

She was of that puny sort wh�ch rema�ns backward for a long t�me,
then suddenly starts up rap�dly. It �s �nd�gence wh�ch produces these
melancholy human plants. These creatures have ne�ther ch�ldhood
nor youth. At f�fteen years of age they appear to be twelve, at s�xteen
they seem twenty. To-day a l�ttle g�rl, to-morrow a woman. One m�ght
say that they str�de through l�fe, �n order to get through w�th �t the
more speed�ly.

At th�s moment, th�s be�ng had the a�r of a ch�ld.
Moreover, no trace of work was revealed �n that dwell�ng; no

hand�craft, no sp�nn�ng-wheel, not a tool. In one corner lay some
�ronmongery of dub�ous aspect. It was the dull l�stlessness wh�ch
follows despa�r and precedes the death agony.

Mar�us gazed for a wh�le at th�s gloomy �nter�or, more terr�fy�ng
than the �nter�or of a tomb, for the human soul could be felt flutter�ng
there, and l�fe was palp�tat�ng there. The garret, the cellar, the lowly
d�tch where certa�n �nd�gent wretches crawl at the very bottom of the
soc�al ed�f�ce, �s not exactly the sepulchre, but only �ts antechamber;
but, as the wealthy d�splay the�r greatest magn�f�cence at the
entrance of the�r palaces, �t seems that death, wh�ch stands d�rectly
s�de by s�de w�th them, places �ts greatest m�ser�es �n that vest�bule.

The man held h�s peace, the woman spoke no word, the young g�rl
d�d not even seem to breathe. The scratch�ng of the pen on the
paper was aud�ble.



The man grumbled, w�thout paus�ng �n h�s wr�t�ng. “Cana�lle!
cana�lle! everybody �s cana�lle!”

Th�s var�at�on to Solomon’s exclamat�on el�c�ted a s�gh from the
woman.

“Calm yourself, my l�ttle fr�end,” she sa�d. “Don’t hurt yourself, my
dear. You are too good to wr�te to all those people, husband.”

Bod�es press close to each other �n m�sery, as �n cold, but hearts
draw apart. Th�s woman must have loved th�s man, to all
appearance, judg�ng from the amount of love w�th�n her; but
probably, �n the da�ly and rec�procal reproaches of the horr�ble
d�stress wh�ch we�ghed on the whole group, th�s had become ext�nct.
There no longer ex�sted �n her anyth�ng more than the ashes of
affect�on for her husband. Nevertheless, caress�ng appellat�ons had
surv�ved, as �s often the case. She called h�m: My dear, my l�ttle
fr�end, my good man, etc., w�th her mouth wh�le her heart was s�lent.

The man resumed h�s wr�t�ng.



CHAPTER VII—STRATEGY AND
TACTICS

Mar�us, w�th a load upon h�s breast, was on the po�nt of
descend�ng from the spec�es of observatory wh�ch he had
�mprov�sed, when a sound attracted h�s attent�on and caused h�m to
rema�n at h�s post.

The door of the att�c had just burst open abruptly. The eldest g�rl
made her appearance on the threshold. On her feet, she had large,
coarse, men’s shoes, bespattered w�th mud, wh�ch had splashed
even to her red ankles, and she was wrapped �n an old mantle wh�ch
hung �n tatters. Mar�us had not seen �t on her an hour prev�ously, but
she had probably depos�ted �t at h�s door, �n order that she m�ght
�nsp�re the more p�ty, and had p�cked �t up aga�n on emerg�ng. She
entered, pushed the door to beh�nd her, paused to take breath, for
she was completely breathless, then excla�med w�th an express�on
of tr�umph and joy:—

“He �s com�ng!”
The father turned h�s eyes towards her, the woman turned her

head, the l�ttle s�ster d�d not st�r.
“Who?” demanded her father.
“The gentleman!”
“The ph�lanthrop�st?”
“Yes.”
“From the church of Sa�nt-Jacques?”
“Yes.”
“That old fellow?”
“Yes.”
“And he �s com�ng?”



“He �s follow�ng me.”
“You are sure?”
“I am sure.”
“There, truly, he �s com�ng?”
“He �s com�ng �n a f�acre.”
“In a f�acre. He �s Rothsch�ld.”
The father rose.
“How are you sure? If he �s com�ng �n a f�acre, how �s �t that you

arr�ve before h�m? You gave h�m our address at least? D�d you tell
h�m that �t was the last door at the end of the corr�dor, on the r�ght? If
he only does not make a m�stake! So you found h�m at the church?
D�d he read my letter? What d�d he say to you?”

“Ta, ta, ta,” sa�d the g�rl, “how you do gallop on, my good man! See
here: I entered the church, he was �n h�s usual place, I made h�m a
reverence, and I handed h�m the letter; he read �t and sa�d to me:
‘Where do you l�ve, my ch�ld?’ I sa�d: ‘Mons�eur, I w�ll show you.’ He
sa�d to me: ‘No, g�ve me your address, my daughter has some
purchases to make, I w�ll take a carr�age and reach your house at
the same t�me that you do.’ I gave h�m the address. When I
ment�oned the house, he seemed surpr�sed and hes�tated for an
�nstant, then he sa�d: ‘Never m�nd, I w�ll come.’ When the mass was
f�n�shed, I watched h�m leave the church w�th h�s daughter, and I saw
them enter a carr�age. I certa�nly d�d tell h�m the last door �n the
corr�dor, on the r�ght.”

“And what makes you th�nk that he w�ll come?”
“I have just seen the f�acre turn �nto the Rue Pet�t-Banqu�er. That �s

what made me run so.”
“How do you know that �t was the same f�acre?”
“Because I took not�ce of the number, so there!”
“What was the number?”
“440.”
“Good, you are a clever g�rl.”
The g�rl stared boldly at her father, and show�ng the shoes wh�ch

she had on her feet:—



“A clever g�rl, poss�bly; but I tell you I won’t put these shoes on
aga�n, and that I won’t, for the sake of my health, �n the f�rst place,
and for the sake of cleanl�ness, �n the next. I don’t know anyth�ng
more �rr�tat�ng than shoes that squelch, and go gh�, gh�, gh�, the
whole t�me. I prefer to go barefoot.”

“You are r�ght,” sa�d her father, �n a sweet tone wh�ch contrasted
w�th the young g�rl’s rudeness, “but then, you w�ll not be allowed to
enter churches, for poor people must have shoes to do that. One
cannot go barefoot to the good God,” he added b�tterly.

Then, return�ng to the subject wh�ch absorbed h�m:—
“So you are sure that he w�ll come?”
“He �s follow�ng on my heels,” sa�d she.
The man started up. A sort of �llum�nat�on appeared on h�s

countenance.
“W�fe!” he excla�med, “you hear. Here �s the ph�lanthrop�st.

Ext�ngu�sh the f�re.”
The stupef�ed mother d�d not st�r.
The father, w�th the ag�l�ty of an acrobat, se�zed a broken-nosed

jug wh�ch stood on the ch�mney, and flung the water on the brands.
Then, address�ng h�s eldest daughter:—
“Here you! Pull the straw off that cha�r!”
H�s daughter d�d not understand.
He se�zed the cha�r, and w�th one k�ck he rendered �t seatless. H�s

leg passed through �t.
As he w�thdrew h�s leg, he asked h�s daughter:—
“Is �t cold?”
“Very cold. It �s snow�ng.”
The father turned towards the younger g�rl who sat on the bed

near the w�ndow, and shouted to her �n a thunder�ng vo�ce:—
“Qu�ck! get off that bed, you lazy th�ng! w�ll you never do anyth�ng?

Break a pane of glass!”
The l�ttle g�rl jumped off the bed w�th a sh�ver.
“Break a pane!” he repeated.



The ch�ld stood st�ll �n bew�lderment.
“Do you hear me?” repeated her father, “I tell you to break a pane!”
The ch�ld, w�th a sort of terr�f�ed obed�ence, rose on t�ptoe, and

struck a pane w�th her f�st. The glass broke and fell w�th a loud
clatter.

“Good,” sa�d the father.
He was grave and abrupt. H�s glance swept rap�dly over all the

crann�es of the garret. One would have sa�d that he was a general
mak�ng the f�nal preparat�on at the moment when the battle �s on the
po�nt of beg�nn�ng.

The mother, who had not sa�d a word so far, now rose and
demanded �n a dull, slow, langu�d vo�ce, whence her words seemed
to emerge �n a congealed state:—

“What do you mean to do, my dear?”
“Get �nto bed,” repl�ed the man.
H�s �ntonat�on adm�tted of no del�berat�on. The mother obeyed,

and threw herself heav�ly on one of the pallets.
In the meant�me, a sob became aud�ble �n one corner.
“What’s that?” cr�ed the father.
The younger daughter exh�b�ted her bleed�ng f�st, w�thout qu�tt�ng

the corner �n wh�ch she was cower�ng. She had wounded herself
wh�le break�ng the w�ndow; she went off, near her mother’s pallet
and wept s�lently.

It was now the mother’s turn to start up and excla�m:—
“Just see there! What foll�es you comm�t! She has cut herself

break�ng that pane for you!”
“So much the better!” sa�d the man. “I foresaw that.”
“What? So much the better?” retorted h�s w�fe.
“Peace!” repl�ed the father, “I suppress the l�berty of the press.”
Then tear�ng the woman’s chem�se wh�ch he was wear�ng, he

made a str�p of cloth w�th wh�ch he hast�ly swathed the l�ttle g�rl’s
bleed�ng wr�st.



That done, h�s eye fell w�th a sat�sf�ed express�on on h�s torn
chem�se.

“And the chem�se too,” sa�d he, “th�s has a good appearance.”
An �cy breeze wh�stled through the w�ndow and entered the room.

The outer m�st penetrated th�ther and d�ffused �tself l�ke a wh�t�sh
sheet of wadd�ng vaguely spread by �nv�s�ble f�ngers. Through the
broken pane the snow could be seen fall�ng. The snow prom�sed by
the Candlemas sun of the preced�ng day had actually come.

The father cast a glance about h�m as though to make sure that he
had forgotten noth�ng. He se�zed an old shovel and spread ashes
over the wet brands �n such a manner as to ent�rely conceal them.

Then draw�ng h�mself up and lean�ng aga�nst the ch�mney-p�ece:—
“Now,” sa�d he, “we can rece�ve the ph�lanthrop�st.”



CHAPTER VIII—THE RAY OF LIGHT IN
THE HOVEL

The b�g g�rl approached and la�d her hand �n her father’s.
“Feel how cold I am,” sa�d she.
“Bah!” repl�ed the father, “I am much colder than that.”
The mother excla�med �mpetuously:—
“You always have someth�ng better than any one else, so you do!

even bad th�ngs.”
“Down w�th you!” sa�d the man.
The mother, be�ng eyed after a certa�n fash�on, held her tongue.
S�lence re�gned for a moment �n the hovel. The elder g�rl was

remov�ng the mud from the bottom of her mantle, w�th a careless a�r;
her younger s�ster cont�nued to sob; the mother had taken the
latter’s head between her hands, and was cover�ng �t w�th k�sses,
wh�sper�ng to her the wh�le:—

“My treasure, I entreat you, �t �s noth�ng of consequence, don’t cry,
you w�ll anger your father.”

“No!” excla�med the father, “qu�te the contrary! sob! sob! that’s
r�ght.”

Then turn�ng to the elder:—
“There now! He �s not com�ng! What �f he were not to come! I shall

have ext�ngu�shed my f�re, wrecked my cha�r, torn my sh�rt, and
broken my pane all for noth�ng.”

“And wounded the ch�ld!” murmured the mother.
“Do you know,” went on the father, “that �t’s beastly cold �n th�s

dev�l’s garret! What �f that man should not come! Oh! See there, you!
He makes us wa�t! He says to h�mself: ‘Well! they w�ll wa�t for me!
That’s what they’re there for.’ Oh! how I hate them, and w�th what joy,



jub�lat�on, enthus�asm, and sat�sfact�on I could strangle all those r�ch
folks! all those r�ch folks! These men who pretend to be char�table,
who put on a�rs, who go to mass, who make presents to the
pr�esthood, preachy, preachy, �n the�r skullcaps, and who th�nk
themselves above us, and who come for the purpose of hum�l�at�ng
us, and to br�ng us ‘clothes,’ as they say! old duds that are not worth
four sous! And bread! That’s not what I want, pack of rascals that
they are, �t’s money! Ah! money! Never! Because they say that we
would go off and dr�nk �t up, and that we are drunkards and �dlers!
And they! What are they, then, and what have they been �n the�r
t�me! Th�eves! They never could have become r�ch otherw�se! Oh!
Soc�ety ought to be grasped by the four corners of the cloth and
tossed �nto the a�r, all of �t! It would all be smashed, very l�kely, but at
least, no one would have anyth�ng, and there would be that much
ga�ned! But what �s that blockhead of a benevolent gentleman
do�ng? W�ll he come? Perhaps the an�mal has forgotten the address!
I’ll bet that that old beast—”

At that moment there came a l�ght tap at the door, the man rushed
to �t and opened �t, excla�m�ng, am�d profound bows and sm�les of
adorat�on:—

“Enter, s�r! De�gn to enter, most respected benefactor, and your
charm�ng young lady, also.”

A man of r�pe age and a young g�rl made the�r appearance on the
threshold of the att�c.

Mar�us had not qu�tted h�s post. H�s feel�ngs for the moment
surpassed the powers of the human tongue.

It was She!
Whoever has loved knows all the rad�ant mean�ngs conta�ned �n

those three letters of that word: She.
It was certa�nly she. Mar�us could hardly d�st�ngu�sh her through

the lum�nous vapor wh�ch had suddenly spread before h�s eyes. It
was that sweet, absent be�ng, that star wh�ch had beamed upon h�m
for s�x months; �t was those eyes, that brow, that mouth, that lovely
van�shed face wh�ch had created n�ght by �ts departure. The v�s�on
had been ecl�psed, now �t reappeared.



It reappeared �n that gloom, �n that garret, �n that m�sshapen att�c,
�n all that horror.

Mar�us shuddered �n d�smay. What! It was she! The palp�tat�ons of
h�s heart troubled h�s s�ght. He felt that he was on the br�nk of
burst�ng �nto tears! What! He beheld her aga�n at last, after hav�ng
sought her so long! It seemed to h�m that he had lost h�s soul, and
that he had just found �t aga�n.

She was the same as ever, only a l�ttle pale; her del�cate face was
framed �n a bonnet of v�olet velvet, her f�gure was concealed beneath
a pel�sse of black sat�n. Beneath her long dress, a gl�mpse could be
caught of her t�ny foot shod �n a s�lken boot.

She was st�ll accompan�ed by M. Leblanc.
She had taken a few steps �nto the room, and had depos�ted a

tolerably bulky parcel on the table.
The eldest Jondrette g�rl had ret�red beh�nd the door, and was

star�ng w�th sombre eyes at that velvet bonnet, that s�lk mantle, and
that charm�ng, happy face.



CHAPTER IX—JONDRETTE COMES
NEAR WEEPING

The hovel was so dark, that people com�ng from w�thout felt on
enter�ng �t the effect produced on enter�ng a cellar. The two
newcomers advanced, therefore, w�th a certa�n hes�tat�on, be�ng
hardly able to d�st�ngu�sh the vague forms surround�ng them, wh�le
they could be clearly seen and scrut�n�zed by the eyes of the
�nhab�tants of the garret, who were accustomed to th�s tw�l�ght.

M. Leblanc approached, w�th h�s sad but k�ndly look, and sa�d to
Jondrette the father:—

“Mons�eur, �n th�s package you w�ll f�nd some new clothes and
some woollen stock�ngs and blankets.”

“Our angel�c benefactor overwhelms us,” sa�d Jondrette, bow�ng to
the very earth.

Then, bend�ng down to the ear of h�s eldest daughter, wh�le the
two v�s�tors were engaged �n exam�n�ng th�s lamentable �nter�or, he
added �n a low and rap�d vo�ce:—

“Hey? What d�d I say? Duds! No money! They are all al�ke! By the
way, how was the letter to that old blockhead s�gned?”

“Fabantou,” repl�ed the g�rl.
“The dramat�c art�st, good!”
It was lucky for Jondrette, that th�s had occurred to h�m, for at the

very moment, M. Leblanc turned to h�m, and sa�d to h�m w�th the a�r
of a person who �s seek�ng to recall a name:—

“I see that you are greatly to be p�t�ed, Mons�eur—”
“Fabantou,” repl�ed Jondrette qu�ckly.
“Mons�eur Fabantou, yes, that �s �t. I remember.”
“Dramat�c art�st, s�r, and one who has had some success.”



Here Jondrette ev�dently judged the moment prop�t�ous for
captur�ng the “ph�lanthrop�st.” He excla�med w�th an accent wh�ch
smacked at the same t�me of the va�nglory of the mountebank at
fa�rs, and the hum�l�ty of the mend�cant on the h�ghway:—

“A pup�l of Talma! S�r! I am a pup�l of Talma! Fortune formerly
sm�led on me—Alas! Now �t �s m�sfortune’s turn. You see, my
benefactor, no bread, no f�re. My poor babes have no f�re! My only
cha�r has no seat! A broken pane! And �n such weather! My spouse
�n bed! Ill!”

“Poor woman!” sa�d M. Leblanc.
“My ch�ld wounded!” added Jondrette.
The ch�ld, d�verted by the arr�val of the strangers, had fallen to

contemplat�ng “the young lady,” and had ceased to sob.
“Cry! bawl!” sa�d Jondrette to her �n a low vo�ce.
At the same t�me he p�nched her sore hand. All th�s was done w�th

the talent of a juggler.
The l�ttle g�rl gave vent to loud shr�eks.
The adorable young g�rl, whom Mar�us, �n h�s heart, called “h�s

Ursule,” approached her hast�ly.
“Poor, dear ch�ld!” sa�d she.
“You see, my beaut�ful young lady,” pursued Jondrette “her

bleed�ng wr�st! It came through an acc�dent wh�le work�ng at a
mach�ne to earn s�x sous a day. It may be necessary to cut off her
arm.”

“Really?” sa�d the old gentleman, �n alarm.
The l�ttle g�rl, tak�ng th�s ser�ously, fell to sobb�ng more v�olently

than ever.
“Alas! yes, my benefactor!” repl�ed the father.
For several m�nutes, Jondrette had been scrut�n�z�ng “the

benefactor” �n a s�ngular fash�on. As he spoke, he seemed to be
exam�n�ng the other attent�vely, as though seek�ng to summon up h�s
recollect�ons. All at once, prof�t�ng by a moment when the
newcomers were quest�on�ng the ch�ld w�th �nterest as to her �njured



hand, he passed near h�s w�fe, who lay �n her bed w�th a stup�d and
dejected a�r, and sa�d to her �n a rap�d but very low tone:—

“Take a look at that man!”
Then, turn�ng to M. Leblanc, and cont�nu�ng h�s lamentat�ons:—
“You see, s�r! All the cloth�ng that I have �s my w�fe’s chem�se! And

all torn at that! In the depths of w�nter! I can’t go out for lack of a
coat. If I had a coat of any sort, I would go and see Mademo�selle
Mars, who knows me and �s very fond of me. Does she not st�ll
res�de �n the Rue de la Tour-des-Dames? Do you know, s�r? We
played together �n the prov�nces. I shared her laurels. Cél�mène
would come to my succor, s�r! Elm�re would bestow alms on
Bél�sa�re! But no, noth�ng! And not a sou �n the house! My w�fe �ll,
and not a sou! My daughter dangerously �njured, not a sou! My w�fe
suffers from f�ts of suffocat�on. It comes from her age, and bes�des,
her nervous system �s affected. She ought to have ass�stance, and
my daughter also! But the doctor! But the apothecary! How am I to
pay them? I would kneel to a penny, s�r! Such �s the cond�t�on to
wh�ch the arts are reduced. And do you know, my charm�ng young
lady, and you, my generous protector, do you know, you who breathe
forth v�rtue and goodness, and who perfume that church where my
daughter sees you every day when she says her prayers?—For I
have brought up my ch�ldren rel�g�ously, s�r. I d�d not want them to
take to the theatre. Ah! the huss�es! If I catch them tr�pp�ng! I do not
jest, that I don’t! I read them lessons on honor, on moral�ty, on v�rtue!
Ask them! They have got to walk stra�ght. They are none of your
unhappy wretches who beg�n by hav�ng no fam�ly, and end by
espous�ng the publ�c. One �s Mamselle Nobody, and one becomes
Madame Everybody. Deuce take �t! None of that �n the Fabantou
fam�ly! I mean to br�ng them up v�rtuously, and they shall be honest,
and n�ce, and bel�eve �n God, by the sacred name! Well, s�r, my
worthy s�r, do you know what �s go�ng to happen to-morrow? To-
morrow �s the fourth day of February, the fatal day, the last day of
grace allowed me by my landlord; �f by th�s even�ng I have not pa�d
my rent, to-morrow my oldest daughter, my spouse w�th her fever,
my ch�ld w�th her wound,—we shall all four be turned out of here and
thrown �nto the street, on the boulevard, w�thout shelter, �n the ra�n,



�n the snow. There, s�r. I owe for four quarters—a whole year! that �s
to say, s�xty francs.”

Jondrette l�ed. Four quarters would have amounted to only forty
francs, and he could not owe four, because s�x months had not
elapsed s�nce Mar�us had pa�d for two.

M. Leblanc drew f�ve francs from h�s pocket and threw them on the
table.

Jondrette found t�me to mutter �n the ear of h�s eldest daughter:—
“The scoundrel! What does he th�nk I can do w�th h�s f�ve francs?

That won’t pay me for my cha�r and pane of glass! That’s what
comes of �ncurr�ng expenses!”

In the meanwh�le, M. Leblanc had removed the large brown great-
coat wh�ch he wore over h�s blue coat, and had thrown �t over the
back of the cha�r.

“Mons�eur Fabantou,” he sa�d, “these f�ve francs are all that I have
about me, but I shall now take my daughter home, and I w�ll return
th�s even�ng,—�t �s th�s even�ng that you must pay, �s �t not?”

Jondrette’s face l�ghted up w�th a strange express�on. He repl�ed
v�vac�ously:—

“Yes, respected s�r. At e�ght o’clock, I must be at my landlord’s.”
“I w�ll be here at s�x, and I w�ll fetch you the s�xty francs.”
“My benefactor!” excla�med Jondrette, overwhelmed. And he

added, �n a low tone: “Take a good look at h�m, w�fe!”
M. Leblanc had taken the arm of the young g�rl, once more, and

had turned towards the door.
“Farewell unt�l th�s even�ng, my fr�ends!” sa�d he.
“S�x o’clock?” sa�d Jondrette.
“S�x o’clock prec�sely.”
At that moment, the overcoat ly�ng on the cha�r caught the eye of

the elder Jondrette g�rl.
“You are forgett�ng your coat, s�r,” sa�d she.
Jondrette darted an ann�h�lat�ng look at h�s daughter, accompan�ed

by a form�dable shrug of the shoulders.



M. Leblanc turned back and sa�d, w�th a sm�le:—
“I have not forgotten �t, I am leav�ng �t.”
“O my protector!” sa�d Jondrette, “my august benefactor, I melt �nto

tears! Perm�t me to accompany you to your carr�age.”
“If you come out,” answered M. Leblanc, “put on th�s coat. It really

�s very cold.”
Jondrette d�d not need to be told tw�ce. He hast�ly donned the

brown great-coat. And all three went out, Jondrette preced�ng the
two strangers.



CHAPTER X—TARIFF OF LICENSED
CABS: TWO FRANCS AN HOUR

Mar�us had lost noth�ng of th�s ent�re scene, and yet, �n real�ty, had
seen noth�ng. H�s eyes had rema�ned f�xed on the young g�rl, h�s
heart had, so to speak, se�zed her and wholly enveloped her from
the moment of her very f�rst step �n that garret. Dur�ng her ent�re stay
there, he had l�ved that l�fe of ecstasy wh�ch suspends mater�al
percept�ons and prec�p�tates the whole soul on a s�ngle po�nt. He
contemplated, not that g�rl, but that l�ght wh�ch wore a sat�n pel�sse
and a velvet bonnet. The star S�r�us m�ght have entered the room,
and he would not have been any more dazzled.

Wh�le the young g�rl was engaged �n open�ng the package,
unfold�ng the cloth�ng and the blankets, quest�on�ng the s�ck mother
k�ndly, and the l�ttle �njured g�rl tenderly, he watched her every
movement, he sought to catch her words. He knew her eyes, her
brow, her beauty, her form, her walk, he d�d not know the sound of
her vo�ce. He had once fanc�ed that he had caught a few words at
the Luxembourg, but he was not absolutely sure of the fact. He
would have g�ven ten years of h�s l�fe to hear �t, �n order that he m�ght
bear away �n h�s soul a l�ttle of that mus�c. But everyth�ng was
drowned �n the lamentable exclamat�ons and trumpet bursts of
Jondrette. Th�s added a touch of genu�ne wrath to Mar�us’ ecstasy.
He devoured her w�th h�s eyes. He could not bel�eve that �t really was
that d�v�ne creature whom he saw �n the m�dst of those v�le creatures
�n that monstrous la�r. It seemed to h�m that he beheld a humm�ng-
b�rd �n the m�dst of toads.

When she took her departure, he had but one thought, to follow
her, to cl�ng to her trace, not to qu�t her unt�l he learned where she
l�ved, not to lose her aga�n, at least, after hav�ng so m�raculously re-
d�scovered her. He leaped down from the commode and se�zed h�s



hat. As he la�d h�s hand on the lock of the door, and was on the po�nt
of open�ng �t, a sudden reflect�on caused h�m to pause. The corr�dor
was long, the sta�rcase steep, Jondrette was talkat�ve, M. Leblanc
had, no doubt, not yet rega�ned h�s carr�age; �f, on turn�ng round �n
the corr�dor, or on the sta�rcase, he were to catch s�ght of h�m,
Mar�us, �n that house, he would, ev�dently, take the alarm, and f�nd
means to escape from h�m aga�n, and th�s t�me �t would be f�nal.
What was he to do? Should he wa�t a l�ttle? But wh�le he was
wa�t�ng, the carr�age m�ght dr�ve off. Mar�us was perplexed. At last he
accepted the r�sk and qu�tted h�s room.

There was no one �n the corr�dor. He hastened to the sta�rs. There
was no one on the sta�rcase. He descended �n all haste, and
reached the boulevard �n t�me to see a f�acre turn�ng the corner of
the Rue du Pet�t-Banqu�er, on �ts way back to Par�s.

Mar�us rushed headlong �n that d�rect�on. On arr�v�ng at the angle
of the boulevard, he caught s�ght of the f�acre aga�n, rap�dly
descend�ng the Rue Mouffetard; the carr�age was already a long way
off, and there was no means of overtak�ng �t; what! run after �t?
Imposs�ble; and bes�des, the people �n the carr�age would assuredly
not�ce an �nd�v�dual runn�ng at full speed �n pursu�t of a f�acre, and
the father would recogn�ze h�m. At that moment, wonderful and
unprecedented good luck, Mar�us perce�ved an empty cab pass�ng
along the boulevard. There was but one th�ng to be done, to jump
�nto th�s cab and follow the f�acre. That was sure, eff�cac�ous, and
free from danger.

Mar�us made the dr�ver a s�gn to halt, and called to h�m:—
“By the hour?”
Mar�us wore no cravat, he had on h�s work�ng-coat, wh�ch was

dest�tute of buttons, h�s sh�rt was torn along one of the pla�ts on the
bosom.

The dr�ver halted, w�nked, and held out h�s left hand to Mar�us,
rubb�ng h�s foref�nger gently w�th h�s thumb.

“What �s �t?” sa�d Mar�us.
“Pay �n advance,” sa�d the coachman.
Mar�us recollected that he had but s�xteen sous about h�m.



“How much?” he demanded.
“Forty sous.”
“I w�ll pay on my return.”
The dr�ver’s only reply was to wh�stle the a�r of La Pal�sse and to

wh�p up h�s horse.
Mar�us stared at the retreat�ng cabr�olet w�th a bew�ldered a�r. For

the lack of four and twenty sous, he was los�ng h�s joy, h�s
happ�ness, h�s love! He had seen, and he was becom�ng bl�nd aga�n.
He reflected b�tterly, and �t must be confessed, w�th profound regret,
on the f�ve francs wh�ch he had bestowed, that very morn�ng, on that
m�serable g�rl. If he had had those f�ve francs, he would have been
saved, he would have been born aga�n, he would have emerged
from the l�mbo and darkness, he would have made h�s escape from
�solat�on and spleen, from h�s w�dowed state; he m�ght have re-
knotted the black thread of h�s dest�ny to that beaut�ful golden
thread, wh�ch had just floated before h�s eyes and had broken at the
same �nstant, once more! He returned to h�s hovel �n despa�r.

He m�ght have told h�mself that M. Leblanc had prom�sed to return
�n the even�ng, and that all he had to do was to set about the matter
more sk�lfully, so that he m�ght follow h�m on that occas�on; but, �n h�s
contemplat�on, �t �s doubtful whether he had heard th�s.

As he was on the po�nt of mount�ng the sta�rcase, he perce�ved, on
the other s�de of the boulevard, near the deserted wall sk�rt�ng the
Rue De la Barr�ère-des-Gobel�ns, Jondrette, wrapped �n the
“ph�lanthrop�st’s” great-coat, engaged �n conversat�on w�th one of
those men of d�squ�et�ng aspect who have been dubbed by common
consent, prowlers of the barr�ers; people of equ�vocal face, of
susp�c�ous monologues, who present the a�r of hav�ng ev�l m�nds,
and who generally sleep �n the dayt�me, wh�ch suggests the
suppos�t�on that they work by n�ght.

These two men, stand�ng there mot�onless and �n conversat�on, �n
the snow wh�ch was fall�ng �n wh�rlw�nds, formed a group that a
pol�ceman would surely have observed, but wh�ch Mar�us hardly
not�ced.



St�ll, �n sp�te of h�s mournful preoccupat�on, he could not refra�n
from say�ng to h�mself that th�s prowler of the barr�ers w�th whom
Jondrette was talk�ng resembled a certa�n Panchaud, al�as
Pr�ntan�er, al�as B�grena�lle, whom Courfeyrac had once po�nted out
to h�m as a very dangerous nocturnal roamer. Th�s man’s name the
reader has learned �n the preced�ng book. Th�s Panchaud, al�as
Pr�ntan�er, al�as B�grena�lle, f�gured later on �n many cr�m�nal tr�als,
and became a notor�ous rascal. He was at that t�me only a famous
rascal. To-day he ex�sts �n the state of trad�t�on among ruff�ans and
assass�ns. He was at the head of a school towards the end of the
last re�gn. And �n the even�ng, at n�ghtfall, at the hour when groups
form and talk �n wh�spers, he was d�scussed at La Force �n the
Fosse-aux-L�ons. One m�ght even, �n that pr�son, prec�sely at the
spot where the sewer wh�ch served the unprecedented escape, �n
broad dayl�ght, of th�rty pr�soners, �n 1843, passes under the culvert,
read h�s name, PANCHAUD, audac�ously carved by h�s own hand on
the wall of the sewer, dur�ng one of h�s attempts at fl�ght. In 1832, the
pol�ce already had the�r eye on h�m, but he had not as yet made a
ser�ous beg�nn�ng.



CHAPTER XI—OFFERS OF SERVICE
FROM MISERY TO WRETCHEDNESS
Mar�us ascended the sta�rs of the hovel w�th slow steps; at the

moment when he was about to re-enter h�s cell, he caught s�ght of
the elder Jondrette g�rl follow�ng h�m through the corr�dor. The very
s�ght of th�s g�rl was od�ous to h�m; �t was she who had h�s f�ve
francs, �t was too late to demand them back, the cab was no longer
there, the f�acre was far away. Moreover, she would not have g�ven
them back. As for quest�on�ng her about the res�dence of the
persons who had just been there, that was useless; �t was ev�dent
that she d�d not know, s�nce the letter s�gned Fabantou had been
addressed “to the benevolent gentleman of the church of Sa�nt-
Jacques-du-Haut-Pas.”

Mar�us entered h�s room and pushed the door to after h�m.
It d�d not close; he turned round and beheld a hand wh�ch held the

door half open.
“What �s �t?” he asked, “who �s there?”
It was the Jondrette g�rl.
“Is �t you?” resumed Mar�us almost harshly, “st�ll you! What do you

want w�th me?”
She appeared to be thoughtful and d�d not look at h�m. She no

longer had the a�r of assurance wh�ch had character�zed her that
morn�ng. She d�d not enter, but held back �n the darkness of the
corr�dor, where Mar�us could see her through the half-open door.

“Come now, w�ll you answer?” cr�ed Mar�us. “What do you want
w�th me?”

She ra�sed her dull eyes, �n wh�ch a sort of gleam seemed to
fl�cker vaguely, and sa�d:—

“Mons�eur Mar�us, you look sad. What �s the matter w�th you?”



“W�th me!” sa�d Mar�us.
“Yes, you.”
“There �s noth�ng the matter w�th me.”
“Yes, there �s!”
“No.”
“I tell you there �s!”
“Let me alone!”
Mar�us gave the door another push, but she reta�ned her hold on

�t.
“Stop,” sa�d she, “you are �n the wrong. Although you are not r�ch,

you were k�nd th�s morn�ng. Be so aga�n now. You gave me
someth�ng to eat, now tell me what a�ls you. You are gr�eved, that �s
pla�n. I do not want you to be gr�eved. What can be done for �t? Can I
be of any serv�ce? Employ me. I do not ask for your secrets, you
need not tell them to me, but I may be of use, nevertheless. I may be
able to help you, s�nce I help my father. When �t �s necessary to carry
letters, to go to houses, to �nqu�re from door to door, to f�nd out an
address, to follow any one, I am of serv�ce. Well, you may assuredly
tell me what �s the matter w�th you, and I w�ll go and speak to the
persons; somet�mes �t �s enough �f some one speaks to the persons,
that suff�ces to let them understand matters, and everyth�ng comes
r�ght. Make use of me.”

An �dea flashed across Mar�us’ m�nd. What branch does one
d�sda�n when one feels that one �s fall�ng?

He drew near to the Jondrette g�rl.
“L�sten—” he sa�d to her.
She �nterrupted h�m w�th a gleam of joy �n her eyes.
“Oh yes, do call me thou! I l�ke that better.”
“Well,” he resumed, “thou hast brought h�ther that old gentleman

and h�s daughter!”
“Yes.”
“Dost thou know the�r address?”
“No.”



“F�nd �t for me.”
The Jondrette’s dull eyes had grown joyous, and they now

became gloomy.
“Is that what you want?” she demanded.
“Yes.”
“Do you know them?”
“No.”
“That �s to say,” she resumed qu�ckly, “you do not know her, but

you w�sh to know her.”
Th�s them wh�ch had turned �nto her had someth�ng �ndescr�bably

s�gn�f�cant and b�tter about �t.
“Well, can you do �t?” sa�d Mar�us.
“You shall have the beaut�ful lady’s address.”
There was st�ll a shade �n the words “the beaut�ful lady” wh�ch

troubled Mar�us. He resumed:—
“Never m�nd, after all, the address of the father and daughter.

The�r address, �ndeed!”
She gazed f�xedly at h�m.
“What w�ll you g�ve me?”
“Anyth�ng you l�ke.”
“Anyth�ng I l�ke?”
“Yes.”
“You shall have the address.”
She dropped her head; then, w�th a brusque movement, she

pulled to the door, wh�ch closed beh�nd her.
Mar�us found h�mself alone.
He dropped �nto a cha�r, w�th h�s head and both elbows on h�s bed,

absorbed �n thoughts wh�ch he could not grasp, and as though a
prey to vert�go. All that had taken place s�nce the morn�ng, the
appearance of the angel, her d�sappearance, what that creature had
just sa�d to h�m, a gleam of hope float�ng �n an �mmense despa�r,—
th�s was what f�lled h�s bra�n confusedly.

All at once he was v�olently aroused from h�s rever�e.



He heard the shr�ll, hard vo�ce of Jondrette utter these words,
wh�ch were fraught w�th a strange �nterest for h�m:—

“I tell you that I am sure of �t, and that I recogn�zed h�m.”
Of whom was Jondrette speak�ng? Whom had he recogn�zed? M.

Leblanc? The father of “h�s Ursule”? What! D�d Jondrette know h�m?
Was Mar�us about to obta�n �n th�s abrupt and unexpected fash�on all
the �nformat�on w�thout wh�ch h�s l�fe was so dark to h�m? Was he
about to learn at last who �t was that he loved, who that young g�rl
was? Who her father was? Was the dense shadow wh�ch enwrapped
them on the po�nt of be�ng d�spelled? Was the ve�l about to be rent?
Ah! Heavens!

He bounded rather than cl�mbed upon h�s commode, and resumed
h�s post near the l�ttle peep-hole �n the part�t�on wall.

Aga�n he beheld the �nter�or of Jondrette’s hovel.



CHAPTER XII—THE USE MADE OF M.
LEBLANC’S FIVE-FRANC PIECE

Noth�ng �n the aspect of the fam�ly was altered, except that the
w�fe and daughters had lev�ed on the package and put on woollen
stock�ngs and jackets. Two new blankets were thrown across the two
beds.

Jondrette had ev�dently just returned. He st�ll had the
breathlessness of out of doors. H�s daughters were seated on the
floor near the f�replace, the elder engaged �n dress�ng the younger’s
wounded hand. H�s w�fe had sunk back on the bed near the
f�replace, w�th a face �nd�cat�ve of aston�shment. Jondrette was
pac�ng up and down the garret w�th long str�des. H�s eyes were
extraord�nary.

The woman, who seemed t�m�d and overwhelmed w�th stupor �n
the presence of her husband, turned to say:—

“What, really? You are sure?”
“Sure! E�ght years have passed! But I recogn�ze h�m! Ah! I

recogn�ze h�m. I knew h�m at once! What! D�dn’t �t force �tself on
you?”

“No.”
“But I told you: ‘Pay attent�on!’ Why, �t �s h�s f�gure, �t �s h�s face,

only older,—there are people who do not grow old, I don’t know how
they manage �t,—�t �s the very sound of h�s vo�ce. He �s better
dressed, that �s all! Ah! you myster�ous old dev�l, I’ve got you, that I
have!”

He paused, and sa�d to h�s daughters:—
“Get out of here, you!—It’s queer that �t d�dn’t str�ke you!”
They arose to obey.



The mother stammered:—
“W�th her �njured hand.”
“The a�r w�ll do �t good,” sa�d Jondrette. “Be off.”
It was pla�n that th�s man was of the sort to whom no one offers to

reply. The two g�rls departed.
At the moment when they were about to pass through the door,

the father deta�ned the elder by the arm, and sa�d to her w�th a
pecul�ar accent:—

“You w�ll be here at f�ve o’clock prec�sely. Both of you. I shall need
you.”

Mar�us redoubled h�s attent�on.
On be�ng left alone w�th h�s w�fe, Jondrette began to pace the

room aga�n, and made the tour of �t two or three t�mes �n s�lence.
Then he spent several m�nutes �n tuck�ng the lower part of the
woman’s chem�se wh�ch he wore �nto h�s trousers.

All at once, he turned to the female Jondrette, folded h�s arms and
excla�med:—

“And would you l�ke to have me tell you someth�ng? The young
lady—”

“Well, what?” retorted h�s w�fe, “the young lady?”
Mar�us could not doubt that �t was really she of whom they were

speak�ng. He l�stened w�th ardent anx�ety. H�s whole l�fe was �n h�s
ears.

But Jondrette had bent over and spoke to h�s w�fe �n a wh�sper.
Then he stra�ghtened h�mself up and concluded aloud:—

“It �s she!”
“That one?” sa�d h�s w�fe.
“That very one,” sa�d the husband.
No express�on can reproduce the s�gn�f�cance of the mother’s

words. Surpr�se, rage, hate, wrath, were m�ngled and comb�ned �n
one monstrous �ntonat�on. The pronunc�at�on of a few words, the
name, no doubt, wh�ch her husband had wh�spered �n her ear, had
suff�ced to rouse th�s huge, somnolent woman, and from be�ng
repuls�ve she became terr�ble.



“It �s not poss�ble!” she cr�ed. “When I th�nk that my daughters are
go�ng barefoot, and have not a gown to the�r backs! What! A sat�n
pel�sse, a velvet bonnet, boots, and everyth�ng; more than two
hundred francs’ worth of clothes! so that one would th�nk she was a
lady! No, you are m�staken! Why, �n the f�rst place, the other was
h�deous, and th�s one �s not so bad-look�ng! She really �s not bad-
look�ng! It can’t be she!”

“I tell you that �t �s she. You w�ll see.”
At th�s absolute assert�on, the Jondrette woman ra�sed her large,

red, blonde face and stared at the ce�l�ng w�th a horr�ble express�on.
At that moment, she seemed to Mar�us even more to be feared than
her husband. She was a sow w�th the look of a t�gress.

“What!” she resumed, “that horr�ble, beaut�ful young lady, who
gazed at my daughters w�th an a�r of p�ty,—she �s that beggar brat!
Oh! I should l�ke to k�ck her stomach �n for her!”

She sprang off of the bed, and rema�ned stand�ng for a moment,
her ha�r �n d�sorder, her nostr�ls d�lat�ng, her mouth half open, her
f�sts clenched and drawn back. Then she fell back on the bed once
more. The man paced to and fro and pa�d no attent�on to h�s female.

After a s�lence last�ng several m�nutes, he approached the female
Jondrette, and halted �n front of her, w�th folded arms, as he had
done a moment before:—

“And shall I tell you another th�ng?”
“What �s �t?” she asked.
He answered �n a low, curt vo�ce:—
“My fortune �s made.”
The woman stared at h�m w�th the look that s�gn�f�es: “Is the

person who �s address�ng me on the po�nt of go�ng mad?”
He went on:—
“Thunder! It was not so very long ago that I was a par�sh�oner of

the par�sh of d�e-of-hunger-�f-you-have-a-f�re,-d�e-of-cold-�f-you-have-
bread! I have had enough of m�sery! my share and other people’s
share! I am not jok�ng any longer, I don’t f�nd �t com�c any more, I’ve
had enough of puns, good God! no more farces, Eternal Father! I



want to eat t�ll I am full, I want to dr�nk my f�ll! to gormand�ze! to
sleep! to do noth�ng! I want to have my turn, so I do, come now!
before I d�e! I want to be a b�t of a m�ll�onna�re!”

He took a turn round the hovel, and added:—
“L�ke other people.”
“What do you mean by that?” asked the woman.
He shook h�s head, w�nked, screwed up one eye, and ra�sed h�s

vo�ce l�ke a med�cal professor who �s about to make a
demonstrat�on:—

“What do I mean by that? L�sten!”
“Hush!” muttered the woman, “not so loud! These are matters

wh�ch must not be overheard.”
“Bah! Who’s here? Our ne�ghbor? I saw h�m go out a l�ttle wh�le

ago. Bes�des, he doesn’t l�sten, the b�g booby. And I tell you that I
saw h�m go out.”

Nevertheless, by a sort of �nst�nct, Jondrette lowered h�s vo�ce,
although not suff�c�ently to prevent Mar�us hear�ng h�s words. One
favorable c�rcumstance, wh�ch enabled Mar�us not to lose a word of
th�s conversat�on was the fall�ng snow wh�ch deadened the sound of
veh�cles on the boulevard.

Th�s �s what Mar�us heard:—
“L�sten carefully. The Crœsus �s caught, or as good as caught!

That’s all settled already. Everyth�ng �s arranged. I have seen some
people. He w�ll come here th�s even�ng at s�x o’clock. To br�ng s�xty
francs, the rascal! D�d you not�ce how I played that game on h�m, my
s�xty francs, my landlord, my fourth of February? I don’t even owe for
one quarter! Isn’t he a fool! So he w�ll come at s�x o’clock! That’s the
hour when our ne�ghbor goes to h�s d�nner. Mother Bougon �s off
wash�ng d�shes �n the c�ty. There’s not a soul �n the house. The
ne�ghbor never comes home unt�l eleven o’clock. The ch�ldren shall
stand on watch. You shall help us. He w�ll g�ve �n.”

“And what �f he does not g�ve �n?” demanded h�s w�fe.
Jondrette made a s�n�ster gesture, and sa�d:—
“We’ll f�x h�m.”



And he burst out laugh�ng.
Th�s was the f�rst t�me Mar�us had seen h�m laugh. The laugh was

cold and sweet, and provoked a shudder.
Jondrette opened a cupboard near the f�replace, and drew from �t

an old cap, wh�ch he placed on h�s head, after brush�ng �t w�th h�s
sleeve.

“Now,” sa�d he, “I’m go�ng out. I have some more people that I
must see. Good ones. You’ll see how well the whole th�ng w�ll work. I
shall be away as short a t�me as poss�ble, �t’s a f�ne stroke of
bus�ness, do you look after the house.”

And w�th both f�sts thrust �nto the pockets of h�s trousers, he stood
for a moment �n thought, then excla�med:—

“Do you know, �t’s m�ghty lucky, by the way, that he d�dn’t
recogn�ze me! If he had recogn�zed me on h�s s�de, he would not
have come back aga�n. He would have sl�pped through our f�ngers! It
was my beard that saved us! my romant�c beard! my pretty l�ttle
romant�c beard!”

And aga�n he broke �nto a laugh.
He stepped to the w�ndow. The snow was st�ll fall�ng, and

streak�ng the gray of the sky.
“What beastly weather!” sa�d he.
Then lapp�ng h�s overcoat across h�s breast:—
“Th�s r�nd �s too large for me. Never m�nd,” he added, “he d�d a

dev�l�sh good th�ng �n leav�ng �t for me, the old scoundrel! If �t hadn’t
been for that, I couldn’t have gone out, and everyth�ng would have
gone wrong! What small po�nts th�ngs hang on, anyway!”

And pull�ng h�s cap down over h�s eyes, he qu�tted the room.
He had barely had t�me to take half a dozen steps from the door,

when the door opened aga�n, and h�s savage but �ntell�gent face
made �ts appearance once more �n the open�ng.

“I came near forgett�ng,” sa�d he. “You are to have a braz�er of
charcoal ready.”

And he flung �nto h�s w�fe’s apron the f�ve-franc p�ece wh�ch the
“ph�lanthrop�st” had left w�th h�m.



“A braz�er of charcoal?” asked h�s w�fe.
“Yes.”
“How many bushels?”
“Two good ones.”
“That w�ll come to th�rty sous. W�th the rest I w�ll buy someth�ng for

d�nner.”
“The dev�l, no.”
“Why?”
“Don’t go and spend the hundred-sou p�ece.”
“Why?”
“Because I shall have to buy someth�ng, too.”
“What?”
“Someth�ng.”
“How much shall you need?”
“Whereabouts �n the ne�ghborhood �s there an �ronmonger’s

shop?”
“Rue Mouffetard.”
“Ah! yes, at the corner of a street; I can see the shop.”
“But tell me how much you w�ll need for what you have to

purchase?”
“F�fty sous—three francs.”
“There won’t be much left for d�nner.”
“Eat�ng �s not the po�nt to-day. There’s someth�ng better to be

done.”
“That’s enough, my jewel.”
At th�s word from h�s w�fe, Jondrette closed the door aga�n, and

th�s t�me, Mar�us heard h�s step d�e away �n the corr�dor of the hovel,
and descend the sta�rcase rap�dly.

At that moment, one o’clock struck from the church of Sa�nt-
Médard.



CHAPTER XIII—SOLUS CUM SOLO, IN
LOCO REMOTO, NON

COGITABUNTUR ORARE PATER
NOSTER

Mar�us, dreamer as he was, was, as we have sa�d, f�rm and
energet�c by nature. H�s hab�ts of sol�tary med�tat�on, wh�le they had
developed �n h�m sympathy and compass�on, had, perhaps,
d�m�n�shed the faculty for �rr�tat�on, but had left �ntact the power of
wax�ng �nd�gnant; he had the k�ndl�ness of a brahm�n, and the
sever�ty of a judge; he took p�ty upon a toad, but he crushed a v�per.
Now, �t was �nto a hole of v�pers that h�s glance had just been
d�rected, �t was a nest of monsters that he had beneath h�s eyes.

“These wretches must be stamped upon,” sa�d he.
Not one of the en�gmas wh�ch he had hoped to see solved had

been eluc�dated; on the contrary, all of them had been rendered
more dense, �f anyth�ng; he knew noth�ng more about the beaut�ful
ma�den of the Luxembourg and the man whom he called M. Leblanc,
except that Jondrette was acqua�nted w�th them. Athwart the
myster�ous words wh�ch had been uttered, the only th�ng of wh�ch he
caught a d�st�nct gl�mpse was the fact that an ambush was �n course
of preparat�on, a dark but terr�ble trap; that both of them were
�ncurr�ng great danger, she probably, her father certa�nly; that they
must be saved; that the h�deous plots of the Jondrettes must be
thwarted, and the web of these sp�ders broken.

He scanned the female Jondrette for a moment. She had pulled an
old sheet-�ron stove from a corner, and she was rummag�ng among
the old heap of �ron.



He descended from the commode as softly as poss�ble, tak�ng
care not to make the least no�se. Am�d h�s terror as to what was �n
preparat�on, and �n the horror w�th wh�ch the Jondrettes had �nsp�red
h�m, he exper�enced a sort of joy at the �dea that �t m�ght be granted
to h�m perhaps to render a serv�ce to the one whom he loved.

But how was �t to be done? How warn the persons threatened? He
d�d not know the�r address. They had reappeared for an �nstant
before h�s eyes, and had then plunged back aga�n �nto the �mmense
depths of Par�s. Should he wa�t for M. Leblanc at the door that
even�ng at s�x o’clock, at the moment of h�s arr�val, and warn h�m of
the trap? But Jondrette and h�s men would see h�m on the watch, the
spot was lonely, they were stronger than he, they would dev�se
means to se�ze h�m or to get h�m away, and the man whom Mar�us
was anx�ous to save would be lost. One o’clock had just struck, the
trap was to be sprung at s�x. Mar�us had f�ve hours before h�m.

There was but one th�ng to be done.
He put on h�s decent coat, knotted a s�lk handkerch�ef round h�s

neck, took h�s hat, and went out, w�thout mak�ng any more no�se
than �f he had been tread�ng on moss w�th bare feet.

Moreover, the Jondrette woman cont�nued to rummage among her
old �ron.

Once outs�de of the house, he made for the Rue du Pet�t-
Banqu�er.

He had almost reached the m�ddle of th�s street, near a very low
wall wh�ch a man can eas�ly step over at certa�n po�nts, and wh�ch
abuts on a waste space, and was walk�ng slowly, �n consequence of
h�s preoccup�ed cond�t�on, and the snow deadened the sound of h�s
steps; all at once he heard vo�ces talk�ng very close by. He turned
h�s head, the street was deserted, there was not a soul �n �t, �t was
broad dayl�ght, and yet he d�st�nctly heard vo�ces.

It occurred to h�m to glance over the wall wh�ch he was sk�rt�ng.
There, �n fact, sat two men, flat on the snow, w�th the�r backs

aga�nst the wall, talk�ng together �n subdued tones.
These two persons were strangers to h�m; one was a bearded

man �n a blouse, and the other a long-ha�red �nd�v�dual �n rags. The



bearded man had on a fez, the other’s head was bare, and the snow
had lodged �n h�s ha�r.

By thrust�ng h�s head over the wall, Mar�us could hear the�r
remarks.

The ha�ry one jogged the other man’s elbow and sa�d:—
“—W�th the ass�stance of Patron-M�nette, �t can’t fa�l.”
“Do you th�nk so?” sa�d the bearded man.
And the long-ha�red one began aga�n:—
“It’s as good as a warrant for each one, of f�ve hundred balls, and

the worst that can happen �s f�ve years, s�x years, ten years at the
most!”

The other repl�ed w�th some hes�tat�on, and sh�ver�ng beneath h�s
fez:—

“That’s a real th�ng. You can’t go aga�nst such th�ngs.”
“I tell you that the affa�r can’t go wrong,” resumed the long-ha�red

man. “Father What’s-h�s-name’s team w�ll be already harnessed.”
Then they began to d�scuss a melodrama that they had seen on

the preced�ng even�ng at the Gaîté Theatre.
Mar�us went h�s way.
It seemed to h�m that the myster�ous words of these men, so

strangely h�dden beh�nd that wall, and crouch�ng �n the snow, could
not but bear some relat�on to Jondrette’s abom�nable projects. That
must be the affa�r.

He d�rected h�s course towards the faubourg Sa�nt-Marceau and
asked at the f�rst shop he came to where he could f�nd a comm�ssary
of pol�ce.

He was d�rected to Rue de Ponto�se, No. 14.
Th�ther Mar�us betook h�mself.
As he passed a baker’s shop, he bought a two-penny roll, and ate

�t, foresee�ng that he should not d�ne.
On the way, he rendered just�ce to Prov�dence. He reflected that

had he not g�ven h�s f�ve francs to the Jondrette g�rl �n the morn�ng,
he would have followed M. Leblanc’s f�acre, and consequently have



rema�ned �gnorant of everyth�ng, and that there would have been no
obstacle to the trap of the Jondrettes and that M. Leblanc would
have been lost, and h�s daughter w�th h�m, no doubt.



CHAPTER XIV—IN WHICH A POLICE
AGENT BESTOWS TWO FISTFULS ON

A LAWYER
On arr�v�ng at No. 14, Rue de Ponto�se, he ascended to the f�rst

floor and �nqu�red for the comm�ssary of pol�ce.
“The comm�ssary of pol�ce �s not here,” sa�d a clerk; “but there �s

an �nspector who takes h�s place. Would you l�ke to speak to h�m?
Are you �n haste?”

“Yes,” sa�d Mar�us.
The clerk �ntroduced h�m �nto the comm�ssary’s off�ce. There stood

a tall man beh�nd a grat�ng, lean�ng aga�nst a stove, and hold�ng up
w�th both hands the ta�ls of a vast topcoat, w�th three collars. H�s
face was square, w�th a th�n, f�rm mouth, th�ck, gray, and very
feroc�ous wh�skers, and a look that was enough to turn your pockets
�ns�de out. Of that glance �t m�ght have been well sa�d, not that �t
penetrated, but that �t searched.

Th�s man’s a�r was not much less feroc�ous nor less terr�ble than
Jondrette’s; the dog �s, at t�mes, no less terr�ble to meet than the
wolf.

“What do you want?” he sa�d to Mar�us, w�thout add�ng “mons�eur.”
“Is th�s Mons�eur le Comm�ssa�re de Pol�ce?”
“He �s absent. I am here �n h�s stead.”
“The matter �s very pr�vate.”
“Then speak.”
“And great haste �s requ�red.”
“Then speak qu�ck.”



Th�s calm, abrupt man was both terr�fy�ng and reassur�ng at one
and the same t�me. He �nsp�red fear and conf�dence. Mar�us related
the adventure to h�m: That a person w�th whom he was not
acqua�nted otherw�se than by s�ght, was to be �nve�gled �nto a trap
that very even�ng; that, as he occup�ed the room adjo�n�ng the den,
he, Mar�us Pontmercy, a lawyer, had heard the whole plot through
the part�t�on; that the wretch who had planned the trap was a certa�n
Jondrette; that there would be accompl�ces, probably some prowlers
of the barr�ers, among others a certa�n Panchaud, al�as Pr�ntan�er,
al�as B�grena�lle; that Jondrette’s daughters were to l�e �n wa�t; that
there was no way of warn�ng the threatened man, s�nce he d�d not
even know h�s name; and that, f�nally, all th�s was to be carr�ed out at
s�x o’clock that even�ng, at the most deserted po�nt of the Boulevard
de l’Hôp�tal, �n house No. 50-52.

At the sound of th�s number, the �nspector ra�sed h�s head, and
sa�d coldly:—

“So �t �s �n the room at the end of the corr�dor?”
“Prec�sely,” answered Mar�us, and he added: “Are you acqua�nted

w�th that house?”
The �nspector rema�ned s�lent for a moment, then repl�ed, as he

warmed the heel of h�s boot at the door of the stove:—
“Apparently.”
He went on, mutter�ng between h�s teeth, and not address�ng

Mar�us so much as h�s cravat:—
“Patron-M�nette must have had a hand �n th�s.”
Th�s word struck Mar�us.
“Patron-M�nette,” sa�d he, “I d�d hear that word pronounced, �n

fact.”
And he repeated to the �nspector the d�alogue between the long-

ha�red man and the bearded man �n the snow beh�nd the wall of the
Rue du Pet�t-Banqu�er.

The �nspector muttered:—
“The long-ha�red man must be Brujon, and the bearded one Dem�-

L�ard, al�as Deux-M�ll�ards.”



He had dropped h�s eyel�ds aga�n, and became absorbed �n
thought.

“As for Father What’s-h�s-name, I th�nk I recogn�ze h�m. Here, I’ve
burned my coat. They always have too much f�re �n these cursed
stoves. Number 50-52. Former property of Gorbeau.”

Then he glanced at Mar�us.
“You saw only that bearded and that long-ha�red man?”
“And Panchaud.”
“You d�dn’t see a l�ttle �mp of a dandy prowl�ng about the

prem�ses?”
“No.”
“Nor a b�g lump of matter, resembl�ng an elephant �n the Jard�n

des Plantes?”
“No.”
“Nor a scamp w�th the a�r of an old red ta�l?”
“No.”
“As for the fourth, no one sees h�m, not even h�s adjutants, clerks,

and employees. It �s not surpr�s�ng that you d�d not see h�m.”
“No. Who are all those persons?” asked Mar�us.
The �nspector answered:—
“Bes�des, th�s �s not the t�me for them.”
He relapsed �nto s�lence, then resumed:—
“50-52. I know that barrack. Imposs�ble to conceal ourselves �ns�de

�t w�thout the art�sts see�ng us, and then they w�ll get off s�mply by
countermand�ng the vaudev�lle. They are so modest! An aud�ence
embarrasses them. None of that, none of that. I want to hear them
s�ng and make them dance.”

Th�s monologue concluded, he turned to Mar�us, and demanded,
gaz�ng at h�m �ntently the wh�le:—

“Are you afra�d?”
“Of what?” sa�d Mar�us.
“Of these men?”



“No more than yourself!” retorted Mar�us rudely, who had begun to
not�ce that th�s pol�ce agent had not yet sa�d “mons�eur” to h�m.

The �nspector stared st�ll more �ntently at Mar�us, and cont�nued
w�th sentent�ous solemn�ty:—

“There, you speak l�ke a brave man, and l�ke an honest man.
Courage does not fear cr�me, and honesty does not fear author�ty.”

Mar�us �nterrupted h�m:—
“That �s well, but what do you �ntend to do?”
The �nspector contented h�mself w�th the remark:—
“The lodgers have pass-keys w�th wh�ch to get �n at n�ght. You

must have one.”
“Yes,” sa�d Mar�us.
“Have you �t about you?”
“Yes.”
“G�ve �t to me,” sa�d the �nspector.
Mar�us took h�s key from h�s wa�stcoat pocket, handed �t to the

�nspector and added:—
“If you w�ll take my adv�ce, you w�ll come �n force.”
The �nspector cast on Mar�us such a glance as Volta�re m�ght have

bestowed on a prov�nc�al academ�c�an who had suggested a rhyme
to h�m; w�th one movement he plunged h�s hands, wh�ch were
enormous, �nto the two �mmense pockets of h�s top-coat, and pulled
out two small steel p�stols, of the sort called “knock-me-downs.”
Then he presented them to Mar�us, say�ng rap�dly, �n a curt tone:—

“Take these. Go home. H�de �n your chamber, so that you may be
supposed to have gone out. They are loaded. Each one carr�es two
balls. You w�ll keep watch; there �s a hole �n the wall, as you have
�nformed me. These men w�ll come. Leave them to the�r own dev�ces
for a t�me. When you th�nk matters have reached a cr�s�s, and that �t
�s t�me to put a stop to them, f�re a shot. Not too soon. The rest
concerns me. A shot �nto the ce�l�ng, the a�r, no matter where. Above
all th�ngs, not too soon. Wa�t unt�l they beg�n to put the�r project �nto
execut�on; you are a lawyer; you know the proper po�nt.” Mar�us took
the p�stols and put them �n the s�de pocket of h�s coat.



“That makes a lump that can be seen,” sa�d the �nspector. “Put
them �n your trousers pocket.”

Mar�us h�d the p�stols �n h�s trousers pockets.
“Now,” pursued the �nspector, “there �s not a m�nute more to be

lost by any one. What t�me �s �t? Half-past two. Seven o’clock �s the
hour?”

“S�x o’clock,” answered Mar�us.
“I have plenty of t�me,” sa�d the �nspector, “but no more than

enough. Don’t forget anyth�ng that I have sa�d to you. Bang. A p�stol
shot.”

“Rest easy,” sa�d Mar�us.
And as Mar�us la�d h�s hand on the handle of the door on h�s way

out, the �nspector called to h�m:—
“By the way, �f you have occas�on for my serv�ces between now

and then, come or send here. You w�ll ask for Inspector Javert.”



CHAPTER XV—JONDRETTE MAKES
HIS PURCHASES

A few moments later, about three o’clock, Courfeyrac chanced to
be pass�ng along the Rue Mouffetard �n company w�th Bossuet. The
snow had redoubled �n v�olence, and f�lled the a�r. Bossuet was just
say�ng to Courfeyrac:—

“One would say, to see all these snow-flakes fall, that there was a
plague of wh�te butterfl�es �n heaven.” All at once, Bossuet caught
s�ght of Mar�us com�ng up the street towards the barr�er w�th a
pecul�ar a�r.

“Hold!” sa�d Bossuet. “There’s Mar�us.”
“I saw h�m,” sa�d Courfeyrac. “Don’t let’s speak to h�m.”
“Why?”
“He �s busy.”
“W�th what?”
“Don’t you see h�s a�r?”
“What a�r?”
“He has the a�r of a man who �s follow�ng some one.”
“That’s true,” sa�d Bossuet.
“Just see the eyes he �s mak�ng!” sa�d Courfeyrac.
“But who the deuce �s he follow�ng?”
“Some f�ne, flowery bonneted wench! He’s �n love.”
“But,” observed Bossuet, “I don’t see any wench nor any flowery

bonnet �n the street. There’s not a woman round.”
Courfeyrac took a survey, and excla�med:—
“He’s follow�ng a man!”



A man, �n fact, wear�ng a gray cap, and whose gray beard could
be d�st�ngu�shed, although they only saw h�s back, was walk�ng
along about twenty paces �n advance of Mar�us.

Th�s man was dressed �n a great-coat wh�ch was perfectly new
and too large for h�m, and �n a fr�ghtful pa�r of trousers all hang�ng �n
rags and black w�th mud.

Bossuet burst out laugh�ng.
“Who �s that man?”
“He?” retorted Courfeyrac, “he’s a poet. Poets are very fond of

wear�ng the trousers of dealers �n rabb�t sk�ns and the overcoats of
peers of France.”

“Let’s see where Mar�us w�ll go,” sa�d Bossuet; “let’s see where the
man �s go�ng, let’s follow them, hey?”

“Bossuet!” excla�med Courfeyrac, “eagle of Meaux! You are a
prod�g�ous brute. Follow a man who �s follow�ng another man,
�ndeed!”

They retraced the�r steps.
Mar�us had, �n fact, seen Jondrette pass�ng along the Rue

Mouffetard, and was spy�ng on h�s proceed�ngs.
Jondrette walked stra�ght ahead, w�thout a susp�c�on that he was

already held by a glance.
He qu�tted the Rue Mouffetard, and Mar�us saw h�m enter one of

the most terr�ble hovels �n the Rue Grac�euse; he rema�ned there
about a quarter of an hour, then returned to the Rue Mouffetard. He
halted at an �ronmonger’s shop, wh�ch then stood at the corner of the
Rue P�erre-Lombard, and a few m�nutes later Mar�us saw h�m
emerge from the shop, hold�ng �n h�s hand a huge cold ch�sel w�th a
wh�te wood handle, wh�ch he concealed beneath h�s great-coat. At
the top of the Rue Pet�t-Gent�lly he turned to the left and proceeded
rap�dly to the Rue du Pet�t-Banqu�er. The day was decl�n�ng; the
snow, wh�ch had ceased for a moment, had just begun aga�n. Mar�us
posted h�mself on the watch at the very corner of the Rue du Pet�t-
Banqu�er, wh�ch was deserted, as usual, and d�d not follow Jondrette
�nto �t. It was lucky that he d�d so, for, on arr�v�ng �n the v�c�n�ty of the
wall where Mar�us had heard the long-ha�red man and the bearded



man convers�ng, Jondrette turned round, made sure that no one was
follow�ng h�m, d�d not see h�m, then sprang across the wall and
d�sappeared.

The waste land bordered by th�s wall commun�cated w�th the back
yard of an ex-l�very stable-keeper of bad repute, who had fa�led and
who st�ll kept a few old s�ngle-seated berl�ns under h�s sheds.

Mar�us thought that �t would be w�se to prof�t by Jondrette’s
absence to return home; moreover, �t was grow�ng late; every
even�ng, Ma’am Bougon when she set out for her d�sh-wash�ng �n
town, had a hab�t of lock�ng the door, wh�ch was always closed at
dusk. Mar�us had g�ven h�s key to the �nspector of pol�ce; �t was
�mportant, therefore, that he should make haste.

Even�ng had arr�ved, n�ght had almost closed �n; on the hor�zon
and �n the �mmens�ty of space, there rema�ned but one spot
�llum�nated by the sun, and that was the moon.

It was r�s�ng �n a ruddy glow beh�nd the low dome of Salpêtr�ère.
Mar�us returned to No. 50-52 w�th great str�des. The door was st�ll

open when he arr�ved. He mounted the sta�rs on t�p-toe and gl�ded
along the wall of the corr�dor to h�s chamber. Th�s corr�dor, as the
reader w�ll remember, was bordered on both s�des by att�cs, all of
wh�ch were, for the moment, empty and to let. Ma’am Bougon was �n
the hab�t of leav�ng all the doors open. As he passed one of these
att�cs, Mar�us thought he perce�ved �n the un�nhab�ted cell the
mot�onless heads of four men, vaguely l�ghted up by a remnant of
dayl�ght, fall�ng through a dormer w�ndow.

Mar�us made no attempt to see, not w�sh�ng to be seen h�mself.
He succeeded �n reach�ng h�s chamber w�thout be�ng seen and
w�thout mak�ng any no�se. It was h�gh t�me. A moment later he heard
Ma’am Bougon take her departure, lock�ng the door of the house
beh�nd her.



CHAPTER XVI—IN WHICH WILL BE
FOUND THE WORDS TO AN ENGLISH
AIR WHICH WAS IN FASHION IN 1832
Mar�us seated h�mself on h�s bed. It m�ght have been half-past f�ve

o’clock. Only half an hour separated h�m from what was about to
happen. He heard the beat�ng of h�s arter�es as one hears the t�ck�ng
of a watch �n the dark. He thought of the double march wh�ch was
go�ng on at that moment �n the dark,—cr�me advanc�ng on one s�de,
just�ce com�ng up on the other. He was not afra�d, but he could not
th�nk w�thout a shudder of what was about to take place. As �s the
case w�th all those who are suddenly assa�led by an unforeseen
adventure, the ent�re day produced upon h�m the effect of a dream,
and �n order to persuade h�mself that he was not the prey of a
n�ghtmare, he had to feel the cold barrels of the steel p�stols �n h�s
trousers pockets.

It was no longer snow�ng; the moon d�sengaged �tself more and
more clearly from the m�st, and �ts l�ght, m�ngled w�th the wh�te
reflect�on of the snow wh�ch had fallen, commun�cated to the
chamber a sort of tw�l�ght aspect.

There was a l�ght �n the Jondrette den. Mar�us saw the hole �n the
wall sh�n�ng w�th a redd�sh glow wh�ch seemed bloody to h�m.

It was true that the l�ght could not be produced by a candle.
However, there was not a sound �n the Jondrette quarters, not a soul
was mov�ng there, not a soul speak�ng, not a breath; the s�lence was
glac�al and profound, and had �t not been for that l�ght, he m�ght have
thought h�mself next door to a sepulchre.

Mar�us softly removed h�s boots and pushed them under h�s bed.



Several m�nutes elapsed. Mar�us heard the lower door turn on �ts
h�nges; a heavy step mounted the sta�rcase, and hastened along the
corr�dor; the latch of the hovel was no�s�ly l�fted; �t was Jondrette
return�ng.

Instantly, several vo�ces arose. The whole fam�ly was �n the garret.
Only, �t had been s�lent �n the master’s absence, l�ke wolf whelps �n
the absence of the wolf.

“It’s I,” sa�d he.
“Good even�ng, daddy,” yelped the g�rls.
“Well?” sa�d the mother.
“All’s go�ng f�rst-rate,” responded Jondrette, “but my feet are

beastly cold. Good! You have dressed up. You have done well! You
must �nsp�re conf�dence.”

“All ready to go out.”
“Don’t forget what I told you. You w�ll do everyth�ng sure?”
“Rest easy.”
“Because—” sa�d Jondrette. And he left the phrase unf�n�shed.
Mar�us heard h�m lay someth�ng heavy on the table, probably the

ch�sel wh�ch he had purchased.
“By the way,” sa�d Jondrette, “have you been eat�ng here?”
“Yes,” sa�d the mother. “I got three large potatoes and some salt. I

took advantage of the f�re to cook them.”
“Good,” returned Jondrette. “To-morrow I w�ll take you out to d�ne

w�th me. We w�ll have a duck and f�x�ngs. You shall d�ne l�ke Charles
the Tenth; all �s go�ng well!”

Then he added:—
“The mouse-trap �s open. The cats are there.”
He lowered h�s vo�ce st�ll further, and sa�d:—
“Put th�s �n the f�re.”
Mar�us heard a sound of charcoal be�ng knocked w�th the tongs or

some �ron utens�l, and Jondrette cont�nued:—
“Have you greased the h�nges of the door so that they w�ll not

squeak?”



“Yes,” repl�ed the mother.
“What t�me �s �t?”
“Nearly s�x. The half-hour struck from Sa�nt-Médard a wh�le ago.”
“The dev�l!” ejaculated Jondrette; “the ch�ldren must go and watch.

Come you, do you l�sten here.”
A wh�sper�ng ensued.
Jondrette’s vo�ce became aud�ble aga�n:—
“Has old Bougon left?”
“Yes,” sa�d the mother.
“Are you sure that there �s no one �n our ne�ghbor’s room?”
“He has not been �n all day, and you know very well that th�s �s h�s

d�nner hour.”
“You are sure?”
“Sure.”
“All the same,” sa�d Jondrette, “there’s no harm �n go�ng to see

whether he �s there. Here, my g�rl, take the candle and go there.”
Mar�us fell on h�s hands and knees and crawled s�lently under h�s

bed.
Hardly had he concealed h�mself, when he perce�ved a l�ght

through the crack of h�s door.
“P’pa,” cr�ed a vo�ce, “he �s not �n here.”
He recogn�zed the vo�ce of the eldest daughter.
“D�d you go �n?” demanded her father.
“No,” repl�ed the g�rl, “but as h�s key �s �n the door, he must be out.”
The father excla�med:—
“Go �n, nevertheless.”
The door opened, and Mar�us saw the tall Jondrette come �n w�th a

candle �n her hand. She was as she had been �n the morn�ng, only
st�ll more repuls�ve �n th�s l�ght.

She walked stra�ght up to the bed. Mar�us endured an
�ndescr�bable moment of anx�ety; but near the bed there was a m�rror
na�led to the wall, and �t was th�ther that she was d�rect�ng her steps.



She ra�sed herself on t�ptoe and looked at herself �n �t. In the
ne�ghbor�ng room, the sound of �ron art�cles be�ng moved was
aud�ble.

She smoothed her ha�r w�th the palm of her hand, and sm�led �nto
the m�rror, humm�ng w�th her cracked and sepulchral vo�ce:—
Nos amours ont duré toute une semaine,
Mais que du bonheur les instants sont courts!
S’adorer huit jours, c‘était bien la peine!
Le temps des amours devrait durer toujours!
Devrait durer toujours! devrait durer toujours!28

In the meant�me, Mar�us trembled. It seemed �mposs�ble to h�m
that she should not hear h�s breath�ng.

She stepped to the w�ndow and looked out w�th the half-fool�sh
way she had.

“How ugly Par�s �s when �t has put on a wh�te chem�se!” sa�d she.
She returned to the m�rror and began aga�n to put on a�rs before �t,

scrut�n�z�ng herself full-face and three-quarters face �n turn.
“Well!” cr�ed her father, “what are you about there?”
“I am look�ng under the bed and the furn�ture,” she repl�ed,

cont�nu�ng to arrange her ha�r; “there’s no one here.”
“Booby!” yelled her father. “Come here th�s m�nute! And don’t

waste any t�me about �t!”
“Com�ng! Com�ng!” sa�d she. “One has no t�me for anyth�ng �n th�s

hovel!”
She hummed:—

Vous me quittez pour aller à la gloire;
Mon triste cœur suivra partout.29

She cast a part�ng glance �n the m�rror and went out, shutt�ng the
door beh�nd her.

A moment more, and Mar�us heard the sound of the two young
g�rls’ bare feet �n the corr�dor, and Jondrette’s vo�ce shout�ng to
them:—

“Pay str�ct heed! One on the s�de of the barr�er, the other at the
corner of the Rue du Pet�t-Banqu�er. Don’t lose s�ght for a moment of
the door of th�s house, and the moment you see anyth�ng, rush here
on the �nstant! as hard as you can go! You have a key to get �n.”



The eldest g�rl grumbled:—
“The �dea of stand�ng watch �n the snow barefoot!”
“To-morrow you shall have some da�nty l�ttle green s�lk boots!” sa�d

the father.
They ran downsta�rs, and a few seconds later the shock of the

outer door as �t banged to announced that they were outs�de.
There now rema�ned �n the house only Mar�us, the Jondrettes and

probably, also, the myster�ous persons of whom Mar�us had caught a
gl�mpse �n the tw�l�ght, beh�nd the door of the unused att�c.



CHAPTER XVII—THE USE MADE OF
MARIUS’ FIVE-FRANC PIECE

Mar�us dec�ded that the moment had now arr�ved when he must
resume h�s post at h�s observatory. In a tw�nkl�ng, and w�th the ag�l�ty
of h�s age, he had reached the hole �n the part�t�on.

He looked.
The �nter�or of the Jondrette apartment presented a cur�ous

aspect, and Mar�us found an explanat�on of the s�ngular l�ght wh�ch
he had not�ced. A candle was burn�ng �n a candlest�ck covered w�th
verd�gr�s, but that was not what really l�ghted the chamber. The hovel
was completely �llum�nated, as �t were, by the reflect�on from a rather
large sheet-�ron braz�er stand�ng �n the f�replace, and f�lled w�th
burn�ng charcoal, the braz�er prepared by the Jondrette woman that
morn�ng. The charcoal was glow�ng hot and the braz�er was red; a
blue flame fl�ckered over �t, and helped h�m to make out the form of
the ch�sel purchased by Jondrette �n the Rue P�erre-Lombard, where
�t had been thrust �nto the braz�er to heat. In one corner, near the
door, and as though prepared for some def�n�te use, two heaps were
v�s�ble, wh�ch appeared to be, the one a heap of old �ron, the other a
heap of ropes. All th�s would have caused the m�nd of a person who
knew noth�ng of what was �n preparat�on, to waver between a very
s�n�ster and a very s�mple �dea. The la�r thus l�ghted up more
resembled a forge than a mouth of hell, but Jondrette, �n th�s l�ght,
had rather the a�r of a demon than of a sm�th.

The heat of the braz�er was so great, that the candle on the table
was melt�ng on the s�de next the chaf�ng-d�sh, and was droop�ng
over. An old dark-lantern of copper, worthy of D�ogenes turned
Cartouche, stood on the ch�mney-p�ece.

The braz�er, placed �n the f�replace �tself, bes�de the nearly ext�nct
brands, sent �ts vapors up the ch�mney, and gave out no odor.



The moon, enter�ng through the four panes of the w�ndow, cast �ts
wh�teness �nto the cr�mson and flam�ng garret; and to the poet�c sp�r�t
of Mar�us, who was dreamy even �n the moment of act�on, �t was l�ke
a thought of heaven m�ngled w�th the m�sshapen rever�es of earth.

A breath of a�r wh�ch made �ts way �n through the open pane,
helped to d�ss�pate the smell of the charcoal and to conceal the
presence of the braz�er.

The Jondrette la�r was, �f the reader recalls what we have sa�d of
the Gorbeau bu�ld�ng, adm�rably chosen to serve as the theatre of a
v�olent and sombre deed, and as the envelope for a cr�me. It was the
most ret�red chamber �n the most �solated house on the most
deserted boulevard �n Par�s. If the system of ambush and traps had
not already ex�sted, they would have been �nvented there.

The whole th�ckness of a house and a mult�tude of un�nhab�ted
rooms separated th�s den from the boulevard, and the only w�ndow
that ex�sted opened on waste lands enclosed w�th walls and
pal�sades.

Jondrette had l�ghted h�s p�pe, seated h�mself on the seatless
cha�r, and was engaged �n smok�ng. H�s w�fe was talk�ng to h�m �n a
low tone.

If Mar�us had been Courfeyrac, that �s to say, one of those men
who laugh on every occas�on �n l�fe, he would have burst w�th
laughter when h�s gaze fell on the Jondrette woman. She had on a
black bonnet w�th plumes not unl�ke the hats of the heralds-at-arms
at the coronat�on of Charles X., an �mmense tartan shawl over her
kn�tted pett�coat, and the man’s shoes wh�ch her daughter had
scorned �n the morn�ng. It was th�s to�lette wh�ch had extracted from
Jondrette the exclamat�on: “Good! You have dressed up. You have
done well. You must �nsp�re conf�dence!”

As for Jondrette, he had not taken off the new surtout, wh�ch was
too large for h�m, and wh�ch M. Leblanc had g�ven h�m, and h�s
costume cont�nued to present that contrast of coat and trousers
wh�ch const�tuted the �deal of a poet �n Courfeyrac’s eyes.

All at once, Jondrette l�fted up h�s vo�ce:—



“By the way! Now that I th�nk of �t. In th�s weather, he w�ll come �n a
carr�age. L�ght the lantern, take �t and go downsta�rs. You w�ll stand
beh�nd the lower door. The very moment that you hear the carr�age
stop, you w�ll open the door, �nstantly, he w�ll come up, you w�ll l�ght
the sta�rcase and the corr�dor, and when he enters here, you w�ll go
downsta�rs aga�n as speed�ly as poss�ble, you w�ll pay the
coachman, and d�sm�ss the f�acre.”

“And the money?” �nqu�red the woman.
Jondrette fumbled �n h�s trousers pocket and handed her f�ve

francs.
“What’s th�s?” she excla�med.
Jondrette repl�ed w�th d�gn�ty:—
“That �s the monarch wh�ch our ne�ghbor gave us th�s morn�ng.”
And he added:—
“Do you know what? Two cha�rs w�ll be needed here.”
“What for?”
“To s�t on.”
Mar�us felt a cold ch�ll pass through h�s l�mbs at hear�ng th�s m�ld

answer from Jondrette.
“Pard�eu! I’ll go and get one of our ne�ghbor’s.”
And w�th a rap�d movement, she opened the door of the den, and

went out �nto the corr�dor.
Mar�us absolutely had not the t�me to descend from the commode,

reach h�s bed, and conceal h�mself beneath �t.
“Take the candle,” cr�ed Jondrette.
“No,” sa�d she, “�t would embarrass me, I have the two cha�rs to

carry. There �s moonl�ght.”
Mar�us heard Mother Jondrette’s heavy hand fumbl�ng at h�s lock

�n the dark. The door opened. He rema�ned na�led to the spot w�th
the shock and w�th horror.

The Jondrette entered.
The dormer w�ndow perm�tted the entrance of a ray of moonl�ght

between two blocks of shadow. One of these blocks of shadow



ent�rely covered the wall aga�nst wh�ch Mar�us was lean�ng, so that
he d�sappeared w�th�n �t.

Mother Jondrette ra�sed her eyes, d�d not see Mar�us, took the two
cha�rs, the only ones wh�ch Mar�us possessed, and went away,
lett�ng the door fall heav�ly to beh�nd her.

She re-entered the la�r.
“Here are the two cha�rs.”
“And here �s the lantern. Go down as qu�ck as you can.”
She hast�ly obeyed, and Jondrette was left alone.
He placed the two cha�rs on oppos�te s�des of the table, turned the

ch�sel �n the braz�er, set �n front of the f�replace an old screen wh�ch
masked the chaf�ng-d�sh, then went to the corner where lay the p�le
of rope, and bent down as though to exam�ne someth�ng. Mar�us
then recogn�zed the fact, that what he had taken for a shapeless
mass was a very well-made rope-ladder, w�th wooden rungs and two
hooks w�th wh�ch to attach �t.

Th�s ladder, and some large tools, ver�table masses of �ron, wh�ch
were m�ngled w�th the old �ron p�led up beh�nd the door, had not
been �n the Jondrette hovel �n the morn�ng, and had ev�dently been
brought th�ther �n the afternoon, dur�ng Mar�us’ absence.

“Those are the utens�ls of an edge-tool maker,” thought Mar�us.
Had Mar�us been a l�ttle more learned �n th�s l�ne, he would have

recogn�zed �n what he took for the eng�nes of an edge-tool maker,
certa�n �nstruments wh�ch w�ll force a lock or p�ck a lock, and others
wh�ch w�ll cut or sl�ce, the two fam�l�es of tools wh�ch burglars call
cadets and fauchants.

The f�replace and the two cha�rs were exactly oppos�te Mar�us.
The braz�er be�ng concealed, the only l�ght �n the room was now
furn�shed by the candle; the smallest b�t of crockery on the table or
on the ch�mney-p�ece cast a large shadow. There was someth�ng
�ndescr�bably calm, threaten�ng, and h�deous about th�s chamber.
One felt that there ex�sted �n �t the ant�c�pat�on of someth�ng terr�ble.

Jondrette had allowed h�s p�pe to go out, a ser�ous s�gn of
preoccupat�on, and had aga�n seated h�mself. The candle brought
out the f�erce and the f�ne angles of h�s countenance. He �ndulged �n



scowls and �n abrupt unfold�ngs of the r�ght hand, as though he were
respond�ng to the last counsels of a sombre �nward monologue. In
the course of one of these dark repl�es wh�ch he was mak�ng to
h�mself, he pulled the table drawer rap�dly towards h�m, took out a
long k�tchen kn�fe wh�ch was concealed there, and tr�ed the edge of
�ts blade on h�s na�l. That done, he put the kn�fe back �n the drawer
and shut �t.

Mar�us, on h�s s�de, grasped the p�stol �n h�s r�ght pocket, drew �t
out and cocked �t.

The p�stol em�tted a sharp, clear cl�ck, as he cocked �t.
Jondrette started, half rose, l�stened a moment, then began to

laugh and sa�d:—
“What a fool I am! It’s the part�t�on crack�ng!”
Mar�us kept the p�stol �n h�s hand.



CHAPTER XVIII—MARIUS’ TWO
CHAIRS FORM A VIS-A-VIS

Suddenly, the d�stant and melancholy v�brat�on of a clock shook
the panes. S�x o’clock was str�k�ng from Sa�nt-Médard.

Jondrette marked off each stroke w�th a toss of h�s head. When
the s�xth had struck, he snuffed the candle w�th h�s f�ngers.

Then he began to pace up and down the room, l�stened at the
corr�dor, walked on aga�n, then l�stened once more.

“Prov�ded only that he comes!” he muttered, then he returned to
h�s cha�r.

He had hardly reseated h�mself when the door opened.
Mother Jondrette had opened �t, and now rema�ned �n the corr�dor

mak�ng a horr�ble, am�able gr�mace, wh�ch one of the holes of the
dark-lantern �llum�nated from below.

“Enter, s�r,” she sa�d.
“Enter, my benefactor,” repeated Jondrette, r�s�ng hast�ly.
M. Leblanc made h�s appearance.
He wore an a�r of seren�ty wh�ch rendered h�m s�ngularly

venerable.
He la�d four lou�s on the table.
“Mons�eur Fabantou,” sa�d he, “th�s �s for your rent and your most

press�ng necess�t�es. We w�ll attend to the rest hereafter.”
“May God requ�te �t to you, my generous benefactor!” sa�d

Jondrette.
And rap�dly approach�ng h�s w�fe:—
“D�sm�ss the carr�age!”



She sl�pped out wh�le her husband was lav�sh�ng salutes and
offer�ng M. Leblanc a cha�r. An �nstant later she returned and
wh�spered �n h�s ear:—

“‘T�s done.”
The snow, wh�ch had not ceased fall�ng s�nce the morn�ng, was so

deep that the arr�val of the f�acre had not been aud�ble, and they d�d
not now hear �ts departure.

Meanwh�le, M. Leblanc had seated h�mself.
Jondrette had taken possess�on of the other cha�r, fac�ng M.

Leblanc.
Now, �n order to form an �dea of the scene wh�ch �s to follow, let

the reader p�cture to h�mself �n h�s own m�nd, a cold n�ght, the
sol�tudes of the Salpêtr�ère covered w�th snow and wh�te as w�nd�ng-
sheets �n the moonl�ght, the taper-l�ke l�ghts of the street lanterns
wh�ch shone redly here and there along those trag�c boulevards, and
the long rows of black elms, not a passer-by for perhaps a quarter of
a league around, the Gorbeau hovel, at �ts h�ghest p�tch of s�lence, of
horror, and of darkness; �n that bu�ld�ng, �n the m�dst of those
sol�tudes, �n the m�dst of that darkness, the vast Jondrette garret
l�ghted by a s�ngle candle, and �n that den two men seated at a table,
M. Leblanc tranqu�l, Jondrette sm�l�ng and alarm�ng, the Jondrette
woman, the female wolf, �n one corner, and, beh�nd the part�t�on,
Mar�us, �nv�s�ble, erect, not los�ng a word, not m�ss�ng a s�ngle
movement, h�s eye on the watch, and p�stol �n hand.

However, Mar�us exper�enced only an emot�on of horror, but no
fear. He clasped the stock of the p�stol f�rmly and felt reassured. “I
shall be able to stop that wretch whenever I please,” he thought.

He felt that the pol�ce were there somewhere �n ambuscade,
wa�t�ng for the s�gnal agreed upon and ready to stretch out the�r arm.

Moreover, he was �n hopes, that th�s v�olent encounter between
Jondrette and M. Leblanc would cast some l�ght on all the th�ngs
wh�ch he was �nterested �n learn�ng.



CHAPTER XIX—OCCUPYING ONE’S
SELF WITH OBSCURE DEPTHS

Hardly was M. Leblanc seated, when he turned h�s eyes towards
the pallets, wh�ch were empty.

“How �s the poor l�ttle wounded g�rl?” he �nqu�red.
“Bad,” repl�ed Jondrette w�th a heart-broken and grateful sm�le,

“very bad, my worthy s�r. Her elder s�ster has taken her to the Bourbe
to have her hurt dressed. You w�ll see them presently; they w�ll be
back �mmed�ately.”

“Madame Fabantou seems to me to be better,” went on M.
Leblanc, cast�ng h�s eyes on the eccentr�c costume of the Jondrette
woman, as she stood between h�m and the door, as though already
guard�ng the ex�t, and gazed at h�m �n an att�tude of menace and
almost of combat.

“She �s dy�ng,” sa�d Jondrette. “But what do you expect, s�r! She
has so much courage, that woman has! She’s not a woman, she’s an
ox.”

The Jondrette, touched by h�s compl�ment, deprecated �t w�th the
affected a�rs of a flattered monster.

“You are always too good to me, Mons�eur Jondrette!”
“Jondrette!” sa�d M. Leblanc, “I thought your name was

Fabantou?”
“Fabantou, al�as Jondrette!” repl�ed the husband hurr�edly. “An

art�st�c sobr�quet!”
And launch�ng at h�s w�fe a shrug of the shoulders wh�ch M.

Leblanc d�d not catch, he cont�nued w�th an emphat�c and caress�ng
�nflect�on of vo�ce:—



“Ah! we have had a happy l�fe together, th�s poor darl�ng and I!
What would there be left for us �f we had not that? We are so
wretched, my respectable s�r! We have arms, but there �s no work!
We have the w�ll, no work! I don’t know how the government
arranges that, but, on my word of honor, s�r, I am not Jacob�n, s�r, I
am not a bous�ngot.30 I don’t w�sh them any ev�l, but �f I were the
m�n�sters, on my most sacred word, th�ngs would be d�fferent. Here,
for �nstance, I wanted to have my g�rls taught the trade of paper-box
makers. You w�ll say to me: ‘What! a trade?’ Yes! A trade! A s�mple
trade! A bread-w�nner! What a fall, my benefactor! What a
degradat�on, when one has been what we have been! Alas! There �s
noth�ng left to us of our days of prosper�ty! One th�ng only, a p�cture,
of wh�ch I th�nk a great deal, but wh�ch I am w�ll�ng to part w�th, for I
must l�ve! Item, one must l�ve!”

Wh�le Jondrette thus talked, w�th an apparent �ncoherence wh�ch
detracted noth�ng from the thoughtful and sagac�ous express�on of
h�s phys�ognomy, Mar�us ra�sed h�s eyes, and perce�ved at the other
end of the room a person whom he had not seen before. A man had
just entered, so softly that the door had not been heard to turn on �ts
h�nges. Th�s man wore a v�olet kn�tted vest, wh�ch was old, worn,
spotted, cut and gap�ng at every fold, w�de trousers of cotton velvet,
wooden shoes on h�s feet, no sh�rt, had h�s neck bare, h�s bare arms
tattooed, and h�s face smeared w�th black. He had seated h�mself �n
s�lence on the nearest bed, and, as he was beh�nd Jondrette, he
could only be �nd�st�nctly seen.

That sort of magnet�c �nst�nct wh�ch turns as�de the gaze, caused
M. Leblanc to turn round almost at the same moment as Mar�us. He
could not refra�n from a gesture of surpr�se wh�ch d�d not escape
Jondrette.

“Ah! I see!” excla�med Jondrette, button�ng up h�s coat w�th an a�r
of compla�sance, “you are look�ng at your overcoat? It f�ts me! My
fa�th, but �t f�ts me!”

“Who �s that man?” sa�d M. Leblanc.
“H�m?” ejaculated Jondrette, “he’s a ne�ghbor of m�ne. Don’t pay

any attent�on to h�m.”



The ne�ghbor was a s�ngular-look�ng �nd�v�dual. However,
manufactor�es of chem�cal products abound �n the Faubourg Sa�nt-
Marceau. Many of the workmen m�ght have black faces. Bes�des
th�s, M. Leblanc’s whole person was express�ve of cand�d and
�ntrep�d conf�dence.

He went on:—
“Excuse me; what were you say�ng, M. Fabantou?”
“I was tell�ng you, s�r, and dear protector,” repl�ed Jondrette plac�ng

h�s elbows on the table and contemplat�ng M. Leblanc w�th steady
and tender eyes, not unl�ke the eyes of the boa-constr�ctor, “I was
tell�ng you, that I have a p�cture to sell.”

A sl�ght sound came from the door. A second man had just
entered and seated h�mself on the bed, beh�nd Jondrette.

L�ke the f�rst, h�s arms were bare, and he had a mask of �nk or
lampblack.

Although th�s man had, l�terally, gl�ded �nto the room, he had not
been able to prevent M. Leblanc catch�ng s�ght of h�m.

“Don’t m�nd them,” sa�d Jondrette, “they are people who belong �n
the house. So I was say�ng, that there rema�ns �n my possess�on a
valuable p�cture. But stop, s�r, take a look at �t.”

He rose, went to the wall at the foot of wh�ch stood the panel
wh�ch we have already ment�oned, and turned �t round, st�ll leav�ng �t
supported aga�nst the wall. It really was someth�ng wh�ch resembled
a p�cture, and wh�ch the candle �llum�nated, somewhat. Mar�us could
make noth�ng out of �t, as Jondrette stood between the p�cture and
h�m; he only saw a coarse daub, and a sort of pr�nc�pal personage
colored w�th the harsh crud�ty of fore�gn canvasses and screen
pa�nt�ngs.

“What �s that?” asked M. Leblanc.
Jondrette excla�med:—
“A pa�nt�ng by a master, a p�cture of great value, my benefactor! I

am as much attached to �t as I am to my two daughters; �t recalls
souven�rs to me! But I have told you, and I w�ll not take �t back, that I
am so wretched that I w�ll part w�th �t.”



E�ther by chance, or because he had begun to feel a dawn�ng
uneas�ness, M. Leblanc’s glance returned to the bottom of the room
as he exam�ned the p�cture.

There were now four men, three seated on the bed, one stand�ng
near the door-post, all four w�th bare arms and mot�onless, w�th
faces smeared w�th black. One of those on the bed was lean�ng
aga�nst the wall, w�th closed eyes, and �t m�ght have been supposed
that he was asleep. He was old; h�s wh�te ha�r contrast�ng w�th h�s
blackened face produced a horr�ble effect. The other two seemed to
be young; one wore a beard, the other wore h�s ha�r long. None of
them had on shoes; those who d�d not wear socks were barefooted.

Jondrette not�ced that M. Leblanc’s eye was f�xed on these men.
“They are fr�ends. They are ne�ghbors,” sa�d he. “The�r faces are

black because they work �n charcoal. They are ch�mney-bu�lders.
Don’t trouble yourself about them, my benefactor, but buy my
p�cture. Have p�ty on my m�sery. I w�ll not ask you much for �t. How
much do you th�nk �t �s worth?”

“Well,” sa�d M. Leblanc, look�ng Jondrette full �n the eye, and w�th
the manner of a man who �s on h�s guard, “�t �s some s�gnboard for a
tavern, and �s worth about three francs.”

Jondrette repl�ed sweetly:—
“Have you your pocket-book w�th you? I should be sat�sf�ed w�th a

thousand crowns.”
M. Leblanc sprang up, placed h�s back aga�nst the wall, and cast a

rap�d glance around the room. He had Jondrette on h�s left, on the
s�de next the w�ndow, and the Jondrette woman and the four men on
h�s r�ght, on the s�de next the door. The four men d�d not st�r, and d�d
not even seem to be look�ng on.

Jondrette had aga�n begun to speak �n a pla�nt�ve tone, w�th so
vague an eye, and so lamentable an �ntonat�on, that M. Leblanc
m�ght have supposed that what he had before h�m was a man who
had s�mply gone mad w�th m�sery.

“If you do not buy my p�cture, my dear benefactor,” sa�d Jondrette,
“I shall be left w�thout resources; there w�ll be noth�ng left for me but
to throw myself �nto the r�ver. When I th�nk that I wanted to have my



two g�rls taught the m�ddle-class paper-box trade, the mak�ng of
boxes for New Year’s g�fts! Well! A table w�th a board at the end to
keep the glasses from fall�ng off �s requ�red, then a spec�al stove �s
needed, a pot w�th three compartments for the d�fferent degrees of
strength of the paste, accord�ng as �t �s to be used for wood, paper,
or stuff, a par�ng-kn�fe to cut the cardboard, a mould to adjust �t, a
hammer to na�l the steels, p�ncers, how the dev�l do I know what all?
And all that �n order to earn four sous a day! And you have to work
fourteen hours a day! And each box passes through the
workwoman’s hands th�rteen t�mes! And you can’t wet the paper!
And you mustn’t spot anyth�ng! And you must keep the paste hot.
The dev�l, I tell you! Four sous a day! How do you suppose a man �s
to l�ve?”

As he spoke, Jondrette d�d not look at M. Leblanc, who was
observ�ng h�m. M. Leblanc’s eye was f�xed on Jondrette, and
Jondrette’s eye was f�xed on the door. Mar�us’ eager attent�on was
transferred from one to the other. M. Leblanc seemed to be ask�ng
h�mself: “Is th�s man an �d�ot?” Jondrette repeated two or three
d�st�nct t�mes, w�th all manner of vary�ng �nflect�ons of the wh�n�ng
and suppl�cat�ng order: “There �s noth�ng left for me but to throw
myself �nto the r�ver! I went down three steps at the s�de of the br�dge
of Austerl�tz the other day for that purpose.”

All at once h�s dull eyes l�ghted up w�th a h�deous flash; the l�ttle
man drew h�mself up and became terr�ble, took a step toward M.
Leblanc and cr�ed �n a vo�ce of thunder: “That has noth�ng to do w�th
the quest�on! Do you know me?”



CHAPTER XX—THE TRAP
The door of the garret had just opened abruptly, and allowed a

v�ew of three men clad �n blue l�nen blouses, and masked w�th
masks of black paper. The f�rst was th�n, and had a long, �ron-t�pped
cudgel; the second, who was a sort of colossus, carr�ed, by the
m�ddle of the handle, w�th the blade downward, a butcher’s pole-axe
for slaughter�ng cattle. The th�rd, a man w�th th�ck-set shoulders, not
so slender as the f�rst, held �n h�s hand an enormous key stolen from
the door of some pr�son.

It appeared that the arr�val of these men was what Jondrette had
been wa�t�ng for. A rap�d d�alogue ensued between h�m and the man
w�th the cudgel, the th�n one.

“Is everyth�ng ready?” sa�d Jondrette.
“Yes,” repl�ed the th�n man.
“Where �s Montparnasse?”
“The young pr�nc�pal actor stopped to chat w�th your g�rl.”
“Wh�ch?”
“The eldest.”
“Is there a carr�age at the door?”
“Yes.”
“Is the team harnessed?”
“Yes.”
“W�th two good horses?”
“Excellent.”
“Is �t wa�t�ng where I ordered?”
“Yes.”
“Good,” sa�d Jondrette.



M. Leblanc was very pale. He was scrut�n�z�ng everyth�ng around
h�m �n the den, l�ke a man who understands what he has fallen �nto,
and h�s head, d�rected �n turn toward all the heads wh�ch surrounded
h�m, moved on h�s neck w�th an aston�shed and attent�ve slowness,
but there was noth�ng �n h�s a�r wh�ch resembled fear. He had
�mprov�sed an �ntrenchment out of the table; and the man, who but
an �nstant prev�ously, had borne merely the appearance of a k�ndly
old man, had suddenly become a sort of athlete, and placed h�s
robust f�st on the back of h�s cha�r, w�th a form�dable and surpr�s�ng
gesture.

Th�s old man, who was so f�rm and so brave �n the presence of
such a danger, seemed to possess one of those natures wh�ch are
as courageous as they are k�nd, both eas�ly and s�mply. The father of
a woman whom we love �s never a stranger to us. Mar�us felt proud
of that unknown man.

Three of the men, of whom Jondrette had sa�d: “They are
ch�mney-bu�lders,” had armed themselves from the p�le of old �ron,
one w�th a heavy pa�r of shears, the second w�th we�gh�ng-tongs, the
th�rd w�th a hammer, and had placed themselves across the entrance
w�thout utter�ng a syllable. The old man had rema�ned on the bed,
and had merely opened h�s eyes. The Jondrette woman had seated
herself bes�de h�m.

Mar�us dec�ded that �n a few seconds more the moment for
�ntervent�on would arr�ve, and he ra�sed h�s r�ght hand towards the
ce�l�ng, �n the d�rect�on of the corr�dor, �n read�ness to d�scharge h�s
p�stol.

Jondrette hav�ng term�nated h�s colloquy w�th the man w�th the
cudgel, turned once more to M. Leblanc, and repeated h�s quest�on,
accompany�ng �t w�th that low, repressed, and terr�ble laugh wh�ch
was pecul�ar to h�m:—

“So you do not recogn�ze me?”
M. Leblanc looked h�m full �n the face, and repl�ed:—
“No.”
Then Jondrette advanced to the table. He leaned across the

candle, cross�ng h�s arms, putt�ng h�s angular and feroc�ous jaw



close to M. Leblanc’s calm face, and advanc�ng as far as poss�ble
w�thout forc�ng M. Leblanc to retreat, and, �n th�s posture of a w�ld
beast who �s about to b�te, he excla�med:—

“My name �s not Fabantou, my name �s not Jondrette, my name �s
Thénard�er. I am the �nn-keeper of Montferme�l! Do you understand?
Thénard�er! Now do you know me?”

An almost �mpercept�ble flush crossed M. Leblanc’s brow, and he
repl�ed w�th a vo�ce wh�ch ne�ther trembled nor rose above �ts
ord�nary level, w�th h�s accustomed plac�d�ty:—

“No more than before.”
Mar�us d�d not hear th�s reply. Any one who had seen h�m at that

moment through the darkness would have perce�ved that he was
haggard, stup�d, thunder-struck. At the moment when Jondrette sa�d:
“My name �s Thénard�er,” Mar�us had trembled �n every l�mb, and
had leaned aga�nst the wall, as though he felt the cold of a steel
blade through h�s heart. Then h�s r�ght arm, all ready to d�scharge
the s�gnal shot, dropped slowly, and at the moment when Jondrette
repeated, “Thénard�er, do you understand?” Mar�us’s falter�ng f�ngers
had come near lett�ng the p�stol fall. Jondrette, by reveal�ng h�s
�dent�ty, had not moved M. Leblanc, but he had qu�te upset Mar�us.
That name of Thénard�er, w�th wh�ch M. Leblanc d�d not seem to be
acqua�nted, Mar�us knew well. Let the reader recall what that name
meant to h�m! That name he had worn on h�s heart, �nscr�bed �n h�s
father’s testament! He bore �t at the bottom of h�s m�nd, �n the depths
of h�s memory, �n that sacred �njunct�on: “A certa�n Thénard�er saved
my l�fe. If my son encounters h�m, he w�ll do h�m all the good that l�es
�n h�s power.” That name, �t w�ll be remembered, was one of the
p�et�es of h�s soul; he m�ngled �t w�th the name of h�s father �n h�s
worsh�p. What! Th�s man was that Thénard�er, that �nn-keeper of
Montferme�l whom he had so long and so va�nly sought! He had
found h�m at last, and how? H�s father’s sav�our was a ruff�an! That
man, to whose serv�ce Mar�us was burn�ng to devote h�mself, was a
monster! That l�berator of Colonel Pontmercy was on the po�nt of
comm�tt�ng a cr�me whose scope Mar�us d�d not, as yet, clearly
comprehend, but wh�ch resembled an assass�nat�on! And aga�nst
whom, great God! what a fatal�ty! What a b�tter mockery of fate! H�s



father had commanded h�m from the depths of h�s coff�n to do all the
good �n h�s power to th�s Thénard�er, and for four years Mar�us had
cher�shed no other thought than to acqu�t th�s debt of h�s father’s,
and at the moment when he was on the eve of hav�ng a br�gand
se�zed �n the very act of cr�me by just�ce, dest�ny cr�ed to h�m: “Th�s
�s Thénard�er!” He could at last repay th�s man for h�s father’s l�fe,
saved am�d a ha�l-storm of grape-shot on the hero�c f�eld of
Waterloo, and repay �t w�th the scaffold! He had sworn to h�mself that
�f ever he found that Thénard�er, he would address h�m only by
throw�ng h�mself at h�s feet; and now he actually had found h�m, but
�t was only to del�ver h�m over to the execut�oner! H�s father sa�d to
h�m: “Succor Thénard�er!” And he repl�ed to that adored and sa�nted
vo�ce by crush�ng Thénard�er! He was about to offer to h�s father �n
h�s grave the spectacle of that man who had torn h�m from death at
the per�l of h�s own l�fe, executed on the Place Sa�nt-Jacques
through the means of h�s son, of that Mar�us to whom he had
entrusted that man by h�s w�ll! And what a mockery to have so long
worn on h�s breast h�s father’s last commands, wr�tten �n h�s own
hand, only to act �n so horr�bly contrary a sense! But, on the other
hand, now look on that trap and not prevent �t! Condemn the v�ct�m
and to spare the assass�n! Could one be held to any grat�tude
towards so m�serable a wretch? All the �deas wh�ch Mar�us had
cher�shed for the last four years were p�erced through and through,
as �t were, by th�s unforeseen blow.

He shuddered. Everyth�ng depended on h�m. Unknown to
themselves, he held �n h�s hand all those be�ngs who were mov�ng
about there before h�s eyes. If he f�red h�s p�stol, M. Leblanc was
saved, and Thénard�er lost; �f he d�d not f�re, M. Leblanc would be
sacr�f�ced, and, who knows? Thénard�er would escape. Should he
dash down the one or allow the other to fall? Remorse awa�ted h�m
�n e�ther case.

What was he to do? What should he choose? Be false to the most
�mper�ous souven�rs, to all those solemn vows to h�mself, to the most
sacred duty, to the most venerated text! Should he �gnore h�s father’s
testament, or allow the perpetrat�on of a cr�me! On the one hand, �t
seemed to h�m that he heard “h�s Ursule” suppl�cat�ng for her father
and on the other, the colonel commend�ng Thénard�er to h�s care. He



felt that he was go�ng mad. H�s knees gave way beneath h�m. And
he had not even the t�me for del�berat�on, so great was the fury w�th
wh�ch the scene before h�s eyes was hasten�ng to �ts catastrophe. It
was l�ke a wh�rlw�nd of wh�ch he had thought h�mself the master, and
wh�ch was now sweep�ng h�m away. He was on the verge of
swoon�ng.

In the meant�me, Thénard�er, whom we shall henceforth call by no
other name, was pac�ng up and down �n front of the table �n a sort of
frenzy and w�ld tr�umph.

He se�zed the candle �n h�s f�st, and set �t on the ch�mney-p�ece
w�th so v�olent a bang that the w�ck came near be�ng ext�ngu�shed,
and the tallow bespattered the wall.

Then he turned to M. Leblanc w�th a horr�ble look, and sp�t out
these words:—

“Done for! Smoked brown! Cooked! Sp�tchcocked!”
And aga�n he began to march back and forth, �n full erupt�on.
“Ah!” he cr�ed, “so I’ve found you aga�n at last, M�ster

ph�lanthrop�st! M�ster threadbare m�ll�onna�re! M�ster g�ver of dolls!
you old n�nny! Ah! so you don’t recogn�ze me! No, �t wasn’t you who
came to Montferme�l, to my �nn, e�ght years ago, on Chr�stmas eve,
1823! It wasn’t you who carr�ed off that Fant�ne’s ch�ld from me! The
Lark! It wasn’t you who had a yellow great-coat! No! Nor a package
of duds �n your hand, as you had th�s morn�ng here! Say, w�fe, �t
seems to be h�s man�a to carry packets of woollen stock�ngs �nto
houses! Old char�ty monger, get out w�th you! Are you a hos�er,
M�ster m�ll�onna�re? You g�ve away your stock �n trade to the poor,
holy man! What bosh! merry Andrew! Ah! and you don’t recogn�ze
me? Well, I recogn�ze you, that I do! I recogn�zed you the very
moment you poked your snout �n here. Ah! you’ll f�nd out presently,
that �t �sn’t all roses to thrust yourself �n that fash�on �nto people’s
houses, under the pretext that they are taverns, �n wretched clothes,
w�th the a�r of a poor man, to whom one would g�ve a sou, to dece�ve
persons, to play the generous, to take away the�r means of
l�vel�hood, and to make threats �n the woods, and you can’t call
th�ngs qu�ts because afterwards, when people are ru�ned, you br�ng



a coat that �s too large, and two m�serable hosp�tal blankets, you old
blackguard, you ch�ld-stealer!”

He paused, and seemed to be talk�ng to h�mself for a moment.
One would have sa�d that h�s wrath had fallen �nto some hole, l�ke
the Rhone; then, as though he were conclud�ng aloud the th�ngs
wh�ch he had been say�ng to h�mself �n a wh�sper, he smote the table
w�th h�s f�st, and shouted:—

“And w�th h�s goody-goody a�r!”
And, apostroph�z�ng M. Leblanc:—
“Parbleu! You made game of me �n the past! You are the cause of

all my m�sfortunes! For f�fteen hundred francs you got a g�rl whom I
had, and who certa�nly belonged to r�ch people, and who had already
brought �n a great deal of money, and from whom I m�ght have
extracted enough to l�ve on all my l�fe! A g�rl who would have made
up to me for everyth�ng that I lost �n that v�le cook-shop, where there
was noth�ng but one cont�nual row, and where, l�ke a fool, I ate up
my last farth�ng! Oh! I w�sh all the w�ne folks drank �n my house had
been po�son to those who drank �t! Well, never m�nd! Say, now! You
must have thought me r�d�culous when you went off w�th the Lark!
You had your cudgel �n the forest. You were the stronger. Revenge.
I’m the one to hold the trumps to-day! You’re �n a sorry case, my
good fellow! Oh, but I can laugh! Really, I laugh! D�dn’t he fall �nto the
trap! I told h�m that I was an actor, that my name was Fabantou, that
I had played comedy w�th Mamselle Mars, w�th Mamselle Muche,
that my landlord �ns�sted on be�ng pa�d tomorrow, the 4th of
February, and he d�dn’t even not�ce that the 8th of January, and not
the 4th of February �s the t�me when the quarter runs out! Absurd
�d�ot! And the four m�serable Ph�l�ppes wh�ch he has brought me!
Scoundrel! He hadn’t the heart even to go as h�gh as a hundred
francs! And how he swallowed my plat�tudes! That d�d amuse me. I
sa�d to myself: ‘Blockhead! Come, I’ve got you! I l�ck your paws th�s
morn�ng, but I’ll gnaw your heart th�s even�ng!’”

Thénard�er paused. He was out of breath. H�s l�ttle, narrow chest
panted l�ke a forge bellows. H�s eyes were full of the �gnoble
happ�ness of a feeble, cruel, and cowardly creature, wh�ch f�nds that
�t can, at last, harass what �t has feared, and �nsult what �t has



flattered, the joy of a dwarf who should be able to set h�s heel on the
head of Gol�ath, the joy of a jackal wh�ch �s beg�nn�ng to rend a s�ck
bull, so nearly dead that he can no longer defend h�mself, but
suff�c�ently al�ve to suffer st�ll.

M. Leblanc d�d not �nterrupt h�m, but sa�d to h�m when he paused:
—

“I do not know what you mean to say. You are m�staken �n me. I
am a very poor man, and anyth�ng but a m�ll�onna�re. I do not know
you. You are m�stak�ng me for some other person.”

“Ah!” roared Thénard�er hoarsely, “a pretty l�e! You st�ck to that
pleasantry, do you! You’re flounder�ng, my old buck! Ah! You don’t
remember! You don’t see who I am?”

“Excuse me, s�r,” sa�d M. Leblanc w�th a pol�teness of accent,
wh�ch at that moment seemed pecul�arly strange and powerful, “I see
that you are a v�lla�n!”

Who has not remarked the fact that od�ous creatures possess a
suscept�b�l�ty of the�r own, that monsters are t�ckl�sh! At th�s word
“v�lla�n,” the female Thénard�er sprang from the bed, Thénard�er
grasped h�s cha�r as though he were about to crush �t �n h�s hands.
“Don’t you st�r!” he shouted to h�s w�fe; and, turn�ng to M. Leblanc:—

“V�lla�n! Yes, I know that you call us that, you r�ch gentlemen! Stop!
�t’s true that I became bankrupt, that I am �n h�d�ng, that I have no
bread, that I have not a s�ngle sou, that I am a v�lla�n! It’s three days
s�nce I have had anyth�ng to eat, so I’m a v�lla�n! Ah! you folks warm
your feet, you have Sakosk� boots, you have wadded great-coats,
l�ke archb�shops, you lodge on the f�rst floor �n houses that have
porters, you eat truffles, you eat asparagus at forty francs the bunch
�n the month of January, and green peas, you gorge yourselves, and
when you want to know whether �t �s cold, you look �n the papers to
see what the eng�neer Cheval�er’s thermometer says about �t. We, �t
�s we who are thermometers. We don’t need to go out and look on
the quay at the corner of the Tour de l’Horologe, to f�nd out the
number of degrees of cold; we feel our blood congeal�ng �n our
ve�ns, and the �ce form�ng round our hearts, and we say: ‘There �s no
God!’ And you come to our caverns, yes our caverns, for the
purpose of call�ng us v�lla�ns! But we’ll devour you! But we’ll devour



you, poor l�ttle th�ngs! Just see here, M�ster m�ll�onna�re: I have been
a sol�d man, I have held a l�cense, I have been an elector, I am a
bourgeo�s, that I am! And �t’s qu�te poss�ble that you are not!”

Here Thénard�er took a step towards the men who stood near the
door, and added w�th a shudder:—

“When I th�nk that he has dared to come here and talk to me l�ke a
cobbler!”

Then address�ng M. Leblanc w�th a fresh outburst of frenzy:—
“And l�sten to th�s also, M�ster ph�lanthrop�st! I’m not a susp�c�ous

character, not a b�t of �t! I’m not a man whose name nobody knows,
and who comes and abducts ch�ldren from houses! I’m an old
French sold�er, I ought to have been decorated! I was at Waterloo,
so I was! And �n the battle I saved a general called the Comte of I
don’t know what. He told me h�s name, but h�s beastly vo�ce was so
weak that I d�dn’t hear. All I caught was Merc� [thanks]. I’d rather
have had h�s name than h�s thanks. That would have helped me to
f�nd h�m aga�n. The p�cture that you see here, and wh�ch was pa�nted
by Dav�d at Bruqueselles,—do you know what �t represents? It
represents me. Dav�d w�shed to �mmortal�ze that feat of prowess. I
have that general on my back, and I am carry�ng h�m through the
grape-shot. There’s the h�story of �t! That general never d�d a s�ngle
th�ng for me; he was no better than the rest! But nonetheless, I
saved h�s l�fe at the r�sk of my own, and I have the cert�f�cate of the
fact �n my pocket! I am a sold�er of Waterloo, by all the fur�es! And
now that I have had the goodness to tell you all th�s, let’s have an
end of �t. I want money, I want a deal of money, I must have an
enormous lot of money, or I’ll exterm�nate you, by the thunder of the
good God!”

Mar�us had rega�ned some measure of control over h�s angu�sh,
and was l�sten�ng. The last poss�b�l�ty of doubt had just van�shed. It
certa�nly was the Thénard�er of the w�ll. Mar�us shuddered at that
reproach of �ngrat�tude d�rected aga�nst h�s father, and wh�ch he was
on the po�nt of so fatally just�fy�ng. H�s perplex�ty was redoubled.

Moreover, there was �n all these words of Thénard�er, �n h�s
accent, �n h�s gesture, �n h�s glance wh�ch darted flames at every
word, there was, �n th�s explos�on of an ev�l nature d�sclos�ng



everyth�ng, �n that m�xture of braggadoc�o and abjectness, of pr�de
and pett�ness, of rage and folly, �n that chaos of real gr�efs and false
sent�ments, �n that �mmodesty of a mal�c�ous man tast�ng the
voluptuous del�ghts of v�olence, �n that shameless nud�ty of a
repuls�ve soul, �n that conflagrat�on of all suffer�ngs comb�ned w�th all
hatreds, someth�ng wh�ch was as h�deous as ev�l, and as heart-
rend�ng as the truth.

The p�cture of the master, the pa�nt�ng by Dav�d wh�ch he had
proposed that M. Leblanc should purchase, was noth�ng else, as the
reader has d�v�ned, than the s�gn of h�s tavern pa�nted, as �t w�ll be
remembered, by h�mself, the only rel�c wh�ch he had preserved from
h�s sh�pwreck at Montferme�l.

As he had ceased to �ntercept Mar�us’ v�sual ray, Mar�us could
exam�ne th�s th�ng, and �n the daub, he actually d�d recogn�ze a
battle, a background of smoke, and a man carry�ng another man. It
was the group composed of Pontmercy and Thénard�er; the sergeant
the rescuer, the colonel rescued. Mar�us was l�ke a drunken man;
th�s p�cture restored h�s father to l�fe �n some sort; �t was no longer
the s�gnboard of the w�ne-shop at Montferme�l, �t was a resurrect�on;
a tomb had yawned, a phantom had r�sen there. Mar�us heard h�s
heart beat�ng �n h�s temples, he had the cannon of Waterloo �n h�s
ears, h�s bleed�ng father, vaguely dep�cted on that s�n�ster panel
terr�f�ed h�m, and �t seemed to h�m that the m�sshapen spectre was
gaz�ng �ntently at h�m.

When Thénard�er had recovered h�s breath, he turned h�s
bloodshot eyes on M. Leblanc, and sa�d to h�m �n a low, curt vo�ce:—

“What have you to say before we put the handcuffs on you?”
M. Leblanc held h�s peace.
In the m�dst of th�s s�lence, a cracked vo�ce launched th�s

lugubr�ous sarcasm from the corr�dor:—
“If there’s any wood to be spl�t, I’m there!”
It was the man w�th the axe, who was grow�ng merry.
At the same moment, an enormous, br�stl�ng, and clayey face

made �ts appearance at the door, w�th a h�deous laugh wh�ch
exh�b�ted not teeth, but fangs.



It was the face of the man w�th the butcher’s axe.
“Why have you taken off your mask?” cr�ed Thénard�er �n a rage.
“For fun,” retorted the man.
For the last few m�nutes M. Leblanc had appeared to be watch�ng

and follow�ng all the movements of Thénard�er, who, bl�nded and
dazzled by h�s own rage, was stalk�ng to and fro �n the den w�th full
conf�dence that the door was guarded, and of hold�ng an unarmed
man fast, he be�ng armed h�mself, of be�ng n�ne aga�nst one,
suppos�ng that the female Thénard�er counted for but one man.

Dur�ng h�s address to the man w�th the pole-axe, he had turned h�s
back to M. Leblanc.

M. Leblanc se�zed th�s moment, overturned the cha�r w�th h�s foot
and the table w�th h�s f�st, and w�th one bound, w�th prod�g�ous ag�l�ty,
before Thénard�er had t�me to turn round, he had reached the
w�ndow. To open �t, to scale the frame, to bestr�de �t, was the work of
a second only. He was half out when s�x robust f�sts se�zed h�m and
dragged h�m back energet�cally �nto the hovel. These were the three
“ch�mney-bu�lders,” who had flung themselves upon h�m. At the
same t�me the Thénard�er woman had wound her hands �n h�s ha�r.

At the trampl�ng wh�ch ensued, the other ruff�ans rushed up from
the corr�dor. The old man on the bed, who seemed under the
�nfluence of w�ne, descended from the pallet and came reel�ng up,
w�th a stone-breaker’s hammer �n h�s hand.

One of the “ch�mney-bu�lders,” whose sm�rched face was l�ghted
up by the candle, and �n whom Mar�us recogn�zed, �n sp�te of h�s
daub�ng, Panchaud, al�as Pr�ntan�er, al�as B�grena�lle, l�fted above M.
Leblanc’s head a sort of bludgeon made of two balls of lead, at the
two ends of a bar of �ron.

Mar�us could not res�st th�s s�ght. “My father,” he thought, “forg�ve
me!”

And h�s f�nger sought the tr�gger of h�s p�stol.
The shot was on the po�nt of be�ng d�scharged when Thénard�er’s

vo�ce shouted:—
“Don’t harm h�m!”



Th�s desperate attempt of the v�ct�m, far from exasperat�ng
Thénard�er, had calmed h�m. There ex�sted �n h�m two men, the
feroc�ous man and the adro�t man. Up to that moment, �n the excess
of h�s tr�umph �n the presence of the prey wh�ch had been brought
down, and wh�ch d�d not st�r, the feroc�ous man had preva�led; when
the v�ct�m struggled and tr�ed to res�st, the adro�t man reappeared
and took the upper hand.

“Don’t hurt h�m!” he repeated, and w�thout suspect�ng �t, h�s f�rst
success was to arrest the p�stol �n the act of be�ng d�scharged, and
to paralyze Mar�us, �n whose op�n�on the urgency of the case
d�sappeared, and who, �n the face of th�s new phase, saw no
�nconven�ence �n wa�t�ng a wh�le longer.

Who knows whether some chance would not ar�se wh�ch would
del�ver h�m from the horr�ble alternat�ve of allow�ng Ursule’s father to
per�sh, or of destroy�ng the colonel’s sav�our?

A herculean struggle had begun. W�th one blow full �n the chest,
M. Leblanc had sent the old man tumbl�ng, roll�ng �n the m�ddle of the
room, then w�th two backward sweeps of h�s hand he had
overthrown two more assa�lants, and he held one under each of h�s
knees; the wretches were rattl�ng �n the throat beneath th�s pressure
as under a gran�te m�llstone; but the other four had se�zed the
form�dable old man by both arms and the back of h�s neck, and were
hold�ng h�m doubled up over the two “ch�mney-bu�lders” on the floor.

Thus, the master of some and mastered by the rest, crush�ng
those beneath h�m and st�fl�ng under those on top of h�m,
endeavor�ng �n va�n to shake off all the efforts wh�ch were heaped
upon h�m, M. Leblanc d�sappeared under the horr�ble group of
ruff�ans l�ke the w�ld boar beneath a howl�ng p�le of dogs and
hounds.

They succeeded �n overthrow�ng h�m upon the bed nearest the
w�ndow, and there they held h�m �n awe. The Thénard�er woman had
not released her clutch on h�s ha�r.

“Don’t you m�x yourself up �n th�s affa�r,” sa�d Thénard�er. “You’ll
tear your shawl.”

The Thénard�er obeyed, as the female wolf obeys the male wolf,
w�th a growl.



“Now,” sa�d Thénard�er, “search h�m, you other fellows!”
M. Leblanc seemed to have renounced the �dea of res�stance.
They searched h�m.
He had noth�ng on h�s person except a leather purse conta�n�ng

s�x francs, and h�s handkerch�ef.
Thénard�er put the handkerch�ef �nto h�s own pocket.
“What! No pocket-book?” he demanded.
“No, nor watch,” repl�ed one of the “ch�mney-bu�lders.”
“Never m�nd,” murmured the masked man who carr�ed the b�g key,

�n the vo�ce of a ventr�loqu�st, “he’s a tough old fellow.”
Thénard�er went to the corner near the door, p�cked up a bundle of

ropes and threw them at the men.
“T�e h�m to the leg of the bed,” sa�d he.
And, catch�ng s�ght of the old man who had been stretched across

the room by the blow from M. Leblanc’s f�st, and who made no
movement, he added:—

“Is Boulatruelle dead?”
“No,” repl�ed B�grena�lle, “he’s drunk.”
“Sweep h�m �nto a corner,” sa�d Thénard�er.
Two of the “ch�mney-bu�lders” pushed the drunken man �nto the

corner near the heap of old �ron w�th the�r feet.
“Babet,” sa�d Thénard�er �n a low tone to the man w�th the cudgel,

“why d�d you br�ng so many; they were not needed.”
“What can you do?” repl�ed the man w�th the cudgel, “they all

wanted to be �n �t. Th�s �s a bad season. There’s no bus�ness go�ng
on.”

The pallet on wh�ch M. Leblanc had been thrown was a sort of
hosp�tal bed, elevated on four coarse wooden legs, roughly hewn.

M. Leblanc let them take the�r own course.
The ruff�ans bound h�m securely, �n an upr�ght att�tude, w�th h�s

feet on the ground at the head of the bed, the end wh�ch was most
remote from the w�ndow, and nearest to the f�replace.



When the last knot had been t�ed, Thénard�er took a cha�r and
seated h�mself almost fac�ng M. Leblanc.

Thénard�er no longer looked l�ke h�mself; �n the course of a few
moments h�s face had passed from unbr�dled v�olence to tranqu�l and
cunn�ng sweetness.

Mar�us found �t d�ff�cult to recogn�ze �n that pol�shed sm�le of a man
�n off�c�al l�fe the almost best�al mouth wh�ch had been foam�ng but a
moment before; he gazed w�th amazement on that fantast�c and
alarm�ng metamorphos�s, and he felt as a man m�ght feel who should
behold a t�ger converted �nto a lawyer.

“Mons�eur—” sa�d Thénard�er.
And d�sm�ss�ng w�th a gesture the ruff�ans who st�ll kept the�r

hands on M. Leblanc:—
“Stand off a l�ttle, and let me have a talk w�th the gentleman.”
All ret�red towards the door.
He went on:—
“Mons�eur, you d�d wrong to try to jump out of the w�ndow. You

m�ght have broken your leg. Now, �f you w�ll perm�t me, we w�ll
converse qu�etly. In the f�rst place, I must commun�cate to you an
observat�on wh�ch I have made wh�ch �s, that you have not uttered
the fa�ntest cry.”

Thénard�er was r�ght, th�s deta�l was correct, although �t had
escaped Mar�us �n h�s ag�tat�on. M. Leblanc had barely pronounced a
few words, w�thout ra�s�ng h�s vo�ce, and even dur�ng h�s struggle
w�th the s�x ruff�ans near the w�ndow he had preserved the most
profound and s�ngular s�lence.

Thénard�er cont�nued:—
“Mon D�eu! You m�ght have shouted ‘stop th�ef’ a b�t, and I should

not have thought �t �mproper. ‘Murder!’ That, too, �s sa�d occas�onally,
and, so far as I am concerned, I should not have taken �t �n bad part.
It �s very natural that you should make a l�ttle row when you f�nd
yourself w�th persons who don’t �nsp�re you w�th suff�c�ent
conf�dence. You m�ght have done that, and no one would have
troubled you on that account. You would not even have been
gagged. And I w�ll tell you why. Th�s room �s very pr�vate. That’s �ts



only recommendat�on, but �t has that �n �ts favor. You m�ght f�re off a
mortar and �t would produce about as much no�se at the nearest
pol�ce stat�on as the snores of a drunken man. Here a cannon would
make a boum, and the thunder would make a pouf. It’s a handy
lodg�ng. But, �n short, you d�d not shout, and �t �s better so. I present
you my compl�ments, and I w�ll tell you the conclus�on that I draw
from that fact: My dear s�r, when a man shouts, who comes? The
pol�ce. And after the pol�ce? Just�ce. Well! You have not made an
outcry; that �s because you don’t care to have the pol�ce and the
courts come �n any more than we do. It �s because,—I have long
suspected �t,—you have some �nterest �n h�d�ng someth�ng. On our
s�de we have the same �nterest. So we can come to an
understand�ng.”

As he spoke thus, �t seemed as though Thénard�er, who kept h�s
eyes f�xed on M. Leblanc, were try�ng to plunge the sharp po�nts
wh�ch darted from the pup�ls �nto the very consc�ence of h�s pr�soner.
Moreover, h�s language, wh�ch was stamped w�th a sort of
moderated, subdued �nsolence and crafty �nsolence, was reserved
and almost cho�ce, and �n that rascal, who had been noth�ng but a
robber a short t�me prev�ously, one now felt “the man who had
stud�ed for the pr�esthood.”

The s�lence preserved by the pr�soner, that precaut�on wh�ch had
been carr�ed to the po�nt of forgett�ng all anx�ety for h�s own l�fe, that
res�stance opposed to the f�rst �mpulse of nature, wh�ch �s to utter a
cry, all th�s, �t must be confessed, now that h�s attent�on had been
called to �t, troubled Mar�us, and affected h�m w�th pa�nful
aston�shment.

Thénard�er’s well-grounded observat�on st�ll further obscured for
Mar�us the dense mystery wh�ch enveloped that grave and s�ngular
person on whom Courfeyrac had bestowed the sobr�quet of
Mons�eur Leblanc.

But whoever he was, bound w�th ropes, surrounded w�th
execut�oners, half plunged, so to speak, �n a grave wh�ch was
clos�ng �n upon h�m to the extent of a degree w�th every moment that
passed, �n the presence of Thénard�er’s wrath, as �n the presence of
h�s sweetness, th�s man rema�ned �mpass�ve; and Mar�us could not



refra�n from adm�r�ng at such a moment the superbly melancholy
v�sage.

Here, ev�dently, was a soul wh�ch was �naccess�ble to terror, and
wh�ch d�d not know the mean�ng of despa�r. Here was one of those
men who command amazement �n desperate c�rcumstances.
Extreme as was the cr�s�s, �nev�table as was the catastrophe, there
was noth�ng here of the agony of the drown�ng man, who opens h�s
horror-f�lled eyes under the water.

Thénard�er rose �n an unpretend�ng manner, went to the f�replace,
shoved as�de the screen, wh�ch he leaned aga�nst the ne�ghbor�ng
pallet, and thus unmasked the braz�er full of glow�ng coals, �n wh�ch
the pr�soner could pla�nly see the ch�sel wh�te-hot and spotted here
and there w�th t�ny scarlet stars.

Then Thénard�er returned to h�s seat bes�de M. Leblanc.
“I cont�nue,” sa�d he. “We can come to an understand�ng. Let us

arrange th�s matter �n an am�cable way. I was wrong to lose my
temper just now, I don’t know what I was th�nk�ng of, I went a great
deal too far, I sa�d extravagant th�ngs. For example, because you are
a m�ll�onna�re, I told you that I exacted money, a lot of money, a deal
of money. That would not be reasonable. Mon D�eu, �n sp�te of your
r�ches, you have expenses of your own—who has not? I don’t want
to ru�n you, I am not a greedy fellow, after all. I am not one of those
people who, because they have the advantage of the pos�t�on, prof�t
by the fact to make themselves r�d�culous. Why, I’m tak�ng th�ngs �nto
cons�derat�on and mak�ng a sacr�f�ce on my s�de. I only want two
hundred thousand francs.”

M. Leblanc uttered not a word.
Thénard�er went on:—
“You see that I put not a l�ttle water �n my w�ne; I’m very moderate.

I don’t know the state of your fortune, but I do know that you don’t
st�ck at money, and a benevolent man l�ke yourself can certa�nly g�ve
two hundred thousand francs to the father of a fam�ly who �s out of
luck. Certa�nly, you are reasonable, too; you haven’t �mag�ned that I
should take all the trouble I have to-day and organ�zed th�s affa�r th�s
even�ng, wh�ch has been labor well bestowed, �n the op�n�on of these
gentlemen, merely to w�nd up by ask�ng you for enough to go and



dr�nk red w�ne at f�fteen sous and eat veal at Desnoyer’s. Two
hundred thousand francs—�t’s surely worth all that. Th�s tr�fle once
out of your pocket, I guarantee you that that’s the end of the matter,
and that you have no further demands to fear. You w�ll say to me:
‘But I haven’t two hundred thousand francs about me.’ Oh! I’m not
extort�onate. I don’t demand that. I only ask one th�ng of you. Have
the goodness to wr�te what I am about to d�ctate to you.”

Here Thénard�er paused; then he added, emphas�z�ng h�s words,
and cast�ng a sm�le �n the d�rect�on of the braz�er:—

“I warn you that I shall not adm�t that you don’t know how to wr�te.”
A grand �nqu�s�tor m�ght have env�ed that sm�le.
Thénard�er pushed the table close to M. Leblanc, and took an

�nkstand, a pen, and a sheet of paper from the drawer wh�ch he left
half open, and �n wh�ch gleamed the long blade of the kn�fe.

He placed the sheet of paper before M. Leblanc.
“Wr�te,” sa�d he.
The pr�soner spoke at last.
“How do you expect me to wr�te? I am bound.”
“That’s true, excuse me!” ejaculated Thénard�er, “you are qu�te

r�ght.”
And turn�ng to B�grena�lle:—
“Unt�e the gentleman’s r�ght arm.”
Panchaud, al�as Pr�ntan�er, al�as B�grena�lle, executed

Thénard�er’s order.
When the pr�soner’s r�ght arm was free, Thénard�er d�pped the pen

�n the �nk and presented �t to h�m.
“Understand thoroughly, s�r, that you are �n our power, at our

d�scret�on, that no human power can get you out of th�s, and that we
shall be really gr�eved �f we are forced to proceed to d�sagreeable
extrem�t�es. I know ne�ther your name, nor your address, but I warn
you, that you w�ll rema�n bound unt�l the person charged w�th
carry�ng the letter wh�ch you are about to wr�te shall have returned.
Now, be so good as to wr�te.”

“What?” demanded the pr�soner.



“I w�ll d�ctate.”
M. Leblanc took the pen.
Thénard�er began to d�ctate:—
“My daughter—”
The pr�soner shuddered, and ra�sed h�s eyes to Thénard�er.
“Put down ‘My dear daughter’—” sa�d Thénard�er.
M. Leblanc obeyed.
Thénard�er cont�nued:—
“Come �nstantly—”
He paused:—
“You address her as thou, do you not?”
“Who?” asked M. Leblanc.
“Parbleu!” cr�ed Thénard�er, “the l�ttle one, the Lark.”
M. Leblanc repl�ed w�thout the sl�ghtest apparent emot�on:—
“I do not know what you mean.”
“Go on, nevertheless,” ejaculated Thénard�er, and he cont�nued to

d�ctate:—
“Come �mmed�ately, I am �n absolute need of thee. The person

who w�ll del�ver th�s note to thee �s �nstructed to conduct thee to me. I
am wa�t�ng for thee. Come w�th conf�dence.”

M. Leblanc had wr�tten the whole of th�s.
Thénard�er resumed:—
“Ah! erase ‘come w�th conf�dence’; that m�ght lead her to suppose

that everyth�ng was not as �t should be, and that d�strust �s poss�ble.”
M. Leblanc erased the three words.
“Now,” pursued Thénard�er, “s�gn �t. What’s your name?”
The pr�soner la�d down the pen and demanded:—
“For whom �s th�s letter?”
“You know well,” retorted Thénard�er, “for the l�ttle one I just told

you so.”
It was ev�dent that Thénard�er avo�ded nam�ng the young g�rl �n

quest�on. He sa�d “the Lark,” he sa�d “the l�ttle one,” but he d�d not



pronounce her name—the precaut�on of a clever man guard�ng h�s
secret from h�s accompl�ces. To ment�on the name was to del�ver the
whole “affa�r” �nto the�r hands, and to tell them more about �t than
there was any need of the�r know�ng.

He went on:—
“S�gn. What �s your name?”
“Urba�n Fabre,” sa�d the pr�soner.
Thénard�er, w�th the movement of a cat, dashed h�s hand �nto h�s

pocket and drew out the handkerch�ef wh�ch had been se�zed on M.
Leblanc. He looked for the mark on �t, and held �t close to the candle.

“U. F. That’s �t. Urba�n Fabre. Well, s�gn �t U. F.”
The pr�soner s�gned.
“As two hands are requ�red to fold the letter, g�ve �t to me, I w�ll fold

�t.”
That done, Thénard�er resumed:—
“Address �t, ‘Mademo�selle Fabre,’ at your house. I know that you

l�ve a long d�stance from here, near Sa�nt-Jacques-du-Haut-Pas,
because you go to mass there every day, but I don’t know �n what
street. I see that you understand your s�tuat�on. As you have not l�ed
about your name, you w�ll not l�e about your address. Wr�te �t
yourself.”

The pr�soner paused thoughtfully for a moment, then he took the
pen and wrote:—

“Mademo�selle Fabre, at M. Urba�n Fabre’s, Rue Sa�nt-Dom�n�que-
D’Enfer, No. 17.”

Thénard�er se�zed the letter w�th a sort of fever�sh convuls�on.
“W�fe!” he cr�ed.
The Thénard�er woman hastened to h�m.
“Here’s the letter. You know what you have to do. There �s a

carr�age at the door. Set out at once, and return d�tto.”
And address�ng the man w�th the meat-axe:—
“S�nce you have taken off your nose-screen, accompany the

m�stress. You w�ll get up beh�nd the f�acre. You know where you left



the team?”
“Yes,” sa�d the man.
And depos�t�ng h�s axe �n a corner, he followed Madame

Thénard�er.
As they set off, Thénard�er thrust h�s head through the half-open

door, and shouted �nto the corr�dor:—
“Above all th�ngs, don’t lose the letter! remember that you carry

two hundred thousand francs w�th you!”
The Thénard�er’s hoarse vo�ce repl�ed:—
“Be easy. I have �t �n my bosom.”
A m�nute had not elapsed, when the sound of the crack�ng of a

wh�p was heard, wh�ch rap�dly retreated and d�ed away.
“Good!” growled Thénard�er. “They’re go�ng at a f�ne pace. At such

a gallop, the bourgeo�se w�ll be back �ns�de three-quarters of an
hour.”

He drew a cha�r close to the f�replace, fold�ng h�s arms, and
present�ng h�s muddy boots to the braz�er.

“My feet are cold!” sa�d he.
Only f�ve ruff�ans now rema�ned �n the den w�th Thénard�er and the

pr�soner.
These men, through the black masks or paste wh�ch covered the�r

faces, and made of them, at fear’s pleasure, charcoal-burners,
negroes, or demons, had a stup�d and gloomy a�r, and �t could be felt
that they perpetrated a cr�me l�ke a b�t of work, tranqu�lly, w�thout
e�ther wrath or mercy, w�th a sort of ennu�. They were crowded
together �n one corner l�ke brutes, and rema�ned s�lent.

Thénard�er warmed h�s feet.
The pr�soner had relapsed �nto h�s tac�turn�ty. A sombre calm had

succeeded to the w�ld uproar wh�ch had f�lled the garret but a few
moments before.

The candle, on wh�ch a large “stranger” had formed, cast but a d�m
l�ght �n the �mmense hovel, the braz�er had grown dull, and all those
monstrous heads cast m�sshapen shadows on the walls and ce�l�ng.



No sound was aud�ble except the qu�et breath�ng of the old
drunken man, who was fast asleep.

Mar�us wa�ted �n a state of anx�ety that was augmented by every
tr�fle. The en�gma was more �mpenetrable than ever.

Who was th�s “l�ttle one” whom Thénard�er had called the Lark?
Was she h�s “Ursule”? The pr�soner had not seemed to be affected
by that word, “the Lark,” and had repl�ed �n the most natural manner
�n the world: “I do not know what you mean.” On the other hand, the
two letters U. F. were expla�ned; they meant Urba�n Fabre; and
Ursule was no longer named Ursule. Th�s was what Mar�us
perce�ved most clearly of all.

A sort of horr�ble fasc�nat�on held h�m na�led to h�s post, from
wh�ch he was observ�ng and command�ng th�s whole scene. There
he stood, almost �ncapable of movement or reflect�on, as though
ann�h�lated by the abom�nable th�ngs v�ewed at such close quarters.
He wa�ted, �n the hope of some �nc�dent, no matter of what nature,
s�nce he could not collect h�s thoughts and d�d not know upon what
course to dec�de.

“In any case,” he sa�d, “�f she �s the Lark, I shall see her, for the
Thénard�er woman �s to br�ng her h�ther. That w�ll be the end, and
then I w�ll g�ve my l�fe and my blood �f necessary, but I w�ll del�ver
her! Noth�ng shall stop me.”

Nearly half an hour passed �n th�s manner. Thénard�er seemed to
be absorbed �n gloomy reflect�ons, the pr�soner d�d not st�r. St�ll,
Mar�us fanc�ed that at �ntervals, and for the last few moments, he
had heard a fa�nt, dull no�se �n the d�rect�on of the pr�soner.

All at once, Thénard�er addressed the pr�soner:
“By the way, Mons�eur Fabre, I m�ght as well say �t to you at once.”
These few words appeared to be the beg�nn�ng of an explanat�on.

Mar�us stra�ned h�s ears.
“My w�fe w�ll be back shortly, don’t get �mpat�ent. I th�nk that the

Lark really �s your daughter, and �t seems to me qu�te natural that
you should keep her. Only, l�sten to me a b�t. My w�fe w�ll go and hunt
her up w�th your letter. I told my w�fe to dress herself �n the way she
d�d, so that your young lady m�ght make no d�ff�culty about follow�ng



her. They w�ll both enter the carr�age w�th my comrade beh�nd.
Somewhere, outs�de the barr�er, there �s a trap harnessed to two
very good horses. Your young lady w�ll be taken to �t. She w�ll al�ght
from the f�acre. My comrade w�ll enter the other veh�cle w�th her, and
my w�fe w�ll come back here to tell us: ‘It’s done.’ As for the young
lady, no harm w�ll be done to her; the trap w�ll conduct her to a place
where she w�ll be qu�et, and just as soon as you have handed over
to me those l�ttle two hundred thousand francs, she w�ll be returned
to you. If you have me arrested, my comrade w�ll g�ve a turn of h�s
thumb to the Lark, that’s all.”

The pr�soner uttered not a syllable. After a pause, Thénard�er
cont�nued:—

“It’s very s�mple, as you see. There’ll be no harm done unless you
w�sh that there should be harm done. I’m tell�ng you how th�ngs
stand. I warn you so that you may be prepared.”

He paused: the pr�soner d�d not break the s�lence, and Thénard�er
resumed:—

“As soon as my w�fe returns and says to me: ‘The Lark �s on the
way,’ we w�ll release you, and you w�ll be free to go and sleep at
home. You see that our �ntent�ons are not ev�l.”

Terr�ble �mages passed through Mar�us’ m�nd. What! That young
g�rl whom they were abduct�ng was not to be brought back? One of
those monsters was to bear her off �nto the darkness? Wh�ther? And
what �f �t were she!

It was clear that �t was she. Mar�us felt h�s heart stop beat�ng.
What was he to do? D�scharge the p�stol? Place all those

scoundrels �n the hands of just�ce? But the horr�ble man w�th the
meat-axe would, nonetheless, be out of reach w�th the young g�rl,
and Mar�us reflected on Thénard�er’s words, of wh�ch he perce�ved
the bloody s�gn�f�cance: “If you have me arrested, my comrade w�ll
g�ve a turn of h�s thumb to the Lark.”

Now, �t was not alone by the colonel’s testament, �t was by h�s own
love, �t was by the per�l of the one he loved, that he felt h�mself
restra�ned.



Th�s fr�ghtful s�tuat�on, wh�ch had already lasted above half an
hour, was chang�ng �ts aspect every moment.

Mar�us had suff�c�ent strength of m�nd to rev�ew �n success�on all
the most heart-break�ng conjectures, seek�ng hope and f�nd�ng none.

The tumult of h�s thoughts contrasted w�th the funereal s�lence of
the den.

In the m�dst of th�s s�lence, the door at the bottom of the sta�rcase
was heard to open and shut aga�n.

The pr�soner made a movement �n h�s bonds.
“Here’s the bourgeo�se,” sa�d Thénard�er.
He had hardly uttered the words, when the Thénard�er woman d�d

�n fact rush hast�ly �nto the room, red, pant�ng, breathless, w�th
flam�ng eyes, and cr�ed, as she smote her huge hands on her th�ghs
s�multaneously:—

“False address!”
The ruff�an who had gone w�th her made h�s appearance beh�nd

her and p�cked up h�s axe aga�n.
She resumed:—
“Nobody there! Rue Sa�nt-Dom�n�que, No. 17, no Mons�eur Urba�n

Fabre! They know not what �t means!”
She paused, chok�ng, then went on:—
“Mons�eur Thénard�er! That old fellow has duped you! You are too

good, you see! If �t had been me, I’d have chopped the beast �n four
quarters to beg�n w�th! And �f he had acted ugly, I’d have bo�led h�m
al�ve! He would have been obl�ged to speak, and say where the g�rl
�s, and where he keeps h�s sh�ners! That’s the way I should have
managed matters! People are perfectly r�ght when they say that men
are a deal stup�der than women! Nobody at No. 17. It’s noth�ng but a
b�g carr�age gate! No Mons�eur Fabre �n the Rue Sa�nt-Dom�n�que!
And after all that rac�ng and fee to the coachman and all! I spoke to
both the porter and the portress, a f�ne, stout woman, and they know
noth�ng about h�m!”

Mar�us breathed freely once more.



She, Ursule or the Lark, he no longer knew what to call her, was
safe.

Wh�le h�s exasperated w�fe voc�ferated, Thénard�er had seated
h�mself on the table.

For several m�nutes he uttered not a word, but swung h�s r�ght
foot, wh�ch hung down, and stared at the braz�er w�th an a�r of
savage rever�e.

F�nally, he sa�d to the pr�soner, w�th a slow and s�ngularly feroc�ous
tone:

“A false address? What d�d you expect to ga�n by that?”
“To ga�n t�me!” cr�ed the pr�soner �n a thunder�ng vo�ce, and at the

same �nstant he shook off h�s bonds; they were cut. The pr�soner
was only attached to the bed now by one leg.

Before the seven men had t�me to collect the�r senses and dash
forward, he had bent down �nto the f�replace, had stretched out h�s
hand to the braz�er, and had then stra�ghtened h�mself up aga�n, and
now Thénard�er, the female Thénard�er, and the ruff�ans, huddled �n
amazement at the extrem�ty of the hovel, stared at h�m �n
stupefact�on, as almost free and �n a form�dable att�tude, he
brand�shed above h�s head the red-hot ch�sel, wh�ch em�tted a
threaten�ng glow.

The jud�c�al exam�nat�on to wh�ch the ambush �n the Gorbeau
house eventually gave r�se, establ�shed the fact that a large sou
p�ece, cut and worked �n a pecul�ar fash�on, was found �n the garret,
when the pol�ce made the�r descent on �t. Th�s sou p�ece was one of
those marvels of �ndustry, wh�ch are engendered by the pat�ence of
the galleys �n the shadows and for the shadows, marvels wh�ch are
noth�ng else than �nstruments of escape. These h�deous and del�cate
products of wonderful art are to jewellers’ work what the metaphors
of slang are to poetry. There are Benvenuto Cell�n�s �n the galleys,
just as there are V�llons �n language. The unhappy wretch who
asp�res to del�verance f�nds means somet�mes w�thout tools,
somet�mes w�th a common wooden-handled kn�fe, to saw a sou �nto
two th�n plates, to hollow out these plates w�thout affect�ng the
co�nage stamp, and to make a furrow on the edge of the sou �n such
a manner that the plates w�ll adhere aga�n. Th�s can be screwed



together and unscrewed at w�ll; �t �s a box. In th�s box he h�des a
watch-spr�ng, and th�s watch-spr�ng, properly handled, cuts good-
s�zed cha�ns and bars of �ron. The unfortunate conv�ct �s supposed to
possess merely a sou; not at all, he possesses l�berty. It was a large
sou of th�s sort wh�ch, dur�ng the subsequent search of the pol�ce,
was found under the bed near the w�ndow. They also found a t�ny
saw of blue steel wh�ch would f�t the sou.

It �s probable that the pr�soner had th�s sou p�ece on h�s person at
the moment when the ruff�ans searched h�m, that he contr�ved to
conceal �t �n h�s hand, and that afterward, hav�ng h�s r�ght hand free,
he unscrewed �t, and used �t as a saw to cut the cords wh�ch
fastened h�m, wh�ch would expla�n the fa�nt no�se and almost
�mpercept�ble movements wh�ch Mar�us had observed.

As he had not been able to bend down, for fear of betray�ng
h�mself, he had not cut the bonds of h�s left leg.

The ruff�ans had recovered from the�r f�rst surpr�se.
“Be easy,” sa�d B�grena�lle to Thénard�er. “He st�ll holds by one leg,

and he can’t get away. I’ll answer for that. I t�ed that paw for h�m.”
In the meanwh�le, the pr�soner had begun to speak:—
“You are wretches, but my l�fe �s not worth the trouble of defend�ng

�t. When you th�nk that you can make me speak, that you can make
me wr�te what I do not choose to wr�te, that you can make me say
what I do not choose to say—”

He str�pped up h�s left sleeve, and added:—
“See here.”
At the same moment he extended h�s arm, and la�d the glow�ng

ch�sel wh�ch he held �n h�s left hand by �ts wooden handle on h�s
bare flesh.

The crackl�ng of the burn�ng flesh became aud�ble, and the odor
pecul�ar to chambers of torture f�lled the hovel.
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Mar�us reeled �n utter horror, the very ruff�ans shuddered, hardly a
muscle of the old man’s face contracted, and wh�le the red-hot �ron



sank �nto the smok�ng wound, �mpass�ve and almost august, he f�xed
on Thénard�er h�s beaut�ful glance, �n wh�ch there was no hatred,
and where suffer�ng van�shed �n serene majesty.

W�th grand and lofty natures, the revolts of the flesh and the
senses when subjected to phys�cal suffer�ng cause the soul to spr�ng
forth, and make �t appear on the brow, just as rebell�ons among the
sold�ery force the capta�n to show h�mself.

“Wretches!” sa�d he, “have no more fear of me than I have for
you!”

And, tear�ng the ch�sel from the wound, he hurled �t through the
w�ndow, wh�ch had been left open; the horr�ble, glow�ng tool
d�sappeared �nto the n�ght, wh�rl�ng as �t flew, and fell far away on the
snow.

The pr�soner resumed:—
“Do what you please w�th me.” He was d�sarmed.
“Se�ze h�m!” sa�d Thénard�er.
Two of the ruff�ans la�d the�r hands on h�s shoulder, and the

masked man w�th the ventr�loqu�st’s vo�ce took up h�s stat�on �n front
of h�m, ready to smash h�s skull at the sl�ghtest movement.

At the same t�me, Mar�us heard below h�m, at the base of the
part�t�on, but so near that he could not see who was speak�ng, th�s
colloquy conducted �n a low tone:—

“There �s only one th�ng left to do.”
“Cut h�s throat.”
“That’s �t.”
It was the husband and w�fe tak�ng counsel together.
Thénard�er walked slowly towards the table, opened the drawer,

and took out the kn�fe. Mar�us fretted w�th the handle of h�s p�stol.
Unprecedented perplex�ty! For the last hour he had had two vo�ces �n
h�s consc�ence, the one enjo�n�ng h�m to respect h�s father’s
testament, the other cry�ng to h�m to rescue the pr�soner. These two
vo�ces cont�nued un�nterruptedly that struggle wh�ch tormented h�m
to agony. Up to that moment he had cher�shed a vague hope that he



should f�nd some means of reconc�l�ng these two dut�es, but noth�ng
w�th�n the l�m�ts of poss�b�l�ty had presented �tself.

However, the per�l was urgent, the last bounds of delay had been
reached; Thénard�er was stand�ng thoughtfully a few paces d�stant
from the pr�soner.

Mar�us cast a w�ld glance about h�m, the last mechan�cal resource
of despa�r. All at once a shudder ran through h�m.

At h�s feet, on the table, a br�ght ray of l�ght from the full moon
�llum�nated and seemed to po�nt out to h�m a sheet of paper. On th�s
paper he read the follow�ng l�ne wr�tten that very morn�ng, �n large
letters, by the eldest of the Thénard�er g�rls:—

“THE BOBBIES ARE HERE.”
An �dea, a flash, crossed Mar�us’ m�nd; th�s was the exped�ent of

wh�ch he was �n search, the solut�on of that fr�ghtful problem wh�ch
was tortur�ng h�m, of spar�ng the assass�n and sav�ng the v�ct�m.

He knelt down on h�s commode, stretched out h�s arm, se�zed the
sheet of paper, softly detached a b�t of plaster from the wall, wrapped
the paper round �t, and tossed the whole through the crev�ce �nto the
m�ddle of the den.

It was h�gh t�me. Thénard�er had conquered h�s last fears or h�s
last scruples, and was advanc�ng on the pr�soner.

“Someth�ng �s fall�ng!” cr�ed the Thénard�er woman.
“What �s �t?” asked her husband.
The woman darted forward and p�cked up the b�t of plaster. She

handed �t to her husband.
“Where d�d th�s come from?” demanded Thénard�er.
“Pard�e!” ejaculated h�s w�fe, “where do you suppose �t came

from? Through the w�ndow, of course.”
“I saw �t pass,” sa�d B�grena�lle.
Thénard�er rap�dly unfolded the paper and held �t close to the

candle.
“It’s �n Épon�ne’s handwr�t�ng. The dev�l!”
He made a s�gn to h�s w�fe, who hast�ly drew near, and showed

her the l�ne wr�tten on the sheet of paper, then he added �n a



subdued vo�ce:—
“Qu�ck! The ladder! Let’s leave the bacon �n the mousetrap and

decamp!”
“W�thout cutt�ng that man’s throat?” asked, the Thénard�er woman.
“We haven’t the t�me.”
“Through what?” resumed B�grena�lle.
“Through the w�ndow,” repl�ed Thénard�er. “S�nce Pon�ne has

thrown the stone through the w�ndow, �t �nd�cates that the house �s
not watched on that s�de.”

The mask w�th the ventr�loqu�st’s vo�ce depos�ted h�s huge key on
the floor, ra�sed both arms �n the a�r, and opened and clenched h�s
f�sts, three t�mes rap�dly w�thout utter�ng a word.

Th�s was the s�gnal l�ke the s�gnal for clear�ng the decks for act�on
on board sh�p.

The ruff�ans who were hold�ng the pr�soner released h�m; �n the
tw�nkl�ng of an eye the rope ladder was unrolled outs�de the w�ndow,
and sol�dly fastened to the s�ll by the two �ron hooks.

The pr�soner pa�d no attent�on to what was go�ng on around h�m.
He seemed to be dream�ng or pray�ng.

As soon as the ladder was arranged, Thénard�er cr�ed:
“Come! the bourgeo�se f�rst!”
And he rushed headlong to the w�ndow.
But just as he was about to throw h�s leg over, B�grena�lle se�zed

h�m roughly by the collar.
“Not much, come now, you old dog, after us!”
“After us!” yelled the ruff�ans.
“You are ch�ldren,” sa�d Thénard�er, “we are los�ng t�me. The pol�ce

are on our heels.”
“Well,” sa�d the ruff�ans, “let’s draw lots to see who shall go down

f�rst.”
Thénard�er excla�med:—
“Are you mad! Are you crazy! What a pack of boob�es! You want to

waste t�me, do you? Draw lots, do you? By a wet f�nger, by a short



straw! W�th wr�tten names! Thrown �nto a hat!—”
“Would you l�ke my hat?” cr�ed a vo�ce on the threshold.
All wheeled round. It was Javert.
He had h�s hat �n h�s hand, and was hold�ng �t out to them w�th a

sm�le.



CHAPTER XXI—ONE SHOULD
ALWAYS BEGIN BY ARRESTING THE

VICTIMS
At n�ghtfall, Javert had posted h�s men and had gone �nto ambush

h�mself between the trees of the Rue de la Barr�ère-des-Gobel�ns
wh�ch faced the Gorbeau house, on the other s�de of the boulevard.
He had begun operat�ons by open�ng “h�s pockets,” and dropp�ng
�nto �t the two young g�rls who were charged w�th keep�ng a watch on
the approaches to the den. But he had only “caged” Azelma. As for
Épon�ne, she was not at her post, she had d�sappeared, and he had
not been able to se�ze her. Then Javert had made a po�nt and had
bent h�s ear to wa�t�ng for the s�gnal agreed upon. The com�ngs and
go�ngs of the f�acres had greatly ag�tated h�m. At last, he had grown
�mpat�ent, and, sure that there was a nest there, sure of be�ng �n
“luck,” hav�ng recogn�zed many of the ruff�ans who had entered, he
had f�nally dec�ded to go upsta�rs w�thout wa�t�ng for the p�stol-shot.

It w�ll be remembered that he had Mar�us’ pass-key.
He had arr�ved just �n the n�ck of t�me.
The terr�f�ed ruff�ans flung themselves on the arms wh�ch they had

abandoned �n all the corners at the moment of fl�ght. In less than a
second, these seven men, horr�ble to behold, had grouped
themselves �n an att�tude of defence, one w�th h�s meat-axe, another
w�th h�s key, another w�th h�s bludgeon, the rest w�th shears, p�ncers,
and hammers. Thénard�er had h�s kn�fe �n h�s f�st. The Thénard�er
woman snatched up an enormous pav�ng-stone wh�ch lay �n the
angle of the w�ndow and served her daughters as an ottoman.
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Javert put on h�s hat aga�n, and advanced a couple of paces �nto
the room, w�th arms folded, h�s cane under one arm, h�s sword �n �ts
sheath.

“Halt there,” sa�d he. “You shall not go out by the w�ndow, you shall
go through the door. It’s less unhealthy. There are seven of you,
there are f�fteen of us. Don’t let’s fall to collar�ng each other l�ke men
of Auvergne.”

B�grena�lle drew out a p�stol wh�ch he had kept concealed under
h�s blouse, and put �t �n Thénard�er’s hand, wh�sper�ng �n the latter’s
ear:—

“It’s Javert. I don’t dare f�re at that man. Do you dare?”
“Parbleu!” repl�ed Thénard�er.
“Well, then, f�re.”
Thénard�er took the p�stol and a�med at Javert.
Javert, who was only three paces from h�m, stared �ntently at h�m

and contented h�mself w�th say�ng:—
“Come now, don’t f�re. You’ll m�ss f�re.”
Thénard�er pulled the tr�gger. The p�stol m�ssed f�re.
“D�dn’t I tell you so!” ejaculated Javert.
B�grena�lle flung h�s bludgeon at Javert’s feet.
“You’re the emperor of the f�ends! I surrender.”
“And you?” Javert asked the rest of the ruff�ans.
They repl�ed:—
“So do we.”
Javert began aga�n calmly:—
“That’s r�ght, that’s good, I sa�d so, you are n�ce fellows.”
“I only ask one th�ng,” sa�d B�grena�lle, “and that �s, that I may not

be den�ed tobacco wh�le I am �n conf�nement.”
“Granted,” sa�d Javert.
And turn�ng round and call�ng beh�nd h�m:—
“Come �n now!”



A squad of pol�cemen, sword �n hand, and agents armed w�th
bludgeons and cudgels, rushed �n at Javert’s summons. They
p�n�oned the ruff�ans.

Th�s throng of men, sparely l�ghted by the s�ngle candle, f�lled the
den w�th shadows.

“Handcuff them all!” shouted Javert.
“Come on!” cr�ed a vo�ce wh�ch was not the vo�ce of a man, but of

wh�ch no one would ever have sa�d: “It �s a woman’s vo�ce.”
The Thénard�er woman had entrenched herself �n one of the

angles of the w�ndow, and �t was she who had just g�ven vent to th�s
roar.

The pol�cemen and agents reco�led.
She had thrown off her shawl, but reta�ned her bonnet; her

husband, who was crouch�ng beh�nd her, was almost h�dden under
the d�scarded shawl, and she was sh�eld�ng h�m w�th her body, as
she elevated the pav�ng-stone above her head w�th the gesture of a
g�antess on the po�nt of hurl�ng a rock.

“Beware!” she shouted.
All crowded back towards the corr�dor. A broad open space was

cleared �n the m�ddle of the garret.
The Thénard�er woman cast a glance at the ruff�ans who had

allowed themselves to be p�n�oned, and muttered �n hoarse and
guttural accents:—

“The cowards!”
Javert sm�led, and advanced across the open space wh�ch the

Thénard�er was devour�ng w�th her eyes.
“Don’t come near me,” she cr�ed, “or I’ll crush you.”
“What a grenad�er!” ejaculated Javert; “you’ve got a beard l�ke a

man, mother, but I have claws l�ke a woman.”
And he cont�nued to advance.
The Thénard�er, d�shevelled and terr�ble, set her feet far apart,

threw herself backwards, and hurled the pav�ng-stone at Javert’s
head. Javert ducked, the stone passed over h�m, struck the wall
beh�nd, knocked off a huge p�ece of plaster�ng, and, rebound�ng from



angle to angle across the hovel, now luck�ly almost empty, rested at
Javert’s feet.

At the same moment, Javert reached the Thénard�er couple. One
of h�s b�g hands descended on the woman’s shoulder; the other on
the husband’s head.

“The handcuffs!” he shouted.
The pol�cemen trooped �n �n force, and �n a few seconds Javert’s

order had been executed.
The Thénard�er female, overwhelmed, stared at her p�n�oned

hands, and at those of her husband, who had dropped to the floor,
and excla�med, weep�ng:—

“My daughters!”
“They are �n the jug,” sa�d Javert.
In the meanwh�le, the agents had caught s�ght of the drunken man

asleep beh�nd the door, and were shak�ng h�m:—
He awoke, stammer�ng:—
“Is �t all over, Jondrette?”
“Yes,” repl�ed Javert.
The s�x p�n�oned ruff�ans were stand�ng, and st�ll preserved the�r

spectral m�en; all three besmeared w�th black, all three masked.
“Keep on your masks,” sa�d Javert.
And pass�ng them �n rev�ew w�th a glance of a Freder�ck II. at a

Potsdam parade, he sa�d to the three “ch�mney-bu�lders”:—
“Good day, B�grena�lle! good day, Brujon! good day,

Deuxm�ll�ards!”
Then turn�ng to the three masked men, he sa�d to the man w�th the

meat-axe:—
“Good day, Gueulemer!”
And to the man w�th the cudgel:—
“Good day, Babet!”
And to the ventr�loqu�st:—
“Your health, Claquesous.”



At that moment, he caught s�ght of the ruff�ans’ pr�soner, who, ever
s�nce the entrance of the pol�ce, had not uttered a word, and had
held h�s head down.

“Unt�e the gentleman!” sa�d Javert, “and let no one go out!”
That sa�d, he seated h�mself w�th sovere�gn d�gn�ty before the

table, where the candle and the wr�t�ng-mater�als st�ll rema�ned, drew
a stamped paper from h�s pocket, and began to prepare h�s report.

When he had wr�tten the f�rst l�nes, wh�ch are formulas that never
vary, he ra�sed h�s eyes:—

“Let the gentleman whom these gentlemen bound step forward.”
The pol�cemen glanced round them.
“Well,” sa�d Javert, “where �s he?”
The pr�soner of the ruff�ans, M. Leblanc, M. Urba�n Fabre, the

father of Ursule or the Lark, had d�sappeared.
The door was guarded, but the w�ndow was not. As soon as he

had found h�mself released from h�s bonds, and wh�le Javert was
draw�ng up h�s report, he had taken advantage of confus�on, the
crowd, the darkness, and of a moment when the general attent�on
was d�verted from h�m, to dash out of the w�ndow.

An agent sprang to the open�ng and looked out. He saw no one
outs�de.

The rope ladder was st�ll shak�ng.
“The dev�l!” ejaculated Javert between h�s teeth, “he must have

been the most valuable of the lot.”



CHAPTER XXII—THE LITTLE ONE
WHO WAS CRYING IN VOLUME TWO
On the day follow�ng that on wh�ch these events took place �n the

house on the Boulevard de l’Hôp�tal, a ch�ld, who seemed to be
com�ng from the d�rect�on of the br�dge of Austerl�tz, was ascend�ng
the s�de-alley on the r�ght �n the d�rect�on of the Barr�ère de
Fonta�nebleau.

N�ght had fully come.
Th�s lad was pale, th�n, clad �n rags, w�th l�nen trousers �n the

month of February, and was s�ng�ng at the top of h�s vo�ce.
At the corner of the Rue du Pet�t-Banqu�er, a bent old woman was

rummag�ng �n a heap of refuse by the l�ght of a street lantern; the
ch�ld jostled her as he passed, then reco�led, excla�m�ng:—

“Hello! And I took �t for an enormous, enormous dog!”
He pronounced the word enormous the second t�me w�th a jeer�ng

swell of the vo�ce wh�ch m�ght be tolerably well represented by
cap�tals: “an enormous, ENORMOUS dog.”

The old woman stra�ghtened herself up �n a fury.
“Nasty brat!” she grumbled. “If I hadn’t been bend�ng over, I know

well where I would have planted my foot on you.”
The boy was already far away.
“K�sss! k�sss!” he cr�ed. “After that, I don’t th�nk I was m�staken!”
The old woman, chok�ng w�th �nd�gnat�on, now rose completely

upr�ght, and the red gleam of the lantern fully l�ghted up her l�v�d
face, all hollowed �nto angles and wr�nkles, w�th crow’s-feet meet�ng
the corners of her mouth.

Her body was lost �n the darkness, and only her head was v�s�ble.
One would have pronounced her a mask of Decrep�tude carved out



by a l�ght from the n�ght.
The boy surveyed her.
“Madame,” sa�d he, “does not possess that style of beauty wh�ch

pleases me.”
He then pursued h�s road, and resumed h�s song:—

“Le roi Coupdesabot
S’en allait à la chasse,
À la chasse aux corbeaux—”

At the end of these three l�nes he paused. He had arr�ved �n front
of No. 50-52, and f�nd�ng the door fastened, he began to assault �t
w�th resound�ng and hero�c k�cks, wh�ch betrayed rather the man’s
shoes that he was wear�ng than the ch�ld’s feet wh�ch he owned.

In the meanwh�le, the very old woman whom he had encountered
at the corner of the Rue du Pet�t-Banqu�er hastened up beh�nd h�m,
utter�ng clamorous cr�es and �ndulg�ng �n lav�sh and exaggerated
gestures.

“What’s th�s? What’s th�s? Lord God! He’s batter�ng the door down!
He’s knock�ng the house down.”

The k�cks cont�nued.
The old woman stra�ned her lungs.
“Is that the way bu�ld�ngs are treated nowadays?”
All at once she paused.
She had recogn�zed the gam�n.
“What! so �t’s that �mp!”
“Why, �t’s the old lady,” sa�d the lad. “Good day, Bougonmuche. I

have come to see my ancestors.”
The old woman retorted w�th a compos�te gr�mace, and a

wonderful �mprov�sat�on of hatred tak�ng advantage of feebleness
and ugl�ness, wh�ch was, unfortunately, wasted �n the dark:—

“There’s no one here.”
“Bah!” retorted the boy, “where’s my father?”
“At La Force.”
“Come, now! And my mother?”
“At Sa�nt-Lazare.”



“Well! And my s�sters?”
“At the Madelonettes.”
The lad scratched h�s head beh�nd h�s ear, stared at Ma’am

Bougon, and sa�d:—
“Ah!”
Then he executed a p�rouette on h�s heel; a moment later, the old

woman, who had rema�ned on the door-step, heard h�m s�ng�ng �n
h�s clear, young vo�ce, as he plunged under the black elm-trees, �n
the w�ntry w�nd:—
“Le roi Coupdesabot
S’en allait à la chasse,
À la chasse aux corbeaux,
Monté sur deux échasses.
Quand on passait dessous,
On lui payait deux sous."31

[THE END OF VOLUME III “MARIUS”]
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CHAPTER I—WELL CUT
1831 and 1832, the two years wh�ch are �mmed�ately connected

w�th the Revolut�on of July, form one of the most pecul�ar and str�k�ng
moments of h�story. These two years r�se l�ke two mounta�ns m�dway
between those wh�ch precede and those wh�ch follow them. They
have a revolut�onary grandeur. Prec�p�ces are to be d�st�ngu�shed
there. The soc�al masses, the very ass�zes of c�v�l�zat�on, the sol�d
group of superposed and adher�ng �nterests, the century-old prof�les
of the anc�ent French format�on, appear and d�sappear �n them every
�nstant, athwart the storm clouds of systems, of pass�ons, and of
theor�es. These appearances and d�sappearances have been
des�gnated as movement and res�stance. At �ntervals, truth, that
dayl�ght of the human soul, can be descr�ed sh�n�ng there.

Th�s remarkable epoch �s dec�dedly c�rcumscr�bed and �s
beg�nn�ng to be suff�c�ently d�stant from us to allow of our grasp�ng
the pr�nc�pal l�nes even at the present day.

We shall make the attempt.
The Restorat�on had been one of those �ntermed�ate phases, hard

to def�ne, �n wh�ch there �s fat�gue, buzz�ng, murmurs, sleep, tumult,
and wh�ch are noth�ng else than the arr�val of a great nat�on at a
halt�ng-place.

These epochs are pecul�ar and m�slead the pol�t�c�ans who des�re
to convert them to prof�t. In the beg�nn�ng, the nat�on asks noth�ng
but repose; �t th�rsts for but one th�ng, peace; �t has but one amb�t�on,
to be small. Wh�ch �s the translat�on of rema�n�ng tranqu�l. Of great
events, great hazards, great adventures, great men, thank God, we
have seen enough, we have them heaped h�gher than our heads.
We would exchange Cæsar for Prus�as, and Napoleon for the K�ng
of Yvetot. “What a good l�ttle k�ng was he!” We have marched s�nce
daybreak, we have reached the even�ng of a long and to�lsome day;
we have made our f�rst change w�th M�rabeau, the second w�th



Robesp�erre, the th�rd w�th Bonaparte; we are worn out. Each one
demands a bed.

Devot�on wh�ch �s weary, hero�sm wh�ch has grown old, amb�t�ons
wh�ch are sated, fortunes wh�ch are made, seek, demand, �mplore,
sol�c�t, what? A shelter. They have �t. They take possess�on of peace,
of tranqu�ll�ty, of le�sure; behold, they are content. But, at the same
t�me certa�n facts ar�se, compel recogn�t�on, and knock at the door �n
the�r turn. These facts are the products of revolut�ons and wars, they
are, they ex�st, they have the r�ght to �nstall themselves �n soc�ety,
and they do �nstall themselves there�n; and most of the t�me, facts
are the stewards of the household and four�ers32 who do noth�ng but
prepare lodg�ngs for pr�nc�ples.

Th�s, then, �s what appears to ph�losoph�cal pol�t�c�ans:—
At the same t�me that weary men demand repose, accompl�shed

facts demand guarantees. Guarantees are the same to facts that
repose �s to men.

Th�s �s what England demanded of the Stuarts after the Protector;
th�s �s what France demanded of the Bourbons after the Emp�re.

These guarantees are a necess�ty of the t�mes. They must be
accorded. Pr�nces “grant” them, but �n real�ty, �t �s the force of th�ngs
wh�ch g�ves them. A profound truth, and one useful to know, wh�ch
the Stuarts d�d not suspect �n 1662 and wh�ch the Bourbons d�d not
even obta�n a gl�mpse of �n 1814.

The predest�ned fam�ly, wh�ch returned to France when Napoleon
fell, had the fatal s�mpl�c�ty to bel�eve that �t was �tself wh�ch
bestowed, and that what �t had bestowed �t could take back aga�n;
that the House of Bourbon possessed the r�ght d�v�ne, that France
possessed noth�ng, and that the pol�t�cal r�ght conceded �n the
charter of Lou�s XVIII. was merely a branch of the r�ght d�v�ne, was
detached by the House of Bourbon and grac�ously g�ven to the
people unt�l such day as �t should please the K�ng to reassume �t.
St�ll, the House of Bourbon should have felt, from the d�spleasure
created by the g�ft, that �t d�d not come from �t.

Th�s house was churl�sh to the n�neteenth century. It put on an �ll-
tempered look at every development of the nat�on. To make use of a



tr�v�al word, that �s to say, of a popular and a true word, �t looked
glum. The people saw th�s.

It thought �t possessed strength because the Emp�re had been
carr�ed away before �t l�ke a theatr�cal stage-sett�ng. It d�d not
perce�ve that �t had, �tself, been brought �n �n the same fash�on. It d�d
not perce�ve that �t also lay �n that hand wh�ch had removed
Napoleon.

It thought that �t had roots, because �t was the past. It was
m�staken; �t formed a part of the past, but the whole past was
France. The roots of French soc�ety were not f�xed �n the Bourbons,
but �n the nat�ons. These obscure and l�vely roots const�tuted, not the
r�ght of a fam�ly, but the h�story of a people. They were everywhere,
except under the throne.

The House of Bourbon was to France the �llustr�ous and bleed�ng
knot �n her h�story, but was no longer the pr�nc�pal element of her
dest�ny, and the necessary base of her pol�t�cs. She could get along
w�thout the Bourbons; she had done w�thout them for two and twenty
years; there had been a break of cont�nu�ty; they d�d not suspect the
fact. And how should they have suspected �t, they who fanc�ed that
Lou�s XVII. re�gned on the 9th of Therm�dor, and that Lou�s XVIII.
was re�gn�ng at the battle of Marengo? Never, s�nce the or�g�n of
h�story, had pr�nces been so bl�nd �n the presence of facts and the
port�on of d�v�ne author�ty wh�ch facts conta�n and promulgate. Never
had that pretens�on here below wh�ch �s called the r�ght of k�ngs
den�ed to such a po�nt the r�ght from on h�gh.

A cap�tal error wh�ch led th�s fam�ly to lay �ts hand once more on
the guarantees “granted” �n 1814, on the concess�ons, as �t termed
them. Sad. A sad th�ng! What �t termed �ts concess�ons were our
conquests; what �t termed our encroachments were our r�ghts.

When the hour seemed to �t to have come, the Restorat�on,
suppos�ng �tself v�ctor�ous over Bonaparte and well-rooted �n the
country, that �s to say, bel�ev�ng �tself to be strong and deep, abruptly
dec�ded on �ts plan of act�on, and r�sked �ts stroke. One morn�ng �t
drew �tself up before the face of France, and, elevat�ng �ts vo�ce, �t
contested the collect�ve t�tle and the �nd�v�dual r�ght of the nat�on to
sovere�gnty, of the c�t�zen to l�berty. In other words, �t den�ed to the



nat�on that wh�ch made �t a nat�on, and to the c�t�zen that wh�ch
made h�m a c�t�zen.

Th�s �s the foundat�on of those famous acts wh�ch are called the
ord�nances of July. The Restorat�on fell.

It fell justly. But, we adm�t, �t had not been absolutely host�le to all
forms of progress. Great th�ngs had been accompl�shed, w�th �t
alongs�de.

Under the Restorat�on, the nat�on had grown accustomed to calm
d�scuss�on, wh�ch had been lack�ng under the Republ�c, and to
grandeur �n peace, wh�ch had been want�ng under the Emp�re.
France free and strong had offered an encourag�ng spectacle to the
other peoples of Europe. The Revolut�on had had the word under
Robesp�erre; the cannon had had the word under Bonaparte; �t was
under Lou�s XVIII. and Charles X. that �t was the turn of �ntell�gence
to have the word. The w�nd ceased, the torch was l�ghted once more.
On the lofty he�ghts, the pure l�ght of m�nd could be seen fl�cker�ng. A
magn�f�cent, useful, and charm�ng spectacle. For a space of f�fteen
years, those great pr�nc�ples wh�ch are so old for the th�nker, so new
for the statesman, could be seen at work �n perfect peace, on the
publ�c square; equal�ty before the law, l�berty of consc�ence, l�berty of
speech, l�berty of the press, the access�b�l�ty of all apt�tudes to all
funct�ons. Thus �t proceeded unt�l 1830. The Bourbons were an
�nstrument of c�v�l�zat�on wh�ch broke �n the hands of Prov�dence.

The fall of the Bourbons was full of grandeur, not on the�r s�de, but
on the s�de of the nat�on. They qu�tted the throne w�th grav�ty, but
w�thout author�ty; the�r descent �nto the n�ght was not one of those
solemn d�sappearances wh�ch leave a sombre emot�on �n h�story; �t
was ne�ther the spectral calm of Charles I., nor the eagle scream of
Napoleon. They departed, that �s all. They la�d down the crown, and
reta�ned no aureole. They were worthy, but they were not august.
They lacked, �n a certa�n measure, the majesty of the�r m�sfortune.
Charles X. dur�ng the voyage from Cherbourg, caus�ng a round table
to be cut over �nto a square table, appeared to be more anx�ous
about �mper�lled et�quette than about the crumbl�ng monarchy. Th�s
d�m�nut�on saddened devoted men who loved the�r persons, and
ser�ous men who honored the�r race. The populace was adm�rable.



The nat�on, attacked one morn�ng w�th weapons, by a sort of royal
�nsurrect�on, felt �tself �n the possess�on of so much force that �t d�d
not go �nto a rage. It defended �tself, restra�ned �tself, restored th�ngs
to the�r places, the government to law, the Bourbons to ex�le, alas!
and then halted! It took the old k�ng Charles X. from beneath that
da�s wh�ch had sheltered Lou�s XIV. and set h�m gently on the
ground. It touched the royal personages only w�th sadness and
precaut�on. It was not one man, �t was not a few men, �t was France,
France ent�re, France v�ctor�ous and �ntox�cated w�th her v�ctory, who
seemed to be com�ng to herself, and who put �nto pract�ce, before
the eyes of the whole world, these grave words of Gu�llaume du Va�r
after the day of the Barr�cades:—

“It �s easy for those who are accustomed to sk�m the favors of the
great, and to spr�ng, l�ke a b�rd from bough to bough, from an
affl�cted fortune to a flour�sh�ng one, to show themselves harsh
towards the�r Pr�nce �n h�s advers�ty; but as for me, the fortune of my
K�ngs and espec�ally of my affl�cted K�ngs, w�ll always be venerable
to me.”

The Bourbons carr�ed away w�th them respect, but not regret. As
we have just stated, the�r m�sfortune was greater than they were.
They faded out �n the hor�zon.

The Revolut�on of July �nstantly had fr�ends and enem�es
throughout the ent�re world. The f�rst rushed toward her w�th joy and
enthus�asm, the others turned away, each accord�ng to h�s nature. At
the f�rst blush, the pr�nces of Europe, the owls of th�s dawn, shut the�r
eyes, wounded and stupef�ed, and only opened them to threaten. A
fr�ght wh�ch can be comprehended, a wrath wh�ch can be pardoned.
Th�s strange revolut�on had hardly produced a shock; �t had not even
pa�d to vanqu�shed royalty the honor of treat�ng �t as an enemy, and
of shedd�ng �ts blood. In the eyes of despot�c governments, who are
always �nterested �n hav�ng l�berty calumn�ate �tself, the Revolut�on of
July comm�tted the fault of be�ng form�dable and of rema�n�ng gentle.
Noth�ng, however, was attempted or plotted aga�nst �t. The most
d�scontented, the most �rr�tated, the most trembl�ng, saluted �t;
whatever our egot�sm and our rancor may be, a myster�ous respect



spr�ngs from events �n wh�ch we are sens�ble of the collaborat�on of
some one who �s work�ng above man.

The Revolut�on of July �s the tr�umph of r�ght overthrow�ng the fact.
A th�ng wh�ch �s full of splendor.

R�ght overthrow�ng the fact. Hence the br�ll�ancy of the Revolut�on
of 1830, hence, also, �ts m�ldness. R�ght tr�umphant has no need of
be�ng v�olent.

R�ght �s the just and the true.
The property of r�ght �s to rema�n eternally beaut�ful and pure. The

fact, even when most necessary to all appearances, even when
most thoroughly accepted by contemporar�es, �f �t ex�st only as a
fact, and �f �t conta�n only too l�ttle of r�ght, or none at all, �s �nfall�bly
dest�ned to become, �n the course of t�me, deformed, �mpure,
perhaps, even monstrous. If one des�res to learn at one blow, to
what degree of h�deousness the fact can atta�n, v�ewed at the
d�stance of centur�es, let h�m look at Mach�avell�. Mach�avell� �s not
an ev�l gen�us, nor a demon, nor a m�serable and cowardly wr�ter; he
�s noth�ng but the fact. And he �s not only the Ital�an fact; he �s the
European fact, the fact of the s�xteenth century. He seems h�deous,
and so he �s, �n the presence of the moral �dea of the n�neteenth.

Th�s confl�ct of r�ght and fact has been go�ng on ever s�nce the
or�g�n of soc�ety. To term�nate th�s duel, to amalgamate the pure �dea
w�th the humane real�ty, to cause r�ght to penetrate pac�f�cally �nto
the fact and the fact �nto r�ght, that �s the task of sages.



CHAPTER II—BADLY SEWED
But the task of sages �s one th�ng, the task of clever men �s

another. The Revolut�on of 1830 came to a sudden halt.
As soon as a revolut�on has made the coast, the sk�lful make

haste to prepare the sh�pwreck.
The sk�lful �n our century have conferred on themselves the t�tle of

Statesmen; so that th�s word, statesmen, has ended by becom�ng
somewhat of a slang word. It must be borne �n m�nd, �n fact, that
wherever there �s noth�ng but sk�ll, there �s necessar�ly pett�ness. To
say “the sk�lful” amounts to say�ng “the med�ocre.”

In the same way, to say “statesmen” �s somet�mes equ�valent to
say�ng “tra�tors.” If, then, we are to bel�eve the sk�lful, revolut�ons l�ke
the Revolut�on of July are severed arter�es; a prompt l�gature �s
�nd�spensable. The r�ght, too grandly procla�med, �s shaken. Also,
r�ght once f�rmly f�xed, the state must be strengthened. L�berty once
assured, attent�on must be d�rected to power.

Here the sages are not, as yet, separated from the sk�lful, but they
beg�n to be d�strustful. Power, very good. But, �n the f�rst place, what
�s power? In the second, whence comes �t? The sk�lful do not seem
to hear the murmured object�on, and they cont�nue the�r manœuvres.

Accord�ng to the pol�t�c�ans, who are �ngen�ous �n putt�ng the mask
of necess�ty on prof�table f�ct�ons, the f�rst requ�rement of a people
after a revolut�on, when th�s people forms part of a monarch�cal
cont�nent, �s to procure for �tself a dynasty. In th�s way, say they,
peace, that �s to say, t�me to dress our wounds, and to repa�r the
house, can be had after a revolut�on. The dynasty conceals the
scaffold�ng and covers the ambulance. Now, �t �s not always easy to
procure a dynasty.

If �t �s absolutely necessary, the f�rst man of gen�us or even the f�rst
man of fortune who comes to hand suff�ces for the manufactur�ng of



a k�ng. You have, �n the f�rst case, Napoleon; �n the second, Iturb�de.
But the f�rst fam�ly that comes to hand does not suff�ce to make a

dynasty. There �s necessar�ly requ�red a certa�n mod�cum of ant�qu�ty
�n a race, and the wr�nkle of the centur�es cannot be �mprov�sed.

If we place ourselves at the po�nt of v�ew of the “statesmen,” after
mak�ng all allowances, of course, after a revolut�on, what are the
qual�t�es of the k�ng wh�ch result from �t? He may be and �t �s useful
for h�m to be a revolut�onary; that �s to say, a part�c�pant �n h�s own
person �n that revolut�on, that he should have lent a hand to �t, that
he should have e�ther comprom�sed or d�st�ngu�shed h�mself there�n,
that he should have touched the axe or w�elded the sword �n �t.

What are the qual�t�es of a dynasty? It should be nat�onal; that �s to
say, revolut�onary at a d�stance, not through acts comm�tted, but by
reason of �deas accepted. It should be composed of past and be
h�stor�c; be composed of future and be sympathet�c.

All th�s expla�ns why the early revolut�ons contented themselves
w�th f�nd�ng a man, Cromwell or Napoleon; and why the second
absolutely �ns�sted on f�nd�ng a fam�ly, the House of Brunsw�ck or the
House of Orleans.

Royal houses resemble those Ind�an f�g-trees, each branch of
wh�ch, bend�ng over to the earth, takes root and becomes a f�g-tree
�tself. Each branch may become a dynasty. On the sole cond�t�on
that �t shall bend down to the people.

Such �s the theory of the sk�lful.
Here, then, l�es the great art: to make a l�ttle render to success the

sound of a catastrophe �n order that those who prof�t by �t may
tremble from �t also, to season w�th fear every step that �s taken, to
augment the curve of the trans�t�on to the po�nt of retard�ng progress,
to dull that aurora, to denounce and retrench the harshness of
enthus�asm, to cut all angles and na�ls, to wad tr�umph, to muffle up
r�ght, to envelop the g�ant-people �n flannel, and to put �t to bed very
speed�ly, to �mpose a d�et on that excess of health, to put Hercules
on the treatment of a convalescent, to d�lute the event w�th the
exped�ent, to offer to sp�r�ts th�rst�ng for the �deal that nectar th�nned
out w�th a pot�on, to take one’s precaut�ons aga�nst too much
success, to garn�sh the revolut�on w�th a shade.



1830 pract�sed th�s theory, already appl�ed to England by 1688.
1830 �s a revolut�on arrested m�dway. Half of progress, quas�-r�ght.

Now, log�c knows not the “almost,” absolutely as the sun knows not
the candle.

Who arrests revolut�ons half-way? The bourgeo�s�e?
Why?
Because the bourgeo�s�e �s �nterest wh�ch has reached

sat�sfact�on. Yesterday �t was appet�te, to-day �t �s plen�tude, to-
morrow �t w�ll be sat�ety.

The phenomenon of 1814 after Napoleon was reproduced �n 1830
after Charles X.

The attempt has been made, and wrongly, to make a class of the
bourgeo�s�e. The bourgeo�s�e �s s�mply the contented port�on of the
people. The bourgeo�s �s the man who now has t�me to s�t down. A
cha�r �s not a caste.

But through a des�re to s�t down too soon, one may arrest the very
march of the human race. Th�s has often been the fault of the
bourgeo�s�e.

One �s not a class because one has comm�tted a fault. Self�shness
�s not one of the d�v�s�ons of the soc�al order.

Moreover, we must be just to self�shness. The state to wh�ch that
part of the nat�on wh�ch �s called the bourgeo�s�e asp�red after the
shock of 1830 was not the �nert�a wh�ch �s compl�cated w�th
�nd�fference and laz�ness, and wh�ch conta�ns a l�ttle shame; �t was
not the slumber wh�ch presupposes a momentary forgetfulness
access�ble to dreams; �t was the halt.

The halt �s a word formed of a s�ngular double and almost
contrad�ctory sense: a troop on the march, that �s to say, movement;
a stand, that �s to say, repose.

The halt �s the restorat�on of forces; �t �s repose armed and on the
alert; �t �s the accompl�shed fact wh�ch posts sent�nels and holds
�tself on �ts guard.

The halt presupposes the combat of yesterday and the combat of
to-morrow.



It �s the part�t�on between 1830 and 1848.
What we here call combat may also be des�gnated as progress.
The bourgeo�s�e then, as well as the statesmen, requ�red a man

who should express th�s word Halt. An Although-Because. A
compos�te �nd�v�dual�ty, s�gn�fy�ng revolut�on and s�gn�fy�ng stab�l�ty, �n
other terms, strengthen�ng the present by the ev�dent compat�b�l�ty of
the past w�th the future.

Th�s man was “already found.” H�s name was Lou�s Ph�l�ppe
d’Orleans.

The 221 made Lou�s Ph�l�ppe K�ng. Lafayette undertook the
coronat�on.

He called �t the best of republ�cs. The town-hall of Par�s took the
place of the Cathedral of Rhe�ms.

Th�s subst�tut�on of a half-throne for a whole throne was “the work
of 1830.”

When the sk�lful had f�n�shed, the �mmense v�ce of the�r solut�on
became apparent. All th�s had been accompl�shed outs�de the
bounds of absolute r�ght. Absolute r�ght cr�ed: “I protest!” then,
terr�ble to say, �t ret�red �nto the darkness.



CHAPTER III—LOUIS PHILIPPE
Revolut�ons have a terr�ble arm and a happy hand, they str�ke

f�rmly and choose well. Even �ncomplete, even debased and abused
and reduced to the state of a jun�or revolut�on l�ke the Revolut�on of
1830, they nearly always reta�n suff�c�ent prov�dent�al luc�d�ty to
prevent them from fall�ng am�ss. The�r ecl�pse �s never an abd�cat�on.

Nevertheless, let us not boast too loudly; revolut�ons also may be
dece�ved, and grave errors have been seen.

Let us return to 1830. 1830, �n �ts dev�at�on, had good luck. In the
establ�shment wh�ch ent�tled �tself order after the revolut�on had been
cut short, the K�ng amounted to more than royalty. Lou�s Ph�l�ppe
was a rare man.

The son of a father to whom h�story w�ll accord certa�n attenuat�ng
c�rcumstances, but also as worthy of esteem as that father had been
of blame; possess�ng all pr�vate v�rtues and many publ�c v�rtues;
careful of h�s health, of h�s fortune, of h�s person, of h�s affa�rs,
know�ng the value of a m�nute and not always the value of a year;
sober, serene, peaceable, pat�ent; a good man and a good pr�nce;
sleep�ng w�th h�s w�fe, and hav�ng �n h�s palace lackeys charged w�th
the duty of show�ng the conjugal bed to the bourgeo�s, an ostentat�on
of the regular sleep�ng-apartment wh�ch had become useful after the
former �lleg�t�mate d�splays of the elder branch; know�ng all the
languages of Europe, and, what �s more rare, all the languages of all
�nterests, and speak�ng them; an adm�rable representat�ve of the
“m�ddle class,” but outstr�pp�ng �t, and �n every way greater than �t;
possess�ng excellent sense, wh�le apprec�at�ng the blood from wh�ch
he had sprung, count�ng most of all on h�s �ntr�ns�c worth, and, on the
quest�on of h�s race, very part�cular, declar�ng h�mself Orleans and
not Bourbon; thoroughly the f�rst Pr�nce of the Blood Royal wh�le he
was st�ll only a Serene H�ghness, but a frank bourgeo�s from the day
he became k�ng; d�ffuse �n publ�c, conc�se �n pr�vate; reputed, but not



proved to be a m�ser; at bottom, one of those econom�sts who are
read�ly prod�gal at the�r own fancy or duty; lettered, but not very
sens�t�ve to letters; a gentleman, but not a cheval�er; s�mple, calm,
and strong; adored by h�s fam�ly and h�s household; a fasc�nat�ng
talker, an undece�ved statesman, �nwardly cold, dom�nated by
�mmed�ate �nterest, always govern�ng at the shortest range,
�ncapable of rancor and of grat�tude, mak�ng use w�thout mercy of
super�or�ty on med�ocr�ty, clever �n gett�ng parl�amentary major�t�es to
put �n the wrong those myster�ous unan�m�t�es wh�ch mutter dully
under thrones; unreserved, somet�mes �mprudent �n h�s lack of
reserve, but w�th marvellous address �n that �mprudence; fert�le �n
exped�ents, �n countenances, �n masks; mak�ng France fear Europe
and Europe France! Incontestably fond of h�s country, but preferr�ng
h�s fam�ly; assum�ng more dom�nat�on than author�ty and more
author�ty than d�gn�ty, a d�spos�t�on wh�ch has th�s unfortunate
property, that as �t turns everyth�ng to success, �t adm�ts of ruse and
does not absolutely repud�ate baseness, but wh�ch has th�s valuable
s�de, that �t preserves pol�t�cs from v�olent shocks, the state from
fractures, and soc�ety from catastrophes; m�nute, correct, v�g�lant,
attent�ve, sagac�ous, �ndefat�gable; contrad�ct�ng h�mself at t�mes and
g�v�ng h�mself the l�e; bold aga�nst Austr�a at Ancona, obst�nate
aga�nst England �n Spa�n, bombard�ng Antwerp, and pay�ng off
Pr�tchard; s�ng�ng the Marse�lla�se w�th conv�ct�on, �naccess�ble to
despondency, to lass�tude, to the taste for the beaut�ful and the �deal,
to dar�ng generos�ty, to Utop�a, to ch�mæras, to wrath, to van�ty, to
fear; possess�ng all the forms of personal �ntrep�d�ty; a general at
Valmy; a sold�er at Jemappes; attacked e�ght t�mes by reg�c�des and
always sm�l�ng. Brave as a grenad�er, courageous as a th�nker;
uneasy only �n the face of the chances of a European shak�ng up,
and unf�tted for great pol�t�cal adventures; always ready to r�sk h�s
l�fe, never h�s work; d�sgu�s�ng h�s w�ll �n �nfluence, �n order that he
m�ght be obeyed as an �ntell�gence rather than as a k�ng; endowed
w�th observat�on and not w�th d�v�nat�on; not very attent�ve to m�nds,
but know�ng men, that �s to say requ�r�ng to see �n order to judge;
prompt and penetrat�ng good sense, pract�cal w�sdom, easy speech,
prod�g�ous memory; draw�ng �ncessantly on th�s memory, h�s only
po�nt of resemblance w�th Cæsar, Alexander, and Napoleon;



know�ng deeds, facts, deta�ls, dates, proper names, �gnorant of
tendenc�es, pass�ons, the d�verse gen�uses of the crowd, the �nter�or
asp�rat�ons, the h�dden and obscure upr�s�ngs of souls, �n a word, all
that can be des�gnated as the �nv�s�ble currents of consc�ences;
accepted by the surface, but l�ttle �n accord w�th France lower down;
extr�cat�ng h�mself by d�nt of tact; govern�ng too much and not
enough; h�s own f�rst m�n�ster; excellent at creat�ng out of the
pett�ness of real�t�es an obstacle to the �mmens�ty of �deas; m�ngl�ng
a genu�ne creat�ve faculty of c�v�l�zat�on, of order and organ�zat�on,
an �ndescr�bable sp�r�t of proceed�ngs and ch�canery, the founder and
lawyer of a dynasty; hav�ng someth�ng of Charlemagne and
someth�ng of an attorney; �n short, a lofty and or�g�nal f�gure, a pr�nce
who understood how to create author�ty �n sp�te of the uneas�ness of
France, and power �n sp�te of the jealousy of Europe. Lou�s Ph�l�ppe
w�ll be classed among the em�nent men of h�s century, and would be
ranked among the most �llustr�ous governors of h�story had he loved
glory but a l�ttle, and �f he had had the sent�ment of what �s great to
the same degree as the feel�ng for what �s useful.

Lou�s Ph�l�ppe had been handsome, and �n h�s old age he
rema�ned graceful; not always approved by the nat�on, he always
was so by the masses; he pleased. He had that g�ft of charm�ng. He
lacked majesty; he wore no crown, although a k�ng, and no wh�te
ha�r, although an old man; h�s manners belonged to the old reg�me
and h�s hab�ts to the new; a m�xture of the noble and the bourgeo�s
wh�ch su�ted 1830; Lou�s Ph�l�ppe was trans�t�on re�gn�ng; he had
preserved the anc�ent pronunc�at�on and the anc�ent orthography
wh�ch he placed at the serv�ce of op�n�ons modern; he loved Poland
and Hungary, but he wrote les Polono�s, and he pronounced les
Hongra�s. He wore the un�form of the nat�onal guard, l�ke Charles X.,
and the r�bbon of the Leg�on of Honor, l�ke Napoleon.

He went a l�ttle to chapel, not at all to the chase, never to the
opera. Incorrupt�ble by sacr�stans, by wh�ppers-�n, by ballet-dancers;
th�s made a part of h�s bourgeo�s popular�ty. He had no heart. He
went out w�th h�s umbrella under h�s arm, and th�s umbrella long
formed a part of h�s aureole. He was a b�t of a mason, a b�t of a
gardener, someth�ng of a doctor; he bled a post�l�on who had
tumbled from h�s horse; Lou�s Ph�l�ppe no more went about w�thout



h�s lancet, than d�d Henr� IV. w�thout h�s pon�ard. The Royal�sts
jeered at th�s r�d�culous k�ng, the f�rst who had ever shed blood w�th
the object of heal�ng.

For the gr�evances aga�nst Lou�s Ph�l�ppe, there �s one deduct�on
to be made; there �s that wh�ch accuses royalty, that wh�ch accuses
the re�gn, that wh�ch accuses the K�ng; three columns wh�ch all g�ve
d�fferent totals. Democrat�c r�ght conf�scated, progress becomes a
matter of secondary �nterest, the protests of the street v�olently
repressed, m�l�tary execut�on of �nsurrect�ons, the r�s�ng passed over
by arms, the Rue Transnona�n, the counsels of war, the absorpt�on of
the real country by the legal country, on half shares w�th three
hundred thousand pr�v�leged persons,—these are the deeds of
royalty; Belg�um refused, Alger�a too harshly conquered, and, as �n
the case of Ind�a by the Engl�sh, w�th more barbar�sm than
c�v�l�zat�on, the breach of fa�th, to Abd-el-Kader, Blaye, Deutz bought,
Pr�tchard pa�d,—these are the do�ngs of the re�gn; the pol�cy wh�ch
was more domest�c than nat�onal was the do�ng of the K�ng.

As w�ll be seen, the proper deduct�on hav�ng been made, the
K�ng’s charge �s decreased.

Th�s �s h�s great fault; he was modest �n the name of France.
Whence ar�ses th�s fault?
We w�ll state �t.
Lou�s Ph�l�ppe was rather too much of a paternal k�ng; that

�ncubat�on of a fam�ly w�th the object of found�ng a dynasty �s afra�d
of everyth�ng and does not l�ke to be d�sturbed; hence excess�ve
t�m�d�ty, wh�ch �s d�spleas�ng to the people, who have the 14th of July
�n the�r c�v�l and Austerl�tz �n the�r m�l�tary trad�t�on.

Moreover, �f we deduct the publ�c dut�es wh�ch requ�re to be
fulf�lled f�rst of all, that deep tenderness of Lou�s Ph�l�ppe towards h�s
fam�ly was deserved by the fam�ly. That domest�c group was worthy
of adm�rat�on. V�rtues there dwelt s�de by s�de w�th talents. One of
Lou�s Ph�l�ppe’s daughters, Mar�e d’Orleans, placed the name of her
race among art�sts, as Charles d’Orleans had placed �t among poets.
She made of her soul a marble wh�ch she named Jeanne d’Arc. Two
of Lou�s Ph�l�ppe’s daughters el�c�ted from Mettern�ch th�s eulog�um:



“They are young people such as are rarely seen, and pr�nces such
as are never seen.”

Th�s, w�thout any d�ss�mulat�on, and also w�thout any
exaggerat�on, �s the truth about Lou�s Ph�l�ppe.

To be Pr�nce Equal�ty, to bear �n h�s own person the contrad�ct�on
of the Restorat�on and the Revolut�on, to have that d�squ�et�ng s�de
of the revolut�onary wh�ch becomes reassur�ng �n govern�ng power,
there�n lay the fortune of Lou�s Ph�l�ppe �n 1830; never was there a
more complete adaptat�on of a man to an event; the one entered �nto
the other, and the �ncarnat�on took place. Lou�s Ph�l�ppe �s 1830
made man. Moreover, he had �n h�s favor that great recommendat�on
to the throne, ex�le. He had been proscr�bed, a wanderer, poor. He
had l�ved by h�s own labor. In Sw�tzerland, th�s he�r to the r�chest
pr�ncely doma�ns �n France had sold an old horse �n order to obta�n
bread. At Re�chenau, he gave lessons �n mathemat�cs, wh�le h�s
s�ster Adela�de d�d wool work and sewed. These souven�rs
connected w�th a k�ng rendered the bourgeo�s�e enthus�ast�c. He
had, w�th h�s own hands, demol�shed the �ron cage of Mont-Sa�nt-
M�chel, bu�lt by Lou�s XI., and used by Lou�s XV. He was the
compan�on of Dumour�ez, he was the fr�end of Lafayette; he had
belonged to the Jacob�ns’ club; M�rabeau had slapped h�m on the
shoulder; Danton had sa�d to h�m: “Young man!” At the age of four
and twenty, �n ’93, be�ng then M. de Chartres, he had w�tnessed,
from the depth of a box, the tr�al of Lou�s XVI., so well named that
poor tyrant. The bl�nd cla�rvoyance of the Revolut�on, break�ng
royalty �n the K�ng and the K�ng w�th royalty, d�d so almost w�thout
not�c�ng the man �n the f�erce crush�ng of the �dea, the vast storm of
the Assembly-Tr�bunal, the publ�c wrath �nterrogat�ng, Capet not
know�ng what to reply, the alarm�ng, stupef�ed vac�llat�on by that
royal head beneath that sombre breath, the relat�ve �nnocence of all
�n that catastrophe, of those who condemned as well as of the man
condemned,—he had looked on those th�ngs, he had contemplated
that g�dd�ness; he had seen the centur�es appear before the bar of
the Assembly-Convent�on; he had beheld, beh�nd Lou�s XVI., that
unfortunate passer-by who was made respons�ble, the terr�ble
culpr�t, the monarchy, r�se through the shadows; and there had



l�ngered �n h�s soul the respectful fear of these �mmense just�ces of
the populace, wh�ch are almost as �mpersonal as the just�ce of God.

The trace left �n h�m by the Revolut�on was prod�g�ous. Its memory
was l�ke a l�v�ng �mpr�nt of those great years, m�nute by m�nute. One
day, �n the presence of a w�tness whom we are not perm�tted to
doubt, he rect�f�ed from memory the whole of the letter A �n the
alphabet�cal l�st of the Const�tuent Assembly.

Lou�s Ph�l�ppe was a k�ng of the broad dayl�ght. Wh�le he re�gned
the press was free, the tr�bune was free, consc�ence and speech
were free. The laws of September are open to s�ght. Although fully
aware of the gnaw�ng power of l�ght on pr�v�leges, he left h�s throne
exposed to the l�ght. H�story w�ll do just�ce to h�m for th�s loyalty.

Lou�s Ph�l�ppe, l�ke all h�stor�cal men who have passed from the
scene, �s to-day put on h�s tr�al by the human consc�ence. H�s case
�s, as yet, only �n the lower court.

The hour when h�story speaks w�th �ts free and venerable accent,
has not yet sounded for h�m; the moment has not come to
pronounce a def�n�te judgment on th�s k�ng; the austere and
�llustr�ous h�stor�an Lou�s Blanc has h�mself recently softened h�s f�rst
verd�ct; Lou�s Ph�l�ppe was elected by those two almosts wh�ch are
called the 221 and 1830, that �s to say, by a half-Parl�ament, and a
half-revolut�on; and �n any case, from the super�or po�nt of v�ew
where ph�losophy must place �tself, we cannot judge h�m here, as the
reader has seen above, except w�th certa�n reservat�ons �n the name
of the absolute democrat�c pr�nc�ple; �n the eyes of the absolute,
outs�de these two r�ghts, the r�ght of man �n the f�rst place, the r�ght
of the people �n the second, all �s usurpat�on; but what we can say,
even at the present day, that after mak�ng these reserves �s, that to
sum up the whole, and �n whatever manner he �s cons�dered, Lou�s
Ph�l�ppe, taken �n h�mself, and from the po�nt of v�ew of human
goodness, w�ll rema�n, to use the ant�que language of anc�ent
h�story, one of the best pr�nces who ever sat on a throne.

What �s there aga�nst h�m? That throne. Take away Lou�s Ph�l�ppe
the k�ng, there rema�ns the man. And the man �s good. He �s good at
t�mes even to the po�nt of be�ng adm�rable. Often, �n the m�dst of h�s
gravest souven�rs, after a day of confl�ct w�th the whole d�plomacy of



the cont�nent, he returned at n�ght to h�s apartments, and there,
exhausted w�th fat�gue, overwhelmed w�th sleep, what d�d he do? He
took a death sentence and passed the n�ght �n rev�s�ng a cr�m�nal
su�t, cons�der�ng �t someth�ng to hold h�s own aga�nst Europe, but
that �t was a st�ll greater matter to rescue a man from the
execut�oner. He obst�nately ma�nta�ned h�s op�n�on aga�nst h�s
keeper of the seals; he d�sputed the ground w�th the gu�llot�ne foot by
foot aga�nst the crown attorneys, those chatterers of the law, as he
called them. Somet�mes the p�le of sentences covered h�s table; he
exam�ned them all; �t was angu�sh to h�m to abandon these
m�serable, condemned heads. One day, he sa�d to the same w�tness
to whom we have recently referred: “I won seven last n�ght.” Dur�ng
the early years of h�s re�gn, the death penalty was as good as
abol�shed, and the erect�on of a scaffold was a v�olence comm�tted
aga�nst the K�ng. The Grève hav�ng d�sappeared w�th the elder
branch, a bourgeo�s place of execut�on was �nst�tuted under the
name of the Barr�ère-Sa�nt-Jacques; “pract�cal men” felt the
necess�ty of a quas�-leg�t�mate gu�llot�ne; and th�s was one of the
v�ctor�es of Cas�m�r Pér�er, who represented the narrow s�des of the
bourgeo�s�e, over Lou�s Ph�l�ppe, who represented �ts l�beral s�des.
Lou�s Ph�l�ppe annotated Beccar�a w�th h�s own hand. After the
F�esch� mach�ne, he excla�med: “What a p�ty that I was not wounded!
Then I m�ght have pardoned!” On another occas�on, allud�ng to the
res�stance offered by h�s m�n�stry, he wrote �n connect�on w�th a
pol�t�cal cr�m�nal, who �s one of the most generous f�gures of our day:
“H�s pardon �s granted; �t only rema�ns for me to obta�n �t.” Lou�s
Ph�l�ppe was as gentle as Lou�s IX. and as k�ndly as Henr� IV.

Now, to our m�nd, �n h�story, where k�ndness �s the rarest of pearls,
the man who �s k�ndly almost takes precedence of the man who �s
great.

Lou�s Ph�l�ppe hav�ng been severely judged by some, harshly,
perhaps, by others, �t �s qu�te natural that a man, h�mself a phantom
at the present day, who knew that k�ng, should come and test�fy �n
h�s favor before h�story; th�s depos�t�on, whatever else �t may be, �s
ev�dently and above all th�ngs, ent�rely d�s�nterested; an ep�taph
penned by a dead man �s s�ncere; one shade may console another
shade; the shar�ng of the same shadows confers the r�ght to pra�se



�t; �t �s not greatly to be feared that �t w�ll ever be sa�d of two tombs �n
ex�le: “Th�s one flattered the other.”



CHAPTER IV—CRACKS BENEATH
THE FOUNDATION

At the moment when the drama wh�ch we are narrat�ng �s on the
po�nt of penetrat�ng �nto the depths of one of the trag�c clouds wh�ch
envelop the beg�nn�ng of Lou�s Ph�l�ppe’s re�gn, �t was necessary that
there should be no equ�voque, and �t became requ�s�te that th�s book
should offer some explanat�on w�th regard to th�s k�ng.

Lou�s Ph�l�ppe had entered �nto possess�on of h�s royal author�ty
w�thout v�olence, w�thout any d�rect act�on on h�s part, by v�rtue of a
revolut�onary change, ev�dently qu�te d�st�nct from the real a�m of the
Revolut�on, but �n wh�ch he, the Duc d’Orléans, exerc�sed no
personal �n�t�at�ve. He had been born a Pr�nce, and he bel�eved
h�mself to have been elected K�ng. He had not served th�s mandate
on h�mself; he had not taken �t; �t had been offered to h�m, and he
had accepted �t; conv�nced, wrongly, to be sure, but conv�nced
nevertheless, that the offer was �n accordance w�th r�ght and that the
acceptance of �t was �n accordance w�th duty. Hence h�s possess�on
was �n good fa�th. Now, we say �t �n good consc�ence, Lou�s Ph�l�ppe
be�ng �n possess�on �n perfect good fa�th, and the democracy be�ng
�n good fa�th �n �ts attack, the amount of terror d�scharged by the
soc�al confl�cts we�ghs ne�ther on the K�ng nor on the democracy. A
clash of pr�nc�ples resembles a clash of elements. The ocean
defends the water, the hurr�cane defends the a�r, the K�ng defends
Royalty, the democracy defends the people; the relat�ve, wh�ch �s the
monarchy, res�sts the absolute, wh�ch �s the republ�c; soc�ety bleeds
�n th�s confl�ct, but that wh�ch const�tutes �ts suffer�ng to-day w�ll
const�tute �ts safety later on; and, �n any case, those who combat are
not to be blamed; one of the two part�es �s ev�dently m�staken; the
r�ght �s not, l�ke the Colossus of Rhodes, on two shores at once, w�th
one foot on the republ�c, and one �n Royalty; �t �s �nd�v�s�ble, and all



on one s�de; but those who are �n error are so s�ncerely; a bl�nd man
�s no more a cr�m�nal than a Vendean �s a ruff�an. Let us, then,
�mpute to the fatal�ty of th�ngs alone these form�dable coll�s�ons.
Whatever the nature of these tempests may be, human
�rrespons�b�l�ty �s m�ngled w�th them.

Let us complete th�s expos�t�on.
The government of 1840 led a hard l�fe �mmed�ately. Born

yesterday, �t was obl�ged to f�ght to-day.
Hardly �nstalled, �t was already everywhere consc�ous of vague

movements of tract�on on the apparatus of July so recently la�d, and
so lack�ng �n sol�d�ty.

Res�stance was born on the morrow; perhaps even, �t was born on
the preced�ng even�ng. From month to month the host�l�ty �ncreased,
and from be�ng concealed �t became patent.

The Revolut�on of July, wh�ch ga�ned but l�ttle acceptance outs�de
of France by k�ngs, had been d�versely �nterpreted �n France, as we
have sa�d.

God del�vers over to men h�s v�s�ble w�ll �n events, an obscure text
wr�tten �n a myster�ous tongue. Men �mmed�ately make translat�ons
of �t; translat�ons hasty, �ncorrect, full of errors, of gaps, and of
nonsense. Very few m�nds comprehend the d�v�ne language. The
most sagac�ous, the calmest, the most profound, dec�pher slowly,
and when they arr�ve w�th the�r text, the task has long been
completed; there are already twenty translat�ons on the publ�c place.
From each rema�n�ng spr�ngs a party, and from each
m�s�nterpretat�on a fact�on; and each party th�nks that �t alone has the
true text, and each fact�on th�nks that �t possesses the l�ght.

Power �tself �s often a fact�on.
There are, �n revolut�ons, sw�mmers who go aga�nst the current;

they are the old part�es.
For the old part�es who clung to hered�ty by the grace of God, th�nk

that revolut�ons, hav�ng sprung from the r�ght to revolt, one has the
r�ght to revolt aga�nst them. Error. For �n these revolut�ons, the one
who revolts �s not the people; �t �s the k�ng. Revolut�on �s prec�sely
the contrary of revolt. Every revolut�on, be�ng a normal outcome,



conta�ns w�th�n �tself �ts leg�t�macy, wh�ch false revolut�on�sts
somet�mes d�shonor, but wh�ch rema�ns even when so�led, wh�ch
surv�ves even when sta�ned w�th blood.

Revolut�ons spr�ng not from an acc�dent, but from necess�ty. A
revolut�on �s a return from the f�ct�t�ous to the real. It �s because �t
must be that �t �s.

Nonetheless d�d the old leg�t�m�st part�es assa�l the Revolut�on of
1830 w�th all the vehemence wh�ch ar�ses from false reason�ng.
Errors make excellent project�les. They str�ke �t cleverly �n �ts
vulnerable spot, �n default of a cu�rass, �n �ts lack of log�c; they
attacked th�s revolut�on �n �ts royalty. They shouted to �t: “Revolut�on,
why th�s k�ng?” Fact�ons are bl�nd men who a�m correctly.

Th�s cry was uttered equally by the republ�cans. But com�ng from
them, th�s cry was log�cal. What was bl�ndness �n the leg�t�m�sts was
clearness of v�s�on �n the democrats. 1830 had bankrupted the
people. The enraged democracy reproached �t w�th th�s.

Between the attack of the past and the attack of the future, the
establ�shment of July struggled. It represented the m�nute at
loggerheads on the one hand w�th the monarch�cal centur�es, on the
other hand w�th eternal r�ght.

In add�t�on, and bes�de all th�s, as �t was no longer revolut�on and
had become a monarchy, 1830 was obl�ged to take precedence of all
Europe. To keep the peace, was an �ncrease of compl�cat�on. A
harmony establ�shed contrary to sense �s often more onerous than a
war. From th�s secret confl�ct, always muzzled, but always growl�ng,
was born armed peace, that ru�nous exped�ent of c�v�l�zat�on wh�ch �n
the harness of the European cab�nets �s susp�c�ous �n �tself. The
Royalty of July reared up, �n sp�te of the fact that �t caught �t �n the
harness of European cab�nets. Mettern�ch would gladly have put �t �n
k�ck�ng-straps. Pushed on �n France by progress, �t pushed on the
monarch�es, those lo�terers �n Europe. After hav�ng been towed, �t
undertook to tow.

Meanwh�le, w�th�n her, pauper�sm, the proletar�at, salary,
educat�on, penal serv�tude, prost�tut�on, the fate of the woman,
wealth, m�sery, product�on, consumpt�on, d�v�s�on, exchange, co�n,



cred�t, the r�ghts of cap�tal, the r�ghts of labor,—all these quest�ons
were mult�pl�ed above soc�ety, a terr�ble slope.

Outs�de of pol�t�cal part�es properly so called, another movement
became man�fest. Ph�losoph�cal fermentat�on repl�ed to democrat�c
fermentat�on. The elect felt troubled as well as the masses; �n
another manner, but qu�te as much.

Th�nkers med�tated, wh�le the so�l, that �s to say, the people,
traversed by revolut�onary currents, trembled under them w�th
�ndescr�bably vague ep�lept�c shocks. These dreamers, some
�solated, others un�ted �n fam�l�es and almost �n commun�on, turned
over soc�al quest�ons �n a pac�f�c but profound manner; �mpass�ve
m�ners, who tranqu�lly pushed the�r galler�es �nto the depths of a
volcano, hardly d�sturbed by the dull commot�on and the furnaces of
wh�ch they caught gl�mpses.

Th�s tranqu�ll�ty was not the least beaut�ful spectacle of th�s
ag�tated epoch.

These men left to pol�t�cal part�es the quest�on of r�ghts, they
occup�ed themselves w�th the quest�on of happ�ness.

The well-be�ng of man, that was what they wanted to extract from
soc�ety.

They ra�sed mater�al quest�ons, quest�ons of agr�culture, of
�ndustry, of commerce, almost to the d�gn�ty of a rel�g�on. In
c�v�l�zat�on, such as �t has formed �tself, a l�ttle by the command of
God, a great deal by the agency of man, �nterests comb�ne, un�te,
and amalgamate �n a manner to form a ver�table hard rock, �n
accordance w�th a dynam�c law, pat�ently stud�ed by econom�sts,
those geolog�sts of pol�t�cs. These men who grouped themselves
under d�fferent appellat�ons, but who may all be des�gnated by the
gener�c t�tle of soc�al�sts, endeavored to p�erce that rock and to
cause �t to spout forth the l�v�ng waters of human fel�c�ty.

From the quest�on of the scaffold to the quest�on of war, the�r
works embraced everyth�ng. To the r�ghts of man, as procla�med by
the French Revolut�on, they added the r�ghts of woman and the
r�ghts of the ch�ld.



The reader w�ll not be surpr�sed �f, for var�ous reasons, we do not
here treat �n a thorough manner, from the theoret�cal po�nt of v�ew,
the quest�ons ra�sed by soc�al�sm. We conf�ne ourselves to �nd�cat�ng
them.

All the problems that the soc�al�sts proposed to themselves,
cosmogon�c v�s�ons, rever�e and myst�c�sm be�ng cast as�de, can be
reduced to two pr�nc�pal problems.

F�rst problem: To produce wealth.
Second problem: To share �t.
The f�rst problem conta�ns the quest�on of work.
The second conta�ns the quest�on of salary.
In the f�rst problem the employment of forces �s �n quest�on.
In the second, the d�str�but�on of enjoyment.
From the proper employment of forces results publ�c power.
From a good d�str�but�on of enjoyments results �nd�v�dual

happ�ness.
By a good d�str�but�on, not an equal but an equ�table d�str�but�on

must be understood.
From these two th�ngs comb�ned, the publ�c power w�thout,

�nd�v�dual happ�ness w�th�n, results soc�al prosper�ty.
Soc�al prosper�ty means the man happy, the c�t�zen free, the nat�on

great.
England solves the f�rst of these two problems. She creates wealth

adm�rably, she d�v�des �t badly. Th�s solut�on wh�ch �s complete on
one s�de only leads her fatally to two extremes: monstrous opulence,
monstrous wretchedness. All enjoyments for some, all pr�vat�ons for
the rest, that �s to say, for the people; pr�v�lege, except�on, monopoly,
feudal�sm, born from to�l �tself. A false and dangerous s�tuat�on,
wh�ch sates publ�c power or pr�vate m�sery, wh�ch sets the roots of
the State �n the suffer�ngs of the �nd�v�dual. A badly const�tuted
grandeur �n wh�ch are comb�ned all the mater�al elements and �nto
wh�ch no moral element enters.

Commun�sm and agrar�an law th�nk that they solve the second
problem. They are m�staken. The�r d�v�s�on k�lls product�on. Equal



part�t�on abol�shes emulat�on; and consequently labor. It �s a part�t�on
made by the butcher, wh�ch k�lls that wh�ch �t d�v�des. It �s therefore
�mposs�ble to pause over these pretended solut�ons. Slay�ng wealth
�s not the same th�ng as d�v�d�ng �t.

The two problems requ�re to be solved together, to be well solved.
The two problems must be comb�ned and made but one.

Solve only the f�rst of the two problems; you w�ll be Ven�ce, you w�ll
be England. You w�ll have, l�ke Ven�ce, an art�f�c�al power, or, l�ke
England, a mater�al power; you w�ll be the w�cked r�ch man. You w�ll
d�e by an act of v�olence, as Ven�ce d�ed, or by bankruptcy, as
England w�ll fall. And the world w�ll allow to d�e and fall all that �s
merely self�shness, all that does not represent for the human race
e�ther a v�rtue or an �dea.

It �s well understood here, that by the words Ven�ce, England, we
des�gnate not the peoples, but soc�al structures; the ol�garch�es
superposed on nat�ons, and not the nat�ons themselves. The nat�ons
always have our respect and our sympathy. Ven�ce, as a people, w�ll
l�ve aga�n; England, the ar�stocracy, w�ll fall, but England, the nat�on,
�s �mmortal. That sa�d, we cont�nue.

Solve the two problems, encourage the wealthy, and protect the
poor, suppress m�sery, put an end to the unjust farm�ng out of the
feeble by the strong, put a br�dle on the �n�qu�tous jealousy of the
man who �s mak�ng h�s way aga�nst the man who has reached the
goal, adjust, mathemat�cally and fraternally, salary to labor, m�ngle
gratu�tous and compulsory educat�on w�th the growth of ch�ldhood,
and make of sc�ence the base of manl�ness, develop m�nds wh�le
keep�ng arms busy, be at one and the same t�me a powerful people
and a fam�ly of happy men, render property democrat�c, not by
abol�sh�ng �t, but by mak�ng �t un�versal, so that every c�t�zen, w�thout
except�on, may be a propr�etor, an eas�er matter than �s generally
supposed; �n two words, learn how to produce wealth and how to
d�str�bute �t, and you w�ll have at once moral and mater�al greatness;
and you w�ll be worthy to call yourself France.

Th�s �s what soc�al�sm sa�d outs�de and above a few sects wh�ch
have gone astray; that �s what �t sought �n facts, that �s what �t
sketched out �n m�nds.



Efforts worthy of adm�rat�on! Sacred attempts!
These doctr�nes, these theor�es, these res�stances, the unforeseen

necess�ty for the statesman to take ph�losophers �nto account,
confused ev�dences of wh�ch we catch a gl�mpse, a new system of
pol�t�cs to be created, wh�ch shall be �n accord w�th the old world
w�thout too much d�saccord w�th the new revolut�onary �deal, a
s�tuat�on �n wh�ch �t became necessary to use Lafayette to defend
Pol�gnac, the �ntu�t�on of progress transparent beneath the revolt, the
chambers and streets, the compet�t�ons to be brought �nto
equ�l�br�um around h�m, h�s fa�th �n the Revolut�on, perhaps an
eventual �ndef�nable res�gnat�on born of the vague acceptance of a
super�or def�n�t�ve r�ght, h�s des�re to rema�n of h�s race, h�s domest�c
sp�r�t, h�s s�ncere respect for the people, h�s own honesty,
preoccup�ed Lou�s Ph�l�ppe almost pa�nfully, and there were
moments when strong and courageous as he was, he was
overwhelmed by the d�ff�cult�es of be�ng a k�ng.

He felt under h�s feet a form�dable d�saggregat�on, wh�ch was not,
nevertheless, a reduct�on to dust, France be�ng more France than
ever.

P�les of shadows covered the hor�zon. A strange shade, gradually
draw�ng nearer, extended l�ttle by l�ttle over men, over th�ngs, over
�deas; a shade wh�ch came from wraths and systems. Everyth�ng
wh�ch had been hast�ly st�fled was mov�ng and ferment�ng. At t�mes
the consc�ence of the honest man resumed �ts breath�ng, so great
was the d�scomfort of that a�r �n wh�ch soph�sms were �nterm�ngled
w�th truths. Sp�r�ts trembled �n the soc�al anx�ety l�ke leaves at the
approach of a storm. The electr�c tens�on was such that at certa�n
�nstants, the f�rst comer, a stranger, brought l�ght. Then the tw�l�ght
obscur�ty closed �n aga�n. At �ntervals, deep and dull mutter�ngs
allowed a judgment to be formed as to the quant�ty of thunder
conta�ned by the cloud.

Twenty months had barely elapsed s�nce the Revolut�on of July,
the year 1832 had opened w�th an aspect of someth�ng �mpend�ng
and threaten�ng.

The d�stress of the people, the laborers w�thout bread, the last
Pr�nce de Condé engulfed �n the shadows, Brussels expell�ng the



Nassaus as Par�s d�d the Bourbons, Belg�um offer�ng herself to a
French Pr�nce and g�v�ng herself to an Engl�sh Pr�nce, the Russ�an
hatred of N�colas, beh�nd us the demons of the South, Ferd�nand �n
Spa�n, M�guel �n Portugal, the earth quak�ng �n Italy, Mettern�ch
extend�ng h�s hand over Bologna, France treat�ng Austr�a sharply at
Ancona, at the North no one knew what s�n�ster sound of the
hammer na�l�ng up Poland �n her coff�n, �rr�tated glances watch�ng
France narrowly all over Europe, England, a suspected ally, ready to
g�ve a push to that wh�ch was totter�ng and to hurl herself on that
wh�ch should fall, the peerage shelter�ng �tself beh�nd Beccar�a to
refuse four heads to the law, the fleurs-de-lys erased from the K�ng’s
carr�age, the cross torn from Notre Dame, Lafayette lessened,
Laff�tte ru�ned, Benjam�n Constant dead �n �nd�gence, Cas�m�r Pér�er
dead �n the exhaust�on of h�s power; pol�t�cal and soc�al malady
break�ng out s�multaneously �n the two cap�tals of the k�ngdom, the
one �n the c�ty of thought, the other �n the c�ty of to�l; at Par�s c�v�l
war, at Lyons serv�le war; �n the two c�t�es, the same glare of the
furnace; a crater-l�ke cr�mson on the brow of the people; the South
rendered fanat�c, the West troubled, the Duchesse de Berry �n la
Vendée, plots, consp�rac�es, r�s�ngs, cholera, added the sombre roar
of tumult of events to the sombre roar of �deas.



CHAPTER V—FACTS WHENCE
HISTORY SPRINGS AND WHICH

HISTORY IGNORES
Towards the end of Apr�l, everyth�ng had become aggravated. The

fermentat�on entered the bo�l�ng state. Ever s�nce 1830, petty part�al
revolts had been go�ng on here and there, wh�ch were qu�ckly
suppressed, but ever burst�ng forth afresh, the s�gn of a vast
underly�ng conflagrat�on. Someth�ng terr�ble was �n preparat�on.
Gl�mpses could be caught of the features st�ll �nd�st�nct and
�mperfectly l�ghted, of a poss�ble revolut�on. France kept an eye on
Par�s; Par�s kept an eye on the Faubourg Sa�nt-Anto�ne.

The Faubourg Sa�nt-Anto�ne, wh�ch was �n a dull glow, was
beg�nn�ng �ts ebull�t�on.

Enlarge
4b1-5-street-oratorTH (50K)

The w�ne-shops of the Rue de Charonne were, although the un�on
of the two ep�thets seems s�ngular when appl�ed to w�ne-shops,
grave and stormy.

The government was there purely and s�mply called �n quest�on.
There people publ�cly d�scussed the quest�on of f�ght�ng or of
keep�ng qu�et. There were back shops where work�ngmen were
made to swear that they would hasten �nto the street at the f�rst cry
of alarm, and “that they would f�ght w�thout count�ng the number of
the enemy.” Th�s engagement once entered �nto, a man seated �n
the corner of the w�ne-shop “assumed a sonorous tone,” and sa�d,
“You understand! You have sworn!”

Somet�mes they went upsta�rs, to a pr�vate room on the f�rst floor,
and there scenes that were almost mason�c were enacted. They



made the �n�t�ated take oaths to render serv�ce to h�mself as well as
to the fathers of fam�l�es. That was the formula.

In the tap-rooms, “subvers�ve” pamphlets were read. They treated
the government w�th contempt, says a secret report of that t�me.

Words l�ke the follow�ng could be heard there:—
“I don’t know the names of the leaders. We folks shall not know

the day unt�l two hours beforehand.” One workman sa�d: “There are
three hundred of us, let each contr�bute ten sous, that w�ll make one
hundred and f�fty francs w�th wh�ch to procure powder and shot.”

Another sa�d: “I don’t ask for s�x months, I don’t ask for even two.
In less than a fortn�ght we shall be parallel w�th the government. W�th
twenty-f�ve thousand men we can face them.” Another sa�d: “I don’t
sleep at n�ght, because I make cartr�dges all n�ght.” From t�me to
t�me, men “of bourgeo�s appearance, and �n good coats” came and
“caused embarrassment,” and w�th the a�r of “command,” shook
hands w�th the most �mportant, and then went away. They never
stayed more than ten m�nutes. S�gn�f�cant remarks were exchanged
�n a low tone: “The plot �s r�pe, the matter �s arranged.” “It was
murmured by all who were there,” to borrow the very express�on of
one of those who were present. The exaltat�on was such that one
day, a work�ngman excla�med, before the whole w�ne-shop: “We
have no arms!” One of h�s comrades repl�ed: “The sold�ers have!”
thus parody�ng w�thout be�ng aware of the fact, Bonaparte’s
proclamat�on to the army �n Italy: “When they had anyth�ng of a more
secret nature on hand,” adds one report, “they d�d not commun�cate
�t to each other.” It �s not easy to understand what they could conceal
after what they sa�d.

These reun�ons were somet�mes per�od�cal. At certa�n ones of
them, there were never more than e�ght or ten persons present, and
they were always the same. In others, any one entered who w�shed,
and the room was so full that they were forced to stand. Some went
th�ther through enthus�asm and pass�on; others because �t was on
the�r way to the�r work. As dur�ng the Revolut�on, there were patr�ot�c
women �n some of these w�ne-shops who embraced newcomers.

Other express�ve facts came to l�ght.



A man would enter a shop, dr�nk, and go h�s way w�th the remark:
“W�ne-merchant, the revolut�on w�ll pay what �s due to you.”

Revolut�onary agents were appo�nted �n a w�ne-shop fac�ng the
Rue de Charonne. The ballot�ng was carr�ed on �n the�r caps.

Work�ngmen met at the house of a fenc�ng-master who gave
lessons �n the Rue de Cotte. There there was a trophy of arms
formed of wooden broadswords, canes, clubs, and fo�ls. One day,
the buttons were removed from the fo�ls.

A workman sa�d: “There are twenty-f�ve of us, but they don’t count
on me, because I am looked upon as a mach�ne.” Later on, that
mach�ne became Quen�sset.

The �ndef�n�te th�ngs wh�ch were brew�ng gradually acqu�red a
strange and �ndescr�bable notor�ety. A woman sweep�ng off her
doorsteps sa�d to another woman: “For a long t�me, there has been a
strong force busy mak�ng cartr�dges.” In the open street,
proclamat�on could be seen addressed to the Nat�onal Guard �n the
departments. One of these proclamat�ons was s�gned: Burtot, w�ne-
merchant.

One day a man w�th h�s beard worn l�ke a collar and w�th an Ital�an
accent mounted a stone post at the door of a l�quor-seller �n the
Marché Leno�r, and read aloud a s�ngular document, wh�ch seemed
to emanate from an occult power. Groups formed around h�m, and
applauded.

The passages wh�ch touched the crowd most deeply were
collected and noted down. “—Our doctr�nes are trammelled, our
proclamat�ons torn, our b�ll-st�ckers are sp�ed upon and thrown �nto
pr�son.”—“The breakdown wh�ch has recently taken place �n cottons
has converted to us many med�ums.”—“The future of nat�ons �s
be�ng worked out �n our obscure ranks.”—“Here are the f�xed terms:
act�on or react�on, revolut�on or counter-revolut�on. For, at our epoch,
we no longer bel�eve e�ther �n �nert�a or �n �mmob�l�ty. For the people
aga�nst the people, that �s the quest�on. There �s no other.”—“On the
day when we cease to su�t you, break us, but up to that day, help us
to march on.” All th�s �n broad dayl�ght.

Other deeds, more audac�ous st�ll, were susp�c�ous �n the eyes of
the people by reason of the�r very audac�ty. On the 4th of Apr�l, 1832,



a passer-by mounted the post on the corner wh�ch forms the angle of
the Rue Sa�nte-Marguer�te and shouted: “I am a Babouv�st!” But
beneath Babeuf, the people scented G�squet.

Among other th�ngs, th�s man sa�d:—
“Down w�th property! The oppos�t�on of the left �s cowardly and

treacherous. When �t wants to be on the r�ght s�de, �t preaches
revolut�on, �t �s democrat�c �n order to escape be�ng beaten, and
royal�st so that �t may not have to f�ght. The republ�cans are beasts
w�th feathers. D�strust the republ�cans, c�t�zens of the labor�ng
classes.”

“S�lence, c�t�zen spy!” cr�ed an art�san.
Th�s shout put an end to the d�scourse.
Myster�ous �nc�dents occurred.
At n�ghtfall, a work�ngman encountered near the canal a “very well

dressed man,” who sa�d to h�m: “Wh�ther are you bound, c�t�zen?”
“S�r,” repl�ed the work�ngman, “I have not the honor of your
acqua�ntance.” “I know you very well, however.” And the man added:
“Don’t be alarmed, I am an agent of the comm�ttee. You are
suspected of not be�ng qu�te fa�thful. You know that �f you reveal
anyth�ng, there �s an eye f�xed on you.” Then he shook hands w�th
the work�ngman and went away, say�ng: “We shall meet aga�n soon.”

The pol�ce, who were on the alert, collected s�ngular d�alogues, not
only �n the w�ne-shops, but �n the street.

“Get yourself rece�ved very soon,” sa�d a weaver to a cab�net-
maker.

“Why?”
“There �s go�ng to be a shot to f�re.”
Two ragged pedestr�ans exchanged these remarkable repl�es,

fraught w�th ev�dent Jacquer�e:—
“Who governs us?”
“M. Ph�l�ppe.”
“No, �t �s the bourgeo�s�e.”
The reader �s m�staken �f he th�nks that we take the word

Jacquer�e �n a bad sense. The Jacques were the poor.



On another occas�on two men were heard to say to each other as
they passed by: “We have a good plan of attack.”

Only the follow�ng was caught of a pr�vate conversat�on between
four men who were crouch�ng �n a d�tch of the c�rcle of the Barr�ère
du Trône:—

“Everyth�ng poss�ble w�ll be done to prevent h�s walk�ng about
Par�s any more.”

Who was the he? Menac�ng obscur�ty.
“The pr�nc�pal leaders,” as they sa�d �n the faubourg, held

themselves apart. It was supposed that they met for consultat�on �n a
w�ne-shop near the po�nt Sa�nt-Eustache. A certa�n Aug—, ch�ef of
the Soc�ety a�d for ta�lors, Rue Mondétour, had the reputat�on of
serv�ng as �ntermed�ary central between the leaders and the
Faubourg Sa�nt-Anto�ne.

Nevertheless, there was always a great deal of mystery about
these leaders, and no certa�n fact can �nval�date the s�ngular
arrogance of th�s reply made later on by a man accused before the
Court of Peers:—

“Who was your leader?”
“I knew of none and I recogn�zed none.”
There was noth�ng but words, transparent but vague; somet�mes

�dle reports, rumors, hearsay. Other �nd�cat�ons cropped up.
A carpenter, occup�ed �n na�l�ng boards to a fence around the

ground on wh�ch a house was �n process of construct�on, �n the Rue
de Reu�lly found on that plot the torn fragment of a letter on wh�ch
were st�ll leg�ble the follow�ng l�nes:—

The comm�ttee must take measures to prevent recru�t�ng �n the
sect�ons for the d�fferent soc�et�es.

And, as a postscr�pt:—
We have learned that there are guns �n the Rue du Faubourg-

Po�ssonn�ère, No. 5 [b�s], to the number of f�ve or s�x thousand, �n
the house of a gunsm�th �n that court. The sect�on owns no arms.

What exc�ted the carpenter and caused h�m to show th�s th�ng to
h�s ne�ghbors was the fact, that a few paces further on he p�cked up



another paper, torn l�ke the f�rst, and st�ll more s�gn�f�cant, of wh�ch
we reproduce a facs�m�le, because of the h�stor�cal �nterest attach�ng
to these strange documents:—

Code Table 4b1-5 Page 26
+——————————————————————————————+
| Q | C | D | E | Learn this list by heart.  After so doing
| | | | | | you will tear it up.  The men admitted
| | | | | | will do the same when you have transmitted
| | | | | | their orders to them.
| | | | | | Health and Fraternity,
| | | | | | u og a’ fe L. |
+——————————————————————————————+

It was only later on that the persons who were �n the secret of th�s
f�nd at the t�me, learned the s�gn�f�cance of those four cap�tal letters:
qu�ntur�ons, centur�ons, decur�ons, écla�reurs [scouts], and the sense
of the letters: u og a’ fe, wh�ch was a date, and meant Apr�l 15th,
1832. Under each cap�tal letter were �nscr�bed names followed by
very character�st�c notes. Thus: Q. Bannerel. 8 guns, 83 cartr�dges.
A safe man.—C. Boub�ère. 1 p�stol, 40 cartr�dges.—D. Rollet. 1 fo�l,
1 p�stol, 1 pound of powder.—E. Tess�er. 1 sword, 1 cartr�dge-box.
Exact.— Terreur. 8 guns. Brave, etc.

F�nally, th�s carpenter found, st�ll �n the same enclosure, a th�rd
paper on wh�ch was wr�tten �n penc�l, but very leg�bly, th�s sort of
en�gmat�cal l�st:—
Unité:  Blanchard: Arbre-Sec. 6.
Barra.  Soize.  Salle-au-Comte.
Kosciusko. Aubry the Butcher?
J. J. R.
Caius Gracchus.
Right of revision.  Dufond.  Four.
Fall of the Girondists.  Derbac.  Maubuée.
Washington.  Pinson.  1 pistol, 86 cartridges.
Marseillaise.
Sovereignty of the people. Michel. Quincampoix. Sword.
Hoche.
Marceau.  Plato.  Arbre-Sec.
Warsaw.  Tilly, crier of the Populaire.

The honest bourgeo�s �nto whose hands th�s l�st fell knew �ts
s�gn�f�cance. It appears that th�s l�st was the complete nomenclature
of the sect�ons of the fourth arond�ssement of the Soc�ety of the
R�ghts of Man, w�th the names and dwell�ngs of the ch�efs of
sect�ons. To-day, when all these facts wh�ch were obscure are
noth�ng more than h�story, we may publ�sh them. It should be added,



that the foundat�on of the Soc�ety of the R�ghts of Man seems to
have been poster�or to the date when th�s paper was found. Perhaps
th�s was only a rough draft.

St�ll, accord�ng to all the remarks and the words, accord�ng to
wr�tten notes, mater�al facts beg�n to make the�r appearance.

In the Rue Pop�ncourt, �n the house of a dealer �n br�c-à-brac,
there were se�zed seven sheets of gray paper, all folded al�ke
lengthw�se and �n four; these sheets enclosed twenty-s�x squares of
th�s same gray paper folded �n the form of a cartr�dge, and a card, on
wh�ch was wr�tten the follow�ng:—
Saltpetre . . . . . . . . . . .  12 ounces.
Sulphur   . . . . . . . . . . .   2 ounces.
Charcoal  . . . . . . . . . . .   2 ounces and a half.
Water     . . . . . . . . . . .   2 ounces.

The report of the se�zure stated that the drawer exhaled a strong
smell of powder.

A mason return�ng from h�s day’s work, left beh�nd h�m a l�ttle
package on a bench near the br�dge of Austerl�tz. Th�s package was
taken to the pol�ce stat�on. It was opened, and �n �t were found two
pr�nted d�alogues, s�gned Lahaut�ère, a song ent�tled: “Workmen,
band together,” and a t�n box full of cartr�dges.

One art�san dr�nk�ng w�th a comrade made the latter feel h�m to
see how warm he was; the other man felt a p�stol under h�s
wa�stcoat.

In a d�tch on the boulevard, between Père-Lacha�se and the
Barr�ère du Trône, at the most deserted spot, some ch�ldren, wh�le
play�ng, d�scovered beneath a mass of shav�ngs and refuse b�ts of
wood, a bag conta�n�ng a bullet-mould, a wooden punch for the
preparat�on of cartr�dges, a wooden bowl, �n wh�ch there were gra�ns
of hunt�ng-powder, and a l�ttle cast-�ron pot whose �nter�or presented
ev�dent traces of melted lead.

Pol�ce agents, mak�ng the�r way suddenly and unexpectedly at f�ve
o’clock �n the morn�ng, �nto the dwell�ng of a certa�n Pardon, who
was afterwards a member of the Barr�cade-Merry sect�on and got
h�mself k�lled �n the �nsurrect�on of Apr�l, 1834, found h�m stand�ng
near h�s bed, and hold�ng �n h�s hand some cartr�dges wh�ch he was
�n the act of prepar�ng.



Towards the hour when work�ngmen repose, two men were seen
to meet between the Barr�ère P�cpus and the Barr�ère Charenton �n a
l�ttle lane between two walls, near a w�ne-shop, �n front of wh�ch
there was a “Jeu de S�am."33 One drew a p�stol from beneath h�s
blouse and handed �t to the other. As he was hand�ng �t to h�m, he
not�ced that the persp�rat�on of h�s chest had made the powder
damp. He pr�med the p�stol and added more powder to what was
already �n the pan. Then the two men parted.

A certa�n Galla�s, afterwards k�lled �n the Rue Beaubourg �n the
affa�r of Apr�l, boasted of hav�ng �n h�s house seven hundred
cartr�dges and twenty-four fl�nts.

The government one day rece�ved a warn�ng that arms and two
hundred thousand cartr�dges had just been d�str�buted �n the
faubourg. On the follow�ng week th�rty thousand cartr�dges were
d�str�buted. The remarkable po�nt about �t was, that the pol�ce were
not able to se�ze a s�ngle one.

An �ntercepted letter read: “The day �s not far d�stant when, w�th�n
four hours by the clock, e�ghty thousand patr�ots w�ll be under arms.”

All th�s fermentat�on was publ�c, one m�ght almost say tranqu�l.
The approach�ng �nsurrect�on was prepar�ng �ts storm calmly �n the
face of the government. No s�ngular�ty was lack�ng to th�s st�ll
subterranean cr�s�s, wh�ch was already percept�ble. The bourgeo�s
talked peaceably to the work�ng-classes of what was �n preparat�on.
They sa�d: “How �s the r�s�ng com�ng along?” �n the same tone �n
wh�ch they would have sa�d: “How �s your w�fe?”

A furn�ture-dealer, of the Rue Moreau, �nqu�red: “Well, when are
you go�ng to make the attack?”

Another shop-keeper sa�d:—
“The attack w�ll be made soon.”
“I know �t. A month ago, there were f�fteen thousand of you, now

there are twenty-f�ve thousand.” He offered h�s gun, and a ne�ghbor
offered a small p�stol wh�ch he was w�ll�ng to sell for seven francs.

Moreover, the revolut�onary fever was grow�ng. Not a po�nt �n Par�s
nor �n France was exempt from �t. The artery was beat�ng
everywhere. L�ke those membranes wh�ch ar�se from certa�n



�nflammat�ons and form �n the human body, the network of secret
soc�et�es began to spread all over the country. From the assoc�at�ons
of the Fr�ends of the People, wh�ch was at the same t�me publ�c and
secret, sprang the Soc�ety of the R�ghts of Man, wh�ch also dated
from one of the orders of the day: Pluv�ôse, Year 40 of the republ�can
era, wh�ch was dest�ned to surv�ve even the mandate of the Court of
Ass�zes wh�ch pronounced �ts d�ssolut�on, and wh�ch d�d not hes�tate
to bestow on �ts sect�ons s�gn�f�cant names l�ke the follow�ng:—
Pikes.
Tocsin.
Signal cannon.
Phrygian cap.
January 21.
The beggars.
The vagabonds.
Forward march.
Robespierre.
Level.
Ça Ira.

The Soc�ety of the R�ghts of Man engendered the Soc�ety of
Act�on. These were �mpat�ent �nd�v�duals who broke away and
hastened ahead. Other assoc�at�ons sought to recru�t themselves
from the great mother soc�et�es. The members of sect�ons
compla�ned that they were torn asunder. Thus, the Gall�c Soc�ety,
and the comm�ttee of organ�zat�on of the Mun�c�pal�t�es. Thus the
assoc�at�ons for the l�berty of the press, for �nd�v�dual l�berty, for the
�nstruct�on of the people aga�nst �nd�rect taxes. Then the Soc�ety of
Equal Work�ngmen wh�ch was d�v�ded �nto three fract�ons, the
levellers, the commun�sts, the reformers. Then the Army of the
Bast�lles, a sort of cohort organ�zed on a m�l�tary foot�ng, four men
commanded by a corporal, ten by a sergeant, twenty by a sub-
l�eutenant, forty by a l�eutenant; there were never more than f�ve men
who knew each other. Creat�on where precaut�on �s comb�ned w�th
audac�ty and wh�ch seemed stamped w�th the gen�us of Ven�ce.

The central comm�ttee, wh�ch was at the head, had two arms, the
Soc�ety of Act�on, and the Army of the Bast�lles.

A leg�t�m�st assoc�at�on, the Cheval�ers of F�del�ty, st�rred about
among these the republ�can aff�l�at�ons. It was denounced and
repud�ated there.



The Par�s�an soc�et�es had ram�f�cat�ons �n the pr�nc�pal c�t�es,
Lyons, Nantes, L�lle, Marse�lles, and each had �ts Soc�ety of the
R�ghts of Man, the Charbonn�ère, and The Free Men. All had a
revolut�onary soc�ety wh�ch was called the Cougourde. We have
already ment�oned th�s word.

In Par�s, the Faubourg Sa�nt-Marceau kept up an equal buzz�ng
w�th the Faubourg Sa�nt-Anto�ne, and the schools were no less
moved than the faubourgs. A café �n the Rue Sa�nt-Hyac�nthe and
the w�ne-shop of the Seven B�ll�ards, Rue des Mathur�ns-Sa�nt-
Jacques, served as rally�ng po�nts for the students. The Soc�ety of
the Fr�ends of the A B C aff�l�ated to the Mutual�sts of Angers, and to
the Cougourde of A�x, met, as we have seen, �n the Café Musa�n.
These same young men assembled also, as we have stated already,
�n a restaurant w�ne-shop of the Rue Mondétour wh�ch was called
Cor�nthe. These meet�ngs were secret. Others were as publ�c as
poss�ble, and the reader can judge of the�r boldness from these
fragments of an �nterrogatory undergone �n one of the ulter�or
prosecut�ons: “Where was th�s meet�ng held?” “In the Rue de la
Pa�x.” “At whose house?” “In the street.” “What sect�ons were there?”
“Only one.” “Wh�ch?” “The Manuel sect�on.” “Who was �ts leader?”
“I.” “You are too young to have dec�ded alone upon the bold course
of attack�ng the government. Where d�d your �nstruct�ons come
from?” “From the central comm�ttee.”

The army was m�ned at the same t�me as the populat�on, as was
proved subsequently by the operat�ons of Béford, Lunev�lle, and
Ép�nard. They counted on the f�fty-second reg�ment, on the f�fth, on
the e�ghth, on the th�rty-seventh, and on the twent�eth l�ght cavalry. In
Burgundy and �n the southern towns they planted the l�berty tree;
that �s to say, a pole surmounted by a red cap.

Such was the s�tuat�on.
The Faubourg Sa�nt-Anto�ne, more than any other group of the

populat�on, as we stated �n the beg�nn�ng, accentuated th�s s�tuat�on
and made �t felt. That was the sore po�nt. Th�s old faubourg, peopled
l�ke an ant-h�ll, labor�ous, courageous, and angry as a h�ve of bees,
was qu�ver�ng w�th expectat�on and w�th the des�re for a tumult.
Everyth�ng was �n a state of ag�tat�on there, w�thout any �nterrupt�on,



however, of the regular work. It �s �mposs�ble to convey an �dea of
th�s l�vely yet sombre phys�ognomy. In th�s faubourg ex�sts po�gnant
d�stress h�dden under att�c roofs; there also ex�st rare and ardent
m�nds. It �s part�cularly �n the matter of d�stress and �ntell�gence that �t
�s dangerous to have extremes meet.

The Faubourg Sa�nt-Anto�ne had also other causes to tremble; for
�t rece�ved the counter-shock of commerc�al cr�ses, of fa�lures,
str�kes, slack seasons, all �nherent to great pol�t�cal d�sturbances. In
t�mes of revolut�on m�sery �s both cause and effect. The blow wh�ch �t
deals rebounds upon �t. Th�s populat�on full of proud v�rtue, capable
to the h�ghest degree of latent heat, always ready to fly to arms,
prompt to explode, �rr�tated, deep, underm�ned, seemed to be only
awa�t�ng the fall of a spark. Whenever certa�n sparks float on the
hor�zon chased by the w�nd of events, �t �s �mposs�ble not to th�nk of
the Faubourg Sa�nt-Anto�ne and of the form�dable chance wh�ch has
placed at the very gates of Par�s that powder-house of suffer�ng and
�deas.

The w�ne-shops of the Faubourg Anto�ne, wh�ch have been more
than once drawn �n the sketches wh�ch the reader has just perused,
possess h�stor�cal notor�ety. In troublous t�mes people grow
�ntox�cated there more on words than on w�ne. A sort of prophet�c
sp�r�t and an afflatus of the future c�rculates there, swell�ng hearts
and enlarg�ng souls. The cabarets of the Faubourg Sa�nt-Anto�ne
resemble those taverns of Mont Avent�ne erected on the cave of the
S�byl and commun�cat�ng w�th the profound and sacred breath;
taverns where the tables were almost tr�pods, and where was drunk
what Enn�us calls the s�byll�ne w�ne.

The Faubourg Sa�nt-Anto�ne �s a reservo�r of people.
Revolut�onary ag�tat�ons create f�ssures there, through wh�ch tr�ckles
the popular sovere�gnty. Th�s sovere�gnty may do ev�l; �t can be
m�staken l�ke any other; but, even when led astray, �t rema�ns great.
We may say of �t as of the bl�nd cyclops, Ingens.

In ’93, accord�ng as the �dea wh�ch was float�ng about was good or
ev�l, accord�ng as �t was the day of fanat�c�sm or of enthus�asm, there
leaped forth from the Faubourg Sa�nt-Anto�ne now savage leg�ons,
now hero�c bands.



Savage. Let us expla�n th�s word. When these br�stl�ng men, who
�n the early days of the revolut�onary chaos, tattered, howl�ng, w�ld,
w�th upl�fted bludgeon, p�ke on h�gh, hurled themselves upon anc�ent
Par�s �n an uproar, what d�d they want? They wanted an end to
oppress�on, an end to tyranny, an end to the sword, work for men,
�nstruct�on for the ch�ld, soc�al sweetness for the woman, l�berty,
equal�ty, fratern�ty, bread for all, the �dea for all, the Eden�z�ng of the
world. Progress; and that holy, sweet, and good th�ng, progress, they
cla�med �n terr�ble w�se, dr�ven to extrem�t�es as they were, half
naked, club �n f�st, a roar �n the�r mouths. They were savages, yes;
but the savages of c�v�l�zat�on.

They procla�med r�ght fur�ously; they were des�rous, �f only w�th
fear and trembl�ng, to force the human race to parad�se. They
seemed barbar�ans, and they were sav�ours. They demanded l�ght
w�th the mask of n�ght.

Fac�ng these men, who were feroc�ous, we adm�t, and terr�fy�ng,
but feroc�ous and terr�fy�ng for good ends, there are other men,
sm�l�ng, embro�dered, g�lded, ber�bboned, starred, �n s�lk stock�ngs,
�n wh�te plumes, �n yellow gloves, �n varn�shed shoes, who, w�th the�r
elbows on a velvet table, bes�de a marble ch�mney-p�ece, �ns�st
gently on demeanor and the preservat�on of the past, of the M�ddle
Ages, of d�v�ne r�ght, of fanat�c�sm, of �nnocence, of slavery, of the
death penalty, of war, glor�fy�ng �n low tones and w�th pol�teness, the
sword, the stake, and the scaffold. For our part, �f we were forced to
make a cho�ce between the barbar�ans of c�v�l�zat�on and the c�v�l�zed
men of barbar�sm, we should choose the barbar�ans.

But, thank Heaven, st�ll another cho�ce �s poss�ble. No
perpend�cular fall �s necessary, �n front any more than �n the rear.

Ne�ther despot�sm nor terror�sm. We des�re progress w�th a gentle
slope.

God takes care of that. God’s whole pol�cy cons�sts �n render�ng
slopes less steep.



CHAPTER VI—ENJOLRAS AND HIS
LIEUTENANTS

It was about th�s epoch that Enjolras, �n v�ew of a poss�ble
catastrophe, �nst�tuted a k�nd of myster�ous census.

All were present at a secret meet�ng at the Café Musa�n.
Enjolras sa�d, m�x�ng h�s words w�th a few half-en�gmat�cal but

s�gn�f�cant metaphors:—
“It �s proper that we should know where we stand and on whom we

may count. If combatants are requ�red, they must be prov�ded. It can
do no harm to have someth�ng w�th wh�ch to str�ke. Passers-by
always have more chance of be�ng gored when there are bulls on
the road than when there are none. Let us, therefore, reckon a l�ttle
on the herd. How many of us are there? There �s no quest�on of
postpon�ng th�s task unt�l to-morrow. Revolut�on�sts should always be
hurr�ed; progress has no t�me to lose. Let us m�strust the
unexpected. Let us not be caught unprepared. We must go over all
the seams that we have made and see whether they hold fast. Th�s
bus�ness ought to be concluded to-day. Courfeyrac, you w�ll see the
polytechn�c students. It �s the�r day to go out. To-day �s Wednesday.
Feu�lly, you w�ll see those of the Glac�ère, w�ll you not? Combeferre
has prom�sed me to go to P�cpus. There �s a perfect swarm and an
excellent one there. Bahorel w�ll v�s�t the Estrapade. Prouva�re, the
masons are grow�ng lukewarm; you w�ll br�ng us news from the lodge
of the Rue de Grenelle-Sa�nt-Honoré. Joly w�ll go to Dupuytren’s
cl�n�cal lecture, and feel the pulse of the med�cal school. Bossuet w�ll
take a l�ttle turn �n the court and talk w�th the young law l�cent�ates. I
w�ll take charge of the Cougourde myself.”

“That arranges everyth�ng,” sa�d Courfeyrac.
“No.”



“What else �s there?”
“A very �mportant th�ng.”
“What �s that?” asked Courfeyrac.
“The Barr�ère du Ma�ne,” repl�ed Enjolras.
Enjolras rema�ned for a moment as though absorbed �n reflect�on,

then he resumed:—
“At the Barr�ère du Ma�ne there are marble-workers, pa�nters, and

journeymen �n the stud�os of sculptors. They are an enthus�ast�c
fam�ly, but l�able to cool off. I don’t know what has been the matter
w�th them for some t�me past. They are th�nk�ng of someth�ng else.
They are becom�ng ext�ngu�shed. They pass the�r t�me play�ng
dom�noes. There �s urgent need that some one should go and talk
w�th them a l�ttle, but w�th f�rmness. They meet at R�chefeu’s. They
are to be found there between twelve and one o’clock. Those ashes
must be fanned �nto a glow. For that errand I had counted on that
abstracted Mar�us, who �s a good fellow on the whole, but he no
longer comes to us. I need some one for the Barr�ère du Ma�ne. I
have no one.”

“What about me?” sa�d Granta�re. “Here am I.”
“You?”
“I.”
“You �ndoctr�nate republ�cans! you warm up hearts that have

grown cold �n the name of pr�nc�ple!”
“Why not?”
“Are you good for anyth�ng?”
“I have a vague amb�t�on �n that d�rect�on,” sa�d Granta�re.
“You do not bel�eve �n everyth�ng.”
“I bel�eve �n you.”
“Granta�re w�ll you do me a serv�ce?”
“Anyth�ng. I’ll black your boots.”
“Well, don’t meddle w�th our affa�rs. Sleep yourself sober from your

abs�nthe.”
“You are an �ngrate, Enjolras.”



“You the man to go to the Barr�ère du Ma�ne! You capable of �t!”
“I am capable of descend�ng the Rue de Grès, of cross�ng the

Place Sa�nt-M�chel, of slop�ng through the Rue Mons�eur-le-Pr�nce,
of tak�ng the Rue de Vaug�rard, of pass�ng the Carmel�tes, of turn�ng
�nto the Rue d’Assas, of reach�ng the Rue du Cherche-M�d�, of
leav�ng beh�nd me the Conse�l de Guerre, of pac�ng the Rue des
V�e�lles-Tu�ler�es, of str�d�ng across the boulevard, of follow�ng the
Chaussée du Ma�ne, of pass�ng the barr�er, and enter�ng R�chefeu’s.
I am capable of that. My shoes are capable of that.”

“Do you know anyth�ng of those comrades who meet at
R�chefeu’s?”

“Not much. We only address each other as thou.”
“What w�ll you say to them?”
“I w�ll speak to them of Robesp�erre, pard�! Of Danton. Of

pr�nc�ples.”
“You?”
“I. But I don’t rece�ve just�ce. When I set about �t, I am terr�ble. I

have read Prudhomme, I know the Soc�al Contract, I know my
const�tut�on of the year Two by heart. ‘The l�berty of one c�t�zen ends
where the l�berty of another c�t�zen beg�ns.’ Do you take me for a
brute? I have an old bank-b�ll of the Republ�c �n my drawer. The
R�ghts of Man, the sovere�gnty of the people, sapr�st�! I am even a b�t
of a Hébert�st. I can talk the most superb twaddle for s�x hours by the
clock, watch �n hand.”

“Be ser�ous,” sa�d Enjolras.
“I am w�ld,” repl�ed Granta�re.
Enjolras med�tated for a few moments, and made the gesture of a

man who has taken a resolut�on.
“Granta�re,” he sa�d gravely, “I consent to try you. You shall go to

the Barr�ère du Ma�ne.”
Granta�re l�ved �n furn�shed lodg�ngs very near the Café Musa�n.

He went out, and f�ve m�nutes later he returned. He had gone home
to put on a Robesp�erre wa�stcoat.



“Red,” sa�d he as he entered, and he looked �ntently at Enjolras.
Then, w�th the palm of h�s energet�c hand, he la�d the two scarlet
po�nts of the wa�stcoat across h�s breast.

And stepp�ng up to Enjolras, he wh�spered �n h�s ear:—
“Be easy.”
He jammed h�s hat on resolutely and departed.
A quarter of an hour later, the back room of the Café Musa�n was

deserted. All the fr�ends of the A B C were gone, each �n h�s own
d�rect�on, each to h�s own task. Enjolras, who had reserved the
Cougourde of A�x for h�mself, was the last to leave.

Those members of the Cougourde of A�x who were �n Par�s then
met on the pla�n of Issy, �n one of the abandoned quarr�es wh�ch are
so numerous �n that s�de of Par�s.

As Enjolras walked towards th�s place, he passed the whole
s�tuat�on �n rev�ew �n h�s own m�nd. The grav�ty of events was self-
ev�dent. When facts, the premon�tory symptoms of latent soc�al
malady, move heav�ly, the sl�ghtest compl�cat�on stops and entangles
them. A phenomenon whence ar�ses ru�n and new b�rths. Enjolras
descr�ed a lum�nous upl�ft�ng beneath the gloomy sk�rts of the future.
Who knows? Perhaps the moment was at hand. The people were
aga�n tak�ng possess�on of r�ght, and what a f�ne spectacle! The
revolut�on was aga�n majest�cally tak�ng possess�on of France and
say�ng to the world: “The sequel to-morrow!” Enjolras was content.
The furnace was be�ng heated. He had at that moment a powder
tra�n of fr�ends scattered all over Par�s. He composed, �n h�s own
m�nd, w�th Combeferre’s ph�losoph�cal and penetrat�ng eloquence,
Feu�lly’s cosmopol�tan enthus�asm, Courfeyrac’s dash, Bahorel’s
sm�le, Jean Prouva�re’s melancholy, Joly’s sc�ence, Bossuet’s
sarcasms, a sort of electr�c spark wh�ch took f�re nearly everywhere
at once. All hands to work. Surely, the result would answer to the
effort. Th�s was well. Th�s made h�m th�nk of Granta�re.

“Hold,” sa�d he to h�mself, “the Barr�ère du Ma�ne w�ll not take me
far out of my way. What �f I were to go on as far as R�chefeu’s? Let
us have a look at what Granta�re �s about, and see how he �s gett�ng
on.”



One o’clock was str�k�ng from the Vaug�rard steeple when Enjolras
reached the R�chefeu smok�ng-room.

He pushed open the door, entered, folded h�s arms, lett�ng the
door fall to and str�ke h�s shoulders, and gazed at that room f�lled
w�th tables, men, and smoke.

A vo�ce broke forth from the m�st of smoke, �nterrupted by another
vo�ce. It was Granta�re hold�ng a d�alogue w�th an adversary.

Granta�re was s�tt�ng oppos�te another f�gure, at a marble Sa�nt-
Anne table, strewn w�th gra�ns of bran and dotted w�th dom�nos. He
was hammer�ng the table w�th h�s f�st, and th�s �s what Enjolras
heard:—

“Double-s�x.”
“Fours.”
“The p�g! I have no more.”
“You are dead. A two.”
“S�x.”
“Three.”
“One.”
“It’s my move.”
“Four po�nts.”
“Not much.”
“It’s your turn.”
“I have made an enormous m�stake.”
“You are do�ng well.”
“F�fteen.”
“Seven more.”
“That makes me twenty-two.” [Thoughtfully, “Twenty-two!”]
“You weren’t expect�ng that double-s�x. If I had placed �t at the

beg�nn�ng, the whole play would have been changed.”
“A two aga�n.”
“One.”
“One! Well, f�ve.”



“I haven’t any.”
“It was your play, I bel�eve?”
“Yes.”
“Blank.”
“What luck he has! Ah! You are lucky! [Long rever�e.] Two.”
“One.”
“Ne�ther f�ve nor one. That’s bad for you.”
“Dom�no.”
“Plague take �t!”



BOOK SECOND—ÉPONINE



CHAPTER I—THE LARK’S MEADOW
Mar�us had w�tnessed the unexpected term�nat�on of the ambush

upon whose track he had set Javert; but Javert had no sooner
qu�tted the bu�ld�ng, bear�ng off h�s pr�soners �n three hackney-
coaches, than Mar�us also gl�ded out of the house. It was only n�ne
o’clock �n the even�ng. Mar�us betook h�mself to Courfeyrac.
Courfeyrac was no longer the �mperturbable �nhab�tant of the Lat�n
Quarter, he had gone to l�ve �n the Rue de la Verrer�e “for pol�t�cal
reasons”; th�s quarter was one where, at that epoch, �nsurrect�on
l�ked to �nstall �tself. Mar�us sa�d to Courfeyrac: “I have come to sleep
w�th you.” Courfeyrac dragged a mattress off h�s bed, wh�ch was
furn�shed w�th two, spread �t out on the floor, and sa�d: “There.”

At seven o’clock on the follow�ng morn�ng, Mar�us returned to the
hovel, pa�d the quarter’s rent wh�ch he owed to Ma’am Bougon, had
h�s books, h�s bed, h�s table, h�s commode, and h�s two cha�rs
loaded on a hand-cart and went off w�thout leav�ng h�s address, so
that when Javert returned �n the course of the morn�ng, for the
purpose of quest�on�ng Mar�us as to the events of the preced�ng
even�ng, he found only Ma’am Bougon, who answered: “Moved
away!”

Ma’am Bougon was conv�nced that Mar�us was to some extent an
accompl�ce of the robbers who had been se�zed the n�ght before.
“Who would ever have sa�d �t?” she excla�med to the portresses of
the quarter, “a young man l�ke that, who had the a�r of a g�rl!”

Mar�us had two reasons for th�s prompt change of res�dence. The
f�rst was, that he now had a horror of that house, where he had
beheld, so close at hand, and �n �ts most repuls�ve and most
feroc�ous development, a soc�al deform�ty wh�ch �s, perhaps, even
more terr�ble than the w�cked r�ch man, the w�cked poor man. The
second was, that he d�d not w�sh to f�gure �n the lawsu�t wh�ch would



�nsue �n all probab�l�ty, and be brought �n to test�fy aga�nst
Thénard�er.

Javert thought that the young man, whose name he had forgotten,
was afra�d, and had fled, or perhaps, had not even returned home at
the t�me of the ambush; he made some efforts to f�nd h�m, however,
but w�thout success.

A month passed, then another. Mar�us was st�ll w�th Courfeyrac.
He had learned from a young l�cent�ate �n law, an hab�tual frequenter
of the courts, that Thénard�er was �n close conf�nement. Every
Monday, Mar�us had f�ve francs handed �n to the clerk’s off�ce of La
Force for Thénard�er.

As Mar�us had no longer any money, he borrowed the f�ve francs
from Courfeyrac. It was the f�rst t�me �n h�s l�fe that he had ever
borrowed money. These per�od�cal f�ve francs were a double r�ddle to
Courfeyrac who lent and to Thénard�er who rece�ved them. “To
whom can they go?” thought Courfeyrac. “Whence can th�s come to
me?” Thénard�er asked h�mself.

Moreover, Mar�us was heart-broken. Everyth�ng had plunged
through a trap-door once more. He no longer saw anyth�ng before
h�m; h�s l�fe was aga�n bur�ed �n mystery where he wandered
fumbl�ngly. He had for a moment beheld very close at hand, �n that
obscur�ty, the young g�rl whom he loved, the old man who seemed to
be her father, those unknown be�ngs, who were h�s only �nterest and
h�s only hope �n th�s world; and, at the very moment when he thought
h�mself on the po�nt of grasp�ng them, a gust had swept all these
shadows away. Not a spark of certa�nty and truth had been em�tted
even �n the most terr�ble of coll�s�ons. No conjecture was poss�ble.
He no longer knew even the name that he thought he knew. It
certa�nly was not Ursule. And the Lark was a n�ckname. And what
was he to th�nk of the old man? Was he actually �n h�d�ng from the
pol�ce? The wh�te-ha�red workman whom Mar�us had encountered �n
the v�c�n�ty of the Inval�des recurred to h�s m�nd. It now seemed
probable that that work�ngman and M. Leblanc were one and the
same person. So he d�sgu�sed h�mself? That man had h�s hero�c and
h�s equ�vocal s�des. Why had he not called for help? Why had he
fled? Was he, or was he not, the father of the young g�rl? Was he, �n



short, the man whom Thénard�er thought that he recogn�zed?
Thénard�er m�ght have been m�staken. These formed so many
�nsoluble problems. All th�s, �t �s true, detracted noth�ng from the
angel�c charms of the young g�rl of the Luxembourg. Heart-rend�ng
d�stress; Mar�us bore a pass�on �n h�s heart, and n�ght over h�s eyes.
He was thrust onward, he was drawn, and he could not st�r. All had
van�shed, save love. Of love �tself he had lost the �nst�ncts and the
sudden �llum�nat�ons. Ord�nar�ly, th�s flame wh�ch burns us l�ghts us
also a l�ttle, and casts some useful gleams w�thout. But Mar�us no
longer even heard these mute counsels of pass�on. He never sa�d to
h�mself: “What �f I were to go to such a place? What �f I were to try
such and such a th�ng?” The g�rl whom he could no longer call
Ursule was ev�dently somewhere; noth�ng warned Mar�us �n what
d�rect�on he should seek her. H�s whole l�fe was now summed up �n
two words; absolute uncerta�nty w�th�n an �mpenetrable fog. To see
her once aga�n; he st�ll asp�red to th�s, but he no longer expected �t.

To crown all, h�s poverty had returned. He felt that �cy breath close
to h�m, on h�s heels. In the m�dst of h�s torments, and long before
th�s, he had d�scont�nued h�s work, and noth�ng �s more dangerous
than d�scont�nued work; �t �s a hab�t wh�ch van�shes. A hab�t wh�ch �s
easy to get r�d of, and d�ff�cult to take up aga�n.

A certa�n amount of dream�ng �s good, l�ke a narcot�c �n d�screet
doses. It lulls to sleep the fevers of the m�nd at labor, wh�ch are
somet�mes severe, and produces �n the sp�r�t a soft and fresh vapor
wh�ch corrects the over-harsh contours of pure thought, f�lls �n gaps
here and there, b�nds together and rounds off the angles of the
�deas. But too much dream�ng s�nks and drowns. Woe to the bra�n-
worker who allows h�mself to fall ent�rely from thought �nto rever�e!
He th�nks that he can re-ascend w�th equal ease, and he tells h�mself
that, after all, �t �s the same th�ng. Error!

Thought �s the to�l of the �ntell�gence, rever�e �ts voluptuousness.
To replace thought w�th rever�e �s to confound a po�son w�th a food.

Mar�us had begun �n that way, as the reader w�ll remember.
Pass�on had supervened and had f�n�shed the work of prec�p�tat�ng
h�m �nto ch�mæras w�thout object or bottom. One no longer emerges
from one’s self except for the purpose of go�ng off to dream. Idle



product�on. Tumultuous and stagnant gulf. And, �n proport�on as
labor d�m�n�shes, needs �ncrease. Th�s �s a law. Man, �n a state of
rever�e, �s generally prod�gal and slack; the unstrung m�nd cannot
hold l�fe w�th�n close bounds.

There �s, �n that mode of l�fe, good m�ngled w�th ev�l, for �f
enervat�on �s baleful, generos�ty �s good and healthful. But the poor
man who �s generous and noble, and who does not work, �s lost.
Resources are exhausted, needs crop up.

Fatal decl�v�ty down wh�ch the most honest and the f�rmest as well
as the most feeble and most v�c�ous are drawn, and wh�ch ends �n
one of two holds, su�c�de or cr�me.

By d�nt of go�ng outdoors to th�nk, the day comes when one goes
out to throw one’s self �n the water.

Excess of rever�e breeds men l�ke Escousse and Lebras.
Mar�us was descend�ng th�s decl�v�ty at a slow pace, w�th h�s eyes

f�xed on the g�rl whom he no longer saw. What we have just wr�tten
seems strange, and yet �t �s true. The memory of an absent be�ng
k�ndles �n the darkness of the heart; the more �t has d�sappeared, the
more �t beams; the gloomy and despa�r�ng soul sees th�s l�ght on �ts
hor�zon; the star of the �nner n�ght. She—that was Mar�us’ whole
thought. He med�tated of noth�ng else; he was confusedly consc�ous
that h�s old coat was becom�ng an �mposs�ble coat, and that h�s new
coat was grow�ng old, that h�s sh�rts were wear�ng out, that h�s hat
was wear�ng out, that h�s boots were g�v�ng out, and he sa�d to
h�mself: “If I could but see her once aga�n before I d�e!”

One sweet �dea alone was left to h�m, that she had loved h�m, that
her glance had told h�m so, that she d�d not know h�s name, but that
she d�d know h�s soul, and that, wherever she was, however
myster�ous the place, she st�ll loved h�m perhaps. Who knows
whether she were not th�nk�ng of h�m as he was th�nk�ng of her?
Somet�mes, �n those �nexpl�cable hours such as are exper�enced by
every heart that loves, though he had no reasons for anyth�ng but
sadness and yet felt an obscure qu�ver of joy, he sa�d to h�mself: “It �s
her thoughts that are com�ng to me!” Then he added: “Perhaps my
thoughts reach her also.”



Th�s �llus�on, at wh�ch he shook h�s head a moment later, was
suff�c�ent, nevertheless, to throw beams, wh�ch at t�mes resembled
hope, �nto h�s soul. From t�me to t�me, espec�ally at that even�ng hour
wh�ch �s the most depress�ng to even the dreamy, he allowed the
purest, the most �mpersonal, the most �deal of the rever�es wh�ch
f�lled h�s bra�n, to fall upon a notebook wh�ch conta�ned noth�ng else.
He called th�s “wr�t�ng to her.”

It must not be supposed that h�s reason was deranged. Qu�te the
contrary. He had lost the faculty of work�ng and of mov�ng f�rmly
towards any f�xed goal, but he was endowed w�th more clear-
s�ghtedness and rect�tude than ever. Mar�us surveyed by a calm and
real, although pecul�ar l�ght, what passed before h�s eyes, even the
most �nd�fferent deeds and men; he pronounced a just cr�t�c�sm on
everyth�ng w�th a sort of honest deject�on and cand�d
d�s�nterestedness. H�s judgment, wh�ch was almost wholly
d�sassoc�ated from hope, held �tself aloof and soared on h�gh.

In th�s state of m�nd noth�ng escaped h�m, noth�ng dece�ved h�m,
and every moment he was d�scover�ng the foundat�on of l�fe, of
human�ty, and of dest�ny. Happy, even �n the m�dst of angu�sh, �s he
to whom God has g�ven a soul worthy of love and of unhapp�ness!
He who has not v�ewed the th�ngs of th�s world and the heart of man
under th�s double l�ght has seen noth�ng and knows noth�ng of the
true.

The soul wh�ch loves and suffers �s �n a state of subl�m�ty.
However, day followed day, and noth�ng new presented �tself. It

merely seemed to h�m, that the sombre space wh�ch st�ll rema�ned to
be traversed by h�m was grow�ng shorter w�th every �nstant. He
thought that he already d�st�nctly perce�ved the br�nk of the
bottomless abyss.

“What!” he repeated to h�mself, “shall I not see her aga�n before
then!”

When you have ascended the Rue Sa�nt-Jacques, left the barr�er
on one s�de and followed the old �nner boulevard for some d�stance,
you reach the Rue de la Santé, then the Glac�ère, and, a l�ttle wh�le
before arr�v�ng at the l�ttle r�ver of the Gobel�ns, you come to a sort of



f�eld wh�ch �s the only spot �n the long and monotonous cha�n of the
boulevards of Par�s, where Ruysdael would be tempted to s�t down.

There �s someth�ng �ndescr�bable there wh�ch exhales grace, a
green meadow traversed by t�ghtly stretched l�nes, from wh�ch flutter
rags dry�ng �n the w�nd, and an old market-gardener’s house, bu�lt �n
the t�me of Lou�s XIII., w�th �ts great roof oddly p�erced w�th dormer
w�ndows, d�lap�dated pal�sades, a l�ttle water am�d poplar-trees,
women, vo�ces, laughter; on the hor�zon the Panthéon, the pole of
the Deaf-Mutes, the Val-de-Grâce, black, squat, fantast�c, amus�ng,
magn�f�cent, and �n the background, the severe square crests of the
towers of Notre Dame.

As the place �s worth look�ng at, no one goes th�ther. Hardly one
cart or wagoner passes �n a quarter of an hour.

It chanced that Mar�us’ sol�tary strolls led h�m to th�s plot of ground,
near the water. That day, there was a rar�ty on the boulevard, a
passer-by. Mar�us, vaguely �mpressed w�th the almost savage beauty
of the place, asked th�s passer-by:—“What �s the name of th�s spot?”

The person repl�ed: “It �s the Lark’s meadow.”
And he added: “It was here that Ulbach k�lled the shepherdess of

Ivry.”
But after the word “Lark” Mar�us heard noth�ng more. These

sudden congealments �n the state of rever�e, wh�ch a s�ngle word
suff�ces to evoke, do occur. The ent�re thought �s abruptly condensed
around an �dea, and �t �s no longer capable of perce�v�ng anyth�ng
else.

The Lark was the appellat�on wh�ch had replaced Ursule �n the
depths of Mar�us’ melancholy.—“Stop,” sa�d he w�th a sort of
unreason�ng stupor pecul�ar to these myster�ous as�des, “th�s �s her
meadow. I shall know where she l�ves now.”

It was absurd, but �rres�st�ble.
And every day he returned to that meadow of the Lark.



CHAPTER II—EMBRYONIC
FORMATION OF CRIMES IN THE

INCUBATION OF PRISONS
Javert’s tr�umph �n the Gorbeau hovel seemed complete, but had

not been so.
In the f�rst place, and th�s const�tuted the pr�nc�pal anx�ety, Javert

had not taken the pr�soner pr�soner. The assass�nated man who
flees �s more susp�c�ous than the assass�n, and �t �s probable that
th�s personage, who had been so prec�ous a capture for the ruff�ans,
would be no less f�ne a pr�ze for the author�t�es.

And then, Montparnasse had escaped Javert.
Another opportun�ty of lay�ng hands on that “dev�l’s dandy” must

be wa�ted for. Montparnasse had, �n fact, encountered Épon�ne as
she stood on the watch under the trees of the boulevard, and had led
her off, preferr�ng to play Nemor�n w�th the daughter rather than
Sch�nderhannes w�th the father. It was well that he d�d so. He was
free. As for Épon�ne, Javert had caused her to be se�zed; a med�ocre
consolat�on. Épon�ne had jo�ned Azelma at Les Madelonettes.

And f�nally, on the way from the Gorbeau house to La Force, one
of the pr�nc�pal pr�soners, Claquesous, had been lost. It was not
known how th�s had been effected, the pol�ce agents and the
sergeants “could not understand �t at all.” He had converted h�mself
�nto vapor, he had sl�pped through the handcuffs, he had tr�ckled
through the crev�ces of the carr�age, the f�acre was cracked, and he
had fled; all that they were able to say was, that on arr�v�ng at the
pr�son, there was no Claquesous. E�ther the fa�r�es or the pol�ce had
had a hand �n �t. Had Claquesous melted �nto the shadows l�ke a
snow-flake �n water? Had there been unavowed conn�vance of the
pol�ce agents? D�d th�s man belong to the double en�gma of order



and d�sorder? Was he concentr�c w�th �nfract�on and repress�on? Had
th�s sph�nx h�s fore paws �n cr�me and h�s h�nd paws �n author�ty?
Javert d�d not accept such comm�nat�ons, and would have br�stled up
aga�nst such comprom�ses; but h�s squad �ncluded other �nspectors
bes�des h�mself, who were more �n�t�ated than he, perhaps, although
they were h�s subord�nates �n the secrets of the Prefecture, and
Claquesous had been such a v�lla�n that he m�ght make a very good
agent. It �s an excellent th�ng for ruff�an�sm and an adm�rable th�ng
for the pol�ce to be on such �nt�mate juggl�ng terms w�th the n�ght.
These double-edged rascals do ex�st. However that may be,
Claquesous had gone astray and was not found aga�n. Javert
appeared to be more �rr�tated than amazed at th�s.

As for Mar�us, “that booby of a lawyer,” who had probably become
fr�ghtened, and whose name Javert had forgotten, Javert attached
very l�ttle �mportance to h�m. Moreover, a lawyer can be hunted up at
any t�me. But was he a lawyer after all?

The �nvest�gat�on had begun.
The mag�strate had thought �t adv�sable not to put one of these

men of the band of Patron M�nette �n close conf�nement, �n the hope
that he would chatter. Th�s man was Brujon, the long-ha�red man of
the Rue du Pet�t-Banqu�er. He had been let loose �n the
Charlemagne courtyard, and the eyes of the watchers were f�xed on
h�m.

Th�s name of Brujon �s one of the souven�rs of La Force. In that
h�deous courtyard, called the court of the Bât�ment-Neuf (New
Bu�ld�ng), wh�ch the adm�n�strat�on called the court Sa�nt-Bernard,
and wh�ch the robbers called the Fosse-aux-L�ons (The L�on’s D�tch),
on that wall covered w�th scales and leprosy, wh�ch rose on the left
to a level w�th the roofs, near an old door of rusty �ron wh�ch led to
the anc�ent chapel of the ducal res�dence of La Force, then turned �n
a dorm�tory for ruff�ans, there could st�ll be seen, twelve years ago, a
sort of fortress roughly carved �n the stone w�th a na�l, and beneath �t
th�s s�gnature:—
BRUJON, 1811.

The Brujon of 1811 was the father of the Brujon of 1832.



The latter, of whom the reader caught but a gl�mpse at the
Gorbeau house, was a very cunn�ng and very adro�t young spark,
w�th a bew�ldered and pla�nt�ve a�r. It was �n consequence of th�s
pla�nt�ve a�r that the mag�strate had released h�m, th�nk�ng h�m more
useful �n the Charlemagne yard than �n close conf�nement.

Robbers do not �nterrupt the�r profess�on because they are �n the
hands of just�ce. They do not let themselves be put out by such a
tr�fle as that. To be �n pr�son for one cr�me �s no reason for not
beg�nn�ng on another cr�me. They are art�sts, who have one p�cture
�n the salon, and who to�l, nonetheless, on a new work �n the�r
stud�os.

Brujon seemed to be stupef�ed by pr�son. He could somet�mes be
seen stand�ng by the hour together �n front of the sutler’s w�ndow �n
the Charlemagne yard, star�ng l�ke an �d�ot at the sord�d l�st of pr�ces
wh�ch began w�th: garl�c, 62 cent�mes, and ended w�th: c�gar, 5
cent�mes. Or he passed h�s t�me �n trembl�ng, chatter�ng h�s teeth,
say�ng that he had a fever, and �nqu�r�ng whether one of the e�ght
and twenty beds �n the fever ward was vacant.

All at once, towards the end of February, 1832, �t was d�scovered
that Brujon, that somnolent fellow, had had three d�fferent
comm�ss�ons executed by the errand-men of the establ�shment, not
under h�s own name, but �n the name of three of h�s comrades; and
they had cost h�m �n all f�fty sous, an exorb�tant outlay wh�ch
attracted the attent�on of the pr�son corporal.

Inqu�r�es were �nst�tuted, and on consult�ng the tar�ff of
comm�ss�ons posted �n the conv�ct’s parlor, �t was learned that the
f�fty sous could be analyzed as follows: three comm�ss�ons; one to
the Panthéon, ten sous; one to Val-de-Grâce, f�fteen sous; and one
to the Barr�ère de Grenelle, twenty-f�ve sous. Th�s last was the
dearest of the whole tar�ff. Now, at the Panthéon, at the Val-de-
Grâce, and at the Barr�ère de Grenelle were s�tuated the dom�c�les of
the three very redoubtable prowlers of the barr�ers, Kru�den�ers, al�as
B�zarro, Glor�eux, an ex-conv�ct, and Barre-Carosse, upon whom the
attent�on of the pol�ce was d�rected by th�s �nc�dent. It was thought
that these men were members of Patron M�nette; two of those
leaders, Babet and Gueulemer, had been captured. It was supposed



that the messages, wh�ch had been addressed, not to houses, but to
people who were wa�t�ng for them �n the street, must have conta�ned
�nformat�on w�th regard to some cr�me that had been plotted. They
were �n possess�on of other �nd�cat�ons; they la�d hand on the three
prowlers, and supposed that they had c�rcumvented some one or
other of Brujon’s mach�nat�ons.

About a week after these measures had been taken, one n�ght, as
the super�ntendent of the watch, who had been �nspect�ng the lower
dorm�tory �n the Bât�ment-Neuf, was about to drop h�s chestnut �n the
box—th�s was the means adopted to make sure that the watchmen
performed the�r dut�es punctually; every hour a chestnut must be
dropped �nto all the boxes na�led to the doors of the dorm�tor�es—a
watchman looked through the peep-hole of the dorm�tory and beheld
Brujon s�tt�ng on h�s bed and wr�t�ng someth�ng by the l�ght of the
hall-lamp. The guard�an entered, Brujon was put �n a sol�tary cell for
a month, but they were not able to se�ze what he had wr�tten. The
pol�ce learned noth�ng further about �t.

What �s certa�n �s, that on the follow�ng morn�ng, a “post�l�on” was
flung from the Charlemagne yard �nto the L�ons’ D�tch, over the f�ve-
story bu�ld�ng wh�ch separated the two court-yards.

What pr�soners call a “post�l�on” �s a pallet of bread art�st�cally
moulded, wh�ch �s sent �nto Ireland, that �s to say, over the roofs of a
pr�son, from one courtyard to another. Etymology: over England;
from one land to another; �nto Ireland. Th�s l�ttle pellet falls �n the
yard. The man who p�cks �t up opens �t and f�nds �n �t a note
addressed to some pr�soner �n that yard. If �t �s a pr�soner who f�nds
the treasure, he forwards the note to �ts dest�nat�on; �f �t �s a keeper,
or one of the pr�soners secretly sold who are called sheep �n pr�sons
and foxes �n the galleys, the note �s taken to the off�ce and handed
over to the pol�ce.

On th�s occas�on, the post�l�on reached �ts address, although the
person to whom �t was addressed was, at that moment, �n sol�tary
conf�nement. Th�s person was no other than Babet, one of the four
heads of Patron M�nette.

The post�l�on conta�ned a roll of paper on wh�ch only these two
l�nes were wr�tten:—



“Babet. There �s an affa�r �n the Rue Plumet. A gate on a garden.”
Th�s �s what Brujon had wr�tten the n�ght before.
In sp�te of male and female searchers, Babet managed to pass the

note on from La Force to the Salpêtr�ère, to a “good fr�end” whom he
had and who was shut up there. Th�s woman �n turn transm�tted the
note to another woman of her acqua�ntance, a certa�n Magnon, who
was strongly suspected by the pol�ce, though not yet arrested. Th�s
Magnon, whose name the reader has already seen, had relat�ons
w�th the Thénard�er, wh�ch w�ll be descr�bed �n deta�l later on, and
she could, by go�ng to see Épon�ne, serve as a br�dge between the
Salpêtr�ère and Les Madelonettes.

It happened, that at prec�sely that moment, as proofs were want�ng
�n the �nvest�gat�on d�rected aga�nst Thénard�er �n the matter of h�s
daughters, Épon�ne and Azelma were released. When Épon�ne
came out, Magnon, who was watch�ng the gate of the Madelonettes,
handed her Brujon’s note to Babet, charg�ng her to look �nto the
matter.

Épon�ne went to the Rue Plumet, recogn�zed the gate and the
garden, observed the house, sp�ed, lurked, and, a few days later,
brought to Magnon, who del�vers �n the Rue Clocheperce, a b�scu�t,
wh�ch Magnon transm�tted to Babet’s m�stress �n the Salpêtr�ère. A
b�scu�t, �n the shady symbol�sm of pr�sons, s�gn�f�es: Noth�ng to be
done.

So that �n less than a week from that t�me, as Brujon and Babet
met �n the c�rcle of La Force, the one on h�s way to the exam�nat�on,
the other on h�s way from �t:—

“Well?” asked Brujon, “the Rue P.?”
“B�scu�t,” repl�ed Babet. Thus d�d the fœtus of cr�me engendered

by Brujon �n La Force m�scarry.
Th�s m�scarr�age had �ts consequences, however, wh�ch were

perfectly d�st�nct from Brujon’s programme. The reader w�ll see what
they were.

Often when we th�nk we are knott�ng one thread, we are ty�ng
qu�te another.



CHAPTER III—APPARITION TO
FATHER MABEUF

Mar�us no longer went to see any one, but he somet�mes
encountered Father Mabeuf by chance.

Wh�le Mar�us was slowly descend�ng those melancholy steps
wh�ch may be called the cellar sta�rs, and wh�ch lead to places
w�thout l�ght, where the happy can be heard walk�ng overhead, M.
Mabeuf was descend�ng on h�s s�de.

The Flora of Cauteretz no longer sold at all. The exper�ments on
�nd�go had not been successful �n the l�ttle garden of Austerl�tz, wh�ch
had a bad exposure. M. Mabeuf could cult�vate there only a few
plants wh�ch love shade and dampness. Nevertheless, he d�d not
become d�scouraged. He had obta�ned a corner �n the Jard�n des
Plantes, w�th a good exposure, to make h�s tr�als w�th �nd�go “at h�s
own expense.” For th�s purpose he had pawned h�s copperplates of
the Flora. He had reduced h�s breakfast to two eggs, and he left one
of these for h�s old servant, to whom he had pa�d no wages for the
last f�fteen months. And often h�s breakfast was h�s only meal. He no
longer sm�led w�th h�s �nfant�le sm�le, he had grown morose and no
longer rece�ved v�s�tors. Mar�us d�d well not to dream of go�ng th�ther.
Somet�mes, at the hour when M. Mabeuf was on h�s way to the
Jard�n des Plantes, the old man and the young man passed each
other on the Boulevard de l’Hôp�tal. They d�d not speak, and only
exchanged a melancholy s�gn of the head. A heart-break�ng th�ng �t
�s that there comes a moment when m�sery looses bonds! Two men
who have been fr�ends become two chance passers-by.

Royol the bookseller was dead. M. Mabeuf no longer knew h�s
books, h�s garden, or h�s �nd�go: these were the three forms wh�ch
happ�ness, pleasure, and hope had assumed for h�m. Th�s suff�ced
h�m for h�s l�v�ng. He sa�d to h�mself: “When I shall have made my



balls of blue�ng, I shall be r�ch, I w�ll w�thdraw my copperplates from
the pawn-shop, I w�ll put my Flora �n vogue aga�n w�th tr�ckery, plenty
of money and advert�sements �n the newspapers and I w�ll buy, I
know well where, a copy of P�erre de Méd�ne’s Art de Nav�guer, w�th
wood-cuts, ed�t�on of 1655.” In the meant�me, he to�led all day over
h�s plot of �nd�go, and at n�ght he returned home to water h�s garden,
and to read h�s books. At that epoch, M. Mabeuf was nearly e�ghty
years of age.

One even�ng he had a s�ngular appar�t�on.
He had returned home wh�le �t was st�ll broad dayl�ght. Mother

Plutarque, whose health was decl�n�ng, was �ll and �n bed. He had
d�ned on a bone, on wh�ch a l�ttle meat l�ngered, and a b�t of bread
that he had found on the k�tchen table, and had seated h�mself on an
overturned stone post, wh�ch took the place of a bench �n h�s garden.

Near th�s bench there rose, after the fash�on �n orchard-gardens, a
sort of large chest, of beams and planks, much d�lap�dated, a rabb�t-
hutch on the ground floor, a fru�t-closet on the f�rst. There was
noth�ng �n the hutch, but there were a few apples �n the fru�t-closet,—
the rema�ns of the w�nter’s prov�s�on.

M. Mabeuf had set h�mself to turn�ng over and read�ng, w�th the
a�d of h�s glasses, two books of wh�ch he was pass�onately fond and
�n wh�ch, a ser�ous th�ng at h�s age, he was �nterested. H�s natural
t�m�d�ty rendered h�m access�ble to the acceptance of superst�t�ons �n
a certa�n degree. The f�rst of these books was the famous treat�se of
Pres�dent Delancre, De l’Inconstance des Démons; the other was a
quarto by Mutor de la Rubaud�ère, Sur les D�ables de Vauvert et les
Gobel�ns de la B�èvre. Th�s last-ment�oned old volume �nterested h�m
all the more, because h�s garden had been one of the spots haunted
by gobl�ns �n former t�mes. The tw�l�ght had begun to wh�ten what
was on h�gh and to blacken all below. As he read, over the top of the
book wh�ch he held �n h�s hand, Father Mabeuf was survey�ng h�s
plants, and among others a magn�f�cent rhododendron wh�ch was
one of h�s consolat�ons; four days of heat, w�nd, and sun w�thout a
drop of ra�n, had passed; the stalks were bend�ng, the buds
droop�ng, the leaves fall�ng; all th�s needed water, the rhododendron
was part�cularly sad. Father Mabeuf was one of those persons for



whom plants have souls. The old man had to�led all day over h�s
�nd�go plot, he was worn out w�th fat�gue, but he rose, la�d h�s books
on the bench, and walked, all bent over and w�th totter�ng footsteps,
to the well, but when he had grasped the cha�n, he could not even
draw �t suff�c�ently to unhook �t. Then he turned round and cast a
glance of angu�sh toward heaven wh�ch was becom�ng studded w�th
stars.

The even�ng had that seren�ty wh�ch overwhelms the troubles of
man beneath an �ndescr�bably mournful and eternal joy. The n�ght
prom�sed to be as ar�d as the day had been.

“Stars everywhere!” thought the old man; “not the t�n�est cloud! Not
a drop of water!”

And h�s head, wh�ch had been upra�sed for a moment, fell back
upon h�s breast.

He ra�sed �t aga�n, and once more looked at the sky, murmur�ng:—
“A tear of dew! A l�ttle p�ty!”
He tr�ed aga�n to unhook the cha�n of the well, and could not.
At that moment, he heard a vo�ce say�ng:—
“Father Mabeuf, would you l�ke to have me water your garden for

you?”
At the same t�me, a no�se as of a w�ld an�mal pass�ng became

aud�ble �n the hedge, and he beheld emerg�ng from the shrubbery a
sort of tall, slender g�rl, who drew herself up �n front of h�m and
stared boldly at h�m. She had less the a�r of a human be�ng than of a
form wh�ch had just blossomed forth from the tw�l�ght.

Before Father Mabeuf, who was eas�ly terr�f�ed, and who was, as
we have sa�d, qu�ck to take alarm, was able to reply by a s�ngle
syllable, th�s be�ng, whose movements had a sort of odd abruptness
�n the darkness, had unhooked the cha�n, plunged �n and w�thdrawn
the bucket, and f�lled the water�ng-pot, and the goodman beheld th�s
appar�t�on, wh�ch had bare feet and a tattered pett�coat, runn�ng
about among the flower-beds d�str�but�ng l�fe around her. The sound
of the water�ng-pot on the leaves f�lled Father Mabeuf’s soul w�th
ecstasy. It seemed to h�m that the rhododendron was happy now.



The f�rst bucketful empt�ed, the g�rl drew a second, then a th�rd.
She watered the whole garden.

There was someth�ng about her, as she thus ran about among
paths, where her outl�ne appeared perfectly black, wav�ng her
angular arms, and w�th her f�chu all �n rags, that resembled a bat.

When she had f�n�shed, Father Mabeuf approached her w�th tears
�n h�s eyes, and la�d h�s hand on her brow.

“God w�ll bless you,” sa�d he, “you are an angel s�nce you take
care of the flowers.”

“No,” she repl�ed. “I am the dev�l, but that’s all the same to me.”
The old man excla�med, w�thout e�ther wa�t�ng for or hear�ng her

response:—
“What a p�ty that I am so unhappy and so poor, and that I can do

noth�ng for you!”
“You can do someth�ng,” sa�d she.
“What?”
“Tell me where M. Mar�us l�ves.”
The old man d�d not understand. “What Mons�eur Mar�us?”
He ra�sed h�s glassy eyes and seemed to be seek�ng someth�ng

that had van�shed.
“A young man who used to come here.”
In the meant�me, M. Mabeuf had searched h�s memory.
“Ah! yes—” he excla�med. “I know what you mean. Wa�t! Mons�eur

Mar�us—the Baron Mar�us Pontmercy, parbleu! He l�ves,—or rather,
he no longer l�ves,—ah well, I don’t know.”

As he spoke, he had bent over to tra�n a branch of rhododendron,
and he cont�nued:—

“Hold, I know now. He very often passes along the boulevard, and
goes �n the d�rect�on of the Glac�ère, Rue Croulebarbe. The meadow
of the Lark. Go there. It �s not hard to meet h�m.”

When M. Mabeuf stra�ghtened h�mself up, there was no longer any
one there; the g�rl had d�sappeared.

He was dec�dedly terr�f�ed.



“Really,” he thought, “�f my garden had not been watered, I should
th�nk that she was a sp�r�t.”

An hour later, when he was �n bed, �t came back to h�m, and as he
fell asleep, at that confused moment when thought, l�ke that fabulous
b�rd wh�ch changes �tself �nto a f�sh �n order to cross the sea, l�ttle by
l�ttle assumes the form of a dream �n order to traverse slumber, he
sa�d to h�mself �n a bew�ldered way:—

“In sooth, that greatly resembles what Rubaud�ère narrates of the
gobl�ns. Could �t have been a gobl�n?”



CHAPTER IV—AN APPARITION TO
MARIUS

Some days after th�s v�s�t of a “sp�r�t” to Farmer Mabeuf, one
morn�ng,—�t was on a Monday, the day when Mar�us borrowed the
hundred-sou p�ece from Courfeyrac for Thénard�er—Mar�us had put
th�s co�n �n h�s pocket, and before carry�ng �t to the clerk’s off�ce, he
had gone “to take a l�ttle stroll,” �n the hope that th�s would make h�m
work on h�s return. It was always thus, however. As soon as he rose,
he seated h�mself before a book and a sheet of paper �n order to
scr�bble some translat�on; h�s task at that epoch cons�sted �n turn�ng
�nto French a celebrated quarrel between Germans, the Gans and
Sav�gny controversy; he took Sav�gny, he took Gans, read four l�nes,
tr�ed to wr�te one, could not, saw a star between h�m and h�s paper,
and rose from h�s cha�r, say�ng: “I shall go out. That w�ll put me �n
sp�r�ts.”

And off he went to the Lark’s meadow.
There he beheld more than ever the star, and less than ever

Sav�gny and Gans.
He returned home, tr�ed to take up h�s work aga�n, and d�d not

succeed; there was no means of re-knott�ng a s�ngle one of the
threads wh�ch were broken �n h�s bra�n; then he sa�d to h�mself: “I w�ll
not go out to-morrow. It prevents my work�ng.” And he went out
every day.

He l�ved �n the Lark’s meadow more than �n Courfeyrac’s lodg�ngs.
That was h�s real address: Boulevard de la Santé, at the seventh
tree from the Rue Croulebarbe.

That morn�ng he had qu�tted the seventh tree and had seated
h�mself on the parapet of the R�ver des Gobel�ns. A cheerful sunl�ght
penetrated the freshly unfolded and lum�nous leaves.



He was dream�ng of “Her.” And h�s med�tat�on turn�ng to a
reproach, fell back upon h�mself; he reflected dolefully on h�s
�dleness, h�s paralys�s of soul, wh�ch was ga�n�ng on h�m, and of that
n�ght wh�ch was grow�ng more dense every moment before h�m, to
such a po�nt that he no longer even saw the sun.

Nevertheless, athwart th�s pa�nful extr�cat�on of �nd�st�nct �deas
wh�ch was not even a monologue, so feeble had act�on become �n
h�m, and he had no longer the force to care to despa�r, athwart th�s
melancholy absorpt�on, sensat�ons from w�thout d�d reach h�m. He
heard beh�nd h�m, beneath h�m, on both banks of the r�ver, the
laundresses of the Gobel�ns beat�ng the�r l�nen, and above h�s head,
the b�rds chatter�ng and s�ng�ng �n the elm-trees. On the one hand,
the sound of l�berty, the careless happ�ness of the le�sure wh�ch has
w�ngs; on the other, the sound of to�l. What caused h�m to med�tate
deeply, and almost reflect, were two cheerful sounds.

All at once, �n the m�dst of h�s dejected ecstasy, he heard a fam�l�ar
vo�ce say�ng:—

“Come! Here he �s!”
He ra�sed h�s eyes, and recogn�zed that wretched ch�ld who had

come to h�m one morn�ng, the elder of the Thénard�er daughters,
Épon�ne; he knew her name now. Strange to say, she had grown
poorer and prett�er, two steps wh�ch �t had not seemed w�th�n her
power to take. She had accompl�shed a double progress, towards
the l�ght and towards d�stress. She was barefooted and �n rags, as
on the day when she had so resolutely entered h�s chamber, only her
rags were two months older now, the holes were larger, the tatters
more sord�d. It was the same harsh vo�ce, the same brow d�mmed
and wr�nkled w�th tan, the same free, w�ld, and vac�llat�ng glance.
She had bes�des, more than formerly, �n her face that �ndescr�bably
terr�f�ed and lamentable someth�ng wh�ch sojourn �n a pr�son adds to
wretchedness.

She had b�ts of straw and hay �n her ha�r, not l�ke Ophel�a through
hav�ng gone mad from the contag�on of Hamlet’s madness, but
because she had slept �n the loft of some stable.

And �n sp�te of �t all, she was beaut�ful. What a star art thou, O
youth!



In the meant�me, she had halted �n front of Mar�us w�th a trace of
joy �n her l�v�d countenance, and someth�ng wh�ch resembled a
sm�le.

She stood for several moments as though �ncapable of speech.
“So I have met you at last!” she sa�d at length. “Father Mabeuf was

r�ght, �t was on th�s boulevard! How I have hunted for you! If you only
knew! Do you know? I have been �n the jug. A fortn�ght! They let me
out! see�ng that there was noth�ng aga�nst me, and that, moreover, I
had not reached years of d�scret�on. I lack two months of �t. Oh! how
I have hunted for you! These s�x weeks! So you don’t l�ve down there
any more?”

“No,” sa�d Mar�us.
“Ah! I understand. Because of that affa�r. Those take-downs are

d�sagreeable. You cleared out. Come now! Why do you wear old
hats l�ke th�s! A young man l�ke you ought to have f�ne clothes. Do
you know, Mons�eur Mar�us, Father Mabeuf calls you Baron Mar�us, I
don’t know what. It �sn’t true that you are a baron? Barons are old
fellows, they go to the Luxembourg, �n front of the château, where
there �s the most sun, and they read the Quot�d�enne for a sou. I
once carr�ed a letter to a baron of that sort. He was over a hundred
years old. Say, where do you l�ve now?”

Mar�us made no reply.
“Ah!” she went on, “you have a hole �n your sh�rt. I must sew �t up

for you.”
She resumed w�th an express�on wh�ch gradually clouded over:—
“You don’t seem glad to see me.”
Mar�us held h�s peace; she rema�ned s�lent for a moment, then

excla�med:—
“But �f I choose, nevertheless, I could force you to look glad!”
“What?” demanded Mar�us. “What do you mean?”
“Ah! you used to call me thou,” she retorted.
“Well, then, what dost thou mean?”
She b�t her l�ps; she seemed to hes�tate, as though a prey to some

sort of �nward confl�ct. At last she appeared to come to a dec�s�on.



“So much the worse, I don’t care. You have a melancholy a�r, I
want you to be pleased. Only prom�se me that you w�ll sm�le. I want
to see you sm�le and hear you say: ‘Ah, well, that’s good.’ Poor Mr.
Mar�us! you know? You prom�sed me that you would g�ve me
anyth�ng I l�ke—”

“Yes! Only speak!”
She looked Mar�us full �n the eye, and sa�d:—
“I have the address.”
Mar�us turned pale. All the blood flowed back to h�s heart.
“What address?”
“The address that you asked me to get!”
She added, as though w�th an effort:—
“The address—you know very well!”
“Yes!” stammered Mar�us.
“Of that young lady.”
Th�s word uttered, she s�ghed deeply.
Mar�us sprang from the parapet on wh�ch he had been s�tt�ng and

se�zed her hand d�stractedly.
“Oh! Well! lead me th�ther! Tell me! Ask of me anyth�ng you w�sh!

Where �s �t?”
“Come w�th me,” she responded. “I don’t know the street or

number very well; �t �s �n qu�te the other d�rect�on from here, but I
know the house well, I w�ll take you to �t.”

She w�thdrew her hand and went on, �n a tone wh�ch could have
rent the heart of an observer, but wh�ch d�d not even graze Mar�us �n
h�s �ntox�cated and ecstat�c state:—

“Oh! how glad you are!”
A cloud swept across Mar�us’ brow. He se�zed Épon�ne by the

arm:—
“Swear one th�ng to me!”
“Swear!” sa�d she, “what does that mean? Come! You want me to

swear?”
And she laughed.



“Your father! prom�se me, Épon�ne! Swear to me that you w�ll not
g�ve th�s address to your father!”

She turned to h�m w�th a stupef�ed a�r.
“Épon�ne! How do you know that my name �s Épon�ne?”
“Prom�se what I tell you!”
But she d�d not seem to hear h�m.
“That’s n�ce! You have called me Épon�ne!”
Mar�us grasped both her arms at once.
“But answer me, �n the name of Heaven! pay attent�on to what I

am say�ng to you, swear to me that you w�ll not tell your father th�s
address that you know!”

“My father!” sa�d she. “Ah yes, my father! Be at ease. He’s �n close
conf�nement. Bes�des, what do I care for my father!”

“But you do not prom�se me!” excla�med Mar�us.
“Let go of me!” she sa�d, burst�ng �nto a laugh, “how you do shake

me! Yes! Yes! I prom�se that! I swear that to you! What �s that to me?
I w�ll not tell my father the address. There! Is that r�ght? Is that �t?”

“Nor to any one?” sa�d Mar�us.
“Nor to any one.”
“Now,” resumed Mar�us, “take me there.”
“Immed�ately?”
“Immed�ately.”
“Come along. Ah! how pleased he �s!” sa�d she.
After a few steps she halted.
“You are follow�ng me too closely, Mons�eur Mar�us. Let me go on

ahead, and follow me so, w�thout seem�ng to do �t. A n�ce young man
l�ke you must not be seen w�th a woman l�ke me.”

No tongue can express all that lay �n that word, woman, thus
pronounced by that ch�ld.

She proceeded a dozen paces and then halted once more; Mar�us
jo�ned her. She addressed h�m s�deways, and w�thout turn�ng
towards h�m:—

“By the way, you know that you prom�sed me someth�ng?”



Mar�us fumbled �n h�s pocket. All that he owned �n the world was
the f�ve francs �ntended for Thénard�er the father. He took them and
la�d them �n Épon�ne’s hand.

She opened her f�ngers and let the co�n fall to the ground, and
gazed at h�m w�th a gloomy a�r.

“I don’t want your money,” sa�d she.



BOOK THIRD—THE HOUSE IN THE
RUE PLUMET



CHAPTER I—THE HOUSE WITH A
SECRET

About the m�ddle of the last century, a ch�ef just�ce �n the
Parl�ament of Par�s hav�ng a m�stress and conceal�ng the fact, for at
that per�od the grand se�gnors d�splayed the�r m�stresses, and the
bourgeo�s concealed them, had “a l�ttle house” bu�lt �n the Faubourg
Sa�nt-Germa�n, �n the deserted Rue Blomet, wh�ch �s now called Rue
Plumet, not far from the spot wh�ch was then des�gnated as Combat
des An�maux.

Th�s house was composed of a s�ngle-stor�ed pav�l�on; two rooms
on the ground floor, two chambers on the f�rst floor, a k�tchen
downsta�rs, a boudo�r upsta�rs, an att�c under the roof, the whole
preceded by a garden w�th a large gate open�ng on the street. Th�s
garden was about an acre and a half �n extent. Th�s was all that
could be seen by passers-by; but beh�nd the pav�l�on there was a
narrow courtyard, and at the end of the courtyard a low bu�ld�ng
cons�st�ng of two rooms and a cellar, a sort of preparat�on dest�ned to
conceal a ch�ld and nurse �n case of need. Th�s bu�ld�ng
commun�cated �n the rear by a masked door wh�ch opened by a
secret spr�ng, w�th a long, narrow, paved w�nd�ng corr�dor, open to
the sky, hemmed �n w�th two lofty walls, wh�ch, h�dden w�th wonderful
art, and lost as �t were between garden enclosures and cult�vated
land, all of whose angles and detours �t followed, ended �n another
door, also w�th a secret lock wh�ch opened a quarter of a league
away, almost �n another quarter, at the sol�tary extrem�ty of the Rue
du Babylone.

Through th�s the ch�ef just�ce entered, so that even those who
were spy�ng on h�m and follow�ng h�m would merely have observed
that the just�ce betook h�mself every day �n a myster�ous way
somewhere, and would never have suspected that to go to the Rue



de Babylone was to go to the Rue Blomet. Thanks to clever
purchasers of land, the mag�strate had been able to make a secret,
sewer-l�ke passage on h�s own property, and consequently, w�thout
�nterference. Later on, he had sold �n l�ttle parcels, for gardens and
market gardens, the lots of ground adjo�n�ng the corr�dor, and the
propr�etors of these lots on both s�des thought they had a party wall
before the�r eyes, and d�d not even suspect the long, paved r�bbon
w�nd�ng between two walls am�d the�r flower-beds and the�r orchards.
Only the b�rds beheld th�s cur�os�ty. It �s probable that the l�nnets and
tomt�ts of the last century goss�ped a great deal about the ch�ef
just�ce.

The pav�l�on, bu�lt of stone �n the taste of Mansard, wa�nscoted
and furn�shed �n the Watteau style, roca�lle on the �ns�de, old-
fash�oned on the outs�de, walled �n w�th a tr�ple hedge of flowers, had
someth�ng d�screet, coquett�sh, and solemn about �t, as bef�ts a
capr�ce of love and mag�stracy.

Th�s house and corr�dor, wh�ch have now d�sappeared, were �n
ex�stence f�fteen years ago. In ’93 a coppersm�th had purchased the
house w�th the �dea of demol�sh�ng �t, but had not been able to pay
the pr�ce; the nat�on made h�m bankrupt. So that �t was the house
wh�ch demol�shed the coppersm�th. After that, the house rema�ned
un�nhab�ted, and fell slowly to ru�n, as does every dwell�ng to wh�ch
the presence of man does not commun�cate l�fe. It had rema�ned
f�tted w�th �ts old furn�ture, was always for sale or to let, and the ten
or a dozen people who passed through the Rue Plumet were warned
of the fact by a yellow and �lleg�ble b�t of wr�t�ng wh�ch had hung on
the garden wall s�nce 1819.

Towards the end of the Restorat�on, these same passers-by m�ght
have not�ced that the b�ll had d�sappeared, and even that the
shutters on the f�rst floor were open. The house was occup�ed, �n
fact. The w�ndows had short curta�ns, a s�gn that there was a woman
about.

In the month of October, 1829, a man of a certa�n age had
presented h�mself and had h�red the house just as �t stood, �nclud�ng,
of course, the back bu�ld�ng and the lane wh�ch ended �n the Rue de
Babylone. He had had the secret open�ngs of the two doors to th�s



passage repa�red. The house, as we have just ment�oned, was st�ll
very nearly furn�shed w�th the just�ce’s old f�tt�ng; the new tenant had
ordered some repa�rs, had added what was lack�ng here and there,
had replaced the pav�ng-stones �n the yard, br�cks �n the floors, steps
�n the sta�rs, m�ss�ng b�ts �n the �nla�d floors and the glass �n the
latt�ce w�ndows, and had f�nally �nstalled h�mself there w�th a young
g�rl and an elderly ma�d-servant, w�thout commot�on, rather l�ke a
person who �s sl�pp�ng �n than l�ke a man who �s enter�ng h�s own
house. The ne�ghbors d�d not goss�p about h�m, for the reason that
there were no ne�ghbors.

Th�s unobtrus�ve tenant was Jean Valjean, the young g�rl was
Cosette. The servant was a woman named Toussa�nt, whom Jean
Valjean had saved from the hosp�tal and from wretchedness, and
who was elderly, a stammerer, and from the prov�nces, three
qual�t�es wh�ch had dec�ded Jean Valjean to take her w�th h�m. He
had h�red the house under the name of M. Fauchelevent,
�ndependent gentleman. In all that has been related heretofore, the
reader has, doubtless, been no less prompt than Thénard�er to
recogn�ze Jean Valjean.

Why had Jean Valjean qu�tted the convent of the Pet�t-P�cpus?
What had happened?

Noth�ng had happened.
It w�ll be remembered that Jean Valjean was happy �n the convent,

so happy that h�s consc�ence f�nally took the alarm. He saw Cosette
every day, he felt patern�ty spr�ng up and develop w�th�n h�m more
and more, he brooded over the soul of that ch�ld, he sa�d to h�mself
that she was h�s, that noth�ng could take her from h�m, that th�s
would last �ndef�n�tely, that she would certa�nly become a nun, be�ng
thereto gently �nc�ted every day, that thus the convent was
henceforth the un�verse for her as �t was for h�m, that he should grow
old there, and that she would grow up there, that she would grow old
there, and that he should d�e there; that, �n short, del�ghtful hope, no
separat�on was poss�ble. On reflect�ng upon th�s, he fell �nto
perplex�ty. He �nterrogated h�mself. He asked h�mself �f all that
happ�ness were really h�s, �f �t were not composed of the happ�ness
of another, of the happ�ness of that ch�ld wh�ch he, an old man, was



conf�scat�ng and steal�ng; �f that were not theft? He sa�d to h�mself,
that th�s ch�ld had a r�ght to know l�fe before renounc�ng �t, that to
depr�ve her �n advance, and �n some sort w�thout consult�ng her, of
all joys, under the pretext of sav�ng her from all tr�als, to take
advantage of her �gnorance of her �solat�on, �n order to make an
art�f�c�al vocat�on germ�nate �n her, was to rob a human creature of �ts
nature and to l�e to God. And who knows �f, when she came to be
aware of all th�s some day, and found herself a nun to her sorrow,
Cosette would not come to hate h�m? A last, almost self�sh thought,
and less hero�c than the rest, but wh�ch was �ntolerable to h�m. He
resolved to qu�t the convent.

He resolved on th�s; he recogn�zed w�th angu�sh, the fact that �t
was necessary. As for object�ons, there were none. F�ve years’
sojourn between these four walls and of d�sappearance had
necessar�ly destroyed or d�spersed the elements of fear. He could
return tranqu�lly among men. He had grown old, and all had
undergone a change. Who would recogn�ze h�m now? And then, to
face the worst, there was danger only for h�mself, and he had no
r�ght to condemn Cosette to the clo�ster for the reason that he had
been condemned to the galleys. Bes�des, what �s danger �n
compar�son w�th the r�ght? F�nally, noth�ng prevented h�s be�ng
prudent and tak�ng h�s precaut�ons.

As for Cosette’s educat�on, �t was almost f�n�shed and complete.
H�s determ�nat�on once taken, he awa�ted an opportun�ty. It was

not long �n present�ng �tself. Old Fauchelevent d�ed.
Jean Valjean demanded an aud�ence w�th the revered pr�oress

and told her that, hav�ng come �nto a l�ttle �nher�tance at the death of
h�s brother, wh�ch perm�tted h�m henceforth to l�ve w�thout work�ng,
he should leave the serv�ce of the convent and take h�s daughter
w�th h�m; but that, as �t was not just that Cosette, s�nce she had not
taken the vows, should have rece�ved her educat�on gratu�tously, he
humbly begged the Reverend Pr�oress to see f�t that he should offer
to the commun�ty, as �ndemn�ty, for the f�ve years wh�ch Cosette had
spent there, the sum of f�ve thousand francs.

It was thus that Jean Valjean qu�tted the convent of the Perpetual
Adorat�on.



On leav�ng the convent, he took �n h�s own arms the l�ttle val�se the
key to wh�ch he st�ll wore on h�s person, and would perm�t no porter
to touch �t. Th�s puzzled Cosette, because of the odor of embalm�ng
wh�ch proceeded from �t.

Let us state at once, that th�s trunk never qu�tted h�m more. He
always had �t �n h�s chamber. It was the f�rst and only th�ng
somet�mes, that he carr�ed off �n h�s mov�ng when he moved about.
Cosette laughed at �t, and called th�s val�se h�s �nseparable, say�ng:
“I am jealous of �t.”

Nevertheless, Jean Valjean d�d not reappear �n the open a�r
w�thout profound anx�ety.

He d�scovered the house �n the Rue Plumet, and h�d h�mself from
s�ght there. Henceforth he was �n the possess�on of the name:—
Ult�me Fauchelevent.

At the same t�me he h�red two other apartments �n Par�s, �n order
that he m�ght attract less attent�on than �f he were to rema�n always
�n the same quarter, and so that he could, at need, take h�mself off at
the sl�ghtest d�squ�etude wh�ch should assa�l h�m, and �n short, so
that he m�ght not aga�n be caught unprov�ded as on the n�ght when
he had so m�raculously escaped from Javert. These two apartments
were very p�t�able, poor �n appearance, and �n two quarters wh�ch
were far remote from each other, the one �n the Rue de l’Ouest, the
other �n the Rue de l’Homme Armé.

He went from t�me to t�me, now to the Rue de l’Homme Armé, now
to the Rue de l’Ouest, to pass a month or s�x weeks, w�thout tak�ng
Toussa�nt. He had h�mself served by the porters, and gave h�mself
out as a gentleman from the suburbs, l�v�ng on h�s funds, and hav�ng
a l�ttle temporary rest�ng-place �n town. Th�s lofty v�rtue had three
dom�c�les �n Par�s for the sake of escap�ng from the pol�ce.



CHAPTER II—JEAN VALJEAN AS A
NATIONAL GUARD

However, properly speak�ng, he l�ved �n the Rue Plumet, and he
had arranged h�s ex�stence there �n the follow�ng fash�on:—

Cosette and the servant occup�ed the pav�l�on; she had the b�g
sleep�ng-room w�th the pa�nted p�er-glasses, the boudo�r w�th the
g�lded f�llets, the just�ce’s draw�ng-room furn�shed w�th tapestr�es and
vast armcha�rs; she had the garden. Jean Valjean had a canop�ed
bed of ant�que damask �n three colors and a beaut�ful Pers�an rug
purchased �n the Rue du F�gu�er-Sa�nt-Paul at Mother Gaucher’s, put
�nto Cosette’s chamber, and, �n order to redeem the sever�ty of these
magn�f�cent old th�ngs, he had amalgamated w�th th�s br�c-à-brac all
the gay and graceful l�ttle p�eces of furn�ture su�table to young g�rls,
an étagère, a bookcase f�lled w�th g�lt-edged books, an �nkstand, a
blott�ng-book, paper, a work-table �ncrusted w�th mother of pearl, a
s�lver-g�lt dress�ng-case, a to�let serv�ce �n Japanese porcela�n. Long
damask curta�ns w�th a red foundat�on and three colors, l�ke those on
the bed, hung at the w�ndows of the f�rst floor. On the ground floor,
the curta�ns were of tapestry. All w�nter long, Cosette’s l�ttle house
was heated from top to bottom. Jean Valjean �nhab�ted the sort of
porter’s lodge wh�ch was s�tuated at the end of the back courtyard,
w�th a mattress on a fold�ng-bed, a wh�te wood table, two straw
cha�rs, an earthenware water-jug, a few old volumes on a shelf, h�s
beloved val�se �n one corner, and never any f�re. He d�ned w�th
Cosette, and he had a loaf of black bread on the table for h�s own
use.

When Toussa�nt came, he had sa�d to her: “It �s the young lady
who �s the m�stress of th�s house.”—“And you, mons�eur?” Toussa�nt
repl�ed �n amazement.—“I am a much better th�ng than the master, I
am the father.”



Cosette had been taught housekeep�ng �n the convent, and she
regulated the�r expend�ture, wh�ch was very modest. Every day, Jean
Valjean put h�s arm through Cosette’s and took her for a walk. He led
her to the Luxembourg, to the least frequented walk, and every
Sunday he took her to mass at Sa�nt-Jacques-du-Haut-Pas, because
that was a long way off. As �t was a very poor quarter, he bestowed
alms largely there, and the poor people surrounded h�m �n church,
wh�ch had drawn down upon h�m Thénard�er’s ep�stle: “To the
benevolent gentleman of the church of Sa�nt-Jacques-du-Haut-Pas.”
He was fond of tak�ng Cosette to v�s�t the poor and the s�ck. No
stranger ever entered the house �n the Rue Plumet. Toussa�nt
brought the�r prov�s�ons, and Jean Valjean went h�mself for water to
a founta�n nearby on the boulevard. The�r wood and w�ne were put
�nto a half-subterranean hollow l�ned w�th rock-work wh�ch lay near
the Rue de Babylone and wh�ch had formerly served the ch�ef-just�ce
as a grotto; for at the epoch of foll�es and “L�ttle Houses” no love was
w�thout a grotto.

In the door open�ng on the Rue de Babylone, there was a box
dest�ned for the recept�on of letters and papers; only, as the three
�nhab�tants of the pav�l�on �n the Rue Plumet rece�ved ne�ther papers
nor letters, the ent�re usefulness of that box, formerly the go-between
of a love affa�r, and the conf�dant of a love-lorn lawyer, was now
l�m�ted to the tax-collector’s not�ces, and the summons of the guard.
For M. Fauchelevent, �ndependent gentleman, belonged to the
nat�onal guard; he had not been able to escape through the f�ne
meshes of the census of 1831. The mun�c�pal �nformat�on collected
at that t�me had even reached the convent of the Pet�t-P�cpus, a sort
of �mpenetrable and holy cloud, whence Jean Valjean had emerged
�n venerable gu�se, and, consequently, worthy of mount�ng guard �n
the eyes of the town-hall.

Three or four t�mes a year, Jean Valjean donned h�s un�form and
mounted guard; he d�d th�s w�ll�ngly, however; �t was a correct
d�sgu�se wh�ch m�xed h�m w�th every one, and yet left h�m sol�tary.
Jean Valjean had just atta�ned h�s s�xt�eth b�rthday, the age of legal
exempt�on; but he d�d not appear to be over f�fty; moreover, he had
no des�re to escape h�s sergeant-major nor to qu�bble w�th Comte de
Lobau; he possessed no c�v�l status, he was conceal�ng h�s name,



he was conceal�ng h�s �dent�ty, so he concealed h�s age, he
concealed everyth�ng; and, as we have just sa�d, he w�ll�ngly d�d h�s
duty as a nat�onal guard; the sum of h�s amb�t�on lay �n resembl�ng
any other man who pa�d h�s taxes. Th�s man had for h�s �deal, w�th�n,
the angel, w�thout, the bourgeo�s.

Let us note one deta�l, however; when Jean Valjean went out w�th
Cosette, he dressed as the reader has already seen, and had the a�r
of a ret�red off�cer. When he went out alone, wh�ch was generally at
n�ght, he was always dressed �n a work�ngman’s trousers and
blouse, and wore a cap wh�ch concealed h�s face. Was th�s
precaut�on or hum�l�ty? Both. Cosette was accustomed to the
en�gmat�cal s�de of her dest�ny, and hardly not�ced her father’s
pecul�ar�t�es. As for Toussa�nt, she venerated Jean Valjean, and
thought everyth�ng he d�d r�ght.

One day, her butcher, who had caught a gl�mpse of Jean Valjean,
sa�d to her: “That’s a queer f�sh.” She repl�ed: “He’s a sa�nt.”

Ne�ther Jean Valjean nor Cosette nor Toussa�nt ever entered or
emerged except by the door on the Rue de Babylone. Unless seen
through the garden gate �t would have been d�ff�cult to guess that
they l�ved �n the Rue Plumet. That gate was always closed. Jean
Valjean had left the garden uncult�vated, �n order not to attract
attent�on.

In th�s, poss�bly, he made a m�stake.



CHAPTER III—FOLIIS AC FRONDIBUS
The garden thus left to �tself for more than half a century had

become extraord�nary and charm�ng. The passers-by of forty years
ago halted to gaze at �t, w�thout a susp�c�on of the secrets wh�ch �t
h�d �n �ts fresh and verdant depths. More than one dreamer of that
epoch often allowed h�s thoughts and h�s eyes to penetrate
�nd�screetly between the bars of that anc�ent, padlocked gate,
tw�sted, totter�ng, fastened to two green and moss-covered p�llars,
and oddly crowned w�th a ped�ment of undec�pherable arabesque.

There was a stone bench �n one corner, one or two mouldy
statues, several latt�ces wh�ch had lost the�r na�ls w�th t�me, were
rott�ng on the wall, and there were no walks nor turf; but there was
enough grass everywhere. Garden�ng had taken �ts departure, and
nature had returned. Weeds abounded, wh�ch was a great p�ece of
luck for a poor corner of land. The fest�val of g�ll�flowers was
someth�ng splend�d. Noth�ng �n th�s garden obstructed the sacred
effort of th�ngs towards l�fe; venerable growth re�gned there among
them. The trees had bent over towards the nettles, the plant had
sprung upward, the branch had �ncl�ned, that wh�ch crawls on the
earth had gone �n search of that wh�ch expands �n the a�r, that wh�ch
floats on the w�nd had bent over towards that wh�ch tra�ls �n the
moss; trunks, boughs, leaves, f�bres, clusters, tendr�ls, shoots,
sp�nes, thorns, had m�ngled, crossed, marr�ed, confounded
themselves �n each other; vegetat�on �n a deep and close embrace,
had celebrated and accompl�shed there, under the well-pleased eye
of the Creator, �n that enclosure three hundred feet square, the holy
mystery of fratern�ty, symbol of the human fratern�ty. Th�s garden was
no longer a garden, �t was a colossal th�cket, that �s to say,
someth�ng as �mpenetrable as a forest, as peopled as a c�ty,
qu�ver�ng l�ke a nest, sombre l�ke a cathedral, fragrant l�ke a bouquet,
sol�tary as a tomb, l�v�ng as a throng.



In Floréal34 th�s enormous th�cket, free beh�nd �ts gate and w�th�n
�ts four walls, entered upon the secret labor of germ�nat�on, qu�vered
�n the r�s�ng sun, almost l�ke an an�mal wh�ch dr�nks �n the breaths of
cosm�c love, and wh�ch feels the sap of Apr�l r�s�ng and bo�l�ng �n �ts
ve�ns, and shakes to the w�nd �ts enormous wonderful green locks,
spr�nkled on the damp earth, on the defaced statues, on the
crumbl�ng steps of the pav�l�on, and even on the pavement of the
deserted street, flowers l�ke stars, dew l�ke pearls, fecund�ty, beauty,
l�fe, joy, perfumes. At m�dday, a thousand wh�te butterfl�es took
refuge there, and �t was a d�v�ne spectacle to see that l�v�ng summer
snow wh�rl�ng about there �n flakes am�d the shade. There, �n those
gay shadows of verdure, a throng of �nnocent vo�ces spoke sweetly
to the soul, and what the tw�tter�ng forgot to say the humm�ng
completed. In the even�ng, a dreamy vapor exhaled from the garden
and enveloped �t; a shroud of m�st, a calm and celest�al sadness
covered �t; the �ntox�cat�ng perfume of the honeysuckles and
convolvulus poured out from every part of �t, l�ke an exqu�s�te and
subtle po�son; the last appeals of the woodpeckers and the wagta�ls
were aud�ble as they dozed among the branches; one felt the sacred
�nt�macy of the b�rds and the trees; by day the w�ngs rejo�ce the
leaves, by n�ght the leaves protect the w�ngs.

In w�nter the th�cket was black, dr�pp�ng, br�stl�ng, sh�ver�ng, and
allowed some gl�mpse of the house. Instead of flowers on the
branches and dew �n the flowers, the long s�lvery tracks of the sna�ls
were v�s�ble on the cold, th�ck carpet of yellow leaves; but �n any
fash�on, under any aspect, at all seasons, spr�ng, w�nter, summer,
autumn, th�s t�ny enclosure breathed forth melancholy,
contemplat�on, sol�tude, l�berty, the absence of man, the presence of
God; and the rusty old gate had the a�r of say�ng: “Th�s garden
belongs to me.”

It was of no ava�l that the pavements of Par�s were there on every
s�de, the class�c and splend�d hotels of the Rue de Varennes a
couple of paces away, the dome of the Inval�des close at hand, the
Chamber of Deput�es not far off; the carr�ages of the Rue de
Bourgogne and of the Rue Sa�nt-Dom�n�que rumbled luxur�ously, �n
va�n, �n the v�c�n�ty, �n va�n d�d the yellow, brown, wh�te, and red
omn�buses cross each other’s course at the ne�ghbor�ng crossroads;



the Rue Plumet was the desert; and the death of the former
propr�etors, the revolut�on wh�ch had passed over �t, the crumbl�ng
away of anc�ent fortunes, absence, forgetfulness, forty years of
abandonment and w�dowhood, had suff�ced to restore to th�s
pr�v�leged spot ferns, mulle�ns, hemlock, yarrow, tall weeds, great
cr�mped plants, w�th large leaves of pale green cloth, l�zards, beetles,
uneasy and rap�d �nsects; to cause to spr�ng forth from the depths of
the earth and to reappear between those four walls a certa�n
�ndescr�bable and savage grandeur; and for nature, wh�ch
d�sconcerts the petty arrangements of man, and wh�ch sheds herself
always thoroughly where she d�ffuses herself at all, �n the ant as well
as �n the eagle, to blossom out �n a petty l�ttle Par�s�an garden w�th
as much rude force and majesty as �n a v�rg�n forest of the New
World.

Noth�ng �s small, �n fact; any one who �s subject to the profound
and penetrat�ng �nfluence of nature knows th�s. Although no absolute
sat�sfact�on �s g�ven to ph�losophy, e�ther to c�rcumscr�be the cause
or to l�m�t the effect, the contemplator falls �nto those unfathomable
ecstas�es caused by these decompos�t�ons of force term�nat�ng �n
un�ty. Everyth�ng to�ls at everyth�ng.

Algebra �s appl�ed to the clouds; the rad�at�on of the star prof�ts the
rose; no th�nker would venture to aff�rm that the perfume of the
hawthorn �s useless to the constellat�ons. Who, then, can calculate
the course of a molecule? How do we know that the creat�on of
worlds �s not determ�ned by the fall of gra�ns of sand? Who knows
the rec�procal ebb and flow of the �nf�n�tely great and the �nf�n�tely
l�ttle, the reverberat�ons of causes �n the prec�p�ces of be�ng, and the
avalanches of creat�on? The t�n�est worm �s of �mportance; the great
�s l�ttle, the l�ttle �s great; everyth�ng �s balanced �n necess�ty;
alarm�ng v�s�on for the m�nd. There are marvellous relat�ons between
be�ngs and th�ngs; �n that �nexhaust�ble whole, from the sun to the
grub, noth�ng desp�ses the other; all have need of each other. The
l�ght does not bear away terrestr�al perfumes �nto the azure depths,
w�thout know�ng what �t �s do�ng; the n�ght d�str�butes stellar
essences to the sleep�ng flowers. All b�rds that fly have round the�r
leg the thread of the �nf�n�te. Germ�nat�on �s compl�cated w�th the
burst�ng forth of a meteor and w�th the peck of a swallow crack�ng �ts



egg, and �t places on one level the b�rth of an earthworm and the
advent of Socrates. Where the telescope ends, the m�croscope
beg�ns. Wh�ch of the two possesses the larger f�eld of v�s�on?
Choose. A b�t of mould �s a ple�ad of flowers; a nebula �s an ant-h�ll
of stars. The same prom�scuousness, and yet more unprecedented,
ex�sts between the th�ngs of the �ntell�gence and the facts of
substance. Elements and pr�nc�ples m�ngle, comb�ne, wed, mult�ply
w�th each other, to such a po�nt that the mater�al and the moral world
are brought eventually to the same clearness. The phenomenon �s
perpetually return�ng upon �tself. In the vast cosm�c exchanges the
un�versal l�fe goes and comes �n unknown quant�t�es, roll�ng ent�rely
�n the �nv�s�ble mystery of effluv�a, employ�ng everyth�ng, not los�ng a
s�ngle dream, not a s�ngle slumber, sow�ng an an�malcule here,
crumbl�ng to b�ts a planet there, osc�llat�ng and w�nd�ng, mak�ng of
l�ght a force and of thought an element, d�ssem�nated and �nv�s�ble,
d�ssolv�ng all, except that geometr�cal po�nt, the I; br�ng�ng everyth�ng
back to the soul-atom; expand�ng everyth�ng �n God, entangl�ng all
act�v�ty, from summ�t to base, �n the obscur�ty of a d�zzy mechan�sm,
attach�ng the fl�ght of an �nsect to the movement of the earth,
subord�nat�ng, who knows? Were �t only by the �dent�ty of the law, the
evolut�on of the comet �n the f�rmament to the wh�rl�ng of the �nfusor�a
�n the drop of water. A mach�ne made of m�nd. Enormous gear�ng,
the pr�me motor of wh�ch �s the gnat, and whose f�nal wheel �s the
zod�ac.



CHAPTER IV—CHANGE OF GATE
It seemed that th�s garden, created �n olden days to conceal

wanton myster�es, had been transformed and become f�tted to
shelter chaste myster�es. There were no longer e�ther arbors, or
bowl�ng greens, or tunnels, or grottos; there was a magn�f�cent,
d�shevelled obscur�ty fall�ng l�ke a ve�l over all. Paphos had been
made over �nto Eden. It �s �mposs�ble to say what element of
repentance had rendered th�s retreat wholesome. Th�s flower-g�rl
now offered her blossom to the soul. Th�s coquett�sh garden,
formerly dec�dedly comprom�sed, had returned to v�rg�n�ty and
modesty. A just�ce ass�sted by a gardener, a goodman who thought
that he was a cont�nuat�on of Lamo�gnon, and another goodman who
thought that he was a cont�nuat�on of Lenôtre, had turned �t about,
cut, ruffled, decked, moulded �t to gallantry; nature had taken
possess�on of �t once more, had f�lled �t w�th shade, and had
arranged �t for love.

There was, also, �n th�s sol�tude, a heart wh�ch was qu�te ready.
Love had only to show h�mself; he had here a temple composed of
verdure, grass, moss, the s�ght of b�rds, tender shadows, ag�tated
branches, and a soul made of sweetness, of fa�th, of candor, of
hope, of asp�rat�on, and of �llus�on.

Cosette had left the convent when she was st�ll almost a ch�ld; she
was a l�ttle more than fourteen, and she was at the “ungrateful age”;
we have already sa�d, that w�th the except�on of her eyes, she was
homely rather than pretty; she had no ungraceful feature, but she
was awkward, th�n, t�m�d and bold at once, a grown-up l�ttle g�rl, �n
short.

Her educat�on was f�n�shed, that �s to say, she has been taught
rel�g�on, and even and above all, devot�on; then “h�story,” that �s to
say the th�ng that bears that name �n convents, geography, grammar,
the part�c�ples, the k�ngs of France, a l�ttle mus�c, a l�ttle draw�ng,



etc.; but �n all other respects she was utterly �gnorant, wh�ch �s a
great charm and a great per�l. The soul of a young g�rl should not be
left �n the dark; later on, m�rages that are too abrupt and too l�vely
are formed there, as �n a dark chamber. She should be gently and
d�screetly enl�ghtened, rather w�th the reflect�on of real�t�es than w�th
the�r harsh and d�rect l�ght. A useful and grac�ously austere half-l�ght
wh�ch d�ss�pates puer�le fears and obv�ates falls. There �s noth�ng but
the maternal �nst�nct, that adm�rable �ntu�t�on composed of the
memor�es of the v�rg�n and the exper�ence of the woman, wh�ch
knows how th�s half-l�ght �s to be created and of what �t should
cons�st.

Noth�ng suppl�es the place of th�s �nst�nct. All the nuns �n the world
are not worth as much as one mother �n the format�on of a young
g�rl’s soul.

Cosette had had no mother. She had only had many mothers, �n
the plural.

As for Jean Valjean, he was, �ndeed, all tenderness, all sol�c�tude;
but he was only an old man and he knew noth�ng at all.

Now, �n th�s work of educat�on, �n th�s grave matter of prepar�ng a
woman for l�fe, what sc�ence �s requ�red to combat that vast
�gnorance wh�ch �s called �nnocence!

Noth�ng prepares a young g�rl for pass�ons l�ke the convent. The
convent turns the thoughts �n the d�rect�on of the unknown. The
heart, thus thrown back upon �tself, works downward w�th�n �tself,
s�nce �t cannot overflow, and grows deep, s�nce �t cannot expand.
Hence v�s�ons, suppos�t�ons, conjectures, outl�nes of romances, a
des�re for adventures, fantast�c construct�ons, ed�f�ces bu�lt wholly �n
the �nner obscur�ty of the m�nd, sombre and secret abodes where the
pass�ons �mmed�ately f�nd a lodgement as soon as the open gate
perm�ts them to enter. The convent �s a compress�on wh�ch, �n order
to tr�umph over the human heart, should last dur�ng the whole l�fe.

On qu�tt�ng the convent, Cosette could have found noth�ng more
sweet and more dangerous than the house �n the Rue Plumet. It was
the cont�nuat�on of sol�tude w�th the beg�nn�ng of l�berty; a garden
that was closed, but a nature that was acr�d, r�ch, voluptuous, and



fragrant; the same dreams as �n the convent, but w�th gl�mpses of
young men; a grat�ng, but one that opened on the street.

St�ll, when she arr�ved there, we repeat, she was only a ch�ld. Jean
Valjean gave th�s neglected garden over to her. “Do what you l�ke
w�th �t,” he sa�d to her. Th�s amused Cosette; she turned over all the
clumps and all the stones, she hunted for “beasts”; she played �n �t,
wh�le awa�t�ng the t�me when she would dream �n �t; she loved th�s
garden for the �nsects that she found beneath her feet am�d the
grass, wh�le awa�t�ng the day when she would love �t for the stars
that she would see through the boughs above her head.

And then, she loved her father, that �s to say, Jean Valjean, w�th all
her soul, w�th an �nnocent f�l�al pass�on wh�ch made the goodman a
beloved and charm�ng compan�on to her. It w�ll be remembered that
M. Madele�ne had been �n the hab�t of read�ng a great deal. Jean
Valjean had cont�nued th�s pract�ce; he had come to converse well;
he possessed the secret r�ches and the eloquence of a true and
humble m�nd wh�ch has spontaneously cult�vated �tself. He reta�ned
just enough sharpness to season h�s k�ndness; h�s m�nd was rough
and h�s heart was soft. Dur�ng the�r conversat�ons �n the
Luxembourg, he gave her explanat�ons of everyth�ng, draw�ng on
what he had read, and also on what he had suffered. As she l�stened
to h�m, Cosette’s eyes wandered vaguely about.

Th�s s�mple man suff�ced for Cosette’s thought, the same as the
w�ld garden suff�ced for her eyes. When she had had a good chase
after the butterfl�es, she came pant�ng up to h�m and sa�d: “Ah! How I
have run!” He k�ssed her brow.

Cosette adored the goodman. She was always at h�s heels. Where
Jean Valjean was, there happ�ness was. Jean Valjean l�ved ne�ther �n
the pav�l�on nor the garden; she took greater pleasure �n the paved
back courtyard, than �n the enclosure f�lled w�th flowers, and �n h�s
l�ttle lodge furn�shed w�th straw-seated cha�rs than �n the great
draw�ng-room hung w�th tapestry, aga�nst wh�ch stood tufted easy-
cha�rs. Jean Valjean somet�mes sa�d to her, sm�l�ng at h�s happ�ness
�n be�ng �mportuned: “Do go to your own quarters! Leave me alone a
l�ttle!”



She gave h�m those charm�ng and tender scold�ngs wh�ch are so
graceful when they come from a daughter to her father.

“Father, I am very cold �n your rooms; why don’t you have a carpet
here and a stove?”

“Dear ch�ld, there are so many people who are better than I and
who have not even a roof over the�r heads.”

“Then why �s there a f�re �n my rooms, and everyth�ng that �s
needed?”

“Because you are a woman and a ch�ld.”
“Bah! must men be cold and feel uncomfortable?”
“Certa�n men.”
“That �s good, I shall come here so often that you w�ll be obl�ged to

have a f�re.”
And aga�n she sa�d to h�m:—
“Father, why do you eat horr�ble bread l�ke that?”
“Because, my daughter.”
“Well, �f you eat �t, I w�ll eat �t too.”
Then, �n order to prevent Cosette eat�ng black bread, Jean Valjean

ate wh�te bread.
Cosette had but a confused recollect�on of her ch�ldhood. She

prayed morn�ng and even�ng for her mother whom she had never
known. The Thénard�ers had rema�ned w�th her as two h�deous
f�gures �n a dream. She remembered that she had gone “one day, at
n�ght,” to fetch water �n a forest. She thought that �t had been very far
from Par�s. It seemed to her that she had begun to l�ve �n an abyss,
and that �t was Jean Valjean who had rescued her from �t. Her
ch�ldhood produced upon her the effect of a t�me when there had
been noth�ng around her but m�llepeds, sp�ders, and serpents. When
she med�tated �n the even�ng, before fall�ng asleep, as she had not a
very clear �dea that she was Jean Valjean’s daughter, and that he
was her father, she fanc�ed that the soul of her mother had passed
�nto that good man and had come to dwell near her.

When he was seated, she leaned her cheek aga�nst h�s wh�te ha�r,
and dropped a s�lent tear, say�ng to herself: “Perhaps th�s man �s my



mother.”
Cosette, although th�s �s a strange statement to make, �n the

profound �gnorance of a g�rl brought up �n a convent,—matern�ty
be�ng also absolutely un�ntell�g�ble to v�rg�n�ty,—had ended by
fancy�ng that she had had as l�ttle mother as poss�ble. She d�d not
even know her mother’s name. Whenever she asked Jean Valjean,
Jean Valjean rema�ned s�lent. If she repeated her quest�on, he
responded w�th a sm�le. Once she �ns�sted; the sm�le ended �n a tear.

Th�s s�lence on the part of Jean Valjean covered Fant�ne w�th
darkness.

Was �t prudence? Was �t respect? Was �t a fear that he should
del�ver th�s name to the hazards of another memory than h�s own?

So long as Cosette had been small, Jean Valjean had been w�ll�ng
to talk to her of her mother; when she became a young g�rl, �t was
�mposs�ble for h�m to do so. It seemed to h�m that he no longer
dared. Was �t because of Cosette? Was �t because of Fant�ne? He
felt a certa�n rel�g�ous horror at lett�ng that shadow enter Cosette’s
thought; and of plac�ng a th�rd �n the�r dest�ny. The more sacred th�s
shade was to h�m, the more d�d �t seem that �t was to be feared. He
thought of Fant�ne, and felt h�mself overwhelmed w�th s�lence.

Through the darkness, he vaguely perce�ved someth�ng wh�ch
appeared to have �ts f�nger on �ts l�ps. Had all the modesty wh�ch had
been �n Fant�ne, and wh�ch had v�olently qu�tted her dur�ng her
l�fet�me, returned to rest upon her after her death, to watch �n
�nd�gnat�on over the peace of that dead woman, and �n �ts shyness,
to keep her �n her grave? Was Jean Valjean unconsc�ously
subm�tt�ng to the pressure? We who bel�eve �n death, are not among
the number who w�ll reject th�s myster�ous explanat�on.

Hence the �mposs�b�l�ty of utter�ng, even for Cosette, that name of
Fant�ne.

One day Cosette sa�d to h�m:—
“Father, I saw my mother �n a dream last n�ght. She had two b�g

w�ngs. My mother must have been almost a sa�nt dur�ng her l�fe.”
“Through martyrdom,” repl�ed Jean Valjean.
However, Jean Valjean was happy.



When Cosette went out w�th h�m, she leaned on h�s arm, proud
and happy, �n the plen�tude of her heart. Jean Valjean felt h�s heart
melt w�th�n h�m w�th del�ght, at all these sparks of a tenderness so
exclus�ve, so wholly sat�sf�ed w�th h�mself alone. The poor man
trembled, �nundated w�th angel�c joy; he declared to h�mself
ecstat�cally that th�s would last all the�r l�ves; he told h�mself that he
really had not suffered suff�c�ently to mer�t so rad�ant a bl�ss, and he
thanked God, �n the depths of h�s soul, for hav�ng perm�tted h�m to
be loved thus, he, a wretch, by that �nnocent be�ng.



CHAPTER V—THE ROSE PERCEIVES
THAT IT IS AN ENGINE OF WAR

One day, Cosette chanced to look at herself �n her m�rror, and she
sa�d to herself: “Really!” It seemed to her almost that she was pretty.
Th�s threw her �n a s�ngularly troubled state of m�nd. Up to that
moment she had never thought of her face. She saw herself �n her
m�rror, but she d�d not look at herself. And then, she had so often
been told that she was homely; Jean Valjean alone sa�d gently: “No
�ndeed! no �ndeed!” At all events, Cosette had always thought herself
homely, and had grown up �n that bel�ef w�th the easy res�gnat�on of
ch�ldhood. And here, all at once, was her m�rror say�ng to her, as
Jean Valjean had sa�d: “No �ndeed!” That n�ght, she d�d not sleep.
“What �f I were pretty!” she thought. “How odd �t would be �f I were
pretty!” And she recalled those of her compan�ons whose beauty had
produced a sensat�on �n the convent, and she sa�d to herself: “What!
Am I to be l�ke Mademo�selle So-and-So?”

The next morn�ng she looked at herself aga�n, not by acc�dent th�s
t�me, and she was assa�led w�th doubts: “Where d�d I get such an
�dea?” sa�d she; “no, I am ugly.” She had not slept well, that was all,
her eyes were sunken and she was pale. She had not felt very
joyous on the preced�ng even�ng �n the bel�ef that she was beaut�ful,
but �t made her very sad not to be able to bel�eve �n �t any longer.
She d�d not look at herself aga�n, and for more than a fortn�ght she
tr�ed to dress her ha�r w�th her back turned to the m�rror.

In the even�ng, after d�nner, she generally embro�dered �n wool or
d�d some convent needlework �n the draw�ng-room, and Jean
Valjean read bes�de her. Once she ra�sed her eyes from her work,
and was rendered qu�te uneasy by the manner �n wh�ch her father
was gaz�ng at her.



On another occas�on, she was pass�ng along the street, and �t
seemed to her that some one beh�nd her, whom she d�d not see,
sa�d: “A pretty woman! but badly dressed.” “Bah!” she thought, “he
does not mean me. I am well dressed and ugly.” She was then
wear�ng a plush hat and her mer�no gown.

At last, one day when she was �n the garden, she heard poor old
Toussa�nt say�ng: “Do you not�ce how pretty Cosette �s grow�ng, s�r?”
Cosette d�d not hear her father’s reply, but Toussa�nt’s words caused
a sort of commot�on w�th�n her. She fled from the garden, ran up to
her room, flew to the look�ng-glass,—�t was three months s�nce she
had looked at herself,—and gave vent to a cry. She had just dazzled
herself.

She was beaut�ful and lovely; she could not help agree�ng w�th
Toussa�nt and her m�rror. Her f�gure was formed, her sk�n had grown
wh�te, her ha�r was lustrous, an unaccustomed splendor had been
l�ghted �n her blue eyes. The consc�ousness of her beauty burst upon
her �n an �nstant, l�ke the sudden advent of dayl�ght; other people
not�ced �t also, Toussa�nt had sa�d so, �t was ev�dently she of whom
the passer-by had spoken, there could no longer be any doubt of
that; she descended to the garden aga�n, th�nk�ng herself a queen,
�mag�n�ng that she heard the b�rds s�ng�ng, though �t was w�nter,
see�ng the sky g�lded, the sun among the trees, flowers �n the
th�ckets, d�stracted, w�ld, �n �nexpress�ble del�ght.

Jean Valjean, on h�s s�de, exper�enced a deep and undef�nable
oppress�on at heart.

In fact, he had, for some t�me past, been contemplat�ng w�th terror
that beauty wh�ch seemed to grow more rad�ant every day on
Cosette’s sweet face. The dawn that was sm�l�ng for all was gloomy
for h�m.

Cosette had been beaut�ful for a tolerably long t�me before she
became aware of �t herself. But, from the very f�rst day, that
unexpected l�ght wh�ch was r�s�ng slowly and envelop�ng the whole
of the young g�rl’s person, wounded Jean Valjean’s sombre eye. He
felt that �t was a change �n a happy l�fe, a l�fe so happy that he d�d
not dare to move for fear of d�sarrang�ng someth�ng. Th�s man, who
had passed through all manner of d�stresses, who was st�ll all



bleed�ng from the bru�ses of fate, who had been almost w�cked and
who had become almost a sa�nt, who, after hav�ng dragged the cha�n
of the galleys, was now dragg�ng the �nv�s�ble but heavy cha�n of
�ndef�n�te m�sery, th�s man whom the law had not released from �ts
grasp and who could be se�zed at any moment and brought back
from the obscur�ty of h�s v�rtue to the broad dayl�ght of publ�c
opprobr�um, th�s man accepted all, excused all, pardoned all, and
merely asked of Prov�dence, of man, of the law, of soc�ety, of nature,
of the world, one th�ng, that Cosette m�ght love h�m!

That Cosette m�ght cont�nue to love h�m! That God would not
prevent the heart of the ch�ld from com�ng to h�m, and from
rema�n�ng w�th h�m! Beloved by Cosette, he felt that he was healed,
rested, appeased, loaded w�th benef�ts, recompensed, crowned.
Beloved by Cosette, �t was well w�th h�m! He asked noth�ng more!
Had any one sa�d to h�m: “Do you want anyth�ng better?” he would
have answered: “No.” God m�ght have sa�d to h�m: “Do you des�re
heaven?” and he would have repl�ed: “I should lose by �t.”

Everyth�ng wh�ch could affect th�s s�tuat�on, �f only on the surface,
made h�m shudder l�ke the beg�nn�ng of someth�ng new. He had
never known very d�st�nctly h�mself what the beauty of a woman
means; but he understood �nst�nct�vely, that �t was someth�ng terr�ble.

He gazed w�th terror on th�s beauty, wh�ch was blossom�ng out
ever more tr�umphant and superb bes�de h�m, beneath h�s very eyes,
on the �nnocent and form�dable brow of that ch�ld, from the depths of
her homel�ness, of h�s old age, of h�s m�sery, of h�s reprobat�on.

He sa�d to h�mself: “How beaut�ful she �s! What �s to become of
me?”

There, moreover, lay the d�fference between h�s tenderness and
the tenderness of a mother. What he beheld w�th angu�sh, a mother
would have gazed upon w�th joy.

The f�rst symptoms were not long �n mak�ng the�r appearance.
On the very morrow of the day on wh�ch she had sa�d to herself:

“Dec�dedly I am beaut�ful!” Cosette began to pay attent�on to her
to�let. She recalled the remark of that passer-by: “Pretty, but badly
dressed,” the breath of an oracle wh�ch had passed bes�de her and
had van�shed, after depos�t�ng �n her heart one of the two germs



wh�ch are dest�ned, later on, to f�ll the whole l�fe of woman, coquetry.
Love �s the other.

W�th fa�th �n her beauty, the whole fem�n�ne soul expanded w�th�n
her. She conce�ved a horror for her mer�nos, and shame for her
plush hat. Her father had never refused her anyth�ng. She at once
acqu�red the whole sc�ence of the bonnet, the gown, the mantle, the
boot, the cuff, the stuff wh�ch �s �n fash�on, the color wh�ch �s
becom�ng, that sc�ence wh�ch makes of the Par�s�an woman
someth�ng so charm�ng, so deep, and so dangerous. The words
heady woman were �nvented for the Par�s�enne.

In less than a month, l�ttle Cosette, �n that Theba�d of the Rue de
Babylone, was not only one of the prett�est, but one of the “best
dressed” women �n Par�s, wh�ch means a great deal more.

She would have l�ked to encounter her “passer-by,” to see what he
would say, and to “teach h�m a lesson!” The truth �s, that she was
rav�sh�ng �n every respect, and that she d�st�ngu�shed the d�fference
between a bonnet from Gérard and one from Herbaut �n the most
marvellous way.

Jean Valjean watched these ravages w�th anx�ety. He who felt that
he could never do anyth�ng but crawl, walk at the most, beheld w�ngs
sprout�ng on Cosette.

Moreover, from the mere �nspect�on of Cosette’s to�let, a woman
would have recogn�zed the fact that she had no mother. Certa�n l�ttle
propr�et�es, certa�n spec�al convent�onal�t�es, were not observed by
Cosette. A mother, for �nstance, would have told her that a young g�rl
does not dress �n damask.

The f�rst day that Cosette went out �n her black damask gown and
mantle, and her wh�te crape bonnet, she took Jean Valjean’s arm,
gay, rad�ant, rosy, proud, dazzl�ng. “Father,” she sa�d, “how do you
l�ke me �n th�s gu�se?” Jean Valjean repl�ed �n a vo�ce wh�ch
resembled the b�tter vo�ce of an env�ous man: “Charm�ng!” He was
the same as usual dur�ng the�r walk. On the�r return home, he asked
Cosette:—

“Won’t you put on that other gown and bonnet aga�n,—you know
the ones I mean?”



Th�s took place �n Cosette’s chamber. Cosette turned towards the
wardrobe where her cast-off schoolg�rl’s clothes were hang�ng.

“That d�sgu�se!” sa�d she. “Father, what do you want me to do w�th
�t? Oh no, the �dea! I shall never put on those horrors aga�n. W�th
that mach�ne on my head, I have the a�r of Madame Mad-dog.”

Jean Valjean heaved a deep s�gh.
From that moment forth, he not�ced that Cosette, who had always

heretofore asked to rema�n at home, say�ng: “Father, I enjoy myself
more here w�th you,” now was always ask�ng to go out. In fact, what
�s the use of hav�ng a handsome face and a del�c�ous costume �f one
does not d�splay them?

He also not�ced that Cosette had no longer the same taste for the
back garden. Now she preferred the garden, and d�d not d�sl�ke to
promenade back and forth �n front of the ra�led fence. Jean Valjean,
who was shy, never set foot �n the garden. He kept to h�s back yard,
l�ke a dog.

Cosette, �n ga�n�ng the knowledge that she was beaut�ful, lost the
grace of �gnor�ng �t. An exqu�s�te grace, for beauty enhanced by
�ngenuousness �s �neffable, and noth�ng �s so adorable as a dazzl�ng
and �nnocent creature who walks along, hold�ng �n her hand the key
to parad�se w�thout be�ng consc�ous of �t. But what she had lost �n
�ngenuous grace, she ga�ned �n pens�ve and ser�ous charm. Her
whole person, permeated w�th the joy of youth, of �nnocence, and of
beauty, breathed forth a splend�d melancholy.

It was at th�s epoch that Mar�us, after the lapse of s�x months, saw
her once more at the Luxembourg.



CHAPTER VI—THE BATTLE BEGUN
Cosette �n her shadow, l�ke Mar�us �n h�s, was all ready to take f�re.

Dest�ny, w�th �ts myster�ous and fatal pat�ence, slowly drew together
these two be�ngs, all charged and all langu�sh�ng w�th the stormy
electr�c�ty of pass�on, these two souls wh�ch were laden w�th love as
two clouds are laden w�th l�ghtn�ng, and wh�ch were bound to
overflow and m�ngle �n a look l�ke the clouds �n a flash of f�re.

The glance has been so much abused �n love romances that �t has
f�nally fallen �nto d�srepute. One hardly dares to say, nowadays, that
two be�ngs fell �n love because they looked at each other. That �s the
way people do fall �n love, nevertheless, and the only way. The rest
�s noth�ng, but the rest comes afterwards. Noth�ng �s more real than
these great shocks wh�ch two souls convey to each other by the
exchange of that spark.

At that part�cular hour when Cosette unconsc�ously darted that
glance wh�ch troubled Mar�us, Mar�us had no susp�c�on that he had
also launched a look wh�ch d�sturbed Cosette.

He caused her the same good and the same ev�l.
She had been �n the hab�t of see�ng h�m for a long t�me, and she

had scrut�n�zed h�m as g�rls scrut�n�ze and see, wh�le look�ng
elsewhere. Mar�us st�ll cons�dered Cosette ugly, when she had
already begun to th�nk Mar�us handsome. But as he pa�d no attent�on
to her, the young man was noth�ng to her.

St�ll, she could not refra�n from say�ng to herself that he had
beaut�ful ha�r, beaut�ful eyes, handsome teeth, a charm�ng tone of
vo�ce when she heard h�m convers�ng w�th h�s comrades, that he
held h�mself badly when he walked, �f you l�ke, but w�th a grace that
was all h�s own, that he d�d not appear to be at all stup�d, that h�s
whole person was noble, gentle, s�mple, proud, and that, �n short,
though he seemed to be poor, yet h�s a�r was f�ne.



On the day when the�r eyes met at last, and sa�d to each other
those f�rst, obscure, and �neffable th�ngs wh�ch the glance l�sps,
Cosette d�d not �mmed�ately understand. She returned thoughtfully to
the house �n the Rue de l’Ouest, where Jean Valjean, accord�ng to
h�s custom, had come to spend s�x weeks. The next morn�ng, on
wak�ng, she thought of that strange young man, so long �nd�fferent
and �cy, who now seemed to pay attent�on to her, and �t d�d not
appear to her that th�s attent�on was the least �n the world agreeable
to her. She was, on the contrary, somewhat �ncensed at th�s
handsome and d�sda�nful �nd�v�dual. A substratum of war st�rred
w�th�n her. It struck her, and the �dea caused her a wholly ch�ld�sh joy,
that she was go�ng to take her revenge at last.

Know�ng that she was beaut�ful, she was thoroughly consc�ous,
though �n an �nd�st�nct fash�on, that she possessed a weapon.
Women play w�th the�r beauty as ch�ldren do w�th a kn�fe. They
wound themselves.

The reader w�ll recall Mar�us’ hes�tat�ons, h�s palp�tat�ons, h�s
terrors. He rema�ned on h�s bench and d�d not approach. Th�s vexed
Cosette. One day, she sa�d to Jean Valjean: “Father, let us stroll
about a l�ttle �n that d�rect�on.” See�ng that Mar�us d�d not come to
her, she went to h�m. In such cases, all women resemble Mahomet.
And then, strange to say, the f�rst symptom of true love �n a young
man �s t�m�d�ty; �n a young g�rl �t �s boldness. Th�s �s surpr�s�ng, and
yet noth�ng �s more s�mple. It �s the two sexes tend�ng to approach
each other and assum�ng, each the other’s qual�t�es.

That day, Cosette’s glance drove Mar�us bes�de h�mself, and
Mar�us’ glance set Cosette to trembl�ng. Mar�us went away conf�dent,
and Cosette uneasy. From that day forth, they adored each other.

The f�rst th�ng that Cosette felt was a confused and profound
melancholy. It seemed to her that her soul had become black s�nce
the day before. She no longer recogn�zed �t. The wh�teness of soul �n
young g�rls, wh�ch �s composed of coldness and gayety, resembles
snow. It melts �n love, wh�ch �s �ts sun.

Cosette d�d not know what love was. She had never heard the
word uttered �n �ts terrestr�al sense. On the books of profane mus�c
wh�ch entered the convent, amour (love) was replaced by tambour



(drum) or pandour. Th�s created en�gmas wh�ch exerc�sed the
�mag�nat�ons of the b�g g�rls, such as: Ah, how del�ghtful �s the drum!
or, P�ty �s not a pandour. But Cosette had left the convent too early to
have occup�ed herself much w�th the “drum.” Therefore, she d�d not
know what name to g�ve to what she now felt. Is any one the less �ll
because one does not know the name of one’s malady?

She loved w�th all the more pass�on because she loved �gnorantly.
She d�d not know whether �t was a good th�ng or a bad th�ng, useful
or dangerous, eternal or temporary, allowable or proh�b�ted; she
loved. She would have been greatly aston�shed, had any one sa�d to
her: “You do not sleep? But that �s forb�dden! You do not eat? Why,
that �s very bad! You have oppress�ons and palp�tat�ons of the heart?
That must not be! You blush and turn pale, when a certa�n be�ng clad
�n black appears at the end of a certa�n green walk? But that �s
abom�nable!” She would not have understood, and she would have
repl�ed: “What fault �s there of m�ne �n a matter �n wh�ch I have no
power and of wh�ch I know noth�ng?”

It turned out that the love wh�ch presented �tself was exactly su�ted
to the state of her soul. It was a sort of adm�rat�on at a d�stance, a
mute contemplat�on, the de�f�cat�on of a stranger. It was the
appar�t�on of youth to youth, the dream of n�ghts become a real�ty yet
rema�n�ng a dream, the longed-for phantom real�zed and made flesh
at last, but hav�ng as yet, ne�ther name, nor fault, nor spot, nor
ex�gence, nor defect; �n a word, the d�stant lover who l�ngered �n the
�deal, a ch�mæra w�th a form. Any nearer and more palpable meet�ng
would have alarmed Cosette at th�s f�rst stage, when she was st�ll
half �mmersed �n the exaggerated m�sts of the clo�ster. She had all
the fears of ch�ldren and all the fears of nuns comb�ned. The sp�r�t of
the convent, w�th wh�ch she had been permeated for the space of
f�ve years, was st�ll �n the process of slow evaporat�on from her
person, and made everyth�ng tremble around her. In th�s s�tuat�on he
was not a lover, he was not even an adm�rer, he was a v�s�on. She
set herself to ador�ng Mar�us as someth�ng charm�ng, lum�nous, and
�mposs�ble.

As extreme �nnocence borders on extreme coquetry, she sm�led at
h�m w�th all frankness.



Every day, she looked forward to the hour for the�r walk w�th
�mpat�ence, she found Mar�us there, she felt herself unspeakably
happy, and thought �n all s�ncer�ty that she was express�ng her whole
thought when she sa�d to Jean Valjean:—

“What a del�c�ous garden that Luxembourg �s!”
Mar�us and Cosette were �n the dark as to one another. They d�d

not address each other, they d�d not salute each other, they d�d not
know each other; they saw each other; and l�ke stars of heaven
wh�ch are separated by m�ll�ons of leagues, they l�ved by gaz�ng at
each other.

It was thus that Cosette gradually became a woman and
developed, beaut�ful and lov�ng, w�th a consc�ousness of her beauty,
and �n �gnorance of her love. She was a coquette to boot through her
�gnorance.



CHAPTER VII—TO ONE SADNESS
OPPOSE A SADNESS AND A HALF

All s�tuat�ons have the�r �nst�ncts. Old and eternal Mother Nature
warned Jean Valjean �n a d�m way of the presence of Mar�us. Jean
Valjean shuddered to the very bottom of h�s soul. Jean Valjean saw
noth�ng, knew noth�ng, and yet he scanned w�th obst�nate attent�on,
the darkness �n wh�ch he walked, as though he felt on one s�de of
h�m someth�ng �n process of construct�on, and on the other,
someth�ng wh�ch was crumbl�ng away. Mar�us, also warned, and, �n
accordance w�th the deep law of God, by that same Mother Nature,
d�d all he could to keep out of s�ght of “the father.” Nevertheless, �t
came to pass that Jean Valjean somet�mes esp�ed h�m. Mar�us’
manners were no longer �n the least natural. He exh�b�ted amb�guous
prudence and awkward dar�ng. He no longer came qu�te close to
them as formerly. He seated h�mself at a d�stance and pretended to
be read�ng; why d�d he pretend that? Formerly he had come �n h�s
old coat, now he wore h�s new one every day; Jean Valjean was not
sure that he d�d not have h�s ha�r curled, h�s eyes were very queer,
he wore gloves; �n short, Jean Valjean cord�ally detested th�s young
man.

Cosette allowed noth�ng to be d�v�ned. W�thout know�ng just what
was the matter w�th her she was conv�nced that there was someth�ng
�n �t, and that �t must be concealed.

There was a co�nc�dence between the taste for the to�let wh�ch had
recently come to Cosette, and the hab�t of new clothes developed by
that stranger wh�ch was very repugnant to Jean Valjean. It m�ght be
acc�dental, no doubt, certa�nly, but �t was a menac�ng acc�dent.

He never opened h�s mouth to Cosette about th�s stranger. One
day, however, he could not refra�n from so do�ng, and, w�th that
vague despa�r wh�ch suddenly casts the lead �nto the depths of �ts



despa�r, he sa�d to her: “What a very pedant�c a�r that young man
has!”

Cosette, but a year before only an �nd�fferent l�ttle g�rl, would have
repl�ed: “Why, no, he �s charm�ng.” Ten years later, w�th the love of
Mar�us �n her heart, she would have answered: “A pedant, and
�nsufferable to the s�ght! You are r�ght!”—At the moment �n l�fe and
the heart wh�ch she had then atta�ned, she contented herself w�th
reply�ng, w�th supreme calmness: “That young man!”

As though she now beheld h�m for the f�rst t�me �n her l�fe.
“How stup�d I am!” thought Jean Valjean. “She had not not�ced

h�m. It �s I who have po�nted h�m out to her.”
Oh, s�mpl�c�ty of the old! oh, the depth of ch�ldren!
It �s one of the laws of those fresh years of suffer�ng and trouble, of

those v�vac�ous confl�cts between a f�rst love and the f�rst obstacles,
that the young g�rl does not allow herself to be caught �n any trap
whatever, and that the young man falls �nto every one. Jean Valjean
had �nst�tuted an undeclared war aga�nst Mar�us, wh�ch Mar�us, w�th
the subl�me stup�d�ty of h�s pass�on and h�s age, d�d not d�v�ne. Jean
Valjean la�d a host of ambushes for h�m; he changed h�s hour, he
changed h�s bench, he forgot h�s handkerch�ef, he came alone to the
Luxembourg; Mar�us dashed headlong �nto all these snares; and to
all the �nterrogat�on marks planted by Jean Valjean �n h�s pathway,
he �ngenuously answered “yes.” But Cosette rema�ned �mmured �n
her apparent unconcern and �n her �mperturbable tranqu�ll�ty, so that
Jean Valjean arr�ved at the follow�ng conclus�on: “That n�nny �s madly
�n love w�th Cosette, but Cosette does not even know that he ex�sts.”

Nonetheless d�d he bear �n h�s heart a mournful tremor. The
m�nute when Cosette would love m�ght str�ke at any moment. Does
not everyth�ng beg�n w�th �nd�fference?

Only once d�d Cosette make a m�stake and alarm h�m. He rose
from h�s seat to depart, after a stay of three hours, and she sa�d:
“What, already?”

Jean Valjean had not d�scont�nued h�s tr�ps to the Luxembourg, as
he d�d not w�sh to do anyth�ng out of the way, and as, above all
th�ngs, he feared to arouse Cosette; but dur�ng the hours wh�ch were



so sweet to the lovers, wh�le Cosette was send�ng her sm�le to the
�ntox�cated Mar�us, who perce�ved noth�ng else now, and who now
saw noth�ng �n all the world but an adored and rad�ant face, Jean
Valjean was f�x�ng on Mar�us flash�ng and terr�ble eyes. He, who had
f�nally come to bel�eve h�mself �ncapable of a malevolent feel�ng,
exper�enced moments when Mar�us was present, �n wh�ch he
thought he was becom�ng savage and feroc�ous once more, and he
felt the old depths of h�s soul, wh�ch had formerly conta�ned so much
wrath, open�ng once more and r�s�ng up aga�nst that young man. It
almost seemed to h�m that unknown craters were form�ng �n h�s
bosom.

What! he was there, that creature! What was he there for? He
came creep�ng about, smell�ng out, exam�n�ng, try�ng! He came,
say�ng: “Hey! Why not?” He came to prowl about h�s, Jean Valjean’s,
l�fe! to prowl about h�s happ�ness, w�th the purpose of se�z�ng �t and
bear�ng �t away!

Jean Valjean added: “Yes, that’s �t! What �s he �n search of? An
adventure! What does he want? A love affa�r! A love affa�r! And I?
What! I have been f�rst, the most wretched of men, and then the
most unhappy, and I have traversed s�xty years of l�fe on my knees, I
have suffered everyth�ng that man can suffer, I have grown old
w�thout hav�ng been young, I have l�ved w�thout a fam�ly, w�thout
relat�ves, w�thout fr�ends, w�thout l�fe, w�thout ch�ldren, I have left my
blood on every stone, on every bramble, on every m�le-post, along
every wall, I have been gentle, though others have been hard to me,
and k�nd, although others have been mal�c�ous, I have become an
honest man once more, �n sp�te of everyth�ng, I have repented of the
ev�l that I have done and have forg�ven the ev�l that has been done
to me, and at the moment when I rece�ve my recompense, at the
moment when �t �s all over, at the moment when I am just touch�ng
the goal, at the moment when I have what I des�re, �t �s well, �t �s
good, I have pa�d, I have earned �t, all th�s �s to take fl�ght, all th�s w�ll
van�sh, and I shall lose Cosette, and I shall lose my l�fe, my joy, my
soul, because �t has pleased a great booby to come and lounge at
the Luxembourg.”

Then h�s eyes were f�lled w�th a sad and extraord�nary gleam.



It was no longer a man gaz�ng at a man; �t was no longer an
enemy survey�ng an enemy. It was a dog scann�ng a th�ef.

The reader knows the rest. Mar�us pursued h�s senseless course.
One day he followed Cosette to the Rue de l’Ouest. Another day he
spoke to the porter. The porter, on h�s s�de, spoke, and sa�d to Jean
Valjean: “Mons�eur, who �s that cur�ous young man who �s ask�ng for
you?” On the morrow Jean Valjean bestowed on Mar�us that glance
wh�ch Mar�us at last perce�ved. A week later, Jean Valjean had taken
h�s departure. He swore to h�mself that he would never aga�n set foot
e�ther �n the Luxembourg or �n the Rue de l’Ouest. He returned to the
Rue Plumet.

Cosette d�d not compla�n, she sa�d noth�ng, she asked no
quest�ons, she d�d not seek to learn h�s reasons; she had already
reached the po�nt where she was afra�d of be�ng d�v�ned, and of
betray�ng herself. Jean Valjean had no exper�ence of these m�ser�es,
the only m�ser�es wh�ch are charm�ng and the only ones w�th wh�ch
he was not acqua�nted; the consequence was that he d�d not
understand the grave s�gn�f�cance of Cosette’s s�lence.

He merely not�ced that she had grown sad, and he grew gloomy.
On h�s s�de and on hers, �nexper�ence had jo�ned �ssue.

Once he made a tr�al. He asked Cosette:—
“Would you l�ke to come to the Luxembourg?”
A ray �llum�nated Cosette’s pale face.
“Yes,” sa�d she.
They went th�ther. Three months had elapsed. Mar�us no longer

went there. Mar�us was not there.
On the follow�ng day, Jean Valjean asked Cosette aga�n:—
“Would you l�ke to come to the Luxembourg?”
She repl�ed, sadly and gently:—
“No.”
Jean Valjean was hurt by th�s sadness, and heart-broken at th�s

gentleness.
What was go�ng on �n that m�nd wh�ch was so young and yet

already so �mpenetrable? What was on �ts way there w�th�n? What



was tak�ng place �n Cosette’s soul? Somet�mes, �nstead of go�ng to
bed, Jean Valjean rema�ned seated on h�s pallet, w�th h�s head �n h�s
hands, and he passed whole n�ghts ask�ng h�mself: “What has
Cosette �n her m�nd?” and �n th�nk�ng of the th�ngs that she m�ght be
th�nk�ng about.

Oh! at such moments, what mournful glances d�d he cast towards
that clo�ster, that chaste peak, that abode of angels, that �naccess�ble
glac�er of v�rtue! How he contemplated, w�th despa�r�ng ecstasy, that
convent garden, full of �gnored flowers and clo�stered v�rg�ns, where
all perfumes and all souls mount stra�ght to heaven! How he adored
that Eden forever closed aga�nst h�m, whence he had voluntar�ly and
madly emerged! How he regretted h�s abnegat�on and h�s folly �n
hav�ng brought Cosette back �nto the world, poor hero of sacr�f�ce,
se�zed and hurled to the earth by h�s very self-devot�on! How he sa�d
to h�mself, “What have I done?”

However, noth�ng of all th�s was percept�ble to Cosette. No �ll-
temper, no harshness. H�s face was always serene and k�nd. Jean
Valjean’s manners were more tender and more paternal than ever. If
anyth�ng could have betrayed h�s lack of joy, �t was h�s �ncreased
suav�ty.

On her s�de, Cosette langu�shed. She suffered from the absence
of Mar�us as she had rejo�ced �n h�s presence, pecul�arly, w�thout
exactly be�ng consc�ous of �t. When Jean Valjean ceased to take her
on the�r customary strolls, a fem�n�ne �nst�nct murmured confusedly,
at the bottom of her heart, that she must not seem to set store on the
Luxembourg garden, and that �f th�s proved to be a matter of
�nd�fference to her, her father would take her th�ther once more. But
days, weeks, months, elapsed. Jean Valjean had tac�tly accepted
Cosette’s tac�t consent. She regretted �t. It was too late. So Mar�us
had d�sappeared; all was over. The day on wh�ch she returned to the
Luxembourg, Mar�us was no longer there. What was to be done?
Should she ever f�nd h�m aga�n? She felt an angu�sh at her heart,
wh�ch noth�ng rel�eved, and wh�ch augmented every day; she no
longer knew whether �t was w�nter or summer, whether �t was ra�n�ng
or sh�n�ng, whether the b�rds were s�ng�ng, whether �t was the
season for dahl�as or da�s�es, whether the Luxembourg was more



charm�ng than the Tu�ler�es, whether the l�nen wh�ch the laundress
brought home was starched too much or not enough, whether
Toussa�nt had done “her market�ng” well or �ll; and she rema�ned
dejected, absorbed, attent�ve to but a s�ngle thought, her eyes vague
and star�ng as when one gazes by n�ght at a black and fathomless
spot where an appar�t�on has van�shed.

However, she d�d not allow Jean Valjean to perce�ve anyth�ng of
th�s, except her pallor.

She st�ll wore her sweet face for h�m.
Th�s pallor suff�ced but too thoroughly to trouble Jean Valjean.

Somet�mes he asked her:—
“What �s the matter w�th you?”
She repl�ed: “There �s noth�ng the matter w�th me.”
And after a s�lence, when she d�v�ned that he was sad also, she

would add:—
“And you, father—�s there anyth�ng wrong w�th you?”
“W�th me? Noth�ng,” sa�d he.
These two be�ngs who had loved each other so exclus�vely, and

w�th so touch�ng an affect�on, and who had l�ved so long for each
other now suffered s�de by s�de, each on the other’s account; w�thout
acknowledg�ng �t to each other, w�thout anger towards each other,
and w�th a sm�le.



CHAPTER VIII—THE CHAIN-GANG
Jean Valjean was the more unhappy of the two. Youth, even �n �ts

sorrows, always possesses �ts own pecul�ar rad�ance.
At t�mes, Jean Valjean suffered so greatly that he became puer�le.

It �s the property of gr�ef to cause the ch�ld�sh s�de of man to
reappear. He had an unconquerable conv�ct�on that Cosette was
escap�ng from h�m. He would have l�ked to res�st, to reta�n her, to
arouse her enthus�asm by some external and br�ll�ant matter. These
�deas, puer�le, as we have just sa�d, and at the same t�me sen�le,
conveyed to h�m, by the�r very ch�ld�shness, a tolerably just not�on of
the �nfluence of gold lace on the �mag�nat�ons of young g�rls. He once
chanced to see a general on horseback, �n full un�form, pass along
the street, Comte Coutard, the commandant of Par�s. He env�ed that
g�lded man; what happ�ness �t would be, he sa�d to h�mself, �f he
could put on that su�t wh�ch was an �ncontestable th�ng; and �f
Cosette could behold h�m thus, she would be dazzled, and when he
had Cosette on h�s arm and passed the gates of the Tu�ler�es, the
guard would present arms to h�m, and that would suff�ce for Cosette,
and would d�spel her �dea of look�ng at young men.

An unforeseen shock was added to these sad reflect�ons.
In the �solated l�fe wh�ch they led, and s�nce they had come to

dwell �n the Rue Plumet, they had contracted one hab�t. They
somet�mes took a pleasure tr�p to see the sun r�se, a m�ld spec�es of
enjoyment wh�ch bef�ts those who are enter�ng l�fe and those who
are qu�tt�ng �t.

For those who love sol�tude, a walk �n the early morn�ng �s
equ�valent to a stroll by n�ght, w�th the cheerfulness of nature added.
The streets are deserted and the b�rds are s�ng�ng. Cosette, a b�rd
herself, l�ked to r�se early. These matut�nal excurs�ons were planned
on the preced�ng even�ng. He proposed, and she agreed. It was
arranged l�ke a plot, they set out before daybreak, and these tr�ps



were so many small del�ghts for Cosette. These �nnocent
eccentr�c�t�es please young people.

Jean Valjean’s �ncl�nat�on led h�m, as we have seen, to the least
frequented spots, to sol�tary nooks, to forgotten places. There then
ex�sted, �n the v�c�n�ty of the barr�ers of Par�s, a sort of poor
meadows, wh�ch were almost confounded w�th the c�ty, where grew
�n summer s�ckly gra�n, and wh�ch, �n autumn, after the harvest had
been gathered, presented the appearance, not of hav�ng been
reaped, but peeled. Jean Valjean loved to haunt these f�elds. Cosette
was not bored there. It meant sol�tude to h�m and l�berty to her.
There, she became a l�ttle g�rl once more, she could run and almost
play; she took off her hat, la�d �t on Jean Valjean’s knees, and
gathered bunches of flowers. She gazed at the butterfl�es on the
flowers, but d�d not catch them; gentleness and tenderness are born
w�th love, and the young g�rl who cher�shes w�th�n her breast a
trembl�ng and frag�le �deal has mercy on the w�ng of a butterfly. She
wove garlands of popp�es, wh�ch she placed on her head, and wh�ch,
crossed and penetrated w�th sunl�ght, glow�ng unt�l they flamed,
formed for her rosy face a crown of burn�ng embers.

Even after the�r l�fe had grown sad, they kept up the�r custom of
early strolls.

One morn�ng �n October, therefore, tempted by the serene
perfect�on of the autumn of 1831, they set out, and found themselves
at break of day near the Barr�ère du Ma�ne. It was not dawn, �t was
daybreak; a del�ghtful and stern moment. A few constellat�ons here
and there �n the deep, pale azure, the earth all black, the heavens all
wh�te, a qu�ver am�d the blades of grass, everywhere the myster�ous
ch�ll of tw�l�ght. A lark, wh�ch seemed m�ngled w�th the stars, was
caroll�ng at a prod�g�ous he�ght, and one would have declared that
that hymn of pett�ness calmed �mmens�ty. In the East, the Val-de-
Grâce projected �ts dark mass on the clear hor�zon w�th the
sharpness of steel; Venus dazzl�ngly br�ll�ant was r�s�ng beh�nd that
dome and had the a�r of a soul mak�ng �ts escape from a gloomy
ed�f�ce.

All was peace and s�lence; there was no one on the road; a few
stray laborers, of whom they caught barely a gl�mpse, were on the�r



way to the�r work along the s�de-paths.
Jean Valjean was s�tt�ng �n a cross-walk on some planks depos�ted

at the gate of a t�mber-yard. H�s face was turned towards the
h�ghway, h�s back towards the l�ght; he had forgotten the sun wh�ch
was on the po�nt of r�s�ng; he had sunk �nto one of those profound
absorpt�ons �n wh�ch the m�nd becomes concentrated, wh�ch
�mpr�son even the eye, and wh�ch are equ�valent to four walls. There
are med�tat�ons wh�ch may be called vert�cal; when one �s at the
bottom of them, t�me �s requ�red to return to earth. Jean Valjean had
plunged �nto one of these rever�es. He was th�nk�ng of Cosette, of
the happ�ness that was poss�ble �f noth�ng came between h�m and
her, of the l�ght w�th wh�ch she f�lled h�s l�fe, a l�ght wh�ch was but the
emanat�on of her soul. He was almost happy �n h�s rever�e. Cosette,
who was stand�ng bes�de h�m, was gaz�ng at the clouds as they
turned rosy.

All at once Cosette excla�med: “Father, I should th�nk some one
was com�ng yonder.” Jean Valjean ra�sed h�s eyes.

Cosette was r�ght. The causeway wh�ch leads to the anc�ent
Barr�ère du Ma�ne �s a prolongat�on, as the reader knows, of the Rue
de Sèvres, and �s cut at r�ght angles by the �nner boulevard. At the
elbow of the causeway and the boulevard, at the spot where �t
branches, they heard a no�se wh�ch �t was d�ff�cult to account for at
that hour, and a sort of confused p�le made �ts appearance. Some
shapeless th�ng wh�ch was com�ng from the boulevard was turn�ng
�nto the road.

It grew larger, �t seemed to move �n an orderly manner, though �t
was br�stl�ng and qu�ver�ng; �t seemed to be a veh�cle, but �ts load
could not be d�st�nctly made out. There were horses, wheels, shouts;
wh�ps were crack�ng. By degrees the outl�nes became f�xed,
although bathed �n shadows. It was a veh�cle, �n fact, wh�ch had just
turned from the boulevard �nto the h�ghway, and wh�ch was d�rect�ng
�ts course towards the barr�er near wh�ch sat Jean Valjean; a second,
of the same aspect, followed, then a th�rd, then a fourth; seven
char�ots made the�r appearance �n success�on, the heads of the
horses touch�ng the rear of the wagon �n front. F�gures were mov�ng
on these veh�cles, flashes were v�s�ble through the dusk as though



there were naked swords there, a clank�ng became aud�ble wh�ch
resembled the rattl�ng of cha�ns, and as th�s someth�ng advanced,
the sound of vo�ces waxed louder, and �t turned �nto a terr�ble th�ng
such as emerges from the cave of dreams.

As �t drew nearer, �t assumed a form, and was outl�ned beh�nd the
trees w�th the pall�d hue of an appar�t�on; the mass grew wh�te; the
day, wh�ch was slowly dawn�ng, cast a wan l�ght on th�s swarm�ng
heap wh�ch was at once both sepulchral and l�v�ng, the heads of the
f�gures turned �nto the faces of corpses, and th�s �s what �t proved to
be:—

Seven wagons were dr�v�ng �n a f�le along the road. The f�rst s�x
were s�ngularly constructed. They resembled coopers’ drays; they
cons�sted of long ladders placed on two wheels and form�ng barrows
at the�r rear extrem�t�es. Each dray, or rather let us say, each ladder,
was attached to four horses harnessed tandem. On these ladders
strange clusters of men were be�ng drawn. In the fa�nt l�ght, these
men were to be d�v�ned rather than seen. Twenty-four on each
veh�cle, twelve on a s�de, back to back, fac�ng the passers-by, the�r
legs dangl�ng �n the a�r,—th�s was the manner �n wh�ch these men
were travell�ng, and beh�nd the�r backs they had someth�ng wh�ch
clanked, and wh�ch was a cha�n, and on the�r necks someth�ng wh�ch
shone, and wh�ch was an �ron collar. Each man had h�s collar, but
the cha�n was for all; so that �f these four and twenty men had
occas�on to al�ght from the dray and walk, they were se�zed w�th a
sort of �nexorable un�ty, and were obl�ged to w�nd over the ground
w�th the cha�n for a backbone, somewhat after the fash�on of
m�llepeds. In the back and front of each veh�cle, two men armed w�th
muskets stood erect, each hold�ng one end of the cha�n under h�s
foot. The �ron necklets were square. The seventh veh�cle, a huge
rack-s�ded baggage wagon, w�thout a hood, had four wheels and s�x
horses, and carr�ed a sonorous p�le of �ron bo�lers, cast-�ron pots,
braz�ers, and cha�ns, among wh�ch were m�ngled several men who
were p�n�oned and stretched at full length, and who seemed to be �ll.
Th�s wagon, all latt�ce-work, was garn�shed w�th d�lap�dated hurdles
wh�ch appeared to have served for former pun�shments. These
veh�cles kept to the m�ddle of the road. On each s�de marched a
double hedge of guards of �nfamous aspect, wear�ng three-cornered



hats, l�ke the sold�ers under the D�rectory, shabby, covered w�th
spots and holes, muffled �n un�forms of veterans and the trousers of
undertakers’ men, half gray, half blue, wh�ch were almost hang�ng �n
rags, w�th red epaulets, yellow shoulder belts, short sabres, muskets,
and cudgels; they were a spec�es of sold�er-blackguards. These
myrm�dons seemed composed of the abjectness of the beggar and
the author�ty of the execut�oner. The one who appeared to be the�r
ch�ef held a post�l�on’s wh�p �n h�s hand. All these deta�ls, blurred by
the d�mness of dawn, became more and more clearly outl�ned as the
l�ght �ncreased. At the head and �n the rear of the convoy rode
mounted gendarmes, ser�ous and w�th sword �n f�st.

Th�s process�on was so long that when the f�rst veh�cle reached
the barr�er, the last was barely debauch�ng from the boulevard. A
throng, sprung, �t �s �mposs�ble to say whence, and formed �n a
tw�nkl�ng, as �s frequently the case �n Par�s, pressed forward from
both s�des of the road and looked on. In the ne�ghbor�ng lanes the
shouts of people call�ng to each other and the wooden shoes of
market-gardeners hasten�ng up to gaze were aud�ble.

The men massed upon the drays allowed themselves to be jolted
along �n s�lence. They were l�v�d w�th the ch�ll of morn�ng. They all
wore l�nen trousers, and the�r bare feet were thrust �nto wooden
shoes. The rest of the�r costume was a fantasy of wretchedness.
The�r accoutrements were horr�bly �ncongruous; noth�ng �s more
funereal than the harlequ�n �n rags. Battered felt hats, tarpaul�n caps,
h�deous woollen n�ghtcaps, and, s�de by s�de w�th a short blouse, a
black coat broken at the elbow; many wore women’s headgear,
others had baskets on the�r heads; ha�ry breasts were v�s�ble, and
through the rent �n the�r garments tattooed des�gns could be
descr�ed; temples of Love, flam�ng hearts, Cup�ds; erupt�ons and
unhealthy red blotches could also be seen. Two or three had a straw
rope attached to the cross-bar of the dray, and suspended under
them l�ke a st�rrup, wh�ch supported the�r feet. One of them held �n
h�s hand and ra�sed to h�s mouth someth�ng wh�ch had the
appearance of a black stone and wh�ch he seemed to be gnaw�ng; �t
was bread wh�ch he was eat�ng. There were no eyes there wh�ch
were not e�ther dry, dulled, or flam�ng w�th an ev�l l�ght. The escort
troop cursed, the men �n cha�ns d�d not utter a syllable; from t�me to



t�me the sound of a blow became aud�ble as the cudgels descended
on shoulder-blades or skulls; some of these men were yawn�ng; the�r
rags were terr�ble; the�r feet hung down, the�r shoulders osc�llated,
the�r heads clashed together, the�r fetters clanked, the�r eyes glared
feroc�ously, the�r f�sts clenched or fell open �nertly l�ke the hands of
corpses; �n the rear of the convoy ran a band of ch�ldren scream�ng
w�th laughter.

Th�s f�le of veh�cles, whatever �ts nature was, was mournful. It was
ev�dent that to-morrow, that an hour hence, a pour�ng ra�n m�ght
descend, that �t m�ght be followed by another and another, and that
the�r d�lap�dated garments would be drenched, that once soaked,
these men would not get dry aga�n, that once ch�lled, they would not
aga�n get warm, that the�r l�nen trousers would be glued to the�r
bones by the downpour, that the water would f�ll the�r shoes, that no
lashes from the wh�ps would be able to prevent the�r jaws from
chatter�ng, that the cha�n would cont�nue to b�nd them by the neck,
that the�r legs would cont�nue to dangle, and �t was �mposs�ble not to
shudder at the s�ght of these human be�ngs thus bound and pass�ve
beneath the cold clouds of autumn, and del�vered over to the ra�n, to
the blast, to all the fur�es of the a�r, l�ke trees and stones.

Blows from the cudgel were not om�tted even �n the case of the
s�ck men, who lay there knotted w�th ropes and mot�onless on the
seventh wagon, and who appeared to have been tossed there l�ke
sacks f�lled w�th m�sery.

Suddenly, the sun made �ts appearance; the �mmense l�ght of the
Or�ent burst forth, and one would have sa�d that �t had set f�re to all
those feroc�ous heads. The�r tongues were unloosed; a conflagrat�on
of gr�ns, oaths, and songs exploded. The broad hor�zontal sheet of
l�ght severed the f�le �n two parts, �llum�nat�ng heads and bod�es,
leav�ng feet and wheels �n the obscur�ty. Thoughts made the�r
appearance on these faces; �t was a terr�ble moment; v�s�ble demons
w�th the�r masks removed, f�erce souls la�d bare. Though l�ghted up,
th�s w�ld throng rema�ned �n gloom. Some, who were gay, had �n the�r
mouths qu�lls through wh�ch they blew verm�n over the crowd,
p�ck�ng out the women; the dawn accentuated these lamentable
prof�les w�th the blackness of �ts shadows; there was not one of



these creatures who was not deformed by reason of wretchedness;
and the whole was so monstrous that one would have sa�d that the
sun’s br�ll�ancy had been changed �nto the glare of the l�ghtn�ng. The
wagon-load wh�ch headed the l�ne had struck up a song, and were
shout�ng at the top of the�r vo�ces w�th a haggard jov�al�ty, a pot-
pourr� by Desaug�ers, then famous, called The Vestal; the trees
sh�vered mournfully; �n the cross-lanes, countenances of bourgeo�s
l�stened �n an �d�ot�c del�ght to these coarse stra�ns droned by
spectres.

All sorts of d�stress met �n th�s process�on as �n chaos; here were
to be found the fac�al angles of every sort of beast, old men, youths,
bald heads, gray beards, cyn�cal monstros�t�es, sour res�gnat�on,
savage gr�ns, senseless att�tudes, snouts surmounted by caps,
heads l�ke those of young g�rls w�th corkscrew curls on the temples,
�nfant�le v�sages, and by reason of that, horr�ble th�n skeleton faces,
to wh�ch death alone was lack�ng. On the f�rst cart was a negro, who
had been a slave, �n all probab�l�ty, and who could make a
compar�son of h�s cha�ns. The fr�ghtful leveller from below, shame,
had passed over these brows; at that degree of abasement, the last
transformat�ons were suffered by all �n the�r extremest depths, and
�gnorance, converted �nto dulness, was the equal of �ntell�gence
converted �nto despa�r. There was no cho�ce poss�ble between these
men who appeared to the eye as the flower of the mud. It was
ev�dent that the person who had had the order�ng of that unclean
process�on had not class�f�ed them. These be�ngs had been fettered
and coupled pell-mell, �n alphabet�cal d�sorder, probably, and loaded
hap-hazard on those carts. Nevertheless, horrors, when grouped
together, always end by evolv�ng a result; all add�t�ons of wretched
men g�ve a sum total, each cha�n exhaled a common soul, and each
dray-load had �ts own phys�ognomy. By the s�de of the one where
they were s�ng�ng, there was one where they were howl�ng; a th�rd
where they were begg�ng; one could be seen �n wh�ch they were
gnash�ng the�r teeth; another load menaced the spectators, another
blasphemed God; the last was as s�lent as the tomb. Dante would
have thought that he beheld h�s seven c�rcles of hell on the march.
The march of the damned to the�r tortures, performed �n s�n�ster



w�se, not on the form�dable and flam�ng char�ot of the Apocalypse,
but, what was more mournful than that, on the g�bbet cart.

One of the guards, who had a hook on the end of h�s cudgel,
made a pretence from t�me to t�me, of st�rr�ng up th�s mass of human
f�lth. An old woman �n the crowd po�nted them out to her l�ttle boy f�ve
years old, and sa�d to h�m: “Rascal, let that be a warn�ng to you!”

As the songs and blasphem�es �ncreased, the man who appeared
to be the capta�n of the escort cracked h�s wh�p, and at that s�gnal a
fearful dull and bl�nd flogg�ng, wh�ch produced the sound of ha�l, fell
upon the seven dray-loads; many roared and foamed at the mouth;
wh�ch redoubled the del�ght of the street urch�ns who had hastened
up, a swarm of fl�es on these wounds.

Jean Valjean’s eyes had assumed a fr�ghtful express�on. They
were no longer eyes; they were those deep and glassy objects wh�ch
replace the glance �n the case of certa�n wretched men, wh�ch seem
unconsc�ous of real�ty, and �n wh�ch flames the reflect�on of terrors
and of catastrophes. He was not look�ng at a spectacle, he was
see�ng a v�s�on. He tr�ed to r�se, to flee, to make h�s escape; he could
not move h�s feet. Somet�mes, the th�ngs that you see se�ze upon
you and hold you fast. He rema�ned na�led to the spot, petr�f�ed,
stup�d, ask�ng h�mself, athwart confused and �nexpress�ble angu�sh,
what th�s sepulchral persecut�on s�gn�f�ed, and whence had come
that pandemon�um wh�ch was pursu�ng h�m. All at once, he ra�sed
h�s hand to h�s brow, a gesture hab�tual to those whose memory
suddenly returns; he remembered that th�s was, �n fact, the usual
�t�nerary, that �t was customary to make th�s detour �n order to avo�d
all poss�b�l�ty of encounter�ng royalty on the road to Fonta�nebleau,
and that, f�ve and th�rty years before, he had h�mself passed through
that barr�er.

Cosette was no less terr�f�ed, but �n a d�fferent way. She d�d not
understand; what she beheld d�d not seem to her to be poss�ble; at
length she cr�ed:—

“Father! What are those men �n those carts?”
Jean Valjean repl�ed: “Conv�cts.”
“Wh�ther are they go�ng?”



“To the galleys.”
At that moment, the cudgell�ng, mult�pl�ed by a hundred hands,

became zealous, blows w�th the flat of the sword were m�ngled w�th
�t, �t was a perfect storm of wh�ps and clubs; the conv�cts bent before
�t, a h�deous obed�ence was evoked by the torture, and all held the�r
peace, dart�ng glances l�ke cha�ned wolves.

Cosette trembled �n every l�mb; she resumed:—
“Father, are they st�ll men?”
“Somet�mes,” answered the unhappy man.
It was the cha�n-gang, �n fact, wh�ch had set out before daybreak

from B�cêtre, and had taken the road to Mans �n order to avo�d
Fonta�nebleau, where the K�ng then was. Th�s caused the horr�ble
journey to last three or four days longer; but torture may surely be
prolonged w�th the object of spar�ng the royal personage a s�ght of �t.

Jean Valjean returned home utterly overwhelmed. Such
encounters are shocks, and the memory that they leave beh�nd them
resembles a thorough shak�ng up.

Nevertheless, Jean Valjean d�d not observe that, on h�s way back
to the Rue de Babylone w�th Cosette, the latter was ply�ng h�m w�th
other quest�ons on the subject of what they had just seen; perhaps
he was too much absorbed �n h�s own deject�on to not�ce her words
and reply to them. But when Cosette was leav�ng h�m �n the even�ng,
to betake herself to bed, he heard her say �n a low vo�ce, and as
though talk�ng to herself: “It seems to me, that �f I were to f�nd one of
those men �n my pathway, oh, my God, I should d�e merely from the
s�ght of h�m close at hand.”

Fortunately, chance orda�ned that on the morrow of that trag�c day,
there was some off�c�al solemn�ty apropos of I know not what,—fêtes
�n Par�s, a rev�ew �n the Champ de Mars, jousts on the Se�ne,
theatr�cal performances �n the Champs-Élysées, f�reworks at the Arc
de l‘Éto�le, �llum�nat�ons everywhere. Jean Valjean d�d v�olence to h�s
hab�ts, and took Cosette to see these rejo�c�ngs, for the purpose of
d�vert�ng her from the memory of the day before, and of effac�ng,
beneath the sm�l�ng tumult of all Par�s, the abom�nable th�ng wh�ch
had passed before her. The rev�ew w�th wh�ch the fest�val was



sp�ced made the presence of un�forms perfectly natural; Jean
Valjean donned h�s un�form of a nat�onal guard w�th the vague
�nward feel�ng of a man who �s betak�ng h�mself to shelter. However,
th�s tr�p seemed to atta�n �ts object. Cosette, who made �t her law to
please her father, and to whom, moreover, all spectacles were a
novelty, accepted th�s d�vers�on w�th the l�ght and easy good grace of
youth, and d�d not pout too d�sda�nfully at that flutter of enjoyment
called a publ�c fête; so that Jean Valjean was able to bel�eve that he
had succeeded, and that no trace of that h�deous v�s�on rema�ned.

Some days later, one morn�ng, when the sun was sh�n�ng br�ghtly,
and they were both on the steps lead�ng to the garden, another
�nfract�on of the rules wh�ch Jean Valjean seemed to have �mposed
upon h�mself, and to the custom of rema�n�ng �n her chamber wh�ch
melancholy had caused Cosette to adopt, Cosette, �n a wrapper, was
stand�ng erect �n that negl�gent att�re of early morn�ng wh�ch
envelops young g�rls �n an adorable way and wh�ch produces the
effect of a cloud drawn over a star; and, w�th her head bathed �n
l�ght, rosy after a good sleep, subm�tt�ng to the gentle glances of the
tender old man, she was p�ck�ng a da�sy to p�eces. Cosette d�d not
know the del�ghtful legend, I love a l�ttle, pass�onately, etc.—who was
there who could have taught her? She was handl�ng the flower
�nst�nct�vely, �nnocently, w�thout a susp�c�on that to pluck a da�sy
apart �s to do the same by a heart. If there were a fourth, and sm�l�ng
Grace called Melancholy, she would have worn the a�r of that Grace.
Jean Valjean was fasc�nated by the contemplat�on of those t�ny
f�ngers on that flower, and forgetful of everyth�ng �n the rad�ance
em�tted by that ch�ld. A red-breast was warbl�ng �n the th�cket, on one
s�de. Wh�te cloudlets floated across the sky, so gayly, that one would
have sa�d that they had just been set at l�berty. Cosette went on
attent�vely tear�ng the leaves from her flower; she seemed to be
th�nk�ng about someth�ng; but whatever �t was, �t must be someth�ng
charm�ng; all at once she turned her head over her shoulder w�th the
del�cate languor of a swan, and sa�d to Jean Valjean: “Father, what
are the galleys l�ke?”



BOOK FOURTH—SUCCOR FROM
BELOW MAY TURN OUT TO BE

SUCCOR FROM ON HIGH



CHAPTER I—A WOUND WITHOUT,
HEALING WITHIN

Thus the�r l�fe clouded over by degrees.
But one d�vers�on, wh�ch had formerly been a happ�ness,

rema�ned to them, wh�ch was to carry bread to those who were
hungry, and cloth�ng to those who were cold. Cosette often
accompan�ed Jean Valjean on these v�s�ts to the poor, on wh�ch they
recovered some remnants of the�r former free �ntercourse; and
somet�mes, when the day had been a good one, and they had
ass�sted many �n d�stress, and cheered and warmed many l�ttle
ch�ldren, Cosette was rather merry �n the even�ng. It was at th�s
epoch that they pa�d the�r v�s�t to the Jondrette den.

On the day follow�ng that v�s�t, Jean Valjean made h�s appearance
�n the pav�l�on �n the morn�ng, calm as was h�s wont, but w�th a large
wound on h�s left arm wh�ch was much �nflamed, and very angry,
wh�ch resembled a burn, and wh�ch he expla�ned �n some way or
other. Th�s wound resulted �n h�s be�ng deta�ned �n the house for a
month w�th fever. He would not call �n a doctor. When Cosette urged
h�m, “Call the dog-doctor,” sa�d he.

Cosette dressed the wound morn�ng and even�ng w�th so d�v�ne an
a�r and such angel�c happ�ness at be�ng of use to h�m, that Jean
Valjean felt all h�s former joy return�ng, h�s fears and anx�et�es
d�ss�pat�ng, and he gazed at Cosette, say�ng: “Oh! what a k�ndly
wound! Oh! what a good m�sfortune!”

Cosette on perce�v�ng that her father was �ll, had deserted the
pav�l�on and aga�n taken a fancy to the l�ttle lodg�ng and the back
courtyard. She passed nearly all her days bes�de Jean Valjean and
read to h�m the books wh�ch he des�red. Generally they were books
of travel. Jean Valjean was undergo�ng a new b�rth; h�s happ�ness
was rev�v�ng �n these �neffable rays; the Luxembourg, the prowl�ng



young stranger, Cosette’s coldness,—all these clouds upon h�s soul
were grow�ng d�m. He had reached the po�nt where he sa�d to
h�mself: “I �mag�ned all that. I am an old fool.”

H�s happ�ness was so great that the horr�ble d�scovery of the
Thénard�ers made �n the Jondrette hovel, unexpected as �t was, had,
after a fash�on, gl�ded over h�m unnot�ced. He had succeeded �n
mak�ng h�s escape; all trace of h�m was lost—what more d�d he care
for! he only thought of those wretched be�ngs to p�ty them. “Here
they are �n pr�son, and henceforth they w�ll be �ncapac�tated for do�ng
any harm,” he thought, “but what a lamentable fam�ly �n d�stress!”

As for the h�deous v�s�on of the Barr�ère du Ma�ne, Cosette had not
referred to �t aga�n.

S�ster Sa�nte-Mecht�lde had taught Cosette mus�c �n the convent;
Cosette had the vo�ce of a l�nnet w�th a soul, and somet�mes, �n the
even�ng, �n the wounded man’s humble abode, she warbled
melancholy songs wh�ch del�ghted Jean Valjean.

Spr�ng came; the garden was so del�ghtful at that season of the
year, that Jean Valjean sa�d to Cosette:—

“You never go there; I want you to stroll �n �t.”
“As you l�ke, father,” sa�d Cosette.
And for the sake of obey�ng her father, she resumed her walks �n

the garden, generally alone, for, as we have ment�oned, Jean
Valjean, who was probably afra�d of be�ng seen through the fence,
hardly ever went there.

Jean Valjean’s wound had created a d�vers�on.
When Cosette saw that her father was suffer�ng less, that he was

convalesc�ng, and that he appeared to be happy, she exper�enced a
contentment wh�ch she d�d not even perce�ve, so gently and
naturally had �t come. Then, �t was �n the month of March, the days
were grow�ng longer, the w�nter was depart�ng, the w�nter always
bears away w�th �t a port�on of our sadness; then came Apr�l, that
daybreak of summer, fresh as dawn always �s, gay l�ke every
ch�ldhood; a l�ttle �ncl�ned to weep at t�mes l�ke the new-born be�ng
that �t �s. In that month, nature has charm�ng gleams wh�ch pass from



the sky, from the trees, from the meadows and the flowers �nto the
heart of man.

Cosette was st�ll too young to escape the penetrat�ng �nfluence of
that Apr�l joy wh�ch bore so strong a resemblance to herself.
Insens�bly, and w�thout her suspect�ng the fact, the blackness
departed from her sp�r�t. In spr�ng, sad souls grow l�ght, as l�ght falls
�nto cellars at m�dday. Cosette was no longer sad. However, though
th�s was so, she d�d not account for �t to herself. In the morn�ng,
about ten o’clock, after breakfast, when she had succeeded �n
ent�c�ng her father �nto the garden for a quarter of an hour, and when
she was pac�ng up and down �n the sunl�ght �n front of the steps,
support�ng h�s left arm for h�m, she d�d not perce�ve that she laughed
every moment and that she was happy.

Jean Valjean, �ntox�cated, beheld her grow�ng fresh and rosy once
more.

“Oh! What a good wound!” he repeated �n a wh�sper.
And he felt grateful to the Thénard�ers.
H�s wound once healed, he resumed h�s sol�tary tw�l�ght strolls.
It �s a m�stake to suppose that a person can stroll alone �n that

fash�on �n the un�nhab�ted reg�ons of Par�s w�thout meet�ng w�th
some adventure.



CHAPTER II—MOTHER PLUTARQUE
FINDS NO DIFFICULTY IN EXPLAINING

A PHENOMENON
One even�ng, l�ttle Gavroche had had noth�ng to eat; he

remembered that he had not d�ned on the preced�ng day e�ther; th�s
was becom�ng t�resome. He resolved to make an effort to secure
some supper. He strolled out beyond the Salpêtr�ère �nto deserted
reg�ons; that �s where w�ndfalls are to be found; where there �s no
one, one always f�nds someth�ng. He reached a settlement wh�ch
appeared to h�m to be the v�llage of Austerl�tz.

In one of h�s preced�ng lounges he had not�ced there an old
garden haunted by an old man and an old woman, and �n that
garden, a passable apple-tree. Bes�de the apple-tree stood a sort of
fru�t-house, wh�ch was not securely fastened, and where one m�ght
contr�ve to get an apple. One apple �s a supper; one apple �s l�fe.
That wh�ch was Adam’s ru�n m�ght prove Gavroche’s salvat�on. The
garden abutted on a sol�tary, unpaved lane, bordered w�th
brushwood wh�le awa�t�ng the arr�val of houses; the garden was
separated from �t by a hedge.

Gavroche d�rected h�s steps towards th�s garden; he found the
lane, he recogn�zed the apple-tree, he ver�f�ed the fru�t-house, he
exam�ned the hedge; a hedge means merely one str�de. The day
was decl�n�ng, there was not even a cat �n the lane, the hour was
prop�t�ous. Gavroche began the operat�on of scal�ng the hedge, then
suddenly paused. Some one was talk�ng �n the garden. Gavroche
peeped through one of the breaks �n the hedge.
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A couple of paces d�stant, at the foot of the hedge on the other
s�de, exactly at the po�nt where the gap wh�ch he was med�tat�ng
would have been made, there was a sort of recumbent stone wh�ch
formed a bench, and on th�s bench was seated the old man of the
garden, wh�le the old woman was stand�ng �n front of h�m. The old
woman was grumbl�ng. Gavroche, who was not very d�screet,
l�stened.

“Mons�eur Mabeuf!” sa�d the old woman.
“Mabeuf!” thought Gavroche, “that name �s a perfect farce.”
The old man who was thus addressed, d�d not st�r. The old woman

repeated:—
“Mons�eur Mabeuf!”
The old man, w�thout ra�s�ng h�s eyes from the ground, made up

h�s m�nd to answer:—
“What �s �t, Mother Plutarque?”
“Mother Plutarque!” thought Gavroche, “another farc�cal name.”
Mother Plutarque began aga�n, and the old man was forced to

accept the conversat�on:—
“The landlord �s not pleased.”
“Why?”
“We owe three quarters rent.”
“In three months, we shall owe h�m for four quarters.”
“He says that he w�ll turn you out to sleep.”
“I w�ll go.”
“The green-grocer �ns�sts on be�ng pa�d. She w�ll no longer leave

her fagots. What w�ll you warm yourself w�th th�s w�nter? We shall
have no wood.”

“There �s the sun.”
“The butcher refuses to g�ve cred�t; he w�ll not let us have any

more meat.”
“That �s qu�te r�ght. I do not d�gest meat well. It �s too heavy.”
“What shall we have for d�nner?”
“Bread.”



“The baker demands a settlement, and says, ‘no money, no
bread.’”

“That �s well.”
“What w�ll you eat?”
“We have apples �n the apple-room.”
“But, Mons�eur, we can’t l�ve l�ke that w�thout money.”
“I have none.”
The old woman went away, the old man rema�ned alone. He fell

�nto thought. Gavroche became thoughtful also. It was almost dark.
The f�rst result of Gavroche’s med�tat�on was, that �nstead of

scal�ng the hedge, he crouched down under �t. The branches stood
apart a l�ttle at the foot of the th�cket.

“Come,” excla�med Gavroche mentally, “here’s a nook!” and he
curled up �n �t. H�s back was almost �n contact w�th Father Mabeuf’s
bench. He could hear the octogenar�an breathe.

Then, by way of d�nner, he tr�ed to sleep.
It was a cat-nap, w�th one eye open. Wh�le he dozed, Gavroche

kept on the watch.
The tw�l�ght pallor of the sky blanched the earth, and the lane

formed a l�v�d l�ne between two rows of dark bushes.
All at once, �n th�s wh�t�sh band, two f�gures made the�r

appearance. One was �n front, the other some d�stance �n the rear.
“There come two creatures,” muttered Gavroche.
The f�rst form seemed to be some elderly bourgeo�s, who was bent

and thoughtful, dressed more than pla�nly, and who was walk�ng
slowly because of h�s age, and stroll�ng about �n the open even�ng
a�r.

The second was stra�ght, f�rm, slender. It regulated �ts pace by that
of the f�rst; but �n the voluntary slowness of �ts ga�t, suppleness and
ag�l�ty were d�scern�ble. Th�s f�gure had also someth�ng f�erce and
d�squ�et�ng about �t, the whole shape was that of what was then
called an elegant; the hat was of good shape, the coat black, well
cut, probably of f�ne cloth, and well f�tted �n at the wa�st. The head
was held erect w�th a sort of robust grace, and beneath the hat the



pale prof�le of a young man could be made out �n the d�m l�ght. The
prof�le had a rose �n �ts mouth. Th�s second form was well known to
Gavroche; �t was Montparnasse.

He could have told noth�ng about the other, except that he was a
respectable old man.

Gavroche �mmed�ately began to take observat�ons.
One of these two pedestr�ans ev�dently had a project connected

w�th the other. Gavroche was well placed to watch the course of
events. The bedroom had turned �nto a h�d�ng-place at a very
opportune moment.

Montparnasse on the hunt at such an hour, �n such a place,
betokened someth�ng threaten�ng. Gavroche felt h�s gam�n’s heart
moved w�th compass�on for the old man.

What was he to do? Interfere? One weakness com�ng to the a�d of
another! It would be merely a laugh�ng matter for Montparnasse.
Gavroche d�d not shut h�s eyes to the fact that the old man, �n the
f�rst place, and the ch�ld �n the second, would make but two
mouthfuls for that redoubtable ruff�an e�ghteen years of age.

Wh�le Gavroche was del�berat�ng, the attack took place, abruptly
and h�deously. The attack of the t�ger on the w�ld ass, the attack of
the sp�der on the fly. Montparnasse suddenly tossed away h�s rose,
bounded upon the old man, se�zed h�m by the collar, grasped and
clung to h�m, and Gavroche w�th d�ff�culty restra�ned a scream. A
moment later one of these men was underneath the other, groan�ng,
struggl�ng, w�th a knee of marble upon h�s breast. Only, �t was not
just what Gavroche had expected. The one who lay on the earth was
Montparnasse; the one who was on top was the old man. All th�s
took place a few paces d�stant from Gavroche.

The old man had rece�ved the shock, had returned �t, and that �n
such a terr�ble fash�on, that �n a tw�nkl�ng, the assa�lant and the
assa�led had exchanged rôles.

“Here’s a hearty veteran!” thought Gavroche.
He could not refra�n from clapp�ng h�s hands. But �t was applause

wasted. It d�d not reach the combatants, absorbed and deafened as
they were, each by the other, as the�r breath m�ngled �n the struggle.



S�lence ensued. Montparnasse ceased h�s struggles. Gavroche
�ndulged �n th�s as�de: “Can he be dead!”

The goodman had not uttered a word, nor g�ven vent to a cry. He
rose to h�s feet, and Gavroche heard h�m say to Montparnasse:—

“Get up.”
Montparnasse rose, but the goodman held h�m fast.

Montparnasse’s att�tude was the hum�l�ated and fur�ous att�tude of
the wolf who has been caught by a sheep.

Gavroche looked on and l�stened, mak�ng an effort to re�nforce h�s
eyes w�th h�s ears. He was enjoy�ng h�mself �mmensely.

He was repa�d for h�s consc�ent�ous anx�ety �n the character of a
spectator. He was able to catch on the w�ng a d�alogue wh�ch
borrowed from the darkness an �ndescr�bably trag�c accent. The
goodman quest�oned, Montparnasse repl�ed.

“How old are you?”
“N�neteen.”
“You are strong and healthy. Why do you not work?”
“It bores me.”
“What �s your trade?”
“An �dler.”
“Speak ser�ously. Can anyth�ng be done for you? What would you

l�ke to be?”
“A th�ef.”
A pause ensued. The old man seemed absorbed �n profound

thought. He stood mot�onless, and d�d not relax h�s hold on
Montparnasse.

Every moment the v�gorous and ag�le young ruff�an �ndulged �n the
tw�tch�ngs of a w�ld beast caught �n a snare. He gave a jerk, tr�ed a
crook of the knee, tw�sted h�s l�mbs desperately, and made efforts to
escape.

The old man d�d not appear to not�ce �t, and held both h�s arms
w�th one hand, w�th the sovere�gn �nd�fference of absolute force.



The old man’s rever�e lasted for some t�me, then, look�ng stead�ly
at Montparnasse, he addressed to h�m �n a gentle vo�ce, �n the m�dst
of the darkness where they stood, a solemn harangue, of wh�ch
Gavroche d�d not lose a s�ngle syllable:—

“My ch�ld, you are enter�ng, through �ndolence, on one of the most
labor�ous of l�ves. Ah! You declare yourself to be an �dler! prepare to
to�l. There �s a certa�n form�dable mach�ne, have you seen �t? It �s the
roll�ng-m�ll. You must be on your guard aga�nst �t, �t �s crafty and
feroc�ous; �f �t catches hold of the sk�rt of your coat, you w�ll be drawn
�n bod�ly. That mach�ne �s laz�ness. Stop wh�le there �s yet t�me, and
save yourself! Otherw�se, �t �s all over w�th you; �n a short t�me you
w�ll be among the gear�ng. Once entangled, hope for noth�ng more.
To�l, lazybones! there �s no more repose for you! The �ron hand of
�mplacable to�l has se�zed you. You do not w�sh to earn your l�v�ng, to
have a task, to fulf�l a duty! It bores you to be l�ke other men? Well!
You w�ll be d�fferent. Labor �s the law; he who rejects �t w�ll f�nd ennu�
h�s torment. You do not w�sh to be a work�ngman, you w�ll be a slave.
To�l lets go of you on one s�de only to grasp you aga�n on the other.
You do not des�re to be �ts fr�end, you shall be �ts negro slave. Ah!
You would have none of the honest wear�ness of men, you shall
have the sweat of the damned. Where others s�ng, you w�ll rattle �n
your throat. You w�ll see afar off, from below, other men at work; �t
w�ll seem to you that they are rest�ng. The laborer, the harvester, the
sa�lor, the blacksm�th, w�ll appear to you �n glory l�ke the blessed
sp�r�ts �n parad�se. What rad�ance surrounds the forge! To gu�de the
plough, to b�nd the sheaves, �s joy. The bark at l�berty �n the w�nd,
what del�ght! Do you, lazy �dler, delve, drag on, roll, march! Drag
your halter. You are a beast of burden �n the team of hell! Ah! To do
noth�ng �s your object. Well, not a week, not a day, not an hour shall
you have free from oppress�on. You w�ll be able to l�ft noth�ng w�thout
angu�sh. Every m�nute that passes w�ll make your muscles crack.
What �s a feather to others w�ll be a rock to you. The s�mplest th�ngs
w�ll become steep accl�v�t�es. L�fe w�ll become monstrous all about
you. To go, to come, to breathe, w�ll be just so many terr�ble labors.
Your lungs w�ll produce on you the effect of we�gh�ng a hundred
pounds. Whether you shall walk here rather than there, w�ll become
a problem that must be solved. Any one who wants to go out s�mply



g�ves h�s door a push, and there he �s �n the open a�r. If you w�sh to
go out, you w�ll be obl�ged to p�erce your wall. What does every one
who wants to step �nto the street do? He goes downsta�rs; you w�ll
tear up your sheets, l�ttle by l�ttle you w�ll make of them a rope, then
you w�ll cl�mb out of your w�ndow, and you w�ll suspend yourself by
that thread over an abyss, and �t w�ll be n�ght, am�d storm, ra�n, and
the hurr�cane, and �f the rope �s too short, but one way of descend�ng
w�ll rema�n to you, to fall. To drop hap-hazard �nto the gulf, from an
unknown he�ght, on what? On what �s beneath, on the unknown. Or
you w�ll crawl up a ch�mney-flue, at the r�sk of burn�ng; or you w�ll
creep through a sewer-p�pe, at the r�sk of drown�ng; I do not speak of
the holes that you w�ll be obl�ged to mask, of the stones wh�ch you
w�ll have to take up and replace twenty t�mes a day, of the plaster
that you w�ll have to h�de �n your straw pallet. A lock presents �tself;
the bourgeo�s has �n h�s pocket a key made by a locksm�th. If you
w�sh to pass out, you w�ll be condemned to execute a terr�ble work of
art; you w�ll take a large sou, you w�ll cut �t �n two plates; w�th what
tools? You w�ll have to �nvent them. That �s your bus�ness. Then you
w�ll hollow out the �nter�or of these plates, tak�ng great care of the
outs�de, and you w�ll make on the edges a thread, so that they can
be adjusted one upon the other l�ke a box and �ts cover. The top and
bottom thus screwed together, noth�ng w�ll be suspected. To the
overseers �t w�ll be only a sou; to you �t w�ll be a box. What w�ll you
put �n th�s box? A small b�t of steel. A watch-spr�ng, �n wh�ch you w�ll
have cut teeth, and wh�ch w�ll form a saw. W�th th�s saw, as long as a
p�n, and concealed �n a sou, you w�ll cut the bolt of the lock, you w�ll
sever bolts, the padlock of your cha�n, and the bar at your w�ndow,
and the fetter on your leg. Th�s masterp�ece f�n�shed, th�s prod�gy
accompl�shed, all these m�racles of art, address, sk�ll, and pat�ence
executed, what w�ll be your recompense �f �t becomes known that
you are the author? The dungeon. There �s your future. What
prec�p�ces are �dleness and pleasure! Do you know that to do
noth�ng �s a melancholy resolut�on? To l�ve �n �dleness on the
property of soc�ety! to be useless, that �s to say, pern�c�ous! Th�s
leads stra�ght to the depth of wretchedness. Woe to the man who
des�res to be a paras�te! He w�ll become verm�n! Ah! So �t does not
please you to work? Ah! You have but one thought, to dr�nk well, to



eat well, to sleep well. You w�ll dr�nk water, you w�ll eat black bread,
you w�ll sleep on a plank w�th a fetter whose cold touch you w�ll feel
on your flesh all n�ght long, r�veted to your l�mbs. You w�ll break those
fetters, you w�ll flee. That �s well. You w�ll crawl on your belly through
the brushwood, and you w�ll eat grass l�ke the beasts of the forest.
And you w�ll be recaptured. And then you w�ll pass years �n a
dungeon, r�veted to a wall, grop�ng for your jug that you may dr�nk,
gnaw�ng at a horr�ble loaf of darkness wh�ch dogs would not touch,
eat�ng beans that the worms have eaten before you. You w�ll be a
wood-louse �n a cellar. Ah! Have p�ty on yourself, you m�serable
young ch�ld, who were suck�ng at nurse less than twenty years ago,
and who have, no doubt, a mother st�ll al�ve! I conjure you, l�sten to
me, I entreat you. You des�re f�ne black cloth, varn�shed shoes, to
have your ha�r curled and sweet-smell�ng o�ls on your locks, to
please low women, to be handsome. You w�ll be shaven clean, and
you w�ll wear a red blouse and wooden shoes. You want r�ngs on
your f�ngers, you w�ll have an �ron necklet on your neck. If you glance
at a woman, you w�ll rece�ve a blow. And you w�ll enter there at the
age of twenty. And you w�ll come out at f�fty! You w�ll enter young,
rosy, fresh, w�th br�ll�ant eyes, and all your wh�te teeth, and your
handsome, youthful ha�r; you w�ll come out broken, bent, wr�nkled,
toothless, horr�ble, w�th wh�te locks! Ah! my poor ch�ld, you are on
the wrong road; �dleness �s counsell�ng you badly; the hardest of all
work �s th�ev�ng. Bel�eve me, do not undertake that pa�nful profess�on
of an �dle man. It �s not comfortable to become a rascal. It �s less
d�sagreeable to be an honest man. Now go, and ponder on what I
have sa�d to you. By the way, what d�d you want of me? My purse?
Here �t �s.”

And the old man, releas�ng Montparnasse, put h�s purse �n the
latter’s hand; Montparnasse we�ghed �t for a moment, after wh�ch he
allowed �t to sl�de gently �nto the back pocket of h�s coat, w�th the
same mechan�cal precaut�on as though he had stolen �t.

All th�s hav�ng been sa�d and done, the goodman turned h�s back
and tranqu�lly resumed h�s stroll.

“The blockhead!” muttered Montparnasse.



Who was th�s goodman? The reader has, no doubt, already
d�v�ned.

Montparnasse watched h�m w�th amazement, as he d�sappeared
�n the dusk. Th�s contemplat�on was fatal to h�m.

Wh�le the old man was walk�ng away, Gavroche drew near.
Gavroche had assured h�mself, w�th a s�delong glance, that Father

Mabeuf was st�ll s�tt�ng on h�s bench, probably sound asleep. Then
the gam�n emerged from h�s th�cket, and began to crawl after
Montparnasse �n the dark, as the latter stood there mot�onless. In
th�s manner he came up to Montparnasse w�thout be�ng seen or
heard, gently �ns�nuated h�s hand �nto the back pocket of that frock-
coat of f�ne black cloth, se�zed the purse, w�thdrew h�s hand, and
hav�ng recourse once more to h�s crawl�ng, he sl�pped away l�ke an
adder through the shadows. Montparnasse, who had no reason to
be on h�s guard, and who was engaged �n thought for the f�rst t�me �n
h�s l�fe, perce�ved noth�ng. When Gavroche had once more atta�ned
the po�nt where Father Mabeuf was, he flung the purse over the
hedge, and fled as fast as h�s legs would carry h�m.

The purse fell on Father Mabeuf’s foot. Th�s commot�on roused
h�m.

He bent over and p�cked up the purse.
He d�d not understand �n the least, and opened �t.
The purse had two compartments; �n one of them there was some

small change; �n the other lay s�x napoleons.
M. Mabeuf, �n great alarm, referred the matter to h�s housekeeper.
“That has fallen from heaven,” sa�d Mother Plutarque.



BOOK FIFTH—THE END OF WHICH
DOES NOT RESEMBLE THE

BEGINNING



CHAPTER I—SOLITUDE AND THE
BARRACKS COMBINED

Cosette’s gr�ef, wh�ch had been so po�gnant and l�vely four or f�ve
months prev�ously, had, w�thout her be�ng consc�ous of the fact,
entered upon �ts convalescence. Nature, spr�ng, youth, love for her
father, the gayety of the b�rds and flowers, caused someth�ng almost
resembl�ng forgetfulness to f�lter gradually, drop by drop, �nto that
soul, wh�ch was so v�rg�n and so young. Was the f�re wholly ext�nct
there? Or was �t merely that layers of ashes had formed? The truth
�s, that she hardly felt the pa�nful and burn�ng spot any longer.

One day she suddenly thought of Mar�us: “Why!” sa�d she, “I no
longer th�nk of h�m.”

That same week, she not�ced a very handsome off�cer of lancers,
w�th a wasp-l�ke wa�st, a del�c�ous un�form, the cheeks of a young
g�rl, a sword under h�s arm, waxed moustaches, and a glazed
schapka, pass�ng the gate. Moreover, he had l�ght ha�r, prom�nent
blue eyes, a round face, was va�n, �nsolent and good-look�ng; qu�te
the reverse of Mar�us. He had a c�gar �n h�s mouth. Cosette thought
that th�s off�cer doubtless belonged to the reg�ment �n barracks �n the
Rue de Babylone.

On the follow�ng day, she saw h�m pass aga�n. She took note of
the hour.

From that t�me forth, was �t chance? she saw h�m pass nearly
every day.

The off�cer’s comrades perce�ved that there was, �n that “badly
kept” garden, beh�nd that mal�c�ous rococo fence, a very pretty
creature, who was almost always there when the handsome
l�eutenant,—who �s not unknown to the reader, and whose name was
Théodule G�llenormand,—passed by.



“See here!” they sa�d to h�m, “there’s a l�ttle creature there who �s
mak�ng eyes at you, look.”

“Have I the t�me,” repl�ed the lancer, “to look at all the g�rls who
look at me?”

Th�s was at the prec�se moment when Mar�us was descend�ng
heav�ly towards agony, and was say�ng: “If I could but see her before
I d�e!”—Had h�s w�sh been real�zed, had he beheld Cosette at that
moment gaz�ng at the lancer, he would not have been able to utter a
word, and he would have exp�red w�th gr�ef.

Whose fault was �t? No one’s.
Mar�us possessed one of those temperaments wh�ch bury

themselves �n sorrow and there ab�de; Cosette was one of those
persons who plunge �nto sorrow and emerge from �t aga�n.

Cosette was, moreover, pass�ng through that dangerous per�od,
the fatal phase of fem�n�ne rever�e abandoned to �tself, �n wh�ch the
�solated heart of a young g�rl resembles the tendr�ls of the v�ne wh�ch
cl�ng, as chance d�rects, to the cap�tal of a marble column or to the
post of a w�ne-shop: A rap�d and dec�s�ve moment, cr�t�cal for every
orphan, be she r�ch or poor, for wealth does not prevent a bad
cho�ce; m�sall�ances are made �n very h�gh c�rcles, real m�sall�ance �s
that of souls; and as many an unknown young man, w�thout name,
w�thout b�rth, w�thout fortune, �s a marble column wh�ch bears up a
temple of grand sent�ments and grand �deas, so such and such a
man of the world sat�sf�ed and opulent, who has pol�shed boots and
varn�shed words, �f looked at not outs�de, but �ns�de, a th�ng wh�ch �s
reserved for h�s w�fe, �s noth�ng more than a block obscurely haunted
by v�olent, unclean, and v�nous pass�ons; the post of a dr�nk�ng-shop.

What d�d Cosette’s soul conta�n? Pass�on calmed or lulled to
sleep; someth�ng l�mp�d, br�ll�ant, troubled to a certa�n depth, and
gloomy lower down. The �mage of the handsome off�cer was
reflected �n the surface. D�d a souven�r l�nger �n the depths?—Qu�te
at the bottom?—Poss�bly. Cosette d�d not know.

A s�ngular �nc�dent supervened.



CHAPTER II—COSETTE’S
APPREHENSIONS

Dur�ng the f�rst fortn�ght �n Apr�l, Jean Valjean took a journey. Th�s,
as the reader knows, happened from t�me to t�me, at very long
�ntervals. He rema�ned absent a day or two days at the utmost.
Where d�d he go? No one knew, not even Cosette. Once only, on the
occas�on of one of these departures, she had accompan�ed h�m �n a
hackney-coach as far as a l�ttle bl�nd-alley at the corner of wh�ch she
read: Impasse de la Planchette. There he al�ghted, and the coach
took Cosette back to the Rue de Babylone. It was usually when
money was lack�ng �n the house that Jean Valjean took these l�ttle
tr�ps.

So Jean Valjean was absent. He had sa�d: “I shall return �n three
days.”

That even�ng, Cosette was alone �n the draw�ng-room. In order to
get r�d of her ennu�, she had opened her p�ano-organ, and had
begun to s�ng, accompany�ng herself the wh�le, the chorus from
Euryanthe: “Hunters astray �n the wood!” wh�ch �s probably the most
beaut�ful th�ng �n all the sphere of mus�c. When she had f�n�shed, she
rema�ned wrapped �n thought.

All at once, �t seemed to her that she heard the sound of footsteps
�n the garden.

It could not be her father, he was absent; �t could not be Toussa�nt,
she was �n bed, and �t was ten o’clock at n�ght.

She stepped to the shutter of the draw�ng-room, wh�ch was closed,
and la�d her ear aga�nst �t.

It seemed to her that �t was the tread of a man, and that he was
walk�ng very softly.



She mounted rap�dly to the f�rst floor, to her own chamber, opened
a small w�cket �n her shutter, and peeped �nto the garden. The moon
was at the full. Everyth�ng could be seen as pla�nly as by day.

There was no one there.
She opened the w�ndow. The garden was absolutely calm, and all

that was v�s�ble was that the street was deserted as usual.
Cosette thought that she had been m�staken. She thought that she

had heard a no�se. It was a halluc�nat�on produced by the
melancholy and magn�f�cent chorus of Weber, wh�ch lays open
before the m�nd terr�f�ed depths, wh�ch trembles before the gaze l�ke
a d�zzy forest, and �n wh�ch one hears the crackl�ng of dead
branches beneath the uneasy tread of the huntsmen of whom one
catches a gl�mpse through the tw�l�ght.

She thought no more about �t.
Moreover, Cosette was not very t�m�d by nature. There flowed �n

her ve�ns some of the blood of the bohem�an and the adventuress
who runs barefoot. It w�ll be remembered that she was more of a lark
than a dove. There was a foundat�on of w�ldness and bravery �n her.

On the follow�ng day, at an earl�er hour, towards n�ghtfall, she was
stroll�ng �n the garden. In the m�dst of the confused thoughts wh�ch
occup�ed her, she fanc�ed that she caught for an �nstant a sound
s�m�lar to that of the preced�ng even�ng, as though some one were
walk�ng beneath the trees �n the dusk, and not very far from her; but
she told herself that noth�ng so closely resembles a step on the
grass as the fr�ct�on of two branches wh�ch have moved from s�de to
s�de, and she pa�d no heed to �t. Bes�des, she could see noth�ng.

She emerged from “the th�cket”; she had st�ll to cross a small lawn
to rega�n the steps.

The moon, wh�ch had just r�sen beh�nd her, cast Cosette’s shadow
�n front of her upon th�s lawn, as she came out from the shrubbery.

Cosette halted �n alarm.
Bes�de her shadow, the moon outl�ned d�st�nctly upon the turf

another shadow, wh�ch was part�cularly startl�ng and terr�ble, a
shadow wh�ch had a round hat.



It was the shadow of a man, who must have been stand�ng on the
border of the clump of shrubbery, a few paces �n the rear of Cosette.

She stood for a moment w�thout the power to speak, or cry, or call,
or st�r, or turn her head.

Then she summoned up all her courage, and turned round
resolutely.

There was no one there.
She glanced on the ground. The f�gure had d�sappeared.
She re-entered the th�cket, searched the corners boldly, went as

far as the gate, and found noth�ng.
She felt herself absolutely ch�lled w�th terror. Was th�s another

halluc�nat�on? What! Two days �n success�on! One halluc�nat�on
m�ght pass, but two halluc�nat�ons? The d�squ�et�ng po�nt about �t
was, that the shadow had assuredly not been a phantom. Phantoms
do not wear round hats.

On the follow�ng day Jean Valjean returned. Cosette told h�m what
she thought she had heard and seen. She wanted to be reassured
and to see her father shrug h�s shoulders and say to her: “You are a
l�ttle goose.”

Jean Valjean grew anx�ous.
“It cannot be anyth�ng,” sa�d he.
He left her under some pretext, and went �nto the garden, and she

saw h�m exam�n�ng the gate w�th great attent�on.
Dur�ng the n�ght she woke up; th�s t�me she was sure, and she

d�st�nctly heard some one walk�ng close to the fl�ght of steps beneath
her w�ndow. She ran to her l�ttle w�cket and opened �t. In po�nt of fact,
there was a man �n the garden, w�th a large club �n h�s hand. Just as
she was about to scream, the moon l�ghted up the man’s prof�le. It
was her father. She returned to her bed, say�ng to herself: “He �s
very uneasy!”

Jean Valjean passed that n�ght and the two succeed�ng n�ghts �n
the garden. Cosette saw h�m through the hole �n her shutter.

On the th�rd n�ght, the moon was on the wane, and had begun to
r�se later; at one o’clock �n the morn�ng, poss�bly, she heard a loud



burst of laughter and her father’s vo�ce call�ng her:—
“Cosette!”
She jumped out of bed, threw on her dress�ng-gown, and opened

her w�ndow.
Her father was stand�ng on the grass-plot below.
“I have waked you for the purpose of reassur�ng you,” sa�d he;

“look, there �s your shadow w�th the round hat.”
And he po�nted out to her on the turf a shadow cast by the moon,

and wh�ch d�d �ndeed, bear cons�derable resemblance to the spectre
of a man wear�ng a round hat. It was the shadow produced by a
ch�mney-p�pe of sheet �ron, w�th a hood, wh�ch rose above a
ne�ghbor�ng roof.

Cosette jo�ned �n h�s laughter, all her lugubr�ous suppos�t�ons were
allayed, and the next morn�ng, as she was at breakfast w�th her
father, she made merry over the s�n�ster garden haunted by the
shadows of �ron ch�mney-pots.

Jean Valjean became qu�te tranqu�l once more; as for Cosette, she
d�d not pay much attent�on to the quest�on whether the ch�mney-pot
was really �n the d�rect�on of the shadow wh�ch she had seen, or
thought she had seen, and whether the moon had been �n the same
spot �n the sky.

She d�d not quest�on herself as to the pecul�ar�ty of a ch�mney-pot
wh�ch �s afra�d of be�ng caught �n the act, and wh�ch ret�res when
some one looks at �ts shadow, for the shadow had taken the alarm
when Cosette had turned round, and Cosette had thought herself
very sure of th�s. Cosette’s seren�ty was fully restored. The proof
appeared to her to be complete, and �t qu�te van�shed from her m�nd,
whether there could poss�bly be any one walk�ng �n the garden
dur�ng the even�ng or at n�ght.

A few days later, however, a fresh �nc�dent occurred.



CHAPTER III—ENRICHED WITH
COMMENTARIES BY TOUSSAINT

In the garden, near the ra�l�ng on the street, there was a stone
bench, screened from the eyes of the cur�ous by a plantat�on of
yoke-elms, but wh�ch could, �n case of necess�ty, be reached by an
arm from the outs�de, past the trees and the gate.

One even�ng dur�ng that same month of Apr�l, Jean Valjean had
gone out; Cosette had seated herself on th�s bench after sundown.
The breeze was blow�ng br�skly �n the trees, Cosette was med�tat�ng;
an objectless sadness was tak�ng possess�on of her l�ttle by l�ttle,
that �nv�nc�ble sadness evoked by the even�ng, and wh�ch ar�ses,
perhaps, who knows, from the mystery of the tomb wh�ch �s ajar at
that hour.

Perhaps Fant�ne was w�th�n that shadow.
Cosette rose, slowly made the tour of the garden, walk�ng on the

grass drenched �n dew, and say�ng to herself, through the spec�es of
melancholy somnambul�sm �n wh�ch she was plunged: “Really, one
needs wooden shoes for the garden at th�s hour. One takes cold.”

She returned to the bench.
As she was about to resume her seat there, she observed on the

spot wh�ch she had qu�tted, a tolerably large stone wh�ch had,
ev�dently, not been there a moment before.

Cosette gazed at the stone, ask�ng herself what �t meant. All at
once the �dea occurred to her that the stone had not reached the
bench all by �tself, that some one had placed �t there, that an arm
had been thrust through the ra�l�ng, and th�s �dea appeared to alarm
her. Th�s t�me, the fear was genu�ne; the stone was there. No doubt
was poss�ble; she d�d not touch �t, fled w�thout glanc�ng beh�nd her,
took refuge �n the house, and �mmed�ately closed w�th shutter, bolt,



and bar the door-l�ke w�ndow open�ng on the fl�ght of steps. She
�nqu�red of Toussa�nt:—

“Has my father returned yet?”
“Not yet, Mademo�selle.”
[We have already noted once for all the fact that Toussa�nt

stuttered. May we be perm�tted to d�spense w�th �t for the future. The
mus�cal notat�on of an �nf�rm�ty �s repugnant to us.]

Jean Valjean, a thoughtful man, and g�ven to nocturnal strolls,
often returned qu�te late at n�ght.

“Toussa�nt,” went on Cosette, “are you careful to thoroughly
barr�cade the shutters open�ng on the garden, at least w�th bars, �n
the even�ng, and to put the l�ttle �ron th�ngs �n the l�ttle r�ngs that
close them?”

“Oh! be easy on that score, M�ss.”
Toussa�nt d�d not fa�l �n her duty, and Cosette was well aware of

the fact, but she could not refra�n from add�ng:—
“It �s so sol�tary here.”
“So far as that �s concerned,” sa�d Toussa�nt, “�t �s true. We m�ght

be assass�nated before we had t�me to say ouf! And Mons�eur does
not sleep �n the house, to boot. But fear noth�ng, M�ss, I fasten the
shutters up l�ke pr�sons. Lone women! That �s enough to make one
shudder, I bel�eve you! Just �mag�ne, what �f you were to see men
enter your chamber at n�ght and say: ‘Hold your tongue!’ and beg�n
to cut your throat. It’s not the dy�ng so much; you d�e, for one must
d�e, and that’s all r�ght; �t’s the abom�nat�on of feel�ng those people
touch you. And then, the�r kn�ves; they can’t be able to cut well w�th
them! Ah, good grac�ous!”

“Be qu�et,” sa�d Cosette. “Fasten everyth�ng thoroughly.”
Cosette, terr�f�ed by the melodrama �mprov�sed by Toussa�nt, and

poss�bly, also, by the recollect�on of the appar�t�ons of the past week,
wh�ch recurred to her memory, dared not even say to her: “Go and
look at the stone wh�ch has been placed on the bench!” for fear of
open�ng the garden gate and allow�ng “the men” to enter. She saw
that all the doors and w�ndows were carefully fastened, made
Toussa�nt go all over the house from garret to cellar, locked herself



up �n her own chamber, bolted her door, looked under her couch,
went to bed and slept badly. All n�ght long she saw that b�g stone, as
large as a mounta�n and full of caverns.

At sunr�se,—the property of the r�s�ng sun �s to make us laugh at
all our terrors of the past n�ght, and our laughter �s �n d�rect
proport�on to our terror wh�ch they have caused,—at sunr�se
Cosette, when she woke, v�ewed her fr�ght as a n�ghtmare, and sa�d
to herself: “What have I been th�nk�ng of? It �s l�ke the footsteps that I
thought I heard a week or two ago �n the garden at n�ght! It �s l�ke the
shadow of the ch�mney-pot! Am I becom�ng a coward?” The sun,
wh�ch was glow�ng through the crev�ces �n her shutters, and turn�ng
the damask curta�ns cr�mson, reassured her to such an extent that
everyth�ng van�shed from her thoughts, even the stone.

“There was no more a stone on the bench than there was a man �n
a round hat �n the garden; I dreamed about the stone, as I d�d all the
rest.”

She dressed herself, descended to the garden, ran to the bench,
and broke out �n a cold persp�rat�on. The stone was there.

But th�s lasted only for a moment. That wh�ch �s terror by n�ght �s
cur�os�ty by day.

“Bah!” sa�d she, “come, let us see what �t �s.”
She l�fted the stone, wh�ch was tolerably large. Beneath �t was

someth�ng wh�ch resembled a letter. It was a wh�te envelope.
Cosette se�zed �t. There was no address on one s�de, no seal on the
other. Yet the envelope, though unsealed, was not empty. Papers
could be seen �ns�de.

Cosette exam�ned �t. It was no longer alarm, �t was no longer
cur�os�ty; �t was a beg�nn�ng of anx�ety.

Cosette drew from the envelope �ts contents, a l�ttle notebook of
paper, each page of wh�ch was numbered and bore a few l�nes �n a
very f�ne and rather pretty handwr�t�ng, as Cosette thought.

Cosette looked for a name; there was none. To whom was th�s
addressed? To her, probably, s�nce a hand had depos�ted the packet
on her bench. From whom d�d �t come? An �rres�st�ble fasc�nat�on
took possess�on of her; she tr�ed to turn away her eyes from the



leaflets wh�ch were trembl�ng �n her hand, she gazed at the sky, the
street, the acac�as all bathed �n l�ght, the p�geons flutter�ng over a
ne�ghbor�ng roof, and then her glance suddenly fell upon the
manuscr�pt, and she sa�d to herself that she must know what �t
conta�ned.

Th�s �s what she read.



CHAPTER IV—A HEART BENEATH A
STONE

Enlarge
Cosette W�th Letter 4b4-5-cosette-after-letter 

The reduct�on of the un�verse to a s�ngle be�ng, the expans�on of a
s�ngle be�ng even to God, that �s love.

Love �s the salutat�on of the angels to the stars.
How sad �s the soul, when �t �s sad through love!
What a vo�d �n the absence of the be�ng who, by herself alone f�lls

the world! Oh! how true �t �s that the beloved be�ng becomes God.
One could comprehend that God m�ght be jealous of th�s had not
God the Father of all ev�dently made creat�on for the soul, and the
soul for love.

The gl�mpse of a sm�le beneath a wh�te crape bonnet w�th a l�lac
curta�n �s suff�c�ent to cause the soul to enter �nto the palace of
dreams.

God �s beh�nd everyth�ng, but everyth�ng h�des God. Th�ngs are
black, creatures are opaque. To love a be�ng �s to render that be�ng
transparent.

Certa�n thoughts are prayers. There are moments when, whatever
the att�tude of the body may be, the soul �s on �ts knees.

Parted lovers begu�le absence by a thousand ch�mer�cal dev�ces,
wh�ch possess, however, a real�ty of the�r own. They are prevented
from see�ng each other, they cannot wr�te to each other; they
d�scover a mult�tude of myster�ous means to correspond. They send
each other the song of the b�rds, the perfume of the flowers, the
sm�les of ch�ldren, the l�ght of the sun, the s�gh�ngs of the breeze, the
rays of stars, all creat�on. And why not? All the works of God are



made to serve love. Love �s suff�c�ently potent to charge all nature
w�th �ts messages.

Oh Spr�ng! Thou art a letter that I wr�te to her.
The future belongs to hearts even more than �t does to m�nds.

Love, that �s the only th�ng that can occupy and f�ll etern�ty. In the
�nf�n�te, the �nexhaust�ble �s requ�s�te.

Love part�c�pates of the soul �tself. It �s of the same nature. L�ke �t,
�t �s the d�v�ne spark; l�ke �t, �t �s �ncorrupt�ble, �nd�v�s�ble,
�mper�shable. It �s a po�nt of f�re that ex�sts w�th�n us, wh�ch �s
�mmortal and �nf�n�te, wh�ch noth�ng can conf�ne, and wh�ch noth�ng
can ext�ngu�sh. We feel �t burn�ng even to the very marrow of our
bones, and we see �t beam�ng �n the very depths of heaven.

Oh Love! Adorat�ons! voluptuousness of two m�nds wh�ch
understand each other, of two hearts wh�ch exchange w�th each
other, of two glances wh�ch penetrate each other! You w�ll come to
me, w�ll you not, bl�ss! strolls by twos �n the sol�tudes! Blessed and
rad�ant days! I have somet�mes dreamed that from t�me to t�me hours
detached themselves from the l�ves of the angels and came here
below to traverse the dest�n�es of men.

God can add noth�ng to the happ�ness of those who love, except
to g�ve them endless durat�on. After a l�fe of love, an etern�ty of love
�s, �n fact, an augmentat�on; but to �ncrease �n �ntens�ty even the
�neffable fel�c�ty wh�ch love bestows on the soul even �n th�s world, �s
�mposs�ble, even to God. God �s the plen�tude of heaven; love �s the
plen�tude of man.

You look at a star for two reasons, because �t �s lum�nous, and
because �t �s �mpenetrable. You have bes�de you a sweeter rad�ance
and a greater mystery, woman.

All of us, whoever we may be, have our resp�rable be�ngs. We lack
a�r and we st�fle. Then we d�e. To d�e for lack of love �s horr�ble.
Suffocat�on of the soul.

When love has fused and m�ngled two be�ngs �n a sacred and
angel�c un�ty, the secret of l�fe has been d�scovered so far as they
are concerned; they are no longer anyth�ng more than the two



boundar�es of the same dest�ny; they are no longer anyth�ng but the
two w�ngs of the same sp�r�t. Love, soar.

On the day when a woman as she passes before you em�ts l�ght
as she walks, you are lost, you love. But one th�ng rema�ns for you to
do: to th�nk of her so �ntently that she �s constra�ned to th�nk of you.

What love commences can be f�n�shed by God alone.
True love �s �n despa�r and �s enchanted over a glove lost or a

handkerch�ef found, and etern�ty �s requ�red for �ts devot�on and �ts
hopes. It �s composed both of the �nf�n�tely great and the �nf�n�tely
l�ttle.

If you are a stone, be adamant; �f you are a plant, be the sens�t�ve
plant; �f you are a man, be love.

Noth�ng suff�ces for love. We have happ�ness, we des�re parad�se;
we possess parad�se, we des�re heaven.

Oh ye who love each other, all th�s �s conta�ned �n love.
Understand how to f�nd �t there. Love has contemplat�on as well as
heaven, and more than heaven, �t has voluptuousness.

“Does she st�ll come to the Luxembourg?” “No, s�r.” “Th�s �s the
church where she attends mass, �s �t not?” “She no longer comes
here.” “Does she st�ll l�ve �n th�s house?” “She has moved away.”
“Where has she gone to dwell?”

“She d�d not say.”
What a melancholy th�ng not to know the address of one’s soul!
Love has �ts ch�ld�shness, other pass�ons have the�r pett�nesses.

Shame on the pass�ons wh�ch bel�ttle man! Honor to the one wh�ch
makes a ch�ld of h�m!

There �s one strange th�ng, do you know �t? I dwell �n the n�ght.
There �s a be�ng who carr�ed off my sky when she went away.

Oh! would that we were ly�ng s�de by s�de �n the same grave, hand
�n hand, and from t�me to t�me, �n the darkness, gently caress�ng a
f�nger,—that would suff�ce for my etern�ty!

Ye who suffer because ye love, love yet more. To d�e of love, �s to
l�ve �n �t.



Love. A sombre and starry transf�gurat�on �s m�ngled w�th th�s
torture. There �s ecstasy �n agony.

Oh joy of the b�rds! It �s because they have nests that they s�ng.
Love �s a celest�al resp�rat�on of the a�r of parad�se.
Deep hearts, sage m�nds, take l�fe as God has made �t; �t �s a long

tr�al, an �ncomprehens�ble preparat�on for an unknown dest�ny. Th�s
dest�ny, the true one, beg�ns for a man w�th the f�rst step �ns�de the
tomb. Then someth�ng appears to h�m, and he beg�ns to d�st�ngu�sh
the def�n�t�ve. The def�n�t�ve, med�tate upon that word. The l�v�ng
perce�ve the �nf�n�te; the def�n�t�ve perm�ts �tself to be seen only by
the dead. In the meanwh�le, love and suffer, hope and contemplate.
Woe, alas! to h�m who shall have loved only bod�es, forms,
appearances! Death w�ll depr�ve h�m of all. Try to love souls, you w�ll
f�nd them aga�n.

I encountered �n the street, a very poor young man who was �n
love. H�s hat was old, h�s coat was worn, h�s elbows were �n holes;
water tr�ckled through h�s shoes, and the stars through h�s soul.

What a grand th�ng �t �s to be loved! What a far grander th�ng �t �s
to love! The heart becomes hero�c, by d�nt of pass�on. It �s no longer
composed of anyth�ng but what �s pure; �t no longer rests on anyth�ng
that �s not elevated and great. An unworthy thought can no more
germ�nate �n �t, than a nettle on a glac�er. The serene and lofty soul,
�naccess�ble to vulgar pass�ons and emot�ons, dom�nat�ng the clouds
and the shades of th�s world, �ts foll�es, �ts l�es, �ts hatreds, �ts
van�t�es, �ts m�ser�es, �nhab�ts the blue of heaven, and no longer feels
anyth�ng but profound and subterranean shocks of dest�ny, as the
crests of mounta�ns feel the shocks of earthquake.

If there d�d not ex�st some one who loved, the sun would become
ext�nct.



CHAPTER V—COSETTE AFTER THE
LETTER

As Cosette read, she gradually fell �nto thought. At the very
moment when she ra�sed her eyes from the last l�ne of the note-
book, the handsome off�cer passed tr�umphantly �n front of the gate,
—�t was h�s hour; Cosette thought h�m h�deous.

She resumed her contemplat�on of the book. It was wr�tten �n the
most charm�ng of ch�rography, thought Cosette; �n the same hand,
but w�th d�vers �nks, somet�mes very black, aga�n wh�t�sh, as when
�nk has been added to the �nkstand, and consequently on d�fferent
days. It was, then, a m�nd wh�ch had unfolded �tself there, s�gh by
s�gh, �rregularly, w�thout order, w�thout cho�ce, w�thout object, hap-
hazard. Cosette had never read anyth�ng l�ke �t. Th�s manuscr�pt, �n
wh�ch she already perce�ved more l�ght than obscur�ty, produced
upon her the effect of a half-open sanctuary. Each one of these
myster�ous l�nes shone before her eyes and �nundated her heart w�th
a strange rad�ance. The educat�on wh�ch she had rece�ved had
always talked to her of the soul, and never of love, very much as one
m�ght talk of the f�rebrand and not of the flame. Th�s manuscr�pt of
f�fteen pages suddenly and sweetly revealed to her all of love,
sorrow, dest�ny, l�fe, etern�ty, the beg�nn�ng, the end. It was as �f a
hand had opened and suddenly flung upon her a handful of rays of
l�ght. In these few l�nes she felt a pass�onate, ardent, generous,
honest nature, a sacred w�ll, an �mmense sorrow, and an �mmense
despa�r, a suffer�ng heart, an ecstasy fully expanded. What was th�s
manuscr�pt? A letter. A letter w�thout name, w�thout address, w�thout
date, w�thout s�gnature, press�ng and d�s�nterested, an en�gma
composed of truths, a message of love made to be brought by an
angel and read by a v�rg�n, an appo�ntment made beyond the bounds
of earth, the love-letter of a phantom to a shade. It was an absent



one, tranqu�l and dejected, who seemed ready to take refuge �n
death and who sent to the absent love, h�s lady, the secret of fate,
the key of l�fe, love. Th�s had been wr�tten w�th one foot �n the grave
and one f�nger �n heaven. These l�nes, wh�ch had fallen one by one
on the paper, were what m�ght be called drops of soul.

Now, from whom could these pages come? Who could have
penned them?

Cosette d�d not hes�tate a moment. One man only.
He!
Day had dawned once more �n her sp�r�t; all had reappeared. She

felt an unheard-of joy, and a profound angu�sh. It was he! he who
had wr�tten! he was there! �t was he whose arm had been thrust
through that ra�l�ng! Wh�le she was forgetful of h�m, he had found her
aga�n! But had she forgotten h�m? No, never! She was fool�sh to
have thought so for a s�ngle moment. She had always loved h�m,
always adored h�m. The f�re had been smothered, and had
smouldered for a t�me, but she saw all pla�nly now; �t had but made
headway, and now �t had burst forth afresh, and had �nflamed her
whole be�ng. Th�s note-book was l�ke a spark wh�ch had fallen from
that other soul �nto hers. She felt the conflagrat�on start�ng up once
more.

She �mbued herself thoroughly w�th every word of the manuscr�pt:
“Oh yes!” sa�d she, “how perfectly I recogn�ze all that! That �s what I
had already read �n h�s eyes.” As she was f�n�sh�ng �t for the th�rd
t�me, L�eutenant Théodule passed the gate once more, and rattled
h�s spurs upon the pavement. Cosette was forced to ra�se her eyes.
She thought h�m �ns�p�d, s�lly, stup�d, useless, fopp�sh, d�spleas�ng,
�mpert�nent, and extremely ugly. The off�cer thought �t h�s duty to
sm�le at her.

She turned away as �n shame and �nd�gnat�on. She would gladly
have thrown someth�ng at h�s head.

She fled, re-entered the house, and shut herself up �n her chamber
to peruse the manuscr�pt once more, to learn �t by heart, and to
dream. When she had thoroughly mastered �t she k�ssed �t and put �t
�n her bosom.



All was over, Cosette had fallen back �nto deep, seraph�c love. The
abyss of Eden had yawned once more.

All day long, Cosette rema�ned �n a sort of bew�lderment. She
scarcely thought, her �deas were �n the state of a tangled ske�n �n her
bra�n, she could not manage to conjecture anyth�ng, she hoped
through a tremor, what? vague th�ngs. She dared make herself no
prom�ses, and she d�d not w�sh to refuse herself anyth�ng. Flashes of
pallor passed over her countenance, and sh�vers ran through her
frame. It seemed to her, at �ntervals, that she was enter�ng the land
of ch�mæras; she sa�d to herself: “Is th�s real�ty?” Then she felt of the
dear paper w�th�n her bosom under her gown, she pressed �t to her
heart, she felt �ts angles aga�nst her flesh; and �f Jean Valjean had
seen her at the moment, he would have shuddered �n the presence
of that lum�nous and unknown joy, wh�ch overflowed from beneath
her eyel�ds.—“Oh yes!” she thought, “�t �s certa�nly he! Th�s comes
from h�m, and �s for me!”

And she told herself that an �ntervent�on of the angels, a celest�al
chance, had g�ven h�m back to her.

Oh transf�gurat�on of love! Oh dreams! That celest�al chance, that
�ntervent�on of the angels, was a pellet of bread tossed by one th�ef
to another th�ef, from the Charlemagne Courtyard to the L�on’s D�tch,
over the roofs of La Force.



CHAPTER VI—OLD PEOPLE ARE
MADE TO GO OUT OPPORTUNELY

When even�ng came, Jean Valjean went out; Cosette dressed
herself. She arranged her ha�r �n the most becom�ng manner, and
she put on a dress whose bod�ce had rece�ved one sn�p of the
sc�ssors too much, and wh�ch, through th�s slope, perm�tted a v�ew of
the beg�nn�ng of her throat, and was, as young g�rls say, “a tr�fle
�ndecent.” It was not �n the least �ndecent, but �t was prett�er than
usual. She made her to�let thus w�thout know�ng why she d�d so.

D�d she mean to go out? No.
Was she expect�ng a v�s�tor? No.
At dusk, she went down to the garden. Toussa�nt was busy �n her

k�tchen, wh�ch opened on the back yard.
She began to stroll about under the trees, thrust�ng as�de the

branches from t�me to t�me w�th her hand, because there were some
wh�ch hung very low.

In th�s manner she reached the bench.
The stone was st�ll there.
She sat down, and gently la�d her wh�te hand on th�s stone as

though she w�shed to caress and thank �t.
All at once, she exper�enced that �ndef�nable �mpress�on wh�ch one

undergoes when there �s some one stand�ng beh�nd one, even when
she does not see the person.

She turned her head and rose to her feet.
It was he.
H�s head was bare. He appeared to have grown th�n and pale. H�s

black clothes were hardly d�scern�ble. The tw�l�ght threw a wan l�ght
on h�s f�ne brow, and covered h�s eyes �n shadows. Beneath a ve�l of



�ncomparable sweetness, he had someth�ng about h�m that
suggested death and n�ght. H�s face was �llum�nated by the l�ght of
the dy�ng day, and by the thought of a soul that �s tak�ng fl�ght.

He seemed to be not yet a ghost, and he was no longer a man.
He had flung away h�s hat �n the th�cket, a few paces d�stant.
Cosette, though ready to swoon, uttered no cry. She retreated

slowly, for she felt herself attracted. He d�d not st�r. By v�rtue of
someth�ng �neffable and melancholy wh�ch enveloped h�m, she felt
the look �n h�s eyes wh�ch she could not see.

Cosette, �n her retreat, encountered a tree and leaned aga�nst �t.
Had �t not been for th�s tree, she would have fallen.

Then she heard h�s vo�ce, that vo�ce wh�ch she had really never
heard, barely r�s�ng above the rustle of the leaves, and murmur�ng:—

“Pardon me, here I am. My heart �s full. I could not l�ve on as I was
l�v�ng, and I have come. Have you read what I placed there on the
bench? Do you recogn�ze me at all? Have no fear of me. It �s a long
t�me, you remember the day, s�nce you looked at me at the
Luxembourg, near the Glad�ator. And the day when you passed
before me? It was on the 16th of June and the 2d of July. It �s nearly
a year ago. I have not seen you for a long t�me. I �nqu�red of the
woman who let the cha�rs, and she told me that she no longer saw
you. You l�ved �n the Rue de l’Ouest, on the th�rd floor, �n the front
apartments of a new house,—you see that I know! I followed you.
What else was there for me to do? And then you d�sappeared. I
thought I saw you pass once, wh�le I was read�ng the newspapers
under the arcade of the Odéon. I ran after you. But no. It was a
person who had a bonnet l�ke yours. At n�ght I came h�ther. Do not
be afra�d, no one sees me. I come to gaze upon your w�ndows near
at hand. I walk very softly, so that you may not hear, for you m�ght be
alarmed. The other even�ng I was beh�nd you, you turned round, I
fled. Once, I heard you s�ng�ng. I was happy. D�d �t affect you
because I heard you s�ng�ng through the shutters? That could not
hurt you. No, �t �s not so? You see, you are my angel! Let me come
somet�mes; I th�nk that I am go�ng to d�e. If you only knew! I adore
you. Forg�ve me, I speak to you, but I do not know what I am say�ng;
I may have d�spleased you; have I d�spleased you?”



“Oh! my mother!” sa�d she.
And she sank down as though on the po�nt of death.
He grasped her, she fell, he took her �n h�s arms, he pressed her

close, w�thout know�ng what he was do�ng. He supported her, though
he was totter�ng h�mself. It was as though h�s bra�n were full of
smoke; l�ghtn�ngs darted between h�s l�ps; h�s �deas van�shed; �t
seemed to h�m that he was accompl�sh�ng some rel�g�ous act, and
that he was comm�tt�ng a profanat�on. Moreover, he had not the least
pass�on for th�s lovely woman whose force he felt aga�nst h�s breast.
He was bes�de h�mself w�th love.

She took h�s hand and la�d �t on her heart. He felt the paper there,
he stammered:—

“You love me, then?”
She repl�ed �n a vo�ce so low that �t was no longer anyth�ng more

than a barely aud�ble breath:—
“Hush! Thou knowest �t!”
And she h�d her blush�ng face on the breast of the superb and

�ntox�cated young man.
He fell upon the bench, and she bes�de h�m. They had no words

more. The stars were beg�nn�ng to gleam. How d�d �t come to pass
that the�r l�ps met? How comes �t to pass that the b�rds s�ng, that
snow melts, that the rose unfolds, that May expands, that the dawn
grows wh�te beh�nd the black trees on the sh�ver�ng crest of the h�lls?

A k�ss, and that was all.
Both started, and gazed �nto the darkness w�th sparkl�ng eyes.
They felt ne�ther the cool n�ght, nor the cold stone, nor the damp

earth, nor the wet grass; they looked at each other, and the�r hearts
were full of thoughts. They had clasped hands unconsc�ously.

She d�d not ask h�m, she d�d not even wonder, how he had
entered there, and how he had made h�s way �nto the garden. It
seemed so s�mple to her that he should be there!

From t�me to t�me, Mar�us’ knee touched Cosette’s knee, and both
sh�vered.



At �ntervals, Cosette stammered a word. Her soul fluttered on her
l�ps l�ke a drop of dew on a flower.

L�ttle by l�ttle they began to talk to each other. Effus�on followed
s�lence, wh�ch �s fulness. The n�ght was serene and splend�d
overhead. These two be�ngs, pure as sp�r�ts, told each other
everyth�ng, the�r dreams, the�r �ntox�cat�ons, the�r ecstas�es, the�r
ch�mæras, the�r weaknesses, how they had adored each other from
afar, how they had longed for each other, the�r despa�r when they
had ceased to see each other. They conf�ded to each other �n an
�deal �nt�macy, wh�ch noth�ng could augment, the�r most secret and
most myster�ous thoughts. They related to each other, w�th cand�d
fa�th �n the�r �llus�ons, all that love, youth, and the rema�ns of
ch�ldhood wh�ch st�ll l�ngered about them, suggested to the�r m�nds.
The�r two hearts poured themselves out �nto each other �n such w�se,
that at the exp�rat�on of a quarter of an hour, �t was the young man
who had the young g�rl’s soul, and the young g�rl who had the young
man’s soul. Each became permeated w�th the other, they were
enchanted w�th each other, they dazzled each other.

When they had f�n�shed, when they had told each other
everyth�ng, she la�d her head on h�s shoulder and asked h�m:—

“What �s your name?”
“My name �s Mar�us,” sa�d he. “And yours?”
“My name �s Cosette.”



BOOK SIXTH—LITTLE GAVROCHE



CHAPTER I—THE MALICIOUS
PLAYFULNESS OF THE WIND

S�nce 1823, when the tavern of Montferme�l was on the way to
sh�pwreck and was be�ng gradually engulfed, not �n the abyss of a
bankruptcy, but �n the cesspool of petty debts, the Thénard�er pa�r
had had two other ch�ldren; both males. That made f�ve; two g�rls
and three boys.

Madame Thénard�er had got r�d of the last two, wh�le they were
st�ll young and very small, w�th remarkable luck.

Got r�d of �s the word. There was but a mere fragment of nature �n
that woman. A phenomenon, by the way, of wh�ch there �s more than
one example extant. L�ke the Maréchale de La Mothe-Houdancourt,
the Thénard�er was a mother to her daughters only. There her
matern�ty ended. Her hatred of the human race began w�th her own
sons. In the d�rect�on of her sons her ev�l d�spos�t�on was
uncomprom�s�ng, and her heart had a lugubr�ous wall �n that quarter.
As the reader has seen, she detested the eldest; she cursed the
other two. Why? Because. The most terr�ble of mot�ves, the most
unanswerable of retorts—Because. “I have no need of a l�tter of
squall�ng brats,” sa�d th�s mother.

Let us expla�n how the Thénard�ers had succeeded �n gett�ng r�d of
the�r last two ch�ldren; and even �n draw�ng prof�t from the operat�on.

The woman Magnon, who was ment�oned a few pages further
back, was the same one who had succeeded �n mak�ng old
G�llenormand support the two ch�ldren wh�ch she had had. She l�ved
on the Qua� des Célest�ns, at the corner of th�s anc�ent street of the
Pet�t-Musc wh�ch afforded her the opportun�ty of chang�ng her ev�l
repute �nto good odor. The reader w�ll remember the great ep�dem�c
of croup wh�ch ravaged the r�ver d�str�cts of the Se�ne �n Par�s th�rty-
f�ve years ago, and of wh�ch sc�ence took advantage to make



exper�ments on a grand scale as to the eff�cacy of �nhalat�ons of
alum, so benef�c�ally replaced at the present day by the external
t�ncture of �od�ne. Dur�ng th�s ep�dem�c, the Magnon lost both her
boys, who were st�ll very young, one �n the morn�ng, the other �n the
even�ng of the same day. Th�s was a blow. These ch�ldren were
prec�ous to the�r mother; they represented e�ghty francs a month.
These e�ghty francs were punctually pa�d �n the name of M.
G�llenormand, by collector of h�s rents, M. Barge, a ret�red t�p-staff, �n
the Rue du Ro�-de-S�c�le. The ch�ldren dead, the �ncome was at an
end. The Magnon sought an exped�ent. In that dark free-masonry of
ev�l of wh�ch she formed a part, everyth�ng �s known, all secrets are
kept, and all lend mutual a�d. Magnon needed two ch�ldren; the
Thénard�ers had two. The same sex, the same age. A good
arrangement for the one, a good �nvestment for the other. The l�ttle
Thénard�ers became l�ttle Magnons. Magnon qu�tted the Qua� des
Célest�ns and went to l�ve �n the Rue Clocheperce. In Par�s, the
�dent�ty wh�ch b�nds an �nd�v�dual to h�mself �s broken between one
street and another.

The reg�stry off�ce be�ng �n no way warned, ra�sed no object�ons,
and the subst�tut�on was effected �n the most s�mple manner �n the
world. Only, the Thénard�er exacted for th�s loan of her ch�ldren, ten
francs a month, wh�ch Magnon prom�sed to pay, and wh�ch she
actually d�d pay. It �s unnecessary to add that M. G�llenormand
cont�nued to perform h�s compact. He came to see the ch�ldren every
s�x months. He d�d not perce�ve the change. “Mons�eur,” Magnon
sa�d to h�m, “how much they resemble you!”

Thénard�er, to whom avatars were easy, se�zed th�s occas�on to
become Jondrette. H�s two daughters and Gavroche had hardly had
t�me to d�scover that they had two l�ttle brothers. When a certa�n
degree of m�sery �s reached, one �s overpowered w�th a sort of
spectral �nd�fference, and one regards human be�ngs as though they
were spectres. Your nearest relat�ons are often no more for you than
vague shadowy forms, barely outl�ned aga�nst a nebulous
background of l�fe and eas�ly confounded aga�n w�th the �nv�s�ble.

On the even�ng of the day when she had handed over her two l�ttle
ones to Magnon, w�th express �ntent�on of renounc�ng them forever,



the Thénard�er had felt, or had appeared to feel, a scruple. She sa�d
to her husband: “But th�s �s abandon�ng our ch�ldren!” Thénard�er,
masterful and phlegmat�c, cauter�zed the scruple w�th th�s say�ng:
“Jean Jacques Rousseau d�d even better!” From scruples, the
mother proceeded to uneas�ness: “But what �f the pol�ce were to
annoy us? Tell me, Mons�eur Thénard�er, �s what we have done
perm�ss�ble?” Thénard�er repl�ed: “Everyth�ng �s perm�ss�ble. No one
w�ll see anyth�ng but true blue �n �t. Bes�des, no one has any �nterest
�n look�ng closely after ch�ldren who have not a sou.”

Magnon was a sort of fash�onable woman �n the sphere of cr�me.
She was careful about her to�let. She shared her lodg�ngs, wh�ch
were furn�shed �n an affected and wretched style, w�th a clever
gall�c�zed Engl�sh th�ef. Th�s Engl�sh woman, who had become a
natural�zed Par�s�enne, recommended by very wealthy relat�ons,
�nt�mately connected w�th the medals �n the L�brary and
Mademo�selle Mar’s d�amonds, became celebrated later on �n
jud�c�al accounts. She was called Mamselle M�ss.

The two l�ttle creatures who had fallen to Magnon had no reason
to compla�n of the�r lot. Recommended by the e�ghty francs, they
were well cared for, as �s everyth�ng from wh�ch prof�t �s der�ved; they
were ne�ther badly clothed, nor badly fed; they were treated almost
l�ke “l�ttle gentlemen,”—better by the�r false mother than by the�r real
one. Magnon played the lady, and talked no th�eves’ slang �n the�r
presence.

Thus passed several years. Thénard�er augured well from the fact.
One day, he chanced to say to Magnon as she handed h�m h�s
monthly st�pend of ten francs: “The father must g�ve them some
educat�on.”

All at once, these two poor ch�ldren, who had up to that t�me been
protected tolerably well, even by the�r ev�l fate, were abruptly hurled
�nto l�fe and forced to beg�n �t for themselves.

A wholesale arrest of malefactors, l�ke that �n the Jondrette garret,
necessar�ly compl�cated by �nvest�gat�ons and subsequent
�ncarcerat�ons, �s a ver�table d�saster for that h�deous and occult
counter-soc�ety wh�ch pursues �ts ex�stence beneath publ�c soc�ety;
an adventure of th�s descr�pt�on enta�ls all sorts of catastrophes �n



that sombre world. The Thénard�er catastrophe �nvolved the
catastrophe of Magnon.

One day, a short t�me after Magnon had handed to Épon�ne the
note relat�ng to the Rue Plumet, a sudden ra�d was made by the
pol�ce �n the Rue Clocheperce; Magnon was se�zed, as was also
Mamselle M�ss; and all the �nhab�tants of the house, wh�ch was of a
susp�c�ous character, were gathered �nto the net. Wh�le th�s was
go�ng on, the two l�ttle boys were play�ng �n the back yard, and saw
noth�ng of the ra�d. When they tr�ed to enter the house aga�n, they
found the door fastened and the house empty. A cobbler oppos�te
called them to h�m, and del�vered to them a paper wh�ch “the�r
mother” had left for them. On th�s paper there was an address: M.
Barge, collector of rents, Rue du Ro�-de-S�c�le, No. 8. The propr�etor
of the stall sa�d to them: “You cannot l�ve here any longer. Go there.
It �s nearby. The f�rst street on the left. Ask your way from th�s paper.”

The ch�ldren set out, the elder lead�ng the younger, and hold�ng �n
h�s hand the paper wh�ch was to gu�de them. It was cold, and h�s
benumbed l�ttle f�ngers could not close very f�rmly, and they d�d not
keep a very good hold on the paper. At the corner of the Rue
Clocheperce, a gust of w�nd tore �t from h�m, and as n�ght was fall�ng,
the ch�ld was not able to f�nd �t aga�n.

They began to wander a�mlessly through the streets.



CHAPTER II—IN WHICH LITTLE
GAVROCHE EXTRACTS PROFIT
FROM NAPOLEON THE GREAT

Spr�ng �n Par�s �s often traversed by harsh and p�erc�ng breezes
wh�ch do not prec�sely ch�ll but freeze one; these north w�nds wh�ch
sadden the most beaut�ful days produce exactly the effect of those
puffs of cold a�r wh�ch enter a warm room through the cracks of a
badly f�tt�ng door or w�ndow. It seems as though the gloomy door of
w�nter had rema�ned ajar, and as though the w�nd were pour�ng
through �t. In the spr�ng of 1832, the epoch when the f�rst great
ep�dem�c of th�s century broke out �n Europe, these north gales were
more harsh and p�erc�ng than ever. It was a door even more glac�al
than that of w�nter wh�ch was ajar. It was the door of the sepulchre.
In these w�nds one felt the breath of the cholera.

From a meteorolog�cal po�nt of v�ew, these cold w�nds possessed
th�s pecul�ar�ty, that they d�d not preclude a strong electr�c tens�on.
Frequent storms, accompan�ed by thunder and l�ghtn�ng, burst forth
at th�s epoch.

One even�ng, when these gales were blow�ng rudely, to such a
degree that January seemed to have returned and that the bourgeo�s
had resumed the�r cloaks, L�ttle Gavroche, who was always sh�ver�ng
gayly under h�s rags, was stand�ng as though �n ecstasy before a
w�g-maker’s shop �n the v�c�n�ty of the Orme-Sa�nt-Gerva�s. He was
adorned w�th a woman’s woollen shawl, p�cked up no one knows
where, and wh�ch he had converted �nto a neck comforter. L�ttle
Gavroche appeared to be engaged �n �ntent adm�rat�on of a wax
br�de, �n a low-necked dress, and crowned w�th orange-flowers, who
was revolv�ng �n the w�ndow, and d�splay�ng her sm�le to passers-by,
between two argand lamps; but �n real�ty, he was tak�ng an



observat�on of the shop, �n order to d�scover whether he could not
“pr�g” from the shop-front a cake of soap, wh�ch he would then
proceed to sell for a sou to a “ha�r-dresser” �n the suburbs. He had
often managed to breakfast off of such a roll. He called h�s spec�es
of work, for wh�ch he possessed spec�al apt�tude, “shav�ng barbers.”

Wh�le contemplat�ng the br�de, and eye�ng the cake of soap, he
muttered between h�s teeth: “Tuesday. It was not Tuesday. Was �t
Tuesday? Perhaps �t was Tuesday. Yes, �t was Tuesday.”

No one has ever d�scovered to what th�s monologue referred.
Yes, perchance, th�s monologue had some connect�on w�th the

last occas�on on wh�ch he had d�ned, three days before, for �t was
now Fr�day.

The barber �n h�s shop, wh�ch was warmed by a good stove, was
shav�ng a customer and cast�ng a glance from t�me to t�me at the
enemy, that freez�ng and �mpudent street urch�n both of whose
hands were �n h�s pockets, but whose m�nd was ev�dently
unsheathed.

Wh�le Gavroche was scrut�n�z�ng the shop-w�ndow and the cakes
of w�ndsor soap, two ch�ldren of unequal stature, very neatly
dressed, and st�ll smaller than h�mself, one apparently about seven
years of age, the other f�ve, t�m�dly turned the handle and entered
the shop, w�th a request for someth�ng or other, alms poss�bly, �n a
pla�nt�ve murmur wh�ch resembled a groan rather than a prayer.
They both spoke at once, and the�r words were un�ntell�g�ble
because sobs broke the vo�ce of the younger, and the teeth of the
elder were chatter�ng w�th cold. The barber wheeled round w�th a
fur�ous look, and w�thout abandon�ng h�s razor, thrust back the elder
w�th h�s left hand and the younger w�th h�s knee, and slammed h�s
door, say�ng: “The �dea of com�ng �n and freez�ng everybody for
noth�ng!”

The two ch�ldren resumed the�r march �n tears. In the meant�me, a
cloud had r�sen; �t had begun to ra�n.

L�ttle Gavroche ran after them and accosted them:—
“What’s the matter w�th you, brats?”
“We don’t know where we are to sleep,” repl�ed the elder.



“Is that all?” sa�d Gavroche. “A great matter, truly. The �dea of
bawl�ng about that. They must be green�es!”

And adopt�ng, �n add�t�on to h�s super�or�ty, wh�ch was rather
banter�ng, an accent of tender author�ty and gentle patronage:—

“Come along w�th me, young ‘uns!”
“Yes, s�r,” sa�d the elder.
And the two ch�ldren followed h�m as they would have followed an

archb�shop. They had stopped cry�ng.
Gavroche led them up the Rue Sa�nt-Anto�ne �n the d�rect�on of the

Bast�lle.
As Gavroche walked along, he cast an �nd�gnant backward glance

at the barber’s shop.
“That fellow has no heart, the wh�t�ng,"35 he muttered. “He’s an

Engl�shman.”
A woman who caught s�ght of these three march�ng �n a f�le, w�th

Gavroche at the�r head, burst �nto no�sy laughter. Th�s laugh was
want�ng �n respect towards the group.

“Good day, Mamselle Omn�bus,” sa�d Gavroche to her.
An �nstant later, the w�g-maker occurred to h�s m�nd once more,

and he added:—
“I am mak�ng a m�stake �n the beast; he’s not a wh�t�ng, he’s a

serpent. Barber, I’ll go and fetch a locksm�th, and I’ll have a bell hung
to your ta�l.”

Th�s w�g-maker had rendered h�m aggress�ve. As he strode over a
gutter, he apostroph�zed a bearded portress who was worthy to meet
Faust on the Brocken, and who had a broom �n her hand.

“Madam,” sa�d he, “so you are go�ng out w�th your horse?”
And thereupon, he spattered the pol�shed boots of a pedestr�an.
“You scamp!” shouted the fur�ous pedestr�an.
Gavroche elevated h�s nose above h�s shawl.
“Is Mons�eur compla�n�ng?”
“Of you!” ejaculated the man.



“The off�ce �s closed,” sa�d Gavroche, “I do not rece�ve any more
compla�nts.”

In the meanwh�le, as he went on up the street, he perce�ved a
beggar-g�rl, th�rteen or fourteen years old, and clad �n so short a
gown that her knees were v�s�ble, ly�ng thoroughly ch�lled under a
porte-cochère. The l�ttle g�rl was gett�ng to be too old for such a
th�ng. Growth does play these tr�cks. The pett�coat becomes short at
the moment when nud�ty becomes �ndecent.

“Poor g�rl!” sa�d Gavroche. “She hasn’t even trousers. Hold on,
take th�s.”

And unw�nd�ng all the comfortable woollen wh�ch he had around
h�s neck, he flung �t on the th�n and purple shoulders of the beggar-
g�rl, where the scarf became a shawl once more.

The ch�ld stared at h�m �n aston�shment, and rece�ved the shawl �n
s�lence. When a certa�n stage of d�stress has been reached �n h�s
m�sery, the poor man no longer groans over ev�l, no longer returns
thanks for good.

That done: “Brrr!” sa�d Gavroche, who was sh�ver�ng more than
Sa�nt Mart�n, for the latter reta�ned one-half of h�s cloak.

At th�s brrr! the downpour of ra�n, redoubled �n �ts sp�te, became
fur�ous. The w�cked sk�es pun�sh good deeds.

“Ah, come now!” excla�med Gavroche, “what’s the mean�ng of
th�s? It’s re-ra�n�ng! Good Heavens, �f �t goes on l�ke th�s, I shall stop
my subscr�pt�on.”

And he set out on the march once more.
“It’s all r�ght,” he resumed, cast�ng a glance at the beggar-g�rl, as

she co�led up under the shawl, “she’s got a famous peel.”
And look�ng up at the clouds he excla�med:—
“Caught!”
The two ch�ldren followed close on h�s heels.
As they were pass�ng one of these heavy grated latt�ces, wh�ch

�nd�cate a baker’s shop, for bread �s put beh�nd bars l�ke gold,
Gavroche turned round:—

“Ah, by the way, brats, have we d�ned?”



“Mons�eur,” repl�ed the elder, “we have had noth�ng to eat s�nce
th�s morn�ng.”

“So you have ne�ther father nor mother?” resumed Gavroche
majest�cally.

“Excuse us, s�r, we have a papa and a mamma, but we don’t know
where they are.”

“Somet�mes that’s better than know�ng where they are,” sa�d
Gavroche, who was a th�nker.

“We have been wander�ng about these two hours,” cont�nued the
elder, “we have hunted for th�ngs at the corners of the streets, but we
have found noth�ng.”

“I know,” ejaculated Gavroche, “�t’s the dogs who eat everyth�ng.”
He went on, after a pause:—
“Ah! we have lost our authors. We don’t know what we have done

w�th them. Th�s should not be, gam�ns. It’s stup�d to let old people
stray off l�ke that. Come now! we must have a snooze all the same.”

However, he asked them no quest�ons. What was more s�mple
than that they should have no dwell�ng place!

The elder of the two ch�ldren, who had almost ent�rely recovered
the prompt heedlessness of ch�ldhood, uttered th�s exclamat�on:—

“It’s queer, all the same. Mamma told us that she would take us to
get a blessed spray on Palm Sunday.”

“Bosh,” sa�d Gavroche.
“Mamma,” resumed the elder, “�s a lady who l�ves w�th Mamselle

M�ss.”
“Tanflûte!” retorted Gavroche.
Meanwh�le he had halted, and for the last two m�nutes he had

been feel�ng and fumbl�ng �n all sorts of nooks wh�ch h�s rags
conta�ned.

At last he tossed h�s head w�th an a�r �ntended to be merely
sat�sf�ed, but wh�ch was tr�umphant, �n real�ty.

“Let us be calm, young ‘uns. Here’s supper for three.”
And from one of h�s pockets he drew forth a sou.



W�thout allow�ng the two urch�ns t�me for amazement, he pushed
both of them before h�m �nto the baker’s shop, and flung h�s sou on
the counter, cry�ng:—

“Boy! f�ve cent�mes’ worth of bread.”
The baker, who was the propr�etor �n person, took up a loaf and a

kn�fe.
“In three p�eces, my boy!” went on Gavroche.
And he added w�th d�gn�ty:—
“There are three of us.”
And see�ng that the baker, after scrut�n�z�ng the three customers,

had taken down a black loaf, he thrust h�s f�nger far up h�s nose w�th
an �nhalat�on as �mper�ous as though he had had a p�nch of the great
Freder�ck’s snuff on the t�p of h�s thumb, and hurled th�s �nd�gnant
apostrophe full �n the baker’s face:—

“Keksekça?”
Those of our readers who m�ght be tempted to espy �n th�s

�nterpellat�on of Gavroche’s to the baker a Russ�an or a Pol�sh word,
or one of those savage cr�es wh�ch the Yoways and the Botocudos
hurl at each other from bank to bank of a r�ver, athwart the sol�tudes,
are warned that �t �s a word wh�ch they [our readers] utter every day,
and wh�ch takes the place of the phrase: “Qu’est-ce que c’est que
cela?” The baker understood perfectly, and repl�ed:—

“Well! It’s bread, and very good bread of the second qual�ty.”
“You mean larton brutal [black bread]!” retorted Gavroche, calmly

and coldly d�sda�nful. “Wh�te bread, boy! wh�te bread [larton
savonné]! I’m stand�ng treat.”

The baker could not repress a sm�le, and as he cut the wh�te
bread he surveyed them �n a compass�onate way wh�ch shocked
Gavroche.

“Come, now, baker’s boy!” sa�d he, “what are you tak�ng our
measure l�ke that for?”

All three of them placed end to end would have hardly made a
measure.



When the bread was cut, the baker threw the sou �nto h�s drawer,
and Gavroche sa�d to the two ch�ldren:—

“Grub away.”
The l�ttle boys stared at h�m �n surpr�se.
Gavroche began to laugh.
“Ah! hullo, that’s so! they don’t understand yet, they’re too small.”
And he repeated:—
“Eat away.”
At the same t�me, he held out a p�ece of bread to each of them.
And th�nk�ng that the elder, who seemed to h�m the more worthy of

h�s conversat�on, deserved some spec�al encouragement and ought
to be rel�eved from all hes�tat�on to sat�sfy h�s appet�te, he added, as
he handed h�m the largest share:—

“Ram that �nto your muzzle.”
One p�ece was smaller than the others; he kept th�s for h�mself.
The poor ch�ldren, �nclud�ng Gavroche, were fam�shed. As they

tore the�r bread apart �n b�g mouthfuls, they blocked up the shop of
the baker, who, now that they had pa�d the�r money, looked angr�ly at
them.

“Let’s go �nto the street aga�n,” sa�d Gavroche.
They set off once more �n the d�rect�on of the Bast�lle.
From t�me to t�me, as they passed the l�ghted shop-w�ndows, the

smallest halted to look at the t�me on a leaden watch wh�ch was
suspended from h�s neck by a cord.

“Well, he �s a very green ‘un,” sa�d Gavroche.
Then, becom�ng thoughtful, he muttered between h�s teeth:—
“All the same, �f I had charge of the babes I’d lock ‘em up better

than that.”
Just as they were f�n�sh�ng the�r morsel of bread, and had reached

the angle of that gloomy Rue des Ballets, at the other end of wh�ch
the low and threaten�ng w�cket of La Force was v�s�ble:—

“Hullo, �s that you, Gavroche?” sa�d some one.
“Hullo, �s that you, Montparnasse?” sa�d Gavroche.



A man had just accosted the street urch�n, and the man was no
other than Montparnasse �n d�sgu�se, w�th blue spectacles, but
recogn�zable to Gavroche.

“The bow-wows!” went on Gavroche, “you’ve got a h�de the color
of a l�nseed plaster, and blue specs l�ke a doctor. You’re putt�ng on
style, ‘pon my word!”

“Hush!” ejaculated Montparnasse, “not so loud.”
And he drew Gavroche hast�ly out of range of the l�ghted shops.
The two l�ttle ones followed mechan�cally, hold�ng each other by

the hand.
When they were ensconced under the arch of a porte-cochère,

sheltered from the ra�n and from all eyes:—
“Do you know where I’m go�ng?” demanded Montparnasse.
“To the Abbey of Ascend-w�th-Regret,"36 repl�ed Gavroche.
“Joker!”
And Montparnasse went on:—
“I’m go�ng to f�nd Babet.”
“Ah!” excla�med Gavroche, “so her name �s Babet.”
Montparnasse lowered h�s vo�ce:—
“Not she, he.”
“Ah! Babet.”
“Yes, Babet.”
“I thought he was buckled.”
“He has undone the buckle,” repl�ed Montparnasse.
And he rap�dly related to the gam�n how, on the morn�ng of that

very day, Babet, hav�ng been transferred to La Conc�erger�e, had
made h�s escape, by turn�ng to the left �nstead of to the r�ght �n “the
pol�ce off�ce.”

Gavroche expressed h�s adm�rat�on for th�s sk�ll.
“What a dent�st!” he cr�ed.
Montparnasse added a few deta�ls as to Babet’s fl�ght, and ended

w�th:—



“Oh! That’s not all.”
Gavroche, as he l�stened, had se�zed a cane that Montparnasse

held �n h�s hand, and mechan�cally pulled at the upper part, and the
blade of a dagger made �ts appearance.

“Ah!” he excla�med, push�ng the dagger back �n haste, “you have
brought along your gendarme d�sgu�sed as a bourgeo�s.”

Montparnasse w�nked.
“The deuce!” resumed Gavroche, “so you’re go�ng to have a bout

w�th the bobb�es?”
“You can’t tell,” repl�ed Montparnasse w�th an �nd�fferent a�r. “It’s

always a good th�ng to have a p�n about one.”
Gavroche pers�sted:—
“What are you up to to-n�ght?”
Aga�n Montparnasse took a grave tone, and sa�d, mouth�ng every

syllable: “Th�ngs.”
And abruptly chang�ng the conversat�on:—
“By the way!”
“What?”
“Someth�ng happened t’other day. Fancy. I meet a bourgeo�s. He

makes me a present of a sermon and h�s purse. I put �t �n my pocket.
A m�nute later, I feel �n my pocket. There’s noth�ng there.”

“Except the sermon,” sa�d Gavroche.
“But you,” went on Montparnasse, “where are you bound for now?”
Gavroche po�nted to h�s two protégés, and sa�d:—
“I’m go�ng to put these �nfants to bed.”
“Whereabouts �s the bed?”
“At my house.”
“Where’s your house?”
“At my house.”
“So you have a lodg�ng?”
“Yes, I have.”
“And where �s your lodg�ng?”



“In the elephant,” sa�d Gavroche.
Montparnasse, though not naturally �ncl�ned to aston�shment,

could not restra�n an exclamat�on.
“In the elephant!”
“Well, yes, �n the elephant!” retorted Gavroche. “Kekçaa?”
Th�s �s another word of the language wh�ch no one wr�tes, and

wh�ch every one speaks.
Kekçaa s�gn�f�es: Qu’est que c’est que cela a? [What’s the matter

w�th that?]
The urch�n’s profound remark recalled Montparnasse to calmness

and good sense. He appeared to return to better sent�ments w�th
regard to Gavroche’s lodg�ng.

“Of course,” sa�d he, “yes, the elephant. Is �t comfortable there?”
“Very,” sa�d Gavroche. “It’s really bully there. There a�n’t any

draughts, as there are under the br�dges.”
“How do you get �n?”
“Oh, I get �n.”
“So there �s a hole?” demanded Montparnasse.
“Parbleu! I should say so. But you mustn’t tell. It’s between the

fore legs. The bobb�es haven’t seen �t.”
“And you cl�mb up? Yes, I understand.”
“A turn of the hand, cr�c, crac, and �t’s all over, no one there.”
After a pause, Gavroche added:—
“I shall have a ladder for these ch�ldren.”
Montparnasse burst out laugh�ng:—
“Where the dev�l d�d you p�ck up those young ‘uns?”
Gavroche repl�ed w�th great s�mpl�c�ty:—
“They are some brats that a w�g-maker made me a present of.”
Meanwh�le, Montparnasse had fallen to th�nk�ng:—
“You recogn�zed me very read�ly,” he muttered.
He took from h�s pocket two small objects wh�ch were noth�ng

more than two qu�lls wrapped �n cotton, and thrust one up each of h�s



nostr�ls. Th�s gave h�m a d�fferent nose.
“That changes you,” remarked Gavroche, “you are less homely so,

you ought to keep them on all the t�me.”
Montparnasse was a handsome fellow, but Gavroche was a tease.
“Ser�ously,” demanded Montparnasse, “how do you l�ke me so?”
The sound of h�s vo�ce was d�fferent also. In a tw�nkl�ng,

Montparnasse had become unrecogn�zable.
“Oh! Do play Porr�ch�nelle for us!” excla�med Gavroche.
The two ch�ldren, who had not been l�sten�ng up to th�s po�nt,

be�ng occup�ed themselves �n thrust�ng the�r f�ngers up the�r noses,
drew near at th�s name, and stared at Montparnasse w�th dawn�ng
joy and adm�rat�on.

Unfortunately, Montparnasse was troubled.
He la�d h�s hand on Gavroche’s shoulder, and sa�d to h�m,

emphas�z�ng h�s words: “L�sten to what I tell you, boy! �f I were on the
square w�th my dog, my kn�fe, and my w�fe, and �f you were to
squander ten sous on me, I wouldn’t refuse to work, but th�s �sn’t
Shrove Tuesday.”

Th�s odd phrase produced a s�ngular effect on the gam�n. He
wheeled round hast�ly, darted h�s l�ttle sparkl�ng eyes about h�m w�th
profound attent�on, and perce�ved a pol�ce sergeant stand�ng w�th h�s
back to them a few paces off. Gavroche allowed an: “Ah! good!” to
escape h�m, but �mmed�ately suppressed �t, and shak�ng
Montparnasse’s hand:—

“Well, good even�ng,” sa�d he, “I’m go�ng off to my elephant w�th
my brats. Suppos�ng that you should need me some n�ght, you can
come and hunt me up there. I lodge on the entresol. There �s no
porter. You w�ll �nqu�re for Mons�eur Gavroche.”

“Very good,” sa�d Montparnasse.
And they parted, Montparnasse betak�ng h�mself �n the d�rect�on of

the Grève, and Gavroche towards the Bast�lle. The l�ttle one of f�ve,
dragged along by h�s brother who was dragged by Gavroche, turned
h�s head back several t�mes to watch “Porr�ch�nelle” as he went.



The amb�guous phrase by means of wh�ch Montparnasse had
warned Gavroche of the presence of the pol�ceman, conta�ned no
other tal�sman than the assonance d�g repeated f�ve or s�x t�mes �n
d�fferent forms. Th�s syllable, d�g, uttered alone or art�st�cally m�ngled
w�th the words of a phrase, means: “Take care, we can no longer talk
freely.” There was bes�des, �n Montparnasse’s sentence, a l�terary
beauty wh�ch was lost upon Gavroche, that �s mon dogue, ma dague
et ma d�gue, a slang express�on of the Temple, wh�ch s�gn�f�es my
dog, my kn�fe, and my w�fe, greatly �n vogue among clowns and the
red-ta�ls �n the great century when Mol�ère wrote and Callot drew.

Twenty years ago, there was st�ll to be seen �n the southwest
corner of the Place de la Bast�lle, near the bas�n of the canal,
excavated �n the anc�ent d�tch of the fortress-pr�son, a s�ngular
monument, wh�ch has already been effaced from the memor�es of
Par�s�ans, and wh�ch deserved to leave some trace, for �t was the
�dea of a “member of the Inst�tute, the General-�n-ch�ef of the army of
Egypt.”

We say monument, although �t was only a rough model. But th�s
model �tself, a marvellous sketch, the grand�ose skeleton of an �dea
of Napoleon’s, wh�ch success�ve gusts of w�nd have carr�ed away
and thrown, on each occas�on, st�ll further from us, had become
h�stor�cal and had acqu�red a certa�n def�n�teness wh�ch contrasted
w�th �ts prov�s�onal aspect. It was an elephant forty feet h�gh,
constructed of t�mber and masonry, bear�ng on �ts back a tower
wh�ch resembled a house, formerly pa�nted green by some dauber,
and now pa�nted black by heaven, the w�nd, and t�me. In th�s
deserted and unprotected corner of the place, the broad brow of the
colossus, h�s trunk, h�s tusks, h�s tower, h�s enormous crupper, h�s
four feet, l�ke columns produced, at n�ght, under the starry heavens,
a surpr�s�ng and terr�ble form. It was a sort of symbol of popular
force. It was sombre, myster�ous, and �mmense. It was some m�ghty,
v�s�ble phantom, one knew not what, stand�ng erect bes�de the
�nv�s�ble spectre of the Bast�lle.

Few strangers v�s�ted th�s ed�f�ce, no passer-by looked at �t. It was
fall�ng �nto ru�ns; every season the plaster wh�ch detached �tself from
�ts s�des formed h�deous wounds upon �t. “The æd�les,” as the



express�on ran �n elegant d�alect, had forgotten �t ever s�nce 1814.
There �t stood �n �ts corner, melancholy, s�ck, crumbl�ng, surrounded
by a rotten pal�sade, so�led cont�nually by drunken coachmen; cracks
meandered athwart �ts belly, a lath projected from �ts ta�l, tall grass
flour�shed between �ts legs; and, as the level of the place had been
r�s�ng all around �t for a space of th�rty years, by that slow and
cont�nuous movement wh�ch �nsens�bly elevates the so�l of large
towns, �t stood �n a hollow, and �t looked as though the ground were
g�v�ng way beneath �t. It was unclean, desp�sed, repuls�ve, and
superb, ugly �n the eyes of the bourgeo�s, melancholy �n the eyes of
the th�nker. There was someth�ng about �t of the d�rt wh�ch �s on the
po�nt of be�ng swept out, and someth�ng of the majesty wh�ch �s on
the po�nt of be�ng decap�tated. As we have sa�d, at n�ght, �ts aspect
changed. N�ght �s the real element of everyth�ng that �s dark. As soon
as tw�l�ght descended, the old elephant became transf�gured; he
assumed a tranqu�l and redoubtable appearance �n the form�dable
seren�ty of the shadows. Be�ng of the past, he belonged to n�ght; and
obscur�ty was �n keep�ng w�th h�s grandeur.

Th�s rough, squat, heavy, hard, austere, almost m�sshapen, but
assuredly majest�c monument, stamped w�th a sort of magn�f�cent
and savage grav�ty, has d�sappeared, and left to re�gn �n peace, a
sort of g�gant�c stove, ornamented w�th �ts p�pe, wh�ch has replaced
the sombre fortress w�th �ts n�ne towers, very much as the
bourgeo�s�e replaces the feudal classes. It �s qu�te natural that a
stove should be the symbol of an epoch �n wh�ch a pot conta�ns
power. Th�s epoch w�ll pass away, people have already begun to
understand that, �f there can be force �n a bo�ler, there can be no
force except �n the bra�n; �n other words, that wh�ch leads and drags
on the world, �s not locomot�ves, but �deas. Harness locomot�ves to
�deas,—that �s well done; but do not m�stake the horse for the r�der.

At all events, to return to the Place de la Bast�lle, the arch�tect of
th�s elephant succeeded �n mak�ng a grand th�ng out of plaster; the
arch�tect of the stove has succeeded �n mak�ng a pretty th�ng out of
bronze.

Th�s stove-p�pe, wh�ch has been bapt�zed by a sonorous name,
and called the column of July, th�s monument of a revolut�on that



m�scarr�ed, was st�ll enveloped �n 1832, �n an �mmense sh�rt of
woodwork, wh�ch we regret, for our part, and by a vast plank
enclosure, wh�ch completed the task of �solat�ng the elephant.

It was towards th�s corner of the place, d�mly l�ghted by the
reflect�on of a d�stant street lamp, that the gam�n gu�ded h�s two
“brats.”

The reader must perm�t us to �nterrupt ourselves here and to
rem�nd h�m that we are deal�ng w�th s�mple real�ty, and that twenty
years ago, the tr�bunals were called upon to judge, under the charge
of vagabondage, and mut�lat�on of a publ�c monument, a ch�ld who
had been caught asleep �n th�s very elephant of the Bast�lle. Th�s fact
noted, we proceed.

On arr�v�ng �n the v�c�n�ty of the colossus, Gavroche
comprehended the effect wh�ch the �nf�n�tely great m�ght produce on
the �nf�n�tely small, and sa�d:—

“Don’t be scared, �nfants.”
Then he entered through a gap �n the fence �nto the elephant’s

enclosure and helped the young ones to clamber through the
breach. The two ch�ldren, somewhat fr�ghtened, followed Gavroche
w�thout utter�ng a word, and conf�ded themselves to th�s l�ttle
Prov�dence �n rags wh�ch had g�ven them bread and had prom�sed
them a shelter.

There, extended along the fence, lay a ladder wh�ch by day served
the laborers �n the ne�ghbor�ng t�mber-yard. Gavroche ra�sed �t w�th
remarkable v�gor, and placed �t aga�nst one of the elephant’s
forelegs. Near the po�nt where the ladder ended, a sort of black hole
�n the belly of the colossus could be d�st�ngu�shed.

Gavroche po�nted out the ladder and the hole to h�s guests, and
sa�d to them:—

“Cl�mb up and go �n.”
The two l�ttle boys exchanged terr�f�ed glances.
“You’re afra�d, brats!” excla�med Gavroche.
And he added:—
“You shall see!”



He clasped the rough leg of the elephant, and �n a tw�nkl�ng,
w�thout de�gn�ng to make use of the ladder, he had reached the
aperture. He entered �t as an adder sl�ps through a crev�ce, and
d�sappeared w�th�n, and an �nstant later, the two ch�ldren saw h�s
head, wh�ch looked pale, appear vaguely, on the edge of the
shadowy hole, l�ke a wan and wh�t�sh spectre.

“Well!” he excla�med, “cl�mb up, young ‘uns! You’ll see how snug �t
�s here! Come up, you!” he sa�d to the elder, “I’ll lend you a hand.”

The l�ttle fellows nudged each other, the gam�n fr�ghtened and
�nsp�red them w�th conf�dence at one and the same t�me, and then, �t
was ra�n�ng very hard. The elder one undertook the r�sk. The
younger, on see�ng h�s brother cl�mb�ng up, and h�mself left alone
between the paws of th�s huge beast, felt greatly �ncl�ned to cry, but
he d�d not dare.

The elder lad cl�mbed, w�th uncerta�n steps, up the rungs of the
ladder; Gavroche, �n the meanwh�le, encourag�ng h�m w�th
exclamat�ons l�ke a fenc�ng-master to h�s pup�ls, or a muleteer to h�s
mules.

“Don’t be afra�d!—That’s �t!—Come on!—Put your feet there!—
G�ve us your hand here!—Boldly!”

And when the ch�ld was w�th�n reach, he se�zed h�m suddenly and
v�gorously by the arm, and pulled h�m towards h�m.

“Nabbed!” sa�d he.
The brat had passed through the crack.
“Now,” sa�d Gavroche, “wa�t for me. Be so good as to take a seat,

Mons�eur.”
And mak�ng h�s way out of the hole as he had entered �t, he

sl�pped down the elephant’s leg w�th the ag�l�ty of a monkey, landed
on h�s feet �n the grass, grasped the ch�ld of f�ve round the body, and
planted h�m fa�rly �n the m�ddle of the ladder, then he began to cl�mb
up beh�nd h�m, shout�ng to the elder:—

“I’m go�ng to boost h�m, do you tug.”
And �n another �nstant, the small lad was pushed, dragged, pulled,

thrust, stuffed �nto the hole, before he had t�me to recover h�mself,
and Gavroche, enter�ng beh�nd h�m, and repuls�ng the ladder w�th a



k�ck wh�ch sent �t flat on the grass, began to clap h�s hands and to
cry:—

“Here we are! Long l�ve General Lafayette!”
Th�s explos�on over, he added:—
“Now, young ‘uns, you are �n my house.”
Gavroche was at home, �n fact.
Oh, unforeseen ut�l�ty of the useless! Char�ty of great th�ngs!

Goodness of g�ants! Th�s huge monument, wh�ch had embod�ed an
�dea of the Emperor’s, had become the box of a street urch�n. The
brat had been accepted and sheltered by the colossus. The
bourgeo�s decked out �n the�r Sunday f�nery who passed the
elephant of the Bast�lle, were fond of say�ng as they scanned �t
d�sda�nfully w�th the�r prom�nent eyes: “What’s the good of that?” It
served to save from the cold, the frost, the ha�l, and ra�n, to shelter
from the w�nds of w�nter, to preserve from slumber �n the mud wh�ch
produces fever, and from slumber �n the snow wh�ch produces death,
a l�ttle be�ng who had no father, no mother, no bread, no clothes, no
refuge. It served to rece�ve the �nnocent whom soc�ety repulsed. It
served to d�m�n�sh publ�c cr�me. It was a la�r open to one aga�nst
whom all doors were shut. It seemed as though the m�serable old
mastodon, �nvaded by verm�n and obl�v�on, covered w�th warts, w�th
mould, and ulcers, totter�ng, worm-eaten, abandoned, condemned, a
sort of mend�cant colossus, ask�ng alms �n va�n w�th a benevolent
look �n the m�dst of the crossroads, had taken p�ty on that other
mend�cant, the poor pygmy, who roamed w�thout shoes to h�s feet,
w�thout a roof over h�s head, blow�ng on h�s f�ngers, clad �n rags, fed
on rejected scraps. That was what the elephant of the Bast�lle was
good for. Th�s �dea of Napoleon, d�sda�ned by men, had been taken
back by God. That wh�ch had been merely �llustr�ous, had become
august. In order to real�ze h�s thought, the Emperor should have had
porphyry, brass, �ron, gold, marble; the old collect�on of planks,
beams and plaster suff�ced for God. The Emperor had had the
dream of a gen�us; �n that T�tan�c elephant, armed, prod�g�ous, w�th
trunk upl�fted, bear�ng �ts tower and scatter�ng on all s�des �ts merry
and v�v�fy�ng waters, he w�shed to �ncarnate the people. God had
done a grander th�ng w�th �t, he had lodged a ch�ld there.



The hole through wh�ch Gavroche had entered was a breach
wh�ch was hardly v�s�ble from the outs�de, be�ng concealed, as we
have stated, beneath the elephant’s belly, and so narrow that �t was
only cats and homeless ch�ldren who could pass through �t.

“Let’s beg�n,” sa�d Gavroche, “by tell�ng the porter that we are not
at home.”

And plung�ng �nto the darkness w�th the assurance of a person
who �s well acqua�nted w�th h�s apartments, he took a plank and
stopped up the aperture.

Aga�n Gavroche plunged �nto the obscur�ty. The ch�ldren heard the
crackl�ng of the match thrust �nto the phosphor�c bottle. The chem�cal
match was not yet �n ex�stence; at that epoch the Fumade steel
represented progress.

A sudden l�ght made them bl�nk; Gavroche had just managed to
�gn�te one of those b�ts of cord d�pped �n res�n wh�ch are called cellar
rats. The cellar rat, wh�ch em�tted more smoke than l�ght, rendered
the �nter�or of the elephant confusedly v�s�ble.

Gavroche’s two guests glanced about them, and the sensat�on
wh�ch they exper�enced was someth�ng l�ke that wh�ch one would
feel �f shut up �n the great tun of He�delberg, or, better st�ll, l�ke what
Jonah must have felt �n the b�bl�cal belly of the whale. An ent�re and
g�gant�c skeleton appeared envelop�ng them. Above, a long brown
beam, whence started at regular d�stances, mass�ve, arch�ng r�bs,
represented the vertebral column w�th �ts s�des, stalact�tes of plaster
depended from them l�ke entra�ls, and vast sp�ders’ webs stretch�ng
from s�de to s�de, formed d�rty d�aphragms. Here and there, �n the
corners, were v�s�ble large black�sh spots wh�ch had the appearance
of be�ng al�ve, and wh�ch changed places rap�dly w�th an abrupt and
fr�ghtened movement.

Fragments wh�ch had fallen from the elephant’s back �nto h�s belly
had f�lled up the cav�ty, so that �t was poss�ble to walk upon �t as on a
floor.

The smaller ch�ld nestled up aga�nst h�s brother, and wh�spered to
h�m:—

“It’s black.”



Th�s remark drew an exclamat�on from Gavroche. The petr�f�ed a�r
of the two brats rendered some shock necessary.

“What’s that you are gabbl�ng about there?” he excla�med. “Are
you scoff�ng at me? Are you turn�ng up your noses? Do you want the
Tu�ler�es? Are you brutes? Come, say! I warn you that I don’t belong
to the reg�ment of s�mpletons. Ah, come now, are you brats from the
Pope’s establ�shment?”

A l�ttle roughness �s good �n cases of fear. It �s reassur�ng. The two
ch�ldren drew close to Gavroche.

Gavroche, paternally touched by th�s conf�dence, passed from
grave to gentle, and address�ng the smaller:—

“Stup�d,” sa�d he, accent�ng the �nsult�ng word, w�th a caress�ng
�ntonat�on, “�t’s outs�de that �t �s black. Outs�de �t’s ra�n�ng, here �t
does not ra�n; outs�de �t’s cold, here there’s not an atom of w�nd;
outs�de there are heaps of people, here there’s no one; outs�de there
a�n’t even the moon, here there’s my candle, confound �t!”

The two ch�ldren began to look upon the apartment w�th less
terror; but Gavroche allowed them no more t�me for contemplat�on.

“Qu�ck,” sa�d he.
And he pushed them towards what we are very glad to be able to

call the end of the room.
There stood h�s bed.
Gavroche’s bed was complete; that �s to say, �t had a mattress, a

blanket, and an alcove w�th curta�ns.
The mattress was a straw mat, the blanket a rather large str�p of

gray woollen stuff, very warm and almost new. Th�s �s what the
alcove cons�sted of:—

Three rather long poles, thrust �nto and consol�dated, w�th the
rubb�sh wh�ch formed the floor, that �s to say, the belly of the
elephant, two �n front and one beh�nd, and un�ted by a rope at the�r
summ�ts, so as to form a pyram�dal bundle. Th�s cluster supported a
trell�s-work of brass w�re wh�ch was s�mply placed upon �t, but
art�st�cally appl�ed, and held by fasten�ngs of �ron w�re, so that �t
enveloped all three holes. A row of very heavy stones kept th�s
network down to the floor so that noth�ng could pass under �t. Th�s



grat�ng was noth�ng else than a p�ece of the brass screens w�th
wh�ch av�ar�es are covered �n menager�es. Gavroche’s bed stood as
�n a cage, beh�nd th�s net. The whole resembled an Esqu�maux tent.

Th�s trell�s-work took the place of curta�ns.
Gavroche moved as�de the stones wh�ch fastened the net down �n

front, and the two folds of the net wh�ch lapped over each other fell
apart.

“Down on all fours, brats!” sa�d Gavroche.
He made h�s guests enter the cage w�th great precaut�on, then he

crawled �n after them, pulled the stones together, and closed the
open�ng hermet�cally aga�n.

All three had stretched out on the mat. Gavroche st�ll had the
cellar rat �n h�s hand.

“Now,” sa�d he, “go to sleep! I’m go�ng to suppress the
candelabra.”

“Mons�eur,” the elder of the brothers asked Gavroche, po�nt�ng to
the nett�ng, “what’s that for?”

“That,” answered Gavroche gravely, “�s for the rats. Go to sleep!”
Nevertheless, he felt obl�ged to add a few words of �nstruct�on for

the benef�t of these young creatures, and he cont�nued:—
“It’s a th�ng from the Jard�n des Plantes. It’s used for f�erce

an�mals. There’s a whole shopful of them there. All you’ve got to do
�s to cl�mb over a wall, crawl through a w�ndow, and pass through a
door. You can get as much as you want.”

As he spoke, he wrapped the younger one up bod�ly �n a fold of
the blanket, and the l�ttle one murmured:—

“Oh! how good that �s! It’s warm!”
Gavroche cast a pleased eye on the blanket.
“That’s from the Jard�n des Plantes, too,” sa�d he. “I took that from

the monkeys.”
And, po�nt�ng out to the eldest the mat on wh�ch he was ly�ng, a

very th�ck and adm�rably made mat, he added:—
“That belonged to the g�raffe.”



After a pause he went on:—
“The beasts had all these th�ngs. I took them away from them. It

d�dn’t trouble them. I told them: ‘It’s for the elephant.’”
He paused, and then resumed:—
“You crawl over the walls and you don’t care a straw for the

government. So there now!”
The two ch�ldren gazed w�th t�m�d and stupef�ed respect on th�s

�ntrep�d and �ngen�ous be�ng, a vagabond l�ke themselves, �solated
l�ke themselves, fra�l l�ke themselves, who had someth�ng adm�rable
and all-powerful about h�m, who seemed supernatural to them, and
whose phys�ognomy was composed of all the gr�maces of an old
mountebank, m�ngled w�th the most �ngenuous and charm�ng sm�les.

“Mons�eur,” ventured the elder t�m�dly, “you are not afra�d of the
pol�ce, then?”

Gavroche contented h�mself w�th reply�ng:—
“Brat! Nobody says ‘pol�ce,’ they say ‘bobb�es.’”
The smaller had h�s eyes w�de open, but he sa�d noth�ng. As he

was on the edge of the mat, the elder be�ng �n the m�ddle, Gavroche
tucked the blanket round h�m as a mother m�ght have done, and
he�ghtened the mat under h�s head w�th old rags, �n such a way as to
form a p�llow for the ch�ld. Then he turned to the elder:—

“Hey! We’re jolly comfortable here, a�n’t we?”
“Ah, yes!” repl�ed the elder, gaz�ng at Gavroche w�th the

express�on of a saved angel.
The two poor l�ttle ch�ldren who had been soaked through, began

to grow warm once more.
“Ah, by the way,” cont�nued Gavroche, “what were you bawl�ng

about?”
And po�nt�ng out the l�ttle one to h�s brother:—
“A m�te l�ke that, I’ve noth�ng to say about, but the �dea of a b�g

fellow l�ke you cry�ng! It’s �d�ot�c; you looked l�ke a calf.”
“Grac�ous,” repl�ed the ch�ld, “we have no lodg�ng.”
“Bother!” retorted Gavroche, “you don’t say ‘lodg�ngs,’ you say

‘cr�b.’”



“And then, we were afra�d of be�ng alone l�ke that at n�ght.”
“You don’t say ‘n�ght,’ you say ‘darkmans.’”
“Thank you, s�r,” sa�d the ch�ld.
“L�sten,” went on Gavroche, “you must never bawl aga�n over

anyth�ng. I’ll take care of you. You shall see what fun we’ll have. In
summer, we’ll go to the Glac�ère w�th Navet, one of my pals, we’ll
bathe �n the Gare, we’ll run stark naked �n front of the rafts on the
br�dge at Austerl�tz,—that makes the laundresses rag�ng. They
scream, they get mad, and �f you only knew how r�d�culous they are!
We’ll go and see the man-skeleton. And then I’ll take you to the play.
I’ll take you to see Frédér�ck Lemaître. I have t�ckets, I know some of
the actors, I even played �n a p�ece once. There were a lot of us
fellers, and we ran under a cloth, and that made the sea. I’ll get you
an engagement at my theatre. We’ll go to see the savages. They
a�n’t real, those savages a�n’t. They wear p�nk t�ghts that go all �n
wr�nkles, and you can see where the�r elbows have been darned w�th
wh�te. Then, we’ll go to the Opera. We’ll get �n w�th the h�red
applauders. The Opera claque �s well managed. I wouldn’t assoc�ate
w�th the claque on the boulevard. At the Opera, just fancy! some of
them pay twenty sous, but they’re n�nn�es. They’re called d�shclouts.
And then we’ll go to see the gu�llot�ne work. I’ll show you the
execut�oner. He l�ves �n the Rue des Mara�s. Mons�eur Sanson. He
has a letter-box at h�s door. Ah! we’ll have famous fun!”

At that moment a drop of wax fell on Gavroche’s f�nger, and
recalled h�m to the real�t�es of l�fe.

“The deuce!” sa�d he, “there’s the w�ck g�v�ng out. Attent�on! I can’t
spend more than a sou a month on my l�ght�ng. When a body goes
to bed, he must sleep. We haven’t the t�me to read M. Paul de
Kock’s romances. And bes�des, the l�ght m�ght pass through the
cracks of the porte-cochère, and all the bobb�es need to do �s to see
�t.”

“And then,” remarked the elder t�m�dly,—he alone dared talk to
Gavroche, and reply to h�m, “a spark m�ght fall �n the straw, and we
must look out and not burn the house down.”

“People don’t say ‘burn the house down,’” remarked Gavroche,
“they say ‘blaze the cr�b.’”



The storm �ncreased �n v�olence, and the heavy downpour beat
upon the back of the colossus am�d claps of thunder. “You’re taken
�n, ra�n!” sa�d Gavroche. “It amuses me to hear the decanter run
down the legs of the house. W�nter �s a stup�d; �t wastes �ts
merchand�se, �t loses �ts labor, �t can’t wet us, and that makes �t k�ck
up a row, old water-carr�er that �t �s.”

Th�s allus�on to the thunder, all the consequences of wh�ch
Gavroche, �n h�s character of a ph�losopher of the n�neteenth
century, accepted, was followed by a broad flash of l�ghtn�ng, so
dazzl�ng that a h�nt of �t entered the belly of the elephant through the
crack. Almost at the same �nstant, the thunder rumbled w�th great
fury. The two l�ttle creatures uttered a shr�ek, and started up so
eagerly that the network came near be�ng d�splaced, but Gavroche
turned h�s bold face to them, and took advantage of the clap of
thunder to burst �nto a laugh.

“Calm down, ch�ldren. Don’t topple over the ed�f�ce. That’s f�ne,
f�rst-class thunder; all r�ght. That’s no slouch of a streak of l�ghtn�ng.
Bravo for the good God! Deuce take �t! It’s almost as good as �t �s at
the Amb�gu.”

That sa�d, he restored order �n the nett�ng, pushed the two ch�ldren
gently down on the bed, pressed the�r knees, �n order to stretch them
out at full length, and excla�med:—

“S�nce the good God �s l�ght�ng h�s candle, I can blow out m�ne.
Now, babes, now, my young humans, you must shut your peepers.
It’s very bad not to sleep. It’ll make you swallow the stra�ner, or, as
they say, �n fash�onable soc�ety, st�nk �n the gullet. Wrap yourself up
well �n the h�de! I’m go�ng to put out the l�ght. Are you ready?”

“Yes,” murmured the elder, “I’m all r�ght. I seem to have feathers
under my head.”

“People don’t say ‘head,’” cr�ed Gavroche, “they say ‘nut’.”
The two ch�ldren nestled close to each other, Gavroche f�n�shed

arrang�ng them on the mat, drew the blanket up to the�r very ears,
then repeated, for the th�rd t�me, h�s �njunct�on �n the h�erat�cal
tongue:—

“Shut your peepers!”



And he snuffed out h�s t�ny l�ght.
Hardly had the l�ght been ext�ngu�shed, when a pecul�ar trembl�ng

began to affect the nett�ng under wh�ch the three ch�ldren lay.
It cons�sted of a mult�tude of dull scratches wh�ch produced a

metall�c sound, as �f claws and teeth were gnaw�ng at the copper
w�re. Th�s was accompan�ed by all sorts of l�ttle p�erc�ng cr�es.

The l�ttle f�ve-year-old boy, on hear�ng th�s hubbub overhead, and
ch�lled w�th terror, jogged h�s brother’s elbow; but the elder brother
had already shut h�s peepers, as Gavroche had ordered. Then the
l�ttle one, who could no longer control h�s terror, quest�oned
Gavroche, but �n a very low tone, and w�th bated breath:—

“S�r?”
“Hey?” sa�d Gavroche, who had just closed h�s eyes.
“What �s that?”
“It’s the rats,” repl�ed Gavroche.
And he la�d h�s head down on the mat aga�n.
The rats, �n fact, who swarmed by thousands �n the carcass of the

elephant, and who were the l�v�ng black spots wh�ch we have already
ment�oned, had been held �n awe by the flame of the candle, so long
as �t had been l�ghted; but as soon as the cavern, wh�ch was the
same as the�r c�ty, had returned to darkness, scent�ng what the good
story-teller Perrault calls “fresh meat,” they had hurled themselves �n
throngs on Gavroche’s tent, had cl�mbed to the top of �t, and had
begun to b�te the meshes as though seek�ng to p�erce th�s new-
fangled trap.

St�ll the l�ttle one could not sleep.
“S�r?” he began aga�n.
“Hey?” sa�d Gavroche.
“What are rats?”
“They are m�ce.”
Th�s explanat�on reassured the ch�ld a l�ttle. He had seen wh�te

m�ce �n the course of h�s l�fe, and he was not afra�d of them.
Nevertheless, he l�fted up h�s vo�ce once more.

“S�r?”



“Hey?” sa�d Gavroche aga�n.
“Why don’t you have a cat?”
“I d�d have one,” repl�ed Gavroche, “I brought one here, but they

ate her.”
Th�s second explanat�on und�d the work of the f�rst, and the l�ttle

fellow began to tremble aga�n.
The d�alogue between h�m and Gavroche began aga�n for the

fourth t�me:—
“Mons�eur?”
“Hey?”
“Who was �t that was eaten?”
“The cat.”
“And who ate the cat?”
“The rats.”
“The m�ce?”
“Yes, the rats.”
The ch�ld, �n consternat�on, d�smayed at the thought of m�ce wh�ch

ate cats, pursued:—
“S�r, would those m�ce eat us?”
“Wouldn’t they just!” ejaculated Gavroche.
The ch�ld’s terror had reached �ts cl�max. But Gavroche added:—
“Don’t be afra�d. They can’t get �n. And bes�des, I’m here! Here,

catch hold of my hand. Hold your tongue and shut your peepers!”
At the same t�me Gavroche grasped the l�ttle fellow’s hand across

h�s brother. The ch�ld pressed the hand close to h�m, and felt
reassured. Courage and strength have these myster�ous ways of
commun�cat�ng themselves. S�lence re�gned round them once more,
the sound of the�r vo�ces had fr�ghtened off the rats; at the exp�rat�on
of a few m�nutes, they came rag�ng back, but �n va�n, the three l�ttle
fellows were fast asleep and heard noth�ng more.

The hours of the n�ght fled away. Darkness covered the vast Place
de la Bast�lle. A w�ntry gale, wh�ch m�ngled w�th the ra�n, blew �n
gusts, the patrol searched all the doorways, alleys, enclosures, and



obscure nooks, and �n the�r search for nocturnal vagabonds they
passed �n s�lence before the elephant; the monster, erect,
mot�onless, star�ng open-eyed �nto the shadows, had the
appearance of dream�ng happ�ly over h�s good deed; and sheltered
from heaven and from men the three poor sleep�ng ch�ldren.

In order to understand what �s about to follow, the reader must
remember, that, at that epoch, the Bast�lle guard-house was s�tuated
at the other end of the square, and that what took place �n the v�c�n�ty
of the elephant could ne�ther be seen nor heard by the sent�nel.

Towards the end of that hour wh�ch �mmed�ately precedes the
dawn, a man turned from the Rue Sa�nt-Anto�ne at a run, made the
c�rcu�t of the enclosure of the column of July, and gl�ded between the
pal�ngs unt�l he was underneath the belly of the elephant. If any l�ght
had �llum�nated that man, �t m�ght have been d�v�ned from the
thorough manner �n wh�ch he was soaked that he had passed the
n�ght �n the ra�n. Arr�ved beneath the elephant, he uttered a pecul�ar
cry, wh�ch d�d not belong to any human tongue, and wh�ch a
paroquet alone could have �m�tated. Tw�ce he repeated th�s cry, of
whose orthography the follow�ng barely conveys an �dea:—

“K�r�k�k�ou!”
At the second cry, a clear, young, merry vo�ce responded from the

belly of the elephant:—
“Yes!”
Almost �mmed�ately, the plank wh�ch closed the hole was drawn

as�de, and gave passage to a ch�ld who descended the elephant’s
leg, and fell br�skly near the man. It was Gavroche. The man was
Montparnasse.

As for h�s cry of K�r�k�k�ou,—that was, doubtless, what the ch�ld
had meant, when he sa�d:—

“You w�ll ask for Mons�eur Gavroche.”
On hear�ng �t, he had waked w�th a start, had crawled out of h�s

“alcove,” push�ng apart the nett�ng a l�ttle, and carefully draw�ng �t
together aga�n, then he had opened the trap, and descended.

The man and the ch�ld recogn�zed each other s�lently am�d the
gloom: Montparnasse conf�ned h�mself to the remark:—



“We need you. Come, lend us a hand.”
The lad asked for no further enl�ghtenment.
“I’m w�th you,” sa�d he.
And both took the�r way towards the Rue Sa�nt-Anto�ne, whence

Montparnasse had emerged, w�nd�ng rap�dly through the long f�le of
market-gardeners’ carts wh�ch descend towards the markets at that
hour.

The market-gardeners, crouch�ng, half-asleep, �n the�r wagons,
am�d the salads and vegetables, enveloped to the�r very eyes �n the�r
mufflers on account of the beat�ng ra�n, d�d not even glance at these
strange pedestr�ans.



CHAPTER III—THE VICISSITUDES OF
FLIGHT

Th�s �s what had taken place that same n�ght at the La Force:—
An escape had been planned between Babet, Brujon, Guelemer,

and Thénard�er, although Thénard�er was �n close conf�nement.
Babet had arranged the matter for h�s own benef�t, on the same day,
as the reader has seen from Montparnasse’s account to Gavroche.
Montparnasse was to help them from outs�de.

Brujon, after hav�ng passed a month �n the pun�shment cell, had
had t�me, �n the f�rst place, to weave a rope, �n the second, to mature
a plan. In former t�mes, those severe places where the d�sc�pl�ne of
the pr�son del�vers the conv�ct �nto h�s own hands, were composed of
four stone walls, a stone ce�l�ng, a flagged pavement, a camp bed, a
grated w�ndow, and a door l�ned w�th �ron, and were called
dungeons; but the dungeon was judged to be too terr�ble; nowadays
they are composed of an �ron door, a grated w�ndow, a camp bed, a
flagged pavement, four stone walls, and a stone ce�l�ng, and are
called chambers of pun�shment. A l�ttle l�ght penetrates towards
m�dday. The �nconven�ent po�nt about these chambers wh�ch, as the
reader sees, are not dungeons, �s that they allow the persons who
should be at work to th�nk.

So Brujon med�tated, and he emerged from the chamber of
pun�shment w�th a rope. As he had the name of be�ng very
dangerous �n the Charlemagne courtyard, he was placed �n the New
Bu�ld�ng. The f�rst th�ng he found �n the New Bu�ld�ng was Guelemer,
the second was a na�l; Guelemer, that �s to say, cr�me; a na�l, that �s
to say, l�berty. Brujon, of whom �t �s h�gh t�me that the reader should
have a complete �dea, was, w�th an appearance of del�cate health
and a profoundly premed�tated languor, a pol�shed, �ntell�gent spr�g,
and a th�ef, who had a caress�ng glance, and an atroc�ous sm�le. H�s



glance resulted from h�s w�ll, and h�s sm�le from h�s nature. H�s f�rst
stud�es �n h�s art had been d�rected to roofs. He had made great
progress �n the �ndustry of the men who tear off lead, who plunder
the roofs and despo�l the gutters by the process called double
p�ck�ngs.

The c�rcumstance wh�ch put the f�n�sh�ng touch on the moment
pecul�arly favorable for an attempt at escape, was that the roofers
were re-lay�ng and re-jo�nt�ng, at that very moment, a port�on of the
slates on the pr�son. The Sa�nt-Bernard courtyard was no longer
absolutely �solated from the Charlemagne and the Sa�nt-Lou�s
courts. Up above there were scaffold�ngs and ladders; �n other
words, br�dges and sta�rs �n the d�rect�on of l�berty.

The New Bu�ld�ng, wh�ch was the most cracked and decrep�t th�ng
to be seen anywhere �n the world, was the weak po�nt �n the pr�son.
The walls were eaten by saltpetre to such an extent that the
author�t�es had been obl�ged to l�ne the vaults of the dorm�tor�es w�th
a sheath�ng of wood, because stones were �n the hab�t of becom�ng
detached and fall�ng on the pr�soners �n the�r beds. In sp�te of th�s
ant�qu�ty, the author�t�es comm�tted the error of conf�n�ng �n the New
Bu�ld�ng the most troublesome pr�soners, of plac�ng there “the hard
cases,” as they say �n pr�son parlance.

The New Bu�ld�ng conta�ned four dorm�tor�es, one above the other,
and a top story wh�ch was called the Bel-A�r (F�ne-A�r). A large
ch�mney-flue, probably from some anc�ent k�tchen of the Dukes de la
Force, started from the ground floor, traversed all four stor�es, cut the
dorm�tor�es, where �t f�gured as a flattened p�llar, �nto two port�ons,
and f�nally p�erced the roof.

Guelemer and Brujon were �n the same dorm�tory. They had been
placed, by way of precaut�on, on the lower story. Chance orda�ned
that the heads of the�r beds should rest aga�nst the ch�mney.

Thénard�er was d�rectly over the�r heads �n the top story known as
F�ne-A�r. The pedestr�an who halts on the Rue Culture-Sa�nte-
Cather�ne, after pass�ng the barracks of the f�remen, �n front of the
porte-cochère of the bath�ng establ�shment, beholds a yard full of
flowers and shrubs �n wooden boxes, at the extrem�ty of wh�ch



spreads out a l�ttle wh�te rotunda w�th two w�ngs, br�ghtened up w�th
green shutters, the bucol�c dream of Jean Jacques.

Not more than ten years ago, there rose above that rotunda an
enormous black, h�deous, bare wall by wh�ch �t was backed up.

Th�s was the outer wall of La Force.
Th�s wall, bes�de that rotunda, was M�lton v�ewed through Berqu�n.
Lofty as �t was, th�s wall was overtopped by a st�ll blacker roof,

wh�ch could be seen beyond. Th�s was the roof of the New Bu�ld�ng.
There one could descry four dormer-w�ndows, guarded w�th bars;
they were the w�ndows of the F�ne-A�r.

A ch�mney p�erced the roof; th�s was the ch�mney wh�ch traversed
the dorm�tor�es.

The Bel-A�r, that top story of the New Bu�ld�ng, was a sort of large
hall, w�th a Mansard roof, guarded w�th tr�ple grat�ngs and double
doors of sheet �ron, wh�ch were studded w�th enormous bolts. When
one entered from the north end, one had on one’s left the four
dormer-w�ndows, on one’s r�ght, fac�ng the w�ndows, at regular
�ntervals, four square, tolerably vast cages, separated by narrow
passages, bu�lt of masonry to about the he�ght of the elbow, and the
rest, up to the roof, of �ron bars.

Thénard�er had been �n sol�tary conf�nement �n one of these cages
s�nce the n�ght of the 3d of February. No one was ever able to
d�scover how, and by what conn�vance, he succeeded �n procur�ng,
and secret�ng a bottle of w�ne, �nvented, so �t �s sa�d, by Desrues,
w�th wh�ch a narcot�c �s m�xed, and wh�ch the band of the
Endormeurs, or Sleep-compellers, rendered famous.

There are, �n many pr�sons, treacherous employees, half-ja�lers,
half-th�eves, who ass�st �n escapes, who sell to the pol�ce an
unfa�thful serv�ce, and who turn a penny whenever they can.

On that same n�ght, then, when L�ttle Gavroche p�cked up the two
lost ch�ldren, Brujon and Guelemer, who knew that Babet, who had
escaped that morn�ng, was wa�t�ng for them �n the street as well as
Montparnasse, rose softly, and w�th the na�l wh�ch Brujon had found,
began to p�erce the ch�mney aga�nst wh�ch the�r beds stood. The
rubb�sh fell on Brujon’s bed, so that they were not heard. Showers



m�ngled w�th thunder shook the doors on the�r h�nges, and created �n
the pr�son a terr�ble and opportune uproar. Those of the pr�soners
who woke, pretended to fall asleep aga�n, and left Guelemer and
Brujon to the�r own dev�ces. Brujon was adro�t; Guelemer was
v�gorous. Before any sound had reached the watcher, who was
sleep�ng �n the grated cell wh�ch opened �nto the dorm�tory, the wall
had been p�erced, the ch�mney scaled, the �ron grat�ng wh�ch barred
the upper or�f�ce of the flue forced, and the two redoubtable ruff�ans
were on the roof. The w�nd and ra�n redoubled, the roof was sl�ppery.

“What a good n�ght to leg �t!” sa�d Brujon.
An abyss s�x feet broad and e�ghty feet deep separated them from

the surround�ng wall. At the bottom of th�s abyss, they could see the
musket of a sent�nel gleam�ng through the gloom. They fastened one
end of the rope wh�ch Brujon had spun �n h�s dungeon to the stumps
of the �ron bars wh�ch they had just wrenched off, flung the other
over the outer wall, crossed the abyss at one bound, clung to the
cop�ng of the wall, got astr�de of �t, let themselves sl�p, one after the
other, along the rope, upon a l�ttle roof wh�ch touches the bath-
house, pulled the�r rope after them, jumped down �nto the courtyard
of the bath-house, traversed �t, pushed open the porter’s w�cket,
bes�de wh�ch hung h�s rope, pulled th�s, opened the porte-cochère,
and found themselves �n the street.

Three-quarters of an hour had not elapsed s�nce they had r�sen �n
bed �n the dark, na�l �n hand, and the�r project �n the�r heads.

A few moments later they had jo�ned Babet and Montparnasse,
who were prowl�ng about the ne�ghborhood.

They had broken the�r rope �n pull�ng �t after them, and a b�t of �t
rema�ned attached to the ch�mney on the roof. They had susta�ned
no other damage, however, than that of scratch�ng nearly all the sk�n
off the�r hands.

That n�ght, Thénard�er was warned, w�thout any one be�ng able to
expla�n how, and was not asleep.

Towards one o’clock �n the morn�ng, the n�ght be�ng very dark, he
saw two shadows pass along the roof, �n the ra�n and squalls, �n front
of the dormer-w�ndow wh�ch was oppos�te h�s cage. One halted at
the w�ndow, long enough to dart �n a glance. Th�s was Brujon.



Thénard�er recogn�zed h�m, and understood. Th�s was enough.
Thénard�er, rated as a burglar, and deta�ned as a measure of

precaut�on under the charge of organ�z�ng a nocturnal ambush, w�th
armed force, was kept �n s�ght. The sentry, who was rel�eved every
two hours, marched up and down �n front of h�s cage w�th loaded
musket. The F�ne-A�r was l�ghted by a skyl�ght. The pr�soner had on
h�s feet fetters we�gh�ng f�fty pounds. Every day, at four o’clock �n the
afternoon, a ja�ler, escorted by two dogs,—th�s was st�ll �n vogue at
that t�me,—entered h�s cage, depos�ted bes�de h�s bed a loaf of
black bread we�gh�ng two pounds, a jug of water, a bowl f�lled w�th
rather th�n bou�llon, �n wh�ch swam a few Mayagan beans, �nspected
h�s �rons and tapped the bars. Th�s man and h�s dogs made two
v�s�ts dur�ng the n�ght.

Thénard�er had obta�ned perm�ss�on to keep a sort of �ron bolt
wh�ch he used to sp�ke h�s bread �nto a crack �n the wall, “�n order to
preserve �t from the rats,” as he sa�d. As Thénard�er was kept �n
s�ght, no object�on had been made to th�s sp�ke. St�ll, �t was
remembered afterwards, that one of the ja�lers had sa�d: “It would be
better to let h�m have only a wooden sp�ke.”

At two o’clock �n the morn�ng, the sent�nel, who was an old sold�er,
was rel�eved, and replaced by a conscr�pt. A few moments later, the
man w�th the dogs pa�d h�s v�s�t, and went off w�thout not�c�ng
anyth�ng, except, poss�bly, the excess�ve youth and “the rust�c a�r” of
the “raw recru�t.” Two hours afterwards, at four o’clock, when they
came to rel�eve the conscr�pt, he was found asleep on the floor, ly�ng
l�ke a log near Thénard�er’s cage. As for Thénard�er, he was no
longer there. There was a hole �n the ce�l�ng of h�s cage, and, above
�t, another hole �n the roof. One of the planks of h�s bed had been
wrenched off, and probably carr�ed away w�th h�m, as �t was not
found. They also se�zed �n h�s cell a half-empty bottle wh�ch
conta�ned the rema�ns of the stupefy�ng w�ne w�th wh�ch the sold�er
had been drugged. The sold�er’s bayonet had d�sappeared.

At the moment when th�s d�scovery was made, �t was assumed
that Thénard�er was out of reach. The truth �s, that he was no longer
�n the New Bu�ld�ng, but that he was st�ll �n great danger.



Thénard�er, on reach�ng the roof of the New Bu�ld�ng, had found
the rema�ns of Brujon’s rope hang�ng to the bars of the upper trap of
the ch�mney, but, as th�s broken fragment was much too short, he
had not been able to escape by the outer wall, as Brujon and
Guelemer had done.

When one turns from the Rue des Ballets �nto the Rue du Ro�-de-
S�c�le, one almost �mmed�ately encounters a repuls�ve ru�n. There
stood on that spot, �n the last century, a house of wh�ch only the back
wall now rema�ns, a regular wall of masonry, wh�ch r�ses to the
he�ght of the th�rd story between the adjo�n�ng bu�ld�ngs. Th�s ru�n
can be recogn�zed by two large square w�ndows wh�ch are st�ll to be
seen there; the m�ddle one, that nearest the r�ght gable, �s barred
w�th a worm-eaten beam adjusted l�ke a prop. Through these
w�ndows there was formerly v�s�ble a lofty and lugubr�ous wall, wh�ch
was a fragment of the outer wall of La Force.

The empty space on the street left by the demol�shed house �s
half-f�lled by a fence of rotten boards, shored up by f�ve stone posts.
In th�s recess l�es concealed a l�ttle shanty wh�ch leans aga�nst the
port�on of the ru�n wh�ch has rema�ned stand�ng. The fence has a
gate, wh�ch, a few years ago, was fastened only by a latch.

It was the crest of th�s ru�n that Thénard�er had succeeded �n
reach�ng, a l�ttle after one o’clock �n the morn�ng.

How had he got there? That �s what no one has ever been able to
expla�n or understand. The l�ghtn�ng must, at the same t�me, have
h�ndered and helped h�m. Had he made use of the ladders and
scaffold�ngs of the slaters to get from roof to roof, from enclosure to
enclosure, from compartment to compartment, to the bu�ld�ngs of the
Charlemagne court, then to the bu�ld�ngs of the Sa�nt-Lou�s court, to
the outer wall, and thence to the hut on the Rue du Ro�-de-S�c�le?
But �n that �t�nerary there ex�sted breaks wh�ch seemed to render �t
an �mposs�b�l�ty. Had he placed the plank from h�s bed l�ke a br�dge
from the roof of the F�ne-A�r to the outer wall, and crawled flat, on h�s
belly on the cop�ng of the outer wall the whole d�stance round the
pr�son as far as the hut? But the outer wall of La Force formed a
crenellated and unequal l�ne; �t mounted and descended, �t dropped
at the f�remen’s barracks, �t rose towards the bath-house, �t was cut



�n twa�n by bu�ld�ngs, �t was not even of the same he�ght on the Hotel
Lamo�gnon as on the Rue Pavée; everywhere occurred falls and
r�ght angles; and then, the sent�nels must have esp�ed the dark form
of the fug�t�ve; hence, the route taken by Thénard�er st�ll rema�ns
rather �nexpl�cable. In two manners, fl�ght was �mposs�ble. Had
Thénard�er, spurred on by that th�rst for l�berty wh�ch changes
prec�p�ces �nto d�tches, �ron bars �nto wattles of os�er, a legless man
�nto an athlete, a gouty man �nto a b�rd, stup�d�ty �nto �nst�nct, �nst�nct
�nto �ntell�gence, and �ntell�gence �nto gen�us, had Thénard�er
�nvented a th�rd mode? No one has ever found out.

The marvels of escape cannot always be accounted for. The man
who makes h�s escape, we repeat, �s �nsp�red; there �s someth�ng of
the star and of the l�ghtn�ng �n the myster�ous gleam of fl�ght; the
effort towards del�verance �s no less surpr�s�ng than the fl�ght
towards the subl�me, and one says of the escaped th�ef: “How d�d he
contr�ve to scale that wall?” �n the same way that one says of
Corne�lle: “Where d�d he f�nd the means of dy�ng?”

At all events, dr�pp�ng w�th persp�rat�on, drenched w�th ra�n, w�th
h�s clothes hang�ng �n r�bbons, h�s hands flayed, h�s elbows bleed�ng,
h�s knees torn, Thénard�er had reached what ch�ldren, �n the�r
f�gurat�ve language, call the edge of the wall of the ru�n, there he had
stretched h�mself out at full length, and there h�s strength had fa�led
h�m. A steep escarpment three stor�es h�gh separated h�m from the
pavement of the street.

The rope wh�ch he had was too short.
There he wa�ted, pale, exhausted, desperate w�th all the despa�r

wh�ch he had undergone, st�ll h�dden by the n�ght, but tell�ng h�mself
that the day was on the po�nt of dawn�ng, alarmed at the �dea of
hear�ng the ne�ghbor�ng clock of Sa�nt-Paul str�ke four w�th�n a few
m�nutes, an hour when the sent�nel was rel�eved and when the latter
would be found asleep under the p�erced roof, star�ng �n horror at a
terr�ble depth, at the l�ght of the street lanterns, the wet, black
pavement, that pavement longed for yet fr�ghtful, wh�ch meant death,
and wh�ch meant l�berty.

He asked h�mself whether h�s three accompl�ces �n fl�ght had
succeeded, �f they had heard h�m, and �f they would come to h�s



ass�stance. He l�stened. W�th the except�on of the patrol, no one had
passed through the street s�nce he had been there. Nearly the whole
of the descent of the market-gardeners from Montreu�l, from
Charonne, from V�ncennes, and from Bercy to the markets was
accompl�shed through the Rue Sa�nt-Anto�ne.

Four o’clock struck. Thénard�er shuddered. A few moments later,
that terr�f�ed and confused uproar wh�ch follows the d�scovery of an
escape broke forth �n the pr�son. The sound of doors open�ng and
shutt�ng, the creak�ng of grat�ngs on the�r h�nges, a tumult �n the
guard-house, the hoarse shouts of the turnkeys, the shock of
musket-butts on the pavement of the courts, reached h�s ears. L�ghts
ascended and descended past the grated w�ndows of the
dorm�tor�es, a torch ran along the r�dge-pole of the top story of the
New Bu�ld�ng, the f�remen belong�ng �n the barracks on the r�ght had
been summoned. The�r helmets, wh�ch the torch l�ghted up �n the
ra�n, went and came along the roofs. At the same t�me, Thénard�er
perce�ved �n the d�rect�on of the Bast�lle a wan wh�teness l�ght�ng up
the edge of the sky �n doleful w�se.

He was on top of a wall ten �nches w�de, stretched out under the
heavy ra�ns, w�th two gulfs to r�ght and left, unable to st�r, subject to
the g�dd�ness of a poss�ble fall, and to the horror of a certa�n arrest,
and h�s thoughts, l�ke the pendulum of a clock, swung from one of
these �deas to the other: “Dead �f I fall, caught �f I stay.” In the m�dst
of th�s angu�sh, he suddenly saw, the street be�ng st�ll dark, a man
who was gl�d�ng along the walls and com�ng from the Rue Pavée,
halt �n the recess above wh�ch Thénard�er was, as �t were,
suspended. Here th�s man was jo�ned by a second, who walked w�th
the same caut�on, then by a th�rd, then by a fourth. When these men
were re-un�ted, one of them l�fted the latch of the gate �n the fence,
and all four entered the enclosure �n wh�ch the shanty stood. They
halted d�rectly under Thénard�er. These men had ev�dently chosen
th�s vacant space �n order that they m�ght consult w�thout be�ng seen
by the passers-by or by the sent�nel who guards the w�cket of La
Force a few paces d�stant. It must be added, that the ra�n kept th�s
sent�nel blocked �n h�s box. Thénard�er, not be�ng able to d�st�ngu�sh
the�r v�sages, lent an ear to the�r words w�th the desperate attent�on
of a wretch who feels h�mself lost.



Thénard�er saw someth�ng resembl�ng a gleam of hope flash
before h�s eyes,—these men conversed �n slang.

The f�rst sa�d �n a low but d�st�nct vo�ce:—
“Let’s cut. What are we up to here?”
The second repl�ed: “It’s ra�n�ng hard enough to put out the very

dev�l’s f�re. And the bobb�es w�ll be along �nstanter. There’s a sold�er
on guard yonder. We shall get nabbed here.”

These two words, �c�go and �c�ca�lle, both of wh�ch mean �c�, and
wh�ch belong, the f�rst to the slang of the barr�ers, the second to the
slang of the Temple, were flashes of l�ght for Thénard�er. By the �c�go
he recogn�zed Brujon, who was a prowler of the barr�ers, by the
�c�ca�lle he knew Babet, who, among h�s other trades, had been an
old-clothes broker at the Temple.

The ant�que slang of the great century �s no longer spoken except
�n the Temple, and Babet was really the only person who spoke �t �n
all �ts pur�ty. Had �t not been for the �c�ca�lle, Thénard�er would not
have recogn�zed h�m, for he had ent�rely changed h�s vo�ce.

In the meanwh�le, the th�rd man had �ntervened.
“There’s no hurry yet, let’s wa�t a b�t. How do we know that he

doesn’t stand �n need of us?”
By th�s, wh�ch was noth�ng but French, Thénard�er recogn�zed

Montparnasse, who made �t a po�nt �n h�s elegance to understand all
slangs and to speak none of them.

As for the fourth, he held h�s peace, but h�s huge shoulders
betrayed h�m. Thénard�er d�d not hes�tate. It was Guelemer.

Brujon repl�ed almost �mpetuously but st�ll �n a low tone:—
“What are you jabber�ng about? The tavern-keeper hasn’t

managed to cut h�s st�ck. He don’t tumble to the racket, that he don’t!
You have to be a pretty know�ng cove to tear up your sh�rt, cut up
your sheet to make a rope, punch holes �n doors, get up false
papers, make false keys, f�le your �rons, hang out your cord, h�de
yourself, and d�sgu�se yourself! The old fellow hasn’t managed to
play �t, he doesn’t understand how to work the bus�ness.”



Babet added, st�ll �n that class�cal slang wh�ch was spoken by
Poula�ller and Cartouche, and wh�ch �s to the bold, new, h�ghly
colored and r�sky argot used by Brujon what the language of Rac�ne
�s to the language of André Chen�er:—

“Your tavern-keeper must have been nabbed �n the act. You have
to be know�ng. He’s only a greenhorn. He must have let h�mself be
taken �n by a bobby, perhaps even by a sheep who played �t on h�m
as h�s pal. L�sten, Montparnasse, do you hear those shouts �n the
pr�son? You have seen all those l�ghts. He’s recaptured, there! He’ll
get off w�th twenty years. I a�n’t afra�d, I a�n’t a coward, but there a�n’t
anyth�ng more to do, or otherw�se they’d lead us a dance. Don’t get
mad, come w�th us, let’s go dr�nk a bottle of old w�ne together.”

“One doesn’t desert one’s fr�ends �n a scrape,” grumbled
Montparnasse.

“I tell you he’s nabbed!” retorted Brujon. “At the present moment,
the �nn-keeper a�n’t worth a ha’penny. We can’t do noth�ng for h�m.
Let’s be off. Every m�nute I th�nk a bobby has got me �n h�s f�st.”

Montparnasse no longer offered more than a feeble res�stance;
the fact �s, that these four men, w�th the f�del�ty of ruff�ans who never
abandon each other, had prowled all n�ght long about La Force,
great as was the�r per�l, �n the hope of see�ng Thénard�er make h�s
appearance on the top of some wall. But the n�ght, wh�ch was really
grow�ng too f�ne,—for the downpour was such as to render all the
streets deserted,—the cold wh�ch was overpower�ng them, the�r
soaked garments, the�r hole-r�dden shoes, the alarm�ng no�se wh�ch
had just burst forth �n the pr�son, the hours wh�ch had elapsed, the
patrol wh�ch they had encountered, the hope wh�ch was van�sh�ng,
all urged them to beat a retreat. Montparnasse h�mself, who was,
perhaps, almost Thénard�er’s son-�n-law, y�elded. A moment more,
and they would be gone. Thénard�er was pant�ng on h�s wall l�ke the
sh�pwrecked sufferers of the Méduse on the�r raft when they beheld
the vessel wh�ch had appeared �n s�ght van�sh on the hor�zon.

He dared not call to them; a cry m�ght be heard and ru�n
everyth�ng. An �dea occurred to h�m, a last �dea, a flash of
�nsp�rat�on; he drew from h�s pocket the end of Brujon’s rope, wh�ch



he had detached from the ch�mney of the New Bu�ld�ng, and flung �t
�nto the space enclosed by the fence.

Th�s rope fell at the�r feet.
“A w�dow,"37 sa�d Babet.
“My tortouse!”38 sa�d Brujon.
“The tavern-keeper �s there,” sa�d Montparnasse.
They ra�sed the�r eyes. Thénard�er thrust out h�s head a very l�ttle.
“Qu�ck!” sa�d Montparnasse, “have you the other end of the rope,

Brujon?”
“Yes.”
“Knot the two p�eces together, we’ll fl�ng h�m the rope, he can

fasten �t to the wall, and he’ll have enough of �t to get down w�th.”
Thénard�er ran the r�sk, and spoke:—
“I am paralyzed w�th cold.”
“We’ll warm you up.”
“I can’t budge.”
“Let yourself sl�de, we’ll catch you.”
“My hands are benumbed.”
“Only fasten the rope to the wall.”
“I can’t.”
“Then one of us must cl�mb up,” sa�d Montparnasse.
“Three stor�es!” ejaculated Brujon.
An anc�ent plaster flue, wh�ch had served for a stove that had

been used �n the shanty �n former t�mes, ran along the wall and
mounted almost to the very spot where they could see Thénard�er.
Th�s flue, then much damaged and full of cracks, has s�nce fallen,
but the marks of �t are st�ll v�s�ble.

It was very narrow.
“One m�ght get up by the help of that,” sa�d Montparnasse.
“By that flue?” excla�med Babet, “a grown-up cove, never! �t would

take a brat.”
“A brat must be got,” resumed Brujon.



“Where are we to f�nd a young ‘un?” sa�d Guelemer.
“Wa�t,” sa�d Montparnasse. “I’ve got the very art�cle.”
He opened the gate of the fence very softly, made sure that no

one was pass�ng along the street, stepped out caut�ously, shut the
gate beh�nd h�m, and set off at a run �n the d�rect�on of the Bast�lle.

Seven or e�ght m�nutes elapsed, e�ght thousand centur�es to
Thénard�er; Babet, Brujon, and Guelemer d�d not open the�r l�ps; at
last the gate opened once more, and Montparnasse appeared,
breathless, and followed by Gavroche. The ra�n st�ll rendered the
street completely deserted.

L�ttle Gavroche entered the enclosure and gazed at the forms of
these ruff�ans w�th a tranqu�l a�r. The water was dr�pp�ng from h�s
ha�r. Guelemer addressed h�m:—

“Are you a man, young ‘un?”
Gavroche shrugged h�s shoulders, and repl�ed:—
“A young ‘un l�ke me’s a man, and men l�ke you are babes.”
“The brat’s tongue’s well hung!” excla�med Babet.
“The Par�s brat a�n’t made of straw,” added Brujon.
“What do you want?” asked Gavroche.
Montparnasse answered:—
“Cl�mb up that flue.”
“W�th th�s rope,” sa�d Babet.
“And fasten �t,” cont�nued Brujon.
“To the top of the wall,” went on Babet.
“To the cross-bar of the w�ndow,” added Brujon.
“And then?” sa�d Gavroche.
“There!” sa�d Guelemer.
The gam�n exam�ned the rope, the flue, the wall, the w�ndows, and

made that �ndescr�bable and d�sda�nful no�se w�th h�s l�ps wh�ch
s�gn�f�es:—

“Is that all!”
“There’s a man up there whom you are to save,” resumed

Montparnasse.



“W�ll you?” began Brujon aga�n.
“Greenhorn!” repl�ed the lad, as though the quest�on appeared a

most unprecedented one to h�m.
And he took off h�s shoes.
Guelemer se�zed Gavroche by one arm, set h�m on the roof of the

shanty, whose worm-eaten planks bent beneath the urch�n’s we�ght,
and handed h�m the rope wh�ch Brujon had knotted together dur�ng
Montparnasse’s absence. The gam�n d�rected h�s steps towards the
flue, wh�ch �t was easy to enter, thanks to a large crack wh�ch
touched the roof. At the moment when he was on the po�nt of
ascend�ng, Thénard�er, who saw l�fe and safety approach�ng, bent
over the edge of the wall; the f�rst l�ght of dawn struck wh�te upon h�s
brow dr�pp�ng w�th sweat, upon h�s l�v�d cheek-bones, h�s sharp and
savage nose, h�s br�stl�ng gray beard, and Gavroche recogn�zed h�m.

“Hullo! �t’s my father! Oh, that won’t h�nder.”
And tak�ng the rope �n h�s teeth, he resolutely began the ascent.
He reached the summ�t of the hut, bestrode the old wall as though

�t had been a horse, and knotted the rope f�rmly to the upper cross-
bar of the w�ndow.

A moment later, Thénard�er was �n the street.
As soon as he touched the pavement, as soon as he found h�mself

out of danger, he was no longer e�ther weary, or ch�lled or trembl�ng;
the terr�ble th�ngs from wh�ch he had escaped van�shed l�ke smoke,
all that strange and feroc�ous m�nd awoke once more, and stood
erect and free, ready to march onward.

These were th�s man’s f�rst words:—
“Now, whom are we to eat?”
It �s useless to expla�n the sense of th�s fr�ghtfully transparent

remark, wh�ch s�gn�f�es both to k�ll, to assass�nate, and to plunder. To
eat, true sense: to devour.

“Let’s get well �nto a corner,” sa�d Brujon. “Let’s settle �t �n three
words, and part at once. There was an affa�r that prom�sed well �n
the Rue Plumet, a deserted street, an �solated house, an old rotten
gate on a garden, and lone women.”



“Well! why not?” demanded Thénard�er.
“Your g�rl, Épon�ne, went to see about the matter,” repl�ed Babet.
“And she brought a b�scu�t to Magnon,” added Guelemer. “Noth�ng

to be made there.”
“The g�rl’s no fool,” sa�d Thénard�er. “St�ll, �t must be seen to.”
“Yes, yes,” sa�d Brujon, “�t must be looked up.”
In the meanwh�le, none of the men seemed to see Gavroche, who,

dur�ng th�s colloquy, had seated h�mself on one of the fence-posts;
he wa�ted a few moments, th�nk�ng that perhaps h�s father would turn
towards h�m, then he put on h�s shoes aga�n, and sa�d:—

“Is that all? You don’t want any more, my men? Now you’re out of
your scrape. I’m off. I must go and get my brats out of bed.”

And off he went.
The f�ve men emerged, one after another, from the enclosure.
When Gavroche had d�sappeared at the corner of the Rue des

Ballets, Babet took Thénard�er as�de.
“D�d you take a good look at that young ‘un?” he asked.
“What young ‘un?”
“The one who cl�mbed the wall and carr�ed you the rope.”
“Not part�cularly.”
“Well, I don’t know, but �t str�kes me that �t was your son.”
“Bah!” sa�d Thénard�er, “do you th�nk so?”



BOOK SEVENTH—SLANG
Enlarge

Slang B7-1-slang 



CHAPTER I—ORIGIN
P�gr�t�a �s a terr�ble word.
It engenders a whole world, la pègre, for wh�ch read theft, and a

hell, la pègrenne, for wh�ch read hunger.
Thus, �dleness �s the mother.
She has a son, theft, and a daughter, hunger.
Where are we at th�s moment? In the land of slang.
What �s slang? It �s at one and the same t�me, a nat�on and a

d�alect; �t �s theft �n �ts two k�nds; people and language.
When, four and th�rty years ago, the narrator of th�s grave and

sombre h�story �ntroduced �nto a work wr�tten w�th the same a�m as
th�s39 a th�ef who talked argot, there arose amazement and clamor.
—“What! How! Argot! Why, argot �s horr�ble! It �s the language of
pr�sons, galleys, conv�cts, of everyth�ng that �s most abom�nable �n
soc�ety!” etc., etc.

We have never understood th�s sort of object�ons.
S�nce that t�me, two powerful romancers, one of whom �s a

profound observer of the human heart, the other an �ntrep�d fr�end of
the people, Balzac and Eugène Sue, hav�ng represented the�r
ruff�ans as talk�ng the�r natural language, as the author of The Last
Day of a Condemned Man d�d �n 1828, the same object�ons have
been ra�sed. People repeated: “What do authors mean by that
revolt�ng d�alect? Slang �s od�ous! Slang makes one shudder!”

Who den�es that? Of course �t does.
When �t �s a quest�on of prob�ng a wound, a gulf, a soc�ety, s�nce

when has �t been cons�dered wrong to go too far? to go to the
bottom? We have always thought that �t was somet�mes a
courageous act, and, at least, a s�mple and useful deed, worthy of
the sympathet�c attent�on wh�ch duty accepted and fulf�lled mer�ts.
Why should one not explore everyth�ng, and study everyth�ng? Why



should one halt on the way? The halt �s a matter depend�ng on the
sound�ng-l�ne, and not on the leadsman.

Certa�nly, too, �t �s ne�ther an attract�ve nor an easy task to
undertake an �nvest�gat�on �nto the lowest depths of the soc�al order,
where terra f�rma comes to an end and where mud beg�ns, to
rummage �n those vague, murky waves, to follow up, to se�ze and to
fl�ng, st�ll qu�ver�ng, upon the pavement that abject d�alect wh�ch �s
dr�pp�ng w�th f�lth when thus brought to the l�ght, that pustulous
vocabulary each word of wh�ch seems an unclean r�ng from a
monster of the m�re and the shadows. Noth�ng �s more lugubr�ous
than the contemplat�on thus �n �ts nud�ty, �n the broad l�ght of thought,
of the horr�ble swarm�ng of slang. It seems, �n fact, to be a sort of
horr�ble beast made for the n�ght wh�ch has just been torn from �ts
cesspool. One th�nks one beholds a fr�ghtful, l�v�ng, and br�stl�ng
th�cket wh�ch qu�vers, rustles, wavers, returns to shadow, threatens
and glares. One word resembles a claw, another an ext�ngu�shed
and bleed�ng eye, such and such a phrase seems to move l�ke the
claw of a crab. All th�s �s al�ve w�th the h�deous v�tal�ty of th�ngs wh�ch
have been organ�zed out of d�sorgan�zat�on.

Now, when has horror ever excluded study? S�nce when has
malady ban�shed med�c�ne? Can one �mag�ne a natural�st refus�ng to
study the v�per, the bat, the scorp�on, the cent�pede, the tarantula,
and one who would cast them back �nto the�r darkness, say�ng: “Oh!
how ugly that �s!” The th�nker who should turn as�de from slang
would resemble a surgeon who should avert h�s face from an ulcer
or a wart. He would be l�ke a ph�lolog�st refus�ng to exam�ne a fact �n
language, a ph�losopher hes�tat�ng to scrut�n�ze a fact �n human�ty.
For, �t must be stated to those who are �gnorant of the case, that
argot �s both a l�terary phenomenon and a soc�al result. What �s
slang, properly speak�ng? It �s the language of wretchedness.

We may be stopped; the fact may be put to us �n general terms,
wh�ch �s one way of attenuat�ng �t; we may be told, that all trades,
profess�ons, �t may be added, all the acc�dents of the soc�al h�erarchy
and all forms of �ntell�gence, have the�r own slang. The merchant
who says: “Montpell�er not act�ve, Marse�lles f�ne qual�ty,” the broker
on ‘change who says: “Assets at end of current month,” the gambler



who says: “T�ers et tout, refa�t de p�que,” the sher�ff of the Norman
Isles who says: “The holder �n fee revert�ng to h�s landed estate
cannot cla�m the fru�ts of that estate dur�ng the hered�tary se�zure of
the real estate by the mortgagor,” the playwr�ght who says: “The
p�ece was h�ssed,” the comed�an who says: “I’ve made a h�t,” the
ph�losopher who says: “Phenomenal tr�pl�c�ty,” the huntsman who
says: “Vo�lec� alla�s, Vo�lec� fuyant,” the phrenolog�st who says:
“Amat�veness, combat�veness, secret�veness,” the �nfantry sold�er
who says: “My shoot�ng-�ron,” the cavalry-man who says: “My turkey-
cock,” the fenc�ng-master who says: “T�erce, quarte, break,” the
pr�nter who says: “My shoot�ng-st�ck and galley,”—all, pr�nter,
fenc�ng-master, cavalry dragoon, �nfantry-man, phrenolog�st,
huntsman, ph�losopher, comed�an, playwr�ght, sher�ff, gambler,
stock-broker, and merchant, speak slang. The pa�nter who says: “My
gr�nder,” the notary who says: “My Sk�p-the-Gutter,” the ha�rdresser
who says: “My mealyback,” the cobbler who says: “My cub,” talks
slang. Str�ctly speak�ng, �f one absolutely �ns�sts on the po�nt, all the
d�fferent fash�ons of say�ng the r�ght and the left, the sa�lor’s port and
starboard, the scene-sh�fter’s court-s�de, and garden-s�de, the
beadle’s Gospel-s�de and Ep�stle-s�de, are slang. There �s the slang
of the affected lady as well as of the préc�euses. The Hotel
Rambou�llet nearly adjo�ns the Cour des M�racles. There �s a slang of
duchesses, w�tness th�s phrase conta�ned �n a love-letter from a very
great lady and a very pretty woman of the Restorat�on: “You w�ll f�nd
�n th�s goss�p a fult�tude of reasons why I should l�bert�ze."40
D�plomat�c c�phers are slang; the pont�f�cal chancellery by us�ng 26
for Rome, grkztntgzyal for despatch, and abfxustgrnogrkzu tu XI. for
the Duc de Modena, speaks slang. The phys�c�ans of the M�ddle
Ages who, for carrot, rad�sh, and turn�p, sa�d Opoponach,
perfrosch�num, rept�talmus, dracathol�cum, angelorum,
postmegorum, talked slang. The sugar-manufacturer who says:
“Loaf, clar�f�ed, lumps, bastard, common, burnt,”—th�s honest
manufacturer talks slang. A certa�n school of cr�t�c�sm twenty years
ago, wh�ch used to say: “Half of the works of Shakespeare cons�sts
of plays upon words and puns,”—talked slang. The poet, and the
art�st who, w�th profound understand�ng, would des�gnate M. de
Montmorency as “a bourgeo�s,” �f he were not a judge of verses and



statues, speak slang. The class�c Academ�c�an who calls flowers
“Flora,” fru�ts, “Pomona,” the sea, “Neptune,” love, “f�res,” beauty,
“charms,” a horse, “a courser,” the wh�te or tr�colored cockade, “the
rose of Bellona,” the three-cornered hat, “Mars’ tr�angle,”—that
class�cal Academ�c�an talks slang. Algebra, med�c�ne, botany, have
each the�r slang. The tongue wh�ch �s employed on board sh�p, that
wonderful language of the sea, wh�ch �s so complete and so
p�cturesque, wh�ch was spoken by Jean Bart, Duquesne, Suffren,
and Duperré, wh�ch m�ngles w�th the wh�stl�ng of the r�gg�ng, the
sound of the speak�ng-trumpets, the shock of the board�ng-�rons, the
roll of the sea, the w�nd, the gale, the cannon, �s wholly a hero�c and
dazzl�ng slang, wh�ch �s to the f�erce slang of the th�eves what the
l�on �s to the jackal.

No doubt. But say what we w�ll, th�s manner of understand�ng the
word slang �s an extens�on wh�ch every one w�ll not adm�t. For our
part, we reserve to the word �ts anc�ent and prec�se, c�rcumscr�bed
and determ�ned s�gn�f�cance, and we restr�ct slang to slang. The
ver�table slang and the slang that �s pre-em�nently slang, �f the two
words can be coupled thus, the slang �mmemor�al wh�ch was a
k�ngdom, �s noth�ng else, we repeat, than the homely, uneasy, crafty,
treacherous, venomous, cruel, equ�vocal, v�le, profound, fatal tongue
of wretchedness. There ex�sts, at the extrem�ty of all abasement and
all m�sfortunes, a last m�sery wh�ch revolts and makes up �ts m�nd to
enter �nto confl�ct w�th the whole mass of fortunate facts and re�gn�ng
r�ghts; a fearful confl�ct, where, now cunn�ng, now v�olent, unhealthy
and feroc�ous at one and the same t�me, �t attacks the soc�al order
w�th p�n-pr�cks through v�ce, and w�th club-blows through cr�me. To
meet the needs of th�s confl�ct, wretchedness has �nvented a
language of combat, wh�ch �s slang.

To keep afloat and to rescue from obl�v�on, to hold above the gulf,
were �t but a fragment of some language wh�ch man has spoken and
wh�ch would, otherw�se, be lost, that �s to say, one of the elements,
good or bad, of wh�ch c�v�l�zat�on �s composed, or by wh�ch �t �s
compl�cated, to extend the records of soc�al observat�on; �s to serve
c�v�l�zat�on �tself. Th�s serv�ce Plautus rendered, consc�ously or
unconsc�ously, by mak�ng two Carthag�n�an sold�ers talk Phœn�c�an;
that serv�ce Mol�ère rendered, by mak�ng so many of h�s characters



talk Levant�ne and all sorts of d�alects. Here object�ons spr�ng up
afresh. Phœn�c�an, very good! Levant�ne, qu�te r�ght! Even d�alect, let
that pass! They are tongues wh�ch have belonged to nat�ons or
prov�nces; but slang! What �s the use of preserv�ng slang? What �s
the good of ass�st�ng slang “to surv�ve”?

To th�s we reply �n one word, only. Assuredly, �f the tongue wh�ch a
nat�on or a prov�nce has spoken �s worthy of �nterest, the language
wh�ch has been spoken by a m�sery �s st�ll more worthy of attent�on
and study.

It �s the language wh�ch has been spoken, �n France, for example,
for more than four centur�es, not only by a m�sery, but by every
poss�ble human m�sery.

And then, we �ns�st upon �t, the study of soc�al deform�t�es and
�nf�rm�t�es, and the task of po�nt�ng them out w�th a v�ew to remedy, �s
not a bus�ness �n wh�ch cho�ce �s perm�tted. The h�stor�an of
manners and �deas has no less austere a m�ss�on than the h�stor�an
of events. The latter has the surface of c�v�l�zat�on, the confl�cts of
crowns, the b�rths of pr�nces, the marr�ages of k�ngs, battles,
assemblages, great publ�c men, revolut�ons �n the dayl�ght,
everyth�ng on the exter�or; the other h�stor�an has the �nter�or, the
depths, the people who to�l, suffer, wa�t, the oppressed woman, the
agon�z�ng ch�ld, the secret war between man and man, obscure
feroc�t�es, prejud�ces, plotted �n�qu�t�es, the subterranean, the
�nd�st�nct tremors of mult�tudes, the d�e-of-hunger, the counter-blows
of the law, the secret evolut�on of souls, the go-bare-foot, the bare-
armed, the d�s�nher�ted, the orphans, the unhappy, and the �nfamous,
all the forms wh�ch roam through the darkness. He must descend
w�th h�s heart full of char�ty, and sever�ty at the same t�me, as a
brother and as a judge, to those �mpenetrable casemates where
crawl, pell-mell, those who bleed and those who deal the blow, those
who weep and those who curse, those who fast and those who
devour, those who endure ev�l and those who �nfl�ct �t. Have these
h�stor�ans of hearts and souls dut�es at all �nfer�or to the h�stor�ans of
external facts? Does any one th�nk that Al�gh�er� has any fewer
th�ngs to say than Mach�avell�? Is the under s�de of c�v�l�zat�on any
less �mportant than the upper s�de merely because �t �s deeper and



more sombre? Do we really know the mounta�n well when we are not
acqua�nted w�th the cavern?

Let us say, moreover, parenthet�cally, that from a few words of
what precedes a marked separat�on m�ght be �nferred between the
two classes of h�stor�ans wh�ch does not ex�st �n our m�nd. No one �s
a good h�stor�an of the patent, v�s�ble, str�k�ng, and publ�c l�fe of
peoples, �f he �s not, at the same t�me, �n a certa�n measure, the
h�stor�an of the�r deep and h�dden l�fe; and no one �s a good h�stor�an
of the �nter�or unless he understands how, at need, to be the
h�stor�an of the exter�or also. The h�story of manners and �deas
permeates the h�story of events, and th�s �s true rec�procally. They
const�tute two d�fferent orders of facts wh�ch correspond to each
other, wh�ch are always �nterlaced, and wh�ch often br�ng forth
results. All the l�neaments wh�ch prov�dence traces on the surface of
a nat�on have the�r parallels, sombre but d�st�nct, �n the�r depths, and
all convuls�ons of the depths produce ebull�t�ons on the surface. True
h�story be�ng a m�xture of all th�ngs, the true h�stor�an m�ngles �n
everyth�ng.

Man �s not a c�rcle w�th a s�ngle centre; he �s an ell�pse w�th a
double focus. Facts form one of these, and �deas the other.

Slang �s noth�ng but a dress�ng-room where the tongue hav�ng
some bad act�on to perform, d�sgu�ses �tself. There �t clothes �tself �n
word-masks, �n metaphor-rags. In th�s gu�se �t becomes horr�ble.

One f�nds �t d�ff�cult to recogn�ze. Is �t really the French tongue, the
great human tongue? Behold �t ready to step upon the stage and to
retort upon cr�me, and prepared for all the employments of the
repertory of ev�l. It no longer walks, �t hobbles; �t l�mps on the crutch
of the Court of M�racles, a crutch metamorphosable �nto a club; �t �s
called vagrancy; every sort of spectre, �ts dressers, have pa�nted �ts
face, �t crawls and rears, the double ga�t of the rept�le. Henceforth, �t
�s apt at all rôles, �t �s made susp�c�ous by the counterfe�ter, covered
w�th verd�gr�s by the forger, blacked by the soot of the �ncend�ary;
and the murderer appl�es �ts rouge.

When one l�stens, by the s�de of honest men, at the portals of
soc�ety, one overhears the d�alogues of those who are on the
outs�de. One d�st�ngu�shes quest�ons and repl�es. One perce�ves,



w�thout understand�ng �t, a h�deous murmur, sound�ng almost l�ke
human accents, but more nearly resembl�ng a howl than an
art�culate word. It �s slang. The words are m�sshapen and stamped
w�th an �ndescr�bable and fantast�c best�al�ty. One th�nks one hears
hydras talk�ng.

It �s un�ntell�g�ble �n the dark. It gnashes and wh�spers, complet�ng
the gloom w�th mystery. It �s black �n m�sfortune, �t �s blacker st�ll �n
cr�me; these two blacknesses amalgamated, compose slang.
Obscur�ty �n the atmosphere, obscur�ty �n acts, obscur�ty �n vo�ces.
Terr�ble, toad-l�ke tongue wh�ch goes and comes, leaps, crawls,
slobbers, and st�rs about �n monstrous w�se �n that �mmense gray fog
composed of ra�n and n�ght, of hunger, of v�ce, of falsehood, of
�njust�ce, of nud�ty, of suffocat�on, and of w�nter, the h�gh noonday of
the m�serable.

Let us have compass�on on the chast�sed. Alas! Who are we
ourselves? Who am I who now address you? Who are you who are
l�sten�ng to me? And are you very sure that we have done noth�ng
before we were born? The earth �s not devo�d of resemblance to a
ja�l. Who knows whether man �s not a recaptured offender aga�nst
d�v�ne just�ce? Look closely at l�fe. It �s so made, that everywhere we
feel the sense of pun�shment.

Are you what �s called a happy man? Well! you are sad every day.
Each day has �ts own great gr�ef or �ts l�ttle care. Yesterday you were
trembl�ng for a health that �s dear to you, to-day you fear for your
own; to-morrow �t w�ll be anx�ety about money, the day after to-
morrow the d�atr�be of a slanderer, the day after that, the m�sfortune
of some fr�end; then the preva�l�ng weather, then someth�ng that has
been broken or lost, then a pleasure w�th wh�ch your consc�ence and
your vertebral column reproach you; aga�n, the course of publ�c
affa�rs. Th�s w�thout reckon�ng �n the pa�ns of the heart. And so �t
goes on. One cloud �s d�spelled, another forms. There �s hardly one
day out of a hundred wh�ch �s wholly joyous and sunny. And you
belong to that small class who are happy! As for the rest of mank�nd,
stagnat�ng n�ght rests upon them.

Thoughtful m�nds make but l�ttle use of the phrase: the fortunate
and the unfortunate. In th�s world, ev�dently the vest�bule of another,



there are no fortunate.
The real human d�v�s�on �s th�s: the lum�nous and the shady. To

d�m�n�sh the number of the shady, to augment the number of the
lum�nous,—that �s the object. That �s why we cry: Educat�on!
sc�ence! To teach read�ng, means to l�ght the f�re; every syllable
spelled out sparkles.

However, he who says l�ght does not, necessar�ly, say joy. People
suffer �n the l�ght; excess burns. The flame �s the enemy of the w�ng.
To burn w�thout ceas�ng to fly,—there�n l�es the marvel of gen�us.

When you shall have learned to know, and to love, you w�ll st�ll
suffer. The day �s born �n tears. The lum�nous weep, �f only over
those �n darkness.



CHAPTER II—ROOTS
Slang �s the tongue of those who s�t �n darkness.
Thought �s moved �n �ts most sombre depths, soc�al ph�losophy �s

b�dden to �ts most po�gnant med�tat�ons, �n the presence of that
en�gmat�c d�alect at once so bl�ghted and rebell�ous. There�n l�es
chast�sement made v�s�ble. Every syllable has an a�r of be�ng
marked. The words of the vulgar tongue appear there�n wr�nkled and
shr�velled, as �t were, beneath the hot �ron of the execut�oner. Some
seem to be st�ll smok�ng. Such and such a phrase produces upon
you the effect of the shoulder of a th�ef branded w�th the fleur-de-lys,
wh�ch has suddenly been la�d bare. Ideas almost refuse to be
expressed �n these substant�ves wh�ch are fug�t�ves from just�ce.
Metaphor �s somet�mes so shameless, that one feels that �t has worn
the �ron neck-fetter.

Moreover, �n sp�te of all th�s, and because of all th�s, th�s strange
d�alect has by r�ghts, �ts own compartment �n that great �mpart�al
case of p�geon-holes where there �s room for the rusty farth�ng as
well as for the gold medal, and wh�ch �s called l�terature. Slang,
whether the publ�c adm�t the fact or not has �ts syntax and �ts poetry.
It �s a language. Yes, by the deform�ty of certa�n terms, we recogn�ze
the fact that �t was chewed by Mandr�n, and by the splendor of
certa�n metonym�es, we feel that V�llon spoke �t.

That exqu�s�te and celebrated verse—
Mais où sont les neiges d’antan?
But where are the snows of years gone by?

�s a verse of slang. Antan—ante annum—�s a word of Thunes
slang, wh�ch s�gn�f�ed the past year, and by extens�on, formerly.
Th�rty-f�ve years ago, at the epoch of the departure of the great
cha�n-gang, there could be read �n one of the cells at B�cêtre, th�s
max�m engraved w�th a na�l on the wall by a k�ng of Thunes
condemned to the galleys: Les dabs d’antan tr�ma�ent s�empre pour



la p�erre du Coësre. Th�s means K�ngs �n days gone by always went
and had themselves ano�nted. In the op�n�on of that k�ng, ano�ntment
meant the galleys.

The word décarade, wh�ch expresses the departure of heavy
veh�cles at a gallop, �s attr�buted to V�llon, and �t �s worthy of h�m.
Th�s word, wh�ch str�kes f�re w�th all four of �ts feet, sums up �n a
masterly onomatopœ�a the whole of La Fonta�ne’s adm�rable verse:
—
Six forts chevaux tiraient un coche.
Six stout horses drew a coach.

From a purely l�terary po�nt of v�ew, few stud�es would prove more
cur�ous and fru�tful than the study of slang. It �s a whole language
w�th�n a language, a sort of s�ckly excrescence, an unhealthy graft
wh�ch has produced a vegetat�on, a paras�te wh�ch has �ts roots �n
the old Gall�c trunk, and whose s�n�ster fol�age crawls all over one
s�de of the language. Th�s �s what may be called the f�rst, the vulgar
aspect of slang. But, for those who study the tongue as �t should be
stud�ed, that �s to say, as geolog�sts study the earth, slang appears
l�ke a ver�table alluv�al depos�t. Accord�ng as one d�gs a longer or
shorter d�stance �nto �t, one f�nds �n slang, below the old popular
French, Provençal, Span�sh, Ital�an, Levant�ne, that language of the
Med�terranean ports, Engl�sh and German, the Romance language
�n �ts three var�et�es, French, Ital�an, and Romance Romance, Lat�n,
and f�nally Basque and Celt�c. A profound and un�que format�on. A
subterranean ed�f�ce erected �n common by all the m�serable. Each
accursed race has depos�ted �ts layer, each suffer�ng has dropped �ts
stone there, each heart has contr�buted �ts pebble. A throng of ev�l,
base, or �rr�tated souls, who have traversed l�fe and have van�shed
�nto etern�ty, l�nger there almost ent�rely v�s�ble st�ll beneath the form
of some monstrous word.

Do you want Span�sh? The old Goth�c slang abounded �n �t. Here
�s boffete, a box on the ear, wh�ch �s der�ved from bofeton; vantane,
w�ndow (later on vanterne), wh�ch comes from vantana; gat, cat,
wh�ch comes from gato; ac�te, o�l, wh�ch comes from aceyte. Do you
want Ital�an? Here �s spade, sword, wh�ch comes from spada; carvel,
boat, wh�ch comes from caravella. Do you want Engl�sh? Here �s
b�chot, wh�ch comes from b�shop; ra�lle, spy, wh�ch comes from



rascal, rascal�on; p�lche, a case, wh�ch comes from p�lcher, a sheath.
Do you want German? Here �s the caleur, the wa�ter, kellner; the
hers, the master, herzog (duke). Do you want Lat�n? Here �s frang�r,
to break, frangere; affurer, to steal, fur; cadene, cha�n, catena. There
�s one word wh�ch crops up �n every language of the cont�nent, w�th a
sort of myster�ous power and author�ty. It �s the word magnus; the
Scotchman makes of �t h�s mac, wh�ch des�gnates the ch�ef of the
clan; Mac-Farlane, Mac-Callumore, the great Farlane, the great
Callumore41; slang turns �t �nto meck and later le meg, that �s to say,
God. Would you l�ke Basque? Here �s gah�sto, the dev�l, wh�ch
comes from gaïztoa, ev�l; sorgabon, good n�ght, wh�ch comes from
gabon, good even�ng. Do you want Celt�c? Here �s blav�n, a
handkerch�ef, wh�ch comes from blavet, gush�ng water; ménesse, a
woman (�n a bad sense), wh�ch comes from me�nec, full of stones;
barant, brook, from baranton, founta�n; goffeur, locksm�th, from goff,
blacksm�th; guedouze, death, wh�ch comes from guenn-du, black-
wh�te. F�nally, would you l�ke h�story? Slang calls crowns les
maltèses, a souven�r of the co�n �n c�rculat�on on the galleys of Malta.

In add�t�on to the ph�lolog�cal or�g�ns just �nd�cated, slang
possesses other and st�ll more natural roots, wh�ch spr�ng, so to
speak, from the m�nd of man �tself.

In the f�rst place, the d�rect creat�on of words. There�n l�es the
mystery of tongues. To pa�nt w�th words, wh�ch conta�ns f�gures one
knows not how or why, �s the pr�m�t�ve foundat�on of all human
languages, what may be called the�r gran�te.

Slang abounds �n words of th�s descr�pt�on, �mmed�ate words,
words created �nstantaneously no one knows e�ther where or by
whom, w�thout etymology, w�thout analog�es, w�thout der�vat�ves,
sol�tary, barbarous, somet�mes h�deous words, wh�ch at t�mes
possess a s�ngular power of express�on and wh�ch l�ve. The
execut�oner, le taule; the forest, le sabr�; fear, fl�ght, taf; the lackey, le
larb�n; the m�neral, the prefect, the m�n�ster, pharos; the dev�l, le
rabou�n. Noth�ng �s stranger than these words wh�ch both mask and
reveal. Some, le rabou�n, for example, are at the same t�me
grotesque and terr�ble, and produce on you the effect of a cyclopean
gr�mace.



In the second place, metaphor. The pecul�ar�ty of a language
wh�ch �s des�rous of say�ng all yet conceal�ng all �s that �t �s r�ch �n
f�gures. Metaphor �s an en�gma, where�n the th�ef who �s plott�ng a
stroke, the pr�soner who �s arrang�ng an escape, take refuge. No
�d�om �s more metaphor�cal than slang: dév�sser le coco (to unscrew
the nut), to tw�st the neck; tort�ller (to wr�ggle), to eat; être gerbé, to
be tr�ed; a rat, a bread th�ef; �l lansqu�ne, �t ra�ns, a str�k�ng, anc�ent
f�gure wh�ch partly bears �ts date about �t, wh�ch ass�m�lates long
obl�que l�nes of ra�n, w�th the dense and slant�ng p�kes of the lancers,
and wh�ch compresses �nto a s�ngle word the popular express�on: �t
ra�ns halberds. Somet�mes, �n proport�on as slang progresses from
the f�rst epoch to the second, words pass from the pr�m�t�ve and
savage sense to the metaphor�cal sense. The dev�l ceases to be le
rabou�n, and becomes le boulanger (the baker), who puts the bread
�nto the oven. Th�s �s more w�tty, but less grand, someth�ng l�ke
Rac�ne after Corne�lle, l�ke Eur�p�des after Æschylus. Certa�n slang
phrases wh�ch part�c�pate �n the two epochs and have at once the
barbar�c character and the metaphor�cal character resemble
phantasmagor�es. Les sorgueuers vont soll�c�ter des ga�ls à la lune—
the prowlers are go�ng to steal horses by n�ght,—th�s passes before
the m�nd l�ke a group of spectres. One knows not what one sees.

In the th�rd place, the exped�ent. Slang l�ves on the language. It
uses �t �n accordance w�th �ts fancy, �t d�ps �nto �t hap-hazard, and �t
often conf�nes �tself, when occas�on ar�ses, to alter �t �n a gross and
summary fash�on. Occas�onally, w�th the ord�nary words thus
deformed and compl�cated w�th words of pure slang, p�cturesque
phrases are formed, �n wh�ch there can be felt the m�xture of the two
preced�ng elements, the d�rect creat�on and the metaphor: le cab
jasp�ne, je marronne que la roulotte de Pant�n tr�me dans le sabr�,
the dog �s bark�ng, I suspect that the d�l�gence for Par�s �s pass�ng
through the woods. Le dab est s�nve, la dabuge est merlouss�ère, la
fée est bat�ve, the bourgeo�s �s stup�d, the bourgeo�se �s cunn�ng, the
daughter �s pretty. Generally, to throw l�steners off the track, slang
conf�nes �tself to add�ng to all the words of the language w�thout
d�st�nct�on, an �gnoble ta�l, a term�nat�on �n a�lle, �n orgue, �n �ergue,
or �n uche. Thus: Vous�ergue trouva�lle bonorgue ce g�gotmuche? Do
you th�nk that leg of mutton good? A phrase addressed by Cartouche



to a turnkey �n order to f�nd out whether the sum offered for h�s
escape su�ted h�m.

The term�nat�on �n mar has been added recently.
Slang, be�ng the d�alect of corrupt�on, qu�ckly becomes corrupted

�tself. Bes�des th�s, as �t �s always seek�ng concealment, as soon as
�t feels that �t �s understood, �t changes �ts form. Contrary to what
happens w�th every other vegetat�on, every ray of l�ght wh�ch falls
upon �t k�lls whatever �t touches. Thus slang �s �n constant process of
decompos�t�on and recompos�t�on; an obscure and rap�d work wh�ch
never pauses. It passes over more ground �n ten years than a
language �n ten centur�es. Thus le larton (bread) becomes le lart�f; le
ga�l (horse) becomes le gaye; la fertanche (straw) becomes la
fert�lle; le mom�gnard (brat), le momacque; les f�ques (duds),
frusques; la ch�que (the church), l‘égrugeo�r; le colabre (neck), le
colas. The dev�l �s at f�rst, gah�sto, then le rabou�n, then the baker;
the pr�est �s a rat�chon, then the boar (le sangl�er); the dagger �s le
v�ngt-deux (twenty-two), then le sur�n, then le l�ngre; the pol�ce are
ra�lles, then rouss�ns, then rousses, then marchands de lacets
(dealers �n stay-laces), then coquers, then cognes; the execut�oner �s
le taule, then Charlot, l’at�geur, then le becqu�llard. In the
seventeenth century, to f�ght was “to g�ve each other snuff”; �n the
n�neteenth �t �s “to chew each other’s throats.” There have been
twenty d�fferent phrases between these two extremes. Cartouche’s
talk would have been Hebrew to Lacena�re. All the words of th�s
language are perpetually engaged �n fl�ght l�ke the men who utter
them.

St�ll, from t�me to t�me, and �n consequence of th�s very movement,
the anc�ent slang crops up aga�n and becomes new once more. It
has �ts headquarters where �t ma�nta�ns �ts sway. The Temple
preserved the slang of the seventeenth century; B�cêtre, when �t was
a pr�son, preserved the slang of Thunes. There one could hear the
term�nat�on �n anche of the old Thuneurs. Boyanches-tu (bo�s-tu), do
you dr�nk? But perpetual movement rema�ns �ts law, nevertheless.

If the ph�losopher succeeds �n f�x�ng, for a moment, for purposes of
observat�on, th�s language wh�ch �s �ncessantly evaporat�ng, he falls
�nto doleful and useful med�tat�on. No study �s more eff�cac�ous and



more fecund �n �nstruct�on. There �s not a metaphor, not an analogy,
�n slang, wh�ch does not conta�n a lesson. Among these men, to beat
means to fe�gn; one beats a malady; ruse �s the�r strength.

For them, the �dea of the man �s not separated from the �dea of
darkness. The n�ght �s called la sorgue; man, l’orgue. Man �s a
der�vat�ve of the n�ght.

They have taken up the pract�ce of cons�der�ng soc�ety �n the l�ght
of an atmosphere wh�ch k�lls them, of a fatal force, and they speak of
the�r l�berty as one would speak of h�s health. A man under arrest �s
a s�ck man; one who �s condemned �s a dead man.

The most terr�ble th�ng for the pr�soner w�th�n the four walls �n
wh�ch he �s bur�ed, �s a sort of glac�al chast�ty, and he calls the
dungeon the castus. In that funereal place, l�fe outs�de always
presents �tself under �ts most sm�l�ng aspect. The pr�soner has �rons
on h�s feet; you th�nk, perhaps, that h�s thought �s that �t �s w�th the
feet that one walks? No; he �s th�nk�ng that �t �s w�th the feet that one
dances; so, when he has succeeded �n sever�ng h�s fetters, h�s f�rst
�dea �s that now he can dance, and he calls the saw the bastr�ngue
(publ�c-house ball).—A name �s a centre; profound ass�m�lat�on.—
The ruff�an has two heads, one of wh�ch reasons out h�s act�ons and
leads h�m all h�s l�fe long, and the other wh�ch he has upon h�s
shoulders on the day of h�s death; he calls the head wh�ch counsels
h�m �n cr�me la sorbonne, and the head wh�ch exp�ates �t la tronche.
—When a man has no longer anyth�ng but rags upon h�s body and
v�ces �n h�s heart, when he has arr�ved at that double moral and
mater�al degradat�on wh�ch the word blackguard character�zes �n �ts
two acceptat�ons, he �s r�pe for cr�me; he �s l�ke a well-whetted kn�fe;
he has two cutt�ng edges, h�s d�stress and h�s mal�ce; so slang does
not say a blackguard, �t says un régu�sé.—What are the galleys? A
braz�er of damnat�on, a hell. The conv�ct calls h�mself a fagot.—And
f�nally, what name do malefactors g�ve to the�r pr�son? The college. A
whole pen�tent�ary system can be evolved from that word.

Does the reader w�sh to know where the major�ty of the songs of
the galleys, those refra�ns called �n the spec�al vocabulary l�rlonfa,
have had the�r b�rth?

Let h�m l�sten to what follows:—



There ex�sted at the Châtelet �n Par�s a large and long cellar. Th�s
cellar was e�ght feet below the level of the Se�ne. It had ne�ther
w�ndows nor a�r-holes, �ts only aperture was the door; men could
enter there, a�r could not. Th�s vault had for ce�l�ng a vault of stone,
and for floor ten �nches of mud. It was flagged; but the pavement had
rotted and cracked under the ooz�ng of the water. E�ght feet above
the floor, a long and mass�ve beam traversed th�s subterranean
excavat�on from s�de to s�de; from th�s beam hung, at short d�stances
apart, cha�ns three feet long, and at the end of these cha�ns there
were r�ngs for the neck. In th�s vault, men who had been condemned
to the galleys were �ncarcerated unt�l the day of the�r departure for
Toulon. They were thrust under th�s beam, where each one found h�s
fetters sw�ng�ng �n the darkness and wa�t�ng for h�m.

The cha�ns, those pendant arms, and the necklets, those open
hands, caught the unhappy wretches by the throat. They were
r�vetted and left there. As the cha�n was too short, they could not l�e
down. They rema�ned mot�onless �n that cavern, �n that n�ght,
beneath that beam, almost hang�ng, forced to unheard-of efforts to
reach the�r bread, jug, or the�r vault overhead, mud even to m�d-leg,
f�lth flow�ng to the�r very calves, broken asunder w�th fat�gue, w�th
th�ghs and knees g�v�ng way, cl�ng�ng fast to the cha�n w�th the�r
hands �n order to obta�n some rest, unable to sleep except when
stand�ng erect, and awakened every moment by the strangl�ng of the
collar; some woke no more. In order to eat, they pushed the bread,
wh�ch was flung to them �n the mud, along the�r leg w�th the�r heel
unt�l �t reached the�r hand.

How long d�d they rema�n thus? One month, two months, s�x
months somet�mes; one stayed a year. It was the antechamber of
the galleys. Men were put there for steal�ng a hare from the k�ng. In
th�s sepulchre-hell, what d�d they do? What man can do �n a
sepulchre, they went through the agon�es of death, and what can
man do �n hell, they sang; for song l�ngers where there �s no longer
any hope. In the waters of Malta, when a galley was approach�ng,
the song could be heard before the sound of the oars. Poor
Surv�ncent, the poacher, who had gone through the pr�son-cellar of
the Châtelet, sa�d: “It was the rhymes that kept me up.” Uselessness
of poetry. What �s the good of rhyme?



It �s �n th�s cellar that nearly all the slang songs had the�r b�rth. It �s
from the dungeon of the Grand-Châtelet of Par�s that comes the
melancholy refra�n of the Montgomery galley: “T�maloum�sa�ne,
t�maloum�son.” The major�ty of these songs are melancholy; some
are gay; one �s tender:—
Icicaille est la theatre        Here is the theatre
Du petit dardant.               Of the little archer (Cupid).

Do what you w�ll, you cannot ann�h�late that eternal rel�c �n the
heart of man, love.

In th�s world of d�smal deeds, people keep the�r secrets. The
secret �s the th�ng above all others. The secret, �n the eyes of these
wretches, �s un�ty wh�ch serves as a base of un�on. To betray a
secret �s to tear from each member of th�s f�erce commun�ty
someth�ng of h�s own personal�ty. To �nform aga�nst, �n the energet�c
slang d�alect, �s called: “to eat the b�t.” As though the �nformer drew
to h�mself a l�ttle of the substance of all and nour�shed h�mself on a
b�t of each one’s flesh.

What does �t s�gn�fy to rece�ve a box on the ear? Commonplace
metaphor repl�es: “It �s to see th�rty-s�x candles.” Here slang
�ntervenes and takes �t up: Candle, camoufle. Thereupon, the
ord�nary tongue g�ves camouflet42 as the synonym for soufflet.
Thus, by a sort of �nf�ltrat�on from below upwards, w�th the a�d of
metaphor, that �ncalculable, trajectory slang mounts from the cavern
to the Academy; and Poula�ller say�ng: “I l�ght my camoufle,” causes
Volta�re to wr�te: “Langlev�el La Beaumelle deserves a hundred
camouflets.”

Researches �n slang mean d�scover�es at every step. Study and
�nvest�gat�on of th�s strange �d�om lead to the myster�ous po�nt of
�ntersect�on of regular soc�ety w�th soc�ety wh�ch �s accursed.

The th�ef also has h�s food for cannon, stealable matter, you, I,
whoever passes by; le pantre. (Pan, everybody.)

Slang �s language turned conv�ct.
That the th�nk�ng pr�nc�ple of man be thrust down ever so low, that

�t can be dragged and p�n�oned there by obscure tyrann�es of fatal�ty,
that �t can be bound by no one knows what fetters �n that abyss, �s
suff�c�ent to create consternat�on.



Oh, poor thought of m�serable wretches!
Alas! w�ll no one come to the succor of the human soul �n that

darkness? Is �t her dest�ny there to awa�t forever the m�nd, the
l�berator, the �mmense r�der of Pegas� and h�ppogr�ffs, the combatant
of heroes of the dawn who shall descend from the azure between
two w�ngs, the rad�ant kn�ght of the future? W�ll she forever summon
�n va�n to her ass�stance the lance of l�ght of the �deal? Is she
condemned to hear the fearful approach of Ev�l through the dens�ty
of the gulf, and to catch gl�mpses, nearer and nearer at hand,
beneath the h�deous water of that dragon’s head, that maw streaked
w�th foam, and that wr�th�ng undulat�on of claws, swell�ngs, and
r�ngs? Must �t rema�n there, w�thout a gleam of l�ght, w�thout hope,
g�ven over to that terr�ble approach, vaguely scented out by the
monster, shudder�ng, d�shevelled, wr�ng�ng �ts arms, forever cha�ned
to the rock of n�ght, a sombre Andromeda wh�te and naked am�d the
shadows!



CHAPTER III—SLANG WHICH WEEPS
AND SLANG WHICH LAUGHS

As the reader perce�ves, slang �n �ts ent�rety, slang of four hundred
years ago, l�ke the slang of to-day, �s permeated w�th that sombre,
symbol�cal sp�r�t wh�ch g�ves to all words a m�en wh�ch �s now
mournful, now menac�ng. One feels �n �t the w�ld and anc�ent
sadness of those vagrants of the Court of M�racles who played at
cards w�th packs of the�r own, some of wh�ch have come down to us.
The e�ght of clubs, for �nstance, represented a huge tree bear�ng
e�ght enormous trefo�l leaves, a sort of fantast�c person�f�cat�on of the
forest. At the foot of th�s tree a f�re was burn�ng, over wh�ch three
hares were roast�ng a huntsman on a sp�t, and beh�nd h�m, on
another f�re, hung a steam�ng pot, whence emerged the head of a
dog. Noth�ng can be more melancholy than these repr�sals �n
pa�nt�ng, by a pack of cards, �n the presence of stakes for the
roast�ng of smugglers and of the cauldron for the bo�l�ng of
counterfe�ters. The d�verse forms assumed by thought �n the realm of
slang, even song, even ra�llery, even menace, all partook of th�s
powerless and dejected character. All the songs, the melod�es of
some of wh�ch have been collected, were humble and lamentable to
the po�nt of evok�ng tears. The pègre �s always the poor pègre, and
he �s always the hare �n h�d�ng, the fug�t�ve mouse, the fly�ng b�rd. He
hardly compla�ns, he contents h�mself w�th s�gh�ng; one of h�s moans
has come down to us: “I do not understand how God, the father of
men, can torture h�s ch�ldren and h�s grandch�ldren and hear them
cry, w�thout h�mself suffer�ng torture."43 The wretch, whenever he
has t�me to th�nk, makes h�mself small before the low, and fra�l �n the
presence of soc�ety; he l�es down flat on h�s face, he entreats, he
appeals to the s�de of compass�on; we feel that he �s consc�ous of
h�s gu�lt.



Towards the m�ddle of the last century a change took place, pr�son
songs and th�eves’ r�tournelles assumed, so to speak, an �nsolent
and jov�al m�en. The pla�nt�ve maluré was replaced by the lar�fla. We
f�nd �n the e�ghteenth century, �n nearly all the songs of the galleys
and pr�sons, a d�abol�cal and en�gmat�cal gayety. We hear th�s
str�dent and l�lt�ng refra�n wh�ch we should say had been l�ghted up
by a phosphorescent gleam, and wh�ch seems to have been flung
�nto the forest by a w�ll-o’-the-w�sp play�ng the f�fe:—
Miralabi suslababo
Mirliton ribonribette
Surlababi mirlababo
Mirliton ribonribo.

Th�s was sung �n a cellar or �n a nook of the forest wh�le cutt�ng a
man’s throat.

A ser�ous symptom. In the e�ghteenth century, the anc�ent
melancholy of the dejected classes van�shes. They began to laugh.
They rally the grand meg and the grand dab. G�ven Lou�s XV. they
call the K�ng of France “le Marqu�s de Pant�n.” And behold, they are
almost gay. A sort of gleam proceeds from these m�serable
wretches, as though the�r consc�ences were not heavy w�th�n them
any more. These lamentable tr�bes of darkness have no longer
merely the desperate audac�ty of act�ons, they possess the heedless
audac�ty of m�nd. A s�gn that they are los�ng the sense of the�r
cr�m�nal�ty, and that they feel, even among th�nkers and dreamers,
some �ndef�nable support wh�ch the latter themselves know not of. A
s�gn that theft and p�llage are beg�nn�ng to f�lter �nto doctr�nes and
soph�sms, �n such a way as to lose somewhat of the�r ugl�ness, wh�le
commun�cat�ng much of �t to soph�sms and doctr�nes. A s�gn, �n
short, of some outbreak wh�ch �s prod�g�ous and near unless some
d�vers�on shall ar�se.

Let us pause a moment. Whom are we accus�ng here? Is �t the
e�ghteenth century? Is �t ph�losophy? Certa�nly not. The work of the
e�ghteenth century �s healthy and good and wholesome. The
encycloped�sts, D�derot at the�r head; the phys�ocrates, Turgot at
the�r head; the ph�losophers, Volta�re at the�r head; the Utop�ans,
Rousseau at the�r head,—these are four sacred leg�ons. Human�ty’s
�mmense advance towards the l�ght �s due to them. They are the four
vanguards of the human race, march�ng towards the four card�nal



po�nts of progress. D�derot towards the beaut�ful, Turgot towards the
useful, Volta�re towards the true, Rousseau towards the just. But by
the s�de of and above the ph�losophers, there were the soph�sts, a
venomous vegetat�on m�ngled w�th a healthy growth, hemlock �n the
v�rg�n forest. Wh�le the execut�oner was burn�ng the great books of
the l�berators of the century on the grand sta�rcase of the court-
house, wr�ters now forgotten were publ�sh�ng, w�th the K�ng’s
sanct�on, no one knows what strangely d�sorgan�z�ng wr�t�ngs, wh�ch
were eagerly read by the unfortunate. Some of these publ�cat�ons,
odd to say, wh�ch were patron�zed by a pr�nce, are to be found �n the
Secret L�brary. These facts, s�gn�f�cant but unknown, were
�mpercept�ble on the surface. Somet�mes, �n the very obscur�ty of a
fact lurks �ts danger. It �s obscure because �t �s underhand. Of all
these wr�ters, the one who probably then excavated �n the masses
the most unhealthy gallery was Rest�f de La Bretonne.

Th�s work, pecul�ar to the whole of Europe, effected more ravages
�n Germany than anywhere else. In Germany, dur�ng a g�ven per�od,
summed up by Sch�ller �n h�s famous drama The Robbers, theft and
p�llage rose up �n protest aga�nst property and labor, ass�m�lated
certa�n spec�ous and false elementary �deas, wh�ch, though just �n
appearance, were absurd �n real�ty, enveloped themselves �n these
�deas, d�sappeared w�th�n them, after a fash�on, assumed an abstract
name, passed �nto the state of theory, and �n that shape c�rculated
among the labor�ous, suffer�ng, and honest masses, unknown even
to the �mprudent chem�sts who had prepared the m�xture, unknown
even to the masses who accepted �t. Whenever a fact of th�s sort
presents �tself, the case �s grave. Suffer�ng engenders wrath; and
wh�le the prosperous classes bl�nd themselves or fall asleep, wh�ch
�s the same th�ng as shutt�ng one’s eyes, the hatred of the
unfortunate classes l�ghts �ts torch at some aggr�eved or �ll-made
sp�r�t wh�ch dreams �n a corner, and sets �tself to the scrut�ny of
soc�ety. The scrut�ny of hatred �s a terr�ble th�ng.

Hence, �f the �ll-fortune of the t�mes so w�lls �t, those fearful
commot�ons wh�ch were formerly called jacquer�es, bes�de wh�ch
purely pol�t�cal ag�tat�ons are the merest ch�ld’s play, wh�ch are no
longer the confl�ct of the oppressed and the oppressor, but the revolt
of d�scomfort aga�nst comfort. Then everyth�ng crumbles.



Jacquer�es are earthquakes of the people.
It �s th�s per�l, poss�bly �mm�nent towards the close of the

e�ghteenth century, wh�ch the French Revolut�on, that �mmense act
of prob�ty, cut short.

The French Revolut�on, wh�ch �s noth�ng else than the �dea armed
w�th the sword, rose erect, and, w�th the same abrupt movement,
closed the door of �ll and opened the door of good.

It put a stop to torture, promulgated the truth, expelled m�asma,
rendered the century healthy, crowned the populace.

It may be sa�d of �t that �t created man a second t�me, by g�v�ng
h�m a second soul, the r�ght.

The n�neteenth century has �nher�ted and prof�ted by �ts work, and
to-day, the soc�al catastrophe to wh�ch we lately alluded �s s�mply
�mposs�ble. Bl�nd �s he who announces �t! Fool�sh �s he who fears �t!
Revolut�on �s the vacc�ne of Jacquer�e.

Thanks to the Revolut�on, soc�al cond�t�ons have changed. Feudal
and monarch�cal malad�es no longer run �n our blood. There �s no
more of the M�ddle Ages �n our const�tut�on. We no longer l�ve �n the
days when terr�ble swarms w�th�n made �rrupt�ons, when one heard
beneath h�s feet the obscure course of a dull rumble, when
�ndescr�bable elevat�ons from mole-l�ke tunnels appeared on the
surface of c�v�l�zat�on, where the so�l cracked open, where the roofs
of caverns yawned, and where one suddenly beheld monstrous
heads emerg�ng from the earth.

The revolut�onary sense �s a moral sense. The sent�ment of r�ght,
once developed, develops the sent�ment of duty. The law of all �s
l�berty, wh�ch ends where the l�berty of others beg�ns, accord�ng to
Robesp�erre’s adm�rable def�n�t�on. S�nce ’89, the whole people has
been d�lat�ng �nto a subl�me �nd�v�dual; there �s not a poor man, who,
possess�ng h�s r�ght, has not h�s ray of sun; the d�e-of-hunger feels
w�th�n h�m the honesty of France; the d�gn�ty of the c�t�zen �s an
�nternal armor; he who �s free �s scrupulous; he who votes re�gns.
Hence �ncorrupt�b�l�ty; hence the m�scarr�age of unhealthy lusts;
hence eyes hero�cally lowered before temptat�ons. The revolut�onary
wholesomeness �s such, that on a day of del�verance, a 14th of July,
a 10th of August, there �s no longer any populace. The f�rst cry of the



enl�ghtened and �ncreas�ng throngs �s: death to th�eves! Progress �s
an honest man; the �deal and the absolute do not f�lch pocket-
handkerch�efs. By whom were the wagons conta�n�ng the wealth of
the Tu�ler�es escorted �n 1848? By the rag-p�ckers of the Faubourg
Sa�nt-Anto�ne. Rags mounted guard over the treasure. V�rtue
rendered these tatterdemal�ons resplendent. In those wagons �n
chests, hardly closed, and some, even, half-open, am�d a hundred
dazzl�ng caskets, was that anc�ent crown of France, studded w�th
d�amonds, surmounted by the carbuncle of royalty, by the Regent
d�amond, wh�ch was worth th�rty m�ll�ons. Barefooted, they guarded
that crown.

Hence, no more Jacquer�e. I regret �t for the sake of the sk�lful.
The old fear has produced �ts last effects �n that quarter; and
henceforth �t can no longer be employed �n pol�t�cs. The pr�nc�pal
spr�ng of the red spectre �s broken. Every one knows �t now. The
scare-crow scares no longer. The b�rds take l�bert�es w�th the
mann�k�n, foul creatures al�ght upon �t, the bourgeo�s laugh at �t.



CHAPTER IV—THE TWO DUTIES: TO
WATCH AND TO HOPE

Th�s be�ng the case, �s all soc�al danger d�spelled? Certa�nly not.
There �s no Jacquer�e; soc�ety may rest assured on that po�nt; blood
w�ll no longer rush to �ts head. But let soc�ety take heed to the
manner �n wh�ch �t breathes. Apoplexy �s no longer to be feared, but
phth�s�s �s there. Soc�al phth�s�s �s called m�sery.

One can per�sh from be�ng underm�ned as well as from be�ng
struck by l�ghtn�ng.

Let us not weary of repeat�ng, and sympathet�c souls must not
forget that th�s �s the f�rst of fraternal obl�gat�ons, and self�sh hearts
must understand that the f�rst of pol�t�cal necess�t�es cons�sts �n
th�nk�ng f�rst of all of the d�s�nher�ted and sorrow�ng throngs, �n
solac�ng, a�r�ng, enl�ghten�ng, lov�ng them, �n enlarg�ng the�r hor�zon
to a magn�f�cent extent, �n lav�sh�ng upon them educat�on �n every
form, �n offer�ng them the example of labor, never the example of
�dleness, �n d�m�n�sh�ng the �nd�v�dual burden by enlarg�ng the not�on
of the un�versal a�m, �n sett�ng a l�m�t to poverty w�thout sett�ng a l�m�t
to wealth, �n creat�ng vast f�elds of publ�c and popular act�v�ty, �n
hav�ng, l�ke Br�areus, a hundred hands to extend �n all d�rect�ons to
the oppressed and the feeble, �n employ�ng the collect�ve power for
that grand duty of open�ng workshops for all arms, schools for all
apt�tudes, and laborator�es for all degrees of �ntell�gence, �n
augment�ng salar�es, d�m�n�sh�ng trouble, balanc�ng what should be
and what �s, that �s to say, �n proport�on�ng enjoyment to effort and a
glut to need; �n a word, �n evolv�ng from the soc�al apparatus more
l�ght and more comfort for the benef�t of those who suffer and those
who are �gnorant.

And, let us say �t, all th�s �s but the beg�nn�ng. The true quest�on �s
th�s: labor cannot be a law w�thout be�ng a r�ght.



We w�ll not �ns�st upon th�s po�nt; th�s �s not the proper place for
that.

If nature calls �tself Prov�dence, soc�ety should call �tself fores�ght.
Intellectual and moral growth �s no less �nd�spensable than

mater�al �mprovement. To know �s a sacrament, to th�nk �s the pr�me
necess�ty, truth �s nour�shment as well as gra�n. A reason wh�ch fasts
from sc�ence and w�sdom grows th�n. Let us enter equal compla�nt
aga�nst stomachs and m�nds wh�ch do not eat. If there �s anyth�ng
more heart-break�ng than a body per�sh�ng for lack of bread, �t �s a
soul wh�ch �s dy�ng from hunger for the l�ght.

The whole of progress tends �n the d�rect�on of solut�on. Some day
we shall be amazed. As the human race mounts upward, the deep
layers emerge naturally from the zone of d�stress. The obl�terat�on of
m�sery w�ll be accompl�shed by a s�mple elevat�on of level.

We should do wrong were we to doubt th�s blessed
consummat�on.

The past �s very strong, �t �s true, at the present moment. It
censures. Th�s rejuvenat�on of a corpse �s surpr�s�ng. Behold, �t �s
walk�ng and advanc�ng. It seems a v�ctor; th�s dead body �s a
conqueror. He arr�ves w�th h�s leg�ons, superst�t�ons, w�th h�s sword,
despot�sm, w�th h�s banner, �gnorance; a wh�le ago, he won ten
battles. He advances, he threatens, he laughs, he �s at our doors.
Let us not despa�r, on our s�de. Let us sell the f�eld on wh�ch
Hann�bal �s encamped.

What have we to fear, we who bel�eve?
No such th�ng as a back-flow of �deas ex�sts any more than there

ex�sts a return of a r�ver on �ts course.
But let those who do not des�re a future reflect on th�s matter.

When they say “no” to progress, �t �s not the future but themselves
that they are condemn�ng. They are g�v�ng themselves a sad malady;
they are �noculat�ng themselves w�th the past. There �s but one way
of reject�ng To-morrow, and that �s to d�e.

Now, no death, that of the body as late as poss�ble, that of the soul
never,—th�s �s what we des�re.



Yes, the en�gma w�ll utter �ts word, the sph�nx w�ll speak, the
problem w�ll be solved.

Yes, the people, sketched out by the e�ghteenth century, w�ll be
f�n�shed by the n�neteenth. He who doubts th�s �s an �d�ot! The future
blossom�ng, the near blossom�ng forth of un�versal well-be�ng, �s a
d�v�nely fatal phenomenon.

Immense comb�ned propuls�ons d�rect human affa�rs and conduct
them w�th�n a g�ven t�me to a log�cal state, that �s to say, to a state of
equ�l�br�um; that �s to say, to equ�ty. A force composed of earth and
heaven results from human�ty and governs �t; th�s force �s a worker of
m�racles; marvellous �ssues are no more d�ff�cult to �t than
extraord�nary v�c�ss�tudes. A�ded by sc�ence, wh�ch comes from one
man, and by the event, wh�ch comes from another, �t �s not greatly
alarmed by these contrad�ct�ons �n the att�tude of problems, wh�ch
seem �mposs�b�l�t�es to the vulgar herd. It �s no less sk�lful at caus�ng
a solut�on to spr�ng forth from the reconc�l�at�on of �deas, than a
lesson from the reconc�l�at�on of facts, and we may expect anyth�ng
from that myster�ous power of progress, wh�ch brought the Or�ent
and the Occ�dent face to face one f�ne day, �n the depths of a
sepulchre, and made the �maums converse w�th Bonaparte �n the
�nter�or of the Great Pyram�d.

In the meant�me, let there be no halt, no hes�tat�on, no pause �n
the grand�ose onward march of m�nds. Soc�al ph�losophy cons�sts
essent�ally �n sc�ence and peace. Its object �s, and �ts result must be,
to d�ssolve wrath by the study of antagon�sms. It exam�nes, �t
scrut�n�zes, �t analyzes; then �t puts together once more, �t proceeds
by means of reduct�on, d�scard�ng all hatred.

More than once, a soc�ety has been seen to g�ve way before the
w�nd wh�ch �s let loose upon mank�nd; h�story �s full of the sh�pwrecks
of nat�ons and emp�res; manners, customs, laws, rel�g�ons,—and
some f�ne day that unknown force, the hurr�cane, passes by and
bears them all away. The c�v�l�zat�ons of Ind�a, of Chaldea, of Pers�a,
of Syr�a, of Egypt, have d�sappeared one after the other. Why? We
know not. What are the causes of these d�sasters? We do not know.
Could these soc�et�es have been saved? Was �t the�r fault? D�d they
pers�st �n the fatal v�ce wh�ch destroyed them? What �s the amount of



su�c�de �n these terr�ble deaths of a nat�on and a race? Quest�ons to
wh�ch there ex�sts no reply. Darkness enwraps condemned
c�v�l�zat�ons. They sprung a leak, then they sank. We have noth�ng
more to say; and �t �s w�th a sort of terror that we look on, at the
bottom of that sea wh�ch �s called the past, beh�nd those colossal
waves, at the sh�pwreck of those �mmense vessels, Babylon,
N�neveh, Tarsus, Thebes, Rome, beneath the fearful gusts wh�ch
emerge from all the mouths of the shadows. But shadows are there,
and l�ght �s here. We are not acqua�nted w�th the malad�es of these
anc�ent c�v�l�zat�ons, we do not know the �nf�rm�t�es of our own.
Everywhere upon �t we have the r�ght of l�ght, we contemplate �ts
beaut�es, we lay bare �ts defects. Where �t �s �ll, we probe; and the
s�ckness once d�agnosed, the study of the cause leads to the
d�scovery of the remedy. Our c�v�l�zat�on, the work of twenty
centur�es, �s �ts law and �ts prod�gy; �t �s worth the trouble of sav�ng. It
w�ll be saved. It �s already much to have solaced �t; �ts enl�ghtenment
�s yet another po�nt. All the labors of modern soc�al ph�losoph�es
must converge towards th�s po�nt. The th�nker of to-day has a great
duty—to auscultate c�v�l�zat�on.

We repeat, that th�s auscultat�on br�ngs encouragement; �t �s by
th�s pers�stence �n encouragement that we w�sh to conclude these
pages, an austere �nterlude �n a mournful drama. Beneath the soc�al
mortal�ty, we feel human �mper�shableness. The globe does not
per�sh, because �t has these wounds, craters, erupt�ons, sulphur p�ts,
here and there, nor because of a volcano wh�ch ejects �ts pus. The
malad�es of the people do not k�ll man.

And yet, any one who follows the course of soc�al cl�n�cs shakes
h�s head at t�mes. The strongest, the tenderest, the most log�cal
have the�r hours of weakness.

W�ll the future arr�ve? It seems as though we m�ght almost put th�s
quest�on, when we behold so much terr�ble darkness. Melancholy
face-to-face encounter of self�sh and wretched. On the part of the
self�sh, the prejud�ces, shadows of costly educat�on, appet�te
�ncreas�ng through �ntox�cat�on, a g�dd�ness of prosper�ty wh�ch dulls,
a fear of suffer�ng wh�ch, �n some, goes as far as an avers�on for the
suffer�ng, an �mplacable sat�sfact�on, the I so swollen that �t bars the



soul; on the s�de of the wretched covetousness, envy, hatred of
see�ng others enjoy, the profound �mpulses of the human beast
towards assuag�ng �ts des�res, hearts full of m�st, sadness, need,
fatal�ty, �mpure and s�mple �gnorance.

Shall we cont�nue to ra�se our eyes to heaven? �s the lum�nous
po�nt wh�ch we d�st�ngu�sh there one of those wh�ch van�sh? The
�deal �s fr�ghtful to behold, thus lost �n the depths, small, �solated,
�mpercept�ble, br�ll�ant, but surrounded by those great, black
menaces, monstrously heaped around �t; yet no more �n danger than
a star �n the maw of the clouds.



BOOK EIGHTH—ENCHANTMENTS
AND DESOLATIONS



CHAPTER I—FULL LIGHT
The reader has probably understood that Épon�ne, hav�ng

recogn�zed through the gate, the �nhab�tant of that Rue Plumet
wh�ther Magnon had sent her, had begun by keep�ng the ruff�ans
away from the Rue Plumet, and had then conducted Mar�us th�ther,
and that, after many days spent �n ecstasy before that gate, Mar�us,
drawn on by that force wh�ch draws the �ron to the magnet and a
lover towards the stones of wh�ch �s bu�lt the house of her whom he
loves, had f�nally entered Cosette’s garden as Romeo entered the
garden of Jul�et. Th�s had even proved eas�er for h�m than for
Romeo; Romeo was obl�ged to scale a wall, Mar�us had only to use
a l�ttle force on one of the bars of the decrep�t gate wh�ch vac�llated
�n �ts rusty recess, after the fash�on of old people’s teeth. Mar�us was
slender and read�ly passed through.

As there was never any one �n the street, and as Mar�us never
entered the garden except at n�ght, he ran no r�sk of be�ng seen.

Beg�nn�ng w�th that blessed and holy hour when a k�ss betrothed
these two souls, Mar�us was there every even�ng. If, at that per�od of
her ex�stence, Cosette had fallen �n love w�th a man �n the least
unscrupulous or debauched, she would have been lost; for there are
generous natures wh�ch y�eld themselves, and Cosette was one of
them. One of woman’s magnan�m�t�es �s to y�eld. Love, at the he�ght
where �t �s absolute, �s compl�cated w�th some �ndescr�bably celest�al
bl�ndness of modesty. But what dangers you run, O noble souls!
Often you g�ve the heart, and we take the body. Your heart rema�ns
w�th you, you gaze upon �t �n the gloom w�th a shudder. Love has no
m�ddle course; �t e�ther ru�ns or �t saves. All human dest�ny l�es �n th�s
d�lemma. Th�s d�lemma, ru�n, or safety, �s set forth no more
�nexorably by any fatal�ty than by love. Love �s l�fe, �f �t �s not death.
Cradle; also coff�n. The same sent�ment says “yes” and “no” �n the



human heart. Of all the th�ngs that God has made, the human heart
�s the one wh�ch sheds the most l�ght, alas! and the most darkness.

God w�lled that Cosette’s love should encounter one of the loves
wh�ch save.

Throughout the whole of the month of May of that year 1832, there
were there, �n every n�ght, �n that poor, neglected garden, beneath
that th�cket wh�ch grew th�cker and more fragrant day by day, two
be�ngs composed of all chast�ty, all �nnocence, overflow�ng w�th all
the fel�c�ty of heaven, nearer to the archangels than to mank�nd,
pure, honest, �ntox�cated, rad�ant, who shone for each other am�d the
shadows. It seemed to Cosette that Mar�us had a crown, and to
Mar�us that Cosette had a n�mbus. They touched each other, they
gazed at each other, they clasped each other’s hands, they pressed
close to each other; but there was a d�stance wh�ch they d�d not
pass. Not that they respected �t; they d�d not know of �ts ex�stence.
Mar�us was consc�ous of a barr�er, Cosette’s �nnocence; and Cosette
of a support, Mar�us’ loyalty. The f�rst k�ss had also been the last.
Mar�us, s�nce that t�me, had not gone further than to touch Cosette’s
hand, or her kerch�ef, or a lock of her ha�r, w�th h�s l�ps. For h�m,
Cosette was a perfume and not a woman. He �nhaled her. She
refused noth�ng, and he asked noth�ng. Cosette was happy, and
Mar�us was sat�sf�ed. They l�ved �n th�s ecstat�c state wh�ch can be
descr�bed as the dazzl�ng of one soul by another soul. It was the
�neffable f�rst embrace of two ma�den souls �n the �deal. Two swans
meet�ng on the Jungfrau.

At that hour of love, an hour when voluptuousness �s absolutely
mute, beneath the omn�potence of ecstasy, Mar�us, the pure and
seraph�c Mar�us, would rather have gone to a woman of the town
than have ra�sed Cosette’s robe to the he�ght of her ankle. Once, �n
the moonl�ght, Cosette stooped to p�ck up someth�ng on the ground,
her bod�ce fell apart and perm�tted a gl�mpse of the beg�nn�ng of her
throat. Mar�us turned away h�s eyes.

What took place between these two be�ngs? Noth�ng. They adored
each other.

At n�ght, when they were there, that garden seemed a l�v�ng and a
sacred spot. All flowers unfolded around them and sent them



�ncense; and they opened the�r souls and scattered them over the
flowers. The wanton and v�gorous vegetat�on qu�vered, full of
strength and �ntox�cat�on, around these two �nnocents, and they
uttered words of love wh�ch set the trees to trembl�ng.

What words were these? Breaths. Noth�ng more. These breaths
suff�ced to trouble and to touch all nature round about. Mag�c power
wh�ch we should f�nd �t d�ff�cult to understand were we to read �n a
book these conversat�ons wh�ch are made to be borne away and
d�spersed l�ke smoke wreaths by the breeze beneath the leaves.
Take from those murmurs of two lovers that melody wh�ch proceeds
from the soul and wh�ch accompan�es them l�ke a lyre, and what
rema�ns �s noth�ng more than a shade; you say: “What! �s that all!”
eh! yes, ch�ld�sh prattle, repet�t�ons, laughter at noth�ng, nonsense,
everyth�ng that �s deepest and most subl�me �n the world! The only
th�ngs wh�ch are worth the trouble of say�ng and hear�ng!

The man who has never heard, the man who has never uttered
these absurd�t�es, these paltry remarks, �s an �mbec�le and a
mal�c�ous fellow. Cosette sa�d to Mar�us:—

“Dost thou know?—”
[In all th�s and athwart th�s celest�al ma�denl�ness, and w�thout

e�ther of them be�ng able to say how �t had come about, they had
begun to call each other thou.]

“Dost thou know? My name �s Euphras�e.”
“Euphras�e? Why, no, thy name �s Cosette.”
“Oh! Cosette �s a very ugly name that was g�ven to me when I was

a l�ttle th�ng. But my real name �s Euphras�e. Dost thou l�ke that
name—Euphras�e?”

“Yes. But Cosette �s not ugly.”
“Do you l�ke �t better than Euphras�e?”
“Why, yes.”
“Then I l�ke �t better too. Truly, �t �s pretty, Cosette. Call me

Cosette.”
And the sm�le that she added made of th�s d�alogue an �dyl worthy

of a grove s�tuated �n heaven. On another occas�on she gazed



�ntently at h�m and excla�med:—
“Mons�eur, you are handsome, you are good-look�ng, you are w�tty,

you are not at all stup�d, you are much more learned than I am, but I
b�d you def�ance w�th th�s word: I love you!”

And Mar�us, �n the very heavens, thought he heard a stra�n sung
by a star.

Or she bestowed on h�m a gentle tap because he coughed, and
she sa�d to h�m:—

“Don’t cough, s�r; I w�ll not have people cough on my doma�n
w�thout my perm�ss�on. It’s very naughty to cough and to d�sturb me.
I want you to be well, because, �n the f�rst place, �f you were not well,
I should be very unhappy. What should I do then?”

And th�s was s�mply d�v�ne.
Once Mar�us sa�d to Cosette:—
“Just �mag�ne, I thought at one t�me that your name was Ursule.”
Th�s made both of them laugh the whole even�ng.
In the m�ddle of another conversat�on, he chanced to excla�m:—
“Oh! One day, at the Luxembourg, I had a good m�nd to f�n�sh

break�ng up a veteran!” But he stopped short, and went no further.
He would have been obl�ged to speak to Cosette of her garter, and
that was �mposs�ble. Th�s bordered on a strange theme, the flesh,
before wh�ch that �mmense and �nnocent love reco�led w�th a sort of
sacred fr�ght.

Mar�us p�ctured l�fe w�th Cosette to h�mself l�ke th�s, w�thout
anyth�ng else; to come every even�ng to the Rue Plumet, to d�splace
the old and accommodat�ng bar of the ch�ef-just�ce’s gate, to s�t
elbow to elbow on that bench, to gaze through the trees at the
sc�nt�llat�on of the on-com�ng n�ght, to f�t a fold of the knee of h�s
trousers �nto the ample fall of Cosette’s gown, to caress her thumb-
na�l, to call her thou, to smell of the same flower, one after the other,
forever, �ndef�n�tely. Dur�ng th�s t�me, clouds passed above the�r
heads. Every t�me that the w�nd blows �t bears w�th �t more of the
dreams of men than of the clouds of heaven.



Th�s chaste, almost shy love was not devo�d of gallantry, by any
means. To pay compl�ments to the woman whom a man loves �s the
f�rst method of bestow�ng caresses, and he �s half audac�ous who
tr�es �t. A compl�ment �s someth�ng l�ke a k�ss through a ve�l.
Voluptuousness m�ngles there w�th �ts sweet t�ny po�nt, wh�le �t h�des
�tself. The heart draws back before voluptuousness only to love the
more. Mar�us’ bland�shments, all saturated w�th fancy, were, so to
speak, of azure hue. The b�rds when they fly up yonder, �n the
d�rect�on of the angels, must hear such words. There were m�ngled
w�th them, nevertheless, l�fe, human�ty, all the pos�t�veness of wh�ch
Mar�us was capable. It was what �s sa�d �n the bower, a prelude to
what w�ll be sa�d �n the chamber; a lyr�cal effus�on, strophe and
sonnet �nterm�ngled, pleas�ng hyperboles of coo�ng, all the
ref�nements of adorat�on arranged �n a bouquet and exhal�ng a
celest�al perfume, an �neffable tw�tter of heart to heart.

“Oh!” murmured Mar�us, “how beaut�ful you are! I dare not look at
you. It �s all over w�th me when I contemplate you. You are a grace. I
know not what �s the matter w�th me. The hem of your gown, when
the t�p of your shoe peeps from beneath, upsets me. And then, what
an enchanted gleam when you open your thought even but a l�ttle!
You talk aston�sh�ngly good sense. It seems to me at t�mes that you
are a dream. Speak, I l�sten, I adm�re. Oh Cosette! how strange �t �s
and how charm�ng! I am really bes�de myself. You are adorable,
Mademo�selle. I study your feet w�th the m�croscope and your soul
w�th the telescope.”

And Cosette answered:—
“I have been lov�ng a l�ttle more all the t�me that has passed s�nce

th�s morn�ng.”
Quest�ons and repl�es took care of themselves �n th�s d�alogue,

wh�ch always turned w�th mutual consent upon love, as the l�ttle p�th
f�gures always turn on the�r peg.

Cosette’s whole person was �ngenuousness, �ngenu�ty,
transparency, wh�teness, candor, rad�ance. It m�ght have been sa�d
of Cosette that she was clear. She produced on those who saw her
the sensat�on of Apr�l and dawn. There was dew �n her eyes. Cosette
was a condensat�on of the auroral l�ght �n the form of a woman.



It was qu�te s�mple that Mar�us should adm�re her, s�nce he adored
her. But the truth �s, that th�s l�ttle school-g�rl, fresh from the convent,
talked w�th exqu�s�te penetrat�on and uttered, at t�mes, all sorts of
true and del�cate say�ngs. Her prattle was conversat�on. She never
made a m�stake about anyth�ng, and she saw th�ngs justly. The
woman feels and speaks w�th the tender �nst�nct of the heart, wh�ch
�s �nfall�ble.

No one understands so well as a woman, how to say th�ngs that
are, at once, both sweet and deep. Sweetness and depth, they are
the whole of woman; �n them l�es the whole of heaven.

In th�s full fel�c�ty, tears welled up to the�r eyes every �nstant. A
crushed lady-bug, a feather fallen from a nest, a branch of hawthorn
broken, aroused the�r p�ty, and the�r ecstasy, sweetly m�ngled w�th
melancholy, seemed to ask noth�ng better than to weep. The most
sovere�gn symptom of love �s a tenderness that �s, at t�mes, almost
unbearable.

And, �n add�t�on to th�s,—all these contrad�ct�ons are the l�ghtn�ng
play of love,—they were fond of laugh�ng, they laughed read�ly and
w�th a del�c�ous freedom, and so fam�l�arly that they somet�mes
presented the a�r of two boys.

St�ll, though unknown to hearts �ntox�cated w�th pur�ty, nature �s
always present and w�ll not be forgotten. She �s there w�th her brutal
and subl�me object; and however great may be the �nnocence of
souls, one feels �n the most modest pr�vate �nterv�ew, the adorable
and myster�ous shade wh�ch separates a couple of lovers from a pa�r
of fr�ends.

They �dol�zed each other.
The permanent and the �mmutable are pers�stent. People l�ve, they

sm�le, they laugh, they make l�ttle gr�maces w�th the t�ps of the�r l�ps,
they �nterlace the�r f�ngers, they call each other thou, and that does
not prevent etern�ty.

Two lovers h�de themselves �n the even�ng, �n the tw�l�ght, �n the
�nv�s�ble, w�th the b�rds, w�th the roses; they fasc�nate each other �n
the darkness w�th the�r hearts wh�ch they throw �nto the�r eyes, they
murmur, they wh�sper, and �n the meant�me, �mmense l�brat�ons of
the planets f�ll the �nf�n�te un�verse.



CHAPTER II—THE BEWILDERMENT
OF PERFECT HAPPINESS

They ex�sted vaguely, fr�ghtened at the�r happ�ness. They d�d not
not�ce the cholera wh�ch dec�mated Par�s prec�sely dur�ng that very
month. They had conf�ded �n each other as far as poss�ble, but th�s
had not extended much further than the�r names. Mar�us had told
Cosette that he was an orphan, that h�s name was Mar�us
Pontmercy, that he was a lawyer, that he l�ved by wr�t�ng th�ngs for
publ�shers, that h�s father had been a colonel, that the latter had
been a hero, and that he, Mar�us, was on bad terms w�th h�s
grandfather who was r�ch. He had also h�nted at be�ng a baron, but
th�s had produced no effect on Cosette. She d�d not know the
mean�ng of the word. Mar�us was Mar�us. On her s�de, she had
conf�ded to h�m that she had been brought up at the Pet�t-P�cpus
convent, that her mother, l�ke h�s own, was dead, that her father’s
name was M. Fauchelevent, that he was very good, that he gave a
great deal to the poor, but that he was poor h�mself, and that he
den�ed h�mself everyth�ng though he den�ed her noth�ng.

Strange to say, �n the sort of symphony wh�ch Mar�us had l�ved
s�nce he had been �n the hab�t of see�ng Cosette, the past, even the
most recent past, had become so confused and d�stant to h�m, that
what Cosette told h�m sat�sf�ed h�m completely. It d�d not even occur
to h�m to tell her about the nocturnal adventure �n the hovel, about
Thénard�er, about the burn, and about the strange att�tude and
s�ngular fl�ght of her father. Mar�us had momentar�ly forgotten all th�s;
�n the even�ng he d�d not even know that there had been a morn�ng,
what he had done, where he had breakfasted, nor who had spoken
to h�m; he had songs �n h�s ears wh�ch rendered h�m deaf to every
other thought; he only ex�sted at the hours when he saw Cosette.
Then, as he was �n heaven, �t was qu�te natural that he should forget



earth. Both bore langu�dly the �ndef�nable burden of �mmater�al
pleasures. Thus l�ved these somnambul�sts who are called lovers.

Alas! Who �s there who has not felt all these th�ngs? Why does
there come an hour when one emerges from th�s azure, and why
does l�fe go on afterwards?

Lov�ng almost takes the place of th�nk�ng. Love �s an ardent
forgetfulness of all the rest. Then ask log�c of pass�on �f you w�ll.
There �s no more absolute log�cal sequence �n the human heart than
there �s a perfect geometr�cal f�gure �n the celest�al mechan�sm. For
Cosette and Mar�us noth�ng ex�sted except Mar�us and Cosette. The
un�verse around them had fallen �nto a hole. They l�ved �n a golden
m�nute. There was noth�ng before them, noth�ng beh�nd. It hardly
occurred to Mar�us that Cosette had a father. H�s bra�n was dazzled
and obl�terated. Of what d�d these lovers talk then? We have seen,
of the flowers, and the swallows, the sett�ng sun and the r�s�ng moon,
and all sorts of �mportant th�ngs. They had told each other everyth�ng
except everyth�ng. The everyth�ng of lovers �s noth�ng. But the father,
the real�t�es, that la�r, the ruff�ans, that adventure, to what purpose?
And was he very sure that th�s n�ghtmare had actually ex�sted? They
were two, and they adored each other, and beyond that there was
noth�ng. Noth�ng else ex�sted. It �s probable that th�s van�sh�ng of hell
�n our rear �s �nherent to the arr�val of parad�se. Have we beheld
demons? Are there any? Have we trembled? Have we suffered? We
no longer know. A rosy cloud hangs over �t.

So these two be�ngs l�ved �n th�s manner, h�gh aloft, w�th all that
�mprobab�l�ty wh�ch �s �n nature; ne�ther at the nad�r nor at the zen�th,
between man and seraph�m, above the m�re, below the ether, �n the
clouds; hardly flesh and blood, soul and ecstasy from head to foot;
already too subl�me to walk the earth, st�ll too heav�ly charged w�th
human�ty to d�sappear �n the blue, suspended l�ke atoms wh�ch are
wa�t�ng to be prec�p�tated; apparently beyond the bounds of dest�ny;
�gnorant of that rut; yesterday, to-day, to-morrow; amazed, rapturous,
float�ng, soar�ng; at t�mes so l�ght that they could take the�r fl�ght out
�nto the �nf�n�te; almost prepared to soar away to all etern�ty. They
slept w�de-awake, thus sweetly lulled. Oh! splend�d lethargy of the
real overwhelmed by the �deal.



Somet�mes, beaut�ful as Cosette was, Mar�us shut h�s eyes �n her
presence. The best way to look at the soul �s through closed eyes.

Mar�us and Cosette never asked themselves wh�ther th�s was to
lead them. They cons�dered that they had already arr�ved. It �s a
strange cla�m on man’s part to w�sh that love should lead to
someth�ng.



CHAPTER III—THE BEGINNING OF
SHADOW

Jean Valjean suspected noth�ng.
Cosette, who was rather less dreamy than Mar�us, was gay, and

that suff�ced for Jean Valjean’s happ�ness. The thoughts wh�ch
Cosette cher�shed, her tender preoccupat�ons, Mar�us’ �mage wh�ch
f�lled her heart, took away noth�ng from the �ncomparable pur�ty of
her beaut�ful, chaste, and sm�l�ng brow. She was at the age when the
v�rg�n bears her love as the angel h�s l�ly. So Jean Valjean was at
ease. And then, when two lovers have come to an understand�ng,
th�ngs always go well; the th�rd party who m�ght d�sturb the�r love �s
kept �n a state of perfect bl�ndness by a restr�cted number of
precaut�ons wh�ch are always the same �n the case of all lovers.
Thus, Cosette never objected to any of Jean Valjean’s proposals.
D�d she want to take a walk? “Yes, dear l�ttle father.” D�d she want to
stay at home? Very good. D�d he w�sh to pass the even�ng w�th
Cosette? She was del�ghted. As he always went to bed at ten
o’clock, Mar�us d�d not come to the garden on such occas�ons unt�l
after that hour, when, from the street, he heard Cosette open the
long glass door on the veranda. Of course, no one ever met Mar�us
�n the dayt�me. Jean Valjean never even dreamed any longer that
Mar�us was �n ex�stence. Only once, one morn�ng, he chanced to say
to Cosette: “Why, you have wh�tewash on your back!” On the
prev�ous even�ng, Mar�us, �n a transport, had pushed Cosette aga�nst
the wall.

Old Toussa�nt, who ret�red early, thought of noth�ng but her sleep,
and was as �gnorant of the whole matter as Jean Valjean.

Mar�us never set foot �n the house. When he was w�th Cosette,
they h�d themselves �n a recess near the steps, �n order that they
m�ght ne�ther be seen nor heard from the street, and there they sat,



frequently content�ng themselves, by way of conversat�on, w�th
press�ng each other’s hands twenty t�mes a m�nute as they gazed at
the branches of the trees. At such t�mes, a thunderbolt m�ght have
fallen th�rty paces from them, and they would not have not�ced �t, so
deeply was the rever�e of the one absorbed and sunk �n the rever�e
of the other.

L�mp�d pur�ty. Hours wholly wh�te; almost all al�ke. Th�s sort of love
�s a recollect�on of l�ly petals and the plumage of the dove.

The whole extent of the garden lay between them and the street.
Every t�me that Mar�us entered and left, he carefully adjusted the bar
of the gate �n such a manner that no d�splacement was v�s�ble.

He usually went away about m�dn�ght, and returned to
Courfeyrac’s lodg�ngs. Courfeyrac sa�d to Bahorel:—

“Would you bel�eve �t? Mar�us comes home nowadays at one
o’clock �n the morn�ng.”

Bahorel repl�ed:—
“What do you expect? There’s always a petard �n a sem�nary

fellow.”
At t�mes, Courfeyrac folded h�s arms, assumed a ser�ous a�r, and

sa�d to Mar�us:—
“You are gett�ng �rregular �n your hab�ts, young man.”
Courfeyrac, be�ng a pract�cal man, d�d not take �n good part th�s

reflect�on of an �nv�s�ble parad�se upon Mar�us; he was not much �n
the hab�t of concealed pass�ons; �t made h�m �mpat�ent, and now and
then he called upon Mar�us to come back to real�ty.

One morn�ng, he threw h�m th�s admon�t�on:—
“My dear fellow, you produce upon me the effect of be�ng located

�n the moon, the realm of dreams, the prov�nce of �llus�ons, cap�tal,
soap-bubble. Come, be a good boy, what’s her name?”

But noth�ng could �nduce Mar�us “to talk.” They m�ght have torn out
h�s na�ls before one of the two sacred syllables of wh�ch that
�neffable name, Cosette, was composed. True love �s as lum�nous as
the dawn and as s�lent as the tomb. Only, Courfeyrac saw th�s
change �n Mar�us, that h�s tac�turn�ty was of the beam�ng order.



Dur�ng th�s sweet month of May, Mar�us and Cosette learned to
know these �mmense del�ghts. To d�spute and to say you for thou,
s�mply that they m�ght say thou the better afterwards. To talk at great
length w�th very m�nute deta�ls, of persons �n whom they took not the
sl�ghtest �nterest �n the world; another proof that �n that rav�sh�ng
opera called love, the l�bretto counts for almost noth�ng;

For Mar�us, to l�sten to Cosette d�scuss�ng f�nery;
For Cosette, to l�sten to Mar�us talk �n pol�t�cs;
To l�sten, knee pressed to knee, to the carr�ages roll�ng along the

Rue de Babylone;
To gaze upon the same planet �n space, or at the same glowworm

gleam�ng �n the grass;
To hold the�r peace together; a st�ll greater del�ght than

conversat�on;
Etc., etc.
In the meant�me, d�vers compl�cat�ons were approach�ng.
One even�ng, Mar�us was on h�s way to the rendezvous, by way of

the Boulevard des Inval�des. He hab�tually walked w�th droop�ng
head. As he was on the po�nt of turn�ng the corner of the Rue
Plumet, he heard some one qu�te close to h�m say:—

“Good even�ng, Mons�eur Mar�us.”
He ra�sed h�s head and recogn�zed Épon�ne.
Th�s produced a s�ngular effect upon h�m. He had not thought of

that g�rl a s�ngle t�me s�nce the day when she had conducted h�m to
the Rue Plumet, he had not seen her aga�n, and she had gone
completely out of h�s m�nd. He had no reasons for anyth�ng but
grat�tude towards her, he owed her h�s happ�ness, and yet, �t was
embarrass�ng to h�m to meet her.

It �s an error to th�nk that pass�on, when �t �s pure and happy, leads
man to a state of perfect�on; �t s�mply leads h�m, as we have noted,
to a state of obl�v�on. In th�s s�tuat�on, man forgets to be bad, but he
also forgets to be good. Grat�tude, duty, matters essent�al and
�mportant to be remembered, van�sh. At any other t�me, Mar�us
would have behaved qu�te d�fferently to Épon�ne. Absorbed �n



Cosette, he had not even clearly put �t to h�mself that th�s Épon�ne
was named Épon�ne Thénard�er, and that she bore the name
�nscr�bed �n h�s father’s w�ll, that name, for wh�ch, but a few months
before, he would have so ardently sacr�f�ced h�mself. We show
Mar�us as he was. H�s father h�mself was fad�ng out of h�s soul to
some extent, under the splendor of h�s love.

He repl�ed w�th some embarrassment:—
“Ah! so �t’s you, Épon�ne?”
“Why do you call me you? Have I done anyth�ng to you?”
“No,” he answered.
Certa�nly, he had noth�ng aga�nst her. Far from �t. Only, he felt that

he could not do otherw�se, now that he used thou to Cosette, than
say you to Épon�ne.

As he rema�ned s�lent, she excla�med:—
“Say—”
Then she paused. It seemed as though words fa�led that creature

formerly so heedless and so bold. She tr�ed to sm�le and could not.
Then she resumed:—

“Well?”
Then she paused aga�n, and rema�ned w�th downcast eyes.
“Good even�ng, Mr. Mar�us,” sa�d she suddenly and abruptly; and

away she went.



CHAPTER IV—A CAB RUNS IN
ENGLISH AND BARKS IN SLANG

The follow�ng day was the 3d of June, 1832, a date wh�ch �t �s
necessary to �nd�cate on account of the grave events wh�ch at that
epoch hung on the hor�zon of Par�s �n the state of l�ghtn�ng-charged
clouds. Mar�us, at n�ghtfall, was pursu�ng the same road as on the
preced�ng even�ng, w�th the same thoughts of del�ght �n h�s heart,
when he caught s�ght of Épon�ne approach�ng, through the trees of
the boulevard. Two days �n success�on—th�s was too much. He
turned hast�ly as�de, qu�tted the boulevard, changed h�s course and
went to the Rue Plumet through the Rue Mons�eur.

Th�s caused Épon�ne to follow h�m to the Rue Plumet, a th�ng
wh�ch she had not yet done. Up to that t�me, she had contented
herself w�th watch�ng h�m on h�s passage along the boulevard
w�thout ever seek�ng to encounter h�m. It was only on the even�ng
before that she had attempted to address h�m.

So Épon�ne followed h�m, w�thout h�s suspect�ng the fact. She saw
h�m d�splace the bar and sl�p �nto the garden.

She approached the ra�l�ng, felt of the bars one after the other, and
read�ly recogn�zed the one wh�ch Mar�us had moved.

She murmured �n a low vo�ce and �n gloomy accents:—
“None of that, L�sette!”
She seated herself on the underp�nn�ng of the ra�l�ng, close bes�de

the bar, as though she were guard�ng �t. It was prec�sely at the po�nt
where the ra�l�ng touched the ne�ghbor�ng wall. There was a d�m
nook there, �n wh�ch Épon�ne was ent�rely concealed.

She rema�ned thus for more than an hour, w�thout st�rr�ng and
w�thout breath�ng, a prey to her thoughts.



Towards ten o’clock �n the even�ng, one of the two or three
persons who passed through the Rue Plumet, an old, belated
bourgeo�s who was mak�ng haste to escape from th�s deserted spot
of ev�l repute, as he sk�rted the garden ra�l�ngs and reached the
angle wh�ch �t made w�th the wall, heard a dull and threaten�ng vo�ce
say�ng:—

“I’m no longer surpr�sed that he comes here every even�ng.”
The passer-by cast a glance around h�m, saw no one, dared not

peer �nto the black n�che, and was greatly alarmed. He redoubled h�s
pace.

Th�s passer-by had reason to make haste, for a very few �nstants
later, s�x men, who were march�ng separately and at some d�stance
from each other, along the wall, and who m�ght have been taken for
a gray patrol, entered the Rue Plumet.

The f�rst to arr�ve at the garden ra�l�ng halted, and wa�ted for the
others; a second later, all s�x were reun�ted.

These men began to talk �n a low vo�ce.
“Th�s �s the place,” sa�d one of them.
“Is there a cab [dog] �n the garden?” asked another.
“I don’t know. In any case, I have fetched a ball that we’ll make

h�m eat.”
“Have you some putty to break the pane w�th?”
“Yes.”
“The ra�l�ng �s old,” �nterpolated a f�fth, who had the vo�ce of a

ventr�loqu�st.
“So much the better,” sa�d the second who had spoken. “It won’t

screech under the saw, and �t won’t be hard to cut.”
The s�xth, who had not yet opened h�s l�ps, now began to �nspect

the gate, as Épon�ne had done an hour earl�er, grasp�ng each bar �n
success�on, and shak�ng them caut�ously.

Thus he came to the bar wh�ch Mar�us had loosened. As he was
on the po�nt of grasp�ng th�s bar, a hand emerged abruptly from the
darkness, fell upon h�s arm; he felt h�mself v�gorously thrust as�de by



a push �n the m�ddle of h�s breast, and a hoarse vo�ce sa�d to h�m,
but not loudly:—

“There’s a dog.”
At the same moment, he perce�ved a pale g�rl stand�ng before h�m.
The man underwent that shock wh�ch the unexpected always

br�ngs. He br�stled up �n h�deous w�se; noth�ng �s so form�dable to
behold as feroc�ous beasts who are uneasy; the�r terr�f�ed a�r evokes
terror.

He reco�led and stammered:—
“What jade �s th�s?”
“Your daughter.”
It was, �n fact, Épon�ne, who had addressed Thénard�er.
At the appar�t�on of Épon�ne, the other f�ve, that �s to say,

Claquesous, Guelemer, Babet, Brujon, and Montparnasse had
no�selessly drawn near, w�thout prec�p�tat�on, w�thout utter�ng a word,
w�th the s�n�ster slowness pecul�ar to these men of the n�ght.

Some �ndescr�bable but h�deous tools were v�s�ble �n the�r hands.
Guelemer held one of those pa�rs of curved p�ncers wh�ch prowlers
call fanchons.

“Ah, see here, what are you about there? What do you want w�th
us? Are you crazy?” excla�med Thénard�er, as loudly as one can
excla�m and st�ll speak low; “what have you come here to h�nder our
work for?”

Épon�ne burst out laugh�ng, and threw herself on h�s neck.
“I am here, l�ttle father, because I am here. Isn’t a person allowed

to s�t on the stones nowadays? It’s you who ought not to be here.
What have you come here for, s�nce �t’s a b�scu�t? I told Magnon so.
There’s noth�ng to be done here. But embrace me, my good l�ttle
father! It’s a long t�me s�nce I’ve seen you! So you’re out?”

Thénard�er tr�ed to d�sentangle h�mself from Épon�ne’s arms, and
grumbled:—

“That’s good. You’ve embraced me. Yes, I’m out. I’m not �n. Now,
get away w�th you.”

But Épon�ne d�d not release her hold, and redoubled her caresses.



“But how d�d you manage �t, l�ttle pa? You must have been very
clever to get out of that. Tell me about �t! And my mother? Where �s
mother? Tell me about mamma.”

Thénard�er repl�ed:—
“She’s well. I don’t know, let me alone, and be off, I tell you.”
“I won’t go, so there now,” pouted Épon�ne l�ke a spo�led ch�ld;

“you send me off, and �t’s four months s�nce I saw you, and I’ve
hardly had t�me to k�ss you.”

And she caught her father round the neck aga�n.
“Come, now, th�s �s stup�d!” sa�d Babet.
“Make haste!” sa�d Guelemer, “the cops may pass.”
The ventr�loqu�st’s vo�ce repeated h�s d�st�ch:—

“Nous n’ sommes pas le jour de l’an,
“This isn’t New Year’s day
A bécoter papa, maman.”
To peck at pa and ma.”

Épon�ne turned to the f�ve ruff�ans.
“Why, �t’s Mons�eur Brujon. Good day, Mons�eur Babet. Good day,

Mons�eur Claquesous. Don’t you know me, Mons�eur Guelemer?
How goes �t, Montparnasse?”

“Yes, they know you!” ejaculated Thénard�er. “But good day, good
even�ng, sheer off! leave us alone!”

“It’s the hour for foxes, not for ch�ckens,” sa�d Montparnasse.
“You see the job we have on hand here,” added Babet.
Épon�ne caught Montparnasse’s hand.
“Take care,” sa�d he, “you’ll cut yourself, I’ve a kn�fe open.”
“My l�ttle Montparnasse,” responded Épon�ne very gently, “you

must have conf�dence �n people. I am the daughter of my father,
perhaps. Mons�eur Babet, Mons�eur Guelemer, I’m the person who
was charged to �nvest�gate th�s matter.”

It �s remarkable that Épon�ne d�d not talk slang. That fr�ghtful
tongue had become �mposs�ble to her s�nce she had known Mar�us.

She pressed �n her hand, small, bony, and feeble as that of a
skeleton, Guelemer’s huge, coarse f�ngers, and cont�nued:—



“You know well that I’m no fool. Ord�nar�ly, I am bel�eved. I have
rendered you serv�ce on var�ous occas�ons. Well, I have made
�nqu�r�es; you w�ll expose yourselves to no purpose, you see. I swear
to you that there �s noth�ng �n th�s house.”

“There are lone women,” sa�d Guelemer.
“No, the persons have moved away.”
“The candles haven’t, anyway!” ejaculated Babet.
And he po�nted out to Épon�ne, across the tops of the trees, a l�ght

wh�ch was wander�ng about �n the mansard roof of the pav�l�on. It
was Toussa�nt, who had stayed up to spread out some l�nen to dry.

Épon�ne made a f�nal effort.
“Well,” sa�d she, “they’re very poor folks, and �t’s a hovel where

there �sn’t a sou.”
“Go to the dev�l!” cr�ed Thénard�er. “When we’ve turned the house

ups�de down and put the cellar at the top and the att�c below, we’ll
tell you what there �s �ns�de, and whether �t’s francs or sous or half-
farth�ngs.”

And he pushed her as�de w�th the �ntent�on of enter�ng.
“My good fr�end, Mr. Montparnasse,” sa�d Épon�ne, “I entreat you,

you are a good fellow, don’t enter.”
“Take care, you’ll cut yourself,” repl�ed Montparnasse.
Thénard�er resumed �n h�s dec�ded tone:—
“Decamp, my g�rl, and leave men to the�r own affa�rs!”
Épon�ne released Montparnasse’s hand, wh�ch she had grasped

aga�n, and sa�d:—
“So you mean to enter th�s house?”
“Rather!” gr�nned the ventr�loqu�st.
Then she set her back aga�nst the gate, faced the s�x ruff�ans who

were armed to the teeth, and to whom the n�ght lent the v�sages of
demons, and sa�d �n a f�rm, low vo�ce:—

“Well, I don’t mean that you shall.”
They halted �n amazement. The ventr�loqu�st, however, f�n�shed h�s

gr�n. She went on:—



“Fr�ends! L�sten well. Th�s �s not what you want. Now I’m talk�ng. In
the f�rst place, �f you enter th�s garden, �f you lay a hand on th�s gate,
I’ll scream, I’ll beat on the door, I’ll rouse everybody, I’ll have the
whole s�x of you se�zed, I’ll call the pol�ce.”

“She’d do �t, too,” sa�d Thénard�er �n a low tone to Brujon and the
ventr�loqu�st.

She shook her head and added:—
“Beg�nn�ng w�th my father!”
Thénard�er stepped nearer.
“Not so close, my good man!” sa�d she.
He retreated, growl�ng between h�s teeth:—
“Why, what’s the matter w�th her?”
And he added:—
“B�tch!”
She began to laugh �n a terr�ble way:—
“As you l�ke, but you shall not enter here. I’m not the daughter of a

dog, s�nce I’m the daughter of a wolf. There are s�x of you, what
matters that to me? You are men. Well, I’m a woman. You don’t
fr�ghten me. I tell you that you shan’t enter th�s house, because �t
doesn’t su�t me. If you approach, I’ll bark. I told you, I’m the dog, and
I don’t care a straw for you. Go your way, you bore me! Go where
you please, but don’t come here, I forb�d �t! You can use your kn�ves.
I’ll use k�cks; �t’s all the same to me, come on!”

She advanced a pace nearer the ruff�ans, she was terr�ble, she
burst out laugh�ng:—

“Pard�ne! I’m not afra�d. I shall be hungry th�s summer, and I shall
be cold th�s w�nter. Aren’t they r�d�culous, these n�nn�es of men, to
th�nk they can scare a g�rl! What! Scare? Oh, yes, much! Because
you have f�n�cal poppets of m�stresses who h�de under the bed when
you put on a b�g vo�ce, forsooth! I a�n’t afra�d of anyth�ng, that I a�n’t!”

She fastened her �ntent gaze upon Thénard�er and sa�d:—
“Not even of you, father!”
Then she cont�nued, as she cast her blood-shot, spectre-l�ke eyes

upon the ruff�ans �n turn:—



“What do I care �f I’m p�cked up to-morrow morn�ng on the
pavement of the Rue Plumet, k�lled by the blows of my father’s club,
or whether I’m found a year from now �n the nets at Sa�nt-Cloud or
the Isle of Swans �n the m�dst of rotten old corks and drowned
dogs?”

She was forced to pause; she was se�zed by a dry cough, her
breath came from her weak and narrow chest l�ke the death-rattle.

She resumed:—
“I have only to cry out, and people w�ll come, and then slap, bang!

There are s�x of you; I represent the whole world.”
Thénard�er made a movement towards her.
“Don’t approach!” she cr�ed.
He halted, and sa�d gently:—
“Well, no; I won’t approach, but don’t speak so loud. So you �ntend

to h�nder us �n our work, my daughter? But we must earn our l�v�ng
all the same. Have you no longer any k�nd feel�ng for your father?”

“You bother me,” sa�d Épon�ne.
“But we must l�ve, we must eat—”
“Burst!”
So say�ng, she seated herself on the underp�nn�ng of the fence

and hummed:—
“Mon bras si dodu,            “My arm so plump,
Ma jambe bien faite           My leg well formed,
Et le temps perdu.”           And time wasted.”

She had set her elbow on her knee and her ch�n �n her hand, and
she swung her foot w�th an a�r of �nd�fference. Her tattered gown
perm�tted a v�ew of her th�n shoulder-blades. The ne�ghbor�ng street
lantern �llum�nated her prof�le and her att�tude. Noth�ng more resolute
and more surpr�s�ng could be seen.

The s�x rascals, speechless and gloomy at be�ng held �n check by
a g�rl, retreated beneath the shadow cast by the lantern, and held
counsel w�th fur�ous and hum�l�ated shrugs.

In the meant�me she stared at them w�th a stern but peaceful a�r.
“There’s someth�ng the matter w�th her,” sa�d Babet. “A reason. Is

she �n love w�th the dog? It’s a shame to m�ss th�s, anyway. Two



women, an old fellow who lodges �n the back-yard, and curta�ns that
a�n’t so bad at the w�ndows. The old cove must be a Jew. I th�nk the
job’s a good one.”

“Well, go �n, then, the rest of you,” excla�med Montparnasse. “Do
the job. I’ll stay here w�th the g�rl, and �f she fa�ls us—”

He flashed the kn�fe, wh�ch he held open �n h�s hand, �n the l�ght of
the lantern.

Thénard�er sa�d not a word, and seemed ready for whatever the
rest pleased.

Brujon, who was somewhat of an oracle, and who had, as the
reader knows, “put up the job,” had not as yet spoken. He seemed
thoughtful. He had the reputat�on of not st�ck�ng at anyth�ng, and �t
was known that he had plundered a pol�ce post s�mply out of
bravado. Bes�des th�s he made verses and songs, wh�ch gave h�m
great author�ty.

Babet �nterrogated h�m:—
“You say noth�ng, Brujon?”
Brujon rema�ned s�lent an �nstant longer, then he shook h�s head �n

var�ous ways, and f�nally concluded to speak:—
“See here; th�s morn�ng I came across two sparrows f�ght�ng, th�s

even�ng I jostled a woman who was quarrell�ng. All that’s bad. Let’s
qu�t.”

They went away.
As they went, Montparnasse muttered:—
“Never m�nd! �f they had wanted, I’d have cut her throat.”
Babet responded
“I wouldn’t. I don’t h�t a lady.”
At the corner of the street they halted and exchanged the follow�ng

en�gmat�cal d�alogue �n a low tone:—
“Where shall we go to sleep to-n�ght?”
“Under Pant�n [Par�s].”
“Have you the key to the gate, Thénard�er?”
“Pard�.”



Épon�ne, who never took her eyes off of them, saw them retreat by
the road by wh�ch they had come. She rose and began to creep after
them along the walls and the houses. She followed them thus as far
as the boulevard.

There they parted, and she saw these s�x men plunge �nto the
gloom, where they appeared to melt away.



CHAPTER V—THINGS OF THE NIGHT
After the departure of the ruff�ans, the Rue Plumet resumed �ts

tranqu�l, nocturnal aspect. That wh�ch had just taken place �n th�s
street would not have aston�shed a forest. The lofty trees, the
copses, the heaths, the branches rudely �nterlaced, the tall grass,
ex�st �n a sombre manner; the savage swarm�ng there catches
gl�mpses of sudden appar�t�ons of the �nv�s�ble; that wh�ch �s below
man d�st�ngu�shes, through the m�sts, that wh�ch �s beyond man; and
the th�ngs of wh�ch we l�v�ng be�ngs are �gnorant there meet face to
face �n the n�ght. Nature, br�stl�ng and w�ld, takes alarm at certa�n
approaches �n wh�ch she fanc�es that she feels the supernatural. The
forces of the gloom know each other, and are strangely balanced by
each other. Teeth and claws fear what they cannot grasp. Blood-
dr�nk�ng best�al�ty, vorac�ous appet�tes, hunger �n search of prey, the
armed �nst�ncts of na�ls and jaws wh�ch have for source and a�m the
belly, glare and smell out uneas�ly the �mpass�ve spectral forms
stray�ng beneath a shroud, erect �n �ts vague and shudder�ng robe,
and wh�ch seem to them to l�ve w�th a dead and terr�ble l�fe. These
brutal�t�es, wh�ch are only matter, enterta�n a confused fear of hav�ng
to deal w�th the �mmense obscur�ty condensed �nto an unknown
be�ng. A black f�gure barr�ng the way stops the w�ld beast short. That
wh�ch emerges from the cemetery �nt�m�dates and d�sconcerts that
wh�ch emerges from the cave; the feroc�ous fear the s�n�ster; wolves
reco�l when they encounter a ghoul.



CHAPTER VI—MARIUS BECOMES
PRACTICAL ONCE MORE TO THE
EXTENT OF GIVING COSETTE HIS

ADDRESS
Wh�le th�s sort of a dog w�th a human face was mount�ng guard

over the gate, and wh�le the s�x ruff�ans were y�eld�ng to a g�rl,
Mar�us was by Cosette’s s�de.

Never had the sky been more studded w�th stars and more
charm�ng, the trees more trembl�ng, the odor of the grass more
penetrat�ng; never had the b�rds fallen asleep among the leaves w�th
a sweeter no�se; never had all the harmon�es of un�versal seren�ty
responded more thoroughly to the �nward mus�c of love; never had
Mar�us been more capt�vated, more happy, more ecstat�c.

But he had found Cosette sad; Cosette had been weep�ng. Her
eyes were red.

Th�s was the f�rst cloud �n that wonderful dream.
Mar�us’ f�rst word had been: “What �s the matter?”
And she had repl�ed: “Th�s.”
Then she had seated herself on the bench near the steps, and

wh�le he trembl�ngly took h�s place bes�de her, she had cont�nued:—
“My father told me th�s morn�ng to hold myself �n read�ness,

because he has bus�ness, and we may go away from here.”
Mar�us sh�vered from head to foot.
When one �s at the end of one’s l�fe, to d�e means to go away;

when one �s at the beg�nn�ng of �t, to go away means to d�e.



For the last s�x weeks, Mar�us had l�ttle by l�ttle, slowly, by
degrees, taken possess�on of Cosette each day. As we have already
expla�ned, �n the case of f�rst love, the soul �s taken long before the
body; later on, one takes the body long before the soul; somet�mes
one does not take the soul at all; the Faublas and the Prudhommes
add: “Because there �s none”; but the sarcasm �s, fortunately, a
blasphemy. So Mar�us possessed Cosette, as sp�r�ts possess, but he
enveloped her w�th all h�s soul, and se�zed her jealously w�th
�ncred�ble conv�ct�on. He possessed her sm�le, her breath, her
perfume, the profound rad�ance of her blue eyes, the sweetness of
her sk�n when he touched her hand, the charm�ng mark wh�ch she
had on her neck, all her thoughts. Therefore, he possessed all
Cosette’s dreams.

He �ncessantly gazed at, and he somet�mes touched l�ghtly w�th
h�s breath, the short locks on the nape of her neck, and he declared
to h�mself that there was not one of those short ha�rs wh�ch d�d not
belong to h�m, Mar�us. He gazed upon and adored the th�ngs that
she wore, her knot of r�bbon, her gloves, her sleeves, her shoes, her
cuffs, as sacred objects of wh�ch he was the master. He dreamed
that he was the lord of those pretty shell combs wh�ch she wore �n
her ha�r, and he even sa�d to h�mself, �n confused and suppressed
stammer�ngs of voluptuousness wh�ch d�d not make the�r way to the
l�ght, that there was not a r�bbon of her gown, not a mesh �n her
stock�ngs, not a fold �n her bod�ce, wh�ch was not h�s. Bes�de
Cosette he felt h�mself bes�de h�s own property, h�s own th�ng, h�s
own despot and h�s slave. It seemed as though they had so
�nterm�ngled the�r souls, that �t would have been �mposs�ble to tell
them apart had they w�shed to take them back aga�n.—“Th�s �s
m�ne.” “No, �t �s m�ne.” “I assure you that you are m�staken. Th�s �s
my property.” “What you are tak�ng as your own �s myself.”—Mar�us
was someth�ng that made a part of Cosette, and Cosette was
someth�ng wh�ch made a part of Mar�us. Mar�us felt Cosette w�th�n
h�m. To have Cosette, to possess Cosette, th�s, to h�m, was not to be
d�st�ngu�shed from breath�ng. It was �n the m�dst of th�s fa�th, of th�s
�ntox�cat�on, of th�s v�rg�n possess�on, unprecedented and absolute,
of th�s sovere�gnty, that these words: “We are go�ng away,” fell



suddenly, at a blow, and that the harsh vo�ce of real�ty cr�ed to h�m:
“Cosette �s not yours!”

Mar�us awoke. For s�x weeks Mar�us had been l�v�ng, as we have
sa�d, outs�de of l�fe; those words, go�ng away! caused h�m to re-enter
�t harshly.

He found not a word to say. Cosette merely felt that h�s hand was
very cold. She sa�d to h�m �n her turn: “What �s the matter?”

He repl�ed �n so low a tone that Cosette hardly heard h�m:—
“I d�d not understand what you sa�d.”
She began aga�n:—
“Th�s morn�ng my father told me to settle all my l�ttle affa�rs and to

hold myself �n read�ness, that he would g�ve me h�s l�nen to put �n a
trunk, that he was obl�ged to go on a journey, that we were to go
away, that �t �s necessary to have a large trunk for me and a small
one for h�m, and that all �s to be ready �n a week from now, and that
we m�ght go to England.”

“But th�s �s outrageous!” excla�med Mar�us.
It �s certa�n, that, at that moment, no abuse of power, no v�olence,

not one of the abom�nat�ons of the worst tyrants, no act�on of Bus�r�s,
of T�ber�us, or of Henry VIII., could have equalled th�s �n atroc�ty, �n
the op�n�on of Mar�us; M. Fauchelevent tak�ng h�s daughter off to
England because he had bus�ness there.

He demanded �n a weak vo�ce:—
“And when do you start?”
“He d�d not say when.”
“And when shall you return?”
“He d�d not say when.”
Mar�us rose and sa�d coldly:—
“Cosette, shall you go?”
Cosette turned toward h�m her beaut�ful eyes, all f�lled w�th

angu�sh, and repl�ed �n a sort of bew�lderment:—
“Where?”
“To England. Shall you go?”



“Why do you say you to me?”
“I ask you whether you w�ll go?”
“What do you expect me to do?” she sa�d, clasp�ng her hands.
“So, you w�ll go?”
“If my father goes.”
“So, you w�ll go?”
Cosette took Mar�us’ hand, and pressed �t w�thout reply�ng.
“Very well,” sa�d Mar�us, “then I w�ll go elsewhere.”
Cosette felt rather than understood the mean�ng of these words.

She turned so pale that her face shone wh�te through the gloom. She
stammered:—

“What do you mean?”
Mar�us looked at her, then ra�sed h�s eyes to heaven, and

answered: “Noth�ng.”
When h�s eyes fell aga�n, he saw Cosette sm�l�ng at h�m. The

sm�le of a woman whom one loves possesses a v�s�ble rad�ance,
even at n�ght.

“How s�lly we are! Mar�us, I have an �dea.”
“What �s �t?”
“If we go away, do you go too! I w�ll tell you where! Come and jo�n

me wherever I am.”
Mar�us was now a thoroughly roused man. He had fallen back �nto

real�ty. He cr�ed to Cosette:—
“Go away w�th you! Are you mad? Why, I should have to have

money, and I have none! Go to England? But I am �n debt now, I
owe, I don’t know how much, more than ten lou�s to Courfeyrac, one
of my fr�ends w�th whom you are not acqua�nted! I have an old hat
wh�ch �s not worth three francs, I have a coat wh�ch lacks buttons �n
front, my sh�rt �s all ragged, my elbows are torn, my boots let �n the
water; for the last s�x weeks I have not thought about �t, and I have
not told you about �t. You only see me at n�ght, and you g�ve me your
love; �f you were to see me �n the dayt�me, you would g�ve me a sou!
Go to England! Eh! I haven’t enough to pay for a passport!”



He threw h�mself aga�nst a tree wh�ch was close at hand, erect, h�s
brow pressed close to the bark, feel�ng ne�ther the wood wh�ch
flayed h�s sk�n, nor the fever wh�ch was throbb�ng �n h�s temples, and
there he stood mot�onless, on the po�nt of fall�ng, l�ke the statue of
despa�r.

He rema�ned a long t�me thus. One could rema�n for etern�ty �n
such abysses. At last he turned round. He heard beh�nd h�m a fa�nt
st�fled no�se, wh�ch was sweet yet sad.

It was Cosette sobb�ng.
She had been weep�ng for more than two hours bes�de Mar�us as

he med�tated.
He came to her, fell at her knees, and slowly prostrat�ng h�mself,

he took the t�p of her foot wh�ch peeped out from beneath her robe,
and k�ssed �t.

She let h�m have h�s way �n s�lence. There are moments when a
woman accepts, l�ke a sombre and res�gned goddess, the rel�g�on of
love.

“Do not weep,” he sa�d.
She murmured:—
“Not when I may be go�ng away, and you cannot come!”
He went on:—
“Do you love me?”
She repl�ed, sobb�ng, by that word from parad�se wh�ch �s never

more charm�ng than am�d tears:—
“I adore you!”
He cont�nued �n a tone wh�ch was an �ndescr�bable caress:—
“Do not weep. Tell me, w�ll you do th�s for me, and cease to

weep?”
“Do you love me?” sa�d she.
He took her hand.
“Cosette, I have never g�ven my word of honor to any one,

because my word of honor terr�f�es me. I feel that my father �s by my



s�de. Well, I g�ve you my most sacred word of honor, that �f you go
away I shall d�e.”

In the tone w�th wh�ch he uttered these words there lay a
melancholy so solemn and so tranqu�l, that Cosette trembled. She
felt that ch�ll wh�ch �s produced by a true and gloomy th�ng as �t
passes by. The shock made her cease weep�ng.

“Now, l�sten,” sa�d he, “do not expect me to-morrow.”
“Why?”
“Do not expect me unt�l the day after to-morrow.”
“Oh! Why?”
“You w�ll see.”
“A day w�thout see�ng you! But that �s �mposs�ble!”
“Let us sacr�f�ce one day �n order to ga�n our whole l�ves, perhaps.”
And Mar�us added �n a low tone and �n an as�de:—
“He �s a man who never changes h�s hab�ts, and he has never

rece�ved any one except �n the even�ng.”
“Of what man are you speak�ng?” asked Cosette.
“I? I sa�d noth�ng.”
“What do you hope, then?”
“Wa�t unt�l the day after to-morrow.”
“You w�sh �t?”
“Yes, Cosette.”
She took h�s head �n both her hands, ra�s�ng herself on t�ptoe �n

order to be on a level w�th h�m, and tr�ed to read h�s hope �n h�s eyes.
Mar�us resumed:—
“Now that I th�nk of �t, you ought to know my address: someth�ng

m�ght happen, one never knows; I l�ve w�th that fr�end named
Courfeyrac, Rue de la Verrer�e, No. 16.”

He searched �n h�s pocket, pulled out h�s penkn�fe, and w�th the
blade he wrote on the plaster of the wall:—

“16 Rue de la Verrer�e.”



In the meant�me, Cosette had begun to gaze �nto h�s eyes once
more.

“Tell me your thought, Mar�us; you have some �dea. Tell �t to me.
Oh! tell me, so that I may pass a pleasant n�ght.”

“Th�s �s my �dea: that �t �s �mposs�ble that God should mean to part
us. Wa�t; expect me the day after to-morrow.”

“What shall I do unt�l then?” sa�d Cosette. “You are outs�de, you
go, and come! How happy men are! I shall rema�n ent�rely alone! Oh!
How sad I shall be! What �s �t that you are go�ng to do to-morrow
even�ng? tell me.”

“I am go�ng to try someth�ng.”
“Then I w�ll pray to God and I w�ll th�nk of you here, so that you

may be successful. I w�ll quest�on you no further, s�nce you do not
w�sh �t. You are my master. I shall pass the even�ng to-morrow �n
s�ng�ng that mus�c from Euryanthe that you love, and that you came
one even�ng to l�sten to, outs�de my shutters. But day after to-morrow
you w�ll come early. I shall expect you at dusk, at n�ne o’clock
prec�sely, I warn you. Mon D�eu! how sad �t �s that the days are so
long! On the stroke of n�ne, do you understand, I shall be �n the
garden.”

“And I also.”
And w�thout hav�ng uttered �t, moved by the same thought,

�mpelled by those electr�c currents wh�ch place lovers �n cont�nual
commun�cat�on, both be�ng �ntox�cated w�th del�ght even �n the�r
sorrow, they fell �nto each other’s arms, w�thout perce�v�ng that the�r
l�ps met wh�le the�r upl�fted eyes, overflow�ng w�th rapture and full of
tears, gazed upon the stars.

When Mar�us went forth, the street was deserted. Th�s was the
moment when Épon�ne was follow�ng the ruff�ans to the boulevard.

Wh�le Mar�us had been dream�ng w�th h�s head pressed to the
tree, an �dea had crossed h�s m�nd; an �dea, alas! that he h�mself
judged to be senseless and �mposs�ble. He had come to a desperate
dec�s�on.



CHAPTER VII—THE OLD HEART AND
THE YOUNG HEART IN THE

PRESENCE OF EACH OTHER
At that epoch, Father G�llenormand was well past h�s n�nety-f�rst

b�rthday. He st�ll l�ved w�th Mademo�selle G�llenormand �n the Rue
des F�lles-du-Calva�re, No. 6, �n the old house wh�ch he owned. He
was, as the reader w�ll remember, one of those ant�que old men who
awa�t death perfectly erect, whom age bears down w�thout bend�ng,
and whom even sorrow cannot curve.

St�ll, h�s daughter had been say�ng for some t�me: “My father �s
s�nk�ng.” He no longer boxed the ma�ds’ ears; he no longer thumped
the land�ng-place so v�gorously w�th h�s cane when Basque was slow
�n open�ng the door. The Revolut�on of July had exasperated h�m for
the space of barely s�x months. He had v�ewed, almost tranqu�lly,
that coupl�ng of words, �n the Mon�teur: M. Humblot-Conté, peer of
France. The fact �s, that the old man was deeply dejected. He d�d not
bend, he d�d not y�eld; th�s was no more a character�st�c of h�s
phys�cal than of h�s moral nature, but he felt h�mself g�v�ng way
�nternally. For four years he had been wa�t�ng for Mar�us, w�th h�s foot
f�rmly planted, that �s the exact word, �n the conv�ct�on that that good-
for-noth�ng young scamp would r�ng at h�s door some day or other;
now he had reached the po�nt, where, at certa�n gloomy hours, he
sa�d to h�mself, that �f Mar�us made h�m wa�t much longer—It was not
death that was �nsupportable to h�m; �t was the �dea that perhaps he
should never see Mar�us aga�n. The �dea of never see�ng Mar�us
aga�n had never entered h�s bra�n unt�l that day; now the thought
began to recur to h�m, and �t ch�lled h�m. Absence, as �s always the
case �n genu�ne and natural sent�ments, had only served to augment
the grandfather’s love for the ungrateful ch�ld, who had gone off l�ke



a flash. It �s dur�ng December n�ghts, when the cold stands at ten
degrees, that one th�nks oftenest of the son.

M. G�llenormand was, or thought h�mself, above all th�ngs,
�ncapable of tak�ng a s�ngle step, he—the grandfather, towards h�s
grandson; “I would d�e rather,” he sa�d to h�mself. He d�d not cons�der
h�mself as the least to blame; but he thought of Mar�us only w�th
profound tenderness, and the mute despa�r of an elderly, k�ndly old
man who �s about to van�sh �n the dark.

He began to lose h�s teeth, wh�ch added to h�s sadness.
M. G�llenormand, w�thout however acknowledg�ng �t to h�mself, for

�t would have rendered h�m fur�ous and ashamed, had never loved a
m�stress as he loved Mar�us.

He had had placed �n h�s chamber, oppos�te the head of h�s bed,
so that �t should be the f�rst th�ng on wh�ch h�s eyes fell on wak�ng,
an old portra�t of h�s other daughter, who was dead, Madame
Pontmercy, a portra�t wh�ch had been taken when she was e�ghteen.
He gazed �ncessantly at that portra�t. One day, he happened to say,
as he gazed upon �t:—

“I th�nk the l�keness �s strong.”
“To my s�ster?” �nqu�red Mademo�selle G�llenormand. “Yes,

certa�nly.”
The old man added:—
“And to h�m also.”
Once as he sat w�th h�s knees pressed together, and h�s eyes

almost closed, �n a despondent att�tude, h�s daughter ventured to say
to h�m:—

“Father, are you as angry w�th h�m as ever?”
She paused, not dar�ng to proceed further.
“W�th whom?” he demanded.
“W�th that poor Mar�us.”
He ra�sed h�s aged head, la�d h�s w�thered and emac�ated f�st on

the table, and excla�med �n h�s most �rr�tated and v�brat�ng tone:—
“Poor Mar�us, do you say! That gentleman �s a knave, a wretched

scoundrel, a va�n l�ttle �ngrate, a heartless, soulless, haughty, and



w�cked man!”
And he turned away so that h�s daughter m�ght not see the tear

that stood �n h�s eye.
Three days later he broke a s�lence wh�ch had lasted four hours, to

say to h�s daughter po�nt-blank:—
“I had the honor to ask Mademo�selle G�llenormand never to

ment�on h�m to me.”
Aunt G�llenormand renounced every effort, and pronounced th�s

acute d�agnos�s: “My father never cared very much for my s�ster after
her folly. It �s clear that he detests Mar�us.”

“After her folly” meant: “after she had marr�ed the colonel.”
However, as the reader has been able to conjecture,

Mademo�selle G�llenormand had fa�led �n her attempt to subst�tute
her favor�te, the off�cer of lancers, for Mar�us. The subst�tute,
Théodule, had not been a success. M. G�llenormand had not
accepted the qu�d pro quo. A vacancy �n the heart does not
accommodate �tself to a stop-gap. Théodule, on h�s s�de, though he
scented the �nher�tance, was d�sgusted at the task of pleas�ng. The
goodman bored the lancer; and the lancer shocked the goodman.
L�eutenant Théodule was gay, no doubt, but a chatter-box, fr�volous,
but vulgar; a h�gh l�ver, but a frequenter of bad company; he had
m�stresses, �t �s true, and he had a great deal to say about them, �t �s
true also; but he talked badly. All h�s good qual�t�es had a defect. M.
G�llenormand was worn out w�th hear�ng h�m tell about the love
affa�rs that he had �n the v�c�n�ty of the barracks �n the Rue de
Babylone. And then, L�eutenant G�llenormand somet�mes came �n
h�s un�form, w�th the tr�colored cockade. Th�s rendered h�m downr�ght
�ntolerable. F�nally, Father G�llenormand had sa�d to h�s daughter:
“I’ve had enough of that Théodule. I haven’t much taste for warr�ors
�n t�me of peace. Rece�ve h�m �f you choose. I don’t know but I prefer
slashers to fellows that drag the�r swords. The clash of blades �n
battle �s less d�smal, after all, than the clank of the scabbard on the
pavement. And then, throw�ng out your chest l�ke a bully and lac�ng
yourself l�ke a g�rl, w�th stays under your cu�rass, �s doubly r�d�culous.
When one �s a ver�table man, one holds equally aloof from swagger



and from affected a�rs. He �s ne�ther a blusterer nor a f�nn�cky-
hearted man. Keep your Théodule for yourself.”

It was �n va�n that h�s daughter sa�d to h�m: “But he �s your
grandnephew, nevertheless,”—�t turned out that M. G�llenormand,
who was a grandfather to the very f�nger-t�ps, was not �n the least a
grand-uncle.

In fact, as he had good sense, and as he had compared the two,
Théodule had only served to make h�m regret Mar�us all the more.

One even�ng,—�t was the 24th of June, wh�ch d�d not prevent
Father G�llenormand hav�ng a rous�ng f�re on the hearth,—he had
d�sm�ssed h�s daughter, who was sew�ng �n a ne�ghbor�ng apartment.
He was alone �n h�s chamber, am�d �ts pastoral scenes, w�th h�s feet
propped on the and�rons, half enveloped �n h�s huge screen of
coromandel lacquer, w�th �ts n�ne leaves, w�th h�s elbow rest�ng on a
table where burned two candles under a green shade, engulfed �n
h�s tapestry armcha�r, and �n h�s hand a book wh�ch he was not
read�ng. He was dressed, accord�ng to h�s wont, l�ke an �ncroyable,
and resembled an ant�que portra�t by Garat. Th�s would have made
people run after h�m �n the street, had not h�s daughter covered h�m
up, whenever he went out, �n a vast b�shop’s wadded cloak, wh�ch
concealed h�s att�re. At home, he never wore a dress�ng gown,
except when he rose and ret�red. “It g�ves one a look of age,” sa�d
he.

Father G�llenormand was th�nk�ng of Mar�us lov�ngly and b�tterly;
and, as usual, b�tterness predom�nated. H�s tenderness once soured
always ended by bo�l�ng and turn�ng to �nd�gnat�on. He had reached
the po�nt where a man tr�es to make up h�s m�nd and to accept that
wh�ch rends h�s heart. He was expla�n�ng to h�mself that there was
no longer any reason why Mar�us should return, that �f he �ntended to
return, he should have done �t long ago, that he must renounce the
�dea. He was try�ng to accustom h�mself to the thought that all was
over, and that he should d�e w�thout hav�ng beheld “that gentleman”
aga�n. But h�s whole nature revolted; h�s aged patern�ty would not
consent to th�s. “Well!” sa�d he,—th�s was h�s doleful refra�n,—“he
w�ll not return!” H�s bald head had fallen upon h�s breast, and he
f�xed a melancholy and �rr�tated gaze upon the ashes on h�s hearth.



In the very m�dst of h�s rever�e, h�s old servant Basque entered,
and �nqu�red:—

“Can Mons�eur rece�ve M. Mar�us?”
The old man sat up erect, pall�d, and l�ke a corpse wh�ch r�ses

under the �nfluence of a galvan�c shock. All h�s blood had retreated
to h�s heart. He stammered:—

“M. Mar�us what?”
“I don’t know,” repl�ed Basque, �nt�m�dated and put out of

countenance by h�s master’s a�r; “I have not seen h�m. N�colette
came �n and sa�d to me: ‘There’s a young man here; say that �t �s M.
Mar�us.’”

Father G�llenormand stammered �n a low vo�ce:—
“Show h�m �n.”
And he rema�ned �n the same att�tude, w�th shak�ng head, and h�s

eyes f�xed on the door. It opened once more. A young man entered.
It was Mar�us.

Mar�us halted at the door, as though wa�t�ng to be b�dden to enter.
H�s almost squal�d att�re was not percept�ble �n the obscur�ty

caused by the shade. Noth�ng could be seen but h�s calm, grave, but
strangely sad face.

It was several m�nutes before Father G�llenormand, dulled w�th
amazement and joy, could see anyth�ng except a br�ghtness as when
one �s �n the presence of an appar�t�on. He was on the po�nt of
swoon�ng; he saw Mar�us through a dazzl�ng l�ght. It certa�nly was
he, �t certa�nly was Mar�us.

At last! After the lapse of four years! He grasped h�m ent�re, so to
speak, �n a s�ngle glance. He found h�m noble, handsome,
d�st�ngu�shed, well-grown, a complete man, w�th a su�table m�en and
a charm�ng a�r. He felt a des�re to open h�s arms, to call h�m, to fl�ng
h�mself forward; h�s heart melted w�th rapture, affect�onate words
swelled and overflowed h�s breast; at length all h�s tenderness came
to the l�ght and reached h�s l�ps, and, by a contrast wh�ch const�tuted
the very foundat�on of h�s nature, what came forth was harshness.
He sa�d abruptly:—



“What have you come here for?”
Mar�us repl�ed w�th embarrassment:—
“Mons�eur—”
M. G�llenormand would have l�ked to have Mar�us throw h�mself

�nto h�s arms. He was d�spleased w�th Mar�us and w�th h�mself. He
was consc�ous that he was brusque, and that Mar�us was cold. It
caused the goodman unendurable and �rr�tat�ng anx�ety to feel so
tender and forlorn w�th�n, and only to be able to be hard outs�de.
B�tterness returned. He �nterrupted Mar�us �n a peev�sh tone:—

“Then why d�d you come?”
That “then” s�gn�f�ed: If you do not come to embrace me. Mar�us

looked at h�s grandfather, whose pallor gave h�m a face of marble.
“Mons�eur—”
“Have you come to beg my pardon? Do you acknowledge your

faults?”
He thought he was putt�ng Mar�us on the r�ght road, and that “the

ch�ld” would y�eld. Mar�us sh�vered; �t was the den�al of h�s father that
was requ�red of h�m; he dropped h�s eyes and repl�ed:—

“No, s�r.”
“Then,” excla�med the old man �mpetuously, w�th a gr�ef that was

po�gnant and full of wrath, “what do you want of me?”
Mar�us clasped h�s hands, advanced a step, and sa�d �n a feeble

and trembl�ng vo�ce:—
“S�r, have p�ty on me.”
These words touched M. G�llenormand; uttered a l�ttle sooner, they

would have rendered h�m tender, but they came too late. The
grandfather rose; he supported h�mself w�th both hands on h�s cane;
h�s l�ps were wh�te, h�s brow wavered, but h�s lofty form towered
above Mar�us as he bowed.

“P�ty on you, s�r! It �s youth demand�ng p�ty of the old man of
n�nety-one! You are enter�ng �nto l�fe, I am leav�ng �t; you go to the
play, to balls, to the café, to the b�ll�ard-hall; you have w�t, you please
the women, you are a handsome fellow; as for me, I sp�t on my
brands �n the heart of summer; you are r�ch w�th the only r�ches that



are really such, I possess all the poverty of age; �nf�rm�ty, �solat�on!
You have your th�rty-two teeth, a good d�gest�on, br�ght eyes,
strength, appet�te, health, gayety, a forest of black ha�r; I have no
longer even wh�te ha�r, I have lost my teeth, I am los�ng my legs, I
am los�ng my memory; there are three names of streets that I
confound �ncessantly, the Rue Charlot, the Rue du Chaume, and the
Rue Sa�nt-Claude, that �s what I have come to; you have before you
the whole future, full of sunsh�ne, and I am beg�nn�ng to lose my
s�ght, so far am I advanc�ng �nto the n�ght; you are �n love, that �s a
matter of course, I am beloved by no one �n all the world; and you
ask p�ty of me! Parbleu! Mol�ère forgot that. If that �s the way you jest
at the courthouse, Mess�eurs the lawyers, I s�ncerely compl�ment
you. You are droll.”

And the octogenar�an went on �n a grave and angry vo�ce:—
“Come, now, what do you want of me?”
“S�r,” sa�d Mar�us, “I know that my presence �s d�spleas�ng to you,

but I have come merely to ask one th�ng of you, and then I shall go
away �mmed�ately.”

“You are a fool!” sa�d the old man. “Who sa�d that you were to go
away?”

Th�s was the translat�on of the tender words wh�ch lay at the
bottom of h�s heart:—

“Ask my pardon! Throw yourself on my neck!”
M. G�llenormand felt that Mar�us would leave h�m �n a few

moments, that h�s harsh recept�on had repelled the lad, that h�s
hardness was dr�v�ng h�m away; he sa�d all th�s to h�mself, and �t
augmented h�s gr�ef; and as h�s gr�ef was stra�ghtway converted �nto
wrath, �t �ncreased h�s harshness. He would have l�ked to have
Mar�us understand, and Mar�us d�d not understand, wh�ch made the
goodman fur�ous.

He began aga�n:—
“What! you deserted me, your grandfather, you left my house to go

no one knows wh�ther, you drove your aunt to despa�r, you went off,
�t �s eas�ly guessed, to lead a bachelor l�fe; �t’s more conven�ent, to
play the dandy, to come �n at all hours, to amuse yourself; you have



g�ven me no s�gns of l�fe, you have contracted debts w�thout even
tell�ng me to pay them, you have become a smasher of w�ndows and
a blusterer, and, at the end of four years, you come to me, and that
�s all you have to say to me!”

Th�s v�olent fash�on of dr�v�ng a grandson to tenderness was
product�ve only of s�lence on the part of Mar�us. M. G�llenormand
folded h�s arms; a gesture wh�ch w�th h�m was pecul�arly �mper�ous,
and apostroph�zed Mar�us b�tterly:—

“Let us make an end of th�s. You have come to ask someth�ng of
me, you say? Well, what? What �s �t? Speak!”

“S�r,” sa�d Mar�us, w�th the look of a man who feels that he �s fall�ng
over a prec�p�ce, “I have come to ask your perm�ss�on to marry.”

M. G�llenormand rang the bell. Basque opened the door half-way.
“Call my daughter.”
A second later, the door was opened once more, Mademo�selle

G�llenormand d�d not enter, but showed herself; Mar�us was
stand�ng, mute, w�th pendant arms and the face of a cr�m�nal; M.
G�llenormand was pac�ng back and forth �n the room. He turned to
h�s daughter and sa�d to her:—

“Noth�ng. It �s Mons�eur Mar�us. Say good day to h�m. Mons�eur
w�shes to marry. That’s all. Go away.”

The curt, hoarse sound of the old man’s vo�ce announced a
strange degree of exc�tement. The aunt gazed at Mar�us w�th a
fr�ghtened a�r, hardly appeared to recogn�ze h�m, d�d not allow a
gesture or a syllable to escape her, and d�sappeared at her father’s
breath more sw�ftly than a straw before the hurr�cane.

In the meant�me, Father G�llenormand had returned and placed h�s
back aga�nst the ch�mney-p�ece once more.

“You marry! At one and twenty! You have arranged that! You have
only a perm�ss�on to ask! a formal�ty. S�t down, s�r. Well, you have
had a revolut�on s�nce I had the honor to see you last. The Jacob�ns
got the upper hand. You must have been del�ghted. Are you not a
Republ�can s�nce you are a Baron? You can make that agree. The
Republ�c makes a good sauce for the barony. Are you one of those
decorated by July? Have you taken the Louvre at all, s�r? Qu�te near



here, �n the Rue Sa�nt-Anto�ne, oppos�te the Rue des Nonamd�ères,
there �s a cannon-ball �ncrusted �n the wall of the th�rd story of a
house w�th th�s �nscr�pt�on: ‘July 28th, 1830.’ Go take a look at that. It
produces a good effect. Ah! those fr�ends of yours do pretty th�ngs.
By the way, aren’t they erect�ng a founta�n �n the place of the
monument of M. le Duc de Berry? So you want to marry? Whom?
Can one �nqu�re w�thout �nd�scret�on?”

He paused, and, before Mar�us had t�me to answer, he added
v�olently:—

“Come now, you have a profess�on? A fortune made? How much
do you earn at your trade of lawyer?”

“Noth�ng,” sa�d Mar�us, w�th a sort of f�rmness and resolut�on that
was almost f�erce.

“Noth�ng? Then all that you have to l�ve upon �s the twelve
hundred l�vres that I allow you?”

Mar�us d�d not reply. M. G�llenormand cont�nued:—
“Then I understand the g�rl �s r�ch?”
“As r�ch as I am.”
“What! No dowry?”
“No.”
“Expectat�ons?”
“I th�nk not.”
“Utterly naked! What’s the father?”
“I don’t know.”
“And what’s her name?”
“Mademo�selle Fauchelevent.”
“Fauchewhat?”
“Fauchelevent.”
“Pttt!” ejaculated the old gentleman.
“S�r!” excla�med Mar�us.
M. G�llenormand �nterrupted h�m w�th the tone of a man who �s

speak�ng to h�mself:—



“That’s r�ght, one and twenty years of age, no profess�on, twelve
hundred l�vres a year, Madame la Baronne de Pontmercy w�ll go and
purchase a couple of sous’ worth of parsley from the fru�terer.”

“S�r,” repeated Mar�us, �n the despa�r at the last hope, wh�ch was
van�sh�ng, “I entreat you! I conjure you �n the name of Heaven, w�th
clasped hands, s�r, I throw myself at your feet, perm�t me to marry
her!”

The old man burst �nto a shout of str�dent and mournful laughter,
cough�ng and laugh�ng at the same t�me.

“Ah! ah! ah! You sa�d to yourself: ‘Pard�ne! I’ll go hunt up that old
blockhead, that absurd numskull! What a shame that I’m not twenty-
f�ve! How I’d treat h�m to a n�ce respectful summons! How n�cely I’d
get along w�thout h�m! It’s noth�ng to me, I’d say to h�m: “You’re only
too happy to see me, you old �d�ot, I want to marry, I des�re to wed
Mamselle No-matter-whom, daughter of Mons�eur No-matter-what, I
have no shoes, she has no chem�se, that just su�ts; I want to throw
my career, my future, my youth, my l�fe to the dogs; I w�sh to take a
plunge �nto wretchedness w�th a woman around my neck, that’s an
�dea, and you must consent to �t!” and the old foss�l w�ll consent.’ Go,
my lad, do as you l�ke, attach your pav�ng-stone, marry your
Pousselevent, your Coupelevent—Never, s�r, never!”

“Father—”
“Never!”
At the tone �n wh�ch that “never” was uttered, Mar�us lost all hope.

He traversed the chamber w�th slow steps, w�th bowed head,
totter�ng and more l�ke a dy�ng man than l�ke one merely tak�ng h�s
departure. M. G�llenormand followed h�m w�th h�s eyes, and at the
moment when the door opened, and Mar�us was on the po�nt of
go�ng out, he advanced four paces, w�th the sen�le v�vac�ty of
�mpetuous and spo�led old gentlemen, se�zed Mar�us by the collar,
brought h�m back energet�cally �nto the room, flung h�m �nto an
armcha�r and sa�d to h�m:—

“Tell me all about �t!”
“It was that s�ngle word “father” wh�ch had effected th�s revolut�on.



Mar�us stared at h�m �n bew�lderment. M. G�llenormand’s mob�le
face was no longer express�ve of anyth�ng but rough and �neffable
good-nature. The grands�re had g�ven way before the grandfather.

“Come, see here, speak, tell me about your love affa�rs, jabber, tell
me everyth�ng! Sapr�st�! how stup�d young folks are!”

“Father—” repeated Mar�us.
The old man’s ent�re countenance l�ghted up w�th �ndescr�bable

rad�ance.
“Yes, that’s r�ght, call me father, and you’ll see!”
There was now someth�ng so k�nd, so gentle, so openhearted, and

so paternal �n th�s brusqueness, that Mar�us, �n the sudden trans�t�on
from d�scouragement to hope, was stunned and �ntox�cated by �t, as
�t were. He was seated near the table, the l�ght from the candles
brought out the d�lap�dat�on of h�s costume, wh�ch Father
G�llenormand regarded w�th amazement.

“Well, father—” sa�d Mar�us.
“Ah, by the way,” �nterrupted M. G�llenormand, “you really have not

a penny then? You are dressed l�ke a p�ckpocket.”
He rummaged �n a drawer, drew forth a purse, wh�ch he la�d on the

table: “Here are a hundred lou�s, buy yourself a hat.”
“Father,” pursued Mar�us, “my good father, �f you only knew! I love

her. You cannot �mag�ne �t; the f�rst t�me I saw her was at the
Luxembourg, she came there; �n the beg�nn�ng, I d�d not pay much
heed to her, and then, I don’t know how �t came about, I fell �n love
w�th her. Oh! how unhappy that made me! Now, at last, I see her
every day, at her own home, her father does not know �t, just fancy,
they are go�ng away, �t �s �n the garden that we meet, �n the even�ng,
her father means to take her to England, then I sa�d to myself: ‘I’ll go
and see my grandfather and tell h�m all about the affa�r. I should go
mad f�rst, I should d�e, I should fall �ll, I should throw myself �nto the
water. I absolutely must marry her, s�nce I should go mad otherw�se.’
Th�s �s the whole truth, and I do not th�nk that I have om�tted
anyth�ng. She l�ves �n a garden w�th an �ron fence, �n the Rue
Plumet. It �s �n the ne�ghborhood of the Inval�des.”



Father G�llenormand had seated h�mself, w�th a beam�ng
countenance, bes�de Mar�us. As he l�stened to h�m and drank �n the
sound of h�s vo�ce, he enjoyed at the same t�me a protracted p�nch of
snuff. At the words “Rue Plumet” he �nterrupted h�s �nhalat�on and
allowed the rema�nder of h�s snuff to fall upon h�s knees.

“The Rue Plumet, the Rue Plumet, d�d you say?—Let us see!—
Are there not barracks �n that v�c�n�ty?—Why, yes, that’s �t. Your
cous�n Théodule has spoken to me about �t. The lancer, the off�cer. A
gay g�rl, my good fr�end, a gay g�rl!—Pard�eu, yes, the Rue Plumet. It
�s what used to be called the Rue Blomet.—It all comes back to me
now. I have heard of that l�ttle g�rl of the �ron ra�l�ng �n the Rue
Plumet. In a garden, a Pamela. Your taste �s not bad. She �s sa�d to
be a very t�dy creature. Between ourselves, I th�nk that s�mpleton of
a lancer has been court�ng her a b�t. I don’t know where he d�d �t.
However, that’s not to the purpose. Bes�des, he �s not to be bel�eved.
He brags, Mar�us! I th�nk �t qu�te proper that a young man l�ke you
should be �n love. It’s the r�ght th�ng at your age. I l�ke you better as a
lover than as a Jacob�n. I l�ke you better �n love w�th a pett�coat,
sapr�st�! w�th twenty pett�coats, than w�th M. de Robesp�erre. For my
part, I w�ll do myself the just�ce to say, that �n the l�ne of sans-
culottes, I have never loved any one but women. Pretty g�rls are
pretty g�rls, the deuce! There’s no object�on to that. As for the l�ttle
one, she rece�ves you w�thout her father’s knowledge. That’s �n the
establ�shed order of th�ngs. I have had adventures of that same sort
myself. More than one. Do you know what �s done then? One does
not take the matter feroc�ously; one does not prec�p�tate h�mself �nto
the trag�c; one does not make one’s m�nd to marr�age and M. le
Ma�re w�th h�s scarf. One s�mply behaves l�ke a fellow of sp�r�t. One
shows good sense. Sl�p along, mortals; don’t marry. You come and
look up your grandfather, who �s a good-natured fellow at bottom,
and who always has a few rolls of lou�s �n an old drawer; you say to
h�m: ‘See here, grandfather.’ And the grandfather says: ‘That’s a
s�mple matter. Youth must amuse �tself, and old age must wear out. I
have been young, you w�ll be old. Come, my boy, you shall pass �t on
to your grandson. Here are two hundred p�stoles. Amuse yourself,
deuce take �t!’ Noth�ng better! That’s the way the affa�r should be



treated. You don’t marry, but that does no harm. You understand
me?”

Mar�us, petr�f�ed and �ncapable of utter�ng a syllable, made a s�gn
w�th h�s head that he d�d not.

The old man burst out laugh�ng, w�nked h�s aged eye, gave h�m a
slap on the knee, stared h�m full �n the face w�th a myster�ous and
beam�ng a�r, and sa�d to h�m, w�th the tenderest of shrugs of the
shoulder:—

“Booby! make her your m�stress.”
Mar�us turned pale. He had understood noth�ng of what h�s

grandfather had just sa�d. Th�s twaddle about the Rue Blomet,
Pamela, the barracks, the lancer, had passed before Mar�us l�ke a
d�ssolv�ng v�ew. Noth�ng of all that could bear any reference to
Cosette, who was a l�ly. The good man was wander�ng �n h�s m�nd.
But th�s wander�ng term�nated �n words wh�ch Mar�us d�d understand,
and wh�ch were a mortal �nsult to Cosette. Those words, “make her
your m�stress,” entered the heart of the str�ct young man l�ke a
sword.

He rose, p�cked up h�s hat wh�ch lay on the floor, and walked to
the door w�th a f�rm, assured step. There he turned round, bowed
deeply to h�s grandfather, ra�sed h�s head erect aga�n, and sa�d:—

“F�ve years ago you �nsulted my father; to-day you have �nsulted
my w�fe. I ask noth�ng more of you, s�r. Farewell.”

Father G�llenormand, utterly confounded, opened h�s mouth,
extended h�s arms, tr�ed to r�se, and before he could utter a word,
the door closed once more, and Mar�us had d�sappeared.

The old man rema�ned for several m�nutes mot�onless and as
though struck by l�ghtn�ng, w�thout the power to speak or breathe, as
though a clenched f�st grasped h�s throat. At last he tore h�mself from
h�s armcha�r, ran, so far as a man can run at n�nety-one, to the door,
opened �t, and cr�ed:—

“Help! Help!”
H�s daughter made her appearance, then the domest�cs. He

began aga�n, w�th a p�t�ful rattle: “Run after h�m! Br�ng h�m back!



What have I done to h�m? He �s mad! He �s go�ng away! Ah! my God!
Ah! my God! Th�s t�me he w�ll not come back!”

He went to the w�ndow wh�ch looked out on the street, threw �t
open w�th h�s aged and pals�ed hands, leaned out more than half-
way, wh�le Basque and N�colette held h�m beh�nd, and shouted:—

“Mar�us! Mar�us! Mar�us! Mar�us!”
But Mar�us could no longer hear h�m, for at that moment he was

turn�ng the corner of the Rue Sa�nt-Lou�s.
The octogenar�an ra�sed h�s hands to h�s temples two or three

t�mes w�th an express�on of angu�sh, reco�led totter�ng, and fell back
�nto an armcha�r, pulseless, vo�celess, tearless, w�th qu�ver�ng head
and l�ps wh�ch moved w�th a stup�d a�r, w�th noth�ng �n h�s eyes and
noth�ng any longer �n h�s heart except a gloomy and profound
someth�ng wh�ch resembled n�ght.



BOOK NINTH—WHITHER ARE THEY
GOING?



CHAPTER I—JEAN VALJEAN
That same day, towards four o’clock �n the afternoon, Jean Valjean

was s�tt�ng alone on the back s�de of one of the most sol�tary slopes
�n the Champ-de-Mars. E�ther from prudence, or from a des�re to
med�tate, or s�mply �n consequence of one of those �nsens�ble
changes of hab�t wh�ch gradually �ntroduce themselves �nto the
ex�stence of every one, he now rarely went out w�th Cosette. He had
on h�s workman’s wa�stcoat, and trousers of gray l�nen; and h�s long-
v�sored cap concealed h�s countenance.

He was calm and happy now bes�de Cosette; that wh�ch had, for a
t�me, alarmed and troubled h�m had been d�ss�pated; but for the last
week or two, anx�et�es of another nature had come up. One day,
wh�le walk�ng on the boulevard, he had caught s�ght of Thénard�er;
thanks to h�s d�sgu�se, Thénard�er had not recogn�zed h�m; but s�nce
that day, Jean Valjean had seen h�m repeatedly, and he was now
certa�n that Thénard�er was prowl�ng about �n the�r ne�ghborhood.

Th�s had been suff�c�ent to make h�m come to a dec�s�on.
Moreover, Par�s was not tranqu�l: pol�t�cal troubles presented th�s

�nconven�ent feature, for any one who had anyth�ng to conceal �n h�s
l�fe, that the pol�ce had grown very uneasy and very susp�c�ous, and
that wh�le seek�ng to ferret out a man l�ke Pép�n or Morey, they m�ght
very read�ly d�scover a man l�ke Jean Valjean.

Jean Valjean had made up h�s m�nd to qu�t Par�s, and even
France, and go over to England.

He had warned Cosette. He w�shed to set out before the end of
the week.

He had seated h�mself on the slope �n the Champ-de-Mars, turn�ng
over all sorts of thoughts �n h�s m�nd,—Thénard�er, the pol�ce, the
journey, and the d�ff�culty of procur�ng a passport.

He was troubled from all these po�nts of v�ew.



Last of all, an �nexpl�cable c�rcumstance wh�ch had just attracted
h�s attent�on, and from wh�ch he had not yet recovered, had added to
h�s state of alarm.

On the morn�ng of that very day, when he alone of the household
was st�rr�ng, wh�le stroll�ng �n the garden before Cosette’s shutters
were open, he had suddenly perce�ved on the wall, the follow�ng l�ne,
engraved, probably w�th a na�l:—

16 Rue de la Verrer�e.
Th�s was perfectly fresh, the grooves �n the anc�ent black mortar

were wh�te, a tuft of nettles at the foot of the wall was powdered w�th
the f�ne, fresh plaster.

Th�s had probably been wr�tten on the preced�ng n�ght.
What was th�s? A s�gnal for others? A warn�ng for h�mself?
In any case, �t was ev�dent that the garden had been v�olated, and

that strangers had made the�r way �nto �t.
He recalled the odd �nc�dents wh�ch had already alarmed the

household.
H�s m�nd was now f�ll�ng �n th�s canvas.
He took good care not to speak to Cosette of the l�ne wr�tten on

the wall, for fear of alarm�ng her.
In the m�dst of h�s preoccupat�ons, he perce�ved, from a shadow

cast by the sun, that some one had halted on the crest of the slope
�mmed�ately beh�nd h�m.

He was on the po�nt of turn�ng round, when a paper folded �n four
fell upon h�s knees as though a hand had dropped �t over h�s head.

He took the paper, unfolded �t, and read these words wr�tten �n
large characters, w�th a penc�l:—

“MOVE AWAY FROM YOUR HOUSE.”
Jean Valjean sprang hast�ly to h�s feet; there was no one on the

slope; he gazed all around h�m and perce�ved a creature larger than
a ch�ld, not so large as a man, clad �n a gray blouse and trousers of
dust-colored cotton velvet, who was jump�ng over the parapet and
who sl�pped �nto the moat of the Champ-de-Mars.

Jean Valjean returned home at once, �n a very thoughtful mood.



CHAPTER II—MARIUS
Mar�us had left M. G�llenormand �n despa�r. He had entered the

house w�th very l�ttle hope, and qu�tted �t w�th �mmense despa�r.
However, and those who have observed the depths of the human

heart w�ll understand th�s, the off�cer, the lancer, the n�nny, Cous�n
Théodule, had left no trace �n h�s m�nd. Not the sl�ghtest. The
dramat�c poet m�ght, apparently, expect some compl�cat�ons from
th�s revelat�on made po�nt-blank by the grandfather to the grandson.
But what the drama would ga�n thereby, truth would lose. Mar�us was
at an age when one bel�eves noth�ng �n the l�ne of ev�l; later on
comes the age when one bel�eves everyth�ng. Susp�c�ons are
noth�ng else than wr�nkles. Early youth has none of them. That wh�ch
overwhelmed Othello gl�des �nnocuous over Cand�de. Suspect
Cosette! There are hosts of cr�mes wh�ch Mar�us could sooner have
comm�tted.

He began to wander about the streets, the resource of those who
suffer. He thought of noth�ng, so far as he could afterwards
remember. At two o’clock �n the morn�ng he returned to Courfeyrac’s
quarters and flung h�mself, w�thout undress�ng, on h�s mattress. The
sun was sh�n�ng br�ghtly when he sank �nto that fr�ghtful leaden
slumber wh�ch perm�ts �deas to go and come �n the bra�n. When he
awoke, he saw Courfeyrac, Enjolras, Feu�lly, and Combeferre
stand�ng �n the room w�th the�r hats on and all ready to go out.

Courfeyrac sa�d to h�m:—
“Are you com�ng to General Lamarque’s funeral?”
It seemed to h�m that Courfeyrac was speak�ng Ch�nese.
He went out some t�me after them. He put �n h�s pocket the p�stols

wh�ch Javert had g�ven h�m at the t�me of the adventure on the 3d of
February, and wh�ch had rema�ned �n h�s hands. These p�stols were



st�ll loaded. It would be d�ff�cult to say what vague thought he had �n
h�s m�nd when he took them w�th h�m.

All day long he prowled about, w�thout know�ng where he was
go�ng; �t ra�ned at t�mes, he d�d not perce�ve �t; for h�s d�nner, he
purchased a penny roll at a baker’s, put �t �n h�s pocket and forgot �t.
It appears that he took a bath �n the Se�ne w�thout be�ng aware of �t.
There are moments when a man has a furnace w�th�n h�s skull.
Mar�us was pass�ng through one of those moments. He no longer
hoped for anyth�ng; th�s step he had taken s�nce the preced�ng
even�ng. He wa�ted for n�ght w�th fever�sh �mpat�ence, he had but
one �dea clearly before h�s m�nd;—th�s was, that at n�ne o’clock he
should see Cosette. Th�s last happ�ness now const�tuted h�s whole
future; after that, gloom. At �ntervals, as he roamed through the most
deserted boulevards, �t seemed to h�m that he heard strange no�ses
�n Par�s. He thrust h�s head out of h�s rever�e and sa�d: “Is there
f�ght�ng on hand?”

At n�ghtfall, at n�ne o’clock prec�sely, as he had prom�sed Cosette,
he was �n the Rue Plumet. When he approached the grat�ng he
forgot everyth�ng. It was forty-e�ght hours s�nce he had seen Cosette;
he was about to behold her once more; every other thought was
effaced, and he felt only a profound and unheard-of joy. Those
m�nutes �n wh�ch one l�ves centur�es always have th�s sovere�gn and
wonderful property, that at the moment when they are pass�ng they
f�ll the heart completely.

Mar�us d�splaced the bar, and rushed headlong �nto the garden.
Cosette was not at the spot where she ord�nar�ly wa�ted for h�m. He
traversed the th�cket, and approached the recess near the fl�ght of
steps: “She �s wa�t�ng for me there,” sa�d he. Cosette was not there.
He ra�sed h�s eyes, and saw that the shutters of the house were
closed. He made the tour of the garden, the garden was deserted.
Then he returned to the house, and, rendered senseless by love,
�ntox�cated, terr�f�ed, exasperated w�th gr�ef and uneas�ness, l�ke a
master who returns home at an ev�l hour, he tapped on the shutters.
He knocked and knocked aga�n, at the r�sk of see�ng the w�ndow
open, and her father’s gloomy face make �ts appearance, and
demand: “What do you want?” Th�s was noth�ng �n compar�son w�th



what he d�mly caught a gl�mpse of. When he had rapped, he l�fted up
h�s vo�ce and called Cosette.—“Cosette!” he cr�ed; “Cosette!” he
repeated �mper�ously. There was no reply. All was over. No one �n
the garden; no one �n the house.

Mar�us f�xed h�s despa�r�ng eyes on that d�smal house, wh�ch was
as black and as s�lent as a tomb and far more empty. He gazed at
the stone seat on wh�ch he had passed so many adorable hours w�th
Cosette. Then he seated h�mself on the fl�ght of steps, h�s heart f�lled
w�th sweetness and resolut�on, he blessed h�s love �n the depths of
h�s thought, and he sa�d to h�mself that, s�nce Cosette was gone, all
that there was left for h�m was to d�e.

All at once he heard a vo�ce wh�ch seemed to proceed from the
street, and wh�ch was call�ng to h�m through the trees:—

“Mr. Mar�us!”
He started to h�s feet.
“Hey?” sa�d he.
“Mr. Mar�us, are you there?”
“Yes.”
“Mr. Mar�us,” went on the vo�ce, “your fr�ends are wa�t�ng for you at

the barr�cade of the Rue de la Chanvrer�e.”
Th�s vo�ce was not wholly unfam�l�ar to h�m. It resembled the

hoarse, rough vo�ce of Épon�ne. Mar�us hastened to the gate, thrust
as�de the movable bar, passed h�s head through the aperture, and
saw some one who appeared to h�m to be a young man,
d�sappear�ng at a run �nto the gloom.



CHAPTER III—M. MABEUF
Jean Valjean’s purse was of no use to M. Mabeuf. M. Mabeuf, �n

h�s venerable, �nfant�le auster�ty, had not accepted the g�ft of the
stars; he had not adm�tted that a star could co�n �tself �nto lou�s d’or.
He had not d�v�ned that what had fallen from heaven had come from
Gavroche. He had taken the purse to the pol�ce comm�ss�oner of the
quarter, as a lost art�cle placed by the f�nder at the d�sposal of
cla�mants. The purse was actually lost. It �s unnecessary to say that
no one cla�med �t, and that �t d�d not succor M. Mabeuf.

Moreover, M. Mabeuf had cont�nued h�s downward course.
H�s exper�ments on �nd�go had been no more successful �n the

Jard�n des Plantes than �n h�s garden at Austerl�tz. The year before
he had owed h�s housekeeper’s wages; now, as we have seen, he
owed three quarters of h�s rent. The pawnshop had sold the plates of
h�s Flora after the exp�rat�on of th�rteen months. Some coppersm�th
had made stewpans of them. H�s copper plates gone, and be�ng
unable to complete even the �ncomplete cop�es of h�s Flora wh�ch
were �n h�s possess�on, he had d�sposed of the text, at a m�serable
pr�ce, as waste paper, to a second-hand bookseller. Noth�ng now
rema�ned to h�m of h�s l�fe’s work. He set to work to eat up the
money for these cop�es. When he saw that th�s wretched resource
was becom�ng exhausted, he gave up h�s garden and allowed �t to
run to waste. Before th�s, a long t�me before, he had g�ven up h�s two
eggs and the morsel of beef wh�ch he ate from t�me to t�me. He
d�ned on bread and potatoes. He had sold the last of h�s furn�ture,
then all dupl�cates of h�s bedd�ng, h�s cloth�ng and h�s blankets, then
h�s herbar�ums and pr�nts; but he st�ll reta�ned h�s most prec�ous
books, many of wh�ch were of the greatest rar�ty, among others, Les
Quadr�ns H�stor�ques de la B�ble, ed�t�on of 1560; La Concordance
des B�bles, by P�erre de Besse; Les Marguer�tes de la Marguer�te, of
Jean de La Haye, w�th a ded�cat�on to the Queen of Navarre; the



book de la Charge et D�gn�té de l’Ambassadeur, by the S�eur de
V�ll�ers Hotman; a Flor�leg�um Rabb�n�cum of 1644; a T�bullus of
1567, w�th th�s magn�f�cent �nscr�pt�on: Venet��s, �n æd�bus
Manut�an�s; and lastly, a D�ogenes Laert�us, pr�nted at Lyons �n 1644,
wh�ch conta�ned the famous var�ant of the manuscr�pt 411, th�rteenth
century, of the Vat�can, and those of the two manuscr�pts of Ven�ce,
393 and 394, consulted w�th such fru�tful results by Henr� Est�enne,
and all the passages �n Dor�c d�alect wh�ch are only found �n the
celebrated manuscr�pt of the twelfth century belong�ng to the Naples
L�brary. M. Mabeuf never had any f�re �n h�s chamber, and went to
bed at sundown, �n order not to consume any candles. It seemed as
though he had no longer any ne�ghbors: people avo�ded h�m when
he went out; he perce�ved the fact. The wretchedness of a ch�ld
�nterests a mother, the wretchedness of a young man �nterests a
young g�rl, the wretchedness of an old man �nterests no one. It �s, of
all d�stresses, the coldest. St�ll, Father Mabeuf had not ent�rely lost
h�s ch�ldl�ke seren�ty. H�s eyes acqu�red some v�vac�ty when they
rested on h�s books, and he sm�led when he gazed at the D�ogenes
Laert�us, wh�ch was a un�que copy. H�s bookcase w�th glass doors
was the only p�ece of furn�ture wh�ch he had kept beyond what was
str�ctly �nd�spensable.

One day, Mother Plutarque sa�d to h�m:—
“I have no money to buy any d�nner.”
What she called d�nner was a loaf of bread and four or f�ve

potatoes.
“On cred�t?” suggested M. Mabeuf.
“You know well that people refuse me.”
M. Mabeuf opened h�s bookcase, took a long look at all h�s books,

one after another, as a father obl�ged to dec�mate h�s ch�ldren would
gaze upon them before mak�ng a cho�ce, then se�zed one hast�ly, put
�t �n under h�s arm and went out. He returned two hours later, w�thout
anyth�ng under h�s arm, la�d th�rty sous on the table, and sa�d:—

“You w�ll get someth�ng for d�nner.”
From that moment forth, Mother Plutarque saw a sombre ve�l,

wh�ch was never more l�fted, descend over the old man’s cand�d



face.
On the follow�ng day, on the day after, and on the day after that, �t

had to be done aga�n.
M. Mabeuf went out w�th a book and returned w�th a co�n. As the

second-hand dealers perce�ved that he was forced to sell, they
purchased of h�m for twenty sous that for wh�ch he had pa�d twenty
francs, somet�mes at those very shops. Volume by volume, the
whole l�brary went the same road. He sa�d at t�mes: “But I am
e�ghty;” as though he cher�shed some secret hope that he should
arr�ve at the end of h�s days before reach�ng the end of h�s books.
H�s melancholy �ncreased. Once, however, he had a pleasure. He
had gone out w�th a Robert Est�enne, wh�ch he had sold for th�rty-f�ve
sous under the Qua� Malaqua�s, and he returned w�th an Aldus wh�ch
he had bought for forty sous �n the Rue des Grès.—“I owe f�ve sous,”
he sa�d, beam�ng on Mother Plutarque. That day he had no d�nner.

He belonged to the Hort�cultural Soc�ety. H�s dest�tut�on became
known there. The pres�dent of the soc�ety came to see h�m,
prom�sed to speak to the M�n�ster of Agr�culture and Commerce
about h�m, and d�d so.—“Why, what!” excla�med the M�n�ster, “I
should th�nk so! An old savant! a botan�st! an �noffens�ve man!
Someth�ng must be done for h�m!” On the follow�ng day, M. Mabeuf
rece�ved an �nv�tat�on to d�ne w�th the M�n�ster. Trembl�ng w�th joy, he
showed the letter to Mother Plutarque. “We are saved!” sa�d he. On
the day appo�nted, he went to the M�n�ster’s house. He perce�ved
that h�s ragged cravat, h�s long, square coat, and h�s waxed shoes
aston�shed the ushers. No one spoke to h�m, not even the M�n�ster.
About ten o’clock �n the even�ng, wh�le he was st�ll wa�t�ng for a word,
he heard the M�n�ster’s w�fe, a beaut�ful woman �n a low-necked
gown whom he had not ventured to approach, �nqu�re: “Who �s that
old gentleman?” He returned home on foot at m�dn�ght, �n a dr�v�ng
ra�n-storm. He had sold an Elzev�r to pay for a carr�age �n wh�ch to
go th�ther.

He had acqu�red the hab�t of read�ng a few pages �n h�s D�ogenes
Laert�us every n�ght, before he went to bed. He knew enough Greek
to enjoy the pecul�ar�t�es of the text wh�ch he owned. He had now no
other enjoyment. Several weeks passed. All at once, Mother



Plutarque fell �ll. There �s one th�ng sadder than hav�ng no money
w�th wh�ch to buy bread at the baker’s and that �s hav�ng no money
to purchase drugs at the apothecary’s. One even�ng, the doctor had
ordered a very expens�ve pot�on. And the malady was grow�ng
worse; a nurse was requ�red. M. Mabeuf opened h�s bookcase; there
was noth�ng there. The last volume had taken �ts departure. All that
was left to h�m was D�ogenes Laert�us. He put th�s un�que copy
under h�s arm, and went out. It was the 4th of June, 1832; he went to
the Porte Sa�nt-Jacques, to Royal’s successor, and returned w�th
one hundred francs. He la�d the p�le of f�ve-franc p�eces on the old
serv�ng-woman’s n�ghtstand, and returned to h�s chamber w�thout
say�ng a word.

On the follow�ng morn�ng, at dawn, he seated h�mself on the
overturned post �n h�s garden, and he could be seen over the top of
the hedge, s�tt�ng the whole morn�ng mot�onless, w�th droop�ng head,
h�s eyes vaguely f�xed on the w�thered flower-beds. It ra�ned at
�ntervals; the old man d�d not seem to perce�ve the fact.

In the afternoon, extraord�nary no�ses broke out �n Par�s. They
resembled shots and the clamors of a mult�tude.

Father Mabeuf ra�sed h�s head. He saw a gardener pass�ng, and
�nqu�red:—

“What �s �t?”
The gardener, spade on back, repl�ed �n the most unconcerned

tone:—
“It �s the r�ots.”
“What r�ots?”
“Yes, they are f�ght�ng.”
“Why are they f�ght�ng?”
“Ah, good Heavens!” ejaculated the gardener.
“In what d�rect�on?” went on M. Mabeuf.
“In the ne�ghborhood of the Arsenal.”
Father Mabeuf went to h�s room, took h�s hat, mechan�cally sought

for a book to place under h�s arm, found none, sa�d: “Ah! truly!” and
went off w�th a bew�ldered a�r.



BOOK TENTH—THE 5TH OF JUNE,
1832



CHAPTER I—THE SURFACE OF THE
QUESTION

Of what �s revolt composed? Of noth�ng and of everyth�ng. Of an
electr�c�ty d�sengaged, l�ttle by l�ttle, of a flame suddenly dart�ng forth,
of a wander�ng force, of a pass�ng breath. Th�s breath encounters
heads wh�ch speak, bra�ns wh�ch dream, souls wh�ch suffer,
pass�ons wh�ch burn, wretchedness wh�ch howls, and bears them
away.

Wh�ther?
At random. Athwart the state, the laws, athwart prosper�ty and the

�nsolence of others.
Irr�tated conv�ct�ons, emb�ttered enthus�asms, ag�tated

�nd�gnat�ons, �nst�ncts of war wh�ch have been repressed, youthful
courage wh�ch has been exalted, generous bl�ndness; cur�os�ty, the
taste for change, the th�rst for the unexpected, the sent�ment wh�ch
causes one to take pleasure �n read�ng the posters for the new play,
and love, the prompter’s wh�stle, at the theatre; the vague hatreds,
rancors, d�sappo�ntments, every van�ty wh�ch th�nks that dest�ny has
bankrupted �t; d�scomfort, empty dreams, amb�t�ons that are hedged
about, whoever hopes for a downfall, some outcome, �n short, at the
very bottom, the rabble, that mud wh�ch catches f�re,—such are the
elements of revolt. That wh�ch �s grandest and that wh�ch �s basest;
the be�ngs who prowl outs�de of all bounds, awa�t�ng an occas�on,
bohem�ans, vagrants, vagabonds of the crossroads, those who sleep
at n�ght �n a desert of houses w�th no other roof than the cold clouds
of heaven, those who, each day, demand the�r bread from chance
and not from to�l, the unknown of poverty and noth�ngness, the bare-
armed, the bare-footed, belong to revolt. Whoever cher�shes �n h�s
soul a secret revolt aga�nst any deed whatever on the part of the
state, of l�fe or of fate, �s r�pe for r�ot, and, as soon as �t makes �ts



appearance, he beg�ns to qu�ver, and to feel h�mself borne away w�th
the wh�rlw�nd.

Revolt �s a sort of waterspout �n the soc�al atmosphere wh�ch
forms suddenly �n certa�n cond�t�ons of temperature, and wh�ch, as �t
edd�es about, mounts, descends, thunders, tears, razes, crushes,
demol�shes, uproots, bear�ng w�th �t great natures and small, the
strong man and the feeble m�nd, the tree trunk and the stalk of straw.
Woe to h�m whom �t bears away as well as to h�m whom �t str�kes! It
breaks the one aga�nst the other.

It commun�cates to those whom �t se�zes an �ndescr�bable and
extraord�nary power. It f�lls the f�rstcomer w�th the force of events; �t
converts everyth�ng �nto project�les. It makes a cannon-ball of a
rough stone, and a general of a porter.

If we are to bel�eve certa�n oracles of crafty pol�t�cal v�ews, a l�ttle
revolt �s des�rable from the po�nt of v�ew of power. System: revolt
strengthens those governments wh�ch �t does not overthrow. It puts
the army to the test; �t consecrates the bourgeo�s�e, �t draws out the
muscles of the pol�ce; �t demonstrates the force of the soc�al
framework. It �s an exerc�se �n gymnast�cs; �t �s almost hyg�ene.
Power �s �n better health after a revolt, as a man �s after a good
rubb�ng down.

Revolt, th�rty years ago, was regarded from st�ll other po�nts of
v�ew.

There �s for everyth�ng a theory, wh�ch procla�ms �tself “good
sense”; Ph�l�ntus aga�nst Alcest�s; med�at�on offered between the
false and the true; explanat�on, admon�t�on, rather haughty
extenuat�on wh�ch, because �t �s m�ngled w�th blame and excuse,
th�nks �tself w�sdom, and �s often only pedantry. A whole pol�t�cal
school called “the golden mean” has been the outcome of th�s. As
between cold water and hot water, �t �s the lukewarm water party.
Th�s school w�th �ts false depth, all on the surface, wh�ch d�ssects
effects w�thout go�ng back to f�rst causes, ch�des from �ts he�ght of a
dem�-sc�ence, the ag�tat�on of the publ�c square.

If we l�sten to th�s school, “The r�ots wh�ch compl�cated the affa�r of
1830 depr�ved that great event of a port�on of �ts pur�ty. The
Revolut�on of July had been a f�ne popular gale, abruptly followed by



blue sky. They made the cloudy sky reappear. They caused that
revolut�on, at f�rst so remarkable for �ts unan�m�ty, to degenerate �nto
a quarrel. In the Revolut�on of July, as �n all progress accompl�shed
by f�ts and starts, there had been secret fractures; these r�ots
rendered them percept�ble. It m�ght have been sa�d: ‘Ah! th�s �s
broken.’ After the Revolut�on of July, one was sens�ble only of
del�verance; after the r�ots, one was consc�ous of a catastrophe.

“All revolt closes the shops, depresses the funds, throws the
Exchange �nto consternat�on, suspends commerce, clogs bus�ness,
prec�p�tates fa�lures; no more money, pr�vate fortunes rendered
uneasy, publ�c cred�t shaken, �ndustry d�sconcerted, cap�tal
w�thdraw�ng, work at a d�scount, fear everywhere; counter-shocks �n
every town. Hence gulfs. It has been calculated that the f�rst day of a
r�ot costs France twenty m�ll�ons, the second day forty, the th�rd s�xty,
a three days’ upr�s�ng costs one hundred and twenty m�ll�ons, that �s
to say, �f only the f�nanc�al result be taken �nto cons�derat�on, �t �s
equ�valent to a d�saster, a sh�pwreck or a lost battle, wh�ch should
ann�h�late a fleet of s�xty sh�ps of the l�ne.

“No doubt, h�stor�cally, upr�s�ngs have the�r beauty; the war of the
pavements �s no less grand�ose, and no less pathet�c, than the war
of th�ckets: �n the one there �s the soul of forests, �n the other the
heart of c�t�es; the one has Jean Chouan, the other has a Jeanne.
Revolts have �llum�nated w�th a red glare all the most or�g�nal po�nts
of the Par�s�an character, generos�ty, devot�on, stormy gayety,
students prov�ng that bravery forms part of �ntell�gence, the Nat�onal
Guard �nv�nc�ble, b�vouacs of shopkeepers, fortresses of street
urch�ns, contempt of death on the part of passers-by. Schools and
leg�ons clashed together. After all, between the combatants, there
was only a d�fference of age; the race �s the same; �t �s the same
sto�cal men who d�ed at the age of twenty for the�r �deas, at forty for
the�r fam�l�es. The army, always a sad th�ng �n c�v�l wars, opposed
prudence to audac�ty. Upr�s�ngs, wh�le prov�ng popular �ntrep�d�ty,
also educated the courage of the bourgeo�s.

“Th�s �s well. But �s all th�s worth the bloodshed? And to the
bloodshed add the future darkness, progress comprom�sed,
uneas�ness among the best men, honest l�berals �n despa�r, fore�gn



absolut�sm happy �n these wounds dealt to revolut�on by �ts own
hand, the vanqu�shed of 1830 tr�umph�ng and say�ng: ‘We told you
so!’ Add Par�s enlarged, poss�bly, but France most assuredly
d�m�n�shed. Add, for all must needs be told, the massacres wh�ch
have too often d�shonored the v�ctory of order grown feroc�ous over
l�berty gone mad. To sum up all, upr�s�ngs have been d�sastrous.”

Thus speaks that approx�mat�on to w�sdom w�th wh�ch the
bourgeo�s�e, that approx�mat�on to the people, so w�ll�ngly contents
�tself.

For our parts, we reject th�s word upr�s�ngs as too large, and
consequently as too conven�ent. We make a d�st�nct�on between one
popular movement and another popular movement. We do not
�nqu�re whether an upr�s�ng costs as much as a battle. Why a battle,
�n the f�rst place? Here the quest�on of war comes up. Is war less of
a scourge than an upr�s�ng �s of a calam�ty? And then, are all
upr�s�ngs calam�t�es? And what �f the revolt of July d�d cost a
hundred and twenty m�ll�ons? The establ�shment of Ph�l�p V. �n Spa�n
cost France two m�ll�ards. Even at the same pr�ce, we should prefer
the 14th of July. However, we reject these f�gures, wh�ch appear to
be reasons and wh�ch are only words. An upr�s�ng be�ng g�ven, we
exam�ne �t by �tself. In all that �s sa�d by the doctr�nar�an object�on
above presented, there �s no quest�on of anyth�ng but effect, we seek
the cause.

We w�ll be expl�c�t.



CHAPTER II—THE ROOT OF THE
MATTER

There �s such a th�ng as an upr�s�ng, and there �s such a th�ng as
�nsurrect�on; these are two separate phases of wrath; one �s �n the
wrong, the other �s �n the r�ght. In democrat�c states, the only ones
wh�ch are founded on just�ce, �t somet�mes happens that the fract�on
usurps; then the whole r�ses and the necessary cla�m of �ts r�ghts
may proceed as far as resort to arms. In all quest�ons wh�ch result
from collect�ve sovere�gnty, the war of the whole aga�nst the fract�on
�s �nsurrect�on; the attack of the fract�on aga�nst the whole �s revolt;
accord�ng as the Tu�ler�es conta�n a k�ng or the Convent�on, they are
justly or unjustly attacked. The same cannon, po�nted aga�nst the
populace, �s wrong on the 10th of August, and r�ght on the 14th of
Vendém�a�re. Al�ke �n appearance, fundamentally d�fferent �n real�ty;
the Sw�ss defend the false, Bonaparte defends the true. That wh�ch
un�versal suffrage has effected �n �ts l�berty and �n �ts sovere�gnty
cannot be undone by the street. It �s the same �n th�ngs perta�n�ng
purely to c�v�l�zat�on; the �nst�nct of the masses, clear-s�ghted to-day,
may be troubled to-morrow. The same fury leg�t�mate when d�rected
aga�nst Terray and absurd when d�rected aga�nst Turgot. The
destruct�on of mach�nes, the p�llage of warehouses, the break�ng of
ra�ls, the demol�t�on of docks, the false routes of mult�tudes, the
refusal by the people of just�ce to progress, Ramus assass�nated by
students, Rousseau dr�ven out of Sw�tzerland and stoned,—that �s
revolt. Israel aga�nst Moses, Athens aga�nst Phoc�an, Rome aga�nst
C�cero,—that �s an upr�s�ng; Par�s aga�nst the Bast�lle,—that �s
�nsurrect�on. The sold�ers aga�nst Alexander, the sa�lors aga�nst
Chr�stopher Columbus,—th�s �s the same revolt; �mp�ous revolt; why?
Because Alexander �s do�ng for As�a w�th the sword that wh�ch
Chr�stopher Columbus �s do�ng for Amer�ca w�th the compass;
Alexander l�ke Columbus, �s f�nd�ng a world. These g�fts of a world to



c�v�l�zat�on are such augmentat�ons of l�ght, that all res�stance �n that
case �s culpable. Somet�mes the populace counterfe�ts f�del�ty to
�tself. The masses are tra�tors to the people. Is there, for example,
anyth�ng stranger than that long and bloody protest of dealers �n
contraband salt, a leg�t�mate chron�c revolt, wh�ch, at the dec�s�ve
moment, on the day of salvat�on, at the very hour of popular v�ctory,
espouses the throne, turns �nto chouanner�e, and, from hav�ng been
an �nsurrect�on aga�nst, becomes an upr�s�ng for, sombre
masterp�eces of �gnorance! The contraband salt dealer escapes the
royal g�bbets, and w�th a rope’s end round h�s neck, mounts the
wh�te cockade. “Death to the salt dut�es,” br�ngs forth, “Long l�ve the
K�ng!” The assass�ns of Sa�nt-Barthélemy, the cut-throats of
September, the manslaughterers of Av�gnon, the assass�ns of
Col�gny, the assass�ns of Madam Lamballe, the assass�ns of Brune,
M�quelets, Verdets, Cadenettes, the compan�ons of Jéhu, the
cheval�ers of Brassard,—behold an upr�s�ng. La Vendée �s a grand,
cathol�c upr�s�ng. The sound of r�ght �n movement �s recogn�zable, �t
does not always proceed from the trembl�ng of exc�ted masses; there
are mad rages, there are cracked bells, all tocs�ns do not g�ve out
the sound of bronze. The brawl of pass�ons and �gnorances �s qu�te
another th�ng from the shock of progress. Show me �n what d�rect�on
you are go�ng. R�se, �f you w�ll, but let �t be that you may grow great.
There �s no �nsurrect�on except �n a forward d�rect�on. Any other sort
of r�s�ng �s bad; every v�olent step towards the rear �s a revolt; to
retreat �s to comm�t a deed of v�olence aga�nst the human race.
Insurrect�on �s a f�t of rage on the part of truth; the pavements wh�ch
the upr�s�ng d�sturbs g�ve forth the spark of r�ght. These pavements
bequeath to the upr�s�ng only the�r mud. Danton aga�nst Lou�s XIV. �s
�nsurrect�on; Hébert aga�nst Danton �s revolt.

Hence �t results that �f �nsurrect�on �n g�ven cases may be, as
Lafayette says, the most holy of dut�es, an upr�s�ng may be the most
fatal of cr�mes.

There �s also a d�fference �n the �ntens�ty of heat; �nsurrect�on �s
often a volcano, revolt �s often only a f�re of straw.

Revolt, as we have sa�d, �s somet�mes found among those �n
power. Pol�gnac �s a r�oter; Cam�lle Desmoul�ns �s one of the



govern�ng powers.
Insurrect�on �s somet�mes resurrect�on.
The solut�on of everyth�ng by un�versal suffrage be�ng an

absolutely modern fact, and all h�story anter�or to th�s fact be�ng, for
the space of four thousand years, f�lled w�th v�olated r�ght, and the
suffer�ng of peoples, each epoch of h�story br�ngs w�th �t that protest
of wh�ch �t �s capable. Under the Cæsars, there was no �nsurrect�on,
but there was Juvenal.

The fac�t �nd�gnat�o replaces the Gracch�.
Under the Cæsars, there �s the ex�le to Syene; there �s also the

man of the Annales. We do not speak of the �mmense ex�le of
Patmos who, on h�s part also, overwhelms the real world w�th a
protest �n the name of the �deal world, who makes of h�s v�s�on an
enormous sat�re and casts on Rome-N�neveh, on Rome-Babylon, on
Rome-Sodom, the flam�ng reflect�on of the Apocalypse. John on h�s
rock �s the sph�nx on �ts pedestal; we may understand h�m, he �s a
Jew, and �t �s Hebrew; but the man who wr�tes the Annales �s of the
Lat�n race, let us rather say he �s a Roman.

As the Neros re�gn �n a black way, they should be pa�nted to
match. The work of the grav�ng-tool alone would be too pale; there
must be poured �nto the channel a concentrated prose wh�ch b�tes.

Despots count for someth�ng �n the quest�on of ph�losophers. A
word that �s cha�ned �s a terr�ble word. The wr�ter doubles and trebles
h�s style when s�lence �s �mposed on a nat�on by �ts master. From
th�s s�lence there ar�ses a certa�n myster�ous plen�tude wh�ch f�lters
�nto thought and there congeals �nto bronze. The compress�on of
h�story produces conc�seness �n the h�stor�an. The gran�te sol�d�ty of
such and such a celebrated prose �s noth�ng but the accumulat�on
effected by the tyrant.

Tyranny constra�ns the wr�ter to cond�t�ons of d�ameter wh�ch are
augmentat�ons of force. The C�ceron�an per�od, wh�ch hardly suff�ced
for Verres, would be blunted on Cal�gula. The less spread of sa�l �n
the phrase, the more �ntens�ty �n the blow. Tac�tus th�nks w�th all h�s
m�ght.



The honesty of a great heart, condensed �n just�ce and truth,
overwhelms as w�th l�ghtn�ng.

Be �t remarked, �n pass�ng, that Tac�tus �s not h�stor�cally
superposed upon Cæsar. The T�ber�� were reserved for h�m. Cæsar
and Tac�tus are two success�ve phenomena, a meet�ng between
whom seems to be myster�ously avo�ded, by the One who, when He
sets the centur�es on the stage, regulates the entrances and the
ex�ts. Cæsar �s great, Tac�tus �s great; God spares these two
greatnesses by not allow�ng them to clash w�th one another. The
guard�an of just�ce, �n str�k�ng Cæsar, m�ght str�ke too hard and be
unjust. God does not w�ll �t. The great wars of Afr�ca and Spa�n, the
p�rates of S�c�ly destroyed, c�v�l�zat�on �ntroduced �nto Gaul, �nto
Br�tanny, �nto Germany,—all th�s glory covers the Rub�con. There �s
here a sort of del�cacy of the d�v�ne just�ce, hes�tat�ng to let loose
upon the �llustr�ous usurper the form�dable h�stor�an, spar�ng Cæsar
Tac�tus, and accord�ng extenuat�ng c�rcumstances to gen�us.

Certa�nly, despot�sm rema�ns despot�sm, even under the despot of
gen�us. There �s corrupt�on under all �llustr�ous tyrants, but the moral
pest �s st�ll more h�deous under �nfamous tyrants. In such re�gns,
noth�ng ve�ls the shame; and those who make examples, Tac�tus as
well as Juvenal, slap th�s �gnom�ny wh�ch cannot reply, �n the face,
more usefully �n the presence of all human�ty.

Rome smells worse under V�tell�us than under Sylla. Under
Claud�us and under Dom�t�an, there �s a deform�ty of baseness
correspond�ng to the repuls�veness of the tyrant. The v�lla�ny of
slaves �s a d�rect product of the despot; a m�asma exhales from
these cower�ng consc�ences where�n the master �s reflected; publ�c
powers are unclean; hearts are small; consc�ences are dull, souls
are l�ke verm�n; thus �t �s under Caracalla, thus �t �s under
Commodus, thus �t �s under Hel�ogabalus, wh�le, from the Roman
Senate, under Cæsar, there comes noth�ng but the odor of the dung
wh�ch �s pecul�ar to the eyr�es of the eagles.

Hence the advent, apparently tardy, of the Tac�tuses and the
Juvenals; �t �s �n the hour for ev�dence, that the demonstrator makes
h�s appearance.



But Juvenal and Tac�tus, l�ke Isa�ah �n B�bl�cal t�mes, l�ke Dante �n
the M�ddle Ages, �s man; r�ot and �nsurrect�on are the mult�tude,
wh�ch �s somet�mes r�ght and somet�mes wrong.

In the major�ty of cases, r�ot proceeds from a mater�al fact;
�nsurrect�on �s always a moral phenomenon. R�ot �s Masan�ello;
�nsurrect�on, Spartacus. Insurrect�on borders on m�nd, r�ot on the
stomach; Gaster grows �rr�tated; but Gaster, assuredly, �s not always
�n the wrong. In quest�ons of fam�ne, r�ot, Buzança�s, for example,
holds a true, pathet�c, and just po�nt of departure. Nevertheless, �t
rema�ns a r�ot. Why? It �s because, r�ght at bottom, �t was wrong �n
form. Shy although �n the r�ght, v�olent although strong, �t struck at
random; �t walked l�ke a bl�nd elephant; �t left beh�nd �t the corpses of
old men, of women, and of ch�ldren; �t w�shed the blood of
�noffens�ve and �nnocent persons w�thout know�ng why. The
nour�shment of the people �s a good object; to massacre them �s a
bad means.

All armed protests, even the most leg�t�mate, even that of the 10th
of August, even that of July 14th, beg�n w�th the same troubles.
Before the r�ght gets set free, there �s foam and tumult. In the
beg�nn�ng, the �nsurrect�on �s a r�ot, just as a r�ver �s a torrent.
Ord�nar�ly �t ends �n that ocean: revolut�on. Somet�mes, however,
com�ng from those lofty mounta�ns wh�ch dom�nate the moral
hor�zon, just�ce, w�sdom, reason, r�ght, formed of the pure snow of
the �deal, after a long fall from rock to rock, after hav�ng reflected the
sky �n �ts transparency and �ncreased by a hundred affluents �n the
majest�c m�en of tr�umph, �nsurrect�on �s suddenly lost �n some
quagm�re, as the Rh�ne �s �n a swamp.

All th�s �s of the past, the future �s another th�ng. Un�versal suffrage
has th�s adm�rable property, that �t d�ssolves r�ot �n �ts �ncept�on, and,
by g�v�ng the vote to �nsurrect�on, �t depr�ves �t of �ts arms. The
d�sappearance of wars, of street wars as well as of wars on the
front�ers, such �s the �nev�table progress�on. Whatever To-day may
be, To-morrow w�ll be peace.

However, �nsurrect�on, r�ot, and po�nts of d�fference between the
former and the latter,—the bourgeo�s, properly speak�ng, knows
noth�ng of such shades. In h�s m�nd, all �s sed�t�on, rebell�on pure and



s�mple, the revolt of the dog aga�nst h�s master, an attempt to b�te
whom must be pun�shed by the cha�n and the kennel, bark�ng,
snapp�ng, unt�l such day as the head of the dog, suddenly enlarged,
�s outl�ned vaguely �n the gloom face to face w�th the l�on.

Then the bourgeo�s shouts: “Long l�ve the people!”
Th�s explanat�on g�ven, what does the movement of June, 1832,

s�gn�fy, so far as h�story �s concerned? Is �t a revolt? Is �t an
�nsurrect�on?

It may happen to us, �n plac�ng th�s form�dable event on the stage,
to say revolt now and then, but merely to d�st�ngu�sh superf�c�al facts,
and always preserv�ng the d�st�nct�on between revolt, the form, and
�nsurrect�on, the foundat�on.

Th�s movement of 1832 had, �n �ts rap�d outbreak and �n �ts
melancholy ext�nct�on, so much grandeur, that even those who see
�n �t only an upr�s�ng, never refer to �t otherw�se than w�th respect.
For them, �t �s l�ke a rel�c of 1830. Exc�ted �mag�nat�ons, say they, are
not to be calmed �n a day. A revolut�on cannot be cut off short. It
must needs undergo some undulat�ons before �t returns to a state of
rest, l�ke a mounta�n s�nk�ng �nto the pla�n. There are no Alps w�thout
the�r Jura, nor Pyrenees w�thout the Astur�as.

Th�s pathet�c cr�s�s of contemporary h�story wh�ch the memory of
Par�s�ans calls “the epoch of the r�ots,” �s certa�nly a character�st�c
hour am�d the stormy hours of th�s century. A last word, before we
enter on the rec�tal.

The facts wh�ch we are about to relate belong to that dramat�c and
l�v�ng real�ty, wh�ch the h�stor�an somet�mes neglects for lack of t�me
and space. There, nevertheless, we �ns�st upon �t, �s l�fe, palp�tat�on,
human tremor. Petty deta�ls, as we th�nk we have already sa�d, are,
so to speak, the fol�age of great events, and are lost �n the d�stance
of h�story. The epoch, surnamed “of the r�ots,” abounds �n deta�ls of
th�s nature. Jud�c�al �nqu�r�es have not revealed, and perhaps have
not sounded the depths, for another reason than h�story. We shall
therefore br�ng to l�ght, among the known and publ�shed pecul�ar�t�es,
th�ngs wh�ch have not heretofore been known, about facts over
wh�ch have passed the forgetfulness of some, and the death of
others. The major�ty of the actors �n these g�gant�c scenes have



d�sappeared; beg�nn�ng w�th the very next day they held the�r peace;
but of what we shall relate, we shall be able to say: “We have seen
th�s.” We alter a few names, for h�story relates and does not �nform
aga�nst, but the deed wh�ch we shall pa�nt w�ll be genu�ne. In
accordance w�th the cond�t�ons of the book wh�ch we are now
wr�t�ng, we shall show only one s�de and one ep�sode, and certa�nly,
the least known at that, of the two days, the 5th and the 6th of June,
1832, but we shall do �t �n such w�se that the reader may catch a
gl�mpse, beneath the gloomy ve�l wh�ch we are about to l�ft, of the
real form of th�s fr�ghtful publ�c adventure.



CHAPTER III—A BURIAL; AN
OCCASION TO BE BORN AGAIN

In the spr�ng of 1832, although the cholera had been ch�ll�ng all
m�nds for the last three months and had cast over the�r ag�tat�on an
�ndescr�bable and gloomy pac�f�cat�on, Par�s had already long been
r�pe for commot�on. As we have sa�d, the great c�ty resembles a
p�ece of art�llery; when �t �s loaded, �t suff�ces for a spark to fall, and
the shot �s d�scharged. In June, 1832, the spark was the death of
General Lamarque.

Lamarque was a man of renown and of act�on. He had had �n
success�on, under the Emp�re and under the Restorat�on, the sorts of
bravery requ�s�te for the two epochs, the bravery of the battle-f�eld
and the bravery of the tr�bune. He was as eloquent as he had been
val�ant; a sword was d�scern�ble �n h�s speech. L�ke Foy, h�s
predecessor, after uphold�ng the command, he upheld l�berty; he sat
between the left and the extreme left, beloved of the people because
he accepted the chances of the future, beloved of the populace
because he had served the Emperor well; he was, �n company w�th
Comtes Gérard and Drouet, one of Napoleon’s marshals �n petto.
The treat�es of 1815 removed h�m as a personal offence. He hated
Well�ngton w�th a downr�ght hatred wh�ch pleased the mult�tude; and,
for seventeen years, he majest�cally preserved the sadness of
Waterloo, pay�ng hardly any attent�on to �nterven�ng events. In h�s
death agony, at h�s last hour, he clasped to h�s breast a sword wh�ch
had been presented to h�m by the off�cers of the Hundred Days.
Napoleon had d�ed utter�ng the word army, Lamarque utter�ng the
word country.

H�s death, wh�ch was expected, was dreaded by the people as a
loss, and by the government as an occas�on. Th�s death was an



affl�ct�on. L�ke everyth�ng that �s b�tter, affl�ct�on may turn to revolt.
Th�s �s what took place.

On the preced�ng even�ng, and on the morn�ng of the 5th of June,
the day appo�nted for Lamarque’s bur�al, the Faubourg Sa�nt-
Anto�ne, wh�ch the process�on was to touch at, assumed a
form�dable aspect. Th�s tumultuous network of streets was f�lled w�th
rumors. They armed themselves as best they m�ght. Jo�ners carr�ed
off door-we�ghts of the�r establ�shment “to break down doors.” One of
them had made h�mself a dagger of a stock�ng-weaver’s hook by
break�ng off the hook and sharpen�ng the stump. Another, who was
�n a fever “to attack,” slept wholly dressed for three days. A carpenter
named Lomb�er met a comrade, who asked h�m: “Wh�ther are you
go�ng?” “Eh! well, I have no weapons.” “What then?” “I’m go�ng to my
t�mber-yard to get my compasses.” “What for?” “I don’t know,” sa�d
Lomb�er. A certa�n Jacquel�ne, an exped�t�ous man, accosted some
pass�ng art�sans: “Come here, you!” He treated them to ten sous’
worth of w�ne and sa�d: “Have you work?” “No.” “Go to F�lsp�erre,
between the Barr�ère Charonne and the Barr�ère Montreu�l, and you
w�ll f�nd work.” At F�lsp�erre’s they found cartr�dges and arms. Certa�n
well-known leaders were go�ng the rounds, that �s to say, runn�ng
from one house to another, to collect the�r men. At Barthélemy’s,
near the Barr�ère du Trône, at Capel’s, near the Pet�t-Chapeau, the
dr�nkers accosted each other w�th a grave a�r. They were heard to
say: “Have you your p�stol?” “Under my blouse.” “And you?” “Under
my sh�rt.” In the Rue Travers�ère, �n front of the Bland workshop, and
�n the yard of the Ma�son-Brulée, �n front of tool-maker Bern�er’s,
groups wh�spered together. Among them was observed a certa�n
Mavot, who never rema�ned more than a week �n one shop, as the
masters always d�scharged h�m “because they were obl�ged to
d�spute w�th h�m every day.” Mavot was k�lled on the follow�ng day at
the barr�cade of the Rue Mén�lmontant. Pretot, who was dest�ned to
per�sh also �n the struggle, seconded Mavot, and to the quest�on:
“What �s your object?” he repl�ed: “Insurrect�on.” Workmen
assembled at the corner of the Rue de Bercy, wa�ted for a certa�n
Lemar�n, the revolut�onary agent for the Faubourg Sa�nt-Marceau.
Watchwords were exchanged almost publ�cly.



On the 5th of June, accord�ngly, a day of m�ngled ra�n and sun,
General Lamarque’s funeral process�on traversed Par�s w�th off�c�al
m�l�tary pomp, somewhat augmented through precaut�on. Two
battal�ons, w�th draped drums and reversed arms, ten thousand
Nat�onal Guards, w�th the�r swords at the�r s�des, escorted the coff�n.
The hearse was drawn by young men. The off�cers of the Inval�des
came �mmed�ately beh�nd �t, bear�ng laurel branches. Then came an
�nnumerable, strange, ag�tated mult�tude, the sect�onar�es of the
Fr�ends of the People, the Law School, the Med�cal School, refugees
of all nat�onal�t�es, and Span�sh, Ital�an, German, and Pol�sh flags,
tr�colored hor�zontal banners, every poss�ble sort of banner, ch�ldren
wav�ng green boughs, stone-cutters and carpenters who were on
str�ke at the moment, pr�nters who were recogn�zable by the�r paper
caps, march�ng two by two, three by three, utter�ng cr�es, nearly all of
them brand�sh�ng st�cks, some brand�sh�ng sabres, w�thout order and
yet w�th a s�ngle soul, now a tumultuous rout, aga�n a column.
Squads chose themselves leaders; a man armed w�th a pa�r of
p�stols �n full v�ew, seemed to pass the host �n rev�ew, and the f�les
separated before h�m. On the s�de alleys of the boulevards, �n the
branches of the trees, on balcon�es, �n w�ndows, on the roofs,
swarmed the heads of men, women, and ch�ldren; all eyes were
f�lled w�th anx�ety. An armed throng was pass�ng, and a terr�f�ed
throng looked on.

The Government, on �ts s�de, was tak�ng observat�ons. It observed
w�th �ts hand on �ts sword. Four squadrons of carab�neers could be
seen �n the Place Lou�s XV. �n the�r saddles, w�th the�r trumpets at
the�r head, cartr�dge-boxes f�lled and muskets loaded, all �n
read�ness to march; �n the Lat�n country and at the Jard�n des
Plantes, the Mun�c�pal Guard echelonned from street to street; at the
Halle-aux-V�ns, a squadron of dragoons; at the Grève half of the
12th L�ght Infantry, the other half be�ng at the Bast�lle; the 6th
Dragoons at the Célest�ns; and the courtyard of the Louvre full of
art�llery. The rema�nder of the troops were conf�ned to the�r barracks,
w�thout reckon�ng the reg�ments of the env�rons of Par�s. Power
be�ng uneasy, held suspended over the menac�ng mult�tude twenty-
four thousand sold�ers �n the c�ty and th�rty thousand �n the banl�eue.



D�vers reports were �n c�rculat�on �n the cortège. Leg�t�m�st tr�cks
were h�nted at; they spoke of the Duc de Re�chstadt, whom God had
marked out for death at that very moment when the populace were
des�gnat�ng h�m for the Emp�re. One personage, whose name has
rema�ned unknown, announced that at a g�ven hour two overseers
who had been won over, would throw open the doors of a factory of
arms to the people. That wh�ch predom�nated on the uncovered
brows of the major�ty of those present was enthus�asm m�ngled w�th
deject�on. Here and there, also, �n that mult�tude g�ven over to such
v�olent but noble emot�ons, there were v�s�ble genu�ne v�sages of
cr�m�nals and �gnoble mouths wh�ch sa�d: “Let us plunder!” There are
certa�n ag�tat�ons wh�ch st�r up the bottoms of marshes and make
clouds of mud r�se through the water. A phenomenon to wh�ch “well
dr�lled” pol�cemen are no strangers.

The process�on proceeded, w�th fever�sh slowness, from the
house of the deceased, by way of the boulevards as far as the
Bast�lle. It ra�ned from t�me to t�me; the ra�n mattered noth�ng to that
throng. Many �nc�dents, the coff�n borne round the Vendome column,
stones thrown at the Duc de F�tz-James, who was seen on a balcony
w�th h�s hat on h�s head, the Gall�c cock torn from a popular flag and
dragged �n the m�re, a pol�ceman wounded w�th a blow from a sword
at the Porte Sa�nt-Mart�n, an off�cer of the 12th L�ght Infantry say�ng
aloud: “I am a Republ�can,” the Polytechn�c School com�ng up
unexpectedly aga�nst orders to rema�n at home, the shouts of: “Long
l�ve the Polytechn�que! Long l�ve the Republ�c!” marked the passage
of the funeral tra�n. At the Bast�lle, long f�les of cur�ous and
form�dable people who descended from the Faubourg Sa�nt-Anto�ne,
effected a junct�on w�th the process�on, and a certa�n terr�ble
seeth�ng began to ag�tate the throng.

One man was heard to say to another: “Do you see that fellow w�th
a red beard, he’s the one who w�ll g�ve the word when we are to f�re.”
It appears that th�s red beard was present, at another r�ot, the
Quén�sset affa�r, entrusted w�th th�s same funct�on.

The hearse passed the Bast�lle, traversed the small br�dge, and
reached the esplanade of the br�dge of Austerl�tz. There �t halted.
The crowd, surveyed at that moment w�th a b�rd’s-eye v�ew, would



have presented the aspect of a comet whose head was on the
esplanade and whose ta�l spread out over the Qua� Bourdon,
covered the Bast�lle, and was prolonged on the boulevard as far as
the Porte Sa�nt-Mart�n. A c�rcle was traced around the hearse. The
vast rout held the�r peace. Lafayette spoke and bade Lamarque
farewell. Th�s was a touch�ng and august �nstant, all heads
uncovered, all hearts beat h�gh.

All at once, a man on horseback, clad �n black, made h�s
appearance �n the m�ddle of the group w�th a red flag, others say,
w�th a p�ke surmounted w�th a red l�berty-cap. Lafayette turned as�de
h�s head. Exelmans qu�tted the process�on.

Th�s red flag ra�sed a storm, and d�sappeared �n the m�dst of �t.
From the Boulevard Bourdon to the br�dge of Austerl�tz one of those
clamors wh�ch resemble b�llows st�rred the mult�tude. Two prod�g�ous
shouts went up: “Lamarque to the Pantheon!—Lafayette to the
Town-hall!” Some young men, am�d the declamat�ons of the throng,
harnessed themselves and began to drag Lamarque �n the hearse
across the br�dge of Austerl�tz and Lafayette �n a hackney-coach
along the Qua� Morland.

In the crowd wh�ch surrounded and cheered Lafayette, �t was
not�ced that a German showed h�mself named Ludw�g Snyder, who
d�ed a centenar�an afterwards, who had also been �n the war of
1776, and who had fought at Trenton under Wash�ngton, and at
Brandyw�ne under Lafayette.

In the meant�me, the mun�c�pal cavalry on the left bank had been
set �n mot�on, and came to bar the br�dge, on the r�ght bank the
dragoons emerged from the Célest�ns and deployed along the Qua�
Morland. The men who were dragg�ng Lafayette suddenly caught
s�ght of them at the corner of the quay and shouted: “The dragoons!”
The dragoons advanced at a walk, �n s�lence, w�th the�r p�stols �n
the�r holsters, the�r swords �n the�r scabbards, the�r guns slung �n
the�r leather sockets, w�th an a�r of gloomy expectat�on.

They halted two hundred paces from the l�ttle br�dge. The carr�age
�n wh�ch sat Lafayette advanced to them, the�r ranks opened and
allowed �t to pass, and then closed beh�nd �t. At that moment the
dragoons and the crowd touched. The women fled �n terror. What



took place dur�ng that fatal m�nute? No one can say. It �s the dark
moment when two clouds come together. Some declare that a blast
of trumpets sound�ng the charge was heard �n the d�rect�on of the
Arsenal, others that a blow from a dagger was g�ven by a ch�ld to a
dragoon. The fact �s, that three shots were suddenly d�scharged: the
f�rst k�lled Cholet, ch�ef of the squadron, the second k�lled an old deaf
woman who was �n the act of clos�ng her w�ndow, the th�rd s�nged
the shoulder of an off�cer; a woman screamed: “They are beg�nn�ng
too soon!” and all at once, a squadron of dragoons wh�ch had
rema�ned �n the barracks up to th�s t�me, was seen to debouch at a
gallop w�th bared swords, through the Rue Bassomp�erre and the
Boulevard Bourdon, sweep�ng all before them.

Then all �s sa�d, the tempest �s loosed, stones ra�n down, a
fus�llade breaks forth, many prec�p�tate themselves to the bottom of
the bank, and pass the small arm of the Se�ne, now f�lled �n, the
t�mber-yards of the Isle Louv�ers, that vast c�tadel ready to hand,
br�stle w�th combatants, stakes are torn up, p�stol-shots f�red, a
barr�cade begun, the young men who are thrust back pass the
Austerl�tz br�dge w�th the hearse at a run, and the mun�c�pal guard,
the carab�neers rush up, the dragoons ply the�r swords, the crowd
d�sperses �n all d�rect�ons, a rumor of war fl�es to all four quarters of
Par�s, men shout: “To arms!” they run, tumble down, flee, res�st.
Wrath spreads abroad the r�ot as w�nd spreads a f�re.



CHAPTER IV—THE EBULLITIONS OF
FORMER DAYS

Noth�ng �s more extraord�nary than the f�rst break�ng out of a r�ot.
Everyth�ng bursts forth everywhere at once. Was �t foreseen? Yes.
Was �t prepared? No. Whence comes �t? From the pavements.
Whence falls �t? From the clouds. Here �nsurrect�on assumes the
character of a plot; there of an �mprov�sat�on. The f�rst comer se�zes
a current of the throng and leads �t wh�ther he w�lls. A beg�nn�ng full
of terror, �n wh�ch �s m�ngled a sort of form�dable gayety. F�rst come
clamors, the shops are closed, the d�splays of the merchants
d�sappear; then come �solated shots; people flee; blows from gun-
stocks beat aga�nst portes-cochères, servants can be heard laugh�ng
�n the courtyards of houses and say�ng: “There’s go�ng to be a row!”

A quarter of an hour had not elapsed when th�s �s what was tak�ng
place at twenty d�fferent spots �n Par�s at once.

In the Rue Sa�nte-Cro�x-de-la-Bretonner�e, twenty young men,
bearded and w�th long ha�r, entered a dram-shop and emerged a
moment later, carry�ng a hor�zontal tr�colored flag covered w�th
crape, and hav�ng at the�r head three men armed, one w�th a sword,
one w�th a gun, and the th�rd w�th a p�ke.

In the Rue des Nona�nd�ères, a very well-dressed bourgeo�s, who
had a prom�nent belly, a sonorous vo�ce, a bald head, a lofty brow, a
black beard, and one of these st�ff moustaches wh�ch w�ll not l�e flat,
offered cartr�dges publ�cly to passers-by.

In the Rue Sa�nt-P�erre-Montmartre, men w�th bare arms carr�ed
about a black flag, on wh�ch could be read �n wh�te letters th�s
�nscr�pt�on: “Republ�c or Death!” In the Rue des Jeûneurs, Rue du
Cadran, Rue Montorgue�l, Rue Mandar, groups appeared wav�ng
flags on wh�ch could be d�st�ngu�shed �n gold letters, the word



sect�on w�th a number. One of these flags was red and blue w�th an
almost �mpercept�ble str�pe of wh�te between.

They p�llaged a factory of small-arms on the Boulevard Sa�nt-
Mart�n, and three armorers’ shops, the f�rst �n the Rue Beaubourg,
the second �n the Rue M�chel-le-Comte, the other �n the Rue du
Temple. In a few m�nutes, the thousand hands of the crowd had
se�zed and carr�ed off two hundred and th�rty guns, nearly all double-
barrelled, s�xty-four swords, and e�ghty-three p�stols. In order to
prov�de more arms, one man took the gun, the other the bayonet.

Oppos�te the Qua� de la Grève, young men armed w�th muskets
�nstalled themselves �n the houses of some women for the purpose
of f�r�ng. One of them had a fl�nt-lock. They rang, entered, and set
about mak�ng cartr�dges. One of these women relates: “I d�d not
know what cartr�dges were; �t was my husband who told me.”

One cluster broke �nto a cur�os�ty shop �n the Rue des V�e�lles-
Haudr�ettes, and se�zed yataghans and Turk�sh arms.

The body of a mason who had been k�lled by a gun-shot lay �n the
Rue de la Perle.

And then on the r�ght bank, the left bank, on the quays, on the
boulevards, �n the Lat�n country, �n the quarter of the Halles, pant�ng
men, art�sans, students, members of sect�ons read proclamat�ons
and shouted: “To arms!” broke street lanterns, unharnessed
carr�ages, unpaved the streets, broke �n the doors of houses,
uprooted trees, rummaged cellars, rolled out hogsheads, heaped up
pav�ng-stones, rough slabs, furn�ture and planks, and made
barr�cades.

They forced the bourgeo�s to ass�st them �n th�s. They entered the
dwell�ngs of women, they forced them to hand over the swords and
guns of the�r absent husbands, and they wrote on the door, w�th
wh�t�ng: “The arms have been del�vered”; some s�gned “the�r names”
to rece�pts for the guns and swords and sa�d: “Send for them to-
morrow at the Mayor’s off�ce.” They d�sarmed �solated sent�nels and
Nat�onal Guardsmen �n the streets on the�r way to the Townhall.
They tore the epaulets from off�cers. In the Rue du C�m�t�ère-Sa�nt-
N�cholas, an off�cer of the Nat�onal Guard, on be�ng pursued by a
crowd armed w�th clubs and fo�ls, took refuge w�th d�ff�culty �n a



house, whence he was only able to emerge at n�ghtfall and �n
d�sgu�se.

In the Quart�er Sa�nt-Jacques, the students swarmed out of the�r
hotels and ascended the Rue Sa�nt-Hyac�nthe to the Café du
Progrèss, or descended to the Café des Sept-B�llards, �n the Rue
des Mathur�ns. There, �n front of the door, young men mounted on
the stone corner-posts, d�str�buted arms. They plundered the t�mber-
yard �n the Rue Transnona�n �n order to obta�n mater�al for
barr�cades. On a s�ngle po�nt the �nhab�tants res�sted, at the corner
of the Rue Sa�nte-Avoye and the Rue S�mon-Le-Franc, where they
destroyed the barr�cade w�th the�r own hands. At a s�ngle po�nt the
�nsurgents y�elded; they abandoned a barr�cade begun �n the Rue de
Temple after hav�ng f�red on a detachment of the Nat�onal Guard,
and fled through the Rue de la Corder�e. The detachment p�cked up
�n the barr�cade a red flag, a package of cartr�dges, and three
hundred p�stol-balls. The Nat�onal Guardsmen tore up the flag, and
carr�ed off �ts tattered rema�ns on the po�nts of the�r bayonets.

All that we are here relat�ng slowly and success�vely took place
s�multaneously at all po�nts of the c�ty �n the m�dst of a vast tumult,
l�ke a mass of tongues of l�ghtn�ng �n one clap of thunder. In less
than an hour, twenty-seven barr�cades sprang out of the earth �n the
quarter of the Halles alone. In the centre was that famous house No.
50, wh�ch was the fortress of Jeanne and her s�x hundred
compan�ons, and wh�ch, flanked on the one hand by a barr�cade at
Sa�nt-Merry, and on the other by a barr�cade of the Rue Maubuée,
commanded three streets, the Rue des Arc�s, the Rue Sa�nt-Mart�n,
and the Rue Aubry-le-Boucher, wh�ch �t faced. The barr�cades at
r�ght angles fell back, the one of the Rue Montorgue�l on the Grande-
Truander�e, the other of the Rue Geoffroy-Langev�n on the Rue
Sa�nte-Avoye. W�thout reckon�ng �nnumerable barr�cades �n twenty
other quarters of Par�s, �n the Mara�s, at Mont-Sa�nte-Genev�ève;
one �n the Rue Mén�lmontant, where was v�s�ble a porte-cochère torn
from �ts h�nges; another near the l�ttle br�dge of the Hôtel-D�eu made
w�th an “écossa�s,” wh�ch had been unharnessed and overthrown,
three hundred paces from the Prefecture of Pol�ce.



At the barr�cade of the Rue des Ménétr�ers, a well-dressed man
d�str�buted money to the workmen. At the barr�cade of the Rue
Grenetat, a horseman made h�s appearance and handed to the one
who seemed to be the commander of the barr�cade what had the
appearance of a roll of s�lver. “Here,” sa�d he, “th�s �s to pay
expenses, w�ne, et cætera.” A l�ght-ha�red young man, w�thout a
cravat, went from barr�cade to barr�cade, carry�ng pass-words.
Another, w�th a naked sword, a blue pol�ce cap on h�s head, placed
sent�nels. In the �nter�or, beyond the barr�cades, the w�ne-shops and
porters’ lodges were converted �nto guard-houses. Otherw�se the r�ot
was conducted after the most sc�ent�f�c m�l�tary tact�cs. The narrow,
uneven, s�nuous streets, full of angles and turns, were adm�rably
chosen; the ne�ghborhood of the Halles, �n part�cular, a network of
streets more �ntr�cate than a forest. The Soc�ety of the Fr�ends of the
People had, �t was sa�d, undertaken to d�rect the �nsurrect�on �n the
Quart�er Sa�nte-Avoye. A man k�lled �n the Rue du Ponceau who was
searched had on h�s person a plan of Par�s.

That wh�ch had really undertaken the d�rect�on of the upr�s�ng was
a sort of strange �mpetuos�ty wh�ch was �n the a�r. The �nsurrect�on
had abruptly bu�lt barr�cades w�th one hand, and w�th the other
se�zed nearly all the posts of the garr�son. In less than three hours,
l�ke a tra�n of powder catch�ng f�re, the �nsurgents had �nvaded and
occup�ed, on the r�ght bank, the Arsenal, the Mayoralty of the Place
Royale, the whole of the Mara�s, the Pop�ncourt arms manufactory,
la Gal�ote, the Château-d’Eau, and all the streets near the Halles; on
the left bank, the barracks of the Veterans, Sa�nte-Pélag�e, the Place
Maubert, the powder magaz�ne of the Deux-Moul�ns, and all the
barr�ers. At f�ve o’clock �n the even�ng, they were masters of the
Bast�lle, of the L�nger�e, of the Blancs-Manteaux; the�r scouts had
reached the Place des V�cto�res, and menaced the Bank, the Pet�ts-
Pères barracks, and the Post-Off�ce. A th�rd of Par�s was �n the
hands of the r�oters.

The confl�ct had been begun on a g�gant�c scale at all po�nts; and,
as a result of the d�sarm�ng dom�c�l�ary v�s�ts, and armorers’ shops
hast�ly �nvaded, was, that the combat wh�ch had begun w�th the
throw�ng of stones was cont�nued w�th gun-shots.



About s�x o’clock �n the even�ng, the Passage du Saumon became
the f�eld of battle. The upr�s�ng was at one end, the troops were at
the other. They f�red from one gate to the other. An observer, a
dreamer, the author of th�s book, who had gone to get a near v�ew of
th�s volcano, found h�mself �n the passage between the two f�res. All
that he had to protect h�m from the bullets was the swell of the two
half-columns wh�ch separate the shops; he rema�ned �n th�s del�cate
s�tuat�on for nearly half an hour.

Meanwh�le the call to arms was beaten, the Nat�onal Guard armed
�n haste, the leg�ons emerged from the Mayoral�t�es, the reg�ments
from the�r barracks. Oppos�te the passage de l’Ancre a drummer
rece�ved a blow from a dagger. Another, �n the Rue du Cygne, was
assa�led by th�rty young men who broke h�s �nstrument, and took
away h�s sword. Another was k�lled �n the Rue Gren�er-Sa�nt-Lazare.
In the Rue M�chel-le-Comte, three off�cers fell dead one after the
other. Many of the Mun�c�pal Guards, on be�ng wounded, �n the Rue
des Lombards, retreated.

In front of the Cour-Batave, a detachment of Nat�onal Guards
found a red flag bear�ng the follow�ng �nscr�pt�on: Republ�can
revolut�on, No. 127. Was th�s a revolut�on, �n fact?

The �nsurrect�on had made of the centre of Par�s a sort of
�nextr�cable, tortuous, colossal c�tadel.

There was the hearth; there, ev�dently, was the quest�on. All the
rest was noth�ng but sk�rm�shes. The proof that all would be dec�ded
there lay �n the fact that there was no f�ght�ng go�ng on there as yet.

In some reg�ments, the sold�ers were uncerta�n, wh�ch added to
the fearful uncerta�nty of the cr�s�s. They recalled the popular ovat�on
wh�ch had greeted the neutral�ty of the 53d of the L�ne �n July, 1830.
Two �ntrep�d men, tr�ed �n great wars, the Marshal Lobau and
General Bugeaud, were �n command, Bugeaud under Lobau.
Enormous patrols, composed of battal�ons of the L�ne, enclosed �n
ent�re compan�es of the Nat�onal Guard, and preceded by a
comm�ssary of pol�ce wear�ng h�s scarf of off�ce, went to reconno�tre
the streets �n rebell�on. The �nsurgents, on the�r s�de, placed v�dettes
at the corners of all open spaces, and audac�ously sent the�r patrols
outs�de the barr�cades. Each s�de was watch�ng the other. The



Government, w�th an army �n �ts hand, hes�tated; the n�ght was
almost upon them, and the Sa�nt-Merry tocs�n began to make �tself
heard. The M�n�ster of War at that t�me, Marshal Soult, who had seen
Austerl�tz, regarded th�s w�th a gloomy a�r.

These old sa�lors, accustomed to correct manœuvres and hav�ng
as resource and gu�de only tact�cs, that compass of battles, are
utterly d�sconcerted �n the presence of that �mmense foam wh�ch �s
called publ�c wrath.

The Nat�onal Guards of the suburbs rushed up �n haste and
d�sorder. A battal�on of the 12th L�ght came at a run from Sa�nt-
Den�s, the 14th of the L�ne arr�ved from Courbevo�e, the batter�es of
the M�l�tary School had taken up the�r pos�t�on on the Carrousel;
cannons were descend�ng from V�ncennes.

Sol�tude was formed around the Tu�ler�es. Lou�s Ph�l�ppe was
perfectly serene.



CHAPTER V—ORIGINALITY OF PARIS
Dur�ng the last two years, as we have sa�d, Par�s had w�tnessed

more than one �nsurrect�on. Noth�ng �s, generally, more s�ngularly
calm than the phys�ognomy of Par�s dur�ng an upr�s�ng beyond the
bounds of the rebell�ous quarters. Par�s very speed�ly accustoms
herself to anyth�ng,—�t �s only a r�ot,—and Par�s has so many affa�rs
on hand, that she does not put herself out for so small a matter.
These colossal c�t�es alone can offer such spectacles. These
�mmense enclosures alone can conta�n at the same t�me c�v�l war
and an odd and �ndescr�bable tranqu�ll�ty. Ord�nar�ly, when an
�nsurrect�on commences, when the shop-keeper hears the drum, the
call to arms, the general alarm, he contents h�mself w�th the remark:
—

“There appears to be a squabble �n the Rue Sa�nt-Mart�n.”
Or:—
“In the Faubourg Sa�nt-Anto�ne.”
Often he adds carelessly:—
“Or somewhere �n that d�rect�on.”
Later on, when the heart-rend�ng and mournful hubbub of

musketry and f�r�ng by platoons becomes aud�ble, the shopkeeper
says:—

“It’s gett�ng hot! Hullo, �t’s gett�ng hot!”
A moment later, the r�ot approaches and ga�ns �n force, he shuts

up h�s shop prec�p�tately, hast�ly dons h�s un�form, that �s to say, he
places h�s merchand�se �n safety and r�sks h�s own person.

Men f�re �n a square, �n a passage, �n a bl�nd alley; they take and
re-take the barr�cade; blood flows, the grape-shot r�ddles the fronts
of the houses, the balls k�ll people �n the�r beds, corpses encumber
the streets. A few streets away, the shock of b�ll�ard-balls can be
heard �n the cafés.



The theatres open the�r doors and present vaudev�lles; the cur�ous
laugh and chat a couple of paces d�stant from these streets f�lled
w�th war. Hackney-carr�ages go the�r way; passers-by are go�ng to a
d�nner somewhere �n town. Somet�mes �n the very quarter where the
f�ght�ng �s go�ng on.

In 1831, a fus�llade was stopped to allow a wedd�ng party to pass.
At the t�me of the �nsurrect�on of 1839, �n the Rue Sa�nt-Mart�n a

l�ttle, �nf�rm old man, push�ng a hand-cart surmounted by a tr�colored
rag, �n wh�ch he had carafes f�lled w�th some sort of l�qu�d, went and
came from barr�cade to troops and from troops to the barr�cade,
offer�ng h�s glasses of cocoa �mpart�ally,—now to the Government,
now to anarchy.

Noth�ng can be stranger; and th�s �s the pecul�ar character of
upr�s�ngs �n Par�s, wh�ch cannot be found �n any other cap�tal. To th�s
end, two th�ngs are requ�s�te, the s�ze of Par�s and �ts gayety. The
c�ty of Volta�re and Napoleon �s necessary.

On th�s occas�on, however, �n the resort to arms of June 5th, 1832,
the great c�ty felt someth�ng wh�ch was, perhaps, stronger than �tself.
It was afra�d.

Closed doors, w�ndows, and shutters were to be seen everywhere,
�n the most d�stant and most “d�s�nterested” quarters. The
courageous took to arms, the poltroons h�d. The busy and heedless
passer-by d�sappeared. Many streets were empty at four o’clock �n
the morn�ng.

Alarm�ng deta�ls were hawked about, fatal news was
d�ssem�nated,—that they were masters of the Bank;—that there
were s�x hundred of them �n the Clo�ster of Sa�nt-Merry alone,
entrenched and embattled �n the church; that the l�ne was not to be
depended on; that Armand Carrel had been to see Marshal Clausel
and that the Marshal had sa�d: “Get a reg�ment f�rst”; that Lafayette
was �ll, but that he had sa�d to them, nevertheless: “I am w�th you. I
w�ll follow you wherever there �s room for a cha�r”; that one must be
on one’s guard; that at n�ght there would be people p�llag�ng �solated
dwell�ngs �n the deserted corners of Par�s (there the �mag�nat�on of
the pol�ce, that Anne Radcl�ffe m�xed up w�th the Government was
recogn�zable); that a battery had been establ�shed �n the Rue Aubry



le Boucher; that Lobau and Bugeaud were putt�ng the�r heads
together, and that, at m�dn�ght, or at daybreak at latest, four columns
would march s�multaneously on the centre of the upr�s�ng, the f�rst
com�ng from the Bast�lle, the second from the Porte Sa�nt-Mart�n, the
th�rd from the Grève, the fourth from the Halles; that perhaps, also,
the troops would evacuate Par�s and w�thdraw to the Champ-de-
Mars; that no one knew what would happen, but that th�s t�me, �t
certa�nly was ser�ous.

People bus�ed themselves over Marshal Soult’s hes�tat�ons. Why
d�d not he attack at once? It �s certa�n that he was profoundly
absorbed. The old l�on seemed to scent an unknown monster �n that
gloom.

Even�ng came, the theatres d�d not open; the patrols c�rculated
w�th an a�r of �rr�tat�on; passers-by were searched; susp�c�ous
persons were arrested. By n�ne o’clock, more than e�ght hundred
persons had been arrested, the Prefecture of Pol�ce was
encumbered w�th them, so was the Conc�erger�e, so was La Force.

At the Conc�erger�e �n part�cular, the long vault wh�ch �s called the
Rue de Par�s was l�ttered w�th trusses of straw upon wh�ch lay a
heap of pr�soners, whom the man of Lyons, Lagrange, harangued
val�antly. All that straw rustled by all these men, produced the sound
of a heavy shower. Elsewhere pr�soners slept �n the open a�r �n the
meadows, p�led on top of each other.

Anx�ety re�gned everywhere, and a certa�n tremor wh�ch was not
hab�tual w�th Par�s.

People barr�caded themselves �n the�r houses; w�ves and mothers
were uneasy; noth�ng was to be heard but th�s: “Ah! my God! He has
not come home!” There was hardly even the d�stant rumble of a
veh�cle to be heard.

People l�stened on the�r thresholds, to the rumors, the shouts, the
tumult, the dull and �nd�st�nct sounds, to the th�ngs that were sa�d: “It
�s cavalry,” or: “Those are the ca�ssons gallop�ng,” to the trumpets,
the drums, the f�r�ng, and, above all, to that lamentable alarm peal
from Sa�nt-Merry.

They wa�ted for the f�rst cannon-shot. Men sprang up at the
corners of the streets and d�sappeared, shout�ng: “Go home!” And



people made haste to bolt the�r doors. They sa�d: “How w�ll all th�s
end?” From moment to moment, �n proport�on as the darkness
descended, Par�s seemed to take on a more mournful hue from the
form�dable flam�ng of the revolt.



BOOK ELEVENTH—THE ATOM
FRATERNIZES WITH THE HURRICANE



CHAPTER I—SOME EXPLANATIONS
WITH REGARD TO THE ORIGIN OF

GAVROCHE’S POETRY. THE
INFLUENCE OF AN ACADEMICIAN ON

THIS POETRY
At the �nstant when the �nsurrect�on, ar�s�ng from the shock of the

populace and the m�l�tary �n front of the Arsenal, started a movement
�n advance and towards the rear �n the mult�tude wh�ch was follow�ng
the hearse and wh�ch, through the whole length of the boulevards,
we�ghed, so to speak, on the head of the process�on, there arose a
fr�ghtful ebb. The rout was shaken, the�r ranks were broken, all ran,
fled, made the�r escape, some w�th shouts of attack, others w�th the
pallor of fl�ght. The great r�ver wh�ch covered the boulevards d�v�ded
�n a tw�nkl�ng, overflowed to r�ght and left, and spread �n torrents over
two hundred streets at once w�th the roar of a sewer that has broken
loose.

At that moment, a ragged ch�ld who was com�ng down through the
Rue Mén�lmontant, hold�ng �n h�s hand a branch of blossom�ng
laburnum wh�ch he had just plucked on the he�ghts of Bellev�lle,
caught s�ght of an old holster-p�stol �n the show-w�ndow of a br�c-à-
brac merchant’s shop.

“Mother What’s-your-name, I’m go�ng to borrow your mach�ne.”
And off he ran w�th the p�stol.
Two m�nutes later, a flood of fr�ghtened bourgeo�s who were

flee�ng through the Rue Amelot and the Rue Basse, encountered the
lad brand�sh�ng h�s p�stol and s�ng�ng:—



La nuit on ne voit rien,
Le jour on voit très bien,
D’un écrit apocryphe
Le bourgeois s‘ébouriffe,
Pratiquez la vertu,
Tutu, chapeau pointu!44

It was l�ttle Gavroche on h�s way to the wars.
On the boulevard he not�ced that the p�stol had no tr�gger.
Who was the author of that couplet wh�ch served to punctuate h�s

march, and of all the other songs wh�ch he was fond of s�ng�ng on
occas�on? We know not. Who does know? H�mself, perhaps.
However, Gavroche was well up �n all the popular tunes �n
c�rculat�on, and he m�ngled w�th them h�s own ch�rp�ngs. An
observ�ng urch�n and a rogue, he made a potpourr� of the vo�ces of
nature and the vo�ces of Par�s. He comb�ned the repertory of the
b�rds w�th the repertory of the workshops. He was acqua�nted w�th
th�eves, a tr�be cont�guous to h�s own. He had, �t appears, been for
three months apprent�ced to a pr�nter. He had one day executed a
comm�ss�on for M. Baour-Lorm�an, one of the Forty. Gavroche was a
gam�n of letters.

Moreover, Gavroche had no susp�c�on of the fact that when he had
offered the hosp�tal�ty of h�s elephant to two brats on that v�lla�nously
ra�ny n�ght, �t was to h�s own brothers that he had played the part of
Prov�dence. H�s brothers �n the even�ng, h�s father �n the morn�ng;
that �s what h�s n�ght had been l�ke. On qu�tt�ng the Rue des Ballets
at daybreak, he had returned �n haste to the elephant, had art�st�cally
extracted from �t the two brats, had shared w�th them some sort of
breakfast wh�ch he had �nvented, and had then gone away, conf�d�ng
them to that good mother, the street, who had brought h�m up,
almost ent�rely. On leav�ng them, he had appo�nted to meet them at
the same spot �n the even�ng, and had left them th�s d�scourse by
way of a farewell: “I break a cane, otherw�se expressed, I cut my
st�ck, or, as they say at the court, I f�le off. If you don’t f�nd papa and
mamma, young ‘uns, come back here th�s even�ng. I’ll scramble you
up some supper, and I’ll g�ve you a shakedown.” The two ch�ldren,
p�cked up by some pol�ceman and placed �n the refuge, or stolen by
some mountebank, or hav�ng s�mply strayed off �n that �mmense
Ch�nese puzzle of a Par�s, d�d not return. The lowest depths of the



actual soc�al world are full of these lost traces. Gavroche d�d not see
them aga�n. Ten or twelve weeks had elapsed s�nce that n�ght. More
than once he had scratched the back of h�s head and sa�d: “Where
the dev�l are my two ch�ldren?”

In the meant�me, he had arr�ved, p�stol �n hand, �n the Rue du
Pont-aux-Choux. He not�ced that there was but one shop open �n
that street, and, a matter worthy of reflect�on, that was a pastry-
cook’s shop. Th�s presented a prov�dent�al occas�on to eat another
apple-turnover before enter�ng the unknown. Gavroche halted,
fumbled �n h�s fob, turned h�s pocket �ns�de out, found noth�ng, not
even a sou, and began to shout: “Help!”

It �s hard to m�ss the last cake.
Nevertheless, Gavroche pursued h�s way.
Two m�nutes later he was �n the Rue Sa�nt-Lou�s. Wh�le travers�ng

the Rue du Parc-Royal, he felt called upon to make good the loss of
the apple-turnover wh�ch had been �mposs�ble, and he �ndulged
h�mself �n the �mmense del�ght of tear�ng down the theatre posters �n
broad dayl�ght.

A l�ttle further on, on catch�ng s�ght of a group of comfortable-
look�ng persons, who seemed to be landed propr�etors, he shrugged
h�s shoulders and sp�t out at random before h�m th�s mouthful of
ph�losoph�cal b�le as they passed:

“How fat those moneyed men are! They’re drunk! They just wallow
�n good d�nners. Ask ‘em what they do w�th the�r money. They don’t
know. They eat �t, that’s what they do! As much as the�r bell�es w�ll
hold.”



CHAPTER II—GAVROCHE ON THE
MARCH

The brand�sh�ng of a tr�ggerless p�stol, grasped �n one’s hand �n
the open street, �s so much of a publ�c funct�on that Gavroche felt h�s
fervor �ncreas�ng w�th every moment. Am�d the scraps of the
Marse�lla�se wh�ch he was s�ng�ng, he shouted:—

“All goes well. I suffer a great deal �n my left paw, I’m all broken up
w�th rheumat�sm, but I’m sat�sf�ed, c�t�zens. All that the bourgeo�s
have to do �s to bear themselves well, I’ll sneeze them out
subvers�ve couplets. What are the pol�ce sp�es? Dogs. And I’d just
l�ke to have one of them at the end of my p�stol. I’m just from the
boulevard, my fr�ends. It’s gett�ng hot there, �t’s gett�ng �nto a l�ttle
bo�l, �t’s s�mmer�ng. It’s t�me to sk�m the pot. Forward march, men!
Let an �mpure blood �nundate the furrows! I g�ve my days to my
country, I shall never see my concub�ne more, N�n�, f�n�shed, yes,
N�n�? But never m�nd! Long l�ve joy! Let’s f�ght, crebleu! I’ve had
enough of despot�sm.”

At that moment, the horse of a lancer of the Nat�onal Guard hav�ng
fallen, Gavroche la�d h�s p�stol on the pavement, and p�cked up the
man, then he ass�sted �n ra�s�ng the horse. After wh�ch he p�cked up
h�s p�stol and resumed h�s way. In the Rue de Thor�gny, all was
peace and s�lence. Th�s apathy, pecul�ar to the Mara�s, presented a
contrast w�th the vast surround�ng uproar. Four goss�ps were
chatt�ng �n a doorway.

Scotland has tr�os of w�tches, Par�s has quartettes of old goss�p�ng
hags; and the “Thou shalt be K�ng” could be qu�te as mournfully
hurled at Bonaparte �n the Carrefour Baudoyer as at Macbeth on the
heath of Armuyr. The croak would be almost �dent�cal.

The goss�ps of the Rue de Thor�gny bus�ed themselves only w�th
the�r own concerns. Three of them were portresses, and the fourth



was a rag-p�cker w�th her basket on her back.
All four of them seemed to be stand�ng at the four corners of old

age, wh�ch are decrep�tude, decay, ru�n, and sadness.
The rag-p�cker was humble. In th�s open-a�r soc�ety, �t �s the rag-

p�cker who salutes and the portress who patron�zes. Th�s �s caused
by the corner for refuse, wh�ch �s fat or lean, accord�ng to the w�ll of
the portresses, and after the fancy of the one who makes the heap.
There may be k�ndness �n the broom.

Th�s rag-p�cker was a grateful creature, and she sm�led, w�th what
a sm�le! on the three portresses. Th�ngs of th�s nature were sa�d:—

“Ah, by the way, �s your cat st�ll cross?”
“Good grac�ous, cats are naturally the enem�es of dogs, you know.

It’s the dogs who compla�n.”
“And people also.”
“But the fleas from a cat don’t go after people.”
“That’s not the trouble, dogs are dangerous. I remember one year

when there were so many dogs that �t was necessary to put �t �n the
newspapers. That was at the t�me when there were at the Tu�ler�es
great sheep that drew the l�ttle carr�age of the K�ng of Rome. Do you
remember the K�ng of Rome?”

“I l�ked the Duc de Bordeau better.”
“I knew Lou�s XVIII. I prefer Lou�s XVIII.”
“Meat �s awfully dear, �sn’t �t, Mother Patagon?”
“Ah! don’t ment�on �t, the butcher’s shop �s a horror. A horr�ble

horror—one can’t afford anyth�ng but the poor cuts nowadays.”
Here the rag-p�cker �nterposed:—
“Lad�es, bus�ness �s dull. The refuse heaps are m�serable. No one

throws anyth�ng away any more. They eat everyth�ng.”
“There are poorer people than you, la Vargoulême.”
“Ah, that’s true,” repl�ed the rag-p�cker, w�th deference, “I have a

profess�on.”
A pause succeeded, and the rag-p�cker, y�eld�ng to that necess�ty

for boast�ng wh�ch l�es at the bottom of man, added:—



“In the morn�ng, on my return home, I p�ck over my basket, I sort
my th�ngs. Th�s makes heaps �n my room. I put the rags �n a basket,
the cores and stalks �n a bucket, the l�nen �n my cupboard, the
woollen stuff �n my commode, the old papers �n the corner of the
w�ndow, the th�ngs that are good to eat �n my bowl, the b�ts of glass
�n my f�replace, the old shoes beh�nd my door, and the bones under
my bed.”

Gavroche had stopped beh�nd her and was l�sten�ng.
“Old lad�es,” sa�d he, “what do you mean by talk�ng pol�t�cs?”
He was assa�led by a broads�de, composed of a quadruple howl.
“Here’s another rascal.”
“What’s that he’s got �n h�s paddle? A p�stol?”
“Well, I’d l�ke to know what sort of a beggar’s brat th�s �s?”
“That sort of an�mal �s never easy unless he’s overturn�ng the

author�t�es.”
Gavroche d�sda�nfully contented h�mself, by way of repr�sal, w�th

elevat�ng the t�p of h�s nose w�th h�s thumb and open�ng h�s hand
w�de.

The rag-p�cker cr�ed:—
“You mal�c�ous, bare-pawed l�ttle wretch!”
The one who answered to the name of Patagon clapped her

hands together �n horror.
“There’s go�ng to be ev�l do�ngs, that’s certa�n. The errand-boy

next door has a l�ttle po�nted beard, I have seen h�m pass every day
w�th a young person �n a p�nk bonnet on h�s arm; to-day I saw h�m
pass, and he had a gun on h�s arm. Mame Bacheux says, that last
week there was a revolut�on at—at—at—where’s the calf!—at
Ponto�se. And then, there you see h�m, that horr�d scamp, w�th h�s
p�stol! It seems that the Célest�ns are full of p�stols. What do you
suppose the Government can do w�th good-for-noth�ngs who don’t
know how to do anyth�ng but contr�ve ways of upsett�ng the world,
when we had just begun to get a l�ttle qu�et after all the m�sfortunes
that have happened, good Lord! to that poor queen whom I saw pass
�n the tumbr�l! And all th�s �s go�ng to make tobacco dearer. It’s



�nfamous! And I shall certa�nly go to see h�m beheaded on the
gu�llot�ne, the wretch!”

“You’ve got the sn�ffles, old lady,” sa�d Gavroche. “Blow your
promontory.”

And he passed on. When he was �n the Rue Pavée, the rag-p�cker
occurred to h�s m�nd, and he �ndulged �n th�s sol�loquy:—

“You’re �n the wrong to �nsult the revolut�on�sts, Mother Dust-Heap-
Corner. Th�s p�stol �s �n your �nterests. It’s so that you may have
more good th�ngs to eat �n your basket.”

All at once, he heard a shout beh�nd h�m; �t was the portress
Patagon who had followed h�m, and who was shak�ng her f�st at h�m
�n the d�stance and cry�ng:—

“You’re noth�ng but a bastard.”
“Oh! Come now,” sa�d Gavroche, “I don’t care a brass farth�ng for

that!”
Shortly afterwards, he passed the Hotel Lamo�gnon. There he

uttered th�s appeal:—
“Forward march to the battle!”
And he was se�zed w�th a f�t of melancholy. He gazed at h�s p�stol

w�th an a�r of reproach wh�ch seemed an attempt to appease �t:—
“I’m go�ng off,” sa�d he, “but you won’t go off!”
One dog may d�stract the attent�on from another dog.45 A very

gaunt poodle came along at the moment. Gavroche felt compass�on
for h�m.

“My poor doggy,” sa�d he, “you must have gone and swallowed a
cask, for all the hoops are v�s�ble.”

Then he d�rected h�s course towards l’Orme-Sa�nt-Gerva�s.



CHAPTER III—JUST INDIGNATION OF
A HAIR-DRESSER

The worthy ha�r-dresser who had chased from h�s shop the two
l�ttle fellows to whom Gavroche had opened the paternal �nter�or of
the elephant was at that moment �n h�s shop engaged �n shav�ng an
old sold�er of the leg�on who had served under the Emp�re. They
were talk�ng. The ha�r-dresser had, naturally, spoken to the veteran
of the r�ot, then of General Lamarque, and from Lamarque they had
passed to the Emperor. Thence sprang up a conversat�on between
barber and sold�er wh�ch Prudhomme, had he been present, would
have enr�ched w�th arabesques, and wh�ch he would have ent�tled:
“D�alogue between the razor and the sword.”

“How d�d the Emperor r�de, s�r?” sa�d the barber.
“Badly. He d�d not know how to fall—so he never fell.”
“D�d he have f�ne horses? He must have had f�ne horses!”
“On the day when he gave me my cross, I not�ced h�s beast. It was

a rac�ng mare, perfectly wh�te. Her ears were very w�de apart, her
saddle deep, a f�ne head marked w�th a black star, a very long neck,
strongly art�culated knees, prom�nent r�bs, obl�que shoulders and a
powerful crupper. A l�ttle more than f�fteen hands �n he�ght.”

“A pretty horse,” remarked the ha�r-dresser.
“It was H�s Majesty’s beast.”
The ha�r-dresser felt, that after th�s observat�on, a short s�lence

would be f�tt�ng, so he conformed h�mself to �t, and then went on:—
“The Emperor was never wounded but once, was he, s�r?”
The old sold�er repl�ed w�th the calm and sovere�gn tone of a man

who had been there:—



“In the heel. At Rat�sbon. I never saw h�m so well dressed as on
that day. He was as neat as a new sou.”

“And you, Mr. Veteran, you must have been often wounded?”
“I?” sa�d the sold�er, “ah! not to amount to anyth�ng. At Marengo, I

rece�ved two sabre-blows on the back of my neck, a bullet �n the
r�ght arm at Austerl�tz, another �n the left h�p at Jena. At Fr�edland, a
thrust from a bayonet, there,—at the Moskowa seven or e�ght lance-
thrusts, no matter where, at Lutzen a spl�nter of a shell crushed one
of my f�ngers. Ah! and then at Waterloo, a ball from a b�scaïen �n the
th�gh, that’s all.”

“How f�ne that �s!” excla�med the ha�r-dresser, �n P�ndar�c accents,
“to d�e on the f�eld of battle! On my word of honor, rather than d�e �n
bed, of an �llness, slowly, a b�t by b�t each day, w�th drugs,
cataplasms, syr�nges, med�c�nes, I should prefer to rece�ve a
cannon-ball �n my belly!”

“You’re not over fast�d�ous,” sa�d the sold�er.
He had hardly spoken when a fearful crash shook the shop. The

show-w�ndow had suddenly been fractured.
The w�g-maker turned pale.
“Ah, good God!” he excla�med, “�t’s one of them!”
“What?”
“A cannon-ball.”
“Here �t �s,” sa�d the sold�er.
And he p�cked up someth�ng that was roll�ng about the floor. It was

a pebble.
The ha�r-dresser ran to the broken w�ndow and beheld Gavroche

flee�ng at the full speed, towards the Marché Sa�nt-Jean. As he
passed the ha�r-dresser’s shop Gavroche, who had the two brats st�ll
�n h�s m�nd, had not been able to res�st the �mpulse to say good day
to h�m, and had flung a stone through h�s panes.

“You see!” shr�eked the ha�r-dresser, who from wh�te had turned
blue, “that fellow returns and does m�sch�ef for the pure pleasure of
�t. What has any one done to that gam�n?”



CHAPTER IV—THE CHILD IS AMAZED
AT THE OLD MAN

In the meant�me, �n the Marché Sa�nt-Jean, where the post had
already been d�sarmed, Gavroche had just “effected a junct�on” w�th
a band led by Enjolras, Courfeyrac, Combeferre, and Feu�lly. They
were armed after a fash�on. Bahorel and Jean Prouva�re had found
them and swelled the group. Enjolras had a double-barrelled
hunt�ng-gun, Combeferre the gun of a Nat�onal Guard bear�ng the
number of h�s leg�on, and �n h�s belt, two p�stols wh�ch h�s
unbuttoned coat allowed to be seen, Jean Prouva�re an old cavalry
musket, Bahorel a r�fle; Courfeyrac was brand�sh�ng an unsheathed
sword-cane. Feu�lly, w�th a naked sword �n h�s hand, marched at
the�r head shout�ng: “Long l�ve Poland!”

They reached the Qua� Morland. Cravatless, hatless, breathless,
soaked by the ra�n, w�th l�ghtn�ng �n the�r eyes. Gavroche accosted
them calmly:—

“Where are we go�ng?”
“Come along,” sa�d Courfeyrac.
Beh�nd Feu�lly marched, or rather bounded, Bahorel, who was l�ke

a f�sh �n water �n a r�ot. He wore a scarlet wa�stcoat, and �ndulged �n
the sort of words wh�ch break everyth�ng. H�s wa�stcoat astounded a
passer-by, who cr�ed �n bew�lderment:—

“Here are the reds!”
“The reds, the reds!” retorted Bahorel. “A queer k�nd of fear,

bourgeo�s. For my part I don’t tremble before a poppy, the l�ttle red
hat �nsp�res me w�th no alarm. Take my adv�ce, bourgeo�s, let’s leave
fear of the red to horned cattle.”

He caught s�ght of a corner of the wall on wh�ch was placarded the
most peaceable sheet of paper �n the world, a perm�ss�on to eat



eggs, a Lenten admon�t�on addressed by the Archb�shop of Par�s to
h�s “flock.”

Bahorel excla�med:—
“‘Flock’; a pol�te way of say�ng geese.”
And he tore the charge from the na�l. Th�s conquered Gavroche.

From that �nstant Gavroche set h�mself to study Bahorel.
“Bahorel,” observed Enjolras, “you are wrong. You should have let

that charge alone, he �s not the person w�th whom we have to deal,
you are wast�ng your wrath to no purpose. Take care of your supply.
One does not f�re out of the ranks w�th the soul any more than w�th a
gun.”

“Each one �n h�s own fash�on, Enjolras,” retorted Bahorel. “Th�s
b�shop’s prose shocks me; I want to eat eggs w�thout be�ng
perm�tted. Your style �s the hot and cold; I am amus�ng myself.
Bes�des, I’m not wast�ng myself, I’m gett�ng a start; and �f I tore down
that charge, Hercle! ‘twas only to whet my appet�te.”

Th�s word, Hercle, struck Gavroche. He sought all occas�ons for
learn�ng, and that tearer-down of posters possessed h�s esteem. He
�nqu�red of h�m:—

“What does Hercle mean?”
Bahorel answered:—
“It means cursed name of a dog, �n Lat�n.”
Here Bahorel recogn�zed at a w�ndow a pale young man w�th a

black beard who was watch�ng them as they passed, probably a
Fr�end of the A B C. He shouted to h�m:—

“Qu�ck, cartr�dges, para bellum.”
“A f�ne man! that’s true,” sa�d Gavroche, who now understood

Lat�n.
A tumultuous ret�nue accompan�ed them,—students, art�sts, young

men aff�l�ated to the Cougourde of A�x, art�sans, longshoremen,
armed w�th clubs and bayonets; some, l�ke Combeferre, w�th p�stols
thrust �nto the�r trousers.

An old man, who appeared to be extremely aged, was walk�ng �n
the band.



He had no arms, and he made great haste, so that he m�ght not be
left beh�nd, although he had a thoughtful a�r.

Gavroche caught s�ght of h�m:—
“Keksekça?” sa�d he to Courfeyrac.
“He’s an old duffer.”
It was M. Mabeuf.



CHAPTER V—THE OLD MAN
Let us recount what had taken place.
Enjolras and h�s fr�ends had been on the Boulevard Bourdon, near

the publ�c storehouses, at the moment when the dragoons had made
the�r charge. Enjolras, Courfeyrac, and Combeferre were among
those who had taken to the Rue Bassomp�erre, shout�ng: “To the
barr�cades!” In the Rue Lesd�gu�ères they had met an old man
walk�ng along. What had attracted the�r attent�on was that the
goodman was walk�ng �n a z�g-zag, as though he were �ntox�cated.
Moreover, he had h�s hat �n h�s hand, although �t had been ra�n�ng all
the morn�ng, and was ra�n�ng pretty br�skly at the very t�me.
Courfeyrac had recogn�zed Father Mabeuf. He knew h�m through
hav�ng many t�mes accompan�ed Mar�us as far as h�s door. As he
was acqua�nted w�th the peaceful and more than t�m�d hab�ts of the
old beadle-book-collector, and was amazed at the s�ght of h�m �n the
m�dst of that uproar, a couple of paces from the cavalry charges,
almost �n the m�dst of a fus�llade, hatless �n the ra�n, and stroll�ng
about among the bullets, he had accosted h�m, and the follow�ng
d�alogue had been exchanged between the r�oter of f�re and the
octogenar�an:—

“M. Mabeuf, go to your home.”
“Why?”
“There’s go�ng to be a row.”
“That’s well.”
“Thrusts w�th the sword and f�r�ng, M. Mabeuf.”
“That �s well.”
“F�r�ng from cannon.”
“That �s good. Where are the rest of you go�ng?”
“We are go�ng to fl�ng the government to the earth.”



“That �s good.”
And he had set out to follow them. From that moment forth he had

not uttered a word. H�s step had suddenly become f�rm; art�sans had
offered h�m the�r arms; he had refused w�th a s�gn of the head. He
advanced nearly to the front rank of the column, w�th the movement
of a man who �s march�ng and the countenance of a man who �s
sleep�ng.

“What a f�erce old fellow!” muttered the students. The rumor
spread through the troop that he was a former member of the
Convent�on,—an old reg�c�de. The mob had turned �n through the
Rue de la Verrer�e.

L�ttle Gavroche marched �n front w�th that deafen�ng song wh�ch
made of h�m a sort of trumpet.
He sang:
“Voici la lune qui paraît,
Quand irons-nous dans la forêt?
Demandait Charlot à Charlotte.

Tou tou tou
Pour Chatou.
Je n’ai qu’un Dieu, qu’un roi, qu’un liard, et qu’une botte.

“Pour avoir bu de grand matin
La rosée à même le thym,
Deux moineaux étaient en ribotte.

Zi zi zi
Pour Passy.
Je n’ai qu’un Dieu, qu’un roi, qu’un liard, et qu’une botte.

“Et ces deux pauvres petits loups,
Comme deux grives étaient soûls;
Un tigre en riait dans sa grotte.

Don don don
Pour Meudon.
Je n’ai qu’un Dieu, qu’un roi, qu’un liard, et qu’une botte.

“L’un jurait et l’autre sacrait.
Quand irons nous dans la forêt?
Demandait Charlot à Charlotte.

Tin tin tin
Pour Pantin.
Je n’ai qu’un Dieu, qu’un roi, qu’un liard, et qu’une botte."46

They d�rected the�r course towards Sa�nt-Merry.



CHAPTER VI—RECRUITS
The band augmented every moment. Near the Rue des B�llettes, a

man of lofty stature, whose ha�r was turn�ng gray, and whose bold
and dar�ng m�en was remarked by Courfeyrac, Enjolras, and
Combeferre, but whom none of them knew, jo�ned them. Gavroche,
who was occup�ed �n s�ng�ng, wh�stl�ng, humm�ng, runn�ng on ahead
and pound�ng on the shutters of the shops w�th the butt of h�s
tr�ggerless p�stol; pa�d no attent�on to th�s man.

It chanced that �n the Rue de la Verrer�e, they passed �n front of
Courfeyrac’s door.

“Th�s happens just r�ght,” sa�d Courfeyrac, “I have forgotten my
purse, and I have lost my hat.”

He qu�tted the mob and ran up to h�s quarters at full speed. He
se�zed an old hat and h�s purse.

He also se�zed a large square coffer, of the d�mens�ons of a large
val�se, wh�ch was concealed under h�s so�led l�nen.

As he descended aga�n at a run, the portress ha�led h�m:—
“Mons�eur de Courfeyrac!”
“What’s your name, portress?”
The portress stood bew�ldered.
“Why, you know perfectly well, I’m the conc�erge; my name �s

Mother Veuva�n.”
“Well, �f you call me Mons�eur de Courfeyrac aga�n, I shall call you

Mother de Veuva�n. Now speak, what’s the matter? What do you
want?”

“There �s some one who wants to speak w�th you.”
“Who �s �t?”
“I don’t know.”
“Where �s he?”



“In my lodge.”
“The dev�l!” ejaculated Courfeyrac.
“But the person has been wa�t�ng your return for over an hour,”

sa�d the portress.
At the same t�me, a sort of pale, th�n, small, freckled, and youthful

art�san, clad �n a tattered blouse and patched trousers of r�bbed
velvet, and who had rather the a�r of a g�rl accoutred as a man than
of a man, emerged from the lodge and sa�d to Courfeyrac �n a vo�ce
wh�ch was not the least �n the world l�ke a woman’s vo�ce:—

“Mons�eur Mar�us, �f you please.”
“He �s not here.”
“W�ll he return th�s even�ng?”
“I know noth�ng about �t.”
And Courfeyrac added:—
“For my part, I shall not return.”
The young man gazed stead�ly at h�m and sa�d:—
“Why not?”
“Because.”
“Where are you go�ng, then?”
“What bus�ness �s that of yours?”
“Would you l�ke to have me carry your coffer for you?”
“I am go�ng to the barr�cades.”
“Would you l�ke to have me go w�th you?”
“If you l�ke!” repl�ed Courfeyrac. “The street �s free, the pavements

belong to every one.”
And he made h�s escape at a run to jo�n h�s fr�ends. When he had

rejo�ned them, he gave the coffer to one of them to carry. It was only
a quarter of an hour after th�s that he saw the young man, who had
actually followed them.

A mob does not go prec�sely where �t �ntends. We have expla�ned
that a gust of w�nd carr�es �t away. They overshot Sa�nt-Merry and
found themselves, w�thout prec�sely know�ng how, �n the Rue Sa�nt-
Den�s.



BOOK TWELFTH—CORINTHE



CHAPTER I—HISTORY OF CORINTHE
FROM ITS FOUNDATION

The Par�s�ans who nowadays on enter�ng on the Rue Rambuteau
at the end near the Halles, not�ce on the�r r�ght, oppos�te the Rue
Mondétour, a basket-maker’s shop hav�ng for �ts s�gn a basket �n the
form of Napoleon the Great w�th th�s �nscr�pt�on:—
NAPOLEON IS MADE
WHOLLY OF WILLOW,

have no susp�c�on of the terr�ble scenes wh�ch th�s very spot
w�tnessed hardly th�rty years ago.

It was there that lay the Rue de la Chanvrer�e, wh�ch anc�ent
deeds spell Chanverrer�e, and the celebrated publ�c-house called
Cor�nthe.

The reader w�ll remember all that has been sa�d about the
barr�cade effected at th�s po�nt, and ecl�psed, by the way, by the
barr�cade Sa�nt-Merry. It was on th�s famous barr�cade of the Rue de
la Chanvrer�e, now fallen �nto profound obscur�ty, that we are about
to shed a l�ttle l�ght.

May we be perm�tted to recur, for the sake of clearness �n the
rec�tal, to the s�mple means wh�ch we have already employed �n the
case of Waterloo. Persons who w�sh to p�cture to themselves �n a
tolerably exact manner the const�tut�on of the houses wh�ch stood at
that epoch near the Po�nte Sa�nt-Eustache, at the northeast angle of
the Halles of Par�s, where to-day l�es the embouchure of the Rue
Rambuteau, have only to �mag�ne an N touch�ng the Rue Sa�nt-
Den�s w�th �ts summ�t and the Halles w�th �ts base, and whose two
vert�cal bars should form the Rue de la Grande-Truander�e, and the
Rue de la Chanvrer�e, and whose transverse bar should be formed
by the Rue de la Pet�te-Truander�e. The old Rue Mondétour cut the
three strokes of the N at the most crooked angles. So that the



labyr�nth�ne confus�on of these four streets suff�ced to form, on a
space three fathoms square, between the Halles and the Rue Sa�nt-
Den�s on the one hand, and between the Rue du Cygne and the Rue
des Prêcheurs on the other, seven �slands of houses, oddly cut up,
of vary�ng s�zes, placed crossw�se and hap-hazard, and barely
separated, l�ke the blocks of stone �n a dock, by narrow crann�es.

We say narrow crann�es, and we can g�ve no more just �dea of
those dark, contracted, many-angled alleys, l�ned w�th e�ght-story
bu�ld�ngs. These bu�ld�ngs were so decrep�t that, �n the Rue de la
Chanvrer�e and the Rue de la Pet�te-Truander�e, the fronts were
shored up w�th beams runn�ng from one house to another. The street
was narrow and the gutter broad, the pedestr�an there walked on a
pavement that was always wet, sk�rt�ng l�ttle stalls resembl�ng cellars,
b�g posts enc�rcled w�th �ron hoops, excess�ve heaps of refuse, and
gates armed w�th enormous, century-old grat�ngs. The Rue
Rambuteau has devastated all that.

The name of Mondétour pa�nts marvellously well the s�nuos�t�es of
that whole set of streets. A l�ttle further on, they are found st�ll better
expressed by the Rue P�rouette, wh�ch ran �nto the Rue Mondétour.

The passer-by who got entangled from the Rue Sa�nt-Den�s �n the
Rue de la Chanvrer�e beheld �t gradually close �n before h�m as
though he had entered an elongated funnel. At the end of th�s street,
wh�ch was very short, he found further passage barred �n the
d�rect�on of the Halles by a tall row of houses, and he would have
thought h�mself �n a bl�nd alley, had he not perce�ved on the r�ght and
left two dark cuts through wh�ch he could make h�s escape. Th�s was
the Rue Mondétour, wh�ch on one s�de ran �nto the Rue de
Prêcheurs, and on the other �nto the Rue du Cygne and the Pet�te-
Truander�e. At the bottom of th�s sort of cul-de-sac, at the angle of
the cutt�ng on the r�ght, there was to be seen a house wh�ch was not
so tall as the rest, and wh�ch formed a sort of cape �n the street. It �s
�n th�s house, of two stor�es only, that an �llustr�ous w�ne-shop had
been merr�ly �nstalled three hundred years before. Th�s tavern
created a joyous no�se �n the very spot wh�ch old Theoph�lus
descr�bed �n the follow�ng couplet:—
Là branle le squelette horrible
D’un pauvre amant qui se pendit.47



The s�tuat�on was good, and tavern-keepers succeeded each
other there, from father to son.

In the t�me of Mathur�n Regn�er, th�s cabaret was called the Pot-
aux-Roses, and as the rebus was then �n fash�on, �t had for �ts s�gn-
board, a post (poteau) pa�nted rose-color. In the last century, the
worthy Nato�re, one of the fantast�c masters nowadays desp�sed by
the st�ff school, hav�ng got drunk many t�mes �n th�s w�ne-shop at the
very table where Regn�er had drunk h�s f�ll, had pa�nted, by way of
grat�tude, a bunch of Cor�nth grapes on the p�nk post. The keeper of
the cabaret, �n h�s joy, had changed h�s dev�ce and had caused to be
placed �n g�lt letters beneath the bunch these words: “At the Bunch of
Cor�nth Grapes” (“Au Ra�s�n de Cor�nthe”). Hence the name of
Cor�nthe. Noth�ng �s more natural to drunken men than ell�pses. The
ell�ps�s �s the z�g-zag of the phrase. Cor�nthe gradually dethroned the
Pot-aux-Roses. The last propr�etor of the dynasty, Father Hucheloup,
no longer acqua�nted even w�th the trad�t�on, had the post pa�nted
blue.

A room on the ground floor, where the bar was s�tuated, one on
the f�rst floor conta�n�ng a b�ll�ard-table, a wooden sp�ral sta�rcase
p�erc�ng the ce�l�ng, w�ne on the tables, smoke on the walls, candles
�n broad dayl�ght,—th�s was the style of th�s cabaret. A sta�rcase w�th
a trap-door �n the lower room led to the cellar. On the second floor
were the lodg�ngs of the Hucheloup fam�ly. They were reached by a
sta�rcase wh�ch was a ladder rather than a sta�rcase, and had for
the�r entrance only a pr�vate door �n the large room on the f�rst floor.
Under the roof, �n two mansard att�cs, were the nests for the
servants. The k�tchen shared the ground floor w�th the tap-room.

Father Hucheloup had, poss�bly, been born a chem�st, but the fact
�s that he was a cook; people d�d not conf�ne themselves to dr�nk�ng
alone �n h�s w�ne-shop, they also ate there. Hucheloup had �nvented
a cap�tal th�ng wh�ch could be eaten nowhere but �n h�s house,
stuffed carps, wh�ch he called carpes au gras. These were eaten by
the l�ght of a tallow candle or of a lamp of the t�me of Lou�s XVI., on
tables to wh�ch were na�led waxed cloths �n l�eu of table-cloths.
People came th�ther from a d�stance. Hucheloup, one f�ne morn�ng,
had seen f�t to not�fy passers-by of th�s “spec�alty”; he had d�pped a



brush �n a pot of black pa�nt, and as he was an orthographer on h�s
own account, as well as a cook after h�s own fash�on, he had
�mprov�sed on h�s wall th�s remarkable �nscr�pt�on:—
CARPES HO GRAS.

One w�nter, the ra�n-storms and the showers had taken a fancy to
obl�terate the S wh�ch term�nated the f�rst word, and the G wh�ch
began the th�rd; th�s �s what rema�ned:—
CARPE HO RAS.

T�me and ra�n ass�st�ng, a humble gastronom�cal announcement
had become a profound p�ece of adv�ce.

In th�s way �t came about, that though he knew no French, Father
Hucheloup understood Lat�n, that he had evoked ph�losophy from h�s
k�tchen, and that, des�rous s�mply of effac�ng Lent, he had equalled
Horace. And the str�k�ng th�ng about �t was, that that also meant:
“Enter my w�ne-shop.”

Noth�ng of all th�s �s �n ex�stence now. The Mondétour labyr�nth
was d�sembowelled and w�dely opened �n 1847, and probably no
longer ex�sts at the present moment. The Rue de la Chanvrer�e and
Cor�nthe have d�sappeared beneath the pavement of the Rue
Rambuteau.

As we have already sa�d, Cor�nthe was the meet�ng-place �f not
the rally�ng-po�nt, of Courfeyrac and h�s fr�ends. It was Granta�re who
had d�scovered Cor�nthe. He had entered �t on account of the Carpe
horas, and had returned th�ther on account of the Carpes au gras.
There they drank, there they ate, there they shouted; they d�d not
pay much, they pa�d badly, they d�d not pay at all, but they were
always welcome. Father Hucheloup was a jov�al host.

Hucheloup, that am�able man, as was just sa�d, was a w�ne-shop-
keeper w�th a moustache; an amus�ng var�ety. He always had an �ll-
tempered a�r, seemed to w�sh to �nt�m�date h�s customers, grumbled
at the people who entered h�s establ�shment, and had rather the
m�en of seek�ng a quarrel w�th them than of serv�ng them w�th soup.
And yet, we �ns�st upon the word, people were always welcome
there. Th�s odd�ty had attracted customers to h�s shop, and brought
h�m young men, who sa�d to each other: “Come hear Father
Hucheloup growl.” He had been a fenc�ng-master. All of a sudden,



he would burst out laugh�ng. A b�g vo�ce, a good fellow. He had a
com�c foundat�on under a trag�c exter�or, he asked noth�ng better
than to fr�ghten you, very much l�ke those snuff-boxes wh�ch are �n
the shape of a p�stol. The detonat�on makes one sneeze.

Mother Hucheloup, h�s w�fe, was a bearded and a very homely
creature.

About 1830, Father Hucheloup d�ed. W�th h�m d�sappeared the
secret of stuffed carps. H�s �nconsolable w�dow cont�nued to keep
the w�ne-shop. But the cook�ng deter�orated, and became execrable;
the w�ne, wh�ch had always been bad, became fearfully bad.
Nevertheless, Courfeyrac and h�s fr�ends cont�nued to go to
Cor�nthe,—out of p�ty, as Bossuet sa�d.

The W�dow Hucheloup was breathless and m�sshapen and g�ven
to rust�c recollect�ons. She depr�ved them of the�r flatness by her
pronunc�at�on. She had a way of her own of say�ng th�ngs, wh�ch
sp�ced her rem�n�scences of the v�llage and of her spr�ngt�me. It had
formerly been her del�ght, so she aff�rmed, to hear the loups-de-
gorge (rouges-gorges) chanter dans les ogrep�nes (aubép�nes)—to
hear the redbreasts s�ng �n the hawthorn-trees.

The hall on the f�rst floor, where “the restaurant” was s�tuated, was
a large and long apartment encumbered w�th stools, cha�rs,
benches, and tables, and w�th a cr�ppled, lame, old b�ll�ard-table. It
was reached by a sp�ral sta�rcase wh�ch term�nated �n the corner of
the room at a square hole l�ke the hatchway of a sh�p.

Th�s room, l�ghted by a s�ngle narrow w�ndow, and by a lamp that
was always burn�ng, had the a�r of a garret. All the four-footed
furn�ture comported �tself as though �t had but three legs—the
wh�tewashed walls had for the�r only ornament the follow�ng quatra�n
�n honor of Mame Hucheloup:—
Elle étonne à dix pas, elle épouvente à deux,
Une verrue habite en son nez hasardeux;
On tremble à chaque instant qu’elle ne vous la mouche
Et qu’un beau jour son nez ne tombe dans sa bouche.48

Th�s was scrawled �n charcoal on the wall.
Mame Hucheloup, a good l�keness, went and came from morn�ng

t�ll n�ght before th�s quatra�n w�th the most perfect tranqu�ll�ty. Two
serv�ng-ma�ds, named Matelote and G�belotte,49 and who had never



been known by any other names, helped Mame Hucheloup to set on
the tables the jugs of poor w�ne, and the var�ous broths wh�ch were
served to the hungry patrons �n earthenware bowls. Matelote, large,
plump, redha�red, and no�sy, the favor�te ex-sultana of the defunct
Hucheloup, was homel�er than any mytholog�cal monster, be �t what
�t may; st�ll, as �t becomes the servant to always keep �n the rear of
the m�stress, she was less homely than Mame Hucheloup. G�belotte,
tall, del�cate, wh�te w�th a lymphat�c pallor, w�th c�rcles round her
eyes, and droop�ng l�ds, always langu�d and weary, affl�cted w�th
what may be called chron�c lass�tude, the f�rst up �n the house and
the last �n bed, wa�ted on every one, even the other ma�d, s�lently
and gently, sm�l�ng through her fat�gue w�th a vague and sleepy
sm�le.

Before enter�ng the restaurant room, the v�s�tor read on the door
the follow�ng l�ne wr�tten there �n chalk by Courfeyrac:—
Régale si tu peux et mange si tu l’oses.50



CHAPTER II—PRELIMINARY
GAYETIES

La�gle de Meaux, as the reader knows, l�ved more w�th Joly than
elsewhere. He had a lodg�ng, as a b�rd has one on a branch. The
two fr�ends l�ved together, ate together, slept together. They had
everyth�ng �n common, even Mus�chetta, to some extent. They were,
what the subord�nate monks who accompany monks are called, b�n�.
On the morn�ng of the 5th of June, they went to Cor�nthe to
breakfast. Joly, who was all stuffed up, had a catarrh wh�ch La�gle
was beg�nn�ng to share. La�gle’s coat was threadbare, but Joly was
well dressed.

It was about n�ne o’clock �n the morn�ng, when they opened the
door of Cor�nthe.

They ascended to the f�rst floor.
Matelote and G�belotte rece�ved them.
“Oysters, cheese, and ham,” sa�d La�gle.
And they seated themselves at a table.
The w�ne-shop was empty; there was no one there but

themselves.
G�belotte, know�ng Joly and La�gle, set a bottle of w�ne on the

table.
Wh�le they were busy w�th the�r f�rst oysters, a head appeared at

the hatchway of the sta�rcase, and a vo�ce sa�d:—
“I am pass�ng by. I smell from the street a del�c�ous odor of Br�e

cheese. I enter.” It was Granta�re.
Granta�re took a stool and drew up to the table.
At the s�ght of Granta�re, G�belotte placed two bottles of w�ne on

the table.



That made three.
“Are you go�ng to dr�nk those two bottles?” La�gle �nqu�red of

Granta�re.
Granta�re repl�ed:—
“All are �ngen�ous, thou alone art �ngenuous. Two bottles never yet

aston�shed a man.”
The others had begun by eat�ng, Granta�re began by dr�nk�ng. Half

a bottle was rap�dly gulped down.
“So you have a hole �n your stomach?” began La�gle aga�n.
“You have one �n your elbow,” sa�d Granta�re.
And after hav�ng empt�ed h�s glass, he added:—
“Ah, by the way, La�gle of the funeral orat�on, your coat �s old.”
“I should hope so,” retorted La�gle. “That’s why we get on well

together, my coat and I. It has acqu�red all my folds, �t does not b�nd
me anywhere, �t �s moulded on my deform�t�es, �t falls �n w�th all my
movements, I am only consc�ous of �t because �t keeps me warm.
Old coats are just l�ke old fr�ends.”

“That’s true,” ejaculated Joly, str�k�ng �nto the d�alogue, “an old
goat �s an old ab�” (am�, fr�end).

“Espec�ally �n the mouth of a man whose head �s stuffed up,” sa�d
Granta�re.

“Granta�re,” demanded La�gle, “have you just come from the
boulevard?”

“No.”
“We have just seen the head of the process�on pass, Joly and I.”
“It’s a marvellous s�ght,” sa�d Joly.
“How qu�et th�s street �s!” excla�med La�gle. “Who would suspect

that Par�s was turned ups�de down? How pla�nly �t �s to be seen that
�n former days there were noth�ng but convents here! In th�s
ne�ghborhood! Du Breul and Sauval g�ve a l�st of them, and so does
the Abbé Lebeuf. They were all round here, they fa�rly swarmed,
booted and barefooted, shaven, bearded, gray, black, wh�te,
Franc�scans, M�n�ms, Capuch�ns, Carmel�tes, L�ttle August�nes,
Great August�nes, old August�nes—there was no end of them.”



“Don’t let’s talk of monks,” �nterrupted Granta�re, “�t makes one
want to scratch one’s self.”

Then he excla�med:—
“Bouh! I’ve just swallowed a bad oyster. Now hypochondr�a �s

tak�ng possess�on of me aga�n. The oysters are spo�led, the servants
are ugly. I hate the human race. I just passed through the Rue
R�chel�eu, �n front of the b�g publ�c l�brary. That p�le of oyster-shells
wh�ch �s called a l�brary �s d�sgust�ng even to th�nk of. What paper!
What �nk! What scrawl�ng! And all that has been wr�tten! What rascal
was �t who sa�d that man was a featherless b�ped?51 And then, I met
a pretty g�rl of my acqua�ntance, who �s as beaut�ful as the spr�ng,
worthy to be called Floréal, and who �s del�ghted, enraptured, as
happy as the angels, because a wretch yesterday, a fr�ghtful banker
all spotted w�th small-pox, de�gned to take a fancy to her! Alas!
woman keeps on the watch for a protector as much as for a lover;
cats chase m�ce as well as b�rds. Two months ago that young
woman was v�rtuous �n an att�c, she adjusted l�ttle brass r�ngs �n the
eyelet-holes of corsets, what do you call �t? She sewed, she had a
camp bed, she dwelt bes�de a pot of flowers, she was contented.
Now here she �s a bankeress. Th�s transformat�on took place last
n�ght. I met the v�ct�m th�s morn�ng �n h�gh sp�r�ts. The h�deous po�nt
about �t �s, that the jade �s as pretty to-day as she was yesterday. Her
f�nanc�er d�d not show �n her face. Roses have th�s advantage or
d�sadvantage over women, that the traces left upon them by
caterp�llars are v�s�ble. Ah! there �s no moral�ty on earth. I call to
w�tness the myrtle, the symbol of love, the laurel, the symbol of a�r,
the ol�ve, that n�nny, the symbol of peace, the apple-tree wh�ch came
nearest rangl�ng Adam w�th �ts p�ps, and the f�g-tree, the grandfather
of pett�coats. As for r�ght, do you know what r�ght �s? The Gauls
covet Clus�um, Rome protects Clus�um, and demands what wrong
Clus�um has done to them. Brennus answers: ‘The wrong that Alba
d�d to you, the wrong that F�denæ d�d to you, the wrong that the
Eques, the Volsc�, and the Sab�nes have done to you. They were
your ne�ghbors. The Clus�ans are ours. We understand
ne�ghborl�ness just as you do. You have stolen Alba, we shall take
Clus�um.’ Rome sa�d: ‘You shall not take Clus�um.’ Brennus took
Rome. Then he cr�ed: ‘Væ v�ct�s!’ That �s what r�ght �s. Ah! what



beasts of prey there are �n th�s world! What eagles! It makes my
flesh creep.”

He held out h�s glass to Joly, who f�lled �t, then he drank and went
on, hav�ng hardly been �nterrupted by th�s glass of w�ne, of wh�ch no
one, not even h�mself, had taken any not�ce:—

“Brennus, who takes Rome, �s an eagle; the banker who takes the
gr�sette �s an eagle. There �s no more modesty �n the one case than
�n the other. So we bel�eve �n noth�ng. There �s but one real�ty: dr�nk.
Whatever your op�n�on may be �n favor of the lean cock, l�ke the
Canton of Ur�, or �n favor of the fat cock, l�ke the Canton of Glar�s, �t
matters l�ttle, dr�nk. You talk to me of the boulevard, of that
process�on, et cætera, et cætera. Come now, �s there go�ng to be
another revolut�on? Th�s poverty of means on the part of the good
God astounds me. He has to keep greas�ng the groove of events
every moment. There �s a h�tch, �t won’t work. Qu�ck, a revolut�on!
The good God has h�s hands perpetually black w�th that cart-grease.
If I were �n h�s place, I’d be perfectly s�mple about �t, I would not w�nd
up my mechan�sm every m�nute, I’d lead the human race �n a
stra�ghtforward way, I’d weave matters mesh by mesh, w�thout
break�ng the thread, I would have no prov�s�onal arrangements, I
would have no extraord�nary repertory. What the rest of you call
progress advances by means of two motors, men and events. But,
sad to say, from t�me to t�me, the except�onal becomes necessary.
The ord�nary troupe suff�ces ne�ther for event nor for men: among
men gen�uses are requ�red, among events revolut�ons. Great
acc�dents are the law; the order of th�ngs cannot do w�thout them;
and, judg�ng from the appar�t�on of comets, one would be tempted to
th�nk that Heaven �tself f�nds actors needed for �ts performance. At
the moment when one expects �t the least, God placards a meteor
on the wall of the f�rmament. Some queer star turns up, underl�ned
by an enormous ta�l. And that causes the death of Cæsar. Brutus
deals h�m a blow w�th a kn�fe, and God a blow w�th a comet. Crac,
and behold an aurora boreal�s, behold a revolut�on, behold a great
man; ’93 �n b�g letters, Napoleon on guard, the comet of 1811 at the
head of the poster. Ah! what a beaut�ful blue theatre all studded w�th
unexpected flashes! Boum! Boum! extraord�nary show! Ra�se your
eyes, boob�es. Everyth�ng �s �n d�sorder, the star as well as the



drama. Good God, �t �s too much and not enough. These resources,
gathered from except�on, seem magn�f�cence and poverty. My
fr�ends, Prov�dence has come down to exped�ents. What does a
revolut�on prove? That God �s �n a quandry. He effects a coup d‘état
because he, God, has not been able to make both ends meet. In
fact, th�s conf�rms me �n my conjectures as to Jehovah’s fortune; and
when I see so much d�stress �n heaven and on earth, from the b�rd
who has not a gra�n of m�llet to myself w�thout a hundred thousand
l�vres of �ncome, when I see human dest�ny, wh�ch �s very badly
worn, and even royal dest�ny, wh�ch �s threadbare, w�tness the
Pr�nce de Condé hung, when I see w�nter, wh�ch �s noth�ng but a rent
�n the zen�th through wh�ch the w�nd blows, when I see so many rags
even �n the perfectly new purple of the morn�ng on the crests of h�lls,
when I see the drops of dew, those mock pearls, when I see the
frost, that paste, when I see human�ty r�pped apart and events
patched up, and so many spots on the sun and so many holes �n the
moon, when I see so much m�sery everywhere, I suspect that God �s
not r�ch. The appearance ex�sts, �t �s true, but I feel that he �s hard
up. He g�ves a revolut�on as a tradesman whose money-box �s
empty g�ves a ball. God must not be judged from appearances.
Beneath the g�ld�ng of heaven I perce�ve a poverty-str�cken un�verse.
Creat�on �s bankrupt. That �s why I am d�scontented. Here �t �s the
4th of June, �t �s almost n�ght; ever s�nce th�s morn�ng I have been
wa�t�ng for dayl�ght to come; �t has not come, and I bet that �t won’t
come all day. Th�s �s the �nexactness of an �ll-pa�d clerk. Yes,
everyth�ng �s badly arranged, noth�ng f�ts anyth�ng else, th�s old world
�s all warped, I take my stand on the oppos�t�on, everyth�ng goes
awry; the un�verse �s a tease. It’s l�ke ch�ldren, those who want them
have none, and those who don’t want them have them. Total: I’m
vexed. Bes�des, La�gle de Meaux, that bald-head, offends my s�ght.
It hum�l�ates me to th�nk that I am of the same age as that baldy.
However, I cr�t�c�se, but I do not �nsult. The un�verse �s what �t �s. I
speak here w�thout ev�l �ntent and to ease my consc�ence. Rece�ve,
Eternal Father, the assurance of my d�st�ngu�shed cons�derat�on. Ah!
by all the sa�nts of Olympus and by all the gods of parad�se, I was
not �ntended to be a Par�s�an, that �s to say, to rebound forever, l�ke a
shuttlecock between two battledores, from the group of the loungers



to the group of the roysterers. I was made to be a Turk, watch�ng
or�ental hour�s all day long, execut�ng those exqu�s�te Egypt�an
dances, as sensuous as the dream of a chaste man, or a Beauceron
peasant, or a Venet�an gentleman surrounded by gentlewoman, or a
petty German pr�nce, furn�sh�ng the half of a foot-sold�er to the
German�c confederat�on, and occupy�ng h�s le�sure w�th dry�ng h�s
breeches on h�s hedge, that �s to say, h�s front�er. Those are the
pos�t�ons for wh�ch I was born! Yes, I have sa�d a Turk, and I w�ll not
retract. I do not understand how people can hab�tually take Turks �n
bad part; Mohammed had h�s good po�nts; respect for the �nventor of
seragl�os w�th hour�s and parad�ses w�th odal�sques! Let us not �nsult
Mohammedan�sm, the only rel�g�on wh�ch �s ornamented w�th a hen-
roost! Now, I �ns�st on a dr�nk. The earth �s a great p�ece of stup�d�ty.
And �t appears that they are go�ng to f�ght, all those �mbec�les, and to
break each other’s prof�les and to massacre each other �n the heart
of summer, �n the month of June, when they m�ght go off w�th a
creature on the�r arm, to breathe the �mmense heaps of new-mown
hay �n the meadows! Really, people do comm�t altogether too many
foll�es. An old broken lantern wh�ch I have just seen at a br�c-à-brac
merchant’s suggests a reflect�on to my m�nd; �t �s t�me to enl�ghten
the human race. Yes, behold me sad aga�n. That’s what comes of
swallow�ng an oyster and a revolut�on the wrong way! I am grow�ng
melancholy once more. Oh! fr�ghtful old world. People str�ve, turn
each other out, prost�tute themselves, k�ll each other, and get used to
�t!”

And Granta�re, after th�s f�t of eloquence, had a f�t of cough�ng,
wh�ch was well earned.

“À propos of revolut�on,” sa�d Joly, “�t �s dec�dedly abberent that
Bar�us �s �n lub.”

“Does any one know w�th whom?” demanded La�gle.
“Do.”
“No?”
“Do! I tell you.”
“Mar�us’ love affa�rs!” excla�med Granta�re. “I can �mag�ne �t.

Mar�us �s a fog, and he must have found a vapor. Mar�us �s of the
race of poets. He who says poet, says fool, madman, Tymbræus



Apollo. Mar�us and h�s Mar�e, or h�s Mar�on, or h�s Mar�a, or h�s
Mar�ette. They must make a queer pa�r of lovers. I know just what �t
�s l�ke. Ecstas�es �n wh�ch they forget to k�ss. Pure on earth, but
jo�ned �n heaven. They are souls possessed of senses. They l�e
among the stars.”

Granta�re was attack�ng h�s second bottle and, poss�bly, h�s
second harangue, when a new personage emerged from the square
aperture of the sta�rs. It was a boy less than ten years of age,
ragged, very small, yellow, w�th an odd ph�z, a v�vac�ous eye, an
enormous amount of ha�r drenched w�th ra�n, and wear�ng a
contented a�r.

The ch�ld unhes�tat�ngly mak�ng h�s cho�ce among the three,
addressed h�mself to La�gle de Meaux.

“Are you Mons�eur Bossuet?”
“That �s my n�ckname,” repl�ed La�gle. “What do you want w�th

me?”
“Th�s. A tall blonde fellow on the boulevard sa�d to me: ‘Do you

know Mother Hucheloup?’ I sa�d: ‘Yes, Rue Chanvrer�e, the old
man’s w�dow;’ he sa�d to me: ‘Go there. There you w�ll f�nd M.
Bossuet. Tell h�m from me: “A B C”.’ It’s a joke that they’re play�ng on
you, �sn’t �t. He gave me ten sous.”

“Joly, lend me ten sous,” sa�d La�gle; and, turn�ng to Granta�re:
“Granta�re, lend me ten sous.”

Th�s made twenty sous, wh�ch La�gle handed to the lad.
“Thank you, s�r,” sa�d the urch�n.
“What �s your name?” �nqu�red La�gle.
“Navet, Gavroche’s fr�end.”
“Stay w�th us,” sa�d La�gle.
“Breakfast w�th us,” sa�d Granta�re.
The ch�ld repl�ed:—
“I can’t, I belong �n the process�on, I’m the one to shout ‘Down w�th

Pol�gnac!’”
And execut�ng a prolonged scrape of h�s foot beh�nd h�m, wh�ch �s

the most respectful of all poss�ble salutes, he took h�s departure.



The ch�ld gone, Granta�re took the word:—
“That �s the pure-bred gam�n. There are a great many var�et�es of

the gam�n spec�es. The notary’s gam�n �s called Sk�p-the-Gutter, the
cook’s gam�n �s called a scull�on, the baker’s gam�n �s called a
m�tron, the lackey’s gam�n �s called a groom, the mar�ne gam�n �s
called the cab�n-boy, the sold�er’s gam�n �s called the drummer-boy,
the pa�nter’s gam�n �s called pa�nt-gr�nder, the tradesman’s gam�n �s
called an errand-boy, the courtesan gam�n �s called the m�n�on, the
k�ngly gam�n �s called the dauph�n, the god gam�n �s called the
bamb�no.”

In the meant�me, La�gle was engaged �n reflect�on; he sa�d half
aloud:—

“A B C, that �s to say: the bur�al of Lamarque.”
“The tall blonde,” remarked Granta�re, “�s Enjolras, who �s send�ng

you a warn�ng.”
“Shall we go?” ejaculated Bossuet.
“It’s ra�d�ng,” sa�d Joly. “I have sworn to go through f�re, but not

through water. I don’t wand to ged a gold.”
“I shall stay here,” sa�d Granta�re. “I prefer a breakfast to a

hearse.”
“Conclus�on: we rema�n,” sa�d La�gle. “Well, then, let us dr�nk.

Bes�des, we m�ght m�ss the funeral w�thout m�ss�ng the r�ot.”
“Ah! the r�ot, I am w�th you!” cr�ed Joly.
La�gle rubbed h�s hands.
“Now we’re go�ng to touch up the revolut�on of 1830. As a matter

of fact, �t does hurt the people along the seams.”
“I don’t th�nk much of your revolut�on,” sa�d Granta�re. “I don’t

execrate th�s Government. It �s the crown tempered by the cotton
n�ght-cap. It �s a sceptre end�ng �n an umbrella. In fact, I th�nk that to-
day, w�th the present weather, Lou�s Ph�l�ppe m�ght ut�l�ze h�s royalty
�n two d�rect�ons, he m�ght extend the t�p of the sceptre end aga�nst
the people, and open the umbrella end aga�nst heaven.”

The room was dark, large clouds had just f�n�shed the ext�nct�on of
dayl�ght. There was no one �n the w�ne-shop, or �n the street, every



one hav�ng gone off “to watch events.”
“Is �t m�dday or m�dn�ght?” cr�ed Bossuet. “You can’t see your hand

before your face. G�belotte, fetch a l�ght.”
Granta�re was dr�nk�ng �n a melancholy way.
“Enjolras d�sda�ns me,” he muttered. “Enjolras sa�d: ‘Joly �s �ll,

Granta�re �s drunk.’ It was to Bossuet that he sent Navet. If he had
come for me, I would have followed h�m. So much the worse for
Enjolras! I won’t go to h�s funeral.”

Th�s resolut�on once arr�ved at, Bossuet, Joly, and Granta�re d�d
not st�r from the w�ne-shop. By two o’clock �n the afternoon, the table
at wh�ch they sat was covered w�th empty bottles. Two candles were
burn�ng on �t, one �n a flat copper candlest�ck wh�ch was perfectly
green, the other �n the neck of a cracked carafe. Granta�re had
seduced Joly and Bossuet to w�ne; Bossuet and Joly had conducted
Granta�re back towards cheerfulness.

As for Granta�re, he had got beyond w�ne, that merely moderate
�nsp�rer of dreams, ever s�nce m�dday. W�ne enjoys only a
convent�onal popular�ty w�th ser�ous dr�nkers. There �s, �n fact, �n the
matter of �nebr�ety, wh�te mag�c and black mag�c; w�ne �s only wh�te
mag�c. Granta�re was a dar�ng dr�nker of dreams. The blackness of a
terr�ble f�t of drunkenness yawn�ng before h�m, far from arrest�ng h�m,
attracted h�m. He had abandoned the bottle and taken to the
beerglass. The beer-glass �s the abyss. Hav�ng ne�ther op�um nor
hash�sh on hand, and be�ng des�rous of f�ll�ng h�s bra�n w�th tw�l�ght,
he had had recourse to that fearful m�xture of brandy, stout,
abs�nthe, wh�ch produces the most terr�ble of letharg�es. It �s of these
three vapors, beer, brandy, and abs�nthe, that the lead of the soul �s
composed. They are three grooms; the celest�al butterfly �s drowned
�n them; and there are formed there �n a membranous smoke,
vaguely condensed �nto the w�ng of the bat, three mute fur�es,
N�ghtmare, N�ght, and Death, wh�ch hover about the slumber�ng
Psyche.

Granta�re had not yet reached that lamentable phase; far from �t.
He was tremendously gay, and Bossuet and Joly retorted. They
cl�nked glasses. Granta�re added to the eccentr�c accentuat�on of
words and �deas, a pecul�ar�ty of gesture; he rested h�s left f�st on h�s



knee w�th d�gn�ty, h�s arm form�ng a r�ght angle, and, w�th cravat
unt�ed, seated astr�de a stool, h�s full glass �n h�s r�ght hand, he
hurled solemn words at the b�g ma�d-servant Matelote:—

“Let the doors of the palace be thrown open! Let every one be a
member of the French Academy and have the r�ght to embrace
Madame Hucheloup. Let us dr�nk.”

And turn�ng to Madame Hucheloup, he added:—
“Woman anc�ent and consecrated by use, draw near that I may

contemplate thee!”
And Joly excla�med:—
“Matelote and G�belotte, dod’t g�b Granta�re anyth�ng more to

dr�nk. He has already devoured, s�nce th�s bord�ng, �n w�ld
prod�gal�ty, two francs and n�nety-f�ve cent�bes.”

And Granta�re began aga�n:—
“Who has been unhook�ng the stars w�thout my perm�ss�on, and

putt�ng them on the table �n the gu�se of candles?”
Bossuet, though very drunk, preserved h�s equan�m�ty.
He was seated on the s�ll of the open w�ndow, wett�ng h�s back �n

the fall�ng ra�n, and gaz�ng at h�s two fr�ends.
All at once, he heard a tumult beh�nd h�m, hurr�ed footsteps, cr�es

of “To arms!” He turned round and saw �n the Rue Sa�nt-Den�s, at the
end of the Rue de la Chanvrer�e, Enjolras pass�ng, gun �n hand, and
Gavroche w�th h�s p�stol, Feu�lly w�th h�s sword, Courfeyrac w�th h�s
sword, and Jean Prouva�re w�th h�s blunderbuss, Combeferre w�th
h�s gun, Bahorel w�th h�s gun, and the whole armed and stormy
rabble wh�ch was follow�ng them.

The Rue de la Chanvrer�e was not more than a gunshot long.
Bossuet �mprov�sed a speak�ng-trumpet from h�s two hands placed
around h�s mouth, and shouted:—

“Courfeyrac! Courfeyrac! Hohée!”
Courfeyrac heard the shout, caught s�ght of Bossuet, and

advanced a few paces �nto the Rue de la Chanvrer�e, shout�ng:
“What do you want?” wh�ch crossed a “Where are you go�ng?”

“To make a barr�cade,” repl�ed Courfeyrac.



“Well, here! Th�s �s a good place! Make �t here!”
“That’s true, A�gle,” sa�d Courfeyrac.
And at a s�gnal from Courfeyrac, the mob flung themselves �nto

the Rue de la Chanvrer�e.



CHAPTER III—NIGHT BEGINS TO
DESCEND UPON GRANTAIRE

The spot was, �n fact, adm�rably adapted, the entrance to the
street w�dened out, the other extrem�ty narrowed together �nto a
pocket w�thout ex�t. Cor�nthe created an obstacle, the Rue
Mondétour was eas�ly barr�caded on the r�ght and the left, no attack
was poss�ble except from the Rue Sa�nt-Den�s, that �s to say, �n front,
and �n full s�ght. Bossuet had the comprehens�ve glance of a fast�ng
Hann�bal.

Terror had se�zed on the whole street at the �rrupt�on of the mob.
There was not a passer-by who d�d not get out of s�ght. In the space
of a flash of l�ghtn�ng, �n the rear, to r�ght and left, shops, stables,
area-doors, w�ndows, bl�nds, att�c skyl�ghts, shutters of every
descr�pt�on were closed, from the ground floor to the roof. A terr�f�ed
old woman f�xed a mattress �n front of her w�ndow on two clothes-
poles for dry�ng l�nen, �n order to deaden the effect of musketry. The
w�ne-shop alone rema�ned open; and that for a very good reason,
that the mob had rushed �nto �t.—“Ah my God! Ah my God!” s�ghed
Mame Hucheloup.

Bossuet had gone down to meet Courfeyrac.
Joly, who had placed h�mself at the w�ndow, excla�med:—
“Courfeyrac, you ought to have brought an umbrella. You w�ll

gatch gold.”
In the meant�me, �n the space of a few m�nutes, twenty �ron bars

had been wrenched from the grated front of the w�ne-shop, ten
fathoms of street had been unpaved; Gavroche and Bahorel had
se�zed �n �ts passage, and overturned, the dray of a l�me-dealer
named Anceau; th�s dray conta�ned three barrels of l�me, wh�ch they
placed beneath the p�les of pav�ng-stones: Enjolras ra�sed the cellar
trap, and all the w�dow Hucheloup’s empty casks were used to flank



the barrels of l�me; Feu�lly, w�th h�s f�ngers sk�lled �n pa�nt�ng the
del�cate st�cks of fans, had backed up the barrels and the dray w�th
two mass�ve heaps of blocks of rough stone. Blocks wh�ch were
�mprov�sed l�ke the rest and procured no one knows where. The
beams wh�ch served as props were torn from the ne�ghbor�ng house-
fronts and la�d on the casks. When Bossuet and Courfeyrac turned
round, half the street was already barred w�th a rampart h�gher than
a man. There �s noth�ng l�ke the hand of the populace for bu�ld�ng
everyth�ng that �s bu�lt by demol�sh�ng.

Matelote and G�belotte had m�ngled w�th the workers. G�belotte
went and came loaded w�th rubb�sh. Her lass�tude helped on the
barr�cade. She served the barr�cade as she would have served w�ne,
w�th a sleepy a�r.

An omn�bus w�th two wh�te horses passed the end of the street.
Bossuet strode over the pav�ng-stones, ran to �t, stopped the

dr�ver, made the passengers al�ght, offered h�s hand to “the lad�es,”
d�sm�ssed the conductor, and returned, lead�ng the veh�cle and the
horses by the br�dle.

“Omn�buses,” sa�d he, “do not pass the Cor�nthe. Non l�cet
omn�bus ad�re Cor�nthum.”

An �nstant later, the horses were unharnessed and went off at the�r
w�ll, through the Rue Mondétour, and the omn�bus ly�ng on �ts s�de
completed the bar across the street.

Mame Hucheloup, qu�te upset, had taken refuge �n the f�rst story.
Her eyes were vague, and stared w�thout see�ng anyth�ng, and

she cr�ed �n a low tone. Her terr�f�ed shr�eks d�d not dare to emerge
from her throat.

“The end of the world has come,” she muttered.
Joly depos�ted a k�ss on Mame Hucheloup’s fat, red, wr�nkled

neck, and sa�d to Granta�re: “My dear fellow, I have always regarded
a woman’s neck as an �nf�n�tely del�cate th�ng.”

But Granta�re atta�ned to the h�ghest reg�ons of d�thryamb.
Matelote had mounted to the f�rst floor once more, Granta�re se�zed
her round her wa�st, and gave vent to long bursts of laughter at the
w�ndow.



“Matelote �s homely!” he cr�ed: “Matelote �s of a dream of ugl�ness!
Matelote �s a ch�mæra. Th�s �s the secret of her b�rth: a Goth�c
Pygmal�on, who was mak�ng gargoyles for cathedrals, fell �n love
w�th one of them, the most horr�ble, one f�ne morn�ng. He besought
Love to g�ve �t l�fe, and th�s produced Matelote. Look at her, c�t�zens!
She has chromate-of-lead-colored ha�r, l�ke T�t�an’s m�stress, and
she �s a good g�rl. I guarantee that she w�ll f�ght well. Every good g�rl
conta�ns a hero. As for Mother Hucheloup, she’s an old warr�or. Look
at her moustaches! She �nher�ted them from her husband. A hussar
�ndeed! She w�ll f�ght too. These two alone w�ll str�ke terror to the
heart of the banl�eue. Comrades, we shall overthrow the government
as true as there are f�fteen �ntermed�ary ac�ds between margar�c ac�d
and form�c ac�d; however, that �s a matter of perfect �nd�fference to
me. Gentlemen, my father always detested me because I could not
understand mathemat�cs. I understand only love and l�berty. I am
Granta�re, the good fellow. Hav�ng never had any money, I never
acqu�red the hab�t of �t, and the result �s that I have never lacked �t;
but, �f I had been r�ch, there would have been no more poor people!
You would have seen! Oh, �f the k�nd hearts only had fat purses, how
much better th�ngs would go! I p�cture myself Jesus Chr�st w�th
Rothsch�ld’s fortune! How much good he would do! Matelote,
embrace me! You are voluptuous and t�m�d! You have cheeks wh�ch
�nv�te the k�ss of a s�ster, and l�ps wh�ch cla�m the k�ss of a lover.”

“Hold your tongue, you cask!” sa�d Courfeyrac.
Granta�re retorted:—
“I am the cap�toul52 and the master of the floral games!”
Enjolras, who was stand�ng on the crest of the barr�cade, gun �n

hand, ra�sed h�s beaut�ful, austere face. Enjolras, as the reader
knows, had someth�ng of the Spartan and of the Pur�tan �n h�s
compos�t�on. He would have per�shed at Thermopylæ w�th Leon�das,
and burned at Drogheda w�th Cromwell.

“Granta�re,” he shouted, “go get r�d of the fumes of your w�ne
somewhere else than here. Th�s �s the place for enthus�asm, not for
drunkenness. Don’t d�sgrace the barr�cade!”

Th�s angry speech produced a s�ngular effect on Granta�re. One
would have sa�d that he had had a glass of cold water flung �n h�s



face. He seemed to be rendered suddenly sober.
He sat down, put h�s elbows on a table near the w�ndow, looked at

Enjolras w�th �ndescr�bable gentleness, and sa�d to h�m:—
“Let me sleep here.”
“Go and sleep somewhere else,” cr�ed Enjolras.
But Granta�re, st�ll keep�ng h�s tender and troubled eyes f�xed on

h�m, repl�ed:—
“Let me sleep here,—unt�l I d�e.”
Enjolras regarded h�m w�th d�sda�nful eyes:—
“Granta�re, you are �ncapable of bel�ev�ng, of th�nk�ng, of w�ll�ng, of

l�v�ng, and of dy�ng.”
Granta�re repl�ed �n a grave tone:—
“You w�ll see.”
He stammered a few more un�ntell�g�ble words, then h�s head fell

heav�ly on the table, and, as �s the usual effect of the second per�od
of �nebr�ety, �nto wh�ch Enjolras had roughly and abruptly thrust h�m,
an �nstant later he had fallen asleep.



CHAPTER IV—AN ATTEMPT TO
CONSOLE THE WIDOW HUCHELOUP
Bahorel, �n ecstas�es over the barr�cade, shouted:—
“Here’s the street �n �ts low-necked dress! How well �t looks!”
Courfeyrac, as he demol�shed the w�ne-shop to some extent,

sought to console the w�dowed propr�etress.
“Mother Hucheloup, weren’t you compla�n�ng the other day

because you had had a not�ce served on you for �nfr�ng�ng the law,
because G�belotte shook a counterpane out of your w�ndow?”

“Yes, my good Mons�eur Courfeyrac. Ah! good Heavens, are you
go�ng to put that table of m�ne �n your horror, too? And �t was for the
counterpane, and also for a pot of flowers wh�ch fell from the att�c
w�ndow �nto the street, that the government collected a f�ne of a
hundred francs. If that �sn’t an abom�nat�on, what �s!”

“Well, Mother Hucheloup, we are aveng�ng you.”
Mother Hucheloup d�d not appear to understand very clearly the

benef�t wh�ch she was to der�ve from these repr�sals made on her
account. She was sat�sf�ed after the manner of that Arab woman,
who, hav�ng rece�ved a box on the ear from her husband, went to
compla�n to her father, and cr�ed for vengeance, say�ng: “Father, you
owe my husband affront for affront.” The father asked: “On wh�ch
cheek d�d you rece�ve the blow?” “On the left cheek.” The father
slapped her r�ght cheek and sa�d: “Now you are sat�sf�ed. Go tell
your husband that he boxed my daughter’s ears, and that I have
accord�ngly boxed h�s w�fe’s.”

The ra�n had ceased. Recru�ts had arr�ved. Workmen had brought
under the�r blouses a barrel of powder, a basket conta�n�ng bottles of
v�tr�ol, two or three carn�val torches, and a basket f�lled w�th f�re-pots,
“left over from the K�ng’s fest�val.” Th�s fest�val was very recent,



hav�ng taken place on the 1st of May. It was sa�d that these
mun�t�ons came from a grocer �n the Faubourg Sa�nt-Anto�ne named
Pép�n. They smashed the only street lantern �n the Rue de la
Chanvrer�e, the lantern correspond�ng to one �n the Rue Sa�nt-Den�s,
and all the lanterns �n the surround�ng streets, de Mondétour, du
Cygne, des Prêcheurs, and de la Grande and de la Pet�te-
Truander�e.

Enjolras, Combeferre, and Courfeyrac d�rected everyth�ng. Two
barr�cades were now �n process of construct�on at once, both of them
rest�ng on the Cor�nthe house and form�ng a r�ght angle; the larger
shut off the Rue de la Chanvrer�e, the other closed the Rue
Mondétour, on the s�de of the Rue de Cygne. Th�s last barr�cade,
wh�ch was very narrow, was constructed only of casks and pav�ng-
stones. There were about f�fty workers on �t; th�rty were armed w�th
guns; for, on the�r way, they had effected a wholesale loan from an
armorer’s shop.

Noth�ng could be more b�zarre and at the same t�me more motley
than th�s troop. One had a round-jacket, a cavalry sabre, and two
holster-p�stols, another was �n h�s sh�rt-sleeves, w�th a round hat,
and a powder-horn slung at h�s s�de, a th�rd wore a plastron of n�ne
sheets of gray paper and was armed w�th a saddler’s awl. There was
one who was shout�ng: “Let us exterm�nate them to the last man and
d�e at the po�nt of our bayonet.” Th�s man had no bayonet. Another
spread out over h�s coat the cross-belt and cartr�dge-box of a
Nat�onal Guardsman, the cover of the cartr�dge-box be�ng
ornamented w�th th�s �nscr�pt�on �n red worsted: Publ�c Order. There
were a great many guns bear�ng the numbers of the leg�ons, few
hats, no cravats, many bare arms, some p�kes. Add to th�s, all ages,
all sorts of faces, small, pale young men, and bronzed
longshoremen. All were �n haste; and as they helped each other,
they d�scussed the poss�ble chances. That they would rece�ve
succor about three o’clock �n the morn�ng—that they were sure of
one reg�ment, that Par�s would r�se. Terr�ble say�ngs w�th wh�ch was
m�ngled a sort of cord�al jov�al�ty. One would have pronounced them
brothers, but they d�d not know each other’s names. Great per�ls
have th�s f�ne character�st�c, that they br�ng to l�ght the fratern�ty of
strangers. A f�re had been l�ghted �n the k�tchen, and there they were



engaged �n mould�ng �nto bullets, pewter mugs, spoons, forks, and
all the brass table-ware of the establ�shment. In the m�dst of �t all,
they drank. Caps and buckshot were m�xed pell-mell on the tables
w�th glasses of w�ne. In the b�ll�ard-hall, Mame Hucheloup, Matelote,
and G�belotte, var�ously mod�f�ed by terror, wh�ch had stupef�ed one,
rendered another breathless, and roused the th�rd, were tear�ng up
old d�sh-cloths and mak�ng l�nt; three �nsurgents were ass�st�ng them,
three bushy-ha�red, jolly blades w�th beards and moustaches, who
plucked away at the l�nen w�th the f�ngers of seamstresses and who
made them tremble.

The man of lofty stature whom Courfeyrac, Combeferre, and
Enjolras had observed at the moment when he jo�ned the mob at the
corner of the Rue des B�llettes, was at work on the smaller barr�cade
and was mak�ng h�mself useful there. Gavroche was work�ng on the
larger one. As for the young man who had been wa�t�ng for
Courfeyrac at h�s lodg�ngs, and who had �nqu�red for M. Mar�us, he
had d�sappeared at about the t�me when the omn�bus had been
overturned.

Gavroche, completely carr�ed away and rad�ant, had undertaken to
get everyth�ng �n read�ness. He went, came, mounted, descended,
re-mounted, wh�stled, and sparkled. He seemed to be there for the
encouragement of all. Had he any �ncent�ve? Yes, certa�nly, h�s
poverty; had he w�ngs? yes, certa�nly, h�s joy. Gavroche was a
wh�rlw�nd. He was constantly v�s�ble, he was �ncessantly aud�ble. He
f�lled the a�r, as he was everywhere at once. He was a sort of almost
�rr�tat�ng ub�qu�ty; no halt was poss�ble w�th h�m. The enormous
barr�cade felt h�m on �ts haunches. He troubled the loungers, he
exc�ted the �dle, he rean�mated the weary, he grew �mpat�ent over the
thoughtful, he �nsp�red gayety �n some, and breath �n others, wrath �n
others, movement �n all, now pr�ck�ng a student, now b�t�ng an
art�san; he al�ghted, paused, flew off aga�n, hovered over the tumult,
and the effort, sprang from one party to another, murmur�ng and
humm�ng, and harassed the whole company; a fly on the �mmense
revolut�onary coach.

Perpetual mot�on was �n h�s l�ttle arms and perpetual clamor �n h�s
l�ttle lungs.



“Courage! more pav�ng-stones! more casks! more mach�nes!
Where are you now? A hod of plaster for me to stop th�s hole w�th!
Your barr�cade �s very small. It must be carr�ed up. Put everyth�ng on
�t, fl�ng everyth�ng there, st�ck �t all �n. Break down the house. A
barr�cade �s Mother G�bou’s tea. Hullo, here’s a glass door.”

Th�s el�c�ted an exclamat�on from the workers.
“A glass door? what do you expect us to do w�th a glass door,

tubercle?”
“Hercules yourselves!” retorted Gavroche. “A glass door �s an

excellent th�ng �n a barr�cade. It does not prevent an attack, but �t
prevents the enemy tak�ng �t. So you’ve never pr�gged apples over a
wall where there were broken bottles? A glass door cuts the corns of
the Nat�onal Guard when they try to mount on the barr�cade. Pard�!
glass �s a treacherous th�ng. Well, you haven’t a very w�ldly l�vely
�mag�nat�on, comrades.”

However, he was fur�ous over h�s tr�ggerless p�stol. He went from
one to another, demand�ng: “A gun, I want a gun! Why don’t you g�ve
me a gun?”

“G�ve you a gun!” sa�d Combeferre.
“Come now!” sa�d Gavroche, “why not? I had one �n 1830 when

we had a d�spute w�th Charles X.”
Enjolras shrugged h�s shoulders.
“When there are enough for the men, we w�ll g�ve some to the

ch�ldren.”
Gavroche wheeled round haught�ly, and answered:—
“If you are k�lled before me, I shall take yours.”
“Gam�n!” sa�d Enjolras.
“Greenhorn!” sa�d Gavroche.
A dandy who had lost h�s way and who lounged past the end of

the street created a d�vers�on! Gavroche shouted to h�m:—
“Come w�th us, young fellow! well now, don’t we do anyth�ng for

th�s old country of ours?”
The dandy fled.



CHAPTER V—PREPARATIONS
The journals of the day wh�ch sa�d that that nearly �mpregnable

structure, of the barr�cade of the Rue de la Chanvrer�e, as they call �t,
reached to the level of the f�rst floor, were m�staken. The fact �s, that
�t d�d not exceed an average he�ght of s�x or seven feet. It was bu�lt
�n such a manner that the combatants could, at the�r w�ll, e�ther
d�sappear beh�nd �t or dom�nate the barr�er and even scale �ts crest
by means of a quadruple row of pav�ng-stones placed on top of each
other and arranged as steps �n the �nter�or. On the outs�de, the front
of the barr�cade, composed of p�les of pav�ng-stones and casks
bound together by beams and planks, wh�ch were entangled �n the
wheels of Anceau’s dray and of the overturned omn�bus, had a
br�stl�ng and �nextr�cable aspect.

An aperture large enough to allow a man to pass through had
been made between the wall of the houses and the extrem�ty of the
barr�cade wh�ch was furthest from the w�ne-shop, so that an ex�t was
poss�ble at th�s po�nt. The pole of the omn�bus was placed upr�ght
and held up w�th ropes, and a red flag, fastened to th�s pole, floated
over the barr�cade.

The l�ttle Mondétour barr�cade, h�dden beh�nd the w�ne-shop
bu�ld�ng, was not v�s�ble. The two barr�cades un�ted formed a
ver�table redoubt. Enjolras and Courfeyrac had not thought f�t to
barr�cade the other fragment of the Rue Mondétour wh�ch opens
through the Rue des Prêcheurs an �ssue �nto the Halles, w�sh�ng, no
doubt, to preserve a poss�ble commun�cat�on w�th the outs�de, and
not enterta�n�ng much fear of an attack through the dangerous and
d�ff�cult street of the Rue des Prêcheurs.

W�th the except�on of th�s �ssue wh�ch was left free, and wh�ch
const�tuted what Folard �n h�s strateg�cal style would have termed a
branch and tak�ng �nto account, also, the narrow cutt�ng arranged on
the Rue de la Chanvrer�e, the �nter�or of the barr�cade, where the



w�ne-shop formed a sal�ent angle, presented an �rregular square,
closed on all s�des. There ex�sted an �nterval of twenty paces
between the grand barr�er and the lofty houses wh�ch formed the
background of the street, so that one m�ght say that the barr�cade
rested on these houses, all �nhab�ted, but closed from top to bottom.

All th�s work was performed w�thout any h�ndrance, �n less than an
hour, and w�thout th�s handful of bold men see�ng a s�ngle bear-sk�n
cap or a s�ngle bayonet make the�r appearance. The very bourgeo�s
who st�ll ventured at th�s hour of r�ot to enter the Rue Sa�nt-Den�s
cast a glance at the Rue de la Chanvrer�e, caught s�ght of the
barr�cade, and redoubled the�r pace.

The two barr�cades be�ng f�n�shed, and the flag run up, a table was
dragged out of the w�ne-shop; and Courfeyrac mounted on the table.
Enjolras brought the square coffer, and Courfeyrac opened �t. Th�s
coffer was f�lled w�th cartr�dges. When the mob saw the cartr�dges, a
tremor ran through the bravest, and a momentary s�lence ensued.

Courfeyrac d�str�buted them w�th a sm�le.
Each one rece�ved th�rty cartr�dges. Many had powder, and set

about mak�ng others w�th the bullets wh�ch they had run. As for the
barrel of powder, �t stood on a table on one s�de, near the door, and
was held �n reserve.

The alarm beat wh�ch ran through all Par�s, d�d not cease, but �t
had f�nally come to be noth�ng more than a monotonous no�se to
wh�ch they no longer pa�d any attent�on. Th�s no�se retreated at
t�mes, and aga�n drew near, w�th melancholy undulat�ons.

They loaded the guns and carb�nes, all together, w�thout haste,
w�th solemn grav�ty. Enjolras went and stat�oned three sent�nels
outs�de the barr�cades, one �n the Rue de la Chanvrer�e, the second
�n the Rue des Prêcheurs, the th�rd at the corner of the Rue de la
Pet�te Truander�e.

Then, the barr�cades hav�ng been bu�lt, the posts ass�gned, the
guns loaded, the sent�nels stat�oned, they wa�ted, alone �n those
redoubtable streets through wh�ch no one passed any longer,
surrounded by those dumb houses wh�ch seemed dead and �n wh�ch
no human movement palp�tated, enveloped �n the deepen�ng shades
of tw�l�ght wh�ch was draw�ng on, �n the m�dst of that s�lence through



wh�ch someth�ng could be felt advanc�ng, and wh�ch had about �t
someth�ng trag�c and terr�fy�ng, �solated, armed, determ�ned, and
tranqu�l.



CHAPTER VI—WAITING
Dur�ng those hours of wa�t�ng, what d�d they do?
We must needs tell, s�nce th�s �s a matter of h�story.
Wh�le the men made bullets and the women l�nt, wh�le a large

saucepan of melted brass and lead, dest�ned to the bullet-mould
smoked over a glow�ng braz�er, wh�le the sent�nels watched, weapon
�n hand, on the barr�cade, wh�le Enjolras, whom �t was �mposs�ble to
d�vert, kept an eye on the sent�nels, Combeferre, Courfeyrac, Jean
Prouva�re, Feu�lly, Bossuet, Joly, Bahorel, and some others, sought
each other out and un�ted as �n the most peaceful days of the�r
conversat�ons �n the�r student l�fe, and, �n one corner of th�s w�ne-
shop wh�ch had been converted �nto a casement, a couple of paces
d�stant from the redoubt wh�ch they had bu�lt, w�th the�r carb�nes
loaded and pr�med rest�ng aga�nst the backs of the�r cha�rs, these
f�ne young fellows, so close to a supreme hour, began to rec�te love
verses.

What verses? These:—
Vous rappelez-vous notre douce vie,
Lorsque nous étions si jeunes tous deux,
Et que nous n’avions au cœur d’autre envie
Que d‘être bien mis et d‘être amoureux,

Lorsqu’en ajoutant votre âge à mon âge,
Nous ne comptions pas à deux quarante ans,
Et que, dans notre humble et petit ménage,
Tout, même l’hiver, nous était printemps?

Beaux jours! Manuel était fier et sage,
Paris s’asseyait à de saints banquets,
Foy lançait la foudre, et votre corsage
Avait une épingle où je me piquais.

Tout vous contemplait. Avocat sans causes,
Quand je vous menais au Prado dîner,
Vous étiez jolie au point que les roses
Me faisaient l’effet de se retourner.

Je les entendais dire: Est elle belle!
Comme elle sent bon!  Quels cheveux à flots!



Sous son mantelet elle cache une aile,
Son bonnet charmant est à peine éclos.

J’errais avec toi, pressant ton bras souple.
Les passants croyaient que l’amour charmé
Avait marié, dans notre heureux couple,
Le doux mois d’avril au beau mois de mai.

Nous vivions cachés, contents, porte close,
Dévorant l’amour, bon fruit défendu,
Ma bouche n’avait pas dit une chose
Que déjà ton cœur avait répondu.

La Sorbonne était l’endroit bucolique
Où je t’adorais du soir au matin.
C’est ainsi qu’une âme amoureuse applique
La carte du Tendre au pays Latin.

O place Maubert! O place Dauphine!
Quand, dans le taudis frais et printanier,
Tu tirais ton bas sur ta jambe fine,
Je voyais un astre au fond du grenier.

J’ai fort lu Platon, mais rien ne m’en reste;
Mieux que Malebranche et que Lamennais,
Tu me démontrais la bonté céleste
Avec une fleur que tu me donnais.

Je t’obéissais, tu m‘étais soumise;
O grenier doré! te lacer! te voir
Aller et venir dès l’aube en chemise,
Mirant ton jeune front à ton vieux miroir.

Et qui donc pourrait perdre la mémoire
De ces temps d’aurore et de firmament,
De rubans, de fleurs, de gaze et de moire,
Où l’amour bégaye un argot charmant?

Nos jardins étaient un pot de tulipe;
Tu masquais la vitre avec un jupon;
Je prenais le bol de terre de pipe,
Et je te donnais le tasse en japon.

Et ces grands malheurs qui nous faisaient rire!
Ton manchon brûlé, ton boa perdu!
Et ce cher portrait du divin Shakespeare
Qu’un soir pour souper nons avons vendu!

J‘étais mendiant et toi charitable.
Je baisais au vol tes bras frais et ronds.
Dante in folio nous servait de table
Pour manger gaîment un cent de marrons.

La première fois qu’en mon joyeux bouge
Je pris un baiser à ta lèvre en feu,
Quand tu t’en allais décoiffée et rouge,
Je restai tout pâle et je crus en Dieu!



Te rappelles-tu nos bonheurs sans nombre,
Et tous ces fichus changés en chiffons?
Oh que de soupirs, de nos cœurs pleins d’ombre,
Se sont envolés dans les cieux profonds!53

The hour, the spot, these souven�rs of youth recalled, a few stars
wh�ch began to tw�nkle �n the sky, the funeral repose of those
deserted streets, the �mm�nence of the �nexorable adventure, wh�ch
was �n preparat�on, gave a pathet�c charm to these verses murmured
�n a low tone �n the dusk by Jean Prouva�re, who, as we have sa�d,
was a gentle poet.

In the meant�me, a lamp had been l�ghted �n the small barr�cade,
and �n the large one, one of those wax torches such as are to be met
w�th on Shrove-Tuesday �n front of veh�cles loaded w�th masks, on
the�r way to la Court�lle. These torches, as the reader has seen,
came from the Faubourg Sa�nt-Anto�ne.

The torch had been placed �n a sort of cage of pav�ng-stones
closed on three s�des to shelter �t from the w�nd, and d�sposed �n
such a fash�on that all the l�ght fell on the flag. The street and the
barr�cade rema�ned sunk �n gloom, and noth�ng was to be seen
except the red flag form�dably �llum�nated as by an enormous dark-
lantern.

Th�s l�ght enhanced the scarlet of the flag, w�th an �ndescr�bable
and terr�ble purple.



CHAPTER VII—THE MAN RECRUITED
IN THE RUE DES BILLETTES

N�ght was fully come, noth�ng made �ts appearance. All that they
heard was confused no�ses, and at �ntervals, fus�llades; but these
were rare, badly susta�ned and d�stant. Th�s resp�te, wh�ch was thus
prolonged, was a s�gn that the Government was tak�ng �ts t�me, and
collect�ng �ts forces. These f�fty men were wa�t�ng for s�xty thousand.

Enjolras felt attacked by that �mpat�ence wh�ch se�zes on strong
souls on the threshold of redoubtable events. He went �n search of
Gavroche, who had set to mak�ng cartr�dges �n the tap-room, by the
dub�ous l�ght of two candles placed on the counter by way of
precaut�on, on account of the powder wh�ch was scattered on the
tables. These two candles cast no gleam outs�de. The �nsurgents
had, moreover, taken pa�ns not to have any l�ght �n the upper stor�es.

Gavroche was deeply preoccup�ed at that moment, but not
prec�sely w�th h�s cartr�dges. The man of the Rue des B�llettes had
just entered the tap-room and had seated h�mself at the table wh�ch
was the least l�ghted. A musket of large model had fallen to h�s
share, and he held �t between h�s legs. Gavroche, who had been, up
to that moment, d�stracted by a hundred “amus�ng” th�ngs, had not
even seen th�s man.

When he entered, Gavroche followed h�m mechan�cally w�th h�s
eyes, adm�r�ng h�s gun; then, all at once, when the man was seated,
the street urch�n sprang to h�s feet. Any one who had sp�ed upon that
man up to that moment, would have seen that he was observ�ng
everyth�ng �n the barr�cade and �n the band of �nsurgents, w�th
s�ngular attent�on; but, from the moment when he had entered th�s
room, he had fallen �nto a sort of brown study, and no longer seemed
to see anyth�ng that was go�ng on. The gam�n approached th�s
pens�ve personage, and began to step around h�m on t�ptoe, as one



walks �n the v�c�n�ty of a person whom one �s afra�d of wak�ng. At the
same t�me, over h�s ch�ld�sh countenance wh�ch was, at once so
�mpudent and so ser�ous, so g�ddy and so profound, so gay and so
heart-break�ng, passed all those gr�maces of an old man wh�ch
s�gn�fy: Ah bah! �mposs�ble! My s�ght �s bad! I am dream�ng! can th�s
be? no, �t �s not! but yes! why, no! etc. Gavroche balanced on h�s
heels, clenched both f�sts �n h�s pockets, moved h�s neck around l�ke
a b�rd, expended �n a g�gant�c pout all the sagac�ty of h�s lower l�p.
He was astounded, uncerta�n, �ncredulous, conv�nced, dazzled. He
had the m�en of the ch�ef of the eunuchs �n the slave mart,
d�scover�ng a Venus among the blowsy females, and the a�r of an
amateur recogn�z�ng a Raphael �n a heap of daubs. H�s whole be�ng
was at work, the �nst�nct wh�ch scents out, and the �ntell�gence wh�ch
comb�nes. It was ev�dent that a great event had happened �n
Gavroche’s l�fe.

It was at the most �ntense po�nt of th�s preoccupat�on that Enjolras
accosted h�m.

“You are small,” sa�d Enjolras, “you w�ll not be seen. Go out of the
barr�cade, sl�p along close to the houses, sk�rm�sh about a b�t �n the
streets, and come back and tell me what �s go�ng on.”

Gavroche ra�sed h�mself on h�s haunches.
“So the l�ttle chaps are good for someth�ng! that’s very lucky! I’ll

go! In the meanwh�le, trust to the l�ttle fellows, and d�strust the b�g
ones.” And Gavroche, ra�s�ng h�s head and lower�ng h�s vo�ce,
added, as he �nd�cated the man of the Rue des B�llettes: “Do you see
that b�g fellow there?”

“Well?”
“He’s a pol�ce spy.”
“Are you sure of �t?”
“It �sn’t two weeks s�nce he pulled me off the corn�ce of the Port

Royal, where I was tak�ng the a�r, by my ear.”
Enjolras hast�ly qu�tted the urch�n and murmured a few words �n a

very low tone to a longshoreman from the w�nedocks who chanced
to be at hand. The man left the room, and returned almost
�mmed�ately, accompan�ed by three others. The four men, four



porters w�th broad shoulders, went and placed themselves w�thout
do�ng anyth�ng to attract h�s attent�on, beh�nd the table on wh�ch the
man of the Rue des B�llettes was lean�ng w�th h�s elbows. They were
ev�dently ready to hurl themselves upon h�m.

Then Enjolras approached the man and demanded of h�m:—
“Who are you?”
At th�s abrupt query, the man started. He plunged h�s gaze deep

�nto Enjolras’ clear eyes and appeared to grasp the latter’s mean�ng.
He sm�led w�th a sm�le than wh�ch noth�ng more d�sda�nful, more
energet�c, and more resolute could be seen �n the world, and repl�ed
w�th haughty grav�ty:—

“I see what �t �s. Well, yes!”
“You are a pol�ce spy?”
“I am an agent of the author�t�es.”
“And your name?”
“Javert.”
Enjolras made a s�gn to the four men. In the tw�nkl�ng of an eye,

before Javert had t�me to turn round, he was collared, thrown down,
p�n�oned and searched.

They found on h�m a l�ttle round card pasted between two p�eces
of glass, and bear�ng on one s�de the arms of France, engraved, and
w�th th�s motto: Superv�s�on and v�g�lance, and on the other th�s note:
“JAVERT, �nspector of pol�ce, aged f�fty-two,” and the s�gnature of the
Prefect of Pol�ce of that day, M. G�squet.

Bes�des th�s, he had h�s watch and h�s purse, wh�ch conta�ned
several gold p�eces. They left h�m h�s purse and h�s watch. Under the
watch, at the bottom of h�s fob, they felt and se�zed a paper �n an
envelope, wh�ch Enjolras unfolded, and on wh�ch he read these f�ve
l�nes, wr�tten �n the very hand of the Prefect of Pol�ce:—

“As soon as h�s pol�t�cal m�ss�on �s accompl�shed, Inspector Javert
w�ll make sure, by spec�al superv�s�on, whether �t �s true that the
malefactors have �nst�tuted �ntr�gues on the r�ght bank of the Se�ne,
near the Jena br�dge.”



The search ended, they l�fted Javert to h�s feet, bound h�s arms
beh�nd h�s back, and fastened h�m to that celebrated post �n the
m�ddle of the room wh�ch had formerly g�ven the w�ne-shop �ts name.

Gavroche, who had looked on at the whole of th�s scene and had
approved of everyth�ng w�th a s�lent toss of h�s head, stepped up to
Javert and sa�d to h�m:—

“It’s the mouse who has caught the cat.”
All th�s was so rap�dly executed, that �t was all over when those

about the w�ne-shop not�ced �t.
Javert had not uttered a s�ngle cry.
At the s�ght of Javert bound to the post, Courfeyrac, Bossuet, Joly,

Combeferre, and the men scattered over the two barr�cades came
runn�ng up.

Javert, w�th h�s back to the post, and so surrounded w�th ropes
that he could not make a movement, ra�sed h�s head w�th the �ntrep�d
seren�ty of the man who has never l�ed.

“He �s a pol�ce spy,” sa�d Enjolras.
And turn�ng to Javert: “You w�ll be shot ten m�nutes before the

barr�cade �s taken.”
Javert repl�ed �n h�s most �mper�ous tone:—
“Why not at once?”
“We are sav�ng our powder.”
“Then f�n�sh the bus�ness w�th a blow from a kn�fe.”
“Spy,” sa�d the handsome Enjolras, “we are judges and not

assass�ns.”
Then he called Gavroche:—
“Here you! go about your bus�ness! Do what I told you!”
“I’m go�ng!” cr�ed Gavroche.
And halt�ng as he was on the po�nt of sett�ng out:—
“By the way, you w�ll g�ve me h�s gun!” and he added: “I leave you

the mus�c�an, but I want the clar�net.”
The gam�n made the m�l�tary salute and passed gayly through the

open�ng �n the large barr�cade.



CHAPTER VIII—MANY
INTERROGATION POINTS WITH

REGARD TO A CERTAIN LE CABUC
WHOSE NAME MAY NOT HAVE BEEN

LE CABUC
The trag�c p�cture wh�ch we have undertaken would not be

complete, the reader would not see those grand moments of soc�al
b�rth-pangs �n a revolut�onary b�rth, wh�ch conta�n convuls�on m�ngled
w�th effort, �n the�r exact and real rel�ef, were we to om�t, �n the
sketch here outl�ned, an �nc�dent full of ep�c and savage horror wh�ch
occurred almost �mmed�ately after Gavroche’s departure.

Mobs, as the reader knows, are l�ke a snowball, and collect as
they roll along, a throng of tumultuous men. These men do not ask
each other whence they come. Among the passers-by who had
jo�ned the rabble led by Enjolras, Combeferre, and Courfeyrac, there
had been a person wear�ng the jacket of a street porter, wh�ch was
very threadbare on the shoulders, who gest�culated and voc�ferated,
and who had the look of a drunken savage. Th�s man, whose name
or n�ckname was Le Cabuc, and who was, moreover, an utter
stranger to those who pretended to know h�m, was very drunk, or
assumed the appearance of be�ng so, and had seated h�mself w�th
several others at a table wh�ch they had dragged outs�de of the w�ne-
shop. Th�s Cabuc, wh�le mak�ng those who v�ed w�th h�m drunk
seemed to be exam�n�ng w�th a thoughtful a�r the large house at the
extrem�ty of the barr�cade, whose f�ve stor�es commanded the whole
street and faced the Rue Sa�nt-Den�s. All at once he excla�med:—



“Do you know, comrades, �t �s from that house yonder that we
must f�re. When we are at the w�ndows, the deuce �s �n �t �f any one
can advance �nto the street!”

“Yes, but the house �s closed,” sa�d one of the dr�nkers.
“Let us knock!”
“They w�ll not open.”
“Let us break �n the door!”
Le Cabuc runs to the door, wh�ch had a very mass�ve knocker, and

knocks. The door opens not. He str�kes a second blow. No one
answers. A th�rd stroke. The same s�lence.

“Is there any one here?” shouts Cabuc.
Noth�ng st�rs.
Then he se�zes a gun and beg�ns to batter the door w�th the butt

end.
It was an anc�ent alley door, low, vaulted, narrow, sol�d, ent�rely of

oak, l�ned on the �ns�de w�th a sheet of �ron and �ron stays, a genu�ne
pr�son postern. The blows from the butt end of the gun made the
house tremble, but d�d not shake the door.

Nevertheless, �t �s probable that the �nhab�tants were d�sturbed, for
a t�ny, square w�ndow was f�nally seen to open on the th�rd story, and
at th�s aperture appeared the reverend and terr�f�ed face of a gray-
ha�red old man, who was the porter, and who held a candle.

The man who was knock�ng paused.
“Gentlemen,” sa�d the porter, “what do you want?”
“Open!” sa�d Cabuc.
“That cannot be, gentlemen.”
“Open, nevertheless.”
“Imposs�ble, gentlemen.”
Le Cabuc took h�s gun and a�med at the porter; but as he was

below, and as �t was very dark, the porter d�d not see h�m.
“W�ll you open, yes or no?”
“No, gentlemen.”
“Do you say no?”



“I say no, my goo—”
The porter d�d not f�n�sh. The shot was f�red; the ball entered under

h�s ch�n and came out at the nape of h�s neck, after travers�ng the
jugular ve�n.

The old man fell back w�thout a s�gh. The candle fell and was
ext�ngu�shed, and noth�ng more was to be seen except a mot�onless
head ly�ng on the s�ll of the small w�ndow, and a l�ttle wh�t�sh smoke
wh�ch floated off towards the roof.

“There!” sa�d Le Cabuc, dropp�ng the butt end of h�s gun to the
pavement.

He had hardly uttered th�s word, when he felt a hand la�d on h�s
shoulder w�th the we�ght of an eagle’s talon, and he heard a vo�ce
say�ng to h�m:—

“On your knees.”
The murderer turned round and saw before h�m Enjolras’ cold,

wh�te face.
Enjolras held a p�stol �n h�s hand.
He had hastened up at the sound of the d�scharge.
He had se�zed Cabuc’s collar, blouse, sh�rt, and suspender w�th

h�s left hand.
“On your knees!” he repeated.
And, w�th an �mper�ous mot�on, the fra�l young man of twenty years

bent the th�ckset and sturdy porter l�ke a reed, and brought h�m to h�s
knees �n the m�re.

Le Cabuc attempted to res�st, but he seemed to have been se�zed
by a superhuman hand.

Enjolras, pale, w�th bare neck and d�shevelled ha�r, and h�s
woman’s face, had about h�m at that moment someth�ng of the
ant�que Them�s. H�s d�lated nostr�ls, h�s downcast eyes, gave to h�s
�mplacable Greek prof�le that express�on of wrath and that
express�on of Chast�ty wh�ch, as the anc�ent world v�ewed the matter,
bef�t Just�ce.

The whole barr�cade hastened up, then all ranged themselves �n a
c�rcle at a d�stance, feel�ng that �t was �mposs�ble to utter a word �n



the presence of the th�ng wh�ch they were about to behold.
Le Cabuc, vanqu�shed, no longer tr�ed to struggle, and trembled �n

every l�mb.
Enjolras released h�m and drew out h�s watch.
“Collect yourself,” sa�d he. “Th�nk or pray. You have one m�nute.”
“Mercy!” murmured the murderer; then he dropped h�s head and

stammered a few �nart�culate oaths.
Enjolras never took h�s eyes off of h�m: he allowed a m�nute to

pass, then he replaced h�s watch �n h�s fob. That done, he grasped
Le Cabuc by the ha�r, as the latter co�led h�mself �nto a ball at h�s
knees and shr�eked, and placed the muzzle of the p�stol to h�s ear.
Many of those �ntrep�d men, who had so tranqu�lly entered upon the
most terr�ble of adventures, turned as�de the�r heads.

An explos�on was heard, the assass�n fell to the pavement face
downwards.

Enjolras stra�ghtened h�mself up, and cast a conv�nced and severe
glance around h�m. Then he spurned the corpse w�th h�s foot and
sa�d:—

“Throw that outs�de.”
Three men ra�sed the body of the unhappy wretch, wh�ch was st�ll

ag�tated by the last mechan�cal convuls�ons of the l�fe that had fled,
and flung �t over the l�ttle barr�cade �nto the Rue Mondétour.

Enjolras was thoughtful. It �s �mposs�ble to say what grand�ose
shadows slowly spread over h�s redoubtable seren�ty. All at once he
ra�sed h�s vo�ce.

A s�lence fell upon them.
“C�t�zens,” sa�d Enjolras, “what that man d�d �s fr�ghtful, what I have

done �s horr�ble. He k�lled, therefore I k�lled h�m. I had to do �t,
because �nsurrect�on must have �ts d�sc�pl�ne. Assass�nat�on �s even
more of a cr�me here than elsewhere; we are under the eyes of the
Revolut�on, we are the pr�ests of the Republ�c, we are the v�ct�ms of
duty, and must not be poss�ble to slander our combat. I have,
therefore, tr�ed that man, and condemned h�m to death. As for
myself, constra�ned as I am to do what I have done, and yet



abhorr�ng �t, I have judged myself also, and you shall soon see to
what I have condemned myself.”

Those who l�stened to h�m shuddered.
“We w�ll share thy fate,” cr�ed Combeferre.
“So be �t,” repl�ed Enjolras. “One word more. In execut�ng th�s

man, I have obeyed necess�ty; but necess�ty �s a monster of the old
world, necess�ty’s name �s Fatal�ty. Now, the law of progress �s, that
monsters shall d�sappear before the angels, and that Fatal�ty shall
van�sh before Fratern�ty. It �s a bad moment to pronounce the word
love. No matter, I do pronounce �t. And I glor�fy �t. Love, the future �s
th�ne. Death, I make use of thee, but I hate thee. C�t�zens, �n the
future there w�ll be ne�ther darkness nor thunderbolts; ne�ther
feroc�ous �gnorance, nor bloody retal�at�on. As there w�ll be no more
Satan, there w�ll be no more M�chael. In the future no one w�ll k�ll any
one else, the earth w�ll beam w�th rad�ance, the human race w�ll love.
The day w�ll come, c�t�zens, when all w�ll be concord, harmony, l�ght,
joy and l�fe; �t w�ll come, and �t �s �n order that �t may come that we
are about to d�e.”

Enjolras ceased. H�s v�rg�n l�ps closed; and he rema�ned for some
t�me stand�ng on the spot where he had shed blood, �n marble
�mmob�l�ty. H�s star�ng eye caused those about h�m to speak �n low
tones.

Jean Prouva�re and Combeferre pressed each other’s hands
s�lently, and, lean�ng aga�nst each other �n an angle of the barr�cade,
they watched w�th an adm�rat�on �n wh�ch there was some
compass�on, that grave young man, execut�oner and pr�est,
composed of l�ght, l�ke crystal, and also of rock.

Let us say at once that later on, after the act�on, when the bod�es
were taken to the morgue and searched, a pol�ce agent’s card was
found on Le Cabuc. The author of th�s book had �n h�s hands, �n
1848, the spec�al report on th�s subject made to the Prefect of Pol�ce
�n 1832.

We w�ll add, that �f we are to bel�eve a trad�t�on of the pol�ce, wh�ch
�s strange but probably well founded, Le Cabuc was Claquesous.
The fact �s, that dat�ng from the death of Le Cabuc, there was no
longer any quest�on of Claquesous. Claquesous had nowhere left



any trace of h�s d�sappearance; he would seem to have
amalgamated h�mself w�th the �nv�s�ble. H�s l�fe had been all
shadows, h�s end was n�ght.

The whole �nsurgent group was st�ll under the �nfluence of the
emot�on of that trag�c case wh�ch had been so qu�ckly tr�ed and so
qu�ckly term�nated, when Courfeyrac aga�n beheld on the barr�cade,
the small young man who had �nqu�red of h�m that morn�ng for
Mar�us.

Th�s lad, who had a bold and reckless a�r, had come by n�ght to
jo�n the �nsurgents.



BOOK THIRTEENTH—MARIUS
ENTERS THE SHADOW



CHAPTER I—FROM THE RUE PLUMET
TO THE QUARTIER SAINT-DENIS

The vo�ce wh�ch had summoned Mar�us through the tw�l�ght to the
barr�cade of the Rue de la Chanvrer�e, had produced on h�m the
effect of the vo�ce of dest�ny. He w�shed to d�e; the opportun�ty
presented �tself; he knocked at the door of the tomb, a hand �n the
darkness offered h�m the key. These melancholy open�ngs wh�ch
take place �n the gloom before despa�r, are tempt�ng. Mar�us thrust
as�de the bar wh�ch had so often allowed h�m to pass, emerged from
the garden, and sa�d: “I w�ll go.”

Mad w�th gr�ef, no longer consc�ous of anyth�ng f�xed or sol�d �n h�s
bra�n, �ncapable of accept�ng anyth�ng thenceforth of fate after those
two months passed �n the �ntox�cat�on of youth and love,
overwhelmed at once by all the rever�es of despa�r, he had but one
des�re rema�n�ng, to make a speedy end of all.

He set out at rap�d pace. He found h�mself most opportunely
armed, as he had Javert’s p�stols w�th h�m.

The young man of whom he thought that he had caught a gl�mpse,
had van�shed from h�s s�ght �n the street.

Mar�us, who had emerged from the Rue Plumet by the boulevard,
traversed the Esplanade and the br�dge of the Inval�des, the
Champs-Élysées, the Place Lou�s XV., and reached the Rue de
R�vol�. The shops were open there, the gas was burn�ng under the
arcades, women were mak�ng the�r purchases �n the stalls, people
were eat�ng �ces �n the Café La�ter, and n�bbl�ng small cakes at the
Engl�sh pastry-cook’s shop. Only a few post�ng-cha�ses were sett�ng
out at a gallop from the Hôtel des Pr�nces and the Hôtel Meur�ce.

Mar�us entered the Rue Sa�nt-Honoré through the Passage
Delorme. There the shops were closed, the merchants were chatt�ng
�n front of the�r half-open doors, people were walk�ng about, the



street lanterns were l�ghted, beg�nn�ng w�th the f�rst floor, all the
w�ndows were l�ghted as usual. There was cavalry on the Place du
Pala�s-Royal.

Mar�us followed the Rue Sa�nt-Honoré. In proport�on as he left the
Pala�s-Royal beh�nd h�m, there were fewer l�ghted w�ndows, the
shops were fast shut, no one was chatt�ng on the thresholds, the
street grew sombre, and, at the same t�me, the crowd �ncreased �n
dens�ty. For the passers-by now amounted to a crowd. No one could
be seen to speak �n th�s throng, and yet there arose from �t a dull,
deep murmur.

Near the founta�n of the Arbre-Sec, there were “assemblages”,
mot�onless and gloomy groups wh�ch were to those who went and
came as stones �n the m�dst of runn�ng water.

At the entrance to the Rue des Prouva�res, the crowd no longer
walked. It formed a res�st�ng, mass�ve, sol�d, compact, almost
�mpenetrable block of people who were huddled together, and
convers�ng �n low tones. There were hardly any black coats or round
hats now, but smock frocks, blouses, caps, and br�stl�ng and
cadaverous heads. Th�s mult�tude undulated confusedly �n the
nocturnal gloom. Its wh�sper�ngs had the hoarse accent of a
v�brat�on. Although not one of them was walk�ng, a dull trampl�ng
was aud�ble �n the m�re. Beyond th�s dense port�on of the throng, �n
the Rue du Roule, �n the Rue des Prouva�res, and �n the extens�on of
the Rue Sa�nt-Honoré, there was no longer a s�ngle w�ndow �n wh�ch
a candle was burn�ng. Only the sol�tary and d�m�n�sh�ng rows of
lanterns could be seen van�sh�ng �nto the street �n the d�stance. The
lanterns of that date resembled large red stars, hang�ng to ropes,
and shed upon the pavement a shadow wh�ch had the form of a
huge sp�der. These streets were not deserted. There could be
descr�ed p�les of guns, mov�ng bayonets, and troops b�vouack�ng. No
cur�ous observer passed that l�m�t. There c�rculat�on ceased. There
the rabble ended and the army began.

Mar�us w�lled w�th the w�ll of a man who hopes no more. He had
been summoned, he must go. He found a means to traverse the
throng and to pass the b�vouac of the troops, he shunned the patrols,
he avo�ded the sent�nels. He made a c�rcu�t, reached the Rue de



Béth�sy, and d�rected h�s course towards the Halles. At the corner of
the Rue des Bourdonna�s, there were no longer any lanterns.

After hav�ng passed the zone of the crowd, he had passed the
l�m�ts of the troops; he found h�mself �n someth�ng startl�ng. There
was no longer a passer-by, no longer a sold�er, no longer a l�ght,
there was no one; sol�tude, s�lence, n�ght, I know not what ch�ll wh�ch
se�zed hold upon one. Enter�ng a street was l�ke enter�ng a cellar.

He cont�nued to advance.
He took a few steps. Some one passed close to h�m at a run. Was

�t a man? Or a woman? Were there many of them? he could not
have told. It had passed and van�shed.

Proceed�ng from c�rcu�t to c�rcu�t, he reached a lane wh�ch he
judged to be the Rue de la Poter�e; near the m�ddle of th�s street, he
came �n contact w�th an obstacle. He extended h�s hands. It was an
overturned wagon; h�s foot recogn�zed pools of water, gull�es, and
pav�ng-stones scattered and p�led up. A barr�cade had been begun
there and abandoned. He cl�mbed over the stones and found h�mself
on the other s�de of the barr�er. He walked very near the street-posts,
and gu�ded h�mself along the walls of the houses. A l�ttle beyond the
barr�cade, �t seemed to h�m that he could make out someth�ng wh�te
�n front of h�m. He approached, �t took on a form. It was two wh�te
horses; the horses of the omn�bus harnessed by Bossuet �n the
morn�ng, who had been stray�ng at random all day from street to
street, and had f�nally halted there, w�th the weary pat�ence of brutes
who no more understand the act�ons of men, than man understands
the act�ons of Prov�dence.

Mar�us left the horses beh�nd h�m. As he was approach�ng a street
wh�ch seemed to h�m to be the Rue du Contrat-Soc�al, a shot com�ng
no one knows whence, and travers�ng the darkness at random,
wh�stled close by h�m, and the bullet p�erced a brass shav�ng-d�sh
suspended above h�s head over a ha�rdresser’s shop. Th�s p�erced
shav�ng-d�sh was st�ll to be seen �n 1848, �n the Rue du Contrat-
Soc�al, at the corner of the p�llars of the market.

Th�s shot st�ll betokened l�fe. From that �nstant forth he
encountered noth�ng more.

The whole of th�s �t�nerary resembled a descent of black steps.



Nevertheless, Mar�us pressed forward.



CHAPTER II—AN OWL’S VIEW OF
PARIS

A be�ng who could have hovered over Par�s that n�ght w�th the
w�ng of the bat or the owl would have had beneath h�s eyes a
gloomy spectacle.

All that old quarter of the Halles, wh�ch �s l�ke a c�ty w�th�n a c�ty,
through wh�ch run the Rues Sa�nt-Den�s and Sa�nt-Mart�n, where a
thousand lanes cross, and of wh�ch the �nsurgents had made the�r
redoubt and the�r stronghold, would have appeared to h�m l�ke a dark
and enormous cav�ty hollowed out �n the centre of Par�s. There the
glance fell �nto an abyss. Thanks to the broken lanterns, thanks to
the closed w�ndows, there all rad�ance, all l�fe, all sound, all
movement ceased. The �nv�s�ble pol�ce of the �nsurrect�on were on
the watch everywhere, and ma�nta�ned order, that �s to say, n�ght.
The necessary tact�cs of �nsurrect�on are to drown small numbers �n
a vast obscur�ty, to mult�ply every combatant by the poss�b�l�t�es
wh�ch that obscur�ty conta�ns. At dusk, every w�ndow where a candle
was burn�ng rece�ved a shot. The l�ght was ext�ngu�shed, somet�mes
the �nhab�tant was k�lled. Hence noth�ng was st�rr�ng. There was
noth�ng but fr�ght, mourn�ng, stupor �n the houses; and �n the streets,
a sort of sacred horror. Not even the long rows of w�ndows and
stores, the �ndentat�ons of the ch�mneys, and the roofs, and the
vague reflect�ons wh�ch are cast back by the wet and muddy
pavements, were v�s�ble. An eye cast upward at that mass of
shadows m�ght, perhaps, have caught a gl�mpse here and there, at
�ntervals, of �nd�st�nct gleams wh�ch brought out broken and eccentr�c
l�nes, and prof�les of s�ngular bu�ld�ngs, someth�ng l�ke the l�ghts
wh�ch go and come �n ru�ns; �t was at such po�nts that the barr�cades
were s�tuated. The rest was a lake of obscur�ty, foggy, heavy, and
funereal, above wh�ch, �n mot�onless and melancholy outl�nes, rose



the tower of Sa�nt-Jacques, the church of Sa�nt-Merry, and two or
three more of those grand ed�f�ces of wh�ch man makes g�ants and
the n�ght makes phantoms.

All around th�s deserted and d�squ�et�ng labyr�nth, �n the quarters
where the Par�s�an c�rculat�on had not been ann�h�lated, and where a
few street lanterns st�ll burned, the aer�al observer m�ght have
d�st�ngu�shed the metall�c gleam of swords and bayonets, the dull
rumble of art�llery, and the swarm�ng of s�lent battal�ons whose ranks
were swell�ng from m�nute to m�nute; a form�dable g�rdle wh�ch was
slowly draw�ng �n and around the �nsurrect�on.

The �nvested quarter was no longer anyth�ng more than a
monstrous cavern; everyth�ng there appeared to be asleep or
mot�onless, and, as we have just seen, any street wh�ch one m�ght
come to offered noth�ng but darkness.

A w�ld darkness, full of traps, full of unseen and form�dable shocks,
�nto wh�ch �t was alarm�ng to penetrate, and �n wh�ch �t was terr�ble to
rema�n, where those who entered sh�vered before those whom they
awa�ted, where those who wa�ted shuddered before those who were
com�ng. Inv�s�ble combatants were entrenched at every corner of the
street; snares of the sepulchre concealed �n the dens�ty of n�ght. All
was over. No more l�ght was to be hoped for, henceforth, except the
l�ghtn�ng of guns, no further encounter except the abrupt and rap�d
appar�t�on of death. Where? How? When? No one knew, but �t was
certa�n and �nev�table. In th�s place wh�ch had been marked out for
the struggle, the Government and the �nsurrect�on, the Nat�onal
Guard, and popular soc�et�es, the bourgeo�s and the upr�s�ng,
grop�ng the�r way, were about to come �nto contact. The necess�ty
was the same for both. The only poss�ble �ssue thenceforth was to
emerge thence k�lled or conquerors. A s�tuat�on so extreme, an
obscur�ty so powerful, that the most t�m�d felt themselves se�zed w�th
resolut�on, and the most dar�ng w�th terror.

Moreover, on both s�des, the fury, the rage, and the determ�nat�on
were equal. For the one party, to advance meant death, and no one
dreamed of retreat�ng; for the other, to rema�n meant death, and no
one dreamed of fl�ght.



It was �nd�spensable that all should be ended on the follow�ng day,
that tr�umph should rest e�ther here or there, that the �nsurrect�on
should prove �tself a revolut�on or a sk�rm�sh. The Government
understood th�s as well as the part�es; the most �ns�gn�f�cant
bourgeo�s felt �t. Hence a thought of angu�sh wh�ch m�ngled w�th the
�mpenetrable gloom of th�s quarter where all was at the po�nt of
be�ng dec�ded; hence a redoubled anx�ety around that s�lence
whence a catastrophe was on the po�nt of emerg�ng. Here only one
sound was aud�ble, a sound as heart-rend�ng as the death rattle, as
menac�ng as a maled�ct�on, the tocs�n of Sa�nt-Merry. Noth�ng could
be more blood-curdl�ng than the clamor of that w�ld and desperate
bell, wa�l�ng am�d the shadows.

As �t often happens, nature seemed to have fallen �nto accord w�th
what men were about to do. Noth�ng d�sturbed the harmony of the
whole effect. The stars had d�sappeared, heavy clouds f�lled the
hor�zon w�th the�r melancholy folds. A black sky rested on these
dead streets, as though an �mmense w�nd�ng-sheet were be�ng
outspread over th�s �mmense tomb.

Wh�le a battle that was st�ll wholly pol�t�cal was �n preparat�on �n
the same local�ty wh�ch had already w�tnessed so many
revolut�onary events, wh�le youth, the secret assoc�at�ons, the
schools, �n the name of pr�nc�ples, and the m�ddle classes, �n the
name of �nterests, were approach�ng preparatory to dash�ng
themselves together, clasp�ng and throw�ng each other, wh�le each
one hastened and �nv�ted the last and dec�s�ve hour of the cr�s�s, far
away and qu�te outs�de of th�s fatal quarter, �n the most profound
depths of the unfathomable cav�t�es of that wretched old Par�s wh�ch
d�sappears under the splendor of happy and opulent Par�s, the
sombre vo�ce of the people could be heard g�v�ng utterance to a dull
roar.

A fearful and sacred vo�ce wh�ch �s composed of the roar of the
brute and of the word of God, wh�ch terr�f�es the weak and wh�ch
warns the w�se, wh�ch comes both from below l�ke the vo�ce of the
l�on, and from on h�gh l�ke the vo�ce of the thunder.



CHAPTER III—THE EXTREME EDGE
Mar�us had reached the Halles.
There everyth�ng was st�ll calmer, more obscure and more

mot�onless than �n the ne�ghbor�ng streets. One would have sa�d that
the glac�al peace of the sepulchre had sprung forth from the earth
and had spread over the heavens.

Nevertheless, a red glow brought out aga�nst th�s black
background the lofty roofs of the houses wh�ch barred the Rue de la
Chanvrer�e on the Sa�nt-Eustache s�de. It was the reflect�on of the
torch wh�ch was burn�ng �n the Cor�nthe barr�cade. Mar�us d�rected
h�s steps towards that red l�ght. It had drawn h�m to the Marché-aux-
Po�rées, and he caught a gl�mpse of the dark mouth of the Rue des
Prêcheurs. He entered �t. The �nsurgents’ sent�nel, who was
guard�ng the other end, d�d not see h�m. He felt that he was very
close to that wh�ch he had come �n search of, and he walked on
t�ptoe. In th�s manner he reached the elbow of that short sect�on of
the Rue Mondétour wh�ch was, as the reader w�ll remember, the only
commun�cat�on wh�ch Enjolras had preserved w�th the outs�de world.
At the corner of the last house, on h�s left, he thrust h�s head
forward, and looked �nto the fragment of the Rue Mondétour.

A l�ttle beyond the angle of the lane and the Rue de la Chanvrer�e
wh�ch cast a broad curta�n of shadow, �n wh�ch he was h�mself
engulfed, he perce�ved some l�ght on the pavement, a b�t of the
w�ne-shop, and beyond, a fl�cker�ng lamp w�th�n a sort of shapeless
wall, and men crouch�ng down w�th guns on the�r knees. All th�s was
ten fathoms d�stant from h�m. It was the �nter�or of the barr�cade.

The houses wh�ch bordered the lane on the r�ght concealed the
rest of the w�ne-shop, the large barr�cade, and the flag from h�m.

Mar�us had but a step more to take.



Then the unhappy young man seated h�mself on a post, folded h�s
arms, and fell to th�nk�ng about h�s father.

He thought of that hero�c Colonel Pontmercy, who had been so
proud a sold�er, who had guarded the front�er of France under the
Republ�c, and had touched the front�er of As�a under Napoleon, who
had beheld Genoa, Alexandr�a, M�lan, Tur�n, Madr�d, V�enna,
Dresden, Berl�n, Moscow, who had left on all the v�ctor�ous battle-
f�elds of Europe drops of that same blood, wh�ch he, Mar�us, had �n
h�s ve�ns, who had grown gray before h�s t�me �n d�sc�pl�ne and
command, who had l�ved w�th h�s sword-belt buckled, h�s epaulets
fall�ng on h�s breast, h�s cockade blackened w�th powder, h�s brow
furrowed w�th h�s helmet, �n barracks, �n camp, �n the b�vouac, �n
ambulances, and who, at the exp�rat�on of twenty years, had
returned from the great wars w�th a scarred cheek, a sm�l�ng
countenance, tranqu�l, adm�rable, pure as a ch�ld, hav�ng done
everyth�ng for France and noth�ng aga�nst her.

He sa�d to h�mself that h�s day had also come now, that h�s hour
had struck, that follow�ng h�s father, he too was about to show
h�mself brave, �ntrep�d, bold, to run to meet the bullets, to offer h�s
breast to bayonets, to shed h�s blood, to seek the enemy, to seek
death, that he was about to wage war �n h�s turn and descend to the
f�eld of battle, and that the f�eld of battle upon wh�ch he was to
descend was the street, and that the war �n wh�ch he was about to
engage was c�v�l war!

He beheld c�v�l war la�d open l�ke a gulf before h�m, and �nto th�s
he was about to fall. Then he shuddered.

He thought of h�s father’s sword, wh�ch h�s grandfather had sold to
a second-hand dealer, and wh�ch he had so mournfully regretted. He
sa�d to h�mself that that chaste and val�ant sword had done well to
escape from h�m, and to depart �n wrath �nto the gloom; that �f �t had
thus fled, �t was because �t was �ntell�gent and because �t had
foreseen the future; that �t had had a present�ment of th�s rebell�on,
the war of the gutters, the war of the pavements, fus�llades through
cellar-w�ndows, blows g�ven and rece�ved �n the rear; �t was
because, com�ng from Marengo and Fr�edland, �t d�d not w�sh to go
to the Rue de la Chanvrer�e; �t was because, after what �t had done



w�th the father, �t d�d not w�sh to do th�s for the son! He told h�mself
that �f that sword were there, �f after tak�ng possess�on of �t at h�s
father’s p�llow, he had dared to take �t and carry �t off for th�s combat
of darkness between Frenchmen �n the streets, �t would assuredly
have scorched h�s hands and burst out aflame before h�s eyes, l�ke
the sword of the angel! He told h�mself that �t was fortunate that �t
was not there and that �t had d�sappeared, that that was well, that
that was just, that h�s grandfather had been the true guard�an of h�s
father’s glory, and that �t was far better that the colonel’s sword
should be sold at auct�on, sold to the old-clothes man, thrown among
the old junk, than that �t should, to-day, wound the s�de of h�s
country.

And then he fell to weep�ng b�tterly.
Th�s was horr�ble. But what was he to do? L�ve w�thout Cosette he

could not. S�nce she was gone, he must needs d�e. Had he not g�ven
her h�s word of honor that he would d�e? She had gone know�ng that;
th�s meant that �t pleased her that Mar�us should d�e. And then, �t
was clear that she no longer loved h�m, s�nce she had departed thus
w�thout warn�ng, w�thout a word, w�thout a letter, although she knew
h�s address! What was the good of l�v�ng, and why should he l�ve
now? And then, what! should he retreat after go�ng so far? should he
flee from danger after hav�ng approached �t? should he sl�p away
after hav�ng come and peeped �nto the barr�cade? sl�p away, all �n a
tremble, say�ng: “After all, I have had enough of �t as �t �s. I have
seen �t, that suff�ces, th�s �s c�v�l war, and I shall take my leave!”
Should he abandon h�s fr�ends who were expect�ng h�m? Who were
�n need of h�m poss�bly! who were a mere handful aga�nst an army!
Should he be untrue at once to h�s love, to country, to h�s word?
Should he g�ve to h�s coward�ce the pretext of patr�ot�sm? But th�s
was �mposs�ble, and �f the phantom of h�s father was there �n the
gloom, and beheld h�m retreat�ng, he would beat h�m on the lo�ns
w�th the flat of h�s sword, and shout to h�m: “March on, you poltroon!”

Thus a prey to the confl�ct�ng movements of h�s thoughts, he
dropped h�s head.

All at once he ra�sed �t. A sort of splend�d rect�f�cat�on had just
been effected �n h�s m�nd. There �s a w�den�ng of the sphere of



thought wh�ch �s pecul�ar to the v�c�n�ty of the grave; �t makes one
see clearly to be near death. The v�s�on of the act�on �nto wh�ch he
felt that he was, perhaps, on the po�nt of enter�ng, appeared to h�m
no more as lamentable, but as superb. The war of the street was
suddenly transf�gured by some unfathomable �nward work�ng of h�s
soul, before the eye of h�s thought. All the tumultuous �nterrogat�on
po�nts of rever�e recurred to h�m �n throngs, but w�thout troubl�ng h�m.
He left none of them unanswered.

Let us see, why should h�s father be �nd�gnant? Are there not
cases where �nsurrect�on r�ses to the d�gn�ty of duty? What was there
that was degrad�ng for the son of Colonel Pontmercy �n the combat
wh�ch was about to beg�n? It �s no longer Montm�ra�l nor
Champaubert; �t �s someth�ng qu�te d�fferent. The quest�on �s no
longer one of sacred terr�tory,—but of a holy �dea. The country wa�ls,
that may be, but human�ty applauds. But �s �t true that the country
does wa�l? France bleeds, but l�berty sm�les; and �n the presence of
l�berty’s sm�le, France forgets her wound. And then �f we look at
th�ngs from a st�ll more lofty po�nt of v�ew, why do we speak of c�v�l
war?

C�v�l war—what does that mean? Is there a fore�gn war? Is not all
war between men, war between brothers? War �s qual�f�ed only by �ts
object. There �s no such th�ng as fore�gn or c�v�l war; there �s only just
and unjust war. Unt�l that day when the grand human agreement �s
concluded, war, that at least wh�ch �s the effort of the future, wh�ch �s
hasten�ng on aga�nst the past, wh�ch �s lagg�ng �n the rear, may be
necessary. What have we to reproach that war w�th? War does not
become a d�sgrace, the sword does not become a d�sgrace, except
when �t �s used for assass�nat�ng the r�ght, progress, reason,
c�v�l�zat�on, truth. Then war, whether fore�gn or c�v�l, �s �n�qu�tous; �t �s
called cr�me. Outs�de the pale of that holy th�ng, just�ce, by what r�ght
does one form of man desp�se another? By what r�ght should the
sword of Wash�ngton d�sown the p�ke of Cam�lle Desmoul�ns?
Leon�das aga�nst the stranger, T�moleon aga�nst the tyrant, wh�ch �s
the greater? the one �s the defender, the other the l�berator. Shall we
brand every appeal to arms w�th�n a c�ty’s l�m�ts w�thout tak�ng the
object �nto a cons�derat�on? Then note the �nfamy of Brutus, Marcel,
Arnould von Blankenhe�m, Col�gny, Hedgerow war? War of the



streets? Why not? That was the war of Amb�or�x, of Artevelde, of
Marn�x, of Pelag�us. But Amb�or�x fought aga�nst Rome, Artevelde
aga�nst France, Marn�x aga�nst Spa�n, Pelag�us aga�nst the Moors;
all aga�nst the fore�gner. Well, the monarchy �s a fore�gner;
oppress�on �s a stranger; the r�ght d�v�ne �s a stranger. Despot�sm
v�olates the moral front�er, an �nvas�on v�olates the geograph�cal
front�er. Dr�v�ng out the tyrant or dr�v�ng out the Engl�sh, �n both
cases, rega�n�ng possess�on of one’s own terr�tory. There comes an
hour when protestat�on no longer suff�ces; after ph�losophy, act�on �s
requ�red; l�ve force f�n�shes what the �dea has sketched out;
Prometheus cha�ned beg�ns, Arostoge�ton ends; the encycloped�a
enl�ghtens souls, the 10th of August electr�f�es them. After Æschylus,
Thrasybulus; after D�derot, Danton. Mult�tudes have a tendency to
accept the master. The�r mass bears w�tness to apathy. A crowd �s
eas�ly led as a whole to obed�ence. Men must be st�rred up, pushed
on, treated roughly by the very benef�t of the�r del�verance, the�r eyes
must be wounded by the true, l�ght must be hurled at them �n terr�ble
handfuls. They must be a l�ttle thunderstruck themselves at the�r own
well-be�ng; th�s dazzl�ng awakens them. Hence the necess�ty of
tocs�ns and wars. Great combatants must r�se, must enl�ghten
nat�ons w�th audac�ty, and shake up that sad human�ty wh�ch �s
covered w�th gloom by the r�ght d�v�ne, Cæsar�an glory, force,
fanat�c�sm, �rrespons�ble power, and absolute majesty; a rabble
stup�dly occup�ed �n the contemplat�on, �n the�r tw�l�ght splendor, of
these sombre tr�umphs of the n�ght. Down w�th the tyrant! Of whom
are you speak�ng? Do you call Lou�s Ph�l�ppe the tyrant? No; no
more than Lou�s XVI. Both of them are what h�story �s �n the hab�t of
call�ng good k�ngs; but pr�nc�ples are not to be parcelled out, the
log�c of the true �s rect�l�near, the pecul�ar�ty of truth �s that �t lacks
compla�sance; no concess�ons, then; all encroachments on man
should be repressed. There �s a d�v�ne r�ght �n Lou�s XVI., there �s
because a Bourbon �n Lou�s Ph�l�ppe; both represent �n a certa�n
measure the conf�scat�on of r�ght, and, �n order to clear away
un�versal �nsurrect�on, they must be combated; �t must be done,
France be�ng always the one to beg�n. When the master falls �n
France, he falls everywhere. In short, what cause �s more just, and
consequently, what war �s greater, than that wh�ch re-establ�shes



soc�al truth, restores her throne to l�berty, restores the people to the
people, restores sovere�gnty to man, replaces the purple on the head
of France, restores equ�ty and reason �n the�r plen�tude, suppresses
every germ of antagon�sm by restor�ng each one to h�mself,
ann�h�lates the obstacle wh�ch royalty presents to the whole
�mmense un�versal concord, and places the human race once more
on a level w�th the r�ght? These wars bu�ld up peace. An enormous
fortress of prejud�ces, pr�v�leges, superst�t�ons, l�es, exact�ons,
abuses, v�olences, �n�qu�t�es, and darkness st�ll stands erect �n th�s
world, w�th �ts towers of hatred. It must be cast down. Th�s
monstrous mass must be made to crumble. To conquer at Austerl�tz
�s grand; to take the Bast�lle �s �mmense.

There �s no one who has not not�ced �t �n h�s own case—the soul,
—and there�n l�es the marvel of �ts un�ty compl�cated w�th ub�qu�ty,
has a strange apt�tude for reason�ng almost coldly �n the most v�olent
extrem�t�es, and �t often happens that heartbroken pass�on and
profound despa�r �n the very agony of the�r blackest monologues,
treat subjects and d�scuss theses. Log�c �s m�ngled w�th convuls�on,
and the thread of the syllog�sm floats, w�thout break�ng, �n the
mournful storm of thought. Th�s was the s�tuat�on of Mar�us’ m�nd.

As he med�tated thus, dejected but resolute, hes�tat�ng �n every
d�rect�on, and, �n short, shudder�ng at what he was about to do, h�s
glance strayed to the �nter�or of the barr�cade. The �nsurgents were
here convers�ng �n a low vo�ce, w�thout mov�ng, and there was
percept�ble that quas�-s�lence wh�ch marks the last stage of
expectat�on. Overhead, at the small w�ndow �n the th�rd story Mar�us
descr�ed a sort of spectator who appeared to h�m to be s�ngularly
attent�ve. Th�s was the porter who had been k�lled by Le Cabuc.
Below, by the l�ghts of the torch, wh�ch was thrust between the
pav�ng-stones, th�s head could be vaguely d�st�ngu�shed. Noth�ng
could be stranger, �n that sombre and uncerta�n gleam, than that
l�v�d, mot�onless, aston�shed face, w�th �ts br�stl�ng ha�r, �ts eyes f�xed
and star�ng, and �ts yawn�ng mouth, bent over the street �n an
att�tude of cur�os�ty. One would have sa�d that the man who was
dead was survey�ng those who were about to d�e. A long tra�l of
blood wh�ch had flowed from that head, descended �n redd�sh



threads from the w�ndow to the he�ght of the f�rst floor, where �t
stopped.
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CHAPTER I—THE FLAG: ACT FIRST
As yet, noth�ng had come. Ten o’clock had sounded from Sa�nt-

Merry. Enjolras and Combeferre had gone and seated themselves,
carb�nes �n hand, near the outlet of the grand barr�cade. They no
longer addressed each other, they l�stened, seek�ng to catch even
the fa�ntest and most d�stant sound of march�ng.

Suddenly, �n the m�dst of the d�smal calm, a clear, gay, young
vo�ce, wh�ch seemed to come from the Rue Sa�nt-Den�s, rose and
began to s�ng d�st�nctly, to the old popular a�r of “By the L�ght of the
Moon,” th�s b�t of poetry, term�nated by a cry l�ke the crow of a cock:
—
Mon nez est en larmes,
Mon ami Bugeaud,
Prête moi tes gendarmes
Pour leur dire un mot.

En capote bleue,
La poule au shako,
Voici la banlieue!
Co-cocorico!54

They pressed each other’s hands.
“That �s Gavroche,” sa�d Enjolras.
“He �s warn�ng us,” sa�d Combeferre.
A hasty rush troubled the deserted street; they beheld a be�ng

more ag�le than a clown cl�mb over the omn�bus, and Gavroche
bounded �nto the barr�cade, all breathless, say�ng:—

“My gun! Here they are!”
An electr�c qu�ver shot through the whole barr�cade, and the sound

of hands seek�ng the�r guns became aud�ble.
“Would you l�ke my carb�ne?” sa�d Enjolras to the lad.
“I want a b�g gun,” repl�ed Gavroche.
And he se�zed Javert’s gun.



Two sent�nels had fallen back, and had come �n almost at the
same moment as Gavroche. They were the sent�nels from the end of
the street, and the v�dette of the Rue de la Pet�te-Truander�e. The
v�dette of the Lane des Prêcheurs had rema�ned at h�s post, wh�ch
�nd�cated that noth�ng was approach�ng from the d�rect�on of the
br�dges and Halles.

The Rue de la Chanvrer�e, of wh�ch a few pav�ng-stones alone
were d�mly v�s�ble �n the reflect�on of the l�ght projected on the flag,
offered to the �nsurgents the aspect of a vast black door vaguely
opened �nto a smoke.

Each man had taken up h�s pos�t�on for the confl�ct.
Forty-three �nsurgents, among whom were Enjolras, Combeferre,

Courfeyrac, Bossuet, Joly, Bahorel, and Gavroche, were kneel�ng
�ns�de the large barr�cade, w�th the�r heads on a level w�th the crest
of the barr�er, the barrels of the�r guns and carb�nes a�med on the
stones as though at loop-holes, attent�ve, mute, ready to f�re. S�x,
commanded by Feu�lly, had �nstalled themselves, w�th the�r guns
levelled at the�r shoulders, at the w�ndows of the two stor�es of
Cor�nthe.

Several m�nutes passed thus, then a sound of footsteps,
measured, heavy, and numerous, became d�st�nctly aud�ble �n the
d�rect�on of Sa�nt-Leu. Th�s sound, fa�nt at f�rst, then prec�se, then
heavy and sonorous, approached slowly, w�thout halt, w�thout
�nterm�ss�on, w�th a tranqu�l and terr�ble cont�nu�ty. Noth�ng was to be
heard but th�s. It was that comb�ned s�lence and sound, of the statue
of the commander, but th�s stony step had someth�ng �ndescr�bably
enormous and mult�ple about �t wh�ch awakened the �dea of a throng,
and, at the same t�me, the �dea of a spectre. One thought one heard
the terr�ble statue Leg�on march�ng onward. Th�s tread drew near; �t
drew st�ll nearer, and stopped. It seemed as though the breath�ng of
many men could be heard at the end of the street. Noth�ng was to be
seen, however, but at the bottom of that dense obscur�ty there could
be d�st�ngu�shed a mult�tude of metall�c threads, as f�ne as needles
and almost �mpercept�ble, wh�ch moved about l�ke those
�ndescr�bable phosphor�c networks wh�ch one sees beneath one’s
closed eyel�ds, �n the f�rst m�sts of slumber at the moment when one



�s dropp�ng off to sleep. These were bayonets and gun-barrels
confusedly �llum�nated by the d�stant reflect�on of the torch.

A pause ensued, as though both s�des were wa�t�ng. All at once,
from the depths of th�s darkness, a vo�ce, wh�ch was all the more
s�n�ster, s�nce no one was v�s�ble, and wh�ch appeared to be the
gloom �tself speak�ng, shouted:—

“Who goes there?”
At the same t�me, the cl�ck of guns, as they were lowered �nto

pos�t�on, was heard.
Enjolras repl�ed �n a haughty and v�brat�ng tone:—
“The French Revolut�on!”
“F�re!” shouted the vo�ce.
A flash empurpled all the façades �n the street as though the door

of a furnace had been flung open, and hast�ly closed aga�n.
A fearful detonat�on burst forth on the barr�cade. The red flag fell.

The d�scharge had been so v�olent and so dense that �t had cut the
staff, that �s to say, the very t�p of the omn�bus pole.

Bullets wh�ch had rebounded from the corn�ces of the houses
penetrated the barr�cade and wounded several men.

The �mpress�on produced by th�s f�rst d�scharge was freez�ng. The
attack had been rough, and of a nature to �nsp�re reflect�on �n the
boldest. It was ev�dent that they had to deal w�th an ent�re reg�ment
at the very least.

“Comrades!” shouted Courfeyrac, “let us not waste our powder.
Let us wa�t unt�l they are �n the street before reply�ng.”

“And, above all,” sa�d Enjolras, “let us ra�se the flag aga�n.”
He p�cked up the flag, wh�ch had fallen prec�sely at h�s feet.
Outs�de, the clatter of the ramrods �n the guns could be heard; the

troops were re-load�ng the�r arms.
Enjolras went on:—
“Who �s there here w�th a bold heart? Who w�ll plant the flag on the

barr�cade aga�n?”



Not a man responded. To mount on the barr�cade at the very
moment when, w�thout any doubt, �t was aga�n the object of the�r
a�m, was s�mply death. The bravest hes�tated to pronounce h�s own
condemnat�on. Enjolras h�mself felt a thr�ll. He repeated:—

“Does no one volunteer?”



CHAPTER II—THE FLAG: ACT
SECOND

S�nce they had arr�ved at Cor�nthe, and had begun the
construct�on of the barr�cade, no attent�on had been pa�d to Father
Mabeuf. M. Mabeuf had not qu�tted the mob, however; he had
entered the ground floor of the w�ne-shop and had seated h�mself
beh�nd the counter. There he had, so to speak, retreated �nto
h�mself. He no longer seemed to look or to th�nk. Courfeyrac and
others had accosted h�m two or three t�mes, warn�ng h�m of h�s per�l,
beseech�ng h�m to w�thdraw, but he d�d not hear them. When they
were not speak�ng to h�m, h�s mouth moved as though he were
reply�ng to some one, and as soon as he was addressed, h�s l�ps
became mot�onless and h�s eyes no longer had the appearance of
be�ng al�ve.

Several hours before the barr�cade was attacked, he had assumed
an att�tude wh�ch he d�d not afterwards abandon, w�th both f�sts
planted on h�s knees and h�s head thrust forward as though he were
gaz�ng over a prec�p�ce. Noth�ng had been able to move h�m from
th�s att�tude; �t d�d not seem as though h�s m�nd were �n the
barr�cade. When each had gone to take up h�s pos�t�on for the
combat, there rema�ned �n the tap-room where Javert was bound to
the post, only a s�ngle �nsurgent w�th a naked sword, watch�ng over
Javert, and h�mself, Mabeuf. At the moment of the attack, at the
detonat�on, the phys�cal shock had reached h�m and had, as �t were,
awakened h�m; he started up abruptly, crossed the room, and at the
�nstant when Enjolras repeated h�s appeal: “Does no one volunteer?”
the old man was seen to make h�s appearance on the threshold of
the w�ne-shop. H�s presence produced a sort of commot�on �n the
d�fferent groups. A shout went up:—



“It �s the voter! It �s the member of the Convent�on! It �s the
representat�ve of the people!”

It �s probable that he d�d not hear them.
He strode stra�ght up to Enjolras, the �nsurgents w�thdraw�ng

before h�m w�th a rel�g�ous fear; he tore the flag from Enjolras, who
reco�led �n amazement and then, s�nce no one dared to stop or to
ass�st h�m, th�s old man of e�ghty, w�th shak�ng head but f�rm foot,
began slowly to ascend the sta�rcase of pav�ng-stones arranged �n
the barr�cade. Th�s was so melancholy and so grand that all around
h�m cr�ed: “Off w�th your hats!” At every step that he mounted, �t was
a fr�ghtful spectacle; h�s wh�te locks, h�s decrep�t face, h�s lofty, bald,
and wr�nkled brow, h�s amazed and open mouth, h�s aged arm
uphold�ng the red banner, rose through the gloom and were enlarged
�n the bloody l�ght of the torch, and the bystanders thought that they
beheld the spectre of ’93 emerg�ng from the earth, w�th the flag of
terror �n h�s hand.

When he had reached the last step, when th�s trembl�ng and
terr�ble phantom, erect on that p�le of rubb�sh �n the presence of
twelve hundred �nv�s�ble guns, drew h�mself up �n the face of death
and as though he were more powerful than �t, the whole barr�cade
assumed am�d the darkness, a supernatural and colossal form.

There ensued one of those s�lences wh�ch occur only �n the
presence of prod�g�es. In the m�dst of th�s s�lence, the old man
waved the red flag and shouted:—

“Long l�ve the Revolut�on! Long l�ve the Republ�c! Fratern�ty!
Equal�ty! and Death!”

Those �n the barr�cade heard a low and rap�d wh�sper, l�ke the
murmur of a pr�est who �s despatch�ng a prayer �n haste. It was
probably the comm�ssary of pol�ce who was mak�ng the legal
summons at the other end of the street.

Then the same p�erc�ng vo�ce wh�ch had shouted: “Who goes
there?” shouted:—

“Ret�re!”
M. Mabeuf, pale, haggard, h�s eyes l�ghted up w�th the mournful

flame of aberrat�on, ra�sed the flag above h�s head and repeated:—



“Long l�ve the Republ�c!”
“F�re!” sa�d the vo�ce.
A second d�scharge, s�m�lar to the f�rst, ra�ned down upon the

barr�cade.
The old man fell on h�s knees, then rose aga�n, dropped the flag

and fell backwards on the pavement, l�ke a log, at full length, w�th
outstretched arms.

R�vulets of blood flowed beneath h�m. H�s aged head, pale and
sad, seemed to be gaz�ng at the sky.

One of those emot�ons wh�ch are super�or to man, wh�ch make
h�m forget even to defend h�mself, se�zed upon the �nsurgents, and
they approached the body w�th respectful awe.

“What men these reg�c�des were!” sa�d Enjolras.
Courfeyrac bent down to Enjolras’ ear:—
“Th�s �s for yourself alone, I do not w�sh to dampen the

enthus�asm. But th�s man was anyth�ng rather than a reg�c�de. I knew
h�m. H�s name was Father Mabeuf. I do not know what was the
matter w�th h�m to-day. But he was a brave blockhead. Just look at
h�s head.”

“The head of a blockhead and the heart of a Brutus,” repl�ed
Enjolras.

Then he ra�sed h�s vo�ce:—
“C�t�zens! Th�s �s the example wh�ch the old g�ve to the young. We

hes�tated, he came! We were draw�ng back, he advanced! Th�s �s
what those who are trembl�ng w�th age teach to those who tremble
w�th fear! Th�s aged man �s august �n the eyes of h�s country. He has
had a long l�fe and a magn�f�cent death! Now, let us place the body
under cover, that each one of us may defend th�s old man dead as
he would h�s father l�v�ng, and may h�s presence �n our m�dst render
the barr�cade �mpregnable!”

A murmur of gloomy and energet�c assent followed these words.
Enjolras bent down, ra�sed the old man’s head, and f�erce as he

was, he k�ssed h�m on the brow, then, throw�ng w�de h�s arms, and
handl�ng th�s dead man w�th tender precaut�on, as though he feared



to hurt �t, he removed h�s coat, showed the bloody holes �n �t to all,
and sa�d:—

“Th�s �s our flag now.”



CHAPTER III—GAVROCHE WOULD
HAVE DONE BETTER TO ACCEPT

ENJOLRAS’ CARBINE
They threw a long black shawl of W�dow Hucheloup’s over Father

Mabeuf. S�x men made a l�tter of the�r guns; on th�s they la�d the
body, and bore �t, w�th bared heads, w�th solemn slowness, to the
large table �n the tap-room.

These men, wholly absorbed �n the grave and sacred task �n wh�ch
they were engaged, thought no more of the per�lous s�tuat�on �n
wh�ch they stood.

When the corpse passed near Javert, who was st�ll �mpass�ve,
Enjolras sa�d to the spy:—

“It w�ll be your turn presently!”
Dur�ng all th�s t�me, L�ttle Gavroche, who alone had not qu�tted h�s

post, but had rema�ned on guard, thought he esp�ed some men
stealth�ly approach�ng the barr�cade. All at once he shouted:—

“Look out!”
Courfeyrac, Enjolras, Jean Prouva�re, Combeferre, Joly, Bahorel,

Bossuet, and all the rest ran tumultuously from the w�ne-shop. It was
almost too late. They saw a gl�sten�ng dens�ty of bayonets undulat�ng
above the barr�cade. Mun�c�pal guards of lofty stature were mak�ng
the�r way �n, some str�d�ng over the omn�bus, others through the cut,
thrust�ng before them the urch�n, who retreated, but d�d not flee.

The moment was cr�t�cal. It was that f�rst, redoubtable moment of
�nundat�on, when the stream r�ses to the level of the levee and when
the water beg�ns to f�lter through the f�ssures of d�ke. A second more
and the barr�cade would have been taken.



Bahorel dashed upon the f�rst mun�c�pal guard who was enter�ng,
and k�lled h�m on the spot w�th a blow from h�s gun; the second k�lled
Bahorel w�th a blow from h�s bayonet. Another had already
overthrown Courfeyrac, who was shout�ng: “Follow me!” The largest
of all, a sort of colossus, marched on Gavroche w�th h�s bayonet
f�xed. The urch�n took �n h�s arms Javert’s �mmense gun, levelled �t
resolutely at the g�ant, and f�red. No d�scharge followed. Javert’s gun
was not loaded. The mun�c�pal guard burst �nto a laugh and ra�sed
h�s bayonet at the ch�ld.

Before the bayonet had touched Gavroche, the gun sl�pped from
the sold�er’s grasp, a bullet had struck the mun�c�pal guardsman �n
the centre of the forehead, and he fell over on h�s back. A second
bullet struck the other guard, who had assaulted Courfeyrac �n the
breast, and la�d h�m low on the pavement.

Th�s was the work of Mar�us, who had just entered the barr�cade.



CHAPTER IV—THE BARREL OF
POWDER

Mar�us, st�ll concealed �n the turn of the Rue Mondétour, had
w�tnessed, shudder�ng and �rresolute, the f�rst phase of the combat.
But he had not long been able to res�st that myster�ous and
sovere�gn vert�go wh�ch may be des�gnated as the call of the abyss.
In the presence of the �mm�nence of the per�l, �n the presence of the
death of M. Mabeuf, that melancholy en�gma, �n the presence of
Bahorel k�lled, and Courfeyrac shout�ng: “Follow me!” of that ch�ld
threatened, of h�s fr�ends to succor or to avenge, all hes�tat�on had
van�shed, and he had flung h�mself �nto the confl�ct, h�s two p�stols �n
hand. W�th h�s f�rst shot he had saved Gavroche, and w�th the
second del�vered Courfeyrac.

Am�d the sound of the shots, am�d the cr�es of the assaulted
guards, the assa�lants had cl�mbed the entrenchment, on whose
summ�t Mun�c�pal Guards, sold�ers of the l�ne and Nat�onal Guards
from the suburbs could now be seen, gun �n hand, rear�ng
themselves to more than half the he�ght of the�r bod�es.

They already covered more than two-th�rds of the barr�er, but they
d�d not leap �nto the enclosure, as though waver�ng �n the fear of
some trap. They gazed �nto the dark barr�cade as one would gaze
�nto a l�on’s den. The l�ght of the torch �llum�nated only the�r
bayonets, the�r bear-sk�n caps, and the upper part of the�r uneasy
and angry faces.

Mar�us had no longer any weapons; he had flung away h�s
d�scharged p�stols after f�r�ng them; but he had caught s�ght of the
barrel of powder �n the tap-room, near the door.

As he turned half round, gaz�ng �n that d�rect�on, a sold�er took a�m
at h�m. At the moment when the sold�er was s�ght�ng Mar�us, a hand
was la�d on the muzzle of the gun and obstructed �t. Th�s was done



by some one who had darted forward,—the young workman �n velvet
trousers. The shot sped, traversed the hand and poss�bly, also, the
workman, s�nce he fell, but the ball d�d not str�ke Mar�us. All th�s,
wh�ch was rather to be apprehended than seen through the smoke,
Mar�us, who was enter�ng the tap-room, hardly not�ced. St�ll, he had,
�n a confused way, perce�ved that gun-barrel a�med at h�m, and the
hand wh�ch had blocked �t, and he had heard the d�scharge. But �n
moments l�ke th�s, the th�ngs wh�ch one sees vac�llate and are
prec�p�tated, and one pauses for noth�ng. One feels obscurely
�mpelled towards more darkness st�ll, and all �s cloud.

The �nsurgents, surpr�sed but not terr�f�ed, had rall�ed. Enjolras had
shouted: “Wa�t! Don’t f�re at random!” In the f�rst confus�on, they
m�ght, �n fact, wound each other. The major�ty of them had ascended
to the w�ndow on the f�rst story and to the att�c w�ndows, whence
they commanded the assa�lants.

The most determ�ned, w�th Enjolras, Courfeyrac, Jean Prouva�re,
and Combeferre, had proudly placed themselves w�th the�r backs
aga�nst the houses at the rear, unsheltered and fac�ng the ranks of
sold�ers and guards who crowned the barr�cade.

All th�s was accompl�shed w�thout haste, w�th that strange and
threaten�ng grav�ty wh�ch precedes engagements. They took a�m,
po�nt blank, on both s�des: they were so close that they could talk
together w�thout ra�s�ng the�r vo�ces.

When they had reached th�s po�nt where the spark �s on the br�nk
of dart�ng forth, an off�cer �n a gorget extended h�s sword and sa�d:—

“Lay down your arms!”
“F�re!” repl�ed Enjolras.
The two d�scharges took place at the same moment, and all

d�sappeared �n smoke.
An acr�d and st�fl�ng smoke �n wh�ch dy�ng and wounded lay w�th

weak, dull groans. When the smoke cleared away, the combatants
on both s�des could be seen to be th�nned out, but st�ll �n the same
pos�t�ons, reload�ng �n s�lence. All at once, a thunder�ng vo�ce was
heard, shout�ng:—

“Be off w�th you, or I’ll blow up the barr�cade!”



All turned �n the d�rect�on whence the vo�ce proceeded.
Mar�us had entered the tap-room, and had se�zed the barrel of

powder, then he had taken advantage of the smoke, and the sort of
obscure m�st wh�ch f�lled the entrenched enclosure, to gl�de along
the barr�cade as far as that cage of pav�ng-stones where the torch
was f�xed. To tear �t from the torch, to replace �t by the barrel of
powder, to thrust the p�le of stones under the barrel, wh�ch was
�nstantly staved �n, w�th a sort of horr�ble obed�ence,—all th�s had
cost Mar�us but the t�me necessary to stoop and r�se aga�n; and now
all, Nat�onal Guards, Mun�c�pal Guards, off�cers, sold�ers, huddled at
the other extrem�ty of the barr�cade, gazed stup�dly at h�m, as he
stood w�th h�s foot on the stones, h�s torch �n h�s hand, h�s haughty
face �llum�nated by a fatal resolut�on, droop�ng the flame of the torch
towards that redoubtable p�le where they could make out the broken
barrel of powder, and g�v�ng vent to that startl�ng cry:—

“Be off w�th you, or I’ll blow up the barr�cade!”
Mar�us on that barr�cade after the octogenar�an was the v�s�on of

the young revolut�on after the appar�t�on of the old.
“Blow up the barr�cade!” sa�d a sergeant, “and yourself w�th �t!”
Mar�us retorted: “And myself also.”
And he dropped the torch towards the barrel of powder.
But there was no longer any one on the barr�er. The assa�lants,

abandon�ng the�r dead and wounded, flowed back pell-mell and �n
d�sorder towards the extrem�ty of the street, and there were aga�n
lost �n the n�ght. It was a headlong fl�ght.

The barr�cade was free.



CHAPTER V—END OF THE VERSES
OF JEAN PROUVAIRE

All flocked around Mar�us. Courfeyrac flung h�mself on h�s neck.
“Here you are!”
“What luck!” sa�d Combeferre.
“You came �n opportunely!” ejaculated Bossuet.
“If �t had not been for you, I should have been dead!” began

Courfeyrac aga�n.
“If �t had not been for you, I should have been gobbled up!” added

Gavroche.
Mar�us asked:—
“Where �s the ch�ef?”
“You are he!” sa�d Enjolras.
Mar�us had had a furnace �n h�s bra�n all day long; now �t was a

wh�rlw�nd. Th�s wh�rlw�nd wh�ch was w�th�n h�m, produced on h�m the
effect of be�ng outs�de of h�m and of bear�ng h�m away. It seemed to
h�m that he was already at an �mmense d�stance from l�fe. H�s two
lum�nous months of joy and love, end�ng abruptly at that fr�ghtful
prec�p�ce, Cosette lost to h�m, that barr�cade, M. Mabeuf gett�ng
h�mself k�lled for the Republ�c, h�mself the leader of the �nsurgents,—
all these th�ngs appeared to h�m l�ke a tremendous n�ghtmare. He
was obl�ged to make a mental effort to recall the fact that all that
surrounded h�m was real. Mar�us had already seen too much of l�fe
not to know that noth�ng �s more �mm�nent than the �mposs�ble, and
that what �t �s always necessary to foresee �s the unforeseen. He had
looked on at h�s own drama as a p�ece wh�ch one does not
understand.



In the m�sts wh�ch enveloped h�s thoughts, he d�d not recogn�ze
Javert, who, bound to h�s post, had not so much as moved h�s head
dur�ng the whole of the attack on the barr�cade, and who had gazed
on the revolt seeth�ng around h�m w�th the res�gnat�on of a martyr
and the majesty of a judge. Mar�us had not even seen h�m.

In the meanwh�le, the assa�lants d�d not st�r, they could be heard
march�ng and swarm�ng through at the end of the street but they d�d
not venture �nto �t, e�ther because they were awa�t�ng orders or
because they were awa�t�ng re�nforcements before hurl�ng
themselves afresh on th�s �mpregnable redoubt. The �nsurgents had
posted sent�nels, and some of them, who were med�cal students, set
about car�ng for the wounded.

They had thrown the tables out of the w�ne-shop, w�th the
except�on of the two tables reserved for l�nt and cartr�dges, and of
the one on wh�ch lay Father Mabeuf; they had added them to the
barr�cade, and had replaced them �n the tap-room w�th mattresses
from the bed of the w�dow Hucheloup and her servants. On these
mattresses they had la�d the wounded. As for the three poor
creatures who �nhab�ted Cor�nthe, no one knew what had become of
them. They were f�nally found, however, h�dden �n the cellar.

A po�gnant emot�on clouded the joy of the d�sencumbered
barr�cade.

The roll was called. One of the �nsurgents was m�ss�ng. And who
was �t? One of the dearest. One of the most val�ant. Jean Prouva�re.
He was sought among the wounded, he was not there. He was
sought among the dead, he was not there. He was ev�dently a
pr�soner. Combeferre sa�d to Enjolras:—

“They have our fr�end; we have the�r agent. Are you set on the
death of that spy?”

“Yes,” repl�ed Enjolras; “but less so than on the l�fe of Jean
Prouva�re.”

Th�s took place �n the tap-room near Javert’s post.
“Well,” resumed Combeferre, “I am go�ng to fasten my

handkerch�ef to my cane, and go as a flag of truce, to offer to
exchange our man for the�rs.”



“L�sten,” sa�d Enjolras, lay�ng h�s hand on Combeferre’s arm.
At the end of the street there was a s�gn�f�cant clash of arms.
They heard a manly vo�ce shout:—
“V�ve la France! Long l�ve France! Long l�ve the future!”
They recogn�zed the vo�ce of Prouva�re.
A flash passed, a report rang out.
S�lence fell aga�n.
“They have k�lled h�m,” excla�med Combeferre.
Enjolras glanced at Javert, and sa�d to h�m:—
“Your fr�ends have just shot you.”



CHAPTER VI—THE AGONY OF DEATH
AFTER THE AGONY OF LIFE

A pecul�ar�ty of th�s spec�es of war �s, that the attack of the
barr�cades �s almost always made from the front, and that the
assa�lants generally absta�n from turn�ng the pos�t�on, e�ther because
they fear ambushes, or because they are afra�d of gett�ng entangled
�n the tortuous streets. The �nsurgents’ whole attent�on had been
d�rected, therefore, to the grand barr�cade, wh�ch was, ev�dently, the
spot always menaced, and there the struggle would �nfall�bly
recommence. But Mar�us thought of the l�ttle barr�cade, and went
th�ther. It was deserted and guarded only by the f�re-pot wh�ch
trembled between the pav�ng-stones. Moreover, the Mondétour alley,
and the branches of the Rue de la Pet�te Truander�e and the Rue du
Cygne were profoundly calm.

As Mar�us was w�thdraw�ng, after conclud�ng h�s �nspect�on, he
heard h�s name pronounced feebly �n the darkness.

“Mons�eur Mar�us!”
He started, for he recogn�zed the vo�ce wh�ch had called to h�m

two hours before through the gate �n the Rue Plumet.
Only, the vo�ce now seemed to be noth�ng more than a breath.
He looked about h�m, but saw no one.
Mar�us thought he had been m�staken, that �t was an �llus�on

added by h�s m�nd to the extraord�nary real�t�es wh�ch were clash�ng
around h�m. He advanced a step, �n order to qu�t the d�stant recess
where the barr�cade lay.

“Mons�eur Mar�us!” repeated the vo�ce.
Th�s t�me he could not doubt that he had heard �t d�st�nctly; he

looked and saw noth�ng.
“At your feet,” sa�d the vo�ce.



He bent down, and saw �n the darkness a form wh�ch was
dragg�ng �tself towards h�m.

It was crawl�ng along the pavement. It was th�s that had spoken to
h�m.

The f�re-pot allowed h�m to d�st�ngu�sh a blouse, torn trousers of
coarse velvet, bare feet, and someth�ng wh�ch resembled a pool of
blood. Mar�us �nd�st�nctly made out a pale head wh�ch was l�fted
towards h�m and wh�ch was say�ng to h�m:—

“You do not recogn�ze me?”
“No.”
“Épon�ne.”
Mar�us bent hast�ly down. It was, �n fact, that unhappy ch�ld. She

was dressed �n men’s clothes.
“How come you here? What are you do�ng here?”
“I am dy�ng,” sa�d she.
There are words and �nc�dents wh�ch arouse dejected be�ngs.

Mar�us cr�ed out w�th a start:—
“You are wounded! Wa�t, I w�ll carry you �nto the room! They w�ll

attend to you there. Is �t ser�ous? How must I take hold of you �n
order not to hurt you? Where do you suffer? Help! My God! But why
d�d you come h�ther?”

And he tr�ed to pass h�s arm under her, �n order to ra�se her.
She uttered a feeble cry.
“Have I hurt you?” asked Mar�us.
“A l�ttle.”
“But I only touched your hand.”
She ra�sed her hand to Mar�us, and �n the m�ddle of that hand

Mar�us saw a black hole.
“What �s the matter w�th your hand?” sa�d he.
“It �s p�erced.”
“P�erced?”
“Yes.”
“What w�th?”



“A bullet.”
“How?”
“D�d you see a gun a�med at you?”
“Yes, and a hand stopp�ng �t.”
“It was m�ne.”
Mar�us was se�zed w�th a shudder.
“What madness! Poor ch�ld! But so much the better, �f that �s all, �t

�s noth�ng, let me carry you to a bed. They w�ll dress your wound;
one does not d�e of a p�erced hand.”

She murmured:—
“The bullet traversed my hand, but �t came out through my back. It

�s useless to remove me from th�s spot. I w�ll tell you how you can
care for me better than any surgeon. S�t down near me on th�s
stone.”

He obeyed; she la�d her head on Mar�us’ knees, and, w�thout
look�ng at h�m, she sa�d:—

“Oh! How good th�s �s! How comfortable th�s �s! There; I no longer
suffer.”

She rema�ned s�lent for a moment, then she turned her face w�th
an effort, and looked at Mar�us.

“Do you know what, Mons�eur Mar�us? It puzzled me because you
entered that garden; �t was stup�d, because �t was I who showed you
that house; and then, I ought to have sa�d to myself that a young
man l�ke you—”

She paused, and overstepp�ng the sombre trans�t�ons that
undoubtedly ex�sted �n her m�nd, she resumed w�th a heartrend�ng
sm�le:—

“You thought me ugly, d�dn’t you?”
She cont�nued:—
“You see, you are lost! Now, no one can get out of the barr�cade. It

was I who led you here, by the way! You are go�ng to d�e, I count
upon that. And yet, when I saw them tak�ng a�m at you, I put my
hand on the muzzle of the gun. How queer �t �s! But �t was because I
wanted to d�e before you. When I rece�ved that bullet, I dragged



myself here, no one saw me, no one p�cked me up, I was wa�t�ng for
you, I sa�d: ‘So he �s not com�ng!’ Oh, �f you only knew. I b�t my
blouse, I suffered so! Now I am well. Do you remember the day I
entered your chamber and when I looked at myself �n your m�rror,
and the day when I came to you on the boulevard near the
washerwomen? How the b�rds sang! That was a long t�me ago. You
gave me a hundred sous, and I sa�d to you: ‘I don’t want your
money.’ I hope you p�cked up your co�n? You are not r�ch. I d�d not
th�nk to tell you to p�ck �t up. The sun was sh�n�ng br�ght, and �t was
not cold. Do you remember, Mons�eur Mar�us? Oh! How happy I am!
Every one �s go�ng to d�e.”

She had a mad, grave, and heart-break�ng a�r. Her torn blouse
d�sclosed her bare throat.

As she talked, she pressed her p�erced hand to her breast, where
there was another hole, and whence there spurted from moment to
moment a stream of blood, l�ke a jet of w�ne from an open bung-hole.

Mar�us gazed at th�s unfortunate creature w�th profound
compass�on.

“Oh!” she resumed, “�t �s com�ng aga�n, I am st�fl�ng!”
She caught up her blouse and b�t �t, and her l�mbs st�ffened on the

pavement.
At that moment the young cock’s crow executed by l�ttle Gavroche

resounded through the barr�cade.
The ch�ld had mounted a table to load h�s gun, and was s�ng�ng

gayly the song then so popular:—
“En voyant Lafayette,             “On beholding Lafayette,
Le gendarme répète:—             The gendarme repeats:—
Sauvons nous! sauvons nous!       Let us flee! let us flee!
sauvons nous!”                     let us flee!

Épon�ne ra�sed herself and l�stened; then she murmured:—
“It �s he.”
And turn�ng to Mar�us:—
“My brother �s here. He must not see me. He would scold me.”
“Your brother?” �nqu�red Mar�us, who was med�tat�ng �n the most

b�tter and sorrowful depths of h�s heart on the dut�es to the



Thénard�ers wh�ch h�s father had bequeathed to h�m; “who �s your
brother?”

“That l�ttle fellow.”
“The one who �s s�ng�ng?”
“Yes.”
Mar�us made a movement.
“Oh! don’t go away,” sa�d she, “�t w�ll not be long now.”
She was s�tt�ng almost upr�ght, but her vo�ce was very low and

broken by h�ccoughs.
At �ntervals, the death rattle �nterrupted her. She put her face as

near that of Mar�us as poss�ble. She added w�th a strange
express�on:—

“L�sten, I do not w�sh to play you a tr�ck. I have a letter �n my
pocket for you. I was told to put �t �n the post. I kept �t. I d�d not want
to have �t reach you. But perhaps you w�ll be angry w�th me for �t
when we meet aga�n presently? Take your letter.”

She grasped Mar�us’ hand convuls�vely w�th her p�erced hand, but
she no longer seemed to feel her suffer�ngs. She put Mar�us’ hand �n
the pocket of her blouse. There, �n fact, Mar�us felt a paper.

“Take �t,” sa�d she.
Mar�us took the letter.
She made a s�gn of sat�sfact�on and contentment.
“Now, for my trouble, prom�se me—”
And she stopped.
“What?” asked Mar�us.
“Prom�se me!”
“I prom�se.”
“Prom�se to g�ve me a k�ss on my brow when I am dead.—I shall

feel �t.”
She dropped her head aga�n on Mar�us’ knees, and her eyel�ds

closed. He thought the poor soul had departed. Épon�ne rema�ned
mot�onless. All at once, at the very moment when Mar�us fanc�ed her
asleep forever, she slowly opened her eyes �n wh�ch appeared the



sombre profund�ty of death, and sa�d to h�m �n a tone whose
sweetness seemed already to proceed from another world:—

“And by the way, Mons�eur Mar�us, I bel�eve that I was a l�ttle b�t �n
love w�th you.”

She tr�ed to sm�le once more and exp�red.



CHAPTER VII—GAVROCHE AS A
PROFOUND CALCULATOR OF

DISTANCES
Mar�us kept h�s prom�se. He dropped a k�ss on that l�v�d brow,

where the �cy persp�rat�on stood �n beads.
Th�s was no �nf�del�ty to Cosette; �t was a gentle and pens�ve

farewell to an unhappy soul.
It was not w�thout a tremor that he had taken the letter wh�ch

Épon�ne had g�ven h�m. He had �mmed�ately felt that �t was an event
of we�ght. He was �mpat�ent to read �t. The heart of man �s so
const�tuted that the unhappy ch�ld had hardly closed her eyes when
Mar�us began to th�nk of unfold�ng th�s paper.

He la�d her gently on the ground, and went away. Someth�ng told
h�m that he could not peruse that letter �n the presence of that body.

He drew near to a candle �n the tap-room. It was a small note,
folded and sealed w�th a woman’s elegant care. The address was �n
a woman’s hand and ran:—

“To Mons�eur, Mons�eur Mar�us Pontmercy, at M. Courfeyrac’s,
Rue de la Verrer�e, No. 16.”

He broke the seal and read:—
“My dearest, alas! my father insists on our setting out immediately.
We shall be this evening in the Rue de l’Homme Armé, No. 7.
In a week we shall be in England.  COSETTE.  June 4th.”

Such was the �nnocence of the�r love that Mar�us was not even
acqua�nted w�th Cosette’s handwr�t�ng.

What had taken place may be related �n a few words. Épon�ne had
been the cause of everyth�ng. After the even�ng of the 3d of June
she had cher�shed a double �dea, to defeat the projects of her father
and the ruff�ans on the house of the Rue Plumet, and to separate



Mar�us and Cosette. She had exchanged rags w�th the f�rst young
scamp she came across who had thought �t amus�ng to dress l�ke a
woman, wh�le Épon�ne d�sgu�sed herself l�ke a man. It was she who
had conveyed to Jean Valjean �n the Champ de Mars the express�ve
warn�ng: “Leave your house.” Jean Valjean had, �n fact, returned
home, and had sa�d to Cosette: “We set out th�s even�ng and we go
to the Rue de l’Homme Armé w�th Toussa�nt. Next week, we shall be
�n London.” Cosette, utterly overwhelmed by th�s unexpected blow,
had hast�ly penned a couple of l�nes to Mar�us. But how was she to
get the letter to the post? She never went out alone, and Toussa�nt,
surpr�sed at such a comm�ss�on, would certa�nly show the letter to M.
Fauchelevent. In th�s d�lemma, Cosette had caught s�ght through the
fence of Épon�ne �n man’s clothes, who now prowled �ncessantly
around the garden. Cosette had called to “th�s young workman” and
had handed h�m f�ve francs and the letter, say�ng: “Carry th�s letter
�mmed�ately to �ts address.” Épon�ne had put the letter �n her pocket.
The next day, on the 5th of June, she went to Courfeyrac’s quarters
to �nqu�re for Mar�us, not for the purpose of del�ver�ng the letter, but,
—a th�ng wh�ch every jealous and lov�ng soul w�ll comprehend,—“to
see.” There she had wa�ted for Mar�us, or at least for Courfeyrac, st�ll
for the purpose of see�ng. When Courfeyrac had told her: “We are
go�ng to the barr�cades,” an �dea flashed through her m�nd, to fl�ng
herself �nto that death, as she would have done �nto any other, and
to thrust Mar�us �nto �t also. She had followed Courfeyrac, had made
sure of the local�ty where the barr�cade was �n process of
construct�on; and, qu�te certa�n, s�nce Mar�us had rece�ved no
warn�ng, and s�nce she had �ntercepted the letter, that he would go at
dusk to h�s tryst�ng place for every even�ng, she had betaken herself
to the Rue Plumet, had there awa�ted Mar�us, and had sent h�m, �n
the name of h�s fr�ends, the appeal wh�ch would, she thought, lead
h�m to the barr�cade. She reckoned on Mar�us’ despa�r when he
should fa�l to f�nd Cosette; she was not m�staken. She had returned
to the Rue de la Chanvrer�e herself. What she d�d there the reader
has just seen. She d�ed w�th the trag�c joy of jealous hearts who drag
the beloved be�ng �nto the�r own death, and who say: “No one shall
have h�m!”



Mar�us covered Cosette’s letter w�th k�sses. So she loved h�m! For
one moment the �dea occurred to h�m that he ought not to d�e now.
Then he sa�d to h�mself: “She �s go�ng away. Her father �s tak�ng her
to England, and my grandfather refuses h�s consent to the marr�age.
Noth�ng �s changed �n our fates.” Dreamers l�ke Mar�us are subject to
supreme attacks of deject�on, and desperate resolves are the result.
The fat�gue of l�v�ng �s �nsupportable; death �s sooner over w�th. Then
he reflected that he had st�ll two dut�es to fulf�l: to �nform Cosette of
h�s death and send her a f�nal farewell, and to save from the
�mpend�ng catastrophe wh�ch was �n preparat�on, that poor ch�ld,
Épon�ne’s brother and Thénard�er’s son.

He had a pocket-book about h�m; the same one wh�ch had
conta�ned the note-book �n wh�ch he had �nscr�bed so many thoughts
of love for Cosette. He tore out a leaf and wrote on �t a few l�nes �n
penc�l:—

“Our marr�age was �mposs�ble. I asked my grandfather, he
refused; I have no fortune, ne�ther hast thou. I hastened to thee, thou
wert no longer there. Thou knowest the prom�se that I gave thee, I
shall keep �t. I d�e. I love thee. When thou readest th�s, my soul w�ll
be near thee, and thou w�lt sm�le.”

Hav�ng noth�ng wherew�th to seal th�s letter, he contented h�mself
w�th fold�ng the paper �n four, and added the address:—

“To Mademo�selle Cosette Fauchelevent, at M. Fauchelevent’s,
Rue de l’Homme Armé, No. 7.”

Hav�ng folded the letter, he stood �n thought for a moment, drew
out h�s pocket-book aga�n, opened �t, and wrote, w�th the same
penc�l, these four l�nes on the f�rst page:—

“My name �s Mar�us Pontmercy. Carry my body to my grandfather,
M. G�llenormand, Rue des F�lles-du-Calva�re, No. 6, �n the Mara�s.”

He put h�s pocketbook back �n h�s pocket, then he called
Gavroche.

The gam�n, at the sound of Mar�us’ vo�ce, ran up to h�m w�th h�s
merry and devoted a�r.

“W�ll you do someth�ng for me?”



“Anyth�ng,” sa�d Gavroche. “Good God! �f �t had not been for you, I
should have been done for.”

“Do you see th�s letter?”
“Yes.”
“Take �t. Leave the barr�cade �nstantly” (Gavroche began to scratch

h�s ear uneas�ly) “and to-morrow morn�ng, you w�ll del�ver �t at �ts
address to Mademo�selle Cosette, at M. Fauchelevent’s, Rue de
l’Homme Armé, No. 7.”

The hero�c ch�ld repl�ed
“Well, but! �n the meanwh�le the barr�cade w�ll be taken, and I shall

not be there.”
“The barr�cade w�ll not be attacked unt�l daybreak, accord�ng to all

appearances, and w�ll not be taken before to-morrow noon.”
The fresh resp�te wh�ch the assa�lants were grant�ng to the

barr�cade had, �n fact, been prolonged. It was one of those
�nterm�ss�ons wh�ch frequently occur �n nocturnal combats, wh�ch are
always followed by an �ncrease of rage.

“Well,” sa�d Gavroche, “what �f I were to go and carry your letter to-
morrow?”

“It w�ll be too late. The barr�cade w�ll probably be blockaded, all the
streets w�ll be guarded, and you w�ll not be able to get out. Go at
once.”

Gavroche could th�nk of no reply to th�s, and stood there �n
�ndec�s�on, scratch�ng h�s ear sadly.

All at once, he took the letter w�th one of those b�rdl�ke movements
wh�ch were common w�th h�m.

“All r�ght,” sa�d he.
And he started off at a run through Mondétour lane.
An �dea had occurred to Gavroche wh�ch had brought h�m to a

dec�s�on, but he had not ment�oned �t for fear that Mar�us m�ght offer
some object�on to �t.

Th�s was the �dea:—
“It �s barely m�dn�ght, the Rue de l’Homme Armé �s not far off; I w�ll

go and del�ver the letter at once, and I shall get back �n t�me.”



BOOK FIFTEENTH—THE RUE DE
L’HOMME ARMÉ



CHAPTER I—A DRINKER IS A
BABBLER

What are the convuls�ons of a c�ty �n compar�son w�th the
�nsurrect�ons of the soul? Man �s a depth st�ll greater than the
people. Jean Valjean at that very moment was the prey of a terr�ble
upheaval. Every sort of gulf had opened aga�n w�th�n h�m. He also
was trembl�ng, l�ke Par�s, on the br�nk of an obscure and form�dable
revolut�on. A few hours had suff�ced to br�ng th�s about. H�s dest�ny
and h�s consc�ence had suddenly been covered w�th gloom. Of h�m
also, as well as of Par�s, �t m�ght have been sa�d: “Two pr�nc�ples are
face to face. The wh�te angel and the black angel are about to se�ze
each other on the br�dge of the abyss. Wh�ch of the two w�ll hurl the
other over? Who w�ll carry the day?”

On the even�ng preced�ng th�s same 5th of June, Jean Valjean,
accompan�ed by Cosette and Toussa�nt had �nstalled h�mself �n the
Rue de l’Homme Armé. A change awa�ted h�m there.

Cosette had not qu�tted the Rue Plumet w�thout mak�ng an effort at
res�stance. For the f�rst t�me s�nce they had l�ved s�de by s�de,
Cosette’s w�ll and the w�ll of Jean Valjean had proved to be d�st�nct,
and had been �n oppos�t�on, at least, �f they had not clashed. There
had been object�ons on one s�de and �nflex�b�l�ty on the other. The
abrupt adv�ce: “Leave your house,” hurled at Jean Valjean by a
stranger, had alarmed h�m to the extent of render�ng h�m peremptory.
He thought that he had been traced and followed. Cosette had been
obl�ged to g�ve way.

Both had arr�ved �n the Rue de l’Homme Armé w�thout open�ng
the�r l�ps, and w�thout utter�ng a word, each be�ng absorbed �n h�s
own personal preoccupat�on; Jean Valjean so uneasy that he d�d not
not�ce Cosette’s sadness, Cosette so sad that she d�d not not�ce
Jean Valjean’s uneas�ness.



Jean Valjean had taken Toussa�nt w�th h�m, a th�ng wh�ch he had
never done �n h�s prev�ous absences. He perce�ved the poss�b�l�ty of
not return�ng to the Rue Plumet, and he could ne�ther leave
Toussa�nt beh�nd nor conf�de h�s secret to her. Bes�des, he felt that
she was devoted and trustworthy. Treachery between master and
servant beg�ns �n cur�os�ty. Now Toussa�nt, as though she had been
dest�ned to be Jean Valjean’s servant, was not cur�ous. She
stammered �n her peasant d�alect of Barnev�lle: “I am made so; I do
my work; the rest �s no affa�r of m�ne.”

In th�s departure from the Rue Plumet, wh�ch had been almost a
fl�ght, Jean Valjean had carr�ed away noth�ng but the l�ttle embalmed
val�se, bapt�zed by Cosette “the �nseparable.” Full trunks would have
requ�red porters, and porters are w�tnesses. A f�acre had been
summoned to the door on the Rue de Babylone, and they had taken
the�r departure.

It was w�th d�ff�culty that Toussa�nt had obta�ned perm�ss�on to
pack up a l�ttle l�nen and clothes and a few to�let art�cles. Cosette
had taken only her portfol�o and her blott�ng-book.

Jean Valjean, w�th a v�ew to augment�ng the sol�tude and the
mystery of th�s departure, had arranged to qu�t the pav�l�on of the
Rue Plumet only at dusk, wh�ch had allowed Cosette t�me to wr�te
her note to Mar�us. They had arr�ved �n the Rue de l’Homme Armé
after n�ght had fully fallen.

They had gone to bed �n s�lence.
The lodg�ngs �n the Rue de l’Homme Armé were s�tuated on a

back court, on the second floor, and were composed of two sleep�ng-
rooms, a d�n�ng-room and a k�tchen adjo�n�ng the d�n�ng-room, w�th a
garret where there was a fold�ng-bed, and wh�ch fell to Toussa�nt’s
share. The d�n�ng-room was an antechamber as well, and separated
the two bedrooms. The apartment was prov�ded w�th all necessary
utens�ls.

People re-acqu�re conf�dence as fool�shly as they lose �t; human
nature �s so const�tuted. Hardly had Jean Valjean reached the Rue
de l’Homme Armé when h�s anx�ety was l�ghtened and by degrees
d�ss�pated. There are sooth�ng spots wh�ch act �n some sort
mechan�cally on the m�nd. An obscure street, peaceable �nhab�tants.



Jean Valjean exper�enced an �ndescr�bable contag�on of tranqu�ll�ty
�n that alley of anc�ent Par�s, wh�ch �s so narrow that �t �s barred
aga�nst carr�ages by a transverse beam placed on two posts, wh�ch
�s deaf and dumb �n the m�dst of the clamorous c�ty, d�mly l�ghted at
m�dday, and �s, so to speak, �ncapable of emot�ons between two
rows of lofty houses centur�es old, wh�ch hold the�r peace l�ke
anc�ents as they are. There was a touch of stagnant obl�v�on �n that
street. Jean Valjean drew h�s breath once more there. How could he
be found there?

H�s f�rst care was to place the �nseparable bes�de h�m.
He slept well. N�ght br�ngs w�sdom; we may add, n�ght soothes.

On the follow�ng morn�ng he awoke �n a mood that was almost gay.
He thought the d�n�ng-room charm�ng, though �t was h�deous,
furn�shed w�th an old round table, a long s�deboard surmounted by a
slant�ng m�rror, a d�lap�dated armcha�r, and several pla�n cha�rs wh�ch
were encumbered w�th Toussa�nt’s packages. In one of these
packages Jean Valjean’s un�form of a Nat�onal Guard was v�s�ble
through a rent.

As for Cosette, she had had Toussa�nt take some broth to her
room, and d�d not make her appearance unt�l even�ng.

About f�ve o’clock, Toussa�nt, who was go�ng and com�ng and
busy�ng herself w�th the t�ny establ�shment, set on the table a cold
ch�cken, wh�ch Cosette, out of deference to her father, consented to
glance at.

That done, Cosette, under the pretext of an obst�nate s�ck
headache, had bade Jean Valjean good n�ght and had shut herself
up �n her chamber. Jean Valjean had eaten a w�ng of the ch�cken
w�th a good appet�te, and w�th h�s elbows on the table, hav�ng
gradually recovered h�s seren�ty, had rega�ned possess�on of h�s
sense of secur�ty.

Wh�le he was d�scuss�ng th�s modest d�nner, he had, tw�ce or
thr�ce, not�ced �n a confused way, Toussa�nt’s stammer�ng words as
she sa�d to h�m: “Mons�eur, there �s someth�ng go�ng on, they are
f�ght�ng �n Par�s.” But absorbed �n a throng of �nward calculat�ons, he
had pa�d no heed to �t. To tell the truth, he had not heard her. He



rose and began to pace from the door to the w�ndow and from the
w�ndow to the door, grow�ng ever more serene.

W�th th�s calm, Cosette, h�s sole anx�ety, recurred to h�s thoughts.
Not that he was troubled by th�s headache, a l�ttle nervous cr�s�s, a
young g�rl’s f�t of sulks, the cloud of a moment, there would be
noth�ng left of �t �n a day or two; but he med�tated on the future, and,
as was h�s hab�t, he thought of �t w�th pleasure. After all, he saw no
obstacle to the�r happy l�fe resum�ng �ts course. At certa�n hours,
everyth�ng seems �mposs�ble, at others everyth�ng appears easy;
Jean Valjean was �n the m�dst of one of these good hours. They
generally succeed the bad ones, as day follows n�ght, by v�rtue of
that law of success�on and of contrast wh�ch l�es at the very
foundat�on of nature, and wh�ch superf�c�al m�nds call ant�thes�s. In
th�s peaceful street where he had taken refuge, Jean Valjean got r�d
of all that had been troubl�ng h�m for some t�me past. Th�s very fact,
that he had seen many shadows, made h�m beg�n to perce�ve a l�ttle
azure. To have qu�tted the Rue Plumet w�thout compl�cat�ons or
�nc�dents was one good step already accompl�shed. Perhaps �t would
be w�se to go abroad, �f only for a few months, and to set out for
London. Well, they would go. What d�fference d�d �t make to h�m
whether he was �n France or �n England, prov�ded he had Cosette
bes�de h�m? Cosette was h�s nat�on. Cosette suff�ced for h�s
happ�ness; the �dea that he, perhaps, d�d not suff�ce for Cosette’s
happ�ness, that �dea wh�ch had formerly been the cause of h�s fever
and sleeplessness, d�d not even present �tself to h�s m�nd. He was �n
a state of collapse from all h�s past suffer�ngs, and he was fully
entered on opt�m�sm. Cosette was by h�s s�de, she seemed to be h�s;
an opt�cal �llus�on wh�ch every one has exper�enced. He arranged �n
h�s own m�nd, w�th all sorts of fel�c�tous dev�ces, h�s departure for
England w�th Cosette, and he beheld h�s fel�c�ty reconst�tuted
wherever he pleased, �n the perspect�ve of h�s rever�e.

As he paced to and fro w�th long str�des, h�s glance suddenly
encountered someth�ng strange.

In the �ncl�ned m�rror fac�ng h�m wh�ch surmounted the s�deboard,
he saw the four l�nes wh�ch follow:—



“My dearest, alas! my father �ns�sts on our sett�ng out �mmed�ately.
We shall be th�s even�ng �n the Rue de l’Homme Armé, No. 7. In a
week we shall be �n England. COSETTE. June 4th.”

Jean Valjean halted, perfectly haggard.
Cosette on her arr�val had placed her blott�ng-book on the

s�deboard �n front of the m�rror, and, utterly absorbed �n her agony of
gr�ef, had forgotten �t and left �t there, w�thout even observ�ng that
she had left �t w�de open, and open at prec�sely the page on wh�ch
she had la�d to dry the four l�nes wh�ch she had penned, and wh�ch
she had g�ven �n charge of the young workman �n the Rue Plumet.
The wr�t�ng had been pr�nted off on the blotter.

The m�rror reflected the wr�t�ng.
The result was, what �s called �n geometry, the symmetr�cal �mage;

so that the wr�t�ng, reversed on the blotter, was r�ghted �n the m�rror
and presented �ts natural appearance; and Jean Valjean had
beneath h�s eyes the letter wr�tten by Cosette to Mar�us on the
preced�ng even�ng.

It was s�mple and w�ther�ng.
Jean Valjean stepped up to the m�rror. He read the four l�nes

aga�n, but he d�d not bel�eve them. They produced on h�m the effect
of appear�ng �n a flash of l�ghtn�ng. It was a halluc�nat�on, �t was
�mposs�ble. It was not so.

L�ttle by l�ttle, h�s percept�ons became more prec�se; he looked at
Cosette’s blott�ng-book, and the consc�ousness of the real�ty
returned to h�m. He caught up the blotter and sa�d: “It comes from
there.” He fever�shly exam�ned the four l�nes �mpr�nted on the blotter,
the reversal of the letters converted �nto an odd scrawl, and he saw
no sense �n �t. Then he sa�d to h�mself: “But th�s s�gn�f�es noth�ng;
there �s noth�ng wr�tten here.” And he drew a long breath w�th
�nexpress�ble rel�ef. Who has not exper�enced those fool�sh joys �n
horr�ble �nstants? The soul does not surrender to despa�r unt�l �t has
exhausted all �llus�ons.

He held the blotter �n h�s hand and contemplated �t �n stup�d
del�ght, almost ready to laugh at the halluc�nat�on of wh�ch he had
been the dupe. All at once h�s eyes fell upon the m�rror aga�n, and



aga�n he beheld the v�s�on. There were the four l�nes outl�ned w�th
�nexorable clearness. Th�s t�me �t was no m�rage. The recurrence of
a v�s�on �s a real�ty; �t was palpable, �t was the wr�t�ng restored �n the
m�rror. He understood.

Jean Valjean tottered, dropped the blotter, and fell �nto the old
armcha�r bes�de the buffet, w�th droop�ng head, and glassy eyes, �n
utter bew�lderment. He told h�mself that �t was pla�n, that the l�ght of
the world had been ecl�psed forever, and that Cosette had wr�tten
that to some one. Then he heard h�s soul, wh�ch had become terr�ble
once more, g�ve vent to a dull roar �n the gloom. Try then the effect of
tak�ng from the l�on the dog wh�ch he has �n h�s cage!

Strange and sad to say, at that very moment, Mar�us had not yet
rece�ved Cosette’s letter; chance had treacherously carr�ed �t to Jean
Valjean before del�ver�ng �t to Mar�us. Up to that day, Jean Valjean
had not been vanqu�shed by tr�al. He had been subjected to fearful
proofs; no v�olence of bad fortune had been spared h�m; the feroc�ty
of fate, armed w�th all v�nd�ct�veness and all soc�al scorn, had taken
h�m for her prey and had raged aga�nst h�m. He had accepted every
extrem�ty when �t had been necessary; he had sacr�f�ced h�s
�nv�olab�l�ty as a reformed man, had y�elded up h�s l�berty, r�sked h�s
head, lost everyth�ng, suffered everyth�ng, and he had rema�ned
d�s�nterested and sto�cal to such a po�nt that he m�ght have been
thought to be absent from h�mself l�ke a martyr. H�s consc�ence
�nured to every assault of dest�ny, m�ght have appeared to be forever
�mpregnable. Well, any one who had beheld h�s sp�r�tual self would
have been obl�ged to concede that �t weakened at that moment. It
was because, of all the tortures wh�ch he had undergone �n the
course of th�s long �nqu�s�t�on to wh�ch dest�ny had doomed h�m, th�s
was the most terr�ble. Never had such p�ncers se�zed h�m h�therto.
He felt the myster�ous st�rr�ng of all h�s latent sens�b�l�t�es. He felt the
pluck�ng at the strange chord. Alas! the supreme tr�al, let us say
rather, the only tr�al, �s the loss of the beloved be�ng.

Poor old Jean Valjean certa�nly d�d not love Cosette otherw�se
than as a father; but we have already remarked, above, that �nto th�s
patern�ty the w�dowhood of h�s l�fe had �ntroduced all the shades of
love; he loved Cosette as h�s daughter, and he loved her as h�s



mother, and he loved her as h�s s�ster; and, as he had never had
e�ther a woman to love or a w�fe, as nature �s a cred�tor who accepts
no protest, that sent�ment also, the most �mposs�ble to lose, was
m�ngled w�th the rest, vague, �gnorant, pure w�th the pur�ty of
bl�ndness, unconsc�ous, celest�al, angel�c, d�v�ne; less l�ke a
sent�ment than l�ke an �nst�nct, less l�ke an �nst�nct than l�ke an
�mpercept�ble and �nv�s�ble but real attract�on; and love, properly
speak�ng, was, �n h�s �mmense tenderness for Cosette, l�ke the
thread of gold �n the mounta�n, concealed and v�rg�n.

Let the reader recall the s�tuat�on of heart wh�ch we have already
�nd�cated. No marr�age was poss�ble between them; not even that of
souls; and yet, �t �s certa�n that the�r dest�n�es were wedded. W�th the
except�on of Cosette, that �s to say, w�th the except�on of a
ch�ldhood, Jean Valjean had never, �n the whole of h�s long l�fe,
known anyth�ng of that wh�ch may be loved. The pass�ons and loves
wh�ch succeed each other had not produced �n h�m those success�ve
green growths, tender green or dark green, wh�ch can be seen �n
fol�age wh�ch passes through the w�nter and �n men who pass f�fty. In
short, and we have �ns�sted on �t more than once, all th�s �nter�or
fus�on, all th�s whole, of wh�ch the sum total was a lofty v�rtue, ended
�n render�ng Jean Valjean a father to Cosette. A strange father,
forged from the grandfather, the son, the brother, and the husband,
that ex�sted �n Jean Valjean; a father �n whom there was �ncluded
even a mother; a father who loved Cosette and adored her, and who
held that ch�ld as h�s l�ght, h�s home, h�s fam�ly, h�s country, h�s
parad�se.

Thus when he saw that the end had absolutely come, that she was
escap�ng from h�m, that she was sl�pp�ng from h�s hands, that she
was gl�d�ng from h�m, l�ke a cloud, l�ke water, when he had before h�s
eyes th�s crush�ng proof: “another �s the goal of her heart, another �s
the w�sh of her l�fe; there �s a dearest one, I am no longer anyth�ng
but her father, I no longer ex�st”; when he could no longer doubt,
when he sa�d to h�mself: “She �s go�ng away from me!” the gr�ef
wh�ch he felt surpassed the bounds of poss�b�l�ty. To have done all
that he had done for the purpose of end�ng l�ke th�s! And the very
�dea of be�ng noth�ng! Then, as we have just sa�d, a qu�ver of revolt
ran through h�m from head to foot. He felt, even �n the very roots of



h�s ha�r, the �mmense reawaken�ng of egot�sm, and the I �n th�s
man’s abyss howled.

There �s such a th�ng as the sudden g�v�ng way of the �nward
subso�l. A despa�r�ng certa�nty does not make �ts way �nto a man
w�thout thrust�ng as�de and break�ng certa�n profound elements
wh�ch, �n some cases, are the very man h�mself. Gr�ef, when �t
atta�ns th�s shape, �s a headlong fl�ght of all the forces of the
consc�ence. These are fatal cr�ses. Few among us emerge from
them st�ll l�ke ourselves and f�rm �n duty. When the l�m�t of endurance
�s overstepped, the most �mperturbable v�rtue �s d�sconcerted. Jean
Valjean took the blotter aga�n, and conv�nced h�mself afresh; he
rema�ned bowed and as though petr�f�ed and w�th star�ng eyes, over
those four unobject�onable l�nes; and there arose w�th�n h�m such a
cloud that one m�ght have thought that everyth�ng �n th�s soul was
crumbl�ng away.

He exam�ned th�s revelat�on, athwart the exaggerat�ons of rever�e,
w�th an apparent and terr�fy�ng calmness, for �t �s a fearful th�ng when
a man’s calmness reaches the coldness of the statue.

He measured the terr�ble step wh�ch h�s dest�ny had taken w�thout
h�s hav�ng a susp�c�on of the fact; he recalled h�s fears of the
preced�ng summer, so fool�shly d�ss�pated; he recogn�zed the
prec�p�ce, �t was st�ll the same; only, Jean Valjean was no longer on
the br�nk, he was at the bottom of �t.

The unprecedented and heart-rend�ng th�ng about �t was that he
had fallen w�thout perce�v�ng �t. All the l�ght of h�s l�fe had departed,
wh�le he st�ll fanc�ed that he beheld the sun.

H�s �nst�nct d�d not hes�tate. He put together certa�n
c�rcumstances, certa�n dates, certa�n blushes and certa�n pallors on
Cosette’s part, and he sa�d to h�mself: “It �s he.”

The d�v�nat�on of despa�r �s a sort of myster�ous bow wh�ch never
m�sses �ts a�m. He struck Mar�us w�th h�s f�rst conjecture. He d�d not
know the name, but he found the man �nstantly. He d�st�nctly
perce�ved, �n the background of the �mplacable conjurat�on of h�s
memor�es, the unknown prowler of the Luxembourg, that wretched
seeker of love adventures, that �dler of romance, that �d�ot, that



coward, for �t �s cowardly to come and make eyes at young g�rls who
have bes�de them a father who loves them.

After he had thoroughly ver�f�ed the fact that th�s young man was
at the bottom of th�s s�tuat�on, and that everyth�ng proceeded from
that quarter, he, Jean Valjean, the regenerated man, the man who
had so labored over h�s soul, the man who had made so many
efforts to resolve all l�fe, all m�sery, and all unhapp�ness �nto love,
looked �nto h�s own breast and there beheld a spectre, Hate.

Great gr�efs conta�n someth�ng of deject�on. They d�scourage one
w�th ex�stence. The man �nto whom they enter feels someth�ng w�th�n
h�m w�thdraw from h�m. In h�s youth, the�r v�s�ts are lugubr�ous; later
on they are s�n�ster. Alas, �f despa�r �s a fearful th�ng when the blood
�s hot, when the ha�r �s black, when the head �s erect on the body l�ke
the flame on the torch, when the roll of dest�ny st�ll reta�ns �ts full
th�ckness, when the heart, full of des�rable love, st�ll possesses beats
wh�ch can be returned to �t, when one has t�me for redress, when all
women and all sm�les and all the future and all the hor�zon are
before one, when the force of l�fe �s complete, what �s �t �n old age,
when the years hasten on, grow�ng ever paler, to that tw�l�ght hour
when one beg�ns to behold the stars of the tomb?

Wh�le he was med�tat�ng, Toussa�nt entered. Jean Valjean rose
and asked her:—

“In what quarter �s �t? Do you know?”
Toussa�nt was struck dumb, and could only answer h�m:—
“What �s �t, s�r?”
Jean Valjean began aga�n: “D�d you not tell me that just now that

there �s f�ght�ng go�ng on?”
“Ah! yes, s�r,” repl�ed Toussa�nt. “It �s �n the d�rect�on of Sa�nt-

Merry.”
There �s a mechan�cal movement wh�ch comes to us,

unconsc�ously, from the most profound depths of our thought. It was,
no doubt, under the �mpulse of a movement of th�s sort, and of wh�ch
he was hardly consc�ous, that Jean Valjean, f�ve m�nutes later, found
h�mself �n the street.



Bareheaded, he sat upon the stone post at the door of h�s house.
He seemed to be l�sten�ng.

N�ght had come.



CHAPTER II—THE STREET URCHIN
AN ENEMY OF LIGHT

How long d�d he rema�n thus? What was the ebb and flow of th�s
trag�c med�tat�on? D�d he stra�ghten up? D�d he rema�n bowed? Had
he been bent to break�ng? Could he st�ll r�se and rega�n h�s foot�ng �n
h�s consc�ence upon someth�ng sol�d? He probably would not have
been able to tell h�mself.

The street was deserted. A few uneasy bourgeo�s, who were
rap�dly return�ng home, hardly saw h�m. Each one for h�mself �n
t�mes of per�l. The lamp-l�ghter came as usual to l�ght the lantern
wh�ch was s�tuated prec�sely oppos�te the door of No. 7, and then
went away. Jean Valjean would not have appeared l�ke a l�v�ng man
to any one who had exam�ned h�m �n that shadow. He sat there on
the post of h�s door, mot�onless as a form of �ce. There �s
congealment �n despa�r. The alarm bells and a vague and stormy
uproar were aud�ble. In the m�dst of all these convuls�ons of the bell
m�ngled w�th the revolt, the clock of Sa�nt-Paul struck eleven, gravely
and w�thout haste; for the tocs�n �s man; the hour �s God. The
passage of the hour produced no effect on Jean Valjean; Jean
Valjean d�d not st�r. St�ll, at about that moment, a brusque report
burst forth �n the d�rect�on of the Halles, a second yet more v�olent
followed; �t was probably that attack on the barr�cade �n the Rue de
la Chanvrer�e wh�ch we have just seen repulsed by Mar�us. At th�s
double d�scharge, whose fury seemed augmented by the stupor of
the n�ght, Jean Valjean started; he rose, turn�ng towards the quarter
whence the no�se proceeded; then he fell back upon the post aga�n,
folded h�s arms, and h�s head slowly sank on h�s bosom aga�n.

He resumed h�s gloomy d�alogue w�th h�mself.
All at once, he ra�sed h�s eyes; some one was walk�ng �n the

street, he heard steps near h�m. He looked, and by the l�ght of the



lanterns, �n the d�rect�on of the street wh�ch ran �nto the Rue-aux-
Arch�ves, he perce�ved a young, l�v�d, and beam�ng face.

Gavroche had just arr�ved �n the Rue de l’Homme Armé.
Gavroche was star�ng �nto the a�r, apparently �n search of

someth�ng. He saw Jean Valjean perfectly well but he took no not�ce
of h�m.

Gavroche after star�ng �nto the a�r, stared below; he ra�sed h�mself
on t�ptoe, and felt of the doors and w�ndows of the ground floor; they
were all shut, bolted, and padlocked. After hav�ng authent�cated the
fronts of f�ve or s�x barr�caded houses �n th�s manner, the urch�n
shrugged h�s shoulders, and took h�mself to task �n these terms:—

“Pard�!”
Then he began to stare �nto the a�r aga�n.
Jean Valjean, who, an �nstant prev�ously, �n h�s then state of m�nd,

would not have spoken to or even answered any one, felt �rres�st�bly
�mpelled to accost that ch�ld.

“What �s the matter w�th you, my l�ttle fellow?” he sa�d.
“The matter w�th me �s that I am hungry,” repl�ed Gavroche frankly.

And he added: “L�ttle fellow yourself.”
Jean Valjean fumbled �n h�s fob and pulled out a f�ve-franc p�ece.
But Gavroche, who was of the wagta�l spec�es, and who sk�pped

v�vac�ously from one gesture to another, had just p�cked up a stone.
He had caught s�ght of the lantern.

“See here,” sa�d he, “you st�ll have your lanterns here. You are
d�sobey�ng the regulat�ons, my fr�end. Th�s �s d�sorderly. Smash that
for me.”

And he flung the stone at the lantern, whose broken glass fell w�th
such a clatter that the bourgeo�s �n h�d�ng beh�nd the�r curta�ns �n the
oppos�te house cr�ed: “There �s ‘N�nety-three’ come aga�n.”

The lantern osc�llated v�olently, and went out. The street had
suddenly become black.

“That’s r�ght, old street,” ejaculated Gavroche, “put on your n�ght-
cap.”

And turn�ng to Jean Valjean:—



“What do you call that g�gant�c monument that you have there at
the end of the street? It’s the Arch�ves, �sn’t �t? I must crumble up
those b�g stup�ds of p�llars a b�t and make a n�ce barr�cade out of
them.”

Jean Valjean stepped up to Gavroche.
“Poor creature,” he sa�d �n a low tone, and speak�ng to h�mself, “he

�s hungry.”
And he la�d the hundred-sou p�ece �n h�s hand.
Gavroche ra�sed h�s face, aston�shed at the s�ze of th�s sou; he

stared at �t �n the darkness, and the wh�teness of the b�g sou dazzled
h�m. He knew f�ve-franc p�eces by hearsay; the�r reputat�on was
agreeable to h�m; he was del�ghted to see one close to. He sa�d:—

“Let us contemplate the t�ger.”
He gazed at �t for several m�nutes �n ecstasy; then, turn�ng to Jean

Valjean, he held out the co�n to h�m, and sa�d majest�cally to h�m:—
“Bourgeo�s, I prefer to smash lanterns. Take back your feroc�ous

beast. You can’t br�be me. That has got f�ve claws; but �t doesn’t
scratch me.”

“Have you a mother?” asked Jean Valjean.
Gavroche repl�ed:—
“More than you have, perhaps.”
“Well,” returned Jean Valjean, “keep the money for your mother!”
Gavroche was touched. Moreover, he had just not�ced that the

man who was address�ng h�m had no hat, and th�s �nsp�red h�m w�th
conf�dence.

“Truly,” sa�d he, “so �t wasn’t to keep me from break�ng the
lanterns?”

“Break whatever you please.”
“You’re a f�ne man,” sa�d Gavroche.
And he put the f�ve-franc p�ece �nto one of h�s pockets.
H�s conf�dence hav�ng �ncreased, he added:—
“Do you belong �n th�s street?”
“Yes, why?”



“Can you tell me where No. 7 �s?”
“What do you want w�th No. 7?”
Here the ch�ld paused, he feared that he had sa�d too much; he

thrust h�s na�ls energet�cally �nto h�s ha�r and contented h�mself w�th
reply�ng:—

“Ah! Here �t �s.”
An �dea flashed through Jean Valjean’s m�nd. Angu�sh does have

these gleams. He sa�d to the lad:—
“Are you the person who �s br�ng�ng a letter that I am expect�ng?”
“You?” sa�d Gavroche. “You are not a woman.”
“The letter �s for Mademo�selle Cosette, �s �t not?”
“Cosette,” muttered Gavroche. “Yes, I bel�eve that �s the queer

name.”
“Well,” resumed Jean Valjean, “I am the person to whom you are

to del�ver the letter. G�ve �t here.”
“In that case, you must know that I was sent from the barr�cade.”
“Of course,” sa�d Jean Valjean.
Gavroche engulfed h�s hand �n another of h�s pockets and drew

out a paper folded �n four.
Then he made the m�l�tary salute.
“Respect for despatches,” sa�d he. “It comes from the Prov�s�onal

Government.”
“G�ve �t to me,” sa�d Jean Valjean.
Gavroche held the paper elevated above h�s head.
“Don’t go and fancy �t’s a love letter. It �s for a woman, but �t’s for

the people. We men f�ght and we respect the fa�r sex. We are not as
they are �n f�ne soc�ety, where there are l�ons who send ch�ckens55
to camels.”

“G�ve �t to me.”
“After all,” cont�nued Gavroche, “you have the a�r of an honest

man.”
“G�ve �t to me qu�ck.”
“Catch hold of �t.”



And he handed the paper to Jean Valjean.
“And make haste, Mons�eur What’s-your-name, for Mamselle

Cosette �s wa�t�ng.”
Gavroche was sat�sf�ed w�th h�mself for hav�ng produced th�s

remark.
Jean Valjean began aga�n:—
“Is �t to Sa�nt-Merry that the answer �s to be sent?”
“There you are mak�ng some of those b�ts of pastry vulgarly called

br�oches [blunders]. Th�s letter comes from the barr�cade of the Rue
de la Chanvrer�e, and I’m go�ng back there. Good even�ng, c�t�zen.”

That sa�d, Gavroche took h�mself off, or, to descr�be �t more
exactly, fluttered away �n the d�rect�on whence he had come w�th a
fl�ght l�ke that of an escaped b�rd. He plunged back �nto the gloom as
though he made a hole �n �t, w�th the r�g�d rap�d�ty of a project�le; the
alley of l’Homme Armé became s�lent and sol�tary once more; �n a
tw�nkl�ng, that strange ch�ld, who had about h�m someth�ng of the
shadow and of the dream, had bur�ed h�mself �n the m�sts of the rows
of black houses, and was lost there, l�ke smoke �n the dark; and one
m�ght have thought that he had d�ss�pated and van�shed, had there
not taken place, a few m�nutes after h�s d�sappearance, a startl�ng
sh�ver of glass, and had not the magn�f�cent crash of a lantern
rattl�ng down on the pavement once more abruptly awakened the
�nd�gnant bourgeo�s. It was Gavroche upon h�s way through the Rue
du Chaume.



CHAPTER III—WHILE COSETTE AND
TOUSSAINT ARE ASLEEP

Jean Valjean went �nto the house w�th Mar�us’ letter.
He groped h�s way up the sta�rs, as pleased w�th the darkness as

an owl who gr�ps h�s prey, opened and shut h�s door softly, l�stened
to see whether he could hear any no�se,—made sure that, to all
appearances, Cosette and Toussa�nt were asleep, and plunged three
or four matches �nto the bottle of the Fumade l�ghter before he could
evoke a spark, so greatly d�d h�s hand tremble. What he had just
done smacked of theft. At last the candle was l�ghted; he leaned h�s
elbows on the table, unfolded the paper, and read.

In v�olent emot�ons, one does not read, one fl�ngs to the earth, so
to speak, the paper wh�ch one holds, one clutches �t l�ke a v�ct�m,
one crushes �t, one d�gs �nto �t the na�ls of one’s wrath, or of one’s
joy; one hastens to the end, one leaps to the beg�nn�ng; attent�on �s
at fever heat; �t takes up �n the gross, as �t were, the essent�al po�nts;
�t se�zes on one po�nt, and the rest d�sappears. In Mar�us’ note to
Cosette, Jean Valjean saw only these words:—

“I d�e. When thou readest th�s, my soul w�ll be near thee.”
In the presence of these two l�nes, he was horr�bly dazzled; he

rema�ned for a moment, crushed, as �t were, by the change of
emot�on wh�ch was tak�ng place w�th�n h�m, he stared at Mar�us’ note
w�th a sort of �ntox�cated amazement, he had before h�s eyes that
splendor, the death of a hated �nd�v�dual.

He uttered a fr�ghtful cry of �nward joy. So �t was all over. The
catastrophe had arr�ved sooner than he had dared to hope. The
be�ng who obstructed h�s dest�ny was d�sappear�ng. That man had
taken h�mself off of h�s own accord, freely, w�ll�ngly. Th�s man was
go�ng to h�s death, and he, Jean Valjean, had had no hand �n the
matter, and �t was through no fault of h�s. Perhaps, even, he �s



already dead. Here h�s fever entered �nto calculat�ons. No, he �s not
dead yet. The letter had ev�dently been �ntended for Cosette to read
on the follow�ng morn�ng; after the two d�scharges that were heard
between eleven o’clock and m�dn�ght, noth�ng more has taken place;
the barr�cade w�ll not be attacked ser�ously unt�l daybreak; but that
makes no d�fference, from the moment when “that man” �s
concerned �n th�s war, he �s lost; he �s caught �n the gear�ng. Jean
Valjean felt h�mself del�vered. So he was about to f�nd h�mself alone
w�th Cosette once more. The r�valry would cease; the future was
beg�nn�ng aga�n. He had but to keep th�s note �n h�s pocket. Cosette
would never know what had become of that man. All that there
requ�res to be done �s to let th�ngs take the�r own course. Th�s man
cannot escape. If he �s not already dead, �t �s certa�n that he �s about
to d�e. What good fortune!

Hav�ng sa�d all th�s to h�mself, he became gloomy.
Then he went downsta�rs and woke up the porter.
About an hour later, Jean Valjean went out �n the complete

costume of a Nat�onal Guard, and w�th h�s arms. The porter had
eas�ly found �n the ne�ghborhood the wherew�thal to complete h�s
equ�pment. He had a loaded gun and a cartr�dge-box f�lled w�th
cartr�dges.

He strode off �n the d�rect�on of the markets.



CHAPTER IV—GAVROCHE’S EXCESS
OF ZEAL

In the meant�me, Gavroche had had an adventure.
Gavroche, after hav�ng consc�ent�ously stoned the lantern �n the

Rue du Chaume, entered the Rue des V�e�lles-Haudr�ettes, and not
see�ng “even a cat” there, he thought the opportun�ty a good one to
str�ke up all the song of wh�ch he was capable. H�s march, far from
be�ng retarded by h�s s�ng�ng, was accelerated by �t. He began to
sow along the sleep�ng or terr�f�ed houses these �ncend�ary couplets:
—
“L’oiseau médit dans les charmilles,
Et prétend qu’hier Atala
Avec un Russe s’en alla.
Où vont les belles filles,
Lon la.

“Mon ami Pierrot, tu babilles,
Parce que l’autre jour Mila
Cogna sa vitre et m’appela,
Où vont les belles filles,
Lon la.

“Les drôlesses sont fort gentilles,
Leur poison qui m’ensorcela
Griserait Monsieur Orfila.
Où vont les belles filles,
Lon la.

“J’aime l’amour et les bisbilles,
J’aime Agnès, j’aime Paméla,
Lise en m’allumant se brûla.
Où vont les belles filles,
Lon la.

“Jadis, quand je vis les mantilles
De Suzette et de Zéila,
Mon âme à leurs plis se mêla,
Où vont les belles filles,
Lon la.

“Amour, quand dans l’ombre où tu brilles,



Tu coiffes de roses Lola,
Je me damnerais pour cela.
Où vont les belles filles,
Lon la.

“Jeanne à ton miroir tu t’habilles!
Mon cœur un beau jour s’envola.
Je crois que c’est Jeanne qui l’a.
Où vont les belles filles,
Lon la.

“Le soir, en sortant des quadrilles,
Je montre aux étoiles Stella,
Et je leur dis: ‘Regardez-la.’
Où vont les belles filles,
Lon la."56

Gavroche, as he sang, was lav�sh of h�s pantom�me. Gesture �s
the strong po�nt of the refra�n. H�s face, an �nexhaust�ble repertory of
masks, produced gr�maces more convuls�ng and more fantast�c than
the rents of a cloth torn �n a h�gh gale. Unfortunately, as he was
alone, and as �t was n�ght, th�s was ne�ther seen nor even v�s�ble.
Such wastes of r�ches do occur.

All at once, he stopped short.
“Let us �nterrupt the romance,” sa�d he.
H�s fel�ne eye had just descr�ed, �n the recess of a carr�age door,

what �s called �n pa�nt�ng, an ensemble, that �s to say, a person and a
th�ng; the th�ng was a hand-cart, the person was a man from
Auvergene who was sleep�ng there�n.

The shafts of the cart rested on the pavement, and the
Auvergnat’s head was supported aga�nst the front of the cart. H�s
body was co�led up on th�s �ncl�ned plane and h�s feet touched the
ground.

Gavroche, w�th h�s exper�ence of the th�ngs of th�s world,
recogn�zed a drunken man. He was some corner errand-man who
had drunk too much and was sleep�ng too much.

“There now,” thought Gavroche, “that’s what the summer n�ghts
are good for. We’ll take the cart for the Republ�c, and leave the
Auvergnat for the Monarchy.”

H�s m�nd had just been �llum�nated by th�s flash of l�ght:—
“How bully that cart would look on our barr�cade!”



The Auvergnat was snor�ng.
Gavroche gently tugged at the cart from beh�nd, and at the

Auvergnat from the front, that �s to say, by the feet, and at the
exp�rat�on of another m�nute the �mperturbable Auvergnat was
repos�ng flat on the pavement.

The cart was free.
Gavroche, hab�tuated to fac�ng the unexpected �n all quarters, had

everyth�ng about h�m. He fumbled �n one of h�s pockets, and pulled
from �t a scrap of paper and a b�t of red penc�l f�lched from some
carpenter.

He wrote:—
“French Republic.”
“Received thy cart.”

And he signed it:  “GAVROCHE.”

That done, he put the paper �n the pocket of the st�ll snor�ng
Auvergnat’s velvet vest, se�zed the cart shafts �n both hands, and set
off �n the d�rect�on of the Halles, push�ng the cart before h�m at a
hard gallop w�th a glor�ous and tr�umphant uproar.

Th�s was per�lous. There was a post at the Royal Pr�nt�ng
Establ�shment. Gavroche d�d not th�nk of th�s. Th�s post was
occup�ed by the Nat�onal Guards of the suburbs. The squad began
to wake up, and heads were ra�sed from camp beds. Two street
lanterns broken �n success�on, that d�tty sung at the top of the lungs.
Th�s was a great deal for those cowardly streets, wh�ch des�re to go
to sleep at sunset, and wh�ch put the ext�ngu�sher on the�r candles at
such an early hour. For the last hour, that boy had been creat�ng an
uproar �n that peaceable arrond�ssement, the uproar of a fly �n a
bottle. The sergeant of the banl�eue lent an ear. He wa�ted. He was a
prudent man.

The mad rattle of the cart, f�lled to overflow�ng the poss�ble
measure of wa�t�ng, and dec�ded the sergeant to make a
reconna�sance.

“There’s a whole band of them there!” sa�d he, “let us proceed
gently.”



It was clear that the hydra of anarchy had emerged from �ts box
and that �t was stalk�ng abroad through the quarter.

And the sergeant ventured out of the post w�th caut�ous tread.
All at once, Gavroche, push�ng h�s cart �n front of h�m, and at the

very moment when he was about to turn �nto the Rue des V�e�lles-
Haudr�ettes, found h�mself face to face w�th a un�form, a shako, a
plume, and a gun.

For the second t�me, he stopped short.
“Hullo,” sa�d he, “�t’s h�m. Good day, publ�c order.”
Gavroche’s amazement was always br�ef and speed�ly thawed.
“Where are you go�ng, you rascal?” shouted the sergeant.
“C�t�zen,” retorted Gavroche, “I haven’t called you ‘bourgeo�s’ yet.

Why do you �nsult me?”
“Where are you go�ng, you rogue?”
“Mons�eur,” retorted Gavroche, “perhaps you were a man of w�t

yesterday, but you have degenerated th�s morn�ng.”
“I ask you where are you go�ng, you v�lla�n?”
Gavroche repl�ed:—
“You speak prett�ly. Really, no one would suppose you as old as

you are. You ought to sell all your ha�r at a hundred francs ap�ece.
That would y�eld you f�ve hundred francs.”

“Where are you go�ng? Where are you go�ng? Where are you
go�ng, band�t?”

Gavroche retorted aga�n:—
“What v�lla�nous words! You must w�pe your mouth better the f�rst

t�me that they g�ve you suck.”
The sergeant lowered h�s bayonet.
“W�ll you tell me where you are go�ng, you wretch?”
“General,” sa�d Gavroche “I’m on my way to look for a doctor for

my w�fe who �s �n labor.”
“To arms!” shouted the sergeant.
The master-stroke of strong men cons�sts �n sav�ng themselves by

the very means that have ru�ned them; Gavroche took �n the whole



s�tuat�on at a glance. It was the cart wh�ch had told aga�nst h�m, �t
was the cart’s place to protect h�m.

At the moment when the sergeant was on the po�nt of mak�ng h�s
descent on Gavroche, the cart, converted �nto a project�le and
launched w�th all the latter’s m�ght, rolled down upon h�m fur�ously,
and the sergeant, struck full �n the stomach, tumbled over backwards
�nto the gutter wh�le h�s gun went off �n the a�r.

The men of the post had rushed out pell-mell at the sergeant’s
shout; the shot brought on a general random d�scharge, after wh�ch
they reloaded the�r weapons and began aga�n.

Th�s bl�nd-man’s-buff musketry lasted for a quarter of an hour and
k�lled several panes of glass.

In the meanwh�le, Gavroche, who had retraced h�s steps at full
speed, halted f�ve or s�x streets d�stant and seated h�mself, pant�ng,
on the stone post wh�ch forms the corner of the Enfants-Rouges.

He l�stened.
After pant�ng for a few m�nutes, he turned �n the d�rect�on where

the fus�llade was rag�ng, l�fted h�s left hand to a level w�th h�s nose
and thrust �t forward three t�mes, as he slapped the back of h�s head
w�th h�s r�ght hand; an �mper�ous gesture �n wh�ch Par�s�an street-
urch�ndom has condensed French �rony, and wh�ch �s ev�dently
eff�cac�ous, s�nce �t has already lasted half a century.

Th�s gayety was troubled by one b�tter reflect�on.
“Yes,” sa�d he, “I’m spl�tt�ng w�th laughter, I’m tw�st�ng w�th del�ght, I

abound �n joy, but I’m los�ng my way, I shall have to take a
roundabout way. If I only reach the barr�cade �n season!”

Thereupon he set out aga�n on a run.
And as he ran:—
“Ah, by the way, where was I?” sa�d he.
And he resumed h�s d�tty, as he plunged rap�dly through the

streets, and th�s �s what d�ed away �n the gloom:—
“Mais il reste encore des bastilles,
Et je vais mettre le holà
Dans l’ordre public que voilà.
Où vont les belles filles,
Lon la.



“Quelqu’un veut-il jouer aux quilles?
Tout l’ancien monde s‘écroula
Quand la grosse boule roula.
Où vont les belles filles,
Lon la.

“Vieux bon peuple, à coups de béquilles,
Cassons ce Louvre où s‘étala
La monarchie en falbala.
Où vont les belles filles,
Lon la.

“Nous en avons forcé les grilles,
Le roi Charles-Dix ce jour-là,
Tenait mal et se décolla.
Où vont les belles filles,
Lon la."57

The post’s recourse to arms was not w�thout result. The cart was
conquered, the drunken man was taken pr�soner. The f�rst was put �n
the pound, the second was later on somewhat harassed before the
counc�ls of war as an accompl�ce. The publ�c m�n�stry of the day
proved �ts �ndefat�gable zeal �n the defence of soc�ety, �n th�s
�nstance.

Gavroche’s adventure, wh�ch has l�ngered as a trad�t�on �n the
quarters of the Temple, �s one of the most terr�ble souven�rs of the
elderly bourgeo�s of the Mara�s, and �s ent�tled �n the�r memor�es:
“The nocturnal attack by the post of the Royal Pr�nt�ng
Establ�shment.”

[THE END OF VOLUME IV “SAINT DENIS”]
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BOOK FIRST—THE WAR BETWEEN
FOUR WALLS



CHAPTER I—THE CHARYBDIS OF
THE FAUBOURG SAINT ANTOINE AND
THE SCYLLA OF THE FAUBOURG DU

TEMPLE
The two most memorable barr�cades wh�ch the observer of soc�al

malad�es can name do not belong to the per�od �n wh�ch the act�on of
th�s work �s la�d. These two barr�cades, both of them symbols, under
two d�fferent aspects, of a redoubtable s�tuat�on, sprang from the
earth at the t�me of the fatal �nsurrect�on of June, 1848, the greatest
war of the streets that h�story has ever beheld.

It somet�mes happens that, even contrary to pr�nc�ples, even
contrary to l�berty, equal�ty, and fratern�ty, even contrary to the
un�versal vote, even contrary to the government, by all for all, from
the depths of �ts angu�sh, of �ts d�scouragements and �ts dest�tut�ons,
of �ts fevers, of �ts d�stresses, of �ts m�asmas, of �ts �gnorances, of �ts
darkness, that great and despa�r�ng body, the rabble, protests
aga�nst, and that the populace wages battle aga�nst, the people.

Beggars attack the common r�ght; the ochlocracy r�ses aga�nst
demos.

These are melancholy days; for there �s always a certa�n amount
of n�ght even �n th�s madness, there �s su�c�de �n th�s duel, and those
words wh�ch are �ntended to be �nsults—beggars, cana�lle,
ochlocracy, populace—exh�b�t, alas! rather the fault of those who
re�gn than the fault of those who suffer; rather the fault of the
pr�v�leged than the fault of the d�s�nher�ted.

For our own part, we never pronounce those words w�thout pa�n
and w�thout respect, for when ph�losophy fathoms the facts to wh�ch



they correspond, �t often f�nds many a grandeur bes�de these
m�ser�es. Athens was an ochlocracy; the beggars were the mak�ng of
Holland; the populace saved Rome more than once; and the rabble
followed Jesus Chr�st.

There �s no th�nker who has not at t�mes contemplated the
magn�f�cences of the lower classes.

It was of th�s rabble that Sa�nt Jerome was th�nk�ng, no doubt, and
of all these poor people and all these vagabonds and all these
m�serable people whence sprang the apostles and the martyrs, when
he uttered th�s myster�ous say�ng: “Fex urb�s, lex orb�s,”—the dregs
of the c�ty, the law of the earth.

The exasperat�ons of th�s crowd wh�ch suffers and bleeds, �ts
v�olences contrary to all sense, d�rected aga�nst the pr�nc�ples wh�ch
are �ts l�fe, �ts masterful deeds aga�nst the r�ght, are �ts popular coups
d‘état and should be repressed. The man of prob�ty sacr�f�ces
h�mself, and out of h�s very love for th�s crowd, he combats �t. But
how excusable he feels �t even wh�le hold�ng out aga�nst �t! How he
venerates �t even wh�le res�st�ng �t! Th�s �s one of those rare
moments when, wh�le do�ng that wh�ch �t �s one’s duty to do, one
feels someth�ng wh�ch d�sconcerts one, and wh�ch would d�ssuade
one from proceed�ng further; one pers�sts, �t �s necessary, but
consc�ence, though sat�sf�ed, �s sad, and the accompl�shment of duty
�s compl�cated w�th a pa�n at the heart.

June, 1848, let us hasten to say, was an except�onal fact, and
almost �mposs�ble of class�f�cat�on, �n the ph�losophy of h�story. All
the words wh�ch we have just uttered, must be d�scarded, when �t
becomes a quest�on of th�s extraord�nary revolt, �n wh�ch one feels
the holy anx�ety of to�l cla�m�ng �ts r�ghts. It was necessary to combat
�t, and th�s was a duty, for �t attacked the republ�c. But what was
June, 1848, at bottom? A revolt of the people aga�nst �tself.

Where the subject �s not lost s�ght of, there �s no d�gress�on; may
we, then, be perm�tted to arrest the reader’s attent�on for a moment
on the two absolutely un�que barr�cades of wh�ch we have just
spoken and wh�ch character�zed th�s �nsurrect�on.

One blocked the entrance to the Faubourg Sa�nt Anto�ne; the other
defended the approach to the Faubourg du Temple; those before



whom these two fearful masterp�eces of c�v�l war reared themselves
beneath the br�ll�ant blue sky of June, w�ll never forget them.

The Sa�nt-Anto�ne barr�cade was tremendous; �t was three stor�es
h�gh, and seven hundred feet w�de. It barred the vast open�ng of the
faubourg, that �s to say, three streets, from angle to angle; rav�ned,
jagged, cut up, d�v�ded, crenelated, w�th an �mmense rent, buttressed
w�th p�les that were bast�ons �n themselves throw�ng out capes here
and there, powerfully backed up by two great promontor�es of
houses of the faubourg, �t reared �tself l�ke a cyclopean d�ke at the
end of the form�dable place wh�ch had seen the 14th of July.
N�neteen barr�cades were ranged, one beh�nd the other, �n the
depths of the streets beh�nd th�s pr�nc�pal barr�cade. At the very s�ght
of �t, one felt the agon�z�ng suffer�ng �n the �mmense faubourg, wh�ch
had reached that po�nt of extrem�ty when a d�stress may become a
catastrophe. Of what was that barr�cade made? Of the ru�ns of three
s�x-story houses demol�shed expressly, sa�d some. Of the prod�gy of
all wraths, sa�d others. It wore the lamentable aspect of all
construct�ons of hatred, ru�n. It m�ght be asked: Who bu�lt th�s? It
m�ght also be sa�d: Who destroyed th�s? It was the �mprov�sat�on of
the ebull�t�on. Hold! take th�s door! th�s grat�ng! th�s penthouse! th�s
ch�mney-p�ece! th�s broken braz�er! th�s cracked pot! G�ve all! cast
away all! Push th�s roll, d�g, d�smantle, overturn, ru�n everyth�ng! It
was the collaborat�on of the pavement, the block of stone, the beam,
the bar of �ron, the rag, the scrap, the broken pane, the unseated
cha�r, the cabbage-stalk, the tatter, the rag, and the maled�ct�on. It
was grand and �t was petty. It was the abyss parod�ed on the publ�c
place by hubbub. The mass bes�de the atom; the str�p of ru�ned wall
and the broken bowl,—threaten�ng fratern�zat�on of every sort of
rubb�sh. S�syphus had thrown h�s rock there and Job h�s potsherd.
Terr�ble, �n short. It was the acropol�s of the barefooted. Overturned
carts broke the un�form�ty of the slope; an �mmense dray was spread
out there crossways, �ts axle po�nt�ng heavenward, and seemed a
scar on that tumultuous façade; an omn�bus ho�sted gayly, by ma�n
force, to the very summ�t of the heap, as though the arch�tects of th�s
b�t of savagery had w�shed to add a touch of the street urch�n humor
to the�r terror, presented �ts horseless, unharnessed pole to no one
knows what horses of the a�r. Th�s g�gant�c heap, the alluv�um of the



revolt, f�gured to the m�nd an Ossa on Pel�on of all revolut�ons; ’93 on
’89, the 9th of Therm�dor on the 10th of August, the 18th of Bruma�re
on the 11th of January, Vendem�a�re on Pra�r�al, 1848 on 1830. The
s�tuat�on deserved the trouble and th�s barr�cade was worthy to f�gure
on the very spot whence the Bast�lle had d�sappeared. If the ocean
made d�kes, �t �s thus that �t would bu�ld. The fury of the flood was
stamped upon th�s shapeless mass. What flood? The crowd. One
thought one beheld hubbub petr�f�ed. One thought one heard
humm�ng above th�s barr�cade as though there had been over the�r
h�ve, enormous, dark bees of v�olent progress. Was �t a th�cket? Was
�t a bacchanal�a? Was �t a fortress? Vert�go seemed to have
constructed �t w�th blows of �ts w�ngs. There was someth�ng of the
cesspool �n that redoubt and someth�ng Olymp�an �n that confus�on.
One there beheld �n a pell-mell full of despa�r, the rafters of roofs,
b�ts of garret w�ndows w�th the�r f�gured paper, w�ndow sashes w�th
the�r glass planted there �n the ru�ns awa�t�ng the cannon, wrecks of
ch�mneys, cupboards, tables, benches, howl�ng topsyturveydom, and
those thousand poverty-str�cken th�ngs, the very refuse of the
mend�cant, wh�ch conta�n at the same t�me fury and noth�ngness.
One would have sa�d that �t was the tatters of a people, rags of
wood, of �ron, of bronze, of stone, and that the Faubourg Sa�nt
Anto�ne had thrust �t there at �ts door, w�th a colossal flour�sh of the
broom mak�ng of �ts m�sery �ts barr�cade. Blocks resembl�ng
headsman’s blocks, d�slocated cha�ns, p�eces of woodwork w�th
brackets hav�ng the form of g�bbets, hor�zontal wheels project�ng
from the rubb�sh, amalgamated w�th th�s ed�f�ce of anarchy the
sombre f�gure of the old tortures endured by the people. The
barr�cade Sa�nt Anto�ne converted everyth�ng �nto a weapon;
everyth�ng that c�v�l war could throw at the head of soc�ety
proceeded thence; �t was not combat, �t was a paroxysm; the
carb�nes wh�ch defended th�s redoubt, among wh�ch there were
some blunderbusses, sent b�ts of earthenware bones, coat-buttons,
even the casters from n�ght-stands, dangerous project�les on
account of the brass. Th�s barr�cade was fur�ous; �t hurled to the
clouds an �nexpress�ble clamor; at certa�n moments, when provok�ng
the army, �t was covered w�th throngs and tempest; a tumultuous
crowd of flam�ng heads crowned �t; a swarm f�lled �t; �t had a thorny



crest of guns, of sabres, of cudgels, of axes, of p�kes and of
bayonets; a vast red flag flapped �n the w�nd; shouts of command,
songs of attack, the roll of drums, the sobs of women and bursts of
gloomy laughter from the starv�ng were to be heard there. It was
huge and l�v�ng, and, l�ke the back of an electr�c beast, there
proceeded from �t l�ttle flashes of l�ghtn�ng. The sp�r�t of revolut�on
covered w�th �ts cloud th�s summ�t where rumbled that vo�ce of the
people wh�ch resembles the vo�ce of God; a strange majesty was
em�tted by th�s t�tan�c basket of rubb�sh. It was a heap of f�lth and �t
was S�na�.

As we have sa�d prev�ously, �t attacked �n the name of the
revolut�on—what? The revolut�on. It—that barr�cade, chance, hazard,
d�sorder, terror, m�sunderstand�ng, the unknown—had fac�ng �t the
Const�tuent Assembly, the sovere�gnty of the people, un�versal
suffrage, the nat�on, the republ�c; and �t was the Carmagnole b�dd�ng
def�ance to the Marse�lla�se.

Immense but hero�c def�ance, for the old faubourg �s a hero.
The faubourg and �ts redoubt lent each other ass�stance. The

faubourg shouldered the redoubt, the redoubt took �ts stand under
cover of the faubourg. The vast barr�cade spread out l�ke a cl�ff
aga�nst wh�ch the strategy of the Afr�can generals dashed �tself. Its
caverns, �ts excrescences, �ts warts, �ts g�bbos�t�es, gr�maced, so to
speak, and gr�nned beneath the smoke. The m�tra�lle van�shed �n
shapelessness; the bombs plunged �nto �t; bullets only succeeded �n
mak�ng holes �n �t; what was the use of cannonad�ng chaos? and the
reg�ments, accustomed to the f�ercest v�s�ons of war, gazed w�th
uneasy eyes on that spec�es of redoubt, a w�ld beast �n �ts boar-l�ke
br�stl�ng and a mounta�n by �ts enormous s�ze.

A quarter of a league away, from the corner of the Rue du Temple
wh�ch debouches on the boulevard near the Château-d’Eau, �f one
thrust one’s head bod�ly beyond the po�nt formed by the front of the
Dallemagne shop, one perce�ved �n the d�stance, beyond the canal,
�n the street wh�ch mounts the slopes of Bellev�lle at the culm�nat�ng
po�nt of the r�se, a strange wall reach�ng to the second story of the
house fronts, a sort of hyphen between the houses on the r�ght and
the houses on the left, as though the street had folded back on �tself



�ts loft�est wall �n order to close �tself abruptly. Th�s wall was bu�lt of
pav�ng-stones. It was stra�ght, correct, cold, perpend�cular, levelled
w�th the square, la�d out by rule and l�ne. Cement was lack�ng, of
course, but, as �n the case of certa�n Roman walls, w�thout �nterfer�ng
w�th �ts r�g�d arch�tecture. The entablature was mathemat�cally
parallel w�th the base. From d�stance to d�stance, one could
d�st�ngu�sh on the gray surface, almost �nv�s�ble loopholes wh�ch
resembled black threads. These loopholes were separated from
each other by equal spaces. The street was deserted as far as the
eye could reach. All w�ndows and doors were closed. In the
background rose th�s barr�er, wh�ch made a bl�nd thoroughfare of the
street, a mot�onless and tranqu�l wall; no one was v�s�ble, noth�ng
was aud�ble; not a cry, not a sound, not a breath. A sepulchre.

The dazzl�ng sun of June �nundated th�s terr�ble th�ng w�th l�ght.
It was the barr�cade of the Faubourg of the Temple.
As soon as one arr�ved on the spot, and caught s�ght of �t, �t was

�mposs�ble, even for the boldest, not to become thoughtful before
th�s myster�ous appar�t�on. It was adjusted, jo�nted, �mbr�cated,
rect�l�near, symmetr�cal and funereal. Sc�ence and gloom met there.
One felt that the ch�ef of th�s barr�cade was a geometr�c�an or a
spectre. One looked at �t and spoke low.

From t�me to t�me, �f some sold�er, an off�cer or representat�ve of
the people, chanced to traverse the deserted h�ghway, a fa�nt, sharp
wh�stle was heard, and the passer-by fell dead or wounded, or, �f he
escaped the bullet, somet�mes a b�scaïen was seen to ensconce
�tself �n some closed shutter, �n the �nterst�ce between two blocks of
stone, or �n the plaster of a wall. For the men �n the barr�cade had
made themselves two small cannons out of two cast-�ron lengths of
gas-p�pe, plugged up at one end w�th tow and f�re-clay. There was no
waste of useless powder. Nearly every shot told. There were corpses
here and there, and pools of blood on the pavement. I remember a
wh�te butterfly wh�ch went and came �n the street. Summer does not
abd�cate.

In the ne�ghborhood, the spaces beneath the portes-cochères
were encumbered w�th wounded.



One felt oneself a�med at by some person whom one d�d not see,
and one understood that guns were levelled at the whole length of
the street.

Massed beh�nd the sort of slop�ng r�dge wh�ch the vaulted canal
forms at the entrance to the Faubourg du Temple, the sold�ers of the
attack�ng column, gravely and thoughtfully, watched th�s d�smal
redoubt, th�s �mmob�l�ty, th�s pass�v�ty, whence sprang death. Some
crawled flat on the�r faces as far as the crest of the curve of the
br�dge, tak�ng care that the�r shakos d�d not project beyond �t.

The val�ant Colonel Monteynard adm�red th�s barr�cade w�th a
shudder.—“How that �s bu�lt!” he sa�d to a Representat�ve. “Not one
pav�ng-stone projects beyond �ts ne�ghbor. It �s made of porcela�n.”—
At that moment, a bullet broke the cross on h�s breast, and he fell.

“The cowards!” people sa�d. “Let them show themselves. Let us
see them! They dare not! They are h�d�ng!”

The barr�cade of the Faubourg du Temple, defended by e�ghty
men, attacked by ten thousand, held out for three days. On the
fourth, they d�d as at Zaatcha, as at Constant�ne, they p�erced the
houses, they came over the roofs, the barr�cade was taken. Not one
of the e�ghty cowards thought of fl�ght, all were k�lled there w�th the
except�on of the leader, Barthélemy, of whom we shall speak
presently.

The Sa�nt-Anto�ne barr�cade was the tumult of thunders; the
barr�cade of the Temple was s�lence. The d�fference between these
two redoubts was the d�fference between the form�dable and the
s�n�ster. One seemed a maw; the other a mask.

Adm�tt�ng that the g�gant�c and gloomy �nsurrect�on of June was
composed of a wrath and of an en�gma, one d�v�ned �n the f�rst
barr�cade the dragon, and beh�nd the second the sph�nx.

These two fortresses had been erected by two men named, the
one, Cournet, the other, Barthélemy. Cournet made the Sa�nt-
Anto�ne barr�cade; Barthélemy the barr�cade of the Temple. Each
was the �mage of the man who had bu�lt �t.

Cournet was a man of lofty stature; he had broad shoulders, a red
face, a crush�ng f�st, a bold heart, a loyal soul, a s�ncere and terr�ble



eye. Intrep�d, energet�c, �rasc�ble, stormy; the most cord�al of men,
the most form�dable of combatants. War, str�fe, confl�ct, were the
very a�r he breathed and put h�m �n a good humor. He had been an
off�cer �n the navy, and, from h�s gestures and h�s vo�ce, one d�v�ned
that he sprang from the ocean, and that he came from the tempest;
he carr�ed the hurr�cane on �nto battle. W�th the except�on of the
gen�us, there was �n Cournet someth�ng of Danton, as, w�th the
except�on of the d�v�n�ty, there was �n Danton someth�ng of Hercules.

Barthélemy, th�n, feeble, pale, tac�turn, was a sort of trag�c street
urch�n, who, hav�ng had h�s ears boxed by a pol�ceman, lay �n wa�t
for h�m, and k�lled h�m, and at seventeen was sent to the galleys. He
came out and made th�s barr�cade.

Later on, fatal c�rcumstance, �n London, proscr�bed by all,
Barthélemy slew Cournet. It was a funereal duel. Some t�me
afterwards, caught �n the gear�ng of one of those myster�ous
adventures �n wh�ch pass�on plays a part, a catastrophe �n wh�ch
French just�ce sees extenuat�ng c�rcumstances, and �n wh�ch Engl�sh
just�ce sees only death, Barthélemy was hanged. The sombre soc�al
construct�on �s so made that, thanks to mater�al dest�tut�on, thanks to
moral obscur�ty, that unhappy be�ng who possessed an �ntell�gence,
certa�nly f�rm, poss�bly great, began �n France w�th the galleys, and
ended �n England w�th the gallows. Barthélemy, on occas�on, flew
but one flag, the black flag.



CHAPTER II—WHAT IS TO BE DONE
IN THE ABYSS IF ONE DOES NOT

CONVERSE
S�xteen years count �n the subterranean educat�on of �nsurrect�on,

and June, 1848, knew a great deal more about �t than June, 1832.
So the barr�cade of the Rue de la Chanvrer�e was only an outl�ne,
and an embryo compared to the two colossal barr�cades wh�ch we
have just sketched; but �t was form�dable for that epoch.

The �nsurgents under the eye of Enjolras, for Mar�us no longer
looked after anyth�ng, had made good use of the n�ght. The
barr�cade had been not only repa�red, but augmented. They had
ra�sed �t two feet. Bars of �ron planted �n the pavement resembled
lances �n rest. All sorts of rubb�sh brought and added from all
d�rect�ons compl�cated the external confus�on. The redoubt had been
cleverly made over, �nto a wall on the �ns�de and a th�cket on the
outs�de.

The sta�rcase of pav�ng-stones wh�ch perm�tted one to mount �t
l�ke the wall of a c�tadel had been reconstructed.

The barr�cade had been put �n order, the tap-room d�sencumbered,
the k�tchen appropr�ated for the ambulance, the dress�ng of the
wounded completed, the powder scattered on the ground and on the
tables had been gathered up, bullets run, cartr�dges manufactured,
l�nt scraped, the fallen weapons re-d�str�buted, the �nter�or of the
redoubt cleaned, the rubb�sh swept up, corpses removed.

They la�d the dead �n a heap �n the Mondétour lane, of wh�ch they
were st�ll the masters. The pavement was red for a long t�me at that
spot. Among the dead there were four Nat�onal Guardsmen of the
suburbs. Enjolras had the�r un�forms la�d as�de.



Enjolras had adv�sed two hours of sleep. Adv�ce from Enjolras was
a command. St�ll, only three or four took advantage of �t.

Feu�lly employed these two hours �n engrav�ng th�s �nscr�pt�on on
the wall wh�ch faced the tavern:—
LONG LIVE THE PEOPLES!

These four words, hollowed out �n the rough stone w�th a na�l,
could be st�ll read on the wall �n 1848.

The three women had prof�ted by the resp�te of the n�ght to van�sh
def�n�tely; wh�ch allowed the �nsurgents to breathe more freely.

They had found means of tak�ng refuge �n some ne�ghbor�ng
house.

The greater part of the wounded were able, and w�shed, to f�ght
st�ll. On a l�tter of mattresses and trusses of straw �n the k�tchen,
wh�ch had been converted �nto an ambulance, there were f�ve men
gravely wounded, two of whom were mun�c�pal guardsmen. The
mun�c�pal guardsmen were attended to f�rst.

In the tap-room there rema�ned only Mabeuf under h�s black cloth
and Javert bound to h�s post.

“Th�s �s the hall of the dead,” sa�d Enjolras.
In the �nter�or of th�s hall, barely l�ghted by a candle at one end, the

mortuary table be�ng beh�nd the post l�ke a hor�zontal bar, a sort of
vast, vague cross resulted from Javert erect and Mabeuf ly�ng prone.

The pole of the omn�bus, although snapped off by the fus�llade,
was st�ll suff�c�ently upr�ght to adm�t of the�r fasten�ng the flag to �t.

Enjolras, who possessed that qual�ty of a leader, of always do�ng
what he sa�d, attached to th�s staff the bullet-r�dden and bloody coat
of the old man’s.

No repast had been poss�ble. There was ne�ther bread nor meat.
The f�fty men �n the barr�cade had speed�ly exhausted the scanty
prov�s�ons of the w�ne-shop dur�ng the s�xteen hours wh�ch they had
passed there. At a g�ven moment, every barr�cade �nev�tably
becomes the raft of la Méduse. They were obl�ged to res�gn
themselves to hunger. They had then reached the f�rst hours of that
Spartan day of the 6th of June when, �n the barr�cade Sa�nt-Merry,
Jeanne, surrounded by the �nsurgents who demanded bread, repl�ed



to all combatants cry�ng: “Someth�ng to eat!” w�th: “Why? It �s three
o’clock; at four we shall be dead.”

As they could no longer eat, Enjolras forbade them to dr�nk. He
�nterd�cted w�ne, and port�oned out the brandy.

They had found �n the cellar f�fteen full bottles hermet�cally sealed.
Enjolras and Combeferre exam�ned them. Combeferre when he
came up aga�n sa�d:—“It’s the old stock of Father Hucheloup, who
began bus�ness as a grocer.”—“It must be real w�ne,” observed
Bossuet. “It’s lucky that Granta�re �s asleep. If he were on foot, there
would be a good deal of d�ff�culty �n sav�ng those bottles.”—Enjolras,
�n sp�te of all murmurs, placed h�s veto on the f�fteen bottles, and, �n
order that no one m�ght touch them, he had them placed under the
table on wh�ch Father Mabeuf was ly�ng.

About two o’clock �n the morn�ng, they reckoned up the�r strength.
There were st�ll th�rty-seven of them.

The day began to dawn. The torch, wh�ch had been replaced �n �ts
cav�ty �n the pavement, had just been ext�ngu�shed. The �nter�or of
the barr�cade, that spec�es of t�ny courtyard appropr�ated from the
street, was bathed �n shadows, and resembled, athwart the vague,
tw�l�ght horror, the deck of a d�sabled sh�p. The combatants, as they
went and came, moved about there l�ke black forms. Above that
terr�ble nest�ng-place of gloom the stor�es of the mute houses were
l�v�dly outl�ned; at the very top, the ch�mneys stood palely out. The
sky was of that charm�ng, undec�ded hue, wh�ch may be wh�te and
may be blue. B�rds flew about �n �t w�th cr�es of joy. The lofty house
wh�ch formed the back of the barr�cade, be�ng turned to the East,
had upon �ts roof a rosy reflect�on. The morn�ng breeze ruffled the
gray ha�r on the head of the dead man at the th�rd-story w�ndow.

“I am del�ghted that the torch has been ext�ngu�shed,” sa�d
Courfeyrac to Feu�lly. “That torch fl�cker�ng �n the w�nd annoyed me.
It had the appearance of be�ng afra�d. The l�ght of torches resembles
the w�sdom of cowards; �t g�ves a bad l�ght because �t trembles.”

Dawn awakens m�nds as �t does the b�rds; all began to talk.
Joly, perce�v�ng a cat prowl�ng on a gutter, extracted ph�losophy

from �t.



“What �s the cat?” he excla�med. “It �s a correct�ve. The good God,
hav�ng made the mouse, sa�d: ‘Hullo! I have comm�tted a blunder.’
And so he made the cat. The cat �s the erratum of the mouse. The
mouse, plus the cat, �s the proof of creat�on rev�sed and corrected.”

Combeferre, surrounded by students and art�sans, was speak�ng
of the dead, of Jean Prouva�re, of Bahorel, of Mabeuf, and even of
Cabuc, and of Enjolras’ sad sever�ty. He sa�d:—

“Harmod�us and Ar�stog�ton, Brutus, Chereas, Stephanus,
Cromwell, Charlotte Corday, Sand, have all had the�r moment of
agony when �t was too late. Our hearts qu�ver so, and human l�fe �s
such a mystery that, even �n the case of a c�v�c murder, even �n a
murder for l�berat�on, �f there be such a th�ng, the remorse for hav�ng
struck a man surpasses the joy of hav�ng served the human race.”

And, such are the w�nd�ngs of the exchange of speech, that, a
moment later, by a trans�t�on brought about through Jean Prouva�re’s
verses, Combeferre was compar�ng the translators of the Georg�cs,
Raux w�th Cournand, Cournand w�th Del�lle, po�nt�ng out the
passages translated by Malf�lâtre, part�cularly the prod�g�es of
Cæsar’s death; and at that word, Cæsar, the conversat�on reverted
to Brutus.

“Cæsar,” sa�d Combeferre, “fell justly. C�cero was severe towards
Cæsar, and he was r�ght. That sever�ty �s not d�atr�be. When Zoïlus
�nsults Homer, when Mæv�us �nsults V�rg�l, when V�sé �nsults Mol�ère,
when Pope �nsults Shakspeare, when Freder�c �nsults Volta�re, �t �s
an old law of envy and hatred wh�ch �s be�ng carr�ed out; gen�us
attracts �nsult, great men are always more or less barked at. But
Zoïlus and C�cero are two d�fferent persons. C�cero �s an arb�ter �n
thought, just as Brutus �s an arb�ter by the sword. For my own part, I
blame that last just�ce, the blade; but, ant�qu�ty adm�tted �t. Cæsar,
the v�olator of the Rub�con, conferr�ng, as though they came from
h�m, the d�gn�t�es wh�ch emanated from the people, not r�s�ng at the
entrance of the senate, comm�tted the acts of a k�ng and almost of a
tyrant, reg�a ac pene tyrann�ca. He was a great man; so much the
worse, or so much the better; the lesson �s but the more exalted. H�s
twenty-three wounds touch me less than the sp�tt�ng �n the face of



Jesus Chr�st. Cæsar �s stabbed by the senators; Chr�st �s cuffed by
lackeys. One feels the God through the greater outrage.”

Bossuet, who towered above the �nterlocutors from the summ�t of
a heap of pav�ng-stones, excla�med, r�fle �n hand:—

“Oh Cydathenæum, Oh Myrrh�nus, Oh Probal�nthus, Oh graces of
the Æant�des! Oh! Who w�ll grant me to pronounce the verses of
Homer l�ke a Greek of Laur�um or of Edapteon?”



CHAPTER III—LIGHT AND SHADOW
Enjolras had been to make a reconna�ssance. He had made h�s

way out through Mondétour lane, gl�d�ng along close to the houses.
The �nsurgents, we w�ll remark, were full of hope. The manner �n

wh�ch they had repulsed the attack of the preced�ng n�ght had
caused them to almost d�sda�n �n advance the attack at dawn. They
wa�ted for �t w�th a sm�le. They had no more doubt as to the�r
success than as to the�r cause. Moreover, succor was, ev�dently, on
the way to them. They reckoned on �t. W�th that fac�l�ty of tr�umphant
prophecy wh�ch �s one of the sources of strength �n the French
combatant, they d�v�ded the day wh�ch was at hand �nto three d�st�nct
phases. At s�x o’clock �n the morn�ng a reg�ment “wh�ch had been
labored w�th,” would turn; at noon, the �nsurrect�on of all Par�s; at
sunset, revolut�on.

They heard the alarm bell of Sa�nt-Merry, wh�ch had not been
s�lent for an �nstant s�nce the n�ght before; a proof that the other
barr�cade, the great one, Jeanne’s, st�ll held out.

All these hopes were exchanged between the d�fferent groups �n a
sort of gay and form�dable wh�sper wh�ch resembled the warl�ke hum
of a h�ve of bees.

Enjolras reappeared. He returned from h�s sombre eagle fl�ght �nto
outer darkness. He l�stened for a moment to all th�s joy w�th folded
arms, and one hand on h�s mouth. Then, fresh and rosy �n the
grow�ng wh�teness of the dawn, he sa�d:

“The whole army of Par�s �s to str�ke. A th�rd of the army �s bear�ng
down upon the barr�cades �n wh�ch you now are. There �s the
Nat�onal Guard �n add�t�on. I have p�cked out the shakos of the f�fth
of the l�ne, and the standard-bearers of the s�xth leg�on. In one hour
you w�ll be attacked. As for the populace, �t was seeth�ng yesterday,
to-day �t �s not st�rr�ng. There �s noth�ng to expect; noth�ng to hope



for. Ne�ther from a faubourg nor from a reg�ment. You are
abandoned.”

These words fell upon the buzz�ng of the groups, and produced on
them the effect caused on a swarm of bees by the f�rst drops of a
storm. A moment of �ndescr�bable s�lence ensued, �n wh�ch death
m�ght have been heard fl�tt�ng by.

Th�s moment was br�ef.
A vo�ce from the obscurest depths of the groups shouted to

Enjolras:
“So be �t. Let us ra�se the barr�cade to a he�ght of twenty feet, and

let us all rema�n �n �t. C�t�zens, let us offer the protests of corpses. Let
us show that, �f the people abandon the republ�cans, the republ�cans
do not abandon the people.”

These words freed the thought of all from the pa�nful cloud of
�nd�v�dual anx�et�es. It was ha�led w�th an enthus�ast�c acclamat�on.

No one ever has known the name of the man who spoke thus; he
was some unknown blouse-wearer, a stranger, a man forgotten, a
pass�ng hero, that great anonymous, always m�ngled �n human
cr�ses and �n soc�al geneses who, at a g�ven moment, utters �n a
supreme fash�on the dec�s�ve word, and who van�shes �nto the
shadows after hav�ng represented for a m�nute, �n a l�ghtn�ng flash,
the people and God.

Th�s �nexorable resolut�on so thoroughly �mpregnated the a�r of the
6th of June, 1832, that, almost at the very same hour, on the
barr�cade Sa�nt-Merry, the �nsurgents were ra�s�ng that clamor wh�ch
has become a matter of h�story and wh�ch has been cons�gned to the
documents �n the case:—“What matters �t whether they come to our
ass�stance or not? Let us get ourselves k�lled here, to the very last
man.”

As the reader sees, the two barr�cades, though mater�ally �solated,
were �n commun�cat�on w�th each other.



CHAPTER IV—MINUS FIVE, PLUS
ONE

After the man who decreed the “protest of corpses” had spoken,
and had g�ven th�s formula of the�r common soul, there �ssued from
all mouths a strangely sat�sf�ed and terr�ble cry, funereal �n sense
and tr�umphant �n tone:

“Long l�ve death! Let us all rema�n here!”
“Why all?” sa�d Enjolras.
“All! All!”
Enjolras resumed:
“The pos�t�on �s good; the barr�cade �s f�ne. Th�rty men are enough.

Why sacr�f�ce forty?”
They repl�ed:
“Because not one w�ll go away.”
“C�t�zens,” cr�ed Enjolras, and there was an almost �rr�tated

v�brat�on �n h�s vo�ce, “th�s republ�c �s not r�ch enough �n men to
�ndulge �n useless expend�ture of them. Va�n-glory �s waste. If the
duty of some �s to depart, that duty should be fulf�lled l�ke any other.”

Enjolras, the man-pr�nc�ple, had over h�s co-rel�g�on�sts that sort of
omn�potent power wh�ch emanates from the absolute. St�ll, great as
was th�s omn�potence, a murmur arose. A leader to the very f�nger-
t�ps, Enjolras, see�ng that they murmured, �ns�sted. He resumed
haught�ly:

“Let those who are afra�d of not number�ng more than th�rty say
so.”

The murmurs redoubled.
“Bes�des,” observed a vo�ce �n one group, “�t �s easy enough to talk

about leav�ng. The barr�cade �s hemmed �n.”



“Not on the s�de of the Halles,” sa�d Enjolras. “The Rue Mondétour
�s free, and through the Rue des Prêcheurs one can reach the
Marché des Innocents.”

“And there,” went on another vo�ce, “you would be captured. You
would fall �n w�th some grand guard of the l�ne or the suburbs; they
w�ll spy a man pass�ng �n blouse and cap. ‘Whence come you?’
‘Don’t you belong to the barr�cade?’ And they w�ll look at your hands.
You smell of powder. Shot.”

Enjolras, w�thout mak�ng any reply, touched Combeferre’s
shoulder, and the two entered the tap-room.

They emerged thence a moment later. Enjolras held �n h�s
outstretched hands the four un�forms wh�ch he had la�d as�de.
Combeferre followed, carry�ng the shoulder-belts and the shakos.

“W�th th�s un�form,” sa�d Enjolras, “you can m�ngle w�th the ranks
and escape; here �s enough for four.” And he flung on the ground,
depr�ved of �ts pavement, the four un�forms.

No waver�ng took place �n h�s sto�cal aud�ence. Combeferre took
the word.

“Come,” sa�d he, “you must have a l�ttle p�ty. Do you know what
the quest�on �s here? It �s a quest�on of women. See here. Are there
women or are there not? Are there ch�ldren or are there not? Are
there mothers, yes or no, who rock cradles w�th the�r foot and who
have a lot of l�ttle ones around them? Let that man of you who has
never beheld a nurse’s breast ra�se h�s hand. Ah! you want to get
yourselves k�lled, so do I—I, who am speak�ng to you; but I do not
want to feel the phantoms of women wreath�ng the�r arms around
me. D�e, �f you w�ll, but don’t make others d�e. Su�c�des l�ke that
wh�ch �s on the br�nk of accompl�shment here are subl�me; but
su�c�de �s narrow, and does not adm�t of extens�on; and as soon as �t
touches your ne�ghbors, su�c�de �s murder. Th�nk of the l�ttle blond
heads; th�nk of the wh�te locks. L�sten, Enjolras has just told me that
he saw at the corner of the Rue du Cygne a l�ghted casement, a
candle �n a poor w�ndow, on the f�fth floor, and on the pane the
qu�ver�ng shadow of the head of an old woman, who had the a�r of
hav�ng spent the n�ght �n watch�ng. Perhaps she �s the mother of
some one of you. Well, let that man go, and make haste, to say to



h�s mother: ‘Here I am, mother!’ Let h�m feel at ease, the task here
w�ll be performed all the same. When one supports one’s relat�ves by
one’s to�l, one has not the r�ght to sacr�f�ce one’s self. That �s
desert�ng one’s fam�ly. And those who have daughters! what are you
th�nk�ng of? You get yourselves k�lled, you are dead, that �s well. And
tomorrow? Young g�rls w�thout bread—that �s a terr�ble th�ng. Man
begs, woman sells. Ah! those charm�ng and grac�ous be�ngs, so
grac�ous and so sweet, who have bonnets of flowers, who f�ll the
house w�th pur�ty, who s�ng and prattle, who are l�ke a l�v�ng perfume,
who prove the ex�stence of angels �n heaven by the pur�ty of v�rg�ns
on earth, that Jeanne, that L�se, that M�m�, those adorable and
honest creatures who are your bless�ngs and your pr�de, ah! good
God, they w�ll suffer hunger! What do you want me to say to you?
There �s a market for human flesh; and �t �s not w�th your shadowy
hands, shudder�ng around them, that you w�ll prevent them from
enter�ng �t! Th�nk of the street, th�nk of the pavement covered w�th
passers-by, th�nk of the shops past wh�ch women go and come w�th
necks all bare, and through the m�re. These women, too, were pure
once. Th�nk of your s�sters, those of you who have them. M�sery,
prost�tut�on, the pol�ce, Sa�nt-Lazare—that �s what those beaut�ful,
del�cate g�rls, those frag�le marvels of modesty, gentleness and
lovel�ness, fresher than l�lacs �n the month of May, w�ll come to. Ah!
you have got yourselves k�lled! You are no longer on hand! That �s
well; you have w�shed to release the people from Royalty, and you
del�ver over your daughters to the pol�ce. Fr�ends, have a care, have
mercy. Women, unhappy women, we are not �n the hab�t of
bestow�ng much thought on them. We trust to the women not hav�ng
rece�ved a man’s educat�on, we prevent the�r read�ng, we prevent
the�r th�nk�ng, we prevent the�r occupy�ng themselves w�th pol�t�cs;
w�ll you prevent them from go�ng to the dead-house th�s even�ng,
and recogn�z�ng your bod�es? Let us see, those who have fam�l�es
must be tractable, and shake hands w�th us and take themselves off,
and leave us here alone to attend to th�s affa�r. I know well that
courage �s requ�red to leave, that �t �s hard; but the harder �t �s, the
more mer�tor�ous. You say: ‘I have a gun, I am at the barr�cade; so
much the worse, I shall rema�n there.’ So much the worse �s eas�ly
sa�d. My fr�ends, there �s a morrow; you w�ll not be here to-morrow,



but your fam�l�es w�ll; and what suffer�ngs! See, here �s a pretty,
healthy ch�ld, w�th cheeks l�ke an apple, who babbles, prattles,
chatters, who laughs, who smells sweet beneath your k�ss,—and do
you know what becomes of h�m when he �s abandoned? I have seen
one, a very small creature, no taller than that. H�s father was dead.
Poor people had taken h�m �n out of char�ty, but they had bread only
for themselves. The ch�ld was always hungry. It was w�nter. He d�d
not cry. You could see h�m approach the stove, �n wh�ch there was
never any f�re, and whose p�pe, you know, was of mast�c and yellow
clay. H�s breath�ng was hoarse, h�s face l�v�d, h�s l�mbs flacc�d, h�s
belly prom�nent. He sa�d noth�ng. If you spoke to h�m, he d�d not
answer. He �s dead. He was taken to the Necker Hosp�tal, where I
saw h�m. I was house-surgeon �n that hosp�tal. Now, �f there are any
fathers among you, fathers whose happ�ness �t �s to stroll on
Sundays hold�ng the�r ch�ld’s t�ny hand �n the�r robust hand, let each
one of those fathers �mag�ne that th�s ch�ld �s h�s own. That poor brat,
I remember, and I seem to see h�m now, when he lay nude on the
d�ssect�ng table, how h�s r�bs stood out on h�s sk�n l�ke the graves
beneath the grass �n a cemetery. A sort of mud was found �n h�s
stomach. There were ashes �n h�s teeth. Come, let us exam�ne
ourselves consc�ent�ously and take counsel w�th our heart. Stat�st�cs
show that the mortal�ty among abandoned ch�ldren �s f�fty-f�ve per
cent. I repeat, �t �s a quest�on of women, �t concerns mothers, �t
concerns young g�rls, �t concerns l�ttle ch�ldren. Who �s talk�ng to you
of yourselves? We know well what you are; we know well that you
are all brave, parbleu! we know well that you all have �n your souls
the joy and the glory of g�v�ng your l�fe for the great cause; we know
well that you feel yourselves elected to d�e usefully and
magn�f�cently, and that each one of you cl�ngs to h�s share �n the
tr�umph. Very well. But you are not alone �n th�s world. There are
other be�ngs of whom you must th�nk. You must not be ego�sts.”

All dropped the�r heads w�th a gloomy a�r.
Strange contrad�ct�ons of the human heart at �ts most subl�me

moments. Combeferre, who spoke thus, was not an orphan. He
recalled the mothers of other men, and forgot h�s own. He was about
to get h�mself k�lled. He was “an ego�st.”



Mar�us, fast�ng, fevered, hav�ng emerged �n success�on from all
hope, and hav�ng been stranded �n gr�ef, the most sombre of
sh�pwrecks, and saturated w�th v�olent emot�ons and consc�ous that
the end was near, had plunged deeper and deeper �nto that v�s�onary
stupor wh�ch always precedes the fatal hour voluntar�ly accepted.

A phys�olog�st m�ght have stud�ed �n h�m the grow�ng symptoms of
that febr�le absorpt�on known to, and class�f�ed by, sc�ence, and
wh�ch �s to suffer�ng what voluptuousness �s to pleasure. Despa�r,
also, has �ts ecstasy. Mar�us had reached th�s po�nt. He looked on at
everyth�ng as from w�thout; as we have sa�d, th�ngs wh�ch passed
before h�m seemed far away; he made out the whole, but d�d not
perce�ve the deta�ls. He beheld men go�ng and com�ng as through a
flame. He heard vo�ces speak�ng as at the bottom of an abyss.

But th�s moved h�m. There was �n th�s scene a po�nt wh�ch p�erced
and roused even h�m. He had but one �dea now, to d�e; and he d�d
not w�sh to be turned as�de from �t, but he reflected, �n h�s gloomy
somnambul�sm, that wh�le destroy�ng h�mself, he was not proh�b�ted
from sav�ng some one else.

He ra�sed h�s vo�ce.
“Enjolras and Combeferre are r�ght,” sa�d he; “no unnecessary

sacr�f�ce. I jo�n them, and you must make haste. Combeferre has
sa�d conv�nc�ng th�ngs to you. There are some among you who have
fam�l�es, mothers, s�sters, w�ves, ch�ldren. Let such leave the ranks.”

No one st�rred.
“Marr�ed men and the supporters of fam�l�es, step out of the

ranks!” repeated Mar�us.
H�s author�ty was great. Enjolras was certa�nly the head of the

barr�cade, but Mar�us was �ts sav�or.
“I order �t,” cr�ed Enjolras.
“I entreat you,” sa�d Mar�us.
Then, touched by Combeferre’s words, shaken by Enjolras’ order,

touched by Mar�us’ entreaty, these hero�c men began to denounce
each other.—“It �s true,” sa�d one young man to a full grown man,
“you are the father of a fam�ly. Go.”—“It �s your duty rather,” retorted
the man, “you have two s�sters whom you ma�nta�n.”—And an



unprecedented controversy broke forth. Each struggled to determ�ne
wh�ch should not allow h�mself to be placed at the door of the tomb.

“Make haste,” sa�d Courfeyrac, “�n another quarter of an hour �t w�ll
be too late.”

“C�t�zens,” pursued Enjolras, “th�s �s the Republ�c, and un�versal
suffrage re�gns. Do you yourselves des�gnate those who are to go.”

They obeyed. After the exp�rat�on of a few m�nutes, f�ve were
unan�mously selected and stepped out of the ranks.

“There are f�ve of them!” excla�med Mar�us.
There were only four un�forms.
“Well,” began the f�ve, “one must stay beh�nd.”
And then a struggle arose as to who should rema�n, and who

should f�nd reasons for the others not rema�n�ng. The generous
quarrel began afresh.

“You have a w�fe who loves you.”—“You have your aged
mother.”—” You have ne�ther father nor mother, and what �s to
become of your three l�ttle brothers?”—“You are the father of f�ve
ch�ldren.”—“You have a r�ght to l�ve, you are only seventeen, �t �s too
early for you to d�e.”

These great revolut�onary barr�cades were assembl�ng po�nts for
hero�sm. The �mprobable was s�mple there. These men d�d not
aston�sh each other.

“Be qu�ck,” repeated Courfeyrac.
Men shouted to Mar�us from the groups:
“Do you des�gnate who �s to rema�n.”
“Yes,” sa�d the f�ve, “choose. We w�ll obey you.”
Mar�us d�d not bel�eve that he was capable of another emot�on.

St�ll, at th�s �dea, that of choos�ng a man for death, h�s blood rushed
back to h�s heart. He would have turned pale, had �t been poss�ble
for h�m to become any paler.

He advanced towards the f�ve, who sm�led upon h�m, and each,
w�th h�s eyes full of that grand flame wh�ch one beholds �n the depths
of h�story hover�ng over Thermopylæ, cr�ed to h�m:

“Me! me! me!”



And Mar�us stup�dly counted them; there were st�ll f�ve of them!
Then h�s glance dropped to the four un�forms.

At that moment, a f�fth un�form fell, as �f from heaven, upon the
other four.

The f�fth man was saved.
Mar�us ra�sed h�s eyes and recogn�zed M. Fauchelevent.
Jean Valjean had just entered the barr�cade.
He had arr�ved by way of Mondétour lane, wh�ther by d�nt of

�nqu�r�es made, or by �nst�nct, or chance. Thanks to h�s dress of a
Nat�onal Guardsman, he had made h�s way w�thout d�ff�culty.

The sent�nel stat�oned by the �nsurgents �n the Rue Mondétour had
no occas�on to g�ve the alarm for a s�ngle Nat�onal Guardsman, and
he had allowed the latter to entangle h�mself �n the street, say�ng to
h�mself: “Probably �t �s a re�nforcement, �n any case �t �s a pr�soner.”
The moment was too grave to adm�t of the sent�nel abandon�ng h�s
duty and h�s post of observat�on.

At the moment when Jean Valjean entered the redoubt, no one
had not�ced h�m, all eyes be�ng f�xed on the f�ve chosen men and the
four un�forms. Jean Valjean also had seen and heard, and he had
s�lently removed h�s coat and flung �t on the p�le w�th the rest.

The emot�on aroused was �ndescr�bable.
“Who �s th�s man?” demanded Bossuet.
“He �s a man who saves others,” repl�ed Combeferre.
Mar�us added �n a grave vo�ce:
“I know h�m.”
Th�s guarantee sat�sf�ed every one.
Enjolras turned to Jean Valjean.
“Welcome, c�t�zen.”
And he added:
“You know that we are about to d�e.”
Jean Valjean, w�thout reply�ng, helped the �nsurgent whom he was

sav�ng to don h�s un�form.



CHAPTER V—THE HORIZON WHICH
ONE BEHOLDS FROM THE SUMMIT

OF A BARRICADE
The s�tuat�on of all �n that fatal hour and that p�t�less place, had as

result and culm�nat�ng po�nt Enjolras’ supreme melancholy.
Enjolras bore w�th�n h�m the plen�tude of the revolut�on; he was

�ncomplete, however, so far as the absolute can be so; he had too
much of Sa�nt-Just about h�m, and not enough of Anachars�s Cloots;
st�ll, h�s m�nd, �n the soc�ety of the Fr�ends of the A B C, had ended
by undergo�ng a certa�n polar�zat�on from Combeferre’s �deas; for
some t�me past, he had been gradually emerg�ng from the narrow
form of dogma, and had allowed h�mself to �ncl�ne to the broaden�ng
�nfluence of progress, and he had come to accept, as a def�n�t�ve and
magn�f�cent evolut�on, the transformat�on of the great French
Republ�c, �nto the �mmense human republ�c. As far as the �mmed�ate
means were concerned, a v�olent s�tuat�on be�ng g�ven, he w�shed to
be v�olent; on that po�nt, he never var�ed; and he rema�ned of that
ep�c and redoubtable school wh�ch �s summed up �n the words:
“E�ghty-three.” Enjolras was stand�ng erect on the sta�rcase of
pav�ng-stones, one elbow rest�ng on the stock of h�s gun. He was
engaged �n thought; he qu�vered, as at the passage of prophet�c
breaths; places where death �s have these effects of tr�pods. A sort
of st�fled f�re darted from h�s eyes, wh�ch were f�lled w�th an �nward
look. All at once he threw back h�s head, h�s blond locks fell back l�ke
those of an angel on the sombre quadr�ga made of stars, they were
l�ke the mane of a startled l�on �n the flam�ng of an halo, and Enjolras
cr�ed:

“C�t�zens, do you p�cture the future to yourselves? The streets of
c�t�es �nundated w�th l�ght, green branches on the thresholds, nat�ons



s�sters, men just, old men bless�ng ch�ldren, the past lov�ng the
present, th�nkers ent�rely at l�berty, bel�evers on terms of full equal�ty,
for rel�g�on heaven, God the d�rect pr�est, human consc�ence become
an altar, no more hatreds, the fratern�ty of the workshop and the
school, for sole penalty and recompense fame, work for all, r�ght for
all, peace over all, no more bloodshed, no more wars, happy
mothers! To conquer matter �s the f�rst step; to real�ze the �deal �s the
second. Reflect on what progress has already accompl�shed.
Formerly, the f�rst human races beheld w�th terror the hydra pass
before the�r eyes, breath�ng on the waters, the dragon wh�ch vom�ted
flame, the gr�ff�n who was the monster of the a�r, and who flew w�th
the w�ngs of an eagle and the talons of a t�ger; fearful beasts wh�ch
were above man. Man, nevertheless, spread h�s snares,
consecrated by �ntell�gence, and f�nally conquered these monsters.
We have vanqu�shed the hydra, and �t �s called the locomot�ve; we
are on the po�nt of vanqu�sh�ng the gr�ff�n, we already grasp �t, and �t
�s called the balloon. On the day when th�s Promethean task shall be
accompl�shed, and when man shall have def�n�tely harnessed to h�s
w�ll the tr�ple Ch�mæra of ant�qu�ty, the hydra, the dragon and the
gr�ff�n, he w�ll be the master of water, f�re, and of a�r, and he w�ll be
for the rest of an�mated creat�on that wh�ch the anc�ent gods formerly
were to h�m. Courage, and onward! C�t�zens, wh�ther are we go�ng?
To sc�ence made government, to the force of th�ngs become the sole
publ�c force, to the natural law, hav�ng �n �tself �ts sanct�on and �ts
penalty and promulgat�ng �tself by ev�dence, to a dawn of truth
correspond�ng to a dawn of day. We are advanc�ng to the un�on of
peoples; we are advanc�ng to the un�ty of man. No more f�ct�ons; no
more paras�tes. The real governed by the true, that �s the goal.
C�v�l�zat�on w�ll hold �ts ass�zes at the summ�t of Europe, and, later
on, at the centre of cont�nents, �n a grand parl�ament of the
�ntell�gence. Someth�ng s�m�lar has already been seen. The
amph�ctyons had two s�tt�ngs a year, one at Delphos the seat of the
gods, the other at Thermopylæ, the place of heroes. Europe w�ll
have her amph�ctyons; the globe w�ll have �ts amph�ctyons. France
bears th�s subl�me future �n her breast. Th�s �s the gestat�on of the
n�neteenth century. That wh�ch Greece sketched out �s worthy of
be�ng f�n�shed by France. L�sten to me, you, Feu�lly, val�ant art�san,



man of the people. I revere you. Yes, you clearly behold the future,
yes, you are r�ght. You had ne�ther father nor mother, Feu�lly; you
adopted human�ty for your mother and r�ght for your father. You are
about to d�e, that �s to say to tr�umph, here. C�t�zens, whatever
happens to-day, through our defeat as well as through our v�ctory, �t
�s a revolut�on that we are about to create. As conflagrat�ons l�ght up
a whole c�ty, so revolut�ons �llum�nate the whole human race. And
what �s the revolut�on that we shall cause? I have just told you, the
Revolut�on of the True. From a pol�t�cal po�nt of v�ew, there �s but a
s�ngle pr�nc�ple; the sovere�gnty of man over h�mself. Th�s
sovere�gnty of myself over myself �s called L�berty. Where two or
three of these sovere�gnt�es are comb�ned, the state beg�ns. But �n
that assoc�at�on there �s no abd�cat�on. Each sovere�gnty concedes a
certa�n quant�ty of �tself, for the purpose of form�ng the common r�ght.
Th�s quant�ty �s the same for all of us. Th�s �dent�ty of concess�on
wh�ch each makes to all, �s called Equal�ty. Common r�ght �s noth�ng
else than the protect�on of all beam�ng on the r�ght of each. Th�s
protect�on of all over each �s called Fratern�ty. The po�nt of
�ntersect�on of all these assembled sovere�gnt�es �s called soc�ety.
Th�s �ntersect�on be�ng a junct�on, th�s po�nt �s a knot. Hence what �s
called the soc�al bond. Some say soc�al contract; wh�ch �s the same
th�ng, the word contract be�ng etymolog�cally formed w�th the �dea of
a bond. Let us come to an understand�ng about equal�ty; for, �f l�berty
�s the summ�t, equal�ty �s the base. Equal�ty, c�t�zens, �s not wholly a
surface vegetat�on, a soc�ety of great blades of grass and t�ny oaks;
a prox�m�ty of jealous�es wh�ch render each other null and vo�d;
legally speak�ng, �t �s all apt�tudes possessed of the same
opportun�ty; pol�t�cally, �t �s all votes possessed of the same we�ght;
rel�g�ously, �t �s all consc�ences possessed of the same r�ght. Equal�ty
has an organ: gratu�tous and obl�gatory �nstruct�on. The r�ght to the
alphabet, that �s where the beg�nn�ng must be made. The pr�mary
school �mposed on all, the secondary school offered to all, that �s the
law. From an �dent�cal school, an �dent�cal soc�ety w�ll spr�ng. Yes,
�nstruct�on! l�ght! l�ght! everyth�ng comes from l�ght, and to �t
everyth�ng returns. C�t�zens, the n�neteenth century �s great, but the
twent�eth century w�ll be happy. Then, there w�ll be noth�ng more l�ke
the h�story of old, we shall no longer, as to-day, have to fear a



conquest, an �nvas�on, a usurpat�on, a r�valry of nat�ons, arms �n
hand, an �nterrupt�on of c�v�l�zat�on depend�ng on a marr�age of k�ngs,
on a b�rth �n hered�tary tyrann�es, a part�t�on of peoples by a
congress, a d�smemberment because of the fa�lure of a dynasty, a
combat of two rel�g�ons meet�ng face to face, l�ke two bucks �n the
dark, on the br�dge of the �nf�n�te; we shall no longer have to fear
fam�ne, farm�ng out, prost�tut�on ar�s�ng from d�stress, m�sery from
the fa�lure of work and the scaffold and the sword, and battles and
the ruff�an�sm of chance �n the forest of events. One m�ght almost
say: There w�ll be no more events. We shall be happy. The human
race w�ll accompl�sh �ts law, as the terrestr�al globe accompl�shes �ts
law; harmony w�ll be re-establ�shed between the soul and the star;
the soul w�ll grav�tate around the truth, as the planet around the l�ght.
Fr�ends, the present hour �n wh�ch I am address�ng you, �s a gloomy
hour; but these are terr�ble purchases of the future. A revolut�on �s a
toll. Oh! the human race w�ll be del�vered, ra�sed up, consoled! We
aff�rm �t on th�s barr�er. Whence should proceed that cry of love, �f not
from the he�ghts of sacr�f�ce? Oh my brothers, th�s �s the po�nt of
junct�on, of those who th�nk and of those who suffer; th�s barr�cade �s
not made of pav�ng-stones, nor of jo�sts, nor of b�ts of �ron; �t �s made
of two heaps, a heap of �deas, and a heap of woes. Here m�sery
meets the �deal. The day embraces the n�ght, and says to �t: ‘I am
about to d�e, and thou shalt be born aga�n w�th me.’ From the
embrace of all desolat�ons fa�th leaps forth. Suffer�ngs br�ng h�ther
the�r agony and �deas the�r �mmortal�ty. Th�s agony and th�s
�mmortal�ty are about to jo�n and const�tute our death. Brothers, he
who d�es here d�es �n the rad�ance of the future, and we are enter�ng
a tomb all flooded w�th the dawn.”

Enjolras paused rather than became s�lent; h�s l�ps cont�nued to
move s�lently, as though he were talk�ng to h�mself, wh�ch caused
them all to gaze attent�vely at h�m, �n the endeavor to hear more.
There was no applause; but they wh�spered together for a long t�me.
Speech be�ng a breath, the rustl�ng of �ntell�gences resembles the
rustl�ng of leaves.



CHAPTER VI—MARIUS HAGGARD,
JAVERT LACONIC

Let us narrate what was pass�ng �n Mar�us’ thoughts.
Let the reader recall the state of h�s soul. We have just recalled �t,

everyth�ng was a v�s�on to h�m now. H�s judgment was d�sturbed.
Mar�us, let us �ns�st on th�s po�nt, was under the shadow of the great,
dark w�ngs wh�ch are spread over those �n the death agony. He felt
that he had entered the tomb, �t seemed to h�m that he was already
on the other s�de of the wall, and he no longer beheld the faces of
the l�v�ng except w�th the eyes of one dead.

How d�d M. Fauchelevent come there? Why was he there? What
had he come there to do? Mar�us d�d not address all these quest�ons
to h�mself. Bes�des, s�nce our despa�r has th�s pecul�ar�ty, that �t
envelops others as well as ourselves, �t seemed log�cal to h�m that all
the world should come th�ther to d�e.

Only, he thought of Cosette w�th a pang at h�s heart.
However, M. Fauchelevent d�d not speak to h�m, d�d not look at

h�m, and had not even the a�r of hear�ng h�m, when Mar�us ra�sed h�s
vo�ce to say: “I know h�m.”

As far as Mar�us was concerned, th�s att�tude of M. Fauchelevent
was comfort�ng, and, �f such a word can be used for such
�mpress�ons, we should say that �t pleased h�m. He had always felt
the absolute �mposs�b�l�ty of address�ng that en�gmat�cal man, who
was, �n h�s eyes, both equ�vocal and �mpos�ng. Moreover, �t had been
a long t�me s�nce he had seen h�m; and th�s st�ll further augmented
the �mposs�b�l�ty for Mar�us’ t�m�d and reserved nature.

The f�ve chosen men left the barr�cade by way of Mondétour lane;
they bore a perfect resemblance to members of the Nat�onal Guard.



One of them wept as he took h�s leave. Before sett�ng out, they
embraced those who rema�ned.

When the f�ve men sent back to l�fe had taken the�r departure,
Enjolras thought of the man who had been condemned to death.

He entered the tap-room. Javert, st�ll bound to the post, was
engaged �n med�tat�on.

“Do you want anyth�ng?” Enjolras asked h�m.
Javert repl�ed: “When are you go�ng to k�ll me?”
“Wa�t. We need all our cartr�dges just at present.”
“Then g�ve me a dr�nk,” sa�d Javert.
Enjolras h�mself offered h�m a glass of water, and, as Javert was

p�n�oned, he helped h�m to dr�nk.
“Is that all?” �nqu�red Enjolras.
“I am uncomfortable aga�nst th�s post,” repl�ed Javert. “You are not

tender to have left me to pass the n�ght here. B�nd me as you please,
but you surely m�ght lay me out on a table l�ke that other man.”

And w�th a mot�on of the head, he �nd�cated the body of M.
Mabeuf.

There was, as the reader w�ll remember, a long, broad table at the
end of the room, on wh�ch they had been runn�ng bullets and mak�ng
cartr�dges. All the cartr�dges hav�ng been made, and all the powder
used, th�s table was free.

At Enjolras’ command, four �nsurgents unbound Javert from the
post. Wh�le they were loos�ng h�m, a f�fth held a bayonet aga�nst h�s
breast.

Leav�ng h�s arms t�ed beh�nd h�s back, they placed about h�s feet a
slender but stout wh�p-cord, as �s done to men on the po�nt of
mount�ng the scaffold, wh�ch allowed h�m to take steps about f�fteen
�nches �n length, and made h�m walk to the table at the end of the
room, where they la�d h�m down, closely bound about the m�ddle of
the body.

By way of further secur�ty, and by means of a rope fastened to h�s
neck, they added to the system of l�gatures wh�ch rendered every
attempt at escape �mposs�ble, that sort of bond wh�ch �s called �n



pr�sons a mart�ngale, wh�ch, start�ng at the neck, forks on the
stomach, and meets the hands, after pass�ng between the legs.

Wh�le they were b�nd�ng Javert, a man stand�ng on the threshold
was survey�ng h�m w�th s�ngular attent�on. The shadow cast by th�s
man made Javert turn h�s head. He ra�sed h�s eyes, and recogn�zed
Jean Valjean. He d�d not even start, but dropped h�s l�ds proudly and
conf�ned h�mself to the remark: “It �s perfectly s�mple.”



CHAPTER VII—THE SITUATION
BECOMES AGGRAVATED

The dayl�ght was �ncreas�ng rap�dly. Not a w�ndow was opened,
not a door stood ajar; �t was the dawn but not the awak�ng. The end
of the Rue de la Chanvrer�e, oppos�te the barr�cade, had been
evacuated by the troops, as we have stated, �t seemed to be free,
and presented �tself to passers-by w�th a s�n�ster tranqu�ll�ty. The Rue
Sa�nt-Den�s was as dumb as the avenue of Sph�nxes at Thebes. Not
a l�v�ng be�ng �n the crossroads, wh�ch gleamed wh�te �n the l�ght of
the sun. Noth�ng �s so mournful as th�s l�ght �n deserted streets.
Noth�ng was to be seen, but there was someth�ng to be heard. A
myster�ous movement was go�ng on at a certa�n d�stance. It was
ev�dent that the cr�t�cal moment was approach�ng. As on the prev�ous
even�ng, the sent�nels had come �n; but th�s t�me all had come.

The barr�cade was stronger than on the occas�on of the f�rst
attack. S�nce the departure of the f�ve, they had �ncreased �ts he�ght
st�ll further.

On the adv�ce of the sent�nel who had exam�ned the reg�on of the
Halles, Enjolras, for fear of a surpr�se �n the rear, came to a ser�ous
dec�s�on. He had the small gut of the Mondétour lane, wh�ch had
been left open up to that t�me, barr�caded. For th�s purpose, they tore
up the pavement for the length of several houses more. In th�s
manner, the barr�cade, walled on three streets, �n front on the Rue de
la Chanvrer�e, to the left on the Rues du Cygne and de la Pet�te
Truander�e, to the r�ght on the Rue Mondétour, was really almost
�mpregnable; �t �s true that they were fatally hemmed �n there. It had
three fronts, but no ex�t.—“A fortress but a rat hole too,” sa�d
Courfeyrac w�th a laugh.

Enjolras had about th�rty pav�ng-stones “torn up �n excess,” sa�d
Bossuet, p�led up near the door of the w�ne-shop.



The s�lence was now so profound �n the quarter whence the attack
must needs come, that Enjolras had each man resume h�s post of
battle.

An allowance of brandy was doled out to each.
Noth�ng �s more cur�ous than a barr�cade prepar�ng for an assault.

Each man selects h�s place as though at the theatre. They jostle,
and elbow and crowd each other. There are some who make stalls of
pav�ng-stones. Here �s a corner of the wall wh�ch �s �n the way, �t �s
removed; here �s a redan wh�ch may afford protect�on, they take
shelter beh�nd �t. Left-handed men are prec�ous; they take the places
that are �nconven�ent to the rest. Many arrange to f�ght �n a s�tt�ng
posture. They w�sh to be at ease to k�ll, and to d�e comfortably. In the
sad war of June, 1848, an �nsurgent who was a form�dable
marksman, and who was f�r�ng from the top of a terrace upon a roof,
had a recl�n�ng-cha�r brought there for h�s use; a charge of grape-
shot found h�m out there.

As soon as the leader has g�ven the order to clear the decks for
act�on, all d�sorderly movements cease; there �s no more pull�ng from
one another; there are no more coter�es; no more as�des, there �s no
more hold�ng aloof; everyth�ng �n the�r sp�r�ts converges �n, and
changes �nto, a wa�t�ng for the assa�lants. A barr�cade before the
arr�val of danger �s chaos; �n danger, �t �s d�sc�pl�ne �tself. Per�l
produces order.

As soon as Enjolras had se�zed h�s double-barrelled r�fle, and had
placed h�mself �n a sort of embrasure wh�ch he had reserved for
h�mself, all the rest held the�r peace. A ser�es of fa�nt, sharp no�ses
resounded confusedly along the wall of pav�ng-stones. It was the
men cock�ng the�r guns.

Moreover, the�r att�tudes were prouder, more conf�dent than ever;
the excess of sacr�f�ce strengthens; they no longer cher�shed any
hope, but they had despa�r, despa�r,—the last weapon, wh�ch
somet�mes g�ves v�ctory; V�rg�l has sa�d so. Supreme resources
spr�ng from extreme resolut�ons. To embark �n death �s somet�mes
the means of escap�ng a sh�pwreck; and the l�d of the coff�n
becomes a plank of safety.



As on the preced�ng even�ng, the attent�on of all was d�rected, we
m�ght almost say leaned upon, the end of the street, now l�ghted up
and v�s�ble.

They had not long to wa�t. A st�r began d�st�nctly �n the Sa�nt-Leu
quarter, but �t d�d not resemble the movement of the f�rst attack. A
clash�ng of cha�ns, the uneasy jolt�ng of a mass, the cl�ck of brass
sk�pp�ng along the pavement, a sort of solemn uproar, announced
that some s�n�ster construct�on of �ron was approach�ng. There arose
a tremor �n the bosoms of these peaceful old streets, p�erced and
bu�lt for the fert�le c�rculat�on of �nterests and �deas, and wh�ch are
not made for the horr�ble rumble of the wheels of war.

The f�x�ty of eye �n all the combatants upon the extrem�ty of the
street became feroc�ous.

A cannon made �ts appearance.
Art�llery-men were push�ng the p�ece; �t was �n f�r�ng tr�m; the fore-

carr�age had been detached; two upheld the gun-carr�age, four were
at the wheels; others followed w�th the ca�sson. They could see the
smoke of the burn�ng l�nt-stock.

“F�re!” shouted Enjolras.
The whole barr�cade f�red, the report was terr�ble; an avalanche of

smoke covered and effaced both cannon and men; after a few
seconds, the cloud d�spersed, and the cannon and men reappeared;
the gun-crew had just f�n�shed roll�ng �t slowly, correctly, w�thout
haste, �nto pos�t�on fac�ng the barr�cade. Not one of them had been
struck. Then the capta�n of the p�ece, bear�ng down upon the breech
�n order to ra�se the muzzle, began to po�nt the cannon w�th the
grav�ty of an astronomer levell�ng a telescope.

“Bravo for the cannoneers!” cr�ed Bossuet.
And the whole barr�cade clapped the�r hands.
A moment later, squarely planted �n the very m�ddle of the street,

astr�de of the gutter, the p�ece was ready for act�on. A form�dable pa�r
of jaws yawned on the barr�cade.

“Come, merr�ly now!” ejaculated Courfeyrac. “That’s the brutal part
of �t. After the f�ll�p on the nose, the blow from the f�st. The army �s



reach�ng out �ts b�g paw to us. The barr�cade �s go�ng to be severely
shaken up. The fus�llade tr�es, the cannon takes.”

“It �s a p�ece of e�ght, new model, brass,” added Combeferre.
“Those p�eces are l�able to burst as soon as the proport�on of ten
parts of t�n to one hundred of brass �s exceeded. The excess of t�n
renders them too tender. Then �t comes to pass that they have caves
and chambers when looked at from the vent hole. In order to obv�ate
th�s danger, and to render �t poss�ble to force the charge, �t may
become necessary to return to the process of the fourteenth century,
hoop�ng, and to enc�rcle the p�ece on the outs�de w�th a ser�es of
unwelded steel bands, from the breech to the trunn�ons. In the
meant�me, they remedy th�s defect as best they may; they manage
to d�scover where the holes are located �n the vent of a cannon, by
means of a searcher. But there �s a better method, w�th Gr�beauval’s
movable star.”

“In the s�xteenth century,” remarked Bossuet, “they used to r�fle
cannon.”

“Yes,” repl�ed Combeferre, “that augments the project�le force, but
d�m�n�shes the accuracy of the f�r�ng. In f�r�ng at short range, the
trajectory �s not as r�g�d as could be des�red, the parabola �s
exaggerated, the l�ne of the project�le �s no longer suff�c�ently
rect�l�near to allow of �ts str�k�ng �nterven�ng objects, wh�ch �s,
nevertheless, a necess�ty of battle, the �mportance of wh�ch
�ncreases w�th the prox�m�ty of the enemy and the prec�p�tat�on of the
d�scharge. Th�s defect of the tens�on of the curve of the project�le �n
the r�fled cannon of the s�xteenth century arose from the smallness
of the charge; small charges for that sort of eng�ne are �mposed by
the ball�st�c necess�t�es, such, for �nstance, as the preservat�on of the
gun-carr�age. In short, that despot, the cannon, cannot do all that �t
des�res; force �s a great weakness. A cannon-ball only travels s�x
hundred leagues an hour; l�ght travels seventy thousand leagues a
second. Such �s the super�or�ty of Jesus Chr�st over Napoleon.”

“Reload your guns,” sa�d Enjolras.
How was the cas�ng of the barr�cade go�ng to behave under the

cannon-balls? Would they effect a breach? That was the quest�on.



Wh�le the �nsurgents were reload�ng the�r guns, the art�llery-men
were load�ng the cannon.

The anx�ety �n the redoubt was profound.
The shot sped the report burst forth.
“Present!” shouted a joyous vo�ce.
And Gavroche flung h�mself �nto the barr�cade just as the ball

dashed aga�nst �t.
He came from the d�rect�on of the Rue du Cygne, and he had

n�mbly cl�mbed over the aux�l�ary barr�cade wh�ch fronted on the
labyr�nth of the Rue de la Pet�te Truander�e.

Gavroche produced a greater sensat�on �n the barr�cade than the
cannon-ball.

The ball bur�ed �tself �n the mass of rubb�sh. At the most there was
an omn�bus wheel broken, and the old Anceau cart was demol�shed.
On see�ng th�s, the barr�cade burst �nto a laugh.

“Go on!” shouted Bossuet to the art�ller�sts.



CHAPTER VIII—THE ARTILLERY-MEN
COMPEL PEOPLE TO TAKE THEM

SERIOUSLY
They flocked round Gavroche. But he had no t�me to tell anyth�ng.

Mar�us drew h�m as�de w�th a shudder.
“What are you do�ng here?”
“Hullo!” sa�d the ch�ld, “what are you do�ng here yourself?”
And he stared at Mar�us �ntently w�th h�s ep�c effrontery. H�s eyes

grew larger w�th the proud l�ght w�th�n them.
It was w�th an accent of sever�ty that Mar�us cont�nued:
“Who told you to come back? D�d you del�ver my letter at the

address?”
Gavroche was not w�thout some compunct�ons �n the matter of

that letter. In h�s haste to return to the barr�cade, he had got r�d of �t
rather than del�vered �t. He was forced to acknowledge to h�mself
that he had conf�ded �t rather l�ghtly to that stranger whose face he
had not been able to make out. It �s true that the man was
bareheaded, but that was not suff�c�ent. In short, he had been
adm�n�ster�ng to h�mself l�ttle �nward remonstrances and he feared
Mar�us’ reproaches. In order to extr�cate h�mself from the
pred�cament, he took the s�mplest course; he l�ed abom�nably.

“C�t�zen, I del�vered the letter to the porter. The lady was asleep.
She w�ll have the letter when she wakes up.”

Mar�us had had two objects �n send�ng that letter: to b�d farewell to
Cosette and to save Gavroche. He was obl�ged to content h�mself
w�th the half of h�s des�re.

The despatch of h�s letter and the presence of M. Fauchelevent �n
the barr�cade, was a co�nc�dence wh�ch occurred to h�m. He po�nted



out M. Fauchelevent to Gavroche.
“Do you know that man?”
“No,” sa�d Gavroche.
Gavroche had, �n fact, as we have just ment�oned, seen Jean

Valjean only at n�ght.
The troubled and unhealthy conjectures wh�ch had outl�ned

themselves �n Mar�us’ m�nd were d�ss�pated. D�d he know M.
Fauchelevent’s op�n�ons? Perhaps M. Fauchelevent was a
republ�can. Hence h�s very natural presence �n th�s combat.

In the meanwh�le, Gavroche was shout�ng, at the other end of the
barr�cade: “My gun!”

Courfeyrac had �t returned to h�m.
Gavroche warned “h�s comrades” as he called them, that the

barr�cade was blocked. He had had great d�ff�culty �n reach�ng �t. A
battal�on of the l�ne whose arms were p�led �n the Rue de la Pet�te
Truander�e was on the watch on the s�de of the Rue du Cygne; on
the oppos�te s�de, the mun�c�pal guard occup�ed the Rue des
Prêcheurs. The bulk of the army was fac�ng them �n front.

Th�s �nformat�on g�ven, Gavroche added:
“I author�ze you to h�t ‘em a tremendous whack.”
Meanwh�le, Enjolras was stra�n�ng h�s ears and watch�ng at h�s

embrasure.
The assa�lants, d�ssat�sf�ed, no doubt, w�th the�r shot, had not

repeated �t.
A company of �nfantry of the l�ne had come up and occup�ed the

end of the street beh�nd the p�ece of ordnance. The sold�ers were
tear�ng up the pavement and construct�ng w�th the stones a small,
low wall, a sort of s�de-work not more than e�ghteen �nches h�gh, and
fac�ng the barr�cade. In the angle at the left of th�s epaulement, there
was v�s�ble the head of the column of a battal�on from the suburbs
massed �n the Rue Sa�nt-Den�s.

Enjolras, on the watch, thought he d�st�ngu�shed the pecul�ar
sound wh�ch �s produced when the shells of grape-shot are drawn
from the ca�ssons, and he saw the commander of the p�ece change



the elevat�on and �ncl�ne the mouth of the cannon sl�ghtly to the left.
Then the cannoneers began to load the p�ece. The ch�ef se�zed the
l�nt-stock h�mself and lowered �t to the vent.

“Down w�th your heads, hug the wall!” shouted Enjolras, “and all
on your knees along the barr�cade!”

The �nsurgents who were straggl�ng �n front of the w�ne-shop, and
who had qu�tted the�r posts of combat on Gavroche’s arr�val, rushed
pell-mell towards the barr�cade; but before Enjolras’ order could be
executed, the d�scharge took place w�th the terr�fy�ng rattle of a
round of grape-shot. Th�s �s what �t was, �n fact.

The charge had been a�med at the cut �n the redoubt, and had
there rebounded from the wall; and th�s terr�ble rebound had
produced two dead and three wounded.

If th�s were cont�nued, the barr�cade was no longer tenable. The
grape-shot made �ts way �n.

A murmur of consternat�on arose.
“Let us prevent the second d�scharge,” sa�d Enjolras.
And, lower�ng h�s r�fle, he took a�m at the capta�n of the gun, who,

at that moment, was bear�ng down on the breach of h�s gun and
rect�fy�ng and def�n�tely f�x�ng �ts po�nt�ng.

The capta�n of the p�ece was a handsome sergeant of art�llery,
very young, blond, w�th a very gentle face, and the �ntell�gent a�r
pecul�ar to that predest�ned and redoubtable weapon wh�ch, by d�nt
of perfect�ng �tself �n horror, must end �n k�ll�ng war.

Combeferre, who was stand�ng bes�de Enjolras, scrut�n�zed th�s
young man.

“What a p�ty!” sa�d Combeferre. “What h�deous th�ngs these
butcher�es are! Come, when there are no more k�ngs, there w�ll be
no more war. Enjolras, you are tak�ng a�m at that sergeant, you are
not look�ng at h�m. Fancy, he �s a charm�ng young man; he �s
�ntrep�d; �t �s ev�dent that he �s thoughtful; those young art�llery-men
are very well educated; he has a father, a mother, a fam�ly; he �s
probably �n love; he �s not more than f�ve and twenty at the most; he
m�ght be your brother.”

“He �s,” sa�d Enjolras.



“Yes,” repl�ed Combeferre, “he �s m�ne too. Well, let us not k�ll
h�m.”

“Let me alone. It must be done.”
And a tear tr�ckled slowly down Enjolras’ marble cheek.
At the same moment, he pressed the tr�gger of h�s r�fle. The flame

leaped forth. The art�llery-man turned round tw�ce, h�s arms
extended �n front of h�m, h�s head upl�fted, as though for breath, then
he fell w�th h�s s�de on the gun, and lay there mot�onless. They could
see h�s back, from the centre of wh�ch there flowed d�rectly a stream
of blood. The ball had traversed h�s breast from s�de to s�de. He was
dead.

He had to be carr�ed away and replaced by another. Several
m�nutes were thus ga�ned, �n fact.



CHAPTER IX—EMPLOYMENT OF THE
OLD TALENTS OF A POACHER AND
THAT INFALLIBLE MARKSMANSHIP

WHICH INFLUENCED THE
CONDEMNATION OF 1796

Op�n�ons were exchanged �n the barr�cade. The f�r�ng from the gun
was about to beg�n aga�n. Aga�nst that grape-shot, they could not
hold out a quarter of an hour longer. It was absolutely necessary to
deaden the blows.

Enjolras �ssued th�s command:
“We must place a mattress there.”
“We have none,” sa�d Combeferre, “the wounded are ly�ng on

them.”
Jean Valjean, who was seated apart on a stone post, at the corner

of the tavern, w�th h�s gun between h�s knees, had, up to that
moment, taken no part �n anyth�ng that was go�ng on. He d�d not
appear to hear the combatants say�ng around h�m: “Here �s a gun
that �s do�ng noth�ng.”

At the order �ssued by Enjolras, he rose.
It w�ll be remembered that, on the arr�val of the rabble �n the Rue

de la Chanvrer�e, an old woman, foresee�ng the bullets, had placed
her mattress �n front of her w�ndow. Th�s w�ndow, an att�c w�ndow,
was on the roof of a s�x-story house s�tuated a l�ttle beyond the
barr�cade. The mattress, placed cross-w�se, supported at the bottom
on two poles for dry�ng l�nen, was upheld at the top by two ropes,
wh�ch, at that d�stance, looked l�ke two threads, and wh�ch were



attached to two na�ls planted �n the w�ndow frames. These ropes
were d�st�nctly v�s�ble, l�ke ha�rs, aga�nst the sky.

“Can some one lend me a double-barrelled r�fle?” sa�d Jean
Valjean.

Enjolras, who had just re-loaded h�s, handed �t to h�m.
Jean Valjean took a�m at the att�c w�ndow and f�red.
One of the mattress ropes was cut.
The mattress now hung by one thread only.
Jean Valjean f�red the second charge. The second rope lashed the

panes of the att�c w�ndow. The mattress sl�pped between the two
poles and fell �nto the street.

The barr�cade applauded.
All vo�ces cr�ed:
“Here �s a mattress!”
“Yes,” sa�d Combeferre, “but who w�ll go and fetch �t?”
The mattress had, �n fact, fallen outs�de the barr�cade, between

bes�egers and bes�eged. Now, the death of the sergeant of art�llery
hav�ng exasperated the troop, the sold�ers had, for several m�nutes,
been ly�ng flat on the�r stomachs beh�nd the l�ne of pav�ng-stones
wh�ch they had erected, and, �n order to supply the forced s�lence of
the p�ece, wh�ch was qu�et wh�le �ts serv�ce was �n course of
reorgan�zat�on, they had opened f�re on the barr�cade. The
�nsurgents d�d not reply to th�s musketry, �n order to spare the�r
ammun�t�on. The fus�llade broke aga�nst the barr�cade; but the street,
wh�ch �t f�lled, was terr�ble.

Jean Valjean stepped out of the cut, entered the street, traversed
the storm of bullets, walked up to the mattress, ho�sted �t upon h�s
back, and returned to the barr�cade.

He placed the mattress �n the cut w�th h�s own hands. He f�xed �t
there aga�nst the wall �n such a manner that the art�llery-men should
not see �t.

That done, they awa�ted the next d�scharge of grape-shot.
It was not long �n com�ng.



The cannon vom�ted forth �ts package of buckshot w�th a roar. But
there was no rebound. The effect wh�ch they had foreseen had been
atta�ned. The barr�cade was saved.

“C�t�zen,” sa�d Enjolras to Jean Valjean, “the Republ�c thanks you.”
Bossuet adm�red and laughed. He excla�med:
“It �s �mmoral that a mattress should have so much power. Tr�umph

of that wh�ch y�elds over that wh�ch str�kes w�th l�ghtn�ng. But never
m�nd, glory to the mattress wh�ch annuls a cannon!”



CHAPTER X—DAWN
At that moment, Cosette awoke.
Her chamber was narrow, neat, unobtrus�ve, w�th a long sash-

w�ndow, fac�ng the East on the back court-yard of the house.
Cosette knew noth�ng of what was go�ng on �n Par�s. She had not

been there on the preced�ng even�ng, and she had already ret�red to
her chamber when Toussa�nt had sa�d:

“It appears that there �s a row.”
Cosette had slept only a few hours, but soundly. She had had

sweet dreams, wh�ch poss�bly arose from the fact that her l�ttle bed
was very wh�te. Some one, who was Mar�us, had appeared to her �n
the l�ght. She awoke w�th the sun �n her eyes, wh�ch, at f�rst,
produced on her the effect of be�ng a cont�nuat�on of her dream. Her
f�rst thought on emerg�ng from th�s dream was a sm�l�ng one. Cosette
felt herself thoroughly reassured. L�ke Jean Valjean, she had, a few
hours prev�ously, passed through that react�on of the soul wh�ch
absolutely w�ll not hear of unhapp�ness. She began to cher�sh hope,
w�th all her m�ght, w�thout know�ng why. Then she felt a pang at her
heart. It was three days s�nce she had seen Mar�us. But she sa�d to
herself that he must have rece�ved her letter, that he knew where
she was, and that he was so clever that he would f�nd means of
reach�ng her.—And that certa�nly to-day, and perhaps that very
morn�ng.—It was broad dayl�ght, but the rays of l�ght were very
hor�zontal; she thought that �t was very early, but that she must r�se,
nevertheless, �n order to rece�ve Mar�us.

She felt that she could not l�ve w�thout Mar�us, and that,
consequently, that was suff�c�ent and that Mar�us would come. No
object�on was val�d. All th�s was certa�n. It was monstrous enough
already to have suffered for three days. Mar�us absent three days,
th�s was horr�ble on the part of the good God. Now, th�s cruel teas�ng
from on h�gh had been gone through w�th. Mar�us was about to



arr�ve, and he would br�ng good news. Youth �s made thus; �t qu�ckly
dr�es �ts eyes; �t f�nds sorrow useless and does not accept �t. Youth �s
the sm�le of the future �n the presence of an unknown quant�ty, wh�ch
�s �tself. It �s natural to �t to be happy. It seems as though �ts
resp�rat�on were made of hope.

Moreover, Cosette could not remember what Mar�us had sa�d to
her on the subject of th�s absence wh�ch was to last only one day,
and what explanat�on of �t he had g�ven her. Every one has not�ced
w�th what n�mbleness a co�n wh�ch one has dropped on the ground
rolls away and h�des, and w�th what art �t renders �tself
und�scoverable. There are thoughts wh�ch play us the same tr�ck;
they nestle away �n a corner of our bra�n; that �s the end of them;
they are lost; �t �s �mposs�ble to lay the memory on them. Cosette
was somewhat vexed at the useless l�ttle effort made by her memory.
She told herself, that �t was very naughty and very w�cked of her, to
have forgotten the words uttered by Mar�us.

She sprang out of bed and accompl�shed the two ablut�ons of soul
and body, her prayers and her to�let.

One may, �n a case of ex�gency, �ntroduce the reader �nto a nupt�al
chamber, not �nto a v�rg�nal chamber. Verse would hardly venture �t,
prose must not.

It �s the �nter�or of a flower that �s not yet unfolded, �t �s wh�teness
�n the dark, �t �s the pr�vate cell of a closed l�ly, wh�ch must not be
gazed upon by man so long as the sun has not gazed upon �t.
Woman �n the bud �s sacred. That �nnocent bud wh�ch opens, that
adorable half-nud�ty wh�ch �s afra�d of �tself, that wh�te foot wh�ch
takes refuge �n a sl�pper, that throat wh�ch ve�ls �tself before a m�rror
as though a m�rror were an eye, that chem�se wh�ch makes haste to
r�se up and conceal the shoulder for a creak�ng b�t of furn�ture or a
pass�ng veh�cle, those cords t�ed, those clasps fastened, those laces
drawn, those tremors, those sh�vers of cold and modesty, that
exqu�s�te affr�ght �n every movement, that almost w�nged uneas�ness
where there �s no cause for alarm, the success�ve phases of
dress�ng, as charm�ng as the clouds of dawn,—�t �s not f�tt�ng that all
th�s should be narrated, and �t �s too much to have even called
attent�on to �t.



The eye of man must be more rel�g�ous �n the presence of the
r�s�ng of a young g�rl than �n the presence of the r�s�ng of a star. The
poss�b�l�ty of hurt�ng should �nsp�re an augmentat�on of respect. The
down on the peach, the bloom on the plum, the rad�ated crystal of
the snow, the w�ng of the butterfly powdered w�th feathers, are
coarse compared to that chast�ty wh�ch does not even know that �t �s
chaste. The young g�rl �s only the flash of a dream, and �s not yet a
statue. Her bed-chamber �s h�dden �n the sombre part of the �deal.
The �nd�screet touch of a glance brutal�zes th�s vague penumbra.
Here, contemplat�on �s profanat�on.

We shall, therefore, show noth�ng of that sweet l�ttle flutter of
Cosette’s r�s�ng.

An or�ental tale relates how the rose was made wh�te by God, but
that Adam looked upon her when she was unfold�ng, and she was
ashamed and turned cr�mson. We are of the number who fall
speechless �n the presence of young g�rls and flowers, s�nce we
th�nk them worthy of venerat�on.

Cosette dressed herself very hast�ly, combed and dressed her
ha�r, wh�ch was a very s�mple matter �n those days, when women d�d
not swell out the�r curls and bands w�th cush�ons and puffs, and d�d
not put cr�nol�ne �n the�r locks. Then she opened the w�ndow and
cast her eyes around her �n every d�rect�on, hop�ng to descry some
b�t of the street, an angle of the house, an edge of pavement, so that
she m�ght be able to watch for Mar�us there. But no v�ew of the
outs�de was to be had. The back court was surrounded by tolerably
h�gh walls, and the outlook was only on several gardens. Cosette
pronounced these gardens h�deous: for the f�rst t�me �n her l�fe, she
found flowers ugly. The smallest scrap of the gutter of the street
would have met her w�shes better. She dec�ded to gaze at the sky,
as though she thought that Mar�us m�ght come from that quarter.

All at once, she burst �nto tears. Not that th�s was f�ckleness of
soul; but hopes cut �n twa�n by deject�on—that was her case. She
had a confused consc�ousness of someth�ng horr�ble. Thoughts were
r�fe �n the a�r, �n fact. She told herself that she was not sure of
anyth�ng, that to w�thdraw herself from s�ght was to be lost; and the



�dea that Mar�us could return to her from heaven appeared to her no
longer charm�ng but mournful.

Then, as �s the nature of these clouds, calm returned to her, and
hope and a sort of unconsc�ous sm�le, wh�ch yet �nd�cated trust �n
God.

Every one �n the house was st�ll asleep. A country-l�ke s�lence
re�gned. Not a shutter had been opened. The porter’s lodge was
closed. Toussa�nt had not r�sen, and Cosette, naturally, thought that
her father was asleep. She must have suffered much, and she must
have st�ll been suffer�ng greatly, for she sa�d to herself, that her
father had been unk�nd; but she counted on Mar�us. The ecl�pse of
such a l�ght was dec�dedly �mposs�ble. Now and then, she heard
sharp shocks �n the d�stance, and she sa�d: “It �s odd that people
should be open�ng and shutt�ng the�r carr�age gates so early.” They
were the reports of the cannon batter�ng the barr�cade.

A few feet below Cosette’s w�ndow, �n the anc�ent and perfectly
black corn�ce of the wall, there was a mart�n’s nest; the curve of th�s
nest formed a l�ttle project�on beyond the corn�ce, so that from above
�t was poss�ble to look �nto th�s l�ttle parad�se. The mother was there,
spread�ng her w�ngs l�ke a fan over her brood; the father fluttered
about, flew away, then came back, bear�ng �n h�s beak food and
k�sses. The dawn�ng day g�lded th�s happy th�ng, the great law,
“Mult�ply,” lay there sm�l�ng and august, and that sweet mystery
unfolded �n the glory of the morn�ng. Cosette, w�th her ha�r �n the
sunl�ght, her soul absorbed �n ch�mæras, �llum�nated by love w�th�n
and by the dawn w�thout, bent over mechan�cally, and almost w�thout
dar�ng to avow to herself that she was th�nk�ng at the same t�me of
Mar�us, began to gaze at these b�rds, at th�s fam�ly, at that male and
female, that mother and her l�ttle ones, w�th the profound trouble
wh�ch a nest produces on a v�rg�n.



CHAPTER XI—THE SHOT WHICH
MISSES NOTHING AND KILLS NO ONE

The assa�lants’ f�re cont�nued. Musketry and grape-shot
alternated, but w�thout comm�tt�ng great ravages, to tell the truth. The
top alone of the Cor�nthe façade suffered; the w�ndow on the f�rst
floor, and the att�c w�ndow �n the roof, r�ddled w�th buckshot and
b�scaïens, were slowly los�ng the�r shape. The combatants who had
been posted there had been obl�ged to w�thdraw. However, th�s �s
accord�ng to the tact�cs of barr�cades; to f�re for a long wh�le, �n order
to exhaust the �nsurgents’ ammun�t�on, �f they comm�t the m�stake of
reply�ng. When �t �s perce�ved, from the slacken�ng of the�r f�re, that
they have no more powder and ball, the assault �s made. Enjolras
had not fallen �nto th�s trap; the barr�cade d�d not reply.

At every d�scharge by platoons, Gavroche puffed out h�s cheek
w�th h�s tongue, a s�gn of supreme d�sda�n.

“Good for you,” sa�d he, “r�p up the cloth. We want some l�nt.”
Courfeyrac called the grape-shot to order for the l�ttle effect wh�ch

�t produced, and sa�d to the cannon:
“You are grow�ng d�ffuse, my good fellow.”
One gets puzzled �n battle, as at a ball. It �s probable that th�s

s�lence on the part of the redoubt began to render the bes�egers
uneasy, and to make them fear some unexpected �nc�dent, and that
they felt the necess�ty of gett�ng a clear v�ew beh�nd that heap of
pav�ng-stones, and of know�ng what was go�ng on beh�nd that
�mpassable wall wh�ch rece�ved blows w�thout retort�ng. The
�nsurgents suddenly perce�ved a helmet gl�tter�ng �n the sun on a
ne�ghbor�ng roof. A f�reman had placed h�s back aga�nst a tall
ch�mney, and seemed to be act�ng as sent�nel. H�s glance fell d�rectly
down �nto the barr�cade.



“There’s an embarrass�ng watcher,” sa�d Enjolras.
Jean Valjean had returned Enjolras’ r�fle, but he had h�s own gun.
W�thout say�ng a word, he took a�m at the f�reman, and, a second

later, the helmet, smashed by a bullet, rattled no�s�ly �nto the street.
The terr�f�ed sold�er made haste to d�sappear. A second observer
took h�s place. Th�s one was an off�cer. Jean Valjean, who had re-
loaded h�s gun, took a�m at the newcomer and sent the off�cer’s
casque to jo�n the sold�er’s. The off�cer d�d not pers�st, and ret�red
speed�ly. Th�s t�me the warn�ng was understood. No one made h�s
appearance thereafter on that roof; and the �dea of spy�ng on the
barr�cade was abandoned.

“Why d�d you not k�ll the man?” Bossuet asked Jean Valjean.
Jean Valjean made no reply.



CHAPTER XII—DISORDER A
PARTISAN OF ORDER

Bossuet muttered �n Combeferre’s ear:
“He d�d not answer my quest�on.”
“He �s a man who does good by gun-shots,” sa�d Combeferre.
Those who have preserved some memory of th�s already d�stant

epoch know that the Nat�onal Guard from the suburbs was val�ant
aga�nst �nsurrect�ons. It was part�cularly zealous and �ntrep�d �n the
days of June, 1832. A certa�n good dram-shop keeper of Pant�n des
Vertus or la Cunette, whose “establ�shment” had been closed by the
r�ots, became leon�ne at the s�ght of h�s deserted dance-hall, and got
h�mself k�lled to preserve the order represented by a tea-garden. In
that bourgeo�s and hero�c t�me, �n the presence of �deas wh�ch had
the�r kn�ghts, �nterests had the�r palad�ns. The pros�ness of the
or�g�nators detracted noth�ng from the bravery of the movement. The
d�m�nut�on of a p�le of crowns made bankers s�ng the Marse�lla�se.
They shed the�r blood lyr�cally for the count�ng-house; and they
defended the shop, that �mmense d�m�nut�ve of the fatherland, w�th
Lacedæmon�an enthus�asm.

At bottom, we w�ll observe, there was noth�ng �n all th�s that was
not extremely ser�ous. It was soc�al elements enter�ng �nto str�fe,
wh�le awa�t�ng the day when they should enter �nto equ�l�br�um.

Another s�gn of the t�mes was the anarchy m�ngled w�th
governmental�sm [the barbarous name of the correct party]. People
were for order �n comb�nat�on w�th lack of d�sc�pl�ne.

The drum suddenly beat capr�c�ous calls, at the command of such
or such a Colonel of the Nat�onal Guard; such and such a capta�n
went �nto act�on through �nsp�rat�on; such and such Nat�onal
Guardsmen fought, “for an �dea,” and on the�r own account. At



cr�t�cal moments, on “days” they took counsel less of the�r leaders
than of the�r �nst�ncts. There ex�sted �n the army of order, ver�table
guer�lleros, some of the sword, l�ke Fann�cot, others of the pen, l�ke
Henr� Fonfrède.

C�v�l�zat�on, unfortunately, represented at th�s epoch rather by an
aggregat�on of �nterests than by a group of pr�nc�ples, was or thought
�tself, �n per�l; �t set up the cry of alarm; each, const�tut�ng h�mself a
centre, defended �t, succored �t, and protected �t w�th h�s own head;
and the f�rst comer took �t upon h�mself to save soc�ety.

Zeal somet�mes proceeded to exterm�nat�on. A platoon of the
Nat�onal Guard would const�tute �tself on �ts own author�ty a pr�vate
counc�l of war, and judge and execute a captured �nsurgent �n f�ve
m�nutes. It was an �mprov�sat�on of th�s sort that had sla�n Jean
Prouva�re. F�erce Lynch law, w�th wh�ch no one party had any r�ght to
reproach the rest, for �t has been appl�ed by the Republ�c �n Amer�ca,
as well as by the monarchy �n Europe. Th�s Lynch law was
compl�cated w�th m�stakes. On one day of r�ot�ng, a young poet,
named Paul A�mé Garn�er, was pursued �n the Place Royale, w�th a
bayonet at h�s lo�ns, and only escaped by tak�ng refuge under the
porte-cochère of No. 6. They shouted:—“There’s another of those
Sa�nt-S�mon�ans!” and they wanted to k�ll h�m. Now, he had under h�s
arm a volume of the memo�rs of the Duc de Sa�nt-S�mon. A Nat�onal
Guard had read the words Sa�nt-S�mon on the book, and had
shouted: “Death!”

On the 6th of June, 1832, a company of the Nat�onal Guards from
the suburbs, commanded by the Capta�n Fann�cot, above
ment�oned, had �tself dec�mated �n the Rue de la Chanvrer�e out of
capr�ce and �ts own good pleasure. Th�s fact, s�ngular though �t may
seem, was proved at the jud�c�al �nvest�gat�on opened �n
consequence of the �nsurrect�on of 1832. Capta�n Fann�cot, a bold
and �mpat�ent bourgeo�s, a sort of condott�ere of the order of those
whom we have just character�zed, a fanat�cal and �ntractable
governmental�st, could not res�st the temptat�on to f�re prematurely,
and the amb�t�on of captur�ng the barr�cade alone and una�ded, that
�s to say, w�th h�s company. Exasperated by the success�ve
appar�t�on of the red flag and the old coat wh�ch he took for the black



flag, he loudly blamed the generals and ch�efs of the corps, who
were hold�ng counc�l and d�d not th�nk that the moment for the
dec�s�ve assault had arr�ved, and who were allow�ng “the �nsurrect�on
to fry �n �ts own fat,” to use the celebrated express�on of one of them.
For h�s part, he thought the barr�cade r�pe, and as that wh�ch �s r�pe
ought to fall, he made the attempt.

He commanded men as resolute as h�mself, “rag�ng fellows,” as a
w�tness sa�d. H�s company, the same wh�ch had shot Jean Prouva�re
the poet, was the f�rst of the battal�on posted at the angle of the
street. At the moment when they were least expect�ng �t, the capta�n
launched h�s men aga�nst the barr�cade. Th�s movement, executed
w�th more good w�ll than strategy, cost the Fann�cot company dear.
Before �t had traversed two th�rds of the street �t was rece�ved by a
general d�scharge from the barr�cade. Four, the most audac�ous, who
were runn�ng on �n front, were mown down po�nt-blank at the very
foot of the redoubt, and th�s courageous throng of Nat�onal Guards,
very brave men but lack�ng �n m�l�tary tenac�ty, were forced to fall
back, after some hes�tat�on, leav�ng f�fteen corpses on the pavement.
Th�s momentary hes�tat�on gave the �nsurgents t�me to re-load the�r
weapons, and a second and very destruct�ve d�scharge struck the
company before �t could rega�n the corner of the street, �ts shelter. A
moment more, and �t was caught between two f�res, and �t rece�ved
the volley from the battery p�ece wh�ch, not hav�ng rece�ved the
order, had not d�scont�nued �ts f�r�ng.

The �ntrep�d and �mprudent Fann�cot was one of the dead from th�s
grape-shot. He was k�lled by the cannon, that �s to say, by order.

Th�s attack, wh�ch was more fur�ous than ser�ous, �rr�tated
Enjolras.—“The fools!” sa�d he. “They are gett�ng the�r own men
k�lled and they are us�ng up our ammun�t�on for noth�ng.”

Enjolras spoke l�ke the real general of �nsurrect�on wh�ch he was.
Insurrect�on and repress�on do not f�ght w�th equal weapons.
Insurrect�on, wh�ch �s speed�ly exhausted, has only a certa�n number
of shots to f�re and a certa�n number of combatants to expend. An
empty cartr�dge-box, a man k�lled, cannot be replaced. As repress�on
has the army, �t does not count �ts men, and, as �t has V�ncennes, �t
does not count �ts shots. Repress�on has as many reg�ments as the



barr�cade has men, and as many arsenals as the barr�cade has
cartr�dge-boxes. Thus they are struggles of one aga�nst a hundred,
wh�ch always end �n crush�ng the barr�cade; unless the revolut�on,
upr�s�ng suddenly, fl�ngs �nto the balance �ts flam�ng archangel’s
sword. Th�s does happen somet�mes. Then everyth�ng r�ses, the
pavements beg�n to seethe, popular redoubts abound. Par�s qu�vers
supremely, the qu�d d�v�num �s g�ven forth, a 10th of August �s �n the
a�r, a 29th of July �s �n the a�r, a wonderful l�ght appears, the yawn�ng
maw of force draws back, and the army, that l�on, sees before �t,
erect and tranqu�l, that prophet, France.



CHAPTER XIII—PASSING GLEAMS
In the chaos of sent�ments and pass�ons wh�ch defend a

barr�cade, there �s a l�ttle of everyth�ng; there �s bravery, there �s
youth, honor, enthus�asm, the �deal, conv�ct�on, the rage of the
gambler, and, above all, �nterm�ttences of hope.

One of these �nterm�ttences, one of these vague qu�vers of hope
suddenly traversed the barr�cade of the Rue de la Chanvrer�e at the
moment when �t was least expected.

“L�sten,” suddenly cr�ed Enjolras, who was st�ll on the watch, “�t
seems to me that Par�s �s wak�ng up.”

It �s certa�n that, on the morn�ng of the 6th of June, the �nsurrect�on
broke out afresh for an hour or two, to a certa�n extent. The
obst�nacy of the alarm peal of Sa�nt-Merry rean�mated some fanc�es.
Barr�cades were begun �n the Rue du Po�r�er and the Rue des
Grav�ll�ers. In front of the Porte Sa�nt-Mart�n, a young man, armed
w�th a r�fle, attacked alone a squadron of cavalry. In pla�n s�ght, on
the open boulevard, he placed one knee on the ground, shouldered
h�s weapon, f�red, k�lled the commander of the squadron, and turned
away, say�ng: “There’s another who w�ll do us no more harm.”

He was put to the sword. In the Rue Sa�nt-Den�s, a woman f�red
on the Nat�onal Guard from beh�nd a lowered bl�nd. The slats of the
bl�nd could be seen to tremble at every shot. A ch�ld fourteen years
of age was arrested �n the Rue de la Cossoner�e, w�th h�s pockets
full of cartr�dges. Many posts were attacked. At the entrance to the
Rue Bert�n-Po�rée, a very l�vely and utterly unexpected fus�llade
welcomed a reg�ment of cu�rrass�ers, at whose head marched
Marshal General Cava�gnac de Barague. In the Rue Planche-M�bray,
they threw old p�eces of pottery and household utens�ls down on the
sold�ers from the roofs; a bad s�gn; and when th�s matter was
reported to Marshal Soult, Napoleon’s old l�eutenant grew thoughtful,



as he recalled Suchet’s say�ng at Saragossa: “We are lost when the
old women empty the�r pots de chambre on our heads.”

These general symptoms wh�ch presented themselves at the
moment when �t was thought that the upr�s�ng had been rendered
local, th�s fever of wrath, these sparks wh�ch flew h�ther and th�ther
above those deep masses of combust�bles wh�ch are called the
faubourgs of Par�s,—all th�s, taken together, d�sturbed the m�l�tary
ch�efs. They made haste to stamp out these beg�nn�ngs of
conflagrat�on.

They delayed the attack on the barr�cades Maubuée, de la
Chanvrer�e and Sa�nt-Merry unt�l these sparks had been
ext�ngu�shed, �n order that they m�ght have to deal w�th the
barr�cades only and be able to f�n�sh them at one blow. Columns
were thrown �nto the streets where there was fermentat�on, sweep�ng
the large, sound�ng the small, r�ght and left, now slowly and
caut�ously, now at full charge. The troops broke �n the doors of
houses whence shots had been f�red; at the same t�me, manœuvres
by the cavalry d�spersed the groups on the boulevards. Th�s
repress�on was not effected w�thout some commot�on, and w�thout
that tumultuous uproar pecul�ar to coll�s�ons between the army and
the people. Th�s was what Enjolras had caught �n the �ntervals of the
cannonade and the musketry. Moreover, he had seen wounded men
pass�ng the end of the street �n l�tters, and he sa�d to Courfeyrac:
—“Those wounded do not come from us.”

The�r hope d�d not last long; the gleam was qu�ckly ecl�psed. In
less than half an hour, what was �n the a�r van�shed, �t was a flash of
l�ghtn�ng unaccompan�ed by thunder, and the �nsurgents felt that sort
of leaden cope, wh�ch the �nd�fference of the people casts over
obst�nate and deserted men, fall over them once more.

The general movement, wh�ch seemed to have assumed a vague
outl�ne, had m�scarr�ed; and the attent�on of the m�n�ster of war and
the strategy of the generals could now be concentrated on the three
or four barr�cades wh�ch st�ll rema�ned stand�ng.

The sun was mount�ng above the hor�zon.
An �nsurgent ha�led Enjolras.



“We are hungry here. Are we really go�ng to d�e l�ke th�s, w�thout
anyth�ng to eat?”

Enjolras, who was st�ll lean�ng on h�s elbows at h�s embrasure,
made an aff�rmat�ve s�gn w�th h�s head, but w�thout tak�ng h�s eyes
from the end of the street.



CHAPTER XIV—WHEREIN WILL
APPEAR THE NAME OF ENJOLRAS’

MISTRESS
Courfeyrac, seated on a pav�ng-stone bes�de Enjolras, cont�nued

to �nsult the cannon, and each t�me that that gloomy cloud of
project�les wh�ch �s called grape-shot passed overhead w�th �ts
terr�ble sound he assa�led �t w�th a burst of �rony.

“You are wear�ng out your lungs, poor, brutal, old fellow, you pa�n
me, you are wast�ng your row. That’s not thunder, �t’s a cough.”

And the bystanders laughed.
Courfeyrac and Bossuet, whose brave good humor �ncreased w�th

the per�l, l�ke Madame Scarron, replaced nour�shment w�th
pleasantry, and, as w�ne was lack�ng, they poured out gayety to all.

“I adm�re Enjolras,” sa�d Bossuet. “H�s �mpass�ve temer�ty
astounds me. He l�ves alone, wh�ch renders h�m a l�ttle sad, perhaps;
Enjolras compla�ns of h�s greatness, wh�ch b�nds h�m to w�dowhood.
The rest of us have m�stresses, more or less, who make us crazy,
that �s to say, brave. When a man �s as much �n love as a t�ger, the
least that he can do �s to f�ght l�ke a l�on. That �s one way of tak�ng
our revenge for the capers that mesdames our gr�settes play on us.
Roland gets h�mself k�lled for Angél�que; all our hero�sm comes from
our women. A man w�thout a woman �s a p�stol w�thout a tr�gger; �t �s
the woman that sets the man off. Well, Enjolras has no woman. He �s
not �n love, and yet he manages to be �ntrep�d. It �s a th�ng unheard
of that a man should be as cold as �ce and as bold as f�re.”

Enjolras d�d not appear to be l�sten�ng, but had any one been near
h�m, that person would have heard h�m mutter �n a low vo�ce:
“Patr�a.”



Bossuet was st�ll laugh�ng when Courfeyrac excla�med:
“News!”
And assum�ng the tone of an usher mak�ng an announcement, he

added:
“My name �s E�ght-Pounder.”
In fact, a new personage had entered on the scene. Th�s was a

second p�ece of ordnance.
The art�llery-men rap�dly performed the�r manœuvres �n force and

placed th�s second p�ece �n l�ne w�th the f�rst.
Th�s outl�ned the catastrophe.
A few m�nutes later, the two p�eces, rap�dly served, were f�r�ng

po�nt-blank at the redoubt; the platoon f�r�ng of the l�ne and of the
sold�ers from the suburbs susta�ned the art�llery.

Another cannonade was aud�ble at some d�stance. At the same
t�me that the two guns were fur�ously attack�ng the redoubt from the
Rue de la Chanvrer�e, two other cannons, tra�ned one from the Rue
Sa�nt-Den�s, the other from the Rue Aubry-le-Boucher, were r�ddl�ng
the Sa�nt-Merry barr�cade. The four cannons echoed each other
mournfully.

The bark�ng of these sombre dogs of war repl�ed to each other.
One of the two p�eces wh�ch was now batter�ng the barr�cade on

the Rue de la Chanvrer�e was f�r�ng grape-shot, the other balls.
The p�ece wh�ch was f�r�ng balls was po�nted a l�ttle h�gh, and the

a�m was calculated so that the ball struck the extreme edge of the
upper crest of the barr�cade, and crumbled the stone down upon the
�nsurgents, m�ngled w�th bursts of grape-shot.

The object of th�s mode of f�r�ng was to dr�ve the �nsurgents from
the summ�t of the redoubt, and to compel them to gather close �n the
�nter�or, that �s to say, th�s announced the assault.

The combatants once dr�ven from the crest of the barr�cade by
balls, and from the w�ndows of the cabaret by grape-shot, the
attack�ng columns could venture �nto the street w�thout be�ng p�cked
off, perhaps, even, w�thout be�ng seen, could br�skly and suddenly



scale the redoubt, as on the preced�ng even�ng, and, who knows?
take �t by surpr�se.

“It �s absolutely necessary that the �nconven�ence of those guns
should be d�m�n�shed,” sa�d Enjolras, and he shouted: “F�re on the
art�llery-men!”

All were ready. The barr�cade, wh�ch had long been s�lent, poured
forth a desperate f�re; seven or e�ght d�scharges followed, w�th a sort
of rage and joy; the street was f�lled w�th bl�nd�ng smoke, and, at the
end of a few m�nutes, athwart th�s m�st all streaked w�th flame, two
th�rds of the gunners could be d�st�ngu�shed ly�ng beneath the
wheels of the cannons. Those who were left stand�ng cont�nued to
serve the p�eces w�th severe tranqu�ll�ty, but the f�re had slackened.

“Th�ngs are go�ng well now,” sa�d Bossuet to Enjolras. “Success.”
Enjolras shook h�s head and repl�ed:
“Another quarter of an hour of th�s success, and there w�ll not be

any cartr�dges left �n the barr�cade.”
It appears that Gavroche overheard th�s remark.



CHAPTER XV—GAVROCHE OUTSIDE
Courfeyrac suddenly caught s�ght of some one at the base of the

barr�cade, outs�de �n the street, am�d the bullets.
Gavroche had taken a bottle basket from the w�ne-shop, had

made h�s way out through the cut, and was qu�etly engaged �n
empty�ng the full cartr�dge-boxes of the Nat�onal Guardsmen who
had been k�lled on the slope of the redoubt, �nto h�s basket.

“What are you do�ng there?” asked Courfeyrac.
Gavroche ra�sed h�s face:—
“I’m f�ll�ng my basket, c�t�zen.”
“Don’t you see the grape-shot?”
Gavroche repl�ed:
“Well, �t �s ra�n�ng. What then?”
Courfeyrac shouted:—“Come �n!”
“Instanter,” sa�d Gavroche.
And w�th a s�ngle bound he plunged �nto the street.
It w�ll be remembered that Fann�cot’s company had left beh�nd �t a

tra�l of bod�es. Twenty corpses lay scattered here and there on the
pavement, through the whole length of the street. Twenty cartouches
for Gavroche meant a prov�s�on of cartr�dges for the barr�cade.

The smoke �n the street was l�ke a fog. Whoever has beheld a
cloud wh�ch has fallen �nto a mounta�n gorge between two peaked
escarpments can �mag�ne th�s smoke rendered denser and th�cker
by two gloomy rows of lofty houses. It rose gradually and was
�ncessantly renewed; hence a tw�l�ght wh�ch made even the broad
dayl�ght turn pale. The combatants could hardly see each other from
one end of the street to the other, short as �t was.

Th�s obscur�ty, wh�ch had probably been des�red and calculated on
by the commanders who were to d�rect the assault on the barr�cade,



was useful to Gavroche.
Beneath the folds of th�s ve�l of smoke, and thanks to h�s small

s�ze, he could advance tolerably far �nto the street w�thout be�ng
seen. He r�fled the f�rst seven or e�ght cartr�dge-boxes w�thout much
danger.

He crawled flat on h�s belly, galloped on all fours, took h�s basket
�n h�s teeth, tw�sted, gl�ded, undulated, wound from one dead body to
another, and empt�ed the cartr�dge-box or cartouche as a monkey
opens a nut.

They d�d not dare to shout to h�m to return from the barr�cade,
wh�ch was qu�te near, for fear of attract�ng attent�on to h�m.

On one body, that of a corporal, he found a powder-flask.
“For th�rst,” sa�d he, putt�ng �t �n h�s pocket.
By d�nt of advanc�ng, he reached a po�nt where the fog of the

fus�llade became transparent. So that the sharpshooters of the l�ne
ranged on the outlook beh�nd the�r pav�ng-stone d�ke and the
sharpshooters of the banl�eue massed at the corner of the street
suddenly po�nted out to each other someth�ng mov�ng through the
smoke.

At the moment when Gavroche was rel�ev�ng a sergeant, who was
ly�ng near a stone door-post, of h�s cartr�dges, a bullet struck the
body.

“F�chtre!” ejaculated Gavroche. “They are k�ll�ng my dead men for
me.”

A second bullet struck a spark from the pavement bes�de h�m.—A
th�rd overturned h�s basket.

Gavroche looked and saw that th�s came from the men of the
banl�eue.

He sprang to h�s feet, stood erect, w�th h�s ha�r fly�ng �n the w�nd,
h�s hands on h�s h�ps, h�s eyes f�xed on the Nat�onal Guardsmen
who were f�r�ng, and sang:
“On est laid à Nanterre,       “Men are ugly at Nanterre,
C’est la faute à Voltaire;     ‘Tis the  fault of Voltaire;
Et bête à Palaiseau,           And dull at Palaiseau,
C’est la faute à Rousseau.”    ‘Tis the fault of Rousseau.”



Then he p�cked up h�s basket, replaced the cartr�dges wh�ch had
fallen from �t, w�thout m�ss�ng a s�ngle one, and, advanc�ng towards
the fus�llade, set about plunder�ng another cartr�dge-box. There a
fourth bullet m�ssed h�m, aga�n. Gavroche sang:
“Je ne suis pas notaire,      “I am not a notary,
C’est la faute à Voltaire;    ‘Tis the fault of Voltaire;
Je suis un petit oiseau,      I’m a little bird,
C’est la faute à Rousseau.”   ‘Tis the fault of Rousseau.”

A f�fth bullet only succeeded �n draw�ng from h�m a th�rd couplet.
“Joie est mon caractère,      “Joy is my character,
C’est la faute à Voltaire;    ‘Tis the fault of Voltaire;
Misère est mon trousseau,     Misery is my trousseau,
C’est la faute à Rousseau.”   ‘Tis the fault of Rousseau.”

Thus �t went on for some t�me.
It was a charm�ng and terr�ble s�ght. Gavroche, though shot at,

was teas�ng the fus�llade. He had the a�r of be�ng greatly d�verted. It
was the sparrow peck�ng at the sportsmen. To each d�scharge he
retorted w�th a couplet. They a�med at h�m constantly, and always
m�ssed h�m. The Nat�onal Guardsmen and the sold�ers laughed as
they took a�m at h�m. He lay down, sprang to h�s feet, h�d �n the
corner of a doorway, then made a bound, d�sappeared, reappeared,
scampered away, returned, repl�ed to the grape-shot w�th h�s thumb
at h�s nose, and, all the wh�le, went on p�llag�ng the cartouches,
empty�ng the cartr�dge-boxes, and f�ll�ng h�s basket. The �nsurgents,
pant�ng w�th anx�ety, followed h�m w�th the�r eyes. The barr�cade
trembled; he sang. He was not a ch�ld, he was not a man; he was a
strange gam�n-fa�ry. He m�ght have been called the �nvulnerable
dwarf of the fray. The bullets flew after h�m, he was more n�mble than
they. He played a fearful game of h�de and seek w�th death; every
t�me that the flat-nosed face of the spectre approached, the urch�n
adm�n�stered to �t a f�ll�p.

One bullet, however, better a�med or more treacherous than the
rest, f�nally struck the w�ll-o’-the-w�sp of a ch�ld. Gavroche was seen
to stagger, then he sank to the earth. The whole barr�cade gave vent
to a cry; but there was someth�ng of Antæus �n that pygmy; for the
gam�n to touch the pavement �s the same as for the g�ant to touch
the earth; Gavroche had fallen only to r�se aga�n; he rema�ned �n a
s�tt�ng posture, a long thread of blood streaked h�s face, he ra�sed



both arms �n the a�r, glanced �n the d�rect�on whence the shot had
come, and began to s�ng:
“Je suis tombé par terre,     “I have fallen to the earth,
C’est la faute à Voltaire;    ‘Tis the fault of Voltaire;
Le nez dans le ruisseau,      With my nose in the gutter,
C’est la faute à . . . “      ‘Tis the fault of . . . ”

He d�d not f�n�sh. A second bullet from the same marksman
stopped h�m short. Th�s t�me he fell face downward on the pavement,
and moved no more. Th�s grand l�ttle soul had taken �ts fl�ght.



CHAPTER XVI—HOW FROM A
BROTHER ONE BECOMES A FATHER
At that same moment, �n the garden of the Luxembourg,—for the

gaze of the drama must be everywhere present,—two ch�ldren were
hold�ng each other by the hand. One m�ght have been seven years
old, the other f�ve. The ra�n hav�ng soaked them, they were walk�ng
along the paths on the sunny s�de; the elder was lead�ng the
younger; they were pale and ragged; they had the a�r of w�ld b�rds.
The smaller of them sa�d: “I am very hungry.”

The elder, who was already somewhat of a protector, was lead�ng
h�s brother w�th h�s left hand and �n h�s r�ght he carr�ed a small st�ck.

They were alone �n the garden. The garden was deserted, the
gates had been closed by order of the pol�ce, on account of the
�nsurrect�on. The troops who had been b�vouack�ng there had
departed for the ex�genc�es of combat.

How d�d those ch�ldren come there? Perhaps they had escaped
from some guard-house wh�ch stood ajar; perhaps there was �n the
v�c�n�ty, at the Barr�ère d’Enfer; or on the Esplanade de
l’Observato�re, or �n the ne�ghbor�ng carrefour, dom�nated by the
ped�ment on wh�ch could be read: Invenerunt parvulum pann�s
�nvolutum, some mountebank’s booth from wh�ch they had fled;
perhaps they had, on the preced�ng even�ng, escaped the eye of the
�nspectors of the garden at the hour of clos�ng, and had passed the
n�ght �n some one of those sentry-boxes where people read the
papers? The fact �s, they were stray lambs and they seemed free. To
be astray and to seem free �s to be lost. These poor l�ttle creatures
were, �n fact, lost.

These two ch�ldren were the same over whom Gavroche had been
put to some trouble, as the reader w�ll recollect. Ch�ldren of the
Thénard�ers, leased out to Magnon, attr�buted to M. G�llenormand,



and now leaves fallen from all these rootless branches, and swept
over the ground by the w�nd. The�r cloth�ng, wh�ch had been clean �n
Magnon’s day, and wh�ch had served her as a prospectus w�th M.
G�llenormand, had been converted �nto rags.

Henceforth these be�ngs belonged to the stat�st�cs as “Abandoned
ch�ldren,” whom the pol�ce take note of, collect, m�slay and f�nd aga�n
on the pavements of Par�s.

It requ�red the d�sturbance of a day l�ke that to account for these
m�serable l�ttle creatures be�ng �n that garden. If the super�ntendents
had caught s�ght of them, they would have dr�ven such rags forth.
Poor l�ttle th�ngs do not enter publ�c gardens; st�ll, people should
reflect that, as ch�ldren, they have a r�ght to flowers.

These ch�ldren were there, thanks to the locked gates. They were
there contrary to the regulat�ons. They had sl�pped �nto the garden
and there they rema�ned. Closed gates do not d�sm�ss the
�nspectors, overs�ght �s supposed to cont�nue, but �t grows slack and
reposes; and the �nspectors, moved by the publ�c anx�ety and more
occup�ed w�th the outs�de than the �ns�de, no longer glanced �nto the
garden, and had not seen the two del�nquents.

It had ra�ned the n�ght before, and even a l�ttle �n the morn�ng. But
�n June, showers do not count for much. An hour after a storm, �t can
hardly be seen that the beaut�ful blonde day has wept. The earth, �n
summer, �s as qu�ckly dr�ed as the cheek of a ch�ld. At that per�od of
the solst�ce, the l�ght of full noonday �s, so to speak, po�gnant. It
takes everyth�ng. It appl�es �tself to the earth, and superposes �tself
w�th a sort of suct�on. One would say that the sun was th�rsty. A
shower �s but a glass of water; a ra�nstorm �s �nstantly drunk up. In
the morn�ng everyth�ng was dr�pp�ng, �n the afternoon everyth�ng �s
powdered over.

Noth�ng �s so worthy of adm�rat�on as fol�age washed by the ra�n
and w�ped by the rays of sunl�ght; �t �s warm freshness. The gardens
and meadows, hav�ng water at the�r roots, and sun �n the�r flowers,
become perfum�ng-pans of �ncense, and smoke w�th all the�r odors at
once. Everyth�ng sm�les, s�ngs and offers �tself. One feels gently
�ntox�cated. The spr�ngt�me �s a prov�s�onal parad�se, the sun helps
man to have pat�ence.



There are be�ngs who demand noth�ng further; mortals, who,
hav�ng the azure of heaven, say: “It �s enough!” dreamers absorbed
�n the wonderful, d�pp�ng �nto the �dolatry of nature, �nd�fferent to
good and ev�l, contemplators of cosmos and rad�antly forgetful of
man, who do not understand how people can occupy themselves
w�th the hunger of these, and the th�rst of those, w�th the nud�ty of
the poor �n w�nter, w�th the lymphat�c curvature of the l�ttle sp�nal
column, w�th the pallet, the att�c, the dungeon, and the rags of
sh�ver�ng young g�rls, when they can dream beneath the trees;
peaceful and terr�ble sp�r�ts they, and p�t�lessly sat�sf�ed. Strange to
say, the �nf�n�te suff�ces them. That great need of man, the f�n�te,
wh�ch adm�ts of embrace, they �gnore. The f�n�te wh�ch adm�ts of
progress and subl�me to�l, they do not th�nk about. The �ndef�n�te,
wh�ch �s born from the human and d�v�ne comb�nat�on of the �nf�n�te
and the f�n�te, escapes them. Prov�ded that they are face to face w�th
�mmens�ty, they sm�le. Joy never, ecstasy forever. The�r l�fe l�es �n
surrender�ng the�r personal�ty �n contemplat�on. The h�story of
human�ty �s for them only a deta�led plan. All �s not there; the true All
rema�ns w�thout; what �s the use of busy�ng oneself over that deta�l,
man? Man suffers, that �s qu�te poss�ble; but look at Aldebaran
r�s�ng! The mother has no more m�lk, the new-born babe �s dy�ng. I
know noth�ng about that, but just look at th�s wonderful rosette wh�ch
a sl�ce of wood-cells of the p�ne presents under the m�croscope!
Compare the most beaut�ful Mechl�n lace to that �f you can! These
th�nkers forget to love. The zod�ac thr�ves w�th them to such a po�nt
that �t prevents the�r see�ng the weep�ng ch�ld. God ecl�pses the�r
souls. Th�s �s a fam�ly of m�nds wh�ch are, at once, great and petty.
Horace was one of them; so was Goethe. La Fonta�ne perhaps;
magn�f�cent ego�sts of the �nf�n�te, tranqu�l spectators of sorrow, who
do not behold Nero �f the weather be fa�r, for whom the sun conceals
the funeral p�le, who would look on at an execut�on by the gu�llot�ne
�n the search for an effect of l�ght, who hear ne�ther the cry nor the
sob, nor the death rattle, nor the alarm peal, for whom everyth�ng �s
well, s�nce there �s a month of May, who, so long as there are clouds
of purple and gold above the�r heads, declare themselves content,
and who are determ�ned to be happy unt�l the rad�ance of the stars
and the songs of the b�rds are exhausted.



These are dark rad�ances. They have no susp�c�on that they are to
be p�t�ed. Certa�nly they are so. He who does not weep does not see.
They are to be adm�red and p�t�ed, as one would both p�ty and
adm�re a be�ng at once n�ght and day, w�thout eyes beneath h�s
lashes but w�th a star on h�s brow.

The �nd�fference of these th�nkers, �s, accord�ng to some, a
super�or ph�losophy. That may be; but �n th�s super�or�ty there �s
some �nf�rm�ty. One may be �mmortal and yet l�mp: w�tness Vulcan.
One may be more than man and less than man. There �s �ncomplete
�mmens�ty �n nature. Who knows whether the sun �s not a bl�nd man?

But then, what? In whom can we trust? Solem qu�s d�cere falsum
audeat? Who shall dare to say that the sun �s false? Thus certa�n
gen�uses, themselves, certa�n Very-Lofty mortals, man-stars, may be
m�staken? That wh�ch �s on h�gh at the summ�t, at the crest, at the
zen�th, that wh�ch sends down so much l�ght on the earth, sees but
l�ttle, sees badly, sees not at all? Is not th�s a desperate state of
th�ngs? No. But what �s there, then, above the sun? The god.

On the 6th of June, 1832, about eleven o’clock �n the morn�ng, the
Luxembourg, sol�tary and depopulated, was charm�ng. The
qu�ncunxes and flower-beds shed forth balm and dazzl�ng beauty
�nto the sunl�ght. The branches, w�ld w�th the br�ll�ant glow of m�dday,
seemed endeavor�ng to embrace. In the sycamores there was an
uproar of l�nnets, sparrows tr�umphed, woodpeckers cl�mbed along
the chestnut trees, adm�n�ster�ng l�ttle pecks on the bark. The flower-
beds accepted the leg�t�mate royalty of the l�l�es; the most august of
perfumes �s that wh�ch emanates from wh�teness. The peppery odor
of the carnat�ons was percept�ble. The old crows of Mar�e de Med�c�
were amorous �n the tall trees. The sun g�lded, empurpled, set f�re to
and l�ghted up the tul�ps, wh�ch are noth�ng but all the var�et�es of
flame made �nto flowers. All around the banks of tul�ps the bees, the
sparks of these flame-flowers, hummed. All was grace and gayety,
even the �mpend�ng ra�n; th�s relapse, by wh�ch the l�l�es of the valley
and the honeysuckles were dest�ned to prof�t, had noth�ng d�sturb�ng
about �t; the swallows �ndulged �n the charm�ng threat of fly�ng low.
He who was there asp�red to happ�ness; l�fe smelled good; all nature
exhaled candor, help, ass�stance, patern�ty, caress, dawn. The



thoughts wh�ch fell from heaven were as sweet as the t�ny hand of a
baby when one k�sses �t.

The statues under the trees, wh�te and nude, had robes of shadow
p�erced w�th l�ght; these goddesses were all tattered w�th sunl�ght;
rays hung from them on all s�des. Around the great founta�n, the
earth was already dr�ed up to the po�nt of be�ng burnt. There was
suff�c�ent breeze to ra�se l�ttle �nsurrect�ons of dust here and there. A
few yellow leaves, left over from the autumn, chased each other
merr�ly, and seemed to be play�ng tr�cks on each other.

Th�s abundance of l�ght had someth�ng �ndescr�bably reassur�ng
about �t. L�fe, sap, heat, odors overflowed; one was consc�ous,
beneath creat�on, of the enormous s�ze of the source; �n all these
breaths permeated w�th love, �n th�s �nterchange of reverberat�ons
and reflect�ons, �n th�s marvellous expend�ture of rays, �n th�s �nf�n�te
outpour�ng of l�qu�d gold, one felt the prod�gal�ty of the �nexhaust�ble;
and, beh�nd th�s splendor as beh�nd a curta�n of flame, one caught a
gl�mpse of God, that m�ll�ona�re of stars.

Thanks to the sand, there was not a speck of mud; thanks to the
ra�n, there was not a gra�n of ashes. The clumps of blossoms had
just been bathed; every sort of velvet, sat�n, gold and varn�sh, wh�ch
spr�ngs from the earth �n the form of flowers, was �rreproachable.
Th�s magn�f�cence was cleanly. The grand s�lence of happy nature
f�lled the garden. A celest�al s�lence that �s compat�ble w�th a
thousand sorts of mus�c, the coo�ng of nests, the buzz�ng of swarms,
the flutter�ngs of the breeze. All the harmony of the season was
complete �n one grac�ous whole; the entrances and ex�ts of spr�ng
took place �n proper order; the l�lacs ended; the jasm�nes began;
some flowers were tardy, some �nsects �n advance of the�r t�me; the
van-guard of the red June butterfl�es fratern�zed w�th the rear-guard
of the wh�te butterfl�es of May. The planta�n trees were gett�ng the�r
new sk�ns. The breeze hollowed out undulat�ons �n the magn�f�cent
enorm�ty of the chestnut-trees. It was splend�d. A veteran from the
ne�ghbor�ng barracks, who was gaz�ng through the fence, sa�d: “Here
�s the Spr�ng present�ng arms and �n full un�form.”

All nature was breakfast�ng; creat�on was at table; th�s was �ts
hour; the great blue cloth was spread �n the sky, and the great green



cloth on earth; the sun l�ghted �t all up br�ll�antly. God was serv�ng the
un�versal repast. Each creature had h�s pasture or h�s mess. The
r�ng-dove found h�s hemp-seed, the chaff�nch found h�s m�llet, the
goldf�nch found ch�ckweed, the red-breast found worms, the green
f�nch found fl�es, the fly found �nfusor�æ, the bee found flowers. They
ate each other somewhat, �t �s true, wh�ch �s the m�sery of ev�l m�xed
w�th good; but not a beast of them all had an empty stomach.

The two l�ttle abandoned creatures had arr�ved �n the v�c�n�ty of the
grand founta�n, and, rather bew�ldered by all th�s l�ght, they tr�ed to
h�de themselves, the �nst�nct of the poor and the weak �n the
presence of even �mpersonal magn�f�cence; and they kept beh�nd the
swans’ hutch.

Here and there, at �ntervals, when the w�nd blew, shouts, clamor, a
sort of tumultuous death rattle, wh�ch was the f�r�ng, and dull blows,
wh�ch were d�scharges of cannon, struck the ear confusedly. Smoke
hung over the roofs �n the d�rect�on of the Halles. A bell, wh�ch had
the a�r of an appeal, was r�ng�ng �n the d�stance.

These ch�ldren d�d not appear to not�ce these no�ses. The l�ttle one
repeated from t�me to t�me: “I am hungry.”

Almost at the same �nstant w�th the ch�ldren, another couple
approached the great bas�n. They cons�sted of a goodman, about
f�fty years of age, who was lead�ng by the hand a l�ttle fellow of s�x.
No doubt, a father and h�s son. The l�ttle man of s�x had a b�g
br�oche.

At that epoch, certa�n houses abutt�ng on the r�ver, �n the Rues
Madame and d’Enfer, had keys to the Luxembourg garden, of wh�ch
the lodgers enjoyed the use when the gates were shut, a pr�v�lege
wh�ch was suppressed later on. Th�s father and son came from one
of these houses, no doubt.

The two poor l�ttle creatures watched “that gentleman”
approach�ng, and h�d themselves a l�ttle more thoroughly.

He was a bourgeo�s. The same person, perhaps, whom Mar�us
had one day heard, through h�s love fever, near the same grand
bas�n, counsell�ng h�s son “to avo�d excesses.” He had an affable
and haughty a�r, and a mouth wh�ch was always sm�l�ng, s�nce �t d�d
not shut. Th�s mechan�cal sm�le, produced by too much jaw and too



l�ttle sk�n, shows the teeth rather than the soul. The ch�ld, w�th h�s
br�oche, wh�ch he had b�tten �nto but had not f�n�shed eat�ng, seemed
sat�ated. The ch�ld was dressed as a Nat�onal Guardsman, ow�ng to
the �nsurrect�on, and the father had rema�ned clad as a bourgeo�s
out of prudence.

Father and son halted near the founta�n where two swans were
sport�ng. Th�s bourgeo�s appeared to cher�sh a spec�al adm�rat�on for
the swans. He resembled them �n th�s sense, that he walked l�ke
them.

For the moment, the swans were sw�mm�ng, wh�ch �s the�r
pr�nc�pal talent, and they were superb.

If the two poor l�ttle be�ngs had l�stened and �f they had been of an
age to understand, they m�ght have gathered the words of th�s grave
man. The father was say�ng to h�s son:

“The sage l�ves content w�th l�ttle. Look at me, my son. I do not
love pomp. I am never seen �n clothes decked w�th gold lace and
stones; I leave that false splendor to badly organ�zed souls.”

Here the deep shouts wh�ch proceeded from the d�rect�on of the
Halles burst out w�th fresh force of bell and uproar.

“What �s that?” �nqu�red the ch�ld.
The father repl�ed:
“It �s the Saturnal�a.”
All at once, he caught s�ght of the two l�ttle ragged boys beh�nd the

green swan-hutch.
“There �s the beg�nn�ng,” sa�d he.
And, after a pause, he added:
“Anarchy �s enter�ng th�s garden.”
In the meanwh�le, h�s son took a b�te of h�s br�oche, sp�t �t out, and,

suddenly burst out cry�ng.
“What are you cry�ng about?” demanded h�s father.
“I am not hungry any more,” sa�d the ch�ld.
The father’s sm�le became more accentuated.
“One does not need to be hungry �n order to eat a cake.”



“My cake t�res me. It �s stale.”
“Don’t you want any more of �t?”
“No.”
The father po�nted to the swans.
“Throw �t to those palm�peds.”
The ch�ld hes�tated. A person may not want any more of h�s cake;

but that �s no reason for g�v�ng �t away.
The father went on:
“Be humane. You must have compass�on on an�mals.”
And, tak�ng the cake from h�s son, he flung �t �nto the bas�n.
The cake fell very near the edge.
The swans were far away, �n the centre of the bas�n, and busy w�th

some prey. They had seen ne�ther the bourgeo�s nor the br�oche.
The bourgeo�s, feel�ng that the cake was �n danger of be�ng

wasted, and moved by th�s useless sh�pwreck, entered upon a
telegraph�c ag�tat�on, wh�ch f�nally attracted the attent�on of the
swans.

They perce�ved someth�ng float�ng, steered for the edge l�ke sh�ps,
as they are, and slowly d�rected the�r course toward the br�oche, w�th
the stup�d majesty wh�ch bef�ts wh�te creatures.

“The swans [cygnes] understand s�gns [s�gnes],” sa�d the
bourgeo�s, del�ghted to make a jest.

At that moment, the d�stant tumult of the c�ty underwent another
sudden �ncrease. Th�s t�me �t was s�n�ster. There are some gusts of
w�nd wh�ch speak more d�st�nctly than others. The one wh�ch was
blow�ng at that moment brought clearly def�ned drum-beats, clamors,
platoon f�r�ng, and the d�smal repl�es of the tocs�n and the cannon.
Th�s co�nc�ded w�th a black cloud wh�ch suddenly ve�led the sun.

The swans had not yet reached the br�oche.
“Let us return home,” sa�d the father, “they are attack�ng the

Tu�ler�es.”
He grasped h�s son’s hand aga�n. Then he cont�nued:



“From the Tu�ler�es to the Luxembourg, there �s but the d�stance
wh�ch separates Royalty from the peerage; that �s not far. Shots w�ll
soon ra�n down.”

He glanced at the cloud.
“Perhaps �t �s ra�n �tself that �s about to shower down; the sky �s

jo�n�ng �n; the younger branch �s condemned. Let us return home
qu�ckly.”

“I should l�ke to see the swans eat the br�oche,” sa�d the ch�ld.
The father repl�ed:
“That would be �mprudent.”
And he led h�s l�ttle bourgeo�s away.
The son, regrett�ng the swans, turned h�s head back toward the

bas�n unt�l a corner of the qu�ncunxes concealed �t from h�m.
In the meanwh�le, the two l�ttle wa�fs had approached the br�oche

at the same t�me as the swans. It was float�ng on the water. The
smaller of them stared at the cake, the elder gazed after the
retreat�ng bourgeo�s.

Father and son entered the labyr�nth of walks wh�ch leads to the
grand fl�ght of steps near the clump of trees on the s�de of the Rue
Madame.

As soon as they had d�sappeared from v�ew, the elder ch�ld hast�ly
flung h�mself flat on h�s stomach on the round�ng curb of the bas�n,
and cl�ng�ng to �t w�th h�s left hand, and lean�ng over the water, on
the verge of fall�ng �n, he stretched out h�s r�ght hand w�th h�s st�ck
towards the cake. The swans, perce�v�ng the enemy, made haste,
and �n so do�ng, they produced an effect of the�r breasts wh�ch was
of serv�ce to the l�ttle f�sher; the water flowed back before the swans,
and one of these gentle concentr�c undulat�ons softly floated the
br�oche towards the ch�ld’s wand. Just as the swans came up, the
st�ck touched the cake. The ch�ld gave �t a br�sk rap, drew �n the
br�oche, fr�ghtened away the swans, se�zed the cake, and sprang to
h�s feet. The cake was wet; but they were hungry and th�rsty. The
elder broke the cake �nto two port�ons, a large one and a small one,
took the small one for h�mself, gave the large one to h�s brother, and
sa�d to h�m:



“Ram that �nto your muzzle.”



CHAPTER XVII—MORTUUS PATER
FILIUM MORITURUM EXPECTAT

Mar�us dashed out of the barr�cade, Combeferre followed h�m. But
he was too late. Gavroche was dead. Combeferre brought back the
basket of cartr�dges; Mar�us bore the ch�ld.

“Alas!” he thought, “that wh�ch the father had done for h�s father,
he was requ�t�ng to the son; only, Thénard�er had brought back h�s
father al�ve; he was br�ng�ng back the ch�ld dead.”

When Mar�us re-entered the redoubt w�th Gavroche �n h�s arms,
h�s face, l�ke the ch�ld, was �nundated w�th blood.

At the moment when he had stooped to l�ft Gavroche, a bullet had
grazed h�s head; he had not not�ced �t.

Courfeyrac unt�ed h�s cravat and w�th �t bandaged Mar�us’ brow.
They la�d Gavroche on the same table w�th Mabeuf, and spread

over the two corpses the black shawl. There was enough of �t for
both the old man and the ch�ld.

Combeferre d�str�buted the cartr�dges from the basket wh�ch he
had brought �n.

Th�s gave each man f�fteen rounds to f�re.
Jean Valjean was st�ll �n the same place, mot�onless on h�s stone

post. When Combeferre offered h�m h�s f�fteen cartr�dges, he shook
h�s head.

“Here’s a rare eccentr�c,” sa�d Combeferre �n a low vo�ce to
Enjolras. “He f�nds a way of not f�ght�ng �n th�s barr�cade.”

“Wh�ch does not prevent h�m from defend�ng �t,” responded
Enjolras.

“Hero�sm has �ts or�g�nals,” resumed Combeferre.
And Courfeyrac, who had overheard, added:



“He �s another sort from Father Mabeuf.”
One th�ng wh�ch must be noted �s, that the f�re wh�ch was batter�ng

the barr�cade hardly d�sturbed the �nter�or. Those who have never
traversed the wh�rlw�nd of th�s sort of war can form no �dea of the
s�ngular moments of tranqu�ll�ty m�ngled w�th these convuls�ons. Men
go and come, they talk, they jest, they lounge. Some one whom we
know heard a combatant say to h�m �n the m�dst of the grape-shot:
“We are here as at a bachelor breakfast.” The redoubt of the Rue de
la Chanvrer�e, we repeat, seemed very calm w�th�n. All mutat�ons
and all phases had been, or were about to be, exhausted. The
pos�t�on, from cr�t�cal, had become menac�ng, and, from menac�ng,
was probably about to become desperate. In proport�on as the
s�tuat�on grew gloomy, the glow of hero�sm empurpled the barr�cade
more and more. Enjolras, who was grave, dom�nated �t, �n the
att�tude of a young Spartan sacr�f�c�ng h�s naked sword to the
sombre gen�us, Ep�dotas.

Combeferre, wear�ng an apron, was dress�ng the wounds: Bossuet
and Feu�lly were mak�ng cartr�dges w�th the powder-flask p�cked up
by Gavroche on the dead corporal, and Bossuet sa�d to Feu�lly: “We
are soon to take the d�l�gence for another planet”; Courfeyrac was
d�spos�ng and arrang�ng on some pav�ng-stones wh�ch he had
reserved for h�mself near Enjolras, a complete arsenal, h�s sword-
cane, h�s gun, two holster p�stols, and a cudgel, w�th the care of a
young g�rl sett�ng a small dunkerque �n order. Jean Valjean stared
s�lently at the wall oppos�te h�m. An art�san was fasten�ng Mother
Hucheloup’s b�g straw hat on h�s head w�th a str�ng, “for fear of sun-
stroke,” as he sa�d. The young men from the Cougourde d’A�x were
chatt�ng merr�ly among themselves, as though eager to speak pato�s
for the last t�me. Joly, who had taken W�dow Hucheloup’s m�rror from
the wall, was exam�n�ng h�s tongue �n �t. Some combatants, hav�ng
d�scovered a few crusts of rather mouldy bread, �n a drawer, were
eagerly devour�ng them. Mar�us was d�sturbed w�th regard to what
h�s father was about to say to h�m.



CHAPTER XVIII—THE VULTURE
BECOME PREY

We must �ns�st upon one psycholog�cal fact pecul�ar to barr�cades.
Noth�ng wh�ch �s character�st�c of that surpr�s�ng war of the streets
should be om�tted.

Whatever may have been the s�ngular �nward tranqu�ll�ty wh�ch we
have just ment�oned, the barr�cade, for those who are �ns�de �t,
rema�ns, nonetheless, a v�s�on.

There �s someth�ng of the apocalypse �n c�v�l war, all the m�sts of
the unknown are comm�ngled w�th f�erce flashes, revolut�ons are
sph�nxes, and any one who has passed through a barr�cade th�nks
he has traversed a dream.

The feel�ngs to wh�ch one �s subject �n these places we have
po�nted out �n the case of Mar�us, and we shall see the
consequences; they are both more and less than l�fe. On emerg�ng
from a barr�cade, one no longer knows what one has seen there.
One has been terr�ble, but one knows �t not. One has been
surrounded w�th confl�ct�ng �deas wh�ch had human faces; one’s
head has been �n the l�ght of the future. There were corpses ly�ng
prone there, and phantoms stand�ng erect. The hours were colossal
and seemed hours of etern�ty. One has l�ved �n death. Shadows have
passed by. What were they?

One has beheld hands on wh�ch there was blood; there was a
deafen�ng horror; there was also a fr�ghtful s�lence; there were open
mouths wh�ch shouted, and other open mouths wh�ch held the�r
peace; one was �n the m�dst of smoke, of n�ght, perhaps. One
fanc�ed that one had touched the s�n�ster ooze of unknown depths;
one stares at someth�ng red on one’s f�nger na�ls. One no longer
remembers anyth�ng.

Let us return to the Rue de la Chanvrer�e.



All at once, between two d�scharges, the d�stant sound of a clock
str�k�ng the hour became aud�ble.

“It �s m�dday,” sa�d Combeferre.
The twelve strokes had not f�n�shed str�k�ng when Enjolras sprang

to h�s feet, and from the summ�t of the barr�cade hurled th�s
thunder�ng shout:

“Carry stones up �nto the houses; l�ne the w�ndows�lls and the
roofs w�th them. Half the men to the�r guns, the other half to the
pav�ng-stones. There �s not a m�nute to be lost.”

A squad of sappers and m�ners, axe on shoulder, had just made
the�r appearance �n battle array at the end of the street.

Th�s could only be the head of a column; and of what column? The
attack�ng column, ev�dently; the sappers charged w�th the demol�t�on
of the barr�cade must always precede the sold�ers who are to scale
�t.

They were, ev�dently, on the br�nk of that moment wh�ch M.
Clermont-Tonnerre, �n 1822, called “the tug of war.”

Enjolras’ order was executed w�th the correct haste wh�ch �s
pecul�ar to sh�ps and barr�cades, the only two scenes of combat
where escape �s �mposs�ble. In less than a m�nute, two th�rds of the
stones wh�ch Enjolras had had p�led up at the door of Cor�nthe had
been carr�ed up to the f�rst floor and the att�c, and before a second
m�nute had elapsed, these stones, art�st�cally set one upon the other,
walled up the sash-w�ndow on the f�rst floor and the w�ndows �n the
roof to half the�r he�ght. A few loop-holes carefully planned by Feu�lly,
the pr�nc�pal arch�tect, allowed of the passage of the gun-barrels.
Th�s armament of the w�ndows could be effected all the more eas�ly
s�nce the f�r�ng of grape-shot had ceased. The two cannons were
now d�scharg�ng ball aga�nst the centre of the barr�er �n order to
make a hole there, and, �f poss�ble, a breach for the assault.

When the stones dest�ned to the f�nal defence were �n place,
Enjolras had the bottles wh�ch he had set under the table where
Mabeuf lay, carr�ed to the f�rst floor.

“Who �s to dr�nk that?” Bossuet asked h�m.
“They,” repl�ed Enjolras.



Then they barr�caded the w�ndow below, and held �n read�ness the
�ron cross-bars wh�ch served to secure the door of the w�ne-shop at
n�ght.

The fortress was complete. The barr�cade was the rampart, the
w�ne-shop was the dungeon. W�th the stones wh�ch rema�ned they
stopped up the outlet.

As the defenders of a barr�cade are always obl�ged to be spar�ng
of the�r ammun�t�on, and as the assa�lants know th�s, the assa�lants
comb�ne the�r arrangements w�th a sort of �rr�tat�ng le�sure, expose
themselves to f�re prematurely, though �n appearance more than �n
real�ty, and take the�r ease. The preparat�ons for attack are always
made w�th a certa�n method�cal del�berat�on; after wh�ch, the
l�ghtn�ng str�kes.

Th�s del�berat�on perm�tted Enjolras to take a rev�ew of everyth�ng
and to perfect everyth�ng. He felt that, s�nce such men were to d�e,
the�r death ought to be a masterp�ece.

He sa�d to Mar�us: “We are the two leaders. I w�ll g�ve the last
orders �ns�de. Do you rema�n outs�de and observe.”

Mar�us posted h�mself on the lookout upon the crest of the
barr�cade.

Enjolras had the door of the k�tchen, wh�ch was the ambulance, as
the reader w�ll remember, na�led up.

“No splash�ng of the wounded,” he sa�d.
He �ssued h�s f�nal orders �n the tap-room �n a curt, but profoundly

tranqu�l tone; Feu�lly l�stened and repl�ed �n the name of all.
“On the f�rst floor, hold your axes �n read�ness to cut the sta�rcase.

Have you them?”
“Yes,” sa�d Feu�lly.
“How many?”
“Two axes and a pole-axe.”
“That �s good. There are now twenty-s�x combatants of us on foot.

How many guns are there?”
“Th�rty-four.”



“E�ght too many. Keep those e�ght guns loaded l�ke the rest and at
hand. Swords and p�stols �n your belts. Twenty men to the barr�cade.
S�x ambushed �n the att�c w�ndows, and at the w�ndow on the f�rst
floor to f�re on the assa�lants through the loop-holes �n the stones.
Let not a s�ngle worker rema�n �nact�ve here. Presently, when the
drum beats the assault, let the twenty below sta�rs rush to the
barr�cade. The f�rst to arr�ve w�ll have the best places.”

These arrangements made, he turned to Javert and sa�d:
“I am not forgett�ng you.”
And, lay�ng a p�stol on the table, he added:
“The last man to leave th�s room w�ll smash the skull of th�s spy.”
“Here?” �nqu�red a vo�ce.
“No, let us not m�x the�r corpses w�th our own. The l�ttle barr�cade

of the Mondétour lane can be scaled. It �s only four feet h�gh. The
man �s well p�n�oned. He shall be taken th�ther and put to death.”

There was some one who was more �mpass�ve at that moment
than Enjolras, �t was Javert. Here Jean Valjean made h�s
appearance.

He had been lost among the group of �nsurgents. He stepped forth
and sa�d to Enjolras:

“You are the commander?”
“Yes.”
“You thanked me a wh�le ago.”
“In the name of the Republ�c. The barr�cade has two sav�ors,

Mar�us Pontmercy and yourself.”
“Do you th�nk that I deserve a recompense?”
“Certa�nly.”
“Well, I request one.”
“What �s �t?”
“That I may blow that man’s bra�ns out.”
Javert ra�sed h�s head, saw Jean Valjean, made an almost

�mpercept�ble movement, and sa�d:
“That �s just.”



As for Enjolras, he had begun to re-load h�s r�fle; he cut h�s eyes
about h�m:

“No object�ons.”
And he turned to Jean Valjean:
“Take the spy.”
Jean Valjean d�d, �n fact, take possess�on of Javert, by seat�ng

h�mself on the end of the table. He se�zed the p�stol, and a fa�nt cl�ck
announced that he had cocked �t.

Almost at the same moment, a blast of trumpets became aud�ble.
“Take care!” shouted Mar�us from the top of the barr�cade.
Javert began to laugh w�th that no�seless laugh wh�ch was pecul�ar

to h�m, and gaz�ng �ntently at the �nsurgents, he sa�d to them:
“You are �n no better case than I am.”
“All out!” shouted Enjolras.
The �nsurgents poured out tumultuously, and, as they went,

rece�ved �n the back,—may we be perm�tted the express�on,—th�s
sally of Javert’s:

“We shall meet aga�n shortly!”



CHAPTER XIX—JEAN VALJEAN
TAKES HIS REVENGE

When Jean Valjean was left alone w�th Javert, he unt�ed the rope
wh�ch fastened the pr�soner across the m�ddle of the body, and the
knot of wh�ch was under the table. After th�s he made h�m a s�gn to
r�se.

Javert obeyed w�th that �ndef�nable sm�le �n wh�ch the supremacy
of encha�ned author�ty �s condensed.

Jean Valjean took Javert by the mart�ngale, as one would take a
beast of burden by the breast-band, and, dragg�ng the latter after
h�m, emerged from the w�ne-shop slowly, because Javert, w�th h�s
�mpeded l�mbs, could take only very short steps.

Jean Valjean had the p�stol �n h�s hand.
In th�s manner they crossed the �nner trapez�um of the barr�cade.

The �nsurgents, all �ntent on the attack, wh�ch was �mm�nent, had
the�r backs turned to these two.

Mar�us alone, stat�oned on one s�de, at the extreme left of the
barr�cade, saw them pass. Th�s group of v�ct�m and execut�oner was
�llum�nated by the sepulchral l�ght wh�ch he bore �n h�s own soul.

Jean Valjean w�th some d�ff�culty, but w�thout relax�ng h�s hold for a
s�ngle �nstant, made Javert, p�n�oned as he was, scale the l�ttle
entrenchment �n the Mondétour lane.

When they had crossed th�s barr�er, they found themselves alone
�n the lane. No one saw them. Among the heap they could
d�st�ngu�sh a l�v�d face, stream�ng ha�r, a p�erced hand and the half
nude breast of a woman. It was Épon�ne. The corner of the houses
h�d them from the �nsurgents. The corpses carr�ed away from the
barr�cade formed a terr�ble p�le a few paces d�stant.



Javert gazed askance at th�s body, and, profoundly calm, sa�d �n a
low tone:

“It str�kes me that I know that g�rl.”
Then he turned to Jean Valjean.
Jean Valjean thrust the p�stol under h�s arm and f�xed on Javert a

look wh�ch �t requ�red no words to �nterpret: “Javert, �t �s I.”
Javert repl�ed:
“Take your revenge.”
Jean Valjean drew from h�s pocket a kn�fe, and opened �t.
“A clasp-kn�fe!” excla�med Javert, “you are r�ght. That su�ts you

better.”
Jean Valjean cut the mart�ngale wh�ch Javert had about h�s neck,

then he cut the cords on h�s wr�sts, then, stoop�ng down, he cut the
cord on h�s feet; and, stra�ghten�ng h�mself up, he sa�d to h�m:

“You are free.”
Javert was not eas�ly aston�shed. St�ll, master of h�mself though he

was, he could not repress a start. He rema�ned open-mouthed and
mot�onless.

Jean Valjean cont�nued:
“I do not th�nk that I shall escape from th�s place. But �f, by chance,

I do, I l�ve, under the name of Fauchelevent, �n the Rue de l’Homme
Armé, No. 7.”

Javert snarled l�ke a t�ger, wh�ch made h�m half open one corner of
h�s mouth, and he muttered between h�s teeth:

“Have a care.”
“Go,” sa�d Jean Valjean.
Javert began aga�n:
“Thou sa�dst Fauchelevent, Rue de l’Homme Armé?”
“Number 7.”
Javert repeated �n a low vo�ce:—“Number 7.”
He buttoned up h�s coat once more, resumed the m�l�tary st�ffness

between h�s shoulders, made a half turn, folded h�s arms and,



support�ng h�s ch�n on one of h�s hands, he set out �n the d�rect�on of
the Halles. Jean Valjean followed h�m w�th h�s eyes:

A few m�nutes later, Javert turned round and shouted to Jean
Valjean:

“You annoy me. K�ll me, rather.”
Javert h�mself d�d not not�ce that he no longer addressed Jean

Valjean as “thou.”
“Be off w�th you,” sa�d Jean Valjean.
Javert retreated slowly. A moment later he turned the corner of the

Rue des Prêcheurs.
When Javert had d�sappeared, Jean Valjean f�red h�s p�stol �n the

a�r.
Then he returned to the barr�cade and sa�d:
“It �s done.”
In the meanwh�le, th�s �s what had taken place.
Mar�us, more �ntent on the outs�de than on the �nter�or, had not, up

to that t�me, taken a good look at the p�n�oned spy �n the dark
background of the tap-room.

When he beheld h�m �n broad dayl�ght, str�d�ng over the barr�cade
�n order to proceed to h�s death, he recogn�zed h�m. Someth�ng
suddenly recurred to h�s m�nd. He recalled the �nspector of the Rue
de Ponto�se, and the two p�stols wh�ch the latter had handed to h�m
and wh�ch he, Mar�us, had used �n th�s very barr�cade, and not only
d�d he recall h�s face, but h�s name as well.

Th�s recollect�on was m�sty and troubled, however, l�ke all h�s
�deas.

It was not an aff�rmat�on that he made, but a quest�on wh�ch he put
to h�mself:

“Is not that the �nspector of pol�ce who told me that h�s name was
Javert?”

Perhaps there was st�ll t�me to �ntervene �n behalf of that man. But,
�n the f�rst place, he must know whether th�s was Javert.

Mar�us called to Enjolras, who had just stat�oned h�mself at the
other extrem�ty of the barr�cade:



“Enjolras!”
“What?”
“What �s the name of yonder man?”
“What man?”
“The pol�ce agent. Do you know h�s name?”
“Of course. He told us.”
“What �s �t?”
“Javert.”
Mar�us sprang to h�s feet.
At that moment, they heard the report of the p�stol.
Jean Valjean reappeared and cr�ed: “It �s done.”
A gloomy ch�ll traversed Mar�us’ heart.



CHAPTER XX—THE DEAD ARE IN
THE RIGHT AND THE LIVING ARE

NOT IN THE WRONG
The death agony of the barr�cade was about to beg�n.
Everyth�ng contr�buted to �ts trag�c majesty at that supreme

moment; a thousand myster�ous crashes �n the a�r, the breath of
armed masses set �n movement �n the streets wh�ch were not v�s�ble,
the �nterm�ttent gallop of cavalry, the heavy shock of art�llery on the
march, the f�r�ng by squads, and the cannonades cross�ng each
other �n the labyr�nth of Par�s, the smokes of battle mount�ng all
g�lded above the roofs, �ndescr�bable and vaguely terr�ble cr�es,
l�ghtn�ngs of menace everywhere, the tocs�n of Sa�nt-Merry, wh�ch
now had the accents of a sob, the m�ldness of the weather, the
splendor of the sky f�lled w�th sun and clouds, the beauty of the day,
and the alarm�ng s�lence of the houses.

For, s�nce the preced�ng even�ng, the two rows of houses �n the
Rue de la Chanvrer�e had become two walls; feroc�ous walls, doors
closed, w�ndows closed, shutters closed.

In those days, so d�fferent from those �n wh�ch we l�ve, when the
hour was come, when the people w�shed to put an end to a s�tuat�on,
wh�ch had lasted too long, w�th a charter granted or w�th a legal
country, when un�versal wrath was d�ffused �n the atmosphere, when
the c�ty consented to the tear�ng up of the pavements, when
�nsurrect�on made the bourgeo�s�e sm�le by wh�sper�ng �ts password
�n �ts ear, then the �nhab�tant, thoroughly penetrated w�th the revolt,
so to speak, was the aux�l�ary of the combatant, and the house
fratern�zed w�th the �mprov�sed fortress wh�ch rested on �t. When the
s�tuat�on was not r�pe, when the �nsurrect�on was not dec�dedly
adm�tted, when the masses d�sowned the movement, all was over



w�th the combatants, the c�ty was changed �nto a desert around the
revolt, souls grew ch�lled, refuges were na�led up, and the street
turned �nto a def�le to help the army to take the barr�cade.

A people cannot be forced, through surpr�se, to walk more qu�ckly
than �t chooses. Woe to whomsoever tr�es to force �ts hand! A people
does not let �tself go at random. Then �t abandons the �nsurrect�on to
�tself. The �nsurgents become nox�ous, �nfected w�th the plague. A
house �s an escarpment, a door �s a refusal, a façade �s a wall. Th�s
wall hears, sees and w�ll not. It m�ght open and save you. No. Th�s
wall �s a judge. It gazes at you and condemns you. What d�smal
th�ngs are closed houses. They seem dead, they are l�v�ng. L�fe
wh�ch �s, as �t were, suspended there, pers�sts there. No one has
gone out of them for four and twenty hours, but no one �s m�ss�ng
from them. In the �nter�or of that rock, people go and come, go to bed
and r�se aga�n; they are a fam�ly party there; there they eat and
dr�nk; they are afra�d, a terr�ble th�ng! Fear excuses th�s fearful lack
of hosp�tal�ty; terror �s m�xed w�th �t, an extenuat�ng c�rcumstance.
Somet�mes, even, and th�s has been actually seen, fear turns to
pass�on; fr�ght may change �nto fury, as prudence does �nto rage;
hence th�s w�se say�ng: “The enraged moderates.” There are
outbursts of supreme terror, whence spr�ngs wrath l�ke a mournful
smoke.—“What do these people want? What have they come there
to do? Let them get out of the scrape. So much the worse for them. It
�s the�r fault. They are only gett�ng what they deserve. It does not
concern us. Here �s our poor street all r�ddled w�th balls. They are a
pack of rascals. Above all th�ngs, don’t open the door.”—And the
house assumes the a�r of a tomb. The �nsurgent �s �n the death-
throes �n front of that house; he sees the grape-shot and naked
swords draw�ng near; �f he cr�es, he knows that they are l�sten�ng to
h�m, and that no one w�ll come; there stand walls wh�ch m�ght protect
h�m, there are men who m�ght save h�m; and these walls have ears
of flesh, and these men have bowels of stone.

Whom shall he reproach?
No one and every one.
The �ncomplete t�mes �n wh�ch we l�ve.



It �s always at �ts own r�sk and per�l that Utop�a �s converted �nto
revolut�on, and from ph�losoph�cal protest becomes an armed
protest, and from M�nerva turns to Pallas.

The Utop�a wh�ch grows �mpat�ent and becomes revolt knows what
awa�ts �t; �t almost always comes too soon. Then �t becomes
res�gned, and sto�cally accepts catastrophe �n l�eu of tr�umph. It
serves those who deny �t w�thout compla�nt, even excus�ng them,
and even d�sculpates them, and �ts magnan�m�ty cons�sts �n
consent�ng to abandonment. It �s �ndom�table �n the face of obstacles
and gentle towards �ngrat�tude.

Is th�s �ngrat�tude, however?
Yes, from the po�nt of v�ew of the human race.
No, from the po�nt of v�ew of the �nd�v�dual.
Progress �s man’s mode of ex�stence. The general l�fe of the

human race �s called Progress, the collect�ve str�de of the human
race �s called Progress. Progress advances; �t makes the great
human and terrestr�al journey towards the celest�al and the d�v�ne; �t
has �ts halt�ng places where �t rall�es the laggard troop, �t has �ts
stat�ons where �t med�tates, �n the presence of some splend�d
Canaan suddenly unve�led on �ts hor�zon, �t has �ts n�ghts when �t
sleeps; and �t �s one of the po�gnant anx�et�es of the th�nker that he
sees the shadow rest�ng on the human soul, and that he gropes �n
darkness w�thout be�ng able to awaken that slumber�ng Progress.

“God �s dead, perhaps,” sa�d Gerard de Nerval one day to the
wr�ter of these l�nes, confound�ng progress w�th God, and tak�ng the
�nterrupt�on of movement for the death of Be�ng.

He who despa�rs �s �n the wrong. Progress �nfall�bly awakes, and,
�n short, we may say that �t marches on, even when �t �s asleep, for �t
has �ncreased �n s�ze. When we behold �t erect once more, we f�nd �t
taller. To be always peaceful does not depend on progress any more
than �t does on the stream; erect no barr�ers, cast �n no boulders;
obstacles make water froth and human�ty bo�l. Hence ar�se troubles;
but after these troubles, we recogn�ze the fact that ground has been
ga�ned. Unt�l order, wh�ch �s noth�ng else than un�versal peace, has
been establ�shed, unt�l harmony and un�ty re�gn, progress w�ll have
revolut�ons as �ts halt�ng-places.



What, then, �s progress? We have just enunc�ated �t; the
permanent l�fe of the peoples.

Now, �t somet�mes happens, that the momentary l�fe of �nd�v�duals
offers res�stance to the eternal l�fe of the human race.

Let us adm�t w�thout b�tterness, that the �nd�v�dual has h�s d�st�nct
�nterests, and can, w�thout forfe�ture, st�pulate for h�s �nterest, and
defend �t; the present has �ts pardonable dose of egot�sm;
momentary l�fe has �ts r�ghts, and �s not bound to sacr�f�ce �tself
constantly to the future. The generat�on wh�ch �s pass�ng �n �ts turn
over the earth, �s not forced to abr�dge �t for the sake of the
generat�ons, �ts equal, after all, who w�ll have the�r turn later on.—“I
ex�st,” murmurs that some one whose name �s All. “I am young and
�n love, I am old and I w�sh to repose, I am the father of a fam�ly, I
to�l, I prosper, I am successful �n bus�ness, I have houses to lease, I
have money �n the government funds, I am happy, I have a w�fe and
ch�ldren, I have all th�s, I des�re to l�ve, leave me �n peace.”—Hence,
at certa�n hours, a profound cold broods over the magnan�mous
vanguard of the human race.

Utop�a, moreover, we must adm�t, qu�ts �ts rad�ant sphere when �t
makes war. It, the truth of to-morrow, borrows �ts mode of procedure,
battle, from the l�e of yesterday. It, the future, behaves l�ke the past.
It, pure �dea, becomes a deed of v�olence. It compl�cates �ts hero�sm
w�th a v�olence for wh�ch �t �s just that �t should be held to answer; a
v�olence of occas�on and exped�ent, contrary to pr�nc�ple, and for
wh�ch �t �s fatally pun�shed. The Utop�a, �nsurrect�on, f�ghts w�th the
old m�l�tary code �n �ts f�st; �t shoots sp�es, �t executes tra�tors; �t
suppresses l�v�ng be�ngs and fl�ngs them �nto unknown darkness. It
makes use of death, a ser�ous matter. It seems as though Utop�a had
no longer any fa�th �n rad�ance, �ts �rres�st�ble and �ncorrupt�ble force.
It str�kes w�th the sword. Now, no sword �s s�mple. Every blade has
two edges; he who wounds w�th the one �s wounded w�th the other.

Hav�ng made th�s reservat�on, and made �t w�th all sever�ty, �t �s
�mposs�ble for us not to adm�re, whether they succeed or not, those
the glor�ous combatants of the future, the confessors of Utop�a. Even
when they m�scarry, they are worthy of venerat�on; and �t �s, perhaps,
�n fa�lure, that they possess the most majesty. V�ctory, when �t �s �n



accord w�th progress, mer�ts the applause of the people; but a hero�c
defeat mer�ts the�r tender compass�on. The one �s magn�f�cent, the
other subl�me. For our own part, we prefer martyrdom to success.
John Brown �s greater than Wash�ngton, and P�sacane �s greater
than Gar�bald�.

It certa�nly �s necessary that some one should take the part of the
vanqu�shed.

We are unjust towards these great men who attempt the future,
when they fa�l.

Revolut�on�sts are accused of sow�ng fear abroad. Every barr�cade
seems a cr�me. The�r theor�es are �ncr�m�nated, the�r a�m suspected,
the�r ulter�or mot�ve �s feared, the�r consc�ence denounced. They are
reproached w�th ra�s�ng, erect�ng, and heap�ng up, aga�nst the
re�gn�ng soc�al state, a mass of m�ser�es, of gr�efs, of �n�qu�t�es, of
wrongs, of despa�rs, and of tear�ng from the lowest depths blocks of
shadow �n order there�n to embattle themselves and to combat.
People shout to them: “You are tear�ng up the pavements of hell!”
They m�ght reply: “That �s because our barr�cade �s made of good
�ntent�ons.”

The best th�ng, assuredly, �s the pac�f�c solut�on. In short, let us
agree that when we behold the pavement, we th�nk of the bear, and
�t �s a good w�ll wh�ch renders soc�ety uneasy. But �t depends on
soc�ety to save �tself, �t �s to �ts own good w�ll that we make our
appeal. No v�olent remedy �s necessary. To study ev�l am�ably, to
prove �ts ex�stence, then to cure �t. It �s to th�s that we �nv�te �t.

However that may be, even when fallen, above all when fallen,
these men, who at every po�nt of the un�verse, w�th the�r eyes f�xed
on France, are str�v�ng for the grand work w�th the �nflex�ble log�c of
the �deal, are august; they g�ve the�r l�fe a free offer�ng to progress;
they accompl�sh the w�ll of Prov�dence; they perform a rel�g�ous act.
At the appo�nted hour, w�th as much d�s�nterestedness as an actor
who answers to h�s cue, �n obed�ence to the d�v�ne stage-manager,
they enter the tomb. And th�s hopeless combat, th�s sto�cal
d�sappearance they accept �n order to br�ng about the supreme and
un�versal consequences, the magn�f�cent and �rres�st�bly human



movement begun on the 14th of July, 1789; these sold�ers are
pr�ests. The French revolut�on �s an act of God.

Moreover, there are, and �t �s proper to add th�s d�st�nct�on to the
d�st�nct�ons already po�nted out �n another chapter,—there are
accepted revolut�ons, revolut�ons wh�ch are called revolut�ons; there
are refused revolut�ons, wh�ch are called r�ots.

An �nsurrect�on wh�ch breaks out, �s an �dea wh�ch �s pass�ng �ts
exam�nat�on before the people. If the people lets fall a black ball, the
�dea �s dr�ed fru�t; the �nsurrect�on �s a mere sk�rm�sh.

Wag�ng war at every summons and every t�me that Utop�a des�res
�t, �s not the th�ng for the peoples. Nat�ons have not always and at
every hour the temperament of heroes and martyrs.

They are pos�t�ve. A pr�or�, �nsurrect�on �s repugnant to them, �n the
f�rst place, because �t often results �n a catastrophe, �n the second
place, because �t always has an abstract�on as �ts po�nt of departure.

Because, and th�s �s a noble th�ng, �t �s always for the �deal, and for
the �deal alone, that those who sacr�f�ce themselves do thus sacr�f�ce
themselves. An �nsurrect�on �s an enthus�asm. Enthus�asm may wax
wroth; hence the appeal to arms. But every �nsurrect�on, wh�ch a�ms
at a government or a rég�me, a�ms h�gher. Thus, for �nstance, and we
�ns�st upon �t, what the ch�efs of the �nsurrect�on of 1832, and, �n
part�cular, the young enthus�asts of the Rue de la Chanvrer�e were
combat�ng, was not prec�sely Lou�s Ph�l�ppe. The major�ty of them,
when talk�ng freely, d�d just�ce to th�s k�ng who stood m�dway
between monarchy and revolut�on; no one hated h�m. But they
attacked the younger branch of the d�v�ne r�ght �n Lou�s Ph�l�ppe as
they had attacked �ts elder branch �n Charles X.; and that wh�ch they
w�shed to overturn �n overturn�ng royalty �n France, was, as we have
expla�ned, the usurpat�on of man over man, and of pr�v�lege over
r�ght �n the ent�re un�verse. Par�s w�thout a k�ng has as result the
world w�thout despots. Th�s �s the manner �n wh�ch they reasoned.
The�r a�m was d�stant no doubt, vague perhaps, and �t retreated �n
the face of the�r efforts; but �t was great.

Thus �t �s. And we sacr�f�ce ourselves for these v�s�ons, wh�ch are
almost always �llus�ons for the sacr�f�ced, but �llus�ons w�th wh�ch,
after all, the whole of human certa�nty �s m�ngled. We throw



ourselves �nto these trag�c affa�rs and become �ntox�cated w�th that
wh�ch we are about to do. Who knows? We may succeed. We are
few �n number, we have a whole army arrayed aga�nst us; but we are
defend�ng r�ght, the natural law, the sovere�gnty of each one over
h�mself from wh�ch no abd�cat�on �s poss�ble, just�ce and truth, and �n
case of need, we d�e l�ke the three hundred Spartans. We do not
th�nk of Don Qu�xote but of Leon�das. And we march stra�ght before
us, and once pledged, we do not draw back, and we rush onwards
w�th head held low, cher�sh�ng as our hope an unprecedented
v�ctory, revolut�on completed, progress set free aga�n, the
aggrand�zement of the human race, un�versal del�verance; and �n the
event of the worst, Thermopylæ.

These passages of arms for the sake of progress often suffer
sh�pwreck, and we have just expla�ned why. The crowd �s rest�ve �n
the presence of the �mpulses of palad�ns. Heavy masses, the
mult�tudes wh�ch are frag�le because of the�r very we�ght, fear
adventures; and there �s a touch of adventure �n the �deal.

Moreover, and we must not forget th�s, �nterests wh�ch are not very
fr�endly to the �deal and the sent�mental are �n the way. Somet�mes
the stomach paralyzes the heart.

The grandeur and beauty of France l�es �n th�s, that she takes less
from the stomach than other nat�ons: she more eas�ly knots the rope
about her lo�ns. She �s the f�rst awake, the last asleep. She marches
forwards. She �s a seeker.

Th�s ar�ses from the fact that she �s an art�st.
The �deal �s noth�ng but the culm�nat�ng po�nt of log�c, the same as

the beaut�ful �s noth�ng but the summ�t of the true. Art�st�c peoples
are also cons�stent peoples. To love beauty �s to see the l�ght. That �s
why the torch of Europe, that �s to say of c�v�l�zat�on, was f�rst borne
by Greece, who passed �t on to Italy, who handed �t on to France.
D�v�ne, �llum�nat�ng nat�ons of scouts! V�tælampada tradunt.

It �s an adm�rable th�ng that the poetry of a people �s the element
of �ts progress. The amount of c�v�l�zat�on �s measured by the
quant�ty of �mag�nat�on. Only, a c�v�l�z�ng people should rema�n a
manly people. Cor�nth, yes; Sybar�s, no. Whoever becomes
effem�nate makes h�mself a bastard. He must be ne�ther a d�lettante



nor a v�rtuoso: but he must be art�st�c. In the matter of c�v�l�zat�on, he
must not ref�ne, but he must subl�me. On th�s cond�t�on, one g�ves to
the human race the pattern of the �deal.

The modern �deal has �ts type �n art, and �ts means �s sc�ence. It �s
through sc�ence that �t w�ll real�ze that august v�s�on of the poets, the
soc�ally beaut�ful. Eden w�ll be reconstructed by A+B. At the po�nt
wh�ch c�v�l�zat�on has now reached, the exact �s a necessary element
of the splend�d, and the art�st�c sent�ment �s not only served, but
completed by the sc�ent�f�c organ; dreams must be calculated. Art,
wh�ch �s the conqueror, should have for support sc�ence, wh�ch �s the
walker; the sol�d�ty of the creature wh�ch �s r�dden �s of �mportance.
The modern sp�r�t �s the gen�us of Greece w�th the gen�us of Ind�a as
�ts veh�cle; Alexander on the elephant.

Races wh�ch are petr�f�ed �n dogma or demoral�zed by lucre are
unf�t to gu�de c�v�l�zat�on. Genuflect�on before the �dol or before
money wastes away the muscles wh�ch walk and the w�ll wh�ch
advances. H�erat�c or mercant�le absorpt�on lessens a people’s
power of rad�ance, lowers �ts hor�zon by lower�ng �ts level, and
depr�ves �t of that �ntell�gence, at once both human and d�v�ne of the
un�versal goal, wh�ch makes m�ss�onar�es of nat�ons. Babylon has no
�deal; Carthage has no �deal. Athens and Rome have and keep,
throughout all the nocturnal darkness of the centur�es, halos of
c�v�l�zat�on.

France �s �n the same qual�ty of race as Greece and Italy. She �s
Athen�an �n the matter of beauty, and Roman �n her greatness.
Moreover, she �s good. She g�ves herself. Oftener than �s the case
w�th other races, �s she �n the humor for self-devot�on and sacr�f�ce.
Only, th�s humor se�zes upon her, and aga�n abandons her. And
there�n l�es the great per�l for those who run when she des�res only to
walk, or who walk on when she des�res to halt. France has her
relapses �nto mater�al�sm, and, at certa�n �nstants, the �deas wh�ch
obstruct that subl�me bra�n have no longer anyth�ng wh�ch recalls
French greatness and are of the d�mens�ons of a M�ssour� or a South
Carol�na. What �s to be done �n such a case? The g�antess plays at
be�ng a dwarf; �mmense France has her freaks of pett�ness. That �s
all.



To th�s there �s noth�ng to say. Peoples, l�ke planets, possess the
r�ght to an ecl�pse. And all �s well, prov�ded that the l�ght returns and
that the ecl�pse does not degenerate �nto n�ght. Dawn and
resurrect�on are synonymous. The reappearance of the l�ght �s
�dent�cal w�th the pers�stence of the I.

Let us state these facts calmly. Death on the barr�cade or the tomb
�n ex�le, �s an acceptable occas�on for devot�on. The real name of
devot�on �s d�s�nterestedness. Let the abandoned allow themselves
to be abandoned, let the ex�led allow themselves to be ex�led, and let
us conf�ne ourselves to entreat�ng great nat�ons not to retreat too far,
when they do retreat. One must not push too far �n descent under
pretext of a return to reason.

Matter ex�sts, the m�nute ex�sts, �nterest ex�sts, the stomach ex�sts;
but the stomach must not be the sole w�sdom. The l�fe of the
moment has �ts r�ghts, we adm�t, but permanent l�fe has �ts r�ghts
also. Alas! the fact that one �s mounted does not preclude a fall. Th�s
can be seen �n h�story more frequently than �s des�rable: A nat�on �s
great, �t tastes the �deal, then �t b�tes the m�re, and f�nds �t good; and
�f �t be asked how �t happens that �t has abandoned Socrates for
Falstaff, �t repl�es: “Because I love statesmen.”

One word more before return�ng to our subject, the confl�ct.
A battle l�ke the one wh�ch we are engaged �n descr�b�ng �s noth�ng

else than a convuls�on towards the �deal. Progress trammelled �s
s�ckly, and �s subject to these trag�c ep�leps�es. W�th that malady of
progress, c�v�l war, we have been obl�ged to come �n contact �n our
passage. Th�s �s one of the fatal phases, at once act and entr’acte of
that drama whose p�vot �s a soc�al condemnat�on, and whose
ver�table t�tle �s Progress.

Progress!
The cry to wh�ch we frequently g�ve utterance �s our whole

thought; and, at the po�nt of th�s drama wh�ch we have now reached,
the �dea wh�ch �t conta�ns hav�ng st�ll more than one tr�al to undergo,
�t �s, perhaps, perm�tted to us, �f not to l�ft the ve�l from �t, to at least
allow �ts l�ght to sh�ne through.

The book wh�ch the reader has under h�s eye at th�s moment �s,
from one end to the other, as a whole and �n deta�l, whatever may be



�ts �nterm�ttences, except�ons and faults, the march from ev�l to good,
from the unjust to the just, from n�ght to day, from appet�te to
consc�ence, from rottenness to l�fe, from hell to heaven, from
noth�ngness to God. Po�nt of departure: matter; po�nt of arr�val: the
soul. The hydra at the beg�nn�ng, the angel at the end.



CHAPTER XXI—THE HEROES
All at once, the drum beat the charge.
The attack was a hurr�cane. On the even�ng before, �n the

darkness, the barr�cade had been approached s�lently, as by a boa.
Now, �n broad dayl�ght, �n that w�den�ng street, surpr�se was
dec�dedly �mposs�ble, rude force had, moreover, been unmasked,
the cannon had begun the roar, the army hurled �tself on the
barr�cade. Fury now became sk�ll. A powerful detachment of �nfantry
of the l�ne, broken at regular �ntervals, by the Nat�onal Guard and the
Mun�c�pal Guard on foot, and supported by serr�ed masses wh�ch
could be heard though not seen, debauched �nto the street at a run,
w�th drums beat�ng, trumpets bray�ng, bayonets levelled, the sappers
at the�r head, and, �mperturbable under the project�les, charged
stra�ght for the barr�cade w�th the we�ght of a brazen beam aga�nst a
wall.

The wall held f�rm.
The �nsurgents f�red �mpetuously. The barr�cade once scaled had a

mane of l�ghtn�ng flashes. The assault was so fur�ous, that for one
moment, �t was �nundated w�th assa�lants; but �t shook off the
sold�ers as the l�on shakes off the dogs, and �t was only covered w�th
bes�egers as the cl�ff �s covered w�th foam, to reappear, a moment
later, beetl�ng, black and form�dable.

The column, forced to retreat, rema�ned massed �n the street,
unprotected but terr�ble, and repl�ed to the redoubt w�th a terr�ble
d�scharge of musketry. Any one who has seen f�reworks w�ll recall
the sheaf formed of �nterlac�ng l�ghtn�ngs wh�ch �s called a bouquet.
Let the reader p�cture to h�mself th�s bouquet, no longer vert�cal but
hor�zontal, bear�ng a bullet, buckshot or a b�scaïen at the t�p of each
one of �ts jets of flame, and p�ck�ng off dead men one after another
from �ts clusters of l�ghtn�ng. The barr�cade was underneath �t.



On both s�des, the resolut�on was equal. The bravery exh�b�ted
there was almost barbarous and was compl�cated w�th a sort of
hero�c feroc�ty wh�ch began by the sacr�f�ce of self.

Th�s was the epoch when a Nat�onal Guardsman fought l�ke a
Zouave. The troop w�shed to make an end of �t, �nsurrect�on was
des�rous of f�ght�ng. The acceptance of the death agony �n the flower
of youth and �n the flush of health turns �ntrep�d�ty �nto frenzy. In th�s
fray, each one underwent the broaden�ng growth of the death hour.
The street was strewn w�th corpses.

The barr�cade had Enjolras at one of �ts extrem�t�es and Mar�us at
the other. Enjolras, who carr�ed the whole barr�cade �n h�s head,
reserved and sheltered h�mself; three sold�ers fell, one after the
other, under h�s embrasure, w�thout hav�ng even seen h�m; Mar�us
fought unprotected. He made h�mself a target. He stood w�th more
than half h�s body above the breastworks. There �s no more v�olent
prod�gal than the avar�c�ous man who takes the b�t �n h�s teeth; there
�s no man more terr�ble �n act�on than a dreamer. Mar�us was
form�dable and pens�ve. In battle he was as �n a dream. One would
have pronounced h�m a phantom engaged �n f�r�ng a gun.

The �nsurgents’ cartr�dges were g�v�ng out; but not the�r sarcasms.
In th�s wh�rlw�nd of the sepulchre �n wh�ch they stood, they laughed.

Courfeyrac was bareheaded.
“What have you done w�th your hat?” Bossuet asked h�m.
Courfeyrac repl�ed:
“They have f�nally taken �t away from me w�th cannon-balls.”
Or they uttered haughty comments.
“Can any one understand,” excla�med Feu�lly b�tterly, “those men,

—[and he c�ted names, well-known names, even celebrated names,
some belong�ng to the old army]—who had prom�sed to jo�n us, and
taken an oath to a�d us, and who had pledged the�r honor to �t, and
who are our generals, and who abandon us!”

And Combeferre restr�cted h�mself to reply�ng w�th a grave sm�le.
“There are people who observe the rules of honor as one

observes the stars, from a great d�stance.”



The �nter�or of the barr�cade was so strewn w�th torn cartr�dges
that one would have sa�d that there had been a snowstorm.

The assa�lants had numbers �n the�r favor; the �nsurgents had
pos�t�on. They were at the top of a wall, and they thundered po�nt-
blank upon the sold�ers tr�pp�ng over the dead and wounded and
entangled �n the escarpment. Th�s barr�cade, constructed as �t was
and adm�rably buttressed, was really one of those s�tuat�ons where a
handful of men hold a leg�on �n check. Nevertheless, the attack�ng
column, constantly recru�ted and enlarged under the shower of
bullets, drew �nexorably nearer, and now, l�ttle by l�ttle, step by step,
but surely, the army closed �n around the barr�cade as the v�ce
grasps the w�ne-press.

One assault followed another. The horror of the s�tuat�on kept
�ncreas�ng.

Then there burst forth on that heap of pav�ng-stones, �n that Rue
de la Chanvrer�e, a battle worthy of a wall of Troy. These haggard,
ragged, exhausted men, who had had noth�ng to eat for four and
twenty hours, who had not slept, who had but a few more rounds to
f�re, who were fumbl�ng �n the�r pockets wh�ch had been empt�ed of
cartr�dges, nearly all of whom were wounded, w�th head or arm
bandaged w�th black and blood-sta�ned l�nen, w�th holes �n the�r
clothes from wh�ch the blood tr�ckled, and who were hardly armed
w�th poor guns and notched swords, became T�tans. The barr�cade
was ten t�mes attacked, approached, assa�led, scaled, and never
captured.

In order to form an �dea of th�s struggle, �t �s necessary to �mag�ne
f�re set to a throng of terr�ble courages, and then to gaze at the
conflagrat�on. It was not a combat, �t was the �nter�or of a furnace;
there mouths breathed the flame; there countenances were
extraord�nary. The human form seemed �mposs�ble there, the
combatants flamed forth there, and �t was form�dable to behold the
go�ng and com�ng �n that red glow of those salamanders of the fray.

The success�ve and s�multaneous scenes of th�s grand slaughter
we renounce all attempts at dep�ct�ng. The ep�c alone has the r�ght to
f�ll twelve thousand verses w�th a battle.



One would have pronounced th�s that hell of Brahman�sm, the
most redoubtable of the seventeen abysses, wh�ch the Veda calls
the Forest of Swords.

They fought hand to hand, foot to foot, w�th p�stol shots, w�th blows
of the sword, w�th the�r f�sts, at a d�stance, close at hand, from
above, from below, from everywhere, from the roofs of the houses,
from the w�ndows of the w�ne-shop, from the cellar w�ndows, wh�ther
some had crawled. They were one aga�nst s�xty.

The façade of Cor�nthe, half demol�shed, was h�deous. The
w�ndow, tattooed w�th grape-shot, had lost glass and frame and was
noth�ng now but a shapeless hole, tumultuously blocked w�th pav�ng-
stones.

Bossuet was k�lled; Feu�lly was k�lled; Courfeyrac was k�lled;
Combeferre, transf�xed by three blows from a bayonet �n the breast
at the moment when he was l�ft�ng up a wounded sold�er, had only
t�me to cast a glance to heaven when he exp�red.

Mar�us, st�ll f�ght�ng, was so r�ddled w�th wounds, part�cularly �n the
head, that h�s countenance d�sappeared beneath the blood, and one
would have sa�d that h�s face was covered w�th a red kerch�ef.

Enjolras alone was not struck. When he had no longer any
weapon, he reached out h�s hands to r�ght and left and an �nsurgent
thrust some arm or other �nto h�s f�st. All he had left was the stumps
of four swords; one more than Franço�s I. at Mar�gnan. Homer says:
“D�omedes cuts the throat of Axylus, son of Teuthran�s, who dwelt �n
happy Ar�sba; Euryalus, son of Mec�stæus, exterm�nates Dresos and
Ophelt�os, Esep�us, and that Pedasus whom the na�ad Abarbarea
bore to the blameless Bucol�on; Ulysses overthrows P�dytes of
Percos�us; Ant�lochus, Ablerus; Polypætes, Astyalus; Polydamas,
Otos, of Cyllene; and Teucer, Aretaon. Meganth�os d�es under the
blows of Eur�pylus’ p�ke. Agamemnon, k�ng of the heroes, fl�ngs to
earth Elatos, born �n the rocky c�ty wh�ch �s laved by the sound�ng
r�ver Satnoïs.” In our old poems of explo�ts, Espland�an attacks the
g�ant marqu�s Swant�bore w�th a cobbler’s shoulder-st�ck of f�re, and
the latter defends h�mself by ston�ng the hero w�th towers wh�ch he
plucks up by the roots. Our anc�ent mural frescoes show us the two
Dukes of Bretagne and Bourbon, armed, emblazoned and crested �n



war-l�ke gu�se, on horseback and approach�ng each other, the�r
battle-axes �n hand, masked w�th �ron, gloved w�th �ron, booted w�th
�ron, the one capar�soned �n erm�ne, the other draped �n azure:
Bretagne w�th h�s l�on between the two horns of h�s crown, Bourbon
helmeted w�th a monster fleur de lys on h�s v�sor. But, �n order to be
superb, �t �s not necessary to wear, l�ke Yvon, the ducal mor�on, to
have �n the f�st, l�ke Espland�an, a l�v�ng flame, or, l�ke Phyles, father
of Polydamas, to have brought back from Ephyra a good su�t of ma�l,
a present from the k�ng of men, Euphetes; �t suff�ces to g�ve one’s l�fe
for a conv�ct�on or a loyalty. Th�s �ngenuous l�ttle sold�er, yesterday a
peasant of Bauce or L�mous�n, who prowls w�th h�s clasp-kn�fe by h�s
s�de, around the ch�ldren’s nurses �n the Luxembourg garden, th�s
pale young student bent over a p�ece of anatomy or a book, a blond
youth who shaves h�s beard w�th sc�ssors,—take both of them,
breathe upon them w�th a breath of duty, place them face to face �n
the Carrefour Boucherat or �n the bl�nd alley Planche-M�bray, and let
the one f�ght for h�s flag, and the other for h�s �deal, and let both of
them �mag�ne that they are f�ght�ng for the�r country; the struggle w�ll
be colossal; and the shadow wh�ch th�s raw recru�t and th�s
sawbones �n confl�ct w�ll produce �n that grand ep�c f�eld where
human�ty �s str�v�ng, w�ll equal the shadow cast by Megaryon, K�ng of
Lyc�a, t�ger-f�lled, crush�ng �n h�s embrace the �mmense body of Ajax,
equal to the gods.



CHAPTER XXII—FOOT TO FOOT
When there were no longer any of the leaders left al�ve, except

Enjolras and Mar�us at the two extrem�t�es of the barr�cade, the
centre, wh�ch had so long susta�ned Courfeyrac, Joly, Bossuet,
Feu�lly and Combeferre, gave way. The cannon, though �t had not
effected a pract�cable breach, had made a rather large hollow �n the
m�ddle of the redoubt; there, the summ�t of the wall had d�sappeared
before the balls, and had crumbled away; and the rubb�sh wh�ch had
fallen, now �ns�de, now outs�de, had, as �t accumulated, formed two
p�les �n the nature of slopes on the two s�des of the barr�er, one on
the �ns�de, the other on the outs�de. The exter�or slope presented an
�ncl�ned plane to the attack.

A f�nal assault was there attempted, and th�s assault succeeded.
The mass br�stl�ng w�th bayonets and hurled forward at a run, came
up w�th �rres�st�ble force, and the serr�ed front of battle of the
attack�ng column made �ts appearance through the smoke on the
crest of the battlements. Th�s t�me, �t was dec�s�ve. The group of
�nsurgents who were defend�ng the centre retreated �n confus�on.

Then the gloomy love of l�fe awoke once more �n some of them.
Many, f�nd�ng themselves under the muzzles of th�s forest of guns,
d�d not w�sh to d�e. Th�s �s a moment when the �nst�nct of self-
preservat�on em�ts howls, when the beast reappears �n men. They
were hemmed �n by the lofty, s�x-story house wh�ch formed the
background of the�r redoubt. Th�s house m�ght prove the�r salvat�on.
The bu�ld�ng was barr�caded, and walled, as �t were, from top to
bottom. Before the troops of the l�ne had reached the �nter�or of the
redoubt, there was t�me for a door to open and shut, the space of a
flash of l�ghtn�ng was suff�c�ent for that, and the door of that house,
suddenly opened a crack and closed aga�n �nstantly, was l�fe for
these despa�r�ng men. Beh�nd th�s house, there were streets,
poss�ble fl�ght, space. They set to knock�ng at that door w�th the butts



of the�r guns, and w�th k�cks, shout�ng, call�ng, entreat�ng, wr�ng�ng
the�r hands. No one opened. From the l�ttle w�ndow on the th�rd floor,
the head of the dead man gazed down upon them.

But Enjolras and Mar�us, and the seven or e�ght rall�ed about
them, sprang forward and protected them. Enjolras had shouted to
the sold�ers: “Don’t advance!” and as an off�cer had not obeyed,
Enjolras had k�lled the off�cer. He was now �n the l�ttle �nner court of
the redoubt, w�th h�s back planted aga�nst the Cor�nthe bu�ld�ng, a
sword �n one hand, a r�fle �n the other, hold�ng open the door of the
w�ne-shop wh�ch he barred aga�nst assa�lants. He shouted to the
desperate men:—“There �s but one door open; th�s one.”—And
sh�eld�ng them w�th h�s body, and fac�ng an ent�re battal�on alone, he
made them pass �n beh�nd h�m. All prec�p�tated themselves th�ther.
Enjolras, execut�ng w�th h�s r�fle, wh�ch he now used l�ke a cane,
what s�ngle-st�ck players call a “covered rose” round h�s head,
levelled the bayonets around and �n front of h�m, and was the last to
enter; and then ensued a horr�ble moment, when the sold�ers tr�ed to
make the�r way �n, and the �nsurgents strove to bar them out. The
door was slammed w�th such v�olence, that, as �t fell back �nto �ts
frame, �t showed the f�ve f�ngers of a sold�er who had been cl�ng�ng
to �t, cut off and glued to the post.

Mar�us rema�ned outs�de. A shot had just broken h�s collar bone,
he felt that he was fa�nt�ng and fall�ng. At that moment, w�th eyes
already shut, he felt the shock of a v�gorous hand se�z�ng h�m, and
the swoon �n wh�ch h�s senses van�shed, hardly allowed h�m t�me for
the thought, m�ngled w�th a last memory of Cosette:—“I am taken
pr�soner. I shall be shot.”

Enjolras, not see�ng Mar�us among those who had taken refuge �n
the w�ne-shop, had the same �dea. But they had reached a moment
when each man has not the t�me to med�tate on h�s own death.
Enjolras f�xed the bar across the door, and bolted �t, and double-
locked �t w�th key and cha�n, wh�le those outs�de were batter�ng
fur�ously at �t, the sold�ers w�th the butts of the�r muskets, the
sappers w�th the�r axes. The assa�lants were grouped about that
door. The s�ege of the w�ne-shop was now beg�nn�ng.

The sold�ers, we w�ll observe, were full of wrath.



The death of the art�llery-sergeant had enraged them, and then, a
st�ll more melancholy c�rcumstance. Dur�ng the few hours wh�ch had
preceded the attack, �t had been reported among them that the
�nsurgents were mut�lat�ng the�r pr�soners, and that there was the
headless body of a sold�er �n the w�ne-shop. Th�s sort of fatal rumor
�s the usual accompan�ment of c�v�l wars, and �t was a false report of
th�s k�nd wh�ch, later on, produced the catastrophe of the Rue
Transnona�n.

When the door was barr�caded, Enjolras sa�d to the others:
“Let us sell our l�ves dearly.”
Then he approached the table on wh�ch lay Mabeuf and

Gavroche. Beneath the black cloth two stra�ght and r�g�d forms were
v�s�ble, one large, the other small, and the two faces were vaguely
outl�ned beneath the cold folds of the shroud. A hand projected from
beneath the w�nd�ng sheet and hung near the floor. It was that of the
old man.

Enjolras bent down and k�ssed that venerable hand, just as he had
k�ssed h�s brow on the preced�ng even�ng.

These were the only two k�sses wh�ch he had bestowed �n the
course of h�s l�fe.

Let us abr�dge the tale. The barr�cade had fought l�ke a gate of
Thebes; the w�ne-shop fought l�ke a house of Saragossa. These
res�stances are dogged. No quarter. No flag of truce poss�ble. Men
are w�ll�ng to d�e, prov�ded the�r opponent w�ll k�ll them.

When Suchet says:—“Cap�tulate,”—Palafox repl�es: “After the war
w�th cannon, the war w�th kn�ves.” Noth�ng was lack�ng �n the capture
by assault of the Hucheloup w�ne-shop; ne�ther pav�ng-stones
ra�n�ng from the w�ndows and the roof on the bes�egers and
exasperat�ng the sold�ers by crush�ng them horr�bly, nor shots f�red
from the att�c-w�ndows and the cellar, nor the fury of attack, nor,
f�nally, when the door y�elded, the frenz�ed madness of
exterm�nat�on. The assa�lants, rush�ng �nto the w�ne-shop, the�r feet
entangled �n the panels of the door wh�ch had been beaten �n and
flung on the ground, found not a s�ngle combatant there. The sp�ral
sta�rcase, hewn asunder w�th the axe, lay �n the m�ddle of the tap-
room, a few wounded men were just breath�ng the�r last, every one



who was not k�lled was on the f�rst floor, and from there, through the
hole �n the ce�l�ng, wh�ch had formed the entrance of the sta�rs, a
terr�f�c f�re burst forth. It was the last of the�r cartr�dges. When they
were exhausted, when these form�dable men on the po�nt of death
had no longer e�ther powder or ball, each grasped �n h�s hands two
of the bottles wh�ch Enjolras had reserved, and of wh�ch we have
spoken, and held the scal�ng party �n check w�th these fr�ghtfully
frag�le clubs. They were bottles of aquafort�s.

We relate these gloomy �nc�dents of carnage as they occurred.
The bes�eged man, alas! converts everyth�ng �nto a weapon. Greek
f�re d�d not d�sgrace Arch�medes, bo�l�ng p�tch d�d not d�sgrace
Bayard. All war �s a th�ng of terror, and there �s no cho�ce �n �t. The
musketry of the bes�egers, though conf�ned and embarrassed by
be�ng d�rected from below upwards, was deadly. The r�m of the hole
�n the ce�l�ng was speed�ly surrounded by heads of the sla�n, whence
dr�pped long, red and smok�ng streams, the uproar was
�ndescr�bable; a close and burn�ng smoke almost produced n�ght
over th�s combat. Words are lack�ng to express horror when �t has
reached th�s p�tch. There were no longer men �n th�s confl�ct, wh�ch
was now �nfernal. They were no longer g�ants matched w�th coloss�.
It resembled M�lton and Dante rather than Homer. Demons attacked,
spectres res�sted.

It was hero�sm become monstrous.



CHAPTER XXIII—ORESTES FASTING
AND PYLADES DRUNK

At length, by d�nt of mount�ng on each other’s backs, a�d�ng
themselves w�th the skeleton of the sta�rcase, cl�mb�ng up the walls,
cl�ng�ng to the ce�l�ng, slash�ng away at the very br�nk of the trap-
door, the last one who offered res�stance, a score of assa�lants,
sold�ers, Nat�onal Guardsmen, mun�c�pal guardsmen, �n utter
confus�on, the major�ty d�sf�gured by wounds �n the face dur�ng that
redoubtable ascent, bl�nded by blood, fur�ous, rendered savage,
made an �rrupt�on �nto the apartment on the f�rst floor. There they
found only one man st�ll on h�s feet, Enjolras. W�thout cartr�dges,
w�thout sword, he had noth�ng �n h�s hand now but the barrel of h�s
gun whose stock he had broken over the head of those who were
enter�ng. He had placed the b�ll�ard table between h�s assa�lants and
h�mself; he had retreated �nto the corner of the room, and there, w�th
haughty eye, and head borne h�gh, w�th th�s stump of a weapon �n
h�s hand, he was st�ll so alarm�ng as to speed�ly create an empty
space around h�m. A cry arose:

“He �s the leader! It was he who slew the art�llery-man. It �s well
that he has placed h�mself there. Let h�m rema�n there. Let us shoot
h�m down on the spot.”

“Shoot me,” sa�d Enjolras.
And fl�ng�ng away h�s b�t of gun-barrel, and fold�ng h�s arms, he

offered h�s breast.
The audac�ty of a f�ne death always affects men. As soon as

Enjolras folded h�s arms and accepted h�s end, the d�n of str�fe
ceased �n the room, and th�s chaos suddenly st�lled �nto a sort of
sepulchral solemn�ty. The menac�ng majesty of Enjolras d�sarmed
and mot�onless, appeared to oppress th�s tumult, and th�s young
man, haughty, bloody, and charm�ng, who alone had not a wound,



who was as �nd�fferent as an �nvulnerable be�ng, seemed, by the
author�ty of h�s tranqu�l glance, to constra�n th�s s�n�ster rabble to k�ll
h�m respectfully. H�s beauty, at that moment augmented by h�s pr�de,
was resplendent, and he was fresh and rosy after the fearful four and
twenty hours wh�ch had just elapsed, as though he could no more be
fat�gued than wounded. It was of h�m, poss�bly, that a w�tness spoke
afterwards, before the counc�l of war: “There was an �nsurgent whom
I heard called Apollo.” A Nat�onal Guardsman who had taken a�m at
Enjolras, lowered h�s gun, say�ng: “It seems to me that I am about to
shoot a flower.”

Twelve men formed �nto a squad �n the corner oppos�te Enjolras,
and s�lently made ready the�r guns.

Then a sergeant shouted:
“Take a�m!”
An off�cer �ntervened.
“Wa�t.”
And address�ng Enjolras:
“Do you w�sh to have your eyes bandaged?”
“No.”
“Was �t you who k�lled the art�llery sergeant?”
“Yes.”
Granta�re had waked up a few moments before.
Granta�re, �t w�ll be remembered, had been asleep ever s�nce the

preced�ng even�ng �n the upper room of the w�ne-shop, seated on a
cha�r and lean�ng on the table.

He real�zed �n �ts fullest sense the old metaphor of “dead drunk.”
The h�deous pot�on of abs�nthe-porter and alcohol had thrown h�m
�nto a lethargy. H�s table be�ng small, and not su�table for the
barr�cade, he had been left �n possess�on of �t. He was st�ll �n the
same posture, w�th h�s breast bent over the table, h�s head ly�ng flat
on h�s arms, surrounded by glasses, beer-jugs and bottles. H�s was
the overwhelm�ng slumber of the torp�d bear and the sat�ated leech.
Noth�ng had had any effect upon �t, ne�ther the fus�llade, nor the
cannon-balls, nor the grape-shot wh�ch had made �ts way through



the w�ndow �nto the room where he was. Nor the tremendous uproar
of the assault. He merely repl�ed to the cannonade, now and then, by
a snore. He seemed to be wa�t�ng there for a bullet wh�ch should
spare h�m the trouble of wak�ng. Many corpses were strewn around
h�m; and, at the f�rst glance, there was noth�ng to d�st�ngu�sh h�m
from those profound sleepers of death.

No�se does not rouse a drunken man; s�lence awakens h�m. The
fall of everyth�ng around h�m only augmented Granta�re’s prostrat�on;
the crumbl�ng of all th�ngs was h�s lullaby. The sort of halt wh�ch the
tumult underwent �n the presence of Enjolras was a shock to th�s
heavy slumber. It had the effect of a carr�age go�ng at full speed,
wh�ch suddenly comes to a dead stop. The persons doz�ng w�th�n �t
wake up. Granta�re rose to h�s feet w�th a start, stretched out h�s
arms, rubbed h�s eyes, stared, yawned, and understood.

A f�t of drunkenness reach�ng �ts end resembles a curta�n wh�ch �s
torn away. One beholds, at a s�ngle glance and as a whole, all that �t
has concealed. All suddenly presents �tself to the memory; and the
drunkard who has known noth�ng of what has been tak�ng place
dur�ng the last twenty-four hours, has no sooner opened h�s eyes
than he �s perfectly �nformed. Ideas recur to h�m w�th abrupt luc�d�ty;
the obl�terat�on of �ntox�cat�on, a sort of steam wh�ch has obscured
the bra�n, �s d�ss�pated, and makes way for the clear and sharply
outl�ned �mportun�ty of real�t�es.

Relegated, as he was, to one corner, and sheltered beh�nd the
b�ll�ard-table, the sold�ers whose eyes were f�xed on Enjolras, had
not even not�ced Granta�re, and the sergeant was prepar�ng to
repeat h�s order: “Take a�m!” when all at once, they heard a strong
vo�ce shout bes�de them:

“Long l�ve the Republ�c! I’m one of them.”
Granta�re had r�sen. The �mmense gleam of the whole combat

wh�ch he had m�ssed, and �n wh�ch he had had no part, appeared �n
the br�ll�ant glance of the transf�gured drunken man.

He repeated: “Long l�ve the Republ�c!” crossed the room w�th a
f�rm str�de and placed h�mself �n front of the guns bes�de Enjolras.

“F�n�sh both of us at one blow,” sa�d he.



And turn�ng gently to Enjolras, he sa�d to h�m:
“Do you perm�t �t?”
Enjolras pressed h�s hand w�th a sm�le.
Th�s sm�le was not ended when the report resounded.
Enjolras, p�erced by e�ght bullets, rema�ned lean�ng aga�nst the

wall, as though the balls had na�led h�m there. Only, h�s head was
bowed.

Granta�re fell at h�s feet, as though struck by a thunderbolt.
A few moments later, the sold�ers d�slodged the last rema�n�ng

�nsurgents, who had taken refuge at the top of the house. They f�red
�nto the att�c through a wooden latt�ce. They fought under the very
roof. They flung bod�es, some of them st�ll al�ve, out through the
w�ndows. Two l�ght-�nfantrymen, who tr�ed to l�ft the shattered
omn�bus, were sla�n by two shots f�red from the att�c. A man �n a
blouse was flung down from �t, w�th a bayonet wound �n the
abdomen, and breathed h�s last on the ground. A sold�er and an
�nsurgent sl�pped together on the slop�ng slates of the roof, and, as
they would not release each other, they fell, clasped �n a feroc�ous
embrace. A s�m�lar confl�ct went on �n the cellar. Shouts, shots, a
f�erce trampl�ng. Then s�lence. The barr�cade was captured.

The sold�ers began to search the houses round about, and to
pursue the fug�t�ves.



CHAPTER XXIV—PRISONER
Mar�us was, �n fact, a pr�soner.
The hand wh�ch had se�zed h�m from beh�nd and whose grasp he

had felt at the moment of h�s fall and h�s loss of consc�ousness was
that of Jean Valjean.

Jean Valjean had taken no other part �n the combat than to expose
h�mself �n �t. Had �t not been for h�m, no one, �n that supreme phase
of agony, would have thought of the wounded. Thanks to h�m,
everywhere present �n the carnage, l�ke a prov�dence, those who fell
were p�cked up, transported to the tap-room, and cared for. In the
�ntervals, he reappeared on the barr�cade. But noth�ng wh�ch could
resemble a blow, an attack or even personal defence proceeded
from h�s hands. He held h�s peace and lent succor. Moreover, he had
rece�ved only a few scratches. The bullets would have none of h�m. If
su�c�de formed part of what he had med�tated on com�ng to th�s
sepulchre, to that spot, he had not succeeded. But we doubt whether
he had thought of su�c�de, an �rrel�g�ous act.

Jean Valjean, �n the th�ck cloud of the combat, d�d not appear to
see Mar�us; the truth �s, that he never took h�s eyes from the latter.
When a shot la�d Mar�us low, Jean Valjean leaped forward w�th the
ag�l�ty of a t�ger, fell upon h�m as on h�s prey, and bore h�m off.

The wh�rlw�nd of the attack was, at that moment, so v�olently
concentrated upon Enjolras and upon the door of the w�ne-shop, that
no one saw Jean Valjean susta�n�ng the fa�nt�ng Mar�us �n h�s arms,
traverse the unpaved f�eld of the barr�cade and d�sappear beh�nd the
angle of the Cor�nthe bu�ld�ng.

The reader w�ll recall th�s angle wh�ch formed a sort of cape on the
street; �t afforded shelter from the bullets, the grape-shot, and all
eyes, and a few square feet of space. There �s somet�mes a
chamber wh�ch does not burn �n the m�dst of a conflagrat�on, and �n
the m�dst of rag�ng seas, beyond a promontory or at the extrem�ty of



a bl�nd alley of shoals, a tranqu�l nook. It was �n th�s sort of fold �n the
�nter�or trapez�um of the barr�cade, that Épon�ne had breathed her
last.

There Jean Valjean halted, let Mar�us sl�de to the ground, placed
h�s back aga�nst the wall, and cast h�s eyes about h�m.

The s�tuat�on was alarm�ng.
For an �nstant, for two or three perhaps, th�s b�t of wall was a

shelter, but how was he to escape from th�s massacre? He recalled
the angu�sh wh�ch he had suffered �n the Rue Polonceau e�ght years
before, and �n what manner he had contr�ved to make h�s escape; �t
was d�ff�cult then, to-day �t was �mposs�ble. He had before h�m that
deaf and �mplacable house, s�x stor�es �n he�ght, wh�ch appeared to
be �nhab�ted only by a dead man lean�ng out of h�s w�ndow; he had
on h�s r�ght the rather low barr�cade, wh�ch shut off the Rue de la
Pet�te Truander�e; to pass th�s obstacle seemed easy, but beyond
the crest of the barr�er a l�ne of bayonets was v�s�ble. The troops of
the l�ne were posted on the watch beh�nd that barr�cade. It was
ev�dent, that to pass the barr�cade was to go �n quest of the f�re of
the platoon, and that any head wh�ch should run the r�sk of l�ft�ng
�tself above the top of that wall of stones would serve as a target for
s�xty shots. On h�s left he had the f�eld of battle. Death lurked round
the corner of that wall.

What was to be done?
Only a b�rd could have extr�cated �tself from th�s pred�cament.
And �t was necessary to dec�de on the �nstant, to dev�se some

exped�ent, to come to some dec�s�on. F�ght�ng was go�ng on a few
paces away; fortunately, all were rag�ng around a s�ngle po�nt, the
door of the w�ne-shop; but �f �t should occur to one sold�er, to one
s�ngle sold�er, to turn the corner of the house, or to attack h�m on the
flank, all was over.

Jean Valjean gazed at the house fac�ng h�m, he gazed at the
barr�cade at one s�de of h�m, then he looked at the ground, w�th the
v�olence of the last extrem�ty, bew�ldered, and as though he would
have l�ked to p�erce a hole there w�th h�s eyes.



By d�nt of star�ng, someth�ng vaguely str�k�ng �n such an agony
began to assume form and outl�ne at h�s feet, as though �t had been
a power of glance wh�ch made the th�ng des�red unfold. A few paces
d�stant he perce�ved, at the base of the small barr�er so p�t�lessly
guarded and watched on the exter�or, beneath a d�sordered mass of
pav�ng-stones wh�ch partly concealed �t, an �ron grat�ng, placed flat
and on a level w�th the so�l. Th�s grat�ng, made of stout, transverse
bars, was about two feet square. The frame of pav�ng-stones wh�ch
supported �t had been torn up, and �t was, as �t were, unfastened.

Through the bars a v�ew could be had of a dark aperture,
someth�ng l�ke the flue of a ch�mney, or the p�pe of a c�stern. Jean
Valjean darted forward. H�s old art of escape rose to h�s bra�n l�ke an
�llum�nat�on. To thrust as�de the stones, to ra�se the grat�ng, to l�ft
Mar�us, who was as �nert as a dead body, upon h�s shoulders, to
descend, w�th th�s burden on h�s lo�ns, and w�th the a�d of h�s elbows
and knees �nto that sort of well, fortunately not very deep, to let the
heavy trap, upon wh�ch the loosened stones rolled down afresh, fall
�nto �ts place beh�nd h�m, to ga�n h�s foot�ng on a flagged surface
three metres below the surface,—all th�s was executed l�ke that
wh�ch one does �n dreams, w�th the strength of a g�ant and the
rap�d�ty of an eagle; th�s took only a few m�nutes.

Jean Valjean found h�mself w�th Mar�us, who was st�ll
unconsc�ous, �n a sort of long, subterranean corr�dor.

There re�gned profound peace, absolute s�lence, n�ght.
The �mpress�on wh�ch he had formerly exper�enced when fall�ng

from the wall �nto the convent recurred to h�m. Only, what he was
carry�ng to-day was not Cosette; �t was Mar�us. He could barely hear
the form�dable tumult �n the w�ne-shop, taken by assault, l�ke a
vague murmur overhead.



BOOK SECOND—THE INTESTINE OF
THE LEVIATHAN



CHAPTER I—THE LAND
IMPOVERISHED BY THE SEA

Par�s casts twenty-f�ve m�ll�ons yearly �nto the water. And th�s
w�thout metaphor. How, and �n what manner? Day and n�ght. W�th
what object? W�th no object. W�th what �ntent�on? W�th no �ntent�on.
Why? For no reason. By means of what organ? By means of �ts
�ntest�ne. What �s �ts �ntest�ne? The sewer.

Twenty-f�ve m�ll�ons �s the most moderate approx�mat�ve f�gure
wh�ch the valuat�ons of spec�al sc�ence have set upon �t.

Sc�ence, after hav�ng long groped about, now knows that the most
fecundat�ng and the most eff�cac�ous of fert�l�zers �s human manure.
The Ch�nese, let us confess �t to our shame, knew �t before us. Not a
Ch�nese peasant—�t �s Eckberg who says th�s,—goes to town
w�thout br�ng�ng back w�th h�m, at the two extrem�t�es of h�s bamboo
pole, two full buckets of what we des�gnate as f�lth. Thanks to human
dung, the earth �n Ch�na �s st�ll as young as �n the days of Abraham.
Ch�nese wheat y�elds a hundred fold of the seed. There �s no guano
comparable �n fert�l�ty w�th the detr�tus of a cap�tal. A great c�ty �s the
most m�ghty of dung-makers. Certa�n success would attend the
exper�ment of employ�ng the c�ty to manure the pla�n. If our gold �s
manure, our manure, on the other hand, �s gold.

What �s done w�th th�s golden manure? It �s swept �nto the abyss.
Fleets of vessels are despatched, at great expense, to collect the

dung of petrels and pengu�ns at the South Pole, and the �ncalculable
element of opulence wh�ch we have on hand, we send to the sea. All
the human and an�mal manure wh�ch the world wastes, restored to
the land �nstead of be�ng cast �nto the water, would suff�ce to nour�sh
the world.

Those heaps of f�lth at the gate-posts, those tumbr�ls of mud wh�ch
jolt through the street by n�ght, those terr�ble casks of the street



department, those fet�d dr�pp�ngs of subterranean m�re, wh�ch the
pavements h�de from you,—do you know what they are? They are
the meadow �n flower, the green grass, w�ld thyme, thyme and sage,
they are game, they are cattle, they are the sat�sf�ed bellows of great
oxen �n the even�ng, they are perfumed hay, they are golden wheat,
they are the bread on your table, they are the warm blood �n your
ve�ns, they are health, they are joy, they are l�fe. Th�s �s the w�ll of
that myster�ous creat�on wh�ch �s transformat�on on earth and
transf�gurat�on �n heaven.

Restore th�s to the great cruc�ble; your abundance w�ll flow forth
from �t. The nutr�t�on of the pla�ns furn�shes the nour�shment of men.

You have �t �n your power to lose th�s wealth, and to cons�der me
r�d�culous to boot. Th�s w�ll form the master-p�ece of your �gnorance.

Stat�st�c�ans have calculated that France alone makes a depos�t of
half a m�ll�ard every year, �n the Atlant�c, through the mouths of her
r�vers. Note th�s: w�th f�ve hundred m�ll�ons we could pay one quarter
of the expenses of our budget. The cleverness of man �s such that
he prefers to get r�d of these f�ve hundred m�ll�ons �n the gutter. It �s
the very substance of the people that �s carr�ed off, here drop by
drop, there wave after wave, the wretched outpour of our sewers �nto
the r�vers, and the g�gant�c collect�on of our r�vers �nto the ocean.
Every h�ccough of our sewers costs us a thousand francs. From th�s
spr�ng two results, the land �mpover�shed, and the water ta�nted.
Hunger ar�s�ng from the furrow, and d�sease from the stream.

It �s notor�ous, for example, that at the present hour, the Thames �s
po�son�ng London.

So far as Par�s �s concerned, �t has become �nd�spensable of late,
to transport the mouths of the sewers downstream, below the last
br�dge.

A double tubular apparatus, prov�ded w�th valves and slu�ces,
suck�ng up and dr�v�ng back, a system of elementary dra�nage,
s�mple as the lungs of a man, and wh�ch �s already �n full work�ng
order �n many commun�t�es �n England, would suff�ce to conduct the
pure water of the f�elds �nto our c�t�es, and to send back to the f�elds
the r�ch water of the c�t�es, and th�s easy exchange, the s�mplest �n



the world, would reta�n among us the f�ve hundred m�ll�ons now
thrown away. People are th�nk�ng of other th�ngs.

The process actually �n use does ev�l, w�th the �ntent�on of do�ng
good. The �ntent�on �s good, the result �s melancholy. Th�nk�ng to
purge the c�ty, the populat�on �s blanched l�ke plants ra�sed �n cellars.
A sewer �s a m�stake. When dra�nage, everywhere, w�th �ts double
funct�on, restor�ng what �t takes, shall have replaced the sewer,
wh�ch �s a s�mple �mpover�sh�ng wash�ng, then, th�s be�ng comb�ned
w�th the data of a now soc�al economy, the product of the earth w�ll
be �ncreased tenfold, and the problem of m�sery w�ll be s�ngularly
l�ghtened. Add the suppress�on of paras�t�sm, and �t w�ll be solved.

In the meanwh�le, the publ�c wealth flows away to the r�ver, and
leakage takes place. Leakage �s the word. Europe �s be�ng ru�ned �n
th�s manner by exhaust�on.

As for France, we have just c�ted �ts f�gures. Now, Par�s conta�ns
one twenty-f�fth of the total populat�on of France, and Par�s�an guano
be�ng the r�chest of all, we understate the truth when we value the
loss on the part of Par�s at twenty-f�ve m�ll�ons �n the half m�ll�ard
wh�ch France annually rejects. These twenty-f�ve m�ll�ons, employed
�n ass�stance and enjoyment, would double the splendor of Par�s.
The c�ty spends them �n sewers. So that we may say that Par�s’s
great prod�gal�ty, �ts wonderful fest�val, �ts Beaujon folly, �ts orgy, �ts
stream of gold from full hands, �ts pomp, �ts luxury, �ts magn�f�cence,
�s �ts sewer system.

It �s �n th�s manner that, �n the bl�ndness of a poor pol�t�cal
economy, we drown and allow to float downstream and to be lost �n
the gulfs the well-be�ng of all. There should be nets at Sa�nt-Cloud
for the publ�c fortune.

Econom�cally cons�dered, the matter can be summed up thus:
Par�s �s a spendthr�ft. Par�s, that model c�ty, that patron of well-
arranged cap�tals, of wh�ch every nat�on str�ves to possess a copy,
that metropol�s of the �deal, that august country of the �n�t�at�ve, of
�mpulse and of effort, that centre and that dwell�ng of m�nds, that
nat�on-c�ty, that h�ve of the future, that marvellous comb�nat�on of
Babylon and Cor�nth, would make a peasant of the Fo-K�an shrug h�s
shoulders, from the po�nt of v�ew wh�ch we have just �nd�cated.



Im�tate Par�s and you w�ll ru�n yourselves.
Moreover, and part�cularly �n th�s �mmemor�al and senseless

waste, Par�s �s �tself an �m�tator.
These surpr�s�ng exh�b�t�ons of stup�d�ty are not novel; th�s �s no

young folly. The anc�ents d�d l�ke the moderns. “The sewers of
Rome,” says L�eb�g, “have absorbed all the well-be�ng of the Roman
peasant.” When the Campagna of Rome was ru�ned by the Roman
sewer, Rome exhausted Italy, and when she had put Italy �n her
sewer, she poured �n S�c�ly, then Sard�n�a, then Afr�ca. The sewer of
Rome has engulfed the world. Th�s cesspool offered �ts engulfment
to the c�ty and the un�verse. Urb� et orb�. Eternal c�ty, unfathomable
sewer.

Rome sets the example for these th�ngs as well as for others.
Par�s follows th�s example w�th all the stup�d�ty pecul�ar to

�ntell�gent towns.
For the requ�rements of the operat�on upon the subject of wh�ch

we have just expla�ned our v�ews, Par�s has beneath �t another Par�s;
a Par�s of sewers; wh�ch has �ts streets, �ts crossroads, �ts squares,
�ts bl�nd-alleys, �ts arter�es, and �ts c�rculat�on, wh�ch �s of m�re and
m�nus the human form.

For noth�ng must be flattered, not even a great people; where
there �s everyth�ng there �s also �gnom�ny by the s�de of subl�m�ty;
and, �f Par�s conta�ns Athens, the c�ty of l�ght, Tyre, the c�ty of m�ght,
Sparta, the c�ty of v�rtue, N�neveh, the c�ty of marvels, �t also conta�ns
Lutet�a, the c�ty of mud.

However, the stamp of �ts power �s there also, and the T�tan�c s�nk
of Par�s real�zes, among monuments, that strange �deal real�zed �n
human�ty by some men l�ke Macch�avell�, Bacon and M�rabeau,
grand�ose v�leness.

The sub-so�l of Par�s, �f the eye could penetrate �ts surface, would
present the aspect of a colossal madrepore. A sponge has no more
part�t�ons and ducts than the mound of earth for a c�rcu�t of s�x
leagues round about, on wh�ch rests the great and anc�ent c�ty. Not
to ment�on �ts catacombs, wh�ch are a separate cellar, not to ment�on
the �nextr�cable trell�s-work of gas p�pes, w�thout reckon�ng the vast



tubular system for the d�str�but�on of fresh water wh�ch ends �n the
p�llar founta�ns, the sewers alone form a tremendous, shadowy
network under the two banks; a labyr�nth wh�ch has �ts slope for �ts
gu�d�ng thread.

There appears, �n the hum�d m�st, the rat wh�ch seems the product
to wh�ch Par�s has g�ven b�rth.



CHAPTER II—ANCIENT HISTORY OF
THE SEWER

Let the reader �mag�ne Par�s l�fted off l�ke a cover, the
subterranean network of sewers, from a b�rd’s-eye v�ew, w�ll outl�ne
on the banks a spec�es of large branch grafted on the r�ver. On the
r�ght bank, the belt sewer w�ll form the trunk of th�s branch, the
secondary ducts w�ll form the branches, and those w�thout ex�t the
tw�gs.

Th�s f�gure �s but a summary one and half exact, the r�ght angle,
wh�ch �s the customary angle of th�s spec�es of subterranean
ram�f�cat�ons, be�ng very rare �n vegetat�on.

A more accurate �mage of th�s strange geometr�cal plan can be
formed by suppos�ng that one �s v�ew�ng some eccentr�c or�ental
alphabet, as �ntr�cate as a th�cket, aga�nst a background of shadows,
and the m�sshapen letters should be welded one to another �n
apparent confus�on, and as at haphazard, now by the�r angles, aga�n
by the�r extrem�t�es.

S�nks and sewers played a great part �n the M�ddle Ages, �n the
Lower Emp�re and �n the Or�ent of old. The masses regarded these
beds of decompos�t�on, these monstrous cradles of death, w�th a fear
that was almost rel�g�ous. The verm�n d�tch of Benares �s no less
conduc�ve to g�dd�ness than the l�ons’ d�tch of Babylon. Teglath-
Phalasar, accord�ng to the rabb�n�cal books, swore by the s�nk of
N�neveh. It was from the sewer of Münster that John of Leyden
produced h�s false moon, and �t was from the cesspool of Kekscheb
that or�ental menalchme, Mokanna, the ve�led prophet of Khorassan,
caused h�s false sun to emerge.

The h�story of men �s reflected �n the h�story of sewers. The
Germon�æ58 narrated Rome. The sewer of Par�s has been an
anc�ent and form�dable th�ng. It has been a sepulchre, �t has served



as an asylum. Cr�me, �ntell�gence, soc�al protest, l�berty of
consc�ence, thought, theft, all that human laws persecute or have
persecuted, �s h�dden �n that hole; the ma�llot�ns �n the fourteenth
century, the t�re-la�ne of the f�fteenth, the Huguenots �n the s�xteenth,
Mor�n’s �llum�nated �n the seventeenth, the chauffeurs [br�gands] �n
the e�ghteenth. A hundred years ago, the nocturnal blow of the
dagger emerged thence, the p�ckpocket �n danger sl�pped th�ther; the
forest had �ts cave, Par�s had �ts sewer. Vagrancy, that Gall�c
p�carer�a, accepted the sewer as the adjunct of the Cour des
M�racles, and at even�ng, �t returned th�ther, f�erce and sly, through
the Maubuée outlet, as �nto a bed-chamber.

It was qu�te natural, that those who had the bl�nd-alley V�de-
Gousset, [Empty-Pocket] or the Rue Coupe-Gorge [Cut-Throat], for
the scene of the�r da�ly labor, should have for the�r dom�c�le by n�ght
the culvert of the Chem�n-Vert, or the catch bas�n of Hurepo�x. Hence
a throng of souven�rs. All sorts of phantoms haunt these long,
sol�tary corr�dors; everywhere �s putrescence and m�asma; here and
there are breath�ng-holes, where V�llon w�th�n converses w�th
Rabela�s w�thout.

The sewer �n anc�ent Par�s �s the rendezvous of all exhaust�ons
and of all attempts. Pol�t�cal economy there�n sp�es a detr�tus, soc�al
ph�losophy there beholds a res�duum.

The sewer �s the consc�ence of the c�ty. Everyth�ng there
converges and confronts everyth�ng else. In that l�v�d spot there are
shades, but there are no longer any secrets. Each th�ng bears �ts
true form, or at least, �ts def�n�t�ve form. The mass of f�lth has th�s �n
�ts favor, that �t �s not a l�ar. Ingenuousness has taken refuge there.
The mask of Bas�l �s to be found there, but one beholds �ts cardboard
and �ts str�ngs and the �ns�de as well as the outs�de, and �t �s
accentuated by honest mud. Scap�n’s false nose �s �ts next-door
ne�ghbor. All the uncleannesses of c�v�l�zat�on, once past the�r use,
fall �nto th�s trench of truth, where the �mmense soc�al sl�d�ng ends.
They are there engulfed, but they d�splay themselves there. Th�s
m�xture �s a confess�on. There, no more false appearances, no
plaster�ng over �s poss�ble, f�lth removes �ts sh�rt, absolute
denudat�on puts to the rout all �llus�ons and m�rages, there �s noth�ng



more except what really ex�sts, present�ng the s�n�ster form of that
wh�ch �s com�ng to an end. There, the bottom of a bottle �nd�cates
drunkenness, a basket-handle tells a tale of domest�c�ty; there the
core of an apple wh�ch has enterta�ned l�terary op�n�ons becomes an
apple-core once more; the eff�gy on the b�g sou becomes frankly
covered w�th verd�gr�s, Ca�phas’ sp�ttle meets Falstaff’s puk�ng, the
lou�s-d’or wh�ch comes from the gam�ng-house jostles the na�l
whence hangs the rope’s end of the su�c�de. A l�v�d fœtus rolls along,
enveloped �n the spangles wh�ch danced at the Opera last Shrove-
Tuesday, a cap wh�ch has pronounced judgment on men wallows
bes�de a mass of rottenness wh�ch was formerly Margoton’s
pett�coat; �t �s more than fratern�zat�on, �t �s equ�valent to address�ng
each other as thou. All wh�ch was formerly rouged, �s washed free.
The last ve�l �s torn away. A sewer �s a cyn�c. It tells everyth�ng.

The s�ncer�ty of foulness pleases us, and rests the soul. When one
has passed one’s t�me �n endur�ng upon earth the spectacle of the
great a�rs wh�ch reasons of state, the oath, pol�t�cal sagac�ty, human
just�ce, profess�onal prob�ty, the auster�t�es of s�tuat�on, �ncorrupt�ble
robes all assume, �t solaces one to enter a sewer and to behold the
m�re wh�ch bef�ts �t.

Th�s �s �nstruct�ve at the same t�me. We have just sa�d that h�story
passes through the sewer. The Sa�nt-Barthélemys f�lter through
there, drop by drop, between the pav�ng-stones. Great publ�c
assass�nat�ons, pol�t�cal and rel�g�ous butcher�es, traverse th�s
underground passage of c�v�l�zat�on, and thrust the�r corpses there.
For the eye of the th�nker, all h�stor�c murderers are to be found
there, �n that h�deous penumbra, on the�r knees, w�th a scrap of the�r
w�nd�ng-sheet for an apron, d�smally spong�ng out the�r work. Lou�s
XI. �s there w�th Tr�stan, Franço�s I. w�th Duprat, Charles IX. �s there
w�th h�s mother, R�chel�eu �s there w�th Lou�s XIII., Louvo�s �s there,
Letell�er �s there, Hébert and Ma�llard are there, scratch�ng the
stones, and try�ng to make the traces of the�r act�ons d�sappear.
Beneath these vaults one hears the brooms of spectres. One there
breathes the enormous fet�dness of soc�al catastrophes. One
beholds redd�sh reflect�ons �n the corners. There flows a terr�ble
stream, �n wh�ch bloody hands have been washed.



The soc�al observer should enter these shadows. They form a part
of h�s laboratory. Ph�losophy �s the m�croscope of the thought.
Everyth�ng des�res to flee from �t, but noth�ng escapes �t.
Terg�versat�on �s useless. What s�de of oneself does one d�splay �n
evas�ons? the shameful s�de. Ph�losophy pursues w�th �ts glance,
probes the ev�l, and does not perm�t �t to escape �nto noth�ngness. In
the obl�terat�on of th�ngs wh�ch d�sappear, �n the watch�ng of th�ngs
wh�ch van�sh, �t recogn�zes all. It reconstructs the purple from the
rag, and the woman from the scrap of her dress. From the cesspool,
�t reconst�tutes the c�ty; from mud, �t reconstructs manners; from the
potsherd �t �nfers the amphora or the jug. By the �mpr�nt of a f�nger-
na�l on a p�ece of parchment, �t recogn�zes the d�fference wh�ch
separates the Jewry of the Judengasse from the Jewry of the
Ghetto. It re-d�scovers �n what rema�ns that wh�ch has been, good,
ev�l, the true, the blood-sta�n of the palace, the �nk-blot of the cavern,
the drop of sweat from the brothel, tr�als undergone, temptat�ons
welcomed, org�es cast forth, the turn wh�ch characters have taken as
they became abased, the trace of prost�tut�on �n souls of wh�ch the�r
grossness rendered them capable, and on the vesture of the porters
of Rome the mark of Messal�na’s elbow�ng.



CHAPTER III—BRUNESEAU
The sewer of Par�s �n the M�ddle Ages was legendary. In the

s�xteenth century, Henr� II. attempted a bore, wh�ch fa�led. Not a
hundred years ago, the cesspool, Merc�er attests the fact, was
abandoned to �tself, and fared as best �t m�ght.

Such was th�s anc�ent Par�s, del�vered over to quarrels, to
�ndec�s�on, and to grop�ngs. It was tolerably stup�d for a long t�me.
Later on, ’89 showed how understand�ng comes to c�t�es. But �n the
good, old t�mes, the cap�tal had not much head. It d�d not know how
to manage �ts own affa�rs e�ther morally or mater�ally, and could not
sweep out f�lth any better than �t could abuses. Everyth�ng presented
an obstacle, everyth�ng ra�sed a quest�on. The sewer, for example,
was refractory to every �t�nerary. One could no more f�nd one’s
bear�ngs �n the sewer than one could understand one’s pos�t�on �n
the c�ty; above the un�ntell�g�ble, below the �nextr�cable; beneath the
confus�on of tongues there re�gned the confus�on of caverns;
Dædalus backed up Babel.

Somet�mes the Par�s sewer took a not�on to overflow, as though
th�s m�sunderstood N�le were suddenly se�zed w�th a f�t of rage.
There occurred, �nfamous to relate, �nundat�ons of the sewer. At
t�mes, that stomach of c�v�l�zat�on d�gested badly, the cesspool
flowed back �nto the throat of the c�ty, and Par�s got an after-taste of
her own f�lth. These resemblances of the sewer to remorse had the�r
good po�nts; they were warn�ngs; very badly accepted, however; the
c�ty waxed �nd�gnant at the audac�ty of �ts m�re, and d�d not adm�t
that the f�lth should return. Dr�ve �t out better.

The �nundat�on of 1802 �s one of the actual memor�es of Par�s�ans
of the age of e�ghty. The mud spread �n cross-form over the Place
des V�cto�res, where stands the statue of Lou�s XIV.; �t entered the
Rue Sa�nt-Honoré by the two mouths to the sewer �n the Champs-
Élysées, the Rue Sa�nt-Florent�n through the Sa�nt-Florent�n sewer,



the Rue P�erre-à-Po�sson through the sewer de la Sonner�e, the Rue
Pop�ncourt, through the sewer of the Chem�n-Vert, the Rue de la
Roquette, through the sewer of the Rue de Lappe; �t covered the
dra�n of the Rue des Champs-Élysées to the he�ght of th�rty-f�ve
cent�metres; and, to the South, through the vent of the Se�ne,
perform�ng �ts funct�ons �n �nverse sense, �t penetrated the Rue
Mazar�ne, the Rue de l‘Échaudé, and the Rue des Mara�s, where �t
stopped at a d�stance of one hundred and n�ne metres, a few paces
d�stant from the house �n wh�ch Rac�ne had l�ved, respect�ng, �n the
seventeenth century, the poet more than the K�ng. It atta�ned �ts
max�mum depth �n the Rue Sa�nt-P�erre, where �t rose to the he�ght
of three feet above the flag-stones of the water-spout, and �ts
max�mum length �n the Rue Sa�nt-Sab�n, where �t spread out over a
stretch two hundred and th�rty-e�ght metres �n length.

At the beg�nn�ng of th�s century, the sewer of Par�s was st�ll a
myster�ous place. Mud can never enjoy a good fame; but �n th�s case
�ts ev�l renown reached the verge of the terr�ble. Par�s knew, �n a
confused way, that she had under her a terr�ble cavern. People
talked of �t as of that monstrous bed of Thebes �n wh�ch swarmed
cent�pedes f�fteen long feet �n length, and wh�ch m�ght have served
Behemoth for a bathtub. The great boots of the sewermen never
ventured further than certa�n well-known po�nts. We were then very
near the epoch when the scavenger’s carts, from the summ�t of
wh�ch Sa�nte-Fo�x fratern�zed w�th the Marqu�s de Créqu�, d�scharged
the�r loads d�rectly �nto the sewer. As for clean�ng out,—that funct�on
was entrusted to the pour�ng ra�ns wh�ch encumbered rather than
swept away. Rome left some poetry to her sewer, and called �t the
Gemon�æ; Par�s �nsulted hers, and ent�tled �t the Polypus-Hole.
Sc�ence and superst�t�on were �n accord, �n horror. The Polypus hole
was no less repugnant to hyg�ene than to legend. The gobl�n was
developed under the fet�d cover�ng of the Mouffetard sewer; the
corpses of the Marmousets had been cast �nto the sewer de la
Bar�ller�e; Fagon attr�buted the redoubtable mal�gnant fever of 1685
to the great h�atus of the sewer of the Mara�s, wh�ch rema�ned
yawn�ng unt�l 1833 �n the Rue Sa�nt-Lou�s, almost oppos�te the s�gn
of the Gallant Messenger. The mouth of the sewer of the Rue de la
Morteller�e was celebrated for the pest�lences wh�ch had the�r source



there; w�th �ts grat�ng of �ron, w�th po�nts s�mulat�ng a row of teeth, �t
was l�ke a dragon’s maw �n that fatal street, breath�ng forth hell upon
men. The popular �mag�nat�on seasoned the sombre Par�s�an s�nk
w�th some �ndescr�bably h�deous �nterm�xture of the �nf�n�te. The
sewer had no bottom. The sewer was the lower world. The �dea of
explor�ng these leprous reg�ons d�d not even occur to the pol�ce. To
try that unknown th�ng, to cast the plummet �nto that shadow, to set
out on a voyage of d�scovery �n that abyss—who would have dared?
It was alarm�ng. Nevertheless, some one d�d present h�mself. The
cesspool had �ts Chr�stopher Columbus.

One day, �n 1805, dur�ng one of the rare appar�t�ons wh�ch the
Emperor made �n Par�s, the M�n�ster of the Inter�or, some Decrès or
Crétet or other, came to the master’s �nt�mate levee. In the Carrousel
there was aud�ble the clank�ng of swords of all those extraord�nary
sold�ers of the great Republ�c, and of the great Emp�re; then
Napoleon’s door was blocked w�th heroes; men from the Rh�ne, from
the Escaut, from the Ad�ge, and from the N�le; compan�ons of
Joubert, of Desa�x, of Marceau, of Hoche, of Kléber; the aérost�ers of
Fleurus, the grenad�ers of Mayence, the pontoon-bu�lders of Genoa,
hussars whom the Pyram�ds had looked down upon, art�ller�sts
whom Junot’s cannon-ball had spattered w�th mud, cu�rass�ers who
had taken by assault the fleet ly�ng at anchor �n the Zuyderzee; some
had followed Bonaparte upon the br�dge of Lod�, others had
accompan�ed Murat �n the trenches of Mantua, others had preceded
Lannes �n the hollow road of Montebello. The whole army of that day
was present there, �n the court-yard of the Tu�ler�es, represented by
a squadron or a platoon, and guard�ng Napoleon �n repose; and that
was the splend�d epoch when the grand army had Marengo beh�nd �t
and Austerl�tz before �t.—“S�re,” sa�d the M�n�ster of the Inter�or to
Napoleon, “yesterday I saw the most �ntrep�d man �n your
Emp�re.”—“What man �s that?” sa�d the Emperor brusquely, “and
what has he done?”—“He wants to do someth�ng, S�re.”—“What �s
�t?”—“To v�s�t the sewers of Par�s.”

Th�s man ex�sted and h�s name was Bruneseau.



CHAPTER IV
The v�s�t took place. It was a form�dable campa�gn; a nocturnal

battle aga�nst pest�lence and suffocat�on. It was, at the same t�me, a
voyage of d�scovery. One of the surv�vors of th�s exped�t�on, an
�ntell�gent work�ngman, who was very young at the t�me, related
cur�ous deta�ls w�th regard to �t, several years ago, wh�ch Bruneseau
thought h�mself obl�ged to om�t �n h�s report to the prefect of pol�ce,
as unworthy of off�c�al style. The processes of d�s�nfect�on were, at
that epoch, extremely rud�mentary. Hardly had Bruneseau crossed
the f�rst art�culat�ons of that subterranean network, when e�ght
laborers out of the twenty refused to go any further. The operat�on
was compl�cated; the v�s�t enta�led the necess�ty of clean�ng; hence �t
was necessary to cleanse and at the same t�me, to proceed; to note
the entrances of water, to count the grat�ngs and the vents, to lay out
�n deta�l the branches, to �nd�cate the currents at the po�nt where
they parted, to def�ne the respect�ve bounds of the d�vers bas�ns, to
sound the small sewers grafted on the pr�nc�pal sewer, to measure
the he�ght under the key-stone of each dra�n, and the w�dth, at the
spr�ng of the vaults as well as at the bottom, �n order to determ�ne
the arrangements w�th regard to the level of each water-entrance,
e�ther of the bottom of the arch, or on the so�l of the street. They
advanced w�th to�l. The lanterns p�ned away �n the foul atmosphere.
From t�me to t�me, a fa�nt�ng sewerman was carr�ed out. At certa�n
po�nts, there were prec�p�ces. The so�l had g�ven away, the
pavement had crumbled, the sewer had changed �nto a bottomless
well; they found noth�ng sol�d; a man d�sappeared suddenly; they
had great d�ff�culty �n gett�ng h�m out aga�n. On the adv�ce of
Fourcroy, they l�ghted large cages f�lled w�th tow steeped �n res�n,
from t�me to t�me, �n spots wh�ch had been suff�c�ently d�s�nfected. In
some places, the wall was covered w�th m�sshapen fung�,—one
would have sa�d tumors; the very stone seemed d�seased w�th�n th�s
unbreathable atmosphere.



Bruneseau, �n h�s explorat�on, proceeded down h�ll. At the po�nt of
separat�on of the two water-condu�ts of the Grand-Hurleur, he
dec�phered upon a project�ng stone the date of 1550; th�s stone
�nd�cated the l�m�ts where Ph�l�bert Delorme, charged by Henr� II. w�th
v�s�t�ng the subterranean dra�ns of Par�s, had halted. Th�s stone was
the mark of the s�xteenth century on the sewer; Bruneseau found the
hand�work of the seventeenth century once more �n the Ponceau
dra�n of the old Rue V�e�lle-du-Temple, vaulted between 1600 and
1650; and the hand�work of the e�ghteenth �n the western sect�on of
the collect�ng canal, walled and vaulted �n 1740. These two vaults,
espec�ally the less anc�ent, that of 1740, were more cracked and
decrep�t than the masonry of the belt sewer, wh�ch dated from 1412,
an epoch when the brook of fresh water of Mén�lmontant was
elevated to the d�gn�ty of the Grand Sewer of Par�s, an advancement
analogous to that of a peasant who should become f�rst valet de
chambre to the K�ng; someth�ng l�ke Gros-Jean transformed �nto
Lebel.

Here and there, part�cularly beneath the Court-House, they
thought they recogn�zed the hollows of anc�ent dungeons, excavated
�n the very sewer �tself. H�deous �n-pace. An �ron neck-collar was
hang�ng �n one of these cells. They walled them all up. Some of the�r
f�nds were s�ngular; among others, the skeleton of an ourang-outan,
who had d�sappeared from the Jard�n des Plantes �n 1800, a
d�sappearance probably connected w�th the famous and �nd�sputable
appar�t�on of the dev�l �n the Rue des Bernard�ns, �n the last year of
the e�ghteenth century. The poor dev�l had ended by drown�ng
h�mself �n the sewer.

Beneath th�s long, arched dra�n wh�ch term�nated at the Arche-
Mar�on, a perfectly preserved rag-p�cker’s basket exc�ted the
adm�rat�on of all conno�sseurs. Everywhere, the m�re, wh�ch the
sewermen came to handle w�th �ntrep�d�ty, abounded �n prec�ous
objects, jewels of gold and s�lver, prec�ous stones, co�ns. If a g�ant
had f�ltered th�s cesspool, he would have had the r�ches of centur�es
�n h�s la�r. At the po�nt where the two branches of the Rue du Temple
and of the Rue Sa�nte-Avoye separate, they p�cked up a s�ngular
Huguenot medal �n copper, bear�ng on one s�de the p�g hooded w�th
a card�nal’s hat, and on the other, a wolf w�th a t�ara on h�s head.



The most surpr�s�ng rencounter was at the entrance to the Grand
Sewer. Th�s entrance had formerly been closed by a grat�ng of wh�ch
noth�ng but the h�nges rema�ned. From one of these h�nges hung a
d�rty and shapeless rag wh�ch, arrested there �n �ts passage, no
doubt, had floated there �n the darkness and f�n�shed �ts process of
be�ng torn apart. Bruneseau held h�s lantern close to th�s rag and
exam�ned �t. It was of very f�ne bat�ste, and �n one of the corners,
less frayed than the rest, they made out a herald�c coronet and
embro�dered above these seven letters: LAVBESP. The crown was
the coronet of a Marqu�s, and the seven letters s�gn�f�ed Laubesp�ne.
They recogn�zed the fact, that what they had before the�r eyes was a
morsel of the shroud of Marat. Marat �n h�s youth had had amorous
�ntr�gues. Th�s was when he was a member of the household of the
Comte d’Arto�s, �n the capac�ty of phys�c�an to the Stables. From
these love affa�rs, h�stor�cally proved, w�th a great lady, he had
reta�ned th�s sheet. As a wa�f or a souven�r. At h�s death, as th�s was
the only l�nen of any f�neness wh�ch he had �n h�s house, they bur�ed
h�m �n �t. Some old women had shrouded h�m for the tomb �n that
swaddl�ng-band �n wh�ch the trag�c Fr�end of the people had enjoyed
voluptuousness. Bruneseau passed on. They left that rag where �t
hung; they d�d not put the f�n�sh�ng touch to �t. D�d th�s ar�se from
scorn or from respect? Marat deserved both. And then, dest�ny was
there suff�c�ently stamped to make them hes�tate to touch �t. Bes�des,
the th�ngs of the sepulchre must be left �n the spot wh�ch they select.
In short, the rel�c was a strange one. A Marqu�se had slept �n �t;
Marat had rotted �n �t; �t had traversed the Pantheon to end w�th the
rats of the sewer. Th�s chamber rag, of wh�ch Watteau would
formerly have joyfully sketched every fold, had ended �n becom�ng
worthy of the f�xed gaze of Dante.

The whole v�s�t to the subterranean stream of f�lth of Par�s lasted
seven years, from 1805 to 1812. As he proceeded, Bruneseau drew,
d�rected, and completed cons�derable works; �n 1808 he lowered the
arch of the Ponceau, and, everywhere creat�ng new l�nes, he pushed
the sewer, �n 1809, under the Rue Sa�nt-Den�s as far as the founta�n
of the Innocents; �n 1810, under the Rue Fro�dmanteau and under
the Salpêtr�ère; �n 1811 under the Rue Neuve-des-Pet�ts-Pères,
under the Rue du Ma�l, under the Rue de l‘Écharpe, under the Place



Royale; �n 1812, under the Rue de la Pa�x, and under the Chaussée
d’Ant�n. At the same t�me, he had the whole network d�s�nfected and
rendered healthful. In the second year of h�s work, Bruneseau
engaged the ass�stance of h�s son-�n-law Nargaud.

It was thus that, at the beg�nn�ng of the century, anc�ent soc�ety
cleansed �ts double bottom, and performed the to�let of �ts sewer.
There was that much clean, at all events.

Tortuous, cracked, unpaved, full of f�ssures, �ntersected by gull�es,
jolted by eccentr�c elbows, mount�ng and descend�ng �llog�cally, fet�d,
w�ld, f�erce, submerged �n obscur�ty, w�th c�catr�ces on �ts pavements
and scars on �ts walls, terr�ble,—such was, retrospect�vely v�ewed,
the ant�que sewer of Par�s. Ram�f�cat�ons �n every d�rect�on,
cross�ngs, of trenches, branches, goose-feet, stars, as �n m�l�tary
m�nes, cœcum, bl�nd alleys, vaults l�ned w�th saltpetre, pest�ferous
pools, scabby sweats, on the walls, drops dr�pp�ng from the ce�l�ngs,
darkness; noth�ng could equal the horror of th�s old, waste crypt, the
d�gest�ve apparatus of Babylon, a cavern, d�tch, gulf p�erced w�th
streets, a t�tan�c mole-burrow, where the m�nd seems to behold that
enormous bl�nd mole, the past, prowl�ng through the shadows, �n the
f�lth wh�ch has been splendor.

Th�s, we repeat, was the sewer of the past.



CHAPTER V—PRESENT PROGRESS
To-day the sewer �s clean, cold, stra�ght, correct. It almost real�zes

the �deal of what �s understood �n England by the word “respectable.”
It �s proper and gray�sh; la�d out by rule and l�ne; one m�ght almost
say as though �t came out of a bandbox. It resembles a tradesman
who has become a counc�llor of state. One can almost see d�st�nctly
there. The m�re there comports �tself w�th decency. At f�rst, one m�ght
read�ly m�stake �t for one of those subterranean corr�dors, wh�ch
were so common �n former days, and so useful �n fl�ghts of monarchs
and pr�nces, �n those good old t�mes, “when the people loved the�r
k�ngs.” The present sewer �s a beaut�ful sewer; the pure style re�gns
there; the class�cal rect�l�near alexandr�ne wh�ch, dr�ven out of poetry,
appears to have taken refuge �n arch�tecture, seems m�ngled w�th all
the stones of that long, dark and wh�t�sh vault; each outlet �s an
arcade; the Rue de R�vol� serves as pattern even �n the sewer.
However, �f the geometr�cal l�ne �s �n place anywhere, �t �s certa�nly �n
the dra�nage trench of a great c�ty. There, everyth�ng should be
subord�nated to the shortest road. The sewer has, nowadays,
assumed a certa�n off�c�al aspect. The very pol�ce reports, of wh�ch �t
somet�mes forms the subject, no longer are want�ng �n respect
towards �t. The words wh�ch character�ze �t �n adm�n�strat�ve
language are sonorous and d�gn�f�ed. What used to be called a gut �s
now called a gallery; what used to be called a hole �s now called a
survey�ng or�f�ce. V�llon would no longer meet w�th h�s anc�ent
temporary prov�s�onal lodg�ng. Th�s network of cellars has �ts
�mmemor�al populat�on of prowlers, rodents, swarm�ng �n greater
numbers than ever; from t�me to t�me, an aged and veteran rat r�sks
h�s head at the w�ndow of the sewer and surveys the Par�s�ans; but
even these verm�n grow tame, so sat�sf�ed are they w�th the�r
subterranean palace. The cesspool no longer reta�ns anyth�ng of �ts
pr�m�t�ve feroc�ty. The ra�n, wh�ch �n former days so�led the sewer,
now washes �t. Nevertheless, do not trust yourself too much to �t.



M�asmas st�ll �nhab�t �t. It �s more hypocr�t�cal than �rreproachable.
The prefecture of pol�ce and the comm�ss�on of health have done
the�r best. But, �n sp�te of all the processes of d�s�nfect�on, �t exhales,
a vague, susp�c�ous odor l�ke Tartuffe after confess�on.

Let us confess, that, tak�ng �t all �n all, th�s sweep�ng �s a homage
wh�ch the sewer pays to c�v�l�zat�on, and as, from th�s po�nt of v�ew,
Tartuffe’s consc�ence �s a progress over the Augean stables, �t �s
certa�n that the sewers of Par�s have been �mproved.

It �s more than progress; �t �s transmutat�on. Between the anc�ent
and the present sewer there �s a revolut�on. What has effected th�s
revolut�on?

The man whom all the world forgets, and whom we have
ment�oned, Bruneseau.



CHAPTER VI—FUTURE PROGRESS
The excavat�on of the sewer of Par�s has been no sl�ght task. The

last ten centur�es have to�led at �t w�thout be�ng able to br�ng �t to a
term�nat�on, any more than they have been able to f�n�sh Par�s. The
sewer, �n fact, rece�ves all the counter-shocks of the growth of Par�s.
W�th�n the bosom of the earth, �t �s a sort of myster�ous polyp w�th a
thousand antennæ, wh�ch expands below as the c�ty expands above.
Every t�me that the c�ty cuts a street, the sewer stretches out an arm.
The old monarchy had constructed only twenty-three thousand three
hundred metres of sewers; that was where Par�s stood �n th�s
respect on the f�rst of January, 1806. Beg�nn�ng w�th th�s epoch, of
wh�ch we shall shortly speak, the work was usefully and energet�cally
resumed and prosecuted; Napoleon bu�lt—the f�gures are cur�ous—
four thousand e�ght hundred and four metres; Lou�s XVIII., f�ve
thousand seven hundred and n�ne; Charles X., ten thousand e�ght
hundred and th�rty-s�x; Lou�s-Ph�l�ppe, e�ghty-n�ne thousand and
twenty; the Republ�c of 1848, twenty-three thousand three hundred
and e�ghty-one; the present government, seventy thousand f�ve
hundred; �n all, at the present t�me, two hundred and twenty-s�x
thousand s�x hundred and ten metres; s�xty leagues of sewers; the
enormous entra�ls of Par�s. An obscure ram�f�cat�on ever at work; a
construct�on wh�ch �s �mmense and �gnored.

As the reader sees, the subterranean labyr�nth of Par�s �s to-day
more than ten t�mes what �t was at the beg�nn�ng of the century. It �s
d�ff�cult to form any �dea of all the perseverance and the efforts wh�ch
have been requ�red to br�ng th�s cesspool to the po�nt of relat�ve
perfect�on �n wh�ch �t now �s. It was w�th great d�ff�culty that the
anc�ent monarch�cal provostsh�p and, dur�ng the last ten years of the
e�ghteenth century, the revolut�onary mayoralty, had succeeded �n
perforat�ng the f�ve leagues of sewer wh�ch ex�sted prev�ous to 1806.
All sorts of obstacles h�ndered th�s operat�on, some pecul�ar to the
so�l, others �nherent �n the very prejud�ces of the labor�ous populat�on



of Par�s. Par�s �s bu�lt upon a so�l wh�ch �s s�ngularly rebell�ous to the
p�ck, the hoe, the bore, and to human man�pulat�on. There �s noth�ng
more d�ff�cult to p�erce and to penetrate than the geolog�cal format�on
upon wh�ch �s superposed the marvellous h�stor�cal format�on called
Par�s; as soon as work �n any form whatsoever �s begun and
adventures upon th�s stretch of alluv�um, subterranean res�stances
abound. There are l�qu�d clays, spr�ngs, hard rocks, and those soft
and deep quagm�res wh�ch spec�al sc�ence calls moutardes.59 The
p�ck advances labor�ously through the calcareous layers alternat�ng
w�th very slender threads of clay, and sch�stose beds �n plates
�ncrusted w�th oyster-shells, the contemporar�es of the pre-Adam�te
oceans. Somet�mes a r�vulet suddenly bursts through a vault that
has been begun, and �nundates the laborers; or a layer of marl �s la�d
bare, and rolls down w�th the fury of a cataract, break�ng the stoutest
support�ng beams l�ke glass. Qu�te recently, at V�llette, when �t
became necessary to pass the collect�ng sewer under the Sa�nt-
Mart�n canal w�thout �nterrupt�ng nav�gat�on or empty�ng the canal, a
f�ssure appeared �n the bas�n of the canal, water suddenly became
abundant �n the subterranean tunnel, wh�ch was beyond the power
of the pump�ng eng�nes; �t was necessary to send a d�ver to explore
the f�ssure wh�ch had been made �n the narrow entrance of the grand
bas�n, and �t was not w�thout great d�ff�culty that �t was stopped up.
Elsewhere near the Se�ne, and even at a cons�derable d�stance from
the r�ver, as for �nstance, at Bellev�lle, Grand-Rue and Lum�ère
Passage, qu�cksands are encountered �n wh�ch one st�cks fast, and
�n wh�ch a man s�nks v�s�bly. Add suffocat�on by m�asmas, bur�al by
sl�des, and sudden crumbl�ng of the earth. Add the typhus, w�th
wh�ch the workmen become slowly �mpregnated. In our own day,
after hav�ng excavated the gallery of Cl�chy, w�th a banquette to
rece�ve the pr�nc�pal water-condu�t of Ourcq, a p�ece of work wh�ch
was executed �n a trench ten metres deep; after hav�ng, �n the m�dst
of land-sl�des, and w�th the a�d of excavat�ons often putr�d, and of
shor�ng up, vaulted the B�èvre from the Boulevard de l’Hôp�tal, as far
as the Se�ne; after hav�ng, �n order to del�ver Par�s from the floods of
Montmartre and �n order to prov�de an outlet for that r�ver-l�ke pool
n�ne hectares �n extent, wh�ch crouched near the Barr�ère des
Martyrs, after hav�ng, let us state, constructed the l�ne of sewers



from the Barr�ère Blanche to the road of Auberv�ll�ers, �n four months,
work�ng day and n�ght, at a depth of eleven metres; after hav�ng—a
th�ng heretofore unseen—made a subterranean sewer �n the Rue
Barre-du-Bec, w�thout a trench, s�x metres below the surface, the
super�ntendent, Monnot, d�ed. After hav�ng vaulted three thousand
metres of sewer �n all quarters of the c�ty, from the Rue Travers�ère-
Sa�nt-Anto�ne to the Rue de l’Ourc�ne, after hav�ng freed the
Carrefour Cens�er-Mouffetard from �nundat�ons of ra�n by means of
the branch of the Arbalète, after hav�ng bu�lt the Sa�nt-Georges
sewer, on rock and concrete �n the flu�d sands, after hav�ng d�rected
the form�dable lower�ng of the floor�ng of the vault t�mber �n the
Notre-Dame-de-Nazareth branch, Duleau the eng�neer d�ed. There
are no bullet�ns for such acts of bravery as these, wh�ch are more
useful, nevertheless, than the brutal slaughter of the f�eld of battle.

The sewers of Par�s �n 1832 were far from be�ng what they are to-
day. Bruneseau had g�ven the �mpulse, but the cholera was requ�red
to br�ng about the vast reconstruct�on wh�ch took place later on. It �s
surpr�s�ng to say, for example, that �n 1821, a part of the belt sewer,
called the Grand Canal, as �n Ven�ce, st�ll stood stagnat�ng
uncovered to the sky, �n the Rue des Gourdes. It was only �n 1821
that the c�ty of Par�s found �n �ts pocket the two hundred and s�xty-
thousand e�ghty francs and s�x cent�mes requ�red for cover�ng th�s
mass of f�lth. The three absorb�ng wells, of the Combat, the Cunette,
and Sa�nt-Mandé, w�th the�r d�scharg�ng mouths, the�r apparatus,
the�r cesspools, and the�r depuratory branches, only date from 1836.
The �ntest�nal sewer of Par�s has been made over anew, and, as we
have sa�d, �t has been extended more than tenfold w�th�n the last
quarter of a century.

Th�rty years ago, at the epoch of the �nsurrect�on of the 5th and 6th
of June, �t was st�ll, �n many local�t�es, nearly the same anc�ent
sewer. A very great number of streets wh�ch are now convex were
then sunken causeways. At the end of a slope, where the tr�butar�es
of a street or crossroads ended, there were often to be seen large,
square grat�ngs w�th heavy bars, whose �ron, pol�shed by the
footsteps of the throng, gleamed dangerous and sl�ppery for
veh�cles, and caused horses to fall. The off�c�al language of the



Roads and Br�dges gave to these grat�ngs the express�ve name of
Cass�s.60

In 1832, �n a number of streets, �n the Rue de l‘Éto�le, the Rue
Sa�nt-Lou�s, the Rue du Temple, the Rue V�e�lle-du-Temple, the Rue
Notre-Dame de Nazareth, the Rue Fol�e-Mér�court, the Qua� aux
Fleurs, the Rue du Pet�t-Musc, the Rue du Normand�e, the Rue
Pont-Aux-B�ches, the Rue des Mara�s, the Faubourg Sa�nt-Mart�n,
the Rue Notre Dame des-V�cto�res, the Faubourg Montmartre, the
Rue Grange-Batel�ère, �n the Champs-Élysées, the Rue Jacob, the
Rue de Tournon, the anc�ent goth�c sewer st�ll cyn�cally d�splayed �ts
maw. It cons�sted of enormous vo�ds of stone catch-bas�ns
somet�mes surrounded by stone posts, w�th monumental effrontery.

Par�s �n 1806 st�ll had nearly the same sewers numer�cally as
stated �n 1663; f�ve thousand three hundred fathoms. After
Bruneseau, on the 1st of January, 1832, �t had forty thousand three
hundred metres. Between 1806 and 1831, there had been bu�lt, on
an average, seven hundred and f�fty metres annually, afterwards
e�ght and even ten thousand metres of galler�es were constructed
every year, �n masonry, of small stones, w�th hydraul�c mortar wh�ch
hardens under water, on a cement foundat�on. At two hundred francs
the metre, the s�xty leagues of Par�s’ sewers of the present day
represent forty-e�ght m�ll�ons.

In add�t�on to the econom�c progress wh�ch we have �nd�cated at
the beg�nn�ng, grave problems of publ�c hyg�ene are connected w�th
that �mmense quest�on: the sewers of Par�s.

Par�s �s the centre of two sheets, a sheet of water and a sheet of
a�r. The sheet of water, ly�ng at a tolerably great depth underground,
but already sounded by two bores, �s furn�shed by the layer of green
clay s�tuated between the chalk and the Jurass�c l�me-stone; th�s
layer may be represented by a d�sk f�ve and twenty leagues �n
c�rcumference; a mult�tude of r�vers and brooks ooze there; one
dr�nks the Se�ne, the Marne, the Yonne, the O�se, the A�sne, the
Cher, the V�enne and the Lo�re �n a glass of water from the well of
Grenelle. The sheet of water �s healthy, �t comes from heaven �n the
f�rst place and next from the earth; the sheet of a�r �s unhealthy, �t
comes from the sewer. All the m�asms of the cesspool are m�ngled



w�th the breath of the c�ty; hence th�s bad breath. The a�r taken from
above a dung-heap, as has been sc�ent�f�cally proved, �s purer than
the a�r taken from above Par�s. In a g�ven t�me, w�th the a�d of
progress, mechan�sms become perfected, and as l�ght �ncreases, the
sheet of water w�ll be employed to pur�fy the sheet of a�r; that �s to
say, to wash the sewer. The reader knows, that by “wash�ng the
sewer” we mean: the rest�tut�on of the f�lth to the earth; the return to
the so�l of dung and of manure to the f�elds. Through th�s s�mple act,
the ent�re soc�al commun�ty w�ll exper�ence a d�m�nut�on of m�sery
and an augmentat�on of health. At the present hour, the rad�at�on of
d�seases from Par�s extends to f�fty leagues around the Louvre,
taken as the hub of th�s pest�lent�al wheel.

We m�ght say that, for ten centur�es, the cesspool has been the
d�sease of Par�s. The sewer �s the blem�sh wh�ch Par�s has �n her
blood. The popular �nst�nct has never been dece�ved �n �t. The
occupat�on of sewermen was formerly almost as per�lous, and
almost as repugnant to the people, as the occupat�on of knacker,
wh�ch was so long held �n horror and handed over to the execut�oner.
H�gh wages were necessary to �nduce a mason to d�sappear �n that
fet�d m�ne; the ladder of the cesspool cleaner hes�tated to plunge �nto
�t; �t was sa�d, �n proverb�al form: “to descend �nto the sewer �s to
enter the grave;” and all sorts of h�deous legends, as we have sa�d,
covered th�s colossal s�nk w�th terror; a dread s�nk-hole wh�ch bears
the traces of the revolut�ons of the globe as of the revolut�ons of
man, and where are to be found vest�ges of all cataclysms from the
shells of the Deluge to the rag of Marat.



BOOK THIRD—MUD BUT THE SOUL



CHAPTER I—THE SEWER AND ITS
SURPRISES

It was �n the sewers of Par�s that Jean Valjean found h�mself.
St�ll another resemblance between Par�s and the sea. As �n the

ocean, the d�ver may d�sappear there.
The trans�t�on was an unheard-of one. In the very heart of the c�ty,

Jean Valjean had escaped from the c�ty, and, �n the tw�nkl�ng of an
eye, �n the t�me requ�red to l�ft the cover and to replace �t, he had
passed from broad dayl�ght to complete obscur�ty, from m�dday to
m�dn�ght, from tumult to s�lence, from the wh�rlw�nd of thunders to the
stagnat�on of the tomb, and, by a v�c�ss�tude far more tremendous
even than that of the Rue Polonceau, from the most extreme per�l to
the most absolute obscur�ty.

An abrupt fall �nto a cavern; a d�sappearance �nto the secret trap-
door of Par�s; to qu�t that street where death was on every s�de, for
that sort of sepulchre where there was l�fe, was a strange �nstant. He
rema�ned for several seconds as though bew�ldered; l�sten�ng,
stupef�ed. The waste-trap of safety had suddenly yawned beneath
h�m. Celest�al goodness had, �n a manner, captured h�m by
treachery. Adorable ambuscades of prov�dence!

Only, the wounded man d�d not st�r, and Jean Valjean d�d not know
whether that wh�ch he was carry�ng �n that grave was a l�v�ng be�ng
or a dead corpse.

H�s f�rst sensat�on was one of bl�ndness. All of a sudden, he could
see noth�ng. It seemed to h�m too, that, �n one �nstant, he had
become deaf. He no longer heard anyth�ng. The frant�c storm of
murder wh�ch had been let loose a few feet above h�s head d�d not
reach h�m, thanks to the th�ckness of the earth wh�ch separated h�m
from �t, as we have sa�d, otherw�se than fa�ntly and �nd�st�nctly, and
l�ke a rumbl�ng, �n the depths. He felt that the ground was sol�d under



h�s feet; that was all; but that was enough. He extended one arm and
then the other, touched the walls on both s�des, and perce�ved that
the passage was narrow; he sl�pped, and thus perce�ved that the
pavement was wet. He caut�ously put forward one foot, fear�ng a
hole, a s�nk, some gulf; he d�scovered that the pav�ng cont�nued. A
gust of fet�dness �nformed h�m of the place �n wh�ch he stood.

After the lapse of a few m�nutes, he was no longer bl�nd. A l�ttle
l�ght fell through the man-hole through wh�ch he had descended, and
h�s eyes became accustomed to th�s cavern. He began to d�st�ngu�sh
someth�ng. The passage �n wh�ch he had burrowed—no other word
can better express the s�tuat�on—was walled �n beh�nd h�m. It was
one of those bl�nd alleys, wh�ch the spec�al jargon terms branches. In
front of h�m there was another wall, a wall l�ke n�ght. The l�ght of the
a�r-hole d�ed out ten or twelve paces from the po�nt where Jean
Valjean stood, and barely cast a wan pallor on a few metres of the
damp walls of the sewer. Beyond, the opaqueness was mass�ve; to
penetrate th�ther seemed horr�ble, an entrance �nto �t appeared l�ke
an engulfment. A man could, however, plunge �nto that wall of fog
and �t was necessary so to do. Haste was even requ�s�te. It occurred
to Jean Valjean that the grat�ng wh�ch he had caught s�ght of under
the flag-stones m�ght also catch the eye of the sold�ery, and that
everyth�ng hung upon th�s chance. They also m�ght descend �nto that
well and search �t. There was not a m�nute to be lost. He had
depos�ted Mar�us on the ground, he p�cked h�m up aga�n,—that �s the
real word for �t,—placed h�m on h�s shoulders once more, and set
out. He plunged resolutely �nto the gloom.

The truth �s, that they were less safe than Jean Valjean fanc�ed.
Per�ls of another sort and no less ser�ous were awa�t�ng them,
perchance. After the l�ghtn�ng-charged wh�rlw�nd of the combat, the
cavern of m�asmas and traps; after chaos, the sewer. Jean Valjean
had fallen from one c�rcle of hell �nto another.

When he had advanced f�fty paces, he was obl�ged to halt. A
problem presented �tself. The passage term�nated �n another gut
wh�ch he encountered across h�s path. There two ways presented
themselves. Wh�ch should he take? Ought he to turn to the left or to
the r�ght? How was he to f�nd h�s bear�ngs �n that black labyr�nth?



Th�s labyr�nth, to wh�ch we have already called the reader’s
attent�on, has a clue, wh�ch �s �ts slope. To follow to the slope �s to
arr�ve at the r�ver.

Th�s Jean Valjean �nstantly comprehended.
He sa�d to h�mself that he was probably �n the sewer des Halles;

that �f he were to choose the path to the left and follow the slope, he
would arr�ve, �n less than a quarter of an hour, at some mouth on the
Se�ne between the Pont au Change and the Pont-Neuf, that �s to
say, he would make h�s appearance �n broad dayl�ght on the most
densely peopled spot �n Par�s. Perhaps he would come out on some
man-hole at the �ntersect�on of streets. Amazement of the passers-
by at behold�ng two bleed�ng men emerge from the earth at the�r
feet. Arr�val of the pol�ce, a call to arms of the ne�ghbor�ng post of
guards. Thus they would be se�zed before they had even got out. It
would be better to plunge �nto that labyr�nth, to conf�de themselves to
that black gloom, and to trust to Prov�dence for the outcome.

He ascended the �ncl�ne, and turned to the r�ght.
When he had turned the angle of the gallery, the d�stant gl�mmer of

an a�r-hole d�sappeared, the curta�n of obscur�ty fell upon h�m once
more, and he became bl�nd aga�n. Nevertheless, he advanced as
rap�dly as poss�ble. Mar�us’ two arms were passed round h�s neck,
and the former’s feet dragged beh�nd h�m. He held both these arms
w�th one hand, and groped along the wall w�th the other. Mar�us’
cheek touched h�s, and clung there, bleed�ng. He felt a warm stream
wh�ch came from Mar�us tr�ckl�ng down upon h�m and mak�ng �ts way
under h�s clothes. But a hum�d warmth near h�s ear, wh�ch the mouth
of the wounded man touched, �nd�cated resp�rat�on, and
consequently, l�fe. The passage along wh�ch Jean Valjean was now
proceed�ng was not so narrow as the f�rst. Jean Valjean walked
through �t w�th cons�derable d�ff�culty. The ra�n of the preced�ng day
had not, as yet, ent�rely run off, and �t created a l�ttle torrent �n the
centre of the bottom, and he was forced to hug the wall �n order not
to have h�s feet �n the water.

Thus he proceeded �n the gloom. He resembled the be�ngs of the
n�ght grop�ng �n the �nv�s�ble and lost beneath the earth �n ve�ns of
shadow.



St�ll, l�ttle by l�ttle, whether �t was that the d�stant a�r-holes em�tted
a l�ttle waver�ng l�ght �n th�s opaque gloom, or whether h�s eyes had
become accustomed to the obscur�ty, some vague v�s�on returned to
h�m, and he began once more to ga�n a confused �dea, now of the
wall wh�ch he touched, now of the vault beneath wh�ch he was
pass�ng. The pup�l d�lates �n the dark, and the soul d�lates �n
m�sfortune and ends by f�nd�ng God there.

It was not easy to d�rect h�s course.
The l�ne of the sewer re-echoes, so to speak, the l�ne of the streets

wh�ch l�e above �t. There were then �n Par�s two thousand two
hundred streets. Let the reader �mag�ne h�mself beneath that forest
of gloomy branches wh�ch �s called the sewer. The system of sewers
ex�st�ng at that epoch, placed end to end, would have g�ven a length
of eleven leagues. We have sa�d above, that the actual network,
thanks to the spec�al act�v�ty of the last th�rty years, was no less than
s�xty leagues �n extent.

Jean Valjean began by comm�tt�ng a blunder. He thought that he
was beneath the Rue Sa�nt-Den�s, and �t was a p�ty that �t was not
so. Under the Rue Sa�nt-Den�s there �s an old stone sewer wh�ch
dates from Lou�s XIII. and wh�ch runs stra�ght to the collect�ng sewer,
called the Grand Sewer, w�th but a s�ngle elbow, on the r�ght, on the
elevat�on of the anc�ent Cour des M�racles, and a s�ngle branch, the
Sa�nt-Mart�n sewer, whose four arms descr�be a cross. But the gut of
the Pet�te-Truander�e the entrance to wh�ch was �n the v�c�n�ty of the
Cor�nthe w�ne-shop has never commun�cated w�th the sewer of the
Rue Sa�nt-Den�s; �t ended at the Montmartre sewer, and �t was �n th�s
that Jean Valjean was entangled. There opportun�t�es of los�ng
oneself abound. The Montmartre sewer �s one of the most
labyr�nth�ne of the anc�ent network. Fortunately, Jean Valjean had left
beh�nd h�m the sewer of the markets whose geometr�cal plan
presents the appearance of a mult�tude of parrots’ roosts p�led on top
of each other; but he had before h�m more than one embarrass�ng
encounter and more than one street corner—for they are streets—
present�ng �tself �n the gloom l�ke an �nterrogat�on po�nt; f�rst, on h�s
left, the vast sewer of the Plâtr�ère, a sort of Ch�nese puzzle,
thrust�ng out and entangl�ng �ts chaos of Ts and Zs under the Post-



Off�ce and under the rotunda of the Wheat Market, as far as the
Se�ne, where �t term�nates �n a Y; secondly, on h�s r�ght, the curv�ng
corr�dor of the Rue du Cadran w�th �ts three teeth, wh�ch are also
bl�nd courts; th�rdly, on h�s left, the branch of the Ma�l, compl�cated,
almost at �ts �ncept�on, w�th a sort of fork, and proceed�ng from z�g-
zag to z�g-zag unt�l �t ends �n the grand crypt of the outlet of the
Louvre, truncated and ram�f�ed �n every d�rect�on; and lastly, the bl�nd
alley of a passage of the Rue des Jeûneurs, w�thout count�ng l�ttle
ducts here and there, before reach�ng the belt sewer, wh�ch alone
could conduct h�m to some �ssue suff�c�ently d�stant to be safe.

Had Jean Valjean had any �dea of all that we have here po�nted
out, he would speed�ly have perce�ved, merely by feel�ng the wall,
that he was not �n the subterranean gallery of the Rue Sa�nt-Den�s.
Instead of the anc�ent stone, �nstead of the ant�que arch�tecture,
haughty and royal even �n the sewer, w�th pavement and str�ng
courses of gran�te and mortar cost�ng e�ght hundred l�vres the
fathom, he would have felt under h�s hand contemporary cheapness,
econom�cal exped�ents, porous stone f�lled w�th mortar on a concrete
foundat�on, wh�ch costs two hundred francs the metre, and the
bourgeo�se masonry known as à pet�ts matér�aux—small stuff; but of
all th�s he knew noth�ng.

He advanced w�th anx�ety, but w�th calmness, see�ng noth�ng,
know�ng noth�ng, bur�ed �n chance, that �s to say, engulfed �n
prov�dence.

By degrees, we w�ll adm�t, a certa�n horror se�zed upon h�m. The
gloom wh�ch enveloped h�m penetrated h�s sp�r�t. He walked �n an
en�gma. Th�s aqueduct of the sewer �s form�dable; �t �nterlaces �n a
d�zzy fash�on. It �s a melancholy th�ng to be caught �n th�s Par�s of
shadows. Jean Valjean was obl�ged to f�nd and even to �nvent h�s
route w�thout see�ng �t. In th�s unknown, every step that he r�sked
m�ght be h�s last. How was he to get out? should he f�nd an �ssue?
should he f�nd �t �n t�me? would that colossal subterranean sponge
w�th �ts stone cav�t�es, allow �tself to be penetrated and p�erced?
should he there encounter some unexpected knot �n the darkness?
should he arr�ve at the �nextr�cable and the �mpassable? would
Mar�us d�e there of hemorrhage and he of hunger? should they end



by both gett�ng lost, and by furn�sh�ng two skeletons �n a nook of that
n�ght? He d�d not know. He put all these quest�ons to h�mself w�thout
reply�ng to them. The �ntest�nes of Par�s form a prec�p�ce. L�ke the
prophet, he was �n the belly of the monster.

All at once, he had a surpr�se. At the most unforeseen moment,
and w�thout hav�ng ceased to walk �n a stra�ght l�ne, he perce�ved
that he was no longer ascend�ng; the water of the r�vulet was beat�ng
aga�nst h�s heels, �nstead of meet�ng h�m at h�s toes. The sewer was
now descend�ng. Why? Was he about to arr�ve suddenly at the
Se�ne? Th�s danger was a great one, but the per�l of retreat�ng was
st�ll greater. He cont�nued to advance.

It was not towards the Se�ne that he was proceed�ng. The r�dge
wh�ch the so�l of Par�s forms on �ts r�ght bank empt�es one of �ts
watersheds �nto the Se�ne and the other �nto the Grand Sewer. The
crest of th�s r�dge wh�ch determ�nes the d�v�s�on of the waters
descr�bes a very capr�c�ous l�ne. The culm�nat�ng po�nt, wh�ch �s the
po�nt of separat�on of the currents, �s �n the Sa�nte-Avoye sewer,
beyond the Rue M�chel-le-Comte, �n the sewer of the Louvre, near
the boulevards, and �n the Montmartre sewer, near the Halles. It was
th�s culm�nat�ng po�nt that Jean Valjean had reached. He was
d�rect�ng h�s course towards the belt sewer; he was on the r�ght path.
But he d�d not know �t.

Every t�me that he encountered a branch, he felt of �ts angles, and
�f he found that the open�ng wh�ch presented �tself was smaller than
the passage �n wh�ch he was, he d�d not enter but cont�nued h�s
route, r�ghtly judg�ng that every narrower way must needs term�nate
�n a bl�nd alley, and could only lead h�m further from h�s goal, that �s
to say, the outlet. Thus he avo�ded the quadruple trap wh�ch was set
for h�m �n the darkness by the four labyr�nths wh�ch we have just
enumerated.

At a certa�n moment, he perce�ved that he was emerg�ng from
beneath the Par�s wh�ch was petr�f�ed by the upr�s�ng, where the
barr�cades had suppressed c�rculat�on, and that he was enter�ng
beneath the l�v�ng and normal Par�s. Overhead he suddenly heard a
no�se as of thunder, d�stant but cont�nuous. It was the rumbl�ng of
veh�cles.



He had been walk�ng for about half an hour, at least accord�ng to
the calculat�on wh�ch he made �n h�s own m�nd, and he had not yet
thought of rest; he had merely changed the hand w�th wh�ch he was
hold�ng Mar�us. The darkness was more profound than ever, but �ts
very depth reassured h�m.

All at once, he saw h�s shadow �n front of h�m. It was outl�ned on a
fa�nt, almost �nd�st�nct redd�sh glow, wh�ch vaguely empurpled the
floor�ng vault underfoot, and the vault overhead, and g�lded to h�s
r�ght and to h�s left the two v�scous walls of the passage. Stupef�ed,
he turned round.

Beh�nd h�m, �n the port�on of the passage wh�ch he had just
passed through, at a d�stance wh�ch appeared to h�m �mmense,
p�erc�ng the dense obscur�ty, flamed a sort of horr�ble star wh�ch had
the a�r of survey�ng h�m.

It was the gloomy star of the pol�ce wh�ch was r�s�ng �n the sewer.
In the rear of that star e�ght or ten forms were mov�ng about �n a

confused way, black, upr�ght, �nd�st�nct, horr�ble.



CHAPTER II—EXPLANATION
On the day of the s�xth of June, a battue of the sewers had been

ordered. It was feared that the vanqu�shed m�ght have taken to them
for refuge, and Prefect G�squet was to search occult Par�s wh�le
General Bugeaud swept publ�c Par�s; a double and connected
operat�on wh�ch exacted a double strategy on the part of the publ�c
force, represented above by the army and below by the pol�ce. Three
squads of agents and sewermen explored the subterranean dra�n of
Par�s, the f�rst on the r�ght bank, the second on the left bank, the
th�rd �n the c�ty. The agents of pol�ce were armed w�th carab�nes, w�th
bludgeons, swords and po�gnards.

That wh�ch was d�rected at Jean Valjean at that moment, was the
lantern of the patrol of the r�ght bank.

Th�s patrol had just v�s�ted the curv�ng gallery and the three bl�nd
alleys wh�ch l�e beneath the Rue du Cadran. Wh�le they were
pass�ng the�r lantern through the depths of these bl�nd alleys, Jean
Valjean had encountered on h�s path the entrance to the gallery, had
perce�ved that �t was narrower than the pr�nc�pal passage and had
not penetrated th�ther. He had passed on. The pol�ce, on emerg�ng
from the gallery du Cadran, had fanc�ed that they heard the sound of
footsteps �n the d�rect�on of the belt sewer. They were, �n fact, the
steps of Jean Valjean. The sergeant �n command of the patrol had
ra�sed h�s lantern, and the squad had begun to gaze �nto the m�st �n
the d�rect�on whence the sound proceeded.

Th�s was an �ndescr�bable moment for Jean Valjean.
Happ�ly, �f he saw the lantern well, the lantern saw h�m but �ll. It

was l�ght and he was shadow. He was very far off, and m�ngled w�th
the darkness of the place. He hugged the wall and halted. Moreover,
he d�d not understand what �t was that was mov�ng beh�nd h�m. The
lack of sleep and food, and h�s emot�ons had caused h�m also to



pass �nto the state of a v�s�onary. He beheld a gleam, and around
that gleam, forms. What was �t? He d�d not comprehend.

Jean Valjean hav�ng paused, the sound ceased.
The men of the patrol l�stened, and heard noth�ng, they looked and

saw noth�ng. They held a consultat�on.
There ex�sted at that epoch at th�s po�nt of the Montmartre sewer a

sort of crossroads called de serv�ce, wh�ch was afterwards
suppressed, on account of the l�ttle �nter�or lake wh�ch formed there,
swallow�ng up the torrent of ra�n �n heavy storms. The patrol could
form a cluster �n th�s open space. Jean Valjean saw these spectres
form a sort of c�rcle. These bull-dogs’ heads approached each other
closely and wh�spered together.

The result of th�s counc�l held by the watch dogs was, that they
had been m�staken, that there had been no no�se, that �t was useless
to get entangled �n the belt sewer, that �t would only be a waste of
t�me, but that they ought to hasten towards Sa�nt-Merry; that �f there
was anyth�ng to do, and any “bous�ngot” to track out, �t was �n that
quarter.

From t�me to t�me, part�es re-sole the�r old �nsults. In 1832, the
word bous�ngot formed the �nter�m between the word jacob�n, wh�ch
had become obsolete, and the word demagogue wh�ch has s�nce
rendered such excellent serv�ce.

The sergeant gave orders to turn to the left, towards the
watershed of the Se�ne.

If �t had occurred to them to separate �nto two squads, and to go �n
both d�rect�ons, Jean Valjean would have been captured. All hung on
that thread. It �s probable that the �nstruct�ons of the prefecture,
foresee�ng a poss�b�l�ty of combat and �nsurgents �n force, had
forb�dden the patrol to part company. The patrol resumed �ts march,
leav�ng Jean Valjean beh�nd �t. Of all th�s movement, Jean Valjean
perce�ved noth�ng, except the ecl�pse of the lantern wh�ch suddenly
wheeled round.

Before tak�ng h�s departure, the sergeant, �n order to acqu�t h�s
pol�ceman’s consc�ence, d�scharged h�s gun �n the d�rect�on of Jean
Valjean. The detonat�on rolled from echo to echo �n the crypt, l�ke the



rumbl�ng of that t�tan�c entra�l. A b�t of plaster wh�ch fell �nto the
stream and splashed up the water a few paces away from Jean
Valjean, warned h�m that the ball had struck the arch over h�s head.

Slow and measured steps resounded for some t�me on the t�mber
work, gradually dy�ng away as they retreated to a greater d�stance;
the group of black forms van�shed, a gl�mmer of l�ght osc�llated and
floated, commun�cat�ng to the vault a redd�sh glow wh�ch grew
fa�nter, then d�sappeared; the s�lence became profound once more,
the obscur�ty became complete, bl�ndness and deafness resumed
possess�on of the shadows; and Jean Valjean, not dar�ng to st�r as
yet, rema�ned for a long t�me lean�ng w�th h�s back aga�nst the wall,
w�th stra�n�ng ears, and d�lated pup�ls, watch�ng the d�sappearance of
that phantom patrol.



CHAPTER III—THE “SPUN” MAN
Th�s just�ce must be rendered to the pol�ce of that per�od, that

even �n the most ser�ous publ�c junctures, �t �mperturbably fulf�lled �ts
dut�es connected w�th the sewers and surve�llance. A revolt was, �n
�ts eyes, no pretext for allow�ng malefactors to take the b�t �n the�r
own mouths, and for neglect�ng soc�ety for the reason that the
government was �n per�l. The ord�nary serv�ce was performed
correctly �n company w�th the extraord�nary serv�ce, and was not
troubled by the latter. In the m�dst of an �ncalculable pol�t�cal event
already begun, under the pressure of a poss�ble revolut�on, a pol�ce
agent, “spun” a th�ef w�thout allow�ng h�mself to be d�stracted by
�nsurrect�on and barr�cades.

It was someth�ng prec�sely parallel wh�ch took place on the
afternoon of the 6th of June on the banks of the Se�ne, on the slope
of the r�ght shore, a l�ttle beyond the Pont des Inval�des.

There �s no longer any bank there now. The aspect of the local�ty
has changed.

On that bank, two men, separated by a certa�n d�stance, seemed
to be watch�ng each other wh�le mutually avo�d�ng each other. The
one who was �n advance was try�ng to get away, the one �n the rear
was try�ng to overtake the other.

It was l�ke a game of checkers played at a d�stance and �n s�lence.
Ne�ther seemed to be �n any hurry, and both walked slowly, as
though each of them feared by too much haste to make h�s partner
redouble h�s pace.

One would have sa�d that �t was an appet�te follow�ng �ts prey, and
purposely w�thout wear�ng the a�r of do�ng so. The prey was crafty
and on �ts guard.

The proper relat�ons between the hunted pole-cat and the hunt�ng
dog were observed. The one who was seek�ng to escape had an



�ns�gn�f�cant m�en and not an �mpress�ve appearance; the one who
was seek�ng to se�ze h�m was rude of aspect, and must have been
rude to encounter.

The f�rst, consc�ous that he was the more feeble, avo�ded the
second; but he avo�ded h�m �n a manner wh�ch was deeply fur�ous;
any one who could have observed h�m would have d�scerned �n h�s
eyes the sombre host�l�ty of fl�ght, and all the menace that fear
conta�ns.

The shore was deserted; there were no passers-by; not even a
boatman nor a l�ghter-man was �n the sk�ffs wh�ch were moored here
and there.

It was not easy to see these two men, except from the quay
oppos�te, and to any person who had scrut�n�zed them at that
d�stance, the man who was �n advance would have appeared l�ke a
br�stl�ng, tattered, and equ�vocal be�ng, who was uneasy and
trembl�ng beneath a ragged blouse, and the other l�ke a class�c and
off�c�al personage, wear�ng the frock-coat of author�ty buttoned to the
ch�n.

Perchance the reader m�ght recogn�ze these two men, �f he were
to see them closer at hand.

What was the object of the second man?
Probably to succeed �n cloth�ng the f�rst more warmly.
When a man clothed by the state pursues a man �n rags, �t �s �n

order to make of h�m a man who �s also clothed by the state. Only,
the whole quest�on l�es �n the color. To be dressed �n blue �s glor�ous;
to be dressed �n red �s d�sagreeable.

There �s a purple from below.
It �s probably some unpleasantness and some purple of th�s sort

wh�ch the f�rst man �s des�rous of sh�rk�ng.
If the other allowed h�m to walk on, and had not se�zed h�m as yet,

�t was, judg�ng from all appearances, �n the hope of see�ng h�m lead
up to some s�gn�f�cant meet�ng-place and to some group worth
catch�ng. Th�s del�cate operat�on �s called “sp�nn�ng.”

What renders th�s conjecture ent�rely probable �s that the buttoned-
up man, on catch�ng s�ght from the shore of a hackney-coach on the



quay as �t was pass�ng along empty, made a s�gn to the dr�ver; the
dr�ver understood, ev�dently recogn�zed the person w�th whom he
had to deal, turned about and began to follow the two men at the top
of the quay, at a foot-pace. Th�s was not observed by the slouch�ng
and tattered personage who was �n advance.

The hackney-coach rolled along the trees of the Champs-Élysées.
The bust of the dr�ver, wh�p �n hand, could be seen mov�ng along
above the parapet.

One of the secret �nstruct�ons of the pol�ce author�t�es to the�r
agents conta�ns th�s art�cle: “Always have on hand a hackney-coach,
�n case of emergency.”

Wh�le these two men were manœuvr�ng, each on h�s own s�de,
w�th �rreproachable strategy, they approached an �ncl�ned plane on
the quay wh�ch descended to the shore, and wh�ch perm�tted cab-
dr�vers arr�v�ng from Passy to come to the r�ver and water the�r
horses. Th�s �ncl�ned plane was suppressed later on, for the sake of
symmetry; horses may d�e of th�rst, but the eye �s grat�f�ed.

It �s probable that the man �n the blouse had �ntended to ascend
th�s �ncl�ned plane, w�th a v�ew to mak�ng h�s escape �nto the
Champs-Élysées, a place ornamented w�th trees, but, �n return,
much �nfested w�th pol�cemen, and where the other could eas�ly
exerc�se v�olence.

Th�s po�nt on the quay �s not very far d�stant from the house
brought to Par�s from Moret �n 1824, by Colonel Brack, and
des�gnated as “the house of Franço�s I.” A guard house �s s�tuated
close at hand.

To the great surpr�se of h�s watcher, the man who was be�ng
tracked d�d not mount by the �ncl�ned plane for water�ng. He
cont�nued to advance along the quay on the shore.

H�s pos�t�on was v�s�bly becom�ng cr�t�cal.
What was he �ntend�ng to do, �f not to throw h�mself �nto the

Se�ne?
Henceforth, there ex�sted no means of ascend�ng to the quay;

there was no other �ncl�ned plane, no sta�rcase; and they were near
the spot, marked by the bend �n the Se�ne towards the Pont de Jéna,



where the bank, grow�ng constantly narrower, ended �n a slender
tongue, and was lost �n the water. There he would �nev�tably f�nd
h�mself blocked between the perpend�cular wall on h�s r�ght, the r�ver
on h�s left and �n front of h�m, and the author�t�es on h�s heels.

It �s true that th�s term�nat�on of the shore was h�dden from s�ght by
a heap of rubb�sh s�x or seven feet �n he�ght, produced by some
demol�t�on or other. But d�d th�s man hope to conceal h�mself
effectually beh�nd that heap of rubb�sh, wh�ch one need but sk�rt?
The exped�ent would have been puer�le. He certa�nly was not
dream�ng of such a th�ng. The �nnocence of th�eves does not extend
to that po�nt.

The p�le of rubb�sh formed a sort of project�on at the water’s edge,
wh�ch was prolonged �n a promontory as far as the wall of the quay.

The man who was be�ng followed arr�ved at th�s l�ttle mound and
went round �t, so that he ceased to be seen by the other.

The latter, as he d�d not see, could not be seen; he took
advantage of th�s fact to abandon all d�ss�mulat�on and to walk very
rap�dly. In a few moments, he had reached the rubb�sh heap and
passed round �t. There he halted �n sheer amazement. The man
whom he had been pursu�ng was no longer there.

Total ecl�pse of the man �n the blouse.
The shore, beg�nn�ng w�th the rubb�sh heap, was only about th�rty

paces long, then �t plunged �nto the water wh�ch beat aga�nst the wall
of the quay. The fug�t�ve could not have thrown h�mself �nto the Se�ne
w�thout be�ng seen by the man who was follow�ng h�m. What had
become of h�m?

The man �n the buttoned-up coat walked to the extrem�ty of the
shore, and rema�ned there �n thought for a moment, h�s f�sts
clenched, h�s eyes search�ng. All at once he smote h�s brow. He had
just perce�ved, at the po�nt where the land came to an end and the
water began, a large �ron grat�ng, low, arched, garn�shed w�th a
heavy lock and w�th three mass�ve h�nges. Th�s grat�ng, a sort of
door p�erced at the base of the quay, opened on the r�ver as well as
on the shore. A black�sh stream passed under �t. Th�s stream
d�scharged �nto the Se�ne.



Beyond the heavy, rusty �ron bars, a sort of dark and vaulted
corr�dor could be descr�ed. The man folded h�s arms and stared at
the grat�ng w�th an a�r of reproach.

As th�s gaze d�d not suff�ce, he tr�ed to thrust �t as�de; he shook �t,
�t res�sted sol�dly. It �s probable that �t had just been opened,
although no sound had been heard, a s�ngular c�rcumstance �n so
rusty a grat�ng; but �t �s certa�n that �t had been closed aga�n. Th�s
�nd�cated that the man before whom that door had just opened had
not a hook but a key.

Th�s ev�dence suddenly burst upon the m�nd of the man who was
try�ng to move the grat�ng, and evoked from h�m th�s �nd�gnant
ejaculat�on:

“That �s too much! A government key!”
Then, �mmed�ately rega�n�ng h�s composure, he expressed a

whole world of �nter�or �deas by th�s outburst of monosyllables
accented almost �ron�cally: “Come! Come! Come! Come!”

That sa�d, and �n the hope of someth�ng or other, e�ther that he
should see the man emerge or other men enter, he posted h�mself
on the watch beh�nd a heap of rubb�sh, w�th the pat�ent rage of a
po�nter.

The hackney-coach, wh�ch regulated all �ts movements on h�s,
had, �n �ts turn, halted on the quay above h�m, close to the parapet.
The coachman, foresee�ng a prolonged wa�t, encased h�s horses’
muzzles �n the bag of oats wh�ch �s damp at the bottom, and wh�ch �s
so fam�l�ar to Par�s�ans, to whom, be �t sa�d �n parenthes�s, the
Government somet�mes appl�es �t. The rare passers-by on the Pont
de Jéna turned the�r heads, before they pursued the�r way, to take a
momentary glance at these two mot�onless �tems �n the landscape,
the man on the shore, the carr�age on the quay.



CHAPTER IV—HE ALSO BEARS HIS
CROSS

Jean Valjean had resumed h�s march and had not aga�n paused.
Th�s march became more and more labor�ous. The level of these

vaults var�es; the average he�ght �s about f�ve feet, s�x �nches, and
has been calculated for the stature of a man; Jean Valjean was
forced to bend over, �n order not to str�ke Mar�us aga�nst the vault; at
every step he had to bend, then to r�se, and to feel �ncessantly of the
wall. The mo�sture of the stones, and the v�scous nature of the
t�mber framework furn�shed but poor supports to wh�ch to cl�ng,
e�ther for hand or foot. He stumbled along �n the h�deous dung-heap
of the c�ty. The �nterm�ttent gleams from the a�r-holes only appeared
at very long �ntervals, and were so wan that the full sunl�ght seemed
l�ke the l�ght of the moon; all the rest was m�st, m�asma, opaqueness,
blackness. Jean Valjean was both hungry and th�rsty; espec�ally
th�rsty; and th�s, l�ke the sea, was a place full of water where a man
cannot dr�nk. H�s strength, wh�ch was prod�g�ous, as the reader
knows, and wh�ch had been but l�ttle decreased by age, thanks to h�s
chaste and sober l�fe, began to g�ve way, nevertheless. Fat�gue
began to ga�n on h�m; and as h�s strength decreased, �t made the
we�ght of h�s burden �ncrease. Mar�us, who was, perhaps, dead,
we�ghed h�m down as �nert bod�es we�gh. Jean Valjean held h�m �n
such a manner that h�s chest was not oppressed, and so that
resp�rat�on could proceed as well as poss�ble. Between h�s legs he
felt the rap�d gl�d�ng of the rats. One of them was fr�ghtened to such
a degree that he b�t h�m. From t�me to t�me, a breath of fresh a�r
reached h�m through the vent-holes of the mouths of the sewer, and
rean�mated h�m.

It m�ght have been three hours past m�dday when he reached the
belt-sewer.



He was, at f�rst, aston�shed at th�s sudden w�den�ng. He found
h�mself, all at once, �n a gallery where h�s outstretched hands could
not reach the two walls, and beneath a vault wh�ch h�s head d�d not
touch. The Grand Sewer �s, �n fact, e�ght feet w�de and seven feet
h�gh.

At the po�nt where the Montmartre sewer jo�ns the Grand Sewer,
two other subterranean galler�es, that of the Rue de Provence, and
that of the Abatto�r, form a square. Between these four ways, a less
sagac�ous man would have rema�ned undec�ded. Jean Valjean
selected the broadest, that �s to say, the belt-sewer. But here the
quest�on aga�n came up—should he descend or ascend? He thought
that the s�tuat�on requ�red haste, and that he must now ga�n the
Se�ne at any r�sk. In other terms, he must descend. He turned to the
left.

It was well that he d�d so, for �t �s an error to suppose that the belt-
sewer has two outlets, the one �n the d�rect�on of Bercy, the other
towards Passy, and that �t �s, as �ts name �nd�cates, the subterranean
g�rdle of the Par�s on the r�ght bank. The Grand Sewer, wh�ch �s, �t
must be remembered, noth�ng else than the old brook of
Mén�lmontant, term�nates, �f one ascends �t, �n a bl�nd sack, that �s to
say, at �ts anc�ent po�nt of departure wh�ch was �ts source, at the foot
of the knoll of Mén�lmontant. There �s no d�rect commun�cat�on w�th
the branch wh�ch collects the waters of Par�s beg�nn�ng w�th the
Quart�er Pop�ncourt, and wh�ch falls �nto the Se�ne through the
Amelot sewer above the anc�ent Isle Louv�ers. Th�s branch, wh�ch
completes the collect�ng sewer, �s separated from �t, under the Rue
Mén�lmontant �tself, by a p�le wh�ch marks the d�v�d�ng po�nt of the
waters, between upstream and downstream. If Jean Valjean had
ascended the gallery he would have arr�ved, after a thousand efforts,
and broken down w�th fat�gue, and �n an exp�r�ng cond�t�on, �n the
gloom, at a wall. He would have been lost.

In case of necess�ty, by retrac�ng h�s steps a l�ttle way, and
enter�ng the passage of the F�lles-du-Calva�re, on cond�t�on that he
d�d not hes�tate at the subterranean cross�ng of the Carrefour
Boucherat, and by tak�ng the corr�dor Sa�nt-Lou�s, then the Sa�nt-
G�lles gut on the left, then turn�ng to the r�ght and avo�d�ng the Sa�nt-



Sebast�an gallery, he m�ght have reached the Amelot sewer, and
thence, prov�ded that he d�d not go astray �n the sort of F wh�ch l�es
under the Bast�lle, he m�ght have atta�ned the outlet on the Se�ne
near the Arsenal. But �n order to do th�s, he must have been
thoroughly fam�l�ar w�th the enormous madrepore of the sewer �n all
�ts ram�f�cat�ons and �n all �ts open�ngs. Now, we must aga�n �ns�st
that he knew noth�ng of that fr�ghtful dra�n wh�ch he was travers�ng;
and had any one asked h�m �n what he was, he would have
answered: “In the n�ght.”

H�s �nst�nct served h�m well. To descend was, �n fact, poss�ble
safety.

He left on h�s r�ght the two narrow passages wh�ch branch out �n
the form of a claw under the Rue Laff�tte and the Rue Sa�nt-Georges
and the long, b�furcated corr�dor of the Chaussée d’Ant�n.

A l�ttle beyond an affluent, wh�ch was, probably, the Madele�ne
branch, he halted. He was extremely weary. A passably large a�r-
hole, probably the man-hole �n the Rue d’Anjou, furn�shed a l�ght that
was almost v�v�d. Jean Valjean, w�th the gentleness of movement
wh�ch a brother would exerc�se towards h�s wounded brother,
depos�ted Mar�us on the banquette of the sewer. Mar�us’ blood-
sta�ned face appeared under the wan l�ght of the a�r-hole l�ke the
ashes at the bottom of a tomb. H�s eyes were closed, h�s ha�r was
plastered down on h�s temples l�ke a pa�nter’s brushes dr�ed �n red
wash; h�s hands hung l�mp and dead. A clot of blood had collected �n
the knot of h�s cravat; h�s l�mbs were cold, and blood was clotted at
the corners of h�s mouth; h�s sh�rt had thrust �tself �nto h�s wounds,
the cloth of h�s coat was chaf�ng the yawn�ng gashes �n the l�v�ng
flesh. Jean Valjean, push�ng as�de the garments w�th the t�ps of h�s
f�ngers, la�d h�s hand upon Mar�us’ breast; h�s heart was st�ll beat�ng.
Jean Valjean tore up h�s sh�rt, bandaged the young man’s wounds as
well as he was able and stopped the flow�ng blood; then bend�ng
over Mar�us, who st�ll lay unconsc�ous and almost w�thout breath�ng,
�n that half l�ght, he gazed at h�m w�th �nexpress�ble hatred.

On d�sarrang�ng Mar�us’ garments, he had found two th�ngs �n h�s
pockets, the roll wh�ch had been forgotten there on the preced�ng
even�ng, and Mar�us’ pocketbook. He ate the roll and opened the



pocketbook. On the f�rst page he found the four l�nes wr�tten by
Mar�us. The reader w�ll recall them:

“My name �s Mar�us Pontmercy. Carry my body to my grandfather,
M. G�llenormand, Rue des F�lles-du-Calva�re, No. 6, �n the Mara�s.”

Jean Valjean read these four l�nes by the l�ght of the a�r-hole, and
rema�ned for a moment as though absorbed �n thought, repeat�ng �n
a low tone: “Rue des F�lles-du-Calva�re, number 6, Mons�eur
G�llenormand.” He replaced the pocketbook �n Mar�us’ pocket. He
had eaten, h�s strength had returned to h�m; he took Mar�us up once
more upon h�s back, placed the latter’s head carefully on h�s r�ght
shoulder, and resumed h�s descent of the sewer.

The Grand Sewer, d�rected accord�ng to the course of the valley of
Mén�lmontant, �s about two leagues long. It �s paved throughout a
notable port�on of �ts extent.

Th�s torch of the names of the streets of Par�s, w�th wh�ch we are
�llum�nat�ng for the reader Jean Valjean’s subterranean march, Jean
Valjean h�mself d�d not possess. Noth�ng told h�m what zone of the
c�ty he was travers�ng, nor what way he had made. Only the grow�ng
pallor of the pools of l�ght wh�ch he encountered from t�me to t�me
�nd�cated to h�m that the sun was w�thdraw�ng from the pavement,
and that the day would soon be over; and the roll�ng of veh�cles
overhead, hav�ng become �nterm�ttent �nstead of cont�nuous, then
hav�ng almost ceased, he concluded that he was no longer under
central Par�s, and that he was approach�ng some sol�tary reg�on, �n
the v�c�n�ty of the outer boulevards, or the extreme outer quays.
Where there are fewer houses and streets, the sewer has fewer a�r-
holes. The gloom deepened around Jean Valjean. Nevertheless, he
cont�nued to advance, grop�ng h�s way �n the dark.

Suddenly th�s darkness became terr�ble.



CHAPTER V—IN THE CASE OF SAND
AS IN THAT OF WOMAN, THERE IS A
FINENESS WHICH IS TREACHEROUS

He felt that he was enter�ng the water, and that he no longer had a
pavement under h�s feet, but only mud.

It somet�mes happens, that on certa�n shores of Bretagne or
Scotland a man, e�ther a traveller or a f�sherman, wh�le walk�ng at
low t�de on the beach far from shore, suddenly not�ces that for
several m�nutes past, he has been walk�ng w�th some d�ff�culty. The
beach under foot �s l�ke p�tch; h�s soles st�ck fast to �t; �t �s no longer
sand, �t �s b�rd-l�me. The strand �s perfectly dry, but at every step that
he takes, as soon as the foot �s ra�sed, the pr�nt �s f�lled w�th water.
The eye, however, has perce�ved no change; the �mmense beach �s
smooth and tranqu�l, all the sand has the same aspect, noth�ng
d�st�ngu�shes the so�l that �s sol�d from that wh�ch �s not sol�d; the
joyous l�ttle cloud of sand-l�ce cont�nues to leap tumultuously under
the feet of the passer-by.

The man pursues h�s way, he walks on, turns towards the land,
endeavors to approach the shore. He �s not uneasy. Uneasy about
what? Only he �s consc�ous that the heav�ness of h�s feet seems to
be �ncreas�ng at every step that he takes. All at once he s�nks �n. He
s�nks �n two or three �nches. Dec�dedly, he �s not on the r�ght road; he
halts to get h�s bear�ngs. Suddenly he glances at h�s feet; h�s feet
have d�sappeared. The sand has covered them. He draws h�s feet
out of the sand, he tr�es to retrace h�s steps, he turns back, he s�nks
�n more deeply than before. The sand �s up to h�s ankles, he tears
h�mself free from �t and fl�ngs h�mself to the left, the sand reaches to
m�d-leg, he fl�ngs h�mself to the r�ght, the sand comes up to h�s
knees. Then, w�th �ndescr�bable terror, he recogn�zes the fact that he



�s caught �n a qu�cksand, and that he has beneath h�m that fr�ghtful
med�um �n wh�ch ne�ther man can walk nor f�sh can sw�m. He fl�ngs
away h�s burden, �f he have one, he l�ghtens h�mself, l�ke a sh�p �n
d�stress; �t �s too late, the sand �s above h�s knees.

He shouts, he waves h�s hat, or h�s handkerch�ef, the sand
cont�nually ga�ns on h�m; �f the beach �s deserted, �f the land �s too
far away, �f the bank of sand �s too �ll-famed, there �s no hero �n the
ne�ghborhood, all �s over, he �s condemned to be engulfed. He �s
condemned to that terr�ble �nterment, long, �nfall�ble, �mplacable,
wh�ch �t �s �mposs�ble to e�ther retard or hasten, wh�ch lasts for hours,
wh�ch w�ll not come to an end, wh�ch se�zes you erect, free, �n the
flush of health, wh�ch drags you down by the feet, wh�ch, at every
effort that you attempt, at every shout that you utter, draws you a
l�ttle lower, wh�ch has the a�r of pun�sh�ng you for your res�stance by
a redoubled grasp, wh�ch forces a man to return slowly to earth,
wh�le leav�ng h�m t�me to survey the hor�zon, the trees, the verdant
country, the smoke of the v�llages on the pla�n, the sa�ls of the sh�ps
on the sea, the b�rds wh�ch fly and s�ng, the sun and the sky. Th�s
engulfment �s the sepulchre wh�ch assumes a t�de, and wh�ch
mounts from the depths of the earth towards a l�v�ng man. Each
m�nute �s an �nexorable layer-out of the dead. The wretched man
tr�es to s�t down, to l�e down, to cl�mb; every movement that he
makes bur�es h�m deeper; he stra�ghtens h�mself up, he s�nks; he
feels that he �s be�ng swallowed up; he shr�eks, �mplores, cr�es to the
clouds, wr�ngs h�s hands, grows desperate. Behold h�m �n the sand
up to h�s belly, the sand reaches to h�s breast, he �s only a bust now.
He upl�fts h�s hands, utters fur�ous groans, clenches h�s na�ls on the
beach, tr�es to cl�ng fast to that ashes, supports h�mself on h�s
elbows �n order to ra�se h�mself from that soft sheath, and sobs
frant�cally; the sand mounts h�gher. The sand has reached h�s
shoulders, the sand reaches to h�s throat; only h�s face �s v�s�ble
now. H�s mouth cr�es aloud, the sand f�lls �t; s�lence. H�s eyes st�ll
gaze forth, the sand closes them, n�ght. Then h�s brow decreases, a
l�ttle ha�r qu�vers above the sand; a hand projects, p�erces the
surface of the beach, waves and d�sappears. S�n�ster obl�terat�on of
a man.



Somet�mes a r�der �s engulfed w�th h�s horse; somet�mes the carter
�s swallowed up w�th h�s cart; all founders �n that strand. It �s
sh�pwreck elsewhere than �n the water. It �s the earth drown�ng a
man. The earth, permeated w�th the ocean, becomes a p�tfall. It
presents �tself �n the gu�se of a pla�n, and �t yawns l�ke a wave. The
abyss �s subject to these treacher�es.

Th�s melancholy fate, always poss�ble on certa�n sea beaches,
was also poss�ble, th�rty years ago, �n the sewers of Par�s.

Before the �mportant works, undertaken �n 1833, the subterranean
dra�n of Par�s was subject to these sudden sl�des.

The water f�ltered �nto certa�n subjacent strata, wh�ch were
part�cularly fr�able; the foot-way, wh�ch was of flag-stones, as �n the
anc�ent sewers, or of cement on concrete, as �n the new galler�es,
hav�ng no longer an underp�nn�ng, gave way. A fold �n a floor�ng of
th�s sort means a crack, means crumbl�ng. The framework crumbled
away for a certa�n length. Th�s crev�ce, the h�atus of a gulf of m�re,
was called a font�s, �n the spec�al tongue. What �s a font�s? It �s the
qu�cksands of the seashore suddenly encountered under the surface
of the earth; �t �s the beach of Mont Sa�nt-M�chel �n a sewer. The
soaked so�l �s �n a state of fus�on, as �t were; all �ts molecules are �n
suspens�on �n soft med�um; �t �s not earth and �t �s not water. The
depth �s somet�mes very great. Noth�ng can be more form�dable than
such an encounter. If the water predom�nates, death �s prompt, the
man �s swallowed up; �f earth predom�nates, death �s slow.

Can any one p�cture to h�mself such a death? If be�ng swallowed
by the earth �s terr�ble on the seashore, what �s �t �n a cesspool?
Instead of the open a�r, the broad dayl�ght, the clear hor�zon, those
vast sounds, those free clouds whence ra�ns l�fe, �nstead of those
barks descr�ed �n the d�stance, of that hope under all sorts of forms,
of probable passers-by, of succor poss�ble up to the very last
moment,—�nstead of all th�s, deafness, bl�ndness, a black vault, the
�ns�de of a tomb already prepared, death �n the m�re beneath a
cover! slow suffocat�on by f�lth, a stone box where asphyx�a opens �ts
claw �n the m�re and clutches you by the throat; fet�dness m�ngled
w�th the death-rattle; sl�me �nstead of the strand, sulfuretted
hydrogen �n place of the hurr�cane, dung �n place of the ocean! And



to shout, to gnash one’s teeth, and to wr�the, and to struggle, and to
agon�ze, w�th that enormous c�ty wh�ch knows noth�ng of �t all, over
one’s head!

Inexpress�ble �s the horror of dy�ng thus! Death somet�mes
redeems h�s atroc�ty by a certa�n terr�ble d�gn�ty. On the funeral p�le,
�n sh�pwreck, one can be great; �n the flames as �n the foam, a
superb att�tude �s poss�ble; one there becomes transf�gured as one
per�shes. But not here. Death �s f�lthy. It �s hum�l�at�ng to exp�re. The
supreme float�ng v�s�ons are abject. Mud �s synonymous w�th shame.
It �s petty, ugly, �nfamous. To d�e �n a butt of Malvo�s�e, l�ke Clarence,
�s perm�ss�ble; �n the d�tch of a scavenger, l�ke Escoubleau, �s
horr�ble. To struggle there�n �s h�deous; at the same t�me that one �s
go�ng through the death agony, one �s flounder�ng about. There are
shadows enough for hell, and m�re enough to render �t noth�ng but a
slough, and the dy�ng man knows not whether he �s on the po�nt of
becom�ng a spectre or a frog.

Everywhere else the sepulchre �s s�n�ster; here �t �s deformed.
The depth of the font�s var�ed, as well as the�r length and the�r

dens�ty, accord�ng to the more or less bad qual�ty of the sub-so�l.
Somet�mes a font�s was three or four feet deep, somet�mes e�ght or
ten; somet�mes the bottom was unfathomable. Here the m�re was
almost sol�d, there almost l�qu�d. In the Lun�ère font�s, �t would have
taken a man a day to d�sappear, wh�le he would have been devoured
�n f�ve m�nutes by the Ph�l�ppeaux slough. The m�re bears up more or
less, accord�ng to �ts dens�ty. A ch�ld can escape where a man w�ll
per�sh. The f�rst law of safety �s to get r�d of every sort of load. Every
sewerman who felt the ground g�v�ng way beneath h�m began by
fl�ng�ng away h�s sack of tools, or h�s back-basket, or h�s hod.

The font�s were due to d�fferent causes: the fr�ab�l�ty of the so�l;
some landsl�p at a depth beyond the reach of man; the v�olent
summer ra�ns; the �ncessant flood�ng of w�nter; long, dr�zzl�ng
showers. Somet�mes the we�ght of the surround�ng houses on a
marly or sandy so�l forced out the vaults of the subterranean
galler�es and caused them to bend as�de, or �t chanced that a
floor�ng vault burst and spl�t under th�s crush�ng thrust. In th�s
manner, the heap�ng up of the Parthénon, obl�terated, a century ago,



a port�on of the vaults of Sa�nt-Genev�ève h�ll. When a sewer was
broken �n under the pressure of the houses, the m�sch�ef was
somet�mes betrayed �n the street above by a sort of space, l�ke the
teeth of a saw, between the pav�ng-stones; th�s crev�ce was
developed �n an undulat�ng l�ne throughout the ent�re length of the
cracked vault, and then, the ev�l be�ng v�s�ble, the remedy could be
promptly appl�ed. It also frequently happened, that the �nter�or
ravages were not revealed by any external scar, and �n that case,
woe to the sewermen. When they entered w�thout precaut�on �nto the
sewer, they were l�able to be lost. Anc�ent reg�sters make ment�on of
several scavengers who were bur�ed �n font�s �n th�s manner. They
g�ve many names; among others, that of the sewerman who was
swallowed up �n a quagm�re under the man-hole of the Rue Carême-
Prenant, a certa�n Bla�se Poutra�n; th�s Bla�se Poutra�n was the
brother of N�cholas Poutra�n, who was the last grave-d�gger of the
cemetery called the Charn�er des Innocents, �n 1785, the epoch
when that cemetery exp�red.

There was also that young and charm�ng V�comte d’Escoubleau,
of whom we have just spoken, one of the heroes of the s�ege of
Lér�da, where they del�vered the assault �n s�lk stock�ngs, w�th v�ol�ns
at the�r head. D’Escoubleau, surpr�sed one n�ght at h�s cous�n’s, the
Duchesse de Sourd�s’, was drowned �n a quagm�re of the Beautre�ll�s
sewer, �n wh�ch he had taken refuge �n order to escape from the
Duke. Madame de Sourd�s, when �nformed of h�s death, demanded
her smell�ng-bottle, and forgot to weep, through sn�ffl�ng at her salts.
In such cases, there �s no love wh�ch holds fast; the sewer
ext�ngu�shes �t. Hero refuses to wash the body of Leander. Th�sbe
stops her nose �n the presence of Pyramus and says: “Phew!”



CHAPTER VI—THE FONTIS
Jean Valjean found h�mself �n the presence of a font�s.
Th�s sort of quagm�re was common at that per�od �n the subso�l of

the Champs-Élysées, d�ff�cult to handle �n the hydraul�c works and a
bad preservat�ve of the subterranean construct�ons, on account of �ts
excess�ve flu�d�ty. Th�s flu�d�ty exceeds even the �ncons�stency of the
sands of the Quart�er Sa�nt-Georges, wh�ch could only be conquered
by a stone construct�on on a concrete foundat�on, and the clayey
strata, �nfected w�th gas, of the Quart�er des Martyrs, wh�ch are so
l�qu�d that the only way �n wh�ch a passage was effected under the
gallery des Martyrs was by means of a cast-�ron p�pe. When, �n
1836, the old stone sewer beneath the Faubourg Sa�nt-Honoré, �n
wh�ch we now see Jean Valjean, was demol�shed for the purpose of
reconstruct�ng �t, the qu�cksand, wh�ch forms the subso�l of the
Champs-Élysées as far as the Se�ne, presented such an obstacle,
that the operat�on lasted nearly s�x months, to the great clamor of the
dwellers on the r�vers�de, part�cularly those who had hotels and
carr�ages. The work was more than unhealthy; �t was dangerous. It �s
true that they had four months and a half of ra�n, and three floods of
the Se�ne.

The font�s wh�ch Jean Valjean had encountered was caused by
the downpour of the preced�ng day. The pavement, badly susta�ned
by the subjacent sand, had g�ven way and had produced a stoppage
of the water. Inf�ltrat�on had taken place, a sl�p had followed. The
d�slocated bottom had sunk �nto the ooze. To what extent?
Imposs�ble to say. The obscur�ty was more dense there than
elsewhere. It was a p�t of m�re �n a cavern of n�ght.

Jean Valjean felt the pavement van�sh�ng beneath h�s feet. He
entered th�s sl�me. There was water on the surface, sl�me at the
bottom. He must pass �t. To retrace h�s steps was �mposs�ble. Mar�us
was dy�ng, and Jean Valjean exhausted. Bes�des, where was he to



go? Jean Valjean advanced. Moreover, the p�t seemed, for the f�rst
few steps, not to be very deep. But �n proport�on as he advanced, h�s
feet plunged deeper. Soon he had the sl�me up to h�s calves and
water above h�s knees. He walked on, ra�s�ng Mar�us �n h�s arms, as
far above the water as he could. The m�re now reached to h�s knees,
and the water to h�s wa�st. He could no longer retreat. Th�s mud,
dense enough for one man, could not, obv�ously, uphold two. Mar�us
and Jean Valjean would have stood a chance of extr�cat�ng
themselves s�ngly. Jean Valjean cont�nued to advance, support�ng
the dy�ng man, who was, perhaps, a corpse.

The water came up to h�s arm-p�ts; he felt that he was s�nk�ng; �t
was only w�th d�ff�culty that he could move �n the depth of ooze wh�ch
he had now reached. The dens�ty, wh�ch was h�s support, was also
an obstacle. He st�ll held Mar�us on h�gh, and w�th an unheard-of
expend�ture of force, he advanced st�ll; but he was s�nk�ng. He had
only h�s head above the water now and h�s two arms hold�ng up
Mar�us. In the old pa�nt�ngs of the deluge there �s a mother hold�ng
her ch�ld thus.

He sank st�ll deeper, he turned h�s face to the rear, to escape the
water, and �n order that he m�ght be able to breathe; anyone who
had seen h�m �n that gloom would have thought that what he beheld
was a mask float�ng on the shadows; he caught a fa�nt gl�mpse
above h�m of the droop�ng head and l�v�d face of Mar�us; he made a
desperate effort and launched h�s foot forward; h�s foot struck
someth�ng sol�d; a po�nt of support. It was h�gh t�me.

He stra�ghtened h�mself up, and rooted h�mself upon that po�nt of
support w�th a sort of fury. Th�s produced upon h�m the effect of the
f�rst step �n a sta�rcase lead�ng back to l�fe.

The po�nt of support, thus encountered �n the m�re at the supreme
moment, was the beg�nn�ng of the other watershed of the pavement,
wh�ch had bent but had not g�ven way, and wh�ch had curved under
the water l�ke a plank and �n a s�ngle p�ece. Well bu�lt pavements
form a vault and possess th�s sort of f�rmness. Th�s fragment of the
vault�ng, partly submerged, but sol�d, was a ver�table �ncl�ned plane,
and, once on th�s plane, he was safe. Jean Valjean mounted th�s
�ncl�ned plane and reached the other s�de of the quagm�re.



As he emerged from the water, he came �n contact w�th a stone
and fell upon h�s knees. He reflected that th�s was but just, and he
rema�ned there for some t�me, w�th h�s soul absorbed �n words
addressed to God.

He rose to h�s feet, sh�ver�ng, ch�lled, foul-smell�ng, bowed
beneath the dy�ng man whom he was dragg�ng after h�m, all dr�pp�ng
w�th sl�me, and h�s soul f�lled w�th a strange l�ght.



CHAPTER VII—ONE SOMETIMES
RUNS AGROUND WHEN ONE

FANCIES THAT ONE IS
DISEMBARKING

He set out on h�s way once more.
However, although he had not left h�s l�fe �n the font�s, he seemed

to have left h�s strength beh�nd h�m there. That supreme effort had
exhausted h�m. H�s lass�tude was now such that he was obl�ged to
pause for breath every three or four steps, and lean aga�nst the wall.
Once he was forced to seat h�mself on the banquette �n order to alter
Mar�us’ pos�t�on, and he thought that he should have to rema�n there.
But �f h�s v�gor was dead, h�s energy was not. He rose aga�n.

He walked on desperately, almost fast, proceeded thus for a
hundred paces, almost w�thout draw�ng breath, and suddenly came
�n contact w�th the wall. He had reached an elbow of the sewer, and,
arr�v�ng at the turn w�th head bent down, he had struck the wall. He
ra�sed h�s eyes, and at the extrem�ty of the vault, far, very far away �n
front of h�m, he perce�ved a l�ght. Th�s t�me �t was not that terr�ble
l�ght; �t was good, wh�te l�ght. It was dayl�ght. Jean Valjean saw the
outlet.

A damned soul, who, �n the m�dst of the furnace, should suddenly
perce�ve the outlet of Gehenna, would exper�ence what Jean Valjean
felt. It would fly w�ldly w�th the stumps of �ts burned w�ngs towards
that rad�ant portal. Jean Valjean was no longer consc�ous of fat�gue,
he no longer felt Mar�us’ we�ght, he found h�s legs once more of
steel, he ran rather than walked. As he approached, the outlet
became more and more d�st�nctly def�ned. It was a po�nted arch,
lower than the vault, wh�ch gradually narrowed, and narrower than



the gallery, wh�ch closed �n as the vault grew lower. The tunnel
ended l�ke the �nter�or of a funnel; a faulty construct�on, �m�tated from
the w�ckets of pen�tent�ar�es, log�cal �n a pr�son, �llog�cal �n a sewer,
and wh�ch has s�nce been corrected.

Jean Valjean reached the outlet.
There he halted.
It certa�nly was the outlet, but he could not get out.
The arch was closed by a heavy grat�ng, and the grat�ng, wh�ch, to

all appearance, rarely swung on �ts rusty h�nges, was clamped to �ts
stone jamb by a th�ck lock, wh�ch, red w�th rust, seemed l�ke an
enormous br�ck. The keyhole could be seen, and the robust latch,
deeply sunk �n the �ron staple. The door was pla�nly double-locked. It
was one of those pr�son locks wh�ch old Par�s was so fond of
lav�sh�ng.

Beyond the grat�ng was the open a�r, the r�ver, the dayl�ght, the
shore, very narrow but suff�c�ent for escape. The d�stant quays,
Par�s, that gulf �n wh�ch one so eas�ly h�des oneself, the broad
hor�zon, l�berty. On the r�ght, downstream, the br�dge of Jéna was
d�scern�ble, on the left, upstream, the br�dge of the Inval�des; the
place would have been a prop�t�ous one �n wh�ch to awa�t the n�ght
and to escape. It was one of the most sol�tary po�nts �n Par�s; the
shore wh�ch faces the Grand-Ca�llou. Fl�es were enter�ng and
emerg�ng through the bars of the grat�ng.

It m�ght have been half-past e�ght o’clock �n the even�ng. The day
was decl�n�ng.

Jean Valjean la�d Mar�us down along the wall, on the dry port�on of
the vault�ng, then he went to the grat�ng and clenched both f�sts
round the bars; the shock wh�ch he gave �t was frenz�ed, but �t d�d
not move. The grat�ng d�d not st�r. Jean Valjean se�zed the bars one
after the other, �n the hope that he m�ght be able to tear away the
least sol�d, and to make of �t a lever wherew�th to ra�se the door or to
break the lock. Not a bar st�rred. The teeth of a t�ger are not more
f�rmly f�xed �n the�r sockets. No lever; no pry�ng poss�ble. The
obstacle was �nv�nc�ble. There was no means of open�ng the gate.



Must he then stop there? What was he to do? What was to
become of h�m? He had not the strength to retrace h�s steps, to
recommence the journey wh�ch he had already taken. Bes�des, how
was he to aga�n traverse that quagm�re whence he had only
extr�cated h�mself as by a m�racle? And after the quagm�re, was
there not the pol�ce patrol, wh�ch assuredly could not be tw�ce
avo�ded? And then, wh�ther was he to go? What d�rect�on should he
pursue? To follow the �ncl�ne would not conduct h�m to h�s goal. If he
were to reach another outlet, he would f�nd �t obstructed by a plug or
a grat�ng. Every outlet was, undoubtedly, closed �n that manner.
Chance had unsealed the grat�ng through wh�ch he had entered, but
�t was ev�dent that all the other sewer mouths were barred. He had
only succeeded �n escap�ng �nto a pr�son.

All was over. Everyth�ng that Jean Valjean had done was useless.
Exhaust�on had ended �n fa�lure.

They were both caught �n the �mmense and gloomy web of death,
and Jean Valjean felt the terr�ble sp�der runn�ng along those black
strands and qu�ver�ng �n the shadows. He turned h�s back to the
grat�ng, and fell upon the pavement, hurled to earth rather than
seated, close to Mar�us, who st�ll made no movement, and w�th h�s
head bent between h�s knees. Th�s was the last drop of angu�sh.

Of what was he th�nk�ng dur�ng th�s profound depress�on? Ne�ther
of h�mself nor of Mar�us. He was th�nk�ng of Cosette.



CHAPTER VIII—THE TORN COAT-TAIL
In the m�dst of th�s prostrat�on, a hand was la�d on h�s shoulder,

and a low vo�ce sa�d to h�m:
“Half shares.”
Some person �n that gloom? Noth�ng so closely resembles a

dream as despa�r. Jean Valjean thought that he was dream�ng. He
had heard no footsteps. Was �t poss�ble? He ra�sed h�s eyes.

A man stood before h�m.
Th�s man was clad �n a blouse; h�s feet were bare; he held h�s

shoes �n h�s left hand; he had ev�dently removed them �n order to
reach Jean Valjean, w�thout allow�ng h�s steps to be heard.

Jean Valjean d�d not hes�tate for an �nstant. Unexpected as was
th�s encounter, th�s man was known to h�m. The man was
Thénard�er.

Although awakened, so to speak, w�th a start, Jean Valjean,
accustomed to alarms, and steeled to unforeseen shocks that must
be promptly parr�ed, �nstantly rega�ned possess�on of h�s presence of
m�nd. Moreover, the s�tuat�on could not be made worse, a certa�n
degree of d�stress �s no longer capable of a crescendo, and
Thénard�er h�mself could add noth�ng to th�s blackness of th�s n�ght.

A momentary pause ensued.
Thénard�er, ra�s�ng h�s r�ght hand to a level w�th h�s forehead,

formed w�th �t a shade, then he brought h�s eyelashes together, by
screw�ng up h�s eyes, a mot�on wh�ch, �n connect�on w�th a sl�ght
contract�on of the mouth, character�zes the sagac�ous attent�on of a
man who �s endeavor�ng to recogn�ze another man. He d�d not
succeed. Jean Valjean, as we have just stated, had h�s back turned
to the l�ght, and he was, moreover, so d�sf�gured, so bem�red, so
bleed�ng that he would have been unrecogn�zable �n full noonday.
On the contrary, �llum�nated by the l�ght from the grat�ng, a cellar



l�ght, �t �s true, l�v�d, yet prec�se �n �ts l�v�dness, Thénard�er, as the
energet�c popular metaphor expresses �t, �mmed�ately “leaped �nto”
Jean Valjean’s eyes. Th�s �nequal�ty of cond�t�ons suff�ced to assure
some advantage to Jean Valjean �n that myster�ous duel wh�ch was
on the po�nt of beg�nn�ng between the two s�tuat�ons and the two
men. The encounter took place between Jean Valjean ve�led and
Thénard�er unmasked.

Jean Valjean �mmed�ately perce�ved that Thénard�er d�d not
recogn�ze h�m.

They surveyed each other for a moment �n that half-gloom, as
though tak�ng each other’s measure. Thénard�er was the f�rst to
break the s�lence.

“How are you go�ng to manage to get out?”
Jean Valjean made no reply. Thénard�er cont�nued:
“It’s �mposs�ble to p�ck the lock of that gate. But st�ll you must get

out of th�s.”
“That �s true,” sa�d Jean Valjean.
“Well, half shares then.”
“What do you mean by that?”
“You have k�lled that man; that’s all r�ght. I have the key.”
Thénard�er po�nted to Mar�us. He went on:
“I don’t know you, but I want to help you. You must be a fr�end.”
Jean Valjean began to comprehend. Thénard�er took h�m for an

assass�n.
Thénard�er resumed:
“L�sten, comrade. You d�dn’t k�ll that man w�thout look�ng to see

what he had �n h�s pockets. G�ve me my half. I’ll open the door for
you.”

And half draw�ng from beneath h�s tattered blouse a huge key, he
added:

“Do you want to see how a key to l�berty �s made? Look here.”
Jean Valjean “rema�ned stup�d”—the express�on belongs to the

elder Corne�lle—to such a degree that he doubted whether what he



beheld was real. It was Prov�dence appear�ng �n horr�ble gu�se, and
h�s good angel spr�ng�ng from the earth �n the form of Thénard�er.

Thénard�er thrust h�s f�st �nto a large pocket concealed under h�s
blouse, drew out a rope and offered �t to Jean Valjean.

“Hold on,” sa�d he, “I’ll g�ve you the rope to boot.”
“What �s the rope for?”
“You w�ll need a stone also, but you can f�nd one outs�de. There’s

a heap of rubb�sh.”
“What am I to do w�th a stone?”
“Id�ot, you’ll want to sl�ng that st�ff �nto the r�ver, you’ll need a stone

and a rope, otherw�se �t would float on the water.”
Jean Valjean took the rope. There �s no one who does not

occas�onally accept �n th�s mechan�cal way.
Thénard�er snapped h�s f�ngers as though an �dea had suddenly

occurred to h�m.
“Ah, see here, comrade, how d�d you contr�ve to get out of that

slough yonder? I haven’t dared to r�sk myself �n �t. Phew! you don’t
smell good.”

After a pause he added:
“I’m ask�ng you quest�ons, but you’re perfectly r�ght not to answer.

It’s an apprent�cesh�p aga�nst that cursed quarter of an hour before
the exam�n�ng mag�strate. And then, when you don’t talk at all, you
run no r�sk of talk�ng too loud. That’s no matter, as I can’t see your
face and as I don’t know your name, you are wrong �n suppos�ng that
I don’t know who you are and what you want. I tw�g. You’ve broken
up that gentleman a b�t; now you want to tuck h�m away somewhere.
The r�ver, that great h�der of folly, �s what you want. I’ll get you out of
your scrape. Help�ng a good fellow �n a p�nch �s what su�ts me to a
ha�r.”

Wh�le express�ng h�s approval of Jean Valjean’s s�lence, he
endeavored to force h�m to talk. He jostled h�s shoulder �n an attempt
to catch a s�ght of h�s prof�le, and he excla�med, w�thout, however,
ra�s�ng h�s tone:



“Apropos of that quagm�re, you’re a hearty an�mal. Why d�dn’t you
toss the man �n there?”

Jean Valjean preserved s�lence.
Thénard�er resumed, push�ng the rag wh�ch served h�m as a

cravat to the level of h�s Adam’s apple, a gesture wh�ch completes
the capable a�r of a ser�ous man:

“After all, you acted w�sely. The workmen, when they come to-
morrow to stop up that hole, would certa�nly have found the st�ff
abandoned there, and �t m�ght have been poss�ble, thread by thread,
straw by straw, to p�ck up the scent and reach you. Some one has
passed through the sewer. Who? Where d�d he get out? Was he
seen to come out? The pol�ce are full of cleverness. The sewer �s
treacherous and tells tales of you. Such a f�nd �s a rar�ty, �t attracts
attent�on, very few people make use of the sewers for the�r affa�rs,
wh�le the r�ver belongs to everybody. The r�ver �s the true grave. At
the end of a month they f�sh up your man �n the nets at Sa�nt-Cloud.
Well, what does one care for that? It’s carr�on! Who k�lled that man?
Par�s. And just�ce makes no �nqu�r�es. You have done well.”

The more loquac�ous Thénard�er became, the more mute was
Jean Valjean.

Aga�n Thénard�er shook h�m by the shoulder.
“Now let’s settle th�s bus�ness. Let’s go shares. You have seen my

key, show me your money.”
Thénard�er was haggard, f�erce, susp�c�ous, rather menac�ng, yet

am�cable.
There was one s�ngular c�rcumstance; Thénard�er’s manners were

not s�mple; he had not the a�r of be�ng wholly at h�s ease; wh�le
affect�ng an a�r of mystery, he spoke low; from t�me to t�me he la�d h�s
f�nger on h�s mouth, and muttered, “hush!” It was d�ff�cult to d�v�ne
why. There was no one there except themselves. Jean Valjean
thought that other ruff�ans m�ght poss�bly be concealed �n some
nook, not very far off, and that Thénard�er d�d not care to share w�th
them.

Thénard�er resumed:
“Let’s settle up. How much d�d the st�ff have �n h�s bags?”



Jean Valjean searched h�s pockets.
It was h�s hab�t, as the reader w�ll remember, to always have some

money about h�m. The mournful l�fe of exped�ents to wh�ch he had
been condemned �mposed th�s as a law upon h�m. On th�s occas�on,
however, he had been caught unprepared. When donn�ng h�s
un�form of a Nat�onal Guardsman on the preced�ng even�ng, he had
forgotten, dolefully absorbed as he was, to take h�s pocket-book. He
had only some small change �n h�s fob. He turned out h�s pocket, all
soaked w�th ooze, and spread out on the banquette of the vault one
lou�s d’or, two f�ve-franc p�eces, and f�ve or s�x large sous.

Thénard�er thrust out h�s lower l�p w�th a s�gn�f�cant tw�st of the
neck.

“You knocked h�m over cheap,” sa�d he.
He set to feel�ng the pockets of Jean Valjean and Mar�us, w�th the

greatest fam�l�ar�ty. Jean Valjean, who was ch�efly concerned �n
keep�ng h�s back to the l�ght, let h�m have h�s way.

Wh�le handl�ng Mar�us’ coat, Thénard�er, w�th the sk�ll of a
p�ckpocket, and w�thout be�ng not�ced by Jean Valjean, tore off a
str�p wh�ch he concealed under h�s blouse, probably th�nk�ng that th�s
morsel of stuff m�ght serve, later on, to �dent�fy the assass�nated man
and the assass�n. However, he found no more than the th�rty francs.

“That’s true,” sa�d he, “both of you together have no more than
that.”

And, forgett�ng h�s motto: “half shares,” he took all.
He hes�tated a l�ttle over the large sous. After due reflect�on, he

took them also, mutter�ng:
“Never m�nd! You cut folks’ throats too cheap altogether.”
That done, he once more drew the b�g key from under h�s blouse.
“Now, my fr�end, you must leave. It’s l�ke the fa�r here, you pay

when you go out. You have pa�d, now clear out.”
And he began to laugh.
Had he, �n lend�ng to th�s stranger the a�d of h�s key, and �n mak�ng

some other man than h�mself emerge from that portal, the pure and



d�s�nterested �ntent�on of rescu�ng an assass�n? We may be
perm�tted to doubt th�s.

Thénard�er helped Jean Valjean to replace Mar�us on h�s
shoulders, then he betook h�mself to the grat�ng on t�ptoe, and
barefooted, mak�ng Jean Valjean a s�gn to follow h�m, looked out,
la�d h�s f�nger on h�s mouth, and rema�ned for several seconds, as
though �n suspense; h�s �nspect�on f�n�shed, he placed the key �n the
lock. The bolt sl�pped back and the gate swung open. It ne�ther
grated nor squeaked. It moved very softly.

It was obv�ous that th�s gate and those h�nges, carefully o�led,
were �n the hab�t of open�ng more frequently than was supposed.
Th�s softness was susp�c�ous; �t h�nted at furt�ve go�ngs and com�ngs,
s�lent entrances and ex�ts of nocturnal men, and the wolf-l�ke tread of
cr�me.

The sewer was ev�dently an accompl�ce of some myster�ous band.
Th�s tac�turn grat�ng was a rece�ver of stolen goods.

Thénard�er opened the gate a l�ttle way, allow�ng just suff�c�ent
space for Jean Valjean to pass out, closed the grat�ng aga�n, gave
the key a double turn �n the lock and plunged back �nto the darkness,
w�thout mak�ng any more no�se than a breath. He seemed to walk
w�th the velvet paws of a t�ger.

A moment later, that h�deous prov�dence had retreated �nto the
�nv�s�b�l�ty.

Jean Valjean found h�mself �n the open a�r.



CHAPTER IX—MARIUS PRODUCES
ON SOME ONE WHO IS A JUDGE OF

THE MATTER, THE EFFECT OF BEING
DEAD

He allowed Mar�us to sl�de down upon the shore.
They were �n the open a�r!
The m�asmas, darkness, horror lay beh�nd h�m. The pure,

healthful, l�v�ng, joyous a�r that was easy to breathe �nundated h�m.
Everywhere around h�m re�gned s�lence, but that charm�ng s�lence
when the sun has set �n an unclouded azure sky. Tw�l�ght had
descended; n�ght was draw�ng on, the great del�verer, the fr�end of all
those who need a mantle of darkness that they may escape from an
angu�sh. The sky presented �tself �n all d�rect�ons l�ke an enormous
calm. The r�ver flowed to h�s feet w�th the sound of a k�ss. The aer�al
d�alogue of the nests b�dd�ng each other good n�ght �n the elms of
the Champs-Élysées was aud�ble. A few stars, da�nt�ly p�erc�ng the
pale blue of the zen�th, and v�s�ble to rever�e alone, formed
�mpercept�ble l�ttle splendors am�d the �mmens�ty. Even�ng was
unfold�ng over the head of Jean Valjean all the sweetness of the
�nf�n�te.

It was that exqu�s�te and undec�ded hour wh�ch says ne�ther yes
nor no. N�ght was already suff�c�ently advanced to render �t poss�ble
to lose oneself at a l�ttle d�stance and yet there was suff�c�ent
dayl�ght to perm�t of recogn�t�on at close quarters.

For several seconds, Jean Valjean was �rres�st�bly overcome by
that august and caress�ng seren�ty; such moments of obl�v�on do
come to men; suffer�ng refra�ns from harass�ng the unhappy wretch;



everyth�ng �s ecl�psed �n the thoughts; peace broods over the
dreamer l�ke n�ght; and, beneath the tw�l�ght wh�ch beams and �n
�m�tat�on of the sky wh�ch �s �llum�nated, the soul becomes studded
w�th stars. Jean Valjean could not refra�n from contemplat�ng that
vast, clear shadow wh�ch rested over h�m; thoughtfully he bathed �n
the sea of ecstasy and prayer �n the majest�c s�lence of the eternal
heavens. Then he bent down sw�ftly to Mar�us, as though the
sent�ment of duty had returned to h�m, and, d�pp�ng up water �n the
hollow of h�s hand, he gently spr�nkled a few drops on the latter’s
face. Mar�us’ eyel�ds d�d not open; but h�s half-open mouth st�ll
breathed.

Jean Valjean was on the po�nt of d�pp�ng h�s hand �n the r�ver once
more, when, all at once, he exper�enced an �ndescr�bable
embarrassment, such as a person feels when there �s some one
beh�nd h�m whom he does not see.

We have already alluded to th�s �mpress�on, w�th wh�ch everyone
�s fam�l�ar.

He turned round.
Some one was, �n fact, beh�nd h�m, as there had been a short

wh�le before.
A man of lofty stature, enveloped �n a long coat, w�th folded arms,

and bear�ng �n h�s r�ght f�st a bludgeon of wh�ch the leaden head was
v�s�ble, stood a few paces �n the rear of the spot where Jean Valjean
was crouch�ng over Mar�us.

W�th the a�d of the darkness, �t seemed a sort of appar�t�on. An
ord�nary man would have been alarmed because of the tw�l�ght, a
thoughtful man on account of the bludgeon. Jean Valjean recogn�zed
Javert.

The reader has d�v�ned, no doubt, that Thénard�er’s pursuer was
no other than Javert. Javert, after h�s unlooked-for escape from the
barr�cade, had betaken h�mself to the prefecture of pol�ce, had
rendered a verbal account to the Prefect �n person �n a br�ef
aud�ence, had then �mmed�ately gone on duty aga�n, wh�ch �mpl�ed—
the note, the reader w�ll recollect, wh�ch had been captured on h�s
person—a certa�n surve�llance of the shore on the r�ght bank of the
Se�ne near the Champs-Élysées, wh�ch had, for some t�me past,



aroused the attent�on of the pol�ce. There he had caught s�ght of
Thénard�er and had followed h�m. The reader knows the rest.

Thus �t w�ll be eas�ly understood that that grat�ng, so obl�g�ngly
opened to Jean Valjean, was a b�t of cleverness on Thénard�er’s
part. Thénard�er �ntu�t�vely felt that Javert was st�ll there; the man
sp�ed upon has a scent wh�ch never dece�ves h�m; �t was necessary
to fl�ng a bone to that sleuth-hound. An assass�n, what a godsend!
Such an opportun�ty must never be allowed to sl�p. Thénard�er, by
putt�ng Jean Valjean outs�de �n h�s stead, prov�ded a prey for the
pol�ce, forced them to rel�nqu�sh h�s scent, made them forget h�m �n a
b�gger adventure, repa�d Javert for h�s wa�t�ng, wh�ch always flatters
a spy, earned th�rty francs, and counted w�th certa�nty, so far as he
h�mself was concerned, on escap�ng w�th the a�d of th�s d�vers�on.

Jean Valjean had fallen from one danger upon another.
These two encounters, th�s fall�ng one after the other, from

Thénard�er upon Javert, was a rude shock.
Javert d�d not recogn�ze Jean Valjean, who, as we have stated, no

longer looked l�ke h�mself. He d�d not unfold h�s arms, he made sure
of h�s bludgeon �n h�s f�st, by an �mpercept�ble movement, and sa�d �n
a curt, calm vo�ce:

“Who are you?”
“I.”
“Who �s ‘I’?”
“Jean Valjean.”
Javert thrust h�s bludgeon between h�s teeth, bent h�s knees,

�ncl�ned h�s body, la�d h�s two powerful hands on the shoulders of
Jean Valjean, wh�ch were clamped w�th�n them as �n a couple of
v�ces, scrut�n�zed h�m, and recogn�zed h�m. The�r faces almost
touched. Javert’s look was terr�ble.

Jean Valjean rema�ned �nert beneath Javert’s grasp, l�ke a l�on
subm�tt�ng to the claws of a lynx.

“Inspector Javert,” sa�d he, “you have me �n your power. Moreover,
I have regarded myself as your pr�soner ever s�nce th�s morn�ng. I
d�d not g�ve you my address w�th any �ntent�on of escap�ng from you.
Take me. Only grant me one favor.”



Javert d�d not appear to hear h�m. He kept h�s eyes r�veted on
Jean Valjean. H�s ch�n be�ng contracted, thrust h�s l�ps upwards
towards h�s nose, a s�gn of savage rever�e. At length he released
Jean Valjean, stra�ghtened h�mself st�ffly up w�thout bend�ng,
grasped h�s bludgeon aga�n f�rmly, and, as though �n a dream, he
murmured rather than uttered th�s quest�on:

“What are you do�ng here? And who �s th�s man?”
He st�ll absta�ned from address�ng Jean Valjean as thou.
Jean Valjean repl�ed, and the sound of h�s vo�ce appeared to

rouse Javert:
“It �s w�th regard to h�m that I des�re to speak to you. D�spose of

me as you see f�t; but f�rst help me to carry h�m home. That �s all that
I ask of you.”

Javert’s face contracted as was always the case when any one
seemed to th�nk h�m capable of mak�ng a concess�on. Nevertheless,
he d�d not say “no.”

Aga�n he bent over, drew from h�s pocket a handkerch�ef wh�ch he
mo�stened �n the water and w�th wh�ch he then w�ped Mar�us’ blood-
sta�ned brow.

“Th�s man was at the barr�cade,” sa�d he �n a low vo�ce and as
though speak�ng to h�mself. “He �s the one they called Mar�us.”

A spy of the f�rst qual�ty, who had observed everyth�ng, l�stened to
everyth�ng, and taken �n everyth�ng, even when he thought that he
was to d�e; who had played the spy even �n h�s agony, and who, w�th
h�s elbows lean�ng on the f�rst step of the sepulchre, had taken
notes.

He se�zed Mar�us’ hand and felt h�s pulse.
“He �s wounded,” sa�d Jean Valjean.
“He �s a dead man,” sa�d Javert.
Jean Valjean repl�ed:
“No. Not yet.”
“So you have brought h�m th�ther from the barr�cade?” remarked

Javert.



H�s preoccupat�on must �ndeed have been very profound for h�m
not to �ns�st on th�s alarm�ng rescue through the sewer, and for h�m
not to even not�ce Jean Valjean’s s�lence after h�s quest�on.

Jean Valjean, on h�s s�de, seemed to have but one thought. He
resumed:

“He l�ves �n the Mara�s, Rue des F�lles-du-Calva�re, w�th h�s
grandfather. I do not recollect h�s name.”

Jean Valjean fumbled �n Mar�us’ coat, pulled out h�s pocket-book,
opened �t at the page wh�ch Mar�us had penc�lled, and held �t out to
Javert.

There was st�ll suff�c�ent l�ght to adm�t of read�ng. Bes�des th�s,
Javert possessed �n h�s eye the fel�ne phosphorescence of n�ght
b�rds. He dec�phered the few l�nes wr�tten by Mar�us, and muttered:
“G�llenormand, Rue des F�lles-du Calva�re, No. 6.”

Then he excla�med: “Coachman!”
The reader w�ll remember that the hackney-coach was wa�t�ng �n

case of need.
Javert kept Mar�us’ pocket-book.
A moment later, the carr�age, wh�ch had descended by the �ncl�ned

plane of the water�ng-place, was on the shore. Mar�us was la�d upon
the back seat, and Javert seated h�mself on the front seat bes�de
Jean Valjean.

The door slammed, and the carr�age drove rap�dly away,
ascend�ng the quays �n the d�rect�on of the Bast�lle.

They qu�tted the quays and entered the streets. The coachman, a
black form on h�s box, wh�pped up h�s th�n horses. A glac�al s�lence
re�gned �n the carr�age. Mar�us, mot�onless, w�th h�s body rest�ng �n
the corner, and h�s head droop�ng on h�s breast, h�s arms hang�ng,
h�s legs st�ff, seemed to be awa�t�ng only a coff�n; Jean Valjean
seemed made of shadow, and Javert of stone, and �n that veh�cle full
of n�ght, whose �nter�or, every t�me that �t passed �n front of a street
lantern, appeared to be turned l�v�dly wan, as by an �nterm�ttent flash
of l�ghtn�ng, chance had un�ted and seemed to be br�ng�ng face to
face the three forms of trag�c �mmob�l�ty, the corpse, the spectre, and
the statue.



CHAPTER X—RETURN OF THE SON
WHO WAS PRODIGAL OF HIS LIFE

At every jolt over the pavement, a drop of blood tr�ckled from
Mar�us’ ha�r.

N�ght had fully closed �n when the carr�age arr�ved at No. 6, Rue
des F�lles-du-Calva�re.

Javert was the f�rst to al�ght; he made sure w�th one glance of the
number on the carr�age gate, and, ra�s�ng the heavy knocker of
beaten �ron, embell�shed �n the old style, w�th a male goat and a
satyr confront�ng each other, he gave a v�olent peal. The gate
opened a l�ttle way and Javert gave �t a push. The porter half made
h�s appearance yawn�ng, vaguely awake, and w�th a candle �n h�s
hand.

Everyone �n the house was asleep. People go to bed bet�mes �n
the Mara�s, espec�ally on days when there �s a revolt. Th�s good, old
quarter, terr�f�ed at the Revolut�on, takes refuge �n slumber, as
ch�ldren, when they hear the Bugaboo com�ng, h�de the�r heads
hast�ly under the�r coverlet.

In the meant�me Jean Valjean and the coachman had taken
Mar�us out of the carr�age, Jean Valjean support�ng h�m under the
armp�ts, and the coachman under the knees.

As they thus bore Mar�us, Jean Valjean sl�pped h�s hand under the
latter’s clothes, wh�ch were broadly rent, felt h�s breast, and assured
h�mself that h�s heart was st�ll beat�ng. It was even beat�ng a l�ttle
less feebly, as though the movement of the carr�age had brought
about a certa�n fresh access of l�fe.

Javert addressed the porter �n a tone bef�tt�ng the government,
and the presence of the porter of a fact�ous person.

“Some person whose name �s G�llenormand?”



“Here. What do you want w�th h�m?”
“H�s son �s brought back.”
“H�s son?” sa�d the porter stup�dly.
“He �s dead.”
Jean Valjean, who, so�led and tattered, stood beh�nd Javert, and

whom the porter was survey�ng w�th some horror, made a s�gn to h�m
w�th h�s head that th�s was not so.

The porter d�d not appear to understand e�ther Javert’s words or
Jean Valjean’s s�gn.

Javert cont�nued:
“He went to the barr�cade, and here he �s.”
“To the barr�cade?” ejaculated the porter.
“He has got h�mself k�lled. Go waken h�s father.”
The porter d�d not st�r.
“Go along w�th you!” repeated Javert.
And he added:
“There w�ll be a funeral here to-morrow.”
For Javert, the usual �nc�dents of the publ�c h�ghway were

categor�cally classed, wh�ch �s the beg�nn�ng of fores�ght and
surve�llance, and each cont�ngency had �ts own compartment; all
poss�ble facts were arranged �n drawers, as �t were, whence they
emerged on occas�on, �n var�able quant�t�es; �n the street, uproar,
revolt, carn�val, and funeral.

The porter contented h�mself w�th wak�ng Basque. Basque woke
N�colette; N�colette roused great-aunt G�llenormand.

As for the grandfather, they let h�m sleep on, th�nk�ng that he
would hear about the matter early enough �n any case.

Mar�us was carr�ed up to the f�rst floor, w�thout any one �n the other
parts of the house be�ng aware of the fact, and depos�ted on an old
sofa �n M. G�llenormand’s antechamber; and wh�le Basque went �n
search of a phys�c�an, and wh�le N�colette opened the l�nen-presses,
Jean Valjean felt Javert touch h�m on the shoulder. He understood



and descended the sta�rs, hav�ng beh�nd h�m the step of Javert who
was follow�ng h�m.

The porter watched them take the�r departure as he had watched
the�r arr�val, �n terr�f�ed somnolence.

They entered the carr�age once more, and the coachman mounted
h�s box.

“Inspector Javert,” sa�d Jean, “grant me yet another favor.”
“What �s �t?” demanded Javert roughly.
“Let me go home for one �nstant. Then you shall do whatever you

l�ke w�th me.”
Javert rema�ned s�lent for a few moments, w�th h�s ch�n drawn

back �nto the collar of h�s great-coat, then he lowered the glass and
front:

“Dr�ver,” sa�d he, “Rue de l’Homme Armé, No. 7.”



CHAPTER XI—CONCUSSION IN THE
ABSOLUTE

They d�d not open the�r l�ps aga�n dur�ng the whole space of the�r
r�de.

What d�d Jean Valjean want? To f�n�sh what he had begun; to warn
Cosette, to tell her where Mar�us was, to g�ve her, poss�bly, some
other useful �nformat�on, to take, �f he could, certa�n f�nal measures.
As for h�mself, so far as he was personally concerned, all was over;
he had been se�zed by Javert and had not res�sted; any other man
than h�mself �n l�ke s�tuat�on would, perhaps, have had some vague
thoughts connected w�th the rope wh�ch Thénard�er had g�ven h�m,
and of the bars of the f�rst cell that he should enter; but, let us
�mpress �t upon the reader, after the B�shop, there had ex�sted �n
Jean Valjean a profound hes�tat�on �n the presence of any v�olence,
even when d�rected aga�nst h�mself.

Su�c�de, that myster�ous act of v�olence aga�nst the unknown
wh�ch may conta�n, �n a measure, the death of the soul, was
�mposs�ble to Jean Valjean.

At the entrance to the Rue de l’Homme Armé, the carr�age halted,
the way be�ng too narrow to adm�t of the entrance of veh�cles. Javert
and Jean Valjean al�ghted.

The coachman humbly represented to “mons�eur l’Inspecteur,” that
the Utrecht velvet of h�s carr�age was all spotted w�th the blood of the
assass�nated man, and w�th m�re from the assass�n. That �s the way
he understood �t. He added that an �ndemn�ty was due h�m. At the
same t�me, draw�ng h�s cert�f�cate book from h�s pocket, he begged
the �nspector to have the goodness to wr�te h�m “a b�t of an
attestat�on.”

Javert thrust as�de the book wh�ch the coachman held out to h�m,
and sa�d:



“How much do you want, �nclud�ng your t�me of wa�t�ng and the
dr�ve?”

“It comes to seven hours and a quarter,” repl�ed the man, “and my
velvet was perfectly new. E�ghty francs, Mr. Inspector.”

Javert drew four napoleons from h�s pocket and d�sm�ssed the
carr�age.

Jean Valjean fanc�ed that �t was Javert’s �ntent�on to conduct h�m
on foot to the post of the Blancs-Manteaux or to the post of the
Arch�ves, both of wh�ch are close at hand.

They entered the street. It was deserted as usual. Javert followed
Jean Valjean. They reached No. 7. Jean Valjean knocked. The door
opened.

“It �s well,” sa�d Javert. “Go upsta�rs.”
He added w�th a strange express�on, and as though he were

exert�ng an effort �n speak�ng �n th�s manner:
“I w�ll wa�t for you here.”
Jean Valjean looked at Javert. Th�s mode of procedure was but

l�ttle �n accord w�th Javert’s hab�ts. However, he could not be greatly
surpr�sed that Javert should now have a sort of haughty conf�dence
�n h�m, the conf�dence of the cat wh�ch grants the mouse l�berty to
the length of �ts claws, see�ng that Jean Valjean had made up h�s
m�nd to surrender h�mself and to make an end of �t. He pushed open
the door, entered the house, called to the porter who was �n bed and
who had pulled the cord from h�s couch: “It �s I!” and ascended the
sta�rs.

On arr�v�ng at the f�rst floor, he paused. All sorrowful roads have
the�r stat�ons. The w�ndow on the land�ng-place, wh�ch was a sash-
w�ndow, was open. As �n many anc�ent houses, the sta�rcase got �ts
l�ght from w�thout and had a v�ew on the street. The street-lantern,
s�tuated d�rectly oppos�te, cast some l�ght on the sta�rs, and thus
effected some economy �n �llum�nat�on.

Jean Valjean, e�ther for the sake of gett�ng the a�r, or mechan�cally,
thrust h�s head out of th�s w�ndow. He leaned out over the street. It �s
short, and the lantern l�ghted �t from end to end. Jean Valjean was
overwhelmed w�th amazement; there was no longer any one there.



Javert had taken h�s departure.



CHAPTER XII—THE GRANDFATHER
Basque and the porter had carr�ed Mar�us �nto the draw�ng-room,

as he st�ll lay stretched out, mot�onless, on the sofa upon wh�ch he
had been placed on h�s arr�val. The doctor who had been sent for
had hastened th�ther. Aunt G�llenormand had r�sen.

Aunt G�llenormand went and came, �n affr�ght, wr�ng�ng her hands
and �ncapable of do�ng anyth�ng but say�ng: “Heavens! �s �t
poss�ble?” At t�mes she added: “Everyth�ng w�ll be covered w�th
blood.” When her f�rst horror had passed off, a certa�n ph�losophy of
the s�tuat�on penetrated her m�nd, and took form �n the exclamat�on:
“It was bound to end �n th�s way!” She d�d not go so far as: “I told you
so!” wh�ch �s customary on th�s sort of occas�on. At the phys�c�an’s
orders, a camp bed had been prepared bes�de the sofa. The doctor
exam�ned Mar�us, and after hav�ng found that h�s pulse was st�ll
beat�ng, that the wounded man had no very deep wound on h�s
breast, and that the blood on the corners of h�s l�ps proceeded from
h�s nostr�ls, he had h�m placed flat on the bed, w�thout a p�llow, w�th
h�s head on the same level as h�s body, and even a tr�fle lower, and
w�th h�s bust bare �n order to fac�l�tate resp�rat�on. Mademo�selle
G�llenormand, on perce�v�ng that they were undress�ng Mar�us,
w�thdrew. She set herself to tell�ng her beads �n her own chamber.

The trunk had not suffered any �nternal �njury; a bullet, deadened
by the pocket-book, had turned as�de and made the tour of h�s r�bs
w�th a h�deous lacerat�on, wh�ch was of no great depth, and
consequently, not dangerous. The long, underground journey had
completed the d�slocat�on of the broken collar-bone, and the d�sorder
there was ser�ous. The arms had been slashed w�th sabre cuts. Not
a s�ngle scar d�sf�gured h�s face; but h�s head was fa�rly covered w�th
cuts; what would be the result of these wounds on the head? Would
they stop short at the ha�ry cut�cle, or would they attack the bra�n? As
yet, th�s could not be dec�ded. A grave symptom was that they had



caused a swoon, and that people do not always recover from such
swoons. Moreover, the wounded man had been exhausted by
hemorrhage. From the wa�st down, the barr�cade had protected the
lower part of the body from �njury.

Basque and N�colette tore up l�nen and prepared bandages;
N�colette sewed them, Basque rolled them. As l�nt was lack�ng, the
doctor, for the t�me be�ng, arrested the bleed�ng w�th layers of
wadd�ng. Bes�de the bed, three candles burned on a table where the
case of surg�cal �nstruments lay spread out. The doctor bathed
Mar�us’ face and ha�r w�th cold water. A full pa�l was reddened �n an
�nstant. The porter, candle �n hand, l�ghted them.

The doctor seemed to be ponder�ng sadly. From t�me to t�me, he
made a negat�ve s�gn w�th h�s head, as though reply�ng to some
quest�on wh�ch he had �nwardly addressed to h�mself.

A bad s�gn for the s�ck man are these myster�ous d�alogues of the
doctor w�th h�mself.

At the moment when the doctor was w�p�ng Mar�us’ face, and
l�ghtly touch�ng h�s st�ll closed eyes w�th h�s f�nger, a door opened at
the end of the draw�ng-room, and a long, pall�d f�gure made �ts
appearance.

Th�s was the grandfather.
The revolt had, for the past two days, deeply ag�tated, enraged

and engrossed the m�nd of M. G�llenormand. He had not been able
to sleep on the prev�ous n�ght, and he had been �n a fever all day
long. In the even�ng, he had gone to bed very early, recommend�ng
that everyth�ng �n the house should be well barred, and he had fallen
�nto a doze through sheer fat�gue.

Old men sleep l�ghtly; M. G�llenormand’s chamber adjo�ned the
draw�ng-room, and �n sp�te of all the precaut�ons that had been
taken, the no�se had awakened h�m. Surpr�sed at the r�ft of l�ght
wh�ch he saw under h�s door, he had r�sen from h�s bed, and had
groped h�s way th�ther.

He stood aston�shed on the threshold, one hand on the handle of
the half-open door, w�th h�s head bent a l�ttle forward and qu�ver�ng,
h�s body wrapped �n a wh�te dress�ng-gown, wh�ch was stra�ght and



as dest�tute of folds as a w�nd�ng-sheet; and he had the a�r of a
phantom who �s gaz�ng �nto a tomb.

He saw the bed, and on the mattress that young man, bleed�ng,
wh�te w�th a waxen wh�teness, w�th closed eyes and gap�ng mouth,
and pall�d l�ps, str�pped to the wa�st, slashed all over w�th cr�mson
wounds, mot�onless and br�ll�antly l�ghted up.

The grandfather trembled from head to foot as powerfully as
oss�f�ed l�mbs can tremble, h�s eyes, whose corneæ were yellow on
account of h�s great age, were ve�led �n a sort of v�treous gl�tter, h�s
whole face assumed �n an �nstant the earthy angles of a skull, h�s
arms fell pendent, as though a spr�ng had broken, and h�s
amazement was betrayed by the outspread�ng of the f�ngers of h�s
two aged hands, wh�ch qu�vered all over, h�s knees formed an angle
�n front, allow�ng, through the open�ng �n h�s dress�ng-gown, a v�ew
of h�s poor bare legs, all br�stl�ng w�th wh�te ha�rs, and he murmured:

“Mar�us!”
“S�r,” sa�d Basque, “Mons�eur has just been brought back. He went

to the barr�cade, and....”
“He �s dead!” cr�ed the old man �n a terr�ble vo�ce. “Ah! The rascal!”
Then a sort of sepulchral transformat�on stra�ghtened up th�s

centenar�an as erect as a young man.
“S�r,” sa�d he, “you are the doctor. Beg�n by tell�ng me one th�ng.

He �s dead, �s he not?”
The doctor, who was at the h�ghest p�tch of anx�ety, rema�ned

s�lent.
M. G�llenormand wrung h�s hands w�th an outburst of terr�ble

laughter.
“He �s dead! He �s dead! He �s dead! He has got h�mself k�lled on

the barr�cades! Out of hatred to me! He d�d that to sp�te me! Ah! You
blood-dr�nker! Th�s �s the way he returns to me! M�sery of my l�fe, he
�s dead!”

He went to the w�ndow, threw �t w�de open as though he were
st�fl�ng, and, erect before the darkness, he began to talk �nto the
street, to the n�ght:



“P�erced, sabred, exterm�nated, slashed, hacked �n p�eces! Just
look at that, the v�lla�n! He knew well that I was wa�t�ng for h�m, and
that I had had h�s room arranged, and that I had placed at the head
of my bed h�s portra�t taken when he was a l�ttle ch�ld! He knew well
that he had only to come back, and that I had been recall�ng h�m for
years, and that I rema�ned by my f�res�de, w�th my hands on my
knees, not know�ng what to do, and that I was mad over �t! You knew
well, that you had but to return and to say: ‘It �s I,’ and you would
have been the master of the house, and that I should have obeyed
you, and that you could have done whatever you pleased w�th your
old numskull of a grandfather! you knew that well, and you sa�d:

“No, he �s a Royal�st, I w�ll not go! And you went to the barr�cades,
and you got yourself k�lled out of mal�ce! To revenge yourself for
what I sa�d to you about Mons�eur le Duc de Berry. It �s �nfamous! Go
to bed then and sleep tranqu�lly! he �s dead, and th�s �s my
awaken�ng.”

The doctor, who was beg�nn�ng to be uneasy �n both quarters,
qu�tted Mar�us for a moment, went to M. G�llenormand, and took h�s
arm. The grandfather turned round, gazed at h�m w�th eyes wh�ch
seemed exaggerated �n s�ze and bloodshot, and sa�d to h�m calmly:

“I thank you, s�r. I am composed, I am a man, I w�tnessed the
death of Lou�s XVI., I know how to bear events. One th�ng �s terr�ble
and that �s to th�nk that �t �s your newspapers wh�ch do all the
m�sch�ef. You w�ll have scr�bblers, chatterers, lawyers, orators,
tr�bunes, d�scuss�ons, progress, enl�ghtenment, the r�ghts of man, the
l�berty of the press, and th�s �s the way that your ch�ldren w�ll be
brought home to you. Ah! Mar�us! It �s abom�nable! K�lled! Dead
before me! A barr�cade! Ah, the scamp! Doctor, you l�ve �n th�s
quarter, I bel�eve? Oh! I know you well. I see your cabr�olet pass my
w�ndow. I am go�ng to tell you. You are wrong to th�nk that I am
angry. One does not fly �nto a rage aga�nst a dead man. That would
be stup�d. Th�s �s a ch�ld whom I have reared. I was already old wh�le
he was very young. He played �n the Tu�ler�es garden w�th h�s l�ttle
shovel and h�s l�ttle cha�r, and �n order that the �nspectors m�ght not
grumble, I stopped up the holes that he made �n the earth w�th h�s
shovel, w�th my cane. One day he excla�med: Down w�th Lou�s



XVIII.! and off he went. It was no fault of m�ne. He was all rosy and
blond. H�s mother �s dead. Have you ever not�ced that all l�ttle
ch�ldren are blond? Why �s �t so? He �s the son of one of those
br�gands of the Lo�re, but ch�ldren are �nnocent of the�r fathers’
cr�mes. I remember when he was no h�gher than that. He could not
manage to pronounce h�s Ds. He had a way of talk�ng that was so
sweet and �nd�st�nct that you would have thought �t was a b�rd
ch�rp�ng. I remember that once, �n front of the Hercules Farnese,
people formed a c�rcle to adm�re h�m and marvel at h�m, he was so
handsome, was that ch�ld! He had a head such as you see �n
p�ctures. I talked �n a deep vo�ce, and I fr�ghtened h�m w�th my cane,
but he knew very well that �t was only to make h�m laugh. In the
morn�ng, when he entered my room, I grumbled, but he was l�ke the
sunl�ght to me, all the same. One cannot defend oneself aga�nst
those brats. They take hold of you, they hold you fast, they never let
you go aga�n. The truth �s, that there never was a cup�d l�ke that
ch�ld. Now, what can you say for your Lafayettes, your Benjam�n
Constants, and your T�recu�r de Corcelles who have k�lled h�m? Th�s
cannot be allowed to pass �n th�s fash�on.”

He approached Mar�us, who st�ll lay l�v�d and mot�onless, and to
whom the phys�c�an had returned, and began once more to wr�ng h�s
hands. The old man’s pall�d l�ps moved as though mechan�cally, and
perm�tted the passage of words that were barely aud�ble, l�ke breaths
�n the death agony:

“Ah! heartless lad! Ah! clubb�st! Ah! wretch! Ah! Septembr�st!”
Reproaches �n the low vo�ce of an agon�z�ng man, addressed to a

corpse.
L�ttle by l�ttle, as �t �s always �nd�spensable that �nternal erupt�ons

should come to the l�ght, the sequence of words returned, but the
grandfather appeared no longer to have the strength to utter them,
h�s vo�ce was so weak, and ext�nct, that �t seemed to come from the
other s�de of an abyss:

“It �s all the same to me, I am go�ng to d�e too, that I am. And to
th�nk that there �s not a hussy �n Par�s who would not have been
del�ghted to make th�s wretch happy! A scamp who, �nstead of
amus�ng h�mself and enjoy�ng l�fe, went off to f�ght and get h�mself



shot down l�ke a brute! And for whom? Why? For the Republ�c!
Instead of go�ng to dance at the Chaum�ère, as �t �s the duty of young
folks to do! What’s the use of be�ng twenty years old? The Republ�c,
a cursed pretty folly! Poor mothers, beget f�ne boys, do! Come, he �s
dead. That w�ll make two funerals under the same carr�age gate. So
you have got yourself arranged l�ke th�s for the sake of General
Lamarque’s handsome eyes! What had that General Lamarque done
to you? A slasher! A chatter-box! To get oneself k�lled for a dead
man! If that �sn’t enough to dr�ve any one mad! Just th�nk of �t! At
twenty! And w�thout so much as turn�ng h�s head to see whether he
was not leav�ng someth�ng beh�nd h�m! That’s the way poor, good
old fellows are forced to d�e alone, nowadays. Per�sh �n your corner,
owl! Well, after all, so much the better, that �s what I was hop�ng for,
th�s w�ll k�ll me on the spot. I am too old, I am a hundred years old, I
am a hundred thousand years old, I ought, by r�ghts, to have been
dead long ago. Th�s blow puts an end to �t. So all �s over, what
happ�ness! What �s the good of mak�ng h�m �nhale ammon�a and all
that parcel of drugs? You are wast�ng your trouble, you fool of a
doctor! Come, he’s dead, completely dead. I know all about �t, I am
dead myself too. He hasn’t done th�ngs by half. Yes, th�s age �s
�nfamous, �nfamous and that’s what I th�nk of you, of your �deas, of
your systems, of your masters, of your oracles, of your doctors, of
your scape-graces of wr�ters, of your rascally ph�losophers, and of all
the revolut�ons wh�ch, for the last s�xty years, have been fr�ghten�ng
the flocks of crows �n the Tu�ler�es! But you were p�t�less �n gett�ng
yourself k�lled l�ke th�s, I shall not even gr�eve over your death, do
you understand, you assass�n?”

At that moment, Mar�us slowly opened h�s eyes, and h�s glance,
st�ll d�mmed by letharg�c wonder, rested on M. G�llenormand.

“Mar�us!” cr�ed the old man. “Mar�us! My l�ttle Mar�us! my ch�ld! my
well-beloved son! You open your eyes, you gaze upon me, you are
al�ve, thanks!”

And he fell fa�nt�ng.



BOOK FOURTH—JAVERT DERAILED



CHAPTER I
Javert passed slowly down the Rue de l’Homme Armé.
He walked w�th droop�ng head for the f�rst t�me �n h�s l�fe, and

l�kew�se, for the f�rst t�me �n h�s l�fe, w�th h�s hands beh�nd h�s back.
Up to that day, Javert had borrowed from Napoleon’s att�tudes,

only that wh�ch �s express�ve of resolut�on, w�th arms folded across
the chest; that wh�ch �s express�ve of uncerta�nty—w�th the hands
beh�nd the back—had been unknown to h�m. Now, a change had
taken place; h�s whole person, slow and sombre, was stamped w�th
anx�ety.

He plunged �nto the s�lent streets.
Nevertheless, he followed one g�ven d�rect�on.
He took the shortest cut to the Se�ne, reached the Qua� des

Ormes, sk�rted the quay, passed the Grève, and halted at some
d�stance from the post of the Place du Châtelet, at the angle of the
Pont Notre-Dame. There, between the Notre-Dame and the Pont au
Change on the one hand, and the Qua� de la Még�sser�e and the
Qua� aux Fleurs on the other, the Se�ne forms a sort of square lake,
traversed by a rap�d.

Th�s po�nt of the Se�ne �s dreaded by mar�ners. Noth�ng �s more
dangerous than th�s rap�d, hemmed �n, at that epoch, and �rr�tated by
the p�les of the m�ll on the br�dge, now demol�shed. The two br�dges,
s�tuated thus close together, augment the per�l; the water hurr�es �n
form�dable w�se through the arches. It rolls �n vast and terr�ble
waves; �t accumulates and p�les up there; the flood attacks the p�les
of the br�dges as though �n an effort to pluck them up w�th great
l�qu�d ropes. Men who fall �n there never reappear; the best of
sw�mmers are drowned there.

Javert leaned both elbows on the parapet, h�s ch�n rest�ng �n both
hands, and, wh�le h�s na�ls were mechan�cally tw�ned �n the



abundance of h�s wh�skers, he med�tated.
A novelty, a revolut�on, a catastrophe had just taken place �n the

depths of h�s be�ng; and he had someth�ng upon wh�ch to exam�ne
h�mself.

Javert was undergo�ng horr�ble suffer�ng.
For several hours, Javert had ceased to be s�mple. He was

troubled; that bra�n, so l�mp�d �n �ts bl�ndness, had lost �ts
transparency; that crystal was clouded. Javert felt duty d�v�ded w�th�n
h�s consc�ence, and he could not conceal the fact from h�mself.
When he had so unexpectedly encountered Jean Valjean on the
banks of the Se�ne, there had been �n h�m someth�ng of the wolf
wh�ch rega�ns h�s gr�p on h�s prey, and of the dog who f�nds h�s
master aga�n.

He beheld before h�m two paths, both equally stra�ght, but he
beheld two; and that terr�f�ed h�m; h�m, who had never �n all h�s l�fe
known more than one stra�ght l�ne. And, the po�gnant angu�sh lay �n
th�s, that the two paths were contrary to each other. One of these
stra�ght l�nes excluded the other. Wh�ch of the two was the true one?

H�s s�tuat�on was �ndescr�bable.
To owe h�s l�fe to a malefactor, to accept that debt and to repay �t;

to be, �n sp�te of h�mself, on a level w�th a fug�t�ve from just�ce, and to
repay h�s serv�ce w�th another serv�ce; to allow �t to be sa�d to h�m,
“Go,” and to say to the latter �n h�s turn: “Be free”; to sacr�f�ce to
personal mot�ves duty, that general obl�gat�on, and to be consc�ous,
�n those personal mot�ves, of someth�ng that was also general, and,
perchance, super�or, to betray soc�ety �n order to rema�n true to h�s
consc�ence; that all these absurd�t�es should be real�zed and should
accumulate upon h�m,—th�s was what overwhelmed h�m.

One th�ng had amazed h�m,—th�s was that Jean Valjean should
have done h�m a favor, and one th�ng petr�f�ed h�m,—that he, Javert,
should have done Jean Valjean a favor.

Where d�d he stand? He sought to comprehend h�s pos�t�on, and
could no longer f�nd h�s bear�ngs.

What was he to do now? To del�ver up Jean Valjean was bad; to
leave Jean Valjean at l�berty was bad. In the f�rst case, the man of



author�ty fell lower than the man of the galleys, �n the second, a
conv�ct rose above the law, and set h�s foot upon �t. In both cases,
d�shonor for h�m, Javert. There was d�sgrace �n any resolut�on at
wh�ch he m�ght arr�ve. Dest�ny has some extrem�t�es wh�ch r�se
perpend�cularly from the �mposs�ble, and beyond wh�ch l�fe �s no
longer anyth�ng but a prec�p�ce. Javert had reached one of those
extrem�t�es.

One of h�s anx�et�es cons�sted �n be�ng constra�ned to th�nk. The
very v�olence of all these confl�ct�ng emot�ons forced h�m to �t.
Thought was someth�ng to wh�ch he was unused, and wh�ch was
pecul�arly pa�nful.

In thought there always ex�sts a certa�n amount of �nternal
rebell�on; and �t �rr�tated h�m to have that w�th�n h�m.

Thought on any subject whatever, outs�de of the restr�cted c�rcle of
h�s funct�ons, would have been for h�m �n any case useless and a
fat�gue; thought on the day wh�ch had just passed was a torture.
Nevertheless, �t was �nd�spensable that he should take a look �nto h�s
consc�ence, after such shocks, and render to h�mself an account of
h�mself.

What he had just done made h�m shudder. He, Javert, had seen f�t
to dec�de, contrary to all the regulat�ons of the pol�ce, contrary to the
whole soc�al and jud�c�al organ�zat�on, contrary to the ent�re code,
upon a release; th�s had su�ted h�m; he had subst�tuted h�s own
affa�rs for the affa�rs of the publ�c; was not th�s unjust�f�able? Every
t�me that he brought h�mself face to face w�th th�s deed w�thout a
name wh�ch he had comm�tted, he trembled from head to foot. Upon
what should he dec�de? One sole resource rema�ned to h�m; to
return �n all haste to the Rue de l’Homme Armé, and comm�t Jean
Valjean to pr�son. It was clear that that was what he ought to do. He
could not.

Someth�ng barred h�s way �n that d�rect�on.
Someth�ng? What? Is there �n the world, anyth�ng outs�de of the

tr�bunals, executory sentences, the pol�ce and the author�t�es? Javert
was overwhelmed.

A galley-slave sacred! A conv�ct who could not be touched by the
law! And that the deed of Javert!



Was �t not a fearful th�ng that Javert and Jean Valjean, the man
made to proceed w�th v�gor, the man made to subm�t,—that these
two men who were both the th�ngs of the law, should have come to
such a pass, that both of them had set themselves above the law?
What then! such enorm�t�es were to happen and no one was to be
pun�shed! Jean Valjean, stronger than the whole soc�al order, was to
rema�n at l�berty, and he, Javert, was to go on eat�ng the
government’s bread!

H�s rever�e gradually became terr�ble.
He m�ght, athwart th�s rever�e, have also reproached h�mself on

the subject of that �nsurgent who had been taken to the Rue des
F�lles-du-Calva�re; but he never even thought of that. The lesser fault
was lost �n the greater. Bes�des, that �nsurgent was, obv�ously, a
dead man, and, legally, death puts an end to pursu�t.

Jean Valjean was the load wh�ch we�ghed upon h�s sp�r�t.
Jean Valjean d�sconcerted h�m. All the ax�oms wh�ch had served

h�m as po�nts of support all h�s l�fe long, had crumbled away �n the
presence of th�s man. Jean Valjean’s generos�ty towards h�m, Javert,
crushed h�m. Other facts wh�ch he now recalled, and wh�ch he had
formerly treated as l�es and folly, now recurred to h�m as real�t�es. M.
Madele�ne reappeared beh�nd Jean Valjean, and the two f�gures
were superposed �n such fash�on that they now formed but one,
wh�ch was venerable. Javert felt that someth�ng terr�ble was
penetrat�ng h�s soul—adm�rat�on for a conv�ct. Respect for a galley-
slave—�s that a poss�ble th�ng? He shuddered at �t, yet could not
escape from �t. In va�n d�d he struggle, he was reduced to confess, �n
h�s �nmost heart, the subl�m�ty of that wretch. Th�s was od�ous.

A benevolent malefactor, merc�ful, gentle, helpful, clement, a
conv�ct, return�ng good for ev�l, g�v�ng back pardon for hatred,
preferr�ng p�ty to vengeance, preferr�ng to ru�n h�mself rather than to
ru�n h�s enemy, sav�ng h�m who had sm�tten h�m, kneel�ng on the
he�ghts of v�rtue, more nearly ak�n to an angel than to a man. Javert
was constra�ned to adm�t to h�mself that th�s monster ex�sted.

Th�ngs could not go on �n th�s manner.
Certa�nly, and we �ns�st upon th�s po�nt, he had not y�elded w�thout

res�stance to that monster, to that �nfamous angel, to that h�deous



hero, who enraged almost as much as he amazed h�m. Twenty
t�mes, as he sat �n that carr�age face to face w�th Jean Valjean, the
legal t�ger had roared w�th�n h�m. A score of t�mes he had been
tempted to fl�ng h�mself upon Jean Valjean, to se�ze h�m and devour
h�m, that �s to say, to arrest h�m. What more s�mple, �n fact? To cry
out at the f�rst post that they passed:—“Here �s a fug�t�ve from
just�ce, who has broken h�s ban!” to summon the gendarmes and say
to them: “Th�s man �s yours!” then to go off, leav�ng that condemned
man there, to �gnore the rest and not to meddle further �n the matter.
Th�s man �s forever a pr�soner of the law; the law may do w�th h�m
what �t w�ll. What could be more just? Javert had sa�d all th�s to
h�mself; he had w�shed to pass beyond, to act, to apprehend the
man, and then, as at present, he had not been able to do �t; and
every t�me that h�s arm had been ra�sed convuls�vely towards Jean
Valjean’s collar, h�s hand had fallen back aga�n, as beneath an
enormous we�ght, and �n the depths of h�s thought he had heard a
vo�ce, a strange vo�ce cry�ng to h�m:—“It �s well. Del�ver up your
sav�or. Then have the bas�n of Pont�us P�late brought and wash your
claws.”

Then h�s reflect�ons reverted to h�mself and bes�de Jean Valjean
glor�f�ed he beheld h�mself, Javert, degraded.

A conv�ct was h�s benefactor!
But then, why had he perm�tted that man to leave h�m al�ve? He

had the r�ght to be k�lled �n that barr�cade. He should have asserted
that r�ght. It would have been better to summon the other �nsurgents
to h�s succor aga�nst Jean Valjean, to get h�mself shot by force.

H�s supreme angu�sh was the loss of certa�nty. He felt that he had
been uprooted. The code was no longer anyth�ng more than a stump
�n h�s hand. He had to deal w�th scruples of an unknown spec�es.
There had taken place w�th�n h�m a sent�mental revelat�on ent�rely
d�st�nct from legal aff�rmat�on, h�s only standard of measurement
h�therto. To rema�n �n h�s former upr�ghtness d�d not suff�ce. A whole
order of unexpected facts had cropped up and subjugated h�m. A
whole new world was dawn�ng on h�s soul: k�ndness accepted and
repa�d, devot�on, mercy, �ndulgence, v�olences comm�tted by p�ty on
auster�ty, respect for persons, no more def�n�t�ve condemnat�on, no



more conv�ct�on, the poss�b�l�ty of a tear �n the eye of the law, no one
knows what just�ce accord�ng to God, runn�ng �n �nverse sense to
just�ce accord�ng to men. He perce�ved am�d the shadows the
terr�ble r�s�ng of an unknown moral sun; �t horr�f�ed and dazzled h�m.
An owl forced to the gaze of an eagle.

He sa�d to h�mself that �t was true that there were except�onal
cases, that author�ty m�ght be put out of countenance, that the rule
m�ght be �nadequate �n the presence of a fact, that everyth�ng could
not be framed w�th�n the text of the code, that the unforeseen
compelled obed�ence, that the v�rtue of a conv�ct m�ght set a snare
for the v�rtue of the funct�onary, that dest�ny d�d �ndulge �n such
ambushes, and he reflected w�th despa�r that he h�mself had not
even been fort�f�ed aga�nst a surpr�se.

He was forced to acknowledge that goodness d�d ex�st. Th�s
conv�ct had been good. And he h�mself, unprecedented
c�rcumstance, had just been good also. So he was becom�ng
depraved.

He found that he was a coward. He conce�ved a horror of h�mself.
Javert’s �deal, was not to be human, to be grand, to be subl�me; �t

was to be �rreproachable.
Now, he had just fa�led �n th�s.
How had he come to such a pass? How had all th�s happened? He

could not have told h�mself. He clasped h�s head �n both hands, but
�n sp�te of all that he could do, he could not contr�ve to expla�n �t to
h�mself.

He had certa�nly always enterta�ned the �ntent�on of restor�ng Jean
Valjean to the law of wh�ch Jean Valjean was the capt�ve, and of
wh�ch he, Javert, was the slave. Not for a s�ngle �nstant wh�le he held
h�m �n h�s grasp had he confessed to h�mself that he enterta�ned the
�dea of releas�ng h�m. It was, �n some sort, w�thout h�s
consc�ousness, that h�s hand had relaxed and had let h�m go free.

All sorts of �nterrogat�on po�nts flashed before h�s eyes. He put
quest�ons to h�mself, and made repl�es to h�mself, and h�s repl�es
fr�ghtened h�m. He asked h�mself: “What has that conv�ct done, that
desperate fellow, whom I have pursued even to persecut�on, and



who has had me under h�s foot, and who could have avenged
h�mself, and who owed �t both to h�s rancor and to h�s safety, �n
leav�ng me my l�fe, �n show�ng mercy upon me? H�s duty? No.
Someth�ng more. And I �n show�ng mercy upon h�m �n my turn—what
have I done? My duty? No. Someth�ng more. So there �s someth�ng
beyond duty?” Here he took fr�ght; h�s balance became d�sjo�nted;
one of the scales fell �nto the abyss, the other rose heavenward, and
Javert was no less terr�f�ed by the one wh�ch was on h�gh than by the
one wh�ch was below. W�thout be�ng �n the least �n the world what �s
called Volta�r�an or a ph�losopher, or �ncredulous, be�ng, on the
contrary, respectful by �nst�nct, towards the establ�shed church, he
knew �t only as an august fragment of the soc�al whole; order was h�s
dogma, and suff�ced for h�m; ever s�nce he had atta�ned to man’s
estate and the rank of a funct�onary, he had centred nearly all h�s
rel�g�on �n the pol�ce. Be�ng,—and here we employ words w�thout the
least �rony and �n the�r most ser�ous acceptat�on, be�ng, as we have
sa�d, a spy as other men are pr�ests. He had a super�or, M. G�squet;
up to that day he had never dreamed of that other super�or, God.

Th�s new ch�ef, God, he became unexpectedly consc�ous of, and
he felt embarrassed by h�m. Th�s unforeseen presence threw h�m off
h�s bear�ngs; he d�d not know what to do w�th th�s super�or, he, who
was not �gnorant of the fact that the subord�nate �s bound always to
bow, that he must not d�sobey, nor f�nd fault, nor d�scuss, and that, �n
the presence of a super�or who amazes h�m too greatly, the �nfer�or
has no other resource than that of hand�ng �n h�s res�gnat�on.

But how was he to set about hand�ng �n h�s res�gnat�on to God?
However th�ngs m�ght stand,—and �t was to th�s po�nt that he

reverted constantly,—one fact dom�nated everyth�ng else for h�m,
and that was, that he had just comm�tted a terr�ble �nfract�on of the
law. He had just shut h�s eyes on an escaped conv�ct who had
broken h�s ban. He had just set a galley-slave at large. He had just
robbed the laws of a man who belonged to them. That was what he
had done. He no longer understood h�mself. The very reasons for h�s
act�on escaped h�m; only the�r vert�go was left w�th h�m. Up to that
moment he had l�ved w�th that bl�nd fa�th wh�ch gloomy prob�ty
engenders. Th�s fa�th had qu�tted h�m, th�s prob�ty had deserted h�m.



All that he had bel�eved �n melted away. Truths wh�ch he d�d not w�sh
to recogn�ze were bes�eg�ng h�m, �nexorably. Henceforth, he must be
a d�fferent man. He was suffer�ng from the strange pa�ns of a
consc�ence abruptly operated on for the cataract. He saw that wh�ch
�t was repugnant to h�m to behold. He felt h�mself empt�ed, useless,
put out of jo�nt w�th h�s past l�fe, turned out, d�ssolved. Author�ty was
dead w�th�n h�m. He had no longer any reason for ex�st�ng.

A terr�ble s�tuat�on! to be touched.
To be gran�te and to doubt! to be the statue of Chast�sement cast

�n one p�ece �n the mould of the law, and suddenly to become aware
of the fact that one cher�shes beneath one’s breast of bronze
someth�ng absurd and d�sobed�ent wh�ch almost resembles a heart!
To come to the pass of return�ng good for good, although one has
sa�d to oneself up to that day that that good �s ev�l! to be the watch-
dog, and to l�ck the �ntruder’s hand! to be �ce and melt! to be the
p�ncers and to turn �nto a hand! to suddenly feel one’s f�ngers
open�ng! to relax one’s gr�p,—what a terr�ble th�ng!

The man-project�le no longer acqua�nted w�th h�s route and
retreat�ng!

To be obl�ged to confess th�s to oneself: �nfall�b�l�ty �s not �nfall�ble,
there may ex�st error �n the dogma, all has not been sa�d when a
code speaks, soc�ety �s not perfect, author�ty �s compl�cated w�th
vac�llat�on, a crack �s poss�ble �n the �mmutable, judges are but men,
the law may err, tr�bunals may make a m�stake! to behold a r�ft �n the
�mmense blue pane of the f�rmament!

That wh�ch was pass�ng �n Javert was the Fampoux of a rect�l�near
consc�ence, the dera�lment of a soul, the crush�ng of a prob�ty wh�ch
had been �rres�st�bly launched �n a stra�ght l�ne and was break�ng
aga�nst God. It certa�nly was s�ngular that the stoker of order, that the
eng�neer of author�ty, mounted on the bl�nd �ron horse w�th �ts r�g�d
road, could be unseated by a flash of l�ght! that the �mmovable, the
d�rect, the correct, the geometr�cal, the pass�ve, the perfect, could
bend! that there should ex�st for the locomot�ve a road to Damascus!

God, always w�th�n man, and refractory, He, the true consc�ence,
to the false; a proh�b�t�on to the spark to d�e out; an order to the ray
to remember the sun; an �njunct�on to the soul to recogn�ze the



ver�table absolute when confronted w�th the f�ct�t�ous absolute,
human�ty wh�ch cannot be lost; the human heart �ndestruct�ble; that
splend�d phenomenon, the f�nest, perhaps, of all our �nter�or marvels,
d�d Javert understand th�s? D�d Javert penetrate �t? D�d Javert
account for �t to h�mself? Ev�dently he d�d not. But beneath the
pressure of that �ncontestable �ncomprehens�b�l�ty he felt h�s bra�n
burst�ng.

He was less the man transf�gured than the v�ct�m of th�s prod�gy. In
all th�s he perce�ved only the tremendous d�ff�culty of ex�stence. It
seemed to h�m that, henceforth, h�s resp�rat�on was repressed
forever. He was not accustomed to hav�ng someth�ng unknown
hang�ng over h�s head.

Up to th�s po�nt, everyth�ng above h�m had been, to h�s gaze,
merely a smooth, l�mp�d and s�mple surface; there was noth�ng
�ncomprehens�ble, noth�ng obscure; noth�ng that was not def�ned,
regularly d�sposed, l�nked, prec�se, c�rcumscr�bed, exact, l�m�ted,
closed, fully prov�ded for; author�ty was a plane surface; there was
no fall �n �t, no d�zz�ness �n �ts presence. Javert had never beheld the
unknown except from below. The �rregular, the unforeseen, the
d�sordered open�ng of chaos, the poss�ble sl�p over a prec�p�ce—th�s
was the work of the lower reg�ons, of rebels, of the w�cked, of
wretches. Now Javert threw h�mself back, and he was suddenly
terr�f�ed by th�s unprecedented appar�t�on: a gulf on h�gh.

What! one was d�smantled from top to bottom! one was
d�sconcerted, absolutely! In what could one trust! That wh�ch had
been agreed upon was g�v�ng way! What! the defect �n soc�ety’s
armor could be d�scovered by a magnan�mous wretch! What! an
honest serv�tor of the law could suddenly f�nd h�mself caught
between two cr�mes—the cr�me of allow�ng a man to escape and the
cr�me of arrest�ng h�m! everyth�ng was not settled �n the orders g�ven
by the State to the funct�onary! There m�ght be bl�nd alleys �n duty!
What,—all th�s was real! was �t true that an ex-ruff�an, we�ghed down
w�th conv�ct�ons, could r�se erect and end by be�ng �n the r�ght? Was
th�s cred�ble? were there cases �n wh�ch the law should ret�re before
transf�gured cr�me, and stammer �ts excuses?—Yes, that was the
state of the case! and Javert saw �t! and Javert had touched �t! and



not only could he not deny �t, but he had taken part �n �t. These were
real�t�es. It was abom�nable that actual facts could reach such
deform�ty. If facts d�d the�r duty, they would conf�ne themselves to
be�ng proofs of the law; facts—�t �s God who sends them. Was
anarchy, then, on the po�nt of now descend�ng from on h�gh?

Thus,—and �n the exaggerat�on of angu�sh, and the opt�cal �llus�on
of consternat�on, all that m�ght have corrected and restra�ned th�s
�mpress�on was effaced, and soc�ety, and the human race, and the
un�verse were, henceforth, summed up �n h�s eyes, �n one s�mple
and terr�ble feature,—thus the penal laws, the th�ng judged, the force
due to leg�slat�on, the decrees of the sovere�gn courts, the
mag�stracy, the government, prevent�on, repress�on, off�c�al cruelty,
w�sdom, legal �nfall�b�l�ty, the pr�nc�ple of author�ty, all the dogmas on
wh�ch rest pol�t�cal and c�v�l secur�ty, sovere�gnty, just�ce, publ�c truth,
all th�s was rubb�sh, a shapeless mass, chaos; he h�mself, Javert,
the spy of order, �ncorrupt�b�l�ty �n the serv�ce of the pol�ce, the bull-
dog prov�dence of soc�ety, vanqu�shed and hurled to earth; and,
erect, at the summ�t of all that ru�n, a man w�th a green cap on h�s
head and a halo round h�s brow; th�s was the astound�ng confus�on
to wh�ch he had come; th�s was the fearful v�s�on wh�ch he bore
w�th�n h�s soul.

Was th�s to be endured? No.
A v�olent state, �f ever such ex�sted. There were only two ways of

escap�ng from �t. One was to go resolutely to Jean Valjean, and
restore to h�s cell the conv�ct from the galleys. The other....

Javert qu�tted the parapet, and, w�th head erect th�s t�me, betook
h�mself, w�th a f�rm tread, towards the stat�on-house �nd�cated by a
lantern at one of the corners of the Place du Châtelet.

On arr�v�ng there, he saw through the w�ndow a sergeant of pol�ce,
and he entered. Pol�cemen recogn�ze each other by the very way �n
wh�ch they open the door of a stat�on-house. Javert ment�oned h�s
name, showed h�s card to the sergeant, and seated h�mself at the
table of the post on wh�ch a candle was burn�ng. On a table lay a
pen, a leaden �nkstand and paper, prov�ded �n the event of poss�ble
reports and the orders of the n�ght patrols. Th�s table, st�ll completed
by �ts straw-seated cha�r, �s an �nst�tut�on; �t ex�sts �n all pol�ce



stat�ons; �t �s �nvar�ably ornamented w�th a box-wood saucer f�lled
w�th sawdust and a wafer box of cardboard f�lled w�th red wafers,
and �t forms the lowest stage of off�c�al style. It �s there that the
l�terature of the State has �ts beg�nn�ng.

Javert took a pen and a sheet of paper, and began to wr�te. Th�s �s
what he wrote:
A FEW OBSERVATIONS FOR THE GOOD OF THE SERVICE.
“In the first place:  I beg Monsieur le Préfet to cast his eyes
on this.

“Secondly:  prisoners, on arriving after examination, take off
their shoes and stand barefoot on the flagstones while they are
being searched.  Many of them cough on their return to prison.
This entails hospital expenses.

“Thirdly:  the mode of keeping track of a man with relays of police
agents from distance to distance, is good, but, on important occasions,
it is requisite that at least two agents should never lose sight
of each other, so that, in case one agent should, for any cause,
grow weak in his service, the other may supervise him and take
his place.

“Fourthly:  it is inexplicable why the special regulation of the prison
of the Madelonettes interdicts the prisoner from having a chair,
even by paying for it.

“Fifthly:  in the Madelonettes there are only two bars to the canteen,
so that the canteen woman can touch the prisoners with her hand.

“Sixthly:  the prisoners called barkers, who summon the other
prisoners to the parlor, force the prisoner to pay them two sous
to call his name distinctly.  This is a theft.

“Seventhly:  for a broken thread ten sous are withheld in the
weaving shop; this is an abuse of the contractor, since the cloth
is none the worse for it.

“Eighthly:  it is annoying for visitors to La Force to be
obliged to traverse the boys’ court in order to reach the parlor
of Sainte-Marie-l‘Égyptienne.

“Ninthly:  it is a fact that any day gendarmes can be overheard
relating in the court-yard of the prefecture the interrogations put
by the magistrates to prisoners.  For a gendarme, who should be
sworn to secrecy, to repeat what he has heard in the examination
room is a grave disorder.

“Tenthly:  Mme. Henry is an honest woman; her canteen is very neat;
but it is bad to have a woman keep the wicket to the mouse-trap
of the secret cells.  This is unworthy of the Conciergerie of a
great civilization.”



Javert wrote these l�nes �n h�s calmest and most correct
ch�rography, not om�tt�ng a s�ngle comma, and mak�ng the paper
screech under h�s pen. Below the last l�ne he s�gned:

“JAVERT,
“Inspector of the 1st class.
“The Post of the Place du Châtelet.
“June 7th, 1832, about one o’clock �n the morn�ng.”
Javert dr�ed the fresh �nk on the paper, folded �t l�ke a letter, sealed

�t, wrote on the back: Note for the adm�n�strat�on, left �t on the table,
and qu�tted the post. The glazed and grated door fell to beh�nd h�m.

Aga�n he traversed the Place du Châtelet d�agonally, rega�ned the
quay, and returned w�th automat�c prec�s�on to the very po�nt wh�ch
he had abandoned a quarter of an hour prev�ously, leaned on h�s
elbows and found h�mself aga�n �n the same att�tude on the same
pav�ng-stone of the parapet. He d�d not appear to have st�rred.

The darkness was complete. It was the sepulchral moment wh�ch
follows m�dn�ght. A ce�l�ng of clouds concealed the stars. Not a s�ngle
l�ght burned �n the houses of the c�ty; no one was pass�ng; all of the
streets and quays wh�ch could be seen were deserted; Notre-Dame
and the towers of the Court-House seemed features of the n�ght. A
street lantern reddened the marg�n of the quay. The outl�nes of the
br�dges lay shapeless �n the m�st one beh�nd the other. Recent ra�ns
had swollen the r�ver.

The spot where Javert was lean�ng was, �t w�ll be remembered,
s�tuated prec�sely over the rap�ds of the Se�ne, perpend�cularly
above that form�dable sp�ral of wh�rlpools wh�ch loose and knot
themselves aga�n l�ke an endless screw.

Javert bent h�s head and gazed. All was black. Noth�ng was to be
d�st�ngu�shed. A sound of foam was aud�ble; but the r�ver could not
be seen. At moments, �n that d�zzy depth, a gleam of l�ght appeared,
and undulated vaguely, water possess�ng the power of tak�ng l�ght,
no one knows whence, and convert�ng �t �nto a snake. The l�ght
van�shed, and all became �nd�st�nct once more. Immens�ty seemed
thrown open there. What lay below was not water, �t was a gulf. The
wall of the quay, abrupt, confused, m�ngled w�th the vapors, �nstantly



concealed from s�ght, produced the effect of an escarpment of the
�nf�n�te. Noth�ng was to be seen, but the host�le ch�ll of the water and
the stale odor of the wet stones could be felt. A f�erce breath rose
from th�s abyss. The flood �n the r�ver, d�v�ned rather than perce�ved,
the trag�c wh�sper�ng of the waves, the melancholy vastness of the
arches of the br�dge, the �mag�nable fall �nto that gloomy vo�d, �nto all
that shadow was full of horror.

Javert rema�ned mot�onless for several m�nutes, gaz�ng at th�s
open�ng of shadow; he cons�dered the �nv�s�ble w�th a f�x�ty that
resembled attent�on. The water roared. All at once he took off h�s hat
and placed �t on the edge of the quay. A moment later, a tall black
f�gure, wh�ch a belated passer-by �n the d�stance m�ght have taken
for a phantom, appeared erect upon the parapet of the quay, bent
over towards the Se�ne, then drew �tself up aga�n, and fell stra�ght
down �nto the shadows; a dull splash followed; and the shadow
alone was �n the secret of the convuls�ons of that obscure form wh�ch
had d�sappeared beneath the water.



BOOK FIFTH—GRANDSON AND
GRANDFATHER



CHAPTER I—IN WHICH THE TREE
WITH THE ZINC PLASTER APPEARS

AGAIN
Some t�me after the events wh�ch we have just recorded, S�eur

Boulatruelle exper�enced a l�vely emot�on.
S�eur Boulatruelle was that road-mender of Montferme�l whom the

reader has already seen �n the gloomy parts of th�s book.
Boulatruelle, as the reader may, perchance, recall, was a man who

was occup�ed w�th d�vers and troublesome matters. He broke stones
and damaged travellers on the h�ghway.

Road-mender and th�ef as he was, he cher�shed one dream; he
bel�eved �n the treasures bur�ed �n the forest of Montferme�l. He
hoped some day to f�nd the money �n the earth at the foot of a tree;
�n the meanwh�le, he l�ved to search the pockets of passers-by.

Nevertheless, for an �nstant, he was prudent. He had just escaped
neatly. He had been, as the reader �s aware, p�cked up �n Jondrette’s
garret �n company w�th the other ruff�ans. Ut�l�ty of a v�ce: h�s
drunkenness had been h�s salvat�on. The author�t�es had never been
able to make out whether he had been there �n the qual�ty of a
robber or a man who had been robbed. An order of nolle prosequ�,
founded on h�s well authent�cated state of �ntox�cat�on on the even�ng
of the ambush, had set h�m at l�berty. He had taken to h�s heels. He
had returned to h�s road from Gagny to Lagny, to make, under
adm�n�strat�ve superv�s�on, broken stone for the good of the state,
w�th downcast m�en, �n a very pens�ve mood, h�s ardor for theft
somewhat cooled; but he was add�cted nonetheless tenderly to the
w�ne wh�ch had recently saved h�m.



As for the l�vely emot�on wh�ch he had exper�enced a short t�me
after h�s return to h�s road-mender’s turf-thatched cot, here �t �s:

One morn�ng, Boulatruelle, wh�le on h�s way as was h�s wont, to
h�s work, and poss�bly also to h�s ambush, a l�ttle before daybreak
caught s�ght, through the branches of the trees, of a man, whose
back alone he saw, but the shape of whose shoulders, as �t seemed
to h�m at that d�stance and �n the early dusk, was not ent�rely
unfam�l�ar to h�m. Boulatruelle, although �ntox�cated, had a correct
and luc�d memory, a defens�ve arm that �s �nd�spensable to any one
who �s at all �n confl�ct w�th legal order.

“Where the deuce have I seen someth�ng l�ke that man yonder?”
he sa�d to h�mself. But he could make h�mself no answer, except that
the man resembled some one of whom h�s memory preserved a
confused trace.

However, apart from the �dent�ty wh�ch he could not manage to
catch, Boulatruelle put th�ngs together and made calculat�ons. Th�s
man d�d not belong �n the country-s�de. He had just arr�ved there. On
foot, ev�dently. No publ�c conveyance passes through Montferme�l at
that hour. He had walked all n�ght. Whence came he? Not from a
very great d�stance; for he had ne�ther haversack, nor bundle. From
Par�s, no doubt. Why was he �n these woods? why was he there at
such an hour? what had he come there for?

Boulatruelle thought of the treasure. By d�nt of ransack�ng h�s
memory, he recalled �n a vague way that he had already, many years
before, had a s�m�lar alarm �n connect�on w�th a man who produced
on h�m the effect that he m�ght well be th�s very �nd�v�dual.

“By the deuce,” sa�d Boulatruelle, “I’ll f�nd h�m aga�n. I’ll d�scover
the par�sh of that par�sh�oner. Th�s prowler of Patron-M�nette has a
reason, and I’ll know �t. People can’t have secrets �n my forest �f I
don’t have a f�nger �n the p�e.”

He took h�s p�ck-axe wh�ch was very sharply po�nted.
“There now,” he grumbled, “�s someth�ng that w�ll search the earth

and a man.”
And, as one knots one thread to another thread, he took up the

l�ne of march at h�s best pace �n the d�rect�on wh�ch the man must



follow, and set out across the th�ckets.
When he had compassed a hundred str�des, the day, wh�ch was

already beg�nn�ng to break, came to h�s ass�stance. Footpr�nts
stamped �n the sand, weeds trodden down here and there, heather
crushed, young branches �n the brushwood bent and �n the act of
stra�ghten�ng themselves up aga�n w�th the graceful del�berat�on of
the arms of a pretty woman who stretches herself when she wakes,
po�nted out to h�m a sort of track. He followed �t, then lost �t. T�me
was fly�ng. He plunged deeper �nto the woods and came to a sort of
em�nence. An early huntsman who was pass�ng �n the d�stance
along a path, wh�stl�ng the a�r of Gu�llery, suggested to h�m the �dea
of cl�mb�ng a tree. Old as he was, he was ag�le. There stood close at
hand a beech-tree of great s�ze, worthy of T�tyrus and of
Boulatruelle. Boulatruelle ascended the beech as h�gh as he was
able.

The �dea was a good one. On scrut�n�z�ng the sol�tary waste on the
s�de where the forest �s thoroughly entangled and w�ld, Boulatruelle
suddenly caught s�ght of h�s man.

Hardly had he got h�s eye upon h�m when he lost s�ght of h�m.
The man entered, or rather, gl�ded �nto, an open glade, at a

cons�derable d�stance, masked by large trees, but w�th wh�ch
Boulatruelle was perfectly fam�l�ar, on account of hav�ng not�ced,
near a large p�le of porous stones, an a�l�ng chestnut-tree bandaged
w�th a sheet of z�nc na�led d�rectly upon the bark. Th�s glade was the
one wh�ch was formerly called the Blaru-bottom. The heap of stones,
dest�ned for no one knows what employment, wh�ch was v�s�ble
there th�rty years ago, �s doubtless st�ll there. Noth�ng equals a heap
of stones �n longev�ty, unless �t �s a board fence. They are temporary
exped�ents. What a reason for last�ng!

Boulatruelle, w�th the rap�d�ty of joy, dropped rather than
descended from the tree. The la�r was unearthed, the quest�on now
was to se�ze the beast. That famous treasure of h�s dreams was
probably there.

It was no small matter to reach that glade. By the beaten paths,
wh�ch �ndulge �n a thousand teas�ng z�gzags, �t requ�red a good
quarter of an hour. In a bee-l�ne, through the underbrush, wh�ch �s



pecul�arly dense, very thorny, and very aggress�ve �n that local�ty, a
full half hour was necessary. Boulatruelle comm�tted the error of not
comprehend�ng th�s. He bel�eved �n the stra�ght l�ne; a respectable
opt�cal �llus�on wh�ch ru�ns many a man. The th�cket, br�stl�ng as �t
was, struck h�m as the best road.

“Let’s take to the wolves’ Rue de R�vol�,” sa�d he.
Boulatruelle, accustomed to tak�ng crooked courses, was on th�s

occas�on gu�lty of the fault of go�ng stra�ght.
He flung h�mself resolutely �nto the tangle of undergrowth.
He had to deal w�th holly bushes, nettles, hawthorns, eglant�nes,

th�stles, and very �rasc�ble brambles. He was much lacerated.
At the bottom of the rav�ne he found water wh�ch he was obl�ged to

traverse.
At last he reached the Blaru-bottom, after the lapse of forty

m�nutes, sweat�ng, soaked, breathless, scratched, and feroc�ous.
There was no one �n the glade. Boulatruelle rushed to the heap of

stones. It was �n �ts place. It had not been carr�ed off.
As for the man, he had van�shed �n the forest. He had made h�s

escape. Where? �n what d�rect�on? �nto what th�cket? Imposs�ble to
guess.

And, heartrend�ng to say, there, beh�nd the p�le of stones, �n front
of the tree w�th the sheet of z�nc, was freshly turned earth, a p�ck-
axe, abandoned or forgotten, and a hole.

The hole was empty.
“Th�ef!” shr�eked Boulatruelle, shak�ng h�s f�st at the hor�zon.



CHAPTER II—MARIUS, EMERGING
FROM CIVIL WAR, MAKES READY

FOR DOMESTIC WAR
For a long t�me, Mar�us was ne�ther dead nor al�ve. For many

weeks he lay �n a fever accompan�ed by del�r�um, and by tolerably
grave cerebral symptoms, caused more by the shocks of the wounds
on the head than by the wounds themselves.

He repeated Cosette’s name for whole n�ghts �n the melancholy
loquac�ty of fever, and w�th the sombre obst�nacy of agony. The
extent of some of the les�ons presented a ser�ous danger, the
suppurat�on of large wounds be�ng always l�able to become re-
absorbed, and consequently, to k�ll the s�ck man, under certa�n
atmospher�c cond�t�ons; at every change of weather, at the sl�ghtest
storm, the phys�c�an was uneasy.

“Above all th�ngs,” he repeated, “let the wounded man be
subjected to no emot�on.” The dress�ng of the wounds was
compl�cated and d�ff�cult, the f�xat�on of apparatus and bandages by
cerecloths not hav�ng been �nvented as yet, at that epoch. N�colette
used up a sheet “as b�g as the ce�l�ng,” as she put �t, for l�nt. It was
not w�thout d�ff�culty that the chloruretted lot�ons and the n�trate of
s�lver overcame the gangrene. As long as there was any danger, M.
G�llenormand, seated �n despa�r at h�s grandson’s p�llow, was, l�ke
Mar�us, ne�ther al�ve nor dead.

Every day, somet�mes tw�ce a day, a very well dressed gentleman
w�th wh�te ha�r,—such was the descr�pt�on g�ven by the porter,—
came to �nqu�re about the wounded man, and left a large package of
l�nt for the dress�ngs.

F�nally, on the 7th of September, four months to a day, after the
sorrowful n�ght when he had been brought back to h�s grandfather �n



a dy�ng cond�t�on, the doctor declared that he would answer for
Mar�us. Convalescence began. But Mar�us was forced to rema�n for
two months more stretched out on a long cha�r, on account of the
results called up by the fracture of h�s collar-bone. There always �s a
last wound l�ke that wh�ch w�ll not close, and wh�ch prolongs the
dress�ngs �ndef�n�tely, to the great annoyance of the s�ck person.

However, th�s long �llness and th�s long convalescence saved h�m
from all pursu�t. In France, there �s no wrath, not even of a publ�c
character, wh�ch s�x months w�ll not ext�ngu�sh. Revolts, �n the
present state of soc�ety, are so much the fault of every one, that they
are followed by a certa�n necess�ty of shutt�ng the eyes.

Let us add, that the �nexcusable G�squet order, wh�ch enjo�ned
doctors to lodge �nformat�on aga�nst the wounded, hav�ng outraged
publ�c op�n�on, and not op�n�on alone, but the K�ng f�rst of all, the
wounded were covered and protected by th�s �nd�gnat�on; and, w�th
the except�on of those who had been made pr�soners �n the very act
of combat, the counc�ls of war d�d not dare to trouble any one. So
Mar�us was left �n peace.

M. G�llenormand f�rst passed through all manner of angu�sh, and
then through every form of ecstasy. It was found d�ff�cult to prevent
h�s pass�ng every n�ght bes�de the wounded man; he had h�s b�g
armcha�r carr�ed to Mar�us’ beds�de; he requ�red h�s daughter to take
the f�nest l�nen �n the house for compresses and bandages.
Mademo�selle G�llenormand, l�ke a sage and elderly person,
contr�ved to spare the f�ne l�nen, wh�le allow�ng the grandfather to
th�nk that he was obeyed. M. G�llenormand would not perm�t any one
to expla�n to h�m, that for the preparat�on of l�nt bat�ste �s not nearly
so good as coarse l�nen, nor new l�nen as old l�nen. He was present
at all the dress�ngs of the wounds from wh�ch Mademo�selle
G�llenormand modestly absented herself. When the dead flesh was
cut away w�th sc�ssors, he sa�d: “Aïe! aïe!” Noth�ng was more
touch�ng than to see h�m w�th h�s gentle, sen�le palsy, offer the
wounded man a cup of h�s cool�ng-draught. He overwhelmed the
doctor w�th quest�ons. He d�d not observe that he asked the same
ones over and over aga�n.



On the day when the doctor announced to h�m that Mar�us was out
of danger, the good man was �n a del�r�um. He made h�s porter a
present of three lou�s. That even�ng, on h�s return to h�s own
chamber, he danced a gavotte, us�ng h�s thumb and foref�nger as
castanets, and he sang the follow�ng song:
“Jeanne est née à Fougère     “Amour, tu vis en elle;
Vrai nid d’une bergère;       Car c’est dans sa prunelle
J’adore son jupon,            Que tu mets ton carquois.
Fripon.                       Narquois!

“Moi, je la chante, et j’aime,
Plus que Diane même,
Jeanne et ses durs tetons
Bretons."61

Then he knelt upon a cha�r, and Basque, who was watch�ng h�m
through the half-open door, made sure that he was pray�ng.

Up to that t�me, he had not bel�eved �n God.
At each succeed�ng phase of �mprovement, wh�ch became more

and more pronounced, the grandfather raved. He executed a
mult�tude of mechan�cal act�ons full of joy; he ascended and
descended the sta�rs, w�thout know�ng why. A pretty female ne�ghbor
was amazed one morn�ng at rece�v�ng a b�g bouquet; �t was M.
G�llenormand who had sent �t to her. The husband made a jealous
scene. M. G�llenormand tr�ed to draw N�colette upon h�s knees. He
called Mar�us, “M. le Baron.” He shouted: “Long l�ve the Republ�c!”

Every moment, he kept ask�ng the doctor: “Is he no longer �n
danger?” He gazed upon Mar�us w�th the eyes of a grandmother. He
brooded over h�m wh�le he ate. He no longer knew h�mself, he no
longer rendered h�mself an account of h�mself. Mar�us was the
master of the house, there was abd�cat�on �n h�s joy, he was the
grandson of h�s grandson.

In the state of joy �n wh�ch he then was, he was the most
venerable of ch�ldren. In h�s fear lest he m�ght fat�gue or annoy the
convalescent, he stepped beh�nd h�m to sm�le. He was content,
joyous, del�ghted, charm�ng, young. H�s wh�te locks added a gentle
majesty to the gay rad�ance of h�s v�sage. When grace �s m�ngled
w�th wr�nkles, �t �s adorable. There �s an �ndescr�bable aurora �n
beam�ng old age.



As for Mar�us, as he allowed them to dress h�s wounds and care
for h�m, he had but one f�xed �dea: Cosette.

After the fever and del�r�um had left h�m, he d�d not aga�n
pronounce her name, and �t m�ght have been supposed that he no
longer thought of her. He held h�s peace, prec�sely because h�s soul
was there.

He d�d not know what had become of Cosette; the whole affa�r of
the Rue de la Chanvrer�e was l�ke a cloud �n h�s memory; shadows
that were almost �nd�st�nct, floated through h�s m�nd, Épon�ne,
Gavroche, Mabeuf, the Thénard�ers, all h�s fr�ends gloom�ly
�nterm�ngled w�th the smoke of the barr�cade; the strange passage of
M. Fauchelevent through that adventure produced on h�m the effect
of a puzzle �n a tempest; he understood noth�ng connected w�th h�s
own l�fe, he d�d not know how nor by whom he had been saved, and
no one of those around h�m knew th�s; all that they had been able to
tell h�m was, that he had been brought home at n�ght �n a hackney-
coach, to the Rue des F�lles-du-Calva�re; past, present, future were
noth�ng more to h�m than the m�st of a vague �dea; but �n that fog
there was one �mmovable po�nt, one clear and prec�se outl�ne,
someth�ng made of gran�te, a resolut�on, a w�ll; to f�nd Cosette once
more. For h�m, the �dea of l�fe was not d�st�nct from the �dea of
Cosette. He had decreed �n h�s heart that he would not accept the
one w�thout the other, and he was �mmovably resolved to exact of
any person whatever, who should des�re to force h�m to l�ve,—from
h�s grandfather, from fate, from hell,—the rest�tut�on of h�s van�shed
Eden.

He d�d not conceal from h�mself the fact that obstacles ex�sted.
Let us here emphas�ze one deta�l, he was not won over and was

but l�ttle softened by all the sol�c�tude and tenderness of h�s
grandfather. In the f�rst place, he was not �n the secret; then, �n h�s
rever�es of an �nval�d, wh�ch were st�ll fever�sh, poss�bly, he
d�strusted th�s tenderness as a strange and novel th�ng, wh�ch had
for �ts object h�s conquest. He rema�ned cold. The grandfather
absolutely wasted h�s poor old sm�le. Mar�us sa�d to h�mself that �t
was all r�ght so long as he, Mar�us, d�d not speak, and let th�ngs take
the�r course; but that when �t became a quest�on of Cosette, he



would f�nd another face, and that h�s grandfather’s true att�tude
would be unmasked. Then there would be an unpleasant scene; a
recrudescence of fam�ly quest�ons, a confrontat�on of pos�t�ons,
every sort of sarcasm and all manner of object�ons at one and the
same t�me, Fauchelevent, Coupelevent, fortune, poverty, a stone
about h�s neck, the future. V�olent res�stance; conclus�on: a refusal.
Mar�us st�ffened h�mself �n advance.

And then, �n proport�on as he rega�ned l�fe, the old ulcers of h�s
memory opened once more, he reflected aga�n on the past, Colonel
Pontmercy placed h�mself once more between M. G�llenormand and
h�m, Mar�us, he told h�mself that he had no true k�ndness to expect
from a person who had been so unjust and so hard to h�s father. And
w�th health, there returned to h�m a sort of harshness towards h�s
grandfather. The old man was gently pa�ned by th�s. M.
G�llenormand, w�thout however allow�ng �t to appear, observed that
Mar�us, ever s�nce the latter had been brought back to h�m and had
rega�ned consc�ousness, had not once called h�m father. It �s true
that he d�d not say “mons�eur” to h�m; but he contr�ved not to say
e�ther the one or the other, by means of a certa�n way of turn�ng h�s
phrases. Obv�ously, a cr�s�s was approach�ng.

As almost always happens �n such cases, Mar�us sk�rm�shed
before g�v�ng battle, by way of prov�ng h�mself. Th�s �s called “feel�ng
the ground.” One morn�ng �t came to pass that M. G�llenormand
spoke sl�ght�ngly of the Convent�on, apropos of a newspaper wh�ch
had fallen �nto h�s hands, and gave vent to a Royal�st harangue on
Danton, Sa�nt-Juste and Robesp�erre.—“The men of ’93 were
g�ants,” sa�d Mar�us w�th sever�ty. The old man held h�s peace, and
uttered not a sound dur�ng the rema�nder of that day.

Mar�us, who had always present to h�s m�nd the �nflex�ble
grandfather of h�s early years, �nterpreted th�s s�lence as a profound
concentrat�on of wrath, augured from �t a hot confl�ct, and augmented
h�s preparat�ons for the fray �n the �nmost recesses of h�s m�nd.

He dec�ded that, �n case of a refusal, he would tear off h�s
bandages, d�slocate h�s collar-bone, that he would lay bare all the
wounds wh�ch he had left, and would reject all food. H�s wounds
were h�s mun�t�ons of war. He would have Cosette or d�e.



He awa�ted the prop�t�ous moment w�th the crafty pat�ence of the
s�ck.

That moment arr�ved.



CHAPTER III—MARIUS ATTACKED
One day, M. G�llenormand, wh�le h�s daughter was putt�ng �n order

the ph�als and cups on the marble of the commode, bent over Mar�us
and sa�d to h�m �n h�s tenderest accents: “Look here, my l�ttle Mar�us,
�f I were �n your place, I would eat meat now �n preference to f�sh. A
fr�ed sole �s excellent to beg�n a convalescence w�th, but a good
cutlet �s needed to put a s�ck man on h�s feet.”

Mar�us, who had almost ent�rely recovered h�s strength, collected
the whole of �t, drew h�mself up �nto a s�tt�ng posture, la�d h�s two
clenched f�sts on the sheets of h�s bed, looked h�s grandfather �n the
face, assumed a terr�ble a�r, and sa�d:

“Th�s leads me to say someth�ng to you.”
“What �s �t?”
“That I w�sh to marry.”
“Agreed,” sa�d h�s grandfather.—And he burst out laugh�ng.
“How agreed?”
“Yes, agreed. You shall have your l�ttle g�rl.”
Mar�us, stunned and overwhelmed w�th the dazzl�ng shock,

trembled �n every l�mb.
M. G�llenormand went on:
“Yes, you shall have her, that pretty l�ttle g�rl of yours. She comes

every day �n the shape of an old gentleman to �nqu�re after you. Ever
s�nce you were wounded, she has passed her t�me �n weep�ng and
mak�ng l�nt. I have made �nqu�r�es. She l�ves �n the Rue de l’Homme
Armé, No. 7. Ah! There we have �t! Ah! so you want her! Well, you
shall have her. You’re caught. You had arranged your l�ttle plot, you
had sa�d to yourself:—‘I’m go�ng to s�gn�fy th�s squarely to my
grandfather, to that mummy of the Regency and of the D�rectory, to
that anc�ent beau, to that Dorante turned Géronte; he has �ndulged �n
h�s fr�vol�t�es also, that he has, and he has had h�s love affa�rs, and



h�s gr�settes and h�s Cosettes; he has made h�s rustle, he has had
h�s w�ngs, he has eaten of the bread of spr�ng; he certa�nly must
remember �t.’ Ah! you take the cockchafer by the horns. That’s good.
I offer you a cutlet and you answer me: ‘By the way, I want to marry.’
There’s a trans�t�on for you! Ah! you reckoned on a b�cker�ng! You do
not know that I am an old coward. What do you say to that? You are
vexed? You d�d not expect to f�nd your grandfather st�ll more fool�sh
than yourself, you are wast�ng the d�scourse wh�ch you meant to
bestow upon me, Mr. Lawyer, and that’s vexat�ous. Well, so much
the worse, rage away. I’ll do whatever you w�sh, and that cuts you
short, �mbec�le! L�sten. I have made my �nqu�r�es, I’m cunn�ng too;
she �s charm�ng, she �s d�screet, �t �s not true about the lancer, she
has made heaps of l�nt, she’s a jewel, she adores you, �f you had
d�ed, there would have been three of us, her coff�n would have
accompan�ed m�ne. I have had an �dea, ever s�nce you have been
better, of s�mply plant�ng her at your beds�de, but �t �s only �n
romances that young g�rls are brought to the beds�des of handsome
young wounded men who �nterest them. It �s not done. What would
your aunt have sa�d to �t? You were nude three quarters of the t�me,
my good fellow. Ask N�colette, who has not left you for a moment, �f
there was any poss�b�l�ty of hav�ng a woman here. And then, what
would the doctor have sa�d? A pretty g�rl does not cure a man of
fever. In short, �t’s all r�ght, let us say no more about �t, all’s sa�d, all’s
done, �t’s all settled, take her. Such �s my feroc�ty. You see, I
perce�ved that you d�d not love me. I sa�d to myself: ‘Here now, I
have my l�ttle Cosette r�ght under my hand, I’m go�ng to g�ve her to
h�m, he w�ll be obl�ged to love me a l�ttle then, or he must tell the
reason why.’ Ah! so you thought that the old man was go�ng to
storm, to put on a b�g vo�ce, to shout no, and to l�ft h�s cane at all that
aurora. Not a b�t of �t. Cosette, so be �t; love, so be �t; I ask noth�ng
better. Pray take the trouble of gett�ng marr�ed, s�r. Be happy, my
well-beloved ch�ld.”

That sa�d, the old man burst forth �nto sobs.
And he se�zed Mar�us’ head, and pressed �t w�th both arms aga�nst

h�s breast, and both fell to weep�ng. Th�s �s one of the forms of
supreme happ�ness.



“Father!” cr�ed Mar�us.
“Ah, so you love me!” sa�d the old man.
An �neffable moment ensued. They were chok�ng and could not

speak.
At length the old man stammered:
“Come! h�s mouth �s unstopped at last. He has sa�d: ‘Father’ to

me.”
Mar�us d�sengaged h�s head from h�s grandfather’s arms, and sa�d

gently:
“But, father, now that I am qu�te well, �t seems to me that I m�ght

see her.”
“Agreed aga�n, you shall see her to-morrow.”
“Father!”
“What?”
“Why not to-day?”
“Well, to-day then. Let �t be to-day. You have called me ‘father’

three t�mes, and �t �s worth �t. I w�ll attend to �t. She shall be brought
h�ther. Agreed, I tell you. It has already been put �nto verse. Th�s �s
the end�ng of the elegy of the ‘Jeune Malade’ by André Chén�er, by
André Chén�er whose throat was cut by the ras . . . by the g�ants of
’93.”

M. G�llenormand fanc�ed that he detected a fa�nt frown on the part
of Mar�us, who, �n truth, as we must adm�t, was no longer l�sten�ng to
h�m, and who was th�nk�ng far more of Cosette than of 1793.

The grandfather, trembl�ng at hav�ng so �nopportunely �ntroduced
André Chén�er, resumed prec�p�tately:

“Cut h�s throat �s not the word. The fact �s that the great
revolut�onary gen�uses, who were not mal�c�ous, that �s
�ncontestable, who were heroes, pard�! found that André Chén�er
embarrassed them somewhat, and they had h�m gu�llot . . . that �s to
say, those great men on the 7th of Therm�dor, besought André
Chén�er, �n the �nterests of publ�c safety, to be so good as to go....”

M. G�llenormand, clutched by the throat by h�s own phrase, could
not proceed. Be�ng able ne�ther to f�n�sh �t nor to retract �t, wh�le h�s



daughter arranged the p�llow beh�nd Mar�us, who was overwhelmed
w�th so many emot�ons, the old man rushed headlong, w�th as much
rap�d�ty as h�s age perm�tted, from the bed-chamber, shut the door
beh�nd h�m, and, purple, chok�ng and foam�ng at the mouth, h�s eyes
start�ng from h�s head, he found h�mself nose to nose w�th honest
Basque, who was black�ng boots �n the anteroom. He se�zed Basque
by the collar, and shouted full �n h�s face �n fury:—“By the hundred
thousand Javottes of the dev�l, those ruff�ans d�d assass�nate h�m!”

“Who, s�r?”
“André Chén�er!”
“Yes, s�r,” sa�d Basque �n alarm.



CHAPTER IV—MADEMOISELLE
GILLENORMAND ENDS BY NO

LONGER THINKING IT A BAD THING
THAT M. FAUCHELEVENT SHOULD
HAVE ENTERED WITH SOMETHING

UNDER HIS ARM
Cosette and Mar�us beheld each other once more.
What that �nterv�ew was l�ke we decl�ne to say. There are th�ngs

wh�ch one must not attempt to dep�ct; the sun �s one of them.
The ent�re fam�ly, �nclud�ng Basque and N�colette, were assembled

�n Mar�us’ chamber at the moment when Cosette entered �t.
Prec�sely at that moment, the grandfather was on the po�nt of

blow�ng h�s nose; he stopped short, hold�ng h�s nose �n h�s
handkerch�ef, and gaz�ng over �t at Cosette.

She appeared on the threshold; �t seemed to h�m that she was
surrounded by a glory.

“Adorable!” he excla�med.
Then he blew h�s nose no�s�ly.
Cosette was �ntox�cated, del�ghted, fr�ghtened, �n heaven. She was

as thoroughly alarmed as any one can be by happ�ness. She
stammered all pale, yet flushed, she wanted to fl�ng herself �nto
Mar�us’ arms, and dared not. Ashamed of lov�ng �n the presence of
all these people. People are p�t�less towards happy lovers; they
rema�n when the latter most des�re to be left alone. Lovers have no
need of any people whatever.



W�th Cosette, and beh�nd her, there had entered a man w�th wh�te
ha�r who was grave yet sm�l�ng, though w�th a vague and
heartrend�ng sm�le. It was “Mons�eur Fauchelevent”; �t was Jean
Valjean.

He was very well dressed, as the porter had sa�d, ent�rely �n black,
�n perfectly new garments, and w�th a wh�te cravat.

The porter was a thousand leagues from recogn�z�ng �n th�s
correct bourgeo�s, �n th�s probable notary, the fear-�nsp�r�ng bearer of
the corpse, who had sprung up at h�s door on the n�ght of the 7th of
June, tattered, muddy, h�deous, haggard, h�s face masked �n blood
and m�re, support�ng �n h�s arms the fa�nt�ng Mar�us; st�ll, h�s porter’s
scent was aroused. When M. Fauchelevent arr�ved w�th Cosette, the
porter had not been able to refra�n from commun�cat�ng to h�s w�fe
th�s as�de: “I don’t know why �t �s, but I can’t help fancy�ng that I’ve
seen that face before.”

M. Fauchelevent �n Mar�us’ chamber, rema�ned apart near the
door. He had under h�s arm, a package wh�ch bore cons�derable
resemblance to an octavo volume enveloped �n paper. The
envelop�ng paper was of a green�sh hue, and appeared to be
mouldy.

“Does the gentleman always have books l�ke that under h�s arm?”
Mademo�selle G�llenormand, who d�d not l�ke books, demanded �n a
low tone of N�colette.

“Well,” retorted M. G�llenormand, who had overheard her, �n the
same tone, “he’s a learned man. What then? Is that h�s fault?
Mons�eur Boulard, one of my acqua�ntances, never walked out
w�thout a book under h�s arm e�ther, and he always had some old
volume hugged to h�s heart l�ke that.”

And, w�th a bow, he sa�d aloud:
“Mons�eur Tranchelevent....”
Father G�llenormand d�d not do �t �ntent�onally, but �nattent�on to

proper names was an ar�stocrat�c hab�t of h�s.
“Mons�eur Tranchelevent, I have the honor of ask�ng you, on

behalf of my grandson, Baron Mar�us Pontmercy, for the hand of
Mademo�selle.”



Mons�eur Tranchelevent bowed.
“That’s settled,” sa�d the grandfather.
And, turn�ng to Mar�us and Cosette, w�th both arms extended �n

bless�ng, he cr�ed:
“Perm�ss�on to adore each other!”
They d�d not requ�re h�m to repeat �t tw�ce. So much the worse! the

ch�rp�ng began. They talked low. Mar�us, rest�ng on h�s elbow on h�s
recl�n�ng cha�r, Cosette stand�ng bes�de h�m. “Oh, heavens!”
murmured Cosette, “I see you once aga�n! �t �s thou! �t �s you! The
�dea of go�ng and f�ght�ng l�ke that! But why? It �s horr�ble. I have
been dead for four months. Oh! how w�cked �t was of you to go to
that battle! What had I done to you? I pardon you, but you w�ll never
do �t aga�n. A l�ttle wh�le ago, when they came to tell us to come to
you, I st�ll thought that I was about to d�e, but �t was from joy. I was
so sad! I have not taken the t�me to dress myself, I must fr�ghten
people w�th my looks! What w�ll your relat�ves say to see me �n a
crumpled collar? Do speak! You let me do all the talk�ng. We are st�ll
�n the Rue de l’Homme Armé. It seems that your shoulder was
terr�ble. They told me that you could put your f�st �n �t. And then, �t
seems that they cut your flesh w�th the sc�ssors. That �s fr�ghtful. I
have cr�ed t�ll I have no eyes left. It �s queer that a person can suffer
l�ke that. Your grandfather has a very k�ndly a�r. Don’t d�sturb
yourself, don’t r�se on your elbow, you w�ll �njure yourself. Oh! how
happy I am! So our unhapp�ness �s over! I am qu�te fool�sh. I had
th�ngs to say to you, and I no longer know �n the least what they
were. Do you st�ll love me? We l�ve �n the Rue de l’Homme Armé.
There �s no garden. I made l�nt all the t�me; stay, s�r, look, �t �s your
fault, I have a callous on my f�ngers.”

“Angel!” sa�d Mar�us.
Angel �s the only word �n the language wh�ch cannot be worn out.

No other word could res�st the merc�less use wh�ch lovers make of �t.
Then as there were spectators, they paused and sa�d not a word

more, content�ng themselves w�th softly touch�ng each other’s
hands.



M. G�llenormand turned towards those who were �n the room and
cr�ed:

“Talk loud, the rest of you. Make a no�se, you people beh�nd the
scenes. Come, a l�ttle uproar, the deuce! so that the ch�ldren can
chatter at the�r ease.”

And, approach�ng Mar�us and Cosette, he sa�d to them �n a very
low vo�ce:

“Call each other thou. Don’t stand on ceremony.”
Aunt G�llenormand looked on �n amazement at th�s �rrupt�on of l�ght

�n her elderly household. There was noth�ng aggress�ve about th�s
amazement; �t was not the least �n the world l�ke the scandal�zed and
env�ous glance of an owl at two turtledoves, �t was the stup�d eye of
a poor �nnocent seven and f�fty years of age; �t was a l�fe wh�ch had
been a fa�lure gaz�ng at that tr�umph, love.

“Mademo�selle G�llenormand sen�or,” sa�d her father to her, “I told
you that th�s �s what would happen to you.”

He rema�ned s�lent for a moment, and then added:
“Look at the happ�ness of others.”
Then he turned to Cosette.
“How pretty she �s! how pretty she �s! She’s a Greuze. So you are

go�ng to have that all to yourself, you scamp! Ah! my rogue, you are
gett�ng off n�cely w�th me, you are happy; �f I were not f�fteen years
too old, we would f�ght w�th swords to see wh�ch of us should have
her. Come now! I am �n love w�th you, mademo�selle. It’s perfectly
s�mple. It �s your r�ght. You are �n the r�ght. Ah! what a sweet,
charm�ng l�ttle wedd�ng th�s w�ll make! Our par�sh �s Sa�nt-Den�s du
Sa�nt Sacrament, but I w�ll get a d�spensat�on so that you can be
marr�ed at Sa�nt-Paul. The church �s better. It was bu�lt by the
Jesu�ts. It �s more coquett�sh. It �s oppos�te the founta�n of Card�nal
de B�rague. The masterp�ece of Jesu�t arch�tecture �s at Namur. It �s
called Sa�nt-Loup. You must go there after you are marr�ed. It �s
worth the journey. Mademo�selle, I am qu�te of your m�nd, I th�nk g�rls
ought to marry; that �s what they are made for. There �s a certa�n
Sa�nte-Cather�ne whom I should always l�ke to see unco�ffed.62 It’s a
f�ne th�ng to rema�n a sp�nster, but �t �s ch�lly. The B�ble says: Mult�ply.



In order to save the people, Jeanne d’Arc �s needed; but �n order to
make people, what �s needed �s Mother Goose. So, marry, my
beaut�es. I really do not see the use �n rema�n�ng a sp�nster! I know
that they have the�r chapel apart �n the church, and that they fall
back on the Soc�ety of the V�rg�n; but, sapr�st�, a handsome husband,
a f�ne fellow, and at the exp�rat�on of a year, a b�g, blond brat who
nurses lust�ly, and who has f�ne rolls of fat on h�s th�ghs, and who
musses up your breast �n handfuls w�th h�s l�ttle rosy paws, laugh�ng
the wh�le l�ke the dawn,—that’s better than hold�ng a candle at
vespers, and chant�ng Turr�s Eburnea!”

The grandfather executed a p�rouette on h�s e�ghty-year-old heels,
and began to talk aga�n l�ke a spr�ng that has broken loose once
more:
“Ainsi, bornant les cours de tes rêvasseries,
Alcippe, il est donc vrai, dans peu tu te maries."63

“By the way!”
“What �s �t, father?”
“Have not you an �nt�mate fr�end?”
“Yes, Courfeyrac.”
“What has become of h�m?”
“He �s dead.”
“That �s good.”
He seated h�mself near them, made Cosette s�t down, and took

the�r four hands �n h�s aged and wr�nkled hands:
“She �s exqu�s�te, th�s darl�ng. She’s a masterp�ece, th�s Cosette!

She �s a very l�ttle g�rl and a very great lady. She w�ll only be a
Baroness, wh�ch �s a come down for her; she was born a Marqu�se.
What eyelashes she has! Get �t well f�xed �n your noddles, my
ch�ldren, that you are �n the true road. Love each other. Be fool�sh
about �t. Love �s the folly of men and the w�t of God. Adore each
other. Only,” he added, suddenly becom�ng gloomy, “what a
m�sfortune! It has just occurred to me! More than half of what I
possess �s swallowed up �n an annu�ty; so long as I l�ve, �t w�ll not
matter, but after my death, a score of years hence, ah! my poor
ch�ldren, you w�ll not have a sou! Your beaut�ful wh�te hands,



Madame la Baronne, w�ll do the dev�l the honor of pull�ng h�m by the
ta�l."64

At th�s po�nt they heard a grave and tranqu�l vo�ce say:
“Mademo�selle Euphras�e Fauchelevent possesses s�x hundred

thousand francs.”
It was the vo�ce of Jean Valjean.
So far he had not uttered a s�ngle word, no one seemed to be

aware that he was there, and he had rema�ned stand�ng erect and
mot�onless, beh�nd all these happy people.

“What has Mademo�selle Euphras�e to do w�th the quest�on?”
�nqu�red the startled grandfather.

“I am she,” repl�ed Cosette.
“S�x hundred thousand francs?” resumed M. G�llenormand.
“M�nus fourteen or f�fteen thousand francs, poss�bly,” sa�d Jean

Valjean.
And he la�d on the table the package wh�ch Mademo�selle

G�llenormand had m�staken for a book.
Jean Valjean h�mself opened the package; �t was a bundle of

bank-notes. They were turned over and counted. There were f�ve
hundred notes for a thousand francs each, and one hundred and
s�xty-e�ght of f�ve hundred. In all, f�ve hundred and e�ghty-four
thousand francs.

“Th�s �s a f�ne book,” sa�d M. G�llenormand.
“F�ve hundred and e�ghty-four thousand francs!” murmured the

aunt.
“Th�s arranges th�ngs well, does �t not, Mademo�selle G�llenormand

sen�or?” sa�d the grandfather. “That dev�l of a Mar�us has ferreted out
the nest of a m�ll�ona�re gr�sette �n h�s tree of dreams! Just trust to
the love affa�rs of young folks now, w�ll you! Students f�nd
studentesses w�th s�x hundred thousand francs. Cherub�no works
better than Rothsch�ld.”

“F�ve hundred and e�ghty-four thousand francs!” repeated
Mademo�selle G�llenormand, �n a low tone. “F�ve hundred and e�ghty-
four! one m�ght as well say s�x hundred thousand!”



As for Mar�us and Cosette, they were gaz�ng at each other wh�le
th�s was go�ng on; they hardly heeded th�s deta�l.



CHAPTER V—DEPOSIT YOUR MONEY
IN A FOREST RATHER THAN WITH A

NOTARY
The reader has, no doubt, understood, w�thout necess�tat�ng a

lengthy explanat�on, that Jean Valjean, after the Champmath�eu
affa�r, had been able, thanks to h�s f�rst escape of a few days’
durat�on, to come to Par�s and to w�thdraw �n season, from the hands
of Laff�tte, the sum earned by h�m, under the name of Mons�eur
Madele�ne, at Montreu�l-sur-Mer; and that fear�ng that he m�ght be
recaptured,—wh�ch eventually happened—he had bur�ed and h�dden
that sum �n the forest of Montferme�l, �n the local�ty known as the
Blaru-bottom. The sum, s�x hundred and th�rty thousand francs, all �n
bank-b�lls, was not very bulky, and was conta�ned �n a box; only, �n
order to preserve the box from dampness, he had placed �t �n a
coffer f�lled w�th chestnut shav�ngs. In the same coffer he had placed
h�s other treasures, the B�shop’s candlest�cks. It w�ll be remembered
that he had carr�ed off the candlest�cks when he made h�s escape
from Montreu�l-sur-Mer. The man seen one even�ng for the f�rst t�me
by Boulatruelle, was Jean Valjean. Later on, every t�me that Jean
Valjean needed money, he went to get �t �n the Blaru-bottom. Hence
the absences wh�ch we have ment�oned. He had a p�ckaxe
somewhere �n the heather, �n a h�d�ng-place known to h�mself alone.
When he beheld Mar�us convalescent, feel�ng that the hour was at
hand, when that money m�ght prove of serv�ce, he had gone to get �t;
�t was he aga�n, whom Boulatruelle had seen �n the woods, but on
th�s occas�on, �n the morn�ng �nstead of �n the even�ng. Boulatreulle
�nher�ted h�s p�ckaxe.

The actual sum was f�ve hundred and e�ghty-four thousand, f�ve
hundred francs. Jean Valjean w�thdrew the f�ve hundred francs for



h�mself.—“We shall see hereafter,” he thought.
The d�fference between that sum and the s�x hundred and th�rty

thousand francs w�thdrawn from Laff�tte represented h�s expend�ture
�n ten years, from 1823 to 1833. The f�ve years of h�s stay �n the
convent had cost only f�ve thousand francs.

Jean Valjean set the two candlest�cks on the ch�mney-p�ece,
where they gl�ttered to the great adm�rat�on of Toussa�nt.

Moreover, Jean Valjean knew that he was del�vered from Javert.
The story had been told �n h�s presence, and he had ver�f�ed the fact
�n the Mon�teur, how a pol�ce �nspector named Javert had been
found drowned under a boat belong�ng to some laundresses,
between the Pont au Change and the Pont-Neuf, and that a wr�t�ng
left by th�s man, otherw�se �rreproachable and h�ghly esteemed by
h�s super�ors, po�nted to a f�t of mental aberrat�on and a su�c�de.—“In
fact,” thought Jean Valjean, “s�nce he left me at l�berty, once hav�ng
got me �n h�s power, he must have been already mad.”



CHAPTER VI—THE TWO OLD MEN DO
EVERYTHING, EACH ONE AFTER HIS

OWN FASHION, TO RENDER
COSETTE HAPPY

Everyth�ng was made ready for the wedd�ng. The doctor, on be�ng
consulted, declared that �t m�ght take place �n February. It was then
December. A few rav�sh�ng weeks of perfect happ�ness passed.

The grandfather was not the least happy of them all. He rema�ned
for a quarter of an hour at a t�me gaz�ng at Cosette.

“The wonderful, beaut�ful g�rl!” he excla�med. “And she has so
sweet and good an a�r! she �s, w�thout except�on, the most charm�ng
g�rl that I have ever seen �n my l�fe. Later on, she’ll have v�rtues w�th
an odor of v�olets. How graceful! one cannot l�ve otherw�se than
nobly w�th such a creature. Mar�us, my boy, you are a Baron, you are
r�ch, don’t go to pett�fogg�ng, I beg of you.”

Cosette and Mar�us had passed abruptly from the sepulchre to
parad�se. The trans�t�on had not been softened, and they would have
been stunned, had they not been dazzled by �t.

“Do you understand anyth�ng about �t?” sa�d Mar�us to Cosette.
“No,” repl�ed Cosette, “but �t seems to me that the good God �s

car�ng for us.”
Jean Valjean d�d everyth�ng, smoothed away every d�ff�culty,

arranged everyth�ng, made everyth�ng easy. He hastened towards
Cosette’s happ�ness w�th as much ardor, and, apparently w�th as
much joy, as Cosette herself.

As he had been a mayor, he understood how to solve that del�cate
problem, w�th the secret of wh�ch he alone was acqua�nted,



Cosette’s c�v�l status. If he were to announce her or�g�n bluntly, �t
m�ght prevent the marr�age, who knows? He extr�cated Cosette from
all d�ff�cult�es. He concocted for her a fam�ly of dead people, a sure
means of not encounter�ng any object�ons. Cosette was the only
sc�on of an ext�nct fam�ly; Cosette was not h�s own daughter, but the
daughter of the other Fauchelevent. Two brothers Fauchelevent had
been gardeners to the convent of the Pet�t-P�cpus. Inqu�ry was made
at that convent; the very best �nformat�on and the most respectable
references abounded; the good nuns, not very apt and but l�ttle
�ncl�ned to fathom quest�ons of patern�ty, and not attach�ng any
�mportance to the matter, had never understood exactly of wh�ch of
the two Fauchelevents Cosette was the daughter. They sa�d what
was wanted and they sa�d �t w�th zeal. An acte de notor�été was
drawn up. Cosette became �n the eyes of the law, Mademo�selle
Euphras�e Fauchelevent. She was declared an orphan, both father
and mother be�ng dead. Jean Valjean so arranged �t that he was
appo�nted, under the name of Fauchelevent, as Cosette’s guard�an,
w�th M. G�llenormand as superv�s�ng guard�an over h�m.

As for the f�ve hundred and e�ghty thousand francs, they
const�tuted a legacy bequeathed to Cosette by a dead person, who
des�red to rema�n unknown. The or�g�nal legacy had cons�sted of f�ve
hundred and n�nety-four thousand francs; but ten thousand francs
had been expended on the educat�on of Mademo�selle Euphras�e,
f�ve thousand francs of that amount hav�ng been pa�d to the convent.
Th�s legacy, depos�ted �n the hands of a th�rd party, was to be turned
over to Cosette at her major�ty, or at the date of her marr�age. Th�s,
taken as a whole, was very acceptable, as the reader w�ll perce�ve,
espec�ally when the sum due was half a m�ll�on. There were some
pecul�ar�t�es here and there, �t �s true, but they were not not�ced; one
of the �nterested part�es had h�s eyes bl�ndfolded by love, the others
by the s�x hundred thousand francs.

Cosette learned that she was not the daughter of that old man
whom she had so long called father. He was merely a k�nsman;
another Fauchelevent was her real father. At any other t�me th�s
would have broken her heart. But at the �neffable moment wh�ch she
was then pass�ng through, �t cast but a sl�ght shadow, a fa�nt cloud,
and she was so full of joy that the cloud d�d not last long. She had



Mar�us. The young man arr�ved, the old man was effaced; such �s
l�fe.

And then, Cosette had, for long years, been hab�tuated to see�ng
en�gmas around her; every be�ng who has had a myster�ous
ch�ldhood �s always prepared for certa�n renunc�at�ons.

Nevertheless, she cont�nued to call Jean Valjean: Father.
Cosette, happy as the angels, was enthus�ast�c over Father

G�llenormand. It �s true that he overwhelmed her w�th gallant
compl�ments and presents. Wh�le Jean Valjean was bu�ld�ng up for
Cosette a normal s�tuat�on �n soc�ety and an unassa�lable status, M.
G�llenormand was super�ntend�ng the basket of wedd�ng g�fts.
Noth�ng so amused h�m as be�ng magn�f�cent. He had g�ven to
Cosette a robe of B�nche gu�pure wh�ch had descended to h�m from
h�s own grandmother.

“These fash�ons come up aga�n,” sa�d he, “anc�ent th�ngs are the
rage, and the young women of my old age dress l�ke the old women
of my ch�ldhood.”

He r�fled h�s respectable chests of drawers �n Coromandel lacquer,
w�th swell�ng fronts, wh�ch had not been opened for years.—“Let us
hear the confess�on of these dowagers,” he sa�d, “let us see what
they have �n the�r paunches.” He no�s�ly v�olated the pot-bell�ed
drawers of all h�s w�ves, of all h�s m�stresses and of all h�s
grandmothers. Pek�ns, damasks, lampas, pa�nted mo�res, robes of
shot gros de Tours, Ind�a kerch�efs embro�dered �n gold that could be
washed, dauph�nes w�thout a r�ght or wrong s�de, �n the p�ece,
Genoa and Alençon po�nt lace, parures �n ant�que goldsm�th’s work,
�vory bon-bon boxes ornamented w�th m�croscop�c battles, gewgaws
and r�bbons—he lav�shed everyth�ng on Cosette. Cosette, amazed,
desperately �n love w�th Mar�us, and w�ld w�th grat�tude towards M.
G�llenormand, dreamed of a happ�ness w�thout l�m�t clothed �n sat�n
and velvet. Her wedd�ng basket seemed to her to be upheld by
seraph�m. Her soul flew out �nto the azure depths, w�th w�ngs of
Mechl�n lace.

The �ntox�cat�on of the lovers was only equalled, as we have
already sa�d, by the ecstasy of the grandfather. A sort of flour�sh of
trumpets went on �n the Rue des F�lles-du-Calva�re.



Every morn�ng, a fresh offer�ng of br�c-à-brac from the grandfather
to Cosette. All poss�ble kn�ckknacks gl�ttered around her.

One day Mar�us, who was fond of talk�ng gravely �n the m�dst of
h�s bl�ss, sa�d, apropos of I know not what �nc�dent:

“The men of the revolut�on are so great, that they have the
prest�ge of the ages, l�ke Cato and l�ke Phoc�on, and each one of
them seems to me an ant�que memory.”

“Mo�re ant�que!” excla�med the old gentleman. “Thanks, Mar�us.
That �s prec�sely the �dea of wh�ch I was �n search.”

And on the follow�ng day, a magn�f�cent dress of tea-rose colored
mo�re ant�que was added to Cosette’s wedd�ng presents.

From these fr�pper�es, the grandfather extracted a b�t of w�sdom.
“Love �s all very well; but there must be someth�ng else to go w�th

�t. The useless must be m�ngled w�th happ�ness. Happ�ness �s only
the necessary. Season that enormously w�th the superfluous for me.
A palace and her heart. Her heart and the Louvre. Her heart and the
grand waterworks of Versa�lles. G�ve me my shepherdess and try to
make her a duchess. Fetch me Phyll�s crowned w�th corn-flowers,
and add a hundred thousand francs �ncome. Open for me a bucol�c
perspect�ve as far as you can see, beneath a marble colonnade. I
consent to the bucol�c and also to the fa�ry spectacle of marble and
gold. Dry happ�ness resembles dry bread. One eats, but one does
not d�ne. I want the superfluous, the useless, the extravagant,
excess, that wh�ch serves no purpose. I remember to have seen, �n
the Cathedral of Strasburg, a clock, as tall as a three-story house
wh�ch marked the hours, wh�ch had the k�ndness to �nd�cate the
hour, but wh�ch had not the a�r of be�ng made for that; and wh�ch,
after hav�ng struck m�dday, or m�dn�ght,—m�dday, the hour of the
sun, or m�dn�ght, the hour of love,—or any other hour that you l�ke,
gave you the moon and the stars, the earth and the sea, b�rds and
f�shes, Phœbus and Phœbe, and a host of th�ngs wh�ch emerged
from a n�che, and the twelve apostles, and the Emperor Charles the
F�fth, and Épon�ne, and Sab�nus, and a throng of l�ttle g�lded
goodmen, who played on the trumpet to boot. W�thout reckon�ng
del�c�ous ch�mes wh�ch �t spr�nkled through the a�r, on every
occas�on, w�thout any one’s know�ng why. Is a petty bald clock-face



wh�ch merely tells the hour equal to that? For my part, I am of the
op�n�on of the b�g clock of Strasburg, and I prefer �t to the cuckoo
clock from the Black Forest.”

M. G�llenormand talked nonsense �n connect�on w�th the wedd�ng,
and all the fr�pper�es of the e�ghteenth century passed pell-mell
through h�s d�thyrambs.

“You are �gnorant of the art of fest�vals. You do not know how to
organ�ze a day of enjoyment �n th�s age,” he excla�med. “Your
n�neteenth century �s weak. It lacks excess. It �gnores the r�ch, �t
�gnores the noble. In everyth�ng �t �s clean-shaven. Your th�rd estate
�s �ns�p�d, colorless, odorless, and shapeless. The dreams of your
bourgeo�s who set up, as they express �t: a pretty boudo�r freshly
decorated, v�olet, ebony and cal�co. Make way! Make way! the S�eur
Curmudgeon �s marry�ng Mademo�selle Clutch-penny.
Sumptuousness and splendor. A lou�s d’or has been stuck to a
candle. There’s the epoch for you. My demand �s that I may flee from
�t beyond the Sarmat�ans. Ah! �n 1787, I pred�ct that all was lost, from
the day when I beheld the Duc de Rohan, Pr�nce de Léon, Duc de
Chabot, Duc de Montbazon, Marqu�s de Soub�se, V�comte de
Thouars, peer of France, go to Longchamps �n a tapecu! That has
borne �ts fru�ts. In th�s century, men attend to bus�ness, they gamble
on ‘Change, they w�n money, they are st�ngy. People take care of
the�r surfaces and varn�sh them; every one �s dressed as though just
out of a bandbox, washed, soaped, scraped, shaved, combed,
waked, smoothed, rubbed, brushed, cleaned on the outs�de,
�rreproachable, pol�shed as a pebble, d�screet, neat, and at the same
t�me, death of my l�fe, �n the depths of the�r consc�ences they have
dung-heaps and cesspools that are enough to make a cow-herd who
blows h�s nose �n h�s f�ngers, reco�l. I grant to th�s age the dev�ce:
‘D�rty Cleanl�ness.’ Don’t be vexed, Mar�us, g�ve me perm�ss�on to
speak; I say no ev�l of the people as you see, I am always harp�ng on
your people, but do look favorably on my deal�ng a b�t of a slap to the
bourgeo�s�e. I belong to �t. He who loves well lashes well.
Thereupon, I say pla�nly, that nowadays people marry, but that they
no longer know how to marry. Ah! �t �s true, I regret the grace of the
anc�ent manners. I regret everyth�ng about them, the�r elegance,
the�r ch�valry, those courteous and del�cate ways, that joyous luxury



wh�ch every one possessed, mus�c form�ng part of the wedd�ng, a
symphony above sta�rs, a beat�ng of drums below sta�rs, the dances,
the joyous faces round the table, the f�ne-spun gallant compl�ments,
the songs, the f�reworks, the frank laughter, the dev�l’s own row, the
huge knots of r�bbon. I regret the br�de’s garter. The br�de’s garter �s
cous�n to the g�rdle of Venus. On what does the war of Troy turn? On
Helen’s garter, parbleu! Why d�d they f�ght, why d�d D�omed the
d�v�ne break over the head of Mer�ones that great brazen helmet of
ten po�nts? why d�d Ach�lles and Hector hew each other up w�th vast
blows of the�r lances? Because Helen allowed Par�s to take her
garter. W�th Cosette’s garter, Homer would construct the Il�ad. He
would put �n h�s poem, a loquac�ous old fellow, l�ke me, and he would
call h�m Nestor. My fr�ends, �n bygone days, �n those am�able days of
yore, people marr�ed w�sely; they had a good contract, and then they
had a good carouse. As soon as Cujas had taken h�s departure,
Gamacho entered. But, �n sooth! the stomach �s an agreeable beast
wh�ch demands �ts due, and wh�ch wants to have �ts wedd�ng also.
People supped well, and had at table a beaut�ful ne�ghbor w�thout a
gu�mpe so that her throat was only moderately concealed. Oh! the
large laugh�ng mouths, and how gay we were �n those days! youth
was a bouquet; every young man term�nated �n a branch of l�lacs or
a tuft of roses; whether he was a shepherd or a warr�or; and �f, by
chance, one was a capta�n of dragoons, one found means to call
oneself Flor�an. People thought much of look�ng well. They
embro�dered and t�nted themselves. A bourgeo�s had the a�r of a
flower, a Marqu�s had the a�r of a prec�ous stone. People had no
straps to the�r boots, they had no boots. They were spruce, sh�n�ng,
waved, lustrous, flutter�ng, da�nty, coquett�sh, wh�ch d�d not at all
prevent the�r wear�ng swords by the�r s�des. The humm�ng-b�rd has
beak and claws. That was the day of the Galland Ind�es. One of the
s�des of that century was del�cate, the other was magn�f�cent; and by
the green cabbages! people amused themselves. To-day, people are
ser�ous. The bourgeo�s �s avar�c�ous, the bourgeo�se �s a prude; your
century �s unfortunate. People would dr�ve away the Graces as be�ng
too low �n the neck. Alas! beauty �s concealed as though �t were
ugl�ness. S�nce the revolut�on, everyth�ng, �nclud�ng the ballet-
dancers, has had �ts trousers; a mountebank dancer must be grave;



your r�gadoons are doctr�nar�an. It �s necessary to be majest�c.
People would be greatly annoyed �f they d�d not carry the�r ch�ns �n
the�r cravats. The �deal of an urch�n of twenty when he marr�es, �s to
resemble M. Royer-Collard. And do you know what one arr�ves at
w�th that majesty? at be�ng petty. Learn th�s: joy �s not only joyous; �t
�s great. But be �n love gayly then, what the deuce! marry, when you
marry, w�th fever and g�dd�ness, and tumult, and the uproar of
happ�ness! Be grave �n church, well and good. But, as soon as the
mass �s f�n�shed, sarpejou! you must make a dream wh�rl around the
br�de. A marr�age should be royal and ch�mer�cal; �t should
promenade �ts ceremony from the cathedral of Rhe�ms to the pagoda
of Chanteloup. I have a horror of a paltry wedd�ng. Ventregoulette!
be �n Olympus for that one day, at least. Be one of the gods. Ah!
people m�ght be sylphs. Games and Laughter, arg�rasp�des; they are
stup�ds. My fr�ends, every recently made br�degroom ought to be
Pr�nce Aldobrand�n�. Prof�t by that un�que m�nute �n l�fe to soar away
to the empyrean w�th the swans and the eagles, even �f you do have
to fall back on the morrow �nto the bourgeo�s�e of the frogs. Don’t
econom�ze on the nupt�als, do not prune them of the�r splendors;
don’t scr�mp on the day when you beam. The wedd�ng �s not the
housekeep�ng. Oh! �f I were to carry out my fancy, �t would be gallant,
v�ol�ns would be heard under the trees. Here �s my programme: sky-
blue and s�lver. I would m�ngle w�th the fest�val the rural d�v�n�t�es, I
would convoke the Dryads and the Nere�ds. The nupt�als of
Amph�tr�te, a rosy cloud, nymphs w�th well dressed locks and ent�rely
naked, an Academ�c�an offer�ng quatra�ns to the goddess, a char�ot
drawn by mar�ne monsters.
“Triton trottait devant, et tirait de sa conque
Des sons si ravissants qu’il ravissait quiconque!”65

—there’s a fest�ve programme, there’s a good one, or else I know
noth�ng of such matters, deuce take �t!”

Wh�le the grandfather, �n full lyr�cal effus�on, was l�sten�ng to
h�mself, Cosette and Mar�us grew �ntox�cated as they gazed freely at
each other.

Aunt G�llenormand surveyed all th�s w�th her �mperturbable
plac�d�ty. W�th�n the last f�ve or s�x months she had exper�enced a
certa�n amount of emot�ons. Mar�us returned, Mar�us brought back



bleed�ng, Mar�us brought back from a barr�cade, Mar�us dead, then
l�v�ng, Mar�us reconc�led, Mar�us betrothed, Mar�us wedd�ng a poor
g�rl, Mar�us wedd�ng a m�ll�ona�ress. The s�x hundred thousand
francs had been her last surpr�se. Then, her �nd�fference of a g�rl
tak�ng her f�rst commun�on returned to her. She went regularly to
serv�ce, told her beads, read her euchology, mumbled Aves �n one
corner of the house, wh�le I love you was be�ng wh�spered �n the
other, and she beheld Mar�us and Cosette �n a vague way, l�ke two
shadows. The shadow was herself.

There �s a certa�n state of �nert ascet�c�sm �n wh�ch the soul,
neutral�zed by torpor, a stranger to that wh�ch may be des�gnated as
the bus�ness of l�v�ng, rece�ves no �mpress�ons, e�ther human, or
pleasant or pa�nful, w�th the except�on of earthquakes and
catastrophes. Th�s devot�on, as Father G�llenormand sa�d to h�s
daughter, corresponds to a cold �n the head. You smell noth�ng of
l�fe. Ne�ther any bad, nor any good odor.

Moreover, the s�x hundred thousand francs had settled the elderly
sp�nster’s �ndec�s�on. Her father had acqu�red the hab�t of tak�ng her
so l�ttle �nto account, that he had not consulted her �n the matter of
consent to Mar�us’ marr�age. He had acted �mpetuously, accord�ng to
h�s wont, hav�ng, a despot-turned slave, but a s�ngle thought,—to
sat�sfy Mar�us. As for the aunt,—�t had not even occurred to h�m that
the aunt ex�sted, and that she could have an op�n�on of her own,
and, sheep as she was, th�s had vexed her. Somewhat resentful �n
her �nmost soul, but �mpass�ble externally, she had sa�d to herself:
“My father has settled the quest�on of the marr�age w�thout reference
to me; I shall settle the quest�on of the �nher�tance w�thout consult�ng
h�m.” She was r�ch, �n fact, and her father was not. She had reserved
her dec�s�on on th�s po�nt. It �s probable that, had the match been a
poor one, she would have left h�m poor. “So much the worse for my
nephew! he �s wedd�ng a beggar, let h�m be a beggar h�mself!” But
Cosette’s half-m�ll�on pleased the aunt, and altered her �nward
s�tuat�on so far as th�s pa�r of lovers were concerned. One owes
some cons�derat�on to s�x hundred thousand francs, and �t was
ev�dent that she could not do otherw�se than leave her fortune to
these young people, s�nce they d�d not need �t.



It was arranged that the couple should l�ve w�th the grandfather—
M. G�llenormand �ns�sted on res�gn�ng to them h�s chamber, the
f�nest �n the house. “That w�ll make me young aga�n,” he sa�d. “It’s an
old plan of m�ne. I have always enterta�ned the �dea of hav�ng a
wedd�ng �n my chamber.”

He furn�shed th�s chamber w�th a mult�tude of elegant tr�fles. He
had the ce�l�ng and walls hung w�th an extraord�nary stuff, wh�ch he
had by h�m �n the p�ece, and wh�ch he bel�eved to have emanated
from Utrecht w�th a buttercup-colored sat�n ground, covered w�th
velvet aur�cula blossoms.—“It was w�th that stuff,” sa�d he, “that the
bed of the Duchesse d’Anv�lle at la Roche-Guyon was draped.”—On
the ch�mney-p�ece, he set a l�ttle f�gure �n Saxe porcela�n, carry�ng a
muff aga�nst her nude stomach.

M. G�llenormand’s l�brary became the lawyer’s study, wh�ch Mar�us
needed; a study, �t w�ll be remembered, be�ng requ�red by the counc�l
of the order.



CHAPTER VII—THE EFFECTS OF
DREAMS MINGLED WITH HAPPINESS

The lovers saw each other every day. Cosette came w�th M.
Fauchelevent.—“Th�s �s revers�ng th�ngs,” sa�d Mademo�selle
G�llenormand, “to have the br�de come to the house to do the
court�ng l�ke th�s.” But Mar�us’ convalescence had caused the hab�t
to become establ�shed, and the armcha�rs of the Rue des F�lles-du-
Calva�re, better adapted to �nterv�ews than the straw cha�rs of the
Rue de l’Homme Armé, had rooted �t. Mar�us and M. Fauchelevent
saw each other, but d�d not address each other. It seemed as though
th�s had been agreed upon. Every g�rl needs a chaperon. Cosette
could not have come w�thout M. Fauchelevent. In Mar�us’ eyes, M.
Fauchelevent was the cond�t�on attached to Cosette. He accepted �t.
By d�nt of d�scuss�ng pol�t�cal matters, vaguely and w�thout prec�s�on,
from the po�nt of v�ew of the general amel�orat�on of the fate of all
men, they came to say a l�ttle more than “yes” and “no.” Once, on the
subject of educat�on, wh�ch Mar�us w�shed to have free and
obl�gatory, mult�pl�ed under all forms lav�shed on every one, l�ke the
a�r and the sun �n a word, resp�rable for the ent�re populat�on, they
were �n un�son, and they almost conversed. M. Fauchelevent talked
well, and even w�th a certa�n loft�ness of language—st�ll he lacked
someth�ng �ndescr�bable. M. Fauchelevent possessed someth�ng
less and also someth�ng more, than a man of the world.

Mar�us, �nwardly, and �n the depths of h�s thought, surrounded w�th
all sorts of mute quest�ons th�s M. Fauchelevent, who was to h�m
s�mply benevolent and cold. There were moments when doubts as to
h�s own recollect�ons occurred to h�m. There was a vo�d �n h�s
memory, a black spot, an abyss excavated by four months of agony.
—Many th�ngs had been lost there�n. He had come to the po�nt of



ask�ng h�mself whether �t were really a fact that he had seen M.
Fauchelevent, so ser�ous and so calm a man, �n the barr�cade.

Th�s was not, however, the only stupor wh�ch the appar�t�ons and
the d�sappearances of the past had left �n h�s m�nd. It must not be
supposed that he was del�vered from all those obsess�ons of the
memory wh�ch force us, even when happy, even when sat�sf�ed, to
glance sadly beh�nd us. The head wh�ch does not turn backwards
towards hor�zons that have van�shed conta�ns ne�ther thought nor
love. At t�mes, Mar�us clasped h�s face between h�s hands, and the
vague and tumultuous past traversed the tw�l�ght wh�ch re�gned �n h�s
bra�n. Aga�n he beheld Mabeuf fall, he heard Gavroche s�ng�ng am�d
the grape-shot, he felt beneath h�s l�ps the cold brow of Épon�ne;
Enjolras, Courfeyrac, Jean Prouva�re, Combeferre, Bossuet,
Granta�re, all h�s fr�ends rose erect before h�m, then d�spersed �nto
th�n a�r. Were all those dear, sorrowful, val�ant, charm�ng or trag�c
be�ngs merely dreams? had they actually ex�sted? The revolt had
enveloped everyth�ng �n �ts smoke. These great fevers create great
dreams. He quest�oned h�mself; he felt h�mself; all these van�shed
real�t�es made h�m d�zzy. Where were they all then? was �t really true
that all were dead? A fall �nto the shadows had carr�ed off all except
h�mself. It all seemed to h�m to have d�sappeared as though beh�nd
the curta�n of a theatre. There are curta�ns l�ke th�s wh�ch drop �n l�fe.
God passes on to the follow�ng act.

And he h�mself—was he actually the same man? He, the poor
man, was r�ch; he, the abandoned, had a fam�ly; he, the despa�r�ng,
was to marry Cosette. It seemed to h�m that he had traversed a
tomb, and that he had entered �nto �t black and had emerged from �t
wh�te, and �n that tomb the others had rema�ned. At certa�n
moments, all these be�ngs of the past, returned and present, formed
a c�rcle around h�m, and overshadowed h�m; then he thought of
Cosette, and recovered h�s seren�ty; but noth�ng less than th�s fel�c�ty
could have suff�ced to efface that catastrophe.

M. Fauchelevent almost occup�ed a place among these van�shed
be�ngs. Mar�us hes�tated to bel�eve that the Fauchelevent of the
barr�cade was the same as th�s Fauchelevent �n flesh and blood,
s�tt�ng so gravely bes�de Cosette. The f�rst was, probably, one of



those n�ghtmares occas�oned and brought back by h�s hours of
del�r�um. However, the natures of both men were r�g�d, no quest�on
from Mar�us to M. Fauchelevent was poss�ble. Such an �dea had not
even occurred to h�m. We have already �nd�cated th�s character�st�c
deta�l.

Two men who have a secret �n common, and who, by a sort of
tac�t agreement, exchange not a word on the subject, are less rare
than �s commonly supposed.

Once only, d�d Mar�us make the attempt. He �ntroduced �nto the
conversat�on the Rue de la Chanvrer�e, and, turn�ng to M.
Fauchelevent, he sa�d to h�m:

“Of course, you are acqua�nted w�th that street?”
“What street?”
“The Rue de la Chanvrer�e.”
“I have no �dea of the name of that street,” repl�ed M.

Fauchelevent, �n the most natural manner �n the world.
The response wh�ch bore upon the name of the street and not

upon the street �tself, appeared to Mar�us to be more conclus�ve than
�t really was.

“Dec�dedly,” thought he, “I have been dream�ng. I have been
subject to a halluc�nat�on. It was some one who resembled h�m. M.
Fauchelevent was not there.”’



CHAPTER VIII—TWO MEN
IMPOSSIBLE TO FIND

Mar�us’ enchantment, great as �t was, could not efface from h�s
m�nd other pre-occupat�ons.

Wh�le the wedd�ng was �n preparat�on, and wh�le awa�t�ng the date
f�xed upon, he caused d�ff�cult and scrupulous retrospect�ve
researches to be made.

He owed grat�tude �n var�ous quarters; he owed �t on h�s father’s
account, he owed �t on h�s own.

There was Thénard�er; there was the unknown man who had
brought h�m, Mar�us, back to M. G�llenormand.

Mar�us endeavored to f�nd these two men, not �ntend�ng to marry,
to be happy, and to forget them, and fear�ng that, were these debts
of grat�tude not d�scharged, they would leave a shadow on h�s l�fe,
wh�ch prom�sed so br�ghtly for the future.

It was �mposs�ble for h�m to leave all these arrears of suffer�ng
beh�nd h�m, and he w�shed, before enter�ng joyously �nto the future,
to obta�n a qu�ttance from the past.

That Thénard�er was a v�lla�n detracted noth�ng from the fact that
he had saved Colonel Pontmercy. Thénard�er was a ruff�an �n the
eyes of all the world except Mar�us.

And Mar�us, �gnorant of the real scene �n the battle f�eld of
Waterloo, was not aware of the pecul�ar deta�l, that h�s father, so far
as Thénard�er was concerned was �n the strange pos�t�on of be�ng
�ndebted to the latter for h�s l�fe, w�thout be�ng �ndebted to h�m for
any grat�tude.

None of the var�ous agents whom Mar�us employed succeeded �n
d�scover�ng any trace of Thénard�er. Obl�terat�on appeared to be
complete �n that quarter. Madame Thénard�er had d�ed �n pr�son



pend�ng the tr�al. Thénard�er and h�s daughter Azelma, the only two
rema�n�ng of that lamentable group, had plunged back �nto the
gloom. The gulf of the soc�al unknown had s�lently closed above
those be�ngs. On the surface there was not v�s�ble so much as that
qu�ver, that trembl�ng, those obscure concentr�c c�rcles wh�ch
announce that someth�ng has fallen �n, and that the plummet may be
dropped.

Madame Thénard�er be�ng dead, Boulatruelle be�ng el�m�nated
from the case, Claquesous hav�ng d�sappeared, the pr�nc�pal
persons accused hav�ng escaped from pr�son, the tr�al connected
w�th the ambush �n the Gorbeau house had come to noth�ng.

That affa�r had rema�ned rather obscure. The bench of Ass�zes
had been obl�ged to content themselves w�th two subord�nates.
Panchaud, al�as Pr�ntan�er, al�as B�grena�lle, and Dem�-L�ard, al�as
Deux-M�ll�ards, who had been �ncons�stently condemned, after a
hear�ng of both s�des of the case, to ten years �n the galleys. Hard
labor for l�fe had been the sentence pronounced aga�nst the escaped
and contumac�ous accompl�ces.

Thénard�er, the head and leader, had been, through contumacy,
l�kew�se condemned to death.

Th�s sentence was the only �nformat�on rema�n�ng about
Thénard�er, cast�ng upon that bur�ed name �ts s�n�ster l�ght l�ke a
candle bes�de a b�er.

Moreover, by thrust�ng Thénard�er back �nto the very remotest
depths, through a fear of be�ng re-captured, th�s sentence added to
the dens�ty of the shadows wh�ch enveloped th�s man.

As for the other person, as for the unknown man who had saved
Mar�us, the researches were at f�rst to some extent successful, then
came to an abrupt conclus�on. They succeeded �n f�nd�ng the
carr�age wh�ch had brought Mar�us to the Rue des F�lles-du-Calva�re
on the even�ng of the 6th of June.

The coachman declared that, on the 6th of June, �n obed�ence to
the commands of a pol�ce-agent, he had stood from three o’clock �n
the afternoon unt�l n�ghtfall on the Qua� des Champs-Élysées, above
the outlet of the Grand Sewer; that, towards n�ne o’clock �n the
even�ng, the grat�ng of the sewer, wh�ch abuts on the bank of the



r�ver, had opened; that a man had emerged therefrom, bear�ng on
h�s shoulders another man, who seemed to be dead; that the agent,
who was on the watch at that po�nt, had arrested the l�v�ng man and
had se�zed the dead man; that, at the order of the pol�ce-agent, he,
the coachman, had taken “all those folks” �nto h�s carr�age; that they
had f�rst dr�ven to the Rue des F�lles-du-Calva�re; that they had there
depos�ted the dead man; that the dead man was Mons�eur Mar�us,
and that he, the coachman, recogn�zed h�m perfectly, although he
was al�ve “th�s t�me”; that afterwards, they had entered the veh�cle
aga�n, that he had wh�pped up h�s horses; a few paces from the gate
of the Arch�ves, they had called to h�m to halt; that there, �n the
street, they had pa�d h�m and left h�m, and that the pol�ce-agent had
led the other man away; that he knew noth�ng more; that the n�ght
had been very dark.

Mar�us, as we have sa�d, recalled noth�ng. He only remembered
that he had been se�zed from beh�nd by an energet�c hand at the
moment when he was fall�ng backwards �nto the barr�cade; then,
everyth�ng van�shed so far as he was concerned.

He had only rega�ned consc�ousness at M. G�llenormand’s.
He was lost �n conjectures.
He could not doubt h�s own �dent�ty. St�ll, how had �t come to pass

that, hav�ng fallen �n the Rue de la Chanvrer�e, he had been p�cked
up by the pol�ce-agent on the banks of the Se�ne, near the Pont des
Inval�des?

Some one had carr�ed h�m from the Quart�er des Halles to the
Champs-Élysées. And how? Through the sewer. Unheard-of
devot�on!

Some one? Who?
Th�s was the man for whom Mar�us was search�ng.
Of th�s man, who was h�s sav�or, noth�ng; not a trace; not the

fa�ntest �nd�cat�on.
Mar�us, although forced to preserve great reserve, �n that d�rect�on,

pushed h�s �nqu�r�es as far as the prefecture of pol�ce. There, no
more than elsewhere, d�d the �nformat�on obta�ned lead to any
enl�ghtenment.



The prefecture knew less about the matter than d�d the hackney-
coachman. They had no knowledge of any arrest hav�ng been made
on the 6th of June at the mouth of the Grand Sewer.

No report of any agent had been rece�ved there upon th�s matter,
wh�ch was regarded at the prefecture as a fable. The �nvent�on of
th�s fable was attr�buted to the coachman.

A coachman who wants a gratu�ty �s capable of anyth�ng, even of
�mag�nat�on. The fact was assured, nevertheless, and Mar�us could
not doubt �t, unless he doubted h�s own �dent�ty, as we have just
sa�d.

Everyth�ng about th�s s�ngular en�gma was �nexpl�cable.
What had become of that man, that myster�ous man, whom the

coachman had seen emerge from the grat�ng of the Grand Sewer
bear�ng upon h�s back the unconsc�ous Mar�us, and whom the
pol�ce-agent on the watch had arrested �n the very act of rescu�ng an
�nsurgent? What had become of the agent h�mself?

Why had th�s agent preserved s�lence? Had the man succeeded �n
mak�ng h�s escape? Had he br�bed the agent? Why d�d th�s man g�ve
no s�gn of l�fe to Mar�us, who owed everyth�ng to h�m? H�s
d�s�nterestedness was no less tremendous than h�s devot�on. Why
had not that man appeared aga�n? Perhaps he was above
compensat�on, but no one �s above grat�tude. Was he dead? Who
was the man? What sort of a face had he? No one could tell h�m th�s.

The coachman answered: “The n�ght was very dark.” Basque and
N�colette, all �n a flutter, had looked only at the�r young master all
covered w�th blood.

The porter, whose candle had l�ghted the trag�c arr�val of Mar�us,
had been the only one to take note of the man �n quest�on, and th�s
�s the descr�pt�on that he gave:

“That man was terr�ble.”
Mar�us had the blood-sta�ned cloth�ng wh�ch he had worn when he

had been brought back to h�s grandfather preserved, �n the hope that
�t would prove of serv�ce �n h�s researches.

On exam�n�ng the coat, �t was found that one sk�rt had been torn �n
a s�ngular way. A p�ece was m�ss�ng.



One even�ng, Mar�us was speak�ng �n the presence of Cosette and
Jean Valjean of the whole of that s�ngular adventure, of the
�nnumerable �nqu�r�es wh�ch he had made, and of the fru�tlessness of
h�s efforts. The cold countenance of “Mons�eur Fauchelevent”
angered h�m.

He excla�med, w�th a v�vac�ty wh�ch had someth�ng of wrath �n �t:
“Yes, that man, whoever he may have been, was subl�me. Do you

know what he d�d, s�r? He �ntervened l�ke an archangel. He must
have flung h�mself �nto the m�dst of the battle, have stolen me away,
have opened the sewer, have dragged me �nto �t and have carr�ed
me through �t! He must have traversed more than a league and a
half �n those fr�ghtful subterranean galler�es, bent over, we�ghed
down, �n the dark, �n the cesspool,—more than a league and a half,
s�r, w�th a corpse upon h�s back! And w�th what object? W�th the sole
object of sav�ng the corpse. And that corpse I was. He sa�d to
h�mself: ‘There may st�ll be a gl�mpse of l�fe there, perchance; I w�ll
r�sk my own ex�stence for that m�serable spark!’ And h�s ex�stence he
r�sked not once but twenty t�mes! And every step was a danger. The
proof of �t �s, that on emerg�ng from the sewer, he was arrested. Do
you know, s�r, that that man d�d all th�s? And he had no recompense
to expect. What was I? An �nsurgent. What was I? One of the
conquered. Oh! �f Cosette’s s�x hundred thousand francs were
m�ne….”

“They are yours,” �nterrupted Jean Valjean.
“Well,” resumed Mar�us, “I would g�ve them all to f�nd that man

once more.”
Jean Valjean rema�ned s�lent.



BOOK SIXTH—THE SLEEPLESS
NIGHT



CHAPTER I—THE 16TH OF
FEBRUARY, 1833

The n�ght of the 16th to the 17th of February, 1833, was a blessed
n�ght. Above �ts shadows heaven stood open. It was the wedd�ng
n�ght of Mar�us and Cosette.

The day had been adorable.
It had not been the grand fest�val dreamed by the grandfather, a

fa�ry spectacle, w�th a confus�on of cherub�m and Cup�ds over the
heads of the br�dal pa�r, a marr�age worthy to form the subject of a
pa�nt�ng to be placed over a door; but �t had been sweet and sm�l�ng.

The manner of marr�age �n 1833 was not the same as �t �s to-day.
France had not yet borrowed from England that supreme del�cacy of
carry�ng off one’s w�fe, of flee�ng, on com�ng out of church, of h�d�ng
oneself w�th shame from one’s happ�ness, and of comb�n�ng the
ways of a bankrupt w�th the del�ghts of the Song of Songs. People
had not yet grasped to the full the chast�ty, exqu�s�teness, and
decency of jolt�ng the�r parad�se �n a post�ng-cha�se, of break�ng up
the�r mystery w�th cl�c-clacs, of tak�ng for a nupt�al bed the bed of an
�nn, and of leav�ng beh�nd them, �n a commonplace chamber, at so
much a n�ght, the most sacred of the souven�rs of l�fe m�ngled pell-
mell w�th the tête-à-tête of the conductor of the d�l�gence and the
ma�d-servant of the �nn.

In th�s second half of the n�neteenth century �n wh�ch we are now
l�v�ng, the mayor and h�s scarf, the pr�est and h�s chasuble, the law
and God no longer suff�ce; they must be eked out by the Post�l�on de
Lonjumeau; a blue wa�stcoat turned up w�th red, and w�th bell
buttons, a plaque l�ke a vantbrace, knee-breeches of green leather,
oaths to the Norman horses w�th the�r ta�ls knotted up, false
galloons, varn�shed hat, long powdered locks, an enormous wh�p
and tall boots. France does not yet carry elegance to the length of



do�ng l�ke the Engl�sh nob�l�ty, and ra�n�ng down on the post-cha�se of
the br�dal pa�r a ha�l storm of sl�ppers trodden down at heel and of
worn-out shoes, �n memory of Church�ll, afterwards Marlborough, or
Malbrouck, who was assa�led on h�s wedd�ng-day by the wrath of an
aunt wh�ch brought h�m good luck. Old shoes and sl�ppers do not, as
yet, form a part of our nupt�al celebrat�ons; but pat�ence, as good
taste cont�nues to spread, we shall come to that.

In 1833, a hundred years ago, marr�age was not conducted at a
full trot.

Strange to say, at that epoch, people st�ll �mag�ned that a wedd�ng
was a pr�vate and soc�al fest�val, that a patr�archal banquet does not
spo�l a domest�c solemn�ty, that gayety, even �n excess, prov�ded �t
be honest, and decent, does happ�ness no harm, and that, �n short, �t
�s a good and a venerable th�ng that the fus�on of these two dest�n�es
whence a fam�ly �s dest�ned to spr�ng, should beg�n at home, and
that the household should thenceforth have �ts nupt�al chamber as �ts
w�tness.

And people were so �mmodest as to marry �n the�r own homes.
The marr�age took place, therefore, �n accordance w�th th�s now

superannuated fash�on, at M. G�llenormand’s house.
Natural and commonplace as th�s matter of marry�ng �s, the banns

to publ�sh, the papers to be drawn up, the mayoralty, and the church
produce some compl�cat�on. They could not get ready before the
16th of February.

Now, we note th�s deta�l, for the pure sat�sfact�on of be�ng exact, �t
chanced that the 16th fell on Shrove Tuesday. Hes�tat�ons, scruples,
part�cularly on the part of Aunt G�llenormand.

“Shrove Tuesday!” excla�med the grandfather, “so much the better.
There �s a proverb:
“‘Mariage un Mardi gras
N’aura point enfants ingrats.‘66

Let us proceed. Here goes for the 16th! Do you want to delay,
Mar�us?”

“No, certa�nly not!” repl�ed the lover.
“Let us marry, then,” cr�ed the grandfather.



Accord�ngly, the marr�age took place on the 16th, notw�thstand�ng
the publ�c merrymak�ng. It ra�ned that day, but there �s always �n the
sky a t�ny scrap of blue at the serv�ce of happ�ness, wh�ch lovers
see, even when the rest of creat�on �s under an umbrella.

On the preced�ng even�ng, Jean Valjean handed to Mar�us, �n the
presence of M. G�llenormand, the f�ve hundred and e�ghty-four
thousand francs.

As the marr�age was tak�ng place under the rég�me of commun�ty
of property, the papers had been s�mple.

Henceforth, Toussa�nt was of no use to Jean Valjean; Cosette
�nher�ted her and promoted her to the rank of lady’s ma�d.

As for Jean Valjean, a beaut�ful chamber �n the G�llenormand
house had been furn�shed expressly for h�m, and Cosette had sa�d to
h�m �n such an �rres�st�ble manner: “Father, I entreat you,” that she
had almost persuaded h�m to prom�se that he would come and
occupy �t.

A few days before that f�xed on for the marr�age, an acc�dent
happened to Jean Valjean; he crushed the thumb of h�s r�ght hand.
Th�s was not a ser�ous matter; and he had not allowed any one to
trouble h�mself about �t, nor to dress �t, nor even to see h�s hurt, not
even Cosette. Nevertheless, th�s had forced h�m to swathe h�s hand
�n a l�nen bandage, and to carry h�s arm �n a sl�ng, and had
prevented h�s s�gn�ng. M. G�llenormand, �n h�s capac�ty of Cosette’s
superv�s�ng-guard�an, had suppl�ed h�s place.

We w�ll not conduct the reader e�ther to the mayor’s off�ce or to the
church. One does not follow a pa�r of lovers to that extent, and one �s
accustomed to turn one’s back on the drama as soon as �t puts a
wedd�ng nosegay �n �ts buttonhole. We w�ll conf�ne ourselves to
not�ng an �nc�dent wh�ch, though unnot�ced by the wedd�ng party,
marked the trans�t from the Rue des F�lles-du-Calva�re to the church
of Sa�nt-Paul.

At that epoch, the northern extrem�ty of the Rue Sa�nt-Lou�s was �n
process of repav�ng. It was barred off, beg�nn�ng w�th the Rue du
Parc-Royal. It was �mposs�ble for the wedd�ng carr�ages to go
d�rectly to Sa�nt-Paul. They were obl�ged to alter the�r course, and
the s�mplest way was to turn through the boulevard. One of the



�nv�ted guests observed that �t was Shrove Tuesday, and that there
would be a jam of veh�cles.—“Why?” asked M. G�llenormand
—“Because of the maskers.”—“Cap�tal,” sa�d the grandfather, “let us
go that way. These young folks are on the way to be marr�ed; they
are about to enter the ser�ous part of l�fe. Th�s w�ll prepare them for
see�ng a b�t of the masquerade.”

They went by way of the boulevard. The f�rst wedd�ng coach held
Cosette and Aunt G�llenormand, M. G�llenormand and Jean Valjean.
Mar�us, st�ll separated from h�s betrothed accord�ng to usage, d�d not
come unt�l the second. The nupt�al tra�n, on emerg�ng from the Rue
des F�lles-du-Calva�re, became entangled �n a long process�on of
veh�cles wh�ch formed an endless cha�n from the Madele�ne to the
Bast�lle, and from the Bast�lle to the Madele�ne. Maskers abounded
on the boulevard. In sp�te of the fact that �t was ra�n�ng at �ntervals,
Merry-Andrew, Pantaloon and Clown pers�sted. In the good humor of
that w�nter of 1833, Par�s had d�sgu�sed �tself as Ven�ce. Such
Shrove Tuesdays are no longer to be seen nowadays. Everyth�ng
wh�ch ex�sts be�ng a scattered Carn�val, there �s no longer any
Carn�val.

The s�dewalks were overflow�ng w�th pedestr�ans and the w�ndows
w�th cur�ous spectators. The terraces wh�ch crown the per�styles of
the theatres were bordered w�th spectators. Bes�des the maskers,
they stared at that process�on—pecul�ar to Shrove Tuesday as to
Longchamps,—of veh�cles of every descr�pt�on, c�tad�nes,
tap�ss�ères, car�oles, cabr�olets march�ng �n order, r�gorously r�veted
to each other by the pol�ce regulat�ons, and locked �nto ra�ls, as �t
were. Any one �n these veh�cles �s at once a spectator and a
spectacle. Pol�ce sergeants ma�nta�ned, on the s�des of the
boulevard, these two �nterm�nable parallel f�les, mov�ng �n contrary
d�rect�ons, and saw to �t that noth�ng �nterfered w�th that double
current, those two brooks of carr�ages, flow�ng, the one downstream,
the other upstream, the one towards the Chaussée d’Ant�n, the other
towards the Faubourg Sa�nt-Anto�ne. The carr�ages of the peers of
France and of the Ambassadors, emblazoned w�th coats of arms,
held the m�ddle of the way, go�ng and com�ng freely. Certa�n joyous
and magn�f�cent tra�ns, notably that of the Bœuf Gras, had the same
pr�v�lege. In th�s gayety of Par�s, England cracked her wh�p; Lord



Seymour’s post-cha�se, harassed by a n�ckname from the populace,
passed w�th great no�se.

In the double f�le, along wh�ch the mun�c�pal guards galloped l�ke
sheep-dogs, honest fam�ly coaches, loaded down w�th great-aunts
and grandmothers, d�splayed at the�r doors fresh groups of ch�ldren
�n d�sgu�se, Clowns of seven years of age, Columb�nes of s�x,
rav�sh�ng l�ttle creatures, who felt that they formed an off�c�al part of
the publ�c m�rth, who were �mbued w�th the d�gn�ty of the�r
harlequ�nade, and who possessed the grav�ty of funct�onar�es.

From t�me to t�me, a h�tch arose somewhere �n the process�on of
veh�cles; one or other of the two lateral f�les halted unt�l the knot was
d�sentangled; one carr�age delayed suff�ced to paralyze the whole
l�ne. Then they set out aga�n on the march.

The wedd�ng carr�ages were �n the f�le proceed�ng towards the
Bast�lle, and sk�rt�ng the r�ght s�de of the Boulevard. At the top of the
Pont-aux-Choux, there was a stoppage. Nearly at the same moment,
the other f�le, wh�ch was proceed�ng towards the Madele�ne, halted
also. At that po�nt of the f�le there was a carr�age-load of maskers.

These carr�ages, or to speak more correctly, these wagon-loads of
maskers are very fam�l�ar to Par�s�ans. If they were m�ss�ng on a
Shrove Tuesday, or at the M�d-Lent, �t would be taken �n bad part,
and people would say: “There’s someth�ng beh�nd that. Probably the
m�n�stry �s about to undergo a change.” A p�le of Cassandras,
Harlequ�ns and Columb�nes, jolted along h�gh above the passers-by,
all poss�ble grotesquenesses, from the Turk to the savage, Hercules
support�ng Marqu�ses, f�shw�ves who would have made Rabela�s
stop up h�s ears just as the Mænads made Ar�stophanes drop h�s
eyes, tow w�gs, p�nk t�ghts, dand�f�ed hats, spectacles of a gr�macer,
three-cornered hats of Janot tormented w�th a butterfly, shouts
d�rected at pedestr�ans, f�sts on h�ps, bold att�tudes, bare shoulders,
�mmodesty uncha�ned; a chaos of shamelessness dr�ven by a
coachman crowned w�th flowers; th�s �s what that �nst�tut�on was l�ke.

Greece stood �n need of the char�ot of Thesp�s, France stands �n
need of the hackney-coach of Vadé.

Everyth�ng can be parod�ed, even parody. The Saturnal�a, that
gr�mace of ant�que beauty, ends, through exaggerat�on after



exaggerat�on, �n Shrove Tuesday; and the Bacchanal, formerly
crowned w�th sprays of v�ne leaves and grapes, �nundated w�th
sunsh�ne, d�splay�ng her marble breast �n a d�v�ne sem�-nud�ty,
hav�ng at the present day lost her shape under the soaked rags of
the North, has f�nally come to be called the Jack-pudd�ng.

The trad�t�on of carr�age-loads of maskers runs back to the most
anc�ent days of the monarchy. The accounts of Lou�s XI. allot to the
ba�l�ff of the palace “twenty sous, Tourno�s, for three coaches of
mascarades �n the crossroads.” In our day, these no�sy heaps of
creatures are accustomed to have themselves dr�ven �n some
anc�ent cuckoo carr�age, whose �mper�al they load down, or they
overwhelm a h�red landau, w�th �ts top thrown back, w�th the�r
tumultuous groups. Twenty of them r�de �n a carr�age �ntended for
s�x. They cl�ng to the seats, to the rumble, on the cheeks of the hood,
on the shafts. They even bestr�de the carr�age lamps. They stand,
s�t, l�e, w�th the�r knees drawn up �n a knot, and the�r legs hang�ng.
The women s�t on the men’s laps. Far away, above the throng of
heads, the�r w�ld pyram�d �s v�s�ble. These carr�age-loads form
mounta�ns of m�rth �n the m�dst of the rout. Collé, Panard and P�ron
flow from �t, enr�ched w�th slang. Th�s carr�age wh�ch has become
colossal through �ts fre�ght, has an a�r of conquest. Uproar re�gns �n
front, tumult beh�nd. People voc�ferate, shout, howl, there they break
forth and wr�the w�th enjoyment; gayety roars; sarcasm flames forth,
jov�al�ty �s flaunted l�ke a red flag; two jades there drag farce
blossomed forth �nto an apotheos�s; �t �s the tr�umphal car of laughter.

A laughter that �s too cyn�cal to be frank. In truth, th�s laughter �s
susp�c�ous. Th�s laughter has a m�ss�on. It �s charged w�th prov�ng
the Carn�val to the Par�s�ans.

These f�shw�fe veh�cles, �n wh�ch one feels one knows not what
shadows, set the ph�losopher to th�nk�ng. There �s government
there�n. There one lays one’s f�nger on a myster�ous aff�n�ty between
publ�c men and publ�c women.

It certa�nly �s sad that turp�tude heaped up should g�ve a sum total
of gayety, that by p�l�ng �gnom�ny upon opprobr�um the people should
be ent�ced, that the system of spy�ng, and serv�ng as caryat�ds to
prost�tut�on should amuse the rabble when �t confronts them, that the



crowd loves to behold that monstrous l�v�ng p�le of t�nsel rags, half
dung, half l�ght, roll by on four wheels howl�ng and laugh�ng, that
they should clap the�r hands at th�s glory composed of all shames,
that there would be no fest�val for the populace, d�d not the pol�ce
promenade �n the�r m�dst these sorts of twenty-headed hydras of joy.
But what can be done about �t? These be-r�bboned and be-flowered
tumbr�ls of m�re are �nsulted and pardoned by the laughter of the
publ�c. The laughter of all �s the accompl�ce of un�versal degradat�on.
Certa�n unhealthy fest�vals d�saggregate the people and convert
them �nto the populace. And populaces, l�ke tyrants, requ�re
buffoons. The K�ng has Roquelaure, the populace has the Merry-
Andrew. Par�s �s a great, mad c�ty on every occas�on that �t �s a great
subl�me c�ty. There the Carn�val forms part of pol�t�cs. Par�s,—let us
confess �t—w�ll�ngly allows �nfamy to furn�sh �t w�th comedy. She only
demands of her masters—when she has masters—one th�ng: “Pa�nt
me the mud.” Rome was of the same m�nd. She loved Nero. Nero
was a t�tan�c l�ghterman.

Chance orda�ned, as we have just sa�d, that one of these
shapeless clusters of masked men and women, dragged about on a
vast calash, should halt on the left of the boulevard, wh�le the
wedd�ng tra�n halted on the r�ght. The carr�age-load of masks caught
s�ght of the wedd�ng carr�age conta�n�ng the br�dal party oppos�te
them on the other s�de of the boulevard.

“Hullo!” sa�d a masker, “here’s a wedd�ng.”
“A sham wedd�ng,” retorted another. “We are the genu�ne art�cle.”
And, be�ng too far off to accost the wedd�ng party, and fear�ng

also, the rebuke of the pol�ce, the two maskers turned the�r eyes
elsewhere.

At the end of another m�nute, the carr�age-load of maskers had
the�r hands full, the mult�tude set to yell�ng, wh�ch �s the crowd’s
caress to masquerades; and the two maskers who had just spoken
had to face the throng w�th the�r comrades, and d�d not f�nd the ent�re
repertory of project�les of the f�shmarkets too extens�ve to retort to
the enormous verbal attacks of the populace. A fr�ghtful exchange of
metaphors took place between the maskers and the crowd.



In the meanwh�le, two other maskers �n the same carr�age, a
Span�ard w�th an enormous nose, an elderly a�r, and huge black
moustache, and a gaunt f�shw�fe, who was qu�te a young g�rl,
masked w�th a loup,67 had also not�ced the wedd�ng, and wh�le the�r
compan�ons and the passers-by were exchang�ng �nsults, they had
held a d�alogue �n a low vo�ce.

The�r as�de was covered by the tumult and was lost �n �t. The gusts
of ra�n had drenched the front of the veh�cle, wh�ch was w�de open;
the breezes of February are not warm; as the f�shw�fe, clad �n a low-
necked gown, repl�ed to the Span�ard, she sh�vered, laughed and
coughed.

Here �s the�r d�alogue:
“Say, now.”
“What, daddy?”
“Do you see that old cove?”
“What old cove?”
“Yonder, �n the f�rst wedd�ng-cart, on our s�de.”
“The one w�th h�s arm hung up �n a black cravat?”
“Yes.”
“Well?”
“I’m sure that I know h�m.”
“Ah!”
“I’m w�ll�ng that they should cut my throat, and I’m ready to swear

that I never sa�d e�ther you, thou, or I, �n my l�fe, �f I don’t know that
Par�s�an.” [pant�no�s.]

“Par�s �n Pant�n to-day.”
“Can you see the br�de �f you stoop down?”
“No.”
“And the br�degroom?”
“There’s no br�degroom �n that trap.”
“Bah!”
“Unless �t’s the old fellow.”
“Try to get a s�ght of the br�de by stoop�ng very low.”



“I can’t.”
“Never m�nd, that old cove who has someth�ng the matter w�th h�s

paw I know, and that I’m pos�t�ve.”
“And what good does �t do to know h�m?”
“No one can tell. Somet�mes �t does!”
“I don’t care a hang for old fellows, that I don’t!”
“I know h�m.”
“Know h�m, �f you want to.”
“How the dev�l does he come to be one of the wedd�ng party?”
“We are �n �t, too.”
“Where does that wedd�ng come from?”
“How should I know?”
“L�sten.”
“Well, what?”
“There’s one th�ng you ought to do.”
“What’s that?”
“Get off of our trap and sp�n that wedd�ng.”
“What for?”
“To f�nd out where �t goes, and what �t �s. Hurry up and jump down,

trot, my g�rl, your legs are young.”
“I can’t qu�t the veh�cle.”
“Why not?”
“I’m h�red.”
“Ah, the dev�l!”
“I owe my f�shw�fe day to the prefecture.”
“That’s true.”
“If I leave the cart, the f�rst �nspector who gets h�s eye on me w�ll

arrest me. You know that well enough.”
“Yes, I do.”
“I’m bought by the government for to-day.”
“All the same, that old fellow bothers me.”



“Do the old fellows bother you? But you’re not a young g�rl.”
“He’s �n the f�rst carr�age.”
“Well?”
“In the br�de’s trap.”
“What then?”
“So he �s the father.”
“What concern �s that of m�ne?”
“I tell you that he’s the father.”
“As �f he were the only father.”
“L�sten.”
“What?”
“I can’t go out otherw�se than masked. Here I’m concealed, no one

knows that I’m here. But to-morrow, there w�ll be no more maskers.
It’s Ash Wednesday. I run the r�sk of be�ng nabbed. I must sneak
back �nto my hole. But you are free.”

“Not part�cularly.”
“More than I am, at any rate.”
“Well, what of that?”
“You must try to f�nd out where that wedd�ng party went to.”
“Where �t went?”
“Yes.”
“I know.”
“Where �s �t go�ng then?”
“To the Cadran-Bleu.”
“In the f�rst place, �t’s not �n that d�rect�on.”
“Well! to la Rapée.”
“Or elsewhere.”
“It’s free. Wedd�ng part�es are at l�berty.”
“That’s not the po�nt at all. I tell you that you must try to learn for

me what that wedd�ng �s, who that old cove belongs to, and where
that wedd�ng pa�r l�ves.”



“I l�ke that! that would be queer. It’s so easy to f�nd out a wedd�ng
party that passed through the street on a Shrove Tuesday, a week
afterwards. A p�n �n a hay-mow! It a�n’t poss�ble!”

“That don’t matter. You must try. You understand me, Azelma.”
The two f�les resumed the�r movement on both s�des of the

boulevard, �n oppos�te d�rect�ons, and the carr�age of the maskers
lost s�ght of the “trap” of the br�de.



CHAPTER II—JEAN VALJEAN STILL
WEARS HIS ARM IN A SLING

To real�ze one’s dream. To whom �s th�s accorded? There must be
elect�ons for th�s �n heaven; we are all cand�dates, unknown to
ourselves; the angels vote. Cosette and Mar�us had been elected.

Cosette, both at the mayor’s off�ce and at church, was dazzl�ng
and touch�ng. Toussa�nt, ass�sted by N�colette, had dressed her.

Cosette wore over a pett�coat of wh�te taffeta, her robe of B�nche
gu�pure, a ve�l of Engl�sh po�nt, a necklace of f�ne pearls, a wreath of
orange flowers; all th�s was wh�te, and, from the m�dst of that
wh�teness she beamed forth. It was an exqu�s�te candor expand�ng
and becom�ng transf�gured �n the l�ght. One would have pronounced
her a v�rg�n on the po�nt of turn�ng �nto a goddess.

Mar�us’ handsome ha�r was lustrous and perfumed; here and
there, beneath the th�ck curls, pale l�nes—the scars of the barr�cade
—were v�s�ble.

The grandfather, haughty, w�th head held h�gh, amalgamat�ng
more than ever �n h�s to�let and h�s manners all the elegances of the
epoch of Barras, escorted Cosette. He took the place of Jean
Valjean, who, on account of h�s arm be�ng st�ll �n a sl�ng, could not
g�ve h�s hand to the br�de.

Jean Valjean, dressed �n black, followed them w�th a sm�le.
“Mons�eur Fauchelevent,” sa�d the grandfather to h�m, “th�s �s a

f�ne day. I vote for the end of affl�ct�ons and sorrows. Henceforth,
there must be no sadness anywhere. Pard�eu, I decree joy! Ev�l has
no r�ght to ex�st. That there should be any unhappy men �s, �n sooth,
a d�sgrace to the azure of the sky. Ev�l does not come from man,
who �s good at bottom. All human m�ser�es have for the�r cap�tal and
central government hell, otherw�se, known as the Dev�l’s Tu�ler�es.



Good, here I am utter�ng demagog�cal words! As far as I am
concerned, I have no longer any pol�t�cal op�n�ons; let all men be
r�ch, that �s to say, m�rthful, and I conf�ne myself to that.”

When, at the conclus�on of all the ceremon�es, after hav�ng
pronounced before the mayor and before the pr�est all poss�ble
“yesses,” after hav�ng s�gned the reg�sters at the mun�c�pal�ty and at
the sacr�sty, after hav�ng exchanged the�r r�ngs, after hav�ng knelt
s�de by s�de under the pall of wh�te mo�re �n the smoke of the censer,
they arr�ved, hand �n hand, adm�red and env�ed by all, Mar�us �n
black, she �n wh�te, preceded by the su�sse, w�th the epaulets of a
colonel, tapp�ng the pavement w�th h�s halberd, between two rows of
aston�shed spectators, at the portals of the church, both leaves of
wh�ch were thrown w�de open, ready to enter the�r carr�age aga�n,
and all be�ng f�n�shed, Cosette st�ll could not bel�eve that �t was real.
She looked at Mar�us, she looked at the crowd, she looked at the
sky: �t seemed as though she feared that she should wake up from
her dream. Her amazed and uneasy a�r added someth�ng
�ndescr�bably enchant�ng to her beauty. They entered the same
carr�age to return home, Mar�us bes�de Cosette; M. G�llenormand
and Jean Valjean sat oppos�te them; Aunt G�llenormand had
w�thdrawn one degree, and was �n the second veh�cle.

“My ch�ldren,” sa�d the grandfather, “here you are, Mons�eur le
Baron and Madame la Baronne, w�th an �ncome of th�rty thousand
l�vres.”

And Cosette, nestl�ng close to Mar�us, caressed h�s ear w�th an
angel�c wh�sper: “So �t �s true. My name �s Mar�us. I am Madame
Thou.”

These two creatures were resplendent. They had reached that
�rrevocable and �rrecoverable moment, at the dazzl�ng �ntersect�on of
all youth and all joy. They real�zed the verses of Jean Prouva�re; they
were forty years old taken together. It was marr�age subl�mated;
these two ch�ldren were two l�l�es. They d�d not see each other, they
d�d not contemplate each other. Cosette perce�ved Mar�us �n the
m�dst of a glory; Mar�us perce�ved Cosette on an altar. And on that
altar, and �n that glory, the two apotheoses m�ngl�ng, �n the
background, one knows not how, beh�nd a cloud for Cosette, �n a



flash for Mar�us, there was the �deal th�ng, the real th�ng, the meet�ng
of the k�ss and the dream, the nupt�al p�llow. All the torments through
wh�ch they had passed came back to them �n �ntox�cat�on. It seemed
to them that the�r sorrows, the�r sleepless n�ghts, the�r tears, the�r
angu�sh, the�r terrors, the�r despa�r, converted �nto caresses and rays
of l�ght, rendered st�ll more charm�ng the charm�ng hour wh�ch was
approach�ng; and that the�r gr�efs were but so many handma�dens
who were prepar�ng the to�let of joy. How good �t �s to have suffered!
The�r unhapp�ness formed a halo round the�r happ�ness. The long
agony of the�r love was term�nat�ng �n an ascens�on.

It was the same enchantment �n two souls, t�nged w�th
voluptuousness �n Mar�us, and w�th modesty �n Cosette. They sa�d to
each other �n low tones: “We w�ll go back to take a look at our l�ttle
garden �n the Rue Plumet.” The folds of Cosette’s gown lay across
Mar�us.

Such a day �s an �neffable m�xture of dream and of real�ty. One
possesses and one supposes. One st�ll has t�me before one to
d�v�ne. The emot�on on that day, of be�ng at m�dday and of dream�ng
of m�dn�ght �s �ndescr�bable. The del�ghts of these two hearts
overflowed upon the crowd, and �nsp�red the passers-by w�th
cheerfulness.

People halted �n the Rue Sa�nt-Anto�ne, �n front of Sa�nt-Paul, to
gaze through the w�ndows of the carr�age at the orange-flowers
qu�ver�ng on Cosette’s head.

Then they returned home to the Rue des F�lles-du-Calva�re.
Mar�us, tr�umphant and rad�ant, mounted s�de by s�de w�th Cosette
the sta�rcase up wh�ch he had been borne �n a dy�ng cond�t�on. The
poor, who had trooped to the door, and who shared the�r purses,
blessed them. There were flowers everywhere. The house was no
less fragrant than the church; after the �ncense, roses. They thought
they heard vo�ces caroll�ng �n the �nf�n�te; they had God �n the�r
hearts; dest�ny appeared to them l�ke a ce�l�ng of stars; above the�r
heads they beheld the l�ght of a r�s�ng sun. All at once, the clock
struck. Mar�us glanced at Cosette’s charm�ng bare arm, and at the
rosy th�ngs wh�ch were vaguely v�s�ble through the lace of her



bod�ce, and Cosette, �ntercept�ng Mar�us’ glance, blushed to her very
ha�r.

Qu�te a number of old fam�ly fr�ends of the G�llenormand fam�ly
had been �nv�ted; they pressed about Cosette. Each one v�ed w�th
the rest �n salut�ng her as Madame la Baronne.

The off�cer, Théodule G�llenormand, now a capta�n, had come
from Chartres, where he was stat�oned �n garr�son, to be present at
the wedd�ng of h�s cous�n Pontmercy. Cosette d�d not recogn�ze h�m.

He, on h�s s�de, hab�tuated as he was to have women cons�der
h�m handsome, reta�ned no more recollect�on of Cosette than of any
other woman.

“How r�ght I was not to bel�eve �n that story about the lancer!” sa�d
Father G�llenormand, to h�mself.

Cosette had never been more tender w�th Jean Valjean. She was
�n un�son w�th Father G�llenormand; wh�le he erected joy �nto
aphor�sms and max�ms, she exhaled goodness l�ke a perfume.
Happ�ness des�res that all the world should be happy.

She rega�ned, for the purpose of address�ng Jean Valjean,
�nflect�ons of vo�ce belong�ng to the t�me when she was a l�ttle g�rl.
She caressed h�m w�th her sm�le.

A banquet had been spread �n the d�n�ng-room.
Illum�nat�on as br�ll�ant as the dayl�ght �s the necessary season�ng

of a great joy. M�st and obscur�ty are not accepted by the happy.
They do not consent to be black. The n�ght, yes; the shadows, no. If
there �s no sun, one must be made.

The d�n�ng-room was full of gay th�ngs. In the centre, above the
wh�te and gl�tter�ng table, was a Venet�an lustre w�th flat plates, w�th
all sorts of colored b�rds, blue, v�olet, red, and green, perched am�d
the candles; around the chandel�er, g�randoles, on the walls, sconces
w�th tr�ple and qu�ntuple branches; m�rrors, s�lverware, glassware,
plate, porcela�n, faïence, pottery, gold and s�lversm�th’s work, all was
sparkl�ng and gay. The empty spaces between the candelabra were
f�lled �n w�th bouquets, so that where there was not a l�ght, there was
a flower.



In the antechamber, three v�ol�ns and a flute softly played
quartettes by Haydn.

Jean Valjean had seated h�mself on a cha�r �n the draw�ng-room,
beh�nd the door, the leaf of wh�ch folded back upon h�m �n such a
manner as to nearly conceal h�m. A few moments before they sat
down to table, Cosette came, as though �nsp�red by a sudden wh�m,
and made h�m a deep courtesy, spread�ng out her br�dal to�let w�th
both hands, and w�th a tenderly rogu�sh glance, she asked h�m:

“Father, are you sat�sf�ed?”
“Yes,” sa�d Jean Valjean, “I am content!”
“Well, then, laugh.”
Jean Valjean began to laugh.
A few moments later, Basque announced that d�nner was served.
The guests, preceded by M. G�llenormand w�th Cosette on h�s

arm, entered the d�n�ng-room, and arranged themselves �n the
proper order around the table.

Two large armcha�rs f�gured on the r�ght and left of the br�de, the
f�rst for M. G�llenormand, the other for Jean Valjean. M. G�llenormand
took h�s seat. The other armcha�r rema�ned empty.

They looked about for M. Fauchelevent.
He was no longer there.
M. G�llenormand quest�oned Basque.
“Do you know where M. Fauchelevent �s?”
“S�r,” repl�ed Basque, “I do, prec�sely. M. Fauchelevent told me to

say to you, s�r, that he was suffer�ng, h�s �njured hand was pa�n�ng
h�m somewhat, and that he could not d�ne w�th Mons�eur le Baron
and Madame la Baronne. That he begged to be excused, that he
would come to-morrow. He has just taken h�s departure.”

That empty armcha�r ch�lled the effus�on of the wedd�ng feast for a
moment. But, �f M. Fauchelevent was absent, M. G�llenormand was
present, and the grandfather beamed for two. He aff�rmed that M.
Fauchelevent had done well to ret�re early, �f he were suffer�ng, but
that �t was only a sl�ght a�lment. Th�s declarat�on suff�ced. Moreover,
what �s an obscure corner �n such a submers�on of joy? Cosette and



Mar�us were pass�ng through one of those egot�st�cal and blessed
moments when no other faculty �s left to a person than that of
rece�v�ng happ�ness. And then, an �dea occurred to M. G�llenormand.
—“Pard�eu, th�s armcha�r �s empty. Come h�ther, Mar�us. Your aunt
w�ll perm�t �t, although she has a r�ght to you. Th�s armcha�r �s for
you. That �s legal and del�ghtful. Fortunatus bes�de Fortunata.”—
Applause from the whole table. Mar�us took Jean Valjean’s place
bes�de Cosette, and th�ngs fell out so that Cosette, who had, at f�rst,
been saddened by Jean Valjean’s absence, ended by be�ng sat�sf�ed
w�th �t. From the moment when Mar�us took h�s place, and was the
subst�tute, Cosette would not have regretted God h�mself. She set
her sweet l�ttle foot, shod �n wh�te sat�n, on Mar�us’ foot.

The armcha�r be�ng occup�ed, M. Fauchelevent was obl�terated;
and noth�ng was lack�ng.

And, f�ve m�nutes afterward, the whole table from one end to the
other, was laugh�ng w�th all the an�mat�on of forgetfulness.

At dessert, M. G�llenormand, r�s�ng to h�s feet, w�th a glass of
champagne �n h�s hand—only half full so that the palsy of h�s e�ghty
years m�ght not cause an overflow,—proposed the health of the
marr�ed pa�r.

“You shall not escape two sermons,” he excla�med. “Th�s morn�ng
you had one from the curé, th�s even�ng you shall have one from
your grandfather. L�sten to me; I w�ll g�ve you a b�t of adv�ce: Adore
each other. I do not make a pack of gyrat�ons, I go stra�ght to the
mark, be happy. In all creat�on, only the turtledoves are w�se.
Ph�losophers say: ‘Moderate your joys.’ I say: ‘G�ve re�n to your joys.’
Be as much sm�tten w�th each other as f�ends. Be �n a rage about �t.
The ph�losophers talk stuff and nonsense. I should l�ke to stuff the�r
ph�losophy down the�r gullets aga�n. Can there be too many
perfumes, too many open rose-buds, too many n�ght�ngales s�ng�ng,
too many green leaves, too much aurora �n l�fe? can people love
each other too much? can people please each other too much? Take
care, Estelle, thou art too pretty! Have a care, Nemor�n, thou art too
handsome! F�ne stup�d�ty, �n sooth! Can people enchant each other
too much, cajole each other too much, charm each other too much?
Can one be too much al�ve, too happy? Moderate your joys. Ah,



�ndeed! Down w�th the ph�losophers! W�sdom cons�sts �n jub�lat�on.
Make merry, let us make merry. Are we happy because we are good,
or are we good because we are happy? Is the Sancy d�amond called
the Sancy because �t belonged to Harley de Sancy, or because �t
we�ghs s�x hundred carats? I know noth�ng about �t, l�fe �s full of such
problems; the �mportant po�nt �s to possess the Sancy and
happ�ness. Let us be happy w�thout qu�bbl�ng and qu�rk�ng. Let us
obey the sun bl�ndly. What �s the sun? It �s love. He who says love,
says woman. Ah! ah! behold omn�potence—women. Ask that
demagogue of a Mar�us �f he �s not the slave of that l�ttle tyrant of a
Cosette. And of h�s own free w�ll, too, the coward! Woman! There �s
no Robesp�erre who keeps h�s place but woman re�gns. I am no
longer Royal�st except towards that royalty. What �s Adam? The
k�ngdom of Eve. No ’89 for Eve. There has been the royal sceptre
surmounted by a fleur-de-lys, there has been the �mper�al sceptre
surmounted by a globe, there has been the sceptre of Charlemagne,
wh�ch was of �ron, there has been the sceptre of Lou�s the Great,
wh�ch was of gold,—the revolut�on tw�sted them between �ts thumb
and foref�nger, ha’penny straws; �t �s done w�th, �t �s broken, �t l�es on
the earth, there �s no longer any sceptre, but make me a revolut�on
aga�nst that l�ttle embro�dered handkerch�ef, wh�ch smells of
patchoul�! I should l�ke to see you do �t. Try. Why �s �t so sol�d?
Because �t �s a gewgaw. Ah! you are the n�neteenth century? Well,
what then? And we have been as fool�sh as you. Do not �mag�ne that
you have effected much change �n the un�verse, because your tr�p-
gallant �s called the cholera-morbus, and because your pourrée �s
called the cachuca. In fact, the women must always be loved. I defy
you to escape from that. These fr�ends are our angels. Yes, love,
woman, the k�ss forms a c�rcle from wh�ch I defy you to escape; and,
for my own part, I should be only too happy to re-enter �t. Wh�ch of
you has seen the planet Venus, the coquette of the abyss, the
Cél�mène of the ocean, r�se �n the �nf�n�te, calm�ng all here below?
The ocean �s a rough Alcest�s. Well, grumble as he w�ll, when Venus
appears he �s forced to sm�le. That brute beast subm�ts. We are all
made so. Wrath, tempest, claps of thunder, foam to the very ce�l�ng.
A woman enters on the scene, a planet r�ses; flat on your face!
Mar�us was f�ght�ng s�x months ago; to-day he �s marr�ed. That �s



well. Yes, Mar�us, yes, Cosette, you are �n the r�ght. Ex�st boldly for
each other, make us burst w�th rage that we cannot do the same,
�deal�ze each other, catch �n your beaks all the t�ny blades of fel�c�ty
that ex�st on earth, and arrange yourselves a nest for l�fe. Pard�, to
love, to be loved, what a f�ne m�racle when one �s young! Don’t
�mag�ne that you have �nvented that. I, too, have had my dream, I,
too, have med�tated, I, too, have s�ghed; I, too, have had a moonl�ght
soul. Love �s a ch�ld s�x thousand years old. Love has the r�ght to a
long wh�te beard. Methusalem �s a street arab bes�de Cup�d. For
s�xty centur�es men and women have got out of the�r scrape by
lov�ng. The dev�l, who �s cunn�ng, took to hat�ng man; man, who �s
st�ll more cunn�ng, took to lov�ng woman. In th�s way he does more
good than the dev�l does h�m harm. Th�s craft was d�scovered �n the
days of the terrestr�al parad�se. The �nvent�on �s old, my fr�ends, but �t
�s perfectly new. Prof�t by �t. Be Daphn�s and Chloe, wh�le wa�t�ng to
become Ph�lemon and Bauc�s. Manage so that, when you are w�th
each other, noth�ng shall be lack�ng to you, and that Cosette may be
the sun for Mar�us, and that Mar�us may be the un�verse to Cosette.
Cosette, let your f�ne weather be the sm�le of your husband; Mar�us,
let your ra�n be your w�fe’s tears. And let �t never ra�n �n your
household. You have f�lched the w�nn�ng number �n the lottery; you
have ga�ned the great pr�ze, guard �t well, keep �t under lock and key,
do not squander �t, adore each other and snap your f�ngers at all the
rest. Bel�eve what I say to you. It �s good sense. And good sense
cannot l�e. Be a rel�g�on to each other. Each man has h�s own
fash�on of ador�ng God. Saperlotte! the best way to adore God �s to
love one’s w�fe. I love thee! that’s my catech�sm. He who loves �s
orthodox. The oath of Henr� IV. places sanct�ty somewhere between
feast�ng and drunkenness. Ventre-sa�nt-gr�s! I don’t belong to the
rel�g�on of that oath. Woman �s forgotten �n �t. Th�s aston�shes me on
the part of Henr� IV. My fr�ends, long l�ve women! I am old, they say;
�t’s aston�sh�ng how much I feel �n the mood to be young. I should
l�ke to go and l�sten to the bagp�pes �n the woods. Ch�ldren who
contr�ve to be beaut�ful and contented,—that �ntox�cates me. I would
l�ke greatly to get marr�ed, �f any one would have me. It �s �mposs�ble
to �mag�ne that God could have made us for anyth�ng but th�s: to
�dol�ze, to coo, to preen ourselves, to be dove-l�ke, to be da�nty, to b�ll



and coo our loves from morn to n�ght, to gaze at one’s �mage �n
one’s l�ttle w�fe, to be proud, to be tr�umphant, to plume oneself; that
�s the a�m of l�fe. There, let not that d�splease you wh�ch we used to
th�nk �n our day, when we were young folks. Ah! vertu-bamboche!
what charm�ng women there were �n those days, and what pretty
l�ttle faces and what lovely lasses! I comm�tted my ravages among
them. Then love each other. If people d�d not love each other, I really
do not see what use there would be �n hav�ng any spr�ngt�me; and for
my own part, I should pray the good God to shut up all the beaut�ful
th�ngs that he shows us, and to take away from us and put back �n
h�s box, the flowers, the b�rds, and the pretty ma�dens. My ch�ldren,
rece�ve an old man’s bless�ng.”

The even�ng was gay, l�vely and agreeable. The grandfather’s
sovere�gn good humor gave the key-note to the whole feast, and
each person regulated h�s conduct on that almost centenar�an
cord�al�ty. They danced a l�ttle, they laughed a great deal; �t was an
am�able wedd�ng. Goodman Days of Yore m�ght have been �nv�ted to
�t. However, he was present �n the person of Father G�llenormand.

There was a tumult, then s�lence.
The marr�ed pa�r d�sappeared.
A l�ttle after m�dn�ght, the G�llenormand house became a temple.
Here we pause. On the threshold of wedd�ng n�ghts stands a

sm�l�ng angel w�th h�s f�nger on h�s l�ps.
The soul enters �nto contemplat�on before that sanctuary where

the celebrat�on of love takes place.
There should be flashes of l�ght athwart such houses. The joy

wh�ch they conta�n ought to make �ts escape through the stones of
the walls �n br�ll�ancy, and vaguely �llum�nate the gloom. It �s
�mposs�ble that th�s sacred and fatal fest�val should not g�ve off a
celest�al rad�ance to the �nf�n�te. Love �s the subl�me cruc�ble where�n
the fus�on of the man and the woman takes place; the be�ng one, the
be�ng tr�ple, the be�ng f�nal, the human tr�n�ty proceeds from �t. Th�s
b�rth of two souls �nto one, ought to be an emot�on for the gloom. The
lover �s the pr�est; the rav�shed v�rg�n �s terr�f�ed. Someth�ng of that
joy ascends to God. Where true marr�age �s, that �s to say, where
there �s love, the �deal enters �n. A nupt�al bed makes a nook of dawn



am�d the shadows. If �t were g�ven to the eye of the flesh to scan the
form�dable and charm�ng v�s�ons of the upper l�fe, �t �s probable that
we should behold the forms of n�ght, the w�nged unknowns, the blue
passers of the �nv�s�ble, bend down, a throng of sombre heads,
around the lum�nous house, sat�sf�ed, shower�ng bened�ct�ons,
po�nt�ng out to each other the v�rg�n w�fe gently alarmed, sweetly
terr�f�ed, and bear�ng the reflect�on of human bl�ss upon the�r d�v�ne
countenances. If at that supreme hour, the wedded pa�r, dazzled w�th
voluptuousness and bel�ev�ng themselves alone, were to l�sten, they
would hear �n the�r chamber a confused rustl�ng of w�ngs. Perfect
happ�ness �mpl�es a mutual understand�ng w�th the angels. That dark
l�ttle chamber has all heaven for �ts ce�l�ng. When two mouths,
rendered sacred by love, approach to create, �t �s �mposs�ble that
there should not be, above that �neffable k�ss, a qu�ver�ng throughout
the �mmense mystery of stars.

These fel�c�t�es are the true ones. There �s no joy outs�de of these
joys. Love �s the only ecstasy. All the rest weeps.

To love, or to have loved,—th�s suff�ces. Demand noth�ng more.
There �s no other pearl to be found �n the shadowy folds of l�fe. To
love �s a fulf�lment.



CHAPTER III—THE INSEPARABLE
What had become of Jean Valjean?
Immed�ately after hav�ng laughed, at Cosette’s graceful command,

when no one was pay�ng any heed to h�m, Jean Valjean had r�sen
and had ga�ned the antechamber unperce�ved. Th�s was the very
room wh�ch, e�ght months before, he had entered black w�th mud,
w�th blood and powder, br�ng�ng back the grandson to the
grandfather. The old wa�nscot�ng was garlanded w�th fol�age and
flowers; the mus�c�ans were seated on the sofa on wh�ch they had
la�d Mar�us down. Basque, �n a black coat, knee-breeches, wh�te
stock�ngs and wh�te gloves, was arrang�ng roses round all of the
d�shes that were to be served. Jean Valjean po�nted to h�s arm �n �ts
sl�ng, charged Basque to expla�n h�s absence, and went away.

The long w�ndows of the d�n�ng-room opened on the street. Jean
Valjean stood for several m�nutes, erect and mot�onless �n the
darkness, beneath those rad�ant w�ndows. He l�stened. The
confused sounds of the banquet reached h�s ear. He heard the loud,
command�ng tones of the grandfather, the v�ol�ns, the clatter of the
plates, the bursts of laughter, and through all that merry uproar, he
d�st�ngu�shed Cosette’s sweet and joyous vo�ce.

He qu�tted the Rue des F�lles-du-Calva�re, and returned to the Rue
de l’Homme Armé.

In order to return th�ther, he took the Rue Sa�nt-Lou�s, the Rue
Culture-Sa�nte-Cather�ne, and the Blancs-Manteaux; �t was a l�ttle
longer, but �t was the road through wh�ch, for the last three months,
he had become accustomed to pass every day on h�s way from the
Rue de l’Homme Armé to the Rue des F�lles-du-Calva�re, �n order to
avo�d the obstruct�ons and the mud �n the Rue V�e�lle-du-Temple.

Th�s road, through wh�ch Cosette had passed, excluded for h�m all
poss�b�l�ty of any other �t�nerary.



Jean Valjean entered h�s lodg�ngs. He l�ghted h�s candle and
mounted the sta�rs. The apartment was empty. Even Toussa�nt was
no longer there. Jean Valjean’s step made more no�se than usual �n
the chambers. All the cupboards stood open. He penetrated to
Cosette’s bedroom. There were no sheets on the bed. The p�llow,
covered w�th t�ck�ng, and w�thout a case or lace, was la�d on the
blankets folded up on the foot of the mattress, whose cover�ng was
v�s�ble, and on wh�ch no one was ever to sleep aga�n. All the l�ttle
fem�n�ne objects wh�ch Cosette was attached to had been carr�ed
away; noth�ng rema�ned except the heavy furn�ture and the four
walls. Toussa�nt’s bed was despo�led �n l�ke manner. One bed only
was made up, and seemed to be wa�t�ng some one, and th�s was
Jean Valjean’s bed.

Jean Valjean looked at the walls, closed some of the cupboard
doors, and went and came from one room to another.

Then he sought h�s own chamber once more, and set h�s candle
on a table.

He had d�sengaged h�s arm from the sl�ng, and he used h�s r�ght
hand as though �t d�d not hurt h�m.

He approached h�s bed, and h�s eyes rested, was �t by chance?
was �t �ntent�onally? on the �nseparable of wh�ch Cosette had been
jealous, on the l�ttle portmanteau wh�ch never left h�m. On h�s arr�val
�n the Rue de l’Homme Armé, on the 4th of June, he had depos�ted �t
on a round table near the head of h�s bed. He went to th�s table w�th
a sort of v�vac�ty, took a key from h�s pocket, and opened the val�se.

From �t he slowly drew forth the garments �n wh�ch, ten years
before, Cosette had qu�tted Montferme�l; f�rst the l�ttle gown, then the
black f�chu, then the stout, coarse ch�ld’s shoes wh�ch Cosette m�ght
almost have worn st�ll, so t�ny were her feet, then the fust�an bod�ce,
wh�ch was very th�ck, then the kn�tted pett�coat, next the apron w�th
pockets, then the woollen stock�ngs. These stock�ngs, wh�ch st�ll
preserved the graceful form of a t�ny leg, were no longer than Jean
Valjean’s hand. All th�s was black of hue. It was he who had brought
those garments to Montferme�l for her. As he removed them from the
val�se, he la�d them on the bed. He fell to th�nk�ng. He called up
memor�es. It was �n w�nter, �n a very cold month of December, she



was sh�ver�ng, half-naked, �n rags, her poor l�ttle feet were all red �n
the�r wooden shoes. He, Jean Valjean, had made her abandon those
rags to clothe herself �n these mourn�ng hab�l�ments. The mother
must have felt pleased �n her grave, to see her daughter wear�ng
mourn�ng for her, and, above all, to see that she was properly
clothed, and that she was warm. He thought of that forest of
Montferme�l; they had traversed �t together, Cosette and he; he
thought of what the weather had been, of the leafless trees, of the
wood dest�tute of b�rds, of the sunless sky; �t mattered not, �t was
charm�ng. He arranged the t�ny garments on the bed, the f�chu next
to the pett�coat, the stock�ngs bes�de the shoes, and he looked at
them, one after the other. She was no taller than that, she had her
b�g doll �n her arms, she had put her lou�s d’or �n the pocket of that
apron, she had laughed, they walked hand �n hand, she had no one
�n the world but h�m.

Then h�s venerable, wh�te head fell forward on the bed, that sto�cal
old heart broke, h�s face was engulfed, so to speak, �n Cosette’s
garments, and �f any one had passed up the sta�rs at that moment,
he would have heard fr�ghtful sobs.



CHAPTER IV—THE IMMORTAL LIVER
68

The old and form�dable struggle, of wh�ch we have already
w�tnessed so many phases, began once more.

Jacob struggled w�th the angel but one n�ght. Alas! how many
t�mes have we beheld Jean Valjean se�zed bod�ly by h�s consc�ence,
�n the darkness, and struggl�ng desperately aga�nst �t!

Unheard-of confl�ct! At certa�n moments the foot sl�ps; at other
moments the ground crumbles away underfoot. How many t�mes had
that consc�ence, mad for the good, clasped and overthrown h�m!
How many t�mes had the truth set her knee �nexorably upon h�s
breast! How many t�mes, hurled to earth by the l�ght, had he begged
for mercy! How many t�mes had that �mplacable spark, l�ghted w�th�n
h�m, and upon h�m by the B�shop, dazzled h�m by force when he had
w�shed to be bl�nd! How many t�mes had he r�sen to h�s feet �n the
combat, held fast to the rock, lean�ng aga�nst soph�sm, dragged �n
the dust, now gett�ng the upper hand of h�s consc�ence, aga�n
overthrown by �t! How many t�mes, after an equ�voque, after the
spec�ous and treacherous reason�ng of egot�sm, had he heard h�s
�rr�tated consc�ence cry �n h�s ear: “A tr�p! you wretch!” How many
t�mes had h�s refractory thoughts rattled convuls�vely �n h�s throat,
under the ev�dence of duty! Res�stance to God. Funereal sweats.
What secret wounds wh�ch he alone felt bleed! What excor�at�ons �n
h�s lamentable ex�stence! How many t�mes he had r�sen bleed�ng,
bru�sed, broken, enl�ghtened, despa�r �n h�s heart, seren�ty �n h�s
soul! and, vanqu�shed, he had felt h�mself the conqueror. And, after
hav�ng d�slocated, broken, and rent h�s consc�ence w�th red-hot
p�ncers, �t had sa�d to h�m, as �t stood over h�m, form�dable,
lum�nous, and tranqu�l: “Now, go �n peace!”



But on emerg�ng from so melancholy a confl�ct, what a lugubr�ous
peace, alas!

Nevertheless, that n�ght Jean Valjean felt that he was pass�ng
through h�s f�nal combat.

A heart-rend�ng quest�on presented �tself.
Predest�nat�ons are not all d�rect; they do not open out �n a stra�ght

avenue before the predest�ned man; they have bl�nd courts,
�mpassable alleys, obscure turns, d�sturb�ng crossroads offer�ng the
cho�ce of many ways. Jean Valjean had halted at that moment at the
most per�lous of these crossroads.

He had come to the supreme cross�ng of good and ev�l. He had
that gloomy �ntersect�on beneath h�s eyes. On th�s occas�on once
more, as had happened to h�m already �n other sad v�c�ss�tudes, two
roads opened out before h�m, the one tempt�ng, the other alarm�ng.

Wh�ch was he to take?
He was counselled to the one wh�ch alarmed h�m by that

myster�ous �ndex f�nger wh�ch we all perce�ve whenever we f�x our
eyes on the darkness.

Once more, Jean Valjean had the cho�ce between the terr�ble port
and the sm�l�ng ambush.

Is �t then true? the soul may recover; but not fate. Fr�ghtful th�ng!
an �ncurable dest�ny!

Th�s �s the problem wh�ch presented �tself to h�m:
In what manner was Jean Valjean to behave �n relat�on to the

happ�ness of Cosette and Mar�us? It was he who had w�lled that
happ�ness, �t was he who had brought �t about; he had, h�mself,
bur�ed �t �n h�s entra�ls, and at that moment, when he reflected on �t,
he was able to enjoy the sort of sat�sfact�on wh�ch an armorer would
exper�ence on recogn�z�ng h�s factory mark on a kn�fe, on
w�thdraw�ng �t, all smok�ng, from h�s own breast.

Cosette had Mar�us, Mar�us possessed Cosette. They had
everyth�ng, even r�ches. And th�s was h�s do�ng.

But what was he, Jean Valjean, to do w�th th�s happ�ness, now that
�t ex�sted, now that �t was there? Should he force h�mself on th�s



happ�ness? Should he treat �t as belong�ng to h�m? No doubt,
Cosette d�d belong to another; but should he, Jean Valjean, reta�n of
Cosette all that he could reta�n? Should he rema�n the sort of father,
half seen but respected, wh�ch he had h�therto been? Should he,
w�thout say�ng a word, br�ng h�s past to that future? Should he
present h�mself there, as though he had a r�ght, and should he seat
h�mself, ve�led, at that lum�nous f�res�de? Should he take those
�nnocent hands �nto h�s trag�c hands, w�th a sm�le? Should he place
upon the peaceful fender of the G�llenormand draw�ng-room those
feet of h�s, wh�ch dragged beh�nd them the d�sgraceful shadow of the
law? Should he enter �nto part�c�pat�on �n the fa�r fortunes of Cosette
and Mar�us? Should he render the obscur�ty on h�s brow and the
cloud upon the�rs st�ll more dense? Should he place h�s catastrophe
as a th�rd assoc�ate �n the�r fel�c�ty? Should he cont�nue to hold h�s
peace? In a word, should he be the s�n�ster mute of dest�ny bes�de
these two happy be�ngs?

We must have become hab�tuated to fatal�ty and to encounters
w�th �t, �n order to have the dar�ng to ra�se our eyes when certa�n
quest�ons appear to us �n all the�r horr�ble nakedness. Good or ev�l
stands beh�nd th�s severe �nterrogat�on po�nt. What are you go�ng to
do? demands the sph�nx.

Th�s hab�t of tr�al Jean Valjean possessed. He gazed �ntently at the
sph�nx.

He exam�ned the p�t�less problem under all �ts aspects.
Cosette, that charm�ng ex�stence, was the raft of th�s sh�pwreck.

What was he to do? To cl�ng fast to �t, or to let go h�s hold?
If he clung to �t, he should emerge from d�saster, he should ascend

aga�n �nto the sunl�ght, he should let the b�tter water dr�p from h�s
garments and h�s ha�r, he was saved, he should l�ve.

And �f he let go h�s hold?
Then the abyss.
Thus he took sad counc�l w�th h�s thoughts. Or, to speak more

correctly, he fought; he k�cked fur�ously �nternally, now aga�nst h�s
w�ll, now aga�nst h�s conv�ct�on.



Happ�ly for Jean Valjean that he had been able to weep. That
rel�eved h�m, poss�bly. But the beg�nn�ng was savage. A tempest,
more fur�ous than the one wh�ch had formerly dr�ven h�m to Arras,
broke loose w�th�n h�m. The past surged up before h�m fac�ng the
present; he compared them and sobbed. The s�lence of tears once
opened, the despa�r�ng man wr�thed.

He felt that he had been stopped short.
Alas! �n th�s f�ght to the death between our egot�sm and our duty,

when we thus retreat step by step before our �mmutable �deal,
bew�ldered, fur�ous, exasperated at hav�ng to y�eld, d�sput�ng the
ground, hop�ng for a poss�ble fl�ght, seek�ng an escape, what an
abrupt and s�n�ster res�stance does the foot of the wall offer �n our
rear!

To feel the sacred shadow wh�ch forms an obstacle!
The �nv�s�ble �nexorable, what an obsess�on!
Then, one �s never done w�th consc�ence. Make your cho�ce,

Brutus; make your cho�ce, Cato. It �s fathomless, s�nce �t �s God. One
fl�ngs �nto that well the labor of one’s whole l�fe, one fl�ngs �n one’s
fortune, one fl�ngs �n one’s r�ches, one fl�ngs �n one’s success, one
fl�ngs �n one’s l�berty or fatherland, one fl�ngs �n one’s well-be�ng, one
fl�ngs �n one’s repose, one fl�ngs �n one’s joy! More! more! more!
Empty the vase! t�p the urn! One must f�n�sh by fl�ng�ng �n one’s
heart.

Somewhere �n the fog of the anc�ent hells, there �s a tun l�ke that.
Is not one pardonable, �f one at last refuses! Can the �nexhaust�ble

have any r�ght? Are not cha�ns wh�ch are endless above human
strength? Who would blame S�syphus and Jean Valjean for say�ng:
“It �s enough!”

The obed�ence of matter �s l�m�ted by fr�ct�on; �s there no l�m�t to
the obed�ence of the soul? If perpetual mot�on �s �mposs�ble, can
perpetual self-sacr�f�ce be exacted?

The f�rst step �s noth�ng, �t �s the last wh�ch �s d�ff�cult. What was
the Champmath�eu affa�r �n compar�son w�th Cosette’s marr�age and
of that wh�ch �t enta�led? What �s a re-entrance �nto the galleys,
compared to entrance �nto the vo�d?



Oh, f�rst step that must be descended, how sombre art thou! Oh,
second step, how black art thou!

How could he refra�n from turn�ng as�de h�s head th�s t�me?
Martyrdom �s subl�mat�on, corros�ve subl�mat�on. It �s a torture

wh�ch consecrates. One can consent to �t for the f�rst hour; one seats
oneself on the throne of glow�ng �ron, one places on one’s head the
crown of hot �ron, one accepts the globe of red hot �ron, one takes
the sceptre of red hot �ron, but the mantle of flame st�ll rema�ns to be
donned, and comes there not a moment when the m�serable flesh
revolts and when one abd�cates from suffer�ng?

At length, Jean Valjean entered �nto the peace of exhaust�on.
He we�ghed, he reflected, he cons�dered the alternat�ves, the

myster�ous balance of l�ght and darkness.
Should he �mpose h�s galleys on those two dazzl�ng ch�ldren, or

should he consummate h�s �rremed�able engulfment by h�mself? On
one s�de lay the sacr�f�ce of Cosette, on the other that of h�mself.

At what solut�on should he arr�ve? What dec�s�on d�d he come to?
What resolut�on d�d he take? What was h�s own �nward def�n�t�ve

response to the unbr�bable �nterrogatory of fatal�ty? What door d�d he
dec�de to open? Wh�ch s�de of h�s l�fe d�d he resolve upon clos�ng
and condemn�ng? Among all the unfathomable prec�p�ces wh�ch
surrounded h�m, wh�ch was h�s cho�ce? What extrem�ty d�d he
accept? To wh�ch of the gulfs d�d he nod h�s head?

H�s d�zzy rever�e lasted all n�ght long.
He rema�ned there unt�l dayl�ght, �n the same att�tude, bent double

over that bed, prostrate beneath the enorm�ty of fate, crushed,
perchance, alas! w�th clenched f�sts, w�th arms outspread at r�ght
angles, l�ke a man cruc�f�ed who has been un-na�led, and flung face
down on the earth. There he rema�ned for twelve hours, the twelve
long hours of a long w�nter’s n�ght, �ce-cold, w�thout once ra�s�ng h�s
head, and w�thout utter�ng a word. He was as mot�onless as a
corpse, wh�le h�s thoughts wallowed on the earth and soared, now
l�ke the hydra, now l�ke the eagle. Any one to behold h�m thus
mot�onless would have pronounced h�m dead; all at once he



shuddered convuls�vely, and h�s mouth, glued to Cosette’s garments,
k�ssed them; then �t could be seen that he was al�ve.

Who could see? S�nce Jean Valjean was alone, and there was no
one there.

The One who �s �n the shadows.
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CHAPTER I—THE SEVENTH CIRCLE
AND THE EIGHTH HEAVEN

The days that follow wedd�ngs are sol�tary. People respect the
med�tat�ons of the happy pa�r. And also, the�r tardy slumbers, to
some degree. The tumult of v�s�ts and congratulat�ons only beg�ns
later on. On the morn�ng of the 17th of February, �t was a l�ttle past
m�dday when Basque, w�th napk�n and feather-duster under h�s arm,
busy �n sett�ng h�s antechamber to r�ghts, heard a l�ght tap at the
door. There had been no r�ng, wh�ch was d�screet on such a day.
Basque opened the door, and beheld M. Fauchelevent. He
�ntroduced h�m �nto the draw�ng-room, st�ll encumbered and topsy-
turvy, and wh�ch bore the a�r of a f�eld of battle after the joys of the
preced�ng even�ng.

“Dame, s�r,” remarked Basque, “we all woke up late.”
“Is your master up?” asked Jean Valjean.
“How �s Mons�eur’s arm?” repl�ed Basque.
“Better. Is your master up?”
“Wh�ch one? the old one or the new one?”
“Mons�eur Pontmercy.”
“Mons�eur le Baron,” sa�d Basque, draw�ng h�mself up.
A man �s a Baron most of all to h�s servants. He counts for

someth�ng w�th them; they are what a ph�losopher would call,
bespattered w�th the t�tle, and that flatters them. Mar�us, be �t sa�d �n
pass�ng, a m�l�tant republ�can as he had proved, was now a Baron �n
sp�te of h�mself. A small revolut�on had taken place �n the fam�ly �n
connect�on w�th th�s t�tle. It was now M. G�llenormand who clung to �t,
and Mar�us who detached h�mself from �t. But Colonel Pontmercy
had wr�tten: “My son w�ll bear my t�tle.” Mar�us obeyed. And then,



Cosette, �n whom the woman was beg�nn�ng to dawn, was del�ghted
to be a Baroness.

“Mons�eur le Baron?” repeated Basque. “I w�ll go and see. I w�ll tell
h�m that M. Fauchelevent �s here.”

“No. Do not tell h�m that �t �s I. Tell h�m that some one w�shes to
speak to h�m �n pr�vate, and ment�on no name.”

“Ah!” ejaculated Basque.
“I w�sh to surpr�se h�m.”
“Ah!” ejaculated Basque once more, em�tt�ng h�s second “ah!” as

an explanat�on of the f�rst.
And he left the room.
Jean Valjean rema�ned alone.
The draw�ng-room, as we have just sa�d, was �n great d�sorder. It

seemed as though, by lend�ng an ear, one m�ght st�ll hear the vague
no�se of the wedd�ng. On the pol�shed floor lay all sorts of flowers
wh�ch had fallen from garlands and head-dresses. The wax candles,
burned to stumps, added stalact�tes of wax to the crystal drops of the
chandel�ers. Not a s�ngle p�ece of furn�ture was �n �ts place. In the
corners, three or four armcha�rs, drawn close together �n a c�rcle,
had the appearance of cont�nu�ng a conversat�on. The whole effect
was cheerful. A certa�n grace st�ll l�ngers round a dead feast. It has
been a happy th�ng. On the cha�rs �n d�sarray, among those fad�ng
flowers, beneath those ext�nct l�ghts, people have thought of joy. The
sun had succeeded to the chandel�er, and made �ts way gayly �nto
the draw�ng-room.

Several m�nutes elapsed. Jean Valjean stood mot�onless on the
spot where Basque had left h�m. He was very pale. H�s eyes were
hollow, and so sunken �n h�s head by sleeplessness that they nearly
d�sappeared �n the�r orb�ts. H�s black coat bore the weary folds of a
garment that has been up all n�ght. The elbows were wh�tened w�th
the down wh�ch the fr�ct�on of cloth aga�nst l�nen leaves beh�nd �t.

Jean Valjean stared at the w�ndow outl�ned on the pol�shed floor at
h�s feet by the sun.

There came a sound at the door, and he ra�sed h�s eyes.



Mar�us entered, h�s head well up, h�s mouth sm�l�ng, an
�ndescr�bable l�ght on h�s countenance, h�s brow expanded, h�s eyes
tr�umphant. He had not slept e�ther.

“It �s you, father!” he excla�med, on catch�ng s�ght of Jean Valjean;
“that �d�ot of a Basque had such a myster�ous a�r! But you have come
too early. It �s only half past twelve. Cosette �s asleep.”

That word: “Father,” sa�d to M. Fauchelevent by Mar�us, s�gn�f�ed:
supreme fel�c�ty. There had always ex�sted, as the reader knows, a
lofty wall, a coldness and a constra�nt between them; �ce wh�ch must
be broken or melted. Mar�us had reached that po�nt of �ntox�cat�on
when the wall was lowered, when the �ce d�ssolved, and when M.
Fauchelevent was to h�m, as to Cosette, a father.

He cont�nued: h�s words poured forth, as �s the pecul�ar�ty of d�v�ne
paroxysms of joy.

“How glad I am to see you! If you only knew how we m�ssed you
yesterday! Good morn�ng, father. How �s your hand? Better, �s �t
not?”

And, sat�sf�ed w�th the favorable reply wh�ch he had made to
h�mself, he pursued:

“We have both been talk�ng about you. Cosette loves you so
dearly! You must not forget that you have a chamber here, We want
noth�ng more to do w�th the Rue de l’Homme Armé. We w�ll have no
more of �t at all. How could you go to l�ve �n a street l�ke that, wh�ch �s
s�ckly, wh�ch �s d�sagreeable, wh�ch �s ugly, wh�ch has a barr�er at
one end, where one �s cold, and �nto wh�ch one cannot enter? You
are to come and �nstall yourself here. And th�s very day. Or you w�ll
have to deal w�th Cosette. She means to lead us all by the nose, I
warn you. You have your own chamber here, �t �s close to ours, �t
opens on the garden; the trouble w�th the clock has been attended
to, the bed �s made, �t �s all ready, you have only to take possess�on
of �t. Near your bed Cosette has placed a huge, old, easy-cha�r
covered w�th Utrecht velvet and she has sa�d to �t: ‘Stretch out your
arms to h�m.’ A n�ght�ngale comes to the clump of acac�as oppos�te
your w�ndows, every spr�ng. In two months more you w�ll have �t. You
w�ll have �ts nest on your left and ours on your r�ght. By n�ght �t w�ll
s�ng, and by day Cosette w�ll prattle. Your chamber faces due South.



Cosette w�ll arrange your books for you, your Voyages of Capta�n
Cook and the other,—Vancouver’s and all your affa�rs. I bel�eve that
there �s a l�ttle val�se to wh�ch you are attached, I have f�xed upon a
corner of honor for that. You have conquered my grandfather, you
su�t h�m. We w�ll l�ve together. Do you play wh�st? you w�ll overwhelm
my grandfather w�th del�ght �f you play wh�st. It �s you who shall take
Cosette to walk on the days when I am at the courts, you shall g�ve
her your arm, you know, as you used to, �n the Luxembourg. We are
absolutely resolved to be happy. And you shall be �ncluded �n �t, �n
our happ�ness, do you hear, father? Come, w�ll you breakfast w�th us
to-day?”

“S�r,” sa�d Jean Valjean, “I have someth�ng to say to you. I am an
ex-conv�ct.”

The l�m�t of shr�ll sounds percept�ble can be overleaped, as well �n
the case of the m�nd as �n that of the ear. These words: “I am an ex-
conv�ct,” proceed�ng from the mouth of M. Fauchelevent and
enter�ng the ear of Mar�us overshot the poss�ble. It seemed to h�m
that someth�ng had just been sa�d to h�m; but he d�d not know what.
He stood w�th h�s mouth w�de open.

Then he perce�ved that the man who was address�ng h�m was
fr�ghtful. Wholly absorbed �n h�s own dazzled state, he had not, up to
that moment, observed the other man’s terr�ble pallor.

Jean Valjean unt�ed the black cravat wh�ch supported h�s r�ght
arm, unrolled the l�nen from around h�s hand, bared h�s thumb and
showed �t to Mar�us.

“There �s noth�ng the matter w�th my hand,” sa�d he.
Mar�us looked at the thumb.
“There has not been anyth�ng the matter w�th �t,” went on Jean

Valjean.
There was, �n fact, no trace of any �njury.
Jean Valjean cont�nued:
“It was f�tt�ng that I should be absent from your marr�age. I

absented myself as much as was �n my power. So I �nvented th�s
�njury �n order that I m�ght not comm�t a forgery, that I m�ght not



�ntroduce a flaw �nto the marr�age documents, �n order that I m�ght
escape from s�gn�ng.”

Mar�us stammered.
“What �s the mean�ng of th�s?”
“The mean�ng of �t �s,” repl�ed Jean Valjean, “that I have been �n

the galleys.”
“You are dr�v�ng me mad!” excla�med Mar�us �n terror.
“Mons�eur Pontmercy,” sa�d Jean Valjean, “I was n�neteen years �n

the galleys. For theft. Then, I was condemned for l�fe for theft, for a
second offence. At the present moment, I have broken my ban.”

In va�n d�d Mar�us reco�l before the real�ty, refuse the fact, res�st
the ev�dence, he was forced to g�ve way. He began to understand,
and, as always happens �n such cases, he understood too much. An
�nward shudder of h�deous enl�ghtenment flashed through h�m; an
�dea wh�ch made h�m qu�ver traversed h�s m�nd. He caught a gl�mpse
of a wretched dest�ny for h�mself �n the future.

“Say all, say all!” he cr�ed. “You are Cosette’s father!”
And he retreated a couple of paces w�th a movement of

�ndescr�bable horror.
Jean Valjean elevated h�s head w�th so much majesty of att�tude

that he seemed to grow even to the ce�l�ng.
“It �s necessary that you should bel�eve me here, s�r; although our

oath to others may not be rece�ved �n law . . .”
Here he paused, then, w�th a sort of sovere�gn and sepulchral

author�ty, he added, art�culat�ng slowly, and emphas�z�ng the
syllables:

“. . . You w�ll bel�eve me. I the father of Cosette! before God, no.
Mons�eur le Baron Pontmercy, I am a peasant of Faverolles. I earned
my l�v�ng by prun�ng trees. My name �s not Fauchelevent, but Jean
Valjean. I am not related to Cosette. Reassure yourself.”

Mar�us stammered:
“Who w�ll prove that to me?”
“I. S�nce I tell you so.”



Mar�us looked at the man. He was melancholy yet tranqu�l. No l�e
could proceed from such a calm. That wh�ch �s �cy �s s�ncere. The
truth could be felt �n that ch�ll of the tomb.

“I bel�eve you,” sa�d Mar�us.
Jean Valjean bent h�s head, as though tak�ng note of th�s, and

cont�nued:
“What am I to Cosette? A passer-by. Ten years ago, I d�d not know

that she was �n ex�stence. I love her, �t �s true. One loves a ch�ld
whom one has seen when very young, be�ng old oneself. When one
�s old, one feels oneself a grandfather towards all l�ttle ch�ldren. You
may, �t seems to me, suppose that I have someth�ng wh�ch
resembles a heart. She was an orphan. W�thout e�ther father or
mother. She needed me. That �s why I began to love her. Ch�ldren
are so weak that the f�rst comer, even a man l�ke me, can become
the�r protector. I have fulf�lled th�s duty towards Cosette. I do not
th�nk that so sl�ght a th�ng can be called a good act�on; but �f �t be a
good act�on, well, say that I have done �t. Reg�ster th�s attenuat�ng
c�rcumstance. To-day, Cosette passes out of my l�fe; our two roads
part. Henceforth, I can do noth�ng for her. She �s Madame
Pontmercy. Her prov�dence has changed. And Cosette ga�ns by the
change. All �s well. As for the s�x hundred thousand francs, you do
not ment�on them to me, but I forestall your thought, they are a
depos�t. How d�d that depos�t come �nto my hands? What does that
matter? I restore the depos�t. Noth�ng more can be demanded of me.
I complete the rest�tut�on by announc�ng my true name. That
concerns me. I have a reason for des�r�ng that you should know who
I am.”

And Jean Valjean looked Mar�us full �n the face.
All that Mar�us exper�enced was tumultuous and �ncoherent.

Certa�n gusts of dest�ny produce these b�llows �n our souls.
We have all undergone moments of trouble �n wh�ch everyth�ng

w�th�n us �s d�spersed; we say the f�rst th�ngs that occur to us, wh�ch
are not always prec�sely those wh�ch should be sa�d. There are
sudden revelat�ons wh�ch one cannot bear, and wh�ch �ntox�cate l�ke
baleful w�ne. Mar�us was stupef�ed by the novel s�tuat�on wh�ch



presented �tself to h�m, to the po�nt of address�ng that man almost
l�ke a person who was angry w�th h�m for th�s avowal.

“But why,” he excla�med, “do you tell me all th�s? Who forces you
to do so? You could have kept your secret to yourself. You are
ne�ther denounced, nor tracked nor pursued. You have a reason for
wantonly mak�ng such a revelat�on. Conclude. There �s someth�ng
more. In what connect�on do you make th�s confess�on? What �s your
mot�ve?”

“My mot�ve?” repl�ed Jean Valjean �n a vo�ce so low and dull that
one would have sa�d that he was talk�ng to h�mself rather than to
Mar�us. “From what mot�ve, �n fact, has th�s conv�ct just sa�d ‘I am a
conv�ct’? Well, yes! the mot�ve �s strange. It �s out of honesty. Stay,
the unfortunate po�nt �s that I have a thread �n my heart, wh�ch keeps
me fast. It �s when one �s old that that sort of thread �s part�cularly
sol�d. All l�fe falls �n ru�n around one; one res�sts. Had I been able to
tear out that thread, to break �t, to undo the knot or to cut �t, to go far
away, I should have been safe. I had only to go away; there are
d�l�gences �n the Rue Bouloy; you are happy; I am go�ng. I have tr�ed
to break that thread, I have jerked at �t, �t would not break, I tore my
heart w�th �t. Then I sa�d: ‘I cannot l�ve anywhere else than here.’ I
must stay. Well, yes, you are r�ght, I am a fool, why not s�mply
rema�n here? You offer me a chamber �n th�s house, Madame
Pontmercy �s s�ncerely attached to me, she sa�d to the armcha�r:
‘Stretch out your arms to h�m,’ your grandfather demands noth�ng
better than to have me, I su�t h�m, we shall l�ve together, and take our
meals �n common, I shall g�ve Cosette my arm . . . Madame
Pontmercy, excuse me, �t �s a hab�t, we shall have but one roof, one
table, one f�re, the same ch�mney-corner �n w�nter, the same
promenade �n summer, that �s joy, that �s happ�ness, that �s
everyth�ng. We shall l�ve as one fam�ly. One fam�ly!”

At that word, Jean Valjean became w�ld. He folded h�s arms,
glared at the floor beneath h�s feet as though he would have
excavated an abyss there�n, and h�s vo�ce suddenly rose �n
thunder�ng tones:

“As one fam�ly! No. I belong to no fam�ly. I do not belong to yours. I
do not belong to any fam�ly of men. In houses where people are



among themselves, I am superfluous. There are fam�l�es, but there �s
noth�ng of the sort for me. I am an unlucky wretch; I am left outs�de.
D�d I have a father and mother? I almost doubt �t. On the day when I
gave that ch�ld �n marr�age, all came to an end. I have seen her
happy, and that she �s w�th a man whom she loves, and that there
ex�sts here a k�nd old man, a household of two angels, and all joys �n
that house, and that �t was well, I sa�d to myself: ‘Enter thou not.’ I
could have l�ed, �t �s true, have dece�ved you all, and rema�ned
Mons�eur Fauchelevent. So long as �t was for her, I could l�e; but now
�t would be for myself, and I must not. It was suff�c�ent for me to hold
my peace, �t �s true, and all would go on. You ask me what has
forced me to speak? a very odd th�ng; my consc�ence. To hold my
peace was very easy, however. I passed the n�ght �n try�ng to
persuade myself to �t; you quest�oned me, and what I have just sa�d
to you �s so extraord�nary that you have the r�ght to do �t; well, yes, I
have passed the n�ght �n alleg�ng reasons to myself, and I gave
myself very good reasons, I have done what I could. But there are
two th�ngs �n wh�ch I have not succeeded; �n break�ng the thread that
holds me f�xed, r�veted and sealed here by the heart, or �n s�lenc�ng
some one who speaks softly to me when I am alone. That �s why I
have come h�ther to tell you everyth�ng th�s morn�ng. Everyth�ng or
nearly everyth�ng. It �s useless to tell you that wh�ch concerns only
myself; I keep that to myself. You know the essent�al po�nts. So I
have taken my mystery and have brought �t to you. And I have
d�sembowelled my secret before your eyes. It was not a resolut�on
that was easy to take. I struggled all n�ght long. Ah! you th�nk that I
d�d not tell myself that th�s was no Champmath�eu affa�r, that by
conceal�ng my name I was do�ng no one any �njury, that the name of
Fauchelevent had been g�ven to me by Fauchelevent h�mself, out of
grat�tude for a serv�ce rendered to h�m, and that I m�ght assuredly
keep �t, and that I should be happy �n that chamber wh�ch you offer
me, that I should not be �n any one’s way, that I should be �n my own
l�ttle corner, and that, wh�le you would have Cosette, I should have
the �dea that I was �n the same house w�th her. Each one of us would
have had h�s share of happ�ness. If I cont�nued to be Mons�eur
Fauchelevent, that would arrange everyth�ng. Yes, w�th the except�on
of my soul. There was joy everywhere upon my surface, but the



bottom of my soul rema�ned black. It �s not enough to be happy, one
must be content. Thus I should have rema�ned Mons�eur
Fauchelevent, thus I should have concealed my true v�sage, thus, �n
the presence of your expans�on, I should have had an en�gma, thus,
�n the m�dst of your full noonday, I should have had shadows, thus,
w�thout cry�ng ‘’ware,’ I should have s�mply �ntroduced the galleys to
your f�res�de, I should have taken my seat at your table w�th the
thought that �f you knew who I was, you would dr�ve me from �t, I
should have allowed myself to be served by domest�cs who, had
they known, would have sa�d: ‘How horr�ble!’ I should have touched
you w�th my elbow, wh�ch you have a r�ght to d�sl�ke, I should have
f�lched your clasps of the hand! There would have ex�sted �n your
house a d�v�s�on of respect between venerable wh�te locks and
ta�nted wh�te locks; at your most �nt�mate hours, when all hearts
thought themselves open to the very bottom to all the rest, when we
four were together, your grandfather, you two and myself, a stranger
would have been present! I should have been s�de by s�de w�th you
�n your ex�stence, hav�ng for my only care not to d�sarrange the
cover of my dreadful p�t. Thus, I, a dead man, should have thrust
myself upon you who are l�v�ng be�ngs. I should have condemned
her to myself forever. You and Cosette and I would have had all
three of our heads �n the green cap! Does �t not make you shudder? I
am only the most crushed of men; I should have been the most
monstrous of men. And I should have comm�tted that cr�me every
day! And I should have had that face of n�ght upon my v�sage every
day! every day! And I should have commun�cated to you a share �n
my ta�nt every day! every day! to you, my dearly beloved, my
ch�ldren, to you, my �nnocent creatures! Is �t noth�ng to hold one’s
peace? �s �t a s�mple matter to keep s�lence? No, �t �s not s�mple.
There �s a s�lence wh�ch l�es. And my l�e, and my fraud and my
�nd�gn�ty, and my coward�ce and my treason and my cr�me, I should
have dra�ned drop by drop, I should have sp�t �t out, then swallowed
�t aga�n, I should have f�n�shed at m�dn�ght and have begun aga�n at
m�dday, and my ‘good morn�ng’ would have l�ed, and my ‘good n�ght’
would have l�ed, and I should have slept on �t, I should have eaten �t,
w�th my bread, and I should have looked Cosette �n the face, and I
should have responded to the sm�le of the angel by the sm�le of the



damned soul, and I should have been an abom�nable v�lla�n! Why
should I do �t? �n order to be happy. In order to be happy. Have I the
r�ght to be happy? I stand outs�de of l�fe, s�r.”

Jean Valjean paused. Mar�us l�stened. Such cha�ns of �deas and of
angu�shes cannot be �nterrupted. Jean Valjean lowered h�s vo�ce
once more, but �t was no longer a dull vo�ce—�t was a s�n�ster vo�ce.

“You ask why I speak? I am ne�ther denounced, nor pursued, nor
tracked, you say. Yes! I am denounced! yes! I am tracked! By whom?
By myself. It �s I who bar the passage to myself, and I drag myself,
and I push myself, and I arrest myself, and I execute myself, and
when one holds oneself, one �s f�rmly held.”

And, se�z�ng a handful of h�s own coat by the nape of the neck and
extend�ng �t towards Mar�us:

“Do you see that f�st?” he cont�nued. “Don’t you th�nk that �t holds
that collar �n such a w�se as not to release �t? Well! consc�ence �s
another grasp! If one des�res to be happy, s�r, one must never
understand duty; for, as soon as one has comprehended �t, �t �s
�mplacable. One would say that �t pun�shed you for comprehend�ng
�t; but no, �t rewards you; for �t places you �n a hell, where you feel
God bes�de you. One has no sooner lacerated h�s own entra�ls than
he �s at peace w�th h�mself.”

And, w�th a po�gnant accent, he added:
“Mons�eur Pontmercy, th�s �s not common sense, I am an honest

man. It �s by degrad�ng myself �n your eyes that I elevate myself �n
my own. Th�s has happened to me once before, but �t was less
pa�nful then; �t was a mere noth�ng. Yes, an honest man. I should not
be so �f, through my fault, you had cont�nued to esteem me; now that
you desp�se me, I am so. I have that fatal�ty hang�ng over me that,
not be�ng able to ever have anyth�ng but stolen cons�derat�on, that
cons�derat�on hum�l�ates me, and crushes me �nwardly, and, �n order
that I may respect myself, �t �s necessary that I should be desp�sed.
Then I stra�ghten up aga�n. I am a galley-slave who obeys h�s
consc�ence. I know well that that �s most �mprobable. But what would
you have me do about �t? �t �s the fact. I have entered �nto
engagements w�th myself; I keep them. There are encounters wh�ch
b�nd us, there are chances wh�ch �nvolve us �n dut�es. You see,



Mons�eur Pontmercy, var�ous th�ngs have happened to me �n the
course of my l�fe.”

Aga�n Jean Valjean paused, swallow�ng h�s sal�va w�th an effort, as
though h�s words had a b�tter after-taste, and then he went on:

“When one has such a horror hang�ng over one, one has not the
r�ght to make others share �t w�thout the�r knowledge, one has not
the r�ght to make them sl�p over one’s own prec�p�ce w�thout the�r
perce�v�ng �t, one has not the r�ght to let one’s red blouse drag upon
them, one has no r�ght to slyly encumber w�th one’s m�sery the
happ�ness of others. It �s h�deous to approach those who are healthy,
and to touch them �n the dark w�th one’s ulcer. In sp�te of the fact that
Fauchelevent lent me h�s name, I have no r�ght to use �t; he could
g�ve �t to me, but I could not take �t. A name �s an I. You see, s�r, that
I have thought somewhat, I have read a l�ttle, although I am a
peasant; and you see that I express myself properly. I understand
th�ngs. I have procured myself an educat�on. Well, yes, to abstract a
name and to place oneself under �t �s d�shonest. Letters of the
alphabet can be f�lched, l�ke a purse or a watch. To be a false
s�gnature �n flesh and blood, to be a l�v�ng false key, to enter the
house of honest people by p�ck�ng the�r lock, never more to look
stra�ghtforward, to forever eye askance, to be �nfamous w�th�n the I,
no! no! no! no! no! It �s better to suffer, to bleed, to weep, to tear
one’s sk�n from the flesh w�th one’s na�ls, to pass n�ghts wr�th�ng �n
angu�sh, to devour oneself body and soul. That �s why I have just
told you all th�s. Wantonly, as you say.”

He drew a pa�nful breath, and hurled th�s f�nal word:
“In days gone by, I stole a loaf of bread �n order to l�ve; to-day, �n

order to l�ve, I w�ll not steal a name.”
“To l�ve!” �nterrupted Mar�us. “You do not need that name �n order

to l�ve?”
“Ah! I understand the matter,” sa�d Jean Valjean, ra�s�ng and

lower�ng h�s head several t�mes �n success�on.
A s�lence ensued. Both held the�r peace, each plunged �n a gulf of

thoughts. Mar�us was s�tt�ng near a table and rest�ng the corner of
h�s mouth on one of h�s f�ngers, wh�ch was folded back. Jean Valjean
was pac�ng to and fro. He paused before a m�rror, and rema�ned



mot�onless. Then, as though reply�ng to some �nward course of
reason�ng, he sa�d, as he gazed at the m�rror, wh�ch he d�d not see:

“Wh�le, at present, I am rel�eved.”
He took up h�s march aga�n, and walked to the other end of the

draw�ng-room. At the moment when he turned round, he perce�ved
that Mar�us was watch�ng h�s walk. Then he sa�d, w�th an
�nexpress�ble �ntonat�on:

“I drag my leg a l�ttle. Now you understand why!”
Then he turned fully round towards Mar�us:
“And now, s�r, �mag�ne th�s: I have sa�d noth�ng, I have rema�ned

Mons�eur Fauchelevent, I have taken my place �n your house, I am
one of you, I am �n my chamber, I come to breakfast �n the morn�ng
�n sl�ppers, �n the even�ng all three of us go to the play, I accompany
Madame Pontmercy to the Tu�ler�es, and to the Place Royale, we are
together, you th�nk me your equal; one f�ne day you are there, and I
am there, we are convers�ng, we are laugh�ng; all at once, you hear
a vo�ce shout�ng th�s name: ‘Jean Valjean!’ and behold, that terr�ble
hand, the pol�ce, darts from the darkness, and abruptly tears off my
mask!”

Aga�n he paused; Mar�us had sprung to h�s feet w�th a shudder.
Jean Valjean resumed:

“What do you say to that?”
Mar�us’ s�lence answered for h�m.
Jean Valjean cont�nued:
“You see that I am r�ght �n not hold�ng my peace. Be happy, be �n

heaven, be the angel of an angel, ex�st �n the sun, be content
therew�th, and do not trouble yourself about the means wh�ch a poor
damned wretch takes to open h�s breast and force h�s duty to come
forth; you have before you, s�r, a wretched man.”

Mar�us slowly crossed the room, and, when he was qu�te close to
Jean Valjean, he offered the latter h�s hand.

But Mar�us was obl�ged to step up and take that hand wh�ch was
not offered, Jean Valjean let h�m have h�s own way, and �t seemed to
Mar�us that he pressed a hand of marble.



“My grandfather has fr�ends,” sa�d Mar�us; “I w�ll procure your
pardon.”

“It �s useless,” repl�ed Jean Valjean. “I am bel�eved to be dead, and
that suff�ces. The dead are not subjected to surve�llance. They are
supposed to rot �n peace. Death �s the same th�ng as pardon.”

And, d�sengag�ng the hand wh�ch Mar�us held, he added, w�th a
sort of �nexorable d�gn�ty:

“Moreover, the fr�end to whom I have recourse �s the do�ng of my
duty; and I need but one pardon, that of my consc�ence.”

At that moment, a door at the other end of the draw�ng-room
opened gently half way, and �n the open�ng Cosette’s head
appeared. They saw only her sweet face, her ha�r was �n charm�ng
d�sorder, her eyel�ds were st�ll swollen w�th sleep. She made the
movement of a b�rd, wh�ch thrusts �ts head out of �ts nest, glanced
f�rst at her husband, then at Jean Valjean, and cr�ed to them w�th a
sm�le, so that they seemed to behold a sm�le at the heart of a rose:

“I w�ll wager that you are talk�ng pol�t�cs. How stup�d that �s,
�nstead of be�ng w�th me!”

Jean Valjean shuddered.
“Cosette! . . .” stammered Mar�us.
And he paused. One would have sa�d that they were two cr�m�nals.
Cosette, who was rad�ant, cont�nued to gaze at both of them.

There was someth�ng �n her eyes l�ke gleams of parad�se.
“I have caught you �n the very act,” sa�d Cosette. “Just now, I

heard my father Fauchelevent through the door say�ng: ‘Consc�ence
. . . do�ng my duty . . .’ That �s pol�t�cs, �ndeed �t �s. I w�ll not have �t.
People should not talk pol�t�cs the very next day. It �s not r�ght.”

“You are m�staken. Cosette,” sa�d Mar�us, “we are talk�ng
bus�ness. We are d�scuss�ng the best �nvestment of your s�x hundred
thousand francs . . .”

“That �s not �t at all,” �nterrupted Cosette. “I am com�ng. Does
anybody want me here?”

And, pass�ng resolutely through the door, she entered the draw�ng-
room. She was dressed �n a volum�nous wh�te dress�ng-gown, w�th a



thousand folds and large sleeves wh�ch, start�ng from the neck, fell
to her feet. In the golden heavens of some anc�ent goth�c p�ctures,
there are these charm�ng sacks f�t to clothe the angels.

She contemplated herself from head to foot �n a long m�rror, then
excla�med, �n an outburst of �neffable ecstasy:

“There was once a K�ng and a Queen. Oh! how happy I am!”
That sa�d, she made a curtsey to Mar�us and to Jean Valjean.
“There,” sa�d she, “I am go�ng to �nstall myself near you �n an

easy-cha�r, we breakfast �n half an hour, you shall say anyth�ng you
l�ke, I know well that men must talk, and I w�ll be very good.”

Mar�us took her by the arm and sa�d lov�ngly to her:
“We are talk�ng bus�ness.”
“By the way,” sa�d Cosette, “I have opened my w�ndow, a flock of

p�errots has arr�ved �n the garden,—B�rds, not maskers. To-day �s
Ash-Wednesday; but not for the b�rds.”

“I tell you that we are talk�ng bus�ness, go, my l�ttle Cosette, leave
us alone for a moment. We are talk�ng f�gures. That w�ll bore you.”

“You have a charm�ng cravat on th�s morn�ng, Mar�us. You are very
dand�f�ed, monse�gneur. No, �t w�ll not bore me.”

“I assure you that �t w�ll bore you.”
“No. S�nce �t �s you. I shall not understand you, but I shall l�sten to

you. When one hears the vo�ces of those whom one loves, one does
not need to understand the words that they utter. That we should be
here together—that �s all that I des�re. I shall rema�n w�th you, bah!”

“You are my beloved Cosette! Imposs�ble.”
“Imposs�ble!”
“Yes.”
“Very good,” sa�d Cosette. “I was go�ng to tell you some news. I

could have told you that your grandfather �s st�ll asleep, that your
aunt �s at mass, that the ch�mney �n my father Fauchelevent’s room
smokes, that N�colette has sent for the ch�mney-sweep, that
Toussa�nt and N�colette have already quarrelled, that N�colette
makes sport of Toussa�nt’s stammer. Well, you shall know noth�ng.
Ah! �t �s �mposs�ble? you shall see, gentlemen, that I, �n my turn, can



say: It �s �mposs�ble. Then who w�ll be caught? I beseech you, my
l�ttle Mar�us, let me stay here w�th you two.”

“I swear to you, that �t �s �nd�spensable that we should be alone.”
“Well, am I anybody?”
Jean Valjean had not uttered a s�ngle word. Cosette turned to h�m:
“In the f�rst place, father, I want you to come and embrace me.

What do you mean by not say�ng anyth�ng �nstead of tak�ng my part?
who gave me such a father as that? You must perce�ve that my
fam�ly l�fe �s very unhappy. My husband beats me. Come, embrace
me �nstantly.”

Jean Valjean approached.
Cosette turned toward Mar�us.
“As for you, I shall make a face at you.”
Then she presented her brow to Jean Valjean.
Jean Valjean advanced a step toward her.
Cosette reco�led.
“Father, you are pale. Does your arm hurt you?”
“It �s well,” sa�d Jean Valjean.
“D�d you sleep badly?”
“No.”
“Are you sad?”
“No.”
“Embrace me �f you are well, �f you sleep well, �f you are content, I

w�ll not scold you.”
And aga�n she offered h�m her brow.
Jean Valjean dropped a k�ss upon that brow whereon rested a

celest�al gleam.
“Sm�le.”
Jean Valjean obeyed. It was the sm�le of a spectre.
“Now, defend me aga�nst my husband.”
“Cosette! . . .” ejaculated Mar�us.



“Get angry, father. Say that I must stay. You can certa�nly talk
before me. So you th�nk me very s�lly. What you say �s aston�sh�ng!
bus�ness, plac�ng money �n a bank a great matter truly. Men make
myster�es out of noth�ng. I am very pretty th�s morn�ng. Look at me,
Mar�us.”

And w�th an adorable shrug of the shoulders, and an �ndescr�bably
exqu�s�te pout, she glanced at Mar�us.

“I love you!” sa�d Mar�us.
“I adore you!” sa�d Cosette.
And they fell �rres�st�bly �nto each other’s arms.
“Now,” sa�d Cosette, adjust�ng a fold of her dress�ng-gown, w�th a

tr�umphant l�ttle gr�mace, “I shall stay.”
“No, not that,” sa�d Mar�us, �n a suppl�cat�ng tone. “We have to

f�n�sh someth�ng.”
“St�ll no?”
Mar�us assumed a grave tone:
“I assure you, Cosette, that �t �s �mposs�ble.”
“Ah! you put on your man’s vo�ce, s�r. That �s well, I go. You, father,

have not upheld me. Mons�eur my father, mons�eur my husband, you
are tyrants. I shall go and tell grandpapa. If you th�nk that I am go�ng
to return and talk plat�tudes to you, you are m�staken. I am proud. I
shall wa�t for you now. You shall see, that �t �s you who are go�ng to
be bored w�thout me. I am go�ng, �t �s well.”

And she left the room.
Two seconds later, the door opened once more, her fresh and rosy

head was aga�n thrust between the two leaves, and she cr�ed to
them:

“I am very angry �ndeed.”
The door closed aga�n, and the shadows descended once more.
It was as though a ray of sunl�ght should have suddenly traversed

the n�ght, w�thout �tself be�ng consc�ous of �t.
Mar�us made sure that the door was securely closed.
“Poor Cosette!” he murmured, “when she f�nds out . . .”



At that word Jean Valjean trembled �n every l�mb. He f�xed on
Mar�us a bew�ldered eye.

“Cosette! oh yes, �t �s true, you are go�ng to tell Cosette about th�s.
That �s r�ght. Stay, I had not thought of that. One has the strength for
one th�ng, but not for another. S�r, I conjure you, I entreat now, s�r,
g�ve me your most sacred word of honor, that you w�ll not tell her. Is
�t not enough that you should know �t? I have been able to say �t
myself w�thout be�ng forced to �t, I could have told �t to the un�verse,
to the whole world,—�t was all one to me. But she, she does not
know what �t �s, �t would terr�fy her. What, a conv�ct! we should be
obl�ged to expla�n matters to her, to say to her: ‘He �s a man who has
been �n the galleys.’ She saw the cha�n-gang pass by one day. Oh!
My God!” . . . He dropped �nto an armcha�r and h�d h�s face �n h�s
hands.

H�s gr�ef was not aud�ble, but from the qu�ver�ng of h�s shoulders �t
was ev�dent that he was weep�ng. S�lent tears, terr�ble tears.

There �s someth�ng of suffocat�on �n the sob. He was se�zed w�th a
sort of convuls�on, he threw h�mself aga�nst the back of the cha�r as
though to ga�n breath, lett�ng h�s arms fall, and allow�ng Mar�us to
see h�s face �nundated w�th tears, and Mar�us heard h�m murmur, so
low that h�s vo�ce seemed to �ssue from fathomless depths:

“Oh! would that I could d�e!”
“Be at your ease,” sa�d Mar�us, “I w�ll keep your secret for myself

alone.”
And, less touched, perhaps, than he ought to have been, but

forced, for the last hour, to fam�l�ar�ze h�mself w�th someth�ng as
unexpected as �t was dreadful, gradually behold�ng the conv�ct
superposed before h�s very eyes, upon M. Fauchelevent, overcome,
l�ttle by l�ttle, by that lugubr�ous real�ty, and led, by the natural
�ncl�nat�on of the s�tuat�on, to recogn�ze the space wh�ch had just
been placed between that man and h�mself, Mar�us added:

“It �s �mposs�ble that I should not speak a word to you w�th regard
to the depos�t wh�ch you have so fa�thfully and honestly rem�tted.
That �s an act of prob�ty. It �s just that some recompense should be
bestowed on you. F�x the sum yourself, �t shall be counted out to
you. Do not fear to set �t very h�gh.”



“I thank you, s�r,” repl�ed Jean Valjean, gently.
He rema�ned �n thought for a moment, mechan�cally pass�ng the

t�p of h�s fore-f�nger across h�s thumb-na�l, then he l�fted up h�s vo�ce:
“All �s nearly over. But one last th�ng rema�ns for me . . .”
“What �s �t?”
Jean Valjean struggled w�th what seemed a last hes�tat�on, and,

w�thout vo�ce, w�thout breath, he stammered rather than sa�d:
“Now that you know, do you th�nk, s�r, you, who are the master,

that I ought not to see Cosette any more?”
“I th�nk that would be better,” repl�ed Mar�us coldly.
“I shall never see her more,” murmured Jean Valjean. And he

d�rected h�s steps towards the door.
He la�d h�s hand on the knob, the latch y�elded, the door opened.

Jean Valjean pushed �t open far enough to pass through, stood
mot�onless for a second, then closed the door aga�n and turned to
Mar�us.

He was no longer pale, he was l�v�d. There were no longer any
tears �n h�s eyes, but only a sort of trag�c flame. H�s vo�ce had
rega�ned a strange composure.

“Stay, s�r,” he sa�d. “If you w�ll allow �t, I w�ll come to see her. I
assure you that I des�re �t greatly. If I had not cared to see Cosette, I
should not have made to you the confess�on that I have made, I
should have gone away; but, as I des�red to rema�n �n the place
where Cosette �s, and to cont�nue to see her, I had to tell you about �t
honestly. You follow my reason�ng, do you not? �t �s a matter eas�ly
understood. You see, I have had her w�th me for more than n�ne
years. We l�ved f�rst �n that hut on the boulevard, then �n the convent,
then near the Luxembourg. That was where you saw her for the f�rst
t�me. You remember her blue plush hat. Then we went to the
Quart�er des Inval�des, where there was a ra�l�ng on a garden, the
Rue Plumet. I l�ved �n a l�ttle back court-yard, whence I could hear
her p�ano. That was my l�fe. We never left each other. That lasted for
n�ne years and some months. I was l�ke her own father, and she was
my ch�ld. I do not know whether you understand, Mons�eur
Pontmercy, but to go away now, never to see her aga�n, never to



speak to her aga�n, to no longer have anyth�ng, would be hard. If you
do not d�sapprove of �t, I w�ll come to see Cosette from t�me to t�me. I
w�ll not come often. I w�ll not rema�n long. You shall g�ve orders that I
am to be rece�ved �n the l�ttle wa�t�ng-room. On the ground floor. I
could enter perfectly well by the back door, but that m�ght create
surpr�se perhaps, and �t would be better, I th�nk, for me to enter by
the usual door. Truly, s�r, I should l�ke to see a l�ttle more of Cosette.
As rarely as you please. Put yourself �n my place, I have noth�ng left
but that. And then, we must be caut�ous. If I no longer come at all, �t
would produce a bad effect, �t would be cons�dered s�ngular. What I
can do, by the way, �s to come �n the afternoon, when n�ght �s
beg�nn�ng to fall.”

“You shall come every even�ng,” sa�d Mar�us, “and Cosette w�ll be
wa�t�ng for you.”

“You are k�nd, s�r,” sa�d Jean Valjean.
Mar�us saluted Jean Valjean, happ�ness escorted despa�r to the

door, and these two men parted.



CHAPTER II—THE OBSCURITIES
WHICH A REVELATION CAN CONTAIN

Mar�us was qu�te upset.
The sort of estrangement wh�ch he had always felt towards the

man bes�de whom he had seen Cosette, was now expla�ned to h�m.
There was someth�ng en�gmat�c about that person, of wh�ch h�s
�nst�nct had warned h�m.

Th�s en�gma was the most h�deous of d�sgraces, the galleys. Th�s
M. Fauchelevent was the conv�ct Jean Valjean.

To abruptly f�nd such a secret �n the m�dst of one’s happ�ness
resembles the d�scovery of a scorp�on �n a nest of turtledoves.

Was the happ�ness of Mar�us and Cosette thenceforth condemned
to such a ne�ghborhood? Was th�s an accompl�shed fact? D�d the
acceptance of that man form a part of the marr�age now
consummated? Was there noth�ng to be done?

Had Mar�us wedded the conv�ct as well?
In va�n may one be crowned w�th l�ght and joy, �n va�n may one

taste the grand purple hour of l�fe, happy love, such shocks would
force even the archangel �n h�s ecstasy, even the dem�god �n h�s
glory, to shudder.

As �s always the case �n changes of v�ew of th�s nature, Mar�us
asked h�mself whether he had noth�ng w�th wh�ch to reproach
h�mself. Had he been want�ng �n d�v�nat�on? Had he been want�ng �n
prudence? Had he �nvoluntar�ly dulled h�s w�ts? A l�ttle, perhaps. Had
he entered upon th�s love affa�r, wh�ch had ended �n h�s marr�age to
Cosette, w�thout tak�ng suff�c�ent precaut�ons to throw l�ght upon the
surround�ngs? He adm�tted,—�t �s thus, by a ser�es of success�ve
adm�ss�ons of ourselves �n regard to ourselves, that l�fe amends us,
l�ttle by l�ttle,—he adm�tted the ch�mer�cal and v�s�onary s�de of h�s



nature, a sort of �nternal cloud pecul�ar to many organ�zat�ons, and
wh�ch, �n paroxysms of pass�on and sorrow, d�lates as the
temperature of the soul changes, and �nvades the ent�re man, to
such a degree as to render h�m noth�ng more than a consc�ence
bathed �n a m�st. We have more than once �nd�cated th�s
character�st�c element of Mar�us’ �nd�v�dual�ty.

He recalled that, �n the �ntox�cat�on of h�s love, �n the Rue Plumet,
dur�ng those s�x or seven ecstat�c weeks, he had not even spoken to
Cosette of that drama �n the Gorbeau hovel, where the v�ct�m had
taken up such a s�ngular l�ne of s�lence dur�ng the struggle and the
ensu�ng fl�ght. How had �t happened that he had not ment�oned th�s
to Cosette? Yet �t was so near and so terr�ble! How had �t come to
pass that he had not even named the Thénard�ers, and, part�cularly,
on the day when he had encountered Épon�ne? He now found �t
almost d�ff�cult to expla�n h�s s�lence of that t�me. Nevertheless, he
could account for �t. He recalled h�s benumbed state, h�s �ntox�cat�on
w�th Cosette, love absorb�ng everyth�ng, that catch�ng away of each
other �nto the �deal, and perhaps also, l�ke the �mpercept�ble quant�ty
of reason m�ngled w�th th�s v�olent and charm�ng state of the soul, a
vague, dull �nst�nct �mpell�ng h�m to conceal and abol�sh �n h�s
memory that redoubtable adventure, contact w�th wh�ch he dreaded,
�n wh�ch he d�d not w�sh to play any part, h�s agency �n wh�ch he had
kept secret, and �n wh�ch he could be ne�ther narrator nor w�tness
w�thout be�ng an accuser.

Moreover, these few weeks had been a flash of l�ghtn�ng; there
had been no t�me for anyth�ng except love.

In short, hav�ng we�ghed everyth�ng, turned everyth�ng over �n h�s
m�nd, exam�ned everyth�ng, whatever m�ght have been the
consequences �f he had told Cosette about the Gorbeau ambush,
even �f he had d�scovered that Jean Valjean was a conv�ct, would
that have changed h�m, Mar�us? Would that have changed her,
Cosette? Would he have drawn back? Would he have adored her
any the less? Would he have refra�ned from marry�ng her? No. Then
there was noth�ng to regret, noth�ng w�th wh�ch he need reproach
h�mself. All was well. There �s a de�ty for those drunken men who are
called lovers. Mar�us bl�nd, had followed the path wh�ch he would



have chosen had he been �n full possess�on of h�s s�ght. Love had
bandaged h�s eyes, �n order to lead h�m wh�ther? To parad�se.

But th�s parad�se was henceforth compl�cated w�th an �nfernal
accompan�ment.

Mar�us’ anc�ent estrangement towards th�s man, towards th�s
Fauchelevent who had turned �nto Jean Valjean, was at present
m�ngled w�th horror.

In th�s horror, let us state, there was some p�ty, and even a certa�n
surpr�se.

Th�s th�ef, th�s th�ef gu�lty of a second offence, had restored that
depos�t. And what a depos�t! S�x hundred thousand francs.

He alone was �n the secret of that depos�t. He m�ght have kept �t
all, he had restored �t all.

Moreover, he had h�mself revealed h�s s�tuat�on. Noth�ng forced
h�m to th�s. If any one learned who he was, �t was through h�mself. In
th�s avowal there was someth�ng more than acceptance of
hum�l�at�on, there was acceptance of per�l. For a condemned man, a
mask �s not a mask, �t �s a shelter. A false name �s secur�ty, and he
had rejected that false name. He, the galley-slave, m�ght have
h�dden h�mself forever �n an honest fam�ly; he had w�thstood th�s
temptat�on. And w�th what mot�ve? Through a consc�ent�ous scruple.
He h�mself expla�ned th�s w�th the �rres�st�ble accents of truth. In
short, whatever th�s Jean Valjean m�ght be, he was, undoubtedly, a
consc�ence wh�ch was awaken�ng. There ex�sted some myster�ous
re-hab�l�tat�on wh�ch had begun; and, to all appearances, scruples
had for a long t�me already controlled th�s man. Such f�ts of just�ce
and goodness are not character�st�c of vulgar natures. An awaken�ng
of consc�ence �s grandeur of soul.

Jean Valjean was s�ncere. Th�s s�ncer�ty, v�s�ble, palpable,
�rrefragable, ev�dent from the very gr�ef that �t caused h�m, rendered
�nqu�r�es useless, and conferred author�ty on all that that man had
sa�d.

Here, for Mar�us, there was a strange reversal of s�tuat�ons. What
breathed from M. Fauchelevent? d�strust. What d�d Jean Valjean
�nsp�re? conf�dence.



In the myster�ous balance of th�s Jean Valjean wh�ch the pens�ve
Mar�us struck, he adm�tted the act�ve pr�nc�ple, he adm�tted the
pass�ve pr�nc�ple, and he tr�ed to reach a balance.

But all th�s went on as �n a storm. Mar�us, wh�le endeavor�ng to
form a clear �dea of th�s man, and wh�le pursu�ng Jean Valjean, so to
speak, �n the depths of h�s thought, lost h�m and found h�m aga�n �n a
fatal m�st.

The depos�t honestly restored, the prob�ty of the confess�on—
these were good. Th�s produced a l�ghten�ng of the cloud, then the
cloud became black once more.

Troubled as were Mar�us’ memor�es, a shadow of them returned to
h�m.

After all, what was that adventure �n the Jondrette att�c? Why had
that man taken to fl�ght on the arr�val of the pol�ce, �nstead of
enter�ng a compla�nt?

Here Mar�us found the answer. Because that man was a fug�t�ve
from just�ce, who had broken h�s ban.

Another quest�on: Why had that man come to the barr�cade?
For Mar�us now once more d�st�nctly beheld that recollect�on wh�ch

had reappeared �n h�s emot�ons l�ke sympathet�c �nk at the
appl�cat�on of heat. Th�s man had been �n the barr�cade. He had not
fought there. What had he come there for? In the presence of th�s
quest�on a spectre sprang up and repl�ed: “Javert.”

Mar�us recalled perfectly now that funereal s�ght of Jean Valjean
dragg�ng the p�n�oned Javert out of the barr�cade, and he st�ll heard
beh�nd the corner of the l�ttle Rue Mondétour that fr�ghtful p�stol shot.
Obv�ously, there was hatred between that pol�ce spy and the galley-
slave. The one was �n the other’s way. Jean Valjean had gone to the
barr�cade for the purpose of reveng�ng h�mself. He had arr�ved late.
He probably knew that Javert was a pr�soner there. The Cors�can
vendetta has penetrated to certa�n lower strata and has become the
law there; �t �s so s�mple that �t does not aston�sh souls wh�ch are but
half turned towards good; and those hearts are so const�tuted that a
cr�m�nal, who �s �n the path of repentance, may be scrupulous �n the



matter of theft and unscrupulous �n the matter of vengeance. Jean
Valjean had k�lled Javert. At least, that seemed to be ev�dent.

Th�s was the f�nal quest�on, to be sure; but to th�s there was no
reply. Th�s quest�on Mar�us felt l�ke p�ncers. How had �t come to pass
that Jean Valjean’s ex�stence had elbowed that of Cosette for so
long a per�od?

What melancholy sport of Prov�dence was that wh�ch had placed
that ch�ld �n contact w�th that man? Are there then cha�ns for two
wh�ch are forged on h�gh? and does God take pleasure �n coupl�ng
the angel w�th the demon? So a cr�me and an �nnocence can be
room-mates �n the myster�ous galleys of wretchedness? In that
def�l�ng of condemned persons wh�ch �s called human dest�ny, can
two brows pass s�de by s�de, the one �ngenuous, the other
form�dable, the one all bathed �n the d�v�ne wh�teness of dawn, the
other forever blem�shed by the flash of an eternal l�ghtn�ng? Who
could have arranged that �nexpl�cable pa�r�ng off? In what manner, �n
consequence of what prod�gy, had any commun�ty of l�fe been
establ�shed between th�s celest�al l�ttle creature and that old
cr�m�nal?

Who could have bound the lamb to the wolf, and, what was st�ll
more �ncomprehens�ble, have attached the wolf to the lamb? For the
wolf loved the lamb, for the f�erce creature adored the feeble one,
for, dur�ng the space of n�ne years, the angel had had the monster as
her po�nt of support. Cosette’s ch�ldhood and g�rlhood, her advent �n
the dayl�ght, her v�rg�nal growth towards l�fe and l�ght, had been
sheltered by that h�deous devot�on. Here quest�ons exfol�ated, so to
speak, �nto �nnumerable en�gmas, abysses yawned at the bottoms of
abysses, and Mar�us could no longer bend over Jean Valjean w�thout
becom�ng d�zzy. What was th�s man-prec�p�ce?

The old symbols of Genes�s are eternal; �n human soc�ety, such as
�t now ex�sts, and unt�l a broader day shall effect a change �n �t, there
w�ll always be two men, the one super�or, the other subterranean; the
one wh�ch �s accord�ng to good �s Abel; the other wh�ch �s accord�ng
to ev�l �s Ca�n. What was th�s tender Ca�n? What was th�s ruff�an
rel�g�ously absorbed �n the adorat�on of a v�rg�n, watch�ng over her,



rear�ng her, guard�ng her, d�gn�fy�ng her, and envelop�ng her, �mpure
as he was h�mself, w�th pur�ty?

What was that cesspool wh�ch had venerated that �nnocence to
such a po�nt as not to leave upon �t a s�ngle spot? What was th�s
Jean Valjean educat�ng Cosette? What was th�s f�gure of the
shadows wh�ch had for �ts only object the preservat�on of the r�s�ng of
a star from every shadow and from every cloud?

That was Jean Valjean’s secret; that was also God’s secret.
In the presence of th�s double secret, Mar�us reco�led. The one, �n

some sort, reassured h�m as to the other. God was as v�s�ble �n th�s
affa�r as was Jean Valjean. God has h�s �nstruments. He makes use
of the tool wh�ch he w�lls. He �s not respons�ble to men. Do we know
how God sets about the work? Jean Valjean had labored over
Cosette. He had, to some extent, made that soul. That was
�ncontestable. Well, what then? The workman was horr�ble; but the
work was adm�rable. God produces h�s m�racles as seems good to
h�m. He had constructed that charm�ng Cosette, and he had
employed Jean Valjean. It had pleased h�m to choose th�s strange
collaborator for h�mself. What account have we to demand of h�m? Is
th�s the f�rst t�me that the dung-heap has a�ded the spr�ng to create
the rose?

Mar�us made h�mself these repl�es, and declared to h�mself that
they were good. He had not dared to press Jean Valjean on all the
po�nts wh�ch we have just �nd�cated, but he d�d not confess to h�mself
that he d�d not dare to do �t. He adored Cosette, he possessed
Cosette, Cosette was splend�dly pure. That was suff�c�ent for h�m.
What enl�ghtenment d�d he need? Cosette was a l�ght. Does l�ght
requ�re enl�ghtenment? He had everyth�ng; what more could he
des�re? All,—�s not that enough? Jean Valjean’s personal affa�rs d�d
not concern h�m.

And bend�ng over the fatal shadow of that man, he clung fast,
convuls�vely, to the solemn declarat�on of that unhappy wretch: “I am
noth�ng to Cosette. Ten years ago I d�d not know that she was �n
ex�stence.”

Jean Valjean was a passer-by. He had sa�d so h�mself. Well, he
had passed. Whatever he was, h�s part was f�n�shed.



Henceforth, there rema�ned Mar�us to fulf�l the part of Prov�dence
to Cosette. Cosette had sought the azure �n a person l�ke herself, �n
her lover, her husband, her celest�al male. Cosette, as she took her
fl�ght, w�nged and transf�gured, left beh�nd her on the earth her
h�deous and empty chrysal�s, Jean Valjean.

In whatever c�rcle of �deas Mar�us revolved, he always returned to
a certa�n horror for Jean Valjean. A sacred horror, perhaps, for, as
we have just po�nted out, he felt a qu�d d�v�num �n that man. But do
what he would, and seek what extenuat�on he would, he was
certa�nly forced to fall back upon th�s: the man was a conv�ct; that �s
to say, a be�ng who has not even a place �n the soc�al ladder, s�nce
he �s lower than the very lowest rung. After the very last of men
comes the conv�ct. The conv�ct �s no longer, so to speak, �n the
semblance of the l�v�ng. The law has depr�ved h�m of the ent�re
quant�ty of human�ty of wh�ch �t can depr�ve a man.

Mar�us, on penal quest�ons, st�ll held to the �nexorable system,
though he was a democrat and he enterta�ned all the �deas of the
law on the subject of those whom the law str�kes. He had not yet
accompl�shed all progress, we adm�t. He had not yet come to
d�st�ngu�sh between that wh�ch �s wr�tten by man and that wh�ch �s
wr�tten by God, between law and r�ght. He had not exam�ned and
we�ghed the r�ght wh�ch man takes to d�spose of the �rrevocable and
the �rreparable. He was not shocked by the word v�nd�cte. He found �t
qu�te s�mple that certa�n breaches of the wr�tten law should be
followed by eternal suffer�ng, and he accepted, as the process of
c�v�l�zat�on, soc�al damnat�on. He st�ll stood at th�s po�nt, though safe
to advance �nfall�bly later on, s�nce h�s nature was good, and, at
bottom, wholly formed of latent progress.

In th�s stage of h�s �deas, Jean Valjean appeared to h�m h�deous
and repuls�ve. He was a man reproved, he was the conv�ct. That
word was for h�m l�ke the sound of the trump on the Day of
Judgment; and, after hav�ng reflected upon Jean Valjean for a long
t�me, h�s f�nal gesture had been to turn away h�s head. Vade retro.

Mar�us, �f we must recogn�ze and even �ns�st upon the fact, wh�le
�nterrogat�ng Jean Valjean to such a po�nt that Jean Valjean had



sa�d: “You are confess�ng me,” had not, nevertheless, put to h�m two
or three dec�s�ve quest�ons.

It was not that they had not presented themselves to h�s m�nd, but
that he had been afra�d of them. The Jondrette att�c? The barr�cade?
Javert? Who knows where these revelat�ons would have stopped?
Jean Valjean d�d not seem l�ke a man who would draw back, and
who knows whether Mar�us, after hav�ng urged h�m on, would not
have h�mself des�red to hold h�m back?

Has �t not happened to all of us, �n certa�n supreme conjunctures,
to stop our ears �n order that we may not hear the reply, after we
have asked a quest�on? It �s espec�ally when one loves that one
g�ves way to these exh�b�t�ons of coward�ce. It �s not w�se to quest�on
s�n�ster s�tuat�ons to the last po�nt, part�cularly when the �nd�ssoluble
s�de of our l�fe �s fatally �nterm�ngled w�th them. What a terr�ble l�ght
m�ght have proceeded from the despa�r�ng explanat�ons of Jean
Valjean, and who knows whether that h�deous glare would not have
darted forth as far as Cosette? Who knows whether a sort of �nfernal
glow would not have l�ngered beh�nd �t on the brow of that angel?
The spatter�ng of a l�ghtn�ng-flash �s of the thunder also. Fatal�ty has
po�nts of juncture where �nnocence �tself �s stamped w�th cr�me by
the gloomy law of the reflect�ons wh�ch g�ve color. The purest f�gures
may forever preserve the reflect�on of a horr�ble assoc�at�on. R�ghtly
or wrongly, Mar�us had been afra�d. He already knew too much. He
sought to dull h�s senses rather than to ga�n further l�ght.

In d�smay he bore off Cosette �n h�s arms and shut h�s eyes to
Jean Valjean.

That man was the n�ght, the l�v�ng and horr�ble n�ght. How should
he dare to seek the bottom of �t? It �s a terr�ble th�ng to �nterrogate
the shadow. Who knows what �ts reply w�ll be? The dawn may be
blackened forever by �t.

In th�s state of m�nd the thought that that man would, henceforth,
come �nto any contact whatever w�th Cosette was a heartrend�ng
perplex�ty to Mar�us.

He now almost reproached h�mself for not hav�ng put those
form�dable quest�ons, before wh�ch he had reco�led, and from wh�ch
an �mplacable and def�n�t�ve dec�s�on m�ght have sprung. He felt that



he was too good, too gentle, too weak, �f we must say the word. Th�s
weakness had led h�m to an �mprudent concess�on. He had allowed
h�mself to be touched. He had been �n the wrong. He ought to have
s�mply and purely rejected Jean Valjean. Jean Valjean played the
part of f�re, and that �s what he should have done, and have freed h�s
house from that man.

He was vexed w�th h�mself, he was angry w�th that wh�rlw�nd of
emot�ons wh�ch had deafened, bl�nded, and carr�ed h�m away. He
was d�spleased w�th h�mself.

What was he to do now? Jean Valjean’s v�s�ts were profoundly
repugnant to h�m. What was the use �n hav�ng that man �n h�s
house? What d�d the man want? Here, he became d�smayed, he d�d
not w�sh to d�g down, he d�d not w�sh to penetrate deeply; he d�d not
w�sh to sound h�mself. He had prom�sed, he had allowed h�mself to
be drawn �nto a prom�se; Jean Valjean held h�s prom�se; one must
keep one’s word even to a conv�ct, above all to a conv�ct. St�ll, h�s
f�rst duty was to Cosette. In short, he was carr�ed away by the
repugnance wh�ch dom�nated h�m.

Mar�us turned over all th�s confus�on of �deas �n h�s m�nd, pass�ng
from one to the other, and moved by all of them. Hence arose a
profound trouble.

It was not easy for h�m to h�de th�s trouble from Cosette, but love �s
a talent, and Mar�us succeeded �n do�ng �t.

However, w�thout any apparent object, he quest�oned Cosette,
who was as cand�d as a dove �s wh�te and who suspected noth�ng;
he talked of her ch�ldhood and her youth, and he became more and
more conv�nced that that conv�ct had been everyth�ng good, paternal
and respectable that a man can be towards Cosette. All that Mar�us
had caught a gl�mpse of and had surm�sed was real. That s�n�ster
nettle had loved and protected that l�ly.
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CHAPTER I—THE LOWER CHAMBER
On the follow�ng day, at n�ghtfall, Jean Valjean knocked at the

carr�age gate of the G�llenormand house. It was Basque who
rece�ved h�m. Basque was �n the courtyard at the appo�nted hour, as
though he had rece�ved h�s orders. It somet�mes happens that one
says to a servant: “You w�ll watch for Mr. So and So, when he
arr�ves.”

Basque addressed Jean Valjean w�thout wa�t�ng for the latter to
approach h�m:

“Mons�eur le Baron has charged me to �nqu�re whether mons�eur
des�res to go upsta�rs or to rema�n below?”

“I w�ll rema�n below,” repl�ed Jean Valjean.
Basque, who was perfectly respectful, opened the door of the

wa�t�ng-room and sa�d:
“I w�ll go and �nform Madame.”
The room wh�ch Jean Valjean entered was a damp, vaulted room

on the ground floor, wh�ch served as a cellar on occas�on, wh�ch
opened on the street, was paved w�th red squares and was badly
l�ghted by a grated w�ndow.

Th�s chamber was not one of those wh�ch are harassed by the
feather-duster, the pope’s head brush, and the broom. The dust
rested tranqu�lly there. Persecut�on of the sp�ders was not organ�zed
there. A f�ne web, wh�ch spread far and w�de, and was very black
and ornamented w�th dead fl�es, formed a wheel on one of the
w�ndow-panes. The room, wh�ch was small and low-ce�led, was
furn�shed w�th a heap of empty bottles p�led up �n one corner.

The wall, wh�ch was daubed w�th an ochre yellow wash, was
scal�ng off �n large flakes. At one end there was a ch�mney-p�ece
pa�nted �n black w�th a narrow shelf. A f�re was burn�ng there; wh�ch



�nd�cated that Jean Valjean’s reply: “I w�ll rema�n below,” had been
foreseen.

Two armcha�rs were placed at the two corners of the f�replace.
Between the cha�rs an old beds�de rug, wh�ch d�splayed more
foundat�on thread than wool, had been spread by way of a carpet.

The chamber was l�ghted by the f�re on the hearth and the tw�l�ght
fall�ng through the w�ndow.

Jean Valjean was fat�gued. For days he had ne�ther eaten nor
slept. He threw h�mself �nto one of the armcha�rs.

Basque returned, set a l�ghted candle on the ch�mney-p�ece and
ret�red. Jean Valjean, h�s head droop�ng and h�s ch�n rest�ng on h�s
breast, perce�ved ne�ther Basque nor the candle.

All at once, he drew h�mself up w�th a start. Cosette was stand�ng
bes�de h�m.

He had not seen her enter, but he had felt that she was there.
He turned round. He gazed at her. She was adorably lovely. But

what he was contemplat�ng w�th that profound gaze was not her
beauty but her soul.

“Well,” excla�med Cosette, “father, I knew that you were pecul�ar,
but I never should have expected th�s. What an �dea! Mar�us told me
that you w�sh me to rece�ve you here.”

“Yes, �t �s my w�sh.”
“I expected that reply. Good. I warn you that I am go�ng to make a

scene for you. Let us beg�n at the beg�nn�ng. Embrace me, father.”
And she offered h�m her cheek.
Jean Valjean rema�ned mot�onless.
“You do not st�r. I take note of �t. Att�tude of gu�lt. But never m�nd, I

pardon you. Jesus Chr�st sa�d: Offer the other cheek. Here �t �s.”
And she presented her other cheek.
Jean Valjean d�d not move. It seemed as though h�s feet were

na�led to the pavement.
“Th�s �s becom�ng ser�ous,” sa�d Cosette. “What have I done to

you? I declare that I am perplexed. You owe me reparat�on. You w�ll
d�ne w�th us.”



“I have d�ned.”
“That �s not true. I w�ll get M. G�llenormand to scold you.

Grandfathers are made to repr�mand fathers. Come. Go upsta�rs w�th
me to the draw�ng-room. Immed�ately.”

“Imposs�ble.”
Here Cosette lost ground a l�ttle. She ceased to command and

passed to quest�on�ng.
“But why? and you choose the ugl�est chamber �n the house �n

wh�ch to see me. It’s horr�ble here.”
“Thou knowest . . .”
Jean Valjean caught h�mself up.
“You know, madame, that I am pecul�ar, I have my freaks.”
Cosette struck her t�ny hands together.
“Madame! . . . You know! . . . more novelt�es! What �s the mean�ng

of th�s?”
Jean Valjean d�rected upon her that heartrend�ng sm�le to wh�ch

he occas�onally had recourse:
“You w�shed to be Madame. You are so.”
“Not for you, father.”
“Do not call me father.”
“What?”
“Call me ‘Mons�eur Jean.’ ‘Jean,’ �f you l�ke.”
“You are no longer my father? I am no longer Cosette? ‘Mons�eur

Jean’? What does th�s mean? why, these are revolut�ons, aren’t
they? what has taken place? come, look me �n the face. And you
won’t l�ve w�th us! And you won’t have my chamber! What have I
done to you? Has anyth�ng happened?”

“Noth�ng.”
“Well then?”
“Everyth�ng �s as usual.”
“Why do you change your name?”
“You have changed yours, surely.”



He sm�led aga�n w�th the same sm�le as before and added:
“S�nce you are Madame Pontmercy, I certa�nly can be Mons�eur

Jean.”
“I don’t understand anyth�ng about �t. All th�s �s �d�ot�c. I shall ask

perm�ss�on of my husband for you to be ‘Mons�eur Jean.’ I hope that
he w�ll not consent to �t. You cause me a great deal of pa�n. One
does have freaks, but one does not cause one’s l�ttle Cosette gr�ef.
That �s wrong. You have no r�ght to be w�cked, you who are so
good.”

He made no reply.
She se�zed h�s hands w�th v�vac�ty, and ra�s�ng them to her face

w�th an �rres�st�ble movement, she pressed them aga�nst her neck
beneath her ch�n, wh�ch �s a gesture of profound tenderness.

“Oh!” she sa�d to h�m, “be good!”
And she went on:
“Th�s �s what I call be�ng good: be�ng n�ce and com�ng and l�v�ng

here,—there are b�rds here as there are �n the Rue Plumet,—l�v�ng
w�th us, qu�tt�ng that hole of a Rue de l’Homme Armé, not g�v�ng us
r�ddles to guess, be�ng l�ke all the rest of the world, d�n�ng w�th us,
breakfast�ng w�th us, be�ng my father.”

He loosed her hands.
“You no longer need a father, you have a husband.”
Cosette became angry.
“I no longer need a father! One really does not know what to say to

th�ngs l�ke that, wh�ch are not common sense!”
“If Toussa�nt were here,” resumed Jean Valjean, l�ke a person who

�s dr�ven to seek author�t�es, and who clutches at every branch, “she
would be the f�rst to agree that �t �s true that I have always had ways
of my own. There �s noth�ng new �n th�s. I always have loved my
black corner.”

“But �t �s cold here. One cannot see d�st�nctly. It �s abom�nable, that
�t �s, to w�sh to be Mons�eur Jean! I w�ll not have you say ‘you’ to me.

“Just now, as I was com�ng h�ther,” repl�ed Jean Valjean, “I saw a
p�ece of furn�ture �n the Rue Sa�nt Lou�s. It was at a cab�net-maker’s.



If I were a pretty woman, I would treat myself to that b�t of furn�ture. A
very neat to�let table �n the re�gn�ng style. What you call rosewood, I
th�nk. It �s �nla�d. The m�rror �s qu�te large. There are drawers. It �s
pretty.”

“Hou! the v�lla�nous bear!” repl�ed Cosette.
And w�th supreme grace, sett�ng her teeth and draw�ng back her

l�ps, she blew at Jean Valjean. She was a Grace copy�ng a cat.
“I am fur�ous,” she resumed. “Ever s�nce yesterday, you have

made me rage, all of you. I am greatly vexed. I don’t understand.
You do not defend me aga�nst Mar�us. Mar�us w�ll not uphold me
aga�nst you. I am all alone. I arrange a chamber prett�ly. If I could
have put the good God there I would have done �t. My chamber �s
left on my hands. My lodger sends me �nto bankruptcy. I order a n�ce
l�ttle d�nner of N�colette. We w�ll have noth�ng to do w�th your d�nner,
Madame. And my father Fauchelevent wants me to call h�m
‘Mons�eur Jean,’ and to rece�ve h�m �n a fr�ghtful, old, ugly cellar,
where the walls have beards, and where the crystal cons�sts of
empty bottles, and the curta�ns are of sp�ders’ webs! You are
s�ngular, I adm�t, that �s your style, but people who get marr�ed are
granted a truce. You ought not to have begun be�ng s�ngular aga�n
�nstantly. So you are go�ng to be perfectly contented �n your
abom�nable Rue de l’Homme Armé. I was very desperate �ndeed
there, that I was. What have you aga�nst me? You cause me a great
deal of gr�ef. F�!”

And, becom�ng suddenly ser�ous, she gazed �ntently at Jean
Valjean and added:

“Are you angry w�th me because I am happy?”
Ingenuousness somet�mes unconsc�ously penetrates deep. Th�s

quest�on, wh�ch was s�mple for Cosette, was profound for Jean
Valjean. Cosette had meant to scratch, and she lacerated.

Jean Valjean turned pale.
He rema�ned for a moment w�thout reply�ng, then, w�th an

�nexpress�ble �ntonat�on, and speak�ng to h�mself, he murmured:
“Her happ�ness was the object of my l�fe. Now God may s�gn my

d�sm�ssal. Cosette, thou art happy; my day �s over.”



“Ah, you have sa�d thou to me!” excla�med Cosette.
And she sprang to h�s neck.
Jean Valjean, �n bew�lderment, stra�ned her w�ldly to h�s breast. It

almost seemed to h�m as though he were tak�ng her back.
“Thanks, father!” sa�d Cosette.
Th�s enthus�ast�c �mpulse was on the po�nt of becom�ng po�gnant

for Jean Valjean. He gently removed Cosette’s arms, and took h�s
hat.

“Well?” sa�d Cosette.
“I leave you, Madame, they are wa�t�ng for you.”
And, from the threshold, he added:
“I have sa�d thou to you. Tell your husband that th�s shall not

happen aga�n. Pardon me.”
Jean Valjean qu�tted the room, leav�ng Cosette stupef�ed at th�s

en�gmat�cal farewell.



CHAPTER II—ANOTHER STEP
BACKWARDS

On the follow�ng day, at the same hour, Jean Valjean came.
Cosette asked h�m no quest�ons, was no longer aston�shed, no

longer excla�med that she was cold, no longer spoke of the draw�ng-
room, she avo�ded say�ng e�ther “father” or “Mons�eur Jean.” She
allowed herself to be addressed as you. She allowed herself to be
called Madame. Only, her joy had undergone a certa�n d�m�nut�on.
She would have been sad, �f sadness had been poss�ble to her.

It �s probable that she had had w�th Mar�us one of those
conversat�ons �n wh�ch the beloved man says what he pleases,
expla�ns noth�ng, and sat�sf�es the beloved woman. The cur�os�ty of
lovers does not extend very far beyond the�r own love.

The lower room had made a l�ttle to�let. Basque had suppressed
the bottles, and N�colette the sp�ders.

All the days wh�ch followed brought Jean Valjean at the same
hour. He came every day, because he had not the strength to take
Mar�us’ words otherw�se than l�terally. Mar�us arranged matters so as
to be absent at the hours when Jean Valjean came. The house grew
accustomed to the novel ways of M. Fauchelevent. Toussa�nt helped
�n th�s d�rect�on: “Mons�eur has always been l�ke that,” she repeated.
The grandfather �ssued th�s decree:—“He’s an or�g�nal.” And all was
sa�d. Moreover, at the age of n�nety-s�x, no bond �s any longer
poss�ble, all �s merely juxtapos�t�on; a newcomer �s �n the way. There
�s no longer any room; all hab�ts are acqu�red. M. Fauchelevent, M.
Tranchelevent, Father G�llenormand asked noth�ng better than to be
rel�eved from “that gentleman.” He added:—“Noth�ng �s more
common than those or�g�nals. They do all sorts of queer th�ngs. They
have no reason. The Marqu�s de Canaples was st�ll worse. He



bought a palace that he m�ght lodge �n the garret. These are
fantast�c appearances that people affect.”

No one caught a gl�mpse of the s�n�ster foundat�on. And moreover,
who could have guessed such a th�ng? There are marshes of th�s
descr�pt�on �n Ind�a. The water seems extraord�nary, �nexpl�cable,
r�ppl�ng though there �s no w�nd, and ag�tated where �t should be
calm. One gazes at the surface of these causeless ebull�t�ons; one
does not perce�ve the hydra wh�ch crawls on the bottom.

Many men have a secret monster �n th�s same manner, a dragon
wh�ch gnaws them, a despa�r wh�ch �nhab�ts the�r n�ght. Such a man
resembles other men, he goes and comes. No one knows that he
bears w�th�n h�m a fr�ghtful paras�t�c pa�n w�th a thousand teeth,
wh�ch l�ves w�th�n the unhappy man, and of wh�ch he �s dy�ng. No
one knows that th�s man �s a gulf. He �s stagnant but deep. From
t�me to t�me, a trouble of wh�ch the onlooker understands noth�ng
appears on h�s surface. A myster�ous wr�nkle �s formed, then
van�shes, then reappears; an a�r-bubble r�ses and bursts. It �s the
breath�ng of the unknown beast.

Certa�n strange hab�ts: arr�v�ng at the hour when other people are
tak�ng the�r leave, keep�ng �n the background when other people are
d�splay�ng themselves, preserv�ng on all occas�ons what may be
des�gnated as the wall-colored mantle, seek�ng the sol�tary walk,
preferr�ng the deserted street, avo�d�ng any share �n conversat�on,
avo�d�ng crowds and fest�vals, seem�ng at one’s ease and l�v�ng
poorly, hav�ng one’s key �n one’s pocket, and one’s candle at the
porter’s lodge, however r�ch one may be, enter�ng by the s�de door,
ascend�ng the pr�vate sta�rcase,—all these �ns�gn�f�cant s�ngular�t�es,
fug�t�ve folds on the surface, often proceed from a form�dable
foundat�on.

Many weeks passed �n th�s manner. A new l�fe gradually took
possess�on of Cosette: the relat�ons wh�ch marr�age creates, v�s�ts,
the care of the house, pleasures, great matters. Cosette’s pleasures
were not costly, they cons�sted �n one th�ng: be�ng w�th Mar�us. The
great occupat�on of her l�fe was to go out w�th h�m, to rema�n w�th
h�m. It was for them a joy that was always fresh, to go out arm �n



arm, �n the face of the sun, �n the open street, w�thout h�d�ng
themselves, before the whole world, both of them completely alone.

Cosette had one vexat�on. Toussa�nt could not get on w�th
N�colette, the solder�ng of two elderly ma�ds be�ng �mposs�ble, and
she went away. The grandfather was well; Mar�us argued a case
here and there; Aunt G�llenormand peacefully led that l�fe as�de
wh�ch suff�ced for her, bes�de the new household. Jean Valjean
came every day.

The address as thou d�sappeared, the you, the “Madame,” the
“Mons�eur Jean,” rendered h�m another person to Cosette. The care
wh�ch he had h�mself taken to detach her from h�m was succeed�ng.
She became more and more gay and less and less tender. Yet she
st�ll loved h�m s�ncerely, and he felt �t.

One day she sa�d to h�m suddenly: “You used to be my father, you
are no longer my father, you were my uncle, you are no longer my
uncle, you were Mons�eur Fauchelevent, you are Jean. Who are you
then? I don’t l�ke all th�s. If I d�d not know how good you are, I should
be afra�d of you.”

He st�ll l�ved �n the Rue de l’Homme Armé, because he could not
make up h�s m�nd to remove to a d�stance from the quarter where
Cosette dwelt.

At f�rst, he only rema�ned a few m�nutes w�th Cosette, and then
went away.

L�ttle by l�ttle he acqu�red the hab�t of mak�ng h�s v�s�ts less br�ef.
One would have sa�d that he was tak�ng advantage of the
author�zat�on of the days wh�ch were lengthen�ng, he arr�ved earl�er
and departed later.

One day Cosette chanced to say “father” to h�m. A flash of joy
�llum�nated Jean Valjean’s melancholy old countenance. He caught
her up: “Say Jean.”—“Ah! truly,” she repl�ed w�th a burst of laughter,
“Mons�eur Jean.”—“That �s r�ght,” sa�d he. And he turned as�de so
that she m�ght not see h�m w�pe h�s eyes.



CHAPTER III—THEY RECALL THE
GARDEN OF THE RUE PLUMET

Th�s was the last t�me. After that last flash of l�ght, complete
ext�nct�on ensued. No more fam�l�ar�ty, no more good-morn�ng w�th a
k�ss, never more that word so profoundly sweet: “My father!” He was
at h�s own request and through h�s own compl�c�ty dr�ven out of all
h�s happ�nesses one after the other; and he had th�s sorrow, that
after hav�ng lost Cosette wholly �n one day, he was afterwards
obl�ged to lose her aga�n �n deta�l.

The eye eventually becomes accustomed to the l�ght of a cellar. In
short, �t suff�ced for h�m to have an appar�t�on of Cosette every day.
H�s whole l�fe was concentrated �n that one hour.

He seated h�mself close to her, he gazed at her �n s�lence, or he
talked to her of years gone by, of her ch�ldhood, of the convent, of
her l�ttle fr�ends of those bygone days.

One afternoon,—�t was on one of those early days �n Apr�l, already
warm and fresh, the moment of the sun’s great gayety, the gardens
wh�ch surrounded the w�ndows of Mar�us and Cosette felt the
emot�on of wak�ng, the hawthorn was on the po�nt of budd�ng, a
jewelled garn�ture of g�llyflowers spread over the anc�ent walls,
snapdragons yawned through the crev�ces of the stones, am�d the
grass there was a charm�ng beg�nn�ng of da�s�es, and buttercups, the
wh�te butterfl�es of the year were mak�ng the�r f�rst appearance, the
w�nd, that m�nstrel of the eternal wedd�ng, was try�ng �n the trees the
f�rst notes of that grand, auroral symphony wh�ch the old poets called
the spr�ngt�de,—Mar�us sa�d to Cosette:—“We sa�d that we would go
back to take a look at our garden �n the Rue Plumet. Let us go
th�ther. We must not be ungrateful.”—And away they fl�tted, l�ke two
swallows towards the spr�ng. Th�s garden of the Rue Plumet
produced on them the effect of the dawn. They already had beh�nd



them �n l�fe someth�ng wh�ch was l�ke the spr�ngt�me of the�r love.
The house �n the Rue Plumet be�ng held on a lease, st�ll belonged to
Cosette. They went to that garden and that house. There they found
themselves aga�n, there they forgot themselves. That even�ng, at the
usual hour, Jean Valjean came to the Rue des F�lles-du-Calva�re.
—“Madame went out w�th Mons�eur and has not yet returned,”
Basque sa�d to h�m. He seated h�mself �n s�lence, and wa�ted an
hour. Cosette d�d not return. He departed w�th droop�ng head.

Cosette was so �ntox�cated w�th her walk to “the�r garden,” and so
joyous at hav�ng “l�ved a whole day �n her past,” that she talked of
noth�ng else on the morrow. She d�d not not�ce that she had not seen
Jean Valjean.

“In what way d�d you go th�ther?” Jean Valjean asked her.”
“On foot.”
“And how d�d you return?”
“In a hackney carr�age.”
For some t�me, Jean Valjean had not�ced the econom�cal l�fe led

by the young people. He was troubled by �t. Mar�us’ economy was
severe, and that word had �ts absolute mean�ng for Jean Valjean. He
hazarded a query:

“Why do you not have a carr�age of your own? A pretty coupé
would only cost you f�ve hundred francs a month. You are r�ch.”

“I don’t know,” repl�ed Cosette.
“It �s l�ke Toussa�nt,” resumed Jean Valjean. “She �s gone. You

have not replaced her. Why?”
“N�colette suff�ces.”
“But you ought to have a ma�d.”
“Have I not Mar�us?”
“You ought to have a house of your own, your own servants, a

carr�age, a box at the theatre. There �s noth�ng too f�ne for you. Why
not prof�t by your r�ches? Wealth adds to happ�ness.”

Cosette made no reply.
Jean Valjean’s v�s�ts were not abr�dged. Far from �t. When �t �s the

heart wh�ch �s sl�pp�ng, one does not halt on the downward slope.



When Jean Valjean w�shed to prolong h�s v�s�t and to �nduce
forgetfulness of the hour, he sang the pra�ses of Mar�us; he
pronounced h�m handsome, noble, courageous, w�tty, eloquent,
good. Cosette outd�d h�m. Jean Valjean began aga�n. They were
never weary. Mar�us—that word was �nexhaust�ble; those s�x letters
conta�ned volumes. In th�s manner, Jean Valjean contr�ved to rema�n
a long t�me.

It was so sweet to see Cosette, to forget by her s�de! It allev�ated
h�s wounds. It frequently happened that Basque came tw�ce to
announce: “M. G�llenormand sends me to rem�nd Madame la
Baronne that d�nner �s served.”

On those days, Jean Valjean was very thoughtful on h�s return
home.

Was there, then, any truth �n that compar�son of the chrysal�s
wh�ch had presented �tself to the m�nd of Mar�us? Was Jean Valjean
really a chrysal�s who would pers�st, and who would come to v�s�t h�s
butterfly?

One day he rema�ned st�ll longer than usual. On the follow�ng day
he observed that there was no f�re on the hearth.—“Hello!” he
thought. “No f�re.”—And he furn�shed the explanat�on for h�mself.—“It
�s perfectly s�mple. It �s Apr�l. The cold weather has ceased.”

“Heavens! how cold �t �s here!” excla�med Cosette when she
entered.

“Why, no,” sa�d Jean Valjean.
“Was �t you who told Basque not to make a f�re then?”
“Yes, s�nce we are now �n the month of May.”
“But we have a f�re unt�l June. One �s needed all the year �n th�s

cellar.”
“I thought that a f�re was unnecessary.”
“That �s exactly l�ke one of your �deas!” retorted Cosette.
On the follow�ng day there was a f�re. But the two armcha�rs were

arranged at the other end of the room near the door. “—What �s the
mean�ng of th�s?” thought Jean Valjean.



He went for the armcha�rs and restored them to the�r ord�nary
place near the hearth.

Th�s f�re l�ghted once more encouraged h�m, however. He
prolonged the conversat�on even beyond �ts customary l�m�ts. As he
rose to take h�s leave, Cosette sa�d to h�m:

“My husband sa�d a queer th�ng to me yesterday.”
“What was �t?”
“He sa�d to me: ‘Cosette, we have an �ncome of th�rty thousand

l�vres. Twenty-seven that you own, and three that my grandfather
g�ves me.’ I repl�ed: ‘That makes th�rty.’ He went on: ‘Would you have
the courage to l�ve on the three thousand?’ I answered: ‘Yes, on
noth�ng. Prov�ded that �t was w�th you.’ And then I asked: ‘Why do
you say that to me?’ He repl�ed: ‘I wanted to know.’”

Jean Valjean found not a word to answer. Cosette probably
expected some explanat�on from h�m; he l�stened �n gloomy s�lence.
He went back to the Rue de l’Homme Armé; he was so deeply
absorbed that he m�stook the door and �nstead of enter�ng h�s own
house, he entered the adjo�n�ng dwell�ng. It was only after hav�ng
ascended nearly two stor�es that he perce�ved h�s error and went
down aga�n.

H�s m�nd was swarm�ng w�th conjectures. It was ev�dent that
Mar�us had h�s doubts as to the or�g�n of the s�x hundred thousand
francs, that he feared some source that was not pure, who knows?
that he had even, perhaps, d�scovered that the money came from
h�m, Jean Valjean, that he hes�tated before th�s susp�c�ous fortune,
and was d�s�ncl�ned to take �t as h�s own,—preferr�ng that both he
and Cosette should rema�n poor, rather than that they should be r�ch
w�th wealth that was not clean.

Moreover, Jean Valjean began vaguely to surm�se that he was
be�ng shown the door.

On the follow�ng day, he underwent someth�ng l�ke a shock on
enter�ng the ground-floor room. The armcha�rs had d�sappeared.
There was not a s�ngle cha�r of any sort.

“Ah, what’s th�s!” excla�med Cosette as she entered, “no cha�rs!
Where are the armcha�rs?”



“They are no longer here,” repl�ed Jean Valjean.
“Th�s �s too much!”
Jean Valjean stammered:
“It was I who told Basque to remove them.”
“And your reason?”
“I have only a few m�nutes to stay to-day.”
“A br�ef stay �s no reason for rema�n�ng stand�ng.”
“I th�nk that Basque needed the cha�rs for the draw�ng-room.”
“Why?”
“You have company th�s even�ng, no doubt.”
“We expect no one.”
Jean Valjean had not another word to say.
Cosette shrugged her shoulders.
“To have the cha�rs carr�ed off! The other day you had the f�re put

out. How odd you are!”
“Ad�eu!” murmured Jean Valjean.
He d�d not say: “Ad�eu, Cosette.” But he had not the strength to

say: “Ad�eu, Madame.”
He went away utterly overwhelmed.
Th�s t�me he had understood.
On the follow�ng day he d�d not come. Cosette only observed the

fact �n the even�ng.
“Why,” sa�d she, “Mons�eur Jean has not been here today.”
And she felt a sl�ght tw�nge at her heart, but she hardly perce�ved

�t, be�ng �mmed�ately d�verted by a k�ss from Mar�us.
On the follow�ng day he d�d not come.
Cosette pa�d no heed to th�s, passed her even�ng and slept well

that n�ght, as usual, and thought of �t only when she woke. She was
so happy! She speed�ly despatched N�colette to M. Jean’s house to
�nqu�re whether he were �ll, and why he had not come on the
prev�ous even�ng. N�colette brought back the reply of M. Jean that he
was not �ll. He was busy. He would come soon. As soon as he was



able. Moreover, he was on the po�nt of tak�ng a l�ttle journey.
Madame must remember that �t was h�s custom to take tr�ps from
t�me to t�me. They were not to worry about h�m. They were not to
th�nk of h�m.

N�colette on enter�ng M. Jean’s had repeated to h�m her m�stress’
very words. That Madame had sent her to �nqu�re why M. Jean had
not come on the preced�ng even�ng. ”—It �s two days s�nce I have
been there,” sa�d Jean Valjean gently.

But the remark passed unnot�ced by N�colette, who d�d not report �t
to Cosette.



CHAPTER IV—ATTRACTION AND
EXTINCTION

Dur�ng the last months of spr�ng and the f�rst months of summer �n
1833, the rare passers-by �n the Mara�s, the petty shopkeepers, the
loungers on thresholds, not�ced an old man neatly clad �n black, who
emerged every day at the same hour, towards n�ghtfall, from the Rue
de l’Homme Armé, on the s�de of the Rue Sa�nte-Cro�x-de-la-
Bretonner�e, passed �n front of the Blancs Manteaux, ga�ned the Rue
Culture-Sa�nte-Cather�ne, and, on arr�v�ng at the Rue de l‘Écharpe,
turned to the left, and entered the Rue Sa�nt-Lou�s.

There he walked at a slow pace, w�th h�s head stra�ned forward,
see�ng noth�ng, hear�ng noth�ng, h�s eye �mmovably f�xed on a po�nt
wh�ch seemed to be a star to h�m, wh�ch never var�ed, and wh�ch
was no other than the corner of the Rue des F�lles-du-Calva�re. The
nearer he approached the corner of the street the more h�s eye
l�ghted up; a sort of joy �llum�nated h�s pup�ls l�ke an �nward aurora,
he had a fasc�nated and much affected a�r, h�s l�ps �ndulged �n
obscure movements, as though he were talk�ng to some one whom
he d�d not see, he sm�led vaguely and advanced as slowly as
poss�ble. One would have sa�d that, wh�le des�rous of reach�ng h�s
dest�nat�on, he feared the moment when he should be close at hand.
When only a few houses rema�ned between h�m and that street
wh�ch appeared to attract h�m h�s pace slackened, to such a degree
that, at t�mes, one m�ght have thought that he was no longer
advanc�ng at all. The vac�llat�on of h�s head and the f�x�ty of h�s
eyeballs suggested the thought of the magnet�c needle seek�ng the
pole. Whatever t�me he spent on arr�v�ng, he was obl�ged to arr�ve at
last; he reached the Rue des F�lles-du-Calva�re; then he halted, he
trembled, he thrust h�s head w�th a sort of melancholy t�m�d�ty round
the corner of the last house, and gazed �nto that street, and there



was �n that trag�c look someth�ng wh�ch resembled the dazzl�ng l�ght
of the �mposs�ble, and the reflect�on from a parad�se that was closed
to h�m. Then a tear, wh�ch had slowly gathered �n the corner of h�s
l�ds, and had become large enough to fall, tr�ckled down h�s cheek,
and somet�mes stopped at h�s mouth. The old man tasted �ts b�tter
flavor. Thus he rema�ned for several m�nutes as though made of
stone, then he returned by the same road and w�th the same step,
and, �n proport�on as he retreated, h�s glance d�ed out.

L�ttle by l�ttle, th�s old man ceased to go as far as the corner of the
Rue des F�lles-du-Calva�re; he halted half way �n the Rue Sa�nt-
Lou�s; somet�mes a l�ttle further off, somet�mes a l�ttle nearer.

One day he stopped at the corner of the Rue Culture-Sa�nte-
Cather�ne and looked at the Rue des F�lles-du-Calva�re from a
d�stance. Then he shook h�s head slowly from r�ght to left, as though
refus�ng h�mself someth�ng, and retraced h�s steps.

Soon he no longer came as far as the Rue Sa�nt-Lou�s. He got as
far as the Rue Pavée, shook h�s head and turned back; then he went
no further than the Rue des Tro�s-Pav�llons; then he d�d not overstep
the Blancs-Manteaux. One would have sa�d that he was a pendulum
wh�ch was no longer wound up, and whose osc�llat�ons were grow�ng
shorter before ceas�ng altogether.

Every day he emerged from h�s house at the same hour, he
undertook the same tr�p, but he no longer completed �t, and, perhaps
w�thout h�mself be�ng aware of the fact, he constantly shortened �t.
H�s whole countenance expressed th�s s�ngle �dea: What �s the use?
—H�s eye was d�m; no more rad�ance. H�s tears were also
exhausted; they no longer collected �n the corner of h�s eye-l�d; that
thoughtful eye was dry. The old man’s head was st�ll craned forward;
h�s ch�n moved at t�mes; the folds �n h�s gaunt neck were pa�nful to
behold. Somet�mes, when the weather was bad, he had an umbrella
under h�s arm, but he never opened �t.

The good women of the quarter sa�d: “He �s an �nnocent.” The
ch�ldren followed h�m and laughed.



BOOK NINTH—SUPREME SHADOW,
SUPREME DAWN



CHAPTER I—PITY FOR THE
UNHAPPY, BUT INDULGENCE FOR

THE HAPPY
It �s a terr�ble th�ng to be happy! How content one �s! How all-

suff�c�ent one f�nds �t! How, be�ng �n possess�on of the false object of
l�fe, happ�ness, one forgets the true object, duty!

Let us say, however, that the reader would do wrong were he to
blame Mar�us.

Mar�us, as we have expla�ned, before h�s marr�age, had put no
quest�ons to M. Fauchelevent, and, s�nce that t�me, he had feared to
put any to Jean Valjean. He had regretted the prom�se �nto wh�ch he
had allowed h�mself to be drawn. He had often sa�d to h�mself that
he had done wrong �n mak�ng that concess�on to despa�r. He had
conf�ned h�mself to gradually estrang�ng Jean Valjean from h�s house
and to effac�ng h�m, as much as poss�ble, from Cosette’s m�nd. He
had, �n a manner, always placed h�mself between Cosette and Jean
Valjean, sure that, �n th�s way, she would not perce�ve nor th�nk of the
latter. It was more than effacement, �t was an ecl�pse.

Mar�us d�d what he cons�dered necessary and just. He thought
that he had ser�ous reasons wh�ch the reader has already seen, and
others wh�ch w�ll be seen later on, for gett�ng r�d of Jean Valjean
w�thout harshness, but w�thout weakness.

Chance hav�ng orda�ned that he should encounter, �n a case wh�ch
he had argued, a former employee of the Laff�tte establ�shment, he
had acqu�red myster�ous �nformat�on, w�thout seek�ng �t, wh�ch he
had not been able, �t �s true, to probe, out of respect for the secret
wh�ch he had prom�sed to guard, and out of cons�derat�on for Jean
Valjean’s per�lous pos�t�on. He bel�eved at that moment that he had a
grave duty to perform: the rest�tut�on of the s�x hundred thousand



francs to some one whom he sought w�th all poss�ble d�scret�on. In
the meanwh�le, he absta�ned from touch�ng that money.

As for Cosette, she had not been �n�t�ated �nto any of these
secrets; but �t would be harsh to condemn her also.

There ex�sted between Mar�us and her an all-powerful magnet�sm,
wh�ch caused her to do, �nst�nct�vely and almost mechan�cally, what
Mar�us w�shed. She was consc�ous of Mar�us’ w�ll �n the d�rect�on of
“Mons�eur Jean,” she conformed to �t. Her husband had not been
obl�ged to say anyth�ng to her; she y�elded to the vague but clear
pressure of h�s tac�t �ntent�ons, and obeyed bl�ndly. Her obed�ence �n
th�s �nstance cons�sted �n not remember�ng what Mar�us forgot. She
was not obl�ged to make any effort to accompl�sh th�s. W�thout her
know�ng why herself, and w�thout h�s hav�ng any cause to accuse
her of �t, her soul had become so wholly her husband’s that that
wh�ch was shrouded �n gloom �n Mar�us’ m�nd became overcast �n
hers.

Let us not go too far, however; �n what concerns Jean Valjean, th�s
forgetfulness and obl�terat�on were merely superf�c�al. She was
rather heedless than forgetful. At bottom, she was s�ncerely attached
to the man whom she had so long called her father; but she loved
her husband st�ll more dearly. Th�s was what had somewhat
d�sturbed the balance of her heart, wh�ch leaned to one s�de only.

It somet�mes happened that Cosette spoke of Jean Valjean and
expressed her surpr�se. Then Mar�us calmed her: “He �s absent, I
th�nk. D�d not he say that he was sett�ng out on a journey?”—“That �s
true,” thought Cosette. “He had a hab�t of d�sappear�ng �n th�s
fash�on. But not for so long.” Two or three t�mes she despatched
N�colette to �nqu�re �n the Rue de l’Homme Armé whether M. Jean
had returned from h�s journey. Jean Valjean caused the answer “no”
to be g�ven.

Cosette asked noth�ng more, s�nce she had but one need on
earth, Mar�us.

Let us also say that, on the�r s�de, Cosette and Mar�us had also
been absent. They had been to Vernon. Mar�us had taken Cosette to
h�s father’s grave.



Mar�us gradually won Cosette away from Jean Valjean. Cosette
allowed �t.

Moreover that wh�ch �s called, far too harshly �n certa�n cases, the
�ngrat�tude of ch�ldren, �s not always a th�ng so deserv�ng of reproach
as �t �s supposed. It �s the �ngrat�tude of nature. Nature, as we have
elsewhere sa�d, “looks before her.” Nature d�v�des l�v�ng be�ngs �nto
those who are arr�v�ng and those who are depart�ng. Those who are
depart�ng are turned towards the shadows, those who are arr�v�ng
towards the l�ght. Hence a gulf wh�ch �s fatal on the part of the old,
and �nvoluntary on the part of the young. Th�s breach, at f�rst
�nsens�ble, �ncreases slowly, l�ke all separat�ons of branches. The
boughs, w�thout becom�ng detached from the trunk, grow away from
�t. It �s no fault of the�rs. Youth goes where there �s joy, fest�vals, v�v�d
l�ghts, love. Old age goes towards the end. They do not lose s�ght of
each other, but there �s no longer a close connect�on. Young people
feel the cool�ng off of l�fe; old people, that of the tomb. Let us not
blame these poor ch�ldren.



CHAPTER II—LAST FLICKERINGS OF
A LAMP WITHOUT OIL

One day, Jean Valjean descended h�s sta�rcase, took three steps
�n the street, seated h�mself on a post, on that same stone post
where Gavroche had found h�m med�tat�ng on the n�ght between the
5th and the 6th of June; he rema�ned there a few moments, then
went upsta�rs aga�n. Th�s was the last osc�llat�on of the pendulum.
On the follow�ng day he d�d not leave h�s apartment. On the day after
that, he d�d not leave h�s bed.

H�s portress, who prepared h�s scanty repasts, a few cabbages or
potatoes w�th bacon, glanced at the brown earthenware plate and
excla�med:

“But you ate noth�ng yesterday, poor, dear man!”
“Certa�nly I d�d,” repl�ed Jean Valjean.
“The plate �s qu�te full.”
“Look at the water jug. It �s empty.”
“That proves that you have drunk; �t does not prove that you have

eaten.”
“Well,” sa�d Jean Valjean, “what �f I felt hungry only for water?”
“That �s called th�rst, and, when one does not eat at the same t�me,

�t �s called fever.”
“I w�ll eat to-morrow.”
“Or at Tr�n�ty day. Why not to-day? Is �t the th�ng to say: ‘I w�ll eat

to-morrow’? The �dea of leav�ng my platter w�thout even touch�ng �t!
My lady-f�nger potatoes were so good!”

Jean Valjean took the old woman’s hand:
“I prom�se you that I w�ll eat them,” he sa�d, �n h�s benevolent

vo�ce.



“I am not pleased w�th you,” repl�ed the portress.
Jean Valjean saw no other human creature than th�s good woman.

There are streets �n Par�s through wh�ch no one ever passes, and
houses to wh�ch no one ever comes. He was �n one of those streets
and one of those houses.

Wh�le he st�ll went out, he had purchased of a coppersm�th, for a
few sous, a l�ttle copper cruc�f�x wh�ch he had hung up on a na�l
oppos�te h�s bed. That g�bbet �s always good to look at.

A week passed, and Jean Valjean had not taken a step �n h�s
room. He st�ll rema�ned �n bed. The portress sa�d to her husband:
—“The good man upsta�rs yonder does not get up, he no longer
eats, he w�ll not last long. That man has h�s sorrows, that he has.
You won’t get �t out of my head that h�s daughter has made a bad
marr�age.”

The porter repl�ed, w�th the tone of mar�tal sovere�gnty:
“If he’s r�ch, let h�m have a doctor. If he �s not r�ch, let h�m go

w�thout. If he has no doctor he w�ll d�e.”
“And �f he has one?”
“He w�ll d�e,” sa�d the porter.
The portress set to scrap�ng away the grass from what she called

her pavement, w�th an old kn�fe, and, as she tore out the blades, she
grumbled:

“It’s a shame. Such a neat old man! He’s as wh�te as a ch�cken.”
She caught s�ght of the doctor of the quarter as he passed the end

of the street; she took �t upon herself to request h�m to come
upsta�rs.

“It’s on the second floor,” sa�d she. “You have only to enter. As the
good man no longer st�rs from h�s bed, the door �s always unlocked.”

The doctor saw Jean Valjean and spoke w�th h�m.
When he came down aga�n the portress �nterrogated h�m:
“Well, doctor?”
“Your s�ck man �s very �ll �ndeed.”
“What �s the matter w�th h�m?”



“Everyth�ng and noth�ng. He �s a man who, to all appearances, has
lost some person who �s dear to h�m. People d�e of that.”

“What d�d he say to you?”
“He told me that he was �n good health.”
“Shall you come aga�n, doctor?”
“Yes,” repl�ed the doctor. “But some one else bes�des must come.”



CHAPTER III—A PEN IS HEAVY TO
THE MAN WHO LIFTED THE

FAUCHELEVENT’S CART
One even�ng Jean Valjean found d�ff�culty �n ra�s�ng h�mself on h�s

elbow; he felt of h�s wr�st and could not f�nd h�s pulse; h�s breath was
short and halted at t�mes; he recogn�zed the fact that he was weaker
than he had ever been before. Then, no doubt under the pressure of
some supreme preoccupat�on, he made an effort, drew h�mself up
�nto a s�tt�ng posture and dressed h�mself. He put on h�s old
work�ngman’s clothes. As he no longer went out, he had returned to
them and preferred them. He was obl�ged to pause many t�mes wh�le
dress�ng h�mself; merely putt�ng h�s arms through h�s wa�stcoat
made the persp�rat�on tr�ckle from h�s forehead.

S�nce he had been alone, he had placed h�s bed �n the
antechamber, �n order to �nhab�t that deserted apartment as l�ttle as
poss�ble.

He opened the val�se and drew from �t Cosette’s outf�t.
He spread �t out on h�s bed.
The B�shop’s candlest�cks were �n the�r place on the ch�mney-

p�ece. He took from a drawer two wax candles and put them �n the
candlest�cks. Then, although �t was st�ll broad dayl�ght,—�t was
summer,—he l�ghted them. In the same way candles are to be seen
l�ghted �n broad dayl�ght �n chambers where there �s a corpse.

Every step that he took �n go�ng from one p�ece of furn�ture to
another exhausted h�m, and he was obl�ged to s�t down. It was not
ord�nary fat�gue wh�ch expends the strength only to renew �t; �t was
the remnant of all movement poss�ble to h�m, �t was l�fe dra�ned



wh�ch flows away drop by drop �n overwhelm�ng efforts and wh�ch
w�ll never be renewed.

The cha�r �nto wh�ch he allowed h�mself to fall was placed �n front
of that m�rror, so fatal for h�m, so prov�dent�al for Mar�us, �n wh�ch he
had read Cosette’s reversed wr�t�ng on the blott�ng book. He caught
s�ght of h�mself �n th�s m�rror, and d�d not recogn�ze h�mself. He was
e�ghty years old; before Mar�us’ marr�age, he would have hardly
been taken for f�fty; that year had counted for th�rty. What he bore on
h�s brow was no longer the wr�nkles of age, �t was the myster�ous
mark of death. The hollow�ng of that p�t�less na�l could be felt there.
H�s cheeks were pendulous; the sk�n of h�s face had the color wh�ch
would lead one to th�nk that �t already had earth upon �t; the corners
of h�s mouth drooped as �n the mask wh�ch the anc�ents sculptured
on tombs. He gazed �nto space w�th an a�r of reproach; one would
have sa�d that he was one of those grand trag�c be�ngs who have
cause to compla�n of some one.

He was �n that cond�t�on, the last phase of deject�on, �n wh�ch
sorrow no longer flows; �t �s coagulated, so to speak; there �s
someth�ng on the soul l�ke a clot of despa�r.

N�ght had come. He labor�ously dragged a table and the old
armcha�r to the f�res�de, and placed upon the table a pen, some �nk
and some paper.

That done, he had a fa�nt�ng f�t. When he recovered
consc�ousness, he was th�rsty. As he could not l�ft the jug, he t�pped
�t over pa�nfully towards h�s mouth, and swallowed a draught.

As ne�ther the pen nor the �nk had been used for a long t�me, the
po�nt of the pen had curled up, the �nk had dr�ed away, he was forced
to r�se and put a few drops of water �n the �nk, wh�ch he d�d not
accompl�sh w�thout paus�ng and s�tt�ng down two or three t�mes, and
he was compelled to wr�te w�th the back of the pen. He w�ped h�s
brow from t�me to t�me.

Then he turned towards the bed, and, st�ll seated, for he could not
stand, he gazed at the l�ttle black gown and all those beloved
objects.

These contemplat�ons lasted for hours wh�ch seemed m�nutes.



All at once he sh�vered, he felt that a ch�ld was tak�ng possess�on
of h�m; he rested h�s elbows on the table, wh�ch was �llum�nated by
the B�shop’s candles and took up the pen. H�s hand trembled. He
wrote slowly the few follow�ng l�nes:

“Cosette, I bless thee. I am go�ng to expla�n to thee. Thy husband
was r�ght �n g�v�ng me to understand that I ought to go away; but
there �s a l�ttle error �n what he bel�eved, though he was �n the r�ght.
He �s excellent. Love h�m well even after I am dead. Mons�eur
Pontmercy, love my darl�ng ch�ld well. Cosette, th�s paper w�ll be
found; th�s �s what I w�sh to say to thee, thou w�lt see the f�gures, �f I
have the strength to recall them, l�sten well, th�s money �s really
th�ne. Here �s the whole matter: Wh�te jet comes from Norway, black
jet comes from England, black glass jewellery comes from Germany.
Jet �s the l�ghtest, the most prec�ous, the most costly. Im�tat�ons can
be made �n France as well as �n Germany. What �s needed �s a l�ttle
anv�l two �nches square, and a lamp burn�ng sp�r�ts of w�ne to soften
the wax. The wax was formerly made w�th res�n and lampblack, and
cost four l�vres the pound. I �nvented a way of mak�ng �t w�th gum
shellac and turpent�ne. It does not cost more than th�rty sous, and �s
much better. Buckles are made w�th a v�olet glass wh�ch �s stuck fast,
by means of th�s wax, to a l�ttle framework of black �ron. The glass
must be v�olet for �ron jewellery, and black for gold jewellery. Spa�n
buys a great deal of �t. It �s the country of jet . . .”

Here he paused, the pen fell from h�s f�ngers, he was se�zed by
one of those sobs wh�ch at t�mes welled up from the very depths of
h�s be�ng; the poor man clasped h�s head �n both hands, and
med�tated.

“Oh!” he excla�med w�th�n h�mself [lamentable cr�es, heard by God
alone], “all �s over. I shall never see her more. She �s a sm�le wh�ch
passed over me. I am about to plunge �nto the n�ght w�thout even
see�ng her aga�n. Oh! one m�nute, one �nstant, to hear her vo�ce, to
touch her dress, to gaze upon her, upon her, the angel! and then to
d�e! It �s noth�ng to d�e, what �s fr�ghtful �s to d�e w�thout see�ng her.
She would sm�le on me, she would say a word to me, would that do
any harm to any one? No, all �s over, and forever. Here I am all



alone. My God! My God! I shall never see her aga�n!” At that moment
there came a knock at the door.



CHAPTER IV—A BOTTLE OF INK
WHICH ONLY SUCCEEDED IN

WHITENING
That same day, or to speak more accurately, that same even�ng,

as Mar�us left the table, and was on the po�nt of w�thdraw�ng to h�s
study, hav�ng a case to look over, Basque handed h�m a letter
say�ng: “The person who wrote the letter �s �n the antechamber.”

Cosette had taken the grandfather’s arm and was stroll�ng �n the
garden.

A letter, l�ke a man, may have an unprepossess�ng exter�or.
Coarse paper, coarsely folded—the very s�ght of certa�n m�ss�ves �s
d�spleas�ng.

The letter wh�ch Basque had brought was of th�s sort.
Mar�us took �t. It smelled of tobacco. Noth�ng evokes a memory

l�ke an odor. Mar�us recogn�zed that tobacco. He looked at the
superscr�pt�on: “To Mons�eur, Mons�eur le Baron Pommerc�. At h�s
hotel.” The recogn�t�on of the tobacco caused h�m to recogn�ze the
wr�t�ng as well. It may be sa�d that amazement has �ts l�ghtn�ng
flashes.

Mar�us was, as �t were, �llum�nated by one of these flashes.
The sense of smell, that myster�ous a�d to memory, had just

rev�ved a whole world w�th�n h�m. Th�s was certa�nly the paper, the
fash�on of fold�ng, the dull t�nt of �nk; �t was certa�nly the well-known
handwr�t�ng, espec�ally was �t the same tobacco.

The Jondrette garret rose before h�s m�nd.
Thus, strange freak of chance! one of the two scents wh�ch he had

so d�l�gently sought, the one �n connect�on w�th wh�ch he had lately



aga�n exerted so many efforts and wh�ch he supposed to be forever
lost, had come and presented �tself to h�m of �ts own accord.

He eagerly broke the seal, and read:
“Monsieur le Baron:—If the Supreme Being had given me the talents,
I might have been baron Thénard, member of the Institute [acadenmy
of ciences], but I am not.  I only bear the same as him, happy if
this memory recommends me to the eccellence of your kindnesses.
The benefit with which you will honor me will be reciprocle.
I am in possession of a secret concerning an individual.
This individual concerns you.  I hold the secret at your disposal
desiring to have the honor to be huseful to you.  I will furnish
you with the simple means of driving from your honorabel family
that individual who has no right there, madame la baronne being
of lofty birth.  The sanctuary of virtue cannot cohabit longer
with crime without abdicating.

“I awate in the entichamber the orders of monsieur le baron.

“With respect.”

The letter was s�gned “Thénard.”
Th�s s�gnature was not false. It was merely a tr�fle abr�dged.
Moreover, the r�gmarole and the orthography completed the

revelat�on. The cert�f�cate of or�g�n was complete.
Mar�us’ emot�on was profound. After a start of surpr�se, he

underwent a feel�ng of happ�ness. If he could now but f�nd that other
man of whom he was �n search, the man who had saved h�m,
Mar�us, there would be noth�ng left for h�m to des�re.

He opened the drawer of h�s secretary, took out several bank-
notes, put them �n h�s pocket, closed the secretary aga�n, and rang
the bell. Basque half opened the door.

“Show the man �n,” sa�d Mar�us.
Basque announced:
“Mons�eur Thénard.”
A man entered.
A fresh surpr�se for Mar�us. The man who entered was an utter

stranger to h�m.
Th�s man, who was old, moreover, had a th�ck nose, h�s ch�n

swathed �n a cravat, green spectacles w�th a double screen of green
taffeta over h�s eyes, and h�s ha�r was plastered and flattened down
on h�s brow on a level w�th h�s eyebrows l�ke the w�gs of Engl�sh



coachmen �n “h�gh l�fe.” H�s ha�r was gray. He was dressed �n black
from head to foot, �n garments that were very threadbare but clean; a
bunch of seals depend�ng from h�s fob suggested the �dea of a
watch. He held �n h�s hand an old hat! He walked �n a bent att�tude,
and the curve �n h�s sp�ne augmented the profund�ty of h�s bow.

The f�rst th�ng that struck the observer was, that th�s personage’s
coat, wh�ch was too ample although carefully buttoned, had not been
made for h�m.

Here a short d�gress�on becomes necessary.
There was �n Par�s at that epoch, �n a low-l�ved old lodg�ng �n the

Rue Beautre�ll�s, near the Arsenal, an �ngen�ous Jew whose
profess�on was to change v�lla�ns �nto honest men. Not for too long,
wh�ch m�ght have proved embarrass�ng for the v�lla�n. The change
was on s�ght, for a day or two, at the rate of th�rty sous a day, by
means of a costume wh�ch resembled the honesty of the world �n
general as nearly as poss�ble. Th�s costumer was called “the
Changer”; the p�ckpockets of Par�s had g�ven h�m th�s name and
knew h�m by no other. He had a tolerably complete wardrobe. The
rags w�th wh�ch he tr�cked out people were almost probable. He had
spec�alt�es and categor�es; on each na�l of h�s shop hung a soc�al
status, threadbare and worn; here the su�t of a mag�strate, there the
outf�t of a Curé, beyond the outf�t of a banker, �n one corner the
costume of a ret�red m�l�tary man, elsewhere the hab�l�ments of a
man of letters, and further on the dress of a statesman.

Th�s creature was the costumer of the �mmense drama wh�ch
knavery plays �n Par�s. H�s la�r was the green-room whence theft
emerged, and �nto wh�ch roguery retreated. A tattered knave arr�ved
at th�s dress�ng-room, depos�ted h�s th�rty sous and selected,
accord�ng to the part wh�ch he w�shed to play, the costume wh�ch
su�ted h�m, and on descend�ng the sta�rs once more, the knave was
a somebody. On the follow�ng day, the clothes were fa�thfully
returned, and the Changer, who trusted the th�eves w�th everyth�ng,
was never robbed. There was one �nconven�ence about these
clothes, they “d�d not f�t”; not hav�ng been made for those who wore
them, they were too t�ght for one, too loose for another and d�d not
adjust themselves to any one. Every p�ckpocket who exceeded or fell



short of the human average was �ll at h�s ease �n the Changer’s
costumes. It was necessary that one should not be e�ther too fat or
too lean. The Changer had foreseen only ord�nary men. He had
taken the measure of the spec�es from the f�rst rascal who came to
hand, who �s ne�ther stout nor th�n, ne�ther tall nor short. Hence
adaptat�ons wh�ch were somet�mes d�ff�cult and from wh�ch the
Changer’s cl�ents extr�cated themselves as best they m�ght. So much
the worse for the except�ons! The su�t of the statesman, for �nstance,
black from head to foot, and consequently proper, would have been
too large for P�tt and too small for Castelc�cala. The costume of a
statesman was des�gnated as follows �n the Changer’s catalogue;
we copy:

“A coat of black cloth, trowsers of black wool, a s�lk wa�stcoat,
boots and l�nen.” On the marg�n there stood: ex-ambassador, and a
note wh�ch we also copy: “In a separate box, a neatly fr�zzed peruke,
green glasses, seals, and two small qu�lls an �nch long, wrapped �n
cotton.” All th�s belonged to the statesman, the ex-ambassador. Th�s
whole costume was, �f we may so express ourselves, deb�l�tated; the
seams were wh�te, a vague button-hole yawned at one of the
elbows; moreover, one of the coat buttons was m�ss�ng on the
breast; but th�s was only deta�l; as the hand of the statesman should
always be thrust �nto h�s coat and la�d upon h�s heart, �ts funct�on
was to conceal the absent button.

If Mar�us had been fam�l�ar w�th the occult �nst�tut�ons of Par�s, he
would �nstantly have recogn�zed upon the back of the v�s�tor whom
Basque had just shown �n, the statesman’s su�t borrowed from the
p�ck-me-down-that shop of the Changer.

Mar�us’ d�sappo�ntment on behold�ng another man than the one
whom he expected to see turned to the newcomer’s d�sadvantage.

He surveyed h�m from head to foot, wh�le that personage made
exaggerated bows, and demanded �n a curt tone:

“What do you want?”
The man repl�ed w�th an am�able gr�n of wh�ch the caress�ng sm�le

of a crocod�le w�ll furn�sh some �dea:
“It seems to me �mposs�ble that I should not have already had the

honor of see�ng Mons�eur le Baron �n soc�ety. I th�nk I actually d�d



meet mons�eur personally, several years ago, at the house of
Madame la Pr�ncesse Bagrat�on and �n the draw�ng-rooms of h�s
Lordsh�p the V�comte Dambray, peer of France.”

It �s always a good b�t of tact�cs �n knavery to pretend to recogn�ze
some one whom one does not know.

Mar�us pa�d attent�on to the manner of th�s man’s speech. He
sp�ed on h�s accent and gesture, but h�s d�sappo�ntment �ncreased;
the pronunc�at�on was nasal and absolutely unl�ke the dry, shr�ll tone
wh�ch he had expected.

He was utterly routed.
“I know ne�ther Madame Bagrat�on nor M. Dambray,” sa�d he. “I

have never set foot �n the house of e�ther of them �n my l�fe.”
The reply was ungrac�ous. The personage, determ�ned to be

grac�ous at any cost, �ns�sted.
“Then �t must have been at Chateaubr�and’s that I have seen

Mons�eur! I know Chateaubr�and very well. He �s very affable. He
somet�mes says to me: ‘Thénard, my fr�end . . . won’t you dr�nk a
glass of w�ne w�th me?’”

Mar�us’ brow grew more and more severe:
“I have never had the honor of be�ng rece�ved by M. de

Chateaubr�and. Let us cut �t short. What do you want?”
The man bowed lower at that harsh vo�ce.
“Mons�eur le Baron, de�gn to l�sten to me. There �s �n Amer�ca, �n a

d�str�ct near Panama, a v�llage called la Joya. That v�llage �s
composed of a s�ngle house, a large, square house of three stor�es,
bu�lt of br�cks dr�ed �n the sun, each s�de of the square f�ve hundred
feet �n length, each story retreat�ng twelve feet back of the story
below, �n such a manner as to leave �n front a terrace wh�ch makes
the c�rcu�t of the ed�f�ce, �n the centre an �nner court where the
prov�s�ons and mun�t�ons are kept; no w�ndows, loopholes, no doors,
ladders, ladders to mount from the ground to the f�rst terrace, and
from the f�rst to the second, and from the second to the th�rd, ladders
to descend �nto the �nner court, no doors to the chambers, trap-
doors, no sta�rcases to the chambers, ladders; �n the even�ng the
traps are closed, the ladders are w�thdrawn, carb�nes and



blunderbusses tra�ned from the loopholes; no means of enter�ng, a
house by day, a c�tadel by n�ght, e�ght hundred �nhab�tants,—that �s
the v�llage. Why so many precaut�ons? because the country �s
dangerous; �t �s full of cann�bals. Then why do people go there?
because the country �s marvellous; gold �s found there.”

“What are you dr�v�ng at?” �nterrupted Mar�us, who had passed
from d�sappo�ntment to �mpat�ence.

“At th�s, Mons�eur le Baron. I am an old and weary d�plomat.
Anc�ent c�v�l�zat�on has thrown me on my own dev�ces. I want to try
savages.”

“Well?”
“Mons�eur le Baron, egot�sm �s the law of the world. The

proletar�an peasant woman, who to�ls by the day, turns round when
the d�l�gence passes by, the peasant propr�etress, who to�ls �n her
f�eld, does not turn round. The dog of the poor man barks at the r�ch
man, the dog of the r�ch man barks at the poor man. Each one for
h�mself. Self-�nterest—that’s the object of men. Gold, that’s the
loadstone.”

“What then? F�n�sh.”
“I should l�ke to go and establ�sh myself at la Joya. There are three

of us. I have my spouse and my young lady; a very beaut�ful g�rl. The
journey �s long and costly. I need a l�ttle money.”

“What concern �s that of m�ne?” demanded Mar�us.
The stranger stretched h�s neck out of h�s cravat, a gesture

character�st�c of the vulture, and repl�ed w�th an augmented sm�le.
“Has not Mons�eur le Baron perused my letter?”
There was some truth �n th�s. The fact �s, that the contents of the

ep�stle had sl�pped Mar�us’ m�nd. He had seen the wr�t�ng rather than
read the letter. He could hardly recall �t. But a moment ago a fresh
start had been g�ven h�m. He had noted that deta�l: “my spouse and
my young lady.”

He f�xed a penetrat�ng glance on the stranger. An exam�n�ng judge
could not have done the look better. He almost lay �n wa�t for h�m.

He conf�ned h�mself to reply�ng:



“State the case prec�sely.”
The stranger �nserted h�s two hands �n both h�s fobs, drew h�mself

up w�thout stra�ghten�ng h�s dorsal column, but scrut�n�z�ng Mar�us �n
h�s turn, w�th the green gaze of h�s spectacles.

“So be �t, Mons�eur le Baron. I w�ll be prec�se. I have a secret to
sell to you.”

“A secret?”
“A secret.”
“Wh�ch concerns me?”
“Somewhat.”
“What �s the secret?”
Mar�us scrut�n�zed the man more and more as he l�stened to h�m.
“I commence grat�s,” sa�d the stranger. “You w�ll see that I am

�nterest�ng.”
“Speak.”
“Mons�eur le Baron, you have �n your house a th�ef and an

assass�n.”
Mar�us shuddered.
“In my house? no,” sa�d he.
The �mperturbable stranger brushed h�s hat w�th h�s elbow and

went on:
“An assass�n and a th�ef. Remark, Mons�eur le Baron, that I do not

here speak of anc�ent deeds, deeds of the past wh�ch have lapsed,
wh�ch can be effaced by l�m�tat�on before the law and by repentance
before God. I speak of recent deeds, of actual facts as st�ll unknown
to just�ce at th�s hour. I cont�nue. Th�s man has �ns�nuated h�mself
�nto your conf�dence, and almost �nto your fam�ly under a false name.
I am about to tell you h�s real name. And to tell �t to you for noth�ng.”

“I am l�sten�ng.”
“H�s name �s Jean Valjean.”
“I know �t.”
“I am go�ng to tell you, equally for noth�ng, who he �s.”
“Say on.”



“He �s an ex-conv�ct.”
“I know �t.”
“You know �t s�nce I have had the honor of tell�ng you.”
“No. I knew �t before.”
Mar�us’ cold tone, that double reply of “I know �t,” h�s lacon�c�sm,

wh�ch was not favorable to d�alogue, st�rred up some smoulder�ng
wrath �n the stranger. He launched a fur�ous glance on the sly at
Mar�us, wh�ch was �nstantly ext�ngu�shed. Rap�d as �t was, th�s
glance was of the k�nd wh�ch a man recogn�zes when he has once
beheld �t; �t d�d not escape Mar�us. Certa�n flashes can only proceed
from certa�n souls; the eye, that vent-hole of the thought, glows w�th
�t; spectacles h�de noth�ng; try putt�ng a pane of glass over hell!

The stranger resumed w�th a sm�le:
“I w�ll not perm�t myself to contrad�ct Mons�eur le Baron. In any

case, you ought to perce�ve that I am well �nformed. Now what I have
to tell you �s known to myself alone. Th�s concerns the fortune of
Madame la Baronne. It �s an extraord�nary secret. It �s for sale—I
make you the f�rst offer of �t. Cheap. Twenty thousand francs.”

“I know that secret as well as the others,” sa�d Mar�us.
The personage felt the necess�ty of lower�ng h�s pr�ce a tr�fle.
“Mons�eur le Baron, say ten thousand francs and I w�ll speak.”
“I repeat to you that there �s noth�ng wh�ch you can tell me. I know

what you w�sh to say to me.”
A fresh flash gleamed �n the man’s eye. He excla�med:
“But I must d�ne to-day, nevertheless. It �s an extraord�nary secret,

I tell you. Mons�eur le Baron, I w�ll speak. I speak. G�ve me twenty
francs.”

Mar�us gazed �ntently at h�m:
“I know your extraord�nary secret, just as I knew Jean Valjean’s

name, just as I know your name.”
“My name?”
“Yes.”



“That �s not d�ff�cult, Mons�eur le Baron. I had the honor to wr�te to
you and to tell �t to you. Thénard.”

“—D�er.”
“Hey?”
“Thénard�er.”
“Who’s that?”
In danger the porcup�ne br�stles up, the beetle fe�gns death, the

old guard forms �n a square; th�s man burst �nto laughter.
Then he fl�cked a gra�n of dust from the sleeve of h�s coat w�th a

f�ll�p.
Mar�us cont�nued:
“You are also Jondrette the workman, Fabantou the comed�an,

Genflot the poet, Don Alvarès the Span�ard, and M�stress Bal�zard.”
“M�stress what?”
“And you kept a pot-house at Montferme�l.”
“A pot-house! Never.”
“And I tell you that your name �s Thénard�er.”
“I deny �t.”
“And that you are a rascal. Here.”
And Mar�us drew a bank-note from h�s pocket and flung �t �n h�s

face.
“Thanks! Pardon me! f�ve hundred francs! Mons�eur le Baron!”
And the man, overcome, bowed, se�zed the note and exam�ned �t.
“F�ve hundred francs!” he began aga�n, taken aback. And he

stammered �n a low vo�ce: “An honest rustler."69
Then brusquely:
“Well, so be �t!” he excla�med. “Let us put ourselves at our ease.”
And w�th the ag�l�ty of a monkey, fl�ng�ng back h�s ha�r, tear�ng off

h�s spectacles, and w�thdraw�ng from h�s nose by sle�ght of hand the
two qu�lls of wh�ch ment�on was recently made, and wh�ch the reader
has also met w�th on another page of th�s book, he took off h�s face
as the man takes off h�s hat.



H�s eye l�ghted up; h�s uneven brow, w�th hollows �n some places
and bumps �n others, h�deously wr�nkled at the top, was la�d bare, h�s
nose had become as sharp as a beak; the f�erce and sagac�ous
prof�le of the man of prey reappeared.

“Mons�eur le Baron �s �nfall�ble,” he sa�d �n a clear vo�ce whence all
nasal twang had d�sappeared, “I am Thénard�er.”

And he stra�ghtened up h�s crooked back.
Thénard�er, for �t was really he, was strangely surpr�sed; he would

have been troubled, had he been capable of such a th�ng. He had
come to br�ng aston�shment, and �t was he who had rece�ved �t. Th�s
hum�l�at�on had been worth f�ve hundred francs to h�m, and, tak�ng �t
all �n all, he accepted �t; but he was nonetheless bew�ldered.

He beheld th�s Baron Pontmercy for the f�rst t�me, and, �n sp�te of
h�s d�sgu�se, th�s Baron Pontmercy recogn�zed h�m, and recogn�zed
h�m thoroughly. And not only was th�s Baron perfectly �nformed as to
Thénard�er, but he seemed well posted as to Jean Valjean. Who was
th�s almost beardless young man, who was so glac�al and so
generous, who knew people’s names, who knew all the�r names, and
who opened h�s purse to them, who bull�ed rascals l�ke a judge, and
who pa�d them l�ke a dupe?

Thénard�er, the reader w�ll remember, although he had been
Mar�us’ ne�ghbor, had never seen h�m, wh�ch �s not unusual �n Par�s;
he had formerly, �n a vague way, heard h�s daughters talk of a very
poor young man named Mar�us who l�ved �n the house. He had
wr�tten to h�m, w�thout know�ng h�m, the letter w�th wh�ch the reader
�s acqua�nted.

No connect�on between that Mar�us and M. le Baron Pontmercy
was poss�ble �n h�s m�nd.

As for the name Pontmercy, �t w�ll be recalled that, on the
battlef�eld of Waterloo, he had only heard the last two syllables, for
wh�ch he always enterta�ned the leg�t�mate scorn wh�ch one owes to
what �s merely an express�on of thanks.

However, through h�s daughter Azelma, who had started on the
scent of the marr�ed pa�r on the 16th of February, and through h�s
own personal researches, he had succeeded �n learn�ng many



th�ngs, and, from the depths of h�s own gloom, he had contr�ved to
grasp more than one myster�ous clew. He had d�scovered, by d�nt of
�ndustry, or, at least, by d�nt of �nduct�on, he had guessed who the
man was whom he had encountered on a certa�n day �n the Grand
Sewer. From the man he had eas�ly reached the name. He knew that
Madame la Baronne Pontmercy was Cosette. But he meant to be
d�screet �n that quarter.

Who was Cosette? He d�d not know exactly h�mself. He d�d,
�ndeed, catch an �nkl�ng of �lleg�t�macy, the h�story of Fant�ne had
always seemed to h�m equ�vocal; but what was the use of talk�ng
about that? �n order to cause h�mself to be pa�d for h�s s�lence? He
had, or thought he had, better wares than that for sale. And,
accord�ng to all appearances, �f he were to come and make to the
Baron Pontmercy th�s revelat�on—and w�thout proof: “Your w�fe �s a
bastard,” the only result would be to attract the boot of the husband
towards the lo�ns of the revealer.

From Thénard�er’s po�nt of v�ew, the conversat�on w�th Mar�us had
not yet begun. He ought to have drawn back, to have mod�f�ed h�s
strategy, to have abandoned h�s pos�t�on, to have changed h�s front;
but noth�ng essent�al had been comprom�sed as yet, and he had f�ve
hundred francs �n h�s pocket. Moreover, he had someth�ng dec�s�ve
to say, and, even aga�nst th�s very well-�nformed and well-armed
Baron Pontmercy, he felt h�mself strong. For men of Thénard�er’s
nature, every d�alogue �s a combat. In the one �n wh�ch he was about
to engage, what was h�s s�tuat�on? He d�d not know to whom he was
speak�ng, but he d�d know of what he was speak�ng, he made th�s
rap�d rev�ew of h�s �nner forces, and after hav�ng sa�d: “I am
Thénard�er,” he wa�ted.

Mar�us had become thoughtful. So he had hold of Thénard�er at
last. That man whom he had so greatly des�red to f�nd was before
h�m. He could honor Colonel Pontmercy’s recommendat�on.

He felt hum�l�ated that that hero should have owned anyth�ng to
th�s v�lla�n, and that the letter of change drawn from the depths of the
tomb by h�s father upon h�m, Mar�us, had been protested up to that
day. It also seemed to h�m, �n the complex state of h�s m�nd towards
Thénard�er, that there was occas�on to avenge the Colonel for the



m�sfortune of hav�ng been saved by such a rascal. In any case, he
was content. He was about to del�ver the Colonel’s shade from th�s
unworthy cred�tor at last, and �t seemed to h�m that he was on the
po�nt of rescu�ng h�s father’s memory from the debtors’ pr�son. By the
s�de of th�s duty there was another—to eluc�date, �f poss�ble, the
source of Cosette’s fortune. The opportun�ty appeared to present
�tself. Perhaps Thénard�er knew someth�ng. It m�ght prove useful to
see the bottom of th�s man.

He commenced w�th th�s.
Thénard�er had caused the “honest rustler” to d�sappear �n h�s fob,

and was gaz�ng at Mar�us w�th a gentleness that was almost tender.
Mar�us broke the s�lence.
“Thénard�er, I have told you your name. Now, would you l�ke to

have me tell you your secret—the one that you came here to reveal
to me? I have �nformat�on of my own, also. You shall see that I know
more about �t than you do. Jean Valjean, as you have sa�d, �s an
assass�n and a th�ef. A th�ef, because he robbed a wealthy
manufacturer, whose ru�n he brought about. An assass�n, because
he assass�nated pol�ce-agent Javert.”

“I don’t understand, s�r,” ejaculated Thénard�er.
“I w�ll make myself �ntell�g�ble. In a certa�n arrond�ssement of the

Pas de Cala�s, there was, �n 1822, a man who had fallen out w�th
just�ce, and who, under the name of M. Madele�ne, had rega�ned h�s
status and rehab�l�tated h�mself. Th�s man had become a just man �n
the full force of the term. In a trade, the manufacture of black glass
goods, he made the fortune of an ent�re c�ty. As far as h�s personal
fortune was concerned he made that also, but as a secondary
matter, and �n some sort, by acc�dent. He was the foster-father of the
poor. He founded hosp�tals, opened schools, v�s�ted the s�ck,
dowered young g�rls, supported w�dows, and adopted orphans; he
was l�ke the guard�an angel of the country. He refused the cross, he
was appo�nted Mayor. A l�berated conv�ct knew the secret of a
penalty �ncurred by th�s man �n former days; he denounced h�m, and
had h�m arrested, and prof�ted by the arrest to come to Par�s and
cause the banker Laff�tte,—I have the fact from the cash�er h�mself,
—by means of a false s�gnature, to hand over to h�m the sum of over



half a m�ll�on wh�ch belonged to M. Madele�ne. Th�s conv�ct who
robbed M. Madele�ne was Jean Valjean. As for the other fact, you
have noth�ng to tell me about �t e�ther. Jean Valjean k�lled the agent
Javert; he shot h�m w�th a p�stol. I, the person who �s speak�ng to
you, was present.”

Thénard�er cast upon Mar�us the sovere�gn glance of a conquered
man who lays h�s hand once more upon the v�ctory, and who has just
rega�ned, �n one �nstant, all the ground wh�ch he has lost. But the
sm�le returned �nstantly. The �nfer�or’s tr�umph �n the presence of h�s
super�or must be wheedl�ng.

Thénard�er contented h�mself w�th say�ng to Mar�us:
“Mons�eur le Baron, we are on the wrong track.”
And he emphas�zed th�s phrase by mak�ng h�s bunch of seals

execute an express�ve wh�rl.
“What!” broke forth Mar�us, “do you d�spute that? These are facts.”
“They are ch�mæras. The conf�dence w�th wh�ch Mons�eur le

Baron honors me renders �t my duty to tell h�m so. Truth and just�ce
before all th�ngs. I do not l�ke to see folks accused unjustly. Mons�eur
le Baron, Jean Valjean d�d not rob M. Madele�ne and Jean Valjean
d�d not k�ll Javert.”

“Th�s �s too much! How �s th�s?”
“For two reasons.”
“What are they? Speak.”
“Th�s �s the f�rst: he d�d not rob M. Madele�ne, because �t �s Jean

Valjean h�mself who was M. Madele�ne.”
“What tale are you tell�ng me?”
“And th�s �s the second: he d�d not assass�nate Javert, because

the person who k�lled Javert was Javert.”
“What do you mean to say?”
“That Javert comm�tted su�c�de.”
“Prove �t! prove �t!” cr�ed Mar�us bes�de h�mself.
Thénard�er resumed, scann�ng h�s phrase after the manner of the

anc�ent Alexandr�ne measure:



“Pol�ce-agent-Ja-vert-was-found-drowned-un-der-a-boat-of-the-
Pont-au-Change.”

“But prove �t!”
Thénard�er drew from h�s pocket a large envelope of gray paper,

wh�ch seemed to conta�n sheets folded �n d�fferent s�zes.
“I have my papers,” he sa�d calmly.
And he added:
“Mons�eur le Baron, �n your �nterests I des�red to know Jean

Valjean thoroughly. I say that Jean Valjean and M. Madele�ne are
one and the same man, and I say that Javert had no other assass�n
than Javert. If I speak, �t �s because I have proofs. Not manuscr�pt
proofs—wr�t�ng �s susp�c�ous, handwr�t�ng �s compla�sant,—but
pr�nted proofs.”

As he spoke, Thénard�er extracted from the envelope two cop�es
of newspapers, yellow, faded, and strongly saturated w�th tobacco.
One of these two newspapers, broken at every fold and fall�ng �nto
rags, seemed much older than the other.

“Two facts, two proofs,” remarked Thénard�er. And he offered the
two newspapers, unfolded, to Mar�us.

The reader �s acqua�nted w�th these two papers. One, the most
anc�ent, a number of the Drapeau Blanc of the 25th of July, 1823, the
text of wh�ch can be seen �n the f�rst volume, establ�shed the �dent�ty
of M. Madele�ne and Jean Valjean.

The other, a Mon�teur of the 15th of June, 1832, announced the
su�c�de of Javert, add�ng that �t appeared from a verbal report of
Javert to the prefect that, hav�ng been taken pr�soner �n the
barr�cade of the Rue de la Chanvrer�e, he had owed h�s l�fe to the
magnan�m�ty of an �nsurgent who, hold�ng h�m under h�s p�stol, had
f�red �nto the a�r, �nstead of blow�ng out h�s bra�ns.

Mar�us read. He had ev�dence, a certa�n date, �rrefragable proof,
these two newspapers had not been pr�nted expressly for the
purpose of back�ng up Thénard�er’s statements; the note pr�nted �n
the Mon�teur had been an adm�n�strat�ve commun�cat�on from the
Prefecture of Pol�ce. Mar�us could not doubt.



The �nformat�on of the cash�er-clerk had been false, and he
h�mself had been dece�ved.

Jean Valjean, who had suddenly grown grand, emerged from h�s
cloud. Mar�us could not repress a cry of joy.

“Well, then th�s unhappy wretch �s an adm�rable man! the whole of
that fortune really belonged to h�m! he �s Madele�ne, the prov�dence
of a whole countrys�de! he �s Jean Valjean, Javert’s sav�or! he �s a
hero! he �s a sa�nt!”

“He’s not a sa�nt, and he’s not a hero!” sa�d Thénard�er. “He’s an
assass�n and a robber.”

And he added, �n the tone of a man who beg�ns to feel that he
possesses some author�ty:

“Let us be calm.”
Robber, assass�n—those words wh�ch Mar�us thought had

d�sappeared and wh�ch returned, fell upon h�m l�ke an �ce-cold
shower-bath.

“Aga�n!” sa�d he.
“Always,” ejaculated Thénard�er. “Jean Valjean d�d not rob

Madele�ne, but he �s a th�ef. He d�d not k�ll Javert, but he �s a
murderer.”

“W�ll you speak,” retorted Mar�us, “of that m�serable theft,
comm�tted forty years ago, and exp�ated, as your own newspapers
prove, by a whole l�fe of repentance, of self-abnegat�on and of
v�rtue?”

“I say assass�nat�on and theft, Mons�eur le Baron, and I repeat that
I am speak�ng of actual facts. What I have to reveal to you �s
absolutely unknown. It belongs to unpubl�shed matter. And perhaps
you w�ll f�nd �n �t the source of the fortune so sk�lfully presented to
Madame la Baronne by Jean Valjean. I say sk�lfully, because, by a
g�ft of that nature �t would not be so very unsk�lful to sl�p �nto an
honorable house whose comforts one would then share, and, at the
same stroke, to conceal one’s cr�me, and to enjoy one’s theft, to bury
one’s name and to create for oneself a fam�ly.”

“I m�ght �nterrupt you at th�s po�nt,” sa�d Mar�us, “but go on.”



“Mons�eur le Baron, I w�ll tell you all, leav�ng the recompense to
your generos�ty. Th�s secret �s worth mass�ve gold. You w�ll say to
me: ‘Why do not you apply to Jean Valjean?’ For a very s�mple
reason; I know that he has str�pped h�mself, and str�pped h�mself �n
your favor, and I cons�der the comb�nat�on �ngen�ous; but he has no
longer a son, he would show me h�s empty hands, and, s�nce I am �n
need of some money for my tr�p to la Joya, I prefer you, you who
have �t all, to h�m who has noth�ng. I am a l�ttle fat�gued, perm�t me to
take a cha�r.”

Mar�us seated h�mself and mot�oned to h�m to do the same.
Thénard�er �nstalled h�mself on a tufted cha�r, p�cked up h�s two

newspapers, thrust them back �nto the�r envelope, and murmured as
he pecked at the Drapeau Blanc w�th h�s na�l: “It cost me a good deal
of trouble to get th�s one.”

That done he crossed h�s legs and stretched h�mself out on the
back of the cha�r, an att�tude character�st�c of people who are sure of
what they are say�ng, then he entered upon h�s subject gravely,
emphas�z�ng h�s words:

“Mons�eur le Baron, on the 6th of June, 1832, about a year ago, on
the day of the �nsurrect�on, a man was �n the Grand Sewer of Par�s,
at the po�nt where the sewer enters the Se�ne, between the Pont des
Inval�des and the Pont de Jéna.”

Mar�us abruptly drew h�s cha�r closer to that of Thénard�er.
Thénard�er not�ced th�s movement and cont�nued w�th the
del�berat�on of an orator who holds h�s �nterlocutor and who feels h�s
adversary palp�tat�ng under h�s words:

“Th�s man, forced to conceal h�mself, and for reasons, moreover,
wh�ch are fore�gn to pol�t�cs, had adopted the sewer as h�s dom�c�le
and had a key to �t. It was, I repeat, on the 6th of June; �t m�ght have
been e�ght o’clock �n the even�ng. The man hears a no�se �n the
sewer. Greatly surpr�sed, he h�des h�mself and l�es �n wa�t. It was the
sound of footsteps, some one was walk�ng �n the dark, and com�ng �n
h�s d�rect�on. Strange to say, there was another man �n the sewer
bes�des h�mself. The grat�ng of the outlet from the sewer was not far
off. A l�ttle l�ght wh�ch fell through �t perm�tted h�m to recogn�ze the
newcomer, and to see that the man was carry�ng someth�ng on h�s



back. He was walk�ng �n a bent att�tude. The man who was walk�ng
�n a bent att�tude was an ex-conv�ct, and what he was dragg�ng on
h�s shoulders was a corpse. Assass�nat�on caught �n the very act, �f
ever there was such a th�ng. As for the theft, that �s understood; one
does not k�ll a man grat�s. Th�s conv�ct was on h�s way to fl�ng the
body �nto the r�ver. One fact �s to be not�ced, that before reach�ng the
ex�t grat�ng, th�s conv�ct, who had come a long d�stance �n the sewer,
must, necessar�ly, have encountered a fr�ghtful quagm�re where �t
seems as though he m�ght have left the body, but the sewermen
would have found the assass�nated man the very next day, wh�le at
work on the quagm�re, and that d�d not su�t the assass�n’s plans. He
had preferred to traverse that quagm�re w�th h�s burden, and h�s
exert�ons must have been terr�ble, for �t �s �mposs�ble to r�sk one’s l�fe
more completely; I don’t understand how he could have come out of
that al�ve.”

Mar�us’ cha�r approached st�ll nearer. Thénard�er took advantage
of th�s to draw a long breath. He went on:

“Mons�eur le Baron, a sewer �s not the Champ de Mars. One lacks
everyth�ng there, even room. When two men are there, they must
meet. That �s what happened. The man dom�c�led there and the
passer-by were forced to b�d each other good-day, greatly to the
regret of both. The passer-by sa�d to the �nhab�tant:—“You see what
I have on my back, I must get out, you have the key, g�ve �t to me.”
That conv�ct was a man of terr�ble strength. There was no way of
refus�ng. Nevertheless, the man who had the key parleyed, s�mply to
ga�n t�me. He exam�ned the dead man, but he could see noth�ng,
except that the latter was young, well dressed, w�th the a�r of be�ng
r�ch, and all d�sf�gured w�th blood. Wh�le talk�ng, the man contr�ved to
tear and pull off beh�nd, w�thout the assass�n perce�v�ng �t, a b�t of
the assass�nated man’s coat. A document for conv�ct�on, you
understand; a means of recover�ng the trace of th�ngs and of
br�ng�ng home the cr�me to the cr�m�nal. He put th�s document for
conv�ct�on �n h�s pocket. After wh�ch he opened the grat�ng, made the
man go out w�th h�s embarrassment on h�s back, closed the grat�ng
aga�n, and ran off, not car�ng to be m�xed up w�th the rema�nder of
the adventure and above all, not w�sh�ng to be present when the
assass�n threw the assass�nated man �nto the r�ver. Now you



comprehend. The man who was carry�ng the corpse was Jean
Valjean; the one who had the key �s speak�ng to you at th�s moment;
and the p�ece of the coat . . .”

Thénard�er completed h�s phrase by draw�ng from h�s pocket, and
hold�ng, on a level w�th h�s eyes, n�pped between h�s two thumbs
and h�s two foref�ngers, a str�p of torn black cloth, all covered w�th
dark spots.

Mar�us had sprung to h�s feet, pale, hardly able to draw h�s breath,
w�th h�s eyes r�veted on the fragment of black cloth, and, w�thout
utter�ng a word, w�thout tak�ng h�s eyes from that fragment, he
retreated to the wall and fumbled w�th h�s r�ght hand along the wall
for a key wh�ch was �n the lock of a cupboard near the ch�mney.

He found the key, opened the cupboard, plunged h�s arm �nto �t
w�thout look�ng, and w�thout h�s fr�ghtened gaze qu�tt�ng the rag
wh�ch Thénard�er st�ll held outspread.

But Thénard�er cont�nued:
“Mons�eur le Baron, I have the strongest of reasons for bel�ev�ng

that the assass�nated young man was an opulent stranger lured �nto
a trap by Jean Valjean, and the bearer of an enormous sum of
money.”

“The young man was myself, and here �s the coat!” cr�ed Mar�us,
and he flung upon the floor an old black coat all covered w�th blood.

Then, snatch�ng the fragment from the hands of Thénard�er, he
crouched down over the coat, and la�d the torn morsel aga�nst the
tattered sk�rt. The rent f�tted exactly, and the str�p completed the
coat.

Thénard�er was petr�f�ed.
Th�s �s what he thought: “I’m struck all of a heap.”
Mar�us rose to h�s feet trembl�ng, despa�r�ng, rad�ant.
He fumbled �n h�s pocket and stalked fur�ously to Thénard�er,

present�ng to h�m and almost thrust�ng �n h�s face h�s f�st f�lled w�th
bank-notes for f�ve hundred and a thousand francs.

“You are an �nfamous wretch! you are a l�ar, a calumn�ator, a
v�lla�n. You came to accuse that man, you have only just�f�ed h�m;



you wanted to ru�n h�m, you have only succeeded �n glor�fy�ng h�m.
And �t �s you who are the th�ef! And �t �s you who are the assass�n! I
saw you, Thénard�er Jondrette, �n that la�r on the Rue de l’Hôp�tal. I
know enough about you to send you to the galleys and even further
�f I choose. Here are a thousand francs, bully that you are!”

And he flung a thousand franc note at Thénard�er.
“Ah! Jondrette Thénard�er, v�le rascal! Let th�s serve you as a

lesson, you dealer �n second-hand secrets, merchant of myster�es,
rummager of the shadows, wretch! Take these f�ve hundred francs
and get out of here! Waterloo protects you.”

“Waterloo!” growled Thénard�er, pocket�ng the f�ve hundred francs
along w�th the thousand.

“Yes, assass�n! You there saved the l�fe of a Colonel. . .”
“Of a General,” sa�d Thénard�er, elevat�ng h�s head.
“Of a Colonel!” repeated Mar�us �n a rage. “I wouldn’t g�ve a

ha’penny for a general. And you come here to comm�t �nfam�es! I tell
you that you have comm�tted all cr�mes. Go! d�sappear! Only be
happy, that �s all that I des�re. Ah! monster! here are three thousand
francs more. Take them. You w�ll depart to-morrow, for Amer�ca, w�th
your daughter; for your w�fe �s dead, you abom�nable l�ar. I shall
watch over your departure, you ruff�an, and at that moment I w�ll
count out to you twenty thousand francs. Go get yourself hung
elsewhere!”

“Mons�eur le Baron!” repl�ed Thénard�er, bow�ng to the very earth,
“eternal grat�tude.” And Thénard�er left the room, understand�ng
noth�ng, stupef�ed and del�ghted w�th th�s sweet crush�ng beneath
sacks of gold, and w�th that thunder wh�ch had burst forth over h�s
head �n bank-b�lls.

Struck by l�ghtn�ng he was, but he was also content; and he would
have been greatly angered had he had a l�ghtn�ng rod to ward off
such l�ghtn�ng as that.

Let us f�n�sh w�th th�s man at once.
Two days after the events wh�ch we are at th�s moment narrat�ng,

he set out, thanks to Mar�us’ care, for Amer�ca under a false name,



w�th h�s daughter Azelma, furn�shed w�th a draft on New York for
twenty thousand francs.

The moral wretchedness of Thénard�er, the bourgeo�s who had
m�ssed h�s vocat�on, was �rremed�able. He was �n Amer�ca what he
had been �n Europe. Contact w�th an ev�l man somet�mes suff�ces to
corrupt a good act�on and to cause ev�l th�ngs to spr�ng from �t. W�th
Mar�us’ money, Thénard�er set up as a slave-dealer.

As soon as Thénard�er had left the house, Mar�us rushed to the
garden, where Cosette was st�ll walk�ng.

“Cosette! Cosette!” he cr�ed. “Come! come qu�ck! Let us go.
Basque, a carr�age! Cosette, come. Ah! My God! It was he who
saved my l�fe! Let us not lose a m�nute! Put on your shawl.”

Cosette thought h�m mad and obeyed.
He could not breathe, he la�d h�s hand on h�s heart to restra�n �ts

throbb�ng. He paced back and forth w�th huge str�des, he embraced
Cosette:

“Ah! Cosette! I am an unhappy wretch!” sa�d he.
Mar�us was bew�ldered. He began to catch a gl�mpse �n Jean

Valjean of some �ndescr�bably lofty and melancholy f�gure. An
unheard-of v�rtue, supreme and sweet, humble �n �ts �mmens�ty,
appeared to h�m. The conv�ct was transf�gured �nto Chr�st.

Mar�us was dazzled by th�s prod�gy. He d�d not know prec�sely
what he beheld, but �t was grand.

In an �nstant, a hackney-carr�age stood �n front of the door.
Mar�us helped Cosette �n and darted �n h�mself.
“Dr�ver,” sa�d he, “Rue de l’Homme Armé, Number 7.”
The carr�age drove off.
“Ah! what happ�ness!” ejaculated Cosette. “Rue de l’Homme Armé,

I d�d not dare to speak to you of that. We are go�ng to see M. Jean.”
“Thy father! Cosette, thy father more than ever. Cosette, I guess �t.

You told me that you had never rece�ved the letter that I sent you by
Gavroche. It must have fallen �nto h�s hands. Cosette, he went to the
barr�cade to save me. As �t �s a necess�ty w�th h�m to be an angel, he
saved others also; he saved Javert. He rescued me from that gulf to



g�ve me to you. He carr�ed me on h�s back through that fr�ghtful
sewer. Ah! I am a monster of �ngrat�tude. Cosette, after hav�ng been
your prov�dence, he became m�ne. Just �mag�ne, there was a terr�ble
quagm�re enough to drown one a hundred t�mes over, to drown one
�n m�re. Cosette! he made me traverse �t. I was unconsc�ous; I saw
noth�ng, I heard noth�ng, I could know noth�ng of my own adventure.
We are go�ng to br�ng h�m back, to take h�m w�th us, whether he �s
w�ll�ng or not, he shall never leave us aga�n. If only he �s at home!
Prov�ded only that we can f�nd h�m, I w�ll pass the rest of my l�fe �n
venerat�ng h�m. Yes, that �s how �t should be, do you see, Cosette?
Gavroche must have del�vered my letter to h�m. All �s expla�ned. You
understand.”

Cosette d�d not understand a word.
“You are r�ght,” she sa�d to h�m.
Meanwh�le the carr�age rolled on.



CHAPTER V—A NIGHT BEHIND
WHICH THERE IS DAY

Jean Valjean turned round at the knock wh�ch he heard on h�s
door.

“Come �n,” he sa�d feebly.
The door opened.
Cosette and Mar�us made the�r appearance.
Cosette rushed �nto the room.
Mar�us rema�ned on the threshold, lean�ng aga�nst the jamb of the

door.
“Cosette!” sa�d Jean Valjean.
And he sat erect �n h�s cha�r, h�s arms outstretched and trembl�ng,

haggard, l�v�d, gloomy, an �mmense joy �n h�s eyes.
Cosette, st�fl�ng w�th emot�on, fell upon Jean Valjean’s breast.
“Father!” sa�d she.
Jean Valjean, overcome, stammered:
“Cosette! she! you! Madame! �t �s thou! Ah! my God!”
And, pressed close �n Cosette’s arms, he excla�med:
“It �s thou! thou art here! Thou dost pardon me then!”
Mar�us, lower�ng h�s eyel�ds, �n order to keep h�s tears from

flow�ng, took a step forward and murmured between l�ps convuls�vely
contracted to repress h�s sobs:

“My father!”
“And you also, you pardon me!” Jean Valjean sa�d to h�m.
Mar�us could f�nd no words, and Jean Valjean added:
“Thanks.”



Cosette tore off her shawl and tossed her hat on the bed.
“It embarrasses me,” sa�d she.
And, seat�ng herself on the old man’s knees, she put as�de h�s

wh�te locks w�th an adorable movement, and k�ssed h�s brow.
Jean Valjean, bew�ldered, let her have her own way.
Cosette, who only understood �n a very confused manner,

redoubled her caresses, as though she des�red to pay Mar�us’ debt.
Jean Valjean stammered:
“How stup�d people are! I thought that I should never see her

aga�n. Imag�ne, Mons�eur Pontmercy, at the very moment when you
entered, I was say�ng to myself: ‘All �s over. Here �s her l�ttle gown, I
am a m�serable man, I shall never see Cosette aga�n,’ and I was
say�ng that at the very moment when you were mount�ng the sta�rs.
Was not I an �d�ot? Just see how �d�ot�c one can be! One reckons
w�thout the good God. The good God says:

“‘You fancy that you are about to be abandoned, stup�d! No. No,
th�ngs w�ll not go so. Come, there �s a good man yonder who �s �n
need of an angel.’ And the angel comes, and one sees one’s
Cosette aga�n! and one sees one’s l�ttle Cosette once more! Ah! I
was very unhappy.”

For a moment he could not speak, then he went on:
“I really needed to see Cosette a l�ttle b�t now and then. A heart

needs a bone to gnaw. But I was perfectly consc�ous that I was �n the
way. I gave myself reasons: ‘They do not want you, keep �n your own
course, one has not the r�ght to cl�ng eternally.’ Ah! God be pra�sed, I
see her once more! Dost thou know, Cosette, thy husband �s very
handsome? Ah! what a pretty embro�dered collar thou hast on,
luck�ly. I am fond of that pattern. It was thy husband who chose �t,
was �t not? And then, thou shouldst have some cashmere shawls.
Let me call her thou, Mons�eur Pontmercy. It w�ll not be for long.”

And Cosette began aga�n:
“How w�cked of you to have left us l�ke that! Where d�d you go?

Why have you stayed away so long? Formerly your journeys only
lasted three or four days. I sent N�colette, the answer always was:
‘He �s absent.’ How long have you been back? Why d�d you not let



us know? Do you know that you are very much changed? Ah! what a
naughty father! he has been �ll, and we have not known �t! Stay,
Mar�us, feel how cold h�s hand �s!”

“So you are here! Mons�eur Pontmercy, you pardon me!” repeated
Jean Valjean.

At that word wh�ch Jean Valjean had just uttered once more, all
that was swell�ng Mar�us’ heart found vent.

He burst forth:
“Cosette, do you hear? he has come to that! he asks my

forg�veness! And do you know what he has done for me, Cosette?
He has saved my l�fe. He has done more—he has g�ven you to me.
And after hav�ng saved me, and after hav�ng g�ven you to me,
Cosette, what has he done w�th h�mself? He has sacr�f�ced h�mself.
Behold the man. And he says to me the �ngrate, to me the forgetful,
to me the p�t�less, to me the gu�lty one: Thanks! Cosette, my whole
l�fe passed at the feet of th�s man would be too l�ttle. That barr�cade,
that sewer, that furnace, that cesspool,—all that he traversed for me,
for thee, Cosette! He carr�ed me away through all the deaths wh�ch
he put as�de before me, and accepted for h�mself. Every courage,
every v�rtue, every hero�sm, every sanct�ty he possesses! Cosette,
that man �s an angel!”

“Hush! hush!” sa�d Jean Valjean �n a low vo�ce. “Why tell all that?”
“But you!” cr�ed Mar�us w�th a wrath �n wh�ch there was venerat�on,

“why d�d you not tell �t to me? It �s your own fault, too. You save
people’s l�ves, and you conceal �t from them! You do more, under the
pretext of unmask�ng yourself, you calumn�ate yourself. It �s fr�ghtful.”

“I told the truth,” repl�ed Jean Valjean.
“No,” retorted Mar�us, “the truth �s the whole truth; and that you d�d

not tell. You were Mons�eur Madele�ne, why not have sa�d so? You
saved Javert, why not have sa�d so? I owed my l�fe to you, why not
have sa�d so?”

“Because I thought as you do. I thought that you were �n the r�ght.
It was necessary that I should go away. If you had known about that
affa�r, of the sewer, you would have made me rema�n near you. I was



therefore forced to hold my peace. If I had spoken, �t would have
caused embarrassment �n every way.”

“It would have embarrassed what? embarrassed whom?” retorted
Mar�us. “Do you th�nk that you are go�ng to stay here? We shall carry
you off. Ah! good heavens! when I reflect that �t was by an acc�dent
that I have learned all th�s. You form a part of ourselves. You are her
father, and m�ne. You shall not pass another day �n th�s dreadful
house. Do not �mag�ne that you w�ll be here to-morrow.”

“To-morrow,” sa�d Jean Valjean, “I shall not be here, but I shall not
be w�th you.”

“What do you mean?” repl�ed Mar�us. “Ah! come now, we are not
go�ng to perm�t any more journeys. You shall never leave us aga�n.
You belong to us. We shall not loose our hold of you.”

“Th�s t�me �t �s for good,” added Cosette. “We have a carr�age at
the door. I shall run away w�th you. If necessary, I shall employ
force.”

And she laugh�ngly made a movement to l�ft the old man �n her
arms.

“Your chamber st�ll stands ready �n our house,” she went on. “If
you only knew how pretty the garden �s now! The azaleas are do�ng
very well there. The walks are sanded w�th r�ver sand; there are t�ny
v�olet shells. You shall eat my strawberr�es. I water them myself. And
no more ‘madame,’ no more ‘Mons�eur Jean,’ we are l�v�ng under a
Republ�c, everybody says thou, don’t they, Mar�us? The programme
�s changed. If you only knew, father, I have had a sorrow, there was
a rob�n redbreast wh�ch had made her nest �n a hole �n the wall, and
a horr�ble cat ate her. My poor, pretty, l�ttle rob�n red-breast wh�ch
used to put her head out of her w�ndow and look at me! I cr�ed over
�t. I should have l�ked to k�ll the cat. But now nobody cr�es any more.
Everybody laughs, everybody �s happy. You are go�ng to come w�th
us. How del�ghted grandfather w�ll be! You shall have your plot �n the
garden, you shall cult�vate �t, and we shall see whether your
strawberr�es are as f�ne as m�ne. And, then, I shall do everyth�ng that
you w�sh, and then, you w�ll obey me prett�ly.”

Jean Valjean l�stened to her w�thout hear�ng her. He heard the
mus�c of her vo�ce rather than the sense of her words; one of those



large tears wh�ch are the sombre pearls of the soul welled up slowly
�n h�s eyes.

He murmured:
“The proof that God �s good �s that she �s here.”
“Father!” sa�d Cosette.
Jean Valjean cont�nued:
“It �s qu�te true that �t would be charm�ng for us to l�ve together.

The�r trees are full of b�rds. I would walk w�th Cosette. It �s sweet to
be among l�v�ng people who b�d each other ‘good-day,’ who call to
each other �n the garden. People see each other from early morn�ng.
We should each cult�vate our own l�ttle corner. She would make me
eat her strawberr�es. I would make her gather my roses. That would
be charm�ng. Only . . .”

He paused and sa�d gently:
“It �s a p�ty.”
The tear d�d not fall, �t retreated, and Jean Valjean replaced �t w�th

a sm�le.
Cosette took both the old man’s hands �n hers.
“My God!” sa�d she, “your hands are st�ll colder than before. Are

you �ll? Do you suffer?”
“I? No,” repl�ed Jean Valjean. “I am very well. Only . . .”
He paused.
“Only what?”
“I am go�ng to d�e presently.”
Cosette and Mar�us shuddered.
“To d�e!” excla�med Mar�us.
“Yes, but that �s noth�ng,” sa�d Jean Valjean.
He took breath, sm�led and resumed:
“Cosette, thou wert talk�ng to me, go on, so thy l�ttle rob�n red-

breast �s dead? Speak, so that I may hear thy vo�ce.”
Mar�us gazed at the old man �n amazement.
Cosette uttered a heartrend�ng cry.



“Father! my father! you w�ll l�ve. You are go�ng to l�ve. I �ns�st upon
your l�v�ng, do you hear?”

Jean Valjean ra�sed h�s head towards her w�th adorat�on.
“Oh! yes, forb�d me to d�e. Who knows? Perhaps I shall obey. I

was on the verge of dy�ng when you came. That stopped me, �t
seemed to me that I was born aga�n.”

“You are full of strength and l�fe,” cr�ed Mar�us. “Do you �mag�ne
that a person can d�e l�ke th�s? You have had sorrow, you shall have
no more. It �s I who ask your forg�veness, and on my knees! You are
go�ng to l�ve, and to l�ve w�th us, and to l�ve a long t�me. We take
possess�on of you once more. There are two of us here who w�ll
henceforth have no other thought than your happ�ness.”

“You see,” resumed Cosette, all bathed �n tears, “that Mar�us says
that you shall not d�e.”

Jean Valjean cont�nued to sm�le.
“Even �f you were to take possess�on of me, Mons�eur Pontmercy,

would that make me other than I am? No, God has thought l�ke you
and myself, and he does not change h�s m�nd; �t �s useful for me to
go. Death �s a good arrangement. God knows better than we what
we need. May you be happy, may Mons�eur Pontmercy have
Cosette, may youth wed the morn�ng, may there be around you, my
ch�ldren, l�lacs and n�ght�ngales; may your l�fe be a beaut�ful, sunny
lawn, may all the enchantments of heaven f�ll your souls, and now let
me, who am good for noth�ng, d�e; �t �s certa�n that all th�s �s r�ght.
Come, be reasonable, noth�ng �s poss�ble now, I am fully consc�ous
that all �s over. And then, last n�ght, I drank that whole jug of water.
How good thy husband �s, Cosette! Thou art much better off w�th h�m
than w�th me.”

A no�se became aud�ble at the door.
It was the doctor enter�ng.
“Good-day, and farewell, doctor,” sa�d Jean Valjean. “Here are my

poor ch�ldren.”
Mar�us stepped up to the doctor. He addressed to h�m only th�s

s�ngle word: “Mons�eur? . . .” But h�s manner of pronounc�ng �t
conta�ned a complete quest�on.



The doctor repl�ed to the quest�on by an express�ve glance.
“Because th�ngs are not agreeable,” sa�d Jean Valjean, “that �s no

reason for be�ng unjust towards God.”
A s�lence ensued.
All breasts were oppressed.
Jean Valjean turned to Cosette. He began to gaze at her as

though he w�shed to reta�n her features for etern�ty.
In the depths of the shadow �nto wh�ch he had already descended,

ecstasy was st�ll poss�ble to h�m when gaz�ng at Cosette. The
reflect�on of that sweet face l�ghted up h�s pale v�sage.

The doctor felt of h�s pulse.
“Ah! �t was you that he wanted!” he murmured, look�ng at Cosette

and Mar�us.
And bend�ng down to Mar�us’ ear, he added �n a very low vo�ce:
“Too late.”
Jean Valjean surveyed the doctor and Mar�us serenely, almost

w�thout ceas�ng to gaze at Cosette.
These barely art�culate words were heard to �ssue from h�s mouth:
“It �s noth�ng to d�e; �t �s dreadful not to l�ve.”
All at once he rose to h�s feet. These accesses of strength are

somet�mes the s�gn of the death agony. He walked w�th a f�rm step to
the wall, thrust�ng as�de Mar�us and the doctor who tr�ed to help h�m,
detached from the wall a l�ttle copper cruc�f�x wh�ch was suspended
there, and returned to h�s seat w�th all the freedom of movement of
perfect health, and sa�d �n a loud vo�ce, as he la�d the cruc�f�x on the
table:

“Behold the great martyr.”
Then h�s chest sank �n, h�s head wavered, as though the

�ntox�cat�on of the tomb were se�z�ng hold upon h�m.
H�s hands, wh�ch rested on h�s knees, began to press the�r na�ls

�nto the stuff of h�s trousers.
Cosette supported h�s shoulders, and sobbed, and tr�ed to speak

to h�m, but could not.



Among the words m�ngled w�th that mournful sal�va wh�ch
accompan�es tears, they d�st�ngu�shed words l�ke the follow�ng:

“Father, do not leave us. Is �t poss�ble that we have found you only
to lose you aga�n?”

It m�ght be sa�d that agony wr�thes. It goes, comes, advances
towards the sepulchre, and returns towards l�fe. There �s grop�ng �n
the act�on of dy�ng.

Jean Valjean rall�ed after th�s sem�-swoon, shook h�s brow as
though to make the shadows fall away from �t and became almost
perfectly luc�d once more.

He took a fold of Cosette’s sleeve and k�ssed �t.
“He �s com�ng back! doctor, he �s com�ng back,” cr�ed Mar�us.
“You are good, both of you,” sa�d Jean Valjean. “I am go�ng to tell

you what has caused me pa�n. What has pa�ned me, Mons�eur
Pontmercy, �s that you have not been w�ll�ng to touch that money.
That money really belongs to your w�fe. I w�ll expla�n to you, my
ch�ldren, and for that reason, also, I am glad to see you. Black jet
comes from England, wh�te jet comes from Norway. All th�s �s �n th�s
paper, wh�ch you w�ll read. For bracelets, I �nvented a way of
subst�tut�ng for sl�des of soldered sheet �ron, sl�des of �ron la�d
together. It �s prett�er, better and less costly. You w�ll understand how
much money can be made �n that way. So Cosette’s fortune �s really
hers. I g�ve you these deta�ls, �n order that your m�nd may be set at
rest.”

The portress had come upsta�rs and was gaz�ng �n at the half-
open door. The doctor d�sm�ssed her.

But he could not prevent th�s zealous woman from excla�m�ng to
the dy�ng man before she d�sappeared: “Would you l�ke a pr�est?”

“I have had one,” repl�ed Jean Valjean.
And w�th h�s f�nger he seemed to �nd�cate a po�nt above h�s head

where one would have sa�d that he saw some one.
It �s probable, �n fact, that the B�shop was present at th�s death

agony.
Cosette gently sl�pped a p�llow under h�s lo�ns.



Jean Valjean resumed:
“Have no fear, Mons�eur Pontmercy, I adjure you. The s�x hundred

thousand francs really belong to Cosette. My l�fe w�ll have been
wasted �f you do not enjoy them! We managed to do very well w�th
those glass goods. We r�valled what �s called Berl�n jewellery.
However, we could not equal the black glass of England. A gross,
wh�ch conta�ns twelve hundred very well cut gra�ns, only costs three
francs.”

When a be�ng who �s dear to us �s on the po�nt of death, we gaze
upon h�m w�th a look wh�ch cl�ngs convuls�vely to h�m and wh�ch
would fa�n hold h�m back.

Cosette gave her hand to Mar�us, and both, mute w�th angu�sh, not
know�ng what to say to the dy�ng man, stood trembl�ng and
despa�r�ng before h�m.

Jean Valjean sank moment by moment. He was fa�l�ng; he was
draw�ng near to the gloomy hor�zon.

H�s breath had become �nterm�ttent; a l�ttle rattl�ng �nterrupted �t.
He found some d�ff�culty �n mov�ng h�s forearm, h�s feet had lost all
movement, and �n proport�on as the wretchedness of l�mb and
feebleness of body �ncreased, all the majesty of h�s soul was
d�splayed and spread over h�s brow. The l�ght of the unknown world
was already v�s�ble �n h�s eyes.

H�s face paled and sm�led. L�fe was no longer there, �t was
someth�ng else.

H�s breath sank, h�s glance grew grander. He was a corpse on
wh�ch the w�ngs could be felt.

He made a s�gn to Cosette to draw near, then to Mar�us; the last
m�nute of the last hour had, ev�dently, arr�ved.

He began to speak to them �n a vo�ce so feeble that �t seemed to
come from a d�stance, and one would have sa�d that a wall now rose
between them and h�m.

“Draw near, draw near, both of you. I love you dearly. Oh! how
good �t �s to d�e l�ke th�s! And thou lovest me also, my Cosette. I
knew well that thou st�ll felt fr�endly towards thy poor old man. How
k�nd �t was of thee to place that p�llow under my lo�ns! Thou w�lt weep



for me a l�ttle, w�lt thou not? Not too much. I do not w�sh thee to have
any real gr�efs. You must enjoy yourselves a great deal, my ch�ldren.
I forgot to tell you that the prof�t was greater st�ll on the buckles
w�thout tongues than on all the rest. A gross of a dozen dozens cost
ten francs and sold for s�xty. It really was a good bus�ness. So there
�s no occas�on for surpr�se at the s�x hundred thousand francs,
Mons�eur Pontmercy. It �s honest money. You may be r�ch w�th a
tranqu�l m�nd. Thou must have a carr�age, a box at the theatres now
and then, and handsome ball dresses, my Cosette, and then, thou
must g�ve good d�nners to thy fr�ends, and be very happy. I was
wr�t�ng to Cosette a wh�le ago. She w�ll f�nd my letter. I bequeath to
her the two candlest�cks wh�ch stand on the ch�mney-p�ece. They are
of s�lver, but to me they are gold, they are d�amonds; they change
candles wh�ch are placed �n them �nto wax-tapers. I do not know
whether the person who gave them to me �s pleased w�th me yonder
on h�gh. I have done what I could. My ch�ldren, you w�ll not forget
that I am a poor man, you w�ll have me bur�ed �n the f�rst plot of earth
that you f�nd, under a stone to mark the spot. Th�s �s my w�sh. No
name on the stone. If Cosette cares to come for a l�ttle wh�le now
and then, �t w�ll g�ve me pleasure. And you too, Mons�eur Pontmercy.
I must adm�t that I have not always loved you. I ask your pardon for
that. Now she and you form but one for me. I feel very grateful to
you. I am sure that you make Cosette happy. If you only knew,
Mons�eur Pontmercy, her pretty rosy cheeks were my del�ght; when I
saw her �n the least pale, I was sad. In the chest of drawers, there �s
a bank-b�ll for f�ve hundred francs. I have not touched �t. It �s for the
poor. Cosette, dost thou see thy l�ttle gown yonder on the bed? dost
thou recogn�ze �t? That was ten years ago, however. How t�me fl�es!
We have been very happy. All �s over. Do not weep, my ch�ldren, I
am not go�ng very far, I shall see you from there, you w�ll only have
to look at n�ght, and you w�ll see me sm�le. Cosette, dost thou
remember Montferme�l? Thou wert �n the forest, thou wert greatly
terr�f�ed; dost thou remember how I took hold of the handle of the
water-bucket? That was the f�rst t�me that I touched thy poor, l�ttle
hand. It was so cold! Ah! your hands were red then, mademo�selle,
they are very wh�te now. And the b�g doll! dost thou remember? Thou
d�dst call her Cather�ne. Thou regrettedest not hav�ng taken her to



the convent! How thou d�dst make me laugh somet�mes, my sweet
angel! When �t had been ra�n�ng, thou d�dst float b�ts of straw on the
gutters, and watch them pass away. One day I gave thee a w�llow
battledore and a shuttlecock w�th yellow, blue and green feathers.
Thou hast forgotten �t. Thou wert rogu�sh so young! Thou d�dst play.
Thou d�dst put cherr�es �n thy ears. Those are th�ngs of the past. The
forests through wh�ch one has passed w�th one’s ch�ld, the trees
under wh�ch one has strolled, the convents where one has
concealed oneself, the games, the hearty laughs of ch�ldhood, are
shadows. I �mag�ned that all that belonged to me. In that lay my
stup�d�ty. Those Thénard�ers were w�cked. Thou must forg�ve them.
Cosette, the moment has come to tell thee the name of thy mother.
She was called Fant�ne. Remember that name—Fant�ne. Kneel
whenever thou utterest �t. She suffered much. She loved thee dearly.
She had as much unhapp�ness as thou hast had happ�ness. That �s
the way God apport�ons th�ngs. He �s there on h�gh, he sees us all,
and he knows what he does �n the m�dst of h�s great stars. I am on
the verge of departure, my ch�ldren. Love each other well and
always. There �s noth�ng else but that �n the world: love for each
other. You w�ll th�nk somet�mes of the poor old man who d�ed here.
Oh my Cosette, �t �s not my fault, �ndeed, that I have not seen thee
all th�s t�me, �t cut me to the heart; I went as far as the corner of the
street, I must have produced a queer effect on the people who saw
me pass, I was l�ke a madman, I once went out w�thout my hat. I no
longer see clearly, my ch�ldren, I had st�ll other th�ngs to say, but
never m�nd. Th�nk a l�ttle of me. Come st�ll nearer. I d�e happy. G�ve
me your dear and well-beloved heads, so that I may lay my hands
upon them.”

Cosette and Mar�us fell on the�r knees, �n despa�r, suffocat�ng w�th
tears, each beneath one of Jean Valjean’s hands. Those august
hands no longer moved.

He had fallen backwards, the l�ght of the candles �llum�nated h�m.
H�s wh�te face looked up to heaven, he allowed Cosette and

Mar�us to cover h�s hands w�th k�sses.
He was dead.



The n�ght was starless and extremely dark. No doubt, �n the
gloom, some �mmense angel stood erect w�th w�ngs outspread,
awa�t�ng that soul.

Enlarge
Darkness 5b9-1-darkness



CHAPTER VI—THE GRASS COVERS
AND THE RAIN EFFACES

In the cemetery of Père-Lacha�se, �n the v�c�n�ty of the common
grave, far from the elegant quarter of that c�ty of sepulchres, far from
all the tombs of fancy wh�ch d�splay �n the presence of etern�ty all the
h�deous fash�ons of death, �n a deserted corner, bes�de an old wall,
beneath a great yew tree over wh�ch cl�mbs the w�ld convolvulus,
am�d dandel�ons and mosses, there l�es a stone. That stone �s no
more exempt than others from the leprosy of t�me, of dampness, of
the l�chens and from the def�lement of the b�rds. The water turns �t
green, the a�r blackens �t. It �s not near any path, and people are not
fond of walk�ng �n that d�rect�on, because the grass �s h�gh and the�r
feet are �mmed�ately wet. When there �s a l�ttle sunsh�ne, the l�zards
come th�ther. All around there �s a qu�ver�ng of weeds. In the spr�ng,
l�nnets warble �n the trees.

Th�s stone �s perfectly pla�n. In cutt�ng �t the only thought was the
requ�rements of the tomb, and no other care was taken than to make
the stone long enough and narrow enough to cover a man.

No name �s to be read there.
Only, many years ago, a hand wrote upon �t �n penc�l these four

l�nes, wh�ch have become gradually �lleg�ble beneath the ra�n and the
dust, and wh�ch are, to-day, probably effaced:
Il dort. Quoique le sort fût pour lui bien étrange,
Il vivait. Il mourut quand il n’eut plus son ange.
La chose simplement d’elle-même arriva,
Comme la nuit se fait lorsque le jour s’en va.70



LETTER TO M. DAELLI
Publ�sher of the Ital�an translat�on of Les M�sérables �n M�lan.

HAUTEVILLE-HOUSE, October 18, 1862.

You are r�ght, s�r, when you tell me that Les M�sérables �s wr�tten
for all nat�ons. I do not know whether �t w�ll be read by all, but I wrote
�t for all. It �s addressed to England as well as to Spa�n, to Italy as
well as to France, to Germany as well as to Ireland, to Republ�cs
wh�ch have slaves as well as to Emp�res wh�ch have serfs. Soc�al
problems overstep front�ers. The sores of the human race, those
great sores wh�ch cover the globe, do not halt at the red or blue l�nes
traced upon the map. In every place where man �s �gnorant and
despa�r�ng, �n every place where woman �s sold for bread, wherever
the ch�ld suffers for lack of the book wh�ch should �nstruct h�m and of
the hearth wh�ch should warm h�m, the book of Les M�sérables
knocks at the door and says: “Open to me, I come for you.”

At the hour of c�v�l�zat�on through wh�ch we are now pass�ng, and
wh�ch �s st�ll so sombre, the m�serable’s name �s Man; he �s
agon�z�ng �n all cl�mes, and he �s groan�ng �n all languages.

Your Italy �s no more exempt from the ev�l than �s our France. Your
adm�rable Italy has all m�ser�es on the face of �t. Does not band�t�sm,
that rag�ng form of pauper�sm, �nhab�t your mounta�ns? Few nat�ons
are more deeply eaten by that ulcer of convents wh�ch I have
endeavored to fathom. In sp�te of your possess�ng Rome, M�lan,
Naples, Palermo, Tur�n, Florence, S�enna, P�sa, Mantua, Bologna,
Ferrara, Genoa, Ven�ce, a hero�c h�story, subl�me ru�ns, magn�f�cent
ru�ns, and superb c�t�es, you are, l�ke ourselves, poor. You are
covered w�th marvels and verm�n. Assuredly, the sun of Italy �s
splend�d, but, alas, azure �n the sky does not prevent rags on man.

L�ke us, you have prejud�ces, superst�t�ons, tyrann�es, fanat�c�sms,
bl�nd laws lend�ng ass�stance to �gnorant customs. You taste noth�ng
of the present nor of the future w�thout a flavor of the past be�ng



m�ngled w�th �t. You have a barbar�an, the monk, and a savage, the
lazzarone. The soc�al quest�on �s the same for you as for us. There
are a few less deaths from hunger w�th you, and a few more from
fever; your soc�al hyg�ene �s not much better than ours; shadows,
wh�ch are Protestant �n England, are Cathol�c �n Italy; but, under
d�fferent names, the vescovo �s �dent�cal w�th the b�shop, and �t
always means n�ght, and of pretty nearly the same qual�ty. To expla�n
the B�ble badly amounts to the same th�ng as to understand the
Gospel badly.

Is �t necessary to emphas�ze th�s? Must th�s melancholy
parallel�sm be yet more completely ver�f�ed? Have you not �nd�gent
persons? Glance below. Have you not paras�tes? Glance up. Does
not that h�deous balance, whose two scales, pauper�sm and
paras�t�sm, so mournfully preserve the�r mutual equ�l�br�um, osc�llate
before you as �t does before us? Where �s your army of
schoolmasters, the only army wh�ch c�v�l�zat�on acknowledges?

Where are your free and compulsory schools? Does every one
know how to read �n the land of Dante and of M�chael Angelo? Have
you made publ�c schools of your barracks? Have you not, l�ke
ourselves, an opulent war-budget and a paltry budget of educat�on?
Have not you also that pass�ve obed�ence wh�ch �s so eas�ly
converted �nto sold�erly obed�ence? m�l�tary establ�shment wh�ch
pushes the regulat�ons to the extreme of f�r�ng upon Gar�bald�; that �s
to say, upon the l�v�ng honor of Italy? Let us subject your soc�al order
to exam�nat�on, let us take �t where �t stands and as �t stands, let us
v�ew �ts flagrant offences, show me the woman and the ch�ld. It �s by
the amount of protect�on w�th wh�ch these two feeble creatures are
surrounded that the degree of c�v�l�zat�on �s to be measured. Is
prost�tut�on less heartrend�ng �n Naples than �n Par�s? What �s the
amount of truth that spr�ngs from your laws, and what amount of
just�ce spr�ngs from your tr�bunals? Do you chance to be so fortunate
as to be �gnorant of the mean�ng of those gloomy words: publ�c
prosecut�on, legal �nfamy, pr�son, the scaffold, the execut�oner, the
death penalty? Ital�ans, w�th you as w�th us, Beccar�a �s dead and
Far�nace �s al�ve. And then, let us scrut�n�ze your state reasons.
Have you a government wh�ch comprehends the �dent�ty of moral�ty
and pol�t�cs? You have reached the po�nt where you grant amnesty



to heroes! Someth�ng very s�m�lar has been done �n France. Stay, let
us pass m�ser�es �n rev�ew, let each one contr�bute h�s p�le, you are
as r�ch as we. Have you not, l�ke ourselves, two condemnat�ons,
rel�g�ous condemnat�on pronounced by the pr�est, and soc�al
condemnat�on decreed by the judge? Oh, great nat�on of Italy, thou
resemblest the great nat�on of France! Alas! our brothers, you are,
l�ke ourselves, M�serables.

From the depths of the gloom where�n you dwell, you do not see
much more d�st�nctly than we the rad�ant and d�stant portals of Eden.
Only, the pr�ests are m�staken. These holy portals are before and not
beh�nd us.

I resume. Th�s book, Les M�sérables, �s no less your m�rror than
ours. Certa�n men, certa�n castes, r�se �n revolt aga�nst th�s book,—I
understand that. M�rrors, those revealers of the truth, are hated; that
does not prevent them from be�ng of use.

As for myself, I have wr�tten for all, w�th a profound love for my
own country, but w�thout be�ng engrossed by France more than by
any other nat�on. In proport�on as I advance �n l�fe, I grow more
s�mple, and I become more and more patr�ot�c for human�ty.

Th�s �s, moreover, the tendency of our age, and the law of
rad�ance of the French Revolut�on; books must cease to be
exclus�vely French, Ital�an, German, Span�sh, or Engl�sh, and
become European, I say more, human, �f they are to correspond to
the enlargement of c�v�l�zat�on.

Hence a new log�c of art, and of certa�n requ�rements of
compos�t�on wh�ch mod�fy everyth�ng, even the cond�t�ons, formerly
narrow, of taste and language, wh�ch must grow broader l�ke all the
rest.

In France, certa�n cr�t�cs have reproached me, to my great del�ght,
w�th hav�ng transgressed the bounds of what they call “French taste”;
I should be glad �f th�s eulog�um were mer�ted.

In short, I am do�ng what I can, I suffer w�th the same un�versal
suffer�ng, and I try to assuage �t, I possess only the puny forces of a
man, and I cry to all: “Help me!”



Th�s, s�r, �s what your letter prompts me to say; I say �t for you and
for your country. If I have �ns�sted so strongly, �t �s because of one
phrase �n your letter. You wr�te:—

“There are Ital�ans, and they are numerous, who say: ‘Th�s book,
Les M�sérables, �s a French book. It does not concern us. Let the
French read �t as a h�story, we read �t as a romance.’”—Alas! I
repeat, whether we be Ital�ans or Frenchmen, m�sery concerns us
all. Ever s�nce h�story has been wr�tten, ever s�nce ph�losophy has
med�tated, m�sery has been the garment of the human race; the
moment has at length arr�ved for tear�ng off that rag, and for
replac�ng, upon the naked l�mbs of the Man-People, the s�n�ster
fragment of the past w�th the grand purple robe of the dawn.

If th�s letter seems to you of serv�ce �n enl�ghten�ng some m�nds
and �n d�ss�pat�ng some prejud�ces, you are at l�berty to publ�sh �t, s�r.
Accept, I pray you, a renewed assurance of my very d�st�ngu�shed
sent�ments.
VICTOR HUGO.

FOOTNOTES:
1 (return)

[ Pato�s of the French Alps: chat de maraude,
rascally marauder.]

2 (return)
[ L�ège: a cork-tree. Pau: a jest on peau, sk�n.]

3 (return)
[ She belonged to that c�rcle where cuckoos and
carr�ages share the same fate; and a jade
herself, she l�ved, as jades l�ve, for the space of a
morn�ng (or jade).]

4 (return)
[ An ex-conv�ct.]



5 (return)
[ Th�s parenthes�s �s due to Jean Valjean.]

6 (return)
[ A bullet as large as an egg.]

7 (return)
[ Walter Scott, Lamart�ne, Vaulabelle, Charras,
Qu�net, Th�ers.]

8 (return)
[ Th�s �s the �nscr�pt�on:—

D. O. M.
CY A ETE ÉCRASÉ
PAR MALHEUR
SOUS UN CHARIOT,
MONSIEUR BERNARD
DE BRYE MARCHAND
A BRUXELLE LE [illegible]
FEVRIER 1637.]

9 (return)
[ A heavy r�fled gun.]

10 (return)
[ “A battle term�nated, a day f�n�shed, false
measures repa�red, greater successes assured
for the morrow,—all was lost by a moment of
pan�c, terror.”—Napoleon, D�ctées de Sa�nte
Hélène.]

11 (return)
[ F�ve w�nn�ng numbers �n a lottery]

12 (return)
[ L�terally “made cu�rs”; �. e., pronounced a t or an
s at the end of words where the oppos�te letter
should occur, or used e�ther one of them where
ne�ther ex�sts.]

13 (return)
[ Lawyer Corbeau, perched on a docket, held �n
h�s beak a wr�t of execut�on; Lawyer Renard,
attracted by the smell, addressed h�m nearly as
follows, etc.]

14 (return)
[ Th�s �s the factory of Goblet Jun�or: Come
choose your jugs and crocks, Flower-pots, p�pes,
br�cks. The Heart sells D�amonds to every
comer.]



15 (return)
[ On the boughs hang three bod�es of unequal
mer�ts: D�smas and Gesmas, between �s the
d�v�ne power. D�smas seeks the he�ghts,
Gesmas, unhappy man, the lowest reg�ons; the
h�ghest power w�ll preserve us and our effects. If
you repeat th�s verse, you w�ll not lose your
th�ngs by theft.]

16 (return)
[ Instead of porte cochère and porte bàtarde.]

17 (return)
[ Jesus-my-God-bandy-leg—down w�th the
moon!]

18 (return)
[ Ch�cken: slang allus�on to the no�se made �n
call�ng poultry.]

19 (return)
[ Lou�s XVIII. �s represented �n com�c p�ctures of
that day as hav�ng a pear-shaped head.]

20 (return)
[ Tuck �nto your trousers the sh�rt-ta�l that �s
hang�ng out. Let �t not be sa�d that patr�ots have
ho�sted the wh�te flag.]

21 (return)
[ In order to re-establ�sh the shaken throne f�rmly
on �ts base, so�l (Des solles), greenhouse and
house (Decazes) must be changed.]

22 (return)
[ Suspendu, suspended; pendu, hung.]

23 (return)
[ L’A�le, w�ng.]

24 (return)
[ The slang term for a pa�nter’s ass�stant.]

25 (return)
[ If Cæsar had g�ven me glory and war, and I
were obl�ged to qu�t my mother’s love, I would
say to great Cæsar, “Take back thy sceptre and
thy char�ot; I prefer the love of my mother.”]

26 (return)
[ Whether the sun sh�nes br�ghtly or d�m, the bear



returns to h�s cave.]
27 (return)

[ The peep-hole �s a Judas �n French. Hence the
half-punn�ng allus�on.]

28 (return)
[ Our love has lasted a whole week, but how
short are the �nstants of happ�ness! To adore
each other for e�ght days was hardly worth the
wh�le! The t�me of love should last forever.]

29 (return)
[ You leave me to go to glory; my sad heart w�ll
follow you everywhere.]

30 (return)
[ A democrat.]

31 (return)
[ K�ng Bootk�ck went a-hunt�ng after crows,
mounted on two st�lts. When one passed beneath
them, one pa�d h�m two sous.]

32 (return)
[ In olden t�mes, four�ers were the off�c�als who
preceded the Court and allotted the lodg�ngs.]

33 (return)
[ A game of n�nep�ns, �n wh�ch one s�de of the ball
�s smaller than the other, so that �t does not roll
stra�ght, but descr�bes a curve on the ground.]

34 (return)
[ From Apr�l 19 to May 20.]

35 (return)
[ Merlan: a sobr�quet g�ven to ha�rdressers
because they are wh�te w�th powder.]

36 (return)
[ The scaffold.]

37 (return)
[ Argot of the Temple.]

38 (return)
[ Argot of the barr�ers.]

39 (return)
[ The Last Day of a Condemned Man.]



40 (return)
[ “Vous trouverez dans ces pota�ns-là, une
foult�tude de ra�sons pour que je me l�bert�se.”]

41 (return)
[ It must be observed, however, that mac �n Celt�c
means son.]

42 (return)
[ Smoke puffed �n the face of a person asleep.]

43 (return)
[ Je n’entrave que le da�l comment meck, le
daron des orgues, peut at�ger ses mômes et ses
mom�gnards et les locher cr�blant sans être ag�té
lu�-meme.]

44 (return)
[ At n�ght one sees noth�ng, by day one sees very
well; the bourgeo�s gets flurr�ed over an
apocryphal scrawl, pract�ce v�rtue, tutu, po�nted
hat!]

45 (return)
[ Ch�en, dog, tr�gger.]

46 (return)
[ Here �s the morn appear�ng. When shall we go
to the forest, Charlot asked Charlotte. Tou, tou,
tou, for Chatou, I have but one God, one K�ng,
one half-farth�ng, and one boot. And these two
poor l�ttle wolves were as t�psy as sparrows from
hav�ng drunk dew and thyme very early �n the
morn�ng. And these two poor l�ttle th�ngs were as
drunk as thrushes �n a v�neyard; a t�ger laughed
at them �n h�s cave. The one cursed, the other
swore. When shall we go to the forest? Charlot
asked Charlotte.]

47 (return)
[ There sw�ngs the horr�ble skeleton of a poor
lover who hung h�mself.]

48 (return)
[ She astounds at ten paces, she fr�ghtens at two,
a wart �nhab�ts her hazardous nose; you tremble
every �nstant lest she should blow �t at you, and
lest, some f�ne day, her nose should tumble �nto
her mouth.]



49 (return)
[ Matelote: a cul�nary preparat�on of var�ous
f�shes. G�belotte: stewed rabb�ts.]

50 (return)
[ Treat �f you can, and eat �f you dare.]

51 (return)
[ B�pède sans plume: b�ped w�thout feathers—
pen.]

52 (return)
[ Mun�c�pal off�cer of Toulouse.]

53 (return)
[ Do you remember our sweet l�fe, when we were
both so young, and when we had no other des�re
�n our hearts than to be well dressed and �n love?
When, by add�ng your age to my age, we could
not count forty years between us, and when, �n
our humble and t�ny household, everyth�ng was
spr�ng to us even �n w�nter. Fa�r days! Manuel
was proud and w�se, Par�s sat at sacred
banquets, Foy launched thunderbolts, and your
corsage had a p�n on wh�ch I pr�cked myself.
Everyth�ng gazed upon you. A br�efless lawyer,
when I took you to the Prado to d�ne, you were so
beaut�ful that the roses seemed to me to turn
round, and I heard them say: Is she not beaut�ful!
How good she smells! What b�llow�ng ha�r!
Beneath her mantle she h�des a w�ng. Her
charm�ng bonnet �s hardly unfolded. I wandered
w�th thee, press�ng thy supple arm. The passers-
by thought that love bew�tched had wedded, �n
our happy couple, the gentle month of Apr�l to the
fa�r month of May. We l�ved concealed, content,
w�th closed doors, devour�ng love, that sweet
forb�dden fru�t. My mouth had not uttered a th�ng
when thy heart had already responded. The
Sorbonne was the bucol�c spot where I adored
thee from eve t�ll morn. ‘T�s thus that an amorous
soul appl�es the chart of the Tender to the Lat�n
country. O Place Maubert! O Place Dauph�ne!
When �n the fresh spr�ng-l�ke hut thou d�dst draw
thy stock�ng on thy del�cate leg, I saw a star �n
the depths of the garret. I have read a great deal



of Plato, but noth�ng of �t rema�ns by me; better
than Malebranche and then Lamenna�s thou d�dst
demonstrate to me celest�al goodness w�th a
flower wh�ch thou gavest to me, I obeyed thee,
thou d�dst subm�t to me; oh g�lded garret! to lace
thee! to behold thee go�ng and com�ng from dawn
�n thy chem�se, gaz�ng at thy young brow �n th�ne
anc�ent m�rror! And who, then, would forego the
memory of those days of aurora and the
f�rmament, of flowers, of gauze and of mo�re,
when love stammers a charm�ng slang? Our
gardens cons�sted of a pot of tul�ps; thou d�dst
mask the w�ndow w�th thy pett�coat; I took the
earthenware bowl and I gave thee the Japanese
cup. And those great m�sfortunes wh�ch made us
laugh! Thy cuff scorched, thy boa lost! And that
dear portra�t of the d�v�ne Shakespeare wh�ch we
sold one even�ng that we m�ght sup! I was a
beggar and thou wert char�table. I k�ssed thy
fresh round arms �n haste. A fol�o Dante served
us as a table on wh�ch to eat merr�ly a cent�me’s
worth of chestnuts. The f�rst t�me that, �n my
joyous den, I snatched a k�ss from thy f�ery l�p,
when thou wentest forth, d�shevelled and
blush�ng, I turned deathly pale and I bel�eved �n
God. Dost thou recall our �nnumerable joys, and
all those f�chus changed to rags? Oh! what s�ghs
from our hearts full of gloom fluttered forth to the
heavenly depths!]

54 (return)
[ My nose �s �n tears, my fr�end Bugeaud, lend me
thy gendarmes that I may say a word to them.
W�th a blue capote and a ch�cken �n h�s shako,
here’s the banl�eue, co-cocor�co.]

55 (return)
[ Love letters.]

56 (return)
[

“The bird slanders in the elms,
And pretends that yesterday, Atala
Went off with a Russian,
Where fair maids go.
Lon la.



My fr�end P�errot, thou pratest, because M�la knocked at her pane
the other day and called me. The jades are very charm�ng, the�r
po�son wh�ch bew�tched me would �ntox�cate Mons�eur Orf�la. I’m
fond of love and �ts b�cker�ngs, I love Agnes, I love Pamela, L�se
burned herself �n sett�ng me aflame. In former days when I saw the
mant�llas of Suzette and of Zé�la, my soul m�ngled w�th the�r folds.
Love, when thou gleamest �n the dark thou crownest Lola w�th roses,
I would lose my soul for that. Jeanne, at thy m�rror thou deckest
thyself! One f�ne day, my heart flew forth. I th�nk that �t �s Jeanne who
has �t. At n�ght, when I come from the quadr�lles, I show Stella to the
stars, and I say to them: “Behold her.” Where fa�r ma�ds go, lon la.]

57 (return)
[ But some pr�sons st�ll rema�n, and I am go�ng to
put a stop to th�s sort of publ�c order. Does any
one w�sh to play at sk�ttles? The whole anc�ent
world fell �n ru�n, when the b�g ball rolled. Good
old folks, let us smash w�th our crutches that
Louvre where the monarchy d�splayed �tself �n
furbelows. We have forced �ts gates. On that day,
K�ng Charles X. d�d not st�ck well and came
unglued.]

58 (return)
[ Steps on the Avent�ne H�ll, lead�ng to the T�ber,
to wh�ch the bod�es of executed cr�m�nals were
dragged by hooks to be thrown �nto the T�ber.]

59 (return)
[ Mustards.]

60 (return)
[ From casser, to break: break-necks.]

61 (return)
[ “Jeanne was born at Fougère, a true shepherd’s
nest; I adore her pett�coat, the rogue.” “Love,
thou dwellest �n her; For ‘t�s �n her eyes that thou
placest thy qu�ver, sly scamp!” “As for me, I s�ng
her, and I love, more than D�ana herself, Jeanne
and her f�rm Breton breasts.”]

62 (return)
[ In allus�on to the express�on, co�ffer Sa�nte-
Cather�ne, “to rema�n unmarr�ed.”]



63 (return)
[ “Thus, hemm�ng �n the course of thy mus�ngs,
Alc�ppus, �t �s true that thou w�lt wed ere long.”]

64 (return)
[ T�rer le d�able par la queue, “to l�ve from hand to
mouth.”]

65 (return)
[ “Tr�ton trotted on before, and drew from h�s
conch-shell sounds so rav�sh�ng that he del�ghted
everyone!”]

66 (return)
[ “A Shrove-Tuesday marr�age w�ll have no
ungrateful ch�ldren.”]

67 (return)
[ A short mask.]

68 (return)
[ In allus�on to the story of Prometheus.]

69 (return)
[ Un faf�ot sér�eux. Faf�ot �s the slang term for a
bank-b�ll, der�ved from �ts rustl�ng no�se.]

70 (return)
[ He sleeps. Although h�s fate was very strange,
he l�ved. He d�ed when he had no longer h�s
angel. The th�ng came to pass s�mply, of �tself, as
the n�ght comes when day �s gone.]
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