CHAPTER III.

AN AWAKENING.

"No man could pass suddenly from Siberia into Senegal without losing
consciousness."—HUMBOLDT.

The swoon of a man, even of one the most firm and energetic, under the sudden shock
of an unexpected stroke of good fortune, is nothing wonderful. A man is knocked down
by the unforeseen blow, like an ox by the poleaxe. Francis d'Albescola, he who tore
from the Turkish ports their iron chains, remained a whole day without consciousness
when they made him pope. Now the stride from a cardinal to a pope is less than that
from a mountebank to a peer of England.

No shock is so violent as a loss of equilibrium.

When Gwynplaine came to himself and opened his eyes it was night. He was in an
armchair, in the midst of a large chamber lined throughout with purple velvet, over
walls, ceiling, and floor. The carpet was velvet. Standing near him, with uncovered
head, was the fat man in the travelling cloak, who had emerged from behind the pillar
in the cell at Southwark. Gwynplaine was alone in the chamber with him. From the
chair, by extending his arms, he could reach two tables, each bearing a branch of six
lighted wax candles. On one of these tables there were papers and a casket, on the
other refreshments; a cold fowl, wine, and brandy, served on a silver-gilt salver.

Through the panes of a high window, reaching from the ceiling to the floor, a
semicircle of pillars was to be seen, in the clear April night, encircling a courtyard with
three gates, one very wide, and the other two low. The carriage gate, of great size, was
in the middle; on the right, that for equestrians, smaller; on the left, that for foot
passengers, still less. These gates were formed of iron railings, with glittering points. A
tall piece of sculpture surmounted the central one. The columns were probably in
white marble, as well as the pavement of the court, thus producing an effect like
snow; and framed in its sheet of flat flags was a mosaic, the pattern of which was
vaguely marked in the shadow. This mosaic, when seen by daylight, would no doubt
have disclosed to the sight, with much emblazonry and many colours, a gigantic coat-
of-arms, in the Florentine fashion. Zigzags of balustrades rose and fell, indicating
stairs of terraces. Over the court frowned an immense pile of architecture, now
shadowy and vague in the starlight. Intervals of sky, full of stars, marked out clearly
the outline of the palace. An enormous roof could be seen, with the gable ends



vaulted; garret windows, roofed over like visors; chimneys like towers; and
entablatures covered with motionless gods and goddesses.

Beyond the colonnade there played in the shadow one of those fairy fountains in
which, as the water falls from basin to basin, it combines the beauty of rain with that
of the cascade, and as if scattering the contents of a jewel box, flings to the wind its
diamonds and its pearls as though to divert the statues around. Long rows of windows
ranged away, separated by panoplies, in relievo, and by busts on small pedestals. On
the pinnacles, trophies and morions with plumes cut in stone alternated with statues
of heathen deities.

In the chamber where Gwynplaine was, on the side opposite the window, was a
fireplace as high as the ceiling, and on another, under a dais, one of those old
spacious feudal beds which were reached by a ladder, and where you might sleep
lying across; the joint-stool of the bed was at its side; a row of armchairs by the walls,
and a row of ordinary chairs, in front of them, completed the furniture. The ceiling was
domed. A great wood fire in the French fashion blazed in the fireplace; by the richness
of the flames, variegated of rose colour and green, a judge of such things would have
seen that the wood was ash—a great luxury. The room was so large that the branches
of candles failed to light it up. Here and there curtains over doors, falling and swaying,
indicated communications with other rooms. The style of the room was altogether
that of the reign of James |.—a style square and massive, antiquated and magnificent.
Like the carpet and the lining of the chamber, the dais, the baldaquin, the bed, the
stool, the curtains, the mantelpiece, the coverings of the table, the sofas, the chairs,
were all of purple velvet.

There was no gilding, except on the ceiling. Laid on it, at equal distance from the four
angles, was a huge round shield of embossed metal, on which sparkled, in dazzling
relief, various coats of arms. Amongst the devices, on two blazons, side by side, were
to be distinguished the cap of a baron and the coronet of a marquis. Were they of
brass or of silver-gilt? You could not tell. They seemed to be of gold. And in the centre
of this lordly ceiling, like a gloomy and magnificent sky, the gleaming escutcheon was
as the dark splendour of a sun shining in the night.

The savage, in whom is embodied the free man, is nearly as restless in a palace asin a
prison. This magnificent chamber was depressing. So much splendour produces fear.
Who could be the inhabitant of this stately palace? To what colossus did all this
grandeur appertain? Of what lion is this the lair? Gwynplaine, as yet but half awake,
was heavy at heart.

"Where am I?" he said.



The man who was standing before him answered,—"You are in your own house, my
lord."

CHAPTERIV.

FASCINATION.

It takes time to rise to the surface. And Gwynplaine had been thrown into an abyss of
stupefaction.

We do not gain our footing at once in unknown depths.
There are routs of ideas, as there are routs of armies. The rally is not immediate.

We feel as it were scattered—as though some strange evaporation of self were taking
place.

God is the arm, chance is the sling, man is the pebble. How are you to resist, once
flung?

Gwynplaine, if we may coin the expression, ricocheted from one surprise to another.
After the love letter of the duchess came the revelation in the Southwark dungeon.

In destiny, when wonders begin, prepare yourself for blow upon blow. The gloomy
portals once open, prodigies pour in. A breach once made in the wall, and events rush
upon us pell-mell. The marvellous never comes singly.

The marvellous is an obscurity. The shadow of this obscurity was over Gwynplaine.
What was happening to him seemed unintelligible. He saw everything through the
mist which a deep commotion leaves in the mind, like the dust caused by a falling
ruin. The shock had been from top to bottom. Nothing was clear to him. However, light
always returns by degrees. The dust settles. Moment by moment the density of
astonishment decreases. Gwynplaine was like a man with his eyes open and fixed in a
dream, as if trying to see what may be within it. He dispersed the mist. Then he
reshaped it. He had intermittances of wandering. He underwent that oscillation of the
mind in the unforeseen which alternately pushes us in the direction in which we



understand, and then throws us back in that which is incomprehensible. Who has not
at some time felt this pendulum in his brain?

By degrees his thoughts dilated in the darkness of the event, as the pupil of his eye
had done in the underground shadows at Southwark. The difficulty was to succeed in
putting a certain space between accumulated sensations. Before that combustion of
hazy ideas called comprehension can take place, air must be admitted between the
emotions. There air was wanting. The event, so to speak, could not be breathed.

In entering that terrible cell at Southwark, Gwynplaine had expected the iron collar of
a felon; they had placed on his head the coronet of a peer. How could this be? There
had not been space of time enough between what Gwynplaine had feared and what
had really occurred; it had succeeded too quickly—his terror changing into other
feelings too abruptly for comprehension. The contrasts were too tightly packed one
against the other. Gwynplaine made an effort to withdraw his mind from the vice.

He was silent. This is the instinct of great stupefaction, which is more on the defensive
than itis thought to be. Who says nothing is prepared for everything. Aword of yours
allowed to drop may be seized in some unknown system of wheels, and your utter
destruction be compassed in its complex machinery.

The poor and weak live in terror of being crushed. The crowd ever expect to be trodden
down. Gwynplaine had long been one of the crowd.

A singular state of human uneasiness can be expressed by the words: Let us see what
will happen. Gwynplaine was in this state. You feel that you have not gained your
equilibrium when an unexpected situation surges up under your feet. You watch for
something which must produce a result. You are vaguely attentive. We will see what
happens. What? You do not know. Whom? You watch.

The man with the paunch repeated, "You are in your own house, my lord."

Gwynplaine felt himself. In surprises, we first look to make sure that things exist; then
we feel ourselves, to make sure that we exist ourselves. It was certainly to him that the
words were spoken; but he himself was somebody else. He no longer had his jacket
on, or his esclavine of leather. He had a waistcoat of cloth of silver; and a satin coat,
which he touched and found to be embroidered. He felt a heavy purse in his waistcoat
pocket. A pair of velvet trunk hose covered his clown's tights. He wore shoes with high
red heels. As they had brought him to this palace, so had they changed his dress.

The man resumed,—



"Will your lordship deign to remember this: | am called Barkilphedro; | am clerk to the
Admiralty. It was | who opened Hardquanonne's flask and drew your destiny out of it.
Thus, in the 'Arabian Nights' a fisherman releases a giant from a bottle."

Gwynplaine fixed his eyes on the smiling face of the speaker.
Barkilphedro continued:—

"Besides this palace, my lord, Hunkerville House, which is larger, is yours. You own
Clancharlie Castle, from which you take your title, and which was a fortress in the
time of Edward the Elder. You have nineteen bailiwicks belonging to you, with their
villages and their inhabitants. This puts under your banner, as a landlord and a
nobleman, about eighty thousand vassals and tenants. At Clancharlie you are a
judge—judge of all, both of goods and of persons—and you hold your baron's court.
The king has no right which you have not, except the privilege of coining money. The
king, designated by the Norman law as chief signor, has justice, court, and coin. Coin
is money. So that you, excepting in this last, are as much a king in your lordship as he
is in his kingdom. You have the right, as a baron, to a gibbet with four pillars in
England; and, as a marquis, to a scaffold with seven posts in Sicily: that of the mere
lord having two pillars; that of a lord of the manor, three; and that of a duke, eight. You
are styled prince in the ancient charters of Northumberland. You are related to the
Viscounts Valentia in Ireland, whose name is Power; and to the Earls of Umfraville in
Scotland, whose name is Angus. You are chief of a clan, like Campbell, Ardmannach,
and Macallummore. You have eight barons' courts—Reculver, Baston, Hell-Kerters,
Homble, Moricambe, Grundraith, Trenwardraith, and others. You have a right over the
turf-cutting of Pillinmore, and over the alabaster quarries near Trent. Moreover, you
own all the country of Penneth Chase; and you have a mountain with an ancient town
on it. The town is called Vinecaunton; the mountain is called Moilenlli. All which gives
you an income of forty thousand pounds a year. That is to say, forty times the five-and-
twenty thousand francs with which a Frenchman is satisfied."

Whilst Barkilphedro spoke, Gwynplaine, in a crescendo of stupor, remembered the
past. Memory is a gulf that a word can move to its lowest depths. Gwynplaine knew all
the words pronounced by Barkilphedro. They were written in the last lines of the two
scrolls which lined the van in which his childhood had been passed, and, from so
often letting his eyes wander over them mechanically, he knew them by heart. On
reaching, a forsaken orphan, the travelling caravan at Weymouth, he had found the
inventory of the inheritance which awaited him; and in the morning, when the poor
little boy awoke, the first thing spelt by his careless and unconscious eyes was his
own title and its possessions. It was a strange detail added to all his other surprises,



that, during fifteen years, rolling from highway to highway, the clown of a travelling
theatre, earning his bread day by day, picking up farthings, and living on crumbs, he
should have travelled with the inventory of his fortune placarded over his misery.

Barkilphedro touched the casket on the table with his forefinger.

"My lord, this casket contains two thousand guineas which her gracious Majesty the
Queen has sent you for your present wants."

Gwynplaine made a movement.
"That shall be for my Father Ursus," he said.

"So be it, my lord," said Barkilphedro. "Ursus, at the Tadcaster Inn. The Serjeant of the
Coif, who accompanied us hither, and is about to return immediately, will carry them
to him. Perhaps | may go to London myself. In that case | will take charge of it."

"I shall take them to him myself," said Gwynplaine.
Barkilphedro's smile disappeared, and he said,—"Impossible!"

There is an impressive inflection of voice which, as it were, underlines the words.
Barkilphedro's tone was thus emphasized; he paused, so as to put a full stop after the
word he had just uttered. Then he continued, with the peculiar and respectful tone of
a servant who feels that he is master,—

"My lord, you are twenty-three miles from London, at Corleone Lodge, your court
residence, contiguous to the Royal Castle of Windsor. You are here unknown to any
one. You were brought here in a close carriage, which was awaiting you at the gate of
the jail at Southwark. The servants who introduced you into this palace are ignorant
who you are; but they know me, and that is sufficient. You may possibly have been
brought to these apartments by means of a private key which is in my possession.
There are people in the house asleep, and itis not an hour to awaken them. Hence we
have time for an explanation, which, nevertheless, will be short. | have been
commissioned by her Majesty—"

As he spoke, Barkilphedro began to turn over the leaves of some bundles of papers
which were lying near the casket.

"My lord, here is your patent of peerage. Here is that of your Sicilian marquisate. These
are the parchments and title-deeds of your eight baronies, with the seals of eleven
kings, from Baldret, King of Kent, to James the Sixth of Scotland, and first of England
and Scotland united. Here are your letters of precedence. Here are your rent-rolls, and
titles and descriptions of your fiefs, freeholds, dependencies, lands, and domains.



That which you see above your head in the emblazonment on the ceiling are your two
coronets: the circlet with pearls for the baron, and the circlet with strawberry leaves
for the marquis.

"Here, in the wardrobe, is your peer's robe of red velvet, bordered with ermine. To-day,
only a few hours since, the Lord Chancellor and the Deputy Earl Marshal of England,
informed of the result of your confrontation with the Comprachico Hardquanonne,
have taken her Majesty's commands. Her Majesty has signed them, according to her
royal will, which is the same as the law. All formalities have been complied with. To-
morrow, and no later than to-morrow, you will take your seat in the House of Lords,
where they have for some days been deliberating on a bill, presented by the crown,
having for its object the augmentation, by a hundred thousand pounds sterling yearly,
of the annual allowance to the Duke of Cumberland, husband of the queen. You will
be able to take part in the debate."

Barkilphedro paused, breathed slowly, and resumed.

"However, nothing is yet settled. A man cannot be made a peer of England without his
own consent. All can be annulled and disappear, unless you acquiesce. An event
nipped in the bud ere it ripens often occurs in state policy. My lord, up to this time
silence has been preserved on what has occurred. The House of Lords will not be
informed of the facts until to-morrow. Secrecy has been kept about the whole matter
for reasons of state, which are of such importance that the influential persons who
alone are at this moment cognizant of your existence, and of your rights, will forget
them immediately should reasons of state command their being forgotten. That which
is in darkness may remain in darkness. It is easy to wipe you out; the more so as you
have a brother, the natural son of your father and of a woman who afterwards, during
the exile of your father, became mistress to King Charles Il., which accounts for your
brother's high position at court; for it is to this brother, bastard though he be, that your
peerage would revert. Do you wish this? | cannot think so. Well, all depends on you.
The queen must be obeyed. You will not quit the house till to-morrow in a royal
carriage, and to go to the House of Lords. My lord, will you be a peer of England; yes or
no? The queen has designs for you. She destines you for an alliance almost royal. Lord
Fermain Clancharlie, this is the decisive moment. Destiny never opens one door
without shutting another. After a certain step in advance, to step back is impossible.
Whoso enters into transfiguration, leaves behind him evanescence. My lord,
Gwynplaine is dead. Do you understand?"

Gwynplaine trembled from head to foot.

Then he recovered himself.



"Yes," he said.

Barkilphedro, smiling, bowed, placed the casket under his cloak, and left the room.

CHAPTER V.

WE THINK WE REMEMBER; WE FORGET.

Whence arise those strange, visible changes which occur in the soul of man?
Gwynplaine had been at the same moment raised to a summit and cast into an abyss.

His head swam with double giddiness—the giddiness of ascent and descent. A fatal
combination.

He felt himself ascend, and felt not his fall.
Itis appalling to see a new horizon.
A perspective affords suggestions,—not always good ones.

He had before him the fairy glade, a snare perhaps, seen through opening clouds, and
showing the blue depths of sky; so deep, that they are obscure.

He was on the mountain, whence he could see all the kingdoms of the earth. A
mountain all the more terrible that it is a visionary one. Those who are on its apex are
in a dream.

Palaces, castles, power, opulence, allhuman happiness extending as far as eye could
reach; a map of enjoyments spread out to the horizon; a sort of radiant geography of
which he was the centre. A perilous mirage!

Imagine what must have been the haze of such a vision, not led up to, not attained to
as by the gradual steps of a ladder, but reached without transition and without
previous warning.

A man going to sleep in a mole's burrow, and awaking on the top of the Strasbourg
steeple; such was the state of Gwynplaine.



Giddiness is a dangerous kind of glare, particularly that which bears you at once
towards the day and towards the night, forming two whirlwinds, one opposed to the
other.

He saw too much, and not enough.
He saw all, and nothing.

His state was what the author of this book has somewhere expressed as the blind
man dazzled.

Gwynplaine, left by himself, began to walk with long strides. A bubbling precedes an
explosion.

Notwithstanding his agitation, in this impossibility of keeping still, he meditated. His
mind liquefied as it boiled. He began to recall things to his memory. Itis surprising
how we find that we have heard so clearly that to which we scarcely listened. The
declaration of the shipwrecked men, read by the sheriff in the Southwark cell, came
back to him clearly and intelligibly. He recalled every word, he saw under it his whole
infancy.

Suddenly he stopped, his hands clasped behind his back, looking up to the ceilings—
the sky—no matter what—whatever was above him.

"Quits!" he cried.

He felt like one whose head rises out of the water. It seemed to him that he saw
everything—the past, the future, the present—in the accession of a sudden flash of
light.

"Oh!" he cried, for there are cries in the depths of thought. "Oh! it was so, was it! | was
a lord. Allis discovered. They stole, betrayed, destroyed, abandoned, disinherited,
murdered me! The corpse of my destiny floated fifteen years on the sea; all at once it
touched the earth, and it started up, erect and living. | am reborn. | am born. | felt
under my rags that the breast there palpitating was not that of a wretch; and when |
looked on crowds of men, | felt that they were the flocks, and that | was not the dog,
but the shepherd! Shepherds of the people, leaders of men, guides and masters, such
were my fathers; and what they were | am! | am a gentleman, and | have a sword; | am
a baron, and | have a casque; | am a marquis, and | have a plume; | am a peer, and |
have a coronet. Lo! they deprived me of all this. | dwelt in light, they flung me into
darkness. Those who proscribed the father, sold the son. When my father was dead,
they took from beneath his head the stone of exile which he had placed for his pillow,
and, tying it to my neck, they flung me into a sewer. Oh! those scoundrels who



tortured my infancy! Yes, they rise and move in the depths of my memory. Yes; | see
them again. | was that morsel of flesh pecked to pieces on a tomb by a flight of crows.
| bled and cried under all those horrible shadows. Lo! it was there that they
precipitated me, under the crush of those who come and go, under the trampling feet
of men, under the undermost of the human race, lower than the serf, baser than the
serving man, lower than the felon, lower than the slave, at the spot where Chaos
becomes a sewer, in which | was engulfed. It is from thence that | come; it is from this
that I rise; it is from this that | am risen. And here | am now. Quits!"

He sat down, he rose, clasped his head with his hands, began to pace the room again,
and his tempestuous monologue continued within him.

"Where am I?7—on the summit? Where is it that | have just alighted?—on the highest
peak? This pinnacle, this grandeur, this dome of the world, this great power, is my
home. This temple is in air. | am one of the gods. | live in inaccessible heights. This
supremacy, which | looked up to from below, and from whence emanated such rays of
glory that | shut my eyes; this ineffaceable peerage; this impregnable fortress of the
fortunate, | enter. | am in it. | am of it. Ah, what a decisive turn of the wheel! | was
below, | am on high—on high for ever! Behold me a lord! | shall have a scarlet robe. |
shall have an earl's coronet on my head. | shall assist at the coronation of kings. They
will take the oath from my hands. | shall judge princes and ministers. | shall exist.
From the depths into which | was thrown, | have rebounded to the zenith. | have
palaces in town and country: houses, gardens, chases, forests, carriages, millions. |
will give fétes. | will make laws. | shall have the choice of joys and pleasures. And the
vagabond Gwynplaine, who had not the right to gather a flower in the grass, may pluck
the stars from heaven!"

Melancholy overshadowing of a soul's brightness! Thus it was that in Gwynplaine, who
had been a hero, and perhaps had not ceased to be one, moral greatness gave way to
material splendour. A lamentable transition! Virtue broken down by a troop of passing
demons. A surprise made on the weak side of man's fortress. All the inferior
circumstances called by men superior, ambition, the purblind desires of instinct,
passions, covetousness, driven far from Gwynplaine by the wholesome restraints of
misfortune, took tumultuous possession of his generous heart. And from what had
this arisen? From the discovery of a parchment in a waif drifted by the sea.
Conscience may be violated by a chance attack.

Gwynplaine drank in great draughts of pride, and it dulled his soul. Such is the poison
of that fatal wine.



Giddiness invaded him. He more than consented to its approach. He welcomed it.
This was the effect of previous and long-continued thirst. Are we an accomplice of the
cup which deprives us of reason? He had always vaguely desired this. His eyes had
always turned towards the great. To watch is to wish. The eaglet is not born in the eyrie
for nothing.

Now, however, at moments, it seemed to him the simplest thing in the world that he
should be a lord. A few hours only had passed, and yet the past of yesterday seemed
so far off! Gwynplaine had fallen into the ambuscade of Better, who is the enemy of
Good.

Unhappy is he of whom we say, how lucky he is! Adversity is more easily resisted than
prosperity. We rise more perfect from ill fortune than from good. There is a Charybdis
in poverty, and a Scylla in riches. Those who remain erect under the thunderbolt are
prostrated by the flash. Thou who standest without shrinking on the verge of a
precipice, fear lest thou be carried up on the innumerable wings of mists and dreams.
The ascent which elevates will dwarf thee. An apotheosis has a sinister power of
degradation.

Itis not easy to understand what is good luck. Chance is nothing but a disguise.
Nothing deceives so much as the face of fortune. Is she Providence? Is she Fatality?

A brightness may not be a brightness, because light is truth, and a gleam may be a
deceit. You believe that it lights you; but no, it sets you on fire.

At night, a candle made of mean tallow becomes a star if placed in an openingin the
darkness. The moth flies to it.

In what measure is the moth responsible?

The sight of the candle fascinates the moth as the eye of the serpent fascinates the
bird.

Is it possible that the bird and the moth should resist the attraction? Is it possible that
the leaf should resist the wind? Is it possible that the stone should refuse obedience
to the laws of gravitation?

These are material questions, which are moral questions as well.

After he had received the letter of the duchess, Gwynplaine had recovered himself.
The deep love in his nature had resisted it. But the storm having wearied itself on one
side of the horizon, burst out on the other; for in destiny, as in nature, there are
successive convulsions. The first shock loosens, the second uproots.



Alas! how do the oaks fall?

Thus he who, when a child of ten, stood alone on the shore of Portland, ready to give
battle, who had looked steadfastly at all the combatants whom he had to encounter,
the blast which bore away the vessel in which he had expected to embark, the gulf
which had swallowed up the plank, the yawning abyss, of which the menace was its
retrocession, the earth which refused him a shelter, the sky which refused him a star,
solitude without pity, obscurity without notice, ocean, sky, all the violence of one
infinite space, and all the mysterious enigmas of another; he who had neither
trembled nor fainted before the mighty hostility of the unknown; he who, still so
young, had held his own with night, as Hercules of old had held his own with death; he
who in the unequal struggle had thrown down this defiance, that he, a child, adopted
a child, that he encumbered himself with a load, when tired and exhausted, thus
rendering himself an easier prey to the attacks on his weakness, and, as it were,
himself unmuzzling the shadowy monsters in ambush around him; he who, a
precocious warrior, had immediately, and from his first steps out of the cradle,
struggled breast to breast with destiny; he, whose disproportion with strife had not
discouraged from striving; he who, perceiving in everything around him a frightful
occultation of the human race, had accepted that eclipse, and proudly continued his
journey; he who had known how to endure cold, thirst, hunger, valiantly; he who, a
pigmy in stature, had been a colossus in soul: this Gwynplaine, who had conquered
the great terror of the abyss under its double form, Tempest and Misery, staggered
under a breath—Vanity.

Thus, when she has exhausted distress, nakedness, storms, catastrophes, agonies on
an unflinching man, Fatality begins to smile, and her victim, suddenly intoxicated,
staggers.

The smile of Fatality! Can anything more terrible be imagined? It is the last resource of
the pitiless trier of souls in his proof of man. The tiger, lurking in destiny, caresses man
with a velvet paw. Sinister preparation, hideous gentleness in the monster!

Every self-observer has detected within himself mental weakness coincident with
aggrandisement. A sudden growth disturbs the system, and produces fever.

In Gwynplaine's brain was the giddy whirlwind of a crowd of new circumstances; all
the light and shade of a metamorphosis; inexpressibly strange confrontations; the
shock of the past against the future. Two Gwynplaines, himself doubled; behind, an
infant in rags crawling through night—wandering, shivering, hungry, provoking
laughter; in front, a brilliant nobleman—Iluxurious, proud, dazzling all London. He was
casting off one form, and amalgamating himself with the other. He was casting the



mountebank, and becoming the peer. Change of skin is sometimes change of soul.
Now and then the past seemed like a dream. It was complex; bad and good. He
thought of his father. It was a poignant anguish never to have known his father. He
tried to picture him to himself. He thought of his brother, of whom he had just heard.
Then he had a family! He, Gwynplaine! He lost himself in fantastic dreams. He saw
visions of magnificence; unknown forms of solemn grandeur moved in mist before
him. He heard flourishes of trumpets.

"And then," he said, "l shall be eloquent.”

He pictured to himself a splendid entrance into the House of Lords. He should arrive
full to the brim with new facts and ideas. What could he not tell them? What subjects
he had accumulated! What an advantage to be in the midst of them, a man who had
seen, touched, undergone, and suffered; who could cry aloud to them, "l have been
near to everything, from which you are so far removed." He would hurl reality in the
face of those patricians, crammed with illusions. They should tremble, for it would be
the truth. They would applaud, for it would be grand. He would arise amongst those
powerful men, more powerful than they. "l shall appear as a torch-bearer, to show
them truth; and as a sword-bearer, to show them justice!" What a triumph!

And, building up these fantasies in his mind, clear and confused at the same time, he
had attacks of delirium,—sinking on the first seat he came to; sometimes drowsy,
sometimes starting up. He came and went, looked at the ceiling, examined the
coronets, studied vaguely the hieroglyphics of the emblazonment, felt the velvet of
the walls, moved the chairs, turned over the parchments, read the names, spelt out
the titles, Buxton, Homble, Grundraith, Hunkerville, Clancharlie; compared the wax,
the impression, felt the twist of silk appended to the royal privy seal, approached the
window, listened to the splash of the fountain, contemplated the statues, counted,
with the patience of a somnambulist, the columns of marble, and said,—

"Itis real."

Then he touched his satin clothes, and asked himself,—
"Isit]? Yes."

He was torn by an inward tempest.

In this whirlwind, did he feel faintness and fatigue? Did he drink, eat, sleep? If he did
so, he was unconscious of the fact. In certain violent situations instinct satisfies itself,
according to its requirements, unconsciously. Besides, his thoughts were less
thoughts than mists. At the moment that the black flame of an irruption disgorges



itself from depths full of boiling lava, has the crater any consciousness of the flocks
which crop the grass at the foot of the mountain?

The hours passed.

The dawn appeared and brought the day. A bright ray penetrated the chamber, and at
the same instant broke on the soul of Gwynplaine.

And Dea! said the light.

BOOK THE SIXTH.

URSUS UNDER DIFFERENT ASPECTS.

CHAPTERI.

WHAT THE MISANTHROPE SAID.

After Ursus had seen Gwynplaine thrust within the gates of Southwark Jail, he
remained, haggard, in the corner from which he was watching. For a long time his ears
were haunted by the grinding of the bolts and bars, which was like a howl of joy that
one wretch more should be enclosed within them.

He waited. What for? He watched. What for? Such inexorable doors, once shut, do not
re-open so soon. They are tongue-tied by their stagnation in darkness, and move with
difficulty, especially when they have to give up a prisoner. Entrance is permitted. Exitis
quite a different matter. Ursus knew this. But waiting is a thing which we have not the
power to give up at our own will. We wait in our own despite. What we do disengages
an acquired force, which maintains its action when its object has ceased, which
keeps possession of us and holds us, and obliges us for some time longer to continue
that which has already lost its motive. Hence the useless watch, the inert position that
we have all held at times, the loss of time which every thoughtful man gives
mechanically to that which has disappeared. None escapes this law. We become
stubborn in a sort of vague fury. We know not why we are in the place, but we remain



there. That which we have begun actively we continue passively, with an exhausting
tenacity from which we emerge overwhelmed. Ursus, though differing from other men,
was, as any other might have been, nailed to his post by that species of conscious
reverie into which we are plunged by events all important to us, and in which we are
impotent. He scrutinized by turns those two black walls, now the high one, then the
low; sometimes the door near which the ladder to the gibbet stood, then that
surmounted by a death's head. It was as if he were caught in a vice, composed of a
prison and a cemetery. This shunned and unpopular street was so deserted that he
was unobserved.

At length he left the arch under which he had taken shelter, a kind of chance sentry-
box, in which he had acted the watchman, and departed with slow steps. The day was
declining, for his guard had been long. From time to time he turned his head and
looked at the fearful wicket through which Gwynplaine had disappeared. His eyes
were glassy and dull. He reached the end of the alley, entered another, then another,
retracing almost unconsciously the road which he had taken some hours before. At
intervals he turned, as if he could still see the door of the prison, though he was no
longer in the street in which the jail was situated. Step by step he was approaching
Tarrinzeau Field. The lanes in the neighbourhood of the fair-ground were deserted
pathways between enclosed gardens. He walked along, his head bent down, by the
hedges and ditches. All at once he halted, and drawing himself up, exclaimed, "So
much the better!"

At the same time he struck his fist twice on his head and twice on his thigh, thus
proving himself to be a sensible fellow, who saw things in their right light; and then he
began to growl inwardly, yet now and then raising his voice.

"Itis all right! Oh, the scoundrel! the thief! the vagabond! the worthless fellow! the
seditious scamp! Itis his speeches about the government that have sent him there.
He is a rebel. | was harbouring a rebel. | am free of him, and lucky for me; he was
compromising us. Thrust into prison! Oh, so much the better! What excellent laws!
Ungrateful boy! | who brought him up! To give oneself so much trouble for this! Why
should he want to speak and to reason? He mixed himself up in politics. The ass! As
he handled pennies he babbled about the taxes, about the poor, about the people,
about what was no business of his. He permitted himself to make reflections on
pennies. He commented wickedly and maliciously on the copper money of the
kingdom. He insulted the farthings of her Majesty. A farthing! Why, 'tis the same as the
queen. A sacred effigy! Devil take it! a sacred effigy! Have we a queen—yes or no?
Then respect her verdigris! Everything depends on the government; one ought to know
that. | have experience, | have. | know something. They may say to me, 'But you give up



politics, then?' Politics, my friends! | care as much for them as for the rough hide of an
ass. | received, one day, a blow from a baronet's cane. | said to myself, That is enough:
I understand politics. The people have but a farthing, they give it; the queen takesiit,
the people thank her. Nothing can be more natural. It is for the peers to arrange the
rest; their lordships, the lords spiritual and temporal. Oh! so Gwynplaine is locked up!
So heisin prison. Thatis just as it should be. It is equitable, excellent, well-merited,
and legitimate. It is his own fault. To criticize is forbidden. Are you a lord, you idiot? The
constable has seized him, the justice of the quorum has carried him off, the sheriff
has him in custody. At this moment he is probably being examined by a serjeant of the
coif. They pluck out your crimes, those clever fellows! Imprisoned, my wag! So much
the worse for him, so much the better for me! Faith, | am satisfied. | own frankly that
fortune favours me. Of what folly was | guilty when | picked up that little boy and girl!
We were so quiet before, Homo and I! What had they to do in my caravan, the little
blackguards? Didn't | brood over them when they were young! Didn't | draw them
along with my harness! Pretty foundlings, indeed; he as ugly as sin, and she blind of
both eyes! Where was the use of depriving myself of everything for their sakes? The
beggars grow up, forsooth, and make love to each other. The flirtations of the
deformed! It was to that we had come. The toad and the mole; quite an idyl! That was
what went on in my household. All which was sure to end by going before the justice.
The toad talked politics! But now | am free of him. When the wapentake came | was at
first a fool; one always doubts one's own good luck. | believed that | did not see what |
did see; that it was impossible, that it was a nightmare, that a day-dream was playing
me a trick. But no! Nothing could be truer. Itis all clear. Gwynplaine is really in prison.
It is a stroke of Providence. Praise be to it! He was the monster who, with the row he
made, drew attention to my establishment and denounced my poor wolf. Be off,
Gwynplaine; and, see, | am rid of both! Two birds killed with one stone. Because Dea
will die, now that she can no longer see Gwynplaine. For she sees him, the idiot! She
will have no object in life. She will say, 'What am | to do in the world?' Good-bye! To the
devil with both of them. | always hated the creatures! Die, Dea! Oh, | am quite
comfortable!"

CHAPTERII.

WHAT HE DID.



He returned to the Tadcaster Inn,
It struck half-past six. It was a little before twilight.
Master Nicless stood on his doorstep.

He had not succeeded, since the morning, in extinguishing the terror which still
showed on his scared face.

He perceived Ursus from afar.
"Well!" he cried.
"Well! what?"

"Is Gwynplaine coming back? It is full time. The public will soon be coming. Shall we
have the performance of 'The Laughing Man' this evening?"

"l am the laughing man," said Ursus.
And he looked at the tavern-keeper with a loud chuckle.

Then he went up to the first floor, opened the window next to the sign of the inn, leant
over towards the placard about Gwynplaine, the laughing man, and the bill of "Chaos
Vanquished;" unnailed the one, tore down the other, put both under his arm, and
descended.

Master Nicless followed him with his eyes.
"Why do you unhook that?"

Ursus burst into a second fit of laughter.
"Why do you laugh?" said the tavern-keeper.
"l am re-entering private life."

Master Nicless understood, and gave an order to his lieutenant, the boy Govicum, to
announce to every one who should come that there would be no performance that
evening. He took from the door the box made out of a cask, where they received the
entrance money, and rolled it into a corner of the lower sitting-room.

A moment after, Ursus entered the Green Box.
He put the two signs away in a corner, and entered what he called the woman's wing.

Dea was asleep.



She was on her bed, dressed as usual, excepting that the body of her gown was
loosened, as when she was taking her siesta.

Near her Vinos and Fibi were sitting—one on a stool, the other on the ground—
musing. Notwithstanding the lateness of the hour, they had not dressed themselves in
their goddesses' gauze, which was a signh of deep discouragement. They had remained
in their drugget petticoats and their dress of coarse cloth.

Ursus looked at Dea.
"She is rehearsing for a longer sleep," murmured he.
Then, addressing Fibi and Vinos,—

"You both know all. The music is over. You may put your trumpets into the drawer. You
did well not to equip yourselves as deities. You look ugly enough as you are, but you
were quite right. Keep on your petticoats. No performance to-night, nor to-morrow,
nor the day after to-morrow. No Gwynplaine. Gwynplaine is clean gone."

Then he looked at Dea again.

"What a blow to her this will be! It will be like blowing out a candle."
He inflated his cheeks.

"Puff! nothing more."

Then, with a little dry laugh,—

"Losing Gwynplaine, she loses all. It would be just as if | were to lose Homo. It will be
worse. She will feel more lonely than any one else could. The blind wade through more
sorrow than we do."

He looked out of the window at the end of the room.

"How the days lengthen! It is not dark at seven o'clock. Nevertheless we will light up.”
He struck the steel and lighted the lamp which hung from the ceiling of the Green Box.
Then he leaned over Dea.

"She will catch cold; you have unlaced her bodice too low. There is a proverb,—
""Though April skies be bright,

Keep all your wrappers tight.



Seeing a pin shining on the floor, he picked it up and pinned up her sleeve. Then he
paced the Green Box, gesticulating.

"l am in full possession of my faculties. | am lucid, quite lucid. | consider this
occurrence quite proper, and | approve of what has happened. When she awakes | will
explain everything to her clearly. The catastrophe will not be long in coming. No more
Gwynplaine. Good-night, Dea. How well all has been arranged! Gwynplaine in prison,
Dea in the cemetery, they will be vis-a-vis! A dance of death! Two destinies going off
the stage at once. Pack up the dresses. Fasten the valise. For valise, read coffin. It was
just what was best for them both. Dea without eyes, Gwynplaine without a face. On
high the Almighty will restore sight to Dea and beauty to Gwynplaine. Death puts
things to rights. All will be well. Fibi, Vinos, hang up your tambourines on the nail. Your
talents for noise will go to rust, my beauties; no more playing, no more trumpeting
'Chaos Vanquished' is vanquished. 'The Laughing Man'is done for. 'Taratantara' is
dead. Dea sleeps on. She does well. If | were she | would never awake. Oh! she will
soon fall asleep again. A skylark like her takes very little killing. This comes of
meddling with politics. What a lesson! Governments are right. Gwynplaine to the
sheriff. Dea to the grave-digger. Parallel cases! Instructive symmetry! | hope the
tavern-keeper has barred the door. We are going to die to-night quietly at home,
between ourselves—not |, nor Homo, but Dea. As for me, | shall continue to roll onin
the caravan. | belong to the meanderings of vagabond life. | shall dismiss these two
women. | shall not keep even one of them. | have a tendency to become an old
scoundrel. A maidservant in the house of a libertine is like a loaf of bread on the shelf.
| decline the temptation. It is not becoming at my age. Turpe senilis amor. | will follow
my way alone with Homo. How astonished Homo will be! Where is Gwynplaine?
Where is Dea? Old comrade, here we are once more alone together. Plague take it! I'm
delighted. Their bucolics were an encumbrance. Oh! that scamp Gwynplaine, who is
never coming back. He has left us stuck here. | say 'All right.' And now 'tis Dea's turn.
That won't be long. | like things to be done with. | would not snap my fingers to stop her
dying—her dying, | tell you! See, she awakes!"

Dea opened her eyelids; many blind persons shut them when they sleep. Her sweet
unwitting face wore all its usual radiance.

"She smiles," whispered Ursus, "and | laugh. That is as it should be."
Dea called,—

"Fibi! Vinos! It must be the time for the performance. | think | have been asleep a long
time. Come and dress me."



Neither Fibi nor Vinos moved.
Meanwhile the ineffable blind look of Dea's eyes met those of Ursus. He started.

"Well!" he cried; "what are you about? Vinos! Fibi! Do you not hear your mistress? Are
you deaf? Quick! the play is going to begin."

The two women looked at Ursus in stupefaction.
Ursus shouted,—

"Do you not hear the audience coming in?—Fibi, dress Dea.—Vinos, take your
tambourine."

Fibi was obedient; Vinos, passive. Together, they personified submission. Their
master, Ursus, had always been to them an enigma. Never to be understood is a
reason for being always obeyed. They simply thought he had gone mad, and did as
they were told. Fibi took down the costume, and Vinos the tambourine.

Fibi began to dress Dea. Ursus let down the door-curtain of the women's room, and
from behind the curtain continued,—

"Look there, Gwynplaine! the court is already more than half full of people. They are in
heaps in the passages. What a crowd! And you say that Fibi and Vinos look as if they
did not see them. How stupid the gipsies are! What fools they are in Egypt! Don't lift
the curtain from the door. Be decent. Dea is dressing."

He paused, and suddenly they heard an exclamation,—
"How beautiful Dea is!"
It was the voice of Gwynplaine.

Fibi and Vinos started, and turned round. It was the voice of Gwynplaine, but in the
mouth of Ursus.

Ursus, by a sign which he made through the door ajar, forbade the expression of any
astonishment.

Then, again taking the voice of Gwynplaine,—
"Angel!"
Then he replied in his own voice,—

"Dea an angel! You are a fool, Gwynplaine. No mammifer can fly except the bats."



And he added,—
"Look here, Gwynplaine! Let Homo loose; that will be more to the purpose.”

And he descended the ladder of the Green Box very quickly, with the agile spring of
Gwynplaine, imitating his step so that Dea could hear it.

In the court he addressed the boy, whom the occurrences of the day had made idle
and inquisitive.

"Spread out both your hands," said he, in a loud voice.
And he poured a handful of pence into them.
Govicum was grateful for his munificence.

Ursus whispered in his ear,—

"Boy, go into the yard; jump, dance, knock, bawl, whistle, coo, neigh, applaud, stamp
your feet, burst out laughing, break something."

Master Nicless, saddened and humiliated at seeing the folks who had come to see
"The Laughing Man" turned back and crowding towards other caravans, had shut the
door of the inn. He had even given up the idea of selling any beer or spirits that
evening, that he might have to answer no awkward questions; and, quite overcome by
the sudden close of the performance, was looking, with his candle in his hand, into
the court from the balcony above.

Ursus, taking the precaution of putting his voice between parentheses fashioned by
adjusting the palms of his hands to his mouth, cried out to him,—

"Sir! do as your boy is doing—yelp, bark, howl."

He re-ascended the steps of the Green Box, and said to the wolf,—
"Talk as much as you can."

Then, raising his voice,—

"What a crowd there is! We shall have a crammed performance.”
In the meantime Vinos played the tambourine. Ursus went on,—

"Deais dressed. Now we can begin. | am sorry they have admitted so many
spectators. How thickly packed they are!—Look, Gwynplaine, what a mad mob itis! |
will bet that to-day we shall take more money than we have ever done yet.—Come,
gipsies, play up, both of you. Come here.—Fibi, take your clarion. Good.—Vinos, drum



on your tambourine. Fling it up and catch it again.—Fibi, put yourself into the attitude
of Fame.—Young ladies, you have too much on. Take off those jackets. Replace stuff
by gauze. The public like to see the female form exposed. Let the moralists thunder. A
little indecency. Devil take it! what of that? Look voluptuous, and rush into wild
melodies. Snort, blow, whistle, flourish, play the tambourine.—What a number of
people, my poor Gwynplaine!"

He interrupted himself.

"Gwynplaine, help me. Let down the platform." He spread out his pocket-
handkerchief. "But first let me roar in my rag," and he blew his nose violently as a
ventriloquist ought. Having returned his handkerchief to his pocket, he drew the pegs
out of the pulleys, which creaked as usual as the platform was let down.

"Gwynplaine, do not draw the curtain until the performance begins. We are not
alone.—You two come on in front. Music, ladies! turn, turn, turn.—A pretty audience
we have! the dregs of the people. Good heavens!"

The two gipsies, stupidly obedient, placed themselves in their usual corners of the
platform. Then Ursus became wonderful. It was no longer a man, but a crowd. Obliged
to make abundance out of emptiness, he called to aid his prodigious powers of
ventriloquism. The whole orchestra of human and animal voices which was within him
he called into tumult at once.

He was legion. Any one with his eyes closed would have imagined that he wasin a
public place on some day of rejoicing, or in some sudden popular riot. Awhirlwind of
clamour proceeded from Ursus: he sang, he shouted, he talked, he coughed, he spat,
he sneezed, took snuff, talked and responded, put questions and gave answers, all at
once. The half-uttered syllables ran one into another. In the court, untenanted by a
single spectator, were heard men, women, and children. It was a clear confusion of
tumult. Strange laughter wound, vapour-like, through the noise, the chirping of birds,
the swearing of cats, the wailings of children at the breast. The indistinct tones of
drunken men were to be heard, and the growls of dogs under the feet of people who
stamped on them. The cries came from far and near, from top to bottom, from the
upper boxes to the pit. The whole was an uproar, the detail was a cry. Ursus clapped
his hands, stamped his feet, threw his voice to the end of the court, and then made it
come from underground. It was both stormy and familiar. It passed from a murmur to
a noise, from a noise to a tumult, from a tumult to a tempest. He was himself, any,
every one else. Alone, and polyglot. As there are opticalillusions, there are also
auricular illusions. That which Proteus did to sight Ursus did to hearing. Nothing could
be more marvellous than his facsimile of multitude. From time to time he opened the



door of the women's apartment and looked at Dea. Dea was listening. On his part the
boy exerted himself to the utmost. Vinos and Fibi trumpeted conscientiously, and took
turns with the tambourine. Master Nicless, the only spectator, quietly made himself
the same explanation as they did—that Ursus was gone mad; which was, for that
matter, but another sad item added to his misery. The good tavern-keeper growled

out, "What insanity!" And he was serious as a man might well be who has the fear of
the law before him.

Govicum, delighted at being able to help in making a noise, exerted himself almost as
much as Ursus. It amused him, and, moreover, it earned him pence.

Homo was pensive.

In the midst of the tumult Ursus now and then uttered such words as these:—"Just as
usual, Gwynplaine. There is a cabal against us. Our rivals are undermining our
success. Tumultis the seasoning of triumph. Besides, there are too many people.
They are uncomfortable. The angles of their neighbours' elbows do not dispose them
to good-nature. | hope the benches will not give way. We shall be the victims of an
incensed population. Oh, if our friend Tom-Jim-Jack were only here! but he never
comes now. Look at those heads rising one above the other. Those who are forced to
stand don't look very well pleased, though the great Galen pronounced it to be
strengthening. We will shorten the entertainment; as only 'Chaos Vanquished' was
announced in the playbill, we will nhot play 'Ursus Rursus.' There will be something
gained in that. What an uproar! O blind turbulence of the masses. They will do us
some damage. However, they can't go on like this. We should not be able to play. No
one can catch a word of the piece. | am going to address them. Gwynplaine, draw the
curtain a little aside.—Gentlemen." Here Ursus addressed himself with a shrill and
feeble voice,—

"Down with that old fool!"
Then he answered in his own voice,—

"It seems that the mob insult me. Cicero is right: plebs fex urbis. Never mind; we will
admonish the mob, though | shall have a great deal of trouble to make myself heard. |
will speak, notwithstanding. Man, do your duty. Gwynplaine, look at that scold
grinding her teeth down there."

Ursus made a pause, in which he placed a gnashing of his teeth. Homo, provoked,
added a second, and Govicum a third.

Ursus went on,—



"The women are worse than the men. The moment is unpropitious, but it doesn't
matter! Let us try the power of a speech; an eloquent speech is never out of place.
Listen, Gwynplaine, to my attractive exordium. Ladies and gentlemen, | am a bear. |
take off my head to address you. | humbly appeal to you for silence." Ursus, lending a
cry to the crowd, said, "Grumphll!"

Then he continued,—

"I respect my audience. Grumphllis an epiphonema as good as any other welcome.
You growlers. That you are all of the dregs of the people, | do not doubt. Thatin no way
diminishes my esteem for you. A well-considered esteem. | have a profound respect
for the bullies who honour me with their custom. There are deformed folks amongst
you. They give me no offence. The lame and the humpbacked are works of nature. The
camelis gibbous. The bison's back is humped. The badger's left legs are shorter than
the right, That fact is decided by Aristotle, in his treatise on the walking of animals.
There are those amongst you who have but two shirts—one on his back, and the other
at the pawnbroker's. | know that to be true. Albuquerque pawned his moustache, and
St. Denis his glory. The Jews advanced money on the glory. Great examples. To have
debts is to have something. | revere your beggardom."

Ursus cut short his speech, interrupting it in a deep bass voice by the shout,—
"Triple ass!"
And he answered in his politest accent,—

"l admitit. | am a learned man. | do my best to apologize for it. | scientifically despise
science. Ignorance is a reality on which we feed; science is a reality on which we
starve. In general one is obliged to choose between two things—to be learned and
grow thin, or to browse and be an ass. O gentlemen, browse! Science is notworth a
mouthful of anything nice. | had rather eat a sirloin of beef than know what they call
the psoas muscle. | have but one merit—a dry eye. Such as you see me, | have never
wept. It must be owned that | have never been satisfied—never satisfied—not even
with myself. | despise myself; but | submit this to the members of the opposition here
present—if Ursus is only a learned man, Gwynplaine is an artist."

He groaned again,—
"Grumphll!"

And resumed,—



"Grumphllagain! itis an objection. All the same, | pass it over. Near Gwynplaine,
gentlemen and ladies, is another artist, a valued and distinguished personage who
accompanies us—his lordship Homo, formerly a wild dog, now a civilized wolf, and a
faithful subject of her Majesty's. Homo is a mine of deep and superior talent. Be
attentive and watch. You are going to set Homo play as well as Gwynplaine, and you
must do honour to art. That is an attribute of great nations. Are you men of the woods?
| admit the fact. In that case, sylvee sunt consule digna. Two artists are well worth one
consul. All right! Some one has flung a cabbage stalk at me, but did not hit me. That
will not stop my speaking; on the contrary, a danger evaded makes folks

garrulous. Garrula pericula, says Juvenal. My hearers! there are amongst you drunken
men and drunken women. Very well. The men are unwholesome. The women are
hideous. You have all sorts of excellent reasons for stowing yourselves away here on
the benches of the pothouse—want of work, idleness, the spare time between two
robberies, porter, ale, stout, malt, brandy, gin, and the attraction of one sex for the
other. What could be better? A wit prone to irony would find this a fair field. But |
abstain. 'Tis luxury; so be it, but even an orgy should be kept within bounds. You are
gay, but noisy. You imitate successfully the cries of beasts; but what would you say if,
when you were making love to a lady, | passed my time in barking at you? It would
disturb you, and so it disturbs us. | order you to hold your tongues. Art is as
respectable as debauch. | speak to you civilly."

He apostrophized himself,—
"May the fever strangle you, with your eyebrows like the beard of rye."
And he replied,—

"Honourable gentlemen, let the rye alone. It is impious to insult the vegetables, by
likening them either to human creatures or animals. Besides, the fever does not
strangle. 'Tis a false metaphor. For pity's sake, keep silence. Allow me to tell you that
you are slightly wanting in the repose which characterizes the true English gentleman.
| see that some amongst you, who have shoes out of which their toes are peeping,
take advantage of the circumstance to rest their feet on the shoulders of those who
are in front of them, causing the ladies to remark that the soles of shoes divide always
at the part at which is the head of the metatarsal bones. Show more of your hands and
less of your feet. | perceive scamps who plunge their ingenious fists into the pockets
of their foolish neighbours. Dear pickpockets, have a little modesty. Fight those next to
you if you like; do not plunder them. You will vex them less by blackening an eye, than
by lightening their purses of a penny. Break their noses if you like. The shopkeeper
thinks more of his money than of his beauty. Barring this, accept my sympathies, for |



am not pedantic enough to blame thieves. Evil exists. Every one endures it, every one
inflicts it. No one is exempt from the vermin of his sins. That's what | keep saying. Have
we not all our itch? | myself have made mistakes. Plaudite, cives."

Ursus uttered a long groan, which he overpowered by these concluding words,—

"My lords and gentlemen, | see that my address has unluckily displeased you. | take
leave of your hisses for a moment. | shall put on my head, and the performance is
going to begin."

He dropt his oratorical tone, and resumed his usual voice.

"Close the curtains. Let me breathe. | have spoken like honey. | have spoken well. My
words were like velvet; but they were useless. | called them my lords and gentlemen.
What do you think of all this scum, Gwynplaine? How well may we estimate the ills
which England has suffered for the last forty years through the ill-temper of these
irritable and malicious spirits! The ancient Britons were warlike; these are melancholy
and learned. They glory in despising the laws and contemning royal authority. | have
done all that human eloquence can do. | have been prodigal of metonymics, as
gracious as the blooming cheek of youth. Were they softened by them? | doubt it.
What can affect a people who eat so extraordinarily, who stupefy themselves by
tobacco so completely that their literary men often write their works with a pipe in
their mouths? Never mind. Let us begin the play."

The rings of the curtain were heard being drawn over the rod. The tambourines of the
gipsies were still. Ursus took down his instrument, executed his prelude, and said in a
low tone: "Alas, Gwynplaine, how mysterious itis!" then he flung himself down with
the wolf.

When he had taken down his instrument, he had also taken from the nail a rough wig
which he had, and which he had thrown on the stage in a corner within his reach. The
performance of "Chaos Vanquished" took place as usual, minus only the effect of the
blue light and the brilliancy of the fairies. The wolf played his best. At the proper
moment Dea made her appearance, and, in her voice so tremulous and heavenly,
invoked Gwynplaine. She extended her arms, feeling for that head.

Ursus rushed at the wig, ruffled it, put it on, advanced softly, and holding his breath,
his head bristled thus under the hand of Dea.

Then calling all his art to his aid, and copying Gwynplaine's voice, he sang with
ineffable love the response of the monster to the call of the spirit. The imitation was so



perfect that again the gipsies looked for Gwynplaine, frightened at hearing without
seeing him.

Govicum, filled with astonishment, stamped, applauded, clapped his hands,
producing an Olympian tumult, and himself laughed as if he had been a chorus of
gods. This boy, it must be confessed, developed a rare talent for acting an audience.

Fibi and Vinos, being automatons of which Ursus pulled the strings, rattled their
instruments, composed of copper and ass's skin—the usual sign of the performance
being over and of the departure of the people.

Ursus arose, covered with perspiration. He said, in a low voice, to Homo, "You see it
was necessary to gain time. | think we have succeeded. | have not acquitted myself
badly—I, who have as much reason as any one to go distracted. Gwynplaine may
perhaps return to-morrow. It is useless to kill Dea directly. | can explain matters to

you.
He took off his wig and wiped his forehead.

"I am a ventriloquist of genius," murmured he. "What talent | displayed! | have
equalled Brabant, the engastrimist of Francis |. of France. Dea is convinced that
Gwynplaine is here."

"Ursus," said Dea, "where is Gwynplaine?"

Ursus started and turned round. Dea was still standing at the back of the stage, alone
under the lamp which hung from the ceiling. She was pale, with the pallor of a ghost.

She added, with an ineffable expression of despair,—
"I know. He has left us. He is gone. | always knew that he had wings."
And raising her sightless eyes on high, she added,—

"When shall | follow?"

CHAPTER III.

COMPLICATIONS.



Ursus was stunned.
He had not sustained the illusion.

Was it the fault of ventriloquism? Certainly not. He had succeeded in deceiving Fibi
and Vinos, who had eyes, although he had not deceived Dea, who was blind. It was
because Fibi and Vinos saw with their eyes, while Dea saw with her heart. He could
not utter a word. He thought to himself, Bos in lingda. The troubled man has an ox on
his tongue.

In his complex emotions, humiliation was the first which dawned on him. Ursus,
driven out of his last resource, pondered.

"I lavish my onomatopies in vain." Then, like every dreamer, he reviled himself. "What a
frightful failure! | wore myself out in a pure loss of imitative harmony. But what is to be
done next?"

He looked at Dea. She was silent, and grew paler every moment, as she stood
perfectly motionless. Her sightless eyes remained fixed in depths of thought.

Fortunately, something happened. Ursus saw Master Nicless in the yard, with a
candle in his hand, beckoning to him.

Master Nicless had not assisted at the end of the phantom comedy played by Ursus.
Some one had happened to knock at the door of the inn. Master Nicless had gone to
open it. There had been two knocks, and twice Master Nicless had disappeared.
Ursus, absorbed by his hundred-voiced monologue, had not observed his absence.

On the mute call of Master Nicless, Ursus descended.

He approached the tavern-keeper. Ursus put his finger on his lips. Master Nicless put
his finger on his lips.

The two looked at each other thus.
Each seemed to say to the other, "We will talk, but we will hold our tongues."

The tavern-keeper silently opened the door of the lower room of the tavern. Master
Nicless entered. Ursus entered. There was no one there except these two. On the side
looking on the street both doors and window-shutters were closed.

The tavern-keeper pushed the door behind him, and shut it in the face of the
inquisitive Govicum.

Master Nicless placed the candle on the table.



A low whispering dialogue began.

"Master Ursus?"

"Master Nicless?"

"l understand at last."

"Nonsense!"

"You wished the poor blind girl to think that all going on as usual."
"There is no law against my being a ventriloquist."

"You are a clever fellow."

"No."

"It is wonderful how you manage all that you wish to do."
"I tell you itis not."

"Now, | have something to tell you."

"Is it about politics?"

"I don't know."

"Because in that case | could not listen to you."

"Look here: whilst you were playing actors and audience by yourself, some one
knocked at the door of the tavern."

"Some one knocked at the door?"
"Yes."

"l don't like that."

"Nor |, either."

"And then?"

"And then | opened it.”

"Who was it that knocked?"
"Some one who spoke to me."

"What did he say?"



"I listened to him."

"What did you answer?"

"Nothing. | came back to see you play."
"And—"?"

"Some one knocked a second time."
"Who? the same person?"

"No, another."

"Some one else to speak to you?"
"Some one who said nothing."

"I like that better."

"l do not."

"Explain yourself, Master Nicless."
"Guess who called the first time."

"I have no leisure to be an Oedipus.”
"It was the proprietor of the circus."
"Over the way?"

"Over the way."

"Whence comes all that fearful noise. Well?"
"Well, Master Ursus, he makes you a proposal.”
"A proposal?"

"A proposal.

"Why?"

"Because—"

"You have an advantage over me, Master Nicless. Just now you solved my enigma, and
now | cannot understand yours."

"The proprietor of the circus commissioned me to tell you that he had seen
the cortége of police pass this morning, and that he, the proprietor of the circus,



wishing to prove that he is your friend, offers to buy of you, for fifty pounds, ready
money, your caravan, the Green Box, your two horses, your trumpets, with the women
that blow them, your play, with the blind girl who sings in it, your wolf, and yourself."

Ursus smiled a haughty smile.
"Innkeeper, tell the proprietor of the circus that Gwynplaine is coming back."

The innkeeper took something from a chair in the darkness, and turning towards Ursus
with both arms raised, dangled from one hand a cloak, and from the other a leather
esclavine, a felt hat, and a jacket.

And Master Nicless said, "The man who knocked the second time was connected with
the police; he came in and left without saying a word, and brought these things."

Ursus recognized the esclavine, the jacket, the hat, and the cloak of Gwynplaine.

CHAPTER IV.

MOENIBUS SURDIS CAMPANA MUTA.

Ursus smoothed the felt of the hat, touched the cloth of the cloak, the serge of the
coat, the leather of the esclavine, and no longer able to doubt whose garments they
were, with a gesture at once brief and imperative, and without saying a word, pointed
to the door of the inn.

Master Nicless opened it.
Ursus rushed out of the tavern.

Master Nicless looked after him, and saw Ursus run, as fast as his old legs would
allow, in the direction taken that morning by the wapentake who carried off
Gwynplaine.

A quarter of an hour afterwards, Ursus, out of breath, reached the little street in which
stood the back wicket of the Southwark jail, which he had already watched so many
hours. This alley was lonely enough at all hours; but if dreary during the day, it was
portentous in the night. No one ventured through it after a certain hour. It seemed as



though people feared that the walls should close in, and that if the prison or the
cemetery took a fancy to embrace, they should be crushed in their clasp. Such are the
effects of darkness. The pollard willows of the Ruelle Vauvert in Paris were thusiill-
famed. It was said that during the night the stumps of those trees changed into great
hands, and caught hold of the passers-by.

By instinct the Southwark folks shunned, as we have already mentioned, this alley
between a prison and a churchyard. Formerly it had been barricaded during the night
by an iron chain. Very uselessly; because the strongest chain which guarded the street
was the terror it inspired.

Ursus entered it resolutely.
What intention possessed him? None.
He came into the alley to seek intelligence.

Was he going to knock at the gate of the jail? Certainly not. Such an expedient, at once
fearful and vain, had no place in his brain. To attempt to introduce himself to demand
an explanation. What folly! Prisons do not open to those who wish to enter, any more
than to those who desire to get out. Their hinges never turn except by law. Ursus knew
this. Why, then, had he come there? To see. To see what? Nothing. Who can tell? Even
to be opposite the gate through which Gwynplaine had disappeared was something.

Sometimes the blackest and most rugged of walls whispers, and some light escapes
through a cranny. A vague glimmering is now and then to be perceived through solid
and sombre piles of building. Even to examine the envelope of a fact may be to some
purpose. The instinct of us all is to leave between the fact which interests us and
ourselves but the thinnest possible cover. Therefore it was that Ursus returned to the
alley in which the lower entrance to the prison was situated.

Just as he entered it he heard one stroke of the clock, then a second.
"Hold," thought he; "can it be midnight already?"

Mechanically he set himself to count.

"Three, four, five."

He mused.

"At what long intervals this clock strikes! how slowly! Six; seven!"

Then he remarked,—



"What a melancholy sound! Eight, nine! Ah! nothing can be more natural; it's dull work
for a clock to live in a prison. Ten! Besides, there is the cemetery. This clock sounds
the hour to the living, and eternity to the dead. Eleven! Alas! to strike the hour to him
who is not free is also to chronicle an eternity. Twelve!"

He paused.

"Yes, itis midnight."

The clock struck a thirteenth stroke.

Ursus shuddered.

"Thirteen!"

Then followed a fourteenth; then a fifteenth.

"What can this mean?"

The strokes continued at long intervals. Ursus listened.

"It is not the striking of a clock; itis the bell Muta. No wonder | said, 'How long it takes
to strike midnight!' This clock does not strike; it tolls. What fearful thing is about to
take place?"

Formerly all prisons and all monasteries had a bell called Muta, reserved for
melancholy occasions. La Muta (the mute) was a bell which struck very low, as if
doing its best not to be heard.

Ursus had reached the corner which he had found so convenient for his watch, and
whence he had been able, during a great part of the day, to keep his eye on the prison.

The strokes followed each other at lugubrious intervals.

A knell makes an ugly punctuation in space. It breaks the preoccupation of the mind
into funereal paragraphs. A knell, like a man's death-rattle, notifies an agony. If in the
houses about the neighbourhood where a knellis tolled there are reveries straying in
doubt, its sound cuts them into rigid fragments. A vague reverie is a sort of refuge.
Some indefinable diffuseness in anguish allows now and then a ray of hope to pierce
through it. Aknell is precise and desolating. It concentrates this diffusion of thought,
and precipitates the vapours in which anxiety seeks to remain in suspense. A knell
speaks to each one in the sense of his own grief or of his own fear. Tragic bell! it
concernsyou. It is a warning to you.



There is nothing so dreary as a monologue on which its cadence falls. The even
returns of sound seem to show a purpose.

What is it that this hammer, the bell, forges on the anvil of thought?

Ursus counted, vaguely and without motive, the tolling of the knell. Feeling that his
thoughts were sliding from him, he made an effort not to let them slip into conjecture.
Conjecture is an inclined plane, on which we slip too far to be to our own advantage.
Still, what was the meaning of the bell?

He looked through the darkness in the direction in which he knew the gate of the
prison to be.

Suddenly, in that very spot which looked like a dark hole, a redness showed. The
redness grew larger, and became a light.

There was no uncertainty about it. It soon took a form and angles. The gate of the jail
had just turned on its hinges. The glow painted the arch and the jambs of the door. It
was a yawning rather than an opening. A prison does not open; it yawns—perhaps
from ennui. Through the gate passed a man with a torch in his hand.

The bell rang on. Ursus felt his attention fascinated by two objects. He watched—his
ear the knell, his eye the torch. Behind the first man the gate, which had been ajar,
enlarged the opening suddenly, and allowed egress to two other men; then to a fourth.
This fourth was the wapentake, clearly visible in the light of the torch. In his grasp was
his iron staff.

Following the wapentake, there filed and opened out below the gateway in order, two
by two, with the rigidity of a series of walking posts, ranks of silent men.

This nocturnal procession stepped through the wicket in file, like a procession of
penitents, without any solution of continuity, with a funereal care to make no noise—
gravely, almost gently. A serpent issues from its hole with similar precautions.

The torch threw out their profiles and attitudes into relief. Fierce looks, sullen
attitudes.

Ursus recognized the faces of the police who had that morning carried off
Gwynplaine.

There was no doubt about it. They were the same. They were reappearing.

Of course, Gwynplaine would also reappear. They had led him to that place; they
would bring him back.



It was all quite clear.
Ursus strained his eyes to the utmost. Would they set Gwynplaine at liberty?

The files of police flowed from the low arch very slowly, and, as it were, drop by drop.
The toll of the bell was uninterrupted, and seemed to mark their steps. On leaving the
prison, the procession turned their backs on Ursus, went to the right, into the bend of
the street opposite to that in which he was posted.

A second torch shone under the gateway, announcing the end of the procession.

Ursus was now about to see what they were bringing with them. The prisoner—the
man.

Ursus was soon, he thought, to see Gwynplaine.

That which they carried appeared.

It was a bier.

Four men carried a bier, covered with black cloth.
Behind them came a man, with a shovel on his shoulder.

A third lighted torch, held by a man reading a book, probably the chaplain, closed the
procession.

The bier followed the ranks of the police, who had turned to the right.
Just at that moment the head of the procession stopped.
Ursus heard the grating of a key.

Opposite the prison, in the low wall which ran along the other side of the street,
another opening was illuminated by a torch passing beneath it.

This gate, over which a death's-head was placed, was that of the cemetery.

The wapentake passed through it, then the men, then the second torch. The
procession decreased therein, like a reptile entering his retreat.

The files of police penetrated into that other darkness which was beyond the gate;
then the bier; then the man with the spade; then the chaplain with his torch and his
book, and the gate closed.

There was nothing left but a haze of light above the wall.



A muttering was heard; then some dull sounds. Doubtless the chaplain and the
gravedigger—the one throwing on the coffin some verses of Scripture, the other some
clods of earth.

The muttering ceased; the heavy sounds ceased. A movement was made. The torches
shone. The wapentake reappeared, holding high his weapon, under the reopened gate
of the cemetery; then the chaplain with his book, and the gravedigger with his spade.
The cortége reappeared without the coffin.

The files of men crossed over in the same order, with the same taciturnity, and in the
opposite direction. The gate of the cemetery closed. That of the prison opened. Its
sepulchral architecture stood out against the light. The obscurity of the passage
became vaguely visible. The solid and deep night of the jail was revealed to sight; then
the whole vision disappeared in the depths of shadow.

The knell ceased. All was locked in silence. A sinister incarceration of shadows.
Avanished vision; nothing more.
A passage of spectres, which had disappeared.

The logical arrangement of surmises builds up something which at least resembles
evidence. To the arrest of Gwynplaine, to the secret mode of his capture, to the return
of his garments by the police officer, to the death bell of the prison to which he had
been conducted, was now added, or rather adjusted—portentous circumstance—a
coffin carried to the grave.

"He is dead!" cried Ursus.
He sank down upon a stone.
"Dead! They have killed him! Gwynplaine! My child! My son!"

And he burst into passionate sobs.

CHAPTER V.

STATE POLICY DEALS WITH LITTLE MATTERS AS WELL AS WITH GREAT.



Ursus, alas! had boasted that he had never wept. His reservoir of tears was full. Such
plentitude as is accumulated drop on drop, sorrow on sorrow, through a long
existence, is not to be poured out in a moment. Ursus wept alone.

The first tear is a letting out of waters. He wept for Gwynplaine, for Dea, for himself,
Ursus, for Homo. He wept like a child. He wept like an old man. He wept for everything
at which he had ever laughed. He paid off arrears. Man is never nonsuited when he
pleads his right to tears.

The corpse they had just buried was Hardquanonne's; but Ursus could not know that.
The hours crept on.

Day began to break. The pale clothing of the morning was spread out, dimly creased
with shadow, over the bowling-green. The dawn lighted up the front of the Tadcaster
Inn. Master Nicless had not gone to bed, because sometimes the same occurrence
produces sleeplessness in many.

Troubles radiate in every direction. Throw a stone in the water, and count the
splashes.

Master Nicless felt himself impeached. It is very disagreeable that such things should
happen in one's house. Master Nicless, uneasy, and foreseeing misfortunes,
meditated. He regretted having received such people into his house. Had he but
known that they would end by getting him into mischief! But the question was how to
get rid of them? He had given Ursus a lease. What a blessing if he could free himself
from it! How should he set to work to drive them out?

Suddenly the door of the inn resounded with one of those tumultuous knocks which in
England announces "Somebody." The gamut of knocking corresponds with the ladder
of hierarchy.

It was not quite the knock of a lord; but it was the knock of a justice.

The trembling innkeeper half opened his window. There was, indeed, the magistrate.
Master Nicless perceived at the door a body of police, from the head of which two
men detached themselves, one of whom was the justice of the quorum.

Master Nicless had seen the justice of the quorum that morning, and recognized him.

He did not know the other, who was a fat gentleman, with a waxen-coloured face, a
fashionable wig, and a travelling cloak. Nicless was much afraid of the first of these
persons, the justice of the quorum. Had he been of the court, he would have feared
the other most, because it was Barkilphedro.



One of the subordinates knocked at the door again violently.
The innkeeper, with great drops of perspiration on his brow, from anxiety, opened it.

The justice of the quorum, in the tone of a man who is employed in matters of police,
and who is well acquainted with various shades of vagrancy, raised his voice, and
asked, severely, for

"Master Ursus!"

The host, cap in hand, replied,—

"Your honour; he lives here."

"I know it," said the justice.

"No doubt, your honour."

"Tell him to come down."

"Your honour, he is not here."

"Where is he?"

"I do not know."

"How is that?"

"He has notcomein."

"Then he must have gone out very early?"
"No; but he went out very late."

"What vagabonds!" replied the justice.
"Your honour," said Master Nicless, softly, "here he comes."

Ursus, indeed, had just come in sight, round a turn of the wall. He was returning to the
inn. He had passed nearly the whole night between the jail, where at midday he had
seen Gwynplaine, and the cemetery, where at midnight he had heard the grave filled
up. He was pallid with two pallors—that of sorrow and of twilight.

Dawn, which is light in a chrysalis state, leaves even those forms which are in
movement in the uncertainty of night. Ursus, wan and indistinct, walked slowly, like a
man in a dream. In the wild distraction produced by agony of mind, he had left the inn
with his head bare. He had not even found out that he had no hat on. His spare, gray



locks fluttered in the wind. His open eyes appeared sightless. Often when awake we
are asleep, and as often when asleep we are awake.

Ursus looked like a lunatic.
"Master Ursus," cried the innkeeper, "come; their honours desire to speak to you."

Master Nicless, in his endeavour to soften matters down, let slip, although he would
gladly have omitted, this plural, "their honours"—respectful to the group, but
mortifying, perhaps, to the chief, confounded therein, to some degree, with his
subordinates.

Ursus started like a man falling off a bed, on which he was sound asleep.
"What is the matter?" said he.
He saw the police, and at the head of the police the justice. A fresh and rude shock.

But a short time ago, the wapentake, now the justice of the quorum. He seemed to
have been cast from one to the other, as ships by some reefs of which we have read in
old stories.

The justice of the quorum made him a sign to enter the tavern. Ursus obeyed.

Govicum, who had just got up, and who was sweeping the room, stopped his work, got
into a corner behind the tables, put down his broom, and held his breath. He plunged
his fingers into his hair, and scratched his head, a symptom which indicated attention
to what was about to occur.

The justice of the quorum sat down on a form, before a table. Barkilphedro took a
chair. Ursus and Master Nicless remained standing. The police officers, left outside,
grouped themselves in front of the closed door.

The justice of the quorum fixed his eye, full of the law, upon Ursus. He said,—

"You have a wolf."

Ursus answered,—

"Not exactly."

"You have a wolf," continued the justice, emphasizing "wolf" with a decided accent.
Ursus answered,—

"You see—"



And he was silent.

"A misdemeanour!" replied the justice.
Ursus hazarded an excuse,—

"He is my servant."

The justice placed his hand flat on the table, with his fingers spread out, which is a
very fine gesture of authority.

"Merry-andrew! to-morrow, by this hour, you and your wolf must have left England. If
not, the wolf will be seized, carried to the register office, and killed."

Ursus thought, "More murder!" but he breathed not a syllable, and was satisfied with
trembling in every limb.

"You hear?" said the justice.

Ursus nodded.

The justice persisted,—

"Killed."

There was silence.

"Strangled, or drowned."

The justice of the quorum watched Ursus.
"And yourself in prison."

Ursus murmured,—

"Your worship!"

"Be off before to-morrow morning; if not, such is the order."
"Your worship!"

"What?"

"Must we leave England, he and |?"

"Yes."

"To-day?"

"To-day."



"What is to be done?"

Master Nicless was happy. The magistrate, whom he had feared, had come to his aid.
The police had acted as auxiliary to him, Nicless. They had delivered him from "such
people." The means he had sought were brought to him. Ursus, whom he wanted to
get rid of, was being driven away by the police, a superior authority. Nothing to object
to. He was delighted. He interrupted,—

"Your honour, that man—"
He pointed to Ursus with his finger.

"That man wants to know how he is to leave England to-day. Nothing can be easier.
There are night and day at anchor on the Thames, both on this and on the other side of
London Bridge, vessels that sail to the Continent. They go from England to Denmark,
to Holland, to Spain; not to France, on account of the war, but everywhere else. To-
night several ships will sail, about one o'clock in the morning, which is the hour of high
tide, and, amongst others, the Vograat of Rotterdam."

The justice of the quorum made a movement of his shoulder towards Ursus.
"Be it so. Leave by the first ship—by the Vograat."

"Your worship," said Ursus.

"Well?"

"Your worship, if | had, as formerly, only my little box on wheels, it might be done. A
boat would contain that; but—"

"But what?"

"But now | have got the Green Box, which is a great caravan drawn by two horses, and
however wide the ship might be, we could not get it into her."

"What is that to me?" said the justice. "The wolf will be killed."

Ursus shuddered, as if he were grasped by a hand of ice.

"Monsters!" he thought. "Murdering people is their way of settling matters."
The innkeeper smiled, and addressed Ursus.

"Master Ursus, you can sell the Green Box."

Ursus looked at Nicless.



"Master Ursus, you have the offer."
"From whom?"

"An offer for the caravan, an offer for the two horses, an offer for the two gipsy women,
an offer—"

"From whom?" repeated Ursus.

"From the proprietor of the neighbouring circus."
Ursus remembered it.

"Itis true."

Master Nicless turned to the justice of the quorum.

"Your honour, the bargain can be completed to-day. The proprietor of the circus close
by wishes to buy the caravan and the horses."

"The proprietor of the circus is right," said the justice, "because he will soon require
them. A caravan and horses will be useful to him. He, too, will depart to-day. The
reverend gentlemen of the parish of Southwark have complained of the indecent riot
in Tarrinzeau field. The sheriff has taken his measures. To-night there will not be a
single juggler's booth in the place. There must be an end of all these scandals. The
honourable gentleman who deigns to be here present—"

The justice of the quorum interrupted his speech to salute Barkilphedro, who returned
the bow.

"The honourable gentleman who deigns to be present has just arrived from Windsor.
He brings orders. Her Majesty has said, 'lt must be swept away."

Ursus, during his long meditation all night, had not failed to put himself some
questions. After all, he had only seen a bier. Could he be sure that it contained
Gwynplaine? Other people might have died besides Gwynplaine. A coffin does not
announce the name of the corpse, as it passes by. A funeral had followed the arrest of
Gwynplaine. That proved nothing. Post hoc, non propter hoc, etc. Ursus had begun to
doubt.

Hope burns and glimmers over misery like naphtha over water. Its hovering flame ever
floats over human sorrow. Ursus had come to this conclusion, "It is probable that it
was Gwynplaine whom they buried, but it is not certain. Who knows? Perhaps
Gwynplaine is still alive."



Ursus bowed to the justice.

"Honourable judge, | will go away, we will go away, all will go away, by the Vograat of
Rotterdam, to-day. | will sell the Green Box, the horses, the trumpets, the gipsies. But |
have a comrade, whom | cannot leave behind—Gwynplaine."

"Gwynplaine is dead," said a voice.

Ursus felt a cold sensation, such as is produced by a reptile crawling over the skin. It
was Barkilphedro who had just spoken.

The last gleam was extinguished. No more doubt now. Gwynplaine was dead. A
person in authority must know. This one looked ill-favoured enough to do so.

Ursus bowed to him.

Master Nicless was a good-hearted man enough, but a dreadful coward. Once
terrified, he became a brute. The greatest cruelty is that inspired by fear.

He growled out,—
"This simplifies matters."

And he indulged, standing behind Ursus, in rubbing his hands, a peculiarity of the
selfish, signifying, "l am well out of it," and suggestive of Pontius Pilate washing his
hands.

Ursus, overwhelmed, bent down his head.

The sentence on Gwynplaine had been executed—death. His sentence was
pronounced—exile. Nothing remained but to obey. He felt as in a dream.

Some one touched his arm. It was the other person, who was with the justice of the
quorum. Ursus shuddered.

The voice which had said, "Gwynplaine is dead," whispered in his ear,—
"Here are ten guineas, sent you by one who wishes you well."

And Barkilphedro placed a little purse on a table before Ursus. We must not forget the
casket that Barkilphedro had taken with him.

Ten guineas out of two thousand! It was all that Barkilphedro could make up his mind
to part with. In all conscience it was enough. If he had given more, he would have lost.
He had taken the trouble of finding out a lord; and having sunk the shaft, it was but fair
that the first proceeds of the mine should belong to him. Those who see meannessin



the act are right, but they would be wrong to feel astonished. Barkilphedro loved
money, especially money which was stolen. An envious man is an avaricious one.
Barkilphedro was not without his faults. The commission of crimes does not preclude
the possession of vices. Tigers have their lice.

Besides, he belonged to the school of Bacon.
Barkilphedro turned towards the justice of the quorum, and said to him,—

"Sir, be so good as to conclude this matter. | am in haste. A carriage and horses
belonging to her Majesty await me. | must go full gallop to Windsor, for | must be there
within two hours' time. | have intelligence to give, and orders to take."

The justice of the quorum arose.

He went to the door, which was only latched, opened it, and, looking silently towards
the police, beckoned to them authoritatively. They entered with that silence which
heralds severity of action.

Master Nicless, satisfied with the rapid dénouement which cut short his difficulties,
charmed to be out of the entangled skein, was afraid, when he saw the muster of
officers, that they were going to apprehend Ursus in his house. Two arrests, one after
the other, made in his house—first that of Gwynplaine, then that of Ursus—might be
injurious to the inn. Customers dislike police raids.

Here then was a time for a respectful appeal, suppliant and generous. Master Nicless
turned toward the justice of the quorum a smiling face, in which confidence was
tempered by respect.

"Your honour, | venture to observe to your honour that these honourable gentlemen,
the police officers, might be dispensed with, now that the wolf is about to be carried
away from England, and that this man, Ursus, makes no resistance; and since your
honour's orders are being punctually carried out, your honour will consider that the
respectable business of the police, so necessary to the good of the kingdom, does
great harm to an establishment, and that my house is innocent. The merry-andrews of
the Green Box having been swept away, as her Majesty says, there is no longer any
criminal here, as | do not suppose that the blind girl and the two women are criminals;
therefore, | implore your honour to deign to shorten your august visit, and to dismiss
these worthy gentlemen who have just entered, because there is nothing for them to
do in my house; and, if your honour will permit me to prove the justice of my speech
under the form of a humble question, | will prove the inutility of these revered



gentlemen's presence by asking your honour, if the man, Ursus, obeys orders and
departs, who there can be to arrest here?"

"Yourself," said the justice.

A man does not argue with a sword which runs him through and through. Master
Nicless subsided—he cared not on what, on a table, on a form, on anything that
happened to be there—prostrate.

The justice raised his voice, so that if there were people outside, they might hear.

"Master Nicless Plumptree, keeper of this tavern, this is the last point to be settled.
This mountebank and the wolf are vagabonds. They are driven away. But the person
most in fault is yourself. Itis in your house, and with your consent, that the law has
been violated; and you, a man licensed, invested with a public responsibility, have
established the scandal here. Master Nicless, your licence is taken away; you must
pay the penalty, and go to prison."

The policemen surrounded the innkeeper.
The justice continued, pointing out Govicum,—

"Arrest that boy as an accomplice." The hand of an officer fell upon the collar of
Govicum, who looked at him inquisitively. The boy was not much alarmed, scarcely
understanding the occurrence; having already observed many things out of the way,
he wondered if this were the end of the comedy.

The justice of the quorum forced his hat down on his head, crossed his hands on his
stomach, which is the height of majesty, and added,—

"It is decided, Master Nicless; you are to be taken to prison, and put into jail, you and
the boy; and this house, the Tadcaster Inn, is to remain shut up, condemned and
closed. For the sake of example. Upon which, you will follow us."

BOOK THE SEVENTH.

THE TITANESS.



CHAPTERI.

THE AWAKENING.

And Dea!

It seemed to Gwynplaine, as he watched the break of day at Corleone Lodge, while the
things we have related were occurring at the Tadcaster Inn, that the call came from
without; but it came from within.

Who has not heard the deep clamours of the soul?

Moreover, the morning was dawning.

Aurora is a voice.

Of what use is the sun if not to reawaken that dark sleeper—the conscience?
Light and virtue are akin.

Whether the god be called Christ or Love, there is at times an hour when he is
forgotten, even by the best. All of us, even the saints, require a voice to remind us; and
the dawn speaks to us, like a sublime monitor. Conscience calls out before duty, as
the cock crows before the dawn of day.

That chaos, the human heart, hears the fiat lux!

Gwynplaine—we will continue thus to call him (Clancharlie is a lord, Gwynplaine is a
man)—Gwynplaine felt as if brought back to life. It was time that the artery was bound

up.
For a while his virtue had spread its wings and flown away.
"And Dea!" he said.

Then he felt through his veins a generous transfusion. Something healthy and
tumultuous rushed upon him. The violent irruption of good thoughts is like the return
home of a man who has not his key, and who forces his own look honestly. Itis an
escalade, but an escalade of good. It is a burglary, but a burglary of evil.

"Dea! Dea! Dea!" repeated he.



He strove to assure himself of his heart's strength. And he put the question with a loud
voice—"Where are you?"

He almost wondered that no one answered him.

Then again, gazing on the walls and the ceiling, with wandering thoughts, through
which reason returned.

"Where are you? Where am 1?"

And in the chamber which was his cage he began to walk again, to and fro, like a wild
beastin captivity.

"Where am I? At Windsor. And you? In Southwark. Alas! this is the first time that there
has been distance between us. Who has dug this gulf? | here, thou there. Oh, it cannot
be; it shall not be! What is this that they have done to me?"

He stopped.

"Who talked to me of the queen? What do | know of such things? / changed! Why?
Because | am a lord. Do you know what has happened, Dea? You are a lady. What has
come to pass is astounding. My business now is to get back into my right road. Who is
it who led me astray? There is a man who spoke to me mysteriously. | remember the
words which he addressed to me. 'My lord, when one door opens another is shut. That
which you have left behind is no longer yours.' In other words, you are a coward. That
man, the miserable wretch! said that to me before | was well awake. He took
advantage of my first moment of astonishment. | was as it were a prey to him. Where
is he, that | may insult him? He spoke to me with the evil smile of a demon. But see—I
am myself again. That is well. They deceive themselves if they think that they can do
what they like with Lord Clancharlie, a peer of England. Yes, with a peeress, who is
Dea! Conditions! Shalll accept them? The queen! What is the queen to me? | never
saw her. | am not a lord to be made a slave. | enter my position unfettered. Did they
think they had unchained me for nothing? They have unmuzzled me. That is all. Dea!
Ursus! we are together. That which you were, | was; that which | am, you are. Come.
No. | will go to you directly—directly. | have already waited too long. What can they
think, not seeing me return! That money. When | think | sent them that money! It was
myself that they wanted. | remember the man said that | could not leave this place.
We shall see that. Come! a carriage, a carriage! put to the horses. | am going to look
for them. Where are the servants? | ought to have servants here, sincel am a lord. | am
master here. This is my house. | will twist off the bolts, | will break the locks, | will kick
down the doors, | will run my sword through the body of any one who bars my passage.
I should like to see who shall stop me. | have a wife, and she is Dea. | have a father,



who is Ursus. My house is a palace, and | give it to Ursus. My name is a diadem, and |
give it to Dea. Quick, directly, Dea, | am coming; yes, you may be sure that | shall soon
stride across the intervening space!"

And raising the first piece of tapestry he came to, he rushed from the chamber
impetuously.

He found himself in a corridor.

He went straight forward.

A second corridor opened out before him.
All the doors were open.

He walked on at random, from chamber to chamber, from passage to passage,
seeking an exit.

CHAPTERII.

THE RESEMBLANCE OF A PALACE TO AWOOD.

In palaces after the Italian fashion, and Corleone Lodge was one, there were very few
doors, but abundance of tapestry screens and curtained doorways. In every palace of
that date there was a wonderful labyrinth of chambers and corridors, where luxury ran
riot; gilding, marble, carved wainscoting, Eastern silks; nooks and corners, some
secret and dark as night, others light and pleasant as the day. There were attics, richly
and brightly furnished; burnished recesses shining with Dutch tiles and Portuguese
azulejos. The tops of the high windows were converted into small rooms and glass
attics, forming pretty habitable lanterns. The thickness of the walls was such that
there were rooms within them. Here and there were closets, nominally wardrobes.
They were called "The Little Rooms." It was within them that evil deeds were hatched.

When a Duke of Guise had to be killed, the pretty Présidente of Sylvecane abducted,
or the cries of little girls brought thither by Lebel smothered, such places were
convenient for the purpose. They were labyrinthine chambers, impracticable to a
stranger; scenes of abductions; unknown depths, receptacles of mysterious



disappearances. In those elegant caverns princes and lords stored their plunder. In
such a place the Count de Charolais hid Madame Courchamp, the wife of the Clerk of
the Privy Council; Monsieur de Monthulé, the daughter of Haudry, the farmer of La
Croix Saint Lenfroy; the Prince de Conti, the two beautiful baker women of L'lle Adam;
the Duke of Buckingham, poor Pennywell, etc. The deeds done there were such as
were designated by the Roman law as committed vi, clam, et precario—by force, in
secret, and for a short time. Once in, an occupant remained there till the master of the
house decreed his or her release. They were gilded oubliettes, savouring both of the
cloister and the harem. Their staircases twisted, turned, ascended, and descended. A
zigzag of rooms, one running into another, led back to the starting-point. A gallery
terminated in an oratory. A confessional was grafted on to an alcove. Perhaps the
architects of "the little rooms," building for royalty and aristocracy, took as models the
ramifications of coral beds, and the openings in a sponge. The branches became a
labyrinth. Pictures turning on false panels were exits and entrances. They were full of
stage contrivances, and no wonder—considering the dramas that were played there!
The floors of these hives reached from the cellars to the attics. Quaint madrepore
inlaying every palace, from Versailles downwards, like cells of pygmies in dwelling-
places of Titans. Passages, niches, alcoves, and secret recesses. All sorts of holes
and corners, in which was stored away the meanness of the great.

These winding and narrow passages recalled games, blindfolded eyes, hands feeling
in the dark, suppressed laughter, blind man's buff, hide and seek, while, at the same
time, they suggested memories of the Atrides, of the Plantagenets, of the Médicis, the
brutal knights of Eltz, of Rizzio, of Monaldeschi; of naked swords, pursuing the fugitive
flying from room to room.

The ancients, too, had mysterious retreats of the same kind, in which luxury was
adapted to enormities. The pattern has been preserved underground in some
sepulchres in Egypt, notably in the tomb of King Psammetichus, discovered by
Passalacqua. The ancient poets have recorded the horrors of these suspicious
buildings. Error circumflexus, locus implicitus gyris.

Gwynplaine was in the "little rooms" of Corleone Lodge. He was burning to be off, to
get outside, to see Dea again. The maze of passages and alcoves, with secret and
bewildering doors, checked and retarded his progress. He strove to run; he was
obliged to wander. He thought that he had but one door to thrust open, while he had a
skein of doors to unravel. To one room succeeded another. Then a crossway, with
rooms on every side.

Not a living creature was to be seen. He listened. Not a sound.



Attimes he thought that he must be returning towards his starting-point; then, that he
saw some one approaching. It was no one. It was only the reflection of himselfin a
mirror, dressed as a nobleman. That he? Impossible! Then he recognized himself, but
not at once.

He explored every passage that he came to.

He examined the quaint arrangements of the rambling building, and their yet quainter
fittings. Here, a cabinet, painted and carved in a sentimental but vicious style; there,
an equivocal-looking chapel, studded with enamels and mother-of-pearl, with
miniatures on ivory wrought out in relief, like those on old-fashioned snuff-boxes;
there, one of those pretty Florentine retreats, adapted to the hypochondriasis of
women, and even then called boudoirs. Everywhere—on the ceilings, on the walls,
and on the very floors—were representations, in velvet or in metal, of birds, of trees; of
luxuriant vegetation, picked out in reliefs of lacework; tables covered with jet carvings,
representing warriors, queens, and tritons armed with the scaly terminations of a
hydra. Cut crystals combining prismatic effects with those of reflection. Mirrors
repeated the light of precious stones, and sparkles glittered in the darkest corners. It
was impossible to guess whether those many-sided, shining surfaces, where emerald
green mingled with the golden hues of the rising sun where floated a glimmer of ever-
varying colours, like those on a pigeon's neck, were miniature mirrors or enormous
beryls. Everywhere was magnificence, at once refined and stupendous; if it was not
the most diminutive of palaces, it was the most gigantic of jewel-cases. A house for
Mab or a jewel for Geo.

Gwynplaine sought an exit. He could not find one. Impossible to make out his way.
There is nothing so confusing as wealth seen for the first time. Moreover, this was a
labyrinth. At each step he was stopped by some magnificent object which appeared
to retard his exit, and to be unwilling to let him pass. He was encompassed by a net of
wonders. He felt himself bound and held back.

What a horrible palace! he thought. Restless, he wandered through the maze, asking
himself what it all meant—whether he was in prison; chafing, thirsting for the fresh air.
He repeated Dea! Dea! as if that word was the thread of the labyrinth, and must be
held unbroken, to guide him out of it. Now and then he shouted, "Ho! Any one there?"
No one answered. The rooms never came to an end. All was deserted, silent,
splendid, sinister. It realized the fables of enchanted castles. Hidden pipes of hot air
maintained a summer temperature in the building. It was as if some magician had
caught up the month of June and imprisoned it in a labyrinth. There were pleasant
odours now and then, and he crossed currents of perfume, as though passing by



invisible flowers. It was warm. Carpets everywhere. One might have walked about
there, unclothed.

Gwynplaine looked out of the windows. The view from each one was different. From
one he beheld gardens, sparkling with the freshness of a spring morning; from another
a plot decked with statues; from a third, a patio in the Spanish style, a little square,
flagged, mouldy, and cold. At times he saw a river—it was the Thames; sometimes a
great tower—it was Windsor.

It was still so early that there were no signs of life without.
He stood still and listened.

"Oh! | will get out of this place," said he. "l will return to Dea! They shall not keep me
here by force. Woe to him who bars my exit! What is that great tower yonder? If there
was a giant, a hell-hound, a minotaur, to keep the gate of this enchanted palace, |
would annihilate him. If an army, | would exterminate it. Dea! Dea!"

Suddenly he heard a gentle noise, very faint. It was like dropping water. He was in a
dark narrow passage, closed, some few paces further on, by a curtain. He advanced
to the curtain, pushed it aside, entered. He leaped before he looked.

CHAPTERIIII.

EVE.

An octagon room, with a vaulted ceiling, without windows but lighted by a skylight;
walls, ceiling, and floors faced with peach-coloured marble; a black marble canopy,
like a pall, with twisted columns in the solid but pleasing Elizabethan style,
overshadowing a vase-like bath of the same black marble—this was what he saw
before him. In the centre of the bath arose a slender jet of tepid and perfumed water,
which, softly and slowly, was filling the tank. The bath was black to augment fairness
into brilliancy.

It was the water which he had heard. Awaste-pipe, placed at a certain heightin the
bath, prevented it from overflowing. Vapour was rising from the water, but not
sufficient to cause it to hang in drops on the marble. The slender jet of water was like a



supple wand of steel, bending at the slightest current of air. There was no furniture,
except a chair-bed with pillows, long enough for a woman to lie on at full length, and
yet have room for a dog at her feet. The French, indeed, borrow their

word canapé from can-al-pié. This sofa was of Spanish manufacture. In it silver took
the place of woodwork. The cushions and coverings were of rich white silk.

On the other side of the bath, by the wall, was a lofty dressing-table of solid silver,
furnished with every requisite for the table, having in its centre, and in imitation of a
window, eight small Venetian mirrors, setin a silver frame. In a panel on the wall was a
square opening, like a little window, which was closed by a door of solid silver. This
door was fitted with hinges, like a shutter. On the shutter there glistened a chased and
gilt royal crown. Over it, and affixed to the wall, was a bell, silver gilt, if not of pure
gold.

Opposite the entrance of the chamber, in which Gwynplaine stood as if transfixed,
there was an opening in the marble wall, extending to the ceiling, and closed by a high
and broad curtain of silver tissue. This curtain, of fairy-like tenuity, was transparent,
and did not interrupt the view. Through the centre of this web, where one might expect
a spider, Gwynplaine saw a more formidable object—a woman. Her dress was a long
chemise—so long that it floated over her feet, like the dresses of angels in holy
pictures; but so fine that it seemed liquid.

The silver tissue, transparent as glass and fastened only at the ceiling, could be lifted
aside. It separated the marble chamber, which was a bathroom, from the adjoining
apartment, which was a bedchamber. This tiny dormitory was as a grotto of mirrors.
Venetian glasses, close together, mounted with gold mouldings, reflected on every
side the bed in the centre of the room. On the bed, which, like the toilet-table, was of
silver, lay the woman; she was asleep.

The crumpled clothes bore evidence of troubled sleep. The beauty of the folds was
proof of the quality of the material.

It was a period when a queen, thinking that she should be damned, pictured hell to
herself as a bed with coarse sheets.[20]

A dressing-gown, of curious silk, was thrown over the foot of the couch. It was
apparently Chinese; for a great golden lizard was partly visible in between the folds.

Beyond the couch, and probably masking a door, was a large mirror, on which were
painted peacocks and swans.
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Shadow seemed to lose its nature in this apartment, and glistened. The spaces
between the mirrors and the gold work were lined with that sparkling material called
at Venice thread of glass—that is, spun glass.

At the head of the couch stood a reading desk, on a movable pivot, with candles, and
a book lying open, bearing this title, in large red letters, "Alcoranus Mahumedis."

Gwynplaine saw none of these details. He had eyes only for the woman. He was at
once stupefied and filled with tumultuous emotions, states apparently incompatible,
yet sometimes co-existent. He recognized her. Her eyes were closed, but her face was
turned towards him. It was the duchess—she, the mysterious being in whom all the
splendours of the unknown were united; she who had occasioned him so many
unavowable dreams; she who had written him so strange a letter! The only woman in
the world of whom he could say, "She has seen me, and she desires me!"

He had dismissed the dreams from his mind; he had burnt the letter. He had, as far as
lay in his power, banished the remembrance of her from his thoughts and dreams. He
no longer thought of her. He had forgotten her....

Again he saw her, and saw her terrible in power. His breath came in short catches. He
felt as if he were in a storm-driven cloud. He looked. This woman before him! Was it
possible? At the theatre a duchess; here a nereid, a nymph, a fairy. Always an
apparition. He tried to fly, but felt the futility of the attempt. His eyes were riveted on
the vision, as though he were bound. Was she a woman? Was she a maiden? Both.
Messalina was perhaps present, though invisible, and smiled, while Diana kept watch.

Over all her beauty was the radiance of inaccessibility. No purity could compare with
her chaste and haughty form. Certain snows, which have never been touched, give an
idea of it—such as the sacred whiteness of the Jungfrau. Immodesty was merged in
splendour. She felt the security of an Olympian, who knew that she was daughter of
the depths, and might say to the ocean, "Father!" And she exposed herself,
unattainable and proud, to everything that should pass—to looks, to desires, to
ravings, to dreams; as proud in her languor, on her boudoir couch, as Venus in the
immensity of the sea-foam.

She had slept all night, and was prolonging her sleep into the daylight; her boldness,
begun in shadow, continued in light.

Gwynplaine shuddered. He admired her with an unhealthy and absorbing admiration,
which ended in fear. Misfortunes never come singly. Gwynplaine thought he had
drained to the dregs the cup of his ill-luck. Now it was refilled. Who was it who was
hurling all those unremitting thunderbolts on his devoted head, and who had now



thrown against him, as he stood trembling there, a sleeping goddess? What! was the
dangerous and desirable object of his dream lurking all the while behind these
successive glimpses of heaven? Did these favours of the mysterious tempter tend to
inspire him with vague aspirations and confused ideas, and overwhelm him with an
intoxicating series of realities proceeding from apparent impossibilities? Wherefore
did all the shadows conspire against him, a wretched man; and what would become
of him, with all those evil smiles of fortune beaming on him? Was his temptation
prearranged? This woman, how and why was she there? No explanation! Why him?
Why her? Was he made a peer of England expressly for this duchess? Who had
brought them together? Who was the dupe? Who the victim? Whose simplicity was
being abused? Was it God who was being deceived? All these undefined thoughts
passed confusedly, like a flight of dark shadows, through his brain. That magical and
malevolent abode, that strange and prison-like palace, was it also in the plot?
Gwynplaine suffered a partial unconsciousness. Suppressed emotions threatened to
strangle him. He was weighed down by an overwhelming force. His will became
powerless. How could he resist? He was incoherent and entranced. This time he felt
he was becoming irremediably insane. His dark, headlong fall over the precipice of
stupefaction continued.

But the woman slept on.

What aggravated the storm within him was, that he saw not the princess, not the
duchess, not the lady, but the woman.

Gwynplaine, losing all self-command, trembled. What could he do against such a
temptation? Here were no skilful effects of dress, no silken folds, no complex and
coquettish adornments, no affected exaggeration of concealment or of exhibition, no
cloud. It was fearful simplicity—a sort of mysterious summons—the shameless
audacity of Eden. The whole of the dark side of human nature was there. Eve worse
than Satan; the human and the superhuman commingled. A perplexing ecstasy,
winding up in a brutal triumph of instinct over duty. The sovereign contour of beauty is
imperious. When it leaves the ideal and condescends to be real, its proximity is fatal
to man.

Now and then the duchess moved softly on the bed, with the vague movement of a
cloud in the heavens, changing as a vapour changes its form. Absurd as it may appeatr,
though he saw her present in the flesh before him, yet she seemed a chimera; and,
palpable as she was, she seemed to him afar off. Scared and livid, he gazed on. He
listened for her breathing, and fancied he heard only a phantom's respiration. He was
attracted, though against his will. How arm himself against her—or against himself?



He had been prepared for everything except this danger. A savage doorkeeper, a raging
monster of a jailer—such were his expected antagonists. He looked for Cerberus; he
saw Hebe. A sleeping woman! What an opponent! He closed his eyes. Too bright a
dawn blinds the eyes. But through his closed eyelids there penetrated at once the
woman's form—not so distinct, but beautiful as ever.

Fly! Easier said than done. He had already tried and failed. He was rooted to the
ground, as ifin a dream. When we try to draw back, temptation clogs our feet and
glues them to the earth. We can still advance, but to retire is impossible. The invisible
arms of sin rise from below and drag us down.

There isa commonplace idea, accepted by every one, that feelings become blunted
by experience. Nothing can be more untrue. You might as well say that by dropping
nitric acid slowly on a sore it would heal and become sound, and that torture dulled
the sufferings of Damiens. The truth is, that each fresh application intensifies the
pain.

From one surprise after another, Gwynplaine had become desperate. That cup, his
reason, under this new stupor, was overflowing. He felt within him a terrible
awakening. Compass he no longer possessed. One idea only was before him—the
woman. An indescribable happiness appeared, which threatened to overwhelm him.
He could no longer decide for himself. There was an irresistible current and a reef. The
reef was not a rock, but a siren—a magnet at the bottom of the abyss. He wished to
tear himself away from this magnet; but how was he to carry out his wish? He had
ceased to feel any basis of support. Who can foresee the fluctuations of the human
mind! A man may be wrecked, as is a ship. Conscience is an anchor. Itis a terrible
thing, but, like the anchor, conscience may be carried away.

He had not even the chance of being repulsed on account of his terrible
disfigurement. The woman had written to say that she loved him.

In every crisis there is a moment when the scale hesitates before kicking the beam.
When we lean to the worst side of our nature, instead of strengthening our better
qualities, the moral force which has been preserving the balance gives way, and down
we go. Had this critical moment in Gwynplaine's life arrived?

How could he escape?

So itis she—the duchess, the woman! There she was in that lonely room—asleep, far
from succour, helpless, alone, at his mercy; yet he was in her power! The duchess! We
have, perchance, observed a star in the distant firmament. We have admired it. Itis so
far off. What can there be to make us shudder in a fixed star? Well, one day—one



night, rather—it moves. We perceive a trembling gleam around it. The star which we
imagined to be immovable is in motion. It is no longer a star, but a comet—the
incendiary giant of the skies. The luminary moves on, grows bigger, shakes off a
shower of sparks and fire, and becomes enormous. It advances towards us. Oh,
horror, itis coming our way! The comet recognizes us, marks us for its own, and will
not be turned aside. Irresistible attack of the heavens! What is it which is bearing
down on us? An excess of light, which blinds us; an excess of life, which kills us. That
proposal which the heavens make we refuse; that unfathomable love we reject. We
close our eyes; we hide; we tear ourselves away; we imagine the danger is past. We
open our eyes: the formidable star is still before us; but, no longer a star, it has
become a world—a world unknown, a world of lava and ashes; the devastating
prodigy of space. It fills the sky, allowing no compeers. The carbuncle of the
firmament's depths, a diamond in the distance, when drawn close to us becomes a
furnace. You are caught in its flames. And the first sensation of burning is that of a
heavenly warmth.

CHAPTER IV.

SATAN.

Suddenly the sleeper awoke. She sat up with a sudden and gracious dignity of
movement, her fair silken tresses falling in soft disorder. Then stretching herself, she
yawned like a tigress in the rising sun.

Perhaps Gwynplaine breathed heavily, as we do when we endeavour to restrain our
respiration.

"Is any one there?" said she.

She yawned as she spoke, and her very yawn was graceful. Gwynplaine listened to the
unfamiliar voice—the voice of a charmer, its accents exquisitely haughty, its caressing
intonation softening its native arrogance. Then rising on her knees—there is an
antique statue kneeling thus in the midst of a thousand transparent folds—she drew
the dressing-gown towards her, and springing from the couch stood upright. In the
twinkling of an eye the silken robe was around her. The trailing sleeve concealed her



hands; only the tips of her toes, with little pink nails like those of an infant, were left
visible. Having drawn from underneath the dressing-gown a mass of hair which had
been imprisoned by it, she crossed behind the couch to the end of the room, and
placed her ear to the painted mirror, which was, apparently, a door. Tapping the glass
with her finger, she called, "Is any one there? Lord David? Are you come already? What
time is it then? Is that you, Barkilphedro?" She turned from the glass. "No! it was not
there. Is there any one in the bathroom? Will you answer? Of course not. No one could
come that way."

Going to the silver lace curtain, she raised it with her foot, thrust it aside with her
shoulder, and entered the marble room. An agonized numbness fell upon Gwynplaine.
No possibility of concealment. It was too late to fly. Moreover, he was no longer equal
to the exertion. He wished that the earth might open and swallow him up. Anything to
hide him.

She saw him. She stared, immensely astonished, but without the slightest
nervousness. Then, in a tone of mingled pleasure and contempt, she said, "Why, itis
Gwynplaine!" Suddenly with a rapid spring, for this cat was a panther, she flung
herself on his neck.

Suddenly, pushing him back, and holding him by both shoulders with her small claw-
like hands, she stood up face to face with him, and began to gaze at him with a strange
expression.

It was a fatal glance she gave him with her Aldebaran-like eyes—a glance at once
equivocal and starlike. Gwynplaine watched the blue eye and the black eye,
distracted by the double ray of heaven and of hell that shone in the orbs thus fixed on
him. The man and the woman threw a malign dazzling reflection one on the other.
Both were fascinated—he by her beauty, she by his deformity. Both were in a measure
awe-stricken. Pressed down, as by an overwhelming weight, he was speechless.

"Oh!" she cried. "How clever you are! You are come. You found out that | was obliged
to leave London. You followed me. That was right. Your being here proves you to be a
wonder."

The simultaneous return of self-possession acts like a flash of lightning. Gwynplaine,
indistinctly warned by a vague, rude, but honest misgiving, drew back, but the pink
nails clung to his shoulders and restrained him. Some inexorable power proclaimed
its sway over him. He himself, a wild beast, was caged in a wild beast's den. She
continued, "Anne, the fool—you know whom | mean—the queen—ordered me to
Windsor without giving any reason. When | arrived she was closeted with her idiot of a



Chancellor. But how did you contrive to obtain access to me? That's what | call being a
man. Obstacles, indeed! there are no such things. You come at a call. You found
things out. My name, the Duchess Josiana, you knew, | fancy. Who was it brought you
in? No doubt it was the page. Oh, he is clever! | will give him a hundred guineas. Which
way did you get in? Tell me! No, don't tell me; | don't want to know. Explanations
diminish interest. | prefer the marvellous, and you are hideous enough to be
wonderful. You have fallen from the highest heavens, or you have risen from the
depths of hell through the devil's trap-door. Nothing can be more natural. The ceiling
opened or the floor yawned. A descent in a cloud, or an ascent in a mass of fire and
brimstone, that is how you have travelled. You have a right to enter like the gods.
Agreed; you are my lover."

Gwynplaine was scared, and listened, his mind growing more irresolute every
moment. Now all was certain. Impossible to have any further doubt. That letter! the
woman confirmed its meaning. Gwynplaine the lover and the beloved of a duchess!
Mighty pride, with its thousand baleful heads, stirred his wretched heart. Vanity, that
powerful agent within us, works us measureless evil.

The duchess went on, "Since you are here, itis so decreed. | ask nothing more. There
is some one on high, orin hell, who brings us together. The betrothal of Styx and
Aurora! Unbridled ceremonies beyond all laws! The very day | first saw you | said, 'lt is
he!' I recognize him. He is the monster of my dreams. He shall be mine. We should
give destiny a helping hand. Therefore | wrote to you. One question, Gwynplaine: do
you believe in predestination? For my part, | have believed in it since | read, in Cicero,
Scipio's dream. Ah! I did not observe it. Dressed like a gentleman! You in fine clothes!
Why not? You are a mountebank. All the more reason. Ajuggler is as good as a lord.
Moreover, what are lords? Clowns. You have a noble figure; you are magnificently
made. It is wonderful that you should be here. When did you arrive? How long have
you been here? Did you see me naked? | am beautiful, am | not? | was going to take my
bath. Oh, how | love you! You read my letter! Did you read it yourself? Did any one read
it to you? Can you read? Probably you are ignorant. | ask questions, but don't answer
them. | don't like the sound of your voice. It is soft. An extraordinary thing like you
should snarl, and not speak. You sing harmoniously. | hate it. It is the only thing about
you that | do not like. All the rest is terrible—is grand. In India you would be a god.
Were you born with that frightful laugh on your face? No! No doubt it is a penal brand. |
do hope you have committed some crime. Come to my arms."

She sank on the couch, and made him sit beside her. They found themselves close
together unconsciously. What she said passed over Gwynplaine like a mighty storm.
He hardly understood the meaning of her whirlwind of words. Her eyes were full of



admiration. She spoke tumultuously, frantically, with a voice broken and tender. Her
words were music, but their music was to Gwynplaine as a hurricane. Again she fixed
her gaze upon him and continued,—

"I feel degraded in your presence, and oh, what happiness that is! How insipid it is to
be a grandee! | am noble; what can be more tiresome? Disgrace is a comfort. | am so
satiated with respect that | long for contempt. We are all a little erratic, from Venus,
Cleopatra, Mesdames de Chevreuse and de Longueville, down to myself. | will make a
display of you, | declare. Here's a love affair which will be a blow to my family, the
Stuarts. Ah! | breathe again. | have discovered a secret. | am clear of royalty. To be free
from its trammels is indeed deliverance. To break down, defy, make and destroy at
will, that is true enjoyment. Listen, | love you."

She paused; then with a frightful smile went on, "l love you, not only because you are
deformed, but because you are low. | love monsters, and | love mountebanks. A lover
despised, mocked, grotesque, hideous, exposed to laughter on that pillory called a
theatre, has for me an extraordinary attraction. It is tasting the fruit of hell. An
infamous lover, how exquisite! To taste the apple, not of Paradise, but of hell—such is
my temptation. It is for that | hunger and thirst. | am that Eve, the Eve of the depths.
Probably you are, unknown to yourself, a devil. | am in love with a nightmare. You are a
moving puppet, of which the strings are pulled by a spectre. You are the incarnation of
infernal mirth. You are the master | require. | wanted a lover such as those of Medea
and Canidia. | felt sure that some night would bring me such a one. You are all that |
want. | am talking of a heap of things of which you probably know nothing.
Gwynplaine, hitherto | have remained untouched; | give myself to you, pure as a
burning ember. You evidently do not believe me; but if you only knew how little | care!"

Her words flowed like a volcanic eruption. Pierce Mount Etna, and you may obtain
some idea of that jet of fiery eloquence.

Gwynplaine stammered, "Madame—"

She placed her hand on his mouth. "Silence," she said. "l am studying you. | am
unbridled desire, immaculate. | am a vestal bacchante. No man has known me, and |
might be the virgin pythoness at Delphos, and have under my naked foot the bronze
tripod, where the priests lean their elbows on the skin of the python, whispering
questions to the invisible god. My heart is of stone, but itis like those mysterious
pebbles which the sea washes to the foot of the rock called Huntly Nabb, at the
mouth of the Tees, and which if broken are found to contain a serpent. That serpentis
my love—a love which is all-powerful, for it has brought you to me. An impossible



distance was between us. | was in Sirius, and you were in Allioth. You have crossed the
immeasurable space, and here you are. 'Tis well. Be silent. Take me."

She ceased; he trembled. Then she went on, smiling, "You see, Gwynplaine, to dream
is to create; to desire is to summon. To build up the chimera is to provoke the reality.
The all-powerful and terrible mystery will not be defied. It produces result. You are
here. Do | dare to lose caste? Yes. Do | dare to be your mistress—your concubine—
your slave—your chattel? Joyfully. Gwynplaine, | am woman. Woman is clay longing to
become mire. | want to despise myself. That lends a zest to pride. The alloy of
greatness is baseness. They combine in perfection. Despise me, you who are
despised. Nothing can be better. Degradation on degradation. What joy! | pluck the
double blossom of ignominy. Trample me under foot. You will only love me the more. |
am sure of it. Do you understand why | idolize you? Because | despise you. You are so
immeasurably below me that | place you on an altar. Bring the highest and lowest
depths together, and you have Chaos, and | delight in Chaos—Chaos, the beginning
and end of everything. What is Chaos? A huge blot. Out of that blot God made light,
and out of that sink the world. You don't know how perverse | can be. Knead a star in
mud, and you will have my likeness."

She went on,—

"A wolf to all beside; a faithful dog to you. How astonished they will all be! The
astonishment of fools is amusing. | understand myself. Am | a goddess? Amphitrite
gave herself to the Cyclops. Fluctivoma Amphitrite. Am | a fairy? Urgele gave herself to
Bugryx, a winged man, with eight webbed hands. Am | a princess? Marie Stuart had
Rizzio. Three beauties, three monsters. | am greater than they, for you are lower than
they. Gwynplaine, we were made for one another. The monster that you are outwardly,
I am within. Thence my love for you. A caprice? Just so. What is a hurricane but a
caprice? Our stars have a certain affinity. Together we are things of night—you in your
face, | in my mind. As your countenance is defaced, so is my mind. You, in your turn,
create me. You come, and my real soul shows itself. | did not know it. It is astonishing.
Your coming has evoked the hydra in me, who am a goddess. You reveal my real
nature. See how | resemble you. Look at me as if | were a mirror. Your face is my mind.
I did not know | was so terrible. | am also, then, a monster. O Gwynplaine, you do
amuse me!"

She laughed, a strange and childlike laugh; and, putting her mouth close to his ear,
whispered,—

"Do you want to see a mad woman? look at me."



She poured her searching look into Gwynplaine. A look is a philtre. Her loosened robe
provoked a thousand dangerous feelings. Blind, animal ecstasy was invading his
mind—ecstasy combined with agony. Whilst she spoke, though he felt her words like
burning coals, his blood froze within his veins. He had not strength to utter a word.

She stopped, and looked at him.
"O monster!" she cried. She grew wild.
Suddenly she seized his hands.

"Gwynplaine, | am the throne; you are the footstool. Let us join on the same level. Oh,
how happy | am in my fall! | wish all the world could know how abject | am become. It
would bow down all the lower. The more man abhors, the more does he cringe. Itis
human nature. Hostile, but reptile; dragon, but worm. Oh, | am as depraved as are the
gods! They can never say that | am not a king's bastard. | act like a queen. Who was
Rodope but a queen loving Pteh, a man with a crocodile's head? She raised the third
pyramid in his honour. Penthesilea loved the centaur, who, being now a star, is named
Sagittarius. And what do you say about Anne of Austria? Mazarin was ugly enough!
Now, you are not only ugly; you are deformed. Ugliness is mean, deformity is grand.
Ugliness is the devil's grin behind beauty; deformity is the reverse of sublimity. It is the
back view. Olympus has two aspects. One, by day, shows Apollo; the other, by night,
shows Polyphemus. You—you are a Titan. You would be Behemoth in the forests,
Leviathan in the deep, and Typhon in the sewer. You surpass everything. There is the
trace of lightning in your deformity; your face has been battered by the thunderbolt.
The jagged contortion of forked lightning has imprinted its mark on your face. It struck
you and passed on. A mighty and mysterious wrath has, in a fit of passion, cemented
your spiritin a terrible and superhuman form. Hell is a penal furnace, where the iron
called Fatality is raised to a white heat. You have been branded with it. To love you is to
understand grandeur. | enjoy that triumph. To be in love with Apollo—a fine effort,
forsooth! Glory is to be measured by the astonishment it creates. | love you. | have
dreamt of you night after night. This is my palace. You shall see my gardens. There are
fresh springs under the shrubs; arbours for lovers; and beautiful groups of marble
statuary by Bernini. Flowers! there are too many—during the spring the place is on fire
with roses. Did | tell you that the queen is my sister? Do what you like with me. | am
made for Jupiter to kiss my feet, and for Satan to spit in my face. Are you of any
religion? | am a Papist. My father, James Il., died in France, surrounded by Jesuits. |
have never felt before as | feel now that | am near you. Oh, how | should like to pass
the evening with you, in the midst of music, both reclining on the same cushion, under



a purple awning, in a gilded gondola on the soft expanse of ocean! Insult me, beat me,
kick me, cuff me, treat me like a brute! | adore you."

Caresses canroar. If you doubt it, observe the lion's. The woman was horrible, and yet
full of grace. The effect was tragic. First he felt the claw, then the velvet of the paw. A
feline attack, made up of advances and retreats. There was death as well as sportin
this game of come and go. She idolized him, but arrogantly. The result was contagious
frenzy. Fatal language, at once inexpressible, violent, and sweet. The insulter did not
insult; the adorer outraged the object of adoration. She, who buffeted, deified him.
Her tones imparted to her violent yet amorous words an indescribable Promethean
grandeur. According to A£schylus, in the orgies in honour of the great goddess the
women were smitten by this evil frenzy when they pursued the satyrs under the stars.
Such paroxysms raged in the mysterious dances in the grove of Dodona. This woman
was as if transfigured—if, indeed, we can term that transfiguration which is the
antithesis of heaven.

Her hair quivered like a mane; her robe opened and closed. The sunshine of the blue
eye mingled with the fire of the black one. She was unearthly.

Gwynplaine, giving way, felt himself vanquished by the deep subtilty of this attack.
"l love you!" she cried. And she bit him with a kiss.

Homeric clouds were, perhaps, about to be required to encompass Gwynplaine and
Josiana, as they did Jupiter and Juno. For Gwynplaine to be loved by a woman who
could see and who saw him, to feel on his deformed mouth the pressure of divine lips,
was exquisite and maddening. Before this woman, full of enigmas, all else faded away
in his mind. The remembrance of Dea struggled in the shadows with weak cries. There
is an antique bas-relief representing the Sphinx devouring a Cupid. The wings of the
sweet celestial are bleeding between the fierce, grinning fangs.

Did Gwynplaine love this woman? Has man, like the globe, two poles? Are we, on our
inflexible axis, a moving sphere, a star when seen from afar, mud when seen more
closely, in which night alternates with day? Has the heart two aspects—one on which
its love is poured forth in light; the other in darkness? Here a woman of light, there a
woman of the sewer. Angels are necessary. Is it possible that demons are also
essential? Has the soul the wings of the bat? Does twilight fall fatally for all? Is sin an
integral and inevitable part of our destiny? Must we accept evil as part and portion of
our whole? Do we inherit sin as a debt? What awful subjects for thought!



Yet a voice tells us that weakness is a crime. Gwynplaine's feelings are not to be
described. The flesh, life, terror, lust, an overwhelming intoxication of spirit, and all
the shame possible to pride. Was he about to succumb?

She repeated, "l love you!" and flung her frenzied arms around him. Gwynplaine
panted.

Suddenly close at hand there rang, clear and distinct, a little bell. It was the little bell
inside the wall. The duchess, turning her head, said,—

"What does she want of me?"

Quickly, with the noise of a spring door, the silver panel, with the golden crown chased
on it, opened. A compartment of a shaft, lined with royal blue velvet, appeared, and
on a golden salver a letter. The letter, broad and weighty, was placed so as to exhibit
the seal, which was a large impression in red wax. The bell continued to tinkle. The
open panel almost touched the couch where the duchess and Gwynplaine were
sitting.

Leaning over, but still keeping her arm round his neck, she took the letter from the
plate, and touched the panel. The compartment closed in, and the bell ceased

ringing.

The duchess broke the seal, and, opening the envelope, drew out two documents
contained therein, and flung it on the floor at Gwynplaine's feet. The impression of the
broken seal was still decipherable, and Gwynplaine could distinguish a royal crown
over the initial A. The torn envelope lay open before him, so that he could read, "To Her
Grace the Duchess Josiana." The envelope had contained both vellum and parchment.
The former was a small, the latter a large document. On the parchment was a large
Chancery seal in green wax, called Lords' sealing-wax.

The face of the duchess, whose bosom was palpitating, and whose eyes were
swimming with passion, became overspread with a slight expression of
dissatisfaction.

"Ah!" she said. "What does she send me? A lot of papers! What a spoil-sport that
woman is!"

Pushing aside the parchment, she opened the vellum.

"It is her handwriting. It is my sister's hand. It is quite provoking. Gwynplaine, | asked
you if you could read. Can you?"

Gwynplaine nodded assent.



She stretched herself at full length on the couch, carefully drew her feet and arms
under her robe, with a whimsical affectation of modesty, and, giving Gwynplaine the
vellum, watched him with an impassioned look.

"Well, you are mine. Begin your duties, my beloved. Read me what the queen writes."

Gwynplaine took the vellum, unfolded it, and, in a voice tremulous with many
emotions, began to read:—

"MADAM,—We are graciously pleased to send to you herewith, sealed and signed by
our trusty and well-beloved William Cowper, Lord High Chancellor of England, a copy
of a report showing forth the very important fact that the legitimate son of Linnseus
Lord Clancharlie has just been discovered and recognized, bearing the name of
Gwynplaine, in the lowest rank of a wandering and vagabond life, among strollers and
mountebanks. His false position dates from his earliest days. In accordance with the
laws of the country, and in virtue of his hereditary rights, Lord Fermain Clancharlie,
son of Lord Linneeus, will be this day admitted, and installed in his position in the
House of Lords. Therefore, having regard to your welfare, and wishing to preserve for
your use the property and estates of Lord Clancharlie of Hunkerville, we substitute
him in the place of Lord David Dirry-Moir, and recommend him to your good graces.
We have caused Lord Fermain to be conducted to Corleone Lodge. We will and
command, as sister and as Queen, that the said Fermain Lord Clancharlie, hitherto
called Gwynplaine, shall be your husband, and that you shall marry him. Such is our
royal pleasure."

While Gwynplaine, in tremulous tones which varied at almost every word, was reading
the document, the duchess, half risen from the couch, listened with fixed attention.
When Gwynplaine finished, she snatched the letter from his hands.

"Anne R," she murmured in a tone of abstraction. Then picking up from the floor the
parchment she had thrown down, she ran her eye over it. It was the confession of the
shipwrecked crew of the Matutina, embodied in a report signed by the sheriff of
Southwark and by the lord chancellor.

Having perused the report, she read the queen's letter over again. Then she said, "Be it
s0." And calmly pointing with her finger to the door of the gallery through which he had
entered, she added, "Begone."

Gwynplaine was petrified, and remained immovable. She repeated, inicy tones,
"Since you are my husband, begone." Gwynplaine, speechless, and with eyes
downcast like a criminal, remained motionless. She added, "You have no right to be
here; itis my lover's place." Gwynplaine was like a man transfixed. "Very well," said



she; "I must go myself. So you are my husband. Nothing can be better. | hate you." She
rose, and with an indescribably haughty gesture of adieu left the room. The curtain in
the doorway of the gallery fell behind her.

CHAPTER V.

THEY RECOGNIZE, BUT DO NOT KNOW, EACH OTHER.

Gwynplaine was alone—alone, and in the presence of the tepid bath and the deserted
couch. The confusion in his mind had reached its culminating point. His thoughts no
longer resembled thoughts. They overflowed and ran riot; it was the anguish of a
creature wrestling with perplexity. He felt as if he were awaking from a horrid
nightmare. The entrance into unknown spheres is no simple matter.

From the time he had received the duchess's letter, brought by the page, a series of
surprising adventures had befallen Gwynplaine, each one less intelligible than the
other. Up to this time, though in a dream, he had seen things clearly. Now he could
only grope his way. He no longer thought, nor even dreamed. He collapsed. He sank
down upon the couch which the duchess had vacated.

Suddenly he heard a sound of footsteps, and those of a man. The noise came from the
opposite side of the gallery to that by which the duchess had departed. The man
approached, and his footsteps, though deadened by the carpet, were clear and
distinct. Gwynplaine, in spite of his abstraction, listened.

Suddenly, beyond the silver web of curtain which the duchess had left partly open, a
door, evidently concealed by the painted glass, opened wide, and there came floating
into the room the refrain of an old French song, carolled at the top of a manly and
joyous voice,—

"Trois petits gorets sur leur fumier
Juraient comme de porteurs de chaise,"

and a man entered. He wore a sword by his side, a magnificent naval uniform, covered
with gold lace, and held in his hand a plumed hat with loops and cockade.
Gwynplaine sprang up erect as if moved by springs. He recognized the man, and was,



in turn, recognized by him. From their astonished lips came, simultaneously, this
double exclamation:—

"Gwynplaine!"
"Tom-Jim-Jack!"

The man with the plumed hat advanced towards Gwynplaine, who stood with folded
arms.

"What are you doing here, Gwynplaine?"
"And you, Tom-Jim-Jack, what are you doing here?"

"Oh! lunderstand. Josiana! a caprice. A mountebank and a monster! The double
attraction is too powerful to be resisted. You disguised yourself in order to get here,
Gwynplaine?"

"And you, too, Tom-Jim-Jack?"

"Gwynplaine, what does this gentleman's dress mean?"
"Tom-Jim-Jack, what does that officer's uniform mean?"
"Gwynplaine, | answer no questions."

"Neither do I, Tom-Jim-Jack."

"Gwynplaine, my name is not Tom-Jim-Jack."
"Tom-Jim-Jack, my name is not Gwynplaine."
"Gwynplaine, | am here in my own house."

"l am here in my own house, Tom-Jim-Jack."

"l will not have you echo my words. You are ironical; but I've got a cane. An end to your
jokes, you wretched fool."

Gwynplaine became ashy pale. "You are a fool yourself, and you shall give me
satisfaction for this insult."

"In your booth as much as you like, with fisticuffs."
"Here, and with swords?"

"My friend Gwynplaine, the sword is a weapon for gentlemen. With it | can only fight
my equals. At fisticuffs we are equal, but not so with swords. At the Tadcaster Inn



Tom-Jim-Jack could box with Gwynplaine; at Windsor the case is altered. Understand
this: 1 am a rear-admiral."

"And | am a peer of England."

The man whom Gwynplaine recognized as Tom-Jim-Jack burst out laughing. "Why not
a king? Indeed, you are right. An actor plays every part. You'll tell me next that you are
Theseus, Duke of Athens."

"I am a peer of England, and we are going to fight."

"Gwynplaine, this becomes tiresome. Don't play with one who can order you to be
flogged. | am Lord David Dirry-Moir."

"And | am Lord Clancharlie."
Again Lord David burst out laughing.

"Well said! Gwynplaine is Lord Clancharlie. That is indeed the name the man must
bear who is to win Josiana. Listen. | forgive you; and do you know the reason? It's
because we are both lovers of the same woman."

The curtain in the door was lifted, and a voice exclaimed, "You are the two husbands,
my lords."

They turned.
"Barkilphedro!" cried Lord David.

It was indeed he; he bowed low to the two lords, with a smile on his face. Some few
paces behind him was a gentleman with a stern and dignified countenance, who
carried in his hand a black wand. This gentleman advanced, and, bowing three times
to Gwynplaine, said, "l am the Usher of the Black Rod. | come to fetch your lordship, in
obedience to her Majesty's commands."

BOOK THE EIGHTH.

THE CAPITOL AND THINGS AROUND IT.



CHAPTERI.

ANALYSIS OF MAJESTIC MATTERS.

Irresistible Fate ever carrying him forward, which had now for so many hours
showered its surprises on Gwynplaine, and which had transported him to Windsor,
transferred him again to London. Visionary realities succeeded each other without a
moment's intermission. He could not escape from their influence. Freed from one he
met another. He had scarcely time to breathe. Any one who has seen a juggler
throwing and catching balls can judge the nature of fate. Those rising and falling
projectiles are like men tossed in the hands of Destiny—projectiles and playthings.

On the evening of the same day, Gwynplaine was an actor in an extraordinary scene.
He was seated on a bench covered with fleurs-de-lis; over his silken clothes he wore a
robe of scarlet velvet, lined with white silk, with a cape of ermine, and on his
shoulders two bands of ermine embroidered with gold. Around him were men of all
ages, young and old, seated like him on benches covered with fleurs-de-Llis, and
dressed like him in ermine and purple. In front of him other men were kneeling,
clothed in black silk gowns. Some of them were writing; opposite, and a short
distance from him, he observed steps, a raised platform, a dais, a large escutcheon
glittering between a lion and a unicorn, and at the top of the steps, on the platform
under the dais, resting against the escutcheon, was a gilded chair with a crown over it.
This was a throne—the throne of Great Britain.

Gwynplaine, himself a peer of England, was in the House of Lords. How Gwynplaine's
introduction to the House of Lords came about, we will now explain. Throughout the
day, from morning to night, from Windsor to London, from Corleone Lodge to
Westminster Hall, he had step by step mounted higher in the social grade. At each
step he grew giddier. He had been conveyed from Windsor in a royal carriage with a
peer's escort. There is not much difference between a guard of honour and a
prisoner's. On that day, travellers on the London and Windsor road saw a galloping
cavalcade of gentlemen pensioners of her Majesty's household escorting two
carriages drawn at a rapid pace. In the first carriage sat the Usher of the Black Rod, his
wand in his hand. In the second was to be seen a large hat with white plumes,
throwing into shadow and hiding the face underneath it. Who was it who was thus
being hurried on—a prince, a prisoner? It was Gwynplaine.



It looked as if they were conducting some one to the Tower, unless, indeed, they were
escorting him to the House of Lords. The queen had done things well. As it was for her
future brother-in-law, she had provided an escort from her own household. The officer
of the Usher of the Black Rod rode on horseback at the head of the cavalcade. The
Usher of the Black Rod carried, on a cushion placed on a seat of the carriage, a black
portfolio stamped with the royal crown. At Brentford, the last relay before London, the
carriages and escort halted. A four-horse carriage of tortoise-shell, with two
postilions, a coachman in a wig, and four footmen, was in waiting. The wheels, steps,
springs, pole, and all the fittings of this carriage were gilt. The horses' harness was of
silver. This state coach was of an ancient and extraordinary shape, and would have
been distinguished by its grandeur among the fifty-one celebrated carriages of which
Roubo has left us drawings.

The Usher of the Black Rod and his officer alighted. The latter, having lifted the
cushion, on which rested the royal portfolio, from the seat in the postchaise, carried it
on outstretched hands, and stood behind the Usher. He first opened the door of the
empty carriage, then the door of that occupied by Gwynplaine, and, with downcast
eyes, respectfully invited him to descend. Gwynplaine left the chaise, and took his
seat in the carriage. The Usher carrying the rod, and the officer supporting the
cushion, followed, and took their places on the low front seat provided for pages in old
state coaches. The inside of the carriage was lined with white satin trimmed with
Binche silk, with tufts and tassels of silver. The roof was painted with armorial
bearings. The postilions of the chaises they were leaving were dressed in the royal
livery. The attendants of the carriage they now entered wore a different but very
magnificent livery.

Gwynplaine, in spite of his bewildered state, in which he felt quite overcome,
remarked the gorgeously-attired footmen, and asked the Usher of the Black Rod,—

"Whose livery is that?"
He answered,—
"Yours, my lord."

The House of Lords was to sit that evening. Curia erat serena, run the old records. In
England parliamentary work is by preference undertaken at night. It once happened
that Sheridan began a speech at midnight and finished it at sunrise.

The two postchaises returned to Windsor. Gwynplaine's carriage set out for London.
This ornamented four-horse carriage proceeded at a walk from Brentford to London,
as befitted the dignity of the coachman. Gwynplaine's servitude to ceremony was



beginning in the shape of his solemn-looking coachman. The delay was, moreover,
apparently prearranged; and we shall see presently its probable motive.

Night was falling, though it was not quite dark, when the carriage stopped at the King's
Gate, a large sunken door between two turrets connecting Whitehall with
Westminster. The escort of gentlemen pensioners formed a circle around the carriage.
A footman jumped down from behind it and opened the door. The Usher of the Black
Rod, followed by the officer carrying the cushion, got out of the carriage, and
addressed Gwynplaine.

"My lord, be pleased to alight. | beg your lordship to keep your hat on."

Gwynplaine wore under his travelling cloak the suit of black silk, which he had not
changed since the previous evening. He had no sword. He left his cloakin the
carriage. Under the arched way of the King's Gate there was a small side door raised
some few steps above the road. In ceremonial processions the greatest personage
never walks first.

The Usher of the Black Rod, followed by his officer, walked first; Gwynplaine followed.
They ascended the steps, and entered by the side door. Presently they were in a wide,
circular room, with a pillar in the centre, the lower part of a turret. The room, being on
the ground floor, was lighted by narrow windows in the pointed arches, which served
but to make darkness visible. Twilight often lends solemnity to a scene. Obscurity is in
itself majestic.

In this room, thirteen men, disposed in ranks, were standing—three in the front row,
six in the second row, and four behind. In the front row one wore a crimson velvet
gown; the other two, gowns of the same colour, but of satin. All three had the arms of
England embroidered on their shoulders. The second rank wore tunics of white silk,
each one having a different coat of arms emblazoned in front. The last row were clad
in black silk, and were thus distinguished. The first wore a blue cape. The second had
a scarlet St. George embroidered in front. The third, two embroidered crimson
crosses, in front and behind. The fourth had a collar of black sable fur. All were
uncovered, wore wigs, and carried swords. Their faces were scarcely visible in the dim
light, neither could they see Gwynplaine's face.

The Usher of the Black Rod, raising his wand, said,—

"My Lord Fermain Clancharlie, Baron Clancharlie and Hunkerville, I, the Usher of the
Black Rod, first officer of the presence chamber, hand your lordship over to Garter
King-at-Arms."



The person clothed in velvet, quitting his place in the ranks, bowed to the ground
before Gwynplaine, and said,—

"My Lord Fermain Clancharlie, | am Garter, Principal King-at-Arms of England. | am the
officer appointed and installed by his grace the Duke of Norfolk, hereditary Earl
Marshal. | have sworn obedience to the king, peers, and knights of the garter. The day
of my installation, when the Earl Marshal of England anointed me by pouring a goblet
of wine on my head, | solemnly promised to be attentive to the nobility; to avoid bad
company; to excuse, rather than accuse, gentlefolks; and to assist widows and virgins.
Itis | who have the charge of arranging the funeral ceremonies of peers, and the
supervision of their armorial bearings. | place myself at the orders of your lordship."

The first of those wearing satin tunics, having bowed deeply, said,—

"My lord, | am Clarenceaux, Second King-at-Arms of England. | am the officer who
arranges the obsequies of nobles below the rank of peers. | am at your lordship's
disposal.”

The other wearer of the satin tunic bowed and spoke thus,—
"My lord, | am Norroy, Third King-at-Arms of England. Command me."

The second row, erect and without bowing, advanced a pace. The right-hand man
said,—

"My lord, we are the six Dukes-at-Arms of England. | am York."

Then each of the heralds, or Dukes-at-Arms, speaking in turn, proclaimed his title.
"l am Lancaster."

"l am Richmond."

"lam Chester."

"lam Somerset."

"l am Windsor."

The coats of arms embroidered on their breasts were those of the counties and towns
from which they took their names.

The third rank, dressed in black, remained silent. Garter King-at-Arms, pointing them
out to Gwynplaine, said,—

"My lord, these are the four Pursuivants-at-Arms. Blue Mantle."



The man with the blue cape bowed.

"Rouge Dragon."

He with the St. George inclined his head.
"Rouge Croix."

He with the scarlet crosses saluted.

"Portcullis."

He with the sable fur collar made his obeisance.

On a sign from the King-at-Arms, the first of the pursuivants, Blue Mantle, stepped
forward and received from the officer of the Usher the cushion of silver cloth and
crown-emblazoned portfolio. And the King-at-Arms said to the Usher of the Black
Rod,—

"Proceed; | leave in your hands the introduction of his lordship!"

The observance of these customs, and also of others which will now be described,
were the old ceremonies in use prior to the time of Henry VIIl., and which Anne for
some time attempted to revive. There is nothing like it in existence now. Nevertheless,
the House of Lords thinks that it is unchangeable; and, if Conservatism exists
anywhere, itis there.

It changes, nevertheless. E pur si muove. For instance, what has become of the may-
pole, which the citizens of London erected on the 1st of May, when the peers went
down to the House? The last one was erected in 1713. Since then the may-pole has
disappeared. Disuse.

Outwardly, unchangeable; inwardly, mutable. Take, for example, the title of Albemarle.
It sounds eternal. Yet it has been through six different families—QOdo, Mandeuville,
Bethune, Plantagenet, Beauchamp, Monck. Under the title of Leicester five different
names have been merged—Beaumont, Breose, Dudley, Sydney, Coke. Under Lincoln,
six; under Pembroke, seven. The families change, under unchanging titles. A
superficial historian believes in immutability. In reality it does not exist. Man can never
be more than a wave; humanity is the ocean.

Aristocracy is proud of what women consider a reproach—age! Yet both cherish the
same illusion, that they do not change. It is probable the House of Lords will not
recognize itself in the foregoing description, nor yet in that which follows, thus
resembling the once pretty woman, who objects to having any wrinkles. The mirror is



ever a scapegoat, yet its truths cannot be contested. To portray exactly, constitutes
the duty of a historian. The King-at-Arms, turning to Gwynplaine, said,—

"Be pleased to follow me, my lord." And added, "You will be saluted. Your lordship, in
returning the salute, will be pleased merely to raise the brim of your hat."

They moved off, in procession, towards a door at the far side of the room. The Usher of
the Black Rod walked in front; then Blue Mantle, carrying the cushion; then the King-
at-Arms; and after him came Gwynplaine, wearing his hat. The rest, kings-at-arms,
heralds, and pursuivants, remained in the circular room. Gwynplaine, preceded by the
Usher of the Black Rod, and escorted by the King-at-Arms, passed from room to room,
in a direction which it would now be impossible to trace, the old Houses of Parliament
having been pulled down. Amongst others, he crossed that Gothic state chamber in
which took place the last meeting of James |l. and Monmouth, and whose walls
witnessed the useless debasement of the cowardly nephew at the feet of his
vindictive uncle. On the walls of this chamber hung, in chronological order, nine fell-
length portraits of former peers, with their dates—Lord Nansladron, 1305; Lord Baliol,
1306; Lord Benestede, 1314; Lord Cantilupe, 1356; Lord Montbegon, 1357; Lord
Tibotot, 1373; Lord Zouch of Codnor, 1615; Lord Bella-Aqua, with no date; Lord Harren
and Surrey, Count of Blois, also without date.

It being now dark, lamps were burning at intervals in the galleries. Brass chandeliers,
with wax candles, illuminated the rooms, lighting them like the side aisles of a church.
None but officials were present. In one room, which the procession crossed, stood,
with heads respectfully lowered, the four clerks of the signet, and the Clerk of the
Council. In another room stood the distinguished Knight Banneret, Philip Sydenham of
Brympton in Somersetshire. The Knight Banneret is a title conferred in time of war,
under the unfurled royal standard. In another room was the senior baronet of England,
Sir Edmund Bacon of Suffolk, heir of Sir Nicholas Bacon, styled, Primus baronetorum
Anglicae. Behind Sir Edmund was an armour-bearer with an arquebus, and an esquire
carrying the arms of Ulster, the baronets being the hereditary defenders of the
province of Ulster in Ireland. In another room was the Chancellor of the Exchequer,
with his four accountants, and the two deputies of the Lord Chamberlain, appointed
to cleave the tallies.[21]

At the entrance of a corridor covered with matting, which was the communication
between the Lower and the Upper House, Gwynplaine was saluted by Sir Thomas
Mansell of Margam, Comptroller of the Queen's Household and Member for
Glamorgan; and at the exit from the corridor by a deputation of one for every two of the
Barons of the Cinque Ports, four on the right and four on the left, the Cinque Ports


https://gutenberg.org/cache/epub/12587/pg12587-images.html#note-21

being eight in number. William Hastings did obeisance for Hastings; Matthew Aylmor,
for Dover; Josias Burchett, for Sandwich; Sir Philip Boteler, for Hythe; John Brewer, for
New Rumney; Edward Southwell, for the town of Rye; James Hayes, for Winchelsea;
George Nailor, for Seaford. As Gwynplaine was about to return the salute, the King-at-
Arms reminded him in a low voice of the etiquette, "Only the brim of your hat, my lord."
Gwynplaine did as directed. He now entered the so-called Painted Chamber, in which
there was no painting, except a few of saints, and amongst them St. Edward, in the
high arches of the long and deep-pointed windows, which were divided by what
formed the ceiling of Westminster Hall and the floor of the Painted Chamber. On the
far side of the wooden barrier which divided the room from end to end, stood the three
Secretaries of State, men of mark. The functions of the first of these officials
comprised the supervision of all affairs relating to the south of England, Ireland, the
Colonies, France, Switzerland, Italy, Spain, Portugal, and Turkey. The second had
charge of the north of England, and watched affairs in the Low Countries, Germany,
Denmark, Sweden, Poland, and Russia. The third, a Scot, had charge of Scotland. The
two first-mentioned were English, one of them being the Honourable Robert Harley,
Member for the borough of New Radnor. A Scotch member, Mungo Graham, Esquire, a
relation of the Duke of Montrose, was present. All bowed, without speaking, to
Gwynplaine, who returned the salute by touching his hat. The barrier-keeper lifted the
wooden arm which, pivoting on a hinge, formed the entrance to the far side of the
Painted Chamber, where stood the long table, covered with green cloth, reserved for
peers. A branch of lighted candles stood on the table. Gwynplaine, preceded by the
Usher of the Black Rod, Garter King-at-Arms, and Blue Mantle, penetrated into this
privileged compartment. The barrier-keeper closed the opening immediately
Gwynplaine had passed. The King-at-Arms, having entered the precincts of the
privileged compartment, halted. The Painted Chamber was a spacious apartment. At
the farther end, upright, beneath the royal escutcheon which was placed between the
two windows, stood two old men, in red velvet robes, with two rows of ermine
trimmed with gold lace on their shoulders, and wearing wigs, and hats with white
plumes. Through the openings of their robes might be detected silk garments and
sword hilts. Motionless behind them stood a man dressed in black silk, holding on
high a great mace of gold surmounted by a crowned lion. It was the Mace-bearer of
the Peers of England. The lion is their crest. Et les Lions ce sont les Barons et li Per,
runs the manuscript chronicle of Bertrand Duguesclin.

The King-at-Arms pointed out the two persons in velvet, and whispered to
Gwynplaine,—



"My lord, these are your equals. Be pleased to return their salute exactly as they make
it. These two peers are barons, and have been named by the Lord Chancellor as your
sponsors. They are very old, and almost blind. They will, themselves, introduce you to
the House of Lords. The first is Charles Mildmay, Lord Fitzwalter, sixth on the roll of
barons; the second is Augustus Arundel, Lord Arundel of Trerice, thirty-eighth on the
roll of barons." The King-at-Arms having advanced a step towards the two old men,
proclaimed "Fermain Clancharlie, Baron Clancharlie, Baron Hunkerville, Marquis of
Corleone in Sicily, greets your lordships!" The two peers raised their hats to the full
extent of the arm, and then replaced them. Gwynplaine did the same. The Usher of
the Black Rod stepped forward, followed by Blue Mantle and Garter King at-Arms. The
Mace-bearer took up his postin front of Gwynplaine, the two peers at his side, Lord
Fitzwalter on the right, and Lord Arundel of Trerice on the left. Lord Arundel, the elder
of the two, was very feeble. He died the following year, bequeathing to his grandson
John, a minor, the title which became extinctin 1768. The procession, leaving the
Painted Chamber, entered a gallery in which were rows of pilasters, and between the
spaces were sentinels, alternately pike-men of England and halberdiers of Scotland.
The Scotch halberdiers were magnificent kilted soldiers, worthy to encounter later on
at Fontenoy the French cavalry, and the royal cuirassiers, whom their colonel thus
addressed: "Messieurs les maitres, assurez vos chapeaux. Nous allons avoir 'honneur
de charger." The captain of these soldiers saluted Gwynplaine, and the peers, his
sponsors, with their swords. The men saluted with their pikes and halberds.

At the end of the gallery shone a large door, so magnificent that its two folds seemed
to be masses of gold. On each side of the door there stood, upright and motionless,
men who were called doorkeepers. Just before you came to this door, the gallery
widened out into a circular space. In this space was an armchair with an immense
back, and on it, judging by his wig and from the amplitude of his robes, was a
distinguished person. It was William Cowper, Lord Chancellor of England. To be able
to cap aroyal infirmity with a similar one has its advantages. William Cowper was
short-sighted. Anne had also defective sight, butin a lesser degree. The near-
sightedness of William Cowper found favour in the eyes of the short-sighted queen,
and induced her to appoint him Lord Chancellor, and Keeper of the Royal Conscience.
William Cowper's upper lip was thin, and his lower one thick—a sign of semi-good-
nature.

This circular space was lighted by a lamp hung from the ceiling. The Lord Chancellor
was sitting gravely in his large armchair; at his right was the Clerk of the Crown, and at
his left the Clerk of the Parliaments.

Each of the clerks had before him an open register and an inkhorn.



Behind the Lord Chancellor was his mace-bearer, holding the mace with the crown on
the top, besides the train-bearer and purse-bearer, in large wigs.

All these officers are still in existence. On a little stand, near the woolsack, was a
sword, with a gold hilt and sheath, and belt of crimson velvet.

Behind the Clerk of the Crown was an officer holding in his hands the coronation robe.

Behind the Clerk of the Parliaments another officer held a second robe, which was
that of a peer.

The robes, both of scarlet velvet, lined with white silk, and having bands of ermine
trimmed with gold lace over the shoulders, were similar, except that the ermine band
was wider on the coronation robe.

The third officer, who was the librarian, carried on a square of Flanders leather the red
book, a little volume, bound in red morocco, containing a list of the peers and
commons, besides a few blank leaves and a pencil, which it was the custom to
present to each new member on his entering the House.

Gwynplaine, between the two peers, his sponsors, brought up the procession, which
stopped before the woolsack.

The two peers, who introduced him, uncovered their heads, and Gwynplaine did
likewise.

The King-at-Arms received from the hands of Blue Mantle the cushion of silver cloth,
knelt down, and presented the black portfolio on the cushion to the Lord Chancellor.

The Lord Chancellor took the black portfolio, and handed it to the Clerk of the
Parliament.

The Clerk received it ceremoniously, and then sat down.
The Clerk of the Parliament opened the portfolio, and arose.

The portfolio contained the two usual messages—the royal patent addressed to the
House of Lords, and the writ of summons.

The Clerk read aloud these two messages, with respectful deliberation, standing.

The writ of summons, addressed to Fermain Lord Clancharlie, concluded with the
accustomed formalities,—

"We strictly enjoin you, on the faith and allegiance that you owe, to come and take
your place in person among the prelates and peers sitting in our Parliament at



Westminster, for the purpose of giving your advice, in all honour and conscience, on
the business of the kingdom and of the church."

The reading of the messages being concluded, the Lord Chancellor raised his voice,—

"The message of the Crown has been read. Lord Clancharlie, does your lordship
renounce transubstantiation, adoration of saints, and the mass?"

Gwynplaine bowed.

"The test has been administered," said the Lord Chancellor.
And the Clerk of the Parliament resumed,—

"His lordship has taken the test."

The Lord Chancellor added,—

"My Lord Clancharlie, you can take your seat."

"So be it," said the two sponsors.

The King-at-Arms rose, took the sword from the stand, and buckled it round
Gwynplaine's waist.

"Ce faict," says the old Norman charter, "le pair prend son espée, et monte aux hauts
siéges, et assiste a l'audience."

Gwynplaine heard a voice behind him which said,—
"l array your lordship in a peer's robe."

At the same time, the officer who spoke to him, who was holding the robe, placed it on
him, and tied the black strings of the ermine cape round his neck.

Gwynplaine, the scarlet robe on his shoulders, and the golden sword by his side, was
attired like the peers on his right and left.

The librarian presented to him the red book, and put it in the pocket of his waistcoat.
The King-at-Arms murmured in his ear,—

"My lord, on entering, will bow to the royal chair."

The royal chair is the throne.

Meanwhile the two clerks were writing, each at his table—one on the register of the
Crown, the other on the register of the House.



Then both—the Clerk of the Crown preceding the other—brought their books to the
Lord Chancellor, who signed them. Having signed the two registers, the Lord
Chancellor rose.

"Fermain Lord Clancharlie, Baron Clancharlie, Baron Hunkerville, Marquis of Corleone
in Sicily, be you welcome among your peers, the lords spiritual and temporal of Great
Britain."

Gwynplaine's sponsors touched his shoulder.

He turned round.

The folds of the great gilded door at the end of the gallery opened.
It was the door of the House of Lords.

Thirty-six hours only had elapsed since Gwynplaine, surrounded by a different
procession, had entered the iron door of Southwark Jail.

What shadowy chimeras had passed, with terrible rapidity through his brain—
chimeras which were hard facts; rapidity, which was a capture by assault!

CHAPTERIII.

IMPARTIALITY.

The creation of an equality with the king, called Peerage, was, in barbarous epochs, a
useful fiction. This rudimentary political expedient produced in France and England
different results. In France, the peer was a mock king; in England, a real prince—less
grand than in France, but more genuine: we might say less, but worse.

Peerage was born in France; the date is uncertain—under Charlemagne, says the
legend; under Robert le Sage, says history, and history is not more to be relied on than
legend. Favin writes: "The King of France wished to attach to himself the great of his
kingdom, by the magnificent title of peers, as if they were his equals."

Peerage soon thrust forth branches, and from France passed over to England.



The English peerage has been a great fact, and almost a mighty institution. It had for
precedent the Saxon wittenagemote. The Danish thane and the Norman vavassour
commingled in the baron. Baron is the same as vir, which is translated into Spanish
by varon, and which signifies, par excellence, "Man." As early as 1075, the barons
made themselves felt by the king—and by what a king! By William the Conqueror. In
1086 they laid the foundation of feudality, and its basis was the "Doomsday Book."
Under John Lackland came conflict. The French peerage took the high hand with Great
Britain, and demanded that the king of England should appear at their bar. Great was
the indignation of the English barons. At the coronation of Philip Augustus, the King of
England, as Duke of Normandy, carried the first square banner, and the Duke of
Guyenne the second. Against this king, a vassal of the foreigner, the War of the Barons
burst forth. The barons imposed on the weak-minded King John Magna Charta, from
which sprang the House of Lords. The pope took part with the king, and
excommunicated the lords. The date was 1215, and the pope was Innocent lll., who
wrote the "Veni, Sancte Spiritus," and who sent to John Lackland the four cardinal
virtues in the shape of four gold rings. The Lords persisted. The duel continued
through many generations. Pembroke struggled. 1248 was the year of "the provisions
of Oxford." Twenty-four barons limited the king's powers, discussed him, and called a
knight from each county to take partin the widened breach. Here was the dawn of the
Commons. Later on, the Lords added two citizens from each city, and two burgesses
from each borough. It arose from this, that up to the time of Elizabeth the peers were
judges of the validity of elections to the House of Commons. From their jurisdiction
sprang the proverb that the members returned ought to be without the three P's—sine
Prece, sine Pretio, sine Poculo. This did not obviate rotten boroughs. In 1293, the
Court of Peers in France had still the King of England under their jurisdiction; and
Philippe le Bel cited Edward I. to appear before him. Edward I. was the king who
ordered his son to boil him down after death, and to carry his bones to the wars.
Under the follies of their kings the Lords felt the necessity of fortifying Parliament.
They divided it into two chambers, the upper and the lower. The Lords arrogantly kept
the supremacy. "If it happens that any member of the Commons should be so bold as
to speak to the prejudice of the House of Lords, he is called to the bar of the House to
be reprimanded, and, occasionally, to be sent to the Tower." There is the same
distinction in voting. In the House of Lords they vote one by one, beginning with the
junior, called the puisne baron. Each peer answers "Content," or "Non-content." In the
Commons they vote together, by "Aye,” or "No," in a crowd. The Commons accuse, the
peers judge. The peers, in their disdain of figures, delegated to the Commons, who
were to profit by it, the superintendence of the Exchequer—thus named, according to
some, after the table-cover, which was like a chess-board; and according to others,



from the drawers of the old safe, where was kept, behind an iron grating, the treasure
of the kings of England. The "Year-Book" dates from the end of the thirteenth century.
In the War of the Roses the weight of the Lords was thrown, now on the side of John of
Gaunt, Duke of Lancaster, now on the side of Edmund, Duke of York. Wat Tyler, the
Lollards, Warwick the King-maker, all that anarchy from which freedom is to spring,
had for foundation, avowed or secret, the English feudal system. The Lords were
usefully jealous of the Crown; for to be jealous is to be watchful. They circumscribed
the royal initiative, diminished the category of cases of high treason, raised up
pretended Richards against Henry IV., appointed themselves arbitrators, judged the
guestion of the three crowns between the Duke of York and Margaret of Anjou, and at
need levied armies, and fought their battles of Shrewsbury, Tewkesbury, and St.
Albans, sometimes winning, sometimes losing. Before this, in the thirteenth century,
they had gained the battle of Lewes, and had driven from the kingdom the four
brothers of the king, bastards of Queen Isabella by the Count de la Marche; all four
usurers, who extorted money from Christians by means of the Jews; half princes, half
sharpers—a thing common enough in more recent times, but not held in good odour
in those days. Up to the fifteenth century the Norman Duke peeped out in the King of
England, and the acts of Parliament were written in French. From the reign of Henry
VII., by the will of the Lords, these were written in English. England, British under Uther
Pendragon; Roman under Caesar; Saxon under the Heptarchy; Danish under Harold;
Norman after William; then became, thanks to the Lords, English. After that she
became Anglican. To have one's religion at home is a great power. A foreign pope drags
down the national life. A Mecca is an octopus, and devours it. In 1534, London bowed
out Rome. The peerage adopted the reformed religion, and the Lords accepted Luther.
Here we have the answer to the excommunication of 1215. It was agreeable to Henry
VIIL.; but, in other respects, the Lords were a trouble to him. As a bulldog to a bear, so
was the House of Lords to Henry VIII. When Wolsey robbed the nation of Whitehall,
and when Henry robbed Wolsey of it, who complained? Four lords—Darcie, of
Chichester; Saint John of Bletsho; and (two Norman names) Mountjoie and
Mounteagle. The king usurped. The peerage encroached. There is somethingin
hereditary power which is incorruptible. Hence the insubordination of the Lords. Even
in Elizabeth's reign the barons were restless. From this resulted the tortures at
Durham. Elizabeth was as a farthingale over an executioner's block. Elizabeth
assembled Parliament as seldom as possible, and reduced the House of Lords to
sixty-five members, amongst whom there was but one marquis (Winchester), and not
a single duke. In France the kings felt the same jealousy and carried out the same
elimination. Under Henry lll. there were no more than eight dukedoms in the peerage,
and it was to the great vexation of the king that the Baron de Mantes, the Baron de



Courcy, the Baron de Coulommiers, the Baron de Chateauneuf-en-Thimerais, the
Baron de la Fere-en-Lardenois, the Baron de Mortagne, and some others besides,
maintained themselves as barons—peers of France. In England the crown saw the
peerage diminish with pleasure. Under Anne, to quote but one example, the peerages
become extinct since the twelfth century amounted to five hundred and sixty-five. The
War of the Roses had begun the extermination of dukes, which the axe of Mary Tudor
completed. This was, indeed, the decapitation of the nobility. To prune away the dukes
was to cut off its head. Good policy, perhaps; but it is better to corrupt than to
decapitate. James |. was of this opinion. He restored dukedoms. He made a duke of
his favourite Villiers, who had made him a pig;[22] a transformation from the duke
feudal to the duke courtier. This sowing was to bring forth a rank harvest: Charles Il.
was to make two of his mistresses duchesses—Barbara of Southampton, and Louise
de la Querouel of Portsmouth. Under Anne there were to be twenty-five dukes, of
whom three were to be foreigners, Cumberland, Cambridge, and Schomberg. Did this
court policy, invented by James |., succeed? No. The House of Peers was irritated by
the effort to shackle it by intrigue. It was irritated against James I., it was irritated
against Charles |., who, we may observe, may have had something to do with the
death of his father, just as Marie de Medicis may have had something to do with the
death of her husband. There was a rupture between Charles |. and the peerage. The
lords who, under James ., had tried at their bar extortion, in the person of Bacon,
under Charles I. tried treason, in the person of Stratford. They had condemned Bacon;
they condemned Stratford. One had lost his honour, the other lost his life. Charles I.
was first beheaded in the person of Stratford. The Lords lent their aid to the
Commons. The king convokes Parliament to Oxford; the revolution convokes it to
London. Forty-four peers side with the King, twenty-two with the Republic. From this
combination of the people with the Lords arose the Bill of Rights—a sketch of the
French Droits de 'homme, a vague shadow flung back from the depths of futurity by
the revolution of France on the revolution of England.

Such were the services of the peerage. Involuntary ones, we admit, and dearly
purchased, because the said peerage is a huge parasite. But considerable services,
nevertheless.

The despotic work of Louis Xl., of Richelieu, and of Louis XIV., the creation of a sultan,
levelling taken for true equality, the bastinado given by the sceptre, the common
abasement of the people, all these Turkish tricks in France the peers prevented in
England. The aristocracy was a wall, banking up the king on one side, sheltering the
people on the other. They redeemed their arrogance towards the people by their
insolence towards the king. Simon, Earl of Leicester, said to Henry lll., "King, thou hast
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lied!" The Lords curbed the crown, and grated against their kings in the tenderest
point, that of venery. Every lord, passing through a royal park, had the right to kill a
deer: in the house of the king the peer was at home; in the Tower of London the scale
of allowance for the king was no more than that for a peer—namely, twelve pounds
sterling per week. This was the House of Lords' doing.

Yet more. We owe to it the deposition of kings. The Lords ousted John Lackland,
degraded Edward Il., deposed Richard Il., broke the power of Henry VI., and made
Cromwell a possibility. What a Louis XIV. there was in Charles I.! Thanks to Cromwell,
it remained latent. By-the-bye, we may here observe that Cromwell himself, though no
historian seems to have noticed the fact, aspired to the peerage. This was why he
married Elizabeth Bouchier, descendant and heiress of a Cromwell, Lord Bouchier,
whose peerage became extinctin 1471, and of a Bouchier, Lord Robesart, another
peerage extinctin 1429. Carried on with the formidable increase of important events,
he found the suppression of a king a shorter way to power than the recovery of a
peerage. A ceremonial of the Lords, at times ominous, could reach even to the king.
Two men-at-arms from the Tower, with their axes on their shoulders, between whom
an accused peer stood at the bar of the house, might have been there in like
attendance on the king as on any other nobleman. For five centuries the House of
Lords acted on a system, and carried it out with determination. They had their days of
idleness and weakness, as, for instance, that strange time when they allowed
themselves to be seduced by the vessels loaded with cheeses, hams, and Greek
wines sent them by Julius Il. The English aristocracy was restless, haughty,
ungovernable, watchful, and patriotically mistrustful. It was that aristocracy which, at
the end of the seventeenth century, by act the tenth of the year 1694, deprived the
borough of Stockbridge, in Hampshire, of the right of sending members to Parliament,
and forced the Commons to declare null the election for that borough, stained by
papistical fraud. It imposed the test on James, Duke of York, and, on his refusal to take
it, excluded him from the throne. He reigned, notwithstanding; but the Lords wound
up by calling him to account and banishing him. That aristocracy has had, in its long
duration, some instinct of progress. It has always given out a certain quantity of
appreciable light, except now towards its end, which is at hand. Under James Il. it
maintained in the Lower House the proportion of three hundred and forty-six
burgesses against ninety-two knights. The sixteen barons, by courtesy, of the Cinque
Ports were more than counterbalanced by the fifty citizens of the twenty-five cities.
Though corrupt and egotistic, that aristocracy was, in some instances, singularly
impartial. It is harshly judged. History keeps all its compliments for the Commons.
The justice of this is doubtful. We consider the part played by the Lords a very great



one. Oligarchy is the independence of a barbarous state, butitis an independence.
Take Poland, for instance, nominally a kingdom, really a republic. The peers of England
held the throne in suspicion and guardianship. Time after time they have made their
power more felt than that of the Commons. They gave check to the king. Thus, in that
remarkable year, 1694, the Triennial Parliament Bill, rejected by the Commons, in
consequence of the objections of William Ill., was passed by the Lords. William lll., in
his irritation, deprived the Earl of Bath of the governorship of Pendennis Castle, and
Viscount Mordaunt of all his offices. The House of Lords was the republic of Venice in
the heart of the royalty of England. To reduce the king to a doge was its object; and in
proportion as it decreased the power of the crown it increased that of the people.
Royalty knew this, and hated the peerage. Each endeavoured to lessen the other.
What was thus lost by each was proportionate profit to the people. Those two blind
powers, monarchy and oligarchy, could not see that they were working for the benefit
of a third, which was democracy. What a delight it was to the crown, in the last
century, to be able to hang a peer, Lord Ferrers!

However, they hung him with a silken rope. How polite!

"They would not have hung a peer of France," the Duke of Richelieu haughtily
remarked. Granted. They would have beheaded him. Still more polite!

Montmorency Tancarville signed himself peer of France and England; thus throwing
the English peerage into the second rank. The peers of France were higher and less
powerful, holding to rank more than to authority, and to precedence more than to
domination. There was between them and the Lords that shade of difference which
separates vanity from pride. With the peers of France, to take precedence of foreign
princes, of Spanish grandees, of Venetian patricians; to see seated on the lower
benches the Marshals of France, the Constable and the Admiral of France, were he
even Comte de Toulouse and son of Louis XIV.; to draw a distinction between duchies
in the male and female line; to maintain the proper distance between a simple comté,
like Armagnac or Albret, and a comté pairie, like Evreux; to wear by right, at five-and-
twenty, the blue ribbon of the Golden Fleece; to counterbalance the Duke de la
Tremoille, the most ancient peer of the court, with the Duke Uzes, the most ancient
peer of the Parliament; to claim as many pages and horses to their carriages as an
elector; to be called monseigneur by the first President; to discuss whether the Duke
de Maine dates his peerage as the Comte d'Eu, from 1458; to cross the grand
chamber diagonally, or by the side—such things were grave matters. Grave matters
with the Lords were the Navigation Act, the Test Act, the enrolment of Europe in the
service of England, the command of the sea, the expulsion of the Stuarts, war with



France. On one side, etiquette above all; on the other, empire above all. The peers of
England had the substance, the peers of France the shadow.

To conclude, the House of Lords was a starting-point; towards civilization this is an
immense thing. It had the honour to found a nation. It was the first incarnation of the
unity of the people: English resistance, that obscure but all-powerful force, was born
in the House of Lords. The barons, by a series of acts of violence against royalty, have
paved the way for its eventual downfall. The House of Lords at the present day is
somewhat sad and astonished at what it has unwillingly and unintentionally done, all
the more thatitis irrevocable.

What are concessions? Restitutions;—and nations know it.
"l grant," says the king.
"I get back my own," says the people.

The House of Lords believed that it was creating the privileges of the peerage, and it
has produced the rights of the citizen. That vulture, aristocracy, has hatched the
eagle's egg of liberty.

And now the egg is broken, the eagle is soaring, the vulture dying.
Aristocracy is at its last gasp; England is growing up.

Still, let us be just towards the aristocracy. It entered the scale against royalty, and
was its counterpoise. It was an obstacle to despotism. It was a barrier. Let us thank
and bury it.



