
  
    
      
    
  


  

  



  Bibliomania


  by Gustave Flaubert


  Preface by A.M.C. Knutsson


  In early 1837 a young promising writer published a novella called ‘Bibliomania’ in the French literary magazine Le Colibri. [1] The young writer’s name was Gustave Flaubert and his novella was inspired by a news article that the 16-year-old had read only a few months earlier.


  In October 1836 an article had appeared in La Gazette des Tribunaux accounting for the wondrous tale of Don Vincente a Catalan monk who after the dissolution of his monastery, Poblet, had become a bookseller in Barcelona. Whilst it was unknown whether Don Vincente could read, he was never seen reading a book, his passion for books was indisputable. It was described that he was very unwilling to part with all but the cheapest of his stock and once a valuable book entered his collection it would most likely never emerge again. Evil gossip circulated about the book dealer and people hinted at a dubious origin for his impressive stock. People suggested that the poor monk might have helped himself to the monastery library contents at the dissolution of Poblet.


  At a book auction in the middle of 1836 a very rare book came up for sale. The book was Furs e Orinacions, printed in 1482 in Valencia by Lamberto Palmar – the first Spanish printer, and it immediately caused a stir. No other copy of this edition was known and any book collector worthy of the name would have made ample sacrifices to be able to add this treasure to their collection. Don Vincente was no different, he is said to have bid furiously at the auction but was in the end beaten by Agustin Patxot, a fellow book dealer.


  However, not even a week after the sale the residents of Barcelona woke up to find Patxot’s shop devoured by flames. When the fire had finally been tamed the body of the bookseller was recovered under the debris of burnt books. It was concluded that he had fallen asleep whilst smoking. During this time several other bodies were also found around Barcelona, they bore no trace of robbing as gold and jewels had been left on the bodies. The nine people that were found had no seeming connection apart from their love of learning and their passion for books.


  An investigation was commenced and by chance a police officer noticed Furs e Orinacions, on one of Don Vincente’s shelves. Remembering the title from all the buzz around the auction, he confronted Don Vincente. The former monk claimed that the book had been sold to him but other dealers insisted that this claim was most unlikely. Further investigations of Don Vincente’s stock revealed books that had belonged to several of the dead men and Vincente was arrested. After first denying his guilt, the article tells us that he finally admitted to the murders on the understanding that his library would remain intact.


  Under questioning the prosecutor asked why Vincente had left Patxot’s money behind when he had taken the Furs e Orinacons. Vincente is said to have answered, "Take money? Me? Am I a thief?" Commenting on why he committed these monstrosities, he answered calmly "Men are mortal. Sooner or later, God calls them back to him. But good books need to be conserved." Don Vincente was condemned to death.[2]


  Gustave Flaubert’s account of Don Vincente’s destiny would not reappear at the printing presses again until 1910 in Oeuvres de Jeunesse Inédites, Vol. 1. However, many other writers would also lace their pens with ink to cover this marvelous story. To these count:


  
    	Le Voleur, no. 60 (Paris, 31 Oct 1836)


    	The Literary Gazette; and Journal of Belles Lettres, Arts, Sciences &c., for the year 1837, (1837)


    	Serapeum (Leipzig), no. 22 (20 Nov 1843)


    	Jules Janin, Le Livre (Paris, 1870), pp. 120-27.


    	P. Blanchemain, Miscellanees Bibliographiques, II (1879)


    	Lang, Andrew, The Library, (1881)


    	Halkett, Lord, ‘Don Vincente, the Assassin Bookseller’, in The Book-Lover, Vol IV, Oct 1903.


    	Jackson, Holbrook, The Story of Don Vincente, (1939)


    	Sander, Max, Bibliomania, Journal of Criminal Law and Criminology (1931-1951), Vol. 34, No 3, (1943)


    	Roland, Charles G., ‘Bibliomania’, JAMA, Vol 212, (1970)


    	Basbanes, Nicholas A., A Gentle Madness- Bibliophiles, Bibliomanes, and the Eternal Passion for Books, (1995)


    	Hoover Bartlett, Allison, The man who loved books too much, (2009)

  


  The story reached far and H.C. Watson even wrote about the case in his Statistics of Phrenology (1836).


  However, already in 1928 a book had appeared in Spain written by bibliophile and author Ramon Miquel I Planas (1874-1950). The name of the book was El Llibreter assassí de Barcelona, and in it Planas sought to rectify the story of Don Vincente, arguing that the anonymous article in La Gazette des Tribunaux, which had informed the world about the existence of Don Vincente, had been fictional. Indeed, Planas argued that the article had been written by French author and librarian Charles Nodier, (1780-1844), most known for his influence on the French Romantics. Planas argued that Don Vincente’s crime does not appear in any local newspapers of the time, that there was no monk by the name of Fra Vincentes at Poblet at the time of its closure, and that the local ‘colour’ does not ring true. [3] Despite the fact that little research has been conducted into the case of Don Vincente since Planas, most scholars hold his version for true despite a disagreement about the identity of the original author. If Nodier was indeed the original author, it is interesting to note that it was rumoured that Nodier had killed a man for outbidding him at auction during one of his trips to Spain. [4]


  Only 14 years short of the centenary of Plana’s book it is high time to introduce his theories also into the English accounts of book thieves and to add a scrap of skepticism into the accounts of this famous library-assassin.


  



  [1] Richmond Ellis, Robert, ‘The legend of Fra Vicents in European and Catalan Culture’, in Symposium: A Quarterly Journal in Modern Literatures, Vol. 56, Issue 3, (2002), p. 129-13


  [2] Anonymous, Gazette des Tribunaux, (23 Oct 1836)


  [3] Private correspondence with Barry Taylor at the British Library, 17-18 September 2013 & Richmond Ellis, Robert, ‘The legend of Fra Vicents in European and Catalan Culture’, in Symposium: A Quarterly Journal in Modern Literatures, Vol 56, Issue 3, (2002)


  [4] Loving, Matthew, ‘Charles Nodier: The Romantic Librarian’, Libraries & Culture, Vol. 38, No. 2 (Spring, 2003)


  Source: http://art-crime.blogspot.nl/2014/03/bibliomania-gustave-flaubert-don.html


  Bibliomania by Gustave Flaubert


  There once lived in a narrow and sunless street of Barcelona, one of those men with a pale face, dull and sunken eye, one of those satanic and bizarre beings such as Hoffmann dug up in his dreams.


  He was Giacomo the bookseller.


  Though but thirty years of age, he passed already for old and worn out. His figure was tall, but bent like that of an old man. His hair was long, but white. His hands were strong and sinewy, but dried up and covered with wrinkles. His costume was miserable and ragged. He had an awkward and embarrassed air; his face was pale, sad, ugly, and even insignificant. People rarely saw him in the streets, except on the days when they sold rare and curious books at auction. Then he was no longer the same indolent and ridiculous man; his eyes were animated, he ran, walked, stamped his feet; he had difficulty in moderating his joy, his uneasiness, his anguish, and his grief. He came home panting, gasping, out of breath; he took the cherished book, devoured it with his eyes, and looked at it and loved it as a miser does his treasure, a father his daughter, a king his crown.


  This man had never spoken to anyone, unless it were to the bouquinistes and to the second-hand dealers. He was taciturn and a dreamer, sombre and sad. He had but one idea, but one love, but one passion: books. And this love, this passion, burned within him, used up his days, devoured his existence.


  Often, in the night, the neighbours saw through the windows of the bookshop a light which wavered, then advanced, retreated, mounted, then sometimes went out. Then they heard a knocking at their door and it was Giacomo coming to relight his candle, which a gust of wind had blown out.


  These feverish and burning nights he passed among his books. He ran through the storerooms, he ran through the galleries of his library with ecstasy and delight. Then he stopped, his hair in disorder, his eyes fixed and sparkling. His hands, warm and damp, trembled on touching the wood of the shelves.


  He took a book, turned over the leaves, felt the paper, examined the gilding, the cover, the letters, the ink, the folds, and the arrangement of drawings for the word Finis. Then he changed its place, put it on a higher shelf, and remained for entire hours looking at its tide and form.


  He went next to the manuscripts, for they were his cherished children. He took one of them, the oldest, the most used, the dirtiest; he looked at its parchment with love and happiness; he smelt its holy and venerable dust; then his nostrils filled with joy and pride, and a smile came upon his lips.


  Oh! he was happy, this man, happy in the midst of all that learning of which he scarcely understood the moral import and the literary value. He was happy, seated among all these books, letting his eyes roam over the lettered backs, the worn pages, the yellowed parchment. He loved knowledge as a blind man loves the day. No! it was not learning that he loved; it was its expression. He loved a book because it was a book; he loved its odour, its form, its tide. What he loved in a manuscript was its old illegible date, the bizarre and strange Gothic characters, the heavy gilding which loaded its drawings. It was its pages covered with dust, dust of which he breathed the sweet and tender perfume with delight. It was this pretty word Finis, surrounded with two cupids, carried on a ribbon, supporting themselves on a fountain engraved on a tomb or reposing in a basket of flowers between the roses, the golden apples, and the blue bouquets.


  This passion had entirely absorbed him. He scarcely ate, he no longer slept, but he dreamed whole days and nights of his fixed idea: books. He dreamed of all that a royal library should have of the divine, the sublime, and the beautiful, and he dreamed of making for himself as big a library as that of the King. How freely he breathed, how proud and strong he felt, when he cast his eye into the immense galleries where the view was lost in books! He raised his head? Books! He lowered it? Books! To the right, to the left, still more books! In Barcelona he passed for a strange and infernal man, for a savant or a sorcerer.


  Yet he scarcely knew how to read.


  Nobody dared speak to him, so severe and pale was his face. He had a wicked and treacherous air, and yet he never touched a child to hurt it. It is true that he never gave anything to charity. He saved all his money, all his goods, all his emotions, for books. He had been a monk, and for books he had abandoned God. Later he sacrificed for them that which men hold dearest after their God: money. Then he gave to books that which people treasure next to money: his soul.


  For some time now his vigils were longer; people saw still later in the night his lamp which burned on his books, meaning that he had a new treasure, a manuscript.


  One morning, there came into his shop a young student of Salamanca. He seemed to be rich, for two footmen held his mule at Giacomo's door. He had a toque of red velvet, and rings shone on his fingers.


  He did not have, however, that air of sufficiency and of nullity usual with people who have bedecked valets, fine clothes, and an empty head. No, this man was a savant, but a rich savant. That is to say a man who, at Paris, writes on a mahogany desk, has books gilded on the edges, embroidered slippers, a dressing gown, Chinese curiosities, a gilt clock, a cat that sleeps on a rug, and two or three women who make him read his verses, his prose, and his tales, who say to him: "You have ability," and who find him only a fop.


  The manners of this gentleman were polished. On entering, he saluted the bookseller, made a profound bow, and said to him in affable tone:


  "Do you not have here some manuscripts?"


  The bookseller became embarrassed and replied stammering:


  "Why, sir, who told you that?"


  "Nobody, but I imagine it."


  And he put down on the desk of the bookseller a purse full of gold, which he made resound, smiling as does everyone who touches gold of which he is the owner.


  "Sir," replied Giacomo, "it is true that I have some, but I do not sell them. I keep them."


  "And why? What do you do with them?"


  "Why, my lord?" And he became red with anger. "You ask what I do with them? Oh, no, you do not know what a manuscript is!" "Pardon, Master Giacomo, I am posted on it and to give you the proof of it I will tell you that you have here the Chronicle of Turkey! "


  "I? Oh, they have deceived you, my lord!"


  "No, Giacomo," replied the gentleman. "Reassure yourself, I do not at all want to rob you, but to buy it from you."


  "Never.I"


  "Oh, you will sell it to me," replied the scholar, "for you have it here. It was sold at Ricciami's the day of his death."


  "Well, then, yes, sir, I have it. It is my treasure: it is my life. Oh! you will not snatch it from me! Listen! I am going to confide a secret in you: Baptisto, you know Baptisto, the bookseller, my rival and my enemy, who lives in the Palace Square? Well, then, he does not have it, not he, but I do have it!"


  "At how much do you value it?"


  Giacomo stopped a long time and replied with a proud air:


  "Two hundred pistoles, my lord."


  He looked at the young man with a triumphant air, as if he were saying to him: "You are going to leave; it's too high, and yet I will not give it for less."


  He was mistaken, for the other man, showing his purse, said:


  "There are three hundred."


  Giacomo turned pale and almost fainted.


  "Three hundred pistoles?" he repeated. "But I am a fool, my lord, I will not sell it for four hundred."


  The student began to laugh, fumbling in his pocket, from which he drew out two other purses.


  "Well, then, Giacomo, here are five hundred. Oh, no, you do not want to sell it, Giacomo, but I will have it. I will have it to-day, this instant. I need it. If I had to sell this ring given with a kiss, if I had to sell my sword studded with diamonds, my houses, and my palaces, if I had to sell my soul, I must have this book. Yes, I must have it at all costs, at any price. In a week I am defending a thesis at Salamanca. I need this book to become a doctor. I must be a doctor to be an archbishop. I need the purple gown before I can have the tiara on my forehead."


  Giacomo approached him with admiration and respect as the only man whom he had understood.


  "Listen, Giacomo," interrupted the nobleman. "I am going to tell you a secret which is going to make your fortune and your happiness. There is a man here who lives at the Arabs' Gate. He has a book: it is The Mystery of Saint Michael."


  "The Mystery of Saint Michael?" said Giacomo, raising a cry of joy. "Oh, thanks! You have saved my life!"


  "Quick! Give me the Chronicle of Turkey."


  Giacomo ran to a shelf. There he suddenly stopped, turned pale, and said with an astonished air:


  "But, my lord, I do not have it."


  "Oh, Giacomo, that is a very clumsy trick, and your looks belie your words. "


  "Oh, my lord, I swear to you, I do not have it."


  "Why, you are an old fool, Giacomo. Look, here are six hundred pistoles."


  Giacomo took the manuscript and gave it to the young man.


  "Take care of it," said he when the other man went off laughing and said to his valets as he mounted his mule:


  "You know that your master is a fool, but he has just deceived an imbecile. The idiot of a churlish monk!" he repeated, laughing. "He believes that I am going to be Pope!"


  And the poor Giacomo remained sad and disconsolate, leaning his burning forehead on the windowpanes of his shop, weeping with rage and regarding with bitterness and grief his manuscript, the object of his care and of his affection, which the gross footmen of the nobleman were carrying away.


  "Oh, accursed man of hell! Accursed, a hundred times accursed are you who have robbed me of all that I love on earth! Oh, I cannot live now! I know that he has deceived me, the infamous one, he has deceived me! If this be so, I shall avenge myself. Let us go quickly to the Arabs' Gate. If this man were to ask me a sum larger than I have, what to do then? Oh, it is enough to kill one!"


  He took the money which the student had left on the desk and went out running.


  While he was going through the streets he saw nothing of all that surrounded him. Everything passed before him like a nightmare, of which he did not understand the enigma. He heard neither the feet of the passersby nor the noise of the wheels on the paving. He did not think, he did not dream, he did not see anything but books. He was thinking of The Mystery of Saint Michael. He fashioned it to himself, in his imagination, large and thin, with parchment ornamented with gold letters. He tried to guess the number of pages which it must contain. His heart beat with violence like that of a man who awaits his death sentence.


  At last he arrived. The student had not deceived him. On an old Persian carpet, full of holes, were laid out on the ground some ten books. Giacomo, without speaking to the man who, stretched out like his books, was sleeping at one side and snoring in the sun, fell on his knees and began to cast an uneasy and anxious eye over the backs of the books. Then he arose, pale and crestfallen, and wakened the bouquiniste with a shout and asked him:


  "Ah, friend, you do not have here The Mystery of Saint Michael?"


  "What?" said the merchant, opening his eyes. "You do not mean to speak about a book which I have? Look around for yourself!"


  "The imbecile!" said Giacomo, kicking him with his foot. "Have you others than these?"


  "Yes, let's see, here they are."


  And he showed him a little packet of pamphlets tied with cords. Giacomo broke the cords and read the titles of them in a second.


  "Hell," said he, "it is not that. Have you not sold it, perhaps? Oh, if you have got it, give it, give it! One hundred pistoles, two hundred, all that you wish!"


  The bouquiniste looked at him, astonished. "Oh! perhaps you mean to speak of a little book which I gave yesterday for eight maravedis to the cure of the Cathedral of Oviedo?"


  "Do you remember the title of this book?"


  "No."


  "Was it not The Mystery of Saint Michael?"


  "Yes, that's it".


  Giacomo turned away a few steps and fell in the dust like a man worn out by an apparition which possesses him.


  When he came to himself, it was evening and the sun which reddened the horizon was in its decline. He raised himself and went home sick and despairing.


  A week later, Giacomo had not forgotten the sad disappointment, and his wound was still throbbing and bleeding. He had not slept at all for three nights, for this day there was to be sold the first book which had been printed in Spain, a copy unique in the kingdom. It was a long time that he had wanted to have it. So he was happy the day that they told him that the owner was now dead.


  But an uneasiness seized his spirit. Baptisto could buy it; Baptisto, who for some time had taken from him, not the customers-that concerned him very little-but all that which appeared rare and old; Baptisto, whose fame he hated with the hatred of an artist. This man became burdensome to him; it was always he who took away the manuscripts. At public sales he bid and he obtained. Oh! how many times the poor monk, in his dreams of ambition and of pride, how many times he saw come toward him Baptisto's long hand which passed across the crowd as on the days of a sale, come to rob him of a treasure of which he had dreamed so long, which he had coveted with so much love and egotism! How many times also had he been tempted to end with a crime that which neither money nor patience had been able to accomplish. But he drove back this idea in his heart, tried to divert his thoughts from the hatred which he bore to this man and went to sleep on his books.


  Early in the morning he was in front of the house in which the sale was to take place. He was there before the auctioneer, before the public, and before the sun.


  As soon as the doors opened he precipitated himself in the stairway, went into the room, and asked for this book. They showed it to him. That was already a happiness.


  Oh! never had he seen anything so beautiful or that pleased him more. It was a Latin Bible, with Greek commentaries. He looked at it and admired it more than all the others. He clasped it between his fingers, smiling bitterly, like a man who is starving in sight of gold.


  Never, moreover, had he desired anything so much. Oh! how he coveted it then, even at the price of all that which he had, his books, his manuscripts, his six hundred pistoles, at the price of his blood. Oh! how he would have liked to have this book! To sell all, all to have this book, to have only it, but to have it for himself, to be able to show it to all Spain, with a smile of insult and pity for the King, for the princes, for the savants, for Baptisto, and say: "Mine, this book is mine!" and to hold it in his two hands for his life, to fondle it as he touches it, to take in all its fragrance as he smells it!


  At last the hour arrived. Baptisto was in the centre, with serene face, calm and peaceful air. They came to the book. Giacomo offered at first twenty pistoles. Baptisto kept quiet and did not look at the Bible. Already the monk advanced his hand to seize this book, which had cost him no little trouble and anguish, when Baptisto started to say:


  "Forty!"


  Giacomo saw with horror that his antagonist got excited in proportion as the price mounted higher.


  "Fifty!" he cried with all his strength.


  "Sixty!" replied Baptisto.


  "One hundred!"


  "Four hundred!"


  "Five hundred!" added the monk regretfully. And while he stamped his feet with impatience and anger, Baptisto affected an ironical and wicked calmness. Already the sharp and cracked voice of the usher had repeated three times: "Five hundred." Already Giacomo was consumed with happiness. A sigh which escaped from the lips of a man came near causing him to faint, for the bookseller of the Palace Square, pressing forward in the crowd, said:


  "Six hundred!" The voice of the usher repeated four times: "Six hundred" and no other voice replied to him. Only there was seen, at one end of the table, a man with pale forehead, with trembling hands, a man who laughed bitterly with that laugh of the damned in Dante. He lowered his head, thrust his hand in his chest, and when he withdrew it, it was warm and moist, for he had flesh and blood at the end of his fingernails.


  They passed the book from hand to hand, so as to bring it within reach of Baptisto. The book passed before Giacomo. He smelled its fragrance; he saw it pass an instant before his eyes, then stop before a man who took it, laughing. Then the monk lowered his head to hide his face, for he was weeping. On returning by the streets, his walk was slow and painful. His face was strange and stupid, his figure grotesque and ridiculous. He had the air of an intoxicated man, for he staggered. His eyes were half-closed; he had red and burning eyelids. The perspiration ran down his forehead, and he stammered between his teeth, like a man who has drunk too much and who has partaken too freely at a banquet. His thought was no longer under control; it wavered like his body, without having either end or intention; it was unsettled, irresolute, heavy, and bizarre. His head weighed like lead, his forehead burned like a brazier.


  Yes, he was drunk with that which he had felt, he was fatigued with his days, and he was surfeited with existence. That day-it was a Sunday-the people promenaded in the streets, talking and singing. The poor monk listened to their chatting and their songs. He gathered in the road some scraps of phrases, some words, some cries, but it seemed to him that it was always the same sound, the same voice. It was a vague, confused hubbub, a music bizarre and noisy, which buzzed in his head and which crushed him.


  "Say," said one man to his neighbour, "have you heard tell of the story of that poor cure of Oviedo who was found strangled in his bed?" Here, there was a group of women who took the evening air on their doorsteps. Here is what Giacomo heard in passing before them:


  "Say then, Martha, do you know that there was at Salamanca a rich young man, Don Bernardo-you know, the one who, when he came here a few days ago, had a fine black mule, so pretty and so well equipped, and who made it paw the paving stones? Well, then, the poor young man, they told me at church this morning, that he was dead!"


  "Dead?" said a young girl.


  "Yes, little one," replied the woman. "He is dead, here, at the Hotel de Saint-Pierre. First he felt bad in his head; then he had a fever; and at the end of four days they buried him."


  Giacomo heard still other things. All these souvenirs made him tremble, and a ferocious smile came to play around his mouth.


  The monk went home, worn out and sick. He stretched out on the bench of his desk and slept. His chest was oppressed; a raucous and hollow sound came from his throat. He awoke with fever. A horrible nightmare had exhausted his strength.


  It was then night, and it had just struck eleven at the neighbouring church. Giacomo heard cries of "Fire! Fire!" He opened his windows, went into the street, and actually saw flames which shot up above the roofs. He went back and was going to take up his lamp to go into his shop when he heard before his windows men running past and saying: "It is in the Palace Square. The fire is at Baptisto's!"


  The monk gave a start; a loud peal of laughter rose from the depths of his heart, and he proceeded with the crowd toward the bookseller's house. The house was on fire; the flames rose up, high and terrible, and driven by the winds, they darted toward the fine blue sky of Spain, which looked down on agitated and tumultuous Barcelona like a veil covering up tears. They saw a man half-naked; he was desperate; he was tearing his hair; he rolled on the ground, blaspheming God and raising cries of rage and despair. It was Baptisto.


  The monk contemplated his despair and his cries with calmness and happiness, with that wild laughter of the child laughing at the tortures of the butterfly whose wings he has plucked.


  They saw in an upper story flames which were burning some bundles of paper. Giacomo took a ladder, leaned it against the blackened and tottering wall. The ladder trembled under his steps. He mounted on a run and arrived at that window. Curses! It was nothing but some old books from the bookshop, without value or merit. What to do? He had entered; it was necessary either to advance in the midst of this inflamed atmosphere or to descend again by the ladder of which the wood was beginning to get hot. No! He advanced.


  He crossed several rooms; the floor trembled under his steps; the doors fell when he approached them; the beams hung down over his head; he ran into the midst of the fire, panting and furious.


  He needed that book! He must have it or death!


  He did not know where to direct his course, but he ran.


  At last he arrived before a partition, which was intact. He broke it with a kick and saw an obscure and narrow apartment. He groped, he felt some books under his fingers. He touched one of them, took it, and carried it away out of this room. It was it! It, The Mystery of Saint Michael! He retraced his steps, like a man lost and in delirium. He leaped over the holes; he flew into the flame, but he did not find again the ladder which he had placed against the wall. He came to a window and descended outside, clinging with hands and knees to the tough surfaces. His clothing began to get on fire, and when he arrived in the street he rolled himself in the gutter to put out the flames which were burning him.


  

  



  Some months passed and one no longer heard talk about the bookseller Giacomo, except as one of those singular and strange men at whom the crowd laughs in the streets because it does not at all understand their passions and their manias.


  Spain was occupied with more grave and more serious interests. An evil genius seemed to be hanging over it. Each day, new murders and new crimes, and all seemed to come from an invisible and hidden hand. It was a dagger suspended over every roof and over every family. There were people who disappeared suddenly without any trace of blood spilled from their wound. A man started out on a journey; he never came back. They did not know to what to attribute this horrible scourge, for it is necessary to attribute misfortune to someone who is a stranger, but happiness to oneself In fact, there are days so ill-omened in life, epochs so baneful to men, that not knowing whom to crush with his maledictions, one cries out to heaven. It is during these unfortunate epochs for the people that one believes in fatality.


  A quick and industrious police had tried, it is true, to discover the author of all these crimes. The hired spy had slipped into all the houses, had listened to all the words, heard all the cries, seen all the looks-and had learned nothing. The prosecutor had opened all the letters, broken all the seals, searched in all the corners, and had found nothing.


  One morning, however, Barcelona had left off its robe of mourning to crowd into the courts of justice, where they were going to condemn to death the man whom they supposed to be the author of all these horrible murders. The people hid their tears under a convulsive laugh, for when one suffers and when one weeps, it is a consolation, self-centered, it is true, to see the sufferings and tears of others.


  Poor Giacomo, so calm and so peaceful, was accused of having burned the house of Baptisto, of having stolen his Bible. He was charged also with a thousand other accusations. He was there, seated on the bench for murderers and brigands. He, the honest bibliophile, the poor Giacomo, who thought only of his books, was now compromised in the mysteries of murder and the scaffold.


  The room was glutted with people. At last the prosecutor raised himself and read his report. He was long and diffuse; it was with difficulty that one could distinguish the principal action from parentheses and reflections. The prosecutor said that he had found in the house of Giacomo the Bible which belonged to Baptisto, since this Bible was the only one of its kind in Spain; now it was probable that it was Giacomo who had set fire to the house of Baptisto to possess himself of this rare and precious book. He stopped and seated himself, out of breath.


  As to the monk, he was calm and undisturbed and did not reply even by a look to the multitude which was insulting him.


  His advocate rose, spoke long and well. Then, when he believed he had shaken his audience, he raised his robe and drew out from it a book. He opened it and showed it to the public. It was another copy of this same Bible.


  Giacomo raised a cry and fell back on his bench, tearing his hair. The moment was critical. A word from the accused was awaited, but no sound came from his mouth. At last he seated himself, looked at his judges and at his attorney like a man who is just wakening. They asked him if he was guilty of having set fire to the house of Baptisto.


  "No, alas!" he replied.


  "No?"


  "But are you going to condemn me? Oh! Condemn me, I beg of you! Life is a burden to me. My attorney has lied to you. Do not believe him. Oh! Condemn me; I have killed Don Bernardo, I have killed the cure, I have stolen the book, the unique book, for there are not two of them in Spain! My lords, kill me! I am a miserable wretch!"


  His attorney came toward him and, showing him this Bible, said:


  "I can save you, look!"


  Giacomo took the book and looked at it.


  "Oh! I who believed that it was the only one in Spain! Oh, tell me, tell me that you have deceived me! May misfortune attend you!"


  And he fell in a faint.


  The judges returned and pronounced the sentence of death upon him.


  Giacomo heard it without a shudder, and he seemed calmer and more tranquil.


  They gave him hope that by asking pardon from the Pope, he would perhaps obtain it. He did not wish it at all and asked only that his library be given to the man who had the most books in Spain.


  Then, when the people had dispersed, he asked his attorney to have the goodness to lend him this book. The man gave it to him. Giacomo took it lovingly, dropped some tears on the leaves, then tore it with anger and threw its fragments at the person of his defender, saying to him:


  "You have lied about it, Mister Attorney! I told you truly that it was the only copy in Spain!"
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