VALJEAN. I tried another inn and the woman told me to clear

out. I tried the jail and the doorkeeper wouldnt open. I
crawled into a dog kennel and the dog drove me out just as if
he were a man and knew who I was. I can’t wash away the
stink of prison. I thought I’d sleep in a field under the stars,
but there weren’t any stars and it looked as though it was
going to rain. I lay down in the street and a good woman
pointed to this cottage and said I should try here.

VICTOR H (when laughter subsides). Laughter not from the

heart, but from the empty belly. Laughter that mocks itself.
(A step forward, a gesture to the others.) There is a point at
which the unfortunate and the infamous are associated and
confounded in a single word, a fatal word -- "Les Misérables."
(Like a circus ringmaster, he claps his hands and the "shadows"
exit L and R. To audience.) The sickness of a nation does not
kill Man. To doctor is to do a great deal; to enlighten is to do
still more. Nevertheless, those of us who study the health of
society must now and again shake our heads.



