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espite our collective lack of historical insight with 
which to register François Rabelais’ coded humor 
as social critique aimed at 16th century monastic 

institutional learning and asceticism through his absurdist tales of giants Gargantua 
and Pantagruel, these adventures continue to discharge the imagination of the 
contemporary reader.

Without any knowledge of the reservoir of wordplay beneath, we nonetheless find 
liberation in the over-the-top scatological humor and picturesque vulgarisms, an 
enjoyment that is further intensified as we consider the communal nature of our 
fascination as readers throughout the ages, since the works’ creation in 1532-42, 
readers with whom we may identify through our collective delight in fantastic and 
bawdy Rabalasian characters and our relief upon the giants’ boundlessness and 
defiance of human scale and break with propriety. 

For this work, collectively known as: The Horrible and Terrifying Deeds and Words of 
the Very Renowned Pantagruel King of the Dipsodes, Son of the Great Giant Gargantua, 
the artist Gustave Doré produced over four hundred drawings in excess of the few 
selected for the 1854 edition, including those featured in this publication.  Jonathon 
Swift’s unique scatological vision, Gulliver’s Travels too, draws its breath from 
Rabalais, whose work he loved and admired. 

While we need not consider how Rabalais’ own enjoyment assuredly extends out 
of his humanist principles and belief in secular learning, and his satisfaction gained 
through the utility of storytelling, with which he pokes fun at clergy by relating 
politics to the human body, the reader is bound to become curious about what the 
Benedictine monk, physician and scholar was experiencing as he built his characters, 
beginning with the father Gargantua and son, Pantaguel. 

These seven selections, tales ranging from the drowning of entire town in horse piss 
through Pantagruel’s bidding, to the explanation of the shape of a nose in relation to 
the shape of a breast, here addressed through various graphic styles and techniques 
are a testament to the curiosity this bold work continues to inspire in all who 
encounter it. 

Lisa Leaverton, playwright, educator and fan of Rabelais

Gustave Doré  
Draftsman; painter; sculptor 

An Alsatian, Gustave Doré was born in 1832 Strasbourg near the Rhine. He was the second of three sons in a wealthy, 
musically talented family, and began drawing caricatures of others at a young age. While his mother was immediately 
convinced of the young Doré’s talent, his father, an engineer, pushed the boy to pursue a more practical education. While 
on a trip to Paris at age fifteen, he was impressed by the shop of Auber and Philipon, established publishers of caricatures 
and comic magazines. Calling upon his formidable charm and self-confidence, the boy drew his own versions of the 
shop’s work, presented them to the publisher himself when his parents were otherwise occupied, and landed a three-year 
contract to work in Paris. So began his largely self-taught career as an illustrator. Dramatic, chiaroscuro illustrations of the 
Bible and literary giants such as Rabelais, Balzac, Cervantes, Dante, and Milton made Doré’s name. He had a particular 
gift for illustrating nature and fairy tales. Doré died in 1883.  The J. Paul Getty Museum
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Chapter 1. V.



  
there between a bottle and a 

bottle is stopped and shut up with a 

bouteille est fermee a bouchon, et le 

upon the words! Our fathers drank lustily, 
and emptied their cans. Well cacked, well 
sung! Come, let us drink: will you send 
nothing to the river? Here is one going to 
wash the tripes. I drink no more than a 
sponge. I drink like a Templar knight. And 
I, tanquam sponsus. And I, sicut terra sine 
aqua. Give me a synonymon for a gammon 
of bacon. It is the compulsory of drinkers: 
it is a pulley. By a pulley-rope wine is let 
down into a cellar, and by a gammon into 
the stomach. Hey! now, boys, hither, some 

Respice personam, pone pro duos, bus non 
est in usu. If I could get up as well as I can 
swallow down, I had been long ere now 
very high in the air.

did Bacchus conquer th' Inde—thus 
Philosophy, Melinde. A little rain allays a 
great deal of wind: long tippling breaks the 
thunder. But if there came such liquor 
from my ballock, would you not willingly 
thereafter suck the udder whence it 

not when it comes to my turn, and I will 
enter the election I have made of thee into 
the very register of my heart. Sup, Guillot, 
and spare not, there is somewhat in the 
pot. I appeal from thirst, and disclaim its 
jurisdiction. Page, sue out my appeal in 

glass must follow its leader. I was wont 
heretofore to drink out all, but now I leave 
nothing. Let us not make too much haste; 
it is requisite we carry all along with us. 

and, in earnest, excellent godebillios of the 
dun ox (you know) with the black streak. 
O, for God's sake, let us lash them 
soundly, yet thriftily. Drink, or I will,—No, 
no, drink, I beseech you (Ou je vous, je 
vous prie.). Sparrows will not eat unless 
you bob them on the tail, nor can I drink if 

my body are like another Hell for their 
capacity. Lagonaedatera (lagon lateris 
cavitas: aides orcus: and eteros alter.). 

all my body, where this wine doth not 
ferret out my thirst. Ho, this will bang it 

soundly. But this shall banish 
it utterly. Let us 

and bottles, and cry aloud, that whoever 
hath lost his thirst come not hither to seek 
it. Long clysters of drinking are to be 

the planets, and we make the platters neat. 
I have the word of the gospel in my mouth, 

unquenchable than the thirst of my 
paternity. Appetite comes with eating, says 
Angeston, but the thirst goes away with 
drinking. I have a remedy against thirst, 
quite contrary to that which is good 
against the biting of a mad dog. Keep 
running after a dog, and he will never bite 
you; drink always before the thirst, and it 

you, I awake you. Argus had a hundred 
eyes for his sight, a butler should have (like 
Briareus) a hundred hands wherewith to 

us moisten ourselves, it will be time to dry 
hereafter. White wine here, wine, boys! 

it be full. My tongue peels. Lans trinque; 
to thee, countryman, I drink to thee, good 
fellow, comrade to thee, lusty, lively! Ha, la, 
la, that was drunk to some purpose, and 
bravely gulped over. O lachryma Christi, it 
is of the best grape! I'faith, pure Greek, 

wine,—hin, hin, it is of one ear, well 
wrought, and of good wool. Courage, 
comrade, up thy heart, billy! We will not 
be beasted at this bout, for I have got one 

enchantment nor charm there, every one 
of you hath seen it. My 'prenticeship is 
out, I am a free man at this trade. I am 
prester mast (Prestre mace, maistre passe.), 
Prish, Brum! I should say, master past. O 
the drinkers, those that are a-dry, O poor 

here some, and crown the wine, I pray 
thee. Like a cardinal! Natura abhorret 

Come, therefore, blades, to this divine 
liquor and celestial juice, swill it over 
heartily, and spare not! It is a decoction 

of nectar and ambrosia.
Chapter 1. V.



GARGANTUA AND 
HIS SON PANTAGRUEL

CHAPTER 1 VII

SOME DRINK!
SOME DRINK!
SOME DRINK!
SOME DRINK!

  

The good man Grangousier, drinking and making merry with the 

rest, heard the horrible noise which his son had made as he 

entered into the light of this world, when he cried out, Some drink, 

some drink, some drink; whereupon he said in French, “Que grand tu 

as et souple le gousier!” That is to say, How great and nimble a 

throat thou hast. Which the company hearing, said that verily the 

that after his birth his father had spoke, in imitation, and at the 

example of the ancient Hebrews; whereunto he condescended, and 

his mother was very well pleased therewith. In the meanwhile, to 

quiet the child, they gave him to drink a tirelaregot, that is, till his 

throat was like to crack with it; then was he carried to the font, 

and there baptized, according to the manner of good Christians.

Immediately thereafter were appointed for him seventeen 

thousand, nine hundred, and thirteen cows of the towns of Pautille 

and Brehemond, to furnish him with milk in ordinary, for it was 

considering the great quantity of milk that was requisite for his 

nourishment; although there were not wanting some doctors of 

suck, and that she could draw out of her breasts one thousand, 

four hundred, two pipes, and nine pails of milk at every time. Which 

indeed is not probable, and this point hath been found duggishly 

AFTER WHAT MANNER GARGANTUA 
HAD HIS NAME GIVEN HIM 

AND HOW HE TIPPLED, BIBBED, AND 
CURRIED THE CAN





Of that which is signified by the 
colours white and blue.

Chapter 1X



The 
white 

therefore 
signifieth joy,

 solace, and 
gladness, and that not at 

random, but upon just and 
very good grounds: which you 

may perceive to be true, if laying 
aside all prejudicate affections, you will 

but give ear to what presently I shall 
expound unto you.

Aristotle saith that, supposing two things contrary in 
their kind, as good and evil, virtue and vice, heat and 

cold, white and black, pleasure and pain, joy and grief,—and 
so of others,—if you couple them in such manner that the 

contrary of one kind may agree in reason with the contrary of the 
other, it must follow by consequence that the other contrary must 

answer to the remanent opposite to that wherewith it is conferred. As, for 
example, virtue and vice are contrary in one kind, so are good and evil. If one 

of the contraries of the first kind be consonant to one of those of the second, as 
virtue and goodness, for it is clear that virtue is good, so shall the other two contraries, 

which are evil and vice, have the same connection, for vice is evil.

This logical rule being understood, take these two contraries, joy and sadness; then these other two, 
white and black, for they are physically contrary. If so be, then, that black do signify grief, by good reason 
then should white import joy. Nor is this signification instituted by human imposition, but by the universal 

consent of the world received, which philosophers call Jus Gentium, the Law of Nations, or an uncontrollable right 
of force in all countries whatsoever. For you know well enough that all people, and all languages and nations, except 
the ancient Syracusans and certain Argives, who had cross and thwarting souls, when they mean outwardly to give 

evidence of their sorrow, go in black; and all mourning is done with black. Which general consent is not without some 
argument and reason in nature, the which every man may by himself very suddenly comprehend, without the instruction of 

any—and this we call the law of nature. By virtue of the same natural instinct we know that by white all the world hath understood 
joy, gladness, mirth, pleasure, and delight. In former times the Thracians and Cretans did mark their good, propitious, and fortunate 

days with white stones, and their sad, dismal, and unfortunate ones with black. Is not the night mournful, sad, and melancholic? It is black 
and dark by the privation of light. Doth not the light comfort all the world? And it is more white than anything else. Which to prove, I could 

direct you to the book of Laurentius Valla against Bartolus; but an evangelical testimony I hope will content you. Matth. 17 it is said that, at the 
transfiguration of our Lord, Vestimenta ejus facta sunt alba sicut lux, his apparel was made white like the light. By which lightsome whiteness he 

gave his three apostles to understand the idea and figure of the eternal joys; for by the light are all men comforted, according to the word of the old 
woman, who, although she had never a tooth in her head, was wont to say, Bona lux. And Tobit, chap.5, after he had lost his sight, when Raphael 

saluted him, answered, What joy can I have, that do not see the light of Heaven? In that colour did the angels testify the joy of the whole world at the 
resurrection of our Saviour, John 20, and at his ascension, Acts 1. With the like colour of vesture did St. John the Evangelist, Apoc. 4.7, see the faithful 

clothed in the heavenly and blessed Jerusalem.

Read the ancient, both Greek and Latin histories, and you shall find that the town of Alba (the first pattern of Rome) was founded and so named by 
reason of a white sow that was seen there. You shall likewise find in those stories, that when any man, after he had vanquished his enemies, was by 
decree of the senate to enter into Rome triumphantly, he usually rode in a chariot drawn by white horses: which in the ovation triumph was also the 

custom; for by no sign or colour would they so significantly express the joy of their coming as by the white. You shall there also find, how Pericles, the 
general of the Athenians, would needs have that part of his army unto whose lot befell the white beans, to spend the whole day in mirth, pleasure, and 
ease, whilst the rest were a-fighting. A thousand other examples and places could I allege to this purpose, but that it is not here where I should do it.

By understanding hereof, you may resolve one problem, which Alexander Aphrodiseus hath accounted unanswerable: why the lion, who with his only cry 
and roaring affrights all beasts, dreads and feareth only a white cock? For, as Proclus saith, Libro de Sacrificio et Magia, it is because the presence of the 

virtue of the sun, which is the organ and promptuary of all terrestrial and sidereal light, doth more symbolize and agree with a white cock, as well in 
regard of that colour, as of his property and specifical quality, than with a lion. He saith, furthermore, that devils have been often seen in the shape of 
lions, which at the sight of a white cock have presently vanished. This is the cause why Galli or Gallices (so are the Frenchmen called, because they 
are naturally white as milk, which the Greeks call Gala,) do willingly wear in their caps white feathers, for by nature they are of a candid disposition, 

merry, kind, gracious, and well-beloved, and for their cognizance and arms have the whitest flower of any, the Flower de luce or Lily.

If you demand how, by white, nature would have us understand joy and gladness, I answer, that the analogy and uniformity is thus. For, as the 
white doth outwardly disperse and scatter the rays of the sight, whereby the optic spirits are manifestly dissolved, according to the opinion of 
Aristotle in his problems and perspective treatises; as you may likewise perceive by experience, when you pass over mountains covered with 

snow, how you will complain that you cannot see well; as Xenophon writes to have happened to his men, and as Galen very largely
 declareth, lib. 10, de usu partium: just so the heart with excessive joy is inwardly dilated, and suffereth a manifest resolution of the vital 

spirits, which may go so far on that it may thereby be deprived of its nourishment, and by consequence of life itself, by this perichary 
or extremity of gladness, as Galen saith, lib. 12, method, lib. 5, de locis affectis, and lib. 2, de symptomatum causis. And as it hath 

come to pass in former times, witness Marcus Tullius, lib. 1, Quaest. Tuscul., Verrius, Aristotle, Titus Livius, in his relation of the 
battle of Cannae, Plinius, lib. 7, cap. 32 and 34, A. Gellius, lib. 3, c. 15, and many other writers,—to Diagoras the Rhodian, 
Chilon, Sophocles, Dionysius the tyrant of Sicily, Philippides, Philemon, Polycrates, Philistion, M. Juventi, and others who 

died with joy.
 

And as Avicen speaketh, in 2 canon et lib. de virib. cordis, of the saffron, that it doth so rejoice the heart 
that, if you take of it excessively, it will by a superfluous resolution and dilation deprive it altogether of life. Here 

peruse Alex. Aphrodiseus, lib. 1, Probl., cap. 19, and that for a cause. But what? It seems I am entered 
further into this point than I intended at the first. Here, therefore, will I strike sail, referring the rest to 

that book of mine which handleth this matter to the full. Meanwhile, in a word I will tell you, that 
blue doth certainly signify heaven and heavenly things, by the same very tokens and 

symbols that white signifieth joy and pleasure.













HOW GARGANTU A DEMOLISHED 
THE C ASTLE OF THE FORD OF VEDE
AND HOW THEY PASSED THE FORD  

CHAPTER I
XXXVI



As soon as he came, he related the estate and condition wherein they had found the enemy, and the stratagem which he alone had used against all their 



boughs, and trimmed it at his pleasure. In the 

meantime his mare pissed to ease her belly, but it was 

glib away towards the ford of Vede, wherewith the water 

was so swollen that all the forces the enemy had there 

were with great horror drowned, except some who had 

taken the way on the left hand towards the hills. Gargan-

tua, being come to the place of the wood of Vede, was 

informed by Eudemon that there was some remainder of the 

enemy within the castle, which to know, Gargantua cried out 

as loud as he was able, Are you there, or are you not there? If 

you be there, be there no more; and if you are not there, I have 

him with that shot most furiously on the right temple of his head, 

yet did him no more hurt than if he had but cast a prune or kernel of a 

wine-grape at him. What is this? said Gargantua; do you throw at us 

the bullet had been the kernel of a grape, or raisin-kernel.

heard this noise ran to the towers and fortresses, from whence they shot at him 

are like to put out mine eyes; give me a branch of those willow-trees to drive them away, thinking that the 

fortresses, and laid all level with the ground, by which means all that were within were slain and broken in pieces. Going from thence, they came to the 

bridge at the mill, where they found all the ford covered with dead bodies, so thick that they had choked up the mill and stopped the current of its 

Eudemon, to carry away the damned souls. By St. Treignan! said Ponocrates, then by necessary consequence he shall pass there. Yes, yes, said Gymnas-

of the dead bodies; for he had accustomed him, according to the doctrine of Aelian, not to fear armour, nor the carcasses of dead men; and that not by 

whilst the horse pulled out his foot; and, which is a wonderful thing in hippiatry, the said horse was thoroughly cured of a ringbone which he had in 

that foot by this touch of the burst guts of that great looby.
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Panurge seeks the advice of Pantagruel and his friends as to whether he should marry. 
Gustave Doré, Fine Arts Museum of San Francisco. Art Museum Image Gallery.









Gustave Doré, Fine Arts Museum of San Francisco. Art Museum Image Gallery.




