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            Chapter I.
   

         

         
            IN WHICH THE READER IS INTRODUCED TO THE ACQUAINTANCE OF THE HERO OF THIS HISTORY, AS WELL AS THAT OF THE COUNTRY IN WHICH HE FIRST SAW THE LIGHT.
   

         

         On
       the borders of Picardy and the province of Soissons, and on that part of the national territory which, under the name of the Isle of France, formed a portion of the ancient patrimony of our kings, and in the centre of an immense crescent formed by a forest of fifty thousand acres which stretches its horns to the north and south, rises, almost buried amid the shades of a vast park planted by Francis I. and Henri II., the small city of Villers-Cotterêts. This place is celebrated from having given birth to Charles Albert Demoustier, who, at the period when our present history commences, was there writing his Letters to Emilie on Mythology, to the unbounded satisfaction of the pretty women of those days, who eagerly snatched his publications from each other as soon as printed.

         Let us add to complete the poetical reputation of this little city, whose detractors, notwithstanding its royal chateau and its two thousand four hundred inhabitants, obstinately persist in calling it a mere village, — let us add, we say, to complete its poetical reputation, that it is situated at two leagues’ distance from Laferté-Milan, where Racine was born, and eight leagues from Château-Thierry, the birthplace of La Fontaine.

         Let us also state that the mother of the author of “Britannicus” and “Athalie” was from Villers-Cotterêts.

         But now we must return to its royal chateau and its two thousand four hundred inhabitants.

         This royal chateau, begun by Francis L, whose salamanders still decorate it, and finished by Henri II., whose cipher it bears entwined with that of Catherine de Médicis and encircled by the three crescents of Diana of Poitiers, after having sheltered the loves of the knight-king with Madame d’Étampes, and those of Louis Philippe of Orléans with the beautiful Madame de Montesson, had become almost uninhabited since the death of this last prince; his son, Philippe d’Orléans, afterwards called Egalité, having made it descend from the rank of a royal residence to that of a mere hunting rendezvous.

         It is well known that the chateau and forest of Villers-Cotterêts formed part of the appanage settled by Louis XIV. on his brother Monsieur, when the second son of Anne of Austria married the sister of Charles II., the Princess Henrietta of England.

         As to the two thousand four hundred inhabitants of whom we have promised our readers to say a word, they were, as in all localities where two thousand four hundred people are united, a heterogeneous assemblage.

         First: of a few nobles, who spent their summers in the neighbouring chateaus and their winters in Paris, and who, mimicking the prince, had only a lodging place in the city.

         Secondly: of a goodly number of citizens, who could be seen, let the weather be what it might, leaving their houses after dinner, umbrella in hand, to take their daily walk, a walk which was regularly bounded by a deep invisible ditch which separated the park from the forest, situated about a quarter of a league from the town, and which was called, doubtless on account of the exclamation which the sight of it drew from the asthmatic lungs of the promenaders, satisfied at finding themselves not too much out of breath, the “Ha! ha!”

         Thirdly: of a considerably greater number of artisans, who worked the whole of the week and only allowed themselves to take a walk on the Sunday; whereas their fellow townsmen, more favoured by fortune, could enjoy it every day.

         Fourthly and finally: of some miserable proletarians, for whom the week had not even a Sabbath, and who, after having toiled six days in the pay of the nobles, the citizens, or even of the artisans, wandered on the seventh day through the forest to gather up dry wood or branches of the lofty trees, torn from them by the storm, that mower of the forest, to whom oak trees are but as ears of wheat, and which it scattered over the humid soil beneath the lofty trees, the magnificent appanage of a prince.

         If Villers-Cotterêts ( Villerii ad Cotiam Retiæ) had been, unfortunately, a town of sufficient importance in history to induce archæologists to ascertain and follow up its successive changes from a village to a town and from a town to a city, — the last, as we have said, being strongly contested, — they would certainly have proved this fact, that the village had begun by being a row of houses on either side of the road from Paris to Soissons; then they would have added that its situation on the borders of a beautiful forest having, though by slow degrees, brought to it a great increase of inhabitants, other streets were added to the first, diverging like the rays of a star and leading towards other small villages with which it was important to keep up communication, and converging towards a point which naturally became the centre, that is to say, what in the provinces is called The Square, 
      whatever might be its shape, and around which the handsomest buildings of the village, now become a burgh, were erected, and in the middle of which rises a fountain, now decorated with a quadruple dial; in short, they would have fixed the precise date when, near the modest village church, the first want of a people, arose the firs turrets of the vast chateau, the last caprice of a king, — a chateau which, after having been, as we have already said, by turns a royal and a princely residence, has in our days become a melancholy and hideous receptacle for mendicants under the direction of the Prefecture of the Seine, and to which Monsieur Marrast issues his mandates through delegates of whom he has not, nor probably will ever have, either the time or care to ascertain the names.

         But at the period at which this history commences, royal affairs, though already somewhat tottering, had not yet fallen to the low degree to which they have fallen in our days; the chateau was no longer inhabited by a prince, ’t is true, but it had not yet become the abode of beggars; it was simply uninhabited, excepting the indispensable attendants required for its preservation, among whom were to be remarked the doorkeeper, the master of the tennis court, and the house steward; and therefore the windows of this immense edifice fronting the park, and others on a large court which was aristocratically called the square of the chateau, were all closed, which added not a little to the gloominess and solitary appearance of this square, at one of the extremities of which rose a small house, regarding which the reader, we hope, will permit us to say a few words.

         It was a small house, of which, if we may be allowed to use the term, the back only was to be seen. But, as is the case with many individuals, this back had the privilege of being the most presentable part. In fact, the front, which was towards the Rue de Soissons, one of the principal streets of the town, opened upon it by an awkwardly constructed gate, and which was ill-naturedly kept closed eighteen hours out of the twenty-four, while that of the other side was gay and smiling; that is to say, that on the opposite side was a garden, above the wall of which could be seen the tops of cherry, pear, and plum trees, richly laden with their beauteous fruits, while on each side of a small gate by which the garden was entered from the square was a centenary acacia tree which in the spring appeared to stretch out their branches above the wall to scatter their perfumed flowers over the surrounding grounds.

         The abode was the residence of the chaplain of the chateau, who, notwithstanding the absence of the master, performed mass every Sunday in the seignorial church. He had a small pension, and, besides this, had the charge of two purses, the one to send a scholar yearly to the College of Plessis, the other for one to the seminary at Soissons. It is needless to say that it was the Orléans family who supplied these purses; founded, that for the seminary by the son of the Regent, that for the college by the father of the prince; and that these two purses were the objects of ambition to all parents, at the same time that they were a cause of absolute despair to the pupils, being the source of extraordinary compositions, which compositions were to be presented for approval of the chaplain every Thursday.

         Well, one Thursday in the month of July, 1789, a somewhat disagreeable day, being darkened by a storm, beneath which the two magnificent acacias we have spoken of, having already lost the virginal whiteness of their spring attire, shed a few leaves yellowed by the first heats of summer. After a silence of some duration, broken only by the rustling of those leaves as they whirled against each other upon the beaten ground of the square, or by the shrill cry of the martin, pursuing flies as it skimmed along the ground, eleven o’clock resounded from the pointed and slated belfry of the town hall.

         Instantly a hurrah, loud as could have been uttered by a whole regiment of fusiliers, accompanied by a rushing sound like that of the avalanche when bounding from crag to crag, was heard; the door between the two acacia trees was opened, or rather burst open, and gave egress to a torrent ot boys, who spread themselves over the square, when instantly some five or six joyous and noisy groups were formed, the one around a circle formed to keep pegtops prisoners, another about a game of hop-scotch traced with chalk upon the ground, another before several holes scientifically hollowed out, where those who were fortunate enough to have sous might lose them at pitch and toss.

         At the same time that these gambling and playful scholars — who were apostrophised by the few neighbours whose windows opened on this square as wicked do-nogoods, and who in general wore trousers the knees of which were torn, and so were the elbows of their jackets — assembled to play upon the square, those who were called good and reasonable boys, and who in the opinion of the gossips must be the pride and joy of their respective parents, were seen to detach themselves from the general mass, and by various paths, though with slow steps indicative of their regret, walking basket in hand towards their paternal roofs, where awaited them the slice of bread and butter, or of bread and preserved fruit, destined to be their compensation for the games they had thus abjured. The latter were in general dressed in jackets in tolerably good condition, and in breeches which were almost irreproachable; and this, together with their boasted propriety of demeanour, rendered them objects of derision, and even of hatred, to their less well-dressed, and, above all, less welldisciplined companions.

         Besides the two classes we have pointed out under the denomination of gambling and well-conducted scholars, there was still a third, which we shall designate by the name of idle scholars, who scarcely ever left school with the others, whether to play in the square, or to return to their paternal homes. Seeing that this unfortunate class were almost constantly what in school language is termed kept, — which means to say, that while their companions, after having said their lessons and written their themes, were playing at top, or eating their bread and jam, they remained nailed to their school benches or before their desks that they might learn their lessons or write their themes during the hours of recreation, which they had not been able to accomplish satisfactorily during the class; when, indeed, the gravity of their faults did not demand a punishment more severe than that of mere detention, such as the rod, the cane, or the cat-o’-nine-tails.

         And had any one followed the path which led into the school-room, and which the pupils had just used, in the inverse sense, to get out of it, he would — after going through a narrow alley, which prudently ran outside of the fruit garden, and opened into a large yard which served as a private playground — he would, as we have said, have heard, on entering this courtyard, a loud, harsh voice resounding from the upper part of a staircase, while a scholar, whom our impartiality as historians compels us to acknowledge as belonging to the third class we have mentioned, that is to say, to that of the idle boys, was precipitately descending the said staircase, making just such a movement with his shoulders as asses are wont to do when endeavouring to rid themselves of a cruel rider, or as scholars, when they have received a sharp blow from the cat-o’-nine-tails, to alleviate the pain they are enduring.

         “Ah, miscreant! ah, you little excommunicated villain!” cried the voice; “ah, you young serpent! away with you, off with you! vade, vade! Remember that for three whole years have I been patient with you, but there are rascals who would tire the patience of even God himself. But now it is all over; I have done with you. Take your squirrels, take your frogs, take your lizards, take your silkworms, take your cockchafers, and go to your aunt, go to your uncle if you have one, or to the devil if you will, so that I never more set eyes upon you! Vade, vade!”

         “Oh, my good Monsieur Fortier, do pray forgive me!” replied the other voice, still upon the staircase, and in a supplicating tone; “is it worth your while to put yourself into such a towering passion for a poor little barbarism, and a few solecisms, as you call them?”

         “Three barbarisms and seven solecisms in a theme of only twenty-five lines!” replied the voice, in a rougher and still more angry tone.

         “It has been so to-day, monsieur, I acknowledge; Thursday is always my unlucky day; but if by chance to-morrow my theme should be well written, would you not forgive me my misfortunes of to-day? Tell me now, would you not, my good abbé?”

         “On every composition day for the last three years you have repeated that same thing to me, you idle fellow, and the examination is fixed for the first of November, and I, on the entreaty of your Aunt Angelique, have had the weakness to put your name down on the list of candidates for the Soissons purse. I shall have the shame of seeing my pupil rejected, and of hearing it everywhere declared that Pitou is an ass, — Angelus Petovius asinus est.”

         Let us hasten to say, that the kind-hearted reader may from the first moment feel for him all the interest he deserves, that Ange Pitou, whose name the Abbé Fortier had so picturesquely Latinised, is the hero of this story.

         “Oh, my good Monsieur Fortier! oh, my dear master!” replied he, in despair.

         “I your master!” exclaimed the abbé, deeply humiliated by the appellation. “God be thanked! I am no more your master than you are my pupil. I disown you, — I do not know you. I would that I had never seen you. I forbid you to mention my name, or even to bow to me. Retro, miserable boy, retro!”

         “Oh, Monsieur l’Abbé!” insisted the unhappy Pitou, who appeared to have some weighty motive for not falling out with his master; “do not, I entreat you, withdraw your interest for me on account of a poor, halting theme.”

         “Ah!” exclaimed the abbé, quite beside himself on hearing this last supplication, and running down the four first steps of the staircase, while Ange Pitou jumped down the four bottom ones, and could thus be seen from the courtyard.

         “Ah! you are chopping logic when you cannot even write a theme; you are calculating the extent of my patience, when you know not how to distinguish the nominative from the vocative.”

         “You have always been so kind to me, Monsieur l’Abbé,” replied the committer of barbarisms, “and you will only have to say a word in my favour to monseigneur the bishop.”

         “Would you have me belie my conscience, wretched boy?” cried the infuriated abbé.

         “If it be to do a good action, Monsieur l’Abbé, the God of mercy will forgive you for it.”

         “Never! never!”

         “And besides, who knows? the examiners perhaps will not bo more severe towards me than they were towards my foster brother, Sebastian Gilbert, when last year he was a candidate for the Paris purse; and he was a famous fellow for barbarisms, if ever there was one, although he was only thirteen years old, and I was seventeen.”

         “Ah, indeed! and this is another precious stupidity which you have uttered,” cried the abbé, coming down the remaining steps, and in his turn appearing at the door with his cat-o’-nine-tails in his hand, while Pitou took care to keep at the prudent distance from his professor which he had all along maintained. “Yes, I say stupidity,” continued the abbé, crossing his arms, and looking indignantly at his scholar; “and this is the reward of my lessons. Triple animal that you are! it is thus you remember the old axiom, Noli minora, loqui majora volens. Why, it was precisely because Gilbert was so much younger that they were more indulgent towards a child — a child of fourteen years old — than they would have been to a great simpleton of nearly eighteen.”

         “Yes; and because he is the son of Monsieur Honoré Gilbert, who has an income of eighteen thousand livres from good landed property, and this on the plain of Pillaleux,” replied the logician, in a piteous tone.

         The Abbé Fortier looked at Pitou, pouting his lips and knitting his brows.

         “This is somewhat less stupid,” grumbled he, after a moment’s silence and scrutiny. “And yet it is but specious, and without any basis: Species non autem corpus.”

         “Oh, if I were the son of a man possessing an income of eighteen thousand livres!” repeated Ange Pitou, who thought he perceived that his answer had made some impression on the professor.

         “Yes, but you are not so, and, to make up for it you are as ignorant as the clown of whom Juvenal speaks, — a profane citation,” the abbé crossed himself, “but no less just, — Arcadius juvenis. I would wager that you do not even know what Arcadius means?”

         “Why, Arcadian, to be sure,” replied Ange Pitou, drawing himself up with the majesty of pride.

         “And what besides?”

         “Besides what?”

         “Arcadia was the country of donkeys, and with the ancients, as with us, asinus was synonymous with stultus.” “I did not wish to understand your question in that sense,” rejoined Pitou, “seeing that it was far from my imagination that the austere mind of my worthy preceptor could have descended to satire.”

         The Abbé Fortier looked at him a second time, and with as profound attention as the first.

         “Upon my word!” cried he, somewhat mollified by the incense which his disciple had offered him; “there are really moments when one would swear that the fellow is less stupid than he appears to be.”

         “Come, Monsieur l’Abbé,” said Pitou, who, if he had not heard the words the abbé had uttered, had caught the expression which had passed over his countenance of a return to a more merciful consideration; “forgive me this time, and you will see what a beautiful theme I will write by to-morrow.”

         “Well, then, I will consent,” said the abbé, placing, in sign of truce, his cat-o’-nine-tails in his belt, and approaching Pitou, who, observing this pacific demonstration, made no further attempt to move.

         “Oh, thanks, thanks!” cried the pupil.

         “Wait a moment, and be not so hasty with your thanks. Yes, I forgive you, but on one condition.”

         Pitou hung down his head, and as he was now at the discretion of the abbé, he waited with resignation.

         “It is that you shall correctly reply to a question I shall put to you.”

         “In Latin?” inquired Pitou, with much anxiety.

         “In Latin,” replied the professor.

         Pitou drew a deep sigh.

         There was a momentary silence, during which the joyous cries of the schoolboys, who were playing on the square, reached the ears of Ange Pitou. He sighed a second time, more deeply than the first.

         “Quid virtus, quid religio?” asked the abbé.

         These words pronounced with all the pomposity of a pedagogue, rang in the ears of poor Ange Pitou like the trumpet of the angel on the day of judgment: a cloud passed before his eyes, and such an effect was produced upon his intellect by it, that he thought for a moment he was on the point of becoming mad.

         However, as this violent cerebral labour did not appear to produce any result, the required answer was indefinitely postponed. A prolonged noise was then heard, as the professor slowly inhaled a pinch of snuff.

         Pitou clearly saw that it was necessary to say something.

         “Nescio,” he replied, hoping that his ignorance would be pardoned by his avowing that ignorance in Latin.

         “You do not know what is virtue!” exclaimed the abbé, choking with rage; “you do not know what is religion!” “I know very well what it is in French,” replied Ange, “but I do not know it in Latin.”

         “Well, then, get thee to Arcadia, juvenis; all is now ended between us, pitiful wretch!”

         Pitou was so overwhelmed that he did not move a step, although the Abbé Fortier had drawn his cat-o’-nine-tails from his belt, with as much dignity as the commander of an army would, at the commencement of a battle, have drawn his sword from the scabbard.

         “But what is to become of me?” cried the poor youth, letting his arms fall listlessly by his side. “What will become of me if I lose the hope of being admitted into the seminary?”

         “Become whatever you can. It is, by Heaven! the same to me.”

         The good abbé was so angry that he almost swore.

         “But you do not know, then, that my aunt believes I am already an abbé?”

         “Well, then, she will know that you are not fit to be made even a sacristan.”

         “But, Monsieur Fortier —”

         “I tell you to depart, — limine linquæ.”

         “Well, then,” cried Pitou, as a man who makes up hia mind to a painful resolution, but who in fact does make it; “will you allow me to take my desk?” said he to the abbé, hoping that during the time he would be performing this operation a respite would be given him, and the abbé’s heart would become impressed with more merciful feelings.

         “Most assuredly,” said the latter; “your desk, with all that it contains.”

         Pitou sorrowfully reascended the staircase, for the schoolroom was on the first floor. On returning to the room — in which, assembled around a large table, and pretending to be hard at work, were seated some fourteen boys — and carefully raising the flap of his desk, to ascertain whether all the animals and insects which belonged to him were safely stowed in it, and lifting it so gently that it proved the great care he took of his favourites, he walked with slow and measured steps along the corridor.

         At the top of the stairs was the Abbé Fortier, with outstretched arm, pointing to the staircase with the end of his cat-o’-nine-tails.

         It was necessary to pass beneath this terrible instrument of justice. Ange Pitou made himself as humble and as small as he possibly could, but this did not prevent him from receiving as he passed by a last thwack from the instrument to which Abbé Fortier owed his best pupils, and the employment of which, although more frequent and more prolonged on the back of Ange Pitou, had produced the sorrowful results just witnessed.

         While Ange Pitou, wiping away a last tear, was bending his steps, his desk upon his head, towards Pleux, the quarter of the town in which his aunt resided, let us say a few words as to his physical appearance and his antecedents.

      

   


   
      
         
            Chapter II.
   

            In which it is proved that an aunt is not always a mother.
   

         

         Louis
      Ange Pitou, 
      as he himself said in his dialogue with the Abbé Fortier, was, at the period when this history commences, seventeen and a half years old. He was a tall, slender youth, with yellow hair, red cheeks, and blue eyes. The bloom of youth, fresh and innocent, was expanded over his wide mouth, the thick lips of which discovered, when extended by a hearty laugh, two perfectly complete rows of formidable teeth, — particularly formidable to those of whose dinner he was about to partake. At the end of his long, bony arms were solidly attached hands as large as beetles, legs rather inclined to be bowed, knees as big as a child’s head, which regularly made their way through his tight black breeches, and immense feet, which, notwithstanding, were at their ease in calf-skin shoes reddened by constant use; such, with a sort of cassock, a garment something between a frock-coat and a blouse, is an exact and impartial description of the ex-disciple of the Abbé Fortier.

         We must now sketch his moral character.

         Ange Pitou had been left an orphan when only twelve years old, the time at which he had the misfortune to lose his mother, of whom he was the only child. That is to say, that since the death of his father, which event had occurred before he had attained the years of recollection, Ange Pitou, adored by his poor mother, had been allowed to do whatever he thought fit, which had greatly developed his physical education, but had altogether retarded the advancement of his moral faculties. Born in a charming village called Haramont, situated at the distance of a league from the town and in the centre of a wood, his first walks had been to explore the depths of his native forest, and the first application of his intelligence was that of making war upon the animals by which it was inhabited. The result of this application, thus directed towards one sole object, was that at ten years old Pitou was a very distinguished poacher, and a bird-catcher of the first order; and that almost without any labour, and above all without receiving lessons from any one, but by the sole power of that instinct given by nature to man when born in the midst of woods, and which would seem to be a portion of that same instinct with which she has endowed the animal kingdom. And therefore every run of hare or rabbit within the circle of three leagues was known to him, and not a marshy pool where birds were wont to drink had escaped his investigation. In every direction were to be seen the marks made by his pruning-knife on trees that were adapted to catching birds by imitating their calls. From these different exercises it resulted that in some of them Pitou had attained the most extraordinary skill.

         Thanks to his long arms and his prominent knees, which enabled him to climb the largest standard trees, he would ascend to their very summits, to take the highest nests, with an agility and a certainty which attracted the admiration of his companions, and which, in a latitude nearer to the equator, would have excited the esteem even of monkeys. In that sport, so attractive even to grown people, in which the bird-catcher inveigles the birds to light upon a tree set with limed twigs, by imitating the cry of the jay or the owlet, — birds which, among the plumed tribe, enjoy the bitter hatred of the whole species, and to such an extent that every sparrow, every finch or tomtit, hastens at the call in the hope of plucking out a single feather from the common enemy, and, for the most, leave all their own, — Pitou’s companions either made use of a natural owlet or a natural jay, or with some particular plant formed a pipe, by aid of which they managed to imitate the cry of either the one or the other of these birds. But Pitou disdained all such preparations, despised such petty subterfuges. It was upon his own resources that he relied, it was with his own natural means that he drew them into the snare. It was, in short, his own lips that modulated the shrieking and discordant cries which brought around him not only other birds, but birds of the same species, who allowed themselves to be enticed, we will not say by this note, but by this cry, so admirably did he imitate it. As to the sport in the marshy pools, it was to Pitou the easiest thing in the world, and he would certainly have despised it as a pursuit of art had it been less productive as an object of profit. But, notwithstanding the contempt with which he regarded this sport, there was not one of the most expert in the art who could have vied with Pitou in covering with fern a pool that was too extensive to be completely laid, — that is the technical term; none of them knew so well as he how to give the proper inclination to his limed twigs, so that the most cunning birds could not drink either over or under them; and, finally, none of them had that steadiness of hand and that clearsightedness which must insure the due mixture, though in scientifically unequal quantities, of the rosin, oil, and glue, in order that the glue should not become either too fluid or too brittle.

         Now, as the estimation of the qualities of a man changes according to the theatre on which these qualities are produced, and according to the spectators before whom they are exhibited, Pitou in his own native village, Haramont, amidst his country neighbours, — that is to say, men accustomed to demand of nature at least half their resources, and, like all peasants, possessing an instinctive hatred of civilisation, — Pitou enjoyed such distinguished consideration that his poor mother could not for a moment entertain the idea that he was pursuing a wrong path, and that the most perfect education that can be given, and at great expense, to a man, was not precisely that which her son, a privileged person in this respect, had given gratis to himself.

         But when the good woman fell sick, when she felt that death was approaching, when she understood that she was about to leave her child alone and isolated in the world, she began to entertain doubts, and looked around her for some one who would be the stay and the support of the future orphan. She then remembered that ten years before, a young man had knocked at her door in the middle of the night, bringing with him a newly born child, to take charge of which he had not only given her a tolerably good round sum, but had deposited a still larger sum for the benefit of the child with a notary at Villers-Cotterêts. All that she had then known of this mysterious young man was that his name was Gilbert; but about three years previous to her falling ill he had reappeared. He was then a man about twenty-seven years of age, somewhat stiff in his demeanour, dogmatical in his conversation, and cold in his manner; but this first layer of ice melted at once when his child was brought to him, on finding that he was hale, hearty, and smiling, and brought up in the way in which he had directed, — that is to say, as a child of nature. He then pressed the hand of the good woman, and merely said to her, —

         “In the hour of need calculate upon me.”

         Then he had taken the child, had inquired the way to Ermenonville, and with his son performed the pilgrimage to the tomb of Rousseau, after which he returned to Villers-Cotterêts. Then, seduced, no doubt, by the wholesome air he breathed there, and by the favourable manner in which the notary had spoken of the school under the charge of the Abbé Fortier, he had left little Gilbert with the worthy man, whose philosophic appearance had struck him at first sight; for at that period philosophy held such great sway that it had insinuated itself even among churchmen.

         After this he had set out again for Paris, leaving his address with the Abbé Fortier.

         Pitou’s mother was aware of all these circumstances. When at the point of death, those words, ‘In the hour of need calculate upon me, ’ returned to her recollection. This was at once a my of light to her; doubtless Providence had regulated all this in such a manner that poor Pitou might find even more than he was about to lose. She sent for the curate of the parish; as she had never learned to write, the curate wrote, and the same day the letter was taken to the Abbé Fortier, who immediately added Gilbert’s address, and took it to the post-office.

         It was high time, for the poor woman died two days afterwards. Pitou was too young to feel the full extent of the loss he had suffered; he wept for his mother, not from comprehending the eternal separation of the grave, but because he saw his mother cold, pale, disfigured. Then the poor lad felt instinctively that the guardian angel of their hearth had flown from it; that the house, deprived of his mother, had become deserted and uninhabitable. Not only could he not comprehend what was to be his future fate, but even how he was to exist the following day. Therefore, after following his mother’s coffin to the churchyard, when the earth, thrown into the grave, resounded upon its lid, when the modest mound that covered it had been rounded off, he sat down upon it, and replied to every observation that was made to him as to his leaving it by shaking his head and saying that he had never left his mother, and that he would remain where she remained.

         He stayed during the whole of that day and night seated upon his mother’s grave.

         It was there that the worthy Doctor Gilbert — but have we already informed the reader that the future protector of Pitou was a physician? — it was there that the worthy doctor found him, when, feeling the full extent of the duty imposed upon him by the promise he had made, he had hastened to fulfil it, and this within forty-eight hours after the letter had been despatched.

         Ange was very young when he had first seen the doctor, but it is well known that the impressions received in youth are so strong that they leave eternal reminiscences. Then the passage of the mysterious young man had left its trace in the house. He had there left the young child of whom we have spoken, and with him comparative ease and comfort; every time that Ange had heard his mother pronounce the name of Gilbert, it had been with a feeling that approached to adoration; then again, when he had reappeared at the house a grown man, and with the title of doctor, when he had added to the benefits he had showered upon it the promise of future protection, Pitou had comprehended, from the fervent gratitude of his mother, that he himself ought also to be grateful, and the poor youth, without precisely understanding what he was saying, had stammered out the words of eternal remembrance and profound gratitude which had before been uttered by his mother.

         Therefore, as soon as he saw the doctor appear at the grated gate of the cemetery, and saw him advancing towards him amid the mossy graves and broken crosses, he recognised him, rose up and went to meet him, for he understood that to the person who had thus come on being called for by his mother he could not say no, as he had done to others; he therefore made no further resistance than that of turning back to give a last look at the grave, when Gilbert took him by the hand and gently drew him away from the gloomy enclosure. An elegant cabriolet was standing at the gate; he made the poor child get into it, and for the moment leaving the house of Pitou’s mother under the guardianship of public faith and the interest which misfortune always inspires, he drove his young protégé to the town and alighted with him at the best inn, which at that time was called “The Dauphin.” He was scarcely installed there when he sent for a tailor, who, having been forewarned, brought with him a quantity of ready mads clothes. He, with due precaution, selected for Pitou garments which were too long for him by two or three inches, a superfluity which, from the rate at which our hero was growing, promised not to be of long duration. After this, he walked with him towards that quarter of the town which we have designated as Pleux.

         The nearer Pitou approached this quarter, the slower did his steps become, for it was evident that he was about to be conducted to the house of his Aunt Angelique; and notwithstanding that he had but seldom seen his godmother — for it was Aunt Angelique who had bestowed on Pitou his poetical Christian name — he had retained a very formidable remembrance of his respectable relative.

         And in fact there was nothing about Aunt Angelique that could be in any way attractive to a child accustomed to all the tender care of maternal solicitude. Aunt Angelique was at that time an old maid between fifty-five and fifty-eight years of age, stultified by the most minute practices of religious bigotry, and in whom an ill-understood piety had inverted every charitable, merciful, and humane feeling, to cultivate in their stead a natural dose of avaricious intelligence, which was increased day by day from her constant intercourse with the bigoted old gossips of the town. She did not precisely live on charity; but besides the sale of the thread she spun upon her wheel, and the letting out of chairs in the church, which office had been granted to her by the chapter, she from time to time received from pious souls, who allowed themselves to be deceived by her pretensions to religion, small sums, which from their original copper she converted into silver, and then from silver into golden louis, which disappeared not only without any person seeing them disappear, but without any one ever suspecting their existence, and which were buried one by one in the cushion of the arm-chair upon which she sat to work; and when once in this hiding place they rejoined by degrees a certain number of their fellow coins, which had been gathered one by one, and like them destined thenceforth to be sequestered from circulation until the unknown day of the death of the old maid should place them in the hands of her heir.

         It was, then, towards the abode of this venerable relation that Doctor Gilbert was advancing, leading the great Pitou by the hand.

         We say the great Pitou, because from three months after his birth Pitou had been too tall for his age.

         Mademoiselle Rose Angelique Pitou, at the moment when her door opened to give ingress to her nephew and the doctor, was in a perfect transport of joyous humour. While they were singing mass for the dead over the dead body of her sister in law in the church at Haramont, there were a wedding and several baptisms in the church of Villers-Cotterêts, so that her chair-letting had in a single day amounted to six livres. Mademoiselle Angelique had therefore converted her pence into a silver crown, which in its turn added to three others which had been put by at different periods had given her a golden louis. This louis had at this precise moment been sent to rejoin the others in the chair cushion, and these days of reunion were naturally days of high festivity to Mademoiselle Angelique.

         It was at the moment, and after having opened her door, which had been closed during the important operation, and Aunt Angelique had taken a last walk round her arm-chair to assure herself that no external demonstration could reveal the existence of the treasure concealed within, that the doctor and Pitou entered.

         The scene might have been particularly affecting; but in the eyes of a man who was so perspicacious an observer as Doctor Gilbert, it was merely grotesque. On perceiving her nephew, the old bigot uttered a few words about her poor dear sister, whom she had loved so much; and then she appeared to wipe away a tear. On his side, the doctor, who wished to examine the deepest recesses of the old maid’s heart before coming to any determination with resnect to her, took upon himself to utter a sort of sermon on the duties of aunts towards their nephews. But by degrees, as the sermon was progressing, and the unctuous words fell from the doctor’s lips, the arid eyes of the old maid drank up the imperceptible tear which had moistened them; all her features resumed the dryness of parchment, with which they appeared to be covered; she raised her left hand to the height of her pointed chin, and with the right hand she began to calculate on her skinny fingers the quantity of pence which her letting of chairs produced to her per annum. So that, chance having so directed it that her calculation had terminated at the same time with the doctor’s sermon, she could reply at the very moment, that whatever might have been the love she entertained for her poor sister, and the degree of interest she might feel for her dear nephew, the mediocrity of her receipts did not permit her, notwithstanding her double title of aunt and godmother, to incur any increased expense.

         The doctor, however, was prepared for this refusal. It did not, therefore, in any way surprise him. He was a great advocate for new ideas; and as the first volume of Lavater had just then appeared, he had already applied the physiognomic doctrines of the Zurich philosopher to the yellow and skinny features of Mademoiselle Angelique.

         The result of this examination was that the doctor felt assured, from the small, sharp eyes of the old maid, her long and pinched-up nose and thin lips, that she united in her single person the three sins of avarice, selfishness, and hypocrisy.

         Her answer, as we have said, did not cause any species of astonishment. However, he wished to convince himself, in his quality of observer of human nature, how far the devotee would carry the development of these three defects.

         “But, mademoiselle,” said he, “Ange Pitou is a poor orphan child, the son of your own brother, and in the name of humanity you cannot abandon your brother’s son to be dependent on public charity.”

         “Well, now, listen to me, Monsieur Gilbert,” said the old maid; “it would be an increase of expense of at least six sous a day, and that at the lowest calculation; for that great fellow would eat at least a pound of bread a day.” Pitou made a wry face: he was in the habit of eating a pound and a half at his breakfast alone.

         “And without calculating the soap for his washing,” added Mademoiselle Angelique; “and I recollect that he is a sad one for dirtying clothes.”

         In fact, Pitou did sadly dirty his clothes, and that is very conceivable, when we remember the life he had led, climbing trees and lying down in marshes; but we must render him this justice, that he tore his clothes even more than he soiled them.

         “Oh, fie, mademoiselle!” cried the doctor; “fie, Mademoiselle Angelique! Can you, who so well practise Christian charity, enter into such minute calculations with regard to your own nephew?”

         “And without calculating the cost of his clothes,” cried the old devotee, most energetically, who suddenly remembered having seen her sister Madeline busily employed in sewing patches on her nephew’s jacket, and knee-caps on his small-clothes.

         “Then,” said the doctor, “am I to understand that you refuse to take charge of your nephew? The orphan who has been repulsed from his aunt’s threshold will be compelled to beg for alms at the threshold of strangers.” Mademoiselle Angelique, notwithstanding her avarice, was alive to the odium which would naturally attach to her if from her refusal to receive her nephew he should be compelled to have recourse to such an extremity.

         “No,” said she, “I will take charge of him.”

         “Ah!” exclaimed the doctor, happy to find a single good feeling in a heart which he had thought completely withered.

         “Yes,” continued the devotee, “I will recommend him to the Augustine Friars at Bourg Fontaine, and he shall enter their monastery as a lay servant.”

         We have already said that the doctor was a philosopher. We know what was the meaning of the word philosopher in those days.

         He therefore instantly resolved to snatch a neophyte from the Augustine brotherhood, and that with as much zealous fervour as the Augustines on their side could have displayed in carrying off an adept from the philosopher.

         “Well, then,” he rejoined, plunging his hand into his deep pocket, “since you are in such a position of pecuniary difficulty, my dear Mademoiselle Angelique, as to be compelled, from your deficiency in personal resources, to recommend your nephew to the charity of others, I will seek elsewhere for some one who can more efficaciously than yourself apply to the maintenance of your nephew the sum which I had designed for him. I am obliged to return to America. I will, before I set out, apprentice your nephew Pitou to some joiner, or a smith. He shall, however, himself choose the trade for which he feels a vocation. During my absence he will grow bigger, and on my return he will already have become acquainted with his business, and then — why, I shall see what can be made of him. Come, my child, kiss your aunt,” continued the doctor, “and let us be off at once.”

         The doctor had not concluded the sentence when Pitou rushed towards the antiquated spinster; his long arms were extended, and he was in fact most eager to embrace his aunt, on the condition that this kiss was to be the signal between him and her of an eternal separation.

         But at the words The Sum, 
      the gesture with which the doctor had accompanied it, the thrusting his hand into his pocket, the silvery sound which that hand had incontinently given to a heap of crown pieces, the amount of which might have been estimated by the tension of the pocket, the old maid had felt the fire of cupidity mount even to her heart.

         “Oh!” cried she, “my dear Monsieur Gilbert, you must be well aware of one thing.”

         “And what is that?” asked the doctor.

         “Why, good Heaven! that no one in the world can love this poor child half so much as I do.”

         And entwining her scraggy arms round Pitou’s neck, she imprinted a sour kiss on each of his cheeks, which made him shudder from the tips of his toes to the roots of his hair.

         “Oh, certainly,” replied the doctor, “I know that well, and I so little doubted your affection for him that I brought him at once to you as his natural support. But that which you have just said to me, dear mademoiselle, has convinced me at the same time of your good will and of your inability, and I see clearly that you are too poor to aid those who are poorer than yourself.”

         “Why, my good Monsieur Gilbert,” rejoined the old devotee, “there is a merciful God in heaven, and from heaven does He not feed all His creatures?”

         “That is true,” replied Gilbert; “but although He gives food to the ravens, He does not put out orphans as apprentices. Now, this is what must be done for Ange Pitou, and this, with your small means, would doubtless cost you too much.”

         “But yet, if you were to give that sum, good Monsieur Gilbert.”

         “What sum?”

         “The sum of which you spoke, the sum which is there in your pocket,” added the devotee, stretching her crooked finger towards the doctor’s coat.

         “I will assuredly give it, dear Mademoiselle Angelique,” said the doctor; “but I forewarn you it will be on one condition.”

         “And what is that?”

         “That the boy shall have a profession.”

         “He shall have one, and that I promise you on the faith of Angelique Pitou, most worthy doctor,” cried the devotee, her eyes riveted on the pocket which was swaying to and fro.

         “You promise it?”

         “I promise you it shall be so.”

         “Seriously, is it not?”

         “On the truth of the living God, my dear Monsieur Gilbert, I swear to do it.”

         And Mademoiselle Angelique horizontally extended her emaciated hand.

         “Well, then, be it so,” said the doctor, drawing from his pocket a well-rounded bag; “I am ready to give the money, as you see. On your side, are you ready to make yourself responsible to me for the child?”

         “Upon the true cross, Monsieur Gilbert.”

         “Do not let us swear so much, dear mademoiselle, but let us sign a little more.”

         “I will sign, Monsieur Gilbert, I will sign.”

         “Before a notary?”

         “Before a notary.”

         “Well, then, let us go at once to Papa Niguet.”

         Papa Niguet, to whom, thanks to his long acquaintance with him, the doctor applied this friendly title, was, as those know who are familiar with our work entitled “Memoirs of a Physician,” the notary of greatest reputation in the town.

         Mademoiselle Angelique, of whom Master Niguet was also the notary, had no objection to offer to the choice made by the doctor; she followed him, therefore, to the notary’s office. There the scrivener registered the promise made by Mademoiselle Rose Angelique Pitou, to take charge of, and to place in the exercise of an honourable profession, Louis Ange Pitou, her nephew, and so doing, should annually receive the sum of two hundred livres. The contract was made for five years; the doctor deposited eight hundred livres in the hands of the notary, the other two hundred were to be paid to Mademoiselle Angelique in advance.

         The following day the doctor left Villers-Cotterêts, after having settled some accounts with one of his farmers, with regard to whom we shall speak hereafter. And Mademoiselle Pitou, pouncing like a vulture upon the aforesaid two hundred livres payable in advance, deposited eight golden louis in the cushion of her arm-chair.

         As to the eight livres which remained, they waited in a small delft saucer which had, during the last thirty or forty years, been the receptacle of clouds of coins of every description, until the harvest of the following two or three Sundays had made up the sum of twenty-four livres, on attaining which, as we have already stated, the above named sum underwent the golden metamorphosis, and passed from the saucer into the arm-chair.

      

   


   
      
         
            Chapter III.
   

            Ange pitou at his aunt’s.
   

         

         We 
      have observed the very slight degree of inclination which Ange Pitou felt towards a long continued sojourn with his Aunt Angelique; the poor child, endowed with instinct equal, and perhaps superior, to that of the animals against whom he continually made war, had divined at once, we will not say all the disappointments — we have seen that he did not for a single moment delude himself upon the subject — but all the vexations, tribulations, and annoyances to which he would be exposed.

         In the first place — but we must admit that this was by no means the reason which most influenced Pitou to dislike his aunt — Doctor Gilbert having left Villers-Cotterêts, there never was a word said about placing the child as an apprentice. The good notary had indeed given her a hint or two with regard to her formal obligation; but Mademoiselle Angelique had replied that her nephew was very young, and, above all, that his health was too delicate to be subjected to labour which would probably be beyond his strength. The notary, on hearing this observation, had in good faith admired the kindness of heart of Mademoiselle Pitou, and had deferred taking any steps as to the apprenticeship until the following year. There was no time lost, the child being then only in his twelfth year.

         Once installed at his aunt’s, and while the latter was ruminating as to the mode she should adopt whereby to make the most of her dear nephew, Pitou, who once more found himself in his forest, or very near to it, had already made his topographical observations in order to lead the same life at Villers-Cotterêts as at Haramont.

         In fact, he had made a circuit of the neighbourhood, in which he had convinced himself that the best pools were those on the road to Damploux, that to Compiègne, and that to Vivières, and that the best district for game was that of the Bruyère-aux-Loups.

         Pitou, having made this survey, took all the necessary measures for pursuing his juvenile sport.

         The thing most easy to be procured, as it did not require any outlay of capital, was bird-lime; the bark of the holly, brayed in a mortar and steeped in water, gave the lime; and as to the twigs to be limed, they were to be found by thousands on every birch tree in the neighourhood. Pitou therefore manufactured, without saying a word to any one on the subject, a thousand of limed twigs and a pot of glue of the first quality; and one fine morning, after having the previous evening taken, on his aunt’s account at the baker’s, a four-pound loaf, he set off at daybreak, remained out the whole day, and returned home when the evening had closed in.

         Pitou had not formed such a resolution without duly calculating the effect it would produce. He had foreseen a tempest. Without possessing the wisdom of Socrates, he knew the temper of his Aunt Angelique as well as the illustrious tutor of Alcibiades knew that of his wife Xantippe.

         Pitou had not deceived himself in his foresight, but he thought he would be able to brave the storm by presenting to the old devotee the produce of his day’s sport; only he had not been able to foretell from what spot the thunder would be hurled at him.

         The thunderbolt struck him immediately on entering the house.

         Mademoiselle Angelique had ensconced herself behind the door, that she might not miss her nephew as he entered, so that at the very moment he ventured to put his foot into the room, he received a cuff upon the occiput, and in which, without further information, he at once recognised the withered hand of the old devotee.

         Fortunately, Pitou’s head was a tolerably hard one, and, although the blow had scarcely staggered him, he made believe, in order to mollify his aunt, whose anger had increased from having hurt her fingers in striking with such violence, to fall, stumbling as he went, at the opposite end of the room; there, seated on the floor, and seeing that his aunt was returning to the assault, her distaff in her hand, he hastened to draw from his pocket the talisman on which he had relied to allay the storm, and obtain pardon for his flight. And this was two dozen of birds, among which were a dozen redbreasts and half a dozen thrushes.

         Mademoiselle Angelique, perfectly astounded, opened her eyes widely, continuing to scold for form’s sake; but although still scolding, she took possession of her nephew’s sport, retreating three paces towards the lamp.

         “What is all this?” she asked.

         “You must see clearly enough, my dear little Aunt Angelique,” replied Pitou, “that they are birds.”

         “Good to eat?” eagerly inquired the old maid, who, in her quality of devotee, was naturally a great eater.

         “Good to eat!” reiterated Pitou; “well, that is singular. Redbreasts and thrushes good to eat! I believe they are, indeed!”

         “And where did you steal these birds, you little wretch?” “I did not steal them; I caught them.”

         “Caught them! how?”

         “By lime-twigging them.”

         “Lime-twigging, — what do you mean by that?”

         Pitou looked at his aunt with an air of astonishment; he could not comprehend that the education of any person in existence could have been so neglected as not to know the meaning of lime-twigging.

         “Lime-twigging?” said he; “why, zounds! ’t is limetwigging.”

         “Yes; but, saucy fellow, I do not understand what you mean by lime-twigging.”

         “Well, you see, aunt, in the forest here there are at least thirty small pools; you place the lime twigs around them, and when the birds go to drink there, as they do not, poor silly things, know anything about them, they run their heads into them and are caught.”

         “By what?”

         “By the bird-lime.”

         “Ah, ah!” exclaimed Aunt Angelique, “I understand; but who gave you the money?”

         “Money!” cried Pitou, astonished that any one could have believed that he had ever possessed a penny; “money, Aunt Angelique?”

         “Yes.”

         “No one.”

         “But where did you buy the bird-lime, then?”

         “I made it myself.”

         “And the lime twigs?”

         “I made them also, to be sure.”

         “Therefore these birds —”

         “Well, aunt?”

         “Cost you nothing?”

         “The trouble of stooping to pick them up.”

         “And can you go often to these pools?”

         “One might go every day.”

         “Good!”

         “Only, it would not do.”

         “What would not do?”

         “To go there every day.”

         “And for what reason?”

         “Why, because it would ruin it.”

         “Ruin what?”

         “The lime-twigging. You understand, Aunt Angelique that the birds which are caught —”

         “Well?”

         “Well, they can’t return to the pool.”

         “That is true,” said the aunt.

         This was the first time since Pitou had lived with her that Aunt Angelique had allowed her nephew was in the right, and this unaccustomed approbation perfectly delighted him.

         “But,” said he, “the days that one does not go to the pools one goes somewhere else. The days we do not catch birds, we catch something else.”

         “And what do you catch?”

         “Why, we catch rabbits.”

         “Rabbits?”

         “Yes; we eat the rabbits and sell their skins. A rabbitskin is worth two sous.”

         Aunt Angelique gazed at her nephew with astonished eyes; she had never considered him so great an economist. Pitou had suddenly revealed himself.

         “But will it not be my business to sell the skins?” “Undoubtedly,” replied Pitou; “as Mamma Madeline used to do.”

         It had never entered the mind of the boy that he could claim any part of the produce of his sport excepting that which he consumed.

         “And when will you go out to catch rabbits?”

         “Ah! that ’s another matter, — when I can get the wires,” replied Pitou.

         “Well, then, make the wires.”

         Pitou shook his head.

         “Why, you made the bird-lime and the twigs.”

         “Oh, yes, I can make bird-lime, and I can set the twigs, but I cannot make brass wire; that is bought ready made at the grocer’s.”

         “And how much does it cost?”

         “Oh! for four sous,” replied Pitou, calculating upon his fingers, “I could make at least two dozen.”

         “And with two dozen how many rabbits could you catch?”

         “That is as it may happen, — four, five, six, perhaps, — and they can be used over and over again if the gamekeeper does not find them.”

         “See, now, here are four sous,’’ said Aunt Angelique; “go and buy some brass wire at Monsieur Dambrun’s, and go to-morrow and catch rabbits.”

         “I will lay them to-morrow,” said Pitou “but it will only be the next morning that I shall know whether I have caught any.”

         “Well, be it so; but go and buy the wire.”

         Brass wire was cheaper at Villers-Cotterêts than in the country, seeing that the grocers at Haramont purchased their supplies in the town; Pitou, therefore bought wire enough for twenty-four snares for three sous. He took the remaining penny back to his aunt.

         This unexpected probity in her nephew almost touched the heart of the old maid. For a moment she had the idea, the intention, of bestowing upon her nephew the penny which he had not expended; unfortunately for Pitou, it was one that had been beaten out with a hammer, and which, in the dusk, might be passed for a two-sous piece. Mademoiselle Angelique thought it would never do to dispossess herself of a coin by which she could make cent per cent, and she let it drop again into her pocket.

         Pitou had remarked this hesitation, but had not analysed it; he never could have imagined that his aunt would give him a penny.

         He at once set to work to make his wires. The next day he asked his aunt for a bag.

         “What for?” inquired Mademoiselle Angelique.

         “Because I want it,” replied Pitou. — Pitou was full of mystery.

         Mademoiselle Angelique gave him the required bag, put into it the provision of bread and cheese which was to serve for breakfast and dinner to her nephew, who set out very early for the Bruyère-aux-Loups.

         As to Aunt Angelique, she set to work to pick the twelve redbreasts, which she had destined for her own breakfast and dinner. She carried two thrushes to the Abbé Fortier, and sold the remaining four to the host of the “Golden Ball,” who paid her three sous apiece for them, promising her to take as many as she would bring him at the same price.

         Aunt Angelique returned home transported with joy. The blessing of Heaven had entered beneath her roof with Ange Pitou.

         “Ah!” cried she, while eating her robin-redbreasts, which were as fat as ortolans and as delicate as beccaficos, “people are right in saying that a good deed never goes unrewarded.”

         In the evening Ange returned; his bag, which was magnificently rounded, he carried on his shoulders. On this occasion Aunt Angelique did not waylay him behind the door, but waited for him on the threshold, and instead of giving him a box on the ear, she received the lad with a grimace which very much resembled a smile.

         “Here I am!” cried Pitou, on entering the room with all that firmness which denotes a conviction of having well employed one’s time.

         “You and your bag,” said Aunt Angelique.

         “I and my bag,” said Pitou.

         “And what have you in your bag?” inquired Aunt Angelique, stretching forth her hand with curiosity.

         “Beech mast,”
         1
       said Pitou.

         “Beech mast!”

         “Undoubtedly; you must understand, Aunt Angelique, that if old Father La Jeunesse, the gamekeeper at the Bruyère-aux-Loups, had seen me prowling over his grounds without my bag, he would have said to me, ‘What do you come here after, you little vagabond?’ And this without calculating that he might have suspected something; while having my bag, were he to ask me what I was doing there, I should say to him, ‘Why, I am come to gather mast, — is it forbidden to gather mast?’ ‘No.’ ‘Well, then, if it is not forbidden, you have nothing to say.’ And indeed, should he say anything, Father La Jeunesse would be in the wrong.”

         “Then you have spent your whole day in gathering mast instead of laying your wires, you idle fellow!” exclaimed Aunt Angelique angrily, who, amidst all the cunning of her nephew, thought that the rabbits were escaping her.

         “On the contrary, I laid my snares while gathering the mast, so that he saw me at work at it.”

         “And did he say nothing to you?”

         “Oh, yes; he said to me, ‘You will present my compliments to your aunt, Pitou.’ Hey! Is not Father La Jeunesse a kind, good man?”

         “But the rabbits?” again repeated the old devotee, whom nothing could divert from her fixed idea.

         “The rabbits? Why, the moon will rise at midnight, and at one o’clock I will go and see if there are any caught.”

         “Where?”

         “In the woods.”

         “How! would you go into the woods at one o’clock in the morning?”

         “To be sure.”

         “And without being afraid?”

         “Afraid! of what?”

         Angelique was as much astounded at Pitou’s courage as she had been astonished at his calculations.

         The fact is, that Pitou, as simple as a child of nature, knew nothing of those fictitious dangers which terrify children born in cities.

         Therefore at midnight he went his way, walking along the churchyard wall without once looking back. The innocent youth who had never offended, at least according to his ideas of independence, either God or man, feared not the dead more than he did the living.

         There was only one person of whom he felt any sort of apprehension, and this was Father La Jeunesse; and therefore did he take the precaution to go somewhat out of his way to pass by his house. As the doors and shutters were all closed, and there was no light to be perceived, Pitou, in order to assure himself that the keeper was really at home and not upon the watch, began to imitate the barking of a dog, and so perfectly, that Ronflot, the keeper’s terrier, was deceived by it, and answered it by giving tongue with all his might, and by sniffing the air under the door.

         From that moment Pitou was perfectly reassured; as Ronflot was at home, Father La Jeunesse must be there also. Ronflot and Father La Jeunesse were inseparable; and at the moment the one was seen, it was certain that the other would soon make his appearance.

         Pitou, being perfectly satisfied of this fact, went on to the Bruyère-aux-Loups. The snares had done their work; two rabbits had been caught and strangled.

         Pitou put them into the capacious pocket of that coat, which, then too long for him, was destined within a year to become too short, and then returned to his aunt’s house.

         The old maid had gone to bed; but her cupidity had kept her awake; like Perrette, she had been calculating what her rabbit-skins might produce, and this calculation had led her on so far that she had not been able to close her eyes; and therefore was it with nervous tremulation that she asked the boy what success he had had.

         “A couple,” said he. “Ah, the deuce! Aunt Angelique, it is not my fault that I have not brought more; but it appears that Father Jeunesse’s rabbits are of a cunning sort.”

         The hopes of Aunt Angelique were fulfilled, and even more. She seized, trembling with joy, the two unlucky quadrupeds and examined their skins, which had remained intact, and locked them up in her meat-safe, which never had seen such provisions as those it had contained since Pitou had hit upon the idea of supplying it.

         Then, in a very honeyed tone, she advised Pitou to go to bed, which the lad, who was much fatigued, did instantly, and that without even asking for his supper, which raised him greatly in the opinion of his aunt.

         Two days after this Pitou renewed his attempts, and on this occasion was more fortunate than the first. He brought home three rabbits. Two of them took the road to the Golden Ball, and the third that of the presbytery. Aunt Angelique was very attentive to the Abbé Fortier, who on his side strongly recommended her to the pious souls of the parish.

         Things went on in this manner during three or four months. Aunt Angelique was enchanted, and Pitou found his position somewhat supportable. In fact, with the exception of the tender cares of his mother, Pitou led nearly the same life at Villers-Cotterêts which he had done at Haramont. But an unexpected circumstance, which, however, might have been foreseen, at once dashed to the ground the milk pitcher of the aunt, and put a stop to the excursions of the nephew.

         A letter had been received from Dr. Gilbert, dated from New York. On placing his foot on the soil of the United States the philosophic traveller had not forgotten his protégé. He had written to Master Niguet, the notary, to inquire whether his instructions had been carried into effect, and to claim the execution of the agreement if they had not been, or to cancel it altogether, if the old aunt would not abide by her engagements.

         The case was a serious one; the responsibility of the public officer was at stake; he presented himself at the house of Aunt Pitou, and, with the doctor’s letter in his hand, called upon her to perform the promise she had made.

         There was no backing out; all allegations as to ill health were at once belied by the physical appearance of Pitou. Pitou was tall and thin. Every standel of the forest was also thin and tall, but this did not prevent them from being in a perfectly healthy and thriving condition.

         Mademoiselle Angelique asked for a delay of eight days, in order to make up her mind as to the trade or occupation in which she should place her nephew.

         Pitou was quite as sorrowful as his aunt. The mode of life he led appeared to him a very excellent one, and he did not desire any other.

         During these eight days there was no thought of going bird-catching or poaching; moreover, the winter had arrived, and in winter the birds find water everywhere; but some snow had fallen, and while that was on the ground Pitou did not dare go out to lay his snares. Snow retains the impression of footsteps, and Pitou possessed a pair of feet so huge that they gave Father La Jeunesse the greatest possible chance of ascertaining in four-and-twenty hours who was the skilful poacher who had depopulated his rabbit warren.

         During these eight days the claws of the old maid again showed themselves. Pitou had once more found the aunt of former days, she who had caused him so much terror, and whom self-interest, the primům mobile of her whole life, had for a while rendered as smooth as velvet.

         As the day for the important decision approached, the temper of the old maid became more and more crabbed, and to such a degree that, about the fifth day, Pitou sincerely desired that his aunt would immediately decide upon some trade, be it what it might, provided it should no longer be that of the scolded drudge which he had been filling in the old maid’s house.

         Suddenly a sublime idea struck the mind of the old woman who had been so cruelly agitated. This idea restored her equanimity, which for six days had altogether abandoned her.

         This idea consisted in entreating the Abbé Fortier to receive into his school, and this without any remuneration whatever, poor Pitou, and enable him to obtain the purse for entering the seminary founded by his highness the Duke of Orléans. This was an apprenticeship which would cost nothing to Aunt Angelique; and Monsieur Fortier, without taking into calculation the thrushes, blackbirds, and rabbits with which the old devotee had so abundantly supplied him for the last month, was bound to do something more than for any other for the nephew of the chairletter of his own church. Thus kept as under a glass frame, Ange would continue to be profitable to her at the present time, and promised to be much more so in the future.

         Consequently, Ange was received into the Abbé Fortier’s school without any charge for his education. This abbé was a worthy man, and not in any way interested, giving his knowledge to the poor in mind, and his money to the poor in body. He was, however, intractable on one single point: solecisms rendered him altogether furious, barbarisms would send him almost out of his mind; on these occasions he considered neither friends nor foes, neither poor nor rich, neither paying pupils nor gratuitous scholars; he struck all with agrarian impartiality and with Lacedemonian stoicism, and as his arm was strong he struck severely.

         This was well known to the parents, and it was for them to decide whether they would or would not send their sons to the Abbé Fortier’s school; if they did send them there, they knew they must abandon them entirely to his mercy, for when any maternal complaint was made to him, the abbé always replied to it by this device, which he had engraved on the handle of his cane, and on that of his cat-o’-nine-tails, “Who loves well chastises well.”

         Upon the recommendation of his aunt, Ange Pitou was therefore received by the Abbé Fortier. The old devotee, quite proud of this reception, which was much less agree able to Pitou, whose wandering and independent mode of life it altogether destroyed, presented herself to Master Niguet, and told him that she had not only conformed to her agreement with Dr. Gilbert, but had even gone beyond it. In fact, Dr. Gilbert had demanded for Ange Pitou an honourable means of living, and she gave him much more than this, since she gave him an excellent education. And where was it that she gave him this education? Why, in the very academy in which Sebastian Gilbert received his, and for which Master Niguet, by the doctor’s orders, paid fifty francs per month.

         It was indeed true that Ange Pitou received his education gratis; but there was no necessity whatever for letting Dr. Gilbert into this secret. The impartiality and the disinterestedness of the Abbé Fortier were well known; as his sublime Master, he stretched out his arms saying, “Suffer little children to come unto me;” only the two hands affixed to these two paternal arms were armed, the one with a rudiment, and the other with a large birch rod; so that in the greater number of instances, instead of receiving the children weeping and sending them away consoled, the Abbé Fortier saw the children approach him with terror in their countenances and sent them away weeping.

         The new scholar made his entrance into the school-room with an old trunk under his arm a horn inkstand in his hand, and two or three stumps of pens stuck behind his ears. The old trunk was intended to supply, as it best might, the absence of a regular desk. The inkstand was a gift from the grocer, and Mademoiselle Angelique had picked up the stumps of pens at M. Niguet, the notary’s, when she had paid him a visit the evening before.

         Ange Pitou was welcomed with that fraternal gentleness which is born in children and perpetuated in grown men, that is to say with hootings. The whole time devoted to the morning class was passed in making game of him. Two of the scholars were kept for laughing at his yellow hair, and two others for ridiculing his marvellous knees, of which we have already slightly made mention. The two latter had said that Pitou’s legs looked like a well rope in which a knot had been tied. This jest had been attended with great success, had gone round the room and excited general hilarity, and consequently the susceptibility of the Abbé Fortier.

         Therefore, the account being made up at noon when about to leave the school, that is to say, after having remained four hours in class, Pitou, without having addressed a single word to any one, without having done anything but gape behind his trunk, Pitou had made six enemies in the school; six enemies so much the more inveterate that he had not inflicted any wrong upon them, and therefore did they over the fire-stove, which in the school-room represented the altar of their country, swear a solemn oath, some to tear out his yellow hair, others to punch out his earthenware blue eyes, and the remainder to straighten his crooked knees.

         Pitou was altogether ignorant of these hostile intentions. As he was going out he asked a boy near him why six of their comrades remained in school, when all the rest were leaving it. The boy looked askance at Pitou; called him a shabby tale-bearer, and went away, unwilling to enter into conversation with him.

         Pitou asked himself how it could have happened that he, not having uttered a single word during the whole time, could be called a shabby tale-bearer. But while the class had lasted he had heard so many things said, either by the pupils or by the Abbé Fortier, which he could in no way comprehend, that he classed this accusation of his schoolfellow with those things which were too elevated for him to understand.

         On seeing Pitou return at noon, Aunt Angelique, with great ardour for the success of an education for which it was generally understood she made great sacrifices, inquired of him what he had learned.

         Pitou replied that he had learned to remain silent. The answer was worthy of a Pythagorean; only a Pythagorean would have made it by a sign.

         The new scholar returned to school at one o’clock, without too much repugnance. The hours of study in the morning had been passed by the pupils in examining the physical appearance of Pitou; those of the afternoon were employed by the professor in examining his moral capabilities. This examination being made, the Abbé Fortier remained convinced that Pitou had every possible disposition to become a Robinson Crusoe, but very little chance of ever becoming a Fontenelle or a Bossuet.

         During the whole time that the class lasted, and which was much more fatiguing to the future seminarist than that of the morning, the scholars who had been punished on account of him repeatedly held up their fists to him. In all countries, whether blessed with civilisation or not, this demonstration is considered as a sign of threat. Pitou therefore determined to be on his guard.

         Our hero was not mistaken. On leaving, or rather when he had left, and got clear away from all the dependencies of the collegiate house, it was notified to Pitou, before the six scholars who had been kept in the morning, that he would have to pay for the two hours of arbitrary detention, with damages, interest and capital.

         Pitou at once understood that he would have to fight a pugilistic duel. Although he was far from having studied the fifth book, of the Æneid, in which young Dares and the old Entellus give proofs of their great skill in this manly exercise before the loudly applauding Trojan fugitives, he knew something of this species of recreation, to  which the country people in his village were not altogether strangers. He therefore declared that he was ready to enter the lists with either of his adversaries who might wish to begin, and to combat successively with all his six enemies. This demonstration began to raise the last comer in the consideration of his schoolfellows.

         The conditions were agreed on as Pitou had proposed. A circle was soon formed round the place of combat, and the champions, the one having thrown off his jacket, the other his coat, advanced towards each other.

         We have already spoken of Pitou’s hands. These hands, which were by no means agreeable to look at, were still less agreeable to feel. Pitou at the end of each arm whirled round a fist equal in size to a child’s head, and although boxing had not at that time been introduced in France, and consequently Pitou had not studied the elementary principles of the science, he managed to apply to one of the eyes of his adversary a blow so hermetically directed that the eye he struck was instantly surrounded by a dark bistre-coloured circle, so geometrically drawn that the most skilful mathematician could not have formed it more correctly with his compasses.

         The second then presented himself. If Pitou had against him the fatigue occasioned by his first combat, on the other hand, his adversary was visibly less powerful than his former antagonist. The battle did not last long. Pitou gave a straightforward blow at his enemy’s nose, and his formidable fist fell with such weight that instantly his two nostrils gave evidence of the validity of the blow by spouting forth a double stream of blood.

         The third got off with merely a broken tooth; he received much less damage than the two former. The other three declared that they were satisfied. Pitou then pressed through the crowd, which drew back as he approached with the respect due to a conqueror, and he withdrew safe and sound to his own fireside, or rather to that of his aunt.

         The next morning, when the three pupils reached the school, the one with his eye poached, the second with a fearfully lacerated nose, and the third with his lips swelled, the Abbé Fortier instituted an inquiry. But young collegians have their good points too. Not one of the wounded whispered a word against Pitou, and it was only through an indirect channel, that is to say, from a person who had been a witness of the fight, but who was altogether unconnected with the school, that the Abbé Fortier learned, the following day, that it was Pitou who had done the damage to the faces of his pupils which had caused him so much, uneasiness the day before.

         And in fact the Abbé Fortier was responsible to the parents, not only for the morals, but for the physical state of his pupils. Fortier had received complaints from the three families. A reparation was absolutely necessary. Pitou was kept in school three days: one day for the eye, one day for the bloody nose, and one day for the tooth.

         This three days’ detention suggested an ingenious idea to Mademoiselle Angelique. It was to deprive Pitou of his dinner every time that the Abbé Fortier kept him in school. This determination must necessarily have an advantageous effect on Pitou’s education, since it would naturally induce him to think twice before committing a fault which would subject him to this double punishment.

         Only, Pitou could never rightly comprehend why it was that he had been called a tale-bearer, when he had not opened his lips, and why it was he had been punished for beating those who had wished to beat him; but if people were to comprehend everything that happens in this world, they would lose one of the principal charms of life — that of mystery and the unforeseen.

         Pitou was therefore detained three days in school, and during those three days he contented himself with his breakfast and supper.

         Contented himself is not the word, for Pitou was by no means content; but our language is so poor, and the academy so severe, that we must content ourselves with what we have.

         Only that this punishment submitted to by Pitou, without saying a word of the aggression to which he had been subjected, and to which he had only properly replied, won him the esteem of the whole school. It is true that the three majestic blows he had been seen to deliver might also have had some little influence on his schoolfellows.

         From that forward the life of Pitou was pretty nearly that of most scholars, with this sole difference, that from his compositions being more defective than those of any of the rest, he was kept twice as often as any of his condisciples.

         But it must be said there was one thing in Pitou’s nature which arose from the primary education he received, or rather from that which he did not receive, a thing which is necessary to consider as contributing at least a third to the numerous keepings he underwent, and this was his natural inclination for animals.

         The famous trunk which his Aunt Angelique had dignified with the name of desk had become, thanks to its vastness and the numerous compartments with which Pitou had decorated its interior, a sort of Noah’s ark, containing a couple of every species of climbing, crawling, or flying reptiles. There were lizards, adders, ant-eaters, beetles, and frogs, which reptiles became so much dearer to Pitou from their being the cause of his being subjected to punishment more or less severe.

         It was in his walks during the week that Pitou made collections for his menagerie. He had wished for salamanders, which were very popular at Villers-Cotterêts, being the crest of François I., and who had them sculptured on every chimney-piece in the chateau. He had succeeded in obtaining them; only one thing had strongly preoccupied his mind, and he ended by placing this thing among the number of those which were beyond his intelligence; it was that he had constantly found in the water these reptiles which poets have pretended exist only in fire. This circumstance had given to Pitou, who was a lad of precise mind, a profound contempt for poets.

         Pitou, being the proprietor of two salamanders, set to work to find a chameleon: but this time his search was altogether vain, and success did not attend his labours. Pitou at last concluded from these unfruitful researches that the chameleon did not exist, or, at all events, that it existed in some other latitude.

         This point being settled, Pitou did not obstinately continue his search for the chameleon.

         The two other thirds of Pitou’s keepings-in were occasioned by those accursed solecisms, and those confounded barbarisms, which sprang up in the themes written by Pitou as tares do in a field of wheat.

         As to Sundays and Thursdays, days when there was no attendance at school, he had continued to employ them in laying his lime-twigs, or in poaching; only, as Pitou was still growing taller, as he was already five feet six, and sixteen years of age, a circumstance occurred which somewhat withdrew Pitou’s attention from his favourite occupations.

         Upon the road to the Wolf’s Heath is situated a small village, the same, perhaps, which gave a name to the beautiful Anne d’Heilly, the mistress of François I.

         Near this village stood the farmhouse of Father Billot, as he was called throughout the neighbourhood, and at the door of this farmhouse was standing, no doubt by chance, but almost every time when Pitou passed and repassed, a pretty girl from seventeen to eighteen years of age, freshcoloured, lively, jovial, and who was called by her baptismal name, Catherine, but still more frequently after her father’s name, La Billote.

         Pitou began by bowing to La Billote; afterwards he by degrees became emboldened, and smiled while he was bowing; then at last, one fine day, after having bowed, after having smiled, he stopped, and, although blushing deeply, ventured to stammer out the following words, which he considered as great audacity on his part: —

         “Good day, Mademoiselle Catherine.”

         Catherine was a good, kind-hearted girl, and she welcomed Pitou as an old acquaintance. He was in point of fact an old acquaintance, for during two or three years she had seen him passing and repassing before the farm gate at least once a week. Only that Catherine saw Pitou, and Pitou did not see Catherine. The reason was, that at first when Pitou used to pass by the farm in this manner Catherine was sixteen years old and Pitou but fourteen. We have just seen what happened when Pitou in his turn had attained his sixteenth year.

         By degrees Catherine had learned to appreciate the talents of Pitou, for Pitou had given her evidence of his talents by offering to her his finest birds and his fattest rabbits. The result of this was that Catherine complimented him upon these talents, and that Pitou, who was the more sensible to compliments from his being so little habituated to receive them, allowed the charm of novelty to influence him, and instead of going on straightforward, as heretofore, to the Wolf’s Heath, he would stop halfway, and instead of employing the whole of his day in picking up beech mast and in laying his wires, he would lose his time in prowling round Father Billot’s farm, in the hope of seeing Catherine, were it only for a moment.

         The result of this was a very sensible diminution in the produce of rabbit-skins, and a complete scarcity of robinredbreasts and thrushes.

         Aunt Angelique complained of this. Pitou represented to her that the rabbits had become mistrustful, and that the birds, who had found out the secret of his lime-twigs, now drank out of hollows of trees, or out of leaves that retained the water.

         There was one consideration which consoled Aunt Angelique for this increase in the intelligence of the rabbits and the cunning of the birds, which she attributed to the progress of philosophy, and this was that her nephew would obtain the purse, enter the seminary, pass three years there, and on leaving it would be an abbé. Now, being housekeeper to an abbé had been the constant aim of Mademoiselle Angelique’s ambition.

         This ambition could not fail of being gratified, for Ange Pitou, having once become an abbé, could not do otherwise than take his aunt for housekeeper, and above all after what his aunt had done for him.

         The only thing which disturbed the golden dreams of the old maid was, when speaking of this hope to the Abbé Fortier, the latter replied, shaking his head, —

         “My dear Demoiselle Pitou, in order to become an abbé, your nephew should give himself up less to the study of natural history, and much more to De Viris Jllustribus, or to the Selectee e Profanis Scriptoribus.”

         “And which means?” said Mademoiselle Angelique, inquiringly.

         “That he makes too many barbarisms, and infinitely too many solecisms,” replied the Abbé Fortier.

         An answer which left Mademoiselle Angelique in the most afflicting state of vagueness and uncertainty.

      

   


   
      
         
            Chapter IV.
   

         

         
            OF THE INFLUENCE WHICH A BARBARISM AND SEVEN SOLECISMS MAY HAVE UPON THE WHOLE LIFE OF A MAN.
   

         

         These 
      details were indispensable to the reader, whatever be the degree of intelligence we suppose him to possess, in order that he might comprehend the whole horror of the position in which Pitou found himself on being finally expelled from the school.

         With one arm hanging down, the other maintaining the equilibrium of the trunk upon his head, his ears still ringing with the furious vituperations of the Abbé Fortier, he slowly directed his steps towards the Pleux, in a state of meditation which was nothing more than stupor carried to the highest possible degree.

         At last an idea presented itself to his imagination, and four words, which composed his whole thought, escaped his lips, —

         “Oh Lord! my aunt!”

         And indeed what would Mademoiselle Angelique Pitou say to this complete overthrow of all her hopes?

         However, Ange Pitou knew nothing of the projects of the old maid, excepting as a faithful dog surmises the intentions of his master, that is to say, by au inspection of his physiognomy. Instinct is a most valuable guide, — it seldom deceives; while reason, on the contrary, may be led astray by the imagination.

         The result of these reflections on the part of Ange Pitou, and which had given birth to the doleful exclamation we have given above, was the apprehension of the violent outbreak of discontent the old maid would give way to on receiving the fatal news. Now, he knew from sad experience the result of discontent in Mademoiselle Angelique. Only upon this occasion, the cause of discontent arising from an incalculably important event, the result would attain a degree altogether incalculable.

         It was under these terrific impressions that Pitou entered the Pleux. He had taken a quarter of an hour to traverse the distance between the great gate at the Abbé Fortier’s and the entrance to this street, and yet it was scarcely three hundred yards.

         At that moment the church clock struck twelve; he then perceived that his final conversation with the Abbé Fortier and the slowness with which he had walked, had delayed him in all sixty minutes, and that consequently he was half an hour later than the time at which no more dinner was to be had in Aunt Angelique’s abode.

         We have already said that such was the salutary restraint which Aunt Angelique had added to his being kept in school, and on the wild ramblings of her nephew; it was thus that in the course of a year she managed to economise some sixty dinners at the expense of her poor nephew’s stomach.

         But this time, that which rendered more uneasy the retarded schoolboy, was not the loss of his aunt’s meagre dinner, although his breakfast had been meagre enough, for his heart was too full to allow him to perceive the emptiness of his stomach.

         There is a frightful torment, well known to a student, however perverse he may be, and this is the illegitimate hiding in some retired corner after being expelled from college; it is the definitive and compelled holiday which he is constrained to take advantage of, while his fellow students pass by him with their books and writings under their arm, proceeding to their daily task. That college, formerly so hated, then assumes a most desirable form; the scholar occupies his mind with the great affairs of themes and exercises, to which he before so little directed his attention, and which are being proceeded with in his absence. There is a strong similarity between a pupil so expelled by his professor, and a man who has been excommunicated by the Church for his impiety, and who no longer has a right to enter one, although burning with desire to hear a mass.

         And this was why, the nearer he approached his aunt’s house, his residence in that house appeared the more frightful to poor Pitou. And this was why, for the first time in his life, his imagination pictured to him the school as a terrestrial paradise, from which the Abbé Fortier, as the exterminating angel, had driven him forth, with his cat-o’-nine-tails wielded as a flaming sword.

         But yet, slowly as he walked, and although he halted at every ten steps he took, — halts which became still longer as he approached nearer, — he could not avoid at last reaching the threshold of that most formidable house. Pitou then reached the threshold with shuffling feet, and mechanically rubbing his hand on the seam of his nether garment.

         “Ah! Aunt Angelique, I am really very sick,” said he, in order to stop her raillery or her reproaches, and perhaps also to induce her to pity him, poor boy.

         “Good!” said Angelique. “I well know what your sickness is; and it would be cured at once by putting back the hands of the clock an hour and half.”

         “Oh! good heavens, no!” cried Pitou; “for I am not hungry.”

         Aunt Angelique was surprised and almost anxious. Sickness equally alarms — affectionate mothers and crabbed stepmothers, — affectionate mothers from the dangers caused by sickness, and stepmothers from the heavy pulls it makes upon their purse.

         “Well! what is the matter? Come, now, speak out at once,” said the old maid.

         On hearing these words, which were, however, pronounced without any very tender sympathy, Ange Pitou burst into tears and it must be acknowledged that the wry faces he made when proceeding from complaints to tears were the most terrifically ugly wry faces that could be seen.

         “Oh! my good aunt,” cried he, sobbing, “a great misfortune has happened to me.”

         “And what is it?” asked the old maid.

         “The Abbé Fortier has sent me away,” replied Ange, sobbing so violently that he was scarcely intelligible.

         “Sent you away?” repeated Mademoiselle Angelique, as if she had not perfectly comprehended what he said.

         “Yes, aunt.”

         “And from where has he sent you?”

         “From the school.”

         And Pitou’s sobs redoubled.

         “From the school?”

         “Yes, aunt.”

         “What! altogether?”

         “Yes, aunt.”

         “So there is no longer any examination, no competition, no purse, no seminary.”

         Pitou’s sobs were changed into perfect howlings. Mademoiselle Angelique looked at him, as if she would read the very heart of her nephew, to ascertain the cause of his dismissal.

         “I will wager that you have again been among the bushes, instead of going to school. I would wager that you have again been prowling about Father Billot’s farm Oh, fie! and a future abbé!”

         Ange shook his head.

         “You are lying,” cried the old maid, whose anger augmented in proportion as she acquired the certainty that the state of matters was very serious. “You are lying. Only last Sunday you were seen again in the Lane of Sighs, with La Billote.”

         It was Mademoiselle Angelique who was lying. But devotees have, in all ages, considered themselves authorised to lie, in virtue of that Jesuitical axiom, “It is permitted to assert that which is false, in order to discover that which is true.”

         “No one could have seen me in the Lane of Sighs,” replied Pitou; “that is impossible, for we were walking near the orangery.”

         “Ah, wretch! you see that you were with her.”

         “But, aunt,” rejoined Pitou, blushing, “Mademoiselle Billot has nothing to do with this question.”

         “Yes, call her mademoiselle, in order to conceal your impure conduct. But I will let this minx’s confessor know all about it.”

         “But, aunt, I swear to you that Mademoiselle Billot is not a minx.”

         “Ah! you defend her, when it is you that stand in need of being excused. Oh, yes; you understand each other better and better. What are we coming to, good Heaven! and children only sixteen years old.”

         “Aunt, so far from there being any understanding between me and Catherine, it is Catherine who always drives me away from her.”

         “Ah! you see you are cutting your own throat; for now you call her Catherine, right out. Yes, she drives you away from her, hypocrite, when people are looking at you.”

         “Ho! ho!” said Pitou to himself, illuminated by this idea. “Well, that is true; I had never thought of that.” “Ah, there again!” said the old maid, taking advantage of the ingenuous exclamation of her nephew to prove his connivance with La Billote; “but let me manage it. I will soon put all this to rights again. Monsieur Fortier is her confessor. I will beg him to have you shut up in prison, and order you to live on bread and water for a fortnight; as to Mademoiselle Catherine, if she requires a convent to moderate her passion for you, well, she shall have a taste of it. We will send her to St. Remy.”

         The old maid uttered these last words with such author ity, and with such conviction of her power, that they made Pitou tremble.

         “My good aunt,” cried he, clasping his hands, “you are mistaken. I swear to you, if you believe that Mademoiselle Billot has anything to do with the misfortune that has befallen me.”

         “Impurity is the mother of all vices,” sententiously rejoined Mademoiselle Angelique.

         “Aunt, I again tell you that the Abbé Fortier did not send me away because I was impure; but he has dismissed me because I make too many barbarisms, mingled with solecisms, which every now and then escape me, and which deprive me, as he says, of all chance of obtaining the purse for the seminary.”

         “All chance, say you? Then you will not have that purse; then you will not be an abbé; then I shall not be your housekeeper?”

         “Ah, good Heaven, no! dear aunt.”

         “And what is to become of you, then?” cried the old maid, in a savage tone.

         “I know not,” cried Pitou piteously, raising his eyes to heaven. “Whatever it may please Providence to order,” he added.

         “Ah! Providence, you say! I see how it is,” exclaimed Mademoiselle Angelique; “some one has been exciting his brain; some one has been talking to him of these new ideas; some one has been endeavouring to fill him with these principles of philosophy.”

         “It cannot be that, aunt; because no one gets into philosophy before having gone through his rhetoric; and I have never yet been able to get even so far as that.”

         “Oh, yes! — jest — jest! It is not of that philosophy that I am speaking. I speak of the philosophy of the philosophers, you wretch! I speak of the philosophy of Monsieur Arouet; I speak of the philosophy of Monsieur Jean Jacques; of the philosophy of Monsieur Diderot, who wrote ‘La Religieuse.’”

         Mademoiselle Angelique crossed herself.

         “La Religieuse!” cried Pitou; “what is that, aunt?” “You have read it, wretch!”

         “I swear to you, aunt, that I have not.”

         “And this is the reason why you will not go into the church.”

         “Aunt, aunt, you are mistaken. It is the church that will not admit me.”

         “Why, decidedly, this child is a perfect serpent. He even dares to reply.”

         “No, aunt; I answer, and that is all.”

         “Oh, he is lost!” exclaimed Mademoiselle Angelique, with all the signs of most profound discouragement, and falling into her favourite arm-chair.

         In fact, “He is lost!” merely signified, “I am lost!” The danger was imminent. Aunt Angelique formed an extreme resolve. She rose as if some secret spring had forced her to her feet, and ran off to the Abbé Fortier, to ask him for an explanation, and, above all, to make a last effort to get him to change his determination.

         Pitou followed his aunt with his eyes till she had reached the door; and when she had disappeared, he went to the threshold and watched her walking with extraordinary rapidity towards the Rue de Soissons. He was surprised at the quickness of her movements; but he had no longer any doubt as to the intentions of Mademoiselle Angelique, and was convinced that she was going to his professor’s house.

         He could, therefore, calculate on at least a quarter of an hour’s tranquillity. Pitou thought of making a good use of this quarter of an hour which Providence had granted to him; he snatched up the remainder of his aunt’s dinner to feed his lizards, caught two or three flies for his ants and frogs; then, opening successively a hutch and a cupboard, he set about feeding himself, for with solitude his appetite had returned to him.

         Having arranged all these matters, he returned to watch at the door, that he might not be surprised by the return of his second mother.

         Mademoiselle Angelique had given herself the title of Pitou’s second mother.

         While he was watching, a handsome young girl passed at the end of the Pleux, going along a narrow lane which led from the end of the Rue de Soissons to that of the Rue de l’Ormet. She was seated on a pillion on the back of a horse loaded with two panniers, the one full of fowls, the other of pigeons. It was Catherine. On perceiving Pitou standing at his door, she stopped.

         Pitou, according to custom, blushed, then remained with his mouth wide open, looking at, that is to say admiring her; for Mademoiselle Billot was in his eyes the most heavenly sample of human beauty.

         The young girl darted a glance into the street, saluted Pitou with a little graceful nod, and continued on her way.

         Pitou replied to it, trembling with satisfaction.

         This little scene lasted just time enough to occupy the tall scholar’s attention, who was quite lost in his contemplation, and continued eagerly gazing at the spot where Mademoiselle Catherine had appeared, so as to prevent him from perceiving his aunt when she returned from the Abbé Fortier, who suddenly seized his hand, turning pale with anger.

         Ange being thus startlingly awakened from his sweet dream by that electrical shock which the touch of Mademoiselle Angelique always communicated to him, turned round, and, seeing that the enraged looks of his aunt were fixed upon his hand, cast his own eyes down upon it, and saw with horror that it was holding the half of a large round of bread, upon which he had apparently spread a too generous layer of butter, with a corresponding slice of cheese, and which the sudden appearance of Mademoiselle Catherine had made him entirely forget.

         Mademoiselle Angelique uttered a cry of terror, and Pitou a groan of alarm; Angelique raised her bony hand, Pitou bobbed down his head; Angelique seized a broom handle, which unluckily was but too near her, Pitou let fall his slice of bread and butter, and took to his heels without further explanation.

         These two hearts had understood each other, and had felt that henceforth there could be no communion between them.

         Mademoiselle Angelique went into her house and doublelocked the door. Pitou, whom the grating noise alarmed as a continuation of the storm, ran on still faster.

         From this scene resulted an effect which Mademoiselle Angelique was very far from foreseeing, and which certainly Pitou in no way expected.

      

   


   
      
         
            Chapter V.
   

            A philosophical farmer.
   

         

         Pitou
       ran as if all the demons of the infernal regions were at his heels, and in a few seconds he was outside the town.

         On turning round the corner of the cemetery, he very nearly ran his head against the hind part of a horse.

         “Why, good Lord!” cried a sweet voice well known to Pitou, “where are you running to at this rate, Monsieur Ange? You have very nearly made Cadet run away with me, you frightened us both so much.”

         “Ah, Mademoiselle Catherine!” cried Pitou, replying rather to his own thoughts thau to the question of the young girl. “Ah, Mademoiselle Catherine, what a misfortune! great God, what a misfortune!”

         “Oh, you quite terrify me!” said the young girl, pulling up her horse in the middle of the road. “What, then, has happened, Monsieur Ange?”

         “What has happened!” said Pitou; and then, lowering his voice as if about to reveal some mysterious iniquity, “why, it is that I am not to be an abbé, mademoiselle.” But instead of receiving the fatal intelligence with all those signs of commiseration which Pitou had expected, Mademoiselle Billot gave way to a long burst of laughter. “You are not to be an abbé?” asked Catherine.

         “No,” replied Pitou, in perfect consternation; “it appears that it is impossible.”

         “Well, then, you can be a soldier,” said Catherine.

         “A soldier?”

         “Undoubtedly. You should not be in despair for such a trifle. Good Lord! I at first thought that you had come to announce to me the death of your aunt.”

         “Oh,” said Pitou, feelingly, “it is precisely the same thing to me as if she were dead indeed, since she has driven me out of her house.”

         “I beg your pardon,” said Catherine, laughing; “you have not now the satisfaction of weeping for her.”

         And Catherine began to laugh more heartily than before, which scandalised poor Pitou more than ever.

         “But did you not hear that she has turned me out of doors?” rejoined the student, in despair.

         “Well, so much the better,” she replied.

         “You are very happy in being able to laugh in that manner, Mademoiselle Billot; and it proves that you have a most agreeable disposition, since the sorrows of others make so little impression upon you.”

         “And who has told you, then, that, should a real misfortune happen to you, I would not pity you, Monsieur Ange?”

         “You would pity me if a real misfortune should befall me! But do you not, then, know that I have no other resource?”

         “So much the better again!” cried Catherine.

         “But one must eat!” said he; “one cannot live without eating! and I, above all, for I am always hungry.”

         “You do not wish to work, then, Monsieur Pitou?”

         “Work, and at what? Monsieur Fortier and my Aunt Angelique have told me more than a hundred times that I was fit for nothing. Ah! if they had only apprenticed me to a carpenter or a blacksmith, instead of wanting to make an abbé of me! Decidedly, now, Mademoiselle Catherine,” said Pitou, with a gesture of despair, “decidedly there is a curse upon me.”

         “Alas!” said the young girl compassionately, for she knew, as did all the neighbourhood, Pitou’s lamentable story. “There is some truth in what you have just now said, my dear Monsieur Ange; but why do you not do one thing?”

         “What is it?” cried Pitou, eagerly clinging to the proposal which Mademoiselle Billot was about to make, as a drowning man clings to a willow branch. “What is it; tell me?”

         “You had a protector; at least, I think I have heard so.”

         “Doctor Gilbert.”

         “You were the schoolfellow of his son, since he was educated, as you have been, by the Abbé Fortier.”

         “I believe I was indeed, and I have more than once saved him from being thrashed.”

         “Well, then, why do you not write to his father? He will not abandon you.”

         “Why, I would certainly do so, did I know what had become of him; but your father, perhaps, knows this, Mademoiselle Billot, since Doctor Gilbert is his landlord.”

         “I know that he sends part of the produce of the farm to him in America, and pays the remainder to a notary at Paris.”

         “Ah!” said Pitou, sighing, “in America; that is very far.”

         “You would go to America? You?” cried the young girl, almost terrified at Pitou’s resolution.

         “Who, I, Mademoiselle Catherine? Never, never! If I knew where to go, and how to procure food, I should be very happy in France.”

         “Very happy,” repeated Mademoiselle Billot.

         Pitou cast down his eyes; the young girl remained silent. This silence lasted some time. Pitou was plunged in meditations which would have greatly surprised the Abbé Fortier, with all his logic.

         These meditations, though rising from an obscure point, had become lucid; then they again became confused, though brilliant, like the lightning whose origin is concealed, whose source is lost.

         During this time Cadet had again moved on, though at a walk, and Pitou walked at Cadet’s side, with one hand leaning on one of the panniers. As to Mademoiselle Catherine, who had also become full of thought, she allowed her reins to fall upon her courser’s neck, without fearing that he would run away with her. Moreover, there were no monsters on the road, and Cadet was of a race which had no sort of relation to the steeds of Hippolytus.

         Pitou stopped mechanically when the horse stopped. They had arrived at the farm.

         “Well, now, is it you, Pitou?” cried a broad-shouldered man, standing somewhat proudly by the side of a pond, to which he had led his horse to drink.

         “Eh! good Lord! Yes, Monsieur Billot, it is myself.”

         “Another misfortune has befallen this poor Pitou,” said the young girl, jumping off her horse, without feeling at all uneasy as to whether her petticoat hitched or not, to show the color of her garters; “his aunt has turned him out of doors.”

         “And what has he done to the old bigot?” said the farmer.

         “It appears that I am not strong enough in Greek.”

         He was boasting, the puppy. He ought to have said in Latin.

         “Not strong enough in Greek!” exclaimed the broadshouldered man. “And why should you wish to be strong in Greek?”

         “To construe Theocritus and read the Iliad.”

         “And of what use would it be to you to construe Theocritus and read the Iliad?”

         “It would be of use in making me an abbé.”

         “Bah!” ejaculated Monsieur Billot, “and do I know Greek? do I know Latin? do I know even French? do I know how to read? do I know how to write? That does not hinder me from sowing, from reaping, and getting my harvest into the granary.”

         “Yes, but you, Monsieur Billot, you are not an abbé; you are a cultivator of the earth, agricola, as Virgil says. O fortunatus nimium —”

         “Well, and do you then believe that a cultivator is not equal to a black-cap; say, then, you shabby chorister you, is he not so, particularly when this cultivator has sixty acres of good land in the sunshine, and a thousand louis in the shade?”

         “I had been always told that to be an abbé was the best thing in the world. It is true,” added Pitou, smiling with his most agreeable smile, “that I did not always listen to what was told me.”

         “And I give you joy, my boy. You see that I can rhyme like any one else when I set to work. It appears to me that there is stuff in you to make something better than an abbé, and that it is a lucky thing for you not to take to that trade, particularly as times now go. Do you see now, as a farmer I know something of the weather, and the weather just now is bad for abbés.”

         “Bah!” exclaimed Pitou.

         “Yes, we shall have a storm,” rejoined the farmer, “and not long first, believe me. You are honest, you are learned —”

         Pitou bowed, much honoured at being called learned for the first time in his life.

         “You can therefore gain a livelihood without that.” Mademoiselle Billot, while taking the fowls and pigeons out of the panniers, was listening with much interest to the dialogue between Pitou and her father.

         “Gain a livelihood,” rejoined Pitou; “that appears a difficult matter to me.”

         “What can you do?”

         “Do! why I can lay lime twigs, and set wires for rabbits. I can imitate, and tolerably well, the notes of birds, can I not, Mademoiselle Catherine?”

         “Oh, that is true enough!” she replied. “He can whistle like a blackbird.”

         “Yes, but all this is not a trade, a profession,” observed Father Billot.

         “And that is what I say, by Heaven!”

         “You swear, — that is already something.”

         “How did I swear?” said Pitou. “I beg your pardon for having done so, Monsieur Billot.”

         “Oh! there is no occasion, none at all,” said the farmer. “It happens also to me sometimes. Eh! thunder of heaven!” cried he, turning to his horse, “will you be quiet, hey? These devils of Perch horses, they must be always neighing and fidgeting about. But now, tell me,” said he, again addressing Pitou, “are you lazy?”

         “I do not know. I have never done anything but Latin and Greek, and —”

         “And what?”

         “And I must admit that I did not take to them very readily.”

         “So much the better,” cried Billot; “that proves you are not so stupid as I thought you.”

         Pitou opened his eyes to an almost terrific width; it was the first time he had ever heard such an order of things advocated, and which was completely subversive of all the theories which up to that time he had been taught.

         “I ask you,” said Billot, “if you are so lazy as to be afraid of fatigue.”

         “Oh, with regard to fatigue, that is quite another thing,” replied Pitou; “no, no, no; J could go ten leagues without being fatigued.”

         “Good! that’s something, at all events,” rejoined Billot; “by getting a few pounds of flesh more off your bones, you could set up for a runner.”

         “A few pounds more!” cried Pitou, looking at his own lanky form, his long arms and his legs, which had much the appearance of stilts: “it seems to me, Monsieur Billot, that I am thin enough as it is.”

         “Upon my word, my friend,” cried Billot, laughing very heartily, “you are a perfect treasure.”

         It was also the first time that Pitou had been estimated at so high a price, and therefore was he advancing from surprise to surprise.

         “Listen to me,” said the farmer; “I ask you whether you are lazy in respect to work?”

         “What sort of work?”

         “Why, work in general.”

         “I do not know, not I; for I have never worked.”

         Catherine also began to laugh, but this time Père Billot took the matter in a serious point of view.

         “Those rascally priests!” said he, holding his clenched fists towards the town; “and this is the way they bring up lads, in idleness and uselessness. In what way, I ask you, can this great stripling here be of service to his brethren?”

         “Ah! not of much use, certainly; that I know full well,” replied Pitou; “fortunately I have no brothers.”

         “By brethren I mean all men in general,” observed Billot. “Would you, perchance, insist that all men are not brothers?”

         “Oh, that I acknowledge; moreover, it is so said in the Gospel.”

         “And equals,” continued the farmer.

         “Ah! as to that,” said Pitou, “that is quite another affair. If I had been the equal of Monsieur Fortier, he would not so often have thrashed me with his cat-o’-ninetails and his cane; and if I had been the equal of my aunt, she would not have turned me out of doors.”

         “I tell you that all men are equal,” rejoined the farmer, “and we will very soon prove it to the tyrants.”

         “Tyrannis,” added Pitou.

         “And the proof of this is, that I will take you into my house.”

         “You will take me into your house, my dear Monsieur Billot?” cried Pitou, amazed. “Is it not to make game of me that you say this?”

         “No; come now, tell me, what would you require to live?”

         “Bread.”

         “And with your bread?”

         “A little butter or cheese.”

         “Well, well,” said the farmer, “I see it will not be very expensive to keep you in food. My lad, you shall be fed.”

         “Monsieur Pitou,” said Catherine, “had you not something to ask my father?”

         “Who! I, mademoiselle! Oh, good Lord, no!”

         “And why was it that you came here, then?”

         “Because you were coming here.”

         “Ah!” cried Catherine, “that is really very gallant; but I accept compliments only at their true value. You came, Monsieur Pitou, to ask my father if he had any news of your protector.”

         “Ah! that is true!” replied Pitou. “Well, now, how very droll! I had forgotten that altogether.”

         “You are speaking of our worthy Monsieur Gilbert?” said the farmer, in a tone which evinced the very high consideration he felt for his landlord.

         “Precisely,” said Pitou. “But I have no longer any need of him; and since Monsieur Billot takes me into his house, I can tranquilly wait till we hear from him.”

         “In that case, my friend, you will not have to wait long, for he has returned.”

         “Really!” cried Pitou; “and when did he arrive?”

         “I do not know exactly; but what I know is, that he was at Havre a week ago, for I have in my holsters a packet which comes from him, and which he sent to me as soon as he arrived, and which was delivered to me this very morning at Villers-Cotterêts; and in proof of that here it is.”

         “Who was it told you that it was from him, father?” said Catherine.

         “Why, zounds! since there is a letter in the packet —” “Excuse me, father,” said Catherine, smiling, “but I thought that you could not read. I only say this, father, because you make a boast of not knowing how to read.”

         “Yes, I do boast of it. I wish that people should say, ‘Father Billot owes nothing to any man, — not even a schoolmaster. Father Billot made his fortune himself.’ That is what I wish people to say. It was not therefore I who read the letter; it was the quartermaster of the gender merie, whom I happened to meet.”

         “And what did this letter tell you, father? He is always well satisfied with us, is he not?”

         “Judge for yourself.”

         And the farmer drew from his pocket a letter, which he handed to his daughter. Catherine read as follows: —

         
            “My dear Monsieur Billot
      ,— I arrived from America, where I found a people richer, greater, and happier than the people of our country. This arises from their being free, which we are not. But we are also advanced towards a new era. Every one should labour to hasten the day when the light shall shine. I know your principles, Monsieur Billot. I know your influence over your brother farmers, and over the whole of that worthy population of workmen and labourers whom you order, not as a king, but as a father. Inculcate in them principles of self-devotedness and fraternity, which I have observed that you possess. Philosophy is universal: all men ought to read their duties by the light of its torch. I send you a small book, in which all these duties and all these rights are set forth. This little book was written by me, although my name does not appear upon the title page. Propagate the principles it contains, which are those of universal equality. Let it be read aloud in the long winter evenings. Reading is the pasture of the mind, as bread is the food of the body.
   

            “One of these days I shall go to see you, and propose to you a new system of farm-letting, which is much in use in America. It consists in dividing the produce of the land between the farmer and landlord. This appears to me more in conformity with the laws of primitive society, and, above all, more in accordance with the goodness of God. Health and fraternity!
   

            “Honore Gilbert
      , 

Citizen of Philadelphia.”
   

         

         “Oh! oh!” cried Pitou, “this is a well-written letter.”

         “Is it not?” said Billot, delighted.

         “Yes, my dear father,” observed Catherine; “but I doubt whether the quartermaster of the gendarmerie is of your opinion.”

         “And why do you think so?”

         “Because it appears to me that this letter may not only bring the doctor into trouble, but you also, my dear father.”

         “Pshaw!” said Billot, “you are always afraid; but that matters not. Here is the pamphlet; and here is employment ready found for you, Pitou. In the evenings you shall read it.”

         “And in the daytime?”

         “In the daytime you will take care of the sheep and cows. In the mean time, there is your pamphlet.”

         And the farmer took from one of his holsters one of those small pamphlets with a red cover, of which so great a number were published in those days, either with or without permission of the authorities. Only, in the latter case, the author ran the risk of being sent to the galleys.

         “Read me the title of that book, Pitou, that I may always speak of the title until I shall be able to speak of the work itself. You shall read the remainder to me another time.”

         Pitou read on the first page these words, which habit has since rendered very vague and very insignificant, but which at that period struck to the very fibres of all hearts: —

         “Of the Independence of Man, and the Liberty of Nations.”

         “What do you say to that, Pitou?” inquired the farmer.

         “I say, that it appears to me, Monsieur Billot, that independence and liberty are the same thing. My protector would be turned out of Monsieur Fortier’s class, for being guilty of a pleonasm.”

         “Pleonasm or not,” cried the farmer, “that book is the book of a man.”

         “That matters not, father,” said Catherine, with woman’s admirable instinct. “Hide it, I entreat you! It will bring you into trouble. As to myself, I know that I am trembling even at the sight of it.”

         “And why would you have it injure me, since it has not injured its author?”

         “And how can you tell that, father? It is eight days since that letter was written; and it could not have taken eight days for the parcel to have come from Havre. I also have received a letter this morning.”

         “And from whom?”

         “From Sebastian Gilbert, who has written to make inquiries. He desires me, even, to remember him to his foster brother, Pitou. I had forgotten to deliver his message.”

         “Well! ’

         “Well, he says that his father had been expected to arrive in Paris, and that he had not arrived.”

         “Mademoiselle is right,” said Pitou. “It seems to me that this non-arrival is disquieting.”

         “Hold your tongue, you timid fellow, and read the doctor’s treatise,” said the farmer; “then you will become not only learned, but a man.”

         It was thus people spoke in those days; for they were at the preface of that great Grecian and Roman history which the French nation imitated, during ten years, in all its phases, devotedness, proscriptions, victories, and slavery.

         Pitou put the book under his arm with so solemn a gesture, that he completely gained the farmer’s heart.

         “And now,” said Billot, “have you dined?”

         “No, monsieur,” replied Pitou, maintaining the same religious, semi-heroic attitude he had assumed since the book had been intrusted to his care.

         “He was just going to get his dinner, when he was driven out of doors,” said the young girl.

         “Well, then,” said Billot, “go in and ask my wife for the usual farm fare, and to-morrow you shall enter on your functions.”

         Pitou, with an eloquent look, thanked Monsieur Billot, and, led by Catherine, entered the farm kitchen, — a domain placed under the absolute direction of Madame Billot.

      

   


   
      
         
            Chapter VI.
   

            Pastoral scenes.
   

         

         Madame Billot 
      was a stout, buxom mamma, between thirty-five and thirty-six years old, round as a ball, freshcoloured, smooth-skinned, and cordial in her manners. She trotted continually from the fowl-house to the dove-cote, from the sheep-pens to the cow-stable; she inspected the simmering of her soup, the stoves on which her fricassees and ragouts were cooking, and the spit on which the joint was roasting, as does a general when surveying his cantonments, judging by a mere glance whether everything was in its right place, and by their very odour whether the thyme and laurel leaves were distributed in due proportions in the stewpans. She scolded from habit, but without the slightest intention that her scolding should be disagreeable; and her husband, whom she honoured as she would the greatest potentate of the earth, did not escape. Her daughter, also, got her share, though she loved her more than Madame de Sévigné loved Madame de Grignan; and neither were her work-people overlooked, though she fed them better than any farmer in a circuit of ten leagues fed his. Therefore was it that when a vacancy occurred in her household there was great competition to obtain the place. But, as in heaven, unfortunately there were many applicants, and comparatively but few chosen.

         We have seen that Pitou, without having been an applicant, had been elected. This was a happiness that he appreciated at its just value, especially when he saw the gold-coloured manchet which was placed at his left hand, the pot of cider which was on his right, and the piece of pickled pork on a plate before him. Since the moment that he lost his poor mother, and that was about five years since, Pitou had not, even on great festival days, partaken of such fare.

         Therefore Pitou, full of gratitude, felt, as by degrees he bolted the bread which he devoured, and as he washed down the pork with large draughts of the cider, — therefore Pitou felt a vast augmentation of respect for the farmer, of admiration for his wife, and of love for his daughter. There was only one thing which disquieted him, and that was the humiliating function he would have to fulfil during the day, of driving out the sheep and cows, — a function so little in harmony with that which awaited him each evening, and the object of which was to instruct humanity in the most elevated principles of sociality and humanity.

         It was on this subject that Pitou was meditating immediately after his dinner. But even in this reverie, the influence of that excellent dinner was sensibly manifested. He began to consider things in a very different point of view from that which he had taken of them when fasting. The functions of a shepherd and a cow-driver, which he considered as so far beneath him, had been fulfilled by gods and demigods.

         Apollo, in a situation very similar to his own — that is to say, driven from Olympus by Jupiter, as he, Pitou, had been driven from Pleux by his aunt — had become a shepherd, and tended the flocks of Admetus. It is true that Admetus was a shepherd-king; but then Apollo was a god!

         Hercules had been a cow-keeper, or something very like it; since — as we are told by mythology — he seized the cows of Geryon by the tail; for whether a man leads a cow by the tail or by the head depends entirely on the difference of custom of those who take care of them, and that is all; and this would not in any way change the fact itself that he was a cow-leader, that is to say, a cowkeeper.

         And, moreover, Tityrus reclining at the foot of an elm tree, of whom Virgil speaks, and who congratulates himself in such beautiful verses on the repose which Augustus has granted to him, he also was a shepherd.

         And, finally, Melibœns was a shepherd, who so poetically bewails his having left his domestic hearth.

         Certainly, all these persons spoke Latin well enough to have been abbés, and yet they preferred seeing their goats browse on the bitter cytisus to saying mass or to chanting vespers. Therefore, taking everything into consideration, the calling of a shepherd had its charms. Moreover, what was to prevent Pitou from restoring to it the poetry and the dignity it had lost? Who could prevent Pitou from proposing trials of skill in singing to the Menalcas and the Palemons of the neighbouring villages? No one, undoubtedly. Pitou had more than once sung in the choir; and but for his having once been caught drinking the wine out of the Abbé Fortier’s cruet, who, with his usual rigour, had on the instant dismissed the singing boy, this talent might have become transcendent. He could not play upon the pipe, ’t is true; but he could imitate the note of every bird, which is very nearly the same thing. He could not make himself a lute with pipes of unequal thickness, as did the lover of Syrinx; but from the linden tree or the chestnut he could cut whistles whose perfection had more than once produced the enthusiastic applause of his companions. Pitou, therefore, could become a shepherd without great derogation of his dignity. He did not lower himself to this profession, so ill appreciated in modern days; he elevated the profession to his own standard.

         Besides which, the sheepfolds were placed under the special direction of Mademoiselle Billot; and receiving orders from her lips was not receiving orders.

         But, on her part, Catherine watched over the dignity of Pitou.

         The same evening, when the young man approached her, and asked her at what hour he ought to go out to rejoin the shepherds, she said, smiling, —

         “You will not go out at all.”

         “And why so?” said Pitou with astonishment.

         “I have made my father comprehend that the education you have received places you above the functions which he had allotted to you. You will remain at the farm.”

         “Ah! so much the better,” said Pitou. “In this way I shall not leave you.”

         The exclamation had escaped the ingenuous Pitou. But he had no sooner uttered it, than he blushed to his very ears; while Catherine, on her part, held down her head and smiled.

         “Ah! forgive me, mademoiselle; it came from my heart in spite of me. You must not be angry with me on that account,” said Pitou.

         “Neither am I angry with you, Monsieur Pitou,” said Catherine; “and it is no fault of yours if you feel pleasure in remaining with me.”

         There was a silence of some moments. This was not at all astonishing, the poor children had said so much to each other in so few words.

         “But,” said Pitou, “I cannot remain at the farm doing nothing. What am I to do at the farm?”

         “You will do what I used to do; you will keep the books, the accounts with the work-people, and of our receipts and expenses. You know how to reckon, do you not?”

         “I know my four rules,” proudly replied Pitou.

         “That is one more than ever I knew,” said Catherine. “I never was able to get farther than the third. You see, therefore, that my father will be a gainer by having you for his accountant; and as I also shall gain, and you yourself will gain by it, everybody will be a gainer.”

         “And in what way will you gain by it, mademoiselle?” inquired Pitou.

         “I shall gain time by it; and in that time I will make myself caps, that I may look prettier.”

         “Ah!” cried Pitou, “I think you quite pretty enough without caps.”

         “That is possible; but it is only your own individual taste,” said the young girl, laughing. “Moreover, I cannot go and dance on a Sunday at Villers-Cotterêts without having some sort of a cap upon my head. That is all very well for your great ladies, who have the right of wearing powder and going bareheaded.”

         “I think your hair more beautiful as it is, than if it were powdered,” said Pitou.

         “Come, come, now; I see you are bent on paying me compliments.”

         “No, mademoiselle, I do not know how to make them. We did not learn that at the Abbé Fortier’s.”

         “And did you learn to dance there?”

         “To dance?” inquired Pitou, greatly astonished.

         “Yes, — to dance?”

         “To dance, and at the Abbé Fortier’s? Good Lord, mademoiselle! Oh! learn to dance, indeed!”

         “Then you do not know how to dance?”

         “No,” said Pitou.

         “Well, then, you shall go with me to the ball on Sunday, and you will look at Monsieur de Charny, while he is dancing. He is the best dancer of all the young men in the neighbourhood.”

         “And who is this Monsieur de Charny?” demanded Pitou.

         “He is the proprietor of the Château de Boursonne.” “And he will dance on Sunday?”

         “Undoubtedly.”

         “And with whom?”

         “With me.”

         Pitou’s heart sank within him, without his being able to ascertain a reason for it.

         “Then,” said he, “it is in order to dance with him that you wish to dress yourself so finely.”

         “To dance with him — with others — with everybody.” “Excepting with me.”

         “And why not with you?”

         “Because I do not know how to dance.”

         “You will learn.”

         “Ah! if you would but teach me, — you, Mademoiselle Catherine, — I should learn much better than by seeing Monsieur de Charny, I can assure you.”

         “We shall see that,” said Catherine. “In the mean time it is nine o’clock, and we must go to bed. Good night, Pitou.”

         “Good night, Mademoiselle Catherine.”

         There was something both agreeable and disagreeable in what Mademoiselle Catherine had said to Pitou. The agreeable was, that he had been promoted from the rank of a cow-keeper and shepherd to that of book-keeper; the disagreeable was, that he did not know how to dance, and that Monsieur de Charny did know. According to what Catherine had said, he was the best dancer in the whole neighbourhood.

         Pitou was dreaming all night that he saw Monsieur de Charny dancing, and that he danced very badly.

         The next day Pitou entered upon his new office, under the direction of Catherine. Then one thing struck him, and it was that under some masters study is altogether delightful. In the space of about two hours he completely understood the duties he had to perform.

         “Ah, mademoiselle!” exclaimed he, “if you had but taught me Latin, instead of that Abbé Fortier, I believe I never should have committed any barbarisms.”

         “And you would have become an abbé?”

         “And I should have been an abbé,” replied Pitou.

         “So, then, you would have shut yourself up in a seminary in which no woman would have entered.”

         “Well, now,” cried Pitou, “I really had never thought of that, Mademoiselle Catherine. I would much rather, then, not be an abbé.”

         The good man Billot returned home at nine o’clock; he had gone out before Pitou was up. Every morning the farmer rose at three o’clock, to see to the sending out of his horses and his wagoners. Then he went over his fields until nine o’clock, to see that every one was at his post, and that all his labourers were doing their duty. At nine o’clock he returned to the house to breakfast, and went out again at ten. One o’clock was the dinner hour; and the afternoon was, like the morning, spent in looking after the workmen. Thus the affairs of worthy Billot were prospering marvellously. As he had said, he possessed sixty acres in the sunshine, and a thousand louis in the shade; and it was even probable that, had the calculation been correctly made, — had Pitou made up the account, and had not been too much agitated by the presence or remembrance of Mademoiselle Catherine, — some few acres of land and some few hundred louis more would have been found than the worthy farmer had himself admitted.

         At breakfast, Billot informed Pitou that the first reading of Doctor Gilbert’s new book was to take place in the barn, two days after, at ten in the morning.

         Pitou then timidly observed that ten o’clock was the hour for attending mass. But the farmer said that he had specially selected that hour to try his workmen.

         We have already said that Father Billot was a philosopher.

         He detested the priests, whom he considered as the apostles of tyranny, and, finding an opportunity for raising an altar against an altar, he eagerly took advantage of it.

         Madame Billot and Catherine ventured to offer some observations. The farmer replied that the women might, if they chose, go to mass, seeing that religion had been made expressly for women; but, as to the men, they should attend the reading of the doctor’s work, or they should leave his service.

         Billot, the philosopher, was very despotic in his own house; Catherine alone had the privilege of raising her voice against his decrees. But if these decrees were so tenaciously determined upon that he knitted his brows when replying to her, Catherine became as silent as the rest.

         Catherine, however, thought of taking advantage of the circumstance to benefit Pitou. On rising from table, she observed to her father that, in order to read all the magnificent phrases he would have to read on the Sunday morning, Pitou was but miserably clad; that he was about to play the part of a master, since he was to instruct others; and that the master ought not to be placed in a position to blush in the presence of his disciples.

         Billot authorised his daughter to make an arrangement with Monsieur Dulauroy, the tailor at Villers-Cotterêts, for a new suit of clothes for Pitou.

         Catherine was right; for new garments were not merely a matter of taste with regard to Pitou. The breeches which he wore were the same which Doctor Gilbert had, five years before, ordered for him. At that time they were too long, but since then had become much too short. We are compelled to acknowledge, however, that, through the care of Mademoiselle Angelique, they had been elongated at least two inches every year. As to the coat and waistcoat, they had both disappeared for upwards of two years, and had been replaced by the serge gown in which our hero first presented himself to the observation of our readers.

         Pitou had never paid any attention to his toilet. A looking-glass was an unknown piece of furniture in the abode of Mademoiselle Angelique; and not having, like the handsome Narcissus, any violent tendency to fall in love with himself, Pitou had never thought of looking at himself in the transparent rivulets near which he set his bird snares.
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