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  Chapter I.
The Papa Hardouin; his Wife, Daughter, and Nephew..


  The Rue St. Denis, Paris, is a peculiar street. Narrow, thronged, busy, dirty, it contains within itself almost every variety of trade in the known world. It has the qualities of some dozen London thoroughfares. It is as long as Oxford-street, as narrow as Fetterlane, as dirty as Thames-street, as noisy as Cheapside; while its shops include the characteristics of all. Towards its termination upon the quay, from the Marché Des Innocents to the Seine, wholesale druggists, leather dealers, and sugar refiners abound. It is with this section of the population of the magic-lantern of Europe that we have at present to deal.


  The lower part of an old house, with on One side a baker’s—its iron-barred front marking the fear of emeuté and trouble—on the other a narrow, dark, gloomy passage, leading to the upper region, was, in the year of grace 1846, occupied by M. Hardouin, negociant en cuir, member of the Council of the Seine, captain in the — legion of the National Guard, married man, and father of one only daughter. Aged fifty, papa Hardouin was a short, paunchy, bald, rubicund personage; in fact, the very beau ideal of a Parisian city tradesman and civic soldier. When we add that he was rich and prudent, perfect master in his own house, consisting of wife, child, and servant; that he took in the Journal Des Debats from a desire to please the authorities, recreating himself after this dull study by reading the National and the Charivari at his café—that of the Regence, we shall have as much knowledge of M. Hardouin as had his best friends, after thirty years of intense study of his character.


  From seven in the morning until eight in the evening was the wealthy merchant true to his post. When eight o’clock struck, hie duties were terminated. He closed his books but not his shop, which until ten was ruled by the wife and daughter; while he, until eleven, enjoyed the varied luxury of a demitasse, with the inseparable petit verre of cognac, and endless games of dominoes, Now and then of a Sunday evening he took his wife and daughter to the play; but this was an event which so upset the Pere Hardouin’s received notions, that it appeared a martyrdom, and for some time back he had not been sorry to hand over this arduous Sunday evening duty to his sister’s son, the orphan Pierre Lescoup.


  The Pere Hardouin opened his magazine invariably of a Sunday morning, as do all Paris shopkeepers, save bankers and some few aristocratic shops; not that he did any business on that day, and might have spared himself the trouble, but that the guard national boasted of being an esprit fort. Like huge masses of other pig-headed French tradesmen, he would have thought himself a bigot, a royalist, a cagot, a man worthy of the sneers of all the habitues of the Café de la Regence if he had paid any respect to the Sabbath. It was all very well for women to be so moyen age, so ci-devant, the Pere Hardouin would profoundly observe, but forhim, enfant de la Revolution, child of Voltaire, ministerial because he wanted to be maire, but in his heart Radical, opposttion-constitutionelle, such childishness would have been unbecoming; and in execution of this sublime theory the worthy citizen deprived himself of half a day’s rest, shut up in his countinghouse, while his wife and daughter went to church, with the trouble of twice putting up and taking down his heavy shutters. Besides, in so doing he was dynastic; for Sunday morning, all the year round, the review of National Guards and troops of the line takes place in front of the Tuilleries.


  About one o’clock on Sunday he closed, put on his best clothes, and took a walk. If there were any horse-races, balloons, any extra day exhibition at the Hippodrome, the Voltairian boutiquier was sure to go; while on several occasions he so far sacrificed himself as to take his family to the Chateau Ronge, Ranelagh, and Mabille, three Sundays running, to witness equivocal dancing, lively music, and splendid fireworks, simply because an old lady who lodged in the house had remarked that such places ought to be closed on the occasion.


  »I am determined to show the old cagotte«, observed the civic soldier, »that I am not such a child as to swallow her doting.«


  The third Monday the leather-dealer went to his café half an inch taller than before. He had shown himself in all his force, Napoleon could have done no more[1].


  Madame Cecilia Hardouin, born Lemaitre, was a quiet little woman, who loved her husband as do women of gentle character, passive demeanour; and who, expecting little, without complaining or without much feeling, go on in the even tenor of their way rejoicing, quite satisfied if their caisse of an evening showed a reasonable profit.


  Madamoiselle Lucie Hardouin was a pretty, lively, espiegle girl; a brunette, with speak ing eyes, a nez retroussé—not to use the homely English word snub—a complexion rey enough for a milk-maid, a by-no-means rate occurrence with French girls who have never seen a sheep, never gazed on a tree, except those which line that magnificent series of streets, called the Boulevards, have a romantic notion of farm-houses, think that haystacks are green, or breathed any other air than that of the Luxembourg or Tuileries. She was, further, good-natured, affectionate, and, greatest wonder of all, was eighteen, and had never loved anybody in the wide world, even in ideality, but young Pierre Lescoup, her father’s nephew, only child of his defunct sister. But then it is true the bourgois did not allow novel reading at home—and taking French romances in the rough, they are slightly energetic—for the very good reason that apart from his Voltairian piece of thick-headedness, the bourgois had many very sensible notions of his own; of these, one was, that Eugene Sue, Alexander Dumas, Balzac, George Sand, though very clever people, and like most clever people, not particular about trifles, were not fit reading for young girls. Lucie, therefore, loved her cousin without affectation, honestly; not like a little affected woman of eighteen, but like a good, frank, merry girl as she was.


  What Lucie saw in Pierre Lescoup to love was at first sight a wonder. Tall, angular, bony, with ruddy hair, ruddy cheeks, no beard, or moustachios—in France unpardonable (perhaps this is the only natural thing in which the French show more sense than us); he was not ugly, and he was not handsome; he was too awkward and ungainly, but he was full of fun, of humour, of heartiness; his points excused his angles, his humour his hugeness, his thorough honesty and straitforwardness his many physical defects. But Pierre had one great fault which was born with him, and had for twenty-four years stuck with remarkable tenacity to our hero. He had five thousand francs a year in good rentes; this was the ruin of him. Had he been born poor, had he been left an orphan without a sou he might have made his way in the world; he might have been a lawyer, a doctor, even a deputé—as it was he was a rentier, without enough to be called rich, and still with too much to make him strive assiduously for more. So true is it that riches are not always a blessing—a reflection which must be aconsolation to an enormous amount of individuals. Up to twenty-four Pierre had never done anything—he was making up his mind.


  Having nothing much, then, to occupy his time, save to court his cousin, which, no opposition being offered, was too little occupation, Pierre had acquired a peculiar passion, and one which every day grew more violent, troublesome, and absorbing. He was the most inveterate devourer of feuilletons in all France.


  A word to the ignorant. In Paris there are some twenty odd daily papers, all with vast circulations some more and some less. With the exception of the Republican organ, the National, and the Debats, which is supported by Government, all these journals depend for their subscribers on the feuilleton, a word which may be translated a machine for the deterioration of literature. Two-thirds of the first, second, and probably the third page of the journals are occupied by politics and news, the rest by novels, which form the basementstory—nay, the foundation. In this manner all the works of Eugene Sue, Dumas, Sand, Balzac see the light, a chapter a day - not to mention occasional intervals of a twelvemonth in driblets, piecemeal, to the vast delectation and delight of the bourgoisie. Now Pierre Lescoup was as well known at every journal office, and to every porter who deposited his paper at six in the morning under his doorway—there are no newsmen in Paris—as the citizen king’s name, for he subscribed to the whole at an expense of some thousand francs per annum. His mode of study was Original. As soon as he rose, and his concierge brought up his physical and intellectual breakfast, Pierre undid the wrappers of his damp papers and unfolding them from their neat arrangement laid them before him; this done, he took to his work seriously. His Constitutionnel was first attacked, containing probably the twenty-second chapter of the nineteenth volume of the first part of tue history of the world turned into a romance; the Presse followed, here perhaps was the first chapter of a semi-philosophical essay, dramatised then the Siecle, which in its paper save him a half-finished continental history en cent nouvelle, from the birth of Louis XIV. to the death of the XV. of the same name, While in its supplement was the Reign of Terror transformed into an idyl. Nothing daunted, Pierre flew to the Gazette, which one day gave him a chapter of Dombey, the next true tale, comprehending in it the whole peal history of France, diversified the following morning by a naval romance. The Union Monarchique with its Club des Damnés, and all the recondite contents of the other Journals were taken up in turn and devoured with intense gravity. Strange to say, Pierre was never confused, his memory was wonderful; he no sooner took up one paper than his mind instantly flew back to the place where he left off the day before, and forgetting all else he was at once absorbed in the adventures, perils, and sufferings of its heroes, heroines, villains, walking gentlemen, etc., the only inconvenience being that sometimes the recurrence of the same event in half a dozen different books slightly puzzled our student. But as no sooner was the print before his eyes he had forgotten one plot to think of the next, this event was never followed by any serious results.


  Had Pierre been satisfied with this he would have saved his thousand francs, and read them all in a cabinet for twopence a day. But—and here is the secret of the enormous circulation of the journals which give the best feuilletons—this reading was but preliminary; it was the impossibility of waiting, the desire to know as much about the twenty current novels as anybody else, a kind of passionate joy at diving into the thoughts, at breakfast time, of the twenty most popular men in France: but once read, & more serious duty commenced. The scissors now came into operation, and the feuilleton was delicate separated from the body of the paper to be deposited carefully on a shelf which groaned under the weight of these odd-shaped tomes. There was one shelf for completed works, these were covered up, to be occasionally drawn forth and re-perused; another was devoted to those in course of completion. Every day the layer of these grew deeper, each separate leaf being laid upon its predecessor with exquisite care, until a volume, a yard wide by half a foot in depth, was completed. This once the case, the needle bound them indissolubly together. Day by day did each work increase in bulk. One hardly commenced excited little attention, but when Pierre counted by volumes, say ten ora dozer, he began to look upon the book with a longing eye, would count the leaves, measure the space of time which would be occupied in its perusal, and the luxury of abandoning himself to the land of dreams; but when a book began to give signs of ending, Lescoup was struck by a sensation half sad, half delighted—sad in as far as he regretted to part with old friends; delighted, as expecting to peruse his hitherto detached chapters in one harmonious whole. Whenever this occurred Pierre was lost to his friends, his toilette was unmade, his stomach rebelled in vain; for, seizing the pile of printed matter, he fastened on it like ravenous hound upon its prey, and left not go until the rage of mental hunger was appeased, and he had read the words »end of the twentieth and last volume.«


  Pierre, however, except on these rare occasions, was devoted in his attentions to his relatives, In whose dingy shop he passed all his evenings; for whatever the character of the events he read, Lescoup was as steady as a pillar. In his own estimation—in his world of fancy, he was a Duke de Richelieu, a Regent D’Orleans, a little Louis XV.; for he had no end of amourettes with his heroines. There was not one whom he did not win from the audacious hero and marry in the parish church of the third arrondissement; his ideal duels were without number; his petits soupers would have brought water to the mouth of a Jacobin of 1793; his mantelshelf was covered in fancy with little scented three-cornered notes; his losses at cards were counted by millions; while his adventures were daily of the most wonderful and romantic character.


  There ended the unsteadiness of Pierre. In reality he never entered a tavern, went to a theatre, ball, concert, a walk, a stroll, without his uncle, his aunt, or his cousin-who, little shopkeeper as she was, was still his niece Margot, his Necole, his Andree, his Marie, his Eliza, and all the other fantastic rivals that filled his brain; of course, about their ultimate marriage Pierre entertained not the remotest doubt, for which very reason he never had said a word about it[2].


  But in this our sketch of our actors we have filled so much space, that we must introduce them into action in another chapter.


[1] No one will suspect me—a Radical, and something more—of wishing to satirise French radicalism. I merely allude to features which deteriorate from it, and which take their rise in the spirit of the philosophy and literature of the times; both actuated by the same petty desire to be remarked for their independence of all things, sacred and human-precisely in an inverse ratio with their true philosophy and genius. As true might is humble, so mediocrity is impudent and audacious.


[2]Anybody who supposes that we mean in our sketch of Pierre to attack the whole mass Of French journals and novelists will continue to think so, so long as it gives him inward satisfaction. We apprehend, however, we shall generally be esteemed neither so illiberal nor so unjust. The French daily papers are productions of rare talent, and well worthy of study, particularly the Debats, Presse, Constitutionnel, Siecle, and National. We dislike and reprobate the scenes, situations, subjects, and opinions of many French romancists, as immoral, and inimical to religion and good feeling; this granted, we cannot but acknowledge the rare talent of very many of these writers, especially in the artistic construction and development of plot, in the dramatic shape of the events, and in the singular nature and ease of their dialogue. French manners and habit admit of details and events which to us are loathsome, and which blot almost every work of gallic imagination. This is deeply rooted in the times, and yet may be altered. But could our best novelists combine the French excellencies with our purer taste and more heightened morality—not but that some have tarnished our literature—we should have perfect works of fiction. In my opinion, Dickens, in »Barnaby Rudge«, has approached this perfection in romance writing the nearest of any.
 With regard to the feuilletons generally, they are eagerly devoured by the public, and the longer the more popular. Besides, they keep in comparative affluence a host of literary men, who, left to the booksellers, would starve. None but a newspaper with 40,000 or 50,000 subscribers could give 4,000l. for one work of fiction, as we have seen proved legally on several occasions in France. With all its faults, too, literature is appreciated in France more widely than with us. In London, a literary man dies, and there’s an end on’t. But a few days since, in Paris, I saw more than a hundred thousand persons, of all classes, pressing (0 pay a tribute to Frederic Soulie, the man whom they had admired, and who had amused them.


  Chapter II.
The Understanding..


  It was the evening of the 3rd of May, 1846, and a fine, pleasant, dry evening it was. The hour was seven, and Papa Hardouin had got his coat on ready for his walk along the rue de la Ferronerie, by that of the arbre sec, along to the rue St. Honoré, to the facade of the Palais Royal, opposite which is the Café de la Regence. His books had been made up for the day, whatever trifles were sold between that hour and ten being carried to next day.


  In the little back parlour, dining-room, boudoir, etc., sat Madame Hardouin, Mademoiselle Hardouin, and Pierre Lescoup, engaged, as he thought, in making love to Lucie, but who was, in fact, perfectly silent; his mind being scarcely yet recovered from the perusal of a diabolical blue-fire romance, which killed the Epoque. Madame was sewing, awaiting her husband’s signal to take his place in the little counting-house that looked out upon the street.


  Lucie was knitting, and every now and then her little fingers let fall a stitch, for Pierre had not opened his lips for a whole quarter of an hour, though his eyes were fixed mechanically on the rosy digits of his fair cousin.


  Suddenly Pierre Lescoup burst out laughing, and started up.


  »The deuce take the son of the devil!« he cried, with a loud he-haw.


  »Pierre!’ said Madame Hardouin, with a reproachful glance.


  Lucie raised her head and looked at the young man as if she thought him mad. Certainly his observation was none of the most lucid.


  »Excuse me, but it’s too ridiculous; the fact is, I have been all day reading a work, by Monsieur Paul Feval, and I had quite forgot my dinner. I am now as hungry as@ hunter;” and the young man rose.


  »You are going?« said Lucie Hardouin, with a pout.


  »1 will run to the restaurateur here close by; one dines for 36 sous, and I will be back in twenty minutes.«


  With these words Pierre Lescoup took up his hat, bowed with Parisian elegance, and backed out of the shop.


  »Pierre«, said the Papa Hardouin, as he passed the counting-house, speaking more seriously than was his purpose, »where are you going?«


  »Why, uncle, I am going to dine«, replied the young man hurriedly.


  »To dine!« replied the papa, in a sarcastic tone.


  »I quite forgot to do so before«, replied Pierre, in a tone of wonder.


  »Monsieur Pierre Lescoup«, said the national guard, with a voice of command, »come into my counting-house and take a chair; I will not keep you from your dinner more than ten minutes.«


  Pierre wished the Fils du Diâble, and his dinner too, at the parish church of the thirteenth arrondissement—a fabulous region answering to the Greek Kalend—still he obeyed. Papa Hardouin was the father of his only love.


  »Here I am, sir«, he said, taking the proffered chair with a very ill grace.


  »Monsieur Pierre Lescoup,’’? exclaimed the officer of the 7th legion, ‘‘ you came here without dining—you are in love.«


  »I!« said Pierre, with a flushed visage, perfectly astounded at his own depravity.


  »You, monsieur—in love«, continued Papa Hardouin, growing irate; »and with my daughter, Monsieur Pierre Lescoup.«


  And the garde national crossed his arms with a look of paternal majesty.


  »But I thought you knew that long ago, uncle«, replied Pierre, with a quick beating at his heart which he had never felt before.


  »You have the audacity!« thundered the negociant en cuir—‘ but let us not prejudge, let us be calm. What are your pretensions, young man?«


  He called him young man, not nephew-Pierre shuddered. He felt like three tragic romances in one.


  »I had hoped«, he stammered, »in time to have married Mademoiselle Lucie—in fact, I conceived it settled.«


  »Conceived it settled, monsieur?« said the papa, in that tone of intense domestic tragedy which is peculiar to such situations.


  »Yes, sir«, faltered poor Pierre.


  »Pray, sir, what is your income?« inquired Papa Hardouin, taking up a pen.


  »Five thousand francs a year, and rent free«, replied the young man, more quietly.


  »Invested in what?« said the Papa Hardouin, who knew better than he did.


  »In a house, rue Jean-Jaques-Rousseau, let to Monsieur Leon Picard, lodging-house keeper, for five thousand francs per annum, for sixteen years to come, when I can get six thousand for it; besides this, I have in the said house an apartment which I pay nothing for.


  »Your house sold, would bring, perhaps, 100,000 francs, not more; which, at 78 francs and 85 centimes, the price of the Three and a-Half per Cents. this day, would bring you somewhere over 4,000 francs income derived from public funds.«


  »But Monsieur Noirville, who lives on the first floor, has offered mel 25,000 francs for it.«


  »Because he wants to build a large hotel by turning it and the next house into one-take it.«


  »But why, sir?«


  »Because, with 125,000 francs inscribed on the Great Book, you may hope to marry some little rentiere with as much.


  »But I will never marry any one, save Lucie«, said the young man, with firmness.


  »Monsieur Pierre«, replied the Papa Hardouin, sarcastically, »you will wait a long time. I, M. Hardouin, negociant en cuir, have, in the course of my commercial operations, saved as much as has bought me 300,000 francs in the Three and a-Half per Cents.; my business, sold at a low valuation, is worth 150,000; while my wife’s dowry is 50,000 francs—all this Lucie will receive at my death. Besides, I hold 100,000 francs in railway shares. On her marriage I sell these, and give their proceeds as her dowry. Altogether this amounts to 600,000 francs. Now I have always said, ‘Papa Hardouin, your son-in-law must be a millionaire.’ Now, as I have no objection to you, Pierre, if you have 400,000 francs, here is my hand. No one else should have my child with less than 500,000. If not, we wish one another a very good evening, and must request you not to call at rue St. Denis until Lucie’s marriage.«


  This calculating speech, which the Papa Hardouin believed to be the very perfection of paternal solicitude—all happiness with him was centred in enough or not enough money—was listened to by Pierre in mute astonishment. No sooner had he concluded, than Pierre rose, took his hat, cast a half-bewildered, half-contemptuous look upon the astounded father, and prepared to go.


  »Good night«, said Papa Hardouin, halfstaggered in his resolution. But Pierre was gone.


  »Imbecile!? muttered the Papa Hardouin, »With a hundred thousand francs at twentyone, I would have made my fortune at once. I was just going to put him in the way of doubling his capital, when he flitted.«


  ‘Cecile,’ said he, addressing his wife, »I am going to the café.«


  »Send Pierre back, papa«, exclaimed his pretty daughter, who was still pouting, »if you happen to meet him.«


  The mother and daughter had not heard a word of the colloquy between the uncle and nephew.


  »Pierre will not come back«, said Papa Hardouin, with a slight hem.


  »How, Pierre will not come back?« inquired his pretty child, advancing slowly.


  »Pierre Lescoup has had the audacity to confess to me that he loves you«, replied the negociant en cuir, sharply.


  »I would rather he would have told me so«, said Lucie, nairely.


  »And pray, mademoiselle, what would have been your answer?« inquired the civic guard, with a somewhat anxious look.


  »That I knew it any time these two years, and that I would never marry any one else«, continued Lucie, blushing.


  »Mademoiselle«, cried the father, angrily, »this is a plot between you; but be assured you shall have no more opportunities of conspiring.«


  Lucie Hardouin was silent for a second. She then spoke, her whole character coming out before this, her first grief—her first sorrow.


  »Father«, she said, firmly but gently, her bright eyes brighter than usual, »for four years Pierre has been my companion. He has, in fact, been my only one. I have loved him all the time, believing I had your approval. It is too late now to alter. I will never attempt to see Pierre against your will, but I will never—no, never—I swear it by the love I bear you, my father—you, my mother - marry any one else.«


  »Nonsense!« exclaimed the irate bourgois, »I will find you a better match.«


  »That you can never do«, said Lucie, standing gallantly up for the absent youth; »but if you separate me from my cousin, my heart will break.«


  »Never heard of such a thing«, replied the Père Hardouin; »the heart is tougher than you think.«


  And the Papa Hardouin was right. The heart is tougher than we think; but the civic soldier—who had as much sensation of this kind as an antique water-butt—did not know that, inasmuch as death was far preferable to the tortures of the middle ages—the rack, the boot, the brodequin—so would the sleep that leads to heaven be often more welcome than the cracking of the fibres-—the agony of mental suffering—which grief and sorrow sometimes bring upon us in this world.


  »And now, Cecile«, said the worthy negociant, addressing his wife, who from habit had remained silent, »give the girl some tisane—she seems feverish. Reason with her, and send her to bed. Bon soir, mes amours; the Lieutenant Brissotin is doubtless wondering I have not appeared to play my usual game of dominoes.«


  With these words the St. Denis Solon went out.


  »Mother«, cried Lucie, bursting into tears, »do you blame me?«


  »No, child«, replied her mother, tenderly; »and believe one who has known your father twenty-five years—he will not be hard hearted. He loves you, and thinks in giving you a rich husband to make you happy. I am quite sure, when once he sees your real grief, he will relent and recal Pierre.«


  »O, mother, mother!« said Lucie, sobbing on her bosom, »I do so thank you! Why I love Pierre I know not, but this I know—I do love him with all my heart and soul. Poor Pierre, how grieved he must be!«


  Meanwhile the object of so much affection had mechanically walked to the restaurateur at thirty-six sous, had eaten all the bread set before him, drank all the water, and then all the wine; had devoured his potage, his two plats, and his dessert, perfectly unconscious of what he was doing. He was bewildered-he was amazed; he had fallen from gentle heat to zero; his dream of four years’ duration vanished—and all because, while reading the Fils du Diâble, he had forgotten to eat his dinner. He consumed his meal, then, with a desperate vigour which told of vengeance. This done, he threw down forty sous and vanished. Pierre was a smoker; he had twenty francs in his pocket, and six cigars, with half a dozen wrappers which had come round his journals. This was all his worldly riches for the while; next morning he was to receive 1,250 francs, a quarter’s rent of his house.


  »I have been steady, quiet«, he exclaimed, »because I was happy; I am miserable-amusons nous.«


  Pierre lit a cigar, and having reached the Pont Neuf, halted to make up his mind where he should go. Not being very well informed upon these points he could not readily decide. Suddenly, however, a ray of light came upon him, and he made towards Notre Dame. If he could not find the Cour des Miracles of Hugo, he might the tapis franc of Sue. Thrusting his hands in his pockets, and puffing his cigar with locomotive energy, he pushed forward along the quay leading to the Parvis Notre Dame. Before he had gone many yards he ran against the wall of a small building, and raised his head.


  It was la Morgue.


  Pierre shuddered, for the thought of suicide had crossed his mind. Impelled by that horrid curiosity which once dragged me in, the young man entered, and in a few minutes staggered out, as I did, like a drunken man. What he saw our pen could not write, without invoking images which have haunted us ever since our visit; but suicide had vanished from his soul, as it must, we think, from all those who go in to see that Chamber of the Dead[3].


  Hurrying away, Pierre in a few moments stood on the Parvis Notre Dame, where once had been St. Jean le Rond, looking mechanically at the splendid cathedral. Its vastness—its grandeur—its sublimity, the heavy sullen gloom of its appearance that dark night, rising against the sky, its massive strength, with all the images which hang for ever round buildings erected to the great God, chased for a moment every mundane thought from the young man’s bosom.


  All temples, when they add huge bulk to their sacred attribute, have at the same time a crushing and all-expansive effect upon the human mind. They weigh us down with a sense of our littleness—our inferiority; we seem beside the magnificent pile insignificant, the whole weight of the edifice hangs upon our heads, until the recollection that men like ourselves conceived and executed the thing we admire, brings solace to our soul. Then the object, unknown perhaps to our selves, for which it was erected, creeps in upon us; we forget the differences of sect and schism, we remember only that it is a temple of the Almighty, and we have awakened within us that impulse which never dies, even in the worst—the worship of God.


  But Pierre Lescoup was too full of grief, and rage, and despair to feel for any length of time other sensations, and he soon turned away into one of the murky, dirty, dark, and cut-throat lanes, which in the cité of Paris are dignified by the name of streets. He had not gone many steps before he heard the sound of music. It was a dancing tune, and the Parisian’s legs began to beat time themselves.


  »A guingette!« he cried; »Bravo! I shall amuse myself and drown care.«


  The house before which he had paused was a cabaret, in an upper room of which there was dancing for the million, or rather for some dozen or so of that very large figure which everybody now professes to do everything for, when perhaps a number of customers somewhat less might probably satisfy them.


  Calling to his recollection all his courage, Pierre entered, and passing up stairs, at once found himself in a room of moderate dimensions. Against the walls were one or two chairs and a couple of benches, At the further end were two tables and more chairs. The fiddler was an old wooden-legged fellow, whose visage bespoke addiction to the bottle. Just as Pierre entered the dance ceased, and the company had leisure to remark the arrival of a well-dressed stranger. Being in blue blouses and rough costumes, while the girls were workwomen and servants, a murmur at once arose. The presence of a superior was far from welcome. The young man saw this at a glance.


  »Gentlemen«, cried Pierre, whose grief made him audacious, »I see with half an eye I am de trop. But listen to me. I am the victim of a father’s severity. For four years I have courted his daughter, and this evening he showed me the door, because I proposed marriage. I have been till now a nigaud, a poule moulliée; but that is over, this night I inaugurate my new life. I have been in search of amusement. I heard your music and entered. If I offend I will go out, if not here are two ecu’s of five francs to pay my entrance fee. Let us drink.«


  Uproarious applause followed. The men laughed and clapped their hands, the women pitied the victim of love. Twenty bottles of Wine, with et ceteras, provided by the company, were ordered up, and no police coming to trouble their fun, the dancing recommenced. Pierre crank with everybody, danced with all the girls, laughed, joked, and in fact so thoroughly conducted himself like a bon vivant that at an early hour he found himself at his own door, thanks to the printed addresses of his newspapers.


  In half an hour afterwards he was in bed.


  In the morning, a raging fever having declared itself, he had two doctors at his bedside.


  Decidedly amusement—or what is dignified by that name—did not agree with Pierre Lescoup.


[3]Passing one day, we saw outside, sitting on the bare stones in the middle of the street, & poor man with four children, babies almost, sobbing as one who was about to render up the ghost. He had just come out: on the slab he had seen his wife—the children their mother—a suicide. There was a whole history in that man’s look.


  Chapter III.
Monsieur Noirville and Monsieur Cochet..


  There are men in this world who have money stamped upon their faces. You read bank stock in the very corner of their eyes, bullion in their hair; every feature of their face has upon it the mark of the beast. And what else is money when it 1s made the object of existence? The hunt after riches, for riches’ sake, is, though the world worships it, the most worthless and contemptible of all pursuits. A certain amount of this necessary article—more or less, according to the tastes, position, views, objects of the seeker—is necessary to the well-being of the individual, of those who depend on him; if he be a public man, of society. But when we analyse the passion of riches, the desire to be merely wealthy, to roll in gold, it is perhaps the most degrading proof of man’s innate weakness. Of these men, whose only source of happiness consists in daily going over the amount of their revenue, and in increasing it, M. Noirville was one. He was rich. He owned three houses alongside that in which he lodged, and which was the same occupied by Monsieur Pierre Lescoup. He had no end of money in the funds; he had no wife, child, or relation of any kind, having been an enfant trouvee: could not spend one-tenth part of his income, and yet for eight or ten hours per day did that man worship gold, striving to add to his store, going to bed miserable and unhappy, unless he could record in his book some good operation.


  For several years had M. Noirville coveted the house possessed by Pierre. A clever hotel keeper who speculated upon the neighbourhood of the post-office, had offered the man of money a very high rent for the two houses combined, the numbers 24 and 26, which seemed to him eminently calculated to form a large and commodious hotel. But Pierre had hitherto stoutly refused to conclude this bargain; the more that the sum offered had appeared to him very inferior to that which he had a right to expect.


  On the very morning on which we open this chapter, M. Noirville had made up his mind to offer 140,000 francs for the house.


  »Courtier«, said he, addressing the porter as he descended on his way to a café to breakfast, »is Monsieur Lescoup at home?«’


  »Yes, monsieur«, replied the porter rather gruffly—for though the owner of the premier, M. Noirville was not very liberal when paying his monthly accounts.


  »Will you let him know I wish to see him?« continued the money-bag.


  »Impossible«, replied Courtier, laconically.


  »Why?« said M. Noirville, much puzzled.


  »Monsieur the bourgois«, added Courtier, gravely, »returned home at six this morning.«


  »Follies of youth«, said the old bachelor, cynically; »but I thought Monsieur Lescoup a most regular young man—quite a model.«


  »So he always has been—first time it has happened. Sad affair!«


  »I will look in when I return; he will then be doubtless up,’ continued M. Noirville, shaking his head and thinking of breakfast.


  »Impossible!« repeated the porter, sententiously—“ quite impossible.«


  »What do you mean? Explain yourself«, said the rentier, angrily.


  »Look there, sir—look there«, exclaimed the porter, pointing to a heap of neatly-folded morning journals some twenty in number; »I have not yet taken them up, nor has Madeline prepared monsieur’s breakfast. To think that all these papers will lie idle for weeks, and what a heap I shall have when he asks for them again. That, sir, is the Constitutionnel, that the Epoque, that the Stecle, and so on.«


  »But you don’t mean to say your proprietaire takes in all these journals?« said Noirville, with surprise— »is he studying for the Chambers?«


  »Yes, sir, all these and more. My proprietaire is a friend to literature, he studies the times«, continued the porter, sadly.


  »So do I, but at less expense. I read them at my café«, said Noirville, with the knowing look of a man who thought he showed his superior knowledge of life[4]. "But tell me what is the matter.«


  »Monsieur Lescoup is very ill«, replied the porter, emphatically.


  »Oh«, said the man of money, and he went away musing upon what effect the young man’s death would have on the sale of the house.


  »The gredin«, muttered the porter, and with this gentle apostrophe he continued to put away the damp, unfolded organs of public opinion.


  Pierre Lescoup was in reality very il. The sudden shock of his disappointment—his, for him, dreadful agony—a night spent he knew not how—a violent cold which had attacked his chest, all combined to prostrate his energies. When he woke and mechanically rang the bell for his morning refreshment, his hand scarcely reached the bell-pull ere it fell heavily upon the bed.


  »Madeline«, he said, to the porter’s wife, faintly, as she entered to take his orders for breakfast, »send for Monsieur Cochet.«


  M. Cochet was a doctor who lived opposite.


  »Monsieur is ill?« inquired the good woman, with whom her young propriataire was a great favourite.


  »Very ill.«


  »Monsieur came home very late«, hazarded Madeline, reproachfully.


  »Very.«


  »I hope it’s nothing very serious?« inquired the little woman, in a kindly tone.


  »I don’t know«, said Pierre, faintly; »go for the doctor, and tell him to come directly.«


  Madeline hurried away, and doing her errand with the more rapidity that she liked Pierre, M. Cochet speedily obeyed the, to him, not unwelcome summons.


  M. Cochet was one of those stiff, firm, sharp old men who have not forgotten the empire, and who wear Napoleon about them in the very curl of their lip, the brim of their hat—to say nothing of an imperial manner very much affected by these worthies.


  »Madeline«, said the sick man, »on that desk is a receipt for 1,250 francs. Take it to M. Picard; he told me the money would be ready at ten o’clock.«


  Madeline took the paper and vanished.


  »Well, neighbour«, said the doctor, who had methodically laid down hat, stick, and gloves, and taken a pinch of snuff, »what is the matter?«


  »Everything«, replied the young man.


  The doctor felt his pulse, looked at his tongue, asked a few questions, and shook his head.


  »Very bad?« said Peter, almost hopefully. There was a kind of revenge in being ill.


  »Humph! might be worse, might be better«, growled the imperial medecin. »Too much drink—state of extreme excitement-fever, cold—milles tonneres—how did you get all this at once?«


  »Don’t know«, said Pierre, shaking his head.


  »Well«, replied the doctor, »that’s of little consequence. The object now is to conquer the devil. I will write a prescription.«


  »Doctor«, inquired the young man, faintly, »may I read?«


  ‘What?«


  »The feuilletons in the journals.«


  »Certainly, but you must not go out.«


  »I have them all«, replied Pierre, with a grim smile.


  »Comment, all?« said the doctor, much astonished.


  »Here are the 1,250 francs, monsieur«, exclaimed Madeline, bouncing into the room; »and the papers, which I have brought up.«


  The doctor was a poor man, with a stray patient now and then, and a determined politician. His eyes glistened at the sight both of the money and the papers.


  »Bah!« he said, »I have a great mind to stop and look them over.«


  »Have you breakfasted?«” inquired Pierre.


  »No«, replied Cochet, rubbing his hands.


  »Madeline, bring up breakfast, something extra. Monsieur Cochet is good enough to stay and keep me company.” And the sick man looked almost happy.


  M. Cochet drew a chair near the bed, and took up the Siecle.


  »Shall I read aloud?« said the son of Esculapius.


  »You will oblige me«, responded Pierre, with intense satisfaction.


  »Cochet put on his spectacles, and began in a sonorous tone the Premier Parts, or first leading article, a sharp tirade against the government and dynastic influences.


  »Is that Chicot speaking?« inquired Pierre, in a wondering tone.


  »How, Chicot?« said the doctor, pausing.


  »Chicot, the fool, in the dame de Monsoreau.«


  »Ha! ha! ha!« laughed the doctor, »I was reading the Premier Parts of the Siecle.«


  »Oh«, said Pierre, with a grimace, »it sounded so like my old friend scolding Henry III.«


  »Do you never read the politics?« said Cochet, astonished.


  »Never.«


  »You prefer the feuilletons?°


  »They are so amusing.”’


  »And your country, the rights of man, the duties of government, the social progress of society, the increase in railways, the failure of the potato crop, the threatening aspect of the people, the cracking of the edifice of aristocracy, eh?—why, it’s more interesting than fifty novels.«


  »Is it?« said Pierre, incredulously.


  »Will you try?«


  »With pleasure.«


  Cochet began at once, and read perseveringly for half an hour, at the expiration of which period Madeline made her appearance with a most tempting dejeuner a la fourchette. She had spared no pains to please the doctor.


  »I can scarcely venture to offer you any«, said Cochet, with some compunction.


  Pierre made no reply.


  »He is fast asleep«, said Madeline.


  »Eh! no!« cried the young man. »I beg your pardon; but I was thinking. Your politics is no such bad reading after all. Doctor, if you were to breakfast with me every morning, and read for an hour?«


  »I shall have no objection«, replied Cochet.


  »And your dinner«, suggested Pierre.


  »Monsieur Lescoup«, said the ancient surgeon of the grande armee, who was poor but honest, »I will breakfast and dine in your apartment every day until you are recovered, on one condition.«


  »What is that?«


  »That you give me no fee whatever. If I take my meals here, and such meals as this twice a day, I am well paid.[5]« 


  »You are very good«, said Pierre; »but take your breakfast.«


  From that day Cochet became doctor and garde-malade both: He came of a morning, breakfasted, read the journals aloud for a while, and then took a turn in the Palais Royal—to keep up the illusion of his having some patients—returned to dine, and spent the evening. Pierre was really ill, but capable of talking. He would have contended against his disease more readily had he not been downcast and desponding. As a half measure of remedy he told his griefs to the old Buonapartist, who sympathised with him cordially, and roused his spirits by frequent suggestions that the old man would relent. Twice, in fact,a messenger came to inquire concerning Monsieur Lescoup, who doubtless was sent from the rue St. Denis.


  But Pierre did not take courage. One morning especially, having been without sleep nearly all the night, his state alarmed Cochet, who having breakfasted, determined to call in a learned brother. With this intention he hurried down stairs, and was about to leave the house in the direction of the rue St. Honoré, when he was accosted by Monsieur Picard, the person who let the house of Lescoup.


  »Bon jour«, said the sub-proprietaire. »How is the bourgois?«


  »Bien mal«, replied Cochet, shaking his head »il en â pour deux mois.«[6]


  »Present my respects«, said Picard, who saw that the doctor was in a hurry.


  »I will not fail.«


  And the doctor hurried away, just as M. Noirville, who had been speaking to the porter, stepped beneath the porte-cochere on his way out.


  The man of money was smiling. His golden face was radiant with satisfaction. He had either effected a good operation, or had imagined one.


  And the worshipper of the Veau D’Or went his way towards the Bourse.

[4]It is wonderful how much people think in all countries of buying a newspaper. A man who will waste hundreds of pounds on ridiculous trifles, will submit to wait hours for his daily journal, to have it taken from him in the very midst of an interesting article to save perhaps a mere matter of a few halfpence per day. For ourselves, we are like Pierre Lescoup; we read our newspaper with zest only when itis our own property, and we can enjoyit—one of the greatest of modern luxuries—by our own fireside, at times, too; when any other reading would be wearisome and distasteful. We like a borrowed paper as little as a borrowed nightcap.


[5]Four and eight shillings are common fees in Paris. A very well known doctor expects no more than sixteen or twenty francs. A few fashionable men receive one hundred francs (four pounds).


[6]“Very ill. He has for at least two months of sickness.” It is necessary to put this paragraph in French for the proper understanding of a subsequent event.


  Chapter IV.
The Financial Operation..


  Ir was the same evening. The doctor had dined, and was sipping his coffee; while his patient, slightly better than in the morning, but pale, haggard, wan as much by his mental grief as by his physical sufferings, lay the picture of coming death upon the bed. He was, however, smiling at the doctor, who had been relating some tale of youthful adventure, taut soit peu gaillarde. There had been questions, too, of Lucie, for she had in her own person made inquiries at the door that afternoon, and left her good wishes for her cousin. She would have come in, she said, but that her papa had desired her not to.


  »I should like to see her once more before I die«, murmured Pierre.


  »Bah!« said the old Buonapartist, »not so bad as that neither.


  »You are kind, Monsieur Cochet«, replied the desponding young man.


  »Not at all. I speak as a doctor«, exclaimed Cochet; who, however, did not speak in a very hopeful manner.


  A gentle tap was heard at the door.


  »Come in«, said Cochet.


  »It is I, monsieur the doctor«, exclaimed Noirville, thrusting in his yellow parchment visage. »I have come to see how my young landlord is.«


  »Come in, Monsieur Noirville«, said the sick man, »how are you?«


  »Pretty well—and you?« answered the man of money, whose eyes were fixed on the sick man’s face with intentness quite wonderful. He was reading, as far as he could, the progress of death, for he was about to try an investment in the Bank of the Tomb.


  »Very bad«, said Pierre, dolefully, while his pale visage, his hopeless expression, bore out his words.


  »I am very sorry to see it«, continued Noirville, »and will put off my business until another time.«


  »By no means«, said Pierre, cursorily; »I may be weaker to-morrow.«


  »But you are too weak now«, insisted Cochet.


  »No, no!« answered the sick man; »Monsieur Noirville, sit down.«


  Cochet fell back in his chair, and examined through his spectacles the visage of the financier.


  »Monsieur Pierre«, said M. Noirville, slightly hemming, »we are old friends and neighbours? «


  »I have known you this four years«, murmured Pierre.


  »I am an old bachelor, alone in the world; without a friend, without a tie«, continued M. Noirville.


  »I know«, said Pierre, listlessly, for he was somewhat fatigued already.


  »The law allows me, having no relatives, to use all my property at my will.«


  »So it does me, having no descendants«, sighed Lescoup, sadly.


  »We are exactly in the same position.«


  »Exactly.«


  »Well, I have been looking out for an heir to leave my property to when I die«, said the financier, boldly.


  »Ah!«


  »I have at length fixed on one.«


  »Indeed!«


  »But more than this, I have determined to bind myself by an irrevocable acts«, continued Noirville; »I shall constitute him my legal heir by a notorial power.«


  Cochet rubbed his hands—the excellent financier!—he was about to make his friend Pierre rich.


  »Do you not guess whom I have selected?« added Noirville, insinuatingly.


  »Not at all«, replied Lescoup, with the utmost nonchalance.


  »You, my young friend«, said Noirville, emphatically.


  Cochet could have embraced the worthy rentier.


  »Bah!« muttered Pierre; »but what is the use of that? it won’t give me Lucie.«


  M. Noirville made a grimace, which was as much as to say, he hoped not; and then, composing his face into a look of the most supreme indifference, he continued:-


  »On second thoughts, I will receive you as a partner in my operations, if you will unite our property.«


  »You are too good«, said Pierre, while Cochet became grave, and looked under his spectacles.


  »You accept?«


  »Why not?« answered Pierre, »I shall never get better; as well you as any one else.«


  »We unite on these conditions, then«, said M. Noirville, »the survivor to inherit all? It’s favourable to you.«


  »Not at all«, put in Cochet, gravely. »Monsieur Lescoup is very ill, you are in fall health; the chances are against my patient.«


  »I am not about to force Monsieur Lescoup«, said M. Noirville, rising.


  »Sit down«, murmured Pierre, with the obstinacy of many who are enduring physical suffering.


  »I have warned you«, said the old Buonapartist.


  »Are you my lawyer, as well as my doctor?« exclaimed the sick man, almost brutally.


  »Heaven forbid!« replied Cochet, on whose face sat a grim smile.


  »Monsieur Noirville«, said Pierre, rousing all his energies, and speaking distinctly. »I consent to all, on one condition.«


  »And what is that?« exclaimed Monsieur Noirville, complacently.


  »That it be done at once«, replied Pierre, »You may as well be my heir as any one else. As for M. Hardouin, he would never receive, of course, the inheritance of a man he has driven from his home. What is the value of your property, M. Noirville?«’


  »My capital is 2,000,000 francs, my income 100,000 francs per annum«, said M, Noirville.


  »Generous man!« cried Pierre, »but I can bear no more of this. Can you complete the affair at once?«


  »My young friend«, replied the financier, »I could not think that you, a young man, could hesitate to accept an association of lives with an old man of sixty, and therefore have had the acte legally drawn up—my notaire is below. Monsieur, with Courtier and his wife, can serve as witnesses, and the thing is done.«


  »Settled«, said Pierre—“ order them up.«


  In five minutes afterwards the notary was reading an acte, by which Pierre Lescoup, proprietaire, and Anthony Petipa Noirville, rentier, became partners in all matters of business; the former investing a capital of 140,000f. the latter 2,000,000f. It further was stipulated that each, during their joint lives, should enjoy the profits of his individual share only, but that on the death of either the survivor was to remain sole proprietor.


  »You will sign here, sir«, said the notary, holding the paper for the sick man to write his name, Madeline propping him up in the bed.


  Pierre signed, and fell back exhausted on the pillow.


  »Now, monsieur«, said the notary to Noirville.


  The rentier snatched the pen, and signed convulsively.


  The witnesses followed, and the deed was executed.


  Cochet drew a long breath.


  »You must be very weary, I know, my young friend«, said M. Noirville, with fervour, »I will therefore retire and wish you a good night—may you live to enjoy my savings.«


  »You are very kind«, murmured Pierre Lescoup.«


  »Generous man!« said Madeline.


  »Would’nt have believed it«, growled Courtier.


  »Old hunx«, thought Cochet.


  »One hundred and forty thousand francs clear profit in one day«, said the rentier to himself, clutching his copy of the agreement, and tottering down stairs to the door of his room, where he dismissed the notary, lest inside he might be forced to ask him to supper. »I wonder how many days he will live.«


  »And now, Pierre«, said Cochet, gravely, as soon as they were alone, »I hope you mean to get better, and marry Lucie.«


  »What!« exclaimed Pierre, sitting bolt upright in the bed. »What do you mean?«


  »Will you not inherit two millions? Bah! young man—a son-in-law with 150,000 francs in hand, and two millions in perspective, will not be refused by the Pére Hardouin.«


  »Do you think so?« said Lescoup, a flush of ruddiness on his face.


  »I am certain of it.«


  »Ring the bell, order me a cold fowl and half a bottle of wine, send for a carriage, and then come with me to the Café de la Regencé«, cried Pierre, in one breath.


  »You are mad«, said Cochet.


  »Generous old man! excellent Noirville!«


  »Execrable old scoundrel rather«, interrupted Cochet, hotly.


  »Why, what mean you?«


  »That Noirville from some cause or other, expects you are about to die, and thinks he will get your house for nothing«, replied Cochet.


  »Are you serious?« cried Pierre.


  »Yes.«


  »Then tear up the agreement—away with it, I will none of his gifts.«


  »Pierre, you are a fool. The old scheming fox has been caught in his own trap, for you will be well now in a week, I see it in your-eye. Be the instrument of preventing his cunning.


  »Never!« cried Lescoup, indignantly; »I see it all now, but will none of his gold. I will undo the acte.«


  »You cannot.«


  »A letter for monsieur«, said Madeline, entering.


  »Who from?« inquired Pierre.


  »From Monsieur Hardouin, Rue St. Denis.«


  »Read, read«, said Pierre, who was still sitting up.


  Cochet opened and read.


  »My dear Nephew,—You and Lucie are a bright couple. You are ill, and she is moping to death. The girl is like a ghost. You are a couple of fools; for I know best what is good for you. As, however, I don’t want to have your death on my conscience, nor to see Lucie turn beguine—my daughter a cagotte, never!—- withdraw my interdict. If you love her, and she prefers your 100,000 francs to another half-million—and I have twenty in my eye—come, if not dead already, and take supper with us this evening.


  your uncle,


  Hardouin, Jean.«


  »My pantaloons«, cried Pierre.


  »Shut the door«, said Cochet.


  »Go order a fiacre«, cried our hero.


  »Do nothing of the kind«, said Cochet.


  »Go, Madeline«, continued Pierre.


  He was her master. Madeline obeyed.


  »Now, my dear Cochet«, said Pierre Lescoup, stepping out of bed, though scarcely able to move, »I must go. I will be wrapped up, swathed. I will go in a coach. I will do anything you please. My illness is gone. I am weak, but I am happy. Ah! you have a cold fowl there untouched. Cut mea morsel, and give me one glass of wine.«


  »My dear Pierre«, replied the son of Esculapius, »I can allow no such madness.«


  »Feel my pulse, look at me«, exclaimed Pierre.


  »Certainly: no fever, it is true, and tomorrow we might call you well, if you would be reasonable.«


  »And miss seeing Lucie to-night?—never!«


  »You are resolved, I see«, said Cochet, shaking his head, »and I must give way. Drink this glass of wine, eat this wing and this crust. Tonnerre, but happiness is the best physic, after all.«


  »That it is« exclaimed Pierre, who begun to eat with an appetite that astonished the physician.


  In a quarter of an hour Lescoups, invigorated by his refreshments, and by a draught given him by Cochet, was dressing; and in another quarter of an hour was warmly wrapped up inside a fiacre, which drove of to the rue St. Denis.


  Cochet remained, having agreed to sit up for him; and piling wood on the fire, and trimming his candles, sat down to pore over the journals. He had been occupied in this manner for about an hour, and was hil dosing, when a knock came to the door.


  »Entrée.«


  M. Noirville appeared on the threshold. The uneasy financier had risen from his bed to make sure that Pierre was really dying.


  »How is Monsieur Pierre?« he inquired, in a commiserating tone, the presence of the doctor at that late hour looking ominous.


  »I don’t know«, said Cochet, drily.


  »How, does he sleep?« asked Noirville.


  »He has gone out to supper«, replied Cochet, in a careless tone.


  »What!« thundered the speculator, rushing wildly to the bed, and tearing away the curtains.


  »He went out at half-past nine«, continued Cochet.


  »But I thought he was dying«, said Nowville, in piercing tones.


  »So he was, but you cured him.«


  »How?« cried the furious rentier, pale and trembling.


  »He wanted half a miilion to get a wife, you gave him four halves«, answered Cochet, pitilessly.


  »But you said last night«, »Il n’a pas pour deux mois,« cried Noirville, tearing his hair.


  »Ah!« said Cochet, »so there was your ground of action! »But you made a mistake, Monsieur the Rentier. I did not say he has not two months to live«, but »he will be ill two months at least.«


  »Robbed!« said the rentier, »robbed! pillaged! «


  And he fell senseless on the carreaux.


  Next day Cochet was attending Monsieur Noirville for a brain fever, and Pierre for a relapse. Both were seriously ill. At the end of a month, however, the rentier reposed in Pere la Chaise, and Pierre was walking in the garden of the Tuileries, supported on the arm of his lovely affianced wife.


  Lescoup inherited, as a matter of course, the fortune of the rentier, who in a last lucid moment freely confirmed the acte, and declared that the judgment of Heaven was upon him for his avarice.


  Pierre and Lucie were married, and as far I can judge are perfectly happy. The papa Hardouin is in extasies. He has given up business, is maire of his arrondissement, and delighted at having a son-in-law with 4,000l. sterling, of independent income.


  Pierre has left off reading the feuilletons. Guided by Cochet he takes in the National, the Constitutionnel, and the Siecle, reads the leaders with as much unction as formerly the novels. He is member of the Electoral Reform Committee of the department of the Seine, and when last I heard of him was presiding over a Reform banquet.


  Whenever there is a vacancy in any college large enough not to be bought, corrupted, or intimidated by the dynasty, he will, in all probability, become deputé.


  And all because the unfortunate Monsieur Antony Petipa Noirville made a mistake while listening under the Porte Cochere of the Rue Jean Jaques Rousseau.


   


  -end-
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