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In all France 

there was no mouse more honored or respected 

than Anatole. 

 

He was very proud of his job as Cheese Taster 

at the factory of M'sieu Duval. 

 

Nobody knew that he was not a man but a mouse, 

not even M'sieu Duval, 

for he did his work after the others went home. 

 

 



 

Always his dear wife Doucette blew him a kiss 

as he left the mouse village 

and bicycled off to Paris on business 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

After their six charming children were sound asleep 

 



One night Anatole entered the Cheese-Tasting Room 

with Gaston, his good friend and helper. 

 

Anatole tasted some Brie and made a face. άToo salty! 

Give me a NOT SO GOOD sign, and I'll write it down.'' 

 

 

 
 

Just then they heard soft footsteps on the floor above. 

They began to shiver and shake and quiver and quake! 

 

άIT IS A CAT!'' cried Anatole. άStill, we must do our job. 

As long as he stays upstairs we work. 

As soon as he starts downstairs-ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴŘƻǿ ǿŜ ƎƻΗέ 



They did their best, but they were much too frightened! 

Gaston kept dropping signs on the floor. 

 

And Anatole scribbled just anything that came into his head! 

άAlas, I fear I have made some serious mistakes,'' he said 

άBut it's all the fault of that awful animal- 

to be a cat is to be a monster and a menace!έ 

 

Then they ran for the window-the cat was on the stairs! 

They climbed down in a big hurry 

and bicycled home at about a mile a minute! 

 


