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"ZIG-ZAGS AT THE ZOO" is a title which must not be
  misunderstood. The Zigzag—though possibly suggestive of a beast with
  stripes—is not a newly-captured wild animal lately added to the great
  London collection; it is merely the ordinary commonplace, charming, and
  delightful Zig-zag of everyday existence. For variety is the spice of life,
  and every man taking ease and joy of his life shall go through it in
  zig-zags. The direct road is the path of the toiler. Observe a man at a
  picture exhibition—a man who begins at number one on the catalogue and
  goes right through with solemn persistence until he arrives at the longest
  number at the last page, and the uttermost corner of the last gallery. That
  man is either "doing the show" for a newspaper, or prefers to make the
  pictures an affliction unto himself. A picture show, like everything else,
  should be taken on the zig-zag. The man who plans and cogitates the nearest
  way between two streets—that man is too busy poor fellow, to know the
  sweets of the zig-zag. To go upon the zig-zag is to see more, and with
  greater entertainment. Who sees more stars, more lamp-posts, front-doors, and
  keyholes than other men—yea, even unto tenfold? He who goes home on the
  zig-zag.
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The zig-zag is the token, the mystic sign, of contentful ease and good
  fellowship the world over; the very word is passed to us, like a loving-cup,
  by the French, who have taken it in all good amity from the Germans, as
  Littré himself testifieth, and what greater sign of universal brotherhood
  shall you want than that? The zig-zag, too, is necessary; for the soberest
  citizen may not walk home through many streets in a straight line, lest he
  break his nose. "Zig-zag: something with short sharp turns," says the
  respectable Webster. Let us, therefore, take here a sharp turn, lest we run
  our noses against the wall of brown speculation.

Many good friends have I in the gardens of the Zoological Society of
  London. These good friends devote their entire lives to the furtherance of a
  popular taste for zoology, and are, or should be at once elected, most
  distinguished active members of the society. To pay certain gold guineas a
  year is a good thing; but what human member of the society would live amiably
  behind bars for the cause, to be stared at and made the subject of personal
  impudences? Now, all these fine fellows have their individual characters,
  their little personal habits and crotchets, just as have those distinguished
  zoologists who walk upright and wear tail-coats.
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For instance, you may have come upon a row of three lions, or monkeys, or
  seals, as the case may be, and to you, a casual visitor, they shall be but
  three very similar seals or monkeys or lions. So also in the official
  guide-book, for a guide-book which is sober and official can say no other.
  But scrape close acquaintance with those creatures and talk to their keepers,
  and you shall find them Bill, Polly, and Sam: Bill, perhaps, being an
  easy-going lion (or seal or monkey), with a weakness for a lump of sugar, and
  a disregard of the state of his coat; Polly a coquette, with a vast pride in
  her tail; and Sam a touchy old fellow who objects to all but one particular
  keeper; and each with a history. Among these distinguished personages shall
  we zig-zag, and improve acquaintance. Meantime, let us sit upon this seat on
  the terrace with a good view of the gardens before us, while the big
  good-humoured Jung Perchad stalks along below with a howdahful of children
  and an eye to the casual bun; and let us meditate.
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I like to conduct my brown studies in an atmosphere of mingled evolution
  and metempsychosis. It is a pity that the theory of our evolution from the
  primordial protoplasm in an inclusive line through every living species
  should now be considered old-fashioned. I like to imagine that among my
  remote ancestors every living thing is represented—it gives them a
  family interest. And if, further, I can persuade myself that I have
  been everything, at one time or another, from a bluebottle to a
  giraffe—why, then I can brown-study forever. The imaginative mind can
  compass all things. Well may I remember the comfort of a mouth six feet by
  measurement along the lips, in a crocodile. You take in your enemy in one
  large generous smile, and he is seen no more. And a tail for others—the
  cow, the dog, the horse, the lion, the tiger—is a convenience, both as
  a fly-whisk and as a help to working up a tantrum. In evolution from a
  bluebottle to a giraffe one learns the value of these things.
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As a bluebottle, I think I should have enjoyed life—as a young one
  certainly; an elderly bluebottle gets bloated, slow, and gouty, losing his
  sense of humour. He grows infirm of purpose, too, and forgets to return to
  the same spot on a bald head after the eighteenth time of chasing
  off—the eighteenth time being really just when the fun begins.
  Sometimes he passes over a red nose altogether, probably from a fear of
  aggravating the gout in his feet. I am a little more doubtful about the
  giraffe. I should certainly have had a better opportunity of holding my head
  high in the world than I ever have now; and the giraffe has the advantage of
  the bluebottle in the matter of gouty feet. But what a neck for
  mumps!
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I think I must have been a raven or a jackdaw at some
  time—reasoning by induction—and I must have had a rare good time.
  The great object of a raven's life is the collection of valuables, wherein he
  resembles a large half of the human race. He steals rings, silver thimbles,
  and money, hoarding them in a safe and quiet place. Now, there is nothing so
  impartial as good Dame Nature. For everything she gives its compensation;
  every poison has its antidote, every excess its counteracting scarcity;
  nothing dies. Everything is a cause, and the effects of all causes work on
  for eternity. So that I conclude that my life as a raven must have been
  peculiarly successful from a business point of view, and that for that flood
  of good fortune I am now suffering the ebb. Obviously I must have been
  bursting with this world's wealth in some life or another, else why things as
  they so painfully are? Or perhaps—stunning thought!—I am saving
  up all this penury against a flood of millions to come. But, come when it
  will, it shall never overwhelm me, for I shall take a holiday in a Scotch
  hotel. I quite believe I skipped the crocodiles; at any rate, I find little
  hereditary affinity between us. When a crocodile objects to its surroundings,
  it refuses its food; as a boy at school, I objected very much to my
  surroundings, but without any effect of that sort.

My late friend—God rest him!—Mr. Jamrach, used to have rare
  tussles with his crocodiles. They were valuable as property, and when, out of
  spite, they took to attempting suicide by starvation, he had them tied up
  firmly and fed forcibly with a long pole à la ramrod. I never remember
  being so obstinate about my dinner as that; and if I had, from what I
  recollect of him, I don't believe my worthy preceptor would have done as Mr.
  Jamrach did. I never heard of his using any stick in that way. Beyond all
  this too, it should be observed that the crocodile has three distinct lids to
  each eye, whereby he is equipped for the performance of six separate and
  entirely distinct winks of the single variety, and an incalculable number of
  the more complicated sort by combination. Now the wink is the infallible sign
  of a frivolous and larky nature, and in disclaiming all relationship with the
  crocodile I need say no more than this.
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I often wonder what all these animals think of the band which plays here
  in the summer. The coming of the warm season is a time of joy, at any rate to
  the more tropical varieties, and it seems a pity to make it sad with a band.
  Perhaps it is done on the great principle of universal compensation already
  spoken of. Not that the band isn't a good one, you should understand, but a
  band of any sort before dinner is an infliction. Music is rather a nuisance
  to a hungry man, and its proper occasion arrives after a good dinner. Lions
  and tigers have ten times the capacity for hunger granted to man, and should
  be considered accordingly. Herein do I speak with feeling; for on several
  days of the week a German band plays near the corner of my street in the
  hungriest hour of the twenty-four, and on all the other afternoons the young
  lady next door, who is learning to sing (and taking a very long time over it)
  practises her scales.
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I should like to have met that German band when I was—say a tiger,
  and very hungry. But the young lady who will never learn to sing is
  infinitely worse, and deserves no consideration at all. I should like an
  opportunity of attacking her as a mouse.

Old Sir John Maundevile is a man one would like to have met. I would do a
  great deal—even unto paying at the gate—to inspect a zoological
  garden furnished with a good selection of Sir John's discoveries. I should
  like, for instance, to see his "wylde Gees, that han 2 Hedes." They are not
  found in many poultry-yards nowadays, and have become swans on inn signs. I
  should like, too, to see that "fulle felonous Best" with a black head and
  three long horns, "trenchant in front, scharpe as a Sword," with which he
  "sleethe the Olifaunt," Again, I think I should like to see those "Ipotaynes,
  that dwellen sometyme in the Watre and sometyme on the Lond; and thei ben
  half Man and half Hors," and compare them with the blithesome hippopotamus as
  we now see him in our own Zoo.
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I should like to have the opinion of the man end on his equine hinder
  half, and to see how he walked; for, unlike the centaur, the "ipotayne" had
  only two legs. I should like to get a "cokadrille" as Maundevile's book
  pictures him, with long legs and ears like a donkey's, and show him to the
  sleepy alligators in the reptile house, by way of reconciling long-sundered
  relatives. But most I should like to get my mutton from a tree in the way Sir
  John did in a kingdom "that men clepen Caldilhe"—somewhere, it would
  seem, between India and China. On the tree, says our good friend, grows a
  fruit "as though it were Gourdes" and in each of these gourds grows a
  "lyttylle Lomb, withouten Wolle," which lamb, as well as the fruit, Sir John
  has eaten. "And that is a gret Marveylle," quoth Sir John; and so it is, when
  you come to think of it.
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It is a pity that there was no wool on those "Lombs;" it would have given
  the narrative a certain artistic completeness, a rounding off. But, since
  there was no wool, it is fortunate that Sir John distinctly said so,
  otherwise people might have called him a liar.

Before the Zoological Society find specimens of these rarities, perhaps
  they may come upon another giraffe or two. Sir John Maundevile really plays
  light with the giraffe. He might have made something much more startling of
  it than "a Best pomelee or spotted; that is but a litylle more highe than is
  a Stede; but he hathe the Necke a 20 Cubytes long; and his Croup and his Tayl
  is as of an Hert; and he may loken over a gret highe Hous." Moreover, the
  illustrative woodcut in my copy actually under-represents the neck by full
  two-thirds; but that is for the very best of all reasons—there is no
  room on the block for any more. Perhaps it was because Sir John vouched for
  the giraffe that up to the present century most people in this country
  disbelieved in its existence.
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But just consider how he might have put it, and with truth; and how that
  heavy-handed artist might have put it—without truth. An animal with a
  deer's head, a leopard's skin, a swan's neck; a tongue that was used as a
  man's hand to grasp things a foot from its nose. With eyes that saw in every
  direction without a turn of the head; with nostrils that closed or opened.
  Withal higher than three tall men, one above another, and capable of slaying
  a man with one kick of a hinder leg, yet so timid as to fly before a child or
  a little dog! One feels rather ashamed of Sir John, after all, for neglecting
  his opportunities. There is difficulty in the capture of a giraffe, and there
  is expense. These obstacles, however, and greater ones, have been overcome
  again and again in time past by the Zoological Society of London, and
  probably giraffes soon will be seen here again. They are becoming rare even
  in their own habitat, and an African hunt would be a long and trying one.
  However, a giraffe is still to be had, and the time is distant when we shall
  become dependent for the supply upon a forlornly possible giraffe shower.
  Fish, frogs, and insects in showers are not unknown, while cats and dogs are
  proverbial. Water-spouts cause these fish and frog showers; in a giraffe
  transaction it would be necessary to charter rather a strong waterspout, and
  to stay indoors awhile; all a serious possibility considered from a
  Maundevillian standpoint.
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A BEAR is an adaptable creature, a philosopher every inch.
  He takes everything just as it comes—and doesn't readily part with it.
  He lives in all sorts of countries, in all manner of weather and climate,
  merely changing his coat a little to suit the prevailing weather. He will eat
  honey—when he can get it; when he can't he consoles himself with the
  reflection that it is bad for the teeth. He is largely a vegetarian, except
  when meat falls in his way, and although innocently fond of buns, will
  cheerfully put up with strawberries and cream if they stray in his direction.
  There is a proverb inculcating the principle of catching the bear before you
  sell his skin. This, from a business point of view, is obviously absurd. If
  you can find somebody idiot enough to buy the skin first, and pay
  cash, why, take it, and let him do the catching. It will save a deal of
  trouble, and you will probably have a chance of selling the same skin again
  after the other fellow's funeral.

[image: Illustration]

The bear is indeed a very respectable beast, as beasts go. And he
  certainly is respected in some quarters. Both the North American Indians and
  the Lapps reverence him too much even to mention his name in conversation;
  with them he is "the old man in the fur cloak" or "the destroyer." Indeed, it
  seems reasonable to feel a certain respect for an animal which can knock the
  top of your head off with a blow of his paw; but both the Indians and the
  Lapps carry their respect a little too far. To kill a bear and them humbly
  apologise to the dead body, as they do, is adding insult to injury,
  especially if you dine off the injured party immediately afterward. Neither
  is it likely to propitiate Bruin if a dozen men, while prodding him
  vigorously with a dozen spears, express their regret for the damage they are
  doing, and hope that he'll pardon the liberty. All this they do in sober
  earnest, and even go so far as to proffer a polite request that he won't hurt
  them. If he ever accedes to this, it is probably because he is confused by
  the contemplation of such colossal "cheek."

All this is galling enough, though otherwise intended, but contumely
  reaches its climax when dinner comes on. It would be annoying enough to the
  shade of the departed gentleman in fur to hear that he made a capital joint,
  or the reverse; still, it is what might be expected. But this sort of thing
  they studiously refrain from saying. They talk with enthusiasm of the poor
  bear's high moral qualities—often inventing them for the occasion, it
  is to be feared—and, presumably talking at his ghost, tell each other
  that it was most considerate and indulgent of him to let them kill him so
  easily. Now this is worse than laying on insult with a trowel; it is piling
  it on with a shovel, and rubbing it in with a brick.
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Contact with man ruins the respectability of the bear. He gets dissipated
  and raffish, and appears in the dock at police-courts. He associates with low
  companions—unclean-looking foreigners—who bang him sorely about
  the ribs with sticks to make him dance. They keep him badly, and he grows
  bony and mangy. He retaliates upon them by getting loose, frightening people,
  and breaking things. Then, when he is brought before a magistrate, they have
  to pay his fine. Sometimes they get into prison over him. The end is always
  the same—a bear who begins by associating with these people always
  turns up at the police-court before long, and once there, he comes again and
  again—just in the manner of the old offenders at Marlborough-street.
  Even in the innocent old times, when Bidpai wrote (or plagiarised) his
  fables, association with man made a fool of a bear. Witness the fable of the
  gardener's bear, who, zealous about a fly on his master's face, brought a paw
  upon it with all his force, and knocked off an indispensable piece of the
  worthy gardener's head.
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There is nothing whatever recorded against that gardener's character; he
  probably lived a most exemplary life, and won prizes at all the prehistoric
  horticultural shows in India—although it might not be strictly correct
  for a American to say there were no flies on him. But his society made a
  great ass of that bear.

[image: Illustration]

There was once a belief that bears licked their cubs into shape. If there
  be anything in this, all the bears in my acquaintance came of very negligent
  mothers—or, perhaps, of mothers who tried the other sort of licking.
  They have strength, sagacity, stupidity, gloom, cheerfulness, teeth, hair,
  claws, position, magnitude, and big feet; but nothing at all like shape. This
  is why they are able to indulge in such a rich variety of attitudes of rest.
  With so convenient a want of shape, a bear may be put upon the ground as you
  please, and so he will lie, without rolling. A bear rests or sleeps just as
  he falls, as you shall see on any warm day here at the Zoo. Usually, however,
  he makes an attempt to spread his feet against something. What this is it
  doesn't matter, so long as he nay reach it with the flat of his foot; he is
  never perfectly safe, he feels, unless there is a firm foundation for that
  very large area of sole; considerations of natural gravity he doesn't stop to
  think about. He has a deal of confidence in the supporting capability of
  those feet; and, if the table of square measure means anything, he is
  actively justified So he lies on his back, and plants his feet against the
  side of his den; or on his side, and plants them against the bars. If there
  be two, they plant their feet against each other, and, in the sweet communion
  of sole, fall asleep; if there be only one, he curls up, and opposes his
  palms to his soles, and falls asleep so. Bango, the hairy-eared bear in the
  end cage, does this.

A man who once said it was his sole attitude was driven to seek refuge
  from an infuriated populace in the seal pond. Notwithstanding this, and all
  that has been said about brute instinct in animals, nobody can gaze at, for
  instance, Michael, the big brown bear, without seeing at once that his sole
  is quite big enough for his body, big as that is.
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While the family motto of Samson, the big Polar bear, is understood to be,
  "O my prophetic sole, mine ankle!" This, however, is another story, and
  relates to Samson's slight lameness in a hind foot. Samson is a fine fellow
  in the matter of size. The only short thing about him is his tail, unless you
  count his temper. And there really is some excuse for the short temper. The
  climate would be a sufficient excuse in itself. It might, perhaps, be
  reasonable to say that the English climate is sufficient excuse for anybody's
  shortness of temper, but on the Polar bear it has the effect of that of India
  on an Englishman.
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Both Samson and Mrs. Samson—her name is Lil—manage fairly well
  in the winter, although they would be the more comfortable for an iceberg or
  two. But in the summer they keep as much as possible to the coolness of their
  cave, and look dolefully out at the visitors with just the expression of a
  fat Cockney when he says, "Ain't it 'orrid 'ot?" Still, Samson has had
  twenty-one of these summers now, and is bigger and stronger than ever, so
  that it is plain that his health does not suffer. Lil is only a little bigger
  than was Samson when he first arrived, and is playful—Samson isn't.

Twenty-one years is a good length of healthy captivity for a bear, but
  Bango, the hairy-eared bear, has been here since 1867—established a
  quarter of a century, as the shopkeepers say. Bango lives with a single eye
  to his own comfort and nourishment, being blind in the other. Still, he can
  see a bun with his one eye just as quickly as any other bear can with two.
  Bango has a delusion—he is firmly convinced that by the regulations he
  is entitled to nine or ten meals a day, in addition to promiscuous snacks. By
  way of agitating for his rights, he makes a dinner gong of the partition
  between his cage and the next, punching it vigorously and uproariously for
  five minutes together whenever it strikes him that a meal is
  due.

[image: Illustration]

A sad, bad character in bears lives a few doors further down. It is Billy,
  the sloth-bear. He is the most disreputable, careless, lazy, and unkempt bear
  on the premises. Perhaps his parents neglected him. Certainly if one bear can
  have less shape than another, which has none, Billy has. He is more than
  shapeless; he approaches the nebulous. A sort of vast, indefinite, black mop,
  with certain very long and ill-kept claws observable in odd places, and now
  and again a dissolute, confused muzzle, in which a double allowance of lip
  and a half-allowance of lip mingle indistinguishable.
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Billy is usually asleep. He is as fond of eating as any other bear, but
  fonder still of sleeping. Give him a biscuit while he is lying down, and he
  will come for it with an indignant expression of muzzle, implying that you
  are rather a nuisance than otherwise.

Ludlam's dog, says the proverb, was so lazy as to lay his head against the
  wall to bark. Billy must have been Ludlam's bear. Round at the other side,
  Joey, Fanny, and Dolly, the little Malayan bears, are certainly not lazy.
  Dolly will turn a somersault for you with his head (yes, I mean his) in the
  sawdust, bringing himself over by gripping the bars with his feet. Fanny will
  do the same thing high up against the bars, climbing a somersault, so to
  speak. Of course, there is no regular charge for this performance, but
  neither Fanny nor Dolly will feel disappointed if you contribute a biscuit to
  the prize fund. Fanny will find the biscuit with her paw, even if it be put
  out of sight on the ledge before the partition.

But Michael—big Michael, the great brown Russian bear, the largest
  bear in the place except Samson—doesn't need to trouble to hunt for
  biscuits. He just opens his mouth, and you throw your contribution in. Now,
  with most of the bears this is something of a feat of skill, since you may
  easily pitch a little wide, and fail to score a bull's-eye. But when
  Michael's mouth opens—let us call him the Grand Duke Michael, by the
  bye—when the Grand Duke's mouth opens you can't very easily miss it. Go
  and look at the Grand Duke's mouth and see.

[image: Illustration]

One chiefly respects Kate, the Syrian bear, as a relative of those other
  Syrian bears that ate the forty-two rude boys who annoyed Elisha. I have
  sometimes wondered whether these bears, hearing mention of a bald head, had
  aroused in them any personal feeling in regard to bear's-grease. But, on
  consideration, I scarcely think this likely, because bear's-grease for the
  hair is always made from pig. The pretty young Himalayan here can dance if
  she will, having been taught by the bearward, Godfrey. But she will only
  dance when she feels "so disposed," and never if asked, which is ungrateful
  to Godfrey, who has taken pains with her education, and who managed bears
  long before her grandmother was born.
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Menush and Nelly belong to a good family—the American
  blacks—but have been in trade, in the pit, until quite lately. Having
  acquired a considerable competence in buns, however, they have now retired
  into semi-privacy.

They grew so excessively fat, indeed, upon the public bounty, that it
  became a matter of great difficulty to induce either to climb the
  pole—and almost as difficult a thing for either do it. Now they live in
  ease—although, looking at them and remembering that they are sporting
  characters, one might suppose them to be thinking of taking a quiet public
  house for the rest of their days.
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Punch and Judy have succeeded to the pit business. A few days after they
  first took possession, two other bears were turned in with them, nameless,
  but these obviously should be called Toby and the Policeman. When Punch and
  Judy, young bears and new to the place, first found themselves in the
  unaccustomed area, they looked about them till their eyes fell in succession
  upon the pole, the bath, and the floor—circular, and plainly meant as a
  ring. Here was a gymnasium, ready fitted; wherefore they promptly began a
  grand inaugural assault-at-arms, lasting most of the day.
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There was no distinct separation of the events; plunging, boxing,
  climbing, and wrestling were mixed in one long show, frequently approaching
  in character the drama wherefrom Punch and Judy derive their names, with one
  variation. For Judy is rather larger and stronger than Punch, who accordingly
  became chief receiver, and this with the utmost good humour. The pair, in the
  wild delight of comparative freedom in novel surroundings, having executed a
  prelusive scramble and rampage and a mutual roll in the bath, stood up and
  sparred carefully for an opening. Judy soon began proceedings with both
  mawleys, Punch ducking very cleverly and putting in the right on the
  listening-machine. Not to be denied, Judy bored in, and using right and left
  scored a decided lead, when Punch, the trickier of the two, observing his
  partner's back now to be turned to the bath, ducked in, held and back-heeled,
  both falling a mighty plunge, Punch uppermost, thus finishing round one.
  Round two consisted chiefly in a persevering attempt by Punch to drag Judy
  out of the bath, in order to roll in it himself. Round three began by Judy
  suddenly rising from the water and driving Punch violently up against the
  pole, from which awkward position he dropped on to four feet and retreated
  with celerity, suddenly stopping and turning about to deliver a stinger
  between the eyes.

This round continued an unrecorded length of time, and consisted chiefly
  of wrestling, the bottom of the bath in the end being about the driest spot
  in the pit. Rounds four, five, and six consisted of judicious extracts from
  rounds one, two, and three, in new combinations, and with varying results,
  the combatants retiring, secundum artem, to their proper corners
  between each round. Bangs on the smeller, drives in the breadbasket and
  dexter optic, straight uns on the knowledge-box, rib-benders and
  ivory-rattlers were fully represented, and there were frequent visitations in
  the atmospheric department.
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As the seventh round was about to begin, a visitor protruded a bun,
  impaled upon the stick for the purpose provided, near the pole a little way
  up. Business was immediately suspended, and Judy made for that bun. With some
  difficulty—Judy wasn't used to the pole, and it shook the more the
  higher she ascended—she acquired the little present half way up, and
  descended to where Punch waited to renew the display. But Judy was
  thoughtful, and indisposed for the noble art. She had found a new thing in
  life, something to live for and think about—buns. So she thought about
  them. The place where they were to be found, she reasoned—for she had
  never noticed the man at the opposite end of the long stick—was up that
  pole; the pole being probably a bun-tree. So that, whenever disposed for
  buns, it only needed to climb the pole and find some. Having arrived at this
  stage in the argument, it seemed to strike her that another bun was
  desirable, there and then. Wherefore she began another rather nervous climb,
  her eyes fixed steadily above to where the buns were expected to appear.

The expedition was a failure, and Judy pondered it, with the apparent
  decision that the buns must be a little higher up. So she started again, and
  found one! She has got over that little bun-tree superstition by this time,
  and can climb better. Also she and the others have already broken up entirely
  five of the sticks upon which buns arrive, thus from time to time cutting off
  the supply. And although Toby and the Policeman are very useful as seconds at
  the later boxing matches, very few buns get past Judy. Punch, the hen-pecked
  and wily, waits good-humouredly at the foot of the pole, and has been known
  to catch many a bun that Judy climbed for.
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Through all the bear-dens you may see bears in attitudes sufficiently
  human to be quaint and grotesque. A squat like that of an Indian idol, an
  oddly human looking out of window, or a lounge at the bars, clumsily
  suggestive of a lounge at a bar in the Strand; and of all the attitudes those
  of the gentle little Malay are quaintest. A certain bandy human
  respectability hangs about these small fellows. Dolly, after turning his
  somersault, will sit and inspect his reward just as a child will examine an
  apple, judging where to make the first bite. Dolly's great luxury is a
  cocoanut. He will thrust holes through the eyes at the end with a claw, and
  drink the milk before proceeding to the kernel. If the eyes are too tough to
  be pierced, he will lose his temper, like a spoiled child, and smash the nut
  against the floor; after which he will rush about distracted making wild
  efforts to drink the milk. I think some sort of a moral lesson might be
  deduced from this. If so, the gentle reader is at liberty to deduce it,
  without extra charge.




III. — ZIG-ZAG CAMELINE
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THE CAMEL is very largely a fraud. That is to say, he
  contributes his half share to a very large fraud, and the goody-goody natural
  history books of childhood's days contribute the other half—perhaps
  rather more than half. First he is a fraud in the matter of docility—a
  vile fraud. We read of the kind, patient, intelligent camel, who voluntarily
  settles on his knees to receive his load, and afterwards carries it for any
  number of thousands of miles at twenty or thirty miles an hour with nothing
  to eat and we approve of the camel and his cheapness.

Then there is a proverb which aids the fraud—most proverbs,
  by-the-bye, aid a fraud of some sort—a proverb about the last straw
  breaking the camel's back. What a glamour of oppressed, uncomplaining
  patience that proverb sets about the camel! You imagine the picturesque but
  inconsiderate Bedouin, having piled his faithful camel with everything he
  possesses, looking about for something else to crown the structure. There are
  all his tents, blankets, trunks, bags, rugs, hatboxes, umbrellas, and
  walking-sticks, with some grocery for Mrs. B. and a wooden horse from the
  Bagdad Arcade for the little B's. It seems a pity, having a camel, not to
  load it up enough, so he looks for something else, but can see nothing.
  Suddenly it strikes him that he has just used a straw to drink a gin-sling,
  and without for an instant considering what may be the result, he pops it on
  the top of the rest of the baggage. The patient, loving creature has barely
  time to give its master one pathetically reproachful look when its back goes
  with a bang.
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Now, this may be the way of the Bedouin, but it isn't the way of the
  camel. He doesn't wait for the last straw—he won't have the first if he
  can help it. There's no living thing in the universe that he wouldn't like to
  bite or kick; and when he isn't engaged in active warfare with creation in
  general, he is sulking and planning it.

He equally resents being loaded or fed, or banged with a pole. He wants
  the world for himself, and finding he can't get it, sulks savagely. He has to
  be shoved forcibly to his knees and tied down by the neck and fore-legs
  before he is loaded, and while the operation is in progress he grunts and
  growls like a whole menagerie, and reaches about—he can
  reach—to masticate people. When he is loaded he won't get up-but he
  will grunt and bite.

When at last he is persuaded to stand upon his legs he devotes himself to
  rushing about and scattering his load far and wide—and biting. The
  unhappy Bedouin's household furniture, hat-boxes, and wooden horse are
  scattered all over the Syrian Desert, and the unhappy Bedouin himself is
  worse off than at the beginning; and still the insatiate creature bites. The
  Bedouin swears—in his own way—hopes that jackals may sit upon the
  grave of the camel's grandfather, and so forth—and gathers his
  belongings together preparatory to beginning afresh.
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And then, after all this—and supposing that all troubles are
  overcome and the journey ends without mishap—that delightful camel
  objects to the baggage being taken off, and growls and bites. It is not mere
  poetic imagery, it is a wicked joke to call the camel the ship of the desert.
  To call it even the Carter Paterson of the desert would be to cast
  reflections upon the business conscientiousness of a very respectable firm.
  One is disposed to be the harder on the camel because of the goody-book
  fraud, which is a double-barrelled fraud, telling wonderful stories of the
  camel's speed. As a matter of fact, the ordinary pack-camel, lightly loaded,
  is barely up to three miles an hour.
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He is a provident beast in the matter of drink. He takes a very long drink
  when he can get it, and saves it, neatly stowed away, against the drought. As
  a camel gets older and more experienced, he lays by more and more water in
  this way arriving in the course of a long and thirsty life at five or six
  quarts. If he lived a little longer he would probably add whisky.

He is also provident in the matter of food. He feeds on his hump. I see an
  opportunity of dragging in a joke just here about a perpetually sulky man
  doing the same, but I refrain. I take the occasion to renounce and disclaim
  all intention of saying anything about the morose camel always having the
  hump, or of his contrary disposition giving him a greater hump the more he
  has to eat. It is vulgar as well as old. The only variation in the facial
  expression of the camel takes place when he eats. Ordinarily the camel wears
  an immutable, deceptive, stupid, good-natured grin. This is a wise provision
  of Nature, leading people to trust and approach him, and giving him
  opportunities to gnaw their faces off with suddenness and less difficulty; or
  guilelessly to manoeuvre the victim near a wall, against which he can rub him
  and smash him flat.
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His feeding manners are vulgar, although superior to the
  tiger's. When he eats he uses his immense lips first as fingers to lift the
  desired dainty. Then he munches in a zig-zag, using alternately his right
  upper teeth on his left lower, and vice versa, and swinging his lips
  riotously. And he chucks up his nose, taking full advantage of his length of
  neck in swallowing.
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