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            INTRODUCTION
      

         

         I
         F, following one of the most enterprising of our weekly journals, a French paper were to invite celebrities to summon up their recollections and supply lists of the authors who most charmed their childhood, we may hazard the conjecture that the name of Dumas would be found in many. This may surprise those who only know Dumas as the author of Monte Cristo, The Three Musketeers, and The Black Tulip, and who remember, more or less vaguely, as a matter of literary history, that in 1829 he headed the Romantic Movement with his drama Henri III.; and it is perfectly true that the enormous success of his novels altogether surpassed the reputation he had previously acquired as the writer of entertaining travels and delightful tales for young people. It is not, however, uncommon to find in contemporary literature affectionate tributes paid to some one or more of these tales, and the title that is recorded most frequently is Le Capitaine Pamphile.

         Dumas wrote the first few chapters of Captain Pamphile as early as 1834, when they appeared in the second volume of the Journal des Enfants, the story being continued in the third and sixth and completed in the seventh volume. In 1835 the same chapters, entitled Jacques I. et Jacques II.: Fragmens Historiques, were reprinted in Dumas’ Souvenirs d’Antony, which, containing stories so remarkable as Blanche de Beaulieu and Le Cocher de Cabriolet, were read by everyone who cared for the productions of the Romantic School. Jacques I. et Jacques II. had a great success, and in 1840, Dumas having completed the book, Dumont published it as Le Capitaine Pamphile, with the following editorial note:—

         “At last we find ourselves in the fortunate position of being able to bring before the public the interesting series of adventures associated with the name of Captain Pamphile. It has required no less than the time which has elapsed since the first four chapters appeared in the Souvenirs d’Antony (from which we have reprinted them in order to lay before our readers a complete work), that is to say, five years, to procure the necessary documents relating to the characters in this history. These documents were scattered over the four quarters of the globe, but, thanks to the good offices of our consuls, we have succeeded in gathering them together. We feel amply rewarded to-day for our trouble by the conviction that we are presenting to the public a book which is so nearly perfect that only professional critics, with their well-known justice and discernment, are capable of pointing out the slight distance by which the account of The Adventures of Captain Pamphile falls short of absolute perfection.”

         The original text was not, however, exactly reproduced, and for the edification of the curious in such matters we translate the concluding paragraph of Jacques I. et Jacques II., which should be read after the mention of the captain’s purchase of a parrot on page 18 of the present edition.

         “Gentlemen,” said Jadin, breaking off short in his narrative, “as it has proved impossible for me to find out whether the parroquet in question was a true parrot or a cockatoo, and as it was important to clear this point up, I wrote to Captain Pamphile, in order to procure the most accurate information as to the family of the new personage we are about to bring under your notice, but before my letter reached him he, having disposed of his cargo most advantageously, had set out on a second voyage to India. Mme. Pamphile did me the honour to reply to my letter, saying that her husband would be back in September or October next; I am therefore obliged to ask you to wait till then for the continuation of the history of Jacques I. et Jacques II.”

         For general reading in France the edition of 1840 has been entirely superseded by the issue of one illustrated by Bertall. The book with Le Fléau de Naples also forms a volume of the Œuvres Complètes.

         Captain Pamphile, besides being a most amusing trifle, written with much grace and wit, has this distinction:—that no other book can well be compared with it. It is true that one or two of the adventures of the “worthy captain” recall those of Baron Münchausen, while others may have been inspired by Captain Marryat, of whose work Dumas was an admirer, but the conception and working out of the story, besides the character of the captain himself, are as widely different as can be. The stories about the animals, which are ingeniously made to serve as a peg on which to hang the said adventures, are no less amusing, and it is interesting to observe that these stories, written in 1834, are precisely in the same style as Dumas’ more famous Histoire de mes Bêtes, composed about thirty years later. They are not only interesting in themselves, they introduce on the scene Dumas himself and a group of his friends, the famous painters—Decamps, Flers, Tony Johannot, and Jadin. Jadin accompanied Dumas on his excursions in the South of France and Italy, and is immortalized in the Impressions de Voyage, while Dauzats, of whom mention is made, supplied the material for the entertaining Quinze Jours au Sinai and for the drama and romance Captain Paul. Everyone is familiar with the name of Alphonse Karr, whose letter to Dumas is printed at the end of the present volume.

         To give the reader an idea of the Dumas of 1840, which as we have seen was the year of publication of Captain Pamphile, we can scarcely do better than present his portrait as sketched by de Villemessant, the founder and brilliant editor of the Figaro. To assist the sale of the Sylphide, his journal for the time being, de Villemessant had the idea of giving a concert, and of issuing free tickets of admission to all his regular subscribers.

         “Long before the commencement of the concert Herz’s Hall was filled by a distinguished audience. It was not towards the platform that all eyes were directed, but towards the door of entrance, for Alexandre Dumas was expected. Suddenly a rustle and a murmur of pleasure ran through the hall from end to end: Alexandre Dumas had just arrived; he was about to enter. I have seen the entrance of many remarkable persons since then, but no sovereign presenting himself before spectators assembled to receive him ever produced such an effect. In an instant the entire audience rose and every look was fixed on the illustrious writer, whose high stature towered above the assembly, as, smiling right and left on friends and even on strangers, he slowly made his way to his stall, his progress impeded by the number of hands held out to grasp his as he passed.

         “Alexandre Dumas was then in the height of his glory, and a grasp of his hand was better than a touch of genius to those receiving ft. All the opera glasses were turned on the young writer to whom he spoke two words in the crowd. ‘He is a friend of Dumas; he must be someone very distinguished,’ ran from mouth to mouth, while the young girls could not look enough at any young man lucky enough to be able to boast of such a friendship. In order to understand the prestige of Alexandre Dumas we must transport ourselves back to the time when all Paris fell under the charm of his matchless talent. Success, which is an accident in the lives of most writers, was to him a daily companion. Everything in him was stupendous: his imagination, his intellect, his gay good nature, and his lavishness.

         “At no time and among no people had it till then been granted to a writer to achieve fame in every direction; in serious drama and in comedy, in novels of adventure and of domestic interest, in humorous stories and in pathetic tales he had been alike successful. The frequenters of the Théàtre-français owed him evenings of delight, but so did the’ man in the street.’ Dumas alone had had the power to touch, interest, or amuse, not only Paris or France, but the whole world. If all other novelists had been swallowed up in an earthquake, this one would have been able to supply the lending libraries of Europe. If all other dramatists had died, Alexandre Dumas could have occupied every stage; his magic name on a play-bill or affixed to a newspaper story ensured the sale of the newspaper or a full house at the theatre. He was king of the stage, prince of feuilletonists, the literary man, par excellence, in that Paris then so full of intellect. When he opened his lips the most elequent held their breath to listen; when he entered a room the wit of man, the beauty of woman, the pride of life grew dim in the radiance of his glory; he reigned over Paris in right of his sovereign intellect, the only monarch who for an entire century had understood how to draw to himself the adoration of all classes of society from the Faubourg St. Germain to the Marais and the Batignolles.

         “Just as he united in himself capabilities of many kinds, so he displayed in his person the perfection of many races. From the negro he had derived the frizzled hair and those thick lips on which Europe had laid a delicate smile of ever-varying meaning; from the southern races he derived his vivacity of gesture and speech, from the northern his solid frame and broad shoulders and a figure which, while it showed no lack of French elegance, was powerful enough to make green with envy gentlemen of the Russian Life-Guards.

         “Nature had richly endowed him; intelligence and physical strength, intellect and health were his. At the period we are thinking of Alexandre Dumas, tall and slim, was the finished type of a perfect cavalier: what was heavy in his features was hidden in the light of his blue eyes; in the struggle between the two races which had taken place within him the negro had been subdued by the man of civilization; the impetuosity of the blood of Africa had been toned down by the elegances of European culture; the wit which flowed from his lips ennobled, so to speak, their form, and his ugliness was transfigured by the brilliant mind and consciousness of success which glowed behind it.

         “Every quality displayed by this extraordinary man pleased and fascinated. His delight in his own strength, his self-satisfied smile, fatuous in anyone else, were in him an added grace. Never had been met before, and long will it be till we meet again, in the streets of Paris a man whose mere appearance drew all hearts to him.

         “Alexandre Dumas had learned the great art of exciting no jealousy by his success. Simple and friendly with great writers, familiar with the less known, he gained the confidence of the one class and aroused the enthusiasm of the other, so that both those whose career was beginning and those who had succeeded were on his side. His exquisite courtesy, while it stifled envy in the germ, fascinated young writers, who were delighted to be met with such friendliness by the lion of the day.

         “Passing through the whole length of the hall to reach the place I had reserved for him in the front row, he paused every instant to shake hands with one and another. Among the multitude of his admirers Dumas, who was always absentminded, did not try to distinguish friends from mere acquaintances, for all he had the same smile, the same hand-clasp; I myself had only met him two or three times before, and yet that evening on seeing me he held out both his hands and said;—

         “‘Bon soir, mon cher ami, tu te portes bien?’”

         It is now years ago since the American public was invited to purchase some “Historical Fragments” by Alexandre Dumas, to find that James I. and James II. were not monarchs, but monkeys.

         An edition of Captain Pamphile, long out of print, was published in New York by Winchester, and episodes from the book adapted for use in schools have been edited by Mr. E. C. Morris (Longmans, 1892). Mr. Andrew Lang laid a few chapters from it under contribution when making up his Animal Story Book (Longmans, 1896).

         R. S. G.
      

      

   


   
      
         
            THE ADVENTURES OF CAPTAIN PAMPHILE
      

         

      

   


   
      
         
            CHAPTER
          I
      

            INTRODUCING THE PRINCIPAL CHARACTERS OF THE STORY AND ITS AUTHOR
      

         

         I
          WAS passing, in the year 1831, along a street near the Porte de Chevet, when I noticed an Englishman in a shop, turning over and over in his hands a turtle which he was proposing to buy, with the obvious intention of converting it, as soon as it became his property, into turtle-soup.

         The resigned air with which the poor creature allowed itself to be thus examined without so much as trying to escape, by withdrawing into its shell, the cruelly gastronomic gaze of its enemy, went to my heart.

         A sudden impulse seized me to save it from the grave of the stockpot, in which it had one foot already. I entered the shop, where I was then well known, and with a glance of intelligence at Madame Beauvais, I asked her if the turtle about which I had called the previous evening had been kept for me. Madame Beauvais grasped my meaning at once with that quickness of perception which characterises the Parisian shopkeeper, and, politely withdrawing the creature from the hands of the would-be purchaser, she placed it in mine, saying in what she supposed to be English to our Insular friend, who stared at her with open eyes and mouth: “Pardon me, my lord, the leetle tortue, this shentleman have her bought since the morning.”

         “Ah,” said the newly-created peer to me, in excellent French,” then this charming animal belongs to you, Monsieur?”

         “Yes, yes, my lord,” -interpolated Madame Beauvais, eagerly.

         “Well, Monsieur,” continued he, “you are now in possession of a little creature that will make into excellent soup. My sole regret is that probably it is the only one of its kind that Madame has for sale at present.”

         “We have the ope to-morrow to have some more,” said Madame Beauvais.

         “But to-morrow will be too late,” answered the Englishman, coldly; “I have put all my affairs in order, so as to blow out my brains to-night, and I hoped, before doing so, to have enjoyed a basin of turtle soup.”

         So saying, he lifted his hat to us, and went out of the shop.

         “Perdition!” I said to myself, after a moment’s reflection, “the least I can do for such a gallant gentleman is to help him to gratify his last earthly wish.”

         And I rushed out of the shop, singing out, like Madame Beauvais, “My lord! my lord!”

         But he was out of sight, and as I could not discover which turn he had taken, I had to give up the attempt to trace him.

         I went home full of sad thoughts. My feelings of humanity towards the beast had made me cruel to the man. What a strangely constructed machine is the world, in which one cannot do a kind action to one creature without causing pain to another. Thinking thus, I reached the Rue de l’Université, climbed to my rooms on the third floor and laid down my new purchase on the carpet. It was just a turtle of the commonest sort—testudo lutaria, sive aquarum. dulcium; which means, according to Linnæus among older writers, and Kay among more modern, marsh or fresh-water turtle.
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         Now, in the social order of the chelonians, the marsh or fresh-water turtle holds pretty much the same rank as that occupied in our civil society by grocers, or in the military oligarchy by the National Guard.

         For all that, it was the very strangest and most peculiar turtle that ever pushed four legs, a head, and a tail through the holes of a shell. No sooner did the creature feel herself on the floor, than she gave me a proof of her originality by making a bee line for the fireplace with a speed which earned her on the spot the name of Gazelle, and then doing her best to force herself through the bars of the fender so as to reach the fire, the light of which seemed to have an irresistible attraction for her. Finally, at the end of an hour’s fruitless endeavours, finding her attempt to reach it a hopeless failure, she quietly went to sleep, first extending her head and limbs through the apertures nearest to the blaze, thus choosing, for her special delectation, a temperature of from ninety to a hundred degrees Fahrenheit, as nearly as I could judge. This led to the conclusion that either by vocation or fatality she was destined one day to be roasted; thus it seemed that, by saving her from my Englishman’s stewpan and making her an inmate of my room, I had only exchanged one method of cooking her for another. The sequel will show that I was not mistaken in my forebodings.

         As I had to go out, and feared some harm might come to Gazelle in my absence, I called my servant.

         “Joseph,” I said to him, when he came, “please take charge of this animal.”

         He drew near my new pet with curiosity depicted on his countenance.

         “Oh, fancy!” he cried, “it’s a turtle! It could carry a cart on its back.”

         “Yes, I know that. But I hope you will never be tempted to try the experiment.”

         “Oh! that would not hurt him,” replied Joseph, who was anxious to display his knowledge of natural history. “The Laon ‘diligence’ might drive over her back, and she would not be crushed, not she!”

         Joseph spoke of the Laon ‘diligence,’ because he came from Soissons, through which it passes.

         “Yes,” I said, “I quite believe that the great sea turtle, the true turtle, testudo mydas, could bear such a weight; but I doubt whether this one, which belongs to the smallest species….”

         “That has nothing to do with it, replied Joseph, “these little creatures are as strong as Turks; and, look you, a waggon wheel running over it….”

         “Very good, very good. Kindly go out and buy her some salad and some snails——”

         “What! snails? Is she weak in her chest? The master I lived with before I came to your honour used to take snail broth because he had ‘phisics’; well, that did not stop….”

         I was out of the room before he got to the end of his story. Half-way down the stairs I found I had come away without a handkerchief, and returned to get one. I discovered Joseph, who had not heard me come into the room, posing as the Apollo Belvedere, one foot on Gazelle’s back, the other poised in air, so that not a grain of the ten stone the idiot weighed should be lost for the poor creature’s benefit.

         “What are you doing there, stupid?”

         “I told you so, did I not, Monsieur?” replied Joseph, full of pride at having, at least partially, proved his proposition.

         “Give me a pocket-handkerchief, and never again meddle with that animal.”

         “Here it is, Monsieur,” said Joseph, bringing me what I wanted. “But you need have no fears for her; a waggon might pass over her.”

         I ran away as fast as I could; but I had not got twenty steps down the stairs this before I heard Joseph grumbling to himself as he shut the door, “Pardieu! As if I did not know what I was talking about. Besides that, it is obvious from the conformation of these animals that a cannon loaded with grapeshot could….”

         Fortunately, the noise of the street below prevented my hearing the end of his cursed nonsense. That night I came home pretty late, as my habit is. The first step I took in the room I felt something crunch under my boot. I raised one foot hastily, throwing my weight on the other; the same crunching was heard again. I thought I had walked into a row of hen’s nests. I lowered the candle to the floor. My carpet was covered with snails.

         Joseph had obeyed me to the letter. He had bought salad and snails, and had put tortoise and provender together into a basket in the middle of my room; ten minutes afterwards, either the heat of the room had roused the snails up or they had been seized with panic at the idea of being eaten alive, and the whole caravan had got on the march. Indeed, they had already done some considerable amount of travelling, as I could easily see by the silvery tracks left by the fugitives on the carpet and furniture.

         As for Gazelle, she was still in the basket, up the sides of which she had found it impossible to climb. But some empty snail shells showed me that the flight of the Israelites had not been sufficiently rapid to prevent her getting her teeth into one or two of them before they had time to cross the Red Sea.

         I at once began a careful inspection of the battalion which was manœuvring in my room, as I did not much care about being subject to their attacks during the night; then, gently picking up all the stragglers with my right hand, I placed them one by one in their guard-room, the basket, which I held in my left hand, and shut the lid down on them.

         At the end of five minutes I began to perceive that if I left this menagerie in my room I ran the risk of going without a wink of sleep; there was a sound as if a dozen mice had been tied up in a bag of walnuts. I therefore took steps to convey the whole party to the kitchen.

         On my way there I reflected that, at the rate Gazelle had been carrying on, if I left her in the midst of such a well-stocked larder I should find her dead in the morning from indigestion; at the same moment, as if by inspiration, there flashed across my mind’s eye the recollection of a certain trough in the back yard, which the restaurant keeper on the ground floor used for scouring his fish in. This seemed to me such a desirable lodging for a testudo aquarum dulcium that I thought it useless to rack my brains to find another; so, taking Gazelle out of her dining-room, I bore her forthwith to her watery couch.

         I returned upstairs at once and fell asleep, persuaded that I was the cleverest man in France for finding a way out of a difficulty.

         Next morning Joseph awoke me the moment it was light.

         “Oh, Monsieur, here’s a pretty business!” he said, planting himself at my bedside.

         “What business?”

         “What your tortoise has done.”

         “What?”

         “Well, would you believe it? She got out of your room—I do not know how — walked down the three flights of stairs, out into the open air, and straight into the restaurant keeper’s fish-tank.”

         “Why, you fool, could you not guess I put her there myself?”

         ”Ah, well! Then you did a pretty piece of work.”

         “How so?”

         “How? Because she has eaten up a tench, a splendid tench, weighing three pounds.”

         “Go and fetch Gazelle, and bring me a pair of scales.”

         While Joseph was executing this order I went to my library and opened my Buffon at the paragraph Turtles, for I was anxious to know if this chelonia was a fish-eater, and I read as follows:—

         “The fresh - water turtle, testudo aquarum dulcium (that was Gazelle), especially prefers marshes and stagnant waters. When it gets into a river or pond it attacks all sorts of fish indiscriminately, even the largest: it grips them below the belly in its jaws, wounding them severely, and when they are thus weakened through loss of blood it devours them with the greatest avidity, leaving nothing whatever of them but the bones, the heads, and their swimming bladders, which last sometimes float up to the surface of the water!”

         “The deuce!” said I; “the restaurant man has M. de Buffon on his side; what he says is quite possibly true.”

         I was thus engaged in meditation as to the probability of the accident which was said to have occurred, when Joseph returned, holding the accused in one hand and the scales in the other.

         “Do you see,” said Joseph, “this kind of animal eats a great deal to keep up its strength, especially fish, because the latter contains a great quantity of nourishment. Unless it did so, how could it bear, think you, to carry a cart on its back? See how strongly built sailors are in seaport towns; that is because they live on nothing but fish.”

         I interrupted Joseph’s harangue at this point.

         “How much did the tench weigh?”

         “Three pounds; the waiter asks nine francs for it.”

         “And you say Gazelle has eaten every morsel of it?”

         “She has left nothing but the bones, the head, and the bladder.”

         “That is it exactly! Monsieur de Buffon is a great naturalist.”
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         “However,” I muttered to myself, “three pounds…. That seems a little too much.”

         I put Gazelle in the scales. She only weighed two pounds and a half, shell and all.

         The result of the experiment then was, not that Gazelle was innocent of the criminal charge, but that she had committed the offence on a fish of less than the alleged size.

         This seemed likewise to be the opinion of the cookshop waiter; as he seemed very well pleased with the five francs I gave him in satisfaction of his claim.

         The adventure with the snails and the accident to the tench had made me somewhat less enthusiastic about my new purchase; and as I happened to meet the same day one of my friends, a great savant and a talented artist, who was then engaged in turning his studio into a menagerie, I promised him that I would, the next day, augment his collection by the addition of a fresh object, belonging to the highly renowned family of the chelonia, at which he seemed greatly delighted.

         Gazelle passed the night in my room, where, in the absence of the snails, she slept tranquilly.

         In the morning, Joseph came in, as usual, gathered up the carpet strip by my bedside, opened the window, and began shaking out the dust; but, all of a sudden, he gave a cry of terror and craned his head so far out of window I really thought he was going to throw himself down.

         “What is the matter, Joseph?” I asked, still only half awake.

         “Alas! Monsieur, it is…. your tortoise was asleep on not notice her….”

         “Yes, and….?”

         “And, my word! without doing it on purpose, I have shaken her out of window.”

         “You idiot, you!!”

         I jumped out of bed.

         “But there,” said Joseph, whose face and voice were beginning to resume an expression of serenity, which was quite reassuring, “there she is, eating cabbage.”

         As a matter of fact, the creature, which had instinctively withdrawn inside its cuirass, had fallen by good luck on to a heap of oyster shells. This had broken its fall, and finding a head of cabbage conveniently within its reach, it had set to work on its breakfast as quietly as if a fall from the third floor were just an every-day incident in its life.

         “I told you so, Monsieur!” reiterated Joseph in the joy of his heart. “I told you so; nothing can hurt these animals. Why, look you, while she’s eating, if a carriage were to drive over her….”

         “Never mind that; go down at once and fetch her up.”

         Joseph obeyed orders. Meantime I dressed, and was ready before Joseph reappeared. Accordingly I went down to find him, and discovered him standing in the middle of an interested audience, to whom he was holding forth on the events of the morning.

         I took Gazelle out of his hands, jumped into a cab, and drove to No. 109, Faubourg Saint Denis; then, after mounting to the fifth floor, I entered my friend’s studio, aud found him busy at his easel.

         Grouped about him were a bear, lying on its back and playing with a cork; a monkey seated in a chair, pulling out the hairs of a paint-brush one by one; in a big glass jar a frog seated on the third rung of a miniature ladder, which she could use for the purpose of climbing to the surface of the water when she so pleased.

         My friend’s name was Decamps, the bear’s Tom, the monkey’s James the First,
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          and the frog’s Mademoiselle Camargo.

      

   


   
      
         
            CHAPTER
          II
      

            RELATES HOW JAMES THE FIRST CONCEIVED A VIOLENT DISLIKE TO TOM, ALL ON ACCOUNT OF A CARROT
      

         

         M
         Y entrance produced a profound sensation.

         Decamps raised his eyes from that marvellous little picture of his, “Performing Dogs,” which you all know so well, and which he was then giving the finishing touches to.

         Tom let the cork he was playing with fall on his nose, and ran away growling to his kennel, which stood between the two windows.

         James the First incontinently tossed the brush he was tearing to pieces behind his back, and picked up a straw, which he carried to his mouth with one hand, while he scratched his left leg with the other, raising his eyes with a pious look of injured innocence to heaven.

         Last of all, Mademoiselle Camargo slowly climbed one step higher on her ladder: a feat which, under any ordinary circumstances, would have been considered as a sign of coming rain.

         As for myself, I put Gazelle down at the door of the room, and came to a standstill on the threshold, saying:

         “Here’s the creature I spoke of, my boy. You see I stick to my word.”

         Gazelle was not at home for a moment or two; the motion of the cab had so upset her ideas of locality that, probably with a view to collecting her faculties and reflecting on her situation during her travels, she had withdrawn entirely within her house. Thus what I placed upon the floor looked like nothing in the world but an empty shell. Nevertheless, when Gazelle felt, by the correct position of her centre of gravity, that she had a solid resting place below her, she tentatively began to show her nose through the upper window of her dwelling. For prudential reasons, doubtless, this portion of her body was accompanied by the advance of her two forepaws; and, at the same time, as if all her members had been worked by a concealed spring, her two hind paws and tail appeared at the further extremity of the shell. Five minutes afterwards Gazelle had all sail set.

         But she remained inactive yet a little longer, waving her head from side to side, as if trying to make certain of her course; then suddenly her eyes became riveted on her mark, and she dashed forward, as swiftly as if she were running the race against La Fontaine’s hare, towards a carrot lying under the chair which served as a pedestal for James the First.

         Just at first the latter contemplated the advance of the new arrival in his direction with comparative indifference; but directly he comprehended the apparent object of her quest, he gave signs of genuine disquietude, which he showed by a low grumbling, degenerating, as fast as she gained ground towards him, into piercing yells alternating with violent gnashing of his teeth. At last, by the time she had got to little more than a foot’s distance from the precious vegetable, James’s agitation had changed to downright despair; with one hand he grasped the back of the chair, with the other the straw-covered cross bar, and, probably hoping he might scare away this new parasite which was coming to devour his dinner, he shook the chair with all the strength of his wrists, throwing his two hind feet back like a kicking horse, and accompanying these antics with every gesture and grimace which he thought likely to disturb the automatic impassibility of his enemy. But all was useless; Gazelle did not slacken her speed by a single inch for anything he could do. James the First knew not to what Saint he could turn for succour.

         Happily for James an unexpected ally appeared at the last moment. Tom, who had withdrawn to his lair on my arrival, had at last become used to my presence, and was paying, like the rest of the company, a good deal of attention to the scene enacting before our eyes. Astonished at first at the sight of this unknown animal, which, thanks to me, had become a fellow-lodger of his, and its new activity, he had followed its career towards the carrot with ever-increasing curiosity. Moreover, as Tom, too, was by no means indifferent to carrots, when he saw Gazelle had almost reached the precious morsel, he took three steps forward at a trot, and raising his great paw brought it heavily down on the back of the unhappy intruder. The flat of her shell struck the ground heavily, and she instantly shut herself up inside and remained motionless, only two inches distant from the comestible which for the moment had become the goal of a triple ambition.

         Tom seemed much surprised at seeing how head, legs, and tail had disappeared as if by magic. He brought his nose close to the creature’s shell, sniffed noisily at the apertures in it, and finally, the more perfectly to study the organisation of the singular object before him, took it up, and turned it over and over between his paws. Then, as if convinced that he must have been the victim of an illusion when he conceived the absurd notion that a thing like that was endowed with life and the power of motion, he dropped it carelessly down, took up the carrot in his mouth, and set out on his return to his kennel.

         But this action of his did not at all suit James. He had never suspected that the good service his friend Tom had done him was to be spoilt by such a display of selfish egoism. But, as he had not the same respect for his comrade as he felt for the stranger, he sprang like lightning from the chair, on which he had remained from prudential motives during the scene we have just described, and seized with one hand the carrot by its green top, while Tom held on to it by the root. He nerved himself for the combat with all his strength, grimacing, swearing, chattering with his teeth, while with his free hand he delivered a series of heavy blows on the nose of his placid antagonist, who, without returning the blows, yet at the same time without ever letting go his hold on the subject of litigation, merely laid back his ears and closed his little black eyes as each blow from the agile hand of James fell on his fat countenance. In the end the victory fell, as usually happens, not to the stronger, but to the more daring. Tom relaxed his clenched teeth, and James, the happy possessor of the coveted carrot, dashed up a ladder, carrying off the spoils of combat, which he proceeded to hide behind a plaster cast of Malagutti, which stood on a shelf six feet above the ground. This operation completed, he came quietly down again, certain in his own mind that neither bear nor tortoise could get it out of its hiding place.

         As he reached the last rung, when it became a question of stepping on to the floor, he made a judicious halt, and, casting a glance at Gazelle, whom in the heat of his dispute with Tom he had quite forgotten, he found she was in a position which positively invited attack.

         The fact was that Tom, instead of carefully replacing her in the position whence he originally took her, had, as stated, just let her drop casually out of his paws to alight where she might, so that the unfortunate beast, on recovering her senses, instead of being in her normal position on her belly, came to herself on her back, an attitude which, as every one knows, is in the highest degree antipathetic to every individual of the cheladonian race.

         It was easy to see from the confident air which James bore in approaching Gazelle that he had instantly concluded that the accident had placed it beyond her power to offer any resistance. Nevertheless, at the distance of some six inches from the monstrum horrendum, he stopped a moment, looked carefully into the aperture nearest to him, and then started, with an exaggerated air of extreme nonchalance, on a tour of inspection round the citadel, which he reconnoitred for all the world like a general examining the defences of a town he proposes to attack. The survey completed, he stretched out one arm softly and felt one end of the shell with his finger-tips; then immediately, springing lightly backwards, without losing sight of the object on which his attention was engaged, he commenced a merry dance round on his hands and feet, accompanying the measure with a sort of song of triumph which it was his habit to indulge in, whenever, from a difficulty overcome or a peril braved, he saw reason to congratulate himself on his ability or courage.

         However, the song and dance were suddenly cut short a new idea flashed across James’s brain, and appeared to absorb all his thinking faculties. He studied carefully the shape of the tortoise, to whom the touch of his hand had imparted an oscillatory movement which the spherical shape of the carapace made more pronounced, and approached with a sidelong gait like a crab’s. Then, rising on his hind legs, he bestrode the shell as a rider does a horse, watched it a moment rocking between his legs, and finally, appearing completely reassured by the minute examination he had just made, he took a firm seat on his rocking-horse, giving a good shove off with his feet, which he kept close to the floor. Thus balanced, he swung merrily to and fro, scratching his sides and blinking his eyes, gestures which, to those who knew him, were the manifestations of ineffable delight.

         Of a sudden, James gave a piercing yell, bounded up perpendicularly three feet in the air, fell on his back, scrambled up his ladder, and took refuge behind the bust of Malagutti. This revulsion of feeling was brought about by Gazelle, who, tired of a game in which she had no share of the fun, had at last given signs of life by digging her sharp clammy claws into the bare, hairless flesh of James the First’s posteriors. The latter was the more upset by this aggression, because the attack came from a totally unexpected quarter.

         At this juncture, a customer came into the studio, and, on a sign from Decamps, I took my hat and stick and departed.

         I was still on the landing, when Decamps called me back.

         “By the way,” he said, “come and spend the evening with us to-morrow.”

         “Why! What is going on in particular to-morrow?”

         “We are going to enjoy a supper and a lecture.”

         “Nonsense!”

         “Yes, Mademoiselle Camargo is billed to eat a hundred flies, and Jadin to read a paper.”

      

   


   
      
         
            CHAPTER
          III
      

            HOW MADEMOISELLE CAMARGO ORIGINALLY CAME INTO M. DECAMPS’ POSSESSION
      

         

         N
         OTWITHSTANDING the verbal invitation Decamps had given me, I received the morning following a formal note. This letter was to remind me of the correct dress to be worn, no guests being admitted except in smoking jackets and slippers. I was punctual to time and in appropriate costume.

         A painter’s studio is well worth seeing, when the host, to do honour to his guests, decorates his walls with his collection of curios and works of art, gathered from the four corners of the earth. You think to enter an artist’s workshop, and lo! you find yourself in a museum that would do credit to many a county town of provincial France. Suits of armour, dating from different centuries, represent the civilisation of mediæval Europe, and show by their style and shape to what epoch their manufacture may be assigned. This one, burnished on both sides of the breastpiece, with its sharp, bright ridge, and engraved with a crucifix and the Virgin below in prayer, carrying the legend, “Mater Dei, ora pro nobis,” was forged in France and presented to King Louis XI., who had it hung on the walls of his ancient Castle of Plessis-les-Tours. Another, with the rounded breast still bearing the marks of the mace from whose blows it protected its master, received its dents in the tournaments of the Emperor Maximilian, and came to us from Germany. A third, embossed in relief with the Labours of Hercules, was perhaps worn by King François I., and is an authentic product of the Florentine workshops of Benvenuto Cellini. This Canadian tomahawk and scalping knife come from America; the one has broken French heads, the other has raised the perfumed locks of fair dead women. These arrows and this kreese are from the Indian Seas; the heads of the one and the blade of the other are deadly, for they have been poisoned with the sap of venomous plants from Java. This curved sabre was tempered at Damascus. This yatagan, with a notch on the back of its blade for every neck it has severed, was torn from the grasp of a dying Bedouin. Lastly, this long Arab musket with the silver mountings and rings was brought back from Casaubah perhaps by Isabey, who may have bartered it from Yousouf against a sketch of the Roads of Algiers or a plan of the Fort l’Empereur.

         Now, after studying these trophies one by one, and each of them has the history of a world attached, look at these tables on which are shown, higgledy-piggledy, a thousand varied objects, astonished to find themselves together. Here are porcelains from Japan, Egyptian figurines, Spanish knives, Turkish poniards, Italian stilettos, Algerian slippers, Circassian caps, idols from the Ganges, crystals from the Alps. Look long and carefully; there is enough to keep you engaged for a whole long day. Under your feet are the skins of tiger, lion and leopard, shot in Asia or Africa; above your head, with wings extended and poised as in life, is the seagull, that, as the wave curls and falls, dashes beneath the vault it forms as under an arch; the osprey that, watching the waters from above, close its wings and drops like a stone on any fish coming near the surface; the guillemot, that, when the sportsman’s gun is pointed at him, dives as the trigger is pulled, rising again far beyond range; and last, the kingfisher, the halcyon of the ancients, with its brilliant plumage of mingled aquamarine and lapis lazuli.
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