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A

s she was strolling down the Rue Montcalm,

with a fresh baguette tucked under her arm,

Antoinette paused to see what was new

in the cluttered shop window of Monsieur Arvieux. 
































There were lots of things she had seen already: 

a broken old clock and that one-eyed teddy,



















porcelain dolls and a china dish,

leather-bound books and a filigree fish,

candelabra and a silver ladle

and twenty-three goblets on a spindly table.

She peered deeper inside…and her eyes opened WIDE! 

“I don’t recall that interesting cat. 

I wonder where Monsieur found that?”
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“Bonjour,” she replied. 

“Comment allez–vous?”

(That’s French for “Good day” 

and “How do you do?”) 

“Please, will you tell me 

about that sweet little cat?”

And she pointed to the shelf 

where the little cat sat. 

“Bonjour, Antoinette!” he said with a smile.

“Have you time to come in and browse for a while?”


































“Oh...the bronze? It’s by Steinlen! That’s one of his cats!

It’s really quite rare...” 

“Steinlen? Who’s that?”

Monsieur was soon holding the cat in his hand, 

so she dropped the baguette in an umbrella stand 

and set herself down on a comfortable stool

because Monsieur’s tales were the best kind of school! 

“Théophile Steinlen was an artist, of course,

who loved to observe and draw cats of all sorts.”

“Ooooh,” said Antoniette. 

“Please tell me more.

I love to hear stories 

about things in your store!”

“Excusez–moi,” said the cat, “this is my tale to tell!

I knew Monsieur Steinlen. I knew him quite well.”

“Hmmmmm,” purred Noir. 

“Where shall I start?

How does an artist 

begin to make art?”
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