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The Naming of Cats

The Naming of Cats is a difficult matter,
It isn’t just one of your holiday games;
You may think at first I'm as mad as a hatter
When I tell you, a cat must have THREE
DIFFERENT NAMES.
First of all, there’s the name that the family use daily,
Such as Peter, Augustus, Alonzo or James,
Such as Victor of Jonathan, George or Bill Bailey —
All of them sensible everyday names.
There are fancier names if you think they sound
sweeter,
Some for the gentlemen, some for the dames:
Such as Plato, Admetus, Electra, Demeter —
But all of them sensible everyday names.
But I tell you, a cat needs a name that’s particular,
A name that’s peculiar, and more dignified,
Else how can he keep up his tail perpendicular,
Or spread out his whiskers, or cherish his pride?
Of names of this kind, I can give you a quorum,
Such as Munkustrap, Quaxo, or Coricopat,
Such as Bombalurina, or else Jellylorum —
Names that never belong to more than one cat.
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Kax nazeamv xoma

Brui6patb uMs KOTy — 3TO BOBCe He IIYTKa,

JTO BaM, U3BUHHUTE, He NECEHKY CIETh.

Kaxanrii kKoT — 51 OTHIOA He JIMIIWICS pacCyaxa —
Henpemenno TPU uMeHu noJkeH MMeTh.

VM5 nepBoe — mpocTo moMaiHee uMs,
Hanpumep — Ilutep, ABrycr, Asounso, Ounmiei...
Wnn Ixonaras, Bukrop, Bunn Bein n xummu -
IT0 BCé uMeHa 6e3 0CcOOHX 3aTeil.

Ectp emé nmena yroHuéHHell, U3BICKaHHEH

151 KOTOB-ZKEHTIBMEHOB M KOIleYeK-AaM:
HasoBure IlratonoM miu Oganuckoro,

Ecnu uMS IpUATHRIM MOKaXETCHA BaM.

Ho OCOBOE umsa — neobxoxumee
[ToBceaHeBHOro, TO €CTH AOMAIIHETO UMEHH

JlaTh IOMKHB BH KOTY M €ro He 3a0HITh,

H60o kot He pemutcsa 6e3 3TOro MMEHH

Hu Tpy6oit XxBocT 3aJpaTh, HH YCH PacHylINTh.
BoT npuMepn MMEH 3THUX TOPAHIX, CTAPUHHEIX:
Muerposyc, Mypkarop, Jlanuct, Korruius,

Ixemnxucca, Cmeranuus, bombanepusa...
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But above and beyond there’s still one name left
over,
And that is the name that you never will guess;
The name that no human research can discover —
But THE CAT HIMSELF KNOWS, and will
never confess.
When you notice a cat in profound meditation,
The reason, I tell you, is always the same:
His mind is engaged in a rapt contemplation
Of the thought, of the thought, of the thought
of his name:
His ineffable effable
Effanineffable
Deep and inscrutable singular Name.




C 3TUM MMEHEM 3Beps Bo BceM Mupe oauH!
Tperbe uMs KoTa ecTbh ocobasi TaifHa,

YragaTe 3TO MMS He CMOXET HHKTO.

KOT EI'O HE NOBEJIAET JIAKE CJIYYAMHO
HuxoMy ¥ HMrze, HMKOrja, HH 3a 4TO!

Bor cuauT oH B pa3ayMu# HENOCTHXKMMOM —
3HaYUT MEICTBIO O MBICIM Balll KOT HOTJIOUIEH!

ITO MBICJIb O PasUTENbHO-HEBHIPA3UMOM —
Bripasu-nopasutesb-HeBOOOpa3suMOM

W30 Bcex yHHKaJIbHBIX U TaHHBIX UMEH.




The Old Gumbie Cat

I have a Gumbie Cat in mind, her name is
Jennyanydots;

Her coat is of the tabby kind, with tiger stripes
and leopard spots.

All day she sits upon the stair or on the steps or
on the mat:

She sits and sits and sits and sits — and that’s
what makes a Gumbie Cat!

But when the day’s hustle and bustle is done,

Then the Gumbie Cat’s work is but hardly begun.

And when all the family’s in bed and asleep,

She slips down the stairs to the basement to creep.

She is deeply concerned with the ways of the
mice —

Their behaviour's not good and their manners
not nice;

So when she has got them 1 ained up on the
matting,

She teaches them music, crocheting and tatting.

I have a Gumbie Cat in mind, her name is
Jenneyanydots;

Her equal would be hard to find, she likes the
warm and sunny spots.

All day she sits beside the hearth or in the sun or
on my hat:

She sits and sits and sits and sits — and that’s
what makes a Gumbie Cat!
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IIpocmo xowxa

S umero B Buxy npocTo komwky no umenu Katru.
Ectb y Karrn mosnocku u te u 3TH,

A ToYHee — IIOJOCKM M ISTHHIUKH pa3HHe,

U turposhie U JeonapaoobpasHhe.

OHa cuIMT Bech ieHb 6e3 KoHIla

To Ha KOBpHKe, TO Ha CTyIleHbKaX KpPhLIbLA,
CHIUT ¥ CHIUT, CHAMT M CHIHUT,

VIMeHHO 3TUM poJ KoWaYuil ¥ 3HAMEHHT.

Ho nuub cyera npekpaTHTcs JHEBHasd,

TyT kouka paboTy CBOI0 HaYHHAET:
YBepUBUINCH B TOM, YTO BECh JOM 3ajpeMal,
Kpazércs mo necedke npsiMo B TMOABAJL.

Ona o3abo4eHa TeM, YTOOBI MAIIITH

Benu cebs nydune, TakKTUYHER U THUILE,

U penkocTHoe NMposiBisAsS TEPIEHbE,

[laéT UM ypOKHM BSI3aHbSl M NEHbS.

51 uMelo B BUAY NPOCTO KOWKY No uMeHu Karru.
Ecrb y Kattu nosocku u te u a1H...
Her eit paBHHX Ha cBeTe!
Ona n106MT TemieHbKUe MEeCTEUKH,
U Bech nen» cuaut
TO Ha LLJISINE MOEH, TO y MeYKH.
CHIUT ¥ CUAUT, CHAUT U CHUIUT —
VIMerHO 3TUM pox Kowayuit U 3HAMeHUT!
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But when the day’s hustle and bustle is done,

Then the Gumbie Cat’s work is but hardly begun.

As she finds that the mice will not ever keep quiet,

She is sure it is due to irregular diet

And believing that nothing is done without trying,

She sets straight to work with her baking and
frying.

She makes them a mouse-cake of bread and
dried peas,

And a beautiful fry of lean bacon and cheese.

I have a Gumbie Cat in mind, her name is
Jennyanydots;

The curtain-cord she likes to wind, and tie it into
sailor-knots.

She sits upon the window-sill, or anything that’s
smooth and flat:

She sits and sits and sits and sits — and that’s
what makes a Gumbie Cat!

But when the day’s hustle and bustle is done,

Then the Gumbie Cat’s work is but hardly begun.

She thinks that the cockroaches just need
employment

To prevent them from idle and wanton
destroyment.

So she’s formed, from that lot of disorderly louts,

A troop of well-disciplined helpful boy-scouts,

With a purpose in life and a good deed to do —

And she’s even created a Beetles’ Tattoo.

So for Old Gumbie Cats let us now give three cheers —
On whom well-ordered households depend, it appears.
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Ho nmuub cyera nmpekpaTuTcsi HeBHad,
TyT Kxotuka paboTy CBOIO HaYMHaeT:
Pewns, yTo nioxoe nuTaHbe — NPUYHHOM
MHlvHO# BO3HM M TPEBOTM MBILIWHOH,
ITeyéT UM n BapHUT — TepleHbe U TPYH,
YBepeHa kouika, Bcé-Bcé neperpyT!

U komka roToBHT MBIUIMHBIA MHPOT UM
U3 xseba cyxoro ¢ MEIIIUHKIM TOPOXOM,
U cuipHBIe KOpKH cMelIaB C BETYHHOIO,

Bo BKYyC€ MBIIIMHOM TOTOBHT >XapKoe.

51 uMelo B BUAY MPOCTO KOLIKY MO uMeHH Karru.
Ects y KaTTi nojiocku u Te u 3TH...

JI1o6uT KolIKa LIHYpaMK MOPTbEpP MOUTPaTh B YTIY,
U Ha xax10M HIHYpe 3aBsA3aTh 110 MOPCKOMY Y3Jy.
OueHb JIOGUT OHA TIOCHAETH Ha YEM-HHUOYID IUTOCKOM,
Ha nosokoHHMK B300OpaBUIMCh WIH [JIQTHJIBHYIO TOCKY.
OHa CUIMT U CHIMT, CHIUT U CHIUT...

VIMeHHO 3TMM pol KOLIaYMil M 3HAMEHMT.

Ho nuib cyera npekpaTUTCs JHEBHas,
TyT Kouka paGoTy CBOIO HaYMHaeT:
Pewuus, yto 6e3lebe BpeAUT TapaKaHaM,
OHa cobupaeT MX BCEX 3a TUBAHOM,

OHa pa3buBaeT UX BCeX Ha OTPSLAH,
CurHajgsl TpUAYMHEIBAaeT — BCE KakK Hajo,
Yt06 ckaytn 6u11 BCETJA TOTOBbBI
[To nepBoMy 3HaKy, o MepBoMY 30BY!

A no3ToMy — TPHXKIHl Ypa NPOCTO KOIIKe, Ha KOM
O0s13aTeNbHO JIEPKUTCA BCAKMI MOPAN0YHBIH J0M.

4



Growltiger’s Last Stand

Growltiger was a Bravo Cat, who travelled
on a barge:

In fact he was the roughest cat that ever roamed
at large.

From Gravesend up to Oxford he pursued
his evil aims,

Rejoicing in his title of “The Terror of the Thames’.

His manners and appearance did not calculate
to please;

His coat was torn and seedy, he was baggy
at the knees;

One ear was somewhat missing, no need to tell
you why, -

And he scowled upon a hostile world from one
forbidding eye.

The cottagers of Rotherhithe knew something of
his fame;

At Hammersmith ant Putney people shuddered at
his name.

They would fortify the hen-house, lock up the
silly goose,

When the rumour ran along the shore:
GROWLTIGER'S ON THE LOOSE!
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Hocaednsnn cmoanxa xoma Tuzpoixu

Turpuika 6611 pas6oiinuk, Ha 6apxke IJIaBal OH,
[paunuseil Bcex KOTOB OH OBLT
M ObSBOJBCKH CHIIEH.
Ot I'peBcenna no Oxkcdopaa 3uan ato
KK MOPT,
U 3BanpeM «Yxac TeMsni» KOT
CYACTJINB OBLT M TOPI.

[ToTpenaHHki#, NOTEPTHII, C MEIIKAMU HAa KOJIEHSX,
Ho He 6b110 3a60TH €My O YbHX-TO MHEHBSIX.
HeMHoro 6b11 0H 0ZHOYX, 110 IpaBle rOBOPA,

Ho rnas exMHCTBEHHBIA M 3J104

Ha MHp B3MpaJl rops.

[poxan npu uMenu ero u XammepcMuT u [IyTHH,
Y nomuun tuxuit PoTTepxuT Bce rpabexu
H IUTYTHH.
Crewar KypsSTHUK NIOYHHHUTB, Tycer
B capail yBOZAT,
Koraa Bronp Temsnl cayx setut: « TUTPBIKA —
HA CBOBOJE!»

s



Woe to the weak canary, that fluttered from its cage;

Woe to the pampered Pekinese, that faced
Growltiger’s rage;

Woe to the bristly Bandicoot, that lurks
on foreign ships;

And woe to any Cat with whom Growltiger came
to grips!

But most to Cats of foreign race his hatred had
been vowed;

To Cats of foreign name and race no quarter was
allowed.

The Persian and Siamese regarded him with fear —

Because it was a Siamese had mauled his missing ear.

Now on a peaceful summer night, all nature
seemed at play,

The tender moon was shining bright, the barge
at Molesey lay.

All in the balmy moonlight it lay rocking
on the tide —

And Growltiger was disposed to show his
sentimental side.

His bucko mate, GRUMBUSKIN, long since had
disappeared,

For to the Bell at Hampton he had gone to wet
his beard,;

And his bosun, TUMBLEBRUTUS, he too had
stol'n away —

In the yard behind the Lion he was prowling for
his prey.
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O, rope KpbicaM MYCKYCHBIM
C 3aMOpCKHX KopabJei,
O, rope yJeTeBlIel U3 KJIETKH KaHapeii...
11 MomncHKy-TIeKUHIY Ha YJIUIle — O, Tope —
U BceM kotaM, ¢ koTophiMu THTpHKa HEIHYE B ccope!

Ho ¢ spocrpio 0coboit on 6bL1 pacTep3aTh rOTOB
CHaMCKHUX JI1, NTEepCUACKUX JTH —

He Hawux BCeX KOTOB:
Kot ¢ unoctpanunM uMeHeM? KoT Hauuu uHOi?
[la Benp B HexBaTKe yxa cHamenl ObLT BHHOM!

OxHaXAB JeTHell HOYBIO NPH rony6oii nyHe
Crosina 6apxa B Moscu, kadasichb Ha BOJIHe.
OT 3Toii TEéNIOH HOYM Yy Pa3OrPeTHIX CKal
PaznexxuBmucy, Turpaika

B CEHTUMEHTAJIBHOCTD BIIAJI.

BOPUYYVYK, ero npusitesib yuén JaBHRIM-JaBHO:
Benp B Xemnrone ectb «Kosokon» —

TaM NOJAI0T BHHO.
A xanumiii cepuit KYBBIPKOT

peuu eweé ¢ yrpa
O6mapuTh KaXKIbli Yro10K TPaKTHPHOTO ABOPA.
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In the forepeak of the vessel Growltiger sat alone,

Concentrating his attention on the Lady
GRIDDLEBONE.

And his raffish crew were sleeping in their barrels
and their bunks —

As the Siamese came creeping in their sampans
and their junks.

Growltiger had no eye or ear for aught but
Griddlebone,

And the Tady seemed enraptured by his manly
baritone,

Disposed to relaxation, and awaiting no surprise —

But the moonlight shone reflected from a hundred
bright blue eyes.

And closer still and closer the sampans circled round,

And yet from all the enemy there was not heard
a sound.

The lovers sang their last duet, in danger of their
lives —

For the foe was armed with toasting forks and
cruel carving knives.

Then GILBERT gave the signal to his fierce
Mongolian horde;

With a frightful burst of fireworks the Chinks they
swarmed aboard.
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Ha nany6e Turpbika 3ayMYHBO CHAE,

Ha neqn KYPOEI/JM Bao61éHHO OH rasmen,
He Buas, xak B TeHH 60pTOB U3 THXOH TEMHOTHI
Ha camnanax u Ha mKoHKax

IIJTH CHAMCKHE KOThI.

IKMNax XpanmuT GecnyTHHIH, OrPYXEH
B rIyGOKMii COH,
Kypoenay CIBIIMAT TOJBKO TATPOPHKHUIL HapHUTOH,
Eit He cabimHO miecka Béce
¥ MypYalluX LIENOTKOB,
A nyHa, APOGACH, MTPAET B COTHIX
roay6ux 3payxos!

Bcé TecHell KoJIBIIO CaMIIaHOB M y>Ke cIlaceHbs Her!
[la, moGOBHMKY, Kak BUIHO, HEIHYE CIIEM CBOH XYy3T:
TNJIbBEPT MVYPP cBonx cnamues

XOpOLIO BOOPYXHJI —
Buiku, IIHHHBE KaK KOITH, U 3ybaThe HOXH!
Mo curnany Twnsbepr Myppa Bcs MOHTroIbCKasi OpAa
C rpo3Hoii BcnulKo# ¢eliepBepka

Gpocuiach Ha abGopaax.
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Abandoning their sampans, and their pullaways
and junks,

They battened down the hatches on the crew
within their bunks.

Then Griddlebone she gave a screech, for she was
badly skeered;

I am sorry to admit it, but she quickly
disappeared.

She probably escaped with ease, I'm sure she was
not drowned —

But a serried ring of flashing steel Glowltiger did
surround.

The ruthless foe pressed forward, in stubborn rank
on rank;

Glowltiger to his vast surprise was forced to walk
the plank.

He who a hundred victims had driven to that drop,

At the end of all his crimes was forced to go ker-
flip, ker-flop.

Oh there was joy in Wapping when the news flew
through the land;

At Maidenhead and Henley there was dancing on
the strand.

Rats were roasted whole at Brentford, and
at Victoria Dock,

And a day of celebration was commanded
in Bangkok.
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KHHyB JOKOHKH H CaMIIaHH CTO KOTOB,
BOLIEALIUX B paXx,

BMmur 3aJipalJIv BCE JIIOKH, 4TO6 He BhLIE3 SKHIAX.

Ha Bcro manyby ot crpaxa Kypoeanu 3aBusxaia,
Yl npuxoauTcs mpu3HaTh, YTO

B TOT Xe MHUT OHa cbexaJa.
Her, oHa He yToHyJa — MHe 06 3TOM Ohl CKasamu, —
A THIPHKY OKPYXHJIH CTO KOTOB

B CBE€pKaHbe craiu!

[IIar 3a marom OTCTYyiiaA H
KOJIBLIOM BparoB 3aTEPTHII,
DBris oH 3arHaH Ha jolIeyKy,
HaBHCaBIIYIO Ha 60pTOM,
A 1o y3ko#l Toif gouieyke — mar-Apyrom U —
IIIOX-TIOTLJII0X —
Pazbexancs or TUrpeIku Mo Boje 32 KPYroM KpyT.

Becs Benmuur Ha ronoBy BcTau
OT HOBOCTH TaKoOH,
Ha nabepexHoit B Manxene mascanu
noJ JIYHOH,
KphIc xapuiu Ha sBepresiax u
B bpendopae u B [oxke,
Y rosopsrt, yTo kapHaBaJ 06bsABJIEH
6b11 B Banrkoke!

147



The Rum Tum Tugger

The Rum Tum Tugger is a Curious Cat:
If you offer him pheasant he would rather have
grouse,
If you put him in a house he would much prefer
a flat,
If you put him in a flat he’d rather have a house.
If you set him on a mouse then he only wants a rat,
If you set him on a rat then he'd rather chase
a mouse.
Yes the Rum Tum Tugger is a Curious Cat —
And there isn’t any call for me to shout it:
For he will do
As he do do
And there’s no doing anything about it!

The Rum Tum Tugger is a terrible bore:
When you let him in, then he wants to be out;
He's always on the wrong side of every door,
And as soon as he’s at home, then he'd like

to get about.
He likes to lie in the bureau drawer,
But he makes such a fuss if he can't get out.
Yes the Rum Tum Tugger is a Curious Cat —

20



Pam-mam-mym — xom naobopom

Pam-tam-TyT — KOT Hao6opoT:

[aiiTe eMy Msica — OH PHIOKHM NPERNOYTET,
BriBe3nn Ha Jayy — A Hero B KBapTHpe pa,
[Tpobexana Mbilika — eMy KpHICY NMOJaBaH,
IToka3anach Kphica — HET, OH MBILIKY MXJET...
Ha yx, PamM-TaM-TyT — KoT Haobopot!

Ine xe Pam-tam-TyT?

TyT o uwau Tam?

Ho kakoe meno a0 atoro Bam?

Bcé pasHo, 4TO Aenaer oH, TO U Oyzder AenaTs!
PasBe MOXHO C 3THM YTO-HHUOYAb MmoAeaaTh?

PaM-TaM-TyT — HEBHIHOCHMHIH KOT:

OH Bceraa He ¢ TOi CTOPOHH ABepen!
BrinyctuTe B caJl — OH NOJ ABEPBIO OPET,
ITo3oBéTe B 1OM — a OH Ha KpHILIY mockopei!
B simuke crosa noxpemath He Mpoyb OH,

Ho 3axphiTh pHCKHHTE,

Ecau smuk npoyen:

Tyt xe Bbl ycaniure: «TpaM-Tam-Tam!»

I10 PaM-TaM-TyT NOAHSI Tapa-paM.
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And it isn't any use for you to doubt it:
For he will do
As he do do
And there’s no doing anything about it!

The Rum Tum Tugger is a curious beast:

His disobliging ways are a matter of habit.

If you offer him fish then he always wants a feast;
When there isn’t any fish than he won't eat rabbit.
Of you offer him cream then he sniffs and sneers,
For he only likes what he finds for himself;

So you'll catch him in it right up to the ears,

If you put it away on the larder shelf.

The Rum Tum Tugger is artful and knowing,

The Rum Tum Tugger doesn’t care for a cuddle;

But he'd leap on your lap in the middle of your
sewing,

For there’s nothing he enjoys like a horrible muddle.

Yes the Rum Tum Tugger is a Curious Cat —
And there isn’t any need for me to spout it:
For he will do
As he do do
And there’s no doing anything about it!
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Bcé PaBHO, YTO A€JaeT OH, TO H 6y11eT JeJaTh,

U nosepsTe, C 3TUM HUYETO yX He MoJeaaTh!

PaM-TaM-TyT — 3Bepb JOBOJBHO CTPaHHBIH,
Haroctb ero B nocjoBuily Boliia.

[lajiTe KpoJiMKa KyCOK — CMOTPHT Ha CMETaHY,
[Ipennoxure peIGHl — MPOCHT CHIPY CO CTOJA,
CiunBok naiite — (RPKHET U HE CTAHET eCTh:
Tonbko TO OH JIOOMT, 9TO «HAXOAUT> CaM.
3arsisiHute B norpeb, ecau morpeb y Bac ect,
CJMBKM y Herc yxe CTeKaloT no ycam!

PaM-TaM-TyT — cepbé3seH M yuéH,

Jlo TeasTYbMX HEXHOCTEH He CHUCXOAHUT OH.
Ho xorza Bl nuuiere — CSIET Ha TETpajb:
Benp m060ii paborte Hano nomerars!

[a yx, PaM-TaM-TyT — Z0BOJIBHO CTpaHHKIH KOT,
PaM-TaM-TyT — KOT Hao60poT.
PaM-TaM-TyT — OH M TYT H TaM,
Ho 3auem pacckasnBaTh 06 3TOM Bam?
Yrto Gn OH HU Aenan — TO M BymeT Aenathb!
Pa3Be MOXHO C 3TMM YTO-HUOYAb MOxENaTh?
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The Song of the Jellicles

Jellicle Cats come out to-night
Jellicle Cats come one come all:
The Jellicle Moon is shining bright
Jellicles come to the Jellicle Ball.

Jellicle Cats are black and white,

Jellicle Cats are rather small;

Jellicle Cats are merry and bright,

And pleasant to hear when they caterwaul.
Jellicle Cats have cheerful faces,

Jellicle Cats have bright black eyes;

They like to practise their airs and graces
And wait for the Jellicle Moon to rise.

Jellicle Cats develop slowly,

Jellicle Cats are not too big;

Jellicle Cats are roly-poly,

They know how to dance a gavotte and a jig.
Until the Jellicle Moon appears

They make their toilette and take their repose:
Jellicles wash behind their ears,

Jellicles dry between their toes.
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Hecna Jocenuxos

Bce Oxcenuxowxu x Houu navany
Buixodam na xpouuu —

ace, xax ooua!
Spxo cusiem nao Oxaceruxobarom
Jxwcenuxonennas oxcerunyna.

Hxennxorsl — uépHule ¢ 6esniM,

A JIKeJVKOLIKH JOBOJBHO MaJIbl.
[Dxenyio HOYb OHM 3aHSATH DKEIOM:
ke TMKOHYEPTH U IKeaTnban.

Y mxenukouex Becéible JHUIA,
JxennkoTH GecTAIe YMHH,

B yépHrIx riasax /DKeTyKaBO HCKPHUTCH
CBeT OTpakEHHOM JDKETHIYHHL.

Bce mxenukoukyu cpegHUX pa3MepoB —
ke TMKOTEHOK JOJIrO. pacTéT,

Bce mxenukowky TaHLYIOT yMeJio
JI>KeJTHKOTaHIro M KeJMTaBoOT.

A B OXHMIaHMM HOYM OJMCTaTeNbHOMN
JkeMKH IpeMJIIOT, CBepHYBIIHKCH B KJIYOOK,
J>keMKM MOIOT 3a YUIKaMHM TUIATEJbHO

M HayMmamoT najJbYMKM HOT.
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Jellicle Cats are white and black,

Jellicle Cats are of moderate size;

Jellicles jump like a jumping-jack,

Jellicle Cats have moonlit eyes.

They’re quiet enough in the morning hours,
They’re quiet enough in the afternoon,
Reserving their terpsichorean powers

To dance by the light of the Jellicle Moon.

Jellicle Cats are black and white,

Jellicle Cats (as I said) are small;

If it happens to be a stormy night

They will practise a caper or two in the hall.

If it happens the sun is shining bright

You would say they had nothing to do at all:
They are resting and saving themselves to be right
For the Jellicle Moon and the Jellicle Ball.
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Bce mxennkouku — Gesible ¢ YEPHBIM,

A JOKETHKOTHKH HEBEJIUKH.

[xenukyu Bce — Kak NpPY>KUHHBIE YEPTUKU —
W mxenMkaTHH M OYeHb JIOBKH.

YTpoM OHM U CIIOKOMHBI M MHUJIHI,

ITocne obega — OTAMX AHEBHOM:

JIKeJTMKH KONAT K Be4epy CHJIBI

[Jis mKkeuTaHLEB NOA JKEJUTYHOH.

Bce mxennKoTHKM — 4epHHIe ¢ OeJIeHbKHM,
Bce IXeTMKOMIKM — HAalOMHIO — MAJIHL...
Ecin moroaa He HpaBUTCS JXKETHUKaM,
MaJocTh NONPHTIaloT Yepe3 CTOJIHL.

A eclid COJIHIIE BeCh /IOM 3aJIMBaeT,

MoxxeT y I)keTMKOB OTABIX JHEBHOH?

Her, aTo cuinl ouu cbeperatot

s mxennTaHUeB MOA KETHUIYHOH .

* [lxenvky (Kak ¥ TaBpUKH) — MOPOJbI, NMPHIyMaHHble
ABTOPOM.
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Mungojerrie and Rumpelteazer

Mungojerrie and Rumpelteazer were a very
notorious couple of cats.

As knockabout clowns, quick-change comedians,
tight-rope walkers and acrobats

They had an extensive reputation. They made their
home in Victoria Grove —

That was merely their centre of operation for they
were incurably given to rove.

They were very well known in Cornwall Gardens,
in Launceston Place and in Kensington
Square —

They had really a httle more reputation than a
couple of cats can very well bear.

If the area window was found ajar
And the basement looked like a field of war,
If a tile or two came loose on the roof,
Which presently ceased to be waterproof,
If the drawers were pulled out from the
bedroom chests,
And you couldn’t find one of your winter
vests,
Or after supper one of the girls
Suddenly missed her Woolworth pearls:
Then the family would say: ‘It’s that horrible cat!
It was Mungojerrie — or Rumpelteazer!” — And
most of the time they left it at that.
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Tonodpaney u Xumpo.nanuﬁ

Tonoapanen u XuTponamsiit —

NMapoYyka OTYasH-HEIX KO-TOB:
[Masus, akpobaThl, XOAAT IO KaHaTYy,
CaMble U3BECTHBIE M3 IUIOI[AJHKIX HIYTOB.
Nx mectoxurenncrBo — Bukropna-Ipoy —
[IpocTo mwTa6-KBapTHPa MOXO3PUTEIBHKIX GPOIIT,
3Halor ux Hemnoxo ¥ B Yencu u B Coxo,
Ha KeHcHHTOH-CKBepe M Ha NPOYUX IJIOHIAJSX.
Bpems ux ciaBel onucath — HeT cJOB!

ITouTH HeBBHIHOCHMOE IS ABYX NPOCTHX KOTOB!

Eciu rae-to BApyr pacnaxHyJaock OKHO,
U Ha nose 60s noX0X moaBa,
A depJak, Ile CYX0O Bcerja M TEMHO,
HenpoMoxaeMbiM OBITH IEpecTal,
Ecnu B cnanbHe pacmaxHyTH mKkad M koMo[,
U nponano ogHo M3 BalIMX NaibTO,
A 10o4b mocjie yXKMHA BAPYT He HalAET
CBoit xeMuyr (aablIuBRI —

BH ckaxere UTO???
— AX, CHOBaA 3TOT y>aCHHIH KoT!
To au T'ononpanen, To i XuTpoJanmiii —
[a xro xe ux pasbepét!
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Mungojerrie and Rumpelteazer had a very unusual
gift of the gab.

They were highly efficient cat-burglars as well, and
remarkably smart at a smash-and-grab.

They made their home in Victoria Grove. They
had no regular occupation.

They were plausible fellows, and liked to engage a
friendly policeman in conversation.

When the family assembled for Sunday dinner,

With their minds made up that they wouldn’t

get thinner

On Argentine joint, potatoes and greens,

And the cook would appear from behind

the scenes

And say in a voice that was broken with sorrow:

‘I'm afraid you must wait and have dinner

tomorrow!

For the joint has gone from the oven — like that!’
Then the family would say: ‘It’s that horrible cat!
It was Mungojerrie — or Rumpelteazer!” — And

most of the time they left it at that.

Mungojerrie and Rumpelteazer had a wonderful
way of working together.

And some of the time you would say it was luck,
and some of the time you would say it was
weather.
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Tonoapanen u XuTpoJamnblii
He N0JIe3yT 3a CJIOBOM B KapMaH.

A paboTaroT OnepaTHBHO

U [0 BUTPUHAM U IO JaCTHHM JOMaM.
Wx mectoxurenscTBo — Bukropus-Ipoy,
0O6a — suua 6e3 onpeAeNTEHHBIX 3aHATHH,
Onu pacnosaraiot K cebe 6e3yciios-
Ho 110651 Apy*eckH ¢ NOJIUCMEHOM IOBOITATS H...

BoT caauTcs ceMbs 3a BOCKpECHHH obex.
SlcHo, 4TO IIAHCOB Ha NMOXYJEHUE HET:

A ecTb MSICO C KapTOUIKOH U CTPYYKaMH...
Bapyr kyxapka BOEXHT PacTepPSIHHRIMH LIKKAMU
Y ckaxeT rosocoM, ApoxamuM OT ropsi:

— Boroce, yTo obena He Gynet Bckope —

He panblue, yeM 3aBTpa: MsiCo Impomnajo!
[Ipsimo u3 xyxoBku! Kak ne GriBaio!

N BCé cemelicTBO TYT XXe HaYHET:

— AX, onfiTb 3TOT XYTKUH KOT!

— 910 — Tonompanen! — Her, Xurposansi!
— [la xT0 Xxe ux pasbepér!

Tonoapanen 1 XdTpoaaneiit cpaboTaINCh
NPEeBOCXOJHO.
KoHedHo, BbI CKaXkeTe: «HM Be3ET»

WK «Cyabbe Tak YTOXHO».

37



They would go through the hose like a hurricane,
and no sober person could take his oath
Was it Mungojerrie — or Rumpelteazer? or could

you have sworn it mightn’t be both?

And when you heard a dining-room smash
Or up from the pantry there came a loud crash
Or down from the library came a loud ping
From a vase which was commonly said to be
Ming —
Then the family would say: ‘Now which was
which cat?
It was Mungojerrie — AND Rumpelteazer!” — And
there’s nothing at all to be done about that.

a
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Ho BOT yepe3 10M NPOHOCHTCH
TO JIN yparaH, TO JIM LIKBAJ,
U uu oauH yenoBek, He Opocaloluii Ha BeTep CJIOBA,
He ckaxer, [onoapanen nan Xurpojanui
TYT NOGKIBAT,
[la xTO 6Bl MOr OATBEPAUTH MOJ MPHUCSTOH,
4TO KOT OBLI OJMH, a He IBa?

Ho korza u3 xkiagoBku cabuHo «BAM!»

Wnn u3 cronosoit Bapyr «TA-PA-PAM!»

Woau n3 6u6IMOTEKH — TIPOH3UTENBHO —
«[13bIHb-Hb»

(9Ta Baza — BCe 3HATM — 3n0x¥ MuHs),

TyT Bcé cemelicTBO XOPOM HAYHET:

— I'me? Kro? Kortopuit ko1?

— Buano, oba TyT nobniBau!

A KTO M3 HUX KTO — He BC€ JH pPaBHO?

Pa3b6epéibcs Teneps ensa Ju!

A
VXY
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Old Deuteronomy

Old Deuteronomy’s lived a long time;
He's a Cat who has lived many lives in
succession.
He was famous in proverb and famous in rhyme
A long while before Queen Victoria's accession.
Old Deuteronomy’s buried nine wives
And more — [ am tempted to say, ninety-nine;
And his numerous progeny prospers and thrives
And the village is proud of him in his decline.
At the sight of that placid and bland physiognomy,
When he sits in the sun on the vicarage wall,
The Oldest Inhabitant croaks: ‘Well, of all...
Things... Can it be... Really!... No!... Yes!...
Ho! hi!
Oh, my eye!
My sight may be failing, but yet I confess
I believe it is Old Deuteronomy!’

Old Deuteronomy sits in the street,
He sits in the High Street on market day;
The bullocks may bellow, the sheep they may bleat,
But the dogs and the herdsmen will turn them
away.
The cars and the lorries run over the kerb,
And the villagers put up a notice: ROAD
CLOSED —
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Cmapwiii Magycaun

Madycann — noyteHHeHIIHIA KOT.
OH XU3Hb 32 KM3HBIO )XUBET U JKUBET.
B cTuxax u poManax mpociasiieH OH
Emé no BUKTOpHAHCKUX BPEMEH.
IT1oT caMuit Madycaunn
[leBSITH keH, TOBOPAT, CXOPOHU
(-to nymaio — neBsSHOCTO...)
ITputom
Ero MHOrouymcJjieHHOe MOTOMCTBO NpOIBETaeT
1o Mepe CHJI,
W nepeBus ropaurcst ceouM Kotom —
Bor kakoit on, Madycanan!
Madycaun cuauT Ha cTeHe
[loMa cBsileHHMKA, U B NOJYCHE
Ha connbiniko miypuTCs, BKpaA4MBHI, IpPeBHHH. .
A caMulii cTaphiii CTapUK B JlepeBHe
Bypuut npo cebst: «XM.... fa... oH OBLT...
Ioxanyit, 4To s OB CKa3al...
KoneyHo, MoXxeT MOH I71a3a...
[a Her, 310 6cé-maxu Madycaui...»

Madycaun cuaut nocpeau

TnaBHOM yauupl B 6a3apHbIi HEHbD.

[Tyckait 6BIKM MBIYAT BIEpETH,

CobakaM ¥ macTyxaM He JieHb

[TepeyikaMu rHaTh OBel U OBIKOB,

Kro-To Bewaer 3nak «JIPOE3/1 BOCIIPEILIEH»,
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So that nothing untoward may chance to distrurb
Deutoronomy’s rest when he feels so disposed
Or when he’s engaged in domestic economy:
And the Oldest Inhabitant croaks: ‘Well, of all...
Things... Can it be... Really!... Nol... Yes!...
Ho! hi!
Ob, my eye!
I am deaf of an ear now, but yet I can guess

That the cause of the trouble is Old Deuteronomy!’

Old Deuteronomy lies on the floor
Of the Fox and French Horn for his afternoon
sleep;
And when the men say: ‘“There’s just time
for one more’,
Then the landlady from her back parlour
will peep
And say: ‘Now then, out you go, by the back door,
For Old Deuteronomy mustn’'t be woken —
I'll have the police if there’s any uproar’ —
And out the all shuffle, without a word spoken.
The digestive repose of that feline’s gastronomy
Must never be broken, whatever befall:
And the Oldest Inhabitant croaks: ‘Well, of all...
Things... Can it be... Really!... No!... Yes!..
Ho! hi!
Oh, my eye!
My legs may be tottery, 1 must go slow
And be careful of Old Deuteronomy!

56



[leciTKM MalIMH ¥ IPY30BHKOB
K o6ounHaM xMyTcs: Beib 3TO -- OH!
Madycanna!

[Tyctb cebe oTamixaer,
Wnu, nocmxuBasi, pa3aMblLLIseT
O MHUpOBHIX Mpo6ieMax JepPeBHH...
A TOT CcTapHK, YTO CaMHH JIpeBHUH,
Bypuut npo cebs: «XMM, 1a... OH ObLIL...
Ho neyxemn? 51 x roopui!
KoHeuHo, 51 Ha yX0 Tyrosar,
Ho caviuy — yauuny sanpyausio
N3-3a craporo Madycaunal»

Madycann aexur Ha noay

B «3o010ToM 3aitues mocie nonymHs U CIHT.
A ecam KTO-TO

[IpennoxHT elé no CTomKe,

Xo3siika BRICYHETCS] U3-32 CTOWKH:

— [lpomy 4yepe3 4épHBIH XOX BRIXOJMTB:

Madycania Henb3st 6yauTs,

A Gyaere wyMeTh — MO30BY NOJHCMeHa!

U Bce BbICKAIb3BIBAIOT HeNPEeMEHHO:

[Tocsie obena, 9to 6 HU CIYYHIOCS,

Henbsst 6ecnokouts Madycanna —

K atomy Bce npHBHKJIH B JepeBHe!

A TOT cTapHK, YTO CaMHi JApeBHMIA,

Bypuut npo cebs: «XmM, na... oH 6muL...

KoHeuHo, HOTM cllerka CKpyTHJIO,

Jla u wary He TaK yX BEpHHI,

Ho npuaércst THXOHEUYKO, BAOb CTEHBI,

Yr1ob e TpeBoxuTh Madycannal»
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Of the Awful Battle of the Pekes
and the Pollicles

TOGETHER WITH SOME ACCOUNT OF THE
PARTICIPATION OF THE PUGS AND THE
POMS, AND THE INTERVENTION OF THE

GREAT RUMPUSCAT

e, €

Are proud and implacable passionate foes;

It is always the same, wherever one goes.

And the Pugs and the Poms, although most
people say

That they do not like fighting, will often display

Every symptom of wanting to join in the fray.

And they

The Pekes and the Pollicles, everyone knows,

Bark bark bark bark
Bark bark BARK BARK
Until you can hear them all over the Park.

Now on the occasion of which I shall speak
Almost nothing had happened for nearly a week
(And that’s a long time for a Pol or a Peke).

The big Police Dog was away from his beat —

I don’t know the reason, but most people think
He'd slipped into the Bricklayer’'s Arms for a drink —
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06 yicacnoii 6umee nexunckux
MONCcoe c 3ybacmoimu zaspuxamu

IIPH YYACTHH MOIICOB ObbIKHOBEHHBIX,
A TAKJKE IIITHIEB, H O BMELIATE/IbCTBE
B XO/Zl CPA’KEHHA KOTA BYAHYCA

Ilexunen u Taspux — BaM ckaxeT mo6oit —
BpaxayoT oTyasiHHO Mexay cobo#,
I'pui3yrcsa Bceraa u Bezfe 6e3 momazas,

A MOICH ¥ IWNHIBE — Hao6OpOT:

Ony, Kak cyuTaeTcss, MUPHHM HapoJ,

Ho B npaky BBsizaTbCsl, HO-MOEMY, Pafibl.

U Bot Ha Bech mapk: «['aB-raB, raB-ras!»

[TosinuTe, noiiMuTe, KTO NMpaB, KTO He mpab!

Tak BOT, pacckaxy BaM O XYTKOM JeJie:

Bcé 610 CIIOKOHO MOYTH YTO Hezeo;

[nsa TaBpuka — npocTo HEMBRICIMMHH Cpok!
Byabnor-nonnueiickuit ¢ nocra oTayyniIcs.
He 3nal0, Kyaa oH M BIpSMb MOTALIMJICH,

Ho MHue roBopuJiH, 4TO Ha YroJIOK,

B «KopoHny», corperbcsi cTakaH4MKkoM KMHA.
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And no one at all was about on the street
When a Peke and a Pollicle happened to meet.
They did not advance, or exactly retreat,
But they glared at each other, and scraped their
hind feet,
And started to
Bark bark bark bark
Bark bark BARK BARK
Until you could hear them all over the Park.

Now the Peke, although people may say what they
please,

Is no British Dog, but a Heathen Chinese.

And so all the Pekes, when they heard the uproar,

Some came to the window, some came to the door;

There were surely a dozen, more likely a score.

And together they started to grumble and wheeze

In their huffery-snuffery Heathen Chinese.

But a terrible din is what Pollicles like,

For your Pollicle Dog is a dour Yorkshire tyke,

And his braw Scottish cousins are snappers and biters,

And every dog-jack of them notable fighters;

And so they stepped out, with their pipers in order,

Playing When the Blue Bonnets Came Over the Border.

Then the Pugs and the Poms held no longer aloof,

But some from the balcony, some from the roof,
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Hy, B o6wiem, Ha yaule 6110 MYCTHIHHO,
Tyt T'aBpuk Ilexunua u BcTpeThb 3a yriaom!
W xaxnwli, yBepeHHBIH B NnpaBe CBOEM,
XoTb NepBRIM HU TOT, HU APYTO# He Hamal,
Phiyan u xpabpuics ¥ 3eMJI10 Komal,

U navanu oba: «[aB-raB, raB-raB!»

[ToiinuTe, NOMMHUTE, KTO NpaB, KTO He npas!

[lexunew, npocTuTe, OH MéC He OHPUTAHCKHI,
OH BCE Xe KuTaell, OH — 3Bepb OycypManckuit!
W BOT BCe NEKMHIM, Ty CCOPY YCJHIILAB,

K nsepsam u oxoukaM — nobiauxe, nobamxe, —
Cons, pa3pa3su/iMCh PhlYaHueM GPaHHEIM

Ha nuxoMm, cepauToM, coBceM WHOCTPaHHOM!

A TaBpuk — JTI06MTE]b M IIyMa M ApPaK —
[ToTOMOK CKaHAAJIbHBIX HOPKIIMPCKUX JBOPHSIT,
K ToMy x y Hero ecTb ABOIOpOAHBIl 6paT —
Hlornanackuit teppep — Gecuabamnmiit congar!
U BoT 3aurpana BoJBIHKA KyNUJIETHI:

«3a Teuaom, 3a TeuaoM cuueloT beperni!»”

U crposich B psb, meaK0o3yOH, Kycakn
[oToBsiTCs K Apake, FOTOBATCA K Jpake.

OT GUTBH CTOSITH B CTOPOHE He TOAMUTCS —

U3 okoH, ¢ 6HaJIKOHOB ¥ MOICHI, M MITHIHI

* 3HaMeHHMTble W TOHbIHE KyMJeTbl — 6oeBasi recHs
HIOTJaHICKKUX ropies (koHel XV -- Hayano XVI BB.)
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Joined in
To the din
With a
Bark bark bark bark
Bark bark BARK BARK
Until you could hear them all over the Park.

Now when these bold heroes together assembled,

The traffic all stopped, and the Underground
trembled,

And some of the neighbours were so much afraid

That they started to ring up the Fire Brigade.

When suddenly, up from a small basement flat,

Why who should stalk out but the GREAT
RUMPUSCAT.

His eyes were like fireballs fearfully blazing,

He gave a great yawn, and his jaws were amazing;

And when he looked out through the bars of the area,

You never saw anything fiercer or hairier.

And what with the glare of his eyes and his yawning,

The Pekes and the Pollicles quickly took warning.

He looked at the sky and he gave a great leap —

And they every last one of them scattered like sheep.

And when the Police Dog returned to his beat,
There wasn’t a single one left in the street.
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ToponsTcs K ccope NPHCOeIUHHTHCS:
«I'AB-TAB! T'AB-TAB!
['AB-TAB, TAB-TABBBB!!!»

[ToiiauTe, MOAMHUTE, KTO NpaB, KTO He mpas!

Hy, B o6uieM, repoes HalLIOCh TYT HEMAJO.
Ha yannax — npobku, METpO 3aJpoXaJio,
Ha I'pocBeHOp-cTpUT 3amaTajuch KOJIOHHH,
Cocenu xBaTaioTcs 3a TeJeOHH,

Kakasi-ro nama noxapHHIX M0O3BaJIa...

W Bapyr M3 KBapTHPKH, M3 MOJYNOABAIA

Hy ko 6n BE aymanu? BuicyHyn Mopzy
BYAH! KOT BYAHYC! On rposso u ropao
3eBHya! A a3bnk — gpue ¢akesa KpaCHOIO;
CBepKHyJid J1Be MOJIHUH Pa3oM M3 [JIa3 ero.
OH MelJIeHHO BHITJITHYJI Yepe3 PeIIéTKy,

A XBOCT OH JepaJl KaK MOCYIHYIO IETKY!
[Tprkok — U repom Bceit 3TOH MCTODHH,
Kak KkpoJiMky, NPHICHYJIH B pa3Hbie CTOPOHHI!

Byavdoz-nonuyeickuii sepuyica na nocm —
Ho monvko meavknyn 3a yzaom ueti-mo X60cm...
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Myr. Mistoffelees

You ought to know Mr. Mistoffelees!
The Original Conjuring Cat —
(There can be no doubt about that).
Please listen to me and don't scoff. All his
Inventions are off his own bat.
There’s no such Cat in the metropolis;
He holds all the patent monopolies
For performing surprising illusions
And creating eccentric confusions.
At prestidigitation
And at legerdemain
He’'ll defy examination
And deceive you again.
The greatest magicians have something to learn
From Mr. Mistoffelees’ Conjuring Turn.
Presto!
Away we go!
And we all say: OH!
Well I never!
Was there ever
A Cat so clever
As Magical Mr. Mistoffelees!
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Mucmep Mucmogenuc

Kak? Mucrep Mucrogenuc BaM HeussecteH?
OpuruHanpHeHyi GOKYCHUK-KOT!
[la B nenomM cBete (OKYCH eCTb JIH,
Kakux ator kot He u3o6perér?!
OH — eguHCTBEHHHIH KOT B MeTponoaun —
W n103MOHUCT, S3KCIIEHTPHK U Mar!
Bce natenTn Ha Bce okycn —
€r0 MOHOIIOJIHS,
TosbKO BOT HET COOTBETCTBYIOUIUX OyMar...

DoKyc-MOKYC — TpPH, YeTHIpe, NATh!
JloBKOCTD Jlall — ¥ HMKAKOIO...
Hert, BomuiebHuka takoro

Hu Ha yéMm BaM He moiMats!

A Bce Beuyaine ¢GoKyc-HU-KH
lonarcs eMy JUUIb B yYEHUKH.
Onn — nsa! Pas, nBa, Tpu —
Macrep, yTo HM roopHu!

Bot 310 mal

Hurzae, sukoraa

Eué He 6bIBao Takoro KoTa,

Kak Benukuit muctep Mucrodenuc!
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He is quiet and small, he is black
From his ears to the tip of his tail;
He can creep through the tiniest crack
He can walk on the narrowest rail.
He can pick any card from a pack,
He is equally cunning with dice;
He is always deceiving you into believing
That he’s only hunting for mice.
He can play any trick with a cork
Or a spoon and a bit of fish-paste;
If you look for a knife of a fork
And you think it is merely misplaced —
You have seen it one inoment, and then it is gawn!
But you'll find it next week lying out on the lawn.
And we all say: OH!
Well I never!
Was there ever
A Cat so clever
As Magical Mr. Mistoffelees!

His manner is vague and aloof,

You would think there was nobody shyer —
But his voice has been heard on the roof
When he was curled up by the fire.

And he’s sometimes been heard by the fire
When he was about on the roof —

(At least we all heard somebody who purred)
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CnokoiHm#, 4épHEIH (1 He BUAE] 4YepHee!)
OT KOHYHKaA HOCA JJO KOHYMKA XBOCTa,
OH npoiiTH 110 N11060MY KapHU3Y CyMeerT,
B n06yi0 menb nposeser Bceraa.

KapTty u3 kos0anl yTalUT 3a ABEpH...

A xoctu? Tyt oH ewmé noByeit!

U 3acTaBUT 3aIpoCTO Bac NOBEPHTD,
YTo OH BCEro JMLIb JOBUT MKILUENH.
ITpobka ynana? Bcé! He BepHéb!
Jloxka? He 3agaBaiite BOnpocos:

Benp psagoM nexann BUIKa U HOX,

U BoT Mcyesnn y Bac u3-mon Hoca!
Brimu — u Her.

CkoJibko 6 BHL He rsyienu!

Ha#inyrcs.

[ne-uubyne B BaHHOM 4Yepe3 Hexelo.
Bor aro na!

Hurne, Hukoraa

Eué ue 6nBao Takoro Kota

Kak Benukuii Mucrep Mucrodemuc!!!

OH paccessHHH ¢ BUAY, IPU3HATH MBI JOJKHH,
U ¢ Takoit 3acTeHYNBOH MHUHOI!

Ho koraa ero MsiBKaHbSl C KPRIIMIM CJBILIHBI,
OH, CBEPHYBIUHUCH, JEKUT Y KAMUHA.

A Korza oT KaMMHa Myp4YaHbe 3BYYHT,

OH, KOHEYHO, TYJsieT N0 KphILLe...

Ho, no kpaiiHell Mepe, 4TO Kmo-mo MypUHT,
Mbi 6€3yCJIOBHO CJABILINM.
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Which is incontestable proof
Of his singular magical powers:
And I have known the family to call
Him in from the garrden for hours,
While he was asleep in the hall.
And not long ago thes phenomenal Cat
Produced seven kittens right out of a hat!

And we all said: OH!
Well I never!
Did you ever
Know a Cat so clever
As Magical Mr. Mistoffelees!
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ITO TOYHO JOKa3kIBAET, YTO OH-
TanautoM Bose6HMKA HaleIEH.
Kak-To ero B roctunyio 3Bany,

A OH moYeMy-TO CIIYCTHJICS B cap,

A HeaBHO — BCe Mbl CaMM BHAAIH —

OH BAPYT COTBODHJ CeMephIX KOTHT!

Onn-ns!

Pas, aBa, Tpu!

Macrep, uto Hu roBopu!

Bor ato xa!

Hurze, Hukoraa

Her u He 6yzaer Takoro xota,

Kax Benukuit Muctep Mucrodenuc!
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Macavity: The Mystery Cat

Macavity’s a Mystery Cat: he’s called the Hidden
Paw —

For he’s the master criminal who can defy the Law.

He’s the bafflement of Scotland Yard, the Flying
Squad’s despair:

For when they reach the scene of crime —
Macavity’s not there!

Macavity, Macavity, there’s no one like Macavity,
He'’s broken every human law, he breaks the law
of gravity
His powers of levitation would make a fakir stare,
And when you reach the scene of crime —
Macavity’s not there!
You may seek him in the basement, you may look
up in the air —
But I tell you once and once again,
Macavity’s not there!

Macavity’s a ginger cat, he’s very tall and thin;

You would know him if you saw him, for his eyes
are sunken in.

His brow is deeply lined with thought, his head is
highly domed;

His coat is dusty from neglect, his whiskers are
uncombed.
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Maxaeumu

Maxkasutu — koT koamoBckoil. OH nmposBaH
TaitnonaneM.

OH, KpUMUHANBHBIX JIeJ1 MarucTp, He NeHCTBYeT
HAXPaToM.
On 3a Hoc Boxut CkoTnaHA-Spa.
Takux He BuJEN cBer:
Packprto npecrymiense, a — MakaBuTti TaM Het!!!
Makasuti, MakaBuTy, Marndeckuit Makasutu!
Jlio60# 3aKOH HapYIIMT OH, HO BRI
U He IIpeJCTaBHUTeE:
3aKOHKI TATOTEHHS] — M Te He JUIS Hero:
IMoansncs B Bo3ayx kak ¢akup — M HeTy HHKOro!
Wimute x0Tk B moABaiax, XoTb B 0bJlakax ero,

Ho s KJIISTHYCb BaM 4Y€CTbI0 — TaM HeTy HUKOTO!

MakaBUTH — OH PEDKHH, OH XYA ¥ JJIMHHOHOT,
A 1106 ero oT MBIC/I€ii MOPIIMHUCT U BHICOK.
Y3HaTh ero HEeTPYIHO: OH BEYHO 3albLIEH,

[[a H yCbl HE4YacCTo pacqécmBaeT OH.
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He sways his head from side to side, with
movements like a snake;

And when you think he’s half asleep, he’s always
wide awake.

Macavity, Macavity, there’s no one like Macavity,
For he’s a fiend in feline shape, a monster of
depravity.
You may meet him in a by-street, you may see him
in the square —
But when a crime’s discovered, then
Macavity’s not there!

He’s outwardly respectable. (They say he cheats
at cards.)

And his footprints are not found in any file
of Scotland Yard'’s.

And when the larder’s looted, or the jewel-case
is rifled,

Or when the milk is missing, or another Peke’s
been stifled,

Or the greenhouse glass is broken, and the trellis
past repair —

Ay, there’s the wonder of the thing! Macavity’s
not there!

And when the Foreign Office find a Treaty’s gone
astray,

Or the Admiralty lose some plans and drawings by
the way,
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CBCpHéTCﬂ OH KaJIaYMKOM O] JIECTHULIEH BHHU3Y —

Bul nymaere, apemser? CHa HM B OXHOM riasy!

MakaButy, MakaButu! HemoBropum MakaBuTH —
Besne on BcTpeTHTCS, Kya CTONH

BBl HM HaIlpaBHTE.
[a ato mpocto CataHa B KOTa MepeoeT:

PackphuiTo npectyniesre — MakaBuTH TaM Het!

OH — KOT BHOJIHE ITOYTEHHBIH
(x0Th He IO 9acTH KapT!)
U orneyartkoB Jan ero He genan Cxoriaasa-Apa,
Ho ecnu B BameM aome orpabuiu moxsay,
U B3noMaHa mKaTyJKa UM TBOPOT IIpOMAal,
Wnu onsarts GosioHKa 3ajylieHa B cany,
Wmn napuuk 6e3 CTEKOJ CTOMT Ha XOJIOLY,
A ot dopesn B KyxHe JeXHT OfUH CKeJeT —

BCCCHODHO, 3TO 4y0: MakaBuTH TaM HeT.

A ecau B MHHHUCTEPCTBE 6ymar He OThICKATh,

Wnu B AnMupanTeiicTBe 4epTéx MpOIaJ ONSATD,
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There may be a scrap of paper in the hall or on
the stair —

But it's useless to investigate — Macauity’s not there!

And when the loss has been disclosed, the Secret
Service say:

‘It must have been Macavity! — but he’s
a mile away.

You'll be sure to find him resting, or a-licking of
his thumbs,
Or engaged in doing complicated long division sums.

Macavity, Macavity, there’s no one like Macavity,

There never was a Cat of such deceitfulness and
suavity.

He always has an alibi, and one or two to spare:

At whatever time the deed took place —
MACAVITY WASN'T THERE!

And they say that all the Cats whose wicked deeds
are widely known

(I might mention Mungojerrie, I might mention
Griddlebone)

Are nothing more than agents for the Cat who all
the time

Just controls their operations: the Napoleon of Crime!
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ITyckait 0OpbIBKM B XOJLI€ HABOASAT Bac Ha Clel —
PaccienoBars 6€CCMBICIEHHO:
MakaBHTH TaM HeT.
Hy a B CekpeTHoit ciyx6e MOXMYT MJIe4aMu:
«4T1o0 Xk,
JlomxHo 6bTh, TYT — MaxaBuTH,
Jla KaK ero Hadaeub?»

Ho BnI He coMHeBaiiTeCh — OH re-HUGYAb JEXKHT,
BrinusbiBaer Jansl Ja NTHYEK CTOPOXKHT,
3aayMbIBaeT YTO-TO, HJIM 32 NPOLLIKIA ToJ

OH aKKypaTHO, B CTOJIGMK CyMMHDYET AOXOL...

Maxkasuti, MakaBUTH, BeTUKU# JryH MakaButu!
U Thx ¥ BKpaauMB OH — HY Kak

B TIOpPbBMY €ro OTIpaBUTe?
OH annbyu — M He OIHO! — MpPeXBSBUT BaM B OTBET:
Benp ecnu rae ciyumnoch yro — MakaButn TaMm Her!
U roBopsiT, 4TO BCe KOTHI, Ybé 3710 U3BECTHO MUDY —
Xotsa 6u Kypoemau, Bopuyk uiu 3aaupa —
Bcero aumb agpiotaHTel y MakaBuTH, a OH

[Ipectynnoii atoit apmuu ¥ ects Hanoseon!
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Gus: The Theatre Cat

Gus is the Cat at the Theatre Door.

His name, as I ought to have told you before,

Is really Asparagus. That’s such a fuss

To pronounce, that we usually call him just Gus.

His coat’s very shabby, he’s thin as a rake,
And he suffers from palsy that makes his paw shake.
Yet he was, in his youth, quite the smartest of Cats —
But no longer a terror to mice and to rats.
For he isn’t the Cat that he was in his prime;
Though his name was quite famous, he says,

in its time.

And whenever he joins his friends at their club
(Which takes place at the back of the
neighbouring pub)
He loves to regale them, if someone else pays,
With anecdotes drawn from his palmiest days.
For he once was a Star of the highest degree —
He has acted with Irving, he's acted with Tree.
And he likes to relate his success on the Halls,
Where the Gallery once gave him seven cat-calls.
But his grandest creation, as he loves to tell,
Was Firefrorefiddle, the Fiend of the Fell.
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P31 — meampanvnoiii xom

P3it — Bcerna y TeaTpanbHBIX ABEpei.
Hacrosiee nms ero — Cenbaepeit,

Ho nocko/ibKy OHO M JJIMHHEH ¥ TpyIHeH,
To Mul 1 30BéM ero nompocry — Paii.

B norpenanHoii wy6eiike, Kak nauka xya,
Jlanku apoxaTh He MepecTaior,

OH cTpaxa HM KPHICaM HM MHILIaM He BHYIUHUT.
A B I0HOCTH, B 0b1eM-TO, Belb Obl1 3HaMeHHT!
U Bo uBete Jer Obl1 GIUCTATEIbHBIHA KOT.

Ho Teneps yX He TOT, AaBHO yX He TOT.

XoTb MOHBIHE ApYy3eld MomoTYeBaTh JIOOUT

(Ecan xro-unbynp miatur 3a yxus B Kiy6e,

Yo Ha 3aaHeM JBOpe cocefHeH NMHMBHOH)

Pacckazamu o ToM, kak GHJI OH 3Be30if,

HcTopusiMu Tex claBHBIX BPEMEH,

Korza ¢ 9nmynnom KnHoM Ha cueHe oH...

A B Mio3uk-xoJie kakoit ycrex!

CeMb pa3 ¢ Trajlépku To «MAy», To cMmex!

Ho, xak oH yTBepxJaeT, ero Jydiast posb

310 — [l1amMe-MOpO30-KOJIYH,
Epynnuuckuit Koposb!
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‘T have played’, so he says, ‘every possible part,
And I used to know seventy speeches by heart.
I'd extemporize back-chat, I knew how to gag,
And I knew how to let the cat out of the bag.

I knew how to act with my back and my tail;
With an hour of rehearsal I never could fail.

I'd voice that would soften the hardest of hearts,
Whether I took the lead, or in character parts.

I have sat by the bedside of poor Little Nell;
When the Curfew was rung, then I swung on the bell.
In the Pantomime season I never fell flat

And I once understudied Dick Whittington's Cat.
But my grandest creation, as history will tell,
Was Firefrorefiddle, the Fiend of the Fell’

Then, if someone will give him a toothful of gin,
He will tell how he once played a part in East Lynne.
At a Shakespeare performance he once walked on pat,
When some actor suggested the need for a cat.
He once played a Tiger — could do it again —
Which an Indian Colonel pursued down a drain.
And he thinks that he still can, much better

than most,
Produce blood-curdling noises to bring on

the Ghost
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«51 urpaj, — roBopHUT OH, — JIO0OKE POIH
3HaJ ceMbIECST MOHOJIOTOB, a TO U GoJlee,
VIMIpoBU3upOBaTh, OTCEOATUHY MOT HECTH,
Jlaxxe xoTa B MelIKe 3pUTENSAM NMPENOXHECTH!
51 ¥ ciMHOI Urpaj, ¥ XBOCTOM,
A rosoc 6T TporaTebHeHImui npuTOoM!
ITo 9 cuaesa y MOCTeNH AUKKeHcoBckoil Hesnn,
ITO 5 Ha UWIHYpe Kayascs, YTOOK 3BOHKM 3BEHEJIH,
51 B ogHO#M MaHTOMHMe

3aHAT cpa3y OblI B Tpex poJisX,
U opsaxaw ay6auposan naxe Kora B camorax!

Ho, kak ckaxkeT MCTOPHUK TeaTpa, MOS JIy4inasi poJb
Jto — Ilname-Mopo30-KoOIaYH,
Epynauncknii Koposs!»

A TIOTOM, eCJIM KTO TOJHECET eMY IKMHA IJIOTOK,
OH pacckakeT 0 TOM,

KaK urpaj B 3HaMeHMTOM «XBOCTOK Ha Bocrok»,
Kak B mekcnupoBCKoii bece BHILET Ha CIEHY B TOT
Cammuiii Mur, Kkorga Hekto ckasan:

«TyT 68 HyXeH OuT KOT!»
Kak ogHaxxael OH THTpa CHrpal,
3a KOTOPHM, HaBepHoOe, Jac
I'Hascsa Hexkuit moakoBHUK M3 MHauwu,
TOT, YTO NMPHITHYJI 32 HUM B YHHTa3.

On yBepeH, 4To 60JbLIIE HUKTO HEe CyMeeT M3JaTh
Tex ckpexeuyumx 38yKoB,
KOTODHIMH NPHHATO

NpHU3paK Ha JDCIUIaHAY 3BaTh.
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And he once crossed the stage on a telegraph wire,
To rescue a child when a house was on fire.
And he says: ‘Now, these kittens, they do not get
trained
As we did in the days when Victoria reigned.
They never get drilled in a regular troupe,
And they think they are smart, just to jump
through a hoop.’
And he’ll say, as he scratches himself
with his claws,
‘Well, the Theatre’s certainly not what it was.
These modern productions are all very vell,
But there’s nothing to equal, from what I hear tell,
That moment of mystery
When I made history
As Firefrorefiddle, the Fiend of the Fell’
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A ellé OH KOra-To Npoueén
[0 TPOBOJIOKE Yepe3 CLEHY:
Hapgo 610
IMTs U3 TOpSLIEro I0Ma CIAaCTH HempeMeHHo!
«Her, xotaT HuHYe y4aT 6e3mapHo! —
3aMEeTHT BaM OH, —
PasBe Tak Hac y4yHau M3TpH
BUKTODMAHCKHX BPEMEH?
Hy a atu?
YyTb npHrHysa B 06pyy —
U yXe — «AX, TaIaHT!» —
npaBo, riaymno!
Her, HuuTO Tak He yYHT akTépa,
KaK NOCTOSHHas Tpynmnals
U mouécwBascse, nobasut: «Her, Teatp yx He TOT!
JlpaMaTypru, noxasnyii, CHOCHbIE,
HO BCE-TaKM KTO Ha3OBET
Hy xoTb 4TO-TO mMoxoxee
Ha MOI0O HECDaBHEHHYIO POJb —
[Tna-nna-nua-Masss5-MOpPO30-KOIAYH,
EpynauHckuit koposb!?»
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Bustopher Jones: The Cat about Town

Bustopher Jones is not skin and bones —

In fact, he’s remarkably fat.

He doesn’t haunt pubs — he has eight or nine clubs,
For he'’s the St. James's Street Cat!

He's the Cat we all greet as he walks down the street
In his coat of fastidious black:

No commonplace mousers have such well-cut trousers
Or such an_impeccable back.

In the whole of St. James'’s the smartest of names is
The name of this Brummell of Cats;

And we're all of us proud to be nodded or bowed to
By Bustopher Jones in white spats!

His visits are occasional to the Senior Educational
And it is against the rules

For any one Cat to belong both to that

And the jJoint Superior Schools.

For a similar reason, when game is in season

He is found, not at Fox’s, but Blimp’s,

But he's frequently seen at the gay Stage and Screen
Which is famous for winkles and shrimps.

In the season of venison he gives his ben’son

To the Pothunter’s succulent bones;

And jist before noon’s not a moment too soon

To drop in for a drink at the Drones.

62



Bycmogep Cmum — xom ceemcxuii

Her yx, Bycrodpep CMuT xydob6oti He IpemHuT,
Kot oH >XMpHHIH, U TeM 3HAMEHHT.

He B muBHYywWKax rpyosx —

B (emeHebeabHRX KIyGax

On 6niBaet Ha Cent-[Ixeiimc CTpHuT.

U xoraa stot kot Mumo [lapka upér —

B xocTioMe U3BHICKaHHOM OH.

He npocroit Mumiesios, 4to 6peaér 6e3 mraHoB —
B yepHniit cMOkuHT Hamr CMHT 061a9€H.

I'ne Haiinérca takoil Ge3ynpeyHHi MOKpoi?

B Gennx rerpax oH ¢ 4€pHOMN CITMHOM.

MuI ropanl, eci¥ OH HaM B OTBET Ha IOKJIOH
He B3riisiHyB, 4yTh KMBHET rOJIOBOIA.

OH 3axoaut caydaitHo B kiy6 «Haydnas TaitHas;
Benawr umeercs crporuit sanper:

[Jlaxxe caMplii IOYTEHHRI KOT He MOXKET GbITh WIEHOM
Cpasy «TailHH» ¥ «3HaHHe — CBET».

U no Toit xe npuunHe, 4T0o6 OTBEAATH IHYMHH
Toasko B «Baumny, a He B «Dokc» oH cremmnT,
Ho B «JxpaHH ¥ ClleHH» OH 3ai/leT HelpeMeHHO:
Bexp kpeBeTkaMu Ki1y6 3HaMeHHT!

A nopoio oceHHed B AHHM OXOT Ha oJieHeH
[Tocernt on «IlysaThit ropumok»

Panu xocTouyek COYHHIX, HO B OAMHHAALATH TOYHO
Buinutb oH 3a6exuT B «Jlonymoks.
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When he’s seen in a hurry there’s propably curry
At the Siamese — or at the Glutton,
If he looks full of gloom then he’s lunched
at the Tomb
On cabbage, rice pudding and mutton.

So, much in this way, passes Bustopher's day --
At one club or another he’s found.

It can cause no surprise that under our eyes

He has grown unmistakably round.

He’s twenty-five pounder, or I am a bounder,
And he’s putting on weight every day:

But he’s so well preserved because he’s observed
All his life a routine, so he’ll say.

And (to put it in rhyme) ‘I shall last out my time’
Is the word of this stoutest of Cats.

It must and it shall be Spring in Pall Mall
While Bustopher Jones wears white spats!
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Ecau BApYr M3-moJ ABEpH TSHET 3allaxOM K3ppU —
B «bupMy» oH HenmpeMeHHO 3aiijér;
Eciu Mpaven c ytpa — Hy,

3HAYMT HOXKOM OGapaHa
U xamycTo#t nosaBTpaka KoOT.

Tak oH nHM ¥ MpOBOAMT,
B «Cxuen» ma B «JlakoMky» XoauT
naBuwiit nenau Ha Cent-/[xeiimc Crpur,
U 1oT dhaxT, 4TO nonHee ¢ KAXIKM AHEM ero wies,
Hukoro yxe He yIMBHT.
DyHTOB TPUAUATH OH BECHT,
NyCTb M€HS XOTb NMoBecsT!
PasBe ToJICTHIM OH KaXkeTcs BaM?
Her, oH kot B nonHoii dopme:
JHM3Hb B pPa3MEPEHHOH HOpMe
Y Hero, No ero e CJI0BaM.
Hy, a ecin Tounee — «SI cBOé B3STH cymero!»
BoT 4TO claBHHI TOJICTSIK MHe NpONeEJ.
Pa3 yx Byctodep CMHMT B GeJInX reTpax CHEemldT —
3uauut Oyner Becua Ha [Ian-Man!!!
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Skimbleshanks: The Railway Cat

There’s a whisper down the line at 11.39

When the Night Mail’s ready to depart,

Saying ‘Skimble where is Skimble has he gone
to hunt the thimble?

We must find him or the train can't start.’

All the gurds and all the porters and the
stationmaster’s

daughters

They are searching high and low,

Saying ‘Skimble where is Skimble for unless he’s
very nimble

Then the Night Mail just can't go.’

At 11.42 then the signal’s nearly due

And the passengers are frantic to a man —

Then Skimble will appear and he’ll saunter
to the rear:

He's been busy in the luggage van!

He gives one flash of his glass-green eyes
And the signal goes ‘All Clear!’
And we're off at last for the northern part

Of the Northern Hemisphere!
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Yenyxom — xcene3no0opoxcHvlii kom

Bort cTouT HOYHOM MOYTOBHIA, K OTIPABIEHHIO
TOTOBHIH,
OcraeTcs HECKOJIBKO MHHYT.
«Kot! Kyna Hamr kot aeBajncs?
B KOWIKH-MHIIKH 3aurpajcs?
Des Hero HaM oTnpaBiienbs He JagyT!»
1T HaYaNIbHUKOBHX J0Y€K, U HOCHJIBLIMK,
u 06X0n9uK
Becbh BOK3as nepeBepHYIM — T/€ XKe KOT?
«T'ne vam Kor-Yenyxot?
Ox, onasanBaeT KoT!
Bes Hero HoYHOI NOYTOBHIA He YHIET!»
o curHana MUr ocTajiics, BeCb Hapol
3aBOJIHOBAJICS,
Bapyr siBnsercs crniokoifHui Yenyxor.
U3 GaraxkHoro BaroHa OH MPOXOAAT
BIOJIb IEPPOHA,
XBocT Tpy6o#i — K XBOCTY COCTaBa OH HAET.
U BOT OH 3€IEHKM IJIa30M CBEPKHYJ —
«[TYTh CBOBOJEH!» — cka3ayn cursas.
Ha Ceep CeBepa myTb Halll JIEXXHT
[To cTy4amuM cTymeHbKaM LUMal.
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You may say that by and large it is Skimble who's
in charge
Of the Sleeping Car Express.
From the driver and the guards to the bagmen
playing cards
He will supervise them all, more or less.
Down the corridor he paces and examines all the faces
Of the travellers in the First and in the Third;
He establishes control by a regular patrol
And he'd know at once if anything occurred.
He will watch you without winking and he sees
what you are thinking
And it's certain that he doesn'’t approve
Of hilarity and riot, so the folk are very quiet
When Skimble is about and on the move.
You can play no pranks with Skimbleshanks!
He’s a Cat that cannot be ignored,
So nothing goes wrong on the Northern Mail
When Skimbleshanks is aboard.

Oh it’s very pleasant when you have found your
little den
With you name written up on the door.
And the berth is very neat with a newly folded sheet
And there’s not a speck of dust on the floor.
There is every sort of light — you can make
it dark or bright;
There’s a button that you turn to make a breeze.
There’s a funny little basin you're supposed
to wash your face in
And a crank to shut the window if you sneeze.
Then the guard looks in politely and will ask you
very brightly
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CripaBeJyIMBO OTMEYAIOT, YTO 3a MOe3/l OTBeYaeT
He navanbHuK, a ckopee Yenyxor:
3a 3/1eKTPUKOM, 32 HaMH, JaXe 32 MPOBOJHUKAMH
OH BCé BpeMs HabaoZeHe BelET.
[To BaroHaM OH NPOXOAMT,
C MACCaXKHUPOB IJ1a3 He CBOMMT,

B tpernii kiacc 3axoaMT OH M B NepBHH KJacc.
Bcé obHioxaB peryJsipHo, 06 OMacHOCTH TOXApPHOM
OH, KOHEYHO, pa3y3HaeT paHblle Bac!
BBepx risaaMT M He MMTaeT, Balll¥ MEICJH [TOHUMAeT,
[Iyma, ccop He omobpsier on. U BoT —
B moeszne Bceraa cnokoiiHo, Bce BeyT cebst AOCTOHHO,
Ecau Bhimen Ha pexypcrBo Yenyxor.
C HUM Hesb3sl He CUHUTAThCH,

U npupétcs npu3HaThCS:

Bcé maér, kak J0DKHO MIATH

B moyToBOM HOYHOM M HOYBIO H JHEM,

IToroMy 4TO OH c BaMH B myTH!

Kak B kyne 3aliTH NpHATHO: BCé Tak
9HCTO, aKKYPaTHO,
C BamnM MMereM Tabinyka Ha JBepsX.
Mecto 3aHsm cBoé? Bor — kpaxMasbHoe Gesbé
W He BHAHO HM NBUIMHKH Ha KOBpaX.
Perynupyiite, xak HaJo, IPKOCTb CBeTa; HY a PAAOM
Bentunsrop, 4T06 yCTPOUTH BeTepok,
EcTb ¥ yMRIBaJBHHK C KPaHOM,
4TOObl BRIMHITBCS C YTPa HaM,
EcTp 1 Bemanka Ais ULISANB U 3BOHOK.
[TpoBOAHHK K BaM MOCTYYHTCH,
BEXJINBO OCBEJOMMTCS:
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‘Do you like your morning tea weak or strong?’
But Skimble’s just behind him and was ready to
remind him, _
For Skimble won’t let anything go wrong.
And when you creep into your cosy berth
And pull up the counterpane,
You are bound to admit that it’s very nice
To know that you won’t be bothered by mice —
You can leave all that to the Railway Cat,
The Cat of the Railway Train!
In the middle of the night he is always fresh
and bright;
Every now and then he has a cup of tea
With perhaps a drop of Scotch while he’s keeping
on the watch,
Only stopping here and there to catch a flea.
You were fast asleep at Crewe and so you never knew
That he was walking up and down the station;
You were sleeping all the while he was busy at
Carlisle,
Where he greets the stationmaster with elation.
But you saw him at Dumfries , where he summons
the police
If there’s anything they ought to know about:
When you get to Gallowgate there you do not
have to wait —
For Skimbleshanks will help you to get out!
He gives you a wave of his long brown tail
Which says: ‘I'll see you again!
You’'ll meet without fail on the Mignight Mail
The Cat of the Railway Train.’
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Bam nokpenye — nociabee yTpoM 4ai?
Csaau xor-YenyxoT Bcé 3anuuieT B GJIOKHOT,
YT06 yero He 3a0HTh HEB3HaYa.
Y10THO HaKpHTBCS C roJIOBOM
B cBexeit nocrean! U Bor —
Bu nmogymaere B 3TOT MO3AHHMH Yac,
Yro MHUIM He MOOECTIOKOSIT Bac,
W60 uMu 3aiiMETCS KOT MyTEBOH,
Kenesnonopoxunit kor!
Houslo oH He 3achnaer, uHoraa 6Joxy noimaer,
Winu mypaTcd B OKHO Ha IPOBOJA...
B nmosiHOYB BHIIBET YalIKy 4Yas,
KalLTI0O BHCKH JobaBJiss,
U Bcio Houb oH Goxp M Becel, Kak BCeria.
B lleddpunne B Kpenko crai, H, KOHETHO,
He BUAIH,
Kak xomun on no miargopme B3aj-Brepéx,
[na3ro BB mpocnaim Toxe, U He TyMaH,
OBITH MOXeT,
Yto ¢ qucneryepoM OBLT J€JIOM 3aHAT KOT.

Ho 3ato, npochysuucs B Ilepre,
BH [JIa3aM CBOMM MOBepbTe:
3a mosMuMen oH cberaa Ha BOK3al
A xoraa BH B AGepauHe U3 BarOHa BHIXOAHJIH,
Ha miaardopMy Balum Bellu OH Crpyal.
OH noMallier BaM JHIMYaTO-CEPHIM XBOCTOM.
ITOT KECT BaM CKaXeT O TOM,
UTo BB BCTPETHUTECH CHOBA
B HOYHOM IOYTOBOM
C XeJIe3HOJOPOXHBIM KOTOM.
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The Ad-dressing of Cats

You've read of several kinds of Cat,
And my opinion now is that
You should need no interpreter
To understand their character.
You now have learned enough to see
That Cats are much like you and me
And other people whom we find
Possessed of various types of mind.
For some are sane and some are mad
And some are good and some are bad
And some are better, some are worse —
But all may be described in verse.
You've seen them both at work and games,
And learnt about their proper names,
Their habits and their habitat:
But

How would you ad-dress a Cat?

So first, your memory I'll jog,

And say: A CAT IS NOT A DOG.
Now Dogs pretend they like to fight;
They often bark, more seldom bite;
But yet a Dog is, on the whole,

What you would call a simple soul.
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Kax obpawatomcs x xomam

IIpoyén Tt KHMXKKY O KOTax

U BoT Teneps ckaxy A Tak:

Ecrtb oyeHb pasHHe KOTHI,

OxnMH — XaK 4, APYrod — Kakx THI.
OnuH MypYHT, IpYro# MOJIYHT,

A TpeTHH LLaHYTh HOPOBHT.

Tor u yMén u nousocar,

A 3TOT — cep ¥ BOpOBaT.

XoTs B CTHXaX, MOBEPh THl MHe,
Bce onucyemMn BrnosHe.

Y3Han TH MHOTO O KOTax,

O6 ux 3abaBax u Tpynaax,

Ho Hano pacckasatb o ToM,

KAK PASTOBAPUBATDL C KOTOM.

TToCTaBMB NPaBUIBHO BONPOC,
OtmeruM Mu, yTo KOT — HE TIEC.

51 3Ha10 TOYHO: Bce cobaku

BU AEJIAIOT, uto s06aT mpakw.
Ha camoM nese rpo3uniit 1ai
CoBceM He 3HAYHMT «IH, Kycaills
[1éc, He B mpuMep MHBEIM KOTaM,
BriBaer npocroxyuHo npsim,
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Of course I'm not including Pekes,
And such fantastic canine freaks.
The usual Dog about the Town

Is much inclined to play the clown,
And far from showing too much pride
Is frequently undignified.

He’s very easily taken in —

Just chuck him underneath the chin
Or slap his back or shake his paw,
And he will gambol and guffaw.
He's such an easy-going lout,

He'll answer any hail or shout.

Again I must remind you that
A Dog's a Dog — A CAT'S A CAT.

With Cats, some say, one rule is true:
Don’t speak till you are spoken to.
Myself, I do not hold with that —

I say, you should ad-dress a Cat.

But always keep in mind that he
Resents familiarity.

I bow, and taking off my hat,
Ad-dress him in this form: O CAT!
But if he is the Cat next door,
Whom I have often met before

(He comes to see me in my flat)

I greet him with an OOPSA CAT!
I've heard them call him James Buz-James
But we've not got so far as names.
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OH ¥ He AyMaeT XMTPHUTh,—
KoHeuHo, ecin HCKITIOUHTD
[TexnHckuxX MoNcoB (0OYeHb CTPAaHHHX!),
U npouux maBoK MHOCTPaHHHIX.

A yauynbiit 6ap6oc mpocToi
ViMeeT HOpOB 1IyTOBCKOH.

C HuM mpocTto Apyx6y 3aBsA3aTh —
ITo nopbopoaxy norpenar,

OH jany JacT, HY a HOTOM

Buiaser pagocrio xBoctom!

On — pasBecéniit obopMoT!

Ho néc ecty néc, a KOT ECTb KOT!

$1 MHOrO pas CJINXal O TOM,

UTto 3aroBapuBaTh C KOTOM
HeBexIMBO ¥ HENPUJINYHO.
Henpasaa! 3Hato s oT/IM4HO,

Y10 06paTHThCS CaMOMY

bBe3 damuibspHocTH k HEMY

He tpynHo: Hafo umiisimy CHSITH,
Yr06 yBaskeHbe IOKa3aTh,

U noxnonsce, nzpeus: «O, KOT!»
A ecJM pSIIOM KOT JKHBET,

U sanpocro yepes Gankon

Ko MHe 3axoauT B rocTu oH,

S Tak ckaxy: «A-a-a, BoT u Kot!»
XoTb 3Hal0, YTO €ro 30BYT
xeiitmc-myppu-xeiimc, a Tak xe [LiyT,

75



Before a Cat will condescend

To treat you as a trusted friend,
Some little token of esteem

Is needed, like a dish of cream;

And you might now and then supply
Some caviare, or Strassburg Pie,
Some potted grouse, or salmon paste —
He's sure to have his personal taste.
(I know a Cat, who makes a habit

Of eating nothing else but rabbit,
And when he’s finished, licks his paws
So’s not to waste the onion sause.)

A Cat's entitled to expect

These evidences of respect.

And so in time you reach your aim,
And finally call him by his NAME.

So this is this, and that is that:
And there’s how you AD-DRESS A CAT.
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Ho yTo6 no nMeHn Ha3paTb,

C nuM Hajo ApyxOy 3aBsi3aTh.
U npexne, yeM coceackui KOT
o apyx6s ¢ BAMM CHH30MAET,—
Yrtob yBaxkeHbe MPOSIBHTS,

Ero n1o/kHH BH YyroCTHTDb
HUxpoii, ceBpioroii, muporom...
(XoTb 51 3HAKOM C OJHMUM KOTOM,
Yrto kpoMe CTYZHS OAHOTO

He ect Ha cBere Huuero!

Coect, aa ewé obamxker yc —
BuBaer y koToB moxsac
LoBoIbHO HeoOHYHHI BKyC!)
Kot BnpaBe oxupars ot Hac
M3BecTHRIX 3HAKOB yBaXKeHbS,
Toraa ¥ mact oH pa3peineHbe,
He onacasicy Huyero,

Hassars [10 UMEHMU ero.

Bor s 1 pacckasan o Tom,
Kak PASTOBAPUBATDH C KOTOM
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Cat Morgan Introduces Himself

I once was a Pirate what sailed the ’igh seas —
But now I've retired as a com-mission-aire:

And that’s how you find me a-takin’ my ease
And keepin’ the door in a Bloomsbury Square.

I’'m partial to partidges, likewise to grouse,
And I favour that Devonchire cream in a bowl;
But I'm allus content with a drink on the 'ouse
And a bit o'cold fish when I done me patrol.

I ain’t got much polish, me manners is gruff,

But I've got a good coat, and I keep meself smart;
And everyone says, and I guess that’s enough:

‘You can’t but like Morgan, ’e’s got a kind ’art.’

I got knocked about on the Barbary Coast,
And me voice it ain’t no sich melliferous horgan,;
But yet I can state, and I'm not one to boast,
That some of the gals is dead keen on old Morgan.

So if you 'ave business with Faber — or Faber —
I'll give you this tip, and it's worth a lot more:
You'll save yourself time, and you'll spare yourself
labour
If jist you make friends with the Cat at the door.
MORGAN.
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Kom Mopezan npedcmasnsemca cam:

Ha, 611 s nupaToM B HajJEKMX MOpSX.

Tenepb yx Ha nencuu. TyT, Bo3Je JBEPH.
3acnyxeHHblH oTANX. Bech menb npo asepsx —
[IsefinapoM cayxy. 3aech, Ha BaymcGeppun-ckepe.

(Da3zaHoM, BaAbIIUIHENOM OO0 3aKyCHTb,
Ewmé yBaxkaio JeBOHCKHE CIMBKH.

CrakaH4MK S TOXE He NPOYb IPOMYCTHUTD,
Ho — nocie pa6oTH, nox mopuuio peGKy.

KoneyHo, MaHEpDH MOM He TOTO...

Ho my6ka — urto Hano! Caexy s 3a MOZoOI0.
U B mome Bce MHEHHMSI OJJHOTO,

Yrto mobpoe cepaue y craporo Moprasa.

1 BBOTIO MOLLISUICS MO Pa3HHIM MOPSIM.
Moii ronoc — enBa M Ha (haedTy MOXOXHA...
Yo xBacrats! Ho KTO M3 1eBYEHOK M JaM
Ha craporo MopraHna ria3 He IOJOXHT?

A ecan Bu — x @abepy” u o aenax —

$1 nenwvHu# coBer BaM nmojgaM, u3BMHUTE:

U Bpems u HepBH cBou cbeperure,

CApyXHBUIKCh CO CTAPHIM KOTOM NpH ABepsx!
MOPTAH

* I(Da6ep — I I.Onnota, uszarenb 6onblueil yacTu
€ro KHHUT.
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