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“Me, you, and the old guitar, 

How perfectly, perfectly happy we are. 

MEEE-EW and the old guitar, 

How PURRRR-fectly happy we are. ” 

Tatty Me 1 at was a Luster’s cat 

With a meow tliat was loucl and strong. 

Tte two of ttem sang of ttis and ttat, 

And people ttrew coins in tte old ctecfced tat, 

And tins was tteir favorite song: 
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One morning, while Fred ate some hacon and bread, 

McTat took a stroll round the block, 

Then stopped -for there on a doorstep sat 

A gorgeously glossy and green-eyed cat. 

sh e was black with one snowy white sock. 



Sock ancl McTat had a cat-to-cat chat 

And that s how their story began, 

For while they were chatting o f this and o f that . . . 



A tk lef kad kis eye on tke old ckecked kat. 

He eyed it. He snatcked it. He ran! 



1 lie busker gave cbase but be tripped on a lace 

And crash! In a flask be was down. 

He broke kis leg and ke banged bis kead 

And be ended up in a kospital bed 

In a faraway part of town. 
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But where had the husker gone? 



1 he sun went clown and the shy grew hlach. 

Th e stars came out, tut lie didn’t come tact. 

McTat lingered on . . . and on. 



A wee 

And f 

“He's , 

k later, Sock took a stroll round tlie klock 

ound ker new friend looking tlun. 

gone off and left me!" said I akky McTat. 

Tken Sock said, “My people, Prunella and Pat, 

Would gladly fi nd room for a fine takky cat." 
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She was ri gtV and they took Mc'Tatnn. 
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Next morning, o Id F re cl left It is hospital hed 

And f ound his way hack to the square, 

But a brass hand stood where the pair once sat 

And the hand played this and the hand played that, 

And Fred looked all round for his loud-meowed cat, 

But Tahhy McTat wasn t th ere! 
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full life Now McTat had a wife and a very 

With plenty of Things To Do, 
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and pouncing on Pat, 

And l the keeping tne newspapers 

nice and flat, 

And hiding the car keys under the mat, 







And lie pulled out an dk e pulled out tkat . . . 

And people tkrew coins in tke tall kl ack kat, 

But tke kusker was never tkere. 



One morning Sock said, “Look under tke Led 

And see tke tk ree kittens IVe kadi” 



And the littlest kitten, called Samuel Sprat, 

Looked exac tly th e same as his dad. 



I he three kittens grew and they learned how to mew, 

And McTat sometimes sang them his song. 

And S amuel Sprat with his tahhy-gray fur 

Had a deafening meow and a very loud purr 

And he simply loved singing along: 

“Me,, you, and the old guitar, 

How perfectly, perfectly happy we are. 

MEEE-EW and the old guitar, 

How PURRRR-fectly happy we are. ” 



When Susan and boames found very good homes 

Their parents were happy and proud. 

ere was one h ome 

and another like that 
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poor Samuel Sprat 

oice is too loud.” 

tody wanted 

11 said, “His 



Now Tabby Mel at was a bome-loving cat 

But be couldn’t stop dreaming o f Fred. 

And one day be called for bis wife and bis son 

And be told them, 

“Tbere’s something tbat bas to be done. 

I must go and bn Jh im,” be said. 



an Jail over town 



For many a morning and afternoon, 

By tke ligkt of tke sun, and tke ligkt o fth e moon, 

Till ke k eard a familiar son 





It s Tabby Me I at! It’ s my long-lost cat! 

Old F red was ecstatically glad. 

I ben tbe two of tbem sang 

o f tbis and that, 

And people threw coins 

in tbe new checked bat . . . 
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But why did McTat feel sad? 

H e was missing ins wi his wife and h is com fortahle life 

And the dozens o f Tk ings ToD O. 

(Like washing Prunella and pouncing on Pat, 

And hiding the car keys under the mat, 

And keeping the newspapers nice and flat, 

And giving the pens an occasional hat.) 

But h ow could he tell the husker that? 



Tl ien out from a shadow sprang Samuel Sprat. 

“Oh please let ME be tbe busker s cat!” 

He saicl with bis deafening mew. 



Now Samuel Sprat is the husher's cat 

loud and strong. 

1 he two ot them sing of this and that 

(Though Samuel sings just a little hit 

row coins in the old ch 

a meow 

peop 
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And tkis is tlieir favorite song: 

“Me, you, and the old guitar, 

How perfectly, perfectly happy we are. 

MEEE-EW and the old guitar, 

How PURRRR-fectly happy we are. ” 



For my sister, Mary — J.D. 

For my brother, Martin — A.S. 
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“Me, you, and the old guitar, 

How perfectly, perfectly happy we are 

MEEE-EW and the old guitar. 

How PURRRR-fectly happy we are!’ 


