




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.

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.
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Example





The first place that I can well remember was a large pleasant meadow with a
pond of clear water in it. Some shady trees leaned over it, and rushes and water-
lilies grew at the deep end. Over the hedge on one side we looked into a plowed
field, and on the other we looked over a gate at our master's house, which stood
by the roadside; at the top of the meadow was a grove of fir trees, and at the
bottom a running brook overhung by a steep bank.

While I was young I lived upon my mother's milk, as I could not eat grass. In
the daytime I ran by her side, and at night I lay down close by her. When it was
hot we used to stand by the pond in the shade of the trees, and when it was cold
we had a nice warm shed near the grove.

As soon as I was old enough to eat grass my mother used to go out to work in
the daytime, and come back in the evening.

There were six young colts in the meadow besides me; they were older than I
was; some were nearly as large as grown-up horses. I used to run with them,
and had great fun; we used to gallop all together round and round the field as
hard as we could go. Sometimes we had rather rough play, for they would
frequently bite and kick as well as gallop.

One day, when there was a good deal of kicking, my mother whinnied to me to
come to her, and then she said:




