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Cat
Cats are not at all like people,
Cats are Cats.

People wear stockings and sweaters,
Overcoats, mufflers, and hats.

Cats wear nothing: they lie by the fire

For twenty-four hours if they desire.

They do NOT rush out to the office,

They do NOT have interminable chats,
They do NOT play Old Maid and Checkers,
They do NOT wear bright yellow spats.

People, of course, will always be people,
But Cats are Cats.



Dog

Dogs are quite a bit like people,

Or so it seems to me somehow.
Like people, Dogs go anywhere,
They swim in the sea, they leap through the air,
They bark and growl, they sit and stare,
They even wear what people wear.
Look at that Poodle with a hat on its noodle,
Look at that Boxer in a long silver-fox fur,
Look at that Whippet in its calico tippet,
Look at that Sealyham in diamonds from Rotterdam,
Look at that Afghan wrapped in an afghan,
Look at that Chow down there on a dhow
All decked out for some big powwow
With Pekinese waiting to come kowtow.

Don’t they all look just like people?

People you've seen somewhere? Bowwow!



Rooster

When the stars above begin to fade
And morning streaks across the sky,

A bugler in bright uniform—

Red interwoven with gold braid,
Panache of flashing plumes unswirled—
Steps proudly out against the blue,

And with his “Cock-a-doodle-doo,”
Salutes the day, wakes up the world.



Tiger

A hunter cried out when he spotted a Tiger,
“What a beautiful rug that creature would make!”
The Tiger growled: he did not agree;

He chased the hunter up a tree.

The hunter’s gun went Bang! Bang! Bang!

Zing! Zing! Zing! the bullets sang;

A bunch of bananas plopped to the ground.

The Tiger laughed as he danced around.

He laughed so very hard, poor fellow,

Off flew his stripes of black and yellow.

When lightning flashes through the sky
And the candle glows in my cat’s eye;
When thunder rolls from organ pipes,
I think I see those Tiger stripes,

I think I see them whizzing by

In streaks of lightning through the sky.
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Are Zebras black with broad white stripes,
Or are they really white with black?

Answer me that and I'll give you some candy
And a green-and-yellow jumping jack.



Cow

Cows are not supposed to fly,
And so, if you should see
A spotted Cow go flying by
Above a pawpaw tree
In a porkpie hat with a green umbrella,
Then run right down the road and tell a
Lady selling sarsaparilla,
Lemon soda and vanilla,
So she can come here and tell me!




Lady Bug

Lady Bug, Lady Bug,
Life is so brief,

Why linger so long
On that lacy leaf?



Tortoise

The Tortoise, when it makes its rounds,
Does not proceed by leaps and bounds.
It takes its time. It eats and sleeps,

And then sets out, and on it creeps.
Then stops again. And eats and sleeps.
Sets out again. And on it creeps.
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Owl
The Owl that lives in the old oak tree
Opens his eyes and cannot see
When it’s clear as day to you and me;
But not long after the sun goes down
And the Church Clock strikes in Tarrytown
And Nora puts on her green nightgown,
He opens his big bespectacled eyes
And shufiles out of the hollow tree,
And flies and flies

and flies and flies,

And flies and flies
and flies and flies.



-Never Land;

it’s bright as day,
She carries a candle to light her way.
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With a towel wrapped around her head
She looks all about her and sees not a soul,
Then pokes her head in an ostrich hole.

Grandmother Ostrich crosses the sand

Grandmother Ostrich goes to bed
To the edge of Never
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Unicorn

The Unicorn with the long white horn
Is beautiful and wild.
He gallops across the forest green
So quickly that he’s seldom seen
Where Peacocks their blue feathers preen
And strawberries grow wild.
He flees the hunter and the hounds,
Upon black earth his white hoof pounds,
Over cold mountain streams he bounds
And comes to a meadow mild;
There, when he kneels to take his nap,
He lays his head in a lady’s lap
As gently as a child.
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Butterfly

Of living creatures most I prize
Black-spotted yellow Butterflies
Sailing softly through the skies,

Whisking light from each sunbeam,
Gliding over field and stream—
Like fans unfolding in a dream,

Like fans of gold lace flickering
Before a drowsy elfin king
For whom the thrush and linnet sing—

Soft and beautiful and bright
As hands that move to touch the light
When Mother leans to say good night.
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Flamingo

When it stands on one leg,

Head under one wing,
Far away

From everything,

It seems to say

In its shocking pink:
“I do as I please,
Whatever you think;
I do as I please,
Whatever you think.”



Penguin

I think it must be very nice

To stroll about upon the ice,
Night and day, day and night,
Wearing only black and white,
Always in your Sunday best—
Black tailcoat and pearl-white vest.
To stroll about so pleasantly
Beside the cold and silent sea
Would really suit me to a T!

I think it must be very nice

To stroll with Penguins on the ice.




Prairie Chicken

Look at him there in that prairie dirt:

Did any bird ever look so dapper,

All laced up in that ruffied shirt,

With a high stiff collar, all prim and proper?

He prances around for a very long while;
His heart beats faster, his footsteps quicken:
He looks for someone who likes his style,
He looks for another Prairie Chicken.
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Llama

I learned about the Llama when I learned to spell;
But is it because the beast is so long
That its name is written with a double /7?
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Duck

On the farmyard pond it paddles around

With its broad flat bill and its wide webbed feet;
And calls Quack-Quack to its friends on the ground
And darts its head under for something to eat.
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When other birds go flying by,

The Kiwi gazes at the ground.

A bird that walks and caanot fly

Has little interest in the sky;

It simply gazes at the ground,

And walks and walks and walks around
And walks and walks and walks around.
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i Squirrel

? “'l The color of stone when leaves are yellow,
1' H ‘,\‘{,I"'l Comes the Squirrel, a capital C,
!* 1"},‘\{*’\' With tail atilc like a violincello,

'1.‘ Comes the Squirrel musically.
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Sage Grouse

When he starts to rant
And swell up like a plant,
Better let the Grouse

Out of the house.



AT A2
;"v%fh?‘éﬂl’ v
GAZY

ER
N

%7:5‘&

.
on
Al

X3
Lo
77 b

Ay ’
.||‘.ll}fiwélghb£ :
Dpo's; 1 é

By

£
N ik RSN
i MWA\ o Gt \
e A E TS
/ﬁf"/ﬂ’g\-sw“rf{/ﬁ, o
JH

vty o ,,y!.ﬁ\ 3 e T
LA

N

7T
7

)

Turkey

With his fantail spread as if for a show,

The Turkey gobbler gobbles and struts.

He’s a beautiful bird, he wants you to know—
No if’s, no and’s, no but’s.
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Goose

On a crazy caboose
Rides a silly fat Goose
To a land Marco Polo never explored,
Where in grass long and wavy
You eat giblet gravy
And the money you spend is the money you hoard;
Where the money you earn
Is money to burn,
And nobody works and nobody’s bored;
Where uphill the river
Flows on forever,
And time that is lost is quickly restored.
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Water Buffalo

The finest animal I know

Is the good black Water Buffalo.
When the sun of the East beats down on the clay
And coconuts fall and palm trees sway,
He plods through the rice field day after day.

With graceful long horas, he is gentle and slow:
I love the Water Buffalo!
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Peacock

When the Peacock proudly ambles by,
He has, in his blue-green tail unfurled,
Motre dazzling spots than stars in the sky
Or capitals on a map of the world.






Birds and Beasts has been designed and printed letterpress from Monotype by
W. Thomas Taylor of Austin, Texas. The text face is Garamond Bold, a face that
has its origins in the designs of the French Renaissance and was part of the
series of “historic revivals” initiated by the Monotype Corporation of London
during the 1920s. Actually, the types we now call “Garamond” were based on
excellent copies cut by Jean Jannon in the seventeenth century. Nonetheless, the
type remains a singularly beautiful example of the crisp, brisk designs so favored
in Paris and Lyons during that time as French typographers moved away from
the northern Gothic types and toward the lighter Italian models.

The display face for the titles and heads is Cochin, a face based on copper-
plate engravings of eighteenth-century France and adopted for the Monotype in
1917 by Sol Hess. The italic is especially graceful, a lucid interpretation of hand-
wiriting and formal engraving. The book was printed on Mohawk Superfine, an
entirely acid-free sheet,
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