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A long time ago in ancient old China 
Two pets had a life that couldn’t be finer 
Living a life of outrageous fortune 
Each meal was a feast that would make a king swoon 
They lived in the luckiest house in the town 
Each day the good luck just fell all around 
Rice and gold pieces just seemed to appear 
The whole house slept deeply without any fear 
No ghouls or ghosts could give them a fright 
No earthquake could shake them or bump in the night 
But nobody knew why that old house 
Had so much luck - except for the mouse 
The mouse knew the secret was a small thing 
The luck had been brought by a simple brass ring 
Blessed with good magic by a genie before 
The ring rolled good fortune right in through the door 
The whole family prospered and they didn’t know why 
Good luck and good fortune rained down from the sky 
 
Until the dark day when the good luck just stopped 
And bad luck came in and lived in the loft 
Rainwater trickled in through the tiles 
Wetting the bed of the poor baby child 
Then carried on dripping to the kitchen below 
Ruined the rice and the sorghum and dough 
The house was all damp and darkened and cold 
The pantry was empty, the candles were gnarled 
By the cat and the mice that used to eat cake 
And bathe in the glow of the warm kitchen grate 
Where now there was nothing but cold sullen ash 
In the hearth of a home that had run out of cash 
 
But where was the ring? A few weeks before 
A thin skinny man had knocked on the door 
Seeking some shelter from a bitter snowstorm 
And a stool by the fire to keep himself warm 
But while the good grandma scooped broth from the pot 
Thin fingers slipped in her jewellery box 
And scooped up a handful of old rings and chains 
Which he slipped in his shoe as he sat by the range 
 
The mouse heard the story from the sparrows that talked 
To the swallows that flew way beyond the town walls 
And over the river and over the fields 



High up the valley to a house in the trees 
A house that had been just a mean hut before 
Now had a new roof and a shiny red door 
And a thin skinny man who was putting on fat 
In a plush velvet cloak and a new furry hat 
And he sat in the sun in his window each day 
Counting the gold that he put away 
In a safe in the kitchen that flowed with fine food 
Since the day he’d come home with a ring in his boot 
 
The mouse told the cat and the cat told the dog 
And the dog made a plan and he asked the old frog 
How to cross the broad river that stood in between 
Their house of bad fortune and the thief with the ring 
 
So early next morning, when cockerel crowed 
The dog, cat and mouse crept down the road 
Down the town lanes and out the town gate 
Down to the rushes where they had to wait 
For the old frog to come by with a young toad 
Who they followed across the river that flowed 
From the north mountains, from the melting of snow 
Swirling cold currents and chunks of ice floe 
 
Only the old dog knew how to swim 
So the cat and the mouse jumped onto him 
Gripping the bare bones of his knobbly back 
For weeks he’d barely had more than a snack 
Sometimes he found an old bone in a bin 
But now the poor dog had to struggle and spin 
Harsh undertows tried to drag them all down 
Vicious whirlpools swirled them around 
Patches of ice clumped in his fur 
He truly was a most miserable cur 
 
Finally, finally they made the far side 
Poor dog was exhausted, completely dog-tired 
He knew he might die if he lay down to rest 
And they had to continue north by north-west 
More than a hundred long hungry miles 
To get to the house with the shiny new tiles 
 
They finally got there, before a nightfall 
The cat took the mouse up the high outside wall 
Up a long drainpipe to the top attic window 
Slipping through cracks like two thin flakes of snow 
The mouse asked his cousin, the Chief Master Bat 
Where in the house the thief kept his stash 



Of jewellery and knick-knacks that he had lifted 
As he thieved and purloined and trickstered and grifted 
On pilfering journeys throughout the land 
Helping himself with a deft sleight of hand 
 
The bat took them both to an old wooden box 
Tucked in a corner of the dark dusty loft 
Mouse nibbled an edge and chewed his way in 
Came back in a trice with a simple brass ring 
They thanked the good bat and slipped down the pipe 
Jumped on the dog and rode off through the night 
 
A hundred miles later, a very tired rover 
Battled again with the great mighty river  
The waters were freezing, the waves crashed about 
The cat clung on with the ring in her mouth  
Once more the three of them nearly died 
Once more they just made it to the far side 
 
The dog could not lift his tail or his head 
He lay on the bank in the sleep of the dead 
The mouse rubbed his ears to keep his blood warm 
And the cat took the luck back to their home 
Along the town walls, ‘cross rooftops and gables 
Over the houses and temples and stables 
Crossing the town by the speediest route 
In a straight line, jumping roof to roof 
 
When she got home, she went straight to grandma 
As sheets of gold leaf fell from the rafters 
She lay that ring down upon the hearth rug 
Then licked her paws, looking quite smug 
Our dearest black cat has brought back good fortune! 
Bring her whipped cream! The four cans of tuna! 
Bring her a cushion of velvet and lace 
In front of the fire, it’s her rightful place! 
 
The cat spent the day in magnificent splendour 
Until six o’clock when, through the window, 
There could be seen the most pitiful sight 
A skinny old dog limped in with the night 
He barely could walk as he came through the door 
He barely could stand as he dripped on the floor 
He’d carried the pets more than two hundred miles 
Crossing the mighty white waters while 
Carrying the cat and the mouse on his back 
The story’s true hero dripped on the mat 
 



But, no! The old grandma liked this not a bit 
She took out her stick and she started to hit 
The poor forlorn hound standing before her 
She chased the poor mutt out into the courtyard 
Horrible mongrel! When you went and left 
Our house was unguarded, grandpa was bereft 
You’ve only come back now there’s food to be had 
No thanks to you, that’s because of the cat 
Our brave pussy went and brought back the ring 
But you went and did nothing, you mangy old thing! 
And the old grandma beat him and she beat him hard 
Then she tied him up to a post in the yard 
While the smug cat said nothing and gazed through the pane 
At the sad hungry dog on a rope in the rain 
She took all the the credit and lapped up the cream 
The poor dog got nothing and she was the queen 
 
And that is the reason from that day to this 
Dog chases the cat and the cat will just hiss 
You silly old fool, you did the hard bit 
But it’s what’s seen that matters, not what you did 
And that is the reason you foolish hard workers 
Will always be ruled by the world’s shifty shirkers! 
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