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In loving memory of Buttons.
Sleep well, our beautiful cat.
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Pet Poem

Do you have a pet poem,

one which never leaves your side?

Words to whisper to yourself

or shout out loud with pride?

A poem that is yours alone

on which you can depend?

That’s always there when you feel down,

a loyal and faithful friend?

A poem that’s a part of you

to carry in your heart –

that’s funny, sad, or makes you think,

that’s inspirational or smart?

A poem is a precious pet;

there are lots of different kinds.

Treat it well and the love you give

gets repaid ten thousand times.




A Polite Request

Dad, I want a cat. I really want a cat.

Please can we get a cat?

All my friends have got a cat. All of them!

So can we get one, too? Can we? Can we? Can we?

Please, please, please!

Oh, I’d do anything for a cat, I really would.

Please, Dad. I will clean your car every day.

I will put my clothes in the laundry basket.

I will make you a cheese sandwich.

Please can we get a cat?

Dad, please, can we get a cat?

Just a small one. You’d barely notice it.

It would hardly take up any room –

they’re only about the same size as a small dog

or a very large mouse. Pleeeeeasse!

Dad? I was learning today at school

about how pets can be brilliant for your mental health

and I suddenly thought: A CAT! THAT’S IT!

WHY DON’T WE GET A CAT?! The idea just came

to me like that! What do you think?

Dad, have you heard about the news?

There’s a crimewave apparently. Sounds serious.

What if somebody was to break into our house?

We should get a guard cat. You know, who’s scary,

but also really soft and cuddly and cute.

Cough, cough. Dad, I think this is it . . .

it’s all over for me. Cough, cough.

Doctor says the only thing which can save me – cough –

is some kind of small domesticated mammal

with soft fur and retractable claws. Cough.

Dad, plllllllllllleeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee-

eeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee-

eeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee-

eeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee-

eeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee-

eeeeeaaaassssssssse! What’s that?

You’ve got me a cat? Over there . . . in that basket?

Oh, would you look at her! She’s adorable! I love her!

What? No, sorry, can’t feed her or play with her

at the moment, I’m off to Lucy’s house.




Wilf the Labracadabrador

Wilf the Labracadabrador

(who in dog years is seventy-six)

is a magician, a conjurer

and a hypnotist.

He saws teddies in half.

He pulls rabbits from hats.

He makes all his food vanish,

just like that.

Renowned for his showdogship

and smooth sleight of paw,

Wilf’s about to em-bark

on a nationwide tour.

Last week, I showed him

how to juggle with sticks.

Whoever said you can’t teach

an old dog new tricks?




Memories of a Goldfish

‘Goldfish do have good memories, scientists find.’ BBC News

I guess by now you’ve heard the news –

how I wish it wasn’t true!

It’s no wonder I feel miserable,

you’d find it boring, too –

swim swim swimming all day long,

with nothing much to do.

If only I could just forget,

what excitement would ensue –

with each circuit of my bowl,

to find everything is new!




On ‘,,,;;pppppp’[[[[[[[[[[[[;’;
////////////////////////3,’

Upon returning to my desk,

having left it temporarily in search of biscuits,

I discovered my cat had written

another poem on my laptop.

It was called ‘,,,;;pppppp’[[[[[[[[[[[[;’;////////////////////////3,’

and while it constituted one of her more difficult pieces,

it was also the kind of poem

which rewarded repeat reading.

I was struck by its experimental structure,

the absence of line breaks;

indeed, not one single space

between any of the poem’s 10,000 or so characters.

One of the work’s central motifs –

‘jjjjjjjjjjjjjjjjjjjjjjjjjjjjjjjjjjjjjjkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkk’ –

was, by turns, reassuring and unsettling,

while the symbolism of ‘###################’

hinted at our twenty-first-century preoccupation with social media.

And yes, there were perhaps a few elements

which did not work: twelve whole pages

containing just the number 7 seemed a little excessive,

while her introduction of the character T

was not altogether convincing. But who could not be moved

by that devastating final line, its message of hope

piercing our hearts like an arrow: 333333333333333,,,




Two’s Company, Flea’s a Crowd

we used to be happy,

my doggy & me,

until that fateful day

he befriended a flea

& now when I take my doggy to the park

he doesn’t want to chase a stick

he tells me it’s not his shtick

any more

it’s such a bore, he says,

lying down in the grass with his new friend, Flea,

to discuss matters of mathematics

astrophysics & philosophy

& when I throw his ball for him to catch

he says, no thanks, I’m fine,

I’m playing ‘I’ll Scratch Your Back, You Scratch Mine’

with Flea, you see

& when I suggest we race to that tree,

he says, sorry, but I promised Flea

we’d do some jumping about for a bit,

he’s very good at it, you know

& when I tell my doggy he’s gonna get hurt,

that he’s just being used,

Flea’s a blood-sucking parasite,

my doggy says, Don’t be daft! Flea’s alright!

besides Flea’s my mate, and what’s a bite

or two between old pals?

none of us is perfect is his rationale,

least of all you, he says,

shocked, I say what do you mean?

& he says, well, just look at you,

you’re having a pet

about your pet having a pet

you’re practically green with envy,

worked yourself up into a frenzy,

when you need to be more friendly

then you’ll see

so I gave it a go

I joined in their games & debates

& it wasn’t long

before some of Flea’s mates

started to hang out with me

until my fears all disappeared

& I was finally at ease

just me & my doggy (& two hundred fleas)




Pet Peeve

Keeping

a chameleon

for a pet

is something

that I now

regret.

At first,

as far as

I could tell,

he seemed

to blend in

very well,

but he’s

changed a lot

in many ways

I’ve not

seen him now

for fourteen days.
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