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Introduction

	Marge says: There is the saying “It takes one to know one” —and that applies to Sandy and me when it comes to being Cat Ladies, even if one of us (me) no longer shares a home with felines. Anyway, besides cats, we also are artists, poets and dark fiction writers and were when we met about thirty years ago. We’ve done collections over the years, mostly my poems for Sandy’s incredible art, like this one, and garnered multiple Bram Stoker Award finalist awards and one Stoker for Vampires, Zombies & Wanton Souls. This collection in your hands is our latest work. If you happen to have a feline or two around, please share it with them!

	 

	Sandy says: I now share my home with five felines, each with a distinct personality… sentient creatures that I love dearly. Marge truly understands the bond between cats and humans. She is one of my dearest friends, and it’s always an honor when my visual art accompanies her brilliant poetry. Also, thrilled that she garnered multiple nominations…and one Stoker for the books we’ve done together. Yes, this collection should be shared with human and feline friends alike!
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	Summer Solstice

	Turn of the clock,

	it is time for their pilgrimage

	to the place of standing stones

	known only to the gods

	for a ritual of their own.

	Back to the setting sun,

	Litha’s hair appears on fire,

	the Elder at her side,

	his progeny behind.

	It is the turning point of energies.

	She picks a bouquet—vervain and dahlia,

	a tiger lily for the Elder’s signature.

	Together they walk to a hilltop

	where a ritual bonfire burns.

	She tosses their bouquet into the flames.

	In silence, their muted shadows move,

	linking the dimensions across

	those certain standing stones

	and stony circles, at the rim of the world.
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	Cat Goddesses

	We come in various shapes,

	sinews honed, exotic designs

	engraved into our genes.

	Shadow soft our step,

	our purr refined, we speak

	a language foreign.

	We’ve languished in the laps of

	gods, both Greek and Roman,

	simpered in the wings

	of Cleopatra’s chambers,

	are worshiped by men of God

	and godless men alike.

	We breed our own, evolve

	in the convolutions of time,

	jungle mysteries in our eyes.
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	Marie Le Beau and a Blue Cat

	Sultry Marie, mon Amie,

	wearing your red beret

	sweet cherie, with the quaint

	little ravens and spidery

	designs, delightfully fetching,

	partly the cause of my disarray,

	like your pretty kitty

	licking his lips,

	sacred blu!

	and his claws

	in my face.
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	She Wanted to Look Like a Cat

	An odd choice, but ‘twas hers

	in the light of the times,

	when women were unsatisfied.

	Many found joy in the feline form,

	but poor girl, hers failed to work out.

	Her nose remained human,

	her mouth still a moue, and her hair

	never grew where it should.

	She tried dies and tattoos,

	all sorts of shampoos, but her head

	sprouted flowers instead.
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	Lucy & Her Familiar

	Into her dreams comes the winged tiger.

	Her abuti will possess her as smoke,

	speak with her mouth as she sleeps,

	assistance from the spirit world

	in procuring special leaves and herbs

	for the potions she will make:

	one for thwarting death,

	one for love sublime,

	one for glorious beauty

	one for obscene wealth

	one for wisdom bold,

	and one for a celebratory tea,

	with homemade muffins.
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	The Cat Dress

	Her brown eyes turn blue,

	when she wears this dress,

	a voice seductive as Bacall’s,

	hair to rival Kirsti Alley;

	heads turn to admire

	as she passes by.

	Otherwise, she bumbles around,

	drops things, trips over rugs,

	forgets what she is looking for,

	makes so many mistakes at work

	that she can’t hold a job—

	every day is a bad hair day.

	In this dress

	she is feline perfect

	in all ways.
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	Eva

	This coat belongs to a fat bitch

	who nearly ran me down

	in her Lamborghini, but

	when I caught up with her,

	I made quite sure she’d not

	be driving another car.

	I sharpen my curvy nails

	on headstones & church pews,

	can hang on a screen, howl for hours

	until my victim opens the door.

	But don’t get me wrong, I’m your

	best city kitty, take me out

	on the town, treat me right

	and I’ll purr you to sleep.
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