schoenberg's cat

orienting to a whisker

she pads across keys 

expressing emotion

of eight lives lived

targets glow and she moves

to caress them with delicacy;

console them

in a lonely moment.

iris and dahlia, dahlia and iris,

she steps to walk on naked fire

of ecstasy and of mourning. 

unconcerned with convention,

they need follow no sequence,

she leaps without weight

across the span of keys
at dawn when the air

is laden with scents 

of coffee and horsehide;
at dusk when these cede
to pipe tobacco

and the smell of falling sun.
upstairs

his ears
erect
are wide open.
