3 unreal cats

we have the three

most ferocious cats

in this entire neighborhood,

but the stories behind our closed

doors would be enough to baffle

both animal enthusiasts and vets

alike.

one afternoon recently,

the kids went downstairs only

to return shortly thereafter

telling me there was a bird

in the basement.

a full sized sparrow

was waddling around on a 

bright piece of red carpeting

confused in the air conditioned

light of people living

and as i tried to scuttle him to fly off 

up the staircase and out into

the big, fancy world

he bumbled his body and wings

about in a mad act of confusion.

shortly after he smacked around

for a while, i got him loaded up on

a blanket and he was tossed back 

out into the hot soupy air of 

feathered fowl.

several nights after that,

i woke have a pee and heard

a peculiar sound from the basin of

the bathroom tub.

it was a somewhat shrill scratching,

frantic movement and pitter patter.

i looked in to see a mouse trying to 

escape the smooth edges of the 

bath tub.

i reached in and gave him a hand,

returned him to the confines of other

feathered mammals in the neighborhood.

after that juncture in the road,

i walked back wondering if our cats

are catching fictional cartoon rodents

and if their whole bad assed 9-lives

act is indeed just a buncha smoke

so that we keep feeding them and

don't make them clean their own litter boxes.

the jury is not only out,

it's lost as the mice and birds rest for 

another round of laughing in the face of 

our ferocious alley cats.
