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       Dedicated to my mother: for the songs and the stories.


    




    

       


    




    

      Many thanks to Raphael, whose idea this was,


      Graham for the patience, and among many others,


      Gail, Khail, Kalicharan, MCM and Maggie.


    




    

      IGR 


    




    

       


    




    

      “...the swallows aren’t still.


    




    

      For a rare and vacant hour


    




    

      they play through my thoughts.


    




    

      They’re as close as


    




    

      anything could be


    




    

      to being my thoughts.


    




    

      A penny for my swallows.”


    




    

      (Graham Rowlands) 


    


  




  

    

      PREFACE


    




    

       


    




    

      The cats in Ivan’s poems bear strong resemblance to their owners – in fact, often seem to BE their owners. These stylish works of art are zany, quirky, cutting, sad, funny, frisky, boisterous, even at times reverential. They convey vast amounts of biographical information in easy to read bite-size pieces.


    




    

      Romanticism permeates Ivan’s love lyrics, music lyrics and love-music lyrics. Even so, intense feeling is sometimes qualified by a kind of surrealism and by the use of striking puns which are paradoxically part of the lyricism. Whatever Romanticism remains in Ivan’s other poems is sorely tested by his travels to arid regions and his portraits of unknown, well-known and too well-known characters. Václav Havel and Adolf Hitler share pages with ‘Attila the Glum’ and the deluded individual who could have been Beethoven—or perhaps Beethoven’s cat.


    




    

       


    




    

      Graham Rowlands


    




    

      Adelaide


    




    

      July 2009


    




    

       


    




    

       


    


  




  

    

      
1 Cat Poems


    




    

       


    




    

      Beethoven’s cat


    




    

       


    




    

      Beethoven’s cat


    




    

      was stone deaf


    




    

      and liked to sleep


    




    

      inside the piano


    




    

      he covered at least


    




    

      four octaves


    




    

      his aging owner


    




    

      never


    




    

      noticed.


    




    

       


    




    

       


    




    

      Billie Holiday’s cat


    




    

       


    




    

      Billie Holiday’s cat


    




    

      was abandoned


    




    

      far too young


    




    

      picked up some


    




    

      very bad


    




    

      habits—


    




    

      but bless the


    




    

      child that’s


    




    

      got his own,


    




    

      loved her


    




    

      man but


    




    

      was always


    




    

      trav’lin’ alone


    




    

      became fast friends


    




    

      with the


    




    

      Prez


    




    

      evonce


    




    

      contrary to legend


    




    

      did not die


    




    

      surrounded


    




    

      by police


    




    

      and never did


    




    

      taste Strange


    




    

      Fruit—


    




    

      felines do not


    




    

      worry themselves


    




    

      on account of


    




    

      colour.


    




    

       


    




    

      Bosch’s cat


    




    

       


    




    

      Bosch’s cat


    




    

      was delighted


    




    

      in the garden


    




    

      earthly—


    




    

      knew his way


    




    

      round the


    




    

      haywain


    




    

      and purred


    




    

      all through Hell


    




    

      slept all through


    




    

      Purgatory


    




    

      and sat staring


    




    

      at the foot


    




    

      of the Cross.


    




    

       


    




    

      Bukowski’s cat


    




    

       


    




    

      Bukowski’s cat


    




    

      Walked


    




    

      thru’ the fire


    




    

      (as if it mattered)


    




    

      roomed awhile with


    




    

      someone


    




    

      called Fleg


    




    

      Mission Fleg


    




    

      but spent far too much


    




    

      time


    




    

      down at the track


    




    

      thank Christ


    




    

      he didn’t write


    




    

      poetry


    




    

      more


    




    

      poetry.


    




    

       


    




    

      Business Elsewhere


    




    

       


    




    

      Glowing glowering eyes in from the breathing dark, implacable


    




    

      yes, cat, you pad in soft from the hunt, glide and stop


    




    

      an offering of half a rat, with a bow and curtsey


    




    

      now open the door again, human, for I have business elsewhere!


    




    

      but first there is still the food-bowl to attend to


    




    

      a savage gusto of whiskers flying high, teeth whiter than stars


    




    

      then, a softening of sighs, a fire to nestle at, for awhile.


    




    

      But soon, you will open the door, human, for I have business elsewhere.


    




    

      and now, an electric stretch, a sleepy nuzzle, well perhaps


    




    

      your Excellency may stay inside awhile yet, who knows


    




    

      a rubbing of paws and muzzle completes dinner conversation


    




    

      soon, you will open the door, human, for I have business elsewhere,


    




    

      but first, let’s curl up fat beside the sighing fire, glow and settle:


    




    

      snooze function activated till whenever, fur mumbled eyes slitting shut


    




    

      and now the embers of sleep pulse, slow, heartbeats adagio


    




    

      soon enough, you will open the door, human, for I ... have... business...


    




    

      a rustle a squeak and wind-tossed outside staring awake


    




    

      open the door human, I have business elsewhere


    




    

      big eyes big claws tail at full attention hackles and grackles:


    




    

      OPEN THE DOOR, HUMAN, I HAVE BUSINESS ELSEWHERE!


    




    

       


    




    

      Charlton Heston’s cat


    




    

       


    




    

      Charlton Heston’s cat


    




    

      Watched


    




    

      the chariot-race


    




    

      his owner


    




    

      parting the


    




    

      Red Sea


    




    

      (cinematic)


    




    

      Soylent Green


    




    

      Monkey Planet


    




    

      and so many


    




    

      other adventures


    




    

      grew lanky


    




    

      and so old


    




    

      but there was


    




    

      no need


    




    

      to prise


    




    

      anything at all


    




    

      from his cold


    




    

      dead


    




    

      paws—


    




    

      cats have


    




    

      no use


    




    

      for guns.


    




    

       


    




    

      Dali’s cat


    




    

       


    




    

      Dali’s cat


    




    

      grew fat


    




    

      on fish heads and


    




    

      lobster—


    




    

      despised mice


    




    

      (communists!)


    




    

      but entertained


    




    

      cannibalism—


    




    

      was photographed


    




    

      flying


    




    

      over melting


    




    

      watches


    




    

      behaved


    




    

      disgracefully:


    




    

      and one fine day


    




    

      just vanished


    




    

      leaving behind


    




    

      a wicked grin.


    




    

       


    




    

      Da Vinci’s cat


    




    

       


    




    

      Da Vinci’s cat


    




    

      may have smiled


    




    

      beatifically


    




    

      like an angel


    




    

      hovering over


    




    

      a Madonna


    




    

      holding an


    




    

      ermine


    




    

      under knotted


    




    

      branches


    




    

      but also


    




    

      he single-handedly


    




    

      caught


    




    

      destroyed


    




    

      shredded


    




    

      all of his


    




    

      owner’s


    




    

      beautiful


    




    

      flying


    




    

      flapping


    




    

      whirligigs


    




    

      and wax paper


    




    

      models


    




    

      thereby setting


    




    

      aviation back


    




    

      by three hundred


    




    

      or so years


    




    

      he was


    




    

      only a cat,


    




    

      after all.


    




    

       


    




    

      Duchamp’s cat


    




    

       


    




    

      Duchamp’s cat


    




    

      rotated


    




    

      round the stool


    




    

      descended


    




    

      down the


    




    

      nude


    




    

      staircase


    




    

      left his


    




    

      paw-print


    




    

      on the


    




    

      Big Window


    




    

      and took a long


    




    

      nap


    




    

      on sixty-four


    




    

      squares.


    




    

       


    




    

      Duke Ellington’s cat


    




    

       


    




    

      Duke Ellington’s cat


    




    

      always wore


    




    

      a tuxedo


    




    

      junction


    




    

      growled at


    




    

      first all black


    




    

      and tan—then,


    




    

      became more hot


    




    

      than sweet


    




    

      preferred Koko


    




    

      but knew all


    




    

      about them there


    




    

      jungle rhythms


    




    

      even if his


    




    

      mood was


    




    

      indigo,


    




    

      and he always


    




    

      took the


    




    

      A train


    




    

      out the Harlem


    




    

      air shaft and made


    




    

      friends with a stray


    




    

      horn or two


    




    

      the caravan


    




    

      still rocks on


    




    

      twenty seven


    




    

      choruses later.


    




    

       


    




    

      Edison’s cat


    




    

       


    




    

      Thomas Alva Edison’s cat


    




    

      purred electricity


    




    

      but looked on


    




    

      in distaste


    




    

      as his master


    




    

      banished shadows


    




    

      toyed with


    




    

      filaments,


    




    

      corresponded with


    




    

      Tesla


    




    

      to light up


    




    

      entire cities


    




    

      because there’s nothing


    




    

      wrong with


    




    

      a few dark


    




    

      corners


    




    

      when your own eyes


    




    

      glow.


    




    

       


    




    

      Elvis Presley’s cat


    




    

       


    




    

      Elvis Presley’s cat


    




    

      was loved


    




    

      so tender


    




    

      so sweet


    




    

      dirty soul


    




    

      none-too-clean gospel


    




    

      was born


    




    

      under the back stoop


    




    

      of a shotgun


    




    

      shack


    




    

      from a litter


    




    

      of two


    




    

      was all shook up


    




    

      in the ghetto


    




    

      but chewed the


    




    

      hell outa them


    




    

      there blue


    




    

      suede shoes


    




    

      caused quite a


    




    

      stir as he


    




    

      wiggled


    




    

      and waggled


    




    

      but was treated


    




    

      royally, even with


    




    

      his white


    




    

      trash looks


    




    

      later on,


    




    

      became a vast


    




    

      glutton—


    




    

      jam with Beatles


    




    

      Fool’s Gold


    




    

      and a final


    




    

      whisper on


    




    

      the tiles:
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