




[image: ]










[image: ]









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










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!
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