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A famous painting by Lord Landseer


depicts an old shepherd's ancient dog

l
eaning its chops against a pine bier,


eyes misted over with dewy fog,


gazing upward, toward the beyond.


But cats are different. Cats are not fond


of human weakness, sickness, or death.


The night Doctor Gold breathed his last breath,


Mephisto curled up by his side,


sleeping against his heart's steady pace;


but just one hour before Gold died,


the cat shivered and sprung from its place;


it flicked its tail in the doctor's face,


and busied the blanket with its claws,


then frizzled its fur, sat, kissed its paws,


stretched its silken body long, and pranced


to the farthest edge of the bed,


where it lept to the floor and fled


the room with hardly a backward glance.
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