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CAT’S BALL OF YARN 

 
Cat bats ball of yarn 
off floorboard, paws under couch, 
stretches deep  
100 miles of desert to arrive 
at this spot that bats me  
around unrolling me 
until I don’t know what’s left 
or if anything is or anything worth 
anything.  1,000 ways to cook, why use 
so few utensils?  Why do you think 
the fuel comes only in a few tragedies 
and energy scenes, call them what you will? 
You may hide under the couch, 
the cat will get it or you will move the couch. 
Chew on it awhile, the flavor of the yarn 
will come through, let it unravel as it will, 
Be thrilled! You are here. 
Ah! Not wanting to be fuel, also, burns up.   
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