Stray

As I gaze nightward at our

volunteer chandelier of stars
light-years away (each point

a twinkly memory of a light that was),

a white tomcat approaches me

like an old friend and brushes

my pantleg, crying up from the snow
as if in hungry agony.

I fetch some dry cat food,
pour it into a Styrofoam tray
on my porch, and watch him
dine with great crunching.

My eyes in the blazing sky again,
I drink measureless ancient light
into my emptiness as a gift

from the magnificent All-of-it.

Is our future in the stars?

I laugh aloud into the night air,
feeling the moment so mightily
I care little for any answer.

The speckled black overhead ocean

absorbs my laugh with dignity

while the white stray, finished with his meal,
wipes his chin on my pantleg.

A universe above and a cat below
circumscribe my being in this
delicate wintry instant--

love coming from both ways.
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