




I keep twelve cats. These
are some of my cat haiku.
                        Kazuo Sato































Summer is coming —
   the cats are learning
      new yawns from my wife.



Cat comes chased
   carrying on her back
      mackerel clouds.



The year runs out
   and I’m looking on an off
      at the cat yawning . . .



Rose hedge dividing
   a cat lover from someone
      who purely hates cats.








