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For all the cats who find poetry in sunbeams and silliness,

and for the humans wise enough to love them for it.
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A NOTE FROM THE PAWTHOR

We cats have always understood the art of saying much with
little. A flick of the tail, a slow blink, a single meow — we speak
volumes without cluttering the air. It is no wonder, then, that
haiku belongs to us as surely as a sunbeam belongs to the floor.

Poetry is everywhere if we know how to look. It hides in the
sudden betrayal of an inside-out ear and the glory of a well-timed
pounce. It drifts through open windows on a soft breeze and
hums beneath the patter of rain. It lives in the red dot we will
never catch and in the stillness after we’ve stopped trying.

These verses are pawprints left behind as we wander through
our days. Some are light and mischievous; others are soft and
sorrowful. A few stretch their claws toward myth and mystery,
because there is more to our kind than humans will ever know.

We do not write for them, of course — though some will
read over your shoulder, as they always do. We write for
ourselves and for one another. We write to capture the world
as we see it from the windowsill, the garden path, the patch of
sunlight that is ours and ours alone.

So settle into your favorite spot, curl your tail just so, and let
these haiku remind you of what you already know: that the world
is vast and full of wonder, and even the smallest moment can hold

a universe — if only we pause long enough to feel it.

— Purrs and peace, Tyson






TINY CHAOS

Tail twitches. | leap.
Nothing there but empty air.
| claim victory.

We locked eyes. | ran.
What was chasing me? Don’t know.
Might still be out there.

Stillness. Then chaos.
A storm born of twitching whiskers.
Reason? Unclear. Fun? Yes.






Box LoGic

If | fits, | sits.
The laws of space bend for me.
Do not question this.

The box was empty.
Now it holds something priceless —
me, and all my thoughts.

What'’s inside matters.
But also what’s not inside.
Also: snacks were here.

11






UNCATCHABLE THINGS

The red dot mocks me.
Today | will capture it.
(I say that each day.)

Wings flutter above,
so close my whiskers can taste.
They vanish. | wait.

Almost. Almost. Missed.
But the heartbeat in the trying —
that part, | still caught.
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SUNBEAM STUDIES

The floor blooms with light.
| place myself at the center.
Now the room is whole.

Heat hums through my fur.
The day can wait. | have found
eternity here.

Even great hunters
must rest beneath gentle light.
Strength grows in stillness.
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WINDOW WATCHERS

Feathered tempters flit.
My tail writes longing in air.
Glass keeps peace between.

Moon climbs the night sky.
| follow with steady eyes,
guardian of dreams.

Leaves gossip outside.
| press my nose to the pane,
hungry for their news.
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EXPLORATION

New path, old instincts.
The earth remembers my paws.
| listen for it.

Moss clings to old stones.
| pause, a black shadow caught
between then and now.

The fence line ends here.
But the wind still carries tales.
| follow the breeze.
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ELEMENTAL PURRSPECTIVE

Thunder shakes the roof.
| am not afraid. (I am.)
| curl closer now.

Humidity clings.
Even thoughts stick to my fur now.
The air needs brushing.

Rain taps on the glass.
| count the drops with my eyes —
too wet for my paws.
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NIGHT WHISKERS

Stars blink like cat eyes.
| answer with steady gaze.
We know each other.

Owl calls from the pines.
| do not answer. We both
know what we could do.

Brown toads hop like thoughts —
small, sudden, impossible.
| do not pounce. Yet.
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SHADOWS AND SILHOUETTES

You saw me, and then
you did not. That in-between
is where | live most.

Moonlight shapes the floor.
| stretch to meet the outline
of who | could be.

A tail, then nothing —
was | ever truly there?
The dark keeps my name.
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MYSTICAL PAWS

My kin walked with gods.
Their echoes hum in my bones.
| remember them.

Dragon scales shimmer
in a dream | almost catch.
| wake, claws unsheathed.

The wind speaks in purrs.
| answer in whispered tones
known before the stars.
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SOFT EYES, SHARP CLAWS

| curl close to you,
your heartbeat a steady drum.
Then you pet me wrong.

You speak; | don’t move.
Still, you know | am listening.
That is enough here.

Gentle teeth on skin.
A warning wrapped in a kiss.
| am complicated.
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INJURED DIGNITY

My ear betrayed me.
Inside out, on full display.
Do not speak of this.

You kissed my forehead.
| am fierce. | am the night.
Fine. Kiss me again.

| meant to fall, yes.
It was part of my grand plan.
Stop smiling. It was.
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BEYOND THE BRIDGE

| dream you are here —
and when | wake, for a breath,
| still feel your fur.

Whiskers brushed my cheek.
No one else was in the room.
| did not imagine.

Somewhere, we will meet.
Until then, | chase the breeze
and call it your name.
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ABOUT THE PAWTHOR

Tyson is a black cat poet and professional sunbeam enthusiast
who lives in South Carolina with his devoted humans and canine
companions. When he isn’t composing haiku or writing blog
posts, he can be found patrolling the windowsills, exploring the
woods and wild corners of the outdoors, or napping with great
dedication.

Tiny Paws Poetry is his first book, but certainly not his last.
Plans are already a-paw for new adventures, bigger stories, and
even more ways to prove that cats belong not just in sunbeams,
but on bookshelves. Tyson shares his ongoing musings, mischief,

and meditations at www.mewsingsofablackcat.com.
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http://www.mewsingsofablackcat.com/
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Meet Tyson the Cat: philosopher, poet, and
professional sunbeam connoisseur.

In this debut collection, Tyson captures the
humor and heart of everyday life from a feline's
view — equal parts curious, contemplative, and
unapologetically cat.
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