King of Diamonds
I

Strrrretch.

That felt good.

Stretch again.

I could do this all night.

Say, is that a shadow in the way,

covering up the window?

Face this household's knight!

Oh, Father! Is that you? 

Do you have to go? 

Why do you swing your briefcase so? 

Mother and Master are not awake yet. 

Why are you moving around 

before the sun is up? 

Do you have to chase your tail? 

I hope you find your tail. 

Mine is right here. 

Right around this corner... 

okay, right around this one... 

no, this one...

II

The thumping of morning feet 

wake then lull me back to sleep,

but sizzling bacon! What's the secret

In that glazed honey ham fat?

Father must have been a dream. 

Or was I just awake for no reason? 

No matter. Master's awake! 

Still in his pajamas, 

but hogging all of the pancakes and bacon. 

Especially the bacon. 

The gnarled strips turn cold 

while he talks to Mother, 

but I can't stay mad at Mother, 

provider of bacon. 

Father spends all day away from home 

and Mother gives us bacon. 

Actually, Mother gives me a piece of bacon 

when Master is not looking, 

then Master gives me a piece of bacon 

when Mother doesn't look. 

They are good at sharing secrets.

I am good at keeping them.

III

Master throws stick,

I am his boomerang.

Master throws ball,

it lands in my fang.

Master stands tall,

I beg on the ground,

Master jingles keys,

I hide from the pound.

Master eats bacon,

I whine from the floor.

I sniff into the family's laps

until they complain I am a chore.

Napping by the window,

I feel like such a bore,

until shadows sneak across the sill

and I unleash a mighty roar.

Master speaks to me so softly,

patting down my head.

He always has a moment for me

even after he's gone to bed.

Master is such a good boy,

one day a greater man.

Mother calls, “Ness!”

Who's that, again?

IV

I am watching the melted cheese

drip from Mother's pizza

when a saddle lands on my back.

Small Mother loads the saddle bags

and asks me to deliver silly things

to places worlds away:

Cups of noodles, yogurt machines,

pencils with erasers for erasing pencils

(or maybe they are squids),

but I would like some more cheese, please.

And a nap.

I rattle the saddle and its bags

and soon Small Mother is on the phone

and she does not look happy.

I circle the dinner table, 

claim a cheese stain on the rug,

and wag my tail.

V

Master rakes up all the leaves

into so many landing pads,

then cannonballs through the piles

with orange all over his plaid.

The yardwork done, he leaves with friends

to the secret treehouse of doom:

I can't climb up, but once they named me

Dragon of the Tomb.

Master's bike takes him far

beyond the sound a chime can carry.

While he's ridden that path a hundred times before,

I can't help but feel wary.

A cold wind blows beneath my fur

and I think I almost see it:

a darkened figure unlike my family,

a demon from a pit.

It doesn't touch the yard,

but my fur still stands on end

to watch this unnamed nemesis

and feel the need to defend.

Among the spiteful crows,

there is laughter. We shall see

who leaves with the night,

and who wakes up after.

I hope it's me!

VI

Saving the young Master is everything.

I can smell his clothes.

I can taste his breath.

I can see a frisbee –

flying over me!

Small Mother, open the door!

Bark bark bark!

Ah yes, water for the journey, thank you.

A bacon strip! 

Victory is assured!

But now, the door!

Small Mother does not listen.

I attack the door with every means:

claws, raking the layers of paint,

howls, echoing off the walls,

and exhausting every last PP

to wear down the wooden portal

with all-natural acids.

Small Mother yells.

She points at my means of combat

and yells again.

She kicks me out the door.

I humbly sniff the grass

in acceptance of her congratulation.

On to the next foe!

VII

Two boys are already down,

face in the tree roots,

scorched paw prints all over the ground.

They see me and dart away,

as if I were some snarling beast.

Now a beast will save the day.

Up the ladder, I hear a crack

and climb fast enough to find

Master frightened on his back.

The fiend grinds splinters in its teeth,

shuffles like a shadow,

strikes as if from a sheath.

There is no bargain. 

I can only expose my stomach,

surrender to the dog of carbon.

He tears into my side,

throat full of fire-

and yelps at a wound in his hide!

The frisbee, in a show of timing,

teleports the dog out through the window,

escaping its pet of carbon (now diamond).

Master sees me. Is he scared?

He puts his arms around me,

our friendship unimpaired.

Master reaches into a pocket

of Young Mother's delivery saddle:

is that a burnt bottle? A rocket?

VIII

This is the house I own.

We have a Master, Mother, Young Mother, and Father.

(The Father is rarely home.)

The crows used to laugh at me

in my short-lived saddle,

until they saw beatings are my delivery.

This sleepy town has shade,

but no room for servants of shadows,

none of whom make me afraid.

There is a knock on the door

and Master is asked to awaken.

I gladly join his hunting party

after a double helping of bacon.
