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Outside it's snowing.
The cat's outline against the pine
bleeds from one window
pane to the next.
In the city my father lies dead.

Along with the cat I see
his smile and his bent
head.  From my bed
I realize I will never see
either again.  The piano
downstairs plays on, 
the snow falls, the cat
watches, all of it
seems to want to go on.
