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To the memory of Amber Dextrose, Pod, Colin, Nuncle, Penny Dreadful, and Math vab Mathonwy—best of cats, best of friends
—J.Y.



The day Tiger Rose said goodbye
was a soft spring day,
the sun only half risen.
Little brilliant butterflies,
like bits of colored paper,
floated among the flowers.





Tiger Rose had been born in the city,
but now she lived in the country
in a house filled with laughter and cat treats.



There, a boy and a girl loved her,
a dog named Rowf tolerated her,
and two grown-ups called Mom and Pop
let her sit on the sofa
as long as she did not use her claws.





But Tiger Rose was tired now
and she had gotten slow,
her kitten days so long ago
they were only small sparks of memory,
as fleeting as the butterflies.




Her back legs sometimes hurt
and she had a ringing in her ears.
She no longer had an appetite for chasing food.
Tiger Rose was getting ready to say goodbye.




High in the pine a solitary jay scolded,
“Do not come here, Tiger Rose.
Do not come here.”




Rowf slept on the first step of the house,
nose on brindle paws.
“It is time,” Tiger Rose said to the jay,
to the butterflies,
to Rowf, deep in a doggy dream.
She knew they did not listen to her
but she said it anyway.
It brought her comfort.



She meowed goodbye to Mom and Pop first
as they headed off in their cars,
though they barely noticed her.
She said farewell to the boy and girl
walking to school.




The girl stopped and gave Tiger Rose
a tickle under the chin,
as if she knew something was about to happen.
“Be easy,” the girl whispered. “I’ll remember.”





Tiger Rose went to the bushes then
and said her goodbyes to them,
old friends, old shade.
Next she sniffed the green thrusts beneath the pine,
which smelled fresh and new, like kittens.




Tiger Rose touched noses with the moles and voles
and a chipmunk by the stone wall,
all of whom were surprised at her gentleness.



The little snake who lived behind the barn
startled and stopped slithering to look at her,
but did not speak except for a low hiss.
“It is time,” Tiger Rose told him. “Goodbye.”




She looked up at the nest of starlings under the eaves
and didn’t even mind their squawkings.
“Goodbye,” she whispered.
It sounded like a purr.





She stepped over anthills,
careful not to tread on any ants,
and walked slowly under an arch of azalea boughs.
With her tail, she saluted
the hive of bees behind the house
as they buzzed about their business.
Her purr was louder now.



At the feeders on the porch,
she said goodbye to a pair of buff-colored sparrows,
and to four goldfinches
who looked like a bit of flying sunlight.
“Goodbye. Goodbye.”





At last, Tiger Rose sat down
to clean herself from head to tail.




When she was done, she stood and stretched,
making an arch of her striped back.



Clouds scudded across the sky,
flinging themselves
from one end of the blue to the other.
A stray wind puzzled through the trees.
The butterflies flitted from flower to flower
without speaking, without stopping
for longer than a moment or two.




Everything was either quick or dreaming,
but not Tiger Rose.





“It is time,” Tiger Rose said again,
but now just to herself.
She lay down under the rosebushes,
heavy with early buds.
There she curled into a soft ball.
Closing her eyes, she envisioned
gathering for one last jump,
landing on a thin span of sun.



Then she walked slowly up and up and up,
past moles and voles,
chipmunks and snakes,
past the house,
where Rowf still drowsed,
past the blossoming azalea,
past the top of the pine,
past the scudding clouds,
and into the luminous blue sky.




She never once looked back
as she climbed away from life,
leaving her old and tired body behind.
Up and up and up she went,
and then she was gone,
now part of the earth, the air, the sky, the sun—
and all.





JANE YOLEN has written more than three hundred books, including the Caldecott Medal winner Owl Moon, illustrated by John Schoenherr, and the New York Times bestselling How Do Dinosaurs …? series, illustrated by Mark Teague. Her work has garnered some of the most prestigious awards in children’s publishing. When she is not writing, Jane composes songs and works as a professional storyteller. She is the mother of three grown children and a grandmother of six.
Jane has owned cats—or rather, cats have owned Jane—for over forty years. Her favorites have been Penny Dreadful, Nuncle, Math vab Mathonwy, Amber Dextrose, Colin, and Pod. Now, because she travels so much, she borrows her granddaughter’s cats—Sammy and Romeo—whenever she feels a need for “cat-ness.”
Jane lives in Hatfield, Massachusetts, in the winter, and St. Andrews, Scotland, in the summer.
JIM LAMARCHE has written and illustrated many picture books, but he’s only ever owned one cat—a mean junkyard cat who was, unfortunately, nothing like Tiger Rose. Jim has three grown sons and lives with his wife, Toni, in Santa Cruz, California.
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