Piano slam poem
As the fur brushes against the comb,
With feline instincts and fast reflexes
And he usually says
Meow
But this time
Unlike the other instances
He said “purr’
This is the first time he ever purred
I just stood there without a word
Is he feeling fine?
The rhythm is weird too
I swear I just heard it
Maybe I was just losing my mind
I continued brushing
Then I heard it again
“Purr”
[bookmark: _Int_pXJnXx5G]Now I know that Its real 
This time, with a different beat
I just brushed it off
Later, while he was munching
He started purring
What could he want?

Little by Little,
Day by day,
He keeps purring
Different beat, rhythm, accent
I put on some purring sounds 
And he did it in harmony
What did he want?
Then I remembered,
I saw a competition,
A cat competition,
Where your cat can make a song,
By only purring and it can’t be too long
He must have seen it,
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And made the perfect song
We got first!
“It had the perfect beat, rhythm, melody”
We got a one year supply of meat!
And it all started with a purr
