A huge beetle buzzes into the white light as we sit
chatting late. The cat freezes, her muscles quiver,
she rolls forward, springs, falls back unsuccessful;
crouches taut, ears, eyes following the whir of wings.
The insect ricochets against a plaster cast, and Venus springs again,
bats out a paw, and misses. The expanse of paint-splashed linoleum
has become a wide arena. By now we all are silent, watching.
Privy to that strange intimacy which unfolds around
an ancient amphora, we witness strings of energy spin forth
between the hunter and the hunted—as if no neon tubing
nor open windows can change the rules in this game.
Nor the outcome: old vases show the hunter always wins.
Sleekly black she stalks, darts, poises; a leap takes off
one armoured wing. The beetle limps in air.