Chasing Moths with Snowball

By lhor Pidhainy
She springs up, high as the ceiling,
Swatting with claws and taking a bite, S
But misses and on the way down, y / D
She mutters under her whiskers —

That this really isn’t what she signed up for.

These baby beasts seem to know within which pouch a touch of grain remains,
Nibble on our would-be dinner carbs.

I chase them about the kitchen,

Behind the stove and into the cupboards,
And yet I slip and fall to the ground.

Eye to eye with Snowball,
She admits we’re a pair of blood-thirsty virgins having met their match.
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