La Chasse

There is a pause to place each careful step as

My teacher moves like liquid through this awesome space that shrinks me.

Planted and still, humbled by the tree that hides my waiting,

I am caught by the sound of a rasping jay, by a small creeping thing,

By the chuckling ravens tumbling like bits of torn plastic on the high wind.

Premonitions of horror and joy do battle in my chest,

And my heart pulls the tide of blood rushing in my ears. 

His sound comes first:  sure feet echo on the mountain’s hollow breast.

Dry leaves suss around his pounding steps.

The crish-crash of massive movement comes pushing through the brush,

Closer and closer.  As pins crest the ridge,

Certainty becomes a physical pressure,

Pounding against my eyes, parting my lips,

Pouring down my throat, suffocating my voice.

The prince walks with purpose, neck engorged, consumed

By rut, weaving the musky trail.

Vision shimmers and dims;  staccato pulse hammers my breath ragged.

He brushes close to my teacher, who sights,

And with a nod of thanks, fills the purpose for this day.

The crack and echo stops him and turning, full of question, he falls,

Silent, graceful, fluid in death.

Bitter regret and boundless gratitude meet on this holy ground like puzzle pieces.

The denouement smelling of new minted pennies,

The blood like water rushing over stones.
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