
An Anxious Moment
My evident tension results from the dragonfly’s habit of plummeting four feet from
launch before, sometimes, finding its wings just above the floor, as here.  They both
did it – and still do.  This is the counter-phase one, I think, while it had a fin and tail,
which has since moulted.  I don’t know when it was snapped.

It HAS Flown!


