
Birth

A trespasser slips under the fence 

leaving streaks of green in dew cobwebbed 

grass.  She comes with the dawn in a tangle 

of smoking breath,  shadow boxing 

with birch shadows.  A russet and black 

apparition whose eyes glitter and flame

with Betelgeuse.  New life knocks at her belly, 

impatient for the taste of fresh grass.  I watch

her from the window as she races the merlin 

over the meadow leaving two bleary eyed 

leverets under the rosemary bush.
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