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Scared

February sky lids 
where plough has dug
you raise your eyes 
rook rags circle
the furrows are frozen 
rigid as the hob nails 
rasping your raw heels,
no bird will peck its fill.

You fear those beaks, those jet eyes.

You scuttle, a drab field creature 
beneath a shell of tattered hemp
with a clap and a crack
out and back out and back
from your scant fire,
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The day stretches its spine towards dusk.

Hare crouches in her form
she does not fear your smell
senses no narrow trap-jawed dog
shares your twist of hunger. 

Like her, you meld into
your Master’s ground
alone in your eighth winter
your red hands stinging for 
their palm- full of coppers.
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