Lambing Shed, 2 am

I walk down to the lambing shed,
smelt before seen
rank, damp, organic,
it glows, a pool of honeyed light.
A still night,
a bright blade of moon, 
scattering of stars,
the air strafed by cold.

The ewes rustle in the musty straw
their bellies distended with wriggling life,
they pant, silently eye this intruder
pupils slit like letter boxes.
.
I search for the one who has found
a corner, raking the ground,
settles, head thrown back,
front legs set to take the strain.

She grunts, shudders, a black nose 
bulges beneath her tail.
I cup my hand inside the hot squeeze, 
find the hooves , pull gently.
Yellow, sticky, steaming
the lamb slips onto straw
[bookmark: _GoBack]soaked with birthing fluids,
mother wickers and licks.
.
Flock’s breath ghosts the air
ice rimes the troughs,
newborn nudges for a teat,
my fingers buried in oily fleece,
we wait for the twin.
Darkness enfolds us,
 a scratchy blanket stitched
with glittering light.




