The Red Fox - By A. D.

Patches of inory, coal,
Tarv and, flint, my brush,

Is dancing inv the raucous,
Wind.

Wherv it turns day time,
My job is complete, T will The humans are awake,

Dashy desperately to- my, den, GlatV\g/abﬂ\bmsceA@,
And demour some meat.

And, trucks.
Soorv affer, I nodded off,

On trees, branches and ...
Ouch, a hard rock.




