The Red Fox - By A. A.

Smelling o scent,
And;bonging/om{'}w
Relentlessly, relentlessly,

headlights,

Cautiously pausing,

As tyres, like: houlders,
Rapidly pass by,

And as fast o as o cheater,
He leames the horror scene.

As silent as the town,
In the still, abandoned,
right,

The darkest, shadows,
Bub the brightest: of all
While i forages for food,
Pr\egz't&hidingz,

Until, tuso- sinister eyes,
Glowr v the sharp, silver
moonlight

Lurking and, lurking,

Ab the end, of dusk,
Finally shub,

No longer ramenous,
Onfﬂ'\mouslg/' hunb.ng; A
They are vicious lions,

Sometimes they dream of
being hunters,
Searching for- foxes
Seeing it leap.

Bub the stillness unbearable,
Unitil the: hunters are greeted,
Of @ brush.




