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Chase my tail, swallow fire,

eye bright night light,

a site for soaring hearts,

liminal spirit, spirited away
before day dawns: | am

fox, | am fire, disguised desire,
tangled in tales, the lost key

to storied myth, stalking, twisting
out of reach, but look in my eyes,
I'll teach you the twinkle, sleight of tongue
sung down ages in sweet mouths-
follow me.
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When grass sings, foxes listen:
a scintillation of whisker and culm,
a twitch of ear and blade.

They dance in vulpine sleep:
in dreams, yes, but not
the clumsy dreams we understand —

a sublime fluency of limb and stem,
a shrug of not-quite-closed eyes,
glissando of fur and spike, rooted

sound. Listen. Listen closer:
but beneath the huff and cluck
you’ll never hear the harmony

of foxes on summer lawns.



