
Dead Rabbit Runnin

Drivin in
Tae da slow an millin
Spiral o da snowfaa,
Ower laet I saa
Da rabbit run
Intae da headlights, heard da dull an punctuated
Dunt alang da bumper, yit:
Da rabbit gied on runnin an I brook
My ain momentum, drew up, stepped oot an waaked da trail
O blooded tracks in snow until, comin tae a bank abön da drifts,
I fan da brokken body o da rabbit
At hed onnly kent da wye
Tae keep on runnin.
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