Late Foal
Late September you take 
the plastic punnet, 
stained from last year, 
up past the old Ferguson 
to the top field for blackberries, 
as you’ve done for years,

tie back the gate, turn the tap on
to fill a bucket for the mare, 
all the time the foal four feet away,  

wondering what the rules are.  
As you trudge back, 
fingers pricked and grained, 
the foal canters twice round the field,
kicking and dancing, 

and then rushes you  
and you hurl the whole punnet at her,  
and grip the gate, 
sobbing and sobbing 
for where he is now, 

whether he sees any of this
whether he even cares.
