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POETRY

RUINED BEAUTY

Driving home on that December black
country road — car lights,

stars — I saw the fallen
deer in our lane, convulsing,

dying, but not yet dead, and I could not
swerve, but had to drive over,

chose to drive over, that suffering:
ruined beauty, legs that had just

rushed through 
trees, beyond farmhouses,

hooves thumping.




