Hedgehog 

by Anthony Thwaite
Twitching the leaves just where the drainpipe clogs

In ivy leaves and mud, a purposeful

Creature at night about his business. Dogs

Fear his stiff seriousness. He chews away

At beetles, worms, slugs, frogs. Can kill a hen 

With one snap of his jaws, can taunt a snake to death

On muscled spines. Old countrymen 

Tell tales of hedgehogs sucking a cow dry.

But this one, cramped by houses fences, walls

Must have slept here all winter in that heap

Of compost, or have inched by intervals 

Through tidy gardens to this ivy bed.

And here, dim-eyed, but ears so sensitive

A voice within the house can make him freeze,

He scuffs the edge of danger; yet can live

Happily in our night and absences.

A country creature, wary, quiet and shrewd,

He takes the milk we give him, when we’re gone.

At night, our slamming voices must seem crude

To one who sits and waits for silences.

