Karen Knight, “Some Call Them Crows”

Karen Knight

SOME CALL THEM CROWS

I've never seen a forest raven

dead on the road before

I thought they knew all the rules
dicing with death to get the last stab

. of freshly mashed potoroo

This bird has his eyes open

wings neatly folded at the sides

He looks like a sleek umbrella
“with grey claws gripping

the agony of rain
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