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CROW WITH BONE: A SCHEMATIC

It picked it up

from the grass

in the sticks

and hooks of its claws.

It set itself up on the pricks

of a chain-link fence,

stared down like a dare

over the crooked pick of its beak.

It cracked at the bone
with hacks of one claw,
broke—and then ripped
right into the marrow.



