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POETRY REVIEW

Robin Robertson
Mar-Hawk

Fed so long on washed meat and tirings
he is sharp-set, but fret-marked: hood-shy
and mantling; he bates at the perch,

won’t come to the glove.

When we slip him on sprung quarry
he takes stand in the trees,

or rings up, towering, and rakes away,
unmade, unmanned.



