Hunger

there are here

—1 have seen them—

one morning, an afternoon
a pair of young eagles

gliding, reeling, rising
slicing the wide open blue
with the sharp lines

of their flight

less concerned now
with the hunt

than with

each other

Originally appeared in Ghoti
Issue 18, April 2009
http://www.ghotimag.com/archives/Issue%2018/Eriksen.htm



http://www.ghotimag.com/archives/Issue%2018/Eriksen.htm

