
Kavanah*

Late afternoon
  the hawk
    rose up
      over the field

over the lolling groups
  of students
    seeking
      precise words

over the mute fear
  of those who
    would be seen
      exposed

and I said: look
  taut wings lift
    the hawk through
      fierce winds

his death defying solo-stunt
  erasing us
    as if only flight
      matters.
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