PPoetry by Julie L. Moore

From my book, Shpping Qut of Bloom (WordTech Edinons, 2010)

Somewhere Else

We'd expected this,

their nzked, rad hezd:

duckmyg desp into the flesh of 2 fox

dead for days—draven to itz suffocating scent
Lngering like sweat on the hot road—

thesr ;wory hlls peelng back the soorel fur,
picking meat off the bones.

It was dinner for two.

Butwhen a car approached, their wings sprung opan
propelling them around our vard. Aid-loop—

what surprizel—a red-winged blackbird

popped oot of the Black Looust nearbry,

hopping onto the thick back of one volmse,
soreanung like 2 thall rder

as the mute scavenpers flaw two laps low,

then landed, finally shook him off, and walked

back to their meal

And soon encuph,

only the pelt remained upon the pavement

ke a hunter’s splaved-out rug awaiting the trapee
of traffic, the stench like the bards,

hanmng zround death

somewhere elze.



