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POETRY

Augury  
Dale Mosher

I emptied wretched memories
yet they linger like husked voices,
echoes swirling in eddies
dark minnows brushing my ankles
mud squished between toes.
 
Entrails divined as truth
disturb the opaque future
spawning in shallow pools.
 
I might cast barbed hooks
then leave them, unreeled.


