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Joe Zucchia   

Unvanquished

We chewed until our jaws were sore,
then took the moose meat from our mouths—
now grey, torn and haggard,
leached of all nutrition, blood and flavour
but still far from something
you could safely swallow—
and placed it back on our plates in disbelief
that something dead
could fight so hard
to remain unconquered


