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We bui l t the bonf ire of board 
it was free l i ke the dry ke lp and twigs 
and newspaper 

the m oon came full from the north east 
over h i l ls and h ighway 
above the worn pal isade 

waves were there 
rocks were t here 
we were a c ircle there howling 

peninsula l ights vi brated in the sky 
seaweed ske letons crackled in the flame 

high humans danc ing 
high humans danc ing 
everything was a c ircle 
c it ies organisms 

w ith no wind our f ire grew tall 
a tree of flame 

29 


