Bonfire
There’s a great wild giant in my garden

roaring and surging,

grinding his fierce, gold teeth

under the trees

where the ground is crinkled and quilted

with last year’s leaf.

I can see his breath through the branches

floating and climbing

into the calm, cool sky,

and now and again

if I watch I can see him winking

an angry eye.

Glinting and plunging he tears

old paper and boxes

and swallows them till

he is hungry no longer

but sleeps in a flutter of ashes,

his sharp tongues still.

