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The Ruined City Rises

Qutside the dead zones life
turns frantic:

narrow strips of perch and
rockfi sh

churn the water’s surface,

bl ack cornmorants dip their necks

to drink,

and out on the edges

| ong- | egged waders trenble in
t he marsh,

a |l onesone crab skins to
dayl i ght .

Qut si de the dead zones

a wall of wavering heat

makes ne m stake tin-col ored
fins

and flashi ng bodies

for zephyrs licking the waves.
| point ny breathless sails
toward these imagi nary puffs,
their silver threads stitching
t he water.



Soon enough a colony of gulls
descends,

their sharp eyes hooked by the
tirel ess weaving,

and a ruined city rises on their
W ngs,

its columms rooted in nud and

I nvi si bl e grasses,

its capitals engraved with
shel | s.
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