Poem—

(From Wildlife Review)
It was early on a fine summer
day when | rounded a point and
came upon the booming ground.
From where | moved along in
the tiny boat, the island seemed
a tali one, with straight cliffs

climbing straight up from the
3.

| rounded the point, and there
before me, sitting so very
placidly, was the booming
ground.

| ran on towards it, shattering
the silence with the engine’s
roar. -

With a cough the engine stopped
| reached for the gas can, but
the sitence held me.

The monarchs of the forest were
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and crossiogs.
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one end of the boom, iplitting

And near the cifts | heard




