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I

and men

have been artists

they have drawn borders &

volumes

I

& shapes & scapes on the vast lands of

no one -look- an open concave amphitheater

to gather people for games sweat a delirium

I

now vegetation hosting tourists on chunks of

the high steps of stone but down there were lions

& christians & red flesh blood flowing imagine howling

despair of women & men & children those dying & the ones

surviving and the madness of the crowd

I

I

I

just like a pompous christmas tree

