Borfire Night Poem
The fire was buwming .orange .and
bright,
night,
'P’O'P*Pm'g

Flames mere leaping, dancing
and hopping.

Catherine wheels mhizzed .auround
and .around

Leanving .a trail of sparks on the
ground

Up go rockets, woy up high
[nto the depths .of the black




With .o sizzle .and .a suwdden
great hoom,
A speeding srocket goes up high,
BOOM!
For .a .awhile it wert silerd,
marny did cower,

Until down .on the crowds came
a hright colowful shower.
Screamers whizzed and bangers
hanged,

Sparklers sparkled, where did the
sparks land?

A night Jull of surprises,
exccitement .and fun,

Without Guy Fawkes, what would
we hove done?



