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IP | could write with fire,
then [d light 2 ducty match,
and drike it ‘gaingt my heart, ignite
to lock dc c/og}vg latch

Uith charcoal ac my medium, and
kindling ac my it
d pour my thoughts wpon the page,
my molten to és cpit

(d dip a pen in embers, and
withdiawing from the coals
50 singe and twist the paper’s lines
as to demand & holes

find then ld find a foret, where
the greatest dearth i sound

d tring a fuse of tears and ink
and scorch & to the ground

Then in the stanzac standing, (d
coax out a ﬂna/ ﬂare

Uith glassy eqes d snuff é gone,
and at the ashes g/are

Would e'er | not: control & then
my words could all the came
alight the world—yet fear & not;
 bumn but t your name,



