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mdthinkho"" true: the scrape & bloom,

bright phosphorous. Trunks unweaving
10 heat & smoke.

To feel this is how it was, yes:
the fire lit & nearing
no matter how 1'd shift my grip.

Fingers burned but not yet ready
to let the black stems fall.

To feel it, and not to follow
with no, you cannot call a love a fire.

To let the feeling stay unburied. To go back.

Back when we kissed in the Old Chapel graveyard
and didn’t think symbol; only yes, only you alone.
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