
enflamed with no 
with no origin of oxygen. 
the wrapping of my flesh, 
withering to ash 
against the embers. 
blood oozes 
but fails to cleanse the singe. 
a white flame, 
so terribly inescapable. 
i hold onto 
the fabric. 
the softness cools my soul. 
it soaks my blood. 


