OF FIrRe and miGht

when pall
creeps round The
CORMER OF sepTember,
swipT darkling eves
anod air,
crystal
with 1cy edges,

Then comes the night
of The FIRST Fire
the shaman
COMJURES...

a golden hiss
The dragons’ breath

Serpentine TonGues
SPRING
TWISTING, WRIThING
dance
shimmering
blue-rimmed
out of ebony logs

rlames
ConsorT with siuous shadows
languid smoke
and
rlickering Lights
I The MIRRORS
or The great brass balls

OF andirons—

chimaera



kelow, coals
Glow
ORANGE eyes
winking

reeding on air
and carbon
elemental
heat and Light
10 guell The coanng
night
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