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Born under Leo in the year of the Dragon 

Ace of Wands embers smoldering in my marrow 

I am driven to create, feverish with purpose. 
 
 

Yet now I prostrate myself upon winter’s wet soil 

extinguish my flames, welcome the dark 

and let scavengers tear out the choicest sweets. 
 
 

I shall disperse in beetle bellies, corvid craws 

rot down to inert atoms under the moonlight 

cease, surrender, stagnate 

go still 

and silent 

and rest. 

 


