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The flame licked at his flesh. Wilfred held his hand aloft, testing the warmth of the match’s blaze. It danced and swayed, soft like the leaves in a gentle summer breeze. The scent of singeing flesh barely touched the nose, masked solely by the heavy aroma of gasoline that had been spread across the kindling beneath Wilfred’s feet. His mind swam with the noxious cacophony. The match was old. Beaten. Decrepit. The shaft, splintered. The phosphorous head, once a proud red, was a faded dull brown, now engulfed in flickering orange flame. Wilfred’s face was one of blank calm, as though he had been sculptured out of marble. Cold. Pale. Stony. His topaz eyes darted back and forth. From kindling to match. Match, to kindling. The flame danced wickedly in the caliginous depths of his pupils. 

He craned his head upward as snowflakes kissed his face. The bruises were still present. Thick, black, blue. Beginning to yellow. As though his very skin was rotten and mouldy. Scarlet cuts and scars almost glowed with a sting as snowflakes and tears drenched them. The match burned out, and Wilfred stood, still staring, at the charcoaled, splintered stump that once burned with his singular, passionate desire. 
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