Wood

Wood is nature’s novel through time, it’s splendid era of life and wilting death

Each grain is like a story in an order of events from which the time of the tree’s whole existence

This tree’s whole existence ended here with a vroom and a crackle of a saw, man’s way to put a tree to rest

Some stay here in the ground though, with stories blowing in the wind with no resistance

But fire, hale fire and brimstone, this wood has not seen but fire may cleanse yet destroy a trees stories which is its grain

A big brash pile of burnt brown to black brush may sit in where once a tree used to be

Fire on wood crumbling down on life destroying a library of events in which had taken place during the tree reign

And rain to put out the flame in which is nature’s way to put a tree sleep

The grain in any wood is like the twine of nations of the First World War, but fine with one another on the same plain as in the civil war

The many different colors and many different shades of different colors are as of many in a divers reality

Each not and pin hole fly across the surface as birds in a panoramic display of the sky and across the sky they soar

Each grain tells a plan and each follow through with their respective plans, some to prosper and some for calamity

The tree is that of uncertainty, has no thoughts to itself no mental state but tells us all what don’t know but should

It’s funny how though lifeless as it sits, we can all strive to be as complex as a plank of wood.

