Lines
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A cell—

a seed, a tree,

a seed-a-tree-a-seed-a-tree-a-seed-a-tree—

a tree at a moment in time:

a single point in an infinite line.

An ax—

the tree,

felled, stump left to bleed—

an intersecting line:

a cold climate and human need.

A log—

a chip, a chop,

a chip-a-chop-a-chip-a-chop-a-chip-a-chop—

a human looks for the divine:

an image of God in a piece of pine.

A stump—

a clearing,

where rain reaches and sun shines—

a sprout takes hold in the open air:

not an image—from lack,

a line.

