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 started with a seed,
 and that seed was me.



I grew day by day 

   as red bricks were laid.



 My roots dug deep 
  as the walls climbed
     to meet a red roof 
with a chimney on top.



And, over time, 
    laughter filled my garden.



Little hands reached higher and higher, 
 leaving little scars in my trunk. 





Seasons came and went . . .



feast and famine, 

  drought and storms.









Our roots dug deeper.
 Our roots grew strong.

Until, one day, 



those little hands grew  
 too big for my branches. 







So, for a time, they were gone, 
  to grow their own trees, 
 in their own gardens.





My own seeds, too,  
 caught the wind to fly from my boughs,
   and dance upon the air.



To settle in lands I wouldn’t see 
    and couldn’t know.







But then, in bursts, like flashes  
   of brilliant golden light,



little laughter returned,
  little voices. 



‘A heart!’ they sang.  
 ‘An arrow!’ 



Little hands, brand new,  
     but known.



New scars, too,  
     that hurt not one little bit. 



And my branches were strong  
   under those little hands. 



My boughs wide under those  
  little feet, those little lives. 





I grew again.
 I reached my branches toward the sun
  so that they could climb higher.

 

  And they did.  
  
            They climbed all the way to the sky.



It started with a seed,

and that seed was  












