BAOBAB TREE

Morning:
The inkblot against the sﬂn
Brupted like a geyser into the shaggy sky.
Zigzag in slow motion
A black quill
Returned to matted branches of calligraphy.
Berserk roots that grew bark and
Aspired to heaven
Lurched upward to await the twilight embrace
Of winged partners who won.
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