god’s nail scratch

each morning 

i have a theoretical

talk with my seven year old,

zen boy.

we talk about everything from

recess all the time,

to why certain trees are the

last one's to lose their leaves

when the sound of fall comes punching

through the summer crayon stroke.

one morning recently i 

saw a huge tear across the 

orange blue skyline that had

to have come from the tail pipe

of a military plane making

good the skies of post 9/11 fear.

i asked zen if he thought that

it was a nail scratch from the hand

of god over the sky because the top 

of the earth itched.

he thought about this with

finger pivoted gently over his

lips and said,

'how could god do that?'

with a laugh.

i answered,

'because he has huge hands.'

again he laughed as we both

peered into the tiny tear in the

sky as if the other side was going

to ooze towards are wandering

toy car driving to a school.

instead, the gulp of yellow sun

just doused all of us wandering

around aimlessly trying to decide

if we want to know what god's 

fingertip must look like.
