O dreamy, gloomy friendly trees,

I came along your narrow track

To bring my gifts unto your knees

And gifts did you give back;

For when I brought this heart that burns—
These thoughts that bitterly repine—
And laid them here among the ferns

And the hum of boughs divine,

Ye, vastest breathers of the air,

Shook down with slow and mighty poise
Your coolness on the human care,

Your wonder on its toys,

Your greenness on the heart’s despair,
Your darkness on its noise

— Herbert Trench
Song of the Open Road

I think that I shall never see

A billboard lovely as a tree.
Indeed, unless the billboards fall
I’ll never see a tree at all.

— Ogden Nash

Tree House

A tree house, a free house,

A secret you and me house,

A high up in the leafy branches
Cozy as can be house.

A street house, a neat house,

Be sure and wipe your feet house
Is not my kind of house at all —
Let’s go and live in a tree house.

— Shel Silverstein

I Saw in Louisiana a Live-Oak Growing

I saw in Louisiana a live-oak growing,

All alone stood it and the moss hung down from its
branches,

Without any companions it grew there uttering joyous
leaves of dark green,

And its look, rude, unbending, lusty, made me think of
myself,

But [ wonder’d how it could utter joyous leaves

standing alone there without its friend near, for |

knew I
could not,

And I broke off a twig with a certain number of leaves
upon it, and twined around it a little moss,

And brought it away, and I have placed it in sight in my
room,

It is not needed to remind me of my own dear friends,

(For I believe lately I think of little else than of them,)

Yet it remains to me a curious token, it makes me think
of manly love;

For all that, and though the live-oak glistens there in
Louisiana solitary in a wide flat space,

Uttering joyous leaves all its life without a friend a

lover near,

I know very well I could not.

— Walt Whitman
In Hardwood Groves

The same leaves over and over again!
They fall from giving shade above
To make one texture of faded brown
And fit the earth like a leather glove.

Before the leaves can mount again

To fill the trees with another shade,

They must go down past things coming up,
They must go down into the dark decayed.

They must be pierced by flowers and put
Beneath the feet of dancing flowers.
However it is in some other world

I know that this is the way in ours.

— Robert Frost




Inscription for the Entrance to a Wood

Stranger, if thou has learned a truth which needs
No school of long experience, that the world
Is full of guilt and misery, and hast seen
Enough of all its sorrows, crimes, and cares,
To tire thee of it, enter this wild wood
And view the haunts of Nature. The calm shade
Shall bring a kindred calm, and the sweet breeze
That makes the green leaves dance, shall waft a balm
To they sick heart. Thou will find nothing her
Of all that pained thee in the haunts of men,
And made thee loathe thy lide. The primal curse
Fell, it is true, upon the unsinning earth,
But not in vengeance, God hath yoked to guilt
Her pale tormentor, misery. Hence these shades
Are still the abodes of gladness; the thick roof
Of green and stirring branches is alive
And musical with birds, that sing and sport
In wantonness of spirit; while below
The squirrel, with raised paws and form erect,
Chirps merrily. Throngs of insects in the shade
Try their thin wings and dance in the warm beam
That waked them into life. Even the green trees
Partake the deep contentment; as they bend
To the soft winds, the sun from the bluse sky
Looks in and sheds a blessing on the scene.
Scarce less the cleft-born wild-flower seems to enjoy
Existence, than the winged plunderer
That sucks its sweets. The mossy rocks themselves
And the old and ponderous trunks of prostrate trees
That lead from knoll to knoll a causey rude
Or bridge the sunken brook, and their dark roots,
With all their earth upon them, twisting high,
Breathe tranquility. The rivulet
Sends forth glad sounds, and tripping o’er its bed
Of pebbly sands, or leaping down the rocks,
Seems, with continuous laughter, to rejoice
In its own being. Softly tread the marge,
Lest from her midway perch thou scare the wren
That dips her bill in water. The cool wind,
That stirs the stream in play, shall come to thee.
Like one that loves thee nor will let thee pass
Ungreeted, and shall give its light embrace.

— William Cullen Bryant



