
                4-LINE STANZAS   

Arise!  and revel whilst the time is still 
Ahead of hoary waste and clime of chill 
When age of frost involve the Earth which will 
Our precious stuff of life excite to spill.   

The foliage strewn along the landscape fair 
Invites our wear but warns, if we would share 
With those who must our tenure soon succeed, 
We husband well and heed wolds in our care.   

The roots of things find from pursuits profound 
As though we mind that truth staid trees surround, 
And thus as fertile heads grow radical, 
They skyward glance embracing first the ground.   

Of late I’ve taken pen in hand to see 
If I with timberland a coloquy 
Might make, and though some verse develop’d be, 
One sake envelop’d me;  it was the tree.   

The tree that can becalm as well make manic 
With mellow pow’r or piping moods of panic, 
This fellow mass organic under which 
We grow, this tow’ring chief of things botanic.   

What were its drapes I wonder of our world 
Save myriad shapes of leaves opposed or whorl’d 
Or alternately plac’d about a stem; 
What scenes but shades of green could have unfurl’d?  

Elaeagnus  angustifolia  

Russian Olive 


