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Fall 2020/Winter 2021: Trees 

   

òThe sanctity of trees and vines is older than the veneration of cereals and 
crops.ó  JM Paterson 
 

Trees have always been essential and revered living things ð from the Tree of 
Knowledge in the Garden of Eden to the current arguments of scientists about trees 
and their ability to communicate with each other. For the Fall 2020/Winter 2021 
Muses' Gallery, we asked poets to share their love and understanding of trees.  

Many thanks to all of th e poets and artists who shared their work with us.  

  
Enjoy! 
  
Jennifer Dotson 

Founder & Program Coordinator 
www.HighlandParkPoetry.org  

 

 

 



 

Alexander Monshaw, Photographer 
  

 

Ash 

 

By Diana Smith  

Crystal Lake, Illinois  

 

I depend on you. 
Steadfast, unyielding, strong,  

resolute, rooted, uncompromised.   
 

Barrenness exquisite with snowfall.  

Buds begin in Spring. 
Home to sparrows, robins, cardinals.   
 

Summer seeks your shade. 
Fall colors, carmine, nut brown,   
ochre, heliotrope, magenta.   

 
The cycle begins again. 

 

  



Sycamore Roots  

 

By Joan Leotta  

Calabash, North Carolina  

  

 

Sycamore trees lined our street,  

Planted so long before me  

that their roots  

were already making a crazy quilt  

out of the city -laid cement sidewalks,  

adding several degrees of difficulty  

to my roller skating and hopscotch.  

 

 

Betsy Dolgin Katz, Photographer 

 
  

Guardians of Fort 
Sheridan  

 

By Betsy Dolgin Katz  

Highland Park, Illinois  

 

 

We stand in a line firm and straight  

Side by side, shoulder to shoulder,  

With our arms reaching skyward 

Guarding roads, gardens and homes.  
 

Birds chirp and swoop around us; 
Childrenõs voices shout and laugh; 

Buggies and bicycles roll past 
Roller blades and scooters whisk by.  
 

We do not watch for trespassers;  

We are not a checkpoint for invaders;  

We welcome people to their homes  

And invite strangers into our shade.   
 

We are trees along a border  

Proud to serve a higher cause. 
 



Vernacular of Trees  

 

By Dennis Trujillo  

South Korea 

 

Trees speak among themselves 
in various dialects. Their voices  

vibrate far o utside the realm  

of human ears, but wood ants sense 

conversation in branches and bark.   
 
Like people, they sometimes struggle  

grasping accents from faraway places.  

Giant kapok trees of the Amazon,  

with sultry voices, canõt follow 

the cold tongues of Canadian cedars.  

 
Topics of discourse include the bliss  

of photosynthesis, poetry of birds,  

mathematics of stars. Every night  

when the sun sets like a pink rose  

over the Pacific, ancient redwoods   
 
on the north coast of California  

chant hymns of praise to the v oid 

of creation. Bonsai trees in Japan  

listen with joy and amazement  

as the sun rises over the ocean. 

 

  

Sanctuary  

 
By Judy Friedman  

Highland Park, Illinois  

 
You are my sanctuary, 
blue skies my altar. 
I look to your lessons 

in life when I falter.  
 

Standing firm, rooting deep 

into wise, seasoned soil. 
Tethered strong against hate, 
unsettling turmoil. 
 

Color coursing through your veins: 
crimson, orange, umber, rust. 
Soon your shivering leaves 

fall to dust.  
 

Then you muster movement anew, 
on barren branches where leaves once grew. 
From death, new life, the promise of youth. 
Perhaps hope lies in this treeôs Truth. 

 

Judy Friedman, Photographer 
  



  

 

Ann Lamas, Photographer 
  

Tree  

 

By Ann Lamas 

Chicago, Illinois  

 

That winter when people lost  

their b alance and slipped, you kept  

your eyes on the tree. Nothing special,  

common as slush and the yellow 

splotched snow lining sidewalks,  

no birds visited. Only you, again and 
again. 
From twenty steps, was it a lone sentinel  

guarding who knows what 
or a landmark for wanderers  

vanishing in the night? Branches as cage 
or leading to somewhere risen? 

Didn't it depend on point of view?  

 

Your eyes and the tree held,  

that winter people lost their balance.  

You didn't know what you were doing  

and why you didn't fall.  

 
 

Ann Lamas, Photographer 
  

  

Bradford Pear Farewells  
 

By Kathy Lohrum Cotton  

Anna, Illinois  

 
Harsh November winds 
strip the woodlands,  

leaving dark bodies posed 

in naked silhouettes,  

their shredded party dresses  

brittle brown around root -bound feet.  

But here along our landscaped edgesñ 

the asphalt drives, neighborhood lanes,  

slick city parking lots ñ 

rows of lagging Bradford pear trees  

lift skyward hands, mittened  

in brilliant red, orange, maroon,  

waving one last glorious goodbye 

to the long -legged days of sun, 
sprinting goose-fleshed into winter.  

 

Emily Calvo, Artist 
  



  

 

Gert Knop, Artist 
  

  

Into the Vast of Sky  

 

By Mark G. Hammerschick  

Hawthorn Woods, Illinois  

 

                                éon 9/11/16 for 
9/11/01  

  
In an old growth  forest  

the leaves begin to sing  

and in the wooded loam  

the worms begin to moan  

for in the checkered sky  

pregnant clouds begin to foam  

winds will carry and winds will blow  

owls, wrens, doves and does 
scamber out and scramble down 

and so it goes and so it does 
as we grovel underground 

from birth to earth  

from dust to dusk  

we trust those trees will carry us  

into the vast of sky  
 

 

  



Dryads  

 

By Adrian McRobb 

Northumberland, UK  

 

in our ancient woods, they whisper  

to each other creating breeze  

they remember th e Romans leaving 
Naseby and Marston Moor 
yesterday, in a ringed memory  

5,000 years they have counted 

the oldest genus on earth  

Northumberland holds these  

1,200 year old cousins 
the names they give each other  

more ancient than the age of man  

Hathor, Anito, Kodama, Pyithat 
Nang-Tani, Lauma, Meliae, Pi -Fang 
roots gripping soil binding the planeté 

 

  

 

Ann Privateer, Photographer 
  

  



Road Trip  

 

By Lori Wall -Holloway  

Pasadena, California 

 

Driving down freeway  

in Central California  

I look at landscape dotted  

with giant pines and oaks  

Their roots dig deep in verdant  

hillsides to create beauty sculpted  

along the roadway  

 
I see trees stretch and point  

to the sun while others  

are ready to receive light  

and water from the sky  

with bough like hands  

As we whizz along I notice  

some with lush green cotton  

balls decorating their limbs  

to create homes for wildlife  

or become a natural jungle gym  

for those daring to climb  

Falling branches create a veil  

gracing the field to offer  

protection from the heat of the day  

for lolling cows munching on grass  

 
Amazed at the arborõs magnificent 

presence, little did I know  

it would be my last trip  

through the area before drought  

and fires began to ravage the land  

 

  

Comparing Autumn Leaves to Gold is 
Cliché  
 

by Agnes Vojta  

Rolla, Missouri 
 

 

From Porous Land (Spartan Press, 2019) 
 

and feebleñ  when did gold ever shine  

like this? Only 

fire and passion flame  

like the maples.  

  
The trees dance a wild  

celebration, shout in orange  

exuberance, get drunk  

on the last sunshine,  
the fermen ted essence 

of summer.  
  
Ozark October 
throws a crazy party at the edge  

of darkness, and we are 

invited.   
 



  

 

Ed Kaufman, Photographer 
  

  

Tree  

 

By William Marr  

Downers Grove, Illinois  

 

 

Day and night 
I hearthe annual rings  

inside my heart  

rumbli ng 

and wheeling 

on the rugged road 

toward the sky  

 

 

Joe Glaser, Photographer 
  

  



Weeping Willow Tree  

 

By Idella Pearl Edwards  

Marion, Illinois  

 

The weeping willow tree, native to China,  

Is quite a sight to behold.  

It can grow as high as 50 feet,  

Or so I have been told.   
 

Native Americans once used the willow  

To ease their headache pain.  
The bark, when chewed, was the very 

best way 

To treat a bad migraine.  

 

When the willow tree blooms in all its 
glory,  

In true magnificent splendor,  

It gives us a vision to be remembered  

Of grace and beauty and grandeur.  
 

 

Lynn West, Photographer 
  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Gwynneth Green  

Little Silver, New Jersey  

 



 

Gwynneth Green, Artist & Poet 
  



By Silvia Morgan 
San Pedro, California  

 

 

lovely, old pine tree  

wishing to sail with the wind  

impossible dream 

 

 

Silvia Morgan, Photographer 
  

  

 

Peter Brinckerhoff, Artist 
  

Arbor Day  

 

By Candace Armstrong  

Murphysboro, Illinois  

 

 
Sweet silent sentries  

guard the higher realm  

unheralded heroes of life  

wilderness prote ctors 

shelter providers  

unpretentious givers  

creators of beautiful scenes  

emissaries of peace.  

 
We celebrate you.  

 

  

 

David Dotson, Photographer 
  

The Cycle of a Tree  

 

By Jackie Chou  

Pico Rivera, California  

 

  
She changes with the seasons 
like a fi ckle lover,  

in the spring and summer  

her giant, heart -shaped head 
lush and green, 
reaching for the bright blue sky,  

full of naivete.   
 

In the fall that same heart  



becomes seasoned, 
fiery red and gold foliage ablaze   
under the autumn sun,  

bursting with passion and desire.   
 

Come winter,  

she turns into a scandalous nude, 
naked branches covered 

only by a few leaves,  

waiting for spring to clothe her  

in new couture again.  

 

  

By Charlotte Digregorio  

Winnetka, Illinois  

 

deep in the old growth  

a downy woodpecker drums 

to the warbler's trill  

 

On permanent display, Holmes County 
Open Air Art Museum in Millersburg, Ohio  

 

 

Terry Loncaric, Photographer 
  

  



 

Gert Knop, Photographer 
  

Tree's  Advice  

 

By Miriam Sagan 

Santa Fe, New Mexico 
 

if roots were in the a ir  
like tentacles  
theyõd dream 
 
but photosynthesis 
must turn  
every leaf green  
 
when I was a girl  
copper beeches 
told me to fly  
 
now that Iõm old 
I donõt want to die 
without blazing in color  

 

  


