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When Brian and I moved to Stamford some 50 years ago, there was a large Beech Tree in front of the house. Today, it is a massive tree that dominates the property and commands your attention as you drive up to visit us. Unfortunately, it is struggling against a devasting disease striking all the beech trees in New England. Recent research has discovered that a nematode worm is the culprit but there is no effective solution at this time.
Arborists have recommended expensive chemical treatments to halt the damage or worse yet to remove the tree before it becomes too dangerous.  We have cabled the large limbs near the house and even prayed. Last week, another tree company suggested holding off on cutting it down and instead recommended trimming it back to relieve the stress and to see how well it looks in the spring. This appealed to us so for the next two full days, a team of five workers trimmed, cut, hauled away large limbs and chipped branches from our dear tree. 
Yes, I know I am sounding like the tree is almost a member of our family, and in certain ways it is. Its beauty, regal presence, rustling sound of its leaves in the breeze, shelter for small animals, supplier of shade for the house in the summer, and the summer colors of green changing to gold in the fall.
When the tree company arrived on the first day, I was upstairs in the house pondering what lay ahead when I am jolted back into reality as the man in the bucket and hard hat is lifted to the top of the tree, so far up that I cannot see him work as he is so close to the house. The tree is being carved away piece by piece. As he saws sections of the tree, I hear the dull thuds as limbs hit the ground. I remind myself that this is all for the health of our tree and that we will see a stronger tree in the spring. 
Now I am on the phone with our eldest daughter, Carrie, as I describe what is going on. This is not a normal day, I say. “Oh Mom, you are right”. She asks what I can see from her childhood bedroom of long ago when she was a teenager. Her room had a large skylight and she loved looking up to the sky through the top branches of the trees. She always said that she felt like she lived in a treehouse. 
From my box seat on the second story of our home, my mind’s eye is filled with visions of squirrels chasing one another and scurrying around the canopy with lightning speed and nearly impossible antics. A red-tailed hawk often sits on a huge branch unbelievably close to me and there were occasions when we had eye to eye contact for moments at a time. Where is its fear of a human? Can it see me? Does it even care? Through the window, we are each in our own element. Then it is suddenly gone.
By the end of the second day, I look at the dramatic surgery that has taken place. Our tree is no longer as regal. Many large limbs were removed and there no longer is a graceful crown of branches at the top. The men assure me that it should come back stronger in the spring.  
The men finally drive down our driveway in four major vehicles. They are gone. Their work is done. It is quiet. Logs are stacked and cut in short pieces for our fireplace. Two short days of work have changed a lot. I am filled with many emotions. I am very tired and head up to bed early this night. I pray that our friend will survive and then thrive. I speak to the tree and express hopeful messages like “You did well. You will feel better soon. You were brave. We did this for you to extend your life. You will be stronger through the winter. We will celebrate your beauty again in the spring.” I am grateful that the men who did the surgery were skilled and that none were injured during this dangerous work. 
 Then this happened… the next morning when I woke up, there was a light dusting of snow. Did you see it? I love the snow and I suddenly thought that this was different, even extraordinary. The branches and the ground below were covered with a light, white dusting. I stood in wonder at the sight of our first snow of the season. In those moments, the snow disappeared before my eyes.  I want to believe that God heard my prayers, and our tree was baptized by the snow. In the new year, the hope is that it will set forth with renewed energy to be with us for years to come.  We will see.   

I would like to end with this poem.
Trees
I think that I shall never see 
A poem lovely as a tree.  
A tree whose hungry mouth is prest 
Against the earth's sweet flowing breast; 
A tree that looks at God all day, 
And lifts her leafy arms to pray; 
A tree that may in summer wear 
A nest of robins in her hair; 
Upon whose bosom snow has lain; 
Who intimately lives with rain. 
Poems are made by fools like me, 
But only God can make a tree
Joyce Kilmer 1886 - 1918
· Born in New Jersey
· Episcopalian and later converted to Catholicism
· Graduated from Colombia University
· Worked at Funk & Wagnalls and NY Times Sunday Magazine 
· Enlisted in Army in 1917, arrived in France in late 1917, killed in July 1918
   



