Gentle Tree
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So there it was, a bed of seeds

germinating calmly into little leaves

when in stepped in a foul wind
to crush them all, to burn the greens.
Many were crushed,

most were swallowed by agony.

But under its planter’s watchful kindness
one little seed was spared that destiny.
So there he was this little maple tree,
a fledgling, fragile sapling.
His trunk was still green and limp

when a fire storm aimed alike at tree and seedling.
They tried to uproot his roots

and they burned much tender wood - an entire forest they turned to ashes - 
but the tiny tree escaped the fire

even as its trunk served in bondage to human ire.
And when the final threat approached 

and the wicked ardor set to burn the remaining block,
just when the match was lit to the torch,
a divine snow was called to squelch them all.
Speckle after speckle
the entire forest was covered;
Like a mantle from the heavens

the warring demons it clobbered.
The tiny tree without thick leaves
was enveloped in the cold deep snow;
but it’s planter a cape of warmth achieves
and they all endured that final blow.

And the tiny tree, he pushed and shoved;
with all his might he peered up and up and above.
There! A green tiny leaf arose

above the blanket of a white feathered dove.
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And from that day on the tree only grew

and never forgot yet never withdrew.
Looking forward to grow and enjoy,
he quietly set all hate to destroy.
And from that day on, the tree grew bold,

determined never again to feel limp or cold.
He fed his trunk with wisdom captured from the air

while worldly rustlings fed his roots to be aware.
So there he was, a youthful tree

Shinning more & more confident and free
All knew something special had flourished
and felt by his benevolence drawn and nourished.
He rose regally into a respected tree, 

absorbing nutrients to feed his curiosity.
To the fruits he bore he gave his life

enfolding them with shade and warmth rife.

Graciously sharing his leaves with ants,

always rejoicing in the cigara's chants,

he allowed birds to chirp within his arm,
and protected others from weather’s harm.
Many a nightingale did build their nest 

in the comfort of his majestic green chest; 

their chirping melody sufficed to fill

and hearken his heart with zest.
Noble tree

Gentle tree

kind so very kind

Forever calm

with firm conviction

Intensely peaceful, comforting, soothing.
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And then one day, he reached the time.
And when the time did come

In his selfless grace, 

He gently shed his limbs

to feed the earth, to free the winds.

Slowly and discreetly he retreated to defoliate

without the faintest effort to bring attention to his fate,
without pondering whether his benevolence we’d commemorate,

wanting no one to be pained or to commiserate.
But it was felt.  Oughh, it was felt.
The thump was heard across the forest kingdom. 
A shock of sadness enveloped the greenbelt.
Ants, birds and saplings in grief all dwelt.
Its saplings now forced to grow

without their father’s shelter,
for ever after, their world has changed.
They will never be the same again.
They’ve lost that purity, 
they’ve lost his shade.
And they wonder if this is “maturity”, 
having no mantled warmth to keep their fears allayed.

His leaves long turned from green to rust, 
their shades of amber gold are now fateful dust, 
for all which grows eventually erodes, and that which sprung from

will then decompose – into the land that gave repose.

Empty, Sad, so sudden, so fast.

The seedling followers Try and stay awake

fearful that the night

will force them to confront

loneliness without him at the front.

Going to bed, panic not to sleep, 
who am I to fool myself or my fellow tree.  
The Gentle tree is no longer here; 
my heart is duller and my passion colder as I close my eyes begging that he’ll appear.
Bleak peek at the horizon,
hollow my trunk

the air bitterly drunk

asphyxiating, lower, lower I sunk. 
Gentle Tree, irreplaceable.

What a horrible thought never to have you next to me,
to hug you; to feel your warmth; your reassuring praise.
Is life worth living without your comforting embrace?
Without your gentle shadow, 
days can be shallow, foggy and prolonged.
Wish that it be just a dream, 
or myopic reality of limited comprehension, 
to be expanded in the next dimension.
Wish that I see you again when my trunk also falls, 
to be able to share with you all that I have done and all that I have grown, 
to pamper you and kiss you and thank you like I didn’t do enough before; and... 
…just one more moment, just one more hug around your warmth.
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And though as night gives day and day gives night, 
his aromas are prescribed to evaporate, 
if you may once come across sweet hay, 
his glorious scent you’ll ruminate.

As even if the tree will come to pass, 
his bountiful essence is burnt into life's universal grass.

His smells of amber, maple & sage 

are blessed donations to this world's stage; 

sweet intense perfumes spread by the rain, 

through moistened vessels during his reign.

And to tomorrow, what has he left? 
A trunk of wisdom heft 
May the offspring his cortex’s lessons imprint
And not stray too far from his serene tint.
One thing which will not fade & we can extol
is the gentle strength of his radiant soul;  
Whilst breaths may expire or rescind, 
his essence & spirit blend into the eternal winds.

Oh gentle tree.

My sweet giant, my guide, and inspiration.
In every corner I see your shadow.
In every whiff of air I smell your hallowed marrow.
