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He remembers that one sad summer he came home from college.  Behind his parent's house only the solitary oak remained, rising above the vacancy where his lovely cherry trees had once been and presiding over a practical space for grass and a storage shed.


He remembers the young boy treading through the woods over crusty snow beyond the edge of his parents' property.  His tight-laced leather boots crunch the frozen leaves and twigs.  Next to his woods, silhouettes of winter weeds caress the snowy field that spreads out velvet-blue in the twilight.  Each spring he walks this same path searching for wildflowers and the mysterious green umbrellas, whose real name he never knew, sprouting up from the forest floor.


A smaller part of his woods inhabit the back of the property.  Every summer he plays here, building forts, and one adventurous year he builds a small tree house.  He admires the tall oak upon whose distant limbs he imagines the best tree house of all.


But his favorite things are the nine wild cherry trees.  As spring arrives, he waits for their blossoms to make dark, sweet promises.  He walks over the stains from the previous year's crop and prays against a late frost.


One year, he catches the fragrance of newly turned soil coming from deep in the big woods and there he discovers new adventures.  After school and on weekends, while the bulldozers are asleep, he walks up and down the dirt mounds they have made.


Next to the barbecue pit his Dad built stands a rusty fifty-gallon drum for burning trash.  On autumn days he relishes the fragrant smoke of burning leaves--before laws forbade that simple pleasure.  Best of all are the coveted aerosol cans, shaving cream or whipped cream, that he tosses into the blaze and joyously awaits their percussion.


Houses and streets grew from his woods, and the boy became a man.  The man imagines that every year, on his birthday, the spirits of his past gather around that oak tree and bow before it in homage to the majesty of his boyhood.

