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The original version of this poem was written over two years ago and included in a book published under one of my pen names. I have always been very pleased and proud of the original poem, which was done as a challenge from two friends to compose a poem to go along with a picture. While it was never my intent, the poem evolved into a poem for the two of them, and their wonderful relationship.

I decided to re-write the poem, and while I did not in any way change the original context of the poem, I felt that my rewrite had made it into a poem, that all might enjoy. So, with my friend's blessings, I am publishing this poem, with its new title, "So Said the Tree" that is more befitting of the new verse. 

Revised Edition Note

With the recent changes in methods of distribution for eBook’s I decided to revisit this poem once again. I made changes to its breaks and punctuation, along with some word changes. In an effort to improve the readability of the poem. The original context of the poem has not been changed.
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I went for a walk today, 

In a forest, of both old and new

Along an old trail, which did beckon me, 

To venture deeper into woods.

A trail with age, and rarely straight.

A jumble of, endless, twists and turns.

That soon forced me to pause, 

For I knew not where I stood.

As if to prod me on my way, 

In my mind’s eye, the clarity of the trail 

seemed to suddenly improve.

One hundred steps more, 

my mind told me to venture. 

One hundred steps counted  

I paused once again.

How did my mind know,

That that number of steps.

Would bring me to the point,

Where the trail did split.

But, not into two trails,

For before me stood a choice of three.

There, standing proudly, 

Square in the middle of the fork, 

Towered, a majestic,  and ancient, 

Golden Beech tree.

Freshly carved into its bark, 

Looking as if, it were done just for me.

The story of each trail was revealed to me.

Take the trail to the left, 

So said the tree.

And you shall find what waits for thee.

A Distance of ease, just one thousand steps; plus, three.

There you will find a house perched in a tree.

Take the trail to the right, 

So said the tree.

And you will find the second choice of three

The distance is longer, though, two thousand steps plus three.

At the end, waits a meal full of warmth, 

Enough for thee, plus three.

Take the trail in the middle, 

So said the tree.

And you will find your final choice of three.

The path is long, neither straight nor level, 

no count of the steps exists, except for the plus three.

But the journey is worthy, for at the trails end awaits, 

The most perfect reward created just for you.

I paused and pondered, 

What had said the tree

What it might be like

To live in a house in a tree,

Or should I take the second trail, 

With its promise of abundant warm food, 

To finally quench the hunger, that lingers in me.

But the trail, down the middle. 

The one recommend by the tree

Is the one that is truly beckoning to me.

Since tree houses, usually mean boys 

And their silly toys,

And like eating alone, may quench ones hunger, 

It is rarely one of life’s sought after joys.

So, the middle trail it is, 

As I start my journey anew.

Boldly, once more, I trod deep into a forest,

One that looks to me, to be eerily, still the same,

Nothing new or wondrous, as yet calls my name.

But I stay the course, and follow the trail, 

One I know that is old but presents itself to me,

As did the carving on the tree.

Faint though it is, its many twists and turns

Shows themselves to me, along with its ups and downs.

A plentiful array of bushes, with berries in large abound.

More than
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