
TREES

I think that I sh a ll  never' se e  
A  poem  lo v e ly  a s  a t r e e .

A tr e e  ^whose hungry mouth is  preist ’ 
A gainst the ea r th ’s  sw ee t  flowing br

A tr e e  that looks at God a ll  day,
And l i f ts  her  lea fy  arm s to pray;

A tre e  that m ay in Sum m er w ear  
A  n e s t  of robins in h er  hair;

Upon whose b o so m  snow has lain; 
Who in tim ate ly  l iv e s  with rain .

P o e m s  are  m ade by fo o ls  like m e. 
But only God can m ake a t r e e .
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