
The Trees by Philip Larkin 

The trees are coming into leaf 

Like something almost being said;   

The recent buds relax and spread, 

Their greenness is a kind of grief. 

Is it that they are born again 

And we grow old? No, they die too, 

Their yearly trick of looking new 

Is written down in rings of grain. 

Yet still the unresting castles thresh 

In fullgrown thickness every May. 

Last year is dead, they seem to say, 

Begin afresh, afresh, afresh. 

 

 

The Sycamore by John Clare 

In massy foliage of a sunny green 

The splendid sycamore adorns the 

spring, 

Adding rich beauties to the varied scene, 

That Nature’s breathing arts alone can 

bring. 

Hark! how the insects hum around, and 

sing, 

Like happy Ariels, hid from heedless 

view— 

And merry bees, that feed, with eager 

wing, 

On the broad leaves, glazed o’er with 

honey dew. 

The fairy Sunshine gently flickers through 

Upon the grass, and buttercups below; 

And in the foliage Winds their sports renew, 

Waving a shade romantic to and fro, 

That o’er the mind in sweet disorder flings 

A flitting dream of Beauty’s fading things. 



Trees by Joyce Kilmer 
 
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. 
 

The Way through the Woods by Rudyard 

Kipling 

They shut the road through the woods 

Seventy years ago.  

Weather and rain have undone it again,  

And now you would never know  

There was once a road through the woods  

Before they planted the trees.  

It is underneath the coppice and heath,  

And the thin anemones. 

Only the keeper sees  

That, where the ring-dove broods, 

And the badgers roll at ease,  

There was once a road through the woods. 

Yet, if you enter the woods  

Of a summer evening late,  

When the night-air cools on the trout-ringed 

pools  

Where the otter whistles his mate,  

(They fear not men in the woods,  

Because they see so few.)  



You will hear the beat of a horse's feet,  

And the swish of a skirt in the dew,  

Steadily cantering through  

The misty solitudes,  

As though they perfectly knew  

The old lost road through the woods. 

But there is no road through the woods. 

From: A Shropshire Lad by A E Housman 

Loveliest of trees, the cherry now 

Is hung with bloom along the bough, 

And stands about the woodland ride 

Wearing white for Eastertide. 

Now, of my threescore years and ten, 

Twenty will not come again, 

And take from seventy springs a score, 

It only leaves me fifty more. 

And since to look at things in bloom 

Fifty springs are little room, 

About the woodlands I will go 

To see the cherry hung with snow. 

 

The Maple Tree by John Clare 

The Maple with its tassell flowers of green 

That turns to red, a stag horn shaped seed 

Just spreading out its scalloped leaves is seen, 

Of yellowish hue yet beautifully green. 

Bark ribb'd like corderoy in seamy screed 

That farther up the stem is smoother seen, 

Where the white hemlock with white umbel flowers 

Up each spread stoven to the branches towers 

And mossy round the stoven spread dark green 

And blotched leaved orchis and the blue-bell flowers 

Thickly they grow and neath the leaves are seen. 

I love to see them gemm'd with morning hours. 

I love the lone green places where they be 

And the sweet clothing of the Maple tree. 



Trees in the Garden by David Herbert Lawrence 

Ah in the thunder air 

how still the trees are! 

 

And the lime-tree, lovely and tall, 

every leaf silent 

hardly looses even a last breath of 

perfume. 

 

And the ghostly, creamy coloured little 

tree of leaves 

white, ivory white among the rambling 

greens 

how evanescent, variegated elder, she hesitates on 

the green grass 

as if, in another moment, she would disappear 

with all her grace of foam! 

 

And the larch that is only a column, it goes up too 

tall to see:   

and the balsam-pines that are blue with the grey-blue blueness of 

things from the sea, 

and the young copper beech, its leaves red-rosy at the ends 

how still they are together, they stand so still 

in the thunder air, all strangers to one another 

as the green grass glows upwards, 

strangers in the silent garden. 

Birch Tree by A. S. J. Tessimond 

The birch tree in winter 

Leaning over the secret pool 

Is Narcissus in love 

With the slight white branches, 

The slim trunk,   

In the dark glass; 

But, 

Spring coming on, 

Is afraid, 

And scarfs the white limbs 

In green. 



Child’s Song in Spring by E. Nesbit 

The silver birch is a dainty lady, 

She wears a satin gown; 

The elm tree makes the old churchyard 

shady, 

She will not live in town. 

The English oak is a sturdy fellow, 

He gets his green coat late; 

The willow is smart in a suit of yellow, 

While brown the beech trees wait. 

Such a gay green gown God gives the 

larches – 

As green as He is good! 

The hazels hold up their arms for arches, 

When Spring rides through the wood. 

The chestnut’s 

proud and the 

lilac’s pretty, 

The poplar’s gentle 

and tall, 

But the plane 

tree’s kind to the 

poor dull city – 

I love him best of 

all!  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Birches by Robert Frost 

 

When I see birches bend to left and right 

Across the lines of straighter darker trees, 

I like to think some boy's been swinging them. 

But swinging doesn't bend them down to stay 

As ice-storms do. Often you must have seen them 

Loaded with ice a sunny winter morning 

After a rain. They click upon themselves 

As the breeze rises, and turn many-colored 

As the stir cracks and crazes their enamel. 

Soon the sun's warmth makes them shed crystal shells 

Shattering and avalanching on the snow-crust— 



Such heaps of broken glass to sweep away 

You'd think the inner dome of heaven had fallen. 

They are dragged to the 

withered bracken by the load, 

And they seem not to break; 

though once they are bowed 

So low for long, they never 

right themselves: 

You may see their trunks 

arching in the woods 

Years afterwards, trailing their 

leaves on the ground 

Like girls on hands and knees 

that throw their hair 

Before them over their heads 

to dry in the sun. 

But I was going to say when 

Truth broke in 

With all her matter-of-fact 

about the ice-storm 

I should prefer to have some 

boy bend them 

As he went out and in to fetch 

the cows— 

Some boy too far from town to 

learn baseball, 

Whose only play was what he 

found himself, 

Summer or winter, and could 

play alone. 

One by one he subdued his 

father's trees 

By riding them down over and 

over again 

Until he took the stiffness out of them, 

And not one but hung limp, not one was left 

For him to conquer. He learned all there was 

To learn about not launching out too soon 

And so not carrying the tree away 

Clear to the ground. He always kept his poise 

To the top branches, climbing carefully 

With the same pains you use to fill a cup 



Up to the brim, and even 

above the brim. 

Then he flung outward, feet 

first, with a swish, 

Kicking his way down 

through the air to the 

ground. 

So was I once myself a 

swinger of birches. 

And so I dream of going back 

to be. 

It's when I'm weary of 

considerations, 

And life is too much like a 

pathless wood 

Where your face burns and 

tickles with the cobwebs 

Broken across it, and one 

eye is weeping 

From a twig's having lashed 

across it open. 

I'd like to get away from 

earth awhile 

And then come back to it 

and begin over. 

May no fate willfully 

misunderstand me 

And half grant what I wish 

and snatch me away 

Not to return. Earth's the right place for love: 

I don't know where it's likely to go better. 

I'd like to go by climbing a birch tree, 

And climb black branches up a snow-white trunk 

Toward heaven, till the tree could bear no more, 

But dipped its top and set me down again. 

That would be good both going and coming back. 

One could do worse than be a swinger of birches. 

 


