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Silent, unnoticed 

It plummets to the earth 

Slowly, yet surely 

It crawls into the dirt 

 

So great in potential  

But so small a creation 

It fights against all odds  

With great dedication 

 

In the debris of its fathers 

It begins to take root 

Gripping the earth tightly 

It sends up a shoot 

 

Pushing through the surface  

With all of its might 

It gasps for a breath 

And tastes the sunlight 

 

It stretches toward the clouds  

With new leaves unfolding 

Branches dividing, and 

The whole world beholding 

 

“What a sight!” it says 

“I’m ready to go!” 

“This is my chance” 

“It’s my time to grow!” 

 

All Spring it grows quick 

Budding and smiling 

But Winter soon sneaks 

To try the small sapling  

 

Sun becomes clouds 

Leaves fall to the floor 

Rain turns to snow  

The sapling so unsure 

 

It shivers and quakes 

Getting covered in snow 

The wind roars like a lion 

It doesn’t know what to know 

 

Then all of a sudden 

Through all of the fright 

Comes a gentle old Gardener 

Like the Sun after night 

 

He wears a warm coat 

And soft winter gloves 

He brushes off the snow 

He takes time to love 

 

 

 

“You’ve been so much help” 

“Thank you so much” 

“You saved me, Good Gardener” 

“With your life-giving touch” 

 

Winter after Winter 

Through each Summer and Fall 

The Good Gardener watches o’er 

The Tree, growing tall 

 

“Oh my beautiful Tree” 

“You’re no longer a seed” 

“You’ve grown oh so tall” 

“Yet, that’s not what you need” 

 

The Good Gardener prunes down  

The beautiful Tree 

A branch here, a branch there 

Everywhere He could see 

 

The Tree seems to cry 

“How could you do this to me?” 

“I am the Gardener,” He says 

“I know how much more you can be” 

 

He prunes the Young Tree 

Grafts in a branch too 

He waters and digs 

That the Tree can bear fruit 

 

After diligent work 

And years of Harvest 

The not-so-young Tree 

Bears fruit of the sweetest 

 

“You’ve been so much help” 

“Thank you so much” 

“You saved me, Good Gardener” 

“With your life-giving touch” 

 

The Good Gardener looked 

At the Old Tree with a smile 

“You’re ‘taller’ e’en more now” 

“That you endured all the trial” 

 

We are like seeds, 

Saplings, and Trees 

We need the Good Gardener 

To become what inside us He sees 


