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Transition: The Invisible Performance

I have always had an odd bitter-sweet ambivalent
relationship with the idea of, and my own experi-
ences with, autumn. [ think of it as a magic sea-
son, in some ways like, but also very different than
Spring. I wrote a poem once upon a time that |
called Markings. It was an effort to touch this very
ambiguity.

My eyes open to the morning light
Streaming into the room,

See a difference,
Something subconsciously
askew,

Change, but subtly
So that I could not find it.

My shirt across the chair;

My shoes at the door
Kicked off'in the darkness.
Staring, looking, studying:
The light!

The light coming from a different place,
From a new angle;

From another window
Southward along the wall
Changed nothing but changed everything.
Color, feel, texture, and place.

My window had become a
helical register,

Marking inexorable motions of the universe
Toward winter and entropy.

perennially resident miracles of adaptation, re-
sponse, and continuance of life.

It is very true to assert that fall — and winter -- is
the “season of the roots.” There below the soil and
out of our sight, occurs the supply and support for
next year’s growth and glory. Roots provide sup-
port (anchorage), storage of energy (sugar-
carbohydrate), absorption of water and nutrient,
and transport along an intricately designed two-
way highway. This fourfold behind-the-scenes
role should win “Best Supporting Actor” in season
and out.

In season, the recombining of carbon molecules in
the photosynthetic process requires water. This
water requirement is supplied by extraction and
absorption of soil water by tiny blonde non-woody
root hairs. In most undisturbed soils, these little
root hairs (.Imm to .5mm in diameter) are greatly
assisted by the presence of fungal hyphae called
mycorrhizae (Gk= fungus roots). This tiny pro-
curement system is so delicate and fine that it may
never be seen in a spadeful of dirt. It is therefore
very susceptible to damage or dysfunction when
the projects of men intersect with this botanic sym-
phony.

Near the end of summer, with the coming of short-
ened days and decreased light, the chloroplasts in
the leaf (where sugar energy is manufactured)

begin to shut down.

And it is in our trees
that we can see an-
other, albeit differ-
ent, illustration of
this. When we think
about our trees, it’s
easy to relate fall
with the beginning of
shut-down, hiberna-
tion, and even
“temporary death”,
symbolized by leaf
fall, barrenness, and
cessation of function.
Yet this can be a
very unfair and mis-
leading overstatement.

Indeed, what many may
consider as an autumnal apogee in the botanic cy-
cle of life is, in reality, a critical and necessary
time in the growth and health of green trees. It is,
when understood, the season of promise.

Historically, botanically, romantically, and in
other ways, springtime is recognized as the season
of the resurgence of life. . .and rightfully so. Yet
most often the critical functions of that other tran-
sitional season are either unknown or ignored. In
fact, it is fall and winter that together lay the base
for life. It is a beautifully recurring theme that can
be encouraging and even awe-inspiring. Peering in
a little deeper, like Alice looking down the rabbit
hole, may change forever our appreciation of the

So the function of
the individual leaf is
now nearly com-
plete. Soon after the
leaf’s true colors
(pigments) are un-
masked by the de-
parture of chloro-
phyll, the leaf will
die. The sugar en-
ergy that has been
manufactured  will
be stored in all parts
of the tree and is
used in the root sys-
tem for new root extension. So long as the soil
temperatures remain generally above 47 degrees F.
root growth may continue throughout the winter
months, ceasing only as the lengthening spring
days and rising mean temperatures cause bud swell
and the capillary uptake of water and sugars.

So for the fall and wintertimes, the root zones, the
roots and their functions occupy center stage. But
a lot can go wrong, especially with the trees grow-
ing in busy places occupied by people and the
things that people do. But primarily in the interest
of limited space here and as well, for maybe just a
bit of drama, I want to reserve that topic for a more
complete treatment in the next edition of this letter.

Stay tuned . . .




From My Journal:
DRESS REHEARSAL

The following short vignette was written
about 1987, a year after my father’s
death and shortly after a serendipitous
meeting with an old man in a neighbor-
hood grocery store.

I’d gone in for a coke. This doorway was
one into a friendly place, an old and fa-
miliar place that was itself the embodi-
ment of community and belonging. The
High Point Grocery was a neighborhood
institution, an encouraging and rare

heard the news of my birth into this
world. I was the new baby boy of Leo-
nard and Ruth. In that letter, he recited
for me the long and close friendship
that he and his soon-to-be wife Nell
had enjoyed with my parents. He re-
cited the rich heritage that he knew I
had been born into. Standing here now
at the meat counter, after having not
seen him for years, I did not tell him
that I still had that now yellow-edged
old V-mail letter.

airplanes instead of cars.

As young couples before the war, they
had been best friends. I’d heard about
some of the lazy Sunday afternoons they
spent together, dreaming together of what
life might have for them, never imagining
some of the turns it would take.

We shook hands as he placed the pork
chops he’d been inspecting back into the
case.

“Ford, I was just last week looking at an

anachronism in a faster-paced world.
Sign-the-ticket credit was always
available to regulars and its main
stock in trade, apart from the neces-
sary grocery items, was the expecta-
tion of a kind and sincere hello and a
little news from a neighbor you might
not have talked to since the last time
up the cereal aisle.

I came around the end-cap display and
saw the white-haired old man bending
over the meat counter. Recognition
was not exactly instantancous. Faces
change; time and age changes them
even though they stay the same. So it
took a second to be sure. A bit tenta-
tively, I stepped forward and put my
hand on the man’s thin arm.

“Hello Ford!” T said. The white-
haired man looked up very slightly
startled, then greeted me with that
friendly wide smile that I had not for-
gotten. It was the smile that had
seemed a part of his face for as long as
I could remember. Now it beamed
again at me through the wrinkles of
age.

old photo of you and Nell and Mom
and Dad on a bridge . . .” Before |
could even finish, an instantaneous
smile of pleasant recall came over his
face. There was no hesitation at all
and with bright eyes he began shaking
his head affirmatively.

“Yeah, we’d been shootin’ turtles
with that old .22 of your Dad’s. That
was a tremendous day!” His smile
became broader and his eyes virtually
sparkled. How surprising our minds
are, sometimes almost scaring us with
the sudden surfacing of long-buried
images and emotions. The “turtle-
shoot” had been three or four years
before 1 was ever dreamed of; about
forty-eight years ago.

Then it seemed that his countenance
changed a bit and a look of wistful
sadness mixed across his smile as a
tear appeared in the corner of his eye.
It’s strange, he said, how time goes so
fast and things are gone. But in his
tone it seemed was just a hint of
something more, something left un-
spoken. I imagined that he must be
thinking how life sometimes seems

“Heh Freddy! How you doin’boy?”

He raised up slowly and turned to face
me, a package of pork chops still in his
hand. He’d always known me by that
diminutive name and there was no use
thinking it would ever be anything else to
him. In July of 1944 he’d written a letter
ostensibly addressed to me from the
Solomon Islands in the Pacific when he’s

Ford had gone into the Navy when his
country went to war and Dad had
failed the physical for flat feet and an
ear problem a year or so before I was
born. Ford served four years as a radio
communications officer while Dad was
here at home, manager of the parts de-
partment of the Ford Motor Company
on Riverside Drive, turning out combat

unfair. Dad had died last May, a year
short of a golden wedding anniversary.
Some things seem irrecoverable and often
easier just to leave alone, maybe not
worth the bitter-sweet pang that remem-
bering brings.

So possibly slightly embarrassed with

(Continued on page 3)
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(Continued from page 2)

this sudden and very unexpected gush of
emotion here at the meat counter, his
gaze went back to the pork chops as if to
quickly refocus on a safer and more eas-
ily handled mundane duty. As I stood
there, his words pulled at my heart. Be-
cause | was a romantic and a sometime-
poet, I knew exactly how he felt. Some-
how it seemed I frequently had the abil-

ity, a dubious gift, to know things a
little ahead of my time.

Then, like a bolting deer that startles
the hunter, another thought tumbled
spontaneously over my lips and out of
my mouth.

“Maybe all you remember is just the
dress rehearsal.” [ was surprised at my
own words. “Maybe the real thing is
still ahead.”

Bill Gates' Rules

Ford smiled again with his eyes and si-
lently nodded in agreement. It was the
truth and I think we both knew it in the
same instant.

“Tell your Mom hello,” he said.

“I will.” I looked once more into the old
man’s friendly eyes, shook his hand
again and then turned and walked out.

CNeE =N =N

Bill Gates recently dished out advise to a
high school audience: Eleven things
they did not learn in school. Gates says
feel good politically correct teaching has
created a full generation of kids with no
concept of reality. He says this concept
sets them up for failure in the real world.

Rule 1: Life is not fair - get used to it.

Rule 2: The world won't care about your
self esteem, The world will expect you to
accomplish something BEFORE you feel
good about yourself.

Rule 3: You will not make 40 thousand
dollars a year out of high school and you
won't be a vice-president with a car
phone until you earn both.

Rule 4: If you think your teacher is

tough, wait till you get a boss. He

doesn't have tenure.

Rule 5: Flipping burgers is not be-
neath your dignity. Your grandparents
had a different word for burger flipping
- they called it opportunity.

Rule 6: If you mess up, it's not your
parents' fault, so don't whine about
your mistakes; learn from them.

Rule 7: Before you were born, your
parents weren't as boring as they are
now. They got that way from paying
your bills, cleaning your clothes and
listening to you talk about how cool
you are. So before you save the rain
forest from parasites of your parents'
generation, try delousing the closet in
your own room.

Cambistat (Reprised)

Rule 8: Your school may have done
away with winners and losers, but life
has not. In some schools they have abol-
ished failing grades and they'll give you
as many times as you want to get the an-
swer right. This doesn't bear the slightest
resemblance to ANYTHING in real life.

Rule 9: Life is not divided into semes-
ters. You don't get summers off and very
few employers are interested in helping
you "find yourself'. Do that on your
own time.

Rule 10: Television in NOT real life. In
real life people actually have to leave the
coffee shop and go to jobs.

Rule 11: Be nice to nerds. Chances are
you'll end up working for one.

In the past Winter edition of this letter, 1
introduced to you a new product in our
line that offers the twin benefits of
growth rate reduction along with en-
hancement of a plant or tree’s resistance
to drought, heat, insect and disease at-
tacks. Acting as a switch in the plant’s
genetic mechanism, Cambistat has
proved effective in redirecting sugar
energy to slow annual plant growth
up to 40-70% over a three-year pe-
riod. The actual percentage of
growth retardation is a function of
plant genus and species.

Cambistat is a catalytic chemical that
blocks the production of gibberellic

acid, the hormone responsible for cell
clongation. At the same time it im-
pacts the same starting material to en-
hance production of abscisic acid,
which is a “stress” hormone that sets
up a stronger defense in the plant. One
of several specific benefits of abscisic

Treatment for Trees in Mild Decline

1989 reated

acid increase is the reduction of water
loss from the plant or tree.

As a consequence, in addition to plant’s
that are simply outgrowing their spaces,
other uses for Cambistat include applica-
tion to stressed trees around recent con-
struction sites or where grade
changes, soil compaction, or root
loss has occurred; e.g., recent irriga-
tion installation and/or hardscape
additions or modifications.

If you would like to have more in-
formation about this exciting product
or would like for me to come out to
provide a cost estimate, please call
the office at 901-756-9893.
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Did You Know....

. . . that the Black Walnut tree (Juglans nigra), although famous and valuable for its wood quality in the
manufacture of furniture and veneers, also emits a toxin from its root system that can be detrimental to other nearby
plants that share the same soil areas. Particularly susceptible are apple trees, laurels, rhododendrons, and tomatoes.

. . .that at least seven (7) kinds of borers attack our dogwood trees. The most common and serious of these
seven is the flathead borer and the dogwood borer (Synanthedon scitula). The adult form of the dogwood borer is a
clear-winged moth which resembles a wasp. It lays eggs on the bark and the larvae enter through truck and limb
wounds. These larvae feed in the vascular tissue of the tree (cambium), creating a powder-fine sawdust that may ap-
pear on the bark surface. Infested trees become weakened due to interrupted vascular flow. This insect is attracted to
injured trees and trees growing in full sun. (Perone)

Reminder About January Oak Gall Treatment

In the last two newsletters I have discussed with you the opportunity to at last do
something that offers good promise to significantly diminish or eradicate the new
crop of insect-caused twig galls that grow to disfigure and debilitate so many of our
oak trees. Already formed galls must fall away, but if this annual cycle is inter-
rupted, the tree will in a few years become gall-free.

As a reminder, this soil drench of Imidicloprid is necessarily done in January to pro-
vide uptake time before the deposit of eggs in the new tender twigs. Please call our
office for pricing and scheduling.




