The Single Tree

Alice Boerner, Callista Robertson, Susan Spears, and Donna Valiga
arr. Nicole Upchurch and Jean Littlejohn
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I've wa-ded  ri- vers, climbed the rocks; I've sought the clouds,
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— en-vied the  sky; Picked____ prai-rie flow-ers and  wove a crown;
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But the sin - gle tree caught __ my eye. But it was the sin-le tree__
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caught my eye. My spring tree is ten-der and____  new, _
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Watch - ing, shar - ing, young and a - live; Hum - ble leaves and branch-es few,
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_ In - fer - 1 -or now, but soon __ to thrive; I
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gain fresh know-ledge from her heart; Day and night, a work of art.
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My sum-mer tree is green and lush;

I yearn to climb her branch-es
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still; In dap-pled shade are treas-ures found; Ma - jes - tic time-less sen - ti -
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nel; Life de-pends on her pure clean air; Breathe deep, branch out in na-ture's
50, F v.3 C Am
f) A
7L S S— —— —— } S ——
e ¢ ¢ < o e ® [ e ¢ ¢ ¢
oJ 4
prayer. My aut-umn tree is tall and proud,
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Crim-son, or-ange, gold, and brown; As 1 grab each branch, up - ward bound, I
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feel the harsh, fri - gid air. Then sud-den-ly___ fall's change oc-curs, And
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vib - rant hues soon dis - ap - pear.__ My  win - ter tree is stark and
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iced, Ar - rayed in nat - ure's spark-ling grip; My friend, my con - fi-dant,  my
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soul, Sec - rets carved in each wood chip;
to Chorus
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Root-ed well but__ wil - ling to_  bend, Her his-tor -y cir-cled with - in.
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I love my tree, my for-est, my earth in all their glo -  ry from
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death to birth.



