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PATHOLOGISTS NEWS

She’s gone now!
Neither of us will forget her ... ever!
She came to us in the Spring of 1970 as Judy and I were

settling in to our new home on Chesley Lane in Dallas, Texas. She
arrived, all bundled carefully in burlap and heavy twine, on a
truck with Texas license plates and a sideboard panel that read in
bright red and gold letters: “Chitty Nursery, Wills Point, Texas.”

We watched as a three-foot hole was dug out of our front
lawn-to-become, then saw her carefully lowered and anchored
with four heavy cards attached to wooden stakes. Her
seven-foot-reach into the Texas sky failed to impress anyone on
our street, but we had faith that sun, rain and fertilizer would
encourage her to grace our property elegantly.

After all, we had selected and planted her because she would
remind us of her Maryland countryside cousins who clung to the
banks of the Monocacy River and Hunting, Big Pipe and Piney
Creeks “back home.” We’d handle her growth and development
faithfully.

Her growth was slow, all but forgotten and un-recorded in
the busyness of lawn making and mowing, leaf raking, bush and
plant installing, house painting, gutter hanging.

Soon, she was pretty much taken for granted ... except when
thunder heads rolled in from the west, embarrassing her by lifting
her leafy skirts, then whistling naughtily through her swaying
boughs.

Often, we’d see a New or Full Moon through her crown.
Stars would twinkle on and off through her limbs. Orion never left
her lonely, except during rain, sleet or hail, but always reappeared
in her arms in clearer and happier weather.

Across three decades between 1970 and 1999 we watched
each other. We kept the lawn under her green and verdent. She
helped keep our house cool in the late morning sun. She dropped
her leaves each fall. We swept them up, bagged and mulched
them. She was one of the tallest and most stately trees on our
street. First time visitors to our house usually got directions from
us in our terse “Middle of the block, big silver maple, silver fire plug at
our curb, silver milk can on our front stoop.” We never lost any
visitors!

But lately, Time had begun demanding a toll for extended
lifespans. Silver maples, we were told, are traditionally “good” for
only 25 years. After that it gets a little dicey.

SILVER MAPLE
SENTINEL
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Two Years of Record 
Temperatures Taking Their Toll
by Kevin Bassett and Russell N. Peters

The 1998 and 1999 summers in North Texas have been
brutal on our shade trees, both native and introduced. One key
impact is that we have seen established Shumard and Texas Red
Oaks fail to releaf this year. Some of these trees are on irrigated
sites in well cared for gardens.

It appears that high soil temperatures during the last two
years have damaged the root systems of these species resulting
in death or significant dieback of the tree. Many of these formed
buds for this year’s growth, last fall, then went into dormancy as
normal, but failed to leaf out this year. We have ruled out most
pathological reasons that might have caused the mortality.
These are Red Oaks that have not sustained any type of root
injury or change in their root environment. What is interesting
about each of these particular trees is that not one was on a
consistent deep root fertilization program before it died.
Another example of the potential benefits in the proactive care
of trees.

Many of our customers utilize our customized blend of
high quality organic fertilizer in their maintenance program.
The high-pressure soil injection process aerates the soil while
surrounding the main root system with our special mix. The
effectiveness of the system is quite impressive, particularly
when utilized in areas with distressed trees, or even worse,
those damaged by construction.

The fertilizer material has a high humate content, along
with a micronutrient complex and beneficial soil borne bacteria.
This material does not promote excessive top growth, as many
high nitrogen materials will. It does however, promote a healthy
environment in and around the root zone of trees stimulating
the natural biological systems. As mentioned, the application
process helps aerate the root zone. This is critical in our heavy
clay soils of North Texas, as tree roots are opportunistic growers
in well-aerated soils. Root invigoration programs can be
designed on a remedial basis if we are working with damaged
trees or a maintenance basis once or twice a year.

Of course, anyone interested in more information about
our deep root fertilization program can contact an Arborist at
our office.



Initially, our maple would often lose a
small branch after an especially high wind.
Then, larger boughs snapped -- often after a
thunderstorm which weighed leaves with
heavy wetness, soaking through outer bark
and softening inner fibre layers. When
branches thicker then a human thigh started
breaking off in inclement weather, we
became apprehensive. Concerns for Life
superceded worries about Limbs.
Consultation with arboralogical friends
strongly suggested removal of the aging tree
at our earliest convenience. We gave the
matter serious attention.

One recent fall evening, after picking
up a sizeable fallen branch at her base, I
stood under her with a delicious east wind
in my face. Looking up at her, I addressed 
her quietly.

“Like me, you’re thinning out at your
top. You and I are getting old!” Then, not
wanting to insult her, I added “But we’re not
complaining, are we? We’ve been good for
each other!”

A slight rustle in a bough on my right,
and what I read as a grin above it from the
reflection of car headlights coming down
Chesley, encouraged me to converse further.

“For nearly thirty years,” I told her,
“you’ve watched us silently. Whatcha think?”

Silence. No rustle.
“Have we shocked you? Embarrassed

you? Surprised you? Made you chuckle?
Cause you to wince?”

I paused, realizing I was asking too
much too fast.

“Let me start over again, a tad slower,” I
fretted, “Could you see how happy we
were?”

Slight rustling as both of us
remembered: New Jersey grandchildren
frolicking on the lawn beneath her ... Missouri,
Indiana, Pennsylvania and West Virginia kinfolk
arriving midst curbside hugs, kisses and
handshakes. . . Judy Towne arriving in her
TORY, Chevvy Malibu, for week-long visits from
Long Island ... middle-of-the-night lawn circlings
by a beautiful ink-black Labrador, named 
Lady B, bent on a quick tinkle or two...

“Ever worry along with us?”

Double rustles, remembering: Infrequent
faraway mid-afternoon sounds of tornado sirens
shrilling “take cover!!”... A worried Judy driving
home from school too early one May afternoon,
half-stumbling up to the front door to report ‘I
can’t see out of one eye!!” then learning from the
family ophthomologist about a “detached
retina”... Middle-of-the night emergency
ambulance silent arrival (“No sirens please, the
neighbors!”) when Dick “ate the whole (Onion
Blossom) thing” and mistook indigestion for a
heart attack ...

“How about laughing with us?”
Several shaking branches, rustling and

remembering: Texas teenage Vandal driving his
pick-up into the fireplug, catapulting it into the
side of our brand-new Buick Park Avenue
parked at the curb . . . Shadowy forms scantily
robed, either male or female, sneaking down the
sidewalk in the pre-dawn dark to retrieve the
morning newspaper... A next-door neighbor
lugging a 30-pound live catfish into our kitchen
to plunk it down — gills aquivvering — on
Judy’s kitchen counter, ruining from that day
forward any taste she’d ever had or would have
for catfish ...

“Ever scared?”
No rustles. Leaves very still: The two

different times your car was stolen — the first
time taken on a joyride and discarded when it
ran out of gas, the second time when the thieves
removed four brand new tires replacing them
with old ones, then torching the stripped-down
chassis and abandoning the ravaged vehicle in a
vacant field... TORY, Judy Towne’s “Yellow Rose
of Texas” Chevvy Malibu, having its taillight
and left rear fender clipped by a careening
two-ton black pickup skidding on walnut-sized
hailstones covering Chesley Lane curb-to-curb
one summer afternoon during torrential hailish
rains.

“We’ve been through a lot!” I sighed
gratefully.

In unison, several rustling branches
agreed.

I didn’t have the heart to warn her
about the arboralogical team that would
arrive next morning at dawn, so she must
have watched apprehensively as eight young
men wearing fluorescent orange jackets
scattered across the lawn, laying down rakes,
brooms, power saws and lots of heavy ropes
and tackle.

One fellow, stepping away from the
others, started twirling one end of a thin
string to which a small weight was attached.
With a flick of his wrist and forearm, he sent
the weight sailing high into her upper
crown. When the string’s end caught on a
narrow branch, he let gravity pull the weight
down, paying out the string. Replacing the
weight with a heavier rope he was then able
to maneuver saws, tools, and other
implements into high branches.

Eventually, the head Saw-man hoisted
himself high into the treetop. Attached to his
safety belt was a chain saw which, when
primed and started, roared into life with a
fierceness that shook both tree and me.

Relentlessly, her billowing crown grew
less and less formidable. Emotionally, I was
yanked in two directions -- on the one hand,
as each gnarled branch fell to the lawn with
a loud solid “thump,” it was one less chance
that someone might be seriously hurt by its
free fall in a storm or high wind. On the
other, with each angry growl of those chain
saws, her dignity and integrity were steadily
disappearing before my eyes.

It was too much! I retreated inside the
house to avoid hearing the final knell.

So ... there’ll be no more lush green
leaves to rustle in the Chesley breezes. Two
enormous truckloads of maple chips have
been carted away, to be spread on strange
lawns and gardens as moisture-protecting
mulch. We’ve conducted no Requiem,
engaged no brass bands with color guards,
commissioned no wall plaques, nor proffered
testimonials for “exemplary service,”
although eventually, a small urn of chips
may well occupy an honored position
somewhere in my den.

We step back quietly ... to remember.
And as we do, our spirits soar into the Texas
sky as hers did, remembering that together,
she and we went through a lot! Vivid
memories will last forever.

She was graceful!
She was elegant!
Day and night, for three decades, 

she stood proud as our Silver Maple
Sentinel!
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The following stories were contributed by students of Ms. Mary Minnix.  Ms. Minnix holds a

Masters of Education Degree and has taught in the Talented and Gifted Program for Dallas

Public Schools for eight years.  Following a presentation by Dallas Trees and Parks, the TAG

students wrote their own myths about nature.  The following myths were selected from a number

of excellent contributions.  We were not able to publish them all due to space restraints.

KIDS CORNER

How The Spider Got Eight Legs
by Maria Mandujano 41B - Fourth Grade

Spiders crawled in the grass on their stomachs
before they had legs. One day the exterminators came
and accidentally dropped magic powder. The
exterminators were people that killed and then ate
spiders. The magic powder landed on the spider’s
stomach. Unfortunately the spiders didn’t notice. Then
all of the sudden one of the spiders screamed, “My feet
are growing!” Then many of the other spiders started
saying the same thing. All the spiders grew eight legs.
Then one spider said, “Look I can walk!” The rest of the
spiders were happy when they saw that they could walk
too.

The spiders were so excited they didn’t hear that
the exterminators were coming. The exterminators were
looking for their supper. They saw the spiders and
walked toward them. Then a spider said, “Be careful
here comes the exterminators!” But it was too late.
Suddenly a spider thought “Why don’t I run if I have
legs?” He started running so he could hide. All of the
other spiders saw them and started running too. When
all of the spiders had hid the exterminators were very
confused because there were no spiders. They went
away very puzzled. The spiders came out from where
they were hiding and said, “Wow, now the
exterminators won’t eat us because now we have legs.”
And from there on the ugly exterminators didn’t eat the
spiders anymore. Now the spiders live very happy with
their 8 legs.

How The Rainbow Started
by Hugo Perez - Fifth Grade

Long, long, ago there was an Island called Isah. On the island
lived the most beautiful birds in the world. One of the birds was
called “Soha”, meaning beautiful. Soha’s colors were so different
that some had never been seen before.

Soha spent her time in the morning cleaning her beautiful
feathers. She also spent time flying around and eating. One day
Soha didn’t realize that it was going to rain. She never went flying
in the rainy days. The rain soaked Soha’s feathers. Her beautiful
feathers were washed away. She felt horrified and embarrassed.
She also knew that she couldn’t fly anymore.

One day she saw 3 other birds flying that had beautiful
feathers, feathers like she once had. The 3 birds flew down to see
Soha. When they saw Soha they knew she was sad so they
introduced themselves, “My name is Hugo and these are my 2
brothers, David and Rolando.” Hugo was the oldest bird, then
came David the middle bird, and last was Rolando the youngest.
As Soha told them what had happened she started crying.

Rolando had an idea. He turned around and told David and
Hugo, “Let’s each give two of our feathers to Soha”. Hugo and
David liked the idea and each of them gave her 2 feathers. Soha
got a purple, green, blue, yellow, red, and orange feather. Soha
was very, very happy with the 3 brothers’ kindness. She didn’t
know that the feathers were magical. When Soha spread her new
feathers to fly the magic evolved. As she started flying with the
new feathers the colors spread in the sky. Now when Soha flies
she make a “Rainbow”!! The rainbow comes after the rain because
Soha is so proud that she can fly again.


