
She stands mighty. But, while you marvel at her, you must understand that there
is far more to this gentle giant than meets the eye. She’s actually connected to
an intricate and global network of data right under your feet. She’s sharing secret
messages with her roots and the nutrients pulsing through her, through the soil.
Right where you stand, right now. At a rate as fast as 5G capabilities, this tree is
communicating with the other trees around you and they are sharing with trees
around them and on and on and on. They are talking, gossiping about you,
sharing information to all of the other different trees, even the stumps. The
stumps, her old friends, are sustained by her. You can be, too.

Now do these steps, check off each
box once complete:

Look down at the ground.
Look up at her.
Look down again.
Walk to the tree.
Put your left hand on her
delicately with your fingers facing
up and your palm pressed gently
against her bark.

Say these words aloud: “Ms. Black
Cherry Tree, may you forever
stand tall. Tell your other friends
we love them, too.”
Thank her.
Walk away slowly.

This will prepare your heart and mind
for the path you are about to walk.
(Once complete, please tear off this
portion of your assignment and place
back in the map box.)

1. BlaCK CHERRY

2. RED MAPLE

5. SUGAR MAPLE

7. cucumber bush

10. WHITE ASH

13. ENGLISH WEEPING BEECH

9. AMERICAN BEECH
4b. oh need er

8. BLACK GUM

12. TULIP TREE

6. Spice bush

11. RED ELDERBERRY

AWacker Nueson EZ-28 Excavator was used to clear the brush. A John Deer
E26LOC was used to lift branches off the trail. A LogLoft 181 was used to pick the
tree up from the tree farm. A MAC flatbed trailer hauled the tree from Allegheny
National Forest. A T234B Loader was used to take the tree off of the truck. A
Ponsse Ergo was used to dig a hole. Ten men and women wearing blue shirts
worked the machinery. A Timberjack 240c was used to drag the tree into the
trail. A Cary Deck Crane was used to lift the tree into the hole. Two men used X-
Spark Square Point Shovels, 39-inches in length, to add soil around the tree. The
tree was planted.

If you are fromwestern Pennsylvania (or have lived here more than two
months), you know about this one. Take a moment to appreciate something
sweet. Cherish it.

Did you know that cucumbers grow on trees? Once found primarily in hardiness
zone 9, cucumber trees were imported farther north in the 1930s to meet the
demand of the especially lucrative and ever-expanding U.S. pickle industry
(careful students of U.S. economic and agrarian history may recall the rise and
fall of the great pickle barons of the 1940s and ‘50s). There are nowmore
cucumber tree varieties grown for pickle production than for all other fresh
markets combined.

STOP. See this tree, and it will see you back. Go to the back of the tree
and pick up the dice. Shake it in your hand, blow on the dice, roll them on
the ground and say out loud “SNAKE EYES”. These numbers uncover
information about your world. The universe is a system and once broken
down we are left with basic elements, which is numbers. The numbers
you just rolled help us to better understand the world and ourselves. What
you just rolled is your Soul Urge Number, often referred to as the Heart’s
Desire number. This is a symbol of your inner true, self. The most
interesting thing about the Soul Urge number is that it often reveals truth
in people once they see the number. Truth revealed

Follow the stone corridors and sneak through the sunken gardens to find the
ancient Terra Pius (Holy Ground) Tree, also commonly known as the English
Weeping Beech Tree.

Fagus sylvatica 'Pendula', is a cultured variety of the deciduous European
Beech. Characterized by its sweeping, pendulous branches, the stem of the
majestic weeping tree is disguised by a curtain of weeping branches and often
embellished with the initials of young lovers. These branches may reach the
ground and start new roots again, an endless cycle of regeneration. The
weeping is for joy and wonder and epiphany.

This particular tree is not only a tree, but also a room — one discoverable not
only in physical time and space, but also in inner space. It’s a room for reflection
and realization. At this particular tree, on one particularly fine Sunday afternoon,
a woman entered the room of her heart and reflected and realized and suddenly,
startlingly recognized. She traced curious symbols and map-point freckles until
she found a place made just for her and marked just for her: familiar and
comforting, mysterious and mystical in equal measures. She knew the place as
if she’d always known it, without ever knowing it before at all. She saw it and
saw him and knew him, and she was full and happy and enchanted by any and
all measures. She was irrevocably bitten, discovering and discovered.

Ideal for first kisses, confessions of true feelings, revelations, revolutions,
awakenings, renewed commitments, and spiritual callings, these intelligent
roots and mighty elephant-skin stem serve as a solemn witness to all matters of
heart and spirit. Its encompassing canopy and gentle embrace provide a soft
place to land and launch, with passion and faith and loving intentions made
strong and alive under the boughs of the Holy Ground Tree.

If you visit, keep a vigilant watch for angels and saints bearing gifts and be sure
to welcome themwith warmth and reverent appreciation. This tree has been
waiting 100 years for your story.

You are standing before a real-life native species: the lovely American Beech.
This capable creature is monoecious (the male and female flowers are separate
on the same plant) and part of a cross-continental extended family, the regal
Beech.

“Beech, (genus Fagus), genus of about 10 species of deciduous ornamental
and timber trees in the family Fagaceae native to temperate and subtropical
regions of the Northern Hemisphere. The pale red-brownwood is durable
underwater and is valued for indoor use, tool handles, and shipping
containers. The nuts provide forage for game animals, are used in fattening
poultry, and yield an edible oil.”

(Please don’t take a bite.) Reprinted without permission,
but with lots of cheek, from Encyclopedia Britannica

Remove your shoes.
You are approaching the most sacred tree in the forest.

Sometimes pronounced “wonder,” the Oh Need Er Tree is indeed full of wonder.
Rare and, some say, otherworldly. You must pause, stand perfectly still, close
your eyes, and have someone read to you this important story, a love story. If
you are by yourself read it out loud.

He was overwhelmed by how beautiful she was when he first saw her. He was
short of breath around her. He loved howwicked smart she was. Chills moved
up his right arm and passed through his left arm when her hand slipped into
his. The small hairs on his arm stood up. Her hand laid handsomely in his. He
loved to make her laugh, to hear her laugh. He loved the small dimple on her
nose and her baby blue eyes. He enjoyed her wit and banter. They prayed
together. He first kissed her under a tree that surrounded them (See Tree 13:
Holy Ground). His lips touched hers ever so lightly. The stars in the sky
stopped moving. Mercury stopped spinning. Pluto became a planet. He could
not believe he was kissing the most beautiful woman in the universe. A saint
came to her and gave her flowers. The friars sang. This is their tree.

APoembyCassidyCarthew : AHuman’s Proposal
I once heard that when you fall in love with whoever
you and your previous perceptions of this person start to dissever
their human imperfections disappear
whether this ignorance is intentional or not is unclear
you view them as a type of divine being
perhaps this is the truth you are seeing
this veracious vision is something i desire
both my heart and my eyes may conspire
i want you to be my deity on this earth
i will worship you henceforth
i want to bestowyou the treatment that you deserve
to all your aspirations i will always try to subserve
i want to perceive you as the most beautiful existence that has ever graced this galaxy
i want to live for you disregarding mymorality
i want to love youwholeheartedly
i want you to love me unconditionally
regardless of my paranoia, anxiety, dependence, indecision, sadness, ugliness…
me being human
would you bewilling?
Would you be my divine being?

Shewrote this poem as a dedication to the ones
who are beautiful, and the oneswho think they aren’t.

Take a deep breath and see whether you can detect the delicate floral notes of the
Tuliptree. Congratulations! You’ve completed the first stretch of what we hope is a lifelong
journey of silly and playful exploration, appreciation for the majesty and magic that
surrounds you, and alignment with the cosmic creative energy (love) that is waiting to
bloom in your heart.

Please note: Your next destination will require car, carriage, or noble steed, unless you are
prepared for a day’s journey by foot or a taxing and blustery (but scenic) journey bywing.
Traverse approximately 23.360834 nautical miles North/NorthEast to reach coordinates,
40.509687, -78.639081

Please also note: Some of the information in this map is constructed. Parts of it are
universal truths. The coordinates are true.

Trading and tricking, growing and expanding in unsustainable ways, the Spice
Bush is a throwback to spice trading, the Age of Empires, and greed that can’t
be quenched. Unchecked, it takes and breaks anything in its path. We think
the Age is over, but we need to watch for the same deep-buried, sleeping
blight in every one of us.

This tree is happy to be part of the Honeysuckle family, can growmultiple trunks,
and may soar to 20 feet (sometimes more, if he’s really stretching). Show your
support and reach toward the sky, if you please.

3. NORTHERN RED OAK

4. RIVER BIRCH

What you’re looking at here is the good old, Northern Red Oak. More than
25,000 bugs call this tree home. Ghost praying mantis, narrowinged mantid,
rubber flies, lorthrips thrips, rose midge, tachinid flies, face fly, winsome fly,
dusty-wings, brown lacewings, green lacewings, spider mite, ash flower gall
mite, Agromyzud fly, acron-plum gall, ash chestnut gall wasp, common sawfly,
locust gall midge, knopper gall, poplar twiggal fly, slippery elm gall aphid, wool
sower gall maker, willow shot-hole midge, and ear ticks live here, too.

The Iroquois Indians were the first to walk on the land you are walking on now.
Mohawk, Onondaga, Oneida, Cayuga, Tuscarora, and Seneca tribes represented
the Iroquois League. Theywere considered Iroquois because of their similar
dialect, languages and cultures. Alaqua, a young 14-year old Oneida Indian,
loved to play near this tree. She pretended it was the location of the great spirit
Wakȟáŋ Tȟáŋka. She would tell stories to Wakȟáŋ Tȟáŋka and carve her
trinkets, charms, and gems with the fallen branches or small rocks and place
them around the tree. She would build small groups of rocks around the gems.
She would sit inside the small cairns circling around — sitting next to the tree.
She made small mounds of dry twigs and dead weeds and burned them. A
flame would never appear, yet it would smoke. She would wave the smoke over
her face. She imagined this ritual blocked the Wašíču from harming her.
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