
Whe
n I

 se
e b

irc
he

s b
en

d t
o l

eft
 an

d r
igh

t

Acro
ss 

the
 lin

es
 of

 st
rai

gh
ter

 da
rke

r tr
ee

s,

I lik
e t

o t
hin

k s
om

e b
oy

's b
ee

n s
wing

ing
 th

em
.

But swinging doesn't bend them down to stay

As ice-storms do. Often you must have seen them

Loaded with ice a sunny winter morning

After a rain. They click upon themselves

As the breeze rises, and turn many-colored

As the stir cracks and crazes their enamel.

Soon the sun's warmth makes them shed crystals shells

Shattering and avalanching on the snow-crust--

Such heaps of broken glass to sweep away

You'd think the inner dome of heaven had fallen.

They a
re dragged to the withered bracke

n by th
e load,

And th
ey s

eem not to
 break; t

hough once th
ey a

re bowed

So low fo
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You may s
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unks 
arch

ing in the woods
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 girls

 on hands a
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But I w
as going to say when Truth broke in

With all her matter-of-fact about the ice-storm

I should prefer to have some boy bend them

As he went out and in to fetch the cows--

Some boy too far fro
m town to learn baseball,

Whose only play was what he found himself,

Summer or winter, and could play alone.

One by one he subdued his father's trees

By ridiing them down over and over again

Until he took the stiffness out of them,

And not one but hung limp, not one was left

For him to conquer.

                    H
e learned all there was To learn about not launching out too soon

And so not carrying the tree away Clear to the ground.

                    He always kept his poise

To the top branches, climbing carefully

With the same pains as you use to fill a cup

Up to the brim, and even above the brim.

Then he flung outward, feet first, with a swish,

Kicking his way down through the air to the ground.

So was I once myself a swinger of birches.

And so I dream of going back to be.

It's when I'm
 weary of considerations,

And life is to much like a pathless wood

W
here your face burns and tickles with the cobwebs

Broken across it, and one eye is weeping

From a twig's having lashed across it open.

I'd like to get away from
 earth awhile

And then com
e back to it and begin over.

M
ay not fate willfully m

isunderstand m
e

And half grant what I wish and snatch m
e away

Not to return.

                    Earth's the right place for love:

I don't know where it's likely to go better.
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 tre

e,
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But d
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e down again.

That w
ould be good both going and co

ming back.
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                    Earth's the right place for love:

I don't know where it's likely to go better.

                    Earth's the right place for love:

I don't know where it's likely to go better.

11'-8"5'

4'
-6

"

4'

5'-8"

10
'

6"

1 PIC

1 VPM

5 RHU

EXISTING TREE TO REMAIN

3 HEP

5 CIH

1 PIC

10 FDG

1 PIC

1 PIC

1 PIC

LEDGESTONE STEPS

1 VIB

6 VIB

1 VIB

3 TOS

TRASH CAN

DOG WASTE RECEPTACLE

ENTRY SIGN

CONCRETE WALK

DOG WASH/WATERING STATION

9 BPJ

2 BNH

BIRCH WALK STONES

2 APB

12 BPJ

REMOVE SHRUBS AS NEEDED

ORIGINAL 'SCHNEIDER PARK' BOULDER

Bi
rc

he
s

by
 R

ob
er

t F
ro

st

Th
is 

bir
ch

 w
alk

 w
as

 m
ad

e 
po

ss
ibl

e 
th

ro
ug

h

th
e 

ge
ne

ro
us

 g
ift 

of
 th

e

CHESS TABLES

BENCH, TYP.

11 ASC

10 RUD

21LIA

15LOB

11GER

16SOL

3ARU

9IGB

3MON

9GER

BOULDER RETAINING WALL

L-1

BEXLEY, OH 43209

ALL DRAWING ARE THE ORIGINAL WORK OF SPRUCE AND MAY NOT BE
DISCLOSED, USED OR DUPLICATED IN ANY WAY WITHOUT THE WRITTEN

CONSENT OF SPRUCE.

271 S. CASSINGHAM RD.
COLUMBUS, OH 43209

T (626) 676-3330

SCHNEIDER PARK

CITY OF BEXLEY

SETS & REVISIONS: DATE:

LANDSCAPE PLAN

DESIGN REVIEW 4-13-23
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SIZEBOTANICAL NAMEKEYQTY

PLANT LIST
(CONTRACTOR RESPONSIBLE FOR ALL PLANTS SHOWN ON PLAN)

2 APB JAPANESE MAPLEACER PALMATUM 'BLOODGOOD'
BNH2 HERITAGE RIVER BIRCHBETULA NIGRA 'HERITAGE'

SHRUBS
CIH5 TATARIAN DOGWOODCORNUS ALBA 'IVORY HALO'

3 ARU GOAT'S BEARDARUNCUS DIOICUS

RHU6 STAGHORN SUMACTHUS TYPHINA 'TIGER EYES'
TOS3 EMERALD GREEN ARBORVITAETHUJA OCCIDENTALIS 'SMARAGD'
VIB8 WAYFARINGTREE VIBURNUMVIBURNUM LANTANA 'MOHICAN'

VPM1 DOUBLEFILE VIBURNUMVIBURNUM PLICATUM F. T. 'MARIESII'
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5 DOG WASH/WATERING
SCALE:  NTS

DOG WASH AND WATERING STATION

COMMON NAME

2"
2" MS

BPJ21 WHITESPIRE BIRCHBETULA PLATYPHYLLA JAPONICA 'WHITESPIRE' 2" MS
FDG10 COLUMNAR GOLDEN EUROPEAN BEECHFAGUS SYLVATICA 'DAWYCK GOLD' 2" MS
HEP3 SEVEN-SON FLOWERHEPTACODIUM MICONIOIDES #15
PIC5 SERBIAN SPRUCEPICEA OMORIKA 8-10'

#5

#10
6-7'
#5
#10

IGB9 INKBERRYILEX GLABRA 'GEM BOX' #3

#1
11 ASC BUTTERFLY WEEDASCLEPIAS TUBEROSA #1
20 GER WILD GERANIUMGERANIUM MACULATUM #1
21 LIA GAYFEATHERLIATRIS SPICATA #1
15 LOB GARDINAL FLOWERLOBELIA CARDINALIS #1
3 MON BEE BALMMONARDA DIDYMA #1

10 RUD BLACK-EYE SUSANRUDBECKIA HIRTA #1
16 SOL SOLIDAGOSOLIDAGO 'LITTLE LEMON' #1
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2 PARK ENTRY SIGN - DRAFT
SCALE:  NTS
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APB - JAPANESE MAPLE
15-20'X15-20'

BNH - HERITAGE RIVER BIRCH
40-70'X40-60' 

BPJ - WHITESPIRE BIRCH
40-50'X15-20'

FDG - COLUMNAR GOLDEN EUROPEAN BEECH
25'X6'

HEP - SEVEN-SON FLOWER
15-20'X8-10'

PIC - SERBIAN SPRUCE
40-60'X15-20'

CIH - TATARIAN DOGWOOD
4-6'X4-6' / MAY-JUN

IGB - INKBERRY
2-3'X2-3'

RHU - STAGHORN SUMAC
3-6'X3-6' / JUL

TOS - EMERALD GREEN ARBORVITAE
12-14'X3-4'

VIB - WAYFARINGTREE VIBURNUM
7-8'X7-8' / MAY

VPM - DOUBLFILE VIBURNUM
10-12'X12-15' / APR-MAY

ARU - GOAT'S BEARD
4-6'X2-4' / APR-MAY

ASC - BUTTERFLY WEED
1-2.5'X1-1.5' / JUN-AUG

GER - WILD GERANIUM
1.5-2'X1-1.5' / APR-MAY

LIA - GAYFEATHER
2-4'X0.75-1.5' / JUL-AUG

LOB - CARDINAL FLOWER
2-4'X1-2' / JUL-SEP

MON - BEE BALM
2-4'X2-3' / JUL-AUG

RUD - BLACK-EYE SUSAN
2-3'X1-2' / JUN-SEP

SOL - SOLIDAGO
0.75-1.5'X0.75-1.5' / JUL-AUG

1 PLANTS
SCALE:  NTS
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But swinging doesn't bend them down to stay

As ice-storms do. Often you must have seen them

Loaded with ice a sunny winter morning

After a rain. They click upon themselves

As the breeze rises, and turn many-colored

As the stir cracks and crazes their enamel.

Soon the sun's warmth makes them shed crystals shells

Shattering and avalanching on the snow-crust--

Such heaps of broken glass to sweep away

You'd think the inner dome of heaven had fallen.

They a
re dragged to the withered bracke

n by th
e load,

And they s
eem not to

 break; t
hough once they a

re bowed

So low fo
r lo

ng, th
ey n

ever ri
ght th

emselve
s:

You may s
ee their tr

unks 
arch

ing in the woods

Years a
fterwards, t

railin
g their le

aves o
n the ground

Like
 girls

 on hands a
nd kn

ees th
at th

row their h
air

Before them over th
eir h

eads to
 dry i

n the su
n.

But I w
as going to say when Truth broke in

With all her matter-of-fact about the ice-storm

I should prefer to have some boy bend them

As he went out and in to fetch the cows--

Some boy too far fro
m town to learn baseball,

Whose only play was what he found himself,

Summer or winter, and could play alone.

One by one he subdued his father's trees

By ridiing them down over and over again

Until he took the stiffness out of them,

And not one but hung limp, not one was left

For him to conquer.

                    H
e learned all there was

To learn about not launching out too soon
And so not carrying the tree away Clear to the ground.

                    He always kept his poise

To the top branches, climbing carefully

With the same pains as you use to fill a cup

Up to the brim, and even above the brim.

Then he flung outward, feet first, with a swish,

Kicking his way down through the air to the ground.

So was I once myself a swinger of birches.

And so I dream of going back to be.

It's when I'm
 weary of considerations,

And life is to m
uch like a pathless wood

W
here your face burns and tickles with the cobwebs

Broken across it, and one eye is weeping

From
 a twig's having lashed across it open.

I'd like to get away from
 earth awhile

And then com
e back to it and begin over.

M
ay not fate willfully m

isunderstand m
e

And half grant what I wish and snatch m
e away

Not to return.

                    Earth's the right place for love:

I don't know where it's likely to go better.
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                    Earth's the right place for love:

I don't know where it's likely to go better.

                    Earth's the right place for love:

I don't know where it's likely to go better.
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Birches
by Robert  Frost

This birch walk was made possible through the generous
gift of the

.....
_______

When I see birches bend to left and right
Across the lines of straighter darker trees,

I like to think some boy's been swinging them.
_______

But swinging doesn't bend them down to stay
As ice-storms do. Often you must have seen them

Loaded with ice a sunny winter morning
After a rain. They click upon themselves

As the breeze rises, and turn many-colored
As the stir cracks and crazes their enamel.

_______

Soon the sun's warmth makes them shed crystal shells
Shattering and avalanching on the snow-crust -

Such heaps of broken glass to sweep away
You'd think the inner dome of heaven had fallen.

_______

They are dragged to the withered bracken by the load,
And they seem not to break: though once they are bowed

So low for long, the never right themselves:
You may see their trunks arching in the woods

Years afterwards, trailing their leaves on the ground
Like girls on hands and knees that throw their hair

Before them over their heads to dry in the sun.
_______

But I was going to say when Truth broke in
With all her matter-of-fact about the ice-storm
I should prefer to have some boy bend them

As he went out and in to fetch the cows -
Some boy too far from town to learn baseball,
Whose only play was what he found himself,

Summer or winter, and could play alone.
_______

One by one he subdued his father's trees
By riding them down over and over again
Until he took the stiffness out of them,

And not one but hung limp, not one was left
For him to conquer.

_______

He learned all there was
To learn about not launching too soon

And so not carrying the tree away
Clear to the ground.

_______

He always kept his poise
To the top branches, climbing carefully

With the same pains you use to fill a cup
Up to the brim, and even above the brim.

_______

Then he flung outward, feet first, with a swish,
Kicking his way down through the air to the ground.

So was I once myself a swinger of birches.
And so I dream of going back to be.

_______

It's when I'm weary of considerations,
And life is too much like a pathless wood

Where your face burns and tickles with the cobwebs
Broken across it, and one eye is weeping

From a twig's having lashed across it open.
_______

I'd like to get away from earth a while
And then come back to it and begin over.
May no fate willfully misunderstand me

And half grant what I wish and snatch me away
Not to return.

_______

Earth's the right place for love:
I don't know where it's likely to get better.

_______

I'd like to go by climbing a birch tree,
And climb black branches up a snow-white trunk
Toward heaven, till the tree could bear no more,

But dipped its top and set me down again.
That would be good both going and coming back.

_______

One could do worse than be a swinger of birches.
_______

2 'BIRCHES' BY ROBERT FROST
SCALE:  NTS 3 FOND DU LAC STONE STEPPERS

SCALE:  NTS
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