Pruning a tree is both science and art. To make it hard for the insects, you want to get rid of crossing branches. You also want clean cuts. Ragged cuts will just encourage disease.

Safety issues crop up. It’s hard to reach high-up limbs. My husband had a manual pruning saw on the end of a 12-foot pole, with a rope attached to it in case the saw blade got stuck. Well, the blade did get stuck and he tugged on the rope to loosen it. The blade suddenly got loose, and the pole came back at him, breaking his foot.

It’s hard to describe the right way to prune. The best thing is to watch a pro doing it. 

Early one morning, several years ago, I was running through Avent Park and spotted a worker with a power pruner. It’s on a very long pole. He’s young and he’s doing a swell job, so I stay for a while to see if I could pick up any hints.

After picking up a few pointers   [mention one or two] I decide that I could make my ack-handed husbands pruning task easier if I could buy a power pruner for him. It would certainly be cheaper than having another broken foot. 

“Just what I need,” I say to the guy on the end of the power pruner.

“Excuse me, ma’am,” he says. He’s much younger than I thought.

“I said, I could use one of those power pruners,” I tell him. He keeps on working.

“Yeah, they’re pretty good, ma’am,” he says, still working.

“Do you know where I could get one?” I ask.

“No ma’am. Sorry, I don’t” he says, pausing to wipe his blade clean.

“Do you think Sneed’s would have them?” I ask.

“Don’t know, ma’am. I’m not from around here,” he informs me.

He knows how to prune. He’s working on the park’s best pecan tree, and he’s doing it just right. That tree will have lots of nuts next year because he is [fill in some reason why it’ll have lots of nuts] 

He’s a good-looking lad, rather athletic looking. He’s painfully shy and doesn’t allow himself to look me in the eye. He’s maybe twenty-two or so.

“This one belongs to the Park Commission. Maybe they got it from Lowe’s in Batesville,” he says. “That’s where I’m from.” He seems oddly unassertive. Sort of the aw-shucks country type. Being from a rural upbringing may be where he got his pruning experience. Or maybe his folks had an orchard.

“Are you just working for the park this summer?” I ask.

“Yes ma’am. I go to Ole Miss,” he says.

“What are you taking?” I ask. I’m betting he’s majoring in biology.

“Physical Therapy. With a major in hi-tech prostheses,” he says. His bashfulness is painful to witness.  “In another year I’ll have my degree.” he adds, almost in a mumble.

“So, you’re taking the summer off and just working in the park?” I ask.

“Not really. I’ve got one summer course I want to take. I’m working here to pay for it. It’s goin’ to cost seventeen hundred,” he explains.

“But after that you have another whole year, right?  How will you pay for that?” I’m always curious about these things. I don’t know how anyone can afford college these days.

“I got a baseball scholarship,” he says, looking at the ground. His boyish face has gone bright crimson. 

613 words.

[Fill in with 400 words on pruning lore]

____________________________________  

The University of Mississippi baseball team completed its 2013 season with 38 wins and 24 losses.  
disease.

Safety issues crop up. It’s hard to reach high-up limbs. My husband had a manual pruning saw on the end of a 12-foot pole, with a rope attached to it in case the saw blade got stuck. Well, the blade did get stuck and he tugged on the rope to loosen it. The blade suddenly got loose, and the pole came back at him, breaking his foot.

With luck I might have solved that problem by purchasing an electric pole pruner. I haven’t used it yet due to multiple warnings from  “he who must be obeyed”. He tells me that I need to apply oil to the blade each time that I use it and that it is top heavy so care must be taken whilst balancing on a ladder to reach the highest branches.

It’s hard to describe the right way to prune. The best thing is to watch a pro doing it. 

Early one morning, several years ago, I was running through Avent Park and spotted a worker with a power pruner. It’s on a very long pole. He’s young and he’s doing a swell job, so I stay for a while to see if I could pick up any hints.
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“Just what I need,” I say to the guy on the end of the power pruner.

“Excuse me, ma’am,” he says. He’s much younger than I thought.

“I said, I could use one of those power pruners,” I tell him. He keeps on working.

“Yeah, they’re pretty good, ma’am,” he says, still working.

“Do you know where I could get one?” I ask.

“No ma’am. Sorry, I don’t” he says, pausing to wipe his blade clean.

“Do you think Sneed’s would have them?” I ask.

“Don’t know, ma’am. I’m not from around here,” he informs me.

He knows how to prune. He’s working on the park’s best pecan tree, and he’s doing it just right. That tree will have lots of nuts next year because he is [fill in some reason why it’ll have lots of nuts] 

He’s a good-looking lad, rather athletic looking. He’s painfully shy and doesn’t allow himself to look me in the eye. He’s maybe twenty-two or so.

“This one belongs to the Park Commission. Maybe they got it from Lowe’s in Batesville,” he says. “That’s where I’m from.” He seems oddly unassertive. Sort of the aw-shucks country type. Being from a rural upbringing may be where he got his pruning experience. Or maybe his folks had an orchard.

“Are you just working for the park this summer?” I ask.

“Yes ma’am. I go to Ole Miss,” he says.

“What are you taking?” I ask. I’m betting he’s majoring in biology.

“Physical Therapy. With a major in hi-tech prostheses,” he says. His bashfulness is painful to witness.  “In another year I’ll have my degree.” he adds, almost in a mumble.

“So, you’re taking the summer off and just working in the park?” I ask.

“Not really. I’ve got one summer course I want to take. I’m working here to pay for it. It’s goin’ to cost seventeen hundred,” he explains.

“But after that you have another whole year, right?  How will you pay for that?” I’m always curious about these things. I don’t know how anyone can afford college these days.

“I got a baseball scholarship,” he says, looking at the ground. His boyish face has gone bright crimson. 
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