
When I started traveling last year I had a list of priorities and number one among them was to visit 
“George’s Tree,” my brother’s burial site in Germany, for the first time. 

My brother George, a passionate performing musician, teacher of music and loving, gentle human 
being, died of cancer 12 years ago at the age of 58. He had lived in Germany for most of his 
professional career and there he died. Family and friends decided it was most appropriate to give 
him a natural burial, a concept only in its infant stages at the time. 

Now natural burial is becoming increasingly popular worldwide as an alternative to the heinous 
practices of the conventional funeral industry, which equates how much you spend on caskets and 
gimcrack with how much you loved the departed, and tries to instill guilt in the grieving for never 
spending enough. His daughters -- my nieces Elisa and Delphine -- and their mother, Ute, George’s 
ex-wife, three lovely and loving women, cleaned and prepared his body. Then his cremated remains 
were placed in a biodegradable container for burial beneath an Elm tree in a forest specially 
dedicated to the practice. 

Natural burials were all but unheard of in Germany when George died in 2005, but his survivors and 
friends were right in their decision. 

I had never doubted that, but I was never more convinced of it after experiencing the magnificent 
beauty and tranquility of that German forest. None of the many dozens of historic and stately 
churches, stunningly crafted ancient cathedrals, or impressive, traditional cemeteries that I’ve visited 
over the past year and in my life could ever match the grandeur of simplicity that marked the purely 
natural setting selected as the final resting place for George’s remains. 

Ute and her friend Dani took me there, about 20 kilometers outside of Braunschweig, and they 
tactfully disappeared once we found the site, giving me time alone to bathe in the overwhelming 
emotions of the moment, capping an extraordinary year of unforgettable travel for me with the most 
heartfelt and satisfying experience of all. 

The occasion inspired me to write this verse: 

George’s Tree 

Here lies George, laid down gently among the trees 

Where his remains nurture this sturdy creature, 

Giving home to the insects who feed on its foliage, and 

Refuge for the birds to raise their sweet songs, and 

Oxygen that renews the air we breathe, and 

Cool shade for the forest floor where new life teems. 

Beneath this majestic trunk whose boughs reach skyward with his soul 

We hear the comforting rhythms and melodies of the great forest 

As the winds play sweetly in the canopy of its leaves 

With the cool, fresh winds of arbor’s breath, and 

Where in the speckled light of life’s gloaming, 

We still hear his music, forever free and everlasting. 



---- 

I am unimaginably indebted to my family and friends in Germany for their love and care for George, 
and for the many kindnesses they have extended to me. 

 

 


