
 1 



 2 

It was a warm fall afternoon and the dust was blowing behind me as I headed west down the gravel 
road to a destination I had never been to before.  I had heard of this place just a week earlier at a 
Capital Square office in downtown Des Moines.  Then I was dressed in a suit and tie but today I was 
dressed in blue jeans and work boots.  I was following a white Ford Taurus wagon with a dog in the 
back.  I followed the white car into the driveway to get my first glimpse of a few very small trees 

scattered around the landscape, most not taller than the 
brome grass they were planted in.  There was no sign telling 
me where I was but the gentlemen in the white car 
knew.  He had probably been here every day over the past 
two years, planting and watering trees, establishing prairie, 
mowing grass and seeing his dream of starting an 
arboretum come to life.  Mr. Brenton, Lucky, the dog in the 
car, and I walked around the arboretum for a few hours that 
October day back in 1998. Basically, we looked at and 
talked trees, he showed me what was planted, told me the 
plans for more tree plantings and shared his thoughts for 
the future of the arboretum.  Every year on warm sunny 
days in October when the corn leaves are rustling in the 
wind like they did 25 years ago, I think about the first time I 
came to the arboretum and start to reminisce. 
I think about the first tree I planted which was a shagbark 
hickory, Carya ovata, #1999-001 which was a little over two 
feet tall, just some roots and a stick Mr. Brenton had dug up 
at his forest in southern Iowa and brought to the 
arboretum.  This tree is over 35 feet tall now and has been 
producing hickory nuts for many years.  I think about the 

three feet tall sycamore, Platanus occidentalis, 2002-114 I planted by the bridge over Lake 
Homestead where we pull water from the lake to fill the water wagon.  For years, I wondered if this 
tree would ever provide some shade while the water wagon filled.  It took some time but eventually, I 
could walk over and stand under its branches to get relief from the blazing July sun and now this 
once little tree shades the entire truck and wagon.  I 
planted eight common baldcypress, Taxodium 
distichum my first year and thought would I ever see 
the “cypress knees”?  Baldcypress accession #1999-
181 has had knees for ten years now.  I reflect on the 
thousands of trees I've planted over this time, many 
no longer here but thousands which are growing 
bigger with every passing year. 
Much has changed in the last 25 years since I 
started at the arboretum especially when it comes to 
the reason we exist, the trees.  Trees which have 
been nurtured and with time have created an 
arboretum.  Anyone driving west down the gravel 
road now knows they have arrived at the Brenton 
Arboretum.  So, if its been awhile since you were out 
for a visit or if it was just last week, come and see for 
yourself how the trees have grown and the beautiful 
space they have created. 

 

 

Arboretum in September of 1996 

Arboretum in September of 2021 



 3 

¨ 

¨ 

¨ 

¨ 

¨ 

¨ 

¨ 

¨ 



 4 



 5 

NONPROFIT ORG 
U.S. POSTAGE PAID 

THE BRENTON ARBORETUM 
PERMIT No. 3 


