There was once a man who was once
a boy. He lived in a house with a big
garden in front of it. The day he was
born, his father celebrated by
planting a tree in the garden. The
boy grew and the tree grew. Together.

They were brothers, the boy and the tree. Each spreading their own

roots and branching out in their own ways. The boy loved to see new
things, do new things, hear, smell, feel and taste new things. But most

of all, he loved to go to new places. For he had the heart of a travelling
man. And all the time, the tree just stood there, in its place, growing and

growing. Quietly.



