THE

Spirit
TREE

In a small village there is a large oak tree that all
the villagers worship, as it is where you go in the
afterlife. Every morning at sunrise the villagers
would wake and pray to their ancestors. They
would do this every day, religiously. The villagers
treated the tree as a god, it was so important to
them, and they would ask questions in their
prayers for advice.
On one crisp morning, a villager named Tusad was
skinning a hare just outside his village, when he
saw a small man with a pristine white shirt walking
very slowly towards the tree.

Tusad was quite far away so couldn't recognise
who it was, but he could just make out that the
man was holding something in his right hand. It
looked like a stick.
Tusad was getting slightly worried, as the man was
getting closer to the tree. So he called out to him
and shouted "Hello! Can I help you?" The man
ignored him, and carried on, walking faster and
faster towards the tree. Tusad shouted "What are
you doing? Get back!" He started running towards
the man and saw that the man was carrying an
axe. The man swung the axe at the trunk of the
tree and started to make huge gouges in the
trunk. When Tusad finally reached the tree the
man had his hand at the base of the tree, and
Tusad shouted "What have you done?"
The man stood up and looked at Tusad. His eyes
turned completely white and he collapsed. Tusad
shouted "Somebody help!" He picked up the
man's body and started walking towards the
Chief's hut when he heard a faint voice calling his
name. He looked around, but he couldn't see
anyone.

Everybody was still asleep in their huts. Tusad
ignored the voice until he heard it say "Stop, go to
the tree!" This time Tusad listened, and started to
walk back towards the tree. He placed the man's
body down, and saw in the trunk of the tree a
message that looked as if it had been burned in. It
read:
"I am the Spirit that guards the tree. I am here to
save it from damage the humans have caused.
The tree is dying! Place my body inside the tree."
Tusad gasped, and looked at the man. He picked
up the body and carefully placed it inside the tree.
The man's fingers began to fade, and then his
whole body faded away into dust going up into
the tree, giving it back its soul.
The old leaves dropped, and the new ones grew
back, bright green. The villagers gathered around
in amazement to see the tree begin its new life.
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