
The old man looked down at the seed in his hand. He had lived many long years by himself and had spent his 
time out in the gardens, learning nature’s deep secrets. His hands were rough from the hard soil and his brow 
was dark from the many hours out in the sun. He breathed life into the flowers and trees and spoke to each one 
as if they were long lost friends. The old man had seen many seedlings in his lifetime and knew each by name. 
The one in his hand was different though. He could feel the seed’s energy and power surging through his hand 
and rippling his body. The old man folded the seed carefully into the soil. He would take good care of this one. 
 
Years went by and the old man watched as his favorite seed started to become a small tree. He would breathe 
onto its leaves and whisper to the thin branches as he spent day after day giving water and nourishment. No 
matter how hard the old man tried, however, the tree did not seem to have the willingness to grow tall and 
strong. 
 
One day, a couple moved into the vacant house across the way from the old man’s garden. They were kind in 
heart and had a little girl with rosy cheeks and chocolate curls that would bounce as she played in the front 
yard. Every day the old man would catch sight of the little girl sneaking into his garden. She would kiss the 
flowers and watch as they danced in the breeze. Before the little girl would go home every night she would 
stop in front of the old man’s tree, reach out her hand, and sing. It was a soft beautiful song that caught on the 
back of the wind and sail through the sky into every dark corner of the earth. After singing, she would look at 
the tree, say goodbye, and skip away. 
 
After a few weeks of watching the little girl come into his garden, the old man decided to teach her nature’s 
secrets. They spent every day whispering and breathing life into the garden. The old man would teach her how 
to listen to the beauty around her and how to truly look at even the smallest of creations. At the end of each 
day, they would stop at the tree. Time after time the little girl would sing her soul into the tree, bringing tears 
to the old man’s eyes. 
 
Years went by and the tree began to grow stronger and taller. The little girl grew with the tree. They became 
one as energy and life circled between them. Higher and higher into the sky the tree would grow and the little 
girl grew next to it into a young woman. Soon it was time for the girl to move away from home and start her 
own life. The old man watched as she said her goodbyes to the tree and sang the old familiar song once again. 
As she was leaving, the girl looked at the tree and slowly whispered to it one last request- to never stop 
growing. 
The tree listened. 
 
It grew higher and higher into the sky- never stopping. It became the ultimate connection between Earth and 
Sky. It’s roots stretched far below the surface and the leaves glistened high in the clouds. People from far and 
wide came to admire the dominating tree. Soon it demanded respect and reverence from all who witnessed it. 
The tree ended up being the most powerful and mysterious element of nature and out lived generations upon 
generations. The tree witnessed happiness and sadness, love, concern, passion. It saw the changes happening 
all around but it never stopped growing. The song of life, given by the little girl was soul enough to keep it 
going higher and higher. 
 
Just think: All this from a little girl who listened, learned, and saw that a powerful beauty was in even the 
smallest of trees.	  


