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stomach full and satisfied. He lay down comfortably next to the 
small fire and fell deeply into sleep.   
 When Amal awoke, a bright sun greeted his eyes. He 
looked up at the great tree which had guarded, warmed, and fed 
him the previous night. Its leaves were enormous and deep green in 
colour. Its bark wrapped its way gracefully up the trunk like dark 
brown fingers, caressing a blue sky. Small red berries inhabited the 
canopy in rich abundance. Such a beautiful tree Amal had never 
seen. All about the hill and down a road on the south side grew 
lush bushes and shrubs with cloud-white stems (almost the shade 
of bone), which bore fruit and berries of all colours and sizes. Amal 
had never set eyes on such a fertile and delightful place.
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