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When a seed falls into the 
ground, it does not die. 

It remains alive, and morphs into 
another living being. In so doing, 
it also produces many more seeds 
in the resulting fruit. So in that 
sense, it is a form of multiplying 
reproduction, not death.

However, one way a seed can die, 
is if it is never planted...
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Once upon a time, there was 
a seed.
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It was not unusually small and had a 
kind of brownish and orange coat. I 
had found it laying, oddly enough, 
on the edge of a well. Almost like 
I could have imagined in another 
world that it had hopped itself up 
there, to try to find some water. 
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I nearly flicked it into the well, 
speculating on the relief and re-
freshment it would most certainly 
find after a long fall and a splash. I 
made a circle with my middle fin-
ger and thumb and held it close. 
But the air swiveled and I stared at 
my fingers, as if they were connect-
ed to another hand in another time. 
It was then as if I had no control 
over them; those fingers connect-
ed to some other body. Because of 
that, it did not surprise me when the 
fingers relaxed and shifted away. 
However, as I followed the hand 
up the arm, I was surprised to see 
that it was connected to me. I had 
wanted to help that little seed get a 
drink. What made me stop?
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With curious ease, I picked up the 
seed and dropped it into my pouch. 
Then on second thought, I took it 
out again to see if I could discover 
anything important. It was a seed—
and I had seen many of them—but 
it was also unlike any others. 
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I spun around in the direction of 
the market with my fist clenched 
around my new discovery. On the 
way, I had a sense of the aliveness 
of the seed. It was as if in the span 
of a few moments, it had become a 
friend. Not like another human, but 
more of the character of a friendly 
animal or pet. 
I mouthed whispered words along 
the path. “Who are you my little 
friend? And how did you get on 
top of the well?” Just then my eyes 
wandered over to a water wheel and 
the shine of the sunbeam flashed 
bright brilliance. My mind formed 
a phrase: sparkling jewel. 
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At the market, Oled could not iden-
tify the seed. That’s odd, I thought, 
since he’s a tree worker. 
Auntie Ess, who tends a garden said 
it might be a kind of rose, but she 
also admitted being unsure. “Well, 
there’s only one way to find out,” 
she remarked as I hobbled away. 
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Sitting down by the market well, I 
held my flat palm upward, with the 
seed perched atop. My nose was 
only about a hand length away and 
I stared in close observation. This 
time, I asked out loud, “Where 
would you like me to plant you?” 
This turn of events had become 
somewhat mysterious and I didn’t 
want to miss anything that might 
be important. But in that moment, 
I had no particular thoughts or in-
spiration.
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I wandered off toward the commu-
nity garden, contemplating a good 
spot. But along the way, I noticed a 
bright red bird splashing in a pud-
dle. I chuckled to myself thinking I 
could use a bath as well. 
And then, my eyes drifted well past 
the bird to a half circle of trees in a 
clearing I had seen often. But now 
those trees reminded me somehow 
of ancient stone columns. The lo-
cation was not far from the river on 
the way to the cliffs and I wondered 
how I did not see them this way be-
fore. Maybe it was the light of the 
day and the shadows.
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I set out and after some healthy 
strides, I stood there. It seemed a 
perfectly balanced place for the 
seed. But then again, there were 
five trees not far away. How would 
the seed find sun? 
Turning my head, I blinked and cal-
culated that the sun would face the 
open side of the semi-circle, so that 
would not be a problem. But even I 
could imagine that the ground there 
must be a crisscross of roots, weav-
ing below the surface. Surely this 
would not be a good place to plant 
the seed.
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And then it was like I saw in my 
mind’s eye a central shoot grow-
ing into a tree, while the other five 
trees shrank. Or maybe it wasn’t a 
shrinking, but just that the middle 
tree was growing so big to surpass 
them. In my vision, they even start-
ed to crumble like stone fractured 
by an earthquake. 
It seemed as if my seed were to 
grow here, it would only happen if 
the surrounding trees died. I mean, 
I wasn’t even sure my seed was that 
of a tree. What if it’s a flower? Or 
a shrub? But regardless, somehow 
it seemed that the roots of the trees 
would have to give way to make 
space.
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With hesitation, I walked to about 
the center of the semi-circle of 
trees and held the seed just above 
the ground. It felt heavy and I knew 
that I knew somehow that it want-
ed to be there. So against my better 
judgment, I dug a shallow hole and 
took one last look at the seed. 
Then I breathed on it as if willing 
it to be warmed. My breath formed 
words which said, “Stay bearing. 
Keep fruitful. Remember your 
root.”
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Then in the ground it went, and dirt 
quickly followed. I stepped back 
to observe my work, but I seemed 
strangely far away. I guessed my 
role was done. 
The whole experience had tak-
en less time than it takes to water 
and rub down a horse. But it was 
solemnly meaningful for me. It 
seemed the most important thing 
I had done the whole day, or may-
be my whole life. That night, I lay 
awake, feeling noble, like I had 
stepped forward and contributed.
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The coming days never passed 
without me passing the place where 
I planted the seed. It became such 
a regular habit, that I felt the need 
to give it a name. I surmised that 
if the seed grew, time would tell 
what it would become. But in the 
meantime, I decided to name it  
Sacre. 
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Within a moon turn, the name I had 
given came to mean for me, not just 
the seed, but the location, and sort-
of, the entire experience. I would 
say to myself that “I must go to Sa-
cre and to see of any progress.” 
Alas, there was nothing to see for 
many suns, except the dirt I had 
placed there. No shoot or green or 
anything. 
In fact, once or twice I was tempted 
to dig it up to make sure the seed 
was still there.
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The weather cooled without any 
growth and in the darker times, 
I stopped visiting. And then I am 
somewhat ashamed to say that I 
mostly forgot Sacre. I married and 
my involvements turned elsewhere. 
I left to a distant land where I stayed 
for many seasons. Every once in a 
while, I thought of Sacre and won-
dered what had become of that lit-
tle seed.
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There is much I could say of those 
following times, but most of it is 
unrelated to this story. Life was 
rich and rewarding. We did not 
bear children, for reasons we never 
knew. But we drank down the pas-
sions of life and lived our best to 
the fullest. 
And then, one night after many 
seasons, I lay next to my dear and 
told her the story of Sacre the seed. 
The words felt good to share and 
she relished to listen. When I fin-
ished, she told me that “Sacre” was 
not the name of the seed, but of the 
seed in that resting place. Appar-
ently from my story, she surmised 
that the real name of the seed—that 
which it had itself known—was 
“Sparkling Jewel.”
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And after that, sometimes when 
I looked at my dearest with deep 
love in my eyes, she called me  
“Sparkling Jewel.” 
Eventually we named a horse “Jew-
el” and another one “Sparkle,” and 
then put a sign above the stable 
door that read “Sacre.” 
Sometimes I would look up in the 
night sky and wonder what had hap-
pened to the real Sparkling Jewel 
of Sacre. In those times I could not 
foresee if I would ever venture back 
to that place. I could only imagine.
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Life wore on as it is known to do. 
And to keep to the point of this sto-
ry, I will skip far forward. 
Eventually in my eldest years, my 
dear love died. In truth my heart 
died with her. I told her I would 
carry her back to Sacre to be bur-
ied. Which I did. 
Upon reaching the place, the 
tree—for a tree it had indeed be-
come—was already taller than 
the five other surrounding trees. It 
was dark-green-leafed and tall and 
mostly narrow. I had never seen 
anything like it, and so I could not 
identify it. 
With great anguish, I buried my 
love in the shade of the Sparkling 
Jewel at Sacre. 
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I soon learned Oled was gone, but I 
found his son and showed him the 
new grave. I also told him to bury 
me one day next to her. I asked him 
about the tree and he merely said it 
had become a wonder and a delight 
to the people. He also did not know 
of the type of tree. Then I told him 
the name—Sparkling Jewel of Sa-
cre—and he was quiet for a time as 
if in awe. He promised to bury me 
next to her when it was my time.
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I returned to my earlier place and 
turned to the motions of life as best 
as I could. But I could see my life 
was coming to an end. I had lived 
my time.
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This is the part of the story that 
some may find particularly curi-
ous. Normally, the elementals are 
not mixed, but in this case, I must 
break with norm in order to explain 
what happened to the tree. Other-
wise you might never know.
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After I died, Oled’s son bur-
ied my body just as he said. 
I watched him and in truth 

I could not have done a better job. 
He held his hands over his eyes in 
the ways of the tradition and it did 
touch my spirit to see his sincerity. 
He eventually left, but I remained 
there with my love, as we looked 
on at the places where our bodies 
lie.
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We recounted the many memories 
we created, and we laughed at how 
we could know what the other was 
thinking without any words pass-
ing. It was one of the delights we 
never could have expected. I sent 
her a thought that the tree had now 
become the tallest of the forest. Her 
thought was that it could become 
the largest in the world. 
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We narrowed our focus just then 
and discovered that by doing so, 
we could mutually see into the fu-
ture. Time sped and we witnessed 
the other five trees shriveling unto 
barrenness. While the “Jewel,” as it 
was known in that element, in fact, 
grew to the tallest and greatest in 
the world. 
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I recalled the small size of the 
seed, ages past, and compared it to 
the grandeur it had become. Truly 
there was no comparison. And as 
we looked on, the tree grew as if 
it would never stop. I will say that 
I felt a certain sense of pride that I 
had been the one to plant that seed.
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But off and away across where the 
river ran, a giant bird came and 
landed. It stood as tall as ten men! 
It flashed its enormous eyes and 
flicked its head, this way and that. I 
know it saw us in the distance. 
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It preened feathers and then took 
off in the air. It ascended as high 
as if it would touch the stars, but 
then it dove straight to the ground, 
to the place where it had just be-
fore been standing. If I had been in 
my body I would surely have shud-
dered to think it might crash into the 
ground. But we watched it descend 
with outstretched claws, as if about 
to pounce on a rabbit. Instead, the 
claws clutched the ground and the 
great bird strained and stretched to 
turn upwards once again. 



31

And in that movement, it slowly lift-
ed a great and awesome column of 
ground straight up. It ripped it right 
out in an explosive spectacle of dirt 
and roots and rocks. The sound was 
deafening, and everything shook as 
if the earth was being rent in two. 
Once it had fully disconnected its 
catch, the bird just flew upwards 
and hovered there; flapping wings 
and holding the massive tower of 
earth, suspended in space and time.
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We floated to the place and saw 
what we expected: an enormously 
deep hole. My love sent a thought 
that the hole seemed just about as 
deep as the height of the tree. And 
she was correct. 
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Then even as we knew what was 
about to happen, it still took away 
one’s breath to see it. We turned 
and looked back to where we were 
to witness an enormous hand grab-
bing the tree by the trunk near the 
ground. It yanked it from its place 
with a sound like thunder and light-
ning mixed. In a moment, the Jew-
el of Sacre was no longer in place, 
but it hung in the air with roots dan-
gling above the ground. Even then, 
it took all of our faculties strained 
to fathom the meaning. We instinc-
tively moved away from the hole.
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And just like that, the hand lifted 
and threw the tree in a great arc as 
large as the biggest rainbow the 
sky has ever held. It moved slow-
ly and seemed to take an eternity 
for it to reach. It fell precisely to its 
new place as the trunk sank, roots 
first, directly into the hole left by 
the bird. 
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Down it went and I heard her won-
der if the hole would completely 
engross it. But as we watched, it 
suddenly stopped with a thud that 
shook the ground. Instantly all was 
silent and still. 
And there it was. Only visible now 
was the very top of the tree, stand-
ing as tall as two horses. 
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I knew it was still alive. Presum-
ably, the roots had taken to the bot-
tom of the hole. But I noticed that 
it had stopped growing. The tree 
was just as tall as before, but it did 
not look so, because it was now in 
a very, very deep hole. 
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After all had settled, we floated over 
to get a closer look. On the way my 
thoughts stumbled over the name 
I had once given. “Sacre” was for 
the former place in the center of 
the trees. Now in this other place, 
in a hole, it seemed I had nothing to 
properly call it. Maybe just “spar-
kling jewel,” but it honestly looked 
like neither. So I simply settled on 
“tree.” 
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Just then we arrived, and we got as 
close to the tree as we desired. As 
we looked down, the sides of the 
hole were very nearly just touching 
the ends of the branches. From a 
distance it would look like a nor-
mal-sized tree, but now not very 
tall, at least compared to what it 
had been moments ago. I hope you 
can understand when I say that the 
tree saw us, just then, and spoke 
right up. 
“Do you see my splendor and maj-
esty? I am the tallest in the world 
and none compare to me. I do any-
thing I like because my trunk can 
not be cut down to size. I give life 
to those I choose for I command 
destiny. I rule over all.”
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We said nothing but marveled at the 
tone of the voice of the tree. It ap-
parently was unaware of what just 
happened, or quite possibly refused 
to accept it. Or maybe it had been 
blinded.



40  

Just then, a cry far overhead split 
the sky and the great bird, still hold-
ing the column of dirt, began to fly 
in a circle. Around it went twice, 
thrice and then it released its claws, 
flinging the column end over end 
across the sky. We watched it for 
awhile as it spun out of sight and 
into nothingness. 
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Then the bird descended and land-
ed right where I had planted that 
seed, so long ago. It felt as if it were 
beckoning us. We floated back over 
to the place I once had called Sa-
cre, which was now just an upend-
ed pile of dirt and broken roots.
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The bird looked intently at us with 
hard glass eyes and spoke out loud: 
“The Jewel is correct that none can 
cut the trunk. It has been given that. 
But the splendor has been taken 
away and it has found a new home 
in the deepest hole ever known. 
Those who yet walk the earth on 
two legs will never again see it in 
its former glory. Even the memory 
among them will fade fast.”



43

I decided to see if my voice would 
still work and spoke my thoughts: 
“Why has all this taken place? I 
planted that seed eons ago. It grew 
into the tallest tree.”
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The bird answered, “All flesh and 
all matter will pass away eventual-
ly. But before that, those who will 
not give proper credit will find their 
glory fast faded. You gave life to the 
seed, but it claims that not. It has 
not remembered its roots nor that 
it was given its name. Therefore, 
it has been moved down where it 
can cause little harm. There it will 
remain, deluded and confused, and 
in common insignificance. Though 
the people will soon forget, the 
other seeds and trees will not lose 
memory of this wonder, and they 
will take it as a warning. 
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“Should I have never planted that 
seed then, oh great bird?”
“What you did was a sacred act, 
which is why you named it Sacre. 
The sacred can become profane, 
however, as you have now seen. It 
is not my place to say what should 
or could have been. Only that this 
has happened, and the consequenc-
es have followed.”
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And then in my mind I heard the 
tears of my love, and felt the 
squeeze of her hand.

The End
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When a seed falls to the ground, 
it does not die. 

It remains alive, and morphs into 
another living being. In so doing, 
it also produces many more seeds 
in the resulting fruit. So in that 
sense, it is a form of multiplying 
reproduction, not death.

However, one way a seed can die, 
is if it is never planted...

But a tree...well actually a tree 
can die, much easier than a seed.
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