
Gray and white tree Chapter 1: A New Friend

Once upon a time, far beyond the reach of any known village, there lived a boy with short
brown hair and soft green eyes. He made his home high up in the boughs of an ancient
tree—so ancient, in fact, that no one knew its true age. The boy had never seen another human
in all his years; his companions were the birds that nested in the branches and the wind that
whispered through the leaves.

For as long as he could remember, the boy had felt content in his solitude. But one quiet
morning, as the sun's rays filtered through the canopy, he woke with a strange feeling in his
chest. It was an ache—something unfamiliar, like a shadow where light used to be. He was
lonely.

That day, for the very first time, the boy decided to climb down from his tree. His feet, though
sure on the branches, wobbled on the ground below. He took one cautious step, then another,
until at last his feet sank into the cool, soft earth. But as soon as his foot landed, a loud boom
echoed through the air, and the boy tripped over a hidden root, landing face-first into the dirt.

Groaning, he lifted his head, blinking the dirt from his eyes. Before him stood a girl, her
sparkling blue eyes wide with concern, her long golden hair shimmering in the morning
sunlight like a halo.

"Oh my! Are you alright?" she asked, her voice like a melody, soft and kind.

Startled, the boy scrambled back, his heart pounding in his chest.

"Y-you... you're real?" he stammered, eyes wide with disbelief.

The girl giggled, a sound that made the air feel lighter. "Yes, I'm real!" she said. "And I think you
need some help."

Without waiting for a response, she gently scooped him up as though he weighed nothing at all
and hoisted him onto her back. The boy gasped, astonished by her strength. She carried him
through the forest, the tall trees swaying gently above them, until they reached a small, cozy
village nestled in a valley.

She laid him in a soft bed covered in thick, fluffy blankets, and before he could say another
word, exhaustion overcame him. The warmth of the blankets, her kindness, and the quiet hum
of the village lulled him into a peaceful sleep.



Chapter 2: Home

The boy awoke to a soft golden light filtering through a window. His head rested against a
pillow so fluffy it felt like he was floating, and the scent of something delicious drifted up to his
nose. Curiosity stirred within him, and he swung his legs off the bed, still feeling a little groggy.

"What... what is that smell?" he murmured, rubbing his eyes as he shuffled toward the stairs.

The girl, who had apparently been waiting for him, waved from below with a bright smile. "Oh,
you're awake! Come on down!" she called, her voice as warm as the sunlight outside.

The boy made his way to the kitchen, where the girl set a steaming bowl of soup in front of
him. It was rich and fragrant, steam rising from the surface, carrying the promise of comfort.

"What is this?" he asked, eyeing the bowl with suspicion.

"It's my special recipe!" she replied, her eyes sparkling with excitement. "Chicken broth with
beans, basil, beef, tomato, corn, and cheese. It's my mom's recipe. Go ahead, try it!"

The boy hesitated, then dipped his spoon into the broth. The moment the warm, savory flavors
touched his tongue, a sense of pure delight bloomed in his chest. His eyes widened.

"It's... amazing!" he exclaimed, before realizing he had already finished the whole bowl in mere
minutes. He set the spoon down, feeling full and drowsy.

"Come on," she said, grinning at his empty bowl, "let's go relax for a bit."

She took his hand gently and led him to a soft couch by the hearth. As they settled in, she
handed him a small, glowing stone.

"What's this?" he asked, confused.

"It's a TV remote," she said, her voice bubbling with laughter. She pressed the stone, and
suddenly, the room around them lit up with soft, colorful lights. The walls seemed to shimmer,
and a screen appeared before them, showing moving images of far-off places, strange
creatures, and stories the boy had never heard before.

For hours, they watched together, fascinated by the magic of it all. As the evening wore on,
they both drifted off to sleep, still nestled side by side on the couch, the flickering lights
casting gentle shadows in the room.



Chapter 3: The Magical Garden

The next morning, the girl woke to the sound of birds singing their morning chorus. She
peeked out the window, her gaze falling on the garden below. There, her mother was tending
to the plants—flowers of every color imaginable, each one glowing softly in the early morning
light. The air was filled with the scent of fresh earth and blooming petals.

She smiled to herself, tiptoeing out of the house without waking the boy, still fast asleep on the
couch. She joined her mother in the garden, the two of them working quietly, their hands
moving through the soil, planting seeds and tending to the magical flowers that grew there.

Meanwhile, the boy woke with a stretch, blinking in the soft morning light. He called the girl's
name as he stumbled out the door.

"Come out here!" she called from the garden gate, waving him over with a grin.

He stepped outside, his eyes widening in awe. The garden was like nothing he had ever seen—a
riot of color and light, with flowers that glowed like tiny stars. He spotted a strange tree in the
corner of the yard, its branches weighed down with shimmering fruits that looked like
polished jewels.

"What's that?" he asked, pointing at the tree in wonder.

The girl laughed, plucking one of the glowing fruits from the tree. She took a bite, her face
lighting up. "This is a Star Apple," she explained, holding it out to him. "It tastes like sunshine!"

The boy took a tentative bite, and his face lit up with a joyful expression. "It does taste like
sunshine!" he exclaimed.

Her mother called them inside for breakfast, and as they sat down to a feast of crispy bacon,
steaming sausages, fresh fruits, and golden pancakes, the boy couldn't help but feel
overwhelmed with warmth. For the first time in his life, he felt truly at home.

Chapter 4: Adventures and Legends



After breakfast, the boy and the girl ran upstairs to change into their clothes, eager to explore
the world beyond the village. When they burst through the door, the girl handed him a wooden
stick, her eyes gleaming mischievously.

"Okay, let's practice sword fighting!" she declared.

They swung their sticks at each other, laughing and dodging, their playful sparring turning
into a full-fledged adventure. The girl darted past him, her stick aimed to his side. "Did you
know there's a cave near here?" she asked between giggles. "They say it's home to a monster,
and if you stay up until 1:00 AM, you can hear its roar echo through the village!"

The boy froze mid-swing, eyes wide. "A... a monster?" he whispered.

"Yes!" she said, grinning. "But it's just a story. Or maybe it's real. You never know!"

The two of them raced through the village, chasing invisible monsters and pretending to be
brave adventurers. At one point, the girl grabbed a fallen basket and handed it to a tall,
kind-faced man. "Here you go, Dad!" she said with a smile.

"That's my dad!" she whispered to the boy. "He doesn’t speak, but he’s the best storyteller. He
can tell you about the old legends of this place. He knows all the stories."

The boy nodded, feeling a quiet sense of wonder. Here, in this village, he'd found not just a new
friend, but a world full of stories, adventures, and warmth.

Chapter 5: Chores and Secrets

"Now it's time for chores," the girl said, pulling a crumpled list from her pocket. "First up, we
have to help my dad pick potatoes and corn!"

They dashed to the farm, where her father was already working the fields. His strong hands
moved with practiced ease, pulling carrots from the soil and placing them in a large basket.

The girl whispered to the boy, "My dad is mute. He doesn't speak, but he understands
everything."

The boy nodded, his heart swelling with respect for the quiet man. As they worked together,
the boy found joy in the simple act of pulling potatoes from the ground, the warmth of the
earth in his hands. It was a kind of happiness he had never known before.



When they finished, the girl handed the basket to her father with a bright smile. "Here you go,
Dad!" she said. He nodded in thanks, his eyes twinkling with pride.

Chapter 6: A Year of Changes

As the seasons passed, so did the years. The boy and the girl grew older, their bond deepening.
But with time came change—subtle, like the slow fading of summer into autumn. The Star
Apples no longer glowed as brightly, and the laughter they shared began to quiet.

One chilly autumn evening in 1994, the girl sat by her window, holding a worn diary in her
hands. She opened to a blank page and began to write:

"Dear Diary, today I remembered the first time we met, when he fell from the tree and I carried
him back to the village. Sometimes I wonder if he misses that old tree of his. Maybe it misses
him too..."

She paused, her gaze drifting to the garden, where the gray-and-white tree still stood, its
branches heavy with magical fruit. She sighed, wondering if he would ever return to the place
where their friendship had begun.

But for now, she waited—hopeful that one day, the boy would return, and the adventure would
begin again.
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"What is this?" he asked, eyeing the bowl with suspicion.
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He stepped outside, his eyes widening in awe. The garden was like nothing he had ever seen—a
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lighting up. "This is a Star Apple," she explained, holding it out to him. "It tastes like sunshine!"

The boy took a tentative bite, and his face lit up with a joyful expression. "It does taste like
sunshine!" he exclaimed.

Her mother called them inside for breakfast, and as they sat down to a feast of crispy bacon,
steaming sausages, fresh fruits, and golden pancakes, the boy couldn't help but feel
overwhelmed with warmth. For the first time in his life, he felt truly at home.
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"Okay, let's practice sword fighting!" she declared.

They swung their sticks at each other, laughing and dodging, their playful sparring turning
into a full-fledged adventure. The girl darted past him, her stick aimed to his side. "Did you
know there's a cave near here?" she asked between giggles. "They say it's home to a monster,
and if you stay up until 1:00 AM, you can hear its roar echo through the village!"

The boy froze mid-swing, eyes wide. "A... a monster?" he whispered.

"Yes!" she said, grinning. "But it's just a story. Or maybe it's real. You never know!"

The two of them raced through the village, chasing invisible monsters and pretending to be
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"That's my dad!" she whispered to the boy. "He doesn’t speak, but he’s the best storyteller. He
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The boy nodded, feeling a quiet sense of wonder. Here, in this village, he'd found not just a new
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"Now it's time for chores," the girl said, pulling a crumpled list from her pocket. "First up, we
have to help my dad pick potatoes and corn!"

They dashed to the farm, where her father was already working the fields. His strong hands
moved with practiced ease, pulling carrots from the soil and placing them in a large basket.

The girl whispered to the boy, "My dad is mute. He doesn't speak, but he understands
everything."

The boy nodded, his heart swelling with respect for the quiet man. As they worked together,
the boy found joy in the simple act of pulling potatoes from the ground, the warmth of the
earth in his hands. It was a kind of happiness he had never known before.

When they finished, the girl handed the basket to her father with a bright smile. "Here you go,
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But with time came change—subtle, like the slow fading of summer into autumn. The Star
Apples no longer glowed as brightly, and the laughter they shared began to quiet.

One chilly autumn evening in 1994, the girl sat by her window, holding a worn diary in her
hands. She opened to a blank page and began to write:

"Dear Diary, today I remembered the first time we met, when he fell from the tree and I carried
him back to the village. Sometimes I wonder if he misses that old tree of his. Maybe it misses
him too..."

She paused, her gaze drifting to the garden, where the gray-and-white tree still stood, its
branches heavy with magical fruit. She sighed, wondering if he would ever return to the place
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