
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Like a Tree Planted

––––––––

[image: ]


To all the broken children who found strength to grow  

To my mother, who was my first tree. 

To my father who was a source of life and love for me
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And he shall be like a tree planted by streams of water that yields its fruit in its season, and its leaf does not wither. In all that he does, he prospers. 

Psalms Chapter 1 Verse 3  

Memories  

By Asaf Anonymous  

Poetic Interlude  

Looking back at childhood, this poem surfaces like an innocent memory...  

Lilac - A Third Grade Love / Asaf  

Back in third grade, I loved Lilac. 

Truth be told, everyone adored her so much. 

She had beautiful hair and such a smile. 

It was impossible to ignore. 

We all longed to be her friend. 

To us, Lilac was the queen of our class. 

She always knew how to be near us. 

So wisely, she always understood our wishes. 

A few times I visited her home. 

But never alone with her. 

Until the day finally came. 

When she invited me to her house alone. 

Bells rang; birds sang. 

The whole garden and all its creatures seemed to dance along the way. 

My heart hadn't stopped racing since morning. 

Excited, I waited brimming with happiness. 

And then came the moment I arrived at her home. 

She was so beautiful, more so than in class. 

I barely spoke, hardly at all. 

These were moments when silence was most eloquent. 

I sat gently on her lovely white bed. 

We exchanged smiles, though an hour had already passed. 

The visit ended, a crash of grown-up emotions. 

Such a second chance never comes again. 

For a long time, I analyzed what I should have been. 

But in vain - next time I'll be proactive. 

Lilac grew up, and with her our class. 

She remained in the heart of the class that loved her. Nice to remember. 

About the Book  

The story of Asaf, a small third-grade boy who falls victim to abusive bullying, becomes a long journey of survival, intertwined with emotion, spirituality, tragedy, and love. 
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Chapter 1 - The Boy  
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I was an excellent goalkeeper. 

The ball was my best friend - every save on the field felt like a great victory, like a moment when I controlled my small world. 

Friends would shout "Well done!", and I'd feel proud, strong, like a boy who could conquer anything. 

But at night, when the house was quiet, this world turned upside down. 

I'd wake up wet, the sheet sticking to my body, shame rising in my throat like a ball I failed to stop. 

I was a child hiding a secret too heavy for my age, a secret I didn't know how to deal with, a secret I feared someone might discover any day, or that someone might save me from. 

Mom would change the sheets quietly, without saying a word, but her eyes said everything – "It'll be okay, my child."  

I'd try to forget, to keep playing, to be the best goalkeeper – but this secret always returned to remind me I wasn't really in control. 

And then, one day, the storm would burst through my window. 

End of Chapter 1. 
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Chapter 2 – Momo  
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One day Momo came to visit me at home. 

He wasn't a close friend, just a neighborhood kid from the poorer building, the kind everyone knew was troubled, but no one really intervened. 

We played cards with soccer players in my room, excited about the stars, laughing and arguing about who was the best goalkeeper, the excitement echoing in the small space. 

My mother called from the living room: "They're coming to take Momo home soon, it's late."  
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