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​The Boy and the Banyan Tree

[image: ]




Every Sunday, at exactly three o'clock, a boy named Eli climbed the long, shaded steps of Fort Canning Hill.

He always carried two things:

A little red notebook.

And a mango candy in his pocket.

Eli didn’t come for the playground or the spice garden.

He came for one tree.

A great, gentle banyan with roots that spilled like ribbons over stone, and branches that reached out like they were stretching after a long nap.

He sat on the same green bench each week, just under the widest branch.

He didn’t say much.

Sometimes he drew in his notebook.

Sometimes he just listened.

To the wind.

To the birds.

To the banyan.

The banyan had stood there long before the city knew its own name.

It had watched footsteps change—from bare toes to sandals to school shoes.

It had seen people whisper, weep, laugh, love.

But no one sat as still as Eli.

So the banyan began to speak.

Not in words.

Not in a voice.

But in rustles.

In stories shaped by wind and leaf.

One Sunday, Eli heard it clearly for the first time.

A gentle rustle that wasn’t the usual kind.

It came in waves, like a voice warming up.

Shhhhk... shhhhk... shhhhk...

It was telling something.

Eli closed his notebook.

Opened his ears.

And listened.

The leaves swayed together like pages turning.

They spoke of a time when the hill was called Forbidden Hill—Bukit Larangan.

Of kings with tiger-tooth necklaces.

Of drums that beat like heartbeats.

Of battles won, and battles mourned.

Eli saw it all in his mind:

Gold flickering by candlelight.

A girl hiding letters in the hollow of the tree.

A soldier who buried his dreams beneath the roots.

The banyan held every memory like seeds.

And Eli listened like rain.

Each week, the tree told more.

A wedding under lanterns.

A family picnic with curry puffs and careless laughter.

A boy just like Eli, climbing the branches when no one was looking.

Eli began to write—not his own stories, but the tree’s.

He called them Whispers of the Hill.
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