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​The Tree Who Waited
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There was a hill, gentle and green, that rolled like a sleeping animal through the countryside.

And on top of the hill stood a tree—tall, still, and old.

No one knew quite how long the tree had been there.

Long enough for the wind to know its name.

Long enough for the roots to forget where they began.

One afternoon, a boy came walking up the hill.

He didn’t say much.

He didn’t smile.

His hands were tucked deep in his pockets, and his eyes watched the ground like they were searching for something he’d dropped.

He sat at the base of the tree.

The tree said nothing.

The boy said nothing.

But they were together.

The next day, the boy came again.

And the day after that.

And the one after that, too.

Always quiet.

Always alone.

Always sitting beneath the tree, watching the clouds slide across the sky like slow ships.

At first, he only stayed a little while.

But slowly, he stayed longer.

He would lie on his back in the grass, or trace the bark with his finger.

He would listen to the wind hum through the leaves.

Sometimes he cried, though he never made a sound.

The tree never asked why.

It just listened.

The boy liked that.

One day, the boy whispered,

“Do you ever get tired of waiting?”

The tree didn’t answer.

But the branches swayed slightly, as if thinking.

“Do you ever wish you could walk away from this hill?” he asked.

A leaf let go, fluttered once, and landed in his lap.

He took it as a no.

Time passed.

The seasons folded over each other like pages in a book.

The tree turned gold, then bare, then green again.

The boy grew taller.

His eyes lifted from the ground more often.

He brought books sometimes, or apples.

He spoke more now—not always to the tree, sometimes just aloud, into the air.

He said things like:

“My dad’s working away again.”

And:

“Everyone says I’m quiet, but I don’t feel quiet.”

And once:

“I think I’m less lonely when I’m here.”

The tree said nothing.

And that was exactly what the boy needed.

One spring, he brought a small notebook and began to draw.

He drew the bark.

The leaves.

The space between the roots where beetles scurried.

He wrote, too.

Lines about silence.

Lines about waiting.

Lines about not knowing the right words, and how that was okay sometimes.

Years passed like petals falling.

The boy became a young man.

He still visited the tree, though not every day.

Sometimes he brought someone else with him.

A friend. A cousin. Once, a girl who laughed at the way the wind played with her scarf.

The tree stayed the same.

Rooted.

Listening.

Waiting.

And one day—many, many days later—the boy, now grown, brought a smaller boy with him.

His son.

The child ran around the tree, arms wide.

He laughed and picked up a stick, pretending it was a sword.

He climbed onto the roots like they were a mountain.

Then he sat down, tired and smiling.

The man—once the quiet boy—sat beside him and looked up at the branches.

“This,” he said gently, “is the tree who waited.”

“Waited for what?” the child asked.

“For me,” the man said.

The child leaned back against the bark, and the wind curled around them both.

And the tree, as always, waited.
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​L’Albero che Aspettava
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C’era una collina, dolce e verde, che si stendeva come un animale addormentato nella campagna.

E sulla cima della collina cresceva un albero—alto, immobile, e vecchio.

Nessuno sapeva esattamente da quanto tempo l’albero fosse lì.

Da abbastanza tempo che il vento conoscesse il suo nome.

Da abbastanza tempo che le radici avessero dimenticato da dove erano nate.
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