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Do you ever think 


deep thoughts


 about time?


I do.


But then, I’ve had 


a lot of time to 


think them.















This is me.


I’m a yew tree.


You can call me Eunice.


A monk gave me that name 


about 1,400 rings ago  



(or 1,400 years, as  



humans would say).















It really tickled his roots.


HAHAHAHAHAHA!!!
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Sometimes people come and spend a few 


minutes with me.


Can we go and get  



an ice cream now?


Did you know this tree 


is nearly as old as the 


pyramids?















I often try to share my ideas about my specialist subject, time. 


But one thing I’ve discovered about humans . . .  


is that you’re always in a hurry.


So I promise not to ramble.


At least, not too much. 


Madam, madam, would you 


like to hear a short talk 


about time?


It’s only 108 years long.








































I’m around 4,000 years old.


I’m guessing you’re younger. Your bark looks very smooth.















Actually, no one knows exactly 


how old I am. My inner rings 


have rotted away.


How I’d look if 


someone sawed 


through my trunk 


(touch wood, this 


will never happen)

















Bronze Age Iron Age



So let’s just say I’ve been around for ages.


Cool sword!


Thanks.


















I love you, phone.


Industrial Age Information Age
















I’m so old, I’ve experienced all this:


1.5 million sunrises


72,103 birds’ nests


20 lightning strikes


1,643 lost balls


4 million dog wees


1 epic battle between 



a bear and an eagle


I’m so old, I’m older than all of these:
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