
The Book of Tree 
 
The year is 2200, you wake up, remove your mask and place your tubes in to your 
nostrils. You stumble out of bed and pull your blinds back. It is a nice day, the thick fog 
that usually sits above you has thinned a little, leaving a grey haze simmering in the sky. 
The air is hot and sticky like tar, seeping into your pores, hugging your hair follicles and 
resting on your shoulders. You stand by the mirror and look at the painting above it. It 
is of something that was called a ‘rainforest’, greens and yellows and oranges glide over 
the canvas. Trees for miles. Although you have never encountered one, you have heard 
stories. Huge, strong lives that towered over mankind, protected them for centuries, 
providing them with life and oxygen...oxygen. You have longed to know what it feels 
like to close your eyes and take a deep breath, allowing the fresh oxygen to slide down 
your lungs and through your veins, the trees’ gift. But all you have is a chemical 
substitute, Polyoxygen, pumped through your tubes, which wind from the back of your 
neck and up your nose. It saddens you that humans did not realise what they were 
doing, or maybe they did, but they didn’t do enough to stop it. They chopped down the 
trees, the beings that were put on this planet to protect them, destroyed. And for 
what? Land? Money?, not that any of that matters anymore. 
 
The world is sick, not the kind of illness that you can cure, like a cancer, the cells 
growing and growing by the minute, mutating and causing the planet to give up. With 
all the pollution and the global warming, the world knows it has no choice but to 
restart. The ‘keepers’ that were placed on this earth so many hundreds of years ago 
have proved to be unworthy, they demolished the one thing that was here to keep 
them safe and are no longer trusted.  
You tuck a strand of hair behind your ear, pull your dressing gown on and go outside. 
Living conditions are cramped, what with this being the only “country” left. It was once 
called Africa (if you remember correctly). “The place where life first started will be the 
place where life will end” - The Book of Tree 7:10-11. You think of the stories you have 
heard of the 7 continents and how the water swallowed them up, along with the 
poisonous people and the poisonous structures they built. 
The outside is scattered with tents and huts (like the one you live in), people dressed in 
bright colours kneel on sheets that have been spread on the dusty floor. They pray, for 
that is all they have to do, they pray to the trees and Mother Nature and ask for 
forgiveness and to be allowed in to the rainforest when their land is gone. “For if you pray 
for mercy, you are planting bulbs. Bulbs which will one day sprout in The Mother’s 
rainforest”- The Book of Tree 8:1-2 
Most people have resorted to praying, you are one of them. There is a small group of 
people west from where you are located, who call themselves “Christians”, they still 
believe in the ancient concept of a guy called God who made the world. They pray too. 
North from you there is another group of people who refuse to pray, they rely only on 
science, frantically searching for a way to save the world, to stop it from terminating. 



Pointless. But the majority of the population are believers of The Mother (you 
included), she created the world, left trees for us as guardians and chose us to protect 
the planet, but we failed. Now you wait, for the end, or the rainforest , or peace. All you 
can do is wait. 
You walk over to a group of women who are spread out on an orange sheet, smile, 
kneel beside them, close your eyes and press your fingers to the ground. You rub the 
ashy grains of dirt, that once used to be soil between your fingers and begin to pray.  
Mother, I am sorry. 
I am sorry for the wrongdoing of my ancestors. 
I wish I could tell them about the beauty of the world you gave us, 
The trees, 
The oceans, 
The air. 
But I can’t.  
I wish I could tell them to stop trying to improve the world with their factories and 
inventions, because what you gave us was all we needed.  
I wish more than anything that I could stop them from chopping down your trees and 
tell them that they were only destroying themselves. 
I am sorry that they threw their rubbish into the sea, choking the creatures and making 
it rise and steal the land. 
Please, allow me into the rainforest, so that I may see the beauty that you are capable 
of creating. 
 
 


