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As usual, Noble puts his nose to the ground. Today, the ground 

has a different smell to it. Noble puts his nose in the air. The air 

has a different smell to it, too. Something is terribly off. 

When Noble reaches his favorite spot, he starts sniffing at the 

ground again, then at the air. Then he sees it. The tree.  

There is one tree where yesterday there was an entire forest. 

Confused, noble starts sniffing at the tree. It stands alone in the 

middle of a huge wasteland. 

This is too much for Noble to handle. 

 



He starts complaining. He is used to walking from one tree to 

the next, sniffing at them, taking his time, enjoying himself.   

It is unfair that there is only one tree he can sniff at now.  

Noble wants to complain to those who took away his trees.  

Out of despair, he barks at the air.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Suddenly, a voice says, “Why are you disturbing my peace?” 

Noble looks around him, dumbfounded. 

“Up here,” says the Tree. 

Noble looks up at the Tree. “You can speak?” 

“Of course,” the Tree says. 

“I have come around here a lot,” Noble says, “but I have never 

heard you speak.” 

“I did not want to hold you up,” the Tree says, “you always 

looked so busy.” 

“I was!” Noble exclaims. „Before all the trees were gone!” 

“I am still here,” the Tree says. “Can’t you enjoy me?” 

“I can,” Noble says, “but if there were more of you, there would 

be more for me to enjoy.” 

“I see,” the Tree says. “In that case, I have a gift for you.” 

 



 

 

“A gift?” Noble says and momentarily forgets about his 

misfortune. 

“Yes,” the Tree says and shakes off one of its seeds. 

The seed falls on Noble’s coat and sticks to it. 

“This is your seed now,” the Tree says. 

“It is?” Noble asks. “Thank you! What do I do with it?” 

“Take it with you and think of a good place for it to grow,”     

the Tree says. 

“Hm,” Noble ponders and looks at the seed in his coat. “Okay, 

I'll do that.”  

“Goodbye,” the Tree says. 

“Goodbye,” Noble replies. 
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Noble walks farther than he has ever walked.  

He is walking without focus. He does not notice the landscape 

changing. 

Suddenly, he finds himself surrounded by sand. 

“Hello,” Noble says, stopping. 

“Hello.” 

“Who are you?” Noble asks. 

“I am the Desert,” says the Desert. 

 



“Is this a good place for a seed?”  

                         Noble wants to know. 

                                           “Yes,” the Desert says, 

                                                                    “I am full of seeds.” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

“But you look so empty – have you lost them?” Noble asks. 

“I look empty now, but nothing is ever lost,” the Desert says.  

“If you are patient, you will see me change completely.” 

“How long do I have to be patient?” Noble asks. 

“Until the next rain,” the Desert says. 

“How long until the next rain?” Noble asks. 

“A long time, usually. Rain does not come here often.” 

“In that case, I’d rather find another place for my seed,” Noble 

says. 

“What kind of a seed is it?” the Desert asks. 

“A seed of a Tree,” Noble says. 

“Ah,” the Desert sighs. “Tree seeds don’t like it here. I think you 

are right to find a better place.” 

“Thank you for your advice,” Noble says. 

 “Goodbye.” 



 

 

“Goodbye,” the Desert says. 
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                                                Noble continues walking. 

                                                  Suddenly, the air gets cooler 

                                           and starts brushing over him. 

                                          Noble puts his nose in the air. 

 



 

 

“Hello?” Noble says. 

“Hello.” 

“Who are you?” Noble asks. 

“I am the Wind,” says the Wind. 

“Do you know a good place for a tree seed?” Noble wants to 

know. 

“I know many places,” the Wind says. “Give me your seed and I 

will take it farther than you can take it.” 

“Where will you take it?” Noble asks. 

“I do not know yet. I change my mind all the time,” the Wind 

says. 

“How will I know that you will find a good place for my seed?” 

Noble asks. 

 

 



 

 

“You don’t,” the Wind answers. “I cannot guarantee that I can 

provide what you want for your seed.” 

“But if you cannot guarantee that, then why should I give you 

my seed?” Noble asks. 

“Sometimes you have to let go and surrender to the unknown,” 

the Wind says. “Therein lies many a path that would otherwise 

remain hidden.” 

“I don't know about that,” Noble says. “I think I’d rather take 

my seed myself.” 

“As you wish,” the Wind says. “Just know that you can call me 

should you ever change your mind.” 

“That is good to know, thank you,” Noble says. “Goodbye.” 

“Goodbye,” the Wind says. 
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After walking on for a long while, Noble wishes he had given his 

seed to the Wind. Exhausted, he takes a rest in the shade.  

No place seems to be a good place for his seed. How far is he 

able to walk, anyway? 

Still pondering this, Noble falls asleep. He dreams about his 

forest, talking to his trees, enjoying himself. 

Suddenly, Noble's dream is interrupted by a muffled rumble.   

He wakes up and looks around. What he was leaning against in 

his sleep is a big slope. It is trembling beneath him.  

He looks up the slope and says, “Hello?” 



Nobody answers.  

A few stones come rolling down the slope instead. 

Noble hesitates. Should he go around and go on like he did 

before? Should he just give up and go back? Or should he climb 

the slope, which would certainly be arduous and possibly 

dangerous?  

He takes a few steps up the slope, calling again, “Hello?” 

“What do you want?” a deep voice rumbles. 

“Who are you?” Noble asks. 

Again, the slope seems to tremble a little, and more stones come 

rolling down. Noble keeps climbing.  

“Who are you? Why won’t you talk to me?” 

“I am the Mountain,” says the Mountain. 

“I am looking for a good place to plant a tree seed,” Noble says. 

“I am not a good place for a tree seed,” the Mountain says, 

trembling again. 

Noble keeps climbing. “Why not?” he asks. 



“Because I don’t want to be,” the Mountain says. 

“Why don’t you want to be?” Noble persists. 

“I want to be left alone,” the Mountain says. 

Noble stops.  

“And I don’t want to turn back now. I have come so far.” 

“I don’t want your seed,” the Mountain says, shaking. 

“I see,” Noble says, looking up the slope. Far above, he can see 

the top of the Mountain. 

“You are tall and mighty. Perhaps you know a good place for my 

seed. I need to look everywhere to find the best place for it to 

grow.” 

“It is not growing on me!” the Mountain says, louder now. 

“You have made that very clear,” Noble says. “But why are you 

being so harsh? I just want to take a look at your other side.” 

The Mountain grumbles, but it does not try to shake Noble off 

anymore.  

Noble continues. 



“I have thought about giving up, you know,” Noble says, 

panting. 

“Why don’t you?” the Mountain says resignedly. 

“I have received the gift of a seed. It feels important.” 

“Why is it important?” the Mountain asks. 

“Maybe because a lonely Tree gave it to me,” Noble says. 

“You don’t need to be lonely just because you are alone,”        

the Mountain says. 

“That is probably true,” Noble says. “But having a little 

company every now and then can also be quite nice.” 

“I don’t want your seed,” the Mountain mumbles. 

 

When Noble reaches the Mountain’s top, he hardly has the 

strength to speak anymore.  

“Finally!” He bursts out as he slumps down to catch his breath. 

Panting, he takes a look around.  



From up here, Noble can see the foot of the Mountain, where 

he lay in its shadow. He looks further and sees the Desert that 

he crossed.  

And even further away, in the distance, there is the outline of     

a Tree standing alone in the middle of the wasteland. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

“You don’t want my seed because you don’t need company. I 

get that now,” Noble says. “But I know a Tree that would not 

mind company. And it is living proof that the place where it 

grows is fertile!” 

Noble wags his tail excitedly.  

Without waiting for the Mountain to say something, he starts 

running down the slope. 

 

When he reaches the foot of the Mountain, he looks back as he 

runs and shouts, “Goodbye then!” 

“So long,” the Mountain says. 
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                                                       Noble reaches   

                                                                 the lone Tree and 

                                                                        runs around it 

                                                                                      excitedly. 

 

 



 

“Hello again,” the Tree says. “Welcome back!” 

Noble shouts out, “I have found the best place for my seed! It’s 

right next to you!”  

And he shakes off the seed next to the Tree. Then he blissfully 

throws himself onto it and rolls around in the warm grass, 

pressing the seed into the soil. 

“I am glad,” the Tree says. “Thank you.”  

Noble looks up at the Tree. A breath of air rustles the branches 

and makes them sway. Noble puts his nose into the breeze. 

“Hello there!” Noble says. 

“So we meet again,” the Wind says.  

“Guess what!” Noble exclaims. “This is where I began my 

journey! I had to travel this far only to find my way back to 

where I started!” 

 



 

“You have found your place then,” the Wind says. 

“Well, yes,” Noble says. “But it also means that I have made the 

whole journey for nothing.” 

“The place you found is not the place you left,” the Wind says. 

“But it looks the same,” Noble says. 

“It’s not about how it looks,” says the Wind. “What matters is 

how you feel about it. If you feel differently now than you did 

then, the journey was worth taking.” 

“It is true that I feel differently about it now,” Noble says. 

“Returning to this place actually made me feel like coming 

home.”   

He pauses.  

“There is one more thing I would like to know though,” Noble 

adds, addressing the Tree now. 

 

 



 

“Why did you give the seed to me when you could have given it 

to anybody?” Noble wants to know. 

“Everyone who comes by has the chance to pick up a seed,” the 

Tree says. “But what you do with it is beyond my power.” 

At that moment, the Wind picks up and makes the branches 

tremble. A cloud of seeds rises into the air and gets carried away. 

Noble smiles. 

“Catch you soon!” he calls out to them.  

A surge of new energy floods Noble’s body. He feels the urge to 

move, to run and to explore new paths.  

Excitedly, he wags his tail.  

But before he sets off, he turns to the Tree once more. 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 

                                                      

                                                     “I will be back”, Noble says.  

                                                     “Until then”, says the Tree. 
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