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The sun shone brightly on the depressed earth as a lone villager walked 

along the path.  He was following the track of a donkey’s hoof prints, which would go 
on for many more miles until he returned to his village. 

 
The villager’s name was Morris, and he was returning home empty-handed.  

The current harvest season was an especially poor one for the village, and dozens of 
other men like him had gone out in search of food.  After a two-day’s journey, Morris 
had found none.   

 
Morris continued dejectedly along the muddy path.  Bushes and hedgerows 

surrounded him.  Birds chirped in the nearby woods.  Although he walked in a land 
teeming with life, he could find no source of nourishment for his starving village 
folk. 

 
As he passed a hedgerow, Morris noticed everything around him turn dim.  

He stopped walking and looked around.  Indeed, everything was darkening.   
 
Morris looked up at the sky.  To his horror, the sun was changing shape.  It 

slowly began to form into the shape of the moon as it waned. 
 
At once, the sun was gone.  Day had turned into night.  Nocturnal animals 

began making sounds in the nearby woods.  Morris wondered if this was the end of 
the world. 

 
Eventually, the black disc moved from the sun.  The sun slowly changed from 

half-crescent, to fully circular again.  Daylight was restored. 
 
Morris looked back down at the path.  He could once again see in full clarity, 

minutes after being engulfed in total darkness.  Morris knew this was a bad omen.  
With apprehension, he slung his empty sack over his shoulder and continued on. 

 
As the hours passed, Morris felt his hunger gradually grow.  He had not eaten 

a full meal in two days, having consumed only mushrooms and berries he scavenged 
from the woods.  He knew if he did not bring back something to the village, he would 
starve along with the others.  His sheepskin coat was beginning to look very 
appetizing. 

 
Morris reached a meadow, which spread for a half-mile in every direction.  

He determined the quickest way back to the main path was to cut through the 
meadow.  As he waded through the long grass, he spotted something jutting out 
from the uniform plane of grass.  Morris squinted at the object several hundred 
paces away.  It was a tree.   



 
Although Morris was accustomed to farm geography, he knew enough to 

understand that a meadow like this was not a place for a lone tree to grow.  He 
started towards it.  It wasn’t very tall; maybe twenty feet at the most, but its 
branches stretched wide.  Perhaps it had fruit. 

 
Morris’ heart leaped when he made out the small signature of spheres 

hanging from the tree.  He was saved!  This one little tree in the middle of a meadow 
was his savior. 

 
He raced towards it at full speed.  When he reached the tree, he embraced its 

trunk.  
 
“Many thanks, tree,” he said as he kissed the bark.   
 
Morris reached up to pluck an apple, but jumped when he saw a figure 

emerge from the other side of the trunk.  Morris raised his fists, ready to fight for the 
bounty of the life-giving tree.   

 
“Steady, son,” the man said.  He was draped in a worn cloak.  He pulled the 

hood from hid head, revealing the face of an old man.  “I did not intend to frighten 
you.” 

 
 “Well then, do you intend to take any of these fruits?” Morris retorted, fists 
still raised.   
 
 “No, I’ve already had my fruit for today,” the old man replied calmly, unfazed 
by Morris’ aggressive stance.   
 
 After a moment’s hesitation, Morris stood down.  He asked cautiously, “Who 
are you, old man?” 
 
 “My name is Bubon.  I’ve lived off this tree for many years.  What is your 
name, stranger?” 
 
 “I’m Morris.  From the village of Dunshire, a way’s north.” 
 
 “I bid you welcome, Morris of Dunshire.”  The old man smiled and added, 
“And good health.” 
 
 Morris sighed and answered, “Frankly, I’m famished.  I’ve not eaten anything 
of substance for the past two days.” 
 
 Bubon gestured to a low-hanging branch and said, “Take one.  They are quite 
good.” 
 



 Morris plucked a fruit from the tree and studied it in his hands.  It was a deep 
red color.  Its skin was like that of an apple, but it was more elongated.  Morris held 
it to his mouth and took a bite.  Instantly, he was overcome with the amazing taste of 
this strange fruit. 
 
 “My God!  What kind of fruit is this?” 
 
 “I know not of their origin,” the old man explained.  “I’ve never seen anything 
else like them.  One fruit can sustain a man for several days.” 
 
 Morris wolfed down the rest of the fruit, expecting to find a core.  
Surprisingly, there was none, and he ate the entire thing.   
  
 “It has no seeds,” Morris said, wiping his mouth.   
 
 “Indeed.” 
 
 “Then how does the tree reproduce?” 
 
 The old man shrugged and replied, “This is the only tree of its kind I’ve ever 
seen.  The fruits grow all year round, and in a matter of weeks they go from buds on 
the ends of branches to fully-grown.” 
 
 Morris furrowed his brow.  “Did you not say you lived off this tree for many 
years?” 
 
 Bubon nodded.  “Yes.  Since I was forty I have lived around this tree, never 
venturing too far away.  Its fruit is my only food, and the reason I have lived to such 
an old age.” 
 
 “Since you were forty?” Morris questioned.  “How old are you now?” 
 
 Bubon looked up at the sky and answered, “If I remember my perception of 
seasons correctly, I am ninety-five years old.” 
 
 Morris burst out laughing.  He leaned against the trunk for support as he 
snickered.  “Ninety-five years old?  You can’t expect me to believe that, old man.  
Nobody lives that long.” 
 
 “By God, it is the truth,” Bubon replied, offended.  “If you do not believe me, 
you can eat the fruit of this tree for as long as you want.  You cannot die if you eat 
patiently.” 
 
 Morris fought off the last few chuckles and answered, “No thanks, old man.  I 
must return to Dunshire.  The others have no food, and are starving.” 
  



 Bubon looked up at the tree.  “You could take many dozens of these fruits 
with you in your sack.  They would sustain your village for a long time.” 
 “Yes, I suppose I could,” Morris said quietly. 
 
 He felt his stomach rumble.  Although the fruit was delicious, it was not very 
filling.  He reached up to rip off another from a branch, but Bubon interjected.  
 
 “Do not be greedy with the fruit!” Bubon warned, stepping in close.  “One 
fruit a day is enough.  More than that, and its life-giving effects are annulled.” 
 
 “But I’m still hungry,” Morris said, eyeing the fruit.  
 
 “Heed my words, and my warning.  One fruit a day is enough,” Bubon 
repeated.   
 
 Morris sighed, and stepped back.  He noticed the sun was setting below the 
treeline. 
 
 “Would you allow me to rest here for tonight?” he asked, forcing a smile.   
 
 The old man’s hard gaze subsided, and he replied, “You may, for tonight.  
Tomorrow you should return to your hungry people with the fruit.” 
 
 Morris thanked Bubon, and sat down against the trunk.  He thought over the 
options silently as his surroundings darkened.   
 

He could take the fruit back to the village, and feed everyone.  They could all 
survive this poor harvest season, but afterwards still have to work for food.   
  
 His other option was to keep all the fruit for himself.  If Bubon’s claim of 
being ninety-five years old was true, then surely if Morris ate as many fruits as he 
could, he could live just as long.  He would never have to worry about starving again 
if he hoarded the fruits and ate them all at once.  Their combined effect would make 
him practically immortal.   
 
 Morris made his decision.  He listened intently to the sound of Bubon’s 
breathing.  He noticed the subtle change as his breaths went from long and drawn 
out, to slightly more irregular.  He seized the opportunity.   
 
 In the darkness, Morris stood and plucked off several dozen fruits.  In the 
quiet peace of night, he wolfed them all down.  His stomach filled, Morris slumped to 
the ground and drifted off to sleep.   
 
 Several hours later, a patch of morning sunlight winding through the 
branches struck Morris’ closed eyelids.  He grimaced, and rolled onto his side.  He 
didn’t feel very well.   



 
 Morris sat up, dazed by the sunlight.  He squinted and looked around.  
Something was very wrong with him.   
 
 He looked down at his arms.  They were covered in black sores.  Morris 
panicked and quickly stood up.  The sudden motion caused him to become 
nauseous, and he vomited on the grass.  He noticed blood mixed in with the contents 
of his stomach.   
 
 Out of the corner of his eye, Morris saw Bubon standing by the tree, silently 
observing him.  He spun around and faced him.   
  
 “Those fruits!” Morris sputtered.  “You’ve poisoned me!” 
 
 Bubon smiled warmly and answered, “I warned you not to eat more than you 
need.” 
 
 Morris felt unbearably hot.  His entire body was shaking and sweating.  The 
black sores adorning his body burned and ached like hot cattle prods.  He collapsed 
against the tree and coughed up more blood.  He sat dying against the life-giving 
tree. 
 
 Bubon looked down at Morris and sighed.  “You should not have eaten so 
many of the fruits.” 
 
 “W-what are they?” Morris wheezed.   
 
 Bubon answered calmly, “I’ve yet to give them a name.  I think I shall name 
them after myself: ‘the Bubonic fruit’”. 
 
   
 
  

 
  


