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There lived a grandpa tree in the countryside of Taipei. Everyone
admired it. Grandpa tree enjoyed opening his huge bands of branches
which added enchanting rhythm to the wind’s symphony. “Sarsa,
sarsa,” sang the grandpa tree, and he still sang while I started to grow
slowly into his palm.

I liked the way grandpa tree told me bedtime stories, and I liked
the food he prepared for me. Grandpa tree and I were like a soul that
couldn’t be separated; we were the same soul until the very day... as
usual I woke up in the morning, greeted my magnolia friends and
chatted with grandpa tree. A young boy, dressed in ragged clothing,
came carrying a basket. He plucked my friends and me out of grandpa
tree’s palm and put us into his basket. I had never ever left grandpa
tree before. I was horrified and that was the last thing I remembered
before I blacked out.

When I awakened, I was hanging in the middle of the air and a thin
wire was around my waist. It caused green blood to ooze from the
injury. The boy was weaving back and forth through busy dangerous
traffic, dangling my friends and me from a piece of wire. A car
stopped, the passenger rolled down the window, handed three coins
to the boy and the boy handed me to a grandma.

I was taken to the metropolitan area of Taipei, wired with a bunch
of cheap flowers and tied in front of a hole. The grandma seemed
to like my fragrance but I really wanted to tell her I was sick. The
freezing cold whipped against my face. Although the blood from my
injury had dried out, the turbulent feeling in my heart was still there.

“Grandpa tree, how are you? I, Magnolia, can no longer remain
alive. At least half of the magnolia blossoms died and now, it is my

turn.” &
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