


T

i e
e "")Tv-rt_“:

J
e

F

PR

3R
e (agh.

This book Le\ongs to:




||!: ~—

| _
¥ To Jean Thomas, whose love for nature knows no bounds. ~ Ns ' '
v o wmy parents and family for their love and support. ~ Sv f a,._

~ }1
Published Ly - f
Richa Jha @Pickle Yolk Rooks ( l 8 l ee BO
riC\f\a@PiCHeyo\kbOOk&Com Ig -,
- % ividhya Venkat : |
www.pnCHeyo\kLooks.Com | J SYlVl )’ . ,
*&M _,.;-"j Na)’QﬂTQYQ Surendraﬂaﬂn A
\EW2, ATS Paradiso, ) Sy &
Sector CUI 4, \ S Sy R
Greater Noida - 201310 _ S
+9\ 120-7189554 . VR v
= "
First Published 2018
ISBN 978-93-62C7-8\4-3 .R‘_‘vj ‘x
The Tree Qoy ©p'|Cl<\e YOW Qooks %‘ ) ,::‘ =
Text ©Srividhya Venkat | srividhya-venkat.blogspot.in o S
lNustrations ©Nayantara Surendranath | pastelstew.blogspot.in : 4
Designed Ly Nayantara Surendranath @ »
Printed at Thomson Press (India) |1d. .Eg f ”

PICKLE YOLK BOOKS

All rig'm‘s reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced
or used in any form without prior permission of the Pub\isher. WWW,PiCk\e)’O\LL)OO"S.COYV\



Sid was not always a tree. We|l, not
until the day he missed saving 3 geal.
"Don't just stand there like 4 brainless tree!”

shouted the team captain.
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§id stared at the only
tree before him. It did look brainless, * ®

standing there doing noﬂning.

Sid felt \one\y.



\Je \ooked at ﬂ(\e

. plant in his room.
That night, he sat down with 1 "Go away!” he said.
his only friend, his diary. :
“S'\\\y Tree!”
he scribbled in it.
"l don't ever want fo be you”

Crash!

Sid felt \r\alolo)’ it was gone.

But sometimes, strange
ﬂnings \(\QPPCV\ when you
least e><|oe<>1L them ..
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“Tree! Tree!”
Sid's little brother roaved
when he peeped in later
that night.



Sid didn't know how it happened.
e didnt want to know how it \(\appened.

AlL he knew was that he didnt want to be 3 tree.

Especially with so much happening B i *
on his head. : -



Endless chatter
made his head ache.




Twisﬁng vines
wrapped him Yoo fight. %

\/\/riﬂg\ins critters
got his limbs creaking.

§id, naturally, hated it.



The doctor rushed in with his Syrups. The barber tried his best haireut.
T\ney failed to cure. It did not last.

Sid's litHe brother was eqger
1’0 he\P ‘\'Oo.

Luckl\)’, he was STOPped.
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News spread far and wide

=
=l A=
. R

A
V.




bad, after a|L.
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- | | > That nig\n‘r, 8$id Yook out his old
“ friend after g long time. !

5 *“Wonderful Tree,” LT
he scribbled in i, ¥ so love ‘oeins )’ou." = N

Sid had never had so many friends before.
. . He felt happy being a tree. e ,

But sometimes, strange things happen
when you least exloecf them...



\\Boy! Qoy!n
Sid's litHe brother screamed
the next meorning.

Anybody in his place
would have been de\ig\n’red.
But not Sid.

Sid felt \one\)’,

once again.

Yes, it did feel strange walking
about after countless days. But
that was not what was ’rroub\mg him.




But as he walked to school that Morning,
So\(neﬂr\ing \(\appened.

Fawmiliar joyous chatter filled the air..




..until rude |non|<'m9 Yook over.
*Move aside!” the driver yeLLed. A r w:

“DOY\'UMSJI stand there like 3 useless
traffic post that doesn't work!”



That night, Sid scribbled again'. ‘

“Silly Traffic Post!
| don't ever want to be )’OM-"

e Sid’s diary swmiled.

Sometimes, strange ﬂnings happen...
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Sid was not a\ways 3 tree. 11
Well, not until the day he wissed saving 4 9oa\. ‘?«
E Sometimes, strange things happen when f
5; you least ex'oecf them...
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