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About One Hundred and Twenty-Five Days Ago 

Rereading the one thousand, two hundred and fifty words that make up my literacy 

narrative, The Roots of The Giving Tree, has me examining what life was like when the year 

began, just about one hundred and twenty-five days ago. It seems nearly impossible to write 

anything right now and not acknowledge the global pandemic that currently has a stranglehold 

on our society and economy. Just four months ago we were ushering in a new year. No, we were 

ushering in a new decade! The ball dropped in Time Square, confetti flew, and we started 

thinking all the aspirational and hopeful things one thinks about when they hear “Auld Lang 

Syne.” About one hundred and twenty-five days ago, social distancing wasn’t yet a household 

term, no one was talking about the flattening of any curves or the shuttering and reopening of 

businesses, and Time Square hosted a one million person New Year’s Eve party, packed with 

people shoulder to shoulder, not one of them in a mask. Time is many things, most of all 

slippery. I think Dr. Seuss summed it up best: 

How did it get so late so soon? 

It’s night before it’s afternoon. 

December is here before it’s June. 

My goodness how the time has flewn. 

How did it get so late so soon? 
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Not that long ago, I didn’t even know what a literacy narrative was. It either wasn’t 

taught in the suburban Detroit High School I attended, or I didn’t care enough to pay attention; 

both options are completely possible. Even after reading and re-reading the chapter and watching 

the lesson, I still found myself scratching my head. I consider myself a smart and creative 

person, but I am fully aware that I am also a very literal thinker, so it took some time to wrap my 

mind around this new concept. Once I performed the necessary mental gymnastics, I chose to 

write about The Giving Tree, a children’s book about a tree and a boy she loved very much. The 

theme of giving, receiving, and time are so ripe for exploration, and Shel Silverstein’s books had 

a permanent place on my childhood bookshelf. There are so many opinions and interpretations of 

the book and the relationship between the tree and the boy, ranging from loving and generous to 

greedy and selfish, but there remain a few constants. One: The tree gives. Two: The boy takes. 

Three: Time goes on and the boy grows up.  

It was late January when I started planning my literacy narrative and, if I close my eyes, I 

can picture exactly where I was when I started to prepare. I can see the little patch of sand I had 

claimed, just South of the pier. The temperatures were in the mid 70’s, chilly for the locals, but a 

balmy relief for us Midwesterners. I can hear the urgent squawks of the seagulls as they swooped 

down close to the beach hoping to score some dropped and forgotten snacks, as the playful 

squeals of young children with their families drift in and out with the tide. My sister and I were 

on a long weekend getaway, enjoying each other’s company and our proximity to the salty 

seawater. I remember thinking how lucky I was that I could be there, with her, while also 

working on my first major college writing assignment. I marveled at the technology that made it 

possible to submit schoolwork a thousand miles away from home. What I didn’t know then was 

that by Spring Break nearly every student in the United States, from kindergarten to college, as 
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well as every primary, secondary and post-secondary teacher, would be logging on to navigate 

remote learning.  

In the narrative, I take a look at how with each transitory phase of my life I gained new 

perspectives on the boy, the tree, and their relationship. When asked who and what the book was 

about, author Shel Silvertstein had been quoted saying simply, “It’s just a relationship between 

two people; one gives and the other takes.” To me, however, the tree has always been the boy’s 

mother and it wasn’t until I became a mother myself, a giver of life of my own, did I really 

understand why the tree would be so willing to give the boy everything she had. What I didn’t 

and couldn’t comprehend as an egocentric child was how one’s happiness could be so incredibly 

dependent and so necessary on another’s. Even at the end, when the boy is an old man and 

nothing is left of the tree but her stump, she wants to give it to him, so he can be happy. So she 

can be happy.  

"I wish that I could give you something.... 

but I have nothing left. 

I am just an old stump. 

I am sorry...." 

"I don't need very much now," said the boy. 

"just a quiet place to sit and rest. 

I am very tired." 

"Well," said the tree, straightening 

herself up as much as she could, 

"well, an old stump is good for sitting and resting 

Come, Boy, sit down. Sit down and rest." 
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And the boy did. 

And the tree was happy. 

Every time, and I mean every time, I read this part, it feels like a tiny punch to the gut and 

knocks the slightest bit of wind out of me, although I’m not exactly sure why. Is it that I am so 

happy for the tree that the boy is finally back? Am I moved by her generosity and the fact that 

even as a stump, she has exactly what he needs? Or is it that a piece of my heart breaks, no 

crushes, for her because she gives away every last bit of herself for a happiness that isn’t even 

her own? 

As I’m asked to reflect on my literacy narrative, I can’t help but reflect on who I am as a 

person and what I’ve learned over the course of the semester. This class was so much more than 

an Introduction to English Composition for me. I enrolled in Columbus State Community 

College as a mother of two young children, compelled to continue my education for reasons I 

only wish I knew how to articulate. Perhaps part of me really identifies with The Giving Tree. It 

is possible I didn’t just start this course to tick off credits or work towards a degree with 

prospects of making myself a more qualified candidate in the workforce. Maybe there is this part 

of me that knows I have innately more to learn, to offer, and to give. When my own children 

grow up and move away, I want to have a purpose and happiness independent of theirs and when 

they return to me, it won’t be just to take what they need. It will be to share; share what we all 

have to give. Together. I may never fully understand the concept of time, but what is undeniable 

is that there’s no stopping it. It’s constant and sure, and it waits for no one. However, it has 

recently become clear to me that while we may not have a say in time, we certainly do have a say 

in how we spend it. 
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