
What if I told you that this morning a tree across the street at Themian Park got up and walked 
away?  How many of you would look at me like you’re crazy?  Like you’re a little worried about 
my ability to teach you to become better story tellers?  You know there’s no way that story could 
be true, and it doesn’t even make you interested.

But what if I told you this.  Early this morning, as students started arriving at Latchkey, an oak 
tree at the farthest corner of Themian Park got an idea.  For years, this 100 year old oak tree 
watched students come and go, playing on the equipment in the park, soccer on the field, 
climbing the trees closer to the school.  The tree stood and watched, but was never climbed on.  
As more students began to arrive in the frosty sunrise, the oak decided he was through.  He’d had 
it.  It was time to move on.
The oak tree had a dream, you see.  If he could not entertain children with his sturdy limbs for 
climbing, he would become an entertainer through his own dream.  And so he decided to move 
on.  He was going to Kansas City to play saxophone in a jazz band.
The tree pulled up his long winding roots, struggling to free them from a century of top soil.  He 
shrugged his branches, stood tall, and began to walk down Poplar, past Lindley Hall, toward 
Broadway.
As the tree was walking down Poplar, a small, freckle-faced 5th grade and his mom were pulling 
up in their minivan.  The boy squealed and grabbed his mom by the arm.  “Look!” he cried.  Of 
course, his mom had already seen the tree, but decided she probably just needed more coffee.
“You have to follow that tree, Mom.  Look at the top.”  And sure enough, when she followed the 
freckle-faced boy’s finger, there was a tiny orange tabby cat holding on to the top branch with his 
paws.  The kitten slept there every night because it had been a secure spot.  Now he dangled for 
his life, holding on by a claw.
The mom swung her minivan around like it was a racecar while the freckle-faced boy pulled out 
her iPhone to call the fire department.  Meanwhile, the tree and the minivan took a left and 
sprinted down Broadway towards the highway.  As they made it to the round-about, the firetruck 
caught up with them and sent the bravest recruit to the top of the extension ladder on the truck,  
he reached out towards the top most tree limbs as the minivan and firetruck signaled to get on 
135 heading north, reaching to rescue the small, scared tabby at the topmost branch.
Now, what if I told you that story?  You may realize that it’s not ever going to happen in real life, 
but how many of you found yourselves looking towards the windows to see if you could find the 
missing tree?
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