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My fig tree was the most wonderful place of the world. It was between an orange tree and an apple tree, near the hen house. There, I was the captain.

Whenever I was alone, I climbed to its lower branches. I seated on one with a bicycle form. I closed my eyes and I began to pedal, to pedal, and… 
I climbed high up in the cherry tree and eat the red cherries. So I need not to be content with the green ones that left my brothers to me.
I ran behind the dog by the grass, without falling down. So they didn’t trip me, nor my nose hit the ground.
I went down with my wood truck by the cornfield way, and the air caressed my face. And not even once I need to walk up the hill towing it. 
If my father called us, I arrived first to the stable. He gave us milk freshly milked. It was hot, and I lick my lips because of its taste. So my brothers didn’t wet my ears with it.
My fig tree was the most wonderful place of the world because there I kissed my loved Angela, without blushing. And because…

I played soccer matches as forward and I scored goals. I never was the boring goalkeeper to whom they push and hit with the ball.

I flew around the hen house imitating the sound of the kite, and scared all the hens. And however, I was not afraid of going to bed upstairs alone in the dark.
I went to school by the footpath without getting wet my legs. And not a tear run down my face if my brothers ran and left me behind.

I travelled with my sailboat by the South Seas. I was the captain chased by all the pirates. But I had not to be always on guard duty, taking care of the treasure.
Then, one afternoon, my fig tree was never more the most wonderful place of the world.

My mother called me: 

“Nicholas!”
And I don’t know if they were the riggings of the pirate ship or the bicycle spokes with what I get tangled up, but I fell from the fig tree and the nettles stung my legs. I ran home crying. My skin burned. I cried, although I tried not to.
I arrived to the kitchen and my mother embraced me. I sank in her bosom, smelled her scent and felt her heart. She gave me kisses. She cleaned my tears. She caressed my hair and smiled.
Although my legs stung a lot, there I discovered that that was, really, the most wonderful place of the world.
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