
Short tales

for the kindly hearted

Presented by

David Gavilan

SurrealiTales

September 11, 2011



ii



Copyright notice

c©David Gavilán Ruiz, 2011

Don’t copy or distribute this work without the ex-
plicit permision from the author.

Contact information:
david@endavid.com



iv Copyright notice



Contents

Copyright notice iii

1 A brain’s hole tale 1

2 Par-cell 3

3 God herself 5

4 Luck magnet 7

5 Dark Ages 9

6 Cat interlude 11

7 The longest night 13

8 Optionality syndrome 15

9 Tree pause 17
9.1 Memory of the waters . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 17
9.2 Memory of the fires . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 18
9.3 Memory of the stars . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 20
9.4 Out of memory . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 21



vi CONTENTS



Chapter 1

A brain’s hole tale

Future intelligent life in our universe would have but
one remaining option: to inject enough information
into a new universe to recreate our civilization on the
other side of the wormhole.

Michio Kaku - “Parallel Worlds”

This is a tale of an ordinary man with ordinary thoughts. But
something extraordinary happened to those thoughts, although no
one really ever noticed. How do I know about it then, it doesn’t
really matter. The name of the man doesn’t really matter either,
but let’s call him Ebwhe, or just Eb for short.

Previously published.
Check http://endavid.com
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Chapter 2

Par-cell

The tragedy of old age is not that one is old, but
that one is young.

Oscar Wilde - “The Picture of Dorian Gray”

This is the story of Boddes, a man who had to fight his own
body in order to achieve his ultimate goal in this universe: to live
a humble life.

Previously published.
Check http://endavid.com
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Chapter 3

God herself

One of the truly bad effects of religion is that it
teaches us that it is a virtue to be satisfied with not
understanding.

Richard Dawkins - “The God Delusion”

This story is about the origin of all things, and about a particular
woman turned into a goddess who wasn’t interested in becoming
one.

Previously published.
Check http://endavid.com
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Chapter 4

Luck magnet

I’m a great believer in luck, and I find the harder I
work, the more I have of it.

Thomas Jefferson

This is the tale of Jimbo, a truly lucky man, or so everyone
thought. All his wishes could have become true, if only he had
wished for something. Some people get what they deserve, while
others get what others deserve. And some others, they just don’t
care. But let me tell you Jimbo’s story, and leave the morale to
the reader’s judgment.

Previously published.
Check http://endavid.com
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Chapter 5

Dark Ages

Shall pain help me reach completeness?

KOS-MOS in Xenosaga

Without the proper care, magic can be a dangerous thing. Even
experienced witches can get burnt after abusing fire spells. Apart
from these dangers, the black mage in our story suffered the con-
sequences of casting her spells in a world that was not in need of
them.

Previously published.
Check http://endavid.com
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Chapter 6

Cat interlude

Dogs have Masters. Cats have staff.

Anonymous

Have you ever paid attention to cats’ lives? Cats have their own
dramas, and humans participate in some of these. Since the lifes-
pan of a human is longer than that of a cat, a single human can
witness many cat dramas during his or her lifetime. This story is a
recollection of some of such dramas.

Previously published.
Check http://endavid.com
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Chapter 7

The longest night

All men, whilst they are awake, are in one common
world: but each of them, when he is asleep, is in a
world of his own.

Plutarch

Some people seem to never get enough sleep. How much sleep is
necessary for a person to fully recover from the stress of the day?
The protagonist of this story managed to sleep long enough so the
world that was stressing him had become a completely different
one by the time he woke up.

Previously published.
Check http://endavid.com
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Chapter 8

Optionality syndrome

What is it about options that is so difficult for us?
Why do we feel compelled to keep as many doors
open as possible, even at great expense? Why can’t
we simply commit ourselves?

Dan Ariely - “Predictably Irrational”

Giving up on options is hard. Even worse, the more options we
have, the more unfortunate we may feel when giving up on some of
them. This story is about a man who found a brute-force solution
to this dilemma.

Previously published.
Check http://endavid.com
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Chapter 9

Tree pause

Solitary trees, if they grow at all, grow strong.

Winston Churchill

The life of a tree has to be quite boring, staying at one place
most of its life. But if trees feel something, it is probably in a
slower and longer span than humans, so perhaps they don’t feel as
bored as one may guess. We should try and ask the tree of this
story.

9.1 Memory of the waters

Ta was playing outside when the sun got covered suddenly by dark
storm clouds. She ran back home, scared by the lighting and thun-
ders. She consulted her parents and, as she suspected, it was still
early for the rainy season. She prayed to the gods so they didn’t
set their house on fire with their fiery lightings. And the gods an-
swered to her prayers promptly, since that night a clear sky revealed
a beautiful full moon and countless stars.
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The next day, Ta returned to her playground, and she found a
small mud pod where a tiny tree had sprout. She asked her mum,
and it happened to be a cherry tree. Ta loved cherry tree blossoms,
and Ta begged her mum that they would take care after the tree.
Ta’s mum agreed, but she asked Ta that she moved the tiny tree
to a place closer to their house. The first memory of that tree
came to be the small hands of this little girl transporting it to a
safer location. After that, many refreshing memories of revitalizing
water that Ta poured on it every day.

Years passed and the cherry tree soon grew taller than Ta. Ta
took care of the tree all the time. To thank her for all that she did,
the tree presented her with beautiful pale pink flowers. Ta seemed
to enjoy them very much, so as soon as the flowers fell, the tree
started preparing itself to make more. It didn’t take that much
time, just one year. Not much for a tree, anyway.

Ta started to bring other people every spring so everyone could
enjoy the cherry blossoms. One day she brought with her two
babies, and the tree wondered if they were Ta’s fruits. The babies
soon grew bigger and enjoyed running around and rest under the
tree’s shadow.

More years passed and Ta stopped coming to visit the tree. The
kids, already grown-ups, left their home, leaving an empty house
behind that would be the only company the tree would have for
another couple of years.

9.2 Memory of the fires

The cherry tree was getting a bit wild when a bunch of people came
to take care after it. They burned down Ta’s house, and the tree
felt something like anger. Where was Ta supposed to come back
to? Next spring the tree didn’t give any flowers. It didn’t want to
show its flowers to these heartless people.

However, these people turned out to be very gentle with the
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tree. They built a big temple, and decorated the tree with some
funny clothes around its trunk. They gently cut its wildest branches,
so it appeared majestic again. People would come to pray and cele-
brate the cherry blossoms every year. It seems that humans enjoyed
such customs, so different monks took care of the tree for many
years to come.

Some random day the tree felt something wrong below its roots.
Suddenly, the ground started shaking, and with its movements the
roots started to become loose. The tree started to fall sideways,
and its roots to arise from the soil. Eventually, the quake stopped,
and the tree was left in an awkward inclined position, with half of
its roots out of the ground.

The monks would be busy for days restoring their temple, but
eventually they paid attention to the tree, and somehow they man-
aged to put it back straight. They had to cut some of its roots
and many branches, since the tree was heavy and big.

Although the tree was back to its straight position, it had lost
a lot of its energy. It would take many years to completely recover,
but it would have taken even more if the monks hadn’t taken good
care of it. Despite its bad condition, it diligently tried to produce
flowers every year, to satisfy all its visitors.

The tree felt that people seemed to like it. Other trees were
less fortunate, and they were being cut down and thus decreasing
in numbers. With time, the scenery surrounding the temple turned
from green, to different shades of gray and brown, with a few spots
of green here and there.

But there was a worse scenery yet to come. A sudden alarm
sound made the monks that were outside to run back to the temple.
A very bright light covered the sky, followed by a huge column of
smoke growing tall in the distance. Suddenly the air became very
hot and a few monks that were still outside turned into shadows.

The tree itself became almost a shadow. Since its senses were
dumb, all it could do was sense itself from within. And that’s why
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the tree started to explore all its memories. Its first memory was
very similar to its current state, warmth and dumbness. The tree
was just a small seed crossing the Earth atmosphere in a small ice
capsule. Its life hadn’t started yet, but at that time it already felt
as if it was about to finish. Sadly, it thought, perhaps it was for
real this time.

Time. Time meant that things had a beginning and an end.
The monks who turned into shadows would most probably never
come back to life again. So was Ta. The tree understood now that
Ta had died long ago. The tree wished it could have blossomed
more often for her.

Blossoms. Was the tree ever be able to produce flowers again?
Its time was probably near, and it felt that producing flowers was
the only way to thank humans for all their care. Of course, the
tree didn’t know that its current decrepit state was a consequence
of humans actions as well.

9.3 Memory of the stars

The tree didn’t know exactly how much time had passed until it
started to feel the air again. It noticed that the most damaged
parts of its trunk and branches had been removed. Its trunk was
almost entirely peeled off, and a wet cloth was covering it. The
cloth probably contained some kind of medicine.

The tree soon learned that it was an old man who was taking
care of it this time. The man was probably a gardener, because he
was also always busy planting small trees and watering small flower
pots. He seemed to be in charge of restoring the green of the area.

The temple had been demolished and replaced by a small shrine
for prayers. People would come to visit it and pray for a while, and
then often stared at the big cherry tree for quite long. Since the tree
was strong, it managed to recover and started to blossom yearly
again, to the amazement of its carer and its visitors.
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The tree suspected that its strength was not mere coincidence.
It had been sent here, from outer space, on some kind of mission.
It didn’t know what was its purpose, but since the only thing the
tree could do was sensing its environment and remembering things,
it suspected that it had been sent here to spy on humans. At some
point in time, someone from other world would come here and
collect back this huge data base.

The tree couldn’t allow that. Humans loved this tree, and so
this tree loved humans. Thus, its main concern now was to find a
way to erase all its memories before they could be stolen.

9.4 Out of memory

A couple of centuries more had to pass before the cherry tree found
a way to get rid of its memories. For every single flower it created,
it focused a single thought in there. When the flowers were gone, so
were the memories. Every year, after every blossom, it felt lighter.

Perhaps a side effect of forgetting things, the tree began to age
faster. Its bigger branches curved down uglily, and its huge trunk
started to tear apart in two from the middle. The man looking
after the tree at the time filled the hole in the trunk with some
gray substance.

The tree didn’t know exactly if it felt thankful for the help, or
if, on the contrary, it would be just better to just crack down in
two.

As years passed, the cherry tree stopped making itself these
questions anymore. There were only a few precious memories left
on it, but there was no turning back at this point. The tender
hands that planted its tiny body in that ground were the last thing
the tree would remember. When the pale pink flowers flew away
with the wind, everything was forgotten forever.

The next spring, the tree would blossom once more. This time
its flowers were completely white. Its carer admired the blossoms,
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thinking that there was still beauty in this wrecked old tree. The
tree was not conscious anymore, so these flowers were probably its
inherent beauty.

It would be, however, its last blossom. The old cherry tree
didn’t survive the winter. Its carer recycled its wood and built with
it a dinner table and a couple of chairs. Eventually he would sell
them for a very good price.


