
There once was a Plantasian named Buster Tensyllables. His tendrils scribed something like this. ...
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Wher Garland

At the young age of fourteen, Master Agronomist Wampum ThePrinceIsMadEmphaphycoNewton was the youngest Master Agronomist in the history of Wher Garland. Plants were his friends. He knew each one by name.

Wampum not only knew the common and scientific names of Plants, but he also knew each Plant by its own individual name – James, George, Lucille, etc. Of course he didn’t tell others about this last bit.

The most probable single reason which may have pushed the Council to award Wampum the title of Master Agronomist at such a young age, was that he had a very green thumb. Anything he planted would grow, bloom, and thrive. 

At the very young age of five, Wampum had started winning contests at the Wher Fair for the Prettiest Plant or Fairest Flower or Lushest Lily. He also once won the contest for Mooshiest Moss. But he didn’t count that award since nobody else had entered a Moss in the contest. And he was fairly certain that the Fair Magistrates had set up that category just for him. 

Wampum’s Plants were so green because he talked with them – his friends. Sure other people talked to Plants. But Wampum talked with Plants. He asked them how they were doing and were they getting enough to eat and to drink. He would also ask them where would they like to live in the yard and other things like that. And he would listen to their answers. 

Wampum also liked to be included in the conversations which his Plants were having with each other. He found that the thing which Plants liked to talk about most, was the exact same thing that Humans liked to talk about most – the weather.

Wampum ThePrinceIsMadEmphaphycoNewton had a very good life. But even though he was a Master Agronomist, people, especially his Teachers, still couldn’t pronounce his last name correctly. Some wouldn’t even try – they would just say Wampum ThePrinceIs ... Whatever,  and leave it at that. Others would get tongue twisted. Some would end up adding a few syllables, as if ten weren’t enough. And people not pronouncing his last name correctly irked Wampum to no end – which is inexplicably further down the road than the end.

Life was easy. The Wher had given him a parcel of land to grow whatever he wanted. This parcel extended right up to the Wher Border. He called his parcel Wampum’s Gardenness. 

Some said that he was in love with his land. And maybe he was. But he wasn’t stingy about it. 

Wampum made some eating gardens near the town side of his property. In the eating gardens, he grew whatever fruits and vegetables wanted to grow there. He invited the town folk to come and gather whatever they needed, whenever they wanted. 

There always seemed to be enough for everyone. And people didn’t come often enough to endanger any other farmers and gardeners of becoming too jealous of Wampum or of going out of business.

When Wampum was eighteen, he built a tiny house on his parcel of land. It had just enough room for one person to turn around in. It was, needless to say, a tree house. He built his tree house in the center of his land, so that he could watch over all of the Plants in his Gardenness.

Wher Tharland

When the Officials of Wher Garland caught wind of Wampum’s tree house and of his watching over his land, they asked him to keep a particular eye on the next Wher over. There had been some reports of strange goings-on there. 

Wampum thought that it couldn’t be any stranger than what went on in his Gardenness. But he promised to keep an eye on them just the same. Wher Garland had treated him really well. And after all, it was their land that he was living on. He was only enhancing its natural beauty. 

Wampum asked the Officials which eye they wanted him to keep on that Wher – his right eye or his left one. They replied that either eye would be fine, even though they had asked him to keep a particular eye on that Wher.

Wampum got back to doing what he liked to do, which was tending his Gardenness. After some time had gone by, he felt guilty that he hadn’t been keeping a particular eye on the next Wher over – Wher Tharland – as he had promised. 

Wampum tried to look that way from his loft in the Trees. But there were too many other Trees in the way – all leafing out very nicely. The Trees tried moving their branches for him, so that he could see better. But there were just too many of them. And even though Trees are usually graceful, this group of Trees were not that coordinated.

So Wampum decided to take a stroll along the border of the Wher which was also the border of his property. On one of his many strolls, somebody from Wher Tharland spied him walking, sort of like he was on patrol. They held up a stick and shouted at him, Hey, why don’t you make like a Tree and leaf! 

Wampum had heard about spells before and this sure sounded like one of them. However, he was pretty certain that it should have been cast as, Hey, why don’t you make like a Tree and leave! 

Since nobody in Wher Garland cast spells, Wampum was a little unsure of what to do about it. At least nobody whom Wampum knew in Wher Garland cast spells.

Wampum tried to recall the ways to counter spells. He had read about that somewhere.

	You could cast a counter-spell – the only one he knew was Repel that! But he had never cast a spell. So he wasn’t sure how to go about it or if it would be effective. After all, he was an Agronomist, not a Wizard.

	You could dodge or duck the spell – it was a little late for that.

	You could hold up a shield – like he had one of those.


Wampum didn’t even have time for all these thoughts to race through his head before leaves were sprouting out of him all over.

Leaves kept sprouting out of Wampum. He had always wondered what it would be like to become a Tree. Some of his best friends were Trees. And in his conversations with them, they never regretted being Trees. 

It was then that Wampum remembered the last way that one could counter a spell.

	Rather than trying to resist the spell and not come under its influence, you could embrace its beauty and embody its might. Anything bad in the spell would then just fade away.


And that is exactly what Wampum ThePrinceIsMadEmphaphycoNewton decided to do. Rather than struggle against this spell, he let himself become a Tree in all of its wonderfulness.

The Sneezing Nation

Wampum ThePrinceIsMadEmphaphycoNewton enjoyed spending the next year as a Tree. Since he was still a tiny part Human, he could move about his Gardenness and relish in its beauty. It appeared to be thriving without his help. 

Wampum came to understand in a way in which he had perhaps not understood before, that his Gardenness greatly enjoyed his company and his presence. Their relationship with each other had nothing to do with either one needing the other’s help. The Gardenness was capable of thriving without Wampum and he without her. But together they could flourish.

Wampum learned that his Gardenness referred to him as her Otherness. 

While Wampum was totally engaged with his Gardenness he was unaware that Wher Tharland was quietly taking over portions of Wher Garland.

During the next year, Wampum found out that he could transition from a Tree to other Plants. So he spent his energy transforming himself from one form of Plantae to another. Throughout this time of transformation, he still preferred being a Tree.

In the third year, Wampum figured out how to once again become a Human and did so. Wampum considered that he had probably known how to become a Human again all along. But he had had little to no desire to do so. He was just so thoroughly enjoying being a Plant.

Now that Wampum was Human once more, he decided it was high time that he showed his face in public again. So he ventured into town.

The news that greeted him was grim. Wher Tharland had taken over the perimeter of Wher Garland. And Wher Tharland would shortly, by all variations of the stories, take over the rest of Wher Garland.

Those in the perimeter had retreated to the cities and towns in the middle of Wher Garland. But where would they go, if Wher Tharland took over the entire Wher?

By all accounts, those of Wher Tharland were bullies. Wampum had trouble accepting that all of the people of Wher Tharland were bullies. But he could attest that the one who had turned him into a Tree certainly was. 

And if he were a bully, Wampum thought that there may well be others in Wher Tharland. Indeed, Wher Garland itself was not devoid of bullies.

Wampum returned to his Gardenness to root out the answer as to what to do about Wher Tharland’s infiltration into Wher Garland. And whom better to have a conversation about it with, than his Gardenness.

They quickly arrived at an answer. Wampum’s Gardenness sent out messages to the Plants in all the perimeter of Wher Garland. Some messages went via roots. Some via birds, others via underground water streams. Once the plan was hatched, it seemed that everybody wanted to be a messenger – even the insects.

At a set time, a few days later, all of the Plants in the parts of the perimeter which was infested by the people of Wher Tharland, sent out effusive amounts of pollen.

Soon the people of Wher Tharland who had been in the perimeter of Wher Garland had red eyes and runny noses. They were sneezing something atrocious. But they were determined not to leave their newly acquired lands. 

They figured at most that these allergies would only last for the few remaining weeks of Spring. But when the symptoms continued into Summer, the intruders slowly but surely dispersed back into Wher Tharland.

The pollen let up. And after a few weeks, those of Wher Garland could return to the lands which were previously theirs. And the Sneezing Nation never returned – except to shop at the market.

Buster Tensyllables

Several generations later, Buster Tensyllables arrived upon the scene. His Parents hoped that he would be a normal child like they and their Parents had been. None of them had a green thumb. And it was parlayed about that Buster’s Mother killed every Plant she looked at. 

That last bit wasn’t true in the least bit. But it was also true that her thumb was any color but green.

Wampum had a child who was not a Plantasian. That is, the child could not turn into a Plant at will.

Wampum’s grandchild, however, was a Plantasian. That grandchild decided to change his last name to make it easier to pronounce. Fallute changed his last name from ThePrinceIsMadEmphaphycoNewton to TheGrassIsGreenAndTheLiliesAreWhite – something more becoming a Plantasian. 

His new last name was still ten syllables long. And Fallute was soon dismayed to find out that TheGrassIsGreenAndTheLiliesAreWhite was no easier to pronounce than ThePrinceIsMadEmphaphycoNewton. 

Well at least he was no longer asked who the Mad Prince was or why he didn’t just change his appellation to Newton.

The next in line was not a Plantasian. And he changed his last name back to ThePrinceIsMadEmphaphycoNewton. His son was a Plantasian. And he changed his last name back to TheGrassIsGreenAndTheLiliesAreWhite.

The next child was a Plantasian. But he wanted his sobriquet – the name that he was known by – to be the original last name. One of his main reasons for doing so was that he greatly revered Wampum. 

So Philodendron was going to change his last name back to ThePrinceIsMadEmphaphycoNewton. But before he got around to it, one of his friends asked him, Just how long is your last name anyway? 

Since Philodendron revered simplicity even more than he revered his predecessor Wampum, he changed the family name to TenSyllables. Still some people just couldn’t help asking why his last name wasn’t FourSyllables when it was only four syllables long.

As was mentioned, Buster’s Parents were hoping for a normal child. By that they meant one who wasn’t a Plantasian. They
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