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A Palm-Sized Piece of Land

he was tormented by nightmares.

And it was the first time Ahmad received an answer to his questions

“A palm-sized piece of land”

By Heba Elnaami
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


In the middle of the small town, the kind that barely shows on a map, there was a piece of land that could not hold two full steps.

If a man stretched his arms, he could touch both walls at once.

If he leaned forward, his shadow became larger than the land itself. It was useless for farming. Too small for building.

Not even enough space to stand for long. Yet it was all Ali owned. People often told him to leave. They said life outside was wider, that opportunities did not suffocate the way this town did.

Ali would smile, briefly, and say,

“Whoever leaves his home loses his worth.”

He never explained. Never argued; As if the sentence needed no defense. At the center of the small land stood a fig tree.

Too large for the space it occupied. Its trunk pressed against the ground,

its branches stretched beyond the wall, ignoring the idea of limits altogether.

Ahmad had grown up with the tree.

It was always there, before he understood words, before he learned the shape of the town.

For him, there was nothing strange about it. He treated her with childlike innocence.

He would sit near the trunk, sometimes alone, sometimes with his father (Ali) nearby.
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The town, however, felt differently. People said the land was unsettling.

That something about it lingered longer than it should.

Anyone who stepped inside that narrow space came out changed, not clearly, not visibly, but enough to be noticed.

One evening, Ali stood by the wall, looking at the tree longer than usual. He placed his hand on the trunk, then pulled it back quickly.

He said nothing.

But Ahmad saw something in his father’s eyes that unsettled him.

That night, Ahmad asked quietly, “Babawhy do people feel strange there?”

Ali did not answer right away. Then he said,

“Some places carry more than people are ready to hold.” The next day,

something small began to shift in the land.

Nothing visible. Nothing spoken, but it could be felt.
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The morning arrived slowly over the small town.

Ahmad opened the small window of their house and leaned forward. He looked down at the tiny piece of land.

The fig tree stood proudly in the morning light. Its branches stretched wide above the walls,

heavy with green fruit that gleamed like tiny lanterns.

Below, a small boy had climbed the wall. He reached for one of the shining figs, his hands trembling with eagerness.

The fruit was plump and green,

As the boy touched it, a strange shiver ran through him. His eyes widened, and he stepped back, startled,

as though the tree had whispered something he could not understand. Ahmad watched silently from above.

the boy jumped down quickly and ran away, leaving the fruit untouched.
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Ahmad rushed to his father, Ali, his words tumbling out as he tried to describe what he had seen.

Ali smiled faintly, shaking his head.

Ahmad remained torn between his father’s smile and what his own eyes had seen.

He pressed his father with endless questions, and Ali always gave him the same answer:

“Your answers will come in time, Habibi”

In the end, Ahmad gave in and decided to wait for the right time.
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Time moved on, and several weeks slipped by.

From the corner of the street, a man approached.

Tall, confident, dressed neatly, he carried the weight of authority in every step.

He had come to claim the land. To clear it for a small street, he said, for progress, for the town’s expansion.

His eyes scanned the tiny land, measuring, judging, already imagining it gone.

Ali met him at the wall.

He did not bow. He did not flinch. His gaze was calm, but firm.

“This land is useless,” the man said, stepping inside the tiny plot.

“You cannot farm here. You cannot build here. It is too small, too narrow. It will never serve its purpose.”

Ali shook his head.

“This land is mine, Mr. Haroon” he said quietly.

“It has always been mine, and I will not part with it,

not a single inch. Not the tree, not the soil, not anything.”

The visitor, Mr. Haroon, frowned, walking closer to the fig tree. He reached out and plucked a small, green fig from its branch. He was used to taking what is not his.

The instant his fingers touched it, a shiver ran through him. A memory flashed bright and painful!

A little girl, laughing in a garden that no longer existed. The daughter he lost.

The grief struck him suddenly,

and the weight of it made him stumble back.
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Mr. Haroon swallowed the memory of his daughter still burning in his chest.

He nodded, and left.

But from that day on, something strange began to happen to him.. Every evening, the laughter of his lost child echoes in his ears..

Her face appeared in his dreams,

her small hand reaching for him in a garden he could no longer touch.

“There's something strange in that tree!”

“ I have to root out that cursed tree” he whispered.
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The story of the visitor, Mr.Haroon, was known quietly among the villagers.

He had arrived as an outsider years ago.

At first, the village had welcomed him, offered him shelter, trust, and a place among them.

But when he gained a position of authority, something changed. His manner hardened.

He became cruel, taking what was not his, seizing, demanding, holding grudges that ran deep.

Old rivalries and anger consumed him,

and the people he had once lived among became the target of his bitterness.

And then came the loss that shaped him forever. His daughter died in a sudden, tragic accident, an event whispered to be orchestrated by fate, or perhaps by vengeance.

He is haunted by the thought that his own actions caused her death, and so he avoids her memory as one avoids a wound that never healed. Whenever he went near the fig tree,
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