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*"The land has a long memory. Longer than the people who work it. Longer than the records they keep.*

*What is put into the ground does not always stay in the ground the way it was put."*
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## Chapter One: The Assignment

The folder landed on Evelyn's desk at ten past three on a Wednesday afternoon, dropped without ceremony by Dr. Hensley on his way to a budget meeting he was already late for and already dreading. He did not slow down. He did not say anything. He placed the folder at the edge of her desk in the specific way of someone who wanted to convey urgency without stopping to convey it, and through the glass wall of her office Evelyn watched him continue down the corridor, his footsteps quick, his jacket slightly crooked in the way that happened when a man had dressed too quickly and was too distracted to notice.

She looked at the folder.

She was in the middle of writing the final summary section of the Macon County alfalfa blight report, which she had been working on since eight that morning and which represented six weeks of fieldwork distilled into twenty-three pages of findings, methodology, and remediation recommendations. The blight was affecting eleven farms across two counties in a pattern that had initially appeared irregular and had resolved, over the course of investigation, into a completely understandable transmission pathway via a shared irrigation-water source. It had a clear biological mechanism, a clear remediation protocol, and a clear projected timeline for resolution. It was the kind of problem she had been solving for six years: real, important, amenable to scientific analysis, and ultimately solvable.

She finished the summary section before she opened Hensley's folder. The alfalfa report was due to the county agricultural office on Friday and deserved her full attention while she was giving it.

The folder was thin. Inside it: five photographs, a two-paragraph summary typed on the standard regional agricultural extension form that farmers used to submit anomaly reports, and a handwritten note from Hensley that said *Look into this. Probably nothing. Keep it clean.* Hensley had a habit of writing *keep it clean* on things he thought would create problems if handled wrong, and she had learned to read these three words as a specific kind of instruction: not *this is genuinely clean* but rather *please ensure that this becomes clean.* The distinction mattered.

The farm was listed as Turner Family Orchards, Grey Hollow Valley, three hours southeast. The farmer's name was Jacob Turner. She read his anomaly description in the form's provided space, written in the cramped and barely legible hand of a man who was more comfortable with a pruning saw than a pen: *strange trees growing among my apple rows. Not apple trees. White bark. Pod-like fruit. Weren't here last spring.* He had underlined *weren't here last spring* twice - once lightly and then again more firmly, as though the first underline hadn't adequately conveyed the emphasis he intended.

She read this twice. She thought about what kind of man underlined things twice. He was a man who had looked at the trees for a long time before calling anyone. He was a man who had probably spent weeks telling himself there was an explanation before finally committing to the admission that there wasn't one he could find.

The photographs were what held her.

She spread them across her desk blotter and looked at them with the systematic attention she brought to visual documentation. She looked first from a distance, reading each photograph as a composition - the framing, the light quality, what the photographer had decided to center and what had been left in the peripheral - and then she moved closer and read them for detail. She had looked at hundreds of anomalous plant photographs in six years of agricultural fieldwork. She knew how to compare what she was seeing against the categorical knowledge she'd built up, how to run a quick triage across the taxonomy of what she knew until something matched or failed to match.

Nothing matched.

The trees were pale. That was the first thing and in some ways the most enduring thing: the specific quality of their paleness, which was not the silvery grey of birch bark or the white-green of a young poplar but something different, something that her mind kept reaching for comparisons to and kept failing to find adequate ones. The color was the color of something drained rather than painted, the color of old ivory or of bone dried by a long sun, a color that looked as though it should be warm and was somehow not. The bark was smooth - she could see this even in the farm-quality photographs - smooth in the way that bark was not supposed to be smooth at the age these trees appeared to have reached, without the furrowing and weathering and accumulated seasonal record that gave bark its character. She had seen certain fungal infections that produced a similar surface effect, but those infections also produced other visual signatures she was looking for and not finding here.

The branching pattern was wrong.

She spent considerable time on this. The photographs were not of scientific quality - they had been taken on a phone by a farmer with no particular photographic training, in variable light, at variable distances - but even through these limitations she could see the geometry of the branching and she could feel the wrongness of it. Not obviously wrong, not dramatically wrong, but wrong in the specific way that things were wrong when something close to correct was not quite correct, when a near-approximation of a familiar pattern revealed itself on close examination to be subtly, persistently off. She looked at it the way she sometimes looked at faces in crowd photographs - registering that something was different before she could articulate what the difference was. She looked at it for perhaps five minutes before she accepted that she was not going to be able to name what was wrong about it from photographs alone.

The pods were small and oval and pale, clustered near the branch ends in groups of three to six, each attached by a short stem. They had a waxy surface quality that she associated with certain protective seed casings, a density about them that the photographs suggested even at this scale. Two of the photographs had been taken close enough to show a detail she noticed on her third pass through the images: a faint seam running along each pod's equator, very fine, very consistent, precisely at the midline. The seam of a pod designed to open cleanly along a predetermined line.

She looked at the photographs for another five minutes after she had looked at them once.

Then she typed *Hensley - taking the Grey Hollow assignment* into an email and sent it before she could manufacture reasons not to. She didn't have a reason not to. She didn't know what she was looking at and that was the reason to go.

She finished the alfalfa report at five-fifteen and filed it for review and packed her field kit.
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She left the following morning at seven, before the city's traffic had reached its peak, in the institute's white Subaru with four hundred and twelve thousand miles on it. The vehicle had opinions about cold starts and about steep grades and about anything above sixty-five miles per hour, but it was the vehicle available and it was reliable in its unreliability, meaning she knew its limitations and could account for them. The portable field kit took up most of the back: sample containers in their foam-padded case, the soil probe in its canvas bag, the camera equipment in a hard case, the laptop and external drives, the basic reagents in their sealed transport box, and her field notebook, which she had been keeping in the same format since her second year of graduate school - hardbound, narrow-ruled, pages numbered, a system of marginalia she had developed over time that allowed her to flag, question, cross-reference, and eventually answer.

She had packed for four days, which was longer than she expected to need. Something about the photographs had made her pack for four days.

The drive south and east took three hours and passed through several distinct landscapes in sequence: the city, which she knew well and found exhausting; the suburban zone, which she found aesthetically depressing in a way she had stopped feeling guilty about; the post-industrial outskirts, which had the quality of all transitional spaces of being fully committed to neither what they had been nor what they might become; and then, quite suddenly in the way that it always happened - she had made this kind of drive dozens of times in six years and it always surprised her - farmland. Flat ground. Dark soil. The geometric order of planted rows.

She rolled the window down and let the air come in.

The air changed with the farmland. It became something that the city air never was: specific, locally sourced, carrying the information of what the land around it contained. Early autumn and turned earth and the faint fermented sweetness of fallen fruit somewhere off to the left. She had spent enough time in agricultural landscapes to read these olfactory signals with reasonable accuracy, and what the air outside the window was telling her was that she was three hours southeast of the institute in an agricultural valley at the beginning of harvest season, and the land was doing what land in this state did in September, which was offering up what it had grown.

The hills were the announcement that something different was coming. They rose from the plain gradually: a darker line at the horizon first, then the tree-covered ridges becoming distinct, then the road beginning to rise and the flat plain compressing itself into fields tucked between slopes that grew steeper and more forested as she drove. The sky above the ridgelines had that specific quality of sky over country that went up a long way: dense, dark blue, with the sense of altitude behind it. She was entering the beginning of what geologists would call low-relief mountain terrain, and the road was following a creek drainage that had cut this access into the highlands over a geological span she found it useful to occasionally contemplate when her problems felt too large.

The valley announced itself as a narrowing and then a widening: the hills closing in on both sides, the road tracking the creek, a sense of compression, and then the road crested a small rise and the valley opened out below her and she pulled over without making a conscious decision to do so.

She sat for a moment and looked.

Grey Hollow Valley was, in the late September afternoon light, genuinely beautiful. Not picturesque in the composed and slightly artificial way of landscape photography, but beautiful in the honest way of things that had been shaped by a long time and a single consistent purpose: this was a farming valley, the hills had been holding it for millennia, the orchards had been in the ground for decades, and the sum of it - the ordered rows and the creek's casual curve and the town with its water tower and grain elevator and church steeple and the surrounding forests on the ridges making a dark frame for the agricultural brightness of the floor - was the beauty of a thing that had found its form and settled into it.

She pulled out her field notebook. She wrote: *Grey Hollow Valley. First observation, 16:34. Topographically well-defined basin, river-cut valley floor, wooded hillsides, orchard-dominated agriculture. Soil visible in road-cut exposures appears dark, deep - likely rich alluvial deposit. Visual impression: orderly, well-maintained, prosperous farming community. Agricultural character strong. Note: beauty in an anomalous location is information.* She looked at this last sentence. She left it.

A sign at the valley entrance: *Grey Hollow - Where Good Things Grow.* She read it. She drove past it. In her rearview mirror the sign grew small and then disappeared as the road bent. The hills closed in behind her as she descended to the valley floor. She noted the soil in the road cuts as she passed: very dark, very rich, the color of organic density accumulated over a long time. Good soil. Soil with a long history of things growing in it, and dying in it, and breaking down into it.

The Motor Inn was a single-story structure on the left side of the road, set back behind a parking lot that had been cracked and patched and cracked again over the years of frost and thaw cycles. She pulled in. A man behind the front desk - name tag: *Hector* - processed her without particular engagement. She asked about a diner. He said: Mabel's, on Crabtree Street, two blocks. She thanked him. He handed her a key card and appeared to move on to his next thought, whatever that was.

Her room was clean and small and smelled of pine cleaner and the specific wooden note of cheap paneling that was its own olfactory artifact of a certain era of American motel construction. She had stayed in many similar rooms. She had her system: she put her laptop on the desk, she unrolled the plastic examination sheet over the desk's surface, she pinned Jacob Turner's five photographs to the wall above the desk with the thumbtacks she kept in the kit's front pocket because every motel desk was a surface that needed photographs above it.

She sat in the desk chair in the yellow light of the bedside lamp and looked at the photographs.

She sat with them for twenty minutes, turning over what she knew and what she didn't know, applying categories and watching them fail to fit. She was a plant biologist specializing in agricultural diseases and invasive species. She had a good identification sense and a comprehensive working knowledge of the plant species common to agricultural landscapes in this region. She looked at the pale trees' photographs and she could not place them. She looked at the pods and she could not place them.

She could not say why the photographs unsettled her in the specific way they did. She had documented unusual specimens before - had examined specimens that turned out to be hoaxes, specimens that turned out to be known species photographed in unusual conditions, specimens that turned out to be genuinely novel if not particularly alarming. None of them had produced this quality of unease. She ran a self-diagnostic: fatigue? No. She had slept well. Hunger? She had eaten on the drive. Some psychological mechanism she wasn't identifying?

She looked at the pods. She looked specifically at the seam, which was at the exact equator of each pod, which was finely and consistently formed, which was the seam of a pod designed to open along a specific line. She looked at the density that the photographs implied, the sense in the way the pods hung that they were heavier than their size suggested.

She turned off the desk lamp at ten-thirty. The valley outside was dark except for the distant lights of the town, and above the town and the hills the stars were extraordinary: the genuine, overwhelming quantity of stars available in a place without light pollution, stars she had grown up with in a smaller city and had not seen properly in years. She lay on the bed and looked at the dark ceiling and listened.

The valley's silence was layered in the way that rural silences were layered: not absence of sound but presence of specific sounds, the creek in its distant channel, the wind in the orchards, the occasional car on the county road. A silence with texture, with depth, with the quality of a place that had been settled into its own quiet for a long time.

She thought about the photographs until she stopped thinking about them. She noted, before she fell asleep, that she was already slightly more unsettled than she'd been when she'd taken the assignment. She noted this as information.

She did not dream.

—-
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## Chapter Two: Grey Hollow

Sheriff Carla Dorsey occupied her office the way she occupied everything: without excess, without waste, with the settled authority of a person who had been exactly who she was for a long time and had stopped finding it interesting as a topic. The office smelled of burnt coffee from the machine on the credenza - Evelyn identified it as one of the institutional coffee machines that every low-budget public office seemed to have, the machines that brewed too hot and kept the coffee too warm too long and produced a particular burnt note that was somehow universal - and of old paper from the filing cabinets that lined one wall and that appeared to be organized according to a system that Dorsey alone fully understood.

She was forty-four or forty-five, solidly built without being imposing, with the unhurried economy of movement that came from a long professional practice of not wasting energy on anything that didn't require it. She had looked at Evelyn for three full seconds before saying anything, which was the look of someone taking an accurate measure rather than a social reading, and she had poured coffee for both of them without asking, which was the act of a person who had decided in advance that the meeting would be productive and had allocated hospitality accordingly.

She had already heard about the trees. This had surprised Evelyn when Dorsey first mentioned it, but she had since updated her model: in a valley of eight hundred people, a scientist arriving from the regional institute was visible within twenty-four hours, and Dorsey's role as sheriff meant she had probably heard about the arrival before Evelyn had checked into the motel.

"Jacob Turner called me three weeks ago," Dorsey said. She was settled back in her chair with the coffee mug, the posture of someone who had pre-positioned herself for a conversation she intended to have on her own terms. "Said he had something strange in his orchard - trees that weren't there before, white bark, some kind of fruit or pod. I drove out, looked at them, told him I'd never seen anything like it and suggested he contact the county extension service." She paused. "He did. They sent your people's form. And here you are."

Evelyn said: "What was your own assessment, when you looked at the trees?"

Dorsey considered this the way she appeared to consider all questions: with the full weight of her attention and a deliberate pause before answering. "My working theory," she said, "is that someone planted them deliberately. Either as a prank - and God knows we get the occasional idiot hiker who thinks it's clever to seed unusual plants along trail corridors - or as an invasive ornamental that got away from someone. Turner's land backs up against the eastern trail corridor; we get thirty, forty hikers through there in a season." She looked at her mug. "That's the most parsimonious explanation."

Evelyn said: "What about the pods?"

Something shifted in Dorsey's expression - not toward fear, but toward a more careful calibration. She said: "He showed me one when I visited. Cut it open himself, pocket knife, standing right there in the orchard." She was quiet for a moment. "There was something inside it."

"What did it look like?"

"Small. White. Hard." She looked at her coffee. "I told him it was probably a calcium deposit - plant matter sometimes produces calcium deposits in unusual growth conditions, I've seen that kind of thing before on tree specimens. I told him it was probably that." She paused. "He said - and I've been thinking about this since - he said, 'A calcium deposit doesn't have little ridges like this.' And he was right. It had ridges along the sides. Regular ridges, evenly spaced." She met Evelyn's eyes. "I thought they looked like teeth. I didn't say that."

Evelyn put her pen down. She looked at Dorsey for a moment. She said: "You thought they looked like a tooth."

Dorsey said: "I thought they looked like the kind of ridges you see on a tooth. Which is an absurd thing to think when you're standing in an apple orchard looking at plant matter." She said it with the flat self-awareness of someone who was aware of the absurdity and had decided not to be embarrassed by accurate observation. "So I said calcium deposit and we moved on."

Evelyn picked her pen back up. She made a note: *Dorsey: ridge structure on pod interior material, described as consistent with dental morphology. Self-dismissed as calcium deposit. Did not include in initial report.*

She asked about Jacob Turner's reliability. Dorsey gave him a careful and thorough character reference without softening anything: he was third-generation farm family, conservative and practical, not the type to invent or amplify problems, in fact more likely to underreport because he preferred to solve things himself. If he had been sitting on this since spring, it was because he'd been trying to find his own explanation and had run out of options. She said: "The type who waits too long to ask for help. When he finally asks, take it seriously."

Two separate farms. Evelyn thought about this as she walked to her car - Dorsey had mentioned Roy Sutter, east side of the valley, same trees reported the previous week. Two farms, no obvious surface connection. She filed the geographical fact for later use, made a note to visit Sutter as soon as she'd assessed Turner's situation.

Mabel's Diner was on Crabtree Street, two blocks from the sheriff's office, in a building that appeared to have been a diner since approximately the Eisenhower administration and to have been maintained in that function with steady and unsentimental care. Evelyn took a stool at the counter, which was her preferred seat in diners because it gave a view of the whole room and because it allowed conversation with the staff, who were generally more informative than menus.

She ordered eggs, toast, and coffee. The coffee was considerably better than Dorsey's. The eggs were cooked exactly as requested. She ate slowly and watched the morning come into Grey Hollow.

The town moved at its own pace, which was the pace of a community organized around agricultural rhythms rather than commercial ones. Pickup trucks with equipment in the beds. A man carrying a bale of fence wire. Two older men talking outside the feed store with the leisurely absorbed quality of people who had been talking to each other regularly for decades and were in no hurry to stop. A woman with a dog - a beagle, who was cataloguing every square inch of sidewalk with the conviction that all smells were equally important and that sufficient time devoted to any one smell might reveal something crucial.

Normal. Small-town agricultural normal. She ate her eggs and she watched it and she thought: this is the surface. This is what's visible. Every landscape has a surface and a substrate and the substrate is what her work required her to understand.

It was a disposition that had taken years to develop, the ability to look at the visible and see through it to the structural. She had been trained in biology and then in agricultural pathology and then, over six years of fieldwork, in the specific skill of looking at healthy plants and identifying what was wrong beneath the surface - the invisible fungal network spreading through a field of visibly healthy corn, the root blight two seasons away from killing the orchard that was currently producing beautifully. You learned to distrust surface health. You learned that what you could see was always the last thing to change, always the trailing indicator, and that by the time a plant showed visible symptoms the problem below had typically been developing for a season or more.

She looked at Grey Hollow through this lens and thought: something has been developing here for a while, and the people in this town, going about their morning, may not know what it is yet. She thought: but something in this town probably does know, at some level, even if it hasn't been named. Because communities were organisms too, in their way, and organisms knew things about themselves that they hadn't yet articulated. And the way a community knew things it hadn't articulated was in how it talked, in where it looked and where it didn't, in the specific quality of the pauses in conversations about certain subjects.

Mabel herself was a large woman in her early sixties who moved between tables and the counter with the efficient economy of someone who had done this job for long enough that efficiency was no longer a practice but a physical fact, built into the way she moved through space. She refilled Evelyn's coffee without being asked, which Evelyn mentally noted as a significant act of professional grace.

On the community board by the door - the kind of corkboard layered with decades of notices and business cards and sign-up sheets that seemed to be a required fixture in any diner serving a rural community - Evelyn found, near the bottom, half-obscured by a more recent flyer about a county road project: a small hand-lettered card. *Martin Caldwell - Local History - Ask at the counter.* No phone number, no address, no elaboration. Local history offered as a service, available on request, to those who knew to ask.

She filed it. She went to get her field kit.

The orchards along the valley road in the September morning light were doing what orchards did at this time of year: ripening in the slant light, the apple trees heavy with fruit going from green to red, the air sweet with it. She drove with the windows down and let the valley's morning air come through and tried to keep her attention on the drive rather than on what she was driving toward, because she had learned over six years that working herself up on the way to a site always made the first observation less reliable.

She turned onto Turner's access road. The orchard began on both sides of the track: good trees, well-spaced, the grass between rows short and green. She drove two hundred meters before she saw it - at the far end of a row, off to her right, a cluster of something pale that was not apple trees. Her eyes registered it and then the road curved and she was past it and pulling into the farmyard.

Jacob Turner was walking toward her from the direction of the barn. He was in his mid-fifties, broad through the shoulders, wearing the clothes of someone who had been working since before the morning was light. He walked with a directness that was not haste - every step placed with purpose but without urgency. He shook her hand. His grip was the grip of a man whose hands had been worked hard for thirty years.

He said: "I'm glad you're here." He said it without performance, without either the relief of someone who had been alarmed and was finally getting help or the skepticism of someone who had decided this was an overreaction. He said it as a plain and specific statement of fact: her arrival was a thing he was glad of.

She said she was glad to be here. She looked past him toward the orchard.

He followed her eyes. He said: "They're bigger now. Since the photographs."

She said: "Show me."

—-
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## Chapter Three: Turner's Orchard

The apple rows were the testimony of sixty years of daily attention. She could read this kind of orchard - had walked through hundreds of them in her years of fieldwork - and what she read in Turner's orchard was a sustained and methodical commitment: the consistent spacing that required regular measurement and correction over decades, the canopy shape that came from annual pruning executed with the same priorities year after year, the relationship between each tree and its neighbors that developed only when someone had been here every season and had thought about the relationships between trees rather than just the trees individually. The grass between the rows was close-mown and healthy. The trunks were painted white at the base for pest management. The older trees - and some of these were genuinely old, their trunks thick and heavily furrowed, their scaffold branches spread wide - had the character of trees that had been given time and had used it well.

She walked behind Turner through the apple rows. She was taking the measure of the normal before she reached the abnormal, which was how she always worked. Context was data.

The normal ended where it ended.

It was not a dramatic transition. There was no obvious boundary marker, no sign of disease or damage in the apple trees adjacent to the pale section, no die-back or yellowing or unusual growth in the trees immediately surrounding the intruders. The pale trees simply appeared among the apple rows, standing in the places where more apple trees should have been, occupying the spaces they had grown into with the quiet assurance of things that did not require permission.

Evelyn stopped walking.

She stood in the orchard row and looked at the nearest pale tree from thirty feet. It was approximately the height of a mature fruit tree - five, six meters - with a canopy spread that suggested several years of established growth. The bark was the color she'd tried to identify from the photographs and now, in person, she could say with more precision: it was the color of old bone. Not the off-white of chalk or the greyish white of limestone, not the silver-white of birch or the greenish white of aspen bark. Bone. The specific ivory-yellow-white of calcium that had been alive and then had dried. She had seen this color in anatomy labs and in archaeological material and in the preparation trays of biological supply companies, and she had never expected to see it in an apple orchard in September.

She put on her examination gloves before approaching. She was a scientist. She documented before she touched and she touched carefully and she contaminated nothing.

Up close, the bark was stranger than the photographs had prepared her for. It was smooth - this was the quality she'd noticed from the photographs and it was more pronounced in person - smooth in the way of skin rather than bark, without the ridges and fissures and accumulated texture that constituted bark's weathering record. She had seen smooth bark before; some species maintained smooth bark into maturity. But this smoothness had a different quality, a too-smooth quality, a smoothness that felt like a thing that had not accumulated rather than a thing that had been kept. She pressed her fingertips against it. Cool - notably below ambient temperature, which was strange on a surface that had been in direct September sunlight. A slight chalkiness against the skin of her fingers that left a faint white residue on her gloves.

She withdrew her hand and looked at the residue.

She looked at the translucence.

The photographs had suggested it and in direct sunlight it was confirmed: the bark was not fully opaque. At the angles where the morning light hit it most directly, the material allowed a faint passage of light, a diffuse interior glow, the way a hand looked held over a flashlight - shadow within the light, structure within the translucence. She could not make out any specific internal structure. But the fact of translucence was real and was wrong.

She went methodically through the observation sequence she always used for initial specimen contact: visual examination at multiple distances, tactile examination with gloved hands, olfactory examination, photographic documentation. She photographed the bark at four distances and six angles. She photographed the canopy from below. She photographed the ground at the root flare.

Then she looked at the pods.

They grew near the branch tips in clusters, each pod on its own short stem, oval in form, five to seven centimeters long and perhaps four centimeters at their widest. They had the waxy surface quality she'd noted in the photographs and in person they were slightly more translucent than the bark - not transparent, not allowing any visual access to the interior, but with a quality of contained density that was different from the airy lightness of a seed pod or the pulpy mass of a ripening fruit. They were heavier than they looked. She confirmed this by gently pressing two adjacent pods and feeling the resistance. Dense. Packed with something.

The seam was visible at the equator of each pod. Very fine. Very precisely at the midline. The seam of something designed to open cleanly.

She moved through the cluster, photographing systematically, noting GPS coordinates for each tree, estimating heights and girth measurements, observing the distribution pattern. The pale trees were not randomly placed. She felt this during the observation pass without being able to immediately quantify it - a spatial sense of patterning, the way you recognized that a scatter of points on a surface had an underlying organization even before you could articulate what the organization was. She would need GPS data to confirm it, but her field instinct said: these trees have a center.

The largest pale tree was at what she was tentatively calling the cluster's center - approximately six meters tall, canopy spread wider than any of the surrounding specimens, its pods more numerous and more developed, the ones on the lowest branches reaching nine or ten centimeters in length. She stood under its canopy and looked up.

No birds.

She had been hearing birds in the apple sections - the ambient sound of a September orchard, starlings moving in the canopy, sparrows in the grass, crows at the field margin. Standing under the pale tree, she heard nothing in the branches above her. She looked up through the pale leaves - wrong color, a pale greenish white, almost no green in them - and the branches were bare of birds. She turned and looked at the apple trees a single row away. A pair of starlings was working the canopy. She turned back to the pale section. Nothing.

She walked back to Turner.

He had stayed at the cluster's edge. He had not followed her into the pale section, which she noted without commenting on.

She told him she would need to collect pod specimens for laboratory analysis. He said yes. She asked him several questions: when had the trees first
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