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am Zaraq, a wanderer from the distant planet of Xylothia,

a place where the sky is perpetually painted in shades of

indigo, and the trees communicate through luminescent
tendrils. My kind, the Xyloths, have always been explorers,
seeking the unknown among the stars. I now find myself on
a tiny blue orb called Earth, observing its inhabitants with
fascination and concern.

Earth is a world of contrasts. Its beauty is marred by the
scars of war and pollution. Its inhabitants, the humans, are a
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complex species. Some radiate kindness and creativity, while
others seem driven by greed and destruction.

One day, while I hovered in the clouds, cloaked in
invisibility, I witnessed a scene that perplexed and saddened
me. A group of humans had gathered around a small sapling,
planting it in the soil with great care. They spoke of hope
and renewal, their faces filled with joy. Yet, not far away,
others were tearing down ancient forests, heedless of the
consequences.




