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The Awaywalkers is a children's book for
adults to read to their child. In théctional
land of the Awaywalkersveryone walks
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kind of way. Thestory follows one little
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It is a book of timeless wisdom to be
cherishedin childhood and read countless
times for guidanceon your own personal
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To begin wih, he sat under a tree.

He was happy, as happy could be.

When he was hungry, the tree gave him fruit.

When he was thirsty, there was rain-at the roots.

The tree kept him safe, the tree kept him dry.

Life was so pleasant, witio need totry.



The tee was his friendhey weretogether as one.

Both protected and nurtured, under the sun.

But one day the ripe fruit, no longer.came.

The roots were all dry, there wasno'more rain.

He waited and waited,-no’leaves could he see.

Something was'wrong, withismuchloved tree



Being hungry and thirsfyvas an experience new.

Branches fell all around him and more anxious he grew.

He watched every moment, he cqould not look away.

He might get hit by a branch, he:eould no longer stay.

His tree was the plagthat he held most dear.

His place of great\comfort, now filled him with great fear.



Backingaway slowlyhe began leaving his home
With hope for a new tree, but let out a small moan.
For he could not turn around, facing forward to see,

Afraid if hedid, he would lose sight-ef-his tree.

He began to awayvalk, his.back to the light,
Tryingto keep alwayshis shadow in sight.
Looking left and-then right, with a slight backward glance

He kept movingaway, without taking achance.



As he awaywalked to further his search
The tree became smaller and his heardid lurch.
For his tree had becomeéut the tiniest speck,

And lonely and fearfulhe began to then get.

For he nowhad no food, shelter or friend.
And alone in this place, his story migdntd.
So then in a panj®e did awayrun,

Facing awayas he had first begun.



While running backwards, blindly in fear.

He met other awaywalkers, who were full of good cheer.

They were drunken and loud and, had formed into a gang.

Some were courageouwsith knives; with others who sang.

They laughed at his nakedness and called him rude names.

Hewanted to join them, bufelt so ashamed.



He cursedasthey left him wishing thendead.
With anger his facealid burn fiery red.

Finding other awaywalksrwho were much weaker souls,

He pushedthem to the ground, thé&clothes hethen stole.

With his head full of honohe stood there with pride,
Butthe guilt that-he felt, he could not disguise.



Quicklynhe awaywalked from what he had done,
Hopingnot to be caughtby those he had wronged.
Until far ahead he saw on the road,

A crowd of awaywalkers, all bearing great loads.

He caught up to their leader,.and asked: "What is it you
do?Why do you awayvalkin lines tweby-two?"

The leader repliediTo repay our wrongs."

For each of them on¢géad been where he'd gone.



Begging a pla¢géeside those on the road,

He fell into step and picked up a great load.

Within their straight lines, he found-peace of mind.

Here waghe order and safety, h@ad so longed to find.

For the very first timgsince leaving his tree,

He felt he belonged-and could live peacefully.



Mile after mile he walked down the road.

Feelingagreat weight, while bearing his load.

Heavier and heavier, it seemed that it grew

When they would stop, not one of them knew.

Onward they awaynarched, always step

Each walking backward®, keepthe others in check.
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To his surprise, he saw a man walking free,

Far from the road, beneath a great tree.

Picking ripe fruit, eachiece he did, grab,

Placing them alin a large bulging-bag.

The stranger was confident, bright with a smile.

Beside him was gatherethuch fruit in a pile.
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Leaving the road, glancing backwards to see,

He asked of the man: "Is there fruit here for #ie

The stranger replied: "For you, nodtuit may be found.

But pointed to where, the fruit did-abound.

"In the hills in the distance are bountiful trees,

But this orchard\s mine, and this fruit is for me."
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So b distant hills he did awawyander,
Further and further inspired by his hunger.
A hunger not for, more food or more safety,

But for great fame and a life filled, with plenty.

The further he searched, down strange narrow streets,
Fewer good peopléhefoundtime to meet.
Butgain that great orchrd, he eventually did,

Only with no one else ther¢o share it all with.
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With so many trees of ripening fruit,
Those who envied his wealth, took much of his loot.
Nervous long nights, became long watchful days.

He could not leave his orchard, or-ddoek away.

His thoughtsthey now turnedback to his tree,
From which long ago;.he.awayalked to be free.
It had kept him(sQ)safe, always there as his friend,

And his heart, how it yearned, for this feeling again.
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Once more he awawalked, his shaolw showing the way.

Taking part only, of the fruit he hadade

Facing backwards, he admired all that he had achieved,

Feeling not envious now, just simply’appeased.

Having worked to acguire, so that others would know.

He was now atlastready, to letall go.

15



Within a short timehe came to amallgroup,
And opening his heart, he shared his ripe fruit.
On receivindnis gift, with much gracious tim&s,

They welcomed him warmly, into their ranks.
He entered their circle and'‘backwards they mdye
To see all those who joinddem

And be seen by them too.

Bonded as one in a finding of glee,

They awaywalked together, harmoniously.
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Welcoming all, the group fast grew in number,
And his thoughts once more strayed,

As he started to wonder.

How could he helpall those just like him

Who had travelled so far,:on:their journey within?

While those in the circldelt they were home,

He knew more was out there, as yet unknown.
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Holding his questions, to which none offered answers,
He farewellel the group, to take on life's chances.
Exploring his patHull of newanxiety,

He found deeper within, that he felt.truly free.

With confidence he awawalked, still facing away,
Tripping only occasionally, as he experienced each day.
Carefree in his(sch, he could finally just be,

Embracing the richnessf all he did see.
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Far corners of the world, he then did explore,
Asking the questions, that would help him know more.
Each sage and wise seer he found he would query,

Until they became tired andis thoughts became weary.

While their teachings were trueéhese truths they seemed
small,for what he was:seeking was a truth to help all.
In looking constantly, backwards, to what they had seen,

He would not easily find, where rane had been.
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Thenin the farthest part of the land,

Once he had gone as far as one.can

His eye caught brief sight of a bird on the wing,
And he thoughit at once the most beautiful thing.
Turning to follow this spirit in'flight,

In a moment given up, ever:so slight.

He faund himself turning, to face the other way,

Looking forward, for.the first time, to the dawn of the day.
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Within his soft heart, was a vast ecstasy,

On seeing glorious before him, his own destiny.

Striding forwards with joy, not backwards with fear.

Heleft behind all, that he once, had held dear.

All that had kept him_from this, wasow clear.

All thoseyears of awaywvalking,

Whenhe wasalready here.
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