
AESOP’S FABLE:  The Plane Tree 
A Dramatic Play Written by Connie Frank 

Narrator on the story: The Plane Tree. The Plane Tree in this 

story is angered by the abuse by the travelers who have enjoyed 

the shade of its branches. The American plane tree is also 

known as the ancient sycamore tree.  It is also called a 

buttonwood, a buttonball, or a whitewood tree.  It is the tallest 

tree, sometimes reaching a height of more than 50 m (160 feet).  

The name Sycamore comes from Ancient Greek meaning “fig-

mulberry”, and the tree symbolizes strength, protection, 

eternity, and divinity. In Ancient Egypt, the Sycamore fig has 

been cultivated since the third millennium BC and was 

introduced to Egypt from the Southern Arabian Peninsula and Ethiopia. The Ancient Egyptians widely 

cultivated this tree, which they called the “Tree of Love,” and the fruit, the twig and the wood of the 

sycamore tree is represented on the tombs of Pharaohs of the Early, Middle and Late Kingdoms.  So great 

was the value of these trees that King David of Israel appointed for them in his kingdom a special Overseer, 

who also cared for the olive trees, and it is mentioned as one of the worst of Ancient Egypt’s calamities that 

the sycamore trees there were destroyed by hailstones.  

Characters:  

 Narrator: 

 Ahmed the Highly Praised:   

 Asim the Protector:     

 The Plane Tree:   

Script:  

Narrator: The Ancient Egyptians loved the Sycamore tree. They relished relaxing under 

the tree’s dense green foliage for its shade, freshness, and breeze and for its 

figs, which were deemed to reduce the level of sugar in the blood and have a 

savory taste. On the other hand, the tree’s bark and latex were used for many 

purposes, some medicinal, as the latex is efficient in treating skin diseases 

when rubbed on the skin. Finally, the hard wood of the sycamore was used 

for fuel, while the softest part was used for carvings and furniture making, 

and the leaves were delicious to domestic animals. For the Great Pharaohs, 

the sycamore wood was used for the coffins and furniture of the dead 

included in their graves,” al-Ghadban explains. The ancient Egyptians would 

also place the sycamore’s fruits in their tombs, as a symbol of love for the 

dead. Two travelers, dressed in linen and stained tunics heavily marked by 

sand and dirt, walked slowly up to the small oasis in the middle of the desert. 

The Plane Tree was easy to sight because the bark had a camouflage pattern 

comprised of gray-brown outer bark. The two Travelers, who had been 

walking in the noonday sun, sought the shade of this wide spreading tree to 

rest. As they lay looking up among the pleasant leaves, they saw that it was a 

Plane Tree. 

Ahmed the Highly Praised:   It is time to stop.  Our camels need rest, and this seems to be a good enough 

place to stay for the night. 

Asim the Protector:     I agree.  We will be in Cairo soon enough.  

  



 

Narrator:   The two men took their fur pelts down from the backs of their camels waiting 

patiently in the hot sand, then led their tired camels to the shade of the Plane 

Tree. Once the dromedaries were calm and set for the night, the two men 

took some wood from the Plane Tree and built a fire under its shade.   

Asim the Protector:   It has been a long journey.  I am ready to go home to see my mother.   

Ahmed the Highly Praised:   I feel the same.   

Narrator:   Both men pulled out their furs of animals to lay down on for the night.  The 

fire flickered and shone brightly through the darkness that had draped the 

tree.   

Ahmed the Highly Praised:   We are lucky to have found this oasis. But look at this tree!  It is old and its 

limbs appear to be falling off.  It is not as pretty as the sycamore trees that we 

have in the wealthy areas of Cairo. 

Asim the Protector:   Yes, it is long past its best years.  (Pulling at a branch.) Look at this branch.  It 

looks like lightning has hit this tree many times, and the tree’s branches are 

brittle.  It is way past its prime.  It is good for nothing except for kindling for 

a fire. 

Ahmed the Highly Praised:   I agree.  It would make a spectacular fire. 

Narrator:   As the great tree listened to the two men talking, a moan could be heard as its 

branches swayed in the breeze that had just picked up at a faster rate.  The 

great tree looked up to Mount Olympus and could see Jupiter (Zeus-Amun) 

standing on a cloud holding his thunderbolt.  He looked angry. 

Asim the Protector:   We are pretty close to Cairo.  (Looking at the tree.)  How useless is this Plane 

Tree! It bears no fruit whatever, and only serves to litter the ground with 

leaves. It would be nice to get some extra gold for the firewood this tree 

would give us.  We could chop it down and take the branches with us.  I 

know the wealthy would welcome having more wood for the funeral pyres of 

their dead. 

Narrator:   The great tree looked down at the travelers and groaned again.  This time the 

travelers looked up and frowned at the tree.  The groan sounded like the tree 

was crying, but trees could not cry!  They were just plants, and everyone 

knows that trees feel nothing. 

Ahmed the Highly Praised:   The poor old tree is useless anyway, except for firewood.  It sounds like it is 

going to fall down at any minute anyway.   

Narrator: The two men turned over to go to sleep.  They had a long day ahead of them.  

It would take some time to cut down the old ancient tree, but they dreamed 

that night of much gold and riches from the death of the tree.  The old 

sycamore tree continued to shelter the two travelers, chasing away the 

spiders and scorpions that approached the men in the darkest of the night.  

The Plane tree was highly insulted at their callous talk about his survival, and 

the Plane tree looked up to Jupiter, asking him for protection.   

The Plane Tree:   Ungrateful creatures!  You lie here in my cooling shade, and yet you say I am 

useless!  

Narrator:   Jupiter (Zeus-Amun) heard the sadness in the voice of the old Plane Tree, and 

he grew angry.  The two men woke up to the booming sound of thunder. 

Asim the Protector:   It sounds as though Jupiter (Zeus-Amun) is angry! 

Ahmed the Highly Praised: (Chuckling to himself.) He is probably angry at his wife.  She is always 

making him angry.   

Narrator: The thunder boomed again, louder this time.  The two travelers quickly ate 

their meager dried meals and pulled out their axes. 

  



 

Ahmed the Highly Praised: Shall we begin? 

Asim the Protector:   Oh yes!  Would you like to begin, or should I do the honor? 

Ahmed the Highly Praised:   You can go first.   

Narrator: Just as the two men were about to send their axes deep into the trunk of the 

mighty tree, lightning bolts streaked through the sky and thunder shook the 

ground.  The two men looked at each other and began to feel fear.   

Ahmed the Highly Praised:   Jupiter (Zeus-Amun) is really angry!  How could this be?   

Narrator: Just as Asim the Protector pulled back the ax to send a deep cut into the 

mighty tree, a large bolt of lightning hit the ground at his feet, sending Asim 

flying through the air.  Ahmed ran to his friend to help him up.  Asim’s 

clothing was smoldering with dark smoke swirling around him.   

Ahmed the Highly Praised:   You are lucky to be alive, my friend.  That lightning bolt hit so hard that there 

is a hole in the ground! 

Narrator: Both men looked at the deep hole that was now where Asim the Protector 

had been standing.  They looked at each other, and Asim the Protector shook 

a bit.   

The Plane Tree:   Ungrateful creatures! (The tree was shaking now.) 

Narrator:   The two men slowly turned to look at the tree with branches swaying in the 

wind. 

The Plane Tree:   You come here and lie in my cooling shade, and yet you say I am useless!  

Narrator: The two men trembled, shocked, and upset. 

The Plane Tree:   Thus ungratefully, O Jupiter (Zeus-Amun), do men receive their blessings! 

Narrator: The Plane Tree bowed its branches as if to thank Jupiter for his help.  The 

great tree trembled in its anger at the travelers and gratitude for having been 

saved.  The thunder boomed and the lightning crackled with anger.  The two 

men trembled.  Glancing at each other, they ran, racing through the heavy 

rain that now battered them.  They quickly jumped onto the backs of their 

astonished camels and rode as far away from the oasis as they could get.  The 

men felt blessed at reaching their families safely, but when they told their 

stories of the wrath of Jupiter (Zeus-Amun) and the angry confrontation they 

had faced with the Plane Tree, no one believed them.  

Narrator: The two travelers were happy to have the shade of the tree for the afternoon 

and the night to rest for the journey ahead of them, but they also shamefully 

attacked the innocent tree who was trying to help them.  The king of the 

gods, Jupiter (Zeus-Amun) protected the Tree of Love, and all ended well. 

Humans do not always acknowledge the blessings that they are given every 

day.  Showing appreciation for an act of kindness or aid when needed is in 

human nature, but arrogance often stands in the way of appreciating what we 

are freely given.   Note:  Jupiter is the Roman name, Zeus is the Greek name, 

and Zeus-Amun (Amun for short) is the Egyptian name.   

The moral of the story is: 

“Our best blessings are often the least appreciated.” 
 


