
 One day, Honi saw a man planting a carob tree. 
 

"How long will it take for that sapling to grow and   

  bear fruit?"  Honi inquired. 

"Seventy years," the man replied. 
 

"How do you know you will live another seventy years?" 

 Honi asked. 

"I don't,” replied the man, “but just as my grandparents 

 planted for me, I am planting for generations to come." 

"Well fine," said Honi.  As he felt tired, Honi lay down on 

the dusty ground and fell asleep.  When  

he woke up, he found himself in a lush field of grass 

near a towering carob tree.  He realized he’d slept for 

seventy years and the little sapling had matured to pro-

vide shade, the delights of its fruit, and more seeds for 

the future. 

He spent the rest of his life planting carob trees  

 throughout the Land of Israel for future generations. 

 

 


