
The little fir tree

Sergi kicked the ball so hard that it flew up into the air and got stuck in the highest branches of a
Christmas Tree. It was a huge fir tree with full branches, all decorated with white ribbons and
bright red balls the size of apples. There was a sparkling silver star at the very top of the tree.

When the children saw the ball stuck high up in the branches, they knew they could never get it
down from there. They gazed at the ball for some time and finally decided that the game was over
and that they might as well go home.

But they had only taken a couple of steps when a voice boomed out:

"I was once just as small as you are."
"Who was that?", they asked themselves timidly. Where was that deep voice coming
from?
"But that was a long time ago..." the voice continued. "Now I am a tall, strong tree,
the oldest in the village."
It was the tree talking! How could that be?! It was hard to believe, but the mysterious
voice came from the tall, elegant Christmas Tree.
"Listen, kids, gather round and I will tell you my story," added the fir tree.

So the children sat in a circle around the base of the tree eager to hear the story of the little fir tree.
When all the children were settled and paying attention, the tree began to tell its tale: The little fir
tree

I was born high in the mountains in a place where everything is green. Every year, in early
December, the woodcutters came with their axes to pay us a visit. They wanted to cut us all down
for Christmas Trees. Just think of it: Christmas trees! Every fir tree's dream! The men didn't
choose any old tree. Oh no! They only chose the very best ones.

Needless to say, from the time I was very little I wanted to be one of the chosen ones. I dreamt
about being taken in to a family home and decorated with colored ribbons, my branching arms
decked with Christmas lights and candles, and with presents all around my feet.

"That one's too small and scrawny to make a good Christmas Tree," I heard them say
about me as they carted off my brothers and sisters and friends.

My fifth birthday came round and I had lost all hope of becoming a Christmas Tree. That very day
I saw a car making its way up the mountain road. It stopped very close to me and a man and two
twin girls stepped out. When I saw the man had an axe in his hands, I knew the family was looking
for a Christmas Tree. I quickly got myself ready. I stretched up as tall as I could and spread my
branches as widely as they would spread. I wanted to be the most handsome of all.

"This one, Daddy, this one, we want this one!", shouted the twins.

I still don't know why the little girls fell in love with me. I really don't. It was all like a wonderful



dream.

"Let's have a look at the fir tree you want," said the children's father, patting my trunk
and branches. "Hmmm! It looks strong enough, but not as strong as an oak, mind you.
Well, all the better, it'll be easier to carry home. Yeah, it has plenty of branches, even
if it isn't as full as some of the others. But that's just as well, after all we don't have
that much space. It's not too tall, but it's not too short. In fact, I think it's just right.
Girls, we've got ourselves a Christmas Tree!"

I could hardly believe my ears. They dug me up and carefully tied me on to the car's roof rack.
The next thing I knew, the car was winding its way down the mountain road. I don't usually cry,
but that day a couple of tears trickled down my trunk as I saw my fir tree friends on the hillside
getting smaller and smaller until they finally vanished from sight. It was the most thrilling moment
of my life. I had become a Christmas Tree.

When we arrived at the house, the family lost no time and decked me with white ribbons and shiny
red balls. Then they crowned me with a beautiful silver star. I felt so proud! I would have given
anything for my friends to see me then! I looked so fine that the twins refused to go to bed. They
ended up sleeping right next to me.

A few days before Christmas, the whole family laid out presents around me. There were big boxes,
small boxes, square ones and round ones, all wrapped up in lovely paper and ribbons. It was such
a wonderful experience to share the Yuletide spirit with the family and enjoy the magic of
Christmas Eve.
The holidays were wonderful, but once they were over the children had to go back to school and
their parents, Raymond and Julia, had to decide what to do with me.

"What shall we do with the tree, Raymond?" asked Julia as she vacuumed the room.
"What can we do? The tree is dead and the only thing we can do with a dead tree is
cut up into firewood," answered Raymond.

Dead? I wasn't dead! I was very much alive! Couldn't they see? Sap still coursed through my trunk
and my leaves were still green? How could I show them I was still alive? Maybe I hadn't made
them happy? At that moment, I was sure my time had come.

That afternoon, while the children were still at school, I saw Raymond approaching me with an
axe in his hand.

"Hey, what's going on?" asked Raymond when he saw me quaking with fear. "Look
Julia, the tree's trembling; the little fir tree is still alive!"

Raymond and Julia didn't hesitate for a moment. They took me out into the front garden to the
place where I stand now. They quickly dug a deep hole in the ground and planted my roots in it.
Raymond then gave me a good watering, which made me feel like new.

Years have gone by since that day, but Raymond and Julia still decorate my branches with ribbons
and balls every Christmas, and they always crown me with a silver star, which sparkles in the
bright moonlight. They dress me up beautifully to welcome home their children, in-laws, and all of
their grandchildren because by now they have quite a few.



Amb el
suport de

So that's the story of the little fir tree who became the oldest Christmas Tree in the village.

"Don't go!" said the tree. "Wait a moment, I'll ask the wind to rustle my branches and
this way I can give you your ball back."
"Thank you, Mr. Fir Tree," shouted the children as they ran back home through the
snow.
"Goodbye, kids!" answered the tree, "and remember, don't be in a hurry to grow up -
there's plenty of time for that!"
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