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CHAPTER 1 - CHRISTMAS TREE FARM




 


When your family leaves the town of Borealis
and drives north on Morning Light Road, which rises through the
valley, in about thirty minutes or so, you will reach Farm Lane.
Here, you take a left, and for the next several minutes you will be
shadowed on either side by majestic, snow-covered maple trees,
before coming to a clearing on the right side, and a sign that
reads, ‘H & B’s Christmas Tree Farm.’ After the car is parked,
walk under the sign, past the tree netting machine, towards the old
quaint wood cabin; where inside they serve hot chocolate with
marshmallows and outside, they have a warm, glowing fire. It is
here that your family will climb onto a tractor-drawn wagon and be
taken down a narrow, snowy road that turns and twists till it stops
at the back of the farm. Over there, on a slight hill to your left,
you will see them: a group of fifteen Christmas trees. Although in
fact, they are not Christmas trees yet, they are only fir, spruce,
and pine trees. This story is about one of these trees in
particular, that one, the small Scotch pine, and it begins tonight,
two nights before Christmas, and it starts…now.

“Tomorrow, we will all be heading to town,”
said Mighty Noble Fir, “where we will each be chosen by a family
and become their Christmas tree.”

“I’m so excited,” said Beautiful Balsam Fir.
“I am so full and green.”

“I can’t wait,” said Elegant Blue Spruce,
“no doubt I will be in a magnificent, regal home.”

“And I, I will be in a grand room that will
be able to take my eight-foot height,” declared Mighty Noble
Fir.

All the trees nodded in agreement.

“How lucky our owners will be to have such
stunning Christmas trees,” added Beautiful Balsam Fir and continued
to admire one another.

“I want to give my family love and happiness
year after every year,” said a small Scotch pine, who was a short
distance from the group, “as well as the people around the
world.”

All the other trees stopped talking and
looked over at him before bursting into a loud laughter.

“Look at you!” exclaimed Mean White Spruce,
“you are barely four and a half feet!”

“And some of your branches are missing, and
you have bare spots,” ridiculed Elegant Blue Spruce.

“But you are funny,” said Beautiful Balsam
Fir, “to look at!” Which made the trees laugh once again.

Mighty Noble Fir gave them a displeased look
and waited for their laughter to stop. “What is your name?”
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