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     On the edge of a small town deep in Wyoming was a farm. This farm did not grow fruits or 
vegetables, but Christmas trees. Farmers would plant seeds in the soil each year and watch 
them grow taller and taller. One of the trees on the farm was named Timber. Timber was 
very young and small, but he knew that one day he would grow tall and strong. This should 
have made Timber excited, but he was not looking forward to growing up. Instead, he was 
very, very scared. 
     Each year when the air grew cold and snow blanketed the ground, men would come to the 
farm and cut down all of the biggest trees and take them away. No one knew where they 
went, but they were never seen again. Timber was scared to leave his friends and family and 
worried about the future. 
     Years passed, and Timber grew into a huge, beautiful tree. As his trunk and branches 
grew, so did his fear. He knew that soon snow would fall and the men would come with their 
axes to take him away. 
     Soon the day approached and the men arrived in their loud trucks. Timber shivered with 
fear as they walked closer and closer to him. They then turned to him and looked him up 
and down. 
     “He’s perfect,” one of the men said. 
     “Yes, let’s get him loaded up,” another replied. 
     Timber watched helplessly as the men cut him down and dragged him to the trucks. They 
hoisted him into the back where he lay worrying. Thankfully, some of his friends had been 
taken too, so he had some company. The trucks soon drove off and he left the farm for the 
first time in his life. Timber watched it fade in the distance, and his worries grew. 
     The truck soon approached a town. All of the houses were covered with red and green 
glittery lights. Timber looked around in amazement at all of the colors. The truck stopped in 
the center of town and Timber and his friends were unloaded and set along a brick wall. 
Families walked back and forth, looking at all of the trees. Once in a while, a family would 
pick one tree and take it off of the wall. They would then tie it to their car and drive off. 
Timber was soon approached by a kind-looking family with a little girl and boy. 
     “Wow, look at this one, Mom,” the little boy said. “It’s huge!” 
     “Can we please get it?” the little girl asked. 
     Timber saw their joyful faces and suddenly felt calmer. The parents nodded, and soon 
Timber was tied to the top of their car. After a little while, the car pulled up to a small house 
with a snowman outside. The house had many many lights—more than any other house on 
the block. Snow covered the roof and shiny icicles hung down. Timber was carried inside 
and propped up in the center of the living room. There was a fire in the fireplace, and the 
room was cozy and warm inside. Timber looked around in wonder at the room. There were 
decorations everywhere! It was more beautiful than even the farm in the springtime. 
     The children ran to a closet and pulled out large boxes filled to the brim with sparkling 
ornaments in the shapes of candies, nutcrackers, and snowflakes. They then turned to him 
and began placing them along his branches. They draped silver tinsel over his pine needles, 
and even hung candy canes on him. Once he was covered from head to toe, the father took a 
bright golden star and set it on his head. 
     Timber, now glittering and sparkling and beautifully decorated, looked around the room 
with joy. He understood why the men came each year and cut down trees. He forgot why he 
was so afraid. All of that worry and fear had been for nothing. The family gathered around 
him and stared at him with awe. Timber realized that his greatest fear had become his 
greatest blessing.




















 

  

 




