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Chapter
1: A New Home

 


 


The little sapling found himself waking in a
strange, new place. It wasn’t warm and humid like the glass-house
nursery he was use to. This place was wide open. It was fresh and
free and exciting—but it was scary too.

“Well, hello little one—welcome to our farm!”
said a stately Nobel Fir.

“Farm, w- what’s a farm?” asked the trembling
little sapling, still a little shaky on his roots. (He didn’t have
his old clay pot to hold him securely, and his roots weren’t quite
steady enough yet.)

“A farm is where we Christmas Trees live,”
answered the old fir, announcing that his name was Royal the Fifth.
“And what’s your name?”

“I, I guess I don’t have a name,” the little
sapling said softly.

“No name? Well, we’ll just have to give you
one.” Hum, let’s see, you look like your going to grow up to be a
Douglas Fir—hmm. That’s it! We’ll call you Doug—that’s short for
Douglas.”

Not waiting for the little sapling to give
his approval of the new name, Royal asked if he liked the farm so
far.

“Yes, I think so,” said the little
sapling.

“You think so? My boy, you either like
it or you don’t. What’s there not to like? Humph,” was all Royal
could say.

“Oh, I do like it here, Royal, sir,”
said the little sapling. “And I like my new name too. But, it’s
just so different here from my old home. Here, I can see the sky
better. And mountains! I couldn’t see the mountains from the
nursery windows—and I couldn’t see the valley, and trees. There’s
so Many trees.”

“Hee, hee, hee.” Royal giggled. “Yes, it is
different and I admit, a little scary too. Why, I can remember my
first day here after the nursery.”

“You came from the nursery?” Doug
interrupted. Royal was so big and stately, Doug just thought he had
always been in the grove.

“Yes, I was born and raised in the nursery
too. But, my great, great grand parents came from an ancient
forest. My guess is yours did too.”

“What’s an ancient forest?” Doug was curious.
No one in the nursery had ever spoken of an ancient forest.

“All the trees and plants we see today
originally came from ancient forests.” Royal explained. There
weren’t many humans living around them then, just animals. So, the
forests were lush and dense with vegetation. The trees grew to be
huge, with trunks so wide it would take ten humans to encircle
them. And the trees lived to be hundreds of years old.

“There aren’t many ancient forests left
though. Guess humans have been cutting them down. Thank goodness
they at least have the nurseries or we might not even be here.

“Yes, the farm can be a little scary at
first,” Royal repeated, “not quite as protected as the nursery—but,
freer. Yes sir, you can really spread your branches here. Not all
cramped up in that old pot,” and as he was saying that, Royal
stretched out his limbs and new growth as though they were
fingers.


Chapter 2: Doug’s Summer:

 


 


As the days grew warmer, Doug grew taller and
stronger. His once tiny trunk was getting wider. Doug wondered how
big he might have grown to be if he had lived in an ancient forest,
before there were humans to cut down all the trees.

He enjoyed wiggling his new root shoots in
the warm, moist soil, stretching them out as far as they would go.
Then he’d stretch his limbs and new candle-like fingers, imitating
Royal. He even enjoyed the attention he and the other trees got
from the nurserymen. When they checked his needles it tickled, but
they didn’t hear him when he giggled. Then they’d make sure the
furrow around his trunk was high enough to hold water, and Doug
enjoyed the drink.

The warm rays of sunlight felt good and Doug
stretched his trunk as hard as he could, as if to try and reach the
sky. He enjoyed listening to the song birds as they sat on Royal’s
branches, and he imagined he was a big tree, pretending that the
grasshoppers and ladybugs on his small branches were birds too. He
giggled to himself as he watched the squirrels run around or climb
a big tree, stretching out on the limbs to warm themselves in the
sunshine. Doug couldn’t wait ‘til he was big enough so that they
could climb him.

At night, when the farm was dark and quiet,
Doug slept, sometimes dreaming he was the tallest and biggest tree
around. He liked the nights when the moon was big and silvery best.
He’d wake up a little, stretch, and look dreamy-eyed at the rodents
scurrying about on the damp, musty ground. He’d smile to himself,
then fall back to sleep.

This is how Doug spent the spring and early
summer. But, there were all kinds of new and interesting
experiences still awaiting him.


Chapter
3: What Do Christmas Trees Do?

 


 


As the late summer turned to autumn, Doug
marveled at all the changes taking place. The leaves on the trees
lining the ridge were turning yellow, orange, and deep red. Even
the tiny green apples in the nearby orchard were growing larger and
turning red.

Occasionally, a group of neighbor children
would romp through his stand of trees with their dog running ahead,
sniffing the ground. Doug enjoyed watching them all head straight
for the orchard. Their laughter made him wish he could join in.
Then they’d sit on the fence, eating their pick until it was time
to go fishing in the creek down the hill.
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