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The Fir Tree

Far away in the forest, where the warm sun and the fresh air made a sweet resting place, grew a
pretty little fir tree. The situation was all that could be desired; and yet the tree was not happy, it
wished so much to be like its tall companions, the pines and firs which grew around it.

The sun shone, and the soft air fluttered its leaves, and the little peasant children passed by,
prattling merrily; but the fir tree did not heed them.

Sometimes the children would bring a large basket of raspberries or strawberries, wreathed on
straws, and seat themselves near the fir tree, and say, "Is it not a pretty little tree?" which made it
feel even more unhappy than before.

And yet all this while the tree grew a notch or joint taller every year, for by the number of joints
in the stem of a fir tree we can discover its age.

Still, as it grew, it complained: "Oh! how I wish | were as tall as the other trees; then | would
spread out my branches on every side, and my crown would overlook the wide world around. |
should have the birds building their nests on my boughs, and when the wind blew, I should bow
with stately dignity, like my tall companions.”

So discontented was the tree, that it took no pleasure in the warm sunshine, the birds, or the rosy
clouds that floated over it morning and evening.

Sometimes in winter, when the snow lay white and glittering on the ground, there was a little
hare that would come springing along, and jump right over the little tree's head; then how
mortified it would feel.



Two winters passed; and when the third arrived, the tree had grown so tall that the hare was
obliged to run round it. Yet it remained unsatisfied and would exclaim: "Oh! to grow, to grow; if
I could but keep on growing tall and old! There is nothing else worth caring for in the world."”

In the autumn the woodcutters came, as usual, and cut down several of the tallest trees; and the
young fir, which was now grown to a good, full height, shuddered as the noble trees fell to the
earth with a crash.

After the branches were lopped off, the trunks looked so slender and bare that they could
scarcely be recognized. Then they were placed, one upon another, upon wagons and drawn by
horses out of the forest. Where could they be going? What would become of them? The young fir
tree wished very much to know.

So in the spring, when the swallows and the storks came, it asked: "Do you know where those
trees were taken? Did you meet them?"

The swallows knew nothing; but the stork, after a little reflection, nodded his head and said:
"Yes, I think I do. As | flew from Egypt, | met several new ships, and they had fine masts that



smelt like fir. These must have been the trees; and | assure you they were stately; they sailed
right gloriously!"

"Oh, how | wish I were tall enough to go on the sea," said the fir tree. "Tell me what is this sea,
and what does it look like?"

"It would take too much time to explain—a great deal too much," said the stork, flying quickly
away.

"Rejoice in thy youth," said the sunbeam; "rejoice in thy fresh growth and in the young life that
is in thee."

And the wind kissed the tree, and the dew watered it with tears, but the fir tree regarded them
not.
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Christmas time drew near, and many young trees were cut down, some that were even smaller
and younger than the fir tree, who enjoyed neither rest nor peace for longing to leave its forest



home. These young trees, which were chosen for their beauty, kept their branches, and they, also,
were laid on wagons and drawn by horses far away out of the forest.

"Where are they going?" asked the fir tree. "They are not taller than I am; indeed, one is not so
tall. And why do they keep all their branches? Where are they going?"

"We know, we know," sang the sparrows; "we have looked in at the windows of the houses in
the town, and we know what is done with them. Oh! you cannot think what honor and glory they
receive. They are dressed up in the most splendid manner. We have seen them standing in the
middle of a warm room, and adorned with all sorts of beautiful things—honey cakes, gilded
apples, playthings, and many hundreds of wax tapers."

"And then," asked the fir tree, trembling in all its branches, "and then what happens?"
"We did not see any more," said the sparrows; "but this was enough for us."

"l wonder whether anything so brilliant will ever happen to me," thought the fir tree. "It would
be better even than crossing the sea. | long for it almost with pain. Oh, when will Christmas be
here? 1 am now as tall and well grown as those which were taken away last year. O that | were
now laid on the wagon, or standing in the warm room with all that brightness and splendor
around me! Something better and more beautiful is to come after, or the trees would not be so
decked out. Yes, what follows will be grander and more splendid. What can it be? | am weary
with longing. I scarcely know what it is that | feel."

"Rejoice in our love," said the air and the sunlight. "Enjoy thine own bright life in the fresh air."

But the tree would not rejoice, though it grew taller every day, and winter and summer its dark-
green foliage might be seen in the forest, while passers-by would say, "What a beautiful tree!"

A short time before the next Christmas the discontented fir tree was the first to fall. As the ax cut
sharply through the stem and divided the pith, the tree fell with a groan to the earth, conscious of
pain and faintness and forgetting all its dreams of happiness in sorrow at leaving its home in the
forest. It knew that it should never again see its dear old companions the trees, nor the little
bushes and many-colored flowers that had grown by its side; perhaps not even the birds. Nor was
the journey at all pleasant.

The tree first recovered itself while being unpacked in the courtyard of a house, with several
other trees; and it heard a man say: "We only want one, and this is the prettiest. This is
beautiful!"

Then came two servants in grand livery and carried the fir tree into a large and beautiful
apartment. Pictures hung on the walls, and near the tall tile stove stood great china vases with
lions on the lids. There were rocking-chairs, silken sofas, and large tables covered with pictures;
and there were books, and playthings that had cost a hundred times a hundred dollars—at least so
said the children.



Then the fir tree was placed in a large tub full of sand—»but green baize hung all round it so that
no one could know it was a tub—and it stood on a very handsome carpet. Oh, how the fir tree
trembled! What was going to happen to him now? Some young ladies came, and the servants
helped them to adorn the tree.

On one branch they hung little bags cut out of colored paper, and each bag was filled with
sweetmeats. From other branches hung gilded apples and walnuts, as if they had grown there;
and above and all around were hundreds of red, blue, and white tapers, which were fastened
upon the branches. Dolls, exactly like real men and women, were placed under the green
leaves,—the tree had never seen such things before,—and at the very top was fastened a
glittering star made of gold tinsel. Oh, it was very beautiful. "This evening,"” they all exclaimed,
"how bright it will be!"

"O that the evening were come," thought the tree, "and the tapers lighted! Then I shall know
what else is going to happen. Will the trees of the forest come to see me? Will the sparrows peep
in at the windows, | wonder, as they fly? Shall | grow faster here than in the forest, and shall |
keep on all these ornaments during summer and winter?" But guessing was of very little use. His
back ached with trying, and this pain is as bad for a slender fir tree as headache is for us.



At last the tapers were lighted, and then what a glistening blaze of splendor the tree presented! It
trembled so with joy in all its branches that one of the candles fell among the green leaves and
burned some of them. "Help! help!" exclaimed the young ladies; but no harm was done, for they
quickly extinguished the fire.

After this the tree tried not to tremble at all, though the fire frightened him, he was so anxious
not to hurt any of the beautiful ornaments, even while their brilliancy dazzled him.

And now the folding doors were thrown open, and a troop of children rushed in as if they
intended to upset the tree, and were followed more slowly by their elders. For a moment the little
ones stood silent with astonishment, and then they shouted for joy till the room rang; and they
danced merrily round the tree while one present after another was taken from it.

"What are they doing? What will happen next?" thought the tree. At last the candles burned
down to the branches and were put out. Then the children received permission to plunder the
tree.

Oh, how they rushed upon it! There was such a riot that the branches cracked, and had it not
been fastened with the glistening star to the ceiling, it must have been thrown down.

Then the children danced about with their pretty toys, and no one noticed the tree except the
children's maid, who came and peeped among the branches to see if an apple or a fig had been
forgotten.

* * %

"A story, a story," cried the children, pulling a little fat man towards the tree.

"Now we shall be in the green shade,"” said the man as he seated himself under it, "and the tree
will have the pleasure of hearing, also; but I shall only relate one story. What shall it be? lvede-
Avede or Humpty Dumpty, who fell downstairs, but soon got up again, and at last married a
princess?"

"lvede-Avede," cried some; "Humpty Dumpty," cried others; and there was a famous uproar. But
the fir tree remained quite still and thought to himself: "Shall I have anything to do with all this?

Ought I to make a noise, too?" but he had already amused them as much as they wished and they
paid no attention to him.

Then the old man told them the story of Humpty Dumpty—how he fell downstairs, and was
raised up again, and married a princess. And the children clapped their hands and cried, "Tell
another, tell another,” for they wanted to hear the story of lvede-Avede; but this time they had
only "Humpty Dumpty." After this the fir tree became quite silent and thoughtful. Never had the
birds in the forest told such tales as that of Humpty Dumpty, who fell downstairs, and yet
married a princess.



"Ah, yes! so it happens in the world," thought the fir tree. He believed it all, because it was
related by such a pleasant man.

"Ah, well!" he thought, "who knows? Perhaps | may fall down, too, and marry a princess;" and
he looked forward joyfully to the next evening, expecting to be again decked out with lights and



playthings, gold and fruit. “To-morrow | will not tremble," thought he; "I will enjoy all my
splendor, and I shall hear the story of Humpty Dumpty again, and perhaps of Ivede-Avede." And
the tree remained quiet and thoughtful all night.

In the morning the servants and the housemaid came in. "Now," thought the fir tree, "all my
splendor is going to begin again.” But they dragged him out of the room and upstairs to the garret
and threw him on the floor in a dark corner where no daylight shone, and there they left him.
"What does this mean?" thought the tree. "What am | to do here? I can hear nothing in a place
like this;" and he leaned against the wall and thought and thought.

And he had time enough to think, for days and nights passed and no one came near him; and
when at last somebody did come, it was only to push away some large boxes in a corner. So the
tree was completely hidden from sight, as if it had never existed.

"It is winter now," thought the tree; "the ground is hard and covered with snow, so that people
cannot plant me. | shall be sheltered here, | dare say, until spring comes. How thoughtful and
kind everybody is to me! Still, I wish this place were not so dark and so dreadfully lonely, with
not even a little hare to look at. How pleasant it was out in the forest while the snow lay on the
ground, when the hare would run by, yes, and jump over me, too, although I did not like it then.
Oh! it is terribly lonely here."

"Squeak, squeak," said a little mouse, creeping cautiously towards the tree; then came another,
and they both sniffed at the fir tree and crept in and out between the branches.



"Oh, it is very cold," said the little mouse. "If it were not we should be very comfortable here,
shouldn't we, old fir tree?"
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"l am not old," said the fir tree. "There are many who are older than I am.”

"Where do you come from?" asked the mice, who were full of curiosity; "and what do you
know? Have you seen the most beautiful places in the world, and can you tell us all about them?
And have you been in the storeroom, where cheeses lie on the shelf and hams hang from the
ceiling? One can run about on tallow candles there; one can go in thin and come out fat."

"l know nothing of that,” said the fir tree, "but | know the wood, where the sun shines and the
birds sing." And then the tree told the little mice all about its youth. They had never heard such
an account in their lives; and after they had listened to it attentively, they said: "What a number
of things you have seen! You must have been very happy."

"Happy!" exclaimed the fir tree; and then, as he reflected on what he had been telling them, he
said, "Ah, yes! after all, those were happy days." But when he went on and related all about
Christmas Eve, and how he had been dressed up with cakes and lights, the mice said, "How
happy you must have been, you old fir tree."

"l am not old at all,” replied the tree; "I only came from the forest this winter. | am now checked
in my growth."

"What splendid stories you can tell,” said the little mice. And the next night four other mice came
with them to hear what the tree had to tell. The more he talked the more he remembered, and
then he thought to himself: "Yes, those were happy days; but they may come again. Humpty
Dumpty fell downstairs, and yet he married the princess. Perhaps | may marry a princess, too."
And the fir tree thought of the pretty little birch tree that grew in the forest; a real princess, a
beautiful princess, she was to him.

"Who is Humpty Dumpty?" asked the little mice. And then the tree related the whole story; he
could remember every single word. And the little mice were so delighted with it that they were
ready to jump to the top of the tree. The next night a great many more mice made their
appearance, and on Sunday two rats came with them; but the rats said it was not a pretty story at
all, and the little mice were very sorry, for it made them also think less of it.



"Do you know only that one story?" asked the rats.

"Only that one," replied the fir tree. "I heard it on the happiest evening in my life; but I did not
know | was so happy at the time."

"We think it is a very miserable story,"” said the rats. "Don't you know any story about bacon or
tallow in the storeroom?"

"No," replied the tree.
"Many thanks to you, then," replied the rats, and they went their ways.

The little mice also kept away after this, and the tree sighed and said: "It was very pleasant when
the merry little mice sat round me and listened while | talked. Now that is all past, too. However,
I shall consider myself happy when some one comes to take me out of this place."

But would this ever happen? Yes; one morning people came to clear up the garret; the boxes
were packed away, and the tree was pulled out of the corner and thrown roughly on the floor;
then the servants dragged it out upon the staircase, where the daylight shone.

"Now life is beginning again,"” said the tree, rejoicing in the sunshine and fresh air. Then it was
carried downstairs and taken into the courtyard so quickly that it forgot to think of itself and
could only look about, there was so much to be seen.

The court was close to a garden, where everything looked blooming. Fresh and fragrant roses
hung over the little palings. The linden trees were in blossom, while swallows flew here and
there, crying, "Twit, twit, twit, my mate is coming"; but it was not the fir tree they meant.



"Now I shall live," cried the tree joyfully, spreading out its branches; but alas! they were all
withered and yellow, and it lay in a corner among weeds and nettles. The star of gold paper still
stuck in the top of the tree and glittered in the sunshine.

Two of the merry children who had danced round the tree at Christmas and had been so happy

were playing in the same courtyard. The youngest saw the gilded star and ran and pulled it off

the tree. "Look what is sticking to the ugly old fir tree,” said the child, treading on the branches
till they crackled under his boots.

And the tree saw all the fresh, bright flowers in the garden and then looked at itself and wished it
had remained in the dark corner of the garret. It thought of its fresh youth in the forest, of the
merry Christmas evening, and of the little mice who had listened to the story of Humpty
Dumpty.

"Past! past!" said the poor tree. "Oh, had | but enjoyed myself while I could have done so! but
now it is too late."

Then a lad came and chopped the tree into small pieces, till a large bundle lay in a heap on the
ground. The pieces were placed in a fire, and they quickly blazed up brightly, while the tree
sighed so deeply that each sigh was like a little pistol shot. Then the children who were at play
came and seated themselves in front of the fire, and looked at it and cried, "Pop, pop.” But at
each "pop," which was a deep sigh, the tree was thinking of a summer day in the forest or of
some winter night there when the stars shone brightly, and of Christmas evening, and of Humpty
Dumpty,—the only story it had ever heard or knew how to relate,—till at last it was consumed.

The boys still played in the garden, and the youngest wore on his breast the golden star with
which the tree had been adorned during the happiest evening of its existence. Now all was past;



the tree's life was past and the story also past—for all stories must come to an end at some time
or other.

(Bradul)

Departe in padure, unde caldura soarelui si aerul proaspat au creat un loc de odihna placut, a
crescut un brad destul de mic. Bradul avea acolo tot ce si-ar fi dorit; si totusi nu era fericit,
doarea foarte mult sa fie la fel ca tovarasii sai Tnalti, ceilalti pini si brazi care cresteau in jurul lui.

Soarele stralucea, 1ar aerul moale i flutura frunzele, iar copilasii taranilor din vecinatate trecceau
adesea pe acolo strigdnd voios; dar bradul nu 11 bdga n seama.

Uneori, copiii aduceau un cos mare de zmeura sau capsuni, se intindeau pe iarba din apropiere
langa brad, si isi spuneau, "Acesta nu este un copacel?", faicandu-1 pe brad sa se simtd chiar mai
nefericit decat Tnainte.

Si totusi, in fiecare an copacul mai crestea putin, un inel in plus, pe tulpina unui brad exista tot
atatea inele cati ani are.

Dar bradul continua sa se planga: "Oh, ce mult as vrea sd fiu si eu la fel de Tnalt ca si ceilalti
copaci, atunci mi-as intinde ramurile mele in toate partile, coroana mea ar vedea toata lumea de
sus, pasarile si-ar construi cuiburi pe crengile mele, iar cAnd vantul ar sufla, eu m-as apleca cu o
demnitate impunatoare, ca si tovarasii mei cei inalti."

Asa de nemultumit era pomul, ca nu mai simtea nicio placere in soarele cald, pasarile, sau norii
trandafirii care pluteau peste el de dimineata pana seara.

Uneort, 1n timpul iernii, cand zdpada se asternea alba si stralucitoare pe pdmant, cate un iepuras
tagnea si sarea chiar pe deasupra arborelui; cat de umilit se simtea atunci!

Doua ierni au trecut; si cand a treia a sosit, pomul a crescut atat de inalt incét iepurii erau obligati
acum sa 1l ocoleasca. Cu toate acestea, a ramas tot nemultumit, si exclama: "Oh! sa cresc, sa
cresc, daca as putea sa cresc mai inalt si sa fiu mai batran! Nimic altceva nu conteaza!".

Toamna au venit taietorii de lemne si, ca de obicei, au tdiat mai multi dintre cei mai inalti copaci,
tanarul brad, care crescuse acum fiind destul de inalt, se cutremura cand nobilii copaci cazura la
pamant cu zgomot.

Dupa ce au fost ciuntiti de ramuri, trunchiurile pareau atat de subtiri si goale incat cu greu mai
puteau fi recunoscuti. Apoi au fost pusi, unul peste altul, in carute trase de cai, scosi din padure.
Unde erau dusi? Ce s-o fi intdimplat cu ei? Tanarul brad era foarte curios.

Astfel incat primavara, cand randunelele si berzele au venit, le-a intrebat: "Stiti unde au fost dusi
acetti copaci? l-ati intalnit?"



Réndunelele nu stiau nimic; dar barza, dupa un pic de reflectie, dadu din cap si spuse:. "Da, cred
ca-mi amintesc cum am zburat dinspre Egipt, am intalnit mai multe nave noi, si toate aveau
catarge splendide care mirosea a brad Acestea trebuie sa fi fost copacii, si te asigur ca erau
impundtoare, navigau hotarat si glorios!"

"0, cat as vrea sa fiu suficient de inalt pentru a merge pe mare!", zise bradul. "Spune-mi, ce este
aceasta mare, si cum arata?"

" ‘
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"Mi-ar luat prea mult timp sa-ti explic - mult prea mult", a spus barza, care zbura repede mai
departe.

"Bucura-te de tineretea ta", ii spuse raza de soare; "Bucura-te de crestere si de tineretea ta."

Si vantul saruta copacul, si roua 1l uda cu lacrimi, dar bradul nu le baga in seama.

* k% %



Se apropie Craciunul, si multi copaci tineri au fost tdiati, unii care au fost chiar mai mici i mai
tineri decét bradul noastru, care nu avea nici pace nici odihna in dorinta lui de a parasi padurea
care era casa lui. Acestor copaci tineri, care fusesera alesi pentru frumusetea lor, li s-au lasat
intregi crengile, si au fost pusi si ei in carute trase de cai parasind padurea.
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"Unde se duc?" intreba bradul. "Ei nu sunt mai inalti decat mine. S$i de ce li se pastreaza toate
ramurile. Unde Ti duc?"

"Noi stim, noi stim," ciripird vrabiile; "Ne-am uitat pe ferestrele caselor din oras, si stim ce li se
antdmpla. Oh! Nu-si posi da seama ce glorie si onoare i agteaptd. Sunt Imbracati in modul cel
mai splendid. I-am vazut in picioare in mijlocul unei camere calde, impodobiti cu tot felul de
lucruri frumoase - prajituri cu miere, mere aurite, jucarii, si multe sute de lumanari de ceara."

"Si apoi," intreba bradul, tremurand in toate ramurile lui, "si apoi, ce se intampla?"
"Nu am mai vazut", spusera vrabiile; "Dar aceasta a fost suficient pentru noi."
"Ma intreb daca mi se va intampla vreodata si mie ceva atat de stralucitor", s-a gandit bradul. "Ar

fi chiar mai bine chiar decat calatoria pe mare. Tanjesc pentru aceasta aproape cu durere. Oh,
cand va fi Craciunul aici? Eu sunt acum la fel de nalt si bine crescut acum ca si cei care au fost



luati anul trecut. Daca as fi acum intins 1n caruta, sau in picioare in sala cea calda, cu toate acele
lumini si splendori in jurul meu! Ti apoi va veni ceva si mai bine si mai frumos, altfel nu ar fi
atat de impodobiti copacii. Da, ce urmeaza va fi §1 mai maret si mai splendid. Ce poate fi? Sunt
obosit de atata nerabdare. Abia imi mai dau seama ce simt."

"Bucura-te de dragostea noastra", a declamat aerul si lumina soarelui. "Bucura-te de propria ta
viata luminoasa in aerul proaspat."”

Dar bradul nu se bucura, desi crestea mai inalt cu fiecare zi, si iarna si vara frunzele sale de un
verde Intunecat puteau fi vazute de departe in padure, In timp ce trecatorii spuneau, "Ce copac
frumos!”

La putin timp inainte de urmatorul Craciun bradul nemultumit a fost primul care a cazut. Securea
a intrat brusc 1n tulpina sa dectiondndu-i maduva. Bradul a cazut cu un geamat pe pamant,
constient de durere si lesin si uitand toate visele sale de fericire inecate in durerea plecarii de
acasa din padure. Stia cd nu va mai vedea niciodatd mai tovarasii sdi dragi, vechii copaci, nici
micile tufisuri si coloratele flori, care crescusera pe langa el; poate nu chiar pasarile. Céldtoria
asta nu a fost deloc placuta.

Bradul si-a revenit in timp ce era despachetat in curtea unei case, impreund cu alti copaci, si a
auzit un om spunand: "Vrem doar unul singur, iar acesta este cel mai frumos. Cat e de frumos!"

Apoi au venit doi servitori in livrea si au dus bradul intr-un apartament mare si frumos.
Fotografii atarnau pe pereti, si in apropiere de teracota inalta erau vase de portelan mari cu lei pe
capace. Erau acolo si balansoare, canapele de matase, si mese mari acoperite cu imagini; si carti,
jucdrii care costae de o suta de ori o suta de dolari, cel putin asa li s-a spus copiilor.

Apoi, bradul a fost plasat intr-o lada mare plina de nisip, dar o panza verde o acoperea, astfel
Tncét nimeni nu putea sti ca e o lada, si parea ca bradul sta pe un covor foarte frumos. Oh, cat de
tare tremura bradul! Ce se va intampla cu el acum? Unele tinere au intrat, iar slujitorii le-au
ajutat sa decoreze bradul.

Pe de o ramura au atarnat saculeti mici taiati din hartie colorata, iar fiecare sac 1-au umplut cu
bomboane. De alte ramuri au atdrnat mere aurite si nuci, ca si cand ar fi crescut acolo; si mai
presus de toate peste to in jur erau sute de lumanari rosii, albastre, si albe, care erau fixate pe
ramuri. Papusi, care semanau exact cu barbati si femei, au fost plasate sub frunzele verzi, -
bradul nu mai vazuse niciodatd asa ceva inainte, - si chiar In partea de sus a fost fixata o stea
stralucitoare din beteala aurie. Oh, a fost foarte frumos. "In aceasta seard," au exclamat ei toti,
"ce stralucitor va fi!"

"Oh, sa vind mai repede seara," gindea bradul, "sa se aprinda luméanarile! Atunci am sa stiu ce se
va intampla in cntinuare. Copacii din padure vor veni sa ma vada? Vor ciripi vrabiile la ferestre,
oare, in zborul lor? Voi creste mai repede aici decét in padure, si voi continua sa port toate aceste
ornamente in timpul verii ca si iarna?" Dar ghicitul nu i-a fost de mare folos. Tl incerca durerea
de spate, si aceasta durere este la fel de rea pentru un brad subtire ca si durerile de cap pentru noi.



In cele din urma a lumandrile au fost aprinse, iar bradul s-a prezentat intr- splendoare
stralucitoare! Acesta tremura atat de tare de bucurie din toate ramurile sale, incat una dintre
lumanari a cazut printre frunzele verzi si a ars cateva dintre ele. "Ajutor! Ajutor!" au exclamat
domnisoarele; dar niciun rau nu s-a intdmplat, pentru ca ei au stins repede focul.

Dupa aceasta copac a incercat sa nu mai tremure deloc, desi focul il speria, era foarte atent sa nu
deranjeze niciunul din frumoase ornamente, chiar daca stralucirea lor il orbea.

Si acum usile glisante s-au deschis, si o trupd de copii a navalit induntru ca si cum ar fi vrut sa
supere bradul, urmati mai lent de parintii lor. Pentru o clipa, cei mici au ramas muti de uimire,
apoi au strigat de bucurie facand sa rasune camera; si au inceput sa danseze vesel in jurul
bradului Tn timp ce cadourile erau luate pe rand.

"Ce fac ei? Ce se va intAmpla in continuare?" se gandea bradul. In cele din urma lumanirile au
ars pana la ramurile si au fost luate de acolo. Apoi, copiii au primit permisiunea de a prada

bradul.



O, cum s-au aruncat pe el! A fost o invalmaseala asa de mare ca ramurile au fost rupte, si, daca
nu era fixat cu steaua sclipitoare de tavan, acesta ar fi fost doborat la pamant.

Apoi copiii au dansat cu privirea la jucariile lor frumoase, si nimeni nu s-a mai uitat la brad cu
exceptia servitoarei care a venit §i s-a uitat printre ramuri pentru a vedea daca nu a fost uita vreun
mar sau vreo smochina.

* k% %

i

"O poveste, o poveste," au strigat copiii, tragand de un omulet gras spre copac.

"Acum, vom fi In umbra verde", a spus omul asezandu-se el insusi in ea, "iar copacul va avea
placerea sa auda si el povestea. Dar eu trebuie sa va spun doar o poveste: care sa fie, cea cu



Ionila? sau cea cu Scarila, care a cdzut, dar curand s-a ridicat din nou, si In cele din urma s-a
casatorit cu o printesa?"

"lonild", au strigat unii; "Scarila", au strigat altii; si s-a creat un uriag vacarm. Dar bradul a ramas
linistit, gdndindu-se: "Am eu vreo legdtura cu toate astea? Trebuie s fac si eu zgomot?" dar el i
amuzase deja suficient de mul si ei nu ii acordasera nicio atentie.

Apoi, batranul le-a spus povestea de Scarild - cum a cazut el jos, si s-a ridicat din nou, si s-a
casatorit cu o printesd. Si copiii au batut din palme si au strigat, "Spune alta, spune alta", pentru
ca vroiau sa auda si povestea cu lonild; dar de data aceasta au avut parte doar de "Scarila". Dupa
aceasta bradul a devenit destul de tacut si atent. Niciodata nu a auzit pasarile din padure spunand
astfel de povesti, cum ar fi cea cu Scdrila, care a cdzut jos, si totusi s-a casatorit cu o printesa.

"Ah, da! Deci se poate intdmpla"”, s-a gandit bradul. Crezuse totul, pentru ca fusese spus de un
astfel de om placut.

"Ei, bine!" si-a zis, "Cine stie? Poate ca si au as putea cadea in jos, de asemenea, si sa ma
casatoresc cu o printesd?" si asteaptd cu nerabdare bucuros seara urmatoare, asteptandu-se sa fie
din nou Tmpodobit cu lumini si jucarii, aur si fructe. "Maine nu voi mai tremura", hotari el; "Ma
voi bucura de toata splendoarea mea, si voi asculta povestea lui Scérila din nou, si, probabil, si
pe cea cu lonild." Si bradul a rdmas linistit si grijuliu toatd noaptea.

In dimineata urmatoare servitorii au intrat. "Acum," a crezut bradul, "toatd splendoarea mea va
incepe sa se arate din nou." Dar l-au tarat afara din camera si l-au urcat pe scéri la mansarda unde



I-au aruncat pe podea intr-un colt intunecat in care nu stralucea lumina zilei, si acolo I-au lasat.
"Ce inseamna acest lucru?" gandi bradul. "Ce o sa fac eu aici? Nu aud nimic intr-un loc ca
acesta." si se rezema de perete si se gandi, si se tot gandi.

A avut timp suficient sa se gandeasca, zile si nopti au trecut si nimeni nu s-a aproapiat de el; si
cand in sfarsit a venit cineva, a fost doar pentru a impinge mai departe niste cutii mari intr-un
colt. Deci, copacul a fost complet ascuns vederii, ca si cum nu ar fi existat.

"Este iarnd acum," gandea bradul. "Solul este tare si acoperit cu zdpada, astfel incit oamenii sa
nu ma pot planta. Trrebuia sa fiu adapostit aici, as spune, pana vine primavara. Cat de grijulie
siamabild este toata lumea cu mine! Totusi, as vrea ca acest loc sa nu fi fost atat de intunecat si
sa nu fi fost asa de ingrozitor de singur, fara nici macar un iepure la care sd ma uit. Cat de placut
era in padure, in timp ce zdpada se asternea pe jos, pe unde alearga iepurii, da, si sareau peste
mine, desi mie nu-mi placea atunci. Oh! ma simt teribil de singur aici!"

"Chit, chit", se auzi un soricel, tarandu-se cu prudenta spre copac; apoi veni altul, si amandoi
mirosird bradul si se strecurara printre ramurile lui.

"Oh, este foarte frig", spuse toricelul. "Daca nu ar fi asa de frig ar fi foarte confortabil aici, nu-i
asa, brad batran?"

"Eu nu sunt batran", spuse bradul. "Sunt multi care sunt mai in varsta decat mine."

"De unde esti?" intrebard soarecii, plini de curiozitate; "Si ce stii? Ai vazut cele mai frumoase
locuri din lume, ne poti povesti despre ele? Ai fost in magazie, unde branzeturile se afla pe raft si
jambonul atarnd de tavan? Te poti rostogoli pe lumanari de seu acolo, cine intra acolo slab poate
iesi gras".

"Nu stiu nimic de asta", spuse bradul, "dar stiu padurea, unde soarele straluceste si pasarile
cantd." Si apoi vradul le spuse micilor soareci totul despre tinerretea lui. Ei nu mai auzisera pana
atunci o astfel de poveste 1n viata lor; si dupa ce au ascultat-o cu atentie, au spus: "Cat de multe
lucruri ai vazut! Trebuie sa fi fost foarte fericit!".

"Fericit!" exclama bradul; si apoi, reflectand asupra a ceea ce spusese, le zise, "Ah, da! la urma
urmei, acestea au fost zile fericite." Dar cand continua si le povesti despre Ajunul Craciunului, si



modul in care el a fost imbrdcat cu prajituri si lumini, soarecii eclamara: "Cat de fericit trebuie sa
fi fost, batrane brad!"

"Nu sunt batran deloc", raspunse bradul; "Am venit din padure in aceasta iarnd. Sunt 1n crestere."

"Ce povesti splendide povestesti", spusera micii soareci. Si noaptea urmatoare alti patru soareci
venira cu ei sa auda povestile bradului. Cu cat vorbea bradul mai mult, cu atat 1si amintea mai
mult, gandind despre sine: "Da, acestea au fost zile fericite, dar ele pot veni din nou. Scarild a
cazut jos, si totusi s-a casatorit cu printesa. Poate ca si eu m-as putea casatori cu o printesd." Si
bradul isi aduse aminte de micul vlastar de mesteacan care crescuse in padure; o printesa
adevaratd, o printesa frumoasa, asta a fost ea pentru el.

"Cine este Scarila?" intrebara soriceii. Si apoi bradul le spuse intreaga poveste; isi putea aminti
fiecare cuvant. Si soriceii au fost atat de incantati de poveste ca ei erau gata sa sara in varful
bradului. In noaptea urmatoare un numir si mai mare de soareci a aparut, iar duminica doi
sobolani au venit si ei; dar sobolanii au spus ca nu e deloc o poveste frumoasa.

"Stii doar o poveste?" intrebara sobolanii.

"Doar pe aceea", rdspunse bradul. "Am auzit-o In cea mai fericitd seard din viata mea, dar nu am
stiut ca eram atat de fericit atunci."

"Noi credem ca este o poveste foarte proastd", spusera sobolani. "Nu stii nicio poveste despre
sunca sau slanina din magazie?"

"Nu", a raspuns bradul.

"Multe multumiri atunci", au raspuns sobolanii, si s-au dus la treburile lor.



Soriceii au plecat si ei dupa aceasta, iar bradul a oftat si a spus: "Era foarte placut cu soriceii
veseli agezati In jurul meu si ascultatdndu-ma in timp ce le vorbeam. Acum a trecut si asta.
Oricum, voi fi fericit cand cineva va veni la mine sa ma scoata de aici." Dar se va intampla acest
lucru vreodatd?

Intr-o dimineata au venit niste oameni sa curete mansarda. Cutiile au fost ambalate, iar bradul a
fost scos din colt si aruncat pe podea. Apoi servitorii l-au scos afara pe scara, unde lumina zilei
stralucea.

"Acum, viata incepe din nou", isi spuse bradul, bucurandu-se de soare si aerul curat. Apoi a fost
tarat pe jos si a dus In curte atat de repede incat nici nu a avut timp sa se gandeasca la asta, doar
privea, erau atat de multe de vazut.

Curtea era aproape de o gradina, unde totul parea inflorit. Trandafiri proaspeti si parfumati se
intindeau pe mici spalieri. Teii erau in floare, in timp randunelele zburau ici si colo, strigand,
"Cip, cip, cirip, vine tovardsul meu"; dar nu era vorba de brad.

"Acum voi trai", a strigat bradul cu bucurie, intinzandutsi ramurele; dar vai! toate crengile sale
erau ofilite si galbene, si fu lasat intr-un colt, printre buruieni si urzici. Steaua de hartie aurie inca
era lipitd n varful bradului si strdlucea in soare.

Doi dintre copiii veseli care dansaserd in jurul bradului de Craciun si care au fusesera atat de
fericiti se jucau in aceeasi curte. Cel mai mic vazu steaua aurita si fugi si o scoase de pe brad.
"Uite ce este lipit de bradul asta vechi si urat", spuse copilul, cdlcand pe ramuri pana cand
acestea paraira sub cizmele lui.

Si bradul vazu toate florile proaspete, luminoase, in gradina, si apoi se uita la el insusi si ar fi
dorit sa fi ramas in coltul intunecat al mansardei. Se gandea la tineretea lui in padure, la seara
fericita de Craciun, si la micii soareci care au ascultat povestea lui Scarila.

"Prea tarziu! Prea tarziu!" isi spuse bietul brad. "Oh, dacd m-as fi bucurat la timp cand incd mai
puteam! Dar acum e prea tarziu."

Apoi, un baiat veni si toca bradul in bucati mici, pana facu o graimada mare pe pamant. Lemnele
au fost puse pe foc, arzand repede, in timp ce bradul ofta atat de profund Tncét fiecare suspin al
sau se auzea in foc precum o micd Impugcatura. Atunci, copiii care erau la joacd, au venit si s-au
asezat 1n fata focului, si uitdndu-se la el si strigdnd, "Poc! Poc!". Dar, la fiecare "poc", care era
un oftat adanc, bradul se gandea de o zi de vara in padure sau la o noapte de iarnd acolo cand
stelele straluceau puternic, si la seara de Craciun, si la Scarila - singura poveste pe care 0 auzise
vreodatd sau pe care stia sa o povesteasca, pand cand ultimul vreasc fu consumat.

Baietii inca se jucau 1n gradind, si cel mai tanar purta pe piept steaua aurie cu care fusese
impodobit copacul in timpul celei mai fericite seri din Intreaga sa existentd. Acum, totul era
trecut; viata pomul era trecut si povestea de asemenea s-a terminat, pentru ca toate povestile
trebuie sa se termine la un moment dat.
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