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Deeply hidden, far at the back of the Enchanted Forest, where the snow never turns dirty and the fir trees grow so tall they tickle the sky, there stood a small, delicate tree.

It was no taller than a fawn, but it stood straight as a candle and its green seemed to smell of spring even in winter. The other trees often said:

“Ah, you little runt, what do you think you’ll ever become?”

But the little fir only smiled quietly and dreamed of something very big.

It dreamed of being a Christmas tree. Not an ordinary one, oh no! The most beautiful Christmas tree of all, with glittering baubles, colorful ribbons and a shining star on top – a star that made children’s eyes sparkle brighter than any snowflake.

But it was still a long way until then.
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​Winter Wind and Lullaby
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One day the winter wind swept through the forest. It whistled through the branches, whirled up the snow and called loudly:

“Go to sleep, you trees, the long winter night is coming soon!”

The big firs rustled sleepily and let their snow-heavy branches sink.

But when the wind reached our little fir, he stopped and grew very gentle. He hummed a little song for it, as soft and quiet as a mother would:

“Sleep, my little tree, dream on,
to a bright place filled with fun.
Frost will cover you so fine,
you’ll be safe and not alone.”
Frost, that old, white-bearded fellow with a coat of ice, came right behind him. He stroked the branches with his cold hands and whispered:

“Don’t be afraid, little tree. I’ll keep you warm, even when it cracks and crunches. You’ll see – wonders happen at Christmastime.”

The little tree giggled softly. Frost tickled a bit, but it felt like a hug.
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​A Visitor in the Snow
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Not far away, something rustled in the bushes. From a little hill of snow a small grey rabbit hopped out. He had soft ears that wobbled in the wind and big eyes that sparkled with curiosity.

It was Zotti, the youngest rabbit in the forest – a little shy, but very kind.

“May I hide under your branches?” Zotti asked, his heart pounding.

“Of course,” said the little fir kindly. “You’re safe here.”

Zotti snuggled under the branches, and hardly had he made himself comfortable when suddenly they heard: creak, crunch, stomp – footsteps! Big footsteps! And a deep growl to go with them! A wolf!

The big grey wolf Grimm, who never laughed and always roamed the forest alone, trotted past. His fur was full of snow and his eyes looked stern.

Grimm wasn’t actually evil, just very grumpy. But when he saw the little fir, he stopped for a moment, shook the snow from his fur and gave a grim nod.

“You are a brave little tree.”

That was the first compliment Grimm had ever made.

Zotti and the little fir kept completely still – and when the wolf had disappeared, they both had to smile a little.
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