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Christmas Eve

Unknown writer

ALL night long the pine-trees wait,

Dark heads bowed in solemn state,

Wondering what may be the fate
Of little Norway Spruce.

Little Norway Spruce who stood

Only lately in the wood.

Did they take him for his good —
They who bore him off?

Little Norway Spruce so trim,

Lithe, and free, and strong of limb —

All the pines were proud of him!
Now his place is bare!

All that night the little tree

In the dark stood patiently,

Far away from forest free,
Laden for the morn.

Chained and laden, but intent,
On the pines his thoughts were bent;
They might tell him what it meant,

If he could but go!



Morning came — the children. "See!
Oh, our glorious Christmas-tree!"
Gifts for every one had he;

Then he understood.

Stories help us explore cultures, learn moral lessons, connect with nature — or simply have fun. That's why
ririro.com offers 3,000+ free stories — fairy tales, fables, bedtime stories, myths and more — for every age,
in 13 languages, with free printable PDFs and often audio. Reading should be a right, not a privilege. Share
ririro.com and spread the joy of reading.
Instagram: @ririro_reading - Pinterest: pinterest.com/ririrocom



