
8 F r i e n d

By Hannah Holt
(Based on a true story)

“We a gift before thee lay” (Children’s Songbook, 39).

Tyler held the church door open, and Mom hurried in-
side. They were late for the ward Christmas party, so 

Tyler could only glance at the new Christmas tree in the 
foyer. But there was something different about the tree. 
It didn’t have any lights. Or lots of ornaments. Instead 
there were little papers hanging from the branches.
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If the tree in the foyer had 
gifts, Tyler wanted first pick.

The Getting Tree

https://www.lds.org/music/library/childrens-songbook/little-jesus?lang=eng


 D e c e m b e r  2 0 1 6  9

My friends and I got together for an art camp. We had lots 
of fun creating art together! Then we had an art sale to 
raise money for a children’s charity we picked. Everyone 
loved seeing what we made.
Tess H., age 7, Virginia, USA

“Welcome,” said the bishop from the front of the 
room. “Before we start our program, I have a special 
announcement . . .”

Tyler’s little sister, Rose, started fussing, so Tyler 
leaned down to help her. Over the noise, Tyler thought 
he heard the bishop say something like “the Getting 
Tree” and “take a tag.” If the tree in the foyer had gifts, 
Tyler wanted first pick. While everyone else watched the 
program, Tyler slipped away before the end.

Carefully Tyler lifted a paper off a branch. The first tag 
read, Girl: Winter coat—Size 5. He put it back. The next 
read, Grocery Gift Card. Tyler worried they might all be 
boring gifts. But then he found just the right one. Boy: 
Big Whirl Helicopter. He stuffed the tag in his pocket and 
raced to find Mom.

“There you are,” Mom said. “It’s almost time to leave.”
“OK,” said Tyler. “But first, I picked this from the 

Getting Tree. How do I get my helicopter?”
“Oh, honey,” said Mom. “It’s not the Getting Tree. It’s 

the Giving Tree. The tags are gifts for families in need.”
Tyler’s cheeks burned. He wanted to put the tag back, 

but other people had gathered around the tree. After 
church tomorrow, when no one was looking, he would 
put it back.

The next day Tyler’s Primary teacher told about the 
Wise Men who brought gifts to Jesus. “What could you 
give Jesus for Christmas?” she asked.

Tyler closed his fingers around the gift tag in his 
pocket. He didn’t feel embarrassed anymore. He felt like 
he wanted to give. The only problem was he didn’t have 
gold, frankincense, or myrrh. But maybe he could earn 
some money for a Big Whirl Helicopter.

As soon as Tyler got home, he dumped the money 
from his piggy bank on the bed. He had $2.47—not 
enough. He asked Mom if he could do chores for 
money, but she said, “Not on Sunday.” The gift had to IL

LU
ST

RA
TI

O
NS

 B
Y 

KE
VI

N 
KE

EL
E

be turned in by next week. Could he earn the money in 
time?

While he thought, Rose brought him the Friend mag-
azine. As Tyler read to her, he saw the answer to his 
problem. The Friend had a story about kids running a 
hot-chocolate stand to earn money to donate.

“Mom?” Tyler asked. “Could I set up a cocoa stand 
tomorrow?”

“Maybe. Why?” Mom asked.
“To earn money for the Giving Tree present.”
Mom gave him a hug. “Sure. I’ll help you.”
The next day Tyler put a table and chairs outside. 

Mom boiled water, and Tyler mixed in the cocoa. Rose 
even helped by holding a sign. By the end of the after-
noon, Tyler’s nose was cold and his fingers felt stiff, but 
he had enough money for the Big Whirl Helicopter.

Tyler felt happy all the way to the store. He smiled as 
he wrapped the gift and dropped it off to the bishop. He 
knew now it was called the Giving Tree, but the feeling 
he had inside was like a special gift too. At least in that 
way, it really was the Getting Tree.  ◆
The author lives in Oregon, USA.
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By Charlotte Mae Sheppard
(Based on a true story)

Jacqueline had a great idea— 
but could she pull it off?

“’Tis love we get when love we bring”  
(Children’s Songbook, 138).

Jacqueline’s family talked and laughed as they walked 
through the snow-dusted woods. But behind them, 

Jacqueline quietly trudged with the speed of a melting 
snowman.

She had waited all year for her family’s Christmas-tree 
hunt. She had dreamed about crunching through the 
frosty forest, sipping hot cocoa, and decorating the per-
fect tree until every branch sparkled with lights.

But now the frost she had waited for was freezing her 
toes, and the hot cocoa in her thermos didn’t taste as 
sweet as usual. She kept thinking about Travis.

Travis was Jacqueline’s best friend. He used to have a 
house near hers, but this winter his family had to move 
into a small trailer. The move had been really hard for 
Travis. There wasn’t even enough room for a Christmas 
tree in their new place. And Travis loved Christmas trees!

Suddenly Jacqueline stopped. Popping up from the 
snow in front of her was a tiny pine sapling. Maybe it 
would fit in Travis’s new home! Jacqueline’s eyes lit up 
as she reached for it—

“Whoa!” Dad said, putting a mittened hand on her 
shoulder. “We can’t cut down the little trees. They need 
to grow for next year.”

As Dad continued through the forest, Jacqueline 
looked back at the sapling and smiled. She had an idea.

Hours later Jacqueline was walking through the snow 
again—but this time in her own backyard. From where 
she stood, she could just glimpse her family’s Christmas 
tree twinkling through the windows of their house. Their 
tree hunt was over, but hers wasn’t quite finished.

She walked next to the towering trees that marked the 
edge of her yard until she saw a pine branch growing 

low enough to reach. It was just the right size for Travis’s 
trailer. Dad had told her that taking one small branch 
wouldn’t hurt the tree too much.

With a grunt Jacqueline broke off the branch. But it 
didn’t look at all like the Christmas tree twinkling inside. 
Making Travis’s tree was going to be harder than she 
thought!

The next day Jacqueline sat in the car and watched 
the forest rush by in a blur of brown and green.

“Aren’t you excited to give Travis his tree?” Mom asked.
Jacqueline shrugged. She had spent all day trying to 

make the little tree look just right, but it didn’t end up 
nearly as nice as she wanted.

They parked in front of Travis’s trailer, and  
Jacqueline opened the trunk. When she saw the tree, 
her heart sank. It was lopsided, with needles drooping 
from its branches. Even the ribbons Jacqueline  
had tied around it were crumpled. Hot tears stung  
at the corner of Jacqueline’s eyes. It looked  
nothing like a real Christmas tree. It would  
probably just make Travis’s Christmas worse!

The door to the trailer swung open, and Travis 
bounded down the steps. With a deep breath,  
Jacqueline held out the tree. “Merry Christmas!”  
she said shakily.

When Travis saw the tree, a grin spread across his 
face. “Wow! It’s perfect!” he cried out. “Thank you!”

Jacqueline felt a warm feeling grow inside her,  
melting away the sad and worried feelings she’d had 
before. She realized that her gift wasn’t really the tree 
or the ribbons—so it didn’t matter if those were perfect 
or not. What she had really given Travis was love. Like 
Jesus would have done.

And she couldn’t wait to give it again.  ◆
The author lives in California, USA.

A Tree for Travis

https://www.lds.org/music/library/childrens-songbook/where-love-is?lang=eng
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“If we do the best we can, the Lord 
will bless us.”
President Russell M. Nelson of the 
Quorum of the Twelve Apostles   
“Perfection Pending,” Ensign, Nov. 1995, 86.
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https://www.lds.org/general-conference/1995/10/perfection-pending?lang=eng

