The Tree that Came to Stay by Anna Quindlen
When they got to the field, Dad took the saw out of the back of the car, the snow making white shadows on his shoulders. 

It was shortish and plump, a perfect triangle, and it made him feel good. 

So they took it home. 

Bubba got a bear made out of lamb’s wool, and Woo got a dragon that breathed fire when it walked, and Bud got a model of a dinosaur made with real bones. 

Its branches were prickly instead of soft, and its green was a little gray. 

“Nothing last forever,” Bud said. 

Bud put his face into the basket, and a sharp fresh green smell went into his nose. 

“Mmmmm,” Bubba would always say, and Bud was sure she understood. 

