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Chapter 0 -
Presentation of the author


MY FATHER, THE FATHER CHRISTMAS !





From Jean Pierre Bernadin
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Warning :



The translation of the French has been made by the author himself
and undoubtedly contains many defects, the author without excuse.



The photos were made in the Montois, Île-de-France Champagne region
and the main character and daughter of the author, Amandine.



( jp-bernadin.simplesite.com )
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I often wondered! How could it be Christmas in the Middle Ages for
children?

But in truth, Christmas and a party, which is completely lost in
the mists of time! Each one having his vision that diverges from
one another.

So I wanted to give body to a myth and a legend which in my
opinion, really needed it!

But no matter the version of the Christmas story! Christmas, will
always remain the most beautiful celebration of the world and that
of the magic of Christmas.
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Hello, my name is Miranda.





I must confess, Miranda! It's a funny first name.





All the little girls of my age and my little village are called,





'' Berthe, Alphonsine, Charlotte, Philaé, Juliette, and many are
called Marie ''





Mary! Who is the name of the holy virgin, of course!





But I ! It's Miranda.





My father chose this name because in the name of Miranda there is
the word Mire! Like the myrrh brought by one of the Magi to Jesus
and he also added the word Anda.





For my father told me that when he was a child his father was very
much a believer.





As a matter of fact ! Like all people of that time!





But I was saying, his father to him my grandfather to me! He had
taken him on pilgrimage to Spain and on the roads to Santiago de
Compostela.





On the way they had crossed Andalusia, where they found myrrh.





You do not know what myrrh is?





Myrrh is a kind of healing and miraculous plant too! Because it
avoids infections and heals wounds.





My father and my grandfather used it to put on their feet and they
had infected themselves! Infections! That was due to the long walk
of the road and which led to Santiago de Compostela.





My father remembered this beautiful region and this beautiful
plant, and also the day of my birth! He added to my name, the
beginning of Andalusia, that is to say, Anda!





That's why my name is Miranda! Still one of my father's wacky
ideas, but wacky ideas to that she, I've got used to now.





At the time in my name, besides, these strange and bizarre ideas!
But my father's ideas are always so great and unexpected.





It must also be said and true? That for an Alsatian, Miranda, that
does not really happen! But OK ! That's my name.





I'm surely the only girl in the village and all of Alsace too! To
call me Miranda, that's for sure!





And then I forgot to tell you! Not only was I born in France in
Alsace, as I have already said, but more! I am not your time to
you, but then! Not at all of your time to you!





I am a little girl of the Middle Ages? Finally ! Middle Ages? Do
not exaggerate anyway! By that I mean the end of the Middle Ages,
what? The Renaissance.





I was just born, a few decades before the French Revolution and
that's all!





At that time, it must be admitted! Life was very different from
yours, or even, not much to see at all! With your time to you, but
then nothing at all! For in my own time! Survival was the order of
the day and many of your traditions did not yet exist, such as
Santa Claus, for good reason! That it was my father who invented
Santa Claus? Finally ! I mean he has become!





I can already hear from some of them,





"But what does she say, that one?" Who is she…? She tells anything,
this girl ...? "





And I answer,





" Yes ! Yes…! I am the daughter of Santa Claus and it's like I tell
you ...! "





That's it ! That's it ! Rigoler well ... Rigoler well ... ... ..
...





However ! Is this the strict truth? It was my father Nicolas who
was the first Santa Claus in history, and the real one!





Well yes what? My father is Santa Claus!





Ah OK ! I still see many who laugh, to say the least! And yet ! It
is true and besides, it will take the name of Santa Claus a little
in spite of him, it must be said! Yes, and that's the story I'm
going to tell you.





Finally tell the story! If you really want it ?





The story of my father knew everyone! That of the first Santa Claus
and the world! The real one and only, and the one that everyone
calls, Petit Papa Noël!
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As I tell you! I live in a very small village in Alsace, in the
name of Youls.

It is a miserable village! At least in my own time.

As a matter of fact ! It is the whole of France, and in a miserable
state at that time!

View from the outside! France was rich and powerful, but seen from
the inside! It was the most absolute horror; it was poor and
miserable for the people.

With us! It was plainly the blackest misery and for most of us
besides, we were all dirty in rags and hungry.

Our good King! Only think of making war and the result did not wait
and quickly feel either! Thirty years of war! Equal disease,
famine, poverty and misery! This is the sad truth of my own
time.

Children? Do not even talk about it! Infant mortality was very
high, as one in three children had only reached adulthood.

People were abandoning their children, in the thick forests of our
region, but also in the towns and in the streets, like that, yes!
That way! And like a garbage bag that you throw away! They
abandoned them.

The streets were filled with orphaned children and unfortunately
they did not live long, because of diseases and lack of food of
course!

Children on the streets? Often had only the skin and bones on their
backs and that is why the marriage was spread throughout the
country! It was to avoid the orphans in the streets and that people
also do not abandon them, because before that time! Only the nobles
get married.
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