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Preface


When I returned to my home canton this summer after three years in Chicago, I noticed how quickly time had been turning in my absence. How much growth there was and what enormous, classified differences there are now.


In the city there are so many new families from all over the world as well as Swiss families who are increasingly pursuing inner tranquility in the nature that surrounds us.


I am reminded of these things each time I listen to the stories my children bring home after visiting the families of our city. Stories like these keep them thoughtfulness and help them to see how different every little world can be.


With this in mind, I sincerely wish everyone a Merry Christmas with family, friends and plenty of time to recognize and appreciate the essential things in life.





December 20, 2021


„Food is ready!“


Busy and focused, the sturdy, small woman puts a steaming bowl on the set table. She looks around and lifts a finger.


„Bent, could you please get another bottle of apple juice from the cellar? And Alessia, take a quick look at the chickens to see if there are any eggs left. But make it quick or the soup will get cold.” She wipes her hand on her apron while looking at the table with satisfaction.


„Bread.“ The word flits over her lips and, as if her thought had been read, a little boy lifts a loaf of bread to her.


„You are a clairvoyant, Timon. Thank you, my big boy. Have you washed your hands yet?“ She takes the little one’s warm hands in hers and raises an eyebrow.


„Well, I'll turn a blind eye, but you won’t get a medal for this. And today we're going to cut your nails so there's no more room for the dirt to hide underneath.“ She gives him his hands back and winks happily.


„Who is hiding?“ Bent emerges into the rustic dining room with a corked bottle and puts the fresh apple juice on the wooden table.


„The dirt under my nails! Show me yours!“ Timon tries to grab his older brother's hand, but they retreat into Bent’s pockets before they can be reached.


„Nothing to see here, buddy. Sit down, you dwarf!” As he sais this, he sits down on a wooden chair at the table, still with both hands tucked away.


„Because you eat them all up, you pig!“ Alessia stands under the door frame and holds two eggs in each hand. She sticks out her tongue at her brother and carefully brings the eggs to the kitchen counter and places them in a small basket. She looks proudly at the various hues of beige, brown, white, and green coloring each egg and nods approvingly.


„If you stare at those eggs for a long enough time, you'll be ducking like a real chicken yourself. Just wait, you will soon grow feathers of your own and be able to lay eggs too. Let's make a bet what color yours will be! I'll go for pink.” Bent laughs out loud and considers breaking off a piece of bread when his mother comes through the door next to Alessia.
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