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May hope reveal secrets


to all who wish to see them
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For Heinrich, Freya and Ida – with love
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The Blue Fir Life


There is a fine, old half-timbered house in a vast countryside of fields edged by hills of forests. Nature is buzzing with life forms and their secrets. In the streams, the fish live happily in the underwater world amongst their friends. The fields and the hedgerows are alive with the mice and their many friends and neighbours. The forests are so full of plants and animals that the fairies and the elves have their hands completely full, trying to keep order according to the laws of nature.


This tale is about one tree in particular, which stands in the large garden of the old half-timbered house. To see it you may think it´s just an ordinary tree; but what is an ordinary tree? You must ask yourself. “Does such a thing exist?”


Let me tell you that trees are never ordinary, and they never just stand there without thinking. They are alive. This tree has blue, green needles which keep adventurous, climbers away, and this is partly why it is particularly full of life. The other life; The Blue Fir Life. At the very top of the blue fir tree, there is a dark cluster of smallish branches, thick and mysterious. Amongst them lies the great, mossy paradise of the blue fir elves. These are tiny beings no larger than a child´s thumb. They wear feathered caps upon their long, silky hair and have feathered wings as birds do. If you should be so honoured as to see such a being, you will realize how many beautiful shades of blue, green and brown actually do exist. No single elf is the same, everyone is unique and beholds breath-taking beauty. The elves are highly intelligent in the ways of nature. That is why they are so respected. You might say that they are the rulers of the blue fir life. The elves are kind and special beings; they are blessed with the secret.
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The Morning Chorus


“Wake up, wake up! Wherever you lie!


The dawn has broken the restful sky.


The light prevails, the day has begun.


Shake off your sleepiness,


and welcome the sun!“
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The perched blackbirds upon their morning branches high up in the enormous pear trees in the garden of a half-timbered house. They were the alarm clocks of nature. Their task was to wake the birds and they took this very seriously, as it was a matter of principle that day birds never slept in! Every morning they sang the above tune and were as proud as punch of their place in the bird society.


”Oh! Oh! Why must they always start so early? It´s still dark really if you keep your eyes closed!“, moaned Tom Sparrow. ”It´s so cosy in our warm, grassy beds. Oh! I can´t move! I think I´m sick, I can´t go to school. Do I have to go, Mum? I feel awfully queasy!“, complained Sidney Sparrow, who was Tom´s not by much, but nevertheless younger brother.


”You can´t move Sidney, because there´s five of us crammed into this nest like peas in a pod! Which is all the more reason for you and your lazy brothers to get up!“, bid Albert Sparrow, their respected father.


Sighs within silence were the reply, as even the cheeky sparrows never dreamed of answering their father back! The three brothers, Tom, Sidney and Joe clambered out of the nest, hopped onto the nearby branch to stretch and waited as patiently as possible for sparrows for their parents in order to complete the morning greeting of the sun before breakfast.


The sun greeting was very important to every day bird. To sing and show respect to the great, golden ball without which, life would not be prosperous at all was a daily routine. Father began with the first tone, the others joining in at once.


“Joyous ball of glorious light


Warm our feathers, feed the earth


Take the darkness, for the day must birth


We welcome you and all that is to come


We honour you, our wonderful sun!“


Father nodded in approval and they all hopped back into the nest for breakfast. Mother had already been up and had organised a seed and nut porridge full of vitamins for her boys! She fussed over them as they ate happily! ”Come on, tuck in my bonny boys!“, she chirped. She loved feeding her boys. It made her feel proud and content when they ate hungrily, jumped up, pecked her cheek and flew off to school.
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