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Preamble

Run-up to Christmas starts on the first of December. This book runs along providing you with 24 chapters of Christmassy stories and poems and of wintry fairy-tales and rhymes. Read about the woodland sprite Benebitzke who cares about everything that happens in the forest. Meet Santa Cluas, the tart side of Santa Claus that rises when Santa Claus is at his wits' end. Get to know the Yule Lads who do the people of Iceland the honor of paying them a visit during the Christmas season. And let Mother Spitzer tell you about other figures and traditions which belong to Christmas here and in other places. Texts that are in line with the season open a door to contemplative and humorous entertainment – from the first of December all up to Christmas Eve!




1 The Winter's Tale Of The Benebitzke

Once upon a time, there was a wide, venerable treescape. The darkness of the woods was painted with shining whites because the cold forest was covered up and glistening with snow. Hidden and spoiled were now the treasures that the last summer had created, and the animals of the woods had to go hungry. Deer nibbled the greens of fir trees and elks stripped off bark. Mokús the squirrel still knew were it had hid its stock. But it had to dig with much effort through the depths of the snow to feed from the plenty of hazelnuts and acorns. Merle the blackbird would have liked to satisfy her hunger as well. But more than a few crumbs of broken nuts were not shared. In harsh times, it is: each for themselves, and generosity means starving yourself. Disheartened, one looked around for something to eat. The beauty of this desert full of light could make you desperate easily. Reynard the fox was roaming the forest and was also hungry. He was listening for living, scuttling paces under the dense bed of snow. But the mice did not want to get eaten and despite their own hunger were wary against their enemy. Where was something to be found that could fill the nagging hole in Reynard's stomach? If the hole got any bigger, the ruthless coldness would bite his bones and consume him nip by nip. The fox was wandering about the barren landscape and while his spirits sank, an idea rose from his mind like an evocation. If wishes come true when they are strong enough, then a little being, clad in red, would appear on the white blanket of winter. It would stand there, all quiet and shtum, and would wear a cloak that every animal of the forest knows, even though the woodland sprite does not show itself very often. Reynard almost believed that he could see the Benebitzke. Dressed in red, a little black hat on its head, it seemed to wait for something and could not be squinted away. When the Benebitzke noticed the fox, a smile broadened its mouth. At this moment, good old Merle also had espied the Benebitzke. While Reynard was still hesitant, the bird flew up and sat herself into a thornbush that had lost all its leaves. Red fruit was given from the hands of the Benebitzke. Frost had got the berries soft and mushy. The sylvan stripped the pips out of the body of one of them before eating the rose hip itself. Now, the fox tried also to enjoy the fruit. Hunger is an excellent seasoning. Avidly, Reynard ate berry after berry and tried not to think about Hiiri the mouse who sat nibbling on rose hip pips at the feet of the Benebitzke. He would not do so much as look at the mouse. With diligence, the fox picked the berries and as time went by, he felt that his stomach got full and fuller, and more and more forest animals found their way to the Benebitzke. Inside the wild brier, blackbirds and robins jittered pecking at the rose hips. On the grounds, Hiiri's family had gathered, and also the fat Mokús who before had not wanted to share was allowed to feast on the apparently inexhaustible abundance of berries. As long as the weak sunrays were lighting up the landscape, an endless row of exchanging guests were feeding at the Benebitzke. One hungry creature arrived and another went away, satisfied and at ease. When the darkness of evening came, the last ones with their stomachs full went on their way to find a hiding place for the night. The Benebitzke too went home. It whistled a doleful melody, and the woodland, charmed, was listening to it for a long time. Babotshka the butterfly, who still was resting in its cocoon between the thorns and who would only next spring fly for the very first time, was pleased by the peace and confidence which the Benebitzke had brought to this little piece of the world. Sometimes, only magic can save you; sometimes, kindness suffices.

***

In some places at the river Moselle, the pinky is called Benebitzche, and the character of the woodland sprite Benebitzke was inspired by a popular German children's song by Hoffmann von Fallersleben (1798-1874) “Ein Männlein steht im Walde” (A little man is standing in the woods). It is a riddle giving the description of a little man standing on his own in the woods wearing a red cloak and a little black hat. While the first two stanzas ask who he might be, the third discloses his identity as the rose hip.

***




2 Wishes

Santa Claus badly wishes he had not drunken that milk.

He does not care any longer for Christmas and its ilk.

Santa Claus often wishes he could fend off requests

And live free of restrictive demands and such pests.

His job is to deliver presents for good chits.

In return, they drive Santa out of his wits!

Santa Claus wishes he could chug milk without trouble,

No naughty exhaust and no pain to bend double.

Santa Claus wishes it had all gone a different way.

If only he had not taken interest in this special holiday!

If instead, he had become a nurseryman,

Cookies and milk would not be a duty, but on ban.

Santa Cluas then passes a mighty fart

Taking off the hat he hates with all his heart.

Santa Cluas had always thought it was too hot.

He also never liked this Christmas story's plot.

Why should he educate other people's kids?

For now and for the Naughty List he calls it quits.

Santa Cluas leaves gifts like they all had been good

Treating kids as treasure like the whole world should.

Santa Cluas wishes he had had earlier the guts

To step out off that thing that really drives him nuts.

Wishful thinking does not help, you got to take action.

Then there will be less sorrow and more satisfaction.

***

I am twitching on my chair

Biting on my pen

Moving words with care

From one place to over there


I am chewing jolly phrases

Like "Happy Christmas" bare

When it comes to "Happy New Year"

I am spitting it with scare


Blessings have no power

The world seems beyond repair

Then, is giving congrats not bad

Is giving congrats even fair


How does a blessing feel

For someone without hope

How does a blessing feel

When you cannot cope


With no hope for anything

How could all of this still amend


Therefore, I am still wishing for

Merry Christmas And Goodwill To All Men.

***




3 Möffel and the Dabbling Puck

The waves were undulating about the beach and onto Möffel's rubber boots when he was walking along the drift line, looking into the sky and onto the sea and warming his hands in the pockets of his coat. At this time of the year, when it was heading straight to its end, Möffel always got thoughtful. Where is it all going to? Where am I on the path of my life? Where is the world turning to? These were questions that haunted Möffel's mind. A flock of quaking dabbling ducks on the wing passed Möffel on his trip along the coast. “Where are you going to?” Möffel shouted after them in surprise. “Only to Eckernförde,” one of the birds yelled back at him and left the flock to take a closer look at Möffel. The animal circled the human three times before it spoke to him again. “It is a beautiful day, and you look nice to me,” said the duck, “So I will grant you three wishes. Speak and you shall be granted!” Seemingly without effort it was surfing the wind that blew in from the ocean onto the land, gliding almost motionless. Möffel remained silent as he had to cope with the fact that an animal had spoken to him. That it was offering to grant three wishes to him, did not make it any easier. “Is this a dream?” he asked, and the duck laughed hysterically. “Shall I shit onto your head or peck your nose to wake you up, you silly man?” asked the bird sneeringly, “That would be your first wish, though.” No, Möffel wanted nothing of this. But after a minute of silence, he wanted to know how it should be that he was granted three wishes. Möffel had done nothing; had not set free a fish or rubbed a lamp casting a spell or found three nuts. “Just because,” responded the duck, “I just feel like it.” This sounded fishy to the keen thinker as he permitted himself to say. “There you got your stupid nuts,” cried the bird and a twig fell onto the ground near Möffel's feet. When he picked it up, he counted not three, but seven hazelnuts on it. Should this imply that not only three, but seven wishes would be granted? “You went bonkers!” squalled the outraged duck, “Three wishes, not more! And make it quick as I still have to go to Eckernförde today and catch up with the flock.” The other birds were hard to spot in the distance on this gray day. Still, Möffel had some more questions. “How is it possible for you to do so? Granting wishes, I mean” said the man to the duck. “Piece of cake,” it answered, “I am a dabbling puck.” - “A dabbling duck?” Möffel was chewing over what he had heard. “That is what I said, a dabbling puck,” screamed the duck who lost its patience for this fool, “You want to wish now or not?” The Möffel uttered that history teaches that many of these unique chances had been spoiled, and the wishes had been wasted. The duck could only agree. “I really have to go to Eckernförde now,“ it shrieked, allowing itself to be blown away by the wind, “But tomorrow, I will be coming back, and we will meet up again. Same place, same time.” And with this, the bird flew away and did not look back to Möffel who stayed behind, the thoughts on his mind heavier than ever. What should his wishes be? He could do with some new fishing nets. Or a new fishing boat? The old one was doing its job despite a few faults. Would it not be an extravagance then to wish for a replacement? Suddenly Möffel was ashamed as he noticed, his first thought had been about possessions. Nana was feeling under the weather since some time. Would it not be more desirable to wish for Nana's health? Or should this wish be kept for the kids when nobody knew if they would be granted a life as long as the one Nana had already lived? During half of the following night, Möffel turned and turned in his bed. There was no rest to be found pondering about these considerations. One wanted to wish for something that was good for everyone. And then, it hit him like a hammer: universal peace! That was what he wanted to ask from the duck. Now that the decision had been made, he could sleep less than ever. Möffel could hardly wait to meet up with the duck, and when finally the morning came, he rushed to the beach, hours too early, to look out for the bird. Certainly, only about the fixed time did the flock come flying up the coast. Curious the ducks circled the human because they had been told about the promised wishes. “Universal peace! I want universal peace!” cried Möffel against the wind, before the dabbling puck could even ask him. The flock started laughing and went on its way. Only the puck stayed behind and explained that universal peace was out of its range of power. “But do tell me your second wish! Maybe, I am able to grant this,” asked the bird of the man. Now, Möffel was even more baffled. About the second and third wish he had not thought at all. “I see, you need yet time to consider it,” said the dabbling puck, “I have got to go and follow my family. But as soon as you know what you want to get, you come to this place and call out for me.” Much obliged, Möffel nodded yes, and the bird flew away. Legend has it that Möffel never called the duck, and until the end of his days he was pondering what to ask from the bird. This way, his three wishes were all the same not and also of course wasted.
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