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A loud “Hip, hip, hooray!” could
be heard far across the frozen snowfields, from one village to the
next, and this heart-warming shout simply refused to die down.
“Hip, hip, hooray!” here and “Hip, hip, hooray!” there and “Hip,
hip, hooray!” it sounded again and again. Fritze Lorenz, a grumpy
potato farmer, pulled his worn-out, cracked rubber boots over his
holey, yet very colorful woolen socks and stepped out of the big
barn door. He planted his strong, large, cracked hands on his hips
and looked over the large field, which sparkled beautifully
iridescent. “By this time it should be green everywhere! Damn
cold!” he grumbled and waved dismissively: “Oh!” Although he was
outwardly wiry, tall and quick-paced, his inner emotional state
resembled an overweight and world-weary hippopotamus.  
 
  Sonja, his favorite hen, who had been knitted a beautiful,
sunny yellow pullover dress by him because she simply couldn't grow
any feathers, joined him with a cackle. "Yes, yes, I know. It is
what it is! What can you do!" He looked at her, she blinked at him
with a smile around her yellow beak and he gently took her in his
hands, lifted her up and tucked her into the bib of his oversized
overalls, his favorite clothing. It was actually a blue pair of
overalls with an extra large and brightly knitted breast pocket,
which was sewn on the front of the bib and expertly stitched by
Fritze Lorenz. In this fun and cuddly woolen bib pocket, a lot of
things fit and everything possible found a place, all the things
that Fritze Lorenz found on his farm or in the field. Starting with
chipped glass marbles, over funny shaped sticks or fossilized sea
urchins brought back to the surface from the depths of the earth by
digging, up to animal foundlings. He then nursed the latter back to
health with his big heart and full devotion and he had been able to
save every foundling so far and every one of his animal children
had also lived with him or very close to him. That was, for
example, the hen Sonja, who had been bitten and plucked to the last
feather in a furrow. Or Petro, the hedgehog, who was hanging in the
neighbor's electric fence and was rescued from this predicament by
Fritze Lorenz at the last second. Petro sometimes twitched his
prickly coat, while standing or walking, these were the
aftereffects of the electric shocks, but Fritze Lorenz was sure
that it would go away with time. His hedgehog friend was in good
spirits anyway and rewarded his rescuer with collected and not yet
completely empty snail shells, he also gave Fritze Lorenz shiny,
pink worms. He probably copied this custom from the cats and so he
either put his precious gifts on the mat in front of the door, but
that was rather rare. Mostly he pulled his gift-animals through the
cat flap with a big snort and dragged them to the kitchen. Then he
sat down next to it and proudly looked at his valuable gifts and
defended them hissing against too curious cats, which of course
also lived on Fritze Lorenz' farm.  
 
  Like all the animals at Fritze Lorenz's place, one was less
peculiar, another a bit more than just peculiar to look at. But
that was no wonder, considering everything they had been through in
their previous life, before they came to Fritze Lorenz's farm. At
the forefront of the feline front was the boss, the red pirate
Pierre. He only had one eye and wore a custom-made eyepatch that
Fritze Lorenz had knitted especially for him. It took him a few
tries, but after the third attempt it fit perfectly and Fritze
Lorenz was very proud of his knitting masterpiece and Pirate Pierre
was extremely satisfied with his imposing appearance! With this
aubergine-colored eyepatch he looked even more daring than before.
His right ear looked like a perforated cheese and his left ear was
only half there. One fine day it was simply only half there. Why
and how, was just as mysterious to Fritze Lorenz as to Pirate
Pierre. He was missing two fangs, top right and bottom left. In
addition, depending on his mood, he limped sometimes in front and
sometimes in the back. But Pirate Pierre was an excellent rat
deterrent! He ensured a rat-free zone in the dilapidated barn, in
the large and partly very overgrown garden around it, and of course
also in the farmhouse, from the cellar to the roof. Not that he ate
the rodents, far from it! He simply chased them away! Pirate Pierre
was a pronounced gourmet! Mice, on the other hand, were allowed to
stay! Not because he liked mice better than rats. He actually had
nothing against rats either, but he was afraid for his hoarded
delicacies. He loved to eat French goat's cheese with
blackberry-nut jam and he also liked to drink a delicate drop. Even
Fritze Lorenz does not know to this day where Pirate Pierre's
pantry hiding place is, and the rats don't either, and that's how
it should stay! Because rats are like Pirate Pierre, big gluttons
and true master thieves!  
 
  Another reason why Pirate Pierre tolerated mice on the farm
might have been that he, as a little cat-man, had grown up together
with Winzi, a small white circus mouse that had simply and suddenly
appeared as a tiny mouse on the kitchen table and was wildly
tumbling somersaults. Pirate Pierre and circus mouse Winzi shared a
deep friendship and both were pronounced gourmets. At night they
embarked on wild adventures in the neighbor's gardens. Winzi could
easily climb up pipes with her acrobatic skills, got through a gap
into the interior of a house and skillfully opened the door for
Pirate Pierre from the inside. They most liked to sneak to the
farmer neighbor Matze and take a very close look in his goat shed
to see if there wasn't a drop of goat's milk left for them
somewhere. But they also did not stop in front of his private
rooms. Matze could have sworn that one evening he had seen little
Winzi riding on Pirate Pierre, past his bed, they glided like
circus artists over the empty, clinking and rolling wine bottles on
the slanted floor. Thanks to their fine noses they went straight to
the pantry. Matze had forgotten to close the door. The milk wine,
as he called it, when one, two or three of his goats were in a good
mood on the small wooden stand in the evening, waiting for him to
voluntarily give them some of their milk. That was the end of the
day and he liked to drink a glass of wine, sometimes it was also a
bottle and such a bottle of milk wine had probably gone to his head
the evening before and he forgot to close all the hatches against
piracy. The next morning he was quite surprised how much goat
cheese (French style) had gotten legs and had mysteriously
disappeared. He created the most delicious delicacies in his small
cheese dairy! The goat cheese was more for himself and for a small,
select circle of connoisseurs. His small herd of goats was a
JUST-SO-THERE herd. They were just there and didn't have to do
anything. When lambs came, they were also allowed to stay and had a
truly beautiful and peaceful life with him. As a thank you, they
always had some goat's milk left over for him and for Fritze
Lorenz's foster children. Matze was actually an organic fruit
farmer. His heart belonged to goats and fruit varieties, especially
old ones. His jam variations were also enthusiastically sold by
star chefs. 

Still standing in his chamber that morning, Matze wondered how
his treasures, the long-ripened cheeses, could have simply rolled
away? Also, there were fresh filled jam jars missing for sale, and
he could have sworn he had still had a bottle of his homemade sock
liqueur. The sock liqueur was a rum-rich creation and he called it
that because the smell of the overripe elderberries during the
cooking process reminded him of his old favorite socks that he wore
day and night. Except on days when he expected guests or customers.
Now the last bottle of liqueur was gone too! He remembered his
dream, although he wasn't quite sure whether it had been a real
event or a hallucination caused by too much alcohol? That morning
he swore to himself to give up the nightly wine at the milking
stand! At least until the first flowers started to bloom again.














