
        
            
                
            
        

    
	 

	 

	

	 

	Unnoticed by the secret inhabitants of the old house on the edge of the great forest, the first snow fell overnight.

	The path in front of the house, lined with spruce trees, and even the little dwarf figure with the glasses by the weathered stones in front, had been wrapped in a soft white blanket.

	Peaceful silence lay over the forest, not a breath of wind disturbed the peace and the sky stretched in a cloudless blue beyond the horizon, carried by rays of brilliant sunlight in winter.

	In the kitchen of the house, the Chair bounced excitedly between the stove and the window. “It snowed, Pot! Come out of your closet and look. Everything is white.”

	There was a metallic clatter before the left side of the wooden cupboard next to the shelves was slowly opened. The blue-painted Pot peeked out and blinked.

	“Are you crazy, Chair? You wake me up in the middle of my best sleep, only to tell me that snow has fallen?”

	The Chair laughed and braced its front legs against the seat. “It’s time to get up. Abbysyan is coming soon. Our dear old tiger has not been here for a long time and he will love the snow. I think that’s wonderful!”

	The Pot hopped on the sideboard and looked bored out of the window. “Hm. Yes. Nice. Like every year at the beginning of winter.” He looked at the stove and then at the Chair questioningly. “What are you frying in there?”
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	“Eggs. There is also ‘Labskaus’, (lobscouse) and prune juice. ‘Tiggly’ will come soon and I wanted to prepare his favorite meal.” The Pot scraped with its lid. “Ah, lobscouse…”

	The Chair slid a large egg into the frying pan. “Is anything bothering you?”

	“Oh, I slept badly. Just give me time. When the cuddly cat arrives, I will be bearable for you. Shouldn’t the tree be decorated afterwards?”

	The Chair nodded with its back and looked to the large fir tree that dominated the living room. There was a pleasant smell of pine needles, resin, and forest throughout the house. “We must. It is not just the tree that deserves it, we all deserve it. Do you remember how much Anna and I toiled until this giant slipped through the patio door?”

	Fortunately, the living room was large enough to accommodate the almost 10-foot-tall Christmas tree that stood next to the fireplace behind the heavy oak table and protruded over the balustrade.

	Cardboard boxes and bags with tree decorations were piled on the green wingchair and the wonderfully soft sofas.

	The Chair was devoted to its frying while the Pot took a waking bath in the sink. “Whom do you have invited for Christmas?”, he asked with a chuckle out of the water.

	“Sibyl and her tribe of ants are hibernating, and our froggy friends will sleep peacefully for months. Maybe they even snore. That only left Anna, Abbysyan, you and I.” The Pot jumped onto the shelf and let itself drip off.

	“And Johnny?” “I called him last week. He has to organize a big style ‘mousy- Christmas-party’ somewhere in New York and has cancelled for this year.”

	The Chair began to set the table. “Then luckily it won’t be too exciting”, the Pot taunted and asked, “Will you dry me?” “Only if you stop annoying me.”

	The doorbell rang. “Abbysyan!”, the Chair shouted joyfully and rushed to the door. In front of him stood a shivering tiger covered with white flakes.

	“Finally,”, he growled with a deep voice. “Ever since I landed, it seems to me that this country was made of ice!”
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	“Let me hug you, old Chair!” They greeted each other extensively until the Pot rattled on the shelf. “I’m also present.”

	“Pot, you old lid!”, Abbysyan shouted happily, hopped over to the kitchen area, and took the Pot in both paws. “Ay, you are wet!” The Pot smiled all over the edges. “My morning bath was due, but the Chair just doesn’t dry me.” “Morning bath?”, Abbysyan asked in astonishment. “It’s almost noon.”

	The Pot jumped out of the tiger’s furry paws towards a towel. After the Chair had dried its roommate, he turned off all the hotplates and brought the food on the table. They sat comfortably and enjoyed the welcoming meal.

	Abbysyan gave regards from his family, reported about exciting caravan encounters and what else had happened in India during the recent months.

	The Chair talked about how busy Sibyl and her ants had been last autumn and that the frog-prince Kobruaq Quaan wanted to organize an amazing ‘pond fair’ in spring.

	After lunch, the Chair and Abbysyan took their time to decorate the Christmas tree while the Pot lingered on a sofa, giving orders. Beside the fact that the tiger crushed several red balls in his paws, the Chair almost fell off the top railing and the Pot was driven to the brink of despair, nothing unusual happened.

	In the afternoon, the tree decorators sat together and talked. However, the Pot withdrew to his closet early to catch up on sleep. Sometime later the other two would have nodded off if the doorbell had not rung. Anna was at the door. She wore a white furry hat and a brightly knitted scarf and was all red in the face.
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	She greeted the Chair and gave an outcry of joy when she saw the tiger. A knot of fur, hat and long brown hair then rolled across the floor. It was accompanied by a smiling Chair. “Don’t knock over the tree!”

	When everyone had calmed down and sat at the table, the Chair served his little friend a cup of warm cocoa and homemade biscuits. Red cheeks listened attentively to Abbysyan’s stories.

	She liked the smell of his fur, the long whiskers, and his caring eyes.

	It was not until dawn that Anna left her friends. “I have to go home now, or my mother will ask weird questions again.” She stroked Abbysyan’s fur and went to the door. “I promise I will come back tomorrow evening. My parents want to go to bed early and I can sneak out the back door.” The Chair crossed his front legs.

	“Do not get into trouble because of us. And you know how it is with people and us. Abbysyan will pick you up and accompany you safely. Don’t go without him!”

	Anna laughed and winked at him. “Then nothing bad will happen, but he has to be careful too.” Then she left the property, hopping from one leg to the other.

	Anna happily whistled a Christmas melody. She jumped through the deep snow like a cheerful pixie who lived free between the willow bushes and the frozen brook, hidden from sight.

	The dear Chair and its wonderful friends were Anna’s secret treasure. She was ahead of all adults. She was close friends with living objects and animals and could even talk to them. Nobody in the whole world lived in a fairy tale like Anna, so she thought.

	She ran away from the snow-covered country road towards the village. She met old Mrs. Lohman, who was walking her dog, an elderly ‘wiener dog’ lady. “Hello, Mrs. Lohman!”, she called out to the gray-haired woman. “Anna, nice to meet you”, she replied and got tangled in the dog leash, on which the dog was pulling with a growl.

	“My Sybil urgently had to pee. Did you play in that ruined house on the edge of the forest again? You should not do that! If your mom hears of it, she will punish you.”

	Anna laughed and caressed the ‘wiener’ lady. When it recognized the girl by her smell, it wagged its tail and squeaked.

	“But the house has not fallen into disrepair, because that is where the traveling salesman lives, who is so little at home. I can play in his garden.”

	Mrs. Lohman sighed. ‘What should one do?’ She thought. ‘The child lives in its own world.’

	“I have to go now. Please do not tell my mother anything, ok?” The old woman smiled and let Sybil pull her onward. “I won’t say anything, little Anna. If the owner has allowed you to play in his garden, that’s fine with me.”

	After a few meters she turned around again. “But please promise me that you won’t go there after twilight, will you?” “I promise!”, Anna shouted and continued the tarred country road that led to the center of the village. At the old church square, villagers stood together at some wooden barracks and drank mulled wine.

	Children threw snowballs and played tag. An overweight girl named Ryke paused, panting, when she saw Anna. “There is the wacky one, hey, come here, I'll push you, you kook!” Other children became aware and soon a cluster of howling grimaces had formed. They shouted “kook-a-bunny! Kook-a-bunny!” Anna stuck out her tongue and kicked Ryke in the shinbone.

	Ryke’s cheeky brother followed her up to the driveway in front of her parents’ house. There he stopped. He feared Anna’s mother and only made a few poor gestures. Then he ran away.

	Anna’s mother lay on the couch and slept. A washcloth lay on her forehead. In the kitchen, a pot of pasta rattled on the stove and the radio purred pop music. Anna turned off the stove and the radio and put in an old MC. A fairy tale.

	She quietly closed the kitchen door, changed into more comfortable clothes, and then let the noodles cool off. Later she ate a plate of it with mustard and honey. It would be evening before her father got home from work. Even on December 24th.

	 

	***

	 

	In the house on the edge of the forest, the tiger stretched, yawning, and trotted to one of the sofas. “I’m tired! Come on, Chair, let us get some sleep. The flight is still in my limbs.”

	The Chair nodded. “You are right. We can watch TV and have a bite to eat afterwards if you like.”

	“Hm”, Abbysyan mumbled with closed eyes and started snoring moments later. The Chair smiled and lay down on the wingchair. He too fell asleep.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Loud rumbling seized them from their dreams. They looked drowsily at each other. The living room was almost in darkness. Only a touch of moonlight, which shone from the garden through the side door, made the room shimmer. It rumbled again.

	Apparently, someone banged hard on the front door. Abbysyan jumped from the sofa into the hallway and growled with narrowed eyes. The Chair carefully slid off the armchair. “Easy, boy, easy! Who knows who that is?”

	“Exactly!”, snapped the tiger. “We know of no one who would be banging at your door like that.” They waited. It rumbled again, and then the deep voice of a man rose. “Ho, Ho, Ho! Is nobody home?” Abbysyan tensed his muscles and threw a roar at the door. “Who is it?”

	“Ho, Ho, Ho!”, the voice called back. “There is someone in there. Open already! Santa Claus is at your door!”
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	The friends briefly looked at each other. “Sure, Santa Claus!”, the Chair called. “You do not believe my words? Then wait and see. I show the Chair and its friend, Abbysyan the tiger, that I am Santa Claus.”

	Confused and unable to answer, the two stared into the hallway. As if by magic, the heavy front door swung open and cold winter air streamed in.

	A wondrous figure stood in the doorframe. It was tall, wore heavy black boots and a brown coat with pine embroidery, which was held in the middle by a thick belt. Its buckle was a silver star that glittered like a fey.

	The man’s face looked puffy and was marked by innumerable laugh lines. He had a goatee and shoulder-length, almost white hair, which fell in curls on both sides of the head.

	Santa Claus held a large handkerchief in his hand and sneezed noisily. He stomped into the hallway and closed the door behind him.

	“Hello, you two!” He coughed. “Don’t look petrified, I really am Santa Claus. A fact that is no more unusual than a talking tiger and a living chair.”

	He walked past them into the living room and sank into the wingchair with a sigh. Then he blew his nose noisily.

	“My God, what a cold. Now sit down, I have something important to talk to you about.”

	Confused and a little bit enchanted, the friends obeyed and came to the table. Santa leaned forward with a groan and tightly held his big belly.

	“Listen carefully. I got sick and I think it is time to retire. I have flown all the gifts that needed to be distributed to the furthest corners of the world, but I am unable to manage the last village. I am completely exhausted.

	Now, I have heard a lot from you, along with all the wonderful things that you have experienced and accomplished. I have a big request. Would you distribute the rest of the Christmas presents with the help of my sled and reindeers to the neighboring village? I would be in your debt. As a big ‘Thank You’, I promise to come to you tomorrow evening, to bring a special present for everyone and to celebrate with you.” With these words he looked them both in the eye.

	“I am flabbergasted!”, the chair burst out and Abbysyan shook his head. 

	“It's really not much”, Santa continued. “All you have to do is to take present after present out of my sack and the corresponding house to which these have to be brought will shimmer in silvery light.”

	Abbysyan cleared his throat. “Aside from the fact that I’m losing my mind here… I have not the slightest idea how to steer a reindeer-sled!”

	Santa Claus coughed terribly and then laughed. “Ah, a piece of cake! My sled is extremely easy to handle. And when you are done, you just park it in the garden. The reindeer will find their way back. I going to explain the handling to you in front of the house. We should better hurry. Come!”

	He got up and stepped into the hallway. Chair and tiger dreamingly followed him.

	In the middle of the driveway in front of the house stood a big gold sled with eight brown reindeer harnessed to it. The gondola was lined with purple velvet, a large, soft bench was attached to the back, and a wide gunnysack lay in front next to the reins.
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	They stared at the beautiful fairy tale vehicle and Santa Claus spread his arms. “I am proud of it! I have had it for a long time and my ‘reenies’ are exceptionally reliable. Well, now sit down in it.”

	Abbysyan and the Chair climbed up and Santa Claus leaned casually on the side. “About the handling: Step hard once and the sled rises into the air. Step twice and you can gradually accelerate. The reenies will make it easy for you. For slowing down, just pull the reins and if you want to stop completely, clap your hands once. Understood?”

	Both nodded, although they did not know what to say. “But please do me a big favor and never step three times. That is the turbo. The sled would go off like a rocket. It is exceedingly difficult to master the reindeer at this velocity.”

	“Turbo?”, stammered the Chair and looked blankly at Santa Claus. “Yes, forget about it. Only an experienced driver should use it.” He went back to the house, closed the door, and raised his right arm in parting. “You know everything now. Good luck and thank you. See you tomorrow.”

	There was a loud bang and Santa Claus disappeared in a silver cloud of dust right on the spot. Abbysyan had put his paws over his cold nose. “Am I getting mad? What are we doing here?” “Flying presents!” shouted the Chair with a laugh, suddenly seized with a thirst for adventure. He pushed the tiger into the soft padding of the back seat and stepped once with his right front leg.

	The sled rose slowly and only when they were floating several meters above the house did the chair accelerate and guide the reindeer towards the village. As they continued to climb, leaving behind a silver streak, Abbysyan leaned over the parapet and rolled his eyes. “I cannot believe it! We are sitting in Santa’s sled and are distributing Christmas presents. If only I had stayed in India. You crazy Chair.”

	Laughing, the Chair increased the speed and soon after they had vanished into the darkness.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Delivering gifts was just as easy as Santa had described. They flew from house to house, paying attention to the shimmering and repeatedly making packages disappear in various chimneys.

	Abbysyan increasingly calmed down. He even started to enjoy it. “Actually, it’s wonderful what we’re doing here, Chair.” It smiled broadly. “See? And afterwards we laugh over a cup of tea.”
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	Three hours later they had handed out all the presents and it was getting very cold. They were just hovering over the last house when the Chair knotted the empty gunnysack.

	“Done, my dear! Now let us quickly fly home and warm up. Besides, I’m really hungry.”

	Abbysyan nodded and thoughtlessly tapped the floor three times with his right paw in agreement.

	There was a loud bang, and the Chair froze. The reindeer roared wildly, and the sled flew off like a rocket.

	Abbysyan got squeezed into the back seat, legs wriggling, and the Chair was being lifted. With great difficulty he was still able to hold on to the reins.

	The sled roared howling over roofs, spinning around its own axis and the two friends were completely helpless.

	“Have you really gone mad?”, yelled the Chair. Abbysyan, who looked like he was strapped to a jet nozzle, shouted “Ch-chimney!” “Chimney?” Too late. There was a loud crack, bricks flew around and in a matter of milliseconds they were through.

	The Chair tried to pull the reins because it had managed to pinch one of its four legs against the side wall.

	At the same time, it wanted to steer the sled into the fields in front of the village so that a landing could be made possible.

	It seemed a miracle when the flying vehicle jumped over the last of the houses and headed straight for the snow-covered fields.

	Abbysyan, who had fruitlessly tried to clap, discovered a large pile of snow. “In there, Chair, in there! We must stop this monster!” The chair pulled wildly on the reins and the reindeer roared terribly. “Brace for impact!”, it shouted, threw the reins aside and pressed himself onto the ground. Abbysyan just closed his eyes.

	The sled crashed into the field. It slid straight through the pile and our friends were surrounded by snow. The gondola rattled dangerously and a few breaths later it luckily stopped. Silence returned.

	Abbysyan was the first to look over the edge. They had made a swath of destruction several hundred meters long and heaps of earth were scattered all over the field.

	The Chair jumped to its feet in excitement and tapped the tiger on the back. “Well, old boy, we are still alive. What a ride!”

	Abbysyan slowly turned and looked at his friend with narrow eyes, a spiky beard and covered in snow. “Do you want to go home?” asked the Chair. The tiger spat out a thick wad of snow. “Yes.”

	The two friends returned home chilled to the marrow. The enchanted sled flew still.

	When they told the unbelievable story to the Pot, which had woken from its sleep, he did not believe a word at first. However, when he was shown the vehicle from a fairy tale, which was parked quietly in the garden between the tall fir trees, the otherwise talkative Pot had nothing more to say.

	They spent half an hour in front of the window in silence and watched the reindeer, which soon stirred and pulled the sled with a shining silver streak into the sky. They watched them for a long time until they disappeared between the stars.

	Abbysyan looked tired but still enchanted to his friends and at the magnificently decorated Christmas tree. “Let us go to bed”, he said.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	The following day began early. While they had to tell the whole story of the previous night to the Pot in detail, they kept clearing, cleaning, and cooking until pleasant smells filled the house. It was gentle Christmas splendor.

	Their excitement rose hour by hour. Would Santa Claus really appear? What would Anna think about the whole story?

	In the afternoon, the tiger cleared the path in front of the door from the snow and later a snowman was built in the garden. Abbysyan even gave a bit of fur to let it have a decent beard.

	When he received an old lid as a hat, he looked marvelous. In the evening they sat together and drank cocoa.

	The fireplace crackled, spreading pleasant warmth, and the Christmas tree glittered. “Do you think he will like it here?”, asked the Pot, giggling, because he had drunk a little too much of the cocoa. He had a sugar rush.

	“I think you are somewhat sugared”, said the Chair. “But yes, I am sure he will like it. If he really comes.” The tiger crossed his arms. “Why shouldn’t he? After yesterday’s experience I am no longer surprised. And I have already seen a lot, as you know.”

	The Chair laughed. “Oh, yes, do you remember our adventure with the wolf Lopurrus? I thought we would never come home again.” Abbysyan smiled. “That is true. Now I must pick up Anna, but do not worry, I won’t tell her anything for the time being.”

	The Chair nodded “Fine! Look out, old boy, I don’t want any more commotion.” Abbysyan left the house laughing. The Chair and the Pot began to indulge in old stories, but soon the Pot fell asleep again. Too much cocoa makes you tired.

	When Abbysyan brought Anna back later that evening, she refused to believe any of this. Even the Pot that was awakened from its cocoa-doze could not convince her. But she was happy about the snowman in the garden.

	On the remark that he had some resemblance to Abbysyan, the tiger chased her through the trees and then the whole house until they both rolled across the floor, laughing.

	The Pot shook its lid. “They both like these brawls, don’t they?” The Chair was overjoyed. “Of course, they do, don’t you?”

	 

	***

	 

	When night fell, peace and quiet returned to the familiar house on the edge of the big forest. Candles burned and the fireplace continued to spread its warmth. The four friends sat close together and told wondrous fairy tales to each other.
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	Then suddenly it rumbled at the door as it did the day before. Anna pressed herself against Abbysyan. The Pot ducked under a pillow.

	Only the Chair and the tiger showed no fear. “Come in, Santa Claus!”, they shouted at the same time.

	The door swung open and with a breath of cold winter air an old man entered the hallway. He was wearing a purple robe and his hair was shiny silver. He looked younger and healthier than the night before.

	His boots blinked polished and his eyes shone with joy.

	“Well, here I am, you accomplished sledders. And as I promised, I brought you presents!” Anna held onto the tiger, the Pot on a pillow and both looked enchanted at Santa Claus.

	“My reenies told me about the little incident in the field”, he laughed heartily. “I will have to repair the runners, but it does not matter. Well, how are you? Do I get a mug of cocoa?”

	Santa Claus closed the door and sat in the wingchair. Abbysyan gently pulled Anna out of his fur and nodded to the old man with a smile. “I’ll get you a mug.” Anna reluctantly held out her hand and regained her composure. “Are you really...?”

	Santa Claus took her hand and stroked it. “Yes and no. But do not get confused. I know you, little Anna. And you too, Potty.” He looked over to it.

	The chair leaned back comfortably. “Another adventure. We seem to be magically attracted to them.” Santa Claus nodded with a wink. “You are definitely something special.”

	Abbysyan brought cocoa and then put his paw on the back of the Chair. “Who gets to know Santa Claus? I think it’s amazing!”

	They spent many hours together and were happy. Everyone got a special Christmas present, which gave them pleasure and warmth. At some point in the night Santa Claus got up and thanked everyone warmly. Before leaving he looked around one last time. “I look forward to seeing you again next year if you like.”

	Everyone nodded vigorously.

	“Well, then I will leave you now. I have to go back to my mountains and my reenies.”

	He opened the door and breathed in a deep whiff of cold air. “Just do not forget, my extraordinary friends, that we are celebrating a special holiday. The eternal and timeless light”, he said in a calm voice.

	Again, there was a bang and Santa Claus disappeared, this time in a golden cloud of dust. After he closed the door, the Chair looked at the cross with the Jesus figure mounted to the wood over the door and smiled.

	“Let us sing”, he said to his friends. So, they sang Christmas carols and sat together until the last candle went out.
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	In the middle of the night Abbysyan brought Anna back home. She had already fallen asleep. There was not a soul on the streets of the village and the lanterns had already gone out. The starlight, which made the snow glitter magically here and there, was sufficient for the experienced eyes of the tiger.

	In the garden of her parents’ house, he set Anna down and gently woke her. The girl blinked drowsily at him, then hugged him. “Thanks, Abby, for carrying me home”, she whispered. The tiger nodded wordlessly and licked her face as a goodbye.

	She opened the back door to the basement with a hidden key and sneaked in.

	With a feeling of wonder and awe, the tiger trudged back to the country road and imagined what would happen in the Chair’s house during the following days. Santa Claus really surpassed all the adventures he had experienced before. Maybe a few days of quiet rest and relaxation would be good for him, because he was beginning to feel old.

	“Let’s wait and see”, he said with a smile and jumped from the path across the ditch to the field where they had crash-landed the evening before. The skid marks were still visible, but there was already a hint of fresh snow on them.

	At the front door, the Chair was waiting with a cup of steaming cocoa. “You are still awake, old seat”, Abbysyan chuckled. “I would like to watch the Pot in its sleep, my dear kitten.” The tiger straightened up and took the cocoa. “That old lid.” Laughing, the friends disappeared into the house.
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