A Christmas Story for Home

From Christmas Roses, Legends for Advent. 

The Elves and the Shoemaker

A shoemaker, through no fault of his own, had become so poor that all he had left was enough leather for a single pair of shoes. In the evening, he cut out the shoes, meaning to start to work on them the next day. Then, as his conscience was clear, he went calmly to bed, commended himself to God, and fell asleep. 

In the morning he said his prayers and was sitting down to work when he saw the shoes lying all finished on his workbench. He was so surprised that he didn’t know what to think. He picked the shoes up and looked at them more closely. Not a single stitch was awry, the workmanship was as perfect as if the shoes had been made by a master craftsman.

A customer came in, and he liked the shoes so well that he paid more than usual for them. With the money the shoemaker was able to buy leather for two pairs of shoes. He cut them out in the evening, meaning to start work with new courage in the morning. But when he got up the shoes were already finished. And they too found buyers, who gave him enough money to buy leather for four pairs of shoes.

In the morning he found the four pairs of shoes all finished. And so it went on: the shoes he cut out in the evening were always finished by the morning, so that he was soon making a good living and becoming wealthy.

One night shortly before Christmas, after he had cut the leather and just as they were getting ready for bed, the man said to his wife:

“Suppose we stay up tonight to see who has been helping us.” His wife was pleased with the idea and lit the lamp. Then they hid behind some clothes that were hanging in the corner and waited. 

At midnight two cunning little naked men came in, sat down at the workbench, took the pieces that had been cut out, and began to punch, sew, and hammer so nimbly and quickly with their little fingers, that the shoemaker could only stare in amazement. They worked without a moments rest until all the shoes lay finished on the bench, and then they hurried away.

Next morning the woman said:

“Those little men must have made us rich; we ought to show our gratitude. They must be cold running around like that with nothing on. Do you know what? I’m going to make them shirts and coats and vests and breeches, and knit a pair of stockings for each of them. You can make them two pairs of shoes.”

“That’s a good idea,” said the shoemaker, and one evening, when everything was finished, they put their presents on the workbench instead of the cut-out leather. Then they hid to see what the little men would do. 

At midnight they came bounding in, ready for work. At first they were puzzled to see wee clothes instead of cut-out leather, but soon they leaped for joy. As quick as a flash they slipped into their pretty little clothes, smoothed them down, and sang:

“See what pretty boys we are!

We will work on shoes no more.”

They hopped and danced, jumped over chairs and benches, and finally danced out of the door. After that they never came back, but the shoemaker prospered till the end of his days, and succeeded in everything he set his hand to.

German Folk Tale

An Advent Story for Home

From Healing Stories for Challenging Behaviour, by Susan Perrow. 

The Sky’s Blue Cloak

A very long time ago, in the middle of a freezing cold night, Baby Jesus was born in a far away land in a little town called Bethlehem. Mother Mary was dressed in a beautiful red gown and over her head and shoulders she wore a deep blue mantle. She wrapped her baby in the folds of her cloak, and held him safe and warm in her arms. 

It was a clear night, with many twinkling silver stars. Above the place where the Christ Child was born, the sky was lit by a wonderful, bright golden star. From that night onwards, whenever her baby was frightened or upset, Mother Mary would take him in her arms, wrap her deep blue cloak around him, and carry him out to look up at the beautiful stars shining in the dark night sky.

The weeks and months passed, and one day, when the little Christ Child was playing in the garden with a friend, suddenly a loud storm broke the sky. There was clapping of thunder and flashing of lightning, and the two boys were terrified. Trembling with fear, they ran inside to find Mother Mary, who gently enfolded them both in her deep blue cloak. The boys stopped trembling and felt once more safe and warm and snug.

The years passed, and one the day the Christ Child was playing further away from home. He had gone to the forest with many other boys and girls. They were having a marvellous time, singing and laughing and skipping and dancing. Suddenly they heard a terrible howling. It came closer and closer and grew louder and louder. What was it, they wondered. A wolf? Or maybe a lion? They did not know, but they grew cold with fear. One of the children picked up a stick, another one climbed up into the nearest tree. Another child, shaking with fear, tried to hide behind a bush. But the Christ Child said: ‘Come on, all of you, let’s fun as fast as we can to find Mother Mary. She will spread her deep blue mantle around us and then we won’t have to fear anything in the whole wide world.’

‘But how will Mother Mary’s cloak be big enough for so many of us?’ asked one of the girls.

‘Don’t worry about that,’ said the Christ Child, ‘Mother Mary’s deep blue cloak can spread and spread and spread all over the world to hold every little child snug and cosy in its blueness.’

So the children ran out of the forest to find Mother Mary, and like the first night when the Christ Child was born, Mother Mary spread her blue cloak around all the boys and girls, keeping them warm, cosy and safe. 

A Mid Winter Story for Home

From A Deeper Understanding of the Waldorf Kindergarten, edited by Joan Almon. 

The Rabbit and the Carrot

(From China)

Fields and hills were covered with deep snow, and Rabbit had nothing to eat. She went out to search for food and found two carrots. Rabbit ate one carrot and then though to herself, “It is snowing so much and is bitterly cold, surely Donkey has nothing to eat. I shall bring this carrot to him.”

Rabbit went right away to Donkey’s home. But Donkey was not there. Rabbit left the carrot there and hopped back home. Donkey had also gone out to look for food. He found a couple of potatoes and went back home satisfied. When he opened the door, he saw the carrot. “From where could this carrot have come,” Donkey wondered. Then he ate his potatoes and thought, “It is snowing so much and is so bitterly cold, surely Lamb has nothing to eat. I shall bring this carrot to her. 

He brought the carrot to Lamb’s home, but Lamb was not there. Carefully he laid the carrot inside and went back home. Lamb had also gone out to search for food. She found a head of cabbage and went back home satisfied. When she opened the door, she saw the carrot “From where could this carrot have come,” Lamb wondered. Then she ate the head of cabbage and thought, “It is snowing so much and is so bitterly cold, surely Deer has nothing to eat. I shall bring this carrot to him.”

Lamb took the carrot and carried it to Deer’s home, but he was not there. Lamb laid the carrot down and ran quickly back home. Deer had also gone out to search for food, he found some green leaves and went back home satisfied. When he opened the door, he saw the carrot. “From where could this carrot have come,” Deer wondered. Then he ate the leaves and thought, “It is snowing so much and is so bitterly cold, surely Rabbit has nothing to eat. I shall give this beautiful carrot to her.”

And Deer ran quickly to Rabbit’s house. But Rabbit had eaten until she was full, had gone to bed and was asleep. Deer did not wish to awaken her, so he very quietly laid the carrot inside the door. 

When Rabbit awoke, she rubbed her eyes in wonder. The carrot was back again! She thought it over for a moment, then said, “Surely a good friend has brought this carrot to me!” Then she ate the carrot all up and it tasted very good!

A Michaelic Story for Home

From An overview of the Waldorf Kindergarten. 

Michael and the Dragon

A Polish Tale

Once, long ago, in a far-off land, there lived a King who ruled his country kindly and well. It was a beautiful country, and a prosperous one, for the farmers took good care of their land. Each year on a certain day, when the wheat stood tall and golden and was ready for harvesting, the people put on their gayest clothes, and brought their gifts of ripe fruits and vegetables to the King. Now the King had one beautiful daughter, and it was her greatest pleasure on this special day to stand out on her balcony and watch the gay procession coming to the palace. 

One year, however, it happened that the people came empty-handed. They looked very sad and walked along with their heads bowed down The King spoke to them, saying, “My beloved people, why do you not bring your harvest gifts?” “Alas,” said the people, “we have not gifts to bring – indeed we shall not have enough food to eat this winter. Our families will go hungry; for a fearful dragon, with fiery breath, has come to our land and has burned up all our crops with his breath.”

Then the Kind declared, “I will send all my bravest knights to fight this dragon.” 

The knights went out to meet the dragon, but their swards just melted in the fire from his breath. Then the King sent a messenger to the dragon, to inquire what treasure they might offer him, so that he would leave their country. But the dragon replied, “No, keep your treasure! I do not need it; I have what I like. Instead, you must give me the King’s daughter”

When the messenger returned to the King and told him that the dragon required his daughter, the King wept. “No,” he said, “I would gladly give the dragon all the royal treasure, but let me keep my daughter.”

But the King’s daughter heard her father speaking, and she came to him, saying, “I will go to the dragon, Father. I am not afraid. I know that the heavens will watch over me.”

And so the King had his daughter dressed in the purest white, and he kissed her and gave her his blessing, and let her go. He watched her sadly as he walked to the hill to meet the dragon, holding her head high. The knights accompanied her for a time, but when they reached the hill where the dragon was, they stayed behind and the King’s daughter went on alone. 

As the princess began to climb the hill, the dragon suddenly appeared, breathing his fiery breath. At that very moment, a heavenly light streamed from above. The heavens opened, and Michael stepped forth with his arm outstretched. In his hand was a sword – not an ordinary sword, but a heavenly sword, forged from the stars.

Michael pointed his sword at the dragon, and at that instant the dragon fell to the earth, overcome. Then there was a celebration. The knights led the princess back to the palace in a grand procession, and the people rejoiced. When the farmers when back to their homes, they found their cellars full of the finest fruits and vegetables, and plenty of grain ready for the mill. And so it was that each year, from that time on, at harvest the people celebrated a festival of thanksgiving to Michael, who saved their crops from the dragon. 

An Easter Story for Home

From An overview of the Waldorf Kindergarten, edited by Joan Almon.

A Story of the Easter Hare

Once there was a father Easter hare and a mother Easter hare, who had seven children, and they did not know which of them was to become the Easter hare. Then the mother Easter hare took a basket with seven eggs, and the father Easter hare called the seven children and spoke to the eldest. “Take an egg out of the basket and bring it to the garden by the house where the many children live.” The oldest hare took the golden egg, carried it through the wood and over the stream, came our of the forest, hopped across the meadow, and came to the garden of the house. There he wanted to jump over the gate, made one leap which was much too large and mighty, and the egg fell and broke. He was not the true Easter hare.

Now the second one had his turn. He took the silver egg, carried it through the wood and over the stream, came out of the forest, and hopped across the meadow. There the magpie called, “Give the egg to me, give the egg to me, and I’ll give you a coin.” Before the hare saw what was happening, the magpie had taken the silver egg into her nest. He was also not the true Easter hare. 

Now it was the third one’s turn. This one took the chocolate egg, carried it through the wood and over the stream, and came out of the forest. Just then the squirrel came running down from the tall fir tree, opened his eyes wide and asked, “Does it taste good?” “I don’t know, I want to bring it to the children!” “Oh, just let me taste it!” The squirrel licked it and because it tasted so good, the rabbit licked and tasted it with him – until the whole egg was eaten up. When the third hare came home, his mother pulled at his whiskers, which were still covered with chocolate, and said, “You are also not the true Easter hare.”

Now it was the fourth one’s turn. The fourth one took the speckled egg. With this egg he ran though the wood and came to the stream. As he was running across the stream on a tree trunk, he stopped in the middle and looked into the stream as if in a mirror. As he stared at himself, the egg fell helter skelter into the water. He was also not the true Easter hare. 

Now it was the fifth one’s turn. The fifth one took the yellow egg. He ran through the wood, and before he came to the stream, he met the fox, who said, “Oh, come home with me into my cave and show the lovely egg to my children.” The little fox children began to play with the egg when it hit a stone and was broken. The hare ran quickly to his house, with his ears hanging down. He was also not the true Easter hare. 

Now it was the sixth one’s turn. The sixth one took the red egg. With the red egg he ran through the woods. Along the way he met another hare. Then he laid his egg on the path and began to wrestle with another hare. Then he laid his egg on the path and began to wrestle with the other hare. They just went plip plop with their paws. Finally the other hare ran away. When the sixth one searched for his egg, he found it broken into tiny bits. He was also not the true Easter hare.

Now it was the turn of the seventh one, the youngest and smallest hare. He took the blue egg. With it, he ran through the woods. Along the way he met another hare. He ran past him and went on. Then came the fox. Our hare made a few long leaps and went further. With a couple of hops, he jumped across the tree trunk. The squirrel came, he kept running and came to the meadow. When the magpie shouted, he just called, “I must keep going, I must keep going!” Finally he came to the garden of the house. The gate was closed. He made a great leap, not too big and not too small, and laid the egg in a nest which the children had made for it. He was the true Easter hare. 

A Birthday Story for Home

From Star Weavings Autumn/Winter 2006

Once upon a time, many years ago, there was a group of heavenly children, who lived in a beautiful garden. All around this garden, there was a strong, sturdy wall, which only had a single gate in it. A mighty angel, who took care that no one should enter or leave the garden without him knowing, guarded this gate. The children played and worked in the garden, and when they were hungry, they ate heavenly bread off golden plates, and when they were thirsty, they drank heavenly milk out of golden cups. 

One day one of the little girls played by herself in her very favourite corner of the garden, when she suddenly saw a little window in the wall. She had never noticed this window, so she got up, and when she stretched herself right up onto her tippy toes she could just look out. And there, far away, she saw a beautiful land, so beautiful, that in her heart she felt a great longing to go there. So she ran over to the mighty angel and said, “I have just seen such a beautiful land, may I please go there?” The mighty angel smiled at her and said: “Soon you may go.” So the little girl returned to her friends and showed them the little window. She had to lift the younger ones who could not reach. And all her friends agreed that this land looked beautiful indeed, and they all wished they could go there. 

One day the mighty angel beckoned the little girl and said: “Now it is time for you to travel down to the earth.” So the little girl said “Goodbye” to all her friends and they all called “We will see you soon!” Then she said good-bye to the mighty angel who touched her just here (The heart). A beautiful warm feeling filled the little girl and she asked, “What did you give me?” “I give you heavenly love to take to the earth to share with everyone you meet”. When the little girl walked through the gate, there was her own guardian angel, who took her in her arms and said: “You can sleep now, for we have a long, long way to travel.” And they drifted slowly away. Far away, on the earth, there was a mother and a father (Add siblings, if there are any!). And one day the mother said “A special heavenly child is going to come to us soon!” That made them all very happy, and they started to prepare for their little child. Soon everything was ready, but they still had to wait a long time.

But one day the little girl arrived, and when she opened her eyes, there were her mother and her father, smiling at her. The said: “Our little Mary, Mary shall be her name.”

And today Mark is five years old.

