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In this number:

1 –  Humi always wants more 

2 –  Mogo and the meaningless feast 

Two Christmas tales 

oh Maria concebida sem pecado, rogai por nós que recorremos a Vós. Amém.

Humi always wants more 

(adapted from a story sent by reader Shirlei Massapust)

Many years ago there lived in Japan a young man called Humi, who made his living breaking stones.  Although strong and healthy, he was not happy with his lot and complained day and night. 

On Christmas day he prayed fervently and his guardian angel finally appeared before him.

- You are healthy and you have a full life ahead of you, - said the angel.  - All the young people start by doing something.  Why are you always complaining?

- God has been unfair to me and hasn’t given me the chance to grow, – answered Humi. 

Concerned, the angel sought out the Lord to ask for help so that his protégé would not end up losing his soul. 

- As you will, said the Lord. – Since it is Christmas, all that Humi wants will be granted. 

On the following day Humi was breaking stones when he saw a carriage pass by bearing a noble covered in jewels.  Wiping his sweaty, dirty brow with his hands, Humi said bitterly:

- Why can’t I be a noble too?  That’s my destiny!

- That you shall be! – murmured his angel with immense joy.

And Humi was transformed into the owner of a sumptuous palace and many estates and always surrounded by servants and horses.  Every day he would parade with his impressive retinue and he liked to see his old companions lining the streets and looking at him with respect.

On one such afternoon, the heat was unbearable and even under his golden sun-shade Humi was sweating just like he did in the days when he broke stones.  Then he realized that he was not all that important, for above him there were princes, emperors, and even above all them was the sun, who obeyed no-one, for it was the true king. 

 - Ah, my angel!  Why can’t I be the sun?  That is to be my destiny! - complained  Humi.

- That you shall be! - exclaimed the angel, hiding his sadness at such pretension.

And Humi became the sun, for that was his wish.

While he shone in the sky, admired for his gigantic power of ripening the crops or else burning them as he felt the whim, a black spot began to approach him.  The dark shadow grew bigger and bigger and Humi noticed that it was a cloud spreading all around him and making it impossible for him to see the Earth. 

- Angel! – shouted Humi – The cloud is stronger than the sun!  My fate is to be a cloud!

- That you shall be! – answered the angel.

Humi was transformed into a cloud and thought that his dream had come true.

- I am powerful! – he shouted out, darkening the sun.

- I am invincible! – he thundered, chasing the waves.

But along the desert coast of the ocean rose up an immense rock of granite as old as the world.  Humi thought that the rock was defying him and worked up a storm that the world had never before cast eyes on.  The enormous, angry waves beat away at the rock trying to tear it up out of the soil and toss it far into the depths of the sea.

But the rock stood firm and impassive in its place. 

- Angel! – sobbed Humi – the rock is stronger than the cloud!  My lot is to be a rock!

And Humi was transformed into a rock.

- Who can beat me now? – he asked himself. – I am the most powerful in the world! 

And so many years passed by until one morning Humi felt a sharp nudge in his stone entrails, followed by a deep pain as if a part of his granite body had been dilacerated.  Then he heard dull, insistent blows and once again the gigantic pain. 

Fear-crazed, he began to roar out:

- Angel, somebody’s trying to kill me!  He’s more powerful than I am, I want to be like him!

- That you shall be! – exclaimed the angel in tears.

And that is how Humi went back to breaking stones.

oh Maria concebida sem pecado, rogai por nós que recorremos a Vós. Amém.

Mogo and the meaningless feast 

This story is a free adaptation of “Come and Follow Me” by Paul H. Dunn:

A certain man called Mogo used to see Christmas as a feast without the least sense to it.  In his mind, the night of the 24th December was the saddest of the year, because many people realized how lonely they were or remembered their dearly beloved who had died during the past year.

Mogo was a good man.  He had a family, tried to help his neighbor and was honest in his business.  However, he refused to admit that  people were so naive as to believe that God had descended to Earth just to console men.  Being a person of  principles, he was not afraid to tell one and all that Christmas, besides being sad rather than happy, was also based on a story that was not real – a God transformed into man.

As always on the eve of the celebration of the birth of Christ, his wife and children were getting ready to go to church.  And as always, Mogo decide to let them go alone, saying: 

- It would be hypocritical of me to accompany you.  I’ll be here waiting for you to come back.

When the family left the house, Mogo sat down on his favorite chair, lit the fire and began to read the day’s newspapers.  But he was soon distracted by a  noise at the window, then another and yet another. 

Thinking it was someone throwing snowballs, Mogo slipped into his coat and went outside hoping to give the trespasser a fright. 

As soon as he opened the door he saw a flock of birds that had lost their direction due to a storm and were now shivering in the snow.  Noticing the warm house, they had tried to enter, but then they hurt their wings beating against the window and would only be able to fly again when they healed. 

“I can’t leave these creatures outside there,” thought Mogo.  “How can I help them?”

Mogo went to the garage door, opened it and turned on the light.  But the birds did not move. 

“They’re afraid,” thought Mogo. 

He went back indoors, fetched some breadcrumbs and made a trail to the heated garage.  But the strategy did not work. 

Mogo opened his arms, tried to lead the birds with affectionate cries, softly pushing one and then another, but the birds  became all the more nervous and began to beat their wings flying around in the snow without any direction, wasting the little strength they still had left.

Mogo no longer knew what to do.

- You must be thinking that I’m some scary creature, he said out loud. – Don’t you understand that you can trust me?

He shouted out in despair:

 - If at this very moment I had a chance to turn into a bird just for a couple of minutes, then you would see that I’m really trying to save you!

At that moment the church bell chimed midnight.  One of the birds transformed into an angel and asked Mogo:

- Now do you understand why God needed to turn into a man? 

With his eyes filled with tears, Mogo knelt down on the snow and answered:

- Pardon me, angel.  Now I understand that we can only trust those that resemble us and live through the same things as we do. 
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