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					For my grammy, Mary, for her storytelling, and my sister, Stephie, for her bravery. —D. M.

					 

					For Natalie and Renee, my sister witches for life. —A. P.

				

			

			
				
					For Grandad. —J. I.
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					The Christmas Witch was dreaming. For hundreds of years, buried deep in the ice, she had slept while the world changed around her, dreams swirling through her head like snowflakes. In them, she saw those she had known—Lutzelfrau, Elsmere, Malachi. The animals of the wood, the people in the small towns she’d visited. 

					Her brother . . . 

					Just now, Lutzelfrau was leading her through the forest to a grove of trees, where bright, blazing flowers grew beneath them. The woods were as peaceful as she’d remembered, until suddenly all of the trees were on fire, burning red and orange.

					“Arise, Kristtörn, arise!” Lutzelfrau was whispering to her. She looked up and saw Malachi circling overhead as the sun grew brighter . . . 

				

			

			
				
					The vision faded away. She awoke, staring up at the sky as little flakes hit her eyes. The ice that had once surrounded her had melted into a pool of slush. She looked around to where her home had stood. Nothing remained now but a mound of snow.

					“How long have I been asleep?” she wondered, as she pushed herself up and looked at her reflection in the ice. She was startled to see that years of slumber had stripped the red color from her hair, for it was now white as the snow; her once emerald eyes were a dull jade. 
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					In her palm she was grasping a sprig of holly that had withered and turned brown. She concentrated for a moment to revive it, but she could not summon that old familiar tingling in her fingers. In fact, she could feel no magic coursing through her veins at all. It was then that she came to the sad realization: not only was she alone, but she had lost all of her powers.

				

			

			
				
					A wind picked up, and the snow became heavier. She began walk-ing many miles through the growing blizzard, until she saw in the distance what appeared to be a mighty gray fortress. On its side, a single word was illuminated in red like a beacon: KRINGLE. 

					Kringle! 

				

			

		

		
			
				 

			

			
				
					She pushed open the metal door and stepped into a cavernous room. It was filled from floor to ceiling with tidy red-and-green packages. More traveled on a conveyer belt along the room’s edge, each one stamped with the word KRINGLE. Kristtörn marveled at this modern technology, the likes of which she’d never seen before. It at last dawned on her that she must have been frozen for centuries.

				

			

			
				
					My brother must live here, Kristtörn thought as she ran in the snow toward the building.
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					Just then, a bearded young man entered the room and startled at the sight of this striking woman. She looked up at him with fear in her eyes, but before she could utter a word, the man reached for her hand. 

					“Poor thing, you look absolutely frozen! Come, sit by my heater.” 

					Soon, Kristtörn, wrapped in an old woolen blanket, was sipping hot cider in his small, cluttered room in the back. A large sack of presents sat at her feet. 

				

			

			
				
					“Forgive the mess. I haven’t seen anyone in months, but the stars have aligned for our meeting tonight! I’m Noah,” he added. But she remained silent.

				

			

		

		
			
				 

			

			
				
					“Welcome to the largest Kringle shipping center in the Southern Hemisphere!” he continued proudly, met by more silence. 

					 “Surely you’ve heard of the Kringle Corporation?” She shook her head. “Kringle, you see, is the new Santa Claus. Our job is to make sure each and every present gets to its destination by Christmas Eve. You see that boat out there?” He pointed through the window toward the ocean. “Well, very soon that boat will be sailing to America with the first shipment to our Kringle Headquarters in the Northeast. No need for Santa himself now that we have Kringle.”
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					Furious thoughts raced around inside Kristtörn’s head. She couldn’t believe that her brother had abandoned Christmas. Had the holiday become so focused on presents that he had forgotten her and their mutual purpose? Her disappointment slowly turned into a familiar rage. Just then, the ship blew its horn, and Noah ran to the window. 

				

			

			
				
					“I’ve got to get these last packages on that ship before it takes off.” Noah sighed. “Sometimes I miss the simple Christmases from when I was a boy, don’t you, Miss . . . ?” 

					But when he turned around, Kristtörn was gone, and so was the sack of presents. 

				

			

		

		
			
				 

			

			
				
					A little while later, the ship blasted its horn again and pulled out to sea. The Christmas Witch was on board, hidden away in some netting. She looked back to the shore.

					There in the snow, a mountain of packages had been set ablaze. They had been arranged to spell out words that could be read all the way from the ship:
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					The Christmas Witch was fast asleep on the deck as the ship snaked its way up the Atlantic. She dreamt she was a child again, laying in her bed in the little house with the thatched roof, looking up at the same stars she now sailed under. She was ill, and Lutzelfrau was tending to her. From the hole in her floor, she watched the old woman empty a sack of mushrooms into her large pot on the fire. As she stirred, she spoke these words:

					Turkey tail and lion’s mane, and now the charm is wound!

					Reishi, lingzhi, heal the pain, the ties are tightly bound! 

					She continued chanting as a cloud of smoke filled the entire house, and then she was there beside Kristtörn in the haze. “But, Mother, how do I get my powers back?” Kristtörn asked.

					“Shhh, shhh, you must rest now, my child,” Lutzelfrau answered. “That will come in time. Here, eat this!” And she offered her spoon-ful after spoonful of hot mushroom soup . . . 

				

			

			
				
					When she awoke, the ship had docked in a port on the Delaware Bay. Down below, men and women unloaded box after box from the ship’s hold. Kristtörn threw a rope ladder over the railing and dropped quietly into the water, swam to the bank of the river, and disappeared among the trees.

					The night was dark, starless, and silent as she stumbled through the woods. The bare trees formed an eerie canopy overhead. No birds nestled in their branches. No squirrels or foxes or even mice stirred in the dry leaves at her feet. The forest hardly seemed alive. 

				

			

		

		
			
				 

			

			
				
					At last, a solitary nighthawk landed on the path in front of her. “Excuse me, where am I?” she began, but the nighthawk just screeched and flew off. She pressed on.

					It wasn’t long before she saw a faint light in the distance, and by and by she came upon a large old house with light glowing from within. She drew closer and peered curiously through a window. Inside, a family was having dinner, and it seemed that some kind of commotion was afoot. 
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					Poppy Piper, a precocious young girl, was causing a scene at the dinner table. It had all started when Grammy Piper, visiting for the evening, began reminiscing about Christmases past . . . 

					“When I was little, Santa Claus was as real as you and me,” she confided to Poppy’s twin brother, Peter, who had made a tray of Santa-shaped sugar cookies for dessert. “Every year, my mother would take me to the department store at Christmastime to see old Santa for myself.”

					“And you really, really saw him?” asked Peter breathlessly.

					“Indeed I did!” Grammy answered. “And you know something? Every Christmas he brought me exactly what I asked for. Back in those days, it wasn’t the number of gifts that mattered; it was that Santa brought you something special.”

					Bernadette, Poppy and Peter’s mother, rolled her eyes at her husband.

				

			

			
				
					“Wow!” said Peter in amazement. “How did he know what you wanted?”

					“Well, that was his magic,” Grammy recalled, as Peter stared wide-eyed at his Santa cookie. “Somehow, he was always listening. Of course, we had our own ways of sending him messages, too. In fact, I used to have a—” 

					 “Now, Grammy, you’re making that up,” Mrs. Piper interrupted. “You never saw or talked to Santa Claus.”

					“Think he’ll ever come back, Grammy?” Peter asked.

					Poppy finally exploded. “Oh, don’t be so silly, Peter. If there ever was a Santa Claus, he’s long gone now.”

					“Poppy, sit down,” her mother said. “Don’t yell at your brother.”

					“Yeah, Poppy. If you’re bad, you won’t get anything for Christmas!” Peter teased.

				

			

		

		
			
				 

			

			
				
					“I don’t care,” Poppy replied angrily. “Santa was a fraud. He didn’t care about anyone. He sold out to Dad’s awful company and ruined Christmas forever!”

					Peter’s eyes welled up with tears. He looked sadly at the cookie in his hand.

					“Poppy, go to your room!” Mrs. Piper said sternly. “And stay there until I tell you to come out.” Poppy pushed back her chair from the table and ran up to her room, slamming the door.
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					Long after the rest of her family was asleep, Poppy lay awake in bed, thinking back on the day. Maybe there had been a Santa, a long time ago. And maybe, deep down inside, she wished he would come back, too. She felt bad for yelling at Peter.

					Outside the wind howled through the trees. And suddenly Poppy heard a scratch scratch scratching at the window. She tiptoed across the floor. But when she threw open the curtains, there was no one there. 

					Below in the yard, in the light of the waning moon, Poppy thought she saw the pale face of a woman staring up at her from behind a large oak tree. Frankie, the family collie, began barking down in the kitchen, and Poppy turned away from the window, just for a second. When she turned back, the face was gone.

				

			

		

		
			
				 

			

			
				
					That night, in the woods nearby, the Christmas Witch found herself in a world she no longer recognized. She made a meager meal out of a few old beets and carrots she had pulled from a vegetable garden, then settled into a bed of leaves nestled between two fallen sycamores. She cupped her hands to whistle the song of the nightingale but even that was too tiring. I must find the Kringle headquarters, she thought to herself, and hopefully my brother will be there. But before she finished her plan, she was fast asleep.
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OEBPS/scripts/region-magnificationator.js
/* Region-Magnificationator
 *
 * This JavaScript adds simple touch-to-popup functionality
 * 
 * It looks for elements with a data-mag-target attribute:
 * 
 * <div data-mag-target="page7_item1_1">...</div>
 * 
 * For ease of converting to KF8, intra-page popup order
 * should also be defined by setting an ordinal attribute.
 * This script, however, will ignore it:
 * 
 * <div data-mag-target="page7_item1_1" data-mag-ordinal="1">...</div>
 *
 * This script has no library dependencies.
 *
 * It is designed to work in both mouse and touch environments.
 */


/*
 * global variables
 */

var DEV_MODE = false; // set to true for console output on device

var MAX_TAP_DIAMETER = 50; // how far can finger stray before no longer tap?
var MAX_TAP_DURATION = 250; // milliseconds 
var PAGINATIONHOTSPOTWIDTH = 0.10; // percent of screen edges to reserve for page forward/backward
var MAG_TARGET_ATTRIBUTE = 'data-mag-target';

var currentlyShowing = null;
var startCoords = null;
var startTime = null;
var maxPageBackXValue;
var maxPageForwardXValue;

var isTextSelected = false;

/**
 * initialize
 * 
 * @function main
 */
function main() {

	// dev mode 
	if (DEV_MODE && 'ontouchstart' in window) {
		console = new MobileConsole();
	}
	
	// estimate position of page back/forward hotspots
	var windowWidth = document.getElementsByTagName('div')[0].offsetWidth;
	maxPageBackXValue = (windowWidth * PAGINATIONHOTSPOTWIDTH);
	minPageForwardXValue = windowWidth - maxPageBackXValue;

	// set up triggers
	var triggers = getTriggers();
	initializeTriggers(triggers);

	// use body as event backstop
	addEventListeners(document.body);

}

/**
 * find triggers
 * 
 * @function getTriggers
 * @return {Array<Element>} 
 */
function getTriggers() {
	var anchors = document.getElementsByTagName('div');
	var triggers = new Array();
	for( var i = 0; i < anchors.length; i++ ) {
		if (anchors[i].hasAttribute(MAG_TARGET_ATTRIBUTE)) {
			triggers.push(anchors[i]);
		}
	}
	return triggers;
}

/**
 * add event listeners and connect triggers
 * to popups
 * 
 * @function initializeTriggers
 * @param {Array<Element>} triggers
 */
function initializeTriggers(triggers) {
	for( var i = 0; i < triggers.length; i++ ) {
		addEventListeners(triggers[i]);
		// store ref to popup in trigger DOM object
		var targetId = triggers[i].getAttribute(MAG_TARGET_ATTRIBUTE);
		var popup = document.getElementById(targetId);
		if (!popup) throw Error('Invalid mag target: ' + targetId);
		triggers[i].jsPopupTarget = popup;
	}
}

/**
 * @function addEventListeners
 * @param {Element} el
 */
function addEventListeners(el) {
	if ('ontouchstart' in window) {
		console.log('adding touch events');
		el.addEventListener('touchstart', handleTouchStart, false);
		el.addEventListener('touchend', handleTouchEnd, false);
	} else {
		el.addEventListener('mousedown', handleTouchStart, false);
		el.addEventListener('mouseup', handleTouchEnd, false);
	}

}

/**
 * @function handleTouchStart
 * @param {Event} event
 */
function handleTouchStart(event) {
	isTextSelected = checkIfTextSelected();
	if (event.currentTarget === document.body || event.currentTarget.hasAttribute(MAG_TARGET_ATTRIBUTE)) {
		event.stopPropagation();
		startCoords = getCoordinates(event);
		startTime = (new Date()).getTime();
	}
}

/**
 * Determine if action should be taken
 * 
 * @function handleTouchEnd
 * @param {Event} event
 */
function handleTouchEnd(event) {
	if (event.currentTarget === document.body || event.currentTarget.hasAttribute(MAG_TARGET_ATTRIBUTE)) {
		if (startTime != null) {
			event.stopPropagation();
			var endTime = (new Date()).getTime();
			var duration = endTime - startTime;
			if (duration <= MAX_TAP_DURATION) {
				handleFullTouch(event);
			}
		}
	}
}

/**
 * If an event reaches this function,
 * consider it a proper touch event.
 * - If popup showing, hide it
 * - If trigger touched, show that popup
 * 
 * @function handleFullTouch
 * @param {Event} event
 */
function handleFullTouch(event) {
	// If user interacting with link, let it happen
	if (event.target.tagName.toLowerCase() !== 'a') {
		if (currentlyShowing != null && event.currentTarget === document.body) {
			hideAll();
			if (!isTextSelected) {
				// if text selected, don't prevent default
				// or user can't deselect
				event.preventDefault();
			} 
		} else if (event.currentTarget.hasAttribute(MAG_TARGET_ATTRIBUTE)) {
			event.preventDefault();
			var trigger = event.currentTarget;
			var popup = trigger.jsPopupTarget;
			if (popup != currentlyShowing) {
				show(popup);
			}
		}	
	}
}

/**
 * Determines if user has selected text
 * 
 * @function checkIfTextSelected
 * @return {boolean}
 */
function checkIfTextSelected() {
	var txt = '';
	if (window.getSelection) {
		txt = window.getSelection().toString();
	}
	if (txt == '' || txt == null) {
		return false;
	}
	return true;
}

/*
 * show popup
 * 
 * @function show
 * @param {Element} popup
 */
function show(popup){
	hideAll();
	popup.style.display = 'block';
	currentlyShowing = popup;
}

/*
 * hide all popups
 * 
 * @function hideAll
 */
function hideAll(){
	if ( currentlyShowing != null ) {
		currentlyShowing.style.display = 'none';
		currentlyShowing = null;
	}
}

/* ---------------- utilities ------------------- */

/**
 * get event coordinates
 * 
 * @function getCoordinates
 * @param {Event} event
 * @return {Object} containing x and y Number properties
 */
function getCoordinates(event) {
	var x;
	var y;
	if ( 'touches' in event ) {
		x = event.touches[0].pageX;
		y = event.touches[0].pageY;
	} else {
		x = event.pageX;
		y = event.pageY;
	}
	return {'x':x, 'y':y};
}

/**
 * get distance between points
 * 
 * @function getDistance
 * @param {Number} pointA
 * @param {Number} pointB
 * @return {Number}
 */
function getDistance(pointA, pointB) {
	return Math.sqrt( Math.pow((pointB.x - pointA.x),2) + Math.pow((pointB.y - pointA.y),2));
}

/**
 * is event single finger touch?
 * 
 * @function isSingleFingerEvent
 * @param {Event} event
 * @return {boolean}
 */
function isSingleFinger(event) {
	if ( 'touches' in event && event.touches.length > 1) {
		return false;
	}
	return true;
}

/**
 * add a class to a DOM element
 * 
 * @function addClass
 * @param {Element} el
 * @param {String} className
 */
function addClass(el, className) {
	var newClassAtt = '';
	/*
	 * remove existing occurrences
	 */
	var currentClassNames = el.className.split(' ');
	for( var i = 0; i < currentClassNames.length; i++ ) {
		if ( currentClassNames[i] != className ) {
			newClassAtt += ' ' + currentClassNames[i];
		}
	}
	// now add to end		
	newClassAtt += ' ' + className;
	// remove space that may have been added to beginning
	newClassAtt = newClassAtt.trim();
	el.className = newClassAtt;
}

/**
 * check if DOM element has class
 * 
 * @function hasClass
 * @param {Element} el
 * @param {String} classToCheck
 * @return {boolean}
 */
function hasClass(el, classToCheck){
	var existingClasses = el.className.split(' ');
	for( var i in existingClasses ) {
		if( existingClasses[i] == classToCheck ) {
			return true;
		}
	}
	return false;
}

/**
 * By overriding the console with an instance
 * of this class, you can get console output
 * on mobile devices.
 * @class MobileConsole
 */
function MobileConsole() {
    this.outputElement = document.createElement("div");
    document.getElementsByTagName('div')[0].appendChild(this.outputElement);
    var style = 'font-size:0.8em;position:absolute;background-color:rgba(100,150,255,0.5);max-width:40%;top:10px;left:10px;';
    this.outputElement.setAttribute('style',style);
}
/**
 * @method log
 */
MobileConsole.prototype.log = function(txt) {
    var p = document.createElement('p');
    p.setAttribute('style','margin:0;text-indent:0;');
    p.innerHTML = txt;
    this.outputElement.appendChild(p);
}

window.addEventListener('load', main, false);
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