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					For my parents, Elaine and Steve, who taught me to love reading and storytelling. —D. M. 

					For my mom, a brave witch indeed. —A. P.

				

			

			
				
					For Kymera and Ronan and all the little ones who keep the Yule Fairies alive. —J. I.
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					’Twas the season of Yuletide, And as the Cold Moon shone down,

					The Christmas Witch traveled to each little town.

					While Mother and Father slept soundly in bed

					Some children snuck to their windows instead.

					They fixed their eyes on the falling snow, 

					In hopes for a glimpse of the witch’s shadow.

					Like a wondrous phantom who smelled of the sea,

					She whistled in the darkness a strange melody.

					A wreath made of feathers, a doll made of hair, 

					Peculiar gifts left on the doorstep with care. 

					Tho’ gathered at the window, they caught not a sight

					As the Christmas Witch disappeared into the night . . . 
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					No doubt you’ve never heard the name of KristtÖrn, for the Legend of the Christmas Witch is a story that has been forgotten to time. But in her day, she was as familiar to children as Santa Claus. In fact, she is his long-lost twin sister, who for many fated reasons ended up at the South Pole. 

				

			

			
				
					Stories and songs were written about her, yes. But as the years went on, these tales, told in whispers around the fire, became nothing more than scary stories meant to frighten children. Convinced of her evil nature, the elders were determined to erase all memory of her. And they have succeeded . . . until now. 

				

			

			
				
					The tale I’m about to tell may seem too fantastic to be true. But I assure you, it did happen. This is the real story of how KristtÖrn became the Christmas Witch. And I should know—I was there. 
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					Many, many years ago, when the world was much younger and magical beings freely roamed the earth, a pair of twin infants with red hair and green eyes was abandoned in the middle of the Black Forest. 

					Left all alone, the deer, the foxes, and even the squirrels of the forest watched over them, bringing them food and protecting them from the wilder and more dangerous creatures of the woods. 

					The boy’s name was Kristoffer, and his sister was named KristtÖrn. 

				

			

		

		
			
				 

			

			
				
					They were no ordinary pair of twins, for before long they discovered they each had a unique set of gifts. KristtÖrn had the ability to talk to animals. And with a touch of her hand, she was able to make trees and bushes grow and produce fruit. The two of them never went hungry.

					Kristoffer was able to disappear and reappear at will, and both twins shared the gift of swiftness, running around the woods at fantastic speeds. Their favorite game to play was hide-and-seek, and each could hide from the other for many hours before being found. Sometimes KristtÖrn would leave a trail of little gifts made of twigs and leaves from the forest for Kristoffer to find.

				

			

			
				
					As time passed, they developed their own secret way 

					 of communicating by whistling, imitating the strange  melodies of their friend the nightingale. 

						At night, they would lie in the clearing and 

					 count the stars in the heavens. Their bond was  deep and eternal.

				

			

		

		
			
				
				 

				

			
				
				 

				

			
				
				 

				

		

		
			
				
					Many, many years ago, when the world was much younger and magical beings freely roamed the earth, a pair of twin infants with red hair and green eyes was abandoned in the middle of the Black Forest. 

					Left all alone, the deer, the foxes, and even the squirrels of the forest watched over them, bringing them food and protecting them from the wilder and more dangerous creatures of the woods. 

					The boy’s name was Kristoffer, and his sister was named KristtÖrn. 

				

			

			
				
					They were no ordinary pair of twins, for before long they discovered they each had a unique set of gifts. KristtÖrn had the ability to talk to animals. And with a touch of her hand, she was able to make trees and bushes grow and produce fruit. The two of them never went hungry.

					Kristoffer was able to disappear and reappear at will, and both twins shared the gift of swiftness, running around the woods at fantastic speeds. Their favorite game to play was hide-and-seek, and each could hide from the other for many hours before being found. Sometimes KristtÖrn would leave a trail of little gifts made of twigs and leaves from the forest for Kristoffer to find.

				

			

			
				
					As time passed, they developed their own secret way 

					 of communicating by whistling, imitating the strange  melodies of their friend the nightingale. 

						At night, they would lie in the clearing and 

					 count the stars in the heavens. Their bond was  deep and eternal.

				

			

		

		

		
			
				 

			

			
				
					It so happened that one day, while they were playing together, they heard two people talking nearby in the woods. They had never encountered other people, so Kristoffer whistled to his sister to go hide in a thicket, for he was as brave as she was shy. 

				

			

			
				
					By and by, a Danish couple by the name of Kringle came passing through the forest clearing heading north. It was then that the boy smelled the most delicious aroma he had ever smelled, and hesitantly approached them.

				

			

		

		
			
				 

			

			
				
					“Look at this young child!” they exclaimed, for they had always dreamed of having a family, but weren’t able to have children of their own. “I wonder what his name is.”

					“My name is Kristoffer,” he said. To his surprise, he was able to speak to them in their own language.

					“Where are your parents, and why have they left you all alone?”

					“I have no parents,” he said, reaching toward the basket the woman was carrying, from which came that most enticing smell. She picked up the young boy in her arms and handed him a warm cinnamon roll from her basket.
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					Watching from the thicket, KristtÖrn saw the woman pick up her brother. She called after them, fearing he was being kidnapped, but her cries only sounded like the mournful song of a nightingale. “Oh, what a beautiful bird!” the man exclaimed. “We will always remem-ber how magical this forest was where we found this lad.”

					Kristoffer, delighted by the pastry, greedily reached for another and momentarily forgot about his sister as the new family journeyed on. Soon they could no longer hear her frantic song.

					Now, without her brother, KristtÖrn found herself truly alone, and she began to sob big angry tears. For three days and nights, she wept and wept, and no animal large or small could comfort her.

				

			

		

		
			
				 

			

			
				
					On the fourth day, a witch named Lutzelfrau heard her cries while gathering gray mushrooms with her raven friend perched on her shoulder. The old witch found KristtÖrn in the thicket and noticed that a beautiful holly bush had sprung up in a perfect circle around the child, protecting her with sharp leaves that repelled the wild wolves hunting for food at dusk. 
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					“Why do you cry, my child?” the witch asked, but this only made KristtÖrn’s tears flow faster. The old woman knelt down and stuck her bony hands into the bush to try to pick her up. But though she was careful, she pricked her little finger on the leaves and it began to bleed.

				

			

			
				
					“Ouch!” Lutzelfrau shrieked. But then the child inside the bush reached out her own little finger and locked it with the witch’s, and the wound immediately healed. Lutzelfrau was astonished to see that there remained not a scratch on her hand.

					“This child is one with nature, and was born with a magic that may rival my own. She must be protected,” 

					she said to an old raven named Malachi, who flew close 

					behind and caw-cawed in agreement.

				

			

			
				
					With that, she pulled KristtÖrn out of the bush, placed her in the large satchel around her neck, and took her back to her cottage. From that day on, KristtÖrn was raised under Lutzelfrau’s care. 
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					The Kringles returned to Ålborg, and as they had no children of their own, decided to adopt Kristoffer. The husband, Johan, was an expert woodcutter and craftsman. The wife, Clara, a marvelous baker, was known in her village for a delicious pastry that she made each Christmas called kringle. 

					As Kristoffer grew up in the small port village along the Limfjord, his family instilled in him a strong sense of duty and hard work. He spent the days learning his father’s trade, and was particularly fond of creating new toys that he would share with his friends in the village. 

					In the evenings, he would watch his mother bake breads and other sweets, and helped her to deliver them to the townsfolk on the family’s sled. 

				

			

		

		
			
				 

			

			
				
					Meanwhile, KristtÖrn was living a wild, carefree life in the forest. She cultivated her magical abilities under Lutzelfrau’s watchful eye, and found that she was a quick learner. At the same time, she could also lose her temper quite easily when a spell wouldn’t turn out quite right.
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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);



OEBPS/images/9780593350829_cover.jpg
intuswrated by JULIA IREDALE ,

] 3 @
BNAN F
\
N
3 N g \
>, )~ /
L4 bl 2
.
) ]
>






OEBPS/images/276.gif





OEBPS/images/13.gif
"PRILOGUL





