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Snow in Summer?
Mother rabbit Molly knew all sorts of weather: drizzle, pouring rain, heat waves,
thunderstorms, blizzards and fog. But she had never experienced anything like this.
One morning, in the middle of summer, just as she wanted to leave her rabbit hole in
search of fresh carrots for her six children, she couldn’t get out. A thick white heavy
mass was blocking her entrance. She stuck her paw in the cold obstacle and
immediately pulled it back.
“Snow? In the middle of August?” she muttered, “Never seen that before.” She dug
her way through the icy layer with some difficulty and was relieved when she got
through to the other side. She winced in the bright daylight. She couldn’t see the
meadow any more and her garden was buried under a metre of fresh snow, as was
the neighbouring potato field. The morning sun shone down on the white expanse
as far as the eye could see. That’s odd, thought Molly, it can’t be winter already.
We’ve only slept one night, haven’t we?
In the distance she heard a grumbling and grunting as a small mound of snow moved
across the meadow towards her. Now and again she could see two bristly ears or a
curly tail that waved excitedly in the air. Molly retreated to the safety of her burrow
but as nothing happened, she peeped out of the hole. She was curious who it could
be.

Herbert
“Terrible, isn’t it?” groaned a rough voice. Molly jumped, then took a deep breath
and noticed the tart smell and knew who it was. The scent’s combination of earth
and sweat was unique in this neighbourhood. It could only be Herbert, the wild boar.
"Good morning, Bertie,” said Molly, but she could only see his ears. The rest of him
was covered in snow. “What’s happened to you?” Herbert shook himself sending a
shower of snowflakes in all directions, sneezed violently and then grunted loudly.
“Oh, it’s awful,” he grumbled, “I’ve looked everywhere. The woods, the field, the
meadow… but I haven’t found anything. No roots, no truffles, no potatoes or
turnips. Wherever I dig I just freeze my snout. It’s simply dreadful.”
“That’s true,” said Molly. “How am I going to get at our carrots? The salad was just
nice and ripe for the picking. How am I going to feed my little ones?”
“We’re going to starve!” whined Herbert and threw himself in the snow.
“I must find out where the snow comes from,” said Molly bravely, “and more
importantly, how to get rid of it!”
“Good idea,” said the wild boar and noticed his rumbling stomach with concern.
“But my children are still so small, I can’t possibly leave them alone.”
“No problem. I’ll look after them. There’s no better child minder than me,” grunted
Herbert.
“Thanks, Bertie.” Molly was relieved. “But I’ve heard there’s a fox prowling around
nearby.”
“Let him come. I’ll show him a thing or two!”
“Good. Then I don’t need to worry. But do make sure the children brush their teeth
after they get up,” said Molly sternly.
“No worries. Of course I will.” Herbert pulled three bristles from his neck and gave
them to Molly. “Here. Take these.”
“What am I meant to do with them?”
“Those are my sharpest and strongest bristles. Who knows when they might come in
handy for you?”
Molly didn’t want to argue with him so she pushed the fat bristles like hair needles
behind her ear and lolloped away. Behind her, she could hear Herbert trying to
squeeze into her rabbit burrow but the entrance was far too small for a fat wild boar.
“Don’t worry, children,” he called to the little rabbits, “Uncle Herbert is here to look
after you.” Then he turned around and sat on the entrance like a plug in a bath tub.

Fox
Molly lolloped over the glistening snow field towards the woods. Far and wide there
were no animals to be seen, but there were tracks of deer, a deep furrow that
Herbert must have made, marks made by bird claws and… fox tracks!
“Uh oh. Got to be very careful here,” she mumbled to herself and had a good look
around. A few metres away she saw behind an old snow covered tree an orangebrown-white spec that bobbed up and down. The end of a tail! It was too late to run
away so she took a deep breath and walked up to the tree.

“Good morning, Mister Fox,” she said in her bravest voice. The tip of the tail
disappeared behind the tree and the fox came out, obviously surprised that he’d
been spotted.
“Oh. Missus Rabbit. What a surprise.”
“Come now. You saw me coming. Don’t pretend you didn’t.” She took a couple of
paces to the left around the tree.

“Now, now. Molly. I wouldn’t hurt you. A mother of five little children,” said the fox
in a friendly tone and took a couple of steps in her direction.
“Six,” she replied and made two jumps to bring her around the other side of the
tree.
“Oh, so many? And all on their own at home?” said the fox moving quickly towards
her. She dodged and jumped to the right around the tree, landing on his tail.
“No need to worry,” she said, “They can look after themselves.”
“Oh!” The fox pulled his tail out from under the rabbit and blew on it. He was
obviously annoyed but put on his friendliest face. “I’m very pleased to hear it.”
“I have to find out what’s happening here,” she said in a serious tone. “All this snow
in the middle of August.”
“What a good idea, Missus Rabbit. Even I can’t get into my home.” He sighed
theatrically and took a step towards her.
“Where on earth has it come from?” asked Molly and took a step backwards. The fox
stopped to think for a moment and then indicated the tree.
“Do you see this tree? It’s only white on this side so the snow comes from over
there… the middle of the wood.”
“Then I must go there,” said Molly and rushed into the woods. The fox smiled
maliciously and trotted in the other direction.

Magpie
After a while Molly was deep in the woods. She had to jump over snowdrifts and
fight through hollows filled with snow. Suddenly she heard a rustling in an elderberry
bush. A fat magpie sat between snow-covered branches picking elderberries with its
beak and popping them into a little basket.
Molly cleared her throat, “Hullo. I have a question.”
“No time. No time. Far too busy,” cawed the magpie and kept busily picking the
frozen berries.
“Just a moment. Aren’t you Eric the magpie?” she asked. The bird studied her
intently.
“How do you know me?”
“You were the young magpie that stole all the silver spoons from my burrow last
year.”
“Ah. That was a long time ago. Nowadays I work for the Master!” said Eric proudly.

“The Master? Never heard of him.”
“Oh ho! A real magician! He lives over there in the tower in the glade. He can even
conjure real snow!”
“So he did it?” Molly was amazed.
“Oh, yes! Fantastic isn’t it? But shhh… no one must know. Anyway I’m very busy, he
needs elderberries for his potion.”
The magpie
grabbed the last
few berries,
threw them in
the basket and
flew with it in
the direction of
the tower.

Tower
Molly hurried after him but he was soon out of sight. It had started to snow again
and the magpie had disappeared in the storm. The snow blew directly in her face
and she knew she only had to continue travelling in the same direction and she
would find the tower. But the further she went the worse the snowfall got. An icy
wind blasted into her face and soon she was fighting through a proper snowstorm.
She had to summon all her strength to take the next jump and then the next.
Suddenly she jumped straight into a wall.

“Ouch!” She had found the tower. Molly rubbed her painful nose and noticed just
how cold and frozen she had become.
”I must find the entrance,” she said to herself while she was looking for a door. There
didn’t seem to be one. But she discovered that so much snow had fallen that if she
stood up on the surface she could see through a window in the first floor. The room
was dimly lit but promised some warmth, something that Molly badly needed.
Luckily the window was ajar and had a pollen guard across the entrance. She pulled
it a bit to the side and jumped into the warmth: just what she needed!
While she licked her nose and shook the snow from her fur she looked around the
room. It was perfectly circular with shelves everywhere. There were bottles of cough
medicine, packets of throat sweets, cold ointments, a Vicks bottle, cold and fever
medicines, a large and small inhalator, red light lamp, cooling pads and much more.
There were used paper handkerchiefs scattered over the floor and the wastebasket
was overflowing with empty containers and medical instruction leaflets.

Someone must have a terrible cold, thought Molly, but they are certainly overdoing
it. When my kids get sick it’s Valerian Root and that’s it! Then she spotted a staircase
that hugged the wall and ended in a trapdoor to the next level. Molly hopped up the
steps and pushed the trapdoor open a crack. She heard someone mumbling to
themselves and smelt fresh elderberry juice. This room was also perfectly round and
very well lit. There were shelves, a wardrobe, curtains hiding something from view,
lots of crates and chests and a long table.

In front of the table stood a large man in an overcoat with a dripping nose. He was
fiddling about with glasses and test tubes that he was heating on a gas burner. He
muttered to himself, then he sniffled and sniffed, blew his nose, cursed loudly and
took a long drink of his warm elderberry juice. He waited a moment then sneezed
and cursed again, this time even louder. Molly used this distraction to open the
trapdoor a bit more and hop into the room. Bang! The trapdoor slammed shut and
Molly jumped out of her skin. Crash! The magician had such a shock he dropped the
glass he was holding and stared at Molly. For a moment they both froze then Molly
dived as quick as she could under a shelf.

“Ah. This evening there will be hare pie!” The magician rubbed his hands together
and went to the wardrobe and pulled out a long stick with a net attached. Molly saw
how he was poking around with the net under the shelf and dashed under the
wardrobe. But the magician was agile and immediately shoved the net underneath
to catch her. She dodged out the way and sprinted behind the curtain. Behind it
there was a big bed that she could hide under.
“Haha. Now I’ve got you,” shouted the magician and he ripped the curtain out of the
way… with rather too much force: the curtain ripped off the rail and as he spun
around himself, he got tangled in both the curtain and his net and fell heavily on the
bed. He nearly squashed Molly, who at the last moment managed to roll out of the
way, rushing over to hide under the wardrobe again. There she crouched in the back
corner and held her breath. Now her heart was beating so loudly she was sure he’d
be able to hear it.
For a few seconds nothing happened, and then the magician fought his way out of
the tangle of material, threw his net away and started searching under all the
shelves for the rabbit. Now and again he sneezed and had to blow his nose, making
him curse again. Molly dared to breathe out and suddenly there was the hand of the
magician trying to grab her. At this moment she remembered the sharp bristles of
the wild boar. “Who knows when they might come in handy for you?”
Nimbly she pulled a bristle from behind her ear and stuck it in the magician’s hand
directly between his thumb and index finger.
“Owww!!” With a howl the magician pulled his hand away. But before Molly had
time to breathe deeply a face appeared at the edge of the wardrobe.
“So that’s where you are hiding, you horrible little…” He didn’t finish the sentence
because Molly shoved the second bristle directly next to his nostril.
“Aaah!” Molly decided the best form of defence was attack so she jumped out from
under the wardrobe and rammed the last bristle into his ear. Then she jumped onto
the table and hid behind one of the bottles. But the magician didn’t rush after her.
Instead he lay there quite still.
“Oh, no. Have I killed him?” she wondered and peeped out from behind the bottle.
There he lay, this big man in his overcoat, unmoving. He seemed to be completely
relaxed. Molly saw how he breathed deeply again and again, in and out. And slowly a
big smile came to his face.

Bristle Medicine
“Mmmh. I haven’t been able to breathe so well in years,” said the magician. He
looked at her but not so grimly as before. No, this time he seemed friendly and
surprised. “How did you do that, my dear hare?”
“Rabbit,” answered Molly and pulled herself proudly up to her full height. “I am a
rabbit. The difference is very easy to recognise. And my name is Molly.”
“Pleased to meet you, Missus Molly,” said the magician.
“And you are not now going to try to catch me? Is this a trick?” she asked warily.

“Oh, no,” answered the magician. He shut his eyes and took a deep breath. Then he
smiled and breathed out with relish. “I haven’t been able to breathe so deeply and
freely for years,” he said enthusiastically. Then he pulled a face and explained.
“This blasted allergy. It starts in the spring with the hazel nut pollen. Those little
beasts float through the air and immediately my nose blocks up. Then there’s the
silver birch and I can’t breathe, and afterwards it’s the grass pollen and that goes on
the whole summer and autumn. Only in winter it’s half OK. Even my magic spells
didn’t work against it.” He sat up and took a deep breath.
“That’s why I invented this ingenious machine: a snow maker! It pumps up the
ground water, cools it to ice and blows it out. With my magic spells I conjure a strong
wind and I have permanent winter for ten kilometres surrounding my tower.”
“But then there’s nothing left to eat,” scolded Molly. “My children need carrots, the
wild boar need roots, turnips and potatoes and the mice need corn and…”
“I don’t care,” interrupted the magician harshly, “I couldn’t stand it any longer.
Rather a permanent winter than a permanent dripping nose!”
“But now you’re OK? You’re healed aren’t you?” asked Molly.
The magician stopped short. “That’s true. Even with the snow I didn’t feel half as
good as I do now. How did you do it?”
Molly thought for a moment. “Um… I just pushed the wild boar bristles into you… in
the hand, the ear and next to the nose. Does it hurt very badly?”
“Not at all!” The magician was excited. “It’s a wonder medicine! You can’t imagine
how happy I am about it.”
He studied the bristle in his hand and carefully felt the other two in his ear and nose.
“Hmm. Bristles that puncture the skin… I will call it Bristle-a-Puncture. An entirely
new medical science. I’m thrilled. I have to carefully investigate it.” He got up and
started making notes in his book.
“A-hem,” Molly cleared her throat, “I do have a wish.”
“But of course,” The magician turned to her, “I’m sorry. I quite forgot myself.”
He looked for his magic wand and lifted it high in the air. “Whatever you wish,
Madam Molly Rabbit,” he said enthusiastically. “Perhaps a pile of gold, or your own
palace? Or a thousand Kilos of carrots, or…”
“No,” she said firmly, “I only wish the snow would melt and that we have a normal
summer again. Then I can harvest carrots and salad for my children.”
“Nothing easier than that,” answered the magician and he went to the wall behind
the table and turned off a switch. Suddenly it was completely quiet in the tower.
Now Molly realised it had been buzzing the whole time.

“It’ll take a few hours until all the snow has melted away,” said the magician, “But
look, Madam Molly, the sun is already warming the tower.”
Then he took a deep breath and escorted the lady rabbit outside.

Back home
When Molly arrived back home in the late afternoon she saw her six children
wallowing in the mud. Together with Herbert, the wild boar, they were throwing
themselves in the sludge and spraying each other with muck.
“Mummy!” the children shouted excitedly, “Uncle Herbert has taught us some clever
things!”
“Wallowing.”
“And belching!”
“And farting!”
“Oh, no. You look like wild boars!”
“Yesss!” shouted the children, “That’s what Uncle Herbert said. Super isn’t it?”
“It’s good for the bristles!”
“But children. You haven’t got any bristles.”
“Ohhh!” groaned the children.

Then Molly remembered something. “Bertie, was that wicked fox here?”
“Yes,” laughed the wild boar. “He tried to chase me away.”
“That’s true,” shouted the children, “but Uncle Herbert showed him a thing or two
and turned him into a snowman.”
“Yes. And then we threw snowballs at him until he melted.”
“And then the children simply threw mud at him,” hooted Uncle Herbert. “Ha-ha.
Now he looks like a wild boar!”
“Uncle Herbert, can we have a few of your bristles, please?”
__________________________

We invented this story while acting on stage in Hamburg with our theatre
show „Die Ideenfänger“ (The Idea Catchers). In the beginning we always
ask the children what kind of story we should invent for them.
First question: „Where should our tale start, inside or outside?“ Answer:
„Outside“. Next question: „What season and what kind of weather?“
Answer: „Summer!“ and „Loads of snow!“
Well, that's how this story got invented. Just like a fairy tale.
More of it? You'll find it here https://www.wie-im-maerchen.de
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