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It was 14 dags and a Pickle away from
Christmas.

Counting down the dags was never rea”g

a Problem.
Until this year.

Getting a Christmas Pickle - THE
Christmas Pickle - often Proved to be
cha”enging. But, the 3earlg search for
the Permcectlg proper Picue to Prol:)e!
Santa's Packs and sacks across a
skgwag of tracks was not going well at

all.

It was a Pickle) indeed. A Christmas
Pickle.

I'm sure 9ou've heard the exPression
"In a Pickle" right? It means in a
difficult Position. The exPression
comes from the Dutch Phrase "in de
Pekel zitten" or "sit in the Pickle" which
derives from the process of stewing
vegetables in brine in order to make

PicUeS.

The tradition of the Christmas Pickle
went back centuries, at least in the
country of | nloddagobahcﬂa
(Pronounced ln~Lécl~ah~go~béh~cla) ,
a small entity locatedjust north of
Belgium and south of Netherlands
where Kerzelseweg meets

Galderseweg.
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It's usua”g almost impossible for
outsiders to find because
lnloclclagobalﬁcla is also located
aPProximatelg 50 meters underground
You enter the countrg 139 wa”dng down a
secret stairway located in the Café
Moske in Kerzelseweg, Galder,
Netherlands. Whg IS lnloclclagobahcﬂa
unc:lergrouncl’? Because it couldn't
atford to pay for a stancling army or any
kind of militar\g defense whatsoever-.
Humans defend themselves bg “Fight or
Flight." In this case, the city fathers
decided to act like an ostrich and stick
their heads in the grouncl. Theg chose
ﬂight - and it worked well for them.

Béiﬂg unclerground CIOCS have other

advantagés) too. For instance, no

one

ever had to cliga hole. Since everyone

IS alreaclg situated at the bottom (so to

sPeak} , thegjust have to burrow

quarcls. The onlg hole that the town

even has a written record of was clug N

1852 bg a man who sPent far more

l’“IC eamecl.

His accountant summarilg wrote h
note to inform the lad that he hac
himself into a hole.” Other than t

than
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A whole hole would be the complete hole, which
in most cases would be circular and emPtg as
you went downward. There is such a thing asa
half hole but theg are used very seldom since
most people who ciig holes want a complete one

and frown on onlg a half one.
So, there it is.

Now, the issue of The Christmas Pickle is
another matter, indeed. Never before had the
CP (as some town folk called it) been so
elusive. Usua”g, it was available, readg) and as
green and good as a Pickle should be. Except
for this year. The Christmas Pickle was not to
be found angwhere. Everyone had been
questioneol, several times. But, there was not a

clue as to the whereabouts o‘f the Christmas
Pickle.

The ACLU considered ﬁling suit.

The NCAA checked every basketball
net.

The FDIC came right out and stated
there was no insurance to cover such a

loss.
And the USPS said the CP was MIA..

You Probab|9 are wondering whg was
the Christmas Pickle so iml:)ortant? well,
'l tell you: without THE Pickle Santa's
sleighjust couldn't ﬂg. Sure, you've
heard Plcntg of stories about Ruclolplﬂ
and his red nose gui&ing Santa's sleigh.
And yes, the reindeer as a team have a
certain abilitg to ﬂg and carry the weight

of all the Presents that are Packecl In
the sled.



But, the Pickle was the "sPark Plug" which
started this whole process. Without the
Christmas Pickle, Santa's sled was dead in
the shed. It was the power of the Pickle that
kep’c the sled from being fickle. santa's
sleiglﬂ was old, thousands of years old and
in order to ﬁg thousands of miles once-a-
year, it requirecl something from the Earth

that was fresh and organic.

Theg had tried a melon, but it left Santa
9e”in‘.

Theg had tried a radish, but it left Santa
maddish,

Theg had tried a potato, but it made Santa

L ate~o.

Nothing worked except the pickle and mostlg
because the SPeciaI slot on the 5|eigh where the
Pickle was Placed, was onlg as big as the
Pemcec‘c Christmas Pickle should be. The next
question 9ou'” Probab|9 ask is, "Whg a Pickle?"
Well, the Pickle was a reminder to Santa that no
matter how famous and beloved he might
become bringing toys to children around the
worlci, he didn't rea”9 control that. He couldn't
do angthing without the Pickle.

The Pickle was a clulg appointecl representative
of Nature. The Pickle is Powergul. It can feed
People before it's a pickle as cucumbers,
Provi&e Pickles when it's a Pickle for
hamburgers, and unlock the sl:)ecial ProPerties
of the most wonderful sleigh in the world when
it's The Christmas Pickle.



Santa and a

reindeer waiting
for the Christmas
Pickle




Usua”g, the Pickle Presentecl itself at the
proper time with aPProPriate Pizzazz. One clag
a resident of lnloddagobahcla would be
working out in their garclen when there it
would be, in all its glorg,just glistening inthe
sun and waiting to be admired.
lnlodclagobahclans had a keen sense for the
right Pickle. It's almost as if the Pickle Pickecl
the person and not the other way around. It's

harcl to know exactlg how tl’]C process

unfolded.

Did the Pickle roll from field to field until it felt
comfortable? Was there a Pickle valet for
escorting the Pickle from garclen to garclen‘?
Did the Pickle know even when it was a seed it
was destined to grow in a Particu[ar row of

Plants?

We don't know. We also do not know Whg
onlg one Pickle ever Presented itself each
year. There were never ten or eight or ﬁ\/e

or three. On19 one.

That‘s whg SO muclﬂ attention was Place on

ﬁncling out where the Pickle was each year.

One certainlg did not want to miss it and
there was a lot of pressure from the Claus
household to find it in Plentg of time for
Christmas Eve.



Usua”9 bg now the Christmas Pickle had
been discovered and the town was reveling
in its presence. There was usua”g a Pickle
Parade and the townsfolk built ﬂoats, Put
on band unigorms, created banners, and
marched or watched depending on what
you were a ble to do or not. Unlike a

traditional 1olid39 Para&e where Santa

brings up the rear and is the star, the
Pickle Parade was all about that |ove|9,
large gherkin. The lnloclclagobahclanians
cheered and c|a|:>|:>ecl while the Parade
Proudlg made its way through the Vi”age,
culminating with the Pickle, itself, sitting in
a holiclag thrown bedecked with a Santa
hat and a bright red scarf.

Since the Christmas Pickle had
some mysterious qualities it was
casy for the Pickle to grow larger
or smaller on a whim. 1t grew larger
for the Paracle but maintained a
much smaller Phgsique when it
came time to be inserted into the
Official Pickle Place on the
dashboard of Santa's Sleigh.

Beholcl, the magjc of the Pickle.




A concerned Santa Claus,
waiting for The Christmas Pickle
to be found.

But, there had been no Pickle Parade this
year. There was onlg Pickle Panic.
Fina”g, the Magor of lnlodclagobahcla
declared that every resident should
immediatelg put on their Pickle-hunting
clo‘ching - blaze green for samcetg - and
send out rescue Parties to scour the
countrgside. The search began and for
two clags the citizens of lnloclclagobahcla
looked high and low, up and down, and
even either and neither. On the second
clag, the clesperation grew so much,
Santa even instructed his elves to stop all
work on toys andjoin in the hunt.
Certainlg, without the Pickle there could
be no Christmas. It was a Christmas
Pickle, indeed.



Then one &ag as the last elf, Lilg, left
Santa's workshop tojoin the hunt, she

went to Close the door Which was

usua”g Proppecl open to let in the fresh

arr. When she bent down to remove the

cloorstop, she tlﬁought it Peculiar that

th@ doorstop was green. As Sl‘lC PU”CC!

it out From unclemeath the cloor she

realized it was no doorstop atall. Itwas

a gher
cucum

gIOW a

n! But, no‘cjust any Pickled
ber. This green gamish had a

bout it. And Wigglecl! It wigglecl

right there in Li”g's hand and then
jumpecl ot her Palm as if it was a

traml:)oline. It began tojuml:) nervouslg

onthe

WOF‘(ShOP ﬂoor.

"This was no orclinarg gherkin. It
couldn't be! Lilg began to run after it but
thcjumpin‘ gherkin was c]uite
mischievous and Plagmcul. Lilg would dive
for it, but continued to miss until ﬁna”gj

after several tries, she caught it in her

hands.

"Got gou!" she exclaimed. "Are you the
Christmas Pickle? And wlﬁg were you

under our door?"

"l was l’xiclingl" exclaimed the Friglﬁtened
Pickle.

"But, whg? Don't you know everyone s
looking for 9ou? We can't Proceecﬂ with
Christmas without 3oul" said Lilg.
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Lilg, the elf



"l was in the Patchjust basking in the
sunshine when the cucumber next to me
said our fate was going to end bac“g,"
repliecl the Christmas Pickle. "He said
when we were big enough the farmer
would come, Pu” us off our vine, and
march us off to market or sell us to a
Pickle Plant. Either way, it would not end

we”."

"It's not like that at all," said Lilg) the Elf.
"First of all you are special and you have a
clesting. Without you, Santa's s[eighjust

wi” not run Prol:)erlg. You were born to be
a Christmas Pickle."

"Does everyone have a clesting?" askecl

the Panickg Pickle..

"I'm pretty certain theg do," assured Lilg.
"That's how lnloddagobahda was created. It
was part of a bigger Plan. As for your
friends back in the cucumber Patch, well,
theg have a Fate) too. Theg are trulg
respectecl vegetables and will be honored
bg lnloddagobahdans as food.
lnloddagobahdans are genera”g good. So,
when theg eat xcood, the food become Part
of that gooclness. | nlocldagobahdans take
many of the cucumbers, Put them in a new
home called a "jar," then add a variety of
nice sme”ing substances and water. Over
time the cucumbers slow|9 mature into
Pickles. Often, theg will sit in theirjar homes
for years andjus‘c look out the windows all
dag long erjoging their surroundings. Then,

one clag thég arc welcomed as ‘FOOCI



"What about 9ou’:’" wondered the young With tnat, Lilg extended her small hand and

cuke. "What's your Clesting?“ the Christmas Pickle sprung into her Palm.

"Me?" repliecl Lilg. "l am reaclg to fulfill my clesting!" shouted the
Christmas Pickle.

She tnougnt about it for a moment then

answered. Lilg the Elf caremcung closed her ﬁngers
around the green cucumber and took off

"Part of my ciesting was to find you!" she running into the \/i”age of lnlo&dagobancia.

said. When she reached the center, she began to

exclaim witnjog.

Tneg both smiled and enjoged the

wonderful Feeling of being an impor’cant “The Christmas Pickle is here!” shouted Lilg.
Part of a world where being found is better "It was a misunderstanding but there is
than being lost. no’cning to worry about now! Santa's Sled

can turn on and travel around the world
"l guess | was worried for no reason," said because his sled will now be completelg

the Christmas Pickle. oPerationall"



The excitement quicklg spreacl throughout
the vi”agc as relieved andjog?ul
lnloclclagobahdans buzzed with the news
that the Christmas Pickle had not onlg been
found, but was making an appearance In
town. Norma”g, noboclg would even be able
to catch a glimpse of him until Christmas
Eve.

“This is amazingl Evergone loves me!" he

said to his escort, Lilg. grs onlg | had known
this before!"

"I'm very Proucl of you," repliecl Lilg. "You

should alwags have faith in who you are."

And in keel:)ing with their resPonsibilit9
and Pleasure, the vi”age of
lnloclclagobahcla Proviclecl Santa Claus
with Christmas Pickles for many years

1CO rwa Y'Cl .

Even toczlag) the story of this Particular
Christmas Pickle circulates and Percolates

tlﬂrouglﬂ cﬂailg life tlﬂroughout the vi”age.

You can OFtCﬂ hear a \/i”ager ngCt a

neighbor bg asking, "How are 9ou?"

To which a common replg is, "l am ﬁne,
thank you, and it's a goocl dag to be who |

am.

The end.
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