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and friendly trall. He loves goimer on
adventures, especially if' it means
spencing {rme with hes friends. Ifever
the adventnre becomes too scary, he

alzoays has hes Moommmamma o
come back fo,

Some of
cﬂ/lwnmna%yé

Masmimmamma is saft in

all the right places and has a handbag
Sl of dry sovolly socks, somach potoder
anid riovelies, She never Toses her ool
ined wrakes sare Bl every Witle creature
in Moominvalley has a place to sleep

¢ they meed it
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'.-:'eu'.i'-.f.urz'--.l'."m'f}-:ﬂl'."mi'. af feast aecording
fo dim. He often longs for wild
adverinres like the ones e experienced
in his youth. Then ke sifs in his roam

and writes kis meonoirs, a long hoak

abont kes great escapades.

Smordanaident e

everything that is beantiful,

Juest feke frew, She o soverd and

rnveniroe, byt wmshes that |'_rl|'.;-
in Moominvalley could be more
grarad arred dramati,



t was winter in Moominvalley. Under the ice, the
sea was silent and still. Under the ground, all the
little creepy-crawlies were curled up asleep. And
the Moomin family were cosy in bed, sleeping their
long winter sleep.
They had been asleep since October and planned to

continue until spring, as they did every year.

But the Hemulen didn't understand this.

He was H.l:.ﬂ]"_“."g on the roof, :.i::ral:ul:uling Ihrﬂuﬁh the
thick snow until his woollen gloves became quite wet and
unpleasant. He was searching for a roof hatch.

“Those trolls just sleep and sleep, and here [ am
working my tail off just because Christmas is coming,” he
muttered.

Finally he found the hatch. But he couldn’t remember
whether it opened inward or outward. He stamped on it,
carefully. The hatch swung open and down tumbled the

Hemulen, into the dark ness,




“This is most un-Hemulenish!™ exclaimed the Hemulen
as he landed in a pile of clutter that the Moomin ﬁ-lmi]:,.'

were storing in the attic until spring.

Now he was well and truly annoyed. He stomped
downstairs, threw open the door to the drawing room
and shouted:

"Christmas is coming and here you are asleep! This
won't do at all!l”

A cold, troubling draught blew into Moomintroll’s
dreams. A heavy sigh came from deep beneath the blanket.
The little trall wanted nothing more than to carry on
sleeping and dreaming of sunny summer afternoons.,

But alas he could not, for the Hemulen began yanking
off his blanket and shouting at him to wake up,

"Is it spring already?” mumbled Moomintroll. "ls our
sleep over?”

“Spring?” said the Hemulen, “Christmas is coming,
don't you see, Christmas! I've so much to do, and on top of

it all, they send me here to drag you out of bed. Everyone
is rushed off their feet and nothing is ready. I've had quite
enough of you and your sleeping!”

Then he stomped back upstairs and disappeared
through the roof hatch.




"Mamma, wake up,” said Moomintroll. “Something

drepdiul 15 ;'crnl'm!_{! It's called Christmas.”
"What's that®” said Moominmamma sleepily, poking her

> mose out from under her blanket.
e “I'm not sure,” said Moomintroll. “But the Hemulen says
that nothing is ready and everyone is rushing about, Sounds
like we ought to prepare.”

Then he wokie Snorkmaiden and whispered:

“Now don't be alarmed, but something dreadful is coming.”

“Everybody stay calm,” said Moominpappa. “We'll
investigate the matter.”

They tollowed the Hemulen's wet footprints up into the

attic and climbed out onto the roof of Moominhouse,
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