The Resurrection of Nutria: A Holiday Tale
Once upon a time, there was a beautiful Nubian princess by the name of Christie.  Her ebon tresses flowed down over cocoa shoulders and smoldering eyes like burning coals awed and humbled those who were lucky enough to gaze into them.  She lived in a castle on the ocean’s shore at the place known as Malibu, until one day she decided to set out to find her own fortune and not to live ever in the shadow of her family’s. 
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It was by lucky fate that she met the Nutria, a beast of noble intention and valiant spirit. His thick luxuriant coat was well-lubricated by the castoreum (a water-proofing agent) which flowed freely from his anal glands.  His dark eyes like obsidian burned into hers with a fire white-hotter than any emotion she had ever felt before. Their hurried and urgent lovemaking could not wait for the restraint of tradition and they copulated, awing all who looked on with their passion. 
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However the time and tide of public opinion served to make their hearts feel endangered. “My love, we must wed, for I cannot bear to pass this life without the promise of your company throughout, and it seems that the rough waters of society will rend us into two,” the Nutria pleaded. So it came to pass that they were bonded in holy matrimony, with the tranquil eyes of Buddha and their dearest attendants looking on.  The Kingdom of Nutria was thrown into a frenzy with the bacchic revelries that ensued, and mysterious and magical events filled the land for the following days.

But the indignation of those who did not understand worsened as their celebration grew, until pugnacious behavior and threats began to encroach upon their joyful spirits.  One night the menacing laughter of hostile people filled the air and Christie and the Nutria gazed at one another with tears in their eyes, forlorn that society could yet scorn their adoration.
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Flames licked into the sky.  It seemed as if all around them the fire of malevolence.  The deep love that filled up their souls transformed the fire into the warm embrace of eternity, for the Nutria and Christie realized that their love was truer than all the laughter of enemies, truer than all the wideness of the sky.  Taking hand in paw resolutely, they gave their love to fate, and plunged into the furious tongues of flame, joining in the most close embrace they would ever and always enjoy.  All throughout the kingdom were heard shouts, tears, laughter and screams. 
For years afterwards, the nights always dawned clear and cold.  Legends were spread of the Nutria and his female counterparts, whose bountiful teats spread all down her back in a generous gesture to the Nutria Young, who were able to swim with their mother and feed alongside.  But the Nomadic Nutria Hunters in a distant kingdom sought nutria without success, for it seemed that with The Nutria and Christie had died and taken with them a vital life force.

Suddenly, one clear night, a crystalline shape appeared in the sky.  Whispers and confusion spread from lip to ear, from village to village, shaping into the cry of “The Many Teats! The Many Teats!”   For Christie and the Nutria had taken their place among the benevolent gods in the sky: their kingdom a glimmering castle resembling the very bounty of the Nutria.  And that same night, a quiet and powerful figure emerged at the village of the Nutria Hunters: a great and wise child, the son of Christie and the Nutria, known as Guido.  He had been sent down from the kingdom of the Many Teats to plunge through the wormholes dug by the Nutria’s brilliant Orange teeth and join the Hunters;   his given quest, to bring a seemingly impossible understanding to the many races and animals in the world. 

So today, we celebrate the coldest, clearest nights of winter, by remembering the night when the Many Teats appeared in the sky, and Guido, the great son of Nutria, joined us in hopes of our salvation.  We decorate our tree, the life-giving food of the voracious nutria, with the bones and rich, anus-balm-lubricated fur of the Nutria who have gone before to honor and delight them.  The sparkling lights call to mind the Many Teats, so that we may always look to the heavens, for inspiration and remembrance.

