
 

1 
 

.LL 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

St Nicholas News 

22 

59  
 

CLEMENT CLARKE 

MOORE 

(1779-1863) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

    Some scholars link the beginnings of the American St Nicholas (since  1810 named 
Santa Claus too) with the nostalgic emigrants from Holland who tried to have a revival of 
the old Dutch traditions (Rivington Gazetteer,  December 23 , 1773).  

Others, like Charles William Jones, see this beginning in  The History of New York 
by Diedrich Knickerbocker written in 1809 by Washington Irving, where a very 
comic St Nicholas becomes the main figure in the origins of the city of New York. In the 
year 1810 the Spectator published the beautiful poem O good Holy Man, whom we 
Sancte Claus name.  

This poem should have had a certain impact, if two years later Samuel Wood felt the 
necessity to declare (False stories corrected) that Saint Nicholas was a dangerous 
deceit for innocent children. Probably, he had in mind the old Dutch Puritan thesis of 
Nicholas as  ―Papistic tale‖. But really who gave birth to Santa Claus ? 
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Saint Nicholas is the Children’s Saint. 

Whoever loves children cannot avoid loving 

Saint Nicholas, as happened with the leader 

of Swiss Protestantism Heinrich 

Bullinger (1504-1575). Zwingli’s 

successor, Bullinger “thundered a sermon 

from the pulpit that many thought Zwingli 

was not dead but resurrected like the 

phoenix". In spite of Luther’s sentences 

against St Nicholas as gift-bringer, 

Bullinger went on writing beautiful poems 

and read them to his children.  

Like the Swiss Bullinger, the American 
Clement Clarke Moore (1779-1863) was 
a protestant, who in 1821 had become 
professor of Oriental and Greek Literature 
at the General Anglican Theological 
Seminary.  

He was author of  works like Compendious  
Lexicon  of the Hebrew Language (1809) 
and George Castriot, surnamed 
Scanderbeg, King of Albania (1850), that is  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

to say the classic ―pedantic and fastidious 

scholar‖.But love for children melts even 

the stones. The night before Christmas of 

the year 1822 wrote the classical poem of 

Santa Claus: A Visit from Saint 

Nicholas, sometimes titled ― 'Twas the 

night before Christmas‖.  

For more than 20 years nobody knew who 

was the author (Douglas Gilbert, Not even a 

mouse knows who wrote it, New York 

World Telegram and the Sun, Dec 22 1944).  

Several people tried to claim authorship, 

like Major Livingstone Jr, on the part of his 

great-grandson.  

    But in 1844 Clement Moore decided 

to collect all his poems, and included A Visit 

from Saint Nicholas too. It was published 

many times, and il 1848 Henry M. 

Onderdonk of New York published an 

illustrated edition with wood engravings by 

T. C. Boyd. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

270 years before Clement Cl. 

More, a leader of Protestantism, 

Heinrich Bullinger (+1575) 

Zwingli’s successor in Zürich, 

used to write little poems to      

St Nicholas to entertain his 

children. 

Heinrich Bullinger 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Phoenix_(mythology)
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'Twas the night before Christmas when all through the house 
Not a creature was stirring, not even a mouse; 
 
The stockings were hung by the chimney with care, 
In hopes that St. Nicholas soon would be there; 
 
The children were nestled all snug in their beds, 
While visions of sugar-plums danced through their heads; 
 
And Mamma in her kerchief, and I in my cap, 
Had just settled our brains for a long winter's nap— 
 
When out on the lawn there rose such a clatter, 
I sprang from my bed to see what was the matter. 
 
Away to the window I flew like a flash. 
Tore open the shutters and threw up the sash. 
 
The moon, on the breast of the new-fallen snow, 
Gave a luster of mid-day to objects below, 
 
When, what to my wondering eyes should appear 
But a miniature sleigh, and eight tiny reindeer, 
 
With a little old driver, so lively and quick, 
I knew in a moment it must be St. Nick. 

More rapid than eagles his coursers they came, 
And he whistled, and shouted, and called them by name; 
 
"Now, Dasher! now, Dancer! now, Prancer and Vixen! 
On, Comet! on, Cupid!  on, Donder and Blixen— 
 
To the top of the porch, to the top of the wall! 
Now, dash away, dash away, dash away all!" 
 
As leaves that before the wild hurricane fly, 
When they meet with an obstacle, mount to the sky, 
 
So, up to the house top the coursers they flew, 
With a sleigh full of toys—and St. Nicholas, too. 
 
And then in a twinkling I heard on the roof,                                                          

The prancing and pawing of each little hoof.  

As I drew in my head, and was turning around,                                                 

Down the chimney St. Nicholas came with a bound. 
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He was dressed all in fur from his head to his foot,                                                
And his clothes were all tarnished with ashes and soot;  

A bundle of toys he had flung on his back.                                                                
And he looked like a peddler just opening his pack.  

His eyes how they twinkled! his dimples how merry!                                          
His cheeks were like roses, his nose like a cherry;  

His droll little mouth was drawn up like a bow,                                                       
And the beard on his chin was as white as the snow.  

The stump of a pipe he held tight in his teeth,                                                    
And the smoke, it encircled his head like a wreath. 

He had a broad face, and a little round belly,                                                 
That shook when he laughed, like a bowl full of jelly.  

He was chubby and plump—a right jolly old elf;                                             
And I laughed when I saw him, in spite of myself.  

A wink of his eye, and a twist of his head,                                                    
Soon gave me to know I had nothing to dread.  

He spoke not a word, but went straight to his work,                                      
And filled all the stockings; then turned with a jerk,  

And laying his finger aside of his nose,                                                           
And giving a nod, up the chimney he rose.  

He sprang to his sleigh, to his team gave a whistle,                                       
And away they all flew like the down of a thistle;  

But I heard him exclaim, ere he drove out of sight,  

"HAPPY CHRISTMAS TO ALL                                                                            
AND TO ALL A GOOD NIGHT!" 
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A new Italian book on Father Christmas (Babbo Natale).                               

The first page is dedicated to Saint Nicholas. 

 Here it is: 
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FROM                                                

THE BASILICA DI SAN NICOLA 

IN BARI                                               

FR GERARDO  WISHES                 

ALL ST NICHOLAS FRIENDS 

AROUND THE WORLD                     

A MERRY CHRISTMAS                 

AND                                                      

A HAPPY NEW YEAR 
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Era la notte prima di Natale, e nulla si muoveva                                                                             
in tutta la casa, neppure un topolino.   

Le calze erano appese con cura sul camino,                                                                                                 
nella speranza che S. Nicola presto sarebbe arrivato. 

I bambini erano avvolti sotto le coperte al calduccio,                                                                              
mentre visioni di dolcetti danzavano nelle loro teste.  

E la mamma con sulla testa il suo fazzoletto,  ed io nella mia cuffia da 
notte,                                                                                                               
avevamo già in mente una bella lunga dormita. 

Quando ad un tratto, da fuori sul prato, venne un grande frastuono.                                                              
Saltai giù dal letto per vedere che cosa stesse succedendo.                                                                          

Mi lanciai come un lampo  verso la finestra,                                                                                          
aprii le persiane e alzai il telaio. 

La luna sul manto della neve appena caduta                                                                                      
faceva luccicare gli oggetti come se fosse mezzogiorno.                                                                                  

Ad un tratto, dinanzi ai miei occhi ecco apparire                                                                              
una minuscola slitta con otto piccole renne   

Alla guida stava un vecchietto, tanto amabile e svelto,                                                           
all’istante mi resi conto che doveva essere S. Nicola. 

Più veloci delle aquile erano giunti i suoi corrieri,                                                              
ed egli fischiava e gridando li chiamava per nome.  

Ora, Dasher ! Ora, Dancer ! Ora, Prancer e Vixen!                                                           
Dài, Comet! Dài, Cupid! Dài, Donder e Blixen ! 

Su presto, in cima al portico, su per la parete fino al tetto.                                  
Muovetevi, scattate, scattate, scattate tutti!  
 

Come le foglie che volano impazzite prima della tempesta,                              

incontrando un ostacolo, schizzano verso il cielo,                                                             

Così i corrieri partirono a razzo verso il tetto,                                                                    
con una slitta piena di giocattoli – e san Nicola con loro. 

E poi in un attimo sentii sul tetto                                                                                    
tutto un via vai di saltelli e di zoccoli.                                                                              

Mentre stavo cercando di capire e mi giravo intorno,                                                        
giù dal camino ecco arrivare con un balzo San Nicola. 
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Era avvolto in una pelliccia dalla testa ai piedi.                                                                 
I vestiti erano sporchi di cenere e fuliggine.                                                                  

Dietro alle spalle portava un fagotto di giocattoli.                                                          
E mentre l’apriva sembrava un venditore ambulante.  

Avreste dovuto vedere come luccicavano i suoi occhi!                                                      
E le fossette del viso com’erano simpatiche! 

Le sue guance erano come le rose,                                                                                      
il suo naso come una ciliegia.  

La sua buffa piccola bocca piegata ad arco,                                                                     
e la barba sul mento era bianca come la neve.  

Stretta fra i denti portava una pipa,                                                                            
mentre un alone di fumo gli circondava la testa. 

Aveva un bel faccione,                                                                                                          
ed una piccola pancia rotondetta,                                                                                             

che si muoveva tutta quando rideva,                                                                           
quasi fosse un barattolo pieno di marmellata.  

Era paffutello e cicciottello proprio come un elfo dei boschi.                                      
Ed io, vedendolo, non mi trattenni, e  scoppiai in una risata.                           

Dall’occhio ammiccante e dal movimento della testa                                              
capii subito che non avevo nulla da temere.  

Non disse una parola, ma si mise subito al lavoro.                                               
Riempì tutte le calze, poi si girò di scatto,                                                                         

e appoggiando il dito sul lato del naso,                                                                           
dopo un cenno di saluto, risalì per il camino.  

Balzò sulla sua slitta, e fece un fischio alla muta delle renne,                                       
e queste partirono come un lampo.                                                                                  

Ma prima che lo perdessi di vista, lo sentii gridare:                                              

 

BUON NATALE A TUTTI                                                                                                        

E A TUTTI UNA BUONA NOTTE. 
 


