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Three homeless people meet at the railway mission on 

Christmas Eve. They exchange experiences and remi-

nisce about the past. 
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Story from the book Central Station by Edgar 

Fuhrmann, with texts about people on the edge 

of society, stranded as human flotsam at the 

central station, this labyrinthine center of 

modern societies. 
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hristmas Eve, a few minutes past eight in 

the evening. In the quiet room of the 

railway mission, three not exactly 

festively dressed figures are lolling about. Two 

of them are sitting on the plastic chairs lined up 

along the walls. In the back corner, someone has 

curled up in his coat. 

In the middle of the room, on a rickety table, lies 

the evidence of a past expectation: two fir 

branches framing a candle stump. Advent is 

over. 

After a while, one of the men starts a conversa-

tion. 

"Have you been to church?" 

"Nah, social center. Just had to listen to a 

priest." 

"Anything special?" 

"No, the usual Christmas sermon. And you?" 

"I was sitting by the river." 

"Wasn't it too cold?" 

"It was all right. I wasn't alone, after all." He 

points to a large, bulbous bottle, already more 

than half empty.  

C 
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The other laughs in understanding. "And during 

the day?" 

"Pedestrian zone." 

"Successful?" 

"It wasn't that great. The charity thing kind of 

wears off, too." 

"You're damn right. I haven't collected that 

much either." 

"Want a sip?" 

"No need, I've got some of my own." 

They both open their bottles and drink. One of 

them points to the baggy coat in the corner. "Do 

you know him?" 

"Nope, must be a tramp." 
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They raise their bottles to their lips again. A brief 

silence falls. Then one of them fumbles a photo 

out of his coat pocket. "That's my ex." 

"Dead?" 

"Sort of." 

"Not bad, the lady. And the little boy next to 

her?" 

"From my first marriage. Heavy fine, the rascal." 

The photo disappears into the coat pocket. 

Shortly afterwards, the fingers emerge from it 

again and hold up a lighter. 

"Let there be light!" the lighter owner murmurs. 

With that, he walks over to the table to light the 

candle stub. 

"Watch out for the fir branches!" warns the 

other. 

"I'll be careful." 

"I tell you, that stuff burns like tinder." 

Unperturbed, the lord of the light sets fire to the 

candle. Then he goes back to his place. 

Devoutly, the two contemplate the still life. 

Suddenly, sounds are heard from the direction 

of the battered coat. 
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"I thought he was sleeping." 

"Probably woke up." 

It sounds like the one in the corner is pulling up 

the mucus in his nose. 

"Hey, better get some aspirin!" 

The one in the corner sobs. 

"Hey man! What's wrong?" 

"My dad is dead!" 

"Bad thing!" whispers the questioner sympa-

thetically. 

"For a long time?" 

inquires his 

neighbour. 

The one in the 

corner sobs again. 

"Just take a sip. It'll 

help! " 

"Haven't got 

anything left," it 

sobs from the 

battered coat.  

"I see!" The fire 

maker reaches for 
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his bottle, goes to the man in the corner and fills 

half of it into his bottle. As he does so, a sizable 

puddle forms beneath him. When he is finished, 

he pushes the half-filled bottle into the other 

man's hand. 

"Brother?" he asks solemnly. 

Holding up his bottle with one hand, he grabs 

the sobbing man by the shoulder. The latter 

runs his hand under his nose and then toasts his 

benefactor without getting up. After drinking, 

they return to their previous seating arrange-

ment. 

"My grandpa always got out the mandolin that 

day," recalls the lighter owner. 

"I always carry a harmonica," exclaims the one 

next to him. 

He fumbles the instrument out of his pocket and 

plays the beginning of "Silent Night".  The one in 

the corner sobs again. The harmonica falls silent. 

"My mother used to tell us the Christmas story 

that evening," his neighbour remembers. He re-

flects briefly, then recites, half in thought: "And 

it came to pass in those days that ..." 
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"Who passed?" asks the one in the corner. 

"Nobody – that's what happened there, you 

know?" 

"What happened?" 

"Wait a minute ...  

And it came to pass 

in those days that ... 

that all the world 

should be taxed." 

"Taxed?" echoed the 

one next to him. 

"It was just a cen-

sus." 

"Fucking cops!" 

"Well, and the two, 

that is, Mary and 

Joseph, they also had to be registered. And for 

that they had to go to a big city. And now the 

thing was: the woman is pregnant. And as they 

come to the town, she suddenly realises that the 

child is coming." 

"And the hospitals are all overcrowded, of 

course." 
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"Sure. And the hotels are full of bigwigs. Well, 

and the woman can hardly walk – because of 

the child. Anyway, the man keeps searching for 

help – but no one feels responsible." 

"No doubt about it!  At Christmas, they're all 

busy with themselves." 

The other is completely engrossed in the story: 

"Well, the man runs from one place to another, 

but nothing works. And the woman moans and 

whines, just imagine. And when absolutely 

nothing more can be done, she simply lies down 

in a stable and gets her child there." 
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The one in the corner sobs again: "They really 

don't care how you feel!" 

"But how they would have screamed if she had 

aborted!" interjects the one with the harmonica. 

"But the child was alive," the narrator reassures 

them. 

"Not quite likely!" 

"Well, that's the way it's told in the story. And 

you know what the greatest thing was? – The 

child was Jesus Christ. And because of that, sud-

denly a star appears in the sky. And as the big-

wigs see this, they go and deliver all kinds of 

jewelry in the stable." 

"Probably glass beads." 

"There was nothing said about that in the story." 

The one next to him suddenly jumps up and 

waves his arms. "I want to see them all hanged, 

those bigwigs!" 

"No," says the narrator, "that wouldn't have fit 

in with the story. The whole atmosphere wasn't 

like that ... Maybe they drank some mulled wine 

together." 
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The other sits down again. "But it's true, you 

know, sometimes ...." 

"Calm down. Let's better have another sip!" 

They toast each other. The one in the corner 

sobs again. "We were such a big family!" 

On the table in the middle, the candle stub 

gradually glows towards its end. In the glaring 

neon light, its flame is barely visible. 
 


