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Every Christmas had its MAGIC. Claire knew that, and everytime Christmas came, 

she waited for the magic to happen. And it always did. ”May your heart remain as inno-

cent as that of a child, lighting the way like the light of a candle.” said Grandma. ”And 

may the candles always remain as glowing as they are in your heart” grandma continued, 

while combing Claire 's hair. And Grandma knew better.  

Claire always felt safe in grandma's arms because it was the place where the Chris-

mas magic happened.  It was a dream painted in bright colours. A dream where Santa had 

been flying above the village on Christmas Eve, sharing presents to all that believed in 

him, and had never left. He always remained in Claire's heart, not like a passer-by, but like 

a welcoming host who fills souls with the same familiar carols, warmth and generosity. 

Mother always said that Grandma was a dreamer. That her Awe for Christmas was 

exaggerated. That Generosity governed Grandma 's life and that not everything should be 

taken for granted, like she did. But Grandma loved snow and Ice, and she always told 

Claire that a woman who had Carols in her heart could never feel alone, could never feel 

the cold because there, inside her, there was a forever-burning fire. And Grandma always 

knew better.  

Macovei Smaranda 
5

th
 Grade, “Costache Negruzzi”  

National College, Iași 



 

 

 

But something did not feel right that Christmas. Neither did Grandma. And Claire 

was the one never to leave her bedside. Night and day, telling her stories, singing her 

carols and trying to make Christmas feel more alive maybe for the last time. And it was 

the last time that year. Because the stars needed one more piece in their puzzle. And 

Grandma completed this puzzle. And that moment was like a milestone for Claire. Sud-

denly the MAGIC did not happen, because her mother's Mother was not there anymore to 

Awe Christmas, to share Generosity with everybody and to love Ice and Carols.  

One night Claire decided to go out in the snow. It was the first time after the Stars 

took Grandma that she tried to see what it feels like outside, alone. But this time her heart 

was wandering. She looked at the white trees, the glowing icicles, the dark sky on which 

the stars were shining brightly. Everything was still, and yet moving. Everything was the 

same, but yet different. Whispers could be heard from the woods. But the woods were 

always talking during winter, and Grandma used to tell her lots of stories about that, so 

she wasn't afraid. She listened more carefully to see if she could understand something. 

And this time she understood it all.  

Her Grandma's words echoed everywhere: ”You my child have a difficult mission, 

but also the most beautiful one. To carry on this MAGIC of mine, which is inside you and 

was there all along…” Claire shuderred as if woken up from a bad dream. But she was 

still there, outside. And suddenly a thought came up, and she knew she had to make things 

right. It was her mission to carry on the legacy and to find the MAGIC in every person's 

life.  

 
I woke up to the sun heating my cold feet under my hot fuzzy blanket. The room 

was silent as I slid out of my covers to look outside the window. To my delight, tiny ice-

crystals were falling from the sky twirling and whirling, creating a white blanket on the 

ground. I rushed to my snow covered yard, knowing that winter has finally arrived. 

When I came back inside, Daddy told me he had a surprise. He told me to pack a 

bag, as we were going to hunt for bears in the mountains nearby. My face brightened and 

enthusiasm rushed through me. I have always wanted to go and hunt with my dad and 

now I could. I packed loads of freshly baked cookies, I put on my favourite waterproof 

gloves, a heavy jacket and my sturdy boots and we left.  

We walked and talked for hours. A fresh scent of pine was all around us. The sight 

of every snow-covered pine tree took away my breath. It was beautiful to see the sunlight 
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while snow was falling from the sky, creating wonderful designs. It seemed as if sparkling 

diamonds were falling around us. The true magnificence of nature is only apparent when 

the world turns into a wintery paradise. Snow is a blessing from heaven, which completes 

winter. The beauty of snow shines in everyone’s eyes. Every second in the comfort of this 

snowy blanket is a moment meant to be remembered.  

The cold breeze reminded me of the last winter, when I went snowboarding. Last 

winter was fun. When you snowboard down the steep hill, you can feel the cool wind 

rushing against you as your hair dances around your cold face. As memories circled 

around my mind, I suddenly heard something, so I went towards the sound. I saw a rein-

deer swiftly passing by. I ran quickly to take a closer look, but I soon came to a sudden 

stop. I looked around in horror for my daddy, but he was nowhere to be found.  

It seemed the sun was saying goodbye and the night sky greeted me with a chilly 

wind. I panicked after hours of searching for my dad. I was afraid, freezing and trembling. 

I was colder than an iceberg. I could not feel my legs and my fingers. Suddenly I heard 

footsteps coming from behind, but I could not move. It came closer and closer and some-

thing pushed me. It was a reindeer and I was terrified when I saw it. It came closer again 

and pushed me with his nose, this time gently. A sudden relief swept over me as it kept 

nudging me, as if the reindeer was trying to tell me “It’s OK, you are going to be alright”. 

It guided me to the place where a second reindeer was standing. Both of them came closer 

and sat beside me, covering me and keeping me warm. I felt peace and harmony around 

me for the first time in hours, and I fell asleep watching the two reindeer and each snow-

flake falling like stars over us.  

The sun was shining as bright as a golden fire when I suddenly woke up to the sound 

of someone calling my name. Daddy! He was calling for me. He had looked for me all 

night and when he saw me lying there, he happily embraced me. I told him the astonishing 

story of what happened last night and he smiled with love and happiness. I looked around 

us, but there was no trace of the reindeer. My dad lifted me in his arms and we went back 

home.   

I was very happy to see my mom and I hugged her tightly. She kissed my forehead 

and gave me a steaming cup of hot chocolate, mixed with large marshmallows. Its aroma 

was like a puff of clean air. My heart was filled with the same affection and kindness the 

reindeer showed last night. It touched my soul thinking about the love of the animal we 

were so excited to kill. I took an oath that very moment that I would never hunt any ani-

mals, and that I would try to protect them. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 
Day and night. Dusk and dawn. Love and war. Him and I. 

We’re like two drops of water, except that one is wine. We’re like two coals, except 

that one is on fire. We’re the twin towers, except that it’s 11 September 2011. 

And there is one more thing, the fact that I don’t even know who is “him”  and we 

haven’t met each other, but I’ve got a feeling, it’s in my bones and it’s telling me that I 

will meet him, sooner than I thought… 

“Hey!” 

Somebody just threw a pillow in my face and I was sure that is was Chris, my little, 

nine-year-old, annoying sister. 

“Mom said that if you’re not downstairs in five minutes, you’re going to buy the 

Christmas presents!” 

“The rule is that the last one who’s coming in the dining room for breakfast will buy 

the presents! And I’m surprised that you still believe in Santa Clause!” 

“That’s because I still got presents! If you don’t believe in him, in the magic of 

Christmas, you’re not getting anything!” 

She turned around, showing me five fingers (how much time I have) and she left my 

bedroom, closing the door. I grabbed a pair of skinny, black jeans and off-size red jumper 

with a cute drawing of Santa on it and went downstairs, hoping that my big brother, 

Ethan, wasn’t home already and he was going to buy the presents, not me.  

I know you think that buying the Christmas presents is fun, is something that you do 

with your family, something… you got the idea. Well, let me shed some light: in the 

McCoy family there is a “Present Wish Box”, where every member is putting in a piece of 

paper with his Christmas wish. On the 22 of December, a poor helpless member of 

McCoy family, who’s the last one who comes downstairs for breakfast takes the box and 

goes shopping. Usually, this takes the whole day and the happy members of our family, 

who stay at home and not run all over the Paris  to buy presents are cooking the food for 

Christmas.   

Any hope I had just disappeared when I saw everybody at the table in the dining 

room. 

“Emma, come and eat something, honey!” 

“I’m not hungry, mom.” 

“You have to eat because you need energy for the “Present Rush”.” 
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The “Present Rush” is how I and Ethan call the present-buying. He always takes care 

of me and Chris because I’m usually acting like a twelve-year-old, but I’m sixteen al-

ready. 

“Emma, have a seat” said dad with the mouth full of eggs. 

* * * 

I ate the breakfast and went to the toy shop, trying to choose the teddy bear for 

Christine and of course that half of the list is with toys for her, which makes me think how 

lucky she is. 

Finally I finished with the toys and I got out of the shop to look at a painter, who 

was standing just in front of the Eiffel Tour, trying to paint it. I wasn’t paying attention to 

the street and a carriage was just about to hit me. I took a step back and I slipped on the 

ice. I would have fallen down if he hadn’t been there: a tall guy, with light green eyes and 

short, dark, wary hair caught me. 

We were looking at each other in front of the Eiffel Tour, in the snow, both with 

snowflakes in the hair. We were spell bound by each other. I felt like every part of my 

body touched by his hands radiated as if they had electricity. It was both cold and warm at 

the same time and I could not take my eyes off him. I felt like they were swallowing me 

with all that was around us. I didn’t believe in love at the first sight, but I certainly knew 

that something was happening. 

He let me down, without taking his eyes out of mine and said: 

“Are you okay?” 

I replied with a nod of my head and I felt his voice as if it vibrated all through my 

body. I finally blinked and let my eyes down when I saw a camera hanging on his neck. 

“Are you a photographer?” I didn’t know when I said that but it came out of my 

mouth. 

A smile has beamed on his face: 

“Yes, do you want a picture?” 

“Sure!” 

He grabbed his camera and took a picture of us in front of the Eiffel Tour. When I 

saw it my knees dipped and words came out my mouth again: 

“I’m Emma McCoy.” 

“Sam Ryles.” 

He gripped my hand gently and another guy called him. Sam turned to me with re-

gret in his green eyes and said: 

“I guess I got to go. Nice to meet you, Emma!” 

 “Me too, Sam! See you around then?” 

“I hope we’ll meet again…” 

“Same… Bye, Sam!” 

“Goodbye, Emma!” 

He walked away and I needed a few minutes to get to my senses after this… what-

ever this was. 

 



 

 

 

* * * 

The Christmas Eve… The most magic night of the year… When people are happy 

and the family is together… I’m hoping for a Christmas miracle, that I’m going to meet 

Sam again at least for once. If I had believed in Santa Clause things would have been 

different? The whole Christmas would change if I was like Chris, if I was a believer like 

her, if I didn’t consider Santa just a lie that our parents told us when we were younger? If 

that’s true, I won’t even know, but I still can hope, because hope is the last thing that 

remains. 

Everybody is coming in my room, with smiles on their faces, because downstairs, 

under the Christmas tree, there are the presents I bought and now my family is opening 

them, but there’s nothing for me there. My name wasn’t on any piece of paper, there isn’t 

any present for me there, so why am I supposed to celebrate with them when everything I 

can think of is how Sam caught me, the snowflakes in his hair and how he looked at me 

like I was his universe? I’m not going to cry! But I will if I stay in my room the whole 

night, so I’m going downstairs. 

Mom is trying her new make-up palette, Ethan is playing “Lets It Snow” at his new 

guitar beside Chris, who’s singing like an angel while she’s dressing-up her dolls into 

Christmas dresses, my grandparents are getting the table ready with all the food and dad is 

eating gingerbread. I’m looking at the tree and there’s a little box wrapped in red paper 

with my name on it. I’m blinking a couple times because I didn’t buy anything for myself. 

I’m slowly kneeling and start tearing the paper. Inside the box there is a heart shaped 

necklace. I open the heart and I see the picture Sam took of us at the Eiffel Tour. With the 

necklace there was a piece of paper with just two words… and I was a believer!  

 

 
December, the 23rd. Here we were, one day before Christmas. 

I woke up in a huge room, which didn't look to be mine. It had big walls, red cour-

tains and so many frills for Christmas. Suddenly, I started to hear some noise. It came 

from downstairs. I was too scared to go and see what it was. But... I had to do something 

to find out where I was, so I got up from the bed and I went to the big windows. 

I couldn't believe what I saw. It looked like a 'Winter Wonderland'. You could say 

that the nature was covered with 'sparkling sugar'! And then, I saw something more mys-
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terious. It was a brownie! I know that you won't believe me, but it really was! He was 

carrying a list in his arms... I was curious what it was with...  

The noise was getting louder and louder and... Louder! So, I decided to go and check 

what I heard... I had to forget about my fear! And I did.  

And, this is what I did. I went down trembling. I arrived on the first floor...And I 

was shocked of what I saw... It was a room full of MAGIC. Of brownies. Of all the things 

that you wouldn't believe. I was staring at them, how they were doing work. But not nor-

mal work. Some of them were feeding the deer (I think they were Santa Claus's deer), 

others were making gifts (For children I guess).  

So, I started to think : 'What if I am in Santa' s house? ','How did I wake up here?' 

But, I didn’t have enough time for thinking, because one brownie saw me. I was so 

scared. My heart was beating so fast. 'Will he do something to me?', this was the only 

question that was haunting my mind. The brownie was looking at me. The only think I 

could see on his face was 'Hmm... I wonder what she is doing here...' or 'What should I do 

with that girl? Who is she and what is she doing here?!'  At least this is what I thought and 

what I would think if I was in his place.  

After so much looking at each other, he started to move. He was making steps, try-

ing to get closer to me. After some steps, he was a little closer to me and he stopped. He 

asked me: 

'Hi! What are you doing here, are you lost?' 

Wow! He was so kind. Well, yeah, he is Santa's brownie... It was obvious that he 

wasn't gonna do anything to me. Hehe =)).  

So, I answered him : 'Well, I woke up in a huge room of this house! And I don' t 

know how I arrived here... '. Then, the brownie told me :' Well, now Santa has some work 

to do, but..' I stopped him:' WAIT, YOU SAID SANTA?? IS THIS A DREAM?? AM I 

GOING TO SEE SANTA CLAUS IN PERSON??????? WOW!! ' 

He smiled.' Yes, you are going to see Santa. He has now some work, but when he 

finishes it, I am going to ask him why you are here... And till he is back, you can help us! ' 

' Umm... Help you with...? ' I said.' With the gifts! Aren't you going to help us with mak-

ing the gifts? Because tomorrow is Christmas and we don't have enough time to finish... '.' 

Oh, I would like to help you, but I don't know how to make toys for children! '.' Oh, come 

on! It is easy! You just have to press some buttons! '.' Oh, well, then... I am going to help 

you! '.' Good! ' said the brownie really happy. Then he started to shout at all the brownies 

:' HELLO, BROWNIES! I HAVE AN ANNOUNCEMENT! ummm.... 'then he looked at 

me...' Oh yeah, I forgot! My name is Ruxy! '.' Okay, so, RUXY IS GOING TO HELP US 

TO MAKE AND PACK THE TOYS FOR CHRISTMAS!. 'WOOHOO!' shouted all the 

brownies really loud.  

'Oh, and, what is your name, little brownie?'. 'I am Max!' 'Oh, ok!'. 'So, Max, the 

noise I heard from my room was because of the toy machines?' I asked. 'Yes!' 

Hmm... All was clear to me now: I woke up in Santa's house, then I met a brownie 

and then we became friends! And I was going to see SANTA CLAUS!! I couldn't wait to 



 

 

 

tell my classmates about this! Well... I didn't think they would believe me, but  it was 

worth a try.  

So, I started to help them. Max showed me the machine I was going to work at. He 

was right, it was simple to use them. And you just needed some creativity to create the 

toys! Sometimes you had to use your creativity, sometimes you had to respect a list... 

Hmm... Oh! After I learned how to use the machine, I remembered that brownie who was 

carrying a list... I thought that that list was a child's list, who wrote to Santa!  

OK. After I thought much about it, Max asked me if everything was OK. Well, I was 

looking nowhere, just staying there and doing nothing so I believe that he wanted to know 

if I was OK.  

'OK, Ruxy. Now, that you know how to make toys here, you can start helping us!' 

said Max. 'Umm OK , Max!' I said. And I started to press the buttons. The first one – the 

green one, the second one - the red button, then select the form of your toy. It was easy! I 

was happy that I could help them. 

One hour later I decided to go to take a nap. I was so tired. But I didn't know where 

to go. 'Should I go back in the room I woke up?'... Then I saw Max. 'Max! Can I have a 

break?' I asked him.' Oh, sure! '.' Where can I go to sleep? '.' You can go where you woke 

up, I guess! '.' OK, thank you, Max! '.  

So I went to sleep, being happy that I could help making the toys in time. Then I was 

sure that Santa would arrive at all the children. 

This is how I spent a day in Winter Wonderland.  

 And yes, this is how I saved Christmas. 

 



 

 

 

 
There were days when she wanted to disappear or just go somewhere where nobody 

was going to judge her or make fun of her. She just wanted to have friends, true friends, 

but nowadays you can hardly find someone who would really care for you, who would 

stay with you when you burst into tears out of the blue. It was that kind of person Laila 

wanted to meet. If someone saw her she would be described as a happy 16-  year - old girl 

with beautiful green eyes in which you could get lost forever in an unknown universe, a 

girl with one of the brightest smiles you have ever seen and with long brown hair. But no 

one would say that behind that smile, there was a girl with no friends, a girl who had lost 

her grandfather a week before and a girl who was near to lose her last hope of being hap-

py. 
There were three weeks before the Christmas Holiday and everybody was talking 

about presents and where they were going to spend Christmas. Laila was watching all 

these people while she was writing in her notebook. She had been writting in it since she 

was in the 6
th

 grade and wanted to keep all her memories alive. It was her last class that 

day so after it she ran back home,she locked in her room and jumped in her bed. This was 

what she would do after any other boring day at school. The window was open and she 

could feel the cold from outside but she did not get up to close it. After an hour , she 

opened her eyes and saw her room covered in snow. She thought it was her room but it 

wasn`t. 
‘Hi…’said a voice behind Laila. ’Welcome to the Winter Wonderland…you have 

got lost, haven`t you?’ said the voice again. Laila could not understand what had hap-

pened but she did not get scared and tried to find out who she was talking to. ‘Who are 
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you?’ she whispered. ’Maybe an angel who is trying to help people ...’.Laila kept ask-

ing:’What is this place,what has happened here,why there is nobody else here,but you? 
’Well…Can you see the snowflakes? They are frozen tears of every person on earth. 

Can you see  these leaves? They are pieces of broken hearts…and the trees which are now 

frozen, are the souls of the ones who get hurt the most. This is the Winter Wonderland, the 

place where the wind is made of forgotten words and broken promises and the snow is 

made of memories. Here, when someone forgets the reasons  why they live, they are taken 

here to remember how they used to keep hoping and how they would fight for their fami-

lies, their friends and their soul mates, how they were brave when everybody was trying to 

get them down and every year, there are many people who get here to be reminded  their 

powers of living, helping others and fighting. That`s why, near Christmas, everybody is 

kind and happy. They just recall what it feels like to fight and  be defeated and so they 

start reliving their lives, appreciating what they have. This is one of the reasons why you  

are here .,Laila, you just have to remember who you really are and you will see how hap-

py you will be again. And remember Laila, even the whitest rose has a black shadow. 

Everyone you will meet has an unknown story so if you want to become someone`s 

friend, first try to understand why they are the way they are.’ 
For some seconds, Laila did not know what she saw but when she looked more care-

fully she saw a light coming from nowhere. Later on,she realised that it was a star made of 

all her beautiful memories.When she looked at the sky, she remembered everything about 

her family and friends who she had distanced from. She closed her eyes for a second to let 

her tears roll down on her cheeks. When she opened them again, she was back in her room 

where the window was still open.She got out of bed, but instead of closing it she let the 

snowflakes touch her skin and then she had her first true smile after a long while 

 

 
Once upon a time, there was a magical kingdom, faraway from mankind. But that 

changed when little Ashlie and her older sister, Elizabeth, discovered this magical king-

dom. 

It was a snowy evening in Seattle, on December 26th, when Ashlie’s parents told her 

and Beth that they had to leave due to a business meeting and that they would return on 

December 31st. 
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Beth was furious. She didn’t want to spend 5 days taking care of her younger sister. 

She wanted to go out with her friends, to party, but now that her parents were leaving, she 

could no longer do that. She had to stay home and take care of her sister. Her parents 

noticed the anger on their daughter’s face and decided to call their grandmother, Cecilia. 

When Cecilia arrived, the couple had already gone. Beth came out of her room out 

of boredom and came across her grandmother. 

“Why are you here?” asked Beth in a cold, harsh voice. 

“Your mother called. She said something along the lines that sounded like that „I 

need some extra help with this’’ said Cecilia with a big smile on her pale face. 

“Well, now that Ashlie has a nanny, I will go out with my friends. Don’t expect me 

to be back anytime soon.” 

“Fine with me! Take care, Elizabeth!” 

“Yeah, yeah” mumbled Beth, already tired of that conversation. 

Ashlie was taking a nap and Cecilia was reading a book on the living room sofa. She 

was feeling sleepy so she closed the book and lay down to get some sleep. 

By the time Beth came home, the night was still young. The sound of the door 

slammed shut woke Cecilia up almost immediately. 

“Elizabeth? Is that you?” asked Cecilia inquiringly. 

“Yes grandma. It’s me.” answered Beth. 

“Well, now that you’re back, I’m going to sleep. Good night”, Beth. 

“Good night, grandma”. 

Cecilia began walking up the stairs while Beth was taking off her coat. A door was 

opened upstairs and soon a giggle followed. 

“You’re back early” laughed Ashlie. “What? Did your friends dump you?” 

“Aren’t you supposed to be asleep, Ashlie?” 

“No!” 

Ashlie walked to the sofa and threw herself on it. 

“Are you hungry? I’m making sandwiches” said Beth. 

Ashlie could guess that Beth was sad. She could hear it in her voice. But she didn’t 

ask. She knew that her sister would be sadder if she reminded her. 

“No, but could you read me a bedtime story? Pretty please!!” 

“Fine. I will read it to you. Bring the book” said Beth. 

“OK!” 

Ashlie took her grandmother’s book and searched for a story. When she came across 

the story „Faraway Kingdom” she felt like that was the one. She wanted to hear that once. 

Beth sat on the couch and began reading. Both girls were getting very sleepy, but 

Beth struggled to stay awake so she could finish the story. As soon as the story was over, 

Beth fell asleep next to Ashlie. 

 

Morning came and Beth was on the verge of waking up. When she opened her eyes, 

all she saw was white. She started screaming, which woke Ashlie up. 



 

 

 

“Why are you screaming? What’s wrong?” asked Ashlie, without noticing where she 

was. 

“What’s wrong? WHAT’S WRONG? Look around you, Ashlie, and tell me what 

you see!” screamed Beth. 

Ashlie looked around her and started crying. 

“Where are we? Beth, where are we?” asked Ashlie with tears running down her 

face. 

“If I knew, I would tell you”. 

Beth was terrified. She didn’t know where they were, she was tired, hungry and very 

scared. 

“Let’s try to figure something out” said Beth, trying to stay calm. 

“OK”. 

They got up from the ground and started walking. They thought it was very strange 

that they weren’t cold. They were surrounded by snow. Wind was blowing in their faces, 

but they weren’t feeling it. 

They walked and walked for hours on end until Beth saw a shape forming in the dis-

tance. 

“Ashlie! Look!” shouted Beth. 

‘What! Where?” 

‘There! In the distance!” Beth shouted once again. 

Ashlie looked where Beth was pointing and finally saw it too. The strange shape in 

the distance. 

“What are you waiting for? Let’s go! Someone may be there” shouted Beth while 

running towards the shape. 

Ashlie ran behind Beth. They kept running until they arrived at the kingdom’s gates. 

“What is this place?” asked Ashlie fearfully. 

“I don’t know Ash, but maybe they can help us.” 

Both Beth and Ashlie started screaming for help. Soon, the gates opened, but no one 

was behind them, so they stepped beyond the gates. 

The city looked deserted, yet it had a welcoming feeling. The sun was shining in the 

sky, yet thick snow was covering the roofs of the houses and the streets. Some of the 

horns had smoke coming out of them, yet it seemed like no one was inside. 

“Where is everyone, Beth?” 

“How could I know? Let’s keep looking, Ash. Don’t lose hope.” 

The city looked like it was taken out of a fairytale. 

“Pss! Over here!” whispered an unknown voice. 

‘Who’s there?” Beth shouted, holding Ashlie’s hand. 

“Over here!” the voice repeated. 

The two sisters started walking towards the voice. What they came across shocked 

them to the core. It was a fairy. A real fairy. They couldn’t believe it. 

“Impossible! whispered Beth under her breath. “Is this some kind of joke?” 

“Impossible? Yes. A joke? No”. the fairy answered clearly. “Welcome to Faraway!’ 



 

 

‘Faraway? What’s that?” asked Beth in disbelief. 

“Faraway is a place that no human has ever been able to enter.” 

“If no one entered before, how comes we are here now?” 

“I allowed you to enter.” 

“What’s your name, Miss Fairy?” 

“I heard your cries of help. My name is Riko and I can help you go back home.” 

“Really?” asked Beth, hope filling her eyes. 

“Of course. You said it yourself. I’m impossible.” 

Riko led them to her house. Her house looked ordinary on the outside. But inside it 

was a real treasure. Riko had hundreds of books about our world, potions, strange looking 

objects that the two had never seen before. 

“I can make a spell that will take you from Faraway back to your world.” 

“Back to our world?” Beth asked in mistrust. 

“Oh, I’m sorry. Did I say your world? I meant your home.” 

Riko left the room while Ash was looking through the books. 

“Ash! Don’t touch those. They’re not yours!” said Beth angrily. 

“I’m sorry.” 

“It’s done. But there is one more thing. You see, there is a reason you were brought 

here. But I can’t figure out the reason. What was the last thing you remember before wak-

ing up here?” 

“Well, I remember that before I had a little argument with my grandmother, I went 

out with some friends. It didn’t go well. I had a serious argument with them because they 

were making fun of my sister. After that, I came back home” explained Beth. 

“I see. What about you, Ash?” asked Riko. 

“After I had heard the little argument between Beth and grandma, I went to sleep, 

hoping things were going to be better after I wake up. I woke up around midnight, when 

Beth came home. I could tell that she was sad” recalled Ashlie. 

“It seems like the main reason was sadness. But don’t worry. I can take you back 

home.” 

“Thank you” said Beth. 

Riko nodded and started speaking in a foreign language. The potion started glowing 

strongly, almost blindingly. 

“It’s done. Before you drink it, you need to tell each other something you’ve never 

told one another” said Riko. 

“Beth, I look up to you. You are my role model and I love you a lot.” 

“Ashlie, I may have never shown it, but I care deeply about you. I love you too.” 

They drank the potion at the same time and everything became black. 

Both girls heard a soft voice but they couldn’t understand what it was saying. 

“GIRLS!” the voice shouted. 

They immediately woke up. 

“Good. You are awake. I’m going to the market. Elizabeth, take care of the house 

while I’m gone.” 



 

 

 

“Yes, grandma.” 

After Cecilia left the house, both girls looked at each other and started laughing. 

“This will be our little secret. We will definitely do this again.” said Beth. 

“Deal”. 

 

 
There is nothing more fascinating than admiring the dance of the big lacey snow-

flakes floating above the city on the first winter morning. It’s not a city anymore; it defi-

nitely became a small paradise on earth, veiled in a diamond glint. I look around at this 

white empire and it seems to me that the sky and the earth are united in a huge crystal 

globe. 

Fat clouds decorate the sky. Snow is in the air. The cold, frostbitten wind blows at 

my fingers face. It ripples through my hair and the feeling of numbness overcomes me. 

The houses are covered with shining veils and every eave has frozen tears hanging down. 

The whole scene is cold and magical: a bright white drawing, an ocean of snow, a world 

of ice. 

  The deep winter silence will be soon shattered: happy children voices will fill the 

winter air. Do you remember that time when you went sledding with your best friend? 

You were racing each other down the hill, falling into the soft snow and laughing. For me 

it’s one of the best feelings of this season! Then, in the middle of the game, suddenly, 

little snowflakes start falling again, silver pieces rushing toward the earth. Now is the time 

for a hot chocolate brake and a story shared with my best friend, Sophia around the fire-

place. Every time we imagine a new story, inspired by the fantasy land that winter spreads 

around the world.  For one moment, in the middle of the story told by my friend, Sophia, I 

close my eyes and think about Christmas that is to come: friends and family together, the 

velvet red ribbons of the presents, the eyes of my mother, my father, my grandparents, my 

cousin, my aunt and my uncle, my friends, shining with delight and happiness. 

After the snowing stops, a snowman must be done out of the fresh snow. He has 

everything he dreams of:  a funny hat on his round hat, an orange carrot nose and a little 

smirking mouth. My green scarf suits him well, so it’s his! A snowman is a good friend 

and confident and he deserves a warm scarf for the long winter nights. 
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When the night breaks the day and all of us are back to our cozy homes, with eyelids 

starting feeling heavier and heavier, the trees on the snowy streets, looking like giant 

white candles, fall asleep as well, fascinated by the fragile wings of the winter moon. 

The first day of winter is over, but many overs come ahead.  The show goes on each 

day, icy, cold, magical, and almost unreal.  

The three months of winter pass by too quickly and… one morning I wake up and 

feel warm rays of sunshine falling onto my face. And in my backyard I can see the little 

head of the beloved snowman shining in the sun, half melted, with a warm smile plastered 

on his face, telling me a last goodbye until the next winter wonderland… See you soon, 

my friend! My green scarf will wait for you next winter! 

 

 
Once upon a time, there was a cold winter day. The pale sunbeams were warming 

the last blades of green grass, which were hiding under the fluffy white blanket of winter. 

All the trees’ leaves fell off and the branches became empty and colorless. 

All the animals in the forest were missing the birds’ songs, which have left behind 

an amazing but cold winter realm. The birds will come back in the springtime, when the 

sun will embrace the Emerald Forest. 

A lovely squirrel named Kira, with the fur like fire and big  brown shaped  sparkly 

almond eyes would miss them the most. 

Kira’s best friend was Lola. She was a gracious swallow with big shaped pearl eyes 

and a very long tail, which flew to the tropics with her family. She didn’t want to go but 

she was forced by her family as the weather was getting worse and worse. 

When Kira kindly asked her mom if she was allowed to go with Lola, her mother re-

plied: 

“Kira, my darling, squirrels don’t fly. They need to store food and survive here in 

the forest during the winter. I know you’re sad because Lola is your best friend, but I need 

your help to store nut supplies for the winter.” 

Kira was unhappy because she wanted so much to go with her friend, Lola and 

spend the winter with her, but the laws of nature were severe. 

Kira was thinking about this whilst she was picking up the last nuts from the tree, 

when all of a sudden she heard her mother shouting: 

“Kira, hurry up, we need to pack! Two-Legged monsters are coming  towards they 

are planning to destroy the forest. It’s too dangerous to stay here!” 
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Two-Legged were some strange creatures that looked really scary. They were beige 

and they talked an unknown language. Also, they are making strange things and nobody 

understand them. 

Squirrels disliked them because most of these creatures were mean. Not many Two-

Legged monsters were kind and friendly, so that’s why the animals decided to run away 

from them. 

When they have seen that the Two-Legged monsters were coming, Kira and her 

mother took in a heartbeat all the food supplies and put them in some bags made of leaves. 

They took the bags and ran away, but they didn’t know where they were going and 

Kira was too afraid to ask her mother. 

The squirrels felt the cold winter wind blowing in their faces. The cold weather was 

hard to bear but they continued to walk. 

Kira’s mother decided to go in the forest that was on the Eternal Mountain.  

The forest on the Eternal Mountain was a magical one because the trees were 

green throughout the year.  

In winter time, the evergreen trees look so poetic. When these are covered in a white 

mantle and the sun projects its beams of light onto them, a magical landscape is created.  

The road was difficult to travel on, but in the end the squirrels decided to build their 

house in a tall Christmas tree. 

Kira wasn’t happy because she kept thinking about her old home and she missed her 

friend, Lola, too. She knew that when Lola will come back in the springtime she wouldn’t 

be able to find her in the Emerald Forest. 

Kira’s mom was looking around whilst Kira was thinking about her old home. 

Kira was admiring the tall Christmas trees which were covered in snow when she 

has suddenly saw a white sparkly light coming from the sky. 

Kira didn’t know that the light was coming to her, so she looked more carefully in 

the sky and she was surprised to see a little fairy.  

The fairy was wearing a long white sparkly dress with blue patterns on it and she 

had long dark-blue hair, braided down her back. 

Kira didn’t know where she came from as the fairy showed up out of the blue. 

“I am the fairy of the Eternal Mountain and my name is Snow Fairy, she said. I 

heard your thoughts and I came to help you. 

“Wow! Can you read animals’ minds? asked Kira surprised .” 

“Of course, my dear Kira! I am here to help you so I will send my friend Clara, the 

owl in the springtime to go and find Lola.” 

The fairy disappeared all of sudden. 

Kira started to count the last remaining winter days as she was excited to see Lola 

again. 

After a few months, the winter took its white coat and  decided to leave the Eternal 

Mountain. 

The first day of spring came and Clara flew to the Emerald Forest to find Lola. 



 

 

A week later, she came back with Lola. However, Clara had a difficult time search-

ing for Lola and her family even though she looked in every hollow and nest, but no mat-

ter the effort, Clara could not find her. Right when she was about to give up, she saw a 

hollowed wooden log and searched within it. She was surprised to see that Lola’s family 

was hiding in there. 

Upon Clara’s return with Lola, Kira bursted into tears as she had missed her friend 

so much.  

To everyone’s surprise, Lola and her family made their nest in Kira’s tree, so they 

could see each other more often. 

Snow Fairy became their friend, too and together the days just flew by. 

When winter swept the land again, Lola had to fly once more to the tropics in the au-

tumn.  

However, Kira did not have a heavy heart as she knew that her best friend will return 

and in the meantime she would spend the winter with her new friend, Snow Fairy.  



 

 

 

 
Once upon a time there was a girl named Kate. She was living with her grandma in 

Chimneyville from The New Georgia.She hasn’t  met her parents yet. Grandma says  they 

died in a car accident when she was a  baby, but Kate still hopes they are alive. 

She was born on 24th December, and that is one of the many special things about 

her. Kate has blue eyes, blonde hair and a large smile on her face. 

One day, she was doing her homework in her room when a weird sound came from 

the wardrobe. The girl opened it and saw a fairy with long brown hair, green eyes and 

clear wings. The fairy was wearing a red dress. 

At first, Kate was afraid of her and she shouted. 

”Don’t be afraid,  my princess. I am a good fairy.” 

”Me? Princess?” 

”Of course! Your grandma didn’t tell you about Wonderland? About your parents?” 

”My parents died when I was a baby, but what is Wonderland?” 

”Wonderland is a magic world which needs you now. You are the princess of  that 

world and your parents are the king and the queen.” 

”Why does Wonderland need me ? 

”Because you have the power of Winter. In Wonderland it is always spring because 

a bad spring witch is controlling the weather. In Wonderland must always be Winter!” 

”Let’s go there! I want to make my parents proud!” 

And the fairy shook her wand and they teleported in the witch’s house. 

”Who are you! Get out of my house or I will turn you into a bird!” 

”I am the princess of this world and I will make Winter again! You can’t stop me!” 
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”Hahahahahahahahahaha! What a good joke! Do you know who I am? Well, I am 

the spring witch! You don’t know how to use your powers!” 

”Yes, I don’t know how to use them, but I will learn!” 

”We will see....” 

And they teleported again. This time they arrived in a beautiful palace. 

”Mom! Dad! I thought you died!” 

”I know, sweetie, but grandma said that for your safety. It was very hard for us to 

stay away from you. The witch wanted to steal your powers when you were little and 

finally we can see you again. You have to go to our wizard to learn how to use your pow-

ers, said her mom. 

Kate listened to her and went to the wizard. 

”Hello, little princess! ” 

”Hello!” 

”Are you ready to use the most powerful spells in the word?! 

”Yes, I think so...” 

”Excellent!” 

And they practised until Kate could use her powers. 

After three days of training she went to fight the witch. 

”You are back!” 

”Yes, and this time I will fight you!” 

”Grrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrr” 

They fought and fought until Kate won. 

Suddenly, it started to snow. Everyone was happy again. 

When she arrived at the palace again she hugged her parents. 

 Kate and her grandma moved in Wonderland and lived happily ever after, and years 

later Kate became the best queen that world had ever seen. 

At the coronation the witch was there. 

”I’m sorry about what I did in the past. Now I’m a good person. Do you want to be 

friends? Oh and I have two sisters. They want to be your friends too, of course, if you 

want...” 

”Hmmmmmm, why not? What are the names of your sisters?” 

”Autumn and Summer. You can trust them. I promise.” 

And the witch became a very beautiful princess. 

The next day Kate met Spring’s sisters. They were kind and friendly. 

The queen of Wonderland was named after that, Winter. She took her first decision: 

Spring, Autumn, Summer and Winter can have three months to control the weather. 

And in the world was harmony. 

 

  



 

 

 

 
Some say Santa Claus is Christmas, but my story begin like this. The crystal mirror 

shone in the spell of darkness, and the night demons were shimmering brightly in the sky.  

It's Christmas Eve, some say, but it's not true. The most anticipated gift is missing. 

Maybe you wonder what that is, it's a surprise. The diligent and joyful people have al-

ready prepared the beautiful tree, decorated with glass balls of different colors : blue, red, 

yellow, green, silver and garlands, and at the top they put up a star. Grandmother sits in 

her old wooden chair, knitting gloves, socks, scarves and hats for her grandchildren. The 

mother was in the kitchen preparing a delicious dinner. The kids come back, leave their 

clean and polished boots by the door, clean the room, so they receive gifts from Santa 

Claus. Knowing that the wish list was already sent to him, they change into pyjamas.  

They run around their grandmother, at some point, tripping on each other. The chil-

dren's senses go through the kitchen, sneaking up, to taste the delicious food. The men 

come back  tired, with fir trees on their backs. The sponge cake, fluffy, with chocolate, 

cinnamon and nuts, cheese snails, sarmale, pudding, pudding, cream, all of the wonderful 

delicacies, tempted the children. Finally, the mother calls everyone to the table. The loved 

ones are with their families. In the evening, Mr. Sandman, blows gently on the children's 

eyes, making them fall asleep.  

A little boy, Andrew, had noticed something : it wasn't snowing, at all. So he took 

his new boots, the hat, the jacket, a lamp, and Lelo, his dog, which he had received from 

his grandfather. In the spell of the night, towering and magnificent, the diamond globe 

illuminates the dark abyss. He walked deep into the forest and lost his way. He reached a 

cave and went deep inside it. Suddenly a dazzling light was getting closer and closer. The 

boy close his eyes and kept on walking. When he opened his eyes, he realized he was in a 

amazing forest. It was more than fairy-tales, the trees of  shekel, the flakes of wool looked 

like wreaths, asarian flowers. Silver butterflies were flying on the unseen wings of the 

wind, the snow quilt covered with some crystalline stars was marred only by the boy's 

footprins. The breeze of a brilliant azure gave him a splendid view. He lurked happily on 

the brass avenues. A cold light flickered on the infinite azure. A shadow was approaching 

with heavy footsteps. With a cotton beard, diamond eyes and christmas air, it was  Santa 

Claus himself. He prepared his sleigh with the nine reindeer, headed by Rudolf.  

" Old ma, old man ! " said Andrew.  

" Yes, who is calling me ? " 
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" Down here ! " 

" What's the matter ? "  

" Are you going home ? "  

" First, I have some friends to visit. Come with me, I'll take you home, okay? " 

" Okay, old man ! " 

The y climbed into the red velvet sleigh and started off. The freezing wind was 

whistling and hitting their faces, the strong wind blew off the boy's hat. He tried to catch 

it, was too late. The atmosphere became warmer. They climbed into the red velvet sleigh 

and started off. The nature's Pan flute could be heard through the sugar-coated trees all the 

way to the palace. Everything was like gold, silver, taken out of the ground. The place 

where they were was the Land of  Dreams, which was owned by Mr. Sandman. They took 

Mr. Sandman along with them towards the fortress of the Tooth Fairy. All of it was made 

of glass and crystal. There were hundreds of rooms with teeth. Every tooth represented 

moments from the past. And, finally, they also passed by Easter Island.  

On the way to the village where the boy lived, Santa Claus said,  

" I have seen you have a kind soul, patient and peaceful, I will allow you to choose a 

gift ! "  

" Thank you, Santa ! "  

As the wind touched his face, the boy thought of what he saw. It was not snowing " 

Snow ", he thought. Near the village he said :  

" Santa, I want snow ! " 

" Snow ? " 

" Yes ! "  

The old man closed his eyes and said : 

" Bic, pic, pic, and a dwarf ! " 

Something cold wet the little boy's nose. When he looked at it, he saw snowflakes. 

From the sledge of Santa Claus, the bells began to sound. The people in the village heard 

it, got up and lit the houses. After this, they began to decorate a fir tree in the center of the 

village.  

The expected gift is snow. It's not winter or Christmas without it.  

 

MERRY CHRISTMAS, TO ALL OF YOU 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 



 

 

 

 
Not far from  Stoneburgh, there is a small town where Pete and his family live. Most 

of the houses of his town are surrounded by old trees and beautiful gardens. With its 

stores, its school and its Town Hall, it looks like many other towns, but unlike the other 

towns, in this one it snows every year, and the winter is the longest season. That’s why 

people called it Snowdale. 

  All the children in Pete’s town  love winter and look forward to its arrival, but 

the only one who does not wait for the snowy season is Pete.  All his friends love to fight 

with  snowballs and make snowmen, but not Pete.  

After the first snowflakes, every single child wears a hat, a scarf and a pair of  mit-

tens. Not Pete. He always wears two hats, one on top of the other, two scarves around his 

neck and two pairs of mittens. 

This year winter came again, but this time she  brought with her a very special 

snow,  with bigger and more sparkling snowflakes. 

On the first Saturday morning of their holiday,  Pete’s friends were out bundled up 

in warm clothes, enjoying the snow. Their favourite game was the fight with  snowballs.  

Freddy, Harry and  Sofia, Pete’s best friends, were laughing and playing. The snow 

brought them so much joy. 

“Pete, come and make one snowball, at least, said Freddy.” 

“I don’t like it. I am getting wet.” 

“But you are wearing two pairs of mittens one on top of the other, pointed out Har-

ry.” 

“The snow is cold, replied Pete.” 

“Leave him alone! He has been like this since he moved in this town. Do you re-

member? His family came here from a big city”, Sofia tried to explain. 

“We do remember, agreed all, going back to their game.”  

Pete, dressed with two hats, two scarves around his neck and two pairs of mittens 

was looking at them and said nothing. The only thing he liked was to look at his friends. 

They were different from  those in the big city. They were good and always happy. In 

summer, they all have a wonderful time together. 

As Pete was standing quietly thinking of his friends, it started to snow again with 

huge snowflakes. It was so beautiful! He hardly could watch the fight. Everything was 

sparkling, like in a fairy tale. Suddenly he felt something. It was not a snowball, and it 
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was not hard on him. He looked down. Right beside him a little tiny boy was trying to 

hold his hand.  

“I cannot hold your hand. It is two thick. You have two pairs of mittens, said the lit-

tle boy. I have none. Hi! My name is Will.” 

“I am cold. That’s why, and I hate winter. Hi! My name is Pete. But you must be 

cold, too. You are not wearing mittens.” 

Meanwhile the huge snowflakes were landing on Pete’s nose and Will’s hands.  

“Will, I’ll give you one of my pairs of mittens. It is getting colder.”  

“Thank you, Pete. You are so kind.” 

Pete took off his mittens. He had no time to put them back. Hundreds of snowflakes 

came and covered his hands. Will looked at him and he could not believe. Both started to 

laugh.  

“How come the snowflakes are coming just to you? Look! I have none.” 

Laughing, Pete took off his hats, and again, hundreds of snowflakes landed on his 

head. Then he undid the scarves, and again the snowflakes were trying to get under Pete’s 

coat. 

“What’s going on with you, Pete? The snow loves you. Can’t you see that? You 

have to love it, too.” 

“Will, I think I love the snow again. You know, in the big city where I lived, the 

children used to beat me with hard snowballs, and…” 

“But here you are in Wonderland!” 

“ You mean Winter Wonderland!” 

Suddenly thousands and thousands of snowflakes came and pushed Pete and Will in-

to the happy place where the children of the little town were playing with  snowballs. 

It was the beginning of another winter holiday, but a very special one for Pete! 

 

 
 In a cold winter day, when the sky was shining like a frozen ocean, my grandfa-

ther asked me, in great secrecy to come with him to show me something very important. 

Curios, I followed him in the garage. When I arrived, he showed me a big old weird ma-

chine. Surprised, I asked my grandfather: 

“Grandpa, what’s this?” 

He took me in a dark corner and whispered: 
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“It’s a portal to Santa’s workshop. It’s the only place on Earth through which you 

can get there. 

  A minute later, I heard my mom’s voice: 

“Son, lunch is ready! I made your favourite dish, French fries and grilled chicken. 

Come up, please!” 

 As I was running to the house with grandpa, he whispered: 

“Dear nephew, don’t touch that portal, it’s old and dangerous! We’ll check it togeth-

er before Christmas!” 

I agreed and then run into the house to eat. After lunch, I asked my mom to let me 

go out into the park, but I went in the garage instead. I know I lied but I was too curious to 

resist the temptation of trying out the portal. I pressed a red button. Then, a big ball of 

light expanded. Drawn to it, I stepped into the machine.  

After an hour, I woke up at the North Pole. Fevered, I looked behind and I saw a big 

workshop. It was Santa’s workshop! I run there, but, suddenly, I stopped. I looked up and 

saw Santa Claus. He asked me: 

“Young man, how did you get here?” 

I explained him about my grandfather and about the portal. He laughed as if a 

memory has been lighted. He took me into the living room, next to the warm chimney. I 

was happy to be warm again. Santa said to me: 

“I know who you are! Your grandfather was my best friend when we were working 

at a science lab. He was fascinated by the mystery of teleportation. I was his partner, but 

we didn’t agree in some matters.  I was thinking of giving up my job and dedicate myself 

to helping the others. I wanted to be the next Santa Claus, and here I am! Santa Claus in 

flesh and bones! I built this workshop with my elves. Back to him, after his research was 

finished, he finally managed to build this teleportation machine. The portal was working! 

The first person who went through that portal was actually him! He came to me here, 

where no human can get. He stayed here for about two weeks, but then he wanted to go 

back home. We said goodbye and then walked him to the portal. It was a failure! He 

reached New York, and not Kansas. After a few years he gave up the idea.” 

I was surprised and happy. After this story, I was afraid to go back in Kansas, so I 

asked Santa to let me stay in his workshop. To thank him I spent my time working in his 

workshop, helping the elves.  

After a month of work, the big night has come. I was very tired, and I fell asleep. 

Santa and his elves lifted me up and put me into the sleigh. After a couple of hours, I 

woke up in Japan! I fell asleep again. Now I was in Sweden. I thought it was a dream, and 

fell asleep, again. That happened a lot of times, in different countries: Norway, Italy, and 

France, even in Romania! After a while, I woke up in my bed, next to my little Christmas 

tree.  I ran into the living room and told my family all about my adventures. No one be-

lieved me; they said I was only missing for a few hours. But I’m sure someone will be-

lieve me- my dear grandfather.    



 

 

 

 
Winter Wonderland … a beautiful dream for all the children!  

Well, my WINTER WONDERLAND is a magic one. 

The trees have got white cotton on, the grass has got a long cloth which is white too, 

like everything from this land. It is snowing outside and it looks like some white bees are 

flying everywhere. The children are making snowmen, skating on the shiny ice and no one 

can forget about the angels made in the snow. 

You can see that the winter Queen is here. Her frozen blue eyes are looking around 

carefully, to have no place without snow. Her magic is wonderful. She can make you to 

forget about homework, school or anything like this. The Queen can also make the time to 

fly away. The Winter Queen has a big secret; she can bring the snow to life. 

I know! This story looks like a normal one. But it is not like how it looks. Never 

trust the appearance! Let`s start the real “WINTER WONDERLAND” … It is a really 

beautiful Christmas. 

The house has got some nice clothes which are glowing in the dark. In the houses I 

can see people who are happy. Everyone has fun. The children are singing carols, or eat-

ing cookies behind the Christmas tree. The parents are playing with their sons or daugh-

ters. 

Mary Smith is one girl who lives in a big house with her brother and her lovely par-

ents. She likes stories and she is dreaming: A STORY CAN MAKE HER THE HAPPI-

EST CHILD EVER. She does not want gifts, like her brother. Mary wants Santa Claus to 

bring her a real story. 

She is waiting and waiting and waiting…. But Santa doesn’t hear it…. 
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Mary is going outside now, maybe Santa is shy. Maybe he will come and make her 

wish real when she is not there to see him. 

She is going to play in the snow. It’s 7 o’clock. It is time. Mary transforms the snow 

into a polar bear, his name is Tom. But in this time, Santa is talking with the Winter 

Queen; because she is very good, her wish can be real. The Winter Queen makes some 

colorful magic and the polar bear starts talking: “Mary, do you want to see the place I 

come from and my family?” 

Mary is shocked, but she is saying “Yes!”. The polar bear takes Mary’s hand and is 

flying with her. She sees the city and, after this, a big and colorful circle. When they are in 

the circle, they see a different world. There are no people! There are just polar bears made 

of snow. 

The houses are not normal, they are made of snow too. Well, everything is made of 

snow. 

The polar bears are saying: “Good evening!”  They are so kind! 

They are finally staying in front of Tom`s house. Some polar bears are inviting them 

in the snow house. Their names are Katy, John, Wanda and Sam. Katy is Tom`s wife, 

John is ten years old and Wanda is ten, too. They are twins. Sam is a baby. He is two 

years old. Katy put on the table a big turkey soup, pasta, juice and many fruits. She is 

telling stories. After dinner they are playing games and singing carols. 

What a beautiful family! 

The snow clock is trying to show something. Oh! It shows that it is twelve o`clock. 

Mary is seeing something red in front of her face. It is getting bigger and bigger and 

Mary is disappearing, and appearing in her house behind her family. She is looking at the 

clock. It’s 7 o’clock. How it this possible? Mary is so happy. Now she knows that her 

wish was transformed into real life! 

I am waiting for Christmas. Let’s see if I am a good child, like Mary. This is my 

WINTER WONDERLAND! 

Do you believe in The Miracles of Christmas?  

What is your WINTER WONDERLAND? 

 



 

 

  
It was a cold and beautiful winter day. Outside it was snowing heavily. 

During the English class, Emma was watching how the snowflakes were dancing. 

She always did that. Emma loved winter since she was little. One day, she was playing 

with Cindy on the frozen lake, when Emma fell down. Cindy laughed all day long about 

that. Since then, the girls have been best friends. But something was different in the way 

the snowflakes were dancing this time. They were bigger than ever. 

The English class finished. The girl was on her way home, when a snowball hit her. 

It was her friend, Cindy. 

Emma: “What are you doing here, Cindy?” 

Cindy: “I only wanted to see you.” 

Emma: “I’m sorry, but I have to go home.” 

Cindy: “Can I come with you, please?” 

Emma: “Sure, we’re going to have a lot of fun. Mom cooked me some chocolate 

chip cookies with milk and marshmallows. We can play video games, too. ” 

Cindy: “That sounds interesting! Let’s go!” 

They had a lot of fun, but on that night Emma was feeling really bad. She had a ter-

rible headache. She didn’t sleep all the night. In the morning she was like a new person.  

At school, the kids were having a snow fight. A big snowball hit Emma in her face. 

Her hair turned white as her hands. Emma’s eyes weren’t black anymore, but light blue. 

She had a long white dress made of ice and snow. Thousands of snowflakes were floating 

around her hands. Everything she was touching it turned into snow. She had magical pow-

ers. Everybody was shocked. Those giant snowflakes gave her powers. That’s why she 

was feeling bad.  

A week after that, the city was covered in snow. It was looking like cotton candy. It 

was a Winter Wonderland. The trees were white. All the fields, mountains and heals were 

shining under the weak sunlight. 

Cindy: “Emma, while I was looking for a book on the internet, I found a story which 

proves that you are the Winter Fairy!!!” 

Emma: “Who am I?!?” 

Cindy: “The one who brings the winter in our country. Every country has one and all 

of them look the same. You always loved the winter, right” 

Emma: “Wow, that is amazing! I think you are right!” 
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From that day, Emma brought the winter every year, in one night. She was covering 

the trees, the grass, everything with shiny snow and the lakes with ice. 

But shh !!! Nobody must know that, because it’s a secret! 

And that was Emma’s story!    

 

  
It was the night of the twenty-fourth of December. The moon looked like a white 

balloon, the stars were more sparkling than ever and everything around was quiet and 

wonderful.  

Arthur was preparing for His coming, for Santa Claus´ coming. He waited and he 

waited until he couldn´t keep his eyes open and fell asleep. Arthur had a dream. He ar-

rived in a wonderland. There were many presents and candies. He saw a person and asked 

him where he was. That person was an elf and told him, he was in Santa Claus´ wonder-

land and only the people who were sent there had the right to know its secrets. Walking 

around and admiring that place, Arthur saw Santa Claus and he was very happy. 

 ´Ho ho ho!´, said Santa Claus. 

 ´Oh, my God! Are you Santa Claus?´, exclaimed Arthur.  

´Oh, yeah. And I have a present for you!´ The boy was thrilled. 

 ´What present?´asked the boy.  

´Come with me!´ 

 Santa Claus took the boy to a wonderful place. Here Arthur saw the reindeers. They 

were beautiful, big or small and very friendly.  

´This is the best present I´ve ever received!´, said Arthur. 

 ´But...this is not the gift I´m talking about!´, replied Santa.´ The real surprise is 

about to come! I´m going to take you with me into a magic journey to people´s houses to 

offer them gifts!´ 

Arthur was speechless. He saw Santa´s sledge on which it was written with big 

sparkling letters ´DO YOU WANT TO FLY?´ He got in quickly and the adventure start-

ed. The clouds were fluffy like candyfloss and the wind was mild. They arrived at the first 

house.Through the window they saw  two children, their parents and grandparents sitting 

around the Christmas tree and singing carols. Arthur and Santa Claus got inside the house 

through the chimney.They put the presents under the decorated tree. In the letters they had 

written, the children wanted Santa to bring them toy cars and candies and their parents and 
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grandparents wanted health and happiness. They left that house and came to the second 

one. There lived a girl and her mom.They had left for Santa Claus a glass of milk and 

some cookies. The girl wanted Santa to bring her some dolls, a stuffed toy bear and 

chocolate and mother wanted her daughter to be happy.  

The reindeers were tired and starving because the road had been very long. Santa fed 

the reindeers and then they continued their journey. After delivering thousands of gifts to 

children´s houses, the sleigh stopped. 

 ´Oh, no! What happened? Why did the sleigh stop?´asked Arthur. 

´The sledge needs a magical potion to fly and it's all consumed! Let's see if I still 

have a reserve of that potion!” 

 Santa Claus found one and they were very happy. They started off the road again. 

´I think you're wondering where all these presents fit? Very simple! Santa Claus has 

a magic bag where all the gifts of children and adults from all over the world fit.´ 

 Arthur was very tired and he said he wanted to sleep a little bit. When he woke up, 

he was at home. At first he thought everything  had been real, but soon he realized it had 

been just an amazing dream. The first thing he did was to go downstairs. Under the 

Christmas tree he saw the presents for  he and his family. He received two cars, a lot of 

chocolate, a stuffed toy bear and a schoolbag. His parents received two perfumes. They all 

embraced and thanked God for being together, happy and healthy. 

 Arthur may have had a dream but he was sure that Santa really existed and that His 

wonderland looked exactly like the one in his dream. He would like ”to join” Santa Claus 

in his magic journey next year, too. 

 

 

  
Johnny was a little boy who opened his eyes in an orphanage. His first memory was 

of the light embracing a large room full of other children. One Christmas Eve, after sing-

ing carols, while every single child was eagerly waiting to sit in Santa’s lap and get the 

promised present, little Johnny sneaked a peek behind the scene, and saw how “Santa” 

was fixing his fluffy, cotton-like beard. He had never tasted before that feeling of being let 

down by the only miracle he believed in. And that taste kept flowing a bitter drip inside 

his soul for many years after...   
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Johnny was eleven years old now... he actually wasn’t at all a “little boy” anymore! 

Yet, he had a good soul. One day, an elder boy gathered up the younger ones and begun to 

tell them with an arrogant grin on his face how Santa Claus is just a story for kids: “You 

all dumb-dumb heads! Of course Santa Claus does not exist, just think about it, how could 

he find the way to bring us presents when we don’t even have a house? Parents are the 

ones who bring gifts to children, they sneak in at night and let the presents under the 

Christmas Tree so kids will find them the next morning. And guess what dudes? We have 

no parents!”... 

Brave, Johnny stepped in and said with a hearty voice: “Don’t listen to him! Santa 

Claus does exist, he watches us to see who has been good or who has thrown a tantrum! 

And do you know where his Wonderland is? It’s where we believe in it, it’s within our 

good deeds.” In that very moment, a snowflake softly landed on his nose. “That’s my 

answer from God”, Johnny thought to himself. Later that night, he kept tossing and work-

ing his mind and his soul thinking if he truly believed his own words... 

Suddenly, Johnny heard a knock at the window. “Am I the only one who’s hearing 

this?” Cautiously, he opened the window and a bright light flooded the entire room, snow-

flakes were turning into warm touches of sparkle and an ineffable kindness was surround-

ing Johnny’s whole body. The magic wasn’t juicy, story-like or childish...the magic was a 

feeling, a real one, unique and pleasant...A thrill that was giving Johnny goose-bumps and 

fueled his imagination to many other positive thoughts. Wonderland wasn’t about talking 

reindeer or pixies, nor about a Snow Queen to drag him in surreal adventures. It was about 

divine love found within us, this tool we all are born with to carve our dreams, to endeav-

our towards unknown lands, like the ship with the same name which once sailed to its 

very own destiny. That bright light was the calling of his heart, deeply hidden from the 

voices of limited people ready to burn down what they couldn’t understand. Now, that 

inner light was completely unleashed in the shape of a bright flame, somewhere at the 

border between dream and reality, but carrying a feeling that was undeniable true...” After 

all, Johnny thought, feelings are the ones to guide our actions and give us the strength to 

accomplish our ideals. Wonderland is right here and right now, as I said!” Then, a sweet 

sleep embraced his eyes. Next day, he woke up with a certain joy in his soul. He heard his 

name, then some adult voices talking. Johnny raised his eyes. A couple was watching him 

full with eyes full of love. The woman had tears on her cheeks. “Hi, she said. We would 

love to be your parents...” Johnny jumped into their arms before she even finished her 

sentence. His soul immersed into infinite happiness. Now he knew that Santa Claus was 

one of God’s angels, well, one who loved the snow.  

“Thank you, Santa, for the precious gift you gave me. I will cherish it all my life”! 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

  
It was 24th of December. The snowflakes were falling slowlly to the ground. Out-

side everything was frozen.  

All the people were sleeping in their cousy beds but for Elizabeth and her grand-

mother. The girl often dreamt of a big Christmas Tree with thousands of decorations, 

candycanes and other sweets hanging on the branches and a beautiful white angel on the 

top. But they couldn’t have that. She also deamt of a long table set in the living room with 

plenty of food on it and kind people around it. But they didn’t have that either. None of 

those things are possible. Her grandmother is doing everything she can to put a warm 

daily meal on the table. 

Elizabeth got out of the bed and went at the window because she wanted to see the 

snowflakes dancing one more time. She sat in her grandmother’s rocking chair and looked 

up to the sky. As she was trying to count the snowflakes, she heard some bells ringing. 

She got close to the window but nothing was there. Elizabeth believed in miracles and 

wanted Santa to fulfill her wishes too. 

Somewhere in the distance, she saw a dear. Her face was so close to the window that 

it was squeezing her nose. It was not a dear. Could it be? Could it be a reindeer? Oh, she 

was so amazed. It was a reindeer indeed. Her breath was warm on the freezing cold win-

dow. She cleaned it and then she saw Him. She saw Santa. He was coming towards her 

house. She was to amazed to move. He came at the window, smiled and waved. He was 

glowing. He looked so old but so kind and friendly. He clapped his hands and in an in-

stant, he was next to Elizabeth with a big box wrapped in red paper and a gold ribbon. He 

invited the little girl to take the present, but instead of reaching for the present, Elizabeth 

hugged him using all her power.  

He smelled like gingerbread and his beard was so soft and curly. The girl felt like a 

warm feeling is spreading throughout her body.  

• Oh, Elizabeth, you don’t even know how special you are, a voice whispered.  

The girl opened her eyes. It was her grandmother who covered the girl with a blan-

ket and also hugged and kissed her. 

• I dreamt about Santa, granny! For a moment I really thought it was real! 

• Oh, dear! Of course, he is. He just forgot our address. 

As they were going to bed, they didn’t noticed the box wrapped in red paper and 

with a gold ribbon sitting beside the bed. 
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