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“I have never seen snow before…” 

Everyone was laughing in class. I put my head down and sat 

embarrassed at my desk. 

“Quiet!” called the teacher. 

“Please continue!” a classmate said. There was a deep silence in 

the classroom. 

I got up with a heavy sigh. In my mind, I could only hear the 

laughter around me. My face was burning, my mouth was dry, my 

palms were sweaty, and my legs were shaking. I was so nervous. 

How do I begin to tell my story to my new classmates? For all I 

know, they believe that the world revolves around them, that every-

thing belongs to them, that they can have new phones or clothes im-

mediately if they only ask.  

“Where I was born, I saw only dust everywhere, houses torn 

down by random bombs, noise of armored cars passing on the road 
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where we used to play with a ball made from old pieces of cloth. I’ll 

never forget the screams and the noise. There was no electricity, no 

medical services, and no food. But I was happy that my parents were 

next to me and that we had a roof over our heads. My house was not 

big… it had a blue door and small windows. I also had a garden with 

some olive trees and vegetables grown by my mother.”  

“-You didn't have a TV?” a boy asked. 

“How could they if they had no electricity?” said my deskmate, 

with tears in his eyes. 

“One day, a projectile hit the roof of our house. We cheated to 

death then: while I was playing with some friends, my parents were 

at the mosque. When my father returned home, he was pale, scared 

and silent. We had no place to go, so we just remained there, among 

the bare walls. One night, I looked up, stared at the sky, and felt 

drops of water on my nose. I fell asleep covered with a blanket by 

my mother.” 

“A friend was shouting: look, it's white everywhere, as if every-

thing’s wrapped in cotton candy! He ran and threw himself on the 

belly, then started throwing white balls at me. I kept thinking that he 

was going to hit me. I took this white cotton and tasted it carefully… 

it was not sweet, it did not actually taste like anything, but it was so 

soft. I plucked up my courage and began playing with the other boy. 

My hands and face were freezing, but I was having too much fun to 

stop. It was so beautiful all around: there was no dust, the houses 

looked clean, and the olive trees seemed to be powdered with sugar. 

The sun was shining from behind fluffy clouds. It was such a won-

derful landscape. ” 

“Wake up!” my dad yelled. He quickly took me in his arms and 

my mother wrapped me in a soft blanket. I can still feel it on my 

skin. “Go!” With the thought of cold, fluffy cotton-like flakes, I did-

n't even think about asking where we were going. My mother seemed 

to read my thoughts, saying that we are going to a place where we 

could be happier, without worries. 

Later, I woke up covered by my mother’s soft blanket, in a large 

bed, in a bright room with large windows. I could hear my mother 

and father laughing beyond the walls… I was dreaming, I hadn’t 

heard their laughter until that point. I got up and quickly ran to them. 

They were sitting peacefully at a large table. I stepped closer, watch-



 

 
 

ing the steam rising from the teacups. I sat down at the table so as not 

to interrupt my father, who started saying a prayer. 

“Look out the window, it's still white! Is it the fluffy cotton 

from my dreams, am I still dreaming?” I asked, and Mother gave a 

warm smile. 

“It's not cotton, it’s snowing,” laughed Dad. Not long after that, 

I ran outside. It felt as if I was dreaming again as I was jumping 

around, playing with the snow. 

Silence… then my classmates gathered around me and hugged 

me. We were happy now… and the snow was waiting for us outside. 

 

 

 
The winter of 1493 was one of great opportunity for Isabella, 

the Queen of Castille, who managed to conquer Granada. That winter 

Isabella felt she needed to give something back to the universe, back 

to the Almighty God, who helped her fulfill her mission: her mercy.  

The three men sentenced to be burnt alive were brought before 

her. Alfonso, Juan and Pedro were announced that morning that they 

had been found guilty and that they were to be taken to the main 

Square to see the Queen and Death with their own eyes. 

Isabella was there, with the crowd cheering her, alongside her 

husband, Ferdinand, who whispered to her not to forget: 

"Clemency, my dear, that is what God asks from you!" 
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As she was standing up, the three men were shivering, not only 

because of the cold outside, but also because they knew she was 

heartless, and that they didn't stand a chance to prove their inno-

cence. 

"And when you stand praying, if you hold anything against 

anyone, forgive them, so that your Father in heaven may forgive 

you…says the Scripture. Speak!" she said. "Tell me your Story and 

God might forgive you!"  

The three men, terrified but with hope in their hearts, knew this 

was their only chance to live, as Isabella was known to be a strong 

Catholic follower, with fear of God.  

"I shall begin, said Alfonso. It was the cold winter night of 24th 

December, with big snowflakes falling from the sky. A night so quiet 

but so strange, that only the pure-hearted could have understood. It 

was a night given to us by God, because that night we were celebrat-

ing Your Highness' great victory against the heretics. Juan and Pedro 

were next to me when this happened. Something which for a true 

believer, like I am, a churchgoer, like I am, and a defender of true 

Faith, like I am, is undeniably wrong and impossible. Yet, I am going 

to tell you exactly what I told the Inquisitor, which is what I saw 

with my own eyes, and felt with my own heart. 

That night we heard a knock on the door, then footsteps on our 

roof, and a knock again. We didn't know what was happening but I 

decided to open the door. In front of me stood an old man, dressed in 

a red long coat, with a long white beard, who seemed not to be from 

around here. He called my name, and told me that he had know me 

since I was a little boy and that he needed to talk to Pedro. I was 

amazed at the fact that he knew all of us. Why was he there, I had no 

idea. I thought he was a renegade or a thief, because he had a big bag 

behind him. Pedro came to the door and as he was approaching, the 

old man took out of his bag a pair of very expensive leather shoes, 

with gold laces. The only thing he said was that he knew Pedro had 

wanted shoes since he was 11 years old, as his family had always 

been poor, barely having something to eat, because his father was 

one of the first victims of the Inquisition.  

The next thing I remember is Pedro's eyes filled with tears and 

the old man suddenly disappearing…For a moment we all looked at 

each other in silence, not knowing what was happening. Pedro told 



 

 
 

us that what the old man had said was true, that he had never had 

shoes to walk in, that every winter his family starved, especially at 

Christmas time, and that something like this was unbelievable, how 

could an old man knew that. Was this God's will? we asked our-

selves. Was the old man an Angel sent from Heaven or was he some-

thing else, some witchcraft of some sort? But we saw him with our 

own eyes, we saw him disappearing.  

This is our story, this is what we told the men who took us here, 

this is what we told everybody that night. This story is real, as we are 

here, and we are not followers of Satan, we are not thieves, we didn't 

steal the shoes, as our …" 

Suddenly the heat became stronger… 

 

 

 
The trees stood tall, their green leaves swaying in the lazy 

breeze that drifted through the forest. Sarah walked on the green, 

fresh grass that only grew in the lovely months of summer, and alt-

hough the weather was warm and the birds were singing, she was 

unhappy.  

Sarah had never loved summer. She did not hate it either, but 

there was no snow and no ice to play with. Of course it was cold in 

winter, but Sarah had never been affected by that. She just loved 

winter, and it always seemed to leave to soon, while the rest of the 

seasons stayed for too long.  

Suddenly, her foot made contact with something hard, and Sa-

rah looked down in surprise. She had walked off the grass and had 

stumbled upon a stone path. 
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Curious as to where it would lead, she followed it. And yet, no 

matter how fast, or for how long she walked, there seemed to be no 

end to the road. She sped up and began running, the forest around her 

became a blur of green and brown until… 

It was cold. As Sarah stopped running, catching her breath, she 

became aware of how cold it was. Although the temperature didn’t 

bother her, it made her wonder. And suddenly she realized that the 

trees weren’t green anymore, and that they were covered in fresh, 

powdery snow. Snowflakes twirled down from the sky, and icicles 

hung from every tree branch. No doubt about it— it was winter.  

Walking through the piles of snow, Sarah had never been hap-

pier, or more confused. She couldn’t understand how this was hap-

pening, or where she was. While wandering through the new forest, 

she noticed hoof prints in the snow, and began following them. After 

a while they stopped, and at the end of their trail were two black 

hooves. Sarah looked up and gasped. 

There, in front of her, was a most majestic creature. It resem-

bled a horse, but it was all white, except for its dark hooves and 

beautiful black eyes. Its mane and tail were long and lovely, but the 

most breathtaking part was the spiraling horn that was set above its 

eyes. 

“Oh,” Sarah whispered, “a unicorn.” 

“Yes, I am a unicorn,” the unicorn said. “And I have a name, 

you know. I’m called Alba,” he added, sounding rather annoyed. 

“I’m Sarah,” Sarah said, “and could you please tell me where I 

am?” 

“You are in Snow Land,” Alba told her. 

“Is it called like that because of all the snow?” she asked. 

“Yes, and I’m getting sick of it,” Alba huffed. “All we have is 

snow all year, it never changes.” 

“Why?” inquired Sarah.  

“Because of Crystal,” he said. “She is a fairy, and a powerful 

one. Because she loves winter so much she decided that it would be a 

wonderful idea to make eternal winter. And now we are all stuck 

with snow and blizzards and absolutely no change of scenery.” 

“Oh,” was all Sarah could say. And then, “Wait, you said that 

Crystal is powerful? Do you think she could get me home?” 

“I think so. I can bring you to her,” Alba said. “Just follow me.” 



 

 
 

It was a few days before Sarah and Alba reached Ice Mountain, 

where Crystal was thought to live. It took another day to reach the 

top. 

“Who is there?” Sarah heard a voice ask. “Who are you?” 

Sarah turned and saw that the voice had come from a young 

woman.  

“I’m Sarah, and I came to see if you could send me home,” Sa-

rah said. “Who are you?” 

“I’m Crystal, and why exactly should I help you?” the woman 

asked. 

“Because it would be a nice thing to do,” Sarah said. “Just like 

stopping winter for everybody else that lives here would be nice.” 

“Stopping winter?” Crystal laughed. “Why would I ever stop 

winter? Winter is glorious!” 

“I know, and I love it too,” Sarah said, “but there has to be a 

measure. Can you really enjoy winter without going through all the 

other seasons. The only way you can take pleasure in something is if 

you have missed it first. Because then it seems so much sweeter. Tell 

me, have you really enjoyed all these years of winter, without a 

break? Can you?” 

Crystal remained silent, processing what she had just heard. 

Maybe, just maybe, this girl had a point…  

“Alright, I’ll send you back,” she said. “And I’ll think about the 

winter thing. But how did you actually get here?” 

“I have no idea,” Sarah shrugged. 

“Fair enough,” Crystal said. “Where do you need to go?” 

“Iasi,” Sara said, and when she saw that Crystal was confused, 

she attempted to explain. “In Romania. Which is in Europe.”  

Crystal shrugged. 

“That’s on Earth,” Sarah added. 

“Oh!” Crystal said. “I know exactly where.”  

Sarah was lifted in a whirl of wind, which spun her faster and 

faster until— 

“Ow,” Sarah muttered, landing hard on the green forest floor. 

She looked around and then smiled. And for the first time, she was 

glad that it was summer. 

 



 

 

 
 

 
Once upon a time there was a girl who lived in a small house in 

a far, far away town with her mother, after the disappearance of her 

father. The girl’s story who lived in the North Land starts like this: In 

one frosty day of winter Amalia decided to write a letter to Santa 

Claus. After she thought for a while she started writing: 

‘’ Dear Santa Claus, 

I know this is unusual, but you make the impossible, possible, 

don’t you? This year I would like to get a unicorn with a necklace 

around its neck, the necklace should have a photo of my dad on it 

and it should be magical to be able to speak with him. If you want to 

know, his name is Josh. 

Love, Amalia’’ 

After a long time, Amalia’s letter arrived at Santa Claus. At the 

North Pole there was a huge palace with 200 windows made of glass 

Șerban Teodora  
Alexandra 

cl. a V-a, Colegiul Național 

„Emil Racoviță” Iași 



 

 
 

with beautiful Christmas pattern on it, a giant door made out of wood 

and two handles of ice. There was a workshop, a library, a cinema, a 

village for the elves, bakeries, candy stores, an icelake, a snow pal-

ace for the snowmen and a lake with magic water for polar bears. 

Next to the workshop there was a room where Santa Claus opened all 

the children’s letters.  

After Santa Claus read Amalia’s letter, he told Sparkles to tell 

Josh to come to him. Yes, that Josh! Josh was Santa’s son, and he 

had to come to the North Pole, but he couldn’t take his family with 

him. 

Josh heard his daughter’s wish, and understood that his family 

didn’t forget him. Santa and Josh decided to bring his family there at 

the North Pole. Next to Santa’s palace, there was the castle for Josh 

and his family. 

In the meantime Amalia was in her room reading her father’s 

journal. That’s when her mom came in her room and asked her: 

- What’s up with you? 

- Mom, I want to ask you… What do you know about dad? 

- I don’t want to talk about this right now. 

- Ok… then maybe on Christmas Day? 

- Yes, that’s better. 

The Christmas Eve arrived and Amalia had just fallen asleep, 

when Santa Claus came. Awakened by a sweet kiss she saw her dad 

and jumped into his arms. After that they woke up her mother and 

they climbed on the roof where Santa Clause was waiting in his 

sleigh. 

- My dears, I am really sorry because I didn’t write you any 

letters or give you a sign of life, I was constrained to go to the North 

Pole to visit my dad. He didn’t let me take you guys with me. 

- Dad, is Santa Clause my grandfather?! 

- Yes, my love! He is! 

- I missed you Josh, said Amalia’s mother. 

- Me too! 

The family has been reunited since that day, but they needed a 

lot of time to learn all the elves names and to learn the map of North 

Pole. 



 

 

From that moment the family lived happily together and felt the 

magic of Christmas every day. They could also go in the normal 

people’s land in North Land, whenever they wanted. Amalia got her 

perfect present and lived the perfect life with her family.  

The end! 

 

 

 
I am sure that at least once in your life you have felt that feeling 

on Christmas morning when you opened your gifts breathlessly wait-

ing to see what santa brought you. I can guarantee that at last once in 

your life you made a list and sent it to the North Pole waiting to be 

read with a lot of attention, making sure that santa puts all your gifts 

in his bag. All of us have experienced these feelings, but not every-

one knows the story behind the hundreds of thousands of smiles 

which happen on Christmas morning.  

Santa, like any other man had a childhood, but his wasn’t as 

beautiful as we think. He lived in a poor family which could not give 

him the life he wanted. Clausder was a very smart boy who under-

stood that his parents were trying to do what’s best for him so he 

went to a good school. Because the holidays were approaching, the 

teacher suggested the children made a small game where they would 

give each other gifts. Jack was a bad boy who didn’t like Clausder, 

so he took out the paper with his name, making sure that he would 

not receive a gift. The big day came and Clausder was extremely 

happy, until he realised he had received nothing. He looked at his 

friends who were very happy opening their gifts, tears starting to 
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flow more and more. He went at the back of the class, hoping no one 

would find him there, but Peter went to him and told him: 

“I can have these gifts when I want, but you don’t. It means 

nothing for me, but for you it’s everything, so please take it.” 

Clausder looked in his eyes and said a big thank you. He took 

the gift and opened it. Inside there was a shirt and some pants in 

white, red and black. 

When he went home, he spent some time thinking about his col-

league’s gesture, so he took some things from the house, turned them 

into toys and then sold them. At first, it was harder, but then it be-

came a hobby. In this time, Clausder became an adult, and with the 

money raised he bought a factory where he could make toys for 

Christmas morning. He made a list with all the kids in the world and 

when he stopped at Johnny, he realised that he was the best child. 

Clausder wanted to see him face to face, so he went to the North 

Pole. He didn’t want to be recognized, so he wore the costume that 

he had received in childhood, brought with him a bag and then left 

his city. When he arrived, he told Johnny that he was Clausder, the 

person who will share a lot of presents with the people on Christmas 

morning. He explained to Johnny why he was there and then he took 

out a very big gift only for the boy. Clausder was amazed about all 

the places from there, about the reindeer that you could see any-

where, so he decided to build another factory. Near the factory there 

was an abandoned house which had a garage next to it. Without 

thinking of it, he decided that he would repair it and stay there. When 

he opened the garage, he saw a big, red and broken sleigh. With Jon-

ny’s help, they fixed it and then they put 9 reindeer to help them 

move faster. This time, Clausder became old. One day, Johnny went 

to Clausder and said: 

“Thank you a lot, Santa Claus, for these beautiful gifts. I am 

very happy because I helped you build your house. I promise you 

that from now I will be the same or even better”. 

Santa tried to correct the boy, but when he saw the smile on his 

face he didn’t say anything. And that’s how it stayed: Santa Claus. 

From that day, Santa Claus together with his 9 reindeer travel 

the world in a single night just to bring joy to people. 

 

 



 

 

 
December. Christmas is just around the corner, but how could 

someone like me be merry when everything is so messed up? The an-

swer is simple: they can’t! All of our worries are supposed to go away 

and leave us alone, but let me tell you a secret, nothing in the world 

works the way we want it to, not even on Christmas. 

Most people say it’s the most magical time of the year, a time that 

encourages us to be better, the best version of ourselves, a time that 

makes everybody see the good in others and a time when even the priv-

ileged are kind to the working class, but that’s only what they want 

people to think.  

I am definitely concerned about what Her Majesty Queen Victoria 

is up to, alongside with my family, of course, because being a Lancas-

ter involves especially covering up for your bloodline. I never really got 

used to the fame nor think I ever will because there’s nothing I hate 

more than the useless and irrelevant protocol I have to follow. I’ve 

always wanted freedom, but it seemed out of reach because of the strict 

rules, so for my entire life I’ve been feeling like I’m just a puppet. 

As a matter of fact, the biggest decision of my life is being made 

by my parents right now, without consulting me, obviously, because 

everyone in my family thinks I’m the black sheep, the one that’s going 

to end the Lancaster bloodline and I can’t even choose who I’m going 

to marry. Of course I’m familiar with arranged marriages, who isn’t in 

the Victorian period, but I’ve never said I agree with the concept. My 

parents are still astonished by my incapability of finding a wife, saying 

that for a handsome and wealthy 20-year-old man should be extremely 

easy to get a lady to tie the knot, but I’ve never stumbled into someone 

I really liked, and one of the many reasons for that might be my never 
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ending list of worries (part of the family heirloom), or another brilliant 

candidate could be my awful bad luck, which brings me nothing but 

failure. 

With my heart pumping in my chest I got up from the floor and 

my gaze lingered for a moment on the beautifully decorated Christmas 

tree. This is it, who has thought that a couple of minutes can change 

someone’s life drastically. This Christmas is definitely compromised. 

The echo of the voices from the other side of the wooden door became 

louder and the sound was approaching me. After what seemed like 

forever, the aristocrats stormed out of the room, shaking hands, greet-

ing or just throwing a rushed nod at me, some of them even humming 

carols, followed by my joyous mother. My breath hitched in my throat 

the second she opened her mouth to give me the crucial news. 

“Oh, Thomas, I found you the perfect girl! She’s the daughter of 

an old family friend and she’s very polite, respectful and not to men-

tion, beautiful! I’m telling you, she’s definitely your soul-mate! Could 

you imagine, a fairytale Christmas wedding?! ” 

She kept going on and on about how amazing my bride-to-be is 

and how keen everyone is on coming to our wedding, but I stopped 

listening. I needed my freedom and my mother was not helping me 

gain it at all. It’s still beyond my comprehension why my parents 

couldn’t just make my brother marry a random girl he had never met 

and they had to choose me instead to have this horrible fate. Fortunate-

ly for me, I soon had to take a train from my residence in London to 

Manchester, to meet her in person, without my mother or father. The 

wedding was going to be rushed, giving me time only to go to her 

home on the Christmas Eve and then come back on the Christmas Day 

for our “sacred union”, because The Queen had some unfinished busi-

ness to get done as soon as possible. 

* 

The day of my departure came fast, and there I was, alone, on a 

train that was taking me to the destruction of all my beliefs, not at all 

ready for what was going to happen after I meet that woman. My 

mother gave me a picture of her; the woman didn’t have any noticeable 

gorgeous features, she just looked like a common girl: shoulder-length 

light blonde hair, dark colored eyes (as I could see from the black and 

white photograph),a small (almost inexistent) nose, tall frame, slim 

legs. I would give anything just to be pardoned from this hell of a des-



 

 

tiny, but I used to be a believer, thinking that everything happens for a 

reason, but not this time, because I reached a point where I genuinely 

thought that some things were out of our control. Nothing’s random in 

this world, so I was waiting for my grand relief, for the perfect moment 

I could escape. 

Like a divine sign that my prayers have been heard, the train con-

ductor shows up in my compartment looking extremely pale and a bit 

nauseous. I lift my gaze from the paper I was reading to meet his petri-

fied stare. (Apparently the Queen was throwing a Christmas Ball in the 

honor of my wedding.). He informed me that the train had to stop at 

Birmingham, because of some technical difficulties due to all the snow 

on the tracks. 

Apparently my only Christmas wish has been fulfilled and when 

the train finally stopped, I got out and took a deep breath, as a free man. 

With my terrific luck, I got pushed down the stairs and fell on the 

ground in a pond of dirt, destroying my unbelievably expensive green 

suit that perfectly matched my emerald eyes. A swear escaped my lips, 

making the small frame of the woman in front flinch and turn around a 

bit, her long red hair swaying in the wind. I think my clouded mind was 

playing a cruel trick on me, because I saw her puffy pink lips curve into 

a smile. It looked like it was radiating a million sunrises and it could 

melt even that doomed frozen heart of mine, the burden I kept carrying 

in my chest. I got up, ready to throw another dirty word at her, even 

though she didn’t deserve it, but the girl started walking again, leaving 

me high and dry and not to mention frustrated. Everything about her 

was so intriguing, so spontaneous, so new and exciting, that I decided 

to chase after her through the narrow streets of Birmingham into the 

cold night, because the curiosity got the best of me. When I saw her 

stunning Irish-like features something inside me wormed up and the 

marvelous joy of Christmas overcome my entire being; I truly believe it 

was a little bit clique to say that the world seemed brighter and I heard 

her humming Silent Night under her breath, with the voice of an angel. 

I followed the mysterious lady for a long while, until we reached a 

small Irish village and for the first time in forever, something didn’t 

seem pointless to me. It was breaking dawn, the first day of Christmas, 

my so-called wedding day, but I was nowhere to be found. I was com-

pletely lost in thought, so when she stopped out of the blue, in the mid-

dle of the street, I bumped into her, knocking both of us down in the 



 

 
 

cold immaculate white blanket that was covering the ground, getting 

our clothes soaking wet. I looked at her wide eyed searching her freck-

led face for a reaction, because I was pretty sure it wasn’t pleasing at all 

to fall into a pile of snow because of a clumsy stranger, but instead I 

was greeted with a soft chuckle. She switched her gaze to the beautiful 

colored sky and it seemed like it was snowing, the little snowflakes 

making a perfect contrast with her red hair. When she left her icy-blue 

orbs fall on my face again I left a “sorry” past my lips and she mum-

bled a “it’s okay” in a faint voice.  

I jumped on my feet and then I rushed over to her to help her up. 

We stared into each other’s eyes for a couple minutes, but we were cut 

off from our fantasy by the sound of a choir singing Jingle Bells. She 

took my hand into hers and without a single word we went wandering 

in the village, searching for the sound; and it felt right. 

She showed me to the center of the village, which had a massive 

Christmas tree in the middle, decorated with thousands of lights and 

ornaments. In the town square there were a lot of children singing, 

playing in the snow and laughing and I swear I could see a couple rein-

deers. Snowflakes were falling from the pale sky and the smell of cin-

namon and hot chocolate filled the cold air. The view was breathtaking 

and I don’t recall seeing a more beautiful sight in my entire life, not 

even at the Queen’s palace. She let out a frail giggle before she quietly 

spoke. 

“Close your mouth or you’ll catch a fly!” 

I blushed out of embarrassment, but her smile made it fade away 

quickly. I caught a glimpse in the corner of my eye of her staring at me, 

but I ignored the sparkle in her irises when a smirk beamed on my face. 

I don’t believe in love at the first sight, of course, but now I genuinely 

think that you can meet somebody and instantly know that they’re go-

ing to matter for you. Maybe it was the whole setting, the way I got 

there, the beautiful girl that was accompanying me or the very pure 

magic of Christmas, but I felt like never before, like I belonged there. 

My gaze suddenly fell on the tree, which had hundreds of presents 

underneath, and I could see a “Tommy Lancaster” which must have 

been written by my eight-year-old self, for sure, on a box, wrapped in 

green paper. I opened it and I pulled out a mistletoe and a note: “Never 

lose faith!”… 



 

 

 

 
Winter... A beautiful season, full of happiness and love between 

family members and partners. The time when families come together 

and make new unforgettable memories on holidays, especially on 

Christmas...  

Hope – a young, cute girl – usually spends a lot of time with her 

family on Christmas. All of her kins come to see her and her parents 

every year during this celebration. But, last year, because of a really 

big snow storm, all of the people were warned to stay in their place. 

The announcement wasn't really sure, it wasn't even official, but 

Hope's parents called the rest of the family and told them the horrible 

news... Hope was so disappointed, she couldn't wait to see them!  

The last two weeks of school until Winter Holidays went fast. 

She got only good grades, she spent a lot of time with her friends but 

somewhere inside her she still was sad because of the bad weather 

that was about to come...  
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As days went by, the Winter Holidays began and the weather 

really started to be worse and worse... Hope stood every day in front 

of the window looking outside and wondering if she could do some-

thing to save her Christmas. Even though most of the children wait 

for this time for gifts as toys and sweets, the perfect gift she could 

have then was to hear that she would have a calm dinner with her 

kins at their round, wooden table.  

One day, about one week or less before Christmas, Hope's dad 

noticed his daughter's sadness.  

He told her : 'Oh, Hope, please!'  

'Hope...!' the girl stopped him. She waited a while, thinking, 

then she was sure: she knew what she had to do!  

One time she was reading a book, she read something about the 

power of hope, and how important it is to believe in the things you 

want to happen. Everything was so clear now! All she had to do was 

to believe.  

At first, she wasn't really sure...Although when her idea came, 

she knew that this was the best thing to do, but as Christmas was 

getting closer and closer, the weather didn't seem to improve...  

Christmas Eve came... Hope still wanted to believe, she wanted 

to ignore all the negative thoughts that were discouraging her be-

cause the weather wasn't as good as she wanted... As she woke up, 

she went in front of the window. She couldn't believe her eyes. All of 

the ground was covered by white, glittery snow. The sun was in the 

sky, shining harder than ever. Small snowballs were falling slow... It 

all looked like a 'Winter Wonderland'! A beautiful Christmas song 

started... Hope's favorite! The girl was shocked: maybe all the work 

she did changed something, too! The song brought with it some gig-

gles at the door and hard knocking. Hope went fast to open the door, 

because her parents had work to do , but when she arrived, the guests 

were already in – her kins! Hope took a quick look outside – some-

where, in the sky, a big, red man was smiling at her – could it be 

Santa? We don't know... But he surely helped to save the situation !  

In the end, Hope finally had a beautiful evening with all of her 

family, together... She still couldn't believe it, she was so happy! But 

the girl was still wondering who the mysterious man was... Anyway, 

it didn't matter at all, because she got all she wanted! And she under-

stood that we have to believe in the things we want to happen...  



 

 

She didn't want Christmas to end... But, after all, every day that 

goes by brings us closer to the next Christmas! And we have to enjoy 

everyday and be thankful for what we have. 

 

 

 
When winter comes, all of us know that the snow is coming too. I 

think that winter is my favourite season, because only during winter 

you can look through the steamed window to see the big flakes falling 

down on the street, while drinking hot chocolate and listening to car-

ols. Only during winter you can wear fluffy socks with Santa Claus 

designs on them. 

My favourite thing about winter, is Christmas, because you can 

stay with all members of your family, considering that this holiday is 

all about love. In addition, I also love Christmas because I get to deco-

rate my room with colorful lights and Santa pictures on the walls. Our 

home smells like vanilla and chocolate because me and my mom cook 

gingerbread, crackers and more sweets. That smell is divine……. 

During Christmas eve, I also enjoy decorating the Christmas tree 

with my big brother, Matei, mom and dad, while we tell funny stories, 

listen to carols and mom prepares hot chocolate with marshmal-

lows…hmm, what a treat! It’s like living in a palace this time of year! 

The house seems bigger, all around me shines and smells like orange 

and vanilla, all the loved ones are around me…..Like a dream, but it is 

not! I would like all the days of the year to be like this! 

Before this though, me and my friends visit our neighbours and 

sing carols, in order to bring the Christmas spirit into people’s souls 

and home. In return, we recieve fruits, sweets or money. This is a tra-
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dition in Romania. But most importantly, I like that night when me 

and my brother are filed with emotions, because Santa Claus is about 

to come and leave our gifts under the Christmas tree. In addition he 

eats the cookies and drinks the milk I placed on the table for him. 

When the morning comes we usually rush to the Christmas tree, to see 

whether our gifts have arrived or not, because only good children 

recieve a present. Seems like we are very good children, because every 

year, me and my brother recieve a beautifully wrapped box with a 

surprises inside. 

After seeing if we were good or bad children, we rush to say 

“Happy birthday” to our mom! It is her birthday! Double celebration, 

Christmas and our mom! Every year we joke that she was brought by 

Santa!  

After we open the gifts and play a lot with them, we start packing 

for Suceava, because most of our relatives live there. Before starting 

the trip to Suceava, we first visit our other grandparents. At both hous-

es we sing carols and recieve presents, because Santa Claus also 

comes there. However this isn’t really important. The most essential 

thing is that we are all together and spend time with our loved ones, 

creating unforgettable memories together. Unfortunately , a family 

member doesn’t attend any event, and that member in Snik (Snikers), 

our cat, who we love so much. It is white with big blue eyes, like ice, 

very fluffy and very spoiled! Always looking for fun, but we can’t take 

Snik to Suceava because our grandparents are allergic to cats. 

I like the looks of Suceava this time of the year, because all 

around me is white and glows, like in fairytales, the trees are made of 

sugar, the houses are impressively decorated and also covered in snow, 

as in the old cartoons that I watch on TV. People seem smaller than 

usually, because they are all dressed up, shivering from the cold wind. 

I enjoy the trip, watching all this through the windows of the car and 

imagining all kind of winter stories, in which I am the Princess of Ice 

and only the laugh of my family brings me back to reality.  

Christmas is the most joyful celebration of the year for me, as it’s 

all about enjoying yourself, spending time with the ones you love, 

spreading joy, love, forgiveness and kindness, which reminds us to be 

thankful to God for everything we have.  

 



 

 

 
24

th
 of December 2009 

 

Dear diary, 

I can feel it. That Christmas magic that everyone knows about, 

but no one will really ever understand... But somehow, I can feel it. It 

is sparking everywhere, because this time of year not only stars can 

shine. In December, the Christmas tree shines, the houses glow and 

even his eyes become green. You may ask now ‘Who is he?’. Well, 

he is my best friend.  

He is Nathaniel or Nate, how I would say if I introduced him to 

someone. I am not going to describe him. I will just tell you a story, 

because I think I will always remember this moment. 

We are both sitting on the sofa, near the fire that is burning so 

peacefully and the radio which is still singing the same carols we 

already know. I am singing along, but Nate suddenly tells me: 

‘Close your eyes, Anne.’ 

‘May I ask why, Nathaniel?’ I ask bravely. 

‘Just close it, ok? And never call me Nathaniel again or I will 

scream so that everyone will hear me.’ 

Maybe it is his voice or maybe the fact that I am only 5 years 

old, but I’m laughing so hard right now. 

As I promised Nate, I close my eyes and truly hope for some-

thing interesting. At first, I think he is about to show me his new 

poem, but soon I change my mind. I open my eyes and Nate gives 

me a little guitar. 

‘Nate, are you for real?’ 
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‘No, I’m just showing you the instrument you’ve always wished 

to play, but, as you guess, this is not a Christmas present and I’m not 

gonna give it to you ...Of course it’s for you, Anne-Marie. I bought it 

last weekend.’ 

I’m speechless. I’m enthusiastic. All my dreams got real. I’ve 

got the perfect night before Christmas, a new guitar and, most im-

portantly, I’ve got Nate. 

And Nate will always be there for me. For eternity. 

 

Always and Forever, 

Anne-Marie. 

 

 

24
th
 of December 2019  

 

Dear Diary, 

It is so painful. As I am re-reading you again and again to Nate, 

I’m realizing that these moments can’t die. They just can’t. The aw-

ful part comes now. Not the memories are dying. They will be forev-

er there, between your two red covers. The only one who I’m going 

to lose is Nate. When I first heard that he was diagnosed with cancer, 

I … And for the last 3 Christmases, my only wish was to have Nate, 

the Nate I know, not the one is standing in front of me as I’m telling 

you this. 

I’m looking into his eyes. Actually, it is not a problem if he is 

not enjoying December, because his eyes are still extremely green. 

Deep and green. I can read his soul.  

Nate is smiling. 

‘Continue reading, Anne-Marie. Do you believe we have a lot 

of time?’ 

He is laughing, but I’m trying not to cry and to be strong for 

him. I touch his skinny hand and say: 

‘Enough lecture for one day. These are our memories, Na-

thaniel. We know them better than anyone.’ 

‘Not better than you. And do not call me Nathaniel.’ 

He is getting nervous. Please, don’t leave me. Not now. Not ev-

er. 



 

 

‘Anne, have you ever considered looking at the stars? Not only 

looking, but feeling them and listening to the legends they are telling 

us? You know, Death is just a lost star. When we were born and we 

opened our eyes for the first time, we saw a light. That light is Life. 

When we live, we dance and dance...and when we die, our souls fly 

to stars. And the light we see when we die is called Death.’ 

I am speechless, exactly like I was ten years ago. Tears are run-

ning down on my face. 

‘I was a good friend, no?’ asked Nate. 

‘The best…’ 

I feel how a part of my heart is right now breaking off. Before I 

knew it, I lost him. I was wrong: he was not going to be here forever. 

Now, I can only hear this: 

 

“And he’s dying, I believe, 

Even if it’s Christmas eve.” 

 

 

 



 

 
 

 

 
 

Once upon a time there was a girl named Molly. She was very tal-

ented at drawing and she had a wonderful family, too but her parents 

were always too busy to look at her drawings. She was always under-

stood her parents but she felt very lonely. 

Christmas was getting closer so she decided to write a letter to 

Santa. In the letter she wrote: “Dear Santa this year I was very good 

and if you can, for Christmas this year I wish one thing and that is to 

make my parents have more time for me or at least one friend with 

whom I can play every day.” And she drew a little fairy on the letter to 

make it look better. 

The next morning, when she woke up, there was a very beautiful 

fairy next to her bed. After looking at the fairy Molly said: 

“Who are you? You look very familiar.” 

“I am the little fairy you drew on your letter yesterday.” 

“Really!? But how is this possible?” 

Voloagă Ana 
cl. a VII-a, Liceul Teoretic 

„Vasile Alecsandri” Iași 



 

 

“If you believe in Christmas magic, everything is possible.” 

“Does this means Santa sent you?” 

“Yes and he gave you a special gift, too.” 

“What is it? Can I have it now?” 

“All you are going to draw will come to life if you want to”. 

“I am going to try it right now.” 

She thought about it for a while and she decided to draw a small 

reindeer. After she finished the drawing the small creature came to life 

and the girl hugged it. She loved the gift she got. She wanted to show 

her parents the magical gift, she ran on the stairs and went to the living 

room were her parents were talking on their phones. Molly tried to 

catch their attention by calling them or making sings to make them see 

her but it didn’t work at all. Her parents only said  

“We will talk later, sweetie.” 

Disappointed and thinking of whether her parents will ever have 

time for her, Molly went upstairs. 

When she got upstairs the little fairy and reindeer tried to comfort 

by saying: 

“Don’t worry, one day they will have time for you too. We are 

sure of it.” 

That moment Molly got an idea how to make her parents care 

more about her “I will decorate the house for Christmas!” 

The next morning after her parents went to work she and her 

friends got some lights, decorations, Christmas bubbles and they started 

the work. They began with the lights and put them on the front of the 

house and on the alley, too. After that they took the decorations and put 

them on the windows and stairs. At the end they festooned the tree but 

when they needed to put the star they discovered that they were not tall 

enough. So, again, Molly came with an idea. She drew a giraffe that 

helped them to get to the top of the tree. They were very proud of what 

they had done and at the same time very tired because they had been 

working all morning. So, they needed to rest for a few hours. 

In the evening they were waiting at the window for Molly’s par-

ents to arrive home. When they arrived, Molly opened the lights and 

the whole house was surrounded by bright colors. 

When her mom and dad saw that, they felt very proud of her 

daughter’s work to make the house look so beautiful and they even 

said: 



 

 
 

“The house looks wonderful! How about watching a movie to-

night to celebrate?” 

“Really?!” 

“And we will watch the movie you want Molly”. 

“How cool! I can’t wait!” 

“So what movie would you like Molly?” 

“I would like any movie that is about family and Christmas.” 

They made popcorn and started to watch the movie together until 

dad’s phone began to ring and he said: 

“I need to answer. It might be something very important.” 

A few minutes later the same thing happened to her mom, but be-

fore she answered Molly asked her mom not to do it, but her mom still 

responded so Molly remained alone again. That moment she saw the 

fairy and the reindeer in the kitchen beckoning her to come. So she 

went to the kitchen. Her friend said: 

“Don’t let this happen again, if you want more time with your 

family then tell them what you feel before it’s too late.” 

“You are right guys. I need to do something if I want more time 

with my family and that’s exactly what I am going to do!” 

Molly went straight to the living room, took both of her parents 

phones and told them: 

“Mom, dad I got something very important to tell you!!” 

“Ok sweetie, but be fast we were talking about something very 

important.” 

“You two are always too busy with the work and never care about 

me and, what is important for me, when I am trying to get your atten-

tion you just ignore me. I don’t want this to happen anymore. I want 

you to spend more time with me!” 

“Oh darling we’re very sorry if we made you feel marginalized 

and to show you we’re very sorry we will take a break from work and 

spend all the winter holiday with you.” 

“Really?! Thanks I love you both so much. This will be the best 

holiday ever!” 

From that day on, Molly and her parents spent a lot more time to-

gether, because they always had time for her, too. That Christmas was 

the most magical in her whole life. 



 

 

  
It was a frosty Christmas Eve, a harsh blizzard was whistling 

and the small village at the edge of the forest and was covered in 

snow. Only the yellow eyes of the windows could be seen outside the 

houses beneath the snow capes. 

Inside, the fire was burning in the stove, casting playful shad-

ows on the walls. The fresh aroma of fir was mixing with the won-

derful smell of warm bread and cinnamon. The children were all at 

home: the eldest, Michael, was working on his computer, sending 

messages to his friends. The middle one, Jack, was playing with 

some lego bricks; only the little one, Peter, was with his nose stuck 

on the window, waiting for Santa. Mum was cooking, Dad was 

bringing wood for the fire in the stove and Grandma was baking pies. 

Little Peter came to Michael and Jack, who were talking about 

video games, and asked: "When will Santa come to us? It's a terrible 

blizzard. How will he get here?". Michael laughed and said: "You 

really believe in Santa, don't you? When yo've grown up like us, you 

will understand that this baby story is one of the funniest things I've 

ever heard!". Jack agreed with his "wise", elder brother and turned 

against Peter: "He isn't real! He is never going to come!". Peter didn't 

believe anything that his brothers were saying and started singing a 

short song about Christmas. 

Grandpa, who had heard the whole discussion, sat next to the 

fire and called his grandchildren near him. He waited until the entire 

family joined him and said: "I am going to tell you a true story, 

which happened many years ago, on Christmas Eve. It's about a hap-

py family of rabbits, which was living in a forest, very far away. In 

their house under a tree, everyone was waiting for Santa Rabbit to 
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come: the parents were cleaning and cooking, the grandparents were 

baking and working, and the children were just having a good time. 

The little rabbit was the most enthusiastic, because he really believed 

in Santa, and was looking impatient by the window. The middle rab-

bit was playing: he didn't care so much about Christmas and Santa. 

But the eldest rabbit, who had reached rabbiturity, didn't believe in 

Santa at all! Or, maybe he believed, but he didn't want others to con-

sider him a child. So, when the little rabbit asked him a question 

about Santa Rabbit, he just laughed and said: "It's just a baby story!" 

Late in the night, when the blizzard was so strong, that even the fa-

ther rabbit was thinking how Santa was going to arrive, three door 

knocks could be heard. The family opened the door and everyone 

said surprised: "It's Santa Rabbit!". Santa had frozen whiskers and 

his long ears were bent, so they invited him inside and offered him a 

hot chocolate, while the little rabbit was jumping happily, shouting: 

"Santa Rabbit! Oh, Santa, I knew you'd come!". As Santa was giving 

them presents, the eldest rabbit was so amazed, that he couldn't say a 

word. After Santa Rabbit left, the whole family started to belive in 

him and to respect Christmas. Even the eldest rabbit became a be-

liever." Grandpa stopped and looked at Michael first, then at Jack 

and at little Peter, who was sitting in his arms: the children were 

fascinated by his story! 

That night, the children helped their parents, to cook and deco-

rate the Christmas tree. They all hoped that Santa was going to come 

in their house to bring them presents and a little bit of magic in their 

lives. The little house at the edge of the forest was an ark floating out 

of time. 

 



 

 

  
It was a wonderful winter morning, when our English teacher 

decided to take me and a group of colleagues on a trip to the moun-

tains for the weekend. 

We have quickly packed our luggage and we all met in front of 

the station to take the train that took us to Vatra Dornei, a Romanian 

famous resort. During our trip we have admired the magnificent 

landscape from the windows, all covered in white due to the big 

snowflakes falling on the area.  

Soon after midday we arrived to the resort and we got to the ho-

tel we were supposed to stay during our trip. After we left our lug-

gage in the hotel room our teacher suggested we might go to explore 

the surroundings. We all agreed to her idea and started our adventure 

in the woods. Looking around, we noticed the beautiful colour of the 

trees that were a mixture of silver and white. Nearby we noticed a 

frozen lake where we could see our reflection and this amused us a 

lot. We could feel a cold wind blowing. We looked up and we saw 

little snowflakes coming from the sky. It was getting colder and 

colder.  

Suddenly I heard some noises coming from the heart of the for-

est and I went to see what was happening. I ran there as fast as I 

could and I saw a little baby deer. It was so cute that I felt like ca-

ressing it but it got scared and ran away, I followed it and the time 

passed so quickly that it was like going into another dimension. I 

kept walking forward until the surroundings became magical. The 

trees seemed to smiled at me and showing me the way to deep of the 

woods. In the distance I heard a bird singing but actually it was an 

owl that was talking. I approached it and there was a moment of si-
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lence as it was looking straight into my eyes and said: “Welcome to 

the Winter Wonderland!!!”. First, I was scared but then I had a feel-

ing of comfort staying near the owl. After we became friends, I start-

ed asking the owl where I was. 

It explained I was in a magical place where only sensitive chil-

dren could enter once in a lifetime. I was even more amazed to find 

out that I am part of those special children. The owl said it would 

take me to the king of the woods. The path we walked on was filled 

with golden leaves. On the way to the king’s throne we discovered 

new funny and cute animals: sweet white foxes, chubby little bears 

and rabbits with silver fur.  

We have finally arrived to the icy palace of the Mighty Male 

Deer. Inside it was full of deer that were kneeling in front of him. He 

made a sign and I approached him. He told me: “You have arrived 

here because you have a good heart and you believe in magic!”. I 

was happy to hear that and I looked around and at once I heard a 

faraway voice calling me. 

I heard it many times until I opened my eyes and I saw my 

teacher trying to wake me up as I was sitting in the snow apparently 

being lost from the group. The teacher asked me if I was all right and 

I said smiling I had never been better in my whole life. 

That trip to the mountains changed my life vision about the 

woods in Vatra Dornei, as I heard before that was indeed a magical 

place to visit. 
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