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Interview with Mister Snowflake for the “Under Zero Gossip 

Phenomenon” magazine: 

Reporter: First of all, thank you for accepting our invitation and 

welcome! So, tell us more about who Snowflake is. 

Mister Snowflake: Thank you for inviting me, how good to see 

you! Well, I was born two days ago in a big family, I have two thou-

sand brothers and sisters. My mom was the Toronto Lake, Canada in 

winter. My father is the 0 degree C. I know that many relationships 

are based on warmth and comfort, but theirs was different. My father 

has always been so freezing cold with my mother, still she made us. 

Soon after she puverised us out. Me and my brothers decided then to 

stay together. Most of us got a job at Nimbostratus Company, we 
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decided to be classical snowflakes. But other brothers and sisters 

decided to take other directions in life. They were our family stars, 

they became waterdrops and fog. You've heard for sure about the 

17th of November fog! They were all my brothers! Yeah, I have 

famous relatives I guess… 

Reporter: How did you choose to work as a snowflake? Why 

not a waterdrop or fog like your relatives? 

Mister Snowflake: I have never been as talented or ambitious as 

them… Also I had a mediocre entourage, for sure that pulled me 

down as well. “Be a snowflake!” they said. “It's easy, you have a 

great salary…” I heard. Big part of my family and friends wanted 

this, even my best friend and the Particle I used to like. Also, some 

of my distant relatives were some kind of famous snowflakes. They 

have been modelling for some science magazine or something simi-

lar. “Why not?” I thought. I finished the Catolic Highschool for Wa-

ter Particles with good grades. Then Winter College was an easy 

experience for me. 

Reporter: You graduated in the International University for 

Snowflakes, as we know. Right? How was that? Some advice for the 

future students? 

Mister Snowflake: It was an interesing and wonderful experi-

ence. Some of my best moments happened at the University, I met 

great particles and some of them are still my friends. I learned a lot, 

there are some great teachers. I was a little worried at the beggining, 

I was still a water particle, I thought I was going to be bullied, but it 

was not like that. People were kind with me. After an hour I had 

already had an intellectual freezing shape, incredible! Some advice… 

Just don't worry. University is made to help you discover who you 

are and what your purpose in this world is. Lots of the students ig-

nore who they are or what they want. It's ok to be confuse. 

Reporter: You said something about a Miss Particle you used to 

like earlier. Is she your girlfriend now? 

Mister Snowflake: No, we had different worldviews. I'm sure 

that my soulmate is somewhere out there, we will find each other. 

But some time ago I used to use that “Under 0 Dating Website”. I 

met a lot of strange phenomena. I dated even a gust of wind. She 

took my head off. Surpsising how come I still have it!!!! 



 

 
 

Reporter: How did you get the job at the Nimbostratus Compa-

ny? 

Mister Snowflake: I have known them since University. It is an 

asociation made of ex-students, everybody used to want to work 

there. Big salaries for just a few hours of manual labour, only two 

hours. The bandwaggon effect. If everybody goes there, why 

shouldn’t I? What else could I do? 

Reporter: And how did you decide to resign? Advice for unhap-

py employed? 

Mister Snowflake: Well… I was freelyfloating in the air in my 

first hour, when I met this old employee of the company. He told us 

that he was going to fall and become part of a snowdrift. Then he 

told us about his friend and his other friends that melted in a puddle. 

“Thanks, but no, thanks” I said then. I clung into a gust of wind and I 

have been floating ever since. So, take my advice: Follow your heart 

and instinct, always! 

Recorded by  

North Wide, reporter 

 

 

 
 

With the first snowflakes came a heavy silence. The city hunk-

ered down to weather the storm. Flurries of snow shot down the al-

leyways and settled in thick piles in the parks. Alex stood at the win-

dow of his apartment on the sixteenth floor and watched the view 

disappear into a swirl of white. Helen watched the same snowflakes 

from her apartment, also on the sixteenth floor, but in the tower 
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block on the other side of the street. They both stood in silence as the 

world shrank down to the size of a window and filled up with snow. 

The storm blew itself out overnight, leaving the streets white 

and the buildings frosted. It would be a day, perhaps two days, be-

fore the city woke from its slumber and shook off its thick coat of 

white, before the snowploughs cleared the roads and they were back 

to their usual bustling selves. Alex had taken the day off. 

It was past ten o’clock before Lena dragged herself out of bed. 

She pulled a tattered cardigan over her pyjamas, rubbed the sleep 

from her eyes and went in search of coffee. Nobody was outside, but 

there was movement in the tower block opposite. A man was up on 

the windowsill with a cloth and a squeegee, standing on his tiptoes so 

he could reach the very top of the window.  

She waved. Alex waved back and promptly dropped the squee-

gee. Even from across the street he could tell she was frowning, so 

he picked up the bucket and mimed dropping the socks in. She 

laughed and raised her mug to him.  

Lena finished her coffee and felt slightly more human, despite 

the fact that her hair was sticking up in the back and her pyjamas 

were wrinkled and full of holes. Her deadline was today. She’d been 

hired to design and draw covers for a series of fantasy novels, and 

she had finally finished. It had been weeks since she had drawn or 

painted something for herself, just for the pure joy of it. She had the 

time now, but all her inspiration was gone. The outside world was 

lost in the snow. It was white, white, white.  

The apartment was tiny, and Alex had to push his sofa and table 

out of the way to gain enough floorspace to assemble his bookcase. 

He manoeuvred the Ikea flat pack into place with some difficulty. 

The woman was watching him again, mug in hand. He gazed through 

his newly cleaned windows and raised an eyebrow at her. There were 

books everywhere in Lena’s apartment, boxes of pristine novels with 

dazzling jewel-bright colours that she had designed. Alex wished he 

could make out which books they were, ”Does she like to read?”. He 

mimed writing. Helena shook her head vigorously. She pulled out the 

largest sketchbook she had, found a thick black marker and got to 

work. A minute later she pressed the paper against the window. 

Somehow, a few black lines transformed into a dragon that snarled at 

Alex from across the street. He gave her a thumbs up. She took up 



 

 
 

the marker again, and a moment later he was laughing at a drawing 

of himself with a squeegee, one foot in a bucket, and the other 

stretched out behind for balance. 

He took a framed photograph from the wall and set it on the 

windowsill in front of him. Helena watched as he detached the back 

of the frame and took the photograph out. From the distance she 

couldn’t quite make out what it was, but there was a lot of blue and 

grey. He lifted the empty frame slightly and pointed at her. No, not at 

her, at the sketch, the one of him cleaning his windows. She held it a 

little higher, and when he nodded, she rolled it up, slipped a rubber 

band around it and set in the corner of the windowsill where he could 

see it. It was just what the apartment needed.  

It would have been easier with someone to help, but when he 

held up the various planks and screws his neighbour opposite re-

coiled and pointed down to the thick snowdrifts sixteen storeys be-

low them. Helping a man she’d never spoken to put together some 

kind of wooden contraption was not a good enough reason to go 

traipsing through the Arctic hellscape outside.  

When she looked up, she saw a much improved version in the 

windows of the apartment opposite. Helena taped the last sketch in 

place and had the satisfaction of seeing her furniture-assembling, 

squeegee-wielding neighbour burst out laughing. She had drawn four 

panels.  

Helena spent a long time looking at the snow. It wasn’t white. 

How could she ever have thought it was just an empty, bare, white 

nothingness? There were streaks of purple and yellow, and the shad-

ows were a deep blue like the sky on a midsummer’s night. She dust-

ed off her easel and found paints, brushes and a canvas. 

Late that afternoon, it was Alex’s turn to relax with a hot drink. 

He sipped Earl Grey tea while his neighbour opposite worked away 

at her canvas. Occasionally she looked up and gave him a wave. He 

would tap his watch, and she would roll her eyes. 

It was getting close to sunset when she put her brushes down at 

last. It had taken Alex nearly twenty minutes to find his old binocu-

lars. He pressed the binoculars against his eyes, glad that he had 

cleaned the window. A pause, then she turned the easel around. She 

had painted the two of them, leaning out from their windows towards 

each other... 



 

 

She had painted snowdrifts and dancing snowflakes that were 

somehow both dazzlingly white and made up of a thousand different 

colours. 

 

 

 
 

Not long ago a so-called witch lived in a scary little house on 

the top of a mountain. Everyone was afraid of her because of the 

stories told by the village elders. But since I was a fearless little girl, 

I decided to go to the top of the mountain where she lived to cheer 

her up by bringing her a little gift for Christmas. 

The night before Christmas Eve, I set out on the adventure that 

would change my life. I stopped by my favourite souvenir shop and 

bought a ball filled with artificial snow, a string of lights and a min-

iature decorated Christmas tree. I stuffed two packets of cookies in 

my backpack and set off. 

Hardly had I begun walking than a strong blizzard started. I 

could feel my feet slowly plunging into the freshly laid snow. A loud 

roar echoed from the air and everything freezed, as if the Queen of 

Winter tried to make her children stop running. At the edge of a pine 

forest, the howls of wolves faded away, but, anyway, they could not 

overcome my desire to make a bad person feel happy at Christmas. 

Walking slowly and without making any noise or sudden moves, I 

found the harness of a white horse between the branches of a fir tree. 

I stopped to give him some food because I thought he was hungry. I 

shared a packet of cookies with him and, when I left, he got off the 

ground and expressed his endless gratitude, insisting to ride him in 
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order to get rid of the wolves. I suddenly started to feel scared, but, at 

the same time, I wanted more than ever to see what other wonders 

would unfold in front of me. 

Unbeknownst to me, White, for that was the name of the horse, 

brought me straight to the witch's door. I knocked on it lightly for 

fear of tearing it down, because it was very worn out. An old woman, 

very frail and pretty, opened the door, but she did not look like a bad, 

grumpy witch at all. I took a small step forward and asked her in a 

shaky voice if I could talk to her. Without hesitation, she invited me 

into her house. I sat down on a wooden chair and started to slowly 

take the packet of cookies and the presents out of my backpack. See-

ing the cookies, she began to smile slightly, but she did not look too 

impressed. When I handed her the ball filled with artificial snow, she 

fell to her knees, telling me that she had been waiting for me for a 

long time.  

- You know, my dear, you didn’t get here by accident. The roar 

you heard was mine. White is my horse. I sent him to save you, be-

cause you were chosen to rule this kingdom. 

I began to smile because the kingdom was just a dilapidated 

house. 

- You cannot see it yet. Do you see that pot over there? Put your 

finger in the water. 

I hesitated because the water was boiling, but... I took courage, 

put my fingertip in the water and something strange happened. The 

boiling water froze, although the fire beneath it was burning. I got 

back to her in a state of fear and saw that the old woman had become 

a queen. I had no idea what had happened, but I realized that she 

handed me the snow scepter, put the crown on my head, and the di-

lapidated house became a crystal castle. 

- You were chosen to become the Queen of Winter! Your Maj-

esty, welcome to your kingdom! I will stay by your side for the rest 

of your reign. You did not want to come here by chance. I enchanted 

you at birth to make you want to know the truth about me as soon as 

you turn eighteen. 

I suddenly realized that I had always known deep down in my 

heart I was the chosen one. I let my family know, and all the inhabit-

ants of the Snow Kingdom figured out why this grumpy old woman 

was always walking around my house. 



 

 

 

 
 

Everyone loves Christmas! But is it really the case for every-

one? The Dunbars, for instance, a beautiful and happy family in a 

tiny town, somewhere in this big, crazy world. Josh, the father, is a 

very dedicated and skilled lawyer. He’s able to sell ice even to the 

eskimos, they say. His wife, Aurora, was blessed from the first mo-

ments of her life with a stunning beauty, peony pale cheeks and dark 

ocean blue eyes. Their only two sons, Isaac,  seventeen, and Peter, 

only six years, four months and twelve days old, as he always likes 

to say are very nice and good children. Now this is their story! It’s 

december 23, outside it’s snowing like never before. Tens of snow-

flakes fall rapidly down to hug the Earth. Everyone is happy, sings 

beautiful carols, gather to watch Christmas movies, its spirit is in the 
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air and you can feel it! The Dunbars are packing in the living for a 

long trip to Aurora’s parents. Isaac is in his room, curtains on the 

windows, headphones on. Can’t see and can’t hear anything. Down-

stairs little Peter asks his parents about his brother. They regretfully 

tell him that Isaak hates that ritual, it wasn’t his type of fun. Peter 

suddenly runs upstairs in his brother’s room to see how he’s doing. 

Opens the door and sees him listen. With small, but sure steps, Peter 

reaches his brother and takes his headphones off and tells him to 

come downstairs. Isaac said no and put his headphones back, but 

Peter insisted a few times until Isaac yelled at him to go out and sing 

their stupid carols. Peter ran in tears and slammed the door behind. 

It’s December 24. Early in the morning the Dunbars prepare to drive 

12 hours and the weather isn’t the best...a snow storm was an-

nounced. Isaac and Peter hadn’t talked to each other since last night. 

On the road they sang, laughed a lot, but Isaac had his head in the 

phones all the time. It’s around 10 AM and the storm begins, outside  

only bright yellow blinding striking eyes, the headlights of other 

cars. Peter was scared but his brother didn’t comfort him. He was 

crying bitterly and his parents turned to reassure him. Isaac looked 

up phones on, and yelled with fear in his voice: DAD! A blinding 

yellow light muted them. It was silence, the time stopped. It was cold 

and dark. Such a strange realm, somewhere between the worlds, 

somewhere between life and death. Darkness broke up. Isaac opened 

his eyes to see nothing... nothing but snowflakes falling, he wasn’t 

injured... how strange. Before he could say a word, a butterfly with 

crystal wings landed on his nose and the sky was painted with the 

words: “Isaac your journey has begun, follow the path and you’ll be 

free again”. Then a path apperead leading somewhere far. “I must be 

dreaming...” But one thing was certain, dream or not he had to follow 

the path and the butterfly, he had no  choice. He had been walking 

for about an hour, encountered numberless obstacles on his way, but 

the butterfly never stopped... until a door appeared and he touched its 

handle. Should he open it? Is it a sign? After some thinking he en-

tered. Astonishing surprise, to see his old house, where he had lived 

before Peter was born. It was Christmas, actually his last happy 

Christmas...The Christmas when his elder brother Andrew passed 

away, whom he hadn’t had the courage to talk about since then. A 

soldier and little Isaac waiting home for him. But then, the annual 



 

 

Christmas call that year was made for another reason... Isaac never 

got over that and blamed his little brother Peter for taking Andrew’s 

place...Then another door apeared. That led to a hospital room...Isaac 

saw himself lying on a bed and Peter hugging him as hard as he 

could. That reminded him of  Andrew’s last hug before going to 

defend the country. He never felt more loved than in that moment. 

Until now. So he fell on his kness and a warm yellow light apperead 

again, but he saw other words above. “Your journey has ended” And 

for the second time Isaac opened his ayes and hugged Peter back and 

whispered to him: “I love you with all my heart” From that moment 

on, all Christmases were the same, joy came back and the family 

happily reunited. That journey was one of accomplishment and for-

giveness and the butterfly was nothing more than Peter’s love for his 

brother who had kept him safe all the time! Two Christmases that 

changed a life forever! 

 

 
 

 



 

 
 

  
 

A few days ago, I was asked if there was a day in my life that I 

hated at dawn and I ended up not wanting to end at sunset. At first 

my mind was in a fog, but now I remember that yes, I really had such 

a day in my life. Normally, on Christmas Eve morning we wake up 

around noon, and usually I take my father by the hand to make the 

Christmas tree (most likely also complaining that we don't have 

enough candy to hang because we ate them all in the process of tying 

the string). In the evening we go to the kitchen to cook the famous 

chocolate cake of our family. But when I was about 16, everything 

got turned upside down: I had to get up earlier than the sun rose to 

spend five hours in a car taking me to my grandmother because the 

family in the apartment next to us had a little unfortunate accident 

with a water pipe and it affected us too. I hadn't spent much time 

with my grandparents when I was little, I had preferred the city at-

mosphere, so my disappointment was great. When I got out of the car 

my mother said to me:  

  “Your father and I are going to help Mr. and Mrs. Tipătescu 

with the water pipe.” 

“You mean I'm staying with Grandma?”  

My grandmother was not home and would not arrive until later 

that night and I was going to stay for hours without any company. I 

slammed the car door and went straight to the house and I slumped in 

an armchair and folded my hands. Obviously, after almost an hour of 

doing nothing, I realized that if I didn't want to be stuck like a tree, I 

had to find something to do. Since I hadn't been able to eat anything, 

I decided that it would be good to prepare something to eat. I didn't 
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have a clear picture in my mind of what I was going to cook, all I 

knew, or rather everything my stomach knew, was that I had a crav-

ing for something sweet. First I wanted to wait until my mother and 

grandmother would cook the cake with me, but the thought didn't last 

long because it couldn't satisfy my appetite right away. I grabbed 

some flour, milk, eggs, chocolate and everything else I needed from 

the fridge and pantry and started mixing it in a bowl. After I finished 

the composition and poured it into the pan, I realized that I had no 

idea about the temperature, and I prayed it would work. Suddenly, 

my gaze turned to a thick turquoise leather book that sat on a shelf 

above the kitchen utensil cabinet. I thought that was supposed to be a 

cookbook. The technical details of food can also be found in a cook-

book. 

I grabbed the book, but when I opened it, a blue ray gushed 

from it, which was placed on top of the tray and turned the shell into 

a ready-made cake. For a few seconds I was perplexed, I didn't know 

what to say, I even rubbed my eyes thinking that maybe I imagined. 

Out of hunger and curiosity, I cut a piece of the cake and once I 

tasted it, everything around me fell into dozens of particles.  When I 

could see again, my grandmother's house turned into a scene from 

my favourite story, Rapunzel. I could see the tower in which the 

princess was locked, I could see how her hair shone, I could hear her 

mother's song, I could feel the green grass under her feet when she 

had escaped, the sea. I had to cover my eyes when the bright lights of 

the lanterns rose above me, and I laughed when I saw the crown that 

Rapunzel puts on her head when she discovers her origins. 

It wasn't until one hand touched my shoulder that I woke up to 

reality. That hand belonged to my grandmother. 

“Where did you get this book from?” I asked almost in a whis-

per.    

“I hope you didn't think I was a boring old woman with crochet 

sticks in her hands, did you?” 

 “I ...” 

 I couldn’t finish my sentence before my grandmother had taken 

the book from me and closed it, the blue ray coming back and the 

cake disappearing miraculously. 



 

 
 

“You chose a spell that I really liked in my youth, you know! I 

never got tired of stories, although I probably stopped when I put on 

too many pounds!” 

“So you're a witch?”  

“Something similar. And it looks like you're one too!” 

“Seriously?”     

“You couldn't use the book without a drop of magic in your 

veins.” 

“ It's getting dark and your parents will get here soon. Let's 

cook something normal, and tomorrow morning when everyone is 

asleep we can talk more.”  

“Sounds good?” 

“Sounds great, Grandma!” 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

  
 

Dear Santa Claus, 

Even though I have never written to you, I wanted the same 

thing every year. Every year, every day, every hour, every moment, 

year, unceasingly, the same desire. 

 

I do not desire toys or other expensive things. I just want to 

have the strength to believe in the impossible. I want to have the 

impression that I can catch the sea at a glance, that I can fly on the 

wings of seagulls, that I can greet people with a warm childish smile. 

I want to be able to climb mountains, even if from time to time I will 

stumble upon them, to have the power to take it from the beginning 

helped by the gaze and the words of the wise ones, to stretch my 

arms to the sky and then, when I close them, to believe that I have 

embraced the Universe, to feel on my shoulder the touch of my 

soulmate from another reality, to catch a splendid snowflake and 

give it to my lovely and beautiful mother, to collect raindrops and 

make them the river of my eternal youth, to be able to pick all the 

flowers in the world so that I can make a beautiful wreath of flowers 

for my hardworking grandmother and let these plants whisper all my 

gratitude to her. I want to be able to talk to the stars so that they 

could tell me the mysteries of the night, to be able to convince the 

snow to come and bless the lands of Romania. I also want to be able 

to fly on a broomstick so I can travel to the realm of wizards and 

learn all kinds of potions and spells. I want to have the strength to lift 

Arthur’s sword and Thor’s hammer. I want to become an ocean fairy 

who can control the waves at night. I want to swim to the lost city of 
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Atlantis and sing beautiful songs with the majestic mermaids of the 

deep sea. I want the sirens to teach me how to swim like them even 

though I don’t have a mermaid tail, like I said in the beginning I 

want to believe in the impossible. I want to believe that some things I 

just said in this letter might come true one day, not necessarily in my 

world, maybe in another reality where I exist, where magic is known 

to everyone. 

 

Santa, that’s what I want for Christmas, and for my loved ones I 

want a lot of health and happiness.    

Oh! I almost forgot! I also want to help you, Santa, with all the 

letter you receive and with all the gifts you have to share all around 

the world. I really want to visit you at the North Pole, so you can 

give me an interview about Christmas and how you deal with all 

these presents. The most important thing is that I want you to bring 

back together families who are distant and who live in different plac-

es from all over the world, a hot meal for the needy people who can-

not enjoy the holidays as others do and smiles on the face of every 

child in this world. 

 

All the love, 

    Daria  

 

 

 
  



 

 

 

  
 

“He could recall every single memory of her, like it was yester-

day, but the most unforgettable one was their first meeting. On a 

meadow covered with flowers that were in the middle of blooming, 

with a crystal appearance. A dark, cold night and the beginning of 

winter, with the snowflakes being their watchers. They were dancing 

as they knew what was happening between the two Gods. One snow-

flake even dared to rest on her nose. She was smiling looking at the 

scenery in front of her. Indulged by that bewitching act of hers, he 

contrasted the flowers' abundant blooming, and entitled it : glaze 

jasmine. Jasmine was derived from the Goddess’s name, Yesmin. 

The Goddess laughed at the God of Earth's action. Though, denying 

her feelings towards him was non-sense, as they both realised after.  
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Together, they created the antique city of Love, Liebe. It was ti-

tled after the tenderness they felt each day for one another which it 

will be shed to their people. 

The glaze jasmines remained the most beautiful of them all, 

which hold their story of love and loss. The legend remained that the 

meadow, covered with jasmines, would be a place where you can 

meet the one, if you were called there by fate on a cold night and the 

beginning of winter, a moment labelled Winter Wonderland - when 

you see the world in another perspective after you fall in love.” 

 

Every person in Liebe city knew this legend which made the 

hearts of girls’ flutter. And Liene, was one of them.  

She was a girl full of life and made everybody around her smile. 

Many would say she was like fresh air and smelled like the glaze 

jasmines. The features were simple, but natural : crystal blue orbs, 

yellowish hair cascading down her back and always having flowers 

in it. But, apart from all of these assets, her mind was invaded by 

thoughts of all kinds, especially the legend of the two gods. A story 

that kept her mind busy for years now. Reciting it with her eyes 

closed was a piece of cake.  

Nobody knew the truth, implying they had a happy ending like 

all the others, but she wasn’t like that. Only those sapphire eyes 

knew why, strictly keeping to themselves. 

“It can’t be a happy ending if there is no ending at all!”, she 

protested every time a friend of hers would say otherwise. 

 

Some girls would wait until the evening on the first day of win-

ter, in the middle of the meadow with glaze jasmines blooming next 

to them. They would admire the once beloved flowers by the Gods, 

peeking to see if their “soulmates'' would greet them with a warm 

smile, asking to dance, with the snowflakes being once again watch-

ers for some young couples.  

Liene wasn’t there, after all, she didn’t believe this legend 

would apply to mortals.  

She just thought of going for some fresh air, when the lights 

were giving a weird sensation of relief to her. The snow still didn’t 

show up, which gave her a bad feeling, the cold air not being a helper 

either, making her cheeks turn red.  



 

 

Deciding to end the stroll, something caught her attention. A 

boy that was around her age sitting in the middle of the meadow.The 

boy turned around, making eye contact with Liene. Medium-length 

black hair with some random coloured mint strands of hair, compli-

menting his eyes and pale skin. 

Blinking rapidly, she stared at how the boy turned to an emerald 

colour dust slowly. Adrenaline was pumping and the curiosity 

pushed her to run to the boy, stopping him from getting away. 

Putting her hand on his, a blinding light broke the electricity 

both of them felt at that moment and without hesitating, she put her 

arms up to her eyes, wind brushing through some strands of hair. 

“Long had I foreseen this fate… ” a calm voice echoed in 

Liene’s head. After the light had disappeared, she looked back where 

the boy should’ve been, panting. With a heavy heart, she turned to 

her right and saw it. A different world, the perspective she shouldn’t 

have experienced it, never - the Winter Wonderland moment. 

 

 

  
 

All stories seem to be real and amazing when you are a child 

and this fact is also true for a little girl named Cosette. On that beau-

tiful and cloudy day of January, Cosette and her aunt were on the 

balcony of her grandparents’ house, admiring the landscape because 

from that place they could see a big part of the city. Cosette’s gaze 
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was locked on the gray clouds that covered an endless sky. That 

moment her aunt began telling her a myth about the goddess of 

clouds and the little girl listened carefully to this new story.  

They say that the goddess of clouds, called Fayra, has a cold 

and selfish heart. She is the reason for all of the snow which reaches 

the earth. The most beautiful memories of hers are during winter 

season from the time when she was a mortal young girl. Unfortunate-

ly for her, Fayra stays alone in the land of the clouds and when win-

ter comes, she remembers about her past and she becomes upset. 

There are moments when Fayra becomes furious because she can’t 

change the past, she believes that everything could have been differ-

ent if she had had this power. When this happens, the goddess sends 

snowflakes on earth according to her feelings, to their intensity. She 

wants people to be surrounded by white snow, she wants them to see 

life in one colour - from her perspective, from the perspective of 

loneliness.  

Cosette thinks of the words of her aunt and she asked herself if 

all of this story could be true and if this goddess is as selfish as it is 

said. That night, in total darkness, the little girl fell asleep thinking of 

this mythic creature. Her sleep was interrupted by a strange noise and 

because Cosette didn’t see anything in her room, she looked at the 

window and afterwards she went out on the balcony. The fresh and 

cold air felt strong and Cosette noticed that outside it was snowing 

with big snowflakes. Some of them fell on her skin and when the 

snowflakes melted, Cosette disappeared.  

The little girl arrived in another world, in a huge and grey land, 

without end. That place was similar to that land of clouds in which 

the goddess Fayra lived. She stepped ahead with fear and curiosity. 

After a few minutes, Cosette felt a presence in her back.   

“Who are you, little wandering girl ?” asked a calm voice. 

“Wow ! You are the goddess, aren’t you ? It is a fantastic thing 

to see you! I am Cosette and I  come from the earth,” she explained.  

“Goddess Fayra was wearing a long yellow dress, her hair was 

red as blood and her eyes were green as the color of fresh grazing.  

“From the earth ? You! You are the human who is predestined 

to tell my real story to everyone. Finally, after all this time,” the god-

dess said, excited.  



 

 

Cosette was confused, but regardless of this she began to listen 

to her real story. She discovered that Fayra was a beautiful girl inside 

and outside. She wasn’t alone, she was surrounded by a lot of differ-

ent creatures who loved her. Yes, sometimes Fayra remembered 

about her family and friends who were mortals, but she had a new 

big family there and she was really happy. It was not like she was 

exiled in that world, in fact goddess Fayra made the decision to be-

come their lady. One time, this land was on earth, but a magic spell 

made it get up in the clouds and in this place she found this magic 

trick, the snowflakes. But this trick can be used just in the winter 

season.  

This was the story that Cosette wrote in her very appreciated 

novel and all the people admired her talent and creativity, but the girl 

knew all the truth. 

 

 

 
 

Winter finally came with its white and puffy coat, covering all 

the trees and rooftops on the Liberty Street. There, in the very corner 

of the street, Mike and his family lived. Mike was one of those kids 

who enjoyed holidays and spending time with his friends, family, 

playing games and running in the snow. Winter was, in fact, his fa-

vourite season, because it meant gifts, no school, free time and tasty 

food.  

Even though Mike was an only-child, he never felt alone. He 

was always surrounded by his group of friends, James, Ivan and 

Mario, having those unforgettable adventures. His parents were not 
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really that present in his life, always working and travelling to other 

countries. That is why he loved Christmas, because it brought them 

together.  

Christmas was quickly coming. The streets were crowded with 

parents running and buying toys for their little ones. The Christmas 

lights were already set up, making the atmosphere more magical than 

it was. Mike was in his bedroom, writing his letter to Santa: a big 

robot, many sweets and happiness. After he finished, he came down 

in his living room and carefully placed his letter under the Christmas 

tree. “Hopefully, Santa will read my letter and bring me all I want!” 

he said to himself. His parents were busy so he called the boys and 

asked them out. “I can’t go out, my parents and I are going to buy 

gifts”, James said. “I am baking these delicious cookies, so I can’t 

either”, said Ivan. Upset and lonely, Mike went out alone. He started 

walking on the streets, wondering why he had to be lonely when 

everybody had something to do with friends or family. Luckily he 

brought his teddy bear, so he wasn’t completely alone. He thought 

about all those lonely kids, without a family: “How are they spending 

this holiday? Don’t they feel lonely?” 

He started to look for a bench to sit on. “All are occupied, what 

a thing!” he said. Then, he saw a girl, not older than seven, so he 

went in that direction.   

“Can I sit with you?” Mike asked politely.  

“Yes, please, take a sit. I am Sophie, what’s your name?” she 

smiled.  

She was dressed poorly, but her beauty was overshadowing 

that.  

“I am Mike. Sorry to ask you, what are you doing here alone?” 

“I ran from the place I live. I don’t like it there, but let’s not talk 

about it. Your teddy bear is so cute, can I hold it?” 

Mike thought she would run away with it, so he stood up and 

said: 

“You would make it dirty. Maybe you would get one for 

Christmas.” 

Sophie had tears in her eyes. All she wanted was to feel a toy in 

her hands. She ran away, not looking back. Mike felt bad about what 

he had just said, but the remorse soon passed. It was getting dark so 

he went home to see if Santa came. He entered the living room, 



 

 

where his parents were waiting for him. “Santa came! Come and see 

what he brought you!” Dad shouted. 

Mike got all the gifts he wanted, his family was now with him. 

It was perfect. “You have one more gift to open”, Mom smiled at 

him. “I haven’t seen that box”, thought Mike. When he opened it, his 

face went blank. There was another teddy bear, just like his one, and 

a piece of paper: “Christmas is about sharing. You can’t be happy in 

a room full of sad people. I have to go somewhere really quick!” he 

shouted, leaving his house.  

Mike started running, searching for Sophie. She was there as if 

she was waiting for Mike to come back. 

“I am really sorry, Sophie. I shouldn’t have said that.” 

“It’s ok, I understand. It was really important to you and you 

didn’t want it ruined.” 

“I have something for you. I hope you will like it. 

He handed her the new teddy bear: “Merry Christmas, Sophie!” 

Sophie started crying. She loved the bear: “Merry Christmas, 

Mike!” 

They got back home together that night, spending Christmas 

eating good food and playing games. Since then, Mike and Sophie 

are inseparable. 

Christmas is not about gifts or money. It is about how you 

choose to spend your time. That is why winter is magic, because it 

makes all this possible.  

 



 

 
 

 

 
 

Winter? That something that tells you: “Today you will sit and 

read a book by the fireplace” or “let's go out and enjoy the snow!”. 

Personally,  honestly,  I always associate winter with lights. I don't 

know if there is anything more beautiful than seeing trees, houses, 

streets and parks with lights, especially seen at night, for me, at least, 

it creates a state that can’t be compared to anything else. 

This season allows you to dream so far that the saddest man 

ends up smiling. The human mind is so amazing that it can create a 

new universe, and winter inspires us. Imagine a world ruled by a 

power that turns the blade of grass into crystal, the water into sap-

phire, the stifling cold air. Everything is white and blue, ice and 

snow. To some people it may seem sinister, but suddenly a little 

snowman appears, he has life in this universe. This little man, Rob-

ert, is the embodiment of adorability. He is dog as tall as a shepherd, 

Răducanu Georgiana Elena 
cls. a X-a, Colegiul Național 

„Garabet Ibrăileanu” Iași 

 



 

 

plump, like the sphere that 9th graders learn in Maths. He has big, 

sparkling eyes, the divine power of this universe has put ice stars in 

his eyes. He represents purity and inspiration. 

Going back to reality, I can honestly say that winter is an es-

cape, a well-deserved sleep of nature, a need for hibernating animals, 

people's time to spend time at home alone, with pets or family. Win-

ter is our beloved Christmas, the Nativity  that reminds us to love, to 

give and to be better, Christ descends among us and we prepare to 

receive Him. It grows your heart to see people praying together or 

singing carols. 

God, the carols are one of the most beloved parts of winter, in 

my opinion. I always have goosebumps when I hear the Christmas 

songs I've been listening to since I was very very young , or the car-

ols which  I listen to now when carolers come. I remember when I 

used to go caroling, imagine a little girl the size of a chair with a 

Christmas hat and glasses singing a five-minute carol. I still sing for 

the family, and that's how that feeling of melancholy mixed with 

happiness appears. This is actually winter, emotion. Winter is emo-

tion, it's beauty, it's childhood that manifests in old age, it's family, 

it's play, it's a season that can go through all our states and make us 

fall in love irretrievably. 

Winter is also romantic. Romantic in poetry and stories, roman-

tic for people. I'm talking about those late evenings when you're 

home and the room is lit by those lights prevoiusly mentioned above, 

background music at low volume, you have hot chocolate and you 

look out the window as it snows and you talk about past and maybe 

future winters, I don't think anything else can better describe ro-

mance. 

I wanted to introduce into this text as much as I could from eve-

rything that means “winter wonderland” . If I were to explain what 

winter means to an alien from a planet where there is no winter, all 

winter would not be enough for me to be able to explain to him eve-

rything that this season means. Probably the most difficult part 

would be to explain that winter is a land of cold that warms your 

soul. 

 

 

 



 

 
 

  
 

Flight to happiness 

It was soon the evening of 24th December and Yuri was cele-

brating the first Christmas Eve alone, without her father.   

By this time, she and her father would’ve played chess next to 

the chimney, listening to Christmas carols and laughing together 

about Yuri’s silly mistakes. Her grandma passed away when she was 

young. She didn’t get the chance to meet her mother and she didn’t 

have any other siblings, just a dog named Bobby.  

It was warm inside; the neighbours were taking care of her 

since child protection would’ve sent her to a stranger’s house. Be-

sides, Yuri and Josh's family were in a good relationship, she was 

being treated well.  

Outside it was snowing. It was a very beautiful evening so she 

decided, with her new family’s acknowledgment, to go out and play, 

explore and have fun, now that it was still a bit early.   

As she was walking, her sight was blessed with houses decorat-

ed in red, white, and yellow lights; it was like a Christmas heaven.  

She sensed something that reminded her of her dad: a sweet-like 

taste was coming from the nearest cake shop. On the showcase, there 

were displayed various cakes, cookies, chocolates, and more, but that 

wasn’t what got Yuri’s attention. Next to her, there was a 2-meter 

heightened white ghost, with long legs and no arms, neither nose and 

mouth. He was standing straight accompanied with a stomach growl-

ing noise, it wasn’t that powerful, but Yuri knew: the ghost would 

like some cookies.  

“Hey there ghost, you seem hungry. Here, have a cookie.” 
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Yuri handed the ghost a pack of cookies and smiled. She was so 

overwhelmed with happiness that she forgot to put on shoes and to 

take on her coat, only a scarf was keeping her warm.  

The ghost turned away and started walking towards the empty 

field at the end of the city, it was then when she noticed that the 

ghost had a spiral slowly encircling inside him, like a stomach asking 

for food. Was he still hungry?   

She followed him with big steps while slightly feeling the cold 

snow beneath her feet. Her head was covered with snowflakes and 

her cheeks were slowly turning reddish, it was getting colder and 

colder, darker and darker.  

Once arrived at the field, the ghost started gliding around, roll-

ing in the air. Then he stopped and offered his body to the girl, to fly 

together above the city.   

Yuri climbed on the ghost’s body and looked around. She was 

truly in the air and the cold was fading away with each minute that 

was passing.  

They started flying above each house and each shop. The sky 

was theirs and the stars were shining behind the white clouds that 

were crying snowflakes over the city. Yuri was very happy about 

what was happening. 

The ghost was heading to the girl’s house with a great speed 

and so was the spiral inside him, growing bigger and bigger.  

Although it was very cold, Yuri could barely feel it, it was 

warm and she was smiling so happily that her cheek hurt.   

After some time, they arrived at the house, but Yuri’s smile 

faded away at the sight of her father sitting at the table with Bobby in 

his lap, playing chess alone.   

“Daddy!!” 

She screamed scared. The confusion and sadness were a ball of 

emotions inside the girl’s heart.  

“Look in the garden!!! Daddy!!”  

She kept on screaming as tears started falling down her cheeks. 

The ghost with its complete spiral form was besides her. He came 

closer and put a hand over the girl’s mouth. She didn’t shut and 

screamed louder; sobs could be heard from afar but no one looked at 

her, no one tried to help.  



 

 
 

She calmed down after a couple of seconds but found herself 

absorbed by the ghost’s spiral. She was warm now and feeling dizzy. 

The sight became dark.   

She woke up in front of the cake shop, after a while, above her 

frozen body. She felt a hand over her shoulder and to her surprise, 

her father was very happy to see her.   

They went together to heaven where they spent a very pleasant 

Christmas.   

 

 

  
 

I was looking out the window in the distance; grey clouds 

sieved shining white flour. I was looking far away to the lonely, cold 

and empty forest. Houses were wearing white fur hats. There were 

cold decorations on deserted branches and the trees looked like cold, 

speechless soldiers wearing icy armours. It looked like a whole 

painting.  

There was only a little time left until Christmas. People’s souls 

were full of joy, tenderness and warmth. It was hard to express in 

words the emotion we felt on this holiday.  

In grandmother’s village, far away in a corner, there was a 

house with a small family in need. A 12-year-old girl named Diana 

had to struggle with the biggest hardship in the world, which came 

over her two months ago. This misfortune produced great damage to 

her heart, her brother’s and mother’s hearts. Their father died and 

therefore their protection and support had vanished. But, besides 

those things, the person who raised and loved them had disappeared. 
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But he was still sending his love from the sky. Since then, nothing 

had made them smile.  

Christmas was fast approaching, but there was no Christmas 

spirit and magic in their house. They had neither a decorated tree nor 

a sponge cake, cookies and lights. Meanwhile, everybody was excit-

ed. They all were getting ready for the lovely holiday. 

As I was making the preparations, I heard this story from my 

grandma. As soon as I found out, I decided they deserved to be sup-

ported and feel the emotion everybody feels on Christmas. In or-

der to raise money, I thought about making gingerbread snowmen 

and stars. I made the dough with my grandma’s help, I put the cook-

ies into the oven and then honey on top of them. We had a stall with 

the sweets we baked from all our heart in front of our house and the 

people passing by could hear:  

“Sweet treasures, for you, from our heart!”   

Being very curious, they came to taste the goodies; in the end, 

all the people who were walking on this street bought our magic 

gingerbread for Christmas. After raising enough money for the 

Christmas surprise, I bought food, presents and candy. I thought they 

wanted their father close to them and a good idea came to me. There 

would be pictures of him and personal things in a corner of the 

house, next to the decorated Christmas tree.  

I went to their home with the presents. When they saw me, their 

faces lit up. We all started decorating the house. Even if it was an old 

house, it became a very warm welcoming place that offered light as a 

gift. When I started arranging the place dedicated to the memory of 

the father, they were really happy and even began to cry; feelings out 

of control came out for the three of them.  

Christmas is the most wonderful joy for children. Families get 

together on the first Christmas day and intense emotions give you a 

magic feeling. But the biggest joy is Santa Claus. When white bees 

begin swarming and the ponds become mirrors on Christmas Eve, 

Santa brings us nice presents.  

Step by step, The Eve was approaching. This night Diana, Toma 

and their mother would be visited by Santa Claus. Morning came and all 

three went to the polished boots and to the socks hanged by the hot fire-

place. Some beautiful big presents were waiting to be opened. When 



 

 
 

they saw the lovely presents, they were happy. In the end the present 

doesn’t matter, what matters is the emotion you feel in your heart.  

Every year for Christmas I make a wish. This time, my wish 

was to give them back the smile, the emotion, the joy, the childhood 

and the cheerfulness to their heart. I managed to do that and now 

three souls came back to life in the most beautiful time of the year: 

Christmas. For them, it is a miracle that they can smile again with all 

their heart. I put a little angel on top of the Christmas tree. That angel 

brings me luck and it will also bring them luck.  

It was the best Christmas ever since the beginning and I will 

never forget it.  

 

 

 
 

The holiday season came around and I decided to spend 

Christmas with my mom and little sisters. I woke up early morning 

to get ready to leave. It was pitch black outside and it was snowing 

heavily. The only thing lighting up the narrow road I had to cross 

was an old street lamp. The streets were covered in glistening snow. I 

felt my hands shivering as I reached for the keys in my pocket and 

unlocked my car. I went in trying to warm myself as much as I could. 

I began my trip, anxiously driving in the dark scenery hoping the 

weather would mellow. 

When I finally had left my town, I got to see the massive moun-

tains and the trees which were covered by a blanket of sparkling 

snow. It was getting harder to drive, as I kept turning on my wind-
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shield wipers at all times to ease my vision. The snowflakes were 

quickly coating the whole world in white.  

After what felt like forever, I finally arrived at my childhood 

home. My mom greeted me at the door and hugged me tightly and 

she felt as warm and loving as ever. My sisters surprised me by bak-

ing chocolate cookies and painting me a snowman. They were smil-

ing so hard and I was so happy to see them again. We laid on the 

couch and talked for hours and hours, time flying as we shared sto-

ries and made jokes. The sound of the wood burning in the fireplace 

felt comforting and peaceful. Our Christmas tree was full of flicker-

ing colorful lights, glittering stars, and bows. 

I looked out the frosty windows to see that it was snowing even 

harder, a blizzard starting soon. My little sisters had fallen asleep 

long ago, and I could only hear the wind outside and the cracks of 

the fire. I made my way to my bedroom as it was really late. Opening 

the door, I felt a wave of childhood memories that hit me. Walking 

around my room, I felt really nostalgic and sentimental. The books I 

once loved so much were catching dust in my bookcase and all my 

things I cherished were sitting untouched. I sat on the bed which was 

now too small for me and grabbed the picture on my nightstand. It 

was a photo of me and my two best friends when we were teens. I 

traced my fingers over it and felt myself going back in time. Sudden-

ly, I was young, sitting on my bed surrounded by my friends having 

fun and laughing. I could hear my favourite song playing on the ra-

dio. My friends were talking about a movie that had just come out. 

The atmosphere was so relaxing and happy. My daydreaming was 

stopped by our old family cat meowing at my door. I let it in and put 

the picture back on my nightstand planning to take it with me when I 

leave. I was thinking of showing my friends the picture of our 

younger selves having fun. 

That night, I fell asleep feeling content and cheerful. I was ex-

tremely happy to be back home with my family and to uncover 

memories.  

  



 

 
 

 

 

 
 

So, we're here again. The most beautiful time of the year But 

this time with so much pain All we need is the heart to be here. 

'Cause I don't care about the rules I want to be around my lovers I 

want to fell the Christmas pulse And made some wonderful mo-

ments. 

I don't need any present I just want a lot of memories To make 

Christmas atmosphere is a talent And with it I use to have a lot of 

succes. Hope all people have a magic winter The fire from our soul 

never get out  To accomplish all that matter And always feel special. 

because you are! 
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