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 “A… Freshly cut Christmas trees smelling of stars and snow and pine resin - inhale 

deeply and fill your soul with wintry night.” John Geddes 
For me, trees have always been the most penetrating preachers. I revere them when 

they live in tribes and families, in forests and groves. And even more I revere them when 
they stand alone. They are like lonely persons. Not like hermits who have stolen away out 
of some weakness, but like great, solitary men. In their highest boughs the world rustles, 
their roots rest in infinity; but they do not lose themselves there, they struggle with all the 
force of their lives for one thing only: to fulfil themselves according to their own laws, to 
build up their own form, to represent themselves. Nothing is holier, nothing is more ex-
emplary than a beautiful, strong tree. When a tree is cut down and reveals its naked death-
wound to the sun, one can read its whole history in the luminous, inscribed disk of its 
trunk: in the rings of its years, its scars, all the struggle, all the suffering, all the sickness, 
all the happiness and prosperity stand truly written, the narrow years and the luxurious 
years, the attacks withstood, the storms endured. And every young farmboy knows that 
the hardest and noblest wood has the narrowest rings, that high on the mountains and in 
continuing danger the most indestructible, the strongest, the ideal trees grow. 

When we are stricken and cannot bear our lives any longer, then a tree has some-
thing to say to us: Be still! Be still! Look at me! Life is not easy, life is not difficult. Those 
are childish thoughts. Let God speak within you, and your thoughts will grow silent. You 
are anxious because your path leads away from mother and home. But every step and 
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every day lead you back again to the mother. Home is neither here nor there. Home is 
within you, or home is nowhere at all. 

Trees are sanctuaries. Whoever knows how to speak to them, whoever knows how to 
listen to them, can learn the truth. They do not preach learning and precepts, they preach, 
undeterred by particulars, the ancient law of life.  A tree says: My strength is trust. I know 
nothing about my fathers; I know nothing about the thousand children that every year 
spring out of me. I live out the secret of my seed to the very end, and I care for nothing 
else. I trust that God is in me. I trust that my labor is holy. Out of this trust I live. 

A longing to wander tears my heart when I hear trees rustling in the wind at evening. 
If one listens to them silently for a long time, this longing reveals its kernel, its meaning. 
It is not so much a matter of escaping from one's suffering, though it may seem to be so. It 
is a longing for home, for a memory of the mother, for new metaphors for life. It leads 
home. Every path leads homeward, every step is birth, every step is death, every grave is 
mother. 

A tree says: A kernel is hidden in me, a spark, a thought; I am life from eternal life. 
The attempt and the risk that the eternal mother took with me is unique, unique the form 
and veins of my skin, unique the smallest play of leaves in my branches and the smallest 
scar on my bark. I was made to form and reveal the eternal in my smallest special detail. 

Trees have long thoughts, long-breathing and restful, just as they have longer lives 
than ours. They are wiser than we are, as long as we do not listen to them. But when we 
have learned how to listen to trees, then the brevity and the quickness and the childlike 
hastiness of our thoughts achieve an incomparable joy. Whoever has learned how to listen 
to trees no longer wants to be a tree. He wants to be nothing except what he is. That is 
home. That is happiness………. 

They put golden tinsel on his branches 
And golden bells 
And green icicles 
And silver stars 
And red and green and blue and purple chains of shining Christmas balls…….. 

….But he who has not Christmas in his heart will never find it under a tree.  
 
 

 
 



 

  
Who would have thought that a cheerful elf like me could get banished from Winter 

Wonderland, the world of happiness? I surely didn’t expect that. It all started a few days 
before Christmas Eve when I somehow managed to tangle up all the presents and “ruin 
everything”, as Father Christmas told me. At first I thought that all the other elves would 
get together and fix the problem, as they always did, but apparently they had all grown 
tired of my ungraceful attitude. No wonder they were calling me Clumsy Caspar… 

It was heartbreaking to see Father Christmas mad at me. That time of the year had 
always been my perfect excuse of being overly excited. Right after I heard the terrifying 
words “You’re banished. Banished forever!” I felt as the whole world collapsed over me. 
But, as I was always trying to stay positive, I kept telling myself that everything was go-
ing to be alright and that it was actually a lot of fun to live on your own. I was a free elf 
after all… wasn’t I? 

I left Winter Wonderland with a heavy heart, that’s for sure, but I was also curious 
to find out what it was like out there, in the unknown. The idea of roaming the world 
sounded insanely great. All the people around me were smiling and enjoying the Christ-
mas season. Their laughter and joyful mood brought back nostalgic memories of Winter 
Wonderland… Overall I was totally pleased with the general atmosphere. “It looks like 
Father Christmas and the elves are doing a great job.” I thought to myself. After all, what 
is winter without Christmas and a touch of magic? 

I had been wandering the world since then, enjoying the smooth course of life… that 
is until I came across something completely unexpected. 

It was December and I found myself in possibly the darkest place I’ve ever been to. 
It was a world like no other. Colorless. Gloomy. Abandoned skyscrapers. Empty narrow 
streets. A cold harsh wind blew in my face and it didn’t make my cheeks tingle pleasantly. 
If I got the chance to come across a random citizen, it was definitely not a pleasant sight. 
Every single person was dressed up in black tattered clothes. They all stared aimlessly as 
they didn’t know where they were heading. I felt hopelessly lost as a heavy, deathly si-
lence bore down on me. It was getting murkier with every step I took. Although my color-
ful clothes really stood out in that dark scenery, no one seemed to notice me. For a few 
moments all I wanted was to vanish from that place and never come back again… 

“What’s wrong with your clothes?” a silvery voice asked me. I quickly turned 
around and faced a young girl wearing the same ragged clothes. If it hadn’t been for her 
long, blonde hair, I would have mistaken her with a dark walking ghost. I approached her 
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and gave her a shy smile. It was hard to look straight into her cold eyes. “There’s nothing 
wrong with my clothes. They’re just colorful, that’s all. Look, the sweater is red. And see 
these leggings? Green and white stripes. You could tell I am a lollipop.” I said, trying to 
brighten up the atmosphere. “You can wear other colors than black?” the girl asked as if 
she had never thought of that before. I nodded and then put on a more serious face. “What 
happened to this world?” I continued with a trembling voice. “I don’t know. It’s been the 
same since the day I was born. But once I found a book on one of Mom’s shelves. I don’t 
remember much of it, only the pages about a winter celebration: Christmas. I asked Mom 
what is Christmas and all she could say was that it’s something long forgotten…” came 
the answer. I took a quick look around and finally realized what was wrong. The world 
lacked the magic atmosphere, all the happy vibes and the cheerful carols… “Is Christmas 
real?” the girl asked. I looked at her and this time I saw a glimpse of hope in her eyes. 
And well, it was on that cold, miserable day when I made the decision that was to change 
my life forever… 

I stood up, keeping the eye contact with the little girl. I put on an encouraging smile 
and started off my “show” with a short dance and a few claps. Since I left Winter Wonder-
land, I had forgotten about my special powers and childish tricks. It felt great to use them 
again… Sparks were flying around me. Soon the whole street was filled with glittering 
lights. I tapped my feet on the ground and the girl soon found herself surrounded by a 
small Christmas tree, a box full of decorations and a few beautifully wrapped-up presents. 
I ended my show with shimmering snowflakes falling from the sky. “What did just hap-
pen?” the little girl asked, staring in awe at me. “That, my dear, is what I would like to 
call ‘a magic routine’. Here’s what you have to do. Take all this stuff to your home. Deco-
rate the tree with anything you want from the box. Hand out presents to your parents or 
anyone you care about. And spread out the word. Tell everyone to do the same as you did. 
I’ll take care of the rest of the world. I’ll make sure you get the perfect close-up of what 
Christmas should be like.” I answered. As I was about to leave, I heard one last question: 
“Who are you?”. I smiled, as I had been asking myself the same thing for a while. “I guess 
you can call me Clumsy Caspar.” 

Bringing Christmas back to that dark world was certainly the best decision I had ev-
er taken. The breaking news spread out, even Father Christmas learned about everything I 
did and decided to take me back to his workshop. I gained the highest position among my 
fellow elves. Since the day of my return, I had been Father Christmas’ most appreciated 
helper. It is, indeed, an extraordinary feeling… and I get to experience it every single year 
when I visit the magical world, once a land of misery. It’s quite amazing to see it all light-
en up and covered with snow… 

Who would have thought that a clumsy elf like me could create the most spectacular 
Christmas ever? I surely didn’t expect that. Winter Wonderland is not just another ordi-
nary world I live in. Winter Wonderland is everywhere and it’s our job to release it from 
deep within our hearts. 



 

  
Again winter came down over the village and the snow covered it as a milk white 

robe and glittering like an enormous diamond. The trees are loaded with white snowflakes 
that fell from the heights of heaven. White flakes fluttered above the world everywhere, 
sitting down when tired, in their flight on tree branches and black face of the earth. Every-
thing is white, mysterious, and grandiose and snow is abundant. Shrubs and other trees 
create a mysterious splendid lace. White single houses end up in huge tissues. Mouster 
sky gray clouds which are sifted snow can be seen everywhere. Towards the east the sun 
is casting its rays over the village like mirrors blinding you. Although, this winter is 
stormy and terrible and is troubling the world, the routes are full of cheerful children to-
bogganing, cheeks burning. Dwarf houses are surrounded by a crystal field. It is a won-
derful landscape: a soft and fluffy carpet of snow dominating the earth that seems so dead. 
The only sign of life is represented by the joyful children and the smoke rising above the 
houses. These symbolize the winter holidays which bring such joy and love in our hearts. 

I’m standing at the window: the sky is gloomy and sad, and the sun is trapped be-
hind the few black and threatening clouds. Winter puts stretches over a white lace, bright, 
finely woven billions of hooks and needles. Everything seems frozen in an endless white. 
Great white around me brings back to my mind the excitement and joy of my memories at 
the same time. Flowers born out of the ice outside on my window. I close my eyes and in 
front of me it appears a long field covered with shimmering pearls. The winter wind let 
whispers in my head, the voice of his story. A fairy winter arrives now in our region in a 
sleigh pulled by two racing polar bears. She wears a white dress as milk foam sewn with 
ice needles and embellished with silver stars, beautiful as the immaculate murmur of 
snow, infinite as flaker’s velvet and surprising as winter moods. Only children have the 
luck to look at her. Like a true warrior, she takes possession of the earth, she looks at me 
and suddenly she took me on a flight above the earth. She presents me the whole land, and 
then she snaps her fingers and a swarm of white butterflies surrounded me. Snowflakes 
now start to fly and to my surprise, I have wings, floating and dancing with them, dancing 
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snowflakes. Enchanted fairies surround now her chariot and float together with me and 
my fairy new friend. 

 It was so beautiful and magical! I passed along the sky with my own wings. After 
long flights, I finally came to a beautiful place. It was a fairy palace, Winter Wonderland! 
A high ice building adorned with transparent flowers of ice and white sails gleaming 
white, filled your eyes. In the midst of the palace was a magical place. The flakes were 
building snowmen and the wind took me along in this extraordinary kingdom. It is some-
thing unthinkable! Suddenly a shower of stars in the celling stars flowing ice. We started 
to figure sledge ice castles. When the fairy sees us, she is very happy because for a long 
time she has had no visitors.All one point I jumped, I opened my eyes and I realized that it 
was all a dream about the wondrous and magical winter. So, I figured that once the first 
flake fell, all the joys of childhood revive and become alive again, feather flowers of 
white small and round snow, a marvel of a second childhood. I hope Winter Fairy will 
never forget me and next winter she will come again and meet me and we’ll have fun 
together in the Winter Wonderland, be it only in my sleep. See you next year, dear friend, 
Fairy! 

 



 

 

  
Pristine whiteness, 
perfect quietness, 
phantomatic brightness 
under the dreamy spell of the moon. 
 
All is white, 
all is bright, 
like in a dream spun by the moon. 
 
Fluffy, graceful snowflakes floating, 
snowflakes, snowflakes, snowflakes 
dancing 
slowly, slowly, slowly 
in the moonlight – 
ethereal, mesmerizing dance. 
 
A cool little breeze 
whispering 
through fairy chimes – 
sweet little magic 
bringing to sparkling life 
the all-encompassing white, 
the Winter Wonderland. 
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Echoes of the past, 
of a distant, distant past… 
The age of innocence, 
unspoiled joy and laughter… 
 
Memory-land, 
Winter-land, 
Fantasy-land – 
The Land of Wonders from a Tchaikovsky’s ballet… 
 
Lots of whipped cream 
and cotton candy 
all around, 
till the horizon – and beyond, 
sugary trees and branches gently creaking at times, 
vanilla-iced ginger houses on the hill, 
cinnamon aroma in the air… 
 
Serene skies above, 
Peace on earth 
between people,  
between all creatures… 
 
Christmas magic, 
silvery magic, 
magic, magic, magic… 
 
All is good, 
all is pure, 
all is bright, 
all is beautiful 
and truthful – 
in the Winter Wonderland, 
in the Land of Wonders. 
 
It is a perfect dream, 
a winter dream, 
spun by the moon, 
spun by a wish 
upon the Bethlehem Star. 



 

  
There has never been anything in the world more frightening than cold itself. The 

way it numbs your body and freezes your senses like a hungry cat hunts down a poor little 
mouse, and how its harsh yet soft white crystals can stiffen entire sights, catch in a 
glimpse all the forms and  landscapes of the sky  in a violent yet beautiful frame. Cold 
might be terrifying, but it is the most exquisite form of art Mother Nature has given to the 
world. Nothing can compare to the first breath we take when we step outside our warm 
shelter in the morning, when our lungs are cut by the sharp wind we inhale, or the way it 
makes us gasp through our windows at the whole creamy, frosted scenery. It is like the 
earth was gently painted by a gifted artist, using only the finest colors to express the deep-
est hidden emotions of this wide portrait. People say that the most ordinary color is white, 
and that not even the biggest painter could do something using only a hue, but the ocean is 
entirely blue and yet it conceals the biggest mysteries. So let the world speak its mind, 
even though it does not speak the truth, not the bare truth, but its own, unique and totally 
subjective truth. Only the most profound people will be able to unloose this seasons’ 
enigma, buried into the dense sparkling veil stretched across the ground. Only the most 
courageous people will sink into this whole new universe, where all the living creatures 
are put to sleep and their watchman is the carving ice. Some will be afraid to pass the 
barrier, but the risks are worth taking. Beyond the gates, there is a place you only dream 
of. There are illusive snow owls at the entrance, wearing their feather coats, welcoming 
you with a beat of the wings; as you move along, there are glass silhouettes dancing over 
the frozen lakes, chromatic rays reflecting through their lines as if they represent the only 
source of light. But as everyone knows, some dreams may turn into nightmares; and it is 
not that type of dreadful, dire nightmares, it is that fascinating, marvelous type, which 
startles you in the most tempting way. It is an endless road to pass, full of unsure paths, 
but the only sure thing is that it never fails to surprise its’ visitors. Just like an art gallery, 
it will have something to show in the most sensitive ways. Sometimes it will leave us 
breathless, with no words left to say, and sometimes it will play with our minds, making 
us unfold its abstractions until we find a balance between fantasy and reality. But whether 
that fantasy is going to consume our way of thinking as the coarse coldness corrodes our 
bones or takes us back to our common existence and warm state of mind, you can never 
tell. 
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Once upon a time there was a seventeen-year-old girl named Luna. She felt very 

lonely as she didn’t have many friends and didn’t get on well with her parents who were 
always working and never had much time to spend with her. They were also very strict 
and controlling parents. The single thing she was allowed to do in her spare time was 
reading books of different genres. Books helped her escape reality and build a magical 
world where everything was possible. 

One day she went to her favorite library and while browsing she saw something 
which she couldn’t remember having been there before. It was a weird book, a big one 
with crystals, engravings, and a catchy title: “Winter Kingdom.” She took it home and 
dived into it. As she turned page after page after page, she discovered the story of a won-
derland kingdom where everything was made of ice and snow, where people lived in 
harmony and peace, where everyone were friends and helped each other - a truly happy 
fantasy world! The book ended with an invitation: “If you want to be part of our kingdom, 
you must renounce your old way of life and utter the following words whilst holding the 
book so that it should face a mirror: Your world I want to enter and mine shall be forever 
left behind.” 

 At first glance, it all sounded like a joke to Luna, but on second thought she realized 
it might be a chance of escaping her monotonous life and making new friends to laugh and 
chat with. Before she knew it, the night had settled in and she went to sleep. In the morn-
ing, upon checking her report card, Luna’s parents started to lecture her about school and 
how she wouldn’t have a good life if she didn’t study hard to get good grades. Having no 
one to talk to about her problems, she became anxious. She walked into her room feeling 
angry and resentful. With tears in her eyes, she remembered the invitation in the book she 
had borrowed from the library and decided she would give it a try: Your world I want to 
enter and mine shall be forever left behind.” 

Luna suddenly woke up in a sparkling white snow forest with trees and leaves made 
of thin ice and the snow beneath her feet shining from the Moonlight. She began feeling 
like freezing, having only her pajamas on. Luna started to wander through the forest until 
she saw some kids playing around, having a snowball fight, building snowmen, sliding on 
ice and rolling in the snow. For the first time in her life she saw kids enjoying themselves 
and laughing. Luna started to feel dizzy and passed out. One of the kids saw her and asked 
for help. She was taken to a nearby farm house where there was an old man living alone. 
Luna was immediately put to bed close to a stove. The kids watched her sleep until they 
fell asleep, too. 
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The old man approached the girl with a cup of hot chocolate and asked her what she 

was doing wandering through the forest like that and what was her name: 
“My name is Luna and I got lost in the forest. What is your name and where am I?” 
“My name is Alazar and you are in my house; where are you from?” 
“You may not believe it, but I come from another world,” said Luna. 
“Then, that means you left your old life for a new one,” said Alazar. 
“How did you know?” asked Luna, rather bewildered by the unsurprised look on the 

old man’s face. 
“Well, have a quick look around and you will see different people from different 

worlds. They come here in search for adventure, happiness and harmony – you must be 
here for the same reason, aren’t you?” answered Alazar. 

“That’s quite accurate,” continued Luna. “Who are these kids anyway? Why are 
they here?” asked Luna.  

“They are here for you, they have been waiting here for you to wake up,” said Ala-
zar. 

“But why? They don’t even know me and I don’t know them,” said Luna. 
“Here people help each other even if they don’t know each other and they’re not do-

ing this because they want something in exchange. That’s the secret to harmony and hap-
piness! Keep that in mind, Luna! said Alazar. “Anyway you will need some clothes, so go 
upstairs and chose something to wear,” suggested Alazar.  

Meanwhile the kids woke up, too. When Luna got downstairs they were all up and 
ready to go. 

“Thanks for helping me out,” said Luna. 
“No need to thank us! My name is Alfi and these are my friends - Gin and Sofi,” re-

plied one of the kids. 
“Hi, there!” said Sofi and Gin at the same time.  
“Hi! My name is Luna, nice to meet you!” 
“So I guess you are new around here, right?” Alfi wanted to know.  
“Yes, I have just got here,” answered Luna. 
“If you follow me, I’ll give you a quick tour of the kingdom. What do you say?,” 

asked Alfi 
“Sure, I’d love that,” answered Luna. 
While visiting the ice-cold winter kingdom, they talked about themselves, their hob-

bies and their families. Sofi was a nice girl coming from a large, supportive family - one 
supporting Sofi’s choices and respecting her wishes. Gin was a boy who loved archery 
and his parents were well-known all over the kingdom for their talent. Last but not least, 
Alfi was the prince of the kingdom and he was going to be the next king of the kingdom. 

They enrolled Luna in an education program meant to help her with the transition 
between the two worlds. They soon became very good friends, spending every day to-
gether. Luna was living the Winter Wonderland dream she had so often seen before in her 
mind’s eye! 



 

 

  
Once upon a time, a long years ago  
In a paradise where all you can do  
Is playing in the snow, 
Where the moon smiles at you  
 
Because she's always up there, 
But you know, she's ready to sleep, 
Letting the sun repair  
Everything this bad witch did... 
 
Not to confuse you anymore, 
I'll tell you all you need to know. 
First, it was this bad white-haired witch, 
Honestly, I'll admit, she was really very rich. 
But her money didn't make her better 
Because her personality pushed people to hate her. 
She didn't want to help anyone, 
After all, not if they weren't "someone"... 
Someone as rich as her, or even more,  
But no one could have been like this before. 
Anyway, as I said, she hated everybody  
And I don't think that somebody  
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Could make her ice heart melt  
Or, at least, not yet... 
And after a little time, the village people  
Decided to "make her smile ", a little... 
But she asked them to stop,  
And guess what? They didn't give up!  
Everything was a big mess! 
She couldn't control her madness... 
They started to push the witch, and down she fell, 
So she cursed them with a spell: 
"To the moon and back  
From now, all you'll see will be black  
I'll never ever let the sun shine  
Now, I'll go, I don't have time ". 
Everybody was scared  
And their faces turned red,  
When they saw the moon brighting up the sky  
All the children started to cry... 
While the other people were terrified  
Our witch flew to her home to hide... 
Herself. Because now she messed up 
And she knows that the sun won't wake up:  
Today, tomorrow and next week  
But hey! The winter wonderland became unique! 
Anyway, this is not the end... 
'Cause now is where her old friend  
Comes and saves the situation  
And, of course, the cursed nation. 
You guessed. I, talking about "the fairy"! 
What? You don't know? Well, get ready... 
Because this mythical creature is known  
As the queen of the Wonderland's throne. 
She talked with the witch  
And advised her to switch  
Her rude personality, to a better one. 
How? By bringing back the sun!  
So, she listened and her heart was melting  
She rose up the sun, enjoying the warming. 
Everyone else were sorry for their mistake  
And to show the regrets, they made a big cake! 
It looked like a snowflake,  
And, please , without chocolate.  



 

 

Anyway, now everything seemes fine, 
The sun is up there and shines... 
 
But why "Winter Wonderland ", you may keep asking... 
I promise I'll tell you, but now 
I can't stop eating, 
'Cause this cake is ...Wow! 
 



 

  
Hold your breath! 
…because I am going to grind a strong dose of the perfume of my soul’s Winter 

Wonderland all over my skin, your skin, dear reader, and over the winter’s skin (P.S.: I 
usually use perfume as the most delicate bookmark). I am not going to write an extremely 
mushy text about all sorts of winter time pleasures such as all those flawless, colourful 
and fluffy decorations that choke not only the Christmas Tree, but also our conscience. By 
the way, this season should be about the Birth of God’ beloved Son. 

Nowadays, lots of presents displace the feeling of inner warmth that should fill the 
jars of carelessness, individualism and endless laziness. 

Silence, please! Now, something about myself…Sometimes I am just a tiny piece of 
the eighth wonder of the world, but when winter time comes, I like to believe that I am 
more elaborate, more likely to receive positive thoughts from each and every person I 
meet. If I had the chance to draw my soul during this cold period, I would paint it like a 
golden star which stays at the top of any Christmas Tree. Why? Because it is all agog at 
this hiemal atmosphere... 

Winter is the season of warm and deep hugs, hot cups of tea and endless mugs of 
strong coffee. It is the season when every book has its own story to say. 

Wonderland does not always mean a world full of huge, brilliant stars or of thou-
sands of diamonds which reflect the never ending conflict between the appearance and the 
essence. 

But...what about recalling those old memories about the Winter Wonderland of our 
grandparent's childhood? In front of a cup of hot chocolate with two sticks of pure vanilla 
and a sweet smell of cinnamon, my grandmother tells me: "My generation used to be 
keener on the little pleasures of life such as the first snowflakes or the last fallen leaves 
which augured the arrival of Snow Queen. I loved it when my mother prepared for me and 
my sister a kettle of jasmine tea and besides this, read us stories about Santa Claus’s leg-
end or, when she was in a better mood and used to prepare delicious ginger nuts which 
were savoured with a glass of negus.My little granddaughter, as you can observe, in those 
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days of old, Winter Wonderland was about sharing moments with my family. Then, more 
than ever, a crystal angel was praying for us...hmm... now I realize that those pearls of  
jasmine tea were his tear drops... his intense prayer during winter time was nothing else, 
but a tribute to the origins of winter. 

Oh, my darling, my memories seem to be stolen from the ones of Santa, don't they?  
I have so many regrets that in this century of speed everybody is ablaze with anger. Peo-
ple do not have time to listen to...to speak up…to share stories." 

Hold your breath! 
...because I am to drown in those times of joy when Winter Wonderland was about 

dear people and a cup of tea. 
 
 



 

  
People say that you should keep visualizing your goal and one day you'll be able to 

reach it. For me, that was a little bit of a problem. Why, you might ask, well, it's because I 
was born with extremely poor eyesight and in less than 3 years I got to the point where I 
couldn't see more than lights and darkness. My parents did all that they could afford to 
«fix me» but no glasses on earth could've make me see normally. I guess it’s heart break-
ing to have your only kid not being able to see. However, since I was just a little baby girl 
I loved Christmas, with its cheerful streets full of kids playing and people singing Christ-
mas carols. But the things that got me excited the most were the decorations, the soft tin-
sel that we used to hang all over the house and especially on the Christmas tree. There 
were also those spheres called Christmas balls that along with the warm lights were also 
hanged around the house and trees. However, I was always a little sad around Christmas 
because unlike the others, I couldn’t visually witness all of those things, I couldn’t see 
how snow looked and I had no idea what colors were. Every year I wished that Santa 
WOULD let me see them just one time... and then I couldn't do more than wonder about 
how that day would be, how much I would stare at everything, every color, how much I’d 
play outside in the snow and most of all, how touching it would be to finally see my par-
ents’ faces.  

I remember briefly that autumn morning when, at breakfast, after a whole day of  be-
ing silent, my daddy explained that he’d found a way to make me see the world, to make 
me finally see him... but as I could've read in his voice, there was no way we could've 
afforded that. I hadn't heard his voice that hopeless and his breath that heavy since mom-
my had left us. 

 The day that followed up was a silent one, one of those days when daddy doesn't do 
anything besides crying and talking about my mother, how they used to be in love with 
each other, who much he loved her, how she meant the world for him. He talks about how 
much he misses her and how much he needs her back.  

 Since I was little I remember them having arguments or even fights almost every 
day. She left us when I was eight, just after my dad had lost his job. At the time she 
wasn’t working either but later on she’d found a job in another country and so she'd de-
cided that she would be better off without us.  

I didn't miss her much, as she was always cold to me. In her perspective I was the 
one that sent our family to its death sentence but for my father, her left changed him be-
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yond recognition. He spent much of his time at his new dull workplace, trying to ensure us 
a decent living. Things went to a point when he had three jobs and so in his little free time 
he was often too exhausted to play with me or even to talk. 

One Monday afternoon, when we went to the doctor as usual, we found out from 
him that there was an opportunity to get funded by the state and we’d only had to raise the 
other half of it.  

Since then days had been just better and better. I heard my father laugh since a very 
long time and we even cooked together our favorite dish, my dad’s famous pumpkin pie. 
By the end of November, with our doctor’s help we’d raised the funds needed for my laser 
eye-surgery. Half the money came from the government and the other half from donations 
and my father’s savings. The surgery was just in time for Christmas as it was scheduled 
on the 15th December. 

There are no words to describe the joy I felt when I saw my dear daddy for the first 
time, when I saw the gorgeous snow and the unspeakable beauty of Christmas. 

 



 

 

 
The world is falling apart, 
It’s collapsing with joy 
And it’s wrecking with goodness. 
The snow is sparkling 
And the sky is glowing. 
Oh, Lord…You gave us harmony! 
 
 
The world reflects the beauty we live in 
Its lights, its shapes are tremendous, 
Its music satisfies my being. 
It’s peace between people and the sky, 
But it’s always quiet on the ground, 
It’s like everything is blessed. 
 
 
Just like the time has frozen for ever 
Or, maybe, our moments are countless, 
The whole universe remains still 
 And keeps itself unbroken, 
Just to admire its surroundings. 
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We let loveliness envelop our hearts 
And we let happiness find assurance in our minds. 
It’s due to the beauty we live in, 
It’s due to the love that we offered today. 
Oh… I thank you Lord for giving me peace 
In this wonderful winter! 

 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 

  
Oh, welcome, welcome! I'm glad you are here. You are my first guests on this spe-

cial day, so I'll take you on a tour as special as yours, as this day, and as this season. Do 
you know that we keep our doors open to visitors only on this day, huh? Because only on 
this day can you feel the magic of winter everywhere, because only on this day do our 
souls feel purified, and are we more honest and generous. I am happy that you have come 
so early, it will be a wonderful day! 

I forgot to introduce myself! This enthusiasm, I even forgot my name. And how not 
to get excited when all around you there is something that gives you this good feeling? 
The large and imposing snowdrifts, the grateful snowflakes, the white and misty sky, all 
the gifts and all the evergreen trees decorated and prepared with joy for the celebration of 
Christmas, the birth of our Lord Jesus Christ. I'm Snowball, the snowman, at your dispos-
al. I'm your guide today. Welcome to Christmas Land, a faraway place which opens its 
doors just on Christmas Eve to remind visitors of the beauty of Christmas and the splen-
dor of winter. 

Come on, don't be shy! I don't bite! I don’t eat anybody! Rather children eat me - 
one day a little boy ate my nose. Then he ate other friends' noses, all snowmen. I thought 
he loved carrots. And how could you not like them? Everyone loves carrots. They are 
good for them, because they have vitamins and help people to stay healthy; but bad for us 
'cause we cannot breathe without our carrot noses. 

So as you can see, this is Christmas Land. The magic city where snowmen sing car-
ols, reindeer drink coffee with Santa, Christmas trees decorate themselves with glittering 
ornaments and everything works perfectly. This street paved with glittering stones (Santa 
likes things that shine, from glitter clothes to shiny houses and streets) leads directly 
downtown. It's a small town, don't imagine that we have far to go. Downtown you can see 
Santa Claus' gift factory, his house encrusted with red and white pebbles, the city post 
where we receive letters from children all around the world, who tell Santa Claus what 
gifts they want, and a lot of colorful houses. Look, this is the downtown. Here is the big-
gest and oldest tree on earth (I hope he didn't hear what I said... he gets upset when some-
one calls him old. He calls himself evergreen). 

Here is Santa Claus' gift factory; his reindeer work here, and on their breaks, they go 
for a coffee or a hot chocolate with Santa Claus himself. And here is the city library, 
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where our citizens, especially snowmen, read about their ancestors. Oh, I almost forgot, 
here is our favorite restaurant! I gladly recommend pancakes with maple syrup. They are 
the best, I swear! Oh, and cookies with orange pieces and hot chocolate with orange and 
cinnamon. Or maybe the cake with nuts and raisins. It's the best! Here's the best food in 
the world. They use special ingredients like silver snowflakes or star dust, from the stars 
from the Christmas night. 

You see, we have already reached the outskirts of our town. I told you it's a small 
town. Oh, look! Santa himself is coming! 

“Ho, ho, ho, my children! I'm glad you came to visit our city, and I hope you liked 
what you saw. Here, everything is magic, the magic is allowed, animals, trees, snowmen 
have the power to speak. Here everyone has a good heart. There is no evil in this world. I 
hope you liked Christmas Land, and I hope you will visit us the next year, too. Now I 
have to run away to lie down and to sleep a little bit... I think I ate too many pancakes 
with maple syrup. I've gained weight a little; my belt "feels" that. Be careful not to eat too 
many pancakes or drink too much hot chocolate, otherwise you will have problems with 
your belt too. Have a Merry Christmas and send me a letter with what you want for 
Christmas! I swear you dreams will come true and you will receive the gifts you desire!!! 
Ho, ho, ho!!!!” 

 
 



 

  
The holiday that everyone loves is finally here, bringing joy, gratitude, a couple of 

fevers, lots of wrapped gifts and the puffiest, warm hearted, red dressed and white bearded 
man in the town. Peace spread around the world, even in the battlefields, with soldiers 
returning home due to the holiday ceasefire. So it was the case for Carter McRoy, a 
wounded soldier whose wish of returning to his family after the unfortunate events that 
happened on the field became true. Who was thinking that the spent time on the battle-
front would pass that slowly? 

Happiness is where the family and home are, the cold season reuniting families and 
friends. So, everyone packed their stuff and left the cursed battleground of Afghanistan, 
paying respect for the fallen comrades, brothers and sisters, before the helicopters arrived. 

The silent night turned into a noisy and triumphant one, with camouflaged metal 
birds disturbing the silence along with the striped guardian angels, shouting from the bot-
tom of their lungs a victorious roar, while the blizzard carried it, from Europe to Asia and 
all the continents. The atmosphere up there became sleepy after a couple of hours, with 
Carter remaining the only one awake, holding a picture of his beloved wife, Sarah, his 
son, Kevin and the little Maggie, their young daughter. 

“It’s been so long without you, my dear family”, he hummed, while kissing the pic-
ture. From Brazil to Taiwan, from China to Turkey and so on, one by one arrived at their 
homes, the ground fulfilling with tears of joy and army boots traces, with Carter remain-
ing the last one, waiting for the big reunion with his dear family. Despite his efforts to 
stay awake until arrival, the sleepiness took over his body, falling exhausted on the heli-
copter floor. 

“Wake up soldier, you are finally home”, the pilot told him as he raised him from 
the floor and carried him out, while other staff around there took his luggage. As he 
touched the snowy ground, he felt on his knees, thinking that it’s just a dream, until he 
realized that he had to arrive at home as soon as he could, not only because of the ruthless 
cold, but because of his unruly impatience. With half an hour separating him from his 
beloved ones, he began walking his way home, carrying heavy luggage, with only a gren-
adier cap covering his head from the cold blizzard, and a tactical vest, to protect him from 
the “winter’s bullets”. 

“Home, sweet home”, he whispered in his head, while entering his house for the first 
time in a couple of years. Walking the hallway, he slipped a nostalgia tear. “It felt like an 
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eternity…my beautiful wife…my daughter…my son…I missed you all”, whispered while 
dropping another tear. As he approached the Christmas tree, his children began walking 
towards him, asking 

“Are you Santa Claus?” 
“I am his camouflaged gift”, their father told them, trying to hold himself from 

bursting into tears. 
“Merry Christmas, my children. Daddy is finally home”. 
“Merry Christmas………Daddyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyy!!!!!!!!!!!!!” 
 
 



 

  
I have to admit that our story, literally, begins in the air. Christmas has been the 

primary subject of all the discussions for weeks now, and the need of being with the ones 
you love the most was felt by each person. I could already feel the shy fragrance of cetin 
filling the air and this made me so impatient that I couldn’t wait not even for a second 
longer to get home and be overwhelmed once again by the familiar warmth of joy that 
only my parents and brothers could create. That’s why when I saw myself on the plane, 
comfortably sunk in the big chair, I was relieved to know that I was a step closer to my 
beloved parental nest. 

The wind was howling as if a calamitous war was about to take place between the 
nature's forces. Snowflakes were scattering all over the air, smashing with brutality the icy 
windows of the enormous lifeless bird. Seeing the restless ocean of snowy clouds reveal-
ing its anger, my hearth became so small that I bet it had the size of one of the snowflakes 
falling outside. My emotional discomfort was suddenly cancelled by a firm but polite 
voice: 

“Excuse me… I, insistently, asked the staff to book me a seat at the window, but 
when I got here the chair with my number was near the corridor. I get stomach sick if I 
don't look out the window so, would you mind letting me stay near it?” I was taken by 
surprise by his sudden approach so my answer came a bit too late: 

“Oh… Sure. Please have a seat!” 
“Thank you. You are a life savior. Eric, nice to meet you!” 
“Clara, the pleasure is all mine.” 
“Heading home for Christmas?” 
I don’t usually like to talk too much with people or even feel like doing it but that 

moment I was, inexplicably, imbued with a sense of confidence and answered his ques-
tion: 

“Yes. Are you heading home too?” 
“Of course. I can’t miss my mom's cupcakes. They are simply too brilliant. Too bad 

she makes them once a year.” 
As the plane was taking off, I watched how Eric relaxed in his seat and closed his 

eyes with a satisfied smile covering his face. He seemed so different from me, yet so easi-
ly to talk to. It amazed me how he could open his heart so easily to everyone and gain his 
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happiness from small things like a friendly smile or an honest “Thank you”. Watching 
him, I noticed the calm feeling that, illegally, stole my heart. Minutes were passing by and 
soon in the plane a sleeping atmosphere was established.   

Right out of the blue, the plane was violently struck by something, and deviated 
from its course far in its right side. A few minutes later the stewardesses were rushing 
down the corridors, pointlessly, trying to calm everyone down and follow the protocol for 
emergencies. I've always feared the sensation of not having solid ground under my feet so 
I started powerfully shaking. Then … I felt his hand covering mine and all the shaking 
disappeared. I didn't look at Eric right away because a second blow staggered the flying 
machine and made me pinch his hand. 

“Ladies and gentlemen, this is your Captain speaking. Due to the heavy snowing, we 
are forced to land in Venice, Austria. Please stay calm and not leave your seat until we 
reach the airport. Thank you for your understanding.” 

When everything stopped around me, Eric rose and took his baggage. When we ex-
ited the plane, I couldn’t stop and watch the snowflakes gently descending the sky and 
clinging in my hair. In the airport's hallway we were informed that the next plane was 
about to take off a few hours later. Happy to be safe, I approach the big windows of the 
waiting hall, and gazed at the bright light that was spreading in the city's air, making the 
snowflakes' dance leave you speechless.   

“I can't miss this chance. Being stuck in Venice and not discovering its lively streets 
it's considered a crime. Especially when I can have such a lovely companion”, said Eric.  

“Yeah... That would be a shame.” 
For the first time in my life, I felt like I was home without even physically being 

there because walking around Venice with Eric made me realize that my real home is him. 
And even now, after all these years, he still is my winter wonderland.   

 



 

  
My name is Tim. You don’t know me right now, but once you embark on my 

“memories ship”, you’ll wish you had known me long before. Are you up to it, you enthu-
siastic little reader?! Then come on, turn the page and welcome to my world!  

I should tell you I am a 15-year-old Londoner and of course I always attend the 
Winter Wonderland Festival in Hyde Park. This year something different happened... My 
mom told me that I should go by myself this year and that “a long-awaited surprise will 
grab me out of nowhere”. I could not figure out for the life of me what that meant, but I 
don’t know why, that instance I got dressed and went to the Park.  

Now if you’ve never been there, you should know it’s THE place where you feel 
your heart filling up with happiness, joy, empathy for the needy ones, where you simply 
want to cry because of all those emotions going on. Everyone in the Park was all dressed 
up, there were dozens of small houses which served food and tea, there was an ice skating 
ring, there were all of Santa’s trusty reindeers, there was Santa talking to small kids ask-
ing them if they had been good that year, there were people singing carols, there was a 
Ferris wheel and many other amazing things. I went on all the rides, I met some of my 
classmates and we had loads of fun, but after like an hour or so, I realised that it is just a 
shame that all that was going to go away in a month, and all Londoners wouldn’t be merry 
anymore, that people wouldn’t be as nice as they were these days and I got quite upset. 
Being a young English gentleman, I never allow myself to be upset, but I try to always 
find a solution. I don’t know if you’ve ever seen the copies of the Boca della Verita, the 
Roman Monument, but there was one right there, and call me crazy but I felt the wind 
coming from that to me. I know it doesn’t grant wished, but I felt I had to go over there 
and put my hand in its mouth and ask for my strongest wish ever... “Can you take me and 
my family back in time in the 60s, where I always believe people were more kind? Can 
Frank Sinatra be there? Can my mom bake banana cinnamon muffins that fill the whole 
house with that amazing aroma? Can dad come down the stairs at midnight dressed as 
Santa and eat all the cookies I leave out for “Santa?... Oh! And could God give us some 
snow, please? London only likes to throw buckets of water at our umbrellas”  

Call me crazy, but then I fainted and woke up by the smell of those muffins I adore. 
I was in my room, but it looked different, I had an old TV, an old phone like grandpa had 
in those old Polaroid pictures and I heard dad rehearsing a Santa speech. I rushed outside 
and it was snowing just like in the movies filmed in New York!  The neighbor’s pool 
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froze and it was now a place for all the kids to skate. It was freezing cold! I saw a group of 
kids playing on that skating ring; their ears caught fire and turned icy-blue where their 
scarves could not cover their body. They were skating, dancing, running and doing every-
thing, until that ice broke and they all ran from the crack and inside their houses for a cup 
of hot chocolate by the fire. It was all sublime! It took me a while to realise I had no coat 
on and I was freezing. I quickly went back in’to the house, sat with mom, dad, my sister 
and our beloved dog all cuddling next to the fire, telling stories and being thankful for the 
happy Christmas day. As the night came, I was scared to go to bed because it meant I 
would wake up in 2016 again, but mom came in and told me “I told you the surprise will 
leave you speechless” It was mom all along? How did she do this? Does she have like 
powers? Am I crazy? What’s going on?...  

Suddenly I stopped questioning everything and decided just to enjoy it while it lasts 
because that is what you should always do in your life, as the adults say. Maybe magic 
does exist... and if it does, I’m sure it exists in winter, around Christmas... 
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Winter Wonderland 

 
W hisper 
I nspiring 
N atural 
T ransformative 
E legant 
R efreshing 
 
W ondrous 
O rnate 
N ippy 
D azzling 
E nchanting 
R ewarding 
L ovely 
A ttractive 
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D elightful 
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