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CLASELE PRIMARE 
 
Premiul 1 

 
Winter Wonderland 

 
Amalia ŢÎLICĂ 

clasa a III-a 
Şcoala Internaţională SPECTRUM, Iaşi 

 
Once upon a time, a Snow Fairy started the long journey to 

Mistletoe Village to see Santa Claus. Frosty, the Snow Fairy, went with 
her friends Rini the reindeer, Lola the elf and Snowy the snowman. 

All of them were on Rini’s back while the delicate snowflakes 
were dancing in the air. A bit later they found a small little house that 
belongs to a very nice penguin family. Lola told them that every good 
deed gets rewarded on holidays like Christmas. The penguins let the 
little explorers stay for a night. At dinner they had fish stew with 
seaweed and shrimp sauce. It was bedtime so everyone went to sleep in 
their nice and comfy beds. In the morning they left and thanked the 
penguins to get to Mistletoe Village. They did the same thing for a 
week. 

One day they spotted the big red pole that shows all the towns, 
cities and villages at the North Pole. Their hope was bigger than before 
because Mistletoe Village was on that sign. Suddenly, a polar fox gave 
them an offer. If they give the fox 75 grams of magic dust they can 
sleep in a luxurious house for the night. When they got to that house, 
there was an old abandoned house there. After she saw that, Lola put a 
big N for naughty next to that fox’s name. After that sneaky fox tricked 
them they made that horrible house the most beautiful home they have 
ever seen. „Delfivery” has arrived to their little house to bring all the 
new house-hold items. Frosty, Lolaand Rini stayed at their new house 
for a month. It was time for them to go back to their journey to 
Mistletoe Village. 
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The little explorers continued the journey to see Santa. Everyone 
was on Rini’s back on the way to Mistletoe Village. Snowy has seen 
Santa’s workshop from Rini’s back. Rini started to fly faster to get to 
the destination as quick as Santa’s Sleigh leaded by Rini’s uncle, 
Rudolph. 

They knocked nicely at Santa’s Workshop door to see if he was 
busy. Frosty asked him if he could talk when he would have a break. In 
the break Frosty talked so much that Santa and her friends fell asleep in 
his workshop. 

 
Magic Winter 

 
Carla Maria EPURE 

Clasa a III-a 
Şcoala Generală „G. Călinescu”, Iaşi 

 
It's winter! 
The snow for which children have waited patiently for a long 

time is now covering the landscape; houses and trees look like old men 
with white hats and beards. The snowflakes, like white butterflies, are 
dancing in the wind. 

The children are all very excited; Christmas is coming and while 
they wait for it to arrive, they are looking forward to snow fights, 
making snowmen, ice skating, sledging and skiing as well as hot 
chocolate and seasonal treats – which will help greatly to deal with the 
cold winter air. 

Most of the children that go sledging fall off because they can’t 
stop in time. Although their screams of joy are deafening, because the 
climb back up the hill is very long and tiring, instead of going back for 
another go, they start a snowball fight. After a long time fighting, with 
none of the sides winning, and with most children covered in snow 
from head to toe, they agree to a friendly truce and somebody comes up 
with an idea to build a snowman. 
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They want to build a big snowman so they split into teams with 
most of the boys rolling the three snow balls that are going to be the 
body and head of the snowman and then carefully stacking these balls 
one on top of the other. For a better look, the girls add a hat, scarf, a 
carrot for a nose, two sticks for hands, and eyes and some buttons of 
coal with a big smile made from candy wrappers. After a few hours 
their snowman looks great, but, although they are all warmly dressed, 
their hands and legs are cold so they go home to have hot chocolate or 
tea and biscuits in front of a cozy fire. Their skin is very delicate. 

Darkness slowly creeps upon the land, bringing with it a sleepy 
silence that is disturbed only by the crackling of wood in fireplaces and 
the sound of footsteps on frozen snow. Christmas decorations on houses 
paint the night in red, blue and green; their look in the fading light is 
like that of jeweled present boxes on a sheet, mesmerizing all who look. 

Although it’s still a while before Christmas, the children are 
already excited about presents and meeting Santa. Already, many have 
started rehearsing their Christmas carols, the smell of oranges and 
cinnamon is floating trough the air, and letters to Santa with wishes for 
presents have already been written. But children know only those who 
have been good that year receive beautiful presents which makes some 
of those who haven’t very worried that Santa will only bring them coal 
and rocks so they are already thinking about leaving Santa milk and 
cookies so that maybe he’ll have a change his opinion. The parents 
smile because their children have a big imagination!   

The Christmas brings out the best in everyone. It could feel the 
magic in the air. 

Winter really is an enchanted season with sincere smiles. 
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Premiul 2 

Winter Wonderland  
 

Bianca Ştefana TIGÎŢĂ 
clasa a III-a 

Şcoala Internaţională SPECTRUM, Iaşi 
 

 
It is winter. Snow is falling. Tomorrow will be the first day of 

Christmas. All the children are very excited. Santa Claus will bring 
them beautiful presents.  

In the garden, all the trees were full of snow.  The pipes had at 
the end of them ice crystals. The windows were frozen. In the house 
was nice and warm. The Christmas tree was decorated with silver 
tinsel, purple balls and multicolored installation. The silence of the 
night is crossed by the sacred carols. On the vault lined with black silk 
sprang the moon. 

I played with my friends in the yard. We did a snowman too. 
Then we played with snowballs. Everything was white.    

I know a story about a boy, named Michael, that ran away from 
home. He went throw a forest. The boy was lost. At the end of the 
forest was Santa's house. Michael knocked at the door. Santa opened. 
He invited him at a tea. Santa Claus asked the boy if he would like to be 
his helper because he ages. Michael agreed. Santa made him an elf. In 
his house he made a factory. There he makes the toys. Santa named it 
„Winter wonderland”. Michael was very happy because he had this 
opportunity. 

Christmas is very nice because it's like a „Winter wonderland” 
and makes every child happy. 
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Christmas at home 
 

Andreea ARAMĂ 
Clasa a IV-a 

Liceul Teoretic „V. Alecsandri”, Iaşi 
 

 
Jingles here, jingles there 
Carols are sung everywhere. 
Exchanging gifts here and there 
Christmas is in the air. 
 
Mistletoes and stockings in place 
Giggles around the warm fireplace, 
Gifts wrapped under the Christmas tree 
Hurray! New toys and clothes for me! 

 
Winter skates and fun sleigh rides 
I love my mum sweet delights 
Snowflakes rest in the window panes 
Oh, I love those candy canes! 
 
Laughters here, laughters there,  
It’s my favourite season of the year 
Christmas with my sister, dad and mom 
Christmas at home is always fun! 
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Premiul 3 
 
 

A MAGIC WINTER STORY 
 

Daria BANI-MUSTAFA 
Clasa a III-a 

Şcoala Internaţională SPECTRUM, Iaşi 
 

It was a beautiful winter morning. I woke up and when I looked 
outside everything was white. The snow was everywhere. My mom 
cooked the cookies and drank hot chocolate. I wanted to eat some 
cookies and kiss my mother. When I jumped out of bed, I heard 
something. It came from my wardrobe. I opened it and saw a little 
white fairy. She looked at me and I asked her: 

"Who are you?" 
"I am one of the Winter Queen helpers!" 
"Why are you in my wardrobe?" 
"I want to take some cookies for Santa's elfs." 
"But can't they come and ask me for cookies?" 
"They are busy to make toys for Christmas. They can't come! 

The Winter Queen sent me!" 
The little fairy has a little white dress and a small tiara on her 

head. I thinked she was also hungry and I gave her one of my bicuits. 
She ate it and we talked.  

"This is a very busy time for everybody. The little fairys, the elfs, 
the reindeer, and Santa prepare for Christmas Eve. All the children have 
to get a present from Santa, so we work a lot. Sometimes we are hungry 
and the fairys go to the children houses and take food, especially sweets 
and candy for everybody. If you are kind and give me some cookies for 
my friends, we can have enough food and prepare presents for all the 
children in the world. And if you want, I can ask the Winter Queen to 
give you snow for Christmas. You can play with your friends and make 
snowman." 
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"Yes, of course, I want to snow for Christmas!" 
And I gave her the cookies and some chocolate candies and she 

dissappear. The next day, I woke up and in my garden was a snowman 
and a small ice palace. I ran outside and there was fairy.  

"This is present from Winter Queen! Are you happy?" 
"Yes, I am. I have some cookies for you and me. Thank you!" 
But when I gave her the sweets she disappear. I was sad. Until 

Christmas Eve nothing happen. In the morning of 24 December, I 
heared a knock on my window. When I looked outside, the snowman 
danced and smiled at me! I was amazed! 

I phoned my friend Elisa and she laughed. She visited me after 
one hour but when we went in the garden the snowman disappear. I was 
sad again! I didn't know why the snowman leaved. On Christmas Eve at 
night the fairy came again and before I went to sleep she telled me: 

"The Winter Queen sent you snowman but it was for you! Your 
friend, Elisa, can't see it! This is the present from Queen but only you 
can see it! Good night! Wait for Santa to come!" 

That Christmas was very special for me, I don't know if what 
happen was true or if I dreamed, but the next day, under my Christmas 
Tree was a small doll, a fairy, that look like the little fairy that ate 
cookies.  
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Winter Is So Funny! 

 
Maria BÎRLIBA 

Clasa a IV-a 
Liceul Teoretic „V. Alecsandri” 

 
In winter everything is funny! 
We can make snowmen, 
And the weather is not sunny. 
 
When we sing carols 
We find in the snow 
The sound of the ringing bells. 
 
A big surprise 
Is in the Christmas night: 
Santa Claus is coming to the city 
And his red clothes are so pretty! 
 
We decorate with tinsel 
The Christmas tree 
And we enjoy the winter 
With our family! 
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CLASELE GIMNAZIALE 
 
 
Premiul 1 
 

Winter Wonderland 
 

Emanuel ENACHE 
Clasa a VII-a 

Liceul Teoretic „Lascăr Rosetti”, Răducăneni, Iaşi 
 

 The magnificent night descends into the distant hills as the 
thinking crickets sing their last song before their cold sleep, the 
trapped sun judging their thoughtful fate through the small cracks in 
the pearl-white sky. The pale-yellow grass is now coloured with 
cold, the shivering trees freezing in the sunlight, faking the holy heat. 
The far forests of high pines look like a dreamy mirage from my 
steamed windows, driver-less tractors still working the dark brown 
ground, without a sole purpose. 

 The colour-less flowers cry slowly and silently, the oaks 
fallen behind the storms on the dead ground, beating an imaginary 
drum across the lands, calling the arctic weather to join this unholy 
ritual. Its footsteps can be heard, stomping heavily on the weeds, like 
the avatar of a god, a mad giant, sad, mute, angry and grumpy. 

 It all looks like the deserted time before winter, like the kids 
falling asleep, waiting for Santa Claus. If you ask me, it’s all nature’s 
magic, pure and happy, but also, sometimes, surprisingly evil, just 
like childhood. 

As I’m writing this, the sky cracks with horror, the worst 
spying for the perfect moment, but it gets scared away, as heaven’s 
angels spew through the cracks, bringing presents to everybody 
who’s watching them. They fly on the winds, surfing through the 
clouds, snow falling slowly in their wake, nature bleaching behind 
them, the animals hiding in the ground, watching the beautiful show. 
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It is, truly, a beautiful show, mesmerizing everybody who is 
watching it. 

The sky now holds a more happy theme, with a nicer white 
made out of all the snow in the world. The mad giant is now seen as 
a more happy, dynamic and sociable Gulliver, tending to the animals 
with nightmares, calming them to sweet sleep, shaking hands with 
the awoken residents of the forests, singing a song about New Year’s 
Eve. The flowers are all fabulous, shining in the now full sunlight, 
like Hollywood actresses. The grass and tress all get nicer, hotter 
clothing with which they can now live happily in balance with 
winter.  It’s all nature’s magic, pure and happy. The crickets, ants, 
bees and all the bugs and small animals are toasting, eating at a long 
table made all out of nature’s delicious goods, the birds sending 
holiday cards from the hot lands, the pyramids, Aztec temples and 
ancient churches, all staying on them. 

And, as the mysterious night slowly rises again, all the plants, 
animals and angels gather in a single forest to celebrate the winter’s 
arrival. And as all of the invited crowd gets drunk with happiness, 
magic rises behind the mountains, a trail of white racing in its wake, 
shining the sky and moon with stars of gold, the midnight-blue of the 
night looking nicer than ever. And as that magic takes an earthly 
form, the crowd gasps with surprise as it’s created out of nature, with 
a body of snow, clothes of golden leaves and eyes of dark blue water, 
Miss Winter itself! 

Meanwhile, the kids are already falling asleep, Santa sneaking 
in the house, drinking milk and eating cookies, leaving gifts for 
everybody, hurrying to join the party, as the sky is drawn with more 
and more stars, guiding elves and angels alike. 
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Winter Wonderland 

 
Amalia MAXIM 

Clasa a V-a 
Colegiul Național Iaşi 

 
It was a gloomy and quiet day of December when Sarah was 

walking home from school wishing that her life could change into a 
better one. She felt alone and didn’t know what could cheer her up, 
especially since things seemed to make no sense to her. 

 Ever since her mother’s unexpected and painful death 
Sarah’s days turned into nights and her nights turned into days as she 
had no more tears to cry. Life seemed meaningless and aimless and 
she was only twelve years old. No girl of that age had to suffer, 
especially now that Christmas was coming. 

 As Sarah slowly and hopelessly went home she saw some 
footsteps disappearing right in the middle of the park. She found this 
extremely strange and followed the only clues left on the snow – the 
golden buttons that seemed to have fallen on the ground. She picked 
them up and placed them in her coat pocket, still looking around for 
an answer: “Whose were the footsteps and where did they 
disappear?” When things seemed to lead nowhere, the golden buttons 
in her pocket started to heat up and when Sarah tried to take them 
out, she noticed that they had turned into some magical gold power. 
Sarah blew it off into the air and everything around her turned into a 
fairy-tale scenery. The sky was pouring with sugar cotton and icy 
candy-balls were hanging in the trees around her. 

 Sarah could not believe her eyes… it was breathtaking and 
out of this world, something that she hadn’t dreamed of, not even in 
her most daring dreams. Her face lit up, her eyes glittered at the 
winter wonderland before her. She could smell ginger and cinnamon 
cakes and she could see huge mountains of sponge cakes. It was 
every child’s perfect picture of holidays and it reminded her of her 
mother who used to cooks all those mouth-watering treats for her at 
Christmas time. It was as if her past was coming back to life, and she 
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was, once more, the little girl looking forward to Christmas and 
helping her mother in the kitchen. 

 All of a sudden, she felt that there was still hope and magic 
in this world and she knew that her mother was looking after her 
from heavens and she made it possible for her to relive all those 
childhood memories by sending her the treats that she loved the 
most. 

 Sarah felt her sorrow fade away and a feeling of relief and 
comfort took over her entire body and soul. Christmas was about to 
be magic again! 

 
Winter Wonderland 

 
Mihnea LIUȚE 

Clasa a VII-a 
Colegiul Național Iași 

 
 
 Me and my friends here were just coming down a mountain 
we had climbed  when the snow started slipping under our feet. An 
avalanche had started before we even knew it. I remember getting hit 
a couple of times and seeing nothing but snow. 
 I had suddenly hit something big when I stopped being 
dragged through the snow by the avalanche. I took the snow off my 
face and body, and started going up the mountain to get a better view 
and find my friends as the avalanche had stopped. I don't know for 
how long had I been going up the mountain while shouting the 
names of my friends when I realized it was very dark. I had soon 
gotten  freezing cold and I fell to the ground, helpless. 
 I don't know how I could have gotten up but I remember 
reaching a cave. After going through the cave I found myself in a 
strange place, there was snow and ice everywhere, nothing else. I 
could not see well and the sunlight was blue, instead of yellow. Only 
after a few minutes had I realized I felt very hot, but when I tried to 
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touch something it would freeze even more, though I felt everything 
warm to touch. 
 I had spotted movement, but as soon as I tried to get a better 
look at it, its source froze and then it shattered, everything becoming 
flat again, as if I “should” have seen nothing beyond the ice. The 
strange place even gave me a strong feeling that I wasn't supposed be 
there. 
 When I thought I couldn't get more desperate, I realized that 
I wasn't in any sort of cave, I could see nothing in the distance, but 
the eternal blueish color of snow mixed with ice. I had started 
walking when I touched my own hand and realized it was frozen, and 
I felt the air getting colder as my body got warmer. 
 The only logical explanation for all this would be that I was 
a lot colder than the ice and snow and I was starting to warm up, but 
in this case how could I have been alive at such low temperatures, 
not to mention I remember being conscious, able to move and feel. 
So, it was probably all just a hallucination. 
 Anyway, the next thing I remember is waking up in a 
hospital bed, surrounded by  my dear friends. I was finally able to 
see those faces that I was looking for, and I felt indescribably happy 
to find them.  
 But, why they were staring at me as if I had come back from 
the dead?  
 I was told that my friends and the mountain rescue team had 
found me frozen in the snow, and brought me in a hurry to the 
nearest hospital.  
 Therefore, this was the most marking experience of my 
winter, and I'm glad it ended in laughter. I felt so relieved to wake up 
from my bright and blueish snow hallucination, to see human faces, 
and especially, to meet my friends! Since that moment, it has been 
very clear to me that their smiley faces were that winter wonderland! 



 

  18 

 

 
Premiul 2 

Winter Wonderland 
 

Maria-Iuliana PESCARU 
Clasa a V-a 

Școala „B. P. Hasdeu”, Iași 
 

Long, long time ago, there was a big, peaceful kingdomnamed 
The Land. The ruler was a smart, brave and good king. His wife died 
very young.She left him only one son for whom he cared dearly. 

The prince was a joyful, happy and funny child. He admired 
his father very much. Even though he wasn’t really caring about all 
his toys and games, he was playing with the children in the palace’s 
gardens, as he never left his place. 

 He grew up and his father started to teach him how to be a 
good king, how to behave with the citizens, with the other royal 
families, with the stuff. He was listening to his father and realized the 
king was the best man to rule the country. He became afraid that he 
will never be as wise or brave as his father was. His mind was 
opened to all the lessons he had to learn, but his heart was covered in 
fear.  

Unfortunately, as he was growing, the prince became sad, 
isolated and not interested in taking over the kingdom. His father 
always said: “You will have to be a good king, how would you do 
that? You can’t let the kingdom down! It’s your responsibility to care 
for it!” 

The prince did not answer but just sighted. 
The citizens got scared; their good, brave king was getting 

older and older… How could his son, who was not interested in 
anything, take his father’s place?  

The king didn’t know what to do, he just couldn’t let his 
kingdom to his unprepared son.  
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But the prince was the saddest one of all. What could he do? 
He just could not say anything to the citizens or to his father, he felt 
ashamed. 

Christmas was coming and people started to forget about these 
problems. They were waiting for the king to leave the palace and to 
meet them, as he did every year before, for Christmas. 

The ruler decided to go out with his son that year. It would be 
the first time the prince left the palace’s garden. So they went out in 
a sledge. All people in the kingdom were coming to see their king. 

They were happy because Christmas was coming. They were 
all smiling. The white snow was glowing under the blessing sun. 
Carols could be heard in the air. The prince saw the love and respect 
in all those eyes. His heart opened and he started singing with 
everyone out there. Warm feelings were in everyone’s soul.   

The prince realized that he didn’t really have reasons to be sad 
or afraid.He was prepared and ready to care for his people. Now he 
knew how to rule the kingdom, with love and smiles.He said to the 
king: “Father, I was sad because I was afraid that I didn’t have the 
strength and wisdom to rule the kingdom. Now I know I am capable 
to do it and I am happy.” 

After the prince became a smart, brave, good and happy king, 
he changed the kingdom name from Land to Wonderland, Winter 
Wonderland, because winter gave the happiness that made the prince 
know the secret ofbeing the ruler of a happy kingdom. 
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Jim Santa von Clausekorg 
 

Ioana GAVRILESCU 
Clasa a VIII-a 

Colegiul Naţional „Mihai Eminescu”, Iaşi 
 
‘Santa is real! Don’t lie to me as everyone else does!’ 
This was Jim, and no, he wasn’t a 5 year old kid crying in 

front of his parents, but a man, in his early thirties, beardy, 
talking(almost fighting) to his girlfriend. 

‘Oh Jim, you’re so funny! What are you going to buy me this 
Christmas?’ 

‘But I’m not! Santa is bringing you something then. You 
should send him a letter!’ 

‘Are you serious!? You just hate me! End of relationship, bye 
Jim!!!’ 

He wanted to stop her, or to call her back, but he didn’t. He 
was just looking at her, while a little tear was falling down his cheek. 
This was just one of his attempts at making people admit Santa’s 
existence. Including his parents, everyone had tried, at least once, to 
make him pass over this stage, with childish stories about Santa, 
reindeers and elves, about the world tour in a single night and 
presents coming from nowhere. But no and no, this child grew into a 
man, a unique man, who at thirty two years old was still thinking 
about Santa, of letters, wish lists and presents under the Christmas 
tree…   

‘None of them believes me…’ 
He truly trusted Santa, but he wasn’t sending anything for 

Christmas. He surely did something wrong. Jim had to find Santa to 
prove everyone that he exists. The man saw on TV that Santa lives at 
the North Pole, but his parents told him he lives in Finland. With the 
first flight he was already there to “save the Christmas”. Finland was 
a bit strange for him and Jim didn’t know if Santa was speaking 
English. 

All was completely white: the houses, the ground, the sky, and 
everythingwas freezing around him, peoples’ souls,as well, very cold 
and unfriendly. Santa should have been in a wooden house in the 
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mountains, so Jim passed the signs saying: ‘Danger! Don’t go 
further!!!’, they just wanted him not to find Santa… While trying to 
warm himself by putting some gloves and pushing harder the scarf 
around his neck, there was a little sound of a crack. Nothing but an 
avalanche… The snow mountains were coming faster and faster, 
covering the land, putting down trees and houses, like a huge pie, not 
edible of course, where unfortunately there was also our hero. His 
luck was an old man who saw him and rushed as fast as he could to 
save him. Taking  Jim at his little home, they were chatting at a hot 
tea: 

‘I’m Santa von Clausekorg. Are you okay?’ 
‘Santa?! Are you real?!’ 
‘As long as I’m here, I think so…’ 
Actually, this Santa was a regular old man, he had no idea 

what Santa was indeed ‘cause in Finland Santa was a normal first 
name for a lot of people and he was helping the children in their 
village around Christmas with presents. (But that is just for you, 
don’t tell it anybody…) 

‘Why haven’t you sent me any present these years?’ 
‘But you are Jim, aren’t you? I didn’t receive any letter from 

you, boy…’ 
‘Can I see your Santa outfit?!’ 
‘I don’t know what are you talking about.’ 
‘I got it… it’s secret, okay.’ 
This conversation lasted a lot because Jim wanted to know 

how he was handling with those presents in one single night, and our 
Santa, thinking at his children, told him about them. But one year the 
old man wasn’t strong enough and told Jim to become the brand new 
Santa. 

‘But how am I supposed to go all over the world in just one 
night?!’ 

‘’HO HOHO , no, you have to talk to my elves and they will 
do everything for you!’ 

After a while, our new Santa bought a new outfit and grew a 
long white beard and hair, going each Christmas in the town, feeling 
like real Santa and pretending it. Now, none of the crowds could 
deny his existence, or at least he was admitting that. 
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Legend has it that there still is a young man believing and 
wanting to meet and become Santa: 

After a year, with Jim in the middle of Helsinki: 
‘Santa is real, I told you! Don’t lie to me as everyone else 

does!’ 
And yes, this was a 5 year old kid crying in front of his 

parents… 

 
Winter 

 
 Răzvan COZIANU 

Clasa a VI-a 
Liceul cu Program Sportiv, Iaşi 

 
Winter has arrived in our village, the cold came unexpectedly. 
The windows are sparkling and full of silver icy stars. I open 

the door and the air smells like frost. Everything is white and 
mysterious. In the horizon, I can't distinguish the line separating the 
white-blue colours of the snow and the sky. The tree branches, full of 
snow, are touching the earth. The trees are dressed with white 
flowers of snow, fallen from the heights of the sky. 

Outside, the shining snowflakes are dancing. The houses seem 
to be covered with white caps. Through the chimneys I ca see spirals 
of heated smoke. These houses with big, white caps are surrounded 
by crystal fields. The snow is creaking. I decide to follow the 
children's trail through the snow, to get to the sledding. The snow is 
pressed under our frozen boots. I cannot feel my toes. I try to walk 
faster and the cold wind has frozen my nose. I can't breathe. 
Suddenly, I hear the children's screams. There are a lot of loud kids. 
Some are building snowmen and others are carrying their heavy 
sleighs up the hill. I join their game. My sleigh is sinking in the white 
and soft layer of snow. I close my eyes and, in front of me, I manage 
to see a long field covered with frozen flowers. The wind is whistling 
and it seems to be whispering something into my ear. Cold, heavy 
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snowflakes are falling on my blushing cheeks and are getting melt. I 
am feeling their touch! 

After a few hours of playing in the snow, I return home. My 
hands freeze on the doorknob. When the door opens, I am filled with 
warmth. I hear the wood pieces crackle inside the fireplace.  

One day later we are celebrating the birth of our Lord and 
Savior, Jesus Christ. My mother has baked sponge cakes. The air is 
filled with vanilla, cinnamon and quince smell. I am attracted by the 
smell of hot sponge cakes from the oven. The smell makes me dizzy. 
The cabbage rolls are boiling and the sausages are frying. Together 
with my dad, we decorate the Christmas tree. It smells like fir. The 
globes and Christmas garlands are sparkling and shining. My father 
places a star on the top of the Christmas tree. It reminds us about the 
birth of Jesus, and the star sent by God to the three Magi. 

In the evening, children start caroling, remembering everyone 
that Christmas is coming. I carol too and I receive sweets and nuts. It 
is a dreamlike atmosphere! 

 
Christmas Wishes 

 
Teodora BRINZANU 

Clasa a VI-a 
Liceul Teoretic „Vasile Alecsandri”, Iaşi 

 
Christmas has come again 
And we go singing carols, 
Grandma and grandpa 
Are here as in other years, 
To offer usgingerbread and hugs. 
We are very happy 
To go from house to house, 
To wish themall the best! 
And we want for all the people 
A year full of goodies. 
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Here comes Santa Claus, 
Santa the generous and the good, 
The kindest old man in the world! 
Let us all rejoice 
Grandparents and grandchildren! 
And I would like to wish you all 
A new year of great achievements. 
A better, clean and healthy world 
To all the children of the world! 

 

Premiul 3 

Winter Wonderland 
 

Iuliana  LANG 
 

Maybe you believe in winter magic and maybe you don’t. 
Well, I had something happen to me recently that may change your 
mind.  

As I was walking home from shopping on the first snow day 
of winter, I stopped for a minute to listen to the sounds around me. 
Except for the *crunch, *crunch of my feet, there was not a sound at 
all. The snow fell gently on my face. The trees were covered in 
snow. The sidewalk was almost invisible because it was so white. I 
raised my head up to the sky and saw the moon trying to peek 
through the clouds. It shined so brightly, that when I looked down 
my eyes were still adjusting to the dark. The sweet whisper of the 
wind blew in my ears. The light of a lamp nearby made the snow 
sparkle. 

I looked more closely at the snowflakes and I saw what no 
human had seen before. Gradually I raised my hand, so I could catch 
what I saw. The snow melted right away, so I couldn’t see clearly. 
After I looked at the moon once more, I saw the thing again. Only 
this time it wasn’t one, there were more. I bent down a little and 
came up again. This time I wasn’t imagining. 
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 What I saw was so magical that it is hard to explain. The 
snowflakes that were falling grew arms and legs. And then they 
began dancing. Now you may call me crazy, but I know what I saw. I 
saw the snowflakes become tiny winter fairies! Because I saw it so 
clearly I knew I wasn’t dreaming. All the car sounds were gone. So 
was the crunching from my boots. All I heard was the whisper of the 
winter fairies dancing below my feet. As I walked on I saw 
something else, I saw the trees waving their branches to me. They 
knew that I believed. They knew that I wouldn’t rush by with a 
thousand things to do, but come ever so slowly so as not to disturb 
them. The grass that was peaking out of the newly settled snow 
smiled at me so slightly that they seemed to have a mind of their 
own. The wind picked up a bit, but it didn’t seem to disturb anyone, 
so I went along with it. It seemed too peaceful to come to an end, but 
I knew that it would have to. I knew that it wouldn’t stay forever. So 
I enjoyed as much as I could. I danced with the fairies, I sang with 
the trees. The jingle of the wind chimes from a near-by balcony 
accompanied us. It was getting darker, but I didn’t care. As long as I 
was having fun, time didn’t mean anything to me anymore. 

But when the bells from a close-by church rang, I gathered up 
my bags and started home. The winter fairies tried to stop me from 
leaving. The trees that were old and wise said that my mother was 
worrying. So even though they would miss me, I better scurry home. 
The fairies followed me home to my door. I said goodbye and closed 
the door and felt a little sad. It is hard to part when you have so much 
fun, but I knew that it would come to an end sooner or later. 

 I undressed with a smile because the smell of cinnamon treats 
greeted my nose. The radio played “Winter Wonderland” so softly 
you could fall asleep. I grinned when I saw my dad with his head 
drooped on the side of the red armchair. I turned off the lights and 
the music and headed to my room. I looked out the window of my 
room, and saw that the fairies were still dancing. I waved to them, 
and with a loving heart, closed the curtains. As I was sleeping I 
dreamt a great dream. It was about my magical Winter Wonderland. 
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Winter Wonderland 

 
Caterina MUNTENESCU 

Clasa a V-a 
Colegiul Naţional „Emil Racoviţă”, Iaşi 

 
It’s winter,I think you see 
I don’t know what will be 
I hope…to fall the snow 
But in a rhythm slow, slow. 
 
Now, It’s winter  wonderland 
And I don’t want never  end 
For what reason? 
Because I it’s my favourite season. 
 
On a December day, 
When the snow came away 
I rushed to the window and I say: 
-Pen, pen, what do you write about today? 
 
I think about a winter wonderland 
With a lot of flowers  glued with band 
White butterflies, fluffy trees like wool 
And other wonders like the white moon. 
 
This is a story about the winter 
Who is a queen and a wiser 
And  if the winter is only a season 
We can love it , isn’t? 
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Hello, Winter! 
 

Alexia VINTILĂ 
Clasa a V-a 

Colegiul Naţional „Emil Racovită”, Iaşi 
 
 

Hello winter, hello snow! 
It is cold in my bungalow, 
It is freezing, but it’s nice, 
All the trees are full o ice. 
 
Hello winter, hello snow! 
Children play near the bungalow, 
Laughing, shouting, having fun, 
Making a snowman in the sun. 
 
Hello winter, hello snow! 
Santa-Claus is coming now, 
Bringing joy and sweets and presents, 
To us all, children and parents. 
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Magic Christmas Days 
 

Noelia RUSU 
Clasa a VI-a 

Colegiul Naţional Iaşi 
 
 

On the holy Christmas Days, 
All the people, in different ways, 
Joyfully celebrate de birth of the King, 
Eating turkey and Christmas pudding. 
The ornaments shine in the Christams tree, 
And when people hear the angels sing, 
They sing carols, too, and make some cupcakes 
Because it is the time of goodness. 
Bells ring in the frosty air, 
Angels sing beautifully in a choir 
And now, when the sadness is gone 
Merry Christmas to everyone! 
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CLASELE LICEALE 
 
Premiul 1 

 
The Special Christmas of a Lucky Girl 

 
Maria Irina CANĂ 

Clasa  a IX-a 
Liceul Teoretic „Vasile Alecsandri”, Iași 

 
What is the first thing that crosses your mind when you hear 

the word winter? Would it be the silver snow, the great beautiful 
odoriferous decorated fir tree or the little precious time you spend in 
the middle of you dear family during the Christmas celebration? 
Would it be all of them? In my case I think it would be the wonderful 
moments spent with my loving family and my best friends and then 
of course I would imagine the joy of playing in the snow and 
receiving gifts.  

I had a pretty normal happy childhood and back then I didn’t 
realise that there were people not as lucky and loved as I was. I 
believed that the most important moments of the holidays like 
Christmas were a reason to be free and to experience a time of joy 
for the soul but I know now that there are children who are not so 
blessed. 

That was the case of a little girl named Meredith who had been 
living in a boarding school since she was only three years old. Her 
parents never wanted her and that was the reason why she grew up in 
an orphanage. She wasn’t as cute and delicate as the other girls who 
lived there. In fact she was always fighting and saying inappropriate 
things so she was permanently punished for something. 

She spent Christmas as all the other children in the institution 
but she was always acting strangely at that time of the year. Meredith 
was now eight years old and bright and bold as she had never been 
since she realised how the things were working there. She knew that 
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the famous Santa Claus didn’t exist but she kept this secret only for 
her. Meredith was a very sad girl. She didn’t see the world like us. 
You could observe her eternally sitting at her table drawing dark 
things: black animals, black sky, black flowers. If you had asked her 
why she was drawing only with the black and grey pencils she 
wouldn’t tell you a reason. It was like she saw the world just in black 
and white. 

Now that it was the time for Christmas she became even more 
solitary and reserved. She was thinking how wonderful would be 
when she could finally escape from that place and live alone in her 
big dream house. She wanted to grow up so much and she would 
have done anything for this, especially because it was  Christmas Eve 
and the next day was a reminder of the moment when she first 
stepped into that odd place full of children. 

She put her little head on the uncomfortable white pillow and 
fell asleep. She then had the strangest but also the most beautiful 
dream of her life. She was in a flamboyant room full with presents of 
all sizes. Suddenly she saw around her some strange creatures with 
funny ears, all wearing unusual red and dark green costumes. They 
were working and packing different kinds of toys and didn’t notice 
the little amazed girl whose eyes were shining with astonishment. 
Her big surprise was when she, enchanted by the amazing gift,  
wanted to touch a little present, a big old man wearing a red velvet 
suit appeared in front of her. He was wearing a wide, friendly smile 
on his wrinkled face. He said that the present wasn’t for her and 
guided her carefully to a door opened by him in just a second. 
Behind the door there was a nice looking couple who fixed Meredith 
with a curious but at the same time grateful expression and kind 
smiles on their faces.  

„Now that is you present for this year, darling,” said the 
strange old man with white hair and a bushy beard urging Meredith 
to say something. But the girl couldn’t say a thing. She was looking 
perplexed at the two adults in front of her. She was so confused that 
she didn’t know what to do. At that moment she was woken up by a 
lady who worked in the orphanage. It was now the first day of 
Chrismas and the magic was in the air. 
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Until she didn’t face the people in her dream standing in front 
of her wearing exactly the same clothes  as in her dream she didn’t 
realise the meaning of her reverie and that it was going to be the best 
Christmas in her life. She was adopted by a kind couple and she still 
lives a happy life with her loving and beautiful family. That event 
changed her vision about Christmas. Meredith will never forget the 
new chance to live a normal life. She has been since then a very 
happy, talented and thankful child because the worst day of her life 
became her favourite day of the year. 

 
Dance With Snow-white 

 
Miruna FILICHI 

Clasa a X-a 
Colegiul Naţional Iaşi 

 
The roar of the combat boots tumbled through the fields, 

smoke and unrelenting figures paving the way. White gloves on 
black lead on heavy blue cloth. 

Each step in slow-motion, glowing flakes of bright white 
almost motionless in their fall. Time warping and wrapping around 
the army, with a sky of stars spinning rapidly above them in a whirl 
of light and dark, as if a divine hand was spinning a crystal globe 
with frozen figurines inside it. 

Silent air dilated at the sudden movement of a soldier's scream, 
a light haze enveloping his enraged face. But no sound waves were 
propelled through the atmosphere, just a maddening crowd of 
fighters moving angrily through the dark, their expressions grotesque 
and hungry for justice. 

Looking from the side, the raging group was stepping crazily, 
flags flowing carelessly in the mute wind, smoke in almost still 
columns burning their clouded eyes, rifles shooting everywhere with 
bullets advancing no faster than a bird in its flight. A slow clash was 
approaching, as their image was mirrored by an army all clad in 
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black. From above, a sinister symmetry was announcing of 
thundering blows, peaceful snow covering the fiery men's shoulders.  

But from the center of the fray, all sensory aspects shift back 
into their natural form. In the blink of an eye, booming sound 
envelops the scene, a variety of movements layer-up to generate a 
complex and disorganized picture. Soldiers battling and weapons 
twisting, arms mingling and gray and red fumes blurring the image 
of their collapsing bodies. Sound was too loud to discern and made 
their eardrums pop and vibrate on a dark bass-register riff. The snow 
was not loud enough to make cover them.  

In a dance of desperation and panic, fury and passion and fear, 
the boots were wet and dirty, screeching in their heavy steps. It was a 
battle without a purpose, and IF there was one, they would never 
know it. Driven by an animalistic instinct, the soldiers left all 
humanity aside, all harmony and peace forgotten, mercy discarded. 
They were no longer men, husbands, friends, fathers and sons. All 
sense of identity lost in the heat of the battle. They were all the same 
for the moment. Many had forgotten about themselves and hid 
behind the identical blue or black uniforms. Unreasonable and no 
longer discerning their humane persona from the forced fighter. 
When they finally realized who and what they were, it was too late, 
as it was no longer of any use. 

Miles away, in a stone house, chimney releasing an almost still 
column of smoke, from a window, time warps again. 

A little boy and his mother sit on the floor by the fire, as an 
old grandfather clock takes ages to make one second pass. They 
laugh and play together, little tin soldiers moving across the 
intricately decorated rug, falling and clashing. They smile as the little 
soldier in the unsuspecting boy's hand falls and sinks into the soft 
carpet, like his father into the cold white snow. 
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Winter 

 
Oana Elena PRODAN 

Clasa a IX-a 
Colegiul Național „Garabet Ibrăileanu”, Iași 

 
Winter.... I have been waiting for you! I hope you’ll bring me 

the happiness I long for. You know, there is something that scares 
me – the wickedness that lives in people’s souls. The selfishness is 
everywhere and it pours malice and ruthless feelings in our souls. 

It is so sad, I mean, look at the beauty of nature, look out of 
the window... there are a lot of snowflakes which fly and fly around 
the world. Oh, dear winter...You, with your magnificent powers, you 
bring perfection to us every year, you cover with your white, soft 
blanket each and every part of this dirty land. And all this time, what 
are we doing? We are too concentrated on our ego and, thus, we 
cannot perceive your beauty. 

We are so selfish when thinking of you, winter! When we say 
winter, our thoughts are directed to gifts, the gifts we must receive. 
We just want to receive, we don’t care enough about those who are 
in need. We open our souls towards ignorance and avidity and forget 
about the people around us who cry for help. We have forgotten to 
make people happy. In fact, this would be the real spirit of 
Christmas: bestowing. You share love, friendship, happiness and all 
the good feelings with the others. I mean, the beauty of nature should 
be a metaphor for the beauty which shelters somewhere hidden in 
our souls. It should be, but it is not. 

Oh, dear winter, why is it that, we, the human race, can’t 
practise acts of kindness? Why are we so selfish? This is what 
humanity means? To be ruthless because this is the easiest way to 
survive? No, it’s just an illusion to think that we own everything. A 
change must be done in our behaviour, in our way of perceiving this 
world and its real meaning. 

You, winter, might be an answer for our evil souls, you might 
give us power to fight against the darkness in our life. You, with 
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your magic snow, guide us towards light, enlighten our thoughts and 
make us be better people proud of our humanity. 

You, winter, are a metaphor for life. You are born out of 
troubles, you shine and make people smile, and when the time 
comes, you melt and die. 

I’ve told you, people, this story because you should stop from 
your money – chasing for a moment and savor the beauty of winter, 
be grateful, thankful for everthing that it brings to us. 

It’s time for us to build in our soul the landscape which you, 
winter, have created. 

Be as beautiful as winter. 
Take winter as a source of inspiration. 

Let’s practise acts of kindness and you’ll see, dear fellows, 
that our soul will be as wonderful as the image of stars holding the 
moon. 

Do you understand? We will love you, winter, as much as you 
love us. It will be a love shared through gestures, we will help each 
other. We will help a child in need, whose tears are touched by your 
snowflakes, our hands will give him the happiness he needs to 
survive in this world. And this would be a symbol of gratitude. 

I know that my thoughts are scattered – they are stars I cannot 
hold in constellations. But I promise that I’ll build in my soul the 
winter wonderland. And thus, I hope I’ll make the others happy. 
Thank you for your beauty, for having built the winter wonderland. 

I love you, dear winter! 
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Premiul 2 

 
 

Graceful Leopard of Northern Snows 
 

Maria Sorana MĂNUCĂ 
Clasa a X-a 

Colegiul Naţional Iaşi 
 

Please forgive me for my distance 
In which I am hopelessly enchained 
And which in spite of all my love's insistence 
Continues to be the same. 
Faith, identity, space and time, 
This sickening reality, 
Are now like prison walls to me. 
 
Even though I’m free 
I cannot fly with these heavy chains 
Over its towering walls 
Where all my dreams go up in ashes. 
While I’m being burned by these icy flames; 
Like a hundred lashes 
The fire cuts to my bones, yer nothing 
Can heal the way my blood moans, 
My aching heart, my numb and drowsy pains. 
Out there you don't hear the echoes and my calls 
And this despair intoxicates my rotten dark veins 
For you’re thousand miles away 
And I’m frozen as the ice, about to break. 
 
You’re a dream from which I can't awake 
I fall asleep and drift away from the clouds 
Already closing in upon me, 



 

  36 

 

From the maddening crowds 
Who all to my death agree. 
They stand up while I’m crawling… 
I watched the bright Bird of freedom flee, 
Soon my blood will flow when Satan's calling, 
Now it's getting dark, too dark for me to see… 
 
Ah, Come! 
Graceful Leopard of Northern Snows 
When the lakes all lie frozen and the wild wind blows 
My future’s yours to shape, 
My virgin heart is yours to rape, 
You…my only destiny… 
Nothing else remains. 
Take me out of this putrid penitentiary 
While I pray for our great escape… 

 
Ah, YOU! 
Graceful Leopard of Northern Snows 
Coming, rising above these bleak and barren lanes, 
Ravenous hunter born with fire in your veins, 
I feel the sweet flames of your hunger 
Reaching my frozen body, 
So enslaved by the spell you took me under. 
Your venomous fangs engraved 
On my pallid skin your noble gracious name 
That burns with an immortal Flame; 
And I can't stop this burning from within, 
The soft touch of your hair, 
Your breath now I breathe in 
You deprive my being of all its vital air 
Like a fever, you leave my mouth dry 
You strip the color from my lonely eye 
From my smoldering white flesh you feed 
And let me bleed ...Let me bleed.... 
 
Your eyes grow full of tender care 
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As the naked beauty of my soul lay bare 
In your blood-stained pointed claws, 
As my yearning heart is melting 
In your sturdy yet so gentle jaws. 
 
In the turning of twilight, 
In the shadows of moonlight, 
You quietly dragg your prey 
With the triumphant refined air 
Of a glorious hunter hunting bare 
Away from that hideous prison cell 
Full of pains and abyssal despair 
Into your Northern Land of Snows 
Wherein forever I shall sleep, wake and dwell... 

 

 
Winter wonderland 

 
Andreea Bianca IORDACHE 

Clasa a XI-a 
Colegiul Naţional „Garabet Ibrăileanu”, Iaşi 

 
You know how it is said: 
After crying comes the best. 
 
After a sad autumn with rain 
We will be released of pain, 
Water drops will cease to be 
Snowflakes we’ll start to see. 
 
Yes, I’m right!! 
Now, finally, winter has come 
Everything is so white, 
Bestowing happiness, right? 

 



 

  38 

 

 
Step by step, every corner of nature  
To enlighten winter’s frosty-works 
Santa’s landing is, thus, totally set. 
 
The gingerbread men align 
And then march together to the line 
From where they jump on the tray 
Where, beside a mug of milk, 
They wait for Santa in his way. 
 
From the North Pole Santa has received the signal 
To step into his barn, 
The reindeers he wants to count 
To set for his journey. 
 
Elves saw Santa is worried 
And they come to see what it happened with their boss. 
Santa told them that his reindeers disappeared. 
 
They start telling him: 
“Santa we prepared the reindeer 
As you said five minutes ago 
We set the sleight for flying and for snow.” 
 
 
Now he jumps into the sleight 
And he starts to fly straight 
To his destination 
To complete the Christmas pleasure. 
 
Every single house is wormy 
Every Christmas tree is happy! 
The green old men now are laughing 
Because the playful gifts on their feet are running 
The grab their branches an drag them down 
They whisper them the surprise that Santa brings in town. 
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They blush a little bit 
Because they don’t know if they keep 
The secret without telling it to the kid. 
Now he is sleeping, but the naughty tree 
Wants to go upstairs to him. 
He struggles to climb the stairs 
But he can’t because he is wrapped in garlands. 
 
In the end he made it,  
He slipped through them. 
Now the gifts are telling him worried:  
“You won’t receive any sweet 
On your branches because Santa knows you’re naughty 
And next year you won’t be happy!” 
 
The little gifts are scared 
They did something that the tree wasn’t prepared. 
Even if they warned him 
He doesn’t listen and that’s it! 
 
When the tree is almost ready  
On the last stair to step, heavy 
The little carpet helped the gifts 
And the tree rolls where he fits. 
 
Now he is tired because he tormented too much 
And he eats the cookie crams that Santa left, the brunch. 
He waits patient for his child to come 
And then to say him what he saw. 
 
Now he waits to shake his branches above the most wanted 

gift 
And to see his large smile when he sees what he receive. 
 
When the little kid comes sleepy 
For surprise he’s getting ready 
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And through his eye leashes 
He saw the shacking branches. 
He stretches his little lazy arms 
To find what Santa left him after he traveled through the stars. 
 
In the end the kid finds that  
He received what he wanted all 
This time of year 
When every wish is completed. 
 
This is what I think it means 
When a winter wonderland begins. 
 

 
Down Town 

 
Alex-Neculai CĂRARE 

Clasa a XI-a 
Seminarul Teologic Liceal Ortodox  „Sf. Vasile Cel Mare”, 

Iaşi 
 
Our story begins in London, two decades ago. It was an 

incredibly gelid winter with historic amounts of snow falling from 
above. Everyone was surprised by this unusual weather, but since 
most of the people had a cosy place to live in, along with a 
seemingly endless supply of hot chocolate and tea none of them 
would complain. Well… we are not going to focus on the story of the 
ones whose lives went on unaffected. The tale is about those who 
even though suffer a much more ardent existence choose or are 
forced to remain silent in order not to disturb the upper class: the 
homeless. 

For the rough sleepers, winter had nothing to do with eggnog, 
carols, shopping or skiing holidays. The cold weather meant leaving 
their shelters built on the ground to a more underground location: 
London`s sewers. 
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 Something was going to be a little different this year, besides 
the weather; Damian, the sole kid of a middle class family, had had a 
fight with his parents due to their rigor and high expectations and ran 
away from home. This novels-inspired act of bravery came as a 
marvellous idea to the 12 year old boy. It wasn`t until the sun 
dropped along with the degrees on the thermometer when he had to 
face the consequences of his decision: he found himself lost in a part 
of the city he`s never seen before on a bone-chilling weather. 

  Soon, he began crying out for help. At first all he could hear 
was the wind. The hours were passing rapidly and the cold air was 
getting less and less bearable when suddenly a deep voice replied: 

 “It may get a little tight down here at night but I am sure we 
can find you a place to lay your head.” 

Damian couldn`t see anybody around him, so he started 
thinking his mind was playing tricks on him, but on a second look he 
was surprised to see someone`s head popping from the snow and 
smiling friendly. He walked towards the head cautiously and felt 
relief when he observed the rest of the body on a ladder leading to an 
underground sewer.  

 “My parents told me not to approach these tunnels as they are 
very dangerous.” 

 “They thought you well, but as I can see your choices are 
limited: you either trust me or face the freezing night by your own.” 

 The boy felt warmth in the man`s words and decided to 
follow him wherever he was going to take him. 

 At first, everything he could see was pipes, residual water and 
trash. But, as he kept on walking he entered a world none of his 
family members knew about, or even cared for. He was amazed to 
see a city under the city, abounding people of all kind. There were 
lonely people, families both local and foreign. 

 “Who are they?” he whispered. People like you who just 
happened to be less lucky and ended up being forgotten by their own 
kind. During the warmer seasons everyone lives above but when 
winter arrives, we all gather here, in what we like calling “Down 
Town”. We might not have possessions, but we have each other to 
rely on. People who call themselves “rich” eat extravagant foods. We 
feed ourselves with each other`s life stories and the hope of a better 
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tomorrow. They make a scene when they don`t find what`s on TV 
amusing enough, we watch the stars at night and listen to the sound 
of the cars they drive and the music they listen to. 

 Damian spent the night with people who were facing real 
problems and soon realised how blessed he was to be born in such a 
loving family. Even though his parents hadn`t bought him the 
expensive clothes and videogames he saw in TV commercials, they 
had struggled to make sure he was receiving a proper education 
which raised the chance of him having a brighter future. 

The following morning one of his new friends helped him find 
his parents who were dead worried. He was exhausted and ashamed 
of his behaviour. From that day on he swore never again to disobey 
those who only seek his greater good and to find a way to help 
people who weren`t as lucky as he found out he has been his whole 
life. 

  
Twenty years from that happening, in our days. 
  
Damian kept his vow and is now a highly respected member of 

the UN and the funding member of an organization whose main 
purpose is helping children from poor environments accede proper 
education, the only way one can better himself. 
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Premiul 3 
 

Winter Wonderland 

Alexandra IVANOV 
Clasa a IX-a 

Colegiul Naţional „Garabet Ibrăileanu”, Iaşi 
 

We are all people, biological designed to develop feelings. 
That’s what makes us special, what defines us as human beings. In 
all the atrocities our world has been through: wars, disease, political 
conflicts, there has always been a balance. Something to equate the 
good and the bad. Seasons are some of the gifts God gave to us. I 
think every single season has its own special qualities and like 
people, they are individualized with good and bad features. One of 
my favourite writers said that: ’’We cannot stop the  winter or the 
summer from coming. We cannot stop the spring or the fall or make 
them other than they are. They are gifts from the universe that we 
cannot refuse’’. But we can choose what we will contribute to life 
when each arrives. 

Winter is the most mysterious, full of surprises, quite, so 
unique and deeply beautiful season. Sitting  around the fireplace with 
my parents, waiting for the first snow – this is the moment I wish I 
could be able to repeat all over the year .And when it finaly comes I 
am so excited. The landscape takes my breath away. I love to look 
out of the window at the white blanket covering the land. Everything 
disappears. The sun sparkles, picking out glittery diamonds in frosty 
surroundings. Winter is a unique concept. Snow is falling and 
children are singing carols or playing in the snow. It’s pure 
happiness. It’s a totally different world: one where the fight for 
supremacy does not exist anymore. Just peace, carols and pure 
feelings. 

As a little girl I spent my childhood in a country place, far 
away from the city. I will share with you one of the most amazing 
experiences I have ever had. 

My grandma was a wise woman and she taught me that we 
should appreciate the small, beautiful little things that constitute the 



 

  44 

 

world, so, that’s why when I think back upon the memories of my 
childhood, I clearly recall a specific winter afternoon at my 
grandmother’s house. It is a very cold day, I remember. I am dressed 
with two pairs of thick socks, two sweatshirts, a heavy winter coat, 
and my bright pink rain boots. I was nine years old, and to me, 
winter snow was pure magic. 

As I stepped out into my grandmother’s back porch, I 
remember losing my breath, not only from the bitter cold, but also 
from the captivating scene. The entire ground, as far as my eyes 
could see, was coated in a hefty blanket of solid white. And there it 
was, the magical world. A white kingdom and his king: an old oak, 
so powerful and still green. The symbol of life in all that beautiful 
dead nature. I felt a big wave of emotions. Such beauty. Then, I went 
back in my grandma’s house and I enjoyed a big cup of tea. Oh, and 
that orange fragrance. I think we can synthesize all the winter spirit 
in that one particular smell. 

Winter is amazing because in that season we celebrate the 
most waited moment of the year: the Christmas. And that means 
family, love and warmth. I will never have enough words to 
characterize completely this powerful yet great and so full of 
meanings season, but I will resume it by saying its meaning in one 
word: a wonderland. 
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The Life of A Snowflake 

 
Alexandra BRÂNZAN 

Clasa a IX-a 
Liceul cu Program Sportiv, Iaşi 

 
 

Shine for me, my little star, 
Don’t just fall and start a war 
You’re so cold and so bizarre 
I love you just how you are. 
 
Step into a world of utopia 
Everything changed in a fantasia 
Don’t look back, antychiphobia 
You made the world a pure melody. 
 
Look around, you’re a unique creation 
A cold but beautiful apparition 
Falling down being your only option 
Making people smile is your passion 
 
So what might you be? A little crystal ? 
A tiny white and lovely angel 
Everyone wants to see your arrival 
You make the world so magical! 
 
You keep on falling and you bring us together 
And you even make our smiles a lot wider 
The streets and town are now lovely and brighter 
So, to happiness you are the answer! 
 
But everyone wants you to come here and fall 
It’s a bit sad… they see you like a doll 
At least you can enjoy your life, you poor soul 
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Without you, this is a world we scrawl. 
 
Your tiny legs, once touching our only sky 
Your existence that you can’t justify 
Be aware you’ll touch the ground and die 
We can’t do anything,.. this is goodbye! 
 
This is not a tragedy, please, remember 
Everything you’ve done, everything you were, 
You brought us something that we can just adore 
The snow is the thing we longed for. 

 

Winter Wonderland 

Ştefana TOMA 
Clasa a XI-a 

Colegiul Naţional „Garabet Ibrăileanu”, Iaşi 
 

It’s a peaceful evening in December. The amazing little lights 
on streets, the famous Christmass tree from down town…the winter 
spirit is back. Everybody from neighbourhood was waiting the snow. 

Tyler was the only survivor member from a family which 
suffered an awful car accident. It was the last summer on the return 
from a trip. Tommorow is Tyler’s 6th birthday and everything he 
wishes for is to feel again the family close to him on a pretty fluffy 
carpet of snow like it used to be in every year. 

Grandma is watching him with a worm look. She loves him 
and she’s wishing for him to be happy again. Tyler stays with the 
head between his hands, wishpering a Christmas song. He wants to 
see the snowflakes falling from the grey sky. It’s late and he become 
hopeless regarding the snowflakes. With the look on the floor, he 
goes to his grandma. She saw his disappointed face with a tear fallin 
on his cheek. 

-The day isn’t over, said grandma. 
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It was obvious how the hope was still there, in his soul. 
Is 9 p.m. and the little child need to sleep. The grandma leads 

him in the room. Like  always, after she puted Tyler in the bed,  she 
kissed him on the forehead and opened the window for fresh air in 
the room. In the meantime, she goes to the kitchen to serve a cup of 
tea and after she will return in the room to see if the boy is sleeping 
and to close the window. While his grandma was in the kitchen, little 
Tyler looked out the window with his last hope to see a 
snowflake…he didn’t saw any. He closed his eyes so he can imagine 
a short dream in which he plays with snow. In that moment, a 
delicate snowflake enter in his room and fell on his cheek, melting. 
When he felt the snowflake, he quickly opened his eyes. He looked 
outside and saw the snow falling. The game of snowflakes impressed 
the little child which runed in the kitchen at his grandma: 

-Gradma, it’s snowing, it’s snowing! I can’t believe it… 
With a big smile on the face, the women holt Tyler into her 

arms and she dressed him for the weather outside. They went 
together in the yard to admire the beautiful first snow of the year, 
falling. The child runned for a few minutes until  he was exhausted. 
The boy and his grandma entered into the house. In a few moments, 
Tyler was in pajamas. His hands were frozen and the red face was 
shining of happiness. For the last time, he looked out the 
window…he saw again the delicate snowflakes which created a 
white and soft blanket everywhere in the neighbourhood. With the 
last powers, the boy went to sleep next to his grandma thinking of 
Santa Claus. 

The grandma woke up and when she saw again her 
grandchildren sleeping with a smile on his face she kisses him on the 
forehead. 
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Lista şcolilor participante: 
 

 Colegiul Naţional Iaşi 

 Colegiul Naţional „Garabet Ibrăileanu” Iaşi 

 Colegiul Naţional „Emil Racoviţă” Iaşi 

 Colegiul Naţional „Costache Negruzzi” Iaşi 

 Colegiul Naţional „Mihai Eminescu” Iaşi 

 Seminarul Teologic Liceal Ortodox „Sf. Vasile cel 

Mare” Iaşi 

 Liceul Teoretic „Vasile Alecsandri” Iaşi 

 Liceul Teoretic Lascăr Rosetti” Răducăneni 

 Liceul Teoretic „Dimitrie Cantemir” Iaşi 

 Liceul cu Program Sportiv Iaşi 

 Şcoala „Al. I. Cuza” Podu Iloaiei 

 Şcoala Gimnazială „Ion Simionescu” Iaşi 

 Şcoala Gimnazială „B. P. Hasdeu” Iaşi 

 Şcoala Gimnazială „Elena Cuza” Iaşi 

 Şcoala Gimnazială Internaţională Spectrum Iaşi 

 Şcoala Gimnazială „George Călinescu” Iaşi 

 Şcoala Gimnazială „Gheorghe Asachi” Iaşi 

 Colegiul Tehnic de Transporturi şi Construcţii Iaşi 
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Menţiuni 
 
 

CLASELE PRIMARE 
 
 

Winter Wonderland 
 

Efe KOCAK 
clasa a II-a  

Şcoala Internațională SPECTRUM, Iași 
 

 
Its November 30th. Tomorrow is the first day of December, 

the first day of winter. Outside it started to snow.  
I love the winter season because it is my favourite, it is 

wonderful. I and my little brother wait for Christmas day. We wait 
for the night of December 24th because is magic. Its a magic night 
when Santa Claus is coming to town.  

Everyone expects gifts from Santa Claus. We prepare the 
Christmas tree, cupcakes and tea for Christmas. Christmas in every 
mans house smells like celebration, cinnamon and baked apples.  

Ho, ho, ho, Merry Christmas everybody and a Happy New Year! 
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The Christmas Holiday 

 
Raluca NOVAC 

Clasa a IV-a A 
Şcoala Gimnazială „Ion Simionescu” Iaşi 

 
 
It's Christmas time again, the time of hopes, joys, and 

forgiveness. It's the time that I always have the good feeling inside me.   
Every year at this moment I like to be with my 

family.Christmas vacation of this year is coming. There are many 
things I'm planning to do: to prepare for this holiday. The first thing I 
am going to do is to buy gifts for people I know. I hope my gift 
would bring them happiness for the vacation. The second thing I plan 
to do is going to skate in Pallaswith my friends. 

Finally, the last thing I want to do is to go to visit my 
grandparents. I haven't seen them for more than two year. I hope this 
vacation is an enjoyable vacation to everyone, I like to be with my 
family. 

Sometimes I wonder about what my future will look like. I 
was always thinking how I will be next year. I hope I could get wiser 
as I get older. Since it is Christmas, I hope that every year I could 
celebrate Christmas with my family and learn to become a better 
person. I wish that every Christmas times, I could find relaxation and 
joy in my mind. 

Christmas is one of the most important times of the year, so I 
wish you  
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Winter Wonderland 
 
 

Ruxandra Maria PETRARIU 
Clasa a IV-a 

Şcoala Gimnazială „Gheorghe Asachi”, Iaşi 
 
 
Winter is apparently just another season. Apparently, because 

is a magic book filled with stories and marvellous, enchanted 
pictures and views which allows us to dream. 

The winter picture, mostly pure white and full of silver 
glimpses of ice, is the background for so manytales which are rolling 
from the very first days of December. 

The first story is about Saint Nicholas, the protector of purity 
and of the innocence. 

Next story is about Santa Claus which starts with theJesus 
Christ’s birth. Santa Claus is that generous old fellow who brings 
gifts to all the good children and happiness to the grown-ups,and is 
also the God messenger, who promotes peace and good communion 
between people. 

On New Year’s Eve, the opportunity to remember the past 
events fills us with high-hopes and wonder dreams, which can come 
true, if we are trustful and perseverant next year. 

January is another bunch of storiesaboutJesus’s Baptise and 
Saint John, the forerunner of God’s Son. 

Maybe outside is a cold and windy weather, but in our souls 
these stories warm us up and gives us the power to go forward in the 
winter wonderland. 
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CLASELE GIMNAZIALE 
 

A Christmas Tale 
 

Teodora ALEXANDRESCU 
Clasa a VI-a 

Liceul teoretic „Vasile Alecsandri”, Iaşi 
 
Once upon a time,in a small village,lived a poor family with a 

lot of  children. They haven't any money . They had to work all the 
day to earn some money for the bread which they ate in one week. 

In the week before Christmas,children looked  out of the 
window and they saw other children with many things named ”toys”. 

Their parents saw the pain in their eyes,and their mom said: 
„Let’s work all nights and all daystill Christmas to make  presents for 
our children.I know,it’s not very easy!”Dad said:”All right! For our 
children!” 

They worked on a good man’s farm. The man answered:”Why 
are you working here so much? Don’t you have children at home?” 

”Yes, we do, but we need to work days and nights for some 
presents for our children.We don’t have money to buy them presents 
and Christmas is on its way”said Dad. 

The man thought and said:„Go home and trust me. Your 
children will have presents for Christmas! Just trust me!” 

They got home. The children said in chorus: „Mom,dad! 
You’re back! We don’t need any toys and money.We  need you!” 

On Christmas’ Eve, the children went singing carols and they 
earned sweets, then they went back home . 

The good old man was named ”Santa”. He was dressed in his 
Christmas red clothes with a red fur cap and he sneaked into the poor 
family’s house. He put inside a green tree with leaves like spikes and 
with a wonderful smell. He decorated the tree with fruits . Under the 
tree he put eight presents for the children. 
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On Christmas day, the children shouted when they woke up 
„Mom,dad! Come here quickly! Here’s a big green tree with some 
presents under it! It’s amazing!” 

The parents came to see that wonderful thing,and they found a 
red letter on which was written: „With love,Santa!”. They recognized 
the name of the man they worked for. 

And that was the tale of how ”Santa” , the ”Christmas Tree” 
and the presents for Christmas appeared! 

Merry Christmas! 

 
A Winter Story 

 
Constantin BARBU 

Clasa aVII-a 
Şcoala Gimnazială „Otilia Cazimir”, Iaşi 

 
The winter has finally come. The little houses changed their 

roofs and covered themselves with a huge layer of snow. The 
snowflakes are falling as a quiet swarm of bees.  

In a far away house in a wood, lived a very poor family. The 
parents tried to educate their child the best they could, but the boy 
was very spoiled. He did all he wanted, and mostly that was playing 
all day long. One day he thought to play with the snow and make a 
snowman. He started to roll big balls of snow and built a big 
snowman. He added coal eyes, a mouth and nose of twigs and all he 
could find in the woods for the buttons. He had nothing to put as 
arms- he had no broom. So, instead of a broom, he placed where the 
left arm should have been a club, he used to play with and hit 
everything around, like a baseball-player. 

When the snowman was finished, he began to dance and hop 
around him. He played happily for a couple of days, but soon got 
bored. Two days later, he took his club back and started to hit the 
snowman. He thought the snow balls would give in but no! They 
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were as hard as rock! More, he heard an angry voice: ‘Why do you 
hit the snowman?’ 

Our boy turned scared to look for the voice that stopped him 
shortly. He saw no one. It was beginning to get dark and he could no 
see farther than the first trees. He wanted to get back to his house. 
Strangely, he could not find his footsteps. All around him it was 
white and pristine snow. Now he got really scared. He started to cry 
and promised he would never be spoiled or hurt anyone if he could 
be with his family again. He cried and cried until he grew numb. He 
fell asleep and he thought he died.  

But he woke up in his little house with his parents who looked 
at him very worried. He smiled at them and told them that he loves 
them.  

There is nothing more precious than family and the love and 
warmth or a home! 

 
It wasn’t a typical Christmas Day 

 
Ana-Maria CATANĂ 

Clasa a VII-a 
Colegiul Naţional Iaşi 

      
It was the Christmas Eve and I had to work. I didn’t like this, 

but my opinion wasn’t important. When I got to my office I was 
some minutes late and my boss asked me why. I said that I  wasn’t 
late but I was looking for him to ask some questions I couldn’t find 
him. Surprised my answer, he went back. I had a narrow escape. This 
man can be realy irritating sometimes. 

Finally, I lay my things on the desk and started to work . 
Something outside caught my eye. It was a candy floss landscape. 
All the threes were covered in snow powder, the sky was full of big 
coconut cakes which put a big big smile on my face. The parks and 
streets wew white like some old men’s beards and in this fairy tale 
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world there was an enormous Christmas three. It was decorated with 
hundreds of sparking balls like some candies. Everything was magic. 

Except for my work. It was a boring day, but I didn’t forget 
that I had to go shopping and the shops would be closed when I 
finish. I was stressed all the day, but when I saw my boss I told him 
that it was very important for me to go shopping. He ignored me and 
said that he wasn’t interested, but if I finished earlier I could go. 
When I heard it, I fisished my work as soon as possible. I felt like 
Cindorella, but I was a mom whose children were waiting for 
Christmas presents. When I was ready I put on my coat and I ran to 
the shops, but it was too late. They wew closed .  

I started to cry. I was sick at heart, because my mom gave me 
something special every year when I was a little girl. I was walking 
slowly on the  white street, watching the beautiful stars when I heard 
something. I went to the place where the cound came from and I 
found a little dog which was barking. Probably, it was frozen 
because it was snowing. I took him and I went home with the puppy. 

When I arrived, my children saw the dog and they thought that  
it was their present. They named the dog “ Mr. Christmas “, because 
it was their special gift. In my house there was  a familiar smell, the 
smell of my mom’s cookies and under the Christmas tree there were 
some presents. They were mom and dad ! At first, I couldn’t belive 
my eyes, but it was true. They told me that they wouldn’t come, but 
it was a big sourprise for me to see them. Than, I gave them a lovely 
hug. I was extremely happy. We had dinner and we listened to 
Christmas songs ang laughed a lot. Only than, everything was 
perfect. 

Sometimes you need to believe in the miracles, especially in 
Christmas miracles ! 
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Christmas 
 

Mihaela COROABĂ 
Clasa a VII-a 

Şcoala „Al. I. Cuza”, Podu Iloaiei 
 

     In a small house 
It is a wagon 
Just full of toys 
All for kids. 
 
     Helped by the dwarfs 
He comes to our town 
And throws in a heap 
Big white of snow. 
 
         On a thin chimney 
He enters slowly 
With a bag full of toys 
Just for kids’ joy. 

 

 
Daria CUSUTURĂ 

Clasa a V-a 
Colegiul Naţional „Emil Racoviţă”, Iaşi  

 
Santa has a long, white beard and big, blue eyes. He always 

wears a red hat, black boots and also he wears red costum with a 
black strap. Santa Claus has nine reindeers: Rudolph, Dasher, 
Dancer, Prancer, Vixen, Comet, Cupid, Donder and Blitzen. The 
most famous reindeer is Rudolph.He has red and shiny nose and big 
ears. All of  the reindeers are very fast and they can fly. My favourite 
reindeer is Rudolph, because he is very funny and happy.  
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Santa Claus lives at the North Pole, in a very big house. There 
is the workshop of toys, which are made by elves. They have little, 
sharp ears and they always wear green costums with white stripes, 
brown shoes and white gloves. 

Santa has a list with wishes of children and also, he has  a list 
with bad kids and another one with good children. 

Santa's house is decorate with white, red and green tinsel and 
with coloured lights. He has a magic snow globe from where he  can 
see all parts of  North Pole.      

On 24 december in evening, Santa Claus leaves from the 
North Pole to lead children amazing gifts. He visit all countries in 
one night. He travels with his magical sleigh. He puts and keeps all 
the toys in a big ,red bag.       

Santa's elves eat just sweets. They love to make  beautiful toys 
and to decorate them. 

 
The cold season 

 
Ana Ruxandra IVĂNESCU 

Clasa a V-a 
Colegiul Naţional „Mihai Eminescu”, Iaşi 

 
One day, a little snowflake dropped from the clear sky. It was 

the first from the many that were about to fall on the wet and cold 
ground. 

This little icy star was followed by thousands of dancing 
snowflakes. The entire nature was full of glittering snow. Trees got 
dressed in white robes.  

All kids enjoyed the beautiful sight. At night, parents and 
grandparents sat silently in their houses, with bright candles around 
them and looking through the windows. Some of them hopped that 
the snow will stop, but some hopped that the snow will continue, 
because of the happiness on the children’s faces. 
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Winter is a very beautiful season, because all sadness hides 
under the big snow piles and all the lights which shine on the streets 
give us many joyful thoughts. 

Even if outside is cold, our hearts are much warmer than in 
any other season. 

 
The Winter 

 
Alexandru IVĂNUŞCĂ 

Clasa a V-a 
Şcoala Gimnazială „Ion Simionescu”, Iaşi 

 
 It is winter. Everything is white. 
 Snow is shining and the kids are happy. 
 The snowman they make in the garden is great 
 The mothers cook the dinner inside the house. 
 Christmas tree is beautiful and lonely 
 It has red baubles and gold tinsel 
 It has decorations and a big star on the top. 
 Children love him very much 
 And dance around him. 
 Children put milk and biscuits for Santa to eat. 
 He is tired because he comes with presents 
 And he must drink. 
 He puts the presents under the fir tree. 
 And all children are very happy in the morning. 
 How beautiful is winter! 
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Winter Day 
 

Denisa LAZĂR 
Clasa a V-a 

Şcoala Gimnazială „Ion Simionescu”, Iaşi 
 

It is a winter day. The children are happy that is snowing all 
day. It snows a lot. They are happy that they will play with the snow 
and will go wandering.  

They play all day and at one moment they come back in their 
houses. The houses are warm and they help adorn the Christmas tree. 
They make the Christmas tree with their parents and put cookies and 
biscuits on the table for Santa Claus. Santa is very old and hungry 
and he must eat biscuits. 

Christmas star shine brightly, and people remember of our 
Master Jesus Christ. When the sun sets over the hill, you could hear 
the voices of children sing the birth of Jesus. They sing carols and 
sing in every house. It is cold and snow everywhere, but they are 
happy and continue sing until is dark. After wandering outside, 
children enter the houses and quickly go in the big room to see if 
Santa Claus brought something, a toy or a doll or a chocolate. 

The most beautiful is Christmas when you spend with your 
loved ones. So show love in this special day of winter and help the 
people that don’t have many things. 

I wish you a Merry Christmas! 
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Santa Claus- Children’s Friend 
 

Andra Maria LIMBĂU 
Clasa a VII-a 

Şcoala „Al. I. Cuza”, Podu Iloaiei 
 
 

Santa Claus is good. 
He rides on a sled 
With dark and sweet eyes, 
Dressed in red. 
 
Sled was ready for the road 
Rudolf with the red nose 
Helps the old man 
Bring joy to all kids. 
 
You would love to meet 
If you tell a nice poem 
Santa Claus gives you a gift 
From his bag full of toys. 

 
Winter Wonderland 

 
Claudia LUCACIU 

Clasa a VIII-a 
Liceul Teoretic „Dimitrie Cantemir”, Iaşi 

 
 
....December was drawing near....at last! I could hear the sound 

of something that I had been missing for the whole year: the wind! I 
could also feast my eyes with the pure, white snow flakes that were 
dancing in the air. A tiny layer of white patch started to cover the 
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cars and the trees were not accompanied by birds anymore. Even if  
nature had lost its vitality, I was feeling happy because I knew that 
the season of presents, celebrations and Santa Claus was going to 
come thereafter.  

Unfortunately, my fun was suddenly spoiled by the fact that I 
recalled that I had not finished the school semester yet. The next 
week I  had two very difficult and important tests  for which I had to 
recap a lot of syllabus. I had just had my birthday party on 30th of 
November and I received a lot of presents from all my friends and 
relatives that wished me good luck with my tests. Surely I knew I 
had to do something in order not to disappoint them, even if I had not 
studied a lot. 

...I started  feeling sad! While struggling to study,  the snow 
layer was growing  thicker and thicker!So  I decided to go outside, to 
explore the new fascinating landscape that  surrounded  me. I felt 
that I should do something related to my childhood. I did feel  the 
need to feel like a child again. The snow was cold and that made me 
think about making a snowman!  I started with a small ball and I kept 
rolling it till it became  bigger.Then I took my time to make the 
bother two balls, forming, thus, a real snowman.  All the three 
snowballs were well attached ,that was for sure... I  used of  twigs for 
arms, a carrot for the nose, two of my old, black socks for the eyes 
and little candies for the mouth.  

Unexpectedly, the snowman started talking to me: “Thank you 
for bringing  me to life! Nowadays people rarely bother to build 
snowmen and that is why our population decrease significantly. In 
return to the fact that you gave me birth, I will help you with your 
studies...”. He did it indeed! This creature answered all the maths 
questions I asked him and  thanks to him, I passed my tests with  
high grades. I could then enjoy the winter celebrations without any 
worries.In fact, I wanted to save his life, so that I sent him to the 
North Pole by plane in order order to avoid his  melting down when 
the spring was going to come. 

All of a sudden, I was awoken by the alarm clock. My mum 
entered my room whispering as usual: “Wake up, darling, it is time 
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for you to go to school!” It was a beautiful dream that was swept  
away by the sunrise of an ordinary morning. I wish it had been real... 

 
Winter 

Iarina MIRON 
clasa a V-a 

Colegiul Naţional Iaşi 
 

Autumn is gone, and the winter comes with its glittering snow. 
The snowflakes fall from the frozen sky. Children are outside. They 
have a snow fight. On the street there are a lot of colourful lights. 

Christmas is coming and Santa Claus, too. He is children’s 
favourite magic friend. He isn’t real, but for the all small kids he;s 
their hero, because he brings lots of presents. He lets the presents 
under the Christmas Tree in the middle of the night, after he enters 
through the narrow chimney. 

At Christmas, children visit their relatives or other houses and 
sing beautiful carols with their friends. The hosts must give candies 
or money to the children. When they receive candies they are very 
joyful. 

Winter is the most beautiful season, because it gives us 
pleasant memories and feelings. 
 

The autumn goes away, 
The winter comes quickly. 
Snowflakes fall from the sky 
Like memories in a pie. 
Lots of candies and fun 
For children who come 
To sing beautiful carols 
For you, me and the entire family. 
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A Beautiful Winter Day 
 

Ilinca SFARTI 
Clasa a V-a 

Colegiul Naţional Iaşi 
 
It was a beautiful winter day. The plain was covered with a 

layer of white snow. I looked out the window and I waited for Santa 
Claus. I was so excited because I think Santa is magic. 

My friend, Iarina, called me out to wait for Santa Claus 
together and to build a snowman. There were a lot of children, too. 
We fought with snow, we ate candy canes and we made a lot of 
snowmen, but in the afternoon we went back home and decorated the 
Christmas Tree with our parents, and of course had some delicous 
traditional food. 

At night, after we went sleeping, Santa Claus came and put 
presents under the colorful Christmas Tree. On that night the sky was 
dark blue with shiny stars. It was a great day. 

I love winter because there are a lot of bright snowflakes in the 
air, which dance with the stars. And in this magic season, Santa 
Claus comes and makes children happy. The sad part is that there are 
still too many kids who do not get generous gifts. They are poor and 
unhappy. But this year I decided to pack toys and clothes for them. 
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Christmas Arrived 
 

Alexandru TOMA 
Clasa a VII-a 

Şcoala „Al. I. Cuza”, Podu Iloaiei 
 

Christmas has arrived  
Oh, what joy! 
You bring us Jesus, 
Grace and joy. 
We have clothes, 
Nice and beautiful, 
Toys and bread. 
The poor  
have no fire, no house,  
No thick coat. 
Give me good heart 
You, Jesus, to me, 
Bring to the poor 
Great joy to believe. 

 

 
When the Bells Are Ringing 

 
Ioana ZAHARIA 

Clasa a VI-a 
Liceul Teoretic „Vasile Alecsandri”, Iaşi 

 
When the bells are ringing, 
I know it's time to be happy, 
Because Christmas is coming, 
With gifts and lights! 
 
The smell of chocolate 
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Fills the whole house, 
And the fire burns lazily 
In the stove! 
 
Kids are playing in the snow, 
Happiness floats in the air! 
Everybody waits for   
Santa Claus to come! 

 
Snowflake in a jar 

 
Ruxandra ZAPRATAN 

clasa a VI-a 
Colegiul Naţional „Costache Negruzzi”, Iaşi 

 
It was snowing heavily and I was just watching the snowflakes 

dancing in the wind. I couldn’t go outside because everything was icy, just 
like a mirror. I wanted so bad to feel the cold, the snow falling on my hands, 
but mom didn’t let me. 

So I had this brilliant idea. My parents left for some shopping so I 
rushed to the kitchen, got a jar, a blanket and a pair of boots. I was ready to 
catch winter and bring it into my room. 

In the next five minutes I was outside, trying to catch some 
snowflakes. It took me a while but right after I was done, I ran quickly back 
inside so I don’t catch a cold. I took a bag of ice from the fridge and went in 
my room. I was so excited to play with snow inside, without getting sick. 

Everything was going great for a few minutes but then the snowflakes 
melt. Now, I was sitting there, in tears. No more winter for me… 

 Pssst!!, something or someone was whispering. 
 What? Who’s speaking? 
 Right here, in the jar. I’m Frody (frosty+windy)  the Snowflake. 

Thanks for saving me. Ugh, I hate cold weather. 
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 You’re welcome. I’m Melisa. But, how can you hate winter, I 
mean…you are a snowflake. 

 I just don’t like the weather. Actually, Winter is a really nice person. 
Haven’t you met her? 

 No, I haven’t. I didn’t know she is a real human being. 
 Well she is and I think she would like you. How about making her a 

little visit? 
 Yeah, sure but… I’m not allowed to go outside. 
 Don’t need to worry. Just let me give her a call. 
 Aren’t you too little to do that? 
 Of course not. Let me out of the jar and you’ll see. 
So I let Frody out and within seconds, he became the real… Winter! I 

couldn’t believe my eyes, she was standing right in front of me. Her hair was 
a light blonde with lots of stars in it and she was wearing a long white dress.  

 Hello, Melisa! Nice meeting you. Do you want to play a game? 
 Sure. 
Winter clapped her hands. Now my room was full of warm snow. We 

made a snow man and some angels. Everything was incredible. 
But suddenly, all the joy was gone. No more Winter or snow. Now I 

am just lying in my bed, holding my jar. 
The snowflake was still inside.  
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CLASELE LICEALE 
 

Winter Wonderland 
 

Eric ALEXANDRESCU 
Clasa a IX-a  

Liceul cu Program Sportiv Iaşi 
 

Winter. It’s December 24 and there isn’t snow outside. I’m 
standing at the window and I can see the frost-work like a blanket 
covering the window. I’m fascinated by the delicate pattern, it is the 
art of winter that amazes everyone. 

In the house, you can feel the Christmas Spirit, everyone is 
decorating the house as every year. I have chosen the Christmas tree 
with my dad and my mom with my brother’s help is decorating it. 
After everything is ready, we wait for our relatives to attend at the 
Christmas dinner. Everyone is happy and is that kind of true 
happiness, that’s the magic of the Christmas spirit. We laugh and 
share memories that keep us together. The children who are 
knocking at the door from five to five minutes are spreading the 
Christmas holiday. I can see the happiness in their eyes, tonight 
Santa Claus is coming. When I was at their age, I was thinking about 
receiving gifts not giving but now Santa Claus is not so important. 

The people are leaving our house and we remain just us. I wait 
for my parents to sleep and after they fall asleep I put my presents 
under the Christmas tree. I’m lying on the couch and enjoy the smell 
of the fir. I don’t need any light; the tree lights are wonderful and 
perfect. I turn on the tv because I don’t want to feel alone. I fall 
asleep with sadness in my mind. There isn’t snow outside to make a 
perfect Christmas! 

Am I dreaming or awake? I am getting out of bed and nobody 
is inside. In the living room, under the Christmas tree, there are 
plenty of gifts. I go to the window and I’m surprised, everything is 
white. The children are playing, everywhere you can see snowmen 
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and snow forts, it’s seems that everyone is having fun. I dress myself 
with thick clothes. I almost forget the sleigh and the children call me 
to play with them. I’m surrounded by snow and children, I get in 
their game and I forget about the track of time. Suddenly a snowball 
hits my face and I hear my mother’s voice, 

 ‘Wake up! It’s Christmas time, we open our gifts, come and 
open yours.’ 

With the highest speed I go to the Christmas tree and I see 
many presents with name tags. The first one who opens the gifts is 
my brother because he is more humorous. The second one is my dad 
but seeing us happy it’s a greater gift than what he receives. The 
third is my mother, she gets what she has wanted but this is not what 
makes her happy, what makes her really happy is the family together. 
I’m the last one but my parents can see that I'm not really happy. I go 
to the window and I remain surprised, the much-anticipated gift has 
arrived: It started snowing with big flakes and the snow is laid!!! 

For me, now, Christmas is perfect! 
 

 
Miracles of December 

 
Alexandra BRAŞOV 

Clasa a IX-a 
Liceul cu Program Sportiv Iaşi 

 
I don’ know what is colder.  She..or the winter? Her cold eyes 

and words are exactly like a spoiler, and in her every action I see our 
end. 

 I left the house wanting to forget the conflict that we had 
previously had. But, in my mind, there appeared her black eyes that 
only saw me, her lips that whispered “I love you”, her bright smile, 
her warm body... I was afraid I wouldn’t be able to see and touch it 
anymore. 
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 I was looking at the starry sky and how the cold snowflakes 
were falling on the ground with the same speed like the raindrops, 
but I felt like they were one hundred times coldest. My lazy steps 
were leaving trails on the street full of snow. I sighed heavily like I 
wanted to stop the time and go back to her. And I remembered the 
days when we played together. And how beautiful she was with the 
snowflakes in her curly hair! Or the days when she looked out of the 
window at the sparkling snow smiling like a little child, or how much 
she loved Christmas. I was falling in love with her every day.  

When I came back home she wasn’t there anymore. She let me 
just a note on the table “I was happy, don’t forget me. Let’s meet 
again”.  The tears were falling on my face and I didn’t know what to 
do. To go after her...? But if I did so I was afraid I might have shaken 
her heart and have hurt her again. 

With the time I started to miss her company. I didn’t feel sad, I 
was empty without her. I hated the cold winter nights because she 
could warm me up only with her voice, and now, I was frozen. The 
months passed really slowly and the winter was really cold. All of a 
sudden I realized that I was exactly as I had been with her. I gave her 
coldness when she gave me love. It’s already been one year since she 
left, and that winter seemed to me more unmerciful than the last one. 
There was a lot of snow and the weather was really cold. I walked in 
the street and every woman who passed by me I thought that was 
her...and I was struggling to find her but… I couldn’t see her. I 
wanted to tell her a lot of things. I wanted to tell her that the selfish 
me who had only thought about me, the me who didn’t know her 
feelings and ignored them... was regretting! 

The night came fast, and I decided to follow the people who 
were on their way to see the first Christmas lights of the year. I was 
surrounded by a lot of people but I felt alone. After a few minutes the 
Christmas lights were switched-on. The decorations were really 
sparkling and bright warming up the winter and giving to me a 
magical feeling. Everywhere I felt that Christmas smell, maybe 
because some people were eating oranges beside me. After I 
wandered over there I decided to go home but, then, a warm hand 
touched mine. I knew that feeling and when I turned around I saw 
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her...with her bright smile looking right into my eyes. I was 
speechless, but she put an end to the silence and told me “I missed 
you to death”. Then I hugged her wishing to never let her go again... 
because if she may do that one more time I would not have enough 
strength to survive! 

 In the end...I received the Christmas miracle that I wished for! 

  

Winter wonderland 
 

Ştefania CHISTOL 
Clasa a IX-a 

Colegiul Naţional „Garabet Ibrăileanu”, Iaşi 
 
Winter... Winter is the season that brings coldness and 

distance to people’s souls, yet when someone tells me about it I 
always think of Christmas and of the thousands of wishes of people’s 
souls. 

When I was younger, I used to ask my dad what his Christmas 
wish was, and every year he answered to me: "All I wish is health!". 
As I child, I didn't realize that this very simple answer was so 
profound. 

This year I had the chance to understand my father's words, 
when a very close friend of mine had a serious accident right on my 
birthday. This holy celebration symbolizes first of all the birth of 
Christ and the love that we should provide to all the people around 
us, even they're our friends or not, because praying for someone's 
health is more important than giving a material gift.  

Although winter is many times associated with death and 
sorrow, for me it symbolizes rebirth, which convinces me that my 
friend will heal and get well as soon as possible. 

Bestow to people around you all your love and prayers, no 
matter what, even if you are scolded or upset with each other, 
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because life is indeed short and we must live in peace with ourselves 
and the ones around us. If not, you may regret it later. 

We cannot stop the winter or the summer from coming. We 
cannot stop the spring or the fall or make them other than they are. 
They are gifts from the universe that we cannot refuse. But we can 
choose what we will contribute to life when each arrives. 

When people are happy, they don't grow aware any longer if 
around them masters summer or winter. Yet in the middle of the 
frozen winters I learned that inside me there's an invincible summer. 
The snow and the holiday spirit strenghten my belief in winter and 
Christmas miracles and help me to become for a moment the child I 
once was, kind and serene, enjoying the very first snowflakes. 

 
P.S. My friend left our world shortly after I wrote this, yet I 

still keep my faith in the moral values that we should assume to 
become a better version of ourselves. 

Sometimes our fate resembles that of a tree. Who might think 
that those branches are thick green and flowers will wear again? We 
hope, however, and we do not know for sure that it will. 

 

 
 When winter comes  

 
Ionuţ COSTĂCHESCU 

Clasa a X-a 
Colegiul Tehnic de Transporturi şi Construcţii Iaşi 

 
 

When winter comes 
We fill the soul with happiness 
Children eagerly await 
For Santa to come. 
 
This is the season  
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When mornings are dark, 
And birds do not sing in the park; 
When the children ski, 
It is great fun for me. 
 
In the house there’s a smell of cake 
And the pie in the oven is being baked 
Night is coming 
Children are caroling 
And we adorn the Christmas tree. 

                                                    
Winter   Wonderland 

 
Adelina Maria TUDURACHI 

Clasa a X-a 
Colegiul Naţional „Mihai Eminescu”, Iaşi 

 
 

„Could anyone ever measure the unmeasurable?Or either 
would anybody set boundaries for sadness?”were the questions 
piercing my mind as I, standing near my tower’s wide windows,was 
gazing with immense astonishment at the unbelieveably grey skies 
which seemed to be simply on the edge of flooding the entire world 
with its boiling plain colours,causing me to keep on wondering for 
how long would we benefit of this unworth mercy...And all this 
pressure was just my fault... 

Not until my foolish pride instilled in me the idea that I could 
prove myself able to fulfill the all mighty powers of nature, had a 
single thought of taking action crossed my mind.It was then when I 
gathered all of my strength and imagination and tried to remove,once 
and for all,the centuries-old curse that had overwhelmed our 
people,making us,as unfortunate as it may sound,the most miserable 
and  depressed one that had ever existed.Not only that my shy 
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attempt at bringing a tiny trace of sunshine,of pure happiness for the 
people around me by using my creativity in the name of 
incomprehensible nature had failed but also I,as a fate’s irony,I had 
been imprisoned in the realm’s highest tower so that I could pay 
literally for the outrageous incensing of the great powers.Thus, I was 
locked,isolated and,moreover,extremely lonely,even desperate  in 
this punishment-castle by those poor heart-frozen people whom I 
only intended to save. Then,the deeper and deeper they were sinking 
in their own suffocating distress, the more hopeless I was feeling. 
”How could I describe just by the means of words the apparently 
irreversible state of mind that was seizing us?”People’s cheerful 
bright faces covered in warmth and harmony were now pale and 
filled with sorrow tears,their eyes,once sparkling and joyful,were 
hidden beyond tremendous sufferance, and, on top of all that,the 
dreadful silence that had already  overpowered  the city for decades 
was enhancing each and every second.No syllable was uttered, no 
musical tone was hummed,neither any sound could be noticed,except 
for the growing harsh moan,the only method of communication 
accepted those days... 

Scarcely could I distinguish any timid light shadowing the 
horizon,though an unforeseen one was about to gleam in everyone’s 
soul,when I suddenly heard the rough thud of my massive wooden 
windows being knocked down by a furious gust flurrying inside my 
hostile chamber.As a colossal mass of fresh air immediately filled 
the space around me,stinging my lost figure,I sensed that something 
was out of the ordinary,so I rushed towards them and leaned against 
the pane  to identify the source of this mind-scratching sound...But, 
strangely enough,there was nothing outside,no movement on the 
empty streets,no voices arguing or laughing too loudly,nothing at all, 
and nor could it be...When I wanted to return in disappointment to 
my meditation cold cave and feel the icy rock-tiled floor beneath 
me,a strong steady voice having smooth,so mild and so heart-
touching notes broke the numb silence,sending shivers down my 
spine:”Should you stop this moment!” a frosty female voice said 
,freezing my spirit entirely... 
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”Deep fine lyrics you will write me,/So that you all will be 
forgiven/And this coward sadness then forbidden/Order from 
winter’s majesty!” 

As the last word was uttered, a hasty breeze  passed near me, 
making the windows close loudly and myself simply break into 
thousands of pieces...”What has just happened?” I asked with 
puzzlled eyes,sensing the sweat on my soaking wet palms dripping 
on the floor and my weak knees trembling constantly,even a swarm 
of buterflies dancing along with a hive of bees in my 
stomach...But,time was short and I had been given a mission to 
accomplish... That very moment,I lay on the hard floor,closed my 
eyes and let my senses be stirred up to acquire the so longed 
inspiration.My hearing was deafened by the oppressing silence,but 
my fingers were enjoying the rough cold surface that only made the 
refreshing night air enter my being.I inhaled powerfully,filled my 
spirit with unremitted ambition,exhaled and opened my eyes.I took 
from a hidden carving in the walls the pen that I promised not to ever 
use again...Holding firmly that magic tool in my hands, I began 
writing on the walls...The darker it got outside and the more brightly 
the stars were shining,the more power my hands and mind seemed to 
gain...Neither then nor now did I have any clue related to the time 
spent writing, but I do know that in the end a huge poem appeared in 
the alien light of night’s guardians... 

When I overcame my weakness, I slowly opened my eyes,shy 
and afraid, and crawled  towards the window, realising with great 
relief and, also, exhaustion, that the grey skies painted by 
mischievious forces and its tiring pressure had vanished...The 
frightening silence turned into soft child voices, lively discussions 
and enchanting heart-melting songs:Christmas carols!Then, as I 
looked elsewhere at the city, a warm aroma of freshly baked cookies, 
the perfume of vanilla and cinnamon reached my soul and brought 
back some long lost memories...As I kept on sweetening my thirst of 
life and cosiness, I was seized by the sight of a dancing star-shaped 
figure: a celestial being started the era of supreme happiness...That 
was the snowflake that made us all truly walk in a winter 
wonderland... and still exists nowadays...Have you noticed it yet? 
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Winter Wonderland 
 

Ştefana TOMA 
Clasa a XI-a 

Colegiul Naţional „Garabet Ibrăileanu”, Iaşi 
 
It’s a peaceful evening in December. The amazing little 

lights on streets, the famous Christmass tree from down town…the 
winter spirit is back. Everybody from neighbourhood was waiting the 
snow. 

Tyler was the only survivor member from a family which 
suffered an awful car accident. It was the last summer on the return 
from a trip. Tommorow is Tyler’s 6th birthday and everything he 
wishes for is to feel again the family close to him on a pretty fluffy 
carpet of snow like it used to be in every year. 

Grandma is watching him with a worm look. She loves him 
and she’s wishing for him to be happy again. Tyler stays with the 
head between his hands, wishpering a Christmas song. He wants to 
see the snowflakes falling from the grey sky. It’s late and he become 
hopeless regarding the snowflakes. With the look on the floor, he 
goes to his grandma. She saw his disappointed face with a tear fallin 
on his cheek. 

-The day isn’t over, said grandma. 
It was obvious how the hope was still there, in his soul. 
Is 9 p.m. and the little child need to sleep. The grandma 

leads him in the room. Like  always, after she puted Tyler in the bed,  
she kissed him on the forehead and opened the window for fresh air 
in the room. In the meantime, she goes to the kitchen to serve a cup 
of tea and after she will return in the room to see if the boy is 
sleeping and to close the window. While his grandma was in the 
kitchen, little Tyler looked out the window with his last hope to see a 
snowflake…he didn’t saw any. He closed his eyes so he can imagine 
a short dream in which he plays with snow. In that moment, a 
delicate snowflake enter in his room and fell on his cheek, melting. 
When he felt the snowflake, he quickly opened his eyes. He looked 
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outside and saw the snow falling. The game of snowflakes impressed 
the little child which runed in the kitchen at his grandma: 

-Gradma, it’s snowing, it’s snowing! I can’t believe it… 
With a big smile on the face, the women holt Tyler into her 

arms and she dressed him for the weather outside. They went 
together in the yard to admire the beautiful first snow of the year, 
falling. The child runned for a few minutes until  he was exhausted. 
The boy and his grandma entered into the house. In a few moments, 
Tyler was in pajamas. His hands were frozen and the red face was 
shining of happiness. For the last time, he looked out the 
window…he saw again the delicate snowflakes which created a 
white and soft blanket everywhere in the neighbourhood. With the 
last powers, the boy went to sleep next to his grandma thinking of 
Santa Claus. 

The grandma woke up and when she saw again her 
grandchildren sleeping with a smile on his face she kisses him on the 
forehead. 
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Diplome de participare 
 
 

Winter 
 

Bogdan BERGHIU 
Clasa a VII-a 

Şcoala Gimnazială „Otilia Cazimir”, Iaşi 
 

I’m sitting in my room and I’m looking out the windows. 
According to the calendar hanged over my desk it is December. The 
first month of winter when days are getting shorter and darkness 
comes sooner. 

Large snowflakes keep falling from the sky filled with fluffy 
clouds. One by one, layer upon layer, they sit in a beautiful carpet, 
similar to a quilt woven with silver threads. Their whiteness  is so 
pure and they sparkle like diamonds under the sunlight. Each 
snowflake looks like a gentle flower petal, bleached by frozen 
temperatures. 

They mature is dressed in white and shiny cloths like a 
princess who is preparing for a ball. Our princess is called Winter, 
the most glacial and cold of all princesses. She seeks admirers, 
people able to see through her cold veil her entire splendor. She 
wants to be admired and treasured for her beauty. 

I have realized that light gradually decreased almost 
imperceptible until dusk has fallen. I almost forgot how times flies 
looking at our princess. She will shine more sparkling under the 
moon light and more and more people will come admire her.  I pull 
the blinds and leave the cold winter outside. Inside it’s warm and the 
Christmas tree seeks his admirers too.  

Winter looks more shining and beautiful when you look 
outside the window from a cozy armchair near the fireplace, don’t 
you think? 
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Christmas Magic Night 
 

Sabina-Ioana DORCU 
Clasa a VI-a 

Liceul Teoretic „Vasile Alecsandri”, Iaşi 
 

 
In the Holy Night of Christmas, 
When the moon shines, 
A child called Jesus arrives 
To bring us peace and joy. 
 
In the Holy Night  
When we celebrate His birth, 
Santa Claus comes to town 
To give us presents and joy. 
 
We have dreamed of this magic moment 
 For weeks on end; 
And when we wake up in the morning 
Under the Christmas tree 
We find gifts and joy for all. 

 
It’s Winter Again! 

  
 

Cătălina Andreea GRĂDINARU 
Clasa a VI-a 

Liceul Teoretic „Vasile Alecsandri”, Iaşi 
 

From the grey sky, thick clouds let the big snowflakes fly like 
a swarm of beesand wander in the air until they reach the ground. 
The houses wear beautiful white hats on their roofs. 
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The snowman made by the children in the yard is looking at 
the snowflakes dance and knows that he will become bigger and 
bigger with each snowflake laid on him. 

 I am looking out of the window which has frozen roses on it. I 
am amazed by the magic of winter. I am looking forward for the 
Christmas day when my grandmother comes and brings my favourite 
cakes. I am looking at the playful fire in the stove which seems to tell 
me the story of the huge tree he once was. How many interesting 
things he has to tell after a very long life…was it one hundred years 
or more? 

My sister is writing a letter. I can hear the noise of the pen 
running on the sheet of paper. My mother is cooking dinner and the 
smell of baked bread fills every corner of the house. My father is not 
at home. He went to buy a Christmas tree. Is it going to be a small, 
young fir tree or a big, grown up tree? I can’t wait for him to come! I 
want to decorate the tree and sing carols with my family. 

I love winter! I love its purity and charm! It’s the best time of 
the year! 

 
My  Beloved  Snowman 

                    
Ana Teodora GROSU 

Serena OCRAINSCHI 
Şcoala Gimnazială „Elena Cuza”, Iaşi 

 
Early in the morning, I looked out the window and noticed that 

everything is as great kingdom sugar !  The trees were sprinkled with 
Winter Fairy glitter! 

I opened the dressing and I took the fluffy coat with fur 
gloves, hat with feathered ears, and hot boots. I opened the front door 
and I skipped in shining snow. After I enjoyed the snow, I saw a girl 
with white face and silver hair, wearing a dress with stars of snow. I 
asked her: 

- Who are you ? 
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- How can you not know me?  I am Fairy Winter ! 
- Then...  why not have a present for me ? 
- Yes I do !  I brought a man as white as snow, with a pan 

head, and with one hand that  
  can help you to clean. Guess who it is ? 
- Is somewhat...  Olaf...  from movie...  Frozen ? 
- He is !   I hope you'll enjoy. 
- It's perfect buddy. I'll call him “Olaf-Ninny”. 
- My dear, I have to go now, I am not in my kingdom. Bon 

voyage ! 
Then, every winter I play with Olaf, my best friend. 

 
A wonderful Christmas 

 
Tudor HUŢU 

Clasa a VI-a 
Colegiul Naţional Iaşi 

 
John Doyle was a poor man, who lived in the street in London. 

He was homeless and ate food from the street bins. He used to beg 
all day long just to get some money for his daily living. 

That Christmas night, he dreamt at a big house, with a garden, 
where he could plant vegetables. In his dream he was wearing clean 
clothes and was having a Christmas party surrounded by his dear 
friends. There was a friendly fire in the chimney and they all had 
happy faces. 

The next morning when he woke up with cold feet and hands, 
he saw a way of candles. He went ahead, and, at the end of the road, 
he saw a big house, with a brown roof, three big windows and a 
garden with some carrots and tomatoes. 

At the door, there was a sign: 
“This house is for John Doyle as a gift from Santa Claus.” 
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John was so happy, so he brought all his poor friends to stay 
with him. It was snowy and cold outside so he thought he couldn’t 
leave his friends without food and a warm bed. 

One of his friends said: 
“What a Wonderful Christmas!” 

The Christmas Wonder 
 

Ana Maria MATEI 
Clasa a VI-a 

Colegiul  Naţional „Costache Negruzzi”, Iaşi 
 

It was a cold winter night. It was actually the holy Christmas 
night… 

Charlie, a little boy, was sitting all alone at a window, staring 
at the dark sky filled with tiny snowflakes. He was thinking at his 
parents…they were far away from home, and, being always busy, 
they didn’t get to see their little boy Charlie very often. He was 
staying with his grandmother, and all she wanted was to see her 
nephew happy once more…Bringing cookies and toys didn’t make 
Charlie happy, because all he wanted was a happy family, together 
for Christmas.  

As he was watching the snow falling, Charlie thought that he 
saw someone…when he looked closely, he saw two people standing 
by the door, then he heard the doorbell. When he opened it, he saw 
his Mum and Dad right in front of him! Charlie was wondering if he 
was dreaming, but it slowly understood that he will finally have his 
parents home for Christmas! 

 Merry Christmas, Charlie! We love you really much! And 
we thought that you would like a tiny present…we are sorry that we 
couldn’t be around very often, but we are here now! Here is your 
present! said both of them. 

Charlie saw a really big red box with a blue bow on it, but he 
rejected it. 

 I only need you! cried the child happily. 
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Winter Wonderland 
 

Rodion PANAYIOTOU 
Clasa a IX-a 

Liceul cu Program Sportiv, Iaşi 
 

Once upon a time, on a cold but sunny winter day, when 
everybody was preparing for the Christmas Eve, a little boy named 
Casper decided to enjoy the snow from outside. He grabbed his 
sleigh, called his best friend and they headed down to the slope. 
When they arrived, they hopped on the sleigh and sled until the wood 
side, where instead of getting off it, Casper kept sledding until he 
bumped into a tree, fell off and started tumbling. He ended his ride 
on a leaf-litter in the snow, which seemed weird, but when he wanted 
to get up he slipped and fell into a tunnel which appeared to be 
endless. He started screaming for help, but it was worthless, as he 
soon arrived to the bottom that opened up, letting him fall in a dark 
room. 

At first, he panicked, but then he thought that unless he found 
a solution to escape the trap that he had got in, he would remain there 
forever and never get to spend the Christmas Eve with his parents 
and see Santa Claus. He started walking around the room and 
pushing the walls until, all of a sudden, they disappeared. All that 
Casper could see was white and, as soon as he discovered that he was 
surrounded by snow, he made a few steps and climbed on a snow 
mountain so he could get a better view: instead what he saw had 
never been seen by any other human. It was a huge city built out of 
snow and ice. Houses and buildings, cars and roadways, parks and 
playgrounds, all made out of snow and ice! He was amazed and, for 
a moment, he forgot he might never find his way back home, but 
then he thought, ‘If there’s a real city, there must be some people that 
can help me!’  

So little Casper walked until the entrance of the city named 
“Winter Wonderland” where a nice man welcomed him –oh, wait… 
it was a snowman!  
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‘Hello kid, and welcome to Winter Wonderland! What’s your 
name and how can I help you?’  

‘Oh, hello Snowman, my name’s Casper…I didn’t know that 
you guys can talk... I need to get back home.’  

‘What do you mean you didn’t know?’  
‘Well, it’s the first time I actually see a snowman talking…’  
‘How come? Wait a second, is it your first time in Winter 

Wonderland?’  
‘Yes, I’m not from here... I just want to get back to mom and 

dad!’  
‘Oh, I wish I could help you, but you must talk to someone 

who knows the way out of this place.’  
After talking to the snowman, Casper kept going and while he 

was observing that instead of people there were snow people, he 
bumped into a group of penguins.  

‘Who are you?’ One of the penguins asked: 
‘I’m Casper! I’m new around here...’  
‘No problem! We’d be glad if you let us show the 

surroundings.’  
‘Oh, thank you, but I really need to get back home.’  
‘We can help you! Where do you live?’  
‘I live in a world where you penguins can’t talk and things are 

made out of wood and rock.’  
‘Oh, I see, it’s the world where Santa goes to every Christmas, 

isn’t it?’  
‘You’re right! He must know the way back to my home! Can 

you get me to Santa?’  
‘Sure!’  
Casper and the penguins began a long trip to find Santa and 

they only stopped when the penguins insisted to show the little boy 
the greatest ice roller coaster they had in their city. They finally got 
to a huge house with a toy factory behind it.  

‘This is it! Santa’s home! We hope he can help you and that 
you’ll come visit us sometime!’  
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‘If I have time, sure. Goodbye, my friends!’ Casper knocked at 
the door. A big man, with red clothes and a white and long beard 
opened it and said,  

‘I’ve been waiting for you, little boy!’  
‘Santa, is it really you?’ ‘Of course! Come in, let me show you 

my Christmas tree!’  Santa offered Casper cookies, showed him how 
presents are made and put him to bed after telling him stories about 
Winter Wonderland. Casper woke up the next day in his own home, 
under the Christmas tree. 

 
Life Hourglass of  Past Eve 

 
Teodora PRIGOREANU 

Colegiul Naţional Iaşi 
 

I don’t think there is a more woeful child than me. I don't 
believe! And tend to know the truth: Who am I? And what was I? I 
am a helpless child, being on a star on the Christmas Eve. I want to 
know one thing ... and feel it. I can not feel anything because I do not 
exist. I am an orphan and therefore, only my voice is heard, only on 
Christmas Eve... 

Overwhelming sadness pervades the un real heart that I do not 
have. The lashes of my feelings eye are falling in the snow… and 
turn into...nothing. No one understands me because I don’t have 
feelings. I have no inner states, just feel sadness.  My figure lost in 
the black abyss from Eve. It's just the image, the illusion of an 
orphan child who has nothing, has no soul, has only an hourglass: 
The Hourglass of Last Christmas Life that has shattered into pieces 
of ice that I tread now, that I do not feel; that I do not understand. I 
don’t understand the Eve, I don’t understand anything because only a 
trembling voice of my ghost is heard in the echo’s past, in the sad 
echo of my past... 
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Surreal voice of my past ghost disappears forever in the stone 
of the last Eve that has not passed yet; it will be. The past of my 
sadness will appear on Christmas vault, namely never. 

I have no words to explain what I can not, because I have no 
feelings, I have nothing. I just have a sad face that cannot be 
described because ... it is not like that. It doesn’t exist on Christmas 
Eve, it has never existed. The sand in my hourglass fell into 
emptiness. 

Sometimes in Eve, the sad words of an orphan child does not 
arrive. It needs more. They must be. They must have life. I have a 
feeling ... no, I can not say this because I do not have it; I had it 
sometime in the past when I had parents. Two beings that even now, 
on Christmas Eve, I want to see. I can not do it! I can not! I can not 
discover the world! 

Sometimes I wish I could die and to go back. But as I don’t 
exist, I can not die. I have been dead for a long time ago since I was 
not even born again.  

The eye of my feelings blinked, but never opened again. He 
blinked only once. He disappeared into the mouth of lying, into the 
mouth of sadness. The golden box of sadness closed on the past Eve.  

I am a poor orphan who wants his life back on Christmas Eve. 
I want my existence, I want to find my parents. Even if I don’t exist, 
I want to know who I am. I want to see my face happy. This is 
Winter Wonderland! 

Am I or am I not?  Am I a being or nothing? Am I really 
something on a Christmas Eve? 
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A winter's night 
 

Maria Alexandra TIŢA 
Clasa a VI-a 

Liceul Teoretic „Vasile Alecsandri” Iaşi 
 
From behind the clouds of foam, the moon makes its own way 

covering the snow like in a bath of sparks. In the deep quietness you 
can barely hear the sound of some steps. Behind the window's glass 
the little silver stars are falling from the clouds and dancing quietly 
on their way down. The shining of the snowflakes is amazing. A 
magic landscape, but also a strange one appears under the flow of 
white bees. The trees branches are filled with ice flowers like cold 
silver jewelry. The falling snow has decorated the houses with white 
lace and the roads are all snowed and seem they lost even their last 
shape. 

The whole city has been stationary and buried under a thick 
blanket. Only on the window of one house stands with her little nose 
glued by the window, a little girl, who is amazed by the glorious 
landscape of the night. She knows that she is finally a princess- the 
princess of a winter’s night! 
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Lista şcolilor participante: 
 

 Colegiul Naţional Iaşi 

 Colegiul Naţional „Garabet Ibrăileanu” Iaşi 

 Colegiul Naţional „Emil Racoviţă” Iaşi 

 Colegiul Naţional „Costache Negruzzi” Iaşi 

 Colegiul Naţional „Mihai Eminescu” Iaşi 

 Seminarul Teologic Liceal Ortodox „Sf. Vasile cel 

Mare” Iaşi 

 Liceul Teoretic „Vasile Alecsandri” Iaşi 

 Liceul Teoretic Lascăr Rosetti” Răducăneni 

 Liceul Teoretic „Dimitrie Cantemir” Iaşi 

 Liceul cu Program Sportiv Iaşi 

 Şcoala „Al. I. Cuza” Podu Iloaiei 

 Şcoala Gimnazială „Ion Simionescu” Iaşi 

 Şcoala Gimnazială „B. P. Hasdeu” Iaşi 

 Şcoala Gimnazială „Elena Cuza” Iaşi 

 Şcoala Gimnazială Internaţională Spectrum Iaşi 

 Şcoala Gimnazială „George Călinescu” Iaşi 

 Şcoala Gimnazială „Gheorghe Asachi” Iaşi 

 Colegiul Tehnic de Transporturi şi Construcţii Iaşi 
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