
                                

It was Christmas Eve night and the wind was howling and 

blowing in my face. The snow was falling gracefully onto the 

ground. A robin was fluttering nearby with some mistletoe in 

its beak. Wait… what’s that? I saw a little house on a hill. 

Come on. Let’s go, I said to myself. I slowly walked to a little 

cottage, the snow crunching under my feet. There were 

colourful lights above the front door. I walked up to the 

window miserably and wished that I lived there too. I stared 

in and suddenly I was taken away to another place where 

there was always a happy Christmas, a place where there was 

warmth. 

 

The stockings were hung above the fire place in the hope 

that Santa clause would come down the chimney to fill them. 

Mince pies were piled on a plate. The tree was up, covered in 

decorations and a bright gold star was on the top. Some 

beautifully wrapped presents were already under the tree. 

This reminded me of my old house and the day it burnt down 

last Christmas. My mum managed to get me out but my 

parents didn’t get out quick enough. My baby brother died of 

hyperthermia when we were alone in the winter. It looked 

just like our house with decorations everywhere. We had 

been putting up the Christmas tree when the fire alarm went 

off. Our kitchen was in flames and the Christmas dinner was 

ruined.  

I suddenly woke up from this warmth and these memories. 

The world was cold and lonely. I thought of everyone getting 



into bed and saying goodnight to their parents. I wished mine 

were still alive. I went back to the grave where they were 

buried and hugged my brother’s teddy bear as a salty tear 

glided down my face. I pulled up my thin warm blanket and 

gently lay down my head on a pile of leaves. I did not hear 

the choir singing Christmas carols. I did not hear anyone say 

my name. All I do know is that when I woke up there was a 

big surprise for me. It all started with the little robin that 

sang sweetly and led me to the town hall. In there, everyone 

shouted SURPRISE!!! And a banner saying my name hung 

down from the ceiling. People stood there in rows, but at the 

back was a special family, the one I had seen through the 

window of the lovely cottage. They must have seen me! 

Instead of shouting at me for spying they smiled at me kindly 

and surprisingly welcomed me into their family!! I didn’t 

know what to say. This was the best thing that had happened 

to me. The first thing I did was give them a great big HUG!!!!  

By Elisabeth Abrahall 

 

 

   

 

     

  

  


