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THE LITTLE FIRE
Once, far away in a snowy northern forest, there was a tiny little fire. It had been born from a matchstick struck by a small boy. Unfortunately, the little fire did not like its birthplace - not one bit.
‘How am I supposed to grow into a great fire?’ it complained. ‘How can I raise tall, bright flames? How can I sparkle and thrill when everything around me is encased in ice? My fate is difficult and uncertain! Besides, I have no desire to waste my precious strength and my noble brilliance just for the two tiny hands of some insignificant little child! No, no, and no! I categorically refuse!’
And so, the tiny fire burnt out on the matchstick. The child rubbed his little hands together and struck a new match. Soon the matches would be gone, but the house was already in sight. And inside, it was warm! When you are home and you are warm, there is no need to strike matches...
For then, a tiny fire glows straight from your heart! Isn't that right?

THE KISS
There once was a kiss that was looking for a home. Don’t you go thinking it was some fancy sugar-meringue kiss! No, it was a real, warm kiss, but somehow it couldn’t find a place to settle down.
'Come to us!' the little clouds called out, chasing each other across the sky.
'No, come to us! We are soft and you can just lie about all day!' the blades of grass coaxed her.
'What of it? It’s not as if we’re hard! And from up here, you can see the whole earth!' the clouds boasted.
The kiss grew quite confused.
'Yes... If I go to the clouds, we’ll be flying over the earth all day. But if I stay in the grass, I’ll always be sleeping somewhere soft. Whatever should I do? Where is my true home?'
And the kiss kept wondering and wondering...
One day all the clouds gathered, covered the sky, and it began to snow. A white, silver suit of armor covered the blades of grass, and they lost their softness. The kiss grew frightened. The clouds and the grass were no longer pleasant and cheerful.
'Well, then, I’ll find myself another place!' she decided and began her search.
The wings of birds helped her, and at last, after flying far and wide, the exhausted kiss fell asleep in a haystack.
A child’s cry woke her. Beside her, in the hay, a baby was crying. A pinkish and rather loud-voiced little thing. The kiss looked at the baby, smiled, and hopped onto its forehead. The child grew quiet with surprise, then burst into laughter. The kiss had finally found its home. It glowed brightly upon the baby’s forehead, while the little one explained to her in great detail just how it had been born.
'Look, look,' the father later showed the mother, 'our baby has a star on its forehead!'
'Well, of course - it is our special Christmas baby!' the mother replied happily.

SOMETHING SURPRISING AND INTERESTING
A little star in the sky gave a loud, loud cough... So loud that she shook herself loose. She began to fall, slowly and smoothly, past the other stars.
'I wonder where I am going!' she thought, but she didn’t worry much.
After all, she was a star, and it is not fitting for a star to worry.
'Falling, falling... My, oh my, how big the world is! I wonder if there might be something truly surprising and interesting in it?'
The little star reached the Earth and entered the atmosphere.
'Falling... faster and faster... oh, I wonder if there is nothing surprising or truly interesting in this enormous world after all?'
And just then, the little star saw the creature! A little creature with golden hair, a rather large red mouth, and blue eyes. Ah, those eyes! Why, they were just like real stars... Living stars!
'Finally, something astonishingly beautiful! Something surprising and interesting! Now I know why I was born!'
'Look, look! A falling star!' the child with the golden hair and blue eyes cried out, and immediately made a wish.

THE FIR TREE
There was once a little fir tree that didn’t want to be a Christmas tree at all. 
‘I mean, one night is fine,’ she would say. ‘But what then? After that, it’s not clear to me at all! Better to stay peaceably and quietly in the forest. Very quietly, at that, because with all these poachers prowling about... Before you know it -hop! - you’re covered in tinsel and stars! This job isn't for me! I have other plans for myself. I intend to live to be six thousand eight hundred and thirty-six years old! Well, in the worst case, six thousand!’
The little fir tree finished her speech importantly and then looked around. In the forest, however, they were so used to her that they didn’t listen anymore. 
Well, as it happened, one winter the forester noticed her. Not only did he notice her, but he also marked her. With a white cross, right across. The little fir tree did everything she could to get the paint off, but she didn’t succeed. ‘Clearly, I haven't been standing quietly and peaceably enough. Of all trees, it had to happen to me!’
Soon the forester came with his son and his little daughter. They shouldered the fir tree and went straight home. They put her in the room, and she looked at them so dissatisfied and angry that for a moment, she managed to startle them. ‘Did you have to find me, of all trees?’ the fir tree shouted. ‘Me, who was going to live peaceably and quietly - mind you: peaceably and quietly! - until six thousand years old! Well, really!’
Soon the surprise faded, and everyone began to decorate her. At first, the little fir tree resisted, sulked, and protested. But when they placed the large mirror for her to see herself, she was suddenly amazed. ‘Well, well, I’ve become quite pretty! A bit overdressed, perhaps, but for such a holiday - it’s allowed!’
Then the fir tree let go. She sang Christmas carols with the others. She spun in circles in a whirlwind dance. She received many wonderful gifts. She laughed freely, without being startled by the fact that she wasn't standing quietly. And at the very top, her little star emitted such light that the little fir tree felt quite dizzy. The night passed. The sun appeared. The little fir tree no longer felt her previous fear. ‘It was so wonderful that it’s enough for six thousand eight hundred and thirty-six years to come!’

'FREEZE IT!'
In the land of 'Freeze It!', an unexpected commotion broke out. Someone was trying to kidnap all of its subjects. 
'We must do something urgently!' an egg squeaked in a thin little voice. 
'Of course! Of course!' the jar of cream confirmed. 
Unfortunately, absolutely nothing came to mind that they could do - at least not urgently. 
'Someone is attacking us, so we must attack back!' the lemon suggested in a rather sour tone. 
'Oh, we are turning red just at the thought! We are so tiny! Someone could pluck our stems off with ease!' the cherries protested. 
'Goodness, I’ll turn sour from all this tension and the heated atmosphere!' the milk threatened quite seriously. 'Isn't there at least one who can solve this problem? Look, our ranks are thinning... three whole eggs have vanished! This is intolerable; we won’t be able to handle this! We need help from the outside!' 
'The threat comes from the outside, you silly milk! May you turn to yogurt, may you really! We must fight!' the lemon flared up.
In the land of 'Freeze It!', they simply couldn't decide what to do. Its subjects disappeared one by one, until suddenly, among their dwindling ranks, a new citizen appeared- beautiful, dressed in white, and of impressive size... A huge Christmas cake!

'HOW SMILES WERE BORN'
There was once a very tall giant who made little people out of clay. He had become so good at his craft that all the kings and queens placed orders with him... a 'clay person' for the bedroom, a 'clay person' for the hallway, a 'clay person' for the park!
Once, the giant received a very, very important commission from a very important queen. 'For Christmas,' she had wished, 'I want a most expensive and precious clay person!'
And the giant set to work. He kneaded the little person, made its feet and hands, its hair and its nose. But since it also had to be most expensive and precious...
The giant reached up to the sky, plucked down two sparkling stars, and placed them as eyes. He reached up again, took the crescent moon, and placed it as a mouth. A wonderful, smiling face was the result. And until that moment, no one had ever seen a smile.
The queen was surprised. 'This must be a new fashion - having your mouth stretched like a croissant from one ear to the other!' she said.
And since she couldn't fall behind the fashion, the queen smiled too. And lo and behold, her eyes began to shine like stars as well.
The courtiers saw their smiling, important queen and they began to smile too. The palace began to sparkle! Then the smiles left the palace and set off across the world.
'I truly did make the most precious clay person - with eyes of stars and a mouth of the moon!' the giant thought wisely.

