
Gli spiriti del Natale
The spirits of Christmas, English translation

Chapter 1

Today is the first Sunday of Advent. Padroncina lit the first candle in the Advent wreath. It is very 
cold outside. Brrr better to stay inside in the warmth... Cody is lying on the carpet in front of the 
fireplace and sleeping peacefully. I am lying under the table and watching Mom. She is crocheting. 
She makes scarves, hats and socks. Now she is making a blue scarf.

«Done!» Mom observes the scarf satisfied. I approach intrigued.
«Look Kira, do you like it? It's for you» she says and puts the scarf around my neck. It is warm and 

very soft.
Suddenly the doorbell rings. Ding dong. Who is it? 
Mom opens the door. «Hi Edo!»
Ah, Buddy is here! Cody and I call him Buddy, because he is our great friend. I'm happy to see 

him, I really like him.
Buddy has a big fir tree with him. Mom helps him carry the tree into the house and they put it by 

the fireplace.
«Cody, how are we going to decorate it this year?»
He's holding two little boxes, one with red and gold balls, the other with blue and silver balls.
Huh? Why is he only asking Cody? I want to decide too! I approach happily, but Mom stops 

me. «No Kira, I'm sorry, but it's Cody who chooses the colors of the Christmas tree. It's kind of a 
tradition, isn't it Cody?»

That's right! he barks happily.
Oh man! I sit a little sad and look at Cody and the balls. The blue and silver ones are so pretty! But 

Cody chooses the red and gold balls.
«This year the Christmas tree colors are red and gold!»
«Good choice Cody!»
Mom and Buddy decorate the tree and I watch them a little disappointed. Then I grab a blue ball 

and take it to my bed.
It's nighttime.
Buddy had dinner with us and then went home. The blue scarf that Mom gave me is very soft. But I 

am sad and can't sleep. Between my paws is the blue ball. I really don't like the colors of the 
Christmas tree, red and gold. Now I'm not only sad, I'm a little angry. It's not fair. I want to pick 
Christmas tree colors too! I'm angry at everyone: at Cody, at Buddy and even at Mom.

A light appears outside the window. The light gets closer and bigger. It goes through the window 
and stops in front of me. 

Oh my god! A ghost!
«My baby, don't you recognize me?» asks the ghost.
This soft voice, his face... 
«Mommy?» I ask uncertainly.
The ghost smiles at me.
«Mommy!»
I want to smell her and lick her, but I can't. She has no smell. She has no texture.
«What are you doing here, Mommy?" I ask her.
«My darling, I came to warn you. Every Sunday before Christmas a spirit will come to visit you.»
«A spirit? Why?»
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Mom shakes her head and doesn't answer. «You have grown so beautiful, my baby» she says and 
smiles sweetly.

Then she turns and goes to the window.
«Mommy, wait! Stay with me a little longer!“
But Mommy doesn't stop. I follow her desperately. «Wait, please!»
She finally stops and looks at me. Her smile is sad. «I'm sorry, my darling, but I can't. But don't 

forget that I am always with you, in your heart.»
Mommy brings her nose closer to mine and I can almost smell her. I close my eyes. Mommy.
When I open them again, Mommy is gone.

Chapter 2

Today is the second Sunday of Advent and Mom lit the second candle in the Advent wreath. Now, 
however, it is out. All the lights are out.

It's nighttime.
I can't sleep. Last Sunday something really weird happened... I saw a ghost! But not just any 

ghost: it was my mommy's spirit! Mommy's spirit told me that every Sunday before Christmas a spirit 
comes to visit me. But when does it come? She didn't say. And why? She didn't say that either. In fact, 
Mommy didn't say much and quickly disappeared.

I look at the clock. It's a quarter to midnight.
I wonder if the spirit is really coming? I look at the Christmas tree. Every time I look at it I feel sad 

and angry.
The clock chimes. Dong. Dong. Dong. One, two, three. I count them all. Twelve chimes.
It's midnight, the hour of the spirits.
Is it coming? Is it not coming? I see no light. I hear no sound.
Five past midnight.
Ten past midnight.
I cautiously step out of my bed and look around. Nothing.
What a relief! So I've only been dreami-
«Sorry I'm late! There's a lot of traffic at this time, you know how it is...rush hour...» 
I look at the spirit with my mouth open. Rush hour?
«Everyone's out and about at this time, you know, everyone starts work at midnight.... But never 

mind, never mind! I'm here now and we can start.» 
I continue to look at him in amazement. What a strange spirit…
In fact, now that I look at him properly, he reminds me of someone…
«Spirit... You look a lot like me.» 
«Of course! I'm your past.«» 
«You're my...past?» I repeat confused.
«Or rather, your past Christmas, yes.»
«My past Christmas?» I repeat even more confused.
«That's right, it's not like I'm just any spirit. I'm a Christmas spirit! And my name is Gratitude» 

states the spirit proudly.
«Nice to meet you, Mr. Gratitude... And... um... what does a Christmas spirit do?»
«We remind those who have forgotten what the meaning of Christmas is. Christmas has no place 

for sadness, anger, ingratitude.... My dear Kira, have you perhaps forgotten how you spent your first 
Christmas?»

My first Christmas? I was very, very cold that day. The spirit comes towards me, closer and 
closer….
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The living room and the spirit have disappeared. I find myself in the street. It is evening and the 
streetlights are on. I know this place. I walk toward an abandoned building. I know what I will find 
there.

Do I really want to go there?
I walk into the building.
In the corner are three puppies. They are dirty and injured. They are all sleeping close together to 

keep warm because the floor is cold and they have no blankets. 
My sister, my brother and me.

We were born there, that was our home. But it wasn't a good home. It was dirty, cold and even 
dangerous. Sometimes we would go out with mommy to find something to eat. I didn't like going 
outside, there were loud noises outside, there were cars going by fast. There were humans.

I tried to sleep next to my brothers. I was cold. Mom was gone and not coming back. My brothers 
and I started to cry. I was thinking all the time, when is mommy coming back? I'm so cold... and so 
hungry…

I waited for mommy for so long. I never saw her again.
It's sad to watch that scene. I go out. Why didn't Mom come back? What happened?
A lady is walking on the street. She walks slowly because she is very old. When she passes by the 

abandoned building she stops. She heard our crying. Slowly she enters the building. 
When she sees us, she immediately covers us with her scarf, then picks us up and carries us outside.

Granny takes us to her house. She puts us on the carpet and covers us with two blankets. She 
brings us water and kibble.

«Sweethearts, are you hungry? Sorry, I only have cat kibble!»
We are so hungry, we haven't eaten in many hours, maybe days. The kibble tastes like fish and is 

really delicious. The bowls are empty in seconds.
«My, my! You guys are really hungry, huh?»
She brings us more food. After eating and drinking I feel better.
«You couldn't spend Christmas out in the cold by yourselves, could you? We're having 

company» says Granny.
Then she sits on the couch and watches TV. There's a Christmas concert on. My brothers and I 

explore the apartment. It's small and old, but cozy. A small Christmas tree and a nativity scene are the 
only Christmas decorations. The couch is very soft! And the floor is so slippery! Granny doesn't live 
alone. She lives with lots of cats. My brothers, the cats and I all play together. Granny plays with us, 
too.

I didn't know that side of humans. They too can be as kind and loving as mommy. I was very happy 
to be safe and warm with my siblings, but in my heart I was also a little sad.... I wonder if mommy was 
having a good Christmas too?

And this was my first Christmas.
Suddenly everything around me begins to spin and I find myself in my living room, in front of the 

Christmas tree. Everyone is asleep. I look at the clock: it is still ten past midnight. I run to Mom, jump 
on the bed and curl up next to her. What does it matter what color the Christmas tree is? I have a 
home where I can stay warm and a family that loves me. And as mommy told me, she is always in my 
heart. 

Grateful for these gifts, I fall asleep.

Chapter 3

Today is the third Sunday of Advent. The first, second and third candles in our Advent wreath have 
been lighting up the house all day.
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Now I'm in my bed waiting for the Christmas spirit. The clock chimes midnight. Dong. Dong. Dong.
Twelve chimes.
Still no light. Is this spirit coming late too?
Then I hear a little voice. «Hey! Hey, Kira! Down here!»
Down where? I look around and then notice a light under the Christmas tree.
«Good evening Kira!»
«Um... Good evening.»
The spirit is really small. It has pointy ears and a pointy hat too. He looks like an sprite... Next to 

him is a book that is almost bigger than him.
«You know who I am, don't you?»  asks the spirit and pulls a pair of round glasses out of his 

pocket.
«A Christmas spirit?»
«That's right. My name is Altruism» says the spirit and starts flipping through the pages of his big 

book.
«What are you doing?»
«Looking for your name» says the spirit. «That's it!» he exclaims at last. Satisfied he points to a 

page with his finger. I look at it.
«I don't understand anything! What language is that?» I exclaim disappointed.
«Oh right, it's the language of the spirits.»
«But why is my name in that book?»
«This book has all the names in it. And a lot of other information.»
«For example?»
«For example that yesterday you stole three bags of Christmas cookies and ate them all.» Oops.
«Anyway»  he adds,  «there's also useful information, like the names and addresses of your 

brothers. We're going to visit them today.»
«Really? How nice!» I exclaim happy.
The spirit closes the book and it disappears, as if by magic. Then it jumps on my back.
«Awesome! I've always dreamed of riding a dog!» 
Then he pours some shimmering dust on my head. Surprised, I stand up, but my paws no longer 

touch the floor. My gosh, I'm flying!
«Do you like my magic dust?» asks the spirit cheerfully. «You're like a spirit now: no one can see 

or hear you, you can go through walls, and you can even fly. And now, off we go!»
And so I fly into the night. There are no clouds and you can see many stars. It's a little cold, but 

luckily I'm wearing my nice scarf that keeps me warm.
After a while the spirit exclaims: »There's the farm! We're here.»
The farm is located on a hill and I land on the lawn in front of the barn. It is very quiet, only bells 

can be heard in the distance.
Slowly, I enter the barn. There are lots of goats and sheep and they are all sleeping peacefully. In 

one corner some dogs are also sleeping.
«Look, Spirit! That's my big brother.»
My brother sleeps soundly, curled up in the straw.
«The straw doesn't look very comfortable.... Why doesn't he have a nice bed to sleep in?»
«You see Kira, your brother is a livestock guardian dog.»
«A guardian dog... of what?»
«A livestock guardian dog» repeated the spirit. «That means he protects sheep and goats. He and 

the other dogs sleep here because they protect the animals at night, too.»
«Are they like guardian angels of sheep and goats?»
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The spirit laughs. «That's right, guardian angels. He doesn't care about having a comfortable bed 
or a soft scarf. He only cares about protecting the flock and making his master proud. He works hard, 
but he always works for others. And he does it with great passion.»  
I don't know what to say. I am very impressed.

«Come Kira, let's go» says the spirit and walks out.
I go to my brother, give him a kiss and whisper, «I'm proud of you.»
My brother opens his eyes and looks around, but he can neither see nor hear me.  

Merry Christmas, big brother.
I get out and we fly away. During the flight I think about my big brother. He is such a good dog! He 

works hard and is always thinking of others.... I wonder if my little sister also lives with sheep and 
goats? But when the spirit says «We're here!», I don't land on a farm. This place is also very big, but 
there is no barn. There are only cages. Lots of cages.

«Where are we?»
«We are in a shelter» replies the spirit replies. «This is where the dogs that don't have families.»
«That don't have families?» I repeat shocked. «And why don't they have a families?»
«Ah, there are several reasons. Some dogs were born on the street and no one adopted them, 

others had a family, but then the family couldn't or didn't want to keep them anymore…»
The family...didn't want them anymore?
«That's terrible!»  I exclaim even more shocked.  «Wait, don't tell me...don't tell me my sister is 

here!»
Without waiting for an answer, I run from cage to cage. Some dogs are sleeping, some are 

barking, some are crying. All the eyes convey great sadness.
And then, there she is. She is sleeping curled up in the corner of the cage. The blankets are old, 

her pillow is broken. She is very thin, skeletal, and quite dirty. Why? Why is she here?
«How lucky you are, Kira! You have a home, a family that loves you, and you're going to have a 

wonderful Christmas this year.... Your sister, on the other hand, has nothing.»
And for the second time tonight, I don't know what to say.
A tear runs down my face and falls on the cold floor.
«Someone has to help her... All these dogs need help! Why don't people adopt them? I adopt 

them! All of them! They can come live at my house!»
The spirit shakes his head. «My dear Kira, unfortunately it's not that simple. You can't adopt them 

all. You can't save every dog in the world. We can only hope that they will find a family soon.»
The spirit is right, but I don't like it. We remain silent for a while. Then I take off the beautiful scarf 

that Mom made me and put it gently around my sister's neck. 
«She needs it more. It's pretty cold in here…»
Merry Christmas, little sister.
And then we head home.

Chapter 4

Today is the fourth Sunday of Advent. Mom has finally lit all the candles in the Advent wreath. 
Christmas is coming. How time goes by…

It's nighttime now and I'm very restless. I walk back and forth in front of the Christmas tree and 
wait impatiently for the next spirit.

The clock finally chimes midnight. Dong. Dong. Dong.
I look around and search for the light. Come on spirit, hurry up…
It finally appears outside the window. It approaches quickly and gets bigger and bigger. It gets very 

big…

italiano-bello.com  © Italiano Bello 5

http://italiano-bello.com


«Good evening Kira. I am a Christmas spirit and my name is Love. I am the last spirit you will meet 
this year.»

This spirit has horns, hooves, and a long snout.
«Spirit! You absolutely must take me to my sister! We have to help her!» I exclaim agitatedly «I've 

packed a few things for her, a blanket, something to eat, some toys, then we need to make a plan 
for…»

«Kira, calm down.»
«Calm down? My sister is in the shelter and you're telling me to calm down?!»
«Shhh Kira, you want to wake everyone up? Now come with me. I'm going to show you how your 

sister is going to spend next Christmas.»
«Next Christmas?»
«That's right. With the other spirits you saw the past and the present. I show you the future. So, do 

you want to see how your sister will spend next Christmas?» asks the spirit again.
«Of course!» I answer immediately. Then I add uncertain: «Is it a good future?»
The spirit doesn't answer.
«Come on, hop on!» he says showing me his back. On it is a beautiful saddle.
«Come on, Kira! Or do you want to stay here?»
«No no!»  

I run to get the gift for my sister and then jump on his back.
«And now, hold on tight! We're off!»
We find ourselves in a very bright place. There are clocks of different shapes and sizes and also 

dozens, no, hundreds of doors! On one door it says: Christmas 2026. I look at the next door: 
Christmas 2101. On another door I read: Christmas 2032. Crazy! 
We look for the right door and finally find it. We open the door and a strong light dazzles me.

The spirit is galloping quickly through the night. We are in the mountains and everything is covered 
in snow. There are a few houses, some stores and I even see a ski resort in the distance. We cross a 
small square with a fountain and a small church. The spirit stops in front of a cabin.

«Is my sister here?»
«Look» he says and points to the window.
The cabin is very cozy and decorated for Christmas. The fireplace is lit. People are sitting at a 

large wooden table. They are eating and chatting happily. On the big carpet in the middle of the cabin 
two children are playing with a dog. A dog with a blue scarf. 
I can't believe my eyes. My sister is fine. She has a family. She is happy!

«Your sister found a family a few weeks after Christmas.»
«They live here?»
«This is their mountain cabin. They come here often during the vacations to ski and hike. This year 

they're celebrating Christmas with friends and now they're having the traditional Christmas dinner.»  
Evidently they are already at the end, because one woman exclaims:  «Children, come and have 
some dessert!»

There are both pandoro and panettone and everyone eats one, two, three slices. The children also 
happily eat a slice of pandoro and sprinkle powdered sugar everywhere, even on my little sister's 
head.

She looks very funny with her white head and everyone laughs, including me.
«Kira, we have to go now. Do you want to leave your sister's gift here at the door?» asks the spirit.
«Well, she doesn't need it now...but it's always nice to give a gift!» And I gently prop the gift on the 

doormat.
«I'm sure she'll enjoy it» says the spirit satisfied.
Merry Christmas, little sister
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A jump and... we're back in the bright place with the doors.
«Hey spirit! Can I see my future Christmas too?»
The spirit nods. «What year do you want to go to?»
«Let's say... four years from now?»
Again a strong light dazzles me.
When I open my eyes I see my house, just as I know it. It's daytime and a couple is walking down 

the sidewalk with two dogs and a wheelchair.
«Yikes! Is that me…?»
How I've grown! Next to me is Cody and behind us are Padroncina and Amicone. Padroncina's 

hair is a little shorter and Amicone has a long beard. And there's a baby carriage too! A baby! No wait, 
there are two! Twins? I can't believe my eyes.

Overjoyed, I jump down from the saddle of the spirit reindeer and follow them into the house. It's 
definitely Christmas morning: they've recently unwrapped their presents and a few pieces of wrapping 
paper are still lying around.

«Are you satisfied with your future?» the spirit asks me.
I nod. A happy family is all I want.
I am home again, but this time in the present. In front of me is our tree with the red and gold balls. 

To my surprise I also notice a blue ball hanging from a branch. Evidently Mom found it in my bed and 
hung it on the tree...thank you Mom. But now I'm not mad anymore. I don't care anymore. And I'll 
admit, the red and gold balls are very pretty too!

Next to me the spirit nods in satisfaction.
«Goodbye Kira. Now you're ready to live Christmas in the right spirit. You have learned so much. 

Never forget to be thankful for what you have and what others do for you. Never forget to help others 
and always be generous. Never forget to love others.»  
And with those wise words, the spirit disappears.

Chapter 5

It's Christmas morning and we're at Mom's parents' house. Everyone is sound asleep.
Almost everyone. Cody and I can't sleep anymore, we're very restless. It's Christmas! When do 

they wake up? The clock says it's already nine o'clock. They've had enough sleep, no doubt about it. 
Cody and I run into the bedroom, jump on the bed, and bark. Wake up! Wake up! It's Christmas!

Mom mumbles something and turns away. Cody and I lick her face.
«Okay fine, I give up! I'm awake!»
Good morning Mom!
Mom gets up, gets dressed and goes down to the living room. Meanwhile the others have woken 

up too and come in yawning. Everyone gathers around the Christmas tree and starts unwrapping 
presents. Everyone is very happy, smiling, hugging each other and saying «Merry Christmas!» and 
«Thank you so much!» and «What a beautiful gift!»

Then Mom notices a small package hidden behind the tree and reads the note: «For Kira and 
Cody from... Santa!»

So he doesn't just bring gifts to the good kids...he brings gifts to the good dogs too! I am very 
excited. What did he bring us?

We open the package and inside are reindeer cookies. What a wonderful gift!
But the most wonderful gift is not to be unwrapped. I go over to Cody and Mom and bark happy. I 

love you! Mom hugs us. «Merry Christmas, my puppies.»
A light by the tree catches my attention. My mommy is there and smiles at me. 
Merry Christmas to you too, Mommy.
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