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Introduction


How many Christmas stories are there? A thousand? A hundred thousand? Millions? Probably more. Nevertheless, I will also write down a short Christmas story and immortalize it with an ISBN number. Why do I do this? Because I really like Christmas, the original Christmas Story still makes me cry, and I think there are not enough Christmas stories left to remind humanity why certain cultures actually celebrate this festival of love. With that spirit in mind, lots of love and coziness, care and attention.





Sunday


"Mommy! Mommmyyy!! Moooommmmmmmyyyyy!!!!"


Bella screams through the small apartment as if her mother were standing on the other side of the city.


"What's going on? Bella? Are you all right, sweetheart?" At lightning speed, Laurie runs into her daughter’s bedroom and finds Bella sitting on the bed, her little fingers smeared with blood and a big grin on her face. She triumphantly holds up something small in her hand.


"It’s out! My tooth is out! Do you think the Tooth Fairy will come here tonight and pick it up?" She happily lets her tongue dance over her teeth and explore the new space in her mouth.


"Oh, how great! You got it out. Now I don’t have to puree your apples anymore. You can bite again. Let's see your trophy." Although exhausted, Laurie goes to her daughter's bed and sits down beside Bella. She takes the blood-smeared tooth from the little girl’s hand and admires it.


"Come on, let's wash the blood off. Then it will look even better. You gave me a nice scare there." Both rise from the knitted blanket Bella’s grandmother made her and head to the small bathroom next door.


"Mom, do you think the Tooth Fairy will come tonight? Remember when Anne lost her tooth? The Tooth Fairy brought her a beautiful Barbie doll. And in the Barbie purse there was even some money." The little girl holds her curly-haired head to one side, her big saucer eyes sparkling at her sad mother.


"Oh, that was a very generous Tooth Fairy. She probably saw the big, beautiful house where she lives and thought a Barbie would belong in it." No sooner had Laurie finished her sentence, she regrets it and pinches her eyes together.


Before she can cover for her mistake, Bella is already speaking, "You mean, the Tooth Fairy brings different things to different houses?" Laurie bites her lower lip and looks carefully at her daughter. Then, she looks around worried. Wrinkling her forehead, her eyes rest on the tooth in her hand.


Bella continues to consult her mother, "I thought the Tooth Fairy would be really proud of me for giving her such a beautiful tooth. You know, Anne’s tooth wasn’t very good. It was all small because it stayed in her mouth so long."


Bella’s eyes wander. She looks out the bathroom door directly into the living room, which serves her mother as a bedroom. As her gaze drifts away from the kitchen setup in the corner, she purses her lips, sighs and lifts her shoulders to shrug slightly. "Well, we'll see Mommy…"
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