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The Magical Miss. Bubble 

I remember when I first came to New york for two days, as a tourist was so many years ago. At 

that time, I was just a middle school student. I know nothing about this city and I was always following 

my teachers, since I was attending a summer camp program. I was so excited and everything here just 

looks perfect to me. However, one year ago, I came to here to study English in The New school ESL 

program, I realized there are a lot of challenges waiting for me. There are lots of things that I have not 

expected that I did not prepare myself for. Everytime I shop the tax is driving me crazy, and when I 

would go to eat I do not expect to pay an additional 15% for tips. The people in America have different 

culture and communicate in a different way from what I was used to. I quickly realized that there is a 

lot of learn and adjust to when moving to a new country. I was thankful to have a piece of my old life 

with me, Miss Bubble was waiting for me at my home every night after a long day, bringing back my 

happy memories of when my life was more simple and happy 

As we grow up, many people stop believing in Santa Claus. However, for me Santa Claus will 

never pass into silence, because I have a present from “Santa Claus”. However, my Santa Claus 

actually is my dad. He doesn't wear a costume, but he’s the one who gave me the gift that I took with 

me to New York City. It is a troll doll and I named her Miss. Bubble. She has been with me since I was 

8. She has magic wild hair and a pretty round face. Her long curly eyelashes hide a pair of watery big 

eyes, as bright as gems. She has a lovely little nose and a smile on her mouth. Her star dress makes me 

believe she is a Wizard. She is dressed but does not wear shoes. She is my favorite gift that I have 

received, for she shared many experiences with me, she reminds me that I used to be a magic and 

mystery believer, and also reminds me of my father’s love. 

Miss. Bubble  is very treasured and precious for me, because she was not only a toy but also 

my good friend. I used to keep her in my bed when I was a little girl. When I was not happy, I always 
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sharing experiences with me even now. My shared experiences with Bubble will always 

mean that she is a treasured object. 

I believe childhood memories are the best and Bubble reminds me of my childhood 

dreams . When I was 6 years old, I dreamed of a long train pulling up at my door and taking 

me to the Christmas party at the North Pole, just like the boy in the The Polar Express. 

Santa Claus only invited people who believe in him. I wondered what Santa looked like. 

Does he really wear red clothes and ride a sleigh pulled by sleigh elk? Where did he come 

from? Would he give me gifts and what would he give me? I was determined to find out 

when I was 8.  Maybe Santa Claus does not really exist. However, I used to really believe 

in a lot of magical things. I dreamed of going to Hogwarts. I loved the idea of the invisible 

wall at platform 9¾. I also really wanted to learn magic and use a wand. I would have been 

a Gryffindor, played quidditch, and worn an invisibility cloak. Thinking back, what a cute 

girl I was. I hope all of us can have a young heart forever, and my treasured doll Bubble 

reminds me of me of mine. 

My dad was my Santa Claus on the early morning of  2002’s Christmas day. As 

night fell, I could barely sleep, praying that Santa would come soon. I had butterflies in my 

stomach. Time passed, and my eyelids began to fight. Suddenly, the door was gently 

pushed open, and a weak light slanted in. A dark shadow came closer to my little bed, and 

my heart seemed to burst out of my throat. I almost screamed out. He put Bubble in my 

Christmas stocking. I held my breath, squinting at his every move. Unexpectedly, this 
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Santa Claus gave me a gentle kiss on my forehead. In a flash, I understood everything. 

Until then, I had not realized that many of the gifts I received as a child were from my 

parents. My father showed how much he thinks and cares for me by giving me a gift and 

pretending to be Santa. When I see Bubble, I always remember that my father loves me. 

Although after so many years have passed, and Bubble became old, broken, and out 

of fashion, she still means a lot to me. She reminds me of all the experiences I’ve had, my 

magical childhood dreams, and of my father’s love for me. I’d like to say thanks to her for 

her company and all the memories she shared with me. I am glad that I received Bubble. 

She will always live in my heart no matter where I am in the world. 
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