
2015 BULGARIAN CREATIVE WRITING 
COMPETITION IN ENGLISH

WINNING ESSAYS
COLLECTION

 

 



Bulgarian Creative Writing Competition in English is intended to foster creative thinking in Bul-
garian students of English, and to encourage the use of the language in a fun way.

In 2011, Bulgaria began participating in a competition called the International Writing Olym-
pics, a contest created and run by Peace Corps volunteers all over the world since 2003. In its 
first year here the contest was a volunteer-run initiative and only host schools of Peace Corps 
Volunteers took part in it; in 2012 the competition was opened to all public schools and in 
2015 – to the private schools as well. The number of the students participating in the compe-
tition increases each year – from 300 during the first year to over 4000 in 2015. 

Since 2013, an independent version of this competition is organized by CORPluS Foundation. 
This new incarnation, called the Bulgarian Creative Writing Competition in English, maintains 
the original spirit of the first competitions, but with a more sustainable outlook, and new pos-
sibilities for prizes and recognition of its outstanding young writers. 

In 2015 the competition was supported by the US Embassy in Sofia, American University in Bul-
garia, Integral, Express Publishing, Klett Bulgaria Ltd, Macmillan Bulgaria, and private donors. 

The competition itself is simple. Firstly, all teachers of English in public schools are welcome to 
have their students participate. The competition is open to students from 6th to 12th grades, 
although each grade level is separate from the others. 

When the official topics for the competition are sent out, participating schools select a time 
and date within a predetermined week for their students to write. Students are given one hour 
to respond to one of several creative, unusual themes (these are different for each grade lev-
el). Over the course of the hour, students may not consult dictionaries, grammar references, 
the Internet, other students, etc. The goal is instead to create their own unique pieces of writ-
ing, to think “outside the box”. After the hour is over, they turn in their personal information 
sheets and essays to the teacher, who then mails them to the regional judges.

Once all the essays have been received, panels of regional judges convene in their respective 
locations to read the essays, which remain anonymous during this process. Using various crite-
ria, the judges select the best essays from each grade level in their region. These finalist essays 
are sent on to national judging. At the national level, essays are again read and rated; first, 
second, and third places are awarded to the top pieces from each grade. 

These students are invited to the national awards ceremony, where they are presented with 
prizes: high-quality English-learning and writing-related materials donated from supporting 
organizations. There are also several additional prizes provided for outstanding writing. 

Of course, prizes are only one reason to participate in the BCWC. Our main goal is to show stu-
dents that every sort of talent deserves to be cultivated and shared with the world. Everyone’s 
voice matters!

This book is a collection of the winning creative writing pieces of the 2015 competition (we 
have preserved the original punctuation and spelling of the entries with only minor spelling 
corrections made when needed).

Enjoy reading!

CORPLUS Team
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AMAZING RAINBOW DOOR

Selin Mihaylova
SOU “Ekzarh Antim I” – Kazanlak

Lillianna looked through the car’s window on the edge of falling asleep. Family trips were 
never her kind of thing, anyway. They were boring and unnecessary. Noisy. And her family was 
more childish than Lillianna herself. Lillianna let out a long sigh causing her older brother to 
center his attention to her.

“What’s wrong, Lilly? Motion sickness again?” He asked, forcing concern in his voice.

“Well, not exactly. But that too.” She answered him, closing her eyes as she rested her head on 
top of her palm, only to be interrupted by the sudden stopping of the family car.

Lillianna ignored it and decided to continue to pretend sleeping.

“Looks like we’re out of gas. Too bad.” Her father, Mr. Jack said.

“Oh no. For real?” Lillianna’s mother, Judy looked to check if it was true. She facepalmed. 
“That’s not the time for jokes, Jack!” Judy exclaimed.

“Sorry, Judy. Had to stop. I mean, look on your right.” Suddenly Mr. Jack turned serious – this 
was rare for him. 

Judy did as he said and at the sight she saw, her eyes widened.

“Jack. This can’t be it. It can’t be the moment. Not now.” She succeeded to whisper to her hus-
band with the same pain in her voice as his eyes held.

“The gate. It’s never wrong. Last it appeared 90 years ago. It’s time, Judy.” Jack whispered in 
answer. 

“No...” Judy suddenly saddened.

“Let’s go.” He said.

Judy forced a cheerful expression occupy her face and turned to the backseats of the car.

“Lillianna! Will! Let’s go see that intriguing rainbow door!”

Lillianna opened her eyes, not hiding her overwhelming annoyance as she did so.

“What door?!” Her blue eyes went icy cold.

Her parents got out of the car. They opened the door for Will and Lillianna and eventually, the 
got out... And in the moment they did, something shined strong enough to blind them.

“Wait? What is that?” Lillianna still couldn’t process what was happening. Judy still wore the 
fake cheerful expression as she said:

“The rainbow door, dear. You see it, don’t you?”

Lillianna closed and opened her eyes repeatedly until she got used to the shiny door. It had 
a rainbow on it. Suddenly her usually filled with uninterest eyes widened in surprise. It was 
beautiful. 

“Will, Lilly. Why don’t you two go in there?” Jack suggested.
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“Yes! Come on, Will! Let’s go!” Lillianna grabbed her brother’s arm and rushed down the road 
to the amazing rainbow door.

Meanwhile, Jack and Judy watched them with sad eyes and waited for the children to enter 
the door.

When they did, the door disappeared. 

“Come on, Judy. In the car.” Jack ordered, causing a question from Judy.

“What? What will we do now?”

“Search where the gate will next appear. We’ll get Will and Lilly from there.”

“How? The gate last appeared 90 years ago! And, we don’t know if they will be able to sur-
vive...”

“Believe in them, Judy. Believe in us, too. It will be hard for everyone, but this time, we will 
succeed.” He said, with confidence in his voice. And so, they got in the car. Finding the gate was 
going to be really hard.

* * *

But what Judy and Jack didn’t know was that they were being spied on from certain people, 
hidden in the bushes on the road.

“Zeus, what was that for? I don’t understand.” The girl asked the god next to her.

“The rainbow door. This was the gate.”

“The gate?”

“Yes. It appears once in a while – usually a few decades – with a different form every time. This 
time it was a door with a rainbow on it. This means that it belongs to Iris – or whatever her 
name was. Times behind her gate are always rough.”

“Hm? What? Why did these children enter it?”

“They are this time’s sacrifice... Well, hunters. Only time will show for certain.” Zeus answered.

“I see.” The girl paused. “What are they going to do?”

“I don’t know. It’s different every time, depending on the gate – and the god responsible for it. 
Any other questions?” 

“No. I wish them good luck.”

“Don’t. They are our enemies, Kyoko.” Zeus’ answer caused confusion in Kyoko, but she didn’t 
ask.

* * *

Only one thing was clear.

Lillianna and Will were in big trouble and there was long journey ahead of them.
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 WHEN CANDY GREW LEGS

Kaloyan Nikolov
COU “Svetlina” – Sofia

My mother gave me some candy and I was really surprised to see that the candy had legs. Half 
of it looked normal, you know – tasty, sweet just how a candy must look, but the other half of 
it had legs. They were about two centimeters long, with red socks and black shoes. 

At first it didn’t move, I tried to unwrap it, but it suddenly jumped out of my hands and started 
running in a circle. I got closer to it quietly and just before I caught it, the candy jumped out of 
the open window. I was sure I could catch it. 

The chase had begun. After landing on the ground, it continued to run. For a candy, it was pret-
ty fast and I had to take my bike. My eyes were staring at the candy. What did the neighbours 
think when they saw a boy riding a bike, staring at the road? Can you imagine how hard it is to 
chase something so sweet?

After about ten minutes, I understood that we were running in circles. I raised my eyes from 
the road and glanced at my house, where I saw my mom on the balcony for a moment. Then 
she hid. I was curious why she did that, so I stopped chasing the candy. I entered the living 
room and saw a leg sticking out under the table.

“Mom, I see you.” I said. 

She slowly stood up with something in her hands.

“What’s that?” I asked. 

“Nothing...”she replied.

I grabbed it and said, “That is for the remote control. Is it for…?”

I went outside and tried moving the candy. It worked!

“Happy first of April!” she said before giving me the chance to shout at her. 

I am still plotting my revenge. 
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HOW THE LADYBUG GOT HER SPOTS

Stela Misheva
I OU “Sv. Kliment Ohridski” – Sandanski

A ladybug is one of the most adorable creatures. A lot of people wonder “How did she get 
her spots?”. Well, it all started a long time ago. When God created the first ladybug, she was 
completely red. She didn’t have any spots. But he didn’t keep her in heaven – he set her free 
so she could explore the world.

One day the ladybug decided to take a walk. She came across a woman.

–  Wow, you’re really pretty! – exclaimed the ladybug and continued her walk. She thought 
about what the stranger said. She saw a lot of people on her way who also told her how 
cute she was. That boosted her confidence level a lot. 

On the next day she decided to visit God’s palace in heaven. The ladybug saw all the different 
creatures who lived there and thought: “Oh, my God, I am so much better than them! Why 
can’t I live here? I deserve it.” She went to God and asked him: 

–  Why can’t I live here? I am good enough for heaven! All these disgusting creatures are walk-
ing around and I didn’t see one that is prettier than me.

–  I set you free because I thought that you would appreciate it. The animals that live here 
would kill to have the freedom you do. – God answered angrily. – As a punishment you will 
now have black spots on your back because I know how much you hate this colour. They 
will cover more than half of your wings because they will be as big as your ego. It will be the 
same for your children. 

As those words were said, big black spots appeared on the ladybug’s body. She cried and 
begged for forgiveness, but God had made his decision.

And from then, all ladybugs have black spots as a symbol of their mother’s big ego. Fortunate-
ly, they learned from their mother’s mistake and became adorable and shy little creatures. 
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CHILDREN SHOULDN’T PLAY WITH GHOST STORIES

Nadezhda Markova
MG „Baba Tonka“ – Ruse

The moonlight slowly poured in through her half open eyes. What had happened? Okay, lets 
start slow. Who was she? Avalon. Avalon Black. Age? 15. What date was today? 26th October. 
Or at least that is what she thought. “Concentrate” she told herself. “What is the last thing I 
remember?” Avalon asked in her mind. She tried to recall the previous events that had hap-
pened. And then everything came back – in a rush every single piece of information and every 
little detail. Her head started pounding.

It was raining. Avalon woke up for school but she didn’t get out of bed. Like, who would? Mon-
day, rain, fog and on top of that it was 6 am in the morning. She just sat there underneath the 
covers – half asleep, half awake. The sound of the rain violently hitting the window from the 
outside and the wind rocking the trees back and forth somewhat calmed her. 

It was expected to rain. There, in Shadowhedge, it was a thing on a daily basis. It was that time 
of the year when the wind would force you to breathe in your hands, making them all clammy. 
For a second it worked. Then they would freeze again. 

As Avalon hugged the warm blanket close to herself she started drifting off to sleep. And then 
she heard it. A loud noise and a white light cut through the air and made the girl jump up im-
mediately as the hairs on the back of her neck stood up. “Great” she told herself. “You just got 
scared by a lighting bolt.” It wasn’t normal for her- she got rid of her fear from lightings when 
she was in 5th grade. Avalon quickly got out of bed and went to get ready for school. After she 
got dressed she got out of the house and ran through the rain in order to catch her bus. 

School was boring as always. You learn things that you are never going to use in your life. Like, 
who cares how plants procreate? But after school came the real fun. If only she knew what 
would happen later, Avalon would’ve never dared to do it. Unfortunately unlike some fictional 
character she wasn’t a time lord or someone who can predict the future Avalon did the thing 
anyway.

You see, her friends thought it would be fun if they tried to summon a ghost or a demon. So 
Avalon stayed with them until around 5 pm when all the classes have ended and all the teach-
ers were gone. So the group snuck into an empty classroom. They were 7 students. One of the 
girls – Andromeda (or Andy as Avalon liked to call her) suggested that they made the “Shadow 
charm”. Just some weird thing she found on the internet – nothing special. Everyone (like in a 
typical horror movie) agreed. 

“So here are the rules” Andy said as she read from her phone “For this charm we need 7 peo-
ple, no more, no less. They all have to be in the same room. Then they have to form a circle. In 
the center there needs to be put a lamp, emitting light upwards. Then all of the people need 
to whisper “Shadow come” exactly 8 times. What happens afterwards is unknown.” Everyone 
was silent. 

“Well are we going to do it or not?” asked Michael. 

“Of course we are” said Stacey. 

“Do you think we are some kind of wimps?” 
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“Didn’t even dare to think about it” interrupted Jared. 

“Okay let’s get on with this” commanded Avalon.

And they did. The seven teenagers stood in a circle and all of them slowly whispered the mag-
ical words. Then the lights went out… And… that was it.

That was everything Avalon remembered. Nothing else. Just this. The last thing she saw was 
the lamp going off and Andy’s horrified look plastered on her face. Then thick darkness engulf-
ing her.

The pounding in Avalon’s head was getting worse. And that’s when she took in her surround-
ings. She was in a dark house. Big windows let the moonlight in as it shone on the big hallway 
bringing a creepy mood. White and lacy spider webs hung down from the ceiling. Some were 
old, some were new and some had spiders on them.

Avalon tried to stand up but she failed. Her legs gave in and she fell. Not only did she fall but it 
was with a loud thud. “Great” she thought to herself “Just great. Hey, why don’t we fall down 
loudly so we can inform everyone here where we are? Such fun.”

As the girl thought about the situation she got herself in Avalon saw something moving in the 
dark. It was a figure of a man. Its shadow went across the floor that was lit up by the moonlight 
coming shining through the windows.

Avalon didn’t waste a second thinking about it. She just ran. Ran for her life. She had no idea 
what that thing was and honestly she wasn’t planning on finding out. She could hear steps be-
hind her like if someone was running. “Don’t turn around” she thought to herself “That’s how 
people die in horror movies – they turn around.” But curiosity got over her and Avalon couldn’t 
resist. She turned her head. 

And then she saw it – a black figure of a man, made out of smoke was gaining on her. Avalon 
snapped her head back so her eyes were on the route. “How long exactly is this corridor? I 
have been running for around 2 minutes.”

As she thought about the length of the corridor, Avalon bumped into a wall. Well, she got her 
answer. And it wasn’t pleasant. Dead end. She had come to a dead end. 

Avalon turned around. The black figure was coming. There was no way out. She was trapped. 
As the smoke-man got closer she felt sadness and cold washing over her. Her first thought 
“Give up.”

The figure was now so close that Avalon could see his “face” – two red eyes and a cruel smile.

Those red eyes. They were the only thing she saw before darkness engulfed her. Again. But this 
time she didn’t wake up. And she wasn’t going to.
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IF YOU COULD GIVE A PEACOCK A PAINTBRUSH

Dea Georgieva
105 SOU „Atanas Dalchev“ – Sofia

One day a zoologist started running a research about peacocks. It was going well but he didn’t 
discover anything new about them. Then he hired an assistant to help him with his research. It 
failed again. The zoologist was going to quit, but the assistant stopped him and asked:

– Yo, what happened, mate? Why are you quitting so early?

– The research is a failure. I don’t want to waste my time anymore! – the zoologist answered.

– Look at them! There must be some kind of a secret! – the assistant said loudly.

– Look. Okay, but one more time, and if I don’t see anything different from the average I will 
quit for sure.

– Okay!

Then they went to the peacocks and saw something incredible – the peacocks were painting 
themselves. They were in shock. They didn’t believe it at first sight but they soon realized what 
was going on.

– Oh my gosh! Give me water… fast! I’m going to die! This is revolutionary! I’ve never seen 
something like this before! – the zoologist said.

– Haha! I told you! – the assistant said happily.

– Hey, what if I give them a paintbrush and put a white bird with them? – the zoologist had 
an idea.

– Good idea.

Then the zoologist went upstairs, grabbing a paintbrush and some paint and telling the assis-
tant to go and get a white bird. He did as he was told and they locked them for overnight.

– I hope it works. – the assistant said.

– Don’t worry, I’m always right. – the zoologist said selfishly.

The next morning the assistant opened the door and saw that the white bird isn’t white any-
more. It had the colours of rainbow.

– Mr. Zoologist, come here immediately!!!

The zoologist comes as quickly as he can.

– What is it? – he asked.

– The white bird. Its rainbowish!

The zoologist looked at the bird and said:

– Holy crap! It’s a parrot!

While they were talking, the peacocks snuck out with the paintbrushes and paint.

– Hey, where are the peacocks? They were here a moment ago!
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– I don’t know. Oh no! I need them! They are incredible! Find them! – the zoologist screamed.

They were searching one month for them, and after they got home, they turned on the news 
channel and saw that every bird on the planet is in rainbow colours, even 20% of the animals 
and humans turned rainbowish and colourful. The zoologist said to the assistant:

– Well.. I guess we can’t find them anymore.

– I guess you’re right. – the assistant said quietly and disappointed.

One year later the whole earth became like the rainbow, and was so colourful that aliens came 
to the planet to ask for colours on them.
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CHILDREN SHOULDN’T PLAY WITH GHOST STORIES

Bianka Deyanova
MG „Atanas Radev“ – Yambol

That happened four years ago when I was 10. It was summer, so, as usual, I was at my grand-
ma`s house for a month. I think it was July. There were three other people in the house – my 
grandma, my grandpa and my great-grandma. She was 85 years old… And she wasn`t as fine as 
I thought she was. She was staying in her room all day. She was sleeping almost the whole day, 
she wasn`t eating… No one wanted to tell me what was happening at the beginning but I was 
already sure. I knew it. My great-grand mother was dead.

A few hours later I heard a strange noise, coming from her room. I wasn`t sure what it was 
but when I came closer, I realized that someone was crying. But who? I decided to go inside 
her room, while my grandparents were in the backyard, and see where that noise was coming 
from. When I entered her room, I saw her - my great-grandma. She looked like she was asleep 
but I knew she wasn`t. I knew she passed away. There were only me and her in the room but 
I could still hear that sound… Like someone was crying. But then I realized that it wasn`t cry-
ing. It was laughing! Someone was inside my dead great-grandma`s room, laughing! I turned 
around and I saw her. It was a woman in black, covered in the shadows. She had very long 
straight black hair and extremely white skin. It was like I could see through her. I saw her only 
for a second because at the moment I turned around she just disappeared. And the strange 
sound disappeared with her. I was scared for a moment but also very curious and confused.

“What are you doing here?” said someone behind me. 

I turned around again and I saw that it was my grandpa, staying next to the door and staring 
at me. He didn`t even wait for me to answer. He just pulled me out of the room and quickly 
closed the door. He was still holding my hand. 

“Do not ever go inside this room again!” screamed he. “Am I clear?”

“Yes.”. My voice was so quiet. I didn`t even think I would be able to answer. He frightened me 
with that shouting. 

He let me go and I ran away as fast as I could. Then I went outside. I wanted to stay alone for 
a moment and think about what just happened. So, my great-grandma was dead. I heard a 
woman in black, laughing in her room, but when I saw that mysterious woman, she magically 
disappeared. That was a good plot for a Hollywood movie but it was more than real and it 
happened to me… 

After a couple of hours I was already in bed. I tried to fall asleep but all I could think about was 
that woman… or I should say ghost. Because I was completely sure she was a ghost. Who was 
she? Why was she there? Why was she laughing? There was only one way for me to figure this 
out. I had to go back to my great-grandma`s room. It was scaring me to death even if I just think 
about it but I knew it was the only way to find out what was happening. So I decided to do it. 
It took me all the bravery I had just to stand up and walk through the big hall. The “mysterious 
room” was at the end of it. But in the middle of my “journey” I heard my grandparents talking. 
They were in the kitchen and they sounded really worried. It didn`t matter that I was even 
more curious what were they talking about. I wanted to go to the “mysterious room” and see 
what was really happening. Now. Well, I didn`t want to spy on my grandparents but I heard a 
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part of their conversation.

“She could`ve killed her!” said grandma.

She wasn`t worried. She was scared. She was afraid of something. 

“I know.” answered grandpa. “But until she stays away from that room, nothing bad is going to 
happen to her. I promise.”

“I know you do. But she`s a curious little girl and she will go back there as soon as she can. I 
cannot let this happen. We can`t put her in danger.”

“Relax. Tomorrow I`ll find the key and we`ll lock that room up after we take your mother out 
of there.”

I was sure that the curious little girl they were talking about was me. But what danger were 
they talking about? Did they know about the woman in black? Was she always there, watching 
us? What was her connection to my family and most importantly to me? Someone had to give 
answers to all these questions. I can`t explain why I didn`t just go to my grandparents and ask 
them but I preferred to go there and see for myself.

I was already in front of the “mysterious room”. I slowly opened the door with my eyes 
closed… My great-grandma was still on her bed just like when I saw her sooner today. There 
was no difference. And just after I moved my legs, getting ready to enter the room, something 
pushed me inside and immediately closed the door behind me. I was on the floor next to my 
great-grandma`s bed. I was standing up when I heard that awful sound again. That horrible 
laughter. I turned around and I saw her again - the strange woman in black. She was holding a 
knife! I was ready to scream but I couldn`t. I was so afraid that I couldn`t even talk. My heart 
just continued to beat faster and faster. The strange woman jumped in front of me, pushed me 
right next to the wall and put the knife on my neck. 

“Curious?” said she and smiled to me. An evil smile. “Coming inside again was the biggest 
mistake you`ve ever made, sweetie! Your grandpa saved you the first time but now there`s no 
one to save you.” 

And that was the moment when my voice came back again. I could scream again. And I did. A 
couple of seconds later my grandparents opened the door and women in black disappeared. It 
was over. I was saved again. My grandma pulled me out of that strange room and hugged me. 
She seemed to be very glad that I was alive.

* * *

And after that happened I never dared to enter “the mysterious room” again. But the worst 
part was that I never knew who that strange ghost woman was and why she wanted to kill me. 
Well, I can go back there this summer and see. 
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THE SLEEPING PRINCE

Desislava Manolova
SOUEE „St. Konstantin Kiril Filosof“ – Ruse

Once upon a time there was a prince who lived in an enormous castle in the middle of Can-
dyland – the sweetest kingdom of all time. Even though most food there consisted of lots of 
sugar, diabetes wasn’t something common. There was one ill person born every 42 years. But 
unfortunately that person came to be Prince Joshua.

It’s hard to live with diabetes in a world where lollypops grow on the trees and rivers of choc-
olate are all over the place so because of that the prince hardly ever came out of the castle. 
Instead of that he taught mice to dance. But he had the curse that if he ever saw potatoes 
playing hide and seek, he would start to walk on hands and continue for the rest of his life.

When he first heard about the curse he thought that it was the strangest thing ever and that it 
would never happen. Until one day when he was showing his best mouse dancer a new move-
ment, another mouse came in, eating a big piece of cheesecake. That was the prince’s favorite 
food before he knew about his illness. When he saw the gorgeous treat he almost fell because 
it was his dream to eat cheesecake once again. He couldn’t resist and took a bite but he ended 
up eating the whole piece. Because of the pound of sugar he ate he passed out and fell on the 
ground. Apparently, Joshua hit his head because he started to see unicorns swimming in choc-
olate and giraffes climbing mountain of watermelons. Unfortunately, he also saw potatoes 
playing hide and seek. When he woke up he started to walk on hands. He made two or three 
steps and fell again because he hit a mouse dancer. This time he fell asleep and didn’t wake up.

100 years passed and after the many doctors who tried to save him everybody gave up and left 
him in a small house right next to the castle. One day a cat entered and licked Joshua, which 
woke him up. 

Nobody knows why he fell asleep for so long and why only a cat which licked him woke him up 
but everybody was very happy and built the cat a monument to thank her.
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BACK IN TIME

Kostadin Paskov
EG „Akad. Lyudmil Stoyanov“ – Blagoevgrad

The year was 2115. It was a sunny Declember morning. Declember was the sixth and the last 
month of the year since the calendar was changed sixty years ago. The sun was reflecting on 
the buildings which were all entirely made of glass and the people were wearing their an-
ti-harm suits which kept them safe from the deadly rays. But this day of Declember wasn’t just 
an ordinary day for the human race. It was the day when the first time machine would make 
its way through the past.

In Cratericusvill in North America the first person who was about to go back in time was getting 
ready for the dangerous journey. His name was Killious.

Killious was twenty-eight years old and the most curious man on the planet. He wanted to 
know everything about the past and how people lived then, as there was no clear information 
about it. That is why he volunteered for this experiment, receiving the honor to be the first 
time-traveller. Killious had a mission and he couldn’t think about anything else.

He got into the transporter, which was like a super fast elevator, and teleported in the building 
where the time machine was. It was time!

“I hope you’re ready,” said Cordilia, the scientist who was preparing the machine for its first 
usage. Killious nodded and replied “Let’s get this done.”

The little cameras were all around the room, filming the historical event. They were in the form 
of crumbs so Killious wasn’t able to see how many they were. He just gave a look at the egg-like 
machine, took a deep breath and opened the small door. 

The machine was five meters long and it had the shape of an egg. It was in pale blue color and 
looked pretty strange because it was just too simple. All the people watching it on TV weren’t 
into it, but they had no idea what power it had.

Inside the machine was full of buttons. Killious knew perfectly which ones he had to push to 
turn on the machine and get it to work. So he did. He set the date to 2nd January 2015 and 
pushed the final button. Everything became quiet and for a second Killious was out of his 
breath. Then everything was normal again.

Killious opened the small door and got out of the main door with his eyes closed. He was afraid 
to look.

When he finally encouraged himself to open his eyes, he was stunned. He was standing in 
an abandoned building, where everything was destroyed. There were bricks everywhere and 
Killious picked one up. He had never seen something like this before, only on pictures. In his 
time everything was made of glass. Killious looked around and he saw a door. He ran to it and 
opened it.  

Then a whole different world rose in front of him. There were cars, traffic lights and the most 
curious thing as that people weren’t wearing anti-harm suits. He could actually see their faces. 
And the sky was grey, it wasn’t sunny. It was so strange.

Killious stopped one person that walked past him and asked “What’s the name of this city?” 
“New York,” replied the man and walked away. Killious repeated the name in his head. He de-
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cided to look around.

Killious followed the crowds and suddenly found himself in a beautiful park. There were trees 
there and the air was so sweet. Killious had never seen trees before and he studied them with 
eyes – curiouser and curiouser. 

Killious ran around, he was so happy. He felt free. He could stay under the sun unharmed and 
he could watch the cloudy sky forever. He saw a woman next to him. She was playing with a 
child and they both looked so happy. Killious watched them for an hour, then he explored the 
lake nearby. Everything was so different in a good way, he felt like he was in Wonderland.  

The years passed but Killious never got tired of this world. He forgot about the time machine 
and started his life here. There were so many differences but none of them was bad. 
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THE SLEEPING PRINCE

Gabriela Georgieva
SOU „Ivan Vazov“ – Pleven

Once upon a time
In a kingdom, far

There was a witch
With a nasty scar

She hated the people,
She hated the king,

She wanted the diamond
On his wife’s ring

She made spells,
She chanted evil magic
Hoping and dreaming

That all would be tragic

But she never succeeded,
She always failed,

She could never sink
The king’s ships which sailed

Full with hatred, anger
And deep despise

She thought and wondered
How her evil could rise

But then she thought
 A good idea might be

To curse the king’s child
The newborn baby

On the day of the festival
Everyone cheered,

Laughing and dancing
Without trembling in fear

The king and queen 
Were happy and glad

That their son would be healthy 
And never get sad

That’s what they were told
By the three fairies
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Who kept flying in circles
Around the baby

Suddenly, the witch appeared,
Laughing and grinning

She started to sing and kept
Her magic wand swinging

“On his sixteenth birthday
He shall taste the cake

And from an eternal slumber
He shall never awake…

Unless he receives 

A true love’s kiss
But we all know
Things like that
No longer exist”

After her disappearing
Everyone stopped cheering,

The queen started crying
And the king thought he was dying

The fairies took the boy to the forest,
Not knowing if it was for the best
And during the next sixteen years
The royal family could never rest

On the day of his sixteenth birthday
He went to the forest
A deer to try and slay

But instead, he met a girl named Lest

They talked and talked
And laughed and cheered

That they were living so close,
Living so near

But when it got dark
And he had to go home

On his way back 
He saw an ice cream cake in a cone 

He tried it,
He felt ill

He fell on the ground
And could only stay still
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 When the fairies found him
They were upset

They took him to the castle
All feeling distressed

When the king found out
He made a royal notice:

“The one whose kiss wakes him shall be bound
To live in this castle and shall receive a crown”

Every maiden and woman
Tried her luck

But it never helped
Sadness the king struck

Everyone thought
Everything was lost

Until they received a visitor
Which they had to host

She was a hunter
Beautiful and fine

Every man told her
“Be mine”

But she went to the prince
And her lips against his pressed

Everyone was surprised
When he opened his eyes

They married, the witch died,
They resolved the disaster

And everyone lived
Happily ever after
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A WATCH FULL OF WISHES

Ivona Ivanova
AG „Geo Milev“ – Ruse

A GIRL’S BIBLE – NEW TESTAMENT:

1. A watch full of wishes
I held in my hands
An eye-full of tears

Fell down in the sand.
“What am I here for?”,

I whispered in grief,
“What should I fight for?”,

In what do I believe?”…

2. The watch swallowed a tear 
and smiled gently at me.

“Can you hear? Can you hear?”
It was the sound of FEAR.

What was a scared of?
Of growing too old?

Sitting in a chair, wrinkly and bold?
Or losing my mom or the person I love?
Or having to go back to the very start?

Was I scared of the void my mind created?
Or was I scared from the God by whom I was made?

I waited and waited…

3. Chapter three, my third resurrection?
Atonement? Surprise? Prison? Delight?
Astonished, amused, in a hospital bed.

“I’m tired, I’m tired, just kill me instead!”
I shouted at the watch.

It watched me and smiled.
“No.” it said. “You’re already dead.”

“Huh?” I say. “How alive do you feel?” it asked.
I swallowed and panted. I didn’t…

4. My story is simple: I was suicidal and scared, 
so I took a gun to my head.

The bullet didn’t kill me, it hit me instead.
It slapped me real hard and gave me a watch.

5. “Decide now, what do you want?”
the watch whispered to me.

I wanted to live.
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6. “Give me cotton and coffee,
some pants and a stick.”

I tore the pants, used them for cloth, 
the cotton I painted with coffee and formed a feather.

The feather I blew and watched as it flew.

7. “I want to live,” I said,
“I want every pore in my body to breathe.

I want an adventure, a threat.”

8. The watch giggled and laughed,
it jumped happily and I woke up.

9. In a hospital bed,
I fought a war,

A battle of minds and gore.
My spirit in a Lazzareto,

My body in Hell.
And that, dear readers, is all I will tell.
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A IS FOR ALIBI

Nikol Haytova
EG „Akad. Lyudmil Stoyanov“ – Blagoevgrad

On the 25th of December at half past eleven I was woken up by the North Police. My husband 
hadn’t returned from work yet so the policemen told me that I needed to go with them to the 
Police Station.

Actually, I live in a big house on the North Pole. My house is made of big ice blocks – it looks 
like it’s made from glass. It’s extremely beautiful in the sunlight.

When we arrived in the station – a pale man asked me some questions. I felt extremely ner-
vous as he strated talking.

“Mrs. Snow Klaus, you’re being accused of a crime,” he told me with a cold voice. “Last night, 
as your husband was leaving presents in a house in England, his reindeer, Rudolph, was killed. 
We’ve interrogated about fourteen dwarves by now and they all have said that you and your 
husband had a quarrel last night. Can you tell me where have you been at 2:48 pm, Mrs. Klaus? 
And don’t try to lie to me. Some of the dwarves had told me you hadn’t spent the night in your 
house.”

I was confused. I didn’t know what I was supposed to say. It was true that me and Santa had 
a quarrel but I never thought it was that serious. We are arguing every year about the same 
thing. I just want him to hurry up and to give presents only to the good children so he can come 
home earlier.

I couldn’t believe that the dwarves would accuse me of the murder of Rudolph. In fact I really 
adored Rudolph. I used to tell him that he was my “dear friend”. I could never even think of 
harming this poor creature. I felt sad, betrayed and confused. But most of all I felt embar-
rassed. How was I supposed to tell my alibi to the policeman?

After the fight with my husband I felt really sad. I know he had to do a lot of work but I’m a 
woman. Although my name is Snow, I need love and warmth. Things that my husband had 
never given me. He always has to work. “It’s for the kids,” he was telling me. But I needed 
attention too…

“I was at the Tooth Fairy’s house,” I told the policeman. “As you know, I had a fight with Mr. 
Klaus and after it I felt really sad and alone. So I decided to call George (the Tooth Fairy). He 
invited me to his house in California and so I rode one of my husband’s flying reindeers and 
visited him. We spent the night together and then I returned back home early in the morning. 
That’s all. I was even on another continent.”

The man was watching me with a confused expression on his face.

“You can call George and ask him,” I smiled. “Just don’t tell my husband.”
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A WATCH FULL OF WISHES

Militsa Ruseva
GPZE „Zahariy Stoyanov“ – Sliven

A watch is an object I wish had never been invented. It shows us the time which, very fastly 
might I add, slips through our fingers. For me every tick indicates all the amazing opportunities 
I've missed during that particular second. The only way I can explain my life is boring. It's so 
repetitive that I've lost hope for achieving all the dreams I had as a little kid. It's easy to say that 
growing up I had a very big imagination. I lived in my own world full of all types of creatures 
and animals. I could do anything just to trade going to school and doing chores for making my 
imaginary world reality even for just a day. 

As odd as I might sound saying this, it happened to me recently. And no, I wasn't just dreaming 
after studying all those hours for the Biology test. I know because I made sure of it by pinch-
ing myself. The reality was that I had found a watch. Not one of those boring ones that I hate, 
though. It's a magical watch. Where did you find it, you might ask? Well that's a really silly 
thing of you to say. Of course, I found it in my backyard. It's not like I'm going to see something 
on a random street and just pick it up. That's what the weird lady from kindergarten used to 
say, anyways. So, going back to the real story, I woke up one morning and as I went out to check 
my dog, laying in the grass was something shiny. With sleepy eyes I walked towards it and as I 
picked it up I just knew it wasn't ordinary. It had a tag on it that said, "put me on your wrist". 
Firstly I thought my parents were joking about my obsession with 'Alice in Wonderland'. That 
thought quickly disappeared. The second I put it on, the scenery around me changed. I noticed 
it was really familiar. For a second I just stood in one place completely petrified. Maybe that 
weird lady was right not to go near things like that. The next moment I could feel my inner five-
year-old self squealing. It was my imaginary world at all it's weirdness. Next to me stood the 
multicoloured unicorn I had made up when I was seven. In front of me was the sweet's shop 
full of all the amazing candy I had craved when I was about six. Everything was the same but 
with one difference: I was sure it was real. 

I took a second look at the watch. I've probably been very sleepy not to actually read the rest 
of the note attached to it. It said "Here is a present for the good old time. You know where to 
find me. "Billy" It all made sense then. In my world at one point I had created a time's booth. I 
had started to grow up and I realised that the planet couldn't stay forever. That thought made 
me so sad. That's why I decided to make some new friends. Billy was one of them. It's very 
weird that I was so creative with everything else but names, huh. Anyways Billy was supposed 
to be the person to invent a machine to stop time. He was one of my closest imaginary friends 
and we would spend countless hours talking about how we could make sure I stay at Hap-
pyland as much as I wanted. 

I smiled, remembering all of this, and started making my way to the time booth. It was really 
sad because everything was dusty and covered in spider webs. Spiders were the only thing I 
couldn't get rid of. I tried everything. I even made a special vacuum cleaner which could just 
suck them up. I guess, as it saw I had stopped visiting, it gave into its candy floss obsession. 
Walking around this place made me feel extremely nostalgic. All those chocolate mountains, 
fairies, turtle pirates and every other weird bit I had given up so easily. Up until then I hadn't 
realised that losing Happyland is the hardest part of me growing up. With all these thoughts 
swimming in my head I hadn't seen that Billy and his workshop were standing right in front of 
me. Did I mention he was a teddy bear who wore swimming trunks due to the never ending 
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summer? My heart fluttered when I saw him. He was my true best friend and I hadn't seen 
him in four years. He hadn't changed much except for the additional stuffing in his belly area. 
I approached him and he gave me a real genuine bear hug. I felt safe. I thought I was running 
out of time so I straight away asked him what all of this was about. He looked so proud as he 
told me he had created that dream machine of mine. It was just in the form of a watch rather 
than the magical elephant we had wanted it to be. I felt breathless. All of my dreams had come 
true just a few years after making them up. 

Suddenly everything disappeared. I was back in my pyjamas, I had received as a Christmas 
present, in our boring backyard. My dog got me out of the complete daze as he barked. Full of 
hope I looked at my new watch. Initially smiling, I noticed it was ticking but in this very obnox-
ious way. With no doubt that was Billy's idea because only he knows how much that annoys 
me. Instead of numbers it had a countdown for when I could return to Happyland. It said I first 
had to take my Biology test in order to unlock the portal to my world. I had never been so ex-
cited for a school subject as much as that time three days ago. Oh, I have to go. I think I heard 
a bird chirping from my watch. That's my turn to visit my friends, I suppose.
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DANCE WITHOUT ME

Svetoslav Yordanov
PMG „Nancho Popovich“ – Shumen

''Forgive me, Your Holiness, said the Red Sage, ''but I shan't participate in your schemes''. The 
Red Sage was the Chief Scholar of the City, his opinion highly valued, for the advice he gave to 
people was prudent and wise. ''But why?'' asked the Archbishop, who was in charge of matters 
related to the Faith. ''You've nothing to lose and much to gain if you aid our cause. Think of it – 
land and wealth beyond imagination, funding for your Scholar's Guild's experiments.'' said the 
Archbishop with just a hint of a sly smile on his cunning face. The Sage meant to reply, but he 
paused for a moment, to consider what he had just heard. He had never longed for treasure, 
nor for power, but the funding was a different matter. Science and learning were of the utmost 
importance to the Realm's prosperity, but in these troubled and filled with disdain times few 
gave them the respect they were due. The once full of aspiring young scientists study halls of 
the Grand University were now home to dust and spiders, the laboratories housed only shat-
tered glass and broken dreams now. Indeed, some coin would be useful to the Scholar's Guild, 
helping to bring back the splendour of its glory days.

If anyone but the Red Sage were Chief Scholar, they would have accepted the offer on the 
spot. But it was our Sage who was Chief Scholar. And he had memories. Old memories indeed, 
from the time when he was young, when he was a fabled warrior, the Realm's finest general. 
Memories of how he tried and failed to dance the dance of politicians, how he tried and failed 
to learn their cloak-and-dagger ways. He still vividly remembered how he took his king's life 
and helped install the monarch's cousin on the throne. He had done it on the promise of aid to 
repair the dilapidated armies of the Kingdom, to destroy the misery in which his soldiers were 
forced to do their duty. In the end, his army was disbanded and he had been forced to leave, 
not having the strength or opportunity to apologize to his loyal men. He had taken a vow that 
day. With the passing of time it had slowly started to fade from his mind, when he returned to 
the City decades later as an old and learned man he had all but forgotten it.

But today he remembered. He had vowed to never participate in the lethal dance of politics 
ever again, for it had brought him and those loyal to him great pain. Now he held to his vow. 
''Your Holiness, I cannot and shall not involve the Scholars in your clandestine and dishonour-
able conspiracies. We will have to survive without your aid, I am afraid. I shall not lead our 
sacred order to its doom. I shall not.'' 
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IF MY SCHOOL WERE A PERSON

Simona Koleva
EG „Prof. Dr. Asen Zlatarov“ – Veliko Tarnovo

Let me tell you a story about one person. One person whose story you probably haven’t heard 
and will never hear again. He is extraordinary. “What story could be so amazing”, you’re prob-
ably wondering. Well, this person is a school.

Back when he was young everything seemed so normal – he looked like any other person, and 
felt like one – normal. He had a social life, you know, went to crazy parties with his group of 
friends, traveled to so many places and was always having fun. Until everything slowly changed.

As the days went by, he began to feel a little different. He started getting headaches and feeling 
dizzy. Everyone told him he was fine, that it was nothing to worry about. But deep inside, he 
knew something was wrong, seriously wrong, and it was getting worse. He ignored the prob-
lem for a while, but finally decided to go the doctor. He expected to hear something a doctor 
would usually say. But, oh, was he wrong. 

He explained what he was feeling to the doctor. The doctor told him to lie down so he could 
examine him. When he used his tool to check his heartbeat, he didn’t hear the usual beating 
sound. He heard thousands of tiny voices talking. “What the….”, he thought. He decided to use 
the x-ray to see what’s going on. On the monitor he didn’t see organs. He saw tiny little boxes 
and lots of long lines. “This isn’t happening”, he thought, “Not again.” He told the person to 
get up.

“I have something very serious to tell you”, the doctor said.

“Oh God. Is it that bad?”

“Look, this isn’t the first time this has happened. I’ve had a case like yours before. You see, you 
are not like not like everyone else. You’re different.”

“Okay…”, the person couldn’t understand what was happening.

“There isn’t an easy way to say this, so I’m just going to tell you. You are actually a school, not 
a person.”

Silence.

“I am a what..?”, the person asked.

“A school. There are about a thousand living people inside you right now, who are probably 
in class. You see, they live in another dimension to ours. They are smaller than us and this is 
normal to them. They are using your body as their school.”

“No way.”

“Okay, let me prove it to you. I assume you’ve had other problems you haven’t told me about. 
You have been hearing things – well the people inside are talking to each other. And some-
times the noises are louder – that’s the teachers.”

“This is insane... And you’re saying I’m not the first one?”

“No, you’re not. But I suppose that the children inside you are nicer than the ones inside the 
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previous person.”

“Why are you saying this?”

“He went crazy from all that noise. Not that I want to scare you or anything.”

“I see. So what do I do now?”

“Well, you continue your life – the same way you lived before. Just be careful with the noise.”

Ten years later…

There he is – sitting in his armchair and thinking about his weird life. The noise never stops, 
but as time went by, it started to amuse him. He found out he could listen to what people 
were saying. He learned a lot of things, he even heard a few little secrets some girl was telling 
her best friend. Once, he fell down the stairs, and found out he caused an earthquake in the 
school. One summer he went to the beach, but couldn’t enjoy it, because everyone inside him 
was complaining about how hot it was.

“My life is weird. But when you think about it, how many people can say that they are a walk-
ing school, filled with hundreds of small people? No, I am not weird. I am unique.”
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DANCE WITHOUT ME

Sena Pushkarevich
GPCE „Ivan Vazov“ – Smolyan

After the Civil War nothing was ever the same. I brought two white lilies for him – how ironic 
that something as beautiful as those flowers is such a tragedy. And ironic, is it not, the way 
people talk, walk, eat and dress, the way they think. When was the last time I stopped to taste 
the rain, to smell the dust on the ground? Had I forgotten what life was?

I laid the lilies right before his gravestone. The wind blew in an affable way, ruffling my hair as I 
sat on the grass to think. For the first time in my whole existence I felt pathetic. And every time 
I think, those detrimental faces haunt me. I see nothing but the abomination in their eyes. The 
algid look they give me, makes me shiver. I couldn’t help but cry. And so I cried until a faint, 
distant voice interrupted my silent sorrow.

‘Hello’ – he said. 

It was Kyo. He used to come here every day till he stopped. I was surprised to see him. 

‘A Queen never hides her light under a bushel – nor her head.’ – he mumbled, trying to cheer 
me up.

‘Right’ – I replied.

He sat beside me and remained silent. We never really talked much, but we had one thing in 
common – we detested the world. We hated the way people lived so lightly, their tiny, narrow 
minds. I coughed to clear my throat and lay on the cold grass, looking up the sky. I took the 
opportunity to talk.

‘I am not like the others. I live in my own, call it, peculiar world, while everyone else is having 
fun – bathing in the glory of nonchalance. And I, I am cursed to sit and stare at the hogwash 
this world gives me’ – 

Kyo said nothing and I took that as a sign and continued.

‘I don’t want to join this dance. The dance, in which people feel like super stars, taking the lead 
roles and putting on their twisted smiles, while moving to the beat of life. Do you? Because 
I don’t remember seeing someone with a book in his hand, those times are gone. I don’t re-
member the smell of the pages, I don’t remember the past. But I will not pledge my soul to the 
present.’ – the last sentence I said vehemently, unconsciously grabbing his hand. He smiled.

‘No, I don’t.’ – he replied gently, lying beside me on the grass. 

He looked up in the sky and as if there was someone, anyone, he shouted out ‘Dance without 
me.’
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YOU ONLY LIVE TWICE

Ivanela Arabadzhieva
SOU „Tsanko Tserkovski“ – Polski Trambesh

Have you ever wished you knew for certain if there was life after death? Well, you do in my 
world. From the day you are born, you’re well aware whether this is your first or second life – 
we only have two – and how much time you have left in your current incarnation. There is a 
trick, of course – you can only keep one memory from your previous life. 

I was never afraid of how I would die. I knew when it would happen and through the years of 
my childhood and adolescence, I had tried to live an exciting yet meaningful first life. It was 
never my plan, however, to fall in love. 

As the clock ticked off my final hours, I paced back and forth, covering the length of my cell 
several times, trying to steady my heartbeat. Make it worthwhile, they carve onto the golden 
pocket watches they give us at birth, to remind us that however we decide to live, we should 
not waste the chances we have. One foot in front of the other; a methodical movement to 
keep my mind busy as my life was slowly coming to its end. I realised I should be abashed by 
my crime; I should abhor myself and my terrible deed. Was I? Did? Of course not. 

I wished my cell in the tower had a window so I could get a final glimpse of the sky before I 
died. The months of being locked up had worn me off; my skin had turned to ivory, my eyes 
had grown used to the perpetual darkness of my abysmal prison. When I grew tired of walking 
around, I sat down on the straw-covered floor and rested my back against the cold stone of 
the prison wall. I drew my legs closer to my chest and as I wrapped my arms around them, I 
noticed my skin had gone transparent, the blue veins protruding like rivers drawn on an old 
map. Was I going insane or could I really hear blood rushing through me? Confined in my little 
cage, I felt like a caged bird for the first and last time in my life: a feeble, weakened creature 
chained and locked up, never to taste freedom again. 

I wondered now how I would die. Very slowly, fear had crept in, as well as despair. I did not 
want to die, not now, and especially not for this. No one had ever told me you could die for 
loving the wrong person. No one had ever warned me there were forbidden kinds of love. So 
there I was: sentenced to death for a kiss. I shiver. I suppose they wanted me to regret the re-
volting thing I had done. ‘Princes,’ my father had said, his voice thick with disappointment and 
resentment, ‘do not marry other princes.’

As they had dragged me, chained, from the castle to the tower where they kept the most dan-
gerous, scurvy criminals, I had heard spiteful, hateful words aimed at me, vile words meant 
to hurt me, which had not managed to pierce through my defenses: abomination, the crowds 
had yelled. Such an atrocity! A disgrace! I had been forced to walk barefoot, but neither my 
bleeding feet nor the loathing looks of my folk had made me feel ashamed of who I was. Chin 
up, I had walked the distance, refusing to let them see my pain. 

‘You’re trying to abase me,’ my father’s screams still rang loud and clear in my head. But ever 
since they’d captured us, the only fear – a crippling, paralysing, overwhelmingly sickening fear 
– was that of what they would do to my beloved. It was sickening, suffocating to know that this 
I would never learn. 

Even now, as I sat in my cell, hours away from facing my demise, the only thing I really felt was 
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maddening despair – for I didn’t know what fate awaited the person I loved. For all I knew, he 
was already dead and my heart clenched with pain every time I thought of him. 

I was more than certain which one memory I would take with me in my second life, a memory, 
I hoped, strong enough to help me find him when we were both reborn. 

I coughed and pressed my palm to my dry lips; when I withdrew it, there were three ominous 
droplets of blood, shockingly vivid on my pallid hand. The end was near, I realised. It would 
soon be over. 

I clung on to the memory: a sunlit meadow, sloppy, hurried kisses, fingers gently buried in locks 
of hair, slow, deliberate caresses; a drowsy memory of lazy velvety voices drenched in warmth 
and sunlight avowing eternal love: in both our lives, and in whatever was beyond. 

Suddenly, I heard a noise; I was so accustomed to the silence that it startled me, yet no mat-
ter how hard I strained to see, my eyes had grown too used to the pitch black darkness. Even 
though I couldn’t indicate the source, I could swear that I had heard a noise – footsteps? a 
murmur? a cloak brushing the marble floor? – just outside my prison cell. 

‘So, was it worth it?’ a harsh, ordinary voice, rid of the courtesy and politeness I had grown up 
listening to at court. 

At first, I struggled to find my voice, and when I spoke up – merely louder than a whisper – I 
could barely recognise it as my own. ‘I would do it a thousand times over.’

For a few painful moments, I waited for a reply but none came. I was left to ponder over who 
my strange visitor was. I could feel the watch hanging from my neck burn and pulsate (like a 
little heart, in its own rhythm) – it was almost time. As the seconds ticked by, the watch grew 
hotter and hotter, and I was fairly certain that the words would be burnt into my skin by now, 
branded. 

Make it worthwhile. Well, I had. I had made every second count. Looking back on it now, I 
wouldn’t change a single thing about the life I had lived. It occurred to me just then that there 
probably were a lot of people like me, who had fallen for the wrong person and were now 
paying the price, suffering for it. This was cruel, this was wrong; love should not be a crime. 

‘So it begins,’ the same voice from before chimed in. I could sense a foreign presence next to 
me, an eerie, aberrant air, a slight movement of the stale air in my cell. It didn’t come to me at 
first, who this could be but I knew that any human would need a torch to navigate through the 
tunnels and stairs of the prison tower. My breath caught in throat as it hit me. 

‘Hello,’ Death said to me in a quiet, soothing and composed voice. ‘Please, don’t be afraid of 
me. I find it rude when people fear me. Believe it or not, I have feelings, too.’

The voice that had at first appeared to me crude and coarse, and even simplistic, now bore a 
warm, silky tone that awfully reminded me of my lover. 

‘Now, you must be aware of the procedure: you will die. Do not be alarmed, I do believe it 
doesn’t hurt. Perhaps a slight tingling, yes. More of an inconvenience than anything else.’

I wondered how Death looked; I reached out and I could feel the fabric of His robe, rough 
and scratchy to my skin, but it gave me no reassurance. I wanted to say I was not afraid but I 
couldn’t find the strength to speak. By now, the watch was burning me so hard, I felt it would 
rip my skin if I tried to remove it.

‘I’m being very patient with you, humans, always explaining everything,’ Death sighed. ‘Your 
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elders are always so much more informed.’ After a short pause, He added, ‘So, you will die, it 
might not be pleasant, just a little bit, blah-blah. Then you will be reborn, as you must already 
know, in a new body, in a new place – it could be on the other side of the globe, for all I know.’

Maybe it was a joke because Death groaned exasperatedly at my silence. ‘You never get my 
jokes, humans! I know a lot, that was implied. Anyway, I will be there when you are born, to 
see that you are properly taken care of.’

When I remained quiet, He chimed in, a hint of sarcasm in His voice, mingled with annoyance, 
‘It wouldn’t kill you to tell me your memory now, you know, so I could give it to you in your 
next life, no biggie.’

That was when the pain began, an excruciating, unbearable pain that gnawed at my very in-
sides, ripped at my guts with a monstrous claw. I closed my eyes, blocking the blinding feeling 
as if a hammer was pneumatically smashing into my skull, and I spoke softly, relishing in the 
memory, retelling and reliving the moment with the last few breaths I was managing to catch. 
I spoke and spoke, and spoke, as my brain was being roasted, and all I wanted to do was rip my 
lungs out, or at least scream. Nauseated, I fought the urge off. 

Nonetheless, I told Death my story, gritting my teeth and digging my nails into my palms as my 
soul was trying to tear itself off this body. 

‘Peculiar,’ I heard Death say as my eyes slowly closed and I drifted off to eternal sleep. ‘Very 
peculiar indeed. You humans never cease to amaze me.’

* * *

In an immaculately white, sterile hospital, five centuries later, a baby cried out for the first 
time. The family wondered whether it was true that babies cried because they remembered 
their past lives, and on this particular occasion, they could simply not be any more correct. 

Death was sitting in an armchair in the hospital room with His arms and legs crossed. When the 
baby was born, He disentangled His limbs and swiftly stood up to approach it. He recognised 
the pale skin, the mop of reddish hair, and knew. He had been waiting for this baby for five 
hundred years. Slowly, He pulled out a heavy golden pocket watch from His inner pocket and a 
crooked grin curled His lips. He carefully hung the watch on the child’s neck, gently feeling the 
chain. This watch had a different inscription on it. 

Remember, it read, and when the cold gold touched the baby’s skin, he opened his eyes to 
meet Death’s and his cries slowly abated. 
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YOU ONLY LIVE TWICE

Stiliyan Gadzhev
MG „Baba Tonka“ – Ruse

‘There must be a mistake!’ the devil yelled. ‘The Verdict constant has never ever been a one! 
This can’t be! I’m telling you, old man, there must be a mistake here somewhere!’ ‘I checked 
it twelve times, Usher! It is true!” murmured Saint Peter. ‘I guess we must find another way to 
tell which way he should go… and I think I know just the right test!’

John Doe was an ordinary child. Neither too mischievous, nor too well-behaved. His parents 
raised him neither too good, nor too bad. The mediocre boy became an office worker earning 
the average for the country. He lived a normal life and had a reasonable number of friends, as 
well as some enemies, not much different from the ordinary human being. John lived up to 78, 
the average life expectancy of the UK, and died of a heart attack, quite common for a man of 
his age.

Saint Peter and Usher the Devil were waiting anxiously between the gates of Hell and Heaven’s 
door. They could hardly believe that such an ordinary life could cause such a rare problem. 
The two gatekeepers’ system works like this: talented mathematicians from both Paradise and 
Lucifer’s kingdom had once gathered to derive a formula which can tell whether one should 
spend their afterlife in Heaven or burn in Hell. The formula consists of various coefficients eval-
uating the weight of the good and evil throughout the person’s life. If the Verdict constant is 
less than one, the mortal human goes to Heaven, and should it be greater than one, the sinner 
is sent to eternal torture. However, John Doe had just the same value of sins and good deeds. 
And a correction in the mathematical expression had to be made. 

Just when the two were at the end of their patience, John Doe arrived. ‘Welcome to the Gates, 
John Doe,’ went the Devil. ‘We have been expecting you. Due to the unfair circumstances of 
your death, we’ve decided to give you a second chance to live.’

John looked in amazement. ‘What do you mean?!?’ he wondered. 

‘Well, you know how your wife killed you in order to get your money and marry someone 
else… You really deserve something better!’ said Usher. 

‘Before we take you to the Rebirth department, tell me…’ asked Saint Peter, ‘what will you do 
differently in your second try?’

‘For sure I won’t marry that traitor, my wife! I’ll make her life a living hell,’ the main said. The 
two gatekeepers’ eyes met as Usher took John Doe’s hand. ‘Come with me, this way,’ the devil 
giggled as he led the sinner towards his doors.

Saint Peter was sad. ‘Why would they never learn how it goes? Vendetta is God’s least favou-
rite sin of all.’
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MY AVATARS

Maria Bakalova
PMG „Akad. Boyan Petkanchin“ – Haskovo

I am like the wind. I cannot be seen nor touched, I can only be felt. One can only witness the 
effect the passing of my hand has had on one’s surroundings. I may give a gentle whistle, or I 
may blow strongly, but no matter what I do, you’re going to feel me.

If you listened really closely to try and hear me, at first you’d hear silence. Then, upon trying 
even harder, you would begin hearing a million things at once, entangled into a crystal-clear, 
multicolourful cosmic song. People have been trying to write me down on staffs, capture me 
on records and then play me back. However they only manage to catch tiny little pieces of me; 
when their hearts happen to be open, I softly sigh into them and whistle a melody or two. 
Then I smile as I watch them frantically search for a piece of paper while they hum my melody 
over and over lest they should forget it. My smile beams and I dance around them silently as 
the person’s fingers run over the piano keys or pull the strings of their guitar. I am the breath 
they take before bursting into song. When I blow a bit harder, they close their eyes. When they 
open them, I light a tiny flame inside their irises and I blow away…

I don’t visit only musicians. I am present anywhere, at any time, all one needs to do is open 
their mind and heart to let me in. Different people open up different parts of their heart for 
me. When two of them look into each other’s eyes, I sometimes plant inside of them the urge 
to hold each other’s hand. When their palms meet, I start to knit a thin velvet thread connect-
ing them which is made of the insides of their hearts. The longer they hold hands, the stronger 
I make that thread…

The strongest such threads I ever knit are the ones tying mothers and fathers to their child. No 
matter how thin the thread wears, it remains there, secure as eternity.

I guide the plump, ring-covered hand into dropping money in a beggar’s cup. I am in the eyes 
of a painter as they turn every breath they take into a stroke of their brush. I am the strange 
excitement which glows inside the writer as they bleed onto the paper through their pen…

You can always feel me when you look at children. I am their smile, their pearly peals of laugh-
ter, the way they run and dance and scream and sing with the birds in spring. 

Mostly I am like the wind. I come and go, and when I’m gone it feels as though I may never 
return… but nevertheless I always do. So simply look for me, and I will never fail to blow a soft 
breeze your way…

Can you feel me?
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THE STORY OF AN HOUR

Hrista Obretenova
GPCE “Romen Rolan” – Stara Zagora

Like any other snowflake, I was drifting through the air on a perfect snowy day. The cloud that 
gave birth to me was hanging above a busy and hectic city. For the people living there a whole 
hour did not seem much time with their busy schedules and all but little do they know, a lot 
can happen in 60 minutes.

My fellow snowflakes and I were just in the middle of our dance, when the powerful wind 
grabbed me in his strong hand and took me away from the group. At first, I was afraid but then 
suddenly I stopped on the window of a hospital. Inside I saw a not very old but exhausted – 
looking woman who was crying desperately next to a bed where a young boy was lying. His 
face was pale, his body looked unfed and weak, his eyes were closed by his sickness. All signs 
were making me think he did not have much time left…

Again this bloody wind! This time I landed on a cellphone. I overheard the sweetest conversa-
tion between two lovebirds. They were about to meet in 15 minutes in the center. The male 
voice over the phone said he would take a cab to get to the center faster. They both ended the 
conversation with the words “I love you”. When the woman put her phone down, I was once 
again blown up in the air…

Oh, I felt the strong smell of whiskey. I was in a cab and the driver took a sip from an almost 
empty bottle of whiskey. Judging by his breath it was not his first for today. Someone opened 
the door and a charming young man got in. “To the center, please,-he said-and would you 
hurry up. I’m meeting someone.” A bit confused, the driver started the car, while hiccupping. 
The ride was not long until I heard the breaks but the car could not stop, I heard screams and 
then… I was in the air again. I flew over the center and a young woman caught my attention. 
She was waiting impatiently for someone who I had the odd feeling would not come…

Strangely, I landed on the window of the sick boy’s room. However, this time the doctor was 
also there. He was just telling the woman: “I have some great news for you. A few minutes ago 
a car crash tool place near the center. The taxi driver and his passenger did not make it… But 
fortunately the young man who was in the cab is the donor we needed to save your son’s life.”

I was standing there on the windowpane and thought how much can happen in just an hour. 
That was my last thought before I melted under the sun, which was shining behind the clouds…
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WHEN YOU THOUGHT I WASN’T LOOKING

Krasimir Gramov
SOU “Sv. Sv. Kiril i Metodiy” – Plovdiv

I banged on the table, my fist clenched, as hard as I could. The empty green bottle near the 
edge of the table fell over and slowly rolled over the edge as if it was desperately trying to get 
away from my cold and empty gaze. The noise it made when it hit the floor resonated in my 
ear with near-deafening loudness. Just what I needed for the pounding headache I was experi-
encing. Another member for the room orchestra, consisting of the loud clock on the wall, the 
refrigerator a couple of feet away from me and the wretched birds outside my window, singing 
happily. 

I added a deep sigh on top of this musical piece and turned my attention back to the letter I 
was almost done writing in front of me.

“It’s all his fault… It must be,” I whispered as I began reading over the chaotically written piece 
of text on this old sheet of paper in my hands.

“Dear Ryan… Is what I would say if I could keep up this lie. Dreadful Ryan, memories can be 
vile, repulsive little brutes. Like children, I suppose. But can we live without them? Memories 
are what our reason is based upon. If we can’t face them, we deny reason itself. Although, why 
not? We aren’t contractually tied down to rationality. Not you and me, at least. There is no 
“Sanity clause.” I wish there would be to guide me through these dark years. But here’s some 
advice – if you find yourself locked onto an unpleasant train of thought, heading for the places 
in your past where the screaming is unbearable, remember there’s always madness. You can 
just step outside and close the door on all those dreadful things and lock them away. Insanity 
is the emergency exit. The one I’ve used so often in the past years. But the lock has recently 
started jamming and I can’t stand that. Not. One. Bit. As exactly as each day after December 
6th. That night I visited Julia’s house. Lights were off so I was about to leave but the sound 
of glass shattering brought me back, trembling. I saw what you did there. The kitchen knife’s 
blade was shining. It’s pretty light I could stare at for days. But it was half-missing. Or hidden. 
Hidden deep within my classmate, our classmate’s gut.

Countless sleepless nights, countless empty bottles and thousands of pounds of regret. And 
it’ll stay that way…” 

“Hmm, what a cheesy ending. You deserve no less,” I thought as I released yet another sigh. 
Within seconds there was nothing left of the letter but small little pieces of paper, left behind 
to do nothing but keep the bottle company.
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THE STORY OF AN HOUR

Dimitar Todorov
GPCE “Romen Rolan” – Stara Zagora

Chaos theory applied in practice would make for a great brain teaser. In fact, accurate predic-
tions of chaos theory would make predicting the future quite possible. Can you imagine that 
kind of power? Sadly, at this stage, such a feat is impossible. And that’s too bad because maybe 
knowledge of the future could have changed the fate of Tom Drummer and his crew.

Drummer was about to embark on a journey into space, challenging the final frontier as a 
demonstration of humanity’s power and potential. He was in the NASA changing room, strap-
ping on his astronaut boots in the company of the rest of his eight-man crew and looking at a 
portrait of Buz Aldrin. Idle chit-chat covered up the nervousness the men had – they could hear 
the chants and screams of joy of the crowd outside. Their mission was experimental – the first 
manned trip to Mars. To be honest, nobody was sure whether the men would come back – a 
trip truly for the bravest of souls. The current global situation was quite reminiscent of the time 
of Armstrong’s trip to the moon. Literally the whole world was watching – the people in Rio 
started their annual festival early, Americans were up to their chins with patriotic flags, Russians 
were cracking open bottles of vodka in anticipation, Indians were making more hand gestures 
than the human eye can register and the sky was basically lit up with fireworks. The reason for 
this mission’s importance and the preparatory celebration was not only its inherent danger but 
also because it would be the first attempt of colonization. This was no time to chicken out. 

Drummer and the others stepped out in the deck, which connected to the entrance of the 
brand new NASA rocket, Curiosity, named after the rover that first stepped in Mars years ago. 
The crowd cheered wildly as the crew slowly made its way to the rocket, waving and smiling. 
They entered, took their seats and strapped in, the sun’s gleam in their eyes. An almost omi-
nous voice started counting…

“T minus 10, 9, 8, 7 …”

The men grew more anxious by the second. The world held its breath as the counting continued.

“6, 5, 4, 3, 2 …”

Drummer held his finger over the ignition switch. His heart was beating at 160 bpm, adrena-
line coursing through his veins.

“1, Ignition!”

Boom!

A sky-piercing explosion was heard through millions of TVs, radios and streams. The rocket was 
engulfed in red-hot flames, debris flew for kilometers. The impact wave threw anyone within 
10 kilometers, man and animal. Anything in proximity to the rocket was evaporated in seconds. 
The cheering of the crowd turned in to screams of terror, with casualties in the hundreds.

See, for what humanity considered the most important hour in history was only the second 
most important. The first absolutely essential and integral hour was the one through which the 
chief engineer slept. Maybe if his alarm hadn’t broken that day, maybe if there was less traffic, 
maybe if he hadn’t stopped to buy cat food, he would have had time to check the primary en-
gine’s fuel valve and ignition. But that’s chaos theory for you.


