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This notebook makes everything you write come true
1st place, Preslava Divcheva, Azbuki Private Primary School, Sofia

Today has been a very strange day. My mother asked me to go up to the ceiling to clean. I
started cleaning but saw something very strange. I saw a box. The box says DO NOT OPEN in capital
letters. But something was pulling me. Something inside me wanted to open the box.
That's why I did it. I opened the box and saw only one notebook. The notebook was black and
dusty. There was a label on the black cover and on it was written "Property of Anna Covey." I didn't
know a girl named Anna Covey, but I opened the notebook. Nothing was written inside it. But I looked
a little longer and saw that words were appearing on the page. It said, "This is a book that does
everything you want to come true, but be careful what you wish for because it will have
consequences.
Then the text disappeared. I didn't know what to do. After all, how can I tell my mother that I
opened the forbidden box. I tidied up the ceiling but I put the notebook in my bag. I decided to call
the only person I could trust, Dexter. He is my neighbor and we are best friends.
After about five minutes he came to us. I didn't have a father or a sister or a brother‐in‐law,
so Dexter and I were the ones left in the house when my mom left. I told him about the notebook. At
first, he thought I was crazy, but then he believed me. I opened the notebook and he told me to write
something. I wrote the first thing I could think of, and that was the word "dog." A word was written in
the notebook, which was "Ok."
I felt something next to me. It was a real dog. I didn't know who it was or where it came from.
I was scared. I told Dexter it might not be a good idea to write in the notebook, but he objected. He
grabbed the notebook and began writing in it. He wrote all sorts of words. I didn't know that, but the
more we wrote in the notebook, the more problems we created.
He didn't stop writing in the notebook. And strange things started happening. Cars began to
fly, the weather changed every five seconds. But the worst was yet to come. From smaller problems,
they got bigger. For example, things in the room started disappearing. There were giant tornadoes
that had sprung up out of nowhere. People began to disappear. One by one. As he wrote, I looked out
the window as I was watching what was happening outside the house. And you're probably
wondering how I found out people were disappearing, I'll tell you now.
As I said, I was looking at the neighborhood. Dexter kept writing. Everything seemed calm for
a moment. And then I heard a woman's scream. So loud that everyone in the neighborhood heard
her. That was the scream of Ms. Miller, who had a newborn baby. She shouted that the child had
disappeared in her arms. Then she disappeared too. Everyone in the neighborhood disappeared. I
shouted at Dexter to stop writing, but I didn't get an answer. I shouted again and he did not answer
me, I turned around and saw that Dexter was gone. I took the notebook and on one of the pages I saw
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a painting of Dexter. And on the other page was a painting of Mrs. Miller's. Then I realized that people
do not disappear but the notebook eats them.
I was very scared. I decided to burn the book. I ran to the kitchen and picked up a lighter. I ran
out into the yard and burned the book. Then the sky turned red. It began to rain very hard. I thought
this was the end but it was not. The sky turned blue like normal. The people who had been eaten by
the notebook came back. Everything worked out. While I was dancing that I had saved everyone, I
heard a voice that was thanking me. I didn't know the voice. Then I realized that it was the voice of
Anna Covey, who actually owned the book but was locked in it.
I remember this day. I was scared but I am happy that it ended well.
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Where do all the missing socks go?
2nd place, Amanya Jawad, Preparatory School, Islamabad
Have you ever wondered why your socks always go missing? And why is it just one of the pair? Why
are the missing socks always different colors and designs? I have a theory. It may be right it may be
wrong but it is what I think. If you want to find out what my theory is then keep reading.
I believe that somewhere, in a far‐off land, there is a world full of pixies and elves. That world
probably has shops and different jobs too. So, one elf, named Periwinkle, is an artist. She tries to
impress everyone but is left in the dust. One fine, cheery morning she had a brilliant idea. She thought
that to impress her fellow elves and pixies she had to make something that had never been seen or
even heard of before. So, she set off and came across a human village. Periwinkle was a very curious
elf. So, she could not stop herself from looking through the windows. In the first window, she saw a
kitchen. There were many people inside it, very busy cooking food, but they all were wearing very
weird hats. 'I could make a painting with the hats as brushes, she thought, 'but it might look the same
as all my other paintings.' Sighing, she looked through another window. In it she saw a tailor's shop.
There was lots of fabric there. 'Maybe I could make a tapestry,' she thought, but I don't know how to
sew. Starting to lose hope she looked through another window. She saw a little boy's room. There
were clothes everywhere but there was one piece of clothing that caught her eye. It was a sock! I
don't know why socks caught her eye but maybe she just found them appealing. I could make a kind
of sculpture out of this,' she thought, yes, that's it! I will make the best sculpture in the world!' She
quietly tip‐toed her way into the house and snatched up a sock. She returned to her workshop and
thought of what kind of sculpture to make. After hours of deep thinking she cried out 'I got it!' Now
every day she sets out in search of socks. She made sure to get different colors and patterns each
time. One she gathered enough socks, she made the sculpture. You might be wondering what kind of
sculpture she made. To answer your question, it was an enormous statue of herself. 'Statue isn't quite
right,' she muttered to herself, 'I shall call it a....... sockture!' When she presented the sockture
everyone loved it. They started making requests for their own sockture. That is how Periwinkle turned
into a famous artist.
This is why one of your sock is always missing, because of an elf named Periwinkle, the most famous
artist in elf and pixie village. Do you agree with me or do you have a theory of your own?
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Where do all the missing socks go?
2nd place, Roan Gochev, Baba Tonka Mathematic High School, Ruse

Do you know why when someone loses their sock and forgets about it, nobody can find it again?
Probably not.
But I will tell you why. How do I know? Well, I’m a sock myself.
It all started when Mike accidently kicked me under the bed. I wasn’t fancy at all ‐ I was just a pure
white sock and that’s why the boy forgot about me very quickly.
Around a month after that something strange happened. I was watching a spider, because there was
nothing else to do, and suddenly the room disappeared!
Everything became so colourful! It was like I was in a rainbow and I closed my eyes. That is how I
found the Forgotten World.
When I opened my eyes, I gasped – in front of me there was a giant city. It looked normal, but there
wasn’t a single person. Instead there were thousands of socks running around.
A red sock with purple flowers came to me and said:
“Hello there! Welcome to the Forgotten World!”
“What?”, I asked.
“When people forget about something for over a month, it gets send here. All these socks were
forgotten, just like you.”
“And there are only socks?”
“No, there aren’t only socks, but for some reason they get forgotten the easiest out of all the other
things.”
I was very confused.
I started walking around the city, because I didn’t know what else I was supposed to do. Everybody
was busy ‐ most of them were making weapons or training how to fight with a sword.
“What’s happening?”, I asked one of the socks.
“You don’t know?”, they asked. “The Others are going to attack us any second now!”
“The Others?”
“Everyone else, who is not a sock. They made fun of us for how we’re almost the only thing that gets
forgotten and we started a war.”
“That’s not a reason to start a war!”
“Long ago we found a way to return to the “real” world. We needed to put five special crystals in the
center of the city. We found only four of them. The last one was found by the Others and they didn’t
want to give it to us. That’s another reason for the war.”
What was my luck? How did I get sent to the Forgotten World exactly when there was a war?
Suddenly everybody became quiet. The socks got in five long lines.
The Others were near the city and were ready to attack. Their leader was a flashlight with a staff. In
the staff there was a blue crystal – I immediately knew it was the special fifth one.
I didn’t know how to fight with a sword, so the only way for me to survive was to get the crystal and
return to the “real” world.
The Others attacked and so did the socks.
The war was long and loud, there were a lot of cut socks, broken rulers and pens.
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Their leader – the Flashlight and few pencils (his guards) came my way. I panicked and hid in a
trashcan. In there I found a wooden plank.
Then I got an idea!
I waited for the Flashlight to come right next to the trashcan and hit him with the plank so hard, that I
knocked him out and he dropped his staff.
Before the pencils realized what had just happened, I grabbed the crystal and started running to the
center of the city. The guards tried to catch me, but I was too fast.
In the center there were five big holes and in four of them there were crystals. I quickly put the fifth
one in last hole.
Suddenly a light blue beam appeared from the sky. Then I found myself in the rainbow again and
after a minute I was in the “real” world again.
Mike pulled me from under the bed and smiled:
“Where were you?”
From that day on I became Mike’s favourite sock.
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This notebook makes everything you write come true
3rd place, Bozhidara Nikolova, ESPA School, Sofia

For Christmas I got a notebook
There I wrote that I want to know how to cook.
The only thing was that…
I didn’t become a cook but a cat!
Then I wrote I wanted only one thing…
And that was “I want to sing”.
Accidentally this time I became a dog
And I broke the clock!
The third time I wrote:
“Can I have a boat?”.
After a blink in my room there was a boat,
covered with a coat.
The boat was taken for a long trip.
But from a boat it turned into a ship!
However, I found a new cave
And decided to be brave.
I went in and a little world was discovered ‐
It wasn’t anymore from the world covered!
At the end I opened one eye
I was in the boring classroom and started to cry.
Finally the bell rang
But the notebook wasn’t a dream‐prank!
It was real and as it needed to look..
Even after a while it made me sing and cook!
I was the happiest person ever..
And I could say I felt it like forever!
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The Curious Friendship between the Sun and the Cloud
1st place, Meerub Farid, Lahore Grammar School, Senior Ghalib Market

In the blue, serene and calm sky
In the sea of tranquility, way up high
Lived the faithful Cloud and the Sun, his friend
And on whom each other did they depend
Sun shone brightly all day long,
Whilst Cloud soothed her with his song
But when the Sun could shine no more
When all her limbs were stiff and sore
Cloud drifted infront of her, and hid her all
Because by no means was Cloud small
Shading the humans below, and resting the Hot Star above
Cloud stood resolutely, showing the signs of his love.
And when the Sun sang with joy
Cloud jumped into action and started to deploy
Tears of friendship and adoration
And when merged with the sunlight of jubilation
Created the scenic illustration
A rainbow, depicting their trust
But alas! As all friends must
The Sun and the Cloud started to fight
Cloud went up to the sun and asked her upright
To give credit to him as he made the colourful curve
But this statement jolted Sun’s nerve
Sun told Cloud, as politely as you please
That it was of no use to pointlessly tease
As the rainbow was indeed her invention
And she’d like to turn his attention
To the fact that without her rays
There would have been nothing to praise
Except darkness and everlasting night
And she thought that this was enough to prove her right
“Without me water vapour wouldn’t be made
Without me I am afraid,
You wouldn’t be standing here,
I hope I made my point clear.”
But Cloud, he started to jeer
“That must be the joke of the year!
You’re just a lazy burning ball of flames
And every day you play games
Allow me to justify of fact
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That at fame you are quite inexact,
The humans, they crave for my shade
For my coming, they have always prayed
But you just stand there and burn.”
And at this the Cloud started to turn
A nasty dark shade of grey
He thundered, “do hear what I say?”
But Sun had already drifted away,
Hiding tears, that darkened the day
Seeing his big mistake Cloud started to cry
And a storm started to form, way up high
It raged all day and all night
Until, the moon rushed to his plight
And calmed him by telling him that
It was no time to rain or to show combat
Now was the time to apologize
Cloud gazed into moon’s solemn eyes
Nodded and made up with sun
The hatred between them was undone
Thus is the curious friendship between both
At one time they love, the other they loath
Not unlike us humans don’t you agree?
Not unlike at any degree.
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Why did the ghost cry on Halloween Day?
2nd place, Iliyana Slavova, 19th Secondary School Elin Pelin, Sofia

It was a fairly great afternoon, me and my friends went trick or treating. We’ve seen many creative
outfits in the last few years, but this year was pretty boring. I haven’t even seen one house decorated
for Halloween! I’m very disappointed. My friends seemed to have fun, but I was miserable. Did
something happen? Why is everything so sad looking? Barely anyone answered the door when we
knocked on it. It wasn’t much of a candy heist this year.
My two friends, Tom and Kai, wandered off to a house, while I sat on a bench. I was scrolling through
social media looking at Halloween posts. Everything seemed so decorated in the pictures. I was
jealous. Time went by, and I didn’t even notice. I looked around, and I couldn’t see Tom, neither Kai. I
ran around in panic, and still no trace of them. I went to sit on the bench again. Scrolling through
social media couldn’t stop my panic. My phone had low battery, and I didn’t know my way home. And
then, I saw it. A child in a costume! A ghost costume! I couldn’t believe it! I ran to the kid. “Hello! Are
you also here to go trick or treating?” The kid remained silent and looked at me. “You can see me?”
The kid said. I was confused, thinking it was one of those pranks on Halloween. I was wrong. The child
walked through my body. It really did. “You’re dead?! An actual ghost. Unbelievable!” The ghost
looked at me and said “It’s more unbelievable that you can see me, don’t you think?” Sassy much… It
sat down on the bench, looking around. I asked “What’s your name?” “Name’s Destiny. My friends call
me Ghost.” I sat down next to her wondering why her voice was so silent. Maybe it’s because Destiny
was a ghost? I wasn’t so sure. But then, she put her hands on her face, as it looked like she was wiping
her tears. “Are you crying?” I asked with no hesitation, but you know what they say “Curiosity kills the
cat”. She took off her costume. Her face was filled with scars. Her left ear was missing. Her hair was
cut off in a weird way. Her eyes were crystal blue. She was crying. “I hate Halloween!” She screamed.
Confusion hit. I was still stunned by her looks. I couldn’t say anything, neither ask. Was there an
accident? Did someone attack her causing her death? She folded on the bench, sobbing.
Destiny was more miserable than me. I wanted to know her story, I wanted to comfort her. “Why do
you hate Halloween?” I shouldn’t have asked that. She looked at me with a frown. I only felt anger in
her aura.
“My brother is a monster without a costume. He didn’t have to use me as a test subject to see if literal
acid wasn’t radioactive. I hate him. I hate all of them. And they didn’t do anything about it. They can
burn in a ditch for all I care.”
She was dead serious. Get it? Okay, sorry. I was disgusted. How could someone do that to their
sibling? It sounded like he was her big brother too. I can’t believe it. Is this why she hates Halloween?
Because of her sibling? “Halloween only reminds me of that day. I hate it. That’s why I kept stealing
candy from houses. So people won’t celebrate it. I hate it.” She couldn’t stop crying.
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I thought about hugging her, but yeah… She’s a ghost. Destiny genuinely looked like a nice girl. I
couldn’t stop her from crying. She looked younger than me. I’m so sorry Destiny, you didn’t deserve
that. But I had a plan.
“Where is your brother right now?” I asked her, hoping she’d answer.
“He’s at the graveyard.” I didn’t think too much of it. I should’ve. “Can you lead me to there?” She
nodded with a grin. We went to the graveyard. I looked around but I couldn’t see anyone.
“Where is he?” She ignored me and kept walking. Then she stopped at a grave stone. ‘Destiny Hollow’
was engraved on it. “Lean down.” She said. I leaned down with my ear to the ground. There was
screaming. He was screaming. I looked at Destiny with fright on my face.
“Destiny hit him.” She said with a sinister grin.
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Why did the ghost cry on Halloween Day?
3rd place, Andrea Ivanova, Uwekind International School, Sofia

The ghost hurried to the exit of the station which was departing for the human realm. He had waited
months to see his loved ones again and the day had finally come. On hallow’s eve every ghost was
able to visit their living relatives and as expected the trains were packed with ghosts young and old,
short and tall, some that have been there for centuries and some that have been in the ghost realm
for just a week. As the announcement for the last train of the evening popped up on the
announcement screen all of the remaining ghosts scurried to platform 13 to catch it.
Luckily the ghost was able to make it to the entrance of the last train cabin just in time and as the
doors shut behind him, he started to look around for a seat. To his dismay most of the seats were
already full and he knew his weak body would give out if he stayed on his transparent feet. As he
looked around one final time, he saw a ghost who was wearing a dark cloak around his shoulders,
though it was rather useless since it didn’t cover his rather snazzy suit, but strangely tacky, roster‐like
hair. The ghost came closer as he taped the other guy on his shoulder. The latter looked at him with
an annoyed and tired expression. The ghost looked at the seat opposite of the strange entity, hoping
he got what he meant. As the strange ghost nodded, the other sat politely in the free seat. Minutes
passed as the silence amongst the two got more and more awkward by the second, sucking their
dead souls out of their bodies.
“So... what brought you here, sir?” the seemingly younger ghost asked, brushing a hand through his
white hair. The cloaked ghost responded with a low chuckle “Isn’t it obvious, everyone here is on this
train for the same reason, visit someone they’ve lost.”. The latter, smiled awkwardly realizing how
dumb his question was. “But anyways, the name’s Tamiel. Yours?” the tacky haired guy reached out
his hand for a handshake which the younger one happily took. “I’m Kepharel!”. And from there the
two talked for the rest of the trip as hours passed by like minutes.
A female voice suddenly echoed through the speaker of the train. “Last stop!”. As the two ghosts
looked around they realized there were barely any people left at this point “Well, that’s my stop.... I
guess this is a goodbye?” Kepharel asked. “I’d beg to differ, for I get off here as well.” the older man
responded in a fancy manner, which made the latter giggle. “Well let's head out then!” Kepharel
headed out at a fast pace, dragging Tamiel with him. The two pushed their way past security, as
Tamiel adapted to the other’s speed, intertwining their fingers, so they didn't lose each other. When
the cold air passed through their bodies the two finally stopped, visibly a bit tired. “Wow!... I haven’t
trained like that in years…” the older said, trying to steady his breath. Kepharel nodded “This reminds
me of my volleyball days...”. “You used to play?” The rooster‐head asked, with surprise and
excitement in his catlike eyes. “Of course! I used to be the ace and captain of my team... Oh, I wish I
could go back to those times!” “I used to be a captain too, in my glory days. We should play once we
get back.”. The younger one nodded in agreement. “But for now, let's get going!” he insisted. “I’m
headed off to east park, you?” asked Tamiel. “Me too! Maybe the ones you want to visit and one I
want are together!” “Doubt it, but who knows.” the cloaked ghost shrugged.
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The two arrived at east park after thirty minutes or maybe an hour, they didn’t know and they didn’t
care. As they looked around the benches, they spotted a guy with blonde hair with black roots that
came to the middle of his neck and another guy with short curly black hair and small square glasses.
The ghosts’s eyes lightened once they saw the two, camly speaking over a cup of hot chocolate on the
bench, admiring the falling leaves. As Kepharel went to admire the two, hugging the one with shorter
hair, Tamiel stayed behind admiring the three, as a smile crept onto his face, seeing his best friend
since forever, finally recover. Tamiel and the pudding head had been friends for as long as he can
remember and after his death Cassiel wasn’t the same, isolating himself even more than before, but
there he was now, making friends, laughing and growing. Before he knew it, Tamiel was already crying
as the smile on his face became even wider. It didn’t take Kephrael long to see the tears streaming
down the other’s cheeks. He quickly ran to him, hugging him. “Ey, ey… What’s up?” “It’s nothing
Keph, I’m just happy… he hasn’t made a friend of his own since I’ve known him and look at him
now…”. The white‐haired man hugged him tighter, letting him cry on his shoulder, but sadly before
the two knew it was already sunrise. “Are you ready to go, Tam?” “Yeah… let's go.”. As the two
walked to the train station with smiles on their faces it would all be alright.
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The land was completely covered in ice, all but that one tree
The Tragic Story of Life
1st place, Mehraal Syed, Pakistan

Life is such a puzzle, a mystery yet to be solved
Yet so many of us just come and go from this world as the time ticks on the clock
Many have tried to discover the secret of living life in an ever so wonderful way
But sadly, something understood by all is that we never feel content no matter what who says
There will always be that one soul that stands tall in the dark
It sheds its tears and cries and becomes weary so, yet it knows its place in a world so tough
When an icy layer of harshness hits it, it would presumably crumple away bit by bit
It stands with its head high, its spine straight and knows never to quit
All it feels is pride and joy until it looks around, slowly it begins to see souls much higher and joyous to
surround
That one soul, that one tree that isn’t covered in ice yet wants to sink in all the sorrow and tragedies
of life
Holding it up are just a few beliefs
A few that share its pain throughout, to stop it from doing something so wrong
Giving up instead of standing strong
So much putting it down, when it looks at what surrounds
Trees much brighter, much eloquent, much beautiful
Here it stood too afraid to say a word
To voice its thoughts, to be bold enough
The trees around just put it off
It prepares itself for tougher times, for it knows there’s more to come
It pulls itself together and tries to play along
It’s hard to stay strong when you look on all sides
Feeling broken and torn is alright sometimes
Having so much expected of you, no wonder you fell apart piece by piece and shattered in pieces so
few
You may have shattered in only a few pieces, but you can’t be put back together
For the world finally tore you down and hurt you forever
The land around is covered in ice, but you still try to stand sturdy
You were told that it’s every man for himself and you decided you weren’t worthy
You see them collapsing and fear for yourself, how long can you pretend to be living in a world of
wonders without regrets
It hurts!
It pierces right through and you feel so down, so blue, so melancholy
To all those who saw you stand tall and began to think of you highly
To that one tree that stays sturdy when the land around is covered in ice
To that one champion that seeks victory and glory at any price
To the one among the rest who believes in himself and thinks he knows the worth of life itself
Believing is truly the most difficult virtue that must be valued and up held
15

Invictus you remain and you shan’t wither away
For you didn’t give up and you didn’t betray
Truly that one tree that stands was loyal to itself, and it prayed and thought throughout
It wanted to fall, to wither, to sway, yet it stood tough and proud
After all, there comes a day when we all must fade away
To let go gracefully with all the pains and sorrows that we encounter on this reckless ride called life
Showing the true beauty and elegance of how we must learn to leave it all to time
For the land was shown to be completely covered in ice, all but that one tree!
It stood bravely, courageously, tall and strong just waiting to be freed!
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I went to bed on New Year’s Eve and woke up in 2026
1st place, Alexandra Atanasova, Asen Zlatarov Language High School, Haskovo

It was New Year’s Eve. I was laying in bed, but I still heard my family yell “Happy New Year!”
from the living room. I was too sleepy for the celebration, so I decided to just put on my ear plugs. I
closed my eyes and soon drifted into sleep.
***
“Look, the humans are doing one of these weird celebrations again,” said one of the aliens.
“They are always so happy when they start a new level of the simulation.”
The other alien looked at the screen and decided to leave the humans alone for a while.
“They deserve some time on their own, don’t they? Let’s leave them for now and come back
to log the quests for the new level in.”
The first alien agreed with the offer and both of them left the lab.
***
“Beep, beep, beep” my alarm clock went off. I opened my eyes and stared into the ceiling for
a bit. “Wait, it’s now 2022, isn’t it?” I thought. A subtle smile grew on my face as I was combing my
hair and putting on my slippers. I heard a notification from my phone and grabbed it to answer the
message. But then I froze for a second. On the screen, where the date is displayed, it said
“01.01.2026”. It had to be some sort of mistake. I decided to go to my parents’ bedroom and ask my
dad to change it back to normal.
I knocked on the door and walked in. He was sitting on his desk like usual, working on a
document.
“Dad? Can you help me change the date of my phone? I think there is some sort of mistake.”
He took the phone, unlocked it and subtly laughed.
“Are you trying to make fun of me? Yesterday was the last day of 2025, you went to sleep but I’m sure
you remember it was New Year’s eve. Now, leave me alone, I’ve got stuff to do.”
***
The lights turned red. This announced a bug in the system. Just as the aliens were walking
down the hallway towards the exit they heard the system announce that there has been an issue with
the code and one of the humans has been transferred to the wrong level. Both of them quickly ran
back to the door and sat down on their desks.
“The system has tracked that the human just realized the issue. It will start to ask other
humans about it and they will soon find out what has happened. We have to quickly choose what to
do with it, we can’t just leave things this way.”
“You know, the Boss just developed a program for memory erasure. Wanna try it? It will be a
double bonus, we’ll test the system and get rid of the bug.”
“Alright, let’s give it a try.”
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They opened the program, typed in the girl’s ID number and clicked “erase”. The progress bar
started filling up and soon, a message “FAILURE” was displayed on the screen. The aliens panicked.
What were they going to do now?
***
I couldn’t keep up with everything that was happening. It had somehow become 2026 instead
of 2022 and everyone was acting like I’m joking with them. I decided to take a stroll outside to clear
up my thoughts. As I was walking I saw a girl around my age wander around with a scared look on her
face. She stopped me and asked me if I went to sleep in 2021 and woke up in 2026. “So I’m not the
only crazy one?” I asked myself. I answered the girl’s question and she looked relieved.
“I’m looking for people who encountered the same problem as me because I think it’s too
strange to keep quiet about it. We’ll file a report and we’ll send it to the national TV programme.
Maybe they’ll share it and the government will do something about it.” she exclaimed.
I was still shocked by the news that I’m not alone in this. We wrote our report and e‐mailed it.
Now, we had to wait for an answer.
***
“Look! There’s more humans that are on the wrong level! The Boss is going to kill us!” one of
the aliens screamed. It didn’t want to die. “It’s all because we left the lab to take a break early. If we
had stayed things wouldn’t have gone this way…” it thought.
“Calm down, please. Listen and don’t get mad at me. I think we should just delete the humans
that were sent to the wrong level. There’s 7 billion people in the simulation, no one’s going to notice
if we remove 3 or 4 of them, right?”
The first alien thought about the idea for a second and then agreed. Even if it felt bad for
having to kill these innocent humans, it prioritized its own life. And so, they looked up the program for
subject removal, opened it and put in the humans’ ID codes.
***
I suddenly felt very dizzy. I blacked out and felt my head hit the ground. All of my memories
flashed before my eyes. I heard a voice, which sounded quite far away, scream my name. But
moments after, it stopped and I heard a loud thump.
I woke up in an enormous white room and saw a bright light in front of me. It looked like a
huge screen. I looked closely and noticed flashy letters that wrote “The simulation has ended for you.
You have died.”
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The land was completely covered in ice, all but that one tree
2nd place, Christian Georgiev, Professional Mathematic High School Acad. Sergei Korolev, Blagoevgrad

Winter can be breath taking. The long white fields are truly a sight to behold, such beautiful views can
be seen in so many places, but it is still the coldest time of year. The longer you stay outside in the
snow you realize that it isn’t as nice as it seems. As the cold fills your mind you just want to stay
inside.
Now look at that tree in the distance, the one that’s green, the one that’s still in the sun light. Do you
see it? Do you feel the warmth from seeing the sun light illuminate everything around it? It fills you
with joy, doesn’t it? It’s the last bit of spring left, and as the clouds slowly fade away, its colors will be
as white as everything around it. But it fills you with hope for the next season. It fills you with hope for
the future. It’s a reminder that things never stay the same and that you must move on.
Now look at the tree again. The light has faded away and it lost its color. But it’s still there, it will
always be there, and it will get its colors back eventually. Small setbacks must not stop anyone, bigger
issues will come with time, and everyone goes through them, nothing is unavoidable. And as time
goes on, we will learn that.
And now look at the tree for the last time. It’s beautiful and green yet again. It got through the winter
just like everybody has to go through many setbacks. This cycle will repeat over and over, and we
must learn from our mistakes to move on. Nothing lasts forever, that includes good times. Enjoy them
while you can because the worst is yet to come, and you will have to endure it.
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If we shouldn’t eat at night, why is there a light in the fridge?
2nd place, Christian Yordanov, Vocational School of Foodstuff Technologies Atanas Chengelev,
Peshtera

Spring break had just started. My parents were on a business trip for the week. I decided to host a big
party on the weekend.
I think at least 50 students were cluttering the house by 5 pm. It`s safe to say we had a great night. I
woke up completely wasted and checked my phone, it was 3 in the morning. My head hurt and the
house looked – and smelled like a dumpster set on fire. While lying in bed, I thought a midnight snack
would help me fall asleep again. This would eventually lead to my night being ruined. I slid off my bed
and started stumbling towards the kitchen. As soon as I opened the door a disgusting, foul smell hit
me like a truck. I almost considered going back to my room and in hindsight I should have. Pinching
my nose tight I walked into the kitchen, baring witness to the source of the vile smell. The bin was
burnt. I was being assaulted by the aroma of burning plastic, vomit and whatever spoiled food was in
that bin beforehand.
The pure disgust I felt at that moment could not rival anything I had experienced in my 16 years of
life. The smell was so strong I was gagging by just breathing it in through my mouth. I held my breath
and immediately grabbed the bin with both hands and power walked to our back door. I pushed it
open with my leg and threw the bin as far as I could into the backyard. I could finally breathe again. I
went back to the kitchen and washed my hands several times.
It was finally time to get that god forsaken snack, if there was anything left in the fridge. I silently
crouched down infront of the fridge, lowering my head on the same level as the door of the fridge. If
the door had eyes right now, we’d be making eye contact. Fridge‐to‐human relations, that would be
strange. I take hold of the door handle and pull it back in a fast motion. My eyes are blinded by a
scorching light. I recoil backwards in horror as my red eyes start watering. I fall flat on my back as I put
my hands over my eyes and roll on the ground, groaning in pain. The light was imprinted on my
eyeballs, it shined while they were closed. At that moment I wished I had never woken up that night. I
slowly recovered and started crawling towards the fridge to close the door, my parents would kill me
if they found out the ice in the freezer had melted. I inched closer by the second. My head hit the
edge of the door and I blindly slammed it closed. I could finally open my irritated eyes. As I walked
over back to my room I lay on my bed, knowing I won’t be able to keep my eyes closed without them
watering. I practically cried myself to sleep that night.
The light in the fridge isn’t meant to help you eat at night, it’s meant to stop you.
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If we shouldn’t eat at night, why is there a light in the fridge?
3rd place, Karina Docheva, First Language High School, Varna

I was five years old when I was first introduced to this question. And I have made a thousand theories
but after some time I forgot about the question and the thousands theories of mine.
But why am I telling you this?
Well you see this question was brought up to me by no other than my four year old cousin. At first I
heard him asking the adults in the room but they all gave him the typical and boring adult answer:
‐Where did that question come from? Hmmm...How about you go ask your father?‐said his mum.
But when he went to ask his father Mark was faced with almost the same answer:
‐Ah, kids these days...I think you have been watching too much TV. Go ask your mum, she should
know.
Hearing what happened from the other room I couldn’t leave things like this. Which meant that I had
about thirty seconds to figure out what to tell Mark. And that’s when it hit me, all of the ideas I had as
a child! Looks like they will be helpful.
And so, a plan was created in less than a minute!
The only thing left was to proceed with it.
I went to my closet and took a long coat and a hat, then I put some sunglasses on. If you can’t tell by
now, I’m dressing as an agent undercover.
Now masked up, I go out of my room and find Mark sitting on the couch in the living room. I slowly
made my way towards him and sat at the end of the couch. I looked at him and then moved closer to
him. Mark looked at me not knowing what was going on.
‐Psst...My partner told me that you have been asking for the light in the fridge, is that correct?‐ I said
whispering so that only he could hear me.
‐Yes. But how did you know?‐ He asked curiously.
‐I have my ways. So do you want to find out why is there a light in the fridge?‐ I asked hoping he
would agree.
‐YES!‐ he shouted excitedly.
‐Shhhhhhh! This is only for secret agents to know. And we must be carefull, we never know who is
listening.‐ I said looking around suspiciously.
Mark smiled for a second but then put on a serious face. I knew he was ready to become my new
partner.
The first thing we did was go to my wardrobe and get him a matching coat and hat. After all, he was
now my new partner. After we got that done I took him to my desk. We sat on the chairs and Mark
looked at me ready to know.
I knew this is when I have to confess:
‐I’m going to tell you something but you must promise not to tell anyone.‐ I said looking serious.
‐ I promise‐ he said, raising up his pinky.
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‐Now that we have made a pinky promise, I can trust you with my secret...Actually I have a secret job
on another planet, that’s why I have been working on this question for years. And I think that now,
having you as my partner I can solve this. But I will need your help, okay?‐ I told him.
‐Okay.‐ was the simple answer he gave me.
I looked around then went to open the last drawer. From there I took a box and put it on the desk.
The box was filled with scribbles and drawings of possible answers to the question. I took some of the
out and explained that some of them are written in the language the creatures from my planet speak.
After what seemed like hours of looking through papers, Mark found a drawing that caught his
attention. He pulled my sleeve slightly and I took it as a sign to look at him. He showed me a drawing
with some scribbles on the side.
‐Can you read what it says?‐ He asked, worried.
‐ I can try, I haven’t spoken this language in a while.‐ I responded.
I took a look at the picture and started analyzing. After thinking for a bit I was ready with an answer.
‐Here it says that the products in the fridge have a secret life that only 10 different creatures in this
Universe know about. The vegetables and fruits are the smartest products there. That’s why they are
the teachers at the fridge. Everyone there sends their children to learn from them. Even the grown
cheese with a blue beard goes to them for advice. And since everyone goes to school during the night,
when the humans are asleep, they need the light to read and write. ‐ I said, remembering one of my
theories.
‐But how do we know if this is what really happens?‐ Mark asked me.
But before I could answer the door to my room opened and there stood my uncle, telling us to come
for dinner. Me and Mark quickly hid the papers and ran to the kitchen. While Mark was washing his
hands I put a few little books in the fridge next to the tomatoes.
Before we sat at the table I asked Mark to open the fridge while winking at him. I think he got the hint
since he ran to open the fridge door. He stood there for a while then sat at the table with his eyes
widened. He then looked at me and whispered:
‐I think we solved the case.
‐Thank you for helping me agent Mark!‐ I said quietly.
Needles to say, my plan had worked even better than imagined. And I’m pretty sure my cousin had a
great time learning what is the fridge light for.
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By sparkling and cool river, a camel reflected on the past
1st place, Lyubov Yanakieva, Geo Milev Language High School, Dobrich

By a sparkling and cool river, a camel reflected on the past. His tired reflection in the clear rippling
water was staring back at him. He never had the time to observe his reflection, he looked similar to
every other camel. Despite being well groomed for a simple carrier of luggage and products the years
had taken their toll on him. His fur was no longer dense and shiny but full of bald patches and dirt
carried by the desert winds, his legs – crooked and unstable, once able to carry him and his rider
through the whole desert now barely could support his body weight. His reflection was tired, indeed.
From the years, from the hard work and from the simple burden of being an animal in such an
unforgiving climate, yet he kept staring. There was no rush. He could stand here all day near the river
and watch the distorting ripples of the water dance. Water was rare in the desert, beautiful even. The
most important currency in his life. His payment amongst food and good night rest had always been
water. Sometimes there was plenty of it, sometimes none. The desert is excruciating and unrelenting.
She won’t gift you the essence of life just like that.
But oh, the desert. The colorful sunsets always mesmerizing, fierce like fire spread among the skies
every night, as if preparing you for the freezing night. The sand, so diverse, it either beckons you to
sink your feet in its grasp and rest underneath the burning sun or forces you to seek shelter from the
hazardous sand storms who engulf everything in their path. Yes, the desert was harsh but it was his
home. His life, if you will.
He closed his tired eyes. He could move forward and try to find an oasis with trees and maybe even
other animals. But why would he? His old hooves won’t carry him more than a few miles and he didn’t
have those special bags for storing water like the people. He couldn’t navigate himself to an oasis or a
village, he never relied on his own senses and knowledge as he’d been domesticated his whole life. He
always had someone to look out for him. A human owner who gave him a companionship and safety.
Yes, he wasn’t always generous. He never let him rest when they were crossing the dunes, he never
shared the equal amount of water and supplies with him, he never praised him when he managed to
carry them through the desert under the scorching sun.
‘’But you had me, didn’t you?’’
Had. Only if you were here.
‘’But you must walk forward. Let the desert welcome you, as it welcomed all of the tribes before
you.’’
The camel squinted his eyes at that. The human tribes. He never understood them. They ate and
drank just like him, had kids and families, had four limbs and better ways to navigate the desert but
used his brothers and sisters as a transport. He got used to it all. He even seemed to look forward to
giving rides to his human. New adventures, new places. There was always something new his eyes
witnessed. The fairest life an animal could lead, up until he saw the predator side of his human’s
allies.
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He was never perfect and the camel knew that. His scarred face, tanned skin and thin lips which
always formed a frown only described the harsh life he had. He carried many blades his kind used
most of them dirty from the usage. He never had a wife to clean them up like the others had, which
was odd but not uncommon even for the camels. He was an extraordinary man, he remembered.
Sometimes during their rides he talked. He talked about the stars and the sand, about the many lands
beyond this one, about a land engulfed by the salty water. Pretty amazing things, most of them
unthinkable for a desert animal. Human knowledge had no limits, the camel knew, but so did
brutality.
One evening they arrived at a local village after 3 or 4 moons way from their usual stop. He knew his
human traded golden shiny objects, almost like the afternoon sun. He’d take them from the palms of
people play with them and whoever won took the rest of the golden suns. Later in his life he learned
from other camels that this game was called ‘’gambling’’. The camels laughed at him and told him
that someday his owner will lose everything if he doesn’t give that up and start trading products like
everyone else. Of course he didn’t believe them, but it on that one night, the desert spirits weren’t on
their side. His owner lost. Everything. All of his tiny golden suns. Desperate, he tried to rob one of the
local bandits who had just returned from a big strike. He got caught and ….
The camel got up from the edge and turned his back on the river. He started walking towards east,
his human’s lucky direction. He knew he might never reach a village or an oasis ,his was old and his
senses were dull, but he decided to do one last thing for his desert conqueror – find the star shape he
talked about the most – pisces. Creatures said to live in the salty sea, he talked about so much. His
favorite one up in the night sky, where he hoped he was resting now.
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By a sparkling and cool river, a camel reflected on the past
2nd place, Victoria Grigorova, First English Language High School, Sofia

What is it that makes liquid gold?
Day and moonlight,
hot and cold.
Is it not a fright, in the dead of night,
to see Earth’s passage glow?
And why does she make all things show?
Burrowed down in shifting stone,
come to her and weep and groan…
Why hunt her down, you measly creature?
Is she wise enough to seek her?
Huddle round and listen closely,
secret paths drawn by her sisters
invite the beasts with all their sorrow,
to hear what she has to say.
Oh rude blind water, river of tomorrow,
you have nothing and yet.. all adore you.
“You came to her?”
“And so have you”
“Reminisce or take a dip?”
“Preparing for my longest trip”
“Ah”
“I’ve been to her before.
The image sorts all out,
a life in shambles,
scrubs it clean, no shame, no doubt.
And then she hurls you back,
no time to shout.”
“Is this a gamble with the after?
Do we know as much of such disaster?”
“Disaster is a silly word,
nothing changes, nothing could.
Just looking at her makes us think,
reflection is a grounding drink.”
“I keep imagining the waste,
figures, ashes, they all leave trace.”
“And you’re not glad that it is so?”
“I hoped to lose it long ago”
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“And does it matter if you’ve parted?
When you reach the end to what you started?”
“I keep imaging the waste,
beige and stormy, horrid taste.
Carry this and carry that.
Run around and then be back.
One‐toed virtue of the home…”
“It scares you? To have it rot?”
“Disgusts me, mostly,
and not even that, it’s just the thought.
I will be remembered for a while.
And why remember me so vile?”
“Live it up and forget?”
“And have no regret”
[…]
“Is she coming now to fix the drought?”
“Gone away and closed her mouth.”
“And what is it she left?”
“A river bed”
“So our transport has arrived”
“How kind of her to write eternal tread”
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By a sparkling and cool river, a camel reflected on the past
3rd place, Raniyah Adnan, Lahore Grammar School, Islamabad

The beady eyes of a soulless camel stared back at me through the depths of the clear waters. The river
slithered all across Egypt in the most irregular manner imaginable. I turned my head to see that it flowed
along the banks of marketplaces full with all sorts of vendors, along communities of hospitable people
who never ceased to miss an opportunity to aid you and along shrines, occupied with faithful men and
women looking to bring some sort of miracles to their lives.
If you thought about it, the lives of the villagers were very dry, much like the desert they all resided in.
Every day, they had the same dull routine. Arose from their brief slumber at dawn, did their morning
rituals, carried out their business, filled their stomachs and went back to their drug‐like sleep. It was as
if the entire village collectively sighed within short intervals, to express distaste for their desiccated
lifestyles. To me, a boring life was much better than one with hardships and complications, like one that
the infamous ‘Doomed Prince’ had lived. The expression in the reflection of the water changed to a
camel frowning. Now I was the one expressing my dissatisfaction for the thanklessness of the people
here.
On the other hand, or hoof should I say, the royal family of Giza served much entertainment. I found it
hilarious how much their behaviors changed inside of the palace compared to the one they flashed and
faked to their ‘loyal subjects’. Realistically, I found they were only a family of rich spoiled figures who
did not understand how to control their temper. After throwing a very immature tantrum with his
mother, the crown prince made his way to the palace’s shrine. I smirked at the sheer irony of the
moment. The price bent down, sang songs to Ra, and prayed to him for economic and political
prosperity in the kingdom. That one is not getting his prayers answered, I thought to myself. I could
have granted his prayers if he had been a little more considerate with his parents, but oh well.
My personal favorites of the humans were the innocent children. No matter what they came across,
the younglings viewed it with utmost optimism and made the best out of what they could. They were
always thankful of the little things they received and never hesitated to muster a smile of satisfaction
and joy. Their screams and yells of glee were what erased the awkward silence of the people of Giza.
The children’s happiness was contagious and I myself smiled. I smiled for the first time in 4,000 years.
If it were not for the children, my views on mortals would have stayed constant. I tried viewing life from
the perspective of the children and felt a spark rise inside of me. The spark was of something I had
never experienced before. A sweet taste came forth in my mouth. I liked this feeling a lot. I held on it
to it for a while.
I bent my new body’s stiff neck down to get a sip of water. I was careful to maintain my balance and
deeply planted my hooves into the sand. The water was refreshing and was a much‐needed break after
all the anxiety from observing the mortals. I never quiet understood them. To be fair, I am a god and
above all the requirements they fulfill. Nevertheless, they still provide a lot to think about, and a
constant source of drama.
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I am Ra. The god of the sun himself…. as a camel. I symbolize warmth, life and growth but today, I have
taken a rest from observing the humans from above the heavens and I descended, to walk with them
in the flesh. I thought it would provide a new perspective of comprehending them, and it did. Thanks
to the Egyptian barefooted children that ran around the busy streets of Giza with cheeky smiles on their
faces and an aura of positivity. The mortals are unpredictable and capricious, which I think is the
characteristic that sets them aside from all the animals and such. I only viewed them as incompetent
little ants who did not know what was better for them, but today I have learnt they are capable of much
more. The beauty of it is that even I am not sure of what this ‘much more’ defines.
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By a sparkling and cool river, a camel reflected on the past
3rd place, Afnan Tahir, Lahore Grammar School, Wapda Town

Rushing, infinite and alive. The body of water moves creating seams of nostalgia and peace. The
environment is strangely comforting. The lucid shards of water hit my skin like arrows making them
bleed the effects of trauma, of betrayal. The pain feels good, somewhat satisfying better than the
sugar‐coated daggers I've felt before.
I stretch my wrinkled saggy face to a weak smile showing my teeth who have become pale over time.
Looking at the flowing river makes my eyes numb with pain, they fill with tears and this time I let
them out, letting out all the tears I had locked in an unending labyrinth. Everything reminds me of
him. They were right that love is hurtful but I believe betrayal is more hurtful, more traumatising,
more depressing.
We had several good moments with each other too. He, my master, I should say former master but
my escape still sounds unrealistic. I start again with my thoughts, rewinding the clock again.
From the day I came to this world he took great care of me. We were best friends, equals. He used to
take me along on journeys to far away places, he would feed me a different delicacy every time with
which he had experimented with. He used to watch Master chef and used to give me the leftovers.
The food tasted like vomit to others who tasted it but to me it was like ambrosia. The sweet nectar of
honey, the crunchy waffles, the cold mochi ice cream all come as a dream to me.
He even used to brush my grey locks and cut them yearly. He used to put them in a box and take
them to the market too. Probably to show them to his other human friends, but I was wrong. He used
to sell my hair for money, I was nothing but an asset. The thought shatters me to pieces, the bruises
of my heart ache as another scabbed wound cuts open again.
By time I got older and weaker. White crept into my deadlocks and he didn't cut my hair that often,
nor feed me diverse cuisines. I was fed dry pieces of grass. The grass spiked my oesophagus but I used
to swallow it like medicine, thinking it was good for me. My hooves also got old and rugged, they
weren't shiny as before. When I walked my steeds stabbed me with every step, every movement.
When I moved my bones cracked badly, it felt like a fracture. I used to fear that my bones would turn
to ash any second and master would be disappointed. The fear of disappointment made me act as
mirage myself, I was weak and old but I tried my best to act enthusiastic.
A sudden gush of wind runs a shiver down my spine. I shake my head and the cold gush reminds me
of the day I ran. The night before the day I was bathed after ages, my hair was brushed and cut to
perfection and I was even fed soft oats and beans with cold milk. This sudden affection made me
smile, it was an honest smile, a real smile not a practised fake one. This time my eyes filled with tears
of joy, of hope but I was wrong. Soon my dreams were crushed to the foot by tomorrow's events.
I was woken up by master himself, I thought we were going on a bonding trip like we always did so I
stood up and followed him. He perplexingly didn't place any weight on me. He took me to a large
open cemented yard. When I looked carefully I saw three young men. When I looked beside them I
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saw large blades. They were knives. First I was curious of what they were for but when I realized,
the realisation slaughtered me that second. It was swift. Beads of sweat formed on my forehead, the
slaughterers must have seen my sudden distress so they backed off a few paces, trying to give me
space to enjoy the seemingly last moments of my existence.
Suddenly I heard a car outside. I suddenly smelt ashes of burnt crop. The assaulters ran outside with
hopes to extinguish the fire but it had already started and extinguishing fire takes time, specially if the
crop is fresh, fresh like me. The fire devoured the crops and I took advantage of the situation and ran
out.
I passed through a series of numerous familiar streets, even the jalebi (a sweet dish) seller from
whom master used to buy jalebi from for his former wife. I didn't stop running. I didn't stop for breath
or even a sight of my past. I marathoned closing my eyes, I wished myself to hit a car. This death
would be less painful than the one by betrayal.
Unfortunately I didn't hit any car but coincidently ended up near the river. It was the river where we
used to come, where he used to stop to eat. My master sometimes gave me scraps of food but now
this memory remains as an island in my ocean of memory.
I drink the cold water in thirst, I feel the water moving down my throat. It surprisingly feels different. I
feel different and alive as if blowed in with a new soul, a new life and hopefully a better start.
I aim to live for myself, I aim to live freely. I smile, yet another real smile before tragedy.
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He had waited 20 years to return it
1st place, Yekta Apturahman, Otec Paisii High School, Kardzhali

July 28th 1914, Sarajevo. Archduke Franz Ferdinand, the heir to the throne of the Austro‐
Hungarian empire is dead. Killed by a young Serbian nationalist named Gavrilo Princip, the shots fired
on that fateful day would be heard throughout the world, as only a month later, the empire would
declare war on Serbia, starting the conflict, which the people of the time dubbed "The Great War".
November 11th 1918, Compiegne. Representatives of the German empire sign an armistice. The
carnage is over. After 4 years of misery, the war was at its end. Some of the terms of the armistice
included the complete withdrawal of all Imperial German forces still on foreign soil.
December 24th 1918, Gdynia. Hermann Fischer, one the last soldiers to leave the eastern
occupied territories, is on his way home. He couldn't believe that he would miss celebrating Christmas
with his family as much as he did. But unfortunately, he would be absent from the dinner table for the
fourth time. His heart ached so badly. How disappointed his mother and father would be? But that
wasn’t the only thing on his mind. He was stranded deep in the now enemy‐controlled territories. The
Poles had won their independence, and they were now intent on claiming lands they considered their
own. This meant that our Hermann was not only freezing in the snow and searching for a place to stay,
but he was also fleeing from the vengeful Polish army.
Late in the evening, perhaps at around 8 o’clock, he saw a small farm on the horizon. “Yes!” he
exclaimed with a new sense of hope. “Maybe I can stay there!” He marched forwards. Meter by meter
he approached what seemed to be his last chance of avoiding frostbite. As he was about to knock on
the door, he heard a metallic sound. “Hold it right there!” a figure with a rifle in its hand exclaimed in
the dark. “What do you want from us!?” Hermann, seemingly intimidated, took a few seconds to cope,
and then answered in a soldierly tone, as if replying to his old captain. “I come in peace, sir! It’s just
really cold and I don’t have anywhere to go.” The man took what seemed like an eternity to think and
then replied equally vigorously. “I see. Well, you may stay with me and my family till the winter’s over.
My name’s Grzegorz.” “I’m Hermann.” said the poor boy. “Returning from the East, aren’t you,
Hermann?” said Grzegorz. “Yes, sir! I got demobilized just over a week ago. It’s all been rough going for
the last days.” said Hermann. Then the two entered the home just to find an already prepared dinner
table. A woman and a girl were sitting beside it. They both quickly introduced themselves. “My name is
Krystyna.” Said the woman. “And I’m Joanna.” said the girl. “Nice to meet you! I’m Hermann.” he said.
It was evident that the German was glowing with joy. It seems he didn’t quite get to forego the warmth
of Christmas. He quickly sat next to them, just to hear Grzegorz speak. “These two are my wife and
daughter. They’re both friendly and kind. Even to Germans.” “That’s nice to hear.” proclaimed
Hermann. It seemed to him that he was finally out of the woods. For now. That night and the next went
by very happily for all four. For Hermann, he finally got to feel a sense of peace. Nobody would hurt him
on that farm. As for Grzegorz, Krystyna and Joanna, they got a new guest who would finally break the
banal cycle of how they celebrated Christmas. Prior to this, it always went the same way.
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January 2nd 1919, the farm at Gdynia. The celebrations around December 24th for Hermann
were a welcome relief, but there was also something else. For you see, one day after the start of the
new year, he and Joanna were sitting together on the porch, talking. It was obvious that they were fond
of each other. It could be seen from kilometres away. “What do you think about the stars?” asked
Joanna. “I like them.” said Hermann. “I haven’t really had the opportunity to gaze at sky in a while. At
the front we were holed up in a trench, waiting a Russian charge. Fear doesn’t bode well for
astronomy.” “No, it really doesn’t.” replied Joanna. “Can I ask you for a favour?” asked Hermann.
“Shoot.” said Joanna sarcastically. “That’s not funny!” he exclaimed. Nevertheless, he continued with
his question. “Can you give this to your father?” Hermann handed her an iron cross. His medal. Gained
by blood. “Wait! Why?” asked Joanna. “I have to go. It’s apparent that I’m weighing down on you all. It
would be best if I left. I’m giving you this medal to remember me. We Germans are not all monsters.
Besides, the only memories that piece of metal can remind of are of my comrades dying, limbs being
severed, people choking on gas. I have no use for it.” “I see.” said Joanna “Then I’ll see to it that my
father gets the medal. Farewell.” The German replied in kind. “Farewell!” And so, he continued west,
never to be seen again.
May 10th 1935, Breslau. After Hitler’s takeover of Germany, Hermann, by now a father, was
sitting near the fireplace of his home with his son, Hans. All evening Hans got to hear his father’s stories.
About the Eastern front against the Russians, the misery of the trenches and the poison gas. Unlike
normal 14‐year‐old, Hans was not fazed by his dad’s stories. In fact, he enjoyed them. An expected and
desired result of Nazi indoctrination. Boys were meant to be soldiers. As the clock neared midnight,
Hermann moved to finally put his son to bed. Hans resisted. “No, dad! I don’t want to sleep! Tell me
another story!” demanded the boy. “Okay, son. But only one more.” Said Hermann. “This is a story
about a nice Polish family I met on my way back home. I had been walking for more than a week through
the Baltic coast, turned away by most and actively persecuted by some. Including the Polish army. But
late in the night I saw a small farm on a hill. I, of course, quickly went forwards to get a chance of some
warmth. Just as I was about to knock on the door, I heard the sound of a rifle. The head of the family, a
man named Grzegorz, took me for a malicious enemy and was ready to shoot me, but I was able to get
him to stop. He offered to let me stay at his farm till spring and I accepted. There I also met his wife and
daughter. Their names were Krystyna and Joanna. Son, you can’t imagine how grateful I was to finally
feel safe again. That’s something you can only feel when you’re running from the consequences of war.
So, I celebrated Christmas and New Year’s Eve with them. Joanna in particular was also quite beautiful.
Her blonde hair, fair complexion, blue eyes. All stunning. I was quite possibly in love with her. But it was
not to be. Your grandparents were waiting for me back in the fatherland and I couldn’t stay more in
Poland. I had to move. What’s interesting is that I also gave them my iron cross. Both so that they could
remember me and so I could get rid of it. You see, back then I was sick of war and that medal could only
serve to remind me of it. I in the middle of the night and never came back.” “Don’t make up stories,
dad!” shouted Hans in anger. “Those filthy Poles are subhuman! As the Führer taught us, they are
incapable of empathy. All they do is kill, loot and burn. They took Danzig and Posen from us! They are
below notice! Now tell me a REAL story!” “Don’t you speak to me in that way, young man! That wasn’t
a lie!” countered Hermann. “Now go to bed! Conversation over!” That was enough to calm the young
boy. Perhaps he was intimidated by his father. He did as he was told and the matter ended there.
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September 1939, Gdynia. The first months of the war. The catastrophe was starting. Two men
of the Waffen‐SS were standing in a trench. Eyes forward, with a finger on the trigger. They were waiting
for the “accursed Polish horde” to attack. Nothing could be seen on the horizon, however. One the two
turned to the other and spoke. “Hey Gunter, how many degenerates do you think I can kill with my MG
34?” The other quickly responded. “Very funny, Hans! You know we’re out of MG ammo and you’re
asking me this?” “What?” said Hans. “Is it forbidden to joke around?” he asked. “No!” said Gunther.
“But your jokes are atrocious! Luckily for you, I have just the way for you to redeem yourself.” “What
do you have for me?” asked Hans. “You see that little farm there? There’s probably some Poles there.
Liquidate them.” demanded Gunther. “Roger that!” said Hans. As he approached the farm, he saw what
seemed like an old man. Definitely Polish. He loaded a rifle round, aimed and shot. The snow instantly
turned red. That was kill number 1. As he got closer, he saw an old woman. It seemed she had come
out to see what that loud shot was. Following procedure, Hans loaded another round, aimed and fired.
Within mere seconds of the man’s death, she was dead as well. After a minute of walking, he got to the
door of the house. With heavy force, he kicked down the door. And what did he see? A woman about
his father’s age, was standing in the middle of the room, having already accepted her fate. Her parents
were dead, her husband, an army medic was dead and now the Germans were coming for her. This
time Hans took special care to make her death just a bit more miserable. He hit her with his rifle butt.
First on the stomach, then on the face. Then he decided to rape her. He pulled down his trousers and
“fulfilled his mission”. Then, as with the grandparents, he aimed his pistol at her and he fired. “Die,
scum!” he screamed. “That’s what you get for humiliating the fatherland!” After his deadly task was
completed, he went about rummaging through the family’s belongings. Maybe he could get himself
some jewelry or a nice watch. Instead, he found a medal. An iron cross! The medal came with a note. It
read “For the one and only family who offered to help me. Remember, not all Germans are evil.”
At that moment, it all dawned on him. His heart sunk. That was his father’s medal. The man he
killed first had waited 20 years to give him his medal. He never came. “OH NO!” he screamed! “So that
story was true! They helped us once and were ready to help us again and yet I killed them! I see who
the monsters are!” At once he reached for his pistol and fired. After a while Gunther came to see Hans,
just to see him lying in a puddle of blood.
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He had waited twenty years to return it
2nd place, Preslav Velkov, 32nd School St. Kliment Ohridski, Sofia

“Dear Mary,
I’m Afraid.
I write to you in the dead of night. It’s 4 AM and I can’t shut my eyes to sleep. I’m writing to you so I
can finally say sorry…so I may finally tell you how much I regret that day all those years ago. As you
may know, this year hasn’t been the easiest for me and it won’t be getting any easier. I can’t take
back all the words I’ve said but I want you to know if I could turn back time I would do so in a
heartbeat. I don’t eat anymore, Hal is starting to worry, I find it hard to concentrate because I see you
every time, I close my eyes. And it is with a heavy heart that I write this letter to you, this letter about
how I’m feeling. I wish you the best, and I hope we meet again in our next life.
Sincerely,
Janine.”
These words are forever trapped in the mind of Jensen Briggs Jr. No matter how hard he would try to
escape them he could never forget that warm summer day that also happens to be the coldest one
he’d ever lived through. He was only 10 years old when he still lived on that street in the suburbs. He
always liked it there, the hot glistening sun that shined down on him radiated the warmth he’d rarely
gotten from the people around him. He had fair white skin, bright auburn batch of hair that he
refused to cut and deep blue eyes that one could simply drown in. Still, he was quite shy and lacked
the courage to set out into the world and make a friend. He relied too much on others to make the
first move. He was often called lazy but maybe he was just too scared to try something new – and
who could blame him? He was only a child back then. Even with all this he still had a few good friends
who he’s long forgotten about. He also did well in his studies, graduated college and found himself a
stable job and a good apartment far from his first home in the suburbs. It would be an
understatement to say Jensen had been handed a good start in life – even his parents, cold and
unforgiving, still supported him in everything he did. “Gifted” was a word he often heard and grew to
have a distaste of. As you can imagine, it wasn’t all perfect for him growing up. The house directly
opposite of his family’s couldn’t be any more different from the other houses on the block. Out of all
of them, that was the house he remembered the most, the one he was and still is the most terrified
of. They said it was old, that it hadn’t been renovated in years and you could never tell if anyone lived
there.
But someone did live there, someone who was a perfect match for the rough exterior of the place
they called “home”. “Evil Mary” they used to call her, a woman stripped of her humanity, grown old
and bitter. For all intents and purposes, she was dead amongst the living. The warmth of her skin had
been drained out and become an ashy grey and her hair was snow white. She was frail and had deep
sunken dark eyes that gave a disheartening stare. She never had any guests over and she was rarely
ever seen on the opposite side of her dark oak door. It was easy for an imaginative boy like Jensen to
be afraid of her – to see a witch in the place she stood. And well, Jensen wasn’t brave enough to stand
up to her – even though she never actually did anything wrong, she mostly kept to herself. All these
years later the boy, now grown old into a man, still can’t explain where that irrational fear came from
because it was exactly that – an irrational fear. At least he’s grown wise enough to realizes she didn’t
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deserve all the hardship she went through, all the distaste he had for her though they never
exchanged a single word to one another. For all intents and purposes, they were total strangers, “Jay”
(as he is called now) wasn’t even sure if the old lady living in the house opposite of theirs ever
acknowledged his existence. Maybe this was exactly why he could never get her out of his mind –
because he had committed the ultimate crime against perhaps the most innocent person he’s known.
The night was cool and restless, the moon was calling to him, promising him glory he couldn’t yet
understand. All he had to do to achieve this glory was find the courage to act and the opportunity was
right there, staring back at him and mocking him.
A note, a package, a letter was delivered to the front door of ol’ Evil Mary less than a minute ago and
she still had no clue it was there, waiting for her to open it. He wanted, needed to spite her, to punish
her for all the evil he only assumed she’d committed. He struck out into the night, ran to her door and
back to his room before anyone could catch a glimpse of him, it was like he was never there. He felt
great, it was exciting – it was mischievous and it certainly wasn’t clean or something he’d be rewarded
for.
He knew if his parents found out what he’d done he would get yelled at. To escape being yelled at you
had to be sneaky, and Jensen was anything but sneaky. Somehow, he managed to hide it, he found a
way to escape punishment. And perhaps that was the ultimate punishment, because the old lady also
never found out.
Jensen didn’t read the letter yet, he waited until next morning so he could read it without feeling like
his heart was going to jump out of his chest. But once he read it he was stricken with grief, he didn’t
realize what he did and he wasn’t old enough to understand exactly how meaningful the letter was.
But he was old enough to understand it did mean something. So, he held onto it, he still holds onto it
in his late 30s.
A few years later his parents and him moved to a new city, started a new life and left everything
behind. Jensen forgot about his old dog eventually, forgot about the friends he used to play with
every day and even forgot what his room looked like. However, he never did forget about the letter,
and he still holds onto it, sometimes he reads it when he’s feeling down even if it only makes him feel
worse. Perhaps it was like an addiction for him, forcing himself to drown in the negativity and grief of
his past actions so he could feel something other than the pride his parents had for him…if only they
knew what he had done.
As he got older, he grew wiser, he bit from the apple of Eden and understood the difference between
good and evil. He read that letter all the time, he understood more and more about it each time he
read it but he could never answer who Janine or even Hal were. That shame weighed down on his
heart and all he wanted to do was find an easy way to get rid of it. That single piece of paper meant
too much for him to simply throw away. He wishes he could take it back; he wishes he could forgive
himself.
These thoughts played in his head over and over again, he couldn’t escape them for the life of him.
But he lived a good life regardless. He graduated at the top of his class and gave his valedictorian
speech to a crowd of people who didn’t know him for the monster he was. He got a good job, has
enough money live well but none of that mattered to him.
And again, as the years passed by Jay felt that letter was ripping away from his heart, drowning him in
ever blackness he couldn’t swim away from.
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He wanted to take it all back, he really did. He wanted to turn back time and never steal that “piece of
paper” or maybe just give it back while he still had the chance. He felt he was wasting away, he felt
like a joke and he went into hiding. He never did find out what happened to that old lady.
But now, 20 years later he’s had enough – he couldn’t live with this guilt anymore, he rejected the
shame. He drove back, it took him hours but he finally did. He could have booked a plane, he had the
money to allow himself that but he decided he needed to suffer, and so he drove for what seemed
like days until he finally returned home.
Back on that street all those childhood memories came flooding in, rushing and jumping him. He
didn’t recognize most of the old houses, he didn’t even recognize the same concrete he stepped on
but he did recognize one thing.
Now he stares into the darkness of the house – the witch hut as he used to call it. He stared into the
window and the ghost of Mary stares back at him. He sees through, he watched people on the other
side of the window. He sees something else; he sees new people who he doesn’t recognize.
And then it hits him. He’s run out of time.
Old Mary either passed away, bless her heart, or moved away. What he knew for certain was he ran
out of time.
And that was the ultimate punishment.
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People trust me with their secrets; they shouldn’t
3rd place, Ivan Georgiev, Tsanko Tserkovski Secondary School, Polski Trambesh

Every person has a secret.
Some have one, others have more.
But no one really knows what they’re for.
Can they actually help us forget
what we intend to be eternally kept?
I think about it and I can’t keep it in anymore,
what are secrets actually for?
Why am I trusted with such important matters,
when these secrets could end up in tatters?
I ask why – they say I’m reliable and humble,
but they don’t know how easily their secrets could crumble.
I feel like my conscience is a bit strange,
and I wish it would undergo some kind of change.
These secrets which were given to me with no doubt
could just as easily see their way out
And even with a heart full of remorse,
I would just keep running ahead like a champion racing horse.
I can’t stay bound in a prison called “trust”
even in the name of being just.
These secrets which in me have no place,
I wish would just vanish without a trace.
I am a talking parrot named Jimmy,
and there is no space for your secrets in me.
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No Photos, no memories
1st place, Nicole Stoyanov, British International School “Classic”, Plovdiv

Some things are difficult to explain even if they are right before our eyes. Every so often, our
eyes perceive something so bizarre, so diluted from reality, that our feeble human minds cannot
bear to attempt to analyze it. In those cases, we tend to keep those mysterious occurrences in
our memories, forever haunting and taunting our measly human minds with their enigma‐like
presence. Most people tend to misplace their memories, or shove a memory so deep down in
their mental archives that one simply cannot retrieve it. I’d like to believe that all my memories
exist like soldiers in a single‐file line; I am their general and only I can command when they
come out to bother or humor me. And like a general, from time to time, I choose battalions to
sacrifice, in order to contribute to a greater cause ‐ my sanity. Now, I must admit, in my pitiful
twenty years of life, I have spent a vast majority of it premeditatively sending a battalion of
memory‐soldiers to their deaths but, somehow they never seem to lay to rest.
You see, our minds don’t accept defeat, nor will they accept a memory that they cannot evaluate
and attach a logical solution to. So, each time I sent that battalion of horrific soldiers to their
death, my mind swooped in like a guardian angel, and recovered them, as if it was saying “No,
not yet; I still haven’t wrapped myself around you”. Each time I attempted to obtain a stable
mental‐state, my brain practically disregarded me, as if I was nothing more than a commodity to
store it.
Pushing forward in the present sense, I have managed to live my life independently of that
battalion of soldiers that seem immortal, however, from time to time I still do get weary of red
vinyl and the aroma of peonies, but I guess everything must have its cause and effect. So, as I
sit here, in this run‐down, hideous, hole‐in‐the‐wall excuse of a coffee parlor, with blue vinyl
cushions, and the aroma of cheap coffee beans, I am reminded why I relish wasting my
precious time in such a sorry establishment. I glaze my eyes over the overall mise en scène,
taking in the three characters that are in the room with me.
The first individual, a stout man, with a stocky stance and sweat soaked collar, is perched a few
meters beside me, smoking a long Davidoff coolly. He has his gaze concentrated on an
unwavering stack of stapled sheets, so I can assuredly assume that he must be a professor at
the neighboring university with exams to review. At that moment, I become increasingly grateful
that I am not a student, nor will I ever be, judging by the frevor at which he is scribbling a red
quill on those papers. The next character that appears, as I move my gaze to the left, is the
stewardess, dressed in an apron pertaining the same color as the bubblegum blue underneath
my bottom. She has an unnerved look about her, presumably regarding my presence and
seems to have occupied herself with polishing the silver tea spoons as to avoid my gaze.
However, whenever I’m looking away, despite her discreteness, I suffer her glare searing into
the side of head, as if she’s trying to roast me alive and make me leave the establishment.To
her dismay, I would like to report that I feel quite comfortable and I have no intention in seeking
other entertainment for the remainder of the evening.
The last individual, right in front of me, is attempting to explain some preposterous theory about
how tomorrow, in the middle of Paris Summer, it will be raining snow. He was dressed in a rough
crimson‐overcoat, a cream undershirt, and an ochre tie, sporting a gruesome smirk and
unfathomable confidence.
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“I’m tell’in you Remy, I have my friend in weatherology confirm’in the whole thing!” He embarks
enthusiastically, shaking the table and our bitter coffees in the process.
“The correct word is meteorology, and I would prefer you induce some critical thinking before
you kidnap my attention with such foolery” I respond, unintentionally having a pretentious tone
about me.
“Well I’m sorry for making sure you don't freeze to death tomorrow! Make sure you don’t forget
to bring out your heavy clothes, it’s gonna be six centimeters thick!” He says with a toothy grin.
“Yes, of course, Jaque; I wouldn’t dare make such a miscalculation”, I add with an acute sense
of sarcasm which he missed, “Now, back to more pressing matters; you have your camera with
you as I asked, correct?”
“bien sûr! You only reminded me five times! I just need to wind up the film and I’m ready!”
Shoving his grubby hands into his sack and producing a khaki‐brown, leather case.
“And you have the editor ready to feature my picture in every copy of tomorrow's edition, yes?”
“Yes, yes; As usual the “Le Charivari”, “Le nouveau mode”, and “Le Temps”, approximately a
hundred thousand copies combined! I’m sure you’ll find yourself a position this time around”
“Position? Oh, yes, of course; an occupation. Well, I do hope so.” I spoke with a frown. If only
the reason why I was so adamant to have myself featured in such a preposterous amount of
newspapers could be boiled down to seeking an occupation. If only I had that luxury.
Jaque curtly took his picture and left, making sure to reinforce his vow of my feature. I took a
quick glance at the dusty grandfather clock that was perched upon a nearby hatch; 23:23, just
enough time to down another cup of beans before retiring I estimate, flagging down the miffed
stewardess. The professor had taken his leave shortly after Jaque’s departure, leaving me and
the agitated young girl as the only patrons. She slips the china cup in front of me wordlessly,
making an effort to not look at my face; to not look at the scar on my face. I smile wistfully, as
that cursed memory battalion begins to pace in my mind at her caution , reminding me why I
had that scar and why I find myself in such a predicament.
I had come from a noble French family, supposedly with roots going way down to our Roman
and Celtic ancestors; we were ancient if that suits your cause. My father, a collector of unusual
historical items, built a business empire on such peculiarities, and my mother, she was a
photographer. I was born into a tight familial circle, consisting of my parents and my older sister,
Laurie ‐ with no grandparents, aunts or uncles ever introduced. As one would predict having a
photographer in the family, almost every bound‐volume in our manor was a photo book,
detailing jolly memories, giggling children, and enamoured parents. I would spend my childhood
digging through antique memorabilia my father curated, diligently listening to each story and
history he would conjure for every object. Although, despite his sentiment for story‐telling, there
was one item he would never open his mouth to speak upon‐ a ruby encrusted dagger. It sat at
the head of his desk, like an ominous presence looming over the room, with the sparkle of each
of the crystals watching me like the eyes of a predator. He was quite explicit with its origin; that it
came from somewhere we didn’t understand, and that it would be in my best interest to focus on
my studies rather than something so ‘trivial’.
I accepted defeat, however when that day came, when that battalion was born, I finally
understood why my father had sheltered me from such a curious object; for it wasn’t only the
point that was dangerous. Our manor, filled with curios galore, thousands of volumes of
photographs, and my mother, had burned down. With my father and sister beside me, watching
the scene before us unfold, I decided that that moment was rock bottom; that moment was the
one I would recall as the one that altered me the most. However, I came to discover that rock
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bottom is quite ambiguous and there’s a long way down under that rock. As I turned to face my
father and sister, with their flushed, solemn faces illuminated by the dying flames before us, my
eyelids got shoved back into my cranium as my pupils bulged out of my sockets. In mere
seconds, the remainder of my family faded away into the smoke that was being conjured by the
fading flames. In a matter of moments, I was introduced to a new type of rock‐bottom, and my
battalion was born.
As my poor mind was endeavoring to process the events that had just occurred, in the place
where my father and sister had disintegrated, in reverse fashion, appeared an elegant woman,
dressed in a red vinyl trench coat, smelling distinctly of peonies. The red ruby dagger. She had
an elongated face, pronounced cheekbones, and full lips, painted in a beautifully wicked ruby
red. She looked down on me, donning an expression of bewilderment, and slight indignation
and she perceived that sorry sight that I was. A few moments passed as she drilled her
green‐eyed gaze into my blue one, and she emitted a mischievous smirk. She bent down into
the rubble of my family, and pressed a soft kiss into my cheek, lingering beside my ear only to
whisper in a dark, ancient, enticing voice:
“Hello Mr. Remington Beaufoy, it is my pleasure to finally meet you.”
And just as she was invading my personal space, she had disintegrated like my family before
her, only leaving a long, deep, dagger wound where she had pressed her lips to me. With her
scar she also left me with something I continuously question as to why she did me the honor:
she gave me truth, and a reason for her to forever haunt me.
You see, in my father’s ancient bloodline, we have always dealt with peculiar objects; objects
that did not take kindly to being taken out of their habitat and used for Western entertainment. It
wasn’t until the ruby dagger, did my ancestors feel the weight of their actions, and a curse was
born. When a prized artifact is taken to live in museum and personal collections, the only thing
that the origin of that artifact has to commemorate it by is a mere photograph. An entire culture
only has a disgraceful piece of paper to remember something so vital to their traditions,
celebrations, and history. As my great grandfather stole the sacred ruby red dagger, the blade
decided that it was only fitting that he should also only be remembered by photograph. As long
as a member of the Beaufoy family was documented in photograph, would he be in the
memories of others; and if he no longer existed in paper, no longer would he be remembered. A
solid curse.
However, the one query that I have, that I now recall as I sip on my coffee, reminiscing on my
disgustingly greedy bloodline, is: ‘why was I spared?’. Why was I excluded from my family's
fate? Was there a photograph left unburnt? From that day onward I was constantly
photographed, whether for newspapers documenting my mysterious fate or by my own
calculations. I try my best not to delve too deep into the topic, fearing that I would find myself
battling personal demons that I don't have the mental stability to be doing so. And so I attempt
to put down that battalion, accept my fate and carry on with my idle life.
I peer back to the grandfather clock: 23:55. Just as I waved for the stewardess to prepare my
tab, the muted jingle of the bell hung on the front door was heard, and a presence entered the
parlor. The ruby dagger. She overpowered the bitter coffee scent with her flowery one, and
emitted soft rubbery sounds as she and her vinyl coat swiftly made their way over to me. I had
given up on mental analysis at that point, feeling as if my soul had been shot out of my body
and I was merely a spectator, observing, yet another, horrific scene unfold. She proceeded to
slip into the chair in front of me, interlock her fingers, set her elbows on the table and sigh
deeply.
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“You have grown up to be quite the charming man Remy!” She exclaimed, tilting her head and
fluttering her eyelashes as if she was an innocent, charmed, young girl; when in reality she was
anything but.
“You are still as appalling as the day we met,” I let slip through my lips, not even realizing what I
was saying or what I was saying it to.
“Oh! And you have grown an attitude! How delightful!”
“I‐“
“Tut‐tut, I will allow you to speak in a little bit but, first, I must tell you what I came to you for”,
she spoke, diving into a piece of cake she produced out of thin air. I stayed silent, not even sure
what I would say if I had the chance to say anything.
“Now, I need your help”
“Absol‐“, I began.
“I have lifted your curse, you may live your life without fear of turning into dust, however, I wish
for you to return the favor.” She spoke absentmindedly, enjoying her piece of cake as if it was
the focus of her presence.
“Say I agree, what is the favor?” I asked carefully.
“Simple, return me back to my home,” She said, peering at me through her thick, dark lashes
before beginning again, “You don’t think I would have made such a grave mistake to leave you
alive all those years ago, do you? I needed a Beaufoy to return me, that’s how we ancient
artifacts work‐ only those who are unfortunate enough to take us can return us.”
“And I should simply believe that the curse has been lifted, and allow you to take me for a fool?”
I exclaimed , expelling out of my seat and slamming my palms onto the table; producing a
mouse‐like squeak from the stewardess that was in the process of bringing over my tab. The
dagger stayed quiet, calculating for a few moments before turning to the window beside us and
stating:
“I heard it was going to be snowing tomorrow.”, just as the clock struck midnight.
I turned my gaze, and practically cemented myself to the window, producing a small circle of
condensation onto the pane from the heat of my breath. Sure enough, the quaint Paris street
began to fill up with white particles that sparkled in the darkness as they made their descent. It
took me a few moments to realize that it wasn’t precipitating snow, but shredded paper.
Shredded pictures of me.
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Gravity no longer exists
2nd place, Denislav Drachev, Geo Milev English Language High School, Burgas

Oh, what a dream it would be
if even for a second
the ones suffering‐ we‐
victims‐ I reckoned,
I would call us no less than that,
lost in our own habitat,
were relieved of our weight
and saw the world from above‐
in bliss levitate,
look on with love,
strive for the stars,
forget all our scars.
For we are shackled and attacked by our own
and the crushing weight of our hopes weighs us down
into the dirty ground‐ our stained throne,
into the suffocating air‐ our common crown.
At our own mercy‐ our own kings‐
oh, the corruption power brings!
Even so, we humans have powered through,
and aimed for the sky‐
and YOU‐
gravity of our own sins‐ why?
Why do you have to be our worst enemy?
Fighting you would be the death of me…
In a society ever‐expanding and complicating‐
a globalized network,
the weight keeps accumulating
yet we stand idle and smirk.
What more is there to do when we are helpless‐
at the inevitable’s gentle caress.
So, set us flying!
Relieve us of our own ignorance!
Save our world dying!
Let us make a difference!
For just a moment, remove the shackles and show us
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what it truly means to be human and what’s of us‐
the bipedal monkeys!
The awful yet delightful hairless apes‐
our prowess, refinement, let the old trees
speak of the homo sapiens‐ compassionate without brakes,
yet determined and strong
may our legend be told for long.
Now.
Freed!
Let
greed,
hate
die,
let us fly!
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No photos, no memories
3rd place, Elmira Taneva, Maxim Gorky Secondary School, Stara Zagora

Olivia swung her cerulean blue backpack, studded with pins and brooches of all shapes, sizes and
colors, over a shoulder, and ran for the door. Phone–check–keys, camera, wallet, lunch box–all there.
Good, she had forgotten nothing.
As she rushed down the stairs of her five‐storey flat, Olivia prayed it wouldn’t rain like it had
yesterday. She hadn’t brought an umbrella and the idea of coming back home wet and cold didn’t sit
right with her.
The bright May sun threatened to scorch Olivia’s hazel eyes when she eventually made it to the
creaky front door and opened it with a whoosh, nearly hitting an innocent pedestrian. Olivia quickly
nodded her head in silent apology.
She looked down at her silver‐banded wristwatch. 11:30 am. If she were to have time to take a few
photos along the way to the gallery, she would have to pick up the pace.
The solid weight of her camera, dangling from her neck by its strap, as it bumped against her chest
with each step she took, comforted Olivia in a way it always had. It was almost as if it begged her to
be used. As if it pleaded with her to take a picture, to capture the moment.
Olivia gave in.
She picked up the precious device, unscrewed the lens cover, and pressed the small button atop it.
The camera booted up with a clink. Olivia smiled. She had always loved that sound.
Making her way across the city park, greenery, birds and people all around her, the young girl lifted
the camera.
At first, she didn’t know which moment to capture; what photo to take.
But soon, she glimpsed a woman sitting on one of the park benches, pushing a baby stroller with one
hand, petting a stray cat with the other. “The woman with the stroller”, Olivia would call this picture.
Her camera shuttered, and just like that, the photo was taken.
Olivia peered down at her watch. 11:46 am. She fled the park and headed for the gallery.
Her father would kill her if she was late with bringing him his lunch again. He had always been a very
specific, organized person. Olivia loved him dearly and gladly brought him a tuna sandwich, one sliced
apple, sometimes a pear, and a bottle of water each day during his lunch break.
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She had to round three more corners and she would have reached her final destination and it was still
just 11:50. She had time for a few more photos.
After a failed attempt at a selfie and taking a picture of the traffic light on the other side of the street
while she waited for it to turn green, Olivia finally screwed back the lens and pressed the button on
the camera. The screen turned black. She saw herself in its reflective glass and stuck her tongue out.
A minute or two later, before her stood tall the city gallery.
With a sigh, Olivia sat down on its cold steps and waited. Moments later, she unzipped her backpack
and took out the purple lunchbox–her father’s favorite color.
Slowly, she unwrapped the tuna sandwich and took a big bite, memories of her father flooding her
mind.
He had passed nearly two years ago, but Olivia still had the habit of bringing him lunch to work. Even
if he wasn’t there anymore to pick it up, she felt as if he was sitting right next to her each time.
It was her father’s camera she used. He’d loved taking photos.
“No photos, no memories,” he’d always said to Olivia.
He’d loved photography, but there had been none to take pictures of him. All Olivia had of her father
was the camera she now held, his purple lunchbox, and a few blurry black and white Polaroids.
Having finished her sandwich and sliced apple, Olivia silently stood.
The next picture to be taken awaited her.
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I would go out of my mind, but I can't find the exit
Addicted ‐ A short story
1st place, Gabriela Neycheva, Fourth Language High School Frederic Joliot Curie, Varna

Can you get addicted to happiness? By posing this simple question, one can imply many others. What
is addiction? Is there an undisputed definition of happiness?
The search for answers to what, at first glance, seems like an ordinary query could have entertained a
healthy human mind for hours. Maybe even days, if the response was to be given by someone aware
of the ideas of Socrates, by an individual who, just like Thoreau, has decided to observe themselves
while escaping in nature, or by a fearless stoic like Nietzsche. Note the use of the words could have. A
past modal verb. Because the idea of someone tackling an idea for such a long period of time is now
only looked at as a hypothesis. A reality stuck in time, stretched between the dimensions of what has
come and what is still wrapped in the mysterious veil of possibility. Something that has happened in
the past, something that may happen again if the human race is lucky enough to see a future, but a
turn of events that the present will never see.
However, you aren't aware of the present that I'm talking about. Why am I so sure of it? Well, if you
were, you must be living in it. And a contemporary of mine would never reach this point in a written
text without it turning into a blur.
My present is a point in time that came a hundred years after an unknown person, allegedly coming
from the Land of the Rising Sun, developed the first cryptocurrency. Nowadays, some still use it, albeit
compared to other markets it is extremely outdated. Regardless, in a world where everything is felt
but nothing is remembered, we know of this kind of digital profit only because it built a basis for what
has ultimately become the only way to truly get rich: trading with people's emotions. Or using the
trembles of the heart as merchandise. You name it.
***
"Hi," I mutter, trying not to look in his eyes. My avoidance is unreasonable, though, for what can I find
there? Shame? Prejudice? Guilt? These are nothing but words that I have read in the media,
definitions engraved in my mind. After the dark figure, whose face I never bothered to inspect,
supplies me with the daily dose of Internet scrolling, I will undoubtedly forget them.
"Here," he says, ignoring my greeting. Human contact and acknowledgement are never a priority.
"You know what, I've been thinking..."
His sentence trails off. It must be the ELF, short for excessive lack of focus. The most common
condition these days.
"I've been thinking that you're my favourite customer, girl. You deserve a treat. I know you're one of
those weirdos who always...what was I saying...like, you always want to know what's happening
beyond the town's borders and all that. You're curious. I installed the news outlet app for you. No
extra payment."
In spite of knowing that this gesture, that people would have described as "kind" had this
conversation taken place a century ago, must have some motive behind it, possibly a demand for a
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favour in return, I'm too excited to complain. What else can I expect? That's how it is now. Nothing is
but a transaction.
And then, it happens. The rush of dopamine in my veins. (Okay, it may not be in my veins. Maybe
some other part of my body. But no average person that has been born recently can read more than
two sentences of a Biology textbook without the need of looking at a screen crippling in, so you have
to excuse my lack of knowledge.)
Dopamine. Might as well become the name of every government, all around the world, since it's what
controls us all. The secret ingredient that satisfies every craving. The currency that replaced every
other means of trade, like the one I mentioned a few paragraphs before...if you remember. We never
remember now. We simply consume. Delve into the pleasure. Feel it taken away from us. And finally,
desperately needing it again, hence searching for dealers, like I just did.
I take the device from my supplier's hand. It's inviting and warm. The screen, of course, not his hand. I
open the news app, the one that the part of my amygdala has desired for so long.
Unfortunately, the titles contain the words I longed to forget: shame, prejudice, guilt.
I shiver. I didn't want those words, I wanted the pleasure. The pleasure of scrolling, the pleasure of
endlessly consuming, staring at the bright pixelated images and text. I would go out of my mind, but I
can't find the exit.
Fortunately, it is there: the screen is taken from me. And I forget.
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The letter I did not write
2nd place, Mihaela Todorova, Second English Language High School Thomas Jefferson, Sofia
Of all the great failures
I have ever borne;
Of all the great mistakes
I have yet to scorn;
Of the greatest tragedies
The world has ever known,
My utmost failure
Will be never shown
Because the greatest of my griefs –
The most tremendous lie,
Was, my darling, brief,
Though, I must confess, I tried –
Yet the ultimate betrayal,
For my love was, though gentle – frail,
The one I forged, out of sight,
The one that rusts the day to night –
The letter I did not write . . .
When we were young, barely green,
A promise was made, out of trust,
When we faced days of lucid dreams,
A promise of deep, ferocious love.
Which so remains to this day,
Baring loss, and pain, decay –
And thus remains my biggest fright –
The letter I did not write . . .
I remember still
Amidst the golden light of Sun
Long days of Summer passing – till
The days of love were soon outrun.
At last, through haze, the Moon shone bright
And, soaking all in ash moonlight,
It snuffed the fire, killed the dream,
It left behind a stifled scream.
And so hours slipped away
As did, love, the light of day,
In a moonlit trance
No pain could cure,
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We lived, we danced,
And all was sure –
When the hours slipped away,
So did, love, my final day . . .
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I would go out of my mind, but I can't find the exit
3rd place, Petya Nesheva, Vasil Levski Secondary School, Karlovo

‘’It would be so easy, wouldn’t it?’’ I wonder as I stand in the Void – or Mind, as some of you may call
it. ‘’To have a door, and a lock, and a handle to turn; to walk right out and into the real world, to break
the invisible glass so insistently keeping you away from all things real. Yes, it would be. Only‐‘’
Only there isn’t. Only an Echo – persistent and never‐ ending, the supposed voices of those around
me. Oh God, did I say something? Because I hear answers, and voices, and laughter, but no words
come out of my mouth, no words that may be considered as valuable or worth even noting. I nod and
go on. Slipping further into the Void – nothing can hurt me there. It’s eternally quiet, until one or two
speeding thoughts make their way through it and rattle everything around them. That’s when the fun
begins.
It’s even more fun in a company such as the one I find myself in today. One of those speeding
thoughts flashes by – here it comes! The storm, the quake, the tears – the horrible reminder that I
shouldn’t be here, I’m not interesting and I have nothing useful to add to the electrifying chatter filling
up the room. Hold the tears back, sit up straighter – the Void is safe, remember? The Void won’t and
can’t hurt you, but they can. The Void can only show you the brutal reality, pierce you with it and take
it out of you slowly and painfully like a giant knife. It hurts, doesn’t it? Oh, but don’t worry, because
you’ll come back again, and again, and again, thinking, and hoping, and wishing that the Void is
actually what it promises you it is. It lies, but you’ll ignore that. It’s safer there – drowning in my own
perception of myself than in the one of those around me.
They continue they playful banter and I might’ve smiled once, or nodded – I don’t remember. Maybe
this is why they don’t ask me out more often. They think you’re crazy – that’s what the Void says. But
how can one go out of their mind when there is no door, no keyhole to put a key in, nothing to open,
nor close? Nothing to escape from, because this thing – the Void – doesn’t exist for anybody else but
me. I’m the only one who’s in it, and the voices.
A pat on the arm – a touch so dangerously gentle. I flinch. What can one do in situations as such? I
walk further down the Void but there’s no road, no path to walk down, no street to cross. And the
Voices get louder and louder. I run, and my quickened breaths translate into the real world, as well –
this can’t be happening, not right now, not after I promised it would never happen again. In the
bathroom, there’s a flickering light, and a million faces cover it. They float before my eyes like ghosts
and every time I close my eyes, darkness takes them, rearranges them, and brings them back anew.
God, I’m going to be sick.
My legs apparently took me to the bathroom, but in the Void I never even moved. A huge, black figure
hovers over me. It looks a lot like me, has my face and all. It pushes down on my shoulders until I’m
kneeling and helpless. Maybe I really am crazy, but then wouldn’t I feel free? Because crazy people
surely don’t think about this, can’t think about it, and the world for them is bright and wonderful and
everything I want my world to be. ’’So that’s it then, huh?’’ says the figure. ‘’You want to be crazy?’’
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And why not, pray tell? In a world such as this, how can anyone survive while being sane? That’s why
people take drugs, right? To numb the nagging pain of reality. Maybe if I were crazy, I’d get out of the
Void, and be present at last, at last –
Oh, but I’d stop dreaming if I were you. Because your friends are leaving and laughing and cheering
and you’re covered in bile and blood on the bathroom floor. Because they know how to have fun.
Because their best friend isn’t the voice inside their heads. Hell, they don’t even have a voice. Normal
people don’t have a voice. They don’t spend a nice evening out drowning in the twisted reality of their
own minds. They aren’t stuck in their own heads, while you’re so stuck in yours that you can’t tell
your thoughts and reality apart anymore. And the Void is cold, and dark, and empty, and humid, and
the millions of coats you put on and your pathetic attempts to get closer and closer to raging fire will
not warm you up – fire can only burn you, and kill you, and then there should be a funeral, but you
won’t even attend that, will you? Too stuck in the Void, are we now?
And is this how you choose to spend your life? Covered in bile and sweat on the bathroom floor?
Wasting every precious second, strangling and killing it, because you don’t know how to get out.
There is no exit, no hope, no light inside the Void. So open your eyes; tear your eyelids open and let
the sunlight flood your brain. Pull your hair out until there are enough openings for the sun to peek
through. Open your mouth and yell at the world and show it all of your crooked teeth, each and every
one of them that you hate so much. Seize the day, or whatever it is that the poets say. But you’re no
poet – and you’ll die like a sewer rat if you don’t get up off that floor and clean up the disgusting mess
you’ve put yourself in. You want some help, but you’ve pushed all your friends away. Get up, or die
here alone. Get up, or attend your funeral tomorrow morning.
The slow and cold water falling from the tap is very reminiscent of the tears streaming down my
cheeks. Slowly but surely, as I get out of my poetic outburst I had just there, my weak feet get me up
and out of the dirty bathroom. Walking out, I see the dawn, and the sun sleepily peeking through a
cotton curtain, unintentionally painting the entire sky bright red and pink. Somewhere, somehow,
inside the Void, a hint of pink is steadily pulsating and growing.
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Why did the ghost cry on Halloween Day?
Special Mention Award 7th grade, Berfin Balabanova, Hristo Smirnenski School, Dulovo
Somewhere between the imagination and the world.
Somewhere dark, mysterious and unknown.
A ghost was crying on the floor full of dust,
sad and alone, just a little girl it was,
In a dress black and white.
No one knew how she died
and why did she not survive?
Just listen closely and you’ll know why…
“Why did it happen that way,
and why on a Halloween Day?
I want the pain to go away!
I just wanted a night full of sweets
Thought that I should take some from people on the streets
A single candy was all it take
to take me out of the game
I knew I should’ve stayed home
I guess someone decided I better be gone
But why do I take the blame,
When I don’t even know his name?
I want to go out with my friends again
With Judy, Liz, Britney, Calisto, also Gwen
I would be happier than I’ve ever been before
Sadly now I know I should’ve listened more… ”
These whispers came out of her mouth
Just before she woke up, realizing she was sleeping one couch.
Turns out it was just a nightmare
Before the Halloweens Day…
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By a sparkling and cool river, a camel reflected on the past
Special Mention Award 9th grade, Gabriela Skachkova, Nesho Bonchev Secondary School,
Panagyurishte

As the river sparks,
and the camel’s footprints leave marks,
on the soft sandy parts,
a single thought in its mind starts,
What if the camel was born in Miami,
what if it saw the city of light,
maybe then it would have been canny,
maybe it would have survived,
Perhaps its feet should just keep on going,
ignore the water, don’t think of it twice,
but the foolish desire inside of it’s growing,
or maybe that’s just silly advice,
the foot of the camel touching the waterway,
as it fears the runnel will know,
the sorrow sensation will give it away,
while the memories flow,
Hundreds of hours spend in the dread,
of facing its helpless calves,
will the kids know the unsaid,
of their incapable mom,
The mother that’s trying,
the mother that knows,
the water is drying,
and the tragedy’s close,
Recalling the times it would have been gone,
searching for a bit of hope,
dreaming of ways this life could have gone,
and the way this destiny, it would elope,
The stories the children may write,
about its little water delight,
soft blue skies, broad daylight,
and the sparkling water leaving its sight.
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He had waited twenty years to return it
Special Mention Award 10th grade, Denitsa Vasileva, Paisii Hilendarski Sofia High School of
Mathematics, Sofia
The young man looked at the 20‐cent coin in his hand and clenched his wrist as a single tear ran down
his crooked face. He could have done something else, he could have made another promise. He wished
he never said those words. Maybe if he hadn’t he wouldn’t be standing there all alone and shaking.
Maybe he would’ve been happy.
…
‐ Listen! – the teenage girl smiled and took his hand. – I have to tell you something.
‐ Go on, Ella. – said the boy while looking at the flowing blond hair. The wind on the hill made his beloved
friend look even more like a princess from a fairytale. Her green eyes shined with a mesmerizing light
that he never understood but loved.
‐ You know my dream of becoming a famous writer who inspires lots of people right?
‐ How could I not know it?! – he laughed. – You always give your best at studying and never give up no
matter how hard it gets. You are the most motivated person I know.
‐ Yeah… ‐ her melodic voice sounded out of sorts so he asked softly:
‐ What is it? Do you need help with something? I am always here if you need me.
‐ It’s not that. – tears were filling her eyes. – We are seniors now and I have already chosen a university,
but it is far away. You can’t be there to support me. – Ella breathed loudly. ‐ You won’t be there, because
you have another dream and I won’t let you give up on it because of me, Leo. – her hands trembled. ‐
Go on your journey of becoming a surgeon who saves lives and leave writing to me. We can support
each other from afar, but I have to ask you to end our relationship here. – the blond girl smiled sadly. –
Let’s be free. I know you can be happy without me.
Leo closed his eyes and let the thought sink in his mind. It was agonizing to hear such words
from her lips but he would never let himself be a shackle for her. All he ever wanted was to make Ella
happy and the boy would rather give up on her than to make her cry again.
‐ Okay. – he answered quietly. – But let’s do something. – Ella blinked in surprise. – Lend me twenty
cents.
‐ Right… – she took a coin out of her pocket and put it in his hand.
‐ Thank you. – he laughed at her confusion. – I will return it to you after you achieve you goal of
becoming a successful writer and after I have managed to save a lot of people. And then you will lend
me another coin so I can return it to you after we achieve more of our dreams. – Leo smiled at her one
last time. – Call me when you publish you first book. I will be waiting!
…
The man was waiting for the emergency patient to arrive in the operating room. He loved his
job and had never thought of becoming anything else. His last operation had finished just an hour ago
but there he was again – ready to save another precious life.
The emergency team rolled in the bed with the girl who had been severely injured in a traffic
accident and Leo got into the operating room with his amazing team. There on the table was a patient
he did not want to see. He breathed in and concentrated. He was going to save her life no matter what.
‐ Let’s begin. – he said and the operation started.
…
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The young man looked at the 20‐cent coin in his hand and clenched his wrist as a single tear
ran down his devastated face. He could have done something else, he could have made another
promise. He wished he never said those words. Maybe if he hadn’t he wouldn’t be standing there all
alone and shaking. Maybe he would’ve been happy.
He could almost see her there smiling and laughing next to him. If only he had chosen another
medical school near her university, if only he was a better surgeon, if only he hadn’t lost contact with
her… maybe he could have saved her.
After the girl had lost her life in his hands he was told she was travelling from afar to the city to
give somebody a copy of her first book. She had written a message in it. A message he couldn’t look at
because Leo already knew she had died because of him. Her mother didn’t blame him. She only thanked
Leo for encouraging her daughter to follow her dream and never give up.
Now he was left with no other choice but not to give up and continue his path of medicine. He
believed she would smile from afar if she could see him save other people’s lives. After all that was all
she wanted to do. Her book was a story about a girl who helped others and believed in humanity’s
kindness. Leo smiled with tears in his eyes. Ella had inspired him again. She had achieved her goal.
The man put the 20‐cent coin in his pocket. He had waited twenty years to return it but never
could. He knew this was Ella’s way of telling him he can be happy without her and he should go on his
own path without looking back. Maybe she was right at that time.
Maybe. Just maybe.
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The letter I did not write
Special Mention Award 12th grade, Maria Somleva, 19th Secondary School Elin Pelin, Sofia

Based on some real events... and some, not so real.
"Dear Mum,
It's me ‐ your daughter Maria..."
Hey! Hey! What are you doing? I never wrote that latter, remember? And thus, you can never
read it, so please, don't try!
2017. I was 13. Now, I'm 18. And an adult. Wow! Unbelievable ‐ me, an adult! Where is the
world going if it lets people like me ‐ me! ‐ become adults and be responsible... I'm sorry, world! I'm
so, so sorry world!
Anyways. My mum had just passed away. Does it matter how? Does it really? I had a friend
once. We were talking about death and she told me something. Something I will remember for the
rest of my life: "Every death, besides death from old age, is a tragic one." My mum didn't die from old
age. She was 39.
My mum died. She was gone. She really, really was... gone. Gone... gone to where? Where do
we go once we... you know. For some, the graveyard is our final destination. Then, we are just worm
food. Beautiful, isn't it? For other though, there is life after death. And then, there are those like me
who... just don't know and don't claimto know. I can speculate, I can have theories, I can write books,
but, at the end of the day, I'll never really know, until my time has come.
So, if mum really was somewhere, somewhere far, far, away, where there was no suffering,
no sadness, no pain, then maybe, just maybe I could reach out to her, tell her all of those things which
I couldn't with my 13 years of life. But there was so much, almost too much I wanted to say! How in
the world could I say it all in one singular latter? And then again, should I even try? I mean what if she
is just gone? Just gone. What if that beautiful sunset I was looking at the other day, all those emotions
that flew through me as I was starring at it, those tears that came to also admire the sunset with me,
what if all of that beauty for her was just pitch black? Darkness. Nothingness? Well, shut up, Maria,
you (hopefully) won't know for many years to come!
So it happened. I sat down one day, picked up a pen, no, sorry ‐ I first went to mum's
favourite book shop. A little book shop on the corner of our street, bought her favourite brand of
pens (I really don't know what she loves so much about them, since they are just regular blue pens)
and sat down to start writing.
I wrote. And I wrote. And I wrote.
....
There are two types of graveyards. The one where people go after they die. And the other
where ideas and dreams go after they die. Have you ever wanted to write a book but stopped writing
it halfway? Burried in the idea graveyard. Ever had a dream of starting your own business but never
did it? Burried in the idea graveyard. Ever wanted to start a big family but didn't? You already know.
I woke up. It must have been like... two in the morning? I wasn't on my bed. Where was I? I... I
was flying! Flying, really flying! Somehow I didn't feel afraid. Should I have been? Maybe. But I wasn't.
I looked up. The stars looked so much bigger from here! I reached out my hand to touch one... and I
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did! Not only did I touch it, but I also tear it off the sky, leaving a huge, red wound. My "vehicle"
stopped.
"Put it back!" I saw, writen in front of me.
Now I remembered I didn't even bother to check what my vehicle was. I looked down and it was... my
latter! My latter, with the exact words that I wrote, the exact ink... just bigger, of course, so that I
could fly on it.
"But it's a star! And it's beautiful!" I protested.
"It's not just a star. It's somebody's soul" was writen on my latter. "So put it back NOW!!!"
I did as asked, and we continued. Have I angered my latter? Did paper have feelings? Anne Frank said
in her diary that paper was more patient then people. Well, my papper seemed rather pissed off.
"So it's a soul?" I asked. "Like kids believe? Is it really?"
My latter took some time to write down its reply.
"Death is whatever you want it to be."
"How so?"
"Do you know what death is?"
I shook my head.
"Neither do I. Neither does anyone. So, you can just imagine what it is and hope that you are right.
For some child, that star was probably his daddy or mummy. Or grandpa, grandma..."
I sat down. My latter's paper was thick.
"Where are we going?" I asked finally.
"To Bankya."
Bankya, the small town close to Sofia. We had a house there.
"What are we going to do there?" I asked.
"What was your mum's favourite place?"
I thought a little and then replied.
"Bankya?"
My latter made a movement, as if to resemble nodding.
The stars had started to make our weird shapes. Shapes, I've never seen stars make before. On the
first, there was a woman and a child hugging. Then, a woman and a child playing with a dog, then...
"That's me and my mum!" I said.
"It is indeed."
Soon, all the stars had formed our prettiest moments ‐ when we went to volunteer at a forest, when
we adopted our dog, when mum sang songs and I was ashamed of her bad singing (God, what I
wouldn't give to hear her singing again)...
When we arrived in Bankya, in the yard of our summer house which was now empty, the sun
was starting to rise. My latter gently put me down on the pavement, and shrinked, so that it could fit
in my palm.
"What... am I supposed to do now?" I asked, but no answer came back. Neither writen, nor oral.
I approached the roses mum had planted a few months ago. They were just seeds when she
put them here but now they had grown so much! They were mesmerizing, fabulous even! I sat by
them. Mum had planted them with so much love, so much dedication. She would protect them from
me and my cousins, whenever we would approach, telling us to go away as she didn't want to hurt
them.
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A moment ago I didn't know what to do. Now, I was certain about what I should do.
I took out my phone, and found mum's favourite song ‐ "Pozovi menq" by Lyube. A russian
song. Quite sad, in fact. I put it on, max volume... and I started crying. I cried, I cried, I cried... Until it
ended. Then I played it again. And cried even more. Then I played her other favourite group ‐
Depeche Mode. I wasn't their biggest fan but she certainly was. So I let her listen to them. Wherever
she was.
See, I never wrote the latter. I said everything that I wanted to say to my mum. Every single
thing I wanted to write, I said it. Some of it, I said louder. Some, with tears with my eyes. Certain
things I needed some time to say, because I couldn't stop laughing.
I never wrote that latter. It went to the graveyard of ideas. But what I had to say to mum
never went to no graveyard. It went... it went wherever mum is. And she heard it. Wherever she was.
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