


As we are concluding the eighth edition of the Bulgarian Creative Writing Competition, I would like
to share how impressed | was with all the wonderful pieces of writing which we received. In 2018
207 schools participated in the competition and over 4500 students submitted their creative works.
We had the pleasure to read many interesting fairytales, exciting stories, thought-provoking essays
and sentimental poems. Each year we are captivated by their uniqueness, variety of writing
techniques and richness of the language. It is always a pleasure to read the students’ works and I
really enjoy the authority and the confidence the students write with. I am honored to be a part of a
project which motivates Bulgaria’s youth to express their creative thoughts and develop their
potential.

In 2011, Bulgaria began participating in a competition called the International Writing Olympics, a
contest initiated and run by Peace Corps volunteers all over the world. Since 2013, the CORPluS
Foundation has been organizing an independent version of this competition. The project, called the
Bulgarian Creative Writing Competition, maintains the essence of the International Writing
Olympics, but with a more sustainable outlook, a wider outreach and better possibilities for
recognition for the participants.

The youngest participants were asked to explore the worlds of a monster, a girl who danced with a
wizard and a wild toothbrush. The 7th graders chose from three different topics. If we tried to
combine them into one, it would sound like “The rain was pouring on the curious bridge, while I
was hiding behind the sofa”. All of the winners in the 8th grade category wrote on the same topic -
“This train doesn’t stop there anymore”, yet each of them put their own creative spin. The 9th
graders entered a world where shadows are playing at midnight on the bridge and there was a lot
of mystery interwoven in their pieces. “The orange duck who loved parachuting” - this was our
provocation to test the creativity of the students from 10t grade. The winning pieces of writing of
the 11t graders all told a story about life on the other side and all of them impressed us with their
abstract understanding of the topic. The maturity of the ideas in the winning works of the students
from 12th grade conduced them into real creative masterpieces.

[ would like to thank all participants and their English language teachers. Thank you for the
inspiration! [ encourage you to continue writing, as I am impatient to read your creations.

[ would like to thank our partners whose continuous support throughout the years has been
essential for developing the competition - US Embassy in Sofia, British Council, American University
in Bulgaria, AVO Language & Examination Centre, Express Publishing and Klett Bulgaria.

Enjoy reading the wonderful pieces of writing of this year’s winners!

Dimitar Tsekov
Executive Director

CORPIuS Foundation
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THE GIRL WHO DANCED WITH A WIZARD

Anekcangbp Kykos
CMT ,Iaucuit Xunengapcku“- Codpus

It had been six months since he went to the war. He never came back.

Eliza was in her room, preparing for the big feast in honour of their victory. She was hardly holding
back her tears.

The memory was stuck in her mind. How after being allowed to come back home for a while her
father went off again for one last battle.

[t was really hard for Eliza to let him go. She knew something bad would happen. She was right.

But even though grieving she had to go. Otherwise they would worry about her.

She didn’t want them to worry.

She didn’t want them to know.

So, she went there. Eliza went there and danced. She acted like she was enjoying herself. But she
wasn'’t. And they didn’t know.

On the end of the table sat a man that Eliza didn’t know. He was telling stories of the war. He looked at
her. He knew.

He invited her on a dance. He told her:

‘You know, I fought alongside your father in that last battle...’

Then he told her stories about their squad. About the brave men and the fights. How the enemy was
about to win and about this, who always cheered them up. He told them nothing is lost, he told them
stories in the dark moments and kept repeating:

‘You don'’t die. Even if you fall, struck by a bullet, you are never dead.’

They called him The Wizard, because of his ability to keep their minds off the bad things.

Their squad pushed through the enemies and claimed the victory.

Eliza often asked who that wizard was, but the man wouldn’t tell her.

The feast ended and everyone went home happily. Including Eliza. She kept wondering who the man
that helped her father’s squad so much was.

She got back home, went in the room where she had cried so much and then... She knew.



MONSTER FOR A DAY

Kasinna HukoJjiaeBa
[ CY ,CB. Ceamouncienunu” - Trprosuiie

May Jackson lived an ordinary life. Or so she thought before the day she woke up with dog ears,
a tail and fur all over. Yes, an unpleasant experience, but incomparable to the scene she saw in the
kitchen. Her mother, the loveliest person May had ever known, was devouring raw chicken with her
teeth. May almost vomited as she watched it happen before her very eyes. When her mother finally
noticed her, she got no explanation. Just a questioning look and a slight nod towards the piece of meat

the woman was holding.

May, a 14-year-old girl who would barely hurt a fly, didn’t find the idea so appealing. She took a
step backwards, as that was all her body could do at the moment. “Another step. One more!”, she
repeated in her head, desperate to get out of the room. Eventually, she broke out into a run and
dashed upstairs, almost tripping a few times. She shut the door behind her producing a loud thud! The
girl slid down the wall trying to even out her breath. Some time passed until she felt she could manage
to stand on her feet. She got up and looked around hoping she would wake up from the nightmare she
was having. She even pinched her arm rather harshly, causing her to let out a yelp. Her mother hadn’t
tried to reach out to her since their last encounter and the girls was unsure how she should feel about

this.

The thing that caught her attention was her window. It was a sunny day and everything
outside looked so bright. Brighter than her room at least. It was a tempting idea to jump out and
escape, as if she could just leave all her problems at home with her mother and that poor chicken. But
she still had two ears sticking out from in between her locks of hair, a tail that was extremely
uncomfortable pushing against her pajamas bottoms and an excessive amount of fur covering her legs

and arms.

Still she was taking the news well. Most people wouldn’t be fine with the idea of becoming a

dog, but strangely, it felt ...all right.

She glanced at the window one more time wondering if people would start screaming when
they see her. Would everyone else be like her too? Like her mother? May’s heart sank as the image of
her mother flashed in her mind again. They should talk, the girl finally decided with an impressive

amount of confidence.

She peaked out of her room in case there was something waiting for her outside. Perhaps a

camera? Maybe it was all a cruel prank and somebody would start laughing at how stupid she was any
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moment? But who would do that? She and her mother lived alone. No one knew where her father had

been since she was a toddler and she didn’t have any siblings.

Her footsteps sounded louder than usually in the quiet house. May wondered what her mother
could be doing now, while gazing at the kitchen’s door. That door then burst open, revealing the
person that had been invading her mind for the last ten minutes. Her mother was smiling brightly,
arms open wide, looking like she was expecting a hug. A hug was the last thing May have thought of,

but a warm smile always managed to calm her down at least a little.

“So? How was it?” The middle-aged woman asked impatiently. Her daughter was way too into
shock to respond so she just nodded her head, to which the other laughed softly. “I know it might be a
little too much to grasp but it would get better.” She continued swinging an arm around the

youngster’s shoulder, guiding her towards the couch in the living room.

May opened her mouth to speak even though she didn’t have an idea of what was going to
come out but her mother shushed her before a sound could escape her lips. “Don’t worry, you are
doing great. During my first time I couldn’t stop screaming for three minutes straight!” The woman
chuckled laying the girl down and bringing the blanket over her, tucking it a little. “Just know you
shouldn’t be scared. It’s a thing that runs through our family. When your father found out, he did not
take it lightly.” A sad laugh echoed around the room and May’s eyes softened. They slowly closed and

she fell into a deep slumber.

When she woke up the next morning she couldn’t figure out if everything that happened had
really happened and she was too scared to ask her mother about it. She just accepted that she had

become a monster for a day.

The day part was proven wrong, however, when next month the same thing happened. But this

time, she was more prepared.




THE GIRL WHO DANCED WITH A WIZARD

PoGepT PaitueB
[IMT",,CB. KnumenT Oxpuacku“ - Cunucrpa

Gather around, kids. Grandpa is going to tell you a tale about a girl and a wizard.

Once upon a time, there was a
village near the king's castle that was
famous for their women. The last six
queens were all from that village but now
they didn't need a new one to pick because
the king had been given an heir, a daughter
in fact. All across the kingdom, people were
celebrating and drinking in the name of the
newborn princess. She grew to be a
beautiful woman, brave, and intelligent but
her land was being terrorized by an evil
wizard and his magic. He would send
dragons to ravage nearby villages. Nobody
had the courage to take him on but she...
she had the heart of a lion. She had set her
mind to defeat him. She didn't ask for her
father's permission because he would've
denied her request instantly. The young

lady asked the best blacksmith in the

kingdom to forge her armor and a sword.
She took the fastest steed and was on her

way.

While traveling to the wizard's castle, she stopped by a village to restore on supplies. When

she was getting some food for her horse, she overheard a story about the wizard's magic.

- I heard he could turn people into dragons. Do you think anybody can defeat him? - asked a

woman.



- Yes. There will be somebody that defeats him, maybe not in our time but there's still hope.

The princess returned and sat on her steed and started riding to the castle. When she arrived
there was nobody guarding the front gate but she could hear dragon roars in the distance. The lady

entered the castle and saw the wizard sitting on a throne in the middle of the gigantic hall.
- Your reign of terror is over. - she said.
The man didn't move for minutes before saying:

- I never wanted it to come to this. It all started with an ambitious goal but look at where I am
now. Labeled as a villain. I guess it's true. You either die a hero or live long enough to see

yourself become the villain.
The wizard stood up and revealed himself to be an old man deprived by his mistakes.
- Canyou do a favor for me? - he asked.
- What s it? - answered the princess.
- Dance with me.
- What?
- Before my wife died, we used to dance every night.

The young lady sighed as she thought about it but finally accepted. They put their hands together
and started dancing. The old man proved himself to be a good on his feet. As they finished the
princess bowed to him and vice versa. The wizard was smiling and so was the lady. After seconds the

old man started disappearing. Before he was completely gone he said:
- Thank you.

As his body disappeared so did the castle, turning the area around it into a beautiful valley. The
princess returned home and saw her parents worried but happy that she came back to them. The lady
told them all about her adventure and after weeks of peace and quiet, the word about the brave

princess got around faster than a wildfire.
- Kids, dinner's ready!
- T'll bring them to the table.

Maybe I could tell you another tale while we are eating as well but for now, this is it.



ONE DAY WHEN IT’S POURING RAIN

Hpena IleTrkoBa
OY ,Bacua Anpusios” - Byprac

She was a normal girl, an average teenager. Her name was Rosa. She was an excellent student
in her high school and she really liked drawing. Art was a door, leading her to a different universe, a
fantasy land. Rosa was quite an introvert, but she had a few close friends. She had an incredible talent
in drawing and everybody would fall in love with her works, whenever they saw them. Unfortunately,
Rosa wasn’t quite happy with her results. She knew that she can do better and better. This is the
reason why she didn’t give up on her dream - to become an artist...something her dear mother used

to do...

One day Rosa went for a walk at the park to distract herself from the upcoming exam -
something extremely important for the girl. Of course, she had her sketchbook and pencil case with
her. The scenery was breathtaking. The sky was clear, showing it’s soft and calming blue heavens, the
sun was shining bright and kissing the beautiful and colorful flowers with it’s sunshine. This wasn’t
left unnoticed by the young girl. She decided this was the perfect atmosphere to draw in and she sat

on a nearby bench, took out some paper

and started drawing a flower.

All of a sudden, dark and grumpy
clouds covered the wide heavens, the sun
was hidden and darkness absorbed the
place. Rosa was still drawing, inspiration
running through her, not minding her
surroundings. She just finished her
drawing of a gorgeous bouquet of white
flowers, when a small drop of water ran

down the paper. Rosa was really upset,

because she tried so hard on this but it

was now ruined.

This is when something unbelievable happened - the flowers slowly risen up from the paper
and came to life. The girl couldn’t believe her eyes! This was some sort of magic! Shocked, Rosa
started drawing another picture - this time of a boy. The rain was still pouring and becoming stronger
and stronger. When the drawing was fully covered with water, a young handsome boy with blue eyes

as the sky and black hair appeared in from of her. He looked friendly and kindhearted. He didn’t

9



speak, he silently sat next to her and stared at the blank page of the sketchbook. Rosa got his idea and
started drawing, this time an umbrella. When she was ready, Rosa gave the umbrella to the boy. He

took it gently from her hands and smiled.

- Thank you so much for bringing me to life! You draw unbelievably great! You have an
amazing talent. [ can’t wait to see you as a famous artist one day! - the boy cheerfully said

and hugged Rosa.

Slowly tears started dripping from the girl’s eyes. Rosa quietly thanked the boy and started her
fourth drawing - a portrait of her mother. She was trying her best to capture her image by memory,
while quietly sobbing. Memories came back of her and her mother having fun, going on amazing

adventures. Sadly, these happy moments couldn’t continue.

Rosa added her final details and she was ready. Drops of rain were falling from the sky, making
the drawing wet but the picture didn’t become alive. The girl started crying. She just wanted to see
her mother again, once again. To see her pretty face, her heartwarming smile and hug her, thanking

her for everything.
A single tear... This made the drawing alive.
- Rosa... - said her mother and embraced her in a tight loving hug.

The girl was happy now, next to the person she loved and to the one she would fall in love with
in the future. The sky started to clear up, all of a sudden. The images of the boy, the umbrella and her
mother started to fade. Rosa panicked. She didn’t know what to do! The young girl just wanted to stay

with the people she loves. Why was fate so cruel!

- Rosa, don’t worry. We have to go now but we will always be with you no matter what. Stay
strong, don’t give up and I will be watching you and loving you I said her mother with a
calm voice and kissed her on the forehead. The two people waved at Rosa and slowly
disappeared with the warm sunshine coming through the clouds. The only thing left were
the flowers - pure, gentle and beautiful, just like the people who meant the world for her.

She took them home with her happier than ever.
Now she was finally satisfied with her art...

Time passed and just like the boy said, she became a famous artist. She also had her first

exhibition, where she had a speech.
- Thank you...- Rosa said quietly with tears in her eyes, holding the flowers in hand.
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THE CURIOUS BRIDGE

IIpecnaBa I''o3esneBa
Oy ,II. P. CnaBeiikoB“- Byprac

Not so long ago there lived an enchantress called Clare. She was a member of a very prestigious
wizard club named “Maginaria”. Everybody in the club called her BRIDGEt because of her interesting
ability to talk to bridges! There were wizards who could talk with animals, plants and even clouds, but
there was no one else like Bridget. That's why she was the most respected member of the club even

though she was the youngest - only sixteen years old.

One day Bridget was walking home and went into a quiet forest. She saw a deep scary river.
Above the river there was an old rope bridge. It was very unstable and the creaking sound it made

sent shivers down her spine. Bridget closed her eyes and said:

“Please, let me pass! Please!”

“Of course, pretty girl”, she heard the bridge’s voice in her head. “There is nothing to be afraid of.”
“Are you sure? Don’t take it personally but you look pretty unstable”, the enchantress said.

The bridge wasn’t surprised that she could hear his voice. He was aware that there were

hundreds of wizards in the forest.
“Don’t worry. [ won’t let you fall!”

Bridget made a few steps and felt the bridge shaking beneath her feet.
“What’s going on?”, she screamed.

“The wind is blowing! But don’t worry, I am doing my best to stay still. You know what: do not think

about me. Just go ahead”, the bridge said to encourage her.

She took a deep breath, made a few more steps and... there she was - at the other side of the

river.

l"

“Thank you! Oh, thank you so much!” said Bridget. “You are the best!”

“I would blush if I had a face”, the bridge whispered.

“I will do something for you. I will make one of your wishes come true”, Bridget told him. “That way I

will show you how grateful [ am for not letting me drown.”
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She wasn’t completely sure what hopes and dreams a bridge could have but she decided that

was the best way to thank him.

“Well, you see... so many people cross me every day. I really want to be able to talk with them the way
[ talk with you. That way I will know more about their way of life and their personalities. Maybe I will

even find new friends!”
“That’s so sweet”, the enchantress said. “You got it, buddy!”
Just then she clapped her hands and said:
[ will now give you a wonderful thing,
with it you will talk, laugh, whisper and sing.
It’s a sound sweeter than any noise.
[ will now give you a human voice!
With those words she granted his wish.
On the next day a young couple was crossing the bridge.
“Be careful, honey!” said the boy to his girlfriend. “The ropes are very loose.”
“Don’t worry” the bridge suddenly said. “You lovebirds are completely safe!”
“What was that?”, the girl screamed.

“It’s me, the bridge! It's my pleasure to meet you. I find humans fascinating! I want to know more
about them. Tell me, please, does every human girl wear this weird colorful paint on her face or is it

just you?”

“Is this some kind of joke?” the girl said and rolled her eyes. “Come on, let’s keep going! And just for

the record, it’s called make-up!”

“I don’t know about you but I am going home”, the boy said. “There may be criminals or even worse-

ghosts, here!”
“Coward”, the girl whispered under her breath. And then they left.

Many people came to the bridge and he asked them so many questions. Some screamed in
terror, others were confused. But one thing was sure - no one wanted to talk with the bridge and be

friends with him. He was very sad. He tried to sing songs, tell jokes and stories but that made people
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even more frightened. So, they decided to do the only thing people can do with magic and fantasy - to

destroy it.

One morning Bridget came to see the bridge. She expected to see children running around
while the bridge was singing songs to them. But she saw something terrible! The old rope bridge was
completely ruined. The knobs were untied, the boards were broken. The scary river carried them on

its waves like fallen leaves.
“Oh my God!” Bridget cried. “Who did this to you? What happened?”
“People”, the bridge whispered. “They...”

“I should have guessed! People are afraid of magic. They want magic to die.”, the enchantress

said through tears.
“You didn’t let me finish. People... broke me but... curiosity murdered me.”
“I will fix you!”
“Don’t bother. I lived a good life. Besides, [ was very old. It’s time for me to rest.”

And those were his last words. Bridget didn’t say anything either. She noticed that the river
became very quiet. The wind wasn’t blowing, the birds weren’t singing. This silence reminded her of a
lullaby her grandfather used to sing to her. And suddenly, without even noticing, Bridget started

singing:

The forest is quiet, not a sound to be heard,

not a song, not a laugh, not a single word.

There are so many melodies that are dear to our soul,

but the sound of silence is the sweetest of all.
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QUICK, HIDE BEHIND THE SOFA

KoHnctanTul 'eoprues
[IMTI" ,ba6a Touka“ - Pyce

Hi! Have you ever lost something and never found it again? Maybe I might know where it is.
But, unfortunately, no one is able to go there after... Well, it’s a long story. Looks like you have got

plenty of time, so let’s start at the very beginning.

My name is Sofia Bella Carmenita Estebao, but everyone calls me Sofi. A couple of years ago me
and my brother Ben were playing hide-and-seek. It was Ben’s turn to seek, so I had to find a place to
hide. I was thinking where to hide for a while but then I heard Ben counting: “10...9...8...”.  realised I
did not have a lot of time, so I chose the closest and the trickiest place for me - behind the sofa. I
started running toward it when Ben said “4...3...2...". I pulled it so that I could hide behind it. “1! Sofi,
I'll find you!” Oh, no! I'd better hurry. I hid behind the sofa and pulled it back just like it was before.
There was no way he could find me. It was completely dark. Except... A strange purple light coming
out of nowhere! I'd never seen it before. Where did it come from? [ had no idea. But I felt kind of like it
attracted me! I felt like I had to touch it. I was stupid, wasn’t I? I don’t know what I was thinking then,
but I ran my hand towards it. | wanted to touch it. The moment my fingers got inside the light’s core, I
suddenly felt really strange. The light disappeared, together with everything around me. For a brief

moment the world became a white hole with nothing inside. And then...

[ opened my eyes. My head was aching. I was lying on our sofa. “Phew,” I thought, “Just a bad
dream!” The sofa [ woke in looked just like ours except... It was completely clean. The one in my house
had a nasty gravy sauce stain from Thanksgiving. It was impossible to remove but we did not buy a

new sofa. Something was not alright.

[ got up and looked around me. I was not at my house. It was either night, or [ was somewhere
in space. There were sofas everywhere. Different sizes, colours, etc. And the ground beneath my feet...
Was made of toys! Dolls, balls, Lego parts, everything, every toy in our world. A world made of toys
and sofas. And someone was walking towards me. I wanted to run at first but then I realised that I
might be all alone here. Maybe this person knew how I could go back to my house. So, I stayed just
where [ was. The person who was coming closer and closer to me, was really short. With a really big

head. And even bigger ears. No, this man was not a human. It was...

- A teddy bear. I'm a teddy bear, - it said. - I can also read your mind. And yes, there is a way to
get out of here. We are in Loserland (I hate the name). Everything you humans loose and don’t find in
two weeks magically comes here. And all these lost things have formed a whole planet. Bears, like me,

become alive after coming here. And we never die!
14



- This sounds amazing!

- [t get’s a little boring sometimes. So, here’s the deal! I'll show you how to get out of here if you
play a game with me. It’s like hide-and-seek but you have to hide behind a sofa. It’s called “Quick, hide
behind the sofa!”.

- Hide-and-seek? Count me in!

- Ok, I will hide. You will count from ten backwards. Are you ready?
- Yes!

- Ok, here you go!

-10..9..8...7...6...5...4...3...2...1! Ready or not, here | come!

[ started to think where he is. He was a bear. Bears like honey. Honey is yellow. So, he must be
hiding behind a yellow sofa. There was only one yellow sofa around us. | went toward it and saw two

brown ears poking from behind it. [ ran to it and when I saw the bear, I shouted:
- Woo-hoo, I found you!
- You... Beat me?
- Looks like I did.
- You beat me at my own game?!
- Yes.
- NO ONE BEATS ME AT MY OWN GAME!!!

The bear went from light brown to blood red. Steam went out from his ears. He started

growing bigger and bigger. And then...

He exploded! The whole planted collided from the explosion. I was thrown in open space. [ was

flying toward something... A purple light! Just like the one behind my sofa! I closed my eyes and...
It went dark. I panicked, I did not know where I was! Then, I heard a voice:
- Sofi, ok, you are good at this. You beat me! I give up! Now, please, show me where you are.

Phew, I was behind my sofa. The purple light was gone. Maybe I'll never see it again. I'm not
worried, though. It's been twenty years since then. So... If you ever see a strange purple light, don’t

touch it. Since Loserland is gone, it will just throw you in open space.
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THIS TRAIN DOESN’'T STOP HERE ANYMORE

Eneonopa Mypa:xeBa
XT',,CB. cB. Kupusa u Metoauit“ - [lnoBaus

The train was old and rustic. Its true
colour was barely visible. There were scars
all over its body and the whole shape was
disformed. Most of the seats were broken or
just too bad to sit on. The windows were
dirty and some of them couldn’t even open.
It was the oldest train, that was still used

even after all the years it had served. Every

time it appeared people looked at it because
of the horrible sounds coming from the
wheels. It was a big pile of rust. It gathered passengers from the big towns and spread them all over
the countryside. There were a lot of people getting off on each stop. All except one. Nobody was
leaving at the smallest village. It was a really small village surrounded by forests and hills. But why
did the train stop there even though there was nobody to get on or leave the train? Some of the

passengers even asked why they are wasting their time.

It was because of the old man. Every single day there was a short, poorly dressed old man,
waiting for the train. But he didn’t get on. He always looked at the train and asked if there’s somebody
who is getting off. The passengers hated him. It was the same question every day. He lived in a

wooden cabin near the train station.

And today wasn’t an exception. The train appeared from the woods and stopped at the station.
He got close and asked if somebody is getting off. One passenger got up from his seat and asked the
man why he asks this stupid question every day. The old man, as always, said that he is waiting for
someone. He turned around and went back home. It was really cold today. He sat near the fireplace
and looked at a picture on it. It was a picture of a young girl. He was there, too. He got in his bed and
closed his eyes. Today was a very cold day. He looked at the picture again. It was getting colder. He

closed his eyes again and let the cold spread over his body.

The following week a well-dressed woman with curly hair got on the train and asked if it stops

at the small forest village. A passenger responded:

- This train doesn’t stop there anymore.
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THIS TRAIN DOESN’'T STOP HERE ANYMORE

AumMutsp Jlazapos
[IMT" ,,Akaz. Cepreit KoposboB“ — BiaroeBrpag

Alex looked at his watch for the third time in the last ten minutes. The railway station was busy
and full of life. All around him people were running and trying to catch their trains. Most of them were
normal people trying not to be late for their normal jobs. Alex easily blended in this crowd. He was an
average looking man - short and somewhat stocky. His face wasn’t much to look at either - wrinkles
were visible on his forehead and his head was balding. Time and having two kids had taken their toll
on him. Despite this, he loved his family, which was why he still went to work in an office every day. It

was the only way he could support his family

After waiting for his train for ten minutes, he was approached by a man in a uniform.
“Excuse me Sir,” said the man. “Are you trying to catch the train to the regional capital?”
“Yes. Shouldn’t it have arrived by now?” asked Alex.
“There is a maintenance issue with the tracks, Sir. An unfortunate accident.”

Alex looked straight into the man’s cold eyes. There was something strange, something off-
putting about his tone and his body language. Furthermore, he had never seen this man work here.

Little did he know, this wouldn’t be the last strange occurrence that day.
“What should I do now?” Alex nervously asked.

“A train leaves from the next train stop. It goes through the old track and arrives in the old railway

station with less than a ten- minute delay.
“I guess [ don’t have a choice.”

After a short walk, Alex reached the train station. The train was there, although it looked much
older than any other train he had used. He went in, and was surprised by how empty it was. The only
passenger was an old woman in her eighties. Her wrinkled face was pale and her eyes were seemingly
devoid of life. The conductor was a man in his thirties with a big brown moustache and a lifeless
looking face. Despite the train being empty, there was a terrible smell in the air, one that Alex had

never felt before.

He sat next to the old woman. She looked lonely, so maybe he could keep her company. That’s
what he thought. The train took off from the station. At first, Alex looked through the window. The

wilderness had often fascinated him, but this wouldn’t be the case this time. The sun was yet to rise
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and no animals were visible through the small and somewhat dusty window. There was nothing

interesting to see here so he started chatting with the woman.

“Good morning,” Alex cheerfully said.

“Good morning,” replied the woman. “What business do you have in the city?”
“I go to work there.”

“I am going to see my husband. He had just came back from the war.”

“War?” Alex asked surprised as the train entered a tunnel.

“Yes, the World War. He had just came back from the frontlines in France.”

Still confused, Alex was going to ask another question, when suddenly everything went black.
After a few seconds, he was able to see again. The train had exited the tunnel, but the old woman
wasn'’t there anymore. He got up and looked around him, but there were no signs of her. Before he
could comprehend what had just happened, the train arrived at the old railway station. Still confused,
he got off the train. The station was deserted. As he exited the old building, he remembered he didn’t
see the conductor on his way out of the train. Perhaps, he was still confused what happened to the old

woman and wasn'’t paying attention. There was no way the conductor had just vanished into thin air.

After a fifteen-minute walk, Alex arrived in his office. The only person there was his co-worker

Justin.

“Did the boss come here?” Alex asked without hesitation, not even bothering with saying “Good

morning.”
“Of course not. [ just came early,” said Justin.

“Thanks God! I thought I would be late. I had to take the

old track to the old railway station”.

“The old railway station?” Justin was surprised. “The train
from your town doesn’t stop there anymore. It hasn’t in
the last 70 years. A tunnel collapsed and killed a woman

and the conductor.”

An unfortunate accident.
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THIS TRAIN DOESN'T STOP HERE ANYMORE

l'a6puesia Kpymosa
[ AET - Codusa

Eight thirty a.m. waking up I'm lazy, nine a.m. breakfast I don’t have the power to eat, two p.m. school
put a fake smile on and you will be alright, six p.m. home I just have to make to bed time, eight p.m.
dinner you have to eat because if you don’t, they will tell you that you are dumb again, ten p.m. sleep,
finally escape.

Every single day is a rollercoaster of emotions, things to get over, things to be happy about, to
forget or to remember for a life time plus all the different emotions, it’s fascinating.

Emotions they’re like the stops of the train they come and go every single stop is emotion, and
every day is a new train Emotions: happiness, sadness, guilt, laziness, proudness and a ton more.

As for me all those nice things like happiness, brightness, liveliness, they slowly disappeared
from my train stop list, slowly, but surely. The train goes slower and slower and you feel like time has
stopped. It hasn’t, it's your emotions that are stuck, you feel like there is nothing to look up for. Why
would you want to eat cake on your birthday when you know you won'’t feel the taste and the only
emotions that come a re sadness and numbness. Why would you go outside when you know that no
matter how many cute dogs or babies you see all the emotions that come are grief and loneliness.
Why would you want to study when you know that no matter what your grades are you still aren’t
good enough.

Emotions come with your thoughts and thoughts come with things that will happen, and you
think will happen.

| feel like I have no bright future. Every single time I cross the street a car may hit me, every
time [ breathe my lungs may stop, it may be a “may be” situation but it's a possibility and life doesn’t
care if you deserve a bright future or not.

And when you look at life the way [ do, how can you do anything. People have said cruel,
painful and terrifying things to me that have scared me and as time passes I start to believe them:

»n » o«

“You aren’t worth it”, “You aren’t funny”, “You aren’t good enough”, “Stop being in the way”,
“You're annoying, fat, ugly, stupid”, “No one loves you”, “You are evil”, “Our family would be much
happier without you”. And my mind starts repeating them over and over again and no matter what I
do I feel like time passes slowly and I'm left alone with my thoughts and emotions no matter if I'm

with my friends, family or alone.

Eight thirty a.m. it isn’t worth waking up you will only regret it further through the day, nine
a.m. still at my bed someone that wants to eat my breakfast and thinks that he/she deserves it will,
two p.m. school just do what you need to do avoid eye contact because you will fall apart, six p.m. do
nothing at least you can’t screw anything up, eight p.m. forget about eating. And finally, ten p.m.
escape.

“Last stop, depression, mind the gap between the train and the platform if you have forgotten
the thoughts of you not being good enough, please ask the staff to return them back to you” - the
lady’s voice from the train.

Happiness, this train doesn’t stop there anymore.
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THE GIRL WHO PLAYED WITH A SHADOW

Yada XamyH
CY ,Cs. CB. Kupun u Metoguin“ - Beiunrpaf,

She lowered the hood over her head, trying to cover even more her treacherous eyes. But it
was too late now. They have found her. She hurried her steps, started running, hiding, seeking, but it
was useless and she knew it. The thing was breathing in her neck trying to catch her and take her to

the never-ending darkness that she could feel was slowly becoming her entirety.

Karou woke up. That was the third nightmare that week. But what was going on? She had those
dreams 10 years ago. Why are they repeating again? Was the room turning or was it her head? She
couldn’t tell so she decided to go wash her face. She splashed water on herself and looked up in the
mirror. Same black hair and extremely white skin just as usual. Same high cheekbones and a little
crooked nose, but her eyes... What was wrong with her eyes? For 16 years Karou had woken up with
the same grey eyes but today they were black. Black as the darkness from her nightmare, black as the
night when she was born. She started blinking trying to take the darkness away but nothing

happened, her eyes stayed as dark as they were.

Karou knew there was something extraordinary in her, she just couldn’t tell what it was. From
the moment Mrs. Hamilton found her 10 years ago in the dark alley in central London, the moment
she remembers as the day she was reborn. From that moment she knew people were not like her.
They couldn’t do the things she could. So, she decided to forget. Forget her abilities and just never use
them again, but this was differed. That’s why she went back to her room, put on some clothes and
sunglasses to cover her new eyes and went downstairs, where Mrs. Hamilton was making the
breakfast.

"Morning, sweetie!"- said the old lady with her cute British accent. " I am making pancakes, do you

want some?"

"Thanks, mama"- said Karou and kissed the elderly lady on the cheek. "But I am heading outside,
maybe later."- said the girl as sweet as she could, pretending that everything was fine. She just didn't

want to make the kind lady worry about her so she head out of the front door as fast as possible.

It was a bad decision and she knew it but she didn’t want things to happened again. She would
just go to the antique shop again like she did 10 years ago and would ask Brianne and the other

witches for help.

The doorbell rang when she opened the shop door. Just as expected Brienne was sitting in the

old rocking chair reading a book. She didn’t even look up, she knew Karou would come.

"You were expecting me I guess." Said Karou.
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"Of course. It's your faith girl and you just can't run from it"- said Brienne as she stood up from the

chair. "How are your shadows? Are they bothering you again? Or is it the nightmare this time?"

"I need your help"- said Karou as she took her sunglasess off.

Brienne looked deeply in her eyes and said-" I told you this would happen child, I told you that
you should stay here with me but you that stupid boring life of a normal girl. That doesn’t belong to

you.

"[ get it Brienne, just tell me what to do? I can't let the shadows come again. [ can't hurt more people"-
she was desperate. Although she wanted to forget the accident when she was 6, she just couldn’t it

was haunting her and it was about time to free her power.

"Talk to them, let them in. They won’t hurt you if you let them be part of you. Listen child, I know how
hard it is, but you are just like us"- said Brienne as she looked back her shoulder where the other
sisters from the Sisterhood of the shadow witches were standing-"Your shadow is your friend just let
it be."

Karou was scared. She didn’t want to do it. She just wanted to be a normal girl but 10 years ago
when her powers came all by a sudden, the moment she by accident hurt her parents, the moment she
ran from home, that was the moment she lost her childhood. The sisters found her and told her the
truth, told her she was a shadow witch- a creature made by shadows and bones. Told her she had to
learn to control her powers but the young girl ignored them, so here she was 10 years later, realizing

it was time to let her power free.
"Tell me what to do!"-she said decisively with determination in her eyes. "And I will do it."
Brienne and the younger sister Analia came to her and

whispering into her ears told her what to do in order to save

the people from herself.

Karou stood in the middle of the room. She raised her
head and looked at the stars that were drown on the celling
and just as she did it, she freed the power that was raging
inside her. She took all of the shadows that were hiding in her
body and suddenly she become one of them. She was a part of
their world and they were hers. And from that moment Karou
knew she had become a shadow. Sneaking through lights and

darkness Karou was no longer a part of this world.
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MIDNIGHT, ON THE BRIDGE. COME ALONE!

HUBaH-Asiekcangbp HuKo/10B
CY ,Cg.. CB. Kupusa u Metonuii“ - Byprac

“What could he mean by that?” -Judy muttered upon seeing the private message. It is 10:43 PM,
already freezing temperatures outside, yet a co-worker who she seldom works with invited her
nonchalantly?

“Something’s up. Last week he wasn’t... himself. Almost as if the devil had just remembered the
overdue deal and came in to see him and walk away. Was it the last incident that Chief assigned us to,
bothered him so much?” Brainstorming the idea until every possibility is cornered, Judy went to take
a nap; well, at least attempt to.

RING
RING
RING

Judy sprang up in a panic. Her consciousness failed her, as she scrambled to prepare herself. Midnight
has struck. With every stumble, she became ever more nervous. She opened her drawer containing a
.322 revolver, her police badge proudly showing the world her town, and insurmountable amounts of
file work. Her hand cautiously grabbed the handle of the weapon and carefully slid it in her utility
belt, accompanying its’ friends. Hurriedly snatching the jacket, she rushed out into the hallway,

locking the door went to the back of her priorities list.

The black water reflecting light from a shy moon instilled an atmosphere filled with dualism. Under
the only lamp on the bridge, a tall man stood not too far from an equally big patrol car.

“You’re 15 minutes late” - the silhouette spoke.

“What is this about, Otis?” -Judy responded.

“The whole truth”

The silence was deafening.

“We are both pawns to an abhorrent evil. [ am here to tell you of it”- Otis braved the fog.

“You’re giving me creepy vibes. Did Chief do something? Did he punish you or...” -although naive, she
sought a genuine answer.

“Chief is not acting in the interest of our people. He is corrupting the state and is manipulating everyone
close to him. Believe me!”
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Judy was dumbfounded.

“This is insane! You're his right hand, his most trusted trooper! He is a living symbol of security”

Otis took a deep breath.

“Judith, you remember last week?”

“Where we drove to downtown?”

“I had orders to break in the apartment, the warrant used to be immediate. What I would expect behind
that door was everything, but the impossible. My love,” a tear formed in his eye. Otis nevertheless kept

going:

“With full prejudice, everyone perished. My pleas were ignored. [ was court marshaled. But Chief came in
and ordered a full pardon and a promise to not ‘defy’ him again. She... was radiating light, warmth,
happiness, the second I saw her. No... I didn’t deserve such an innocent and kind woman. We were the

apprehenders of justice, but all I witnessed was injustice.”

A sudden reflection beamed off a rectangular metal object. Judy’s eyes widened like discs. Otis pulled
out a gun.

“I am a man who lost everything and then some, and the world just watched. Hear me, tell your friends,
the mayor, anyone really. Stop chief before his metamorphosis is complete.”

His hand slowly moved, Judy turned her body and went for her own Killer in a cartridge. Otis’s gun
was point blank aimed at his own head.

“They say you die twice. The first is when you stop breathing...”

“Ritter NO! Stop, w-“

“The second is when the last person says your name.”

“OTIS!”

“Her name was Anna Fischer... my name was Otis Ritter. Remember me”

The ignited gunpowder came with distant screams. Judy’s ears rang; her own words escaped her

senses. Only a shell went off the railing, and then a splash. A much larger one followed. The
revelation took them both over the edge into madness.
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THE GIRL WHO PLAYED WITH A SHADOW

Eanna CtaH4YeBa
El ,Bacun Kaparbo3os“ - im60.

There was a girl named Olivia. She lived in a house near a small river, which name she didn't
know of. One day, as the girl was running in the house's garden searching for her frog Meeve, she
bumped on something or perhaps someone and fell onto the ground. When she lifted up her head to
apologize, she saw no one. The girl stood up and started looking around with a puzzled expression.
Then she looked down to her feet and saw something dark on the grass. The thing was burning,
because of the sunlight. Olivia quickly took the thing and entered her house, leaving it on the floor.
Then the girl looked both her hands. They had become black. She tried to move them but couldn't.

"What did you do?" - Olivia asked with a frightened expression on her face.

"I did nothing. You were curious and touched me. Your curiosity is to be blamed, not me." - the
shadow replied coldly.

Olivia was about to say something but the shadow stood up and scared her.
"I need you to help me, Olivia."

"H-how do you know my name?" - asked the girl stuttering.

"I know a lot of things." - simply said the shadow.

"And how can a little girl like me be able to help you?"

"Let me show you a trick."

"Okay... But tell me at least your name."

"Hm... call me Olivia." - said the thing.

"You are not Olivia. That is my name."

"Let me show you a trick." - the shadow said again.

The girl nodded. The shadow touched Olivia's chest and the girl and the thing switched places.
Now the shadow was the little girl. She tried yelling but no one heard her. Olivia looked at her body
with teary eyes. A big bright smile appeared on the old face of hers.

"You are no longer Olivia. That's now my name. Hope you enjoyed the trick.” - The girl's body turned
its back on her and went to the girl's room.

That was the story about Olivia. The girl who played with a shadow. The girl who had lost
everything. Even her own name. She had no other option but to wander aroun the mansion wating for
a chance to steal someone else's body.

- Persephone
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THE ORANGE DUCK WHO LOVED PARACHUTING

Topop KantyTHuc
91 HET ,IIpod. Koucrantux I"'bab60B“- Codus

They had first met in the tiny park near the building where he lived. He had bumped into her during
his daily jogging and had fallen on the ground. She had helped him up and then he had stood there for
fifteen seconds, speechless, examining her face, her crystal blue eyes, and, of course, her fiery orange
hair. He didn’t believe in nonsense such as love at first sight, but he had definitely felt something

there.

That night they had gone to the nearby bar - an interesting change of environment, compared to his
office, where he spent most of his time. They had talked for hours and hours, and after that they had

gone in his little apartment. He couldn’t remember anything else from that night.

kKKK ok

“Parachuting lessons”, the big sign on the entrance to the hangar read. He couldn’t understand how
he’d ended up there. He was used to his quiet lifestyle and every thought of something extreme was
almost frightening. But she had asked for this for so long. And even though he didn’t want to admit it,
she was right - he definitely liked the sudden rush of adrenaline. She was also happy - and that meant

he was, too.

Fifteen minutes later they were on the plane. He stood nervously before the open door, the air

furiously blowing in his face. He tried to motivate himself. He suddenly felt her hand on his shoulder.
“You can do it, honey.” she said. “Just take a step forward.”
And he did.

The euphoria he felt was unbelievable. He was soaring through the air, like an eagle hunting his prey.

He heard her voice - yells of happiness.

When he felt the time was right, he pulled the string on his backpack and his parachute went off. He

looked up - she still had a hundred or so meters left to go.

He suddenly realised something was wrong. She didn’t stop - she continued falling at full speed. Then

he heard her scream.

Impulsively, he started heading her way, in his mind the hope that he could reach her, save her. He

couldn’t.
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Everything blacked out.

k3K kkk

He was looking through the window. In his sight was the miniature pond in the park. He had never
looked at it for too long while jogging. Now he could clearly see a family of ducks, swimming in the
water. The colorful feathers of the mother. Five yellow ducks cheerfully gathered around her.

Actually, four. One duck stood out. With its fiery orange feathers.

He realised he was smiling, even though his eyes were starting to wetten up with tears at the memory

of her. The bird that wanted to fly but couldn’t.

kKKK k

He woke up in a puddle of sweat. He looked at the alarm - there were still about twenty minutes until

it signaled he had to wake up.

He felt something and suddenly looked next to him. Her head was lying on his left shoulder, her

orange locks spilt all over his chest.
Something struck him. He stood up carefully, trying not to wake her up. He ran to the window.

Even without his glasses, he could see the orange duck, asleep on a rock in the middle of the pond. He

felt the tears in his eyes once again.

“What’s the matter, honey?” he heard her voice. “Are
you ready for the big day? Our first parachuting

lesson!”
He smiled at her.

“Of course,” he whispered. “my little orange duck.”
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THE ORANGE DUCK WHO LOVED PARACHUTING
HuKb/1bCc BpUHTHOT

CY ,llanko lepkoBcku“- [loscku TpbpMbewn

In all honesty, I've grown to despise parachuting. Not because it is not fun or it scares me, no,
nothing like that, but because of the memories brought back by the thought of once again jumping out
of a plane ten thousand feet in the air. But [ used to love it once...

17.07.1934

Ahh, my first parachuting jump. Yup, I used to be a skydiver. And I was pretty good at it too! I
was an adventurous type; however, none of the sports such as rock climbing or scuba diving really did
it for me. But, oh my, did skydiving give me the adrenaline rush and feeling of freedom I craved so
much.

“How’s your new suit?” my mother asked. “Does it fit you well?”

“Yes, mother,” I replied. “It’s perfect.”

[ still keep that suit to this day. It used to be bright orange, with black stripes lining the sides of
the sleeves and pants, but now it’'s become worn-out and sits crumpled in the back of my closet. It
hasn’t seen the light of day in a very long time, but back then I used to cherish it - it was what I
thought was the first step to becoming a professional skydiver. But let’s get back to the story. Where
was I? Oh, yes! The walk down the airstrip was at the time the scariest five minutes of my life. I had
butterflies in my stomach, I felt as if | was going to throw up, but I knew that if I was going to be a
successful skydiver, I would have to get through with this. And so I did. I got on the plane as if no one
was watching and ascended. Ten thousand feet in the air I was told to get ready. I strapped the
parachute to my chest and neared the edge of the door. I took a deep breath and jumped...

[ remember being absolutely ecstatic when I landed. I was surrounded by my family members
and other people who wanted to cheer me on. “You looked like an orange duck!” said my little sister,
exposing her missing teeth with a wide smile. The townspeople never did stop calling me “orange
duck” after that and I eventually grew to like that nickname - Brandon “The Orange Duck” Fraser. It
had a nice ring to it, or at least I thought it did...

06.06.1944. Operation Neptune, Normandy

As many other men in the U.S, I was also drafted as a soldier for the Second World War. I had
almost no experience with any type of firearm but was forced to carry a Tommy gun into battle. Well,
as my old drill instructor used to say - “Shit happens”. Due to my previous experience with
parachuting, I was assigned as a paratrooper in the 32nd Airborne Division under the command of
General Matthew Ridgeway. A curt and sullen old man Ridgeway was, but he sure knew his strategies

and tactics.
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We were commissioned to invade the northern coast of France. We all received the mandatory
briefing on the mission and our commanders gave us a small pep-talk before heading out. “It's not
going to be easy,” they said. “Many men are going to die out there.” Hell, that pep-talk didn’t even

graze the surface of reality.

It was still dark when we headed out for the battlefield. Quiet. All I can remember is how quiet

it was on the way there.

l"

“These Germans are going to be like water off a duck’s back, ay!” bellowed Private Riley,

breaking the silence.

“Hell, yeah!” Those were the last words of reassurance in the plane before our position was

compromised.

“Squad six has been taken down!” yelled someone over the radio. Looking out the window, I
saw a bunch of planes burst into flames and swirl down to the ground. Flashes of light came from the
barrels of the anti-aircraft weapons. Before I knew it, a third of the squads had been shot down -
Squad Two, Squad Seven, Squad Eight, Squad Five, Squad Thirteen. Those were the squads I
remember because [ had acquaintances in them. Not long after, it was our turn to jump out of the
plane. It took me a moment to realize what was happening once my parachute popped open. We were

being picked off one by one by the German infantry.

“We're sitting ducks up here. Try to steer clear of the main enemy forces!” shouted

Commander Taylor.

[ can’t exactly remember when or how we got to the ground, but luckily Riley and General

Ridgeway were only a few hundred feet away.
“Like water off a ducks’ back, huh?” I asked Riley.
“Shut up you lil’ orange duckling!” yelled Riley mocking my face paint.

Being called an orange duck took me aback. It was ten years before that my little sister had
also called me an orange duck. I thought to myself that there must be some kind of significance to this.
Ducks are resourceful - they can walk, swim, fly, duck under water to avoid danger. Was it my
resourcefulness that led me to surviving D-Day? Was the universe trying to impress something upon

me? To this day I'm still trying to figure it out.

Journal of Brandon Fraser - The orange duck who loves to parachute.
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THE ORANGE DUCK WHO LOVED PARACHUTING

KasosaH I'eoprues
32 CYWYE ,CB. KnumeHT Oxpuacku’ - Coous

Dallas: "Alright boys the plan is clear, we sneak in the zoo, get the duck, put it in the van and vanish.
Then we take it to Hoxton”.

Roger: “We got out of jail two months ago and now we risk getting back in for some strange-looking
chicken?!”

Dallas: “It’s not a bloody chicken, you dork.”

Roger: “Of course it is! It can fly right?”

Driver of the van: “We are here.”

Dallas: “Just do your job. Lock and load boys!”

*sound of guns and rifles loading*

Dallas: “And remember, be quiet!”

*few minutes later*

Bill: “INCOMING!”

Sam: “How did we end up in this situation?”

Rifles shooting and horrified screams filled the night. Sound of sirens was getting closer.
Dallas: “Well if Bill had answered the security guard’s pager everything would be fine.”
Bill: “Yo, he sounded like a woman.”

Roger: “Never mind, just grab the chicken!”

Dallas: “IT’S NOT A CHICKEN!”

Bill: “I got the duck, clear the path and let’s go!”

*sounds of rifles and pistols shooting, followed by painfully screaming police officers.*
Sam: “Let’s move, let’s move!”

Dallas: “C’'mon Bill, get in the van we are running out of time!”

*threatening yells of the cops in the background*

Bill: “Yeah, yeah, I'm in.”

Driver of the van: “Damn, we got a tail!”

Dallas: "Get rid of them. NOW!”
29



Sam: "This is gonna get loud. He-he-he.”

Bill: “There’s a tree. THERE'S A...”

The van crashes in a tree and explodes. The driver is dead.
Roger: ”Oh, no!”

Dallas: “Everybody fine?”

Sam: “Yes, but this place will be bustling with cops in no time!”
Dallas: “I got a message from Hoxton, he will send a helicopter.”
Bill: “Take cover and prepare the pistols!”

Roger: “We are surrounded!”

Dallas: “Here’s the helicopter. Move, move, move!”

The helicopter flies away. The gang is getting instructions and takes parachutes.

Pilot: “Ready? Jump in 3...2...1...”

Everybody jumps. One of the crew members has attached the duck to himself.
Sam: “The duck is going nuts!”

*sounds of duck which seems to enjoy herself*
Roger: “Ha-ha-ha, the chicken likes parachuting.”
Dallas: “It’s not a chicken! Prepare to open chutes.”
Parachutes opens and soon the crew lands.

Bill: “What now?”

Dallas: “We wait our escort to Hoxton'’s palace.”
Three cars soon arrive followed by two motorbikes.
Driver of the bike: “Get in the car.”

Soon everybody arrives. Hoxton greets them warmly.
Hoxton: “I believe you have something mine.”

Sam passes the duck gently and Hoxton pets it.
Dallas: “You got our payment?”

Hoxton: “Bring it.”

Two bodyguards come with bags and throw them to the gang.
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Bill: “Cha-ching time fellas!”

Dallas opens the sacks. Everything is there.
Dallas: “Pleasure to work with you!”
Hoxton: “As usual.”

Sam: “Why did you want this duck so desperate?”

Hoxton: “This animal here, swallowed a serum worth millions before time. It’s running trough its
veins. Didn’t you wonder why the whole town was after you? Or maybe why it's orange? Anyway, |

have work to do, I will contact you when I need your skills again. ”

The crew leaves the palace.
Sam: “So, what now?”
Dallas: “We did our job, now we move on to the next one.”

Bill: “No, no, first we celebrate. It's payday boys!”

Roger: “I still can’t believe we went through all this for a bloody chicken.”

Dallas: “It’s not a... oh whatever.”

Sam: “You got your payment right.”

Later that day in Hoxton'’s laboratory.

Hoxton: “Here, take the Chicken and take out the serum.”
Lab worker: “Of course sir, but I'm pretty sure that’s a duck.”
Hoxton: “Don’t be foolish. Chicken is his name, right sweetie?”
*duck quacks*

Hoxton: “When we are done here we will go parachuting.”
*the duck starts quacking frustrated*

Hoxton: “Woabh, alright little fellow, you are coming too.”
The duck seems to be happy.

Lab worker: “I think he likes heights.”

Hoxton: “For sure ha-ha.”
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LIFE WAS BETTER ON THE OTHER SIDE

fAcen lllonnoB
[ AET - Codus

As Archie was lying in a muddy puddle, arms wide-spread and his eyes staring lifelessly at the

dark, cloudy sky above him, one single sentence came out of his cold lips:
“Life was better on the other side.”

Archie had been rolling in the dirt for about an hour now, at first immensely terrified, but
refusing to get up and look around. His odd behaviour didn’t stem from any weird tradition,
superstition, and drugs weren’t involved. Just the opposite, Archie had a clear vision of what was

going on, the end result of his hour-long pondering in the mud.
He was somehow brought back to life.

Usually when somebody finds themselves in a weird situation with little to no memories of
what led to it, they would think just the contrary - that they had died. However, our naive puddle-
dweller was a hundred percent sure he had escaped the realm of death and was back on Earth. And

once again, this doesn’t mean that Archie was wrong in the head.

The recently opened coffin lying next to him was enough proof to the mad theory. It wasn’t
raining for about 20 minutes now, but the coffin was still in a terrible condition - it was filled till
about the half with rain water and its bottom was decorated with a rather big hole, as if it was struck

by something.

However, Archie wasn’t really that interested into what had happened to the coffin, apparently
his old home. He kept on figuring out more and more about his own current condition. He finally
found enough strength in his numb legs to actually get up and clean the big chunks of leaves and mud
out of his shoes, pretty nice leather ones, [ should note. With some unholy spark on his eyes, Archie
started explaining his thoughts out loud to the big audience of several trees and two crows on the

branches.

“For what I know, I could be anywhere...” He murmured as he looked around. “My, my, even if I
was previously in heaven, it looks like I crawled out of hell.” He said, looking at the relatively swampy

place he had found himself in. It strongly resembled a hog’s home.

He then suddenly put his hands on his temples, bringing even more dirt to his already not so

clean face. Archie looked like he was trying his hardest to not let the memories escape his brain.
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“I am Archie Johanson! 36 years old! I live in a small two-room apartment in the suburbs! I had
a dog when I was young, a grey dog! [ work at -” his maniacal yelling was interrupted by one last
thunder that signalized the end of the storm. Archie hit his forehead with his palm ad paced around

nervously, as his stream of thought was once again leading nowhere.

Out of nowhere, the name “Buddha” appeared in his mind. Was all this the product of some
sort of resurrection? Archie didn’t remember being that into religion, so he doubted it. However, he
was apparently a big fan of fantasy because another set of words invaded his thought process:

Frankenstein, vampires, zombies...

He looked at his arms, searching for hints that he was revived as some sort of monster, but his

lanky long arms with mud spots and occasional scratches didn’t really prove this theory.

Then, probably as a result of his exhaustion, he fell to his knees. He looked down at the coffin
that was now just next to him and took out a piece of paper that was floating in the water.
Surprisingly, it was still readable. Before indulging in examining the letter, however, Archie smiled

wide and hit his forehead lightly again.

“That’s it! So simple! How did I not figure it out earlier? [ was obviously revived by some sort of

magician or exorcist!” he almost shouted.

Nothing could make believe otherwise now. He was summoned by some mighty wizard and

had a grand task to finish on Earth!

“I don’t have to clean after the dog anymore!” he smiled and laughed some more before
actually reading the letter. As he did so, his eyes scrolled through the blurred letters in terror.
Eventually, it was all too much for him, and Archie passed out with the letter in his right hand. And on

the piece of paper, it was written:

Hello, dear drunk bartender! I hope you read this while sober. I'm deeply sorry for what happened to you,
but you were at fault. You know, never get drunk so carelessly, especially with friends nearby. The idea of
leaving you in the forest in this fancy coffin was Ben'’s, by the way. Hope you don’t hate us too much! And

don’t worry about the coffin too much, we found it in the trash anyway.

And one last thing - you're a bartender, so you weren’t even supposed to be drinking in the first place!

Life was better on the other side of the bar, right, Archie?
Yours faithfully,
Ben and Tom, to whom you owe all that happened!
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LIFE WAS BETTER ON THE OTHER SIDE

flna IlerpoBa
CY ,Cs. CB. Kupua u Metoguii“- Kosnoayu

It wasn’t always like this. It’s not like this for everyone. Or so I've been told. I've lived my whole
life knowing that I'm different. But the bad kind of different. The kind that no one wanted to be
involved with. And I accepted it. I've been living just fine. [ never believed (because no one gave me

the chance to) that [ was capable of something. And no one seemed to care.

Our town has rules. Across the main street lies a yellow line which indicates the separation.
Think of it as the Berlin Wall. But much more cruel. Because you can see the other side. You can see
how beautiful the people are, how clean the air is. How everything is better. Just one step and you're
there. In ashes. Because there was an invisible wall-like laser that killed anyone dared to cross. Of
course, some people from the better side could cross to ours - doctors, teachers, tax collectors. Only
the important people. A special card swiped through the main portal stops the laser only there — with
the size of a door - and a person could cross the line. Why has no one stole it and tried to escape?,
you’d ask. Well, after several terrible accidents in the beginning, no one has ever tried. Their ashes are

displayed as a sand clock, where everyone can see them.

[ never thought about escaping. Not because I didn’t want to but because I knew it's
meaningless. What would I do there? If I make it there alive of course. I can’t fit in. I'm different,
remember? Kids my age always say how their lives would be different if they were born on the other
side. How happy they will be. But they’re not born there. They’re born here, where people are
miserable, but no one lets it show. The elder don’t talk to anyone. They’ve isolated themselves from

early age and can’t change now. We just live here. Or better said, we co-exist.

As I said, I've lived my whole life knowing that I can’t escape. But I found some entertainment.
Every day I would walk down the line and notice the differences between both worlds. There were
quite many. People would look at me like I've escaped from an asylum but [ didn’t care. I was too busy
learning. One day [ saw a boy walking down the line too, opposite from me. He saw me and we looked
away from each other. [ went home. I was scared that he would do something. Then I remembered he
couldn’t. I went back and he was still there. He smiled when he saw me. I asked him why he was
walking down the line. He said he wanted to know what is different on our side. Then I smiled back. I
couldn’t believe someone from the other side had the same interest as me. We started talking,

comparing what we knew. We didn’t even notice the sun going down. We said our goodbyes with the
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promise to come back again tomorrow. This kept going for a long time. We both grew up. I noticed
that I started looking at him differently. [ noticed his bright eyes. They held a million stars. His smile
was brighter than the sun. His moves were swift like the wind. I wondered what his touch would feel
like. He made me feel things I thought I couldn’t feel. Things I thought I didn’t deserve to feel. He was
different, like me. I started smiling. Everyone on my side noticed. They didn’t like it. They thought I
had betrayed them. No one should be happy on our side. It's not right. I felt betrayed, too. I finally felt
the things a human being should feel without being guilty about it. I came back to the line crying. He
saw me and [ smiled because I knew he had been waiting. He asked me why I was crying. I told him
because I'm happy. And because people couldn’t understand. He told me he is happy he’d met me. He
told me it's good to be different. Even though I can’t escape this misery, I have found him as a
distraction. I was so happy. I found someone who believed in me. We were from different worlds but
our hearts were the same. We talked more than ever that day. Until police officers came and took him
away. I was so shocked. They said he’d been violating the number one rule - it’s forbidden to talk to
‘the others’. He never told me. It didn’t matter. The police officers grabbed him and he started
shouting. I felt hopeless. I looked around. I didn’t find anything. [ couldn’t save him. Then heard him
shout, ‘Peel it off!’ I looked at him in confusion. What was he talking about? He was pointing at the
line. Peel the line? That was insane. I'd die. But he was being taken. I couldn’t just stand thee. He
believed in me. [ believed in him. I knelt down and neared my hand to the line. At least [ would die
happy doing the right thing. I touched the line with closed eyes. I didn’t feel anything. I didn’t die. I
peeled it like he said. It was tape. | was dumbfounded. All of my life I've lived believing something
would happen to me if I dared to cross the line? If I dared to be happy? All because I believed what
I've been told. That I'm not worth of happiness or love? I started running towards him. He changed
me, he made me happy. [ won’t let him be taken so easily. | found happiness and understanding after a

lifetime of misery and loneliness. I'm not giving it up so easily.
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LIFE WAS BETTER ON THE OTHER SIDE

AHa duinnoBa
[ITTIYE - IlnieBeH

An interview conducted by Gary Magilee for the New Magic Times newspaper. In this interview

Gary met with Mr. Tellow, the antique shop owner called “The Other Side”.
Gary: Hello, Mr. Tellow. Thank you for having me.
Mr. Tellow: [grunts]
Gary: [clears throat] Ummm... Would you like to say a few words about yourself?
Mr. Tellow: No.
G: O-kay then. Would you tell us more about your shop then? Or, The Mirror to be exact?
Mr. T: Tell me boy are you happy with your life?
G: Um, [ would say so, Mr. Tellow.
Mr. T: Then why ask about The Mirror?
G: Well, because it is an enigma and people want to know more about it.
Mr. T: Of course. The people. [After a minute of silence] Well.
G: Well.
Mr. T: The Mirror is no good.
G: How so?

Mr. T: You know the rumours that it’s the key to a better world, yes? Well, it’s not. It’s a reflective

piece of glass that is ordinary, yet magical.
G: What do you mean by that?
Mr. T: Tell me, what do you see when you look at a mirror?

G: Myself.
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Mr. T: Exactly. You see yourself. Now, the thing is, The Mirror can truly lead you to a different world.
Yes. However, there’s no guarantee it’s a better one. In fact, you can enter a different world with the

help of any mirror.
G: What?

Mr. T: Mhm. The only reason you’re here instead of in a different reality if because you're preventing
yourself. [Holds up a hand; Gary closes mouth] Let me finish. When you look at a mirror you see your
reflection. Thank God you do, because it keeps you from stepping through the mirror. That means
your life here is good. You may not see it, not realize it, but there are higher forces than you and me,

and they keep us safe.
G: We live in times of great magic. Tell me, how many people with no reflections have you heard of?

Mr. T: None. That’s because they aren’t here anymore. They’re at the other side. What are they doing;
how are they doing—no clue. But remember this: be glad that you're stuck here. Trust me. You people

say life is better on the other side, but you do not realize this is the other side.

Later Gary found out that Mr. Tellow had no reflection and could travel to a different world but

chose not to. He refused to share details of his experience.
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ALL THAT YOU CAN’T LEAVE BEHIND

Pagoct Tyaxapcka
CY ,Oten [Maucui“ - CaMokoB

Have you ever wondered where your words go?
You know, all the words you cannot leave behind?
They go to this girl.

Her name is Mallory.

Mallory was never cool.

At least she never thinks she was.

She’s far too passionate,

far too alive,

far too caring.

She’s not good at hiding herself,

and being stoic,

and silent,

and cool.

She’s wrapped in what she does best.

Mallory is a word hoarder.

And as all the word hoarders she lives on the paper, word dumpster.
In a paper house.

Its walls are built from dictionaries.

And the roof is quite literally made from fairytales.
Her gardens grow stories.

And the birds are paper cranes,

which recite sonnets and poetry of foreign tongues.
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Sometimes the rain makes ink puddles on the floor.
Mallory collects the ink in cardboard boxes.

She uses it to paint pretty monsters on the ceilings.
She paints scary worlds in the woods.

“Why?” you may ask.

“To keep all the intruders and boredom out, of course!”
And all her neighbors think she’s strange.

And sometimes call her mad.

Mallory is an angry girl.

She’s angry at the wind.

Because he passes her love notes.

But they are never meant for her.

They’re soaked with the sweat of nervous palms from faraway lands.

And she can'’t help herself and reads them.
She rakes them from her front lawn,
untangles them from her hair,

wonders if they were ever answered.

And Mallory is an angry girl

because people would sometimes twist words
and make traps.

Or they would make weapons.

And the lost spears would land in her home.
And Mallory is often a sad girl.

Because sometimes old, dusty words
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would come to her doorstep.

She would take pity on them

and tuck them between the paper sheets of a book
and fold them into butterflies

so, they could fly back

when someone needs them.

And Mallory is often a scared girl

because she wonders if she too would be forgotten
under her paper blanket

as if tucked between the pages of a book.

And Mallory is grateful girl.

For all the words you left behind.

She is a word hoarder after all.

So, if you ever come to wonder about what happened

to that love note your lips passed on summer camp
or where that hateful spear of insult landed,

which of course you did not mean,

and where those words fell

when you dropped them on the pavement,

you can look.

You can find her.

She has them.

And all those words you tried to leave

are all the things she couldn’t leave behind.
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ALL THAT YOU CAN’T LEAVE BEHIND

BukTopusa KosieBa
[1IET ,IIpod. I-p Acen 3natapoB“- Besnnko TbpHOBO

Your grandfather's voice as he reads Winnie-the-Pooh to you in your childhood room. It’s your
favorite book in the world - or, his voice as he slowly goes over the words is your favorite voice in the
world, and he always does so much for you, too: he gets you all the books, gets every single magazine
the day it comes out and helps you color in the pictures. He tries to teach you how to play chess, but
you're seven and impatient, so you just end up watching something on TV instead. It's always either
cartoons or volleyball. He walks you back from school and you're ten and way too old to be holding
hands now, though you still remember how safe it feels. He asks you how school went when you're
eleven and lying that everything is okay. It’s the sort of lie that will follow you throughout your life,
but you're eleven and much too proud to admit that you found your shoes in the trash again, that
nobody even looked at you during lunchtime, and if they did, it was only to jeer, so you sit down and

you go through your old Winnie-the-Pooh magazines together.

When you're twelve, you stop visiting as much. You refuse to tell anyone that you look at your
father’s razors like you would look at a door. When you're thirteen, you run away and everything is
good again, only you're still thirteen and suicidal and you haven't spoken to your grandfather in a

month.

Slowly, it gets better. You get better, until their voices are theirs again and not yours, until you
can see the world without wanting to leave it. You sort of hate volleyball now, but Piglet and Tigger
still hold your hands at night. Your grandfather calls and you don't answer until one day he stops
calling. Your father tells you he is dead and you do not cry, but you develop the sudden fear that
everyone in your life will leave you. You look at your phone and you can't breathe, you didn't pick up,

you didn't talk to him when you had the chance to, and now you don't want to call anyone ever again.

You're fifteen and the man at the newspaper stand doesn't know who your grandfather is, or
how he always got you Winnie-the-Pooh magazines the same day they came out, or how he always
had candy for you even though he was diabetic. He doesn't know there's still a photo of you two on
the mantle in his apartment, even though he had three other grandchildren, even though he’s been
dead for years now. Pooh bear is your favorite thing in the world until suddenly there is no world and

you can't think of the bear without thinking of your grandfather. You wish you could forget the guilt
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the same way you forgot the voices. You see a grandfather walking his grandchild back home and that

day, you set your sketchbook on fire.

Time doesn't stop because he’s dead, though. You can't remember the light in his irises now,
and you're slowly forgetting the sound of his voice. He said he was proud of you, once, and you
wonder if he’d be proud of you now. How can one person exist and then suddenly not be there? How

do we forgive ourselves for all the things we did not say?

You visit his apartment for the first time in years. Your cousin smokes on the balcony where all
the flowerpots used to be as you go through memories. Letters, cards. Photos of the grandmother you

never got to meet.

“You are a lot like her,” he whispered to you once as he put you to bed. You see that now - the
same all-over-the-place emotionality, the belief that literature can hold the key to life, the fire that
burns and dims and then grows stronger. Though you've never met, she’s in every piece of you. That
day, you ride on the same train she had, and you feel the safety that came with your hand in his. He

also is in every piece of you - the one thing you can't quite escape, no matter how you run from it.

The Hundred Acre Forest is your h(e)aven,
now. You go there when you're too sick of poetry
and he’s right there with you. His memory is right
there with you, helping Christopher Robin go down
the slide.
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SO MUCH UNIVERSE AND SO LITTLE TIME

ApenuHa IlumMmuTpoBa

ET ,IlnoBauB“- [lnoBauB

I've had this dream at least a dozen times. The one in which I ‘wake up’ in a pod or out of stasis

or in a city unknown to me. [ always do the same thing - [ check my vitals and then go to investigate.

Yet I never reach the end, I never find the answer... whatever it is. Wherever it is.

This time, however, it’s different. Kind of. I find myself in a pod again. The first thing I notice is
the giant window. I realise I'm on a ship. A space ship. [ see familiar shapes and patterns on the
surface of the planet I'm staring at. It’s... the Earth but... Something’s not right. I look around again.
Big glass doors on the opposite side of the room. White walls, white corridors... Everything’s white. So

pure. And then I notice it. A beeping screen on the right side of the doors.
What I see... What [ read... It's impossible.

Annellin Kron, Citizen of Old Earth
Year of birth: 1994
Year of death: 2071

The whole page is filled with information about my life. Or, at least, the one that has happened.

I'm not read the rest. I don’t want to.

My heart is pounding, I can feel it, but [ can’t hear it in my ears. There’s a sharp sound, a flat line,

drumming into my head. It’s like I am already dead...

‘Are you alright?” A male voice interrupts my panicking. [ hide my hands behind my back, so that

he can’t see me trembling.
‘Yes, everything’s fine,”  manage to muster. Apparently, he isn’t convinced.
‘Let me get you some tea. Follow me.’

[ do what he says. He leads me through the narrow corridor, turning left, right and right again. I
can smell a sweet caramel scent, coming from the dining area where he is heading. My mouth waters,

craving the sweetness, the food like I haven'’t eaten in a long time.

A tall, middle-aged man with silver hair is also drinking something from a very peculiarly-

shaped cup. I've never seen such cutlery, all sharp and blunt at the wrong places.
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‘Oh, Ann!’ He greets me, pulling a chair for me beside him. Whoever [ am... [ probably know him

very well. ‘Come, I've missed you!’

[ manage a crooked smile that surely isn’t convincing enough for a person like me. Whoever that

IS...
He clears his throat. ‘So, did you have a nice time this time around?’
[ laugh nervously. ‘Y-Yes. I don’t see how that’s relevant.’

His lips carefully touch the cup, slurping with a faint sound and not paying any attention to my
presence. ‘See, if you were our Ann, you would've said something else. Given analysis or status.” He

pauses, looking into my eyes with an intense stare like he could see through me. ‘Are you fully

conscious?’

A deep frown settles on my face. I'm completely confused. Lost. ‘What do you mean “conscious”?’

‘Well, looks like you’ve woken in the wrong body.” He turns towards the man preparing the tea.

‘Don’t bother, Locke. She won’t be staying long. Inform the team that there’s been a glitch...’

The sound of the flat line is getting louder and louder. I feel as if [ can’t breathe. What is that

supposed to mean? I'm not a computer program to have a glitch!
‘A glitch?’ I echo.

‘Yes,” he glances at me before returning to his drink. ‘I suppose since you're here, you might as

well learn the truth. You are a simulation, Annellin. Your whole world is.’
[ remember my description. Old Earth.

‘We created it, based on memories and documents from thousands of years ago. You existed.

Once. Now we have given you a new chance to exist again.’

‘Except,’ I begin, my voice trembling. ‘You have put me in a loop, haven’t you? You already have

my information and decided to play God.’

‘Oh, no. We've created all of you for the purpose of research. You do not exist in a loop. Time

goes by, you die but don’t go back. Our goal is to find the source of the diseases that plague our

society, our world.’

‘Who are you, then? Why do you care about such things?’
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‘We are the originals. We are the human race. The only human race in the universe. Hell, in all of

them even.’

‘All of them?’ It is like watching one of those documentary shows on aliens, humanity, future and

parallel universes. I've never believed any of them.

‘Yes, our universe’s not the only one. The only problem for humankind is time. Everything can be
solved, but not time. Ah, so much universe and so little time. The closest we got to solving it, is you -

simulations of Old Earth and old societies.’
[ get up. I cannot listen to this any longer.

[ am real. [ have always been. Nobody can tell me how true my world is. If I can smell it, touch it,

feel it, then it’s real.
‘l want to go back. Now.’

The man smiles. ‘Of course. Go on.” Both he and the man from earlier, Locke, lead me back to the

room where I first have found myself.

[ go into the pod and decide to make last demands. ‘1 want to know,” I say. They watch me

carefully as I lie down. ‘Is there anything after death? An afterlife you created for us?’

‘No,” the man answers. ‘Your data is uploaded on this ship and it stays here. Your body just

dissolves back into nothing.’

[ nod, tears stinging my eyes. ‘Also,’ [ add. ‘Don’t delete my memories of this encounter. | want to

remember. You can trust me, your secrets are safe with me.’
They close the pod without a word or a glance and I close my eyes.

The next thing [ know, I wake up in my soft bed at my house in the loud city. The first thing I
hear isn’t the siren or claxon of a car outside, it's my heart beating in my ears, in my head. I never even

knew I could hear it.

‘So much universe and so little time,” I whisper, echoing the words that most stuck with me.

Indeed, so much universe and so little time...
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