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THE NERVOUS SNOWFLAKE

Teopru HopaaHos
Oy ,II. P. CnaBeiikoB”, BapHa

It was a snowless winter. Christmas was around the corner. Still, a single snowflake
hasn’t touched the ground. The kids were in school, writing texts in the computer room. They
lost all their hope of snow this Christmas. Parts of the city were being rebuilt, so it was hard
to walk around and that’s why they were often late. Only a miracle could make them smile.
Little they knew that the miracle was right above their heads.

Up in the clouds millions of snowflakes were waiting to jump down. Soon they did. It
was snowing all around the country. Except in one town. That one town was called Eristdale.
All the town folks gave up waiting the snow. Only one kid was the exception. Billy Brandon.
Little Billy was a dreamer. He asked Santa for snow in his wish list. He was a Christian and
prayed in Jesus asking him too.

And high in the clouds were the snowflakes. They were all ready. All except one. That
one snowflake was named Francis.

“Are you ready to drop down?”, said the other ones to Francis.
“No, I don’t”, answered he. “I'm nervous. Scared. Afraid.”
“Why”-asked the others. “We need to do this.”

“I know”, said Francis, “But I don’t want to melt down.”

“You were made to do this.”- said the others.

“Think guys, are we really just a toy for humans, don’t we deserve a better life. Aren’t we
meant to be more than this?” - Francis was doing a motivational speech, but Jonathan the
snowflake, stopped him.

“You may be afraid to melt down, but you can bring happiness to the kids.

And as you melt down you will complete your goal.

“Don’t be afraid, snowflakes. We have a bigger meaning, than you think. We bring happiness.

We are happiness. We make happiness. And as you melt down remember: “A kid’s heart is
melting down in happiness.”

“You're right”- motivated Francis yelled - “We are more. We have a meaning. Now let’s go.”




They jumped down from the sky. Kids were looking out of the windows and yelling
in happiness. Francis landed on Billy’s nose. The boy kissed the snowflake and thanked it for
making his wish come true.

While melting in Billy’s hand Francis felt happiness and joy. He had made his
existence meaningful.

“Thank you too, Billy.”- said Francis right before he vanished into a drop of water.

Rest in peace, Francis. You were truly our hero.




THE NERVOUS SNOWFLAKE

Huga TaHeBa
Oy ,II. P. CnaBeiikoB”, BapHa

Celene was a snowflake, she has lived with her parents her entire life in a small cloud she
called home.

A snowflake's lifespan was short. It lasted a couple of weeks. During this period the
snowflake must learn what to do in order to fuse with the snow that has fallen on earth and
die with the rest of her generation once the February sun goes up. Celene has been learning
about this all her life. The fusion ritual is what she has been living for since she was formed.
It was late January so she had to choose partners. In the snow world you must be partners
with someone with the opposite cut on their snowflake. Two snowflakes with the same cut
being partners was simply forbidden. Nobody in the human world know that two snowflakes
with the same cut can exist because they never appear together. Partners with the same cut
were discriminated, often hurt and forced into a different partnership.

Celene was worried that if her friend found out the truth she won't talk to her anymore. It
was fine for them to choose who they'll love and die with. The female snowflakes were in a
line, about to meet the males. Celene was scared. What was she going to do? How was she
going to choose someone? With her heart pounding she ran out in tears. She didn't want to
choose someone with an opposite cut, she wanted to be with Terra. She wanted to be with
someone who was there for her the entire time, with someone who she cares about. She
didn't choose to be like this. She didn't choose any of it.

Celene heard someone calling her. It was Terra. Celene decided if Terra is going away with
another snowflake, she atlast needs to know the truth. Celene confessed that she has feelings
for her close friend and hugged her.

- Why am [ like this? - she started crying again. Why would I rather be this than everything
that [ was supposed to be? Why would I rather do this than everything that I was supposed
to do? They always tell you to stop questioning and Terra interrupted her.

- Don't question anything. We already have the answer. - she whispered.
- What's the answer? - Celene sobbed.

- Love. - As they shared a tender kiss the last day of January was about to end. They looked
at each other and decided to do it together. Both of them nervous, but happy fell down slowly
and joined the rest of the snowflakes. As the sun went up, with her heart pounding, Celene
drew her final breath.




THE NERVOUS SNOWFLAKE

Husa Ilexs1mBaHoBa
0Y ,HBaH Bazon”, Cunuctpa

It was the last day of November. It was really really cloudy and the whole sky was
white. All of the students in the classroom heard a quiet rumble. It didn’t sound like it was
going to rain. And it wasn’t.

It was actually going to snow. And you are probably thinking right now: “But this
doesn’t happen. Clouds don’t make that noise before it's snowing.” I know that they don’t.
That’s because snowflakes have a lesson every year on how to fall properly. But this year it’s
really cold and the snowflakes still haven’t got their lesson, because it’s too early. It usually
happens in the beginning of December before all of the students go in their classrooms, so
they can’t see the biggest snowflake jumping. And, oh! The noise comes from the small
snowflakes that were very nervous. The most nervous one was obviously the snowflake that
had to jump first from all the young snowflakes. It was a small snowflake and it was really
light and thin. The other snowflakes and the snowflake’s teacher said:

“You are brave. You are strong and you can do this. We believe in you!”

It collected all of the encouragement that was given to it in its small heart made out
of ice and it jumped from the cloud. It started falling slowly and calmly. And the snowflake
felt so calm that it fell asleep. But it woke up, because of the students in all the classrooms in
the school nearby that looked like they were glued to the windows saying in sync: “Look! It’s
snowing.”

[t opened its eyes and remembered that it had to encourage the other snowflakes like
they encouraged it. And it said as loud as it can: “Hey! It’s not that scary. It's actually really
nice to fly through the sky.”

It fell down on the ground and it felt a nice feeling of softness underneath itself. It was
swallowed by the wed dirt and the tiny snowflake was really happy and it was ready to teach
other snowflakes next year.




WHEN I SNEEZE, I ALWAYS SEE A FLYING ELEPHANT

Anexkcangpa CapueBa
0y II. P. CnaBeiikoB”, Byprac

My dad was an elephant hunter. The best. He took me on a trip to the jungle when he
decided [ was old enough.

We arrived late. With the sunset came a chilled breeze. A starry icy cold fog reflected
the dark reddish sky. The shady moon disappeared in some dusty clouds.

[ was disappointed when father told me to wait for him in the car. As I was sitting, I
sneezed, because it was very cold. Unfortunately, a huge elephant heard me and started to
run towards me. I was so shocked, that my skin went ghostly pale and my eyes filled with
blood. I couldn’t move!

Suddenly, my dad jumped out of nowhere and started to shoot at the elephant. It took
seven bullets to kill the animal. I was saved by my hero!




After that we went home. [ was tired, so I fell asleep.

The next morning was a bit gloomy. I was feeling ill. Probably, I caught a cold last
night, so I sneezed. That moment [ saw a ... FLYING ELEPHANT?! How did this happen! The
vision reminded me of my jungle adventure!

After that bizarre experience, I started to look for similar cases. I found an article,
written by an old hunter, named Alan Strenger, whose story was about his last victim. He
was explaining how he had stabbed a bear five times. The author supposed that the animal
attacked him, because it heard his cough.

The next day when he coughed, he saw a flying bear. First, the man thought it was a
hallucination, but the second time the vision appeared again and it seemed to be closer than
before.

In a few days, he had found out, that the cough, which attracted the attacker in the
woods, is the way the flying revengeful spirit of the bear continues to find him, because when
it happened for the fourth time, he noticed the ghost right next to him!

Then [ saw the date of the article published. It was five years ago! The channel had no
posts after this story!

I started to look for him on the Internet. I found an interview of his mother, taken
after the hunter s death. The woman was explaining in sorrow that the last thing she heard
of him was a cough! That was the fifth one! He had stabbed the bear five times to murder it!

[ started to count my sneezes. They were six! Father shot the elephant seven times to
kill it! Does it mean | am one sneeze away from death? From this moment I started to live in
constant fear!

Wish me luck in my ... Achoo!




WHERE DOES THE OCEAN GO?

Where does the ocean go?

This is what they always ask,

Does it from the world fall,

Or does it climb up in the sky?
Could anyone give me an explanation
Because I'm dying to know

Or should I go on expedition

To find, where does the ocean go.
My expedition wasn’t long,

[ knew what to do.

The feeling was so strong,

It took me a day or two.

Was I so near

[ couldn’t for a second stop,

[ felt no fear

Standing on the mountain’s top.

[ shouted out loud,

Hoping it would hear

“where do you go”

To its waves so pure, so clear

[ didn’t get an answer straight away,
But as soon as a heard a voice,

It started talking with a gentle voice

“you want to know where do I go,

But be careful child,

This is a very dangerous thing to know-
Very crazy, very wild.

Whence [ was a man

[ lived a happy life,

And soon I became,

A happy man with a beautiful wife.
She was so beautiful, inside and out
That nothing bad for her

Came from anyone’s mouth.

But she got very ill,

Muxauia bparaHoBa
[TYMT, Codusa




That only sadness she could feel.

And suddenly she passed away,

With no warning she was taken.

[ couldn’t live without my wife,

Without her, I was empty inside.

[ couldn’t bear the thought

Living without my heart.

[ was desperate I could not!

It was ripping me apart!

So, that’s why [ went

To the gates of heaven

Hoping they would send-send me back my love.
Suddenly an angel appeared in front of me
He looked so beautiful, so bright

Like golden pure light

He told me that he couldn’t bring her back
That she was in a better place

He saw how much pain I felt

So, he put a hand on my face

He said that he could give me a potion
That could turn me into an ocean

The ocean could go anywhere

even at the gates of heaven

talk with the dead

listen to their breath

[ drank the potion

and you see... | became the ocean
and every day [ see my love

I see her beautiful smile,

kiss her beautiful lips

hold her gentle hand

and come back to this land”

So, this is where the ocean goes
It doesn’t from the world fall
Once he was a man with a happy life
Now an ocean, loving his wife




WHERE DOES THE OCEAN GO?

Once upon a time

in a land far away
there was a little girl
that just sat all day.

Once or twice a week

she went and sat by the ocean.
She looked at the horizon

and stared with no emotion.

She sat in silence, wondering,

if anyone could ever know

the answer to the question one she had:
Where does the ocean go?

[s there a secret little place

that no one knew about,

where water ends its endless path
and then goes back without a doubt?

[s there a path that ocean follows
and does it even end,

or is it blinded by world’s colors
and lost inside the magic land?

The magic land that Earth is,
the place where creatures live.
The place that keeps us safe
from our own beliefs.

And while the girl was sitting
right beside the waves,

a strong wind really hit her
and blew her hat away.

MaprtuHa BoceBa
[TYMT, Codusa




She started running, tried to catch it,
but the hat just moved so fast,

the girl was young, but yet so fragile,
her energy didn'’t last.

So, she just sat again in silence,
tears dropping in a row,

she realized she knew the answer
of “where does the ocean go?”

She realized the deep blue ocean
like her thoughts is gone, but where?
It slowly moves, goes by the flow,

to find its way to nowhere.




THE APPLE TREE THAT NEVER STOPS GROWING

Hopaan MeTkoB
MTI ,Ba6a Tonka“, Pyce

Everything started many years ago... Steve Jobs had just created his own company. He named
it “Apple”. Steve had a normal-sized apple tree in his house’s backyard which after the
creation of the company became small.

Throughout the years the tree was getting bigger and bigger just like Mr. Jobs’ company. The
tree was connected with the company.

One day Steve was in his backyard looking at the apples on top of his magical tree. He realized
there were so many ‘surroundings’ that hid them. The founder of the company made
advertisements so people knew what he did. When he came back home, he saw the tree with
fewer leaves and every apple was easy to be seen.

But there was still one problem - some people could see the “apples” but couldn’t get them.
Mr. Jobs fast thought of a solution - he picked up the “apples” from the top and put them in
a “lower place” so everyone could “reach” them. Steve made the products cheaper and more
affordable.

For many years the tree helped the company founder to bigger his company and the tree.
One day Steve was really sick. He knew what was going to happen to him. He went to the tree
and said, “Keep growing. Don’t do it just for me or for you. Do it for the others. Help them.”
Hours later, Mr. Jobs passed away. Half of the tree went dark but continued growing. The
dark part was the memory of the company founder. With time, it got smaller, permanent and
darker.

The apple tree is still growing. It seems like it won’t stop. There are many people taking care
of it. There are many questions and answers about what will happen to the tree when it goes
in the open space. Right now, we can’t be sure on this topic, but what we can and should do
is say, “Thank you, Mr. Jobs and thank you, apple tree, for helping us and helping each other.”




LET’S GO AND WANDER WHERE THE WI-FI IS WEAK

Let's go out and wander
Where the Wi-Fi's weak
Let's just watch the sunset
Neither one of us will speak

Let's browse mindlessly across the streets

Where we wouldn't bother

Let's explore this place and never end our journey
The two of us together

Let's have a long and honest conversation
Anything you'd like to talk about?

Let's forget the people and the world around us
And talk until there isn't doubt

Let's climb the nearest mountain

Or walk into a field

Let's enjoy the fascinating landscape
Just a kiss-the moment's sealed

Let's go out and wander

Where the Wi-Fi's weak

Let's not care about what's happening inside our smartphones
And rebuild the closure that we seek

CHexxaHKa YakbpoBa
ET ,IlnoBaus“, [lsioBOUB




THE APPLE TREE THAT NEVER STOPS GROWING

Hpa 31aTuHOB
CY ,Bpata Munagunosu”, Copus

Once upon a time there was an old farmer. There really wasn’t much to say about him
- a regular, old, grumpy grandpa with no wife and children. But he didn’t only not have
children - he hated them. He hated seeing them play on his lawn, pestering his cows and pigs.
He hated seeing them laugh and smile. And no one truly knew why. Whether it was a grudge
against some particular misbehaving kid, or because he never had the childhood, he
wanted... No one really knew, and you couldn’t ask him either. It was a topic you just
shouldn’t discuss with him. And this is how his mindset completely changed.

So, one day, the man was out at the market place. You couldn’t call him wealthy, but
he did make a living only out of his farm. While he was walking around, investigating the
other people’s stands, he felt something grab his hand. He turned around to see a young boy,
between the ages of six and eight. “Excuse me, Mister...” Spoke the boy. “I'd like to sell you
some magic apple seeds!” The old man looked at him disgusted. Why would he want to buy
anything from some pesky, annoying kid?! “Go away, kid. I don’t want your dumb apple
seeds.” Said the man and continued walking. But the boy was persistent - he began begging
the farmer to just take them. And because he didn’t want to deal with the child, he did.

When the man arrived home, he was planning on doing what he usually does after a
long day - jump on the couch and drink, until he fell asleep. But for some odd reason, he
really wanted to plant those seeds. So, he did. He didn’t even believe it was going to work,
but he still did it. The next morning, he awoke to a wonder - a small tree had already grown!
It was unbelievable. So, he kept on watering the tree every day. And it kept on growing at an
astonishing speed. There were already many apples dangling from the tree. And they tasted
better than any apple you've ever tried. So, obviously, he began selling them. And the people
loved them - He would sell up to thirty large bags of juicy apples a day. And there were
always more than enough. But then the troubles began.

One day he woke up to see a bunch of kids climbing his precious apple tree. Having
fun, eating the amazing fruit, laughing. Of course, the apples weren’t going to end. There was
enough for everyone and the tree never stopped growing and giving anyways! But that didn’t
stop the old grandpa from yelling and cussing at them, until there were no more kids left. He

would have to shoo them away every day, so at this point, the children wouldn’t even dare
to go near the farm. But then, something terrible happened - the tree stopped giving good
apples! Every day, since the kids had stopped coming, the apples had started getting worse

every day, until there weren’t any apples at all. The old man didn’t know what to do. That
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tree was his main source of income, and now the tree is dying as well! So, he decided to go
find the boy that gave him the “magic” seeds in the first place. He went back to the market
place, but the boy was nowhere to be found. Suddenly, the man’s attention was elsewhere...
An old, homeless woman called his name. He was confused at first, but then the woman said
“I'm the person that gave you the apple seeds”. The grandpa looked at her in shock. But how?
This wasn'’t the small boy he remembered! And the woman continued speaking...

“I was testing you Eugene. I gave you those magic seeds, because, maybe, if you had
more money, the hole in your heart would get sealed up. I thought that maybe you would
understand that childhood is the most precious thing. That maybe, that way, you could
realize that just because yours is over, doesn’t mean you can’t value someone else’s. So, 'm
giving you a last chance. When you get home, the tree will be healthy again, but you need to
promise me that you’ll start treating children the way they should be treated”

The man was speechless. He really didn’t think about it much, but he knew the woman
was right. So, he promised. And the moment he did, the woman turned to dust.

The next day, he woke up to his tree in great shape. But not only the tree was feeling
better. He did too! In fact, he hadn'’t felt such a fuzzy feeling in his heart for so long. Maybe he
was happy? But that’s not the most important thing right now. What’s important, is that since

then, he let the kids play in his tree. He would greet them. He would smile at them. No one
knew what happened - But he did. His mother had come back to help him get on the right
track again. And so, he lived happily ever after...




LIFE IS TOO SHORT TO WEAR BORING CLOTHES

NausaH CBeyeB
[1I" ,ITeito ABopoB*, [leTpuy

In the woods two trees loomed green.
An oak tree, tall and breathtaking

the prettiest thing a pine had seen,
so, tree love was in the making.

A beautiful day in spring.

The two were so happy together.

Nothing stood in the path of their love, not a thing.
It seemed they could admire each other forever.

But days were passing by.
Autumn slowly set in.

Clouds set floating across the sky.
And things started changing.

The oak tree turned orange and yellow-ish -
his leaves began to fall.

The pine’s apparel was somewhat selfish -
it was the exact boring green as he recalled.

Not only did his clothing change

but also, his way of feeling.

His thoughts got rearranged.

It was both an end and a new beginning.

The pine stood there same as ever -

she didn’t care about a change of clothes.
Frozen to be green forever

amidst the autumn’s multi-colored robes.

A still picture of beauty and grace

yet lifeless and detached

he felt coldness in her green embrace,
her promises seemed to him far-fetched.




He sat there lonely and began to contemplate.
Why was it that she never changed?

He knew he couldn’t help her. It was too late.
She viewed his transformations as deranged.

Some are prone to new beginnings.
They know the priceless value of rebirth.
The rest are senseless to the feeling

of changing and enjoying life’s worth.

Each moment counts. And matters.
It varies from the one before.

Why don’t we make it even better
by getting rid of boring .... clothes?




THE QUIET EARTH

HBaHa Ilo:xxapcka

91 HET ,Ilpod. Koncrtantun I'bab60B*, Copus

She wanted to take a shower. She needed to take a shower. She smelled like rotten
eggs. Or sulfur. She could see no difference. So, she started brainstorming. Since she had

never taken a shower before, she had plenty of ideas, but none of them, she thought, would
really work out.

“I can try changing the path”, she said to herself. But the question was, how in the
enormous world was she going to do that? The world, which obeys laws nobody can break.
“Or could he?”, she thought but decided, that she didn't want to get too deep into philosophy.




“Maybe I can try rubbing myself with something and scratching off the germs”, she thought
again, but realized she couldn't do that either. She didn't have legs nor hands like most of
germs, or better said, the parasites, which made whatever they wanted with her body.

Many crazy ideas flew through her mind, but none of them made sense. So, she
decided to talk to her neighbors, something which she rarely did.

One of them lived very far away. Her voice chords couldn't reach him. But the “Red
Guy”, as she called him, seemed as though she could hug him. She could shout to him and he
would hear. She hoped he wasn't asleep. When opening her mouth, she felt her whole body
tremble. And then it was all normal again. The “Red Guy” looked at her and understood her
question. He had an awesome tip which helped her clean herself. She was so happy, that she
wanted to jump from excitement. She would do it, if it wasn't for the stupid laws.

She looked straight, away from the “Red Guy”. She closed her eyes and tried to connect
all of her body parts. She felt warm. Her muscles came together, somehow. Her body started
shivering. She was getting hotter and hotter, but knew that was the only way to become
clean.

After that moment she knew silence. She had never known before what it means
something to be quiet. She realized the illusion in which she had been living for so many
years. She now knew that her whole body has always been craving for quietness.

Two minutes of silence were absolutely enough for her to want to hear noise again. It
was unfair how mind changes so quickly. When she turned to the “Red Guy” again, he was
asleep. He really did get very angry when disturbed, so she decided not to wake him up.

She didn't know what to do. She felt as though there was no point in life. It was all
boring. And she didn't even feel so clean as she thought she would.

Like a flashback an image showed into her mind. So suddenly, she couldn’t say if it
was a memory or pure imagination. It was an image of trillions of years ago. An image, in
which she was as she is now - silent. She needed to wait for a long time until any specie was
able to get along with the nature on her skin. She regretted what she has done. She was sad
and lonely. She’s been once unique. Once seven minutes ago. How was she going to wait an
eternity?




THE QUIET EARTH

Angpeit MaHnyeB
[1I" ,ITeito ABopoB*, [leTpuy

Earth was young and lovely. The earthly color of her sparkling eyes made her so
beautiful. Her green hair - lush and abundant fell in swathes all the way down to her waist.
Her breath was clean and fragrant - it smelled of meadow flowers in the freshness of early
morning. Her womb was fertile, ready to give birth and life. Even the birthmarks covering
her body of seas, oceans, land only highlighted her charm that went beyond cosmic
conventions of beauty.
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She was full of life and questions. Questions that needed urgent answers. Loads of
them! Am I beautiful enough? Am I healthy? Will I have kids? Will anybody love me? Will I

love them back? But the one that never gave her peace was the question of her future. Pretty
impatient to find the answer to that question Earth asked the stars, her Siblings:

“Stars, dear, do your piercing eyes see what the future holds for me?”, she asked. The stars
replied guiltily:

“Earth, dear, our eyes are not that piercing. You'd better go and ask the Sun, your Guardian.
He knows it all.”

Earth didn’t think much. She ran up to him and asked him with a voice that sounded
like birds chirping:




“My precious Guardian, does your omnipotent eye see what the future holds for me?” The
Sun replied apologetically that his eye was not that omnipotent and advised her to search for
the answer by turning to her Dark side- The Moon. The Earth went to the Moon with the
same question:

“My darker self, can you see what the future holds for me?”
The Moon replied:

“Why are you asking me this? And what’s with all that questioning? Don’t you know that all
the answers are locked within the depths of our own hearts and souls? If you need to know
about your future, you should probe deep down in your heart and soul. They know best. But
[ must warn you - the answer might not be to your satisfaction.”

Earth went quiet. Suddenly, she felt a piercing pain in her back. She felt dizzy. She
could hardly breathe. As if something, something big, and strong, and...well.... bad was
pressing down on her lungs leaving her out of air.

“You felt that, right?”, went on the Moon. “Let me tell you... You know that the birthmarks
you have all over your body are not ordinary. They are the strongest bond to your true self.
The people, animals, plants, microorganisms, seas and oceans on your belly, back and legs
are your blood cells. That's why you feel them with every breath you take. You are inter-
connected - everything that happens to them happens to you, too. Your emotions and moods
can make them either sad or happy and vice versa. When they are sick and aching, you are
sick and aching, too. Now your back is in pain and you are suffocating because the ocean on
your back is being polluted with oil spillage. You can feel the pressure in your blood because
of the deaths of the creatures living there. You can feel the heavy smell. Does it make you
dizzy? Your tears feel like dense black sweat, don’t they?”

Earth stood there speechless. She only bent down her shoulders a bit as if someone
had just put a heavy burden on them. She seemed so lost in thought that she didn’t hear the
Moon’s final remark:

“Earth, dear, don’t despair! You're not a cry-baby. You're tough. You'll make it! You are clever,
too. You'll find a way out. One way or another!”

Right then and there Earth grew up and grew old at the same time never to be that
lively girl asking questions again. She grew quiet and wise because she knew her future was
not a bright one but she also knew that she had all the answers regarding her future within
herself.




THE PARTICULAR HAPPINESS OF THE LEMON CAKE

Ileta UBaHOBa
[IMT , Axaz. bosau I[leTkaH4yuH", XacKoBo

Oh, lemon cake

Joyful piece of heaven stolen from a summer day.

Yellow like the color of happiness.

So sweet, yet so sour...

Sweet...

Sweet like a cup of iced tea. [ take a sip.

Sweet like the freckles on your nose and shoulders.
Sweet...

I can feel you close, you're touching the palm of my hand.
[ feel dizzy.

Sweet.

Yellow butterflies in my stomach cause a foolish smile on my face.
Sweet...

Sweet like your lips,

sugar melts on my tongue.

[ can’t wait to take another bite.

So sweet and yet so sour...

September has ended, the weather is cool.

Your freckled shoulders are nowhere to be seen,

they are covered.

Sour.

My hands which you once held and kissed are now cold and shaking.
Sour...

My smile has faded away like the setting sun

So, so sour...

So sour my nose wrinkles, tears in my eyes
Where did you go?

Sour,

[ take the last bite...

You lasted so short

Oh, lemon cake...




I GOOGLED MY NAME AND WAS SO SURPRISED TO SEE...

HNBana UBaHOBa
CY ,Xpucrto bortes“, Bpana

All my life, I had dreamt of being famous, of inspiring people. I always imagined being a
famous actress that spends her life on movie sets or travelling around the world to give
interviews. However, those dreams quickly proved to be just that- the imagination of a then,
sixteen- year- old teenager.

Growing up, | didn’t have many friends. I would not talk to new people and did my best not
to stand out with anything. Now looking back, I believe that this is the reason why I created
a world in my head where | was famous and loved by everyone. As time went by, I started to
feel the need to do something about my overwhelming thoughts.

At the age of sixteen and a half, I started to write my fantasies in a journal that my mom had
brought me from Japan. Strangely, writing in the journal did not help relax me. It became an
obsession that I could not control. It was almost like a higher force was making me think of
new stories all the time and if I didn’t write them right away, [ would instantly get the worst
headaches that would only go away if I wrote the story down.

Another few months went by. The
thoughts had now moved to my

dreams as well. Writing in that journal
had become a necessity in my life,
almost like a drug is to an addict. I
started losing the few friends I had. I
became even more socially awkward.
At this point, the Japanese diary had
run out of pages.

Completely out of boredom one day, |
decided to google the brand of the
journal. When I did, I immediately saw
my journal on the screen - a two
hundred-paged, red journal with a
black dragon in the middle of the
cover.




When I opened the website, I was surprised to see that the company was also selling books.
[ scrolled a little more and was shocked to the core!

[ saw book whose headline I could not read, as it was written in Japanese. Below the headline
however, was what shocked me- it was a picture of me! Even more strangely, in the picture
[ looked significantly older. It was also a picture | was sure | had never taken.

Immediately, I googled the name of the author in Japanese and even more pictures of me
showed up. Then I opened the translate app and the name which popped up was almost the
same as mine. I say almost, because the first one was mine, but the last name... It was
different!

[ went on with my investigation by typing “Erica Gray” in. As I did that, my head suddenly
started pulsing with pain. However, | was determined to see what the internet knew of me
and my future life. | managed to see a few articles about me being the youngest author to sell
their book in eighty-seven languages. | also remember seeing pictures of my wedding, as
crazy as that sounds. In fact, [ know that [ saw a lot more, but because of the pain I blacked
out. When [ woke up, I was really confused and kind of thought everything had been just a
dream.

Now, however [ know for a fact that it was not a dream. You wonder why? Well, | am a thirty-

five-year old mother of two, I have an awesome husband and I am also a published author. |
was also the youngest person in the world to sell out a book in, you guessed it, eighty-seven
languages, including Japanese. In fact, my first book was the best-selling one in Japan for

almost six months.

I've told many people the story of how [ accidentally saw my future and almost none believed
me. That is understandable though. I unfortunately don’t have my teenage journal with the
stories of me being an actress, but instead I can show you all my books. Sounds better, doesn’t
it?




THE PARTICULAR HAPPINESS OF THE LEMON CAKE

Aumutsp Kesie30B
CY ,CB. KnumenT Oxpuacku”, Cunuctpa

Maybe it’s just the feeling of a fresh lemon cake,

or maybe it’s the sparkling thrill when you bake.
Maybe it’s the taste, maybe it is not.

Maybe it’s just that happy vibe that it has got.

But when | was ten and saw mom holding the cake,
bringing it in my room, leaving sweet scent in its wake.
Only then, and only then could I feel

The pure emotion a child’s heart can never conceal.

Happiness.

Happiness so peculiar it’s only felt with the heart.

Happiness of the boy who just got his first kart.

Happiness of the girl and doll that can be never torn apart.
Happiness so innocent, childish and pure, simply a work of art.
The cake was mine and only mine.

And that’s the last time [ felt so divine.

Now I'm thirty and working and lying and trying.

[ tell myself “Be strong!” but I'm just slowly dying.

Caught in the spiderweb of adulthood and money.

An ugly scene, yes, but isn’t it just funny?

How today we are ten, tomorrow we are thirty?

Giving it our all when it's not considered worthy?

Oh, how I want to be ten again.

Doing whatever | want just because I can.

Roaming the street, wondering “What should I do?”

Play with my friends, maybe chase a girl or two.

You can’t even imagine what I'd give and take

Just for one last bite of that cake.

[ know this may seem a little sappy,

but I would do anything just to get a taste of what it was like to be happy.




THE TUNE REMINDED HIM OF

Hukbs1rb¢c BpUHTHOJI
CY ,llanko LlepkoBcku*, [Tosicku TpbMbeIn

“Hey there, Delilah, what's it like in New York City? I'm a thousand miles away but,
girl, tonight you look so pretty...” Josh was singing along with the “Plain White T’s” as he was
slowly driving to the local grocery store. His red Honda Civic rattled and made weird noises
as he drove along, but that didn’t bother him. Music was a major part of his daily life — he
drove the car while listening to music, he did his homework while listening to music, he
played Call of Duty while listening to music. Typical teenager things, really. Now Bono'’s voice
saturated the interior of the car with a feeling of optimism, assuring Josh that it’s a beautiful
day and that he shouldn’t let it get away. The tune reminded him of that one day when

everything changed...

Marjory Stoneman Douglas High. Josh was sitting in his classroom waiting for class to
begin. He was overcome by a tingling feeling of happiness. Not because his classmates had
drawn a funny mustache on Bobby the Skeleton’s face, no, but because it was Valentine’s Day
and he had finally summoned the courage to ask Cindy out on a date. The recent rumors that
Cindy had the hots for him brought his hopes up and he couldn’t wait for her to take her seat
next to him. He waited and waited, but it wasn’t Cindy who greeted him, but the school’s loud
fire alarm and the sound of hundreds of screaming high-schoolers filling the hallways.

Josh shook his head aggressively in an attempt to suppress those memories. He didn’t
want to remember and he refused to remember. Bono’s sickening optimism sent shivers up
and down his spine. He let out a prolonged sigh and changed the radio station. “Station 21
should have some songs to cheer me up,” he mumbled to himself as he rotated the knob on
the radio. “Foster The People” narrating a story about kids in pumped up kicks running away
from bullets was not the best remedy for his memories.

His mind floated back to that ill-fated day. He opened the classroom door to reveal
hundreds of kids running from something down the hallway. Loud bangs completely muffled
the sound of their terrified screams. He had heard about such things on the news, but never
imagined he would witness something like this first-hand. A figure walked down the hallway
holding a gun as long as his own arm. He couldn’t tell who it was, or what kind of gun he was
holding. All that mattered was that he was walking towards Josh and two of his closest
friends. He had heard stories from witnesses of other school shootings but none of them
could have ever prepared him for the macabre reality. They spoke about people scuttling and
screaming, but seeing the girl you were about to invite on a date get shot and slide down the

wall was something numbingly terrifying. The students were always told to keep calm in
stressful situations, but this was different. They were prepared for potential fires and
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earthquakes, but this was a school shooting and, as far as they knew, they had a bright red
target on their backs. They darted for the hallway door leading towards the stairway, but the
crowd of frantic kids pushing each other didn’t make the getaway an easy task. All he could
remember was a senior shouting something and holding the door for everyone to pass. Josh
and his friends made it out onto the stairway. A few more loud bangs filled the hallway and

the door slammed shut, no longer held by anyone...
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Lost in his thoughts, Josh didn’t realize he had veered into the oncoming traffic, and
swerved the car sharply to the right as he heard a car horn beeping at him. His sweat dripped
down onto his face. He was scarred by the shooting, like everyone else was, but not everyone
was as lucky as him when it came to retaining their mental stability. Brad, his friend who was
with him on that day, couldn’t get over it. He didn’t even join them as they marched for their
lives in Washington D.C. “And [ will try to fix you.” “I am really trying to fix him, Coldplay, I
am really trying,” Josh replied to the radio. The fact that someone sacrificed their own life by
holding the door so they could escape remained imprinted on Brad’s mind until there was
nothing else to keep him going. He became quiet, antisocial even. Josh often tried to start
conversations with him, to joke around. He visited his house almost every day to check on
him, but Brad rarely opened the door. The simple truth was that he had snapped, and Josh
didn’t know what to do about it. Josh looked at himself in the rearview mirror. He was crying.
“You can stand me up at the gates of hell but I won’t back down,” he heard himself singing
along with Tom Petty as he wiped his eyes. He pulled up at the grocery store and stepped out
of the car...




THE MAN WHO SOLD THE WORLD

Mukaesia XpuctoBa
YIITl' ,, AK-Apkyc“, Bearko T'bpHOBO

The man who sold the world sounds like an unordinary person, right? Actually, he was quite
ordinary. He looked like an ordinary middle-aged man, who was driving an ordinary car,
walking his ordinary dog every morning. He never found his dream job, the love of his life or
any of the ,basic essentials” that we aspire to have in life in order to be happy. Anyway, he
didn’t consider himself miserable, he just knew that his life is... well I think you guessed it
right... ordinary.

He gave up believing he could do better- finish his degree in Arts, he always wanted to be a
professional painter but he never did it because: “Timmy, you will never have enough money
if you don’t choose something else!” - his always angry mother used to say. Maybe she was
right, maybe not, Timmy would have never known anyway.

In one of his mornings he decided that just this time he would walk instead of drive to work.
Almost like some magical voice whispered in his ear to change his routine just this time. And
you know that there is nothing that happens to be a coincidence in the world, right? Even if
it appears so...

So, there he goes down the same street. But this time it was different. He was breathing fresh
air, listening to the song of birds. Maybe he must do that more often, maybe there is some
charm in this road that can’t be seen through the dirty car’s window.

And there goes the simple moment that changed so many things. A fluffy pug ran right next
to him followed by two 7-8 year -old girls. Timmy didn’t expect them running next to his legs
so he tripped and fell. And there comes back his grey mood and hatred to the world. The
regret of not going to work with a car as usual. ,Wait! Wait you little girls!”- He shouted at
them: ,Don’t you know it’s not safe to run like that!” He followed them so he could express
his emotions once more. He was running for a first time since forever, but being mean to
them for having fun was worth it.

He finally stopped to catch a breath soon after they stopped running in the end of a dirty, old,
wet street. When he turned around, he was shocked. In the space between the two buildings
there were two ropes from with different paintings in bright colors were slowly trembling
just like regular laundry. It was art - a whole new universe in the middle of a dark ordinary
street!

“Who made these?”, Timmy asked the two girls.
“We, sir! We want to be painters!”. Proudly said one of them, while the other just blushed.
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“But that’s incredible, who helped you? How?”, The ordinary man smiled, while
remembering his childhood, a mixture of bright colors and fun memories.

“We are from Saint Claire’s orphanage, sir. Nobody knows of this place. They are all ours!
Please don’t tell our teachers!”, said the smaller blond girl with a trembling voice.

Timmy turned around; he was seeing an entire world of children’s dreams, fantasies and
hopes... And then he knew exactly what he was supposed to do.

One month after this interesting inspiring morning he had already quit his job as a salesman.
He was even smiling with an old T-shirt covered in paint. He decided to become an Art
teacher at the orphanage. He donated all of his savings to create an art studio there, so the
children shouldn’t go outside to practice. Children were running and laughing all over the
room, the orphanage hasn’t been so noisy for so long... Maybe he found his purpose in life,
finally he found happiness and even love.

Time passed by with many projects and art
lessons. Some of the older children even
graduated successfully and won scholarships for
good prestigious Art schools. Soon after Timmy
and his talented students opened a gallery. Yes, a
professional gallery! There they sold worlds, not
one, not two, but hundreds - worlds of fairytales,
mystic creatures and dreams. That's what art is
for - to make you dream, do better things and find
yourself in the magical world of others. All the
money went for children all around the country
who can’t afford to study science or practice their
dream - play the piano or dance ballet. Because

believing in talent has no price tag.

The man who sells worlds through art every day is nothing but ordinary. He is just an art
teacher who believes in his students every day. Imagine how many children’s’ lives would
have been only in black and white if he didn’t walk to work instead of driving that special
morning...




THE TUNE REMINDED HIM OF

EBrenu Kanipsakos
CMT, Codus

The tune reminded him of the ringing pattern of the iPhone that was released in 2045. Not
that he had owned one of those - his mother had. He put on the glasses and leaned back on
the sofa.

Anne opened the door and held it for him. They were both laughing at some stupid story John
had told. John remembered every single detail - as if it was a movie, he had watched a
thousand times - but he used the glasses nevertheless. She ordered tea, he - black coffee.
Time was on their side and they sat in the coffee shop for two hours, talking.

DING! “John, dinner’s ready,” said Susan. John took off the glasses and sat at the table. Both
of his sons - one was 9 years old, the other, 11 - were watching TV (if this is what you would
call it) on the giant screen in the living room. Susan laid the table and sat down, too. She had
long ago stopped trying to initiate a conversation with John, and most of their evenings went
by in complete silence. Sometimes John would play with the children, but that would last
fifteen minutes at most. Then he would return to the gadget they bought two years ago.

DONG! 1t was snowy and dark outside but the two lovers didn’t care. For them, the weather
didn’t matter, and the snow made the evening even more beautiful. Anne was jumping
around covered in snow, John was making a snowman. Oh, how freezing cold it was. They
had snow in their shoes, under their gloves and inside their jackets but it seemed to melt the
moment it touched their skin. The evening went by so quickly, even though for John it was a
decade of happiness.

DING! Susan had made the bed and John, without talking, of course, put on a T-Shirt and
jumped in. He was asleep in two minutes, but Susan hadn’t been sleeping well for two years.
“Better than reality,” they said on the commercial, and that’s why Susan bought them - the
glasses. It was all fun and games in the beginning - they could travel to Hawaii, Egypt, Japan
just in seconds and enjoy hours of happiness for minutes. However, something about it soon
started feeling quite off for Susan.

DONG! Anne opened the door and held it for him. They were both laughing at some stupid
story John had told...

DING! “John, the kids are ready for school,” Susan shouted from the second floor. “Okay,
getting ready...” John replied, putting the glasses back on.




DONG! ...it seemed to melt the moment it touched their skin.

DING! “It's okay, sweetie, dad’s going to be alright,” Susan told her son. The glasses were
announced to have “some small technical issues” three months after Susan and John had
bought them. Of course, she had tried, she tried hiding them, but he wouldn’t let them be
touched in any way. It was not just some addiction - the glasses had become part of his life.

DONG! ...a decade of happiness...

DING! One of their boys had already graduated college, the other already had a child.
Sometimes they visited their father, tried talking to him but it was almost impossible. Every
time someone mentioned Susan, he started shouting, and he was always crying about how
freezing cold it was.

DONG! “How good it was when time was on our side!”




SOMETHING ABOUT IT TASTED NOT QUITE RIGHT

EnunszaBeTra MaJsisHOBa
CY ,,Cs. cB. Kupua u Metoauii“, Byprac

Something about it tasted not quite right. It might have been because Daniel wasn’t well-
acquainted with the taste of this particular drink. Surprisingly, despite being the most
famous bartender in town (one of the few human beings left in this industry, since most bars
hired androids at that time), he wasn’t used to making cocktails for himself. He didn’t even
remember what he’d put in that glass - as if it just magically appeared in his hand. Or this
might have been the short-time memory erasing pill that he had thrown in right after that
phone call. Of course, he couldn’t remember making the drink, or the call, or anything from
that day at all - the pill was doing its job and was good at it. There’s no way Daniel could recall
anything from the last few hours. He couldn’t remember his android assistant stumbling into
the bar, nor him and Brandon checking its memory bank - only to find out that it had escaped
from the corporation that practically owned this whole city. He couldn’t remember the
corporation’s plan on launching a program that could only be described as mind control
instrument, nor that it would affect more than half of the city’s population - everyone who
had implants bought from that corporation, whether it was a robotic arm, a neural drive, or
a voice-changing device installed directly in one’s throat - every single person with any kind
of cybernetic body modification would fall under the corp’s control. Daniel was unable to
remember how worried he was - he himself could not have implants because of this nasty
implant-rejecting virus, but Brandon, his partner, was half-robot and would get affected by
this program immediately, turning into a brainless ever-smiling doll. He couldn’t remember
the elaborate plan they’d come up with, nor he remembered actually executing it - and almost
succeeding. He didn’t remember Brandon infiltrating the corp office to get into their system
and stop the program - only to find out that the corp was using something that he, a
professional neural hacker, could not break into - a network of landline telephones that
barely even were used then, at the dawn of the 22nd century, when the whole world was
wrapped into the shiny plastic of free wi-fi and having a smartphone was just as vital as
wearing clothes. Daniel could not remember talking to Brandon on the phone from the bar,
guiding him through the corporate yellow pages, telling number after number, code after
code in frantic attempts to disable the mind-controlling software that was about to launch.
He could not remember almost wiping this demonic brainwashing program out of existence
- right before Brandon took a sudden call from the corp’s CEO, letting them know that police
were about to break into the office he was in. Daniel couldn’t remember the connection
failing and getting back to normal right before the gunshots. He didn’t remember how his
heart lost a beat - was losing every beat till the end - when Brandon, in a perfectly normal,
just a bit cracking voice, told him on the phone that he was falling out of the office window.
He could not remember all the hundreds and hundreds of stories of the skyscraper that
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Brandon plummeted by, while still on the phone, telling Daniel he loved him over and over
again - and jokingly asking Daniel to promise not to date a neural hacker ever again, smiling
even seconds before his inevitable death. Daniel couldn’t remember the sound of Brandon'’s
body hitting the cold concrete, nor could he remember the desperate need to feel the warmth
of it right then, while it was slowly getting colder and colder. He couldn’t remember the fear,
the pain, the anger, the tears rolling down his wrinkled tired face while he listened to the
sound of silence from the phone, trying to detect even the slightest noise that could promise
a better ending to his story - their story. He couldn’t remember regretting all the times that
he had seen Brandon but hadn’t said how much he loved him, all the times he was close to
him but never dared to touch him - now, when Brandon was so far away and was never going
back to this damned bar. He might had been free from the mind control but he didn’t want to
be free - not without his dearest friend, the only person he had truly ever loved. Daniel
couldn’t remember how miserably it all ended, how he never dared to finish the call - it was
still going on his smartphone, counting the seconds of his doom and despair; how he rushed
to the bottles and poured the spirits into the glass, throwing in the memory erasing pill and
emptying the glass at once, his hand shaking, his head unacceptably light, his heart pounding
and his mind clutching onto this bittersweet opportunity to never think of this - of Brandon
- again.

Daniel never remembered forgetting
it all. All that was left was a light sense
of sorrow about something uncertain,
a glass in his shaking hand and the
taste on his tongue - something about
it was not quite right, but he couldn’t
remember.




GATE 12, LAST CALL...

Mapusa UiuneBa
I AET , Tomac pxedpepcbr®, Codus

Gate 1, life began:
[ was born. Again. My dark blue, starry eyes turned pink and then pale blue. I didn’t know
where [ was, nor what I was.

Gate 2, surroundings:

[ looked around me and saw huge, pointed, green things standing tall on a surface I knew
nothing about. There were some colourful dots all over the place. They were beautiful,
indeed, but unknown.

Gate 3, my years:
And it wasn’t just my sight that was puzzled because of all in front of me, but my years, as
well. I heard strange voices, sounds, resembling a beautiful melody. Where do they come

from? Tell me, I must know...

Gate 4, they told me:

So, [ was told that the pointing green figures were nothing but trees, centuries old. And the
colourful dots between them were called flowers. Even their name was beautiful. As for the
melody I heard, it turned out to be the wind. Just the wind.

Gate 5, noticing:

[ noticed that the more the wind sang (or “blew”, as they called it), the more the trees would
bend. And it began to look like a game to me. Silly me. Everything seemed to be a game. I'd
laugh until my stomach hurt and then I'd still go on laughing, but less intense.

Gate 6, happiness:
[ heard that laughing had a weird name, too - happiness. I knew happiness, we were close
friends. I could tell, because “she” would come to me quite often. At least I think it was a she.

Gate 7, happiness left:

[ don’t know what I did to hurt her, but happiness left me. At first, I didn’t even notice it that
much, but then I saw a tree break instead of bend - the song of the weather seemed to be too
fast for its fragile stem. When happiness was around, I laughed at the sight of the fallen tree,
but now something inside me cracked.




Gate 8, my heart:

That thing inside me was my heart. So, I learned that I had a heart and somehow it would feel
other creatures’ pain and make it my own. But why had it not awoken before? Was happiness
what was keeping it asleep? Or was I just too young to acknowledge it? Anyways, it awoke.
And since then, I've had to look away every time the wind begins to sing, for fear that [ might
see another tree break. I couldn’t bear that.

Gate 9, fear:

Suddenly, I was afraid. I spent too much time, trying to silence that fear and bring my life
back to normal. But then [ wondered: What was my life anyway and who was [ to determine
if it was normal or not? Another Gate passing, I think it was 9, I forgot to count, and I still
don’t know what [ am. I'm not a tree, because I'm not green, neither am I a flower. I'm not
that beautiful. So, what am I? Lost, that’s what I am.

Gate 10, back to the dark:
My eyes began to darken again. What'’s going on with me?

Gate 11, another game:

So that’s death - just another game. I'm sinking. Where, I do not know. [ am afraid again. Well,
at least I feel something. In fact, I feel everything, all at once. Even happiness came back to
me, as if to say goodbye, as if she had felt that I was fading. Before I knew, [ was, once again,

laughing at the face of death, forgetting about my worries, forgetting [ had one question my
entire life, if that could be called a life, and I was unable to answer it. Is it too late now?

Gate 12, the last call:

So, that’s it - the last Gate. They told me (“they” introduced themselves, but it was too
complicated for me to remember) that [ have one wish left before I fade away entirely. I could
always wish to go back to Gate 3, for example, when my senses were just awakening, when |
knew no pain, no fear, no death. But I would have to meet them again, that’s for sure. Those
always find their way to everything and everyone. No, I'd use my last call for something else.
‘What am 1?7, I asked, ‘what am I and where am I going?’

They told me.

They told me I was the Day.

And it was time for me to go, make way

for the Night.

As the Night would, afterwards, make way for me.

I didn’t know who the Night was, nor what its purpose would be. Maybe it would still have
to meet happiness, fear, pain and all the other friends of mine. Maybe she already knew
them...




N\ W
%/eg@
GO

=,
0
=
—
S
2
2
5
=
T
0
2
©
wn
o
=
e

and again, and again and bring my friends with me.

So, please wait for me. I'll meet you when Gate 1 opens again.

But [ wasn’t sad that I had to leave -

And now [ know what [ am.

[ am the Day.
And I will come again

But until then
Good Night!




GATE 12, LAST CALL...

Maxkxcum 3aHroB
AET ,'eo Munes", Pyce

As at airports, the gates can lead you to different planes and journeys, school and
teenage life are the gates to the most important one-life. Twelve years of building yourself as
a person, making relationships, learning values. Twelve steps to the twelfth grade. But you
still feel that anxiety before you board-can my plane crash? You feel unprepared and afraid
of the uncertainty. But time still goes on and on. The flight approaches. Gate 12, last call. Am
[ ready?

As you stand there, on the verge, flashbacks start to pop up in your head. All the way
through the airport, with variety of people who are just like you, confused and anxious, and
some who've just landed and now know what the trip is like. A lot of safety checks you're
annoyed of because they delay you, but now you realize they were just for your safety, to
prevent you from falling, not to stop you from catching your flight. As you look at your youth,
you see the similarities. A series of engagement with a pack of various people, many of whom
were like you, not knowing how to handle the future. Others were surer of themselves and
felt ready for their futures. As some people are at the airport not to travel, but to search for
easy money by pickpocketing, making frauds and so on, you get flashbacks of the ones who
said were with you, and appeared good, but stabbed you in the back. You see the ones who’ve

landed and you remember the hug you gave your parents as you were entering the airport.
You remember them, and all the lessons they taught you, all the conflicts, suffering,
difficulties and help you’ve been through and the help that even though was the best they
could give you, it often was left unappreciated by you. You’'ve hurt them. But now you realize
it. Do you miss them? Do you miss the others, who taught you so much, but you’ve seen as
nuisance? You do. You only know it when you're at the doorstep. But you can’t go back. Gate
12, last call. Are you ready?

Many people are annoyed if their time at the airport. They feel they’re being delayed.
They want to board as soon as possible. They ignore the ones who'’re there to help, and are
in the greatest hurry you've seen. And the checks? Gosh, those checks, they’'ve made you
annoyed too. But now you’ve realized they were of help, they’ve only showed you if you’ll be
safe and if you’ll have to change something and leave a part of your stuff behind so that your
flight is safer. But those people don’t realise it. Twelve years of lessons and checks, of help
and attempts to help you ensure your life and be safe through your most important journey.
Some are thankful, some aren’t. Some have listened and some haven’t. Have you ensured
your flight well enough? Think quick! You need to board! Gate 12, last call. Are you ready?




There’s a large amount of destinations to choose from before you buy the ticket. And
each one is in a country that has different legal requirements, different sights to see, different
types of people to meet. You don’t mind the first one and immediately choose based on the
nice pics you've seen of that country. Did you choose your future carefully? Oh, you've only
looked at the good opportunities that the job and university program you'’re after provide.
You've only thought how much money you’ll make, how you'll leave your wretched
homeland and go to a better place. You only thought that you’ll experience pleasure through
your trip. But did you check the documents, have you brought them? Go, look for them in
your bag, quickly! Gate 12, last call. Are you ready?

Time goes on and on. Your flight approaches. And there’s a strange feeling you get out
of a sudden. You feel like you're under a spell. Your clothes change. A shirt? A cap? A

designed according to your preparations. You can control it, but you need to be sure enough
you can. Will you crash? Will you land safely? Will it be a nice trip? Gate 12, last call. Are you
ready?
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The Bulgarian Creative Writing Competition in English fosters
the creative thinking of Bulgarian students and encourages the
use of the language in a nontraditional way. It aims to enhance
their English language writing skills and to stimulate them to
think "out of the box". In 2019 we celebrated the ninth edition of
the competition and more than 4000 students from 173 schools
participated.

Enjoy the collection of the winning works!



