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What Do the Coats Think About in the Wardrobe All Summer? ?

Paxa 'aBpuaoBa
qcCy ,,Ceetu I'eopru®, rp. Copus

Wow! It’s finally summer!
Honestly, that’s such a bummer.
Hi, my name is Coat the coat!
And all winter I've been on a boat.
Seeing all the ducks and fish.

But now all I can do is wish

that these three months pass by,
because soon I'm going to cry!

Why you ask?

Well, it’s because now I have only one task.

And that’s sitting in this dirty wardrobe

Instead of going around the globe

“Like what am | supposed to do?

I can’t even pop to the loo!”

That's when I thought when | first ended up here
Also the first time | had ever shed a tear.

My friend Boot the left boot is also somewhere

But he only has one box to share

With Boot the right boot, his twin brother.

Wow, that’s probably such a bother!

Sometimes | wonder, is there someone else in this place
I can only see a lonely shoelace

Well I guess I'll have to wait out

three months with nothing to talk about.




The Hidden Talents of The Firefly

I'eopru ITonos
OY ,II. P. CaaseiikoB*, rp. Bapna

I’m a bug collector. Bit of a weird hobby or job, whatever you think.

Every new bug | catch, I put in a little, well actually not so little glass box with
holes so the bugs can breathe.

Today I caught a small bug with a little lamp on its bottom part of its body. I put
it in the glass box and immediately all the bugs came to see their new roommate. They
were looking at the small lamp and how it glowed.

So, I don’t know the bugs decided to do a talent show. They all gathered materials
from the cage and made a small stage out of little wooden parts that I've scattered to
make the cage look more like a forest. They put little stones as chairs. Some of the
chairs, three of them to be specific, had little cut off parts of moss for extra comfort. At
first, 1 didn’t know what or who was going to sit on them... I didn’t even know they were
chairs until the show started... but let’s not get hasty and see what is happening in the
cage. So extra comfortable chairs were for the judges. There were three judges. The Bee
Queen, the Ladybug and lastly a big mosquito that | had caught yesterday.

When the show started, the first contestant was a grasshopper. He had a small
box which when was opened revealed three small balls which the grasshopper
immediately started juggling. Then was a little ladybug. It made some cool dances and a
little song to end its show.

The show was long. As me and all the bugs in the cage watched the show with
amusement it got dark out very quickly just as it was time for the firefly’s turn. The
judges decided to stop the show until the firefly came up on stage. Immediately the
entire cage was lit and even my entire room was lit with light. The firefly started dancing
and singing with its little quiet voice. The singing and dancing were incredible. Me and
the bugs watched the show with great amusement. Then the firefly lowered its light to
the point which I could barely see what was going in the cage but enough to see the
amazing show. Since the firefly was smaller than most of the bugs it went out of a small
hole that | made so the bugs don’t lose air and suffocate. It started drawing on my
ceiling with its light. The final result of the drawing were all the bugs in one group
hugging with joy.

Then was something I didn’t expect. It left through the open window and brought
back a little crown out of small sticks the firefly had found on the ground. The firefly
flew into the cage and gave the crown to the Bee Queen. Then, like the small ladybug did
on its time to show off its show, the firefly sang a song and every bug went to sleep.




When | woke up, | saw on my ceiling a message from light saying “Hope you’ve
enjoyed” and next to the big message was a small drawing of a firefly. So, | went to the
cage and saw the firefly sleeping quietly holding a small winner cup saying, “Talent
Show Winner”.

And that I think were the hidden talents of the firefly.




What Do the Coats Think in the Wardrobe All Summer?

I'eopru UBanoB
OY ,II.P. CnageiixkoB®, rp. Bapna

“Okay, James is finally back from walking the dog. Now he’ll pick one of us for the date
with Susan.”

“He’ll probably pick Blue. He's brand new.”

“Hey! So what? He can pick Leather too! He’s so cool!

“He won't pick me... He hasn’t worn me for years! | think he’ll pick Brown”
“Why Brown?

“Because, he smells like roses. And these kinds of jackets are modern right now!”
“Shhhhh. It's time boys!”

James opens the wardrobe.

“Which will I pick...Why are you all so thick?! It's summer now. It's too hot for you! I'll go
with my red shirt”

The door closes. After a while, James leaves the house.
“l knew he wasn’'t gonna pick any of us!”
“Shut up, Black! You didn’t know anything!”
“BOYS, SHUT UP! Look, I know you're all mad, but it's not a big deal!”

“It’s not a big deal?! We're gonna stay here all summer! We'll get so hot! We’ll get mold on
ourselves! And with mold, he’'ll never wear us again! In fact, it IS a big deal!”

“Yeah, Blue’s got a p-point, but we’ll h-have to think of an escape p-plan.”
“What plan, Green?”

“l don’t know, b-but I'll think of it.

“Well, better think of it fast, because some of you guys already start to smell!”
A few minutes pass...

“Guys! | got it! Leather, use your zipper to open the wardrobe.”

“Got it!

“Blue!

“Huh?

“Use the keys, that James left in your pocket!




“Okay.
“Good. Now let’s go!

They got out of the house with the keys, that Blue used to cut everyone’s chains. And they
wander off, they got on top of a tall building.

“Now what?”

“Well...I know! We need to go to the other building there! It's got a coats shop! But... how
do we get there?”

“l have an even better idea! Let’'s go to Canada. It's always cold there, so we’ll be worn all
the time!”

“Hmm... you've got a good point. Let’s go!”

So they walk three weeks and they’re finally there. They’ve lost a good friend...Blue... he
just couldn’t handle all the traveling, so he just gave up and died.

“We can't give up now! Let’s do it for Blue!

It's night time and they lie in a dark alley, when suddenly, they get picked up... It's James!
He travelled all the way, and he finally found them.

It's winter. James opens the door to the wardrobe, only to put another blue coat. And from
that day on, all the coats lived happily ever after, and James and Susan got married.




Hard Being a Helium-Filled Balloon

Hanae Xa3zaii
YHcCy ,,Ceern I'eopru*, rp. Copus

Being dead is boring. Hi, my name is Jake and | am a detective in the NYPD. Well,
at least | used to be. | was shot by a drug dealer during a case. | didn’t get to the hospital
in time. Now, | had nothing to do but to stare in the darkness. I could not move or turn
around. Days passed by. I think I could not check the time, but then I started moving. |
felt like I was filled with air. | moved my hands but nothing happened. Maybe my legs?
No, still nothing. I looked down, | had not body. All | had was a string, like a string of a
balloon. I looked around me, everything was still dark, but after hours of nothing, the
lights turned on. I could finally see. I looked around me, apparently, I was in some kind
of a toy store. | saw all kinds of toys around me: Super Man, Iron Man, animals, make up
for small kids and a mirror. | looked into the mirror and saw a balloon.

Where is there a balloon in the mirror? I am a human. I moved my head to the left,
so did the balloon. I moved my head as fast as | could to the right. So did the balloon. 1
was a balloon! I tried to move forward, it worked but something was wrong, | was floating.
Of course in my next life, | would be a helium-filled balloon. I could be a lion or a bird,
but no - let’'s make Jake a balloon. | didn’t know what to do. | was a balloon, I couldn’t do
anything but I heard the TV: “Good morning, New York City. Today we are starting this
news report on a sad note. 5 drunk drivers died today in car accidents.” Wait, | knew this
news report. It's on the 27th of November. The day I died. That is pretty simple all I have
to do is be a human again, is to save myself as a balloon. Sounds easy, right? Well, it’s not.

| tried to open the door but I exploded. Ha ha! Very
funny, the balloon guy exploded. Well, | woke up again in the
same place at the same time. | shouted, “Open the door!” and it
worked. | had my voice. | heard footsteps coming down some
stairs. The door opened. A large sweating man came in and
when he saw that no one was in the room, he started looking
between the toys. He probably was watching Toy Story upstairs.
I went up the stairs and left the shop. I floated up into the sky
and exploded. I left the shop with a Super Man toy holding my
string, so | would not float so high.

| floated as fast as | could to the place | died. | saw the
drug dealer was going to shoot me. | floated and blocked the
bullet and woke up as myself and shot the drug dealer in his leg.




My Brilliant Friend — English

Cue:xnoct CnacoBa
31 CYUYEM ,,UBan Bazos“, rp. Codusn

“Aurora Peters, please come to Gate 5. | repeat- Aurora Peters, please come to
Gate 5. Thank you.”

The speakers were going on and off but Diana did not hear them. In fact, she did
not hear anything, did not see anything but her own phone. Her hands were shaking,
her sight was blurry and she was starting to panic. Diana was at the Petersburg airport
and she was standing in the middle of the never-ending crowd. Everywhere she looked
all she saw were unknown and unwelcoming faces. Just as she was about to shed yet
another tear for the last three hours, her phone rang out. All those faces now turned
towards her but quickly averted their gaze when they met her stare, for it was a look that
could stop one’s very heart. Diana looked at her phone again. The same message as all
those others:

“The subscriber is off-line. Please try again later.”

This never-ending circle of her sending messages and not receiving an answer
was starting to leave its mark on the girl. Diana was starting to feel helpless and so very
alone. She had last seen her mother when they entered the airport. Together. Yet there
she was, alone, in the middle of an unknown country, with unknown people and an even
less known language. Hoping against hope, she sent another message before heading to
the departure section. When she got there, Diana headed for the benches on which
different people were scattered and sitting. She found an open seat next to a mother
with a newborn, that just wouldn’t stop crying!

“Oh God, why me?”-thought the girl.

She did not have much luggage, just a backpack in which she had put extra
clothing and her mobile, so it wasn’t hard for her to get comfortable on the too small
seats. Soon she was fast asleep. What awoke her minutes later wasn’t some noise. It
wasn’t even someone. It was an idea.

“Why, oh why, didn’t I think of this before!”-Diana thought as she sprang up from her
seat and outright sprinted to the reception desk. She got there for half the time she
would have if she were walking.

“Excuse me, sir, | want to find someone.”- Diana tried saying in her best Russian.
The receptionist looked up at her with a face that suggested that he did not understand
her. Just as she was about to fall into despair again the man spoke to her in perfect
English.

“l did not understand that. May you repeat please?”

Diana’s face turned in a thoughtful grimace. She did not speak English so well,
for her native language was Bulgarian. She tried again.

“l... I want to... find a... a person.”- she finished with difficulty.

“That’s alright. What is the person’s name?”- the kind man asked her.




“It’s Violeta Dimova. She is... my... mother.”- Diana was beginning to feel sorry
for all those missed lessons on English when she was a child.

“Violeta Dimova you say. Your mother... Well, a woman came here earlier this
day and she said she was looking for her daughter but she did not say a name. Perhaps
it's the person you are looking for.”

Of all he said, Diana understood only the words “mother”, “earlier today” and
“the person you are looking for”. It was enough to give her hope. She asked the polite
gentleman where that person might be and when he told her, she immediately headed
for the place. It was Gate 5.

When she got there, she started looking around for the woman with the purple
jacket and the tall, brown boots she had come here with. After a moment or so of looking
around Diana finally found her.

“Mom!”- the girl screamed from the top of her lungs. All of the people’s looks fell
on her but she didn’t care. All she saw was her mother in front of her. When Violeta
embraced her, she held tight.

“When | go home, I'll immediately start learning English, for it is such a brilliant
friend in times of need.”- Diana promised herself in between kisses and hugs exchanged
with her mother.

“Yes, such a brilliant friend indeed.”
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Hard Being A Helium-filled Balloon

Buxropus IIanaiioroBa
CY ,,Bacua JleBcku*, rp. CeBueBo

Hi there! Have you ever imagined what is like being a helium filled balloon? Well
let me tell you. It’s hard. You are full with helium. Do you understand me? No? Or
maybe yes? If you don’t just read the rest of the text.

So first let me clear it for you. The helium are my thoughts. I am full with
different type of helium. My head is a mess! And I really mean it! The thoughts in my
head are pulling me up in the sky. Exactly like a helium filled balloon. I mean | have big
expectations which are different from the reality. And why are they pulling me up? Well,
do you know how the adults or just the older people than us say: “Oh, you are flying in
the sky! Your thoughts are unreal!” Well yeah, they are right! I am just not okay with
this. Why can’t every dream come true? Why am | scared? Why am | sad? ... Well we
don’t have answers for these questions, so that’'s why our head or should | say my head
is full with helium. Yeah, I can fly but in unreal sky. The reality teaches us to be strong.
Even though it’s hard, one day you will realize how helpful the reality is.

Now I am writing this and | don’t know even why. Yeah it is not an imaginary
story... and I even don’t know if it contains the things it should. But | know one thing for
sure... | wrote what I think is right.

Oh, and just to say that when I am flying, | see lots of people that are staying hard
on their feet, but | don’t see people “flying in the sky” like me. Hope I am not alone. To
the person who read this:

Hey you! Did you understand
me?

If no, sorry you're not flying.
But if yes, well good because
know that you're flying too.

Itis really hard being a helium filled
balloon!




The Footsteps Moved Further Away

SIna I'onemanoBa
CY ,UBan Bazos*, rp. [lneBen

George had a special bond with his grandpa, but he was sick. Who is he? His name
is Lupin. Every day before the sunrise Lupin would stare at his window looking further
away. After the birds start singing their first songs, quiet steps would start approaching.
They belong to George. A boy with curly hair and blue eyes. He always gets in trouble, kids
don’t really like him they don’t get along but that doesn’t mean he is bad, actually he is
better than anyone you know. People in town talk bad things about him, like his parents’
death for example.

Lupin would always make tea in the morning. It had a very specific taste, but
George liked it. They always talk about interesting things like: can cats sing or how long
can we stay underwater with a cup on top of our head. This morning George asked a
guestion that has been bothering him for quite a long time now. What is his grandpa
starring at every morning? Why does he never eat dinner with him? Why don’t other kids
want to play with his toys? Lupin looked in George’s eyes and took a sip form his morning
tea while gently scratching his arm.

Lupin said: George come here sit on my lap- George slowly approached his grandpa
and sat on his lap looking through the same window. The same old window with white
vintage frames and spider webs on them.

-Do you see the wind smiling at you? - said Lupin.

-No ...how am I supposed to see something that’s invisible grandpa? — said George
with a confused look on his face.

-You see ... we can’t tell if the wind is smiling at us or not, we can only guess ... or
wish. We can’t see the important things in life, but we feel them. That's why you don’t
know the answers to your questions. You feel that something is wrong, you know there is
nothing wrong with the view outside, but you know I stare at it every morning. Do you see
the footsteps outside?

-1-1 do! — said George. But they are not footsteps grandpa they are... paws?
-Yes in fact they are. Why don’t you start looking at them every day like | do?

Lupin stood up and winked at George, took his pocket watch and went to his
bedroom for some rest. The next morning George woke up earlier than usual. He put in
his jacket and opened the curtains. There was no one in the kitchen. The usual smell of
tea wasn't filling up the room. George sat in front of the window and saw the footsteps.
They were fading away. The snow buried them the same night. Were they still there? Yes...

13




yes they were but you could barely see them. The next morning George was even more
interested in looking at the footsteps. He put a chair on front of the old window but
suddenly he froze in his place. They were gone. The little by jumped off the chair and with
inhuman speed rushed to his grandpa’s bedroom. As soon as he opened the door, the
smile on his lips faded and his childish eyes filled with tears. Lupin was gone too... yet
another disappointment for today. George rushed to the kitchen where he found a note
with his name on it. There were a couple of blood stains on it too. His shaky hands opened
the letter. His mind was blank his heart empty. The note was from Lupin. It said: Dear
Georgie. | have been sick for quite a long time now. You may have noticed. | see you have
been viewing the footsteps these past few days. Look on your left Georgie.

Georgie looked on his left. There was an attachment from a book next to his arm.
A weird creature with a wolf’s body, fangs and yellow eyes was illustrated on the page.
With big letters on top of the page it was written: Werewolf. Georgie’s eyes were full of
fear. He didn’t understand at first because tears blurred his eyes. That explained
everything. Why Lupin never had dinner with him. Why he never looked at the fireworks
on New Year’s Eve. He was a werewolf. He turns into a monster when his eyes meet with
the moon’s. The footsteps are his... they have always been. That explained his name too.
Lupin, Lupus means a wolf in Latin. George rushed back to the window. The steps weren’t
gone they have just moved further away.




The Footsteps Moved Further Away

Marganena PayeBa
IIMI" Aranac Panes*, rp. SIm0oa

It all happened one or two years ago on a gnarly cold winter night. That year it had
been snowing endlessly day and night for at least a week. A lot of people found it a bit odd
since it hadn’t snowed for almost a decade, but I didn’t think much of it. As a matter of
fact, | never paid much attention to anything.

The people who inhabit my village are the type that never poke their noses out of
their closed off houses or their own business. You couldn’t find anyone anywhere.

I call my village “lonesome town”, because it is where all the broken souls stay. It
is a very magical place since it has the power to replace the hurtful pain in your heart with
emotionless emptiness.

That cold winter night was the night I realised what was happening and | found
out the truth.

I had just decided I was going to go for a walk when that sound echoed through the
walls of my ghostly house. A knock sound. Someone was at my doorstep? No one had even
known | existed since before I was born. Either way, | was nervous and trembling, blood
mixed with adrenaline rushing through my veins as | walked to the front door. | opened
the door — nothing. Exactly what | had expected, but then | heard it again only this time
it was coming from inside my house...I thought to myself, “This almost sounds like...but
it couldn’t be, there is no way...”. But then the sound was circling and going round and
round like clothes in a washing machine and it was real, it was happening. | was hearing
the sound of — “footsteps!” — the word came screaming from my mouth as | turbo sprinted
out of to the street and continued running till I found the old barracks in the forest next
to the frozen lake. The lake used to be my favourite place as a kid, mostly because in the
wintertime the top of it turned to crispy but extremely thick ice since the temperature
drop was also massive.

I quickly broke the lock on the barracks door with the hammer that always stays
hidden in the leaves next to itand I rushed inside. The sound of footsteps was everywhere.
They sounded as if they were going to hurt me, or even worse. They sounded like they
were going to kill!

Darkness came over the sky and everything got super quiet except the thoughts
rushing in my mind. Darkness and panic were in control of me.

“Get out of my head!” — | screamed, “Get out!”.
“Ok, ok, that's enough. Nurse? Somebody, get the nurse!”

“But you have to listen, | need to finish my story!!” — explained the man angrily.




“No, you are going to your room and we have to put you on stronger medication.
Doctor? Surely you can see this man needs something stronger!”

Today the nurse was writing a report for another patient who had died in the
psychiatric hospital due to stress overload. They say he has always been “bonkers” and it
was his time to go.

She went to the deceased man’s room to leave the report but as she was
approaching closer and closer, a strange sound came from inside the room. She says it
was “the sound of footsteps moving further away”.




The Footsteps Moved Further Away

HNBana /lonyeBa
12 CY ,UBan Acen I1”, rp. Copus

It was a foggy day. I didn’t go to work because it was Sunday. The rain was falling
down the window of my old car. In front of me there was this old black house. They
called her the ,,Devil’s eye” because it was located on the top of the hill. Some old people
used to tell us stories about it and how they were hearing voices during the night and
that we shouldn’t step a foot in there. Well | didn’t believe all that bullshit, and that’s
why | was going to visit it.

| stepped out the car. The ground was wet and dirty. The ,,Devil’s eye” was a big
two-story house with a destroyed roof. The fence around it was metal and you could see
the traces of how ancient it was. Well at first a person would think that the place is
haunted or that homeless people live in it. To me it seemed... just old.

I jumped over the fence. The birds that were staying on it got scared and flew
away. And here | was: dressed in all black in an abandoned house’s yard. People would
think that I was some type of a drug dealer or a serial killer. Of course, I am not. All |
wanted is to check out that ,,scary ” house (as people described it).

I entered inside. The floor was wooden and muddy. There were spider webs
everywhere, even on my head. To my left there was this fireplace which was made from
red marble. From the place where | was standing, | could see the stairs for the second
floor, all broken and with rats crawling around them. | can’t lie; | was for sure a little
scared.

I explored the first floor, as | might say, and then | stopped for a quick water
break. I don’'t know when time went by, but | was already climbing up the stairs. And
there it was, as | was frozen in the middle of this abandoned creepy house, | heard them.
I heard the footsteps. My heartbeat started rising. All of a sudden a window opened and
| felt the cold wind and mist on the back of my neck. Okay, I thought. I convinced myself
that I didn’t hear footsteps and that it was just a raccoon or a squirrel. I continued
climbing up the stairs. | started hearing crying noises, but there couldn’t be a baby in
here, it's impossible. And then, there they were... the footsteps. As | was stepping on the
second floor, the footsteps moved further away.

The wind was blowing my hair. The roof was completely destroyed. | wasn’t sure
if I should continue, or if I should go home. Well | decided that since you only live once,
I should explore the last floor too, even if that house scared the shit out of me.

In front of me there were two doors. Those were the bedrooms (I supposed). In
one moment everything was silent and in the other, the crying noise started getting
louder and louder. | couldn’t stand it. | mean there could be someone I can help or




maybe it was coming from outside the house. At that time, | didn’t know, I just took the
risk and | opened the first wooden door.

I couldn’t believe my eyes, and you won't believe it too. In that small room, that
smelled like mold, there was a bed with a metal frame and a dirty mattress that had
turned green, because of how old it was. And in that exact room, | found the answer to:
from what and from where that crying noise was coming. She was on the floor, lying
helpless and hurt. And if you are asking yourself “Who is she?”, well she is a dog. And
now it's the time for all those people to tell me how stupid is to care about a skinny and
dirty dog. But | did care, and I cared a lot.

The dog was hurt. It was so skinny, that I could see its ribs. She was small, about
3 or 4 months old. Of course, | couldn’t just leave it there. I lifted her and hugged her.
She was crying and yes, dogs cry too. | immediately went downstairs. | jumped over the
fence; I don’t really remember how I did it while holding the dog. I put the animal on the
back seat of my car and then | started the engine. | drove down the hill and the only
thought I had in my head; it is how | have to save that dog.

| arrived downtown in about 20 minutes. As | entered the vet clinic, | realized
how crazy | looked. But | didn’t care.

After about half an hour, the doctor came out and told me, that she is in a really
bad condition, but she could be saved if | put a lot of caring into her. | smiled as a tear
was falling down my cheeks.

And here | am now. Almost a year later,
and I am still in the “Devil’s eye” house, but
this time with Footstep. That's what | decided
to name the dog. And yes, | am still in that
house, but I bought and renovated it. Now |
can call it a home. | fell asleep with Footstep
on my lap and with the rain taping on the
window. | don’t remember what | dreamt
about, but all I knew was that I was happy
more than ever.




Fun With Your New Head

Muxana ITanmos
YqcCy ,,Ceern I'eopru‘, rp. Copus

“Another head, another dollar”, said the executioner while preparing his
guillotine. He liked to repeat this phrase, again and again, blissfully unaware of the fact
it fooled no one. Everyone else in the revolution’s ranks knew he was not doing it for
money. They avoided talking to him or even looking at his blue eyes, merely responding
with a nod, whenever he said his catchphrase. As far as they were concerned - he was a
creep, who liked heads and found them fun. Nobody showed any interest in his choice or
story, until one afternoon, a white goose was brought to the guillotine.

It was a small animal with small wings, a small head and giant legs. It was
charged with treason and supporting the upper class. The goose had never taken partin
treason nor had it ever supported the upper class, so it was just as confused as the
executioner, who was tasked with beheading the bird.

“Hello”, it chirped happily as it moved closer to the device of
death, “are you the executioner?”

“Yes,” he responded.

“Wow! I've never seen an executioner before! Very respectable
job.” It continued talking in a weirdly excited tone. “ Before |
go, can | just ask, why do you do it?”

The man stopped what he was doing, and looked at the
white animal. No one had ever asked him that. This goose was
the first one to show interest in his monotonous existence.

“Well, I've always wanted to be a brain surgeon. Then the revolution started and
the closest | could get to my dream job was as an executioner,” said the man, happy to
see someone cared about him.

“Brain surgeon huh? The goose quacked excitedly, “that sounds incredible! Why
do you want to do that?”

“l just find heads fun and interesting, the way they work, a perfect example of
nature’s genius.” replied the man.

Then suddenly, the happiness left the man’s face, his chiselled features drooping
in an expression of sadness. He let his arms hang and sat down with a heavy sigh. The
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goose noticed this and became worried about its new friend. It wanted to help him, but
it didn’t know how.

“What's wrong? Did | say something which upset you?” the animal inquired.

“No, I just...It’'s something that has been haunting me all my life.” replied the
executioner.

“Come on, tell me”, the bird urged him.

“Promise not to tell anyone, | don’t want people to think I am soft.”

“Don’t worry | have like 5 more minutes to live, | won’t tell.” promised the goose.

“When | was young, one of my closest friends died from a tumour in his head.
Since then, I've always wanted to help prevent or stop them. That’s why | wanted to

work with heads and be a brain surgeon.”

A long silence fell upon the conversation. It got so quiet, you could hear the
sadness in the executioner’s eyes. The goose spoke compassionately.

“Look you are a good person, you care about others, you want to help them. The

memory of your friend is one which is hard to deal with, but you should let go. Think
about all the lives you will save in the future when you become a brain surgeon. Even
now you are saving people from tumours. Someone without a head can’t get a head
tumour. You are a hero, and your friend would have agreed if he was here with us. You
can’t change the past, but you can change the future.”

The executioner had never felt so moved in his life. No one had ever cared so
deeply about him. He tried to repay the goose. He said he could help it escape, but it
declined. It said it was happy making other people happy, and that was enough for it.
For the first time, the man found it hard to behead someone, but he felt better after the
execution was carried out. He cleared his head, left his past behind him and carried out
every beheading with greater enthusiasm and happiness than ever before. He was
happy, he was having fun with the heads he separated from bodies, knowing full well,

someone cared about him, and his interest in heads.




He Never Spoke Those Words Again

Janus Tep3uesa
ET ,,MBan Ba3os“, rp. CmoJsin

In the far distance he loomed out and stepped into the forest, standing out like an
omnipotent ruler of the whole world. With his pale face and eyes like dug holes in it,
eyelashes covered with small icicles and blue lips from the coldness, he looked like an
evil seeking for revenge. In fact, he was just The Winter.

The rough man was trampling through the frozen ground spreading coldness all
over it. With every step he touched the soul beneath his numb feet and made it crack
from the pressure. Every single movement of this peculiar man transformed the world
into a new one- a dark and a terrible one, full of loneliness, coldness and grief.

The Winter looked like a fearless person and everybody would say that he
couldn’t be moved because he was senseless. Was he actually so? In fact, he had a
problem. He himself had a beloved one. He knew it was an impossible love, yet he was
determined to fight for it... Neither the moving song of the last remained birds, nor the
howling of the wolves and dogs, tortured by the harsh weather, could touch the frozen
heart of The Winter. Only the thought itself that he would never be with The Spring
made him weaker, because love had always been stronger than any omnipotence.

Days passed. The Winter couldn’t resist being trapped in his tomb-like cave. The
temptation of being with his precious maiden was growing stronger and stronger, when
he finally went out of his refuge. He screamed with all the power he had:

“Gooood! | do not want to be The Winter anymore . Why are you so cruel to separate
me from my loving girl? Just tell me what to do to end this ever-lasting punishment...”
But answer did not come. The man couldn’t endure the pain that was stuck in his heart
and kept suing God. But God as if hadn’t existed. Not even a word did he utter to the
man.

The Winter was getting angrier and angrier with every single day when at last he
cried loudly towards the sky:

”l hate that you created me to be your servant. | hate being lonely and alone. | HATE
YOU, GOD!”

That was the moment God answered. He had got enraged to the point of even killing the
man. Just a few seconds after their fight The Winter disappeared and a thick cloud
surrounded the forest he had been in a moment before.

As if a terrifying curse was spreading through the world. The animals were dying
out, the plants were like stones, standing lifelessly on the ground. The ground was no
longer covered in snow but in a blackish liquid that was killing even the last hopes of life
on this world. People were getting sick from the air full of ashes. Everything cherished
The Winter to be back, to protect crops and fields. Everybody desperately needed it to
bring harmony to the world and a spark of life in their souls.

The Winter was not dead, yet he was captured in God'’s jail because of his words
that day. He was really sorry for loosing his temper and behaving so. He felt as if sorrow
was tearing off his flesh. At last, he got over his ego and apologized to his ruler for what
he had claimed that day. God was ready to forgive him because he knew the Winter had
learnt his lesson. That was the moment God created the other two seasons- summer and
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autumn, so that The Winter and The Spring, who had fallen in love with each other,
have some time for being together.

The Winter had drawn a crucial lesson. He never spoke those words again. He
was the most grateful and cheerful man in the whole world because he had made an
impossible love come true. - All due to God.
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Fun With Your New Head

IIpecaaBa CTosiHOBA
AET ,,I'eo Muaes*, rp. Byprac

Fool. His name was Fool. Fool was an orphan. The rest of the orphans had given
him his name for he was clumsy and lazy. Just like every other child at the age of 13, he
went to school.

At school, Fool was obviously not the smartest kid in his class. He’'d get the lowest
grades, he teachers would get mad and he’d be in trouble. But the child wouldn’t
understand it. Fool was too foolish to understand the school system. He was always
happy, energetic and playful. Nobody could make the class laugh like Fool did. Every
time he got his test back, he’d split it in half and make paper rockets- one for the class
and one for the teacher. The smiles on his classmates’ faces always made him happy.

The smartest kid at Fool’s class was called Smarty. Smarty was supposed to be
named Marty, but the nurse had misheard the name and written Smarty. Everybody
would look up to Smarty whenever they had a problem and it would immediately get
solved. Smarty, however spent his whole life studying. He could never find peace; he
was never satisfied...

One day, Smarty and Fool happened to be sitting next to each other on the bus. It
was late. The night sky, lightened by the stars, was calming the Earth. Gentle night
breeze kissed the trees and they fell asleep. Snow would soon fall and cover the naked
ground, setting it to sleep.

Smarty was tiredly looking through the window. Then, he set his eyes on Fool,
who had already prepared a paper doll for him. Fool grabbed the doll of himself and
gave his new creation to Smarty. The smart one sighed deeply.

-How come you are always so energetic and happy? What's the key to happiness?
-The key to what? | have no key on me. -Fool answered.

After another deep breath, Smarty looked at the starry sky. A star was dancing and
would soon join the Earth.

-1 wish I had your head, Fool! I thirst to see the world through your eyes.
-You wha....
Snap. Snap. BOOM!

Suddenly, Fool was looking at his head. It was on his classmate’s body. He could
feel the knowledge boiling inside. He realized his whole life.

-Your wish has come true, wow! Be careful what you wish for! - Fool shouted angrily.




-Huh? What's going on?
-We just swapped heads, Smarty!
-1 see nothing wrong with it.

-Well, you should. What are the class and the teachers going to say when they
notice the difference?

-There’s no difference, Fool! I still have my knowledge it’s.... OH DEAR! | DON'T
REMEMBER MY LAST CHEMISTRY LESSON!

It was time for them to get off the bus. Fool heard Smarty telling him to take care
of his head, but he had to hurry, unless he wanted to miss his bus stop.

The day after the mysterious swap, things got out of hand. Smarty overslept
because with Fool’s head he didn’t worry about anything. His body finally had a good
rest.

Fool, on the other hand, woke up earlier than usual. He managed to make up for
most of his undone homework, prepared himself and left the house.

At school the whole class was panicking. There was nobody to help them solve
their problems. Fool offered them help with their homework, however, everybody
laughed off and didn’t take him seriously.

Two minutes later, their savior came to school. When asked to find X, Smarty did
the unthinkable- he circled it. However, the class was too impressed by his usual
performance and they couldn’t notice the unexpected mistake.

The teacher came in. She collected their homework and started grading it. She
almost choked on her coffee when she saw Fool’s assignment. Unbelievable! The worst
student of all time, having a perfect homework? Something’s off. As she was about to
call him, she noticed a name was missing. It was Smarty’s. Surprised, the teacher
shouted their names. Both of them approached her. She demanded an explanation.
However, with his new head, Fool had managed to make a smart trap-he had collected
bugs on his way to school.

-Where’s your homework? - The lady asked.

-Right here! - The fool yelled as he shattered the pot and bugs started crawling.

Everybody screamed, but they had fun. The students managed to escape from
class thanks to the trap. On the stairs, Smarty tripped on Fool. That's when they
magically got back to how they were. Both of them smiled.

That was the most bizarre day of their lives.




Fun With Your New Head

I had a dream one day

Where the skies were all grey,
Where the birds weren’t singing
And no children’s bells were ringing.

But there | was — started walking around

I was looking right and left, but | couldn’t hear a sound

I was alone in a world full of sadness

There was nothing else for me to hear other than silence.

I went to my room, looked in the mirror,

Let a warm breath out, smudged it — trying to see clearer:
In the sight of my reflection | let out a gasp

I stood there frozen like | was stung by a wasp.

All I could see was a man’s face

Looking at me with tremendous disgrace
| couldn’t understand what was going on
Am | an adult? A man from now on?

As | rushed outside | saw a kid

Which, in this atmosphere, seemed explicit

I saw its eyes fill up with happiness

As it let out the words: “Forget all of your faithfulness”

“Start doing your chores and activities,

Look after all of your responsibilities,

‘cause you're an adult now, all grown up,

Have fun with your new head and just look up”

I suddenly hear the doorknob turn

Opened my eyes, feeling like my face was going to burn
And there | saw my mommy, telling me what's for breakfast
And, oh God, | had never felt my heart beat that fast.

“It was just a dream”, | cheered

Went, blew on my mirror, then smired —

I was still a kid, all little and small

Carefree of life’s problems — all cruel and raw.

Anekcanapa BacuieBa
IMUMTI Codus




Of All the Things I’ve Lost | Miss my Head the Most

Heaiino Iumutpos
NI'PE ,,I'.C. PakoBcku®, rp. Byprac

Ever since | was young my family took health very seriously. Being an only child, it
was no surprise that my mother was very protective. She always had a worried face and
was anxious when | went out to play with the neighborhood kids. Every time I'd cough
she would rush me to the doctor. Luckily, as I grew older, she seemed to calm down.

Mental health wasn't a big issue in my family. It was brought up once or twice a
month at the dinner table, but not really taken seriously, at least not until my uncle took
his own life. Nobody knew why he did it. In other people's eyes, my uncle had a good life.
He was a veteran, had a beautiful wife, a nice house and a small business. My mother was
a hysteric. My uncle survived multiple deployments, but couldn't bear the pain he was
experiencing in his head. Mom made sure we visited a psychiatrist monthly after that.

After my eighteenth birthday, | made the leap of faith and enlisted in the army. My
mother wasn't content. Had | graduated with honors from a small High School in
Milwaukee, only to waste my life in the military? She had that same worried look on her
face, just like when I was a kid. My dad gave me a pat on the back and | went to Basic
training. It took two months for the instructors to build me into a soldier.

When | saw my family chanting for me on the bleachers, | felt a huge relief. After
the ceremony, we went to a nice little sushi place.

"So, how do you feel?", my dad asked with a cheerful smile.
"Happy, free and very tired,” I mumbled with a mouth full of sushi.

"Did they say anything about deployment?” My mom had the same worried
expression.

"It's too early to say, mom. In the near future, probably not," I tried to reassure my
mom without even being sure myself. It was a trick | had learned as a child.

Later, I was relaxing on my couch and watching TV. Suddenly, my phone rang. I
was greeted with the familiar text that read: "Mom" with a heart.

"Hey, Mom."
"Hi, Davey. How are you?"

"Dave, Mom,” I chuckled. “I'm doing okay, why are you calling this late?"




"l was just thinking about your uncle,” | felt the tone in her voice change.
"Yeah, I miss him too."

"No, not just that. Dave, after he came home from deployment, he was acting very
strange. | know veterans are prone to mental health issues, but he seemed like he had lost
his mind."

"What's your point?"
"Promise me not to become like that."
"l promise, Mom."

I got deployed in Iraq about a month ago. I'm currently lying in a hospital bed as
my mom is demanding to see me. | got discharged and sent home after losing my arm. |
might have broken the promise to my mom to stay safe. | lost many friends there, but the
thing I miss the most is losing my mind.

I was lying in bed and staring at the ceiling, struggling to fall asleep. Out of the
corner of my eye, | saw a little silhouette moving. | turned my head to look and | got
shivers down my spine. I locked eyes with a little girl in a black dress. She was sitting on
achair in my bedroom, with her pale face and pure black eyes. My blood ran cold. I moved
the chair.

The following night, she was there again. Her feet were dangling off the dresser she
was sitting on.

I've removed all of my furniture, I think I'm going insane. She appeared at the edge
of my bed this time.

"I'm sure mom wouldn't like to see you like that."”
She was gone after | blinked again.

I called my mom and asked if I've had a sibling before I was born. She called me
crazy - I'm not crazy. | know they've done something to my little sister. | was able to hold
a conversation with her. She said her name was Abbie. I knew mom was lying. I'm not
going to go into details about what happened to Abbie. She says she can lead me to a place
where I'll be happier. A place where there's no stress. | take her hand as she leads me out
of my window. She assures me not to worry, but I’'m worried. Her presence makes me
relax.

| feel like I'm falling, but It's okay. Abbie says we'll be there soon.

Abbie always knows best.




I Want you to Panic Like the House is on Fire

Jumutsp Carpes
EI ,,Axkan. Emua CrosiHoB*,
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It was a sunny autumn day and the ground was covered with colorful leaves. It
was just another beautiful day filled with the bright golden colors of the season. Darius
Johanson, the famous detective, was sitting front of his window and drinking hot
chocolate when suddenly his phone rang. It was the noble lady Helena Jones who
wanted to consult him about an interesting matter. But it had to be in the most discreete
way.

Darius was a 40-year-old consulting detective with huge moustache and dark
brown beard on his chin. Everybody thought that he was funny-looking and a little bit
odd, but it was well known that he was the best detective in whole England.

When Mr. Johanson ended the conversation he put his most elegant suit and
prepared for a journey to ‘Artemida’ (the mansion of the Joneses). He arrived there at
one o’clock and had tea with Mrs. Jones.

“So, a necklace was stolen?’ Darius asked.

“It has been in our family for 80 years and it is very precious jewel for me.’-
answered Helena.

She told him its story and that it was a wedding present given to her mother by
her father- The old Lord Jones. The details of the robbery were very interesting. The
previous night the family had dinner in the big hall in front of the fireplace. Everything
seemed to be ordinary. When they went to sleep it was again alright, but soon there was
a shatter of glass and all the family members and the servant Patrick Pines ran to the
hall. A window had been broken with a brick and the diamond necklace which stood on
the finest shelf in the room seemed to be missing.

'Who else lives here?’ asked Darius while he was trying to fix the position his tie.

"My son Tom... a pretty naughty cap. Bit of a gambler he is. But he is also a very
loving and caring person. And also... Patrick... The servant.’ It seemed that she would
never shut up.’

'So, who do you think did that to you? Who might have stolen your necklace?’ he
got one of his little ideas again and it was sure that he would catch the person
responsible for the crime.’

'Probably some gang members.’ she answered.

‘It is possible’ he said in the quietest voice.




'You do not think it is a stranger?’ Mrs. Jones started shivering from the idea.

'Could you do me a favor, madame’ his
-} eyes started sparkling with the same
naughty flames.

'Yes, of course!’

'l want you to panic as if the house was
on firel’

'‘But why?’ she hesitated.
'‘Just do it!’

It turned up that she was a great actress. She and the detective hid behind the
curtains of the hall and she started crying. The House was alarmed and soon the servant
came in the hall running to the fireplace.

'Aha, look what we’ve got here! The thief!’ Darius Johanson said, again showing
off.

'But how?’ The old Lady asked.

'Madame, the mansion is well guarded by dogs all over the garden, so why didn’t
they make a sound when the accident with the precious necklace happened? Because it

was not a stranger. It was the servant who they knew. He got up when you all fell asleep
and hid the necklace. He wanted to mask his deed by breaking the window. You all came
down and thought he is there because he heard the sound, too.’

'How did you know it was him?’ she asked finally.

‘I didn’t. But | was sure he’ll come to save it. He had risked a lot when he stole it,
so he wouldn’t give it up that easy. And here it is he had hidden it inside the chimney.’

The servant started running. He wanted to escape.

'Don’t you there! I have called the police 15 minutes ago. They are waiting for you
outside!’ cried the detective.

And that is how Mrs. Jones’s case with the stolen necklace was solved.




| Want you to Panic and Anct Like the House is on Fire

Anenns HeliueBa
CY ,,Makcum I'opku“, rp. Crapa 3aropa

“I don’t want to bore you with all of the “it was a nice, sunny day” things. Because
it wasn’t. It was sunny, yes, but the sun was covered by all of the smoke. “Smoke? What
do you mean?”, you'll ask. The forest. It was burning.

Once upon a time, thousands of years ago (in 2019 to be exact), there was a boy
named Ricardo. He was a nice and caring teenager, who adored nature. But his country
didn’t. Well, it was actually the president who didn’t like nature.

The boy lived in a beautiful country called Brazil. I've heard it was famous for its
football players and beautiful girls. And for something called Brazilian wax? | have no
idea what it is, to be honest. But this beautiful country was hated by other countries (I
know it sounds crazy, but there were supposedly a lot of countries in the 21st century)
because of their president — Jair Bolsonaro.

There are a lot of different things he did. All of them — really bad. One of these
things happened a year or so before the event that we now call “The fire that ended it all”
and “The Great Amazon Fire”. He changed the law. Yeah, | know — that’s what
presidents do, but that's not the point. He changed a certain law so big meat and dairy —
producing companies could do something called... Wait a second. I forgot it. We don’t
do that nowadays... Oh, yeah! It’s called deforestation. So this “deforestation” thing
became really big. Almost every company in this industry in Brazil was doing it. A big
part of the Amazon forest was gone. But it wasn’t in the news and a lot of people didn’t
know about it.

But the natives of the Amazon did. They protected their home in every possible
way. But their home got smaller and smaller each day. They had to watch the trees
disappear. But the worst of all is the method used for this stupid deforestation.

Fire. It was quick to remove trees that way. I've even heard “The Great Amazon
Fire” was caused because of a company, using this method, but it wasn’t confirmed. |
mean, why would Bolsonaro admit his own mistake? Why would he admit he takes
bribes and values money more than the air he breathes?

Ricardo was worried. He thought the air was feeling heavier. It was kind of hard
to breathe. He did a lot of research and he finally found out the reason behind all of
these problems. He told his friends, his family. He even posted about it on social media.
Yeah, | know you have no idea what “social media” is, | don’t neither. Stop it with these
kinds of questions, please. So he spread the word. It started getting a lot of attention.
There were even protests organized. But it didn’t go worldwide, because the news didn’t
report on it. Because as much as he values his money, Bolsonaro had to spend it
somehow




Let’s go back to Ricardo. He joined one of the protests. He even made a poster from
paper he recycled himself! Everyone was shouting different things — from “You're
destroying our lungs!” to “I don’t know what we’re protesting for, | just don’t like the
president.” But a lot of people have said that Ricardo’s voice was the loudest.

“l want you to panic... and act as if the house was on fire because it really is!”

People described him as a small boy with a big voice and a good heart. But people
couldn’t hear. This was the beginning, but no one was listening. The people of Brazil
were shouting at the top of their lungs, but it was like everyone outside of Brazil was
wearing noise-canceling headphones. Karen, I don’t know! Stop asking! I'm living at the
same time as you!

So this was the beginning of the end. But the small number of people who could
hear and help didn’t. They pretended everything was fine and climate change isn't a...
Karen, please don’t ask me again... climate change isn’t a thing.

Then “The Great Amazon Fire” happened. People knew. They tried helping. They
planted trees, started recycling. But it was too late...”

I like leaving stories on a cliffhanger. Especially if Karen is listening. It’s not
really a cliffhanger, but it doesn’t matter.

“So... what happened?”, Karen
asked and I slapped my face at this
guestion.

“What do you mean “what
happened”?”, I almost shouted, “We
finished our History class half an hour
ago!”

“l was sleeping...”

“Well, the Earth was pretty much destroyed and we started living on Mars.”, |
sighed and explained it to her.

“This sounds bad.”

“You think so?”

“l feel bad.”, she said sadly. It was a sad story. But it’s our people’s fault. We did
that. Not us in particular, but it was our people.

“Maybe... maybe we should feel bad, Karen. We destroyed our real home...”




East of the Sun and West of the Moon

HNBa bankoBa
I'MYE ,,ioan Ex3apx“, rp. Bapua

East and West - two opposite directions.
Sun and moon - two different creations.
Sun was a man, who loved to be seen.
Moon was a maiden, who was on him keen.

Sometimes she felt lonely, alone in the night

and often had nightmares, been trying to fight.
But then around dawn, when light broke the dark
she hid in the clouds and felt quite a spark.

There was he coming - magnificent sun.

As soon as moon saw him, she started to run.
Her body was shaking - she was so scared,

her pure heart was melting - she wasn't prepared.

He was made of fire, she was made of ice.
That's why he melts her every time.

But even the ice isn't that cold

cause deeply inside kindness is fold.

East of the sun she was awaiting

but as she came closer he was disconnecting.
Wherever he moved, was always on west,
that's what I call impossible quest.




| Lie to Myself but | Never Believe Me

Once she was three years old

in a world of darkness, missing hope,

the little girl sparked a light to keep her warm,

with a lie.

She knew it wasn’t true.

She wasn’t destined to wear a crown and

a prince wouldn’t come to her with a glass shoe.

She then got five and forgot about the shoe,

but as she was growing older her little lie also grew.

Soon she got fifteen

and her mind was all about that screen.

She thought life outside of it just doesn’t matter,
probably because it got sadder.

She was now a seeker...

of the double-tap and numbers,

and the lives of others.

She knew it wasn’t true, but truth didn’t matter.

The girl was on the “want-to-be-like-her” queue.

And she still reminded herself regularly that it was all a lie,
all the princesses with castles are only living in her mind,
in her own perception of the meaning of life.

She never believed it was right,

and still when she was three her mind was in the clouds,
but now it was all about that clout.

Living in the society of I-phones and I-pads,

all but her forgot about all the WEs and US...

Having your own little bubble became a must.

At least she had the motivational quotes,

a medicine against all negative thoughts.

“It is great” she felt, communicating through the touch screens,
but no one felt like they were losing touch... with one another,
as they were blocked by a fire-wall of lies,

chasing an imaginary paradise.

The girl lived two lives and had two stories -

one about herself and one about the glory.

There were two people living in the same body.

And that’s just how

Kanuna Xpucrosa
AET ,,I'eo Muaes“, rp. Pyce




the society works now.

We have time to hide behind the Instagram filter...

Because who actually cares who we really are?

We lie, we know it, but at least we are one step closer to being a “star”.




East of the Sun and West of the Moon

Mapun -Koncrantun Ilanatos
CMTI' ,,ITancuii Xunenpapcku®, rp. Copus

The air smelled like rotten meat. He had not thrown the leftovers from the night
before. They had been standing on the table the whole time, waiting to be disposed of.
He woke up with a running nose and a headache, which turned out to be a good thing
since he could not smell this odor. He coughed and dry tears ran on his cheeks. His body
wanted to vomit but the nausea was not provoked by the perfume of the room- that was
the humble deed of a woman. He splashed cold water on his head and remained for
about an hour in the bathroom crying. With wet tears, with tears of love and misery. The
lifeless white lightbulb made his skin greenish, he looked in the mirror in the whiteness
of the room and saw a vegetable, a man with no consciousness in a body of no flesh. He
saw himself as a tree among sand, as a spark surrounded by darkness. And even so, he
felt motionless, he felt empty. An alarm rang from somewhere. He stood up, took a
quick shower and two or three of the “happy pills” (he has had a prescription for
antidepressants since his mother died back in the day). He opened the screeching door
and left the lightbulbs in the apartment on, especially the one in the bathroom. The
noises of the city were banging on the walls of the stairway in his building. He silently
thanked God that the windows were dirty enough so he would not have to see the city for
one minute and a half more. He expressed such gratitude every single morning. He felt
blessed to be forgiven in such a way. In these final moments of enlightenment for the
day, he felt more like a human. And then he thought of her. But the moment is gone for
he set foot on the street and became no one, he became a trench coat among trench
coats, he became a star on the night sky. He left his personality on the left of the
entrance and went to work. He was doing that on a daily basis for more than a decade.




She opened her eyes and thought of color. She jumped off the bed and wrote a
few words on a sheet of paper, on which coffee was spilled. She seemed proud of herself.
And she had her reasons to be. After almost two weeks of utter and sheer blankness, she
finally had the muse, she finally grasped in words and details her idea for her new poem.
She wanted to write about iridescence, about color and randomness, about physics and
light, about art and nature. She opened the balcony doors to breathe some fresh air but
smelled joy and death. Her black cat had devoured a few rats and it had left their
corpses (or what has left of them) on the balcony. She felt generous today because of her
sudden inspiration so she left the carcass for the vultures. They should eat as well. She
turned on the radio and started dressing up. She loved the freedom of this country’s
bravura, she felt Greece’s liberty in the atmosphere. The daily news started
broadcasting. Today’s top news- the opening of the Japanese Olympic Games. She
thought of him. She thought that he would have liked it here, in Athens, more than he
has ever liked it there, in Tokyo. But he made it hard, he made it impossible. Or did he?
She felt full. Full of hatred, of dreams, of passion, of muse, of love, of love and misery.
She smiled. She dreamt of a new poem. She saw him in distance, in the country of the
Sun, but alone and isolated, she saw herself in the country of the Ancient, west of
Istanbul, the city where all paths end- she saw him in her memories and cried.

The radio broadcasted “The House of the Rising Sun”, a beautiful song...




My Brilliant Friend — English

Kpucruna lumurpoBa
[IIMTI ,,Bacua JleBcku*, rp. CMoJisiH

Let me tell you about a friend of mine whom I've known for quite some time. A lot
of people think his father is William Shakespeare but no one is really sure. And how could
they? My friend only uses his first name and doesn’t talk about his family. Yes, today I'll
tell you about English.

He is the funniest guy | know. The first thing | noticed about him was that he loves
using nouns as verbs. “My sister forked my hand” - his words not mine. Through the years
I've collected more gems like this one. When a kid accidentally pushed him in a
restaurant, he “chaired” his leg. And, please, “smile for me” because apparently you can
smile a smile. Who knew?

However, English has some pretty bad qualities. You know French? That beautiful
woman who always smells nice and wears smart clothes? Yeah, she’s English’s sister. And
he often steals from her. For example, after our Maths exam he told me he was feeling
“fatigue”. English, buddy, that’s now how it’s pronounced and I’'m not sure you’re using it
right. However, his newest favourite is “rendezvous”. I'm pretty sure that he can’t have a
rendezvous with his boss but he is so passionate about using it that it would be heart-
breaking if I tell him to stop.

English loves writing. He tells me at least twice a day that he has written thousands
of poems and novels but that’s impossible. After all he’s just a boy. Currently he’s taken
up “newspapering” or in normal words journalism. Last week he was excited to show me
an article he wrote. “Police police police”, it read. | just smiled and pretended to
understand. He’s been trying to post a thing called “Buffalo buffalo buffalo buffalo” but
so far he’s had no luck. Normal people just don’t understand this stuff.

My friend enjoys being on stage. He pretends being an American and says stuff like
“Where y’all?” and “Where’s ya at?” though I’'m not sure others get what he’s saying. Then
he is an Australian and wants a “shrimp on the barby”. Or he is from Birmingham and
wants to know if you're “o’roit mate”. And please don’t get me started on his Irish. It’s
pretty hard as it is.

Most people | know refuse to talk to him. They claim that he’s obnoxious and full
of himself and a thief (that's French) and so much more. Others only know him as “that
weird lad that invents his own rules”. Well they’re not wrong. However, there’s so much
more to English than what you see at first glance. To say it in his own words he’s “bloody
brilliant”. It's always fun to choose to have a choice or to invent your own words. And
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“c’mon mate” those accents! Of course, he is a bit of a liar saying he’s written all those
books but I've read some of his works and they’re pretty good. And | know, I know English
is a bit hard to get but once you get to know him he’s an amazing friend. Please, give him
a try and make him happy. He has millions of friends but “there’s always room for more”.
(Apparently “room” also means a lot of things). And if you still doubt him at least every
day he’ll tell you something new.

English sends his regards and says that the “b” in “doubt” is silent. Even | don’t
understand him, sometimes.




Emotional Baggage Must Now be Checked-in at The Airport

Tuxomup MuxaiisioB
CY ,,llanxo HepxoBcku®, rp. oacku Tpbmoéem

“Hello, uhm, is this the right place? | was told you would be able to help me with
my problems.” said the young and frail lady. An unusual customer, for sure. We usually
deal with middle-aged people.

“Indeed, it is. Whatever is troubling you, we’ll be able to take care of it” |
answered comfortingly. “Milo, would you be so kind as to lead the lady to the office
room. You can handle the preparations, right?”

“Of course, right away sir!” answered my aide, confidently. It appears that we've
caught another one. What an utter fool! Allow me to elaborate on how exactly we
operate. It is a rather simple scheme in theory but quite complex to execute in practice.
Not too long ago, the government passed a bill. Now, all emotional baggage must be
checked-in at the airport and after the flight — picked up. All of a person’s worries and
issues just sitting there, materialized and condensed into a suitcase of varying sizes. So,
what happens to a person when they are separated from their emotional baggage? That’s
right. He or she does not feel any stress or anxiety whatsoever. And what would happen
if, hypothetically, someone would commit the heinous crime of stealing said baggage?
Correct! The victim would forever be free from his or her internal turmoil. Until the
culprit is found, at least. Our little “honest” and “genuine” organization has decided to
exploit this gap in the market. For a small fee, we rid people of their problems. We go by
the name “Sympathy Syndicate”.

Naturally, it is easier said than done. Aviation companies take protecting
emotional baggage very seriously. After all, the bill was only passed to help deal with the
overwhelming surge of people with a fear of flying. As it directly helps their business,
these companies bear the responsibility of making sure that nothing goes wrong.
However, the security measures taken are still in their infancy and our trained
professionals have a way of dealing with them.

As you might have guessed, we are not exactly what one would describe as honest
and law-abiding citizens. Of course, our main source of profit does not come from
improving people’s lives. As with the services of any other underground crime
organization, there’s a catch. For you see, just because people have stopped worrying
about a problem, it does not mean it has gone away. That's not all either. Our customers
are typically people who cannot handle their anxiety or worries so they seek fast and
easy salvation. However, they soon find out that a life completely free of stress or strife
feels quite empty and meaningless. They might wander around aimlessly as empty
vessels for a month or two but they nearly always come back for their emotional
baggage. But Sympathy Syndicate, ironically, isn’t so kind as to simply hand it over, free
of charge. Oh no, of course not. We extort them for as much money as is possible.




Sometimes, we get from five to ten times the usual amount, depending on the client’s
wealth.

And this young girl too shall learn the hard way of the consequences of running
away from your problems, instead of facing them.




Emotional Baggage Must Now be Checked-in at The Airport

Hukbiabe bpunTHOI
CY ,,llanko HepxoBcku®, rp. [loacku Tpbmoéem

“May | speak to Miss Rachel Evans?” The line was breaking up. “This is she,” I yelled
in the receiver. “Is this Miss Rachel Evans?” “Rachel Evans speaking.” “I'm calling on
behalf of American Airlines,” | could hear a man’s raspy voice over the crackling noise. “I
regret to inform you that blah, blah, blah...” at which point | stopped listening and hung
up the phone. | had taken a business trip to San Diego and somehow the idiotic baggage
handlers at the airport managed to lose my suitcase. It came as no surprise to me that my
belongings had gone missing. After all, this wasn’t the first, nor the second time this had
happened to me. Infuriated as | was, | made a vow never to fly again — such
unprofessional, useless people don’t deserve my money, not that I had much anyways. |
walked over to my kitchen to prepare dinner. By preparing dinner, I mean shoving a
frozen pizza into the microwave and waiting for two minutes. Having switched the TV on,
I listened to the latest stories on the local news channel. “Breaking news: Airlines now
have a new requirement that all passengers check in their emotional baggage!” “Not
exactly what | would call breaking news,” | thought to myself, “but anything to pull in
viewers, | guess.” | went to get my pizza from the microwave, passing by a photo frame of
my ex, Joe, and 1.

We look happy in the picture. It was taken as we were strolling through the park,
hand in hand, surrounded by the bright orange colors of autumn. But as soon as it was
taken I let go of Joe’s hand and shoved my fingers into my pockets. “Hey, what'’s the
matter?” Joe asked puzzled. “What if someone sees us? There are already rumors of our
relationship around the neighborhood, we don’t need to straight up confirm them,” I said
as my gaze shifted to the wet pavement. “Who cares if everyone is against our
relationship?” | wish I too could see things this way. But I felt the cold, judgmental stares
of passers-by, boring through my back. | dreaded Monday mornings, when everybody at
work drank coffee together and told the others about their weekend, whereas | yet again
had to make up some story. Even Mr. Jenkins, whom | had known since | was five years
old, no longer smiled and greeted me when | entered his general store. | thought I could
persevere, | thought I could fight the tide and come out on top. But one can only be
tortured for so long and | reached my breaking point. Of all the people, my own parents,
two people with a lot of power and many connections, announced that were | not to break
up with Joe, they would make my life a living hell. Defeated and broken, I called up Joe
and ended our relationship.

I never did forgive myself for not standing my ground. I've been more miserable ever
since the break-up. “Wait a minute! If emotional baggage is to be checked in just like

41




regular suitcases, then that means that it can also be lost!” | immediately sat at the
computer and booked a flight to Europe with multiple connecting flights. After all, the
more flights that the baggage needs to be hauled to, the higher the chance of it being lost.
The following day | went to the airport to check in my entire luggage. | was told to sitin a
rather uncomfortable chair as the officers placed a large contraption on my head. After a
few minutes the officers showed me a USB stick and explained that that was where my
“baggage” was stored. | placed the stick in my suitcase and watched it go down the
conveyors. | boarded my first flight and found my seat. | thought of Joe for possibly and
hopefully the last time. How we used to go for long walks out in the woods, how she used
to play with my hair until I fell asleep, and how | would wake up to her bright green eyes
looking at me. I thought of these precious little moments until “Prepare for take-off,” filled
the plane. I rested my back on my chair and closed my eyes.

Fourteen tedious hours later, I finally disembarked my fifth and final flight. I made
my way towards the conveyors with the luggage. Overcome by both anxiety and hope, |
stood and waited as everyone’s suitcases came into view...
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