2016 BULGARIAN CREATIVE WRITING COMPETITION



As we are concluding the sixth edition of the Bulgarian Creative Writing Competition, I would like
to express how impressed my colleagues and I were with all the wonderful pieces of writing which
we received. We had the pleasure to read many interesting fairytales, exciting stories, and
sentimental poems. Each year we are captivated by their uniqueness, variety of writing techniques
and richness of the language. I am honored to be a part of a project which motivates Bulgaria’s
youth to express their creative thoughts and develop their potential.

In 2011, Bulgaria began participating in a competition called the International Writing Olympics, a
contest initiated and run by Peace Corps volunteers all over the world. In its first year here the
contest was a volunteer-run project and only host schools of Peace Corps Volunteers took part in it.
In 2012 the competition was opened to all public schools and in 2015 - to the private schools as
well. The competition becomes more popular every year and the number of the pariticpating
students has increased from 300 during the first year to over 4000 in 2016.

Since 2013, the CORPIuS Foundation has been organizing an independent version of this
competition. The project, called the Bulgarian Creative Writing Competition, maintains the essence
of the International Writing Olympics, but with a more sustainable outlook, a wider outreach and
better possibilities for recognition for the participants.

When the official topics for the competition are sent out, participating schools select a time and
date within a predetermined week for their students to write. Students are given one hour to
respond to one of several creative, unusual themes (these are different for each grade level). The
goal is to create their own unique pieces of writing, to use their imagination and to think “outside
the box”. Once all the pieces of writing have been received, panels of regional judges convene in
their respective locations to read and rate them. The best pieces are sent on to national judging
when the top three pieces from each grade level are selected. The finalists and their teachers are
invited to the awards ceremony, where they are presented with special prizes. Of course, prizes are
not the only reason to participate in the Bulgarian Creative Writing Competition. Our main goal is to
show students that their talent deserves to be shared. Everyone’s voice matters!

[ want to express my thanks to TELUS International Europe, the US Embassy in Sofia, the American
University in Bulgaria, AVO, Integral, Express Publishing, Klett Bulgaria, and Macmillan Bulgaria,
without whose support we would not have been able to provide so many Bulgarian students with
the opportunity to participate in the Bulgarian Creative Writing Competition.

This booklet is a collection of the winning pieces of writing from this year’s competition. Enjoy
reading!
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Locked in the zoo (Dundundunnnn)

Yoana Dulova
SOU “Sv. Patriarh Evtimiy” - Plovdiv

It was a rather pleasant day. Birds were singing, flowers were blooming and I was cleaning the
elephant’s results of the huge dinner he had last night. I can’t say that it was enjoyable. It was such a
pity to miss this gorgeous day.

[ finished my job after 30 minutes of bearing myself from vomiting from that horrid smell. My next
assignment was taking care of the new snake that had arrived the previous day. “Well”, I said to
myself, “...on to the next job”. I usually have a phobia of any kind of large reptiles, but I wasn’t
feeling scared back then. This snake had an unusual bluish and reddish glow in her scales. She
looked even more beautiful with those amber eyes of hers. Honestly, I was looking forward for
taking care of her.

[ arrived at her cage, but [ couldn’t see the reptile anywhere. I checked the door and it was tightly
locked. I slowly turned the cage’s key and opened the door. “What a stupid thing to do”, I thought,
but the snake was nowhere to be found. “Maybe she’s in another cage”, [ presumed and I turned to
get out of the cage. It was locked. I immediately panicked and started to wonder if the snake was
still in the cage. Of course, she was. The reptile was actually hiding behind the small tree in the cage.
It appeared that my uncontrollable screaming had woken her up. She was staring at me with those
cold amber eyes. I then took everything back about the pretty scales and her charming looks. I was
about to make a result twice as big as the one I cleaned in the elephant’s cage this morning. The
reptile started moving towards me. [ saw my whole life in my eyes. But I was not going to give up
without a fight. [ was not going to let my whole pride to be stolen by a stinky reptile. I knew what I
had to do.

It was only a food’s length away from me when I

D started jumping and running around the cage. Stupid
;;/;’, cowardly instincts! What was 1 thinking? [ was no
fd match for this freaking snake. I was doomed. My
t“ %' movements were even worse. | tripped over the tree
%\:%_ : g : & and landed on my ‘sitting muscle’ on the wet cage
ey S moss. [ had never even imagined my final moments to

be so embarrassing. The snake crawled on my chest. |
closed my eyes. This was the end. But in the next 15 painful seconds nothing happened. Instead of
biting me, the reptile closed its eyes and laid its head on my stomach. It fell asleep. The next hour
was like this: I was watching with worry the reptile, wondering if it was some kind of Kkilling
method. Well, it wasn't.

After this long hour another park employer pulled me from the grip of the snake and freed me from
the cage. It turned out that the snake had grown with humans and that she was very attached to
them. I began visiting her every day and she used to curl up on my leg when she wanted to sleep.
After a few days we became best friends.



My pajamas have magic pockets

Lilian Terzieva
PMG “Atanas Radev” - Yambol

Last summer my mother bought me a pair of new pajamas. They were really strange. The pockets
were pink and green. The pink pocket had a tiger print. The green pocket had a rose glued to it. In
the beginning I didn’t like them. Because let’s be honest, with these pockets, the pajamas weren'’t
pretty. [ was very mad at my mom. I ordered her to buy me the most special pajamas in the shop.
She said that I would soon love them. [ wasn’t sure at all.

So, a few hours later, my phone charger died. I put my phone to charge and decided to go to bed. I
brushed my teeth and went to bed. [ think it was eleven o’clock at night when someone texted me.
The message was from a blocked number. It said: “Let the magic begin”. I didn’t reply. I just put my
phone in the pink pocket and went to sleep again. In the morning [ heard my alarm and I woke up.
First, [ thought [ was dreaming because my phone had a case with tiger prints, my sheets, my walls,
my furniture and my house also had tiger prints. Even my phone wallpaper was in tiger prints. That
was weird because I hate tigers. | went downstairs and my parents were wearing tiger clothes. I
asked them what was going on and they replied that everything was okay. I ate my breakfast from a
bowl, which was also with tiger prints. I went crazy. Everything had tiger prints - my school
uniform, my everyday clothes, the bus, the notebooks, the pens, the shoes. In one word -
EVERYTHING. After I came back from school | went to bed with the thought that it was just a dream.
[ put my phone in the green pocket and I went finally to bed.

In the morning everything was different. My phone had a flower glued to the screen. Also my
sheets, my bed, my walls, my windows, even my computer. | went downstairs AGAIN and so I
thought everything was glued with flowers. But the breakfast was different. The bowl wasn’t glued
with flowers otherwise I would have to eat flowers. Then an idea came to me that the pajamas were
magic. | went to school and shared my idea with my best friend Lydia. She said that I was crazy. And
then I realized I couldn’t trust anyone. I knew that I wasn’t crazy. As soon as I went home, I came
into my room and started thinking. How was I supposed to stop this madness? I decided to burn
them. And so I did. I went to bed and in the morning [ was wearing them. And so the dream became
a nightmare. I was scared. I sent them to Africa but five
hours later they were in the closet. I tried to cut them but
they were in the closet again. I tried to explain the situation
to my parents but they told me to eat flowers. I freaked out.
[ tried to wake up but it wasn’t a dream. It was a nightmare
and I couldn’t wake up. I went downstairs and my dog had
become a tiger. The flowers had tiger prints. | decided to go

to Paris but I couldn’t.

For homework [ had to write an e-mail to our teacher who was a tiger. And then I heard the alarm
and woke up. I opened my eyes and saw that everything was normal. I was happy that it was just a
nightmare. But because of that I'm scared to stand near flowers now. And I also hate tigers even
more now.



My pajamas have magic pockets

Mihaela Spasova
PMG “Atanas Radev” - Yambol

One night, when [ was going to bed, something really strange happened. [ put on my new pyjamas
and tried to go upstairs, but I couldn’t. Something stopped me. I thought | was dreaming, because I
was really sleepy. I tried again, but...the same. After that try I stopped trying. I went downstairs to
get some milk. When I was walking, I closed my eyes for a second. When I opened them...I was in
the air! I thought I was still dreaming, but everything was real. I tried to walk, but I could only fly. I
was like a bird. “Am I crazy?” was the first question in my head. I tried to take off my pyjamas, but I
felt electricity, when I touched it. “You can’t take me off. I'm part of you now.” I heard these words,
coming from somewhere. What's going on?! “We are two souls in one body now.” I heard the same
voice. Was [ dreaming? [ started walking in the air, but [ wasn’t the person, who was making the
moves. [ tried to stop it, but I couldn’t. That thing was stronger than me. I closed my eyes for a
second again and when I opened them, I was sitting in the kitchen. I tried to move my hands. When I
did it, I felt something strange. Something...stronger than me. Was I still dreaming? When I moved
my hands again, I was shooting with electricity. That was crazy and I was really scared. I didn’t
know what to do. This hadn’t happened before. Was that the new pyjamas? Of course not. It was
only a pair of pyjamas with bananas. “Pyjamas, is that you?” | heard my voice and I couldn’t believe
[ really said that. “Now you know my secret. You're really smart. But now...Nobody has to know that
I'm alive. You can’t live if you know it. Not anymore.” | heard the voice again. Okay, really? Pyjamas
wanted to kill me? [ was crazy. “You're not crazy. When you're alive...I'm too.” How did the pyjamas
know what [ was thinking? “I know. I can read thoughts.” I couldn’t believe I really believed in that.
Magic pyjamas? “It’s not the pyjamas. It's me.” You? “Yes, me. The banana. Many years ago a
magician locked me in that pyjamas.” I had to woke up. I tried to walk, but I felt the power again. |
still couldn’t move. When I looked at the chairs...they were moving. They were getting closer to me.
Closer and closer. The table was moving too. “How did I say...You can’t stay alive.” I was just sitting
in the air and I couldn’t move. Really strong power was pushing me to the wall and the chairs were
coming closer to me. “Why are you doing this?” I asked the banana “Because you know my secret
and because it is a secret...nobody has to know it.” said the banana and I felt electricity in my body.
My body temperature was getting higher. “I can keep secrets. | promise.” I said quietly. I couldn’t
believe that was real. “I can’t trust you.” After these words the temperature was getting higher and
the table pushed me to the wall. All the subjects in the room were moving. “Stop!” I screamed. The
lamps were turning on and turning off. “Take me! Lock me in the pyjamas with you! Just don’t kill
me, please...” For a moment the electricity in my body stopped. “Company...That’s not bad. And
more sadness for you.” said the banana. “Just do it!” I screamed very loudly. There was a light
everywhere around me. I felt a real pain. Everything around me started disappearing. A second ago
everything was white and I was still wearing the pyjamas. [ looked at my legs, but...they were gone!
[ started screaming, but [ didn’t have a voice. What was happening? “Now you’re in the pyjama
prison.” I heard the banana’s voice. Was I...in the pyjamas? “Yes, you are.” Oh yes, the banana could
read thoughts. My hands were gone too. And then...I was gone! When I could see again, I saw the
banana sitting opposite me. “Welcome.” the banana smiled.

And here [ am now. In the pajama prison. It’s not so bad, I have everything what I want. The magic
here is the second name of everyone. About the banana...he’s friendly. I like the pajama prison.



You take a ride on a tornado and... (103 days of air, water and sand)

Evgeni Dzhurkov
SOU “Ekzarh Antim [” - Kazanlak

It was an ordinary day. I woke up, brushed my teeth, fixed my bed, ate breakfast and went outside.
They sky had a dark gray color, but I didn’t pay attention to it. I went to the store to get food. It was
supposed to be an ordinary day. On my way back I felt the wind getting stronger and stronger...I
rushed back to my house. As I walked in, the wind was so strong that it closed the door. I knew it
wasn’t an ordinary day. Suddenly, I heard sirens go off. A lot of cars drove past my house. I went
outside to see what was going on. I wasn’t sure how to react when I saw it...the storm beast...a huge
tornado coming closer and closer...I couldn’t move. [ could hear the tornado around my ears. I
closed my eyes. [ opened them. | wasn’t sure where [ was or what was happening. Soon I realized |
am a part of it. It was holding me and dragging me with it wherever it went. [ guess I felt attached.
But after a while I started spinning faster and faster. [ closed my eyes again. I couldn’t feel the
attachment I had felt before. I felt the air in my ears once again. And then I could hear a big splash. I
opened my eyes. | could see the blurry sky. It was beautiful! But then I felt the absence of oxygen in
my lungs. | swam up and took a deep breath. I felt the joy of being able to breathe. I couldn’t see any
land. It was a huge desert of water. | started swimming. It was almost night. I could see the moon
rising. | could orientate and go south, since I could see the North Star. I kept swimming and
swimming as fast as [ could. I could see an island. I made it to the beach and fell asleep. Next day I
woke up with the thought “I am stuck here. It’s all water around this bloody island! I can’t survive!”
Although I was stuck with these thoughts, [ wouldn’t just give up. I got some sticks and stones and
made myself a small camp. There was a bird which couldn’t fly because its wings were harmed. I
called him Ronald. I couldn’t do much for Ronald, but I kept him alive somehow. It was the 29th of
March when the tornado grabbed me, so today was the 31st. First day of being stuck with Ron. “It
could be worse. I could’ve never found this island.” I kept thinking positive thoughts so I could calm
down, “I'll get through this...somehow...” Day thirteen of being stuck on this island...I built a fire.
Day fifty-one...I found seeds scattered around the island. I guess I had a chance. Day eighty-one: I
got a good farm and a nice cozy wooden house. Ronald was healing up too. Day ninety-six:
-Ronald! Don'’t leave me...! - I shouted as he flew
away. | was alone now. I couldn’t feel the
attachment I felt with Ronald, “First the
tornado, then Ronald...” At this point, I probably
became crazy. A lot of birds were passing by
this island. For me, all of them were Ronald. Day
one hundred and one: | saw a cargo ship. |
quickly started a fire and started screaming
“Ronald!” They saw me. Day one hundred and
three: It was just an ordinary day: I woke up,
brushed my teeth, fixed my bed, ate breakfast
and went to psychotherapy. I hope Ronald
found peace too. I miss him.




You take a ride on a tornado and............cccceeeereee

Hristo Belyov
OU “Dimitar Talev” - Plovdiv

“Hey, buddy.”- I said, looking at my friend. “Yeah?”-he responded. “Do you know what happened to
me yesterday?”’- I continued. "Ummm, no?” “I rode a tornado.” “Oh, yeah, ha ha, right. I bet the
Pyramids are made by aliens, too.”- he replied sarcastically. “Actually, they are.”- I pointed out -“I
learnt it when I was riding the tornado.” The grin on his face suddenly morphed into a serious
expression.-“John, what are you talking about? Don't tell me you're serious.” I stared at him in
confusion. He didn't believe me. “I mean, how can you ride a tornado? It's impossible!”- he went

» o«

on.” “Ohhh, so that's your problem”- I finally realized -“let me tell you how it happened.”

“It all began when I fell. Or, almost fell.”-
[ simply stated. “Ha ha, what?”-he
laughed.” “I'm completely serious”-I
insisted. “I was walking around the park
when I fell. Luckily for me, a guy that I
hadn't noticed before in the park
caught me before I hit the ground.”
“What?! He was a stranger! Why didn't
you do something?’- he interrupted. “I
don't know. Maybe because 1 was
falling?”- I rolled my eyes at him.
“Anyway, | thanked him, but he didn't
say anything, instead he just walked
away. | felt something was off about him. I didn’t get a look at his face, either. Of course my curiosity
won over my common sense and self-preservation instinct. I stealthily followed him.”At some
point in time, he turned around and said he knew I was there. [ was dumbfounded. Enough to
reveal myself. He just laughed and told me he knew why I was stalking him. I tried to
explain, but he dropped the bomb then. No, not an actual bomb. He claimed he was the god of
winds. Of course, I didn't believe him, much like you don't believe me now. [ was considering
running away. [ thought he was a freak! Then, he lifted his arm. Amazingly, a small tornado blew
leaves nearby. [ was frightened. Really. But, predictably, it didn't affect my decision when he
offered me to allow me to ride a tornado. I just accepted for some reason. I don't know why. But I
did it.

“Immediately, a powerful gust of wind raised me in the sky. [ couldn’t see anything but a swirling
cocoon of black air. Leaves were hitting me in the face. I was spinning at a thousand kilometers per
hour. It was awesome. Don’t look at me like that. The tornado then moved at an amazing speed. |
did a world trip in hours. Yes. I'm serious. I saw all the Wonders of the World. The Great Wall, the
Pyramids you know. And that reminds me of something. The Pyramids are really alien
headquarters. The conspiracy theories were true! I saw a UFO try and chase my tornado,
unsuccessfully, of course.”



You take a ride on a tornado and...

Zhenya Marcheva
OU “Sv. Sv. Kiril i Metodiy” - Silistra

[ take a ride on a tornado that strikes me up in the infinite space. It takes me through a space
tunnel whose walls are holographic screens picturing the creature of the world, aliens landing on
Earth in the close future and huge galaxies dying. My adventure begins with the first screen.

Throughout my seemingly endless tornado ride I see The Big Bang - It is first nothing but
deep, dark, infinite matter. No life can be formed due to lack of air, water, ground... and anything at
all.

Then something majestic happens - an old, wise magician with blue robe comes from
another universe and thinks “Hm, this place here is huge and boring. I need light to see”. He then
forms a little ball of light with his magical hands that he calls Sun. It is not much bigger than a
weasel’s head at first. The magician gives it all his power and intelligence. “Now that I see, I can
finally keep going with the rest of my creature”. He starts thinking of creating water, sand, Earth
and Moon. But meanwhile Sun becomes smarter and wittier which makes it grow bigger in size, too.
Then it suddenly becomes so big that the magician can’t control it anymore and the giant star
suddenly explodes all over space. Billions of other planets are formed out of this explosion. A little
Sun is left, too. Earth is one of the formed planets.

We move on to the next holographic screen. It shows our galaxy in 2342 and how a group of
strange-looking green creatures with big black eyes get on their C-4320 space plane and take a ride
to Earth. They land on the planet and inject micro chips into all humans’ brains. Those chips force
people to do exactly what aliens tell them to do. Can you guess what aliens wanted? Exactly, a
planet on their own. So they make all people get on space planes and move to another planet. From
then on, the planet Earth becomes home for aliens.

And the last holographic screen shows the death of our galaxy. In year 9302 our galaxy starts
flirting with another one. They become so close that they start sharing literally everything. On one
of their many dates Andromeda suggests they both kiss each other. Apparently this is a very bad
idea - in the second they both touch they explode and destroy the whole Universe, everything
around them. This is the end of the world.

[ take a ride on a tornado and see the forming of life, what happens in the close future and
the end of life. My adventure answers my never-ending questions about our Universe and the life
on it. Thank you, tornado ride!
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Everyone on Earth falls asleep at the same time, except one man

Vyara Trifonova
EG “Ivan Vazov” - Plovdiv

They sleep - all of them are asleep...

Their dreams come, their dreams pass,
And no one knows which one is last.
They stare in the wisdom,

They stare and pray
But all their prayers are dreams anyway...
They sleep and dream of being awake

But no one of them is brave enough to dare.

Their utopia must be a rule
But ‘must’ is not enough for a dream to come true.
They lead their civil wars while they are asleep,
They argue with each other and drink charity tea.
Don'’t know if they’re asleep or just blind

But everything they see is just one great lie.

The world won’t awake while they’re asleep
And nothing will change with a new sleepy seed.
They don’t look for the change,

They just imagine it.

And all that follows the present is a bed too cold to sleep in it.
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But there is one,

One that knows -

Democracy and socialism are not the matter at all.
That one brings with himself hope,
He can show the others how to love.
But how to teach the others when they are asleep?
The answer is simple - he can’t do it.
Because if the others don’t decide their own fate,

No one can do this - even the strongest faith.

So there’s a call for the others -
The ones I called ‘they’:
Let him teach you and save you
From the ‘promised land’.
‘Cause the land isn’t promised
To you, anyway...
Don’t believe the others who tell you it’s late.
You can wake up, the power’s in you
Just be brave

And MAKE your utopia come true.

‘And how we’ll find him?’ you’ll ask me at last.
Well, he may not be a person for a big part of us.
He may be the sunset, the sky - who can know?
A song for the daylife, the women, the flow...
But when you see him you will understand
That change is inevitable,

We lead only the way where it ends.



I took a selfie and I was not in the picture

Bogomila Veleva
EG “Akad. L. Stoyanov” - Blagoevgrad

[ came back home after a long day and took my phone out of my pocket. I unlocked it and the camera
was the first icon that caught my attention. I opened it, found the best filter I could, and smiled widely.
And then, I took a picture! After that, I immediately opened the photo to see how it turned out. It was
a big surprise to find out that [ was not in the picture. There was a girl but I knew for sure that it was
not me. That was not my nose and those eyes were not mine. Neither those lips. I was sure that my
nose was small, my lips were full, and my eyes weren't brown but blue. These weren't my features. It
was someone else! | was completely sure that my hair was straight and not curly. [ didn't have dark
spots under my eyes. For a moment, I thought that [ had taken somebody's phone by accident. Or
someone had taken mine. Or that I'd just forgotten to save the picture. I quickly ran to the bathroom
and looked at the mirror. A small scream left my lips as [ was looking at the mirror. The girl | saw on
the phone a few seconds ago was standing in front of me. She had all those imperfections. Her eyes
were brown, her hair was messy and curly, she had dark spots under her eyes, and you could read the
sadness in her eyes. She looked terrified. And now I understood everything. The girl was me. With all
my flaws. Maybe I had spent so much time admiring other people and wishing to be someone else that
[ had convinced myself I looked like them. I wasn't able to recognise myself anymore. Or maybe I
didn't want to. I went as close to the mirror as possible and started to examine the face. My face. It
was like meeting myself for the first time. I didn't want to believe that this was my reflection. My self-
confidence that I had built in the past years disappeared. I felt bad looking at her. Me. Someone I
hadn't seen for ages. A stranger. I looked at her eyes and immediately regretted. She was an open
book. I felt sorry for her. She had told herself all those lies and she didn't have anyone to tell her the
truth. Not even herself. I took a few steps back and examined my legs and stomach. I wasn't tall and
thin. And all this information hit me pretty hard. But there was something in her eyes. They were
glowing. Glowing with hope. I spent at least an hour looking at her and somehow started to enjoy it.

Then, I finally went back to my room and took my phone. The
picture was still there but it was not a stranger anymore. It
was me. With all those flaws and imperfections that disgusted
me an hour ago. But now, I seemed to like what I see. It was
like all those imperfections made me look real. And for the
second time today, I understood everything. I'd found what I
had been searching for a long time. Myself.
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Everyone on Earth falls asleep at the same time, except one man

Presian Dimitrov
PMG “Atanas Radev” - Yambol
Mar 15 at 9:08 PM

Earth’s final slumber
[ woke up, covered in mud. Thick, dense fog was surrounding me and blocking my vision. I tried to
look around and seemed to be in a flatland covered in dirt. On the ground there was an ID with a
picture of a middle-aged person, personal information and on the upper part of it said “NASA
Authorized Access Card”. I started walking forward, thinking of more questions and coming to no
answers...

It got dark again. It was pitch black and there was no moon in the sky. It had already happened once
before so I guessed that two days had passed. But suddenly, as | was crawling in the dark, | saw a light
in the distance. There was some kind of a metal door reflecting the light under a lamp. [ went next to it
but it couldn’t budge. Just when [ was going to give up [ saw the silhouette of a card scanner. | ravaged

through my pockets and pulled the card out. I inserted it in the scanner and waited, filled with hope.

After a few seconds and metallic clicking sounds the door swung open. Everything inside was bright

and alien like. Rows and rows of technology with hundreds of buttons. Suddenly some memories
rushed through my mind. The person on the card, that was me! [ used to work there and I knew how
all of these machines worked.

Knowing the place right my right hand now, I knew where the supply room was. I ran towards it and
opened the hatch. Unfortunately, all the water was moldy and the food was rotten. I asked myself for
how long I had been out there. I went to the computer room. There were people everywhere. But
there was one strange thing - they were all lying down, looking pretty dead. I checked some of them
for their pulse but it was gone. I found a document pack and picked up the one on the top. It
mentioned something about an asteroid heading towards the Earth and how we had to destroy it
before it hit the planet. I picked up the next document and started reading. It said that the mission
was a failure and Asia was gone, perished by the devastating meteor. The next document said that the
meteorite created enormous Tsunamis and emitted quickly-moving gas fumes, which made anything
alive breathing it go asleep. The blast radius was about to hit Europe.

Suddenly, more memories rushed into my head. I heard myself say “I'm in Europe too!” So the sleep
fumes got to me and my colleagues. Now | remembered their panic. They quickly invented some kind
of potion, which causes Insomnia and stops starvation and dehydration. It had a high risk of brain
damage and even death, though. I volunteered for testing the syringe filled with it and eventually
drank it. [ remember my friend telling me that its effect was temporary and I was humanity’s last
hope. He said that [ would need a miracle to find out what all of this was and think of a cure so
humanity could live on. I also remembered the moment when the fumes hit our lab and everyone fell
asleep. It was really hard to breathe and [ would suffocate if [ stayed in the fumes longer. [ went out
and started running opposite of the direction they were blowing from and tripped while running
down a hill. I was sent rolling down the mud and finally hit the bottom of the steep hill. It was hard
and dry due to some reason and there wasn’t any grass either. I hit my head and fainted. Apparently
the potion effect was going to expire at some moment.
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That moment was an hour ago. I can feel my heart drying up from the severe dehydration. My vision is
blurry and I'm struggling to write this down in my last moments, even though no one is going to find
it. I just wanted to say goodbye to my family so my soul can be free. Ouch, my head started to hurt!
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Are You Coming Too?

Alexandra Parvanova
AEG “Geo Milev” - Ruse

Are you coming too? But why? I don’t need you! You just ruin my life! Why are you always here? I'm
still not used to you being here...But how could I ever get used to your presence? You're a small, yet
dark cloud, raining over my head and drowning me in my sorrow. And why do you do that to me?
What have I done wrong? All my life I've been a good girl - doing my homework, helping old people,
never lying. Maybe that’s just catching up to me. I've never had the chance to live, party, be out with
friends. But that’s not bad, is it? It has taught me how to be an organized and level-headed person. So
why do I deserve this punishment? Don’t bad things only happen to those who deserve them? Then
why ME?!

But you are beautiful, aren’t you? With your black velvety fur and your big, red eyes. Oh, those eyes...
they can make me feel any emotion. One blink and I'm on the ground crying my guts out. Those eyes
that seem to be able to drill holes into my soul, my mind, my whole being. I love how cute you are, so
small, so huggable, so fragile. But at the same I can’t seem to break you or even out of your hold, out of
your grip, out of your chains. Those little claws of yours that pierce my skin while you are perched on
my shoulder- I wonder what would happen if I cut them... Would you let me be? But I can’t catch
you... you always seem to sneak your way out. You're a cunning little creature, aren’t you? From all of
you my favorite part is your tail. It's so long and delicate. Such a gorgeous part of you. Being my
favorite, at the same time it's my nightmare. I hate you for torturing me with such a divine, holy piece
of you. I hate it when you wrap it around me and I can’t breathe anymore. Come to think of it I hate
everything about you.

When will you leave me? Don’t you think you’ve ruined my life enough? You've been by my side
during my every win, my every loss, my every heartbreak, my every happy moment. But if you leave
me I'll have no one by my side. Even though the only thing you’ve done is slowly kill me, you're still
my one and only friend. I love and hate your satisfied grin every time you do something bad to me. It
sickens me but it looks so good on you. Will we ever be on good terms? Will you ever do something
good for me? So many questions, so few answers.

Oh! What’s that? Are you trying to talk to me? What are you saying? Are you casting a spell, a charm?
Are trying to hurt me? No more,l beg you! Just this one night! Can we make a deal? Would you
consider leaving me alone just for tonight? Then you can come back full force. You can make my life as
miserable as you want. I'll go through it. Just this one night let me have some fun. Let me dance and
laugh. My prince will be there. You know what strong feelings I carry for him. After all it’s you who
planted them in me, isn’t it? So why don’t you let me have some fun with him? What do you think
about it? No, don’t try to talk to me - [ won’t understand you. God forbid, I ever do. Just nod your head
to indicate a positive answer and stay still for a negative. One minute, two minutes... why are still
staying still? Nod! Please nod! Just do it! [ want just this night. Just my prom dance. [ was lucky enough
to be asked! So why ruin everything for me? Please!

I'm giving you one more chance to change your mind. I'll do everything! I swear! A nod? Did you just
nod?! You nodded! Thank God and all the Lords above! Thank you so much! But the evil glint in your
eyes tells me I'm done after tonight. No worries [ was contemplating to take my life because I have
nothing of it. It's useless. The best thing [ could ever do is free some space for another more fortunate

16



soul to live a fuller life. You know it’s your fault, right? If you weren’t always here, always watching,
always sabotaging everything I would have gathered the will to live. But I don’t have it now. You're
angry? What about every time I was angry? Eh? You don’t care... well [ don’t care either! No! What are
you doing?! Get away from my dress! No! Stop tearing it apart! How am [ supposed to go to the dance
without a dress? Why am [ even surprised... you just had to ruin everything again. Why wait a few
days when I could end my life now. I'm sure the dressed looked ugly on me. My hair wasn’t going to be
nicely done because I have no friends. My make-up would have been smeared everywhere because I
don’t know how to apply it. [ would have tripped in my high heels anyway. Everything would have
been a disaster if it would ever to occur. You're forcing these thoughts in me, aren’t you? Well go on
then. Don’t be shy. Come on finish me. I know [ won’t be missed. No one cares or has ever cared about
me. Pass me a napkin for my tears, will you! I'm going to end this. How should I? I don’t have pills nor
a gun. But [ have a knife! That’s right I'll just cut myself up a little bit.

One slice, second slash, third cry of pain, fourth just to be sure. Fifth, sixth, seventh and I don’t know
where [ am anymore. I'm happy I'm going to die with you right in front of my eyes. You must be happy
as well. Probably everyone will be happy. I'm just a nuisance. I feel lightheaded. Maybe this is it. It's
painful for sure. I mustn’t worry for it’ll all end in a minute or two. I never gave you a name, did 1?
Well I'm going to do it now and promise you’ll carry the name I give you with yourself forever. Let’s
see... Harry? Lara? I forgot I don’t know your gender... Then it must be something suitable for a boy
and a girl. Oh, I've got it! I'll name you Depression! It sounds nice, doesn’t it? Since your name is
Depression that means [ was depressed. Ha-ha get it?

Well, this is it. Goodbye, Depression. Thank you for being by my side through all bad and good. I still
hate you with every cell my body has to offer. Goodbye... Are those tears on your face, Depression?
Don't cry or feel sorry, it just happened.
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Are you coming too?

Stanislava Stefanova
High School “Peyo Yavorov” - Petrich

I'm heading for the unknown future.
The Past is nowhere I'd rather be.
I'm the Present’s wretched creature.

Love, are you coming with me?

Fear is my dearest friend at night.
Loneliness is my heart’s bandage.
But I'm soaring up towards the light.

Are you coming with me, Courage?

Cruelty has left me on a cold land.
[ look at my hardcover ceiling, feeling homeless.
Sadness and rejection are all that I can hear.

Are you coming with me, Happiness?

Imagination is the place where my wordy family lives.
[ picture us all playing in the yard.
Oh, but an emptiness this scene brings!

And a tear of suffering starts rolling down my heart!

My wisdom stays unread and my pages still untouched.
Yet hope rises in me as if this weren'’t true.
Alas! My pages’ve cried so much!

God, are you coming too?
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When the beetles rush in your brain and the birds make their nests in your hair

Nikola Tsonchev
PMG “Nancho Popovich” - Shumen

When the beetles rush in your brain and the
birds make their nests in your hair, you must have
realized you've been a tree for quite some time now.
Not by your decision. Well, I didn't get to choose
whether I'll be born or not, so its kind of fair I guess?
Anyway! Hello tree! How are you doing? Nice haircut
by the way! Did you do it? Or did the wind kind of
blew it this way? You're a bit silent, has anyone ever
told you that? What's that supposed to mean?
Anyway. How are the little birds doing? I should ask
them myself? Well aren't you a bit rude. By the way, |
think a dog has marked its territory. On you. Just
letting you know. I mean, you would let me know if
you were me, right? Stop just ruffling!

Well, hello again! Did you miss me? It's been a while since we last talked. Anyway. It's a hot
day, isn't it? A little too hot if you ask me. You must be sweating after sunbathing all day. Are you
hungry? [ sure am. Can [ get an apple, please? I'll be extra careful. Just one! Pleeease? Come on, buddy!
Well, I didn't hear you say “no”! Mmmm! Delicious! Mind if you give me the recipe?

Oh my! It's rainy today, isn't it? Wait, you're all yellow! Did you get the flu? Just don't sneeze on
me, okay? Thank you. Also mind if I get some apples? They look golden. You should sell some to a
jewellery store. I mean, it's a nice substitution to all the golden necklaces and rings and... Anyway.
How is the life going up there? Are the squirrels driving you ACORNS? HAHA! Get it? Because
squirrels like acorns and... OK, I'll shut up now. AND DON'T BLOW LEAVES ON MY FACE! Please? I
don't want to sneeze and cough all week!

Bzzt! I'm freezing! And you... Why are you naked in weather like this? Where are all your
leaves?! And the birds? You must be lonely. And cold. Here, take my jacket. I'll get another one. Mind if
[ get some branches for my snowman? I'll be careful, promise!
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The pen is mightier than the sword

Mariya Luizova
SOU “Hristo Botev” - Aytos

“a sword - a weapon or an instrument of death or destruction”

Did you recognize yourself in this definition? You didn’t?

Let me make it clear. In words. I am still with a pen in my hand, you remember me that way?
There is not any other option to record my thoughts.

At first you got me sick with love, then you diagnosed me with misery. In spite of this |
owe you all my happiness. You owe me some other things too. Like one or two excuses, two or three
explanations, three or four salvations and some more of your love. But we will just stay debtors, right?
Ugh, this went wrong. Such as me.

I'd also like to inform you that I threw all past seasons. All rusty falls of leaves. And fogs.
All fierce storms. A few Ice-ages. A swollen river. The last box full of unmelted snowflakes. A crate
with jars full of canned Suns. Some albums filled with cherry blossoms. And all envelopes full of
orange leaves. | threw whole eras... all the pieces which had ever hurt me.

You were creating coziness, light, kisses and laugh.
You were building a house, space, trust and love.

You were arranging with some furniture, much more happiness, dreams and a lot of
future really detaily.

You were an image of my home.

And you don’t know how much [ want to back home now because it’s cold outside. The people
are cold, dress warm, please!

Did you know that the sadness brings a strange comfort with itself? I didn’t until my
heart became too tired. When the heart is too tired, the sweat drips from the eyes! But this makes
more comfortable, as I said, and I sleep better now... I dreamt about you last night. What an irony?! I
saw in my dream as a SMS full of teenage abbreviations like “ILY”, “LoL”, etc. Then I woke up and was
so offended by your poor grammar, while you were lying next to me like a small comma. I put a
fullstop on you, then a definite article and here it is — we slept together again, punctually cuddled and

grammatically correct, loving each other to ellipses...

In the morning you opened your eyes first. Stood up quietly. Put your imaginary suit on
and went out of my imagination without any sign because you have always hated taking goodbye.
When I opened my eyes, you were only a beautiful dream for me.

How it is possible after that noisy love, which destructed and almost killed me,
everything to be that quiet?

20



Cut it out! Let it all sink! All bills paid! You beat me this time, the last time. People told that I'm

stronger but what happened? You ended up as an unfinished poem for me and I have no more ink to
finish you, excuse me.
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I'm so sorry that I can't offer you a less dangerous solution

Anton Dimitrov
SOU “Sv. Sv. Kiril I Metodiy” - Burgas

Life can be tough. You might suffer, get hurt, be in pain. You might fall to your knees. It was never
meant to be easy - everything you do will either bring you pleasure or disappointment. Having to
provide for your whole family while dealing with your own personal drama or losing a loved one and
keep going for the sake of it.

['m so sorry for you. I'm sorry that people have to go through such horrible things. I apologize for not
being able to help you or all those innocents forced to die in wars and other horrible disasters I'm
afraid to think of. I'm sorry I'm can undo what's already been done. I'm sorry that we have to live in a
world ruled by self-absorbed greedy leaders willing to sell the humanity and even the Earth if you
like, just to benefit from them. I'm sorry for the ozone hole, I'm sorry for the global warming. I'm sorry
for the fear we all have to live with now and then and forever.

[ hope you can forgive me. I know it's a hard thing to do but you have to learn how to live with it,
eventually. I'm sorry you'll have to get in terms with the never-ending evil that has poisoned our
modern society, with the hate and rejection, with the racial and sexual barrier man has put between
people. I'm so sorry that you have to be
blamed for the color of your skin or the
religion you've grown up with. I'm so
sorry that we live in a world of
inequality and hate towards things we
don't understand or can't believe exist.
I'm sorry that there are poor children
willing to go through thick and thin just
to go to school. I'm sorry that technology
isn't used appropriately and people have
become lazy and socially inactive. I'm
sorry we've become bystanders. I'm
sorry we don't do anything to change

our current situation.

I'm sorry that we'll never get it together. I'm sorry money has become our main unit for measuring
the price of all that's precious. I'm sorry that we have to meet other people's standards and not follow
our own goals nor seek our true personal happiness. I'm truly sorry you and I were born rational
thinkers instead of careless individuals, ice-cold to their surroundings. I'm sorry I never learned how
to stick to norms someone has written. I'm sorry I was born a thinker in an unthinking world. I'm
sorry | care. And I'm so sorry that I can't offer you a less dangerous solution.
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The pen is mightier than the sword

Silvia Nikolova
I EG - Varna

“Daddy, daddy, tell me about the Ink Kingdom again, please!” Little Toby uttered, holding his father’s
hand with his eight-year-old fingers.

“Oh, son, I've already told you this story a thousand times. You now know it better than me!”

“No daddy, I've forgotten it. I want to hear about the magic of the elves. Please, please, please...” Toby
wouldn’t go to sleep until the end of the story.

“OK then...” said his father, his voice became softer and suddenly the little boy was back in the forest
of the Ink Kingdom.

“Once upon a time, in a world pretty different from ours, there was an enormous forest where the
elves used to hide from their enemies. The forest wasn’t like our forests. The leaves of the trees were
more like sheets of paper and were extremely strong. The trees were also quite unusual. In fact, they
were alive.

Among these trees lived the elves. High
beautiful creatures with green skin like
fresh grass, long fingers and pointy ears.
But what made them incredible was their
language. The elves had a complicated
system of symbols which they used to
communicate and do their magic. The
symbols were completely normal if
written on the ground, stone, skin or in
the air, but started shining if the ink was
on the strange leaves among which the
elves lived. The beautiful creatures
usually used magic to make food, heal
injuries, help the trees and animals and
other peaceful activities. Their language
didn’t contain any words of violence or
hatred. That's why many of them died
during the first reign.

The creatures that attacked the elves one peaceful night weren’t like anything the green guys had
seen. They had no fur or hair, their skin was purely white under the strange pieces of metal that
covered large parts of their bodies. Shorter, but stronger than the elves, they were like brought from
the peaceful creatures’ nightmares. But as the elves had no nightmares it was a real mystery where
these had come from.
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One thing was obvious - they wanted the magic. The real power of the elves was in their symbols
inked on the leaves of the strange trees. But the white creatures, called ‘Papers’ by the elves, didn’t
have enough consciousness to understand and try to use the language, they could only scream and
fight. They cut the leaves while trying to conquer the magic but the trees weren'’t satisfied with such a
situation. Once they were awakened, these enormous plants were a great force. The signs that had
remained on their leaves protected them from the swords. No weapon was able to stop an angry tree
and the Papers soon realized their mistake.

The next reign was more careful. The Papers tried not to injure the plants and concentrated on the
elves. But the green ones knew how to defend themselves. They couldn’t harm, but could protect. So
the battle continued for years and years. And how did it all end?”

“How daddy, how?”

“Well, eventually the Papers got tired of the fight and realized they couldn’t defeat the words with
swords. That’'s when the elves managed to explain that the secret was in the knowledge, taught their
enemies the power of the pen and they lived happily ever after. The end.”

“Do you think that I can learn the power of the pen, dad?” Toby was fascinated by the idea of the
magic symbols and the power they had.

“Of course, my dear son. You only need some curiosity.”
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It was over as quickly as it had begun

Yoan Dimov
GPChE “Romen Rolan” - Stara Zagora

Why am [ so afraid?

Hello! My name is ... a name and I feel very strange today. | haven’t heard of him for a few days and
that's great. I hope that he won’t show up.

So why is everything ending too soon for our generation? The answer is simple. We want it easy. We
live for the day. We quit after every small bump on the road. And it is the same about love!

We're just not prepared. Not prepared to let somebody gasp in our souls. To let somebody see how
vulnerable we actually are. To ....

Well maybe that's the point smartass.

I'm so sorry. I should’ve told you. I have this Multiple Personality disorder. It’s kind of creepy but you
can just ignore him.

The thing is our generation forgot the art of love. We are not looking for love in live but rather vague
moments of happiness. We are not prepared for that unconditional love that demands silent devotion

Ha- ha. So poetic. Why don’t you cut this writing at ask the blond girl next to you for her number.

We just need somebody to make us feel alive for today. Not tomorrow, but at this very moment. We
just chase the wrong goals and make our relationships similar to a political status.

[s it bad that | want money? Power? Glory? Admiration?

These things will never last. Love will flourish out of the darkness and...

Stop IT! Just stop! You are pathetic!

[ want somebody loyal.

You meant to say beautiful.

[ need to find the one that is my soul mate.

I need to meet a thousand good looking girls.

[ will let her se in the deepest of my mind so that we can find that sacred relation.

You are being silly. It is our time now. The new age. Endless opportunities. We are connected to each
other more than ever. You could be whatever you dreamed about. And you talk about finding a soul
mate? For like, all of your life? Go check yourself mate!

[ don’t need somebody that will accept my job and taste of clothes. I need somebody to accept and
understand my feelings. | want somebody to bring up the best of me.

Let’s just stick to the best girl.
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Don’t you see?! I need a real human being. I don’t nee that fake, plastic creatures that live in your

world of possessions.

I need that real relationship that comes with honesty, friendship and love!
You are crazy! You even talk to yourself!
[ need passion!

I need her number!

[ need affection!

[ hope she is well dressed.

[ need to make love!

You need to fuck. Admit it. That’s why she left you.

Please don’t bring her, please!

You cheated on her. That’s the truth. You live in your unrealistic world of dreams. She loved you. It’s
not my fault you left that beast to control you. Your blood was boiling and you sensed your real

character.

That was not me. That was you! I'm not like you. I don’t want her for movies, parties and sex. [ am
seventeen but our relation was mature enough, She forgave me. Liar! GO AWAY!

Mature? It was over as quickly as it had begun. The young girl that is naive enough to think that the
handsome guy with a guitar and blue eyes loves her. I will go. But you don’t let me go. You need me.
You build a world for her. And illusion.

Now when you had crumbled it down I will go. Goodbye then. I will leave you this cipher.
Auyone dednene atone aowgrne aupne

What? Don'’t go! Please!
I need to be strong. I didn’t find the balance. Please!

Well... silence is calm, at least.
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Lots of buzz for nothing - how much buzz for something?

T’is the tale of Chad the bee

Who's unhappy to a certain degree.

Often times he felt alone,

Even in the hive he calls home

And even his family could not comprehend what they see.

Chad doesn’t do well in society

And his day-to-day life has little to no variety.
He has a small circle of mates,

With which he hangs out and pollinates

But except for that has zero notoriety.

Mom and Dad don'’t praise him much,

Even though he does well in school and such.

They have always been distant and stern,

Thinking that it’s best for their son to always learn, learn, learn.
They had no idea about the feelings he could barely clutch.

[t's not that it was something that complicated,

But at times he just felt decimated.

The other bees would be flying around having fun
While he was sadly sitting on his bum,

Trying to pinpoint the reason why he was so frustrated.

But there were days when he felt like a million dollars,

He had enough energy to go round a whole field of flowers.
His self-esteem would skyrocket,

Even though the next day would probably drop it.

But he felt as if he had superpowers.

Chad always got caught off-guard by these highs and lows.

Was there something wrong with the bed from which he arose?
His enthusiastic buzzing came and went

And he didn’t have someone to which to vent.

At the end, an idea to himself he had to propose.

Whenever he felt sadness, even if it was slight,

He decided to go and find the prettiest flower in sight.

There were no guarantees for the consequences,

But at least the flower was there to help him not lose his senses
As his irregular buzzing he went forth to fight.

Alexandra Stefanova
PGT “Ivan P. Pavlov” - Ruse
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It was over as quickly as it had begun (Clean the rusty pipes before it’s too late)

Maria Tsakova

GPChE “Aleko Konstantinov” - Pravets

- ...0h, and do you remember that time when we used to go by the lake? We used to get so much
into our little talks that by the time we had to go home we had already discussed the day, the

weather, interesting nature phenomena, what we’d had for dinner last night and the Universe.

The grip of his hand suddenly became tighter as if holding his dying friend’s hand would make the

time pass by more slowly.

- Time is a human concept, my dear. See...close your eyes now. Visualize the lake, the air filled
with calmness, the water gently pressing itself onto the shore creating phenomenal shapes
that we used to refer to as the “baba-dabas”. Can you see us both sitting on that big old rock
over there? I can indeed; I can even hear our chattering filling the air. Open your eyes now. Did
you feel that?

- Feel what?

- The lake, the moment, and the calmness at that very moment we sat on the old rock for the

first time. You did feel that, [ saw you smiling.

His eyes, filled with tears, became a companion to a crooked smile that combined both pain and

pleasantness.

- You relived the moment once again. An hour ago you were so convinced that once my time is
over you will never be happy again, you will never be whole, you will never experience such
pure happiness and now you just did. Nothing you have ever experienced is over forever. No
moment in the past is irreversible, unable to be experienced again. Truth is, our lives are just a
handful of “sunsets and sunrises...and the tragedy in between”. It's not scary to me how fast
our lives pass by anymore. To be honest, my friend, they are over before you can visit “that”
place once again, before you can buy “this” shirt you’'ve always wanted and with all certainty
before you finally succeed cleaning the rusty pipes under the sink (which you've been delaying
for a loooong time).

- “This” shirt is not just a shirt - his friend answered chuckling- it is the red one with blue

stripes on the sleeves. And yes, | will repair the pipes someday...eventually.
Both men sighed. Silence filled the room.

- Ah, a wise man you are, old buddy. I'll miss that. I'll miss your presence.

With sparkly eyes and happy hearts they stood silently.
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Do the write thing

Slavena Simeonova
GPChE “Romen Rolan” - Stara Zagora

What would you do if you could make anything happen; if you could change the past, shape the
present? Would you have used it for good or would you have cared only about your own well-being?

Richard had never asked himself those questions until one day everything changed.

At first it seemed like a normal evening. He got home after school. His parents were working late so he
was alone. He had dinner, watched some TV, did his Maths homework, brushed his teeth and went to
bed. He turned off the lights and he was just about to fall asleep when... Well he didn’t know why
exactly but it was as if some force made him open his eyes and stand up. It was then that he saw it. A
light glow coming from under his desk. He went there and reached towards the light. It took him a
second before he realised he was holding a large book with leather covers. It was beautiful and
somehow he felt it was ancient. He opened it up but his expression was somewhat disappointed as he
found out it was completely empty. Suddenly he felt so sleepy that he almost fell over. The boy left the
book on his desk and wrapped himself with the soft bed covers.

In the morning the world didn’t seem any different. Richard was sure it had all been a dream. That’s
why his eyes widened with shock and terror when he saw the massive book laying on his desk. He
decided it was pretty, so why not use it for something?

He sat down and started drawing. It took him no more than ten minutes to realise the true power of
this mysterious book.

You see, what he had drawn was nothing more than a simple doodle of a watch. But he had blinked
and now before him there was standing a real golden watch, ticking rhythmically, showing not the
right time, but the one that had been drawn on the picture.

Surprisingly Richard was not scared or even confused, but curious. So he now decided to write a story
- of a raven, black as death, flying around the world. Richard waited but nothing seemed to be
happening. So he waited a bit more. Ten minutes. An hour. “well, maybe it works just once.”-he
thought. But at that precise moment a four-winged raven flew outside the window. It was exactly as
Richard had described it in his story.

It was impossible but it was true.
How was this TRUE?
The next week felt like a dream. Richard understood... he could do anything!

He wanted an A on that history test. Well now all he had to do was write it down and it would become
reality. He wanted to eat a superb meal - just draw it on the page and voila!

He didn’t want to overuse it but how could he resist!?
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In the next three years he held this a secret. He didn’t tell his parents. He didn’t tell his brother. He
didn’t even tell his best friend Sophie. And she really was his best friend. Always by his side... But
something was stopping him. He was too greedy or maybe the book was stopping him. Either way he
did control himself. He would never ask too much, even though he knew he could.

But one summer things went bad.
It was not because of an illness or even a car crash. But Sophie had died. And nobody knew why.

Richard was devastated. But now he wasn’t helpless. He had the book... and knew what had to be
donel!

So he started changing the past.
Day by day.

Slowly the whole world around him stated to change. Time was not meant to be tampered with, but
he was doing it anyway - in his final attempt to save Sophie.

At last after thousands of guesses and rearrangements it had worked!

Richard woke up one day and he heard the phone ringing. It was Sophie. She was alive. Everybody
was fine. Everything was alright!?

Richard felt happy...blessed! But it was more than that. He knew now he could save so many more
people. He could be a hero. Earthquakes, hurricanes, tsunamis... He started saving everybody. Telling
them to leave before the terror began. He was now 23 years old and the whole world knew his name.

He was their saviour.
Until he wasn't.

One day he was happy and the next... everything was taken from him. He knew it now for sure. For
every good deed, two awful things would come. Every saved life meant two other deaths. Richard
couldn’t sleep no more.

He was looking for answers but he had changed so much. He didn’t know what was real anymore.
Were his friends loyal to him because they loved him or because he had somehow made them do it?

Did everyone deserve to live? And what about those who despite all of his effort still were doomed?
The book wasn’t glowing anymore. And there was just one blank page left on it.

Richard was afraid for the first time in forever. He didn’t even realise he was crying until he opened
the book and saw his tears falling on the last page, making the paper wet and wavy.

He took his favourite pen and started writing. His hand was steady and his heart was beating faster
than ever. “Do the right thing”, he had written. Something made him smile as he read the words. “Do
the rightwrite thing “ - he giggled.
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Was writing down all of those stories right?
He fell asleep again.

As he woke up he looked to his left. The watch was showing it was 8:30 am. It was the same watch
from so many years ago. The one he had drown in the book.

Richard got up and went into the bathroom. He was sleepy and dizzy. He looked up into the mirror
and then all he could do was... scream!!!
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Gosh! How?

He was just a kid again!?

The book was gone.

Everything was as it had been before. Before Sophie. Before the book had showed up.
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That was the last time he would say that to anyone

Hristo Penkov
SOU “Sava Savov” - Pirdop

In the town of Alpha 7 arrived a stranger one fine day. A stranger full of danger yet he had nothing
much to say. By the looks of his equipment he was coming from the void, a death machine inside him a
high threat you should avoid. Like any void walker he also brought his friend a used up beam shotgun
"Ganzo twenty ten".

In this town there also lived an outlaw by the name of Hammer Red, many men had tried to take him
and those many men were dead. The notches on his pistol numbered one and twenty more and his
face was deformed it made him look like a wild boar.

Meanwhile the void walker finally spoke to folks around, he was on a mission and wouldn't stay too
much in town. He was looking for an outlaw bring him live or maybe dead and he said it didn't matter
for he was hunting Hammer Red.

It took some time but the news was relayed back to Hammer Red. He didn't care much because the
men before were dead. Twenty one had tried to get him, twenty one were brought down, twenty two
will be the void walker that just came to town.

Hammer Red sent a letter to the void walker that day. He wrote down the location and time for the
fight and he also wrote "I hope you won't die from fright".

The time had passed and it was time for them to meet. Hammer Red was surprised the walker didn't
quit. Hammer Red spoke: "Well then you really are as stupid as you look, when I'm done with you,
your eyes ['m gonna cook".

The townfolk watched the scene with great hate for Hammer Red. The fresh void walker was about to
meet his death. Hammer red was well trained but he made one fatal slip when he tried to match the
void walker with the shotgun on his hip. Hammer Red tried to shoot him but he was already dead, the
reflexes of the void walker were just too damn great.

A minute passed and the townsfolk had gathered round to see the dead outlaws body on the ground. I
was but a kid when the void walker came to me and he told me in a calm voice the following you see:
"That's the last time he would say that to anyone now that he is sleeping calmly on the ground".
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The hat was never going to be a good idea

Nora Nedkova
SOU “Hristo Botev” - Kubrat

Imagine this: the most beautiful and posh Hall that could ever exist - fancy chandeliers swaying on
what was supposed to be a ceiling, but was made out of dragon teeth, about a million; fancy food such
as sweet potatoes covered with soy whipped cream and herbs, lettuce cake with sweet chili topping,
fermented beans soup with blueberries and of course spinach cider - basically the most expensive
food that only the rich could afford; people dressed in clothes from the newest winter collection by
Fernando The Amazing - mittens made of the world’s finest fairy dust, which was invisible, capes
made of spider webs and coffee beans as pants. For one ordinary person, being invited to attend an
event in that Hall was a life goal, a dream. And luckily for them, just for the month of Monkeyhair,
there was one such opportunity.

To receive an invitation, one had to follow a few simple steps:

Make sure that their lashes are permanently dyed blue, because that is the most essencial step to
becoming worthy of being invited;

For the duration of three days, twenty twelve hours, one minute and six hundred seconds, one must
continuously, without a rest, recite the new Eight Directions of the North song while simultaneously
jumping on one foot and poking themselves in the belly button, because that is the ultimate form of
respect towards the people in the Hall;

Burn every single hat in their possession and make tea out of the ashes; since hats are the ultimate
form of disrespect towards the people in the Hall, they are all, without exception, banned.

Now imagine this: Mormor X, a person like any other, who would have done anything to be invited to
the Hall and have the honour to dance with the Crab Queen. He was nothing more than average: just
about twenty ten meters short, five pounds, six-legged and seriously short-sighted - he could barely
see objects that were only 50 kilometers away! He knew that, how average he was, but he was
determined. He decided that for once, The Incident, that occurred when he was about two hundred
months old, not even being able to stand on his own six feet, that left him with the ability to change
the color to any part of his average body, could be put in use. After all, making his lashes turn blue was
a child’s play. Mormor X decided to channel all of his powers into learning the lyrics of the new Eight
Directions of the North song. Mormor X was hard-working, that was obvious, but he had a problem
that always kept him from sleeping during the day - he had a fedora surgically sewed to the back of
his elbow, a result of another accident that would take too long to explain.

Mormor X spent many hours in the research disco near his home to try and find a solution for his hat
problem. He tried a lot of things, ranging from small things such as shoving his elbow into the mouth
of his T-Rex pet, which was supposed to dissolve it, eating the bones of a king that ruled about two
thousand centuries ago because they were supposed to still have some of their magical abilities, to
things of a much grander scale - going to the doctor again so they can just unsew it, but none of those
things worked. Mormor X was becoming desperate. The hat was never going to be good idea in the
Hall. When he realized that, Mormor X decided that he should become an austronat.
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