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Dear readers,

We are thrilled to present to you the entries of our recent story competition for
children. We were blown away by the exceptional creativity, imagination, and writ-
ing skills displayed by the young authors who participated in this competition. We
would also like to extend our heartfelt gratitude to their mentors who supported and
encouraged them throughout the process. Their commitment to fostering a love of
language and storytelling in their students was evident in the exceptional work pro-
duced by the young writers.

The stories submitted by these talented young writers were diverse, insightful, and
deeply moving. From stories of courage, adventure, and discovery to tales of love,
loss, and self-discovery, each entry demonstrated a remarkable level of maturity and
depth.

It is a true joy to witness the power of storytelling in action, and we believe that
these young HUPE writers have a bright future ahead of them. We are proud to fea-
ture their works in this issue and we hope that their stories will inspire and delight
our readers.

HUPE would also like to thank our Executive Boards in three categories this year
for their time and expertise in selecting the winning stories. We are grateful for their
contributions to this competition and their commitment to promoting literacy and
creativity in young learners.

Once again, congratulations to all the winners and participants of this competi-
tion. We look forward to seeing more of your wonderful works in the future.

Anita Zepina
HUPE Publications Editor
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mentor: Tanja Pokupi¢
institution: OS Miroslava Krleze Cepin

Nera Bolsec

WATER BOTTLE

I come from the oldest market in London. My name is Water. My owner bought
me for school. My owner’s name is Luke. Luke named me Slavko. I don’t like that
name; I like my real name - Water. My dream is to travel around the world. Luke
doesn’'t want to travel around the world. Also, he is incredibly quiet at school. One
day, Luke’s mom took me from his schoolbag and threw me in the trash.

As if he knew about my dream, and as if he wanted to save me, Luke took me out
from the trash and threw me into the river.

At first, I was trying to swim like crazy. Then I realised it made no difference and I
let myself go. I swam for days. When I woke up after five days, I saw a little girl with
brown hair. She held me until the boy came and took me away from her. The boy ran
to his house. He put me on his desk. There was a laptop on his desk. There were also
some tacos. TACOS!!! It took me a couple of seconds, but then I realised! “I AM IN
MEXICO!” I yelled in my mind. Then I saw other bottles. One of them was red, very
handsome with a stylish Coca-Cola name written in the middle. I have heard of her,
of course. We got to know each other well, and somehow, we managed to escape. We
travelled all over Mexico and after a couple of months, we arrived in Japan. JAPAN!
That was very cool! Coca-Cola loves Japan. I don't really like it. But Coca-Cola is my
friend, and she is happy here.

I love my home in London and I miss my home very much. Never mind. My
friend is with me, and we are travelling the world. What more could I want?

We are in Europe now...Italy, Portugal, France, Germany, Spain, Belgium... Cro-
atia... It is great here. It looks like a nice place to live. Although a little bit crowded,
if you ask me. We met many other plastic bottles during our adventure. They act as
if they are going to stay here for hundreds of years. They are not as adventurous as
the two of us.

I still miss my home sometimes. But life is short and there are many more places
I want to see, visit and experience. That is why I look at the sky and the stars and I
think, “I am home”. This beautiful world is my home.
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mentor: Sandra Brcko
institution: OS Hugo Kon, Zagreb

Lara Novoselec

MAYBE, JUST MAYBE...

Della was running. Around her were the old walls of the halls in the castle, which
reflected purple light. She was scared and confused, with little hope of getting out.
The only person that could help her was herself. Della was an adventurous kid who
liked to explore old abandoned places. Shed entered this castle to explore it, but she
had not known that this place would lock her up.

After entering through the door, she heard a lock click, and she knew she could
not get out. Behind her a room was filled with gas that did not look friendly. She
started running. After a couple minutes the gas was out of sight, and she stopped.
Shed heard a legend that an evil queen lived here and left behind all her jewels. There
were two things she was certain about: she needed to find a way out and she was not
alone. There was no way that door had locked on its own. In front of her, there was
a small cupboard with something that looked like an altar. When her emerald eyes
scanned the room, she saw something unusual. In the room there was a made bed
and lighted candles. The candles could not be lit for a century, which meant someone
was here. In the room there was a smell of ash. Della found it peculiar that in a cup-
board, in a castle that nobody had entered for two hundred years, there was an altar.

When she took a closer look, she saw there was a picture of a tall elegant woman
with somber hair and emerald eyes. Her face, illuminated by candlelight, made out
the words: “Is that my mother?“ Della’s mother died right after she was born, so she
only saw her mother’s pictures that her father had showed her. Why would anyone
have an altar to her mother? Was that really her mother? So many questions came
to mind that she just stood there frozen, trying to figure out what this place had to
do with her mother and who had locked her up. But she could not stay in that room
forever. The castle looked like a maze; nobody could navigate it. How would she ever
get out of here?

After hours of walking, she broke down and sobbed. Her watery eyes looked be-
fore her and saw just another hall that went on forever. This hall was different, the
carpet was wet, the wallpaper was torn and there was a bizarre smell.
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“Can I help you?“ said a voice of a juvenile child.

Della jumped in surprise and saw a little girl with long golden-brown hair and
green eyes just like hers. “Yes, I need a way out of here® she answered.

“Oh, you can't get out. My mother owns this castle and she decides if you
can go or not. Come with me. the little girl responded.
“What?!“

“Yes, could you please follow me now? “

It turned out that the girl's name was Liezel, and she lived in the castle. Della tried
to ask about the altar, but Liezel cut her off. They went through halls, dance rooms,
the armory... Finally, they arrived at a throne room where the shade was covering the
throne, so you could not see who was sitting in it.

A few seconds of silence had passed before a thundering voice said: “Why have
you come here?“

Della stood there horrified, too scared to answer. When the woman came out of
the shadows, both Della and the woman made a surprised expression. The woman
was Della’s mother. Liezel was Della’s sister.

After sitting in silence for a few minutes, Della’s mother said in a reserved voice:
“You should go, Liezel will show you the way.“ Della followed her sister out of the
castle without a word and halfway there fell and hit her head.

She woke up in her bed with a bandage on her head. It was a Monday and she had
to go to school. When she came downstairs, her dad acted as if nothing happened,
made her breakfast as usual and sent her to school. Her dad was not affluent and she
went to a big public school where a lot of kids did not like her. Had she ever visited
that castle? She had more problems to think about than her bullies.

School went by fast that day and coming home was a relief, so now she could think
about what had happened. Della was too scared to go back to the castle. Was the evil
queen her mother?

She decided to visit her mother’s grave. Once she arrived, a wave of sadness came
over her; her mother could not possibly be alive. That must have been just a dream, a
very odd dream. But how did she end up having a bandage on her head? Maybe, just
maybe... it wasn’t a dream...
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mentor: Anita Barana$ic¢
institution: OS Sesvetska Sela, Zagreb

Greta Hrastovié Grabarevié

HOW THE PANDA GOT ITS RED
COAT

Once long ago, deep in the Himalayas, there lived a little panda. He was as ordi-
nary as all the other little pandas. His two big ears, his four furry feet and his cute
round nose were all frosty white. In fact - he was completely white from head to toe.
All the other pandas were cheerful and content, however the little panda was just
down in the dumps. He was feeling blue because he was just too plain. He wanted to
be distinctive, special and unique.

The little panda had a really distant cousin, the giant white panda who had ink
black patches on his eyes, ears and limbs. One day he decided to go to ask his cous-
in how he got his heavenly pitch-black patches. So, he hurried to where his cousin
lived and asked him. The giant panda said that he was very hot one day so he rolled
in some mud to cool down. He didn 't expect any misfortune, but the mud stained
his porcelain white coat. The giant panda was upset because he looked filthy! After
hearing his distant cousin’ story, he got discouraged. The little panda turned around
and sadly plodded home.

On the way home, he saw some enchanting crimson feathers. Filled with curios-
ity, he went to see what this mysterious crimson red creature was. It was an elegant
Himalayan pheasant. The little panda was in awe! Hesitantly, he asked the pheasant
how he got his scarlet red feathers.

The pheasant politely replied that he loved to eat wild red berries so his feathers
became a fiery red because of it. The little panda immediately came up with a new
scheme - he decided to eat some of the bright red berries.

The little panda changed his path and scurried straight to the nearest berry bush.
He greedily started eating mouthfuls of juicy red berries, but he immediately spit
everything out because it tasted horrendous! They were so bitter that he couldn’t
swallow even one berry. Despairingly — he slowly proceeded home.

It was dusk when he finally got home. He was exhausted and hungry. He sloth-
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fully climbed to the top of his favourite bamboo tree and snuggled into its branches.
Then he saw something peculiar from the corner of his eye. It was a small delicate,
red flower. Its sweet fragrance filled the air. It made his mouth water so much that
he tried to eat one - it was divine! He soon ate all the blossoms that he could see. He
was still very tired so he quickly drifted off to sleep.

The next morning was a sunny day with clear skies. The little panda woke up and
felt much better than the day before. As usual he went to have his favorite breakfast
- bamboo shoots. At breakfast he saw his friends, the other pandas. They were all
enthusiastically talking together. The little panda was confused and asked what was
going on. His friends started laughing and said: ,,Look at yourself!“. The little panda
looked down at himself and saw that he wasn’t a white panda anymore! His furry
paws were jet black from walking around in mud while visiting his distant cousin,
the giant panda.

And his fur wasn't plain white anymore either — it was crimson red! The little pan-
da was beaming with joy. He was finally distinctive!
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mentor: Gordana Zivkovié
institution: OS Nikole Hribara, Velika Gorica

Mihael Ervacéanin

PETER, THE ACCIDENTAL
PARATROOPER - THE NORWEGIAN
SNOW

My name is Peter Beckett. I'm 21 years old and live in London, in a tiny flat above
an old lady and her four cats. I work at the Post Office in the city center, sorting
letters and packages. The work is sometimes boring, but the boys are very funny so
I like it.

Last week started oft depressing because of news of the German invasion of Po-
land. We were all very worried. On Monday I came to the Post Office, clocked in for
my shift and got to work. There were less customers, which surprised me. After work
I went home, just to find out I was drafted to the British Royal Airforce. I packed my
things and went to bed. I was too stunned to eat so, as I said, I skipped dinner and
just got into bed.

A car picked me up the next day and drove me to the air base. When I came they
explained where everything is and that training starts the next day. I headed to the
barracks where I met one of my usual customers Mike who told me lunch time was
right around the corner so I walked with him. Lunch was not that good, but it wasn’t
that bad. I was hungry. During lunch I sat down with Mike and the rest of the guys
from our barracks and we introduced ourselves to each other. There were six of us
in total: me (Peter), Mike, Ivan, Andrew, John and Luke. After lunch the training
started. It was pretty rough. The drill sergeant was constantly yelling at us. After the
training I returned to the barracks. I was told that the range day was the next day. I
was confused as I didn’t know what that was. Mike entered the barracks in panic. I
asked him what the matter was. He then proceeded to tell me that we were meant to
become a bomber crew of a Halifax.

Range day came and I got a British Besal, a machine gun I had never ever used
before. It was heavier than I expected. We were told to open fire at the targets. I think
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my shots were decent, but I still knew the target I shot at was standing still. I knew it
was going to be worse in the air. As range day came to an end, I was tired and looking
forward to go to bed. I started falling asleep when the alarm was sounded. I grabbed
my British Besal and a backpack and ran to the airfield. On the way I met Mike. Once
we got there, we entered the plane. The rest of our crew was already inside. We got
another member and that was the pilot. He said his name was Sergeant Gustav. He
started the plane and it started shanking as two engines came to life. I was admiring
the ground as we took off. The plane started rumbling. I asked Sergeant Gustav about
it and he said we were just catching speed and accelerating. We were almost there.
The sound of the plane engines sounded like a broken microphone, but louder. As
we were approaching our target, the worse happened. Another plane got on our tail.
Our tail gunner, Luke... wait, this part isn’t for you, I'll skip it for now..

Andrew, Mike and I jumped out of the plane. As I was jumping, I looked back at
the plane. For a second it looked normal, and then it went up in flames. The bombs
inside got triggered by the fire, exploding one by one. The explosions sent debris fall-
ing on me so I pulled my parachute. I landed on a tree, so I cut off my ropes and fell
in the deep and soft Norwegian snow. I came to my senses and grabbed my machine
gun and backpack and started searching for Mike and Andrew. Then I heard a tank.
It wasn't alone. There were at least one hundred infantry men. I positioned the gun
and started firing... well, I'll tell you the rest when you grow up.

I knew I had to get to an airfield. I had a map with all of the British positions
marked. I went in direction of an airfield. The walk was long and cold. I saw a Ger-
man antiaircraft position and marked it on my map. As I was making my way to the
airfield a German soldier shot at me. I took out my pistol and aimed, but I missed the
first shot. The second shot was better. I took the German soldiers map and went on
to the airbase. As soon as got to the airbase I reported the German soldiers map and
the position I marked. They assigned me to another bomber, a repaired Halifax. I en-
tered in as soon as I could. Inside I met with Mike and Andrew again. There was no
time to talk as we took off from the runway. We were approaching our target when
another plane approached us and I shot in its engine. It caught fire and crashed on
our target. Luck didn't last long. The bomb stash door we didn't repair got stuck and
our plane went up in flames. Again, I had to grab my machine gun and parachute
and jump out. As I touched the ground, I cut the ropes and hid. I heard the enemy
take down even more of our bombers. I ran away and didn’t look back. I ran for at
least two kilometers before I stopped for a breather. I looked over a pile of snow and
I saw an advancing tank division coming my way. I let them go past me. When I was
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sure the coast was clear I pulled out my map and walked to the airfield. When I came
to the airfield, they told me to get on a plane that was on the runway. I entered the
plane and it started the engines. When we landed, we got onto a boat and I fell asleep.
I woke up in England. I let out a sigh of relief and took the bus to London and back
to my house. It was just how I left it.

And that, kids, is how I served in the British Royal Airforce - said grandpa Peter
with a sarcastic look in his eyes.

Grandpa, is this story true? — asked his grandson James.

No, of course not. This is one of the many stories I wrote when I was your age, to
pass the time - said grandpa Peter.
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mentor: Amela Ojdanic¢
institution: OS Turni¢, Rijeka

Laurent Radi¢

HOW DID WE GET HERE?

I have always wondered at what point it all started, what moment we can trace it
back to. Whenever I asked my grandpa, he would just shake his head and say I was
too young for that story. I enjoyed observing him in his laboratory, wondering what
he knew and did not know when he was my age. Finally, he decided that I was ready
to hear the story about his experiments which only imitated the experiment of life,
as he called it. Now, I am ready to share my grandpa’s story with you.

There is nothing static in this universe. Everything is moving at some pace. It is
like a strategy game in which each new step means that you must move every piece
where pieces are everything in the universe and steps are small fractions of time.
Some things are slow, some are fast but mostly they are boring.

‘Our universe isn’t interesting enough without some action, thought a few par-
ticles. So, they got together to make a lifeform. They decided that Earth was the
chosen one because it was the least hostile planet among their options. Then, they
grouped into chains of DNA code. Chain after chain and the first lifeform was born.

It was nothing special, just a cell. After the first success, many cells started their
lives, the first prokaryotes. But they did not realize that life was an expensive sport. It
required a special kind of currency - energy. At first, the cells had a hard time find-
ing it, but they eventually found a way to create a molecule called ATP. It was like an
energy storing package that could release energy when they needed it. They used a
complex process that did wonders. Nobody knows how the cells discovered it, but
we are thankful that they did, otherwise we would not exist. The cells also discovered
glucose, a container of energy that can power ATP. Now when all obstacles were
tackled the cells could finally thrive. The empty abyss was filled with life, blooming
like a tree in spring.

But the cells did not know what they were missing out, a giant furnace that shone
like trillions of nuclear bombs, a goldmine of energy... the Sun. The cells kept thriv-
ing. Everything was good, but it was about to get better. They finally realized what
a goldmine they were sitting on. The first photosynthetic cells were created. They
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found a revolutionary way to eat the Sun. At first, the pigment they used for pho-
tosynthesis was purple. Can you imagine? If the cells did not change it to green, all
plants would be purple. But after some tests and tweaks they found green chlorophyl,
which they use to this day.

The lifeform on Earth was at its peak, cells reproduced fast. Everything was sailing
smoothly, but then... the biggest betrayal of all happened. Some cells realized that
they did not need to make energy for themselves. They were already surrounded by
free energy bags... other cells. So, they began eating other cells for energy. The first
hunters were created, the first war ever on Earth started. It was a constant stalemate,
no one was winning. No one was evolving either, energy-producing cells were limit-
ed, because they constantly had to avoid hunters who seemed strong, but they were
limited too, because every time a cell ate another cell potential energy was lost. The
war lasted for generations, life on Earth was slowly collapsing. But little did the cells
know that one of the biggest betrayals would result in a change that pushed the life-
form towards progress. One day, a cell ate another cell, and it did not kill it. At first,
nothing special, but then they realized that the cell inside could make energy out of
glucose. The bigger cell could protect it and collect glucose for the cell inside, also,
the outer cell could get the remaining energy, it did not need to hunt anymore. The
cell inside was the first mitochondria. The unit was the first eukaryote. This became
a trend, and most cells copied it. Some even advanced to the very cells that build our
body, that have multiple organelles. Evolution is amazing and when it finds a strat-
egy that works, it pushes it to the limits. If cells could work together to form a unit,
why could not they do it on another level. So, the first multicellular organisms were
born. Then, they did it on the next level and the first social animals were created. The
humans and ants mastered the art of socializing. The first symbiosis happened, and
the rest is history.

We can all trace it back to the time when simple molecules grouped together. If
that did not happen, we would not exist. Even I would not be telling you my grand-
pas story, and you would not be reading it.

If anything, this shows how working together does wonders. And that is how we
got here. Are we going to stay here? A tough question, isn't it? I bet even my grandpa
the scientist would not know the answer.
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mentor: Lidija Saravanja
institution: OS Vladimir Nazor, Cepin

Ana Dorusak

ODE TO SLAVONIA

One quiet night, when the sun went to rest for the last time, the moon looked
sadly at the streets of my foggy village of Cepin. The echo of bells could be heard
through the streets, calling everyone home, but only the moon was not going any-
where. The moon just hung sadly in the sky painted with stars. Remembering all
those wonderful days when tamburitza would play with bells, when you could hear
joy in every small corner of the Cepin. But now everything has disappeared into
oblivion. Only the small house at the end of the village remains as before, under a
small linden tree through which starlings pass. Sometimes, it seems that through the
window you can still hear the crackling of the old oven, grandmother sewing gold
embroidery and the children listening to grandfather’s story.

“Those were good times, I'm glad theyre done”, says an old women sitting on a
chair in front of the old wardrobe, looking at the old pictures of her husband Ivan
playing tamburitza with his old friend. Ivan sighed, looking at the old bass-prime
tamburitza on the wall. “Crazy old woman’, he added, “have you forgotten that that
tambura brought us life? Because of that tamburitza, we have what we have, a healthy
family, some livestock and a debt-free life”

“Tamburitza was a life for itself, and now its behind us,” added the woman, an-
grily throws the photos and wants to sweep the yard full of colourful autumn leaves.
While grandfather Ivan was looking through the eyes full of tears at that wall with
the instrument on it, while his memories return all the way to the time when he
played the tambura for the first time long ago, 1937, in

“Carda at Gembes”

There, tamburitza players and violinists played for the bosses every night, and
the rest of the world would sit on the side-lines listening and indulging their souls.
Whatever was being played, the whole village would be there until morning. Chil-
dren would hang from the window of the inn or be on the road just to hear the musi-
cians. They say it was bringing happiness to the children, watching tambura players,
and imagining themselves on their place. Don't think that Ivan’s every gig would
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end happily. Anything could happen. Sometimes, his mother would hit him with a
slipper if he came home late or he would run into his father.

And there he remembered Doda Marsalek. He said to Ivan’s father, “Let the little
one go, he will be a good musician one day”. Poda>s wife, Ana, was a virtuous wom-
an. The village talked about her sweeping skirt; they say, if she turns twice, the whole
yard is clean. She used to yell at Doda that he was an “old devil” who is never home
- from morning until tomorrow, as long as the tamburitza is playing. Once, it was
rumoured in the village that the Mar$aleks were fighting over the tamburitza again.
So, out of anger, Poda threw his instrument on the floor and it fell to pieces. After
some time, the same thing happened to the bass player, Mata. And just when the
strike team was left, without a source of money or instruments, the old man, Sima,
organized the wedding for his firstborn son, Marko.

But, who will play when everyone has run out of instruments? That evening they
were also left without a bass-prime player. His wife informed them that he had a
fever.

So Dodas friends were in panic. They had a prima and a violin. But not the bass-
prim tamburitza. Doda suddenly remembered little Ivan. He hurried to his house
at the end of the village to see his mother sitting on a bench in front of the house,
looking at the small linden tree which her father had planted yesterday afternoon.
“Where is the little kid??”, says Doda. “Oh, he is in the house, come inside and have
something to drink or eat,” says the woman as she goes into the house with Doda.
And when they entered the house, Doda saw the old grandmother sewing gold em-
broidery. Grandfather Iva, after whom Ivan was named, was telling Ivan stories. He
heard the fire cracking in the old oven, and three golden quinces on the table.

Looking at those three quinces, he didn't even realize that Ivan’s mother was call-
ing him. “Feel yourself at home”, the woman says putting some gibanica on the table.

Doda happily asked little Ivan after a short time of silence,” Tell me, that night
when I saw you with that gig, he showed you how to play the tambura?”, Poda asked
curiously.

Ivan blushed and, after a short circuit in his brain, answered, “Well, look, sir..I...I
know how to play.., Ivan said with a shy tone in his voice.

Finally, he says proudly, “That guy from Jovanovac showed me. I picked up a little,
but I'm not so sure of my skills. “While Ivan was talking, a smile formed on Poda>s
face.

“Then, my musician, be ready at dawn tomorrow. There shouldnt be any prob-
lems with your father, I'll talk to him, and you’ll get the instrument on rent from me
for a night”
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It was as it was said. Poda came to pick up little Ivan as soon as the sun rose, may-
be a little too early. In his hand he was holding that bass-prime tamburitza from that
sick musician that can’t go to the wedding. Ivan was already ready and waiting on
the stairs. He didn’t even sleep much that night because of the excitement. Dressed
in little traditional Slavonian shirt, black pants, boots and a beautiful cap decorated
with asparagus and the Croatian tricolour of red, white and blue.

“Excuse me sir, have you seen that musician who lives here?”, says Doda jokingly.

“Mr. Marsalek, I don’t want to joke with you, I have important work to do today”,

says Ivan boldly, looking like a real little musician going on a tour.

Doda was glad that the child was not taking this job so lightly, but while he was
thinking about it, Ivan’s grandmother interrupted him. “ When will my grandchild
come home?”, his mother interjected, “Don’t let him do something he shouldn’t, you
have some bread in his bag so you don’t stay hungry there!”, then added the grand-
mother again, “He needs to be good, and if he’s not, he’ll be in a big trouble , did you
hear me Ivan?” Ivan, who was already bored, kept tugging Dodas sleeve.

Finally, when the women said what they had to, Poda and Ivan went along the
dirty roads to a small house near Cepin, where the wedding took place.

Ivan played the tamburitza all the way there, he felt like a star of the whole Slavo-
nia, and not just that one kid from Cepin.

And when they came to the yard of the house, there was the big table with pretty
white flowers and baskets with rosemary. The musicians were already there, they
were all waiting for Poda and Ivan to go to the bride’s house. They played all day and
night without stopping. And for Ivan, it was one of the most beautiful nights in his
life out of many. He followed Podass footsteps and played and even when he was so
to say, retired. He taught my father, Dodass great grandson, to play the tambura in
1990. My aunt saw all his love for tradition in him. She also fell in love with music.
Then I did, and after me and my example, my brother and sister and it hasn’t stopped.
Now we are all in love with the sound of music, especially the sound of tamburitza.

For me, this was not a bedtime story or a fairy tale, this was an untold story about
how the melody of tamburitza can still be heard at Doda>s house even now after 123
years,

in my family’s house,

in the same place where my heart is,

in my motherland.

My Slavonia!
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mentor: Suzana Toli¢
institution: OS Cvjetno Brijesce, Osijek

Luka Holec

FAIRY AND GIANT

Once upon a time, in a fairy-tale forest far from everyone, there lived a fairy and
a terrible, sullen giant. The fairy lived poorly while the giant was rich and greedy.
He did not share his wealth with anyone. One day the fairy knocked on the giant’s
door. The giant was not welcoming and kind and slammed the door in her face. The
fairy was sad because of the giant’s behavior. Returning home on the way, she found
a small chest that was very heavy. On it was written “Property of the giant Mark the
Crimson”. She tried to ignore it, but she was curious, so she opened the chest anyway.
There were 200 gold coins in it. It was the giant’s entire fortune. Since the fairy was
kind-hearted, she decided to return it to the giant. She knocked on the giant’s door
again and before he slammed the door, she showed him the chest. The giant’s eyes
immediately lit up - It’s mine! - shouted the giant - Thank you fairy, I've been looking
for that chest for days. I thought it was lost. - The fairy laughed and handed him his
chest - I hope we can explore the forest and climb the mountain together sometimes
- said the fairy. The fairy wanted to tell him that before when the giant slammed the
door on her. The giant was ashamed of his behavior and greed. His icy heart melted
and softened. He shared his wealth with the fairy so that I would have equal. Since
then, every day they saw each other, talked, and climbed the mountain. One day they
realized that they loved each other. They got married and lived with their family in a
distant fairytale forest under the mountain happily ever after.
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mentor: Amela Ojdanic¢
institution: OS Turni¢, Rijeka

Paula Grahovac

KEEPERS OF THE MAGIC SECRET

The story began in their office. The office is located in Candar, a small village near
the city of Alohamora. The Office is maybe in Candar but it is a secret where in Can-
dar it is. Secret, secret, secret...... Hmmm, where do you think it is. In this building?
No, it is too small for a place like office.

As I said, the story began in his office. BOOM! He fell oft his chair. He, of course,
had a cup of coffee in his hand. The coffee was very hot.

‘Ouch!” said Mark.

‘You are clumsier than my brother. said Tracy.

‘Am I?” Mark asked.

‘Yes, you are!” said Tracy with a smile.

Let me describe Mark and Tracy. Mark has got short blonde hair, brown eyes and
he is about 185 cm tall. Tracy, on the other hand, has got long dark hair, blue eyes and
she is about 165 cm tall. They are both 25 years old. The job was done for today. Mark
and Tracy left their office. They went for a long walk, to discuss something.

‘Did you hear that?’ asked Mark.

‘Hear what?’ said Tracy;, a little bit annoyed.

A loud strange noise came from the woods. Tracy suddenly turned her head to
the woods.

‘Mark?’ said Tracy, frightened and confused.

Trying to sound brave, Mark said something but his words ... did not come out of
his mouth. Some red-green lights flashed from the woods and Mark and Tracy had
different emotions. Mark was scared, even terrified, but Tracy was almost happy.
Something interesting was happening, finally. Mark thought that she did not actually
see those lights.

‘Mark, this is our chance!” said Tracy joyfully.

‘What, what chance?” asked Mark looking at Tracy completely confused.

“To prove that MAGIC exists!” Tracy was happier than ever.

‘Are you sure you know what you're talking about?” he said irritably.

Mark slowly turned his head towards Tracy, but.....there was no Tracy.
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He screamed Tracy’s name, hoping that she would answer. Somebody did answer
but it wasn't Tracy.

‘We are here. said a voice.

The light came from the forest and Mark followed it. He knew he would find Tracy
there. Find Tracy... yes, where else could she be if not there? Magic? What a silly
idea. There she was, he saw her next to a bush.

He slowly approached her ready to start yelling at her for playing these silly games.
He did not like them, he was too down to Earth, while she liked talking about magic,
secret skills, mental training, magic wands, that kind of stuff.

“Tracy, for God’s sake, why are we playing this stupid hide-and-seek? You know ..’

Wait, wait! It was not Tracy. It was a man with a scar across his left eye. He was
so tall and so, so old. Two metres tall? 2000 years old? Was that a magic wand in his
hand? MarKk’s body was petrified, but his mind was trying to process all the infor-
mation.

‘Tm Wikion, you can call me Wiki’

I don’t care who you are, what a stupid name by the way, thought Mark, but he did
not say it loudly. He just wanted to find Tracy.

‘Well, I know you don’t care who I am, you just want to find Tracy’

Was it an echo in his head? Or did he actually hear Wikion repeat his thoughts.

‘Yes, that was me, I repeated your thoughts because I can read your thoughts. It
took me a long time to learn that skill but with the power of magic everything is
possible. And a wand helps, of course. And I like it, by the way. My name, I don’t
find it stupid.

Mark looked at him in awe. Was Wiki smiling? Grinning? Laughing at him. What-
ever was the case, he felt better. Much better. He decided to ignore him and go back
to the road. He turned and started walking slowly expecting Wiki’s hand to grab his
neck.

He saw Tracy standing not far away. Was it Tracy? Was it Wikion again?

‘Oh, there you are’ he heard Tracy. ‘You just disappeared, man’

‘Let’s go home, it’s late said Mark. See you tomorrow at the office.

He opened his office next morning. He could hear Tracy, she was on the phone.
A cup of hot coffee was there, waiting for him. He decided not to mention Wikion,
the woods, anything.

Tracy finished her phone conversation saying goodbye to Mr Wikion. Ignore, ig-
nore, thought Mark. He took his coffee and then he saw it, a wand was on Tracy’s
desk.

‘Ouch!’ the coffee was really hot.
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mentor: Gordana Grgi¢
institution: OS Dragutin Tadijanovi¢, Slavonski Brod

Maja Gercko

THE 5’S (+1)

It’s the start of a new school year. The bell rings, everyone has already packed
their bags and they’re walking out of the classroom. 5 Students are patiently packing
their bags and waiting for each other. They are the members of a group called ,, The
5%5.“ Eric, is a tall, intelligent guy with black hair and brown eyes. He is the popular
boy in the school. Or, in the other words, the attraction for girls. He is the leader of
the group. Then, there’s Willy. He is quite short and chubby. His hair is ginger and
his eyes are blue. He's a bit shy and clumsy. After him, there’s a really pretty girl with
blonde hair and blue eyes. Her name is Jasmine. She is really kind. Jasmine likes to
read books. She has got a soul of an Angel. She’s the prettiest girl in school. Every-
day, she hears boys whisper about her as she walks past them. The 4th member of
the group is Bertha. She has got brown hair and green eyes. She is really smart. The
smartest student in the whole school. And the last member of the group is Shawn.
Shawn is a tall, skinny guy. He is also pretty clever and is into technology. He can
work with computers and all sorts of programs and never make a mistake.

»Guys, I'm so bored! I don’t know what to do at home.“ Said Willy talking on the
phone with the members.

1<

»You can...read books!“ Jasmine replies.

,»Ugh, but that’s so boring! I wanna do something...something adventurous!“ Wil-
ly said.

»Hm...oh...I know what we can explore.. but it might seem a bit...scary.“ Bertha
asserts.

»Scary? What can possibly make me scared” Will said with full confidence.

»Maybe a... HAUNTED HOUSE!“ Bertha announces the surprise which causes a
big silence on the phone call.

»What? Is it that shocking?“ She breaks the silence.

»Oh my!“ Eric shouts. ,THAT’S THE BEST IDEA EVER!"

»>Uh..well maybe that’s not everyone’s opinion.“ Willy mumbles with a shaky voice.

»Oh, Willy, are you scared?* Bertha replies making fun of the poor boy.
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Willy tried to defend himself but Bertha didn’t want to stop. ,,Alright then. Let’s
explore the haunted house tomorrow at 7 oclock!

»Okay...I have my dad’s ghost equipment.“ Willy replies.

The rest of the group agreed with Bertha’s plan.

TOMMOROW, 6:50PM. The 5’s are in front of the haunted house.

»Alright guys, let’s go in!“ Said Eric approaching the doors with caution signs all
over them.

They go in...as soon as they walk through the entrance they feel the chills go
through their body.

»It’s so creepy in here..“ Jasmine said while looking at some old pictures covered
in cobweb.

»Watch this guys!“ Eric pulls a lever.

For some time, it went silent, next thing you know, a secret room opens in front
of their eyes!

»Woah! This is so cool! Let’s go inside the secret room!“ Willy says walking up to
the door.

On the door there is a note with a message saying: ,ONCE YOU ENTER YOU
CANNOT LEAVE.“

That scared the group, but it was too late. Something pushed them inside the room
and they all started screaming.

»Hahaha! You guys should’ve seen your faces!” Said....

»Who are you?“ Shawn asked.

It went dark.....suddenly, there was a girl standing in front of them with very light
skin, long hair and a ripped dress.

»Hello! 'm Valerie, Valerie the spirit. Nice to meet you all!“

They were all staring at her with shock.

»Oh come on guys! It’s not like you saw a ghost or something!“

»Uh.. I think we just did..“ Shawn says barely having confidence to speak.

»Oh yeah...right...I am a ghost. Silly me!“ She answers.

»Are you going to kill us?“ Jasmine looks at her with her poor, scared eyes.

sWell...“ She stops talking ,,Of course not! Why do people think all ghosts are
bad.”

The 5s got along with Valerie. They were often hanging around at the haunted
house since it’s her home.

»Hi guys! Good to see you again!“ Valerie welcomed them.

»Hi Valerie! We've got a problem and we need you to help us.“ Eric says.



34 | NATIONAL SHORT STORY WRITING COMPETITION

»Sure! What’s up?“

»Our school has this bully...and...well... Willy got in a fight with him.“ Jamine
explains. Valerie got worried and asked if he’s okay.

sWell...he is injured.“ Shawn said.

»Ugh, I hate those bullies! Alright, if he wants trouble, he”ll get it.“ Valerie said
confidently so she made a plan on how to punish the bully.

IT’S THE NEXT DAY, The 5’s came to the bully’s house and his parents were
home. They explained them what happened while Valerie was distracting the bully.
He got grounded and didn’t come to school for a month-he was suspended!

SOME DAYS LATER..

»Hi Valerie, we have some news for you!* Eric asserts.

»Oooh! Tell me!! Valerie said with excitment.

1

»Youre now part of the group! We're now called The 6’s!“ Willy announces the big
news.

~OH MY!! Thank you guys so much! You don’t know how happy I am!“ Valerie
shouted.

The 6’s were all hanging out with each other in private. They loved and helped
each other even when they were at their worst. But when the school year ended...
something weird happened. One day the members wanted to visit Valerie, but she
wasn't home. They started looking for her but she never appeared.

~Where can she be?“ Bertha got worried.

,»Oh look! There’s a note on the table!“ Jasmine said.

The note: Hi guys. I'm sorry to dissapoint you but I made a mistake. I usually have
to leave when hot days start because I'll fall apart. Well...I was too late. But remember,
I'll always be watching over you.

-Valerie the Spirit.

The group was shocked, all you could hear was sobbing noises. They were so sad
from the news.

From that day, when Valeire left, the group was named The 55 (+1) and to this day,
not a lot of people know the secret legend of Valerie the spirit.
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mentor: Adriana Kranjac Miskovi¢
institution: OS Rikard Katalini¢ Jeretov, Opatija

Tia Finderle

AN ALIEN WITH THE HUMANS

The funny thing about human civilization is that they think they have it all, that
they are the smartest beings and great creatures. They really are not. Humans still
have wars and fights, and they still don't have the intelligence to even clean up after
themselves. I'm Tiare, a writer from the galaxy Sindela. We are a civilized communi-
ty with 10 planets in our galaxy. I live on planet Mrelee and I'm one of the first ever
writers to go to planet Earth. You see, a group of writers were sent to different planets
with diverse cultures to study what they look like and write a diary from our expe-
rience. This is my diary and how my time was on planet Earth with the humans...

I first arrived in a Mrelee space pod disguised as a plane I saw lots of blue and
green, but I decided to land on the blue parts of Earth, never again am I swimming
that much. I thought an island wouldn't give me too much information, so I didn’t
go to one. If youre wondering how people didn't look at me weird because I'm an
extraterrestrial, well, we mostly look similar to humans, but I did put a disguise on.
From the information I had on Earth I managed to find a restaurant; I had some
money that we printed out on Mrelee. I was in a place called McDonalds and it was
like I was eating cooked dead animals and overly seasoned potatoes. After a while I
found a hotel and stayed there for the rest of my trip. I managed to find out I was in
America, New York. At night I couldn’t sleep because it was so bright and loud. Later
I found out that the loud noises were people singing at a concert, horrible. Every-
where I went I saw what I believe is called trash, no one seemed to mind.

I do have to say that some stuff wasn’t all that bad. Some people had very artistic
styles and techniques we don't have. I was impressed with their music and art and
how they express different feelings towards each other. Another thing I noticed is
that some people can be close and not that hateful towards each other, laughing to-
gether and talking. You see, on Mrelee we decided to have peace but the only way we
did (achieve) that was by not having many people we are friendly with, nobody has
a lot of friends on Mrelee so we don't fight. People on Earth weren’t like that at all,
they were warm and loving. The feeling of having a friend is like that. Every morning
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I would go to this small coffee shop where I met a guy called Kyle, the nicest person
I met, he worked there. He would always bring me a drink they serve there, coffee.
After his shift, he would sit with me, and we would talk for hours. He called me his
friend. It was the first time in my life that I felt warmth in my heart, he was very
sweet and made me feel that warmth of having a friend. He did think I was weird; I
did have a phone but I didn't know how to use it and so he did get suspicious after
some time. One time he invited me to his apartment, and it looked so nice and well
decorated, it fit his personality. Kyle was so nice, he introduced me to some of his
other friends, Marley and Lin. Marley was like one of those artists and she had very
nice paintings. Lin was a very sporty guy; he played basketball and showed me how
to play too. I also did some painting with Marley. Kyle showed me how to cook and
we baked cookies together. Earth was really fun but after a while I had to leave. I told
Marley and Lin I was going home and that I was just on a nice trip, but Kyle didn’t
believe me. I had to tell him about the writing trip and Mrelee and everything about
my secret. That’s the thing about friends, you can always count on them to help you
or keep your secret, just like Kyle.

When I got to Mrelee they of course took my diary I made and reviewed it, they
got angry with me saying that I shouldn’t have hung out with other people and make
friends and that my job was to write about the planet not the people. I told them that
the people of Earth were part of the planet itself and they also came with the world,
the bad and the good things happen mostly because of them, and the term friends
was one of the very important things that Earth can bring you. They got so angry that
they kicked me out and said that I should live on Earth as opposed to my diary. To be
honest I was happy about that, that meant I could be with Kyle and his friends again.
My parents didn't really care that much about me and so it got very boring. Kyle,
Marley and Lin were so happy to see me, I got a job and lived with Kyle until I could
afford an apartment of my own. Two years later, I have many friends and my own
place to live and a good paying job. I couldn’t be happier; I did have to get used to all
the bad stuff, but I try to help where I can. There are these small humans called kids
and they are so adorable. I met different people and have lots of friends, I couldn’t be
happier where I am. My conclusion is that every place has its downsides and upsides,
but there’s always a place just for you. Not every place is the same though. Goodbye
creatures all around the universe.
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mentor: Davorka Nekid
institution: OS Ivana Gorana Kovaci¢a Vrbovsko

Dora Stefancic¢

MAGICAL FOREST

Once upon a time, there was a little kingdom hidden in the green woods far, far
away. Greendom was its name. Many villagers lived in the kingdom, ruled by a pow-
erful and cunning King Agmon. The King had a daughter of heavenly beauty, and
her name was Siona. She was a curious child while growing up. And then the child
became a courageous and fascinating young girl.

Every day, she would go to her father, the King, and ask the same question: Why is
my name Siona and where is my mother?

She kept asking the same question repeatedly.

But one day, while she was annoying her father, he suddenly sighed and said:
You're so irritating, child! Let it be as you wish! I will tell you what you ask me! But
remember that this was supposed to be a secret...

While she was waiting, confused and excited at the same time, different thoughts
came to her mind. And the most important question of all - Why was that a well-kept
secret? Her father told her what had happened many years ago in the Magical Forest.
One day, many moons ago, she went missing in that monstrous forest. When others
heard that, they were terrified and unwilling to make a tiny step in that direction...
let alone enter the wild dark woods. The King had a choice - to go or not to go into
the Magical forest. He decided to go as any father would. But while he was on the
forest>s edge, Siona magically appeared in front of him. She didn’t say how she got
there, nor he understood what had happened. But from that day on, she could not
go out alone anymore because her father was afraid his daughter knew where the
entrance to the forest was and that she might disappear again. She did know the way
and the access to the woods, but she pretended not to know it. Days passed, and her
10th birthday was there! The King asked her what she wanted for her birthday. She
wished to go out again, run with the wind and feel the raindrops gently touching her
face. The King refused, so she stayed in the castle.

The desire to go into the Magical Forest once again awakened her in the middle of
the night. Since she had no ladder, she used the bed sheets, which she tied together,
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making a rope strong enough to hold her weight while climbing down the castle
walls. She took a sword as well to be able to defend herself if in danger. When her
feet touched the ground, she ran as fast as possible to the forest. When she was on
the kingdom’s border, she realized a gigantic stone wall was surrounding the castle
that she didn’t know of before. Then and there, she saw a boy standing there. His ears
looked strange, and his legs were weird, too. He wore an unusually formed crown
on his head.

She said shyly: Hello!

He said Hello back in an unexplainably hypnotizing way.

Whatss your name?, she asked. My name is Siona!

When the strange-looking boy heard that, he approached her.

She was taken aback by his move but bravely remained in the same position.

He stuttered: S-Siona?

A bit confused, she replied: Uhm, yeah?

And then he vanished into the mist with a happy smile.

She closed her eyes for a moment, trying to convince herself that the boy was just
her imagination playing tricks on her. So, she strolled to the stone wall. When she
saw a door, she opened it. It was then that she saw a magical forest around her. She
immediately knew she was home. She didn’t know how or why but she felt safe there
because she belonged to that forest.

Suddenly she saw a giant shadow staring at her, which scared her a bit.

But, as you know, she was brave and walked towards it. It was the same boy she
had seen in the kingdom. He said that he was the Prince of the Magical forest. She
didn’t know what was going on, and then he spoke in a kingly manner: You are your
mothers daughter, Siona! My little princess! And he kneeled before her. With shock
clearly seen on her face, the boy took her by the hand. They were teleported to the
very heart of the Magical forest, where she saw a lady dressed in white and golden
clothes. The lady came to her, and Siona knew in her heart that she was her long-lost
mother. At that moment, the Queen of the Magical forest spoke in a beautiful melo-
dy: I finally found you, my little princess!

Siona stayed in the forest with her mother, the Queen, her fairy brother, Zion, and
all the other magical creatures waiting for King Agmon to open his heart to magic
and welcome it to his kingdom.
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institution: OS “Ivo Lola Ribar” Labin

Nora Belusié

THE PURPLE CRYSTAL

Hi, my name is Grace. This is a story about my life. I am a fairy. I live in a fairy
town called Crystalgarden. A long time ago the fairies were scared because they
didn’t have where to live, but now we do, we live in the forest between two big trees
and we are safe.

When fairies turn 15 they get their crystal colour, before that they have clear crys-
tals. I am 14 and my birthday is in a week and I am nervous to see what colour I will
get. Everyone is talking how one fairy of this generations is going to get the purple
crystal. The purple crystal means that you have all the powers: the earth,the water,the
wind and the fire. A week has past and I woke up on my birthday I was happy. My
mum said to me: ,,Be in the center town at half past ten and the ceremony starts at
eleven® ,,I will be there®- I said. At ten oclock I got dressed, I choose a beautiful dress
and a flower crown to match. Soon after the ceremony started, we were all standing
in a line waiting for the fairy king with his special big crystal to come and to choose
our crystal colour. I was the last in line. All my friends got their crystal. The king
gave me the crystal, I was holding the crystal in my hands, then my crystal started to
change colour and then it was red. I was really happy with the red crystal because it
was the fire power. Everyone wanted to go home, but then the king said: ,, I am so
sorry everyone, there has been some changes®. Everyone looked at each other. Then
the king called my name. I was so nervous. The big crystal was in my hands again.
I felt weird for a moment and then my crystal started to change colour and then it
was purple, I was so happy. The king said to me: ,, You should celebrate today and
tomorow come to my castle at eleven oclock in the morning® Next day I came to the
castle, the king was waiting for me. When he saw me he told me to follow him. We
were walking for a minute. Then he told the guards to open a huge door. When the
guards opened the door, I felt like there is a whole new world in front of me. There
were a loto f lights in different colours. So many different flowers and so many pic-
tures of fairies that got a purple crystal. The king showed me a picture, the girl that
was on the picture looked familiar. I asked: ,Who is this?“'The king said: , This is a
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girl that saved us from people. She showed us were we are safe from people and she
showed us the Crystalgarden. The girls name was Clara. She looks familiar because
she is your grandma. Unfortunately people caught her and took her with them. We
never saw her again® I couldn’t believe my grandma was the savior of all the fairies.
Sudanly there was a loud explosion. Me and the king looked at each other. We were
flying to see what happend and we couldn’t believe it. There was a large army of our
enemies. They said they are here to conquest this place and live here. The king and
the guards were already fighting, I knew I had to do something. I flew to my friend
who is really good at making potions and I asked if he could make me a potion so
the enemies could fall asleep and then listen to us what will they do. He looked at
me.He was suprised and asked: ,What enemies?“ I said there is no time for an expla-
nation but I need the potion. He opend his big book of potions and found the right
potion, he said: ,,I have everything exept the crystal flower. We could only find the
crystal flower in the cave under the big tree in the central park® I said: ,You start
making the potion and I am going to search for the crystal flower® I was flying fast
and aftera while I found the crystal flower. I was flying back with the crystal flower
when one of the enemies soldier stood in front of me and asked: ,Where do you
think you are going?“. I didn’t know what to answer so I just stood there looking at
him. I don’t know how but my friend saw this and new something was wrong, she
used her wind power and pushed the soldier to the floor. I flew the fastest I could, I
came to my friend who was making a potion, he put the crystal flower in the potion
and gave it to me. He said that only one drop of the potion could make ten soldiers
asleep, He wished me good luck and after that I left. I came to the castle where the
fight was and flew up high, I said as loud as I could: ,,Hi everyone this isn’t a way
to fix this, lets sit down at the table and talk about this situation® I don’t know how
but all of them agreed. The king looked at me confused. I winked at him and keep
flying. We were all sitting aroundt the long table and talking. Soon the drinks with
the potion came out. All the soldires drank the drinks. After five minutes all of them
were sleeping. When they woke up I told them to leave and they did.

We all got together and waited for the king to tell us what happend, he came and
told us that the enemie leader was his brother who didin't want to live with him and
then moved away long time ago. He wanted this place where we are. After that he
said: ,But thankfully he didn’t win and it was all because of Grace. So let’s thank
Grace for saving us and Crystalgarden.”
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mentor: Danijela Erceg
institution: OS Manus, Split
Ana-Marija Putnik

CRIMSON JUSTICE

London, a place where only the aristocrats, nobles and patriarchy have it well. A
place where the poor are left on the streets to freeze to death. A place where kids of a
lower status get stones thrown at them. A place where the average civilian must work
15 hours a day and is yet barely able to afford rent. A place filled with crime, a place
where you can smell murderous intent in the air.

Murderers freely walk around the city, bringing yet another corpse to be found.
Most of those cases lead to the respected noble men who think they’re entitled to
murder a poor soul for one’s own entertainment. Who is allowed to judge them any-
way? They’re the reason for the improvement of the city, after all, they paid for all the
work put towards the modernization of London. Well, that would’ve been the case
if it wasn't for Juno Allen and Victoria Moore, the two most trusted detectives. They
started off in an agency, however they quickly came to realize that as women, they
wouldn’t succeed as is. The low pay rate, stolen credit for solved cases and discrimi-
nation got to them quickly, so the pair decided to go private.

The two girls started their career young. They met when Victoria was around
17 while Juno was almost 16. Despite their completely different personalities, they
warmed up to each other quickly and have stuck together ever since. By the time
they were 22 and 21 they started their own business. At first, their clients were people
they knew personally, fortunately, they grew with time and became the first people
contacted as soon as a corner became crimson colored. Nobles are on top of the
country, you cannot arrest a noble now, can you? An average detective could not, but
Moore? The girl has noble blood, meaning she can do whatever she pleases. The girls
were able to solve cases that had not been solved or handled in ages.

However, the killers belonging to aristocracy have not stopped their crime. They
still believed that their wealth could keep them innocent. Of course, sometimes it
was able to keep their hands clean, but instead of serving in jail they served 6 feet
underground.

A new criminal has appeared. “No worries, Juno and Victoria will take them
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away” is what everyone thought. The catch is, they had no leads or clues whatsoever.

He, or she, whoever it is (not that it really matters to them), drove the girls crazy.
How is it possible that someone is that careful and able to leave no clues. Although,
it is not entirely true that they had no clues. Truth is that the killer was careful. The
killer only murdered the rich. However, not just any noble, only the ones who they
deemed deserving of it. However, they were not careful enough to make sure they
had no witnesses. It's not that they weren't careful enough, but because they couldn’t
care less. They knew their identity would not be revealed. According to witness state-
ments, theyre active only at night, are of average height, muscular build and are
extremely agile. The attire worn was entirely black. As for their preferred method of
killing, they used something sharp, most likely a dagger or sword, or they would beat
their victims to death.

After countless nights of stressing, Juno and Victoria simply decided to go inves-
tigate at night, it was pointless to investigate during the day when all evidence had
been erased.

“Say, Vic, do you think they know we’re coming?”

“That is a possibility to consider, since they have been trying to track and predict
our every move.” Victoria answers as she continuously kicks the rock she had found
in front of her feet.

They didn’t converse much during investigations, mainly for the sake of focus, but
also to make sure they don't scare the criminal away. The pair has been walking for
a while now, following a certain path that hadn’t been there for more than a week,
going through already known information in their minds. Their process of thought
had been disturbed when they heard a loud noise coming from a few feet away. They
looked at each other, gave a quick nod and headed towards where the noise came
from. When they arrived, all they saw was glass.

“Tch! Damn it. Really got my hopes up there. ‘Twas probably just an old drunk?”
Juno groaned in frustration.

“Not necessarily” -the older girl added “There’s no signs of a bottle and the glass
is way too thin to be of one”

Juno sat down, back against the water fountain, admiring her partner for her am-
bition. If it wasn't for Victoria, she would’ve probably dropped the case already.

Victoria takes a few steps back; she slightly tilts her head and excitement suddenly
appears on her face with a small grin on the side of her lips.

“Juno,” she calls out “come stand here”. Unwillingly, Juno gets out of her comfort-
able position and does as Victoria told her. “Tilt your head a bit” Juno tilts her head,
and her motivation reappears.
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“A glass path!” -she happily yells out.
“Juno, quiet down!”

“A glass path!” -she happily whispered.

“This may as well be a trap so make sure to be careful. If they happen to be lin-
gering around and notice us, we might as well just kill ourselves” Victoria warned

Juno furrowed her brows: “Why would we do that?”

“Cause if they catch us, were going to end up as dead meat anyway, so it’s better if
we just do it ourselves.”

“Oh. Yeah. That does make sense indeed”

The girls started following the path, both walking on their toes to make as little
noise as possible. You would think the killer wouldn’t do anything to them, since
theyre both against the nobles, but one must consider the facts that the girls are
detectives that get rid of criminals and they’re going to ruin the killers plans if they
catch him.

Suddenly, they caught a glimpse of a tall dark figure running past them, so quickly
they didn't even notice. They could’ve been killed just now, and they wouldn’t have
been able to react. They once again exchanged a quick glance and started running
after the figure.

They stopped when they realized they were on the path where they started their
investigation on that same night.

“Lord help me!” Victoria begged as she tried to catch her breath.

“These games,” Juno huffed as she collapsed to her knees “are going too far”

Victoria nodded in agreement.

“You know what? Let’s just part ways and meet up here in 15 minutes.” Suggested
Juno after regaining her ability to breathe.

“First smart thing you've said today”

“Shut it”

The girls split up in hopes of finding the killer that night. It would've been easier if
they had seen which way he went, unfortunately they weren't that lucky.

Seven minutes have passed and both hope that the other got the killer. Juno is a
petite girl, she’s aware of the fact that she wouldn’t be able to take on a guy like that,
so she’s silently praying for Vic to run into them.

15 minutes passed, they met up at the spot they left at, just as planned.

“Juno! Did you have any lu- “

Victoria screamed.

Someone appeared behind her and sucked her into the darkness of the alley she
was in.
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“VICTORIA!” Just as Juno was about to run after her, she was pulled back and
poisoned by chloroform.

The following morning, Juno woke up. Without any injuries, completely safe in
her and Victoria’s shared apartment. She refused to believe that last night’s event had
even happened. As soon as she woke up, she called for Vic. No response. She checked
every room, went as far to trash the apartment just to find a sign that Vic left to get
breakfast. She didn't find anything; everything was left the same way it was the night
prior. The wall was still covered in the same red strings, the plates were still in the
sink, the same box of cigarettes still lying on the table and every single one still there.
Juno was out of her mind. Thousands of thoughts running around her head, blaming
herself, trying to make assumptions about where Victoria could be, horrible images
flashing through her mind and Victoria’s body lies lifeless in every single one. Oh,
how much she wishes they never separated ways.

Juno’s mind went blank. She’s a detective, she can find her. And Victoria isn’t dead,
her combat abilities could land 6 men in a hospital at once, why would she underes-
timate someone so dear to her like that?

Without contemplating, Juno stormed out of the door. Once again following the
clues she already had and adding last night’s event to them. She followed the alley
Victoria disappeared in. The alley leads her to the prettiest part of London, the one
which the Thames flows through. Such a beautiful view, just to be surrounded by
bars and drunken men.

At this point, Juno was so deep into her thoughts, she didn’t realize how dark it
was getting. The streets were empty, it felt like a dead city, a forbidden one even. An
unsettling aura was constantly following her, and her chest never felt this heavy. The
air has become so thin, and she just now noticed the lack of oxygen. Or was she just
so out of her mind she forgot to breathe? She didn’t really know where to go, she ran
around the city like a lost mouse. She was not in control of her body; her body was
in control of her and led her anywhere it could think of.

A loud scream came from the bridge. It wasn't Victoria, she knew that, but she still
followed, she knew the town’s mystery was there.

And indeed, when she arrived, a tall figure dressed in black attire was standing in
front of her with their back turned away, a bloodied sword in their hands, and a dead
man in front of their feet.

She cocked her gun, ready to shoot.

“Where is she?”
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The figure slowly turns around.

Juno's heart is pounding, either she is about to win the game, or she’s about to lose
her life.

And she did.

Her whole life was lost when she saw Victoria, with a bloodied sword and blood-
ied hands in front of her.

She dropped the gun.

Her heart dropped; her soul shattered.

They say the eyes are the window to the soul, and her eyes resembled crystals.
Beautiful, but fragile.

Victoria gave her a soft smile.

“I needed to find a way where I can leave you. Leave you in a way where you do
not have to suffer as much, where I do not have to feel as guilty”

“Why?”

Moore held the fagade for a long time; however, nothing lasts forever. She parted
her lips and took a sharp breath, she tried to be strong, but her eyes ratted her out.

“Please hate me”

“How could I ever do such thing?”

“Juno, I'm sorry”

“It’s okay.”

Victoria shakes her head as she brings the sword towards her neck.

“Vic... Vic it’s okay, lower the sword.”

“Juno, please.” She sobbed.

“Victoria, we can sort this out, don’t be stupid.”

Victoria cannot do anything but look at Juno with guilt and sorrow. She stands in
the middle of the bridge, tears streaming down her face. And she knows she’s guilty,
and she knows she’s being selfish, and she knows how much Juno is suffering because
of her.

“How am I supposed to live without you?”

“Can’t you at least curse me out in my last moments?” she softly smiled at her
partner one last time.

Juno's eyes widen.

“VICTORIA NO!”

But it’s too late.

Turns out she was right.

She did see Victoria’s body lying lifeless in front of her after all.
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mentor: Ante Zderi¢
institution: OS Cvjetno naselje, Zagreb

Zara Capan

THE CALLING

Recently there was a shy girl named Alexandra, but everybody called her Alex.
She had short black hair and blue eyes and was different from her peers. She be-
lieved in ghosts, the sixth sense and magic. No student in her school knew her voice
because she never talked. She meditated every evening. She was voiceless but clever
and fearless. Keep on reading to find out what I mean by that.

At school, there were bullies who hated her because she was smarter than anyone.
She had the biggest IQ and she had a photographic memory. Bullies used to hurt
her every day but Alex would always find a way how to run away. She lived with her
mom because her dad died in a car accident. The bullies were called Jamie, Nick (aka
The Boss), Adam, John and Rick. They called themselves The Bad Bosses. They were
bosses for bullying.

Alex had only one friend, Samantha, whose nickname was Sam. One day the bul-
lies made a trap for Alex. When Alex came to school, the bullies were avoiding her
at first. Alex knew there was something suspicious. When Alex started looking for
Sam, she found her in an empty classroom. Alex asked: “Why are you here?”, and, at
the same moment, the bullies came out and Nick said: ,Well, well, look who finally
said a word” Then Jamie pulled out some scissors and Alex screamed: “HEEEEL-

will get expelled. They deserve it!”, Alex thought.

For some reason, Sam was mad at Alex and started to yell at her. She offended
her and wanted to hit her: “This is all your fault! You will pay for this!” Alex was
confused: “What is going on, what is wrong with you?! I've just saved you!” Sam be-
came even angrier and said: “They will be expelled because of you!! You will pay for
that!!” At that moment Alex realized that Sam was not her friend at all! Sam was not
even on her side! Sam was one of the Bosses! Alex was stunned, all her emotions got
mixed up and she just burst into tears and ran away.

The next day she didn’t go to school. She blocked Sam on her social media and
never wanted to talk to her ever again. Last year, on her birthday, she made a wish



PRIMARY SCHOOL - 5™ AND 6™ GRADE | 47

to have a stronger mind, to be more powerful so that no one could hurt her again.
The next day Sam came to Alex and said: “Hey loser, why are you sad? You can’t go
and cry to your daddy? Ha, ha!”. Alex became furious. She wanted to slap Sam but,
instead, she just stretched out her hands and screamed: “‘AAAAAHHHH!!”

At that moment, the electrical current came out of her hands. Sam fell to the
floor. Alex was shocked and started to run as fast as she could just to get home and
to be safe and alone. After she got herself together, she tried to stretch again and
it worked again. She was exhausted. She remembered her birthday wish. “It came
true!” thought Alex, “What should I do now?”. That was her last thought before she
tell asleep.

The next day she came to school and Sam came to Alex and tried to say some-
thing. Alex gave her the look that nobody could forget so she ran away. After school
she tried to find her, to make friends with other kids but she couldnt. It was very
difficult for her to trust anybody ever again.

A week after, when she was going home to rest, Sam and her minions attacked
Alex. Just to explain, Sam’s minions are Anne, Sheila, Sarah and Dakota - her new
friends. Sam said: “What are you going to do now, huh?”. Then Dakota grabbed
Alex’s arms and folded them behind her back as Sheila held her legs. It wasn't all
because Anne suddenly pulled out a pair of scissors. Sam’s command was to cut her
hair, but Alex stretched her arms and electricity strongly repulsed the bullies, every
one of them except Sam. Sarah, Dakota and Anne ran away. Sam said: “Sheila, attack
her!”, but Sheila frowned, kicked Sam’s leg and ran away.

Sam pleadingly looked at Alex and said: “Alex, I'm sorry, you are my only true
friend, help me!”. Alex was disappointed and replied: “You cheated on me, you
tricked me, I saved you and you were making fun of me and bullying me. Now you
want a truce! No, Sam. It’s not gonna work. You're not worthy. I'd rather be alone
than with fake friends. BYE!”

And since then, Alex has turned to helping others who have been bullied so they
would never feel alone and abandoned. She truly is a superhero to many of her new-
ly found friends. She feels like she is saving the whole world when helping a single
friend. She has found her voice - and her calling.
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institution: OS “Matija Gubec”, Ceminac

Antonia KriZaj

FIREAND ICE

It was a cold night; the full moon was shining in the sky. There was a pack full of
wolves. The alpha female was about to have a cub, but that wasn't an ordinary cub.
That cub had the power of ice. The alpha named her Moon because she was born on
the night of the full moon. Three weeks later Moon developed her powers, and the
rest of the pack didn’t want her anymore, so they kicked her out.

Moon was looking for a place where she could live. She was hunting animals with
her ice powers. One day, Moon found another lone cub. She followed him into the
dark forest where he lived. She slowly approached him.

He saw her and then he asked her: “Why are you following me?”

Moon told him: “T was kicked out of my pack, now I need a new one.”

He told her: “Please leave me alone, I'm going to hurt you because I can’t control
my powers.”

Moon told him: “T have ice powers.”

He told her: “I have fire powers; my name is Ash.”

“I can’t believe that someone had powers too.” They said at the same time.

Ash said: “It’s sunset. Do you want to go hunting animals with me, but with pow-
ers?”

Moon said: “Sure, I would like to”

They were hunting rabbits, and Moon told Ash to catch a rabbit with his fire ball.

He caught it and then they ate it, but that wasn't enough, so Ash said: “Moon,
could you catch a rabbit with your ice breath?”

She did what he told her, but the rabbit was running towards Ash. The ice breath
hit him in the leg. His leg was all covered in ice, but luckily, he could melt it with his
fire breath.

Moon was very scared she could hurt him again, so she told Ash: “I'm so sorry”
and she ran away into the woods.

Two years later, it was a frosty winter day, and Moon was an adult wolf. She was
very beautiful. She was all covered in ice, her eyes were blue like the sea and you
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could see the glowing ice in them. She was hunting a big boar that was on her ter-
ritory. She hunted it with her ice breath, but when she caught it, she saw something
slimy coming out of the boar. When she came closer to it the slimy thing jumped
on her. Moon was so terrified, but she couldn’t scream for help because that thing
was on her head. She couldn’t breathe. Moon closed her eyes and waited to die. She
heard a howl from the mountain, opened her eyes and saw him. That was a big black
wolf, his body was cowered in fire. He threw a fire ball at the slimy thing, it burned,
and Moon fell on the ground. She couldn’t get up because she was very exhausted.
The wolf came to her, and he took her to his home so that she could rest. When she
opened her eyes, she saw a beautiful den with orange glowing mushrooms. It was
gorgeous; she was amazed by the beauty of that den. Also, fireflies all around her
were shiny and cute. When she saw her savior, she ran to him and to thank him, but
when he turned around, she felt that she knew him from somewhere.

She was confused, and she called him: "Ash?”

He was confused too, and answered: “Moon?”

Their hearts were beating fast, their eyes were full of tears. They asked a lot of
questions because they were curious about what had happened those two years ago.

Then Moon asked Ash: “Do you know something about that slimy thing that at-
tacked me?”

Ash answered: “That slimy thing that attacked you was a virus from a slimy forest
created by a slimy dragon named Buco. He is 85 feet tall, and he is covered in black
slime; when the animal touched the slime, it became rabid, and it couldn’t control
itself anymore. Also, when that animal bites other animal it spreads the virus on
them?”

“We swear that we will kill Buco and bring peace to the world” They said at the
same time.

They trained for one month, they were so strong that they could crush any animal
into pieces with just one blow. The time had come to defeat Buco. It was a frosty
winter night. Snow was falling when Moon and Ash came to the slimy forest. They
wanted to wake up Buco, so they howled. Their howling caused an earthquake, and
the cave where Buco was sleeping began to shake.

Buco woke up and he yelled: “Who woke me up from my pretty sleep?”

Then Buco saw Moon and Ash and he was very furious; he began to throw slime
fire balls at them. Moon and Ash fought extremely hard, but one of the slimy fire
balls hit them. The virus spread through their body; first, they began to growl at
each other, then they were trying to kill each other. The sky became red, there was a
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bloody moon in the sky. Moon and Ash stopped fighting. They began to merge, now
you could see a big 80 feet tall wolf, the wolf that was half ice and half fire. The wolf
jumped at Buco and started to tear him apart. The sky was full of clouds, the begin-
ning of a new day, all the slime was gone, and the Buco was swallowed by the earth.
Moon and Ash separated, and they were very happy that they had brought peace to
the world.

Two years later, Moon and Ash had a cub named Blood Moon, because she looked
exactly like them when they fought Buco in the night of the bloody moon. The world
was a happy place. But in the distant, cold, tall mountain there was slime crawling
from the darkness...
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Martina Bursié

DIAMOND TO DIE FOR

Imagine me looking through the window, hoping Miss Lester is coming in with a
new case. Can’t help noticing the sky covered in clouds, one of them sparkling like a
true diamond. How marvelous!

On my desk, there is a golden plate with my name on it; detective Arthur Can-
nister. Next to the golden plate stands an old telephone. My assistant, Miss Lester,
enters my office saying the police want to speak to me. I lift the telephone handset.
“Detective Cannister, this is Sheriff McClide. There has been a murder downtown
and Scotland Yard’s director specifically wants you to investigate this particular case.
Come to 13 Blackhammer Street” “Okay, see you in ten.” — I reply.

I took my coat and left in a rush. Blackhammer Street was an old street. It had a
lot of balconies filled with flowers. There was a car parked in front of every house,
but the house I was looking for had the number 13 on the door. In front of the house,
there were a lot of police officers. One was with the neighbors, the other interrogating
the girl who had found the body, and the third was helping the CSI unit. However,
one of them was acting a little bit suspicious, but I thought it was me. Detectives are
always doubtful. I approached Sherift McClide. “So, where is the body?” - I asked.

The sherift dragged me inside the house. The house was nice and modern, every-
thing being in its place.

Of course, forensics officers were checking the dead man first. The victim was a
male in his early thirties. He was killed with a knife stabbed right through his heart.
He died approximately between 7 am and 8 am. Cops were looking everywhere try-
ing to find the murder weapon.

I went to the lady who had found the body. Her name was Sally Muron. First I
started with simple questions:

“Do you know that man?” “Yes. That was my boss, Jack. I work at a nearby restau-
rant as a cook and he was the chef” — she replied” “What was he doing in your
house?” - I asked her. I don’t know” - she replied -
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“Usually, we end at 4 pm. Sometimes he gives me a ride home, but today he wasn’t
at work so I got worried.”

“Okay, thank you for your time. Please call me if you can think of anything that
could help us,” I gave her my phone number and left.

First I went to the restaurant where Jack had worked. His employees were not
much of a help so I headed for his apartment. But first, I called Miss Laster to check
if the CSI unit had already found anything useful. His apartment was on Unicorn
Street. Wow, his apartment was so big it even had two floors. I started to look for
some unusual things. I looked behind every sofa and wardrobe, and then behind the
paintings.

Bingo! Behind the painting with flowers, there was a safe. After some time, I final-
ly found a big key. It fit perfectly and I opened the safe. In the safe, there was a little
bag and in it was the biggest and probably the most precious diamond in the world. I
was about to take it when suddenly someone hit me in the head and everything went
dark. Soon, my eyes opened and I found myself duct-taped to a chair in a dark room
like a garage. I found myself abducted by a strong-looking guy. On his left arm, there
was a colorful tattoo. It had a skull and around it were a lot of daisies. Then it hit me;
back at the crime scene in the living room, there was a painting that looked the same
as the man’s tattoo.

“Where am I? Who are you? Where is the diamond?” - T asked. He just smirked at
me and replied: “You think that I'm going to tell you that?” That guy looked famil-
iar but then I remembered the officer that was acting a little bit weird at the crime
scene. Bingo, again! The man was standing in front of a metal table, holding some
wires and, guessing from my experience, making a bomb. Next to the tools, on the
table there was a knife. I couldn’t see very well, but I think there was blood in it. I bet
it was JacK’s blood. All of a sudden, two other guys entered and they had the same
tattoo as my kidnapper. They were fiercely arguing about Jack. Then I figured it out:
Jack was a part of a group that was dealing drugs. I heard them talking about how
my kidnapper had killed Jack because he wanted to tell the police about their plan to
steal the diamond, which was practically priceless.

Then they came to me, but before they could say anything, we heard a loud knock
on the door. It was the cops. Probably Miss Laster had found out something and
tried to call me several times. She was worried so she and some officers went to
Jack’s apartment. They searched the whole building and now they were looking in
the building’s garages. One of the officers broke the door and they entered the garage
where I was. The police arrested my kidnapper and one of his accomplices. Miss
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Laster freed me, but the first thing on my mind was to warn the police about the
third guy who had just escaped with the diamond in his backpack. The next thing
was that we were both going to my office because I had to do some unavoidable pa-
perwork. On our way, we met Sally Muron who seemed to be in a big hurry. “That
diamond cloud is still there”, I thought to myself, “and the sky looks so dazzling”. To
my regret, there was no time to rest. We still needed to get a hold of the diamond to
live for.
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Dora Jelosek

STEP ON THE DRESS

March is the time of the year when rain and sun take turns every few hours. The
weather changes affect people’s mood, especially when you are homeless. You just
want to go back in time and start over. However, there aren’t many possibilities when
you are an orphan. I can’t worry now, I need to provide shelter for myself, because a
raindrop just hit my nose. The part of the city where I am from is the Ertas- dirt and
poverty everywhere. I would really like to visit the rich, Vitae part, but the poor aren’t
allowed to go there. The city is divided - the beautiful, stunning, green hillside and
the flat and anything but special other side. You can easily tell which side is which.

My mood today was the usual, March, grumpy, changing mood, until somebody
stepped on my dress. “I apologise, a gentle voice muttered in a rush. “Ay! Where d’ya
think ya’ going? You ain’t getting away with this that quickly!“ I bursted out in anger
since that dress was the only one I owned. “I'm terribly sorry, miss“- a guy with black
wavy hair came back to apologize for the second time. He looked right into my dark
green eyes with his charming blue eyes. “Miss”- he said- “I want you to come with
me. “ He didn’t even wait for my response, he took my hand and led me into a very
shady and dirty corner of the street.

“My father owns a perfume company and he is having a hard time finding the
right model for his next advertisement. He is really picky and has high standards,
but I think you are the one. I came into these Ertas parts looking for a model. Is that
fine with you? “

“But”- I stuttered- “the only things I possess are a carton box and this filthy dress!“

“T'll take care of that®, he said calmly. ,, Now, again, is it fine with you? “

“Will I make money? “I asked.

“Yes, he said.

“Im in! “I replied.

Then he proceeded to take me into a nice car. We sat down. I don’t remember
the last time when I was in a car at all. When we entered the car, we introduced
ourselves. The driver started the car and we set off on our journey to Vitae. Soon
after that I started seeing mansions, luxurious gardens and trees. I knew we entered
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the Vitae. The car stopped at the highest point of the Vitae hill. In front of me there
was this enormous, white, shining mansion with a beautiful green garden. I couldn't
believe my eyes. Why is this happening to me? His butler opened the door for me.
We entered the mansion. I got some dirty looks from the maids, but at that moment
I didn't care. I was so excited. Just then I realised how huge the mansion really was.
As I started zoning out, Alexander asked me: “What is it? You haven’t spoken a word
since we came. We are almost in the girls’ bathroom. Take a shower and a maid
will give you some proper clothes. You will hear the rest when you get ready” He
suddenly stopped in front of a door. A maid passing by opened it for me, before I
could reach for the handle. A giant bathroom with seven mirrors, seven sinks, three
bathtubs and shower cabins. It was spotless and gold plated. After I got ready for the
make-up and styling, a maid came and led me into a gigantic styling room. A stylist
was already waiting for me. “Hello! You must be Anne? “- she said with a smile on
her face while thick black curls blocked half of it. “Anna“- I corrected her. “Oops, my
mistake®, she smiled. I sat in a cosy chair while she was trying to comb my hair. “I
didn’t get your name®, I muttered. “Amelia“ she said while trying to brush my hair
gently. “Sorry if it hurts®, she said. “It doesn’t, just some curly hair problems. I see
you have them, too, I said. Amelia smiled. Soon after that my hair, nails and face
looked awesome like I wasn’t living in the streets just a while ago. “Finally®, Amelia
said, “time for the outfit! My favourite part! “ Amelia opened a closet full of beautiful
gowns. “Wow", I gasped, “Alexander’s mum must love all this! “ “Alexander doesn’t
have a mom. She died when he was born®, Amelia whispered. She handed me a short
emerald green dress that matched my eyes. When I put it on, I felt amazing, ready to
see Alexander’s dad and get that modelling contract.

A maid came and led me to the auditioning room. It was a big white room where
other ten beautifully dressed girls were already standing. I was terrified for a second,
but then my confidence came back when I saw Alexander walking into the room
and smiling at me. His dad was really short and grumpy. He was really picky and I
don’t know how I ended up in the top two girls. The other girl was prettier than me, I
suppose that’s why she got the lead role, but I got the supporting role. I was a bit dis-
appointed, but Alexander still offered me to sleep in their guest room. The girl who
got the lead role broke her leg during the shooting and I got her part after all. These
days went by quickly and they were the best days of my life.

For the first time in my life I got to live my dream. A week ago, I was lying in the
street while the rain was pouring all over me. But, somebody helped, Alexander
helped. Coincidences happen. They can be negative, but positive too. Life is full of
surprises and you never know when or how a surprise will knock at your door, or
better said, step on your dress.
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mentor: Tajana Kradija
institution: OS “Tin Ujevi¢”, Osijek
Lana Kvesi¢

AMONG THE STARS

My life is so boring. Every day is the same. Nothing special. I want an adventure.
Sometimes I wish I could live on other planets. Maybe Mars, Saturn or something
hotter like Venus. Well, these are just my silly thoughts. I have to go back to reality.
But I will never stop daydreaming. Maybe my wish will come true...

It’s been several days of the same, boring life. That Sunday I was taking a walk. It
was dusk. Stars were already set in the sky. They were magical. At one moment, I saw
a blinking star. I had no idea what it was. It looked like it was getting closer. It was
blinking. One moment red, and another white. It was getting so close, I could see
every detail. You would never believe what it was. A giant UFO ship!

I didn’t know what to do. I was standing and looking. I thought I should run. You
are probably thinking that this was what I wanted - an adventure. But, you know
what, I've changed my mind. I was running as fast as I could. I thought I was safe,
but why would things ever be as simple as that?

Suddenly, everything around me was black. Something from the UFO must have
put me to sleep. I slept for a while. When I opened my eyes, the first thing that I saw
was some creature. I screamed as loud as I could.

“What are you!?” I asked after I stopped screaming.

“I'm an alien. My name is T’tam. And yours?” he replied in an unusually friendly
voice.

But I was still terrified. Can you imagine that some alien is standing right in front
of you? I just kept looking at him.

“Why are you afraid? Please, don’t be. I won't hurt you.”

“I'm not afraid of you, I'm just afraid of where you’re taking me,” I answered in a
calm voice.

“I heard you would like to visit all planets of the Solar system. Am I right?” he said
with a smile on his face.

“How do you know that?” I almost screamed again.

How did he know that? I think I never said that out loud, only in my mind.
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“Each one of us gets one person from Earth to watch over and help them. I got
you. I know everything you are thinking,” he told me like it was some random fact. I
was worried because he knew everything I know.

“So, you know I want to see every planet and you just wanted to make my wish
come true?” I was happy but confused.

“Yes, that is right. Are we going or not?” he asked.

“I mean, this is a chance of a lifetime. Yes, we're going,” I answered with a smile.

“Our first destination is Mercury. And you don’t have to wait long. We are almost
there,” he told me happily.

I couldn’t believe this was actually happening. This was a dream come true.

“Mercury is the closest planet to the Sun. It’s almost three times smaller than
Earth,” he told me while we were looking at our first planet.

“It is so beautiful!” This was the only thing I could say back then. Now I could
barely see it.

“Next stop, Venus!” he told me. Several hours later we arrived at our second des-
tination.

“Venus is the hottest planet in the Solar system. One fun fact you probably didn’t
know. On Venus, days are longer than a year,” T°tam taught me.

“Really? I didn’t know. But as they say, every day you can learn something new;” I
answered politely.

I was watching Venus in all of its glow and, all of a sudden, I couldn’t see it any-
more.

“Next is Earth, but I think we can skip it for now. Is that ok?” he asked.

“Yes, it is,” I responded.

“Then, next planet — Mars! My home planet”

“You are from Mars? Really?” I was thrilled as we approached our next planet.

“Mars, also known as the Red Planet, is the fourth planet of our Solar system.
Once it had water, so maybe, humans could live there in the future, as our neigh-
bours,” he expressed his wish.

Mars was so amazing, and it wasn’t as red as I thought. It was more brown.

“Now, we're about to see the biggest one, Jupiter!” T’tam announced it.

As soon I've seen it, it was soooo big.

“Jupiter is our biggest planet. And what you probably didn’t know, the weather on
Jupiter is very similar to the Earth’s weather!” he told me.

“What’s next?” I asked.

“Saturn is out next destination,” he answered.
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“Really? Saturn is my favourite planet,” I responded.

As we were getting closer, I was feeling even more excited.

“Saturn is famous for its rings, which are nothing else but dust,” he taught me.

I couldn’t believe this was happening! I was seeing Saturn with my own eyes. Un-
fortunately, we had to move on.

“Uranus, here we come!” T’tam informed me.

We came near Uranus. In front of us stood a big, blue giant.

“Uranus is spinning so fast that it is flattened a bit,” he said quickly and continued
about our final stop. “We're off to our last destination - Neptune!”

“Neptune is the last planet, and the favourite one among Martian women because
of its famous diamond rains!”

That was the last thing I learned from T’tam.

After some time, we came back to Earth.

“You are home. I hope you have enjoyed our trip.”

“Thank you so much. It was the best time of my life,” I answered and hugged him.

“Goodbye T’tam!” I said and heard, “Wake up! You are late for school!”

It was my mother! What happened? Wasn't I with T’tam just now? It was obvi-
ously just a dream, a dream that I will never forget. A dream that made my wishes

come true.
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mentor: Davorka Nekid
institution: OS Ivana Gorana Kovaci¢a Vrbovsko

Dora Mance

MAGICAL ADVENTURE

Once upon a time, there was a place where witches and wizards lived. The site was
bordered by a thick magical wall, and they could not leave. But a group of rebellious
witches decided to see what was beyond those walls. The ruler warned them not to
go because it was dangerous, but they didn’t listen. There were four of them. Ziki was
the oldest one. There were twins Dorothea and Lilly. The youngest one was named
Phillipa. They were not ordinary witches as the people imagined them. They were
the most beautiful and magical witches in the whole wizardry world. And so, they
set off on an adventure.

They agreed they would leave during the day when nobody suspected anything.
The moment they left the castle, they felt completely free. They headed towards
the stream on the top of the magical hill they admired from a distance. When they
reached the top, they enjoyed a beautiful view until they saw that a part was utterly
black. As dark as night. The Forest was dying there. They decided to go to that part
and try to heal the Forest, but the night caught them in its veil, so they spent the
night nested at the bottom of the hill. When they woke up, they were surrounded by
strange creatures called goblins. They were small and not dangerous as the witches
imagined. The goblins asked them what they were doing there because they were the
first witches they had ever seen. Ziki answered that they had had enough of their re-
strictive life and decided to go out in the world. Goblins warned them about the ruler
of the Dark Forest. Still, they said they weren't afraid of anything and headed bravely
in that direction. Phillipa was worried they might miss the Forest, so she asked the
goblins to take them there. Goblins accepted with great joy, but they warned them
one more time. The witches were sure of their decision. The Dark Forest was the way
they wanted to go. On the way, they saw sparkling unicorns that they had only heard
stories about. They also saw beautiful mist fairies dressed in colorful airy dresses.
They decided to spend the night in that place called Wondertown. When they woke
up, they had to leave immediately because they were behind the planned schedule.
Dorothea suggested that they ride on unicorns. The goblins agreed, but first, they
had to go to the evaporating lake because they were thirsty.
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When they came to the lake, they saw a gigantic, scary-looking red dragon. They
were scared at first but greatly relieved when they saw a funny elf fly toward them.
Goblins repeatedly warned the witches that they didn’t want to take them to the
Forest, and the Dark Forest king would get angry at them. Lilly suggested that the
elves take them to the Forest. Ziki disagreed because she was afraid that the elves
would mess things up by being playful and cuddly, but she gave in. The night caught
them on the way to the Forest, so they had to spend several hours on the edge of the
Forest. Elves told them that the Forest is dangerous, and many scary creatures lived
there. When they finally stepped into the Forest, they sought caves to hide and make
fire. They did find a big shelter, but it was all dark inside, so they lit a fire. When the
fire started burning brightly, they saw huge, brown eyes. It was a cyclops, a danger-
ous creature from stories untold and deeply hidden in libraries worldwide. But this
one wasn't scary. He even offered them food and accommodation. Still, he warned
them they had to be very quiet after midnight, and they had to hide. Dorothea was
curious and asked why, and cyclops said that his brother would come after midnight
hungry and ready to eat anything, even witches and elves. If he scented them there,
he would devour them because he didn't eat for two days. Witches thought he was
joking because he wanted serenity, but he was telling the truth. After midnight his
brother came, but the witches and elves listened to the cyclops and stayed safe. Early
in the morning, they went deeper into the Dark Forest. When they came to the heart
of the Dark Forest, the elves let their dragons fly home. The Forest was full of dark
trees. When Lilly touched one, it became a beautiful singing oak. And so, the witches
turned dried plants and trees into glittering flowers and mesmerizing oaks. But then
they heard the threatening voice of the lord of the Dark Forest, who sounded angry.
He knew their location and flew swiftly to them. When he appeared in front of them,
the witches heard a big thunderstorm, followed by a cold feeling. He was furious
and told them to not touch anything that wasn't theirs. He even took Lilly’s powers
and told them to quickly move from his territory, or he would take all their magical
powers. Unfortunately, with the dragons gone, they were left in the Forest without
a fast way out. Suddenly, one dragon hiding behind the most enormous dark tree
appeared. It was the master dragon who had a bad feeling about entering the Forest
from the start but luckily, he was the one who saved them.

The dragon took the witches to their castle, where nobody excepted them to re-
turn but celebrated their reunion with their magical brothers and sisters. Despite
what had happened to them, they encouraged little witches and wizards to go out
and see the world because there’s beauty and adventures to be experienced...and
dangers to be avoided.
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mentor: Gordana Grgi¢
institution: OS Dragutin Tadijanovi¢, Slavonski Brod

Mia Kolobarié

THE PATHS FINALLY MEET...

The days flew by, the seasons didn’'t even bother to stay. You can never have enough
time to leave something for tomorrow. One thing I know for sure, that was definitely
true for Antoni. Antoni worked for a company whose main priority was tourism.
His boss was a workaholic, and by that, he gave everyone piles of documents to work
on, too many smaller jobs that only one like him could manage to finish in time and
caused lots of breakdowns and stress. That was one of the only reasons why Anto-
ni didn’t have time to do all the things he wanted and wished to. Most of Antoni’s
co-workers stayed in the company just because the salary was too good to just quit
the job because of the boss.

Antoni didn’t have a partner, but he did want to spend time with his family more
often than he actually could. His parents and siblings lived in Krakow, just like Anto-
ni. They didn't live too far away, but Antoni would always go there by his car. He got
so used to being in a rush that he forgot how it feels to have nothing to do and relax.
Antoni didn’t have a lot of days oft because the business grew over the holidays. But
when he did have days off, he would spend them taking long walks around the city
of Krakow.

One day he decided to go to a local pub that he’s never been to. On the way there,
he bumped into a woman that seemed familiar. All the way to the pub he thought
to himself, who it could be. Then he remembered. It was one of his aunt’s friends’
daughters. He saw the woman at a family gathering last year. He talked to his aunt
about her, he got a hold of her name, then he came to a realization that she was work-
ing in the same company as him.

A few weeks passed, and he forgot about her, until he saw Zuzanna one day at
work. This time, unlike the first one, he found her extravagantly beautiful. Since An-
toni was no shy man, he decided to talk to her. It looked like she remembered him
from the gathering too. They talked for a bit, and then exchanged numbers. After
that they went to grab a coffee, went to the theatre, and got to know each other. Keep
in mind that they had the same workplace so they could spend more time together.
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That was no ordinary love story. This time, they weren’t oblivious, and it was very
clear that they were interested in each other. Eventually they started dating, and a
couple of years later they got married, aged 27 and 25. To get married at such a young
age, you have to be mentally and emotionally prepared for everything that comes in
a package with marriage. And they felt they were.

Unfortunately, in their moments of happiness Zuzannas mother, Antoni’s moth-
er-in-law, passed away. Not even a single thing in their lives mattered to them any-
more. They were terribly sad. Their boss gave them a whole month off, surprisingly.
That was the only time they were both at their lowest, at the same time...

It was very hard to get back to their routines after their loss. The work their boss
gave them kept them occupied in a way. They never realized how they changed each
other. Antoni became more relaxed and didn’'t have the feeling like he was on needles
all the time. As for Zuzanna, she was motivated to go to work every day, and she did
a much better job than before Antoni appeared in her life. Antoni liked his job, but
Zuzanna lost her interest in tourism over the past few months. She opened a small
retail business. The business was going very well, she sold jewellery such as rings,
earrings, necklaces and bracelets. Zuzanna opened an online shop too, thats also
why the business grew bigger each day. Antoni, on the other hand, got a promotion
he’s been wanting for a very long time. A few years passed. And every year on anni-
versary of Zuzannas mother’s death they would leave black roses on her grave. Black
roses symbolize optimism and hope. Other people left red roses on the grave. Red
roses symbolize love, passion and romance. Zuzanna liked gardening, so she knew
what the colours of roses symbolize. With black roses she wanted to show what her
mother taught her when she was a little girl — always have hope and be optimistic,
if possible.

Zuzanna was a beautiful lady. She had smooth dark hair and brown eyes, and she
was short, slim and fit. Antoni was tall, had hazelnut brown hair, brown eyes and was
fit, too. They continued enjoying their life together, even after the unexpected loss
of Antoni’s mother-in-law. They, unlike most people, did something to achieve their
goals, feel comfortable in their own skin and be happier.

Eventually, they were ready to start a family. They ended up with 2 children, a
girl and a boy. The kids grew up in a safe and loving household. Siblings often get
into fights, just like Antoni and Zuzanna’s kids did, but that's completely normal.
Especially if they are brother and sister. The kids grew up into fair and kind people,
just like their parents. Now you may think that Antoni and Zuzanna had a perfect
life, but people conclude that only by reading this story. They got through so much
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together, and showed the world around them that all of the obstacles life put ahead of
them were not impossible to overcome. People just need to believe that it is possible
and have a loved one beside them.



64 | NATIONAL SHORT STORY WRITING COMPETITION

mentor: Katija Tefik-Bacac
institution: OS “Ivo Lola Ribar” Labin

Mei Mocinié

THE NECKLACE

Once upon a time there lived a boy named Jake. When he was 5 years old, his
grandmother passed away and gave him a strange necklace with 3 holes for dia-
monds. That necklace had 3 holes for three diamonds but two diamonds were miss-
ing. He is 14 years old now and he still keeps his grandmother’s necklace. When he
was 10 years old, he was playing outside and somehow he lost his necklace. When he
lost it everything was calmer in the house and there were not so many disasters in his
life like always. One day he helped his dad. They were cleaning the basement. When
they moved a lot of boxes and old blankets, they found the necklace. They wondered
how it got there because the last time he had seen it was outside. That was the day
Jake knew something was wrong with that necklace.

One day Jake was going to school as usual and he crossed the crosswalk. He saw
that a car was going very fast towards him. He didn’t know what to do so he started
to panic. But then something pulled him to the other side of the road. He saw that
he had come to the other side of the road, but he didn't know how... He thought
that some force pulled him, but that was impossible. He decided not to worry about
that because he had to worry about school now. When he arrived at school, the first
thing he did was greet his friends. He didn’t have many friends, but his friends were
very good. Their names were Lucy, Mark, Emma and Liam. Everyone was very kind
and always ready to help. When they gathered, they decided to go to the classroom.
Their first lesson was science. Emma loved science unlike others, she was even their
teacher’s favourite student. As they were talking about science, they heard some
strange noises outside the school. They thought that some kids were joking around,
so they didn’t worry that much. When they left the school they saw people. Strange
people... They were behaving differently and looked like they hadn’t slept in hours.
Lucy was very scared so they left immediately. They thought it was just a coincidence
and that these people were surely here for a reason. When everyone arrived at their
homes, Jake and Liam wanted to know who those people were and why they looked
like that. Jake told everyone to meet in his basement because that’s where they always
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meet. When they all arrived in his basement, they decided to check if those people
were still there, so they headed towards the school. When they got to where they had
last seen those strange people, they found nothing but trash and some torn clothes.
When they searched a little better, they found a small green diamond. They didn’t
know what it was for, but they took it home to examine it. They decided to take the
diamond and all those torn clothes home and look at them a little better. When they
got home, they put all the clothes and things on the table to look at them better.
Mark noticed that some of the clothes were the same as his dad’s, and Lucy noticed
that there were a lot of clothes like her grandmother’s. At that moment Jake remem-
bered that he had a necklace with two diamonds missing, he was still wearing it. He
told his friends about the necklace, so they checked to see if the diamond fit into the
hole in the necklace. It fit perfectly. Of course, they wondered how that diamond got
to those strange people so they decided to investigate it a little bit. The first thing they
did was ask Jake’s mother where Jake’s grandmother got that necklace and how the
diamonds disappeared. His mom told them that she got that necklace in a jewelry
store across the street from our house and that grandma just woke up one day and
those two diamonds weren’t on the necklace. After that, Jake and his friends went
to the jewelry store. When they arrived in front of the jewelry store, they saw that
it was closed and that it looked very old. They were confused and asked some peo-
ple why it was closed. People said that that jewelry store had already closed 5 years
ago and that no one had been in it since then. They were a little bit disappointed
because they couldn't find out more about that necklace, but they couldn’t do any-
thing about it. The next day after school lessons finished, they continued to search
the entire school because yesterday was not the first time that something strange
had happened. When they got to the maths classroom, they started searching all the
desks and closets. When it was time to search the teacher’s desk, they found a blue
diamond in the drawer and everyone immediately thought of Jake’s necklace.

When they tried to put the diamond in the necklace, it fit perfectly again. The
necklace shook and fell to the floor. Everyone was frightened when the spirit of an
old lady came out of the necklace. That old lady was Jake’s grandmother, actually it
was her spirit. “Grandma!” Jake shouted with joy in his voice. “I thought you had
left us and that you were no longer with us” “Oh, I never really left” Grandma whis-
pered. “But now we don't have time for fooling around. I have to tell you something
you've never really heard before. You have a sister. Her name is Sophia. Your parents
have been hiding her from you all this time so she wouldn't tell you the truth. Your
parents aren't really your parents. Your sister tried to tell you this many times but
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she couldn’t because the people that pretended to be your parents wouldn’t let her
“Grandma said, hoping that Jake wouldn't be too sad or scared. “But Grandma, why
did they do that?” Jake asked with tears in his eyes. “Because they wanted to protect
you from your real parents” said grandma. “Your real parents are bad people, Jake.
Your real mum was in jail for doing bad things, and when she got out she wanted
custody of you but none of us thought it was a good idea because she might do some
bad things to you” said grandma. “Jake, don’t be sad, please” told him grandma. “It’s
ok grandma.” said Jake with very calm voice. “Real parents have to take care of their
child. My real parents didn’t do that, did they? They are acctualy not my real parents
then.” Jake spoke with a smile on his face. “Parents are not the ones who gave birth
to you, they are the ones who raised you and took care of you..” Jake said in a calm
voice and started running towards his house. When he entered the house, he went to
the kitchen to hug his mother. “I know the truth about everything, Grandma told me
everything..” said Jake while hugging his mother. “I'm so sorry Jake, for everything
I've done” his mother told him as she almost started to cry. “It's okay mum, you did
it to protect me” said Jake. “Yes, to protect you...” said his mother. They stayed in the
kitchen for a long time. That day, Jake discovered the truth about his life but also
learned that his parents would do anything for him.
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institution: OS Sesvetska Sela, Zagreb

Karla Rajkovié¢

THE STORM

One rainy evening when Kelly and Jonathan were having dinner at their favorite
restaurant, JUDITH’S, Barb and Lin found a body covered in rags. They were excit-
ed. Kelly is a writer and in her books she talks about her detective work. Barb is one
of the companions in her books, and in the first book, as she says, the body must
remain intact, so they left the umbrella they had over the body. But, unfortunately
for them, the umbrella was struck by lightning and the body split open. This will
make the work of forensics very difficult. They called Dr. Kelly and her team, so
they picked up the remains and started researching. First they surveyed people who
found the body because they were so excited to find it.

- So you are the ones who found the body. I'm surprised. Most people are disgust-
ed.

- Yes but not us.

She said excitedly because she is a big fan of Kelly’s work.

(Lin then Barb)- Could you sign this for us after this. You know, we are big fans
of you and your work.

- I'm glad you like it, but we have to get this over with.

“Let me talk a little” Jonathan said to his chin.

As soon as he got some space from Chattering Barb, he started with the real ques-
tioning.

- So you found the body? Was the face of the victim known to you?

- Not to me, but to Lin it is. That’s why he wasn’t as excited as me. It’s his niece...

- My best friend’s niece. She disappeared a few days ago while he and his wife were
on the road. Her things were missing, so they thought she had gone to spend the
night with her best friend Martha, our daughter. But when she didn't come back...
They suspected the worst.

- He doesn’t know yet, I thought I'd let him know but...

- Wait a minute. You could confirm whether she was or not with you.

- Yes, but we weren’t in town either, only Martha and Lili.
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- Who is Lili now? -Jonathan asked.

- Oh yes, we forgot to tell you. Lili is Ed’s niece.

- And who is Ed? - Kelly asked confused.

- And Ed is my best friend.

- And Lili’s mom and dad? What about them?

- Oh, they were killed six years ago. Since then, Lili lives with them.

- Does Lili have a brother or sister?

- She has both. Brother and sister are older, both are seventeen. Lili was fifteen
but she was more famous and had a little more savings than them. The brother was
a little jealous, but the sister supported her in everything. Their names were Liam
and Annie.

- Hey Kelly, I need you alone for a while! Don’t you think both murders are con-
nected?

- I don’t know, I'll ask Julia.

- Okay, I think we're done here. Kelly, sign what you need. I'm waiting for you in
the car.

They headed to the lab. All the time Kelly thought about how Lila’s own brother
was jealous and that gives a good motive. As soon as she arrived at the lab, she im-
mediately rushed to Julia’s office to look for what he told her. Jonathan told her to do
a data reconstruction to see what happened in the attack on the Wilson family.

Meanwhile with the forensics:

Dr. Nicol, Dr. Roy, and Dr. Lia tried to join the body parts to better identify the
injuries and fractures, but first they had to remove the skin and muscle tissue to bet-
ter study the bones. Dr. Kelly joined them. As soon as Dr. Roy removed the bones,
Kelly immediately put them under a magnifying glass. She noticed a large crack on
the skull and quickly brought Julia to try to find the weapon that caused the crack.
While Kelly and Julia talked about it, Nicol, Lia and their new student Tony look and
study the rest of the bones. They found a broken arm. They took that to Julia. She
identified both weapons that caused these injuries. She worked with Roy, who deals
with reptiles, insects and particles found in the body. They found pieces of wood in
the tissue sample from the broken arm. And that piece of wood belongs to a baseball
bat. They also found pieces of fake field grass. But it takes a certain amount of force
to break an arm, so the man who broke Lili’s arm had to know how to use a club.

- And the head? How did that injury occur?

Kelly asked excitedly.

- It was created by something a little harder, like a stone, but we cannot confirm
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that. - Dr. Julia said

Then Lia entered the office and asked Julia to reconstruct the possible attack.
Then, as Jonathan sat in his office he remembered that he hadn't questioned Lila’s
brother and sister yet. He brought them into the examination room and Kelly helped
since she knows more about the injuries.

- Do you know anything about...

- About the murder of our Lili? Uncle Lin told us.

- So he told you.

They started with the story of the murder, but the sister shed a tear at Lila’s picture.

Jonathan whispered something to Kelly and they continued their interrogation.

- Do you know anything about the murder?

- No, we don't.

- Did Lili have enemies?

- Not really. But at the last American football game, she got into an argument with
a player.

- Really? With who? What’s his name ?

- His name was Carlos. Carlos Beyond. He and I trained together.

- Okay. Thank you.

While they were driving, Jonathan and Kelly talked a bit and she texted Julia to
identify the player who attacked Lili. Julia replied to her message and sent the ad-
dress where Lila’s attacker lives. They arrested him and took him to the station.

- Okay Carlos, we hear you're attacking young high school students now.

- Firstly, call me Blaze. Everyone in the team calls me that. Secondly, I do not at-
tack high school students.

Carlos said angrily and shakily.

- So you didn't attack the high school girl who came to the last game of the season?

Carlos began to sweat lightly.

- No, of course not. I would never attack a colleague. Even though they are young-
er than me. Here I have access to all cameras. I am the principal’s assistant.

And nothing really happened. But then the timer on the screen reminded Kelly
that she still had to ask Roy about the time of death, so when they left she imme-
diately called him. Roy cleaned the bones himself so he could study the tissue and
by all indications of the tissue the time of death was around nine to eleven oclock.
She thanked Roy and remembered that the timer showed the end time of the match,
which was around eight oclock.

Kelly rushed to Julia’s office and told her to do some research on this “Blaze” guy.
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- It turns out that he is very popular at that university and that he really easily
attacks the recruits. Accused and guilty of some small crimes like petty theft and as-
sault but nothing major. That is until now, if we can prove that he is guilty. - said Julia.

- I knew he was hiding something! - Said Kelly and quickly asked for his address.
This time she called the whole team and they headed towards Stonebridge Street
where he lived. The parents introduced themselves as Ritta and Rick and let them in
but warned that Carlos was asleep. They let them into the room and Carlos woke up.
Then he exclaimed:

-WHAT ARE YOU DOING IN MY ROOM!!!

- We are here to search your room.

They literally turned the whole room upside down and Carlos was sweating like it
was 50*C outside. He said that they wouldn't find anything and that they could give
up now, but Kelly still found something, Jonathan arrested Carlos and they headed
to the labs. When she arrived Dr. Roy told her she had bled to death.

- But that doesn’t explain the crack on the head. - said Nicole. Meanwhile under
investigation Jonatan was pressuring Carlos to show him the whole video and sud-
denly he cracked under the pressure and showed the video. The video shows only
him hitting Lili with his helmet, causing her to pass out. Carlos then stopped the vid-
eo and said- I didn’t know what to do with her, so I went to look for help, but when
I came back, she wasn’t there....

- And you expect us to believe you? - Jonathan said.

- Don’t believe me, watch the video! - And he really left, but before he came back,
someone killed Lili with a baseball bat. Jonathan rushed to Julia’s office to sharpen
and brighten the picture. It was Lila’s sister Annie. Kelly rushed to the house where
Lilas brother and sister lived and arrested Annie and took her to an interrogation
room.

- Why did you kill your own sister?

- Because it’s...Uh...

- Is what, say it!

- She was mean to me because everyone loved her and she kept rubbing it in my
face. She treated me like I was the last trash in the world. And mom and dad didn’t
see what a monster she was and they always did what she wanted. they weren't fair
so-1I.

- So you what? Wait, you killed them too?

- Yes — then Annie burst into tears. She was not of legal age, so she could not go to
prison yet, but she will be kept in the correctional facility for only one year, and then
she can go to court.
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mentor: Mariza Hrvatin-Mahmutovié
institution: OS “Ivo Lola Ribar” Labin

Noa Martinazzoli

PARALIE

There was a 15-year-old girl named Mia. She lived in a town called Greenvale
which was also the name of the country. In her world eveyone talked to their parallel
selves. Then, one day she discovered...

Mia meets her parallel self at 10:00 am every day. They talk for hours. Mia has a
brother Leo. Their parents Shon and Beth are with their parallel selves all the time,
so Mia’s grandmother looks after the children. Mia’s friends are John and Lisa. They
see each other every day.

It was 10 o’ clock that day. Mia went to her parallel self and as usual it advised her
what to do. Mia2.0 (Mia’s parallel self) is not like Mia. Mia is patient, but Mia2.0 is
impatient. Still, one can’t live without the other. Every day they talk about different
things: girls’ stuff and other secrets.

Mia attended Jonathan High School. Her favourite subject was Paratravelling
where the students learn about theories of travelling into a parallel world. She always
enjoyed meeting Mia2.0, but Lisa and John thought that was boring.

One day she found out that Mia2.0 was missing. Mia thought that Mia2.0 was just
late so she waited for her. But Mia2.0 did not appear. So Mia headed home and went
to bed. The next morning her grandma woke her up. She had just baked cookies with
chocholate chips. Mia and Leo adored them. Leo pounced on them, but even though
Mia usually eats them all, she didn’t taste one. Her grandmother realized something
was wrong . “What’s bothering you, dear?” she asked her. Mia told her that Mia 2.0
wasn't there and she worried something happened to her. Grandmother told her to
have breakfast first and then to check if Mia2.0 was back. Mia agreed.

She didn’t see Mia2.0, but she saw a paper glued to the mirror. On the paper it was
written that Mia2.0 went to spy on the government because she thought that parallel
worlds actually did not exist and that it was all just a government trap.

Mia called Lisa and John to come to her room. She showed them the paper and
they were shocked. Mia wanted to go to the “Parallel world and she remembered
her teacher’s theory. The theory goes that you have to create a bunch of energy in



72 | NATIONAL SHORT STORY WRITING COMPETITION

front of the mirror and the portal will open. So she did. She created energy with po-
tatoes and treadmill. Mia, Lisa and John all met their parallel selves which told them
that Mia2.0 was lost in the vent and that they should rescue her. They made a plan
and went to rescue Mia2.0. They called Mia2.0 on her mobile phone to check if she
was OK. Mia2.0 said that the government lied about the parallel world thing. The
children felt scared about the government’s intention, and wanted to warn everyone
about it, without the government knowing it.

They decided to go to the government building with a map of the vents. Mia2.0
must have fallen into the lab and the government caught her. They struggled to get
through the vent as it was really tight. They arrived to the place where Mia2.0 was,
but couldn’t get her out.

The children rushed out of the vents to create another plan. Lisa was a genius so
she created a weapon that can blind anyone. When they crawled into the govern-
ment building again, they got into the lab and saw scary things (skulls and toxic
trash).They heard footsteps and a voice...there was a scientist talking to somebody
about erasing Mia2.0’s memory. They also heard that the people in the building had
transferred Mia2.0 into a secret room in the basement. Mia, John, Lisa and their
parallel selves decided to blind the scientist and get Mia2.0 out. They named them-
selves The Dimensional Crew. They followed the scientist to the secret room in the
basement. The Dimensional Crew blinded everyone in the room except Mia2.0. The
Crew stole the keys and broke Mia2.0 out of a cage. Mia2.0 told them what she had
heard: that was all a trap and there was no parallel world - it was just a usual town
which the scientist divided into two parts.

“My name is not Mia2.0 - it’s Rose. Lisa2.0, you are Mariah and John2.0, your
name is Mike®, she said. “The government wants all the people in the town dead so
they could build the biggest lab in the world®

The Crew had a plan to stop the apocalypse. The other day The Crew went door to
door handing out leaflets telling the people what was going on. Everyone went back
to his or her part of the town and did the same thing. Both parts now created a bunch
of energy so they broke the scientist’s invention. The town was united.

Lisa blinded the people in the government and made them sleep. While they were
sleeping, the children erased their memory and then handed them to the police.
People took torches and burnt the government building.

Greenvale turned into an ordinary town again. In the place where the govern-
ment building used to be, people built a big school with a swimming pool and play-
grounds.Teachers removed the subject about parallel worlds and added new ones
about kindness and how to be a better person.
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The Crew built their hideout in a treehouse. They have been best friends ever since.
Everyone has got new passions. Mia started singing for musicals. Lisa enjoys doing
experiments with baking soda and vinegar. John and Mike have joined a football
club and Rose has learnt knitting. They are the best team. Everyone wins prizes in
competitions. They also compete about who is going to have more trophies. Some-
times they fight about an issue and don't talk to each other for some time, but then
they apologize and the Dimensional Crew is back again.
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mentor: Maja Mitrovi¢ Laskarin
institution: OS “Antun Nem¢i¢ Gostovinski” Koprivnica

Maria Milanovi¢ Vugrac

MY BESTIE AND ME

One sunny day a new girl came to our class. She was tall and slim and she had
long blond hair. Her name was Mary and she was very shy. Mary was a little worried
about coming to a new school. But I liked her at first sight because she was really
nice and sweet.

In form class our teacher said, ,,Today we have Mary with us.“

“Welcome to our class, Mary!“, we said.

“Maria!“

“Yes, teacher?“ I said.

“Can you show Mary our bathroom and the library?“

“Yes, I would like that!*

The bell rang for the end of class.

“Where is the library?“ Mary asked me.

“Here, I'll show you. First you go left and then straight and there’s the library. It’s
open now. It closes at 6 pm.©

“Thank you very much!®, Mary said.

“Youre welcome! Oh, yes, I almost forgot! The bathroom is across our English
classroom.*

“Now I know, thanks!“

“Have fun, bye! See you, Mary!“

When I was walking home I saw Mary again.

“Hey, Mary! What are you doing?“

“Oh, Maria, my little puppy Max ran away yesterday and I'm worried!

“No way!“

“Yes!, Mary cried.

“Just a minute! Is your puppy brown?*, I asked.
“Yes, he is.“

“He is right here! Look!*

“You are the best, Maria! Thank you so much!“
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“Well, actually he saw you so he found you! That means you are a really good
owner!“ I said.

“Maybe...", Mary said.

“You are!*

“I'm glad to hear that. Maria, do you want to stay for a glass of juice?*

“I'm sorry, but I can’t. Mom is waiting for me because we are going to visit my
aunt.”

“OK. Bye!“, Mary said.

Next day at school Mary and I sat together and it was amazing, the best! We
laughed in the 15-minute break.

But, around a month later, I told Mary we were moving. I didn’t know where, but
it was difficult.

One day Mary said: “We are going to drink that juice today!*

“Yes, sure! Finally!“

We were drinking juice and talking about school and how to stay such good
friends like now.

“I think we are moving to another city,“ I said.

“Come on!“ Mary was surprised.

“I'm not sure, I'll know more tomorrow.

“OK. And when are you moving?“

“In June,“ I replied.

“So soon? In six months? , Mary asked.

“Yes... But we are going to be just fine, you and me!“

Time was flying like crazy! Month after month, May came.

“Maria, I never asked you again, where are you moving?“

“Well...to....«

“Tell me already!, Mary said.

“To your neighbour’s house, Mary! We are going to be even closer now! I'm so, so
happy!*

“Me too!!!; Mary screamed.

School was almost done, and Mary and me were even better friends! Almost best
friends. Mary’s birthday was in two days, and I had just a perfect present!

That was one beautiful necklace. Actually, there were two parts and when they are
matched it says: U are my bestie!

The day Mary celebrated her birthday was amazing! And Mary was so happy!

“Here you go my bestie!, I said.
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“No way! My God! I wanted this necklace! How?... How did you know?“

“I did not, I just thought that’s good idea.”
“I think that is my second favourite present, Mary said.

“What is the first one?

“Well....
“Come on, tell me, Mary!“
“OK, OK! My mom told me I'm going to be a...”
I couldn’t wait for Mary’s answer. “What? A... What?!“
“A big sister! She told me today! I am so glad! I can't believe this! I have a bestie
and I am going to be an older sister!” Mary said.
“Do you know if it is a boy or a gir]?“
“Ttis...”
“A boy? A girl?“ I asked again.
“A boy!" Mary said.
“Wow! I can’t believe it!“

“Me neither! This is the best year of my life!“
My bestie and me lived in one beautiful world full of happiness. We found out

that life can be sad too, but we need to be positive and find happiness in friends and

family.
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mentor: Marta Barisi¢
institution: OS “Jesenice”, Dugi Rat

Klara Cvitanovié

THE SCHOOL CHRISTMAS SHOW

The school Christmas show was approaching. Me and my friends were attending
extracurricular English class when the teacher showed us a script for a school play
that we could perform at the Christmas show. We read it and we all liked it very
much.

The name of the play was: “Christmas Around the World”. We decided who would
play the roles: my friend played mum, me and the other girl were going to play
daughters and two other girls, and a boy were going to play puppets. In the play
children think that you can't have Christmas without snow, reindeer, and Christmas
carols. Mum explains them they can do that if only they have love and faith.

We all took our scripts home and started practising. We were reading it and learn-
ing by heart. We were meeting up for practising at school. Every day we were getting
better. We were laughing a lot, too. Sometimes we were even practising it in the staff
room! It was a real fun. Sometimes we fooled around and laughed a lot, but we tried
to learn our text as well as possible.

There were only a few days left until the event and we were all super excited! We
practised speaking our text expressively. We tried to learn it well so as not to forget
it on the stage. And the day of the Christmas show finally arrived! We were waiting
for our turn to come out on the stage. Everybody was excited but also afraid that we
would forget something or make a mistake. Fortunately, all were encouraging us, so
we calmed down a little bit.

It was time to show up on the stage. We came in front of the students and teachers
and started reciting. Suddenly a girl forgot her line and there were a few seconds of
complete silence. Some kids in the auditorium started laughing, which made me an-
gry. My friends and I helped her to continue. In the end there was a huge applause.
We left the stage and the girl who made a mistake started crying because she was
very upset. We all comforted her and told her that she was great. Even the teacher
said that our performance was excellent.

It's okay to make mistakes. We learn from them, and we get better. The point is
that we need to have fun in everything we do. We must remember that, and it is the
most important thing to learn.



78 | NATIONAL SHORT STORY WRITING COMPETITION

mentor: Sandra Brcko
institution: OS Hugo Kon, Zagreb

Zita Bajic¢

CLEAR LENSE

Water was dripping... It smelled horrible.. But it looked normal? Miley was at
home, the birds were chirping, and it was still spring. When Miley got up and looked
around, she saw her glasses were out of their case. The case was on the other side of
the room; as Miley grabbed her glasses and started towards it, she gave up halfway
there. The case was so far away and she was too tired and couldn’t breathe, so she
grabbed her inhaler off the desk and placed her glasses down. After she inhaled, she
put down the inhaler and sat down, as she realised something was off. She didn't
have a dripping tap and shed taken out the garbage this morning, so what was it
that was dripping and smelled so bad? She ran to the desk to take her glasses and
inhaler, so that she could go to her room. Running, she bumped into something, but
nothing was there... She didn’t flinch, in fact, she just continued to her room. Her
room was messy and unorganized, but she didn’t mind and she sat down on her bed
to think. She kept thinking, thinking, thinking, until she gave up. Her glasses were
in her hand and she looked at them like a poor puppy on the street. She decided to
put her glasses on.

“What is this?!” swiftly she threw her glasses at the wall. “Why is there a zombie
in my room?!”

Her inhaler was thankfully next to her. She kept inhaling because she was in a
state of shock. Her glasses didn’t break and she was surprised; she picked them up
to see if she was dreaming. She wasn't. Petrified, she ran outside with her glasses and
inhaler to find answers. Outside it was warm and sunny, it smelled terrible and the
air was hard to breathe. Her glasses were in her left hand and her inhaler in her right
hand. As she put her glasses on, she had her eyes closed, and she said, °I don’t think
I'm ready for this”

About to give up, she heard somebody yell, “Help!”

She turned around to see what was happening and, to her surprise, it was a young
man her age being chased by zombies.

“Please, help me!” he screamed once again.
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Not knowing what to do, she threw whatever was in her right hand and ran in his
direction to help him. She grabbed him under his arms to drag him to safety.

“Can you tell me what’s happening?” she asked, trying to catch her breath.

Weakly, he tried to say something, but ended up just muttering, “Meh... help...
me... blue... bottle” His face was turning pale and he looked fairly weak.

Miley believed he wanted water, so she ran to get some, but she found just... blue
bottles. She didn’t know the difference, so she took one and ran back to the man who
was pointing at his neck that had a bitemark. Instinctively, Miley splashed water on
his wound and hoped that it was the right thing to do. Thankfully, he got his color
back and started breathing rapidly, to catch all the air he could. Still curious, Miley
repeated her question:

“Can you tell me what’s happening?”

“Can you let a man breathe, please, I almost died!”

“Sorry, I forgot I saved your life,” said Miley with frustration.

He looked at her and gave her a short and irritated smile. “There’s an apocalypse!
Happy?!” he said to get it over with.

“Thanks for all the useful intel,” Miley blew him off. “Can you tell me something
that isn't obvious?”

“That’s all there is to know!” he yelled, scratching around the wound.

“Can you at least tell me what bit you?” she said, wanting to know more.

“What do you think?! I was being chased by zombies and I fell, so, please, connect
the dots.”

They turned their backs on each other to show they were mad. Miley realised both
of her hands were empty; she had dropped her inhaler...

“Please, help me whatever your name is!” she said, holding back her tears.

“My name is Charles and what do you need help with?” knowing he owed her a
favour for saving his life, he had to help her.

“I dropped my inhaler while saving you! Also, I'm Miley”

The conversation was just getting interesting, but then a zombie broke in!

“GLaWhh” the zombie moaned.

“Run!” as Charles said that, he swiftly picked Miley up, put her on his shoulder
and carried her to safety.

Miley took off her glasses and realised everything was normal. It seemed as if her
glasses were magical. To check, she put them on again and it was disgusting; she took
them off and everything was normal. The glasses didn’t break when she threw them
and she could see the real world when she took them off. Looking at her glasses, she
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realised they were a bit dusty, so she used her shirt to wipe them and then put them
back on.

Butterflies flying, birds singing, flowers blooming - it was perfect! Questioning ev-
erything that had happened and was happening, she decided to slap herself because
Charles was looking at her weirdly, as if shed blown him a raspberry. She decided to
see if this was real, so she took her glasses off again, only to see the real world. Miley
realised her glasses showed the perfect reality when cleaned and a terrible reality
when dirty.

Cheerfully, she tried to hug Charles, but he left. Miley went home not suspecting
a thing, yet Charles followed her.

“Tve found her. She’s the one,” he said.
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mentor: Marija Juki¢
institution: OS Ivane Brli¢ Mazurani¢, Kogka

Tea Martié

THE MYSTERY OF MARSELLIEN CITY

Once upon a time, there lived a girl. Her parents were the owners of the largest
company in the city. One day, they had to go to a meeting on another continent. She
had to stay all alone with her two little brothers.

After they left it started raining and the storm descended on the city. Her brothers
were scared and then the power went out. Then there was a loud crash of thun-
derbolt. Little brothers started screaming. She tried to silence them, but they didn’t
listen. The main door opened and the aliens entered. Brothers screamed from all the
voice, but the aliens just walked past her and knocked her to the floor, and took little
brothers with them. She screamed and tried to grab her brother’s leg, but she failed.
She started yelling for help but no one heard her. She cried and cried for hours but it
didn’t help. She fell asleep on the cold floor all in tears.

Tomorrow morning she woke up and realized that one of the aliens lost one of
their walkie-talkies. She tried to use it but it had too many buttons. She tried to
remember the code aliens had on their boots because she thought that was their
secret code, but she couldnt. She tried to call her parents but they had no signal. At
that moment she saw alien footprints. She started following them and they took her
to the forbidden forest. At the entrance, she saw a few aliens walking past her, but
they acted like they didn’t see her, or maybe they didn't see her at all because they
had something black covering their eyes. She tried to come closer to the middle of
the forest where she assumed was a spaceship. But at the moment she came into the
circle which belongs to aliens and the alarm activated. She ran the fastest she could
but the king of aliens caught her. They put her in jail. She tried to scream but her
voice just disappeared. She couldn’t believe what was happening. But then unex-
pectedly Superman came through the ceiling and tried to break into the jail but the
aliens started shooting at him. He stopped all the bullets and unlocked the door of
the jail. He saved her. But not her little brothers. She asked him can he help her save
her brothers but it was too late, the spaceship was already going back to Mars. She
cried and Superman surprised her by saying that he also owns his flying spaceship
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but that it was not finished. She followed him to his base and there he gave her food
and drink. He told her that his spaceship was supposed to be ready in two days.
She couldn’t wait till then but she knew how to find her brothers. Both of them had
smartwatches that had real-time locations. They were in some place called Marsell-
ien City.

In two days the spaceship was ready and they started their flight. When they land-
ed on Mars the alien army started shooting at them. Superman knew the alien lan-
guage so he told them that they came all the way there to save her little brothers. The
king laughed at him and told him that they did not want to kill her brothers but they
wanted to bring her brothers to be part of their alien school. She was shocked only
because of such confusion. She told them that she would give them everything just to
get her brothers back. They wanted to keep her brothers but Superman had a better
idea. He gave them two robots that looked like normal people in exchange for her
brothers. They liked the idea and accepted it with ease.

She was so happy to see her brothers. They all said goodbye to the aliens and got
in the spaceship... at that moment she heard someone calling her name. She woke
up and realized that all was just a dream. The brothers called her to come closer to
the window and look at a miracle...they saw a flying spaceship by the moon. “So was
this really a dream?” she thought and got back to her brothers.



PRIMARY SCHOOL - 5" AND 6™ GRADE | 83

mentor: Tajana Kradija
institution: OS “Tin Ujevi¢”, Osijek
(ugenica je odselila u OS Pakostane)

Mia Kurtov

FLOWERLAND

My name is Fay, and my name means “fairy”, so you can easily guess that I am a
fairy. I live in Flowerland with my brother. In the land of the fairies, there is a tradi-
tion where siblings live together, and their parents live alone in another house. This
tradition prepares kids for the future life with their family.

Flowerland is placed on an unexplored island, in the middle of an ocean. Humans
haven't found us yet, although we have been here for thousands of years. The whole
Flowerland is surrounded by a meadow and flowers, so that’s why it’s called “Flow-
erland”. An average fairy lives for about fifty years. As we know, humans discovered
only 5% of the ocean, so I hope they still won't find us. All the fairies have wings and
they can fly. All the fairies have different powers. Some powers are helpful and some
powers are not.

I will tell you a story about what happened to us, something that I will never
forget. One day, a loud noise woke me up early in the morning. Somehow, I knew
that Flowerland is in the danger. I got dressed and then I left the house. I saw a huge
boat coming near Flower Island. I woke my brother up, we packed our things and
left the house. So many fairies flied to many different directions, but which one was
the safe one? The fairies started looking for a new home. My brother, our family and
I traveled together. After a few days of traveling, many fairies started flying together,
to protect each other. We flied, and flied for weeks, but we still couldn’t find a new
home.

One day, it was raining like crazy. Suddenly, one of my fairy friends saw an island.
All the fairies started flying to that island. That island was undiscovered. Since my
dad was a good builder, he built my family a wooden house there. I wanted to ex-
plore the island, but I waited for the rain to stop.

The night came really fast, and the rain didn't stop. I fell asleep. When I woke up
in the morning, I told my family that I was going to look for food. The island was
not so big, so I couldn’t get lost easily. I walked through the forest. I walked for a



84 | NATIONAL SHORT STORY WRITING COMPETITION

few minutes, when I saw a house. The house was small. I was curious, so I explored
it. There was nothing in that house, except for a bookshelf. And there was only one
book on the bookshelf. I opened it. The only thing that was written in it was “Flow-
erland will be attacked by monsters, not by humans. This island will be attacked by
the same monsters.”

These words made me speechless for a moment. Since I have a healing power, the
war with the monsters may end up with our win. I am a fire fairy, so my fire powers
may help us, too. My brother is a nature fairy. He can talk to animals. My dad is a
sea fairy. My mom is a butterfly fairy. She can talk to butterflies. She is basically one
of them.

I heard some strange noise, so I started flying home. I got home fast. My family
and friends waited for me impatiently. Our family friend said that she saw a green lit-
tle monster. My dad said that we had to pack our things. It was too late. The monsters
started attacking us. Since my aunt has the same powers as me, I went to the house
where I found the book. When I arrived, I opened that book and started reading it.
The book said that monsters’ weaknesses are butterflies. That was great, because my
mom is a butterfly fairy. Sometimes, she could turn into a butterfly. I closed the book
when I was done with reading. I came back home. My mom was hiding in the house
because she used to think that her powers would be useless in this situation. I told
her that she was wrong.

My family, family friends and I started fighting with the monsters. The monsters
were small, but there were many of them. The butterflies couldn’t kill the monsters,
they just made them run away. Since my brother had nature powers, he could make
a cage for the monsters. I made a plan. I told my brother to make a cage using his
powers. But he had to close the cage when all the monsters were in it. My brother did
what I said. My mom somehow forced the monsters to get into the cage. She used
her butterfly powers.

My plan worked. Not exactly how I imagined, but it worked. One of the monsters’
leaders was injured. I healed him using my healing powers. The fairies and the mon-
sters made a deal that they would never fight again. The monsters also fixed Flower
Island. They are great builders, like my dad. They have a lot in common. My dad
built them houses. The monsters were deadly afraid of my mother because she was
a butterfly.

That same day, my family, family friends and I came back to our real home, to
Fairyland. The fairies became friends with the monsters and they never got into a
fight ever again.
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mentor: Bozana Cicak
institution: OS “Retfala” Osijek

Petra Muha

LILY AND THE DINOSAURS

One day a girl named Lily was going to the history museum. That day was the
BEST day of her life! She discovered something that no human even dreamt of!

Lily’s diary: the fourth of March

Tomorrow I am going to a history museum. I hope it’s not going to be boring! I
can’t wait to see the fossils of dinosaur but I don’t know if I will be able to see T-rex
because they found one more of his bones.

-Lily! Hurry up!-

-Coming mum!-

Lily packed her bag and ran down the stairs.

-Woof! Woof!-

-You can’'t go Ruby. You know that dogs can’t go to a museum.-

Her mum and dad were already in the car.

-Lily, your father and I need to go to the store to buy meat for lunch and some dog
food for Ruby. Do you want me to stay? Will you be ok on your own?-

-Yes mum, I will be fine. Don’t worry.-

-Ok. Bye Lily!-

-Bye mum! Bye dad! Ok, so where are the dinosaurs? Oh, there they are!-

Lily found a big closet, but she thought that was the door. When she opened the
closet, she found a time machine. She pressed a button and the minute she pressed
it, she disappeared.

-Where am I? Aaaaaaaaaal-

A T-rex came to Lily and pushed her in a corner.

-Ttt... T-rex?-

-T? It’s just Rex.-

-A! You can speak?-

-Yes. Why not?-

-You ‘re an animal.-

-So what?-
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-Ok Lily, you are back in time. Wait. What did you say your name is?-

-Rex.-

-Hi Rex, I'm Lily. Please don't eat me!-

-I won’t. You are too small! Even for smaller dinosaurs.-

-Ok.-

-Wait, what's that smell? What's in your pocket?-

Lily opened her pocket and took out a dog treat.

-It’s a dog treat. Do you want to try it?-

-Yes!-

-Here you... A! Ouch! You almost ate my whole hand.-

-Sorry! But this dog treat is the best thing I have ever eaten!-

-Ok. But...-

-Do you have some more?-

-Yes but first, what’s for lunch? I maybe have some cookies...

The T-rex was holding a Pterosaur.

-What's that?! And wait, it’s still alive! You are not going to eat him right?-

-Well...-

-Drop him. Drop him right now! I will give you a treat.-

Rex dropped the dinosaur that was a lot smaller than him.

-T t t thanks.-

-No problem. What's your name?-

-Lola.-

-What's that sound?-

-It’s a triceratops.-

-Let’s go and find it-

-OK!-

They followed the triceratops to the lake.

-Hil-

-Hi? Who are you?-

-I'm Lily and these are Rex and Lola-

-Nice to meet you, I'm Tracy.-

-Tracy Triceratops.-

-What?-

-Oh nothing! I wanted to tell you that all of you will die if we don’t stop a meteor
that’s coming from space!

-What’s a meteor and what’s space?-

-No time to explain what space is, but a meteor is a giant rock. It’s that thing in the
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sky. The glowing ball that’s falling.-

-Wait, if we don't die how will humans live? We don’t have time Lily, we need to
get you to a time machine!-

-But I don’t know where it is.-

-I know! I saw it when I was flying.-

-Great, let’s go!-

They had to go through jungles, over lakes, they had to fight dinosaurs and find
their way to the time machine. But the worst comes last, they had to get past a vol-
cano and lava!

-How do you get across a lake of lava?-

-We can go on that rock.-

-Great idea, let’s go!-

-The meteor is close! Hurry up! Let’s go!-

Rex and Tracy pushed the rock in the lava and they all jumped on, except Lola.
She was flying. They got past the lake of lava safely.

-We have to hurry!-

- know!-

-Lets go.-

-There is it.-

-Lily, hurry, get in!-

-But I don’t want to go!-

-You have to!-

-Ok. But I can visit you, right?-

-Sure, just not right before the meteor falls. Ok?-

Lily ran to hug the dinosaurs and then to the time machine.

-Bye!-

-Bye Lily!-

-Bye!-

Lily pushed the same button like before she got back in time and in the same min-
ute she was in front of the big closet.

-Hi Lily!-

-Mum! Dad! You're back!-

-Yes. Did you learn anything?-

-Yes! Two things! Never touch big closets in museums and T-rex loves dog treats.-

Lily’s mum and dad were watching her like she is a dinosaur for a few minutes but
then they all just forgot she told them that. Lily never told her story but she was very
happy to meet real living dinosaurs.
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mentor: Tatjana Kristek
institution: OS Vladimira Beci¢a Osijek

Irena Dinjar

BIRTHDAY MIRACLE

It was not that long ago. A little girl named Anna lived in London with her par-
ents. Anna was eleven years old, and she was a nice and sweet girl. Every summer
she would go on vacation with her family. Summer was her favorite season of the
year. She would enjoy long night walks, swimming in the sea, and loved to play
with her friends. Everything in her life was perfect until a horrible thing happened.
A car accident. That was the worst day of her life. Unfortunately, she ended up in a
wheelchair. She was even more worried because her birthday and summer were in
two months.

Time flew so fast. For her that two months was like two minutes. Summer came
and she was so sad. That was strange for her because, as I said, summer was her
favorite season. They soon went on vacation but this year a bit earlier because of
Anna’s birthday. Her wish was to celebrate it at the seaside. When they finally came,
Anna went into her room. Her grandparents lived at the seaside so every year they
would go to the same town. Anna was so happy because she finally saw her grand-
parents. She started to unpack things and when she was finally over, she sat next to
the window and watched the beach. The view was beautiful. But then all the happi-
ness in her disappeared when she saw the kids playing. The tears started falling like
rain. The pain in her was giant. She wiped off her tears and promised herself that she
would try to be brave.

A few days later it was her birthday. The day was sunny and warm. She was so
happy. She got lots of presents. She opened the first one. It was a present that her
parents gave her. It was a beautiful gold necklace with an amethyst crystal. Anna
loved crystals and the purple colour, she was incredibly happy and grateful for it.
The next present was from her grandparents. They gave her a beautiful white dress.
It was a white dress whit dark red roses all over it. Her favorite color was dark red,
and she loved roses so that was a perfect gift. She was done with opening presents,
so it was time for a cake. Anna loved cakes. Especially when her grandmother made
them. It was a nice chocolate cake with raspberries on top. That was her dream cake.
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Everyone tried their best to make Anna happy because of the accident. When Anna
saw the cake, she was thrilled. Her smile was bigger than ever. The family started
singing her a birthday song, but she did not listen to them because she was thinking.
She knew that when the song was over, she needed to blow out the candles and make
a wish. She wanted to be able to stand on her legs again, but she knew that was so
stupid to wish for something like that because it was impossible. She felt like her dis-
ability was stopping her from having fun. Then she realized that the song was already
over. She decided to wish to stand on her legs again. At least one week, day, minute,
or even a second would mean so much to her. When she blew out the candles every-
body started clapping and cheering. The rest of the day she spent with her family. She
even made some new friends that accepted her. She was sad because she could not
run or walk with them, but they were nice, and they helped her out with everything
she needed. The day was coming closer to the end. The moon was up, and the sunset
was adorable. The day was over, and they got back home.

Anna ate dinner with her family and then she went to sleep. Before she could
fall asleep, Anna was rethinking that marvelous day. This time she was mad at her-
self. One of her favorite parts of birthdays was making a birthday wish and now she
was thinking how the stupid idea was to wish for something like that. In her posi-
tion, it was just dreaming. Unrealistic! All that ended soon because she fell asleep
like a baby.

The morning came fast, and she woke up. She felt different that day. It was like
something happened in her sleep. It was not a terrible thing for sure, but she did not
feel like herself. It was like she was healed. Anna started laughing because she hadn’t
even had the courage to think about it. It is impossible! Even doctors told her that
her disability cannot be healed. But she was aware of how she felt. Stand-up! was
the only sentence in her mind. She listened. Then she put her foot on the floor, tears
started to flow down her cheeks. She started calling everyone in the house. When
they came, they were shocked. Her mom started crying with her too. Her grandpar-
ents just stood stunned. Annas dad hugged her and with him everyone else. They
were so happy for their little girl. Mom ran to grab a phone and call the nearest hos-
pital in town. When they got to the hospital everyone was shocked. The doctor said
he had never seen anything like this in his entire life. They started to search for any-
thing that could help them to explain this, but truly nothing like this ever happened
in the history of medicine. There was no good explanation for this.

Anna was so excited to walk again. There are no words in this galaxy that could
express her happiness. All the doctors started asking her how this happened, but
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she obviously didn't know. She started to think a bit and then she remembered her
birthday wish. She was even happier now. She told her parents, and they didn’t know
what to say. Everything was a big mystery unsolved. But I know the secret. It was just

a birthday miracle.
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mentor: Tea Horvatic¢
institution: OS Strahoninec

Sasa Andrasec

MONDAY

It was just another Monday, or I thought so. We had chemistry first. My friend
Jessica and I are both in same class, but when I walked in, she wasn't there. I thought
she was just late, but she didn’t show up. The bell rang. I still had hope that Jessica
would come.

As the day went on, I still thought that she would come but there was nothing. I
walked home, like we would do every day, but I couldn’t enjoy it as much as when she
was there. I walked past her house and what I saw in front of it shocked me. There
was a big truck. Just as I came by the house, it drove away. I saw a guy putting a big
sign in front of the house that said “on sale” and it had a phone number, so I wrote
it down.

When I came home, I was sad. Last time I heard from Jessica was Friday. I was
confused why she didn’t tell me anything about leaving. I called her for hours, but
nobody answered the phone. That’s when everything started to go downhill. My
grades dropped; I just didn't have the energy to do anything. I slept a lot because at
first, I thought I was just tired, but as weeks passed; I realized that something inside
me just isn't the same anymore. The tiredness that I felt wasn't physical, it was men-
tal. I didn’t want to tell anyone, especially not my parents because I didn't want to
make them sad, so I smiled every day, even though I didn’t feel like it. I couldn’t stop
thinking about everything that happened and because of that I couldn't feel happy
anymore. The person that made me the happiest suddenly just left and I didn’t know
why. I was really hurt; it felt like something inside me died.

A few months after she left, my parents kept realizing that something was wrong,
so they talked to me about the grades and about the fact that I was always in my
room. They asked me how they can help, but I just told them I was tired. They didn’t
even realize that Jessica had left. Soon people at school started realizing the same
thing. My other friends wanted to help me, they knew that Jessica and I were very
close. One time the teacher called me to ask me about the grades because I used to
be the perfect student who knew everything, did every homework, and studied for
every test but now, the best grade I could get was C.
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I kept living like that for years. Everybody told me that time heals everything, but
it didn’t. It was almost the end of the school year, the year I had to graduate, and I
just couldn’t accept that I would do it without my best friend. I tried to find where
Jessica was; I looked and looked for a few weeks, but I couldn’t find anything and
that’s when I lost hope. I felt like I just had to accept the thing that she isn’t with me
anymore; I had to move on.

The final week and the last Monday of my high school began. It was hard because
of all the exams which I had to study for if I wanted to go forward in life. I walked
into the classroom, and I felt different this time. I felt like something was about to
happen. Something good this time. As I walked in, I looked over to my desk, it was
empty; but someone was sitting at the desk next to it. As the person raised their head,
I saw a familiar face. And when they finally said something, I realized it was Jessica.
I dropped my books, and I couldn’t believe it. I thought this was all a dream and I
waited for the moment when my mom would wake me up but, that didn’t happen.
Jessica stood up and walked to me, pulled me into a hug. I suddenly felt happy again
because I was going to graduate with my best friend. I thought she was gone forever
but now I see her again. That moment changed my life.

Jessica and I talked a lot. We had a lot to catch up on. She also told me the reason
why she left and where she was. It turned out that her aunt had cancer. She lived in
California (which is far away from South Carolina, where Jessica and I live). They
were in a hospital for a long time. The hospital bills were expensive, so Jessica got a
part-time job at the store. She wanted to help as much as she could, so she also sold
her phone and that is why she did not answer my calls and messages. Her aunt is now
cured of cancer, and we are all happy for that. We had a whole week just for us. One
day we went to the cinema, another day to a café. I don’t even remember everything
because I enjoyed the moment. Then, everything was back to how it used to be. My
grades were back to normal, I didn’t have to fake a smile or lie about how I felt. I was
truly happy again, but the most important thing is that Jessica is back.

Now, I am surrounded with people that I love and that love me. Respect the time
that you spend with special people, because you don't know when it or how it will
end.
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mentor: Natasa Grubisic¢
institution: OS Sesvetska Sela

Maksim Babié

GUARDIAN OF AROIA

Aroia is a world filled with magic and mystery, where ancient forests and snowy
mountain peaks meet sprawling cities and sandy beaches. It is home to a diverse
array of creatures, from humans and elves to dragons and griffins.

At the heart of Aroia lies the great city of Arin, a hub of trade and culture where
all manner of beings coexist peacefully. Arin is ruled by a council of powerful mages,
who use their magic to keep the peace and protect the city from threats both within
and without.

Beyond the city walls, Aroia is a wild and dangerous place, filled with ancient ru-
ins and hidden dangers. Many brave adventurers seek their fortune in the untamed
wilderness, braving the elements and facing down fearsome monsters in search of
treasure and glory.

There are also many different factions and groups vying for power and influence
within Aroia. The powerful four clans hold sway over the forests, while the dwarves
have carved out a kingdom in the mountains. The nomadic halflings roam the grass-
lands, and the merfolk rule the oceans. Despite the many dangers and conflicts that
plague Aroia, it is a world full of wonder and opportunity, where magic and technol-
ogy coexist and anything is possible.

One day, as Ai was out gathering berries, he stumbled upon an ancient tome hid-
den in the roots of a tree. It was a book of magic, filled with spells and incantations
that could bend the very fabric of reality. Ai was fascinated by the book and spent
hours pouring over its pages, learning all he could about it’s secrets. And as he read,
he began to feel a strange power growing within him. It wasn't long before Ai dis-
covered that he had a natural talent for magic. He began practicing the spells and
incantations, honing his skills until he was a master of the arcane arts.

With his newfound powers, Ai set out on a quest to save Aroia from the hux. Hux
are big wolf like creatures with big teeth. Ai was a skilled hunter, renowned through-
out the kingdom for prowess in tracking and killing dangerous creatures. When the
king heard of a pack of hux terrorizing the countryside, he called upon Ai to rid the
land of the threat.
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Ai set out into the dense forest, his bow and arrows at the ready. He stalked the
hux, studying their patterns and movements. When he saw an opportunity, he struck,
unleashing a flurry of

arrows that took down several of the beasts. The remaining hux tried to flee, but
Ai was faster. He chased them down, his sword flashing as he slays the remaining
hux. In the end, the pack was defeated, and the people of the kingdom rejoiced at the
news of their victory.

Ai returned to the castle, where the king rewarded him with gold and honors. But
Ai cared little for such things. For him, the satisfaction of a job well done was all the
reward he needed. As Ai’s fame grew, more and more people came to him seeking
help with various problems and challenges. He became a respected figure through-
out Aroia, known for his bravery, intelligence, and powerful magic.

But even with all his success, Ai never forgot his humble beginnings. He used
his wealth and influence to help those in need, using his magic to heal the sick and
protect the innocent.

One day, Ai received word of a great evil threatening to destroy Aroia. It was a
powerful sorceress, bent on enslaving the entire world and ruling with an iron fist.
She had already conquered several neighboring kingdoms, and was now turning her
sights on Aroia. Ai knew he had to stop her, but he couldn’t do it alone. He gathered
together a group of skilled warriors and mages, and set out to face the sorceress and
her armies. The battle was fierce and brutal, with both sides suffering heavy losses.
But in the end, Ai and his allies emerged victorious, defeating the sorceress and her
minions.

The people of Aroia rejoiced at the news of their victory, and Ai was hailed as a
hero. He was given the highest honor in the land, and became known as the protec-
tor of Aroia, a title he wore with pride.
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mentor: Tihana Modri¢
institution: OS Bol, Split

Tonka Podrug

MY DREAM ABOUT BECOMING A
MERMAID

Turtles are my favourite animals, so one night I dreamed that I had a magic neck-
lace with which I could turn into any creature, but I had to see it.

And so one summer I travelled to a lonely island. I was there with my parents at
the beach. I was bored of sunbathing, so I went to the sea and saw a sea turtle. I want-
ed to become a sea turtle named Kora. When I dived, I suddenly understood all the
other sea turtles. That was strange to me because I understood animals that normally
don't vocalize at all. They took me to the reef and the food. There I saw a being that
many people think is only in fairy tales. It was a mermaid. My heart was beating like
crazy because my dream had finally come true. I quickly turned into a mermaid (the
turtles looked at me with astonishment) and approached her. Her name was Una.
She took me to her mom the queen of the sea. Una, me and her friends had fun for a
long time, and then I heard my parents calling me from the shore.

I quickly said goodbye to Una and the others, then hurried to the surface. I sur-
faced near the rock and turned into a normal little girl as I entered the sea, and swam
to my parents. They interrogated me without too much pressure, but I kept the real
truth about the underwater world to myself as a secret because there is no way they
would believe me.
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mentor: Adriana Kranjac Miskovi¢
institution: O$ Rikard Katalini¢ Jeretov, Opatija

Neva Kulisié

A FUN LITTLE ADVENTURE

It was a snowy night. Ophelia was sitting in her bed staring at the window. The
snowflakes were so enchanting. Almost as if they are dancing. She was drinking hot
chocolate and watching Netflix.

»Ophelia, your friend is calling you on the phone!“ her aunt Rachel shouted from
the kitchen.

You see, Ophelia was staying at her aunts house in a little village in the middle of
the forest. She was enjoying it there, peace and quiet and the best thing? No one was
judging her. There she was in shorts and a her aunt’s old shirt, running downstairs
with Christmas socks that were ripped at the ankle because she fell the day earlier.

»Alright, 'm here. Oh! By the way did you make pancakes?*

»Not yet, I still haven't made the batter, but I think I'm going to make gingerbread
cookies instead.”

»Aw, man I really wanted pancakes.“

» Eh, too bad, now answer the phone.“

Ophelia picked up the phone. Going upstairs, she took her headphones from the
desk in the hallway.

»Hey, you called?“

»Yeah, wanted to ask you if I can stay at your aunt’s house because my family is
going to my

grandma’s house and I really don’t want to go and since your aunt’s house is close
to my grandma’s is it possible that I stay for a few nights?“

»Yes of course!“

» Thank you so much, I really wanted to visit.“

» See you on Friday then, bye!“

»Bye!l*

Ophelia resumed the Netflix series she was watching. She was really excited that
she gets to spend her winter holidays with her bestfriend Caroline.

Caroline and Ophelia met at the lamp post near the forest pathway. That lamp
post was the only source of light at night, aside from lights in cabins.
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»Hey, I'm so glad you came!®

»Yeah, me t0o0.”

»Yeah so, first we're going to have lunch, and then we are going to go sledding, and
the best part?

Monica is also coming!“

»Seriously?“

»Yes, but let’s have lunch now i'm starving.”

Ophelia and Caroline entered the cabin, filled with the sweet smell of gingerbread
and hot chocolate.

»~Come on in girls!*

~Wow, it smells amazing Miss.*

»Thank you Caroline, and please, call me Rachel. You two can go watch a movie,
and T'll bring you lunch. It’s snowing a lot right now, but when it stops you can go
outside and play.“

,Thanks a lot auntie!“

Ophelia and Caroline headed upstairs, as they did the attic stairs creaked.

»Hey Caroline?*

»Yeah?“

»We should watch Coraline, it’s really cool, and also a little bit creepy but perfect
for winter.“

»Yeah sure, but didn’t you watch it, like a hundred times with Monica?“

»Yeah, but it's amazing, trust me.”

»Alright.“

Just as Caroline said alright, the doorbell rang.

»Oh, that’s Monica.*

Ophelia said, opening the door.

»Hey guys, nice to see you!“

,» Monica!“

» You came earlier than expected, isn’t it a storm outside?“

»It stopped actually.“

~Well, since it the storm stopped, let’s go sledding now!“

» Sure, but weren’t we supposed to watch Coraline?“

»Yeah, but since the storm stopped now, let’s go now, we can watch the movielater.”

., Yeah I can’t wait!“

Monica, and Caroline were already dressed, but Ophelia had to go dress appropri-
ate for the weather. They went to the forest since it was the best place for sledding,
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there was a frozen lake in the forest for ice skating, but the ice was to thin this year.

The girls had a lot of fun, but the sky was getting dark quickly, there was definetly
a storm coming.

“Hey, we should go back, it’s getting dark”

Ophelia looked at the sky, then looked back at Monica.

“ Yeah, let’s go get Caroline.”

Caroline was downhill, with the sleigh, that was now broken.

“ Hey Caroline we need-“ “ What happened?”

“Taccidently bumped into a tree, 'm sorry, I didn't mean to.”

“ Hey, it’s alright, are you okay though?”

“TI have a cut on my forehead, but I'm alright, thanks.”

“Oh no”

Monica looked worried. “ What’s wrong?”

Ophelia and Caroline looked up, and there was a huge tree that fell down and was
blocking the path that they were going to use to get back at

Ophelia’s house.

“ What should we do now?”

“I don’t know, that’s the only way to my house, and I don’t know any other way,
plus the tree is way too big, so we can't just jump over it and it’s too slippery for
climbing, but we can just try to find a way through the forest”

“ That’s way too risky, and it’s getting dark” “ It's the only plan we have right now.”

“Caroline, what do you say?”

“I think it’s best to follow Ophelia, I mean she knows this area better than we do”

“ Alright then, go on”

They started walking through the forest, soon enough it started raining. They cov-
ered their heads with jackets.

“ Hey what’s that?”

Caroline pointed at something in the distance. When they got closer, Ophelia
realised it was her treehouse that she built with her aunt during a summer.

“Why didn't I think of this before, we can hide in the treehouse and call my aunt,
there’s a telephone inside and I have the keys”

They got inside, and while Caroline and Monica were laying on the sofa Ophelia
called her aunt. Even though they got a lecture , she did pick them up. However they
did have to wait until the morning because Ophelia’s aunt couldn't drive so late at
night.

When they got back, they finally watched the movie and ate a bunch of ginger-
bread cookies.
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mentor: Ana Katru$a
institution: OS kralja Tomislava Nagice

Ema Hanizjar

CHRISTMAS SPIRIT

It was winter, my favourite season, and almost Christmas, my favourite holiday. All
Christmas decorations were out, and all of them found their place in my room. One
night I went to bed and something strange woke me up. I heard someone screaming
my name. When I came to the kitchen, where I heard the scream was coming from,
no one was there. I thought I have just imagined the voice because it was late at night,
so [ went back to sleep.

Few days later I heard the same thing and again no one was there. The voice kept
on screaming night after night. I was so tired and one night I decided to solve this
puzzle. I hid in the kitchen and waited. At first, I thought nothing was going to hap-
pen, but when I was about to go to my room, I heard the voice. It said: “I think you
are ready” Then, in a blink of an eye, I was in a whole other world. I could have never
imagined a place like this one. So beautiful, sparkly, colourful, fun, like a dream.
Considering everything, it was also a bit strange, but I was curious and went for a
walk.

I saw many strange and magical things, like cookie eating itself, milk drinking
itself, Santa, Rudolf and the other reindeers, some sweet toys... WAIT!!! Have I just
seen Santa and reindeers? I had to talk to them. And guess what! I actually talked
to Santa!!! He was really nice, and we talked about his hometown, snow, toys and I
told him how magical his reindeers are... He told me: “Thank you very much, that
is really nice of you, you are probably the girl John sent me”. I wasn’t sure what he
meant so I asked: “Is John the one with the voice that kept me up for weeks?” Santa
said:” Yup, that’s the one”. I asked:” Well, why did he send me here?” He told me: “So,
here is the deal. Grandma Claus usually travels with me during Christmas, but this
year she is making magic Christmas cookies you saw earlier - for our elves. It should
be their present for Christmas, but she won't make them on time if she goes with me
and I can't travel alone because someone has to wrap up the gifts and keep me com-
pany. So, I decided to send Christmas spirits to find someone who has a warm heart,
isn’t scared easily, and loves Christmas. They brought you, and I can see why.” I was
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really happy when I heard that Santa wants ME to keep him company, so I simply
said:” It will be my pleasure!”. We talked about all those things Santa had to do before
Christmas Eve. Then, he sent me home. He promised to pick me up on Christmas
Eve, and I had to promise our secret was safe with me. Now when I think about it, it
was some kind of a test.

Next morning, I woke up. It was a day before Christmas Eve. I thought: “Was it
all just a dream?!”. I came downstairs and saw my grandma. She comes every year
at Christmas time and stays couple of days to celebrate with us. Grandma is really
caring. She made me cookies and warmed up some milk. Oh, Ilove this time of year.

Christmas Eve came sooner than I thought. Somehow, I knew what to do. I put
my jacket on and was ready to go. I told my grandma I am going to visit a friend and
went outside. Santa was already waiting for me. Now I knew it wasn’t a dream. Santa,
Rudolf, all the other reindeers were ready for a trip around the world. When we went
up in the air, I started feeling funny. Not because we were above the planet Earth, or
because I saw the moon cow, it was because it’s one in a million chance to fly around
the world with Santa Claus. It felt like a dream.

We finally landed to the UK. Kids were so nice there: they left him notes, cookies
and milk. The same thing in the U.S.A.! When we landed to Croatia, everything was
beautiful. Children have decorated their own Christmas trees. But there was one
child that had no tree. His family had no money so they couldn’t afford one. But he
left a beautiful note for Santa and wished him a safe trip. This was so moving, and
we decided to give him and his family the most beautiful Christmas tree that ever
existed. It lightened up the whole room.

We visited so many countries, seen so many pretty and not so pretty things, and
after finding the right place for every present we had, we got back to the North Pole.
When we finally arrived, Grandma Claus gave me one of her magical cookies. It was
delicious and... suddenly I wasn’t tired anymore.

And then it was time for me to go back home. It was really hard to say goodbye
to this magical place. Before sending me home, Santa offered something special. He
asked if I would help him every year around Christmas. “Of course, I will”. Next I re-
member, I woke up. I was so happy. I couldn’t remember everything, but something
was warm around my hart that made me feel good.

Almost a year has passed since then. Was it a dream? I really can’t tell for sure. But
something tells me I'll find out soon enough. Christmas is almost here.
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mentor: Tihana Modri¢
institution: OS Bol, Split
Lili Musinov

A FAMILY SECRET

It is a hot summer day and my cousins Luca and James with their mum Julie just
arrived to Solta. There are staying at our house in Ne¢ujam. We are swimming in the
sea and having fun all day.

My mum says it would be a good idea to visit our great-grandma Maria and invite
her to lunch at Friday. Great-grandma has an old house in Grohote where she lives
alone. So my sister Sarah and I (Lilly),my cousins Luca and James and our dog Charly
went to Grohote. After 45 min of walk we arrived. This old stone house in front of us
is my great-grandma’s house. My great-grandma Maria is very happy to see us. She
wants to know what are we doing in Grohote so we tell her we invite her to lunch at
Friday she is very happy to hear that and she brings cookies for everyone. Her house
is very lovely and great-grandma is telling us stories about her and great-grandpa’s
journeys. We are looking at old photos of them. Great grandma says that we must
be hungry and goes to kitchen to cook something for us. We are looking at some old
books and suddenly one book falls on the floor and a small piece of paper falls out of
it. There is a message on it that says: go to the attic and find old chest with the letter
T and follow the instructions!

We are all confused but also very curious we climb the old stairs and open the
door, which creaks a lot. The attic is dark and dusty and has several chests but none
of them have a letter T on it. Finally, Luca sees the right chest. There is a new mes-
sage in it: this key opens the blue door in aunt Sophie’s house where you will find
the secret.

We have a little problem, none of us know who is aunt Sophie is. So we go back to
great-grandma’s house to look at the old albums again and found aunt Sophie. After
30 min of searching. We finally found aunt Sophie, she is mi great-grandpa’s sister.
Her house is right across the road from us. We have a small problem because her
house was sold, and new people live there with a big dog. We can't enter the house,
so we sit on the stone wall behind the house and think what to do. Suddenly Sarah
says: look at that carved stone covered with ivy!
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We moved the ivy and discovered the same letter T and blue door. While no one
was looking, we opened the door and entered a small room. There was an old ward-
robe and box in it. When we opened the box there was some letters and an unused
ticket for the Titanic in it. The ticket belonged to our great-grandpa John. And in
letter he explained why he didn’t go on Titanic.

Nobody knew about that story, if great-grandpa John has boarded the Titanic, our
family, would not even exist now!
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mentor: Danijela Erceg
institution: OS Manus, Split
Antea Kovic¢

THE CONFESSION UNDER THE
CHERRY TREE

It was Sunday morning. I yawned and looked out the window. It was raining again.
I got out of bed. I sighed. It was one of those lazy mornings, where you just want to
wrap yourself in warm blankets and drink hot cocoa. I plugged my headphones in
my phone and put my favorite playlist on. It was quite late in the morning, but I still
felt tired. I curled up next to the fireplace. I wanted to drown in the soothing sounds
of their voices. But that didn't happen. Suddenly, my thoughts flew towards him.
Ugh! I closed my eyes, trying to think about anything, anything that could stop me
from thinking about him. I hate to admit it, I still miss you. The music playing in my
headphones was quite fitting. But to no avail. I sighed, defeated by my own mind. I
decided to daydream for a while, even if it was about him. After a while, I decided to
get ready for school. It was tomorrow, but I decided it’s better to prepare at once as I
won't have time in the morning. Just as I wiggled out of the pile of blankets, I heard
my phone ring. It was a message.

I will try to get off work earlier today. If I don’t make it, lunch is in the fridge! Love,
Mom.

I smiled weakly and put my phone in my pocket. I went to get my bag from my
bedroom, my cherished safe space, where I could hide from reality and daydream
as much as I wished. I quickly put the books I needed for tomorrow in my bag and
picked out an outfit from the closet. Buzz buzz! I heard my phone.

I can’t make it early © see you home at 5! Love, Mom.

Great, I thought. When I heard my stomach rumble, I realized I still hadn't eaten.
It was too late for breakfast now, even brunch, so I opened the fridge and took the
pot outside. Inside was soup and boiled meat. I ate only a spoonful and a small piece
of meat, as I didn’t want to ruin my appetite for actual lunch. I read a book, as I was
bored. Before I knew it, it was already 4 PM. I then ate the soup and meat. Of course,
I left some for my mom. I heard the doorbell ring. That was unusual, mom always
brings her keys with her. I checked the camera we had on the porch. It was her, so
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I unlocked the door. She forgot her keys. We changed into our pajamas and talked
until late night. When we realized how late it was, we quickly brushed our teeth and
went into bed. School was in the morning, so I needed to go to bed earlier.

I didn’'t do much in the morning. I never do anything; I don’t have time for it. I
don’t have enough time to eat anything. I quickly got dressed and after that I grabbed
my bag and brushed my teeth. I ran outside and I jumped in the car. My mom came
along. We drove to school. I went inside, went to my locker... and in it I found a note.
Meet me under the cherry tree after school. The cherry tree? The school cherry tree
was quite unusual, as it bloomed early summer and cherries grew in autumn. There
was a myth that everyone that confesses love under the cherry tree will live a long
and happy life with the person they confessed to if the tree was blossoming. I didn’t
believe it. But everyone else did. I didn’t know who put the note on my locker, but I
thought to myself, why shouldn’t I? T have nothing to lose. So, after the class, I went
under the tree. It was blossoming, and flower petals were falling on the ground. It
was quite a beautiful sight. I waited a while, and, just as I was about to leave as no
one showed up, I heard a voice, his voice, shouting, ‘Hey, wait up!’ I stopped in my
tracks, my heart was racing, and my face was turning red. The sizzling, early-sum-
mer sun was heating my back, and it shone on his face as he smiled at me. I was still
too stunned to speak. I didn’t even know he was aware of my existence! He took my
hand, his expression still the same. My heart was pounding. He began talking, but I
couldn’t understand a word he said. All that was on my mind asked, Am I dreaming?
I snapped out of it when he asked me a question.

Uhm, c-could you, uhm, repeat the question? -1 asked, stammering.

I said, uh, do you want to go to the movies tomorrow? - Felix repeated the question.
I tried to keep my cool, but this was too much.

Of course! Uh, I mean, yeah, whatever, I guess. - I replied, maybe too eagerly. He
laughed. I laughed, too.

I have to go. - I said.

I got to go as well, see you at school tomorrow! - he replied, slowly walking down the
hill on which the cherry tree grew. I plugged my headphones in again and remem-
bered; summer break starts in two weeks. Most of my classmates, including him, will
go to the sea for the break. My mom and I will stay here, with no sea, no lake, no pool
to cool yourself in. But that’s not the only terrible thing. Will Felix forget me and
our newly founded relationship, will my chocolate-brown eyes get replaced by the
deep blue eyes of the sea? Will my golden bird-shaped earrings get replaced by the
seagulls? Will he forget me while diving? I'm being paranoid. He will remember me.

Break free from the voices in my head, the music was strangely fitting the situation.
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mentor: Mia Devi¢ Mandura
institution: OS Jelenje - Drazice

Mia Jantosik

CHILDHOOD

As a toddler I have spent a lot of time at my great grandparents home because my
mother had to work. It wasn’ t half bad there. I had a dog, lots of cats and a whole
street of friends. That’s all I needed.

Every night before bed I asked my great grandma to tell me a story of when she
was a child. She talked about how she went to collect snails with her deaf uncle.
When it started raining he used to put her in the sack full of snails, so she wouldn’ t
get wet and pick up a cold. It took them three days to clean her from the snail mu-
cus (or at least she said it did). I loved animals so much I had a dream of becoming
a veterinarian. My mom was one just like my grandpa. So I opened a clinic in the
garden. I took care of every animal I found nearby, such as frogs, lizards, turtles, spi-
ders, butterflies, cats, even flys. Many strange things happened in the clinic. I kissed
a frog! Cooking was also one of my favourite things to do. There was a restaurant/
café in the vet clinic. My usual customers were my great grandpa, great grandma and
an old lady my great grandma took care of. The two of them would get served co-
gnac while great grandpa was served half white wine, half water in his special mug.
In town there was a nearby zoo. Going there was so fun. Such a small zoo in such a
small town with so many animals. My favourites were snakes. When I grew older the
owner let me hold one of the snakes. I was so jolly. Visiting that zoo today is just as
fun. Another fun adventure I had was “night patrol”. Our cat had a litter of kittens.
There was a small shed in the garden. She slept there with her kittens. We kept the
window open so she can go out. But there was a mean and old male cat in the street
who tried to go through the open window and hurt the kittens. Luckily grandpa
gave me his spare syringes (without the needles). My friends and I filled them with
water and chased him out of the yard spraying him with the water. Those were some
amazing years.

I moved really far away from my hometown but I visit during summer break.
When I visit I remind myself of all the great memories I made there. And I hope to
make even more the next time I come around.
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mentor: Suzana Toli¢
institution: OS Cvjetno Brijesce, Osijek

Roko Bili¢

MY CLASS IS COMPLICATED!

It was the beginning of the second term. I entered the classroom. Boys were
screaming, girls were laughing and talking. Everything was normal for the 5® grade
in Elementary school Flora. Except, the lights were oft. I came to the switch and tried
to turn on the lights. But something grabbed my hand.

It was the girl called Anamaria. She is OK, but she can be very, very, very annoy-
ing. I asked her why she didn’t want me to turn on the lights. Then, I realized that she
and her friend Dina have mobile phones in their hands. They don’t want the lights
on because they can see the screens better this way. Although the whole class wanted
the lights on, they didn't care. They have the phones, and TikTok is everything that
matters. They said they will turn on the lights when the teacher comes. I've sat down
on my chair, prepared the books, and waited for the teacher to come. The same hap-
pened the other day. And another. And another. And one day, the boy called Natko,
got into an argument. The girl called Hana was talking to her friends in class about
that he has got anger problems. They were fighting, mostly psychological, until the
duty teacher came, and separated the two.

Then he got in the argument again, but now with the boys, I think it was about
who is better at football, but if you are in my class, you just know that that arguments
ends the worst. Then on the PE class, we were practicing volleyball. I hate volleyball,
but better that than football. I don't like the way how the boys are playing football
in my weird class. They are just too aggressive. Two months ago, one boy Artur
sprained his leg in the football match, and he had a cast for several weeks. Little
after that a boy Duje smashed the bell with the ball by accident, and almost killed
the girl called Marta! That same day, that same hour, she almost died. Again! I don’t
remember how it happened exactly that second time, but it was funny seeing her
face after that. Remember the argument with Natko and Hana? Even though me and
my classmates talked with our teacher about the fact that Natko has a short fuse and
shouldn’t be provoked, she now did even worse thing. She came to her girlfriends in
the6™ grade, and she told to everyone about his anger problems. If she was talking
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about me, of course I would get mad. And so did he. He started to push her away of
them, then she started to push him, then the Croatian teacher came and separated
them. After that, they were sent in our class teacher’s office.

And now it is the weekend. I can relax from all that stuff in school. But on Mon-
day, well, let’s see what kind of catastrophes will happen. But until then, let’s enjoy
the day while we can. My class is just complicated, and I can't help with that. I just
need to stay normal before someone tries “to summon the Devil” during lunch break
time. If somebody really does that, I honestly wouldn’t be surprised. But no matter
how much my classmates are crazy and insane, that makes our class special. There
are some kids that are so-so normal. I have friends, and that is everything that mat-
ters. I can’t write anymore, I need to chill. So, for now; goodbye.
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mentor: Katija Tefik-Bacac
institution: OS “Ivo Lola Ribar” Labin

Petra Ugrin

MARY’S SECRET

Mary was a bright little girl, she lived in an orphanage because her single teenage
mum couldn’t take care of her all by herself. Everyone kept calling Mary a freak be-
cause she could do everything perfectly. When she was only four years old, she could
even speak perfectly while other kids that were her age kept struglling to say a basic
word. As she was growing older, kids kept bullying her because they thought she was
perfect, and that made them really jelaous. Well at least that’s what they thought...

Mary was teriffied of the dark, especially because she had a huge secret. Nobody
knew about it. Her eyes glow in the dark! Everytime she went into a dark room
her eyes would flash brighter than a lamp and they would start glowing in a purple
colour! The orphanage she was staying in had loads of nuns. There was also a nun
called Sarah, she always knew there was something special about Mary. Sarah loved
her! They had a special bond nobody could break. Sister Sarah saw Mary playing
hide and seek. Mary was the seeker, while she was counting, the rest of the children
that were playing with her, blindfolded her ad locked her into the closet. Mary took
the blindfold off because she didn't know where she was and her eyes started glow-
ing! The children saw a purple light coming out of the closet and they got scared so
they all ran away. Thankfully, sister Sarah saw the whole scene and she rushed over
to unlock the closet Mary was in! Mary coulnd’t stop thanking sister Sarah for help-
ing her. It was starting to get dark so Mary went into the room that she was sharing
with a boy named Thomas. They only had a bunk bed and a desk with a chair in their
room. That was more than enough for Mary because she was greatfull to have a place
to stay in. Mary didn’t like Thomas at all. He would always tease her and chase her in
the hallway. They used to give eachother nicknames. Mary used to call him “smelly
pants” and Thomas called her "nerdy Mary” because she had a special passion in
writing. Mary loved visiting a library that was in the orphanage, it was very peace-
full. She engoyed writing stories and reading books in the library. She even engoyed
eating lunch in the library. She always had lunch with sister Sarah and she would
often read stories that she wrote to sister Sarah. While Mary was peacfully reading
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a book and sitting otside she saw a lovely couple that entered the orphanage, Mary
seemed unbothered because she knew they weren't adopt her anyways, well atleast
that’s what she thought. Sister Sarah called Mary and told her that she is expected
in the office, Mary thought she did something wrong... When she came into the
office, she saw that lovely couple that she saw earlier. She asked Mrs.Edwards if she
did something wrong, Mrs.Edwards explained to her that Mr John and Miss Lauren
are interested in adopting her. At first, Mary was shocked but a few minutes later she
got excited and she agreed to join their family. She officialy changed her full name
into Mary Buffey. She packed her stuft and said goodbye to everyone. Before she left
she gave sister Sarah a big hug and thanked her for everything. As she was driving
to her new home with her parents, they told her that she can call them however she’s
comfortable with and they told her that she dosen’t have any sibllings. They showed
her Mary her new room and she loved it! Mary got used to her new way of living
and she was so greatful to have loving parents. She loved going on adventures and
exploring new places with her parents! As she grew older, her parents eventually
found out about her “secret” but they didn’t mind, they thought she was uniqe and
they supported her no matter what! As time passed by, Mary moved out and went to
college. She studied Academic writting. She published her first book in 2016 called
"Yours truly”, she gained loads of good rewiews on the book and she even earned
some fans! Her fans started encouraging her to write more books and Mary was so
happy! As she was walking through the neighbourhood she has moved into, she
bumped into a stranger. Mary started apologizing to the stranger and she helped
him get up. The stranger said "Wait, you look familiar...” Mary gasped in shock,
“Thomas, The smelly pants?!” He was shocked and asked Mary if he’s really talking
to “Nerdy Mary”. They hugged each other and they talked. Thomas gave Mary his
number so they could talk more often. While they were chatting, he told Mary that
he read her book but just didn't know she was the one who wrote it because of her
last name. Thomas also has his own programming company and a beautiful daugh-
ter named Aurora. Her mother sadlly passed away when she was born. Thomas was
late for work so he had to leave. Mary went home and as time passed by, Mary and
Thomas started having feelings for each other. They got engaged and they moved in
together. Mary kept publishing books and she became a celebrety. Mary was starting
to lose inspiration so she decided to write a book called “Mary’s secret”. Her book
gained more fame than "Yours truly”, Mary even got an offer from an acting agency
if she wanted to turn the book into a movie! Mary accepted their offer and signed the
contract. The movie gained loads of fame! Mary attended her movie premiere and
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she wore a beautiful purple dress to match the colour of her glowing eyes! After a few
months she published mmore books and got invited to an interwiew about "Mary’s
secret”. She attended the interwiew and she revealed that she was always insecure
about her glowing eyes. Thats why she kept that as a secret but now she considers it
as a gfit from God. She is really greatfull for all of her supporters! She considers her
fiancé and her parents as her biggest supporters! After a year, Mary got married to
Thomas and she found out that they were expecting twins! Mary gave birth to two
beautiful boys and she named them Jason and Jayden!

When her fans found out about that, it broke the Internet! Mary is more than
greatful to be where she is now!
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mentor: Katija Tefik-Bacac
institution: OS “Ivo Lola Ribar” Labin

Mei Mocinié

A LITTLE DRAGON

Once upon a time there was a little dragon who lived in a cave with his big family.
He was different from his siblings because he was blue and they were green. Their
mother died when they were babies. Evil humans killed her because they thought
she would kill them. From that day on their dad didn't let them leave the cave so
they didn’t see evil humans.

One day the brothers were playing and running inside the cave and they pushed
a little dragon out of the cave by accident. The cave was on the mountain. The little
dragon fell from the mountain. He didnt know how to fly but he didn't want to
fall to the ground and get hurt so he started flapping with his little wings. Luckily
he managed to fly and landed softly on the ground. The little dragon couldn’t find
his cave anymore. He looked for it everywhere but he couldn't find it. It was night
outside and he had to look for place to spend the night. He walked and walked and
finally found a small house where he could spend the night. When he entered the
house it looked abandoned and old. But he decided to enter and rest. In the morning
he woke up and he heard quiet and soft flapping of some tiny wings. He though that
a fly had entered his room, but it was a colourful little fairy. The little fairy asked the
dragon what was he doing in her house and the dragon explained to her that he was
lost and couldn’t find his cave so he needed a place to stay. The fairy said that there
is no cave near and that he will not find it, but she said he could sleep in this nice
and cosy little house with her until they find his cave. He agreed. A little fairy said
that she explores forest and neihgborhoods every morning so she asked the dragon
if he want to come with her. As they were walking they came near the house with a
big family. With parents and four children. The childrends names were: Veronica,
Erica, Jane and Mike. While Jane, Erica and Veronica played with dolls in the house,
Mike had no one to play football with, so he decided to go for a walk alone. While
he was walking the little fairy and the dragon decided to follow him to see what evil
things humans do. As they followed him, they saw him stealing apples from some-
ones garden. Mike saw them and wanted to offer them some apples but the dragon
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and the fairy were afraid because they thought the boy would harm them. Mike said
he wouldn’t hurt them so the dragon and the little fairy took few apples because they
didn’t eat anything for hours.

They became friends and every morning they hung out together and ate apples in
the garden. When they were hanging out they would say something that they want-
ed to happen in their life. Mike always wanted to become a famous football player,
the little dragon always wanted to see his mother again and the tinny fairy always
wanted to go on the moon. That was her only wish. One morning when they wanted
to eat apples as usual, there was not any apples on the tree. The dragon and the fairy
were sad and didn't know why they were gone so they waited for Mike to come so
they could search for apples. When Mike came they told him what happened and he
told them that it was normal because in the autumn apples fall on the ground and
in the spring they grow back again. But on the ground there was no apples. What
happend to them? They thought some animal had eaten them or some people had
picked them. They decided not to worry about it. They were bored so they decided
to go to the forbidden forest. They knew they were not allowed because many en-
chanted and magical plants grow there. The legend about that forest says that a long
time ago it bewitched the people who entered it and those people created an army
that attacked the whole city. But it’s just a legend right? When they entered in the
forest, it didn’t look magical at all so they thought the legend wasn't real and decided
to explore the rest of the forest. When they walked a little longer they found Mike’s
house which looked identical but was darker and different. They explored more, and
the forest looked exactly like the whole city. That was a little worrying but when they
heard strange noises they got even more worried. They needed something to follow
them with. Then Mike remembered that there were four bikes behind his house, his
and his sisters. When they went to look for them, they weren't there, so they had to
find something else to ride on. The little dragon then remembered, he had recently
learned to fly, so they climbed on the little dragon and flew. As they were flying Mike
accidentally stopped holding on to the little dragon and fell into some deep hole. The
little dragon and the fairy immediately went down to the ground to see if Mike was
there. He was in the hole but he couldn’t get out so the little dragon flew into the hole
and took him out. When they finally started following the sounds again, they felt a
little dizzy. As they got closer to the sounds, and the sounds got louder and louder.
When they landed where they heard the loudest sounds, everything went quiet. All
you could hear was heavy breathing. When they turned they saw a monster bigger
than them. It was obvious that it wanted to harm them. The monster started hitting
everything around him.
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The monster hit the little dragon and he fell down on the floor and was uncon-
scious. After that he tried to crush the fairy but failed because she was very fast. Mike
was very angry now so he found an iron bar and started hitting the monster. The
little fairy was distracting the monster while Mike was hitting him so Mike acciden-
tally hit fairy and she fell to the ground. After that Mike got more anfry he channeled
all that anger into hitting and killing the monster. He hit him so hard that he fell on
the floor and never woke up.

Mike ran to see if the little dragon had woken up and if he was good. He was lying
on the floor injured and they both knew he would not survive. He asked what hap-
pened to the little fairy and why she was lying on the floor, so Mike said that there
was a small accident but that she will be fine. The dragon said : “I will miss her. Tell
her please,, said little dragon. After that Mike whispered “oh T'll tell her ,, “Oh and,
take her to the moon for me, okay? ,, Said little dragon. That was the little dragon’s
last wish. But he was not so sad that he was leaving because his wish would finally
come true. He will be with his dear mother again. They haven’t been together for a
very long time. Mike took fairy and they started running. When they came out of the
forest they saw that it was not a very good idea to go to the forbidden forest.
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mentor: Tihana Modri¢
institution: OS Bol, Split
Maria Sego

THE MAGICAL FAIRYLAND

Once upon a time there was a five-year-old girl named Bella who loved fairies
and elves. One day Bella came home from a walk with her mom and when she came
home her favourite fairy changed her life forever...

Bella was just a normal girl living with her mom, dad and brother in a house. She
only loved fairies and elves and wanted to be magical like them. All her birthdays
were fairyland themed. One day Bella came home from a walk with her mom. She
couldn’t wait to play with her fairies and elves. When she came home, she went
straight to her room to play with her fairies and elves. When she sat on her bed, she
heard a sound coming from her fairies. Bella ignored the sound, but she was con-
cerned. . Little did she know that mysterious sound was her name. Bella was scared.
She came to her fairies and grabbed her favourite fairy that she named Iris. When she
grabbed her favourite fairy, the fairy repeated: ‘Bella! Bella! Click this green button
that I'm holding if you love fairies!” Bella has just now seen the green button. But she
loves fairies, so she decides to click it. She spawned in a magical fairyland. Bella was
speechless, confused and happy. “The place is so magical’ Bella says to herself. She
saw that all her fairies and elves came to life. Her favourite fairy Iris welcomed Bella
to the fairyland. She came in happily. When she came in Iris said “Welcome to our
fairyland! The first step is a magical tea party! We have a very special chair for you.
Go ahead enjoy the tea party” Bella was so happy but one thing was bothering her.
She felt different but she ignored it and focused on the tea party. Bella was so happy
to be with the fairies and elves. The tea party was amazing. Iris said to Bella: “The tea
party was great don’t you think Bella? Now it’s time for the second step. Follow me!’
Bella was so confused when the fairy says ‘Step. But Bella was with fairies, so she
ignored it. Bella saw her favourite pet unicorn. She was so excited. So the fairy asked
Bella: ‘Do you want to fly? If you do, hop on the unicorn!” Bella would love to fly on
her favourite pet, so she hopped on the unicorn. Out of nowhere the unicorn started
to fly high in the sky. Bella was so happy that she technically flied. The sky was full
of diamonds, shiny hearts and candys. The unicorn carefully landed. This was the
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best day of Bellas life. Iris welcomed Bella with lots of candy in her arms. Bella said:
‘“Yes! Thank you, Iris you are the best!” Bella ate every candy that Iris brought. Iris
said: ‘Okay Bella you can go to rest or don't if you don’t want to. You can do whatever
you want!” Bella wanted to sleep a bit but again she was feeling different and wasn’t
tired. But again, she ignored it. Iris knew what was going on and knocked on Bella’s
bedroom door. Bella opened it and Iris said: ‘Ready for the third step?” What are
those steps Bella asked herself. Iris was waiting for her in the same area where she
fled with a unicorn. She knew that the, , third step” was something about unicorns.
Bella thought: ‘How is this fairyland so magical?’ I can’t wait to tell my mom, dad,
brother and my best friend Ella about this’ When Bella came Iris said: “Welcome
to customize your unicorn challenge! You can dress up your unicorn and name it!
Enjoy!” Bella picked a small unicorn. She picked white skin, green eyes, purple bow
on her neck, pink hair, two braids in her hair too! She even named her Pinky. Bella
was so happy. She fled in the sky with her, told her favourite colour, food, drink,
pet. . And just like the previous unicorn, Pinky landed carefully too. Iris and all
other fairies and elves welcomed Bella with surprises. Iris welcomed Bella with her
dream makeup set, other fairies and elves with unicorn toys, barbies, candy, teddy
bears and mini toy version of Pinky. Bella was speechless and crying tears of joy. She
hugged every fairy and elf. Iris said: T am glad that you are happy! Now it’s time for
the fourth step! It's a makeup challenge. We will give you a theme. If you do it well,
you will get awarded. The theme is: ‘My favourite colour ‘Starting now!” Bella’s favou-
rite colour was pink. She did her makeup like any other five-year-old kid would do.
She said: T am done, Iris! And I think I like it”” When she turned around everyone
gave her a round of applause. Iris said: “You have won! Now go sit on your throne to
be given your medal!” As soon as Bella sat on the throne and touched the medal, she
spawned back to her house...

Bella spawned back to her house. She was glad because she missed her family.
Even though it was very fun in the magical fairyland. She did say a couple times that
she had weird feelings. She told everyone she knows about that amazing fairyland
dream. Bella will not forget about that amazing dream.
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Zvonimir Bulji¢

ZOMBIE APOCALYPSE

The zombie apocalypse started in Beijing.

One day;, a scientist Kim Chong conducted a study in his laboratory called “How
intelligent are zombies?”.

Through this research, Kim Chong and other scientists learned that zombies know
how to use guns. One of the zombies started to break the glass, but the scientists did
not see it because they were only interested in their results. The zombie broke the
glass and bit Kim Chong and other scientists, thereby transmitting the infection to
the scientists.

Soon the zombies came out into the street and attacked other people and infected
them. The President of China declared a state of emergency and sent the army to
Beijing. During that time, an infected man flew from the Beijing airport to Berlin.

And with that, the infection was transmitted to Europe. People in Berlin began
to panic, but the army general said that there was no need to panic, that it was just
a few zombies.

The contagion was now on two continents. In China, the situation did not im-
prove, but there were already around one hundred thousand people infected there,
and the army was now weakly resisting the zombies because they managed to take
firearms. After a few days, the situation in Berlin worsened because several thousand
people were infected, and the army general sent soldiers to Berlin. In China, one
million people have already been infected, and the infection has spread to the sur-
rounding area of Beijing. Soon the Chinese president asked Russia for help. Russia
accepted the call for help and sent twenty thousand soldiers to China.

Meanwhile, another infected plane flew from China, but this time not to Berlin,
but to Los Angeles. When the Americans found out about the zombies in Los An-
geles, they sent several thousand soldiers to help. In China, zombies reached Shi-
jiazhuang. Fortunately, there were no more than twenty thousand newly infected
people because most people had already been evacuated. Things didn’t go well in the
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US as the soldiers fell into a zombie trap. The zombies slowed down the defences and
sped up the advance towards San Francisco. The worst was in Germany. Zombies
from Berlin spread throughout the territory from Hamburg, Leipzig and the Polish
city of Szczecin.

NATO had to call a meeting in New York. At the session, they declared a world
state of emergency and created a mission called “Destroyer”, which talked about
rocketing zombie areas and quick attacks. The next day, both in the USA and in Ger-
many, rocket attacks on zombie areas began. Massive zombie attacks began in China.
China set up barricades to slow down the zombie attack so that they could kill all the
zombies in one attack.

The American lines were very well guarded in the area of Las Vegas, but San Fran-
cisco was in the hands of zombies. The Poles were losing against the zombies and lost
another larger city called Poznan. The Germans made a good result for the first time.

They took Hamburg back into their hands and were already planning an attack
on Berlin and the surrounding area. The Chinese started their attack, but they did
not expect such a great resistance from the zombies because they did not manage
to conquer even half of their confiscated territory, and they already needed soldiers
and tanks. Russia again sent soldiers to China, but with even more tanks and they
attacked from the opposite side of the Chinese army thus managing to fool the zom-
bies. In the USA, the situation was improving, even though about two hundred thou-
sand zombies were still alive. The Americans were getting closer to returning San
Francisco, and with rocket attacks on Los Angeles and the surrounding area, they
were preventing the progress of the zombies. Poland could not get its territory back,
so it called the UK for help while the Germans took back Leipzig and surrounded
Berlin, where there were only about thirty thousand zombies. In China, the Rus-
sians and Chinese were making great progress, and they only had three larger cities
left, where there were about 150,000 zombies. People in the USA are overjoyed with
soldiers because they are taking their country back with their tank attacks and have
brought back San Francisco where they kept a large number of rocket launchers.
The British dropped soldiers in ships on the coast of the Polish city of Szczecin, and
the Poles pushed the zombies back to Poznan. A large tank attack is being prepared
in Germany and China, in which at least 50% of the territory will be returned. In
America, people celebrate and cry with happiness because there are no more zom-
bies, and the president of the USA thanks everyone who participated in the defence.
The British entered the city of Szczecin and thus cleared the city of zombies and went
to help the Poles in Poznan. The Germans launched an attack on Berlin. In Berlin,
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the zombies suddenly attacked the Germans and lost almost all the zombies. The rest
of the zombies were found only in the houses, and they were killed. More zombies
remained only in China. Russia started on Beijing, and China on the other two cities.

In the end, they didn’t find any zombies either in the houses or in the streets, so
the whole world lifted the state of emergency, and everyone celebrated. The whole
world did not know that the zombies had gone to Mongolia and were hiding in caves
and would not attack until their leader recovered. The entire world is happy and does
not know what the future holds...



PRIMARY SCHOOL - 5™ AND 6™ GRADE | 119

mentor: Amela Ojdanic¢
institution: OS Turni¢, Rijeka

Karla Radié

MY WINTER HOLIDAYS

I got sick. It was a few days before Christmas. Now, I cannot go skiing and that is
why I am sad and feel bad. A runny nose, headache, high temperature, great Christ-
mas presents. Thank you, Santa. This is my first Christmas in bed. All my friends
are out and that is another reason why I am sad. My family is around the table, but
I am not. I am in bed. My mum comes into the room and asks me if I would like to
celebrate New Year in Slovenia. Of course I would, but I still do not know why in
Slovenia. Mum explains that my aunt, who lives there, invites us to be their guests.
Oh, Santa obviously is trying to please me.

There is one more stop before Slovenia, I am standing in a long line at my doctor’s
waiting for him to check my lungs and say if everything is alright with me. It is, ev-
erything is fine, and we are buying bus tickets for 31 December. I brush my teeth, put
on pyjamas, and go to sleep. The bus leaves early in the morning. There are not many
people on the bus, the ride goes well, and we cross the border without stopping. We
come to Ljubljana, the capital city of Slovenia. The weather is not the best, but it is
okay. My cousin and my aunt are taking us for a walk around Ljubljana. Ljubljana is
beautiful, the cloudy sky cannot hide its beauty. Walking makes you tired and hun-
gry. Ljubljana gets even more beautiful after the delicious pizza.

At my aunt’s house we are getting ready for New Year. To be honest, I am a little
bit tired, and I would not be too sorry if New Year decided not to come tonight but
on TV they say that it is on its way, it is determined to show up at midnight. So, we
are playing bingo, eating snacks and listening to bangers in the neighbourhood. New
Year is almost at the door. 5, 4, 3, 2, 1! HAPPY NEW YEAR! We are out. There are
fireworks all around us. Shiny and noisy, it looks nice.

It is morning. I am ready for a new round around the town and another delicious
meal. And a dessert. After lunch we visit Aboreto, the twinkling place where every-
thing is decorated with lights. The next day is my last day in Slovenia but it is not the
last day with my cousin and aunt. We are going to visit my grandparents all together.
They live on Peljesac. My mum goes back to Rijeka It is time to hit the road again.
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It is a long drive, but the Krka Falls are in our way, so we decide to stop there and
enjoy the beauty of the waterfalls. Driving along the coast keeps you busy, the road
seems to play hide and seek with the sea. I am never too tired of looking at the sea.
Suddenly, I can see what I was waiting for to see. Peljesac bridge is in front of me,
long and attractive. It is getting dark, but I can see white triangles above the sea. The
lights on the bridge can also be seen in the sea, the best New Year decoration for sure.
I am happy to see my family, my grandparents and my dad who also lives on Peljesac.

The next day I get up at 10 oclock. My friends are already waiting for me. Days
pass by quickly and it is time to start studying for the maths exam. The exam is right
after the holidays. I would exchange my Christmas flu for the maths test. But nobody
offers me a deal. So, I have to sit and go through the boring maths patterns and rules.

Three days before school starts my dad takes me back home. I am sad again, just
like at the beginning of my winter holidays, I want to stay on Peljesac. The journey
home goes through Rogoznica where my other grandparents live. I promise them to
come in summer and stay for a few days. Finally, I see the lights of my hometown,
mum and sister are waiting for me. I miss them as well, but I cannot stay long because
duty calls, my friends want to see me, we have not seen each other for two weeks.

Winter holidays are coming to their end, the sense of regret and excitement are
mixing again. But, I am ready.
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Antea Srdelié¢

PECULIARWORLD

Once upon a time there was a world called “the weirdcore world”. It has many
weird and creepy creatures. The world itself was disturbing. There was a lord of this
world who was responsible for its creation. Their name is Eclipse. They’re the ones
making everyone suffer! A lot of humans got stuck in this world and not even one
got out. Humans were in a state of sleep because a lord put a spell on them in order
to win a war a billion years ago. This leads us to a little boy named Lunar. He was the
first human in a million years to wake up from a spell that Eclipse put on humans.
Maybe he can free them all! He only needed one thing - “the Newton star”. The
Newton star is a key that can open the portal so that everyone can be free! But it was
hard... The lord had it. Now it’s all up to Lunar to save them. But...will he succeed?
We'll find out.

Lunar woke up near a strawberry house. The place was really colourful. The grass
looked cartoony, like something that would be used in a children’s TV show. Lunar
didn’t remember anything. He just remembered passing out. He was terrified. He
saw some sort of creature. It was a clown with a white face, doll eyes, red, messy hair,
and very colorful clothes. Lunar decided to walk over to the creature and politely ask
it to tell him where he was and how to get out. The creature sadly didn’t know the
name of the place. All its memories were wiped because of the lord. It also said that
it doesn't know the way out. Lunar was scared and wanted to go home. The creature
started comforting him. It did something that he never felt before. Lunar started
questioning the feeling and described it as funky. The creature introduced itself as
Reia, and then Lunar told her his name. The adventure began. Reia suggested they
should go into the strawberry house because it could have clues, so Lunar agreed.
When they got to the house, they found a portal. Reia wasn't sure if the portal was
safe, so she told him that she would go first. Lunar agreed and waited. A few minutes
have passed, and Lunar started to get worried. He eventually decided to go through
the portal. The room he was in had yellow walls. It looked like 1900s walls. There was
a paper that said “backroom.”. It was written with blood. Lunar had trouble reading it
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but he eventually figured out what was written. After all, he is only 6. Soon enough,
Lunar heard Reia’s voice. After some time, he finally found her. She was covered in
black liquid. It looked like ink. Lunar asked if she was okay but... there was no an-
swer. He started getting anxious. Lunar tried to call her name but, again, there was no
answer. It got to the point where Lunar started sobbing. He didn't understand what
was happening. In the distance, there was a tall black creature. Lunar saw it and was
terrified. He started running. Soon, he found a portal and run through it. Lunar was
back in the weirdcore world. However, it just wasn't the same. Reia gave him a feeling
he never felt before. He was confused, sad, mad, and scared at same time. He just
didn’t understand... As he was crying, Lunar heard some music. He was confused at
first, but then he started feeling nostalgia, happiness, and sadness. Another creature
appeared. They told Lunar that their name was Cecilia. They don't have a gender.
They’re non-binary. Cecilia led Lunar to a place that looked like heaven. Lunar was
amazed. Cecilia told Lunar that they knew the way out. Finally, Lunar cheered up.
They (Cecilia) told Lunar to close his eyes. When Lunar closed his eyes, he felt a pain
in his chest. Lunar immediately opened his eyes and saw blood everywhere. He felt
extreme pain throughout his whole body. He felt like his body was burning because
Cecilia put a spell on Lunar. As he kept repeating “it burns,” his vision started get-
ting blurry. Lunar started feeling tired and closed his eyes. He fell asleep. As soon
as Lunar fell asleep, Cecilia started transforming into their true form. Their faces
were completely black with sunlight surrounding them. Their bodies were long with
four arms and two legs. They looked truly vicious. As Lunar’s breathing slowly fad-
ed, Eclipse let out a terrifying villainous laugh. A few seconds later, Lunar stopped
breathing. It was the end. A bad ending... I meanit is’s not surprising. After all, life
has no happy ending. Sure, there can be happy moments, but we'll still die one day.
It’s just how the world works. We cannot change it... sadly.
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Mihael Cizmok

JUST ANOTHER SCHOOL DAY

It’s the start of a new school day and week after a short weekend. Peter has woken
up at half past 6 in the morning. He brushes his teeth and gets ready for school. On
the way to school, he sees his friend Jacob, so he runs to him and goes to school with
him. They had miss Daisy the first two school hours. Miss Daisy is known for being
the strictest teacher at the school, she never lets students have a break and always
makes them do extra homework. It’s not even because theyre bad, because they al-
ways listen to her but she’s always in a terrible mood.

-Have you done your homework, Peter? -Jacob asks.

-I sure did, but I didn’t quite understand the math homework, it was complicated.
-says Peter.

-Oh well, since the first two school hours we have miss Daisy, you’ll be fine, at least
if she doesn't turn English into math. — adds Jacob, having a slight grin on his face.

They arrive to school and enter the classroom where miss Daisy is ready to shout
at someone.

-Who didn’t do their homework?! — shouts miss Daisy.

The whole class is looking around, confused and shocked.

-Jacob, was there any English homework for today? — whispers Peter.

-No, there wasn'’t, for all I know. — whispers Jacob.

Peter raises his hand, and miss Daisy barely looks at him but tells him to speak.

-Miss Daisy, you haven't assigned us any homework for today though. - says Peter.

-Oh really? - angrily asks miss Daisy.

-Yes, really. - somewhat sarcastically says Peter.

-Don’t talk to me in that tone, mister, and don’t talk back to me. - says miss Daisy,
a bit angered by Peter’s response.

-Alright, miss Daisy — says Peter, being a bit embarrassed.

The class is silent. It looks like miss Daisy is fuming with anger, since nobody did
their homework. The thing is, she didn’t actually assign homework, she just pulled
out a paper with an assignment on it and all of a sudden it was homework. After two
long school hours, they can finally go.
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It was lunch time. They were finally having a break from that chaos, but at lunch,
it was even more of a chaos.

-Let’s just move somewhere else to eat our lunch in peace, shall we? —Peter sug-
gests.

-Yes, we shall. - Jacob approves.

They go to a corner and eat there. The bell rings and they have math class. They all
sit down and prepare their books.

-Good morning children! - shouts miss Evans at the door.

Miss Evans was their math teacher at the time.

-Good morning, miss Evans! - they all shout in one voice.

-Open your books and notebooks, books at page 57 and notebooks at the nearest
blank page. While you are doing that, I'll prepare today’s presentation. — says miss
Evans.

Miss Evans, their teacher, was borderline lazy and borderline hardworking.

She was nice, but she demanded work to be done.

After a short presentation, the class starts writing notes that the teacher tells them
to write.

Their classmate, Alex, or his nickname, Smarty, raised his hand.

Smarty or Alex was named after the sweets, Smarties.

-Speak, Alex. — says miss Evans.

-Do we have to grade our homework? — asks Alex.

The class clown, Matthew, sees this as an opportunity to make some people laugh.

-No, Alex, we have to grate it. — says Matthew, on the edge of laughing.

The class erupts into laughter, even the teacher starts laughing. Everyone except
for Alex, who was glaring at Matthew in frustration.

Then it was just math, math, math, math, more math, some more math, some even
more math, it was extremely boring for most of the class, since math was too easy
for them.

The bell rings, everyone sprints out of the classroom. At the time there were new
football cards, so they traded with them.

The bell rings, announcing the end of the small break. They get back to their
classes.

The second part of math they just played games to “learn” but it was basically just
playing it for fun, nobody actually learned anything from it. They go to PE class after
that, they had quite a lot of things to do in PE.

-Peter! - shouts Jacob, while being out of breath.
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-Yeah?! — Peter asks.

-The next obstacle course will be harder! Prepare yourself! — says Jacob.

- Oh no. - says Peter.

Peter, being as clumsy as he is, falls at the last obstacle of the course.

The PE teacher, mister Thomas lets them home early.

-That was tough, wasn't it? — says Jacob.

-Stupid tough. — adds Peter.

-Anyways, I'll get going now, bye Peter! - says Jacob and leaves.

-Bye! - shouts Peter and leaves, too.

They both get home, do their homework which WAS assigned and go ride their
bikes for the rest of the day. They go home afterwards, eat dinner, and go to sleep.
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Lucijana Cvrljak

BROKEN SYSTEM

Once upon a time there was a girl. She was different . Her mom was a siren, her
dad was a werewolf and most important she was a vampire. She couldn’t tell anyone
that she is a vampire because vampires were extinct for past million years. You may
wonder how siren and werewolf have connection with vampires? Well, there is no
connection. There is system that chooses your mythical creature. This girl is going to
learn more about system and will try to fix it but no one can know she is a vampire.
Let’s start at the beginning...

-Hi my name is Victoria. Tomorrow I'm turning 14. I'm so excited because on your
14th birthday you get your creature! Poor Victoria was so happy but she didn’t know
what was waiting for her. The system was ruled by which. She wasn’t the friendliest
witch. Victoria jumped off the bed and couldn't find selection button. When you
wake up on your birthday there supposed to be a button in the air. Victoria was con-
fused. She had her private library in the house and ran towards it hoping her parents
wouldn’t catch her. Victoria looked through books searching information about sys-
tem but the page that supposed to tell her what happen was ripped off. Victoria was
even more confused.

She said: I think this is a setup or maybe the system is broken after all. Why would
anyone rip that important page? She looked through more books and couldn’t find
anything. The rest of the day she had birthday party, and it was fun afterall. When it
was five minutes until midnight out of nowhere black button appeared with message:
Press it. Normally the button would be red. Three minutes before midnight she re-
membered story of her aunt. She got black button as well when she was 14 years old.
Her aunt didn’t press it and disappeared at 1 a.m. She knew it was a sign and couldn’t
risk it .She pressed the button! The selection line came up. She was so excited. She got
vampire. They are extinct because they were too dangerous and impossible to kill.
There were only 10 of them in whole world. Witch removed them from Earth, so no
one knows where they are now. In the morning she greeted her parents and had to
lie about what she got until she figure it out. It was winter break. She ran through the
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door into the forest. In the forest there was secret lobby where witches’ workers meet
and go to secret control centre. She was sneaking around the forest. In a blink of a
eye she was kidnapped and appeared in the flying bubble. Two persons were driving
it. Victoria wasn't at all scared and she actually enjoyed the ride.

They landed at this magical place. She never saw anything that beautiful in her
life. Witch came out of nowhere. Victoria nervously said: Hi! Witch explained to
her that system wasn't broken afterall. It was all planned by this secret organization.
We all vampires. Witch said. 10 more persons walked in and Victoria was shocked
. She couldn’t believe her eyes. Witch had offer to her that she can join because she
is the chosen one. After 10 million of years which supposed to die and this was her
last year. Victoria would be new witch, but she needed a lot of preparation to rule
the whole world. As the year passed Victoria become better and better. After a year
Victoria become new witch. For the next ten million years Victoria ruled the world

until next chosen one came...
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Gracija Kalaba

MURDER OF THE ROYAL FAMILY

It was Christmas Eve. The royal family was decorating their castle. When they
were done they all went to sleep so they can be ready for Christmas.

While king Charlie and queen Eliza were sleeping their children princ Jonathan
and princess Emily were still awake. Out of nowhere they heard steps that were com-
ing from outside of the castle. Their guards were sleeping because it was 1:00 AM.
Jonathan and Emily came down to wake up their guards so they can see who is
walking towards the castle. When guards were finally awake they stepped outside to
see who is coming, but they didn’t see anyone. King and queen started hearing those
steps too so they came down to check if everything was okay. Jonathan and Emily
started whispering about what they heard and how they were awake the whole time.
Charlie and Eliza didn't know where to start. They said that they also heard those
steps and that there is nothing to worry about. They all went back to sleep. In the
morning children were opening their presents when they heard those steps again
but this time they were louder. Guards came to the living room and said that there
is someone in front of the doors. Charlie came to see who is that but there wasn’t
anyone. Guards started talking about how they think that someone is pranking them
but they didn't know who. As Eliza held her children, those steps were coming out
of the attic. Guard Noah started to lose his mind because those steps were always
somewhere. Guard Ronald came to the attic and there was a box moving. He went
to check the box but there was just some old creepy doll. As soon as Ronald saw the
doll he rushed down. Children asked what was wrong but Ronald passed out on the
floor. They immediately called 911. After Ronald was taken to the hospital Noah was
so worried that he wouldn't see Ronald again. The royal family went to visit Ronald.
The doctor said that the reason why Ronald passed out was that he was really scared.
After two days Ronald was back. Noah missed him so much that they both cried
their hearts out. Those steps went on for days until one day they stopped. Children
were so happy so they went to the playground. They didn't know what was going
to happen until they came there. There was a strange man covered in black tattoos.
That man took Jonathan and Emily and he let them go in the middle of nowhere.
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One hour later unknown number called Charlie and Eliza. It was the man that took
Jonathan and Emily. He said that if they want to go get their children, they needed to
pay him a million dollars or he would go get them and kill them. Eliza started crying
so much that she couldn’t even breathe. Charlie pulled himself together and said that
he would pay anything just to see his children again. The man said that they have one
week to pay him or else.. After their children came back Eliza said that she wouldn’t
let them outside ever again. One night Jonathan and Emily heard their mum scream.
They came in as fast as they could. Their mum was covered in blood. Their dad was
crying like no one could when he saw his dead wife. After that, Charlie invited ev-
eryone to come to the funeral. After that the royal family was never the same again.
Years passed by and the murderer of the queen was never found. Jonathan and Emily
soon had their 15th birthday. Charlie wanted to throw them an amazing party but
he was not letting strangers in his castle. Jonathan and Emily begged him to throw
them a party but just with a few close friends. Charlie finally agreed. Party was going
so well until all guests started screaming. Charlie rushed down to see what happened
and he saw something that he tought he would never have to see. Jonathan and
Emily were on the floor with their heads cut off. It was a nightmare. Charlie asked
everyone to leave so he could call 911. He was over the moon when he saw that Jon-
athan woke up but his life came crashing down when the doctor said that Emily was
dead. He invited everyone to the funeral. After the funeral Charlie had a breakdown
because he lost the two most loved women in his life. Charlie started searching for
the murderer but soon enough he let the police help him. A year passed after Emily
died and seven years after Eliza died. It was his first birthday without his sister. He
missed her so much that the party theme was Emily. Everyone wore something that
reminded them of Emily but for Jonathan he dressed as Emily. He even bought two
cakes- one for him and one for Emily. Birthday party went so well because no one got
murdered. Years passed and everything was good but Charlie and Jonathan missed
Eliza and Emily even more. Not one day passed that they didn’t think of Eliza and
Emily. One day Charlie got some very good news. The police found the murderer
that murdered Eliza and Emily. It was the man with black tattoos from all those years
ago.

After five years Charlie passed away and it was time for Jonathan to get the crown
and become a king. He made sure that everyone was comfortable in their houses. He
even gave food to the homeless people in their country. Maybe Jonathan was lonely
but he always thought of his sister and parents. Even Noah and Ronald were still the
guards and became his family.
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Jakov Svarc

THE WRONG LIST OF THE FAKE SANTA

Every Christmas, children look forward to the arrival of Santa Claus because that
means only one thing: presents! Gifts almost always include favorite toys, books and
picture books, video games, candy, and clothing. But this year was somehow differ-
ent.

Santa chose his best helpers and gave them an important task. They had to visit
busy city locations every day - squares and streets, Advent houses, shopping centers
- and collect the Christmas wishes of the children they met. They would write down
the wishes on a sheet, which they then sent to the North Pole. There, the elves packed
the children’s wishes into boxes, wrapped them in nice paper and put a big bow on
each one.

All the ‘Santa Clauses’ did their job perfectly, except for one. He did not write
down the wishes, nor did he talk to the children. They got on his nerves and he con-
sidered them mean and spoiled.

After a few days, he sent his ‘list’ to the North Pole. When he saw it, the real Santa
was shocked. The list read: for Ivica - some coal in a sock, for Maja - old socks with
holes, for Luka - rotten apples, for Vlatka - a black radish, and so on.

However, Santa had no choice but to pass this strange list to the elves and put
those odd gifts in his bag. Like every Christmas Eve, he started his journey and the
children around the world followed him on the app and were very much looking
forward to his arrival.

On Christmas morning, shock again! Instead of joy and laughter, children from
the strange list were all in tears. All the houses in one whole street received unwant-
ed, ugly presents and children were angry and disappointed.

They decided to write to Santa and ask him to explain this absurd situation. San-
ta answered as soon as he got their letter - he informed them that it was all a big
misunderstanding and that he had fired his naughty helper. He wanted to make it
up to those kids and asked them what they really wanted for Christmas. Soon they
received the real presents and they were happy again.
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Santa learned a big lesson — he should always check on his helpers thoroughly and
be sure about their intentions. And the children? They are still playing with their
new toys.
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Cvita Talaji¢

PERFECT LIFE, LONELY HEART

Once upon a time, in the center of Madrid, in the happiest part of the city, there
was a girl named Euridicy. She was a beautiful girl with long dark hair and or-
chid-blue eyes. She was going to the best university in town and had the richest
parents in Spain. But something in her life was missing. She had friends who seemed
to be worth gold, but they were just friends with her because of her money. She had
a very kind boyfriend, but he liked her for the same reason as her friends. She could
never do what she wanted because of her parents, who wanted her to be perfect. She
was miserable her whole life. But she was at least happy at school because she had
lots of friends and a kind boyfriend, or at least she thought so.

One day she overheard her friends talking. “Ugh, she’s so annoying! How long do
we need to pretend to be her friends? I'm so tired of her boring life stories!”

“Don’t worry girls, we will pretend until she gives us money, after she does that,
we will abandon her right away”

She stood there stunned. She rushed to the bathroom. While she was trying to
calm herself down, she realised that she had to confront them. So, that day she went
to each of their houses and gave them huge amounts of fake money. When she got
home, she felt like shed done the right thing. After all, they were just using her for
her money. But the next morning she heard her boyfriend saying the same horrible
things about her as her friends had previously done. This time she ran away as fast as
she could. She just wanted to go away and disappear.

She stopped running when she reached the closest airport. There she just sat down
and started crying. A nice-looking man tapped her on the shoulder and asked, “Why
are you crying, miss?”

She replied, “Because I have a perfect life, but a lonely heart”



PRIMARY SCHOOL - 5™ AND 6™ GRADE | 133

mentor: Maja Cajko
institution: OS Sveti Kriz Zalretje, Sveti Kriz Zalretje

Dorotea Dijakovi¢

THE HORROR NOVEL

One cold and stormy night Lilly Williams was in her room, reading. She loved
reading novels and buying antique books. She always went to a shop called “Spooks
and Creeps “ One day she found a horror novel there. The story was set in Italy in
1900. She decided to buy the book because it reminded her of her grandmother. She
was born in Italy in 1891. She asked the manager of the shop how much the book cost
and he told her that if she wanted the book she had to win it in an auction. Lilly really
wanted it so she made the highest bid. She went home feeling very happy because she
won the auction. She came home and went to her room. She was really excited, but
when she opened the book she saw that it was blank...there was nothing written in it!
She was very disappointed beacuse she paid quite a lot for a blank book. She threw it
on the bookshelf angrily. A few days later, Lilly’s whole family started experiencing
some paranormal activities in the house. Then her grandmother suddenly died from
an unknown illness. Lilly was devastated. She noticed the book on the shelf and felt
extremely exhausted. She decided to throw it out. But before she threw it in the trash,
she opened it one more time. She was shocked - there was a whole chapter written in
it. And her grandmother was the main character! She read it and felt shivers down
her spine. Everything about her grandma dying was there. And the title of the next
chapter was “Lilly”! She quickly closed the book and decided to go to the bookshop
and ask the manager about it. She rushed out of the house, but when she came to
Diagon street, she couldn’'t find the bookshop. She walked up and down the street,
but it just wasn’t there. She asked a passerby where the bookshop was, but, strangely,
he said that there was never a bookshop there. That day Lilly went missing...
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mentor: Suzana Toli¢
institution: OS Cvjetno Brijesce, Osijek
Martin Drenjancevic

AFTER-SCHOOL ACTIVITIES

Yes, school... That is a very boring thing. Mostly because you repeat the same
thing every week. But it’s still fun because of friends and some teachers. © To make
life more fun there are after-school activities.

So according to my calculations, 89% of boys go to football practice. Well, I don’t.
I go to basketball practice, and I also play the guitar. I am great at basketball; I always
beat my dad when we play outside. I go to my practice two times a week and I love
it. The fun fact is that I watched only one LIVE basketball match. Also, I have been
training basketball for 1 year and I have already bought two balls. But don’t think
that I am silly because I spent money on two basketballs. I have bought two balls
because I thought one was punctured and then after two weeks, I realized it was
not punctured. Yes, it’s a very funny story. And I think that’s all about basketball. So
now it’s time to talk about the guitar. First things first, the question “What is better,
basketball or the guitar?” Well, the answer is easy, the guitar is way better than bas-
ketball, so we have got a lot more to talk about. What is so special about the guitar?
So basically, touching the strings already makes you feel good. Maybe you’ll never
get a chance to get that feeling, but trust me, it is incredibly good. And imagine, you
can just punch those strings and you make a melody. Yes, I can do that. And I also
have a good teacher. So alright, that is all about the guitar and I think it is all about
after-school activities. Yes, goodb... Wait, wait, wait! I almost forgot I do one more
thing after school. I play video games. My favourite video game is Minecraft. It's a
game from 2011 and, by the way, I was born in that year. Minecraft is all in cubes.
That is the only strange thing about it. It’s all in cubes, but it’s still one of the most
popular games in the world! That is also one fun fact about Minecraft. I have been
playing it for 4 years now and I love it! I also play Fortnite. It’s a shooting game.

And vyes, I think school is very important, but activities are important as well
because without them life wouldn’t be interesting. So, that is all about after-school
activities for real this time. So, goodbye!
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mentor: Mia Devi¢ Mandura
institution: OS Jelenje - Drazice

Ivano Korman

MY BASKETBALL JOURNEY

One day back in 2018 I had my first experience with basketball. That day my dad
came and said what would you like to play, football or basketball. I said basketball. I
didn’t know anything about sports but I still tried my best on my first practice. When
I came I have seen everyone on practice were so much bigger and then me and older
then me. At first when I got the ball in my hands I didn’t know what should I do, I
was first running with the ball to the basket and missed. But I learned so much and
started to get better. But still wasn’t doing so good like the guys that played with me.
I really wanted to play my first game like the others but was too young and wasn't
even tall like others. I was playing and playing so much, going to every practice I
could and was getting better. I wasn't gonna give up. I wanted to get better. At prac-
tice I was looking at how my teammates played and I realised there is a lot of work
to do. I started watching NBA to see how other players and teams play. I was really
impressed how they play. I have seen some professional players like Lebron James,
Gianni Antetokoumpo, Stephen Curry and others. I was trying to do some of their
plays like Gianni’s euro step. I was practicing outside and inside, no matter what. I
had a dream in my mind, my dream was to make it to NBA one day. And I was try-
ing my best to make my dream come true. I was better, stronger, faster, smarter, and
focused on basketball.

In 2020 I was already one of the best players on practice, but still many people
from the class were talking about how I couldn’t make a shot with a football. Every
athlete knows you cannot score a bucket so easily with a football. And 2020 was a
really different year. Corona virus came so I didn't practice so much and I got worse
at basketball. I was bored so much but I didn’t have to go to school. At home I had
a basketball but no basket so I went to the playground and practiced there. I was
terrible, I missed most of my shots, but that changed. After a couple of days I was
scoring the most of my shots like layups, three pointers, rebounds and other. The
next day coach called and said we have practice tomorrow. So I had to get ready for
practice. I was outside, I was running and working on my dribbling. I was outside
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for a very long time, like 4 — 6 hours so I was really tired. I went inside the house and
fell asleep. The next morning I woke up, I brushed my teeth, ate breakfast and played
videogames. I think every professional athlete was a gamer before. I went to practice
right after playing video games. On practice first we worked on layups. I am really
good at that but still don't like doing layups for the start. I would rather do dribbling
to the basket for the start. Then we got in pairs and worked on passing. We do if of
the floor and other types of passing. It is good because I fixed my passing so much
with that exercise. And all the same till December 20021.

In December 2021 I played two games. I was so excited when we came and had
pre game warm-up. That was 30 minutes long and then the game started. I was really
nervous so I didn’t play so good the first game. We lost. Also the second game.

The next week we had two games. I was nervous. I just wanted to score one point.
The first game we lost and I didn't score and the second game we lost, too. When I
came home, I was really sad. I was practicing 2.5 - 3 hours a day and the day before
the game I was outside for 4 hours. When we came to the game I saw a beautiful
bucket, I was doing great in defence and in attack, and I scored another bucket and
two minutes later another bucket. I felt like Kobe Bryant is inside of me. Someone
did a foul on me so I got two free-throws, I scored both. At the end of the game I re-
alised I scored 20 points. That’s the highest in my career. But we lost for three points.
The next game, we won, I scored the winning three pointer in the last second. And
that is my journey, but it’s not over yet. I still didn’t make my dream come true. Now,
you tell me your story.
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mentor: Ana Katru$a
institution: OS kralja Tomislava Nagice

Zoja Licinic¢

MERMAID’S LAKE

Once upon a time there was a beautiful lake. But that lake wasn’t ordinary; it was
magical. Mermaids live in the lake. They have got beautiful tails which shine in the
sun. The most delightful mermaid is called Marie.

One day the mermaids play with a golden ball. Marie drops the ball in the forest
nearby. All mermaids get angry with Marie. “Now, you need to go and get the ball
back” says Wynona, her friend. “But I haven’t got legs! I can’t reach the ball” cried
Marie. Wynona left furiously.

“T'll help you!” someone says. “Who says that?” asks Marie. “Nobody.” again the
same voice. “Please, if you hear me, help me! If you're not a fish, of course” asks
Marie again. “You're one silly mermaid.” says very small fairy. She’s got long straight
brown hair and brown eyes. Her wings are pink. She is wearing skirt made of leaves.
“A fairy?!” says Marie. Marie looks at her with her blue eyes. Her wavy black hair is
wet, and her blue tail is shining. “Yes, my name is Lola.” the fairy tells Marie. “I can

» «

give you your ball if you want it” “Oh, yes, please! All the mermaids are angry with
me because I lost the ball” “OK, but you need to get me my crown back first” Lola
seems unhappy. “But how? I don’t even know where your crown is. Why do you have
a crown?” Marie was curious. “You see, all the mermaids are angry with you, and all
the fairies are angry with me. I'm a princess and I lost my crown.” now Lola is sad.
“My crown is at the bottom of your lake.” “I can find it and give it back to you. I'll go
and look for it offers Marie.

At the same time, Wynona finds Lola’s crown and puts it on her head. Marie sees
her because she comes out of the water with the crown. She yells at Wynona: “Give
me that crown! I need it now!” “Never!” says Wynona. “I don’t believe you anymore
because you dropped the golden ball!” “I cant let you have it. It belongs to the fair-
ies” But Wynona doesn't listen to her. “Mermaids!” she calls. “Catch her!”

Suddenly, Lola comes to them and stops them. “That’s my crown.” she explains. “I
lost it when I danced, and it fell into your lake. Can you give me back my crown?”
Wynona sees her mistake and the little fairy takes the crown back. To thank them,
she returns the golden ball to Marie.

They lived happily ever after.
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mentor: Anita Barana$ic¢
institution: OS Sesvetska Sela, Zagreb

Tin Cesar

CORPORALTIN’S JOURNAL

April 19th 1862, Frankfort, Kentucky

We were at Drill camp. Our general Ulysses S. Grant was explaining the buglers
and the drummers what each drummer or bugler meant. Then we herd them. The
CSA (Confederate States of America) soldiers. “STATIONS” he yelled and we got
into the trench. The artillery crew were loading cannons. The bugler played the
“Commence Firing” call. We started shooting and the artillery crew commander
also yelled to fire. Then the general said: “Bayonets!” then he yelled “"CHARGE!”. We
got up and started to charge. We avoided the CSA-s artillery strikes. The fight was
over and we started marching to Jackson, the capital of Mississippi. We infiltrated a
CSA camp on the way and stayed there for a couple of months.

July 10th 1862, Jackson, Mississippi

We infiltrated Jackson and liberated it. The bugler called the call for lunch, we got
out of our tents and came to the middle of the camp to eat. Then, we heard it. The
rebel yell, not just 1, but 100 of them. The same scenario from before. They were al-
most successful of liberating our camp. Then the CSA soldiers retreated to Alabama
so that meant Mississippi was liberated from the CSA and now in the USA. My
general promoted me to corporal I was proud of myself. I told the general that I'll go
check on the artillery crew. I go to the artillery shooting range and the sergeant for
the artillery crew greeted me and asked me why I came to them. I answered that I
want to see how they prepare the cannon. It was complicated job there were 5 men to
operate it. 2 of them had long metal sticks, 1 had an amber cleaner and a rammer, the
other one had a sponge. Then the 1st man cleans the barrel of amber and the holds
the barrel with the end of his stick then the other guy cleaned the barrel with a wet
sponge and the 1st guy then cleaned the water in the barrel. Then their commander
goes to a box filled with different types of ammao. They weren't balls like you see in
the films, they were bullet shaped. Then he puts it at the end of the barrel. The guy
that cleaned the barrel for ambers now rams the bullet into the barrel. Then the 3rd
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and the 4th guy position the barrel and the cannon to the target. Then the 5th and
final guy primmed the cannon and fires it. And when they fired it, the ball hit the
center of the target.

I got back to my duties and it was peaceful for now. That’s all for these 2 months.
If anything interesting happens, I'll write it in this journal.

This was Corporal Tin signing off.
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mentor: Tihana Modri¢
institution: OS Bol, Split
Ante Katura

SECRETS OF AN AVERAGE LITTLE BOY

Once upon a time, maybe a few months, lived a little boy that goes by the name
of Demetreus Demarcus Bartholomew James III. Jr (we will call him Demetreus).
Demetreus has black hair and blue eyes along with a very goofy stance. He stands at
a whopping 5 foot 6 inches. He was a very average boy, playing games every day and
hanging out with his friends...

BUUUUUT, he had a very dirty little secret.

Before we get to that, meet Tony Marasolinne.

Tony is a very boring individual because everything, i mean EVERYTHING he
has is made to make him popular and very mainstream. As an example, his t-shirt is
black red along with adidas trousers. His shoes are white Air Max 270s.

He is not mainstream when he is with Demetreus because they are BFFs.

Now, back to Demetreus, the secret is that............. Ooooh, suspenseful!............

He had a Mush Lab in his house.

If you are wondering: “What in tarnation is a “Mush Lab?”, let me tell you.

A "Mush Lab”, as Demetreus and Tony named it, is a place where Tony and
Demetreus came together and brought different food products like eggs, salt, yo-
ghurt, ketchup and various other stuff to mix it into a substance that would be great
to make someone throw up. Then, they would take their HUGE red and power-
tul slingshot, climb on top of Tony s flat, red roof and shoot the strangers with the
mush. Now, I have to end the story. The end.

You thought i was really going to end the story like that? You would be dead
wrong.

Remember how I said “secrets” instead of “secret”?

And I said “friends” instead of "friend"?

Well, it is time to meet a little bit more of his friends and a little bit more of his
secrets.
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Demetreus Demarcus Bartholomew James III. Jr. only has one best friend. That
would be Tony Marasolinne.

Best friends aren 't your only friends. There also are normal friends which you see
a little bit less.

Demetreus had tens of these.

One friend of his in particular is a little devil.

His name is Joseph Karlow.

He is a very popular individual who gets invited to every football tournament
around the quarter they live in. He is just very good at football and the ability to
dribble Demetreus as much as he wants to do so. Forget it, that is not why he is so
popular.

He has a lot of firecrackers and, umm... the whole schoolyard turned red because
of the man himself, Joseph Karlow. I guess you can imagine how big of a problem
that was. Demetreus and Tony could not play football without getting first-degree
burns.

Joseph was the definition of a little devil.

Now, what was their big secret that nobody knew except Joseph, Demetreus and I?

Want some suspense?

I will give you suspense.

The man himself threw a firecracker in a container near Demetreus” house and
burned it down. That was ultimately blamed on a lightning strike since Demetreus’
parents were not home.

That caused the other containers around it to get filled to the brim and beyond
since the container Joseph burned down had the highest capacity, and the container
filling was causing a dreadful stench.

Joseph was very lucky and got away with the situation. Also, his lit-
tle brother came on the schoolyard with the most powerful firecracker Jo-
seph had and lighted it. Demetreus was not there to witness the situation,
but his friend Denny Barrabanas told him that he came to the schoolyard
and saw a random kid running and screaming ‘Cobra 8! Cobra 8! Run! Run!
Then, he heard a loud, bomb-like explosion (which is not dramatization since that
firecracker has around 100 grams of gunpowder). Denny is still shocked how jo-
seph’s mom could let joseph s little brother out with such a firecracker. It was very
confusing considering Demetrius' firecrackers did not have gunpowder. If you are
wondering what connection Demetrius has with Denny Barrabanas, he went to kin-
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dergarten and primary school with him. Also, he taught Denny how to play football.
Denny Barrabanas is a blond man with brown eyes. He is not very tall and almost
always wears a blue t-shirt with grey trousers.
Now, Demetreus also shares a secret with Denny Barabanas, since he is a man of
trust. He does not have the strength to do something like telling someone s secret.
Denny has a very important secret. What is it, you might ask?

The suspense is killing everybody, right?

His super smart dad developed advanced Nanobots that can help cure 95 percent
of diseases!!

Can you see what impact this will make on society?

I think you can!

This is really going to impact society!

Also, the nanobots can duplicate themselves to create more nanobots and eradi-
cate 95 percent of diseases!

Isn’t that amazing?

PSIf Area 51 and FBI scientists find out that Denny s dad developed such a mon-
umental thing, they will eradicate the man off the planet as they probably want to
discover it themselves for extra funding.

Now, Demetreus has a secret only for himself, without anyone knowing.

That would be the fact that he owns a game that is in second person perspective. A
game that has a second person perspective is a game that lets you control the player
from a non-playable character s perspective.

Demetrius has many, many more secrets to uncover, but it is actually 12:30 am so
I will shortly have to go sleep.

Now, it is time for a huge plot twist.

The writer, or I, Demetrius.

This Flash Fiction is based on my actual life.

Demetreus would be me, AK.

Tony is my lifelong best friend, MM.

Joseph is my new, other best friend, BK.

And Denny Barrabanas is my lifelong good friend, DB.

I am very thankful to have such good friends which is why I have included them
in the story as characters with the same personality.
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mentor: Dajana Vidakovi¢
institution: OS “Matija Gubec”, Ceminac

Lunamia Dankovié¢

A MAGICAL ADVENTURE

One spring, when the little girl Maja was still in elementary school, something
very unusual happened. She liked to watch cartoons and movies in which the main
characters were fairies and elves. One spring evening, when she lay in bed, she saw
a bright light through the window. She got scared and covered her head with a blan-
ket. In the morning she told her mom, but she didn't believe her and neither did her
dad. All day Maja thought about the coffee, the light and why it appeared. The next
evening, when it was time to sleep and rest, she went to bed again.

The magical light appeared again.

This time, Maja was not afraid, but looked out the window to see what exactly it
was about. When she looked, she saw two wonderful and magical fairies in flight.
She liked their wings the most, in some places transparent and colorful, and mostly
sparkling like fireflies. The fairies were enjoying their flight, but they noticed that
someone was watching them from the window of a house. They didn’t get scared and
run away, they came to Maja. They introduced themselves to her and Maja found
out that one fairy was called Lola and the other Greta. The fairies asked Maja if she
would go with them on the adventure of a lifetime. Maja didn’t change her mind
at all because she always loved fairies and fantasized about them as well as magical
beings that could all exist.

She immediately agreed and went with them. Lola and Greta took their new friend
to a magical forest outside the city, under a high mountain. In the forest were Lola’s
and Greta’s friends, also fairies and elves, and Maja also met dwarves, good witches,
and she even met the good golden dragon Robert, who, that spring, guarded the
mountain and their spring forest. Together with her new fairy friends, Maja toured
the fairy village. Lola also showed Maja their house, made of large forest leaves sup-
ported by strong branches. When they entered, everything around them began to fly.
Maja was scared, but Lola told her that objects start flying when someone enters the
house because of a fairy spell. The fairies also had their own garden, full of colorful
and very rare flowers that the little girl had never seen and that grow in the forest in
spring.
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Greta and Lola together with other friends showed Maja their games and dances.
Greta saw the sunset. Greta warned Lola about it, and the two immediately talked to
Maja. They realized that they had to return the girl home quickly so that her parents
would not worry. At the exit from the forest, the whole forest seemed to start singing.
The fairies promised Maya that tomorrow evening they would come to her window
again and invite her to an adventure and a visit to the forest. When Maja woke up
in the morning, she saw the spring sun shining in the sky and she was very happy
because she met fairies and other magical creatures, and she was even more happy
that she would continue to hang out with them...
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mentor: Marta Barisi¢
institution: OS «Jesenice», Dugi Rat

Luna Zemunik

HIGH SCHOOL DISASTER

I walked confidently into school, as I always did. While I was walking to my first
class, I noticed students I didn't know staring at me. Surprisingly, they weren't ad-
miring me. They were staring at me with noticeable disgust shown in their eyes.
“Well, this is not good at all!” - I thought, as I was running off to my Maths class. As
I expected more and more students kept staring and me which was creepy. I needed
to know the reason for this annoying situation as soon as possible.

I sat down at my table as the bell rang, and the class started. There was a short
break after the lesson. I was leaning against the door with my mind full of thoughts
and none of them were good. I couldn't stop hearing my classmates making up the
stories about me. Each rumour sounded worse than the previous one. Even though
they were whispering it seemed so loud. I was on the verge of tears when my best
friend Lia walked up to me.

“Hey bestie- whoa, you look hideous!” I was in a complete shock. My own best
friend to talk like that. “What do you mean?” - I said, with a hint of anger. “See for
yourself!” — She replied as she was giving me a mirror. My eyes widened as I was
staring in it. I did indeed look hideous. “I have to fix this” — I thought for myself.
I ran into the bathroom with my tears rolling down my cheeks. I knew that there
wasn’t anything to help me to fix the disaster on my face. There were some red marks
all over it and the dark circles under my eyes were huge. I sat on the floor and started
looking everywhere in my schoolbag. “I need to have at least some mascara some-
where or a skin foundation...” I whispered to myself. I was so happy when I finally
found them.

After washing up my face thoroughly, I dried it up and put on some skin tint, ap-
plied my mascara, and walked out the same bathroom I had run into as insecure as
ever. The only difference was that now I was walking out of it as confident as I would
ever be.
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mentor: Tihana Modri¢
institution: OS Bol, Split
Paula Malenica

UPSIDE DOWN DREAM OF WINTER

I wake up in snow and look around, nothingis clear to me.

How come it’s snowing in Split. The last time it fell when I was 5 years old. I was
turning my head, when I feel breathing on my neck. I scream and turn around
when I see a Cooke. For a second I think I'm in a madhouse. I rubbed my eyes for
a good 5 minutes, thinking that something would change, but nothing. I hear a voice
coming out of the cookies and I almost pass out. I look a little closer around me and
see the inscription castle biscuit. Houses and shops were also made of biscuits, but
in fact everything was made biscuits. I rise from the snow and almost freeze. This
snow is particularly cold. I felt a touch and suddenly wake up. Luckily, I was in my
room without snow or strange cookies. My mom used to wake me up for school. I
put on my jacket and shoes. I went to school, but when I left the apartment, I saw
gingerbread walls around me. However, I didn’t actually wake up, I went to another
dimension. My heart was beating three hundred per hour, I thought, I was going to
fall thought the floor, but I still calmed down and pretended that everything was
fine. When I went out in front of the building, I saw gingerbread men walking. Sud-
denly I fell through the hole that led to the biscuit prison. I looked around for a long
time thinking I would find something, but nothing. Suddenly I see a biscuit dressed
in royal clothes. I was surprised and stared at him wide because I was scared. Then
the biscuit king asks me a few questions as if in an interview. In a few minutes the
king leaves and I am left alone in prison. I felt as if someone was holding my leg. I
didn’t see anything on my leg or around my leg, so I assumed that I was imagining
everything. Oh, what bit me. I noticed a gingerbread man and he tells me to follow
him. This day couldn’t be crazier. The gingerbread slipped through even the tiniest of
holes. He finally got me out of jail. He took me to the aircraft and lifted it all the way
to the clouds. I felt the aircraft shake and fall.

I suddenly got up and jumped out of bed. I felt things to make sure that I felt them
for real and not to imagine. Just so that this nightmare doesn’t happen again.
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mentor: Tihana Modri¢
institution: OS Bol, Split
Nina Slavié

LOST IN ISLAND OF STILLNESS

Once there was a girl named Alison.

She was a normal eleven-year-old girl who lived in a London with her family.
One day she woke up from her sleep tied to a board with some monkeys carrying
her into a big forest. She was scared and confused. After a while out of a corner of
your eye you could see a big stone fortress. Next morning, she woke up surrounded
with worried faces of her classmates Tim, Olive and Victoria. She didn’'t know them
well, but she was happy to know they saved her. They had same experience, but they
escaped. Since they didn't know the way out, they decided just walking straight.
That night they were all awake, they all kept watching guard all night. They were just
eating, walking and drinking all day. For them it way not easy. They had to fight for
they own food and even more important for their own life. They James that place
Island od stillness because there was no sounds .They walked for a long time until
they found a river. After they build a boat, they got into the river and started rowing.
Then they sow a sign: ‘D.... river’ .There was a half missing. It should have been
written: ‘Dead River, wait until midnight, all red underlined.

Fortunately, they build a boat shaped like a canoe. At the midnight the river be-
came a lava. Boat turned on fire and started melting, but kids miraculously sur-
vived. After that moment they decided to move from the river deep into the jungle.
Jungle was better but still not good. Day was good but night horrible because they
knew there was lot of other animals up there. Olive was smart enough to realize
they were lost in time. That meant they were between present and past. After that
it didn’t took him long to realize that they were in parallel universe before humans,
but more dangerous. That was a big success for them. Next few days they were tired
but decided to keep walking. It started to be harder and harder for them. Animals
where smarter, then jungle bigger and bigger and they were sad and hopeless. They
parents were looking for them for over a year now. They called police for thousands
of times. Kids didn’t know year had passed. They become braver and their appear-
ance didn’t change but they were a lot smarter, braver, wiser and ahead other eleven-



148 | NATIONAL SHORT STORY WRITING COMPETITION

year-old kids. They started to find notes like - you are closer, afternoon don't talk
if you want to walk...Every note was correct like that note was meaning that after
noon if you make sound ground will turn into living mud. Alison was wise one. She
find out solutions for everything. Tim strong and brave one. Always ready to fight.
Olive smart one and Victoria one great cooker. Days past by like a minute and once
»poof “ storm .They got separated. They were miles away from each other. Alison
got into a freezing part of the world, Tim into a darkest forest, Olive into a hottest
and Victoria got into a part with beautiful beaches. They all started walking straight
back to jungle. All roads where hard and every way was harder than another. Storms,
rains, show, waves, darkness and many other problems. But none of those stopped
them from getting back. Victoria sow something in a distance. IT turned out to be a
women named Mrs. Lunfif. She was on island for over sixty years. She was looking
like twenty-year-old women. She was the one who wrote notes. That was a moment
when Veronika realized, they were in the game for three years now. When kids find
each other, they were happy to see Mrs. Lunfif. They were together for a few more
years until they found a way out. They needed to get on a same monkey fortress
from the beginning. There They found a diamond which got them beck to a normal
world. It took them weeks, months and years to get back there. It was a hard way to
get up there. After they finally got there, they had to hight with a monkey which seen
them as a fresh meal. It was a long fight, but the king was a big gorilla, and a diamond
was on his crown. After they got the diamond and get back it was hard time for them.
They families where worried and realized they are much older. After a couple of
years, they were twenty years old. They all got married and stayed good friends and
if you wonder about Mrs. Linfif... A life stories come to end one day so does hers,
but she will always be remembered in their stories of Lost in Island od stillness.



PRIMARY SCHOOL - 5™ AND 6™ GRADE | 149

mentor: Mia Devi¢ Mandura
institution: OS Jelenje - Drazice

Ella Bovac

MERMAID

Once upon of time there was a girl named Nixie. Nixie loved swimming on the
beach. While she was diving underwater she found a cave. She dove into the cave
and found a gem. When she touched the gem it broke. Nixie was scared that she did
something wrong, so she swam up to the shore.

When she got out of the water she could not stand up. She kept trying and trying
and trying but nothing. When she looked at her legs, she saw that she has a mermaid
tail. She was shocked and dove back into the water. While she was underwater, she
found the mermaid kingdom. As she went closer, a mermaid came out of nowhere
and said: “Hi! 'm Carol” Nixie was to shocked to reply. “Come on, I'll show you
around.’, said Carol. Nixie noded and followed her around the kingdom.

While Carol was showing Nixie around, Nixie saw a door to pitch blackness. Nix-
ie asked Carol, “What's that door there?”. “That’s the kings throne, he doesn’t like
intruders. Also, we have to go to meet him because you are new here, right?”, asked
Carol. “Yes, I am., said Nixie. “Well then, let’s go!”, said Carol. They entered the kings
throne. While swimming Carol asked, “So if youre a mermaid, how come I never see
you?”. Nixie replied, ”Well, I live far away. I go everywhere in this ocean and I always
meet new mermaids, but where do you live?” “I live in... ice cream?”, says Nixie.
“Oh, never heard of it”, says Carol.

After swimming for ten minutes they arrived. “Hello father, there’s a new mer-
maid in the kingdom., says Carol. Nixie introduced herself, “Hi, I'm Nixie. Nice
to meet you.” The king replied, “Why are you here?” “Well, I had nowhere to go”,
said Nixie. “Hm... Have you heard about the broken gem?”, asked the king. “What
gem?”, asked Nixie. “The rainbow one that you broke?” “I didn’t break a gem!”, Nixie
said scared. “I saw you entering my throne and touch the gem!”, the king shouted.
Nixie swam away as fast as she can before the king got up. As Nixie swam away her
tail started disappearing. She could hardly breathe. When she got to the shore, she
grabbed her stuff and ran away leaving Carol disappointed.
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mentor: Martina Salamon
institution: OS Mitnica, Vukovar

Vito Marijanov

THE LEGEND FROM SPACE

There was a kid who really liked spaceships.He dreamed one day to be a astrounaut
every day after school he only talked about spaceships he also talked alot about how
space is very fun and magical.

His mom listened to him every day about spaceships,astronauts how it is so magi-
cal there.One day he went to school and his teacher asked the class what would they
like to be when they grow up?

Some kids said firefighters! some said a police officer! but only he said astrounaut...
Every body laught at him and said that how stupid the idea was.When he came back
to school he came back crying home.

He locked himself in his room his mom was very scared for him and asked...
Honey a-ar-are you okay?He didint reply he was in his room locked up for 2 hours
straight. When he came to the kitchen to make a sandwich his mom ran towards him

crying and she said..O my god honey are you okay?He said im fine but his mom
knew that he wasn't telling the truth.She said I know you are lying if you werent lying
you wouldn’t lock your self in your room for 2 and a half hours straight!

He said ughhhh alright I will tell you.Our teacher said what would you like to
be when you grow up? And I said astronaut and the kids just started laughing and
saying that being a astronaut is stupid and pathetic.He said there are you happy now
mom!

She said yes,yes I am happy beacuse you told me this if you wouldent told me this
then I wouldn’t know all this!His mom said now tommorrow we will go to your class
and I will say that they all apologize and shake hands with you.

The next day he and his mom went to his school and his mom said to his class that
they need to apologize to him beacuse it is not nice make fun of someone beacuse
that is there dream.They all apologized to him and the rest of the day they didint
mention a thing.

After a very long time the boy became an adult he was still trying to be an as-
trounaut he was going to college he moved out his moms house and had a awesome
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apartman,he was happier than ever.He was trying to get a girlfriend for months and
that seemed to him like ages.

But one day he found one girl that wanted to go on a date with him.He was very
exited and very nervous beacuse this is his first time to go on a date.He had 2 hours
left to get ready.He first took a shower,then after that he made his hair and put on his
suit and shoes

and by the time he looked at the clock it was 6:45 and the date was at 7:15 and the
drive was about 20 minutes long so he had to start driving now.When he came to the
restaurant he saw the girl that he is dating there,she said hey are you ready to go? He
said yes uh lets go in.

When they sat and ordered there drinks and food he said sooo uh what do you do
for a living? She said I am a astrounaut for Nasa how about you?He said I dont have a
job yet I am looking for one at the moment but one day I also want to be a astronaut.

When the date was over he went home and sat on his bed and he was thinking
how did he find such a perfect girl? 3 years later he was 23 years old and he finally
found a job at Nasa just like his girlfriend.He was still in a relationship with her.

He was in his first year of being in Nasa and he loved it there he made some new
friend and every one had welcomed him like he was there own,every one was sooo
nice and it is very awesome there.

In his 2 year there he was highly trained and he was the first astronaut that went
to space in the 2 year but since he was very trained, his manager said that he could
go to space to see if there is something that they have not discoverd.

He was very nervous but happy in the same time this was his first time to go to
space.When he had his gear on and everything on he was nervous that he would
mess something up but his coworkers gave him the comfidence to not be scared.

When they did the count down he was comfident that he was gonna make it. When
he got to space it was just like he imagined pretty and magical his dream came true
after all these years he made it,he cried beacuse he was so happy he said that when he
comes back home for the holidays to his mom he is going to says everything.

When he got to the moon the first thing he did and always wanted to do isto do a
backflip on the moon.It was so fun to him beacuse it was his dream,the second thing
that he did is put up his home flag he came from Canada to the USA but he put up
both of the flags.

It was his time to go back to earth he did one last backflip on the moon but he
knew that this was just his first time he would be on the moon beacuse he belived
that he would be plenty of other times.
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When he came back to earth every one was so happy,and everyone was there even
his girlfriend but he had it all planed out beacuse he had a diamond engagemente
ring for his girlfriend that is now his wife. When he proposed everyone saw it and
everyone claped and cheerd while he proposed to her.

And that is why he is called the young legend.
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mentor: Lidija Saravanja
institution: OS Vladimir Nazor, Cepin

Ana Barisic¢

THE DIARY OF A LOVESICK
ASTRONAUT

Hi, my name is Max. I am an astronaut and I like to write about my life in my
diary. One day, when I was fourteen years old, I decided that I am going to a school
for astronauts. I never thought of what was going to happen to me. In college I was a
straight A student, so I didn't really have to worry about my future after college... Oh,
today is my last day of college and it seems like I must find a job. It sounds horrible
but I really need to find myself a good job... It’s been a while; in three months I am
going to fly to the moon for the first time. It sounds so unreal because it was my very
first childhood wish. Hey, time flied so fast I am going to the moon tommorow... Yes,
today is the day when I am going to the Moon. I can’t wait! I am going to be with five
more astronaut’s, their names are Maja, Patricia, Marta, Eleonora, and Alex. I can’t
wait to meet them!

On 3rd of September, 2022 at 2PM we started flying. I met them all, they are so
nice and cool, especially Maja.

We have been talking since the moment we met, she’s like a female version of me.
It’s very interesting in the rocket, these bodysuits are cool. We have been traveling
for seven hours now, which means we have to travel for 29 more hours to get to the
Moon. I am going to write some more later; I am busy talking to my new friends now.
Dear diary, [ am so sorry for not writing to you for a long time. I was busy talking to
Maja. I think I'm in love with her. Also, I think we're soulmates. Never mind, let’s talk
about space. It’s so beautiful here. It’s full of stars and it seems so unreal... Finally, we
arrived to the Moon. It looks perfect. While getting out of the rocket Maja and I were
holding hands. I was blushing so hard.

She said she loves me. I was so happy. It's time to go back home, I am so sad be-
cause it’s beautiful in here. Maja and I were talking the whole way home. We realized
that we have so much in common. We arrived on the Earth. We got so lucky here
and we were all happy.
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When we got out of the ship, I hugged her and I asked her for a date. I was so
scared that she would say no, but she said yes, and she was as happy as me. On our
date we kissed, and we have been together sence.

Dear diary, it’s been a couple of years. I totally forgot about you because I am so
in love, I mean I am lovesick. We have been to 3 more trips to the space. With Maja
I noticed love is such a powerful feeling. It's so warm, nice, happy, unreal, sometimes
sad, and definitely mind blowing.

I want to give her the whole world, but she deserves so much more. She deserves
the whole universe but that is what she already is. So, everything I have for her is my
powerful love and a diamond ring which is in my pocket! Update: She said yes! So,
dear diary, this is the end because everything that is going to happen to me I want to
keep it all only in my heart.
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mentor: Anna Maria Popovi¢
institution: OS Ivana Kukuljevi¢a, Belis¢e

Leon Ranogajec

ADVENTURES OF LERO THE MOUSE

In a small town by the river there was a mouse named Lero.Lero was a mouse who
was good with everyone, only not with a cat Orel.Lero didn’t know why Orel hated
him.

Lero and his friends went to the hill next to the city where was Orel’s house to ask
Orel why he is angry. They came to Orel’s house and knocked on Orel’s door. His
mom answered: ,,Hi guys! Orel’s is in the garden.“ Lero and his frends went to the
garden.

There was Orel playing football by himself.Lero went to Orel and told him: ,why
don’t you like me.“ Before Orel could say anything the thunderstorm started.Their
friends entered the house but Orel and Lero

Starts running in the forest where was the hunter’s house.They ran through the
forest

So fast that they fell asleep.After two hours they woke up.because of the hunter’s
whistle dogs attacked them .They started running like never before in their lives.But
Lero tripped on a stone and fell on the cliff. Held with the little finger.Orel came back
and helped him to get up and they escaped.

When they returned to the city, everyone was waiting for them. They had so
many questions but one was the most interesting. Why did Orel saved Lero.Orel
answer.because mice and cats are best friends.
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mentor: Tihana Modri¢
institution: OS Bol, Split
Marta Paut

LION KING 4

It was a beautiful day in Pridelands. All the animals got up. Pride Rock was deco-
rated with flowers. Because Kovu and Kiara were supposed to get married. The day
before the wedding came. Kiara was shaking with nervousness and Kovu did not
now about himself. When Nala Kiaras mother came to pick up Kovu, she was sur-
prised. Kovu was scared. Kovu, why are you scared, Nala asked him. Kovu answered
her: I am afraid because I know that I will not be a better king than Simba, let alone
Mufasa. Nala tells him you will be king no matter what. Then Simba appears and
looks at Kovu and then at Nala. Kovu gets anxious and asks anxiously: Simba can we
talk? Simba then answered: Of course we can, what do you want to talk about? Kovu:
I wanted to talk about governance and rules in the Pridelands. Simba: Of course.
Kovu and Simba exit the cave so they can go to the top of Pride Rock and Simba
starts talking to Kovu. While Simba and Kovu talked, Nala comforted Kiara because
Kiara was stressed. Mom, I'm not ready, I'm not ready, says Kiara in sadness, you're
ready Kiara, says Nala.

The day of the wedding came. Vitani arrived and declared: “Come on Kiara, Kovu
has already arrived and Simba is waiting for Nala and you Kiara. Here I come, ex-
claims Kiara! Vitani stood opposite of Kovu and, waiting impatiently, began to watch
with a smile. Simba, Nala and Kiara quickly arrived, and the ceremony began. All the
land was happy and so were Nala , Simba, Kovu and Kiara

4 YEARS LATER

After 4 years Kiara and Kovu had a cub. The cubs name was Mohatu named af-
ter his grand grand grand grandfather. When he was to be baptized all the animals
gathered around Pride Rock. Rafiki the monkey came to the top of Pride Rock and
raised Mohatu so every animal can see Mohatu the future KING of the Pridelands.
When Mohatu was about 5 years old Kiara took Mohatu to the tip of Pride Rock.
Kiara told mohatu this. All that the sun shines on is our kingdom Mohatu. When me
and your father are gone you will rule over everything the sun shines on. Yes, mom
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Mohatu says. Mohatu this is serious, says Kiara with a straight face. Zazoo comes to
alert the pride that hyenas came to the Pridelands. Kiara told Zazoo to take Moahatu
to the cave and that he alerts the pride. The pride goes to the hyenas and fights. The
pride comes back to Pride Rock. After about 5 days 3 families of lions came to Pride
Rock in serch of a pride. Nala wakes up steps out of the cave and sees 3 families of
lions. What are you doing here, Nala asks. We are lost and we are in need of a new
pride says a lioness, are cubs need food and water. Nala lets them sleep under the leg
of Pride Rock. Later that same day when all the lions are awake. The pride decides to
keep the 3 families.

Mohatu’s first and last love

There were 5 cubs in the families. Mohatu had a glance of one of the cubs he fell
in love with the lioness her name was Kamari. The names of the other cubs were
Aheri and Jasari for the boys for the girls Kula and Kamali. Kamari fell in love with
Mohatu on first glance. Kiara and Kamari’s mother Nzuri saw that there was a spark
between those two. Simba recognized a male lion it was Simba’s adopted brother
Malka. Malka recognized Simba. After a few days Mohatu and Kamari become in-
separable. Mohatu and Kamari played with Kamali, Kula, Aheri and Asari every day.
They were beast’s friends. When they grew older, Kamari and Mohatu deeply fell in
love got married and became KING and QUEEN with their beast friends: Kamali,
Kula, Aheri and Jasari by their side they ruled beast in the history of their family tree.
They lived a long and happy life.
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mentor: Anna Maria Popovi¢
institution: OS Ivana Kukuljevi¢a, Belis¢e

Luka Crncevié

THE LOST DOG

Once upon a time there lived a little dog. The dog went everywhere and one day
he got lost.The dog tried to find his way home but he didn’t. The night was coming
slowly and the little dog was afraid of the dark. When the day came, the dog tried
to find his way home again but failed again.When night fell again, the dog was no
longer afraid, but he missed his home.The next morning the dog woke up to the
sound of a car and there was a man in the car.The man got out of the car and saw the
dog lying without food and water and then the man took the dog in and they lived
happily ever after.
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mentor: Ivana Kasunic
institution: OS Nikola Tesla Rijeka

Neva Glumac

THE REAL WORLD

Once upon a time called right now there was a little girl with the name Ivy. She
lives in the small village of Adventureville and has had quite the normal life. In her
eyes that is. She wakes up every day to chaos and destruction, but we’ll get into that a
bit later. As I said she wakes up at about 8 a.m. (quite happily too, if I might add) and
has a bowl of honeysnail shells with some griffin’s milk. Just the usual for the break-
slow. I mean it would be a breakfast, but the snails aren’t that hard to catch and even
less hard to buy. After that, Ivy gets dressed in her favorite hoodie and sweatpants
(for comfort’s sake) and heads off to the local market. That is her favorite place to
go. So many exciting new people and products! And there is always some drama...
“Hello mister Ageblade!”, she said politely to the scary tall man with an eyepatch
and tattoo sleeves. “Hi, there little miss Ivy!”, said the man back, “Would you like
to purchase something from my booth?”. “No thanks, sir”, replied Ivy. “But, I have a
dragon’s tooth razor, yeti coat, and a real-life gargoyle statue that doubles as only a
slightly wild pet if you look at it for too long”. Ivy didn’t really need any of that, plus it
all seemed very dangerous, so she declined the offer. She could have sworn, though,
that the second she turned around to leave she heard the man mumble to himself:”
Ungrateful kids these days. I sacrificed my left eye for this” So, she turned around to
walk a bit faster. Next up was Madam Philea’s booth. She was the oldest villager in
the whole of Adventureville and she knew absolutely everything about everyone in
the whole world. She has a magic crystal sphere, but do not be mistaken, a crystal
sphere is far more powerful than a crystal ball because it can see everyone and ev-
erything everywhere! Pretty cool right? The lame crystal ball can show you only the
people and things you care about. So boring! And so, our heroes story begins with a
single conversation...

“Hiya missy, sooo how can I help you today?”, asked Madam Philea in a slightly
nervous voice. Ivy noticed that she was nervous, so she replied:” I'm not really look-
ing for anything in particular but I would like to know if everything is okay?” Mad-
am Philea replied angrily: "It’s that sleazeball Andhogorohill. He just keeps ruining
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everything! He stomped on my herb garden, and he shaved my friend’s grand-
mother’s husband’s cousin’s girlfriend’s cow! Can you believe it?!” Ivy was certain
that the magic sphere made her come to that last conclusion, so she didn't ask how
she had managed to figure out that small detail. ” I say”, continued Philea, “someone
needs to stop his age of terror!”. All right so maybe you're a little confused now. This
is the chaos and destruction I was talking about earlier. It's not really that bad. It's
simply a tad bit annoying. And this Andhogorohill guy? He is just a gnome who is
angry at the world for no specific reason. It has simply been that way for years now.
Nobody has even tried to stop him! Until Madam Philea said so. As soon as she
yelled that, all eyes were on her. Even the goblin’s eyes and spider heads that she was
selling were looking at her with shock. Then that same shock turned into excitement.
And then finally anger! People were so mad at the gnome that they went ballistic! “I
agree with Madam Philea. We have been falling for his stupid pranks for too long!
Look at what he has done to me!”, said a plump lady as she was pointing to the near-
by house. On the window frame, there was a half-eaten pie that was supposed to b
cooling down. “He ate half of my favorite pie!”, she complained. “Oh yeah? Well look
at what he has done to my canary!”, yelled a neat-looking man in a business suit
while he was literally pulling out a canary from his sleeve. The canary was an inter-
esting color. It was the brightest purple color ever. Andhogorohill must have dyed it.
While the people were bickering over who got pranked the worst, Ivy disappeared
from the scene and went to her favorite booth and her favorite person in the whole
world! “Hi Liam!”, Ivy waved excitedly to the shopkeeper, “How are you? Did you get
pranked by Andhogorohill this week? Because I didn't!”. It was true that she didn’t
get pranked this week, but she did the week before. She was just getting ready to
enjoy her breakslow when she spat out the first spoon. It tasted disgusting and she
knew what it was. Somebody had replaced the delicious griffin’s milk with the gross
cow one! Ew! “Whoa slow down Ivy”, said a kind-looking man, “I avoided the prank-
ing too this week”. After a small chat with Liam and purchasing the magical potatoes
from him (they’re sort of like regular potatoes just - magical!) she went home. It was
lunchtime. Just as she sat down to eat her Loch ness monster fillet leftovers. She
heard someone yell in a frog-like voice: “Wilbur! Winnie! Wilma!” Curious, she ran
outside to inspect the situation. There in the middle of her garden, she saw a pond
that hadn’t been there before. “Cool”, she whispered. As she got closer and closer, she
noticed a frog sitting on a water lily. Around the water lily, there were so many tiny
tadpoles. “Uhhhh, hello there I'm Ivy and who are you?”, asked Ivy. The frog turned
around and almost fell from the water lily. “Wow you must be the ‘Main character’
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that my husband was talking about I'll go get him. Nice to meet you. By the way I'm
Winnie” Shortly after Winnie disappeared, a different frog jumped up onto the water
lily. “Hello there princess of Shakaloopingetrakcyraymoore Kingdom! I see you are
finally ready for your quest?”, asked the frog, “I'm Wilfred and I'll be your chaperone
during this adventure”. Ivy was a bit stunned and confused. She confronted the frog
called Wilfred: “Are you sure you have the right person? My name is Ivy”. Wilfred
seemed slightly disappointed: “Oh, then Ivy it shall be. You must stop the evil And-
hogorohill from pulling his stupid pranks!” Now, why in the whole world did Wil-
fred the frog choose Ivy? It could be because she was pure-hearted, nice person. But
the reason is a little bit deeper than that. After thinking for a bit she accepted the
offer. Well how hard could it be anyways... Wilfred gave her a little rock - to help her
in times of need. “Also I will be joining you!”, said Wilfred. “Why?”, asked Ivy. “It’s
because of my kids I have twenty-six...”, Ivy abruptly interrupted: “You have twen-
ty-six kids?!”. “NO”, said Wilfred the frog: “I have twenty-six thousand three hun-
dred and eleven kids”. Ivy thought she was going to faint, but she understood Wil-
fred’s reason. And so the journey to the land of Andhogorohill’s castle had begun.
They started the journey the next morning and Ivy noticed something. One, her
backpack was a lot more spacious on the inside but wasn’t bigger on the outside.
Two, she had an XP (Experience Points) bar at the bottom of her point of view and
ten hearts (for ten lives that she got). Interesting! She met Wilfred outside and as
soon as they got to the market people started showering her with gifts and presents.
Liam gave her a little slingshot. Not the best weapon but it will do. People were pes-
tering her to do the dumbest of tasks like getting a cat down from a tree or finding
their beetroot, but she didn’'t have any time for side quests. Some voice inside her
told her that she had to go for the real deal. She was going to defeat Andhogorohill
himself before anything else! So with a heavy heart and an even heavier backpack,
she left her village. I can spare you the details of her and Wilfred’s traveling but it did
take several days. “Sometimes I wish I was at home eating my breakslow instead of
this energy bar flies every morning”, Ivy complained after two days of traveling. She
was already down to four hearts because of some silly attempts to shorten the trip.
Once she fell into the river and another time she fell from a tree, but shed known
what would happen if she lost all her hearts. “Nothing good”, she assumed. Wilfred
was loving the energy bar flies and he wasn't complaining in the slightest. This was
his peace of mind away from his family. Just for a little bit. Just then ahead they saw
it. Andhogorohill’s castle. Well... It was more of a children’s toy castle but for him it
was home (he’s a tiny gnome remember?). Just as they were opening the castle gates
a bucket of mud fell onto our heroes. “How is he so good at this?”, asked Wilfred
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annoyed, “It’s like his life purpose is to pester people” “He isn't that good”, said Ivy,
“we were just caught off guard” So, soaked to the bone with mud, they made their
way around the castle. The castle was HUGE in the gnome’s eyes, but for Ivy it was
the size of an average flat in a skyscraper. And there he was sitting on a little chair
that to him was like a throne. “What are you doing here?”, the gnome said in a child-
ish tone, “this is my house so get out!”. “Not so fast” said Ivy. “I have come here’, she
looked over to Wilfred who looked a little hurt, “I mean WE have come here to stop
you from pulling any more pranks!”. “I would like to see you try”, said Andhogoro-
hill. He had a bubble machine. He turned it on, and the bubbles got into Ivy’s eyes. It
stung a lot. She was now down to three hearts. As she tried to get closer, she slipped
on some cooking oil on the floor that she hadn’t noticed before. “Wow this gnome
really is good’, she said to Wilfred who was down to one heart. Wilfred had only one
heart (life) because he was just an observer. He wasn’t supposed to be the hero. Just
the mentor. But he has now realized that the situation is getting worse by the second.
Ivy lost her second heart because Andhogorohill hit her in the face with a raspberry
pie. Very precise aiming for someone with such short hands. This was it... It was her
last heart... She cannot lose it. She heard Wilfred yell to her: “The rock! Use the
rock!”. She knew what she had to do. She grabbed the slingshot and the rock. She
aimed. And Aimed. She released! And hit Andhogorohill right in his big nose. He
tell unconscious. When he woke up Ivy felt that she shouldn’t just leave him like that.
“Hey who are you and what are you doing in my house?”, asked the gnome. “Don’t
worry I'm leaving now... Wait! Do you remember what just happened? Or do you
remember anything? “ asked Ivy convinced she solved the problem. “No, not really”,
said the gnome. Ivy knew what to do: “Well you're a nice and kind gnome who lives
in this castle. Oh, and your name is Andy”. “Andy... I love it!”, said the gnome

So that was it. Problem solved. She was tired. She wanted to close her eyes
just for one second. One... Second... When Ivy opened her eyes again, she was in
the Adventureville market. Everyone was congratulating her. Rageblade, Philea and
Liam. EVERYONE. Especially Wilfred and his family. Then she saw the biggest sun-
set ever even though it was only noon. The sun was huge then it simply turned off.
She was left in a dark space. She couldn’t see or hear anyone anymore. She saw some
names in front of her. Like credits. Like the credits at the end of a movie. She saw a
person. A girl. A much bigger girl. Then Ivy slowly started to fade away. When Ivy
faded away completely the girl stood up. A voice called her: “C'mon honey it’s dinner
time!”. The girl looked over to her computer on whose screen Ivy was on a second
ago. “Until the next adventure’, the girl whispered to Ivy. And even though Ivy wasn't
there she had certainly heard her.
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Anabel Stojsic¢

THE ICON

Sarah and her best friend, Nicole were boredly lying on Sarah’s bed, trying to find
something to do. “We should download this new app I heard of;” said Nicole. “I think
that it is called “I dare you®. “And what does it do?“ asked Sarah. “Apparently, it gives
you a challenge every hour for a day and if you complete all the challenges in the
first fifteen minutes of every hour, you win a prize at the end. My neighbour, Mark,
said he tried it out, but he only got to the third challenge because he did not hear
the notification on his phone. He also said you are only allowed to download it once
and it discards itself at the end of the twenty-fourth challenge.“ Sarah thought about
it for a minute and then they decided to download it at the same time. “Let’s make
this a bit more interesting, “ suggested Nicole, “We will compete with each other and
the first one to complete all the challenges gets a weekly allowance of both of us for
a month?” Sarah’s eyes shined at the thought of how much money she could get and
all the things she could buy with it. “Deal,” said Sarah. Nicole’s face brightened up. “
Yaaay!“ she squeaked.

Sarah checked the time on her phone, it was ten thirty pm, which meant they still
had half an hour left until the first challenge. They both went downstairs to get some-
thing to eat. While they were eating, Sarah asked Nicole, “So, what exactly are these
challenges about?“ Nicole responded, still chewing a slice of pizza, “I am not sure,
but I think Mark mentioned something about sending certain texts to people that
the app chooses from your contacts.” For the first time that evening, Sarah was not
very sure she wanted to participate in the challenge. She feared that the app could
choose Hunter, her crush from school. Sarah would feel humiliated for life if she had
to send Hunter any kind of message, especially an embarrassing one. She thought
about giving up, but then she reminded herself of the money she would get, and she
realized that it is not that big of a deal. “But how will they know if we completed
the challenge?“ asked Sarah skeptically. Nicole sighed “I guess that they can read
the messages on your phone then.“ She checked her phone, “It is ten fifty-seven, we
should get ready for the first challenge. Oh, and one more thing, we should not let
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each other know what our challenge was until we complete them.” Sarah nodded and
took a deep breath right before she heard the notification on her phone. The game
has begun.

Sarah ran up the stairs and burst into her bedroom. She clicked on the notification
on her phone and a blank chat appeared. After a few seconds, an icon popped up.
Hello there. Said the first message, you are Sarah, right? How do you know my name?
Typed Sarah. That is not something you should worry about right now. Rather concen-
trate on your first challenge. Which is ... Sarah waited for a long minute and then the
icon popped up again; Call your sister, and when she picks up, do not say anything, just
be silent for a minute and then hang up. Sarah was relieved she could do that. It is
something she and her sister do all the time to each other. She took her phone and
typed her sister’s number. It started ringing. Emily picked up, “Hello” Sarah stayed
silent “Sarah, hellooo? “She waited for another minute, “Are you pranking me agai-“
Sarah hung up before her sister could finish the sentence. Then she heard a notifica-
tion. Good job. Stay tuned for the next challenge, Sarah. A few moments later, Nicole
appeared at the door. “So, did you do it?” she asked excitedly. Sarah nodded. “Me too,
what was the challenge, tell me everything!“ Sarah rolled her eyes, “It was nothing
special, really. I just had to call Emily, then when she picked up, I had to stay silent
for a minute and then hang up” Nicole made a sad face “Well, that is not fair, I had
to call mom and tell her I love her and then she kept me on the phone for another ten
minutes” Now it was Nicoles turn to roll her eyes. “But what did Emily say?” Sarah
smiled. Oh, she thought I was pranking her, we do that all the time, I just hope she
will not say anything to mom. What do you think the next challenge is going to be
about?” Nicole stared at the ceiling for a moment, “I honestly do not know, but I
hope it is something similar to the first one.“ They decided to spend another hour
watching a movie. As soon as they started, Sarah got a text from Emily; What was
that about? Were you and your stupid friends prank-calling me again or what? Just as
Sarah was about to answer her, she got a text from The icon, as she called it now; Do
not answer her. Why? Is this the next challenge, I thought we get one each hour.
Typed Sarah. No, but if you answer her, the next challenge will be much harder than it
is now. With those words repeating in her head, Sarah went back to watching the
movie. At exactly midnight, the notification went off again. This time, without intro-
duction, The Icon typed; Now, you are allowed to text Emily, tell her that you did not
realize you were calling her because your phone was in your pocket. Make sure she does
not suspect anything about the challenge, or the app. Sarah did exactly what she was
told to do, then she headed downstairs to see what Nicole got. “I had to block Alex,
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do you know how much effort it took me for him to finally start following me on
Instagram, and now I had to block him. I did it anyways. What did you get? Please
tell me you had to block someone as well.” Sarah shook her head, “I had to text Em-
ily and make sure she did not think it was a dare. It was pretty easy.“ They went back
to watching the TV. Around 00:45 Sarah's mom texted her to let her know they will
not be back home until at least three am. When the pointers on the clock hit one in
the morning The Icon started typing; Let’ see... the next challenge is...; take a picture
with your pretty friend and post it on your Instagram story. Sarah was a little indeci-
sive at first but then she headed downstairs. Nicole was sending a text to Brian, her
brother, saying something about the car. “We have got to take a selfie and I have to
post it on my story,” she said. “Okay,” said Nicole and started posing. After that was
done and The Icon approved the picture with an emoji of a thumbs up, the girls de-
cided to head to sleep. They both set their alarms so that they could wake up about
fifteen minutes before two am to make sure they would not miss the next challenge.
Sarah told herself she was not even tired, but she fell asleep as soon as her head
touched the pillow. After some time, Sarah woke up, the house was dark, and Nicole
was still sleeping. She checked her phone; it was one-thirty in the morning. Since she
could not fall asleep anymore, she decided to just be on her phone until Nicole woke
up. Ten minutes later, Sarah heard a noise. It was a quiet rustle and it seemed to come
from her back yard. At first, Sarah was scared, but then she calmed down and told
herself that it was probably just the neighbours’ cat Winny that goes through their
garbage almost every night. A few moments later, the alarms on both of their phones
went off and Nicole woke up. Sarah told Nicole what she heard, and they both agreed
that it was probably just the cat. They spent the next fifteen minutes trying to guess
what the next challenge was going to be. When it was finally time for the fourth chal-
lenge of the evening, the girls cuddled up together on the couch and stared at their
phones with anticipation. Nicole was the first one to get the challenge; Take a picture
with Sarah and send it to your brother Brian, typed the Icon. Sarah and Nicole took a
picture and sent it to Brian. Then, they waited, it was already two-eleven and Sarah
was starting to get nervous, something seemed off. Then finally, a minute later, The
Icon started typing. After what seemed forever, two words appeared on the screen;
Pick up. Sarah was confused. Pick up what? But then it all cleared up when she heard
a familiar melody coming from her phone along with the words on the screen; un-
known caller. Sarah’s eyes widened in horror, her hands shaking. She and Nicole both
stared at the phone for a minute. Then Nicole whispered; “Pick up.” Sarah slowly
turned her gaze from her phone to Nicole. “Do it, come on. Nothing is going to hap-
pen.” Sarah swiped the phone icon to the right. Her stomach turned around when
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she heard the unnaturally deep voice, slowly speaking; “Hello there, girls. Having fun
tonight, I see.“ Sarah and Nicole were shaking together on the couch, staring at the
blank wall in front of them. “You both must be really brave to download such an app,
or maybe you were just really stupid..” Sarah’s whole body was shaking. “Who are
you? What do you want?” she said, trying to make her voice sound less shaken”
Nothing really, just seeing what a beautiful house you have, I am disappointed you
did not invite me..” Nicole turned to Sarah, crying. “What is he talking about? “She
asked. Sarah opened her phone settings just to find out that her location was on.
They looked at each other and hugged even stronger when they heard the same rus-
tle from before, only now it was getting louder and louder and the noise seemed to
travel from the back yard all around the house to the front porch. The girls started
weeping and crying while the man was slowly unlocking the front door of the house
they were hiding in. As he entered, they were paralyzed by fear and could not move.
He slowly started walking towards them. And in her last moments, with tears run-
ning down her face Sarah was looking at the living room she spent her whole life in,
at all the pictures of her and her family, slowly becoming aware of the fact that this is
going to be the last thing she is ever going to see and with that thought, she felt the
coldness of the knife that was being pushed against her throat. “Why?” she asked,
“Why would you do this?” The Icon sighted, ”In the real world, people just do things
because they can, there is no why” And with that being the last thing those girls were
ever going to hear their lives ended. When the Icon was done with the girls, he calm-
ly walked around the couch, took their phones and discarded the app. Then he
walked over to the kitchen and opened the oven. He reached into his bag and took
out a homemade bomb he had made himself earlier that day. He slowly placed it in
the oven and then, when he made sure that the front door was unlocked and he is
going to be able to safely return to the street, The Icon planted the bomb to one min-
ute, took the knife, put it in his bag and left the house. By the time the bomb went off,
he was already on the other street, watching the house being blown up.

Three days later, Brian was standing at the cemetery, watching the caskets of his
sister and her best friend getting buried. That night, he was at the club when he got a
call from his mother saying that he needed to come home as soon as possible. When
he got there, she told him that Nicole and Sarah died in an explosion. Apparently,
the girls decided to bake cookies in the middle of the night, but the oven exploded.
After the funeral was over, Brian looked at the picture his sister sent him that night.
Since she died, he looked at it a million times but this time, he noticed something in
the background; a shadowy figure of a person looking inside the house through the
window.
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Doris Klaié

A NIGHTMARISH CHRISTMAS
ADVENTURE

Often, we encounter situations when parents make their unfulfilled dreams come
true through their children.

Some father adored motorcycles and now buys his son one. Some mother wanted to
be a doctor, and now she wants to enroll her daughter in medical school. And so on.

Do you know those kinds of parents? Well, I do.

* O %

A few weeks ago, my mom talked about the Christmas Story in Cazma. She want-
ed to see it for several years but never found the time or money to do it. But she
decided that will change this year, and we were on our way to that sparkling Christ-
mas-loving fairytale.

Is it really a fairytale? It depends on whom you ask.

How did it start?

But, mom, I don’t want to go there. I am not interested, I said.

My precious, you will see, you will like it, it’s magical, so many lights, a Christmas
atmosphere, we will spend time together..., she replied sweet-like.

Oh, what's so special about a few shiny Christmas lights? There are a bunch of those
on our balcony, making it look radioactive! We could stay home, put on some Christ-
mas music, and you can make pancakes. We can have so much fun together. Here and
not hundreds of miles away!, 1 tried to convince her.

Honey, I will not argue! Were going on Friday, and that’s it!, she growled.

And that gloomy Friday came. We drove for several hours (I could have spent all
that time on my smartphone doing bright things!), and the rain was pouring, which
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was the unmistakable sign of the sky mocking me. My brother and I looked at each
other and rolled our eyes. We instantly knew how the other one felt.

Our mom said excitedly, passing by some decorated houses: Look at this! This is so
nice. I can’t wait to arrive!

We just nodded, thinking about the electricity bill all those decorated house own-
ers are about to get in January. Happy holidays, people!

Thinking that and feeling sorry for ourselves, we finally reached our destination.
We were blinded by all those Christmas lights!

Oh, my God! How muddy everything was! Disgusting! Disaster! I was thinking.

I got out of the car and immediately jumped into a puddle! Really magical! Some
gentlemen there ask us to pay the entrance fee.

For what?! To see which puddle I will step into next and who will stick an umbrella
into my eye? Oh, my God! I'm stuck in a Christmas nightmare! , my brain and heart
beated in rhythm as one.

My mom went crazy taking all those photos that looked the same and recording
every single move we made. She didn’t care about the dreadful rain! She was having
the time of her life!

Mom, I am hungry., I started nagging her.

That is your problem. Why didn’t you eat your lunch before leaving?, my mom
snipped at me.

We will eat something when we return home., she said indifferently.

So... and thats my mom. She doesn’'t care much because her child is hungry. She
admires the lights. As if we lived in the dark until arriving in Cazma! As if Nikola
Tesla hadn’t invented electricity yet.

I think my agony is finally over when she runs to me excited like a baby and
says: Look, we must go there! We have yet to see that part of the Salajland!

Oh my God! I'm a genuine magician! I feel like Peppa Pig walking along those
muddy paths and trying to avoid all the puddles.

After a quarter of an hour, she finally says it is time for the restaurant. Super!
Great! Finally! Yes! I'm saved!

That’s the only smart thing she said in the past several hours.

The restaurant is so beautiful but empty; there is nobody, only waiters. We sit
down and look at that menu, but nothing attracts my stomach. I feel like crying! I'm
not too fond of meals offered in the restaurant, and drinks are more expensive than
a barrel of oil. We get up (thanks for nothing) and get into the car, which we hardly
recognize, covered with mud. And off we went! Finally! Freedom!
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We decided to eat somewhere else. We reached the restaurant where we had been
several times already, knowing that the food was excellent and the prices were ac-
ceptable. For the Croatian pocket, I mean.

The parking lot was crowded. Oh, my God!

The restaurant was packed! There was no free table. People were waiting outside
for a table to become available. I wonder if I am feeling the rain from the leaky roof
or if it is pouring from my teary eyes!

We gave up and drove to another restaurant. There were a few people, and the
prices were Croatian-friendly!

Finally! Food! I'm saved!

I start to eat, but... I can’t!

I am not hungry anymore! That’s a tragedy! An unexpected one!

I take a bite, and my brother takes the rest.

He could eat a roasted pig by himself!

I will not comment on my mother’s words about the fact that I could not eat.

Up to that moment, we have quarreled 20 times because it is obviously our tradi-
tion when we go somewhere.

Not the tradition! We don't even start our journey without a good quarrel! Its a
rule!

(These quarrels are primarily between my brother and me. But then mom inter-
feres; sometimes, she defends him and sometimes me. Then she murmurs some-
thing to herself, mainly because we don’t listen to her.)

At the end of the last quarrel, she gave a 5-minute monologue. And finally, we
headed home.

You thought the story ended with my mom’s monologue?! Guess what?! You were
wrong! It is 10pm, and sequel 2 of the story begins.

My brother and I play a song that we really like, and that>s the trigger...

What is that? What kind of songs are these? Is it even Croatian? I need help
understanding it! Today every fool is called a singer. What is so excellent in that song?,
she goes on and on.

We laughed and listened to our kind of music, boosting the enjoyable atmosphere.

When we finally came, and our mom parked the car...showtime!

My brother and I raced to see who would be first to the toilet. Mom started mak-
ing a fuss that we would break down the door. Maybe the house as well!

The house is cold because there is no fire. The dog is barking because he must go
out, and he is angry because he was left alone. Who will take the dog out? Nobody! I
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am cold and wet, and I am hungry now. My brother took him in the morning, so he
doesn’t want to do it now. Mom is lighting the fire and doesn’t have time. Who will
take him out?

Honestly, I don’'t remember who took the dog out. It was probably mom. I fell
asleep as soon as my head touched the pillow.

When my impressions settled in the morning, it wasn't as bad as I thought. It
would have been much nicer if it had snowed instead of rained.

If we exclude the cold, mud, hunger, long drive... It was great!

We went somewhere wed never been, and we spent time together in a unique
way that best describes us. And the best thing about all that is that it inspired me for
this story. We fulfilled mom’s wish this year, and I am so glad about it. My brother
suggested that we fulfill his wish next year. He wants to visit Oktoberfest. Imagine us
there! What a nightmarish adventure that would be!

I suggest spending time with your wacky families whenever you can! Wacky and
tull of love! They are yours!

Do it all year round, not just during Christmastime!
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Christine Gotzmann

THE WEDDING RING

Samuel, a seventeen-year-old boy from New Zealand or more precisely Welling-
ton, wanted to go to York in England ever since he was a little boy. He was intrigued
by the history of the city.

His family never had sufficient money to afford a trip all the way to England. So
young Samuel Adams had very slim chances of visiting York. When Samuel was just
a kid, his mother, Jane, promised him that one day she’ll make his dream come true.

In school, the boy was an outstanding student, always showing interest in History
and Arts. One day, in the seventh grade, his favourite teacher, Ms. Bennett, asked
him what he wanted to be when he grew up. The question took him by surprise be-
cause he did not know...and to this day he doesn'.

Samuel and his best friend, Elijah, decided to start a business. They chose to make
wooden sculptures and sell them online to earn money. With the money, Samuel
would pay for his trip and Elijah would rent an apartment of his own, so he did not
have to live with his siblings any longer.

Their business started out well, though after a while, they realised they were not
making much money. Elijah calculated that if they continued working at this speed,
they would earn the money in several years. Samuel did not have the patience. They
needed to make money and they had to do it quickly. He stayed up all night thinking
how they could earn money fast. He was too slothful and refused to work hard. He
couldn’t think of anything, at least not anything legal. It would be much easier if he
could illegally get the money, but it was too risky for him. However, Elijah wasn’t up
for the task and refused to help Samuel earn money that way. Samuel did not want to
do it by himself, the truth is...he was too scared to do it alone.

Elijah and Samuel quit their little business and gave up on their idea. There had
to be another way to get the money they needed. Even though Elijah came from a
wealthy family, his parents would never give him a great amount of money. There-
fore, that really was not an option.

Samuel started focusing on school again, if he could not go to York, the least he
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could do is put some time into his studies. He wanted to make something of himself
and earn the money his family could have only dreamed of having.

If he did that, he could pay for his trip, and buy his little sister, Angie, a pet ham-
ster she had been begging her parents for. He always wanted to see his little sister
happy. Ever since she got diagnosed with GAD, generalized anxiety disorder which
interfered with her everyday life, Samuel has been worried about her.

Angie and Samuel were never close, he barely spoke to her because she was seven
years younger than him. He could never relate to her. She was cheerful, hardworking
and carefree, she did not exactly care about her grades in school while Samuel was
stricter and gloomier.

His little sister always tried to get close to him, but he never really showed how
much he cared for her. The truth is, he cared, a lot even. She means the world to
him...he just does not show it. In all these years he has never told his sister he loved
her. Angie has tried countless times... She hasn’t given up on him, every day she re-
minds him how much she loves him. Samuel was never the affectionate type.

Samuel was a happy child, much like his sister, until everything took a turn for the
worse. His father had a heart attack in the middle of the night and passed away;, this
all happened when Samuel was just eight years old. The tragic event changed him
and since then he has become gloomy and pessimistic. When he was fourteen, he
even dyed his hair a chestnut brown and hid his natural blonde hair. One thing he
couldn’t change were his stunning green eyes, anyone would get lost when starring
into them.

On his 18" birthday his mother Jane surprised him with a plane ticket to York. He
was beyond excited. This was the first time in the past ten years that he smiled. That
was until he realised the ticket was not for York in England but for York in Pennsyl-
vania, USA. He stopped smiling, his mother started to apologise saying that it was
an accident, how she did not mean to buy the wrong tickets. Samuel was devastated.
His mother begged him to go anyway. Since she was not able to return the ticket and
did not want all that money she saved up to go to waste.

Samuel accepted, he only did it to make his mother happy. He was ungrateful and
disrespectful to his mother that day. He went to his room, to pack his bags for the
flight the next day. Immediately he texted Elijah, complaining about his mother’s
mistake. Samuel was furious, he was not thinking straight.

After he packed his bags, it was already super late, he got ready, brushed his teeth,
washed his face and put on his pyjamas. He got into bed and set an alarm for 5 am.
He fell asleep after several minutes, it did not take him long to fall asleep.
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After Samuel woke up, he got to the kitchen and made himself some cereal for
breakfast. Afterwards, he brushed his teeth and got dressed into some comfortable
clothes, a pair of sweatpants and a hoodie. He wanted to be as comfortable as possi-
ble for his long flight.

His mother drove with him to the airport, his sister came as well. They both came
along with him to the airport to say goodbye. When she set her arms on him, he
noticed her wedding ring was missing, but he said nothing. The flight was smooth
and relaxing. No turbulence or anything such. When the plane landed and Samuel
got off, he sighed unhappily, this wasn’t where he wanted to be, he was disappointed,
but he remembered he was doing this to please his mother.

After Samuel settled in his hotel room on the second floor, he decided to visit
the city centre. He got some ice cream and bought a magnet for the fridge since his
mother loves collecting magnets from places, she or her family members visit. Sam-
uel also bought a postcard for Angie and wrote her a letter.

Dear Angie,

I know I wasn’t the best brother to you but do forgive me, ever since we lost our
father, I haven’t exactly been myself. I appreciate you for trying to stay by my side
while I have been rejecting you.

I do love you Angie, Always and forever my dearest sister.

Sincerely, Samuel

But he didn’t send it to her because he decided to give it to her when he gets home.

Samuel spent the rest of his days in York sightseeing and visiting famous places
the city is known for. He studied the history of the city and learnt so much about
York. On the other hand, he spent his nights in the city full of excitement and fun. He
met a group of people his age who were also visiting York and they hung out during
the late hour.

Samuel and his new friends Denis, Bonnie and Matt did plenty of entertaining
activities like fishing in the yellow breeches creek, visiting the Perrydell farm dairy
and escape games. They even played on the playground. Their idea was to feel free
and young.

Though he did have fun doing all those things with his friends, more than any-
thing he enjoyed spending hours and hours in the York County History Centre. His
favourite memory of the trip is when Denis fell into the Lake Redman and swam out
all wet whilst everyone laughed, it was hilarious.

Soon it was time for his flight back to New Zealand, he packed his bags and said
goodbye to his friends that dropped him off at the airport. They cried and hugged
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until it was time for Samuel to get on the plane. As he flew back all he could think of
was the great memories he made in York.

He fell asleep halfway during his flight back. He woke up just before the plane
landed, he was so happy to finally be home, to finally see his sister and his mother.

As he was getting out of the airport with his luggage, Angie spotted him and at
once ran into his arms. Their mother walked to them slowly with a huge smile on
her face.

Once they got home Samuel gave Angie and Jane their gifts and asked his mother
to speak to him alone in the kitchen. Samuel started to apologise with tears in his
eyes. He was so sorry for being ungrateful and rude to his mother before he left. He
was sorry because his mother had sold her phone and her wedding ring just so she
could afford the ticket and send him on the trip of his dreams.

His family wasn't poor, they had the money they needed for food, water and elec-
tricity. They had everything they needed but did not have sufficient money to spend
on stuff like pets or expensive trips. Sometimes not even Christmas gifts.

And when Samuel realised what his mother had done to afford the trip for him,
he felt devastated and horrible, like he stole from his mother. The wedding ring was
the only thing left of Samuel’s father, Nathaniel, they owned...

It meant so much to Jane and that made Samuel feel guilty. He could not apologise
or express how sorry he was for the way he acted before he left.

After Jane and Samuel finished talking, Samuel drove to the pet shop and bought
Angie the hamster she had always wanted. He knew it would mean the world to her.
On his way home he decided to call his best friend and tell him everything about the
trip.

When he got home Angie was reading his letter with tears in her eyes. She wanted
to hug him and never let go. Samuel taught her a valuable lesson, always to be grate-
ful, that it is never too late to change and we can do anything if we want to.

They had a long talk and Samuel gave her the hamster he bought for her. Her eyes
lit up when she saw the adorable tiny animal in her brother’s hands. She named the
hamster Glossarick, after a character from her favourite cartoon. They hugged once
again and she thanked him for everything.

Angie was so joyous and light-hearted knowing her brother finally became her big
brother.
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THE PATH

He’s walking down the old mossy stone path. Where is he going? Only the path
knows. The trees felt alive, almost mimicking one another. The ever-changing leaves
danced in the wind like the free birds that rule the sky. The earth was peaceful. The
traveller paced, he didn’'t know where he was pacing to, but that didn’t matter. He
felt it in his bones, in his very core even, that he was supposed to be here and that
he was supposed to follow this path. This old worn out mossy stone path. And so he
paced, following the cracked path as trees swayed blissfully around him. How long
has he been walking? Minutes? Hours? Days? He didn’t know yet, but he didn’t stop
walking. Not until that old trusty path led him to...An ostrich?!

The ostrich looked panicked sprinting around in circles, almost as if it were
searching for something. It didn't even notice the traveller, even if it did, it most
likely wouldn’t care. “What are you looking for, dear ostrich?“ the traveller asked
curiously. The ostrich, completely ignoring the traveller, frantically stuck its head
into the soft ground. It slowly dawned on him...the ostrich was looking for its egg. “I
can help you look for your egg” The ostrich finally looked up at the traveller. “Why?
Why are you even here?” asked the ostrich. “The path led me here!” the traveller
stated. “Fine, you can help,” the ostrich replied hesitantly. And so they searched, they
searched every bush, behind every tree, inside every hole but nothing. No sign of the
egg. The longer they looked, the less hope they had. “No...No.. I don’t understand!
It should be somewhere around here!” the ostrich stammered. They kept walking.
They walked and they walked until they reached a large white egg on the cold hard
ground. The egg was cracked, the delicate shell brutally broken into millions of piec-
es laying scattered on the earthy forest ground. The air turned cold, you could almost
hear the ostrich’s heart breaking. “This... This is not my egg!” the poor ostrich des-
perately cried out. “Dear ostrich, I, The ostrich cut him off before he could speak.
“No!! I told you, this is not my egg!! My egg is not shattered, it must be somewhere
around here! We just need to look harder!” the ostrich hissed angrily. “Ostrich, I'm
sorry. We can't keep looking for something that we have already found,” he said sad-
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ly. “Please! We need to keep looking!” the ostrich bargained. “I'm sorry, this is the
truth. You must accept the truth, ostrich, even when the truth is cruel,” said the trav-
eller. The ostrich said nothing, for the pain was too great for it to even speak a vowel.
Instead, it stood there with the traveller by its side. The sun was setting, but that
didn’t matter, not now at least. After some time, the ostrich nodded. “You are strong,
dear ostrich, even when the world is cruel. We must go now; stated the traveller,
sympathy in his voice. The ostrich nodded again. “Thank you.“ Those were the only
words that left the ostrich’s beak. The traveller smiled sadly at the ostrich, placing his
hand on one of the ostrich’s admirable wings, it almost felt like they were good old
friends. In seconds, the ostrich disappeared into an angelic storm of feathers flying
up into the sky. The air was warm, and the forest was welcoming. The ostrich was at
peace, it was free.

The traveller walked from place to place, creature to creature, listening, helping,
freeing...”But why? For whom? Why do you keep doing this, traveller? You don’t
even know how you got here!” “You might be right, I don’t know where I'm going
right now, but this path has never led me astray. It always got me right where I need-
ed to be” “But why do you do this? Why do you help them when you yourself
could be living a great life?! Why don’t you want yourself to be happy? Why don’t
want to enjoy life!? Why do you have to help these ungrateful fools!?!?” “Because
I know that I'm supposed to, I know that it's my purpose. I know that I am contribut-
ing to something greater, something good. I, frankly, don’t care what you think or if
you don’'t understand why, because I know that I'm supposed to be doing this. There
is always reason behind anything and everything even if we cannot understand it,’
the traveller explained. “Oh traveller, you are but an utter fool! An idiot choosing
to free others of their burdens! But let me ask you one final thing. Who is going
to free you, traveller?” The traveller was quiet for a moment until he finally spoke
again. “That does not matter, at least not yet. The path will show me all I need to
know when the time is right, and until then, I will continue fulfilling my purpose,”
the traveller replied determined. And with that, the voice was gone, allowing the
traveller to continue following that same welcoming stone path again. But this time,
this time it was different. He could feel it in his bones that things were not going to
go according to plan. The further into the forest he went, the more uneasy he got
. The air got colder with every step he took. It was no longer sunny, and the birds
were not chirping happily. Instead, it was quiet. Much too quiet, in fact. Instead of
stopping or turning back, he kept on moving. It felt like the trees were reaching
for him, they looked almost...alive. He kept following the path, the same cracked
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path that used to feel welcoming and comforting. He kept going, not stopping when
the path was barely visible, not stopping when the branches were reaching towards
him, not stopping when the chirping of birds was replaced with loud , sharp wind.
He kept walking, he had to. He couldn’t give up, no, not after everything he’s seen,
heard, felt, experienced...He couldn’t stop, so instead, he sped up. He wasn’t scared,
he didn’t allow himself to be, he couldn’t afford to be scared now. He thought about
all the things that the path showed him, trees taller than mountains, flowers with co-
lours he didn’t even know were possible to be seen, streams with waters clearer than
glass...Then suddenly, the path stopped. That path that led him this whole time, the
only thing he knew, the only comfort he had, it stopped here. It led him somewhere
for the last time. And where did it lead him? A grassy meadow lit bewitchingly by
moonlight. There was a pleasant cooling breeze, and in the centre of the hypnotic
meadow was...A weeping chrysanthemum.?

The traveller cautiously approached the sobbing chrysanthemum. Oh, dear chry-
santhemum, why do you cry?, the traveller asked, slowly sitting down next to the
chrysanthemum. The weeping chrysanthemum was far too upset to answer, so he
waited. He waited for the waterfalls to slowly start drying out, placing his hand
against the soft grass. The chrysanthemum’s face was illuminated by the moonlight
when she finally mustered up the energy to speak. “I'm all alone! They're all gone!
They left me all alone!” the chrysanthemum wailed out. The traveller looked into her
glimmering teary eyes, and for the first time, he didn’t know what to say. He wasn’t
calm anymore, and in that split second , he felt like all hope was ripped right from
his hands. He quickly got himself together, knowing that he couldn’t turn back now.
“What happened , dear chrysanthemum ?” the traveller asked. “All the flowers are
gone! They all withered away! I'm all alone! I don’t want to be alone anymore! I don’t
even know how long it's been anymore!” the chrysanthemum yelled, still slightly
crying. “But dear chrysanthemum, you’re not alone! Life is all around you, you just
have to look close enough. You can't keep dwelling on the past, therefore wasting the
present! It’s normal to grieve, but after some time, you must get up and continue,
because time will not stop for you and it’s too precious to be wasted,” the traveller
stated calmly. The chrysanthemum looked at him, shocked. She started crying, this
time very softly. Once she was finished, she stood up and the traveller did the same.
Suddenly a bright, white light appeared in the distant hills. She wiped the tears off
her soft face. They looked at each other, and they knew in their hearts what they were
supposed to do. They walked, they walked towards the light, hand in hand, together,
glowing white butterflies flying all around them. They were no longer alone, they
were free.
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Eva Baraba

TIMMY’S STORY

Timmy is a 10 year old boy living in a small American town. He’s an excellent stu-
dent, or at least he used to be. His grades haven’'t been so good ever since his parents
got divorced about a month ago. But they’re managing it well, so he is too. Most of
the time.

Timmy has always thought his life is kind of boring. Ever since preschool, all his
friends kept telling him all kinds of stories about the places they had visited. Differ-
ent cities, countries, the cool jobs their parents had, the new toys they had gotten for
their birthdays and so on. He himself never got to tell stories like these because his
parents never had cool jobs or bought him shiny new toys. They never travelled plac-
es, at least not places he would consider cool or exciting. Timmy used to be bothered
by that, but he’s gotten used to it by now, so he doesn’t mind it anymore.

Most mornings Timmy’s mom Angela drives him to school in her tiny grey car,
after which she drives to the office building where she works as a secretary in a large
corporation. Timmy’s dad Mario used to work for the same company so the two
of them would go to work together, but now he works in a car factory for minimal
wage. Timmy only gets to live with his dad every other weekend, which is not nearly
as often as he would like. Every kid who has divorced parents would agree with him,
he is sure of that, but Timmy and his dad still manage to spend a lot of time together
as Mario picks him up from school almost every day. They usually go to Timmy’s fa-
vourite playground, where they stay for hours each time. Sometimes they go to other
places too - wherever he wants. Timmy loves his dad for this.

Another thing about Timmy is that he’s a really smart kid. Incredibly smart. Ever
since the day he was born, it was obvious that he was more intelligent than all the
other kids around him. He started walking at the mere age of 8 months. Shortly after
that he started speaking as well, but he wasn't saying a few mumbled words as you
may expect such a young child to do. He started speaking whole sentences right
away. The first time he spoke was when his family went on a field trip to a beautiful
lake near their town. Timmy’s parents had been planning to take Timmy there since
the day he was born.
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They got to the lake and had a great time. When it started to get dark, Angela
picked Timmy up, saying it was time to go. Timmy looked at his mom with disap-
pointment and said: “Aw, not now!”. His parents were shocked. They stayed still for
a few moments, trying to process what had just happened, and finally they started
cheering and applauding their son.

Five years later Timmy took part in his first spelling bee. He had been preparing
for it for so long and in the end he won! He even did so well that his teachers were
shocked - they couldn’t believe his talent.

Now that he’s ten, Timmy got even smarter, but he hasn’t been putting it to use
that much. However, this will have to change soon enough because on the day our
story begins, an amazing opportunity is going to come Timmy’s way.

Timmy gets up at 6 am for school. He brushes his teeth, washes his face and gets
dressed. Just the usual boring morning, the start of the usual boring day. “Timmy, get
down here already. You're going to make me late for work!” Timmy hears his mom
shouting. He sighs and makes his way downstairs where he finds his mom talking
on the phone with someone while making breakfast. “Yes, I completely understand,
Mr. Smith, I'll make sure to get it done by Thursday, I promise.” She moves her phone
away from her ear and whispers: “Hurry!” as she hands Timmy a plate with some
waffles. He sighs again and takes the plate. His mom must be in some kind of trouble
with her boss again. Since there’s nothing he can do about it, Timmy just eats his
waffles as fast as he can and lets his mom drive him to school. She is on the phone
with her boss throughout the whole car ride, so he just silently sits in the backseat.
As his mom drops him off at school, she finally hangs up the phone and says: “Alright
sweetie, 've got to go now. Daddy is picking you up later. Bye!” He sighs for the third
time this morning and drags himself to his classroom. He slowly walks to his desk
which is all the way in the back of the classroom and sits down. After the first period
his teacher gestures at him. “Timmy;” he says, “I have something really important
to tell you” He looks serious. Timmy gets kind of worried, but he walks up to Mr.
Williams pretending to be unbothered. “Mr. Taylor needs to speak to you and your
parents about something very important. Come to his office today after school, he...”
Another teacher calls Mr. Williams for help. He tells Timmy to hang on for a second
and rushes to a different classroom. As soon as he hears that Mr. Williams is far away,
Timmy runs out of the classroom, checks if anyone is around and then proceeds to
run as fast as he can. He stops when he reaches the front door. What could he possi-
bly have done that was so bad that the principal is calling his parents? According to
his teachers, he’s a very well behaved student, so what does this mean? Is he going to
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get suspended? Or expelled!? He takes a deep breath and reassures himself that he’s
going to figure something out.

At lunchbreak Timmy is even more worried. Should he go to the principals office
later or not? In the end, he takes a deep breath and decides it’s best to go and deal
with whatever punishment is awaiting him, so that’s what he does.

As he is entering the principal’s office, he sees his parents sitting next to each
other. Mr. Taylor isn’t there yet. Timmy swallows and silently sits down on a chair
next to his moms’s. She gave him a confused look and asked what this is about. He
reassured her that he doesn't know. About two minutes later, Mr Taylor entered his
office looking surprisingly happy. “Well, I'm glad all of you are here” he says as he sits
down across them. “T’ll get straight to the point. “Timmy’s heart is pounding. Here it
comes. He's about to get expelled. “Timmy has been asked to take part in a national
spelling competition in New York City. It’s in three weeks and the winner gets a full
scholarship at Harvard university” What!? Timmy’s parents are staring at Mr. Taylor
with open mouths. At first Timmy is just happy that he’s not getting expelled, but
then he realises what this means and his jaw drops as well. However, Mr. Taylor
isn’t done yet: “If youre willing to take him to New York, he could participate, but
it wouldn't be easy to win. There would be over 100 participants, all of which have
been working hard. Timmy hasn't participated in many competitions, but he won
all of them with ease. If he works hard these three weeks, he might end up studying
at an ivy league school, which is a pretty big deal. So, what do you think?” Angela
said: “Wow, this is great! We'll definitely consider it” Mr. Taylor says: “Alright. Let me
know when you decide” “We will”

Timmy can'’t stop smiling as he and his mom enter the car. He’s always dreamed of
going to a school like Harvard, but he knew his parents couldn’t afford it. If he wins,
it could change his life. But he would never be able to win, he would just embarrass
himself. Besides, going to New York is really expensive... “You should go” His mom
says, breaking his train of thought. Timmy immediately says: “But I could never win!
And travelling to New York costs a lot of money” “Let me worry about the money.
You should go and give your best.” Timmy thinks about this for a few moments and
finally says: “Fine”, even though he still thinks he’s going to embarrass himself.

The next morning Timmy wakes up excited because in three weeks he’ll be going
to New York. As soon as he gets to school, he tells all his friends about this. His
teacher practices with him after school. He knows he’s not going to win, but at least
he’s going to get a cool trip out of it.

One week later, Timmy is still practicing every day. It’s going well and he’s learning
fast, but all the other kids are probably doing much better than he is.
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The day before the competition, his mom wakes him up early. It’s a really long
car ride to New York so they need to get going early. They quickly eat breakfast and
get in the car. They pick up Mario and start driving straight to New York. By now
Timmy is really stressed about the competition so he decides to read a book to keep
his mind off of it. They arrive in New York at 2 am, check in to their hotel and go
straight to sleep.

The next day Timmy’s dad wakes him up at noon. The three of them eat breakfast
and drive to the place where the competition is going to be. It’s a large building in
Manbhattan. Inside there is a big hall that looks kind of like a court room. There’s a
podium, seats for the judges and seats for the audience. A woman approaches Tim-
my and hands him a blue shirt that says “Participant” and a sheet of paper. She rush-
es towards some other kids who just entered the building. Timmy puts on the shirt
over his sweater and sees that the paper is a schedule. He sees that he’s up last and
feels a little bit relieved. He waits with some other kids in a corner until a judge starts
calling out names. One by one, the kids go up on the podium and spell the words
the judges ask them to. Timmy is so nervous he’s getting dizzy, and when the judge
calls his name, he slowly walks up on the podium. His legs are shaking and his heart
is pounding. The judge asks him to spell a very easy word, but his mind is all blank
and he can't say anything so he just stands there staring at the judge. He repeats the
word but Timmy still doesn’t say anything. He thinks to himself that this is a disaster.
He should just run away. Then he finds his mom in the audience and she gives him
an encouraging look. He closes his eyes, takes a deep breath and comes to his senses
again. He spells the word correctly, just like every other word the judge tells him to.
When the judge tells him he can go, he runs to his mom with a huge smile on his
face. “I did it!” he says. She hugs him and says “I know!”

Seven years later, Timmy gets up early. Today is a very special day. It’s the day
Timmy is going away to college. He gets downstairs and eats breakfast with his mom
who is now a successful manager. They get in the car and pick up Mario on the way.
They need to get going early because it’s a long ride to Harvard.
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Lorena Seremet

THE DREAM VACATION...ORISIT?

“Happy birthday!” - my friends screamed when I opened the door.

Hi, I am Thalia and I live in a loud, busy city. I have an apartment close to the cen-
ter and I grew up like a real city child. One morning I was sleeping when my doorbell
rang, and it was my best friends — Hazel and April standing in front of my door with
lots of balloons and wishing me happy birthday.

I let them inside and after getting ready and blowing out the candles for my 19*
birthday, they wanted to give me my present. I already said that they do not need to
spend their money on me, but they ignored me.

Anyone could tell how excited they were to announce what they got me.

“Hazel, you should tell her, you are the one that planned almost everything”- April
said.

“Okay, fine...,” Hazel started to speak, “Thalia...we got you...,” she stopped for a
second,” A VACATION TO CALLIS!”

“Like my dream city - Callis?”

“Yes!”- they both said.

“But when?”- I asked.

“Tomorrow, that means you better start packing”- April answered.

Callis is a small city on the coast, with gorgeous beaches and breathtaking sunsets.
There are not a lot of people, which is even better because there is not any noise nor
heavy traffic. It is good to be away from all that stuff for a while.

I really have the best friends in the world!

After those great news, I thanked them, and we already started planning our va-
cation.

April was planning everything that we could do there while Hazel was planning
all the outfits we could wear. I was helping both and giving suggestions.

“Hazel, are you going to bring that knife your father gave you, because I don't
think it will be the same without your delicious fruit salads?”- April said.

“Well, of course, I can’t wait to make all of those” - Hazel confirmed.
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Before we even noticed, it was dark, so Hazel and April then decided to head
home.

The next day I woke up late, so I was in a hurry all day.

I started packing, I overpacked myself but it is important to be ready for anything.

Usually I am very indecisive, so I had a lot of trouble picking my clothes and all
the things I was packing, but somehow, I managed to pack everything, and I was on
time.

At 3pm my friends and I came to the airport. Our flight was at 6pm, but we want-
ed to be sure we were not going to be late.

On the plane, I sat alone, April and Hazel were sitting behind me.

That was my first flight, but I was not scared.

The plane soon took off but after a while I started to feel something, something
that I do not usually feel, like something was wrong but I decided to ignore it and
enjoy a vacation that I always wanted to go on.

Besides my weird feelings, the view was so beautiful that it is hard to describe it.

Clouds were red and orange because of the sunset and everything down there
looked miniature. After a while, we landed and then headed to our booked beach
house.

Our house for the next few days looked amazing. It was big and next to the beach
and on first thought, it looked magical, but on second thought, something bothered
me: there were no houses around, no bars, shops, and no people. Well, I thought that
is because the owners wanted the house to have some privacy.

We unpacked and had something for dinner, it was already late, so we went to
sleep.

In the middle of the night, I woke up; it was the same feeling I had on the airplane,
I could not sleep anymore, so I went to our front yard.

While sitting on the bench, I realized how breathtaking the sky was.

There are for sure more than a million stars shining in the sky, I could look at them
for hours.

I wanted to enjoy some more but that feeling just seemed to not let me go, soon I
headed inside to get some more sleep, or at least try to.

Hazel woke me up and said that breakfast was ready, April made us pancakes.

I was going down the stairs and could already smell our breakfast.

We really enjoyed it and decided that we were going to go to the beach.

The weather was amazing, the sea was warm, and the waves were gorgeous.

April is sometimes like a little child so the whole time we were at the beach, she
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was in the sea swimming and diving.

Hazel and I on the other hand like tanning and drinking cocktails more, so that
is what we did.

As the sun went down, it was time to go home.

That night, none of us wanted to cook so we ordered pizza and drinks.

Music is blasting and we are eating, drinking and most importantly — having fun.

At that moment, I realized how lucky I am. Everything was perfect, until the elec-
tricity went off.

We stopped talking, music stopped playing and it was completely dark. You could
hear our screams, but you could not see anything.

I imminently reached out to my phone and turned the flash on, then I finally saw
April.

“Are you okay?”- I asked her.

“Yes, and I am glad you are too, wait, where is Hazel?”

Hazel. I almost forgot her and now I realized that she is nowhere around us.

“Thalia, we must find her, let’s go!”

I knew we must find her, but I was constantly asking myself why she would go
away after everything went dark. She should have been waiting for us to do some-
thing.

We searched and searched but it was all useless until we entered one of the many
rooms of the house. We opened the door and froze.

That room was empty, there was no furniture or decorations, and the walls were
black.

It was only one thing that caught our attention - there was something written on
the wall.

Those big white letters across the whole wall said: THERE IS NO ESCAPE.

April and Ilooked at each other and after a few minutes of silence I said - “Maybe
it’s just a joke, why would anyone have written this.”

My own heart did not agree with what I said, but I wanted to stay calm so badly,
I had to say it.

“You're right, there is no chance”” - April agreed but judging by her face I could tell
she said that for the same reason as I did.

We agreed that Hazel is the most important now, so we kept searching for her but
eventually we got tired and decided to look for her outside.

After we walked to the door, I reached the doorknob but when I tried to open the
door, I realized it was locked.
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That was the moment when we started to freak out.

“There is a chance that the door is just stuck, let’s try the other door”

April tried to open them, but it turned out just as the other one.

Who did that? Why did they do it and where is Hazel?

At that point, neither April nor I knew what to do.

After a couple of minutes, April said - “This is getting out of hand. It just cannot
be a coincidence anymore..”

She was right, nobody jokes like this. The thing that still bothered me is that I did
not know where Hazel went.

I told her the only thing that came to my mind - “T have a plan, let us split. I will go
upstairs, and you go to the basement, come here after 15 minutes, I will wait for you.”

“Fine, I'll be here” - April answered and walked away.

I watched her shadow slowly disappear in the dark.

At that moment, I was alone, and I honestly did not know what to do or what to
expect.

I came upstairs and first searched our rooms, but she was not there.

Then, I searched some other rooms and the only thing I found was a lot of dust.

Earlier than I expected, those 15 minutes were over, so I headed down where April
and I were supposed to meet.

I got there, but April did not. At first, I thought she simply lost track of time, but
5 minutes passed by, and I was still waiting, then 10 minutes and then 15. Soon I
realized that she was not coming.

First Hazel and then April? I could not understand what was going on.

April went to the basement, that meant something, or someone was there.

She could not just disappear.

As I was walking down the stairs, I felt tingling all over my body, I felt that with
every step it was getting colder and colder.

There are around 20 steps, but it feels like there are almost a hundred. I cannot
even name how many things were going through my head then, I did not know any-
thing no more.

That was supposed to be my dream vacation and then it felt like a total nightmare.

Why did Hazel choose this house? How did both of my friends disappear? Did
somebody plan that?

Everything seemed unreal.

After a couple minutes of silence, I arrived in the basement.

The basement of that house was huge.
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Everything felt weird when I got there, it is even hard to explain.

It was very dark and quiet, luckily, I still had my phone with me.

Besides all the weird things, there was one more thing that I noticed...the weird
smell.

It smelled like a dead human body.

I moved my flashlight to the right for less than a meter and then I saw it.

I was right, it was a human body, but not just somebody, that was April.

April was lying on the floor, dead.

Why? Why would someone do that to her?

I came closer to her, and realized she did not have a pulse, her face was so pale and
even though she was not breathing, I noticed the terror in her eyes.

April is dead.

As I sat next to her, I felt the same as she did, I felt nothing.

I did not think why this is happening anymore.

My mind was frozen, I could not feel my body, and I hoped nothing was true.

After some time, I realized that I would not do anything if I just sat here.

Then, even though that was extremely hard, I looked some more in April, then I
saw a knife next to her and realized that was not the first time that I saw that knife.

The knife was Hazel’s.

She used the same knife to cut fruit with and make the best fruit salads.

What did that mean?

I did not want to believe it, but there was no other explanation for that except...
before I finished my thought, I noticed something.

That something was someone lying next to April’s dead body.

That someone was Hazel.

Who or what was behind all of that?

I wanted to cry, but I no longer had control over my own body.

Then, I noticed a light down the hall, and something told me I had to go there, so
I got up but as I was walking towards that hall something jumped out.

Everything turned black for a few seconds.

Suddenly I heard something loud and opened my eyes, but when I did, I realized
I was in my bed, in my apartment far away from Callis.
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I did not understand. How did I get into my bed?

Then, I heard the loud noise again.

That sound was my doorbell.

I put my slippers on my feet, got up and walked to my door.
It was April and Hazel.

“Happy birthday!” - they screamed when I opened the door.
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BITCORN

Tom was sitting on a small balcony of his little apartment where he lived with his
mother and father. They didn’t have a lot of money. His father is selling canned corn
on a street. That corn was part of states goods stocks which expired. Dad is buying
that corn from some smugglers who are (in Dad’s opinion) serious business men.
But people are not really used to buying some suspicious corn from some weird
guy right on the middle of the street, so Tom’s dad is not making a lot of money in
the end. His mother is a “housewife” even though there is not a lot of things to do
in that poor little household -washing a few broken plates and cooking corn for her
family. Tom’s family never went on a holiday, they never had less than two holes on
their clothes, they never had nice things and they never ate anything except from
that smelly corn for dinner. But Tom really loved his family. He knew that he had
less than all of those kids in his school, and he always dreamed....ooh he dreamed.
All of those shiny toys that said “Hello” to him out of that shop window and that
jacket with a car picture on the back, that one guy from his class has... He
was craving for those kind of things, the things you need money for. But that lust
never made him angry or upset. He always thought that his parents have a plan. He
thought they were superheros, and that they will make everything possible. But in
reality it was a little bit different.

%%

That foggy afternoon, right after Tom came from the school someone knocked on
the door. Dad jumped right away, and opened the door when he saw Martha stand-
ing there. Martha was their house owner.

“It is time for you to pay me. I am sorry but I can’t wait anymore.”

“Sorry Martha. Come in please. You know I'm not good with money now...”

“You said that to me last hundred times.”

“So sorry Marta! Wait... Wait a sec... Here! Take one can of corn as an apology.
Please.”
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“I already have 46 of those in my pantry. You gave me a whole collection! But I
can't lie... It is a good corn. It tasted like a fish I once ate in that expensive restaurant
in Spain... Oh what a time...”

“I know Martha. I'm only selling the best... Please give me 15 more days. I will
pay you.”

“Okay. But that’s it. If you don’t pay, I am sorry, but you will have to leave.”

“Okay Martha, I will take care of that,” he said while he was trying to open squeaky
door for Martha. He knew that he couldn’t get that money in that time. And how
come he even needed to pay to live in this awful place called “apartment?” Should
he steal? Sell his kidney?

“I will think about that in the morning,” he murmured.

In the meantime Tom was in the living room with his mother. Rain started to pour
so Tom was really excited.

“Waterfalll Mom! When is it going to start?”

“Soon honey. The water needs to cover whole roof. Wait a little more, I will pre-
pare the buckets.”

Tom absolutely loved waterfalls. The roof was so bad that it was leaking every
time it was raining. But Tom didn’t see that as a problem. He saw it as some marvel-
ous nature wonder. Sometimes all three of them would sit on the couch, eat slices of
apple and listen to the sound of water hitting the bottom of the bucket. They would
even sing songs with the same rhythm. If it's the lucky day, you could see some mold
from the roof falling in the bucket with water. Tom always imagined that those green
things were little fish and that they bring extra luck. His parents unfortunately did
not think the same way.

“Come on son. Go to bed. It is late and you have school tomorrow, dad said while
making a big yawn. In the same second Tom ran to his little bed, tucked him self in
big puffy blanket. Hi looked like sweet little teddy bear.”

“Goodnight honey,” mom vyelled. She was in the middle of counting pennies on
a kitchen table.

Night was cold, but dad’s brain was burning from thinking. He needs to find a way
to make more money. He needs to pay for this rent. He can try finding the second
job. Maybe that will work. But who will hire him? He doesn’t know anyone who is
hiring now. And he doesn’t really have some kind of amazing work skills. He’s going
to fail. Next day dad really tried to sell more corn.

“Mam, it is the sweetest corn you will ever taste,” he yelled all through local mar-
ket. Buyers didn’t come in large number.
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15 days passed so fast. Dad didn’t find the money but somehow one of his “busi-
ness partners” got him little old camper as their temporary accommodation. That
camper was staying in that man’s yard, and he kept all of his garden tools there. They
will stay there until they come up with something else. Dad was grateful. Frank said
that he is not calling himself generous man for nothing.

That morning Martha knocked on the door.

“I'm sorry, but 15 days passed.”

“I know Martha we are packing our things,” mom said while folding a few of
Tom’s shirts.

“Okay. I'm sorry once again. But I can't afford this. You are not paying me.”

“We understand you Martha.”

“Sorry and good luck,” she said. She tried to open the front door, but the handle
fell oft.

“You will have to pay me at least for this handle.”

“We will Martha,” mom said. You could obviously see the steam coming out of
her ears. “I will open door for you so you could go out the fastest you can. We don’t
want to keep you from your business. Bye Martha.” The sound of door crashing
could tell that mom was really annoyed by her.

They came in that small camper in the evening. It smelled like cow manure. There
was a big sign on the door that said “You're so poor -people break into your house
and leave things.” Dad laughed so hard when he read that. “What a good joke”, he
said. But mom just glared at him.

“But dad, this is not as funny as our old house,” Tom said.

“I know. This is just temporary.”

“And dad, there is no green waterfalls here!”

“Oh trust me, there is going to be a lot of waterfalls for you here,” dad said while
looking at old rusty roof that was going to fall apart every minute. Next morning dad
tried to sort some of his old papers. He wanted to feel productive. There was bunch
of old files and documents that he didn’t even know how he got them. But soon he
found something.

“Look what I found, honey!” dad yelled.

“What is it?” mom said and immediately rolled her eyes.

“It’s the old weeding gift from Oliver!”

“Oh, poor Oliver. There is going to be nine years without him in a few months.”

“Well, he was in his basement whole life doing that crazy mathematical things.
His whole life was in those silly equations. And yet in the end he didn’t become fa-
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mous or anything. He just went crazy. But look what I found. He gave us 20 pounds
in some thing called...What is this?..Bit?...Bitcoin!” He also wrote, “You will thank
me later! Best wishes for a fun-filled future together. It also says that I need to con-
vert this into money on some Bitcon ATM.”

“Oh, so he was such a skinflint that he also couldn’t give you that small amount
of money in cash but he even made you look for that thing Bitcoin ATM to get your
money. Oh my God.”

“Hmm, you know he was eccentric. But 20 pounds!!! Do you know how much
money is that?! We can even buy air freshener. No more cows poop smell!”

“Okay. Don't get too excited. Just find that ATM. You also need to pay for the bus
ticket!”

%

He immediately got up and went looking for that thing. He didn’t even know what
he was looking for. But 20 pounds! It was a really big amount of money for him. He
went into the nearest shopping center. He found the ATM. As soon as he approached
it, security guards started to walk a little bit around him. A guy looking homeless
doing something on the Bitcoin ATM? Pfff... Not so normal situation. He scanned
some code on the paper and enter tons of his personal information. Account bal-
ance: 3.232.568,77 pounds. He started shaking. This must be some mistake. But it
says clearly that money is his. “‘What does that mean?” He knew that it has to do
something with online money and those kind of things. Oliver told him about that
10 years ago before his death and before he was even married. He somehow pressed
the button and logged out, then his heart started to hurt. “I'm going to die. But I've

‘”

just found out I have money! Oh God!” He fell on the floor and people tried to help
him. He needed 20 minutes to come to his senses. Everything seemed bigger around
him. After that he approached the ATM once again, withdraw the biggest amount
of cash he can pick up in one day - 10 000 pounds and went home - to the camper.

When he came, he opened the door calmly and wished mom and Tom a good
evening. Then he picked up fifty pound note and ripped it in front of their faces. You
could only hear a big scream. Tom just sat on his bed made out of two pillows and
started to cry.

“Are you out of your mind?” Mom said while holding two pieces of a fifty-pound
note in her hands. One tear just rolled down her face.

In that moment dad pick out the cash out of his jacket. Luckily this one just had
one smaller hole.
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“We have over a three million pounds.” He started shaking again.

“But how? How?!” Tom said curiously. He also started jumping around the camp-
er.

Dad told them the whole story. That night was their last night in the camper.
Last night sleeping in any improvised bed. And they didn’t feel comfortable at all.
Money changed them really fast. Next thing that was filling their life was house look-
ing, buying new things, things they never had! What a metamorphosis! Dad was
so proud. His family now had a big, nice house. No more holes in clothes, no more
holes in roof. They even bought a dog who smelled like public toilet even though the
dog had baths in the most expensive dog cosmetics in England.

There was this one night that was so special to dad. He asked his son a question
that he wasn't able to ask him before. It was possible now.

“Son, what do you want for dinner?”

“Just a can of your corn dad!”
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mentor: Ante Zderi¢
institution: OS Cvjetno naselje, Zagreb

Rima Janci

SAVING OUR SOULS

The year 2222

The body is the vessel of the soul that takes it through space and time. My name
is Terra Salvatore and this is my message to you. We crave saving because the Earth
has almost reached the point of no return. In this day and age, we live in a world
where breathing is restricted for the air we breathe is toxic. Where one needs to
worry about every single breath. Where even a simple act of going outside for a few
minutes can kill you. They say that it’s safer to stay inside. Then why am I doing this?
It’s the only way to survive.

I can’t breathe! I need air! Urgently! While grabbing my oxygen can, I looked at
my clock. It was 3 am. I opened the can and took a thirsty sip. That would do for
a few hours. How was that enough you might ask? Humans have evolved in a way
that a single sip of oxygen is enough to keep you alive for a few hours. Unless you go
outside. That’s a whole different story.

The thing is, the government doesn’t want you to go outside because there is a way.
There is a way to fix all this. 'm determined to find it as soon as possible.

The year 2217

“Mom, dad please don’t leave me!”

“We are running out of money, soon enough there won't be any to buy oxygen
cans. We have to go. We need to find a way”

The year 2222

Those were the last words I had ever heard from them. So here I am, five years
later with nothing but what they left —millions of questions.

In their honor, I will continue and finish their mission. And I have a plan for how
to do it. The only question is, will it work?

If I wanted to fix this, I would need to go where it all started. And that would be
in 2022. We have always learned that the air is toxic because previous generations
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weren't conscious enough, they didn’t think about the consequences. Well, I am go-
ing to show them the inevitable consequences.

I rushed to the attic. When I was little, my parents used to tell me stories about
the time machine that they had made. I didn't believe them. But now, it all made
perfect sense. My parents travelling a lot, being obsessed with finding the ‘solution’
I suppose it runs in our family.

Opening the attic door I scanned the whole room. Standing there, I felt blood
freeze in my veins. Where is it?!

“You didn’t think it would be that easy, did you?®, a little mean voice said.

“Stop. Just stop! I can’t deal with you right now,“ I screamed.

I fell to my knees and cried it all out. What's a point of a plan if you can’t make it
come true?

When I calmed down, I asked myself, “Where would they put it?“

And then it came to me.

How was I so stupid? I had this book that my parents gave me for my 13th birth-
day. It contained a beautiful necklace with a key. A beautiful antique key. And, there
was a note that had a riddle written on it.

“I'm an old relative whose hands can’t hold anything and eyes can’t see any-
thing.”

The year 2216

“Here you go sweetie, happy birthday!*

“Remember, you can use this only once.”

“Fine.”, I said while rolling my eyes.

I wasn’t happy about the present so I didn’t even try to solve the riddle. Until now.

The year 2222

A grandfather’s clock! Of course.

I rushed to my room and went straight to prepare oxygen. I had to go outside.
This was my only chance. I needed to unlock the grandfather clock that was in my
parent’s old lab. I had never been there, but I knew all about it.

After a 20-minute drive, I arrived at the mystery spot. Opening the lab I thought
that all my childhood wishes came true. As a child, all I wanted was to visit this
place. But now, standing in an old rusty lab, I was a bit disappointed. It was impossi-
ble to look for a clock if I couldn’t see anything because of the dust. There was work
to do for certain.
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After 30 minutes, the lab was all clean. Now I could start searching.

- an hour later -

Why wasn't anything there? Where could it be? All I could feel was utter rage. I
grabbed an old glass bottle and threw it on the floor. Rushing to the bookshelf I tried
to move the bottle away, but instead, it just moved itself to the right revealing... the
grandfather’s clock!

I tried to grab my necklace while shivering but an alert came in. I knew that sound
very well. I only had half an hour of oxygen so I'd better hurry.

While I was unlocking the clock, a note fell from there. Reading it, I shut my eyes.
I already knew what the note had said. This was my last time in this lab. If I went
there again, I would not be coming back. At least not in this life.

If this was the sacrifice I needed to make for humanity... then I would do it, with-
out any remorse.

I took my diary, with the cryptic message in it, and courageously stepped into the
clock.

The next thing I knew, everything turned black.
“Will at least something change? Are we going to save our souls?*, I asked myself
while slowly drowsing.
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mentor: Ana Katru$a
institution: OS kralja Tomislava Nagice

Elena Juranié

A GIRLWHO COULD WEAVE WORDS

Once upon the time there was a girl named Pelija. She lived in a remote corner of
Britain, and most of all she wanted to be a explorer, like her brother. She was valiant,
shrewd in mind, and very curious. And she would have been an excellent explorer if
her father had allowed it.

Namely, at that time women were teachers and housewives, and her father was
kind and did not want to disappoint her when she was not accepted into the acad-
emy. So Pelija reluctantly sat in music classes and watched the boys learn science
and foreign languages. But Pelija was not discouraged. She would borrow geogra-
phy and science books from boys. She peered through the keyhole of her brother’s
room while he studied maps and encyclopedias. She memorized all the lessons and
learned to list all the countries of Europe by heart. One day, she swore she would do
something brave and become famous, and she had no idea how it would actually
happen...

Her younger sister Ognjena loved stories. Every night Pelija had to read to her
from the tattered pages of a cheap novel. One evening, Pelija didn't want to read, but
she couldn’t resist her sister’s beautiful eyes. She laid her hand on the yellowed page.
The words began to squirm, very slowly began to climb up Pelija’s hand. Her fingers
turned black from the flood of words. Verbs, adjectives and nouns rushed up her
forearm and conjunctions appeared on her face. Pelija started screaming. Her father
ran into her room and started examining her. He was a doctor, and found that Pelija
was perfectly healthy. Her father bent down and asked her: ,,Please, just don't let it
happen again.“ Pelija nodded but crossed her fingers.

The magical girl soon discovered that sucking up words is not the only thing she
is gifted at. She could pull words out of other people’s heads. She discovered it one
rainy, cold afternoon, at school. The bell rang and the boys started mocking Pelija
because of her torn skirt and tight shoes. In her entire thirteen-year-old life, she had
never wanted to hit anyone so badly. Pelija just turned on them and clicked one of
them on the nose. At that moment, the words slipped into her fingers. As soon as she
arrived home she spun a ball of words.
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For a few days, her skills amused her, but then she realized that her powers had
consequences. All her books were empty after a while, and the box under her bed
fuller. She no longer had anywhere to keep the strings of words, and it was sad for
her to burn the empty pages of books, so she had to hide them from her father. One
day the doctor had to go on a trip and left the sisters alone. Pelija placed her hand on
the note that doctor left in the kitchen. Ognjena saw it and told her: ,,You're doing it
again. I'll tell dad when he comes back.“ ,,You won't, or I'll put all the bad words in
your ear while you're sleeping.” Pelija said. Ognjena stuck out her tongue, but still
avoided Pelija for several days.

That night, things got more serious. Pelija could not sleep. She opened the win-
dow and her hair danced on the night breeze, she took strings of words and knitting
needles. She started knitting. After all, all those hours of housekeeping were useful
for something. She knitted gloves from strong words, caps from wise ones, and socks
from the light and beautiful words. And the very next day she put them on, since it
was snowing. Dressed up like that, she went to school. After just a few steps, she felt
her legs bounce and slide easily down the floor. It felt like freedom and confidence in
her hands. As soon as she came to school, she answered all questions whether they
were cheeky of fair. But as soon she took of her cap, gloves and thick socks to slip
her foot into her dancing shoes, everything turned around again. Those wise and
strong feelings disappeared quietly. Suddenly her legs were heavy again, her hands
were clumsy and her head was full of confused thoughts. She found peace in library,
and she visited it especially often these days. Pelija noticed that something was miss-
ing, every day there were fewer and fewer books. Pelija knew that she had not even
touched most of them. After she entered the library one Wednesday and found the
French teacher throwing books around screaming and wailing, she decided to sneak
out in the evening and put the words back on the sheets and put them on the shelves
like missing books.

That evening, she didn’t take off her dress or look at the grammar book but waited
for everything to quiet down she opened the window. Pelija left the house holding
words and sentences in her fingers. She felt the unwanted words trying to climb up
her throat and shook her head. A moment later, she found herself in front of open
library door; the librarian did not lock the library. Pelija almost noiselessly crept into
the hall and passed through the oak door. For a moment she just stood like that, pet-
rified. The words were flying all around the room. Her hart skipped a beat. Her blood
ran cold as she felt a hand on her shoulder...Pelija slowly turned around. There was
a boy, with a beautiful face and strong hands. Pelija tried to run but she could not.
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She looked at the boy: “Why are you stealing books?” He didn't answer but there
was something odd about him. He was shining. Like a god of light. Words appeared
on Pelija’s cheek; the boy smiled. “We need you.” he said. ,, Why?”,Pelia started to
panic, she was still fighting with invisible power, ,, Let me go! Please! “Because at the
end we will all become stories” he whispered. Pelija stopped. The boy was a ghost
covered with words, and pages of burned books.

,»At the end we will all become stories.” she repeated.
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mentor: Martina Salamon
institution: OS Mitnica, Vukovar

Iva Kupresak

PANDORA’S ISLAND

“Hurry up, otherwise we will be late!” Chloe yelled at her friends who were try-
ing to catch up with her. “W¢’ll be there two hours before the museum opening!”
gasped Theodore, it was too much running for that blue-eyed, blonde, chubby boy.
“Yes, Chloe”, started Julian, “why did we come this early anyways?” Julian wasn’t as
interested in museums and history as Chloe. “Id like to ask someone professional
about that necklace I found the other day. My theory might be true!” said Chloe
while pulling a beautiful, ruby-colored, teardrop shaped necklace out of her pocket.
“Oh, just let it go already, it is probably a fake” Said Theodore. “W¢’ll see about that”
No matter what they said, she was certain there was something special about that
necklace. Chloe was sure that it really is Pandora’s necklace. Legend says there was a
necklace in Pandora’s box that can take you to an island full of temptations and fear
where only the ones with pure heart can find the treasure and come back home. The
boys were making fun of her theory, they were annoyed by listening to Chloe and
her stories. When they found out the museum was closed, they got angry and left.
Chloe spend rest of the day thinking about the necklace. When she was in her room,
she saw a shining red light coming out of her necklace and, like in ecstasy, she took
a few steps forward and touched it... She woke up on a beach. After she came to her
senses, she saw Theo and Julian looking at her. They were stunned. Maybe Chloe was
right after all? If so, how will they come home and where even are they? “Hey, maybe
I can find our location on my phone!” suggested Julian, but that didn’t work. His
phone was empty. They decided to look around. The island was full of weird looking
plants and dark blue trees. They walked through the dark wood when they came
across the remains of an ancient temple. Only the entrance was intact. Chloe ran

1 «

towards the entrance. “Come on, this is going to be great!” “Yeah, it's not like we’re

stuck here or anything..” said Theo in a sarcastic, but also scared voice. They were
walking through the temple corridor when suddenly they heard a loud, scary noice.
They tried to get back, but the entrance closed. “Whoever dares to come here must

pass three tests, you have seven hours, otherwise you shall stay here forever! And I
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warn you, do not eat anything if you want to survive!” a women’s sharp voice came
out of nowhere. “Wh-what does it m-mean, who are you?” fearfully said Theodore.
“She is Pandora, we're on her island!” Julian started to panic. Pandora’s evil laugh
echoed through the temple. “See, I told you!” Chloe was proud of herself. After hours
of walking, they ended up in an empty room a wooden box in the middle. Julian
noticed a metal door in the corner of the room. “Ouch! The doorknob is hot! And

IR

there is a seven-letter code” “I'm sure the answer is in the box.” said Chloe. There
were many squares carved on the upper side of the box lined up next to each other
and the same-sized cubes were on the floor. “Don’t you see? It's sudoku! Look, there
are few filled squares, but instead of numbers, there are signs for earth, water, air
and a letter R. We just need to put the pieces together” “Well done, Chloe, I'd never
be able to figure it out” said Theodore. “Let’s get to work, then.” Sign by sign, piece
by piece and they were done. The answer was Pandora. Julian wrote Pandora on
the door, but nothing happened. Doorknob started glowing. Theodore took Chloe’s
necklace and put it in the doorknob. The door opened. When they entered the next
room red lasers showed up from the ceiling. One laser quickly burned Theodore’s
sleeve. They turned to a place where the door used to be, but there was nothing but
a wall. “How will we get out?” asked Julian. “I see the door on the other side of the
room,” said Chloe “I guess we have to avoid those lasers as much as possible.is ” “Oh,
God, I hate PE. And this room is bigger than a football field!” said Theodore. After
two hours and a few burns they finally made it to the last room. This room was not
like the previous ones. There was a big hole in the middle of the room surrounded
by many rare and unusual plants, there was name of each plant written in Latin.
Theodore approached one of them “Hm...Venenum ficus. Hey, Chloe, ficus is a fig,
right?” “It is, why?” said Chloe while looking for any clue that might lead them to the
treasure. “No way, Theo, you found food!” said Julian and plucked the fig from the
tree, Theodore did the same. “Wait, guys, don't eat that! Don’t you remember what
Pandora said, you might-” started Chloe, but it was too late. Both Julian and Theo-
dore were unconscious on the edge of the black hole. “They did not listen to me, now
you will pay the price. Now only the two of you can come back home, so you can save
only one friend!” Pandora entered the room. “You can’t do that! I have two hours to
find the treasure!” said Chloe while crying and holding the boys so they don’t fall.
“You won't find any gold or diamonds here. These plants are my treasure! Now, the
question is, what is yours?” asked Pandora. Chloe looked at Julian, then Theodore
and realized they are her treasure, her gold. But who will she choose to save? She
pulled them both at the same time and jumped into the abyss. She was falling slowly
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when suddenly a familiar male voices came to her ear. “Chloe, get up! You’'ll be late

1”

for school!” She opened her eyes and saw Theodore and Julian in her room. “You are
alive!” she hugged them. “Well, it would be weird if we weren’t, wouldn’t it?” asked
Julian. “Yeah, of course, let’s go.” And they happily went to school. The necklace

around Chloe’s neck started to glow...
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institution: OS Miroslava Krleze Cepin

Veronika Drazenovié

THE DREAM OF TRUTH

Dreams are a special thing. They take you to a different world and they show you
things that you can’t see in this reality. I always think of dreams as a message from
your spiritual guardian. My dreams are always different every night, but not now.

I have been dreaming of the same woman every night for the past few weeks. She
looks like an angel, and she is a warrior. Every time when she visits me, she tells
me a different story about witches, wizards, fairies, and magic, like a parent to their
child before they go to bed. After she tells a story, I wake up. Just like I did right now
because I heard someone bursting in my room.

“Fia Graystone, you were supposed to be ready half an hour ago. “- my mom said
with annoyed face.

“Sorry, my alarm didn’t go oft I replied.

We are supposed to go to a random town called Worldford that’s placed in the
middle of nothing for a whole month. I'm literally going to kill myself. The car ride
was tiring, my brother was constantly yelling because of his video games, my mom
was playing some boring song and my dad was constantly hungry like he hadn't eat-
en ten minutes ago. It took us about three hours to get there. When we got there, my
mom parked in front of the house we are renting. The house looked nice. It had a big
garden. From the inside it looked modern and colourful. After we put our things in
the house, we went to a local restaurant for lunch.

“There is one library here, so you can visit it after lunch. “- my mom said.

“I already know that - I researched the whole town while we were in the car. “

After lunch I decided to visit that library. While I was walking through the town,
I realized that it’s very beautiful. It’s not that small as I thought. The streets where
clean and there were a lot of flowers and trees. The library was behind the rose bush.
It looked very vintage from the outside. I walked into it and from the moment I
stepped in there, I was in love with it. This place was not so small but also not so
big. There were only few people there. I went to the back of the library to see what’s
offering. I took a book with a cool cover.
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“That book is pretty good if you like love triangles. “- The boy with brown eyes
and a black longer fizzy hair said.

“I hate love triangles; they are stupid and boring. “- I said back with a face that
asks who you are.

“By the way, my name is Alexander. “~ he said.

“Well, nice to meet you Alexander, my name is Fia and I have to go.“
I stormed off from the library. He kind of looked fine as hell, and annoying, but I
would rather kill myself then think of some random guy that I've just met. When I
got to the house I ran to my room and threw myself on the bed. I felt more tired than
ever in my life. I just closed my eyes and fell asleep.

“Fia, you need to listen to me very carefully. “- the woman I always dream of says.

I nodded my head.

“All the stories I told you were about magic, creatures and battles. I took part in
all of them. I was there, in all the battles, in all new discoveries and in all new begin-
nings. I wrote lots of magical history. But now it’s time for you. You will find a house
in the place where dead people live, and alive people visit. These people will protect
you. You are more powerful than you think.

As she said those words an arrow stabbed her heart. The blood that I thought I
would only see in the movies was on her white - but, now red dress, like when you
draw a rose on a white paper and then you colour it red. She fell on her knees while
pressing the wound with her hands. In that moment I looked at her in disbelief.

“Wake up Fia, it’s not safe here anymore. “- she gave me one last smile.

If you told me one year ago that my dreams are going to feel like they are real, I
wouldn’t take you seriously. But now, this is a whole new story, a whole new begin-
ning. I woke up all sweaty, felling like I died. She told me to find a place. A place
where my story begins. So that’s what I am going to do. She wants me to find a house
behind a cemetery. I guess I will be heading there. I got dressed up, said goodbye to
my family and told them I am going for a walk. I searched where the cemetery is, and
it took me half an hour to get there. I came there and slowly walked into it. It felt so
dark. The woman from my dreams never gave me her name and I never asked her.
She told me to get here so here I am. No people were here and that’s good because I
don’t want to look crazy. I reached the last row of graves and saw a house not so far
away among the trees. I walked to it. The house looked abandoned. The windows
were covered with slats. Slowly walking towards it, I found myself on the house’s
doorsteps. I knocked, but nobody answered. So why not just break into the house?

I grabbed the handle and started opening the door as I heard a voice. “Hello Fia,
didn’t see you for like a day. “
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It was the guy I met in the library. He and three other people were here, sitting on
a couch. They were in the same clothes; the only difference was a sign on their shirts.
There were daggers and knives on the desk. They stared at me, and I stared at the
picture of the woman from my dreams. They must know who she is. Or should I say
was. These people looked like they were some kind of killers.

“You've probably met Feye. She was one of the most powerful witches of her time
but sadly she died before she even visited you in your dreams. Ghosts can do that
“- the girl says. “My name is Beatrice, here present are also Avyanna, Ace and you've
already met Alexander. Now we are probably looking like we are going to kill you,
but when you get to know us, we are actually nice.

“Can somebody explain who you are, and why did she send me here? “- T asked. “I
don’t have any connections with magic. “

“You have connections, “- Alexander said as he stood up. “Believing something
gives you all the connection Fia; all you have to do is open you mind. You are one of
the special ones who did it. “

The house began to shake. We all rushed outside. Before I walked into this house,
there were only trees and flowers in front of it, but now there were five creatures
standing there. They were at least two meters tall, looking like they were burned.
Magical people were standing in front of me. From now on, I will call them like that.
They didn't look scared at all.

“So, who will end this children’s play? “- Ace asked.

“I feel bored, so I would like to take this. “- Avyanna replied.

She lifts her hand up. The knives that were in house are now in the monsters’
chests. Her power is telekinesis, so that's what the symbols on their shirts mean.

“Fia, one person would like to meet you now. “- Alexander said. “Would you like
to pay a visit to that person? “

“My mom will kill me when I get home, “- I said. “But I don’t see a reason not to
visit that person.

I'm not scared of anything. My life is starting to be fun. I am not afraid of dying.
We are all born to die. He took my hand and a moment later I was in an office. It
looked old. The walls were dark grey, and it all looked dark.

“Hello there. “- the voice behind us said. “Welcome back students. °

A woman in her fifties was behind us. She passed by and leaned on the table. She

3

looked like a nice person though. I have no idea why I am here and who she is, but
this is getting interesting.

“You are probably asking yourself why you are here. “- she said. “Well, my students
brought you here because you are someone who holds a strong power. You never
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knew that because you didn’t know how to make them go out of your body. Many
people can't believe you are a real thing, and the others want your death. So, I have
a proposition for you. How about you join this school? I will give you time to think
about it. We just want to protect you, Fia. If you choose to join, your uniform will
be here. “
She pointed her finger at the uniform that was on the hanger. I looked closely.
There were five symbols on the shirt: Fire, Earth, Water, Air and Spirit.
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mentor: Lorena Kancijani¢ Zidari¢
institution: OS Jure Filipovi¢a Barban

Erik Pletikos

THEWINNER

The winnerA man won a mystery prize that is unknown to everyone who was
competing for this prize. The conditions to win this prize were the following: they
had to collect 3 golden balls with marks on them that say 1, 2, 3, and they needed to
pay 5 dollars for a box that contains a ball inside. The colors of the balls were: blue
(50% to get this ball), hazel (30% to get this ball), dark red (19.9% to get this ball)
and golden (0.1% to get this ball). The man got crazy because of the mystery prize so
he went to every store he could to get the golden balls. While going to the stores he
got to his last 5 dollars and a homeless man asked him if he could spare some money
to him. He wanted to give him some money, but he couldn’t, because he needed that
money for the balls. The homeless man bursted in tears, so the man thought: “He’s
getting on my nerves now!", so he handed over the money to the homeless man. But
surprisingly, the homeless man stood up and ran! While he was running, he took
out his shirt and under that old shirt there was brand new clothing full of money!
The man had enough, he ran towards the homeless man, threw him on the floor and
took the money from him to teach him a lesson. Finally, he got to the final store and
bought the box, he opened it and found the first golden ball. Even the cashier was
happy for him! He happily went home to celebrate that he won the golden ball, but
he felt watched... The car behind him was suspicious, it started to follow him all
around the streets. After going around some random streets, it got on his nerves, so
he got out of the car and asked: “Who are you??!! Show yourself!!“. The door slowly
opened but nobody was there. Instead, the computer said: “Come take the prize®
with distorted raspy voice. The man slowly walked to the car and there were the
other 2 golden balls. He asked himself “how???,, but he took the balls and drove back
home...happily...

Day 1

People heard shouting in the man’s house. They quickly rushed to his house, broke
in through his door and shouted: “Where are you???%, but..., he came downstairs
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calmly and asked: “What happened? “ They responded: “We heard you screaming!
What do you mean!?!?2“. The man responded: “What do YOU mean??? I was shout-
ing because I won a mystery prize, so can you please leave my house? You and your
horde have done enough trouble...“ They sighed while going home. After the chaos,
the man has often had some power outages with strange raspy breathing behind him
every time it was dark. When this strange thing happened, he checked every time
behind him and the surprise was that there was no one there, so he thought it was his
imagination. But this imagination felt real because he heard thumping in his room
every 6 hours. The thumping wasn’t the strangest thing, the strangest was when he
watched TV and the channels automatically changed to channel 389 which was the
horror channel. Every time he wanted to go to sleep, when he turned off the lights,
the lights turned on again and it flickered. Then he checked the battery, it’s fine, he
checked the light bulb... it’s fine. So he got a new plan to move out from his house
and go to another county, but he forgot that there were power outages and he had no
time to reserve a plane ticket. Also, doors could open automatically or manually but
his house wasn’t a smart house so the question was, when he wasn’'t looking why did
the doors open? Why did the doors open when there’s nobody to open them and to
close them? This all started yesterday when he got home from the store and the front
door was open.

Day 2

Power outages, mysterious voices, automatic TV channels changes, thumping,
flickering lights, doors automatically opening and closing, there’s nothing worse
than that. He thought he was crazy because all of these things started to happen
from the time he got the balls from a mysterious car.

Because he was too happy he said “Tomorrow is the day of the prize.“ He couldn't
stop thinking about it like he was possessed by a demon.

He drove to see a doctor. While he was driving he felt dizzy and he heard some-
thing or someone whispering on his car radio “tomorrow™ repeatingly. When he
came to the doctor’s he said that he probably had sonophobia (an unusual fear of
sounds), BUT the psychiatrist said differently, he said “There might be demons in
your house!.“ He was terrified what the psychiatrist said to him. Then he sat on a
chair in the hallway and one of the other doctors came and said not to worry about
that, because that psychiatrist has daemonophobia (a fear of demons) and he is say-
ing this to all of his patients. They will put that psychiatrist in the solitary. The man
was relieved to hear this, but there’s a problem. ,,The house...like it’s haunted or con-
trolled by someone® he said while fear was striking him like bullets.
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Prize day

»Ihe psychatrist was right, heh®, he said, while shaking in the corner full of fear
thinking that he’s going to die. In the past 4 minutes the power was DONE complete-
ly. Everything was dark and his old flashlight was nearly dead. While sitting here,
he heard a phone ringing. He scaredly went down the stairs, his legs were shaking,
his brain was in panic. When he got to the room where the phone was, he shakingly
took the phone and said scaredly: ,,hel-1-1-0?“ An anonymous distorded raspy voice
responded: ,,It’s by the door..“ and it hang up. He put the phone down and he heard a
doorbell. While going to the door, shakefully he opened them and... it was the prize!
It was a box taped with a note on it that said “Thank you for finding the golden balls,
now goodbye © He didn’t care about it and opened the box...it was nothing in
there. After 3 days a story has been talking lively that a man died of a heart attack be-
cause of all the stress and fear. The police confirmed that this man died from AI... .

The end
But, how can a computer make this?
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mentor: Suzana Kolari¢
institution: OS”Dobriga Cesari¢”, Osijek

Sabina Hegedus

A TEEN

Another day has already occurred, and you still don’t know how to love yourself.
Most people barely know themselves, so what does it matter what they think of
you?

Two siblings—they are the moon and the sun, threads of obscurity and light
weaved into a galaxy of probabilities. When one falls, the other raises, and some-
times, they find common ground to bring balance to. I have never seen such devo-
tion. I envy it in every possible way.

Then, there is the matter of the empath. She wears an emotionless mask, because
how could she ever deal with her feelings when those of others overwhelm her daily?
Gloves perpetually cover her hands, and she wishes to touch no one.

That’s what happened to me. I have a younger sister who is always one step ahead
of me.

My parents please her by bringing her every dream into existence, while I'm most
of the time left behind. Maybe I'm overdramatic. 'm just 15 years old. My mum once
told me that I should never want to grow up fast. She said being a kid is a gift to every
one of us that you can only have for a short period of your life. It’s true, but I'll rather
have to work 11 hours a day for the rest of my life than go to school and feel agitated
while uncomfortably sitting on a hard wooden chair, without moving an atom.

The worst part of school is being bullied. Two months ago was when I developed
an eating disorder. Pauline and her pack of cats are one of the worst people ever
standing alive. A couple of days ago, they cut my hair while it was up in a high pony-
tail. ’'m constantly trying to defend myself, not yesterday tho. While I was walking
to class yesterday, Marcus, a boy from junior year, saved me from a pack of starving
cats. The way his lips moved in harmony while yelling, his hair was black and parted
to the side, really made me numb on my knees.

This is the first time I have found a crush after a few years, and he is so perfect. I
just don’t
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believe he would fall for a fool like I am. But he was way too compassionate toward
me, and it’s so hard to find a guy like this nowadays. Watching him argue for me felt
intimidating. He felt like a fort, and forts are designed to intimidate the population.
It was like I was in a military building that defended me from cats, consisting of an
area surrounded by a strong wall, on which soldiers are based; being a teenager is
hard, spread the word.

It shook me out of my thoughts when my mother came barging into my room.

“Dinner’s ready; she spoke and shut the door. She’s in a bad mood, I can sense. I
stand there for a minute. I look over at the mirror. Have I been looking like this all
day?

Every time I looked at myself in the mirror, I felt disgusted at what I see. I always
wished I was beautiful, like Nora, Pauline, or India. My school therapist told me it
was just a phase, because I'm a teenager, and that’s what most teens my age feel like. I
will eventually grow out of it when I turn eighteen. But what they don’t know is that
these emotions keep destroying me every day. Every second. Being a teenager, what
it feels like, is stressful for us. Every day is the same problem. Should I choose this
shirt? Or this one. These pants are too tight, but not the skirt. What if I get sexualized
or bullied? What if they don't fit me? I should put make-up on, I will feel unattractive
without it. It's an everyday affliction. Maybe I won’t impress my crush one day.

I made myself downstairs to the kitchen where my parents were. My dad casually
smokes and plays board games with my sister, while my mum washes the dishes. Oh,
this reminds me of an argument I had with my parents yesterday. I was, how they
said “misbehaving” and “spoiled” after I forgot to tidy my closet. They made a big
obstacle out of something I forgot.

What happens when they forget something? Nothing. Nothing happens. They act
like they didn’t forget anything, but if I try to tell them the same thing they say to me,
I would get grounded, or worse, hit and yelled at. They call me spoiled when I forget
something. I wish I could turn 18, so I can move out as soon as possible.

%

I can’t believe it. Something embarrassing happened while I was at school. I was
walking down the stairs to the restroom and slipped in front of Pauline and her gang.
Oh. My. God.

This was so embarrassing. I didn't exactly fall, but I just slipped. I wish  had a time
machine.
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Walking to the class, I ignored everyone looking at me. I was uncertain of what
I felt and what would happen. I just knew this would spread around the complete
school. Once again, I let myself drown deep inside my thoughts and eat my entire
brain. I felt like I was slowly getting brainwashed by my own emotions. I can't even
describe my feelings right now.

I saw Marcus looking in my direction. I looked back at him and we made eye
contact. He was just smiling. I hope he didn’'t hear. Marcus started walking towards
me. He seemed happy.

“Don’t be mad at yourself” He spoke. I knew he cared, but I couldn’t trust him yet.

I ran, I ran as far as I could. I had no idea where I was. My legs were working
themselves, while my mind told them to stop. I had enough of all this. I wonder
how other teenagers are dealing with their problems. I mentally cannot do anything
about it. I have no one to talk to, to express my feelings, and I don’t have anyone to
listen to me except... maybe Marcus. I'm done with suffering. My parents, class,
everyone, I am done with them. I can’t deal with my impulsive thoughts anymore.

I noticed an old wooden stump; it was covered in dirt and tied up with a long rope.
I stood there for a minute, completely powerless and unconscious. I grab the rope
and wrap it around my torso, the other half around the biggest rock I find. After a
few hours of pulling the rock with all my might, I finally found it. I strip myself na-
ked and jump into the river.

I let myself slowly sink to the bottom of the river, unable to move. The heavy rock
keeps sinking deeper and deeper. And then it hit me. Regret. I felt the burning sen-
sation in my chest as the water filled up my lungs. My sight is becoming black, and
at the last moment, I feel myself touch the bottom.

%%

And there lies the corpse of the girl, her clothes lying on the grass next to the river,
dirty and ripped. She never came home, which caused big drama around the town.
After 7 years of missing, the police give up trying to find the girl. Her sister grows
up into a wise woman, always praising and thinking about her sister. Marcus stays
alone, he loved her, but after finding out the love of his life disappeared. He never
loved again.

Life is cruel and difficult. You should never give up trying. There will always be
people to stop you. But you have to stand up for yourself and never make the same
mistake as Clair.
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mentor: Bojana Palijan
institution: OS Ivana Zajca, Rijeka

Ema Rogina

ATRIPTO THE SUBCONSCIOUS

“Where am I?”, she thought confusedly. Just moments ago, she was rolling on her
living room floor, desperately fighting for air. But the place she woke up in wasn't like
anything shed ever seen before. The sky was pink, with a few clouds and a crescent
moon in the middle of it. The ground was soft and grassy where she stood, but as she
looked further ahead, she noticed the grass was covered with worn out stone tiles,
leading to a city of only her wildest dreams.

“Welcome to your subconscious!” a familiar voice answered. She quickly turned
around only to see a girl who looked like a spitting image of herself standing before
her eyes. The girl had the same complexion as hers, but various other things were
different. For one, her hair was a neon shade of pink and put in a low bun. Also, she
wore a hoodie and sweatpants in place of a crop top and jeans that she wore.

“My... subconscious? How did I get here? Did...did I die?” she asked fearfully.

“No. Well, not yet, at least. Whether you live or die today is entirely up to you. You
see, your mind is currently entering a panic mode. It is trying to find a way to save
you. Most people remember it as their life flashing before their eyes, and while that’s
not entirely incorrect, it's also not correct. Let me explain how things work: you are
sent here to your subconscious to find a memory, an idea, or whatever it might be - if
there actually is one - that will help you save yourself. However, because time here
moves a hundred times faster than out there, all you can remember afterwards is just
a bunch of random memories flashing before your eyes”, the girl explained.

“So, I'm still alive?” she asked the girl.

“Yes. But you're not going to stay alive for much longer if we don't start searching
for answers soon”, answered the girl with a noticeable annoyance in her voice.

“Uh, right, sorry. We should probably get going then, huh?”

%%

Shortly after, they found themselves wandering the streets of Omnia, which the
girl explained was the name of the breathtaking city she had seen earlier from afar.
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Now that she got a closer look, she realised the buildings were even more unusual
than she originally thought. They were all in vibrant colours or with vibrant coloured
details, so much so that it made her eyes hurt. Most of them were large beyond com-
prehension, and each of them was absolutely ridiculous. For example, they had just
passed by a bleached, yellow coloured tower-shaped building with numerous floors
covered from top to bottom in red climbing roses. It had some randomly positioned
windows and doors, from where the only way to get in and out would be by climb-
ing the roses. Apart from that, she was also fairly certain the tower had no roof.
Although, it was hard to tell because of how tall it was.

After a couple more minutes of silent admiration, she proceeded to try and start
a conversation. The silence was getting too uncomfortable for her. Plus, something
had been on her mind ever since their last talk.

“Hey, I know you said we don’t have much time, but how much time do we have
exactly?”

“An hour and a half, give or take’, the girl answered as they took yet another right
turn, this time into an alley.

“Seriously? That’s almost nothing!” she all but yelled as she avoided puddles on
the ground.

“Yeah, well, when you got here, you had around a minute left. So, after you do
the math, you get...” the girl was about to calculate, when she decided to finish the
sentence for her: “One point six hours” Math was her thing after all.

“Exactly”, the girl confirmed while stepping out of the alleyway and getting back
onto one of the main streets. From there, she could clearly see a square with a statue
of her best friend in the distance but decided not to question it.

“Also, where are we going? I'm choking, so our best bet is finding a memory of a
TikTok video I saw on the topic or a random Google search I did from who knows
when”

“I'm aware. That’s why we're skipping all these other buildings and heading direct-
ly to the Knowledge Centre.”

That was enough to pique her interest and make her eyes shine with curiosity.
“Knowledge Centre?” she inquired. Maybe she was a bit of a nerd after all.

“A high-tech library containing anything and everything you internally marked
as interesting or just worth remembering’, the girl turned to her, giving her an all
knowing smirk.

“So cool!”
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%%

As they were walking, a thick fog started forming around the city. She didn’t re-
alise it right away, but it became rather obvious once she couldn’t see some of the
buildings anymore.

“Hey, what’s happening...?” she asked in a panicked voice.

“Simply put, we're running out of time. The mind is starting to shut down because
of the lack of oxygen’, the girl explained in such a tone youd think she was talking
about the weather.

“Well, in that case, hurry!” she yelled at the unfazed girl, now getting frustrated in
addition to being absolutely terrified by the whole situation.

%%

One of the good things about being in your own mind is not actually having a
physical body. Therefore, you can’t get tired. For that fact, she was especially thankful
after they started running. Ever since she noticed the fog, she had been dead set on
running the rest of the way and not taking any chances. Naturally, after quicken-
ing their pace, they got to their giant, glass destination building much faster. It was
strange, really. She was expecting some sort of an old castle or perhaps a complex of
buildings resembling a college campus, but the Knowledge Centre was actually just
an endless skyscraper. At first, she was disappointed, and rightly so. But that changed
as soon as they stepped foot inside. Despite its dull outside appearance, the inside
managed to knock her socks straight off. Not only was it all neatly organised by date
and content, but each group was also individually decorated to match the content.
There was a lab in the chemistry aisle, a realistic and accurately moving solar system
in the astronomy aisle, a garden in the plant aisle, and so forth.

She was ecstatic.

%%

“Ugh! It's no use. There’s nothing here”, she voiced her thoughts. They had been
searching the place for at least half an hour and still had nothing. Now, the time was
starting to get to them.

“No way, it has to be here! Where else could it be? We're looking for guidelines
on how to stop yourself from choking! Where else would you find that information
other than in a library of random facts you've picked up from the Internet?” refusing
to give up, the girl tried arguing.



216 | NATIONAL SHORT STORY WRITING COMPETITION

“Well, it’s not here!”

“It has to be here! We're just not looking hard enough!”

And at that moment, it dawned on her. “Or...we’re not looking in the right place!”

“Huh?”

“Follow me”, she said as she led the way out of the ‘body hacks’ aisle and into the
elevator. Once both of them were inside she pressed the button for the lowest floor
and waited. While they were waiting, she took another look at the map of the build-
ing’s contents, trying to memorise the path she was about to take. When the elevator
got to the ground floor, she went out alongside the girl and started going from aisle
to aisle until she finally found what she was looking for: the section titled ‘other’.

“When are you planning on tell me why we're here?” the girl asked with confusion
written all over her face.

“I was never interested in medicine. Sure, body hacks are cool, and Id love to
learn more of them, but I was never really interested in medicine per se or saving
lives. In other words, while body hacking is the closest we've got to a category that
would contain something like ‘how to save yourself from choking) that’s still not the
category it falls under. The only section here in which we have an actual chance of
finding something like that is the ‘other’ section”, she tried to explain her extremely
complicated stream of thought when she came across exactly what she was looking
for. It was a Google search from 2023 titled ‘How to perform the Heimlich manoeu-
vre on yourself’.

4%

The moment they found the memory, she was back in the ‘real world, fighting for
her own life. With her fists pressed forcefully against her chest, she was gasping for
air. Finally, she caught her breath. As the colour was slowly coming back into her
cheeks, the memories flashed before her eyes. A smile played about her mouth as the
realisation hit her: Tm alive!’
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mentor: Mia Skrinjar
institution: OS Remete, Zagreb

Filip Obrovac

SECRETS OF THE SAHARA

An explorer, famed for his many adventures and uncovering many secrets which
no one knew the answer to, decided to test his luck, traveling the Sahara Desert. It
had been believed that this cursed desert had held treasure the likes of which could
make even the richest people feel endlessly poor. As he started his journey, he real-
ized that time seemed to change slightly, it was already night, even though he entered
at about 9 am. It had only been an hour. It seemed the desert held more than simple
treasure. He decided to keep going, after all, he was a great explorer, nothing had
stopped him on his previous adventures, why would anything stop him this time?
He didn’t think it would be too long of a journey, so he decided to go alone with little
supply however, which might prove to be a problem later on, but for now, he was
determined to keep going and to find the treasure. He kept walking for hours, seeing
nothing but more sand, not finding anything. This was when it became apparent to
him that he didn’t know how to find the treasure, he was simply wandering, trying to
find something, and to bring it back. He was sure that if he kept walking, he would
find something. After a day, he had to settle down and rest, he was getting very tired
after all, the time warping of the desert had kept it night, so he wasn't feeling hot,
simply warm, but he couldn’t sleep on the sand, so he decided to look around to find
some place where he could lay down and rest for a few hours, something, would
come up, and he could rest, something would come up, and he would find treasure,
everything he wanted, surely would happen, it always had. After not finding any
place where he could rest, he ended up lying down on the sand, very uncomfortable,
but he managed to sleep, only to wake up to the scorching hot sun. He decided to get
up, lying there would only mean his doom after all.

He kept walking drinking out of his flask, it was almost empty, but it was so hot
there, he couldn’t last without it. So he drank it all. So he could continue, for a little
bit longer. After a few more hours, his will to keep going was drained. He tried to
call, for someone to come pick him up, but when he tried, he realized that phones,
radios, not even walkie talkies worked. He hadn’'t noticed the silence coming from
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them, since he was so fixated on his goal, and now he was too deep in to go back. He
would surely die if he did, so he could only keep going forward. After some more
time, he found a village! But it was abandoned, there was nobody there, he searched
the little houses, finding nothing inside but bugs. He ate the bugs, because he didn’t
bring much food, and what he did bring, he had already eaten yesterday, but there
was no water there, must be why it was abandoned. Still, it was the best he could ask
for. While he could, he decided to rest with a roof over his head, and hopefully night
would come and it would be safe for him to travel further. After he woke up fully
rested, and somewhat fed, he continued his journey. It had proved longer, harder,
and deadlier than he had anticipated. He had saved some bugs from the village, so
that he doesn’t starve in the desert. He didn't like it, but he had to do it. They even
had some water inside them, so he was slightly fed and hydrated, what more could
he ask for? He started to see things, mirages, he was seeing water, and trees, fruits,
and lakes, people, and society, but it was all fake. He was still stuck in the desert,
quite possibly going to die, but we can’t be certain, only time will tell. He saw another
person, but they were surely just another illusion. But they looked as tired, hungry,
and scared as he did. He went to try and talk to them, and they answered! Finally, he
found somebody!

They decided to travel together. The other traveler told him that where he was
going held nothing either, so they decided to go to another direction. The other
traveler had been traveling for weeks, he could barely remember how to talk, or what
people looked like, so he was a bit odd, but otherwise well meaning and helpful, it
was nice to have company. The two were walking now, making what seemed like
progress, but they had about 20 more days of walking to go. At least they got to talk
now. But they felt they weren't exactly alone, like someone else was watching them,
many people actually. They kept going for a day, nineteen left, it would be done soon,
maybe even sooner, just in a way they didn't hope. After traveling for many more
hours, they managed to find something, a pyramid, not a large one, but a pyramid
either way. They entered it, and apparently someone had trapped the pyramid, they
were trapped in a hole. They were stuck there for a few days, not being able to fig-
ure out what to do, but then a stranger appeared from the top of the hole, he threw
them down a rope, and they climbed out. He didn’t speak English though, he was
probably Egyptian, or from another country. Either way they didn’t understand him,
but he led them through the pyramid, to the middle of it, the grave of the pharaoh,
but there was no gold, someone else had plundered it. The Egyptian was clearly sur-
prised and saddened by the news, and started trying to find the gold, to no avail,
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whoever took it, was long gone. The Egyptian broke down in tears, the one thing he
had to protect, he had failed. He decided to stay there so no one else may desecrate
the grave of his king while the two explorers left the pyramid. But then, on the top of
the pyramid they saw a bit of a bump. They climbed up the pyramid and there was
a button on top. After debating it for a while, they decided to press the button at the
tip of the pyramid, then a new, smaller, completely golden pyramid appeared out of
the ground, and when they entered, they were so focused on the ground so that they
don’t fall in a hole again, that they didn’t notice that there was a mysterious door. It
was hard to see because of all the spider webs, and when they opened the door after
seeing it, they were met with a task they needed to complete to get the treasure inside
of it.

The task they were met with, was an enormous room, on the other side of the
room was another door, but with a hole, and also the room was filled with gems, gold
and riches people can only dream of. But they were only allowed to find and take one
object, for if they took any of the other pieces of gold, theyd be killed on the spot.
They were tasked to find a square pearl that theyd need to place into the hole in the
door to unlock it. They instantly started searching. It felt like more gold was spilling
in, they had much trouble with their search, but after many hours, they finally found
the square pearl, but it seemed the room was filling up with more gold, and the door
behind them was shut. The gold started rising up even faster, they started to run, al-
most swim in the gold. How was it possible for this much gold to be in a room? How
was it coming in? It wasn't important to the explorers, they were mere meters from
the door, just one more swim, just one dive, just one step, and they made it, the gold
started receding when they unlocked the door, they came in, and saw a big chest,
but it had a lock, and where was the key? The exhausted travelers, desperate for gold,
and unwilling to search again, simply broke the lock with a stick, but this angered
the pyramid, and its residents, since gold started to spill and spawn again. They ran
as fast as they could, our first explorer made it just in the nick of time, but his friend,
did not, he was buried under the gold, and blood started to sleep out. The explorer
thought it a very bad idea to touch the gold, so he apologized to his friend’s body and
walked away from the pyramid heading in the opposite direction of it.

The other three ways were options explored, so that one must be what he was
looking for, what he needed. Leaving the pyramids, more encouraged, he began his
adventure again, walking with wide quick steps, after all, he and his friend had made
much progress towards here, he needed to cross that distance, as well as the distance
to his goal, it would be foolish to go slow, it would cost him weeks, it would mean his
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certain death, as always. He had little food left, only a few beetles, and he was eating
through them very fast. At least if he got out of this alive hed finally be skinnier, a
blatant lie, because hed stuff his face to hell when he got out, if he got out. After mak-
ing it back to where he had met his friend again, he realized just now that it seemed
that the sun was following him. Wherever he was, it was there, always near him, he
couldn’t get away from it. It was terrifying when he realized it, but it seemed to just
be giving him light. He went through a few dark villages and it had offered him light,
especially in the pyramids, he simply hadn’t noticed it. He was busy with greed and
the urge to find treasure and get out of there finally, so at least the sun was friendly,
even if it was scolding hot, he preferred the moon, since then it was cold, but it was
better than the heat. He kept wandering, the moon finally came out again so he could
go quicker now. He kept thinking he saw a forest, or a plane, or civilization, but he
didn’t, he still had a very long way to go, the 19 days they had to travel? They didn’t
know it at the time, but now he had to go for 35 days in this direction. He managed to
find yet another village, it seemed a bit, off, this time, like it wasn't freely abandoned,
like it was something else. Maybe he thought it because of the blood stains on the
walls, but maybe because of something else, who knows what could have happened
there. He was desperate though, so he decided to search the houses. He found corps-
es inside the houses, warm corpses, this wasn’t long ago, he needed to run, fast. He
found a flare somehow in one, but he heard voices behind him, he jumped out of the
window of the small hut he was in and started to run as fast as possible. He heard
footsteps behind him, but he couldn’t look back, it was too dangerous, he ran, and
ran, and ran. It was a bunch of Egyptians deep inside the Sahara, all gone mad, trying
to kill him. One threw a large spear at him and it hit him just enough to cause him
to leave a trail of blood along the ground, making the Egyptians want to feed off his
corpse. The hole was already there, they just needed to make it bigger, they needed
food. But fortunately, the explorer had determination and a flare gun, which he shot
into the air. They didn't recognize it, and ran away, they didn’t know what the gun
would do.

Soon after, a helicopter came for our adventurer. No one believed what he said
about the desert, or the stuff in it, but at least he was safe at last.
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Mihaela Cvijanovi¢

LADY HELEN TO THE RESCUE OF
MAGIC

You have probably heard various stories about witches, wizards and magic. You've
heard how a witch kidnapped someone, how a wizard entertained the royal family
with his magic, how there were many types of magic, both dangerous and amaz-
ing, but have you heard about an event that happened in one of the most powerful
kingdoms in the 17" century? King Henry’s kingdom, Theola, was a powerful and
popular kingdom in England. In Theola you could find all kinds of people: the royal
family, their soldiers, villagers, workers, even people who possess magical powers.
They all lived happily in the kingdom until the King passed a new law.

The people of Theola gathered in the main square under the balcony of the cas-
tle, and the King then gave his speech.

“Dear people of Theola, I have decided to introduce a new law that some of you
will not like” Before I continue, I must tell you that King Henry never liked magic
and its use.

“...So, the new law states that people who possess some form of magic must leave
the kingdom, and if anyone uses magic, he or she will be punished by death. said
the King.

After the speech, the people went away, and one girl approached the King.

“Henry are you sure about this law? A lot of people have this gift they can’t get rid
of’, said Lady Helen. The King just snapped at her: “Yes Helen, I'm sure, now go back
to the castle”

Lady Helen was the child of Prince Arthur who died in a battle, so King Henry
decided to give Helen a home in his castle as he was a very good friend of her father.

During the royal family’s dinner, King Henry’s son, Louis, decided to talk to his
father about the law. “Father, I don’t want to interfere with your decisions, but I also
have the right to participate in passing laws, since I am the heir of the throne” He
continued after a short pause. “In my opinion, people will start to protest and the
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kingdom will not be the same without the contribution of magic” The King looked
at him sharply, got up from the table and went to his room.

It was past midnight at that time, everyone in the castle was sleeping and Lady
Helen decided to sneak out of the castle and hide because she knew she was in dan-
ger. She was one of those with magical powers! Lady Helen made her way to a small
house that only she knew about. The cottage was hidden deep in the Leiwer Forest
next to Lake Ester. The forest belonged to the kingdom, and every night, the soldiers
went around the forest so that no one could enter the castle. Lady Helen had to be
very careful. Helen came halfway when she heard the horses. She started to run and
when she noticed the thick bush, she decided to hide behind it. The royal horses
passed along with the soldiers, and Helen continued her small journey. While she
was walking, she saw an object, like a mirror among a pile of stones. She got closer to
the stones and saw a small mirror with beautiful patterns. Helen took the mirror in
her hands, looked at herself, and heard someone talking. Suddenly, a figure of a girl
appeared in the mirror. Helen screamed, threw the mirror on the floor and walked
away from it. The girl in the mirror continued: “Helen, don’t be afraid, you don’t
know who I am, but I know very well who you are. My name is Melissa, I was a friend
of Arthur, your father. Take the mirror and talk to me.”

Helen did what she was told and then she asked her a few questions. “How did
you know my father and how did you recognize me? Why are you in the mirror and
how did you get there?”

Melissa explained that she was in the same military unit as Helen’s father. After
the battle of Natringam, she came across a witch. The witch casted a spell on her and
she ended up being trapped in the mirror among those cold stones in the middle
of the dark forest. “Can you get out of the mirror?”, Helen asked. “I can’t, an eternal
magic has been cast on me... Oh, Helen, I'm glad I ran into you, I have a lot to tell
you about the new law so don’t stand here anymore, take me with you to the house
and we'll talk along the way”, Melissa ordered.

Helen did what she was told, again. She wanted to ask Melissa how she knew she
had been going to the house, but she gave up. Helen and Melissa were already very
close to the house when Melissa started talking again. “Listen, Helen, you must be
very careful, they can’t find out about your magic”

“How, ...how do you know about my magic, who told you?” Helen gasped in
horror.

“It doesn’t matter how I know. The only thing you need to know is that I can help
you. If King Henry finds out, he will kill you, even though he loves you. So, you must
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learn how to hide your magic even when there’s no one around””, Melissa explained.

“Lady Heleeennnnn !!! What are you doing in the forest?!”, a familiar voice was
heard. It was one of Louis’ soldiers, Leo. “Lady Helen, what are you doing in the for-
est this late? Come, get on my horse, let’s go back to the castle”

It was normal for Lady Helen to go to the forest during the night so this was not
the first time that the soldiers had found her during a tour. Helen knew what was
waiting for her back in the castle- an unpleasant conversation with King Henry.
Helen returned to the castle and found Henry’s angry face staring at her in the dark
room. She promised not to do that again and went to her room. But, when the King
went to sleep again, she took out the mirror from her pocket and called Melissa.
“Melissa, talk to me, tell me how to hide my magic” Melissa appeared and started
talking. “I don’t have much to tell you, I told you the most important thing. Don’t
use magic anywhere, even when you think you are alone somewhere, don't use it.
The time will come when you will be able to use it calmly and safely, until then be
patient., she whispered to Helen. “Okay Melissa, thank you, good night””, Helen an-
swered.

In the morning, Lady Helen was woken up by Leo and what he told her hurt her
alot. “King Henry died this morning. We will explain everything to you today at the
royal council, now go to Louis”, Leo said.

Helen knocked on the door of Louis’ room and went in. “Leo told me the news,
I'm very sorry Louis., Lady Helen started talking. Louis just hugged Helen, his tears
flew down his eyes.

Of course, a lot has changed in Theola since the King’s death and the most difficult
thing at that moment was the reorganization of the government. Prince, soon King
Louis, had to take over the royal power because he was the eldest and the only son of
the King. You may have wondered where Louis’ mother was.

Queen Alexandria died in the attack on Theola 20 years ago. Prince Louis didn’t
remember her because he was only a child when she died. The prince had no broth-
ers or sisters, but he had Helen. Helen was like a younger sister to Louis. She came to
the castle before the Queen’s death and Louis loved her indescribably. He took great
care of her.

Prince Louis was supposed to be crowned in exactly three days. The coronation
ceremony had to be followed by the most important members of the court, soldiers
and members of the royal family inside the castle. The external part of the corona-
tion usually took place outside the castle including all the people of Theola.
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On the day of coronation, everything was great, Louis was crowned, the people
were happy and there were no problems. During the external coronation, some peo-
ple expected the King’s speech. Louis noticed their anticipation, but he didn’t know
what the people were waiting for. Unlike Louis, Helen immediately knew what the
people wanted. After dinner, Helen invited Louis to go with her to the table for four,
a place where the most important decisions in the kingdom were made.

“Louis, since you have become the King, you can change laws, you know, abolish
the old ones and add new ones., Helen started talking. Louis immediately under-
stood what Helen wanted to talk about. “You know, Helen, I've been thinking about
that, about my father’s law. He might have been right, so I will stick to his decision
until I give it a second thought”, said Louis. Helen didn't like his answer, she got up
and did what she shouldn’t have done, she used magic.

“You, ... no, it’s not possible, Helen, you have magical powers!”, said the fright-
ened King.

“Guards !!!, screamed the King. “What happened, your majesty?”, asked the guard.
“Take Lady Helen into the dungeon for a while, requested the King. “Why, what
happened?”, Leo came running. “Leo, don't interfere, you will find out., said Louis.
Leo knew everything about Louis, they grew up together in the castle and Leo is
Louis’ most respected and best soldier. Helen remained silent the whole time, be-
cause she didn’t want to oppose him after he had found out about her ability. She just
knew that Louis would not keep her in the dungeon for long.

Helen spent the night in the dungeon and Leo woke her up in the morning. “Hel-
en, get out, go to Louis, Leo said. She did as she was told. “Louis, forgive me for what
happened yesterday, did I hurt you? I wanted to talk to you about the benefits of
magic, but then I got angry and showed it in a bad way”, said Helen. “Everything is
forgiven, said the King. I was thinking for a while, you know about the law, I don’t
know if I would leave it or not. Honestly, I'm afraid. If you prove that you and the
others who have that power can be trusted I will remove the law, said the King. Hel-
en thanked the King and ran to the person she knew would help her, Leo!

“Lady Helen where are you going?”, Leo asked. “Leo I was looking for you. I need
your help. How can I show Louis that magic is good and useful’, asked Helen. “I have
an idea; I will talk to him with you by my side. Let’s do it after lunch., said Leo.

As agreed, Leo broke the ice and explained why magic was good. He pointed
out that magic saved people, healed, brought happiness and helped with arranging
kingdoms. The strongest argument was Louis’ mother, who was saved because of
magic. “Thank you, Leo, I've heard enough from you, you can go!”, said the King.
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“Helen, I knew you were going to look for someone to help you, but it doesn’t matter,
I am satisfied with your cooperation, and I will abolish the law about magic! Helen
jumped into the King’s arms and began to thank him. When the King repeated the
repeal of the law to the people, everyone jumped for joy. And so, my dear readers,
magic has found a permanent home in the Kingdom of Theola with the help of Lady
Helen and Soldier Leo.
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Matilda Detoni Mundar

SELF-DISCOVERY

I'd like to start this story with myself. To put it evidently I don’t like myself. I don’t
think I've ever liked myself (whoever that pathetic loser might be). Various people
have something they like about themselves. Perhaps their eyes, or the way they say
hello. The simple things. I find it silly to think that anything about me is unique or
worth a while. There’s nothing wrong with that. It just makes me rather dull. Many
people talk about finding themselves. Most of us become average anyway, so what’s
the point? Ironically, I claim to be working on myself when I haven’t found the per-
son I'm working on. Although it might be upsetting to lose yourself I'm not bothered
by it. This topic is rather peculiar because my so-called friend told me 'm mean. It
took me by surprise because all I've ever known was to be swell and polite. Ever since
then, I've become distant towards her. My personality was left untouched and un-
bothered by such a comment. Then again, I really liked a girl last year. She loved
funny girls so I became a clown. I hid behind a mask and made silly jokes to make
her laugh. Now everyone knows me as a clown. The thing is, I'm not even funny. We
dated for seven months. It didn’t end well. Even though she was awful I loved her.
First love, I suppose. I then discovered that I shouldn't attach myself to people. After
a while, I adopted a coping mechanism to deal with all the pain. However, it wasn't a
good one. It became an addiction. I saw it as a release, an escape from it all. All the
thoughts, feelings, what ifs, maybes, and all that could’ve been. It’s ironic how I
thought addiction was like a cold. You get over it by the end of the week. My battle
against it is going to reach its second anniversary this year. The longest I've been sick
for was a month. I felt true isolation at the time. You could say a lot of my hatred
against myself and humanity came from it and bullying. Even in kindergarten, I got
picked on for being different. I was tall, had weird glasses, and had nerdy interests.
Children were cruel to me. Unfortunately, my peers have taken that position these
days. In fifth grade, I gave in and tried to fit in. I grew out my hair and started dress-
ing like everyone else. To say I was unhappy would be an understatement. All I want-
ed was to be like the others, but I was left miserable and alone. It took me ages to
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realize it was pointless. Once I cut my hair short I felt euphoric. I decided to find
myself. For the first time in forever, I cared about who I was on the inside. It was the
start of the journey I'm on today. My worldview has shifted since then. The way I
sought fulfillment was foolish. If I weren’t in despair it would be positive. 'm not
implying itd change, but itd have a hopeful glance at the world. Instead of wishing
death upon myself, I want to wake up excited and full of life. It would be lovely to feel
the sun on my face, full of eagerness, brightness, and joy. To read a book in the park
as the birds’ chirp is all I ask. It’s utterly unfortunate how I've lost friends due to my
negativity. Gloominess has become a part of me. It makes me irrational sometimes.
Although it hasn't affected me that much through the years. When it rains I feel at
peace. It’s the only time I don’t feel lost by myself. It also reminds me that 'm ashamed
of what I've become. My own parents have made me aware of my disappointment. If
I were exceptional they would finally be proud. I haven't had much academic suc-
cess, but I still try to get my parents’ approval that way. It’s nice to know that all my
sleepless nights weren't pointless. After desperately trying to succeed I found some
luck in arts and writing. It wasn’t much, but enough to get a pat on the shoulder. My
parents aren’t bad by any means. They’re lovely people. I'm very grateful for them
and everything they’ve done for me. Yet I don't trust them. I can’t bring myself to
trust anyone, so how could I? Keeping secrets to myself’s hard but better than trust-
ing others. The same way I bottle up anger. I've done with the rest of my secrets.
Making me an introvert. That’s what I've become. Closed off to everyone and weird-
ly anti-social for my age. Therapists have told me that I have to want to get better.
Otherwise, I won’t make any progress. Turns out they were right. I wasn't working on
myself after all. I just claimed to be. The same way I claim to be better. Everyone can
tell that something’s wrong. Refusing to admit it won’t change that. Youd think my
attitude would shift, but it hasn’t. ’'m still stubborn, astray from who I am and want
to be. Thinking of ways to change that has become second nature. Writing is some-
thing I've been able to express myself by. A tool in the overall discovery. I found out
many things about myself by writing. Personally, I don’t think I'm as good of an
artist as everyone tells me. Likewise, I have no future plans. I only want to be at peace
with myself. The only way to achieve that is unknown to me. I don't believe in finding
or having a sense of individuality. Because I've lost all my senses. Emotions are illu-
sions I can’t process. Feelings are things I can not put into words. Joy is something I
haven't felt in ages. Something 'm craving like it’s my last meal. Help is a privilege I
don’t have. Recovery is a journey I took the wrong turn on. I can't tell apart my
thoughts and illusions. I've always been so quiet. So patient and always waiting for
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my turn. My turn never came. The sun rises every morning and goes away at night.
Depression works night shifts. To be truthful it gets worse at night. Being by yourself
while no one is watching is mortifying. There’s no one to stop you from your doom.
I crash. Unable to process the simplest of things. The only thing I'm able to do is
whimper in the dark. With music as my only comfort. The amount of sadness I feel
is unfeasible. If I could properly process my emotions I'd be crying every day. For
hours probably. All the sorrow, anguish, and bleakness. I'd love to cry it all away.
Wash away all of my sins. I'm neither religious nor do I wish to be. Knowing there’s
a higher power that made me this way is bothersome. That power being God or bi-
ology is irrelevant. 'm aware that putting that blame on others is avoiding responsi-
bility. Which is not my intent by any means. Do I deserve it? Was I too fortunate with
a supportive family and good grades? In my opinion, I deserve all the sadness, but
getting suicidal thoughts isn't my ideal type of fun. Honestly, I'm losing it. I feel like
a schmatte. Tattered, worn out, and shabby. Even when it’s fixed, it remains useless.
Just like me. I feel itchy thinking about my purpose in the world. Forcing myself to
do things thus I don't get tossed away. Fearing abandonment is very typical. Plenty
of people are terrified of ending up alone. Similarly, I love being alone but hate feel-
ing lonely. I'm not afraid of many things. However, I've never been able to ditch my
fear of the sea. The darkness and mysteriousness of it have always petrified me. Those
are qualities I don’t look for in humans. Humans are like books. You can read open
ones and see what they’re about. When picking up a closed one you don’t know what
it’s about. My friends are open people. I desire to keep it that way. The more I know
about them the safer I feel. Knowing they’re incapable of hurting me is nifty. Change
is something I have a hard time dealing alongside. Our family dog died last year, and
it still hasn’t hit me that I'm never going to see him again. I deeply regret refusing to
see him for the last time because I couldn’t bare to see a dead body. Coping with
death is not something I'm good at. The worst part is I'm clueless as to why. Death is
a natural part of life. I've accepted that. Still, I cried when my grand grandparents
died. Due to experiencing copious amounts of agony, I've become numb and unat-
tached from everyone and everything. It’s the way my brain chooses to cope with
suffering. Bitterness is the taste of my coffee in the mornings. Torment is the feeling
I sleep by. When I have time to doze off that is. My permanent slumber shall wait till
I can afford to rest. There’s plenty to do beforehand. Adventures I've been looking
forward to. Dreams waiting to be carried out. I still have plenty of hope for life and
recovery. Just not enough to keep me afloat. My thoughts are drowning, suffocating
my mind. Telling me to swim with the fish until the end of my days. What a quiet
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way to go. Being consumed by my greatest fear while experiencing comfort. It sounds
like a fever dream. All gone once it passes. You're left with memories to remind you
it isn’t always horrible. They’re holding onto your sanity. Maybe that’s why I lost
mine? I forget things, many things. I also forgot what was the point of all this.
Self-discovery right? My story continues every day. This happens to be a summary.
I'm getting sidetracked at this point in my writing. I've come to the conclusion I'm
not getting anywhere. There’s no point in continuing. Now everyone knows I'm a
pathetic, depressed loser. If I were to end this story I'd feel unsatisfied. Such a dis-
tasteful ending this is. The protagonist hasn't succeeded and hasn’t gotten over their
fears. All they’ve done is ramble about their thoughts for a few minutes. How boring.
Much like myself. Scrambling through my notes. Searching for anything to nag
about. It was fun. I can't say I laughed.
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LUCID DREAMS

“It’s just like a circle..” Matilda was telling herself as she was opening her eyes. It
was another day, another week, another month. It was all the same. Wake up, eat, go
to school, eat, go home, sleep. It all repeated like a nightmare. She got up from her
bed and headed downstairs for breakfast.

Her mother prepared her favorite breakfast, a strawberry cream sandwich, and
told her “Please do better at school, for me”. She wasn’t doing very well in school.
Matilda just glanced through her and ate the breakfast without saying a single word.
Her dad was waiting for her and her little brothers in the car. They all got in and went
to the school. There were five of them in the family. Mother, father, Matilda (17) and
her three little brothers (6, 9, 11).

Her family was the richest in the town, although money meant nothing to her.
When she got to school, she went straight to her class and didn’t look at anyone. She
didn’t have any friends and she spent most of her time sleeping. It’s not like people
hated her, she just didn’t want friends. She got to her class right on time. They were
learning Korean history when suddenly a fragment of her dream came out of no-
where.

Matilda felt shocked because it never happened to her. It was about her working
in a newspaper factory, the place she didn’t like. She wasn’t the only one who wasn’t a
fan of that place. Some guy was there who made those days easier. At first, she didn't
recognize him, but after a few minutes she realized that it was the baker’s son, just
with darker hair. His name was Ren. She didn’t like him in real life, but in the dream,
he was a whole new person. She was grateful to him, so she prepared a picnic for the
two of them. They went on a meadow near the popular lake in their town. There was
no one but them. They sat down and started eating. “You know, you really helped
me there” There was no response. He got up and started running away. “Hey! Please,
stop!” she said. She expected him to stop, but to her surprise he just vanished.

Her mind returned to the class when the teacher asked her a question. Matil-
da realized that this was the end of her dream. “Matilda, are you even listening?”
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She replied with only “I'm sorry”. “Well, are you going to answer my question?”,
but Matilda didn't even look at her. She was sent to the principal’s office to have a
talk. “Matilda, I am going to have a talk with both of your parents. This is unaccept-
able, your grades are getting worse and worse?” Even though she didn't care and just
wanted to go home, the principal’s words hurt her. She was sent back to the class. On
her way back, she saw Ren through the window of his class. The school bell remind-
ed her how big of a jerk he is. Ren’s class. She instantly forgot about the dream and
remembered how big of a jerk he is.

The time of the lunch came. Everyone went to cafeteria except her. It was always
like that. She heard one of her classmates saying “She’s a total weirdo”, but she ig-
nored him. No one dared to bully her, because her parents were the bosses of most
of her classmates’ parents. Ren hated that. He couldn’t stand her because of that. His
father’s bakery was in a financial debt. Matilda wanted to search what kind of dream
she had, but her parents took her phone hoping that she would start learning. She
just ate her lunch in silence, wanting for the day to go faster.

She had a few more classes and went straight home. When she got home, she
didn’t have time to greet anyone. She went straight to her room, dropped her books
and opened her laptop. Matilda searched “What is it called when you know you are
dreaming?” and that first thing she saw was ‘lucid dreams’ She clicked on it and it
was all clear. She was fascinated by the fact she can control it. She clicked on another
site with a title named “How to achieve lucid dreams?”

On the site, it explained how the scientists studied college students’ sleeping
schedule. The student would sleep for five hours, set an alarm, if necessary, tell them-
selves they are dreaming and go back to sleep.

Matilda was quite shocked after reading the sites, but she was ready to try it. She
wanted to know he was so nice to her in that horrible factory. She set an alarm to
05:00am. She figured that she would be asleep by midnight. No surprises! She fell
asleep ten minutes before midnight.

At 05:00am sharp she was awoken by an annoying sound of the alarm. She turned
it oft quickly so the others wouldn't wake up. She took the piece of paper from the
bedside table that she put last night and read it. ‘YOU ARE DREAMING’ was writ-
ten on it. She remembered everything and went back to sleep. After a few minutes,
it happened!

She was in the dream knowing that it was a dream! She roamed around on the
meadow for a while, but then her eyes landed on Ren. She ran to him, but this time,
he wasn’'t running away. “Hey! Why did you run away yesterday?” “I had to milk my
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strawberry cows” They were both silent for a while until she broke the ice “Well,
where are the cows?” in just seconds, the scenery changed when he snapped his
fingers. They were in a stable with his strawberry cows, golden chickens and many
other mystical creatures. He showed her the buckets full of strawberry milk. She
didn’t expect to see those weird farm animals. She still had many questions, so she
asked him “Well, then why didn’t you tell me? Why did you run away?” “Because you
were waking up’, he responded. Matilda was confused but said nothing. She enjoyed
being with him.

“Can we fly on a rug?” she asked.

“Surely”, he said.

“Then, can you make it night so we can watch The Milky Way?” Matilda adored
astronomy. She couldn’t see many stars because of light pollution in her city.

“Everything for you”, he said confidently.

She got goosebumps, but she didn’t know if they were good or bad. They flew on
the rug around the imaginary city. Wind was blowing in their faces and they were
smiling from ear to ear. They didn't really talk, because they didn’t need words to
show their emotions.

Suddenly, they flew down to the ground and he started running. She was confused
why he did it again, but then she was woken up by her alarm. She looked at her clock.
“07:00am”.

She tried to fall back into the dream, but she couldn’t. Matilda got ready and went
to the school. School was like yesterday, like every day. Today she went to the cafete-
ria just to see Ren. She looked at him thinking “Is that really the guy in my dreams?”
Matilda went back to her classroom and ate her lunch. The day went faster than yes-
terday. She got home, ate her dinner and went to her room. This time, she didn’t even
open her laptop, but went to sleep. She couldn’t fall asleep, so she thought about what
to ask him. She was thinking and thinking, and then her eyes felt heavier.

The alarm woke her up again. “05:00am” She took the same paper from the day
before, read what was written on it and went back to sleep.

A few moments later, she saw Ren who was waiting for her. She ran to him and
hugged him. Matilda was already attached to Ren and felt a connection between
them. They went snowboarding, because she asked to. They mixed every ice cream
flavor because she wanted to. They were walking while eating their ice cream when
Matilda asked “Are you real?” Ren said “Only here”, before he started running. She
stood still knowing what was going to happen.

She woke up. “Eat, sleep, repeat..” Matilda said to herself. She did her routine and
went to the school.
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Everything was the same for 20 days. Everything except her dreams. The more
time they spent together, the more she felt closer to him. He filled her heart with pure
happiness. Their time together was precious. But one night, he started acting ner-
vous. She felt that he had to tell her something, but didn’t know exactly what. They
were feeding the elephants when she finally asked him.

“What do you have on your mind?”

A drop dead silence seemed like lasting for hours. He finally confessed to her.

“I planned everything.”

She didn’t understand what he was talking about.

“What everything?”

“The dream. It wasn't an accident.”

She was speechless, but again confused.

“I planned our first meeting, knowing that you would want to come back”

“I- I don’t understand. All of it was you? But how?”

“I can't tell you anything except that this is the only place where we can be togeth-
er. I have something that could change everything”

He pulled out a tear-shaped, golden necklace out of his pocket: “How about stay-
ing here with me?”

She said just one word.

“How?”

“If you put this necklace on, you can never take it off, but we can be finally happy
together in this perfect world”

She was petrified. Living in the dream forever? She was thinking and thinking
about the choice she was going to make.

She took the necklace from his hands and looked at it for a while. That tear repre-
sented her unhappy life, but the gold showed where she came from. She was shaken
but ready. She chose selfishness. It was her life after all. She looked at him and said:
“Can you put it on me?”

He gave her an innocent smile and put the necklace on her. They both felt relieved,
like a fresh blow of wind on a summer night.

They went to a beach that he made just for this special occasion. As they were
walking while feeling reborn, she played with the necklace and felt that something
was written on the back of it. She flipped it and read: “I broke the circle”
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Ema Zupanov

THE NEW STUDENT

Have you ever had a feeling that something wasn't right? That's how I felt that
day. September 5th was the day that my life got turned upside down. It was the first
day of school and as much as I hate school, I have to admit I missed it during the
summer break. I woke up early that day because I decided to have some extra time
to get ready. I put on a sparkly black dress and even decided to wear high heels. As
I was applying my makeup I glanced at the clock. It was 7:45 a.m. I quickly grabbed
my bag and ran to catch the school bus. “Phew I was almost late,” I thought to myself.

I looked around and saw a guy I had never seen before. He had a long messy
blonde hair and dark blue eyes, which looked like the depths of the ocean. He looked
lonely and had a sad expression on his face. I stopped staring and got off the bus. I
saw my friends Mackenzie and Addison waiting for me. I missed them a lot. As we
were catching up and talking about interesting things that happened to us during
the summer, the bell rang. We all sat in our seats and waited for the teacher to come
in. We heard footsteps and some talking behind closed doors. The wooden doors
creaked, and the teacher came in. “I hope everybody had a great time during the
summer break. I'm here to introduce a new student. His name is Rio” He looked
familiar and then it clicked. “That’s the guy I saw on the bus” He didn’t even say hi or
introduce himself further. He sat all the way in the back.

Chemistry passed relatively quickly. Everybody was rushing to the next class, ge-
ography. We all sat down except the new kid. He started handing out envelopes to
every single person in the class. There was a message inside the envelope about a
party at his house. The only additional information was the address and the time we
had to be there.

At first, I didn’t want to go. I had a bad feeling about it, but Addison started nag-
ging me saying things like, “It will be fun” or “What’s the worst thing that can hap-
pen” Looking back, I should have listened to myself. We had a few other classes,
such as math and biology before finally going home. I decided not to take the school
bus and walk home with my friends instead. All three of us were chatting about some
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intriguing topics on our way home. “Goodbye! See you at the party”, were the last
words Mackenzie said to us before we all went our separate ways. I had a few more
minutes of walking before finally coming home. As I entered my house, my dog
Walter greeted me at the door. I talked with my parents before going into my room.
Since I had a lot of time before the party, I decided to study geography. “Beep,” my
phone rang. I grabbed it and saw Addison was calling me. I answered. “Don’t forget
about the party!”

“I won't, I will start getting ready.”

I decided to wear a basic outfit. I honestly didn’'t want to go, so I didn't really care
about my appearance that day. Just as I got out of the house, I saw Mackenzie and
Addison waiting for me. I felt relief knowing that I won't walk alone. As we were
walking closer and closer to the destination, I felt more and more nervous, and more
awful thoughts were running through my head. “What do you think about that Mad-
die?” I quickly snapped out of it, realizing I wasn't even listening to what my friends
were saying. Eventually, we arrived, and when I saw his house, the first thought I had
was, “He must be rich” The house was modern, like one of those giant mansions in
movies. Looking up at the tall rooftop I felt like a miniature ant. As we were argu-
ing about who will knock on the door, Addison yelled, “I'm not a coward. I will do
it” She did what she said, putting her clenched fist on the door and knocking a few
times. Just as Rio opened the door, we saw more people coming, and some were
already inside the house. We came in and my gut feeling only got worse from there.
We waited a few more minutes for everyone to gather up. Rio started explaining a
“game” called Murder mystery. A guy from our class interrupted and said, “Wow,
he speaks.” Everybody giggled except for Rio. He started explaining the game rules
again. “You will all get a piece of paper with a role. There are three different roles: in-
nocent, murder, and detective. If you get the innocent one, try not to get murdered.
If you get the detective one, you're supposed to stop the murderer. And, of course, if
you get the one with the murderer on it. I don’'t think I have to explain that one. You
can’t say your role to anyone. And finally, no leaving the house.

Now at first glance, everybody thought it was just a fun game. Nobody expected
what would happen next. We all picked out a piece of paper. I picked out the last
piece in the box. My cold fingers started to open the crumpled-up paper. I opened
it and read my role; it said “Detective.” After everyone saw their role, the only thing
that you could see was a bunch of teenagers running and laughing. Addison told me,
“See! I told you, Maddie, there was no need to be worried.” For a second, I thought
so too. I felt relief knowing that my overthinking was just overthinking. A few more
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minutes went by, and nothing happened. I grabbed my phone to check what time it
was. 7:05 p.m. was the moment when everything changed.

We heard a loud gunshot. Everybody started screaming. A girl from our class
named Kylie attempted to call the police but it was unsuccessful. Before she could
dial the number she was shot in the chest. I didn't know what to do. I was so worried
that I couldn’t even move. It’s like that moment when your stomach drops when
you're at the top of a roller coaster. The feeling just won't go away. It stays there and
makes your heart race. Your thoughts spiral out of control. I just wanted this to turn
out to be some horrible nightmare.

I was looking around seeing more and more bloody bodies lying lifelessly on the
floor. Mackenzie pulled me away, and we both hid behind a couch. I told her, “I'm
the detective. I have no idea what I should do.” My eyes filled up with tears. The only
thought I had was, “What if I don’t make it out alive” Mackenzie crawled out of the
couch and tried to open the doors or the windows, but she couldn’t. All of them were
locked. I heard a few people screaming. “Rio is the murderer” I should have known
the way he was acting at school. Everything was eerie. I looked around trying to find
some useful objects, and close to where I was, I saw a baseball bat. I quickly grabbed
it with both of my hands. I knew there was no turning back now. I got up and ran. I
saw Rio upstairs. I could recognize him by his blonde hair. I decided to run and try
to hit him with the baseball bat. I basically had no idea what I was doing. I just knew
I had to do something. I was getting closer and closer. I swung the bat as hard as I
could, and hit him in the head. He fell to the ground. I didn’t know how I should feel.
I took the gun out of his hand and tried to find a working phone. There were around
seven people injured. I tried to think positively. As I was walking, I found a phone on
the ground. I immediately went to emergency calls and called 911. I told them what
had happened and the address, and they said they would come right away. I felt tears
sliding down my cheeks. I was shaking.

Immediately after, I decided to find my friends. I remembered I hadn’t seen Addi-
son since the beginning of the party. I ran to try to find her. I looked everywhere, be-
hind every cabinet and under all the beds. I could feel my heart race; I didn't want to
lose her. I found the basement. As I was walking down the stairs, I was getting more
anxious. I heard a familiar voice, “Who are you?” It was coming from the basement,
so when I got to the last stair, I could see someone. The dress looked familiar, and
then I saw Addison’s face. We hugged and cried for a minute straight. I have never
been so happy to see her in mylife. I told her everything that had happened. We went
back to the living room since we heard knocking at the door. The police were there.
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I explained the whole situation as best as I could. The ambulance also came to take
care of the injured. Everything else was a blur. I remember the police safely driving
everyone home. In the end, almost everybody survived except for Kylie. I hadn’t
known her that well, but I felt awful. Nobody knew that this would happen. I have
no idea where Rio is, and I do not want to know. It has been a year since the incident,
and I still have nightmares from the party that night. Addison, Mackenzie, and I
moved cities. We go to a different school, and we are trying our best to forget about
it. Later on, we found out through news articles that he switched schools ten times.
Apparently, they kicked him out because he got into fights and severely bullied a few
students. He was even using a fake name.

After this experience, I promised myself one thing. In the future, I'll trust my
instincts and I will never get influenced by other people. Had I trusted myself, I
would’ve never witnessed something so disturbing and traumatic.
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Iva Kolarié

RAINFALL

Cassie always felt different. Not that something was wrong with her, but she just
felt invisible. Unreal. Alone. Wherever she was, whatever she was doing, she felt
invisible. Cassie accepted that the feeling of loneliness and emptiness wouldn’t pass.
Cassie would listen to her surroundings, to the laughter, to the cars, to the wind.
She would listen to “normal” people, to their conversations and wonder why it was
so hard for her to feel something. She wondered when it will finally rain. She wasn’t
happy, nor sad. Just empty. Just invisible. Sometimes she just wondered what would
happen if she did not exist. Would people’s lives change? Was she holding someone
back? These thoughts would usually appear at night, before bed and before her brain
shuts down. She was scared of her brain; it would take her to the deepest and darkest
places. She was scared of it because of the power it holds and how it just couldn’t
function right. Everyone felt something and no one had these thoughts on their
mind. It was like another dimension, another world, another multiverse of imagina-
tion. She would lay on her bed, try to close her eyes for longer than a second and try
to fall asleep. But she would end up staring at the old white ceiling for hours until
the alarm beeped. Maybe it was her that was the problem, because if no one has the
same problem, youre doing something wrong. Nothing she tried helped, she just
couldn’t feel anything, she was just a shadow version of the person she used to be.
The insomnia would continue for weeks at a time until she would eventually collapse
into her bed and fall asleep so she wouldn't die. That was the power that her brain
had over her.

She wasn’t always like this. This Cassie was just a blurry reflection of her past self.
She couldn’t really remember why she became like this in the first place. Her past
would come in glimpses and flashbacks at the back of her mind now and then, but
everything else was a blur. Her eyes didn't have a spark in them anymore, and all of
her smile lines were long gone and forgotten. Her face became just flesh and skin,
she wasn't a person anymore, just a human being. Almost like she wasn’t Cassie any-
more. Just a girl that looked a little bit like her past. She wouldn’t dream, she would
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just sleep. Food didn’t have a taste anymore; it was just a fuel that kept her going. She
didn’t feel real anymore. Cassie felt like her eyes were tricking her and the person
in the mirror wasn't actually her. Who was she now? She was overwhelmed by that
teeling from time to time until she would forget it eventually. Why was she like that?
Why was she invisible and alone and empty all the time and why couldn’t she see the
world in colored glasses? People that once knew her didn’t recognize the person in
front of them.

Cassie felt like she was drowning, but once she tried to come back to the surface,
something would pull her back to the bottom again. She would sometimes walk to
feel something. She would look at the forest green trees, the dim streetlamps, the
cats and the grey sky that looked like it was about to rain. The strange thing was that
the rain never came, the sky always looked dull and gloomy. After what seemed like
forever, she was exhausted and tired of walking in circles, she sat on a bench and
closed her eyes. Cassie could feel the wind on her face and on her hands as she tried
to keep warm. She suddenly felt a weight on the other side of the bench, someone by
her side, and that was the moment that Cassie felt something real in even she didn't
know how long. When she turned around to see who sat beside her, she saw a boy.
The boy looked like the cold sharp wind hit him in the best way possible. She looked
him in his sleepy eyes and didn’t say anything, she was just looking at him. They sat
there without a word being spoken between the two. Darkness took over the grey sky
and Cassie got up from the bench and began walking away from the boy. She didn't
need to know his name, something in her head was telling her that he would be back
tomorrow. Maybe it was wishful thinking, maybe it was mindless dreaming, but she
just wanted to feel again. She laid in her bed for hours that night, not because of her
brain and her dark thoughts, but because of the chemistry going on inside her head
that was resulting in that she was happy. Her heart had been borrowed and blue for
too long, she didn't feel empty anymore.

Cassie went to that same bench the next day, hoping that the nameless boy would
come and sit with her. She waited and waited, and after what seemed like forever, the
boy came and sat beside her. They sat on that bench for a long time, sneaking glances
at each other. She thought he had beautiful green doe eyes. He stuck his hand out
to her hoping she would shake it. "I'm Sebastian” he quietly said to her. She shook
his hand and looked him in the eyes, a small smile forming on her face. "I'm Cassie,
it’s nice to finally know your name” she said. There was silence after that, they didn’t
talk nor look at each other. They sat in the comfortable silence for hours, and with
no words spoken they felt like they had said everything they needed and more. The
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dark came too fast, and after that they both got up and left the bench. Just as Cassie
turned to walk home, Sebastian spoke up “Do you wonder why the sky is always grey
but it just never rains? “. Cassie had that thought in her head for a while now. She
would think about trivial things like that when the dark thoughts tried to overwhelm
her. “No idea” she stated and began walking away with a weird but exiting feeling.
It was like a million butterflies were flying inside her stomach and around her. She
felt happier in that moment than she had in months, but she also felt relieved. Like a
weight was lifted from her chest.

Cassie began to like and understand the feeling of being appreciated and under-
stood. It was like she saw a part of herself in that boy. She liked that they didn’t talk
much, they just sat in comfortable silence. People say conversation and communica-
tion is the key, but not in their case. Silence was loud enough for them to hear and
understand everything. Cassie didn't feel this understood in a long time and she
didn’t complain. She saw a piece of herself in Sebastian. She wanted to soak up every
moment spent with him on that old wooden bench. He fascinated her in a way no
one ever did. He had a handsome soul. And that was the only thing she cared about,
his soul. It was pure and kind and everything that she wanted her soul to look like.
Not melancholic and pessimistic, but just beautiful and free.

She went to their bench the day after around four p.m. She sat there alone with
her thoughts while waiting for Sebastian to show up. After what seemed like hours,
she spotted a figure approaching her. "I began to think you weren’t going to show up.
" she said half-jokingly. “"Hello to you too. " he replied with a what appeared to be a
smile. He had a pretty smile. He sat beside her to her right and just stared at the grey
sky above him. Trying to think of things they could talk about was the hardest. So
many things they wanted to say but their heads were empty and they couldn’t open
their mouths. "Tell me about yourself. ” Cassie said and broke the dead silence. She
was curious about his life and his past. "There is really not much to tell and it’s not
interesting. I grew up in this town and I just never got the courage to get out of it. ”
he said the last part with a sad smile. She empathized with him; she knew the feeling
of just wanting to get away all too well. “"What about you? ” he quickly said. Cassie
didn’t know how to answer him because she had no memories of her childhood or
of life in general. There wasn’t much to say. She was born here, she grew up here,
and then one day after years of being “normal” she just couldn’t feel anything. After
thinking of the answer and getting lost in her thoughts, the cold wind hit her face.
“Not much to say either, ve been here since I was a kid and I live in a building five
blocks away. “ that was everything she managed to say. An hour later, after sitting in
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silence, they got up and began walking away in different directions. "Cassie, “ Sebas-
tian said, and she turned around, “do you think it’s going to rain tonight?”. “I have
no idea Sebastian, but I hope it does. ” she said with a small smile on her face and
began walking away again.

She wondered if she could finally see the world in colored glasses. Time passed
and every time she walked away from their bench; she had a bigger grin on her face.
They talked or just sat in silence and that was enough. Cassie didn’t really know what
the feeling of love felt like, but after all this time spent with him, she knew that she
loved him. Really, really loved him. And it felt so peaceful and real, not just imag-
ining. Could she feel again? She wasn't sure, maybe it was her mind tricking her all
this time. Happiness, nervousness, excitement and joy all at once. There was only
one thing that she was sure of, she loved Sebastian. She loved him in the morning,
she loved him in the afternoon and she loved him at sunset and night. Cassie went to
their wooden bench early in the morning to think about everything. About herself,
about Sebastian, about her feelings and about life. She thought to herself that life was
finally worth living and enjoying. She didn’t even think once about checking the time
on her watch because those thoughts were her happy place. She thought about how it
didn’t rain and that was strange. It was cold, humid and the sky was as gray as ashes.
The weather was always weird here. Later after getting home, she just laid in bed and
thought about how tomorrow she will tell Sebastian she loves him.

Cassie went to their bench and decided to wait for him to arrive. She saw him ap-
proaching and decided to rip off the band aid and just tell him everything. "I need to
tell you something important and you have to listen until I'm done talking. Okay? ”
she said, a little bit too fast. He nodded and she took a deep breath. "I can't feel any-
thing, well I couldn’t until the last couple of months. For an exceedingly long time I
was alone and empty and sad and I just couldn’t sleep for longer periods. But then I
met you and I finally felt something. God, I feel everything now! But the one thing
I am sure of is that I love you...more than words can describe” she said everything
as fast as she could. He took her hand and kissed her. She felt relief and peace at that
moment and wanted to stay in it forever. She felt water on her head, looked up at the
sky and saw rain drops carefully falling down. It was finally raining.
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REUNION, ORIGIN AND TRUTH

Once upon a time there was a girl named Vivian. She was a quiet girl who didn't
talk to a lot of people. She had long, silky black hair and enchanting eyes. Vivian
had only one friend, that being Jeanne. Jeanne wasn't like Vivian. She had long, soft
white hair and sweet eyes. She was more sociable and very sweet, meanwhile Vivian
was quiet and uncommunicative. Even if they were different from each other, the
two girls were inseparable. But they had a few things in common: height, date and
year of birth. They also looked really similar to each other. Vivian and Jeanne weren’t
related, yet they shared so much in common. Too much in common, in fact it was
almost like they were the same person. They were good girls, they didn’t hurt any-
body, not at all. They never laid a finger on a single person nor on a single animal, yet
everyone feared them a little bit. Everyone around them felt odd when being close
to the girls, even animals would run away in fear sometimes. Nobody really paid
attention to the reaction the two girls caused when being present, except for Mal.
She was a really loved girl. She was friendly towards some people, but fierce towards
others. She always made the people she loved laugh and deeply cared for them. She
never caused any harm to anybody, but was always ready to fight. She had curly red
hair and golden eyes. She always wore golden jewellery, such as a necklace with a
little sword hanging from the chain. Mal never really paid attention to Jeanne and
Vivian, not until she noticed how terrified her friend was when she was near them
one day. Mal tried to ask her friend why she acted like that, but she didn’t manage
to get a response. She knew they didn’'t hurt her as they would never do that. Right?
Mal started to suspect something. She tried to get those thoughts out of her head but
she couldn’t stop thinking. What if they weren’t so innocent as they looked? What
if they were malicious actually? Mal kept asking herself countless questions, but she
couldn’t come to an actual conclusion, so she decided to take action and investi-
gate. One day, she decided to follow the two girls after school. She noticed how they
walked and moved the same. While being near them though she couldn’t help but
feel uneasy. Something was wrong and she knew it. She was gripping the dagger in
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her pocket the whole time. She received the dagger as a gift. It was a gold color with a
mix of silver on the end of the blade. On the side of the blade there were some runes
engraved in it, they seemed ancient but she didn’t know the origin of the dagger. She
never used the dagger, she promised to use it in self defense only. While thinking she
took a look at her surroundings. It was a dark forest. Silence filled the air. She could
only hear her own footsteps. But why did she hear only her footsteps? Why couldn’t
she hear their footsteps? Suddenly she came to a stop. She looked up and noticed she
was in front of what looked like a shrine. It was abandoned though. It had strange
symbols and runes painted and engraved on it, but there was a really relaxing atmo-
sphere. She decided to go deeper into the shrine. She walked and walked until she
found a statue of a woman with four arms, long hair, and two sets of closed eyes. It
had a lot of flowers and offerings around it. The statue was in a kneeling position
with two of its hands holding a sort of sphere and the other two in a praying gesture.
The sphere emitted an odd reddish glow. Mal stared in awe. She was amazed by the
statue. The woman looked so familiar to her, but how? She had never met a woman
with four arms and four eyes before. She resembled someone a lot, but she couldn’t
figure it out. Mal’s thoughts were interrupted by someone calling her name.

“Mal...?”

She turned around. She found the two girls in front of her.

“Vivian. Jeanne. What did you do to my friend? And most importantly, how do
you even know my name? I never mentioned it to you.”

Mal was nervous, but she didn’t want to seem weak.

“We didn't hurt her, we promise. We just talked to her’, said Jeanne.

“Talked? She came out crying and shaking with fear. Stop lying and tell me what
you actually did”

Mal was growing angry. She couldn’t stand when people lied. Her fear was turning
into anger.

“She did cry ,didn’t she?”, said Jeanne again.

“What do you mean she did cry, didn’t she?! What are you talking about!”

Mal’s golden eyes were now burning with wrath. She was growing impatient.

“It’s because we're cursed..., mumbled Vivian silently.

“What did you say? Speak up!”

“Were cursed, Malenia., said the two girls in unison.

Mal froze in shock. Not because they told her they were cursed, but because they
called her by her real name. Nobody ever called her by her real name, nobody even
knew it.
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“How do you know my full name? How could...”

“Should we really tell her? What if she doesn’t believe us? What will we do if she
doesn’t cooperate?”, whispered Vivian.

“Don't you dare ignore me! Answer me!”, Mal started to grow angrier and angrier.
She started to come closer to them.

“We'll tell you the truth, but promise not to do anything irrational’, said Jeanne
calmly.

“Fine. I promise. But don't pull any tricks on me”, said Mal still angry.

“We're not human. And perhaps, you're not either”, said Jeanne.

“What? Okay you're not making any sense now! First you didn’t answer my ques-
tion and secondly!!-”

“Come, we'll show you, said the girls in unison.

They walked past her and got close to the statue. They turned to Mal and asked
her to hand her dagger.

“My dagger? No, why do you need my dagger?”, said Mal holding tight to her dear
dagger.

The dagger suddenly shaked and somehow left Mal’s hands. It penetrated the
sphere that the statue was holding. Mal expected the sphere to break or to explode,
but it didn’'t. The dagger started to shine.

“Take it, said Jeanne, smiling.

Mal hesitated, but then she grabbed the dagger, though it wasn't a dagger any-
more. As Mal pulled, she noticed the dagger became longer and longer. It became
a sword, but it was too long to be a normal sword. It was twice her size. Mal wasn’t
even a short girl, she was a bit too tall for a girl. Which is why the blade seemed so
big compared to her.

“So it really is you, you truly are the Warrior of the Empyrean.’, said Vivian,
amazed.

“Warrior of what?”, asked Mal, confused.

“Malenia, remember what we told you before? That we three aren’t human?”,
asked Jeanne.

“Uh, yes? But how am I not human? I'm convinced I've been a human my whole
life, you know?”, asked Mal, or actually Malenia.

“That dagger of yours, it was a fragment of the mighty blade of the Warrior of the
Empyrean. It was destroyed during the War of the Betweenlands and the strongest
mages put a binding on it. Whoever found the Statue of the All Knowing and pierced
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it with the binded fragment of the blade would have the power to restore the blade of
the Warrior. Over the years, only the ones who were somehow related to the Warrior
could bring back this weapon. But the only ones who were related to the owner of
this sword were inhuman beings out of this world, out of this universe.,” explained
the white haired girl.

“This means that you, Malenia, are not part of this world. We knew that you
were not one of the simple minded, that’s why we talked to your friend. Your friend
couldn’t believe it, so she ran away crying not wanting to have a bitter goodbye with
you., said Vivian.

“I'm... related to the Warrior of the Empyrean? I'm not human? But how! This
doesn’t make any sense!”, said the worried girl.

“You're her reincarnation. You even have the same name as the first and strongest
Warrior. You have the same features and the same courage as her too.; said Jeanne
smiling.

“Really? That’s great. And what exactly do you want me to do with this informa-
tion? What, do you want me to leave the ‘simple minded’ humans and join your
magical and oh so sacred world or something?”, said Malenia sarcastically.

“Admit it, you just don’t want to come back to your homeland.; said Vivian look-
ing up.

“What?”, asked Malenia confused.

“We know you're in there Malenia. Don't try to hide your true identity through a
mortal’s body. You can’t even hide yourself properly. Your unusual long red hair and
your golden eyes are still noticeable to outer beings, you may fool the humans but
not us.;, said Vivian exposing her.

Malenia’s shocked and confused face turned into an emotionless face. Her warm
golden eyes were now cold. Scars started to appear all over Malenia’s body.

“Alright, I confess. You caught me., smirked Malenia waving her hands.

Vivian and Jeanne couldn’t believe it. She was back. The Warrior of the Empyrean
never really died, she just faked her death and possessed the body of a human baby
and thus lived seventeen years as a human.

“So it really is you! We are so glad to have you back, Lord of the Fallen!”, Jeanne
said with an excited tone.

I prefer Warrior of the Empyrean, sounds more like me. Lord of the Fallen is way
too noble. You know I despise the nobles. And also, to have me back? You think I'm
coming back to that forsaken realm?”, asked the red haired girl playfully.

“We beg you, all the Realms are falling apart without your command, your army
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and your grace! Outer beings may go extinct if the war continues!”, begged the black
haired girl.

“War, you say? Where exactly?”,asked Malenia, intrigued now.

“In the Betweenlands, Empyrea, Devuniake, Warlonse, Mor-"

“That’s a lot. Count me in. A war can’t be called a war without me. Though, I'm a
bit rusty with my skills and everything, I might need some assistance.’, said Malenia
cracking her knuckles.

“We'll help you! We will fight off anyone you want and we’re going to assemble the
best army ever!”, said Jeanne with stars in her eyes.

“Even a better army that the one I commanded during the War of Sins?”, asked
Malenia smirking.

“Yes!”, said the two girls in unison.

“Fine, let’s not waste anymore time then., said the Warrior of the Empyrean.

Thus, Malenia sliced the air and created a portal. The three of them entered and
arrived at a palace, where Malenia’s followers still lived and where the two girls were
going to search for skilled soldiers for her army.

In the end, everything got back to normal in Malenia’s life. She continued to fight,
to command and especially to win. What about her friends in her mortal life? Aren’t
they worried about what happened to her? Why didn’t she come back?

No, because she erased herself from the mortal universe. There are now no re-
cords about her anymore.

Everything’s back to normal. Right?
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Lorena Suhalj

THE PINK NAILED WOMAN

One night Josh Baker was sitting in his apartment watching the TV, as usual, when
he felt something strange. He felt like someone was watching him and he was scared.
He searched the whole apartment but there was no one but him. Josh decided to
shake it off and go to bed but little did he know he would regret that...Half asleep he
saw a silhouette of a short woman in a long dress standing in the hallway. She had
long soft pink nails that she was scraping the wall with. Josh was traumatized but
she wouldn’t stop. She was getting closer and closer but when she reached the door-
frame of his room she disappeared. Josh let out a sigh of relief and went back to bed.
In the morning he went to work and on his way there he met one of his colleagues,
Harry Elderson. ,,Hey man! You're finally back! How’s life?” Harry asked with an
excited tone. ,,Meh, it’s fine I guess yours?” He replied calmly. ,,Uh...can I tell you
something?,” he added. ,,Of course what’s the problem?” Harry asked worriedly
about Josh. ,,Well, last night something strange happened to me...I saw a silhouette
of a woman scratching my wall but when she came closer to me she was gone.,,I'm
sure you were just imagining it. Let’s just get to work,” said Harry, while entering
in his office. Josh had to leave early because he was not feeling the best. Instead of
walking like always, he decided to take the bus. He had a weird feeling but he just
ignored it. He sat on the first empty seat he saw, but just seconds later a woman sat
right next to him. ,,Hi, 'm Anne Williams. Are you going to Wonders street, too?,”
she said in a sweet voice. ,,I'm Josh Baker and yes, I am,” he smiled. ,,Oh wonderful!
I live there, what about you?,” she sounded super excited. ,,Me too!”,I live more near
the end so you could visit me sometime,” Anne proposed. ,,That would be awesome!

1”

I guess 11l see you around!” ,,I guess!” she said while he exited the bus on the stop
before hers. When Josh entered his apartment, he felt really uneasy and nauseous.
He was trying to get to his bedroom, but he collapsed on the floor. When he woke
up he found himself in a white room lying on a bed with some tubes attached to his
arms. ,,You are in a hospital, you hit your head on the floor really hard and you were

unconscious for about three hours,’said the doctor. ,,If it weren't for your girlfriend



248 | NATIONAL SHORT STORY WRITING COMPETITION

right here we don’t know if you would survive...” She looked at Anne who was sitting
by his side. ,,She is not my girlfriend.” ,,I'm not his girlfriend,” Anne and Josh said
at the same time and smiled. ,,Okay then I'll leave you two to talk!,” the doctor said
with a smile on her face. ,,So... how are you feeling?,” Anne asked quietly. ,,I'm better
now, thanks... but how did you save me?” ,,I don't know, I just had a weird instinct
you were not okay and with the help of a few neighbours, I got to your apartment
and called the hospital,” she blushed. ,,Wow, that's amazing, thank you so much?”
She just blushed again to Josh’s words. The next day Anne was at Josh’s apartment,
they were talking about animals and all of a sudden Josh noticed Anne’s soft pink
nails. ,,Hey sorry for interrupting you, but when did you get your nails done?” Josh
was creeped out. ,,Oh, I got them done a week ago, why?,” she replied with a grin
on her face. ,,Just asking.. Well, I have to go but we can talk another time.” Josh said
terrified ,,Okie dokie” Anne said while hugging him. When Anne left Josh felt a
pain on his shoulder and when he went to see what it was, he was shocked to see
a scratch mark. He was really scared and all of a sudden he heard a whisper, ,,Hey
Josh so you like my nails...”Josh was looking around terrified of what he just heard.
,»There is no point of looking, you will never find me Joshie...”Josh took his car keys
and ran out the door. He was driving to his parents’ house and on the way there,
he saw some women in the wood scratching the trees and staring at Josh that was
passing in his car. Josh screamed and crashed his car in the forest. An hour later, his
parents found him there and they were traumatized by what they saw. Their son was
in a car and was bleeding from everywhere. Only a few minutes passed and the am-
bulance was there. ,,We don’t know if he will survive Mr. and Mrs. Baker. The doctor
is trying his best in the surgery but there is just a lot of blood that was lost...I'm sor-
ry...” The doctor that came out of the surgery room said ,,No please, I need my son
back!,” said Josh’s mother while crying her heart out on the floor. His father, sitting
there, was also crying. ,,It’s going to be okay, honey, sit down...” She sat down. After
a few hours of waiting the doctor finally informed them that the surgery was success-
ful and that Josh would be fine. When Josh woke up, he told his parents about the
woman he saw, about Anne and the car crash, and his parents were so shocked, but
they were willing to help him. When he got out of the hospital, they suggested that
they meet Anne. Josh called Anne and when she came over, Josh’s parents were so
frightened but acted normally because of their son. After Anne left, Josh overheard
a conversation of his parents. We have to find a therapist for him. I don’t know what
is wrong with him,” Mrs. Baker proposed while sobbing. ,,He is probably having hal-
lucinations they need to stop as soon as possible” Josh entered the room: ,,What do
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you mean hallucinations?!? I'm not hallucinating, dad and I don’t need any therapist.
What are you guys talking about?,” Josh said while shaking. ,,Honey, listen... Anne
isn’t real she is just someone from your imagination that you have been seeing.” His
parents explained ,,No, it can’t be, mom! Anne is real and she is trying to kill me I
need your help”” Josh was so confused and scared. ,,Let’s go to the hospital...,” said
Mr Baker with horror in his eyes. After some time they found out that his colleague
Harry Elderson swapped Josh’s pills for drugs. He wanted Josh to get really ill so he
can take his position as the manager of the company. Harry was sentenced to 13
years in prison and Josh would stay in hospital until he recovered, he would go to
therapy and his parents and doctors would try their best to help him.
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Kata Markotié

A STORYTELLING LETTER

I live in a four-story 1900s Victorian-style house. I hate it. The biggest issue is that
my entire family from my mom’s side lives here. Theyre all old and most of them
don’t even have a job. I am the only child in the house. My parents got divorced,
which is why my mom has never moved out. Although my uncles say they haven't
moved out yet because they value the house and our family, I know it’s just that none
of them have the money to leave.

“We as a family;” my grandpa says,” have to stay close” So, he insists on all of us
eating dinner together every night. I hate those dinners. They never talk about some-
thing interesting or something I can understand. There is only talk about politics,
what someone did wrong, or arguments. At one of those family dinners, my mom
brought up us renovating the house. I couldn’t believe it! Throughout the years, my
house was repaired only if it was really necessary, like if something just wasn’t func-
tional anymore. Furniture, wallpaper, and decorations were all outdated and falling
apart. My room never looked like something owned by a child. It was all furniture,
cluttered, and never had fun colors. The thought of us renovating made me so happy.
Initially, everyone argued that renovating was too expensive and time-consuming.
My mom mentioned how we could sell old furniture and vases as well as jewelry. It
was about one hundred years old so it could bring us a lot of money. Everyone got in-
terested. I knew they never cared about the legacy; they only wanted to earn money
from it. My heart thundered as I was waiting for everyone to debate the idea. By the
end of the night, we had convinced everyone and agreed to start tomorrow.

The next day, I woke up and saw that the living room was empty. My mom be-
gan removing the wallpaper and I joined her. Upon finishing, we discovered an old,
closed room. The wall blocking it had to be completely knocked down. The dust
was overflowing. It even got into my eyes. We found old pictures, paintings, vases,
toys, and clothes. We even found letters from the 1940s. For some reason, the letters
stood out to me. My mom said we would sell them to a museum since they are highly
valuable. In spite of her advice, I didn’t listen. I was just so inquisitive. I couldn’t re-
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sist and I opened it. I turned around to make sure there was no one around me and
opened the letter. Although it wasn’t as interesting, I was still fascinated by the neat
handwriting and the antiquated vocabulary. The letter was signed by Lory Harrison,
who I realized was my grandpa’s mother, my great grandma.

I went to our backyard right away and thoroughly searched the pictures and paint-
ings. I found a large painting, a portrait specifically. The lady in the painting looked
like an angel. At the back, there was a name. The lady was my great-grandma Lory.
It was a self-portrait, and there were even more paintings done by her. She was such
a talented artist.

During the next few days of renovation, I learned a lot about my ancestors and I
collected so much information about them. It got to the point when my desk started
looking like a detective’s evidence board. Everyone in my family was openly uninter-
ested in what I told them and they got really mad at me.

I wish they would just ignore me now like they always do. I wish I could do what
I want without being severely judged by my closest family members. I wish they
would realize how they treat me. Everyone is like this to me. Except for grandma
Lory. It’s my escapism to learn about her. She was an expert in writing at a time when
literacy was rare. She was also incredibly smart and skillful. I asked everyone con-
nected to her about her, but there were no helpful answers. They knew the basics, but
for some reason, no one knows how she died. My grandpa is her child, but he suffers
from short-term memory so it doesn’t help.

I loved reading the letters she wrote, but I wondered why they were never sent.
I searched every room and dug through everything in search of more letters. One
night, as I was decluttering my room, I found one, but this one looked a bit odd. I
slowly opened it, standing next to the candle, still shaded by the darkness of our
hallway. My eyes opened wide as I read the words, Dear Amy. My heart was racing,
but I continued reading. She told me about how she had heard my thoughts and
wanted to...help me. I didn’t know what to do. I knew I couldn’t tell anyone, but I
couldn’t write her back. I decided to just go to sleep and hoped that this was just a
stupid dream. I wasn’t able to fall asleep. Maybe she will send more letters? What if
my family somehow finds out? What if...she is a ghost?

I somehow fell asleep. When I woke up, the letter was still on my desk. It slightly
ripped as I opened it yesterday. My whole family got really mad at me for sleeping till
noon and skipping breakfast, but I didn't feel guilty about it. I took the letter with me
and decided to go for a walk. “What if all this is just the start?” I thought...

Indeed, it was just the start. I started finding letters referring to me everywhere.
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She answered all my thoughts and questions, but she would never tell me how she
died. I had to keep a promise that I would never let anyone in my family find out
about any of this. It all seemed so surreal. It was like we were best friends, chatting
every day about everything we could. I was so attached. Before talking to her, when
my family made me feel upset, I would lock myself in my room. Now, I just go out-
side, sit on the ground and read whatever she wrote to me. I feel like there is some-
one right next to me, hugging and comforting me, but it’s just her words. The letters
didn’t feel scary anymore, they just brought me joy.

I was searching for new letters, but I couldn't find any for two days straight. That
made me so anxious and hopeless. I had to think for a bit, and I realized I had never
searched the main bathroom. I went in there but couldn’t figure out where the letter
could be. I got really upset and I aggressively took down the mirror. It fell and pieces
flew all over me. I was in pain, but it was physical. It could never compare to the
feeling of knowing that I may never receive a letter from her again. Tears started run-
ning down my face and I was breathing so heavily that I felt like I was going to faint.
It had to be somewhere around here. I ripped the wallpaper rapidly. Nothing. My
mom heard me and ran upstairs. When she got to the bathroom, I was on the floor,
crying hysterically. She thought that I was hurt by the glass of the mirror and felt
bad. I couldn’t stop crying, even when she took the glass pieces out of me. My family
called me insane for breaking the mirror. I couldn’t fall asleep again. I whispered for
grandma to give me a sign that she still watches over me.

In my dreams, I saw her. The dream felt so real. I was in a pitch-black room that
had infinite space. A candle was lit up, and it was Grandma Lory who did it. She was
far away from me, but I still saw her and recognized her. I ran to her as fast as I could
but she looked at me, turned around, and walked away slowly disappearing. I woke
up feeling like I actually did everything in the dream. I was lying in my bed for a few
moments to process everything. The day was unsuccessful and I, again, didn’t find
anything.

I had the same dream for many nights. I always tried talking to her, but she would
only look at me and disappear. The more I had those dreams, the more bloodshot
my eyes got. One morning, as I woke up, I felt blood coming out of my eyes, running
down my face. I looked horrific. The bleeding stopped and I wiped my face. Every-
one in my family gave me strange looks. That same day, I was passing next to the
staircase to the attic and I saw the same candle from my dream, lit up. As I slowly
walked up the stairs. I saw her. My great-grandma Lory. I was in pure shock. This
time she was walking towards me, and I tried to take a step back but fell down the
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stairs. My mom rushed upstairs and picked me up, but I wasn’t conscious. My eyes
were bleeding more than ever and my mom got so worried.

When I woke up, I was lying on the couch while my mum was sitting next to me. I
told her what happened with Lory and she explained everything to me. In Warlington,
our village, whoever talks or finds out too much about the past gets punished. And the
will of the dead can be for someone to get a punishment. ,,Your grandpa was as curious
as you are and he got the ability to remember and all his memories erased. “She said.

“Grandma Lory”, she came closer to me and whispered, “lost her voice due to it. That
is why she wrote letters”

“How do you know all of this and you're still not punished?” I asked her.
“I am. My punishment is that I will never find my true love and will have to take care
of my parents for the rest of my life,” she replied. So, my mom was never supposed
to have kids? Was I adopted? She said I wasn't. “You are a miracle Amy, and truly the
best daughter I could ever have,” she told me as she teared up. She was scared of the
punishment happening to me, and it almost did. I was supposed to lose my sight,
which I didn't, but I will still have bloodshot eyes for the rest of my life. But wait,
this doesn’t make sense. If grandma Lory was punished, why would she want that
for anybody else? I don’t think it was her wanting to punish me. At least now I know
why my mom never talked about her childhood.

Apparently, the curse in our village exists because people far from the past were
focusing on their past so much that they weren't living in the present. The past is here
for us to learn from and not regret. It has been a week since all this happened. We
are now saying our goodbyes to the house and moving to a new state. All the vintage
items in our house, hidden, making me almost lose my sight, we sold it. I wasn’t al-
lowed to take anything besides my backpack and a few essential items. I am now on a
search of a better life. No one around me knows that I brought one old necklace with
me. I had to. I know that this wasn’t Lory’s fault, and I genuinely hope that I will get
at least one more letter from her.

From the past, we learn, and from my great-grandma Lory, I learned that I don't
hate my family at all. Sometimes we just have to leave our past thoughts, ourselves,
and moments so we can have more space for new opportunities.

I hope the new owners of our house have a wonderful life.
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Andela Roié

THE PROTAGONIST

The only sound to be heard in the fairly dark room was the sound of light typing
coming from her computer. She sighs as the alarm goes off. It was 7am and Veronica
was finishing one of her already overdue assignments. She was an average student,
not the best grades but not bad either. She was the type of girl who had a few close
friends, but everyone knew who she was. She gets dressed, eats her cereal as fast as
she can without choking - she was late as always, and brushes her brown wavy hair
in a bun just so it was out of her way. Shoes on and she is out the door.

Entering the classroom just a few seconds before her English teacher she drops
her bag on the floor next to her desk. “What’s it this time?” Casey asks jokingly. Ca-
sey was one of her best friends if not the single best, they had been friends since di-
apers. Even if she was a bit loud and well let’s say strong willed, she was there through
thick and thin. “Oh, stop it will you? You know I was up all night doing the report for
Mr. Jonson’s class” I replied sitting down next to her. “You are boring. In fact, I-
“What’s up kids!” Theodore Rush shouted from the back, he was two months older
than the duo but still insisted he was much more mature than them, hence he loves
annoying them by calling them kids. “So, the famous Teddy rush decided to honor
us with his presence.” “Your very welcome Case now how are my favorite two girls”
Teddy said exaggerating. “Shush both of you I can’t get another mark in this class!”
Veronica whispered and yelled. “First of all, the teacher won’t hear you from all the
way down there, secondly any of you got any plans, I need to get out of my house.
Contrary to widespread belief staring at white walls isn’t good for my artistic inspi-
ration” Casey was an incredibly talented artist, she was creative since day one and
could think outside the box really well, well if the box were not hypothetical, she
would have already painted or decorated it. There was not a single object in her room
that had not been painted over at least twice. Walls, desk, lamp, door you name it she
did it. But unfortunately, she was facing art block and needed some inspiration. “No
sorry, I have a ton of work to do, might as well have lunch in the library. Care to
join?” Veronica asks, hopefully, having them there will reduce her boredom “I'm
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free, and a big no to library lunch, I'm not in the mood” Teddy replies calmly. Casey
and Teddy are best friends who love to argue about the smallest things. Their dy-
namics are adorable. “Ronnie are you sure?” Casey asks pleadingly “Can’t you make
time for us?” she continues as teddy chimes in “please Ronnie?” Veronica sighs and

» «

mumbles a small “Sorry” “Fine Teddy let’s plan later”” As the class ends, they go their
separate ways. On her way to the library Veronica spots a group of people surround-
ing the so called “holy trinity” of the school. Mya Campbell, Sidney Dixon and Lau-
rie Long. They were the movie like pretty girls. Oh, how Veronica wanted to experi-
ence their life just for a day. It's not like she didn't like her own; she was curious what
it feels like to be one of them. To have an entourage to follow you everywhere, to have
friends but never know who to trust, to always know what to say. It was all so differ-
ent to the life she’s used to living. She finally makes it to the library and makes herself
comfortable. Afterall she will be here for quite some time; she had a few free periods
and had a bunch of work to get done. After half an hour she was done with one of her
assignments. Starting her history assignment, she remembered she was not allowed
to use any electrical device because her professor had decided they were too depen-
dent on the internet, and they should try doing homework the way he did it back in
the day. Pulling out a piece of paper she asked the librarian for help. Standing on her
tiptoes she reached the book on a high shelf. What? She is short. As she took the
book another book fell with it. Lovely violet covers and gold letters saying, “The
Protagonist” In her hold the book opened shoving a comic book in which there was
a girl that looked just like Veronica sitting on the floor in a library just like her. Ve-
ronica felt chills on her spine looking at the comic book which had drawn out every-
thing that happened in her life. There was a drawing of her, Casey and Teddy talking
this morning, her working on her assignment last night, her walking her dog yester-
day afternoon and events going years back. The page the book had opened was in the
beginning of the book, but as she was rewinding her whole life, she felt like she was
watching a movie, everything she had done or said or even thought was displayed in
the book like she was an animated character, page after page pages started to appear
as she was going back in time till the day she first opened her eyes. Franticly turning
the pages, she was terrified, she felt like whoever had drawn out her whole life was
watching her right now. Closing the book she opened the first page, a picture of her
with her name and under it said, “female protagonist,” there was also Casey and Ted-
dy as the” best friend” and the pretty girls and her mom everyone was there. To say
she was scared was an understatement, her assignments long forgotten. She wanted
to see if the book could tell the future, so she listed further in the book she didn’t
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even have the book in her hands she was sitting doing her history assignment, then
she left the library went to her favorite caffe, took her hot chocolate, and went home
to eat dinner. The scared Veronica, leaving the school library, which was already
empty by now, ran the fastest she had ever had in her life, to Casey’s house. Banging
her fist on the door Casey opens and looks at her strange “Did you just run here?”
Veronica pushes her out of the way and goes to drink some water in the kitchen.
“Care to tell me what is happening?” “Casey” Veronica starts panting” You must see
this, also I am never doing this again” “See what?” Casey asks as Veronica pulls out
the book from her bookbag. It took some time to explain to Casey what was going
on-she was a bit slow. “Veronica this isn’t good. How is this even possible?” Just as
Casey says that the book changes, where there was a drawing of Veronica going to
her caffe now there was a drawing of her running to Casey’s. “No, I refuse to believe
this is real pinch me.” Veronica brushes her off as she looks at Casey’s pale face “Let’s
go.” Veronica says strictly “What? Where? Ronnie, what if this is just some sick joke?
I'm calling Teddy” Casey states after bombarding her with questions.” Promising
idea call him then let’s burn this thing in the ally” Teddy came as fast as he could and
the brought him up to speed” Hang on, what if we could change the storyline in the
book” “What do you mean Teddy” Casey questions. “If we could change the sto-
ryline of the book, we can all get rich and solve all our problems. Look Casey you
have art block why don’t you try drawing me finding a substantial chunk of gold?”
Teddy states explaining his plan. “No.” Veronica retorts not giving it a second
thought. “Why Ronnie, we could be on to something?” Casey takes Teddy’s side”
What kind of question is that? We have no idea what this is and what is happening.
I am not putting my life on the line for something unexpected that can ruin us. And
I'm not letting you do so either” Veronica says confidently “I'm taking this with me
and burning it” She adds. “Oh, so that is what is up. You want to take it all for your-
self. Is that it? because you are the so called “protagonist,” huh?” Teddy raises his
voice accusing Veronica “of course not Teddy I just don’t want anything to happen to
us” Veronica starts to get offended “come on Teddy calm down” Casey tries to sooth
the situation “Casey, stop it. You are either on her side or mine, can't you even see
what she is doing?” Teddy was mad. Like, really mad. Steam coming out of his ears
mad. He thought his best friend was betraying them. “I'm going to go.” Veronica says
before she bursts out the house” Teddy what was that” Casey asks worriedly “I-I'm
not sure, it’s like I couldn’t control the words coming out of my mouth” Teddy was
sweating, and he spoke with a shaky voice. He was nothing like the Teddy who just
argued with Veronica “Hey it’s ok, how about you sleep over, and we sort this out
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tomorrow.” Casey suggests softly. Next morning the trio decided to meet up at a
caffe. After sitting in silence for ten minutes Casey breaks it” listen Veronica, how
about we try Teddy’s idea? It sounds good, doesn’t it?” “No Casey, I told you what
I think about it and that’s it” “I told you she was going to say that. This in pointless
just give me the book” Teddy scoffs looking deadly serious. Veronica disagrees and
as she sees Teddy getting up makes a run for it. Veronica was running, book in hand.
being chased by Teddy. Casey obviously stayed back. Veronica was not fast, or ath-
letic but resourceful, and small hiding was not a problem. She ran into an ally and
hid under a box as Teddy ran past her. She left her hiding place panting and found a
metal barrel people use to get warm. She opened the book on the first page one last
time as she saw something in the corner of her eye, under Casey’s name there was no
longer written “best friend” but “villain.” Her eyes widen as she hears a chuckle. She
lifts her head as she takes the lighter from her pocket and quickly puts it under the
book. “T can't let you do that” Casey says as she comes closer “Stop! I will light it!
Trust me I will, now tell me what is happening!” Veronica yells as she sobs. This may
look like Casey, but she is not. Her eyes are bright red, and she has a big grin on her
face. Casey takes a step closer lifting her arm when someone holds her tight not let-
ting her move “Ronnie! Light itt NOW!” Teddy yells as Casey pushes him off. Veron-
ica is frozen. She cannot move a muscle” Let’s get it over with” Casey says calmly
before walking to Veronica whose tears are flooding her face. Just as Casey is about
to snitch the book away Teddy hits her on the back of the head with a pipe. Gasp.
Veronica’s eyes fly open as she looks around. Books. She is still in the library. She fell
asleep on her history assignment. “Thank God that was just a dream!” just as she says
that in the background you can see a violet book. Was it all just a dream?
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Lara Arambasié¢

THE MAN

Once there was a man who did not know his name or anything about himself. All
he knew was the name of a women called Clarissa Jones. He went to police stations
and private detectives, but nobody would help him, because he did not have any
money, and they thought he was crazy until he saw a private detective agency and
decided to try it.

“Somebody’s at the door”- said Zari and jumped with excitement. When she
opened the door, she saw a man with beautiful blond hair and chestnut brown eyes.
She was shocked but invited him in the office. The office was small, but cosy.

She asked him what his name was, and he responded, “I don't know”.

Zari was confused, but wanted to help him, so she asked him, “Where do you
live?”

He again responded with, “I don’t know”

“Ok, so what DO you know?”

“I know a woman or at least I might know her; her name is Clarissa Jones. I think
she might be my wife or sister.”

Zari jumped out of her chair and went to a file cabinet; she grabbed a file with a
name - Jackson Jones. “Does the name Jackson ring any bells”-she asked,

“That name sounds familiar, why?” -the man responded.

“A couple of months ago a women named Clarissa Jones came to me and said
that her husband named Jackson went missing, but I've never found him. “- she
explained.

“Do you think I might be Jackson?”

“I don’t know, she never gave me a picture”-Zari responded. “But I know her ad-
dress, shall we give it a try”

“Sure “-said the man.

They got in the car and started driving.

“So, how did you find me?”-asked Zari.

“I saw your flayer in one of the police stations I went to.”- he simply answered.
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“So, you went to many police stations before this?”

“Yes, to all the stations in town”- he said.

“And nobody helped you?”

“No”- he responded disappointedly.

Once they got there, Zari told the man to stay in the car, she ringed the doorbell
and a tall man with brown eyes and brown hair opened the door. “Hello, I am Zari, a
private detective, I am looking for Clarissa Jones. Do you know where she is?”-Zari
said to the man.

“Hello, I am her brother Max. I haven't seen Clarissa for years. Last I heard she
was engaged, but never invited me to the weeding”.

“Can I come inside? I need to ask you some questions about Clarissa?”

“Of course”

The house was big, with white and blue furniture “Please, take a seat”-Max said
politely.

“So, what do you want to know about my sister?” - he asked.

“Did you ever meet your sister’s flancé?”- she asked.

“No, she was always secretive about him.”-Max responded.

“Is there a possibility that you have some of her things?”

“Actually, I still have a box, let me go grab it”. Max grabbed a box and put it on the
coffee table.

Zari opened the box and started looking for something that might help her in find-
ing Clarissa and discovering the man’s identity. She found a book called Yosemite’s
diary and a picture. She was shocked and could not believe who was in the picture.
It was a picture of Clarissa and the mystery man, but also Zari’s mother. “Can I take
this?”- she asked. “Of course, I was meaning to throw that away”-Max responded.

Zari rushed out of the house and got into the car. “So, what happened?”-the man
asked her. She ignored him and started driving.

“Are you going to tell me where we are going?”-he asked again.

“We are going to my mother’s house”.

“Why?”-he asked.

“Because I found a picture of you, Clarissa and my mother”-she sounded con-
fused but, also interested.

“Wait a second, what’s your mother doing in the picture?”

“I don’t know. The picture looks like it is very old.”

Both of them were silent for a couple of seconds, until Zari asked him a question.
“Does the name Teodora Brown sound familiar to you?”
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“No” -he answered.

“Could I take a look at the picture?”-he asked

“Sure, it is in my bag in the back”-Zari answered.

He took the bag and started searching until he saw a book called Yosemite’s diary.
When he opened it, he was shocked. Zari pulled over to a close gas station on the
side of the road.

“I need to get some gas; do you need something?”-she asked him while opening
the car door.

“No, thanks “-he quickly replied in a strange and confused voice.

When she came back, he was still looking at. the pictures and thinking.

“The drive is thirty minutes long”-she said while keeping her eyes on the road.
“What are you thinking about?”-Zari asked him.

“Where did you get this book?”-he asked her.

“I found it with the picture, why?”

“Because in the book I found many more pictures of your mother, but I also
found pictures of someone I think might be you”, he pointed at one.

She took a glance at it and said, “I don’t remember that”.

“Maybe you were little, and you do not remember.”

“Maybe”-she answered.

Zari continued driving. “So, are you close with your mother?”-he asked.

“Not really. I moved away when I was sixteen and rarely visited”-she answered
until ,We are here”—she said. The man looked out the window and saw a big white
house and a lush garden full of plants in front of the house. “I have to warn you - my
mother is not really the person you want to meet”-she said and opened the car door,”
So, are you coming?”-Zari asked.

“Yeah”

They were standing in front of the door; Zari rang the doorbell, and nobody an-
swered. She rang it again and again until a tall woman with light brown curly hair
opened the door.

,Hello mother”-Zari said with a calm voice.

“I see you've finally got the courage to face me. And who is this?”- she asked while
pointing at the man. “Maybe a new boyfriend?”

“No mother, can we come in?”-she asked. Her mom was thinking for a few sec-
onds if she would let them in. “Sure, it is your house after all”

When you come in you see the beautiful tall white ceilings with gold accents. They
sat on the sofa. “Do you want some tea?”-Teodora asked the man with a toxic smile
on her face.
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“Sure, that would be lovely”-the man responded. Zari’s mother got up to make the
tea, Zari waited for a couple of seconds until “Ok... so there are a couple of things
you need to know about my mother”-she said quietly so she wouldn’t hear her.

“My mother is a manipulative person and a very good actor”-she explained, and
the man just nodded.

There were loud footsteps coming towards them. “Here you go, would you like
some sugar” -she asked with a smile on the face. When she came back, she finally sat
down.

»50, what are you doing here?”

“Mother, do you know a women called Clarissa Jones? . Zari pulled out a picture
from her pocket and put it on the table. She pointed at a woman on the photo. “This
is Clarissa. And this is you, so do not say that you do not know her because we have
proof™.

“She might have been one of my clients”-Teodora said with a calm voice.

“Wait, I don't think I understand, your client?”-he said.

“My mother works in real state.’-she explained.

“So, she possibly bought a house from you?”-the man asked.

“Possibly, I have a lot of clients.”-she simply answered.

“Mother, can I see her file?”-Zari asked.

The man was confused. ,What file?”

“I keep files of all my clients for legal purposes.”-she answered.

“Then what are we waiting for?”-the man asked with excitement filling his voice.

“I am not giving you those filles so easily. If you want them, you need to get a
warrant.” -she said with a demanding voice.

“Fine, if you want to do this, let’s do it! You will be expecting us in a couple of
days”-said Zari in an angry tone and stood up. “I am going to the bathroom.” She
started walking to the bathroom, but she took a right on the stairs and found herself
standing in front of a room. She tried opening it, but the door was locked, so she
took a bobby pin out of her hair and picked the lock on the door. After a few seconds
she heard a klick and opened the door. When she walked into the room, she saw a
disk with a lamp on it and next to the desk there was a set of drawers. She first went
to the desk and opened a drawer on the left-hand side and grabbed a small key. Then
she went to the set of drawers. She was about to open it when she heard a noise com-
ing from the hallway. She opened the drawer, grabbed the fille and hid it under her
jacket. Her mother sneaked up behind her. ,What are you doing?”-she asked.

“Nothing. I thought I heard something.”
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“We are going”-Zari said to the man how was sitting on the sofa. He got up and

b33

put on his jacket “It was nice meeting you™-the man said to Teodora and rushed to
catch up with Zari who was steps from the door. They got into the car.

Zari waited a couple of seconds just to make sure until she pulled the fille from
her jacket. The man was shocked. “I am guessing you were not going to the bath-
room.”’-the man replied.

They were about to open the fille when they heard a loud scream. It was coming
from the house. Zari grabbed her backpack and pulled out a gun. You could tell that
the man was shocked just by his facial expression. “Don’t worry, I know how to use
it”-she said.

»1 am going in and you wait in front of the house.”-she demanded.

Zari quickly got out of the car and into the house until she heard another scream,
but this time she knew where it was coming from, the basement. She got to the
basement and tried to open the door. Of course, it was locked. She did the first thing
she could think of - she kicked it. The basement was dark and cold, but it was light
enough to see a women tied up in the corner and her mother threatening her with a
gun. ,Mom, what are you doing?”-Zari asked.

Teodora was now pointing a gun at her, at her own daughter.

“Something I needed to do a long time ago!”-she responded. A bullet was coming
towards Zari, and she barely escaped it. Zari pointed at her mother’s foot and shot it.

“Unlike you, mother, I never miss.”- Zari said while her mother screamed in pain.

She ran to the corner and saw Clarissa. Her hands and legs were tied, and she had
a cloth in the mouth. “Zari, are you okey? the man was standing on the top of the
stairs.

“I'am fine”

She took the cloth out of Clarissas mouth and untied her. “Jackson, Jackson, is
that really you?”-she yelled. It was like all of his memories came back.

“Yes, love, it is really me!”
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Nea Superina

THE MISSION

*Past*

»Indigoo!”, I hear my mom scream my name. In my hands is a 3-year-old boy,
lifeless. My mom approaches me and picks me up. We start to run from the grocery
store we were few seconds ago.

Now we are at home. I am in my room and I still don 't know what happened. I
saw a little boy crying and took his hand. The next thing I knew he was in my arms
without any signs of life.

“Dinner!”, my mom screams from the kitchen. I get up and go downstairs. We are
sitting opposite each other in silence.

“So...,” she starts, “what happened in the store,...”, she stops and takes a deep
breath.

I am looking at her. Her face is serious, and she has a look on her face that I've
never seen before.

“Your father..., he ... umm...he had certain powers. He transferred those genes to
you. You have a touch of death’, she says.

“I have what!?”, T scream.

She flinches.

“Sorry... umm, this is a lot to process., I apologise.

“It is fine, honey. Now that we have discovered this, you will have to go to a special
school for those like you.”

I nod.

“And that is,... where?”

“It’s in Ao s, which is a world where your dad was born and lived before he came
here”

I nod again.

“When are we leaving?”

“Indigo, I cant go with you. I am human, but you are leaving in few days.”
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My eyes get watery, but I stop myself from crying.

I nod again. I know she saw my face change, but she doesn 't say anything. I finish
eating and go to my room. I start to pack all my clothes and other valuable things,
and simply go to bed.

Few days later

“Goodbye honey”, my mother says while hugging me carefully, trying not to touch
my skin.

“Bye mom., I say and go through the gate that connects the two completely dif-
ferent worlds.

After she came to Ao’s she managed to finish school for gifted children at the age of
eighteen. Soon after that, she enrolled at the “Spy academy* where she is now.

*Present*

I am listening to my professor explaining how to use a M21 sniper rifle gun. It is
boring. I am just sitting there and listening. He is about to shoot a target.

(The gunshot sound)

He misses. “Does anyone want to try?”, he asks. I just roll my eyes and raise my
hand.

“Good, come here’, he says and points whit his fingers to stand up in front of my
class.

I get up and stand there. He hands me the gun and steps away. I position myself
and shoot. The target shaped like a human now has a hole in the place where the
heart is. I look around the class and I notice that everyone is shocked at what I have
just done. Even the professor. It isn "t a big deal... I only shot the target. I return the
gun to the professor and go back to my seat in the back. The bell rings and everyone
leaves. So do I.

It’s lunch. I am eating when suddenly I hear my name. They want to see me in the
head office. I get up and go there. The door is open, so I walk in.

“Hi Indigo, please sit.’, the director says.

I'm sitting and waiting for him to start speaking.

“I have a mission for you. You just need to ..., how do I say this to you. You need to
steal golden bullets. They are incredibly special because there is some kind of serum
in them that disables powers. Bullets are in Murmansk, Russia. There is a building
where all people from Ao s work. They are scientists who work for Dominik Belyaev.
He was banished a few years ago. The government assumes he wants revenge. Your
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plane leaves tomorrow in the afternoon. Guns and other accessories will wait for you
in the villa where you will be staying”

“Thank you, I won "t disappoint you., I say still shocked.

“I know you won"t. You may go now.’

The plane lands and I take an Uber to the director’s villa. Uber stops in front of a
beautiful white house, with green details. I take my stuff and go in. Inside, the villa
looks normal, nothing too luxurious. I go to my room and find a box on the bed. I
open it and there is a note inside saying:

Dear Indigo,

This a suit for your mission. I hope you 'l like it.

Director

I pick up the suit from the box. It is a black jump suit made of leather. It has buck-
lers for elbows and knees. There is a belt around the waist that can hold guns and
other things. I go to the bathroom and try it on. It fits like a glove, but it covers all my
skin so my powers will be useless. I take it off and put my pyjamas on and take my
laptop to investigate the building and work out a plan to get the bullets.

It looks as there is an event tomorrow night. I decide to enter as one of the work-
ers and in the middle of the night I will go on the roof, put the suit on and then I will
simply take the bullets from Dominik s safe. Sounds easy.

The next night

The dress I pick is long and green with hidden pockets for one of the guns I have
found in the weapon room in the basement. I get ready and go to the garage. There
is a black jeep, a motorcycle with helmet on it and a black Porsche. I take the Porsche
and drive to the building. I go in. Everybody looks the same. The men are wearing
suits and women are in all kinds of dresses. I get myself a glass of champagne and
scan the room. I notice a man in a blue suit surrounded with other men with glasses
in black suits. That must be Dominik and his bodyguards. Dominik gets up on the
stage in the end of the room. He starts some sort of speech and I sneak in to the stairs
leading to the roof. I come to the roof and put on my suit with all the guns, tools for
disabling other devices and similar gadgets. I go to the floor under the roof and re-
move ventilation door and go in. I crawl around for eight minutes and find the place
above the safe where Dominik keeps the bullets. I melt the ventilation metal with a
laser and jump into the room.

Now I am looking at the stand with a safe on it. Between me and that safe is ten
meters of nothing. It can 't be that easy. I look around the room. There are no secu-
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rity cameras. I take a spray bottle filled with liquid that shows invisible things and
spray it around. In a few seconds I am standing in front of red laser lines crossing
each other all the way to the safe. I scan the laser net and take a deep breath. I take
one step at a time. I am careful and slow but effective. In less than three minutes I
find myself in front of the safe. I take a little device out of my right pocket and place
it next to the lock and turn it on. It lets out only one small “biiip” sound and the door
check if bullets are in there. Luckily, they are. I put the box inside my pocket, lock the
safe and take the little device I have used to open the safe. I walk through the laser
net back to the other side of the room. I gather my things and start to climb back into
the ventilation ducts and crawl back to the roof.

I am ready to jump off the roof with a parachute, but I hear the roof door fly open
and suddenly, two very tall and muscular men start approaching me. I drop the
parachute and prepare myself for the fight. I punch the first one in the stomach and
shoot him in the arm. The other one catches me, but I manage to get away and shoot
him both in the arm and the leg. I put on the parachute and finally jump oft the roof
back into the car and drive to the villa.

I park the car and go to my room to take a shower and wash the blood off. When
I am done, I immediately call the director.

(Phone ringing)

“Yes?”, I hear on the other side

“Hi, it's me, Indigo. I am calling to tell you that I have the bullets and I am flying
back to Ao’s tomorrow morning?, I say.

“Good job Indigo. I am proud of you. Travel safe, the director says and hangs up.

(After some time)

Plane lands and after checking out I go back to the academy straight to the direc-
tor s office.

“Hi, I am here to give you the bullets” I say.

“O, hi Indigo. Thank you and excellent job, once again. The government is ex-
tremely impressed.”, he answers.

I nod and walk out of the office back to the class. I think that the hacking class
starts in few minutes. I am right on time!
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Ema Fabris

CHOOSE!

Ever since she was in kindergarden, Hailey loved volleyball more than anything.
She would always spend her free time watching volleyball matches with her family.
Her biggest desire was to be the number one spiker in the whole world.

In order to find success, she needed to practice a lot, but the only volleyball club in
her neighborhood was one with only older and taller girls. Being of unusually small
stature for her age, that kind of club intimidated her. Nonetheless, that was the only
chance she had to fulfill her dream, so at the age of thirteen she finally decided to
join the team.

It was a warm September afternoon. Hailey was getting ready for her first volley-
ball practice. The fear she felt towards the other girls was not even nearly as strong
as her excitement when she entered the gymnasium. On the outside it looked like an
old, frail building, but on the inside it looked like the complete opposite. It had a nice,
warm interior. It looked huge on the inside. Haley might have been far too excited
at that moment, because she hadn’t even noticed that there were probably over sixty
people in that gymnasium and since she was the only new member, everybody was
just looking at her, but she was too busy observing her surroundings with immense
joy. Hailey then started staring at the net. It looked clean and new, it was about two
and a half meters tall, and on its sides there were two red and white antennae.

That first practice was as memorable as the first day of school, although that
one was far more important for Hailey. Seeing the other members of the club play-
ing so skillfully and deliberately, Hailey couldn't wait to get on the court. “So’said
Coach;’since you already know the basics, you can start practicing by tossing the ball
into the air as many times as you can without it falling on the ground” “WHAT?”
thought Hailey to herself. The first couple of weeks everything seemed a bit too bor-
ing for Hailey. While the other girls practiced serving, receiving, tossing and spiking
with each other, she was practicing basic elements that she already knew far too well.
It is true that she has never been part of an actual club up until now, but that doesn’t
mean that she never practiced. The wall on the outside of her bedroom, the one
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facing an extremely vast lawn, was completely marked and ruined by the volleyball
ball that Hailey would continuously spike at. Every now and then, Hailey would
ask Coach if she could practice spiking too. But Coach would always respond with:
“Everything will come with time.” Coach was an older man, a psychologist by profes-
sion. Although he would often limp when he tried to walk, he would always demon-
strate the exercises the others would have to do. Time was passing by quickly for
Hailey, but she still didn’t enjoy those tedious exercises. But then, after two months of
practicing repetitive exercises, Coach finally let Hailey practice spiking with the oth-
er girls. That was a moment Hailey would never forget. Everybody was standing in
a line, spiking the ball over the net as precisely and forcefully as they could. One girl
was on the side, tossing to the others. She was putting a lot of effort into those tosses,
so that the others could just concentrate on spiking. Not all of them succeeded, but
they all tried their best. It was now Hailey’s turn. Her heart was beating, the only
thing she felt in that moment was panic. Everybody was staring at Hailey. She shook
that feeling off and started to take the needed steps towards the toss. She jumped and
swung her hand, but... she missed! The tossed ball hit the floor. Her eyes red, her
front sweaty, she just wanted to run away. And so she did. She ran to the dressing
room. She felt angry, embarrassed and disappointed in herself. She felt hopeless. “I
can't believe it! After years of training alone and hoping I could someday practice
with a team, I can’t even spike!” she said while her face was swollen from the tears.
Unexpectedly, Debbie walked into the dressing room. Debbie was the team captain,
she was neither the strongest nor the tallest, but she was the only one who would
sometimes try to talk to Hailey. Hailey was a shy and socially awkward person, so she
still hadn’t made any friends in the club.

“What’s wrong? Are you feeling sick?” Debbie asked worriedly. “No, I... it’s noth-
ing”, answered Hailey. “Come on, you can tell me”, said Debbie whilst trying to get
Hailey to stop crying. “Well, I just...I wanted to spike since the first day of prac-
tice, and today I finally got my chance. But when I was supposed to spike the ball,
I missed. I know it sounds foolish, but spiking is the only thing I ever felt like I was
good at’, said Hailey, reliving that awful moment in her mind. “Oh. I get it. But miss-
ing a toss can happen to anyone. Why don’t you try again?” said Debbie “I rather
wouldn’t, I guess I will just continue with my usual exercises’, decided Hailey. There
was nothing she wanted more than to spike and not have to do those dull exercises,
but she couldn’t fight oft that scary feeling of humiliation.

That went on for weeks. For weeks she wanted to spike, for weeks she cried after
every practice, but she just didn't want to risk feeling that way again.
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It was now January of the next year. With time, Hailey stopped practicing those
awful exercises that she so deeply despised, instead she started tossing, serving and
receiving. Despite the occasional mistakes, Hailey was exceptional at all of those.
But she still hadn't practiced spiking, because she would always avoid it as much as
she could. Considering the progress Hailey kept making, Coach decided to let her
play in a practice match against a different club. Hailey was extremely happy, but
the thought of missing a spike again shook her to the core. They had to travel by bus
because the match would be played at the other clubs gymnasium. That gymnasium
wasn't like the one she had been practicing in for the past five months, that one was
magnificent. It had tall, newly painted walls, a wooden double door with a special
design she had never seen before, and a massive graffiti of a volleyball ball on the
left wall. It was now 4:30 p.m., which meant the match was supposed to start soon.
“OK”said Coach,’the game is about to start. Hailey, you are playing in the first set!”
Hailey was shocked. Unfortunately, that game didn’t go the way Hailey would have
liked it to. No matter who tossed the ball to Hailey, and no matter how they tossed
the ball or how many times Hailey tried to spike it, she just kept missing. The fact that
Hailey spent her whole life practicing on her own, with nobody to toss to her, led to
the point where she just wasn't able to coordinate and synchronize with anyone. She
didn't feel like part of the team. Coach wanted to give her a chance, so he let Hailey
play the whole first set. But after every unsuccessful spike, Hailey just kept feeling
worse each time. So she sat on the bench the next two sets. When she came home she
didn’t cry, she wept. Her parents were very concerned for her. It’s been months since
Hailey said she enjoyed volleyball practice. Her parents knew the problem, for they
had talked to Coach and Hailey about it many times before. “Listen, Hailey”, said her
father;’I know how you feel right now, and I understand you just want the problem to
be solved, but life is full of obstacles we must overcome, and how do you intend to do
that? By running away? In order to solve the problem you must confront it, non run
away from it. If it’s too big of a problem, you may always seek help, but your future
lies in your hands, and in your hands only. If you can’t seem to synchronize and spike
the tosses of the other girls in your club, then you have to work harder, practice more
and put as much effort into it as possible. Deciding to stop spiking forever after you
fail on your first try is not the answer. So now you have to decide, do you want to
be the kind of person that runs and hides from her problems, hoping others around
her will solve them for her, or do you want to be the kind of person that never gives
up, that gets up after every mistake and tries again until she succeeds? CHOOSE!”
Hailey wiped the tears off her face. “I want to succeed!” answered Hailey determined.
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“Then you know what you must do”, said her father, feeling relieved.

In the following couple of months, Hailey practiced more than anybody. Every
day, she would ask one of the girls at practice to toss to her. With time she learned
various types of attacks, she learned different types of spikes, she started having more
control over her spikes and she learned to direct the ball. As she put more effort into
what she loved, and started succeeding, she started feeling more confident and she
started to believe in herself.

As Hailey kept getting better and stronger, so did her team, and soon they were
playing finals at nationals. The team had to travel for three hours to arrive at their
destination, so they could play that scary but exciting match that they all worked so
hard for. Even though Hailey was feeling more confident in herself when it came to
volleybal than she ever did before, she still felt a tiny bit of awkwardness around peo-
ple. So while the others laughed and made jokes, she sat in the corner looking out the
bus window. “Hey, Hailey, would you like to play Truth or dare with us?” Lilly asked
suddenly. Lilly was a sweet girl with a kind looking face. Compared to Hailey she was
extremely tall, but when she stood next to the other girls from the club, she seemed
short. The only thing that seemed strange about her was her voice. It wasn't unpleas-
ant, but it just didn’t fit her looks and her personality. She looked and behaved in a
caring way, but her voice was very raspy and deep. Those didn’t necessarily have to
be opposites, but it was a tad surprising and unusual. But Lilly liked the fact her voice
was like that, and she liked to talk about it because it made her feel special. “Ahh,
sure...” answered Hailey whilst hiding her immense glee. Though Hailey felt a bit out
of place, the others didn't seem to feel that way, which gave her a delightful feeling of
ease. They spent the whole trip playing and getting to know each other better. Hailey
finally felt like part of the team.

Once they arrived at the gymnasium they would be playing at, they immediately
started warming up and soon after the game had begun.

They had lost the first set, and were behind on the second one. Everybody was
down, and Hailey had a feeling like she had to say something to raise their morale.
“I know that we are losing right now, but we can turn it around! We have overcome
many obstacles until now, so let’s overcome another one! We have to decide, are we
going to run away from the obstacle and give up, after we've reached so far, or are we
going to give it our all and win? CHOOSE!” said Hailey whilst trying to encourage

them. “We want to win!!!!” screamed all the girls together like they were part of a
choir. They screamed so loudly that everybody in the gymnasium looked at them in

a weird way, but they just started laughing. Point after point, the score kept changing,
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and the next day, the team’s gymnasium had the first place trophy on the shelf. And
soon, that one wasn't the only one. Hailey’s team kept winning match after match,
they were unstoppable.

Hailey was now 16, and she was still on the team with her friends. After continu-
ously practicing spikes, Hailey became the ace on her team. There wasn't a toss she
couldn’t spike or a block that could stop her. Different clubs would invite Hailey and
all of her friends to join, as she wasn't the only one with amazing capabilities, but
they declined each and every one of them. They knew how strong they were togeth-
er, and after years of playing with each other they had gotten used to one another.
Together they got past any obstacles that came in their way, because that was what
they CHOSE to do.
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mentor: Daniela Mocdinié
institution: OS-SE G. Martinuzzi Pula

Mila Mocinié

THE WINNER TAKES IT ALL

It was all quiet, yet so many people. So many stories. My parents were in front of
the grave, me and my four brothers on the right and everybody else on the left. Most
of the people who were there were only after their money, including my family, but
I was different from them. I cared about him; I mean he cared about me. He was
always there for me, unlike my gold-digging family. The funeral ended and we got
home. On the table there was a letter, it was from my dead grandpa. The letter said
that me and my four brothers Cardan, Arron, Atlas and Ryle were going to play a
game the next week. We were going to be faced with different challenges every day.
There would be people that would always be watching us. And the winner would
take the whole inheritance fortune. It was Sunday night, and I could not sleep. I
was thinking about the following day. My family was already not getting along, that
game would destroy us, I knew it. If I were honest, it would be a terrible thing to put
on children. We were all sixteen and, based on how we would do for the next week,
it would determine if we would have billions or if we would have nothing. It was
Monday morning, 7.30, the five of us had just got out of the house to get to school.
On our front porch there were five people all dressed in all black suits. I figured they
were our judges. We were all standing there when suddenly huge fireworks were in
the sky. It meant that the game had started. It was beautiful, once it ended the judges
went away. As we were walking, a truck came and ran over our cars. We just stood
there shocked. If that was how our grandpa was going to play, were we even going to
make it out alive? My parents saw everything, my brothers ran to them to ask if they
could drive us. My parents said that they could, but only after nine, which meant that
we would have to skip the first period. My brothers all agreed, but I did not want to,
it was a 15 minutes walk anyway. I arrived 5 minutes late, but the teacher didn’t care.
My brothers arrived for the second period. That was it for Monday. It was night and
I was thinking if the following day the challenge was going to be harder. I hoped not.
It was Tuesday morning. We were getting out of the house when the five men were
on our porch again. That time the one in the middle came forward and said that day’s
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challenge was going to be much harder, he also said that we wouldn't go to school,
but instead get into the car. We did as they said and drove for half an hour. We came
to an abandoned forest. Then they told us to get in a line. They gave us five boxes,
one each. As I opened mine, I looked at my brothers. They had the same look. We
were terrified. Only Arron seemed thrilled. He was always a bit psychotic. Inside the
box there was a bomb. The men in suits said the rules of the game were simple. The
bomb would explode in five minutes. And that was how much time we had to find a
place where the explosion would make less damage possible. They put the timer on
and we started thinking. There were only three minutes left, but then I remembered
the bunker that grandpa and I used to go to. I ran there as fast as my legs were taking
me. I had never run so fast in my life. I made it to the bunker as there were only 30
seconds left before the bomb exploded. I struggled to open the bunker but I some-
how managed. The explosion was loud, but it didn’t destroy the forest around me. As
I got back to where they left us, everybody was already there. They told me that Ar-
ron had just thrown the bomb as far as he could. Ryle put it in an abandoned house.
Only Cardan didn’t want to tell me where he put his. That was an elimination round.
They decided to eliminate Arron since his bomb caused the most damage. That day
was crazy, I really hoped that the following day would be easier. It was Wednesday
morning. Everything was the same as yesterday, except that they told us we would be
having a test. We went back to the house and sat at our table. We had ninety minutes
to complete the test. If they caught us cheating, we would be eliminated from the
round. The four of us were ready and they gave us the test. I was nervous, Cardan
looked relaxed, Ryle and Atlas had the same look as me. They gave us the test and
started timing us. The test was pure logic. There were six pages in total. We finished
the test. For me it was a bit hard, and I didn’t answer the three questions. We were
waiting in the living room for about fifteen minutes, when they came back with the
results. Cardan had the highest score and Atlas the lowest. Atlas was eliminated. The
day was over, and I was still thinking about Cardans perfect score. I mean, how did
he do it? It was Thursday, everything was the same as the day before. We were told
to get in the car again. They said that the challenge was knowledge. We went to the
forest again, but that time they gave us two pieces of paper. On the first there was a
photo of a plant, it was beautiful. On the second the description of it, it was about
twenty centimeters tall. Its name was Leontopodium. We were given fifteen minutes.
As soon as they started timing, we started running. I was running for about ten
minutes then I remembered that my grandpa had a picture of that flower in his of-
fice. He used to talk about it, I remembered it all. It was a trick, that plant only grew
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on the mountains. It wasn’t possible to find it there. I ran back. Cardan was already
there. “We can’t find it here; it only grows on the mountains” I said. The man in the
suit nodded. “Too late, I was here first. I realized it first. You lost and I won, again”
said Cardan. He was proud of himself. Ryle came running too. But he realized that
he was too late and that he lost. They announced Cardan as the winner and Ryle was
eliminated. It was just the two of us. Me and Cardan. Brother and sister. Tomorrow
would be like the finals in that case. I was scared of what he might do. Because I
knew that he would do anything it took to win. Friday morning, the last challenge.
Me and Cardan were both ready for everything. They handed us a suitcase each.
Inside, there was a million dollars. I was shocked. They told us that we had two days
to spend them. The winner was going to be announced on Sunday. I spend the entire
day thinking about how I was going to spend that amount. The next day I went to
about ten organizations and distributed the money to them. It was Saturday night,
and I went to talk to Cardan. I wanted to make sure that whatever happened between
us the following day, we would stay friends. Siblings. I mean, we were never actually
friends, but we respected each other. It’s Sunday morning, the big day. That was it,
that was the moment we had all been waiting for. My parents, me and my siblings
were all outside waiting. We started hearing drum rolls. We couldn’t see them, but
we could hear them, they were getting louder and louder, but suddenly they stopped.
Huge fireworks exploded into the sky, and I said my name. My name was in the sky.
I won. Cardan threw a tantrum since he didn’t win. Surprisingly, the judges said that
I won because he cheated. Of course he did. I was not even surprised. Unlike my
mother, my father didn’t seem very happy that I won. He wanted one of his boys to
win. But I felt like I was on top of the world. I felt taller than Mount Everest. I did it,
I'won.
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mentor: Ante Zderi¢
institution: OS Cvjetno naselje, Zagreb

Nika Macek

SLEEPWALKERS OF MOTT HAVEN

Vinnie suffered from insomnia, which was why she went to make pancakes at 2:43
am. She spent the last three hours working on an essay on why pottery is important
to society. It was due tomorrow and she will pass.

But it was snack time now. Vinnie opened the door of her bedroom instantly no-
ticing a weird shift in energy. Her brown sphynx cat, Neo, jumped off the bed and
hid under it.

Okay, loser. More food for me.

She stepped into the living room, turning the lights on. After that, her first instinct
was to scream.

Her second instinct, however, won.

“Who the..”

“I CAN EXPLAIN!”

On her kitchen floor was sitting a dirty, skinny, blond guy with a cut on his cheek.
Eating Nutella.

It wasn't Vinnie’s Nutella, no, she was allergic to chocolate. But it very much was
Vinnie’s kitchen and spoon.

“Well, no, I can’t explain”

“T'll call the cops!” Vinnie yelled, reaching for her gun or anything dangerous at
all. She always had something when she was out of the house. Lived in a bad neigh-
borhood her whole life.

But Vinnie wasn’t out of the house this time.

She didn’t have a gun in her pocket or a taser in her bag. She was in her Spi-
der-man pajamas, harmless except for the punches she could throw.

God, I can’t die! I'm young! Not even 23!

Vinnie thought she heard God’s answer, and They said: Ooh, look, you aren’t dying.
That dude isn’t a real threat!

And unquestionably, when she got a better look, Vinnie could see this man looked
scared. Running from something. Or someone.
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“Who are you? You aren’t from Mott Haven for sure... Where are you from?” She
asked him, not sure what to do. “Who are you running from?”

The guy wouldn’t answer.

“I usually don’t do this but I am going to call the cops!”

“Max Evans... 'm Max,” he said. “Your...erm your house was the closest. I had to
escape, uh, I owe something to someone and- and he said... I don’t even know.”

Something to someone. Not very helpful, Vinnie thought.

“Where you from?”

“Riverdale”

“Cool. Now, I need names,” she said, “I need to know what I'm dealing with.”

Max was silent again but Vinnie took the gun from the table and flashed it.

“I owe Norville Aileanach some money and a favor,” Max said finally, looking
Vinnie in the eyes.

She did not like what she heard. “You owe Shaggy Aileanach money and a favor?!”

Bad, bad. Very bad (she thought to herself).

She spoke again: “Get out. Can’t help you. Youre beyond my saving rank””

“What? You can't leave me high and dry! I'm desperate!”

“Dead is your middle name. Shaggy is a nasty person to mess with! We went to
school together until he dropped out in, like, 8" grade,” she said, “I was friends with
him! We're still on friendly terms!”

Vinnie felt like a bad person for thinking like this, but she most definitely couldn’t
risk messing up her relationship with Shaggy. Max should clean his mess up - himself

But then she remembered the time when her little sister Lottie messed with some
thugs.

Vinnie’s older sister, Narcissa, had to deal with it. She was barely 17.

Max kind of reminded her of those times.

I cannot believe I'll do this. Dear God. I am so going to regret it.

“Max, my full name is Lavinia Cruz and I will help you.” She saw him release a
breath he was holding. “You owe me. A lot.”

“Thank you so, so much.”

“Don’t thank me yet”

Vinnie called her buddies; in a few minutes, she knew Jordan, Elio, Jude, and Una
were coming to meet her at 6 am to make a deal in front of Romeros.

5:53 am, Thursday

Vinnie woke up very calm. She even slept well.

Then she remembered Max Evans and instantly felt the calm leaving her body.
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6:08 am, Thursday

Elio and Vinnie made a deal to find Max somewhere to sleep until they figured out
what to do. Jordan and Jude took him to Jordan’s to give him a little makeover. Just
clean him and stuff. Una was Shaggy’s favorite cousin, and she said she would try to
find out about his intentions.

7:32 am, Thursday

Vinnie got ready for college. She made herself a sandwich and headed out. Carpe
diem!

She didn't expect a guy, messy, smoking a cigarette, at her doorstep. His look
stopped her in her tracks.

“Where is he, Vinnie?” Shaggy asked.
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mentor: Ana Sapina
institution: OS Brezovica

Lea Brebri¢

A LONE CAT

It was a big city. Big, but empty. All of the people disappeared after the deadly vi-
rus, and the cities were overgrown with plants. Nature was finally getting back what
humans took from her. The year is 2057. It’s a beautiful sight when I wake up. Al-
though, a bit dangerous. I live with my family. Nice cats, but I have to say, sometimes
my younger siblings get pretty annoying. We live in a small apartment, but, it’s really
hard to get to the ground safely without someone’s help.

We just came of age to start hunting, so our mother took us outside to teach us.
We left the apartment. At first, I thought it was easy, so I kept messing around. We
carefully walked down the stairs, looking at all the destroyed apartments. Then fi-
nally, we came downstairs. We still had to go through some obstacles. The road was
destroyed, so we had to jump over the holes and cracks we could have gotten our
paws stuck in. I was talking to my brother when suddenly, I lost balance and slipped.
In no time, my back legs were hanging oft the road and the only hope I had was my
family. My brother grabbed my paws and called for our mother, that was already far
away from us. She turned around, and when she saw us, she quickly started running
to help me. I heard a crack. And another one. Then I realised, there was no way of
getting out. My claws started slipping, and before my mother could reach her paw
out to me, I completely slipped off. I hit the ground. My back paw hurt a lot, but luck-
ily, there were some trash bags to soften my fall. I heard my mother yelling for me in
the distance, but it was getting quieter and quieter. I slowly started to stand up and
looked around myself. It was only darkness, with a few streams of light coming from
above. No more birds chirping, no more voices or friendly faces. I was meowing for a
few minutes, hoping my mother would hear me, but there was no response. I had to
find my way out on my own. Looking left and then right, I was wondering which way
I should go. Suddenly, there was a meowing sound on the left side of the tunnel, and
started meowing myself, full of hope. I trotted towards the sound into the darkness,
but when I reached it, there were no cats. I turned around, and to my surprise, I saw
a small green creature, and it meowed at me again. It was cute, but I had a strange
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feeling about it. Soon there were more and more and more. They all looked at me,
and I knew that was the perfect time to start running. Ignoring the piercing pain in
my paw, I ran through the tunnel. I knew, somewhere deep down, that I probably
won't get out of this alive. I saw a small hole at the end of the tunnel, and I squeezed
myself through it. Some of them were too big for the hole, but most of the little green
creatures were still behind me. I ran up the stairs of a building, reaching the roof.
There was a big hole between me and the city, so my only hope was to try jumping to
the roof on the other side. I reached the end of the roof and leaped in the air. I closed
my eyes, and I landed on the other roof. I looked around myself in disbelief and saw
four men spraying the green monsters. I quickly trotted down the stairs, and at the
end of the street, I saw you! I looked at the boy, staring at me. He didn’t know why to
be surprised; because of the story I told him, or because he could understand me. He
sighed: “You are a strange kitty; you know?”. I shook my head and explained: “There
are a lot of us outside and we live like a family - cats, dogs, ... Well, really, any house
pet that was abandoned”. He looked at me and whispered: “Well, you have a friend
here now, so in case you want to stay here with your family, go ahead.” He stood up.
“But, let’s head inside for dinner, shall we?”

We entered his house. It was warm and his family was welcoming. His mum gave
me some meat and water. I ate it all because I haven't eaten in a few days. After din-
ner, I asked the boy what the green creatures are. “They are like some kind of plague,
always hungry and wanting more. They can mimic other voices they hear so they can
lure in their prey easily. Their only weakness is water. If you spray them, they will
shrink and become harmless.” He looked at the clock, standing up. “It’s getting late;
we should both go to sleep. I know a man that can find your family. He lives up the
hill. We'll pay him a visit tomorrow.” We went to his room, and I laid on his chair,
as I didn’t have a bed. I felt safe, but I knew sooner or later I would have to return to
my family.
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mentor: Tatjana Kristek
institution: OS Vladimira Beci¢a Osijek

Lara Flegar

HOLLYWOOD SUNSETS

“You know I love you, right?”, his hoarse voice was all she could hear. She was sit-
ting on the kitchen floor, her vision blurry and tears streaming down her face. There
was a red mark on her face, which she knew she would have to cover up. When her
vision returned, she answered the question with a nod. Her head was still pounding,
and she could feel the blood rushing through her veins. Who is she? No one was oth-
er than the wife of one of the richest men in the country. Don Desmond, that was his
name. Everyone in the city knew it. He was a busy man, but when times were rough,
he would get help from his wife, Olivia White. Don Desmond and Olivia White
were the perfect couple in the public eye. Don was a businessman, he had his own
company, while Olivia had started her acting career a few years ago. That was not the
original idea that she had for her future, but then she realized that she would never
be able to run away from fame. A lot of people used to say that her name sounded
like a celebrity name. That was true, so she guessed that she was made for that. Being
rich and famous, having random people in her home all the time, having to meet
new people every day, working non-stop, going to award shows; it was all part of the
experience. At times like this, having all that wasn’t as desirable as it seemed to other
people. “You said we wouldn’t have fights like this anymore. Why are you being like
this?” She finally calmed down enough to say something. She waited for an answer.
He looked at her with that face that she hated the most. The one that looked like
he thought that what he was doing was fine, when it obviously wasn’t. He smiled
a little, before opening his mouth: “Listen, I'm just trying to protect you, that’s all”
He looked at her with such a genuine smile on his face, all she could do was listen.
Don had always been charming and handsome, no one could deny that. People were
often jealous of him, his success, his looks, and most importantly, his money. A lot
of women tried getting with him just because he was rich. Olivia started dating him
because he was good to her, he listened to her, it felt like he cared. They never fought
a lot, only sometimes, like this. “Oh all right, if you say so”, she quickly got up from
the shiny, freshly cleaned floor. He put his arm around her and they walked over to
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the living room. “Let’s not fight like that again, I think I've heard you say the same
thing enough times already. I know you care about me”, she told him as he poured
two glasses of wine and handed one over to her. They were sitting on their large dark
green couch that night, the stars were almost visible, the night was calm. It was 1 am,
they had had a long fight, but the good thing was, it was over. Now they could watch
anything on T'V, tell each other anything, and sip their glasses of wine until they were
tired. “Right, I do care about you, though. I hope you know that. I just don't want you
getting killed or something”, he chuckled and took a sip out of his glass. How ironic
that at this time next week she would be lying dead on the floor in some alleyway
next to one of the brightest streets of LA.

The death of Olivia White was everywhere. It was in the newspapers, on almost
every TV channel and radio station. People wanted more information about this
unexpected death. They would show up in front of Don’s house to interview him.
He would try to avoid them at all costs. People were curious, but they never got any
answers from him.

Donss office looked exactly what youd expect it to look like, papers stacked pre-
cisely on top of one another, a full cup of coffee that he would usually start his day
with sitting on the right side of the desk, his computer right next to it, at the center.
People entered and exited the room all the time. His office was a busy place. It was
modern, the size of his living room. He also got an incredible view from which you
could see the entirety of LA’ finest parts. His wife would often visit him to watch the
sunset with him, that was his reminder that his workday was over. As he was walking
over to his office, he remembered that he would never get to see that specific shade
of orange at the end of the day with her. She loved sunsets. He went up to the large
black door, and stood there for a second too long, but he finally opened the door
and the first thing he noticed was a man and a woman sitting on the black leather
chairs in front of his polished desk. They were his most trustworthy coworkers, So-
phia and Neil. They assisted him with many issues that arose during the leadership
of his company. Don greeted them with a slight smile, but they immediately got up
from where they were sitting and started chatting about all the different things that
happened while he was away.

“I don't know, doesn't it seem a little suspicious? He’s not giving any answers the
people want him to give, he hasn’t even answered one question.” I glanced over at my
coworker to see if she agreed with me. She was still going through the newspapers.
They obviously had Don and Olivia's names written all over the front pages, because
that’s what the news was all about. That’s what all the rumors were about, too. “I
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agree, but, come on, you're the most qualified detective out there. I think you should
do something about it, Jane”, she answered, not taking her eyes off the title in the
newspaper, Bright lights of LA: New Hollywood star Olivia White dead at 38. 1 did
agree with her, I could take this unsolved murder. I don’t think it could be that com-
plicated, it’s just strange how nobody had figured out how she died yet. “Hm, I guess.
It sounds interesting from what I've heard. Also, I think you could go with me.” Kate
quickly looked at me, I knew she had been waiting to work with me again. “If you
insist”, she smiled at me and continued reading through the newspaper. Kate and I
are known for working together. We took a break from solving cases a few months
ago, but this is the perfect opportunity to get back to work. A lot of people can con-
firm that 'm a good detective, I've solved at least 15 cases throughout my career,
and I've seen a lot. Since I was a little girl, I have grown to like murder mysteries and
solving them, that's why I work as a detective. When I started my career, I didn’t get
recognized fast. Men used to make fun of me because they thought it wasn’t natural
for a girl to be a detective. They used to say that a girl shouldn’t be handling crimes.
Luckily, 'm not a person who gives up fast. I worked my way up to the top, and now
all those men are absolutely irrelevant. They’re another reason why I'm where I am
right now, and I will prove them wrong once again. “We should start the mission as
fast as possible. Could you call the police for me? I need to visit the crime scene.”
Kate was shuffling through her leftover paperwork, but she immediately dialed the
police and told them what we wanted to do in order to help them solve the mystery
of Olivia White. I started typing on my computer to see if I could find out any details
regarding Olivia’s death, but there was not a single thing. There was one thing I knew
for sure; it wasn’t suicide. Olivia was murdered in a small alleyway next to the most
famous street in LA Hollywood Boulevard. Personally, I don't think anyone would
commit suicide in such a public place, and it would be obvious if she did, but no
weapons were found at or around the crime scene. “All right, the police told me that
we can come to see the crime scene at 3 pm. Let’s hope we can pile up some good
information”, said Kate as she set her cup of coffee aside on the table and walked up
to me. “I think we can take a little break now, want to get some coffee?” I couldn’t
turn down a coffee break, so we took 15.

“There’s no clue who the killer could be. Really?” The police officer swiftly nod-
ded. “The only thing we know, maam, is that the lower part of her stomach was
covered in blood, nothing else. We're sure it’s a murder, but who murdered her?”, he
looked at me and I threw Kate a stern look. She took a notebook out of her bag and
started writing something in it. I quickly thought of something that could help speed
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up this mission tremendously. That’s not what I wanted to know first, though. “And
you've already interviewed the suspects?”, I stared at the officer in hopes of finding
out something we didn’t know. “Yes, maam. We talked to Don Desmond; he wasn’t
suspicious..” “Okay, well, can we see the pictures now?” “This is all we've got” I an-
alyzed all 4 photos that he had of Olivias body. In the photos, her body was on the
ground, but something was off. I knew it. The officer looked at me, and he knew, too.
Olivia White wasn’t dead.

Being dead isn’t fun at all. “How much longer am I going to be in here?” It was
dark, I was waiting for someone, anyone, to open the door. After about 5 minutes,
the small white door that led to this abandoned, gloomy room opened. A hand
reached out to me, I grabbed it and pushed myself through the small entrance of the
room. “Thanks, Neil.” He had a troubled look on his face, I thought something had
happened and I couldn’t carry on with my plan. “What is it? Is something wrong?”,
I started panicking. What if someone found out? That wasn’t supposed to happen.
“Hey, no, calm down! Everything’s fine and is going according to plan.” I sighed; I
walked over to Neil’s desk, opened one of the drawers and took the knife that once
had fake blood dripping all over it. Neil and I walked up to the door as he told me
the plan. We had very little time until the police found out the truth, and by then I
would be gone, far away. “We better get going.” My dark black hair was up, which I
never do, I was wearing a black suit and a black hat that I would take off later, it was
just so nobody could recognize me. We waited for a bit before we walked out of the
office, we didn’t want to be early. Walking through the hallways was easy enough
because there are new people entering and exiting the building every day. Nobody
suspected anything. Neil grabbed my shoulder and wished me luck. I'm so glad he
didn’t kill me when he had the chance. I mean, how would you feel if you found out
your husband hired his coworkers to kill you? As I walked out of the building, the
sun was setting and it was the most beautiful sunset I'd ever seen, a mix of orange
and red dominated, and all the different shades radiated from the sky, it was breath-
taking. I was free.
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institution: OS Zitnjak

Mateo Stojak

DISNEY ADVENTURE

It was an ordinary summer night and I looked at the clock. It was 9:00 pm. On

the news the host talked about a little meteor that will soon fall in Croatia. I hurried
out and looked up at the sky. THAT LITTLE METEOR WAS GOING STRAIGHT
TOWARDS ME?!

It hit the ground behind my house. I was so scared and the next moment a skele-
ton walked from that meteor. I ran into my house and quickly went under my bed.
The skeleton also walked into my house and started to drink tea. “Well, that’s weird,”
I said and he heard me. I got up but he was standing in front of me. He said: “Hello
there, my name is Bob Disney. Yes, 'm Walt Disney’s father” I froze. I was so happy
and amazed at the same time. I said: "Are you alive?” He answered: “Of course I'm
alive and I have powers to create animations like Micky Mouse, strange animals and
if you want I can bring you to the Disney World.” Of course I said YES. He created
a portal. We went in it. That was a world where all Disney characters lived. Lots of
sweets, all kinds of juices and other amazing things. I met Micky Mouse, Minnie
Mouse, Donald the Duck and others. We walked all around the Disney World and
finally I saw Walt Disney in his golden chair. We met and talked about Disney, why
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he chose me and other things that you must not hear. I'm sorry. I came home so hap-
py and I said goodbye to my dear friend which is no longer a skeleton Bob Disney.

Later..

I was chilling in the house and it was around 4 or 5 pm. I went outside to hang out
with my friends. I was waiting for them and nobody showed up. I went to my house
and fell asleep. I had a dream, something like a nightmare but it wasn't a nightmare.
It was weird. It went like this: Bob Disney said: “Matthew you need to come to this
place or we will..” A little earthquake woke me up. The map was on the table.

i T

To get to the place I had to get out of the town and go through the woods. The
very thought of that horrible forest made my blood run cold, but I had to do it to
find out what was going on and if Bob Disney was OK. As soon as I left the house
an even bigger earthquake struck. I went out of the city to the dark street. I was
worried. Every second I felt that vibration of the earth. I saw a forest from a dis-
tance. I was at the beginning of that creepy and dark forest. I felt breathing behind
my neck but no one was there. Step by step I heard rustling from the bush and the
next moment a SCREAM. After half an hour I was finally out of the forest. I said:
YESS, FINALLY I AM OUT OF THAT STUPID FOREST! And when I looked down
the street there was someone or something standing there. When I approached it,
the strongest earthquake so far and that thing disappeared. I continued and I was
at the location. There was something drawn on the ground and when I got to the
middle a portal appeared. That was Bob Disney. He barely made it through portal.
He said with a weak voice: Matthew, these earthquakes are connected to Disney
World. I asked: “How can I...2” an earthquake interrupted me. A crack appeared on
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the ground. Bob continued: “You need to help us. Everyone is panicking because the

whole Disney World is collapsing and we don’t have anywhere to go” I said: “Take
me to the Disney World”

I didn’t believe what I saw. Everything was falling apart. All sweets and juices...
EVERYTHING. I needed to see Walt Disney. We looked everywhere and we saw
him letting all characters and animations to our world.

Walt Disney said: “We don’t have much time, we need to get everyone to your
world and yes, I know that’s dangerous, but we don't have many options”. I turned
around and saw Micky Mouse stuck under one rock. I quickly ran to him and started
pulling him. I barely got him when the strongest earthquake ever started to shake
Disney World. The ground was collapsing under our feet anddd... UH we made it
with everyone else. I said: “That was so close.” Walt Disney asked: “Where are we
going now?!”
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We all sat on the rocks and started thinking. But...nothing. Hours and hours
passed. And nothing. “OH I know... AH never mind”. I looked at the clock - it was
I am.

Then all of a sudden an IDEA. I knew exactly what to do. I said: “All right guys,
here is the plan. When Bob said to me that I have to come to this location I had to go
through the woods. And legend said that at the very end of the giant forest there is a
beautiful castle waiting for someone who passes through that forest, but no one has
EVER made it. So, if we join forces maybe but only maybe we can go through that
horrible forest” And off we went. Half an hour later and we were close to the woods.
When we got closer ... BOOM. That creature I saw earlier jumped in front of me but
now he was 2x bigger. I was looking at him straight in his red eyes. He had long legs
and hands and a creepy white smile.

A

We all froze, it was like he was trying to control our minds. Walt Disney said:
“What do you want from us?” He didn’t say anything. Then Bob Disney asked the
same question. The same answer; nothing. And then I said: “WHAT DO YOU
WANT FROM US?!” He just screamed and said: “Go back to where you came from.
I warned you” Walt Disney said: “If you don't let us pass, we will fight you.” He was
just quiet and then his two legs turned into 4 and his two hands turned into 8. He
was a true monster. Bob Disney created swords for everyone and said: ATTACK!!!”
We started heading towards him. We all jumped on him and started hitting with
swords. We managed to cut off one of his legs. But a new leg grew on him. I said: “He
is too powerful, we need something stronger”” Bob and Walt Disney looked at each
other. They said: “We have something but we need some time. Buy us some.” And
PAF I had two katanas in my hands. I looked at that creature and whispered: “This
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is the end for you, big boy” And I rushed on him, looked up and both Disneys were
creating something. I stabbed him in the leg with katanas. But that didn’t do any-
thing to him. What Bob and Walt Disney were doing was the only thing that could
save us. After all Disney characters and I were on the ground, Bob said: “It’s over
now, you ugly creature” And, BAM, some dust fell on him and he just disappeared.
“Well, that was difficult I said.” Thankfully all of us were OK.

And we were again on our way. Although we defeated the monster, it was still
scary. That ugly and creepy forest. But we had to do it because they didn’t have any-
where to go. It was a normal forest (at least we thought that). First steps were scary as
hell. But as we walked, the road behind us slowly disappeared. Every stick that broke
under our feet made us scream. We walked for about two hours and all that we could
see was thorn. So scary and boring at the same time. We were finally out and we had
to be quiet. You are now probably thinking: But Matthew why, what happened? A

GIANT octopus was sleeping in front of us. She had only one eye, 15 legs and lots
of teeth.

We were so scared but all of us knew exactly what to do ... to be quiet. She was
huge and we couldn’t pass. “There just has to be another way,” Bob whispered. Then
all of a sudden ... Stitch stepped on a stick. Luckily she didn’t wake up but one of her
legs grabbed Stitch and pulled him away. We were stunned. Tic ...Tac...Tic...Tac...
BOOM, she opened her one eye. We started screaming and running back to the
forest. But she didn’t do anything. She put Stitch gently back to the ground and said:
“Can you please chill for a moment.” We stopped screaming and set on the ground.
She continued: “I'm sorry if I scared you. I didn't mean to do that. So what are you
doing in this dark and evil forest?” Walt Disney said: “How can we trust y...?” Bob
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interrupted him: “We are looking for a magical castle somewhere in this forest”
Octopus said: “Ooo, why didn’t you say so. OK, I can bring you there but you need
to help me” Walt Disney said: “What is the catch?” We had to find a sword in a rock
and stab her in the eye so she could transform in a star that can bring us to the cas-
tle. We did take the deal. So we continued but this time there was no thorn. It was a
beautiful big and shiny forest.

We were on our way to find that sword in a rock. We were walking so much that
we started to hallucinate. Half an hour passed and we were on our location. We were

all looking at it.

Walt Disney said: “Let’s get to work” So every single Disney character tried to
pull out that sword. But it didn’t come out. Than Bob Disney tried and unexpectedly
he failed to pull out that sword. After Bob, Walt Disney tried. But the same story ...
nothing. Suddenly, everybody looked at me and just said: “Matthew, go ahead.”

So I tried so hard to pull it out and the sword was in my hands. I said: “to infin-
ity and beyond”. Buzz Lightyear looked at me and said: “Hey that’s my line.” We all
laughed and continued back to that octopus. As we walked Bob Disney came up to
me and said: “Wow man, I can’t believe that you're the chosen one. I am proud of
you Matthew.” 15 minutes later we were with that octopus again. “Oh, I see we have
a descendant of King Arthur among us.” She was looking at me. I said: “Now, shall I
just stab you in the eye and that’s it or what?” She replied: “Yes, that’s it, and in case
you are wondering, it won't hurt me, it will free me.” So, I got closer and whispered:
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“I'm sorry” One moment she had a sword in her eye and the next she became a
beautiful star. She said: “"Hop on guys we are going to that big and shiny castle” We
all sat down on that star and in a second we were in the sky flying. We saw my town,
that forest that we were in and a lot of other things. We flew for about 10 minutes at
a very fast speed and then we saw it. The big, shiny and beautiful castle with a river
below it. Walt with pleasure said: “Well, this is our new home.” Everyone celebrated
and we entered the castle. Bob Disney thanked the star and she said that she is going
to stay and guard us. We were all thankful and happy that we got a new home. And
we all lived happily ever after!

You all know that castle and a star approaching the castle at the beginning of every

Disney movie, well, here we are.
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Martina Mazor

THE LAKE OF TRAVEL

“Mary, find me if you can!” Elisabeth screamed.

Yes, she was fifteen, but she was still playing hide-and-seek with her half-sister.
She found one weird lake a few days ago. This morning, she decided to come there.
Now, she was standing in front of the lake. It wasn’t there before. Elisabeth had a very
sad childhood. Her mother, Anne Boleyn, died when she was three. Actually, her fa-
ther, Henry VIII killed her. Actually, he said that he didn’'t want Anne anymore. After
that, Elisabeth wasn’t princess anymore, she was only a lady. When they named her
for the first time lady Elisabeth, she asked, "Why?” Yesterday I was a princess, and
now everyone calls me lady Elisabeth?” But it was a long time ago. The lake started
changing colours. First it was red than yellow that turned pink, blue, brown, purple,
orange, and after all that, it became colourful. Water started going up to Elisabeth
and she started screaming. When water was all around her, she disappeared from
Hatfield’s forest in 1547. Around her there was only dark, everything else was gone.

At the same time, in Hatfield in 2022, around the same lake, there was another
fifteen-year old girl. But, she was giving food to ducks. Her grandmother was a little
turther away. They came there because they were having a family picnic. Grand-
mother was sitting on a blanket and reading. The girl's name was Isabel. Suddenly, a
hand started coming out of the lake. Isabel took the hand and pulled it. After a few
minutes, there was a girl standing in front of Isabel wearing long red and gold dress,
with red hair tucked in some hat, with awful necklaces, and her skin was unusually
pale!

”Where am I?” the girl asked.

“In Hatfield, in park,” Isabel answered.

“No, this isn’t Hatfield. Hatfield is palace, and it definitely hasn't got a park!” the
girl start screaming.

“Honey, this is Hatfield, but this is year 2022,” grandma explained.

The girl looked very confused.

“Come on, let’s get you into some normal clothes and after that I'll explain every-
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thing to the two of you. OK?” grandma was talking with a very calm tone of voice.

“But... Who are you? What are you talking about?” the girl asked again, but she
didn’t scream.

“Look, this is hard to explain, but we are your descendants. 'm Mary, like your
sister, and this is my granddaughter, Isabel. Can we go now?” grandma uttered. “Yes,
now we can go,” the girl said.

While they were walking home, Isabel asked, “And, what is your name?”

She replied, “I'm Elisabeth Tudor, daughter of Henry the 8" and Anne Boleyn.
“So, we must definitely get you some normal clothes. Do you know your size?”
grandma asked Elisabeth when they came into the shop.

»My size? My maids just give my dresses,” Elisabeth said with a question mark
hovering above her head.

,Of course you don't... Well what do you say about this trousers? And this shirt?
You should try it,” grandma said giving the clothes to Elisabeth.

“Madam, I need help. Well, as you should now, I can’t take off this dress alone,’
Elisabeth said.

Grandma came into the changing room and helped Elisabeth. When she got out
of the cabin, Isabel was shocked. Elisabeth was wearing ripped dark blue trousers
and oversized red hoodie.

“Grandma? She still has some ugly hat and awful necklaces,” Isabel noticed.
Grandma took off the necklaces and the hat. When she took off her hat, Elisabeth’s
hair was in a net.

“Oh, we need to remove this from your hair,” grandma said and removed the net.
Elisabeth’s hair was in braid.

“Oh honey, how can you wear this the whole day, every single day?” grandma
hysterically asked.

“Nobody asks us. We must wear it like this,” Elisabeth answered with some cold-
ness in her voice and attitude. When her hair was finally dissolved, she looked amaz-
ing.

“Oh honey, you look wonderful. Now, you’ll try more clothes and then we'll go
home. After a couple of hours, they were finally done. Grandma paid and they went
home.

“Is someone hungry?” grandma asked.

“I'am!” Isabel said.

Elisabeth didn’t say anything.

“Honey what about you?” grandma looked at Elisabeth.
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“Well, I usually have dinner later, but I can eat something” Elisabeth replied.

Isabel and grandma served cheese, salami, jam and chocolate cream. Elisabeth
tried jam, and she liked it. After dinner, grandma said,” Girls, now Isabel go to the
bathroom, and off to bed after that. I'll help Elisabeth”

Isabel wondered where Elisabeth would sleep.

“In your mother’s room,” grandma said and Isabel went to the bathroom.

When Isabel went to sleep, grandma helped Elisabeth brush her teeth saying, “You
now, I waited for your arrival for years. When I was few years older than you, ac-
tually I was seventeen, I went to the past. Thirty-five years ago, I went to the past.
Then your father was king of England. I was there especially close with your cousin,
Thomas Howard. He was your mother’s uncle. We fell in love. When I came back to
the 20" century, I had a child. My daughter was Thomas Howard’s daughter. Because
she had one parent in the past and one in the present she died young. She died at age
of twenty-five. Isabel never met her father. I stayed in the past for one year. Because
you are in the future, you may stay here even longer. When was the last time you
brushed your teeth?”

“We newer brush teeth, and we rarely shower;” Elisabeth answered.

“Listen to me, tomorrow is the first day of school. I called the principal this after-
noon to tell her that and you will come to school with Isabel. I told him that you’re
her cousin. School starts at 8:30 a.m. Before that, I'll buy you a phone and Isabel will
teach you all you need to know. Your uniform is in the cabinet.

In the morning grandma went to shopping. She bought a phone to Elisabeth
with a phone case. At 8.a.m. grandma woke the girls up. She helped Elisabeth to get
dressed. Grandma made to pony tails to both girls and drove them to school. “Issy!”
someone screamed and came to Isabel.

“Lily, this is my cousin, Elisabeth, and Elisabeth, this is my best friend Lily” Isabel
introduced Elisabeth to Lily. Lily was taller than Isabel. She had long brown hair in
braids, green eyes and uniform like Isabel and Elisabeth.

“Nice to meet you Elisabeth. Can I call you Beth?” Lily asked on way that only she
knew.

“Pleasure is mine, and you can call me Beth, if you want to,” Elisabeth answered
very royally.

“Oh God! Are you kidding or you just sound like you are from the Middle Ages?”
Lilly asked laughing.

“Actually..” Elisabeth started, but Isabel said, “She is just kidding, but now we
must go to the classroom, the class starts in few minutes”.
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After that, they went to the classroom.

“Issy, are you sitting with me?” Lily asked.

“Oh, this girl is really annoying,” Elisabeth was thinking.

Isabel was confused. “It’s OK, sit with her, I'll be behind you two,” Elisabeth said
before Isabel decided.

“May I sit here?” a boy asked Elisabeth.

He was tall, taller than Elisabeth. He had blue eyes and light brown hair. He was
wearing the uniform, too.

“And you are...” Elisabeth asked rudely.

“Oh, listen to me, now. I'm Caleb. Like ... the most famous boy in the school. I see
that your dear stupid friends didn't tell you anything about me. I'll sit here,” Caleb
commented even more rudely than Elisabeth.

“Well, if you are that famous, why are you sitting near me?” Elisabeth started
provoking.

“Well, all my friends are sitting with their girlfriends and you are sitting alone,
so...” Caleb said.

It was pretty weird to Elisabeth. Like, they are fifteen and they are all having girl-
friends. She couldn’t say anything else, because teacher came to the classroom. They
had math for the first class. Elisabeth didn’t know anything because she didn’t learn
those things. But, it wasn’t that hard for her. All the time, Caleb was staring at her.

“You are staring,” Elisabeth said to him.

“Don’t imagine things,” he answered.

When the last class ended, Isabel and Elisabeth went home on foot.

“Did you see who was I sitting next to?” Elisabeth said.

“Oh, I did. He actually doesn’t have a lot of friends. Just few. And he told you
that he has a lot of friends, but they are sitting with their girlfriends. In school it is
actually a rule to have a boyfriend or a girlfriend,” Isabel commented with irony in
her voice.

“How did you know what he told me?” Elisabeth asked.

“He told me the same thing last school year;” Isabel explained.

“Granny, we are here!” Isabel screamed when they came home.

“Finally! Lunch is on the table, I must go out, don’t wait for me. You can have
dinner. I'll go to my old friend. She is really sick, she can’t walk,” grandma explained
and left.

After lunch, they did their homework and Isabel was watching TV.

“What are you doing?” Isabel asked Elisabeth when she came to the couch.
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“I'm going to read a book,” Elisabeth said.

“Oh, come on, leave it, let’s talk,” Isabel said.

The two of them talked for hours.

“Elisabeth, your finger! It disappeared!” Isabel screamed.

“Wait, what?” Elisabeth didn’t notice.

“T'll call granny, she’ll know what’s happening, and what we should do next.” Isa-
bel, in panic, called grandma.

“Granny come here, fast!” Isabel burst out when grandma answered her call.
“Calm down, what'’s happening?” grandma asked. She never panicked. “Elisabeth’s
finger disappeared! You should come,” Isabel almost started crying.

“I'm coming” grandma said and end hung up.

“What happened?” grandma’ friend asked. Her friend was Margaret Beaufort.
“Elisabeth’s finger disappeared” grandma said.

“Thank God!” Margaret said.

Grandma kissed her on the cheek and went home.

“Girls!” grandma shouted out.

“Elisabeth, you're returning to past. When you came, you must have forgotten that
you were here. When you come back, in 1547, it will be yesterday. And nobody is
allowed to know that you were here,” grandma say firmly.

Few moments after this, Elisabeth disappeared.

“Thank God, she is in the past now. I'll call the principal and tell him that Elisabeth
went to America with her parents and that she’ll go to school there. And, now the
dishes, and after that well visit my friend,” Grandma added and called the principal.

When Isabel washed up, she and grandma went to Margaret Beaufort.

When they came, Margaret said, “Oh Mary, you finally came!”

“Yes, I did lady Margaret and Isabel is with me”

Margaret just smiled and didn’t say anything.

“Sit down. Did my great granddaughter go back to the past?” she asked.

Isabel was confused.

“Issy, this is the lady Margaret Beaufort, she actually didn't die. She came here
when I was little girl, and I'm helping her all the time,” grandma explained Isabel.
They were sitting and talking long into the night.

“Oh, I am at home, finally!” Elisabeth shouted out.

“And where have you been? Maybe with Thomas Seymour again? Where is he!?”
Mary screamed. She was angry. Time didn’t stop, obviously.

“Oh, I was in a forest, and I was scared that I'll get lost, so I'm happy you found
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me. May we go to the castle now?” she asked.

She was nervous, but she was hoping that Mary didn’t notice.

“Yes, but you still must explain yourself why you smell so differently, and why are
your teeth so clean,” Mary said.

“Oh, I'will. And now I now that I will come faster than you to the castle!” Elisabeth
said and started running.

Elisabeth never told anyone that she was in the future, but, who would believe
her? Caleb asked few times about Elisabeth, but Isabel ignored him.
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Uma Sabanovié

INVISIBLE

The summer break was amazing, but only for one part of it. I am talking about
the part when you are taking a break from school and all your other work. Later, it
turns into sleeping until noon, being lazy all the time, overeating, drinking and being
unsatisfied. This was my experience, and since I have started it, I will finish my story.
You can choose to believe it or try it out for yourself.

One day I woke up just before noon and thought: “All the same film and pop-rock
stars are on my walls again!” On one side, there’s Danny DeVito, which my mom
forced me to put up, to show that looks don’t matter in talent and hard work. On the
other side, there’s Damiano David, the winner of Eurovision, who I put up to show
that good looks can also matter. Directly across from me are the members of the
band Pink Floyd. They seem very serious, and they help me feel more responsible.
Dad forced me to put them up, and he said that one day I will be grateful he did so,
when I grow up. Quote, responsibility and professionalism before anything. I look
up, and right above me is my pink ceiling lamp. That fancy lamp was basically a
waste of money as my TV is my main source of light anyway. It might just also be my
eco-awareness craziness. Anyway, I look behind me, and there is the same window
and the same curtains. And on the table, most likely lies the same usual breakfast. I
move the curtains and look at the apartment building across the street. Everything
is peaceful, quiet and everything always the same. If this neighborhood paid for
being monotone, it would go bankrupt. I thought about how the family from the
second floor must live like. A mother, a father, a boy, and a dog. I could not imagine
it so well, but I somehow assumed that everything is how it should be in their lives.
That thought kept lingering in my mind the entire day. In the evening, after another
movie, I turned my TV off and wished I would wake up in a situation I have never
been in. I wished for something that would make this summer break like no other. I
wished for something special.

The night went by surprisingly quickly. I woke up, moved the curtains again, and
look! I did not see the apartment building across the street from me, rather, I was
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in it! Do you call that teleportation, imagination, a dream...? I wouldn’t know. Well,
I found myself in the middle of their living room, which the sun seemed to directly
shine upon. I knew that I was in the apartment of “the perfect family” because in
front of me sat their little dog and, surprisingly enough, greeted me: “Good morning,
neighbor!” God, a dog that talks? I got goosebumps. I spoke barely above a whisper:
“Good morning to you too, friend.” In that moment, next to me, just like a lightning
bolt, my neighbor walked right by me. I froze at the thought of her asking me what
I was doing in their apartment. However, she did not notice me. After her, I saw her
husband, my neighbor. He put his laptop in his bag and almost hit me with it. He did
not notice me either. What's even crazier, is that their boy went right through me!
When I put the pieces together and realized what was going on, I almost screamed,
but the dog was quicker: “Yes, you're invisible!”

Oh my God, what now? So many possibilities, so many ideas went through my
head. My perfect ones, do you know how to be late for work, do you know how to
be angry, do you know how to raise your voice? I wouldn't think so, because they
always did everything by their perfect plan. I decided to shake their routine up a bit.
I took their car keys from the table and put them in my pocket. Their dog looked at
me judgmentally and spoke: “You wouldn't,)” so I defied the odds and nodded: “Oh
yes I would” I stood in the corner of the room. They were almost ready to leave.
They put the boy’s backpack on his shoulders, petted their dog and looked at each
other, exclaiming in unison: “Where are the car keys?” The wife had worry lacing her
voice: “Dear, you were the last one to drive last night. They must be with you” The
husband was slightly more relaxed, yet still worried: “Yes, I was the last one to drive,
but I leave the keys in the same place every single time.” The woman only got more
stressed: “But dear, if you put them in the same place yesterday, they would be here
now.” The husband seemed almost annoyed at her worry: “Then you must have acci-
dentally moved them.” The wife almost lost it: “Impossible! I know what I'm doing!”
The husband scoffed at her: “Yeah, yeah, just like the time you left our entire suitcase
in the hotel!” The wife got offended: “Well, if you would have helped me pack, maybe
I would have remembered!”

While they were both accusing each other of the car key situation, and in all that,
bringing up their past, I asked the dog what it was like living in this family. He told
me it was amazing and that he couldn’t even fath