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WELCOME! 
A few words about being a director in a community that is continually devel-
oping

Liceul Teoretic Scoala Mea is a special community that is continually striving 
for excellence in a perpetual effort to be better today than we were yesterday.

What is LTSM?
From my perspective, LTSM is ... a story about quality learning, about inno-
vation, creativity and how we can do it TOGETHER, a story about us, about 
family, about joy, enthusiasm, and achievement.
 
About the LTSM team ...
I joined the team in August 2004 and since then I have accumulated 18 years 
of experience and a lot of great memories. They are fantastic years that we 
have spent together - colleagues, students, parents, a strong and enthusiastic 
community that has brought unparalleled added value to the professional and 
personal development of all who have crossed its threshold for a period.
 
A word of advice for the students of today and tomorrow ...
No one is born an expert in one field or another, but we can learn to be better 
and better at what we do!
Therefore, I advise students to enjoy every activity they do, to get involved 
with all their energy in every action they take part in because this gives them 
the chance to experiment, to discover, to develop their skills, to get to know 
their interests, their passions.

What defines us?
Our calling card is an accumulation of dynamism, positive energy, and vi-
brant emotions, it is created by the results obtained and the diversity of activ-
ities proposed to the students and parents with whom we collaborate.

In the 2021 - 2022 school year our achievements have materialised in:
 • 363 pre-schoolers and pupils who have completed LTSM courses
 • 369 prizes in academic, sports and artistic school competitions
 • 238 successful educational programmes and projects

 

• average 9.19 in the National Evaluation - 8th place in Bucharest and 37th 
place nationally (9 marks of 10 in Mathematics)
 • average 8.56 in the Baccalaureate (2 marks of 10.00 in the Romanian 
language exam and 3 marks of 10 in Mathematics)
 • IGCSE results - 83% A*, A, B, C results obtained in 7 subjects: Bi-
ology, Chemistry, Computer Science, Economics, English First Language, 
Mathematics, Physics
 • AS & A Level results - 82% A, B, C results in 5 subjects: Economics, 
Computer Science, Mathematics, Physics, Biology

Some thoughts on education ...

For the evolution of education on a large scale ... . . . 
there should be an overall vision and long-term 
strategy, sound, and stable operating princi-
ples, focus on student development and well-
being.
In LTSM we adapt and personalize learning 
by respecting the particularities of the students 
and in this respect the structure of the program 
offered to all pre-schoolers and students ac-
cessing our study programs helps us all a 
lot.
 
Conclusions
LTSM is the community where the pow-
er of example is the basis of learning, the 
place where “Children are educated by 
the deeds of an adult, not by his words” 
(Carl Jung).

So, proud to be part of an elite team, we 
invite you to join us in 
ACHIEVING EXCELLENCE 
TOGETHER!
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English Week
The winners this year wereFor English week, we talked 

about the theme of Sound. 
Students throughout second-
ary and high school had spe-
cial, cross-curricular classes 
based on the theme. There 
was an in-class version of the 
ever-popular Passport Hunt. 
Also, the competition this year 
was Song Writing. Students 
could write their own song 
and have a chance to win!

in 3rd place  
Ana Cocee (Y9) 

 in 2nd place
Carla Iliescu (5C)

in 1st place
Daria Craciun (6A)
 Maria Badiu (6A)

Iulia Paun (6A)
 for their song about the BNC book 

Holes.

In Class 11, our class, we discussed the poem ‘The Song of Hi-
awatha’ by Longfellow, a poem written with a melodic tune 
to connect to the culture of the Native Americans. Our teacher 
brought a tarabana to bring the rhythm of the poem to life. It 
was a very fun experience, especially if you have a musical gift.

- Class XI
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S p e c i a l 
Days

During Special Days, we learned about Jamie Oliver, 
a famous cook from the UK. We watched a lot of  in-
teresting videos about him. He was going to many dif-
ferent schools to teach children how to eat healthily. 
We also discovered a lot of  new fruits and vegetables and 
learned interesting facts about them. We had a lot of  fun!

by Tudor G. from Class 3A
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Adopting Animals
Grade 3 learned about adopting animals as pets. Here are the activities 
they got involved in:

Why should we adopt a dog?

We should adopt a dog to have a friend. We have to give her/him a fami-
ly, a place to sleep, something to eat and someone to play with.

How can we adopt a dog?

We can adopt a dog from an adoption centre. We should ask a vet what 
she/he eats and what she/he shouldn’t eat. We can check if she/he is 
healthy. When she/he is sick we must go to the vet. Pay attention to the 

dog if she/he wants to play, sleep or eat.

Why should we protect dogs?

            We should protect dogs because people abandon them. If they have 
a home and someone to play with they will be happy.

Come to RSPCA to adopt an animal

We have worked hard and long during this project. Ingrid drew 
the dog and the cat. She was able to find some cat ears for the pre-

sentation.

by Tudor B, Ingrid M, Matei R, Ida W and Tudor G from Class 3A

Adopt a dog

by Maria P and Tudor G from Class 3B
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DRAMA SHOW
2022

Once again, it was a wonderfully successful Drama Week 
here at Scoala Mea. And although it was a lot of  fun - and 
challenging - to put the show together, the really big news 
was that the show itself  was held at Tandarica Theatre! 

On Thursday, June 2nd, 2022, Classes 5-11 put together 10 
different performances based on scenes from 10 different 
movies. This year’s movie selections were great: West Side 
Story, La La Land, Brave, The Jungle Book, and many more.  

Students had only 4 days to put together their scenes, cos-
tumes, make-up, and movie posters. 

At the end of  the show the Oscar Awards were given to 
those students who had excelled in one of  12 different cat-
egories. Best Class Performance - one of  the most coveted 
- went to Class 7B for West Side Story, while Best Musical 
went to Class 7A for La La Land. 

Indeed, there were a lot of  surprises and outstanding per-
formances across the school! 

Can’t wait to see what’s in store for next year’s Drama Show! 

Here is the list of  this year’s edition of  Drama Show. 
Congratulations to all participants, especially to the winners!

Best Female Costume

Best Male Costume

Best Make-up

Best Musical

Best Poster

Best Technical Performance

Best Director

Best Supporting Actress

Best Supporting Actor

Best Actress

Best Actor

Best Class Performance

Brave 
Carla Damascin 5A

Maleficent  
Mihai Craciun 5C

Inside Out
Class  5B

Into The Woods 
Class 6C

La La Land 
Class 7A

Jungle Book 
Class 6A

La La Land    
Carla Alexandru, Class 7A

Some Like It Hot
Dan-Andrei Nitu-Sedan, Class 11

West Side Story  
Class  7B

My Big Fat Greek Wedding 
Maria-Alexandra Predica, Class 8B

Singing In The Rain   
Alexandra Lebit, Class 6B

Jungle Book   
Nicola Labianca, Class 6A 

AWARD WINNER(S)
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 Miller the Killer is the school’s bully. Hills Village Middle School to be 
exact. Everyone hates him and he hates everyone, but no one knows the real 
reason why he is like that. Except me, obviously. It’s clear he needs to meet 
someone that will make him change. He never did until the autumn of 2017, 
October the 1st. She was beautiful. She had long, blonde, and curly hair which 
worked in perfect harmony with her splendid ocean – blue eyes. Surprisingly 
they never dated but they had one of the most amazing friendships I have ever 
seen. Now let’s travel a bit in time, shall we?

 ‘Hi, I’m Rachel Collins! And who are you supposed to be?’ said the won-
derful girl.
 ‘You don’t know who I am?’ said Miller not even facing her.
 ‘I’m new here. ‘she said.
 Miller turned around and after seeing her face he immediately felt a wel-
coming energy radiating from her.
 ‘Hello Rachel. I’m Miller the Killer. You will soon find out more about 
me.’ he said with a smirk on his face.
 ‘I’m sure about that, Miller’ she said.

 The whole hall went silent. No one had ever seen Miller the Killer that 
calm. But the shocked face was quickly replaced by scared faces when Miller 
started shouting: ‘What is everybody looking at?’
 The next day Miller and Rachel were called to the principal’s office. Mill-
er was announced that he will be tutored in math by Rachel. She didn’t seem to 
have any reaction, but Miller tried to act all sad and mad, but everybody knew 
on the inside he wasn’t feeling like that.
 Weeks of him being tutored passed away and he seemed to enjoy it and 
he was a whole different person around her. On the halls he would still bully 
her, but she always just didn’t care and would laugh.
 She would always ask him in the middle of tutoring about his life as a 
bully, but he would always avoid the subject. Until one day when she asked 
about family, he decided it was time to open about his family issues because he 
thought maybe he will feel better after it. He told her everything about his dad

The huge change

By Daria C. from class 6B

who is a verbal abuser and while doing the explaining he realised that was the 
reason he bullied people because most of the bullies turn into bullies after they 
get bullied by somebody else. So, he gave her the reason why the thinks he acts 
like a bully, and she was in shock. She would’ve never thought of such a de-
pressing reason for his behaviour. Good thing she was a great therapist kind of 
friend, so she gave him the best advice. He got so emotional he started tearing 
up. Rachel was completely surprised but she comforted him and hugged him. 
 From that day on Miller slowly started to change into a better person. 
He was best friends with Rachel and everyone, step – by – step, started liking 
Miller. Word spreads fast in High Village Middle School so everybody found 
out about Miller’s problem at home. No one expected that or the fact that The 
Miller the Killer teared up, but they were all there for him. Everything was go-
ing perfect for Miller. Life was perfect.
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 Dear Mrs Linda Walker,

 I am writing you to complain about the conditions in 
which you keep teenagers at C.G.L. This must stop now! 
First of all, we are totally against the punishment of digging 
holes and not giving to the teenagers enough water to drink.  
 I understand that this is a juvenile centre, but you need 
to educate these teenagers, and not to ask them to dig holes 
because you want to find a treasure.
 Second of all, with the money that the State gave to you, 
you must teach them how to behave better in society. You need 
to hire teachers, buy books, pens and make a progress track-
ing report. You also have to pay for teachers’ transportation. 
 If you do not make these changes, C.G.L. will be closed 
and you will be arrested. However, if you make these changes, 
C.G.L. will continue to function as juvenile centre and you 
will be in freedom but monitored closely.
 I look forward to hearing from you!

Your sincerely,
Mr. Calin Tecuceanu
Head of UNICEF USA

 Dear Ms Linda Walker,

 I am writing to complain about the  inhumane condi-
tions at Camp Green Lake. This must stop immediately! 
 First of all we are totally against the harsh conditions of 
working there regarding to the kids. You should give the poor 
children a break. They are working too much for their age. 
The only thing kids should worry about is school.      
 Second of all, we consider that showering for only 4 
minutes is an insufficient amount of time. The children there 
are washing with cold water. That is a disaster! You have to 
increase the time limit and make the water hot now!
 If this does not stop immediately,I will close Camp Green 
Lake forever, and the children will go back to school. You will 
go to jail! These problems are not acceptable!
 I look forward to hearing from you.

Yours sincerely,
Ms Rania Beloiu
Head of Save the Children
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 22nd June 2019

 Prepared for a picnic, I arrive at Băneasa Forest. The familiar woods are mar-
velous: the flourishing flowers are dainty in the soft, sweet, and subtle breeze; the 
oak trees are stretching their limbs, almost reaching the clear azure sky. More and 
more groups of people are lured into the lovely and relaxing forest. 
 There is a restaurant near the entrance where people can celebrate their im-
portant events. This day, a gorgeous couple - a bride and a groom - are victoriously 
smiling for a group photo. Dressed in elegant black tuxedos, with fine Swiss watch-
es on their wrists, the men, and the women - wearing stilettos, red flowing satin 
designer dresses with perfectly matched Swarovski jewelry - are arranged in three 
lines for the memorable photograph.  Everyone is smiling so truly, so euphorically 
at the camera. Cherishing the exquisite moments. Laughter fills the hot air of sum-
mer.
 As I pass the terrace of the restaurant, the fragrance of a multitude of flowers 
seizes all my senses: roses, gladiolus, agapanthuses, lisianthuses, lilies, daisies and 
dahlias. This remedy for the soul makes me dizzy, yet my vision becomes crystal 
clear. I glimpse again back at the people. They remind me of the flowers: dainty, and 
aloof like the daisies, yet extravagant, like a magenta lily in a bouquet full of white 
roses.  
 On the opposite side, there is a football court. Eight young boys are intensely 
playing football. It seems that they are all friends. “FOUL!”, they yell, tumbling and 
rumbling like rapid, young panthers. Then they form a circle – growling - and, sur-
prisingly fast, detangle the situation.
 In the park, kids are gliding down the metal slides, gleefully singing on the 
swings, playing hide and seek… Their pure joy is contagious: two families are play-
ing table-tennis, cheering when they win a point, and other people, of every age, are 
delighted by a chess competition. The park creates a calming effect on me, as every 
single person seems to be blissful. Stepping on the cement drawings, my shoes be-
come saturated from the blue, green, pink and purple chalk.
 Finally, I entered the forest. The intense pounding of my heart is covered by 
the gorgeous melody sung by the hummingbirds. Nature has outdone itself: vivid, 
with some monarch butterflies that diaphanously enrich the view with color. Cu-
rious plants graciously sway in the soft breezes of summer. Tiny, red mushrooms 
glimmer in the sunshine. The scent of fresh moss and of raw wood hit me. 

The scent of fresh moss and of raw wood hit me. The aloof perfume of some wild-
flowers completes the atmosphere. 
 The forest is peaceful, stunning. Hypnotic. Heavenly. 

 2nd December 2020

 As if a gracious ballerina has suffered a broken leg dancing in the spectacle of 
her dreams, I arrive at the same forest. 
 After a vain attempt at snow yesterday, the bronze leaves are negligibly ly-
ing on the frozen, swampy mud. The scentless, bitter cold wind rustles the hollow 
branches of the monotonous trees. A pitiful, plain looking bird house lies crushed 
on the frigid ground. Resting on the path, shattered pieces of timber block one 
of the principal entrances into the forest, the aftermath of the past three days of 
storms.
 The void of the terrace is shocking. The battered, grim, clinging and clanking 
metal sign quivers in the merciless wind on the door of the restaurant. “Closed”. 
The abandoned building is engulfed in deafening silence.
 With my steps reverberating on the damp, dull pavement, I approach the 
football court. It’s occupied by just four middle-school boys. They are taking a 
break: disinfecting their hands. They spread out in the immense field and open 
their lunchboxes and eat a sandwich. The sadness in their eyes is perfectly visible: 
they cannot share anything.
 Yellow tape with black stop signs is scattered all over the swings, the seesaws 
and around the slides – the tape dances fiercely in the powerful wind. Teasing, 
toying like a Halloween goblin. A small family sits near the play area; no one else. 
Wearing puffy coats and assorted masks, only their eyes can be seen. 
 As I enter the forest, the sound of the wind rumbling the wretched remain-
ing leaves in the mud mingles with the horrifying buzz of a chainsaw cutting the 
decaying trees. At every corner, rotten trees and nasty looking mushrooms, with 
glistening textures are sinking in the deep mud. The stench of decomposed plants 
overwhelms my senses, leaving me with an acid- sour, repulsive taste.
 Far away, two girls are squabbling. One of them walks away. The other one 
remains still staring with shock at her best friend. Both seem so heartbroken, so 
remorseful. 
 Trembling, I sit down on a busted bench. The itchy wool sweater underneath 
the jacket, and the freezing cold irritate me.
 I recognize, deep in the mud, something blue. A mask recklessly tossed away.
 The chilly weather freezes my heart.
 Everything seems like a nightmare that you cannot wake from. 
 Hell.

Dream and Nightmare

By Mara C. from class 11
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Bird Land

There once was an eagle named Pep-
per. He lived in Bird land for over 
then 10 years, but he wanted to know 
more about the world. Knowing that 
his parents were going to be mad he 
decided to go on a crazy adventure 
that might risk his life. However, his 
plan was ruined by a big storm that he 
couldn’t handle, so he settled that the 
trip would take place on his 18th year 
old birthday.

Up was the bright sun in the dead-
ly hot morning on the 2nd of June. 
Therefore, this was the day when the 
eagle turned 18 years old. He woke 
up as fast as a fly and ran into the liv-
ing room to give his parents the grate 
news about his trip around the world. 
Shocked were the parents when they 
heard that he was going to live Bird 
land for some scary world full of mean 
people.

He promised his parents that he was 
going to come back in maximum one 
year, but now Pepper was 18 and he 
made his one decision. 

His first stop was Birdope or how peo-
ple call it Europe. The delighted bird 
wanted so bad to see the Eiffel Tow-
er, so he planned to go visit Paris. On 
his way he met a ridiculously fat pi-

geon. Tolled was the place were Pep-
per wanted to be, by the pigeon. The 
Eiffel Tower was not as he imagined, 
but much better and bigger. However, 
something bad happened, suddenly 
Pepper broke his wing. 

He fell and started crawling as a cat-
erpillar. Lucky that his friend, the pi-
geon, was flying around and managed 
to save him.

After this incident, he realized that 
this world was dangerous and Bird 
land was the best place to live. Offer-
ing pigeon to come to Bird land, the 
two birds become best friends and 
lived happily ever after.

By Ema B. from class 6A

The children found themselves 
stranded on this far-away planet, 
alone and hopeless.  They seemed 
confident and certain, but they were 
holding back their tears. It was a mat-
ter of time before they wouldn’t be 
able to pretend anymore.

So, they continued walking, without 
saying a word to each other, as they 
observed their surroundings. A misty 
fog was all around them, making it 
hard to see, but both of them could 
notice the dullness of the place. But 
suddenly, Emily broke the silence:

 ‘ What are we supposed to do now?’ 
she asked, her voice cracking up.
‘Well, there’s only one thing left to do, 
really.’ Nate said. ‘Keep going.’
‘But how? Mother’s back home, sick, 
and father’s left us here-‘
‘Father will come back for us. The 
cure for mother’s illness is here, I can 
feel it.’ Nate assured her.

Before they could even notice it, they 
were standing in front of a wide, 
circular entrance, leading to a stone 

tunnel. Then, the children looked at 
each other, and stepped on the cold, 
grey cobblestone.

Unexpectedly, the tunnel led to an 
even bigger room, which was surpris-
ingly empty. Or, so they thought it 
was.

In the middle of the icy, cold room 
there stood a little, meaningless 
stone. But it wasn’t meaningless for 
the children. It was the key to saving 
their mother, the Sacred Stone, which 
could have granted any wish!

Very excited, they both sprinted 
ahead and lunged for the stone. As 
they ran, an invisible force made 
them trip, and grabbed their atten-
tion.

‘Not so fast, children.’ said a voice 
from behind.

They turned around, extremely 
frightened. Behind them there stood 
a man.

A man with red eyes.

The Sacred Stone
By Mia O. from class 5A
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From former hero 

by Matei G. from class 6B

Noughts and Crosses
Character Profile: Sephy

 The back-up bomb squad quickly disarmed the bomb and we all 
surrounded the spies in their attempt of fleeing. After we tortured the 
living daylights out of them to get the information we desire we just 
executed them publicly. With the permission of the army, of course. 
That execution was the beginning. The beginning of what you ask? 
The beginning of a new era where Nazi Germany started to lose battles 
slowly until…poof. Nazi Germany is no more.

 I am Leo , a former marine sniper in Russia. I am 70 years old 
and are a millionaire.    
 A few months ago I was sent in Russia for a mission as a sniper 
to supervise the entrance of a building that was supposedly where a 
Nazi attack was going to happen. Then, I saw the first person go inside 
of the building. It was a tall man in a blue t-shirt and jeans. He was 
also very pale. When he came out of the building he seemed good and 
had an old luggage with him. I figured he moved out and wanted to 
get some old things. I asked the inside team if they searched him and 
I heard a distorted “yes” through the radio.
 After a long day of watching people go in and out of the building 
and continuously asking the inside team if they searched the person 
and constantly hearing a distorted “yes” over and over again I had a 
moment of breath and said to myself that it was surprising how many 
people come in and out of buildings like these for various reasons like: 
getting old things, delivering stuff, even going home. Well, you can’t 
really say that for this type of building. It’s not an abandoned building 
if someone lives in it, right?
 Then I had to put on my night vision scope and after a while 
and I finally saw a suspicious person sneaking around. It’s only logical 
to do a dangerous bomb-planting mission in the dark. I immediately 
alerted the inside team of the person sneaking around. That’s when the 
bomb squad does it’s part. We notified it in an instant and the moment 
the inside team started to search the man the bomb squad went on a 
killing spree.
 Good thing I was there. Or, more like the WWI and soon to be 
WWII veteran Leo, who saves the day. I activated my sniping skills 
and shot every Nazi dead.  Turns out, the bomb squad were spies sent 
by Germany to help the man plant the bomb. He did plant it but our 
general wanted to recruit those young spies so Germany would think 
they won but he also hired a bomb squad made out of entirely WWI 
veterans so there’d be no betrayal from the back-up bomb squad.

Persephone Mira Hadley, known as Sephy, is a Cross (dark skinned). 
She is the daughter of Jasmine Hadley and Kamal Hadley and younger 
sister of Minerva Hadley (Minnie). 
Sephy’s best friend Callum McGregor is a Nought (fair skinned). Their 
opposite lives and horrible fam-
ily decisions keep them far away 
from each other. They go through 
hard moments that can’t be for-
gotten. They have a child, Callie 
Rose McGregor-Hadley, but Cal-
lum is executed before the birth of 
their daughter.
Meggie McGregor, Callum’s moth-
er, has worked for Sephy’s family 
by taking care of the girls. Sephy 
and Callum grew up together and 
even when his mother got fired, 
they kept in touch by meeting 
each other at a private beach. Cal-
lum was accepted in Heathcroft 
High School, but he was severely 

By Anisia P. from class 8B



44 45

 Long ago, on an abandoned seashore, lied a little fishing cabin, where a 
seaman was preparing for the cold winter. Food supplies had been scarce, the 
sea was emptier than ever. 
 “It’s time to leave this place behind,” he thought. “but I’ll go on one last 
walk along the shore, for old times sakes. A breath of fresh never killed ‘no-
body.” 
 Morning mist engulfed the beach. Rabid waves hit the shore, persistently. 
“What an ugly morning, no wonder fish don’t like swimming ‘round here…” 
he muttered.
 Suddenly, from afar, he heared screaming that got louder as he approached 
the scene.
“Please, release me!” cried a mermaid as she was being carried by two men. 
“I’ve done nothing wrong!”
 “No!” one of the men growled. “Your tail will bring us a fortune! Quit 
struggling, you’re hurting me!”
 He couldn’t stand by and watch this unfold, he had to intervene. “Un-
hand her now! Have ye no mercy?!”
 “Stay outta this lad, we’re dirt poor, we gotta make meets end somehow…”
 “Alright, I will buy her from you, just name your price.” he said.
 After the transaction, the mermaid and the fisherman watched as the 
brutes left. “Thank you, how could I ever repay you for your kindness?” she 
said.
 “Well, please stay far away from the shores. Be careful, lass!” he replied. 
She nodded.
   “Take this as a token of my gratitude. Whenever you feel lonely, put this 
shell up to your ear and listen. I hope the sounds of the oceans waves will bring 
you comfort!” she said as she swam away.
 The fisherman took a good look at it and smiled. What a day, he will for-
ever cherish the mermaids gift!
 From that day forth, sea shells have become a symbol of friendship be-
tween land and sea. This is why you can hear the distant echoes of the ocean in 

The Legend of The Sea Shell
by Sofia A. from class 8A

 It was a stormy night. I couldn’t sleep so, I decided to get a book and 
read. I went to the library and I found an old strange book. I don’t think I’ve 
seen it before or I was just sleepy. I got it out and read the title” How to tess-
er.”I opened the book and started reading. The first page sounded like this: 
”Tessering is a very dangerous power. To be used in only special occasions. 
You need to tell the book on which planet you want to go on. Go to the next 
page and write the name of the planet you want to go on”. Interesting, I said 
to myself. I went to the next page and wrote the planet Aba.
 Suddenly, I started seeing dark and I was moving at very fast speed. 
After minutes of unimaginable pain, I finally arrived on the planet Aba.I was 
amazed, but it was just a gold desert. Just sand and a powerful sun was shin-
ing at me. The sky was red. And a hot air blew in my eyes. I had this map in 
my hand with the planet. From a distance the planet had rings. And its co-
lour was a brownish, yellow. I even got some kind of and envelope sounded 
like this:” Stop the aba army”. I was really confused. But in the far distance I 
saw it.The Aba army. They were trying to attach Earth.
 I went really fast in one 
of the spaceships and waited 
for them to get to Earth. But 
what they didn’t know is that 
I was on the main spaceship. I 
cut all the power and now we 
are all stuck in space. Being on 
the mane spaceship the pow-
er was still on. They returned 
back. I jumped off got some 
food supplies and ran in a 
cave. I am still hiding. Please, 
send help.

Aba
by Luca I. from class 5B
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 The rain had begun. Luis had been playing on the field when he heard 
the loud, deafening thunder. It was followed by a dazzling lightning that struck 
him to the ground. Even though it didn’t
hit him, he was in terrible pain. That was the beginning of a deadly hurricane.
 Trying hard, Luis advanced against the wind, desperately looking for a 
shelter. He could vaguely see an abandoned house in the distance. Luis knew 
that it was his last chance to survive the winds and storms.As he reached the 
entrance of the old and filthy house, he slammed the rotten door behind him.  
He was breathing heavily. 
 He began to look desperately for a door that led to any underground 
room, so that he could wait in safety for the hurricane to end. There was no 
sign of a basement, though. Luis decided to give up searching and tuck himself 
in a corner of a wall when he fell straight through a trap on the floor. 
 He didn’t fall all the way down. He landed on a step. It looked like an 
infinite staircase that led into the dark world from the underground. He hesi-
tated. His gut feeling pushed him to move forward. He was petrified. His legs 
were shaking violently, but he determined himself to continue going down, 
thinking he could prove to himself that he is fearless. He instantly thought 
of what might be there. A secret tunnel? Maybe. An ancient room filled with 
gold? Possibly. A wormhole to another world? Conceivably. He could feel the 
humidity crawl through his veins. His eyes started watering uncontrollably. 
 And there it was. A cave. The most basic thing you can find underground, 
or so he thought. He opened his eyes wide. Was he delusional? A phantasma-
gorical lake stretched as far as his eyes could see in the murk. He smiled. It 
was alluring. The water was an immaculate blue. Something floating in the 
distance caught his attention. It was madly approaching him, like a whirlwind. 
He caught it with his bare hands. It was a powerful object. It was genuinely 
shiny. “A star!” Luis shouted. His echo was terrifying. He was absorbed by its 
beauty. He couldn’t leave it behind. Without any second thoughts, he tucked 
the star tight in his chest and ran up the stairs. As he looked behind, the stairs 
were disappearing, leaving the cave down in the in the dark. It was magical! It 
was astonishing!

 He closed the trap, making a tumultuous noise. He squeezed the star so 
hard that his palms bruised. He felt overwhelmingly blown by the star’s se-
ductive beauty. He felt tiny compared to the star. He felt as if the star stole all 
his braveness, leaving only an innocent and fearful boy. He chuckled softly. 
“What a star!” he thought. “It must really be something rare, unique maybe.” 
He pressed his frozen cheek to the star. 
 ‘No!” he cried. The dangerous winds shattered the windows into million 
pieces. Luis was thrown to the ground. His face was bleeding profusely.  He 
stretched out his filthy hand and reached for the star. When he touched it, he 
felt as if all the pain had gone away. He touched himself. There was no sign of 
blood and the scorching bruises had completely vanished. He stopped. “What 
was that?” he roared. “What are you actually?”. He was overwhelmed. 
 That’s when he knew that this star was given with a purpose. He realised 
that it was a healing star, like the ones he had only heard in fairy-tale books. 
He sighed. The purpose was painful. His country was at war, and this star 
could save so many lives! 
 He grabbed it quickly. He didn’t want to keep it for himself, or only for 
his country. He stepped out of the house. He kissed the star and threw it high 
in the sky. The star lit up beautifully. The hurricane stopped at the same mo-
ment. “Oh, I should’ve thought.” he laughed.
 A healing star was the kind of star that once thrown in the air, it turned 
the dystopian world into an utopian one. It stopped everything. War stopped. 
The hurricane stopped. Time stopped.

Time stopped

by Anita P. from class 7B



48 49

Geography
Projects



50 51



52 53



54 55



56 57



58 59



60 61



62 63

It was a cold, autumn evening. The restless trees were dancing cha-
otically in the powerful wind. I was in the neatly organized kitch-
en, finishing my bowl of cereal, when the doorbell rang once more. 
I didn’t bother to go and check who or what it was, because I knew 
that it was another letter, another uninspired threat. I tried ignor-
ing them and moving on with my life, but that didn’t work. Even 
though, as a child, I used to consider myself a coward, I had never 
felt as scared as I felt then.
Going towards the front door, I quickly snatched the baseball bat 
that was laying in the umbrella stand. At that point, I couldn’t pos-
sibly know what was hiding in the hallway, so I needed to make 
sure that I wasn’t totally vulnerable. I slowly unlocked the door, 
and, moving hastily, I grabbed the letter and shut the door behind 
me. I let out a sigh. I opened it, ripping apart the red wax which 
was carefully used to make sure that nobody else would open it. 
Below many hateful words, the same initials laid single-handedly. 
Nothing seemed to make it stand out- the handwriting was the 
same in every letter, beautiful and neat, and even the message was 
similar. When I went to throw in the trash can where the other 
notes were, a date caught my eye. At the end of the letter, before 
signing off, the anonymous person wrote down where and when 
I’d be able to meet up with him.
I perfectly knew that I had to do something about it. I couldn’t wait 
and see what would happen next if I left it alone, so I’ve decided to 
go. After a couple of hours of planning and brainstorming, I rapid-
ly got dressed, hid a weapon in my sock and one in my pocket, so 
that I could feel a bit safer, got my car keys and left the apartment. I 

walking towards the entrance, I reached for my weapon. I was all 
alone in the middle of nowhere, about to meet someone that want-
ed me dead with only a small knife and a crowbar there to protect 
me. I couldn’t even imagine why I chose to go there in the first 
place. I knew it was a bad idea, of course. Unfortunately, I couldn’t 
turn back time, so I went in.
I couldn’t see a thing. There was an awful smell of gasoline and 
rubbish, accompanied by a terribly low temperature. “Hello? Is 
anyone here?” I asked terrified. I heard someone walking in the 
other corner of the room. I clutched onto the small knife in my 
pocket. “Who’s there?” I ask again. I was so tempted to run out that 
door and never look back, but a part of me wanted to find out who 
it was. “Hello, sister.” A male voice came from across the room. I 
suddenly froze. My worst nightmare became true. 

The letters

by Carla  S. from class 7B
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 The young girl rose from her seat. She tied her platinum hair in a pony-
tail and exhaled deeply. Her petite hand brushed the besmirched wall of the 
tower, like it had done many times before. Her bare feet padded down the 
spiral staircase and the long train of her nightgown flew behind her. Peeking 
from behind the decrepit dark oak doors she exited the castle. As she entered 
the shadowy forest, the fresh pine smell flooded her senses and the cold night 
breeze sent shivers down her spine.
 The leaves swished under her feet and the sounds of the forest made her 
walk quicker, at an unhesitating pace. Her breath was visible, like a silvery 
smoke exiting her nostrils. Suddenly, a frozen hand touched her speckled 
shoulder and she gasped, turning around. The girl met a mischievous smile 
and a pair of icy blue eyes, much like hers. Rolling her eyes at her brother’s 
childishness she raised an eyebrow, wondering what he was up to. ‘Good day, 
sister dear, how are you on this wonderous night? Lovely place to meet, right 
Juliette?’. His smile had fully grown into a grin by the time he was finished, and 
Juliette tried to deduce why he summoned her in the middle of nowhere.
 Turning promptly on his heels, her brother, Marcos, harshly grasped 
her wrist and hurriedly pushed her in the dark void of the woods. ‘What in 
the name of the Gods are you doing?’, Juliette questioned. The young man 
just continued to pull her deeper and deeper into the forest. Running into the 
woods, with her hair flying backwards, the pitch-black shadows, and the snap-
py branches scratching her face felt like rushing into battle, with the sword 
drawn. Suddenly, her brother stopped. Panting heavily, Juliette looked down 
only to see an inklike canyon going on endlessly.
 Looking back at Marcos in confusion, only to see two teary eyes staring 
back at her. ‘I’m sorry, they said I had to do this’. And with those words he 
pushed her in the never-ending graveyard of shadows. Keeping her eyes shut, 
the girl fell. The fall felt longer than it was, but Juliette could swear that she 
heard a small voice at the back of her head saying that someone will catch her, 
and someone did.

The fall
By Carla A. from class 7A

 The wind was howling as Victoria was standing there, looking at the mys-
terious envelope. Rain poured down with what seemed to be infinite drops 
onto her tiny bedroom window. Her heart was pounding heavily while she was 
staring at the bloody red wax that sealed the letter.
 She knew it was for her, but she didn’t want to open it. She swore she 
could hear knocks on her front door, and as afraid as she as, Victoria opened 
the letter. It was the most beautiful handwriting she had ever seen in her life, 
every letter was curved perfectly, everything tilted towards the right side. The 
paper seemed old, ancient. It felt like it was about to crumble in her hands any 
second. Victoria stopped being distracted and read the letter, whispering. A 
whisper she could barely hear. There was an address, a date, a time and her 
name at the end of it. Why wasn’t there a signature? Who was it from?
 She couldn’t go there. It wouldn’t be safe. But Victoria was curious. What 
if she missed an opportunity she could never get back? The possibilities were 
endless. Anything could happen: good, bad, perfect, dangerous. She had to do 
it, wether she was risking her life or not. So she got up in her little red, rusty 
car and drove off into the unknown. The rain stopped, suddenly, as she started 
getting far away from the city. It seemed like the world left her all alone. With 
her window down and the foggy surroundings her long red hair was flying like 
a swallow into the endless clouds. Finally she saw a little barn on the side of the 
road. 
 Victoria got out of the car, holding her breath. She slowly and silently 
started walking towards the steps leading to the front door, which seemed to 
be tilted inwards. The wooden boards creaked as she climbed up to the un-
steady patio where she picked up a white rose with a tag on it: ‘Enter, Victoria.’, 
it said. Smelling the fragrance of the flower, without knocking, she followed 
the instructions, entering. Many unknown people were standing inside, in 
the dark, chanting her name louder and louder every time, and once they all 
stopped and stood up looking at her, she knew it was time to run.
 As fast as she could she started pulling on her car’s door handle, but it all 
went dark. Still slightly conscious, all she could remember was the rose that 
fell on the ground near her and the perfect smell, such a perfect smell…

The rose
By Tania B. from class 7B
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 The tops of the towering buildings reflect in the cobalt blue ocean, where 
a copper leaf floats. Reluctantly, the sun comes out from behind the horizon. 
Lazily, into the vast bay, the porcelain white boats drift on and on. The sudden 
sound of an engine excites the water, producing a bubbly froth. Within a mat-
ter of seconds, an entire city arises.
 From behind the sky-high buildings comes a vivacity provoked by the 
now awake citizens. I can feel it. Sirens, car horns and construction sites echo 
between the streets. The people heading down Park Avenue, on their way to-
wards business centres are all adorned in thick coats and steamed glasses while 
making their way through the atrocious traffic and into their office. The sun 
has made its way onto the sky and looks down with a tranquil gaze, accompa-
nied by a thick layer of dusty clouds. Between all the straight-faced individu-
als, one couple stands out. The man, apart from the rest, has a hefty smile on 
his face. The woman, dressed in a light-beige tailcoat made of fine cashmere 
walks in front of him. They stand in line to enter the Empire State Building 
in front of me. At the 86th floor, I lay my eyes on the hundreds of buildings 
that compose a maze and the people who walk through it. They all seem to be 
heading hypnotized towards some glistening lights coming from miles away, 
much like rats in a race for cheese. Times Square. Infinite rows of neon-lit pan-
els can almost blind if looked at for too long. A sea of people succumbs to the 
surrounding advertising and head towards the shops.
 I choose to take a step back from all the fuss and noise pollution and find 
myself in a mesmerizing fairy tale land. The light wind whistles through the 
squeaky branches of the aged trees, making the thousands of gold and bronze 
leaves rustle. This creates an astonishing symphony that echoes through the 
entire Central Park. The only other thing disturbing the peace is the sound of 
skateboard wheels riding the cracked asphalt. An ear-splitting car horn aris-
es. While everything comes to a stop for me, pedestrians remain unbothered. 
Some continue walking while the joggers make their way through piles of 
light-brown frond.
 As the sun begins to descend, it slips some of the color from his palette 
in between the cracks of two buildings. The cold concrete stained by cigarette 
butts and broken glass which hid all day behind the tall buildings, now finally 
receives light. 

Entire avenues slowly get saturated with apricot orange and  shades of daffodil 
yellow.
 On the other side, while waiting for the tableau to be finished, the moon 
rises among millions of pocket-sized, gleaming dots. They signal to the city 
that the nightlife has begun. In a swift moment, the dark city gets lit up by 
thousands of office buildings, where people are still working. Glancing at the 
skyline, it is almost as if the city puts on a grand light show, much like a skilled 
magician showing off an entire galaxy mirroring on the calm water, bothered 
from time to time by a narrow boat filled with tourists who take pictures. 
 After the boat passes, the blurry red and yellow neon sign reflecting on 
the water becomes readable. “The Hudson”. I turn around and face a welcom-
ing restaurant with big windows on both sides of the front entrance, over-
looked by a dim light coming from a rusty lamp post. I walk towards the right 
window and lightly press my red nose on it to look inside. A wondrous feast is 
taking place. Trays with turkeys covered in gravy surrounded by sweet pota-
toes are being brought in by the waiters dressed in custom made Italian suits. 
Everyone’s face lights up as soon as the food is being placed on their table. I 
am not hungry, yet the marvellous smells lure me in. I wipe the window coated 
in steam and decide to head inside. From a small table next to the entrance, I 
watch how the darkness slowly conquers the coral pink sky. As time progresses 
and the car horns start to lose their firmness, the city drifts into sleep on a tide 
of euphoria.

By Sisak T. from class 10

New York
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 Dear Ms. Linda Walker,

 I am writing on behalf of Child Protective Service USA 
to complain about the awful conditions in which you keep 
teenagers at Camp Green Lake. This must stop immediately!
 First of all, we are totally against the poor hygiene ser-
vices, for example the shower that is just four minutes long. 
From the Ministry of Education, Camp Green Lake receives 
plenty of funds. You should use the money to get objects need-
ed for the children’s care, not for your personal ambitions, for 
example finding the treasure. Invest the funds in water instal-
lations! The kids can get sick because of the cold water and 
this is not how a juvenile looks like.
 Second of all, we also consider that the harsh condi-
tions are inhumane for the children. They are working a lot 
in temperatures that are immensely high, without an accept-
able amount of water and food needed. Find resources and 
get them now! The teenagers need good nutrition.
 In two weeks, at Camp Green Lake, will be an inspection 
and if we do not see a difference, you will be arrested and your 
juvenile will close.
 I look forward to hearing from you.

Yours sincerely,
Mrs, Alexandra Lebit
Head of Child Protective Service USA

 
 Dear Ms. Linda Walker,

 I am writing on behalf of National Association To Pro-
tect Children to complain about the inhumane conditions in 
which you keep teenagers at Camp Green Lake. We would be 
grateful if this would stop, or else there would be consequenc-
es!
 First, we are totally against the kids having to dig in the 
hot sun all day for your personal ambitions – finding the trea-
sure. That is child exploitation, not education. You should stop 
using kids for your needs and start educating them. At the 
end of the day, they are there for a reason so a juvenile center 
should teach them to stop doing bad things and digging holes 
all day does not teach them that.
 Second, we do not agree with the scarcity of water and 
food. These two things are basic things that we need for our 
body health to stay alive an if the kids do not get enough of 
that they are not going to be able to live a healthy life. We ex-
pect you to have enough money to give these kids what they 
need as we send more than enough money for you to afford 
to buy a proper amount of food and water. You must start in-
vesting more of the money you are sent in the kids’ needs and 
less in your unnecessary personal desires.
 If this does not stop, we will expect you in the court of 
justice and Camp Green Lake will be closed.
 I look forward to hearing from you.

Your sincerely,
Chivulescu Daria
Head of National Association To Protect Children
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 Ako didn’t like going to school. Not a single bit. In fact, every 
day spent in that torture chamber was a living hell. Her grades were 
terrible, she wasn’t even close to being a model student. The teachers 
didn’t like her either, their classes were boring, but what she hated 
most were the other kids. The other students would usually call her 
“stupid goth” or “freak”. She never understood why the others were so 
cruel to her just because of her interests and the way she dressed, but 
I guess people in the 90’s weren’t exactly interested in ghost hunts and 
paranormal phenomena
 Ako usually spent her time researching paranormal activity. She 
was sure that it existed, well… almost sure. When she was little she 
often found herself talking to a ghost. She remembered the ghost’s 
appearance very clearly, its empty eyes and an emotionless face. All 
she needed was just a little bit of proof! Just a bit of evidence and the 
bullying would stop.
 One night, Ako snuck out of her house and knocked on the next 
door. A tall and skinny girl showed up at the entrance. She didn’t look 
like the type of person to smile a lot, or even at all in general. It re-
minded her of the ghost she used to talk to. Her name was Cora. “Hi 
Cora! Are you up for a ghost hunt? I heard that there have been some 
weird sounds and screams coming from the abandoned house in the 
neighborhood located a few blocks from ours.” Ako’s friend didn’t re-
ally have any interests. But despite that, she enjoyed spending time 
with her. “Yeah, whatever. Let’s go.”
 Before they knew it, the two girls were standing in front of the old home. 
It didn’t have a roof, and the windows were nowhere to be seen. Sometimes 
Ako wondered who used to live there. Suddenly, she felt chills down her spine. 
In the blink of an eye, Cora was being held tight in the air by a long and spiky 
arm. It was a witch, an evil, evil witch, but this witch isn’t like the ones you see 
in cartoons and anime. It was terrifying. 

It looked like anything else but human, with its horrible dog skull mask 
and its worn out vape. Ako froze in fear, she didn’t know what to do 
and Cora’s face was slowly turning purple. “A-Ako! Take a picture and 
run away!” She yelled. Ako knew that this was her only chance, so she 
grabbed the camera, took a picture and ran as fast as she could. 
 “The goth is trying to prove that ghosts are real again? Pathetic.” 
The next day wasn’t any better, in fact, it was even worse. She hung 
several copies of the picture on the school walls. The proof was right 
there! Why couldn’t anyone see it? All she ever wanted was to be left 
alone. She felt a cold tear run down her left cheek. “Wait, Ako… what’s 
that white thing floating in the air?” “What white thing? Wait, it can’t 
be… it’s a ghost..! I finally found it! But this doesn’t make any sense..” 
The so-called ghost was actually Cora. That’s why she looked like the 
ghost she used to talk to, she was the ghost itself. After Ako proved the 
whole school wrong, she even started her own ghost club.
 I’m sure the reader is a bit confused. “Where is Cora? Is she alive? 
Cora was the ghost all along?” Well.. Cora was nowhere to be found, 
and she isn’t dead since she’s already…well- dead. But stick around for 
another story and you might just find out more…

The Ghost in the Photograph

By Matilda R. from class 6B
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 Evelyn was preparing for sleep when a weird creature was 
looking at her from the window. She went to the bathroom to 
dress up and when she came back, she saw two eyes glinting in 
the darkness of the night. She was really scared and the only thing 
that she was thinking about was to tell her parents about it. Un-
fortunately, she remembered that they were on their first vaca-
tion alone, without their children because they said they needed 
a break, so she and her brothers were left with their grandmother. 
 Her elder brothers were out at a party that evening and her 
grandmother, Julie, was at the supermarket to buy some fruits be-
cause she wanted to bake a pie for her nephews. There was noth-
ing left to do so she burst into the living room with the thought 
that she would stay there until her grandmother returned but she 
fell asleep.
 It was 3 o’clock in the night, 
and Evelyn would have liked to go 
to sleep next to her grandmother, 
but when she had climbed the 
stairs, she saw in her room a weird 
creature by her bed. This time, 
unfortunately, the thing ran and 
hid in the open closet beside the 
girl’s desk. After she saw that, she 
wanted so badly to touch it and of 
course, to know what it was. Eve-
lyn ran into her grandma’s bed 

and fell asleep immediately. The next day in the morning, some-
thing was strange. Her parents were back home from their 
trip. 
 Evelyn wanted to tell her parents what happened last night, 
but she was afraid that they thought she was lying. She returned 
to her room, crying. After a short time, that creature heard her 
and wanted to ask her why she was upset but then, Evelyn’s sister 
came into the room and tried 
to reassure her. Fortunately, she didn’t see the little thing and af-
ter she talked with Evelyn, she left the room. Evelyn had been a 
little quiet, but of course, she had not told her sister of all that 
had happened a night before. She was too scared to know she 
wouldn’t believe it anyway. The creature took his head out from 
the door behind the wardrobe, and Evelyn saw him. To his sur-
prise, Evelyn tried to talk to him, but he could not understand it. 
Evelyn told him to come next to her and he did exactly what she 
told him to do. When she saw him, she was shocked because it 
was much different from what she had imagined. He had 2 little 
dark eyes and a pretty smile. His skin was light brown and he had 
wrinkles.  She was curious about how old he was and he was 8 
years old. Both decided to call him Bailey, which seemed to be a 
nice name for the creature.
 She started to like Bailey because he behaved very nicely with 
her and decided to keep the secret for a while for themselves. In 
time they started to become more attached to each other and 
they were very good friends. Because Evelyn wanted to show her 
parents that she wasn’t lying, after a while, she decided to go pub-
lic and prepare him for her family meeting. At first, her parents 
were in shock. The best part is that they didn’t want to take him 
away from her and then they started to like him. They became a 
happy family in the end.

The Weird Creature
By Maria G. from class 6A
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In Grade 3 Mini BNC, students have 
been reading the Black Queen and do-
ing some activities related to the book. 
Here, Irina Badiu from 3B has written a 
newspaper article and Maria Pogurski 

has made a comic strip.

Born To Run
Character Profile: The Dog (Best Mate/Brighteyes/Paddywack)

By Anastasia P.  from class 4B
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 So many things cannot be explained in 
this strange world we live in. We try to 
understand them but human nature’s 
an unreal term, with no clear defini-
tion. 

 Amareta Blanche, a detective with fiery, 
wavy hair and grave, green eyes, sat si-
lently, in her dark room, as silent as the 
grave. Suddenly, she heard a gunshot, 
a woman’s scream followed by a deadly 
silence. Amareta ran in despair, heard 
a car backfire, glass shattered all about 
and a slender woman being taken away 
by an ambulance. The detective asked 
the policemen if they’d found anything 
and they gave her a navy suitcase. The 
fabric it was made from was broken, as 
if it had been ripped apart, by spiteful 
fingers.

Firstly, she got a cab to St. John’s, a hos-
pital downtown and was shown to a 
spotless, white room where a slender 
silhouette lay, the victim whose hus-
band had been shot at the wheel. The 
detective believed the murderer had 
been hidden in the fabric suitcase, she 
found Mrs. Valiente too frail and loving 
to have done the unthinkable. ‘’I know 
who did it, dear. There’s no need for 
you to keep on investigating, though I 
know you will anyway’’ she whispered. 
Amareta showed her the suitcase with 
no hesitation and the woman didn’t 
recognize it. Amareta wanted to ask 

her more questions, but a nurse rushed 
her out of the room and she shyly asked 
if Mrs. Valiente had mentioned anyone 
who she considered to be an enemy. 
The nurse said her patient had men-
tioned a certain Mr. Wells who was 
her husband’s fierce science rival and 
Amareta jumped into a cab and left for 
the Wells’ residence but the house was 
as empty as a bird’s nest in December. 
A letter had been left behind however 
and the detective picked it up, curious 
as to what it might be. 

‘’This letter has certainly been due a 
long time but I hadn’t found the cour-
age to write it, Ida. A month ago, I found 
out my husband was being poisoned 
and you know I love my husband more 
than anything in this world, I wanted 
to protect him as much as I could. I 
predicted it was Mr. Valiente who did 
the deed and I hid in the back of his car, 
waited there for some time without re-
ally knowing why. It was me, I was the 
one who left traces in the fabric, I’m the 
reason you’ve become a widow, because 
I wanted my husband to stay alive. 

Written by Fiona Eva Wells.

I sincerely apologise, 
Dear Iva ‘’
 Amareta looked around and thought. 
‘’Love is not a crime, only this time, 
maybe it was’’.

Love is not a crime
By Daria C. from class 6A

Robin was running breathlessly in 
the corn maze, not wanting to lose 
another round of Hide N’ Seek. The 
adrenaline was rushing in his veins, 
the golden colours of the corn that 
had not been harvested yet could be 
seen merging into two endless rows 
and the eerie scarecrows were smil-
ing awkwardly at him. That was un-
til the seeker couldn’t be heard any-
more. 

He had stopped to catch his breath, 
but looking up with horror in his 
eyes, he couldn’t believe what he had 
stumbled upon. Facing him right 
now, was what looked like a festival, 
not one for humans, but for creatures 
seen only in movies. Scarecrows, 
people with pumpkin heads, skele-
tons, zombies and werewolves were 
all staring at the boy. They were all  
dancing to  jazz music being played 
by a group of ghosts, just a tad out of 
sync. Food was laid out nicely on ta-
bles crafted out of hay and a sign on 
which the words “Festival of the Liv-
ing Dead” were written neatly was 
standing next to Robin. 

The boy was now intrigued by the 
gathering. Suddenly, a rather raspy 
voice was heard. “Someone get this 
young lad a drink!” said the stranger, 

who turned out to be a nice skeleton. 
Eventually,  Robin was greeted by ev-
eryone and handed a ghastly drink he 
didn’t even want to look at. Suddenly, 
the music turned into a vibrant folk-
lore, everyone joined hands, spin-
ning around, then doing a simple 
set of footwork. Robin was dancing 
as well, hand in hand with a scare-
crow, following the dance moves step 
by step, enjoying himself to the full-
est. Although he had forgotten about 
himself, the boy remembered about 
the game and that his friends were 
probably worried sick about him, so, 
although it was saddening, he had to 
say goodbye to his new mates, know-
ing that he would never see them 
again. 

After he had finally got out of the 
maze, he saw the seeker laying flat-
ly against a wall, counting. He then 
turned around and frowned when he 
saw Robin, claiming that the purpose 
of the game was to hide from him, 
not just stand there. Confused, Rob-
in was left astonished. From the sec-
ond of his disappearance until now, 
time had frozen.

The secret of the corn maze
By Iulia G. from class 7B
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          On my left is placed a magnificent old oak tree. It has roots one meter 
wide and branches thicker than my legs. It’s tall and sturdy, covered in mark-
ings such as hearts made by young couples in love or careless lines carved by 
children. Its bark tells the stories of the people that have come and gone for 
hundreds of years. The bark feels rough and cold to the touch, but the tree 
itself appears familiar and warm. It has a welcoming aura, just like the rest of 
the forest surrounding me. I step deeper into the dark woods, further into the 
mysteries.
          The ground underneath the trees is covered in delicate needles, all dusty 
beige, that serve as an icy, soft blanket for all the creatures that step on it. The 
ground is covered in a rug of soft fallen leaves, the sound of crackling fire ris-
ing to my ears. With every step I take, the ground rumbles under me, almost 
like a fragile thunder. The wind is playing with the shape of nature, picking up 
the stray needles and blowing them around the forest, creating detailed shapes 
and forms, almost as if it’s raining wooden lightning.
          The leaves are rusty, pale yellows and beiges, sparrow browns and straw-
berry reds, the trees becoming a canvas of autumn. I am standing in a sea of 
gold, breathing the cold sharp air blown away by the wind, along with the fall-
en leaves. I sail through the waves of leaves and bushes around me, as I walk, I 
see a patch of mushrooms similar to the froth of the ocean. Small animals are 
rummaging through the ground and grass around me, making noises like a 
boat pushing through water. The birds that haven’t left for the warm countries 
are singing songs of freedom up high in their nests, surrounded by warmth 
and peace. I feel like a sailor navigating through a sea of fire with nothing but 
the musical sound of the wind and the lost whistles of the birds to accompany 
me.

I look up towards the end of an oak tree that is somewhere in the sky. I cannot 
reach its top branches with my eyes, but above me the trees are bending, as if 
shielding me from the clouds. With the sky covered by branches and leaves, 
the inside of the forest looks like an enormous royal room. The copper colors 
of the leaves resemble great velvet curtains hanging from the ceiling of nature’s 
home. I am inside an autumn castle with fireflies as the flickering lights of can-
dles. Silent sounds emerge from the trees. The sun is setting now, and velvet 
oranges make their way inside the room. 
          The breeze feels icy to my skin and the cold of the air sets a rusty taste 
in my mouth. The thin material of my raven-colored scarf flows behind me 
in the air, sometimes a blown away leaf hangs onto it for a few seconds before 
being thrown away into the abyss of the forest once again. I step further inside 
this room of mythical treasures that is the woods. There are trees covered in 
mushrooms of endless colors (ghost white, robin orange, sunflower yellow, 
deep ivory) and moss all around the carelessly spread rocks. A lone crow flows 
through the air, passing by me and further into the shadows. Sometimes a ray 
of the dying sun shines against its glimmering coal feathers, sending shim-
mers of light through the trees.
          It’s been raining fiery colors in the forest since the coming of the cold 
season and I’ve never enjoyed it as much. I lie on the cold surface beneath my 
body and stare up into the sky. My eyes never reached beyond the navy-blue 
shield and the froth-colored wavy clouds, but I don’t feel the need to see past it 
anymore. The leaves are tumbling down in a mess of scarlet, chestnut and am-
ber, covering the icy ground. A bird’s cry is blown away with the wind carrying 
unspoken secrets along with it, and I lie asleep listening to its song.

An Autumn Forest
By Ana C. from class 9
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 Back in the days, thousands of years ago, the first samurai was born, Kayoto 
Totomayasi. He lived in a Japanese village in the mountains, called the “the peace 
village’’ both by the explorers and the people who lived there. There was no fight 
at all in that village since it was constructed, till 3 days after Kayoto was born.
 One community of people that didn’t have a village attacked the peaceful 
village and killed Kayoto’s father, along with many other villagers. 5 years later, 
Kayoto grew up and made friends. Nobody that lived in the village talked about 
that horrible day, called “the black day”. Now, the village was training an army 
so, if someone attacked the village again, it wouldn’t happen as it did 5 years ago. 
Kayoto and his friends could see men training for the army everyday while they 
were playing. All of them thought that the army was fantastic, besides Kayoto. 
He wanted his own army of brave men…the army of Samurai. He decided to call 
it like that because his father’s name was Samurai.
 15 years after the black day, Kayoto Totomayasi became the world’s first sa-
murai. He trained week after week, day after day, hour after hour. He could break 
any wooden plank with his hand, he could fight several people at the same time, 
and he could shoot right in the middle of the target with an arrow while riding 
the fastest horse in the village.
 At the age of 16, he kissed his mother, said goodbye to his friends and left 
the peaceful village. after days of walking through the forest, he found an aban-
doned old Japanese temple. Kayoto stepped forward the peculiar temple, he was 
like a subtle mouse, crawling through the ruins. When he reached the temple, 
Kayoto decided to go and explore this mysterious setting, but as he opened the 
door with a creak, some voices echoed in the large dining area, but they immedi-
ately faded away, since the people observed Kayoto. and remained silent. Kayoto 
stood there, glaring at the 2 “emperor” like people until he finally decided what 
should be done. “Good afternoon” Kayoto said, still trembling. The strange peo-
ple looked puzzled and came to him, but no talk to interact with him. They were 
just searching through his bag, and when they realised, he was from the peace-
ful village, they took a knife and stabbed him right in the middle of his beating 
heart.
 Before getting his knife out, they said: “We attacked you...” but Kayoto 
couldn’t hear the other part, as he had already passed on to the other world.

The story about the legendary 
By Tudor M. from class 5C
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 It was a dark and stormy night. I was laying on my bed, thoughtless, but 
suddenly I heard a loud noise coming from downstairs. My mind raced with 
thoughts: ”What is it?”, ”Should I be scared?” or ”Should I risk it and go inves-
tigate?”.
 I took a deep breath and went downstairs to see my cousin, Aslan, hold-
ing a kitchen knife! When he saw me he shook his head like he just snapped 
out of something.
  ”What were you doing?” I asked
  ”I don’t know. I must have been dreaming...”
  He seemed confused, but I didn’t think much of it, I just went to sleep.
  The next day, at breakfast, all of my family was acting differently. Me and 
my cousin decided to go to the little playground near my house, which was 
kind of broken. We sat down on the swings and talked:
  ”Isn’t it weird?”Aslan asked.
  ”Yes, everyone is acting nice...” but I didn’t want to say ”nice”. Something, 
or someone has stopped me from 
saying ”weird”. Then, out of the 
blue, a big black portal appeared 
in front of us, leaving a small tes-
seract behind. We wanted to inves-
tigate it better but, before we knew 
it, it sucked us in and we were off 
to a different world.
 I opened my eyes to see a 
field. I stood up and saw the bright 
colours of the grass and the perfect 
blue that was the sky. But some-
thing was off, it didn’t feel real, it 
felt like I could smash the ”sky” 
and run free. So I did, and I saw a 

a room filled with clocks. Then I remembered a game I used to play with Aslan 
and in the game a room of clocks was a really bad sign. I saw out of the corner 
of my eyes a silhouette. I didn’t see it clearly because it started chasing me, so I 
ran to the field and punched a hole in the plastic grass. I jumped through the 
hole and felt as if I was falling. I looked around and saw nothing but darkness, 
then, for a second, I caught a glimpse of the man. He was tall and slim and had 
a big hat covering one eye, but I didn’t get anything else, because I was off to 
Dreamland...
 I opened my eyes the second time, but now I was greated by Aslan shak-
ing me till I woke up. When he saw that I was, in fact, alive, he started telling 
me about his experience with the tall man.
  ”Where are we?”I asked.
  ”In Dreamland, I suppose,”he answered.
  ”How do you know?”
 He pointed at a big billboard that said ”Welcome to Dreamland”. I looked 
around and it did look like a dream, everything was a pale colour and there 
was a slight sound of people chatting.
 Out of thin air, a woman appeared in front of us talking about a speech 
that their king is going to give and then she disappeared. Everything was weird 
and it scared us, so we decided to go to the speech.
 When we arrived, we saw who the king was: the tall man who chased us. 
We were shaken. He was looking at the crowd and when he saw us he seemed 
surprised, then he just disappeared. We thought he was behind us, but a girl 
started to attack us, then a man, then a boy, until everyone was chasing us. The 
tall man was standing on the podium with an evil smile. We didn’t even think 
about looking back, we were absolutely terrified, so we just kept running and 
running and running, till we saw a button. It said ”Push this to wake up”. Aslan 
pushed it with no hesitation and for a second everything went blank.
 We found ourselves back on the broken swings. We looked at each other, 
surprised but relieved. Little did we know that it was just the beginning, the 
beginning of the end.

The Beginning of the End
By Elena S. from class 5C
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Sitting alone on the deck of the boat, I could see the shore where the 
dock  stretches over numerous kilometers. I could see so many eigh-
teenth century houses, with their colourful windows and just the 
thought that each and every window belongs to a different person liv-
ing their own life is overwhelming.
It is 6 O’Clock in the morning. The sun is barely coming out of hiding 
and the cold makes it feel as if it is still pitch dark outside. The sea’s 
breeze is violent, splashing water upon the boat as if there was a storm 
approaching, yet the weather is as clear as possible.
The boat is gently tilting from one side to another. You could see the 
movement clearly when looking at the tall, thin, metal mast swinging. 
Slowly, people are starting to wake up and the small town started 
coming to life. The blinds are lifted so that light can enter the houses.  
Bakeries and shops are changing their window signs,which are now 
saying “open’’. As they turned their ovens on, the sweet smell of dough 
and chocolate pastries spread through the town. Adults leave for work, 
while the children are grumpy, heading for school.
 From the deck I can see many boats. It’s like standing in a Turkish 
bazaar on a Sunday. One of them stands out: cobalt blue from top to 
bottom and the crew has matching uniforms with the colour of the 
boat. Another one is comparable to a cruise ship, due to its size. It was 
the most massive motor yacht I had ever seen. It must have at least 40 
crew members and engines powerful enough to propel a little village. 
It definitely was over 100 meters in length. The enormous boat has an 
inscription with “Monarch of the Seven Seas - Italy” on it. The yacht 
has tinted windows and a wooden deck. It’s lifeboat alone is enormous 
in comparison to the sailing boat I was sitting on.
By noon, the rain is making its appearance like a famous movie star. 

All the attention shifts to the rain. The rainwall caused the water to 
be still, like a lake. Surprisingly, the boat was standing more still than 
before. 
The villages are asleep once again. Every once in a while, a villager 
would pass running towards his typical colourful Italian house like a 
bird left behind by it’s flock. 
Although it was raining heavily, the atmosphere was joyful unlike a 
usual rainy day because the sun was shining and creating a colourful 
rainbow above the coast, making it seem less upsetting.
The rain only lasted for an hour. Afterwards, the water became clearer 
than before. The rainwater mixed with saltwater made the sea seem so 
clear, like a bunch of glass shards, through which I could see the bot-
tom. There are many marine creatures to be seen. One lobster seemed 
to be waving at me. There were many groups of colourful fish, a few of 
them resembling Nemo, from the notorious Disney Movie. One even 
formed the shape of a triangle while swimming towards the surface. 
Looking very closely, there were a bunch of crabs rotating around 
where the anchor of the ship met with the seafloor covered in silk-like 
golden sand. 
By this time, the village is once again joyful and alive. There were chil-
dren playing and people relaxing all around the vividly colored eigh-
teenth century buildings.

The Sea
By Eric S. from class 9
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