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Poliglota

Pourquoi vouloir écrire un sketch a ses éleves pour la féte des langues du lycée quand on sait que
la littérature francaise propose une multitude de textes de grande qualité ?

Tout d’abord pour les remercier de leur participation en classe et leur montrer qu’elle peut
déboucher, aussi, sur des activités ludiques. Ainsi, le texte « La récré » a germé dans ma téte
apres ’enthousiasme créé en classe par la question « Qui auriez-vous aimé étre ? ».

Ensuite parce que des textes qui touchent directement les étudiants, les rendent « acteurs en
classe», peuvent faire passer plus facilement certains « messages pédagogiques ». Cela est
évident dans le texte « La recette », un peu moins pour « La récré » et ses contenus linguistiques (
niveaux de langue), ses jeux de mots typiquement francais ( le bon appart’ de Napoléon), et ses
références a la culture francaise, d’ou un travail sur la langue en classe.

Enfin parce que j’aime mon métier et voir des éleves sortir de classe dans la bonne humeur et le
sourire aux levres est un des plus beaux cadeaux que ’on peut faire a I’enseignant que je suis.
Cela mérite bien que 1’on consacre un peu de temps de sa vie privée pour eux !

Bonne lecture.
Jean-Francois Goupil

D’Artagnan , Aramis, Athos, Porthos, Tony Parker, Coco Chanel, Audrey Tautou, Edith Piaf, Le
petit Prince, Jeanne d’Arc ( La serveuse) , Napoléon ( le Tavernier)

Les mousquetaires sont assis autour d’une table.

D’ Artagnan :
Comme il est agréable
Autour de cette table
De gofiter une journée
Aussi ensoleillée !
Athos

De la reine les ferrets
Nous avons retrouvés

Et comme récompense
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Nous voici en vacances !
Porthos
Elles sont bien méritées
Oh la ! Bon tavernier
Apres tous nos exploits

Tu sais bien que je bois !

Napoléon entre en scene
Napoléon
Et qu’est-ce que je vous sers
Messieurs les mousquetaires ?
Un petit Armagnac

Qu'apporte ma Jeanne d’Arc ?

Jeanne d’Arc, qui essuyait une table a coté, arrive
Jeanne d’ Arc
Tout ce que vous voulez
Si ce n’est point le thé
De ces fichus Anglais
Que j’aimerais bouter
Pour qu’ils finissent, exsangues,

De polluer notre langue !

Athos

C’est tout a votre honneur
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Pour moi, un jambon beurre !

D’ Artagnan
Mais qui est cette belle
Au fond de la ruelle ?
Dis-moi donc, Aramis,

Connais-tu cette miss ?

Aramis
De bonne famille issue
Elle s’occupe de tissus
Quand nous étions ailleurs
Elle créait son tailleur
Elle est tres au parfum

Des modes de demain.

Coco Chanel se plante devant Aramis
Coco Chanel
Ah monsieur D’ Artagnan !
Je vous vois, finalement !
Vous étes mon sauveur

Pour moi un jambon beurre !

D’Artagnan tousse... Jeanne d’Arc revient sur ses pas

Jeanne d’ Arc
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La beauté d’un regard
Chere madame, vous égare
Ah ! Que de préjudices !
Monsieur est Aramis

Et voici D’ Artagnan

Il est vrai, moins charmant !

D’Artagnan tousse a nouveau. Porthos éclate de rire
D’ Artagnan
Qu’as-tu donc, cher Porthos ?
Je vois que tu te gausses
Laisse ta place 2 madame
Ou le pion je te dame ! (Et ce tournant vers Coco)
Que pouvons —nous pour vous
Belle au parfum si doux ?
Coco ( s’adressant a Porthos)
Oh non monsieur restez !
Nous sommes cing, c’est parfait !
Ce chiffre porte bonheur.
Alors, ce jambon beurre ?
Napoléon
Il ne va pas tarder
La Jeanne y est allée
Quand on parle de cochon

Elle s’enflamme pour de bon
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D’ Artagnan
A propos de cochon

Revenons a nos moutons

Le Petit Prince entre en courant

Le Petit Prince
Dessine-moi un mouton
Dessine-moi un mouton !

Athos

Qui est donc ce gamin
Que je ne connais point?

Le Petit Prince
Je suis le Petit Prince
Et pour Coco, j’en pince !

Edith Piaf
(elle entre sur scene en fredonnant...)

Quand il me prend dans ses bras...

D’ Artagnan
Mais qu’est donc cette voix ?
Porthos
Synonyme d’un oiseau
Sa chanson vole haut
D’ Artagnan

Mais qu’est-ce que vous me dites ?
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Piaf ! De son prénom Edith
Elle n’est jamais morose

Et voit des avions roses

Mais non ! La vie en rose

Tu allais a I’école ?

J’étais toujours en colle !

Ca s’appelle des nasales !

Ah ? Ce n’est point banal !

La langue sur le palais

Et I'air qui sort du nez !

Messieurs, un bon vin blanc ?

Nasales du restaurant !

Et qui est la donzelle

Qui est a coté d’elle ?

Pour toi, Jean-Pierre Cassel

Pour moi, Tautou la belle !

Porthos

Le Petit Prince

Porthos

Le Petit Prince

Porthos

Le Petit Prince

Napoléon

D’ Artagnan

Coco
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Tu entres dans 1’histoire ?

Voila le septieme art !

Ah ! Comme j’eusse aimé
Pouvoir interpréter
Constance Bonacieux

Qui sut capter vos yeux !

Moi pour le septieme art
C'est Marion Cotillard

Qui recut un César

Moi, mon copain renard
Je l'ai apprivoisé

En dessin animé!

Mon cheval n'entend rien
Quand Amélie Poulain
Passe, ma chere Audrey

Sur les écrans télé

Arréte ton cinéma!
Mais tu ne vois donc pas
Que c'est pour Aramis

Que se pame la miss!

Tautou

Edith Piaf

Le petit prince

Porthos

Athos
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Aramis
Mes amis je m'en fiche!
C'est Milla Jovovich
Qui pour moi au ciné
Me fait vraiment flipper!
Napoléon
Si ma Jeanne vous entend
C'est a moi, chenapan,
Que vous aurez a faire
Si elle entend ces vers!
d'Artagnan
Et a propos de verres...
Jeanne (arrivant de la cuisine avec un jambon beurre)
Oui, qu'est-ce que je vous sers?
Coco
Enfin mon jambon beurre!
Vous avez mis des heures!
Si vous mettez cent ans
Pour servir les clients
Notre Napoléon
Fermera la maison!
Athos
Partira en exil?
Peut-étre bien sur une ile?

Porthos
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Petit point sur la carte
Trouver un bon appart'!
Aramis
Et se la couler douce...
Pour moi ce s'ra une mousse!
d'Artagnan ( se tournant vers Coco)
Ah! quels énergumenes!
Quel bon vent vous amene?
Coco
Et bien voila, mon cher
Je suis la pour affaires
Un ballon arrive sur scene
d'Artagnan ( se levant et prenant son épée)
Mais qu'est-ce que cela?

Serait-ce un attentat?

Tony Parker
Non ce n'est qu'un ballon
Salut Napoléon!
Et comme je suis meneur
Je veux un jambon beurre

Porthos
Mais qui est cet intrus?
Coco

Je dirais mal vétu

Tony Parker

10
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C'est une tenue de sport!
Mon métier je I'adore
Et on connait par ceeur

Mon nom, Tony Parker

Je 1'ai vu jouer, c'est bien
Je ne regrette rien

Il avait un grand air

Un air de légionnaire

Et j'avoue toute la nuit

N'avoir pensé qu'a lui

Tu as raison la méme
Je n'suis pas un fantome
Mais un sportif un vrai!

Je prends aussi un thé

Ah non la pas question!

Nous ici les ballons

C'est de bon rouge qu'ils sont!

Et la perfide Albion...

Passez votre chemin

Pauvre de Coubertin!

Edith Piaf

Tony Parker

Jeanne

Tony Parker

Napoléon
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Et chez nous les paniers

Ils ne sont point percés!

J'ai compris je m'en vais

C'est cela, allez jouer

Nous sommes entre gens bien

Passez votre chemin!

Tu as un vol de nuit

Pour rejoindre ton lit

Alors, ol en étais-je?

De pub vous parlais-je?

Ah non ¢a recommence!
Ici on est en France

C'est un bar restaurant!

Du calme mon enfant
C'est de publicité
Que je voulais parler!

Je vous couvrirai d'or

Et de lumiere aussi?

12

Tony Parker

Porthos

le petit Prince

Coco

Jeanne

Coco

Tautou ( en regardant Edith)
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Arréte donc, Amélie
De faire toujours ta belle

C'est pas d' moi, c'est du Brel !

Si elle fait un effort ( elle montre Coco)

Allez entrez, mille ors!

Excusez ma faiblesse

La publicité, qu'est-ce?

Un truc ou des héros

Font qu'un produit est beau

Ah, vous parlez de moi!

Mon cceur est en émoi

Et comme a chaque fois
On a besoin de moi
Je m'assois moi aussi

Et ouvre en grand mes ouies

Et pour vos personnages
Faut-il aussi un sage?

Si ainsi il en est

Edith

Tautou

d'Artagnan

Coco

Aramis

Porthos

Athos
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Je suis a vos cOtés
Coco ( elle s'est levée et s'est éloignée de la table)
Venez 1a, mes amis
Je pensais faire ainsi.
Aramis et Athos ( elle leur montre oii se mettre)
Et a coté Porthos!
Jeanne, approchez, venez
Et ces lignes lisez! ( elle lui tend une feuille et s'éloigne)
Jeanne

Au début ils sont trois
A défendre le roi

(D'Artagnan s'approche)
Arrive un quatrieme
Et déja tous on l'aime

(Ils croisent leurs épées)
Un pour tous, tous pour un!
Tous plus un, le parfum!

(ils s'écartent et Coco arrive)

Cing de Coco Channel

Et la vie est plus belle...

(Tous entrent sur scene, le petit Prince devant)
Le petit Prince

(il scande lentement et fort les mots. les autres derriere lui levent au fur et a mesure un carton
sur lequel est écrit en gros le mot qu'il prononce. il leve le dernier carton)

14
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Fais ( carton 1) de ( carton 2) ta ( carton 3) vie ( carton 4) un ( carton 5) réve, ( carton 6) et (
carton 7)

d'un ( carton 8) réve ( carton 9) une ( carton 10) réalité ( carton 11)

(Onze personnages onze cartons)

LA RECETTE

Tamara / Jelena J.: Chapeau de cuisinier sur la téte et tablier. Une cuillere en bois
Les autres: Tabliers (elles sont autour de Tamara et Jelena, un peu en retrait)

Au centre de la scéne, un peu en retrait, une grosse marmite sur une table

Sur la table, des bouteilles en plastique sur lesquelles on peut lire les mots:

MASTILO - VITI - GLAGOL - CLAN - AKCENAT

Tamara et Jelena: Bon, les filles, vous étes prétes?
Les autres: Oui, on vous écoute!

Jelena: Alors tout d'abord, vous faites chauffer un peu d'encre et vous y faites revenir les sujets
que vous avez choisis au marché. Attention, ne les faites pas trop cuire, juste blondir. Sinon vous
étes hors sujet!

Tijana: D'accord. Oh dis donc, tu mets beaucoup de tu!
Minja: Moi ma mere, quand elle a des invités a la maison, elle préfere mettre des vous!

Jelena: Oui, je sais, mais tu vois, moi je trouve que le vous est trop onctueux. Le tu est plus
léger...

Dusica: C'est vrai, moi aussi je trouve que la saveur du tu est plus directe en bouche.

Tamara: Bien, maintenant, apres les avoir épluchés , vous ajoutez les verbes et lorsqu'ils se sont
bien conjugués avec les sujets, vous pouvez si vous voulez y mettre aussi un peu d'adverbes.

Todora: Le temps?

Jelena: Moi, je fais rissoler, mais ce n'est pas impératif!

15
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Milica M: Tu ne mets pas de négation?

Jelena: Non, jamais! Je trouve que la négation, ¢a enleve quelque chose au gott.

Ana: Moi ma mere, des fois elle ne fait pas attention et elle met trois doses de négation!
Milica K: Quelle erreur!

Andrijana: Quelle horreur, tu veux dire! Cela doit étre indigeste!

Tamara: Bien. Maintenant, on ajoute le complément et on assaisonne avec un peu d'articles.
Jana: Ah oui, les articles, c'est déterminant je trouve!

Jelena: Et maintenant je gofite et si c'est trop fade je saupoudre avec des accents.

Milica M: Ah, tu mets des accents graves? Moi je préfere les circonflexes, je les trouve plus
épicés...

Minja: Moi, ma mere ne met que des accents aigus. Elle dit que la majorité des recettes sont
faites avec des aigus.

Jelena J: Et comme ponctuation, tu mets quoi?

Tamara: La, c'est un secret que je vous donne, les filles! Je mets des points de suspension, qui
laissent un arriere-goiit dans la bouche.

Tijana: Et tu 'accompagnes avec quoi, ce plat?

Jelena: Moi, je le sers avec une bonne intonation

Tamara: Moi je préfere le servir avec un peu de phonétique...

Todora: Mais dis donc, c'est une recette régionale ou nationale?

Jelena: Pourquoi tu me demandes ¢a?

Todora: Ben, tu n'as pas mis de complément de lieu, alors je me demandais...

Jelena: En fait, on cuisine ce plat dans beaucoup de pays, tu sais! C'est international !

Milica K: Et bien moi, tout ¢a, ¢ca me donne faim!

Elles passent toutes sur le devant de la scene. Elles ont toutes dans les mains un carton retourné.
D1 leve son carton au dessus de la téte et montre la lettre C.

DI1( en rouge): C comme...?

16
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Toutes les autres: Champagne!

D1 rabaisse le carton ( et ainsi de suite pour les autres)
G1 (en blanc): J comme...?

Toutes les autres: Jagnjetina!

D2 (en bleu): F comme...?

Toutes les autres: Fromage!

G2 (en bleu): B comme...?

Toutes les autres: Burek!

D3( rouge): E comme...?

Toutes les autres: Eclair au chocolat!
G3 (enrouge): S comme...?

Toutes les autres: Sarma!

D4( en blanc): A comme...?

Toutes les autres: Asperges a la creme!
G4 ( en blanc): A comme...?

Toutes les autres: Ajvar!

D5( en bleu): R comme...?

Toutes les autres: Ratatouille!

G5( en bleu): I comme...?

Toutes les autres: Isleri

D6( en blanc): N comme...?

Toutes les autres: Noix de Saint-Jacques!
G6 ( enrouge): R comme...?

Toutes les autres: Rakija!

17
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Toutes les 12 hurlent:

Bon appétit !

Elles se déplacent et levent au-dessus de leurs tétes les cartons. A gauche apparait le mot
SRBIJA, a droite le mot FRANCE, et la couleur de leurs polos donne les couleurs des drapeaux

nationaux.

Disposition scene 1

E Al - A2

L Table

Disposition scéne 2

Gl
G2
G4
G5

G6

Puis, avant de lever les cartons

TR

D1

D2

G3 G6 G2 G5 G1 G6 D2 D5 D4 D6 D1 D3

S R B I J A

18
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BYHT B BUBJIMOTEKE

Y4eHukn, U3ydarouue — PpyCCKHM
A3bIK, B OTOM TOAYy NEPEBOAWIH pa3HbIE
JUTEPaTypHbIE TEKCThl. 31€Chb, MPUBOAUM
OTPBIBOK M3  JETCKOr0  TeaTpajbHOIo
CHEKTaKyIs ,,byHT B OuOMHMOTEKE”, KOTOPHIH
YUEHHKH TIepeBeNt ¢ cepOcKoro s3bika. OHU
aJanTUPOBAJIM  TEKCT W IOCTaBUIU
KPaCOYHBIN U BECEIIBIN CIIEKTAKIIb.

Mapko KpaneBuu: I'ocrings, kakoil e mym!

Be3symubIi nuisnHauk: Mbl IolHUMaeM BOCCTaHUE !

Mapko KpaneBnu: Kakoe 3To Bocctanue 6e3 MeHs1?

MoJib: A KTO TBI, BOOOIIE?

Mapko KpaaeBuu: Kak — xto 517 910 1 — Kpanesuu Mapxko!

Cnsmas kpacaBuna: Ooo, Tak 6010ch! (CKpbIBaeTCs)

Mapko Kpanenu: Korzaa st He 6010Ch Takoi KpacaBHIIbl C yCaMU U pOTaMH, YE€TO Thl OOMIIBCS ?
Cnsmas kpacaBuna: Hano BaM cka3aTb, 4TO 3TO BOOOIIE HE TPUMETA JDKEHTIbMEHA.

Mapxko Kpanesnu: Kaxoii Tyt mxem? S He eM mkeM, s nibto Tosibko BUHO. S repoit! Ho, mycts
He TepATh Bpems. [IpoTuB kKoro nogHuMaeM BoccTanue?

Cnsimas kpacapuna: [IpoTuB TeX, KTO pa3pblBaeT HAC, NUIIET KapaKyJIsMH IO Hac, AbIPSIBUT
LUPKYJIEM WIA OCTABUT HAC B IIBLJIN U CHIPOCTH.

Mapxko KpaneBuu: f c Bamu! Cunraiite, uro Bocctanue HaunHaercs! I'ne Typku?

Mousb: A nouemy Typku?

Mapxko KpajeBu4: A mpoTuB KOro OJJHUMAEM BOocCcTaHUE?

Be3ymublii nuisinHuk: [TpoTHB GeccThITHBIX YUTATENIECH.

Benocnexka: KoTopele Hac KOJIIOT, CEKYT, 3aKUTAOT!

Mapxko Kpaaesuu: Kto, Typxu?

Chnsimas kpacaBuua: Horaa He BO3BpalllaloT KHUTH BO BpeMs.

Mapxko KpaaeBuu: Kto, Typxu?

Besymublii nuisanauk: Kakue tam Typku? beccTbliHbple unTarenu!

Mapko KpaneBu4: 3Haunt, Bocctanue!

Bce: Boccranue! Boccranue! Boccranue!

I'aiigu: py3bs! Bel ¢ yma commm?

Bbe3yMHbIi NUISIHUK: £l HE 3HAIO NIPO HUX, 5 TAKOU C CAMOTO POXKICHUS.
I'nom 3acons: Yxoaum HaBceraa U3 KHUT !

Bce: Tak u ects! Tak u Oyzer!

I'atigu: Bel HE moxerTe!

19
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Mapko KpaneBunu: Vyy, 1e0s cpamuBats Oyaem!
Iajign: Jlydme nociymaite MeHs.
Mapko KpaneBuu: A xT10 THI, BoOOII€E?
Mouib: Oto laiinn.
Taiigu: To 4TO BRI XOTUTE, COBCEM HEBO3MOXKHO, OyJeT KaracTpoda.
Cnsimas kpacaBuna: Tak u Hajo ObITh! YBHIUM 3TUX JEp3aBIEB, KOTAa KHUTH CTAaHYT TOJIBKO
OeCLIEHHBIMU Ky4aMH CIIOB.
I'nom Yuxyn: Packarorcs oHu, Koraa He OyaeM OoJibllie yinbpI0aThes CO CTPAHUI] KHUT.
I'nom Beceabuak: /laBaii, moiaém!
Tlaiiqu: A xyna Bel nymaere moitu? Jla, Mbl BHEe 3TOi OMONMHOTEKH HE CymecTByeMm. Bce Mbl
TIJIO] MEUTHI.
Benocuexka: Ho, BHyTpH KHHUT TEpIIM HEBUAHHBIE OCKOPOICHUSI.
Taiigu: Jla, ecthb 1 3TOTO, HO OOJIBIIIE XOPOIIKNX YUTaTEeNe. MBI He )KMBEM B KHUTaX, a B CepIlax
gUTaTeNeH, KOTOPHIE JIFOOST Hac.
I'nom Becenbuak: Beerna s XoTen MeCTO B Yb€M-TO CEPALE.
Mapko KpaneBuu: S Haneroch, 4TO s HAX0XKYCh B CepJllax I'epoeB, BIpoueM, HE Mory Myce
Kecemxuiie BbITH Ha I71a3a, KOT/1a BEPHYCh B MECHIO.
laiinn: bynebre ymHbiMu. JlypHble uMTaTtenu Ham HU4Yero He Moryr. CHsIIyl0 KpacaBully U
benocuexky He MoryT noaypHeT. OHUM HaBCerjJa OCTaHyT KpacaBUIIAMU B MWIJIHMOHAaX cepAlax
JIeTen.
Cnsmas kpacaBuna: Hy, ecnu Tak...
laiigm: Ecnu 3akphITh T1a3a U HAOpsiYbCsl HEMHOXKO, Bbl BCIIOMHUTE KaXKJOrO Cepla, B
KOTOPOM HAaBCErJa BCEIIIINCH.
Besymublii nuissnauk: Bepaémcsa?
Bce: Bepuémcsi, Bepuémcs!
Moub: Jlpy3bs, KTO-TO HAET!
Bce: Beikimtoun cBet! (Bce yXOAsT 110331 CBOUX KHUT)
3aHaBec

20



I[Jek u yapoOHH nacyJ/b
IlexoBa maTu- ,,Hemam HM IBOMKa!

, ] IpoHaljl HEKOT JIOBapHOT MOMKa
Koju he kynutu Hairy kpaBy

U npexacrasu je kao 3/1paBy.

Jla je x'o Tpecak, Tako My Kaxku,

U Gapem jenHy CTOTKY Tpaxku!

Anu ra cliaxky, T4 UMall apa,

Jla nuje kao bubnuja crapa.*
C'maTopoM kpaBoM [lek Taga one

U Bparu ce kyhu ucro nomnosxe.
»-Mawmuue napara! [Toroau mra

TBoj cuuuh HOCH ca nujana!

VYcrmeo cam, 0 0j1aro MeHu,

Ja je yronum mo cynep 1eHu!
Majka my peue — ,,Kpereny mainu,
Kinagum ce na cy Te nacankanu!“
[Iex 3pHO macyJba Baau U3 Jena
Majka 3enenu, xohe aa Kpera.
3akyka Taja Ta jajgHa )KeHa,

,,Ja caM TOTIYHO MpeHepakeHa!
Heuaue nynu! 3ap je [llapyspa
[Iponara 3a jeqHo 3pHO Macysma?™
Ote My nacyJsp, BUKHY — ,,Jlepuire!
U 3aBuTia ra Ha hyOpumre.

3arum ce npubpaia u cara mosia
Tyxkna je Ileka kao Boia.
Kopucruia je (ka3na Hajjaual)
JIpLIKy 0J CBOT yCHCHBAya.

Ja n'oxo necetr? He 3Ham HH ja,
3pHO macyska moue aa Kiuja.

Jlo jyTpa mopacTte Tako BUCOKO

Jla My Kpaj He BUAU JbYJCKO OKO.
Muaau [lex peue — ,,Can je un'jaBa?
Boswe je oBo Her' OeiHa kpaBa!®
Majka tazg peue — ,,O LpHHUX BecTH!
I1a rae je macysb mro hemo jectu?
Hewma nu 3pHa, o HohHe mope!*
,He!“- Bukny llexk, -,,[Tornenaj rope!
[Tornenaj rope g0 Heba 1IaBOT,
CBaku je TuCT 011 37aTa mpasor!*
Jleuak He naxke, MICTUHA IIpaBal

Ha panowm cyHIy ce mpecujasa.

Tan majka peue — ,,Bunn otkpuha!l
MHOIITBO AUBHUX 3J1aTHUX jaucTrhal®
Bukny Tax rimacHo- ,,Tako mu Hebeca!

JACK AND THE BEANSTALK by

Roald Dahl

Jack’s mother said, ‘We’re stony broke!
‘Go out and find some wealthy bloke
‘Who’ll buy our cow. Just say she’s sound
‘And worth at least a hundred pound.
‘But don’t you dare to let him know
‘That she’s as old as billy-o.’

Jack led the old brown cow away,

And came back later in the day,

And said, ‘Oh mumsie dear, guess what
‘Your clever little boy has got.

‘I got, I really don’t know how,

‘A super trade-in for our cow.

The mother said, “You little creep,

‘"1l bet you sold her much too cheap.’
When Jack produced one lousy bean,
His startled mother, turning green,
Leaped high up in the air and cried,
‘I’'m absolutely stupefied!

“You crazy boy! D’you really mean
“You sold our Daisy for a bean?’

She snatched the bean. She yelled, ‘You
chump.

And flung it on the rubbish-dump.

Then summoning up all her power,

She beat the boy for half an hour,

Using (and nothing could be meaner)
The handle of a vacuum-cleaner.

At ten p.m. or thereabout,

The little bean began to sprout.

By morning it had grown so tall

You couldn’t see the top at all.

Young Jack cried, ‘Mum, admit it now!
‘It’s better than a rotten cow!’

The mother said, “You lunatic!

‘Where are the beans that I can pick?
‘There’s not one bean! It’s bare as bare!’
‘No no!” cried Jack. ‘You look up there!
‘Look very high and you’ll behold
‘Each single leaf is solid gold!’

By gollikins, the boy was right!

Now, glistening in the morning light,
The mother actually perceives

A mass of lovely golden leaves!

She yells out loud, ‘My sainted souls!



ITponajem ®uhy, kynyjem Mepreneca!
Crojum Ty 1 3ujam K'o KpereH!
[lewu ce O6p30, 3rpabu Taj mieH!*
Ilex Gerre rubak ¥ cHAre CBEXKE

ITeo ce 6p30 y3 mohHe Bpexe.

ITeo ce Tako 6e3 MHOTO MyKa

An' Gam kaz Oeltie mpu Kpajy CTpyka
I'po3na ce necu cTBap, ImyHa cTpaBe
Uyo je HeZaneko o] CBOje IIaBe
JlyOoku riac, cTpallaH npe cBera
Hebeca cy ce Tpecna of mera.

I'nac je Bukao ,,®U ®AJ DOY ©®OC
EHI'JIE3A HEKOI' BYIIIN MOJ HOC!*
Llex ce ymnamm an'éere xurap
Cnere HU3 1pBO Op30 K'O BETap.

,O Majko!“- 3aBanu- ,,.Bepyj mu can!
Ha namewm npBery je Heku raju!
Bunex ra mama! Tako mu pyxa!
[Iuna ca omTpuM uysnom mwyxa!®
,Ca omrpum myxom! He GanaBu!
[Ta 1 ce gemasa y TBOjoj TiaBu?*
,2Hamwymuo me! CtBapHo! He naxem.
Enrnesa je Hamupucao xaxe!

,»A Kako u He Ou!* — Majka peue.

I1a ja T roBOpHUM Oar cBako Bede
Jla ce okymamr 3aTo ITO CMPAMILL

A TH MU CcTanHO nasap TBpaui!
Pohena majka Ti momaze jaga

300r TBOT HECHOCHOT cMpana!l®
,»AKO cH uucTa, Ti Xpabpa Oyau,
[Tonuu ce i y3 nmacyJb nynau.

,,Jla 3Ham ga xohy!*“- y3BUKHY Taf,
,Y CcTapoj uMma joIl cHare caji.*
3anuxe CyKmby OHa IIPBO

U none ce y3 oHO ApBO.

Ha n' he [Iun majky na Hamupuie?
Ha 1' he ce uytu ®AJ POY OOM Buie?
Yekarre Tako, rienajyh' rope

Kana he peun na ce usrosope

Onpa o103ro npecrajue Myk,

3auy ce cTpallaH KpIKaBHU 3BYK.

Uyo je KaKko [IMH KaXke jacHO,

,,E 0BO je Oamr 6mito ciacHo!

Mapna (bor na joj nymry mpocTH),
Bou'o Ou 1a HemMa ToJMKe KOCTH.
Ilex ce 3amnaka, Ko TO Aa cXBaTu?

‘I’ sell the Mini, buy a Rolls!

‘Don’t stand and gape, you little clot!
‘Get up there quick and grab the lot!’
Jack was nimble, Jack was keen.

He scrambled up the mighty bean.

Up up he went without a stop,

But just as he was near the top,

A ghastly frightening thing occurred -
Not far above his head he heard

A big deep voice, a rumbling thing
That made the very heavens ring.

It shouted loud, ‘FEE FI FO FUM

‘1 SMELL THE BLOOD OF AN
ENGLISHMAN!’

Jack was frightened, Jack was quick,
And down he climbed in half a tick.
‘Oh mum!’ he gasped. ‘Believe you me
‘There’s something nasty up our tree!
‘I saw him, mum! My gizzard froze!
‘A Giant with a clever nose!’

‘A clever nose!” his mother hissed.
“You must be going round the twist!’
‘He smelled me out, I swear it, mum!
‘He said he smelled an Englishman!’
The mother said, ‘And well he might!
‘I’ve told you every single night

‘To take a bath because you smell,
‘But would you do it? Would you hell!
“You even make your mother shrink
‘Because of your unholy stink!”

Jack answered, ‘Well, if you’re so clean
‘Why don’t you climb the crazy bean.’
The mother cried, ‘By gad, I will!
‘There’s life within the old dog still!’
She hitched her skirts above her knee
And disappeared right up the tree.
Now would the Giant smell his mum?
Jack listened for the fee-fo-fum.

He gazed aloft. He wondered when

The dreaded words would come... And then .

From somewhere high above the ground
There came a frightful crunching sound.
He heard the Giant mutter twice,

‘By gosh, that tasted very nice.
‘Although’ (and this in grumpy tones)

‘I wish there weren’t so many bones.’



[ IFH je mojeo Mojy mMaTu!
Hamymmo je u nporyrao!

Jla cMpau HUje 1a HEcaM 3Hao!*
U ocra Ilek ca cBojoM cTpaBoM

HO,Z[ 3JJaTHOM [JMHOBCKOM BPCKOM IIPpABOM.

[Tpompmisa THXO, ,,0O KakaB Orxam!
Mopahy na ce okynam

AKO ce KaHUM Ha JIpBO METU

A 51a M€ JMH HE IPUMETHU

VY cTBapu, Kyname Me jeAMHO uyma.
[Tonete kyhu na ce okymna

HcTpspao je uesno Terno,

Ompao kocy, ompao 4emno

Omnp'o je 3y0e, TyHYyO HOC

K'o pyxa mupucan 610 je CKpo3.
Jour jenHoM morie ce y3 macysb Taj
IIun Tamo cexeliie, oraBHU raj
MpMJbao je ycTuma 31I0KOOHUM
Jlok je Llek ceqeo THUK MO HBUM.
Mpmibao riacHo, @1 ®AJ ©OY OUIM
HE MOI'Y HUKOI' JA HABYIINM!
[lex caueka TOK [IMH HE JIEKE

Omnpa ce ycrysa y3 TaHKe Bpexe
Tonuko 3mara cakynu Oar

Jla ogMma'ocTa OoraTaril.

,.balll ce ucIuiaTu OUTH YUCT!

Opncan ce kynam! Oxpehem nmer!*

Prevod: Anita Novosel [

‘By Christopher!” Jack cried. ‘By gum!
‘The Giant’s eaten up my mum!

‘He smelled her out! She’s in his belly!
‘I had a hunch that she was smelly.’
Jack stood there gazing longingly
Upon the huge and golden tree.

He murmured softly, ‘Golly-gosh,

‘I guess I'll have to take a wash

‘If I am going to climb this tree
‘Without the Giant smelling me.

‘In fact, a bath’s my only hope ...

He rushed indoors and grabbed the soap
He scrubbed his body everywhere.

He even washed and rinsed his hair.
He did his teeth, he blew his nose

And went out smelling like a rose.
Once more he climbed the mighty bean.
The Giant sat there, gross, obscene,
Muttering through his vicious teeth
(While Jack sat tensely just beneath),
Muttering loud, ‘FEE FI FO FUM,
‘RIGHT NOW I CAN’T SMELL
ANYONE.’

Jack waited till the Giant slept,

Then out along the boughs he crept
And gathered so much gold, I swear
He was an instant millionaire.

‘A bath,” he said, ‘does seem to pay.
‘I’m going to have one every day.’
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A little found — a lot gained

It was Sunday night, and Emily was doing her every-day job. She worked as a waitress, so
refilling salt and pepper, doing the dishes and stocking plates was something she got used to. But
suddenly everything changed. While cleaning under the tables, she found a wallet. It was a nice,
leather wallet which seemed to be expensive. Since she was all alone, Emily decided to take it
home, and wait to see if someone would call. She closed the café and after ten minutes of
walking she got home. Emily lived alone with her bulldog Lucy. She had a daughter who was at
college, studying to become a doctor. Emily was tired so she lay in her sofa and turned the TV
on. While running Lucy pulled Emily's coat and the wallet dropped out of it. By that time Emily
had completely forgotten about it. She was curious, so she opened the wallet. Interestingly, there
was no money inside. There was only one thing - a piece of paper. She took it out and unwrapped
it. It was a plane ticket. Emily was surprised and shocked. She was looking at it for a while, and
she realized it was a one-way ticket to Honolulu. As a waitress, Emily had never travelled outside
England. She was too tired to think about what had just happened, so she went to bed. She
expected that someone would call and ask for a wallet. However, the only person who called that
morning was her boss. He said that the cafe was doing really badly, and there was less and less
money every month, so he had to fire someone. That someone was Emily. As soon as he hanged
up, Emily burst into tears. She was desperate. It was the worst day of her life, so she just wanted
it to end. She went to bed and fell asleep right away. Emily had a dream... a dream of her mother,
telling her to do it. But Emily didn't realize. What was the thing her mother encouraged her to do?
She woke up, and was surprisingly happy. She wasn't sad or angry any more. After feeding Lucy,
she started doing her regular household chores. While dusting, she saw a plane ticket falling from
the shelf. It fell right on her mother's photo. That was the moment, Emily realized what her
mother was telling her. But she still wanted to wait for a few days before making any decision. A
week passed and no one called. Emily packed her things and went to the airport. Of course, Lucy
was with her. She had never travelled by plane before so it was all a big shock for her. She got on
the plane and found out she would be travelling in first class, so it was a comfortable 17-hours
flight. When the plane landed she had no idea where to go. Emily didn't have a lot of money with
her, but it was enough to afford staying in a hotel for a few days. She had been looking for a job,
and eventually found it. She started working at a local beach bar. Her new boss was an old,
kindhearted Hawaiian woman, Hokulani, who Emily got really close to. She didn't have kids so
40-years old Emily was like a daughter to her. As the time passed, Hokulani got really sick.
Emily took care of her, but eventually she died. Emily was devastated. But there was something
she didn't know about her new mother. Hokulani had millions of dollars on her bank account, and
since she hadn't children, she left all of it to Emily. Emily couldn't believe what happened to her.
She realized that everything had happened for a reason. It was all meant to be.

At first, she didn't know what to do with so much money. But after some time she made a
decision. She gave some money to her daughter so she could open her own clinic. Then she built
a shelter for dogs and cats and started helping them. She donated the rest of the money to a few
charity causes. Few years later, Emily married a man of her dreams and they lived happily ever
after..

Dimitrije Petrovi¢ 111 ¢
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A little found- a lot gained

It was Tuesday, the same boring Tuesday as always. But for
Felicity Smoak it wasn't so ordinary. It did start like any other
Tuesday; she was driving to work and drinking her favourite Latte
coffee. And while driving, she noticed something strange by the
road. She was so curious so she pulled over. It was a big, brown,
vintage suitcase. Since there was nobody to see her, she decided to
open it. So she did. And when she opened it she almost started to
cry. Inside the suitcase there were many family photos, a few books, a blanket, some jewelry and

an envelope with a message inside. After reading it she was speechless. Actually, it turned out
that a woman who had lost her husband recently left it there. Since she was old and alone, she
wanted someone to hear and see the story about her family. She also wrote that she wanted
someone to keep it. Felicity suddenly felt so happy and honored that she was so lucky to find it.
But, she also learned something. Although she didn't find any money, she found a fortune. She
found something that money can't buy. In that moment she decided to take a day off, return home
and hug her husband and daughter. Now, a 73-years-old Felicity is putting her photos, books and
memories into the suitcase and getting ready to leave it by the road.

Aleksandra Milovanovi¢ III ¢
A loner 1n this world

You do not see me; you do not hear me. The walls of this room are choking me, slowly,
but surely devouring my body. I try to say no, but my body says yes. I make an effort to resist
and get myself together, but it’s useless. I open my phonebook, I turn one, two... a hundred pages.
He’s gone. Gone. Slowly, I turn around myself lift my hands and stop the first taxi that comes in
my way.

“Where are we going, mister? “

“Have you seen me today? “

He gave me a confused look. He was silent.

“Did you see me, or not? I repeat, this time rather angrily.

“No, mister. I did not see you today, nor yesterday, and I will probably not be seeing you
tomorrow either. Maybe never again in my life.*

The elevator keeps clanking as it reaches the last floor. I unlock the doors to my
apartment and enter. In panic, I turn everything upside down. Where is it? Where is it? Where?! 1
am going crazy. Where could it hide? Where?

Giving up, I again try to compose myself and remember.Why can’t I find myself? There
is no me in the phonebook, the taxi driver didn’t know me, and I cannot see myself.

I look at my watch and realize. Right. Right. How come I didn’t get that earlier? Today, I
decided to hide myself from unwanted visitors, and I never realized before that the one who was
unwanted was nobody but me. In these walls of pity, it is not hard to lose oneself, is it?

Jelena Andri¢ III 4
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Once, not that far from now, there were many unsatisfied young
boys and girls everywhere. They did not appreciate what they had,
they did not consider themselves happy or blessed for being alive and
healthy, they didn't think about people who had nothing at all, but
still were thankful for the blessing called life.

There was one girl, who always wanted more not so important
things in life, and never had enough of those things, and who
considered herself unhappy because her parents could not afford to buy her all those things,
although they were trying really hard to. She had many friends who would do everything for her,
but she was taking it for granted.

One day she was on the way to school, dressed really beautifully, she had a pretty hairstyle
done by her mother, beautiful nails and make-up although she did not need those. She was really
a wonderful young girl. While she was walking, she was lucky or better said, unlucky to step on a
leaf which made her stop walking. She took the leaf from the ground and put it in her bag.

That night, she had a dream in which she had everything she wanted, a lot of clothes, lot of
cosmetics products, lot popular friends, and she could go wherever she wanted. But, every time
she wanted something, she had to lie to somebody first and then the wish would come true.
Everything was possible as long as she had the leaf.

When she woke up in the morning, she was confused, but hopeful about the dream. She made
sure that the leaf was in the bag and went to school.

She decided to try the magic. She was on bus station when one passenger asked her what time it
was. It was half two.

,,Ten to two", said she, and wished for a beautiful hat like the one in store across the street. In
that moment, one lady from the store came out carrying a box and put it in front of the store.
When the lady came back to the store, the young girl got closer and read the sign on the box that
said: FOR FREE.

She looked in the box and found the hat. She was amazed and beside herself with happiness.
She took it and went back to bus station.

When she saw the power of the leaf, she started to lie to more important people and about
bigger things. She had popular friends, she went to luxurious places, and she had everything she
wanted - like most beautiful clothes and most expensive jewelry. Every girl was jealous of her
and every boy fell in love with her.

For a while she was satisfied but she was out of control, she lied to her parents, best friends and
teachers. She was losing herself in the power of the leaf.

One day her former friends passed by and she heard them talking about going to park and
playing cards, and she wished they had not been mad at her. When she got home, her parents
were watching TV and eating pizza and not even inviting her to join them. That started to bother
her earlier, but that day she started to think about things she had lost, and she was not thinking
about things she got anymore.

Then she remembered her dream and immediately opened the bag and found the leaf. She
wished for everything to go back in normal and threw away the leaf.

She started to cry and then her parents came into her room and asked her what was wrong. She
was relieved and she apologized to them and told them she loved them. After that, she was
satisfied with every little thing in her life.

Andelija Milutinovi¢ 11 4
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Bungee jumping

I have always been attracted by extreme sports. You have to be self-
assured and very brave to take part in any of them. I don’t know if I'm
brave enough to try some of them, but if I had to choose, I would
definitely pick out bungee jumping.

Bungee jumping is labeled as a high-adrenaline extreme sport. That is
what I like about it. Jumping from a tall structure while I am connected to
a large elastic cord can be a very interesting and exciting experience.
Imagine jumping off the Victoria Falls Bridge. It could be the most
amazing thing I’ve ever done as well as most dangerous. On New Year's
Eve 2011, Erin Langworthy, an Australian woman was plunged into the
Zambezi River at Victoria Falls, where she nearly drowned with her feet
still tied together after her bungee rope snapped during a jump. Injuries
happen all the time. A young man died after slamming into the ground
with a rope that was too long. A very serious injury can also occur if the
jumper’s neck or body gets entangled in the cord. Bungee jumping has
also been shown to increase stress and decrease immune function.

Although I know how dangerous any extreme sport can be, I still want to
be brave enough to try any of them. I like adrenaline and risk. We should
try different things in our life. You just have to be optimistic and hope
that lucky is on your side. It is a pleasure to do something you thought
you never could.

Ksenija Seleni¢ I 4

Bunny Story

A beautiful sunny day came. Spring had just begun. I was really exited so I suggested my friends
going for a walk. They agreed, so we decided to stroll around the river which was flowing near
the park in our neighbourhood. While we were wandering and enjoying that day, my friend
noticed something strange in the bush. It was a little white spot which was moving faintly and
slowly. When we looked closer, we realised that it actually was a little helpless rabbit. It looked
hungry and scared and we had no choice but to take it to the vet. The vet said that the rabbit
would be fine but someone should take care of it, at least for a few weeks. Without much
thinking I offered myself to look after this poor creature.

And now, five years later, the bunny is still with us, happier and happier every day.

Nevena Kaljevi¢ I1I 5
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My brother

I have a brother, who is five years younger than me. His name is Stefan, although I've given him
many nicknames, so I rarely call him by his name. My favourite one is Gile, but I'm also not
permitted to call him by some funny nicknames, because he always gets angry. But I cannot resist
not to tease him because he's so cute when he is angry. He's also very funny, and he makes me
laugh every day. I could not imagine my life without him. On the other hand, there are some
periods when we are arguing and at times like these I wish he had never been born. But later |
regret it because he's not only my brother but also my best friend and I couldn't live without him.

Before my brother was born I was the only child. Parents used to buy me everything I wanted,
take wherever I wanted to go and I had all their attention for me. When I think about it, I was like
a little princess at that time.

But everything changed when Stefan was born. I don't remember it very well, but I used to help
with the baby, and I wanted to be his nanny. But on the other hand, I was jealous, because parents
were now paying all their attention to him. I didn't like when he was crying all the time, and I
thought that I was cursed to have a brother. But later I realized that I was wrong, and thought how
foolish I was to be jealous of my own brother.

Sure, there are things that are better when you're an only child. You don't have to fight over the
remote controller or the computer. You get more pocket-money and parents buy you all the
clothes you want. You also don't have to be considerate to your brother and you can go on all
trips you want without thinking if the parents will have money for your brother's trip, too. But on
the other hand you can become a spoiled brat, and not to think of anybody else but yourself. And
you could be lonely, like I used to be before my brother was born.

When you have brother or sister, you know that you'll never be lonely, because they're always
going to be there for you, to make you laugh or to annoy you. When you're sad they will comfort
you and give you their support.

So, for me to have a brother or sister cannot be curse or anything else but blessing.

Andela Ciri¢ 1,4
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Jane’s Birthday

That day was Jane’s 17th birthday. She was a little bit weird, crazy girl with unusual style,
different thoughts and a good taste in music. She listened to rock and metal music and she did not
take her headphones off. She was a real rebel or can it be said - a real teenager?

She decided to celebrate her birthday the following weekend with friends by throwing a foam
party and to stay at home with parents, grandparents and some neighbours that rainy day.

Jane did not expect anything; she knew that Sunday would be just like any other boring day.

Jane and her mom were doing housework and preparing food and cake for themselves and their
neighbours who were supposed to come in the evening. Jane could not wait to go to sleep, she
was tired.

After a while, surprisingly, the doorbell rang. Jane was in the middle of showering and her mom
had gone to the supermarket earlier, so no one could open the door. Jane immediately jumped
out of the bath, covered herself with a towel and rapidly ran downstairs. She sprang out the door
and saw ... her three best friends standing on the doorstep with a big smile on their faces and
with the ticket for the concert of Jane’s favourite metal band Korn. That left her speechless. She
was screaming frantically and she was so happy that she burst into tears. At that moment no one
could really imagine how her heart was beating hard and how her body was trembling with
excitement. That was the highest point of satisfaction and fulfillment that Jane had ever
experienced.

Jane hugged them with disbelief but ... she forgot about the towel! While they were still hugging
praising their friendship, the yellow towel ended on the floor. That was really awkward! Girls
started laughing and then told Jane that she was almost naked. But Jane just said: “Who cares?
Now I have the ticket for the Korn concert and the best of best friends in the world. Dreams come
true. Can anyone be happier than me right now?”

Nevena Askovi¢ III 7
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Anger

I heard screaming and I walked into the room. It was a scary sight: blood on the floor and
walls, knife, ripped clothes and broken glass all over the place. Behind the couch there was one
man’s dead body with open eyes which were watching me like it was my fault. I was frightened.
In the left corner there was another dead body, but this time it was a young woman. Then I heard
screaming again. I turned around and I saw a man tied up to the chair. Crying my eyes out |
rushed to help him. He continued to scream and I tried to calm him down. After a long struggle I
could not untie the rope and the man fainted. After a while the police came and they were asking
a lot of questions, but I did not know any answers. They took that man to hospital and I had to
come with them to the police station.

Everything was so serious and sad, the room, officers, everything.
“ What happened last night? ” one officer asked me.
“I can’t remember anything. You tell me.” I said impatiently.
“Did you know the two victims?”
“No, sir. I did not.”
“But why were you there?”
“I don’t know. I can’t remember anything. I’ve already told you.”
“Do you have anything to do with those crimes?”

These words echoed in my head over and over again and then I remembered everything.
John, Jessica, Chris and I were having a party at my grandparent’s old house. Everything was
great at first but then we got drunk and we started to play a game of truth. I cannot remember
what they said, but I know that I was furious. I started to yell, threw and broke things. I began to
argue with Jessica and I pushed her away. She fell and hit her head against the table. She was
dead but that wasn’t enough, my anger could not go away and I killed John too. Chris was trying
to explain something but I could not listen and I tied him up.

“Chris is the guy in hospital. He’s my boyfriend. I have to talk to him. Please let me call him.”
After second thoughts they allowed me.
He answered and he was cold.
“Chris, I need to know what happened. Tell me what Jessica said last night.”
“I can’t believe you killed them because of what Jessica said. You have problems and you have
to treat them. You need a professional, I cannot help you.”
“Please, tell me what she said.” I started to cry.
“You killed our friends because Jessica has been in love with me since childhood.”
He said that and he put down the phone and began to cry.
Jelena Krunic¢ IV,
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Novi Sad

Novi Sad is one of the most beautiful cities in Serbia. It is located
in Vojvodina, in northern Serbia and lies on the banks of the river
Danube. Summers are warm but pleasant so if you like, you can
enjoy many activities in the open air. It is easy to get round using
either inexpensive blue public buses or taxis, which can be quite
expensive if you are a foreigner.

What to visit?

When you arrive in Novi Sad go straight to Liberty Square. It is
= the largest central city square and a meeting place for locals and
. tourists. In the middle of the square there is the Town Hall built in
Neo- Renalssance style. On the opposite side of the square, there is a tall catholic church "Name
of Mary" built in neogothic style. Take a walking tour from the centere to the Petrovaradin
fortress. It is on a hilltop with great views of Novi Sad and the Danube River. At the Petrovaradin
fortress there are the Novi Sad Museum, an astronomical observatory, some underground
catacombs, the Church of St. George, restaurants and other facilities. The view of Vojvodina
from that fortress is magnificent. In Zmaj Jovina Street you can find many shops, restaurants,
bars, nightclubs. After exciting night life you should relax on the Strand, a beach situated on the
river Danube.

Special events

Can't live without music? Then Novi Sad is the right place for you. Exit Festival is one of the
most famous music festivals in Europe. It begins in early July and lasts up to 4 days. There you
can enjoy a variety of music styles including rock, metal, pop, hip-hop, reggae etc. Besides Exit
there are many other cultural and sports events happening not only in summer but through the
whole year. So, don't miss to visit Novi Sad!

Matija Elek I 4

Kopaonik

Kopaonik is one of the largest mountain ranges of Serbia. It is located in the
e central part of Serbia with a small portion extending to North Kosovo. Kopaonik
W # ‘—'-'Ei is the major ski resort of Serbia, and a national park as well.
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What to visit?

Studenica monastery, Sopocani and Gradac monastery are some of the old churches and monasteries
you can visit. There are also several early and medieval fortresses that can be found on the heights,
including Maglic, built by Serbian dynasties. The National Park is surrounded by mountain peaks and
is the location of many spas whose waters reach 88 degrees Celsius. There are also a few rivers with
numerous rapids, falls and gorges.

Leisure attractions

Kopaonik is mainly a destination for skiing and snowboarding but there are various other
activities, such as tennis. Other features which attract tourists are luxurious hotels and entertainment.
Kopaonik has many cafés, bars and night clubs.

Special events

Big Snow music festival from March 23 to March 29 every year gathers international reggae, jazz and
electronic music performers. The ski resort also has a snow park for extreme skiers and
snowboarders.

Milica Vucicevi¢ 14

Brankovina
Brankovina is a unique cultural and historical place. It is a
village in the municipality of Valjevo, Kolubara district.The
entire area of Brankovina was declared Historic Landmark of
Great Importance in 1979 and it is protected by the Republic

of Serbia.

What to visit?

The Church of the Holy Archangels, which was completed in
1830, is the endowment of Archpriest Mateja Nenadovic. It is
well-preserved, and the church keeps a good church treasury
in the form of a specific museum collection. It consists of
church objects, church books and historical documents from
the 18th and 19th centuries. Ljuba Nenadovic cottage, was
built in 1826, and you can visit it as the birth-house of Ljuba
Nenadovic. The Old School was built in 1833.

Leisure attractions

In the church yard you can see these old wooden houses for family gatherings during
holidays.You can also buy a souvenir in the church yard. The country side is vivid so you can go
for long walks and enjoy unspoiled nature.
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Special events

Brankovina was home of the best-know Serbian poet Desanka Maksimovic, and because of that
the festival “Desankini majski razgovori” is held there. “Oktobarski susret pisaca” is another
event related to literature, and the oldest event is "Dani maline" and of course, there are many
more manifestations and events.

Ana Adzi¢ 1 4

Valjevo

Valjevo is a town in western Serbia. It is the center of Kolubara
district. The town is situated along the river Kolubara and has its own
beauty, and it’s worth a visit.

- What to visit

The National Museum is the most important institution, along with the
Cultural Centre and Nenadovic tower. If you admire Art, the Modern
Gallery is a perfect place for you. The Gallery has a permanent display
of works of our academician Ljuba Popovic.

Leisure attractions

If you want to get away from it all, go to the river Gradac or Park Pecina, where many people
spend their free time and enjoy beautiful nature. In Karadjordjeva Street and Knez Milos Street,
there are many shops and boutiques, where you can go shopping or sightseeing.

Special events

“Tesnjar Evenings” is a cultural event, which is held every summer. At that time, the town is full
of people, walking around and enjoying. There are various children’s programs, concerts,
traditional dancing and many other attractions. A little bit of something for everyone!

NataSa Dragojlovi¢ I 4
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Paris through our eyes

You have probably listened to more than a few stories about the city of love and lights, but no
story does it justice. It is an amazing city full of beautiful monuments and buildings. Walking
through Paris, you can see a lot of amazing things but the most popular is the Eiffel Tower. It is
something that you will never see anywhere else, it is magnificent and the feeling you get when
you stand on the top of it and look at the whole city is something that you will never forget. There
is a place where you can also see the whole city and it is a hill called Montmartre which is most
famous for the white-domed Basilica of the Sacre Coeur. You can see Paris from both of these
places but we think the best way to see Paris in all its glory is to sail a boat on the river Seine.
Besides these, you can also visit the Museum of Louvre. It is one of the most famous museums in
the world, and it is just as magnificent as people describe it, maybe even more. You can
experience all kinds of different cultures in there and find some of the best artwork. If you ever
visit the Louvre and you find it interesting you should definitely go to Versailles and see what it
has to offer. It is a royal castle located in lle-de-France region of France. For the end we saved
our favorite place and it is of course Disneyland. When you enter it is like a whole new world,
like you are in a real fairy tale. It is unimaginable and unreal. It feels like you are living the books
and movies that you were reading and watching as a kid. There are all kinds of different rides for
people of all ages. If you ever find yourself in Paris, you should definitely go and check all of
these places. The two of us were lucky enough to experience all of these and if you have the
opportunity to do the same, you should take it.

Lina Rankovi¢ and Nina Ristovi¢ I 4
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The destination I would recommend

Are you one of those who would like to go to a romantic
island with your soul mate, just to relax your minds and escape
from the urban reality but you cannot make up your mind choosing
the destination? If the answer is "yes" we solved your problem for
you:

Santorini is a beautiful volcanic island (you shouldn't worry
as the volcanoes are quiet) located in southern Greece. It is a
landscape of an old Greek village with white houses and blue roofs
4 which become breathtaking every time you look at them from a
' different rock. You would be placed in a house like that and surely
be satisfied with the tidiness and modern white furniture. Your
host would be in another house but always available if you are in
need of something, so that you can be calm when it comes to food
and getting suggestions about the best places to visit.

Beaches are wide and sandy, but there are also many of those hidden from the public eyes if
you want to be alone with your loved one enjoying the sunset and the sound of waves. Magical
sunset in Santorini is a pearl in a shell of the whole island. People from all over the world come
here just to see how the Sun dives into the sea. Crazy nightlife is not something that can be
offered to you here, but instead of clubs there are many romantic taverns and restaurants with
candles on the tables and the most delicious food of the Aegean sea.

I revealed you just a few things that this island hides. "Santorini is a Heaven on Earth",

said one of the many amazed couples - it is on you to check if they were telling the truth.

Marijana UroSevi¢ 111 ¢
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Money can buy happiness

Today, it is well-known that most of us are thinking about money. Parents are trying to provide
more for their children so that they can have easy life. In this difficult time for living when it's
hard to find a job, we sometimes forget to think that there are more important things in life than
money. It's hard when you don't have that "colorful piece of paper". You are sad if you can't buy a
new toy for your child or a new dress for your wife. You become angry because you aren't rich
enough.

We are all the same. In life we experience bad and good. It's normal to be jealous when you
become aware that some rich people go through life without obstacles like you do. But if you pay
more attention, you will see that the only difference between you and them is the fact that they
are crying alone in a palace and you cry surrounded by people you love, in a small flat.

Of course, that money helps us a lot. I would be liar if I told you that it is not important to have
money. We are happy when we have the opportunity to travel and do things we love. But true
happiness isn't shopping every day. You can't buy real love and respect from others.

In the end, that’s it about what life is. To make each day count with honest people who will be
there to support you when you are on your knees, to be there when you are on the top. If you have
money it's okay, good for you. That detail is there to improve your life more. If you don't have it,
work hard and don't let money become your obsession, like many others let that happen.

You are the only one who can make your life good.

Ana Jerini¢ I ¢

36



Poliglota

No magic at all

Since the day I started primary school, I have been looking for the best way to study.

When I was a little girl, I was obsessed with school. I thought it was a place where I could learn
something new.

The school was a place where I could show my knowledge, and where I met most of my friends.
We had a really good connection with each other, like one big family, we were there for everyone
who needed help.

I was a girl who enjoyed growing up in such wonderful environment without the fear of being
judged. The years went by, and it was time to go to another school.

Everything changed when I started high school, which became my worst nightmare. I heard some
stories that you can use some kind of “magic” to become a good student, but I did not believe in
that.

I had to stay up all night, studying, when everyone else was sleeping. It was the only time when I
could concentrate on school assignments. I was awake, a few times, when sun came out, in front
of my book for history or geography class the next day. I was always under pressure. Bags under
my eyes were black, and I was sleepy and anxious all the time.

I did not have time for reading, and that also made me feel stressed.

Now, when I was exhausted, I wanted to know every single detail about that “magic” which
could be useful.

Teachers wished for impossible, and no matter how hard I tried, it still was not enough.

I never thought about how other students look great, and how they get good grades without
studying. But I decided to find out how they succeed.

So, I talked with older students. And I was shocked.

They said that the secret lies in a perfect schedule. You just
have to plan your time, you have to decide when you are
going to eat, sleep, study or go out. I was not very happy
when I heard that because I had already had my time-table
which included studying during the night, and doing every
other activity during the day.

So, I had to accept the truth. They lied. There’s NO
MAGIC AT ALL! You have to study harder at night, and
keep looking like a zombie during the day if you want to
become a good student.

I'M EVEN TOO TIRED TO CRY

Dunja Markovi¢ II 4
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Parenting

Every parent worries about his child. Some of them decided to quit their lives trying to give
themselves to their children. In need to have good kids, kids that are going to be adults one day,
they would do anything. In time when they were teenagers everything was different. Going out
every day, partying every Saturday night were the things they could only dream of. Today
everything is allowed. Employees in stores do not have a problem selling alcohol and cigarettes
to under aged. Internet, news and TV will always give them information about drunken dead
kids, overdosed or even murdered by another teenager. They know that these tragic ways of
dying can happen to their children too. As we grow every day we listen to their advice. Indirectly
parents will try to act like our friends asking questions just trying to get information about us.
What we do, where we go, with who we are hanging out... They will talk about time when they
were young, saying how they always were obedient and did not have all this luxury of teen life.
Behind every story they tell there is a secret and we will know what it is about. Their fear of
straying, losing ourselves, becoming a target of manipulation are some of their worries. They do
not know that we know so many other things that are happening all the time. That we have been
in a good and in a bad, met so many people. So many people they would consider as not good
kids just because they are different by their look or places they go out. They should not say what
is positive and negative. They should only worn us about every possible situation that could
happen but don’t how we are supposed to react. We need to make our own decisions, make our
own the good and the bad, becoming who we want to be not who they would like to have as
children. We need to live, to taste everything, to be part of everything, to make mistakes and to
learn from them. We need to feel life, to get hit because there is no other way of becoming a
person, becoming an adult. One day we are going to sit and remember this time and we want to
remember it with a smile.

Isidora Popovi¢ II 4
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People should not bring their children up to be stereotyped boys and girls

Imagine you’re a girl. You have to wear pink clothes. Skirts have to be a required part of your
outfit. You mustn’t swear or play video games. You love to sing or play the violin, or maybe you
are supposed to go to ballet or any other “’girly’’ dance. Also, you are supposed to love flowers,
butterflies, nature, and everything that society told you to love, because you are a girl, in the
world full of men, and you don’t have the ability to speak out. When you get older, you are
exposed to another gender stereotype, like you don’t need to go to college, you are supposed to
be responsible for raising children, and you have to cook, and do the housework.

Do you think that everything of this is great? Because I really don’t, and I can truly say that I
cannot fit in with any of these situations, especially pink clothes and butterflies. But there are
some women out there who can. They enjoy being responsible for their family. And that made
me think about whose fault this is. Why do parents have a need to raise their children to be
stereotyped boys or girls?

Now, imagine you’re a boy. You have to wear blue clothes; you are good at sports or video
games; you’re supposed to do “’dirty jobs’’ like mechanics, and you don’t take care of children.

And now you see that males are also stereotyped. But all of these are JUST stereotypes which are
expected of every male or female. Every one of us is an individual person, and you are the one
who needs to fight against stereotypes.

Parents have to be parents, and they need to know what their children like. Why wouldn’t you let
your daughter play football, or let your son play the piano? It all depends on you when they are
little. You’re the one who teach them how to act, and what to do.

It doesn’t matter what women and men are supposed to do or to be. The only thing that matters is
to follow your wishes, no matter what gender you are.

So, do you think you are ready to be a parent?

Dunja Markovi¢ 114
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Students discover magic and keep it to themselves, but use it

As many people claimed to have seen or even been able to use magic, it is hard to believe these
children who admitted having done many crimes in the past few years using magic. But, it is the
only possible explanation for everything that happened.

These students are from Russia, and they were known for being violent as little kids, but they
had not done anything big or terrible in that age. People from their neighborhood deeply doubt
these kids had done some of the crimes that happened, but they did not have any proof for that.
One day, one member of the gang betrayed them and the truth came out.

,, At first it was fun for all of us, but then it started to bother my mind and I had nightmares
every night. I couldn't sleep. I couldn't eat. I was fighting against myself and trying to keep
enjoying the violence as I was enjoying it at first, but I simply couldn't", said Steve, the scared
boy who has been placed in a mental institution.

He also described how everything started and he was the first one that admitted to every crime,
and then every member of the gang was forced to do the same.

,» That year I had really bad marks at school, the worst ever, and my parents made me clean up
the whole house including the basement. I called my friends to come and help me, and of course
they came, they were curious kids who saw fun in every activity. So, as we were cleaning, some
of them had a fight for fun, but then they fell on the floor and smashed it. The floor started to
shine and revealed one small piece of paper. We came closer and read the text which was written
on it. It said that the finder had the power to do whatever they want to the people of opposite
gender. As we all were boys, it sounded really cool and useful."

At first we couldn't believe it was true, but the scientist claimed the paper was found and it was
concluded that it had some sort of power.

,» There was one girl in our school, and one of us had a crush on her, but she was really popular
and made fun of him because she didn't like him. We were all very mad at her, but we couldn't do
anything about that until we found the magic. She was our first victim, and at first we only teased
her, made her do silly things and she made herself look stupid in front of all students in school.
She was scared when the magic stopped, she didn't know what was happening to her. We did that
almost every day and everybody was surprised by her behaviour. We made her have nightmares,
and during the day she couldn't speak at all, she wanted, but we commanded her not to. And
when we stopped the magic, she kept being quiet and it was fun for all of guys but not for me.
Her parents took her to some psychiatrist when it began but they couldn't help her or tell what
was happening to her."

The girl, he talked about, had to stay in mental hospital and she is not allowed to have visitors
because of her mental weakness.

This is not the only, and certainly not the worst crime they committed, but this is all we
managed to get from the boy. We can only hope we won't be victims of some sort of magic, and
scientists will do everything they can to find what is producing the magic and avert it.

Andelija Milutinovi¢ II 4
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Holiday gone wrong

When I was about 10 years old, I went on a
holiday with my family. One day, we planned to go to a
== Dbeach that was a few kilometers away from our hotel, so
. we had to go by car. When we arrived, we played in the
| sand, went swimming and sunbathed. After a couple of
hours, we all got bored and hungry, so we agreed to go to
= a nearby restaurant for lunch. When we finished, we went

back to the beach for the final swim. While I was
swimming, I saw my mom and dad searching for something in the bags, but I didn’t think much
of it. As soon as I came closer to my parents, I knew that something was wrong. My mom said to
me that they couldn’t find the car key and my dad’s wallet. We all started looking for it, but after
a couple of minutes we realized that we had lost the key and the wallet for good. I was very
scared. My parents decided to call my aunt, who lived in the same city as we did, and have her
send us a backup key that we had back home. She sent the key, and it arrived later that day, so we
safely got back to our hotel. The wallet and the key were never found, but we were all happy that
it all ended well.

Milica Vucicevi¢ I 4
When I was little

Five years ago 1 went on a school trip with my classmates. I was in the fifth grade
and we just wanted to have a great time. When we got there, to Novi Sad, the first
thing that we wanted to do was to go to a confectionery. Everybody was eating ice-
cream and I had to go to the toilet. When I came back nobody was there. I felt very
nervous and ran out from the confectionery. I was standing in front of it, panic-
stricken and on the verge of tears. There was nobody around me and I was scared.
All my stuff was in the bus, my mobile phone was there as well. I didn't know what
to do! I saw a man and I asked him to tell me if he had seen my teacher. At first, the
man was laughing at me, but suddenly he stopped and asked me if I was lost. I told
him that I was. 1 wanted to find my classmates. He took me to the police. I felt safe but the
pleasant feeling didn’t last long because suddenly, I heard him say to the policeman that I had
stolen something from him. I knew things would go wrong. The policeman looked at him as if he
had known the accusation was false. At that moment, my teacher appeared.

Trust no one. It's crazy how much one person can affect you!

Tamara Adamovic¢ I 4
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The Girl Ghost

It all happened 6 weeks ago. It was almost midnight. My
friends George, Jack and I were walking down the dark
street when suddenly we heard some loud laughter. We
turned around but the street was empty. There was no car,
not a person to be seen. We were about to continue our
walk when we heard the laughter again. It was loud and
somehow strange, unearthly. This time we were sure that
it came from the nearby house which was very old and in
a poor condition and more importantly it was said to be
haunted. Many people believed that a ghost of a girl, who

: “* was pushed down the stairs, was still in that house. One
of my friends suggested that we go into the house. We were frightened but excited at the same
time so we decided to do that. We nervously opened the door and entered. It was very dark and
difficult to see anything. We made only few steps and something flew past us. We all started to
scream. George found a lighter and we found out that it was just an ordinary bat. Or was it
ordinary?! Wasn’t it a vampire bat, perhaps? We continued our haunted house adventure. We
searched the house but all we found was one chest and lots of spider webs. But there was no sight
of a girl. After some time we decided to leave the house. Just as we were about to open the door
we heard a familiar but frightening laughter again and then the girl’s voice saying:

Oh boys! Looking for me?! Ha, ha, ha... I am here... now I am here - look!

But we didn’t want to look. We ran out of the house scared to death, never to return, not only to
that house but to that street, to that part of the town.

Matija Elek I 4
My two suns

It is a golden thread
which connects our hands,
like the spark in the corner of your eye
where is hidden a piece of paradise.

And if the sun plunged into darkness
And the whole world breathed gloom

I would have you in a frame
Your eyes, my two suns.

Jelisaveta Adzi¢ III ¢
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Hard work paid off

This time last year, I had the best day of my life. It was definitely an
experience that I will never be able to forget. I waited for the postman all
excited, who was supposed to bring the notice that said if [ was appointed the
best athlete of Valjevo. As the envelope finally arrived, I was thrilled. The
mayor of Valjevo chose me the best tennis player. They invited me to a
formal reception in the municipality to give me the prize and awards.

Seven days after receiving the notice, I went to the municipality. The whole
event took place in a huge room full of people. Cameras and microphones
were everywhere and journalists were anxiously waiting for the beginning of
the conference. The room was full of athletes and everyone was waiting for
the host to pronounce their name. When he finally said my name, I proudly stood up and went to
get my prize and to give the first big interview. Many people came up to me and congratulated
me on the results. When I stood on the stage to receive my award, I heard a thunderous applause
and the feeling was amazing. I think I will never forget the whole thing.

All the athletes were happy and satisfied with the whole event. Parents were proud of their
children, journalist were curious and everything else was well organized. I had never felt so
happy and proud in my life because all the hard work finally paid off.

The best day of my life

It was the winter of 2014. The most important competition of
the swimming season was coming. I was in Belgrade with my
three friends and my coach. My friends and I competed in a
relay race and we won our first medal on the National
Championship. And now I can still feel the same fear and
happiness that I felt that day. While we were walking to the
swimming pool, we were so nervous, like never before. We
knew that we had to forget jitters, and give our best.

' Hundreds of people were watching, cheering and having fun
while we were walking nervously to the start. I remember that my hands were shaking and my
heart was pounding so fast. When I got out off the pool, I saw my coach smiling and my friends
were delighted. We won the bronze medal on the National Championship. I could not believe it! I
was ecstatic, and my coach was finally pleased. A few minutes later the medal ceremony
followed. The president of the Serbia Swimming Federation awarded us medals. It was the best
feeling I had ever felt, and I was so proud of myself and my friends of course!

NataSa Dragojlovi¢ 1 4
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The Time of My Life

I often think about life like it’s a circle which never ends. And the end of that circle symbolizes
special moments in my life which would leave their marks on my thinking heart and soul.

But I have been waiting my whole life for that special moment and I feel like my circle will never
be closed.

Sometimes I also feel lost. When will my time come? When will I feel complete? Will the time of
my life depend on love, success or something else? Will that be something like enormous
happiness or a feeling of excitement?

In the end, maybe I shouldn’t wait for that moment. Maybe I should just live my life and my time
will come, sooner or later. And what is life for if we spend it waiting for something?

Nikola Pordi¢ 11 ¢

Crazy Night

It is one of those things I will never be able to forget. When I think about it, even now, after three
years, I still get chills.

It was one really ordinary summer night; warm wind, clear starry sky with the full moon. My
friends and I were walking on the village road, through the woods. Trees cast shadows on the
road. We were joking and laughing like never before. We had no worries, we were happy that
school was finally over. As we were walking farther and farther we started telling stories about
ghosts, witches and vampires. Some of my friends were scared and told me to stop. I thought it
was funny and continued to scare them. But suddenly we saw a big silhouette of a man, standing
still.

Our conversation stopped and we stared fearfully at the shadow. No one wanted to check out who
was standing there. The wind became stronger and started to move branches on the trees. The
mysterious shadow disappeared. We were still frightened and didn’t know what had happened.
We decided to go home because we knew we had enough scary stories for that crazy night.

I’m still not sure whether it was a man or a supernatural thing. It is also possible that our minds
were just playing tricks on us, but since then we haven’t told any scary stories anymore.

Filip Timoti¢ II ¢
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Autumn in My Town

Grey gloomy sky looms above my town. Heavy and dark clouds lean on the rooftops of every
house in my neighbourhood, holding back the sunlight. The bare branches are being torn off by
the cold wind and all of the living creatures go into hiding. The leaves rustle in the wind, like the
nature itself is talking to you and the sounds are warning about the upcoming rainstorm.

I have never liked autumn. I have never hated it, but I have never really liked it. A lot of people
don’t like it. What’s there to love? When the rain starts to pour, the November storm rises and
blows everything that is beautiful around you.

But then, right after the rain stops, when the sun shines, there are some small moments. Small
moments in time when you appreciate the nature around you. When you finally see it, you can
see the colours shining through red and yellow leaves. You can smell the moisture in the air. And
suddenly everything goes silent and calm, and deep down inside you can finally feel the nature.
Maybe I don’t like the autumn, but I do like those small moments. Small moments in time.

Nina Stankovi¢ II ¢

I Killed a Man

It wasn’t just a ”’BOOM” and that was the end of his life. No, I didn’t use any weapons or a
poison for that. I used something much stronger - forgiveness. Because you can’t kill a poison,
you either learn to live with it, or it kills you. You were that for me. Just a disease that I needed a
cure for. And what’s the best cure? Deleting you from my life, of course.

It took a lot of strength and painful decisions, but I made them, and when I looked back, I
couldn’t be more proud of myself.

I killed a memory and memories are the hardest to destroy. I don’t have any doubts that the final
decision was right. Because, if something hurts, you must get it out of your life. One way or
another.

Iva Stevanovic 1II ¢
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Pongo et Rex

Mon animal préféré est le chien, bien sir.
J'adore les animaux. Pour moi, tous les animaux
sont adorables et magnifiques. J'ai deux chiens -
Pongo et Rex. Rex est mon premier chien et il
est le chien de race mixte. Pongo est dalmatien.
J'adore passer mon temps libre avec eux. Pongo
a4 ans et il vit avec ma mere et ma grand-mere
dans notre maison. Il est mon amour et je ne
peux pas imaginer le jour sans lui. Il est mon
deuxieme chien. Quand j'avais 12 ans, ma mere
voulait me faire une suprise et elle a décidé de
m'apporter le petit chien dalmatien. Ce jour,
J'étais a 1'école et quand je suis rentrée, j'ai vu
une boite blanche dans laquelle était un petit chien. 11 était adorable. J'était suprise et tres
heureuse. C'était le meilleur cadeau pour moi. Depuis le premier jour que j'ai passé avec lui, je
suis la plus heureuse personne dans le monde entier. Nous nous promenons chaque jour et nous
adorons passer le temps ensemble. Pongo est le membre préféré dans ma famille. Je veux
recommander a tous d'avoir le chien et le meilleur ami!

e

Minja Cerovi¢ 1I 5
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