


Dear readers,

this year we celebrated Erasmus Days through various activities promoting the
importance of environment and nature within the school area. Thanks to the
creativity and imagination of pupils and teachers we are able to publish
interesting stories that we hope you will enjoy reading.




From Tree to Tree

From time to time, forest awakens my imagination and ) feel like running from tree to tree,
hiding behind their trunks, just like animals do when they sniff their prey in the air, spot it,

trace it, and chase it until they...

...get it or lose it.

Likewise, ] imagine myself hiding behind words, chasing the creativity until ] get this endless
story finished.

The story started on a cold cloudy autumn day. ] went for a walk to the forest and ] saw a huge,
beautiful old oak tree. ] come closer and closer and ] hide behind its trunk. While ) was hiding
there, ] touched the bark and to my surprise it wasn’t tough neither rough. The bark was smooth
and silky. Actually, it was transparent and ] could see lines and layers of the tree. Amazing! Jt
was really wonderful spectacle! ] hugged the oak as if it were a human and all of the sudden, the
tree took my hands under the bark and ] entered inside the tree. After a while, ] could feel and
see what the tree saw. My eyes turned into leaves, my arms turned into branches, body and legs
into trunk and my feet stared to penetrate the earth as the roots do. They entered deeper and
deeper...
...through sand and rocks,
...deeper and deeper...
...through holes and caves,
...deeper and deeper...
...through voleanos and lava,
...deeper and deeper
to the deepest heart of the Earth.

There was a hard dark cover which protected the Earth’s heart. ) knocked at it gently but nothing
happened. ] waited for a while and knocked again. After a while, ] heard a noise as if

someone were unlocking an old wooden gate. The hard dark cover opened slowly, very slowly. )
could see what was happening inside and it really looked like a human heart: yellow, orange, red
bloody magma was pulsing and erupting everywhere. )t was extremely hot like in a sauna and
fire sparkles were dancing all around like fireworks.

How marvellous spectacle was it! ] was hypnotized by the dancing sparkles and ] went closer and
closer. As ] got closer and closer, it was hotter and hotter and then...

...one little sparkle sat on my root: “Ouch! Jt burnt me and ] caught fire at once. “Away from
here! Quickly! Awaaaay...” screamed my inner voice. ] pulled my roots away as fast as ] could to
save my life.

,Jt was prettq risky there, s0 7 deezded to explore
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A MAGIC PINE TREE

This story happened many years ago when they built Moskovska school. After the
school was built some children planted me, a very small pine tree.

Every year ] was taller and taller. ) am not an ordinary pine tree. ] am a magic tree
because children from school study under me so ] am learning with them. ) also
listen to their interesting stories. Somehow ] started to talk with children. ] learn
about their bad and good days and help them with their homework and school tests.
Children love me and look after me.

Teachers in this school do not know anything about me. ] am only a pine tree for
them. Every year before the 9th graders leave school they tell our secret to the first
graders. The secret is told among pupils year by year and it will last til my days
come to end.

Patrik Cierriava

Birch

Birch lived and lives in our schoolyard. She was big, bushy and had nice green
leaves. One fall, her leaves turned yellow. The birch was sad that its leaves were not
so nicely green, but yellow and dry.

Then an old woman with her grandson walked by and said, “You see this is
birch, now in autumn she has yellow leaves, but when the winter passes her leaves
turn green again and she will be beautiful and bushy again!”

Birch just listened in amazement and thought about how beautiful and green
she would be in spring again. From then on, birch was no longer sad. She took
advice and every time autumn came, and her leaves turned yellow, she imagined it
would fall off and, in the spring, she would be pretty, bushy and green again. Since
then, she has always enjoyed people walking around and stopping by her, stroking
her green hair or hugging her white shabby trunk.

Therefore, we should protect our trees, shrubs, grass, our whole nature, so that
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0 borovici na skolskom dvore

Kde bolo tam bolo bolo, bola raz jedna skola. Bola to peknd budova, do ktorej
kazdé rano prichddzali deti. Sicastou skoly bol vel'ky dvor. A prave tu sa zaédina
pribeh. Uprostred dvora rastla borovica... bola vysoka, mohutnd s pokritenymi
konarmi. Nikto nevedel presne ako dlho tu rastla, no svojou velkostou tu musela
byt davno. Rozpoviem vam pribeh o nej...

Kazdé rdano sa borovica prebidzala do nového dria. Rino ju prebidzalo siniecko a
vecer sa vitala s mesiacom. UZ ako mald borovica obdivovala skolu. Videla, ako si
tam pysne stoji a kazdé rano ju navstevuji deti.

Zo zadiatku netusila éo sa vo vniitri deje, ale ako pribudali roky, pochopila, poéula
a videla. Aj ona vel'mi tiZila ist’ dovniitra. Cheela sa udit. Tuzila v Zivote vel'a zaZit.
Ostatné stromy sa jej smiali. Dokola jej opakovali Ze ona ma iné poslanie. Citila sa
velmi smutnd a velmi nepotrebna. ,,Stojim tu na jednom mieste”, stazovala sa
jedného diia slniecku, ,,chcem nosit’ skolsku tasku a chcem sa ucit”. Midre slniecko
sa pousmialo a vysvetlilo borovici, Ze ked’ bude starsia vsetko pochopi. Borovica bola
nadalej smutnd. Kazdy deri sa pozerala na skolu a tizila.

Jedného diia sa pri nej pristavila skupina ziakov s pani ucitel’kou. Boli to
prodéikovia. Pani ucitel’ka im vysvetl'ovala aké su pre ludi stromy dolezité a preco
ich musia chranit. Borovica pocuvala so zatajenym dychom. Nikdy sa tak na seba
nepozerala, no odrazu pocitila hrdost na seba i vsetky stromy, hlavne na tie, ktoré
tu s fiou Zili na skolskom dvore.

Ako borovieca rastla, zadala si vsimat’ Zivot okolo seba. Prirodu, striedanie rocnych
obdobi a tesila sa na kazdy jeden dei. Bola siucastou tejto skoly. TeSila sa na
zadiatok Skolského roka, ked’ spolu s uéitel'mi ticho vitala prvadikov. Tesila sa s
deviatakmi na konci skolského roka...aki len boli iispesni.

So zaujmom podivala pribehy deti, ich smiech a niekedy i plaé. Bola stastnd, ked’
im mohla poskytnut’ vkryt pred pdliacim slnkom. Dokonca bola svedkom prvych
lasok a objati. Vzdy trochu posmutnela, ked’ prisli prazdniny. Nemohla sa tesit' s
detmi, no vedela, ze sa opdt vrdtia. A ¢o bolo dolezité? Uz viac nebola nestastna.
Pochopila preco tu je. Rozhodla sa, Ze kym bude Zzit, bude déverovat detom i
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Pine tree — old forest friend

There is quite a lot of trees near by our school. Leafy and coniferous. ] was
fascinated by the one ] walk around every day. Jt's a pine tree.

Jt stands in a group of several pines, near the sidewalk. Jt grew from a small
seed that the wind blew to school when it was brand new. Hundreds of children
went to it day by day, year by year.

Little pine tree was lucky that it managed to grow up. Jt survived the afternoon
fights, chases, football matches. Jt gradually became empowered and became part
of children's games. They climbed on top of it like climbs, hid behind it and picked
pine cones. They became friends, argued, laughed, and sometimes they were sad.
Years passed, children gradually changed into adults.

Today, they also take their children to school. ] think, the pine tree knows them.
Maybe it can recognize them by their walking. Someone will pass quickly without
interest with his head full of worries, someone slowly inhaling its old forest scent,
remembering their school days.

Marek Ziacik




Nas strom borovicka

Noc je krasna a hviezdy ziaria a ty vedl'a mria.
Objimat ta a chcem ta este viac.
Mam ta malo! Hlipy éas!
LeZime pod boroviékou a nerozdeli nas nik ani samotny cas.

Tvoje pery cheem citit’ cely ten cas a ti lasku u teba mat.
Drzat ta za ruku celé tie dni a nepustit’ sa lezim s tebou
pod borovickou zas a lezat’ pri tebe len tak.
Pozerat’ sa ti do oct a pusu ti dat.

Pohladit ta po tvari a povedat’ milujem ta pozerat’ sa na
hviezdy cez ihlicie a objimat’ sa.
Pozriem sa na teba a usmejem sa potom na tvoje oéi a tie
Ziaria jasnejsie ako ta nocna obloha.
Ked'ti stekd slza po lici hned' ma chyta mrdz lebo tvoj plac
je ako diyka do chrbta.

Som tu vzdy pre teba cely ten éas.

Ked'sa smejes hned mam lepsi deri.
Lebo tvoj vismev je vsetko éo potrebujem chcem ho vidiet
kazdy den.

Povedat’ ti uz smiem ze ta z celého srdea milujem.

Ked'ti dam bozk zastavi sa na chvil'u éas nik nds nevidi len
nasa borovicka. Len vdaka tebe je mdj den jasnejsi len ty maj Zivot
napliias
milujem ta!

Srdee vyrezane do kory borovzc/cq a povedane navzdy Nikam
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Poetic tree
Once upon a time, a tree was
hiding in a forest in North Carolina.
Jt wasn't an ordinary tree but a magical on. He was very old
and big. No one knew that it wasn't just any tree. He was as if he were
invisible. Until the day when one poet walked through the woods looking for
inspiration for his poem. He walked there for hours, but he had no idea. After
so many walks, he was tired and wanted to rest, so he lay down under a tree to
sleep for a while. After a few hours of sleep, He woke up with a perfect idea
for a poem. He didn't know that the tree helped him. He tried to repeat what he
was doing that day, but he couldn't think of anything. When he no longer knew
what to do, he went to the exact tree. He lay down and slept, when he woke up,
he had a new idea for a poem. From that day on, he went to the tree and had a
new poem every day. People in his city were surprised where he had such great
ideas from. One neighbour tracked him once to the tree. He did not
believe thathe could write such poems thanks to this tree.
So, he tried it, he lay down under the tree and
fell asleep. When he woke up, He knew
that the tree helped to create poems.
From that day on, people went
there for inspiration. Until the
tree was old and dead,
but it is said that
a new tree grows
in this place.

Jerka 9th class
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The first tree on Althaea

Today is the 17th

of October 3020. My name is Jacqueline Bexley and ] work as a special gardener in NASA. My job is
to grow plants that would survive not only on the way from Earth, but also on another planet. Jt is a
hard job with a lot of failures but ] like it. Thanks to people who did what ] am doing now, Mars has
become one of the most favourite holiday destinations. A lot of people bought their own house or a
hotel there. ] ‘ve been there once and ) think that it looks very nice but ] wouldn’t live there for a long
time.

However, as everybody knows, people will always want more and more even if they have enough. So,
the scientists have tried to find other planets with qood conditions for life. And they have
accidentally found a new planet in our solar system which hasn’t been caught up yet by satellites and
telescopes. The name of this planet is Althaea — the second Earth. Althaea has got far better
conditions for life than any other planet. Actually, better than Mars now.

)f we want to survive there, the plants and trees must survive, too. And then, my team and ) will go
to plant a perfect tree which will survive in all conditions. We had spent a lot of hours, days, months
and years on our research and we finally did it. We have grown a super strong tree. Jt is adapted to
survive in an environment where there is little water, little light or a lot water and a lot light. It

can live for more than 500 years and it has edible fruits. Jt doesn’t mind any chemicals or elements
of Althaea atmosphere. Basically, it can adapt to environment in every time and everywhere.

Today, the 17th
of October 3020, my team, the tree, and ] are going to Althaea. It is not far. The flight will take only
8 days and 77 hours. And when we are there the project “Bonsai” will begin.

It is the 20th

of October; we have just landed on the planet and planted our tree. We will stay here for one week to
watch the tree and then we will come back to the Earth and watch the tree with special cameras from
the terrestrial base.

It is the 26th
of October, everything is going well, the tree is still alive so we can come back to the Earth tomorrow.

t is 28rd

of December, everybody is getting ready for Christmas, but ] still wateh our tree because there was
an unexpected extraterrestrial activity around it. Jf our tree attracted the aliens, it would be for the
first time that humankind saw naturally occurring life on the other planet than the Earth. We were
right. For the first time, we saw an alien and the fact that it is possible to live there thanks to the
tree!

Dominika 9th class




Story about Trees

Jt all started when people started to cut down
lot of trees. One day an unknown tree people
civilization decided to warn humans cause lot of
trees where dying. They said if they don't
stop cutting down trees that the trees will turn
into blood longing killer monsters. Lumberjacks
didn't believe them and kept cutting down. Leaves
were falling down from every tree and grass which they were standing on
changed colour in a bloody red. Hands and feet grew to the trees and they
stepped out from the ground turned into psychotic killing monsters. That day,
it was the day when the biggest war started. Humans against trees. The war lasted
for many years. Subsequently, trees won the war. Trees let live only those
people who had never damaged a single tree. After that people and trees were
living again in peace and harmony.

Alex 9th class

From Tree to Tree

Once upon a time,three small trees grew in one forest. One day they talked about what they
wanted to be when they grew up. The first said the table ,,] will serve for big festivities, weddings
and the like.” The other said the library ,,They will give me wise and important books.” Finally, the
third said he would like to stay growing here ,,] want people to say that what a nice tree grows
here.” Years passed and small trees became big trees.

One sunny day, lumberjacks came to the forest and chose which trees would suit them. The first
lumberjack chose the first tree and said he liked it and would made a table out of it. Another
lumberjack chose the second tree and said he would make a library out of it. Finally, he chose the
third tree from the last lumberjack and also cut it down and said that he would still see what he
would use it for.

Well, there was a table from the first tree, but only a small one and not at all for the festivities
he wanted to be. The second was a library, but for books for young children and not for any wise
and important people. And the third of it was firewood. Well, he only wished for one thing to grow
on and people said how pretty he was, but then he realized that this would at least help them not to
get cold.
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Dear readers,

you are going to read stories which "have fallen down" from the creativity of
our students like the leaves which are falling down from trees now in the
autumn. Pick them up and enjoy the story on each single leaf.
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And now, look at magic trees of class 54 and 5C. Read what the magic trees
CAN DO.
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