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This is a homage. This is a homage to ourselves, to our origins, to our school,
and to everyone that ever mattered. And since it's a homage to ourselves. we |
decided, quite readily, to name it after our prime attribute: Constant movement. &
So it was that we named it Quick Silver. We name it Quick Silver in honour of
everything that we have ever done and will ever do, and in honour of the speed
at which time just blew past. I'm not going to give a long-winded speech about
how I feel, about how we all feel, because this is what this magazine is all
about. It's about highlighting the years we all spend building up to our future.
It's about bringing out the true character of our lives, about showing the truth
and about reminiscing on how we were changed, forever, by the few years spent
cooped up in a hundred year old building listening to hundreds of teachers,
breaking hundreds of thins - which may not always have been physical objects -
and about what in the world we've done after (some of us) finally got out.

Now, "got out" might be a bit harsh, because, honestly - and I swear to all the
gods I'm not going to go on a rant here - I've enjoyed these years, dodgy though
Mthey may have been, and I enjoyed them for the very simple reason that they were
| full of stuff. Yes, stuff. That's the best way to describe it. I feel. Just... stuff.
Because you can never know, for sure, what that "stuff" actually is. If you'd try
to make sense of it all, you'd just end up scratching your head in bewilderment.
So I say.. Just go with the damn flow! Feel the rush, open up your mind and

enjoy it! Enjoy the feeling of Quick Silver these four years of your life will
bring you!
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Queen Helen,

Or How We Rebelled by Not Rebelling

1989. Communism was at its height of influence in Romania. And then it took a swan dive. Hard.
There was a revohution and then the communists got kicked out, rather violently; at bullet velocity, in fact.
So the tyrant was gone and we finally had our much yearned-for freedom. So we had to change a few
things. High schools, in particular, had to change their names_ because having a number as an identity
doesn’t promote much self-esteem. So most of them switched back to the original names, the ones they
had before communism took a firm grip of Romania  From numbers. they all changed to the names of
figures of import and significance in Romanian history.

Thing is, they didn’t give ws a number. They gave us
the name of “Unirea™. The Great Coming Together
and we liked it. We thought about changing back to
our original name. but we decided to stick with this
one. But what if we did change back? Our original
name was Queen Helen National College. So. who
exactly was this Helen? To answer that, we have to
go back. Back to 1918, when Prince Carl, the future
King of Romania. married Princess Ioana Lambrino,
daughter of a Romanian general. That didn’t last, and
they divorced a few years later, at the request of his
father.

' For his many previous mistakes. voung Carl was sent to Switzerland. to study and. perhaps. gain a bit of

i experience. There he met Helen. and wanted to marry her. Helen being the daughter of the Greek royal family.

But it so happened that Helen's brother. got engaged to Carl’s sister. Princess Elisabeth and they both married in
the same day. which was said to be a day of rotten luck and. .. well. the whole thing is way too complicated. The
F?st of it is that Helen was the mother of former King Michael — who's still alive. And for that. and for the fact that | ‘
Helen openly defied Carl in the later vears of their relationship, our High school was named in her honour. :
)

i We’ve changed because we ve changed with the times._.. and with communist law_ but that’s another
‘ story entirelv. So here we are, under the rather adequate moniker of “Unirea”. We've changed. because we felt
iwe should. and we've kept the name given to us by our oppressors, because after they were defeated. it’s
“meaning was turned round completely. We ve changed, but we haven’t really changed: we rebelled. but discreetly
so.




The Fred R'Oi)‘é}' American Cultural Centre 7
~~ ~~A Short History~

In the year of 2004, the Fred Robey Family Foundation decided that it needed a
place to house it’s extensive collection of books, and it needed to be in Romania. So Unirea
College generously volunteered use of one of its basement levels to play host to what
came to be known almost throughout the entire city as the American Centre; a place of
study, sporting a library containing more than two thousand books, several free-to-access
workstations, video projectors and many other facilities.

Since its grand opening, the Centre has hosted quite a few city-wide English
language contests, as well as the school’s annual Speech Session, the English Olympics
and the Speak Out contest.

3 . —— .. Besides contests, the Centre is run by volunteers. Many students have experienced
ka for the first time here, and have also had plenty of opportunities to meet
e “membérs ofseveral volunteer groups such as the Peace Corps who have visited the
Centre to;exp}‘ain the details of what it means to help the world and others through acts of
charitatyé work.

T

/After a great run of six years, in the care of Prof. Ana Flueras, the Fred Robey
?ﬁmerican Center has shifted sides after the Foundation’s decision to permanently donate
the entirety of the facilities within the centre to the school. A very important part'of the
day-to-day life of students, especially students in bilingual English classes, the
““Centre has always been there when we needed it. It is a constant, an ever-present
‘commodity, which will thrive even with the change of management. %




play yo mnhcbngmmb«wxbcmhts And what greater way 1o help than sharing
pdge that comes packed m small boxes?

mAmCamoﬁ'mamdc\mofb«is DVDs and magazines for all tastes, ranging from novels,
short works, and poetry. all the way to articles about war, grammar books and cverything in between. Onecan )
mﬁndacop)ofdtcBMcM'Spmdmgummd\c-\mcnc:n(‘cnu'chashclpcdmcbuwmmk5

complexity of terature and arts n
gencral. But the expenence has also
helped me to contemplate and spend tme
« with my own thoughts, m an cffort 1o
¢ better understand the subject | should
have been most accustomed to: myself

Whenever | had some spare time |
went nght down to the hibrary, picked a
random book off the shelves and stared
rcading. That was how | discovered
Orwell’s “1984™ and Animal Farm, and
how | started to cnjoy great works such as
“The Grapes of Wrath™ and “Lord of the
Flics™. And | will never forget the look
upon my collcagues” face, when
they discovered that | had read i 2 year

more than they had m four \ormlllfmgcnhchndsmxlcon\lrs thcnssfxc \\ﬁmc\us!rsokmdlv
greeted  us. Her coffec was the best | had ever drunk, and probably suill 1s one of the best in the world-take
my word for it.
One of the most interesting expeniences was when a group of French-speaking teachers came to the Amencan
Centre and asked for dircctions. Of course, my first reaction was “it’s not called an AMERICAN Centre for
nothing, you know™. But after finally decoding their language | was able o neatly send them in the night :
¢ direction, using my hands as a substitute for words 1 did not know ,
In the end, | enjoyed the time spent there because | got to meet wonderful people, | got to do my part in this
,  process of education, and | also got to do some wonderful reading. But mind you, as dull as it may scem, '
! there have also been somc, less conventional moments., or 50 to say
l For instance, playing football in the ibrary room was a challenging expenience. Firstly, the space is quite
tight, 50 it was hard to install two nets there. But once that was done, we moved on to draw the pitch and,
. soon after, we could finally stant the game Fouls were at the order of the day so making surce we did not
knock any shelves down was quite challenging, you know!
Another mteresting event, which became a regular, was wrestimg. 1, of course, did not take part n such vile
\  and inappropriatc manifestations of male testosterone (actually did. won most cvents), and disapprovingly
EWuhM'“uww!kmme}w.ummmﬁ)

TR,




ed ‘s'confessmn we sha]l keep that story for another tlme Oh, and there was that one time
Ily” set the alarm while our teacher was in class, and it went off, but again, different time,

dlfferent story.
All in all I have spent quite some time between the shelves of the center and looking back, I had great

intellectual moments, as well as moments of great fun. And if [ were to do it all again, I wouldn’t change a
thing.
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My support to the American Cultural Center Fred Robey in Brasov began seven years ago when I firstly
joined high-school. The center was then a young project and it all started when Mrs Flueras, our French
language teacher asked us to join the voluntary team for the newly established library, project and computer
rooms. | saw this as a wonderful opportunity to grow, learn something new, create networks and spend some
good quality time with wonderful people in a place that I loved. I can’t believe that time has passed so fast;
right now it all seems so close but still so far away. I started with a normal program but I soon found out that
the place needed more time from ourselves and personal involvement, and after a couple of months I found
myself being actively involved in the work and the coordination the center needed. Together with Ms. Flueras
and the voluntary team, we were a close family, always supporting each other in order to make things run
~ smoothly. Because I personally loved seeing people happy within the center, I viewed everything there as if it
" were mine and for everybody. I loved creating satisfaction through our services and support and always
¢ enjoyed having some coffee over a chat in the library or spending hours and hours talking about books,

people, places, while having a nice atmosphere.

Throughout the four years, I have been mostly in charge of the electronics, computer networks and audio-
visual equipment. Nevertheless, I have actively participated as a librarian, taking part in coordinating
important activities and always being there when help was needed. 3

{ I see Fred as a mentor and as an example. For me, his contribution to the ‘Unirea’ National College, to the .w,?

- Center and to the people that he is helping right now is enormous, and I see this coming only from an open heart
and an open mind. I believe his presence there has changed my life completely, taking turns I would have never
anticipated. Thanks to his funding, I find myself now In Morocco, doing my study abroad experlence for halfa
- year as part of an international program from a university in Holland. The life I’'m having now is possible only b
- what I have created with my thoughts and emotions, a strong belief and special people that pop up into your life

- that have unconditional generosity, such as Fred. I have been through numerous experiences the past two years
~ back in The Netherlands, being faced with cultural differences, working issues, intense study programs, meeting
- amazing people, traveling, broadening my horizons and basically havmg the best time of my life. I thoughtto
- myself, when I left Romania: “Studying abroad will open doors for me”. To be frank, I did not truly realize all the
¢ implications this sentence had, and I still don’t. One thing is for sure, I have more opportunities and possibilities
| than I expected and I find this wonderful.

: Looking ahead into the future, after finishing this exotic intercultural experience here in Morocco, Iplant )
some back to Holland to continue with an internship in a company for the other half a year and gain more
professional experience in my study field of International Communication. I have after that one more year o 20
and then I’'m setting off for a new set of opportunities!!




Looking Back,
Perspectives on the Past and the Future

and are noweﬂhcrm coIlage or pursuing brilliant careers. These are just a few of their thoughts on how High School
em and tbeu memories of the years past. U8

philology and the way English as a bilingual language has broadened my elementary, childish v:ews on !fe
8 scientific, spiritual, social and ultimately political. :

mshtubon, nnndyon)ﬁr exceededmyments as only aﬁergrachlanondld tmiy compre
teachers had on me for the entire duration of four years. And this is not coming ou

miss a single day of high school: but what I miss now is the possibikty oflookmgatmy teac !
now). and not as teachers per say.

The bilingual program : was, at a point. grueling. Mrs. L and. Mrs M. accompamed my seasonary apparitiops, =
belonging to Mrs. K, Mrs. B and Mrs_ Vasilovici (I found it impossib! ,not mention her entire name; may she rest in peace)
® made our dnty as.students to excel in English for what we thought wa .gomg to be our Ace in the final exams. Until the

' curriculum was altefed and English became a, what we felt, pro-bono exam with no benefits other than headaches.

Bt our English teachers did not stop. For their goal was not a mere exam; it'w a.g performance, true proficiency in the area at
hand. For some, the routine went along just fine, while others did not find necessity: let alone drive in doing what the teachers
had in mind. But mobilization 1s a problem of the individual, whereas quality of education was offered to us by all pure English
teachers. and by almost all the rest of the board. (in an attempt to be cheerful I mention Mrs_ Borsan as being quite the

; ' fruitcake).

English is the langnage of humanity. It binds all people. We all lack the possibility to treasure our most prized
possessions, until we lose them; for only when we feel loss do we feel the value of a certain thing. And that is. what [
consider, the poorest joke humanity has ever played on itself. So I pled. treasure English; not for what it is_‘but for what it can
be!

Keep in mind. studying philology under a bilingual English curriculum implies hundreds upon hundreds of essavs wmten along
the years, countleéss books and fragments to be read, and above all perseverance.
¥ ~ But-along with all these. the beauty of being young shall accompany you. What I truly miss now are the 10 minute bralces in -

"~ ~which we used to write 500/600 word essays; which were, in the words of Mrs. L and Mrs. M (I hope they knew about. tlns :
‘before readmg this article) excellent! (and the two are true English speakers. not just mere English teachers) =
: The philology - bilingual English class is Unirea's flagship. It represents, without any doubt, the brightest ninds

* school has to offer - and the most rebellious. And if you prefer reading over calcutus, and you feel up to the task, ﬂlcn'bi'af
means friend. attempt to survive in the for mentioned class - for many have tried, but few have managed, let alone prospered.
2 (Dmmg hxgh school a total of 4 people got transferred to our class, one of which was American and another half Canadxm >

: They all ended up leaving).
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I attended Unirea High School in Brasov (the English bilingual
class) between 1995-1999. 1 am a BA in English (major) and Norwegian
(minor) at the Faculty of Letters. “Babes-Bolyai™ University, Cluj-Napoca
and an MA in Bntish Cultural Studies at the same faculty. At present I an®
a PhD student in Germanistics at “Alexandr Ioan Cuza™ University of
Iasi. the Faculty of Letters.

I published a Romanian-Norwegian Phrase Book (2004, 2007)
and a Norwegian-Romanian/Romanian-Norwegian Pocket Dictionary
(2009) at Polirom Publishing House. I taught English for 1 year at the
University of Cluj-Napoca (2004-2005) and Norwegian at the universities
of Chyj and Iasi. Throughout the years I also worked as a translator
(into/from English Norwegian) being authonzed by the Ministry of
Justice, and as a travel guide especially in Bucharest (for different
nationalities).

I won scholarships at the universities of Bergen and Oslo, in
Norway, where I could enrich my Norwegians skills or gather matenal for
my PhD thesis. [ participated in international conferences with studies on
Hennk Ibsen’s work.

By studying English in a bilingual class (7 classes a week) in
high school, it was much easier for me to prepare for the English exams in
faculty. Moreover, English is an essential language whenever one comes
into contact with foreigners, when one writes articles for important
publications or takes part in international conferences. The solid basis of
my English knowledge was definitely formed in the high school penod
and never forgotten afterwards.




Alina Palimaru

When asked to write a piece about your career since
school, your first reaction may be like mine: to feel
flattered. Sufficiently flattered to agree.
But is this a ‘no-win’ situation? If I exaggerate. I'll be
hated, and probably found out! If. on the other hand.
I down-play everything, I could just encourage
readers to “jog on’ and flip the page. Somewhere in
between these two tempting positions is the truth.
The ‘raw” truth about my journey since high schoolis
this: I had made a big effort to eam my ‘Cambrnidge
Proficiency’ Certificate - grade A. My English
curmiculum accounted for much of this success. as it
had been demanding, rigorous and encouraged
critical thinking. English fluency opened so many doors for me: the “door’. for example. to undergraduate and
graduate education in the USA.
Looking back eight years on, there’s a danger that I could start to take such opportunities for granted, but that
would be wrong because at the time it was a massive deal. My English skills meant that I could handle a lot of
‘hoops’ to earmn my scholarship: five exams, essays, plus presenting all my school certificates and letters of
recommendation. It's easy when you say it quickly. but it was daunting and the prize was worth it.
I started at Drexel University in Philadelphia in the fall of 2003. My three majors were Politics. Communication
and History. The high-school education I had received was quite solid on most subjects so upon arnival in the
US I hit the ground rmunning. It wornied me at times that I was a little too work-focused, but [ knew this was such
an opportunity that I didn’t want to waste the chance. I graduated with a perfect grade. Summa Cum Laude.
The college curiculum was interspersed with full-time work assignments. My English skills and articulate
wnting style gave me a lot of credibility so soon [ found myself in the epicenter of government — Washington
DC.
Imagine the excitement for a gitl from Brasov walking up Capitol Hill in the moming sun — the iconic seat of
power for the “free world’ - to start work in a Congressional Office. I think I made a good impression and was
immediately tasked to report on Committee heanngs and prepare remarks for my boss. Congressman Curt
Weldon.
My work later took me to the US Senate. the Philadelphia Department of Commerce and the Delegation of the
European Commission in Washington.
In 2009 I eamed my Master's degree in Public Policy from Amernican University in Washington (on a full
fellowship).
The next stage of my jourmney was in London. With my master’s degree in hand I amved in one of the world’s
greatest cities and home to ‘the mother of Parliaments’. It’s early days here, but I feel that the “stretch’ of my
experience — from Romania to Washington to London will serve me well.
Iam not.gogg to lie: it's been a steep leaming curve. The tough lessons came fast and early. and some of them
had little to do with me or my skills and more to do with extraneous factors.
The moﬁoﬂant thing, however, is that for almost a decade now, [ have been able to overcome ethnic.
gender and even  financial bias - in both academic and professional contexts -due to the strong English and
reasoning skills I acquired in high school.
Iam f‘orev@i‘ﬁdebted to Professor Luca for her excellent English classes and for the discipline of study that she
instilled in me.




PhD, Lecturer in Amernican Studies

Babes-Bolyai University, Chy \apoc' -\‘ A

I must confess. the request to

contribute an article to the English

Department’s Magazine came as both

a surpnse and an honour tome: it’'s a

wonderful feeling to see that people

still remember you after so many

years.

To me, it is undoubtedly true that my S8

high school years laid the foundation”

of what I am doing now.I am ' :
currently lecturer in Amencan Studies at the Facult\ of European Studies, (Babes-
Bolyai University Cluj-Napoca). where I have been teaching classes in Amencan Film,
Representations in Amernican Popular Culture and American History both at
undergraduate (BA in American Studies) and postgraduate level (MA in Transatlantic
Studies) since 2004: all these classes are taught in English. I am also a PhD in history.
having recently defended my doctoral thesis on the representation of the Holocaust in
cinema. a thesis also written in English and currently considered for publication by
Oxford University Press. Although. in a sense. I did not so much choose my career as
fell into it (following a number of fortunate encounters). I don’t imagine myself doing
anything else that I would like more than what I am doing now.

Moreover, I don't believe I could be doing what I am doing now if it hadn’t
been for my high school expenence: I still very fondly recall my time in high school
even the moments that seemed difficult or challenging. To my mind. choosing to attend
a bilingual high school form should be a responsible choice: one cannot successfully
complete it unless one sees this as a labour of love, with the amount of labour and that
of love intertwining in vanous proportions. From my point of view, being a student in
an English bilingual form meant embarking on a journey of discovery and self-

discovery: discovery. for I came to know and leam things that are still with me after
more than ten years, and self-discovery. because, in the process. I also leamed more

about myself. This joumey was not always easy: I remember often feeling frustrated fo
simply not being able to get some grammar structure right. but I also recall the
satisfaction I felt at the end of a debate on some book or issue. or the sheer wonder at
seeing other places, other countries reveal themselves to me dunng the trips we took
abroad.

All these memories are still with me today, and I sometimes tell my students
about them: the question that they almost inevitably ask me is whether I would like to
2o back to high school and do it all over again. Inevitably, my answer is yes: to this day
perhaps strangely. it is my high school that I consider to be my alma mater, rather than
my university. This. [ think summarnises my view on the importance of studying foreign
languages in general and English in particular: any new language that one leams is the
key to unlocking a new world. a new door: nowadays. English has pretty much become
the key to unlocking most doors leading to professional success, and the importance of
bilingual forms in helping students leam English cannot be overstated enough.




Paral-Andrei Dobra,

Management with Human Resources —year 1
Robert Gordon University, Aberdeen, Scotland, UK
(former student at the English Bilingual Class)

The Scottish Experience

In these treacherous times. the need for personal gain or the quest for finding
one’s limits dnves people away from their homes and plunges them in the deep
end of the sea of uncertainty. Yet. when you are the only one who is weanng an
umbrella in front of the dazzling rain. you start to question the stereotypes
accumulated in school and you might nghtfully ask: “is the expenence gathered so
far actually reliable or will it not ensure me a good starting point for tackling the
world™?

The answer is. to quote somebody, “debatable™.

In the Snow entrenched Oil capital of Europe. located in the Northem part of
Scotland, the harsh wind constantly pushes your thoughts towards home. You
are aware that you are far from your fiends and. albeit you find it difficult. you
must start thinking in another language. Romanian is only for the beloved ones,
2500km away. Here. the cultural bamers start to emerge. one by one.

First of all. why here? No tuition fees. the most modem university in the UK, third
university after Oxford and Cambrnidge for jobs after graduations. Oil industry. As

simple as that.
One of the most common mistakes of all is to confound the term Bnitish with English. Tell that to a Scotsman and you will be

thrown out of the pub. possibly with some deep scars along the way. The bitter nivalry between English and Scottish bears a
legacy which stretches far back in time. one which is not even mentioned in the English textbooks. Scots eat pomdge (some sort of
muesli without fruits) with salt. The Scots have temble winters. The Scots despise you if you do not dnnk with them. Yet. the
Scots do speak English. And you can understand them irrespective of the accent.

Aberdeen? 30.000 students. Two nval universities. More than 10.000 intemational students. Common language: English. And
believe it or not. I tend to consider myselfin the upper echelon when I see that most of the students don’t even know that
Northem Ireland is a part of their country. Puzzling, indeed. to see Scottish people asking me what language do we speakin
Romania. or, the most daunting one: is Ceausescu still your president?

Some of them have no notion of Grammar whatsoever. and I haven't found one Scottish person with whom to tackle subjects such
as intemational markets. economics or even Europe. And when it comes to coursework, then the mouming begins. Amid massive
hangovers (dnnking is a cult here). the students struggle to find their words. an issue which can be easily overcome by us due to
the numerous English essays submitted in high school

Plagianism (quotes from a book without proper citation) is an immense problem. Do more rephrasing exercises (and of course,
acknowledge the source). Need fancy. very formal words for your reports? Open the English notebook. Need to improve your
speaking skill? Join the Dramatricks club. Want to know how to do a good presentation? Ask for some feedback after your English
Atestat. Whatever you need. it has already been delivered to you either dunng your classes at Unirea (for that I am much obliged
to my teachers) or on an extracumricular basis. It is only a matter of aiming for something and achieving it.

Want to study abroad? Look around you, ask the persons who are already there. and discard your futile thoughts of: “T will think
about it later”. Your future is decided with every breath you take. Never tie yourself to only what is i the textbook. In a world
where information is power, the key to your success lies only in your desire to be one of the best. Scared of the costs? Do a
research and you’ll be amazed to find that sometimes the higher education in Romania costs more than the one in the West. Scared
of leaving your parents and your friends? Grow your wings. you will eventually leave them, and if they are true fniends, they will
never forget you

So many thoughts in so few words ... Unirea was my second home and will forever be an important part of me. and whale I still
crave for the Unirea’s Halloween parties and the beautiful eyes of the so-called-maidens, my quest has taken me further. The only
question i1s: are you up for the task?




/1. In Memoriam ' - Doina Vasilovici
Physical Pain And Me |

g on one's person
, and are more se:

r: ed than the physical tortm‘edpeople.

Whenuymg to have a conversation with people who are suffering from mental pain.we have to respect a couple of rules. more exactly-we don't have to

tell the person in case: 'T know what you are going through, I understand you', if we weren't put in the same situation in the past and we can't
think/judge it.

In the end. which is the most unbearable pain? Here. the opinions are divided because most of the people who have physical pain say that that is the

pain which can't be beared. and most of the people who have mental issues says that those are unendurable Persons who haye both pains throw the
blame on each separately.

This article was written in the memory of our beloved English teacher and head of the class, Doina Vasilovici. who left us on the 10th November. She
suffered a heart attack while she was treating herself against cancer.

When she found out that she had cancer, the doctors only gave her 6 months to live but she was so optimistic about surviving that she kept on

for another 5 vears. It is unbelievable what a strong character she had even if she was sick. Only a strong charactered person could do this, and
she proved to be one.

She was our beloved Teach', who took a part from us when she left. a mother who didn't keep us in her womb, but we all had a part of her
gigantic soul.

-y u ﬁ Hoping that she hears our words, we
3 beg her to tell herself that every
person that she kept close is
breathing out her soul and keeps the
lessons in the notebooks which show

her eternity.

Bucoiu lIoana

loana Bucoiu, XI B
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The Values We Cherish In Life

Our world is a very intricate place. Among the complex aspects which life gives us are the unwritten laws \
that many of us call values. Depending on several aspects such as our cultural background and education, we all il
achieve some values throughout life, but it depends only on us if we want to preserve them and guide our lives
after them or not.

To begin with, I consider friendship and honesty as
two of the most important values in my life. It is said that” A
friend is one who knows you, but loves you anyway” or as
Aristotle said:” A friend is a single soul dwelling in two
bodies”. We can not deny that there are several definitions
related to “friendship” but I firmly think that these two that I
have mentioned above contain the essence of this value that
I think everybody should pursue in life in order to be happy.
Therefore, I would say that a friend is someone who loves
you and accepts you the way you are.

Moreover, friendship is also based on mutual help. It
is considered that when one finds himself in a difficult

.
situation which is the moment when he discovers who his real friends are.

Another important value in my life is honesty. To my mind. honesty does not mean telling all that comes
to your mind because some truths can hurt those we love. Honesty is rather admitting to yourself that you are
not perfect. For instance. an honest person who makes a mistake, not only will admit it but they will willingly
accept the consequences.

In contrast with those who still guide their lives after some values, there are the ones who had forgotten il
about them. Some people blame this negative issue on today’s fast moving world that, as they claim, make it
them easily distracted. Thus, w1thout morals in theit v es, they waste their time on wrong paths. il

Allin all, I truly consider that we should preserve the Values that we achleV ed dunne our life in order to <2 :
become content with ourselves and live a balanced hfe mthout regrets

\ AlexandraBianca Marcu, XII'B ' j
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?} Avalue is a belief which guides us in our life decisions, as the
Indign Political and Spiritual Leader Mahatma Gandhi once said:

fs become your thoughts.Your words become your actions.
YPW values become your destiny.”

These days, many of us easily forget their true values,waste time
on wrong paths, which brings me to the idea that life comes with its ups
and downs. As a consequence, there are some bad aspects which have a
negative affect on our life which can be considered values. In fact, there

re some of them very important, that can make our world a better
lace.

The fifst it is said to be love, the feeling of compassion which
makes us see the best in others, while they see the best in us.Of course,
everyone d%es a friend who loves them, accepts their love, and last
“, but not tp}e least he/she is there for them whenever we
A fall in

ﬁesty is also one of the most treasured values of human
being. Living life honestly means opening oneself to the other
value which completes a wide range of others that we consj
important.

To sum up, there are hundreds of values we c?ky that are

important for us, things that really matter. Taking evemytRing into
consideration, a value can be defined as a fundamental quslity, a
belief which brings us one step closer to our discovery®”




The Road Lived

Life has many paths. Responsibilities, opportunities,
decisions, events — these are all possibilities that lead to
different paths. They could 've happened if our actions had
lead to them. They re variables in a melting pot of variables.
They’re all grains of sand in the all-powerful vortex called life.

But our path is not set. We always have a choice. The
choice to go with the flow, the choice to go against the
current, or the choice to get out of the river and just stroll

alongside it. But in this great whirlwind of decisions there is We have but one road, one path; and that is the
always the temptation to just drop out, let yourself be road of our choosing. But that road is not paved. Itis a
swallowed up and cast into oblivion. : muddy. rocky, dark, twisting trail through a forest thick

with thousands upon thousands of possibilities. It is our

That temptation should never be allowed to triumph. duty to pave it. it is our duty to paint it. it is our duty to
No matter what detours we may see on our way, we need to 2P it: it is our duty to add it to the database of destiny’s

proceed with the confidence we owe to ourselves and let our GPS What it looks like is entirely up to us. ‘z.’ou. T make
i errintion never falter: it either of plywood or of marble, you can paint it either

sombre. or neon rainbow.

The fact remains that it must be built and our tools
are not our hands or heavy machinery, but our thoughts.
Nobody else will be walking this road, so the only thing
that will influence it is you. Not what you do, but what you
think of doing. Your dreams. vour aspirations, your
nightmares. This road is not only your life. this road is vou.
This road is your inner sanctuary, littered with memories,
littered with feelings and emotions, littered with the puzzle
pieces of things long forgotten or abandoned.

This road is the journal of vour life; the blog of
your mind. This is the place we all return to each and
every day, our little corner of existence. It is filled with a
soundtrack consisting of every single tune we ever loved.
Crammed with every single smell that ever made us feel at

home. Flooded with every single sight that made us feel
alive.

This is the road not taken. This is the road lived.
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Hi! \'Iv name is Iulia-Conna but I would have
liked to be named Alina. Therefore. from now on,
please think of me as a person named Alina [ am 18
years old. Yeah, just 18 and I don’t have that much
experience conceming life as you expect. In fact. what
am I saying? [ don’t have any expernience in anything.
I'm still a child, a very cunious one at that: a child who
tries to discover herself in order to measure the true
strength against the cold and harsh world outside. I
tumed 18 a few weeks ago. I feel a bit clueless
because I know that I have been both banished and
dismissed from the club of my childhood in the world

of the Frowning-Faced People which inspires me not only with coldness. dampness
grayishness but even resignation. In the club of my childhood I felt wonderful near my
cuddles. sweets, warmth, simplicity and true fnends. But. they. the children. have closed the
door behind me. They even took care to lock it leaving me alone and bare among the
Frowning-Faced People. They didn’t even allow me to take my favourite clothes, or toy or
Pono. my little gold fish! This happened every time one of us tumed 18. One by one were we
thrown away without them ever caning. They said that we weren’t children any more, since
that moment I have been on my own in the middle of Frowning-Faced Men
In my futile quest to find a path or a light to be guided by. I stumbled and fell over.
mjuring my knees, scratching my elbows and at the same time discovernng that the Ground
was cold. the Flowers were colourless and the Sky was crying. Without even realizing. a
shadow appeared out of nowhere that propped me up, lifting and helping me to heal my knees
and elbows. But the ground was heating up. the flowers were getting coloured and the sky
started to smile again above our heads.
I was back again in the room of the club of my childhood weanng my dress with orange floral
prnt. [ was playing with Achilles. my favourite toy while feeding little Pono. Even apart from
my cuddles, I wasn’t alone. There was someone else playing with me but I didn’t know the
games he played, so I paid him no attention. However, I promised to him that if he helped me
paint the walls in shades of green. I would let him teach me the rules. Children can be naive,
huh? He suggested we play first and then we redecorate. all together. as one. Although his
games were bizarre, I still liked them. I felt attracted by them and so the two of us played very
well and fair. I felt safe. protected. loved. beautiful and happy. For a while everything was a
day-dream until he started to play dirty, to cheat and to destroy my cuddles. I didn’t really care
at that time because he was next to me. He had made a habit of using black watercolours. T
Adidn’t have that colour but I gave in even though I didn’t like it. But when he stained my dre;?
‘with'that homble black, I screamed at him to leave me alone. Then he tumed his back and w = Y
. away. After he disappeared. it happened that I saw how his cowardice was raging around a y
‘ novice who had to be taught and guided in the world of Frowning-Faced People: my flowers
" were wilting, the cuddles were dusty. the walls looked shriveled and discoloured and my little
Pono was lying breathless in his round bowl. In vain did I struggle to restore the atmosphere
of my club. The more I cared for my flowers or urged Pono to wake up. the more everything
disintegrated and in the place of my room there were falling. like huge pieces of puzzle.

N\ fragments of another world that resembled the one in which I had been discarded. I cried so
“much, I screamed and prayed from the bottom of my heart for him to return, but all in vain.
Then I realized that I was banished again because he had betrayed me. cheated and made me .

. chensh illusions that I was going to play with him for ever in a place where we couldn’t retum
for a second time.
Now I found new clothes. other toys and another room to live in. Well at least it looks
. a bit like it did before. Anyway, owI look out of my wmdow and think what I'm going te do
tomorrow. .. Quaint. I didn’t do 1t before. Is this a start for becommg a Frowning-Faced
person?_.
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Today fell in love with Tomorrow. Without even seeing him. She
fell in love when she heard what it was said about him : "tomorrow
things will be better than today”. Everybody said it. So Today thought
that Tomorrow is a good and brave knight in shiny armor.

Tomorrow, Tomorrow, TOMOrrow...

She only thought of him. She wondered: “What does he loock
like?”. She wondered if he could ever love her or if she will ever see
him. And she asked everyone if they've ever seen Tomorrow. They all
stated that they saw him everyday. Then why couldn’t she see him? And
in her rush for Tomorrow she forgot to take a look at Yesterday.

Yesterday loved Today. Everyone said "today is better than
yesterday”. This meant that Today was amazing. And he tried to get her
attention. But for Today there was only Tomorrow. And Yesterday was
sad. He wasn’'t good enough for her. And everyone was blaming him for
everything. Yesterday was a mistake.

And Yesterday ran after Today. And Today ran after Tomorrow.
And no matter how fast they would run, they weren’t able to ever reach
each other or to ever know each other. And even if they had managed to
meet, they wouldn’t be allowed to love. And they lived with the illusion
that the other one is better than themselves, when in fact Yesterday
was dead, Today was nothing and Tomorrow did not exist.

Love Triangle

Answers

Answers are playing cards laid out on the street
Cards you seek when you want to win

Cards you find when that win is lost

Cards you loose when you no longer care
Answers are playing cards

But never the card you need.

Answers are the questions without the question marks




Throuh the Balls of Hemory

It came as the voice of judgement from the unreachable sky. It came as a hammer upon the hearts of nations and
empires. A flash of light, then silence. Then rhythm. tapping. Constant. Unrelenting. Eternal tapping. The tears of the sky
fell through the many streams of gray, warm smoke as the couriers of the sorrow of the heavens. Then it all stopped. The
world took a deep breath. then it struck. A booming so loud. everything shook, and the skies trembled and the ground
quaked.

But he paid it no heed. He kept running. Stumbling. The streets were a maze, the buildings looming over him. as if
mocking him with their unliving nvincibility. He clutched his side. a cimson river flowing down his drenched tunic, forming
abstract shapes, ever-changing and twisting. a beauty so chaotic, it was an entrancing display of the irony of life. He was
running, and then he tripped, falling face down into a discarded pile of sodden books. covered in muck and the waste-
water that spewed upon the endless streets.

As his body hit the ground. his thoughts soared. He was no longer cold. miserable and dvmg inabackallevina
forgotten corner of a city in a back end of a forgotten county. No, he was warm,
comfy and full of life in a tavern. in his hometown. Just having finished his
studies. he went for a cold pint with his friends. The lanterns shining bright. the
lights filled the room. There were velps of jov and the sounds of dancing upon
the solid wooden floor, as music rose from the strings of the bards and floated
through the room like prancing nvmphs by the shine of the moon. And he was
happy. Truly at peace. Laughter boomed throughout the little pub with the
broken. old chairs and the bartender with a missing finger and the barmaid with a
scar on her left eye. And just as he was about to take a sip from his mug, one of
the pretty lasses dancing alone took him by the arm and dragged him in the
middle, and he joined in the merriment as the music overtook him. But then, as
he laughed and smiled and sang to the tune, he tripped on the long lace dress of
the girl that took him up and he fell. and fell and fell. ..

Upon the cold, hard stone road, that was now his path to damnation. The
books broke his fall. They smelled of spilled, sour beer and rot. The pages turned
to mush as he tried pushing himself to his feet and pressing forth. The crimson
spilling from his side blended with the dark vellow paste that the paper and ink
had turned to. creating a browning sludge that got smeared all over his leather
breeches. He ignored it. He kept moving. Running. Stumbling_

Looking back over his shoulder, he feared his fate would creep on him, catch him unaware. catch him .. In the
air. His father had thrown his small body soaring high into the clouds. He could fly! He was soaring! He was a bird! No!
A dragon! Yes, a mighty dragon with claws and a breath of fire! And he came down swooping on the hero that dared
braved his strength. and he grabbed at the crown upon this wretched hero’s head and he tried to take it to his hoard.
because dragons hoard jewels and gold and riches! His father caught him just before he almost reached the crown. he
smiled and laughed as the child giggled and roared in a mock attempt to prove his mighty dragonness. The two hugged
and fell on the grass and rolled in the hot summer moming. beaming and toying with each other. the son tugging at his
father's long beard and the father tickling the lad of but half a dozen winters” age, making his crystalline laughter fill the
forest clearing where they would come each and every day to just enjoy life and forget about. ..

A menacing growl, followed by another, then a snarl and a grunted bark and the growl again. It was closing in_
He was the prey and it. the hunter. Hallowed ground was his last hope. Were his prowess had failed, his faith would save
him_ It must. In the distance, it sounded; a long, melodic hvmn followed by the tolling of seven bells, all in unison.
Repeated, over and for seven times again. Growing faster and faster each time. Sounding the road to his salvation. He
was running. now quicker and quicker, as if his strength was bolstered seven times and again for each tolling of the seven
bells. And the streets were now a blur, but a shadow passing him by, but faded pictures of the present.

As he turned the last of the winding comers which he knew so well, even though he knew them not at all. but
from the guiding choir of the magnificent hymn of his hope. it appeared in front of him. as if hanging from the sky. the
hand of a god reaching down to him. The temple was the very image of magnificent sombreness. Jagged, vet smooth
statues adorned each of its many small towers; crescent windows of stained glass depicting the moon in all of its grandeur
were strewn across the black marble building at each of the solstice points.

He was running. Now slowly. A famnt smile of relief on his face. Not stumbling. Not anymore. Now he was
climbing. He climbed dragging his entire body. One stair after the other and again and as he climbed he. ..




Swung his sword. with bone-crunching strength and the precision of a master marksman. And the blade
passed through the armour of the training dummy and it cut through the hay that it was stuffed with and it went
through the pole that held it upright and the dummy fell to the ground with a thud and the appreciative applause of his
watching master and he. ..

Heaved his bodyv over another stair. The sky thundered once again as everything shook and trembled and
quaked. The wound in his side was now bleeding so much worse and the water started carrying his blood down the
steps, forming small waterfalls as it went and he...

Bowed down, in solemn appreciation and awe. He felt his fellow soldiers bowing before him ready to finally
receive their just reward and be knighted as defenders and leaders of their nation and its people. Pride swelled in their
chests as they each felt a wreath of feathers being placed upon their heads, and deafenmng cheers that followed as the
other knights and soldiers celebrated their newest brothers. He raised his head - a wide, proud grin on his face — and
' N T % 2 he saw._.

: TN The heartless wooden gates which barred him from his final

. destination. They were so close, but they felt an eternity away. each
stair, a mountain to climb; each movement, a dagger being shoved into
his aching body. He heaved once more and. ..

Waved to the people, greeting them with a formal air. His loyal
subjects, the people he fought for, the people he killed for, the people he
defended each and every day. And they loved him. and they showered
him with roses of red and white and vellow and black. Standing upon
his chariot, surrounded by his Knights_ his Black Ravens, the elite of the
elite. Golden flags waving in the wind, the drums of victory sounding.
the hails of the people; they were the very personification of the glory
of their Kingdom. He waved and he smiled and he._.

Felt a lone tear flow on his muddy, freezing cheeks. It left a
clear trail as it winded its way down and onto the stairs he was leaning
against. He felt death approaching. He felt the void drawing near and
he...

Embraced her, as if this day was the last and their meeting, the
first. Their lips touched. They kissed. and sweet oblivion fell over them.
He felt her long. braided. scarlet hair gently caressing his face. He felt
their hearts beating together, in perfect harmony, in the room where there would always be a log of freshly hewn
cherry burning and releasing its delicate fragrance in the air. The few moments they refrained from their passion. he
stared into her deep azure eyes, matching her silken blue gown. They were bound. Forever. In this life and the next.
His love, his wife, his Queen_ his_ ..

Last thought. He started praving. He praved in a whisper. In a whimper. He prayed to Gods he did not
believe in and he praved for everything he would leave behind and then he felt it. His last breath, and the... release.
He felt the kiss of oblivion and it felt good. A wave of warmth burst through his body, and he felt at ease. A smile
grew on his face.

He was not running. He stumbled for the last time. He stumbled upon the stairs of his memories and with
each passing moment, his heart remembered his life. And his heart smiled. His heart was contempt. And he lay
there, under the arching temple of a god that did not answer. The rain had stopped. but one, lone drop did fall. And it
fell from the eyes of a statue depicting 2 mourning woman. And it fell upon his crowned head. There he lay,
mourned only by the sky and a stone maiden.




-DIM LIGHT-

THE DARKNESS HAS COME.

IT CREEPS SLOWLY UNDER MY DOOR.
ILOOK FOR LIGHT.TOUCHING THE FLOOR
BUTIT'S ALL PITCH BLACK.

MY SKIN IS COLD.
SO IS MY BREATH.

IFEEL AT EASE AND SMILE
BECAUSE DARKNESS IN MY FRIEND.

I AM AL ONE ONCE AGAIN,

HAVING FUN IN MY LITTLE WORLD.
THE DOOR IS CREAKING.

IT MEANS SHE HAS COME.

SHE UNDERSTANDS MY PAIN
UNLIKE THE PEOPLE IN THE LIGHT.
CRUEL AND UNLOVING BEINGS.
JUST LIKE MY OTHER SIDE.

I FEEL RELIEVED AND RELAXED.
BUT.SUDDENLY A DIM LIGHT

KILLS MY NARROW SIGHT...I FEEL AT PAIN.
‘CAUSE DARKNESS HAS LEFT MY SIDE

-FLY HIGH -

let me spread my black wings, 1 am not an angelnor canibe,
to show vou i can fly. but i want to try,

don’t doubt me, to prove this mearciless world
‘cause you're taking my running dive. that even i can fly high

my heart is fragile don’t try to judge me,

it can break into pieces anytime. ‘cause my apperance gives denial.
just like a mirror, vouthe one with white feathers,

it refflects you, evil side. stop being so mighty like!

1 am maybe heartless. 1 wish i could see the light,
but this is how i am. through this pitch black.

a two-faced person, but i’m alone in the darkness,
and 1 have my reasons, again. captive.in my mind.

don’t be cruel and cold. my wings have heavily stained.
enough to make me cry. from the sins 1 have made.
‘cause my life ain’t so easy iam a fal