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Julia Gémez Mesonero
Regidorade'Areade Serveis CulturalsiEducatius.

Unainspiracio per al futur

Els Premis 30 d’Octubre esdevenen, cada any, unainspiracio d’alld que podra arribar a ser el futur
dels estudiants de casa nostra, per la qual cosa els agraim la sevaimplicacio iil-lusio.

Elsinfantsiel jovent ens ajuden a veure un horitzé ple de llum i esperanca, ja que gracies a la seva
empentailes seves demandes treballem amb entusiasme, perqué tinguin totes les necessitats
educatives cobertesi se sentin recolzats i valorats, en tots els seus projectes.

Els premis a la creativitat son una bona mostra del fet que puja una generacié de persones amb
talenti, per aixo, els volem transmetre tota la nostra energia positiva, el maxim suport i forca per
assolir els seus reptes creatius.



Pere Granados Carrillo
Alcalde de Salou

Reconeixement al talentil’esforc

El reconeixement al talent, I'esforg i la constancia de la nostra gent jove de Salou és quelcom que
volem agrair, a través d’aquestes linies, amb motiu de la XXIl edicié dels Premis 30 d’Octubre.

El potencial artistic delsinfantsi els joves ens enorgulleix i demostrala gran tasca educativa que es
realitza des dels centres del municipi, amb un col-lectiu de docents compromesos i preparats per
educar, en valors i coneixements, els salouencs i les salouenques del futur.

Per aixd, des de 'Ajuntament de Salou, sempre serem al vostre costat perqué assoliu els millors éxits
i tots els vostres somnis es puguin fer realitat.
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Reunits a Salou, al'equipament municipal del Teatre Auditori Salou, a 20 de setembre 2024.

Presidenta: ©r
Regidora de 'Area de Serveis Culturals de 'Ajuntament de Salou

Jurat:
creatiu d’audiovisuals
creatiu d’audiovisuals
fotograf professional
Secretari:

Acorden per unanimitat pronunciar-se pel veredicte segiient:

1r. premial’obra “Calma compartida”, de I'autor
2n.premialobra “Diverty guay”, de l'autora
3r.premial'obra “Nits d'estiu”, de l'autora

1r.premial'obra“Sandream”, de 'autora
2n.premialobra“Llumsisomnis”, de l'autora
3r.premial'obra “Nit de llums”, de I'autor

1r. premi al'obra “Perfil de muntanya”, de |’ autora
2n.premial’'obra “Pescandoilusiones”, de |’ autora
3r.premial’obra “Linia de vida”,de l'autora

m
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1r. Premi - Categoria D - Al'obra “Calma compartida”



2n.Premi- Categoria D - Al'obra “Diverty guay”
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3r. Premi- Categoria D - Al'obra “Nits d'estiu”




1r. Premi- Categoria E - Al'obra “Sandream”



2n. Premi- Categoria E - Al'obra “Llumsisomnis”



3r. Premi- Categoria E - Al'obra “Nit de llums”
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1r. Premi - Categoria F - Al'obra “Perfil de muntanya”



2n. Premi- Categoria F - Al'obra “Pescandoilusiones”
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3r.Premi- CategoriaF - Al'obra “Liniade vida”
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Premis arts plastiques

Reunits a Salou, al'equipament municipal del Teatre Auditori de Salou, a 16 setembre de 2024.

Eljurat de la seleccié XXII Premis 30 d’ Octubre a la Creativitat Infantil i Juvenil, en especialitat d’arts plastiques,
constituit per:

Presidenta: S(a. Julia Gomez Mesonero
Regidorade 'Area de Serveis Culturals de 'Ajuntament de Salou

Jurat:

Sra.Montserrat Martinez, especialista en arts plastiques al'lnstitut Jaume |

Sra.Eva Mar, artista visual

Sr.Llorenc Cervellé Manas, pintor naturista

Sra.Myriam Arnold Llao, artistalocal

Sra.Maria Teresa Castellanos de la Pena, dinamitzadora de I'Espai Infancia de Salou
Sr. Antonio Cabello Alvarez, pintor i escultor

Secretari: Marc Espasa Roca
Acorden per unanimitat pronunciar-se pel veredicte seglient:

CategoriaA:

1r.premial'obra“Arbre d’hivern amb colors freds”, de l'autor Itzel Hernandez Mayoral
2n. premial'obra“Collage autoretrat”, de l'autora Lucia Aguilera Camacho
3r.premial'obra“Les flors de Kandinsky”, de l'autor Enzo Jones Martin

CategoriaB:

1r.premial’obra “Elreide la selva”, de I'autor Eric Martin Marzo
2n.premialobra“Elmeujo”,de l'autora Kamilla Dolhaia
3r.premialobra “Larbre: Karla Gerard”, de l'autora Juilia Diaz Aubanell

CategoriaC:

1r.premialobra “Arc de Sant Marti”, de 'autora Ménica Apanovich
2n. premial'obra “Variety techniques”, de l'autora Noa Sabaté Vera
3r.premial'obra“The frame”, de 'autora Mame Diarra Tine Rico
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CategoriaD:

1r.premial'obra“Cry baby rip”, de l'autor Pedro Marcusson Garcia

2n. premi al'obra “Tassa de t¢ ambimaginacio”, de l'autora Elia Rodriguez Arias
3r.premial'obra“Lapersona”, de l'autora Ruiging Lin

CategoriaE:

1r.premialobra“Cabdell”,de l'autor Pau Jordan Sabaté
2n.premialobra“Unlloc segur”,de l'autora Julia Costas Xandri
3r.premial'obra“Blau”,de l'autora Laila Boughos Pérez

CategoriaF:

1r.premial'obra“Fucsia”,de l'autora Alina Zlakomanova
2n.premialobra“Fragil”, de l'autora Valentina Rembado Soro
3r.premial'obra “Encaixar”, de l'autor Matias Bolart Garcia
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1r. Premi- Categoria A- Alobra “Arbre d’hivern amb colors freds”
Itzel Hernandez Mayoral



_...a.,d. u._u soge sofie] £
w eved £ uag ened)

SN0 SOWOS Sope sRie

-3 WS “Offe) | OF" M

2n.Premi- Categoria A - Al'obra “Collage autoretrat”

Lucia Aguilera Camacho
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3r.Premi- Categoria A - Al'obra“Les flors de Kandinsky”
Enzo Jones Martin
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1r.Premi- Categoria B- Al'obra “El reide la selva”
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2n. Premi- Categoria B- Al'obra “El meujo”
Kamilla Dolhaia



3r. Premi- CategoriaB - Al'obra “Larbre: Karla Gerard”
Julia Diaz Aubanell



riaC-Al'obra“Arc de Sant Marti”

mi- Catego



2n. Premi- Categoria C - Al'obra “Variety techniques”
Noa Sabaté Vera
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3r. Premi- Categoria C- Al'obra“The frame”
Mame Diarra Tine Rico



1r. Premi- Categoria D - Al'obra “Cry baby rip”
Pedro Marcusson Garcia
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2n. Premi- Categoria D - Al'obra “Tassa de té amb imaginacio ”
EliaRodriguez Arias



3r.Premi- CategoriaD - Al'obra“Lapersona”
RuiqingLin
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1r.Premi- Categoria E - Al'obra “Cabdell”
Pau Jordan Sabaté



2n.Premi- Categoria E - Al'obra“Unlloc segur”
Julia Costas Xandri
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3r.Premi- CategoriaE - Al'obra “Blau”



1r.Premi- CategoriaF - Al'obra “Fucsia”
Alina Zlakomanova

4



2n.Premi- Categoria F - Al'obra “Fragil”
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3r. Premi- Categoria F - Al'obra “Encaixar”

Matias Bolart Garcia
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Premis audiovisuals

Reunits a Salou, al'equipament municipal del Teatre Auditori Salou, a 20 de setembre 2024.

Eljuratdelaseleccio XXll Premis 30 d’ Octubre ala Creativitat Infantili Juvenil,en 'especialitat d’audiovisuals,

constituit per:

Presidenta: Sra. Julia Gémez Mesonero
Regidorade'Area de Serveis Culturals de 'Ajuntament de Salou

Jurat:

Sr.David Lopez, creatiu d’'audiovisuals
Sra.ElenaLopez, creatiu d’audiovisuals
Sr.Francesc Torres, fotograf professional

Secretari: Sr. Marc Espasa Roca
Acorden per unanimitat pronunciar-se pel veredicte seglient:

CategoriaE:
1r.premial'obra “Tan solo”,de l'autor Pau Ibaceta Monné
2n.premialobra“Laplatja’,de l'autora Joseily Milane Cruz

CategoriaF:

1r.premial'obra “Mas alla de ladanza”, de 'autor Nil Corral Sola
2n.premialobra “Sentir”, de l'autora Carla Bonfill Jubert
3r.premial'obra “El buit 2”, de l'autora Silvia Balaia Estopa
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1r. Premi - Categoria E - Al'obra “Tan solo”
Paulbaceta Monné
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2n. Premi- Categoria E - Al'obra “La platja”
Joseily Milane Cruz
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1r.Premi - Categoria F - Alobra “Mas alla de ladanza”
Nil Corral Sola
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2n.Premi- Categoria F - Al'obra “Sentir”
CarlaBonfill Jubert
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3r. Premi- Categoria F - Al'obra “El buit 2”
Silvia Balana Estopa
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Des d’aquest codi QR podras visualitzar els treballs premiats
de 'apartat d’audiovisuals.
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Premis creacio literaria

Reunits a Salou, al'equipament municipal del Teatre Auditori de Salou, a 23 setembre de 2024.

Eljurat de laseleccié XXIl Premis 30 d’ Octubre a la Creativitat Infantil i Juvenil, en ’especialitat literaria, constituit per:

Presidenta: Sra. Julia Gémez Mesonero
Regidorade I'Area de Serveis Culturals de 'Ajuntament de Salou

Jurat:

Sra.Maria Angeles Fernandez, mestra

Sra. Montserrat Rubinat, mestra

Sra.Carme Arévalo, mestra

Sra.Marisol Solano Lazaro, responsable del Servei de Normalitzacio LingUistica de Salou
Sra.Maria Victoria Domingo Masdéu, Bibliotecaria Municipal de I'Ajuntament de Salou
Sra.Inés Munoz Suescun, professorade Llenguai Literaturaal'Institut Marta Mata

Sra.Barbara Fernandez Esteban, escriptora

Sra. Maria Mercedes Pozuelo Valera, escriptora

Sra. Teresa Clavé Fabra, técnica de comunicacié de I'’Ajuntament de Salou

Sra. Ana Maria Nieto Aparicio, professorad'anglésidirectora de I'Escola Oficial d’'Idiomes

Sr. Alexis Beneito Lopez, llicenciat en filologia anglesai coordinador de la Martina Kids&Us Salou
Sra.Marta Paniagua, directorade 'Escolalnnova.

Sra.Laura de Quintana Bosch, professora d’anglés i coordinadora del departament d'anglés de I'Escola Innova
Sra. Courtney Paige Simms, professora d’'anglés de 'Escola Innova

Sra. Sarai Casas Costa, professora d'anglés de 'Escola Innova

Sra.Joana Ruiz Pagés, professora d’anglés de 'Escola Innova

Sra.Maria José Luna Victoria, professora d'anglés de 'Escola Innova

Secretari: Sr. Marc Espasa Roca

Acorden per unanimitat pronunciar-se en I'apartat literari llengua catalanai castellana pel veredicte seglent:
Categoria A:

1r.premial'obra “El conte de la Lia”, de l'autor Pablo Martin Gracia

2n.premialobra“L'és Tomilareina abella”, de l'autor Demid Chuvilin
3r.premial'obra “El talp accidentat”, de I'autora Inés Castellvi Gombau
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CategoriaB:

1r.premial'obra“Lamistat”, de l'autora Teresa Hidalgo Paniagua

2n.premial'obra “El meu viatge pels continents del mon”, de I'autora Aissa Bodian Pérez
3r.premial'obra“El regalo mas deseado”, de I'autora Laia Folch Prim

CategoriaC:

1r.premial'obra“Lasangdela Terra’,de l'autora Miriam Alcubierre Sierra
2n.premialobra“Lagaletailarc de Sant Marti”,de 'autora Ada Vallvé Magrinya
3r.premialobra “Lavertadera historia de la Laika”, de 'autora Ona Espasa Borras

CategoriaD:

1r.premial'obra“El escritor”,de l'autora Anna Padro Fikas
2n.premialobra “Espejos del alma”, de l'autora Lisety Cruz Pérez
3r.premial'obra“Cadena’, de l'autora Martina Cantero Rodriguez

CategoriaE:

1r.premial'obra“Alaesperade florecer”,de 'autora Ona Ribé Zygmantaite
2n.premial'obra “El darrer viatge del vell faroner”, de l'autora Hiba El Addouti Dadou
3r.premial'obra “Llums de mitjanit”, de 'autora Mar Fernandez Miro

Mencio especial al'obra“Lalibertad”, de l'autor Daniel Benitez Timofeeva

CategoriaF:

1r.premial'obra* Eldesvanecer”,de l'autora Consuelo Toro

2n.premial'obra “El meu pitjor malson soc jo”, de l'autora Jordina Abellé Fahndrich
3r.premial'obra“Elgran dia”,de l'autora Candela Martinez Checa

Mencio especial al'obra“Tial”, de l'autor Matias Bolart Garcia
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Acorden per unanimitat pronunciar-se en 'apartat literari llengua anglesa pel veredicte seguent:

Categoria A:
1r.premial'obra “Why | want to travel the world”, de l'autor William de Novellis
2n. premialobra “Why | want to travel the world”, de l'autora Alba Santamaria Margalef

CategoriaB:

1r.premial'obra“Taylor's routine”, de 'autora Bonnie Elizabeth Piper

2n. premial'obra “My mother’s daily routine ”, de l'autora Sheyla Taveras Grullon
3r. premial'obra “Ninja Turtle”, de 'autor Emmanuel Martinez Calvo

CategoriaC:

1r.premial'obra “The romantic origin of eclipses”, de 'autora Emma Cambeiro Alonso
2n.premialobra “Wolf Dragon”, de 'autor lvan Jaimot Carrasco

3r. premial'obra “Mental trip”, de l'autor Cristian Jorge Suero

CategoriaD:

1r.premial'obra “Ranger”, de l'autor Jordi Alarcon Esteban

2n. premial'obra “An unexpected mistake”, de l'autora Laia Jaffré Martinez
3r.premial'obra “Greece’s obsession”, de I'autor Joris Rubio Reunis

CategoriaE:

1r.premial'obra “Red velvet”, de l'autora Stanislava Lavrentyeva

2n.premialobra “White Camellia’, de l'autora Berta Aymat Portabella
3r.premial'obra “Atrue love story”, de l'autora Natalia Alexandra Guarnizo Polanco

CategoriaF:

1r. premial’obra “Next patient”, de l'autora Arianna Povill Varela
2n.premialobra “Rise again”,de l'autora Julene Martinez Sevilla
3r.premial'obra “The survival log”, de 'autor Daniil Tingaev Soloviev

59



ELCONTEDELALIA

1r Premi categoria A
Pablo Martin Gracia

Aquesta historia va passar al 2015.

Hihavia unafamilia que teniaunagossaque esdiulia.Van

marxar de vacancesivandeixaralaliatancadaalaterras-
sasense aigua nimenjar. Lagossetano paravade bordari

bordar. Estava tan tristai desesperada que va fer un forat

alterraies vaescapar. Anava sola pel carrer amb molta

por.Unapersonalavaveureilavaportar ala protectora.

Un diala meva mare estava mirant el Facebook i va veure
unagossetamoltbonicaenadopcio. Livaagradar tant que
la va adoptar. La meva mare estava embarassada de mi
quan laLiavaarribar alanostra familia.

Quan vaig neixer el meu avui venia cada dia a 'hospital i
agafava el meu gorretiquan arribava a casalli deixava al
costatdelaLiaperqué l'olorésiaixiquanjo arribés acasa
no s'enfadariaamb mi.

Quanvaig sortir de 'hospital, la Liajaem coneixiaiens vam
fer els millors amics del moén!.

Un dia vam anar de vacances a Cuencai ella es va co-
mengcar a trobar malament.

Elmeu avilava agafaries vamorir als seus bracgos.
Vaestar 13 anys amb nosaltres.

Em vaig posar molt trist.

Sempre latindré al meu corimail'oblidaré.

Gracies Lia per estar al meu costat durant 6 anys.
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LOS TOMILAREINA ABELLA

2n PremicategoriaA
Demid Chuvilin

Hihavia unavegada un os anomenat Tom. Era molt valent
i també era una miqueta xerraire i tranquil, pero el que
més liagradava era menjar. Per aix0 era tan gran. També
liagradava passejar i cantar. Vivia en el bosc amb altres
animals El bosc estava a prop d’'una casa encantada, on
viviaunabruixa.

Undiavaanar acasade les seves abelles per agafar meli
s’hiva quedar atrapat. Després va venir la Reina Abellaili
vapicar. Liva fer molt de mal, tant que va estar plorant molt
fort, finsitot el va sentir la bruixa, que a més amés estava
dormint. La bruixa, de 'espant, va caure del llit. Es va enfa-
dar moltissimivacridar tan fort que el gat es vaespantari
va saltar per la finestra.

Després el Tom va anar ala casa encantadai pel camies
vatrobar unapedramoltbonica. Quanvaarribar alacasa
encantada, es vatrobar alabruixa; vaposar una caramolt
bonicailivadir:

- Em pots donar una medicina per la picada d’abella?

Pero, com que la bruixa estava tan enfadada, va dir que si,
perd que no lidonaria gratis. L'os liva donar la pedra que
havia trobatilavaintercanviar per la medicina. La bruixa
vaolorar lapedraivaacceptar el canvi.

Ah! Us recordeu del gat que havia saltat per la finestra?
Com que la casa tenia deu pisos, el gat va caure just en
aquellmoment al cap de la bruixail'os variure molt. 1 van
viure felicos per molts anys.



EL TALP ACCIDENTAT

3r Premicategoria A
Inés CastellviGombau

Hihavia unavegada, untalp que es deia Copito. Erade co-
lor marro, despistat, xerraire i golafre. Liagradava mirar la
teleiviviasotaterraamb la seva familia.

Un dia el Copito va sortir de casa a caminar com cada
diai, de sobte, va comengar a ploure. Va caure una forta
tempestaiunapedregada. Al Copito liva caure unapedra
al cap i es va quedar inconscient, al mig de la carretera,
durant dues hores. En aquell temps, van passar cotxes,
camions, autobusosicaravanes. Tots havien d'esquivar-lo.

El conductor d’'un cotxe, que anava despistat amb el mo-
bil fent unatrucada, gairebé I'atropella. Sort que va poder
frenar atemps. Llavors, va baixar del cotxe, el vaagafariel
va portar al veterinari. Alla es va recuperar i felic va poder
marxar a casa seva. Catacric- catacrac, conte acabat.

LAMISTAT

1r Premi categoriaB
TeresaHidalgo Paniagua

Hihavia una vegada unafamiliaque eramolt pobra. Aquella
familia estava formada per lamare, Emma; el pare, Isaaciel
fill, Unai. A pesar de ser molt pobres s’ho passaven molt bé
jugant ajocs de taulaiexplicant-se histories.

Els dies van anar passantil’Unai es va fer gran. Com que

jatenia18 anys, va poder comencar a treballar. Estava tan

content de poder ajudar la seva familia... Poc a poc va co-
mencar adestacar enla seva feinaies va anar fent famos.
Vacomencar aguanyar mésdiners, perd no se'ls va gastar

encosesinnecessaries.

Aral'Unai ajuda altres persones en situacio de risc social.
Esunnoimoltboigeneros.

Tant és aixi que ha creat una ONG per tal d’ajudar aquest
tipus de persones.

Aquesta petita historia ens ensenya que no importa
d'onvinguem, el que ésimportant és ser treballador i es-
forcar-nos almaximde les nostres possibilitats per ser una
micamillors cada dia. | també intentar ajudar les persones
que més ho necessiten.

Quanvam arribar alany 2024, la societat semblava haver
perdut part de lasevagenerositatiempatia. LUnaino se sen-
tiacomode amb aquestarealitat, perqué ell somiavaambun
mon ple de justicia i solidaritat. Malgrat aixo, continuava sent
boambtothom, sempre disposataoferirlasevaajudaisuport.

Undia, unagrantristesava colpejar lavidade 'Unai: els seus
pares vanmorirenunaccident de transit. La perduavaser de-
vastadoraperaell,deixant-losolidesolat. Elsseustietsesvan
fer carrecdell, perdlapenaiel buit que sentiaeren profunds.

Totiaixi, 'Unai va decidir gue no deixaria que el dolor el trans-
formés en una persona amarga. Va continuar sent simpatici
generos, recordant sempre les ensenyances dels seus pares.
Deiaquenovoliapagaramblagentquenohaviafetres,aixique
vamirar endavantinovaparar de pensar que hopodiasuperar.
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Ambelsuportdels seustietsiamics,l'Unaivatrobarlaforgaper
continuar amb la seva missio. Va dedicar encaramés temps
ienergiaala seva ONG, ajudant cada cop més persones a
trobar esperancaiunanovaoportunitat. A través dela seva
feina, vaconeixer moltes persones que,comell, havien perdut
éssersestimats,ivacrear unacomunitat de suport mutu.

A mesura que passaven els anys, I'Unai es vaadonar que la

seva tragédia personal haviareforgat el seu compromis amb

lagenerositatilempatia. Vaentendre que, finsitot en els mo-
ments mésfoscos,sempre hihaunallumgue enspotguiar cap

endavant. Va continuar treballantincansablement per fer del

monun lloc millor, ila seva ONG vaesdevenir unade les més

respectadesiefectives del pais.

L'Unaivaaprendre que la veritable forgarau enla capacitat
destimariajudar els altres, fins i tot quan la vida és dificil. Va
demostrar que, amb determinacio i coratge, €s possible su-
perar qualsevol obstacleitrobar la felicitat a través de 'amor
ilasolidaritat.

|vetaquiungat, vetaquiungos,aquest contejashafos.
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EL MEU VIATGE PELS CONTINENTS
DEL MON

2n PremicategoriaB
AissaBodian Pérez

Hihaviaunavegadaunanenamoltintel-ligentiatrevidaque
es deia Aida. Un diava anar ala biblioteca del seu poblei,
accidentalment, liva caure un llibre de més de mil pagines
just aldamunt del cap.

Vacomengar aal-lucinar que estavaen un avié de camia
I'Africaique anavade safaria GuineaBissau. Vaveurelleons
illeones juntament amb els seusfills, micos nassuts saltant
darbre enarbre, goril-les musculosos de color negre i gira-
fes que feien més de 3 metres d'algada. Després del safari
van fer una festa africana amb menjar i moltes llums de co-
lors, fins que va estar ben cansadaise’n vaanar adormir.

Quan es va aixecar, es va adonar que ja no estava a I'Afri-
ca, sind que anavaen un avio de camia Europa. Va aterrar
a Franca, vademanar un taxi per anar a pujar ala Torre
Eiffeli veure-laamb les llums enceses, perd no va poder
perqué alla eratot molt car, no eracomal’Africa, que lavan
convidar a la festa. Va trobar un allotiament molt lleig i, de
tan malament que ho va passar, va marxar cap a América.

Vaaterrar aCanada, on vatrobar uns nens molt macos que
lavan convidar a casa seva a dormir a Quebec. Allalavan
tractar molt bé. La van alimentar i li van deixar un llit molt
touicomode. La van portar d'excursio i van poder veure
dos ossos Grizzly i va menjar xarop d’auré. De sobte va
ensopegar amb unarocaivacaure accidentalment perun
pou i mentre queia, anava pensant en aquelles persones
que I'havien tractat tan bé i estava molt agraida per tot el
que vanfer perella.

Quan va arribar al final del pou, es va despertar al llit d’'un
hospital i la seva mare, que seia al costat, li va explicar que
havia estat en comai que gairebé es mor quan la van por-
tar cap alli. També li va dir que havia estat molt preocupada,
perdque araestavameés tranquil-laperqué shaviadespertat.



L’Aida va sortir corrents perqué volia anar als tres conti-
nents que li faltaven. Encara no havia visitat Asia, Oceania
il’Antartida. Vatornar alabibliotecaper buscar el llibre que
lihavia caigut al damunt del cap; fins que per fi el va trobar.
Se'lvallangar, pero nolivaferresmés que ungranbonyal
cap. Ho vaintentar diverses vegades, perd nomésli va fer
moltde mal, fins que va caure aterratota cansadaibaldada.

Alfinal, es va rendir, pero va decidir que, d’adulta voldria
acabar el viatge que va comencar quan era petita.

| catacric, catacrac, aquest conte ja s’ha acabat!

EL REGALO MAS DESEADO

3rPremicategoriaB
Laia Folch Prim

Eran las ocho de la mafana, en casatodo eran ruidos y pri-
sas...Nos ibamos de vacaciones!!. Lo que yo no sabia, era
que aquellas vacaciones serian muy especiales para mi.
Nos ibamos a Suiza. El avion salia al mediodia y no nos po-
diamos despistar. En Suizavivian mis tios y mis primos.Erala
primeravez que losibamosavisitar y jeramuy emocionante!

Me habian contado que era un pais muy bonito, con mu-
chas montanas, lagos...y verde y sobre todo muy verde.

Mis padres, mihermanoy yo yaestabamosenelaviony, yo,
sobre todo yo, estaba muy emocionada al ser la primera
vez que volaba. Durante el viaje, yo no podia parar de mirar
por laventana, habiamuchas nubes blancas que parecian
algodon,jera superchulo!

Alllegar, mistios y miprimo nos esperabanen el Aeropuerto.
Estabamos todos muy contentos, ya que hacia mucho
tiempo que no nos veiamos. Nos tenian preparados unos
dias fantasticos. Llegamos a su casa, comimos comida
tipica de alliy hablamos mucho.

Mi primo, tenia perritosy...Oh! Conlailusion que me hacia
amitener un perrito. Mi primo, mi hermano y yo nos pasa-
mos toda la tarde jugando con ellos en el jardin.

Losdias siguientes, no paramos y visitamos: Lagos, monta-
Aas, ciudades y cogimos trenes con unas vistas de pelicula.

El dia antes de regresar, yo cumplia doce afos y, mis pri-
mos y mi familia, me tenian preparada una gran sorpresa.
Cuando yo estaba soplando las velas, mi primo aparecio

conunacajamuy grande de color rojo, con unlazo enorme.

Todos sabian lo que escondia la caja, menos yo... Me le-
vanté muy rapidoy abrilacaja. Alli habia, un perritoque me
parecia el mas bonito del mundo.

A partir de ese dia, éramos uno mas en la familia. El suefio
de mivida se habia hecho realidad.

Alllegar acasa, nuestravida fue mucho mas divertidacon
MAX, nuestro perrito suizo.
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LASANGDELATERRA

1r PremicategoriaC
Miriam Alcubierre Sierra

Laigua salada del mar,
no sabem on pot arribar,
perqué semblainfinita,

i tot elmon 'aprofita,
pero quan hihasequera
tancabelaiglera.

Almar hiha éssersvius,
alsllacsitambéalsrius.
Aquesta aigual’hem contaminat,
amb molts de plastics llencats,
per aixo és important reciclar,
per al nostre mén cuidar.

Hihadiferents contenidors
elblau per apapericartro,

els plastics esllencenal groc,

i elrebuig al color marroé.
Sicorrectament tots ho fem,
lasang de laterranetatindrem.
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LA GALETAILARC DE SANT MARTI

2nPremicategoriaC
Ada Vallvé Magrinya

Hi havia una vegada en un bosc encantat on vivia una co-
nilleta molt simpatica, que es deia Galeta i que sabia que

el bosc estava ple de tresors esperant a ser descoberts.
Li encantava enfilar-se als arbres més alts per descobrir

castellsixafardejar entre els arbustos, i aixi trobar varetes

magiques. Llavors un dia la Galeta va descobrir el tresor
més gran del mon, eren uns cavallets magics aprenent

avolar. La conilleta no s’ho podia creure, era unaimatge

meravellosa, el vent acariciava els cabells dels cavallets al

volar. Amés, sortien espurnes de les seves cues, perqué

volaven atota velocitat.

LaGaletaesvaadonar que hihaviaun cavallet que novolava,
semblava estar molt trist.
-Estasbé cavallet? no pots volar? -livapreguntar la conilleta.
Ellvaposar caratrista, aquellacaraexpressavacomse sen-
tiaper no poder volar comlarestade cavallets.
Llavorslaconilletalivadir:
-Emdic Galeta,itu?
-Joemdic Arc de Sant Marti. Em pots ajudar?
Sense pensar-s’ho dues vegades la conilleta li va dir:
-Jot'ajudaré, només hem d’'aconseguir unes ales i que mo-
guis lacuamoltrapid!
Aixi que van provar-ho de totes les formes possibles, ti-
rant-se per un barranc, saltant i corrent molt rapid, perd no
passavares.
-Em sembla que haurem d'utilitzar una mica de magia - va
dirlaconilleta.

Vabuscar ala seva caixa de tresors fins que va trobar la

sevavaretamagicames potentiFIU, FIU...,lavaagitar amb

forcaivademanar undesig sincer, pero alld tampoc vafun-
cionar.LArc de Sant Marti estava cadavegada més trist. Ja

s’haviafettardila Galetahaviadetornaracasaseva.Enel

moment enque la conilletavaentrar acasa, els seus pares

es van adonar que alguna cosa no anava bé, nitan sols el

seu sopar preferit la va fer somriure. Llavors la Galeta els

vaexplicar el problema del seu amic, el cavallet.



-Heintentat ajudar-lo, perdlavaretamagicano hafuncionat,
crec que esta fetamalbé - elsvadir.

-No t'amoinis, van dir els seus pares, junts l'arreglarem!

-Perd comreparareu lavareta?- va preguntar la Galeta.

-Primer,aniremaveure el teuamic- vacontestar lasevamare.

-Dema pensarem en totes les coses que agraden als cava-
llets - vadir el seu pare.

Al mati seglent tots es van esforcar molt a pensar que i
podria agradar al petit Arc de Sant Marti.

-Algunacosadolca - vaproposar la Galeta.
-Unacosadivertida - vadir el seu pare.
-Jahotinc!lsilideixem tastar la nostra especialitat...
EL GELAT DE“TUTTIFRUTI!
-Granidea, mare! Quadraamb la seva personalitat - va dir
la Galeta.

|abans que se n'anés a portar-liel gelat, els seus pares van

dir les paraules magiques per fer que el gelat fos el més bo

del moén. La conilleta estava desitjant animar el seu amic,
per aixo va anar corrent el més rapid que va poder, pero

corria tan rapid que va ensopegar i el con de gelat va sor-
tir disparat de les seves potetes, quin desastre! Llavors la

Galetavaveure que al’Arc de Sant Martiliagradava molt la

sevanovabanya! Casualment la neulaen formade conva

caure enmig del front del seu amic, eradelicios! El cavallet

va somriure i després es va posar ariure, liencantava la

seva nova banya multicolor. Estava tan content que va sa-
csejar el seu suau pelatge i vamoure laseva brillant cua tan

rapidament que va funcionar ivacomencar avolar. Va ser

undiainoblidable per la Galeta, des de llavors als cavalls

magics se’ls anomena unicorns, ja que ara tots tenen una

banyaenrecorddel diaque la Galeta va ajudar el seu petit

amic, el cavallet que no podia volar.
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LA VERTADERA HISTORIA DE
LA LAIKA

3rPremicategoriaC
OnaEspasaBorras

Emdic Nadiaivisc a Russia, concretament aMoscou. Vaig

néixer en l'época en que els Estats Units i Russia compe-
tien per veure quin coet s'enlairavamés lluny cap al'espai.
Perd abans de parlar d’aixo us vull explicar lameva historia.

Vaig néixer en una familia nombrosa, tenia cinc germansi

els meus pares no tenien gaires diners. De petita, vaig anar
alescolaiestudiavamoltimolt, perd amb aixd no n’hihavia

prou per ajudar els meus pares. Quan teniadeu anys, vaig

trobar feina per les tardes en sortir de 'escolaen un veteri-
nari. Netejava gabies, alimentava els animals, els cuidava...
Alliva ser on va néixer la meva passio pels animals: m'hi

portava molt bé i ens enteniem els uns als altres, per aixo

tots m'estimaven tant, igual que joaells.

Unsanys méstard, vaig anar ala universitaticom que vaig
estudiar moltissim, em van donar 'oportunitat de treballar
com acientifica. Vaig entrar ala missié que volia enviar un
coet al'espai per primera vegada. El meu paisi els Estats
Units competien per veure qui construiria el millor coet i
s’enlairariamés lluny cap al'espai.

Tots els membres que formaven part de la missio, havien

de buscar materials per construir la nau. Jo havia de bus-
car un animal perqué anés cap al'espaiifos el passatger.
Vaig recorrer un munt de llocs per Russia per trobar I'ani-
malideal. Era unatascadificil, ja que havia de trobar un ani-
mal que cabés enunanau, que fos facilde domesticarique

esportés bé; potser seriaunamicacomplicat. Vaig buscar
i buscar, havia de decidir quin animal podia agafar. Tenia

variesidees: un gat, un conill, un mico... pero finalment em

vaig decidir i vaig agafar una gossa que vivia pels carrers

de Moscou. Els meus companys del laboratorilivan posar
elnomde Laika. Era una gossa molt obedient, ja que feia

tot el que lidemanavem. Era molt dolga, amigable, peluda

iblancacomlaneu.
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Unsdiesdespreés, emvaigadonar que el coet que estavem
construint nomeés estava programat per fer un sol trajecte:
l'anadaal'espai. Aixo voliadir qgue la Laika es moririajaque
elcoetnopodiatornaralaTerrainolatornariaaveure mai
més. Nomeés faltaven quatre dies perqué el coet s'enlairés,
aixi que havia d’actuar amb rapidesa.

Quan vaig acabar de treballar aquell dia, vaig anar aveure
el meu antic capili vaig preguntar si tenia alguna gossa
molt malalta que li faltessin pocs dies per moririme’nva
entregar una.

Vaig mantenir aquesta gossa amagada fins el diade I'en-
lairament,iquanvaarribar el dia, perqué s'enlairés el coet

vaig canviar la Laika per l'altra gossa que gairebé ja s’havia

mort, quinallastima. Rapidament lavaigamagar enunlloc

onnolaveiés ningu fins que acabés la feinaaquell ultim dia,
jaque havia decidit que la deixaria perqué no m'agradava

el que feienamb els animals.

Finalmentvam anar cap acasa, ide cami,livaig pensar un
altre nom, perqué aquell noli afavoria. Vaig posar-liel nom
de Kaila, que és unabarreja de les lletres que tenia el seu
nomantic. Des d’aquell dialaKailaijovam serinseparables.

Apartirdellavors vaig tornar alamevafeinaiamb elsdiners
que haviaguanyat al laboratori vam comprar molts medica-
ments per a tots els animals abandonats de Moscou.

Vaig aprendre que no cal ser una gran cientifica o cone-
guda fent missions al'espaisino ser bona personaiajudar
aquiho necessiti.



ELESCRITOR

1r Premi categoriaD
AnnaPadro Fikas

Todoempezodeninglaterra. Era el afno 1936, cuandounescri-
tor llamado James Hutcherson estaba sentado en su salén,
conunalibretavaciay montones de papelesarrugados por el

suelo.-No tengoideas, no sé qué hacer, no puedo seguirenel

paro, quizas tengo que buscar otro trabajo. - se dijo asimismo.
James no era un muy buen escritor, mas bien, se le dabade

pena. Pero erasusuenoy no queriadejarlo.

Alguienllamé alapuerta. Erael caseroy le pedia el alquiler. -
Solo tres dias mas, selo suplico... - dijo James. -Esta bien, pero

Ccomo no pagues, te voy a echar de patitas a la calle. - dijo el

casero. - Gracias, de verdad. El casero suspirdy se fue.

James aunteniaalgo de esperanza, asi que fue acomprar
unalibretanueva, yaque la que tenia estabavacia. Encon-
tré una tienda, que nunca habia visto antes. Laduena era

unasefioraviejay extrana. En un estante muy alto, se en-
contraba lalibreta perfecta paraJamesylacompré conel

pocodinero que le quedaba.

Emocionado, se fue directamente a su casa. De repente,
tenia tantas ideas que parecia que le fuese a explotar la

cabeza. Empezo a escribir y no paré enunbuenrato.

El eraun escritor de novela negra. Es decir, de historias

cruelesy tristes. Escribia sobre asesinatos, guerras 'y

demas. Lo que no sabia era que, esa libreta era especial.
Todo lo que escribias, se hace realidad. Escribio sobre

guerras, como la Guerra Civil de Espana. Dias después,
anunciaban sobre esta guerra civil. - Sera casualidad. -
penso. También sobre asesinatos y, extranamente, hubo

uno en su ciudad. Qué casualidad, no?

James eramuy inocente, no pensaba que todo esto tenia

que ver con la libreta. Se hacia mas y mas rico, ganaba

montones de billetes, mientras el resto de la gente sufria

delas desgracias que él escribia.

Lagente también empezabaa sospechar de Jamesy sus

extrafnas “predicciones”, pero el escritor nole dabamucha

importancia, ni sentia ningun tipo de incomodidad. Este

seguia, y seguia, ganando dinero. No podia parar.

Se comprd una mansion, su mansion sofiada. Tenia
todo lo que cualquier persona deseaba, gracias ala li-
breta, que tanto amaba, pero que tantos dafios causaba.

Unanoche, el escritor tuvo unaidea brillante, que le ha-
riaganar muchos mas millones, de los que yatenia.La

ideatrataba sobre un muneco, bastante grandey con

caraperturbadora. Elescritor queria crear una historia

de terror sobre un muneco asesino, pero este mufie-
co asesinaba de forma peculiar y extrafia. Mataba ala

gente ahogandola y enrollandola con cinta adhesiva

hastamatarla. - Es extrafia, pero me hara ganar mucho

dinero. - se dijo a simismo.

Elescritor escribid que, unanoche de tormenta, el murie-
coentrabaenunacasay mataba a unapersona. El mu-
fieco siempre conseguia matar a quien quisiera. James,
pensandoque ganariamuchodineroencuantoensefara

laideaal publico, lo celebro fumandounratoyacompana-
dode unacopade vino hasta las tantas. Mientras disfru-
tabadel sonidodelagua, que caiapor laintensatormenta.
Mas tarde, cansado, pero satisfecho, se fue alacama.

Al dia siguiente, el escritor estaba tendido en el suelo,
enrollado con cintaadhesiva, quelo apretabay cubria

todo su cuerpo. Estaba muerto. Ahogado.

Escribio su propia e inevitable muerte.
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ESPEJOS DEL ALMA

2n PremicategoriaD
Lisety Cruz Pérez

Enelsilenciodelanoche
susurramideseo,

unanhelo que atraviesa la distancia
y perdura en el tiempo.

Cada latido de mi corazén

lleva consigo unaternurasin par,

un eco de amor que se enreda
entre elamary el extrafar.

Enladistancia,

florece nuestro anhelo compartido,
como unjardin secreto

donde cada flor es un suspiro.
Cadamomentolejosdetti

aviva aun mas el deseo de amar,

y en estaausencia se fortalece
nuestrolazo sinigual.

Que el silencio sea testigo

de nuestro amor que perdura,

que nuestras almas se encuentren
mas allade la distancia.
Queeldeseoylaternura

sean la brujula que nos guie,
porque en este universo,

nuestro amor es unico e inmenso.
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CADENA

3rPremicategoriaD
Martina Cantero Rodriguez

Estoy atada,ynoséaqué,
Estoy atada, y no sé por qué

Hay una cadenade acero rodeando mi sensible piel
Esinvisible, nadie la puede ver

Voy caminando mientras me desgarra

Mientras destruye todo miser

Hay veces que niyo la puedo ver
Sedice que delhoyo se sale
¢Peroydelacadenaqué?

Yo sigo arrastrandome, encadenada estoy
¢ Esto cadadiava mejor o peor?

Estoy atada,ynoséaque
Estoy atada, y todavia ayuda no busqué.



ALAESPERADEFLORECER

1r Premi categoriaE
Ona Ribé Zygmantaite

Una parte de mi se quedo en ese instante, en el que ella
me dedico esa Ultimamirada. Un torbellino de emociones
y pensamientos estuvieron acechando micerebro. Era
como un avion capaz de dirigirme hacia la vida. Mas era
demasiado tarde. Este ya se habia alzado en el vuelo.

Un doloroso ardor en el pecho atormentaba mis noches,
llenandolas de sollozos y lagrimas. Extrafaba las carca-
jadas, las bromas, las noches de invierno a su lado, a ella.
Lareina de mi corazon se habia marchado, y con ella se

lo habia llevado.

Ahoraya nada podria retroceder. Por un momento, senti
que el brillo de mis ojos se apagaba, en consonancia con
mi felicidad. Pero quizas debia cuestionarme: ¢ De verdad
merece lapenadejar aestaamereced delosdemas? ¢,Por
qué, comoy en gué momento he dejado que micuerpoy
alma se fundan en sus manos?

Sentia un fuerte ardor proveniente de mi garganta que
apenas me dejabarespirar.

Ahora miles de recuerdos llenaban mi cabeza a todas
horas. Habia visualizado un futuro juntos. Uno en el que
su ausencia no me martilleaba la conciencia. En el que
podriamos estar juntos, mirandonos como si no hubiera
nada mas. Nada. Nadie. Soloellay yo.

Con el tiempo conclui que la querria toda mivida. Que a
veces el querer o extrafnar a alguien no se supera. Nise
olvida. Simplemente se aprende aestar sinesapersona. A
reir sinesapersona. A encontrar felicidad sin esa persona.
Avivir sin esa persona.

Es por eso por lo que decidi aceptar mis emociones y
abrazarlas. Entendi que debia recorrer un largo camino
de aceptacion. Pero lo conseguiria.

Porque después de unatormenta, sale el sol.

Porque después de llover, las flores crecen y florecen.

Porque después interpreté que yo eraunade ellas, ala
esperade florecer.
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ELDARRER VIATGE DEL VELL
FARONER

2n Premi categoriaE
Hiba El Addouti Dadou

Enunpoble costaner, entre penya-segats que abragaven
l'ocea amb fervor, s'erigiala silueta majestuosa del far. Alli,
en la solitud d’aquella construccio centenaria, residia el
vell faroner,unhome que haviadedicat la sevavidaaguiar
els mariners perduts cap a la seguretat de la costa. Amb
el pas dels anys, la vista del faroner s’havia apagat, perd
la seva anima encara resplendia amb la llum del far, una
llumque, malgrat no poder veure, sabia que abragava cada
raconetdelamar.

Unatarda placida, amb el sol comengant a enfonsar-se
darrere de I'noritzd, una petita barca va atracar a la vora
delfar. Abord, unjove mariner amb ulls plens d'esperanga
i una carta arrugada entre les seves mans. El vell faroner,
percebent la preséncia, s’hi va apropar amb passos in-
certs, com sil'olor salada del mar li hagués dit que un nou
visitant havia arribat.
— Benvingut, mariner. Qué et porta ales aiglies de lameva
torre? —vapreguntar amb una veu gruixuda pero afable.

Eljove, amb unaveu suau i temorosa, va explicar la seva
historia. Era el fill d’'un vell amic del faroner, ara al llit de
malaltia, i portava amb si l'Ultim desig del seu pare: veure
lallum del far abans de partir d'aquest moén. Amb emocio, el
vell faroner va prendre la carta entre les seves mans arru-
gadesiun somriure entremaliat va il-luminar el seu rostre.

Sense dubtar, el vell faroner i el jove mariner van passar els
seglients dies preparant la barca per a l'Gltim viatge. Les
velles histories del mar es van entrellacar amb els records
del faroner i els somriures del jove, i es va crear un lligam
indissoluble entre dues generacions de navegants.

Finalment, el diade la partida va arribar,amb el sol que pin-
tava el mar amb colors de comiat. Amb el far com a guia,
la barca va navegar cap a l'horitzé, amb el vell faroner i el

jove mariner compartint rialles, cangons i mirades plenes

de comprensio.
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Mentre les ones batien contra la petita embarcacioila bri-
samarinaacaronavales seves pells, el vell faroner va sentir
un sentiment d’acompliment profund. Sabia que, malgrat

lafoscor de la sevaceguesa, haviaaconseguit portar llum

als cors dels quil'envoltaven.

Quan la llum del far s'amaga a I'horitzo, el vell faroner va
saber que havia complert el seu desti. Amb un dltim ale de
vida, vamirar el jove mariner als ullsiliva transmetre tot el
seu coneixementiamor pelmar. Amb unaabragadasincera,
el jove va acomiadar-se del seu amic i va sentir com el vent
portavaels somriuresiles paraules de gratitud cap al'infinit.

A latornada al port, el vell faroner ja no hi era fisicament,
pero la seva preséncia continuava guiant els cors dels na-
vegants. Eljove mariner, ara convertitenguardiadelatorre
delfar, sabia que cadallum que encengués seriaunrecord
del seu vell amic, un far que il-luminava les tenebres de la
solitud amb la forga de 'amistat i el record. Aixi, la llegen-
dadelvell faroner es va perpetuar, navegant enles aiglies
del temps com una estrella brillant en el firmament de la
memoriamarinera.



LLUMS DE MITJANIT

3r PremicategoriaE
Mar Fernandez Miré

Janosoclanoiaqueera, elsdies esfanllargsiles tardes
eternes perqué ara ja no ets al meu costat. Fa molt de
temps que no t'escolto, que no et miro, que no et toco o
que no et sentoi aixd em fa sentir molt sola encara que la
mareien Pol estiguin aqui. Aquesta soledat em consumeix
comunaespelmablanca;aquestahofatanapocapocque
finsitot hihadies en qué puc notar el foc de l'espelmaque
em crema tot el cos. Aquesta sensacio passa més sovint
delque m’agradaria, jaque latristesa d’haver-te perdutem
martiritza fins al punt de no voler sortir de casa o no voler
viure més. Sé que sona molt fort el que t'’explico, perd és
larealitat.

Encara que pensiano tornar a sortir de casa, aixd no és

unaopcio viable perqué tot s’ha tornat molt més complicat

araque jano hiets. Lamare es passa el diatancadaa 'ha-
bitacié sense parar de plorar,amés ha deixat de treballar
i els unicsdiners que entren a casason els que portojo. El

Poltampoc col-labora,jaque éstot el diaforade casa,ales

discoteques o al parc drogant-se amb els seus nous amics.
Del'institut,no vol saber-neresijointento que entrienrag,
pero ésimpossible.

Els meus dies sonuninfern perqué no tinc temps per fer-ho
tot. Aramateix tincduesfeines,unaalestardesilaltraales
nits, ja que al mati faig el batxillerat tecnologic, amés de
cuidar lacasa. Amésames, famesos que no veig niels avis
niles meves amigues, perque per poder visitar-los hauria
dedisposar de més hores. També he rebutjat la placa que
m’han ofert al Royal Ballet, unade les escoles de balletmés
grans de Catalunya, ja que no puc marxar de casaideixar
lamareien Pol sols sense que ningu els ajudi.

Sé que, si estiguessis aqui, l'opcid de no anar al'escolade
ballet no hiseria, perqué tant tucomjo ens haviem esforcat
al maxim per poder aconseguir aquesta placa.

Encara et tinc molt present i recordo les caminades que
feiem pel poble aquelles nits que necessitavem descon-
nectar, m'encantava caminar pels carrers acompanyats
de lallunaidels llums de mitjanit, ja que era el moment

perfecte per poder parlar amb total llibertat de tot alld que
ens preocupava. Tot i que, a vegades no vaig ser la millor
filla, tu mai vas deixar-me de costat, sin6 al contrari, m'aju-
daves afer que els dies a classe, les nits en que estudiava
o elsllargs entrenaments no m'apaguessin i que pogués
tirar endavantamb tot alld que volgués obtenir,iaixo va ser
gracies ala teva motivacio que m’ajudava a treure el millor
de mi. Amés d’haver estat el millor pare, també has estat
un gran referent per a mi, no només com a persona sino
que també com a parella, és a dir, que sempre he vist dins
teulaintencio de fer felic la mare ilaintencio que la flama
que us uniaals dos no s'apagués maiper molts problemes
que passessin per la vostra vida. També veia que sempre
estaves al seu costatique eres molt detallista, per aquests
motius vull que les meves futures relacions arribin al mateix
punt on estavalavostra.

Perobé, araquejano hiets, he de fer el possible per tornar
ala“normalitat” i intentar que la mare surti de I'habitacio,
que enPolvagialescolaique, sobretot,jo torniaseraque-
lla noia que va desapareixer el dia que tu vas marxar, i aixi
poder acceptar lanovarealitat. Per tant, encaraque no es-
tiguisamb nosaltres, s€ que em continues acompanyanten
aquest camianomenat vida, i sé que cada nit que camini
pel poble tu estarasallibrillant tant com les llums de mitjanit.
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LALIBERTAD

Mencioé especial categoriaE
Daniel Benitez Timofeeva

Enelvastocielo, libre y sinfin,

lalibertad bailacomo eljazmin.

En cada soplo de brisa, en cada suspiro,
lalibertad vive, sin limite ni tiro.

Como el ave envuelo, sin cadena ni atadura,
lalibertad es nuestra eterna aventura.
Enelcorazondelrio que fluye,

lalibertad canta, se expandey se construye.

Enelabrir de los brazos, en elabrazo del sol,
lalibertad se siente, nos llenade un ardor sin control.
Eselderechode ser,de pensary de amar,

lalibertad nos guia, nos hace sofar.

En cada paso que damos, en cada palabra que decimos,
lalibertad nos lleva lejos, nos hace sentir vivos.

Que encadaalma, en cadarincén del mundo,

lalibertad florezca, como un suefo profundo.
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ELDESVANECER

1r Premi categoriaF
Consuelo Toro

Sentadaenelbanco senticomolas primeras gotas de agua
fria caian sobre mi. Miré al cielo, entendiendo que se le hizo
demasiado pesadaelaguacomo paramilapena,yleenvidié
por poder castigar atodo elmundo por elloeinundar latierra
antes que el cielo, antes que a simismo. El egoismo era libe-
rador. Aunque yo no me lo permitia, y por eso me ahogaba.

El aire frio me acariciabala piel, y cuando miré mis manos —
huesudas y amoratadas-vilas suyas cogiéndomelas. Qué
amable caricia entre toda esa tempestad. Nicolas. Susurré
sunombre,y asicomolabrisase llevo el sonido de entre mis
labios, cuando levanté la vistatambién se lellevoaél.Una se-
Aorade caraarrugaday sonrisa forzada tiraba de mi,se me
queriallevar. No. Negaba con la cabeza. Yo me iba a quedar.
Suélteme, maldita. Aun asila vieja—cogiéndome del brazosin
delicadeza— me acompafno a una habitacion. Bebay duér-
mase, Arlet. Eso fue lo que me dijo antes de cerrar lapuerta,
y oilas cadenas. No sabia donde estaba, tampoco porqué
sabiaminombre. Me aterraban los espacios pequenosy en
ese cuarto no habia suficiente aire. Me acerqué ala venta-
na. Aunque estaba rota—no podia abrirla—permanecide pie
delante de ella, viendo como la lluvia se quedaba atrapada
enelcristaly, através de este, podia ver el banco. Nicolas ya
no estaba. Se habiamarchado sinmi.Y la soledad me volvid
agolpear sin piedad, haciéndome sentir tan viva que deseé
nosentir nadaenabsoluto. Y continué mirando,ignorandolas
ropas mojadas que se habian enganchado a miesmirriado
cuerpo, haciendo ver que no temblaba de frio nique me dolia
lamandibulade tiritar,no teniendo encuentalas punzadas de
las agujas de mis pies nila sequedad de los ojos.

Dimil vueltas enla pequena cama que estaba enganchada
alaesquina. Lasrigidas sabanas meirritaban los sentidos
y empece arascarme hasta dejarme la piel rojiza. El ladoiz-
quierdo de micuerpo se habiaadormecidoy mehizovariar mi
peso haciaelderecho,yentre un parpadeo aparecié Nicolas
juntoami,entrelanocheylosrayos,enplenaoscuridad, que
no sabia sirealmente estaba ahi conmigo. Sin poder conte-
nerme, le acaricié sus rizos azabachesy empeceallorar.



Me saltabanlaslagrimas descontroladamente. Lo siento.Lo
siento. Lo siento. Se me escapaba entre sollozos, aferradaa
su cuerpo mientras el mio se sacudia sin parar. La culpa la
tenia calada en los huesos como una enfermedad que me
comiapordentro.

Aldespertar,lapocaluz delamananame hizo darme cuenta

de gue Nicolas yano estaba. Se habiamarchadosinmi.Y en

sulugar, abrazaba a una yerta almohada. Se me escapd un

grito gue me desgarro la garganta. Sentia que dentro de mi

algoseincendiaba. Dentro de mi,elardor me chamuscabala

caja toracica. Me retorcid en dos, y me agarré el pecho des-
puésde que misrodillas golpearanel sueloalcaer delacama.
No sabia si tenia los 0jos cerrados pero solo veia sombras

que danzaban delante de mi,y entre ellas, a miesposo. Nico-
las. Susurré. Nome oia. Volvia gritar. Dios mio, se desvanecia.
Larealidad se volvio borrosa como un cristal emparnado y

el corazdn me latia con una fuerza descomunal, amenazan-
dome con letalidad. Nicolas. Un zumbido se apoderd de mi

mente y las manos se me clavaron en la cabeza. Cuanto

tormento. ¢ Es que no habia forma de salir de lamente? La

puertase abrid bruscamente y doshombres seacercarona

mi.No.No.No. Les arafé los brazosy grufiia sin parar. Basta.
Soltadme. Las lagrimas blogueaban mi vista pero divisé ala

vieja, larecordaba, que caminaba hacia donde yo yacia aga-
rrada por los dos varones. Senti un pinchazo en el hombro

derechoy grité unaultima vez antes de desplomarme enel

suelo. iNicolas!

Miraba al vacio, tenia la vista perdida y no le prestaba aten-
cionalamujer que estaba sentadaenfrente demi.jNotienes
perdon, nifal Eres unadesquiciada. Laseforagritabayyono
estaba segurapor qué. Aguanté, quieta, porque estaba con-
vencidade que no me hablabaami.Mirame alacaracuando
te hablo, Arlet. Cuando escuché minombre fue cuando re-
accioné por finy mis ojos se fijaron en ella, desafiantes. Sino
hubieses perdido lacabeza aquel dia... nifia estipida.

iLocal jEstaslocal Sollozaba. jCéllese! iNo sabe de lo que
estahablando! Me empezaronatemblar las manos.Oh, pero
losé, Arlet. Sé muy bienlo que hiciste.

iTumataste ami hijo! El panico se apoderd de miy lacabeza
me palpitaba. Salté de misilla. jNo! jNo fue mi culpa! iNo lo
recuerdo! Nicolas. Oh, por Dios. Nicolas. Volvieron los dos
hombresy se acercaron ami. Ves que teniarazoén, Arlet. No
estas en tus cabales. jLe quitaste la vida!l Me gritd antes de
que semellevaran.Noescierto.Noeracierto.No.No.No. Yo
no lo hice. Nicolas durmié conmigo. Pero no havuelto. ¢ Dén-
deestaba?iNicolas! Sollozaba. Tenialas mejillasempapadas
delagrimasy elpechonomedabamas pararespirar entrelos
gemidos. Los enfermeros me lanzaron de nuevo amijaulay
me encerraron.

Encogidaenlaesqguinadelahabitacion, llamabaamiesposo

con lapocavoz que me quedaba. Me abrazaba las rodillas

mientras esperaba. Perono venia. Nuncavolvio. Porque yole

habiamatado. El estabamuerto. Yono queria. Noqueria. Dios

mio, fue con mi propia mano, mi pufo, que cogi el cuchillode

lacocinay le degollé, como una salvaje, como un animal. Me

empecé arascar los dedos, las ufias me desgarraban la piel.
¢Por qué? ¢ Por qué, Arlet? Ya no sabia qué hacer conmigo

misma. Corrihaciala puertay la golpeé. Unavez. Dos veces.
Tresveces. Y las que hicieron falta hasta que la enfermera

abrio larejilla que la atravesaba. Saqueme de aqui, por favor.
La vieja no reacciond. Di un golpe mas fuerte que resond

entre las paredes. Su cuerpo se sacudio jDéjeme salir! Pero

nada. Basta. Bebay duérmase. Volvié adarme unvaso de

plastico con unas pastillas dentro. Rompi al llanto y deslicé

mi espalda contra la puerta cerrada. Entendi entonces que

utilizabalalocuracomo una defensa contra el terror.Unade-
fensa contra el dolor que sentia. Lainmensa pena que me

obstruialamente.

Observe lamedicacion, aun con la vista nublada por las go-
tas de aguaacumuladas en mis 0jos. Rece y le pediperddn

aDios, atodos los dioses posibles para gue me perdonaran.
Me tragué las pastillas.

Porque el pecado yo no consideraba que fuera su muerte,
sino el placerylapaz que yoencontréenella.

Y asi,me dormi.
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EL MEU PITUJORMALSON SOCJO

2nPremicategoriaF
Jordina Abellé Fahndrich

En la nostra ultima consulta, el psicoleg m’havia dit que

jaerahorade tenir lamaleida conversa que jo havia estat

evitant. Jo no volia, pero en el fons sabia que havia arribat

elmoment de parlar amb ella. Aixidoncs, enarribar acasa

vaig seguir les indicacions del psicoleg per poder posar fi

al meu pitjor malson, i el primer que vaig fer va ser respirar
profundament abans d’obrir la porta, perd quan vaig aga-
far el pany vaig veure que el pols em tremolava. No estava

preparadaila questio erasimaiho estaria. Sinohofeiaara,
no hofariamai. Vaig obrir la portalentament sense mirar-la

i vaig anar abuscar una cadira per seure davant seu.

Elpsicoleg m’havia explicat que necessitava despendre’m
della per tornar a ser felic. Després de repassar mental-
ment tots els seus consells vaig aixecar la mirada. Ella ja
m'estava mirant fixament, com sempre. Tenia una mirada
freda, plena de rancor, d'odi. Em feia tanta por la seva ex-
pressio, les dues sabiem perfectament que ella teniaun
fort poder sobre mi. Em vaig proposar no apartar-ne la
mirada, aquell dia posaria fi al seu control sobre la meva
vida. Pero, mentre la mirava fixament em va correr una es-
garrifanca per tot el cosivaig recordar totes les vegades
que les seves paraules m’havien deixat destrossada. Era
molt conscient que ellaerael meu pitjor malson, lapersona
que emdescoratjava, que em creavainseguretats, que em
recordava constantment el meu poc valor. Emconeixiatan
bé que aixd ho aprofitava per tocar els meus punts febles.
No sabiacom comengar a parlar. Ellaem va veure dubtar i
va somriure amb malicia. Aquell somriure que altres cops
m’havia fet plorar, en aquell moment em va fer enfurismar.
Vaser el que vafer que m'acabés de decidir afer-laforade
lamevavida.
—Avuis'acaba —vaig dir decidida.
Ellava esclatar ariure,com si el que jo havia dit fos algun
tipus de broma.
—Noriguis! —vaig cridar, molt enfadada.
—No sé qui et penses que ets, penses que tens dret a fer-
me foraino podras —emvarespondre mentre encarareia.
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Jo estavatensa, farta de la seva burlaimolt cansada, perd

vaig intentar calmar-me abans de tornar a parlar.

—Espero que hagis gaudit de tot el que m’has fet patir per-
qué aixd s’ha acabat.

—Quit’hohadit aixd? El teu psicoleg? Patétic, com tu.

—Jan’hihaprou! Faanys que em treus la felicitat. Jano
tinc confianga en mimateixa, tinc milinseguretatsitot per
culpateva.

—T'equivoques. Tot el que jo dic és el que tu realment pen-

ses de tu mateixa. Jo només ho verbalitzo. Tu mateixa ets

quipensa que ets unainutil, que novalsres.

—Noés veritat! Tuhas fet que jo ho pensi, perd jo no eraaixi.

—Enelfonshoeres,ihosaps.

—Noentenc com pots ser tan cruel. Quit’hafet tant de mal
perqué gaudeixis de fer-me’nami?

—De veritat vols saber-ho?

—Si.

—Doncs, tu.

Emvaig quedar en silencidesprés d'aquellaresposta. Com

podia atrevir-se a acusar-me quan ella erala causant de

tots els meus malsinojo els della. Davant del meu silenci,
ellava seguir.

—Etstuquivafer quejohaguésdeseraixi. Vaserlatevadecisio.

—De qué em parles? —vaig preguntar, molt confusaico-
mencant a enfadar-me altre cop.

—Tuvas ser quiemvafertornar en quisoc, tuvas comengar
adubtar de tu mateixaivas deixar la porta de la teva vida
ben oberta perque jo hi entrés. Tu vas permetre-ho, situ
haguessis volgut, mai hauria estat aqui, mai hauriainfluen-
ciatlatevavidanilatevavisio de tu mateixa. Tumateixavas
causar lateva desgracia.

—Comtatreveixes a culpar-me?

—Tuets quifamalatotel que etrodeja, nojo.Noho vols veu-
re pero somiguals. Has de comencgar a obrir els ullsiveure
cometsrealment. Tuetselmaldelatevavida, sabotegesla
tevafelicitatit'excuses culpant-me ami.No somdiferents,
ets exactament comjoi el pitjor és que n'ets conscient.



La sang em bullia, com sempre ella argumentava en

contramevaidestruiala poca confianca que tenia. Altre

cop aixafava les meves esperances de desfer-me d’ella.
Estava molt enfadada, les seves paraules em cansaven

emocionalment, estava exhausta. Perd avui no guanya-
ria, la meva ment era més forta que altres cops. No sabia

com contestar, m’havia deixat sense paraules. Pero el fet

que ens comparés va fer que la meva paciéncia s'acabés.
Vaig mirar a terra uns quants segons, intentant calmar la

meva furia. En tornar a mirar-la vaig veure el seu somriu-
re triomfant. En aquell moment creia que havia guanyat,
que altre cop qui en sortia malferida era jo. Pero, no. No

em vaig poder aguantar i em vaig aixecar per donar-liun

cop de puny. Quan I'hivaig donar, es va sentir un soroll fort

i em vaig fer mal a lama. En mirar-me-la vaig veure sang,
molta sang. Vaig dirigir la mirada als meus peusi el terra

eraple de vidres trencats. Confusa, vaig mirar recte, perd

vaig veure-hi un mirall trencat i entre els vidres trencats

encara es veia el seu somriure. Potser si que éremiguals,
pero altre cop erajo qui en sortia malparada.

EL GRANDIA

3rPremicategoriaF
Candela Martinez Checa

Eraelgrandia. Todo elmundo estaba sentado e impacien-
te enlas grandes sillas de madera blanca, cuyo respaldo

tenia decoraciones florales que hacian de la ceremonia

y el recinto un lugar precioso con la sencillez de los deta-
lles.No obstante, lo que mas destacaba enaquel hermoso

lugar era el gran jardin con vistas espectaculares a la ciu-
dad. Se creabaasiun maravilloso contraste entre lo Unico

y lo ordinario; el solitario y fresco campo ante unagrany

bulliciosa civilizacion. Ninguna novia tendriauna bodatan

espectacular como esta, jamas.

Unavez empecé arecorrer el amplio pasillo, o ultimo en

lo que pensé fue enellugary las preciosas decoraciones

de la ceremonia. Mis pensamientos fueron totalmente

consumidos por el hermoso novio de ojos verdes, que

esperaba impaciente a que su prometida llegara hasta

él. Esos bonitos ojos se iluminaron al verme y yo, corres-
pondiendo a suemocion, sonreiligeramente, fijandome

en ciertainseguridad que él mostraba. En ese momento

exacto comprendilo que su timida mirada trataba de de-
cirme. Yo, mas que nadie, sabia que él no queria estar alli.
Su pequefia sonrisame cego ala vez que me confundio.
Sentiunligero ardor en el estdmago, pero segui con mi

deber.Elfue, esy siempre sera el hombre de mividay, por

su puesto, mihombre ideal.

A medida que avanzaba por el pasillo, me invadieron algu-
nas imagenes de nuestra infancia, recordandome asi la

razon por la que yo estaba alli. Nuestro amor siempre fue

pasional, aunque estuvo marcado por algunos altibajos.
El primer te quiero vino justo después de nuestra primera

peleay el ultimo, el diaen que decidioé ensenarme ese pre-
cioso anillo de oro blanco. El mismo anillo que utilizo para

jurar suamor eterno. Ese anillo que nuncame dio.

Evitaba su mirada, encontré el lugar que me tocaba en
aquella hermosa ceremonia. Una vez sentada, como siel
destino quisiera, los violines empezaron a sonar y com-
prendi que yo debia renunciar anuestro amor.Unahermo-
samujer de tez palida y cabellera rubia se asomo al final
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del pasillo, vestia un hermoso vestido blanco dignode una

revista de alta costuray sacado de un cuento de hadas. El,
rapidamente, corrigio su posturay fijo en ella su aun dudo-
samirada, como siempre habia hecho, por mucho que yo

me negaraaaceptarlo.

En el fondo siempre pensé que anularia este estupido
compromiso. El sabia que me heriay él sabia que ellano
correspondia a suamor como lo hacia yo. La situacion
empeoraba por momentos. Todos los invitados conocian
nuestro pasado y, como yo, sabian que él me seguia que-
riendo. Elamor cambia, pero nunca se extingue. Elmismo
me lo dijo. Sin embargo, aqui esta, esperando impaciente
en el altar ala mujer que supuestamente es elamor de su
vida. Mujer que podria haber sido yo.

Nuestrarelacion fue intensay conocida por todos los pre-
sentes a esa boda. Todos en el pueblo habian apoyado

nuestrarelacion. No obstante, cuando rompimos el com-
promiso, yo cargué con toda la culpa. Nuestros amigos se

pusieron de su parte, cuando ni siquiera habia partes en-
frentadas en nuestraruptura. Nosotros también llegamos

aestar comprometidos durante unlargo tiempo, hastaque

él decidid dejarme para poder explorar unanuevavida, sin

mirar atras, enlagran ciudad.Unaciudad enorme enlaque

creyo encontrar unavidaideal con una mujer ideal.

Tan solo llevabamos diez minutos de ceremonia, cuando

escuché los primeros comentarios sobre mi. Trataba de ig-
norarlos, pero me costaba evitar oir las voces penetrantes

que opinaban que ella podria ser yo. Las voces sin rostro

amis espaldas repetian lo mismo de siempre: yo podria

haber sido una novia y mujer perfecta sino estuviera tan

rotay fastidiada de la cabeza. Esos ignorantes no sabian

que esas eran las mismas voces, los estupidos rumores,
que me llevaban a estar loca, segun ellos.
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Cuando tuve el valor para mirar al altar, lo vi,a él. Por prime-
ravez en anos pude leer sus pensamientos con claridad.
El, definitivamente, tampoco queria estar alli. Alolargo de

laceremonia, buscaba mimirada. No meiriaaninginlugar

sinél porgue, amipesar, todavia le amaba, por mucho que

lointentaranegar.

Enunmomento de lucidez, pensé enlaidea de oponerme
a sumatrimonio. Cuando llegase el momento lo haria. El
no quiere estar aqui, no después de todo lo que hemos
pasado, él necesita tiempo y espacio, no casarse repen-
tinamente con la primera que encuentra por no saber di-
ferenciar entre atraccion y amor verdadero.

Unavez llegara el momento, me pondria de pie y levantaria
lavoz. Yo nuncahe sido el tipo de persona que se opondria
aunafelizunion, pero siaunainjusticia.

Me miré. Fue entonces cuando entendi que ese podria

ser mi gran momento y nuestra ultima oportunidad. Fue

entonces cuando el encargado de oficiar la boda pronun-
cio6 las palabras: «Si alguien tiene algo que objetar a esta

union, gue hable ahora o calle para siempre». Las voces

que oia en mi cabeza seguian impulsandome a reclamar

justicia, peroyo callé.



TIA!

Mencio especial categoriaF
Matias Bolart Garcia

—Tial Tial Tial

—Qué? Que? Que?

—Queshatornatagirar.

—De debo, t'estas comencant a obsessionar. El millor que
pots fer és deixar-ho estar.

—Perd és que quina caral Aixo és abus visio-sexual!

—Pero quines bajanades dius, tia?

—Doncs que jo no li he donat cap permis perqué em miri
d'aguestamanera.l,miratu,noparadefer-houncopiunaltre.

—Tia,semblaque aquiliagradaésatu. Sisaps que et mira
és perque estas tota l'estona observant-lo.

—Perd quédius? Per noadonar-se que... Eil Ho has vist, 0i?
Hohatornatafer.

—D’acord, d'acord. Aixd no t’ho puc negar, pero deu ser
perqué tu no deixes de fer el mateix.

—Ai, pesadal Doncs situnohovolsveure, és el teu problema.

Només he volgut mirar-la un altre cop i resulta que l'altra es

torna a girar. Aixo ha fet que girila mirada neguitosament.
Comdeu sospitar! Perd és tan bonica la sevaamiga. Ara, de

sobte, no em puc imaginar un futur sense ella. La necessi-
toi ella també ho hauria de fer. Segur que ja li deu haver dit
quants cops m'he girat a mirar- la. O no? Potser hauria de

veure sin‘estan parlant...

Aram'estava mirant ella! Quina barra! Després el boig seré

jo. Amb aquells ulls esbatanats fixos al meu rostre. No hi ha

cap mena de dubte que s’estava fixant en mi. Potser aixo

m'ajuda a fer que liho comentia la seva amiga...

—Ilqué vols fer? Demanar lacomandaimarxar?

—Pero qué dius? Siuna cosa he aprés en aquestavida és
que cal viure-la, que només és un cop.

—O siguique enrealitat sique vols...

—laral! Lunic que vull son experiéncies. Pero aixd no vol dir
que vulguiresambell.

—Etsimpressionant. | no sé sien un molt bon sentit.

—Tial Tia!l Tia! Un altre cop!

—De debo que estic molt confusa ara mateix.

—Miraque netsdepesada,comell,que nodeixade mirar-me.

Potser el que hauria de fer és apropar-me a parlar-hi. Po-
dria ser un bon métode per establir una relacio. Potser la
podria convidar al cinema. | després tenir tres fills. | un gat.
Viuriem enuna casa amb piscina. Perd no d’aquelles petites,
no, una granamb jacuzzi. Podriem tenir un cavallenlloc d'un
gat. Perd aleshores necessitariem un mas i no una caseta.
De fet, el meu somni mai ha estat a tenir un cavall. Crec que
ungatjamestavabé. O ungos. Ros, comel cabell daurat de
lameva estimada... Ail He badat ija m’he quedat fix mirant-la.
Mira que en soc, d’estupid...

—Tia, sit’has de posar aixi, jo marxo.

—No, no. Juro que no el torno amirar. Sivol alguna cosaha
deserellquiesgiriaparlar.|comquejonovullresambell...

—Per ficomences a tocar de peus a terra. M'estaves co-
mengant aespantar.

Conclusio: tindrem una granota i viurem en un far. Quines
ganes que comenci tot.. Siaquesta dona no licomentares,
la millor opcid potser sera que vagi a parlar amb ella jo ma-
teix. Pero com comengo? Bon dia, com us dieu? | m'assec
al costat della. | intento que la que em mira marxi. Massa
simple i habitual. Com esteu? Qué dius, Roc, concentra't!
Voleu que us convidi a uns cafés? No, que m'emporto un
cop de puny. Us puc convidar a casameva? Estemenun bar,
home, no diguis bestieses! Vols sexe, nena? Massa directe
i colloquial, potser. He de pensar quelcom més culte. Vols
fornicar? No! Aixo encara és directe.

—Faestonaguenoesgira...

—Que?

—Porta mirant un got com un minut sencer.

—Pero tu qué vols que faci, gue et mirio no?

—No! O si. Bé,noho sé. Perd que ho faci.

—Mira, tia. M’has dit gue deixaries de fixar-te en ell. Aixi que,
sentint-ho molt... Tia, tia, tia!

—Que? Que? Que?

—Has vist quina dona acabad’entrar per la porta?

—Si.Quiés?

—Noentincniidea.
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—Tia, lararetasocjo?

—Calla! Es preciosa! Mai havia vist una donamés maca.
—Bé, perod tuno marxaves?

—Shht! Gracioseta...

Vols ficar-te al llit amb mi? Calla, home, calla! Vull dir, pensa.
Osigui, no pensis, que nomeés en trauras maldecaps. Ail S'’ha
aixecat de la taula. Marxa? No sius plau. Vaja. S’ha assegut
de nou. Ara estan tornant a parlar quan semblava que mar-
xava. No entenc res. Queé li ha fet canviar d'opinio? Deu haver
estat culpa meva? He fet res malament? O bé?

—Ah!

Algu m’ha tocat I'esquena. Digues que he cridat als meus
pensaments.

—EilRoc.

—Quin ensurt m’has donat, tia.

—Perdd, perdo. Ha, ha, ha.

—Que fasaqui?

—Doncs res, que he sortit de treballar, d’aqui, al costat, i he
entrat al café a prendre quelcom.

—Aixeca'tives-hiaparlar.

—Seriamolt directe?

—Si.

—Tial

—Ha, ha, ha. Perdd, perdd.

—(Les dues alhora:) Ei! Estan els dos junts! Es coneixen!

—Deixade copiar-me, tia, que jo ho he dit abans.

—Ehm. Vaig ademanar un croissant. En vols algun?

—No, no.

—D’acord, aratorno.
Després laboja seré jo, eh? Tia, t'estas comengant a ob-
sessionar. Tia, sembla que a quiliagrada és a tu. Tia, si
t’has de posar aixi, jo marxo. Perd com es posa per una
donade cabells marrons, nas allargat i... Una piga?

—Ha, ha, ha!
Que fas! Noriguis en veu alta. Ara semblo una boja.
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—Iper qué vens aaquest café sien tens un molt més a prop?

—...Aveure... Etpucdirunacosade tuatu?

—Sorprén-me.

—Has vist 'home de la barra?

—Aquell? Si.

—Doncs és un dels meus clientsi...

—Noemdiguis que...

—Shht. Vam passar una estona molt romantica. I, finalment,
em va dir que treballava en aquest bar. Per si algun dia m'hi
volia apropar.

— Ui, ui, ui. Com m'agraden les histories d’amor. Te'n puc ex-
plicar jouna?

—Aveure.

—Veus aquelles dues... Vaja, una ha marxat. Doncs aquella
dona que esta solaa la taula d'alla.

—Un moment... A veure, assenyala una mica discretament...
D’acord, si, ja la veig.

—Doncs m’ha semblat molt maca, creus que tinc possibi-
litats?

—Tu? Sieldarrer cop que vas lligar vas comencar dient: «\/ols
un caféamb llet? O en vols unal meu llit?».

—Tial Sino soc bo, no ho soc.

S'esta apropant ademanar la que m’ha agradat des que
ha arribat. Aixo pot afectar la meva reputacio, pero per in-
tentar-ho, no passares. Suposo. O si que passa? Ail Qué
faig? Que s'apropa! D’acord! Tudigues que...

—Uncroissant. Sius plau.

—Que?

—Uncroissant... Sius plau.

—Uncroissant?

—Si...Estrobabé? Que no en queden?

—Es clar que en queden! No digui bajanades, senyoretal
Aramateix li'n portoun!

—D’acord, gracies.
Que estic fent? Em tremolen els llavis i les mans. No sé si
ho aconseguiré. Quins ulls més gransiblaus que té. Em
provocaamb lamirada. Només queda un croissant, potser
li puc fer bromaamb aixo. O massa directe? Jal'he agafat.
M’hi estic apropant. Ultim moment per decidir.



—Has tingut croissant, només en quedava un sort.
—Que?
—Queagquestunicéscroissant,comtu. Gracies! Vulldir, perdo!
—Qué? Ha, ha, ha. No t'amoinis. No he entés res, perd gra-
cies.Aquitenselsdiners.
Beneit. Ha marxat aixi. Com m’agrada.

—Mira la noieta aquesta.

—Quina?

—Laque esta parlantamb quit'agradaa la barra.

—Ah, si. Jalaveig. Quiés?

—Saps que t'he dit que hi havia dues noies a aquella taula,
pero que ara unaja no hiera? Doncs és ella. Ella s'adonava
cada cop que mirava a la sevaamiga.

—Pfft deus haver semblat unassetjador site lestaves mirant tant.

—Eslameva manera de lligar, ho sento.

—No, siaquili ho hauries de dir és aella.

—Vols que m'hi apropi a dir-1i?

—No aconseguiras a ningu mai... Mira la noia! Marxaamb un
croissant. Es el moment d’apropar-me al cambrer.

Vaig caminant amb el croissant i sento la mirada d’aquell
home clavada sobre meu. Aquella mirada d‘ulls marrons
brillants... Tia, no em diguis que potser sique m'agrada. Jo
criticant-loiaram’haarribat al cor sense fer res. No pot ser.
Decestar cansada.

—Tia.

—Si?

—Crec que magrada.

—Qui?

—L’home que no em parade mirar.

—Esbroma, no?

—Que?

—Tanthastardat aadonar-ten? Digues-li-ho,dona, digues-li-ho.

—Quédius, bojal Sinitan sols sé sijoliagrado!

—Tia, que porteu des que heu arribat al bar mirant-vos. Si
no liagrades, aleshores et té ala seva llista de persones
aquimatar.

—Tial S'apropen al’home de labarra! Marxen!

—Qué dius? Es el nostre darrer intent. Ens hi apropem a
provar-ho.

—Aix, quinavergonya...

—Vinga! Anem-hi!

Ei, que la noia s’ha aixecat. Potser ara si que demanara el
compte!

—Esperal

—Quévols?

—Vaigamb tualabarra.

—Comvulguis.

Ai!l Que s'apropalanoiaunaltre cop! Arasique he d’actuar
de pressa. Vingava, li puc oferir quelcom com...

—(Els cinc alhora:) Vols que et convidiaun café?
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WHYIWANT TOTRAVEL THEWORLD

1r Premi categoria A
William de Novellis

The Scout Association (Association)

Gilwell Park Chingford

London, E4 7QW

UK 5th June 2024

Dear Mr. Grylls and Miss Explore,

I'm writing this letter to you because | want to travel around
the world.

| want to travel around the world because | want to see
other countries like Belgium, America, and Italy. | want to
try new foods. | also want to travel to learn new languages
and help others to speak them.

| want to travel around the world because | want to see
more animals. When | am older, | want to be a vet and help
animals.

| want to travel around the world because | want to go to
the jungle one day and learn how to survive there, just like
Bear Grylls.

| want to travel around the world because it seems like it
willbe very exciting. | especially want to go to Chinato see
apanda, because | have only seen one once.

I think you should choose me because | want to be like Bear
Grylls when | am older, and | believe it will be exciting!

Yours sincerely,
Blue.

WHYIWANT TOTRAVEL THEWORLD

2nPremicategoria A
Alba Santamaria Margalef

The Scout Association (Association)

Gilwell Park Chingford

London, E4 7QW

UK 5th June 2024

Dear Bear Grylls and Miss Explorer,

Iwould like to win the competition because | want to travel
around the world.

I would like to visit different places so | can learn new lan-
guages. | would also like to help people who don’t have

money by teaching them things like numbers, languages,
and other useful skills.

I would like to go to Japan because | would like to try diffe-
rent foods. | would also like to make new friends and help
people who are in need.

| deserve to go because | work hard—not just me, but my
friends as well.

Yours sincerely,
Purple.
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TAYLOR’S ROUTINE

1r Premi categoriaB
Bonnie Elizabeth Piper

My name is Taylor Swift. | always wake up at 7:00 in the
morning. First, | singand get dressed. Then, | brush my hair
and put on my shoes. Next, | have breakfast and brush my
teeth. At10:00,1go tomy Eras Tour.

After that, | finish warming up, take my lunch break,and go
back to do my show. At around 6:00 p.m., | go back home
and rest. In the evening, | usually go shopping, and I go to
the beach with my cat. Then, | work on my new albumand

create new songs. At10:00 p.m., |l eat dinner and go to bed.
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MY MOTHER’S DAILY ROUTINE

2nPremicategoriaB
Sheyla Taveras Grullon

My nameis Francina. lalways wake up at 5:00in the morning.

First, | eat some food and | speak loudly. Then, | go to the
bathroom. Next, | have my breakfast and | gowake up Sheyla
and Dylan.

After that, | go to the beach and | take my lunch break for
eating my lunch. | do some sport and | go back home and
take arest.Inthe afternoon, l usually study with Sheylaand
|complain about Sheyla.

Then, | cook dinner and | leave home to do some sport. At
1:00 am | take the phone to Sheylaand | go to bed.



NINJA TURTLE

3r PremicategoriaB
Emmanuel Martinez Calvo

My name is Kylian Mbappé. | always wake up at nine o'clock
inthe morning. First, | go to the gym and talk to Bellingham.
Then, | go to the Santiago Bernabéu. Next, | have break-
fastand do my football training. At eleven o'clock, | practice
shots with Courtois.

After that, | go to my mansion and take my lunch break.
Then, | go back to training. At around 1:45, | go back home
andrest. In the afternoon, | usually go to the cinema and
talk tomy friends. Then, I go to my mansionand go back to
the gym. At 7:30 p.m., | eat a pizza and go to bed.

THEROMANTICORIGINOF ECLIPSES

1r Premi categoriaC
Emma Cambeiro Alonso

Sheworkedat night, illuminating. She stayedinthe sameplace,
thoughalmostinvisible.

He shone majestically during the day, as long as the annoying
cloudsdidn'tgetinhis way.

They saw each other for afew minutes at every sunrise or sun-
set. She sighed with love for him, needing him always to show
her whitish appearance. But he ignored her, always focused
onshowing hisgolden smile.

Their visible faces are called Sun and Moon, and their costu-
mes, Nightand Day. He always remained whole, while she was
shyer and changeable, depending onher phase and mood.
People callher CrescentMoonwhenher moodand appearan-
ceincreased, Full Moon—which, as you may know, is self-ex-
planatory—Waning Crescentwhenshe shrank asif ashamed,
and New Moonwhen she didn't want anyone to see her.

They were literally opposites; he gave lightand warmth to ever-
yone, while she was the one to draw the dark curtain.

Andlike that, the days, months, and years passed by, longing
forahugbetween the two.

They saw each other almost every day, except when the
moody Sir Storm appeared with his wife, the Rain.
Untiloneday, the attractionbetweenthe twobecame sostrong
thatthey managedtoalignthemselvesinsuchaway that they
seemed tobe embracingin front of everyone.

They slowly got closer to each other until they meltedinto a
loving hug, appearing as one. Then, they slowly began to se-
parate, asif they didn'twant toleteach other go...

No one knows who moved first that very first time, but now,
every once in awhile, one of them decides to align, seeking
thatembrace.

Humans,whodon'tunderstand the love of the celestial bodies,
called the Moon’s sadness and her moods “Phases,” and the
hug of the two, “Eclipse.” It can be lunar or solar,dependingon
who seekstheembrace.

And now, the Sun and the Moon are happy forever, knowing
thatsooner or later, they willhug again, if only for afew minutes.

Bythe Moon
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WOLF DRAGON

2n PremicategoriaC
Ivan Jaimot Carrasco

We need to live to have alife.
Inlife, we need to enjoy time,
By living with joy and not crime.
We need to enjoy the afterlife.

Enjoying life means living agood life,
Without problems or complications in life.
Eventhough there are lots of obstacles,
You need to enjoy jumping them.

Life includes love, happiness, and sadness,
There can be fear or madness.

But we need to enjoy it because

Time flies by and we can’t pause.

We can have lots of friendships,

But we can't afford relationships.
Because we are always busy fighting,
But we should enjoy time loving.

Sometimesinlife we are sad,

But we know we should be glad,

And be happy with everything we have,
And most of all, we must LAUGH.
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MENTAL TRIP

3rPremicategoriaC
Cristian Jorge Suero

This story may contain strong things that may affect sen-
sitive readers.

Chapter 1: The Beginning of the Nightmare

Once upon a time, there was a boy named Emilio, a boy
who dreamed of being an actor. His classmates thought it
was agood idea, butagroup of boys named Samuel, Dario,
Alex,and Omar thought it was stupid since Emilio didn'tdo
everything perfectly and made some mistakes.

Emilio was rehearsing for his school’s first performance,
which would be in a week. He was very excited and fo-
cused at the same time, but he didn’t expect what would

happen.

- “Hey guys, come and see!”

- “What'’s up, Omar? You're not calling us for any of your
other nonsense, right?”

-“No, Dario. Look, Emiliois rehearsing.”

- “What'’s up with that?”

- “Haven’'t you noticed? We can play a joke on him.”

-“Well, let’'s have some fun!”

- “That’s the way to talk!”

The bullies grabbed several soccer balls and silently threw

them at Emilio, hitting his face. Samuel and the others star-
ted laughing at him, and from that day on, they bullied him.
He couldn’t do anything because they always bothered

himin places where there were almost no people,andif he

said aword, they would do much worse to him. Emiliowas

so traumatized that he always looked serious; he only had

fun at the parties organized by his school.

School eventually ended, and high school was about to
start — amuch feared place at his school. Not only did the
studies become more difficult, but there were also many
cases of bullying, and Emilio didn’t want the same story
torepeatitself.



Emilio was very nervous, as the next day would be his first
day of high school, and he didn’t know what to do. Before
he got anxious, he decided to go to sleep, but he didn’t
know what would happen to him the following day.

The next morning, Emilio got ready and stepped into high
school for the first time.

- “Wow, | didn’t think it would be so big!”

-“What, are you new?” asked a boy who was passing by.

- “Yes, is there something wrong?”

- “Yes, look at that group. They are in their third year of ESO.
You'rein the wrong building.”

That boy was chatting with a group of other guys. Emilio
started listening to them with alot of intrigue and interest.

- “Guys, did you see the news yesterday?”

- “What news do you bring us today, Daniel?”

- “Listen! A second-year ESO student had to leave the high
school.”

- “Daniel, that’s not interesting at all,” said the boy who had
talked to Emilio earlier.

- “Letmefinish, Oliver!”

- “Allright, continue with the news.”

- “He’s been taken to a psychiatric hospital.”

- “But why did they take him?” asked another one of them with
anastonished face.

- “Michael, do you really want to know what happened to the
boy? So stopinterrupting me! His name was Pedro, and he
tried to jump off the fourth floor,” he added.

- “Wait, is Pedro okay?”

- “Physically, he's fine, but mentally, he’s not. He feels suffoca-
ted by life itself.”

-“Ihope his situationimproves,” whispered Oliver with concern.

Emilio was so stunned and scared that he didn’t move a
muscle. Oliver, the boy who had exchanged a few words
with him earlier, realized that Emilio had overheard their
conversation. With a serious face, he remarked:

-“You see, here there is only pure despair and sadness.
High schoolis like student hell!”

-“Isit true about Pedro?”

-“What do you think? Daniel wouldn't joke about that kind
of thing!” he said as he walked away.

- “Wait, we haven't even introduced ourselves!”

-“There’s no time for introductions now. I'll probably see
you during break time.”

After along speech by the principal and the teachers, ever-
yone went to their classes. Everything seemed fine—the

exercises were easy, and the teachers weren't strict—but

Emilio would soon discover the true nature of high school

during the break.

When break arrived, Emilio doubted what the mysterious
boy had told him, but when he left the classroom, he found
aboy being mistreated by another, stronger one.

- “Hey, you! Stop! He hasn't done anything wrong to you!”
pleaded Emilio with determination.

- “Who do you think you are to interrupt my fun? And how
did you find this place?”

-“l wasjust going to the cafeteria.”

-“Well, unfortunately, now you're not going anywhere!” he
yelled at him.

The boy started beating Emilio up terribly, and he couldn’t
say anything. The story hadn’t changed at all. Break time
ended, and Emilio never made it to the cafeteria.

After classes, Emilio met up with Oliver, the older student
he had spokento earlier.

-“Hey!”

-“Oh, you again. Why didn’t you come to the cafeteria?”

-“Atall, skinny boy beat me up,” stated Emilio with shame.

-“Ohno, I'm sure it was Troy. He’s the biggest bully in
school. Do you know what trouble you've gotten yourself
into? | think he'll make your life impossible. We can’t be
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friends anymore.”

- “Wait! But you haven’t even told me your name!”

- “l don’t want him to beat me up too. By the way, my name
is Oliver, from the second year of ESO. Now that you know,
I'mleaving. Goodbye.”

Emilionolonger had any friends. He didn’t want anyone to
get close to him; he was afraid of everybody, so he locked
himself in hisroom every time he came home from school.

One day, while he was alone in his bedroom, out of nowhe-
re, he heard a mysterious and spooky voice:

- “Emilio,come and play with us,” said the eerie voice.

-“Who are you, and what do you want to play?”

- “That doesn’'t matter. What matters is that you're going
to the other world!”

-“No, Idon't want to! I don't want to, no...I”

At that moment, Emilio suddenly fainted. His parents, who
were going to bring him dinner, found him lying uncons-
ciousonhisbed. They were paralyzed and terrified by what
had happened; there was no blood,and noone elseinthe
room. They couldn’t understand what had happened to
him, and they were so scared that they rushed him to the
hospital, straight to the emergency room.

Chapter 2: The Anthropophobia

From Emilio’s point of view...
-“Hey, wheream [?”

- “Hello, welcome to your consciousness!”

-“Whoareyou?”

-“I'myour brain’'s amygdale. My name is Té Bao.”

-“What a strange name.”

- “Hey, | heard that! Well, it doesn’t matter. We have to go
now!”

-“But why?”

88

Suddenly, he heard an evil voice saying: “You think you'll

escape destiny.”

-“Ohno, it’s him! He’s going to send you straight to the ‘af-
terlife’!” exclaimed Té Bao.

- “What, not again!”

-“Then, let me do my job!” insisted Té Bao.

The mysterious evil shadow sent a shockwave at them,

causing them to fallinto the depths of Emilio’s conscious-

ness so they wouldn'tinterfere with his plan.

- “Té Bao, look, there are some stairs in the distance.”

- “Emilio, those stairs are not what they seem.”

-“So,what are they?”

- “You'llhave to face your four problems.”

-“Yeahman, I've already been through a tremendous bea-
ting, and now | have to face giant beings?”

- “Of course you do!” confirmed Té Bao.

-“Look, ’'mstaying here. There’s no way | can defeat them!”

- “Noway, you're going to gointo the labyrinth that’s in front
of us, you're going to get to the end, and you're going to
defeat that monster! Or do you want to die?”

- “Well, okay. I'll do it just because otherwise, you're going
to bother me allday!” said Emilio.

The two of them started to cross the labyrinth, but Emilio

took the wrong pathandranintoagirl, but withagloomy look.

- “Hi Emilio, how are you? Let me guess, alone with no
friends or anyone who loves you, right?”

- “But why are you telling me that?”

- “Becauseit’s the truth. You'llalways be alone and without
any lovedone.”

- “No! You don't control my life, so shut up!”

Suddenly, the girl was possessed and laughed grimly.
- “It seems | underestimated you. | hope our battle is as in-
teresting as this conversation.”

The girl suddenly disappeared, and Té Bao found the exit.
Emilio followed him, and they came out into a kind of squa-
re. There was athrone,and onit, there was a very strange

creature. lthad acape, but at the same time, it wasits body.



- “Hello Emilio, I've been waiting for you. Ready to die?” asked
the creature, laughing out loud.

- “Who does this guy think he is?” asked Emilio to Té Baoin
surprise.

-“Thatdisrespectisunforgivable. Getready, I'llmake himsuffer!”

-“Heis Mr. Anthropo. Emilio, be careful!” warned Té Bao.

The mysterious being took out a baton and pointed it at
Emilio. From the baton came lots of shadows like the ones
in the labyrinth, and they surrounded him.
-“What'sgoingon?” asked Emilio,lookingat the black shadows.
-“You're useless.”

-“You're better off dead.”

- “Nobody loves you.”

- “What do you exist for?”

The shadows kept saying pessimistic things to him, and

one of them started bringing a knife to his neck, but Emilio
ignored everything that was happening around him.

-“Hey, we're going to take your life. You should beg for mercy!”

- “What good is it going to do? I'm going to die anyway!”
asserted Emilio.

- “Wait, are you ignoring us?”

Emilio didn'tanswer them, and the shadows became des-
perate. They told Mr. Anthropo:

- “Sir,we can't do anything else.”

- “What do you mean you can’t do anything!?” Anthropo
said angrily.

The shadows returned to the staff,and Emilio began to smile.

-“Ha, ha, ha! Did you think those shadows were going to
do something?”

-“It'simpossible...” Anthropo answered in disbelief.

-“Oh, it seems ignorance affects you. Oris it because the
whole society really isn't like that?”

-“No,itcan'tbe.”

- “I'hit the target, didn’t1?” said Emilio proudly. He added, “I
can'tbelieveit, butl won the battle!”

At that moment, Anthropo disappeared, and Emilio saw a
giantdesertin the distance.

Chapter 3: The Schizophrenia

-“Té Bao, there’'s adesert over there.”

- “You don't learn anything, do you?” said Té Bao, disa-
ppointed in his companion.

-“What do youmean?”

- “It'sanother test, but this oneis really dangerous.”

- “Seriously, another test?”

- “Unfortunately, yes. This would be the second part of
these tests.”

-“Oh my god, when am | going to get out of here?”

- “Stop complaining. We're going to cross this desert to-
gether!”

-“Well,if you say so... Let’'s go!” Emilio finally agreed.

Té Bao and Emilio began walking through the vast desert,
but Té Bao started feeling sick. He was very thirsty and

could no longer move forward. Suddenly, Emilio was left

speechless as Té Bao disappeared out of nowhere.

- “Té Bao, take this seriously. We're on amission. We're not
playing hide and seek.”

-“Hello, Emilio!” said a sinister voice all of a sudden.

-“Whoareyou?”

-“Seriously? Youdon'tremember me?” added the terrifying
voice.

That mysterious voice turned out to be a clown. But, of

course, it couldn’t be anormal clown. It had to be a killer

clown, because nothing can be normal in Emilio’s mind.

-“Wow, akiller clown.ldidn’t expect that,” Emilio exclaimed
sarcastically.

-“Oh, Emilio, Emilio, Emilio, that annoying kid | want to kill...”

-“Yeah man, in your dreams, you cheap clown!”

- “What did you say to me? Repeat that if you dare!”

- “Cheap clown, why do you ask?”

-“You're anidiot. Die already!”
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Suddenly, Té Bao appeared again. He jumped higher than

normal, as he moved with small jumps, and gave Emilio a

strong headbutt, stopping his hallucination.

- “Ouch, that hurts! Wait, where am 1?”

-“Oh, | see you've stopped being silly.”

-“What nonsense... Are you telling me that I'm stupid?”

-“No, you were hallucinating.”

- “Wait, where's the desert?”

- “It never existed. It was just a hallucination. We've always
been on this platform.”

-“Why didn’t you warn me!?”

- “Unfortunately, | also fell into the trap. A being gave me
some very strange dust, | woke up in adesert,and then |
woke up here.”

- “I'msure the one behind all thisis at the end of those stairs.”

- “Well, what are we waiting for, Emilio? Let’s go!”

Emilioand T Baowentup the stairsand found another thro-
ne, but this time it wasn’t black like Anthropo’s; it was very
colorful. Instantly, a strange and colorful being appeared
in front of them.

- “Hello, welcome to your worst nightmare!”

-“Oh, why do all my problems have to be so conceited?”
wondered Emilio.

-“Youinsolent, stupid boy, get ready to die!”

-“Me? Youlook like you're the one who's going todie... Look
at yourself! You're more malnourished than someone who
hasn'teateninthreeyears.”

-“You'll be...” he said angrily, “Get ready to die!” repeated
the colorful being furiously.

-“Yes, man. Mr. Malnourished, if you can’t killa mosquito,
how are you going to kill me?”

- “My name s Quizo, stupid!” he shouted at Emilio.

At that moment, Quizo became so angry that he shot the

same hallucinogenic powder from his hands, but stronger
thistime.
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-“Emilio,be careful,don't breathe that powder!” begged Té Bao.

- “Ha, ha, ha, it’s too late. He’s fallen under my hallucino-
genic power!”

-“Ohno! Not again! Quizo, you're going to pay for that!” ex-
claimed Té Bao.

Té Bao started attacking Quizo with strong headbutts,
but Quizo wasn't affected. Meanwhile, Emilio kept saying
things like the monsters weren't hurting him, that they were
forcing him to play Russianroulette, andif he refused, they
wouldkill him. If that wasn’'t enough, even if he survived the
game, they would still make him say goodbye to the world.
-“Ha, doyouthink those headbutts are going todo something
tome?”
-“No, but I know someone who will do something to you.”
-“Of course. Are you sure my powders haven't affected you?”
-“Of course not. Emilio, nothingisreal!”

Fortunately, at that moment, Emilio stopped hallucinating
and quickly came up with aplan.

-“Impossible, how did he get away?” Quizo asked, stupefied.
- “Because he heard me!” answered Té Bao proudly.

-“Té Bao,come here, | have anidea,” Emilio whispered.

- “What did you come up with?”

- “Jump as high as you can. While | headbutt him, I'll push
him, and then you'll crush him.”

- “Okay, here I go!” exclaimed Emilio without hesitation.

Everything went well. Té Bao crushed Quizo so hard that
he ran out of strength.
-“You'll pay for this, youidiots...”

At that moment, Quizo vanished, and a very strange path
with floating images appeared before them.

Chapter 4: The Depression

- “And what'’s with that strange path?”
-“ldon’t know, Emilio, but what I'm sure of is that we're rea-
ching the final stretch.”



As Emilio walked down the road, he noticed the images
around him. Each one depicted tragic moments from his
life, and suddenly, while looking at them, he felt a heavy
sadness settlein.

-“Té Bao, I'm going to that building.”

- “Okay, fine,” Té Bao replied.

Emilio began climbing up to the attic of the building. When
he reached the top, a dark impulse took over, and he tried

tojump off. But just before he could, Té Bao quickly jumped

after him and headbutted him backward, stopping Emilio

from committing suicide.

- “Emilio, what the hell were you trying to do!?”

-“Ildon’'tknow...| saw those images, and | just felt like | had
tojump.”

- “Those images are probably part of the power of your
third problem.”

- “Well, what are we waiting for?”

Té Bao led the way down the stairs and found a back door.
Together, they exited into another square, where they saw
yet another throne—this one dark blue—and sitting on it
was a strange figure, resembling an elf with human-like
skinand a cape.

- “Hello, Emilio. My nameis Epre. Sit withme, I'd like to talk.”
-“Té Bao, this elf seems... off,” Emilio whispered.
-“Well,goaheadandtalk to him,” said Té Bao with confidence.

Emilio sat down next to Epre, and they began to converse.

- “Don’t you think death would be the easiest way to find
happiness?” Epre asked.

-“No, not really. How could you be happy if you don’t even
exist?” replied Emilio. Then he added,

-“And don'’t try to involve me in your twisted logic. You're
useless. Allyou dois push people toward suicide!”

-“Oh, okay, | see.I'm useless then,” the elf responded, his
tone almost resigned.

At that moment, Epre suddenly pulled out a knife and sta-
bbed himself, vanishing into thin air. Emilioand Té Bao were
left stunned by what had just happened.

- “He killed himself!” Emilio gasped.

-“Well, Emilio, we've found what we're looking for. He’s the
one behind all of this—the strange shadow. We're finally
going to see his true face.”

They ascended a set of stairs until they reached a sort of
bubble, a barrier of sorts, that blocked their path, preven-
ting them from moving forward.

Chapter 5: Are You the Problem?

-“Té Bao, headbutt that bubble!” demanded Emilio.
-“Okay, okay...” Té Bao replied.

Té Bao had to headbutt the bubble ten times beforeiit finally
shattered, and they found themselves at the top.

-“No, no, no! How did you break my bubble?” asked the sha-
dow indisbelief.

-"Justheadbutts!” Té Bao exclaimed, wincing from the pain.

-“You're about to uncover the truth of everything...” added
the ghostly shadow.

-“Well, at least show your face!” pleaded Emilio.

When the mysterious figure removed its cloak, Emilio

stood speechless:

- “Wait, is that... me?”

-“Yes and no.lamyour thoughts in human form. My name
is Pensa.”

-“I seeit, but | can’'t believe it! Why do you want me to disa-
ppear from the world?”

-“The worldis garbage. Don’t you think that if we died, we'd
be better off?”

- “Everything you're saying is pure nonsense!” Emilio re-
tortedin disgust.

-“Oh, so that's how you feel? Get ready, because | won't
let my plan fail!”
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Pensa, the embodiment of Emilio’s negative thoughts, be-
gantoattack fromall directions, trying to push Emilio back

into the depths of his own mind. But before Pensa could

succeed, Té Bao headbutted him, stopping the assault.

The attacks grew more intense, with Pensa launching
shockwaves wildly. Emilio, however, suddenly had anidea.
-“Wait, Té Bao.”

-“What’'s goingon?”

- “This place...it's my mind, right?”

-“Yes, why do you ask?”

-“Inthat case, | want a purification baton to appear!”

- “Wait, what did you just say?” asked Pensa, clearly per-
plexed.Hedidn’tunderstand what Emilio was talking about.
But Emilio knew exactly what he wanted: a baton capable
of purifying ghosts and negative thoughts.

-“Whatis that?” Pensa asked, his voice now trembling with
fear.

- “This is what’s going to end you! I'm finally going to beat
you!” declared Emilio.

Without hesitation, Emilio struck Pensa with the purifica-

tion baton. Pensaimmediately grew weak.

- “What have you done to me?”

- “It's simple: Emilio has purified you,” Té Bao explained.

- “Té Bao, Emilio, you'll pay for this!” Pensa shouted as he
began to fade away.

-“We've done it! We've defeated my four problems!” Emilio
cheered. “Té Bao, let’s have a celebratory headbutt!”

Everything went dark,and Té Bao disappeared. Emilio felt

asudden rush of fear, but then, just as suddenly, he woke

up inahospital bed.

- “Emilio!”

-“Mom? Dad? Is that you?”

- “Of course! Who else would it be?” his mother exclaimed,
relief washing over her.

- “Wait, 'min ahospital?”
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- “Yes, the doctor told us you collapsed and fainted,” exp-
lained his father.

-"Oh,Isee...” Emilio said as a doctor entered the room. The
doctorintroduced himself:

- “Hello, 'm Dr. Felipe, a specialist in psychology.”

-“Hi,Dr.Felipe,” Emilio greeted, sounding a bit disheartened.

Seeing how troubled Emilio was, Dr. Felipe tried to reas-
sure him. He explained that Emilio had suffered a massive

anxiety attack and that they would work with him to rebuild

his self-esteem and help him recover from the troubles he

had been facing. Over time, Emilio came to understand

that not everyone in society was out to harm or mock him.
He learned not to give excessive importance to negative

thoughts, to avoid hallucinations by not stressing too much,
and to believe in himself.

Years of therapy passed, and Emilio’s struggles gradually
disappeared. Today, he’s a successful, well-known actor
and lives happily ever after.

The End



RANGER

1r Premi categoriaD
Jordi Alarcon Esteban

1996, Manhattan.

In the world there are two types of animals: normal ani-
mals, like wolves, and then the terrible werewolves. The

werewolf is a mythical animal which eats people and can

infect other humans to transform theminto one.

But humans didn’t know of their existence. The only per-
son that knew of them was Pol, aranger, and his wife, Marta.
They lived protecting humanity from werewolves, which

normally inhabited forests, so Pol's mission was to kill any

who left them.

Asaranger, werewolves would attack him constantly. One
day, Pol went to investigate the forest, and he discovered
that werewolves had great world power. When he called for
reinforcements, nobody answered. Then, five werewolves
appeared and said: “You canjoin us, or die here. If youjoin
us, we will control the world.”

Polhad no choice but to accept.

Now Pol was a werewolf, and he was invited into their an-
cient tree, an underground refuge which was older than
the Sun. There, he discovered anincredible truth: werewol-
ves had been on Earth before humans. Actually, humans
weren’'t even native to the planet: they had come from
the stars tens of thousands of years ago, and had forced
werewolves to take refuge in forests. But soon after that,
werewolves had discovered that humans could be trans-
formed into werewolves, and a war had begun.

Pol cried, as he had once been a human, but now felt the

pain of werewolves too, and had discovered that human

history was a lie! So, he decided he would help werewol-
ves reclaim their home from those evil humans who only
conqguered planets and killed other species.

AN UNEXPECTED MISTAKE

2nPremicategoriaD
Laia Jaffré Martinez

AnUnexpected Mistake

My legs started to fail me: | was running without a desti-
nation, but | couldn’t stop or the boy who was chasing me

would catch me. Then | heard a voice of a girl: “Hey Silver!

Come here, I'm going to help you.” Finally, someone who

speaks my language!

She was onamotorbike; | couldn’t see her face because a
helmet coveredit. The only thing | could see was her blond
hair coming out under the helmet. She was holding a se-
cond helmet with her arm and she threw it to me. | caught
itand I putitonmy head.| wasn't thinking what | was doing,
but I had no better solution. The only thing | could do was
trust that blond girl I didn’t know.

You might be thinking “what | was doing running away from
aboy | didn'tknow with agirlwho lalso didn't knowin a city
that, yes, | also didn’t know?”

Ithad all started with a perfect planned trip.| had everything

organized: the airline tickets, the hotel, the places | would

visit, the restaurants were | would eat... It all went well until
| got to my destination: Rome, Italy. | was in the airport wai-
ting for my suitcase but the last ones were coming outand

I couldn’'t see mine.

| started to get very nervous. | always need to have it allgo

to plan and this wasn’t in my plans, so | decided to ask for

my suitcase at the information desk.

“Excuse me, | didn’t find my suitcase in the conveyor belt.”
| said as well as | could to the girl on the other side of the
counter.

“Don’t worry, what'’s your name?” She said while trying to
reassure me.

“I'm Alan Clark Bailey. I'm 21years old, this is the first time
I've flown alone and it is not going as expected.” | said,
hardly breathing.

“Okay, Alan. Don’t worry, we are going to find your suitcase.
Sitdown over there foraminute  andI’'mgoingto see
what happened.”

“Okay...”
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She disappeared behind adoor, and after 30 minutes
she returned with an older man. She didn’t show a ha-
ppy face, so | knew instantly that she wasn’t going to
give me any good news.

“Hi Alan, ’'m Mr. Collins. I'm really sorry, but your suit-
case stayedin London.” Said the man, with a very
serious face.
| think horror showed on my face because he quickly
added:

“But don’t worry, it’s going to arrive tomorrow, so you
canreturn and get it back. I'm really sorry for the in-
conveniences, but this happens sometimes.

Ihad nowords, so | stayed there watching how the man

and the girl went back into the room.

I had a mixture of emotionsinside me: | was angry, sca-
red, sad, nervous... Allat the same time. | stayed at the

airport during at least 40 minutes thinking what was |

supposed to do without all the things in my suitcase.

| finally went to my hotel. Fortunately, | had allmy docu-
ments, my phone and five eurosin my small backpack.
| checkedinand after a nap in my hotelroom, | decided

to take a walk: | really needed some fresh air and time

to think. After a while, | realized it had been along time

since | last had something to eat or drink.

| suddenly | found myself in a typical Irish pub. | was so

engrossed tasting my refreshingbeer that 1 didn’'t notice

that abig picture of my face was on the television screen

of the pub. Then my eyes jumped up to the headline sa-
ying: “Dangerous robber escaped from prison.”

What the helll? Why are they saying ’'m arobber?! That's

the only thing | could think of before running away with

fear. | was so overwhelmed with what had just happe-
ned that | didn’'t hear the footsteps walking behind

me. But when I finally noticed them, | realized it was

someone from the pub who had recognized me and

followed me.
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And now here | am. With this blondie who calls me “Silver”.
Afteralongride, | eventually understand what’s happening:
Do you know that thing people say about everyone having
adouble somewhere in the world? Well, it must be true, as
that man is identical to me. The bad thing? My “twin”is a
criminal,and I'm believed to be him. And I'm sure this girlis
hisaccomplice. | guess the best thing to do right now is not
letting her know who I really am.

We'vejust arrived in adusty hostel by the airport.

“I bought the flight tickets as you asked me. Our flight is the
firstonetomorrow morning.” Says the blondie. Thenshe
stares at me and she adds:

“You look different... Oh, | see! You shaved your face to
avoid being recognized, that’s agreatidea. But you should
also put on this cap and glasses tomorrow.

Inod my head and | take the accessories.

“I'm exhausted, let’s sleep abit.” | tell her in order to be alo-
ne and think.

It's 6 a.m.and here we are: dressed up at the airport. Only
now my biggestissueisn’'t my luggage but the crazy situa-
tion I'min. In spite of our disguise, we can’t pass the secu-
rity control and they find out our passports are fake. My
hands are handcuffed.
“I'm not Silver! My name is Alan Clark, | can prove that!”
“What are you talking about?” The policeman doesn’t be-
lieve me.
“Open my backpack, | have my documents there.”
“They are also fake, you aren’'t going to fool us.”
Ihave to find away to demonstrateit. Oh! I can see the girl |
spoke to yesterday about my suitcase problem.
“Iwas here yesterday and | spoke to that girl, she can tell
you so! Silver yesterday was stillin prison.”
The policeman listens to me and the girl confirms that Iwas
here yesterday. Someoneis talking through the walkie-tal-
kie of the policeman.
“We have caught the prisoner. Silver ision his way to prison
again.”



Finally,|am released and the girl Imet yesterday gives me
my suitcase. Now | can relax at last: today will really be the
very first day of my holidays... | hope!

GREECE’S OBSESSION

3rPremicategoriaD
Joris Rubio Reunis

In Ancient Greece, everyone, and | mean everyone, followed

their home tradition: becoming a soldier. Everyone was tra-
ined to be a soldier and, in the process, they increased their
strength, height and greatness. But not everyone succeeded.
Those who didn't were called “the chickens”; they were the

ones that hadn't been able to increase their strength or hei-
ght, they were “adisappointment” for everyone, like Tom. Tom

was one of the chickens and everyone was disappointed

when he didn’t succeed, but he did something to change it.

When he came home from school one day, there was aman
waiting for him who told him that, if he wanted to be a soldier,
he would need to confront Ares in person (the god of war) in
Mount Olympus to earn his blessing. He agreed, but didn't
know how to get there. The man told him that,in order to get
there, he would need to climb and swimand walk and run, so
he set out to the adventure.

It was very difficult to get there. It took him five whole years
to get there but when he did, he found nothing, absolutely
nothing. It was like adesert. Suddenly, he heard noises: faint
sounds of footsteps that became louder and louder. And
there he was, Ares, the god of war, to whom he explained
everything. The god then decided to help by training him.

Five more years went by, until one day Ares declared: “You

are now the best soldier in Greece”, although Tom still had

to confront him. However, all the violence and wounds he

had to suffer made him decide to put a stop to his obsession

of becoming a soldier, especially when he saw Ares’ cham-
pion wounded on the floor after he had stabbed him with

his sword. He felt the need to help the wounded champion

because he realised that he didn’'t want to be a soldier like

everyone wanted him to be. He wanted the opposite: to save

people. Thisis how he became the first man towork as a phy-
sician, and created the Hippocratic Oath so that everyone

who joined him would never hurt anybody ever again: they

would dedicate their lives to save those of others, because,
while some glorified sending souls to the underworld, they

would instead help them hold onto life.
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RED VELVET

1r categoriaE
Stanislava Lavrentyeva

How long has it been since I've seen my family? What
about my friends? My colleagues? My children? | don’t
even remember some of their faces, nor their voices or
names. | have been locked up here for about... What? A
year? A month? A week? Maybe even aday or an hour...
Heck! I've lost the course of time by now already.

The onethingldoknow, is that | remember very clearly the
day all of this happened. It was March, the first of March,
the day of my birthday. My children, Carol and Mark were
baking a cake. It was supposed to be a surprise, but they
obviously weren't very good at hiding it. Coming up to me
with questions about my favourite flavour of frosting and
stuff like that. That reminds me again, that they were only
children. Littleinnocent children. My little sweet babies. Oh
right! I'm driving myself away from the point! Where was
I? Ah! Yes...

They were in the kitchen, preparing my surprise, when my

husband came home. It was still early, and he wasn’t su-
pposed to be home for at least around 3 hours or so, but

for some reason, he came early. Of course | was happy
though! The love of my life, came home early for my bir-
thday! | was expecting a bouquet of flowers, or a gift card

from some make-up brand | liked, but instead of that, the

thing he pulled from behind his back wasn't as ‘pleasant’
as | expected.

He told me to hold my hands up, and stay in place. Although

| could have called the police through my Amazon Alexa, or
shouted for help so that the neighbors could have come,
| didn't. ljust sat there, like a coward on the couch, while

he walked into the kitchen. Gun pointing right in front of

him. I don’t really remember what Carol and Mark said to

him.lwas in pure shock and fear. It was as if my brain shut

my eyes and ears. Like he was pretending that everything

was going great. That my children were stillin the kitchen,
preparing me ared velvet cake. My favourite flavour... But

unfortunately, nothing was fine. Everything was going aw-
fully,and my children, they...they...
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As fast as it all started, it all ended. He came out of the kit-
chen, and | thought it was my turn, but he didn't doit. He
handed me over the gun, gave me a kiss on the forehead,
and said “Happy birthday darling! | hope that this presentis
worthit”,and just walked out the door, as if nothing happe-
ned. | sat on the couch for a few more minutes. As if  was
trying to comprehend what had just happened, when sud-
denly,| came back tomy senses. Iranto see them. To make
sure that they were okay, but it was clear as water that they
weren't okay. I thought that maybe | could have saved them,
but...|don’'t think that somebody who was shot in the head
multiple times can just be easily “resurrected”. With the gun
that my beloved gifted me stillin my hands,  hugged them.
I hugged them very, very tight to my chest. I think | even
fellasleep like that. But when | woke up, | was already here.

She lifted her head to look at me. It was as if she was sear-
ching for comfort in my eyes. Or something else. Some-
thing else that | just couldn’t give her.

“Are you sure that all of that really did happen? Imean... Do

you have any evidence? Or anything that could help you
withthe case?”

“Imean... That's all | have!”, the woman sounded desperate.
“Aren’t my sufferings enough?”

“Ma’am...If youdon't have any evidence that your husband

came home by that time, I'm afraid | can’'t do anything. Be-
cause your husband was found deadin a car accident the

moment he left for work. As | assume, you remember that,
right?

“Ohyes...lknow! But...l also know what | saw!”

“Wellma'am...lt seems that your time is over. ButI've got one

last thing to ask you.”



| glanced at the woman. Her face was all wet from all the
liquids that were falling fromit. | wanted to help her so bad-
Iy!lreally did! But my job was my job. And | knew that there
was only one thing | could offer her then.

“What is your favourite food? Or maybe | should ask you...
What would you like your last meal to be, ma'am?”

The woman looked at me. Suddenly, a soft smile appeared
onherlips.

“Red velvet. | want a piece of ared velvet cake. | never got
to try the one my children were making for me, so | hope
that makes up forit.”

WHITE CAMELLIA

2nPremicategoriaE
Berta Aymat Portabella

Happinessis acomplicated term.Infact, every emotionis
complicated initself. Emotions are cryptic and overwhel-
ming; some so full, some others so empty.

The girl who lived by the river was said to be aghost of a
person. She often walked in the lonely forest, hoping to find
apathto happiness. She walked every day, lostin her thou-
ghts, through the deep forest, hoping that, at the end of the
long path, happiness would welcome her with open arms.

One day, her feet led her into a dark cave. Surrounded by

rocks, at the deepest point, a treasure awaited her. Intri-
gued, the girl opened the chest to find what she searched

solong for. Inside the chest, there was a small and delicate

white flower; so perfect, so beautiful. She picked it up and

ranhomeinarush.

Athome, she entered the room she feared the most, knelt

next to the bed, and held her mother’s hand. Her hand felt

cold, her skin was pale, and her eyes seemed dull. As she

felt her daughter’s touch, she looked at the little girl with

tired eyes, her disease was beating her. Then, the girl pla-
ced the delicate flower in her mother’s hand. When theiill

woman saw it, her eyes shone. They shone as they hadn't

inalongtime, like when she took care of her garden, when

she could stand up. The woman looked at her daughter
and her lips curved upwards, smiling, finally smiling. At that

moment, the girl’s chest flooded with emotion and heavy

tearsrolled down her cheeks. She cried and smiled with

pure happiness, holding her mother’s hand tightly. There,
mother and daughter felt alive again.

Emotions can be strange, hard to understand, but happi-

ness is one of the most fulfilling feelings you can ever ex-
perience, for simple reasons such as a flower or asmile.

97



ATRUELOVE STORY

3r PremicategoriaE
Natalia Alexandra Guarnizo Polanco

To my mother, a pure and authentic mummy bear

This story startsinabeautifuland rainy forest, wherein the
silent night, one mum bear was trying to give birth to her
second bear cub. Her first cub wasn’'t acub any more, and
he left the forest years ago. Finally, thanks to her love and
passionfor her cub about to come, alittle bear cub came to
the world on the 5th of February. It was a girl, and the life of
her mother would never be the same fromthenon.

The childhood of the little cub was full of joy and happiness.
To her, the mostimportant bear in the family was her dad,
even though it was a strong united pack of bears. She ado-
red the time she spent with her mother and brother. But no-
thing could reach the level of happiness that she felt when

she was with her daddly.

Every day after mummy goes to work, they visit amazing
regions of the forest together, and learn somuch about the
florathere. The daughter was amazed about all the things
she learned with her dad, and she really hoped her times
with him lasted forever. But one overwhelming day, in the
middle of astorm, full of emotional and physical thunder and
lightning, she realized that her dad was gone. She was eight.

She searched for him desperately between the trees. Un-
der therocks. Near the river. But he was really gone.

Her mum explained to her that he hadn’t really disappeared.
He was still in everyone’s heart. But the little bear wasn’t
very convinced about that.

She knew that her mummy must have been affected becau-
se of the tragic moment that all the family were going throu-
gh. But nothing stopped her from caring for her daughter
with all the love she was able to give. When the cub was
sad, her mum gave her a huge bear hug, only as a mummy
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bear knows. When she felt lonely, her mum spent hours and
hours with her, sometimes explaining stories, sometimes
just stroking her arm silently. Little by little, the heart of the
daughter was a bit fuller of love, and a little less empty.

And now, every day after work when her mum gives her a
huge hug, she realizes that she had the strongest and most
incredible bear in the forest always by her side and there to
protecther, allthose years. She realized that maybe her dad
wasimportantin her life, but he wasn't everything, because
she has her mum. Andif she chose to love rather than suffer,
she'lldo the same, because of her. Because she decided
she wanted to be exactly like her mother.Because life didn’t
end when she was eight.



NEXT PATIENT

1r Premi categoriaF
Arianna Povill Varela

“Patientnumber 346, youcancomeinside,” saysanindividual
without evenlooking into the eyes of those waiting for their
turn. They open the white door widely without checkingif the
patient is coming behind and emotionlessly write down the
patient’'s number on the device and read the information on
the patient fromthe archive. Thereis nodiagnosis yet, sothey
connect the new machine and silently leave the room.

An automaton-like and empty voice coming from it starts
talking.

“Welcome, patient.”
“He...” patient 346 tries to answer before beinginterrupted.

“How do you feel? Is something going wrong with your life la-
tely tomake youcome here?”

“I've been quite good, but maybe there are times when | feel
alone and kind of stressed. Work has been rough recently;
I have no time, and I've been having some strange episodes
where...Well,|guessit might be normal, like anyone whollives
by themselves and works allday and...”

“Is there something that worries you or disturbs you especia-
lly?” replies the machine, cutting the patient off.

“Idon’t know... Maybe work has been stressing me allittle bit,
but people tellme not to takeit too seriously because...maybe
they areright,” the patient says while trying to hold back the
urgetostartcrying. “Well,now that | think about t, there might
actually be something...”

“Itis OK; things will work out for you, life is great, and your job
must not be your only occupation,” replies the machine asiit
cuts off the patientagain.

“But...” the patientmumbles.

“Keep thatinmind. I will see youin two months to monitor your
progress. Inthe meantime, please use this medical prescrip-
tionto collectdrug pack #23155B. Thank you, patient 346, for
your visit. Youare on theright track torecovery!”

The patientleaves the roomholding back theiremotions, trying
not to break down. They get on the bus and make their way
back home while suicidal thoughts race through their mind.
The staff member goes back into the room, resets the machi-

ne,andlooks for theresults on the diagnosis of the last patient:

“Slight stress caused by work. Medication prescribed.

Not “urgent.”

He calls for the next patient as before.

“Patient 347,youcancomein.”
Themachine goes throughits lines once more.

“Welcome, patient.”

“Good mo...” patient 347 tries to answer before being in-
terrupted.

“How do you feel? Is something going wrong with your life
lately to make you come here?”
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RISE AGAIN

2nPremicategoriaF
Julene Martinez Sevilla

Have you ever wondered what would happen if we had an

extraordinary device capable of showing individuals mo-
ments of joy in their future lives? In this way, we would be

able to create aworld where everyone could know exactly

how to be happy, and sadness, anxiety, and depression

wouldn't exist.

Addison Nick was a teenager who lived in the second te-
chnological revolution. The world was full of artificial in-
telligence, and the lives of human beings were based on

technology. Every day, there was a new device created to

improve humans' lives. Life was easy. Cars drove for you,
robots cleaned up, walked your dog... every responsibility

or task you could imagine was done by arobot.

Addison found her life boring. She didn’'t have to do much
more than wake up and let the day go by. She felt that she
was missing something. One day, she was watching TV
and saw an ad for a device that was able to show indivi-
duals moments of joy in their future lives called Lila. She
didn’t think twice and bought it online. The next month,
everyone Addison knew had a Lila at home. Excited by
the prospect of reaching that happiness, people became
relianton Lilaand forgot about thinking of the present. Lila
was the one who showed Addison when and how to get
to moments of pure joy, which was what Addison thought
she was missing.

Suddenly, all the devices created in the last decades su-
ffered anissue that made them stop working. No one knew
what was happening or how to fix it. Lila had been so suc-
cessfulthat everyone was focused on the future the robot
showed them, which wasn’t real; it was only hopes. If ever-
yone was thinking about anidealized future and leaving
behind their own present, thenthere was nooneincharge
of the devices. Because all technology stopped working,
people had to learn to live without it, and even if it might
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sound like a frustrating problem, after a couple of days, life
slowed down again,and the whole planet rediscovered the
beauty of simple, everyday moments. After years, people
learned how to cook and drive. And little by little, devices
started working again. People like Addison learned that if
they only thought about their future, then they were forget-
ting their own past; thatis, they were forgetting themselves.
The creator of Lila realized the damage he had done with
his device, so he apologized and decided to write a book
and start giving talks to make the population aware of the
importance of the present. Addison contacted him, and
they ended up working together; Addison loved the idea
of spreading awareness about what she had just realized.

Finally, technology recovered. But this time there was age-
neration of people who had grown up without technology,
and they had realized that true happiness is not found in

the future but in learning to appreciate and enjoy the pre-
sent. Also, that humans are much more than robots who

candoall the tasks we teach themto do. Inthe end, people

found the balance between technology and reality, and a

renewed generation rose again.



THE SURVIVALLOG

3r PremicategoriaF
Daniil Tingaev Soloviev

For whomever this is destined to, I'm Nicole, a survivor of a
teamthat crashed onto aforeignand alien world,and thisis
my survival log, which will be used for the next who knows
how many days as a way of keeping track and a way to pre-
serve our mark on this world in case of our demise on this
alienplanet.

I'm the leader of a small team. I’'m Nicole, a combat medic,
and | also specialize in Socials and Art, even though | doubt

the last one will be of any use. | command Fred and Thea,
Fred being the heavy-duty man of the team, good at Cons-
truction, Mining, and the melee and hand-to-hand aspect

of combat. Finally, we have Thea; she’s the cook and aplant

scientist, also good with both guns and knives.

Aswe all crash-land onto this unknown world, we suffer from
sickness caused by our crypto sleep caskets, which helped
us survive but are now making us vomit and feel very weak.
Either way, we regroup and check what's left of the crash
landing site. After examining our findings, we discovered
the following: our pet Yorkshire dog named Apolo, 30 kits of
medicine, 800 small bars of silver, arifle, arevolver,avest,a
helmet, aknife, 30 technical components, 50 sets of survival
meals, and a bunch of metal scattered around us. Oh yeah,
and aharp for somereason.

After the not-so-bad discovery of the items, we got to work
trying not to die. We spotted arectangular ruin of some an-
cient building, which looks to be made from some kind of
sandstone, andrealizingit’s our best bet, we decided to stay
there for the time being. Carefully examining the place, we
started rebuilding it while also bringing the found items back
toour new home.

While we finalized bringing everything back, Fred finished
the table and chairs while also working on patching up the
walls. Yet, as night approached, we were all forced to sleep
with some broken walls, still perfect for something our size
to getin. For some protection, we lit a campfire and took
turns guarding the group. As the morning came, we were

happy we survived the first night. Yet, as Thea came to me,
she told me about the big monster she saw while standing
guard. It looked like abear, or more like a sloth, but mega big,
soshegaveit the appropriate name, Megasloth. Luckily, she
found out it was pretty peaceful, even though she’s not one
hundred percent sure if it's incapable of violence. So she
advised us to try and stay away fromit. As Fred woke up
some time later, he immediately got to work finishing the
walls and roof, finally giving us a somewhat safe space to
call our new home.

Since everyone was working, | also tried to be helpful, so |
went hunting for something small. Wandering out a bit, | saw
what looked like a rabbit, just with more fur.l aimed therifle |
grabbed and pointedit at the animal.| shot and missed, quic-
kly loaded another bullet, took aim again, and shot. Yet, | mis-
sed again, and again, and again, until it ran away into some
bushes. | guess | needed more practice—unlucky. But,as|
was doubting my shooting abilities, | saw what looked like a
caravan of natives. | alerted the team, and we set out in the
direction of the caravan, hoping it could help guide us to a
communications tower or some kind of city with a gover-
nment, so Earth could rescue us. But, of course, we didn’t
know their intentions, so we got our guns ready.

Aswe approached, they greeted usin this weird language, a
bit similar to what we have on Earth but still quite strange. As
we responded in English, they looked a bit weirded out, but
we were even more weirded out when their leader pulled
out what looked like a translator and spoke perfect English.
Iguess the languageissue was solved. | really thought these
guys were a tribe or something, butit appears they’re more
technologically advanced than us, which | further confir-
med by looking at the inventory that he was offering. We
found out he was a weapons dealer, and we checked out
allhishammers, spears, guns,and apparel. We also learned
that he and everyone else accept silver as payment, which
also turns out to be the most important currency in these
lands. We decided to decline trading anything and instead
asked him for information about any cities or government.
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He responded by stating that on this planet, there’s only

anarchy—no government, no police, no out-of-world com-
munications, only small groups of people trying to survive

and gain control. And so we were left disappointed, reali-
zing that only our willpower would get us out of here. After
all, we stillhave knowledge of most of the tech we used, but

we have toresearch everything again to make sure we don't

mess anything up, and hopefully, we'll make it off this rock.
For now, we just have to follow the same goal as everyone

else: survival.

Ever since hearing about the state of this planet, | can see
that the morale of the team dropped a notch. We all now
realize we have to work even harder to have even a small
chance to get out, and as we sleep, we all wish for only one
thing:toreturn.

Inthe morning, withnew determination, seeing that the base

is quite well-built asitis, | send Fred to mine some steel ore |

found yesterday. Spending the whole day mining and trans-
porting the steelback, we returnexhausted, and that's when

we see a single tribal trader passing through. This time we

decidenottointeractandinstead prepare some defensesin

case they come aggressively next time. Settingupacouple

of small barriers, we decide to callitaday and go to sleep.

As the morning comes, we see that the tribesman actua-
lly left us a small gift, but disaster struck. Fred complained
about some lung problems today, and from my medical
experience, | determined that he had developed asthma,
which will hinder his helpfulness. Even worse, while Thea
was outside, she spotted a clearly rabid rabbit behaving
aggressively and decided to take it down before it hurt an-
yone. We headed out and went to ambush it. As it approa-
ched, Itook a shot but missed it by aninch! Fred charged at
it with a knife and managed to injure it, but the damn rabbit
jumped on me and started scratching me. At that moment,
Theacame and finished it with the revolver. Extremely frigh-
tened, we returned to base to patch the wounds and were
disturbed by the bigger dangers this world could possess.
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Spending the whole day recovering from our injuries, we
didn'tdo much, so as we lay on the ground, we decided that
for the next day, we're going to build a kitchen and some
bedstosleepon.

With new determination and a new day on the horizon, we
got up and got to work, Fred doing the kitchen, and we ga-
thered wood and string to make the beds. Nearby, we found
asmall abandoned structure, which Fred just finished tur-
ning into a kitchen, and we finally finished the beds, which
we immediately tried out! As we were laying down, we heard
afew explosions. Grabbing our guns, we got up, and Fred
shouted that small pods had crashed down.

Examining the crash site, we found some clothing, which
we decided to keep, as well as metal chunks from the drop
pods that could be utilized for steel.

With the kitchen finished, we needed a place to store the

food, so we put up a wall in the kitchen and made a small

shelf to put the food on. But keeping the food frozen be-
came anissue, so to progress further, we decided to enter
the electricity age. We buiilt a very basic windmill, which

generated enough electricity to power a basic air-freezing

apparatus, which Fred had experience making. With this

new milestone completed, we went to bed, satisfied with

theprogress.

However, seeing that the quantity of food kits we gathered
was getting smaller, we decided to vary the diet we would
be eating soon by planting some rice-like plants we found to
be edible. As a precaution, we also gathered some berries,
which we still have to make sure are totally edible. Still, we
went on with finding and planting thisrice.

After this long day of sowing and planting, we happily went
to bed, but that was cut short when we heard a massive
explosion rumble the ground. Quickly going out to check
what it was, we saw some sort of shuttle crashed near the
small mountain wall. Grabbing our guns, we rushed to see



the aftermath. Approaching the crash, we spotted three
well-dressed men on the ground, blood all around, and
the horrific state of the ship. Quickly thinking, we decided
to help them out and started dragging their injured bodies
into our base. Quickly tending to the first one, | managed to
stop the bleeding. Moving to the next one, | also patched
the multiple injuries he had. Looking for the third one, Thea
informed me that the injuries were too severe and there was
nothing we could do. Exhausted from tending the wounds
and devastated from seeing the horrific crash, | went to bed,
Fred and Thea taking turns standing guard. In the morning,
we checked the crash site while Thea stayed to watch the
unconscious victims, who were blacked out from the shock.
Fred spotted another body that we hadn’t seenin the dark.
While Fred explored the crashed ship, | dug two graves and
buried the two we couldn't save.

Returning to the base, disappointed about the bloody

events, we see a man running, a manin what looks like ro-
yal clothing, and behind him a rabbit. Is he really scared of

arabbit? | think to myself, but looking carefully | see it’s one

of those aggressive ones, and so | shout to Theaand run

to save the man. Readying our guns, we start shooting the

rabbit. 1, again, somehow miss, even though I'm supposed

to be the weapons specialist. Gratefully, Thea once again

saves the day and finishes the rabbit before it kills anyone.
Escorting the royal to safety, we ask him about who he is.
Surprised, he turns onthe translator and responds that he’s

aroyal baron of the Empire of Gene, which dominates the

planet, and that he's thankful for saving him, stating that his

guards were ambushed, but he managed to escape and is

now waiting for a shuttle to pick him up. Remembering our
experience with shuttles, we advised him to be carefulas a

shuttle crashed notlong ago.

Watching the royal shuttle arrive, he thanked us once again

and said that he had a gift, which we would soonreceive for
saving him. Following this great event, one of the crash sur-
vivors woke up, who started speaking Earth English, which

really surprised us. He introduced himself as Ralph and sta-
ted thathe wasinasimilar situation as us, also crashlanding

onto this planet, but he managed to survive the crash and,
with his crew, prospered by trading with others. He was on
a flight to a ceremony after being promoted in the empire,
but his shuttle got hit by an enemy and crashed. Thanking
us for saving him and his crewmate, he decided tojoin forces
with us and, since we had the same goal, work together to
escape this planet. But he also stated that the same enemy
that shot him down might be coming back for him, so he first
advised building up some defenses.

Some days later, we finished preparing the defenses and

upgrading the baseingeneral. It's now day 9 since our crash

landing, and Ralph’s crewmate woke up, introducing herself

as Mere, and after hearing the plan, decided to stay as well.
And so altogether, we worked on improving the base. The

day after, the royal we saved came back and proposed a

rank in the empire. Discussing it with Ralph, who had expe-
rience with the Empire, | decided to agree, and so the royal

called up the ceremony staff and a red-clothed wizard—
looked more like a magician—and next to him, a couple of

soldiers with very high-tech looking weapons and armor,
which amazed me. Afterward, we began the ceremony,
and he bestowed me with the lowest rank, still better than

nothing.

After the ceremony ended, | asked the royal about the empi-
re’s astronautical capabilities, in other words, how far away

they were from space travel. He responded by saying that

there isn't much priority in researching ways to reach spa-
ce;instead, they mastered propulsion technology, allowing

themtobuild shuttles for transportation. Still, the empire had

the capabilities to fly to space in abig ship. And with that, he

added that it was time to part ways for now,and he gave me

acommunicator to contact the Empire in case of emergen-
cies. Thanking him for the gift, he boarded the shuttle with

therest of the ceremony staff

Ashis shuttle lifted off, a sudden explosion shook me off my
feet, as well as the rest of my crew. Someone hit the shuttle!
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| shouted, and the small craft came crashing to the ground,
exploding in a small fireball. As we were shaking off our
shocked expressions, | saw a small plume of smoke from

a hill not far from us, definitely where the shot came from.
Shouting to my team, we ran to the shuttle. Upon arriving at

the shuttle site, Thea and | kept watchin case the enemies

attacked, while Fred, Ralph,and Mere helped the survivors,
including the royal. While helping, the guards rose up and

started opening fire on the enemies. We watched in shock

astheseblue bolts of energy shot out of their futuristic guns,
hearing nothing else besides the electric-like sound of the

guns firing and the sound of fire from the shuttle. That’s ri-
ght, the shuttle! I thought to myself and came back frommy

shocked state to continue helping the survivors. | quickly

opened the medical kit | had grabbed and started tending

to the royal once again. As the sounds of incoming enemy

gunfireincreased, so did the number of guards, as theyrose

up heroically to protect the royals.

The shots continued to decrease, finally dying down, con-
cluding this firefight. We had achieved avictory, not without

casualties, though. I noticed poor Fredhad beenhitinthe leg,
so | patched up his wounds and tasked Thea with bringing

him to base to recover, ordering the others to do the same

for theinjured guards.

While tending to the injured, the royal came up to me, than-
king me once again for saving his life—twice at this point—
and for saving his men as well, adding that he owed me a
favor for allthe services my squad and | had provided. | quic-
kly repliedif there was any way we could return to our home
planet, explaining our backstories and the crash landing si-
tuation. Withasmile, he responded that there wasaway and
that he was willing to provide us with a prototype ship that
the empire was developing, once again saying that it was a
well-deserved reward for serving the empire. The next day
he escorted us to the ship, instructing us about how the ship
workedandhow it operated, and then sending us onour way.
Thanking him once again for a way off-world, we finally de-
parted back to Earth, promising him that we would stay in
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contactin case either side had any issuesin the future. And
s0, we launched. We were so happy we could finally make
it back home, and now, looking back at the first paragraphs
Iwrotein this survivallog, | couldn’t be happier about how it
allturned out—crashing onto a hostile and alien planet with
no prior information about it, surviving through it, making
alliances, fighting together, and now finally making it out of
there alive.

I will use this log to write a report to the Earth High Com-
mand and might as well publish abook aboutit.| can't pass
up this opportunity. Anyway, I'm getting ahead of myself; |
just needto sit back and enjoy the ride, staying happy that |
made it out with my buddies.
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