
Days filled with happiness 

It was the best day of my life, even though, when I woke up I was tired and 

was only five years old. I started having breakfast with my family, and my older 

brother couldn't stop smiling. He was happy and visibly excited. Because of his 

happiness he would even hop a little and start singing loudly. 

I asked my mum what was going on and she called me into my room in a 

warm voice. She just said that a little friend was waiting for me somewhere 

today. As I heard that, I too became happy and excited and I changed my 

clothes to be prepared to meet my new company and I was waiting patiently. 

My dad, mum, brother and I sat in the car and started our long journey. When 

we reached our destination, I saw many happy, playful puppies. Mum and dad 

got out of the car and soon brought a small ball into the car. I was very excited 

when I noticed it was a tiny, scared black puppy. To give her a sense of safety, 

I started holding her and hugging her, and she held closely to my neck. Dad 

said that she was a girl and we named her Lara. We got home and my whole 

family gathered around the playful ball that started winning our hearts over. 

She is very loyal to me which makes it hard to leave her. She has made my 

home an even happier and nicer place for living and became a part of our 

family. Even today we all spend time together and we look forward to each 

other immensely. I love Lara more than anyone in the world. 

 

Gita Nikolić, pupil from class 3C 

 



My grandpa 

On that day, the school was done but my mother didn't come to pick me up. 

My godmother drove her car in front of the school and took me to herself. 

I spent my time there in having fun with a friend, but then my godmother called 

me to her and told me to go out because my mother was waiting for me in the 

car. Both my sister and my mother were completely quiet, silent as grave. I 

asked many questions, but the answers were always: „You will get your 

answers once we come home.“ My heart was beating fast and I sensed that I 

would hear bad news. Time until we came home was passing very slowly and 

dark thoughts were creeping into my child's head. I decided to remain silent, 

trying to chase the dark thought away... Finally, we entered the apartment, I 

sat on a sofa next to my sister, mother was standing by the window 

motionlessly, she was quiet for some time and then told me the sad news: 

„Katja, grandpa Josip has died.“ I was filled with sadness. We all started 

crying. Tears were flowing down our faces like autumn rains. My, already tiny 

stomach, shrunk even more. It was getting smaller and smaller, I was having 

trouble breathing. I could barely catch some air. 

The next day I didn't go to school. With my family, friends and acquaintances I 

said my final farewell to my grandpa. Many people tried to comfort me and 

give me support, but the pain wasn't becoming any smaller. 

The memory of our time spent together sometimes brings a shy smile to my 

face, but sometimes also tears. I believe that, although I don't see my grandpa, 

he still sees and follows my every step. 

Katja Plevnjak, pupil from class 3C 

 



Rubby, I love you 

When I started 3rd grade my parents bought me a small puppy. I adored her. I 

named her Rubby. Every day I would feed her, brushed her hair and took her 

for walks. Rubby filled my heart with joy and warmth, just as I did hers. 

She really loved the sea and beaches, and I was always happy to see her 

happy and dashing. When we came back home from the seaside, we fell 

asleep together in my bed. One night, my dad took Rubby for a walk. He let 

her off the leash and she started running around. She ran towards the road 

and a car hit her. My dad took his phone quickly and called the vet, but 

unfortunately her heart was no longer beating. On the following day, as I was 

coming home from school, my mum approached me. Tears were running 

down her face. I asked what had happened. I didn't get the answer. When we 

came home, I noticed that Rubby wasn't there. 

Mum told me what happened. I started crying. I was crying for several hours 

with my parents and brothers. I felt miserable, helpless and sad. I thought I 

would never be able to mend my broken heart. I refused to eat and drink, and I 

didn't want to go to school. I didn't want to talk to anyone. 

For a long time I had a hard time dealing with the sadness, but then we got a 

new dog. We called her Betty. She is beautiful. She reminds me of the happy 

moments I spent with Rubby. 

 

Nola Dobrić, pupil from class 3C 

 



Unrequited friendship 

The teacher entered the classroom and said she is bringing happy news. We all got 

quiet and eagerly waited to hear what she will say. We found out that we are going 

on a field trip for a day next week. Our faces were shining with happiness and 

excitement. 

On the way home from school I decided with my best friend Silvija that we would sit 

together on the bus. I was really looking forward to the trip and spending time with my 

friends, and I was particularly happy to spend the time on the bus with Silvija. I was 

looking forward to our usual conversations, jokes, loud laughter that was always 

following us, the secrets we shared, games we played, trust, love for my friend... 

Time was always going by too quickly when I was spending time with Silvija. I knew 

that having a best friend was something special. I thought that a best friend needs to 

have many good qualities, some of which were reliability, selflessness, empathy, 

support, a friend gives you comfort when you are going through hard times, but they 

are also happy with you in your happiness and success because in sharing your 

happiness it also becomes theirs, and theirs becomes yours. All these characteristics 

I found in Silvija. 

Finally, the day of the trip arrived, and when the bus came early in the morning, we 

all started rushing through the door to take the best seats because we all wanted to 

sit in the front of the bus. Danijela, my classmate, took the seats right behind our 

teacher and Silvija sat next to her. 

I couldn't understand what happened. I called out Silvija's name and pointed to the 

seats I took for the two of us, but she just quietly said she would sit with Danijela. I 

looked around the bus and it all felt as if I was watching a slow motion film. I felt dizzy 

and the world around me stopped. I felt weakness in my entire body. My happiness 

disappeared and I was filled with sadness. I felt betrayed and insecure, my heart 

ached in my chest. Instead of pleasure, each step felt like a burden and the entire trip 

passed in a very grim mood for me. I asked myself if I had done something wrong, if 

I, without even knowing, caused Silvija some pain or injustice. The questions came to 

my mind, but there were no answers. 

Upon arriving home my mother asked me how was the trip. I turned my face away 

and in a single word, with a trembling voice I uttered: „Fine“. I felt something in my 

throat, the pain that was spreading in my body was increasing and my eyes were 

filled with tears. My mother approached me quietly and hugged me strongly, and I 

sobbed loudly. 

 


