
   
 

 
 

 
Mind of a child 

 
 I remember a happening in the country side, to my grandmother. I was on summer 
holiday with my younger brother and my cousin. Grandma is only because, as she says, 
grandfather went to heaven. She often sighed when telling us about it. We're trying to make 
her to forget. She was making all our desires and we were helping her. I was in power and 
brought water from the fountain to wash and wet the garden. We were very happy. 
 One day our grandmother tells us she has to make a big meal and there will come 
more people and two priests, all of these in the memory of the lost grandfather. We did 
not understand much. I helped her stretching out benches and tables in the yard. It was a 
beautiful day, the sun was hot in the sky, but there was a strain in waiting for the moment. 
 Two aunts had come to help her to make the food. I, without thinking too much, I 
see Ilie, cousin of the mother and go quietly in the forest. I always thought it was the 
mysterious forest and excited to go and contemplate it. I forgot about the great 
preparation. We found mushrooms, we played and we felt great. My grandmother had 
called me many times, but I was too busy playing. We came back home when the moon was 
in the sky and illuminated the mysterious path. Our grandmother was crying, he thought we 
were lost. Then I realized how much I had mistaken, and how much pain I caused to 
accentuate her tumultuous state. 
 Among the tears he told me that the next day is the event and he needs my help. I 
have to share bread, candles and bowls, because that's the tradition. She did not rest all 
night, cooked chicken, made the borsch and prepared the aperitifs. I could not sleep 
because I was now aware of how bad I was wrong with not telling my grandmother that I 
was leaving and how much worries she made of my fault. 
 In the morning, despite the eyelids that wanted to close, I washed, I dressed nicely, 
and went to ask forgiveness. My grandmother says, "How well you are here! Last night I 
was scared that I lost you!" He took my hand and told me what to do. I was at the church 
and helped her to everything I needed. I sprinkled the tomb with wine. I was sure my 
grandfather saw me as she told her. Discomfited church grandmother lost her wallet with 
phone. I searched him desperately, and eventually found him. 
 The day had ended well. On the face of my grandmother I saw a wave of happiness. I 
realized how important it is to give a helping hand when the man needs it. 

 
Alex 

  



   
 

 
 

Immigrant 
 
 I'm a 14-year-old boy. When I was a small child, my family decided to move abroad, 
near a town in the south of a European country. I can tell you that it wasn`t easy! At 4 year 
old I went to the kindergarten. I was very well received by the kindergarten teacher, but 
the other children look at me with different eyes and didn`t want to play with me. In the 
village many people was convinced that we are a peasant family with no education and 
common sense - it was gossiping a lot. 
 In the first grade, when I started to take very good marks (highest in my class), my 
colleagues become envious and tease me. Some persons realized that we are respectful and 
intelligent people and they started to sympathize with us. Unfortunately, the number of 
persons that didn`t like us was still big and if something wrong was happened in the village 
they blame us, even they didn`t know what was really happen. So, somehow, we were the 
synonym of evil. For them, no matter how good or intelligent you can be, you will always 
remain a stranger. 
 My conclusion is that it's not easy to live in a foreign country; you have to be brave 
and never be afraid of what the world says 

Aurel 
 

My broken arm 
 
 This story starts at a picnic. My family and I went to a picnic by bicycle. I went on a 
hill and tried to get down with my bike. I was too fast and I couldn`t avoid all the knolls. I 
brake with the front brake (stupid me) and the bike came over my head. It threw me away. 
I fell on my left arm and it was broken. I had my arm in gypsum for four weeks and, in that 
time, I wrote with my left hand. 
 Now I know how to get down a hill on a bicycle! 

Anthony 
 

The nail 
 

 Few years ago, my parents started to build a house. I help my parents and my brother 
tries to pull some nails out of the planks. My dad asked me to bring his pliers, but my 
brother was still working, so I started to move round. Suddenly I stepped on a nail and it 
went into my foot. I started to scream. My parents took me to the cottage, took off my 
sock and tried to stop my bleeding. I was taken to hospital, where the wound was cleaned 
and I was given an injection. 
 This incident made me pays attention to where and how I go and always keep my 
eyes open!!! 

Dragos 
 


