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English students from the 11th and 12th
grades celebrated Halloween in a more
intellectual way in 2024 – with an informal
“Scary Story” creative writing contest. There
were three prompts they could choose from:

The Reflection
"The first time I noticed my reflection moving on its

own, I thought it was just a trick of the light."
 Whispers in the Dark

"Every night, just after midnight, I hear whispers
coming from my closet, voices saying my name."

 The Clock in the Basement
"The clock in the basement had always been broken…

until it started ticking again on my birthday.

We are happy to present the four stories singled
out by English teachers Ana Veleva, Radostina
Ranova, and Polina Kaleva and we hope the authors
will accept this publication as a modest token of
appreciation for their creative efforts! Congrats,
Alexander Ognyanov 11.V, Desislava Pencheva 12.V,
Samuil Nikolov 12.A, and Angela Parusheva 12.B!

PS
There should have been three more stories in this issue

but their authors lost the original submissions – perhaps
as further proof of their distracted creative genius �

Whispers in the Dark
   Ever since I killed that one annoying fly in my closet, something
weird keeps happening. Every night, just after midnight, I hear
whispers coming from my closet, voices saying my name.
Last night I decided to investigate it, and the only thing I managed
to find was the fly's dead body, that I had forgotten to throw away.
And that's when it hit me. My closet was being haunted by the fly's
ghost, and it is getting its revenge by not letting me sleep at night.
When I realised that, I quickly grabbed my laptop and started
searching online for a priest, or some kind of person who specialises
in getting rid of evil spirits. The only offer I could find was from a
strange-looking old lady, but since her prices were low, and I hadn't
slept peacefully in a while, I decided to call her.

   The next day she arrived, carrying a bunch of random stuff. As
soon as she stepped inside the closet, she mumbled something that I
couldn't hear, and then yelled that the ritual is about to begin. She
quickly put on a mask, covered the whole floor in mud, basil and
duck feathers, and started dancing while slamming a small wooden
figurine on the floor. The whole thing lasted about ten minutes,
then she left, without cleaning up.
   To my surprise, it worked! I slept really well the following night.
The only problem left now, is the big mess in my closet.

Samuil Nikolov, 12.A
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The ghost call
   Amber is a beautiful name, a phrase I’ve always heard when I’ve
introduced myself. This is the name my mom had picked out for
me. I don’t remember much of her, just the one lullaby she would
often sing to me before I went to sleep. Sadly, she had killed
herself at the age of twenty-one, but her body was never found.
Tomorrow happens to be my 21st birthday, my dad and I had
made plans to go out of town. He has owned a cabin in the woods
ever since I was a little girl, but we stopped going after my mom
had passed.
We drove for three hours straight until we made a break at the
nearest gas station we could find. My dad got out to fill up the
diesel tank and I went inside to grab myself a little snack. When I
went back my dad had already gotten inside the car. As I opened
the car door my dad made a remark about the snack I had
bought, it had been my mom’s favorite, a snickers bar. That’s
sweet I thought to myself. Throughout the years my dad had told
me stuff about my mom that just made us seem so identical. It was
almost like we were the same person.
   We had finally arrived at the cabin. The scenery was as stunning
as it always has been. My dad and I got settled and started going
through our luggage. The clock on my phone showed that there
were exactly an hour and a half till my birthday. Suddenly the
house phone rang, and I went to pick it up. There was a very loud
rustling sound then I heard a faint sound of a woman’s voice.
“Amber my dear, it’s your mother”, I thought I had been pranked
by one of my close friends, so I just hung up the phone without
saying anything back. After exactly 5 minutes later the phone rang
again, I picked up without any second thoughts and I heard the
same rustling sound from the last call. The woman spoke “Please
don’t hang up on me dear, I need to warn you”, I felt a shiver
down my spine. “Stop calling this number, this isn’t funny”, I said
angrily. My dad came to the living room where I was standing
next to the phone, he looked like he had been doing some work in
the garden. I told him what had happened, and he claimed it was
definitely a prank by one of my collage friends, and I agreed.

   Another 5 minutes passed, the phone rang, again. This time my
dad answered, while on speaker, there it was the same rustling
sound. “It’s me Pam, your mother, Amber please listen to me”
she cried her voice breaking a little. “You need to go to the base-
“, “Crazy lady stop calling this phone or I’ll report you to the
police”, she started humming something. I froze when I realized
that was the same lullaby my mom would sing to me, there is no
way I thought to myself it can’t be her. My dad could see I was
starting to trust her words, and he hung up. “You don’t believe
her, do you”, my dad said to me, “No”, I replied. Then I headed
to the kitchen to grab myself a drink.
 The clock in the basement had always been broken until it
started ticking again on my birthday. It was exactly midnight on
the 31st of August. I made my way to the living room where my
dad was sitting on the couch. I said to him “But dad you aren’t
sure what happened to her. Her body was never brought back”,
“I’m sure honey”, he said to me in a calm tone. “But how are you
sure dad”, “I’m sure because I killed her, with my own to hands”.
I stood in one place in shock. “I strangled her and then I ate her
body, that’s why it was never found.”, a faint “what” left my
mouth. “By the way she was delicious”, he grinned, “I’m sure you
also will be”. He launched at me, but little did he know about the
knife I had taken from the kitchen and had hidden in my back
pocket. I dodged his attack and pushed him down. I had trained
my muscles a lot, because well I didn’t like the idea of being
weak. I started punching him until his face was unrecognizable.
Then I reached for the knife, and I slit his throat. That was it, I
had murdered my father in cold blood. Suddenly, my stomach
started to growl, I was hungry. I looked at his lifeless body
swimming in a pool of blood. My first time I had eaten human
flesh, I guess cannibalism is hereditary.

Angela Parusheva, 12.B
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The Clock in the Basement
   The clock in the basement had always been broken…until it
started ticking again on my birthday. My thoughts were full of
terror like black ravens scattering in the night. I knew my family
had a lot of secrets buried deep within our family’s history. The
basement had become just that, a place where all that was
unwanted, was tossed, and discarded, not only objects but people
like my aunt Maive, who disappeared one day on this very
property. You never knew when you would become a dusty piece
of furniture in someone’s basement. After all, that was exactly
what happened to that clock. This old wooden clock had
belonged to my grandfather, who built this house in the 80s.
Before that supposedly there was another house, as big as a
modern-day mansion, however, when my grandfather inherited it,
he decided to demolish it, so as not to ‘live in the past, but in the
future’. For that sin the rest of the family never forgave him. They
deliberately mentioned it on every holiday and every holiday
something insidious would happen to him. One Thanksgiving he
woke up with snakes in his bed, the next Christmas he fell down
the stairs and each and every holiday something bad would
happen with no suspects, no questions. Everyone pretended they
didn’t notice that he was once again screaming in pain, no one
talked about it either, even he stood there in silence after enduring
the next horrific punishment.

Desislava Pencheva 12v

I was still very young when I started to understand how
cruel this behaviour was. When I asked my father about it
one day, he replied that if I did not want to become
‘clumsy’ like my grandfather I should listen to them. One
year my grandfather bought himself a plane ticket to
Hawaii during the Christmas holidays, as to escape his
punishment. That very same year he died in a plane crash,
which as you can guess was mysterious. They never found
the plane or had any guesses, as to why it had crashed. The
plane had simply disappeared from the sky. The radars on
land last recorded it’s coordinates somewhere in the middle
of the Atlantic Ocean. To this day I still don’t know if his
death was ‘accidental’, just like the accidents that happened
every year, or if it was a result of this curse my family had
placed upon him. 
   The clock stopped the day he died and that day it was
tossed in the basement to be forgotten like its owner. Today
when I was alone, I heard a slow clicking sound coming
from the basement The absolute horror I felt upon seeing
the old clock strike ten again, I could not describe. I did not
know what it meant; was my time running out? Did I do
something to cause the anger of the family curse? My
birthday was ruined, I could not think of anything else, but
that clock. The next day I received an acceptance letter
from a college in Liverpool. Maybe that will come to be the
sin that will provoke the anger of the family curse.
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My reflection
Ninety years after the Great war (it is the name we gave to
the wart that the people once called “World War III”.) The
nuclear destruction that the war inflicted on the world was
devastating and completely annihilated everything that the
Earth held dear. The Earth was no longer habitable, rocket
science did the best it could to transport the human
population to Mars and it achieved it after 75 years of
constant attempts. However, only a third of the population
could be transported to Mars before the required resources
ran out. I, Dylan Nathan, were one of the unlucky ones who
were left on Earth to rot.
Science quickly caught up on Mars and found a way to
supply the humans on Earth with the resources it needed. In
our time, there are gigantic tubes in space that utilize
wormholes to transport necessities. 
The current year is 2281 and it is no different than the
others. The entire planet is covered with unfathomable
superhighways that carry rockets and spaceships for the
Martian part of humanity. The common people live in
incredible skyscrapers which pierce the skies- some of them
are hundreds of floors tall. The scar that the war left is still
visible everywhere- there are almost no bodies of water or
trees left. All our cities are closed off in gigantic spheres
which release oxygen.

It was all going normally until a man started yelling on the
top of his lungs- “They have discovered the trees in the south!
Tall, green leaves like in the great stories!”- his cries were
quickly heard and answered- “Those are some lies that you
are spitting, my lad! Trees don’t exist anymore! It’s simple
science, friend.”- more people started joining the
conversation- “And what would you know of science, you are
but a janitor!”- the man answered angrily. “People, the
government of Mars is lying to us! They want us to be scared
to leave the Spheres!”- that was Martha- she labelled herself
as a “conspiracy theorist”. - “Dylan, my boy, you must
believe me! I know that your heart desires to live in a world of
trees and singing birds!”- that was the man who started the
chaos, his name was Torian, and he was right- I despised
what had become of the world. – “I do, Torian but how come
we believe you?”- Torian had no answer, he grabbed me by
the hand and started walking. I don’t get scared easily neither
do I find odd behaviour repelling so my reaction was pretty
normal. - “Where are we going, Torian?”- I asked. Quickly, I
noticed that Torian was starting to walk towards the Sphere
and fear started to build up in me: -Torian, that’s the edge,
you know there is no going back!”. –I said with a little
tremble in my voice. - “Going back? Oh, no. There is so much
there, my lad, you just need the bravery to see it!” – However,
Torian soon crossed paths with an armed guard. There were
many around the edges of the Spheres. – “May I ask where
you are going, sir?”- he asked. – “Off the borders of these lies
you keep shoving in our faces! Get out of my way!”
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Torian was angry and incredibly ambitious to show me what he had in mind. – “Sir, I am not going to ask twice, head back right now!”-
the guard’s anger was apparent. – “No, no one is going to stand in the way of the truth!”- Torian pushed the guard aside, but the guard
quickly grabbed his rifle and shot Torian. “No, Torian!”- Torian’s body fell on me, its weight was far too great and thus I fell back. I
started rolling down alongside Torian until we fell in a small dirty pond. Torian had crashed near me. – “Torian, Torian, wake up, man!
– “I tried to help him, but the inflicted shot was lethal, there was no doubt that he was dead. – “No, these pigs! No! No!” – I fell back
holding myself on my hands, tears started to collect in my eyes. Torian was in fact very close to me- his often distracting and irritating
traits were the charm of his persona. Perhaps I often took them for granted and expressed my annoyance but now I will dearly miss
them.
   I crawled around until I regained the strength needed to get back up on my feet. – “Here”- I heard a voice as if it were inside my head.
– “Wh-Who is here?”- I asked reluctantly. – “Down here!” -I looked down at the pond and saw my reflection but it wasn’t me in the
pond. “Who the hell are you?” -The person in the pond smiled but in a rather inviting way. He resembled me a little, but he was far
older, half of his face had suffered some major fire damage, he wore old military clothes that had many burnt marks and holes from all
the year of usage. The green shirt he wore was dirty but, on his chest, I could read “Seargent Neil Daniels”. – “I am like you or it’s
better to say that I were like you. I also believed that we mustn’t destroy our world. Humans are the worst thing to ever happen to
Earth, you know. 

We exploited it to the very end”. – “Yes, I agree but it is very late now”. -I answered. – “No, Torian was right, you do live in a fake
world- a prison but he was too crazy to be heard. You mustn’t believe them, Dylan, for they are not a friend. Dylan, you are a
resource just like Earth’s vast oceans and numerous rocks once were. They use you! You are building their economy up there on
Mars”. -the reflection’s voice raised so much that I thought it made the water tremble. - “But despise the system, I have worked
against it all my life!”. – “No, Dylan, you say you do but you have never had the courage to prove it! It is now or never that you must
honour your words.” – “How so?” – I asked with a hint of fear in my words. I knew it wasn’t going to be something pleasant. – “You
have to destroy the Spheres” – the reflection’s face seemed more serious than ever. – “What, no! I am no terrorist!” – “Terrorism?
You believe this would be terrorism? Do you know what terrorism really is, huh?” – “No, I suppose I don’t” – “Terrorism is, Dylan,
the “great” industry adored by modern people that destroys nature! It is oil rigs that pollute the waters and exterminate whole
ecosystems! It is cutting down tremendous forest! It is testing atomic bombs in the sea! “-the voice of the reflection was so loud that I
fell on my back.
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“Do you know what else is terrorism”? -I was so frightened to reply yet I asked: - ‘Wh-What?” – “It is murdering a living
breathing person just like yourself like he is an ill pig!” – “He was right, Torian’s murder was such a disgusting act. – “It made me
so angry…” – I replied. – “Good, Dylan, use that anger to your advantage”. – The mood of the reflection shifted, and he seemed
way happier. – “Do you believe that Torian saw those trees”? – He asked calmly. - “Yes…”. – “No, you don’t, I detect the doubt
in your voice, Dylan. Do you know why? It is because of what the system has told you. It is so embedded in you that you can’t let
go of it. Those trees are real, Dylan, I have seen them too… Be rid of it!” – “Sir, you are under arrest for aiding an attempt to
trespass the Spheres.” -It was a voice I recognised. – “It is getting quite old already, there is always some people who believe in
some great wonder that lies outside the Spheres.” – The reflection spoke again. – “Dylan now is the perfect time to accept the
change, it is now that you must deny the system! Now, Dylan, now or never!” -In that moment I felt as if my body was moving on
its own. 

I quickly lifted a stone that stood near me, stood up and hit the guard. While falling, he shot with his rifle, but the bullet ended up in
the pond. The shot had disorientated me greatly but most importantly when I understood what I had done, my legs could no longer
hold my body. I fell on my knees, one of my legs was inside the small pond. – “Good job, Dylan, you have outdone yourself!” – At
that moment my anger grew to such an extent that I needed to break the ground below me…
The first time I noticed my reflection moving on its own, I thought it was a just a trick of the light. But now I know that it was the
moment my true self was born. The person who I was before is so different that who I became. And who would have thought that
Martha- the crazy old “conspiracy theorist” from apartment 1690B would turn out right. Soon after the events of this story, I
gathered the strength of all rebels willing to oppose the system. We managed to destroy two of the great Spheres which in the end
made the government declare us an independent country that respected the gifts of Mother nature. Torian was right, Earth had
started to regenerate and while small, a part of it was habitable again. But this is not the end, our fight is eternal and it will exceed
me and those who come after me… 

Alexander Ognyanov 11.V 


