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JIuTepapHy KOHKYPC HA CTPAHUM je3UIMMA

[ToBomom 185 ronuna o ocHUBamba Yxuuke rumMHasuje, CTpydHo Behe HacTaBHUKA CTPAaHUX je3UKa Hallle
[IIkone opranuzoBaio je, TokoMm centemOpa 2024. roauHe, TUTEpapHU KOHKYPC HA €HIJIECKOM, (DpaHITyCKOM,
PYCKOM, HEMAYKOM, UTATMjaHCKOM U IITIAHCKOM je3uKy 1o HazuBoM ,,Bpara‘“(The Door/ La porta/ Die Tiir/ La
porte/ JIeps/ La puerta). [To3us 3a ydemnrhe Ha KOHKypCY J0OUIIE CYy M CBE CPEIHE MIKOJIE y YIKUILY, THMHA3H]e
y 3naTubopcKoM OKpyTy, Kao u [ mmHaswmja ,, TakoBcku ycranak* u3 ['opmer Munanosiua u ['umuaaszuja Yavak, ca
kojuma Hama [llkona ycremno Beh rogmHama capalyje. 3agatak ydeHuka je 6uo 1a Ha ocHOBY (oTorpaduje
yJIa3HUX BpaTa Y KMUKe THMHA3H1]j€ HAIUIY MPO3HU WU TIOSTCKHU paja aykune 10 S00 peuwn.

Ha xonkypc cy cturna 34 paaa, oJl KOjux Cy, Ha BEJIMKO M3HEHal)ewhe CBUX, BUIIE OJ MOJIOBUHE Ouie
necme. 1 Behuna Harpal)eHux ydeHuka cy, Tako, Mja/id IECHULU Pa3IMUUTUX CEH3UOMITUTETA U CTUIIOBA ITHCAhA.

CaeuaHna ojiena Harpaja oApikaHa je y Y KU4ukoj TuMHa3uju 9. oktoopa 2024. ronuHe, a HAKOH TOTa CY
ce roctu u3 ['opmer Munanosua u Hose Bapomu, 3ajenno ca qomahuanMa, ynyTwim y METHY YIKHUIIEM CBE 10
Crapor rpana.

Konkypc cy momorine nu3gasauke kyhe The English Book, Pearson u DataStatus.
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Enrnecku je3suk

Muna UBkoBuh IV2 I'ummuasuja ,,TakoBcku ycranak® I'opmsu Musanosan — 1. mecto
IIpodecop mentop: Joana CpehkoBuh

The door

I hear the heartbeats on the other side of the door. Through the .o
thick plywood stained with the tenth layer of sandolin, I can L EEEEE
only hear quiet and soft sounds of someones presence, just as a |
reminder that something, or someone, is waiting on the other S—
side. The metal doorhandle is already loose from all those hands ||
that held it, but were too afraid to open it. They have been |
holding it for a long time now, believing that the one on the other || |
side, the one whose heart is beating so peacefully and |
harmoniously, will be the first one to pull it. What is stopping #
me from being the first one to do it?
It’s the coldness; the coldness that I am already used to, the one ¢
that’s not crossing the threshold I’'m standing on. Its cruelty
enveloped me and filled all my pores with the exhausting and
deadly feeling of emptiness. Fortunately, that cold became a part
of me and now I’'m more afraid of what’s behind the doors, in
another, unfamiliar world; and what is perhaps waiting for me
there. This terrifying feeling is slowly killing me, the fear of the
heat, the sun, the light that will heal me and drip down my body like water, or slip down it like the tight silky
dress.

A thin ice layer gripped my organs, soul and heart, so the one whose heart is beating so boldly and defiantly
doesn’t even know that I’'m standing behind this door, wasting my time building up non-existent courage within
me. Only one step is separating us, one hand movement that could open this door and take me out of this universe's
sewerage where [ wallow myself in pity, mud, fog, dirt, in the shadow of all those people who were given light
in their lives.

What am I fearing? Is there greater hopelessness than the one I found myself in? Am I afraid of being blinded by
the sun or the fire that could melt the ice in me and make me weak and vulnerable, but alive, breathing human
again?

The cold metal is slowly tearing my arm tissue, penetrating into the feeble meat of my right hand, the hand that
has never touched another human being, the hand that has never felt the heat of someone else's body.

Now it’s gone. The ice and the coldness are devouring me, flowing through my veins like poison and finding their
ways to every inch of my wounded and lifeless body. The door is still there, I'm still hearing those brave
heartbeats, but crossing the treshold is not an option anymore. The sight of a better world can be seen through the
keyhole, but I’'m unable to press my eye against it and face what this life could’ve been. One movement of the
hand, a light swing of the leg would have been enough for my salvation. But there is no hand, no leg, no salvation
anymore.



Emunnja Tomuh 114 Ykuuka rumuasuja - 1. mecto
IIpogecop mentop: HeBenka /lemuposuh

The Door

Old and worn, it stands alone

The weathered frame, a whispered tone
The hinges creak, a tale untold

Of great big dreams, of hearts grown bold

Beyond the door, a world awaits,
Speaking highly of good traits
Untold secrets and unseen fates
All peak through the wooden gates

The tainted glass lets light in
A dance of dust where hopes begin
You’ll be sure once you’re in
Your future lies here, hidden within

You stand inside this new strange space
Slow, careful steps turn to a pace
Realising you’ve found the buried treasure
The new found happiness has no measure

Settling down, you decide to stay
Feeling your worries fading away
You close your eyes to take it all in
Now the dream is free to begin

In the blink of an eye your frail frame becomes tall
You lose track of time and soon it is fall

You don’t want to leave this magic hall,

But one day you ought to, after all

Your heart beats fast, the world outside
Calls you forth, like the Moon calls tide
To venture out, to seek something new,
Yet here lies comfort, known and true
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The time you’ve spent behind this door
Brings you peace, but fear starts to grow
With the idea of leaving it behind
Deafening thoughts holler in your mind

It’s the place you’ve grown to love
Inside you’re content and free as a dove,
But when that dove tries to fly away
Will you fight or just make way?



JuBHa Rhutnh IV6 Yxkuuka rumHasuja — 2. mecto
IIpogecop mentop: bpankuna Cxopkosuh

The Door

I stand before a wooden door,
That’s weathered and locked.

It towers over me,

Belittling my presence.

The key is in my hands,

Yet I fear entering.

In there hides

The unknown.

My imagination runs wild,
Clouding my mind.

It could be anything and everything,
At the same time.

Remnants of the past,

Still haunting the present.

Or the silhouette of the future,
Looming over.

The unknown scares many

And they throw away the key.
They leave

And never look back.

But one must face their fear inside,
For every beast is kept behind a cage.
I enter this door

With nothing but hope.

Hope that I made the right choice,
That I came to the right place.

A place that has solutions

For whatever may come next.

We all face locked doors,

Each bigger than the previous.
The only difference being

How we decide to enter.
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Bojun O6panosuh 1116 Yikuuka rumHasuja - 2. MecTo
IIpodecop menTop: Cersnana I'aBpusnosuh

The Door

Standing there was quite uneasy,

And the wind didn’t feel breezy.
Gazing at the massive door,

But my head knows nothing of its lore

Revisiting all that has come before

This journey through memories I’ll adore?
Feeling alone offered no release,

As everyone around me wore the same "leash."

What layed behind were not mere halls,
But yellowed walls that held my calls.
Thankful for that leap I made,

Hair of knowledge yet to be braid.

Thankful for the seeds I tried to sow,
Greatful for myself allowing me to grow
Sure of the idea that i wasn’t cool
Together with me say it,

Being yourself has no rule
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Teogopa Paxuh IV2 YViknuka rumuasuja — 3. mecto
IIpogecop mentop: bpankuna Cxopkosuh

The door

In a desperate need for a fellow,

My hailing wasn't given a purpose,
Climbing, counting steps such narrow,
Oh, I must be destined,

A solid surface.
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In my own body I became a tenant, - —# - | \\\\2 -
| { | 1 T—

Attention was caught only by success.
I rebel. And I came through.

The perfect world I drew,

In my head became true.

It could all be an illusion,

I was given a second chance,

My thoughts filled with fusion,

Of confusion, perhaps a trance?
The journey matters, not the result.
Kind soul,

This cruel world is not your fault.

And here I stand with my second attempt,
Adventure, the door and my curious self.

Looking for answers, exploring the life.

Passenger or attendant whichever I choose,
Because shoes don't determine the way you play,
And one door doesn't close if you go the other way,
As long as you stay true to your heart,

And to kindness and love points your dart.
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Pycku je3uk

Apujana BejeusioBuh 111 Cpenmwa mxosaa Hosa Bapour — 1. mecto
IIpodecop mentop: Mapuna lllanowuh

JBepb

Buepa Beuepom M0XIb KaK-TO CTpaHHO OWII B OKHaA
rocnoanuHa BonkoBu4a, KOTOpBIA KU Ha YETBEPTOM ITAKE
BeTXoro 3aanus Ha ynuie Coerckoil. OH He Mor cmaTh. Ha
ynume OBIJI0 TMYCTBIHHO, W MOXHO OBUIO YBHJIETHh JIMIIb
HECKOJIbKMX TIPOXOKMX C 30HTUKOM B pykax. [ocmomun
BonkoBuu cuzpen y okHa M HacuuTaid B OOIICH CIOKHOCTH 6
YEJIOBEK, MPOIICAITNX MUMO ero 31anus. OH HUYEro o HUX He
3HaJI, HO HAOJI0/aTh 32 HUMH ObUIO MHTEpecHO. [lenenpHuIa
ObLIa MOJTHA OKYPKOB, U TIOCIIEC KKIOW 3aOKEHHOW CUTapeThl
OH HAJIESJICS, YTO COH MPUJIET K €T0 riIa3aM.

['oBopio Bam, BYepa BEYEPOM, JOJDKHO OBITH,
MIPOM30IILIO YTO-TO CTPAHHOE, TIOTOMY UTO TocroAnH BoakoBuu
9yBCTBOBal ce0sl HACTONBKO OECIOKOWHO BHYTPH, YTO €MY
MPUIILIOCH BBIMTH HA YIIUILY U TIOJIBIIIATH BO3AYXOM. [0 1b BCe
eme méa, U ero rojosa Oblaa 3aIuiieHa nuAnod. OH Tyl
BOKPYT CBOETO 3J1aHUsl U CMOTPEN Ha €ro CTEHbI; OH 3aJ1aBaJiCs
BOIIPOCOM, KOTJa OHO OBLI IOCTPOCHO, MOTOMY YTO OHO
BBITJISIIEN JIOBOJBHO CTapbiM. 3a HUM, B OJHOM YIJy, OH
3aMETHII JIBepPb, IEPEBAHHYIO, MPOTEPTYIO BHU3Y; OH HUKOIA
paHblle UX He BUAeI. S He 3Hal0, YTO UMEHHO IPOUCXOUIIO Y
HETO B TOJOBE, HO TOCHOAWH BOIKOBUY  BBITJIAACIH
3arMHOTU3UPOBaHHBIM. YTO Haxogutcs 3a aBepbto? OH
MOCTYyYal JIBa WK TPHU pa3za, HO OTBETA HE MOCien0Bajo. ,,I'M, cTpanHo", - mogyman BonkoBuu. OH He xoTen
MOKa3aThCsl HEMPHUSATHBIM, HO €My BCE PaBHO MPHUIIOCh MOACMOTpeTh. TemHoTra. ['ocmognH BomkoBud Tak
PACCTPOMJICS, YTO PEUITUII OTKPBITh MX, 4TO OBI 3a HEel HU cTos10. OfHAKO ABEph OblIa 3anepTa. BoikoBud 3muics,
OH OBLJT MOKPBIM OT JIOKIsI, HO OTJIaBaTh ABEPh €My He X0TesIoch. OH HavaJl CTy4aTh 110 HEH, MBITasCh IPOPBATHCS
BHYTpb. EMy OBUIO Tak JIOOOMBITHO, YTO OH MOTEPsT paccynok. OH Kpuyas Ha JABEPh U yMOJSJ, YTOOBI e
OTKpBUIH. S1 HEe 3Hal0, MoYeMy OH OBLI TaK HETEPIEINB, OH MOT JOXKJIAThCsS paccBeTa M MOMCKaTh Kitod. Ho
rocrnoauHy BoiakoBudy 3T0 He IPUIILIO B rosioBY. OH TakK pa3o3IuiIcs, YTO HE MOYYBCTBOBAJ, KOTJa CHET CMEHIT
noxb. Korga ero rueB ytux, BoJkoBUY MpUCITOHWIICS K ABEPH M 3aCHYIL.

CeroaHsi BeCh pailoH TOBOPUT TOJILKO 00 3TOM, TTOCKOJIBKY rocrioiiHa BoJIkoBMYa HANLIM 3aMep3IIUM
CETrOJHS PaHoO yTpoM. MHE He MOHPaBUJICS TOCIOANH BOJIKOBMY, HO MHE MPUIIIOCH CITYCTUTHCS U TIPOBEPUTH
3Ty JABEPHh CAMOMY. OHA Bceraa Obljia TaM, OOBIUHAs 3arepTas ABepb. S MbITajCcs HAWTH KITI0Y, HO €r0 HUTJIC HE
6bu10. Coceika co BTOPOTO 3Taka TOBOPUT, YTO paHbIle ObLIa KJIaJOBKa, HO KITFOYHU MOTEPSUTHCh, U 32 HE HUYETO
HET, KpOME TBUTH U CTAphIX KOpoOOK. UTo Obl HU, 3Ta JABEph HE MpeIHA3HAYCHA IJIS TOrO, YTOOBI S MOT e€
OTKPBITb.
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DpaHIyCKHU je3uK

Capa TomameBuh IV2 Cpenmwa mkosaa Hosa Bapom — 1. mecto
IIpodecop mentop: Canuja bamosuh

La porte

Respirer, expirer. Je ferme les yeux et attrape la poignée de
porte, espérant un bon résultat, tandis que la sueur coule sur mon
front. La peur m’a envahie.

La grande porte est devant moi. Apparemment tres ordinaires,

.. . e N . . \ 4 ——

mais je ne sais pas ce qu’il y a derriere. Celles-ci sont faciles a - ‘ vn&gg;lgg
. . , . ! ; A | L]

ouvrir, mais cela me dérange encore plus. Je suis confuse. Parce- v’ -
qu’il y en avait beaucoup, verrouillées, dont j’avais les clés et : : " =5
que je regardais avec aisance. Mais je n'ai pas pu les o » - i
déverrouiller. Ou méme si je le faisais, je serais décue de ce qu’il i
y avait derricre elles, a cause de mes illusions qui n'étaient pas - -

b

la réalité. Au fait, qu’est-ce qu’une porte? La sécurité¢? Un | —
nouveau départ possible? Succés? Déception? Elle est a I'entrée. =
Et a la sortie. Elle est la sécurité pour celui qui est a l'intérieur,
mais peur possible pour celui qui est a 1'extérieur, qu’il s’ agisse
d’une maison, d’un batiment ou de toute institution. Ou méme
le cceur? 1l est difficile d’entrer par cette porte. Mais c’est encore
plus difficile d’en sortir. Chaque pas faux rend cette porte de
plus en plus forte. Avec plusieurs cadenas. Presque
impénétrables. Car elle offre, en tant que telle, une plus grande
sécurité. Mais, je demande, que se passera-t-il si la porte devient
vraiment impénétrable? Peut-elle se briser en petits morceaux
sous la pression, et se rassembler depuis le début? Y a-t-il une
possibilité d'entrée et qu’arrive-t-il a ceux qui étaient derriere
cette porte?

Inhaler. J’ouvre les yeux et je réalise que je suis courageuse. C’est juste une porte, j’ai besoin de me détendre.
C’est moi qui décide si je vais I’utiliser a nouveau. Si je n’aime pas ce qui m’attend, je me retourne et je pars. Je
la ferme. C’est si simple. Dans la vie il y a beaucoup plus de portes qui doivent étre ouvertes et cela ne signifie
pas que vous devez rester derrieére chacune d’entre elles. Non, vous n'étes pas obligé de la faire. Chaque choix est
une nouvelle porte dans la vie, et si. Je me rends compte que mon choix est mauvais, je vais claquer et verrouiller
cette porte. Je sortirai avec une clé de plus attachée au pendentif “NE PAS OUVRIR!” C’est aussi simple que
cela. La peur est une illusion.
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Nranujancku je3smk

‘Byphnja llejunh 113 YViknuka rumuasuja — 1. Mmecto
IIpogecop mentop: bojana bpohuh

La Porta

Mezzo aperta,
Chiamando il mio nome.
Una sorte incerta,

Un sentiero multicolore.

Chi saro?
Che faro?
Tra molti mondi,
Quale scegliero?

Ho solo 16 anni,

Nessuno dei miei sogni ¢ ancora morto
Un futuro storto,

Se non iniziano a sparire.

Volevo diventare una cantante, ma mi sono persa nella
canzone

Volevo diventare professoressa, ma dicono che ci voglia
troppa dedizione

E tutti 1 miei sogni non porterebbero soldi.

Dovrei essere un avvocato,
Una dottoressa, o un accademico
Ho bisogno di un lavoro rispettato.

Il denaro ¢ la ragione per cui esistiamo

Ma deve essere cosi?

Voglio aprire la porta ed essere cid che amo
Non mi nascondero dietro specchi nebbiosi.
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Hemauku je3uk

JoBana Tprosuh III3 Y:xkuuka rumuasuja — 1. mecto
Ipodecop mentop: Ucunopa llubak

Die Tur

Wir treten durch die Tiir das Lebens ein,

wir gehen durch die Tiir des Todes aus,

und in der Zwischenzeit 6ffnen wir unzéhlige neue Tiiren.
Wie viele noch Tiiren warten, hinter diser Tiir des Lebens, auf
mich?

Wie viele Tiiren werde ich hart zuschlagen,

und wie viele werde ich sie gerduschlos schlieen?

Wie viele Tiiren wird das Schicksal mir 6ffnen?

Wie viele Tiiren wird der Gott mir 6ffnen?

Wie viele Tiiren werde ich mir 6ffnen?

Wie viele Tiiren 6ffnet sich mir nicht?

Wie viele sich werde ich nicht 6ffnen?

Ich werde stundenlang vor ihnen stehen,

ich werde sie mir tagelang ansehen

und ich werde sie nicht 6ffnen.

An welcher Tiir werde ich zu spilt kommen?

Wie viele falsche Schldsser werde ich aufschlieBen?

Fiir wen werde ich meine Tiir abschliefen?

Wer wird mich durch seine Tiir ldsst?

Wie viele noch Tiiren warten, hinter diser nicht besonderen
Tir, auf mich?

Die Tiir ist schwer, filir jemanden sie ist leicht.

Vor vielen Tiiren mein Hand zittert.

Die Tiir ist ein Hindernis, fiir jemanden sie ist unsichtbar.
Fiir jemanden ist es ein Eingang, fiir andere ein Ausgang.
Fiir jemanden ist es eine Chance, fiir andere ein Fehler.
Fiir jemanden ist es ein Mérchen, fiir andere eine Strafe.
Warum ist eine offene Tiir ein positives Zeichen?
Warum ist eine geschlossene Tiir ein negatives Zeichen?
Liegt es daran, dass die Tiir weh tut, wenn sie uns vor der Nase zufallt?

Wir schlieBen die Tiir, wenn wir weglaufen,

wir schlieen die Tiir, wenn es kalt is,

wir schlieBen die Tiir, wenn wir Angst haben.

Wir gehen zur Tiir hinaus, wenn wir einen Fehler machen.

Wir 6ffnen die Tiir nur, wenn wir sicher sind.

Ist es nur Angst, die uns zufliistert, wiahrend unsere Hand schon am Schloss liegt?

Angst kontrolliert uns. Wirst du es zulassen?

Wirst du die Tiir 6ffnen?

Das ganze Leben ist 6ffnet und schliet verschiedene Tiiren.

Einer nach dem anderen, wie in einem endlosen Traum, wie auf einem Forderband, wie Dominospiel...
Oder das Leben ist nur ein Rennen?

Wie schnell und wie viele Tiiren werden Sie 6ffnen, wihend deine Zeit tickt?

Bis du die letzte Tiir 6ffnest, hinter der es keine letzte Chance gibt.




Es gibt keine andere Tiir.

Die Zeit wird knapp, die Illusion hat ein Ende und alle Tiiren werden verschwinden.
Keine Tiir dazwischen ist mehr wichtig, noch wir werden uns nicht an sie erinnern.
Nur diese Tiir des Anfangs und des Endes wird einen Abdruckt in uns hinterlassen.
Diese Tiir gehort dir.

Offne sie jetzt.

Offne sie selbst.

Oder es bleibt fiir immer geschlossen.

Wenn sich, wie durch ein Wunder, von selbst 6ffnet,

wirst du durch diese Tiir gehen?



