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Untitled story 
by Vendula Bublíková
Gymnázium a SPŠ, Duchcov

I wake up in the morning, frozen to the bone by the cold air coming 
in through the broken window. It’s always winter where I live. My 
husband is beside me, looking equally cold but so peaceful in his 
sleep. I watch him for a while, hoping that he wakes up. He doesn’t, 
of course.

I walk through the town, expecting, for some foolish reason, to 
see that something’s changed. This has been a habit of mine for 
a very long time. Or so it seems to me, at least. I’ve long since lost 
track of how much time I’ve been here.

There are other people here, too, but I don’t pay much attention 
to them. They don’t seem to care about me, either. They are all 
inhabitants of this town. No one from the outside comes here. 
We’ve been forgotten.

I stray far away from home sometimes, trying to escape 
the deathly silence, but somehow I always end up back here. It’s 
usually night and freezing cold by then. At these times, I curl up in 
bed with my husband, telling him about my adventures as I gaze 
into his eyes.

Deep down, I know that those eyes can no longer see me. I know 
that he’s dead, just like everyone in this cursed place. But I refuse 
to accept it, instead wandering through this ice cold desert, alone, 
forgotten...

Is it too late for me now? Can I still be saved?
I wake up in the morning to find the world unchanged. My 

husband is beside me, looking the same as always, his lifeless 
eyes fixed on the large hole in the ceiling. I’ve never believed in 
the power of the Gods, but having lost all hope of salvation, I pray 
to them. I pray to them to save me from this hell.

And then the Gods come.

BRIDGE CommEnt
This untitled story gave us chills. There are so many open 
questions, so many unknowns. What has happened, and 
why? Is anything real? You can sense the larger story, like 
the reflection of something huge in a tiny splash of water. And 
that final line? Goosebumps.

The Winners 
of Our 

Story‑Writing 
Competition

In September, we gave you the task of writing 
a short story inspired by one or more pictures 
from a set of four. We knew it would be 
a challenge. We never imagined you would 
rise to it so well! 

We received more than 250 entries 
(enough to make a book longer than 
J. R. R. Tolkien’s The Hobbit). And it’s not 
just the quantity, but the quality – there are 
some extremely talented writers out there. 
What’s more, the approaches were so varied. 
There was romance, fantasy, science fiction, 
horror, comedy, even poetry. There were perfectly 
self‑contained stories and other that left questions to haunt 
us. Some made us laugh out loud, some gave us shivers of dread, 
others were sad.

Reading the many, many wonderful entries was a pleasure; 
choosing winners, though, was incredibly difficult. Every one of our 
chosen winners has produced a mature and well‑written work – 
you’ve earned your prizes, and congratulations to all of you.

But there were many other stories that certainly deserved a prize, 
enough that we could have published a book of them. And every 
single one of you did something really special in producing a story, 
in English no less.

 Thank you. 
And keep writing.

Alza vouchers 

worth CZK 3000
Joint 

First 
Place

Use Your 
Imagination 
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Untitled story
by Petra Podolová
Gymnázium Ladislava Jaroše, Holešov

Today is The Day. Months, years, maybe my whole life I have been 
preparing for this. And today it will finally happen. I’m nervous, 
but they see me behave as I always do. Dignified, reserved 
and courtly. That’s how I should be. That’s how I am. A model 
inhabitant of our city. And that is why I am to be honoured with 
marriage to the son of our mayor. Today. 

There are a few things you should know about our city and 
the people who live here. We are the survivors. After the Earth 
decided that she would not stand for human selfishness, we 
resisted. We took firm measures and enforced strict rules. Our 
government said that an exemplary person is hardworking, 
restrained, and knows how not to show his feelings. And I had 
the ability to be like that. 

I enter the Amphitheatre, taking deep breaths. The sun is 
shining through magnetic glass. It seems to me like a huge 
diamond above my head. The emblem of our city in the middle 
of this strange sparkling roof reminds me of why am I here. 
I had a dream about this place yesterday. Everything in 
the Amphitheatre was covered with snow. Our mayor says that 
dreams are dangerous.

I force away such thoughts and try to concentrate. There’s 
one other thing that I didn’t tell you about us. We have a song in 
our heart. It’s just like the blood in our veins, a melody that says 
everything about us. This melody beats within us, but we can’t 
let it out. Because the ideal person doesn’t show his feelings, 
you know. 

The marriage ritual is the only moment when you let this 
song be heard.

And here he comes. The son of the mayor, with his lordly 
manner. He doesn’t smile at me, but at his calming look I feel 
better. The ritual begins. At first moment I’m paralyzed, but 
then I hear his melody. And for the first time I hear mine. For an 
instant our melodies fuse in a beautiful symphony. Shy, serene 
melodies. But then my song changes. It is no longer a quiet 
melody. Its tones are wild and savage. I do not recognize myself!

And that’s how I end up here. Behind the lines of our city. 
I wasn’t like them, so they threw me out. It’s ironic. Everything 
out there is covered with snow. And before me? The Unknown. 

BRIDGE CommEnt
This little gem of a story is another one that really stuck with 
us. By coincidence, it’s also a perfect example of the Young 
Adult genre we write about elsewhere in this issue.  
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“The Song of an Old Tree”
by Marie Gregůrková
Gymnázium Joachima Barranda, Beroun

A little girl sat in fresh grass, surrounded by wildflowers. 
The sunshine caressed her blonde hair and rosy cheeks. 
A breeze gently swayed my branches. She suddenly stood up 
and hugged my trunk with her little, soft hands.

“Do you wanna be my friend?” whispered the child. 
My heart began beating faster and faster, and I, filled with 

unexpected joy, let it sing out. It was the slow, ancient song of 
trees, and the girl, captivated by it, joined in with her lovely voice. 

After that day, I didn’t meet her again. But the blue sky had 
the colour of her eyes and every sunrise recalled her golden 
hair. I wished that just once she would come back and embrace 
me again with her tiny arms. I wanted to sing for her once more. 
So I waited, and hoped. 

And one day, she came. But she was different. A great sorrow 
made her almost untouchable. She could not hear me, even 
though I tried to talk to her. She came more often, every time 
crying and deaf‑like. But still I hoped. 

One day, when the sky was dark and everything was 
unnaturally calm, she came again. Her thoughts were darker 
than ever before and she brought something strange with her: 
a rope. She climbed up on me, and started to bind a knot. I was 
terrified. Something horrible will happen if I don’t stop her! 
Please, listen, don’t do this!  

But it was too late... 
Pouring rain was falling from the sky and my tears were 

mingling with it. I felt empty. Then, after a long, starless night, 
the sun rose. Birds began to sing, but everything around me 
had lost its shine. When the light reached my treetop, I saw her 
body, lying on the grass. The horrible rope was knotted to my 
torn‑off branch, which covered her. 

Wait, it seems she is breathing!  Could she be alive? Suddenly, 
the light touched her face. Her brows furrowed and she opened 
her eyes. 

After that night, she never missed an opportunity to visit 
me. We shared everything together. She opened her heart and 
I opened mine. Then one day, she didn’t come alone. A little girl, 
with golden hair and eyes like blue sky, came with her. It was 
like that day so many years before; they sat on the fresh grass, 
surrounded by wildflowers, and listened to my song.

BRIDGE CommEnt
There are many stories about a special bond between 
a plant or animal and a child, but none of us have ever 
seen it done quite like this. What caught us was the tree’s 
powerlessness to act. After we read this story, we just 
couldn’t get it out of our heads.
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Stories about meetings with gods 
and angels are tricky. How can 
one write about something so 
much bigger than human? This 
deity is matter-of-fact, rather 
distant, perhaps amoral. And 
the twist at the end is masterly.

Alza vouchers worth 
CZK 2000
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“I Won’t Forget” 
by Daniela Drahošová
Střední zdravotnická škola, Turnov

“I remember. I remember so clearly...”
The old woman lay on the bed and held my hand. She was 

shaking, but her palms were warm.
I wasn’t her grandchild, just a companion. This woman had 

never married, had no family or children. She had lived alone 
with her cats and her work. But as she aged, she’d abandoned 
her work, given her cats to other people. True solitude had 
begun for her.

“My favourite place in the world,” she continued. “It was 
behind our house. In the forest. I hid there so many times. I hid 
from the Nazis, the Communists, the soldiers, the world.”

She loved to tell, she liked to remember. Even though she 
never knew my name. She called me Angel.

“Just run and run.”
I never understood why she didn’t marry. In her youth, she was 

a beautiful young girl with long black hair and fire in her eyes.
“I remember the sounds, the smells, the feeling... The feeling 

of happiness and joy. You should see it.”
She had long since lost her young body. But her eyes still held 

their fire.
“Angel?”
Her grip grew stronger. I looked at her.
“We’ll go over there together. I’ll show you all the secret 

hiding places, the secret views...”
There was joy in her voice. I smiled at her and nodded.
“You know, I don’t want the place to be forgotten. And now 

you are the only one who knows about it.”
This is what I like about her. People are mostly afraid that 

they will be forgotten. She isn’t. She is afraid that her favourite 
place will be forgotten. Her forest.

I touched her milk‑white hair and kissed her forehead.
“Let’s go.”
She smiled and stood up.
Almost no one will remember her. But I will. I will remember 

her first cry, her loves, her sadness, her happiness, her last smile.
I let go of the hands of an old woman and watched as a young, 

beautiful girl with long black hair ran along the forest path.
“I won’t forget.”
Then I stretched my wings.

“The Encounter”
by Kristóf Csölle
Gymnázium Ármina Vámbéryho, Dunajská Streda

Blinding white light was the first thing John saw as he awoke.
The second was a mahogany desk and the stainless steel 

filing cabinet next to it.
The third was the being sitting behind the desk.
It wore a suit, white and impeccable. Its face was 

ever‑changing, a man’s in one moment, a woman’s in the next, 
a child now and elderly a moment later. Horrendous and 
beautiful at once. Its skin was a miasma of colours; shades of 
green and red and pink flashed and flowed around the face and 
hands. In front of it was a paper with many pre‑written parts. 
Under Name it wrote John Doe in pretty letters.

– All right. – It spoke in an androgynous voice that reached 
the highest of highs and the lowest of lows. – Let’s get down 
to business, shall we? I’m sure you have a lot of questions. 
Everyone always does. Let me start you off with some basic 
information. You died. – It said matter‑of‑factly.

– Oh. How?
– Ah, yes that one. A good start. Yours was a common death. 

Car accident. It was nobody’s fault really, the brakes of the car 
malfunctioned. The women in the car felt sorry.

– Figures. Even my death had to be boring! – John didn’t 
yearn for an exceptionally exciting death, but this was a bit 
underwhelming. – Who are you?

– Another good one, and harder this time. Over the years 
I have come to believe I am everything that humanity loves: 
music, art, taste, religion, love itself. I believe...

– Are you God?
– Well... I suppose I would qualify as a god. I am omnipotent, 

after all. However, I’m quite sure I’m not one of your gods.
– So... did you create everything?
– Not really. I set in motion a few events that resulted in 

the creation of the universe and, ultimately, humanity. But I had 
no direct part in your creation.

– Hmph. So what happens now?
– Reincarnation.
– So the Buddhists were right...
– Partially, yes. But every religion has aspects that are right. 

It’s just the law of truly large numbers really. Good work on 
the Ten Commandments by the way.

– I didn’t write them, you know.
– Yes you did. 81 cycles ago. Your best work so far, but 

I’m sure you’ll outdo 
yourself. After all, 
you’ve got all the time in 
the world. Now if you’ll 
excuse me... In 3...

 ‑Wait...
– 2...
– No, I...
– 1!
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BRIDGE CommEnt
This lovely story manages to be romantic and sentimental 
without becoming kitsch, perhaps because of the little 
details that make the characters feel so real.
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Untitled story
by Patrícia 
Michalovičová
Gymnázium Boženy Slančíkovej Timravy, Lučenec

The man struggles at first.
It’s not for lack of training, though it is arguable whether one 

could ever truly prepare for such a thing.
“This is Subject 4, day number 179. I’m transmitting 

the records and awaiting your response.” He pauses, holding his 
breath in expectation. The silence isn’t a surprise, but he still 
has enough hope to try four more times before giving up.

He packs up the recorder and sits in the corner of the station, 
looking out of the small window. If he squints his eyes just right, 
it almost seems like home out there.

“Just a couple more weeks,” he mutters, not letting himself 
think about the fact that he hasn’t heard another human’s voice 
in months.

“... number 298. I, uh... I guess I’m gonna stop recording for 
a while. I’m pretty sure you’re not receiving, anyway.” He covers 
his mouth with the palm of his hand as he presses the button, 
ending the message. The muffled shriek resonates within 
the walls of the station.

His throat feels sore when he’s done screaming, and the ease 
it brings him only lasts so long.

Soon, the silence becomes unbearable. He knows what to 
do in this situation, he’s been trained for it – but what were 
the odds of it happening to him? No training could make 
the reality less awful.

One week later, he almost ends it.
His hand hovers over the panel, but he withdraws it at 

the last moment, images of Earth and home and people filling 
his mind.

There’s still hope.
There are enough resources for two years. It’s only been half 

of that time when he gives up.
He can’t feel the cold when he steps out, but he imagines 

it feels like late on a Christmas night. It doesn’t take much to 
imagine the breeze, the echo of people laughing and singing in 
the background.

The microphone in his helmet is on, and as he sits down on 
the unfamiliar surface, looking up at the vast, foreign sky, he 
speaks into it clearly.

“My name is James Irwin. The records I’ve been sending could 
never truly capture the beauty of this place. I’m glad to have 
been here.” He pauses and takes in the sight one last time before 
carefully turning off the oxygen supply.

“If you’re out there, somewhere... If you’re listening, thank 
you. Thanks for trying.” 

The teacher of every winner
gets a voucher for the Bridge e-bookshop:
Petra Skálová, Irena Solařová, Lucie Koutková, 
Helga Kiss, Romana Bílková, Juraj Blažek, 
Lenka Gogelová, Jindřiška Trnková, 
Diana Klusáčková, Erika Kubelková, Jiřina Hoření

BRIDGE CommEnt
The sense of isolation and loneliness, the edge of madness, 
the mood swings... This is not just a fine science-fiction 
story, it’s truly a great little character study. 
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“The Beauty of Time”  
by Lucie Marková
Gymnázium Písek
We were moved by the way this story captured a sense of hope 
in a place of desolation. 

“Weep Not For The Past” 
by Barbora Potocká
Gymnázium Havlíčkův Brod
A lovely post-apocalyptic tale about loneliness and 
companionship.

“Clocks Are Good Servants 
but Bad Masters” 
by Aneta Pykalová
Gymnázium Opatov, Praha
Casio the clockmonster has no sense of taste and so is happy to 
eat even the most disgusting children in this very funny fable.

“Lonely Stormy Nights” 
by Zuzana Soukupová
SPŠ stavební, Pardubice
Another post-apocalyptic tale with a lot to say about love and 
loss and anger.

“Deletrius Momenum” 
by Františka Jirásková
VOŠ a SPŠG Hellichova, Praha
We loved this funny little fable that explains why we forget 
things. Those pesky Deletriuses!

Alza vouchers 

worth CZK 1000

Joint 
Third 

Place

Scan the QR code or go to 

www.bridge-online.cz/use-

your-imagination to read 

all the winning stories.


