$% & UNLEASH YOUR IMAGINATION! &> 8%

Join the Exciting Creative Writing Challenge!

B Theme: “The Message” S

Dive into the world of possibilities! Complete this captivating sentence:

"The message inside the fortune cookie, which contained only four words,

has become my fate.”

& Are you ready to shape your destiny with just a few words? Whether you're an

aspiring poet, a blog enthusiast, or a master essayist, we want to hear your voice!
(@ Who Can Enter?

Anyone! This competition is open to all secondary school students learning English as a

second language!

3 What Can You Write?

Let your creativity flow—poemes, stories, essays, blogs, and more are all welcome!
Your work should be about 300-350 words.

[£] How to Submit Your Masterpiece:

Send your entries with your real name and a pen name to your English teacher or at

nagymelinda.almosvezer@gmail.com.

[31] Mark the Deadline:

28 March 2025- Don't miss your chance to shine!
¥> Need More Details?

Simply ask your English teacher for full guidelines.

3% Get inspired, get writing, and let your story unfold! Your fate is just a message away!



WEBER ZSOFIA (10.A) - 1. HELY

The message

The message inside the fortune cookie, which contained only four words, has become my fate.
After a long day at work, me and a few colleagues decided to head to a nearby restaurant, hoping
to share some laughs and wind off. Someone suggested we order fortune cookies, which left no
argument in the room. We all cracked ours open at the same time, the messages fueling our
amusement. Aside from me, everyone got something which hardly made sense, or which we
weren’t able to comprehend due to our heightened mood. My message was something else.
“You will disappear soon” -it read. My colleagues went quiet for a moment before bursting out
laughing. I naively joined them, crumpling the paper before throwing it on the table. They all
snickered, throwing hilarious comments at me for the message. Some saying “I hope you do!”
or whining sarcastically about who will bring them morning coffee if I disappear. Our laughs
filled the whole place. Aside from my amusement, the message still managed to settle in my
mind. I couldn’t forget it. Maybe because growing up, randomly disappearing was my biggest
fear.

Next Monday I made my way to my usual coffee place which was only a block away from my
apartment. My eyes stopped on the missing person fliers on the wall by the entrance. I never
knew why would they hang those next to a café, but I never failed to notice them.

I greeted the familiar barista with a smile, asking for my usual. However, his reaction threw me
off. He blinked at me awkwardly then spoke up.

“Which is?”

“Uhm, you know, a flat white.”

This encounter was strange. Mainly because I’ve been coming to this café for almost two years
now, and would always get served by this barista.

I woke up late on Wednesday, forced to rush out after getting ready. I hurried much that I didn’t
even notice my reflection missing from the mirror when I walked past it. I ran all the way to
the café, but as I reached the door, I stopped abruptly. My face and name looked back at me
from a poster. It said I was missing.

The message

The message inside the fortune cookie, which contained only four words, has become my fate.
The at first insignificant looking paper snippet had the power to ruin a life. It made me realize
that if God has favorites, I am definitely not one of them.

I had just stepped out of a Chinese restaurant when I decided to -for the first time, probably-
check what the note inside my fortune cookie said. Still chewing, I brought the small paper
close to my eyes and read it out.

“Your luck abandoned you.”

Oh. Well, how nice. Is it even legal to place such mean notes in those innocent cookies? Jokes
aside, who would even think of writing a message like that, for some poor soul to come across
later?

I glared at the note for a few more seconds, contemplating whether I should keep it or not, then
threw it on the sidewalk when I remembered I had somewhere to be. Court won’t wait.
Especially if it’s your own trial.

I straightened my tie and walked inside the enormous building with usual confidence. My spine
tall and straight, chin pulled up. The outcome was already obvious. I was not to blame and
everyone seemed to agree. Although we shall not underestimate that message from earlier.



On the final day of the trial, the opposing counsel managed to get her hands on something. She
raised a small plastic bag into the air, a sharp knife glistening inside. “Evidence” the bag read.
They found my fingerprints on that knife.

“Impossible!” I exclaimed, but the evidence spoke for itself.

“The case is closed!” Shouted the judge over the arguing, outraged courtroom audience before
hitting the gavel down with a loud thud.

Next came the guards and the handcuffs, then the flashes of cameras in my face. This cannot
be happening. Though I had to accept my fate. I had to accept that God has removed me from
his favorites list. It looks like he has had enough of me.

Somehow, that cookie managed to get the better out of me. What seemed impossible happened.
My fingerprints got on the evidence. That just simply cannot be.

I obviously used a glove.

PALFI HANNA FANNI (9.A) - 2. HELY

The message

The message inside the fortune cookie, which contained only four words, has become my fate.
"You will find her.”

I was laughing, tearing open paper slips with dumb predictions-until I saw this one. My stomach
flipped. My fingers tightened around it. Too personal. Too real.

"So? What does it say? “ Levente leaned over. "Nothing interesting, ” I blurted, crumpling it
before he could see.

That night, I lay in bed, phone in hand, not even scrolling. “You will find her.” What did it mean?
A joke? A coincidence? Or was I actually supposed to be looking for someone? And if I was,
how would I even know when I found her?

Days passed. I told myself it was nothing. Just a piece of paper. But then, at the bus stop-I saw
her.

I just knew. The way her red scarf caught the wind, the way she traced shapes on the pavement
with her shoe. And then she looked up. Our eyes met.

It hit me like lightning. Like I had been waiting for this moment without knowing it. My heart
raced, my hands went clammy. I forgot how to breathe.

What do you even say to someone the universe apparently chose for you? ‘Hi, a fortune cookie
predicted you’? Yeah, no. That would be insane.

So I just stood there, staring like an idiot, as she smiled. Like she already knew something I
didn’t.



The bus arrived. I should have gotten on, but I couldn’t move. Something in me screamed that
if I left now, I’d never get another chance. So I took a shaky step forward.

"Hey,” I said, my voice barely above a whisper.

She tilted her head, a small smile on her lips. “Took you long enough.”
And suddenly, I knew-the fortune cookie hadn’t been wrong.

It had set something in motion.

Now, I had to find out what.

JAVOR BENDEGUZ (12.B) - 3. HELY

One day in the basement of Sorghum

The message inside the fortune cookie, which contained only four words, changed my fate.
Four words: ‘ You might be enough.’For some reason, I was more struck by its irony than by the
thought that it might be a witless joke. After all, hiding in a basement from the bombardment,
there was anything but life, which you could really call enough. Then I was sitting next to
Sorghum. I was with him at the front in the first big war. Poor guy took it pretty hard... there
wasn't any God to heal him.

I looked at him to see if he’d give me something to cheer about. He was petting a bald chicken,
like a cat.

“What is a hen doing here?” -1 asked, expecting a rational answer.

Sorghum grimaced a little and with surprise on his face, he murmured softly at me: “/ didn't
ask her, it's not polite!” Then he kept petting her, giving her some of the little seeds we had
collected on the ground two days ago.

The radio in the corner just crackled, but with each boom, the static got a little louder. Sorghum
suddenly seemed to hear something and cried out happily: “Do you hear that? It's my dear old
friend Steven!”



I got a little scared, but the mounting grief calmed me down. The message made me wonder,
would I be enough? Maybe it was enough, but in a negative sense. Maybe there was no room
for more evil in the world.

“What is the purpose of living, Sorghum?” -1 asked, a little loudly.
Sorghum froze for a second, then brushed across the chicken.

"Well, if the hen doesn't know, how should I?"—He said with frightening seriousness. Then he
stood up, opened a rusty cupboard and pulled out an accordion— "I play what I don't
understand on this. Try it yourself."

I just looked at him, cold and stiff. That was enough. Not me, just everything. I couldn't stand
to be under the ground any longer, I'm not a worm. I quickly got my coat on and unlocked the
door of the basement, where grey light and the smell of gunpowder floated in. Sorghum just
grinned after me and remarked: “You are a lovely guest, you never cluck back!”

MESZAROS EMESE (10.B) - 3. HELY

The message

The message inside the fortune cookie, which contained only four words, has become my fate.

A week before it happened, me and my four family members were talking about dining out in
a restaurant we have never been before. We didn’t really have any idea in mind.

By the day we planned, came, I started to get ready, when I suddenly heard them talking about
a Chinese restaurant. [ haven’t tried chinese food before therefore I was a bit nervous on what
to try at that place. When we arrived, it was really crowded, but surprisingly we could take a
free place at a table in the corner. For our orders, we had to wait more than an hour. While
waiting, a waitress came, and handed over five fortune cookies for the five of us. We were
extremely hungry by the time, so I reached out to the cookie and cracked it in half. The cookie
had only four words on it "Money will find you’. I wasn’t very interested in theories about the
belief of fortune cookies and similar things like this. I pulled my phone out of my pocket, took
the case off and put the note inside it.

The food was amazing, not what I expected but I think I will visit asian food serving places
more often.



Weeks went by and I’ve already forgotten about the note in my phone case. One day, I decided
to buy a lottery sheet, I went home after and turned the Tv on, to watch the show that conveyed
the four winning numbers. I jumped up from my seat when I heard the last number which was
the one I had. I was fulfilled with excitement because I have never won anything on the lottery
before.

Unfortunately or not I dropped my phone onto the ground and realized I still had the note inside
my phone case. The day back at the chinese restaurant did really have an effect on my future,
and it was inside a fortune cookie we randomly got for having to wait a lot.



