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PICNIC

Kostadinova Emiliya
Kindergarten Nel “Zdravets”
Kazanlak, Bulgaria

(stage play)

/the Bear, the Fox, the Wolf, the Hedgehog, the Cricket, the Squirrel/
NARRATOR: There is the top of one

The highest mountain in the world

Magic, wonderful old forest.

Animals live well in it

And they are friends best - everyone.

Forest loves, they love it

And caring together is not worse here

They keep their home with great diligence.

They live together, they all love each other

They make up their holidays, and they are all different.

But rabbit and hedgehog are afraid of you

That it may accidentally, someone eat them.

Today, in the old forest, resurrection took place
All ANIMALS : Who called us here, in Iglika’s glade? /one after the other/
THE BEAR: I’'m the author of the note... /knocks/ Please, do be quite now!
........ We have to live united, without quarrels and rows.
THE RABBIT: But for each other’s respect to earn, we need a lot for each other to learn.
The Fox was hungry yesterday and thought this reason good enough to attack me off the cuff
/dolefully/
THE HEDGEHOG: The Wolf’s been after me for quite some time, but, alas, I have my
spines,
But my movement being slow, makes me easy to follow...
THE SQUIRREL: Listen, that’s my creed — we’ll become friends if we may together feed!
How about we organize a picnic here, in the forest tomorrow,
And have some party to push away all sorrow...?
THE WOLF: Picnic? What is this? I’ve never heard this word? And how can I have party
with it?
THE FOX: Oh, stupid! We’ll bring some food, warm clothes and water,
that’s what matters for this kind of party. Now, I hope, you got the gist!
THE BEAR: I'love the idea! Let’s all gather tomorrow at ten,
And bring with us something we’ll have made. But don’t forget: warm clothes, water and
some games. And let’s invite the Cricket to play for us. Well, let’s go now!
Everyone goes out.
PART TWO: A glade with stubs. The Squirrel enters, the other animals follow one by one.
THE SQUIRREL.: I've arrived first, so I'll set the table. These stubs nice and bare we will
use as lined-up chairs.
THE RABBIT: Ah, what a beautiful tablecloth! You busy Squirrel,
Since I’ve arrived first, I’ll choose my seat — further away from the Fox, just not to tease
her....
I’ve brought some lovely carrots and other veggies fresh — Chinese style with a bamboo dash!
As the Wolf and the Fox enter, they hear the words of the Rabbit.
THE WOLF: Carrots and bamboo? I don’t like veggies!
THE FOX: I won’t sit on this table if it serves no meat!



And where’s my meat, where? ... /she takes a seat next to the Rabbit/ Hey, Rabbit, dearest
/she strokes him, he pulls away/ The Wolf will make a fire. Now, go help him! You both, go
and fetch some wood! /to the Wolf/ - I’ve brought some sausages for you and me.
THE WOLF: We’ll have some fire, that’s understood!
How can’t we have picnic without fire and wood!
THE SQUIRREL.: I'll go fetch some wood myself, and I have this idea as well. I'll pick
some mushrooms to skewer and bake. I’ll fetch some twigs to turn to skewers. /rubs her
hands contentedly/. Everyone goes out, only the Fox remains and starts putting on make-up
and nail polish...
PART THREE
The Bear enters
THE BEAR: Good afternoon to you Foxy! Why are you alone here?
THE FOX: Everyone went to the forest to fetch wood. /she replies without looking at him
and continues to put on her make-up/And why are you late?
THE BEAR: I'm late because I was looking for blueberries, then I went to get some honey
and | was short of time. And now I’m also short of strength! But the dessert’s here, so let me
have rest!
THE HEDGEHOG: /Enter tired/: Ahh, I barely made it,
I took two pitchers earlier today, but I stumbled over and fell by Rabbit’s glade. And | hurt
my knee and broke a pitcher.I’ve brought some water — fresh and cold — for our picnic here to
hold, But I think I’1l try it first to satiate my mighty thirst. /he drinks/
PART FOUR: The Rabbit, the Wolf and the Squirrel return carrying some wood.
THE WOLF: Now that we have wood, I’m in the mood to start a fire! Hey, Fox, give me the
matches and put the make-up away!
THE BEAR: But how can we start a fire amidst the fir forest?
You all seem to think that this is just a game! But first we need to find a place that’s safe, to
fence it off with stones, and stop even the smallest of gusts, or else, we’ll suffer a plight for
the forest may ignite.
NARRATOR: And so, they made a fireplace, they fed, they slept, the Cricket played his
cheerful tunes for them to dance, and then they went home together late,
jolly and tired of games, but quarrels and rows were all forgotten! Only the Fox is angry and
cross, for she is given the hardest of tasks, and let us hope she won’t fail: to put the leftovers
in a sack, with freshly polished nails!

The end
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MY SWEET CHILDHOOD JUST IN BOOKS YOU CAN FIND IT

group “Shturche”
kindergarten ,,Slance” Levski, Bulgaria

Ursus and Lutris
Long, far in the ocean, the white polar bear Ursus lived among the floating northern
ice, along with his mother, Thalara. Ursus had a loyal friend - the Lutri Seal. When time was



quiet, they loved playing - swimming, diving, fishing. Lutrius dived down to the bottom and
drove back and forth.

Once the bear was cut into the sharp edge of an ice block and stayed at home with
her mother, and Lutris swam to the shore where there was more seaweed and fish. As he
swam along the shore, Lutrius noticed a huge black spot that quickly grew and killed
everything in his way.

Lutris scared and swam as quickly as possible to the glacier of Ursus and his mother.
She swiftly swam the seal and thought what trouble threatens all the inhabitants of the ocean.
He reached the glacier and told Momma Mezzana about the scary stain. "It's oil," she said,
"the worst disaster for us.

The oil layer stops oxygen access to the smallest inhabitants of the ocean - the
plankton, and if it dies, all the inhabitants of the ocean are threatened. We must urgently call
the Ocean Salvage Service. Not long after, a plane appeared and a large red bag was thrown.
It contained bacteria - oil-savers. The bag dissolved in the water and the whole black spot
covered with bacteria that, with the help of the Sun, destroyed the terrible stain for a few
hours. The ocean and its shore once again became clean and safe.

The bear and the seal, as curious as all the children, asked Mother Meszana, where
did this terrible stain come from? Momma Mezzana told them that this stain was the result of
people's actions. They get a lot of oil that burns and gets energy. Occasionally accidents occur
that lead to oil leakage into the ocean. But not only that, there are other terrible consequences
of human activity. "Do you remember, Ursus, how, for a long time, you and I could not find a
suitable ice block to rest? We were very happy with us because we met a big iceberg. At our
end the ice is getting slimmer and thinner, it will not be there anymore, and then our species
will disappear! "

"Why is this happening?" The children asked. "The burning of oil causes the
discharge of harmful gases that disrupt the natural heat-generating processes and the overall
temperature of the planet rises. As a result, the ice melts, the climate changes, and all the
inhabitants of the Earth are bad, "the bear replied. "And what then does the man think? Will it
be too bad for him if the planet becomes ill? "Asked the bear and the seal again. "I hope that
people will soon realize that their reasonable use of resources depends on our future!” - said
Ms. Bear.

The Enchanted Forest

Rasheva Nedka
Kindergarten Ne6 “Edelvais”
Kazanlak, Bulgaria

Once upon a time there was an Enchanted Forest that sat at the top of the highest mountain in
the world. It seemed that the Forest and all of its inhabitants were enchanted. Yes, this was an
enchanted forest. Do you wonder why? Now you are about to find out...

There was a tree in the forest that bore magical fruits — if one tasted its sweet fruits, one’s
heart grew larger and one became kinder. The forest inhabitants called it The Tree of Good,
and their home — The Forest of Life.

But every year someone would cut down the Tree of Good. All forest inhabitants would plant
the tree again and again. And it would grow. But someone yet again would cut off its trunk.
At such times all were seized by dismay and worry.

- Who might that foe be, whose deeds shed darkness upon us and bring famine? — the
Hedgehog was walking and thinking out loud.



He met the Wolf who was looking for food in the forest.

- Hey, Rabbit, where are you going? Would you like me to join you? — the Wolf asked.

- Sure, come join me. But I’ve been going round the forest all day, I say we look for the
villain! — the Rabbit replied.

They set on their way and came across the Bear.

- Where are you going, folks? Would you like me to join you? — the Bear demanded.

- Come with us, sister! We have to solve the mystery today, to find out who is the one to
laugh when we mourn! Who kills the Good? Who makes our hearts despondent?!

The team was busy talking when they came across the Fox.

- | say the three of you today need someone to lead the way! Where are you off to at this
time? Well, do not leave me behind! Together we are one and we live with the Good! — the
Fox started chanting.

- Foxy, we need help! We need to find the villain and humble his evil soul. Tell us, how can
we find him and what do we have to tell him! — the team implored.

- We make a fortress together, so don’t be concerned!

We’ll hold a meeting and the villain will hear what we have to say! In the world of Good
stubborn have no way! We’re all rich when Good prevails!

On the next day all forest inhabitants gathered to decide how to catch the one who would
destroy the Tree of Good every year!

- Let’s set a trap made of gold. Thus, we’ll find out if he is a thief or a simple treasure seeker!
— the Squirrel shouted.

- No! Let’s build a wall all the way to the sky! Thus, we will find out if he is tall or short as
the Evil! — the Magpie said from the bushes.

- Don’t delude yourselves! And stop! He is among us! Be silent! — the Bees buzzed.

- Then we need to put guards day and night to catch the foe! — the Blackbird appeared.

And so hours went by in discussions. And a last it was decided. The forest inhabitants would
not sleep for a year to protect the Tree from this great evil.

Days, weeks and months of waiting went by. Bu no one showed up...

And suddenly there came a scream. The Turtle was in a racing hurry.

- Come all! The Tree is falling! There must be some deceit! No one seems to be cutting it,
there’s no one to be seen!

Everyone got frightened. What should they do now? They rushed towards the fallen tree. And
to their mutual surprise there stood the Mouse who had gnawed the robust trunk.

- Why did you that? Have you no mercy? You cut down our Tree of Good and now rain of
tears will fall! We take care of the Tree all year long to strengthen our hearts! — the
inhabitants inquired.

- Believe me, this is sad for me as well! But hunger has cast its spell on me and would not let
me go! You see, | cannot reach the fruits, hard as | may try. And that is why | take the Tree
down so that | may taste the sweet fruits! — the Mouse squirted.

- What shall we do with the Mouse? Should we forgive her? Or should we send her away at
last? But we can’t do that because we make a fortress together, we are all together in the
Good and there’s no place here for the Evil!

We will be helping the Mouse to reach as far as the top, to pick with her own hands the
apples of a taste immense!

Once upon a time there was an enchanted forest. It was there, at the top of the highest
mountain. It was enchanted because this was where the Good resided. And the Good — it can
make anything in the world happen.



WE THE KIDS

Flokka Eleni, Chrysanthou Evelina, Panayiotou Charalambos, Kakoulla Rebecca
Trachoni Public Kindergarten

5-6 years old

Nikolaou Eftychia (teacher)

Limassol, Cyprus

For us, that we are little
everything is simple.
We love the nature
we love the people.
We respect our culture
and that’s not little.

We like playing
singing and laughing.
We smell the flowers

we hear the birds.
We have fun
outside the sun.

We don’t get boring,
we love each other,
with no worries
and no big problems,
we the kids
like the sweets.

ALL THE LITTLE THINGS THAT GROW
FRANKA BOHM, kindergarten teacher
DV GRIGOR VITEZ — Vila Velebita
Split, Croatia

FOR A LITTLE CHICK,
INTO AHEN TO THICK,
LOTS AND LOTS OF WHEAT
ITHAS TO EAT.

AND AN ELEPHANT IS SMALL
ON THE DAY THAT HE IS BORN.
HIS MOMMY GUIDES HIS TRUNK
UNTIL HE IS SAFELY GROWN-UP.

YOUNG NESTING BIRDIES TOO
FLYING STILL CAN'T DO.
BUT WHEN THEY ARE A BIT AGOG
OUT THE NEST THEY MIGHT FALL.

FROM EVERY LITTLE SEED OR SPROUT,
WITH SOME WATER, WARMTH AND LIGHT,



A BIG PLANT CAN COME OUT.

THAT'S THE RULE FOR ALL THAT LIVES:
WHAT NOW IS BIG,
FIRST WAS SMALL.

SO I DON'T MIND BEING LITTLE TOO,
I'LL GROW UP, THAT'S THE RULE.
WHAT NOW IS BIG,

FIRST WAS SMALL.

BUT BEING LITTLE, YOU DON'T FORGET SOON.

MY CHILDHOOD
Vukicevi¢, Maja
Elementary School Spinut 12
teacher: Antonia Drlje
Split, Croatia

When | was a little girl 1 never really liked reading books but I loved when my mum
or my grandma would read fairy tales to me. | remember those special moments like they
happened yesterday.

When 1 look back on those memories it makes my hart warm but it also makes me
realize that | took my childhood for granted. Back then | couldn't wait to grow up and
gohangout with my friends without my parents or having big gerallo wance. But, no wthat |
have all these things | can see it's not all fun and games, it was better being a careless and free
child with nothing on her mind. Because of that everyonce in a while | go to the library to
borrow a book that I loved as a child, it takes me on a fantasy rideall the way back to when |
was 8 years old. When | read Cinderella it reminds me of when | was sick and my grandma
was reading it to me for the first time. When | read Peter Pan It reminds me of when my mom
first bought me the book and read it to me. When | read Sleeping Beauty it reminds me of
when | was sad and my brother read it to me to make me feel better. When | started writing
theses say | didn't really know what to write about because | never thought fairy tales or
anything like that was a big part of my childhood. But, when | look back at some memories |
realize that they were a huge part of my childhood. Honestly, I'm really glad glad for that,
otherwise my childhood wouldn't be the same and | wouldn't wanted any otherway.

I'm glad that even when | grow up and have my own family I will still be able to find
my childhood in books.

MY SWEET CHILDHOOD
ANJA BUCIC, kindergarten teacher

DV GRIGOR VITEZ — Adriana
Split, Croatia

MY SWEET CHILDHOOD,
WHERE HAVE YOU GONE?



ARE YOU HIDING IN A GREEN WOOD
OR IN THE WARM SUN?

ARE YOU IN THE FLAVOUR
OF MUM'S CHOCOLATE CAKES
OR DID YOU MELT AWAY
LIKE A WINTER'S SNOWFLAKES?

OR ARE YOU MAYBE, JUST MAYBE,
HIDING IN MY HEART,
WAITING TO BE GIVEN AWAY
TO MY DAUGHTER —

GOD'S SPECIAL WORK OF ART.

NURSERY RHYME YELLOW BALLOON

Teacher Di Zillo Lucia,

“ Omnicomprensivo Ridolfi Zimarino” Istitute of Scerni,
“Benedetto Croce” Kindergartens of

Casalbordino, Italia.

We are five children

together we dance

you are in the middle

and we turn.

Yellow balloon

Up, up, up

And we, while we hold hands,
everyone down.

MY DOG
VilteMuzikeviciute
Siauliulopselisdarzelis ,,Gluosnis*
5 years old
Teacher -Mrs. Rasa Plieniene
Siauliai, Lithuania
| am sitting.
My dog is eating.
| am singing.
My dog is sleeping.
MY CAT

Amanda Jociute
Siauliulopselisdarzelis ,,Gluosnis*
6 yearsold

Teacher -Mrs. Dalia Zemleriene



My cat is fat.
She eats a bat.
My sister cries.
A bat doen‘t fly.

Siauliai, Lithuania

MY CHILDHOOQOD...

| had a childhood

Like in fairy-tales

| liked to share my happiness
To all my friends.

| went everywhere

| did everything

Just to find something

To give a smile.

Since | was little

| liked to play

To talk with other children..
From other cities,

Other countries,

To have more friends

Maybe it was easiest to talk on chat
But, | just wanted

To know if... ’'m someone
For somebody

| am Ridy

And | love my friends, my parents
And | respect everyone
Who care a lot about me.

| was playing around my house,
With my family and friends.

| was smiling all the time,

And | travelled in the world.

I didn’t have any worries

| just love the childhood stories.

| played with toys, | colored books,
And eat what | cooked,

Ridichie Andrei, clasa a Vll-a
Prof. Nechita Nicoleta
LICEUL DE ARTE, BUZAU, Romania

I WAS PLAYING.....

Barbu loana, casa a VIl-a B
Prof. Nechita Nicoleta
LICEUL DE ARTE, BUZAU, Romania



| shared my happiness with others
And never worry about the thunders,
If you hear what I say... just stay,
Eat a chocolate, come with me

And let's play around my tree.

IF I COULD....
Apostu David, clasa a Vll-a
Prof. Nechita Nicoleta
LICEUL DE ARTE, BUZAU, Romania

| would play with my friends all day, if I could,
We would have a lot of fun playing around,
But now, | am in a continue change
| am changing myself, my dreams and my ideas.
Now, | am a grown-up, | drink a big cup of coffee,
[ hardly remember the hot milk and chocolate, the mum’s cookies and smoothies.

A CHILDHOOD DREAM
Grigore Brandusa, clasa a VIl-a B
Prof. Nechita Nicoleta
LICEUL DE ARTE, BUZAU, Romania

When | was a child, my mom told me a lot of fairy-tales
And | was thinking what was it like to be a fairy?
Could she travel around the world with no worries?

Or could she spread some love with toys and candies?

| was dreaming to be a pilot
To travel in the sky, a lot
To be closer to God

To tell me what was untold

| used to love with no limits,

| was dreaming so many minutes,
So, my day was adorable,

‘Cause [ was able to smile so easily.

Now...the life is so creepy,
My luck that you make it pretty.



ENCOURAGEMENT OF PROPER LANGUAGE DEVELOPMENT
OF CHILDREN IN THE PRESCHOOL PERIOD

KSENJA HROVAT,
Kindergarten Slovenske Konjice, Slovenske Konjice, Slovenia

"The development of speech begins at birth, most intensively up to five years of age and ends
somewhere at nine years. However, speech training takes place throughout life." (Sgerm, 2002).

"The most suitable period for development of speech is between 3 and 7 years of age. The child
in this period is receptive and sensitive to the development of speaking, consequently it increases
the need for communication with other people." (Grgini¢, 2005).

"The kindergarten is important factor as a family environment. All the activities in which they are
involved, are affecting the characteristic of language expression. Important factor are also peers
with which children acquire important talking experience and interacting with peers is in
kindergarten enabled in a greater extent than in a family environment." (Grgini¢, 2015).

It is important for children of preschool age to obtain as interactive speech as possible. With that
we achieve that communication with the surroundings is easier.

We must encourage speech in a playful and interesting way, with different accessories (dolls,
toys, books, natural materials etc.) in various occasions (before lunch, between a walk, before
resting, etc.) in a kindergarten and at home.

If we concentrate on the pronunciation of voice "R" - For proper articulation of voices is very
important the correct position of talking organs.

VOICE "R
Tip of the tongue is raised, leaning on the upper gum, about the same position as for voice "D",
there we shake it expiratory.

To obtain a voice "R" we rehearse all games that are stretching tongue and lips. For variety we
imitate voices for example voices of different animals, natural voices:

Trumpet sound:

TRAA - RAA —-RAA, TRAA - RAA -RAA
Rooster crows:

Kl - KI-RI-KIII, KI - KI-RI -KII
Dove:

GRUU - GRUU - GRUU,...

Crow screams:
KRRAA — KRRAA — KRRAA, ...

For this purpose | wrote the words and the melody in the form of playful game in which children
are training pronouncing of voice "R".

REDKVICA
REDKVA, REDKVA, REDKVICA RDECA KAKOR USTA.
NA GREDICI ZRASLA SI, VSAK TE RAD POHRUSTA.



KO Z OTROKI PRIDEM SPET SPULIM TE Z GREDICE,
TE UMIJEM IN POJEM TVOJE RDECE LICE.
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Activities will be most effective when the child himself will show interest in them. It is important
that the child develops language at all language levels (Vrbovsek et al., 2007)

As an educator, | believe that speech represent us to the whole world. A wide vocabulary, correct
use of words, the ability to express ourselves in different circumstances and the way we speak -
they represent us as a person.
Rehearsing in kindergarten may serve as fun games, where kids are looking for new words, learn
how to express themselves and consequently expand vocabulary and build self-esteem. Educator
must encourage children and look for new challenges suitable for fun ways of exercising.
Correct speech gives them a lot of help through life, especially when they are included in the
primary school, where they can only build on already familiar things.
Confident and correct speech will reflect their independence and unigqueness. Of course, we must
not forget the most important thing is the participation of teachers, parents and children.
Literature:
v’ Grgini¢, M. (2005). Porajajoca se pismenost. Zalozba Izolit.
v' Sgerm, D. (2002). Poslusam, slisim, izgovarjam. Maribor: Osnovna Sola Ludvika
Pliberska Maribora.
v Vrbovsek, B., Postrufin, L., Sajko, D., Smerdelj, J., Tomi¢, T., (2007). Porajajoca
se pismenost v predsolskem obdobju. Ljubljana: Supra.



FANTASY CUBES

Zlatka Vetrih,
Kindergarten Slovenske Konjice, 1 Slomskova, Slovenija

In this article I will present a toy that | have created and that children have been very
keen on. | have called it Fantasy cubes. With the help of these cubes children compose
their own stories.

It is very important for children to develop a rich imagination. It will perfect them
throughout their lives, they will know how to immerse themselves in the world of games,
travelling and daydreaming. Imagination gives children unlimited freedom, it helps them
to create the world around them and helps them to be more imaginative when facing
everyday challenges as well as to solve their problems easier. Children also have recourse
to their imagination because when with imagination they reach unattainable, it lowers
their tension.

Everyone who has ever been in contact with children knows that children’s imagination
has no limits. We, grownups who take care of children are on the other hand responsible
for unlocking children’s imagination and encouraging them. This is the main reason that
this game has been created. With the help of this game a child:

- develops their imagination,

- creates their own story,

- enriches their vocabulary,

- activates creative thinking,

- develops verbal expression, is able to narrate the story by themselves.
This game can be used in different languages (both mother tongue as well as foreign
language) and for different age groups.

HOW TO PLAY

The game contains seven cubes. Each plane on a cube has a picture on it (showing
people, objects, actions, animals, etc.). A child takes one cube from the box and rolls it.
Then they take the next one, rolls it and puts it next to the first one. The child does the
same with all the other cubes left in the box. When all the cubes are stacked next to each
other they can create a story based on the pictures shown on the cubes. Unlock your
imagination and make up your own stories.




An example of a child’s imaginary story:

“It was a nice sunny day. Bine went on a boat trip down the river. He saw a pig in the
river and he took it with him on the boat. Bine became hungry so he bought some fruit.
The pig didn’t want any fruit because he smelt that they were baking pizzas on board.”
Let your Fantasy cubes take you into the world of fun and creative game.

STORY THINGS

AUTHOR: Raquel Alvarez Calvo, Carmen Ramirez Chico
SCHOOL.: C. E. Ponce de Leon

CLASSROOM: 3 years old

CITY: Madrid

Country Spain

Do you know the planet called "Tierriquita"? Don’t you? It is a very, very distant planet,
where the fairy "Maytiquita” lives. She is a little naughty fairy who likes to play pranks
on her friends. She is always dressed like that little red animal with small black dots. Do
you know what it is? ... Yes! A ladybug.

One of the jokes that he liked to spend on "Maytiquita”" was to make rain on his friend
"Carmenglita", who always had to carry the umbrella in her hand.

Another joke that she used to spend was to give balloons full of "magic air” to his other
friend "Raqueladita” so that when she caught them she would fly away! But ... do you
know what was happening? Well, when "Raqueladita" was ready, about to touch the
clouds, PLOFF! the balloon exploded. What a scare! What a fall, thank goodness in
"Tierriquita" the ground was soft, soft like a sponge.



One day the three friends were walking together on the way to the land of the Elves. How
happy they are! They play, they jump and without realizing the clock passes and they
arrive

... to the wonderful, mysterious, captivating beauty and enormous enchanted ugliness.
Where the elves live, who observe them, especially the elf "Lauriquita” who enjoyed the
antics of the fairy "Maytiquita".

They meet Elfa "Lauriquita” and her friend "Raulillo”, the pixie, together they walk
through the woods when they meet the magical elf "Teresita" strawberry face that was
sleeping next to an enchanted lake. The three elves came and gave a sweet kiss to
Teresita ... When she woke up, she was so happy to see her little friends around her, that
she decided to give each of them a gift ... and she made everyone feel very happy. They
said goodbye to them and continued on their way.

Suddenly appeared the elf named "Veronicaca™ with their elephants proposed to take a
walk and see animals: birds flying and singing, snails eating grass and hiding ... and
walking, walking ... in the distance we saw a castle. Who will the castle be? The castle
was owned by a prince, called Raulbak, who was good and friendly. The three friends
who were already walking at night and needed to sleep met the prince who invited them
to sleep in his castle. There they met "Elvirilla" a princess who liked nature, walk through
the castle gardens and pick flowers. In the castle lived "Rubencol” who wanted to find the
fairies to put wings and so to make runs in the sky with the elves. So the fairy Maytiquita
gave him his wings...

They continued on their way to the enchanted forest, where they saw a large house and
there
lived "Gnomamelia”, running happily among butterflies, squirrels and other forest

animals. She is the guardian of the objects cherished by the princesses and fairies of the
stories. She usually goes fishing and then invites all the friends of the forest to have a
little fish dinner and then they sing and dance until they fall asleep.

At night the little "Gnomamelia” falls asleep. Suddenly, in the sky, a bright star appears.
Will it be a good fairy? Well, no. Above the star flies "Sorayita" an evil witch, who has a
large crystal ball. He is envious of Carmenguita, Maytiquita and Raqueladita. " The three
are very famous and all the friends of the village always invited them. So Sorayita pulls
out a basket from which comes a terrible green smoke. When Carmengiita smells it,
Maytiquita and Raqueladita fall asleep in a deep sleep.

The next day, at dawn, all the friends of the village wake up like every day. When they
get up they see with surprise that Carmenguita, Maytiquita and Raqueladita have
disappeared and in their place there is an umbrella, a ladybug and an ice cream.



When it was the turn of the gnome Sandrusquita, whose image and courage made her
very dear in the forest, luck had it that the green color allowed her to grant Princess
Lucinda the desire to become the warrior elf "Sandrusquita”, which with his unicorn she
could travel to the Tierriquita planet or where Maytiquita, Carmenguita and Raqueladita
needed it.

Everyone had fun at the rainbow party, until they heard a voice of alarm that said ...

I am "Anusquita, the fairy godmother of the forest. | have come to give you some bad
News:

Maytiquita, Carmenguita and Raqueladita have been kidnapped by the evil witch
"Sorayita".

Everyone became very sad. Anusquita told them:

- Do not worry. I will find them with my magic wand.

Under the watchful eye of everyone, the surprise was to see that the wand did not
respond. They asked for help to the elf warrior Sandrusquita who with her unicorn
traveled through the forest in search of the fairies, but without news of them. Seeing the
stir caused in the forest, the pretty butterfly Lauriquita comes down to offer her help. For
this she reunites her friends Nala and Nori and they ask her to the magical mirror of the
river for the hiding place of the evil sorceress Sorayita and she answers them ... "Help,
we are here!"

The mirror said nothing and while Lauriquita and her friends suddenly became sad, a
shower of stars from the sky fell and a white horseman "Gonzolasco" appeared.
Do not fear, the mirror will speak if you pull the strings already. And shouting his name

appear.

And that's how the three fairies came back again with their friends.
END

THE HOUR OF REFUGEES

Teacher: Boncompte Gemma
Satudent: Berta Marti

Escola Pia lgualada ( Spain)
Igualada, Spain

We’ll raise the rebellion,
with a burst of claims,
defending rights, for a will,
it is the justice for refugees.

It's a dream, a desire;



The fleeing away from here,
start a new life,
change the course of history.

| want to live,
I want to be free.
never be alone,
and return the feel of love.

| just want a light that illuminates the road,
or a single cry of hope,
That makes us feel,
Finally to achieve that freedom

The hope that makes us suffer
a dream invincible,
The spirit to be free
and start to live again.

So that's all we want,
They are our desires.
We will defend our rights,
For our best sweet immigrant childhood.

We are nothing more than refugees
Who try to get the felicity.
We have the necessary hope
to think in a different world.

Vis de copil

Prof. inv. Prescolar Epuran Amalia
Gradinita cu Program Prelungit ,,Bobocei din Micro I1I” , Buzau

Catelul mic e catelandru
Gurita conturatd cu magiun
Papuci cu zane si lipici
Codite, impletite cu zambet si culoare
Arici si smee de hartie
Parfum de fericire si visare
In lumea ta copilarie
Sunt vise si trairi
In lumea ta copilarie.



Copilarie
Ed.Banica Cristina
Gradinita cu Program Prelungit ,,Bobocei din Micro III” , Buzau

Un copil mai mic

{111 intreaba pe voinic

-Mai voinice din valcea
Stii ce inseamna ,,copilarie”?

Si voinicul 1i raspunse:

-Vise , pace si iubire
-Soare, cantece $i jocuri

-Zambete de bucurie

Si sclipire in ochigori.

Spiridusa Maya
Prescolar, Scarlat Maya

Prof. inv. Prescolar Epuran Amalia
Gradinita cu Program Prelungit ,,Bobocei din Micro I11” , Buziu

Sunt fetita, nu sunt mica,
Harnica-s ca o furnica
Si-0 ajut pe-a mea mamica.
La Gradi toti ma iubesc
Ca-s desteaptd, ma-ndragesc.
Caldur-aici eu am gasit
Colegii bine m-au primit
Si m-am simtit ca-ntr-o poveste
Ce in curénd, ea nu mai este
A fost un vis adevarat

Ce din pacate-i terminat.

Prietenia

Prescolar, Stanciu — Vuta Alexandra Elena
Ed.Banica Cristina



Gradinita cu Program Prelungit ,,Bobocei din Micro III” , Buzau

Imi plicea la gradinita

Sa majoc cu o fetita.

Si-as fi vrut ca—n jocul meu
Sa fiu sefa numai cu
Insa ea se supira
Si acasda ma para.
Doamnele mi-au explicat
Ca un prieten adevarat
Se poartd frumos mereu...

Asavoi face si cu.

Visul meu

Presc. Marcu Mihnea
Grupa mica/G.P.P. Nr. 9 Buzau
Prof. ptr. inv. Prescolar Horhocea Arabela

Cand eram mai mititel
Mi-as fi dorit un catel.
Alb,pufos si dragalas
Sa-1 scot ziua prin oras.
Sa-i pun la gat fundita colorata
De copilasi tare admirata.
COPILARIA

Prof. inv. prescolar Grozavu lonela Mihaela- G.P.N. Mihailesti, Buzau

Copilaria nu o vom uita,

Nu ne vom mai gasi cu ea,

Oricat de mult noi ne dorim,
Ramanem doar cu ce ne amintim...

Clipe frumoase petrecute,



Cu nebunii si jocuri multe.

CINE SUNT EU ?

Alexandrescu Stefania Delia, Coord. Prof. inv. prescolar Grozavu lonela Mihaela-
G.P.N. Mihdailesti, Grupa Mijlocie, Mihailesti, Buzau

Sunt un fluture venit din amintire,
Si dupa lungi sederi In umbra,
Vestesc venirea primaverii
Zburand din frunza in frunza.

Cand razele de soare stralucesc,
Mireasma florilor te-mbata,

Eu merg si tuturor le prevestesc,
Acum, e mai frumos ca niciodata.

SFATUL BUN

Prof. inv. Prescolar Nastase Vasilica

G.P.P. si P.N.,, lulia Hasdeu”
Campina, jud. Prahova

Azi mi-a spus mamica mea
Sa pretuiesc mult, cartea,
Caci ma va ajuta in viata
Si-mi va da mereu povata.

- Carte, eu te pretuiesc

Si-mi place sa te citesc!

LEGENDA LALELELOR

lTonascu Matei

Prof. Nastase Vasilica

G.P.P. si P.N. ,, lulia Hasdeu”
Grupa mica

Cdmpina, judetul Prahova

Intr-o gradind erau lalele de mai multe culori. Fiecare lalea era mandri de
culoarea sa, dar



si-ar fi dorit sd poarte si din culorile celorlalte.

Ele au hotarat sa o cheme in ajutor pe Zana Lalea.

Auzind ce dorinta aveau, Zana Lalea a scos bagheta ei magica, le-a atins usor si
le-a amestecat culorile.

In acest fel au mai imprumutat cate o culoare pe care si-0 doreau.

De atunci au aparut lalelele cu doua culori.

COPILARIE FERICITA

Profesor inv.prescolar: Radu Ramona Geanina
G.P.P.,,Bobocei din Micro I11’- BUZAU

Tare mult mi-ar place acum
Sa mai fiu copil si eu,

Sa ma joc sotronul iard

Sa sar coarda pe afara.

lar afard cand iegim

Mereu ne-nveselim.

Cand sosim cu mic, cu mare
Jocuri avem pentru fiecare:

Impreuna ne distram,

Volei cu mingea jucdm ,
Cu creta colorata desenam
Pe toti prietenii Ti asteptam.

DULCEA MEA COPILARIE

Prof. inv. presc. Borta Raluca Elena
G.P.P. ,,Bobocei din Micro II1l” - Buzdu

Dulcea mea copildrie,
Doar acum eu iti pot scrie,
Cu culori si cu creioane
Jocuri multe cu baloane.

Sunt un copil fericit
Si de toti eu sunt iubit,
lar afard cand iesim



Noi mereu ne-nveselim.

Cu colegii ne-ntélnim,
La gradi noi pornim,
Multe jocuri sd-nvatdm
De copilarie sa nu uitam.

Toti ma-ntreaba cu mirare:

,, Ce- 054 fiu cand voi fi mare?”

Pompier, sofer sau pictor,
Mare avocat sau doctor,
Poate electrician,

Sau chiar politician.
Mama vrea muzician,
Strange bani pentru pian.
Dar eu vreau explorator,
Sau poate inventator,

Sa creez ce-mi place mie,
Sa fac, poate, o magie,
Toata viata sa raman,

Un copil dragut si bun!

leri am fost intr-o gradina,
Cu multe animale,

Ursi, maimute, o camila,
Pasari, serpi si iguane.
Erau tigri mari, frumosi,
Lei si-un leopard,
Crocodili si porci spinosi,
Chiar si-un elefant.

Am vazut tot ce-am visat
Si din carti am studiat,

Sa va spun, mai are rost?
leri la ZOO eu am fost!

CEVOIFI?

prof. Marin Elena, GPN ,, Piticot”, Suceava

LA ZOO

prof. Marin Elena, GPN ,, Piticot”, Suceava



COPILARIE

Nica lolanda - Gradinita P.N. nr. 51/

Seminarul Teologic Ortodox ,, Sf.Cuv.Dionisie Exiguul”’, Constanta

Dulce esti copilarie,

Ca o floare in campie

Esti in gdndul meu oricand
Nu te voi uita nicicand.

Atunci cand mare voi creste,
Imi voi aminti fireste

Jocuri, cantece, povesti,
Vise dulci, copilaresti.

Nici o grija sa nu ai
Sa te joci sau doar sa stai,
Jucarii sa tot primesti

Ce-ai putea sa-ti mai doresti?

Tot copildrie este,
Cand nimic nu iti lipseste
Toti cei dragi in jur mereu

Frati, parinti, bunici...nu-i greu!

Atunci cand esti copil se poate

Sa plangi, sa razi si sa le faci pe toate

Greselile 1ti sunt iertate

Chiar daca crezi ca ai mereu dreptate.

Dulcea mea copilarie,

Cea mai draga dintre toate
Tu ai zmee din hartie

Si creioane colorate.

SUNTEM COPII

Ciucea Cecilia- G.PN.NR.51- Seminarul Teologic Ortodox ,,Sf. Dionisie Exiguul-

Constanta”



Am invatat despre prietenie

Si cum sa fim cu toti Tn armonie.
Noi suntem mici §i mai ne Tncurcam
Mai gresim chiar uneori

Dar intre noi ne ajutam,,

Si zi de zi ne corectam.

-Cand ajung la gradinita
Cu copiii tofi ma joc,

Ca-i baiat sau e fetita,
Nimanui spate nu-ntorc.

— Suntem toti prieteni buni
Mereu, de luni pana luni
Roata, roata si-nca- o data
Si acum si alta data!

Buna ziua cand se spune
Capul inclinam usor
C-asa e frumos si bine
La salutul tuturor!

Noi, jucdrioarele toate

Cu drag ni le-mprumutam.
Nu-i frumos, nici nu se poate
Pe ele sa ne certam.

Cuvinte magice-am aflat

TE ROG si MULTUMESC FRUMOS
Si cand le spun e minunat

Caci sunt de toti apreciat!

Copilaria

Prescolar: OLAR ILINCA MARIA
Coordonator: Profinv. presc. CIOBANCA GENOVEVA
Gradinita P.P.,,Universitatii Babes Bolyai* Cluj Napoca / jud. Cluj

Copilarie esti frumoasa

Cu anii tai cei minunati

Cu Feti-Frumosi si Dalbe Cosanzene
Oamenii toti sunt fermecati.



Copilaria-i fericita

Cand totul este linistit

Prinzi fluturi si mai cazi o data
Cand essti copil si esti 1ubit.

Esti o poveste tu, copilarie
Cu ani frumosi ce iute trec,
Dor imi va fi mereu de tine
Ca tine si eu iute trec.

Copilarie fericita

Prof inv. presc. CIOBANCA GENOVEVA

Gradinita P.P.,, Universitatii Babes Bolyai* Cluj Napoca / jud. Cluj

Iubita mea copilarie

Doar in carti se poate scrie
Multe zile insorite
Ghidusii nemarginite.

Alergam descult pe afara
lubeam méndra primavara

lar seara cand ne adunam
Povesti frumoase noi spuneam.

DRAGA VARA!
Botnaru Liuba-Gradinita cu Program Normal Nr.51/

Seminarul Teologic Ortodox ,,Sf. Cuvios Dionisie Exiguul”, Constanta

-Vara, vara, dragd vara!

Ce 1mi daruiesti tu, vara?

-Eu iti daruiesc, copile,

Mult soare si caldura- afara,

Curcubeu pe cerul-nalt
Si ploite argintii



Ce-i indeamna pe copii
Sa alerge, sa se joace

Pe afard, prin béltoace.
[ti mai daruiesc, copile,
Un izvor cu apa lina,
Care curge cristalina,
Brazi, stejari si pini, arini,
Ce dau umbra si racoare,
Fragi si mure 1n paduri,
Ce-i agteapta pe copii,
Sa vina sa le culeaga,
Ca-s pline de vitamine.
Gréaul- aur in campie

Si cirese la urechi,
Pentru copilasi isteti.
Fluturasi viu colorati,
Albinute harnicute
Gospodine ne-ntrecute,
Ce-aduna de dimineata
Multa miere in stupina.
Cucul canta: cucu, cucu!

Atunci cand graul se coace.

-Copilasule iubit,

Vara te iubeste

Si 1ti mai daruieste:
Floricele pe campii

Sa te plimbi, sa le privesti
Toate sa le daruiesti
Celor dragi, ce te iubesc.
Dar, tu, sa fii bland cu ele,
Nu le rupe, drag copil,
Floricelele sa fie

Coroana Pamantului,

Sa fie cel mai frumos,
Sa-1 iubim, sa-l ocrotim,
De rele sa il pazim.

PAPUSA ILEANA

Mitrus Mihai

prof. Dan Alina

Gradinita cu P.P. “Perlutele marii”
Grupa mijlocie “Calutii de mare”
Localitatea Constanta



Uite mama, o Ileana
Parca e o Cosanzeana
E frumoasa si-i sta bine
De-a secat inima-n mine.
N-ai ce zice, n-ai ce face
E frumoasa si imi place!

CARNAVALUL DIN VENETIA

prof. Dan Alina

Gradinita cu P.P. “Perlutele marii”
Grupa mijlocie “Calutii de mare”
Localitatea Constanta

A fost odatd ca niciodata, departe de tara noastra, o altd tara minunata, Italia.
Italia, avea un tinut scildat in ape, un tinut de poveste ce se numea Venetia. Acest tinut se
afla sub puterea Stdpanului Apelor, cel care impartise frumoasa Venetie in doud taramuri.
Peste unul din tinuturi el intinsese o vraja, vraja ce a facut ca toti oamenii sa fie la fel ca
el, sa nu zambeasca niciodata, sa nu se bucure si pe chipul lor sa se vada doar tristete.
Stapanul Apelor si vraja lui cea rea nu aveau insa nici o putere asupra celuilalt tinut, unde
oamenii erau mereu fericifi si zambitori tot timpul, dansau, se distrau si se iubeau unii pe
altii.

In tinutul fericit, stipanea printul Carlo, un frumos tanir cu sufletul bun, care isi
iubea oamentii §i 11 placea sa ii vada dansand si petrecand tot timpul. De aceea, {inutul lui
se afla mereu in carnaval si-n voie buna.

In fiecare dimineata, printul Carlo iesea la fereastra camerei sale din superbul
castel in care locuia si privea dincolo de ape, 1n tinutul tristetii. Acolo, oamenii erau atat
de tristi incat parca nici soarele nu stralucea la fel si cea mai trista dintre toti locuitorii era
tandra printesa Carolina.

Printul Carlo se intreba mereu:

- Oare de ce toti oamenii aceia sunt tristi?

- Ce frumoasa este acea fata. Parul ei parca este de aur, iar ochii, ochii sunt de un
albastru ca cerul. As face orice sa ajung la ea.

In acest timp, frumoasa printesd se uita de la fereastra castelului sau si privea
oftand peste ape pana ce intalnea chipul plin de fericire si bucurie al printului Carlo.

- Of, tare sunt tristd. Toti oamenii din jurul meu sunt tristi. Oare de ce? Oare ce
fac acel print si oamenii lui de sunt altfel decat noi?

Intotdeauna printul isi spunea:

- Trebuie sa ajung la frumoasa Carolina, vreau sa o vad zdmbind! O voi Invata sa
cante si sa danseze, o voi invata sa rada si sa fie fericita alaturi de mine.

Intr-una din zile, tot privind la preafrumoasa Carolina, printului ii veni o idee.
Acesta 1l chema pe cel mai priceput mester din {inut si 1i spune:



- Draga mestere, 1ti poruncesc ca in trei zile sd construiesti ceva nemaivazut si
nemaipomenit, ceva sa ma poarte in celalalt tinut.

- Bine stapane! Voi aduna toti mesterii priceputi din tinut si ne vom gandi ce

putem sa facem.

Mesterul, plecand de la stapanul sau, se tot gandi ce ar putea sa faca... iar spre
seara, o idee minunata 1i luminat mintea.

- Voi construi un pod cu totul si cu totul din argint.

Pana dimineatd podul era gata. Mesterul alergda intr-un suflet la fereastra
castelului si striga:

- Maria ta, dorinta ti-e Indeplinita! Poti trece fara frica apele.

Printul priveste fericit, podul de argint scaldat in lumina soarelui si se minuneaza
de stralucirea lui, dar, in acel moment, Stapanul Apelor iese din adancuri furios ca
oamenii vor sa i distruga vraja si porunceste apelor furioase sa distruga podul de argint:

Ape suparate

Ridicati-va toate

Podul de peste apa

Sa-1 distrugeti indata!

Apele s-au ridicat si peste pod s-au aruncat dar nu au reusit sa il distrugad. Si mai
furios decat pana acum, Stapanul Apelor isi cheama supusul pe care il transformase in
balaur si 11 porunci sa topeasca podul de argint scuipand flacari de foc asupra lui:

- Balaur fioros,

Supus credincios,

Podul de peste apa

Sa-1 topesti indata!

Balaurul, iese ca o furtuna de sub apa si sufla flacari si foc, iar podul de argint se
topeste Indata.

Printul, vazand una ca asta, se intristeaza putin, dar in acel moment mesterul i
spune:

- Maria ta, nu ai grija cad pana maine vom ridica un pod cu totul si cu totul din
aur.

S-au apucat de lucru si pand dimineatd podul era gata. Mesterul alerga intr-un
suflet la fereastra castelului si striga iar:

- Maria ta, dorinta ti-e indeplinitd! Poti trece fara frica apele.

Printul priveste fericit podul de aur care era mai minunat $i mai stralucitor decat
cel de argint, dar, in acel moment, Stapanul Apelor iese din adancuri si, mai furios decat
inainte, porunceste apelor sd distrugd podul de aur:

Ape suparate

Ridicati-va toate

Podul de peste apa

Sa-1 distrugeti indata!

Apele s-au ridicat si peste pod s-au aruncat dar nu au reusit sa il distruga. Ele au
mai incearca odatd dar tot nimic i cumplitul Stapan al Apelor il cheama iar pe balaur si
i1 porunceste sa topeasca podul de aur scuipand flacari de foc asupra lui:

- Balaur fioros,

Supus credincios,

Podul de peste apa



Sa-1 topesti indata!

Balaurul, iese ca o furtuna de sub apa si sufla flacari si foc, dar podul nu se topi.
Adunandu-si fortele sufla din nou si podul de aur, in cele din urma se topeste si el.

Cand a vazut o asemenea nedreptate, printul suparat se inchide in turnul
castelului si priveste peste apa la printesa cu parul de aur.

- Trebuie si ajung la ea! Imi doresc foarte mult si o intalnesc pe aceasta minunata
fatd. Vreau sa ma casatoresc cu ea.

In acelasi timp, in tiramul de dincolo, printesa ofta si plangea:

- Tare as vrea sd ma intalnesc cu printul si cu oamenii de pe taramul celalalt sa
fim si noi ca ei.

- Mesterul, dupa un timp in care tot s-a gandit si a vorbit cu ceilalti mesteri din
tinut, merge la print si 1i spune:

- Miria ta, stiu ca te-am dezamagit dar te rog sd ma lasi sd mai incerc ceva!

- Draga mestere, fa ce crezi tu, cd eu am incredere 1n tine i in oamenii tai §i sunt
sigur ca vei reusi sa ma ajuti sa trec in taramul de dincolo!

S-au apucat de lucru si pand dimineatd podul era gata. Mesterul alerga intr-un
suflet la fereastra castelului si striga iar:

- Maria ta, dorinta ti-e Indeplinita! Poti trece fara frica apele.

Printul priveste mirat podul care, de data aceasta, era cu totul si cu totul din
piatrd, nu stralucea si nu era frumos ca celelalte de pana acum, dar pentru ca avea
incredere In mesterul si in omenii sdi, porni catre taramul celdlalt, insotit de oamenii din
tinutul sau. Furios peste masura ca printul nu renuntd, Stdpanul Apelor iese din adancuri
si porunceste apelor sa distrugd podul de piatra:

Ape suparate

Ridicati-va toate

Podul de peste apa

Sa-1 distrugeti indata!

Apele s-au ridicat si peste pod s-au aruncat, dar nu au reusit sa il distruga. Ele au
mai incearca odata si inca odatd dar tot nu au reusit, iar cumplitul Stapan al Apelor il
cheama iar pe balaur si 1i porunceste sa distruga podul de piatrd scuipand flacari de foc
asupra lui:

- Balaur fioros,

Supus credincios,

Podul de peste apa

Sa-1 topesti indata!

Balaurul iese ca o furtund de sub apa si sufld flacari si foc, dar podul nu se
distruge. Sufla iar cu si mai multd putere, dar nici de aceastd datd nu reuseste. In cele din
urmd, adunandu-si fortele, sufla pana ce ramane slabit de puteri si se scufunda in adancul
apelor.

In acest timp, printul trece peste pod si ajunge pe taramul celilalt. In acel
moment vraja se rupe si Stapanul Apelor pleaca spre alte tinuturi pe care sa le vrajeasca
si sa le stdpaneasca.

Printul o intdlneste in sfarsit pe frumoasa Carolina, fata cu parul de aur, o
imbratiseaza si, in acea clipd, printesa zambeste pentru prima oard si oamenii din tinutul
tristetii se inveselesc si ei si sunt luati la dans de cei din tinutul fericirii.



Si, in acea zi, printul a organizat un nemaipomenit carnaval la care oamenii din
cele doua tinuturi au devenit prieteni §i au petrecut cu dans §i voie bund, rasete si
fericire, trei zile si trei nopti, sarbatorind ruperea vrajii si unirea celor doua {inuturi. An
de an are loc Carnavalul din Venetia, carnaval care a ajuns cunoscut in toata lumea.

DRAGA-MI ESTI, COPILARIE

Prof.,Tanase Maria,Scoala Gimnaziala ,, Octavian Goga”.Oradae, Bihor

Draga-mi esti, copilarie
Te-as iubi o vesnicie.
Jocuri vesele, zglobii,
Tmi aduc doar bucurii.

Draga-mi esti, copilarie
Ca 0 mantie azurie.

Pot s-alerg si sa ma joc,
Cu prieteni la un loc.

Draga-mi esti, copilarie
Vis frumos si armonie.

Tu ma-nveti sa pretuiesc,
Pe parinti cum sa-i cinstesc.

Draga-mi esti, copilarie
Ca o floare razachie.

In cuprinsul tau as sta,
Toata viata, de-as putea.

Draga-mi esti, copilarie

Toate sunt cum ar trebui sa fie.

Visator as vrea sa fiu,
Al lumii miracol sa-1 stiu.

Draga-mi esti, copilarie
Si minunea care stie,

Sa mi-aduca azi, cu dor,
Cartea sfanta a tuturor.

POVESTEA PRIMAVERII

Bulai Francesca
Profesor VVranceanu Irina

Scoala Gimnaziala ,,Mihai Dragan’’ Bacau



Clasa a Vll-a
Bacau

Prin geamul larg deschis, mirosul dulce de primavari intrd in camera. inca de
dimineata, razele blande si jucause ale discului auriu s-au oglindit in fereastra curata ca
lacrima. Au asteptat cuminti s ma trezesc, iar cand m-au simtit treaz, mi-au zambit $i mi-
au mangaiat fata adormitd. Chiar daca anul a inceput de cateva luni, simbolic, anul cel
nou abia acum incepe, odata cu primele zile insorite de martie.

Intr-un tiaram indelungat s-au adunat la sfat: Iarna, Primavara, Batranul An, Gerul,
Razele Soarelui, Copacul si un Ghiocel suav. Lupta se dadea intre larna ce purta o rochie
lunga, cusuta cu cristale de gheata si safire. Primavara, cea mai mica fiica a Batranului
An, sosi cu o caleasca trasa de vant pentru a trezi natura amortita.

- Ghiocel, Ghiocel, mic si firav!! De ce ai rasarit acum, cand Iarna inca stapaneste
lumea noastra? 1-au intrebat Razele de soare.

- Tocmai voi ma intrebati?
- Cred ca stii prea bine ca iarna este pe cale sa se sfarseasca.
- Nuuuu voi pleca, nuuuu asa curand! se auzi vajaitul iernii.
- Dar eu stiu ca vei pleca, fiindca vine vremea mea! incepu ghiocelul sa cante.
- Vremea noastrad! addugara razele soarelui.
- Nu stii tu, larna, ca timpul tau este pe sfarsite? intreba Ghiocelul.
- Sunt micuta si cochetd, am buline pe jachetd! adaugd o sprintard buburuza.
- ,,Sunt toporasul din campie
S-am culoarea albastrie,
Am petale minunate,
Rotunde si delicate,
S-un parfum imbatator,
Ce-11ia vantul calator
Si-1 imprastie usor
Pe pamantul incantétor,

Oare ma poti pastra cu dor?”

- Sunt sora cea mai micd a ghiocelului! chiar dupa el apar mereu. Sunt Vioreaua!
primavdra o vestesc si eu!

- Nu Sstiti voi, iarna e rea si nemiloasa care tine oamenii in casa, ghioceii sub zapada
si razele soarelui dupa cortina groasa de nori!...Nu stii tu ca soarele aduce vremea buna,
iar ghiocelul...

- Ghiocelul a venit sd anunte primavara! spusera in cor razele soarelui.
- Este momentul sd pleci. Sora ta cand soseste-n toatd tara, natura se inveseleste si
padurea inverzeste! adauga batranul an.

- Acum sunt un copac fericit! larna urata si geroasd a devenit doar o amintire trista.
Zapada grea ca de plumb, care ameninta sd-mi rupa gingasele ramuri, s-a topit. Vantul
furios s-a imblanzit si nu-mi mai apleaca crengile pana la pamant. Acum abia daca mai
adie si asta cu un suflu cald si imbietor. Ramurile mele, inghetate pana mai ieri, incep sa
se dezmorteascd. Daca iarna ar fi durat mai mult acum as fi doar o poveste trista ... De
cateva zile, soarele cu ale sale raze blande si calde ma mangaie pe crestet in fiecare zi si
ma dezmiarda cu soapte luminoase. Parca ar dori s ma anunte, caci ii pare rau ca pentru
o scurtd perioadd a cedat in fata ultimei ierni neprietenoase. Acum este o adevaratd



desfatare sa privesc spre bolta senina a cerului, iar de acolo de sus albastrul cerului sa-mi
faca prietenos cu mana in semn de salut. $1 noaptea incepe sa devina o incantare, stelele
agatate de firmament impung intunericul dens al noptii cu mii §i mii deluminite.
Privind in jur realizez ca natura se trezeste la viatd. Nu am cum sa nu fiu bucuros!

Ghioceii si-au scos deja capul prin palcurile de zapada uitate in jurul meu. Razele de
soare se reflectd in petalele lor albe si raspandesc in jur sclipiri orbitoare. Animalutele si
gandecii alearga de colo in cautare de mancare. Din cand in cand, cate o pasare, din cele
care nu au plecat in tarile calde, se aseaza pe crengile mele dese si-mi soptesc cd din
inaltul cerului primavara se vede venind.

Mirosul de primavara din imprejurimi este pentru mine ca un parfum de petale de
trandafiri. La radacinile mele, firisoare timide de iarba isi croiesc drum spre lumind prin
pamantul proaspit dezghetat. In cteva saptimani totul in jurul meu va fi verde. Ce pacat
ca nu am talpi s pot simti covorul moale de verdeatad care se va asterne in curand la
picioarele mele.

Probabil nu va mai trece multd vreme si Mugurii, care vor anunta ca primavara s-a
instalat cu totul, Tmi vor aparea. Bucuria va fi si mai mare cand langa mugurii mei se vor
aseza pasarele mici care vor ciripi din zori si pana-n seard. Cu cantecele vesele ale
pasarilor ma voi trezi si tot cu ele voi adormi. Unele din ele isi vor face cuib Tn ramurile
mele si-mi vor tine de urat in serile mirifice de primavara.

- Primavara!!! Nuuuu! striga disperata Iarna.
Dar era prea tarziu. Cerul se inseninase, razele soarelui au invins, iar Ghiocelul s-a
intdlnit cu multi frati de-ai sai ghiocei. Primdvara s-a asternut voioasa si cu forte
proaspete peste intreg pamantul. Si, pentru ca, spiritul ei sa se faca simtit, Razele Soarelui
au patruns prin ferestrele tuturor caselor din lume, iar ghioceii au fost stransi in buchetele
si pusi in vaze, la loc de cinste. Cu soarele-n plete si privirea senina, Primavara a
iesit victorioasd din lupta incordata ce s-a dat intre ea si iarnd, iar biata larna a ramas
doar o poveste fara sfarsit.

Si-am Incélecat pe-o sa si va spusei povestea mea asa.

SOARELE SI COPIII

Popa Maria
G.P.P. Nr.42,
Oradea, Bihor

Astazi, Soarele se-ascunde
Dupa norii azurii,

Ca sa ias-apoi la joacd

Cu zburdalnicii copii.

El de sus de tot priveste
Cum se joaca, cum se-mping
Parinteste-1 incalzeste

Din inalt 1i ocroteste



Ei se joaca fara grija,
Stiu ca e deasupra lor,
In calduri-i inveleste
Soarele ocrotitor!

Cand apar copii afara
Soarele zambeste larg
lar acestia radiaza

Si de nerabdare ard

Sa alerge mult pe-afara.

COPILARIE

De dimineata pana-n noapte

Dealul rasuna de ale noastre fapte;

Degeaba, la masa ne chemau parintii,

Caci jocul nu-1 abandonam, in ciuda rugamintii.

Asa se scriu povesti adevarate,
De ale noastre minti pastrate,
Povestite cu atata umor si duiosie,
Ele sunt amintiri din copilarie.

Timandi Nicoleta
G.P.P. Nr. 42,
Oradea, Bihor

DRAGA MEA COPILARIE,

Profesor invat.prescolar: Vlaja Daniela
G.p.p ,,Bobocei din Micro 1l Buzau ™’

Draga mea copilarie,
Nicicand nu te voi uita,
Tu esti o floare parfumata
Eu in gand te voi purta.

Timpul repede se scurge

Mi-as dori sa te intorci

Sa fiu mereu copil pe acest pamant
Nicicand de tine sa nu ma despart.

Localitatea: Buzau, Judetul: Buzau



Draga mea copilarie,

De tine Tmi voi aminti cu drag
De jocuri, zdmbet si iubire

Tn suflet mereu te voi purta.

COPILARIA

Profesor invat.prescolar: Viaja Daniela

Copilaria e dulceata vietii,
E o poveste nesfarsita

E cantec, joc si voie buna
Prinse toate ntr-o cununa!

Copilaria e o lume de poveste,
O lume a inocentei, a bucuriei

G.p.p ,,Bobocei din Micro Il Buzau’’
Localitatea: Buzau, Judetul: Buzau

Cu cantece si jocuri, povesti nemuritoare.

Copilaria nu se mai intoarce!

DORINTA

Tudor Daria

Coordonator: prof. inv. primar Cristea Crina
Scoala Gimnaziala Galbinasi, clasa a IV-a A
Galbinasi, jud. Buzau

As vrea sd raman copil
Pentru totdeauna!

As vrea sd ma joc,

Sa alerg desculta,

Sa construiesc castele de nisip,
Si sa prind fluturi

Sa-mi pun cirese la urechi

Si sa fiu alintata.

Daca s-ar putea,

As ridica ruga Lui Dumnezeu
Sa ramana mama- mama,
Tata - tata



Si sa nu devina bunic... bunica.
Si eu,

Printesa lor iubita

Ce pdacat ca nu se poate

Ca eu sa fiu copil mereu!
Legea firii este ca toti copiii

Sa devina parinti de copii

Si sa retraiasca copilaria

Cu ochi si suflet de parinti.

LA BUNICI

Prof.invat.prescolar GHENCEA RALUCA
G.P.P.,,BOBOCEI DIN MICRO I11-BUZAU

Haideti, sa va spun copii,
O poveste!
Poate-o stiti.

O citim ,o0 explicam i
Apoi , o Tnvatam.

In gradina \1a bunici,
Am gasit un pui de arici,
Era mic si dragalas,

O pornise-n spre oras.

Pe burtica avea blanita.
Noi am vrut sa-i dam mdncare,
Un bol de lapte cu cereale.
Bunica ne-a spus pe data,
Sa nu facem vreo isprava.
Laptele pentru arici, e otrava,
Asa sa stiti!

A VENIT PRIMAVARA !

Coordonator

Nistor Vlad Marian

- Gutoiu Delia Cristina

Scoala Gimnaziala Galbinasi

clasa a IV-a

loc. Galbinasi, jud. Buzau

In gradina mea cu flori,
Sunt zambile si narcise de multe culori,
lar lalelele colorate



Sunt foarte 1audate.

Vantul usor adie,

Zburand puful de papadie.
Pe iarba verde si pufoasa,
Albinele si fluturii se asaza.

Cand soarele rasare,

Este bucurie mare.
Copiii ies la joaca,

Pana cand soarele pleaca.

RANDUNICA

Prof. inv. primar Gugoiu Delia Cristina
Scoala Gimnaziala Galbinasi,
loc. Galbinasi, jud. Buzau

La fereastra casei mele
S-a oprit o rAndunica.
Are pene negrisoare

Si puf alb pe sub burtica.

Pare trista, obosita

Si priveste cuibul rupt.
De la toamna grea si uda
Multa vreme a trecut.

A venit din nou acasa

De prin tari de soare pline,
Cuibul vrea sa-1 pregateasca
Pentru vara care vine.

Zboara-n cerc, iute coboara,
Ia 1n cioc un firisor,

Se intoarce la cuib iara

Si-1 repara-usor, usor.

Dupa-atata osteneala,
Cuibul, gata, e facut!
Puisorii doar s-apara
Din ouale ce-a depus.



COPILARIA

Prof. Dragomirescu Andreea Maria

Atat e de frumos afara,

S-alergi descult prin iarba cruda,
Sa n-ai pe cap nicio povara,

Sa simti cum soarele te...uda,
Cu-a lui caldura lucitoare.

Si ziua, cat este de mare,

Sa treci din joc 1n joc cu drag,
Si seara cand apare-n prag,

Sa mergi obosit la culcare,

Sa te joci iarasi, in visare.
Copilarie, vis si joc,

As vrea sa te opresti pe loc!

Sa ma ii vesnic cum sunt acum,
Iar timpul sa-1 oprim din drum,
Caci trece peste zilele mele

Ca apa peste pietricele,

Precum nisipul din clepsidra,
Ca batranetea sa ma prinda!

CAND ESTI COPIL

Cand esti copil e totul mai frumos
Si lumea {i se pare mare

Bunicii te privesc duios,

Tn ochi o lacrima le-apare.

Tu 1i Intrebi de ce ei plang...
Ei iti raspund ” -De bucurie!!”
Incepi sa sari din nou razand,
Frumoasa esti, copilarie!!

Dar timpul trece intr-o clipa,
Copil acum tu nu mai esti
Sinu mai ¢ a ta bunica,
Care frumos spunea povesti.

Gradinita P.P. Cozia, Rm. Valcea

Stanca Mariana
G.P.P. Cozia, Rm Valcea



Aventura unei buburuze

Albu Luminita-Daniela
Scoala Gimnaziala Nr. 11, Buzau

Era incad februarie. Un strat pufos de nea imaculatd acoperea pdmantul inghetat.
Norii plumburii cerneau stelute argintii ce dansau in aer, apoi se asezau cuminti, formand
un covor cilduros pentru plante. In padure, copacii erau acoperiti de un strat de zapada
lucitoare.

Intr-o poiana, tdnguindu-se in bataia vantului, strijuia un batrin stejar. Sub
scoarta groasa a acestuia se ascundea de iarna geroasa o mica buburuza. Avea aripile rosii
, 1ar din loc in loc, intr-o ordine perfectd, cateva buline negre ca smoala. Pe micuta gaza o
chema Bubulina.

Desi iarna era inca in putere, intr-o zi, un lup flamand, trecand pe langa falnicul
stejar, a inceput sd urle si sd-si cheme haita. Strigdtul lupului a fost atat de puternic incat
a trezit-o pe firava Bubulina. Tulburata din somn, a crezut ca a auzit ciripitul randunelelor
si clinchetul ghioceilor. Se gandi ca iarna s-a sfarsit si venise primavara. A iesit iute
afara, ca nu cumva sa-i ia altcineva Tnainte, dar s-a inselat. Aerul tdios al gerului a
cuprins-o imediat. Nu mai putea sa se intoarcd la céldurd fiindca crapatura prin care
iesise a fost repede acoperitd de un strat de nea.

- Of, acum unde o sa stau? a oftat ea.

Pana sa-i inghete suflarea, s-a gandit sa sape sub o frunza moartd un tunel n
pamant, unde ar putea sa se adaposteasca pana la primavara. A sapat o zi si o noapte, dar
aerul rece al iernii tot se mai simtea. Incepuse sa se clatine. Nu mai avea puteri si era
aproape amortita. Deodatd a descpoerit o samanta.

- Aici o sa raman. Am cu cine vorbi si voi putea sd ma incdlzesc langa aceasta
puternica simanta! spuse bucuroasa buburuza.

- O buburuza! Acum? se mira sdmanta.

- Pot sa stau cu tine pana vine primavara? Promit ca nu te deranjez!

- Nu! raspunse tdios samanta.

- De ce nu?

- Pai, eu o sd fiu o floare albastra, ca mama mea. O viitoare floare asa de
frumoasa ca mine sa stea cu o biata buburuza?

- Pot macar sa dorm aici pAnd maine? Poate se face primdvara...

- Bine, dar nu te lipi de mine! spuse samanta infumurata.

Biata Bubulina! Peste ce samanta rea a dat! Trebuia sa stea sa se gandeasca acum
Tncotro o s-o apuce de dimineatd, dar era prea obosita si a adormit imediat.

A doua zi, dis-de-dimineata, cand soarele abia se ivea, a fost trezita brusc de
samanta si obligata sa iasa 1n aerul rece.

Cand a iesit din ascunzdtoare, aproape ca a inghetat pe loc. O stelutd mica de
zapada cazu pe capul Bubulinei.

- O buburuza! Tarna? N-am mai vazut asa ceva! Ce culoare si ce pete! Scuze, cum
te cheama? Ai inghetat? Vrei sa te ajut sa gasesti un loc cald?

Bubulina nu putu sa scoatd macar un sunet, dar reusi sa dea din cap a aprobare.



- Am inteles. O sd-1 rog pe domnul Vant sa te duca la o cartita foarte amabila,
spuse fulgul.

Indata Vantul a ridicat-o pe Bubulina ca pe un fulg si a dus-0 la cumitra sa.
Cartita, amabila a primit-o cu multd bucurie.

- Ce cauti afara iarna? Stai sa-ti dau o patura si un ceai cald.

Imediat ce a sorbit ceaiul, buburuza s-a dezmortit si a inceput sa-i spuna toata
povestea.

- Bine ai venit la mine, dragd! spuse cartita. Dar peste trei zile voi avea musafiri
si nu prea avem loc toti.

Bubulina, toropitd de caldura, aproape ca adormise, dar vestea datda de cartita o
ingrijora foarte tare. Se temea de coltii reci ai gerului si de vantul nemilos. Nu stia unde
0 si se adaposteascd pana trece iarna. In galeria cartitei era cald, iar gazda sa era draguta
si iubitoare. Numai ca vremea trecea foarte repede si biata buburuza trebuia sa iasd din
nou in ger. In ultima noapte pe care si-o petrecuse in culcusul cArtitei, buburuza
infricosatd s-a rugat sd vina primavara. A venit si timpul sa-si ia ramas bun de la gazda
sa. A Inchis ochii Tnainte de iesi, asteptand sa simta tdisul rece al iernii, dar, imediat ce a
scos capul afara, simti caldura razelor aurii.

Bucuroasa, s-a intors la cartitd, o imbratisa, apoi iesi si isi lud zborul spre
intinderea albastra nesfarsita, fericitd ca a venit primavara.

Legenda anotimpurilor
Ciubotaru Dara Elena
Coord: prof. Albu Daniela
Scoala Gimnaziala Nr. 11
Clasaalll-aC
Buzau

Demult, pe cand Anul era un tanar chipes si vremea se schimba din secunda in
secundd, caci nu erau anotimpuri, parintii Anului I-au trimis in lume sa-si caute perechea.

A mers el ce-a mers, pand cand a gasit-o pe larna, o fatd rece ca gheata, dar
frumoasi ca soarele. Insd dupa trei luni, fata s-a ficut nevazuti.

Bietul An ce putea si faca? Isi continua drumul pana cand o gisi pe Primavari, o
cosanzeand care avea cununa de ghiocei si martisorul in piept. Ciudat a fost faptul ca
dupa trei luni si ea a disparut, luand cu ea parfumul teilor si salcamilor.

S1 mai necdjit, Anul isi continud calatoria. O intilni pe Vara fierbinte ca focul. Cu
raze de soare si cirese prinse in pdr, cu vacante lungi si spice de grau bogate, 1i zdmbea.
Vai! Ce necaz! Au trecut numai trei luni si deja a plecat!

Anul era pregétit sa se Intoarca acasa, dar in ultimele momente aparu din furtuna
de culori Toamna, imbracata cu o rochie uda si fosnitoare, umpland camarile cu fructe si
legume si adunand copiii de pe potecile vacantei. Anul se hotdri sd rdimana, in speranta
ca ea nu va pleca. Dar nici de data aceasta nu a fost mai norocos, caci si ea disparu la fel
ca si celelalte.

De atunci, larna, Primavara, Vara si Toamna stau cate trei luni fiecare, dupa care
dispar.



Fireste cd fiecare crdiasd a dat viatd unor prichindei. Copilasii Iernii sunt
Decembrie, lanuarie, Februarie. Primavara se joaca cu mititeii ei: Martie, Aprilie, Mai.
Vara fisi ingrijeste copiii sdi: [unie, lulie si August si bineinteles ca Septembrie,
Octombrie si Noiembrie sunt urmasii Toamnei.

Aceste fete se numesc anotimpuri si cand vin, pe rand, il fac fericit pe An si pe
noi totl.

,COPILARIE,

Popescu Adriana / Popescu Laura

Gradinita nr.185

Bucuresti
Lumea ta copildrie-i

Cea mai draga dintre toate

Cu creioane colorate
Si cu multad gingasie.

Copilaria-i bucurie

Visare si veselie

Sa cantam si sa dansam,

De copilarie sa ne bucuram!

Gandaci la... moda

Botiz Sara Natalia, ClasaalV-a, 4"
prof.Cureleac Mirela Mariana
Liceul Tehnologic Repedea, Maramures

Era odata un gandac care a fost invitat la emisiunea Romanii au talent. Voia sa
prezinte ceva nou si anume...Gandaci la ...moda.
- Méine e ziua cea mare, maine ma duc la emisiune sa iau premiul! spuse gandacul.

Spre seard a primit o altd invitatie: sa mearga la Exatlon Romania. Era surprins ca
ambele emisiuni erau la aceesi ora, in aceeasi data. Nu stia ce sa faca. Pana la urma a ales
Exatlonul.

- Of, a fost o decizie grea, dar sunt sigur ca voi castiga! S-a ingelat. A fost eliminat. Cand
a ajuns acasa, a spus sofiei:
- Am o veste buna si una rea. Am luat 4 000 de euro, dar nu voi mai participa la concurs.

Spre bucuria lui, emsiunea Romanii au talent a fost reprogramata pentru ca Andrei i-a
intrat un gandac in ureche si nu mai putea juriza.

In ziua concursului, gandacul si sotia sa au prezentat Gandaci la...modd si au luat
GOLDEN BUZZ-ul.

Acum se pregatesc pentru marea finald, dar au nevoie de manechine care sa le prezinte
creatiile.



- Copii, voi nu vreti sd-1 ajutati? Poate aveti niste gandaci prin bucatarie.

O intdmplare hazlie

prof.Cureleac Mirela Mariana
Liceul Tehnologic Repedea, Maramures

Fiecare vacanta petrecuta la bunici este un prilej de bucurie, dar ultima a fost cu
adevarat de neuitat. Bunicii mei locuiesc intr-un sat, la munte. Merg in fiecare vacanta la
ei pentru a-i revedea si pentru a ma reintélni cu prietenii.

Vara trecutd am mers, ca de obicei, insotitd de varul meu, Mitica. Intr-una din zile,
mi-a propus sa mergem la o0 casa indepartata si parasita, in Poiana Narciselor, despre care
se credea ca ar fibantuitd de fantome. Si bunicii mei vorbeau despre fenomene
paranormale petrecute in acea casd - fete frumoase care canta cu glas nepaméantean, dar
nimeni nu avea nici o0 dovada. Gura lumii spunea ca acea casa nu fusese locuita decat de
o singurd batrana care nu s-a casatorit niciodatd deoarece aceasta ar fi fost sub vraja
ielelor - fete ale padurii, iar dupa moartea acesteia nimeni nu a mai vrut s o cumpere.

Imi era frica, dar eram si foarte curioasi. Drumul a durat patru ore si odata ajunsi, in
fata casei, am incercat sa ne facem loc printre ierburile mari si dese. Deodata, vantul a
Tnceput sa bata cu putere, iar frunzele copacilor au inceput sa cada. Am auzit un zgomot
ciudat - niste fosnituri printre frunze si am vazut niste umbre apropiindu-se. Varul meu a
luat-o la fuga. Eram foarte speriata si nu mai aveam curaj sa ma mai uit in jur. Umbrele
se apropiau, se apropiau...Am incremenit...picioarele refuzau sa ma asculte. Mitica nu se
mai zarea..., iar eu am ramas singura in fata ....

De dupa casa s-au apropiat niste... oi. Degeaba am inceput sa-1 strig, pentru ca el
fugea atat de repede si era atat de speriat, incat nu ma auzea.

Primejdia a trecut. M-am asezat pe prispa sa-mi trag sufletul. Din casa s-au auzit niste
glasuri de fete. Amintindu-mi de spusele bunicilor am luat- o si eu la fuga si, la un
moment dat, chiar I-am intrecut pe varul meu.

Ajunsi acasa, am povestit tot ce ni s-a intdmplat. Bunicul ne-a linistit Spunandu-ne ca
si el a patit-o la fel, cu multi ani in urma, pe vremea cand si el era copil.

UNDE ESTI COPILARIE...?

Prof. inv. primar MARIA-MIRABELA PREDA,
Scoala Gimnaziald Ghergheasa,Buzau

Copilarie-ai fost frumoasa,
Dar un pic cam mofturoasa...
Tu ai plecat la alti copii,



Sé&-ti simta-al tdu parfum de-april...

Ai fost o clipa, si te-ai dus

Cand ai plecat, tu nu mi-ai spus,
Ca te-as fi-nchis eu ntr-un cufar,
Zau! Tu n-ai avut astampar...

Tu ai fost plind de mister,

Mereu tu m-ai cam pus la tester.
Am ras, am plans, m-am spaimantat,
Si chiar si-asa, tu m-ai tentat...!

La jocuri, ghidusii o mie,
Cantece si poezie,

Genunchi juliti si rochite rupte,
Doar bunul stia sa m-asculte.

Traiesc acum din amintiri,
Fiind in pragul de nuntiri...
Si-as vrea s te-ntreb cu tarie:
UNDE ESTI COPILARIE...?

DULCEA MEA COPILARIE...

Elev: Sardu Cristina Maria, clasa I,
Prof. inv. primar MARIA-MIRABELA PREDA, Scoala Gimnazialad Ghergheasa, Buzau

Copilaria, un basm pretios,
Personaju-s eu, cu chip frumos.
Ma joc, rad, cant, pacélesc,
Lumea o inveselesc.

Sunt cuminte, intelegatoare
Mamei 1i dau ascultare,

Insa pisica-mi mai zmotocesc,
Ca asa cred ca-i firesc.

Cartea eu o indragesc,

Coatele mi le mai julesc,
Giumbuslucuri sute, mii
Chestii d-astea, de clasa-ntai...

CRISTINA saluta cavalereste,
Pe toti copiii, fireste!
lar poznele-mi vor scrie,



A mea dulce copilérie...

COPILARIE FERICITA

Prof. Matache Madalina
G.P.P.NR. 9 BUZAU

Pentru toti copiii lumii,
Pace ne dorim!

Sé se bucure sub soare
De caldura si culoare,

De tot ce este mai bun

Si folositor oricui!

Ei au dreptul la cuvant

Si sa spuna ce-au n gand,
Au dreptul la-nvatatura
Ca sa capete cultura.

Ei au dreptul la un nume
Si la sanatate,

Ei au dreptul sa se joace
Radiind de fericire,

Ei au dreptul la iubire
Printr-o declaratie!

Noi, cei mari, din jurul lor,
Trebuie sa-i protejam,
Sa-i ferim de fapte rele,
Neintelegeri si durere.

DESPRE MINE
Prescolar Lica Mara
GRUPA MARE
Coordonator: Prof. MATACHE MADALINA
G.P.P.NR. 9 BUZAU

Eu sunt Mara, o fetita

Ce-mi place s vin la gradinita!
Vin in fiecare zi

Pentru ca invaf poezii

Si cantecele hazlii.

Nu prea-mi place sa dorm,

Ma prefac usor c-adorm

Si astept cu nerabdare



Jocurile de dupa gustare.

Iata, este luna mai,

Hai sa mergem sus pe plai,
Unde-i mai frumos ca-n Rai!
Pe coline-s numai flori
Tntr-o mie de culori

Sa le —admiri de sarbatori.
Flori in lunca si-n campie,
In livada si in vie,

Tocmai cum Tmi place mie.

Printre flori roiesc albine
Ce vor stupul lors a fie
Plin doar cu dulceturi fine.
Minunata primavara,

Te rog lasd-ne pe afara
Pana se va face vara,

Cand la joaca mergem iara!

Tnaintea casei noastre
Am sadit un pomisor.
Toata iarna sub zdpada
A dormit un somn usor.

Intr-o dimineata insi
A-nflorit o papadie

Sa vesteasca primavara,
Soare, gaze, veselie....

Pomisorul plin de viata
Catre soare a zambit

Si pe crengile-i firave
Mii de flori au rasarit.

Este luna lui florar!

Prof. Ileana Banica —G.P.P. nr.8, Buzau

Pomisorul

Vara

Sturzu Constanta-G.P.P. nr.8. Buzau



Vara este cald si bine,
Vine soarele la mine

Si ma-ndeamna sa ma joc,
Sa alerg din loc in loc.

Merg la mare si la munte,
Cu palaria pe frunte
Si in spate cu rucsac,

Plin de tot ce-mi este drag.

Sunt un baietel frumos,
Mic, finut , prietenos,
Dar ca orisice copil
Am i eu un mare chin.

Zilnic eu cer masinute

Si mai mari si mai micute,
Dar oricate as avea

As mai vrea si tot as vrea.

Pe ulita eu ma joc,

Unde am eu mai mult loc,
Sa bat mingea cu piciorul
Si sd sar pe loc sotronul.

Dintr-un bat imi fac un cal
Il incalec si-l Tnham

Masinute, masinute...

Copilarie

Prof.\Voicu Cristina Elena
G.P.P.Nr. 8 Buzau

Presc. Preda Alexandru
Prof. Mardare Rodica
G.P.P.Nr. 8 Buzau

Prof. Mardare Rodica
G.P.P.Nr. 8 Buzau



Si sa vezi atuncea frate
Ce mai viata, sanatate ...

Iepurasul
GeorgescuAtena — prof. logoped C.J.R.A.E. Buzau

Tup e iepurasul care
Sare iute, sare tare,
Toata ziua, el sare,

De se vede pana-n zare.

Se tot uitd, ce sd roada,
Vede la caruta o roata,
Striga tare pe un ton,
Ca-1 cazu pe cap un con.

Iepurasu- | vestit crai,
Duce cel mai vesel trai.
Toata vara el tot cara
Prietenii pana la gara.

O fapti buna
Ibris Luxa—clasaa ll a
Scoala Gimnaziald Bobocu

Prof. indrumator Georgescu Atena

Este 0 zi frumoasa de iunie. Astept cu nerdbdare vacanta de vara.Locuiesc la tara
impreund cu parintii si fratii mei adoptivi. Mama mea este o fiintd bund, prietenoasa si
foarte grijulie. Ma creste cu foarte mare dragoste. Este o fire calda si plaplanda, care ma
incurajeazd, ma ocroteste si ma ajutd atunci cand am nevoie, de un sfat sau de o vorba

buna.



Tn vacanta de vari o ajut la toate treburile casei, se bucura foarte mult.

Intr-o zi am plecat dis- de-dimineatd, si culegem fragi,dintr-o poienitid de la
marginea padurii. Am ajuns si ne-am oprit intr-un loc, unde erau foarte multi fragi,
miroseau foarte frumos.. Am cules si i-am pus Tn cosulete.

Am auzit un fasait Tn apropierea noastra. Eu m-am speriat. Mama nu auzise nimic.
Am mai cules cativa fragi, apoi din nou s-a auzit un fasait. Mama nici acum nu a dat
importantd, zgomotului de care i-am spus.

Ea a umplut cosuletul cu fragi , a gasit si niste plante pentru ceai, le-a adunat si le-
a pus n cos. Ne pregatim acum de plecare.Mama a luat-o nainte pe carare si eu in urma
ei. In spatele meu s-a auzit un zgomot ciudat, i-am spus mamei si ne-am uitat amandous
n tufis.

Ne- am apropiat, era un iepurag foarte speriat, tremura. Am pus mana pe el,
tremura mai tare. Nu mai putea merge .Mama l-a luat in brate, 1i curgea sange de la
picior.Era ranit. Am mers acasa cu el.

I- am spalat rana, I-am pansat si i-am dat sa manance si sa bea apd. Mama i-a gasit
un loc intr-o cusca veche. L-am ldsat acolo ,iepurasul a adormit. Dupa douazile a inceput
sa sard prin cusca, era foarte vioi. I-am dat drumul prin curte, era tare vesel,i-am dat s
manance frunze de varzd ,i—am dat si un morcov, i —a placut. Fugea prin iarba din curte
ca si cum nu ar fi avut nimic. S-a vindecat.

Dupa amiaza 1-am luat si am plecat cu el in poienita unde l-am gasit ranit. I- am
dat drumul, jos, in iarbd. A plecat, a facut cateva salturi, apoi s-a uitat Tnapoi la noi, eram
tot acolo, nu am plecat. A stat cateva momente, ne-a privit, apoi s-a dus fuga in tufis. Am

plans si eu si mama!!

Copilaria

Autor Lungu George
Coordonator Prof. Inv. Primar Duran Niculina
Scoala Gimnaziala Cochirleanca
Clasa a-1ll-a
Localitatea Cochirleanca,judetul Buzau
Frumoasa e copilaria
Ea iti aduce bucuria
Ca esti 1ubit si indragit



Si mereu esti fericit .

Copilarie , draga-mi esti
Cu basme si cu povesti,
Cu résete de copii

Si cu multe bucurii .

Copilaria

Autor :profesor invatamant primar Duran Niculina
Scoala Gimnaziala Cochirleanca
Judetul Buzau
Copilaria , floare nestemata
Ce infloreste doar o data .
Plina doar de bucurii
Pentru voi , iubiti copii .

Copilaria , viata fara griji

In care cu toti suntem prinsi .

Ea trece fara sa-ti dai seama
N-ai timp sa te gandesti la mama .

Copilaria , floare de zorea
Ce se deschide dimineata ,
Multicolora si parfumata ,
Imprastie ,,aduceri aminte” viata toat .

Minunata copilarie

Autor Stoica Miruna

Coordonator Prof. Stroe Georgeta
Scoala Gimnaziala Cochirleanca

Clasa a-V-a

Localitatea Cochirleanca,judetul Buzau

Minunata e aceasta copilarie
Parca am trdi o magie,
O sa-mi aduc aminte cand o sa fiu mare



Copilaria e poveste si visare.

Te iubesc, copilarie!
Esti toata o voiosie
Sinu e de mirare,

Ca esti de-a dreptul uimitoare!

Visam mereu copii sa fim

Dulcea copilarie

Autor Moise Andreea

Coordonator Prof. Stroe Georgeta
Scoala Gimnaziala Cochirleanca

Clasa a-V-a

Localitatea Cochirleanca,judetul Buzau

Chiar daca suntem mari, noi te iubim.

Cu basme , si povesti , si jucarii

Ne-ai bucurat in fiecare zi.

Copilaria nu vrem sa o uitam,
De-a pururi vrem sa o pastram!

Dulce copildrie,

Ce tare imi lipsesti

Cu zambet, papusi, jocuri,
Si lumea de povesti.

Repede au trecut anii

Si te-am lasat in urma

Ce dor Tmi e de vremea
Cand “ma tineai de mana.”.

Te voi purta in suflet,
Ce dulce amintire

Si prin copilul meu
Vei fi din nou cu mine.

DULCE COPILARIE

TUDOR GEORGIANA,G.P.N SARANGA,BUZAU



FINAL DE GRADINITA

ALEXE ALEXANDRU
Prof. NEGOITA SABINA-ALINA
G.P.N. NR. 15 BUZAU, JUD. BUZAU

Ati pasit timid la inceput,
Tntr-o lume nestiuta,

Sa aflati multe, ati venit,
Uitand de mama cea iubita.

Anii au trecut in graba,
Jucéndu-va, ati invitat,

Sa ascultati la educatoarea draga
Si sa urmati, in taina, al ei sfat!

In viata, sa fiti prietenosi,
Harnici, ascultdtori si buni,
Spre scoala sd porniti, voiosi,
Cum veneati la gradinita, luni!

ALBINUTELE ABSOLVENTE

GUSETU IOANA
NEGOITA MARINA
G.P.P. NR. 9 BUZAU, JUD. BUZAU

Dragele noastre albinute,
De astézi, ne despartim,
Dragi baietet, si voi, fetite,
Sa stiti ca va iubim!

Dragi parinti, sa ne fie cu iertare,
Cu multa dragoste, i-am ocrotit,
De la grupa mica, la cea mare,
Si poate uneori, am mai gresit!



Tematori, la inceputuri,

Si Increzatori, mai apoi,
Intipariti in inim3 si ganduri,
O sa ne fie dor de voi!

Noi rdimanem 1n cadsuta cu povesti,
La anu’ sa primim in prag,

Plansi, dragalasi si sfiosi pusti,
Cum erati voi altadat’.
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