Victoria Vassileva Stankova – 21 years old
Our garden was surrounded by a number of different trees. They were my kingdom, their boughs were a place I hid from everything that was beneath them.

When I climbed there, I would stay there for hours and watch the buzzing life. I used to imagine that I was a bird and I could fly. It was a unique feeling. No one could defeat me with anything. I was at the top of the world. That tree had become my best friend, which so many times listened to what I had to say.  It never hurt me in any way, even though its boughs were not that comfortable. Its fragrant leaves were like a wall, which protected me from everything evil. They served as disguise when my mother looked for me, for the last mischief  I had been into. Among all trees I had chosen only one. I had been a true friend to it as it had been to me.

Whenever I feel the scent of green leaves I remember the light-hearted hours I used to spend each summer in my castle.

~~~~~~~~~~
Aygun Shefkedova Ibryamova – 20 years old

Firstly, I want to tell you about my childhood memories. My grandmother brought me up. We worked so hard together with her and I am going to write about my memory of apples.

We had harvested so many apples which we stacked on a turned upside-down stray. Such a hard work, and in the end I couldn’t wait for winter to enjoy the apples. They had such a fascinating scent that one could feel it in the house.

The cellar was full of apples, but I had to wait for them.

Two years ago I went to my village to visit my grandmother. It was already dark and we were about to have dinner. Everything that my grandmother had made was in the cellar – jam-jars, stewed fruit in jars, peppers, sacks full of potatoes, onions, etc.

I wanted to try from the strawberry jam she had made the same year. She sent me to find it myself. I was not her little granddaughter anymore who helped her to make all of these jars full of her labour. I was a guest who was visiting for couple of days. I am 20 years old, i.e. much older now. I don’t have the time to help her every summer, to work together with her as before. 
  The moment I opened the door I felt the scent of the apples. It was such a strong and enchanting smell. That smell made me go back in time and remember all the anxiety and hard work we had had together with my grand mother. I imagine how hard she had worked to put all the things in the cellar apart from the apples, in order to have supplies for the winter. I cried as if the past and the future had merged into one. I was grown-up but I felt like a child. I clearly saw a picture of the past in front of my eyes.
In this memory of mine I wanted to describe the apple not only as fruit that we had worked for but as a memory that was lived sincerely. 

  I felt sad, I cried because I could go back to the past only through my memories. I had so many moments that I had lived the past through the present.

  I am older now and I don’t have that many memories with my grandmother as before.
~~~~~~~~~~~
Emine Yuzbey – 20 years old

I remember this memory with the peaches since I was a little girl. We had neighbours who had a huge garden with peach trees. We were good friends with their little daughter, and we used to go to the garden to eat peaches. There were so many peach trees, and they smelled so wonderfully. They were so delicious that I could never forget their taste. When you entered the garden you could see a wonderful landscape - green and the orange colour of peaches, and it was incredible. I wanted to go there everyday, because I liked everything about that garden. When they harvested the peaches I couldn’t wait for the next corps. My favourite fruit is peach. Every time I see a peach garden I remember that garden. I want to go back to those days when I had so much fun in my childhood. 
