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Hi, again!

Welcome to our English Corner! It’s still but alive, 

looking forward to your new ideas, disclosing the insight into 

what important it is for you, your viewpoint on our/your 

existence, issues that is an integral part of any human being 

in general.

All your ideas are of extreme value, priceless 

because – what makes the uniqueness of an individual? It is 

definitely what makes us different…which makes life still more 

colourful.

Yours, 

Jolanta
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I appreciate…

The tingling feeling of the early morning breeze

And the gentle kisses of a sunny afternoon.

The cosy feel of freshly washed sheets

And the sound of tapping raindrops.

The compliment I remember from the other day

And the awkward smile of someone I’ve just praised.

The sweet smell of homemade pastries

And the sour taste of early apples.

The warm embrace of a loved one

And the peaceful moment of loneliness.

The Lady chapel that greets me every day

And the dreamy angels who say to me good night.

Because even imperfect days are precious.

Because I’m grateful to be alive.

Saulė Janonytė, 4A
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Time

A river always flows.

It never stops.

It moves at its own pace,

Flows at the same speed.

Exactly like time.

You swim downstream.

You see the same trees,

Bump into the same rocks.

A river’s flow seems faster.

Exactly like time.

If only you could swim downstream…

You would see trees in a different perspective,

The dark sides of your boat would appear brighter,

The river’s flow would seem more slow.

Exactly like time.

You can choose your own pace,

Choose the direction of your stream.

You can change your surroundings,

Manipulate your perspective of the river’s speed.

Just like time’s.

Austėja Kriškanaitė, 4A
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* * *

Life is like a canvas – empty, new, blank. I 

hope to fill it with many brand new beautiful colors, 

shapes, lights and shadows in order to make a 

painting that‘s worth something. Then some day, in 

the far future, I will admire it and remember the 

process of creating it. Or despise it. I don‘t know. 

That‘ll depend on the tools and color pallettes that I 

will have used. 

Saulė E. Leonavičiūtė, 2A
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Winter mornings

Falling asleep at night knowing in the morning 

there will be winter wonderland. Waking up to the 

best and coldest air that goes right through your 

deepest thoughts. Watching snow slowly falling from 

the sky on the evergreen trees covering them in 

white fluff. 

Taking a hot coffee that is just the best 

soulmate in cold winter mornings, while keeping an 

eye on the God’s most fragile creations that  make 

the strongest shield on the same evergreen trees.

It all makes me feel peaceful – like at home.

Vitalija Kartamyševaitė, 2A
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The Most False Lie Of All

Lies are easy to pull

They are warmer, more pleasant than the truth

We believe them, we live by them,

And we die believing the most false lie of all

Death should not frighten, it should soothe.

It‘s an easy escape to end our fairytale,

Don‘t be afraid to die if you‘re afraid to live,

Don‘t be afraid to live if you‘re scared to die,

Don‘t close the door to the truth, open a window to 

what you fear and don‘t be afraid to lose

Aurėja Briedytė, 4A
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Love

Love is like a spark of joy, a spark of hope to 

continue living, forgetting the past, trying to improve 

ourselves for somebody. It may get boring or painful 

but it‘s worth it.

Without love, we‘re like a TV without sound or 

colors , we‘re literally worthless.

Without love we become like robots with zero 

emotions to show because if you can‘t feel love, you 

can‘t feel any other emotion.

Without love our days become monotonous, 

boring and useless.

Love is truly one of the biggest presents that 

we‘ve been gifted and we should appreciate it even if 

it‘s filled with pain, disappointment, sometimes even 

depression because without it – we‘re not humans 

beings.

Vilnė Gudelytė, 2A
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Ode to the girl reading Sapho

Your lipstick smells like a stale kebab.

When I saw You, I knew,

Humanity was doomed from the start.

I have feelings of fear and love for You.

I’d say, You’re beautiful.

But is beauty that destructive?

To be very truthful,

You’re quite corruptive.

Your smile is like art,

Destroyer of man’s soul.

And when You laugh,

My mind loses control.

My heart bleeds with pain,

When You are gone.

But I am not sane,

When You’re here at dawn.

Liepa Saulė Dubauskaitė, 2A
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Freedom

Think about freedom. What does it mean to 

you?

Freedom can come in many different shapes 

and sounds. It could take the shape of  the breeze 

swiftly passing by. Uninterrupted and  unstoppable. It 

can also take the shape of sound, for example , 

music, wind or a voice. As soon as these sounds 

escape, there’s no going back, it’s out in the open 

ready to simply drift away and be free.

Freedom can also take the form of waves, 

more specifically -  the ocean and its dark blue abyss. 

It shows what freedom truly is, simply flowing with 

time, always finding a way to escape and be free.

Milda Paškauskaitė, 2A
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A Dangerous Beauty

The redness of its petals flames in daylight.

The smell fills up the air.

It draws in every creature: a bird, a bee and...you.

You can already picture the rose on your dining table.

Its scent spreading in the room.

You bend down to pluck the flower.

And it turns into an even darker shade of red from the 

blood you spilled.

Its thorns guard it.

A beauty ,so desirable, so untouchable.

Or don‘t you merely know how to ask?

Austėja Narkevičiūtė, 4A
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Living through a screen

I see these smiles and hear these laughs 

outside while gazing out of the window tonight. I want 

to be there, laugh and smile, however, I am trapped 

by the window itself. I cannot stop staring and 

touching the screen even if I want to. We are all stuck 

observing, not actually living the experiences, 

because of the reasons we are not able to grasp. 

Maybe someday, someone, something or even 

myself will shatter that glass, and finally so many 

others and I will be free. Free from constraint of not 

living, but only observing.

Ūla Puzaitė, 4B
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World in my eyes

If I could play to  you my favorite song,

You would get to see the world through my eyes.

To me, my whole life sounds like music, 

Like my favorite song, that somehow seems different 

every time I play it, 

That colours each day with different shades,

That makes me cry, that makes me laugh,

But most importantly – makes me feel.

Life always plays with  us like music.

We are the instruments that melt into a melody, 

Our pulse, just like a  rhythm slowly vanishes, 

And we never know, when the song is gonna be over.

So I always try to remember,

That I am the musician of my life  ,

And nobody else can write my song.

Actually, I don’t really want them to 

Because even though I don’t really know what the 

point of this life is, 

I know that I can find the meaning in my favorite song.

Kotryna Griciūtė, 4B
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The Moon

I love watching the moon rise to the sky. How 

it shines and gives me hope that everything will be 

alright and  I don‘t have to worry about my probems. 

The moon shows me the path I can take to reach the 

stars and seek my dreams. It promises me to be by 

my side during the night time and protect me from all 

the nightmares that will get in my way. I feel safe at 

night  because I know that even though there‘re 

clouds in the sky, the moon will shine trough them 

and give me understanding how to fully live my life

Miglė Buragaitė, 2A
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* * * 

Calm, warm and beautiful - you were the last 

time I saw you. You brought me happiness, 

peacefulness, made me feel like a child, whose 

worries are small and meaningless. You are elegant 

and powerful - a balance every human craves for , 

but cannot fulfill like you do. 

You are the sea. The source of my joy.

Dorotėja Dilytė, 4C
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Bloodstained leaves and the sense of deprivation

The sky got closer to the ground,

Yet,  I still haven’t heard a sound – 

Birds were silent, trees were still

And no dust was rolling down the hill

I’ve heard colours make a life joyous.

Now trees are coloured in tints of flames

But  still I haven’t heard my name

Enchanted by a thing, to only see in person.

Now I onfall a larger fact

That no summer, no winter

Can make me like this land

In words so true to me

I speak and trees of blood I see,

But still it is only love I seek.

Gerda Domanskytė, 2A
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Limbo

I chose the labyrinth,

With countless mirrors

Glazed upon the concrete block.

Blindly bright and bleak,

Where monsters await on every corner

Skulking about the boundless hallways.

There is no place to hide,

No place to cry

Everything laid bare.

The walls... are drawing nearer.

To wander seeking exit?

Be a ghost among the living?

Or acquiesce to the jarring probing eyes?

Succumb to mediocrity

Fit inside a tiny box?

The voices laugh, they mock.

Forbye the squidging walls and shattered mirrors

Wound the soul of mind.

Shall thou wait and die?

Mayhaps, pick the glass and fight?

Alaja Kostina, 4A
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