
 

 

 
 

 
My Dream Factory 

by Anica Drljevic, 17, of Takovski Ustanak school 

Long time ago there was a factory that only worked during the night. Every 
night you could see that it was working. Sometimes if you got really close to 
those few windows it had you could clearly see what was going on in there. 
But, unfortunately, a few months ago, because of a shortage in working 
hours, the factory had to be closed. As the time passed it looked more like a 
ruin instead of a factory that once was one of the best dream factories in 
the world. But from time to time factory would have visitors. Two, to be 
precise.  A boy and a girl. The Nightmares and The Dreams. Oh, those 
curious kids. They would wander around the factory, play with the old, 
rusty machinery.  Sometimes they would even play with each other. They 
would stay there all night and then leave the factory in the morning as if 
they had never been there. As if they had never come. And the factory 
would stay there, empty, waiting for its curious little visitors to come back. 


