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  The First Story




   




  Sometimes Badmaa talked to the building.




  In her small dusty room under the stairs, Badmaa lay with her feet against the wall and told the building all about her day. Her days were usually the same: cleaning the stairs, picking up trash in the hallways, fixing things, and greeting the people who lived in the building. Still, every night, before Badmaa went to bed, she told the building what had happened that day.




  She had been the building’s caretaker for a long time. She was there when Sanj moved in on the second floor. She knew all about the cleaning ghost in apartment 622 on the sixth floor, and the collector in room 451 on the fourth floor.




  Everyone that lived there had seen Badmaa talking to the building. They just thought it was a little strange... what they didn’t know was that this was no ordinary building.




  ***




  Bayraa, the teenager who lived with his father on the seventh floor, ran past Badmaa as she swept dirty snow from the parking lot. It was almost night, and the smell of coal was thick in the air.




  ‘There he is!’ a boy wearing a puffy black jacket shouted. He was fat and his face was covered in spots. A thin boy with long legs was running next to him. He was wearing a hat made from fox fur. Badmaa knew the two boys: the fat one was Miga and the thin one was called Tamir. They always bothered Bayraa, especially at night.




  The two boys ran past Badmaa, laughing. ‘Hey!’ she shouted, as they chased Bayraa into the building.




  Inside the building, Bayraa stopped in front of the elevator. He looked up at the red number... 8. The elevator was on the eighth floor, it would have to come down to the first floor to get him. Bayraa heard the two bullies enter the building.




  ‘We’ve got you now!’ Miga shouted.




  Bayraa had no choice, he turned and started running up the stairs. He was very fast, and easily took two steps at a time.




  He reached the second flight of stairs and started running up again. Over his shoulder, he could see that the two boys were getting closer. Bayraa climbed even faster now. He was sweating with his winter clothes on.




  He reached the third floor and fell on his face in the hallway. As soon as he hit the cold floor, all the lights in the building went out. He held his breath, realizing that the two boys were only a few steps behind him. Slowly, he got to his feet in the dark.




  ‘Where is he?’ Miga asked, breathing heavily from all the exercise.




  ‘Stupid old building,’ Tamir said, peering into the darkness in front of him. He was also breathing hard; he was thin, but not fit and healthy.




  The two boys didn’t know the building, so without light, they were lost. They felt for the wall and found it. Then they found each other. They stood by the wall, waiting for the lights to come back on. Bayraa was on the floor above, doing the same thing. All three of them waited for five minutes, then the lights came back on.




  The two bullies started running up the stairs to the next floor, but the lights went off again, the fat boy fell on the stairs. Miga’s fall gave Bayraa the time he needed to continue up the stairs. As soon as he started running up the stairs, the building’s lights turned back on.




  ‘There you are!’ Tamir shouted, instantly seeing him. He turned to see Miga crawling up the stairs behind him, holding his stomach and coughing. Seeing his friend injured made him even angrier. ‘I’ll get you!’ he screamed, chasing after Bayraa.




  ‘Please, please, please,’ Bayraa whispered, running as quickly as he could.




  ‘Keep running! I’ll catch you in the end!’ Tamir shouted.




  Bayraa turned one last time to see a look of anger in Tamir’s eyes. Not paying attention, he reached the fifth floor and nearly bumped into Alta, the girl in his class who lived two floors below him.




  ‘Hi, Bayraa,’ she said, smiling at him. She was wearing glasses and her hair was long and curly. Her cheeks turned red as soon as she saw him.




  ‘Hi, Alta! We’ll talk later!’ he said, running past her.




  ‘What’s wrong?’ she called after him, watching him run up the stairs. She understood what was happening a few seconds later, when Tamir almost crashed into her.




  ‘Get out of my way!’ he yelled, pushing her out of his way.




  ‘Hey!’ Alta shouted, nearly dropping her books.




  Tamir quickly forgot about Alta, and continued running up the stairs after Bayraa. He was just behind Bayraa when the lights went off again. Tamir tripped on the stairs and fell, banging his chin on the hard, cold floor. He screamed in pain.




  Bayraa now had the time he needed to get to his apartment. He knew the building well so he didn’t need the lights like the other boys did. He got to his door, put in the key and went inside. The lights on the stairs came on as soon as he closed the door.




  Tamir slowly stood up and brushed the dirt from his clothes. ‘See you tomorrow, Bayraa,’ he said, looking up the stairs.




  He walked down and found his friend sitting on the fourth floor. A strange man with long hair looked out of his door, but then closed it quickly when the fat boy looked at him.




  ‘Where is he?’ asked Miga.




  ‘Let’s just go,’ Tamir said, walking straight past his friend and down the stairs. ‘This building is creepy.’




  They left the building and found Badmaa, the caretaker, waiting for them. ‘What happened?’ she asked, smiling at them. They didn’t say anything. They just walked past her, looking at the ground.




  ‘Good job,’ Badmaa whispered, smiling up at the building. She turned back to the parking lot, and continued sweeping away the dirty snow.




  The Second Story




   




  Part One




  ‘Yes, I will, I promise,’ said Sanj into his mobile phone. ‘Stop worrying, everything is fine… I always eat well, you know that… ok… ok… bye.’




  Sanj loved his daughter, and his two beautiful little granddaughters, but he wished that she didn’t worry about him so much... he wasn’t a baby. She phoned him every night to check that he was all right, and that he was eating some dinner. ‘I’m seventy, not seven’ was his favourite reply.




  He walked into the living room and put his hand on the radiator to check that it was hot. It was a very cold night, even for Mongolia in January. The radiator was so hot it hurt his hand. He smiled. He was lucky that he had a nice, warm, cozy place to live.




  He sat down on the sofa and turned on the TV. He’d just started watching the nine o’clock news when someone knocked on the door. Sanj just ignored it. Because he lived on the second floor, people always knocked on his door, trying to sell stuff or asking him to sign things. He never answered the door when it was dark... it could be a crazy person or a thief.




  Bang bang!




  It was louder this time. Sanj turned down the TV, hoping that the person would think that no one was at home. It didn’t work.




  Bang bang bang!




  Sanj decided to see who it was. He got up from the sofa and walked quietly over to the door. He looked through the spyhole in the door. It was a woman, but Sanj didn’t recognize her. She was quite old, so Sanj thought it was probably safe to open the door.




  ‘Yes?’ he said, opening the door a little.




  ‘Oh, good evening,’ said the woman, she was surprised that Sanj had opened the door. ‘I thought no one was home.’ She was about the same age as Sanj, with grey hair and kind brown eyes.




  ‘Well, I don’t like answering the door at night,’ said Sanj, a little embarrassed that he had been too scared to open the door.




  ‘It’s OK, I understand,’ said the woman, smiling. ‘I don’t answer the door either. I live just over there.’ She pointed to the apartment opposite.




  ‘Oh, really?’ Sanj opened the door wider. ‘I thought that apartment was empty.’




  ‘It was for a long time,’ she said, ‘I moved in just last week.’ There was a pause in the conversation.




  ‘Well, it’s nice to meet you,’ said Sanj. ‘If you need anything, just let me know.’ He started to close the door.




  ‘Well, actually, I have a bit of a problem,’ said the woman, putting her hand on the door.




  ‘Oh, what’s that?’ said Sanj, opening the door again, he didn’t really want to stop talking to the woman.




  ‘My heating isn’t working.’ Sanj noticed that she was wearing gloves and a scarf.




  ‘Oh no! Really? But it’s minus forty tonight!’




  ‘I know, it’s absolutely freezing in my apartment,’ said the woman. ‘I can see my breath.’




  ‘I’ll get my tools.’ Sanj disappeared into his apartment and came back with a metal box.




  ‘Thank you so much.’




  They went over to the woman’s apartment and went inside. It was like being in a freezer. Sanj went over to the radiator in the living room and touched it. It was ice cold. The ones in the bedroom and the kitchen were the same. Sanj tried to fix the radiator, but his tools couldn’t undo anything.




  ‘It’s frozen solid,’ said Sanj, coming back into the living room.




  ‘That’s what I thought.’




  ‘Well, you can’t stay here tonight,’ said Sanj, ‘come and stay in my spare room.’




  ‘Would that be OK?’




  ‘Yes, of course!’ said Sanj. ‘I have a two bedroom apartment, so there is plenty of room. We’ll get the radiators fixed tomorrow.’




  ‘I don’t know what to say. You’re so kind,’ said the woman, shaking Sanj’s hand.




  ‘Well, you could tell me your name,’ said Sanj, smiling.




  ‘Oh, how rude of me! My name is Surnee.’




  ‘And I’m Sanj.’ They shook hands. ‘Let’s go, it’s far too cold to stand around chatting.’ They both laughed and went back to Sanj’s apartment.
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