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Story 1 - The Book Signing

	*

	My name is Kateryna Novella.

	I am a writer.

	I live in a small town near the sea.

	My flat is on the third floor.

	From my window I can see trees and a small park.

	I like quiet mornings.

	I like coffee, books and long walks.

	Today is Saturday.

	It is a big day for me.

	I am in a bookshop in the town centre.

	There are many people here.

	They walk, they talk, they look at books.

	The air smells of paper and coffee.

	It is warm and nice.

	I sit at a small table.

	There is a white cup with tea, a black pen and a pile of books.

	My name is on the cover.

	The book is new.

	It is my book.

	I smile.

	*

	A woman comes to me.

	She is tall and has short hair.

	She gives me a book and says, “Can you write my name, please? I'm Ellena.”

	I write her name and my name.

	I say, “Thank you.”

	She smiles and says, “Thank you. I like your stories.”

	I smile too.

	My hands shake a little.

	I am happy and shy at the same time.

	More people come.

	They bring books.

	Some people take photos.

	One man says, “My wife reads your book every evening.”

	I laugh.

	I say, “That is lovely.”

	*

	I try to remember every face.

	After one hour I am a little tired.

	I still cannot believe it is me.

	I take one copy of the book and open it.

	On the first page there is a short text about me.

	It says: "Kateryna Novella Is a British writer. She lives by the sea and writes stories about life."

	I read it two times.

	I smile.

	I think, “Yes, this is true. I write about life.”

	I touch the pages.

	They are soft and smell of ink.

	I remember my first notebook.

	It was small and blue.

	I wrote my first story there.

	It was about a woman who starts again.

	I like that story.

	I think many women start again.

	*

	A young girl comes to the table.

	She has long brown hair and big eyes.

	She says, “I want to write books too.”

	I say, “That is wonderful.”

	She asks, “Is it hard?”

	I say, “Sometimes it is hard, but it is also very beautiful.”

	She smiles.

	Her mother takes a photo.

	I wave and say, “Good luck!”

	After some time, the bookshop is quiet.

	People go home.

	I sit for a moment and breathe slowly.

	My tea is cold now.

	I look at the last book on the table.

	I take my pen and open it.

	I write a short note on the first page:

	When I think about the last ten years, it still feels unreal.

	Then I close the book and smile again.

	*

	It is late afternoon now.

	The bookshop is empty.

	I put my pen in my bag.

	I put my scarf around my neck.

	Outside, the air is cold.

	It is early spring.

	The trees have no leaves yet.

	The sky is grey, but I can see a little sun.

	I walk slowly to the bus stop.

	My legs are tired, but I feel light.

	I wear a blue dress and a long grey coat.

	The coat is soft and warm.

	I have black shoes and a pink bag.

	In the bag there are two books and my purse.

	The street smells of rain.

	Cars move slowly.

	People hurry home.

	*

	When I come to my house, I open the door with my key.

	The hall is quiet.

	I walk up the stairs to the third floor.

	I take off my coat and shoes.

	I hang the coat on a hook.

	I put my bag on the chair.

	In my flat it is warm.

	I open the window a little.

	I can hear the sea.

	I take off my blue dress.

	I put on a white T-shirt and brown trousers.

	They are clean and comfortable.

	I tie my hair back.

	I feel relaxed.

	In the kitchen there is a smell of tea and bread.

	I make hot water.

	I cut a slice of bread and some cheese.

	Sometimes I cook dinner, but not today.

	I am too tired.

	I have a small box of soup from a café.

	It is tomato soup.

	I warm it in a pan.

	I sit at the table and eat slowly.

	The soup is warm and sweet.

	I drink tea after that.

	I look out the window.

	The light in the street is orange.

	*

	There is my new book on the table.

	I open it again.

	There is a picture of me on the back cover.

	I look at it and smile.

	I think, “Is this really me?”

	After dinner I wash the cup and the plate.

	I clean the table.

	Then I go to my small living room.

	There is a sofa, a lamp and many books.

	I sit down and put a blanket over my shoulders.

	I take my blue notebook.

	I write a few words: "Today was a big day. Many people came. They smiled. They liked my book. I am happy."

	I close the notebook.

	Everything is quiet now.

	I feel calm.

	I think about tomorrow.

	Maybe tomorrow I write again.

	I turn off the lamp and go to bed.

	My blanket is white with red roses, and the pillow is light blue.

	I close my eyes.

	I whisper, “Good night.”

	*

	Story 2 - Quiet Days

	*

	It is Sunday morning.

	The sun is shining softly on the wall.

	The room smells of coffee and books.

	Kateryna is lying in bed.

	She is not sleeping now.

	She is looking at the light through the curtains.

	Everything feels slow and kind.

	She turns her head and sees her notebook on the table.

	It is open.

	The words from yesterday are still there:

	“Today was a big day.”

	She smiles.

	She feels calm now.

	She is getting up slowly.

	She is opening the window.

	Fresh air is coming in.

	She hears the sound of seagulls.

	The sea is not far away.

	She closes her eyes for a moment.

	The wind is soft on her face.

	*

	Now she is making coffee.

	She is boiling water and cutting a small piece of bread.

	She is spreading butter on it.

	She is sitting by the window and drinking her coffee.

	The sky is light blue.

	Children are playing in the park.

	A man is walking his dog.

	An old couple is sitting on a bench.

	Kateryna likes watching them.

	She is writing a list on a small paper:

	milk, apples, candles, new notebook.

	She likes small notebooks.

	She has many, all in different colours.

	After breakfast, she is taking a shower.

	The water is warm.

	She is humming a song.

	Then she is putting on jeans and a soft green sweater.

	Her hair is still wet.

	She is brushing it and smiling in the mirror.

	She is taking her bag and going out.

	The air smells of salt and flowers.

	*

	She is walking to the market.

	People are talking, laughing, selling things.

	A woman is cutting cheese.

	A boy is shouting “Fresh bread!”

	Kateryna is buying apples and a candle.

	She is talking with the seller.

	He says, “Your accent is nice. Where are you from?”

	She smiles and says, “From the Czech Republic.”

	He says, “Ah, Czechia, Prague! I want to go there.”

	She laughs.

	She says, “It is a beautiful city.”

	She is walking home and thinking about her old home.

	About her mother’s kitchen.

	She remembers the smell of apple pie.

	She says quietly, “Maybe I can bake it next week.”

	In the afternoon, she is sitting at her desk.

	She is reading letters from readers.

	One says, “Your story helped me start writing.”

	Kateryna closes her eyes for a moment.

	She feels warm inside.

	*

	She is writing a short reply:

	“Thank you for reading. Keep writing. Your words matter.”

	The day is passing slowly.

	She is cooking simple dinner, pasta and vegetables.

	The radio is playing soft music.

	The sun is going down.

	The sky is pink and gold.

	Kateryna is sitting by the window.

	She is not in a hurry.

	After dinner, she is lighting her new candle.

	The small flame dances.

	She is opening her notebook.

	She is writing a few lines:

	"Sometimes the world is big. Sometimes it is only this room. But I am still here,

	and I am still writing."

	She closes the notebook and sits quietly.

	The candle is burning slowly.

	She is looking at the light.

	She feels peace.

	*

	It is Monday morning.

	It's raining. The street is wet.

	Kateryna is sitting with her tea, watching the rain.

	The day feels different.

	She is thinking about a new story.

	She opens her notebook and writes:

	“A woman is walking in the rain. Slowly. She is lost.”

	She stops.

	She looks at the sentence.

	She smiles.

	“Yes,” she says quietly, “this is the beginning.”

	The phone is ringing.

	Her friend Anna is calling.

	“Hi, Kateryna! How was the book signing?”

	Kateryna is laughing.

	“It was wonderful,” she says.

	“They were so kind. I was nervous, but now I am happy.”

	Anna says, “You are a real author now!”

	Kateryna smiles.

	“I am, aren't I?” she answers.

	They both laugh.

	*

	After the call, she is walking to her bookshelf.

	She touches her favourite books.

	Each book feels like a friend.

	She is taking one and opening it.

	Inside there is an old photo – Kateryna as a young woman, standing by a train.

	She is smiling in the photo.

	She remembers that day – the day she left her country.

	The smell of the train, the sound of wheels, the feeling of fear and freedom.

	She whispers, “That was the real beginning.”

	Now she is sitting again at her desk.

	She is writing a few more lines in her notebook.

	She is not writing fast.

	Outside, the rain is stopping.

	A little sun is coming through the clouds.

	The light touches her hands.

	She stops writing and looks outside.

	She smiles.

	*

	It is Tuesday evening.

	Kateryna is making soup and cutting bread.

	She is putting the candle on the table.

	The small flame is shining again.

	She is eating slowly and thinking about her story.

	She feels thankful for these quiet days.

	She writes one more note before going to bed:

	“The book signing was one day. But the quiet days are my real life. This is where all my Stories begin.”

	She puts down her pen.

	She closes the notebook.

	She turns off the light.

	Outside, the sea is calm.

	Kateryna whispers, “Good night,” and the candle goes out.

	*

	Story 3 - Next Step

	*

	It is Wednesday morning.

	The sun is shining softly through the window.

	The room smells of tea and paper.

	Kateryna is sitting at her desk with a cup in her hand.

	The tea is warm.

	Her notebook is open, but the page is still white.

	She looks at it and smiles.

	She is thinking about what to write next.

	She says quietly, “I don’t know what I will write, but I will start today.”

	She touches her pen and writes one small word:

	Tomorrow. She laughs a little. “I will always start tomorrow,” she says, and shakes

	her head.

	She looks out of the window.

	The sky is blue, the air is bright.

	A woman is walking her dog.

	Children are going to school.

	A man is cleaning his small shop across the street.

	Life is starting again.

	Kateryna feels part of it.

	*

	She goes to the kitchen.

	She is making new tea.

	The kettle is boiling, and she likes the sound.

	The smell of mint fills the air.

	She looks at the calendar on the wall.

	The new month begins next week.

	She says to herself, “I will travel soon. I will go somewhere warm.”

	The thought makes her smile.

	After breakfast she takes her bag and goes outside.

	The street is full of light.

	The bakery smells like fresh bread.

	The air is cool but friendly.

	Kateryna walks slowly to the park.

	She likes walking and thinking.

	She says in her head, “I will write about walking. It helps me think.”

	She sits on a bench under a tree.

	Leaves are moving above her head.

	She opens her notebook and starts writing.

	It says: "I will write a new story. It will be about courage. And about hope. It will be about my life"

	*

	An old man sits down on the same bench.

	He smiles at her and says, “Nice morning.”

	“Yes,” Kateryna answers, “the sun feels good today.”

	He nods. “Are you writing something?”

	She laughs. “I am trying to.”

	He says, “Then you are a writer.”

	She shakes her head. “Maybe one day.”

	The man stands up slowly and says, “I think you already are.”

	He walks away.

	Kateryna smiles after him.

	In the afternoon she meets Anna at their favourite café.

	Anna waves when she sees her.

	They hug and sit down.

	The waiter brings two cappuccinos.

	Anna says, “So, what will you do now? Another book?”

	Kateryna laughs. “Maybe. I will rest a bit first. Then I will start again.”

	Anna smiles. “You always say that. But you never stop.”

	Kateryna laughs. “You are right, Anna.”

	*

	They talk about small things — books, food, friends, the sea.

	Time passes quietly.

	When they leave the café, the sky is changing colour.

	The sun is low.

	They walk through the park together.

	The air smells of grass.

	A small boy is running with a red balloon.

	Then they hug goodbye near the corner.

	Anna says, “Call me tomorrow.”

	Kateryna answers, “I will.”

	That night Kateryna lights a candle in her flat.

	The small flame dances in the quiet air.

	She sits by the window and opens her notebook again.

	She reads her words: "I will start a new story."

	She adds a new line: "I will make it simple and true."

	She drinks tea and listens to the sounds of the street.

	Somebody is playing the guitar far away.

	The light from the candle moves on the wall.

	She feels calm.

	*

	She looks at her bookshelf.

	There are many books, but one is missing — she gave it to Anna.

	She smiles.

	She whispers, “I will write another one soon.”

	Then she writes a list of ideas:

	"I will write about the sea. I will write about voices in my head. And about small things that make life beautiful."

	She stops and looks at the list.

	She laughs softly. “It will take years,” she says.

	Then she adds: "I will have time."

	She closes the notebook and goes to bed.

	Before she sleeps, she says, “Tomorrow will be a good day.”

	*

	On Wednesday morning, Kateryna wakes up early.

	She opens the window.

	It's cold and it's raining again.

	She is making coffee, listening to the radio.

	A voice says, “The weather will change today.”

	Kateryna smiles and answers to the radio, “Hopefully!”

	She sits down and opens her notebook again.

	Her pen moves slowly.

	She writes: "A woman wakes up and decides to live her dream."

	Then she gets up, takes her coat and goes out.

	People are walking fast with umbrellas.

	Kateryna walks slowly without one.

	The rain touches her hair and face.

	She feels free.

	She is walking to the sea.

	It is not far.

	The wind is strong, but she doesn’t mind.

	She stands near the water.

	Waves are coming and going.

	She closes her eyes and breathes deeply.

	The world feels wide and open.

	She smiles.

	*

	A woman next to her says, “Beautiful, isn’t it?”

	Kateryna nods. “Yes. I love it.”

	They both look at the sea for a long time.

	In the evening, she is back home.

	Her hair is wet from the rain, but her eyes are bright.

	She changes clothes, makes soup, and lights another candle.

	She opens her notebook once more.

	She writes:

	"I will continue. I will write about my life. I don't want to forget my past.

	I want to remember my family and my friends."

	She closes the blue notebook gently.

	The candlelight moves on her face.

	Outside, the wind is quiet now.

	Kateryna is drinking her tea.

	She whispers, “Yes. This will be my next step.”

	*

	Story 4 - The Wedding

	*

	It is morning, 25 years before Kateryna's first book signing.

	The room is quiet.

	Light is coming through the curtains.

	Kateryna is sitting on the bed.

	Her hands are warm and a little shaky.

	She is breathing in and out, slowly.

	On the chair there is a simple white dress.

	On the table there is a small bouquet with white flowers and green leaves.

	A cup of tea is next to the flowers.

	She takes the cup and smiles.

	She is washing her face.

	She is brushing her hair.

	She is putting on light make-up.

	Just brown mascara and a gloss on her lips.

	She is opening the window.

	Fresh air is coming in.

	Birds are singing somewhere in a tree.

	*

	Her phone is ringing.

	She is answering.

	“Good morning, Mum,” she says.

	Her mother is speaking with a warm voice.

	“Good morning, my girl. Are you ready?”

	“I am ready,” Kateryna says and laughs.

	“I am a little nervous, but it is a good feeling.”

	They are talking for a few minutes.

	They are saying simple things.

	“I am thinking of you.”

	“I am happy for you.”

	“I am sending a hug.”

	Then they say goodbye for now.

	Kateryna is wearing a white dress now.

	It is soft and light.

	She is looking in the mirror.

	She is not a princess, she thinks.

	Just a young happy woman.

	There is a knock on the door.

	Her friend Anna is here.

	Anna is wearing a blue dress and a big smile.

	“You look beautiful,” Anna says.

	“Thank you,” says Kateryna.

	“Are you ready?”

	“I am ready.”

	*

	They are walking down the stairs.

	They are going outside.

	The air is fresh.

	A small car is waiting near the gate.

	Inside, there is a ribbon on the mirror.

	Anna is driving carefully.

	The town is waking up.

	Shops are opening.

	A woman is sweeping the pavement.

	Children are running with backpacks.

	The sky is blue with small white clouds.

	They are arriving at the small church.

	It is old, with a square tower.

	Roses are growing near the stone wall.

	A blackbird is hopping on the grass.

	A few friends are standing by the door.

	They are waving and smiling.

	David is standing there too. A proud groom.

	He is wearing a dark suit.

	He looks calm and happy.

	His hair is a little grey.

	His eyes are green and shining.

	*

	He is taking her hands.

	“You are here,” he says softly.

	“I am here,” she answers.

	For a moment they are just standing and breathing.

	Inside the church it is cool and quiet.

	Light is falling through coloured glass.

	A woman is playing a slow song on a small organ.

	They are walking forward, side by side.

	They are holding hands.

	The vicar is speaking with a kind voice.

	He is saying simple words.

	“We are here for love. We are here to make a promise.”

	Kateryna is listening.

	David is listening.

	Everyone is quiet.

	“Do you, David, take Kateryna…?”

	“I do,” he says, and he is smiling.

	“Do you, Kateryna, take David…?”

	“I do,” she says.

	Her voice is clear and soft.

	This is not like her first wedding, she thinks.

	*

	Anna is giving them two gold rings.

	They are putting the rings on.

	The rings are bright in the light.

	They are touching hands again.

	They are looking into each other’s eyes.

	The vicar is blessing them.

	Friends are clapping.

	Someone is laughing.

	Someone is wiping a happy tear.

	They are signing the book.

	They are holding the pen together for a second and smiling.

	A small bell is ringing outside.

	They are walking out of the church.

	The air is warmer now.

	People are throwing little paper hearts.

	Children are shouting, “Hooray!”

	A camera is clicking.

	They are taking photos with friends, two by two.

	David is hugging his sister.

	Kateryna is hugging Anna.

	Everyone is smiling.

	*

	They are going to a small café near the square.

	The owner is waving and saying, “Congratulations!”

	A long wooden table is waiting for them.

	On the table there are plates with sandwiches, small cakes, strawberries, and a big pot of tea.

	And also, a bottle of sparkling wine.

	They are sitting close together.

	They are talking and laughing.

	They are raising their glasses.

	“To love,” someone says.

	“To kindness,” says another voice.

	“To a quiet life,” says David, and he is looking at Kateryna.

	“To a good, honest life,” she answers, and they cling their glasses.

	A little boy is walking to Kateryna with a red balloon.

	“For the bride,” he says.

	“Thank you,” she says and ties the balloon to her chair.

	The ribbon is moving in the soft air.

	Later, they are walking to their new home.

	It is a small house on a short street near the park.

	The door is green.

	A small tree is growing in a pot by the steps.

	David is opening the door.

	“Welcome,” he says.

	“Welcome home,” she says back.

	*

	Inside, everything is simple and warm.

	There is a sofa with a grey blanket.

	There is a shelf with books and some old photos.

	The kitchen is small but bright.

	A bowl with oranges is on the table.

	The kettle is standing ready to make their tea.

	Their two cups are next to each other on the shelf.

	They look like a bride and groom: together, kind and happy.

	David is making tea.

	He is moving in a slow, careful way.

	He is putting two slices of lemon on a plate.

	“Do you want lemon or milk?” he asks.

	“Milk, please,” she says.

	They are walking from room to room together.

	In the bedroom, the bed is simple and white.

	The window overlooks a small garden.

	There is grass, and a wooden chair, and one rose bush.

	She is opening the window.

	Fresh air is coming in.

	The smell of grass is coming in, too.

	They are standing next to each other and looking out.

	“It is small,” she says.

	“It is ours,” he says.

	*

	They are hanging two photos on the wall.

	One is an old sea photo from his family.

	One is a small picture from her country: a river, a bridge, a tower.

	The afternoon is passing slowly.

	They are walking to the park.

	They are holding hands.

	Children are playing on the grass.

	A dog is running in circles.

	A woman is reading on a bench.

	They are sitting on another bench in the sun.

	They are not in a hurry.

	They are making a small list:

	“Coat hook,” she writes.

	“Two pillows,” he says.

	“Basil for the kitchen,” she adds.

	They are both smiling.

	On the way home they are buying milk and bread.

	They are carrying the bag together.

	The sky is changing colour now.

	The light is soft and golden.

	The air is cooler.

	*

	They are talking about their dreams.

	He asks, “What place in the world do you love?”

	She smiles. “I love the sea. Always the sea.”

	He nods. “Me too. The sea is peace.”

	They look at each other.

	Then she asks, “Where will we go for our honeymoon?”

	He says, “Let’s go to Italy. Warm air, small streets, good coffee.” 

	She laughs. “And no rain for a week.”

	"We don't need a lot of clothes," he continues.

	They are putting a small bag on the bed.

	She is folding a dress, a light scarf, a book.

	He is bringing two shirts and a camera.

	They are laughing because the suitcase is already full.

	“Too many books,” he says.

	“Too many shirts,” she answers.

	The candle is still burning on the table.

	They are quiet for a moment, looking at the suitcase like it is a promise.

	They are smiling.

	*

	Story 5 - Family Life

	*

	It was early September.

	The air was cool in the morning, and the sky was light blue.

	Emma and Oliver were ready for a new school year.

	Their grey uniforms lay on the sofa.

	I made toast and packed simple lunches.

	We checked their school bags: lunch boxes, water bottles, and PE kits.

	“Ready?” I asked.

	They nodded, and we walked to school together.

	Our regular school year started.

	In the mornings we looked for missing socks and homework.

	Sometimes we got a school letter about a trip, a book fair, a dress-up day.

	In the afternoons we talked about teachers, friends, and playground games.

	Some days Emma came home tired and quiet.

	Some days Oliver ran into the house and talked without stopping.

	Life was busy, but it was our family life.

	My husband David came home from work in the evening.

	He put his bag down and listened to the children.

	Sometimes they climbed on his lap and told him about a funny thing from school.

	Sometimes he helped with a maths sheet or a spelling list.

	*

	At weekends we often saw more of our family.

	My friend became "aunt Anna" for our kids.

	She lived not far from us.

	Oliver and Emma loved her because she always had time for them.

	Sometimes she took them to the park and pushed them high on the swings.

	When she read bedtime stories, she made funny voices, and everyone laughed.

	Anna also had two children; we were like one big family.

	Mia and Thomas were cousins to Emma and Oliver, and niece and nephew to me and David.

	On some Saturdays all four children played in our living room.

	They built towers from blocks and made a little house from cushions and blankets.

	On warm days they ran in the garden and played football.

	Now and then one cousin stayed for a sleepover.

	They watched a film, ate popcorn, and whispered in the dark until they fell asleep.

	The grandparents were also part of our big family.

	My mum and dad lived in the Czech Republic.

	For Emma and Oliver, they were Grandma and Grandad from Brno.

	David’s parents lived in England, only one hour away by car.

	They were Grandma and Grandad from Kent.

	*

	Grandma and Grandad from Kent came for Sunday lunch once a month.

	They brought a cake in a tin and fresh flowers for the table.

	Grandad asked, “How is school?”

	Emma told him about her art club.

	Oliver told him about football and PE.

	After lunch we all went for a short walk.

	Grandma and Grandad from Brno could not visit so often.

	They lived far away, but we saw them on video calls.

	We sat on the sofa with the phone between us.

	“Jak se máte?” they asked.

	Emma and Oliver spoke in Czech with them.

	“We are fine, Grandma! Hi, Grandad!” They said and waved.

	Before Christmas, a box came from Brno.

	It was full of sweets, warm socks, and small books in Czech.

	The box smelled like home.

	We opened it and read Grandma’s letter.

	She wrote, "I miss you. Come home soon."

	We put the letter and a photo of my parents on the fridge.

	*

	School also brought special days.

	In autumn there was a book fair in the school hall.

	Tables were full of new stories.

	“Can we choose one?” Emma asked.

	“One each,” I said.

	She chose a story about a girl and a fox.

	Oliver chose a book about space with big pictures and simple facts.

	That evening we read on the sofa under a grey blanket.

	In December the school sang carols.

	Children stood in rows with red cheeks.

	The teacher played the keyboard, and small voices filled the hall.

	I watched Emma and Oliver and kept my fingers crossed for them.

	Parents wiped their eyes and smiled.

	After the concert, family came back to our house.

	Aunt Anna and the cousins arrived with a tin of homemade biscuits.

	Grandma and Grandad from Kent brought a big box with a toy inside.

	We drank tea, ate ginger biscuits, and talked about Christmas break.

	The children showed everyone the decorations they made at school.

	*

	At Easter we had another family day.

	We painted eggs in bright colours and hid them in the garden for an Easter egg hunt.

	The children ran with baskets and shouted when they found one.

	Grandma and Grandad from Kent came with chocolate eggs.

	Grandma and Grandad from Brno sent a card with flowers and chocolate by post.

	We put the card on the shelf above the TV.

	During a half-term break, we took a bus to the seaside.

	We held hands in the wind and wrote our names in the wet sand.

	We bought fish and chips and ate them from a paper box with small wooden forks.

	On the bus back the children fell asleep on my shoulders.

	I felt tired and grateful.

	In the summer holidays we finally visited my parents.

	We flew on a plane to the Czech Republic, and they met us at the airport.

	Grandma hugged us all.

	Grandad took the bags and said, “You are taller again!”

	At their house they made pancakes and tea.

	The children played in the garden and picked raspberries.

	Cousins from my side of the family came to visit too.

	Emma and Oliver learned new Czech words from them.

	They played games in two languages and laughed when they mixed them.

	When we went back to England, my parents gave us apples and small presents.

	*

	“See you next year,” they said.

	The children waved and said, “Bye, Grandma! Bye, Grandad!”

	On the plane they whispered, “We will call them tomorrow.”

	Back at home, the school year slowly came to an end.

	The children practised songs for an end-of-year assembly.

	On the day, parents filled the hall again.

	The headteacher spoke about learning and courage.

	The children sang about friendship and about being brave in the future.

	We clapped until our hands felt warm.

	In the last week, school reports came home in white envelopes.

	During the year they often got marks with letters like A, B, or C on their work, but the report used simple words and comments.

	Emma’s report said that she was a strong reader and asked brave questions.

	Oliver’s report said that he was lively and kind and tried his best.

	We put both reports on the fridge with magnets next to our family photos.

	That night, when the house was quiet, I made tea and opened my notebook.

	I wrote one line: "My children are growing. Our whole family is growing with them."

	I closed the notebook and listened to the soft sounds of our home.

	*

	Story 6 - The Goodbye

	*

	It was a quiet morning. The house was still.

	The clock was ticking in the kitchen.

	David was gone. He died in the hospital last week.

	The doorbell rang. It was David’s sister Karen.

	She lived in another country, but she flew here to be with me.

	Her face looked very tired.

	“I’m so sorry,” she said. “I still can’t believe my brother is dead.”

	We hugged in the doorway.

	We were both crying.

	We went to the kitchen and made tea.

	We sat at the table.

	On the table there was David’s life on paper: ID, passport and driver's licence.

	And his death certificate.

	I hated those papers, but they were important.

	“We must plan the funeral,” I said.

	“Yes,” Karen said quietly.

	Her hands were shaking a little.

	We made a list:

	Call the funeral home,

	coffin, flowers, music,

	call friends and family,

	write the funeral notice.

	*

	“Do you want a service in a church?” Karen asked.

	“I don’t know,” I answered.

	“He was not very religious, but our parents had a church funeral.” Karen added.

	We sat in silence for a moment.

	The kettle was making a soft sound.

	“I think we can have a short service in the church,” I said. “Not long. Just some music, one short speech, and a prayer.”

	She nodded. “Yes. A simple ceremony is good.”

	In the afternoon we went to the funeral home.

	The room was cold and quiet.

	A woman in a dark suit spoke to us.

	She was calm and polite.

	“I’m very sorry for your loss,” she said.

	She showed us pictures of coffins.

	Wooden, light, dark.

	We chose a simple wooden coffin with white flowers.

	She asked about music.

	We chose one slow song he liked and one soft song for the end.

	She asked about clothes for David.

	We decided on a dark suit and a white shirt.

	“We will take care of everything,” the woman said. “The service will be on Tuesday at ten o’clock.”

	*

	When we came home, the house felt very full and very empty at the same time.

	“We also have to decide what to do with his things,” I said.

	I pointed to the wardrobe.

	His shirts, trousers and shoes were still there.

	“We can start with one box,” Karen said.

	We wrote three words on the boxes:

	keep,

	give away,

	throw away.

	We put the boxes on the floor.

	We were working slowly.

	Sometimes we were talking.

	Sometimes we were quiet.

	“This T-shirt is from our last holiday,” I said and pressed it to my face. “I must keep this one,” I whispered.

	Then the kids joined us.

	Oliver took a deep breath and opened a drawer.

	He found a small box with cufflinks.

	“They were his favourite,” he said. "Can I keep them?"

	“Yes, of course,” I said, and my voice shook a little.

	We started with shirts.

	“This blue one is still new,” Emma said.

	“He wore it only once,” I answered.

	“For your school concert,” Oliver said, and he smiled at Emma.

	We put the blue shirt in the "keep" box.

	*

	That night I could not sleep.

	I was thinking about the funeral.

	I was afraid of that day.

	On Tuesday, the sky was grey.

	People were wearing black clothes.

	We were standing in front of the church.

	The coffin was in a black car.

	White flowers were on the top of the coffin.

	We walked behind the car to the church.

	Inside, people were sitting on long benches.

	Some people were crying quietly.

	Some people were just looking down.

	The priest was speaking slowly.

	He was saying, “We are here to say goodbye. We remember David with love.”

	We sang one simple song.

	We walked to the coffin and put flowers on it.

	Many people came to us after the service.

	They said the same simple sentences:

	“He was a good man.”

	“I’m so sorry for your loss.”

	“If you need anything, please call me.”

	Some people hugged me.

	Some people just took my hand.

	David’s sister stood next to me all the time.

	Sometimes I felt that she was supporting me.

	Sometimes I felt that I was supporting her.

	*

	After the funeral we went back home.

	We made tea and sat at the table.

	“We did one hard thing today,” I said.

	“Yes,” Karen said.

	“The next hard thing is to live without him.”

	After lunch we went to the study.

	The desk was clean, but the drawer was full of papers.

	There were letters, bills, a map, and a postcard from our honeymoon.

	We made more piles: papers, photos, letters.

	When the light changed in the afternoon, we moved to the garage.

	It smelled of wood and oil.

	His tools were hanging on a board.

	A red toolbox sat on a shelf.

	“He taught me how to fix the shelf,” Oliver said.

	“I remember,” I said.

	We decided to keep the tools.

	We wiped the dust from the red box and put it by the door.

	Back in the living room we stopped.

	The boxes were half full.

	The house was half lighter.

	We sat on the floor together.

	The air felt warm and we were tired.

	“We did well,” Emma said.

	“We did,” I answered.

	“The rest can wait,” Oliver said, and I nodded.

	“Yes. The rest can wait.” Karen agreed.

	*

	That night the house was quiet.

	I stood by the bedroom door for a long time.

	His side of the wardrobe looked so sad when it was empty.

	I opened my notebook.

	The page was white, and the pen was heavy.

	I wrote a simple line:

	"We were sorting his things today. We were holding our love in our hands."

	I closed the notebook and went to bed.

	The next day, I still couldn't work.

	I kept busy: cleaning, dusting and vacuuming.

	After lunch, the doorbell rang.

	Our neighbour stood there with a warm pie.

	“It's for you,” she said, and smiled.

	I thanked her and invited her in.

	She did not stay long.

	Before she left, she said, “He was a good man. We miss him.”

	In the afternoon I sat at the table with a small box of sympathy cards.

	I read each one again.

	So sorry for your loss.

	He will be remembered.

	We are thinking of you.

	I like this one the most: Love does not end; it changes shape.

	I put the cards in the box and tied a ribbon around it.

	When I wrote it in my notebook that night, the pen was shaking, and the candle was crying small tears of wax.

	*

	On Friday we went to the charity shop with two boxes.

	The woman at the counter smiled and said, “Thank you.”

	She was gentle with the clothes.

	She was putting them on the shelf in a careful way.

	I felt a soft pain and a soft relief at the same time.

	Back at home, we made tea and sat on the floor in the living room.

	“We are not saying goodbye to him today,” I said. “We are saying goodbye to things.”

	Oliver nodded.

	Emma looked at me and spoke very simply: “He is part of us. We are part of him.”

	We were together in our pain.

	We sat without speaking.

	When the evening came, we lit a candle.

	A small, still flame was with us in the quiet room.

	The garden was dark.

	A light rain was falling again.

	I opened my notebook and wrote:

	"Tomorrow we will keep going.

	We will plant a new flower.

	We will let the light in."

	*

	Story 7 - Dreams

	*

	That summer, I was eighteen.

	I passed my school-leaving exam and finished secondary school.

	My parents were proud, and my teachers shook my hand and smiled.

	I felt adult and strong.

	I thought that real life was finally starting.

	I lived in a small town in the west of the Czech Republic, near the German border.

	My best friend was a boy from my class.

	His name was Karel.

	We grew up in the same town and went to the same school for many years.

	He was calm, funny and kind, and I trusted him.

	After school we often walked by the river or sat on an old bench near the station and talked about the future.

	At that time jobs were not easy to find.

	Some old factories in our region were closing.

	New companies and shops were small and needed only a few people.

	Karel tried different short-term jobs, but the money was low.

	He felt tired and a little angry, because he wanted to live like an adult man and take care of a family one day.

	*

	I was a bit luckier.

	I found a job in a small office in the centre of our town.

	Every morning, I walked there in my skirt and light jacket.

	In the office I answered the phone, carried papers from one room to another and typed letters on a big noisy typewriter.

	The work was easy for me.

	I knew it was under my level of education, but the regular salary gave me a feeling of safety.

	At that time every young man had to do one year of military service.

	My older cousins liked to talk about their time in uniform and in the barracks.

	Karel had some health problems, so the army doctor gave him a medical exemption from military service - the document was called “the blue book”. 

	So, he didn't have to join the army and needed to find a job.

	Many young men from our town went to work in Germany.

	They had jobs on building sites or in factories.

	They came home with dirty hands and tired faces, but they earned good money.

	Karel listened to their stories and started to think about Germany too.

	*

	Around the same time, we began to talk about living together.

	But where?

	It was almost impossible to find a flat in our town.

	Most flats still belonged to the state, and you could put your name on a waiting list. But people waited for so many years…

	Karel’s grandmother lived in a small flat alone.

	She was ill and needed help. 

	The plan was simple: we would move in with her, help her with shopping and cooking, and later Karel could get the flat officially in his name.

	It sounded practical and serious.

	We felt very adult when we spoke about rent, electricity bills and all those things.

	The flat was small, but for us it was a big step.

	There was one bedroom, a small living room, a little kitchen and a bathroom.

	On the tiny balcony there were three washing lines.

	Karel's granny lived in the bedroom, and we lived in the living room.

	There was a brown sofa bed, a heavy wardrobe and a small TV with two channels.

	From the window we could see tall grey blocks of flats and a few trees.

	When we ate our first lunch in the flat, we were so happy.

	It was not beautiful, but it was a real home.

	*

	That summer we decided to get married.

	At the time, it was still normal to marry young.

	Many of our friends were already engaged, and some of them even had babies.

	Our families were happy and started to plan the wedding.

	We invited relatives, neighbours and old family friends.

	On that day there were flowers on the tables, music from a local band and a big white cake.

	I wore a simple white dress that my mother sewed for me, and I felt like a film star.

	My hair was long with highlights.

	Karel had a beard and looked very handsome.

	People danced, laughed and sang songs that everybody knew.

	The presents were very practical.

	We got plates, glasses, pots and pans, cutlery, towels, bed sheets and warm blankets for winter.

	Some guests gave us money in small white envelopes.

	Everyone said that now we had everything we needed for a good life.

	In the photos from that day, I am smiling all the time.

	I really believed those words.

	*

	In the evening, we went back to our flat.

	Karel’s grandmother was already in bed in the small bedroom.

	Karel and I sat on the old sofa in the living room and turned on the TV.

	A black-and-white film was playing, but we did not really watch it.

	Officially it was our wedding night, but we already knew each other very well.

	We were more interested in talking about our new life.

	Karel spoke about his plan to find a job in Germany, as a bricklayer.

	We talked about seeing each other only for a few days every month.

	How will we manage?

	Will we miss each other?

	Then we spoke about money, about new furniture and about children we both wanted.

	The room was small, the furniture was old, and our future was not very clear.

	But that night I felt calm.

	I was sure that my life was just starting.

	I thought, "I am a wife; I will probably soon become a mother and live a quiet life like my mum." 

	But in fact, it was the beginning of my adventures.

	*

	Story 8 - New Hope

	*

	When I think about my early years, I often remember two different homes.

	The first one was the small flat with Karel and his granny.

	The second one was a shared flat in Prague, full of strangers, noise and new stories.

	Between these two homes there was one important thing: our divorce.

	Karel and I were married for a short time.

	From the outside we looked okay.

	We had a flat, we had jobs, we had two families that liked us.

	But inside our marriage something was wrong.

	Karel worked as a bricklayer in Germany.

	He left early on Monday and came back late on Friday or even on Saturday.

	He was often tired and quiet.

	He wanted to rest, drink beer with his friends and sleep.

	I wanted to talk, go for a walk, watch films together and plan our future.

	We both tried, but our wishes were different.

	At first I thought that it was only a difficult phase in our marriage.

	I told myself, “It is only for one year. It will be better later.”

	But it was not better.

	Karel liked his life the way it was.

	He was happy with his friends from work and with his free evenings in the pub.

	I needed something else.

	I wanted a partner, not only a friend who came home with dirty clothes and fell asleep in front of the TV.

	*

	We did not fight a lot.

	We did not scream or throw plates.

	We simply lived next to each other, not together.

	Sometimes we had long quiet dinners and I felt very lonely, although he was sitting in front of me.

	I started to ask myself a difficult question:

	“Do I want to live like this for the next thirty years?”

	One evening I finally said it aloud.

	We were sitting at the small kitchen table.

	Karel was eating soup, and I was playing with my spoon.

	“Karel,” I said, “I think we made a mistake. We are good friends, but we are not a good husband and wife.”

	He put down his spoon and looked at me for a long time.

	Then he nodded.

	“I know,” he said quietly. 

	“I also feel it. I don’t want to hurt you, but I don’t know how to be a good husband.”

	We talked for many hours that night.

	We remembered our school years and our long walks by the river.

	We laughed and we cried a little.

	In the end we agreed to divorce.

	We did not hate each other.

	We were just two young people who wanted different lives.

	*

	The divorce itself was quiet, but not easy.

	We had to go to court.

	The judge asked some questions about our marriage and the reasons for our divorce.

	We both said that we wanted something else.

	Then he read a short text and signed some papers.

	A few weeks later I got a letter that said our marriage was over.

	I felt light and empty at the same time.

	For a few months I stayed in our flat with Karel’s granny.

	Karel worked in Germany and came home only sometimes.

	We were friendly, but our love story was finished.

	I still went to my little office every day.

	I answered the phone, carried papers from one room to another and drank cheap coffee from a machine.

	In the evenings I watched TV with Karel’s granny or read magazines.

	My life was safe, but it was also very boring.

	One Sunday I visited my school friend Martina in Prague.

	She lived in a big old house near the centre.

	The house was full of young people from different towns.

	They shared flats, rooms, fridges, stories and problems.

	There were posters on the walls, bicycles in the hallway, and loud music in the evenings.

	The kitchen was always busy.

	Someone cooked pasta, someone made tea, someone smoked by the open window.

	*

	Martina shared a flat with two other girls.

	The flat had three small bedrooms, a living room, a kitchen and a bathroom.

	The furniture was second-hand, but colourful.

	There were books and plants everywhere.

	On Martina's desk there was a big map of the world.

	She told me about her dreams: to travel, to study, to work with languages.

	That evening we sat on the floor, drank cheap wine and ate bread with cheese.

	Martina listened to my story about Karel and the divorce.

	“You are free now,” she said. “You are only twenty. Why don’t you move here?

	Prague is not perfect, but it is bigger than your town. You can find a different job, meet new people and see what you really want.”

	Her words stayed in my head for many days.

	I looked around our flat in the grey block of flats.

	The sofa bed, the two-channel TV, the washing lines on the balcony.

	Everything felt suddenly so ugly.

	A few weeks later I made my decision.

	I talked to Karel’s granny.

	She was kind and wise.

	“Katka,” she said, “you are young. You helped me a lot, but I can manage with Karel’s help and with the neighbours. You must live your own life.”

	So, I started to look for a room in Prague.

	People put small adverts in newspapers or on the notice boards at universities.

	I read them carefully on the bus to work and in my lunch breaks.

	*

	Finally, I found something.

	It was a room in a shared flat in Prague 4, not far from the metro station.

	Three young people lived there: a nurse, a student and a young man who worked in a music shop.

	The room was small, with one window, a bed, a desk and a wardrobe.

	The rent was high for me, but not impossible, so I said yes.

	The day I moved to Prague, my parents drove me there in my father’s old car.

	We put my suitcase, a box of books, a lamp and one green plant into the boot.

	My mother cried quietly on the way.

	My father was serious, but he tried to smile.

	“You can always come back,” he said when we carried the last box up the stairs.

	The shared flat was noisy and busy.

	The kitchen was small, but there were three different kinds of tea, many spices and colourful cups.

	On the fridge there was a list of cleaning duties and a calendar.

	My new flatmates were friendly, but I was shy.

	I did not know their habits yet.

	I was afraid to stay too long in the shower or to make noise early in the morning.

	The first night in my new room was strange.

	I lay on my bed and listened to the city sounds: cars, trams, voices in the street.

	The window was open a little, and I could smell petrol and cigarettes.

	I missed the quiet of our small town.

	I missed the old sofa bed and the smell of soup from Karel’s granny’s kitchen.

	At the same time, I felt excited because a new life was starting.

	*

	After a few weeks I found a new job, in a small travel agency.

	I sat at a desk near the window and answered phone calls from people who wanted to go on holiday.

	I gave them information about buses, hotels and prices.

	Sometimes I typed simple letters or filled in forms.

	It was still not my dream job, but it was a little more interesting than before.

	I liked to hear foreign city names during the day: Paris, Rome, Madrid.

	In the evenings I didn’t want to go home immediately.

	Sometimes I walked slowly through the city centre.

	I looked at the shop windows, the trams, the crowds of people.

	I bought hot dogs from small kiosks or sat on a bench and watched tourists with maps.

	Prague felt big and full of possibilities, and I felt very small in it.

	On some nights we cooked together and ate at the small table in the kitchen.

	We shared food and stories from work.

	On Friday nights we often went to a pub or to a cheap cinema.

	We laughed a lot and came home late, our clothes smelling of smoke.

	On other nights the flat was almost empty.

	The nurse worked night shifts, the student studied in the library, and the young man from the music shop went to concerts.

	On those evenings I sat alone in my room.

	I listened to the neighbours’ TV through the wall and read books or wrote long letters to my friends.

	*

	My parents called me once a week on the landline phone in the corridor.

	Sometimes my mother asked, “Have you met a nice man yet?”

	My aunt wrote me a postcard that said, “You are still young, but don’t wait too long with children.”

	Everybody seemed to think about my future more than I did.

	Inside, I was not ready for a new husband or children.

	I wanted to learn how to live alone first - without Karel, without my parents, without the old flat and the old roles.

	Sometimes I felt strong and free.

	Sometimes I felt tired and confused.

	One rainy evening I sat in a small café near the river with Martina.

	We drank coffee and watched people run with umbrellas.

	“So,” she asked, “are you happy in Prague?”

	I thought for a moment.

	“I am learning to be alone, to pay my own bills, to find my place here. It is not easy, but I don’t want to go back.”

	Martina smiled. “There is not only a way back. There is also a way forward. The world is big. You can go and live abroad.”

	I laughed and shook my head.

	The idea sounded impossible.

	Another country, another language, another life?

	It was too big for me at that moment.

	But later I started thinking about it.

	Maybe Prague was not the end.

	Maybe it was only another beginning.

	*

	Story 9 - The Beginning

	*

	When I look back now, I can see one clear moment when my life changed.

	It was when my colleague at work put a blue brochure on my desk.

	On the cover there was a picture of a smiling girl with two small children.

	Above them there were three words in big letters: AUPAIR IN ENGLAND.

	She said, “Look, Katka, my sister has just come back from England. She was an aupair there for one year. She says it was hard, but it was the best year of her life.”

	I took the brochure home; I read it in the tram, then in my room, then again.

	It said: You live with an English family, you help with the children, you get pocket money and food, and you go to language school two or three times a week.

	I was thinking about my life.

	I have already lived in Prague for some time. 

	I have my small room, my job in a travel agency and a few good friends. 

	I know the streets in the centre; I know some cafés and parks. 

	Prague is not new for me anymore.

	And I have always liked English.

	At school it was my favourite subject.

	I have watched some films with English subtitles; I have read a few simple books in English and sometimes I spoke English at work.

	But I have never really used the language in real life.

	I thought:

	“I am young. I don’t have a husband, I don’t have children, I don’t have my own flat.

	If I don’t go now, then when?”

	*

	The next week I went to the agency.

	It was in a small office on the third floor of an old building.

	There were posters of London buses and red telephone boxes on the walls.

	A woman in a dark jacket sat behind a desk.

	“Do you have experience with children?” she asked.

	“Yes,” I said. “I have younger cousins. I have often looked after them. I also helped in a children’s club in our town.”

	“Do you smoke?”

	“No.”

	“Are you married?”

	“No,” I said and smiled a little. “I am divorced.”

	She did not ask more about it.

	“You must fill this in in English,” she said and gave me some papers.

	“Write about your family, your hobbies and your experience with children. We also need your photo. It is easier for English people to remember faces than Czech names. Also, the family in England will be able to find you at the airport or the bus station when you arrive.”

	For the next few evenings I sat at my desk and wrote about myself in simple English.

	I wrote slowly, but my heart was fast.

	When I finished, I took the papers and photos back to the agency.

	And then I waited.

	Waiting was the hardest part.

	Every day I went to work, answered phone calls and talked to people who wanted to travel to Egypt, Cuba, Australia…

	I thought: "It's so easy to go abroad. I have only been to Germany once, when I visited Karel. And I have never flown on a plane."

	*

	One afternoon, when I came home from work, I finally found an envelope with the agency logo in our letterbox.

	My hands were shaking a little when I opened it.

	Inside there was a letter from an English family.

	It started with “Dear Katka” and it was full of simple sentences.

	There were also two small pictures which the children drew for me.

	When I finished reading, I was smiling.

	In the evening, I told Martina about it.

	“So, are you going?” she asked.

	“I think so,” I said. “I am scared, but I am more excited than scared.”

	My parents were surprised when I told them.

	My mother was worried. 

	“You have never lived in another country. What if something goes wrong?”

	My father tried to be practical.

	“Maybe this is your chance. If you have problems, you can always come back home.”

	We talked for a long time.

	In the end they agreed, and I signed the contract with the agency.

	The next weeks were full of preparations.

	I bought a small suitcase and a warm coat.

	I went to the dentist, because I did not know how expensive dentists were in England.

	I also tried to speak English every day, at least a little.

	I have never been so motivated to study before.

	*

	I left Prague on a grey morning in March.

	My parents and Martina came to the airport with me.

	There were tears, hugs and last jokes.

	I checked in my suitcase and then I stood in the line for passport control.

	“Call us when you arrive,” my mother said.

	“I will,” I answered.

	The flight was short but important.

	For the first time in my life, I was in a plane.

	For the first time people around me spoke English and I understood only part of their conversations.

	I looked out of the small window and watched the clouds.

	It felt like my old life was slowly disappearing under them.

	At the airport in London, I followed the other passengers through long corridors.

	My new host mother, Susan, was waiting for me with a paper in her hand.

	On the paper there was my name: KATKA.

	She smiled and hugged me.

	“Welcome to England,” she said.

	Her voice was friendly, but my head was full of noise.

	I suddenly felt very tired.

	On the way to their town, we sat in a car and tried to talk.

	I understood maybe half of her words.

	When I did not know what to say, I smiled and said, “Yes” or “I see.”

	*

	The town was smaller than London, but still big for me.

	There were houses with small front gardens, a few shops, a church and a park.

	Their house was on a quiet street near a school.

	Inside the house I met the children, Tom and Lucy.

	They were shy at first, but very curious.

	They showed me their toys and their rooms.

	Tom asked if I liked football, Lucy asked if I could draw a princess.

	My room was small but nice.

	There was a bed, a wardrobe, a desk and a shelf with a few books.

	There was also a small window with a view of the neighbour’s garden.

	I put my suitcase on the floor and opened it.

	I suddenly felt very far from home.

	The first weeks were not easy.

	I had to learn the family’s rules, the children’s habits and the new everyday words.

	Morning routine, school run, homework, bath time, bedtime stories.

	In the evenings I was tired.

	My head hurt from all the new words and sounds.

	But slowly, something started to change.

	I noticed that I understood more of the conversations.

	And I could answer simple questions without thinking too much.

	*

	Twice a week I went to an evening language school in the town centre.

	There were other aupairs from different countries.

	We sat in the classroom, did exercises, and laughed at our mistakes.

	Our teacher, Mrs. Green, was patient and kind.

	One day, after the lesson, Mrs. Green said, “Next week we will have a small conversation group in the library. A man from the library will come and speak with you. He is not a teacher, but he likes to help foreigners with English.”

	That was how I first met David.

	The library was in a red brick building near the park.

	Inside it was quiet and warm.

	There were long shelves of books, tables with lamps and a corner with children’s books.

	I have always loved libraries, so I felt at home there immediately.

	We sat at a round table in a small reading room.

	There were six of us students and one man.

	He was taller than the other people in the room, with some grey hair and kind eyes.

	He wore a simple shirt and a dark jumper.

	He smiled a lot and had wrinkles around his eyes.

	“Hello, I’m David,” he said. “I work here in the library. I have worked here for many years. I like books and I like meeting people from other countries. I’m not a teacher, but I hope we can have a nice talk together.”

	His voice was calm and clear.

	We introduced ourselves one by one.

	When it was my turn, I said, “My name is Katka. I am from the Czech Republic. I am an aupair. I have been in England for three months now.”

	*

	The group went on for an hour.

	We talked about food, weather, our countries and our plans.

	David listened carefully and helped us when we were looking for a word.

	He did not correct every small error.

	He only repeated our sentences in a better way, and we tried to copy him.

	When the group finished, I stayed a little longer.

	I wanted to borrow a simple English book.

	“Can I help you find something?” he asked when he saw me in the fiction section.

	“Yes, please,” I said. “I have read a few "easy readers", but I would like something a little more difficult now.”

	He looked at me for a second and then walked to one of the shelves.

	“Maybe this one,” he said and gave me a thin book.

	“It is not too long, but the story is interesting. Some people have told me that they started to enjoy reading in English with this book.”

	I took it in my hands.

	The cover was blue, and the title was simple.

	“Thank you,” I said. “I will try.”

	When I left the library that evening, the sky was dark, and the streetlamps were on.

	I did not know it then, but meeting David was truly the beginning of my new life.

	*

	Thanks for reading my story!

	I hope you enjoyed reading it as much as I enjoyed writing it for you.

	This e-book contains only the story.

	If you’d like to explore the language tips, Czech translations, glossaries, and study notes, they’re available in the full PDF version.

	With love,

	Katka 💗
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