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Co mate pied sebou
Tahle série povidek neni bézna kniha. Je to studijni material, ktery vim pomaha

zvladnout zaklady angli¢tiny tak, abyste je opravdu pouzivali — nejen chapali v teorii.

Gramatika
e Na zacatku najdete jednoduché véty, zakladni pritomny ¢as prosty a pribéhovy.
e Pak postupné pridame budouci a zakladni minuly cas, ke konci i predpritomny.
e Véty se pomalu prodluzuji a gramatika se pridava plynule, vzdy az ve chvili, kdy
se hodi k déji.

Slovni zasoba
Nejspis si vSimnete, Ze se v piibéhu ¢asto opakuji stejna slova a slovni spojeni. Je to
umysl, abyste stejné slovo nebo frazi vidéli a slyseli v riznych kontextech. Diky tomu:
e sito zapamatujete prirozené,
e zacnete angli¢tinu pouzivat bez dlouhého piremysleni,

e nebudete pottebovat preklad do ¢estiny, protoze porozumite vyznamu.

Gradujici piribéhy
e Cilem prvni knihy je, abyste ziskali pocit: ,,Tomuhle rozumim. Tohle uz
umim.“

v .

e V dalSich knihach se mirné zvySuje obtiznost, abyste se naucili néco nového.
e Nékteré povidky jsou vzdusnéjsi a delsi, n€které jsou hutnéjsi a kratsi.
e Vysvétlivky na kazdé strance vdm pomahaji nezaseknout se na slovickach a

plynule cely pribéh docist.

Tahle kniha se nezene za co nejvétsim mnozstvim slovicek ani za slozitou gramatikou.

Je postavena tak, aby vam pomohla upevnit zaklady, na kterych mtizete dal stavét.

N
Prvni kniha vypravi o tom, co Kateryna Novella proziva po vydani své prvni knizky.
Druha kniha popisuje jeji zivot a jak postupné dospéla k rozhodnuti napsat roméan.

Treti kniha je o jejim mladi, o zemi a dobé, ve které vyrostla a ktera ji ovlivnila.
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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.

bouquet — pugét, ktytice
@ make-up — liceni, naliceni (neni to "kryci krém", jako v ¢estin€)
= gloss — lesk (lip gloss — lesk na rty)



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.

“T am a little nervous, but it is a good feeling.”
They are talking for a few minutes.

They are saying simple things.

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.

ribbon - stuzka, masle

to sweep the pavement — zametat chodnik
@ square — ctverec, ¢tvercovy (dalsi vyznam je "nameésti")

= blackbird — kos

proud groom — hrdy Zenich



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.

Her voice is clear and soft.

This is not like her first wedding, she thinks.

organ — varhany

@ side by side — bok po boku
= to make a promise — slozit slib



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.

to bless — pozehnat, blessing — pozehnani

@ to wipe — utfit

= tear —slza

two by two — po dvou, po dvojicich; one by one — po jednom



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.

sparkling — Sumivé, bublinkové (vino, voda)
@ to raise glasses — pozvednout ¢ise
to cling glasses — prituknout si

bride — nevésta



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.

@ next to each other = side by side — jeden vedle druhého

= rose bush — rizovy ker



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.

to hang — povésit, véset
@ basil — bazalka

=



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?”

¥e sans,

“Let’s go to Ptalry,.
Warvm aily, smakl stheets.,
good coffee” Bhe Lanighs.

ol o 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.

@ honeymoon - libanky, svatebni cesta
to fold - slozit, skladat

=



LEARNING TIPS

novomanzelé — newlyweds / the married couple
svédek/svédkyné — witness

druzicky — bridesmaids

zenichuv druzba — best man

oddaci list — marriage certificate

snubni prsteny — wedding rings

zavoj — veil

vlecka — train (neobvyklé, ale neni to chyba)

korsaz/kyticka do klopy — buttonhole (UK) / boutonniere (US)
svatebni hostina — reception

svatebni dort — wedding cake

I do — prti svatebnim obtadu "ano"
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WHAT CAN YOU REMEMBER?

1. S pouzitim slov a frazi v tomto pribéhu, dokazes popsat svou svatbu?

2. Mtizes také popsat svatbu, kde jsi byla za svédka nebo za druzicku.

3. Organizovala jsi nékdy n€jakou svatbu? Komu a pro¢? Jaké to bylo?

S

11



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 Kkits.
“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.

book fair — knizni veletrh ve skole
@ dress-up day — den, kdy déti ptijdou do skoly v kostymech (maskarni)

=

lunch box — krabicka na svacinu (na obéd)
PE kit — cvicebni ubor (tricko, Sortky, tenisky)
maths sheet — pracovni list z matematiky
spelling list — seznam slov, ktera se déti uci

spravneé psat (na test / diktat)
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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.

swings — houpacky
bedtime stories — pohadky na dobrou noc
@ blocks — détské kostky / stavebnice
= cushions — polstare do obyvaku (sedaci / dekoracni)
now and then = sometimes (obcas)

sleepover — prespani u kamarada

aunt — teta

cousins — bratranci, sestfenice
niece — neter

nephew — synovec

grandparents — prarodice
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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 mate?” 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.

tin — plechova déza s vikem
@ art club — vytvarny krouzek

= PE = Physical Education — t&locvik

14



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.

one each — jednu pro kazdého, kazdy jednu
space — vesmir — planety (také prostor)
@ keyboard — elektrické piano (doslova "klavesnice")
to keep fingers crossed for... — drzet nékomu palce; prat si, aby se

jim to povedlo

carols — koledy
ginger biscuits — pernicky
Christmas break — vanocni prazdniny

decorations — vyzdoba, ozdoby
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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.

grateful — vdécéna
@ pancakes — palacinky

= raspberries — maliny

Easter egg hunt — hledani velikonocnich vajicek
baskets — kosiky

half-term break — prazdniny (pololetni, jarni)
fish and chips — smazeni ryba s hranolky
(typické britské jidlo)
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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.

See you next year! — Ahoj za rok!

end-of-year assembly — $kolni slavnost na konci roku; besidka

@ headteacher - reditel / reditelka skoly (UK)
= school reports — vysvédéeni (v UK dostavaji tistni hodnoceni)

marks — zndmky (v UK dostavaji hodnoceni pomoci pismen)
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LEARNING TIPS

christening / baptism — kftest, kitiny

(to) be baptised — byt pokitény
godmother — kmotra

godfather — kmotr

(to) get engaged — zasnoubit se

engaged — zasnoubeny(4), engaged — zasnoubeny, snoubenka
marriage — manzelstvi

(to) get married — vzit se / vdat se, oZenit se
divorce - rozvod

(to) get divorced — rozvést se

divorced — rozvedeny / rozvedena

single — svobodny / svobodné (bez partnera)
widower — vdovec, to become a widower
widow — vdova, to become a widow

widowed — ovdovély / ovdovéla

18



WHAT CAN YOU REMEMBER?

Can you describe your family life? Keep it simple!

Popis jednoduse sviij rodinny zivot...

Staci vam slovicka z tohoto pribéhu?

Kdyz zjistite, Ze vam néjaké slovicko nebo fraze chybi,
napiste mi na whatsapp, kde poskytuji zdarma podporu
pro vSechny mé ¢tenarky.

Katerina H.

19



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 fumerak, heme,

the goodbye — rozlouceni
@ still — klidny, tichy, nehybny / still — stale jesté (dal to trva)

ID, passport, driver's licence — obc¢anka, pas, ridicak
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“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.”

service / church service — bohosluzba

prayer — modlitba
@ funeral home — pohiebni tstav

coffin — rakev

to take care of ... — postarat se o...

21



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.

wardrobe — Satni skrin
keep — (po)nechat si
@ give away — rozdat, darovat
= throw away — vyhodit
drawer — zasuvka, Suplik

cufflinks — manzetové knoflicky
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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:

“¥e was o gesd, masr.”

Q' e s, Lol Meuk Loss..”

“Q yow meed arwything,

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.
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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.

the study — pracovna (doméci, studovna)
@ toolbox — kuffik s nafadim
to fix something — opravit

dust — prach
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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.

to keep busy - zabavit se nécim, byt zaneprazdnéna

neighbour - soused(ka)
@ sympathy cards — kondolen¢ni listky
shape — tvar, podoba

wax — vosk
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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:

"Jeme Ve
We Wikl phamt a mern Plorrer.
We will et the Light im.."

charity shop — dobroc¢inny obchod

@ counter — pult v obchodé
relief — tleva

keep going — pokracovat dal
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LEARNING TIPS

funeral — pohieb

funeral service — pohiebni obtrad

funeral home — pohtebni tstav, pohtebni sluzba
cemetery / graveyard — hibitov

grave — hrob

coffin — rakev

urn — urna

wreath — vénec

death — smrt

funeral notice — parte, oznameni o pohibu
sympathy — soucit, Gcast

sympathy card — kondolencni listek

to die — zemfit

dead — mrtvy / mrtva

death certificate — imrtni list

last will / testament — posledni viile, zavét

I'm sorry for your loss - upfimnou soustrast

3 Riestarskihe obiadu

27



=
3

WHAT DO YOU THINK?

Myslis, ze Kateryna zlistane s détmi v domé po Davidoveé smrti, nebo se rad€ji nékam

prestéhuji? Jaké jsou divody? Jaké jsou pro a proti?

Miuzes pouzit:

I think (that)... — myslim, Ze...

I don’t think (that)... — nemyslim si, Ze...

Maybe... — mozna...

I’m sure (that)... — jsem si jist4, Ze...

I’m not sure, but I think (that)... — nejsem si jista, ale myslim, Ze...

In my opinion, ... — podle mé...

... because...
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Proc¢ Read Beyond Words?

Pro naroc¢nou zenu je pokrodily jazyk symbolem statusu a svobody.

Anglic¢tina v mém podani neni predmeét k uceni, ale prostor k byti. Vedu vas k
sebevédomému pouzivani jazyka, ktery odpovida vasi inteligenci a zivotni rovni.
Mym cilem je, aby vaSe anglic¢tina byla stejné kultivovana, sebevédoma a hluboka,
jako jste vy sama.

Psani pro meé neni femeslo, je to zptisob, jakym rozkryvam svét.

Jako autorka osmi titulli, od lehkych "Life Stories" aZ po syrovou psychologickou sérii
"Secrets", buduji prostor, kde se napéti potkava s intelektem.

Nechci vas jen pobavit. Chci, abyste pti ¢teni mych knih zapomnéla, Ze ¢tete v cizim

jazyce, a zacala jste ten piibéh skutecné zit. Moje tvorba je mostem mezi vzdélavaci
literaturou a psychologickym thrillerem.

Vim, Ze Zivot se neodehrava v ucebnicovych dialozich. Skuteény zivot se d€je v tichu
mezi slovy, v maskach, které si nasazujeme, a v odvaze je sundat.

Jsem pozorovatelkou lidskych osudii a fascinuje mé psychologie a dynamika vztahi,
o které se casto jen Septa. VE€rim v integritu, hloubku a v to, Ze zralost je tou nejvétsi
devizou, kterou jako Zena a tviirce mam.
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Thanks for reading my story!
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