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Learning a new language is more than memorizing grammar rules or building a vocabulary list—it's about understanding people, emotions, and the small, everyday experiences that shape who we are. For many learners, English is not just a subject but a bridge to a new life, a new culture, and new connections. This book was created with that journey in mind.

	Learn English with Stories invites you into the life of Maya, a language learner navigating the challenges and discoveries of living in a new country. Each chapter tells a unique story from her experience—sometimes joyful, sometimes uncertain, always meaningful. Through her eyes, you'll explore real-world situations, absorb natural English expressions, and gain the confidence to use English in your own life.

	These stories are written in accessible language, designed to help you grow familiar with sentence structures, everyday vocabulary, and conversational tone. But more than that, they are written to engage your heart and imagination. Whether Maya is attending her first job interview, getting lost in a museum, or sharing secrets in an old bookstore, you’ll learn alongside her—not just how to speak English, but how to feel it, live it, and use it in ways that matter.

	This book is not a textbook. It’s a journey—through conversations, challenges, friendships, and quiet moments of reflection. Whether you are a beginner looking for encouragement or an intermediate learner seeking to grow, these stories will offer comfort, insight, and practical language through emotion-rich storytelling.

	You don’t need to study every word. Just read, enjoy, and let the language become part of you.

	Welcome to the beginning of a new chapter—yours.

	




	



	The Lost Backpack

	It was just another ordinary Tuesday morning when Sarah stepped out of her apartment in the quiet neighborhood of Ashford Hills. The sun had just risen above the rooftops, casting a soft golden glow over the sidewalks. Birds chirped in the distance as children waited for their school buses, some chatting, others staring sleepily into their phones. Sarah, however, was wide awake and unusually alert—today was her first day at her new English class in the city. She had packed her favorite backpack the night before with all the essentials: notebooks, her bilingual dictionary, pens, a water bottle, and a sandwich her grandmother had made for her. She clutched the strap of her backpack tightly as she boarded the bus, a mix of excitement and nerves swirling in her stomach.

	The bus ride was longer than she expected. Traffic in the city had started building up early, and the bus stopped at nearly every corner. Sarah kept checking her phone, not because she was late, but because she didn’t want to be. She had moved to this country only two months ago, and every day still felt like she was learning how the world worked all over again. People spoke fast, signs were confusing, and even simple things like ordering coffee sometimes made her anxious. But she was determined to learn English. She knew that if she wanted to feel more confident and make friends, she needed to speak well. And the stories she had heard about this language class—that it used real-life stories and conversations instead of just grammar drills—had made her hopeful.

	The city was unfamiliar, but Sarah had memorized the landmarks near her stop. When the bus passed the tall clock tower and turned left at the flower shop, she stood up and moved toward the door. She slung the backpack onto one shoulder and stepped off the bus, feeling the cool morning air against her face. The street was lively: people rushing to work, a dog barking behind a fence, the smell of fresh bread coming from a bakery nearby. She smiled to herself, feeling like this place might become her home after all.

	She walked two blocks, turned a corner, and reached the red-brick building with the large sign: City Language Center. Her heart beat faster. She looked around, saw other students entering, some chatting in English, others speaking in different languages, and she took a deep breath. But as she reached for her backpack to grab her notebook, her heart sank. The strap was lighter than it should have been. She swung it around to check—and froze.

	It wasn’t her backpack.

	Same color. Same size. But not hers.

	She stared at it in disbelief. This one had a tear near the zipper and a metal keychain she didn’t recognize. Quickly, she unzipped the bag and peeked inside—no notebooks, no sandwich, no bilingual dictionary. Just a worn-out wallet, an old phone, and some empty wrappers. Her mind raced back to the bus. Did someone take hers by mistake? Or had she grabbed the wrong one when getting off?

	Panic started to rise in her chest. That backpack had everything. Her notes. Her class schedule. Even her passport copy she carried just in case. She looked around frantically, hoping to see someone else holding her bag, maybe walking toward her in apology. But the street was full of strangers, none of them looking lost. No one seemed to be searching for a backpack.

	She ran back to the bus stop, her shoes slapping against the pavement. The bus was gone. Her fingers trembled as she fumbled with her phone to check the route number. Her English was good enough for everyday conversations, but when she was nervous, the words on the screen blurred together. She forced herself to breathe and looked up the contact number for the city's public transport service. She hesitated, then pressed "Call."

	The voice on the other end was polite but fast. Sarah had to ask them to slow down. She explained what happened and gave them the bus number, the route, and where she got off. The woman on the phone promised to check with the driver and call her back if they found anything. It wasn’t a guarantee, but at least it was something.

	Unsure what else to do, Sarah sat on the bench at the bus stop. She kept checking the street, hoping the bus might return. Time passed slowly. People walked by, buses came and went, and still no sign of her backpack. She felt tears sting her eyes, but she wiped them away. Crying wouldn’t help. She needed to be strong. This was just a mistake. It didn’t mean she had failed. Still, a deep sadness crept in. She had prepared so hard for this class. She wanted to start strong. And now, all she had were empty hands and a borrowed backpack.

	Just then, her phone rang. It was an unknown number. She answered immediately.

	“Hello, is this... Sarah?” a man’s voice said, hesitant.

	“Yes, I’m Sarah,” she replied quickly, her voice hopeful.

	“I think I have your backpack,” he said. “I just got off bus 48, and I found a bag next to me that doesn’t belong to me. It has a notebook with your name on it and some other things.”

	Sarah stood up immediately, heart pounding again—this time with relief. “Yes! That’s mine! Thank you! Where are you?”

	He gave her the name of a small café just two stops ahead on the same bus route. Without thinking, she ran to the next bus and boarded. The driver looked at her with curiosity, but she didn’t care. She just kept muttering “please be there, please be there” under her breath until she arrived.

	The café was small and warm, with a red door and white curtains. Inside, at a corner table, sat a young man holding her backpack. He stood up when he saw her, smiling awkwardly.

	“I’m David,” he said. “I think we must have the same backpack. I didn’t notice until I opened it and saw your name on everything.”

	Sarah laughed, partly from relief and partly from the absurdity of the whole thing. “I think I took yours by mistake,” she said, handing over the bag she had been carrying. He checked inside and nodded.

	“Yeah, this one’s mine. No harm done.”

	They sat down for a few minutes and talked. He was also learning English, but had been in the city for longer. He gave her a few tips about the area, suggested some good places to study, and even told her which coffee shop had free English conversation meetups. Sarah couldn’t believe her luck. She had lost her backpack, but in the process, she had made her first real connection in the city.

	Eventually, she thanked him again and hurried back to the language center. The receptionist gave her a curious look as she entered late, but when she explained what had happened, she was welcomed with a smile and shown to her class. The teacher was friendly, the students were from all over the world, and the classroom buzzed with gentle energy. As Sarah sat down and opened her recovered notebook, she felt something shift.

	This city wasn’t just a place of confusion and challenges. It was full of surprises. Full of small miracles. And sometimes, even a mistake like losing a backpack could lead to a story worth telling.

	From that day on, every time she picked up her backpack, she checked it twice. Not out of fear, but as a quiet reminder that even when things go wrong, something good can still come out of it. And that’s the kind of English story she’d never forget.

	 


A Day at the Market

	The morning light filtered through the curtains as Maria stirred from sleep. She stretched slowly, still feeling the softness of the blanket wrapped around her legs. Today wasn’t a workday, and that meant one thing: she could finally go to the market. It had become a sort of tradition, even though she had only lived in the country for three months. Every Saturday morning, she visited the open-air market downtown not just to buy fresh food, but to practice her English, observe the people, and slowly feel more connected to the world around her.
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