
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


The Poet from Prague
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Chapter 1 – Ink and Echoes
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The city hummed in quiet rhythm beneath the late-summer sun. Streetcars rattled through cobblestone lanes, church bells chimed from distant towers, and the scent of roasted coffee drifted through narrow streets that wound like threads of a story still being written.

For Amara Jensen, Prague had been a dream—a stopover before her next photo exhibition in Berlin, a city she had always wanted to see but never had the time for. She was used to airports and deadlines, to images that captured beauty but left her strangely untouched.

Until that morning.

She had wandered into a tiny café tucked away near Charles Bridge, a place that seemed stitched from poetry itself. The walls were lined with books in half a dozen languages, and in the corner stood a small wooden stage. A chalkboard read:

Tonight: Open Poetry Night – 7 PM

Amara smiled to herself, drawn in by curiosity and the faint smell of cinnamon and ink. She ordered a cappuccino and sat by the window, her camera resting on the table, lens cap off, ready for whatever Prague decided to reveal.

That was when she noticed her.

A woman seated near the back, writing in a small, leather-bound notebook. Her dark hair fell loosely over one shoulder, her fingers moved with purpose, and her lips shaped silent words as she wrote. Something about her presence—unhurried, grounded, luminous—pulled Amara in before she could even think to resist.

When the woman looked up, their eyes met. Just for a second.

And that second felt like the pause between heartbeats—the quiet before something begins.



Later that evening, the café transformed. Tables were rearranged, candles flickered on each one, and voices softened as if the air itself had turned sacred. Amara stayed, camera forgotten, drawn by the warmth of the gathering.

The same woman stepped onto the small stage, notebook in hand.

“Good evening,” she said in lightly accented English. “My name is Eliška Novaková. This is a poem called Homes We Haven’t Found Yet.”

Her voice was low, melodic, carrying words that seemed to hover in the air long after they were spoken.

We are travelers,

carrying cities inside us,

whispering to the ghosts

of the places that taught us love.

And if you find me

in the crowd one day—

know that I was always

waiting to be found.

When she finished, silence filled the room before the applause began. Amara sat motionless, breath caught somewhere between her ribs and her throat. It wasn’t just the poem. It was her.

Eliška stepped down from the stage and began to mingle. Amara hesitated—then gathered her courage and approached.

“That was... incredible,” she said, realizing too late how inadequate the word sounded.

Eliška smiled, eyes soft. “Thank you. I didn’t think anyone outside this café would understand it.”

“I’m not sure I understood everything,” Amara admitted. “But I felt all of it.”

Eliška tilted her head, studying her. “That’s better than understanding.”

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





