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Minsk was no longer the same for Milana. The city, once a warm home with memories tucked into every corner, had in recent months transformed into a suffocating wool blanket draped over her. The grey, dreary sky, the endless winter chill, and the hurried, merging footsteps of the people... Everything seemed to be in sync with Milana's state of mind.

Lately, everything had piled up so quickly. Work projects had snowballed, leaving her buried beneath them, and expectations at home had placed even heavier burdens on her shoulders. Worst of all, the relationships that were once the anchors of her life had slowly begun to rust. Her phone calls with her mother were no longer loving chats, but endless lists of advice and expectations. Beneath every sentence lay interrogations: "You should be better," "You should be stronger," "Why are you unhappy?" As if unhappiness were a simple choice, and Milana had simply chosen the wrong one.

Her friends... they, too, had slowly drifted away from Milana. Perhaps Milana herself had pushed them away, who could say? The cheerful, laughing, spontaneous Milana was gone, replaced by a shadow who was constantly pensive, whose eyes stared into space, and who had lost patience even for small things. They didn't understand either. "Let's go out, clear your head," they'd say, but the only thing scattering in Milana's head were the nerve cells that reacted to the slightest sound. Her calls went unanswered, and her messages were replied to late. Eventually, their efforts had also waned. Loneliness had become Milana's closest friend. It was silent, non-judgmental, and perfectly matched her current mood.

One evening, on a frigid February night, as Milana watched the Dance of the snowflakes from her kitchen window, she felt an unbearable constriction inside. It was as if her lungs were filled not with air, but with invisible sand. Breathing became harder with each passing day. She closed her eyes. A whisper she had nursed for a long time grew stronger in her mind: "I have to leave this place. I have to get away." She didn't yet know if this was an escape or a search for hope. All she knew was that this city, this life, this Milana had become too small for her.

Lately, everything had piled up so quickly. Work projects had snowballed, leaving her buried beneath them, and expectations at home had placed even heavier burdens on her shoulders. Worst of all, the relationships that were once the anchors of her life had slowly begun to rust.

Her phone calls with her mother had turned into endless lists of advice and expectations, rather than loving conversations. The previous weekend, Milana's eyes had welled up during a Skype call with her mother.

"Milana, my daughter, you weren't like this before. What happened to you? Why are you so unhappy?" Her mother's voice, mixed with the screen's static, echoed in Milana's ears. "Look, Svetlana, the neighbour's daughter, is so successful, so happy. If you just tried a little harder..."

Milana swallowed. She tried to force down the lump lodged in her throat. "Mom, I'm fine. Just a little tired."

"Tired? Is that why you've lost so much weight? Your face is pale. Go see a doctor, maybe you have a vitamin deficiency." Her mother's voice was filled not with affection, but with worry and a hint of reproach. Milana knew her mother loved her, but that love now felt like a burden. "Everything will be fine, Mom, don't worry," she could only manage, her voice trembling. When she hung up, she looked at her own weary reflection on the screen. Her mother was right. She wasn't her old self.

Her friends... they, too, had slowly drifted away from Milana. Perhaps Milana herself had pushed them away, who could say? The cheerful, laughing, spontaneous Milana was gone, replaced by a shadow who was constantly pensive, whose eyes stared into space, and who had lost patience even for small things.

Her best friend, Lena, had recently invited Milana for coffee. Lena had been by Milana's side even during her hardest times, always listening. At least, that's how Milana used to console herself. But their last meeting had been a complete disaster.

"Milana, look, I'm truly worried. We used to talk about everything. Now it feels like there's a wall between us. Aren't you going to tell me what's wrong?" Lena's voice was both compassionate and slightly accusatory.

Milana shrugged, staring into the steam of her coffee. "There's nothing to tell, Lena. Everything is the same. I just..." She couldn't finish the sentence. How could she explain it? The endless void inside her, the energy she had to expend just to get out of bed every morning, the stranger she saw when she looked in the mirror?

"Just what? Look, I'm here. I'll listen to you no matter what. But if you shut yourself off this much, no one can help you." Lena's voice had risen. Even over the café noise, Milana felt Lena's disappointment.

"I don't want help, Lena. I just... want to be alone." When those words left her mouth, she saw the change in Lena's expression. The compassion in her eyes slowly gave way to hurt.

"Fine, Milana. As you wish." Lena picked up her bag and stood up. Milana watched her go. As she watched Lena's retreating silhouette, the emptiness inside her grew even larger. She had lost another friend. Perhaps her last.

Minsk's suffocating atmosphere grew heavier on Milana every day. During the day, she acted like a part of a robotic mechanism at work, and at night, she lost herself in the labyrinth of her own thoughts within four walls. Insomnia had deepened the dark circles under her eyes, making her reflection in the mirror unrecognizable. Her already diminished appetite was making her weaker day by day. Even the simplest decisions felt like a mountain, and she struggled to find even the slightest crumb of hope for the future.

One night, tormented by sleeplessness again, she picked up a random magazine. Inside, there was an article about art galleries and museums in Frankfurt. Colourful photos, the historic buildings of Römerberg, the tranquil flow of the Main River, and the impressive collections of the Städel Museum... Every image was so different from the grey view she saw from her gloomy window that it felt like it belonged to another planet. Then, she focused on the drawing of Frankfurt on her wall. The picture she focused on showed a woman with a shawl billowing in the wind, sitting on the edge of the rocks with her back to the peaceful flow of the Main River, watching the sunset. This drawing was Milana's. She had been involved in art since her childhood.

She paused for a moment. This city, these colours, this culture... Maybe this was what she needed. To break out of her routine, to get away from everything she knew. To nourish her soul in a place embraced by art and history. Just for a few days, just for herself. This might not be an escape, but a chance for renewal. The voice inside her whispered, "You have to go." Initially, this whisper was weak, mixed with fear and doubt. But as she looked at the photographs, the whisper slowly turned into an echo, then into a decisive voice.

With these thoughts, she fell asleep. She had previously researched a lot about Frankfurt and Germany. Now was the perfect time to carry out this plan she had always wanted to do but could never find the time for. This spontaneous idea brought back the feeling of peace and art that Milana had not felt for a long time. This tranquility was enough to surrender her to sleep.

With the first light of morning, Milana made a decision. It was the clearest, sharpest decision she had made in a long time. She had a small amount of savings. That money, which she had set aside for holidays but never had the chance to use, now seemed like a life raft. She immediately started searching for tickets online. She didn't overthink, didn't make a plan. She just looked for the cheapest, nearest-date ticket. Perhaps this lack of planning was what would save her from this despair. Plane ticket, hotel reservation... Everything was settled within a few hours. The slight tremble she felt as her fingers moved across the keyboard was less from fear and more from the excitement she hadn't felt in a long time.

She didn't overthink packing her suitcase either. A few pieces of clothing, a few books, and of course, her small notebook and pens. She wanted to clear her mind, maybe write new beginnings in that notebook. The trip to Frankfurt was not just a vacation for Milana, but the start of a journey into herself. In an unfamiliar city, in a place where no one knew or judged her, Milana could become Milana again. Or at least, she could have a chance to return to that old, cheerful version of Milana. As the flight time approached, she felt a strange mix inside: anxiety, hope, and a sense of relief she hadn't felt in a long time. She was about to get away from Minsk. And who knows, maybe from herself, too...

When the plane's wheels hit the tarmac hard at Frankfurt Airport, Milana felt a strange jolt inside. This was not just the physical effect of the landing, but also the tremor caused by a step into the unknown. She had landed in this new land, which existed only in magazine photos in her mind, far from the cold, familiar soil of Belarus. This was her first time in Europe. When she looked out the window, everything looked bright, orderly, and somehow frighteningly silent. It was a massive airport dominated by concrete and glass—very different from Minsk's small, old terminal.

Passport control passed quicker than she expected. The slight smile on the officer's face relaxed Milana's tense shoulders a little. As she picked up her suitcase from the baggage claim carousel, she glanced at the crowd around her. Conversations in different languages reached her ears in soft, incomprehensible murmurs. Everyone seemed to be rushing somewhere, meeting someone. Milana, however, was moving through this crowd like a ghost, unseen by anyone.

As she walked towards the exit of the airport, the clean, almost sterile scent of the air filled her nostrils. When she stepped outside, the February chill stung her cheeks, but it was different from Minsk's bone-chilling cold; it was a sharper, more refreshing kind of cold. She squinted up at the sky. The sun was sending its weak rays through the grey clouds, but it was still enough to light up the surroundings. Even this grey felt more hopeful than the oppressive greyness of Minsk.

She had a little trouble finding the bus stop. The signs were in German, and although she had taken some German in university, the words were now dancing in her mind. After opening her translation app and trying a few times, she found the correct stop. The buses were newer and quieter than those in Minsk. When she got inside, the seats were spotless, and no one was talking loudly. Everyone was keeping to themselves, either looking at their phones or gazing out the window. This order gave Milana both a sense of peace and an odd feeling of foreignness.

As the bus drove through the streets of Frankfurt, she kept her eyes glued to the window. Modern skyscrapers stood side by side with historical buildings. This harmonious blend of old and new impressed Milana. Wide sidewalks, well-maintained parks, and green spaces appearing at every corner... This place was even more vibrant and detailed than the photos Milana had seen in the magazine. People looked more elegantly dressed and less hurried. No one was rushing, no one was bumping into each other. It was as if everything was flowing with a rhythm, a melody.

When the bus stopped near the main station (Hauptbahnhof), Milana took her suitcase and got off. It was starting to get dark. She was now in front of a large, stone building. The crowd at the station was different from the airport; here, there was more hustle and bustle. She looked at the map on her phone, trying to find the way to her hotel. She turned onto a narrow, cobblestone street. A small, charming hotel with wooden-framed windows appeared among the old buildings. Its name: "Hotel an der Messe."

When she walked into the hotel, she was greeted by a warm, slightly vanilla-scented air. When the young woman at the reception smiled and said, "Guten Abend," a small smile appeared on Milana's weary face. She took her key and got into the elevator. When she reached her room, she dropped her suitcase in a corner and walked to the window. Below, the lights of Frankfurt were sparkling. Exhaustion had enveloped her entire body, but at the same time, she felt a stirring inside her that she hadn't experienced in a long time. This was not Minsk. This was the first night of a new beginning.

The hotel room in Frankfurt felt like a strange sanctuary to Milana. Everything around her was foreign, yet it felt much easier to breathe here than within the suffocating walls of Minsk. She dropped her suitcase at the foot of the bed and walked back to the window. Below, the city lights sparkled, seemingly wrapping Frankfurt in a comforting blanket. But even these lights were not enough to dispel the darkness within Milana.

She took a shower. As the warmth of the water washed away the day’s fatigue and cold, she couldn't stop the thoughts from crowding her mind. She looked at her reflection in the mirror. The dark circles under her eyes had deepened, and her gaze was dull—a stranger who had begun living with her in recent months. When had she become like this? At what point did she lose control?

She lay down on the bed. The soft pillow carried a clean, light hotel scent instead of a familiar one. When she closed her eyes, the grey silhouette of Minsk filled her mind. Her mother’s reproaching voice, Lena’s look of disappointment when she walked away... The emptiness spread to every corner of the room, making it hard for Milana to breathe.

There was no specific moment, no singular breaking point in her mind. It was as if she had slowly sunk into a swamp. First, those endless projects at work... More responsibility, more expectations, less appreciation every day. Once, the only feedback she received after weeks of exhausting work on a project was, "It could have been better." In that moment, she felt something snap inside. The feeling that no matter how hard she tried, no matter what she did, it was never enough, had seeped into her soul.

Then her friends... The others had drifted away even before Lena. Whenever they gathered, it was as if Milana's sadness sucked the joy out of them. At a party, while everyone danced and laughed, Milana sat in a corner, watching. When a friend approached her and asked, "Are you okay? Why aren't you smiling?" she could only say, "I'm tired." But that wasn't the truth. Beyond fatigue, there was a growing void inside her. She didn't want to talk. She didn't want to share. It felt as if sharing would only make the void grow larger. She had chosen to be alone in this dark tunnel within herself. Or rather, she thought she had no other choice.

Her family... Even their love now felt heavy. Even when not in Minsk, every video call on the phone screen brought the worry on her parents’ faces, mirroring Milana's perceived failure. In their eyes, there was a Milana who should be happy, should be successful. But that Milana was long gone. In her place was a fragile, exhausted Milana who didn't know what to do. She was afraid of disappointing them, yet at the same time, she wanted to push them away.

She tossed and turned in bed. The faint light from the window cast strange shapes on the ceiling. In this foreign room, she was alone with her familiar aches. She had fled Minsk, but escaping her own mind was not so easy. This was Frankfurt, a hope for a new beginning. But this hope had not yet managed to break the heavy chains inside Milana.

She closed her eyes again, resisting sleep. It felt as though if she slept, all these thoughts would pull her even deeper. But exhaustion finally prevailed. Milana’s first night in Frankfurt surrendered her to a restless sleep, haunted by the shadows of the past.

When the first light of morning filtered through the gap in the curtain and hit Milana's face, she stirred in bed. She opened her eyes. For a moment, she struggled to recognize where she was; the ceiling was not the ceiling of a familiar place. Then she remembered: Frankfurt. For a moment, she felt a strange relief in her chest. She was thousands of kilometers away from Minsk. The weight of the past seemed to have stayed behind the walls of this new room.

The fatigue was still in her body, but yesterday's suffocating feeling had been replaced by a lighter ache. She got out of bed, quickly put on some clothes, and headed to the breakfast area in the lobby. The small room was quite quiet in the early morning. The smell of fresh coffee and pastries filled her nostrils. She took some cheese, olives, and fresh bread from the buffet. She sat down in a corner by the window. The soft traffic noise from the street outside did not break the morning's tranquility. As she took a sip of her coffee, she felt the tense knot inside her loosen a little, the first time in a long time.

She was just about to take a bite of bread when her phone vibrated. Seeing Lena's name on the screen, the knot that had just loosened in Milana instantly tightened again, even harder. She didn't want to answer. Their relationship was already strained, and she had no strength to hear Lena's reproaching voice. But when the phone kept ringing insistently, she sighed and answered.

"Hello," she said, her voice sounding quieter than she expected.

Lena’s angry voice rose from the other end, "Milana! Where are you? Why aren't you picking up my calls? I called and called yesterday, I was worried! Your family can't reach you either!"

Milana tried to swallow her bite. "Lena, I'm... out of the city."

"Out of the city? What do you mean out of the city? Where are you? What are you doing there?" Lena's voice was getting louder. Milana felt the few other guests in the room turn slightly toward her. She sighed and shrank further into her chair.

"I'm... in Frankfurt," she whispered, almost.

There was a moment of silence. Lena's voice sharpened, this time filled with surprise mixed with anger. "What? Frankfurt? Are you kidding me? What are you doing in Germany? You just got up and left without telling me, without telling anyone?"

Milana gripped her coffee cup tightly. "Yes, I left. I needed to get away. Everything piled up. You don't understand..."

"What don't I understand, Milana? What don't I get? You won't talk to us, you won't be around us! We tell you we're worried, and you just pack up and leave! Isn't this running away? Isn't this running away from everything?" Lena's voice was now full of blatant disappointment and anger. "You didn't even think about us! Do you know how worried your mother is? You didn't even call her to tell her!"

Milana's eyes began to well up. Lena was right. But this only made her feel worse. "What did you expect me to do? I was drowning, Lena. I couldn't breathe. Nobody understood me!"

"Did you push us away so we could understand you? Now explain that to me! You say everyone is drifting away from you, but you're the one who drifted away from us! I was your best friend, Milana! And you just vanished!"

The voices in the breakfast room began to sound like a low roar in Milana's ears. That familiar lump returned to her throat. Talking, explaining... it was pointless. Lena was right, and Milana was right too. But she didn't have the strength for this conversation right now.

"Lena, please... Let's talk later. I have to hang up."

"No, don't hang up! When are we going to talk? When are you coming back to Minsk? Are you even coming back? Milana, please..."

Milana slowly moved the phone away from her ear, and as Lena's words hung in the air, she ended the call. The phone in her hand felt cold and heavy. She put her head in her hands. She had come to Frankfurt, yes. But the shadows of Minsk were only a phone call away. She looked at her breakfast plate. Olives, cheese, bread... She had suddenly lost her appetite. Her eyes filled with tears. Was this an escape, or just loneliness that had changed location?

The phone call with Lena had shattered the brief moment of peace Milana had felt at breakfast. Her hand trembled even as she reached for the bread on her plate. She got up, returned to her hotel room, grabbed her backpack, and threw herself back onto the streets of Frankfurt. Although the sun still hadn't fully shown itself, the morning chill had given way to milder air. But the chill inside Milana stubbornly persisted.

She started walking without knowing where her steps were taking her. Wide boulevards, elegant shops, historical buildings... Every corner presented a new view, a new sound. However, Milana's eyes didn't seem to fully register what they were seeing. Her mind was covered with a veil of fog, and behind that veil, the ghosts of the past were dancing.

When she saw the reflection of a couple embracing in a shop window, a sharp pang shot through her. Betrayal. Although the word didn't echo in her mind, the feeling enveloped her whole being. It was as if the door to those old, dusty memories had creaked open, and the pain she thought she had forgotten surged back with new freshness. She looked away. She had once been like that too. That Milana who thought she was united with someone, safe in a harbour... Now that harbour was burnt to ashes. That truth—which everyone knew, and she was the last to learn—was still bleeding the wound it had opened in her soul. On that day, she felt as if she had lost not only love but also her trust in people.

She entered a park. The bare branches of the trees whispered winter's sad melody. She sat on one of the benches, her gaze fixed on the distance. Children's voices, an ambulance siren in the distance, people's cheerful laughter... None of it reached Milana's ears. Old faces, old words kept popping up in her mind. Her mother's expectations, her father's silent gaze watching her, the people she trusted most turning their backs... They all followed her like ghosts, even in Frankfurt.

She muttered to herself, "Why me? Why did everything turn out like this?" There was no answer. She only remembered how this feeling of isolation had consumed her in Minsk, and how the hands she thought were friendly had turned into a repulsive force. Everyone had an expectation of her: to be happy, to be successful, to be strong... But Milana was tired. She was so tired she no longer had the strength to carry these expectations.

She got up and continued walking. This time, her steps were more determined. She knew she couldn't erase the past completely. But perhaps in this city, in this new geography, she could find a way to make peace with it. Or at least, she could learn to live with these memories. As she passed between tall buildings, she saw her own reflection in the glass facades. She was still exhausted and pensive. But this time, there was a small spark in her eyes; it was as if an unknown hope was waiting for her somewhere in the depths of this foreign city.

The streets of Frankfurt were like a labyrinth for Milana. Every corner could trigger a memory, every sound could carry a whisper of the past. But at the end of this labyrinth, perhaps there was the exit door she was looking for. In a city she didn't know, a city she had never seen before, Milana would find an opportunity to redefine herself. Perhaps this loneliness was actually her most loyal traveling companion, the one who would carry her toward a new beginning.

As Milana walked through the cold but sunny air of Frankfurt, her steps unconsciously led her to the banks of the Main River, the museum district. Unlike the modern buildings and busy streets around her, this area had a calmer, more artistic atmosphere. Boats gliding on the river, the historical structures on the opposite bank, and the church spires rising intermittently... It all looked like a painting. Milana's steps finally halted in front of the magnificent doors of the Städel Museum. As she walked in, the memories crowding her mind seemed to stay at the door.

A strange sense of tranquility settled over Milana as she stepped into the museum's high-ceilinged halls. The atmosphere here was completely different from the chaos of the outside world. The silence was only broken by the occasional whispers of visitors. The paintings, sculptures, and other artworks hanging on the walls seemed to draw Milana into their own time.

She proceeded step by step. She stopped in front of each piece, examining its details. This journey, spanning from the Gothic period to the Renaissance, from the Baroque to modern art, made Milana forget her own timeline. One painting particularly caught her attention. It was a portrait of a woman with sorrowful yet strong eyes under a dim light. The melancholy in the woman's eyes resonated with the sadness inside Milana. But at the same time, the slight smile on the woman's face held a kind of resilience and hope. Milana stood in front of this portrait for a long time, as if the woman were telling her own story.

For a moment, Lena's voice, her mother's reproaches, the endless problems at work... They all faded away. There was only the painting and Milana. The unique power of art, which could bend time and space, had captured Milana, if only momentarily. She lightly touched her jacket pocket, feeling her small notebook and pen there. She hadn't painted in a long time, not even doodles in her notebook. But now, the desire to create something again sparked inside her like a flame.

In another hall, while wandering among the sculptures, a small, wooden bird sculpture caught her eye. It looked as if its wings were broken, fallen to the ground, but its posture still held grace and resistance. Milana thought of her own broken wings. This sculpture seemed to whisper her story. But then, on the information panel next to the sculpture, she read that the artist had created this bird as a symbol of rebirth and resilience. A tiny, faint smile appeared on Milana's lips. For the first time, after such a long time, she felt truly relieved. Even if she wasn't completely happy, feeling the immense burden inside her lighten was a miracle in itself.

As she left the museum, it was starting to get dark, and Frankfurt's lights were once again embracing the city. But this time, these lights looked warmer, more inviting to Milana. As she walked, the shadows of the past still occasionally appeared in her mind, but they were no longer so suffocating. The Städel Museum had given Milana not just art, but a whisper of hope that touched her soul. Perhaps, in this city, her broken wings could grow again.

The night after the museum, Milana had a more peaceful sleep. When she woke up in the morning, she felt the oppressive weight of the previous day had lessened somewhat. Today was Sunday. Frankfurt had adopted a calmer atmosphere than on other days of the week. After a quick breakfast at the hotel, the first thought that came to her mind led her outside: she had to find a church. She wanted to fill the endless void inside her, perhaps find spiritual support.

A short search on her phone gave her the address of an old church nearby: St. Paul's Church. Its historical texture and imposing stance immediately impressed Milana. As she stepped inside, the street noises outside were replaced by a deep silence and the smell of incense. The high ceilings, the light filtering through the colorful stained-glass windows, and the flickering flame of the candles had a mystical effect on Milana. She sat in a corner, bowing her head slightly.

She whispered her prayers. They weren't spoken aloud; the words lined up one after another in her mind. She wanted to be free from her loneliness, the burden of the past, the weight of her memories. She pleaded for a new beginning, for peace. When she closed her eyes, her mother's voice, Lena's hurt gaze, even the sting of that betrayal seemed to echo within the church walls. But this time, those voices weren't so suffocating. It was as if the church's tranquil atmosphere had somehow diminished their intensity.

When she finished her prayer, she looked around. The church had begun to empty after the service. A few people were still sitting, some lighting candles. An elderly clergyman sitting at the end of a pew caught her attention. He had a calm face and wise eyes. Milana, driven by an inner impulse, approached him.

"Excuse me," she whispered, struggling to find the German words. "May I speak with you briefly?"

The clergyman lifted his head and smiled. His eyes were crinkled with kindness. "Of course, my child. Come, sit." His voice was warm and paternal. Milana hesitantly sat next to him.

"I'm... very tired," Milana began, choosing her words with difficulty. "My life is very complicated. I came from Minsk; coming here felt like an escape. Everything piled up. I feel so alone. I've drifted away from my family, my friends. It feels like everything is slipping through my fingers, and I don't know what to do." Her eyes were tearful, but this time, the tears were different; they were mixed with a sense of relief.

The clergyman listened patiently to Milana's words, nodding slightly. "I understand, my child. There are moments when life feels like a giant wave that swallows us, especially when our hearts are broken and our souls are weary. Loneliness... is the most ruthless of those waves."

He paused for a moment, looking into Milana's eyes. "So why are you here, in this church, so far away?"

"For a new beginning," Milana whispered. "I'm looking for hope. I'm looking for strength. I want to find myself again. But I'm struggling so much. My past won't leave me alone. It feels like no matter how far I go, it always comes with me."

The clergyman smiled. "Our past, Milana, is like a shadow. It grows long, it shrinks as the sun moves, but it never completely disappears. The important thing is not to let that shadow swallow you. To accept it and learn to walk alongside it. Every person makes mistakes, every person gets hurt. The important thing is not falling, but finding the courage to get back up after you fall."

Milana tried to hold onto the clergyman's words. "But how? How do I get back up? Will I ever be able to trust again?"

"Trust is an art that must be relearned, my child. But most importantly, it starts with trusting yourself. If you don't believe in yourself, how can others believe in you? Listen to the voice inside you. It brought you here, to this church. This is a sign. It means there is still a crumb of hope inside you. You can grow that crumb."

The clergyman gently placed his hand on Milana's shoulder. "Remember, every ending is a harbinger of a new beginning. Sometimes, we can't make room for the new without letting go of the old. Coming here took great courage. Hold onto that courage. I don't know what Frankfurt will bring you, but rest assured, every new encounter, every new experience, will help you put your pieces back together."

Milana's eyes were still wet, but there was a grateful expression on her face this time. For the first time in a long time, she had spoken so openly and honestly with a stranger. And these words had felt like balm for her soul.

"Thank you," she said, her voice trembling. "Thank you very much."

The clergyman nodded. "May your path be clear, my child. I hope Frankfurt brings you the peace you seek."

When Milana left the church, the sun had finally shown itself. The air was milder. The burden inside her hadn't completely vanished, but it had lightened. It was as if that thick wool blanket over her had slightly parted, creating a space where she could breathe. The clergyman's words echoed in her mind: "Every ending is a harbinger of a new beginning." Maybe it truly was.

After leaving the church, Milana absorbed the Sunday tranquility of Frankfurt. The clergyman's words echoed in her mind, adding lightness to every step. The sun, now showing its face more generously, was painting the city streets in gold. Milana walked without setting a new destination, just moving. This time, the shadows of the past were less intense, blurrier.

While walking on a busy but calm street in Frankfurt, she noticed three young people standing on the corner. They wore green t-shirts with a symbol of a tree and a drop. They were smiling and talking to passersby. A banner on a table read, "Clean Water Projects in Africa." Milana's steps unconsciously led her toward them.

One of the young men, tall with sincere eyes, smiled at Milana. "Hello! Good morning! We're collecting donations to provide access to clean water in Africa. Even a small contribution can make a big difference."

Milana stopped. She thought for a moment. If she were in Minsk, she would probably have avoided eye contact and continued on her way. But now, something had changed inside her. She wanted to give something, not just take. This felt like a way to fill the void within herself.

"Hello," she said, her voice surprisingly strong. "That's a beautiful cause." She took out her wallet. She looked at the last few Euros in her pocket. It wasn't much, but it was the intention that mattered, not the amount. She extended the banknote to the young man.

"Thank you so much! This is a very valuable contribution," the young man said with a genuine smile. "We hope you have a beautiful day."

Milana smiled faintly. This small interaction warmed her heart. As she walked away, something came to her mind. She turned back and approached the young man again.

"Excuse me," she said. "Do you know of a quiet, nice, maybe slightly authentic place in Frankfurt where I could grab a coffee? A place away from the crowd, where I could feel good?"

An expression appeared on the young man's face, as if he knew exactly what Milana was looking for. His eyes sparkled. "Oh, yes! I know just the place you're looking for. It's a bit of a walk, but definitely worth it. It’s near the main train station, but away from the chaos. It’s called 'Der Kleine Prinz' (The Little Prince). It's a small, charming place with a very cozy atmosphere. And their coffee is wonderful!"

He reached for his phone and showed Milana the way on the map. "Just go straight down this street, then turn left... You'll find it easily. It's especially lovely in the afternoon."

A smile Milana hadn't worn in a long time appeared on her face, tiny and involuntary. "Thank you so much! I'm truly grateful."

She waved goodbye to the young man and started walking in the direction he had described. Inside her was a mix of slight excitement and the peace derived from the conversation with the clergyman and this small act of kindness. As she took steps toward the cafe called "Der Kleine Prinz," she felt Frankfurt slowly smiling back at her. Perhaps this city truly would offer her a new beginning.

As she followed the path described by the young man collecting donations, a strange anticipation grew inside Milana. As she walked, the chaotic, modern face of the road slowly began to change. Wide boulevards gave way to narrow cobblestone streets, and modern buildings were replaced by old structures with wooden-framed, flower-decorated windows. The air was filled with the sweet scent of freshly baked pastries and brewed coffee. This felt like a more intimate, warmer corner of Frankfurt.

Finally, at the corner of a small square, on the ground floor of an old building, she saw the sign she was looking for: "Der Kleine Prinz." The familiar silhouette of the Little Prince was drawn on the sign, holding his rose. A smile spontaneously appeared on Milana's face. This symbol felt like a warm memory from her childhood.

A small bell rang when she pushed the door and stepped inside. The interior was warm and dim, unlike the streets outside. The walls were covered with Little Prince drawings and quotes in various sizes. Soft jazz music from an old gramophone in the corner made the atmosphere even more peaceful. Old books on the shelves, dried flowers on the wall... Every detail was carefully chosen; it was a place with a soul. The moment Milana stepped inside, she felt that heavy, invisible blanket over her lighten even more.

She sat at an empty table, a small, round one by the window. The hustle and bustle of the outside world seemed unable to reach here. She took the menu. Although it was written in German, she decided to try something. She ordered a large cup of filter coffee and a slice of fresh apple tart.

While waiting for her coffee, she looked around. People were talking in whispers, reading books, or scribbling in their notebooks. Everyone was keeping to themselves; no one was bothering anyone else. This tranquility was what Milana had been searching for for a long time. The endless noise inside her slowly began to subside in this peaceful environment.

When her coffee and tart arrived, Milana took her first sip. As the warmth of the coffee flowed down her throat, the warm sensation that spread through her body also reached her soul. The scent and taste of the apple tart reminded her of her childhood, of the tarts her mother used to make. But this time, these memories came with a sweet sorrow instead of a sharp pang. She hadn't eaten anything with such a clear taste in a long time.

She looked out the window. Everything she saw looked as if it had jumped out of a postcard. People walked slowly, and dogs wagged their tails happily. The coldness of Minsk, the grey buildings, the hurried faces... All were distant for this moment. Here, in the warm atmosphere of "Der Kleine Prinz," Milana was alone but not lonely. The silence around her allowed her to hear her own thoughts more clearly. Perhaps this loneliness was actually offering her an opportunity: a chance to rediscover herself, to understand what she truly wanted.

As she sipped her coffee, she reached into her pocket and pulled out her small notebook and pen. She opened this notebook, which she hadn't touched in a long time. The first page was blank. She wanted to write something, but the words hadn't reached her tongue yet. Instead, she started drawing the Little Prince's iconic rose on a blank page in the middle of the notebook. Each line seemed to lift a burden from inside her. A smile, more distinct and genuine this time, was on her face. This small cafe in Frankfurt had offered her the first taste of hope, peace, and a new beginning.

Milana hadn't realized how quickly time was passing in the "Der Kleine Prinz" cafe. As she drew the Little Prince's rose in her notebook, the noise in her mind had calmed, replaced by a peaceful tranquility. Her coffee was finished, and her tart had long been eaten. It wasn't like the coffees she had drunk countless times; its taste seemed to have seeped into her soul. She didn't want to get up and leave. It felt as if this cafe was a bubble where she felt safe, protected from the harshness of the outside world.

When she finished her drawing, she closed her notebook and started looking around. The atmosphere of the cafe was so relaxing that Milana couldn't help but observe. People were talking with smiles, some quietly reading. Everyone seemed to be in their own little world, yet they were part of a whole.

Just then, the cafe door opened, and a wave of cheerfulness spread inside. A tall, energetic woman entered. She had short, bright blonde hair, and a sincere, warm smile appeared on her face. Her comfortable yet chic clothes suggested she had a unique style. Her eyes scanned the entire cafe and landed on the table by the window where Milana was sitting.

The woman walked straight toward Milana's table, holding a small book. Milana looked at her with momentary surprise. As the woman approached Milana, her voice was as warm and friendly as her laugh.

"Excuse me," she said, with a slight German accent but in quite fluent English. "I see this table is empty, but I usually sit here. Would you mind if I joined you? All the other tables seem to be full."

Milana paused for a moment. She was so used to her solitude that she hadn't expected such an offer. But there was no malice in the woman's smiling eyes. On the contrary, there was sincere curiosity and friendliness toward Milana.

"Oh, of course, please," Milana stammered. "Please, sit down."

The woman smiled and sat on the other side of the table. She gently placed the book in her hand on the table. The book cover showed small, colorful bird pictures standing on train tracks.

"I'm Emely," she said, extending her hand to Milana. They shook hands. Emely's hand was warm and brought life to Milana's cold hand.

"Milana," Milana replied, her voice more confident this time. "Pleased to meet you."

"Me too," Emely said, her eyes sparkling. "It's nice to see a new face here at 'Der Kleine Prinz.' Usually, it's the same people who come here."

Milana smiled faintly. "I'm here for tourism. I came from Belarus. My hotel is near the main station, in that area."

An even wider smile appeared on Emely's face. "Belarus? How interesting! From Minsk?"

"Yes, from Minsk," Milana said in surprise. "How did you know?"

Emely laughed. "Just a guess! Minsk is the best-known city in Belarus. And how do you find Frankfurt? I hope you're having a good time."

Milana suddenly remembered that morning, filled with Lena's voice and the shadows of the past. But Emely's warm smile and genuine curiosity pushed those memories aside. "Quite good," she said, a slight blush on her cheeks. "I visited a museum, went to a church... And then I came here."

Emely nodded. "Wonderful! You've already captured the soul of Frankfurt. 'Der Kleine Prinz' is one of my favorite places in the city. I love the atmosphere here."

A moment of silence fell between the two women. This silence, unlike the loneliness Milana had felt earlier, carried a strange comfort. It was as if Milana had unexpectedly found a piece of herself in this foreign city. The warmth and sincerity in Emely's eyes made Milana feel, for the first time in a long time, that a door was beginning to open.

Emely's warm smile and sincere conversation created an unexpected sense of relief in Milana's soul. Their conversation ranged from the beauties of Frankfurt to the cultural differences of Belarus, progressing with light curiosity and mutual interest. Emely talked about the art galleries in the city, and Milana spoke about the quiet parks of Minsk. Milana hadn't felt this comfortable with a stranger in a long time.

Emely, gently stroking the book in her hand, noticed Milana's slight distraction. She had seen a momentary cloud pass through her eyes. Although Emely was cheerful and outgoing, she had a knack for reading the hidden sorrows in people's eyes.

"Milana," Emely said, her voice lowered. "Even though you're smiling, there seems to be a deep sadness in your eyes. Is everything alright? Or... is there more to your coming here than just wanting a vacation?"

This question suddenly and violently opened the doors inside Milana. Although Emely's voice continued to reach her ears, Milana's mind was swept away from the warm cafe in Frankfurt to a much colder moment.
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