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This book is created for practice in writing in English. I want to share my first steps to the future with you. No more, no less.


Always yours, cheerful Irm Falk.


Sketch 1: Just a Stone (300 words version)
When Molly was a little curious girl, she found a perfectly round stone. She tried to use it like a ball. But nothing happened. The rock didn't bounce off the ground. It just fell. Molly didn't give up. She kicked it. The stone didn't become a ball, and the girl hurt her thumb.


Molly turned to her father for help, "I want to know what's inside of this stone. Outside, it's useless."


"Honey Boney, it's got the same inside as the outside," said the father, "the stone."


"No." Molly replied, "There must be something else!"


"Sometimes a stone is just a stone." answered the father.


However, he sawed up the stone. There was a stone inside.


Molly burst into tears of disappointment, "It was so beautiful, and now it's broken!"


She threw the halves of the stone on the ground with annoyance.


Many years later, Molly found Charles.


Charles had a motorcycle. Molly dreamed of him buying a minivan.


Molly thought about a big family. Charles wanted no more than one child.


Charles liked horror films and pasta. Molly cooked vegetables for him and watched dramas.


Molly wanted Charles to open his store. Charles preferred to repair motorcycles.


Charles loved Molly. Molly loved his love for her.


One day, Charles asked Molly to marry him.


"I explained to him I needed to think," Molly told her parents.


"But Molly, what's there to think about?" exclaimed her mother, "You told me that you and he are too different. You don't even love him! You just like him! David," she turned to her husband, "say something!"


Molly's father looked at the two women over the newspaper.


"Perhaps Molly just wants to know what's inside that stone. Yes, Honey Boney?"


That evening, Molly told Charles no.


Sometimes, a stone is just a stone.


Sketch 2: Inherently
One day, a light-green man in dark glasses entered a bar. All patrons of this bar were dark green, and it's not surprising that it instantly became quiet in the bar. Confidently but quite delicately, man made his way through the crowd. He ignored indignant, bewildered, or even aggressive looks.


Finally, squeezing his way to the counter, he placed several banknotes on the shabby wooden surface and asked, "Can I get a glass of beer and some snacks, please? Nuts or crackers, or something salted else."


The bartender didn't move. Instead, he asked, "Do you understand where you are?"


The light-green man calmly replied, "Hopefully, at the bar. That's what they told me on the street."


"This is a bar for dark-green people. Light greens don't come here," the bartender explained.


"Ah, you mean this problem. People outside didn't warn me about the sign at the entrance," the light-green man stilled calm. "But I assure you, I am above this."


"There's no sign there," the bartender said aggressively. "We don't put up signs, unlike the light green ones. It would be called 'segregation'. And about your 'above this'.... I'll tell you: your cheap tolerance isn't welcome here."


"I'm afraid you didn't understand," the man removed his glasses. "It's not about tolerance. I am above this inherently. I have been blind since birth. Agree, it's hard to be a racist if you don't know what colour is."


The bartender was silent, looking into empty snow-white eyes.


"I must divide people into those who're the piece of shit," the light-green man continued, "and those who aren't. That's all. Imagine my choice's difficulty and simplicity." 


He made a short pause, looking into space and enquired, "Now, if you're not a piece of shit, can I have my beer, please?"


The dark green bartender took the banknotes from the counter, threw them into the cash drawer and began to draw beer into a mug. He wasn't ashamed. He was envious.
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