
This is the beginning of the joint Comenius story/fairytale

Austrian contribution
Chapter 1 - The little tone

Once upon a time there was a little tone in Austria, the country of music and great composers.

He/She decided to be old enough to look for music of his/her own. So the little tone kid said good bye to his tone family and left home.

When he arrived at an Austrian song that was completely unknown to him he pushed his way through the crowd of the other tones and into the song. As a consequence the other tones heard their song, which had begun so beautifully, in a totally different way.

They felt disturbed and were confused! So all of them shouted in fortissimo, “Hey, you! Clear off! You are not welcome here!”

“If I only knew where to find the right melody for myself!”, the little tone thought sadly and wandered off into a different country. There he first studied the new language of tones  and listened to many pieces of music. It was true that the music did not sound at all like the one at home but he liked it.

Soon he was able to understand the new language of notes fairly well. Again, at the first best opportunity he just jumped into a sequence of notes in which there was a short rest he wanted to fill up.

During the rehearsal when it was his turn he felt so exited that he was not even capable of producing his personal sound. Maybe he took himself too seriously. His tone sounded as if a string of a violin had broken while being restrung! All the other notes of the piece of music were outraged and literally drove him away with a lot of noise.

The little tone felt so sad and was drawn into many other countries. He was roaming through Germany, England, Poland and Italy to whose pieces of music written by famous composers he had already listened at home. He even got to Romania and was quite surprised about how many peoples with different languages and different languages of music live there. He was amazed by the fact that nevertheless they understand each other because the children already learn the languages when playing together.

Everywhere he heard wonderful music. But none of the pieces of music was ready to take him on because nobody needed new tones.

Nevertheless the little tone child did not give up searching.

He returned home. During a walk he was thinking a lot about how to find his way to his favourite music after all. Suddenly he saw a sheet of paper sailing out of an open window and towards him onto the street.

“Probably the wind has blown the sheet out of the window. There must have been an enormous draught in that room!”, the little tone thought.

He looked at it more closely and realized that it was a sheet of notes. It was a manuscript paper that seemed unfinished.

There the composer came running out of the house. Humming his melody he picked up the sheet of music.

“That’s it!”, the little tone recognized it immediately, “that’s MY music!!” He did not know how it came that he suddenly knew, but it was true.

He gathered momentum and jumped into the empty space he assumed to be just made for him in order to enrich the melody. The composer was repeating the melody which sounded a bit different now that the little tone was part of it. He also prolonged the little tone that was resounding with anticipation as long as the composer was humming it.

And really, the composer included him in the melody he had hummed in a different way only an instant ago and brought him on the sheet of the music notes.

At first the other notes were most amazed and looked at him with big note head  eyes. But when they realized how interesting, delightful and even harmonious they sounded together they felt joyfully surprised.

This piece of music was composed in a way that it was possible to include new tones in every new performance. Thus other tones looking for their kind of music can also try their luck and join in. It has been played/performed in all countries and still lives on in concert halls where it delights the peoples’ hearts and stimulates their spirits.
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ALBATROSS CLASS ~
“So your name is Tone?”

I asked the boy for the seventh time, in a plee for conversation.  I had expected him to be annoyed by my constent pestering, but, on the contrary his face split into a wide smile and he nodded.  He was just as facinated in me as I was in him.

     This boy infront of me had stubbornly untidy, wind swept hair.  In every way he was different to me.  I was pale, Tone tanned.  I wore a neat skirt and jacket, Tone was wearing khaki jeans and brown hoody. 

     We were walking along, the sea-front together, Tone kept asking me if I really lived in such a beautiful place that had a sea.  I told him I did, it made me feel proud that Tone thought my town, Teignmouth was beautiful.  But then, Tone lived in Austria and hadn`t seen the sea  before.  Tone would be staying, as a guest in our house for a few days.  He had already approved my Mum`s Flapjacks delicious.

     As we walked along the back-beach.  Tone remarked on the brightly coloured beach huts.

“They`re such small houses, how do you live in them?!”

I laughed and told him that  beach-huts were what we used to put all our buckets and spades and our barbecque equipment in.  We moved on and walked across the Quay.  Walking along the low stone wall we laughed together as a Collie dog, wagging it`s tail and barking at Tone, sniffed him all over before finally classifying him as a play-mate and started barking again.  It was when we were watching the Fishing Boats pull in and commenting on the people swimming, that Tone spotted the Crabber.  The man wore a thick blue jumper and had just hauled in a crab the size of a small  dinner plate.  

     Tone asked inquisitively if the man was fishing, again I laughed, good-naturedly.  Tone was even more confused when I told him the man was crabbing.  We stood watching, the breeze ruffling our hair.  Tone didn`t look impressed, “I thought you had Sharks!”

“No, we just have Crabs and other small fish” I answered defensively.

“No Sharks then?” asked Tone.

“ Well we sometimes have Basking sharks, but we`ve never seen one in Teignmouth, in Cornwall sometimes, but not here.” I answered hesitently.  “We do have seals, they are lovely!”

     I whisked Tone away to the Pier just as he opened his mouth to argue.  The Pier was a bright building and had massive, peeling letters on the front that said: The Pier. 

Tone and I played on some of the games.  I won most of them, but he didn`t seem to mind.  I found that his favourite game was Time Crisis 3 which I found myself playing more than enough times for me.  

     Slowly the afternoon sun began to set and the sky was covered in fields of cream clouds.  Our stoamachs began to rumble and, after a few “No I insist`s” and “I have money” excuses we finally bought two iced buns from the Wee Bakery Shop.  We made our way to the nearest sheltered cafe, not because it was raining, but beacause we were being pelted by thousands of seagulls.  Eventually Tone waved his hands madly, the seagulls scattering in all directions and I aimed a good throw with my iced bun at a seagull, which was sent hurtling through the sky.  Me and Tone left laughing as teams of gulls squabbled over the fragment of bun.

“A shame, a waste of a good snack” I said regretfully.  But Tone happily split his bun into a generous amount and gave the bigger half to me.

     With a pang of sadness Tone`s departure day arrived. I had really enjoyed showing him my town. The good news is that I am going with him on the next stage of  this adventure.

  I handed him a greasy paper bag.  Tone looked at it with an odd expresion on his face.  With trembling fingers, as if the parcel was made of glass, Tone opened the parcel.  A glorious smell of food wafted from the paper  making Tone`s confusion start again.  The parcel contained fish and chips.  “Something to help remember the odd and old English seaside town.”  Tone and I hurried onto the bus and walked up the aisle, passing a batty old lady with a scruffy looking Scottie dog on her lap and a moody looking teenager, swaying to the rythm of his MP3 Player.  As the bus roared into life Tone and I were sent flying abruptly onto the back seat, Tone clutching the Fish and Chips bag as if he would never let go.  At the opposite end of the bus, above the drivers seat, flashing green letters blared: Chudleigh, 35A.  

“Here we go Tone” I said excitedly, only to find Tone grinning guiltily at me.

“I never repaid you, Lizzie, for one of the best week-ends of my life!”  We settled back in our seats, the scenery flashing past our window. 
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The busy bus swung in to Fore Street, Chudleigh.  The very nervous but excited Lizzie and Tone clambered out of the back doors and waved the driver goodbye.  Swinging round Tone almost knocked over a tall ginger haired girl dressed in a green dress.  ‘Excuse me, sorry’ murmured Tone.  Clambering to her feet the girl grinned and said ‘n, n, not a problem, you must be Tone and Lizzy we’ve been expecting you.  I’m Rebecca’. Lizzy curiously wandered off, her shoes scuffing the pavement.

‘What is this place?’ she asked gazing at a bundle of poppies placed in the centre of the memorial. ‘That’s Chudleigh memorial, it commemorates the soldiers who died in the war. That reminds me it’s the 150th anniversary of Chudleigh Primary School today and there’s going to be a huge carnival in half an hour’ she explained.  At that moment a crowd began to fill the streets and there was a gathering of children all dressed in bright red jumpers, marching down the street with a smartly dressed man leading them.  Scouts, Guides and Brownies carrying flags with the Chudleigh School logo on followed.  Standing foolishly in the middle Tone just stood and stared at the huge stampede of excited school children a few meters away. ‘Look you two, that’s Mr Tudor my headmaster’ Rebecca said pointing at the man leading the crowd of children. ‘Enjoy the carnival!’  The three friends started cheering at the children marching; in fact they were so interested they didn’t notice the carnival organiser behind them until she tapped them on the shoulder.  Jumping in shock Rebecca swung round, ‘Oh hello Mrs Allen this is Tone and Lizzy, you wanted them on the Comenius float, didn’t you?’ She asked cheerfully.  It took three tugs on the elbow to make Tone focus his attention on Mrs Allen, the slim woman with a brown bob standing behind him.  It wasn’t long before the two children were mounted on the Comenius float and being driven across Chudleigh.  Silence infected the audience as a sleek black limousine slid through the crowd and halted in front of the memorial.  The England and Portsmouth goalkeeper David James stepped out. Even the other brightly coloured floats stopped.  The crowd roared with applause and cheers as David James in his football kit walked over to cut the ribbon to Chudleigh Primary School mug stall. Ever since he had bought a house in Chudleigh he had become a welcome and popular member of the community.  For the rest of the afternoon Tone and Lizzy had the time of their lives eating fluffy pink candy floss which melted in their mouths and joining in the fun and games arranged by the school.

As the end of the carnival drew near sadness overcame them but Chudleigh proved to have many more activities in store.  To the disappointment of the crowd the carnival had ended but was closely followed by a fundraising celebration at the Youth Club.  Lizzy, Tone and Rebecca all followed the crowd in anticipation.  Minutes later they arrived.  Rebecca explained about what the Youth Club’s purpose was and how it was a brilliant place for the local children and teenagers to use for fun and social gatherings. As soon as she had finished they entered only to have the best several hours of their life. However, to their surprise, this was soon outclassed as David James joined the party and offered a kick around at the Cricket field, the town’s sports area.

The kick around was fantastic but then, reluctant to finish playing, Lizzy, Tone and Rebecca were elated to discover that a camping night was being held at Kate Brook the local river running next to the Cricket field ,an area surrounded by beautiful green fields, a haven for the wonders of nature. 

That evening, to pass the time as every other excited child would, Lizzy, Tone and Rebecca all spooked each other telling tales of the Chudleigh highwayman, Jack Witheridge, who, it is reported, terrorised the horse drawn carriages heading into Chudleigh hundreds of years before. The famous Highwayman’s Haunt pub still marks the spot where he is supposed to have lived.

 By dawn, David James had already woken up and surprised the whole camp site by cooking a breakfast BBQ.  To round off an eventful 24 hours, for Lizzy, Tone and Rebecca the experiences were not to end as they had a reservation at Chudleigh Rock, the local climbing centre situated among the famous Chudleigh Rocks, home to Horseshoe bats and Peregrine Falcons.  Unaware of what was in store, Tone and Lizzy questioned Rebecca what activities Chudleigh Rock offered.  To their surprise, Rebecca explained that it was all equipped with zip wires and climbing apparatus all set among beautiful gardens.

  After an effortless trek through country lanes and along narrow paths, all three of them arrived at their desired destination, the top of the Rock. They could see for miles, right out towards neighbouring Newton Abbot, and were touched by the thrilling scenery of Chudleigh where they had spent an exhilarating day.  

Exhausted but happy after a full morning of zipping and climbing,  Rebecca led Tone and Lizzy to Chudleigh Church ,a huge stone building with a clock built in to the face.  The three walked up the dark street and entered the Church.  It was magnificent inside with huge beams in the ceiling. The wondrous building was almost full and the three friends had to push past to find an empty pew.  Suddenly, a band at the front began to play and the congregation began to sing, Rebecca and her new friend joining in enthusiastically. That was then followed by amazing talks and more singing.  By the time the service came to a close Tone and Lizzy were breathless, overwhelmed by the energy and commitment the people had shown. God had never seemed so real.

Unfortunately, as the saying goes, all good things come to an end and soon it was time for Lizzy and Tone to wave a sad goodbye to Chudleigh where they had spent the best few days they could remember. But even this could not compare with the pain of saying farewell to Rebecca and Lizzy couldn’t help shedding a tear. However, Rebecca had one final surprise for her new friends.

‘Why are you crying Lizzy?’ she asked. ‘Didn’t I tell you that I was coming with you?’

But before Lizzy could recover from her surprise, a bus, bound for Exeter drew up and the three friends clambered in beginning to laugh and joke as Chudleigh disappeared over the horizon.
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Age 7-8
The adventurers reached their next destination, Exeter bus station. But soon they lost their way! 


“Now, where next?” wondered Tone. 


“I thought Rebecca knew!” exclaimed Lizzie.


“It’s hopeless, why don’t we ask that boy over there?” asked Rebecca. 


“Yeah, why not?” replied Tone. So they asked the boy for help.


“Do you know where we can find some food? It’s only 9:00am and it’s a Sunday” they all explained. 

“Well, all the shops are closed but there is a Food Fair at the Cathedral” replied the boy. 


“Can you show us to the Food Fair?” asked Lizzie. 

“Yes I can. My name’s Sam, by the way”. The new friends all introduced themselves on the way.


They got to the Cathedral in about 3 minutes. There were lots of food stall tents on the grass outside. 


“They’re all closed!” moaned Sam.


“Why is that?” asked Tone. 


“It’s a Sunday!” Sam exclaimed.


“Wonder what foods they’re selling?” Lizzie asked.

The four of them wandered around looking at the magnificent Cathedral. They discussed what they would do. They occupied themselves by being shown around by Sam. 

After a while they were getting tired. Tone, Lizzie, Rebecca and Sam looked around, confused. 


“Where is everybody?” exclaimed Lizzie. 

“Search me!” snapped Tone rudely.


“I really don’t know” said Rebecca, startled.


Suddenly, Sam shouted out, “I know! All the shopkeepers are asleep! Now how are we going to get something to eat?” 


They looked around for someone to tell them what on earth was going on when (luckily) along came a vicar on his way to a service. 

“Boy, are we glad to see you!” said Sam.


“Thank goodness you’re not asleep!” joked Lizzie. 


“How are we going to wake everyone up?” asked the Vicar.


They thought for a long time until Sam said, “I know! We can ring the bells!” 


“How are we meant to ring the bells, or even get to them?” asked Rebecca.


They were so tired and hungry they started to complain.


“Oh, I’m so hungry!” Tone groaned.


“I’m thirsty,” Lizzie grumbled. “Please can I have a drink?”


“NO!” shouted Sam.


The Vicar could see them getting upset so offered to let them into the Cathedral so they would be closer to the bells, at least.
Now they had been shown into the mighty bell tower, Tone, Lizzie and Rebecca were taking it in turns and struggling to pull the bells. Sam was only watching. He then came up with a brilliant idea. 


“We can all work together!” he exclaimed. So Sam joined them and they all worked together on one of the four bells. They struggled and strained but in the end they managed it. The great bell made a tremendous “bong”.


“That should wake them” smiled Rebecca.


But there was still one problem. They were locked in! After a few minutes they found something sharp and shiny. 


“It’s the key!” shouted Tone excitedly. Then they realised that the lock was on the outside of the door. So they posted the key under the door and knocked on the window. A few moments later the Bishop of Exeter rushed up and found the key under the door. 

“I must unlock it”, the Bishop said to himself. And that was what he did. The four friends came rushing out. 


“Thank you!” they cried happily.
When all the shopkeepers arrived they looked embarrassed. 


“Oh no, we ALL slept in” said one.

The shopkeepers all thanked the children and said a great big “SORRY”. The children told how they were all really hungry because they had not eaten since last night. Suddenly the curtains opened and the children turned around to see mountains of glorious food. It was marvellous. The shopkeepers treated the children to a yummy feast. They each had a huge strawberry ice cream and lots of party food from all around Devon. They had a wonderful time at their very own party.

When they had eaten all they could, Rebecca showed her enjoyment. 


“Thank you for having met this party! And I just hate to think this is goodbye! (Sniff!)”. 

The friends knew they had to get to the airport to catch their flight to Italy. Sam was delighted when he was invited to continue the adventure with his new friends. They wondered who they would meet in their next country.

SALERNO” G. Vicinanza”, Italy

#SCHOOL COMENIUS STORY- Charter 5
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Age 9
“Ladies and gentlemen, could please fasten all seatbelts as we are approaching our destination and coming into land at Capodichino. The weather is beautiful and sunny with a temperature of 25 degrees.”

The loud voice of the air hostess suddenly wakes up the four young travellers who had dozed off during the flight.

“Sam! Rebecca! Lizzie! Wake up! “ says Tone excitedly.

“We’ve arrived in Italy. We’re in Naples !”

They make their way off the plane and after having got their bags, they head outside the airport.

“What confusion!” exclaims Lizzie.

At that moment, a young boy appears in front of them. He’s got a nice friendly face and clever eyes.

“Good morning my dear friends! Welcome to the country of sun, sea and music!”

The four of them look at him slightly puzzled.

“Oh sorry I haven’t introduced myself yet” says the young boy with a bright voice.

“I’m Matteo, your new partner in adventure! I’m sure we’ll have lots of fun together because I’ve got lots of beautiful things to show you, your going to love it!”

“Oh!” reply Lizzie, Tone, Sam and Rebecca happily, because they immediately know that they have found a new friend.

“Come on ! Lets get the bus that will take us to Salerno, the city I live in.”

The bus was crammed full of people and with difficulty they managed to find some seats.

The trip was enjoyable anyway and in little more than an hour they arrived at their destination.

“Oh I’m so hungry!” says Lizzie nearly crying.

“Us too!” reply the others in unison.

“Don’t worry! Lets go to a pizzeria for a great pizza and they’ll offer some delicious “babà” too. It’s a special dessert from the area and only we know to make it!” Matteo proudly says.

Lunch was exquisite and they all ate heartily.

But tiredness was beginning to catch up with them after their journey so Matteo accompanied them to their hotel where they could rest.

“After you’ve all had a lie down, I’ll take you for a tour of Salerno “suggests Matteo.

“Let’s go for a walk along the Promenade so you can take in the scent of the sea breeze”!

The evening tour turned out to be really enjoyable and on returning hotel Matteo reveals to his friends that the next day he has a big surprise in store for them.

Matteo had managed to get hold of tickets for a concert at Villa Rufoli in Ravello, a “pearl” of the Amalfitan coast.

“Come on you snails! Hurry up !” shouts Matteo. “The ferry for Amalfi is just about to leave!”

They board the ferry and as it speeds off, Rebecca, Lizzie, Sam and Tone are full of excitement. What wonderful sight pass before their eyes!

On reaching Amalfi, after a short trip pasty the coast villages, they take the bus foe Ravello. Fortunately the bus ride is quite as roads  are narrow and winding.

“What an enchanting place! I’ve never seen anything so beautiful in all my life!” exclaims Rebecca.

“Yeah your right!” Lizzie , Tone and Sam agree in unison.

“My friends, prepare to admire not only this wonderful village but also to enjoy some good music” adds Matteo.

“Music!” says Tone happily. “This is a surprise!”

“Yes I queued for ages to get hold of these tickets for tonight’s concert, but it was worth it because the orchestra are playing music by Verdi, Mozart, Puccini”!

“Hurray!” shout Lizzie, Sam ,Rebecca and Tone.

While the orchestra played, Tone felt inside something magical was transforming…He turned again a  musical tone. 

Very slowly, softly, he fills the spaces between the musical score and notes of the orchestra and he settles the piece of music that he had composed at home.

After the break, the orchestra picked up  their instruments to play again, and began playing the aria which spread into that new melody with great triumph.

The sweet music had entered into the hearts of all the audience, who at the end of the concert all stood up and showed their appreciation with a long applause.

Sam, Rebecca, Lizzie and Matteo were captured by the enchanting music and were not aware of the absence of Tone, who after a few moments reappeared beside them.

“What fantastic music !” the children sigh.

“Yeah it’s true” replies Tone.

!”We are all in love with  the music, and with it in everyone’s hearts there would be only joy and peace and no-one would know violence!”

“Well done” say the friends.

The evening in Ravello had passed in a flash and they all had a slight sadness in their hearts as leaving was just around the corner.

“Don’t be sad my friends” says Matteo with his bright voice.

“I’ll come with you and together we can continue our adventure!”

“Wonderful!” replies Tone. “Together with you, it will seem like we’re bringing with us a small piece of the sea, the sun and most of all… the music, which your lovely country has given to us.”

A special trip through Europe

Chapter 6 from Planneg Germany
Franzi was waiting on the platform. She was very excited. Finally the long awaited visitors were arriving! And these visitors were special. Five children from five different Europeancountries were going to be her guests. 

When the S-Bahn (train)  stopped at the platform in Planegg, Franzi wondered: will I be able to recognize the children? Then she had to laugh, because there was no doubt:

the group of children gesturing with hands and feet and talking in three different languages had to be them!

Suddenly everyone was quiet and looked at her. With a sqeaky voice Franzi heard herself say:

“Grüß Gott Comeniusfreunde. Herzlich willkommen in Bayern!“ A casual „Hello, how are you?” “Come stai” and “Servus” were the replies she got and  Franzi realised that the adventure had already begun.

On the way home Franzi showed the big, blue town hall and her beautiful old school to her guests. When they arrived at her place, they had a great meal: Roast pork with dumplings. One of the dumplings was so round it rolled off the fork onto the table! 

Now the children had lots of energy for their first trip .

Matteo asked excitedly: “How far do we have to go to the sea , I  didn`t notice the sea from the plane?”

Franzi had to laugh: You won´t view the sea in Bavaria, but there are several beautiful big lakes and even more mountains. Now we are taking a train to the Alps. During the whole trip the visitors wanted to know what the Alps were like. Franzi explained: They are huge and very high, the highest mountains in Germany and we will climb, or go up by train to be correct, the Zugspitze. That is the highest mountain, 2960 metres high.

When they arrived on top Tone cried: “You can even see Austria from here!” Matteo said: I´m glad we didn`t have to walk all the way up here.” Rebecca, Lizzie and Sam agreed. Franzi grinned, she knew climbing mountains can be hard work. But they had already planned to do some more exercise, back in the city.

After a relaxing night in quiet Planegg the children went to see Munich, the capital city of Bavaria. They were strolling through the Fußgängerzone, and they all liked the lively atmosphere of the main pedestrian  area. Rebecca said: “I really like these beautiful old buildings, I didn´t expect such splendid architecture.” 

Then they went to Frauenkirche,  the dome of Munich. You can see the church from afar because it has two steeples . The spires are shaped like huge onions. 

Franzi already wanted to run to the next sight, but Sam was walking slower and slower.

Franzi said: Sorry! Of course, you need a break and a snack. We call it “Brotzeit.” Come on, I know where we can get food and a drink. 

And so they went to Viktualienmarkt, a huge outdoor market where you can mainly buy  food and drinks at different stalls. Immediately Sam looked happier and he smiled again. Franzi treated them all to ”Weißwürst  and Brezen” But Sam was very surprised to learn that you mustn´t eat tomato sauce with these sausages, only sweet mustard! They could not believe the size of the massive glasses they got: each contains one litre. In the childrens glasses there was lemonade, of course, but the adults were drinking Bavarian beer.

“Whoever can manage to hold the glass with only one hand  without spilling a drop gets an original Bavarian dessert”, Franzi  challenged the friends.

Not everyone stayed dry, but they all had a lovely meal. 

Then they left for their next sight, the “Bavaria”, an 18 meter high bronze statue. How do you like the bronze lady? Inside her, we can climb up the 132 steps and then look out of her eyes onto the city!

Panting, the children arrived  up there and enjoyed the stunning view. An hour later they were hopping down the stairs, chatting happily. Matteo wanted to open the door, but it wouldn´t open! Completely shocked the children stared at the lock. 

“What now?” Lizzie cried. Sam said: “All stay calm. We climb back up and then we`ll sign SOS out of the Statues eyes with my Supertorch. Completely exhausted they arrived upstairs. In the meantime it was completely dark outside. Grinning, Sam get the torch out of his bachpack and signed SOS. For half an hour nothing happened. Then Tone was the first to hear “Ta Tü Ta Ta” .The children looked out of the statues eyes and saw three fire engines approaching.Tone signed again and shortly after that the fire brigade stormed up the stairs. Very relieved, the children went down with him.

Rebecca sighed: “I think I´ve had enough of towers for a while! I don`t think our next stop in Rumania will be quite as exciting. Lets go to Romania!” 

Mirea Madalina Klasse VII A

Scoala cu clasele I –VIII Variask, Romania

~ Chapter 7

-Wake up, Maddie!


-Huh? What? Oh, Tone! It's you. I looked at the watch and gasped. Are you nuts? I asked him. It's 5 in the morning!!!


-I know. You have to be ready in "just" 2 hours so, hurry up! Lizzie and the others are already dressed.


-OK. I'm up. Now let me take a shower and get changed and I'll come eat breakfast with you.


-OK.


He left my room and probably went to join Lizzie. I just walked into the bathroom to splash some cold water on my face to wake up and recall the last days' events. 


Tone and the others, arrived  in Romania on Monday morning.. In the afternoon of the same day we were the best of friends. Tuesday, while we were sightseeing, my village and  I had the "brilliant" idea to ask them if they wanted to go to any particular place, here in Romania. So, that's how I ended up trying not to fall in the sink because I was sleepy and I guess that's how I ended up talking to myself. Dracula's castle!! Seriously now! Don't they know he's just fiction! Then again i guess they do...


Later, on the way to Brasov...


-“Are we there yet?” asked Lizzie for the tenth time in the last 2 hours.


-“No, we'll stop in Brasov first to have lunch and then we''ll go in the Bran-Rucar clough where Dracula's castle is”.
I looked at Tone who hadn't said a word during the entire journey, unlike Lizzie and the others. I must admit I was a bit worried because usually he's the one who speaks almost all the time.


-“Are you alright, Tone? You've hardly said a word during the whole journey”.


-“I'm fine. It's just the scenery. All these mountains and beautiful forests remind me of Austria”.


-“Well, I'm sure that if we went to the seaside it would remind you of Teignmouth, so you aren't safe in this country”. I joked trying to keep his mind of his country. I didn't need a home-sick boy with me, did I ?


Finally, at Dracula's castle...


-“Wow! This place is huge!” gasped Tone.


-“Well, it is a castle, but still, you're right”#. Wow!” agreed Lizzie.


“I must admit that although I've seen it before, I was quite impressed myself. I always liked castles and this one was a very special place I wanted to visit since I was a little girl and believed in vampires. Vampires...”  This gave me an idea.


-“I'm glad you like it but I don't really think you would like to go after the last months' events. You know, a lot of strange things happened. A few healthy women died because of a bite. But not any bite. It was a bite on the neck. The authorities said it was just a coincidence. But I know why. They couldn't have told the people: "Dear citizens, don't be alarmed, but old Dracula is back", could they? Anyway, let's go!”

I started walking up the hill but when i realised nobody was following me I turned around and yelled:


-“Aren't you coming?”

-“Well... Um... We d-don't think so”, Tone mumbled.


-“We’re with him”, Lizzie and the others agreed.


“Ha! One point for me. Silly children. They actually believed me.


-“Come on guys!  I said smirking. “I was just joking! The old vampire isn't back because, first of all, he never really existed. Stop being chickens and let's go!”

They looked strange at me for a few seconds but after I gave them a reassuring  smile they started running towards me.


Our tour of the castle was really fun and full of jokes about crazy old vampires, but now, when I think about it, I can't help felling a bit sad.


They were leaving today and I didn't know if I was ever going to see them. Sighing, I went to tell them good-bye. When I got in the living-room where everybody was saying their farewells, I couldn't help but notice that there were too many suitcases in there. Did they steal all the things that I had in my house or what?


-There you are! Lizzie said. Here is our surprise! She pointed at the extra suitcases and   I recognized them as being mine. You're coming with us!


-What? I can't believe it! I'm so happy you wanted me to come too! And I hugged them all.


Two hours later we were on our way to our next adventure.
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Yes. The next adventure took place in Poland. The coach came and stopped in Radom. It was almost noon and I was waiting at the bus station. I could see the smiling faces from behind the window. We met each other immediately and greeted for a couple of minutes. We went to the centre of the town, when Tone suddenly stopped. He was listening in silence and some sounds reached our ears as well. 

“What’s this?” – asked Lizzie. ‘Oh, that’s Chopin. We’re standing in front of the music school. Our schoolmates are listening to other pupils’ playing the musical instruments. He’s our famous composer, his music connects people from different places whether they are sad or happy. Then – listening to Chopin – they understand each other.’

Everybody smiled. We took our hands and went on. The weather was marvellous – no clouds in the sky, the shining sun and only a mild wind bringing the smell of pines. The pines were in the park, that we were passing by. Suddenly we saw a spiky building. 

“Ania is it a chuch?” – asked Maddie. Yes, it’s the Saint Marry’s Cathedral of Radom.

“It looks like a gothic architecture.”– added Rebecca. “Is there any important event connected with this place?” – asked Sam.  “Yes” – I answered.  Our famous Pole was a guest here some years ago. You know him, he is like a patron for all the nations. “Oh, I know!” – shouted Mateo and Rebecca. “And I know!” – said Tone. „It’s Jan Paweł II, the Pope. People all over the world know him. He is a great man, the saint man.” – we all said.

During our trip through the city we showed our guests the Big House of the castle.

‘Did the king live here?’ – asked Mateo. “Yes” – I said. “The king Kasimir’s son ruled the whole country after his father. It was in the 15th century. He is the patron of our city – st. Kasimir, Jagiełło’s grandson.” 

“Ania, when Radom became a city?” – asked Lizzie. “In 1364, it was in the same year when the first and the oldest university of Poland was established – The University of Cracow.”
We were walking, visiting different places and observing the passers-by, but we decided to rest in my house. “Are your parents always so kind and nice?” – asked Maddie. “And this delicious dark cake with white cream is...?’ ‘It’s Radomianka” – I said.

“My parents want to take us to the airport. It’s not far away.”

“And what will we see there?” – asked Tone. “The International Air Show is there today.”
‘Great!” – exclaimed everyone.

The next day we went to the unusual place – The Museum of Rural Radom – the museum in the open air. We saw very old houses and an old man doing the pottery, which is dying out today. We could also observe how the butter and cheese were made. Rebecca even tried to make a cloth. It was great! Everybody liked the windmills where the flour used to be made. 

We spent another day in the Museum of Musical Instruments in Szydlowiec. Tone felt really great in that place. We were delighted that we could see so many musical instruments. 

I proposed to my friends a trip to another beautiful Polish city – Bydgoszcz. Tone, Lizzie, Rebeca, Sam, Mateo and Maddie were enthusiastic abort a new adventure. 
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· It’s dark in here! – said Tone
· It’s always dark when you travel by train at night – agreed Meteo.

After a few hours the children were so tired they went straight to a hotel to have some rest. I told them to meet me at Kazimierz Wielki monument. They arrived on time, rested and refreshed after the journey. After a short introduction we all felt like old friends. I started talking about the king Kazimierz who was called Great. He was born on 30th April 1310, probably in a village called Kowal. He was our king for 37 years. King Kazimierz died on 5th November 1370 in Krakow.

· He was a very interesting person – said Lizzie

· Thanks – I replied – we are going to pass the Town Walls. They were built in 15th century from stones and bricks. And now on the right you can see Jesuits church

I told them a bit about the history of our country. We don’t know for sure were does the name Poland come from. We think than it has something to do with the tribe called “Polanie”. Our town arose in 1346.

· Maybe you would like to hear about The Old Market Square?

· Sure! – they all exclaimed.

It was erected in 1346. At first all the buildings were made of wood. It took some time before people started to build from bricks. There was the Town Hall, a few merchant departments, bakeries, the butcher and the shoemaker on The Square. It was rectangular in shape. 

As you can see, the important place on the Bydgoszcz market takes the monument of the Fight and Martyrdoms. It was uncovered on 5 September 1968 in order to celebrate the memory of victims of the II world war. Behind the monument a beautiful building of the Town Hall called our attention.

Next we will go to a “Fara” church. It is located on the right side of the Market. It is the oldest historic building in Bydgoszcz that had been kept in one piece. There was a wooden church earlier here.

· I’m hungry – said Rebecca suddenly.

· How about going to caffee? – I suggested.

· Great idea!

We ate a delicious snack at the cafe. It’s owner is a known pastry cook Adam Sowa. 

· I’d like to show you “Drukarnia” Gallery, is that ok? – I asked

· With pleasure – said Lizzie

We approached the Regional Office. It is one of the most impressive secular objects of the Bydgoszcz buildings. It was raised in 1836 by Karol Fryderyk Schinkl – a German architect. Opposite there is a Polish Post Office building raised in 1885.

We finally got to the Gallery. We bought many different things there. Lizzie and Rebecca bought themselves, beautiful tunics, Tone – a hat and Madolie claret beads. Meteo and Sam bought socks. 

· What next? – asked Sam

· I’m taking you to the Pharmaceutics Museum – I replied

· That’s great! – exclaimed Madolie – My grandma was a pharmacist

After a while we were there. Tone was very interested in all medications he saw. The museum keeper showed us around and told us many interesting things. 
We got hungry so we went Gdańska street to the dinner called “Pierogarnia”. We ate the delicious dumplings all with different fillings. Than we went to admire tenements at Cieszkowskiego street. In the end we went to my house in order to rest. We hit upon an idea to go to my plot by bicycles. We lighted a bonfire there and grilled sausages.
We came back to Bydgoszczy by bicycles. We went along the Brda river. We could see a dam there and we admired the beauty of the nature. Madolie was delighted with the singing of birds and the noise of water. Friends of mine were amazed that Brda was so clean and beautiful.
· What’s that? – asked Lizzie

· Oh, that’s a Bydgoszcz channel, one of the most beautiful attractions of our City. Thanks to the Brda and Notec river it joins two biggest rivers in Poland. And that’s a flood-gate, have you seen anything like that before? 

Young people observed the strange, wooden device submerged in the water.

· I got hungry – said Rebecca.

· I am inviting you for dinner to my house. It’s nearby from here. 

After the dinner we lied down on deckchairs in the garden and rested for a long time.

- Would you like to swim by kayaks? – I asked them
- Of course, gladly – they all exclaimed
 I will ask my Dad to organize everything. After an hour everything was settled. We swam and passed the Mill Island, bridges, the sculpture of a man “Going through the river” and granary.

After a while the owner of kayaks arrived. He loaded them onto the trailer. We came back to the city centre by bus.

· Are you hungry? – I asked

· Starving... – they answered in chorus.

· We’ll have dinner in Pancake diner nearby. 
· Delicious food again! – Sam exclaimed delighted

· I have a surprise for you. We are going to a concert. – I proposed

· What do you mean? 

· I’m taking you to the barge on Brda river. The best concerts ever take place in there.

· How do you know they’re the best?

· I know, becouse “Wlasny Port” performs there and my dad is their boss. I’m sure he will dedicate us a song. 

· That’s incredible! Your city is a real fun! – daydreamed Meteo

At 10 p.m my mum took us home. We felt asleep on mattresses. That day was really successful. 

The third day was a musical day. After brealfast we went by bus to Music School. 

We toured this large building, we even saw my brother which had the piano lesson. We heard many people playing different instruments. Than we went to see a concert hall. We liked everything we saw.
· Let’s rest a bit – the girls suggested

· Off course, maybe we’ll go to “Kochanowski” park and than I’ll show you some sculptures of known composers. 

After a long rest we went to the Green Way bar. The owner - Mr Grzegorz offered us delicious vegetarian dishes. After the dinner we went shopping. We all wanted to have some souvenirs from Bydgoszcz. We went to my place for supper. We deciden to spend this day special. I suggested to go to Opera Nova for a concert.

We all admired the performance titled “Jas and Malgosia” (Hansel and Grettel).

· that’s really surprising – said Lizzie when the performance finished – we’re all from different countries but we know this story.

· Yes, important and beautiful things have no borders. Just like our friendship.

Unfortunatelly, it was our last day together. In the morning after a few friendly hugs they went back to their homes.
