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         „V“ for VERÓNICA  
I was born on a mild December in the 
equator of the penultimate decade of the 
past century, coinciding with my mum's 
birthday. Two days later, twenty-five 
years before, my dad was born. This 
was relevant for the first decade of my 
life because we always celebrated our 
birthdays together: a triple size cake 
with lots of fruit, because my daddy liked 
it or a big chocolate mocha flavoured 
one when my mum chose. 

During that time, I used to slip away 
from school and follow the grown-ups up 
to the duck pond located in the main square where the cathedral is (the 
building is still there, the ducks were moved, who knows why....). "I just 
wanted to feed the ducks"_ I explained. But after the second or third time, 
my nanny, her name was Titi, quitted and my determined mother started 
picking me up directly from the hand of the headmistress herself, poor nun. 

Good times followed by adolescence. 
One day after lunch I asked my 
parents if I could get a second 
earring. I was not successful. After 
one month I came home with eight 
earrings and a navel piercing. As I 
said, nothing but adolescence. Then I 
went to Italy and I fell in love, with the 
country, so my father bought me 
another ticket there the following 
year. 

At the age of 17 I started University, 
where I studied some English. With 
21 I went to Germany, where I learnt 
some German. Years passed by 
travelling to Ireland, France, Austria, 
England (x2), New York, Spain and 
finally to the Czech Republic, where I 
I live in an old romantic small city, 
which reminds me home, except for 
the castle, the river, and the actual 

manifestation of seasons. The reason why I'm here deserves a whole blog, 
so you are welcome to Czech it out.   

Czechy things 
By Verónica 

When you make the decision of travelling to another 
country, you should bear in mind that you are about 
to come across some cultural differences or 
traditions, what can always be an enriching thing. 
Here I’m going to list the most shocking top 10 
Czech customs for me: 

1. When visiting someone, you should be ready to 
take automatically your shoes off before walking 
into the house.  

2. As opposed to outside shoes, Czechs fancy 
wearing slippers inside. You can be offered some 
when you visit them. 

3. Beer is cheaper than a cola. There are breweries 
everywhere. 

4. Urinating in public places is a thing, maybe 
because it costs from 5 to 10 crowns to use a public 
toilet. 

5. Big contrast between the high percentage of 
declared atheists and the significant number of 
churches, crucifixes and Catholic images 
everywhere. 

6. Every block of flats from the communist time 
looks exactly the same, both from out and inside. 

7. One of the favourite activities when people go to 
the forest is picking mushrooms and prepare 
delicious sauces and meals with them afterwards. 

8. Ice hockey is the national sport. Almost everyone 
can ski or ice skate because they learn how to do it 
when they are children. 

9. Super garlicky meals, but the most surprising 
thing is that children like it! 

With my sister Cristina. 
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Simply Amazement 
By Georga Rose Baker 

My reaction to the Czech children learning English in nursery and school is simply amazement. In England it is a case of 
teaching the absolute basics, and from my own experience I know that our less expensive schools do not have the resources 
to include good language lessons on their curriculum, and unless you are from a wealthy family you are unable to afford the 
amazing kind of lessons we have here.  

I am particularly impressed with the younger children, as they are perfectly able to ask you for something, or have a short 
conversation. I think the reason for this is the method of 
teaching, and the really organised structure of the lessons. 
They are regular and we cover the same things over and over 
again until they have no choice but to know it. Whereas in 
England, they cover something new every lesson, so things 
you learn previously are gone in a week! 

I just think it’s 
amazing that these 
children are very 
young and already 
have good 
conversation skills. 
Good enough to be 
understood by an 
English girl with no 
Czech knowledge 
anyway!  

A tool of communication 
By Verónica Perez 

My impression of English Nursery children at Klubicko is pretty positive. Bearing in 
mind that students only attend the nursery one day per week, they are already 
able to express themselves properly in English when they are hungry or need to 
use the toilet. They can also make simple requests asking for some help or just 
when they want any of us to play with them. Not only that, they know a lot of 
specific vocabulary and can understand simple instrusctions from the teachers. 

I know that, as adults, we tend to create high expectations on what kids must 
learn, but everyone follow their own rhythm. I would say parents that they should 
be proud because  their kids have learnt something more important than just 
vocabulary or grammar. I feel that all and everyone of them don’t see English as a 
barrier anymore, but as a tool of communication. That’s the main point of having 
foreign teachers or “teta” with them. They have realised that there are people who 
cannot speak Czech, and English seems to be the key to get what they want, so 
they make the effort to speak it. 

To conclude, at the only age of 5-6, these little people can speak more English 
than many adults I’ve met. 

Differences I have 
encountered 
I love that when I do speak my poor broken 
Czech, people don't look at me like I'm insane, 
they really appreciate it and compliment me! In 
England when someone speaks broken English 
they're not given the opportunity to explain 
what they mean before the person at the other 
end of the conversation has gotten bored and 
given up. Here even when I timidly try to 
explain that 'Sorry for my bad Czech, I am 
volunteer here in Kromeriz they smile and 
encourage me, seemingly grateful that I'm 
attempting their language! 

Of course the vegetarianism thing must be 
mentioned! In Britain we have a lot of readily 
available vegetarian food, and a little „V“ which 
makes it recognizable. Whereas here, it's a 
struggle to tell what is vegetarian and what 
isn't. A lot of this is of course down to my 
horrific knowledge of Czech words for meat, 
but you can't just pop down Tesco and buy a 
load of veggie burgers, which I'm used to in 
England 
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A weird click in my life 
 I am Georgia Rose. I 
am 19 years old, 
British, and am 
currently living in the 
Czech Republic. My 
job is teaching 
English to children 
and adults, and my 
hobbies are contact 
juggling, singing and 
dancing horribly to a 
variety of tunes, and 
hoola hooping. 
Ok enough of the 
boring stuff! Let’s go 

with some history, that’s always fun! 
So I was born in 95. Skipping the bit where I pood myself and urinated everywhere 
for the most part of the nineties,  I was a vaguely normal kid. Always had a thing 
for Disney films set in foreign countries with strong female characters (Mulan, 
Hunchback, Hercules etc) but God knows whether that actually has anything to do 
with anything or if I just had very impeccable taste! 
At the age or around eight or nine, my parents started the long journey of their 
incredibly tedious divorce (sorry mum!) and I began my descent into the 
classic(ish) ‘troubled child’ stereotype. Started acting troubled and being horrible 
to anyone around me who actually gave a donkeys about me, you know, standard 
stuff. 
 This got progressively worse until I hit my last year of secondary, in which I 
miraculously managed to get my shit together and stop being an utter bellend 
(which is always nice!) and sort myself out! Due to the fact that my mother reads 
this I’m not going to go into detail of what happened in those ridiculously messed 
up years but I’ll just assure you that a lot of it was ridiculously messed up! 
 The weird thing for me was the click. For a really long time, I was semi depressed 
constantly, very pessimistic, had very little hope for myself. And literally, one day I 
just clicked. My mind went from telling me that nothing was going to be alright, 
that I didn't deserve to be happy, that I was worthless, to shouting at me, saying 
‘You are a part of this world, what you do matters. You matter. You can and will 
make a difference to your life, and others’.’. I understand how that could come 
across and I promise, I’m not just a crazy hippy type. 

 I just stopped believing it was pointless one day, and it stopped being pointless. I started trying to take care of myself more, 
tell myself good things about myself regularly, find reasons to love me, and once I’d done that I threw myself full force into 
trying to make a difference to other people. I’d give my lunch away every day, donate clothes and food to people less 
fortunate, take any volunteering opportunity possible. Damn, it felt good. If you make one person’s life a little bit easier, and 
that’s all you do in your entire life, then that’s enough to have made your life count if you ask me. I’ve been shocked into 
tears by the kindness of strangers, and to be one of those strangers, well I’m happy to. Since I’ve been this new person I’ve 
gained an entirely new perspective, and entirely new beliefs. I do believe in the greater good, I do believe in karma, and I do 
believe that one person can make a difference. I’ve gone through some pretty deep stuff since then too, and keeping my 
head in that place is what’s kept me sane. If you feel like you have no purpose, just remember, no act of kindness, 
no matter how small, is ever wasted. It helps me. 

Something that I actually found really 
surprising, is the sense of community. I 
actually sense that much more in areas of 
Bristol. It's probably because I'm not 
massively involved but I don't feel a big sense 
of unity here. It's odd as such a small 
beautiful town seems to have cliques in this 
sense rather than a whole community. But 
again, I'm not necessarily correct about this - 
it's just the vibe I get! 

The conservative people. Wow. I did not 
expect this, and it's not true for all but it's 
safe to say that racism, homophobia and the 
like are alive and well here! In Britain, 
possibly because of my circle of friends, or 
because it's just not that common anymore, 
when someone is openly racist or 
homophobic I tend to be fairly shocked, as I 
thought that attitude was dead! ! It's crazy 
and something I don't think I'd like to get 
used to. However, I would like to be part of 
the solution, so me and my left wing open 
mind are going rambling about our opinions 
when we get drunk in bars, trying to change 
the perspective of many. 

With my mum... 


