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A lifetime of reading leaves its mark in subtle, cumulative ways. Thousands of books have passed through my hands, each one offering a glimpse into another mind, another world. In time, the inevitable question arose: could I too give shape to something lasting, something worth reading? And so, I wrote.

But writing a book is only the first movement in a longer, more uncertain symphony. The greater challenge lies not in creation, but in connection. One can write in solitude, but no book truly lives until it finds a reader.

In a different age, the path to publication might have been clearer, or at least more forgiving. Today, unless one’s name already carries the weight of recognition, the doors of traditional publishing remain largely closed. The economics of print have become a mathematics of caution: each book an investment few are willing to make, each new author a risk not easily justified. Bookshops grow scarce; casual readers scarcer still.

In such a climate, it is natural to turn toward those nearest to us—family, neighbours, friends. Yet here, too, one encounters a quieter, more personal disappointment. It is a strange irony that those most familiar with us are often the least inclined to engage with the work that emerges from our inner life. Perhaps they cannot reconcile the person they know with the voice on the page. Or perhaps the intimacy of it all makes them reluctant witnesses.

So we are told, often with a gentle finality, that we write for ourselves. That the act of creation must be its own reward. And there is truth in that. The artist creates first for the sake of expression, for the necessity of giving form to thought and feeling.

Yet still—who among us writes into the void without secretly longing for an echo? We do not seek applause, nor universal praise. But there is a quiet, deeply human hope: that somewhere, one person might read our words and say, “Yes. I felt this too.”

In that brief moment, art fulfills its purpose—not as a monument to ego, but as a bridge between two solitary minds.

*  *  *
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The afternoon sun lingered lazily over Vienna, casting long golden shadows across the square near the Rathaus. I sat at my usual café table, a half-finished Apfelstrudel on my plate, and a coffee cooling beside my notebook.

Behind my dark sunglasses, I did what I often did—observed. Pretended to be lost in thought, when in truth, I was engaged in my favorite private pastime: people-watching, with a particular fondness for beautiful women who passed by like fleeting lines from poems never written.

That’s when I saw her.

She appeared from nowhere, walking with that rare kind of unhurried confidence that makes time slow for just a few seconds. I caught only her back at first—a long flowing skirt with a subtle slit, a beige leather jacket that whispered style without shouting it, dark brown hair cascading like silk onto her shoulders, high heels navigating the cobblestones as if she owned them, and a designer handbag that announced she knew her worth.

I barely had time to finish admiring the artistry of her exit when she did something that made my heart stumble: she turned... and chose a table two down from mine. Facing me directly.

I lifted my sunglasses because I needed to see her properly, as one might study a painting you never expected to find in a street gallery.

Her face was... arresting.

Dark almond eyes with something quietly fierce in them. High cheekbones, sun-warmed skin, full lips shaped like they were made for both poetry and argument. There was a story in her features, written in a language I wished I spoke.

For a while, I watched discreetly—or at least as discreetly as a man sitting alone, openly staring, could manage.

Halfway through her Sacher Torte and still no one had joined her. That gave me courage—or foolishness, depending on interpretation. I took off my glasses completely, letting my gaze linger without filters.

Eventually, she noticed.

Of course she would. Women like her are fluent in the language of being looked at.

But instead of annoyance, there was... something else. A momentary pause in her movements. Then her eyes met mine—unblinking, direct—and for one bewildering second, I thought I saw a spark of recognition.

Had we met before? Had she seen me somewhere? My face was scattered around the internet after all—author photos, old interviews, social media posts that I still wasn’t sure I liked having out there.

And just as I sat there, lost in possible explanations, she picked up her cup, balanced her plate gracefully, swung her bag over her shoulder, and began walking towards me.

My mind scrambled for composure, but my mouth was already ahead of me—as usual, not in the best way.

“If you’re available,” I said, half-laughing, half-panicking, “let me just say... I probably couldn’t afford you.”

She froze mid-step. A small, perfect stillness. Then her lips parted into the kind of laugh that makes strangers turn their heads.

Full, rich, and entirely unrestrained.

“Don’t worry,” she said between breaths, still smiling. “I’m not available... at least not in the way you so charmingly implied.”

I opened my mouth to apologize, but she lifted a hand to stop me.

“Actually... sorry for being so forward. I recognized you.”

She tilted her head, studying me as though lining up my face with some memory file in her mind.

“You’re Alexander, right? The writer? The one who wrote ‘Love’? Am I right?”

I blinked, suddenly thrown off-balance in a completely new way.

“Yes... I... I suppose I am,” I managed, before adding, “Though honestly... you make me wish I’d written a better title.”

She laughed again and took the seat across from me like it had been waiting for her all along.

“So... do you always greet beautiful strangers with wildly inappropriate remarks, or is today a special occasion?”

I smiled, ran a hand awkwardly through my hair. “Statistically... I don’t meet many women like you. And when I do, I tend to panic. Evidently.”

She tilted her head, eyes narrowing with mock scrutiny. “Panic suits you.”

“That’s the nicest thing anyone’s said to me all week.”

She laughed softly, stirring her coffee with a kind of absent elegance. “You’re doing better now. Full sentences and everything.”

“Give me time. I’m hoping for coherence by dessert.”

She set her spoon down with deliberate care. “Believe me, I’ve heard worse. Much worse.”

“Oh?”

“At the Naschmarkt, last month, a man actually told me I must be lost... because heaven was missing an angel.”

I winced. “Oh dear God.”

“And then, without even pausing to gauge the damage, he offered to show me his car collection.”

“That’s bold.”

I laughed, covering my mouth as I did, as though trying to soften the sound. “Vienna delivers, doesn’t it?”

She smiled at that, eyes softening just a little. “In its own... tragicomic way.”

We both sat back for a second, letting the noise of the café fill the space between us: the clatter of cups, the lazy hum of conversation, footsteps on cobblestones, a dog barking somewhere down the street.

“So,” she said at last, “what exactly are you doing here? Besides staring at strangers and making them question their life choices.”

“Observing,” I said. “Writing. Or

































































































































































































































































[image: ]



























































































































































































































































[image: ]


























[image: ]
























[image: ]




























[image: ]

























[image: ]





















[image: ]
































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
- Werner Stejskal





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





