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Chapter 1 – Ink and Echoes
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The city hummed in quiet rhythm beneath the late-summer sun. Streetcars rattled through cobblestone lanes, church bells chimed from distant towers, and the scent of roasted coffee drifted through narrow streets that wound like threads of a story still being written.

For Amara Jensen, Prague had been a dream—a stopover before her next photo exhibition in Berlin, a city she had always wanted to see but never had the time for. She was used to airports and deadlines, to images that captured beauty but left her strangely untouched.

Until that morning.

She had wandered into a tiny café tucked away near Charles Bridge, a place that seemed stitched from poetry itself. The walls were lined with books in half a dozen languages, and in the corner stood a small wooden stage. A chalkboard read:

Tonight: Open Poetry Night – 7 PM

Amara smiled to herself, drawn in by curiosity and the faint smell of cinnamon and ink. She ordered a cappuccino and sat by the window, her camera resting on the table, lens cap off, ready for whatever Prague decided to reveal.

That was when she noticed her.

A woman seated near the back, writing in a small, leather-bound notebook. Her dark hair fell loosely over one shoulder, her fingers moved with purpose, and her lips shaped silent words as she wrote. Something about her presence—unhurried, grounded, luminous—pulled Amara in before she could even think to resist.

When the woman looked up, their eyes met. Just for a second.
And that second felt like the pause between heartbeats—the quiet before something begins.



Later that evening, the café transformed. Tables were rearranged, candles flickered on each one, and voices softened as if the air itself had turned sacred. Amara stayed, camera forgotten, drawn by the warmth of the gathering.

The same woman stepped onto the small stage, notebook in hand.

“Good evening,” she said in lightly accented English. “My name is Eliška Novaková. This is a poem called Homes We Haven’t Found Yet.”

Her voice was low, melodic, carrying words that seemed to hover in the air long after they were spoken.

We are travelers,
carrying cities inside us,
whispering to the ghosts
of the places that taught us love.
And if you find me
in the crowd one day—
know that I was always
waiting to be found.
When she finished, silence filled the room before the applause began. Amara sat motionless, breath caught somewhere between her ribs and her throat. It wasn’t just the poem. It was her.

Eliška stepped down from the stage and began to mingle. Amara hesitated—then gathered her courage and approached.

“That was... incredible,” she said, realizing too late how inadequate the word sounded.

Eliška smiled, eyes soft. “Thank you. I didn’t think anyone outside this café would understand it.”

“I’m not sure I understood everything,” Amara admitted. “But I felt all of it.”

Eliška tilted her head, studying her. “That’s better than understanding.”

They spoke for nearly an hour—about art, about travel, about the strange ache of belonging everywhere and nowhere at once. For every word Amara offered, Eliška gave one that lingered longer.

When the café lights dimmed and chairs were stacked, neither wanted to say goodbye.

Eliška tore a page from her notebook and handed it to her.
“Here,” she said softly. “Something to remember Prague by.”
Amara looked down. A single line was written in looping ink:

Some meetings are poems the world writes for us.

She folded the paper carefully, her heart both heavy and light.

Outside, the city glowed like a story still unfolding, and for the first time in a long time, Amara didn’t want to move on to her next destination.

She wanted to stay and see where this poem would go.
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Chapter 2 – The Streets Between Words
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Prague woke slowly, golden light spilling over rooftops and church domes like a soft confession. The river below shimmered, its surface broken only by the slow drift of swans and the passing of the first morning boats.

Amara walked the narrow street toward the café, her steps echoing against cobblestone. She wasn’t sure if Eliška would be there again—it had been only one night—but something about the poet’s quiet gravity had drawn her in, as though an invisible thread connected them through the city itself.

When she arrived, Eliška was at the same corner table, notebook open, hair tucked behind one ear. A mug of tea steamed beside her. She looked up, smiled—not surprised, just... pleased.

“You came back,” she said.

“I wasn’t sure if you’d mind,” Amara replied, suddenly self-conscious.

Eliška closed her notebook. “I was hoping you would.”

The words were simple, but they landed deep.



They spent the morning walking through Prague’s winding lanes. The air carried the smell of fresh pastries and the distant sound of street musicians playing violin near Old Town Square.

Eliška moved like someone who belonged everywhere—stopping to greet the bookseller near the bridge, pausing to listen to a saxophonist, smiling at an old woman feeding pigeons.

“You know everyone,” Amara teased.

Eliška laughed softly. “Poets collect people like verses. Each one adds something to the story.”

Amara lifted her camera and snapped a photo—Eliška mid-laugh, light catching her hair, the Vltava glinting behind her.

“That one’s not for an exhibition,” Amara said. “That one’s for me.”

Eliška’s eyes softened. “Then I’ll write you a line in return.”

They wandered up to Letná Park, where the city unfolded beneath them—a mosaic of spires and bridges and stories. Sitting on a low wall overlooking it all, Eliška scribbled something on a scrap of paper and handed it to Amara.

If you ever forget this view,
close your eyes—
I’ll meet you there.
Amara read it twice, heart steady but full. “You write like you’ve known me longer than a day.”

Eliška’s smile was quiet. “Sometimes the heart writes faster than the calendar.”



They spent hours that slipped by unnoticed—museum halls, street markets, a bookstore that smelled of dust and poetry. Amara found herself telling Eliška things she rarely shared with anyone: her constant moving, the loneliness that followed her even through crowded cities, the ache of searching for a place to belong.

Eliška listened without interruption, her gaze kind, steady.

“You belong in moments,” she said softly, “not places. That’s not a flaw, Amara—it’s freedom.”

Amara wanted to believe her.

As the day waned, they returned to the river, the sky now flushed pink and violet. The city lights reflected on the water like scattered poems waiting to be read.

Eliška leaned on the railing, her voice barely above the hum of the current. “I used to come here with my mother. She said the river remembers everything we forget. I like that idea.”

Amara smiled. “Maybe that’s why I feel so calm here. Like I don’t have to remember anything at all.”

Eliška looked at her, eyes luminous in the fading light. “Or maybe because someone else is remembering it with you.”

The words lingered between them, gentle and brave.
Neither reached out, neither stepped back—they simply stood, two silhouettes framed by a city that seemed to hold its breath.



When they parted that evening, Eliška wrote another note before Amara could protest.

Tomorrow at the Lennon Wall, noon.
I want to show you something that isn’t written yet.
Amara folded the paper and tucked it into her pocket, smiling as she walked away.

The streets glowed with lamplight, and for the first time in months, she didn’t feel like a traveler passing through.
She felt like she had begun a story she didn’t want to end.
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Chapter 3 – The Wall of Unwritten Things
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By the time Amara reached the Lennon Wall, the city was already humming with life. Tourists snapped photos beside the graffiti, and buskers played songs that mixed languages and laughter. But despite the noise, the place felt strangely intimate—like the city had created this pocket of freedom just for them.

Eliška was already there, leaning against the wall, her fingers stained faintly with paint. The morning light caught her in fragments—color on her cheeks, wind in her hair, a poet turned half-rebel against a canvas of words.

“You paint?” Amara asked, stepping closer.

Eliška smiled. “Only when I run out of paper.”

Amara laughed softly, but there was something thoughtful in the way Eliška’s eyes drifted over the layers of colors and names. “What do you paint?”

“Not what,” Eliška said. “Who.”

She pointed at a corner of the wall where a faded heart, drawn in blue, surrounded two sets of initials. “That was my first love. We thought paint could make us permanent.”

“What happened?” Amara asked gently.

Eliška’s gaze lingered, then fell. “Time. Distance. Fear. All the ordinary villains.”

The quiet between them wasn’t heavy—just human. Amara reached out, fingers brushing the cool, rough wall.

“Do you still believe in permanence?” she asked.

Eliška turned to her, a slow smile forming. “I believe in moments that echo.”



They wandered to a quieter part of the wall, away from the crowd. Eliška pulled a small can of paint from her bag—emerald green—and handed it to Amara.

“Your turn.”

Amara blinked. “Me? I’ve never—”

“Then today you begin,” Eliška said softly. “Write something only the city should know.”

The challenge was impossible to refuse. Amara hesitated for a moment, then leaned in close to the wall and painted, in small uneven strokes:

For once, I didn’t want to leave.

Eliška read it, her lips parting slightly. “That’s beautiful.”

Amara smiled, trying to hide the warmth in her cheeks. “Your turn.”

Eliška shook her head. “Mine’s not a confession. It’s a wish.”

She painted beneath Amara’s words:

For once, I hope someone stays.

The silence that followed carried a thousand unsaid things.

They both stepped back, looking at the two lines side by side, and Amara felt something shift—subtle but undeniable. The city, the colors, the air—it all seemed to hold them together in a quiet, suspended truth.



They sat afterward on a nearby bench, watching strangers come and go, each adding their marks to the wall.

“Do you ever publish your poetry?” Amara asked. “You should.”

Eliška shook her head. “Most of it isn’t finished. I write for people who pass by—like that woman with the yellow scarf, or the boy feeding the pigeons. I write for the ones who will never read it.”

Amara tilted her head. “That’s... heartbreakingly humble.”

“It’s real,” Eliška said softly. “And maybe
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