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Learn english kids

––––––––

Everyone knows how much learning a second language at a young age enriches a person's world and opens doors for the future. In this context, with our product "Learn English Kids," we aim to provide our little ones with an enjoyable and effective start to their English learning journey.

This book was specifically designed to meet the developmental and learning needs of children ages 5-8. It features a story, simple and fluent English sentence structures, repetitive words and phrases, and rich visuals.

Our goal is to help users expand their vocabulary, learn the language naturally by revising basic grammar, and most importantly, develop a positive attitude towards English.

Our stories are shaped around adventures, friendships, animals, and everyday themes that will captivate children. While fostering children's imaginations, these stories are also blended with facilitative pedagogical approaches to language. Our word choice and storytelling are pioneering in keeping new learners motivated and transforming the learning process from boring to an enjoyable experience.
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Laughter in the Heart of the Garden
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The sun was spreading golden threads across the garden's lush carpet. A gentle breeze rustled the apple tree leaves, playing a cool melody, while two joyful voices, not part of the melody, echoed: Marry and Daniel 's laughter.

Eight-year-old Marry, slightly faded but vibrant in spirit, bounced the red ball around her ankles as if by magic. Her younger brother, five-dimensional Daniel , ran like a tiny tornado visible with each bounce, flailing his arms and legs as he tried to reach it.

"Come on, Daniel , pass me!" Marry called out, deftly flicking the ball to her brother. Daniel 's eyes lit up as the ball came towards him. He struck with all his might and determination. Instead of heading straight for Marry as expected, the ball changed course and zipped through the thick bushes at the edge of the garden. "Oh no!" they both cried in unison.

When ... dived through the partings of the bushes, the rush of the exit faded into silence, as if the garden itself had held its breath. Marry and Daniel  hurried to the top of the bushes. Bending and twisting, he curled the ball outward, curling it around the branches.

"I daniel 't see!" Daniel  said, grimacing. "Maybe it escaped!" Marry smiled. "It won't escape, Daniel , it daniel 't be that permanent."

As Marry looked around more carefully, she noticed a stunted cherry tree, slightly behind the bushes, shadowing it with its sheer size. And there it was! Two thick branches, their red tops separated, as if watching them with curiosity.

"I found it!" Marry cried joyfully. "In the cherry tree!"

Daniel  looked where his sister pointed and let out a small, triumphant cry. Marry chose a suitable spot to climb the tree, and Daniel  was excited about the events that would unfold around it. A few villages later, Marry reached the ball. When she freed it from its jam and threw it to the ground, Daniel  hurled it back into the playground.

The game continued with even more excitement. The thud-thud of the ball mingled with the children's laughter, visible from all corners of the garden. The cherry tree, casting its shadow, bobbed its head as if it were an elderly spectator participating in their game. This joyful game, which stretched across the garden, continued uninterrupted until we reached the call center inside for dinner. Tomorrow meant a new day and a big ball game.
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The Synchronization of the Sidewalk
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Morning carried a barren air, not yet awake. The streetlights cast an orange light onto the sidewalk, like old sentries who stubbornly remained on even after their duty had expired.

Tom (in her years, always with a slight expression of curiosity) and her younger sister Lily (seven, her backpack too large for their size) were walking towards school. Their steps were executed like a ritual memorized over the years: first right, then left, then a slight hop.

This was their quiet time. The chaos of home had vanished, the noise of society hadn't yet begun. They were in the pedestrian landscape between these two worlds.

Tom, as she had in the morning, was watching the sky, not the road ahead. "Look, Lily," she said, her voice barely above a whisper. "The sun is already licking the back of the mountain. It's like it's in a hurry."

Lily sniffed and tightened the straps of her bags with her gloved fingers. Her concerns were more concrete.

"It's not good for the sun to rush," she replied. "Then the bell will ring too fast. I didn't quite understand math yesterday."

Tom was approaching. Brotherhood was a personal struggle.

"The speed of time isn't tied to your notebook," he said. "And look, we're walking right now. This is the slowest moment. Because it's just the two of us."

They were just turning the corner. Here, it was, hosting that sweet scent you smell every morning: the neighborhood's old bakery. The steam of fresh bagels and brewed tea, a shimmering fog forming on the street.

Lily inhaled the scent and was instantly distracted. "I wish we had money to buy a hot pastry. Math would be easier to learn then."

Tom felt the weight of the change in her pocket, but her walking rhythm remained unbroken. Deviations were forbidden on this journey. The sidewalk was their daily temple.

They paused for a moment. A cat ahead of them, the time saved by rushing ahead gone. As Tom followed the cat's eyes, she noticed a green blade of grass sprouting from a small crack in the middle of the asphalt.

"Do you see, Lily?" he asked. "That grass, even though cars pick it up every day, still grows. So do we. Every day, we walk the same path, yet something new grows inside us."

Lily was bored by her brother's musings. She preferred to live in the moment.

"It's not the grass that grows, brother. It's my stomach," she said. "Only hunger grows inside me."

Tom chuckled and ruffled her brother's hair. That's why this walk was special. While one of them was thinking about the future and abstract philosophy, the other focused on the texture of the ground they were walking on and the rumbling of their stomachs. They balanced each other out.

Finally, they approached the school wall, where the noise had begun. The growing silence was breaking. The chirping from the garden, the voices overhead, and the shrill voices of the teachers on duty shattered the morning peace.

The school gate, as both children knew, was the boundary where their shared journey ended and their individual adventures began.

They adjusted their bags. When they reached the school's iron gate, Tom looked at Lily. All the quiet energy she had mustered remained in her eyes.

"Come on," she said, pushing the doorknob. "It's time to learn new knowledge that will uproot those weeds we've grown today."

Lily let go of her brother's hand. At that moment, a younger sister was walking along, and a determined student had arrived, trying to catch up with the class.

"My first lesson is math. Maybe today I'll learn the formula for pastries," he muttered, and disappeared into the crowd.

The two children, though they had come from the same sidewalk, flowed in different directions across the school's large courtyard; behind them, the road was cleared and empty by the first light of morning. They were the members of the sidewalk in sync, until the next morning...
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Go To Market
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The midday sun beat down on Daniel’s bare head, the heat doing little to lift the gnawing emptiness in his stomach. He’d walked for miles, the familiar scent of ripening fruit and roasting meats growing stronger with every step, a cruel symphony of promises his empty pockets couldn't fulfill. The market. It was a place of vibrant chaos, a kaleidoscope of colors and sounds that usually filled him with a sense of occasion. Today, it was a gilded cage.

He’d planned this. Oh, how he’d planned. He’d woken early, the phantom weight of coins in his hand a comforting illusion. He’d imagined the plump, sun-kissed tomatoes, the firm, earthy potatoes, maybe even a sliver of honey-glazed ham if he was feeling extravagant. But a glance at his worn trousers, the single, forlorn coin he’d managed to find beneath a loose floorboard yesterday, had shattered the dream before it even began. One coin. Enough for maybe a single, bruised apple, and that would be it. His family waited, their hopeful eyes mirroring his own, eyes he could no longer meet with the usual cheerful promise of sustenance.

Stepping through the archway of woven reeds, the cacophony hit him like a wave. Vendors bellowed, their voices a practiced rhythm of enticement. A blacksmith’s hammer rang out, sparks flying like miniature fireworks. Children chased each other, their laughter a sharp contrast to Daniel’s quiet despair.

He drifted, a ghost in the bustling throng. His eyes, however, were far from idle. They feasted, a desperate, silent indulgence. He traced the smooth, rich curve of a ripe melon, the glistening skin of a freshly caught fish. He inhaled the sweet perfume of bruised basil, the pungent tang of aged cheese. Each sight, each smell, was a tiny, exquisite torture.

A baker, his apron dusted with flour, gestured towards a tray of golden loaves. “Fresh from the oven, lad! Smell that?”

Daniel could only nod, a tight knot of shame forming in his throat. He imagined the soft interior, the satisfying chew. He moved on, his pace quickening, as if speed could outrun the pangs of hunger.

He saw the farmer’s daughter, Anya, her cheeks flushed with exertion as she arranged a display of plump, purple plums. Her baskets overflowed, a testament to a good harvest. Their eyes met, and for a fleeting moment, a flicker of recognition and concern passed between them. Anya’s smile faltered, and she busied herself with her fruit, a silent understanding passing between them. Daniel felt a fresh wave of shame, not for his poverty, but for the forced deception he’d have to maintain, the cheerful façade he usually wore.

He found himself drawn to a stall selling woven baskets, his fingers brushing against the rough reeds. He knew how to weave. He’d learned from his grandfather, his fingers once nimble with such tasks. He watched the vendor’s practiced hands, the way the threads interlocked, creating
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