
        A Letter from the Past

        
                                    "You should find yourself some friends, that whining of yours is getting hard to take."
I'm a fairly reasonable person, so I had to admit my colleague had a point. But where was I supposed to find friends? I'd moved to Prague six months earlier, and apart from my coworkers I really hadn't met that many people.
The thought of setting up a Facebook account started creeping back in. I'd successfully resisted it for years — I didn't want strangers peering into my private life. But now the situation had reversed. What I wanted now was to have someone to share my private life with.
So I made an account, added a flattering photo, a few basic personal details, and set off hunting for potential victims of my future friendship. I quickly found old classmates and the tech-savvy members of my family. But I already knew these people. What I needed was someone new. A fresh start, sort of... but who? That's a hard thing to choose. Or maybe someone I already knew a little, and who knew me a little too? Someone I'd felt good around?
I thought of my first love. I was twelve at the time, it was my first day at summer camp, and up until then girls hadn't really existed for me. But then, day by day, I discovered I got along remarkably well with girls — especially with the brown-eyed one, the one with the long hair, the slim one. Hanka. Three weeks flew by like water over a waterfall, and suddenly it was the end of camp, and my first kiss by the last campfire. That was thirty years ago.
What did she look like now? Was she married? Did she have kids? Was she happy? You never know. I had enough information to go on, and after a while I managed to find her profile. She'd changed a little — no longer all arms and legs, but a nice-looking woman. She'd changed her last name — must be married, then. We'd see. Nothing ventured, nothing gained.
"Hi Hanka, do you remember the camp at Stálkov in '84? There were two boys your age in the troop with you. Well, I'm one of them."
Such a stupid message! I couldn't think of anything better in the moment. I started second-guessing myself — I'd sat through so many communication trainings and then I go and write something that dumb. She'll read it and won't even bother replying. There was no taking it back now. I let it go and left it to fate. I started chatting with a friend and forgot all about the message I'd sent.
"Hi Tom, of course I remember you. What are you up to these days?"
The next day I stared at the reply. My mood instantly lifted.
"Oh Hanka, you remember! I spent the last ten years working abroad, but I'm back now, in Prague. Could we meet up? I'd really love to see you."
"I'm glad things are going well for you. I'd love to meet up too, but it's not possible," she wrote back.
I was in a playful mood, so I tried to be funny. "Why not? Jealous husband, or did you move to Canada?"
"Tom, don't worry. I promise we'll meet one day, you just have to be patient."
"Well, then I'll be more than happy to wait. So how are you, really?"
"Everything's settled and I'm doing fine. I'm glad you thought of me."
We talked wonderfully, reminisced, and wrote each other at least a few lines every evening. Life started to feel brighter to me, and even my coworkers noticed the change.
About two weeks later I went to visit my parents and brother for the weekend. While out shopping I ran into Hanka's best friend.
"Oh, hi Nikola, I haven't seen you in a quarter century! You look amazing!"
"Hey Tom, you look exactly the same. What are you up to, how are you?"
"I'm here visiting my parents, otherwise I work in Prague. A few days ago I made a Facebook account and I've been trying to reconnect with old friends," I said, a little proud of myself. "And I don't even need to look for you, since here you are in person."
"Speaking of old friends — do you remember Hanka?"
"Sure," I smiled, and I was about to brag that Hanka and I had been writing to each other regularly, but I noticed Nikola's expression had suddenly turned very serious.
"Hanka died in a car accident two years ago. She left behind a little daughter."
My throat tightened, and I must have gone pale, because Nikola grabbed my hand and asked, "Are you okay? You look terrible."
"You're saying she died two years ago?" I managed to choke out.
"Yes. It happened right before Christmas. But what a coincidence — her husband's over there shopping with their daughter. Let me introduce you."
Standing there was a thin little girl with deep brown eyes and long brown hair.
After thirty years, there she was in front of me.
"Hi, Hanka," I stammered out.





























































"Hello, sir, but my name is Pavla. Hanka was my mother's name."
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