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A DAY IN THE LIFE OF A MERCHANT

My name is Iancu. I am a merchant living and 
supporting his family by this modest job.

I woke up. I start a new day in my everyday life.
I put the thick coat made by sheep wool, I put on my 

head my busby lamb fur and my pork leather shoes made 
by my late father, God rest his soul! I take the baskets 
and the saddlebags and put them on Roibu’s back. It is 
my horse, and my most faithful friend. He accompanies 
me everywhere and never abandoned me in need. 
I take my staff that I always take it with me on the road, 
I throw a bag with food on my shoulder in order to have 
something to eat on the way and I leave.

Today is market day in the village across the river. 
Because it’s Saturday, I hope to have a good profit. I always 
try to take through fairs what you cannot find through 
those places. Every day I go from fair to fair, but I am not 
stingy and do not care about price, preferring to sell with 
less profit than to remain with goods unsold.

We cross quietly the wooden bridge over the river, 
waiting for the first rays of the sun. You should arrive early 
in the fair to catch the first wave of customers, lumberjacks 
who anchor their floats by the bridge foot.

People of all kind come at the fair: some of them 
hurry, eager to buy quickly what they need, others 
with no job more greedy and willing to negotiate. 
Today is a feast day; in villages dances with musicians are 
organized and everybody has a lot of fun. The sale goes 
well and the day passes imperceptibly.

Because the affairs went well the last days, especially 
today, I will get some presents to my family: for my wife a 
kerchief with as she likes to wear to church on Sunday, for 
my daughter a new pair of sandals, and for my boy a straw 
hat, cause he is a big boy now.
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I come back home in the evening, tired and hungry. My 
folks are very happy to receive the gifts and they reward 
me with kind words and fresh food prepared by my wife.

After I eat, I drink a mug of wine kept from the last 
year and I put my tired body in bed and abandon myself in 
the world of dreams.

DUMITRU CAMELIA
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A DAY IN THE LIFE OF A PREHISTORIC MAN

My name is Bucur. I am a prehistoric man. This is a 
foggy morning of the month of Prier (April). The fire is 
still smoldering in the cave. In the bed of hides, it is hot. 
Haiduc, my old friend, is sleeping quietly at my feet. The 
other members of my family are still asleep. I woke up 
having one thought only: I’m hungry.

I call my friends, Brad and Decebal. They woke up, too.
- It’s time to go hunting!
- That’s right, they replied.
I am take my flint knife, the bow and the arrows, and 

I go hunting with the others. We walk slowly and quietly 
through the forest. Suddenly we see a deer grazing quietly. 
The sun had reached the top of the Eagle Rock, starting to 
heat the land. An arrow, two… Bad luck!  The deer gushes 
into the thick forest.

- What can we do now, asked Brad
- We’re going to the river, I answered.
- Let’s go, let’s go, says Decebal. Here we are wasting 

our time and our folks are hungry. Arriving at the river, I 
managed to catch a few fish.

- The children will be very happy, says Brad. The little 
one likes fish very much.

- Yes, yes, I know, I say. Let’s go, they probably are 
worried. We are close to enemy territory.

We eat when the sun was in the right side of the 
mountain, where we are afraid to go because there are 
bears.

Deep down I know what’s wrong: we didn’t pray to the 
hunters’ god before we went hunting and I did not draw 
the sacred deer on the wall of the cave.

- Let’s go to the sacred place and pray, or make a 
totem, I said. The gods must be with us. It’s the fifth day 
since we ate only fish. I am sick of fish.
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- Happily we don’t have to eat roots! That would be 
a terrible thing, says Decebal. Let’s to the mountain and 
pray! Praise the god of hunting!

We go back hunting late in the afternoon, when the 
sun is still shining. We don’t manage to catch anything this 
time either. Exhausted, we return to the cave.

The dinner was “delicious”: roots and fruits collected 
by several women through the morning. The children 
collected fire wood during the day. I light the fire and pray 
the father of gods to help us; tomorrow we should hunt 
something, or the chief of the tribe will be angry.

The moon is rising now. The darkness is falling slowly 
over our cave. Tomorrow is a new day. I hope it will be 
better than today.

CÂRSTEA ANDREEA
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A DAY OF A ROMANIAN PEASANT

My name is Ion. I am a Romanian peasant who lives in 
a village in the Danube plain.

It is morning. I woke up as usual in hot summer days 
on the porch of the house where I sleep alongside other 
family members. My back hurts because of the mat which is 
uncomfortable, but I forget quickly. Looking in my pocket, 
I found some tobacco and roll a cigarette. I sit on the stairs 
and smoke quietly, watching the first rays of the sun and 
people passing by the streets of the village.

I linger a moment, then I wake up the children: I have 
two elder boys from the first marriage and a son and two 
daughters from this one. My wife, Floarea, woke up already 
and puts the food into the basket. Today we will go to 
harvest.

The big boys prepare the wagon, the girls help their 
mother and I watch everything.

Finally we leave. Soon we reach the field and quickly 
we start to cut down the wheat, hoping to make as much 
as possible until noon, when the sun covers the earth. The 
field is full of people. Everybody works hard, changing one 
word from time to time.

It’s already lunch time and the sun heats the land. 
Once they gather and bind the sheaves of wheat, people 
hide in the shadow of wagons covered wits mats.

Floarea puts the food on a rug. Being hungry, we eat 
beans and cold polenta with onions sprinkled with salt. We 
all eat all from the same pot put in the middle, hitting the 
spoons.

After lunch, we sit in the shade, waiting for the heat to 
be more bearable.

We rest a while, then we start to load the sheaves of 
wheat in the wagon and we go to the place where the 
wheat is threshed. There is thresher which separates straw 
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from grains; a mechanic starts the machine and watches 
the process and I put the shocks into the machine and the 
two elder boys, Tudor and Petre, draw straws with forks and 
put them in the wagon and load the wheat in bags. When 
the job is finished, we go back home. At home everyone 
finds something to do: Petre unharness the horses and 
harrows them, Tudor brings them water, the daughters, 
Maria and Ioana help their mother around the house, and 
Radu, the youngest, goes bathing in backwater, with his 
friends. It is almost sunset time. I sit on the porch and 
smoke a cigarette, and the children gather around the low 
table with three legs where Floarea put sorrel soup with 
polenta. We all sit at the table and eat the same soup as 
usual, being hungry. We eat some milk too from the five 
sheep we have, but we only get to taste it.

It’s evening; the darkness spreads over the village. We 
go to sleep on the porch of the house, on mats, waiting for 
a new day of work.

STANCU MARIA
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A DAY IN THE LIFE OF A SOLDIER

November 2, 1916,
Olt Valley

Hello, diary!
My name is Ştefan. I’m a soldier in the Romanian Army 

13th Infantry Division. I was unwittingly enlisted in a war 
that my peaceful nature hates.

I decided to write now because of the terrible conflicts 
of the war, and if something were to happen to me (I hope 
not), I want my family to know what I did in this war if the 
log is found. It’s late in the evening now and as it happens 
to me lately, I am very happy and surprised I’m still alive.

It continuously rained for several days and we couldn’t 
find anything to cover. The rain stopped just this morning. 
Now we must live in the trenches with 30-40 cm of water, 
because the earth cannot absorb so much water. Today 
the Germans threw gas canisters. Unfortunately for them, 
but fortunately for us, the wind chose to change direction 
exactly when they threw the canisters. Instead we and our 
troops to be damaged, injured, or even killed by the gas 
thrown, the Germans gave themselves a critical hit. 

At first we retreated. We were trying exhausted to 
take the right side. But the shells arrived there before 
us. I couldn’t think of anything. It looks like my brain has 
stopped, my nerves, from all that tension, they succumbed. 
It’s like I don’t even feel like running. Sometimes I have 
the feeling that people don’t care if they are left behind 
or saved at the last minute. Just like that, now and I feel 
exposed. I can no longer tell if people’s cheeks are dirty 
with clay or dried blood. I cannot even figure out if people 
around me are always the same, if some of them died, and 
how many.

Today I managed to kill with my new friend’s help about 
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twelve German soldiers. Somehow I’m sorry I took the 
lives of those soldiers, because they leave behind grieving 
families. I feel like I have shot a brother of mine. But war is 
war and I must do everything to be safe. Every day, away 
from my beloved, I feel that I’ll die, for the suffering that 
came over me became unbearable. I think about her day 
and night, except for the few hours of sleep when, in fact, 
most often I dream at her continuously.

FIRA DARIUS
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A DAY IN THE LIFE OF AN INNKEEPER

My name is Ana. I am an innkeeper.
Like every morning I wake up very early to prepare all 

the necessary for the guests at the inn. The sun hasn’t risen 
yet and I light a small lamp that weakly illuminates the  y.

I go down to the kitchen and noticed that Marta and 
Ghiţă were awakened and brought firewood. Ghiţă lights 
the fire in the hearth, and Marta prepares the food pots 
for cooking.

I go to unlock the doors and the gate from the road.
The overnight guests began to wake up and new ones 

appeared. I invite those newly arrived to come and check if 
the food is ready in the kitchen.

I bring fresh chicken fried on tile, pies and one pot of 
wine. Those who spent the night at the inn hurry to leave 
because they have a long way to go. They eat, they pay 
and leave, and I’m happy with the profit.

I don’t have a moment for rest all day long, though I 
have people who help me with things: the guests should 
be welcomed (that’s my job), but they need help to feed 
the animals and to put the wagons to shelter. However 
everything should be monitored and controlled for the job 
to go smoothly. I scarcely eat.

In the evening there is the hardest work. Is the time 
when most of the clients arrive: there are wayfarers who 
stay overnight at the inn to no longer worry because of 
the thieves.

Now is the greatest joy. The fiddlers are playing without 
stopping. Everybody is drinking, eating and having fun. 
They grill rams and bullocks, or chub and barbell caught in 
the nearby river, and I party with them. I like to hang out 
with them, to enjoy the jokes and the stories. The wine is 
like the flowing rivers and so the money.

There are some men who make eyes at me, especially 
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since I am a widow, but I don’t want any man to be in 
charge of the inn. It will remain in the care of my daughter, 
Aniţa, after I’ll die.

And just like that, with thoughts and daily affairs, the 
night is coming again. The parties and laughter dissipate 
slowly and everyone goes to bed.

After I count my money gained during the day, I plan 
it for the daily necessities and I put it in a place known only 
to me, I go upstairs in my room. I undress, I put myself to 
bed and put the oil lamp to the head board.

It’s time for rest.

BANU LUCIA



PORTUGAL
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A DAY OF THE LIFE OF A 19TH CENTURY 
BOURGEOIS

The bourgeois of the nineteenth century lived in the 
city, in a luxurious house surrounded by gardens where 
children could play.

He got up at around 7 a.m., washed himself, shaved 
and handled his moustache.

He wore his traditional black suit consisting of pants, 
vest and frock coat. On the white shirt he put a scarf or a 
tie, as well as the traditional pin. He wore the usual pointy 
shoes.

He took his breakfast consisting of bread, cheese, 
butter or jam as well as milk.

Before he left the house he would put a hat that could 
be high, the gloves, puts his monocle and took on his cane.

He went to his textile factory in order to ascertain the 
new production. Talked to the workers responsible for the 
factory and went out to have lunch.

He had lunch with the banker who gave him the 
credit and exchange with him some impressions about the 
business.

In the afternoon he met with another employer in the 
same industry to exchange ideas on the export of their 
new fabrics, and before returning home for dinner, he met 
with friends in a coffee for the latest news on the political 
life of the country.

He had dinner with his wife and children at around 
8 p.m. After dinner he went to the opera with his wife to 
enjoy some leisure time.

They returned home and went to sleep at around 
11:30 p.m.

PEDRO VINHAS 
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A DAY OF THE LIFE OF A NOBLE

The noble of the 17th century had extensive properties, 
designated by landlords, taking care of its administration. 
He would get up early. At about six in the morning, he 
would be shaved, perfumed and dressed by his servants.

   He would usually wear a linen shirt, as well as a vest 
and a coat that could go down to the knees. The shorts 
were also down to the knees, but could be tight or wide. 
They wore boots or high heels and top hats ornamented 
with feathers. Their hair was long or curly wigs were used.

   The breakfast was based on bread, milk and it would 
be finished with coffee.

   He would then move on his horse to his properties 
to stay notified about the crops and also to collect taxes 
owed to farmers.

   Lunch was at about 11a.m., with the meal consisting 
of meat, vegetables and fruit. The meal would be 
accompanied by wine and would end with coffee. Finally, 
he would have time to smoke his snuff.

   
In the afternoon he would get some rest and invite his 

friends to play chess. At the end of the day he would go to 
the woods for a hunt.

 Supper was at around 6 p.m. and after that he attended 
a theatrical performance with his wife and some friends.

   He returned to his room at around 11 p.m.

PEDRO VINHAS 
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A DAY OF THE LIFE OF A CRAFTSMAN

The work of the craftsman was made in workshops 
that belonged to noble or bourgeois.

They worked many hours a day.
The older and more experienced ones could ascend to 

the master category.
Younger in the office were called ‘apprentices’.
The same craftsmen could make diverse tasks 

throughout a day. However, the craftsmen were usually 
specialized in one activity: pottery, cooperage, weaving, 
basketry, metallurgy, ...

The craftsmen who dedicated themselves to the work 
of metals were considered the most important because 
they manufactured tools which allowed greater agricultural 
productivity, as well as weapons, essential to the nobles 
and soldiers.

GEORGE MARIAN 
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A DAY OF THE LIFE OF A NAVIGATOR

After waking up, the sailor did his morning prayers 
and took his breakfast that consisted of tea and biscuits 
with eggs. He would then meet with the master (person 
who was in charge of the direct command of the crew). 
He received the information about what had happened on 
board during the night. 

Immediately after, along with the pilot (technical who 
knew how to use the navigation instruments) he checked 
the route and the intensity of the winds and currents, 
deciding on what course to take that day.

 The sailor also sought to find out the condition of the 
sails and the compass, quadrant or astrolabe, instruments 
that allowed navigation on high seas.

Still in the morning, he called the barber to took care 
of his beard.

 In the middle of the day, the meal he took was biscuits, 
salted fish or salted meat, dried fruit and wine.

In the afternoon, he tried to make contact with the 
other ships of the fleet that he commanded.

It was also a survey of the deck and the basement, 
during which he talked to some sailors and those 
responsible for various functions that existed on board.

Before nightfall, he reported the most significant 
events of the day, so his scribe could write them in the 
logbook.

Navegador Rodrigues Soromenho 
Our school has the name of a sailor : Rodrigues 

Soromenho 
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The sailor Sebastião Rodrigues Soromenho was born 
in Sesimbra in 1560.

He was a Portuguese explorer and navigator appointed 
by King Filipe I of Portugal (Filipe II of Spain), in the end of 
XVI century to sail along the coast of California, to discover 
and map the coastline of America, and to find sea routes 
the Pacific Ocean.  

The sailor Rodrigues Soromenho left in his testament 
half of his property to the Holy House of Mercy, in Sesimbra.

GEORGE MARIAN 



24

A DAY IN THE LIFE OF A PEASANT

A peasant woke up with the first rays of daylight. In 
the Summer later, in winter earlier.

His working day depended on the time of the year and 
crops. Agricultural work involved several phases and types 
of crops grown depending on the product.

There were the free peasants. These made contracts 
with the owners of the land: the king, the nobles, bishops...

To work the land, the peasants were forced to pay a 
rent: in cash, products or services.

There were also the semi-free peasants. They were 
called servants. They couldn’t leave the property they 
worked.

In his work day, the peasant,  in addition to taking care 
of the crop, was dedicated to various activities:

- manufacture of agricultural tools: scythes, rakes, 
plows,...

- construction or repairing of various structures: fences, 
stables, corrals, ovens, wine cellars, wine presses, mills...

- collecting and cutting firewood
- treatment of animals, particularly those who helped 

him in the field: the horses and the bulls.

GEORGE MARIAN 
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A DAY IN THE LIFE OF A KING

D. Manuel I, (1495-1521) 14th King of Portugal, woke 
up at about 6 a.m. He would immediately get his beard 
treated, as well as he would put some perfume and be 
dressed by his servants.

  He liked to use clothes made of tissues from the 
Orient. The sleeves were made from satin, the strips were 
embedded with gold and he would usually wear a cap 
made of velvet. He also liked to use gold accessories like 
collars and rings.

After that, he would take his breakfast. He ate mainly 
bread, dairy products and sometimes fruit.

He would then go to the “Capela do Paço” a very well 
known chapel were he would attend the mass and asked 
for the blessing of his kingdom.

Before dinner he would receive the ministers to take 
care of the reign matters.   

Between 10 a.m. and 11 a.m., the King dined. Being 
dinner the main meal of the day it consisted of three 
courses (with no soup, sides or desserts ) . At dinner he 
was accompanied by the Queen and the older Infants and 
sometimes invited members of the high clergy or nobility. 
Dinner was usually long and abundant in cooked meat 
and fish in varied shapes and seasoned with new flavours 
coming from the east.

After dinner the King would rest for a while, one to 
two hours in his room.

 Later awaits him a tour of Lisbon in his carriage, along 
the area for  departure and arrival of the ships that bring 
so many and varied products. He then returns to the royal 
palace for supper, after which he watches a moment of 
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poetry recitation accompanied by music.
Between 9 p.m. and 10 p.m. the King returned to his 

quarters accompanied by his servants.
PEDRO VINHAS 



POLAND
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A DAY IN THE LIFE OF A 7 YEAR OLD 
BOY, ANCESTOR OF PIAST DYNASTY

 One early morning a boy got up a little later than 
usual. He was around seven years old. He was happy and 
afraid too.  It was a big day for him today. Hair-cutting 
ceremony.  So his mum let him stay under the animal skins 
longer. If it was a typical day he would be doing the chores 
in the stables, or helping women milk the animals or 
something like that. Everybody had to something useful. 
His dad Kołodziej Piast was a wheelwright, a very busy 
man, he already was making or mending wooden wheels 
for carts, he could hear the noises of dad’s tools. The boy’s 
mum  took care of the other children, always had a lot of 
work at home and in a household garden. Now he could 
hear her calling all his brothers and sisters to breakfast, 
milk and cheese and some bread he helped to make the 
day before. Although both his mum and dad were hard-
working people, they were not very rich. Luckily, nobody 
in their family knew hunger. They lived modestly, but in 
happiness and peace. He was the oldest son of  Rzepicha 
and Kołodziej. And today was the day. In the neighbourhood 
of  Kruszwica - town where they lived, there was a custom 
respected and followed by all generations -when a boy 
finished seven years, he was taken away from his mum’s 
supervision and passed under the care of his father. Now 
the father was responsible for his education. 

 On the boy’s seventh birthday celebration of  hair-
cutting - it was not only a family celebration, the day was 
celebrated by the whole area. His parents had prepared so 
long  for this event, collected crops, saved up and in home 
pantries accumulated large stocks of food and drinks. His 
mum almost every day looked at the resources of  her 
pantry, took care of home-grown vegetables, in the forest 
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they picked different kind of  berries and mushrooms with 
all her kids who had to help around the household. Also 
the boy tried to help his parents as much as he could – 
he went fishing in the nearby river and it went quite well, 
chose the honey from beehives in the forest ... he was very 
helpful and clever.  However, his parents were not satisfied. 
The pantry was not as full of supplies as they wanted, but 
the day had come. Finally mum and dad  invited guests 
from all over the area to celebrate the symbolic and the 
real change in the young boy’s life. He was a little afraid 
but he felt that his life would become different and more 
important from that day. He had been thinking about this 
day for long months, imagined it, he would be in the centre 
of attention.  The guests kept coming, patted him on his 
shoulder or messed his long blond hair to give him comfort 
and to stress that it was for his reason they all came. The 
parents welcomed all the guests, wealthy people, warriors, 
peasants, craftsmen and simple poor servants from the 
area. No difference. Everybody was heartily greeted. Dad 
seated them on the wooden stools and tables made 
for this occasion with his own hands or borrowed from 
neighbours. Mum assisted every visitor helping them to 
dishes or drinks.  Suddenly dad saw some tired travellers 
going up the road next to the house. The hikers saw the 
feast too and were wondering what the occasion was. 
Although Piast and Rzepicha were afraid the supplies may 
run out any minute, they invited the travellers to the feast. 
The guests agreed to this invitation, because they guessed  
they will have the honour to participate in an ancient ritual 
connected with the young boy who was in the centre of 
attention of all the other guests. Piast called his son to 
trim his hair but then he looked in the direction of the two 
travellers.  Something in their glances, maybe intuition told 
him that this honor should be given to them and asked his 
mysterious guests to carry the hair-cutting ceremony. It 
was a great honour for them. But they looked surprised 
too. When the curls of the boy’s long hair fell to the floor, 
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one of the hikers gave the boy a name – Ziemowit. The 
travellers told the proud parents that their son would have 
a great future, and even their family name of  Piasts would 
be forever and ever famous because they would give life 
to a powerful dynasty. Rzepicha and Piast couldn’t believe 
the travellers, but something in their heads cherished the 
idea that maybe the travellers could speak  the truth ...? 
Ziemowit felt stronger, braver and self-confident. 

  Faster than they could assume – the predictions of 
the travellers started to become true.  When lady Rzepicha 
once again looked in the pantry, she could not believe 
her eyes. The feast lasted so long, and almost none of 
stocks disappeared! Piasts’ guests looked with  growing 
appreciation at such welcoming and wise hosts who fed 
everybody so generously. Kruszwica oldest inhabitants 
began to praise their  hosts, their foresight and wisdom, and 
although Piast explained to them with his usual modesty, 
that most wine and delicious food was probably thanks 
to the mysterious travellers, the inhabitants decided that 
Piast should replace Popiel - the evil owner of the castle 
Kruszwica.   

  The future of their son, Ziemowit, actually turned out 
to be really great, because from his family was derived the 
first historical Polish ruler -  Mieszko I.

a legend adapted and translated by 

WERONIKA MATACHOWSKA and WIKTOR CEDRO 
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A DAY IN FRYDERYK CHOPIN’S LIFE

My name is Fryderyk Chopin, I’m a Polish man, a 
musician, a composer, an  immigrant living in France, far 
away from my family. I am lying very ill now . Who knows 
how long I will be still alive. George Sand, my lady, has gone 
out to call the doctor again and my thoughts drifted away 
to the summer over 20 years ago. Today I keep thinking 
about the day when I composed the famous Mazurek A 
Minor.

Often in the summer I came to village Szafarnia  with 
my parents. My life was so excellent, so carefree. That day 
which comes to my mind I just finished 15 years, and for 6 
years now I had been playing the piano. It was the middle of 
summer, when early in the morning, I got up from the bed, 
and all I wanted was to eat a good breakfast and to enjoy 
the beautiful landscape of the village. This year, the main 
purpose of our visit at my aunt and uncle’s was to relax in 
the fresh air because I had always been rather weak. Also, I  
had to learn a new song that my teacher Wojciech Żywny 
told me to do as homework. After a delicious breakfast 
prepared by the aunt I sat at the piano. At first I had no 
problems to play the new song, I even went a little crazy 
and jumped up and down while playing. Suddenly I spilled 
my tea on the music notes. It was a shock for me, everything 
was wet and unreadable, except for the first three lines. The 
notes of the music were new, original, unique, the teacher 
composed the song and wrote it in ink for me to play. I had 
to think fast and I had an idea that I will add my own music 
notes to the portion that remained. I had a lot of problems 
with this, however after seven hours, I managed to finish 
the song. When I got home and told Mr. Żywny about the 
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whole thing, he did not grieve about it. He only asked me 
for my new version. It turned out that the song was very 
well composed and my teacher liked it very much , so I 
called him Mazurek A Minor. That’s my story of creating 
a new, beautiful mazurek. Today it is my most famous and 
the most romantic song. Later, before emigrating from the 
occupied motherland,  every summer I came to Szafarnia, 
composed new music having great fun at the same time.

HUBERT KASIAK 
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2 DAYS IN THE LIFE OF A POLISH SOLDIER

 just before the 1st of August 1944 –
the start of the 40 days’ Warsaw uprising:

A beautiful sunny day of 31 July 1944. Sun-filled streets 
of  Warsaw are  also filled with hatred of the German 
occupier. This atmosphere of tension. Every true patriot  
tries to fight for freedom and independence of Poland. 
The Red Army has already won Wołomin and Radzymin. 
It is a matter of a few days and Warsaw will again be free 
and independent. According to the rumours, Praga district 
of Warsaw has Russian tanks already stationing. Today I 
saw a fight of Russian airplanes with German planes and 
German tanks going across Avenue Jerozolimskie from 
Wola district to Praga district. They have no idea about the 
uprising so it will be for them a devastating blow. 

About 20.55 we heard this message, which was 
broadcast from the radio station: “People of Warsaw! 
To your weapons! Let the entire population of the state 
join in together with Warsaw Underground Army. Strike 
at the Germans. Ruin their plans for the destruction of 
public buildings. Help the Red Army cross over the Vistula 
River! Submit news, show them the way. Let the million of 
population of Warsaw become a million soldiers who will 
chase away the German invaders and gain freedom.” Such 
an atmosphere only stirs in us a desire to fight. There is, 
however, a fear that someone will betray. It is not possible 
to act on such a wide scale not noticed by the Germans or 
not reported secretly to German generals by spies. 

But for now, we worry only about the state of our arms. 
The division in which I am is one of the better equipped. A 
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week ago we managed to get 10 Mauser rifles, 15 machine 
guns MP 40 and 30 type P08 Parabellum pistols. For our 
27-people unit that is enough. But the reports I received 
from a friend in another division are not very comforting. 
One gun is for 3 people! However, one should bear in 
mind there are some weapons hidden by soldiers, who in 
September ‘39, were defending Warsaw. Surely before the 
uprising the guns will be given to the unarmed soldiers 
and all together we will kill the enemy. Today is, first of all, 
spent on the preparations for hour “W”. Greys scouts gave 
us 30 hand grenades, R-42. 

Today we want to check all the weapons and be sure 
that tomorrow they will not disappoint us. At 17.30 we are 
ordered to go to sleep earlier to be rested and ready to 
fight tomorrow on 1 August 1944. 

About 7.00 girls-messengers gave us the alarm 
command about the uprising. From the window I saw 
hundreds of people carrying different types of weapons 
wrapped in rags, hidden in suitcases, prams... Where 
possible, we hung and put white and red flags, sewn 
yesterday by the scouts. 

Unfortunately, our guesses turned out to be true. 
Germans were not taken by surprise. At 16.30 gen. Reiner 
Stahel raised the alarm in the garrison. German troops were 
in full mobilization, just waiting for our attack. But that 
did not stop us from attacking. My battalion (called John 
Kiliński’s battalion) went for the building of the Main Post 
Office. 30 Germans who stationed there were killed but we 
didn’t win it. Together with Adam, my dear friend, we went 
up to the roof of the “skyscraper” to hang  there a Polish flag. 
This certainly uplifted civilians and the rest of the soldiers. 
They must have seen it. The highest building in Warsaw, and 
on the roof -there it is -the flag of Poland. Great view!
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We cannot rest on our laurels, so again with another 
Wawer battalion we decided to attack the Main Post Office 
building. After a heavy bombardment, throwing 4 grenades 
inside , we were not able to get that building. It was now 
surrounded and  cut off  but still occupied by the Germans. 
We went back to our posts, to get some rest and ammunition, 
because tomorrow there is another attack planned.

A story by NIKODEM JEDYNAK 
 shortened, adapted and translated by OLGA SNOCH 



37

A FEW DAYS IN THE LIFE OF CARDINAL 
KAROL WOJTYŁA  (LATER POPE JOHN PAUL II)

September 29, 1978
I have just received information about the death of 

John Paul I. It was a shock to me. Pope held this position 
only 33 days.

Now I’ll pray for his soul.

October 13 (two days before the conclave)
In the morning around 8am, all the cardinals gathered 

to pick cells, little rooms in which we are going to spend 
time before the conclave. It turned out that I got the room 
No. 91, located between the two most important rooms 
of candidates for the papacy, which were Giovanni and 
Giuseppe Siergo Beneli. The rest of the day I devoted to 
prayers.

October 14, 1978  (morning)
I was woken up very early. About 5am I changed my  

night outfit for the priestly robes. Then I headed to the 
cafeteria. After a small breakfast we made an oath of con-
fidentiality. Prior to the vote, I went to the clinic to visit the 
Bishop Deskur. Then I went straight to the conclave, which 
was officially opened by the honorable Carl Confalonieri, 
the dean of the College of Cardinals.

October 14 (noon)
After celebrating the Holy Mass, all the cardinals sang 

“Veni Creator Spiritus” (“Oh Creator Spirit, come”). Elo-
quently, but with inner peace, I thought about the day to-
morrow, when we will gather to choose a new pope.

October 15 (morning)
Early in the morning, right after the morning mass, me 

and 110 other cardinals sat together to make a selection 
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of the Vatican bishop.
According to the customs, the papal master of cer-

emonies spoke the traditional formula, marking the start 
of the conclave, and then Cardinal the youngest of age 
sealed the door.

And that’s when we  began the conclave.

October 15 (noon)
The conclave began. Cardinals successively voted for 

the candidates of their choice. I voted for Sebastian Bag-
gio. Unfortunately, the first round did not bring the settle-
ment.

Traditionally, the highest number of votes was re-
ceived by Italian representatives.

Surprisingly, during one of the subsequent ballots I 
received 5 votes.

Then I was supported by Franz King, who began to 
convince the archbishops to vote for me. He emphasized 
that the advantages are my age, experience, physical con-
dition and humanist mind.

October 16
The conclave is further progressing. The number of 

votes for my candidacy slowly but steadily are increas-
ing. During the sixth voting, Italian cardinals constantly 
blocked each other, which greatly increased my chanc-
es. Should  I be glad? At noon I went to my friend’s cell, 
Cardinal Wyszynski. I was sad because I thought he more 
than me deserved  the  position of pope. I didn’t feel I am 
strong enough to carry all the responsibility of Catholic 
world. Then Primate Wyszynski told me that God gives me 
a sign and I shouldn’t protest.

In the afternoon voting session four contenders 
emerged: me, King, who immediately rejected his candida-
cy, Cardinal Eduardo Francisco Pironi from Argentina and 
69-year-old Johannes Willebrands from Holland.
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October 16 (7th voting)
In subsequent ballots I am gaining more and more 

support. I am in the lead, but I still do not have the re-
quired 2/3 majority +1.

Suddenly, in the next vote, it turned out that my candi-
dacy received more than half of the voices of the cardinals.

I felt very weak, put my pen aside and straightened up.
After a while there was the next decisive vote. Eventu-

ally I got 94 votes. It actually happened....

After the vote I follow Cesare Tassim to the room 
where papal robes are waiting for me to put on. Very hap-
py, but also highly intimidated  I am going to the chapel, 
where the cardinals vow oaths of allegiance to me. When I 
go out to the terrace, where traditionally the newly elected 
pope is greeted, I hear the voices of the faithful Catholics 
gathered in large numbers on the square, among them  
my fellow countrymen saluting me with joy and announc-
ing in disbelief: “It’s a Pole!!!”.

KAMIL  PONIEWIERKA 
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A DAY IN KING JAN III SOBIESKI’S LIFE

Phew ... Yesterday was a tough day. We won the battle 
against the Ottoman army. It is true that  the price was very 
high. 3,000 subjects- great soldiers were killed,  but it was 
worth it.  We protected Europe from the invasion of armies 
of the Ottoman Empire. I’ll tell you what happened then.

Getting up in the morning September 12, 1683, I knew 
it would be a historic day. But then I still did not think 
the Ottoman army is about 5 times bigger! Putting on my 
armour, along with the whole court I went to Holy Mass for 
the intentions of the successful completion of the battle 
for us. After the Mass, I went along with the commanders 
to a military tent meeting where I explained the tactics of 
the planned maneuvers. The whole time I was thinking 
about the battle and I feared a significant advantage of 
troops under the command of Kara Mustafa. The battle 
raged. The infantry came first, but the enemy troops easily 
coped with my people’s charge. Then I decided to release 
winged Hussars. And it was an excellent decision! Only a 
moment later the Ottomans began to retreat, but it only 
caused that my soldiers felt a desire to fight harder. After 
the battle, many prisoners were captured, and we gained 
large quantities of exotic goods not available in Poland. The 
trip ended with our victory, though I admit, I was afraid of 
failure. Now, with the companions we are celebrating the 
victory in the Crown of the Polish Kingdom and we entrust 
the winning to the Virgin Mary.

*The “Winged Hussars” had the best bred horses  and 
the biggest as well. They were called “Winged” Hussars 
because of the 2 wooden arches on the backs of the Polish 
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cavalryman were lined with feathers from various birds and 
when the horses would charge toward the enemy, the air 
passing the through the feathers would create a very, VERY 
high-pitched screech that would scare the enemy’s horses 
and cause havoc against enemy cavalry. The Polish horses 
were not affected because they were raised to adjust to 
that noise.

DANIEL BEDNARZ 
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A DAY OF A WEAVER

The sun starts shining. A new day begins. Yet, for me it 
is like all the other ones. Before sunrise I am already awake. 
I get ready pretty fast and leave home heading for my little 
shop.

On the way, the sun was high in the sky and people 
were leaving their houses to go to work.

A little later I get to my little shop. I start doing what is 
necessary so as to welcome my first customers.

I put yarns in order, sort rag fabrics out and sweep the 
shop floor until no speck of dust can be seen.

A few minutes later the door opens and the first 
customer enters.

Good morning, she says to me politely.
Good morning, I reply. Welcome. How can I help you?
I would like you to make a rag for me.
Would you like anything special? Would you like the 

warp to be made of cloth or wool? 
Wool please, if possible.
Of course. Would you like the rag to be plain or should 

I add any patterns?
I would like it to have as many patterns and be as 

colorful as possible, please. You see, we are decorating our 
new house and I want what is best.

Of course. I will do my best and offer you something 
special.

When the customer left, the day continued as usual. 
More customers, more work. When the night comes and 
I get home, I go to bed as fast as possible. I have to rest 
because another tiring day is due to come.

MACHAIRITSA GEORGIA
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A DAY OF A BAKER

I woke up at 4 am , ate breakfast in a hurry so I could 
be in time at the bakery to prepare the dough and make 
the bread. After I would have to shape it into nice loafes. 
Next step would be baking.

All of a sudden a customer came in.
Good morning!
Good morning! How could I help you?
I would like two loafs of bread, please.
Just a second 
I see you are very busy.
You are right.
Bye
Have a good day.
In the afternoon I went home. Since I am single I  

made a sweetbread alone. As I was waiting for it to cook 
I went to water the flowers. I had a little chat with my 
three neighbors, Efterpi, Elpiniki and Georgia. As we were 
talking something started smelling funny. At that point I 
remembered the  bread I had left in the oven. I run to the 
kitchen, opened the oven door and saw that  the bread 
had turned into coal. 

After all I didn’t have dinner, but only drunk a beer 
before going to bed because I was hungry. Unfortunately 
I didn’t sleep that well, but the whole day had been very 
entertaining.

NANOU DIMITRA
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A DAY OF A TEACHER

It was a morning in fall. I woke up like every other day. 
My name is Petros and I am a teacher at a public school. I 
knew that my sister would have already made breakfast. I 
got dressed, organized my briefcase and then went to the 
kitchen where I found the table made as always, with a cup 
of coffee waiting for me in my favorite spot.

- Good morning Ioanna !
- Good morning Petros ! How did you sleep?
- Very well, thank you. And   you?
- Very well.
- Breakfast was delicious as always.
- Have a good day!
- Thanks.
When I arrived at school   I saw the kids playing vari-

ous games as usual. Their favorite is football. The bell rung 
and all the kids gather for the morning prayer. A girl called 
Elpiniki said the prayer today. 

This year I teach fifth and sixth grade, as our school is 
small and only has three teachers. When I went in the class-
room the students already had their language books out.

Biorni, conjugate the verb ‘ to run’
I run, I stumbled,  I fell, I got up, I left
Very funny. Let΄s write an essay.
OK!
- The subject will be  ‘My pet’
That’s how two hours of language class passed.
Then we had history class.
- Elpiniki, tell us, what do you know about the Empire 

of Nicaea?
After the kids made some note about the next lesson, 

the bell rung and we went out for the break.
Next two hours we had art class.
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The kids got divided into teams, I gave them some 
instructions I went to my office because I had to finish with 
some paperwork.

The bell rung and the school day was over.
- Good afternoon sir!
- Good afternoon.
After locking the school I went back home. My sister 

had prepared my favorite food, spaghetti with minced 
meat

At night I ate dinner and went to bed early. I tiring day 
awaits me tomorrow!

MACHAIRITSA GEORGIA
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A DAY IN THE LIFE OF   A   FARRIER

This morning I got up at 7 o clock. As a farrier I had to 
shoe many horses and had already run late. I had to shoe 
five horses and someone brought me two more.

When I was about to leave…
- Eh eh wait! Someone shouted.
I look around and see a rider coming to me.
- I need you to shoe my horse too! he said
- I cannot, I was just leaving, I replied.
- Please, he says to me. I have to carry lots of wood 

tomorrow and without my horse I can’t.
- OK, put it in the stable and I will shoe it first thing 

tomorrow morning, I said to him.
- Thank you! He says and leaves.
Since I was hungry, I went home where my wife has 

cooked a delicious lunch which I most gladly ate.
In the afternoon I rode my own horse Solaris. he sis 

the best horse in the world!
After our short ride we returned home.
As soon as I took care of Solaris I went home to eat. 

My wife had made her famous ‘baklava’. I had two pieces 
and drunk a glass of wine.

I was about to go to sleep when suddenly… the bell 
rings.

Our neighbors were standing at our door.
Good evening, they said to me.
Good evening! What would you like?
Please, you must come and shoe a horse at the store 

which has gone wild.
At once! I reply.
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Then we went to the horseshoe store. First I cleaned 
its hooves with a hammer, then I rasped then and finally 
measured the horseshoe. Then I nailed it, a bit later cut its 
hooves with the pliers, rasped them well and it was ready.

I immediately called its owner to come and pick it. He 
thanked me and paid me.

Afterwards, exhausted as I was I slept like a log!

GIANNIOU ELPINIKI
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A DAY OF A DOCTOR

This morning I woke up very early. I thought that I had 
many thing to do. I got dressed, prepared breakfast, ate, 
locked the house and left. When  I arrived at my office I 
saw a line of many people waiting to be examined. As you 
probably understood I am doctor and more precisely an 
orthopedists. My name is Efterpi Kafetzi.

My first patient was an ole lady. She wanted to be 
examined because she had a pain in her hip.

Doc – Good morning lady. How may I help you?
Lady – I have a pain in my hip and leg.
Doc. – Lets see, can you walk a bit till the examination bed?
Truth is that the lady couldn’t walk that well.
I examined her, gave her a shot, prescribed her some 

medication, she paid me and left.
That’s how I spent all my day. Work, work and work. At 

14:00, after 6 hours of work I went home, roasted a chicken 
in the oven with potatoes and ate it with my parents who 
had come . In the afternoon, back to work.

Doc- Good afternoon sir, how could I help you?
mr -  I would like to have the cast from my leg removed.
Doc- My I dare to ask you how you broke your leg?
mr. – I wanted to open the door, because I was waiting 

for my daughter from the UK. The doorbell was ringing but 
when I opened I saw some bad kids who were making me 
a prank. I run after them. As I was running I fell and broke 
my leg.

Doc- Oh OK, thank you, get well soon.
I removed the cast and then five more patients came. 

I closed the practice at 11:00 pm 
I went home, ate some bread and cheese and went to 

bed.
That’s how I usually spend my days!!!

KAFETZI EFTERPI
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ESTONIA 
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A DAY IN LIFE OF A PEASANT

My name is Kalev. I am an Estonian peasant. I live in 17 
century in a village near the Gulf of Finland.

My family consists of 7 people: my wife, 4 sons and 3 
daughters. We live in a very small house, where we have 
only one room. Our day starts very early, we wake up at 
5am every day, when the sun appears and starts to rise. 
First of all, we have breakfast; my wife usually cooks seed, 
boiled in the pot, but it is not enough for our big family.

Then we go to work on the field. There we spend all 
our day, we sometimes return home late in the evening, 
especially if it is summer and autumn. But fortunately it 
is spring and we don’t have much work to make. So my 
sons and I prepare land for crops. And my wife and our 
daughters saw the seeds. It takes all day. 

After we get back home and have dinner, which is 
similar to our breakfast. Then my wife milks the cow and 
binds something for us. I make something from wood, 
for example a spoon or a bench. The children watch how 
Kairi (our older daughter) plays her favourite instrument- 
kannel. Then we all go to bed, because tomorrow will be 
another difficult day.

My dream in future is to earn more money, go to town 
and buy some new clothes for my daughters and sons , 
because their clothes are very old now.

VALERIA BESSEDINA
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ONE DAY IN THE LIFE A MEDIEVAL CHEMIST.

On March 5, 1422 in Tallinn there was an important 
event: a drugstore was opened on the Townhall  Square  in 
the downtown. 

My name is Mart, I’m from the dynasty of druggists of 
this institution.

I sell medical medicines: powders of a rhino’s horn and 
burned hedgehogs, a snake potion and perfumes. 

Today I had a very difficult day... Early in the morning 
I headed to the country to collect medicinal herbs. Hardly 
was I in time to opening of a drugstore. All day long 
people kept coming... In the evening two heavy patients 
were brought, and I gave them remedies for fewer.  Then 
two young ladies suffering from unfortunate love came... I 
had to sell them the last stock of a dried snake powder... I 
am sure this means will help them.

The Townhall drugstore is a place where not only 
drugs are sold, but also it’s a club where it is possible to 
meet friends. Here it is possible to buy a goose quill and 
ink and to write a letter. Besides medicines

 I sell paper, gunpowder, pipes, tobacco, candles and 
paints. But the best medicine is of course Claret wine and 
marzipan. The recipe of marzipan I invented myself. The 
marzipan is made of an almond flour and icing sugar. I sell 
it as a medicine for mental deceases. 

In 1602 when a plague flashed in the city and many 
people died, my father was the only doctor in Tallinn. 

I am proud of owning   the drugstore. It is already 
a two-hundred- year-old . I am considered a respected 
person in the city, because I am both a doctor a merchant 
and a member of a magistrate – all in one person.  

 Now it’s 1635... All the last years long the Townhall 
drugstore has been very popular with citizens. I think it will 
last further.

OSKAR LAADA
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A DAY IN THE LIFE OF A MERCHANT IN 
MEDIEVAL TALLINN

My name is Eino, I am a native resident of Tallinn and 
I am a merchant. I am a member of a Large guild. This is a 
merchant’s guild and it was founded in 1325. I had to move 
to the lower town, because the merchant guild members 
must live there. I have a wife Laura and two children:  a 
daughter Mary and a son Ivo. My family has a two-story 
house with a wine cellar and three servants: Catherine the 
cleaner, a chef called Mark and my apprentice Alan. Alan`s 
parents sent him to me  to be trained merchant business, 
in the hope that in the future he would be enriched and 
become a powerful man , and he could also become a 
member of a Large guild. 

I am rich: my wealth I received through the sale of 
silk fabrics, jewelry and various spices taken from different 
parts of the world. I went there floating rivers and seas in 
ships. Later, I invested money in the construction of a new 
market place in Tallinn, and now traders pay me a tribute 
for sale in my area. To become a member of the Guild, I 
had to make a contribution for membership in this society. 
It is as many as 30 marks. For comparison - a cow costs 3 
marks. I met with many influential people in Estonia and 
was appointed the member of the magistrate. I offered 
to make a big penalty for usury. Soon, a law was passed 
prohibiting to lend money at interest. As a member of the 
Guild I vouched for the two current members of the guild. 
Rules of entry into this society oblige me. 

Today in our guild was an important meeting. From 
morning till lunchtime, we received foreign merchants 
and made deals. After lunch we were deciding on the 



58

punishment of a merchant member of our guild. His fault 
was to hit another merchant in anger. And this is not 
permitted by the laws of our guild. We have sentenced him 
to a fine of five marks. The members of our fraternity - are 
very worthy people, they follow the rules of the guild. Today 
I had dinner at home, as invited  merchant Bogatyrjov to 
discuss a supply of sardines to Russia.

MARTIN PIHLAP
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ONE DAY IN A HANDICRAFTSMAN – A 
JEWELER’S LIFE

I am Martin, I am a goldsmith. My family jeweler shop 
is in Tallinn, in Old Town. Our shop is known very much 
not only to Tallinn citizens, but also to overseas merchants. 
They often bought my father’s products, for example, 
chandeliers and candlesticks and decorated interiors of 
cathedrals with them. Unfortunately, in 1592 my father 
died. In an inheritance he left me the shop. Therefore I also 
became a jeweler and continued business of my father’s.

Usually in the morning I go to a cellar for the materials 
needed to begin production of jewelry.

To produce jewelry I need such metals as gold, silver, 
bronze, copper, iron, semiprecious stones and color glass, 
special paste for blackening. Since midday our shop begins 
to work. By this time there is a long line at our front door. 
Today’s buyer is a very picky one .

The first buyer was a rich merchant. He bought some 
suspension brackets  of different types  and some gold 
rings. Then an old woman came and bought two bronze 
brooches with amber stones on each side. She will present 
them to her two granddaughters as wedding presents.

The last today’s purchase blew my mind. The woman 
got a gold ring with jewels and a colored glass bracelet 
with a metal fastener. It is possible to say that today was a 
very successful and generated big revenue day.

Also you can find men’s and women’s belts in our 
shop, bladed and firearms, which I make by means of 
forging, molding, blackening and metal gilding. I think out 
the design and I offer them for sale.

I hope for prosperity of our jeweler shop at the 
beginning of the next 17-th century. And after my death, I 
hope, my sons will continue my business.

MELISSA BURKO
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ONE DAY IN THE LIFE OF THE MASTER 
OF THE LIVONIAN ORDER

My name is Volmar von Bruger. I am the Master of 
the Livonian Order. I am living in Riga Castle. I feel safe in 
here as it is well protected. It is the end of the XIV century 
and the life in not easy now. Enemies are ready to attack 
from everywhere. I am the ruler of 5 lands: the Livonian 
Order, The Archbishopric of Riga, The Bishopric of Dorpat, 
Courland and Ösel–Wiek.

This morning I am busy with Dorpat problems. I have 
been told that Estonian peasants are not satisfied with 
their life and try to rebel. It’s time to stop it. It seems to me 
that they have forgotten their unsuccessful St. George’s 
Night Uprising attempt. I have to send forces to calm them 
down. 

I am also worried that it is difficult to collect taxes in 
Estonian lands. Peasants are always complaining that they 
are poor and have no money to pay taxes. But I personally 
think that they are very cunning and they hide their food 
and money from me. I must sign a decree and punish those 
who don’t pay in time. 

I also take care of strengthening of Christianity in 
the region. Ancient Estonians (or Aests) worshiped pagan 
gods. German knights brought Christianity here, but some 
people still worship their gods. They don’t baptise their 
children and don’t give their children Christian names.  I 
must do something about it. 

In the evening I am having a meeting with Prussian 
ambassadors. I hope they will bring good news. 

Today was a hard day. Tomorrow I have got a lot of 
things to take care of. So much responsibility... My life is 
very difficult, I must confess...

MELISSA BURKO
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ONE DAY IN THE LIFE OF A HATTER

My name is Tiit. I work as an ordinary hatter in the 
heart of medieval Tallinn. Today is April 10, 1535, Sunday. 

Sunday is a busy day for selling hats. I got up at 5 am, 
had some oatmeal and milk for breakfast. Then I sat down 
at my workstation and began making hats. Making hats is 
not such an easy job. I need a lot of fabrics, jewellery, etc. I 
also need to know fashion trends.

After three hours of hard work, I went to open my 
shop. I pushed back the curtains, put an “Open” sign. Then 
I checked out my best hats and began to wait for visitors 
to come. 

The first customer was a very beautiful lady. I put her 
in front of the mirror and began to try some hats on her. 
During the measurements we were talking all the time, 
laughing and smiling. Finally, she chose the latter hat as she 
liked it best.  The lady paid me two pennies and left. Then 
I realised that she was the wife of a wealthy Danish Baron. 
I was so surprised that she was alone without protection.

Within a day, I had five clients. They were very fussy, 
but I managed to sell them the most fashionable hats. After 
a hard day, I had some fried fish with baked potatoes and 
a mug of weak rum for dinner. Then I closed the window 
curtains in the shop, hung a “Closed” sign and went to bed. 

Today I have earned quite a lot of money. But it doesn’t 
happen every day...

I will hope for God’s help.

JEVGENI KUMEIKO
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BULGARIA
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A DAY OF THE LIFE OF EMPRESS ELENA

My name is Elena and I am married to Theodore II 
Laskaris, the Emperor of Nikea. My mother’s name is Anna 
Maria and my father is the Bulgarian King Ivan Asen II. 

There is a ball held at the palace today. As always, I will 
command my servants to take care of my look and dress 
me up in my new outfit so I can look gorgeous. 

The ball has just begun.  Everyone, who is hypocritically 
looking at me with a big smile, is enjoying the delicious 
food and the incredible music. But I am not. My husband – 
Emperor Theodore II Laskaris, is on a military campaign and 
I still haven’t received any news from him. My six children 
also worry me. Today, during the celebration, my youngest 
son offended a well-respected lady with his attitude. 
However, my children are my biggest joy and support. 

I’ve always ruled respecting the needs of my people 
and trying to develop my country…and I will keep on doing 
it as long as I live!

VELISLAVA VELINOVA
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A DAY OF THE LIFE OF A SHEPHERD’S 
DAUGHTER

My name is Raina and I will present to you a day of my 
life. I wake up early in the morning. Later, I bring the sheep, 
cows and goats out to graze. After that I come back home 
and I wake up my father. Then I get the water coppers 
and I go to the well for some water. Meanwhile my father 
goes to the market to sell milk, cheese and wool. I return 
home, I leave the water and I go to the market to help my 
father. We both go home in the afternoon. My father goes 
to the garden and I start cleaning the house. After that 
I start cooking dinner and my father brings the animals 
back. Once he returns we start eating and later we go to 
sleep. That’s one of my usual days. 

RALITSA HRISTOVA
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A DAY OF THE LIFE OF A BLACKSMITH

My name is Ivan and I’m a blacksmith. I was born in 
1342 in Tarnovo. I live in hard times. The ottomans are 
coming with their army after our kingdom. 

My life hasn’t changed that much but the work had 
became much more. That’s why I get up early in the 
morning before sunrise. I look at my three children with 
smile on my face and hope in my hearth especially for the 
oldest Stoyan. He is almost 10 years old and I hope he will 
inherit my knowledge soon. That’s why he is coming often 
in the smithy. I had a piece of bread, cheese and boiled 
eggs for breakfast and I got ready for work. My wife sent 
me to the threshold, wished me a good day and handed 
me a bundle with my lunch - a piece of bread, a little lump 
of dried meat and cheese. I walked through the narrow 
streets and soon I was in my smithy. 

My apprentice  Strahil was waiting for me in there 
while preparing the fire. I put my leather apron on, took 
the big hammer and the metal pliers and started working. I 
had an order for the soldiers of Shishman - swords, knives, 
shields, spears, armor, helmets, horseshoes and several 
axes. We had several weapons done by noon and we sat 
down to lunch. We had just finished our lunch when the 
carpenter Petar came. His workshop was just down the 
street and he asked me to give him two metal rails for a 
cart he needed. We had a little talk about the situation in 
our kingdom. After that little break we continued our hard 
work. We called it a day before sunset. We had several 
shields and swords done. I let Strahil put out the fire and 
lock the smithy. I had left a bit earlier because I had to visit 
the cobbler for shoes. The shoes were for my daughter 
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Maria because hers didn’t fit anymore. 
I came home and we all sat around the small table. 

We talked about how our day had gone. We had lamb 
for dinner and wine for me.  After dinner we went to bed 
because the next day was as hard as always. 

 
STEFAN DIMITROV
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A DAY OF THE LIFE OF A MERCHANT’S 
DAUGHTER

My name is Lilyana. My father is a merchant. He sells 
cheese. We wake up early in the morning so we can pack 
the cheese for the market. When he goes to the market, I 
bring the buffaloes out to graze. Then I start cooking and 
cleaning the house. 

Once I am done with my household chores, I will go 
to my father to bring him lunch and I will ask him for some 
money.  I want to buy a nice fabric for a dress because 
tomorrow is the celebration “Day of the craftsmen”, which 
I am going to.  

When my father comes home in the afternoon we start 
making cheese for the next day. Afterwards we bring the 
buffaloes back. My father takes me dancing the traditional 
Bulgarian dance “horo” in the evening. When we return 
home we have dinner and later we go to bed. That’s how 
our days go by. 

KAMELIYA MARINOVA
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A DAY IN THE LIFE OF VASIL LEVSKI

It was a sunny autumn day. Our wealthy neighbor 
Stoika Stoyneva was home asking my mother for rugs. 
After they made the deal she yelled to me: 

Hey Vasil, come with Mitko and carry the thread home! 
I helped my mother with everything because my father 

was blind of a heart attack and I was the biggest of my 
brothers. I went couple of times with Mitko and carried the 
thread then we played together outside. When it became 
lunchtime Mitko invited me to have lunch with him. While 
we were eating Mitko’s grandmother gave us two bowls of 
wine. Mitko drank his bowl fast but I was scared of drinking 
mine. Few moments later Mitko’s grandmother said to me: 

You should drink! This is blood! It gives you power! 
Then I tried it and I liked it so much that in few seconds 

there was no wine in my bowl. While I was eating I felt 
something I haven’t ever felt before. It was like my head 
was getting flooded with blood but I felt really nice. After 
lunch I and Mitko went out again. 

We had an argument with the boys from the south 
neighborhood. The problems didn’t stop until I knocked 
back the warder’s son who was two years older than me. 
When I knocked him down, Kadir fouled his pants and 
yelled at me:

I will make you pay! 
Since that day Stoika came home everyday so I and 

Mitko will be together all the time. And here comes the 
revenge. The guys from the south neighborhood came 
bloodthirsty and I and Mitko ran to my home. Kadir 
shouted after us:

Why are you so scared? Where is your courage now? 
Wait a while! We will come! – said to him. 
We went to the basement where the vat of wine was. 

We drank a lot but Mitko told me to drink even more so I 
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can fight better.
I didn’t think for a second and just drank it and the 

fight started. I thought that the wine was making me hot 
but I suddenly felt cold and I started sweating. I wasn’t 
afraid but I felt that I am losing my power and then Kadir 
knocked me down. He stared to hit my face and head 
furiously…

The boys from my neighborhood were just watching 
confused. No one has ever beaten me so how can I give 
up like that? Only Mitko knew why I lost but he didn’t say 
a word and didn’t help me. 

When I got home my mother was so shocked. She 
thought that I was beaten, sick and probably even worse 
things.  She soaked a towel in vinegar and started cleaning 
my blonde head.

What happened to you? Who did this to you? I have 
told you not to get involved with the boys from the south 
neighborhood. 

I will be fine mother don’t worry. But I will get my 
revenge with them even if I die for it. – said to her.

I wake up fresh the next morning as always. I went to 
my mother who was weaving. I sat to her and said:

Mother, I drank wine so I can beat Kadir yesterday… 
But I have fooled myself. The wine soaked all my power. So 
I swear to you I will never drink again! Did you hear me? I 
swear! 

That’s good my son. Don’t drink. Wine will never help 
you. – my mother whispered me that and hugged me tight.

This was my first oath.

IVANELA DIMITROVA 
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A DAY IN THE LIFE OF KING SIMEON THE 
GREAT

I am King Simeon the Great. At them moment we are 
at war with king Lion. We have been fighting for 6 years. 
My army is getting smaller and smaller. The soldiers are 
hungry and tired, as the enemy stole our provisions. We 
don’t have horses so we cannot travel. We cannot rest 
at night as we do not know when and where the enemy 
troops will strike. I haven’t seen my family for a very long 
time. I don’t know how they are and where they are. I miss 
them very much.

I lost a lot of good men again. The night battle was 
difficult one but we won it. But on what price. I went to sleep 
with fears about what would happen when our enemies 
come back. We cannot afford more victims. I don’t know 
how we will continue to fight.

ILIYAN IVANOV



ROMANIA
A day of a merchant – Popa Sorina

A day of a soldier – Popa Sorina
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A day of an innkeeper 
– Popa Sorina

A day of a peasant – 
Popa Sorina

A day of a prehistoric 
man – Popa Sorina
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PORTUGAL
Blacksmith - 
Joana Rodrigues

Potter - 
Alexandra Marçalo
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19th century Bourgeois 
- Pedro Figueiredo

Noble - Joana 
Marques
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Navigator Rodrigues 
Soromenho - 
Rita Cipriano

Middle age Peasant - 
Márcio Conde

King D. Manuel I - 
Maria Albuquerque
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POLAND

One day of the life of a 7-year-old boy -  
Weronika Matachowska and Wiktor Cedro

One day of the life of a soldier - Nikodem Jedynak
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One day of the life of 
Cardinal Karol Wojtiła 
-  Kamil  Poniewierka

One day of the life of a soldier - Nikodem Jedynak
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One day of the life of  
Chopin - Hubert Kasiak

One day of the life of 
King Sobieski - 
Daniel Bednarz
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GREECE 

A day of a teacher - Machairitsa Georgia 
                          A day of a weaver - Machairitsa Georgia
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A day of a doctor - Kafetzi Efterpi 

                                     A day of a baker - Nanou Dimitra 

A day of a farrier - Gianniou Elpeniki
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ESTONIA 

A day of a peasant - Anna Sannikova

A day in the life of a merchant medieval Tallinn - 
Martin Pihlap
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One day in the life a 
medieval chemist - 
Oskar Laada

One Day in the Life 
of the Master of the 
Livonian Order - 
Melissa Burko
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One day in a handicraftsman – a jeweler‘s life - 
Melissa Burko

One day in the life of a hatter - Jevgeni 
Kumeiko
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BULGARIA 

A day of a blacksmith - Stefan Dimitrov

A day of the life of Empress Elena - Velislava Velinova
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A day of the life of a merchant’s daughter - 
                                                         Aleksandra Neykova

A day in the life of Vasil Levski - Nikolay Atanasov



16

A day in the life of King 
Simeon the Great - 
Iliyan Ivanov

A day of a shepherd’s 
daughter - Ralitsa 
Hristova




