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humanity,

I am trying to keep abreast of the news
in the world.

The more I try, the heavier my head is.
The more I try, the more desperate this

world sees.
The good news is- we can be saved.

If there’s, at least, a cubic of magic in
human hearts- new humans can be raised.

This magic, that’s all that is left,
When our eyes see the counterclaims to

the claims of politicians,
When our sight debunks life’s conditions,
And the mind doesn’t approve of fads of

Our magic stays- it’s called solidarity.
Soňa Červeňová

I work for coffee.
Because coffee works for

me see?
Makes my work manageable.
Makes work possible to seize.
After work, I enjoy a cup of

coffee.
To allow me to breathe.

But lately, I ask what of it?
If of work my coffee reeks.

Tomáš Červenka

















Exploring emotionsin English teaching

TOPIC: The Giving Tree by Shel Silverstein








