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***
For me, as well as for many other people, the light moments of life are connected with my family, with my favourite work, with my hobby. These are the things you always think about and recollect first of all. Only the rating of priorities is, probably, different. I have got a big family. And, of course, my first thoughts are about my relatives, though work is also a very important part of my life. School, pupils, colleagues, my favourite foreign languages… How can I manage everything? How can I remember everything?

Some years ago I started keeping a diary where I make notes about interesting events from the life of my family, write down funny stories which happen to my children. I do not hide the diary as people often do. It is placed where anyone can see and take it. And sometimes I notice that somebody has taken it to read. My younger daughter does not love criticism. Therefore, I frequently hear her saying that I have written something incorrectly. But I consider that it is a very good occasion to discuss the event or the problem and to make the correct decision. Therefore, when I learnt the theme of creative work, I decided to re-read the pages devoted to this summer. All the family gathered together. We recollected everything and were often surprised if it had really happened to us?

***

***

May - June 2013 
A great travel. We visited some European capitals: Paris, Berlin, Brussels, Amsterdam. There were a lot of impressions. My eight-year daughter mixed all the cities and sights. But she remembers very well that it is strictly forbidden to write on walls in Karl Marx's city. Everybody reads inscriptions and trusts them. My daughter had her own small notebook where she wrote down the information interesting for her. After the journey all the family listened to Taisia’s notes the whole evening:

- «Frogs are tasty! But snails are not tasty!»

- «There are a lot of« pissing boys » made of chocolate in Brussels!»

- «I liked to feed fish in palace ponds. - And what are these fishes called? – «Versailles».

And I rediscovered Paris. An excursion to the Eiffel Tower during the rain, a broken lift, wet steps … Paris is fine in any weather. Parks of Versailles and Fonteblo, paintings of the Louvre, narrow streets of Montmartre, cathedrals, basils, monuments, ships on the Seine… Each time this city amazes with its colours, charm, atmosphere. People change for the better there. Emotions and impressions of my students from an adult group convinced me of it once again. I believe the summer had a successful begunning!
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***
20.06.2013 
Today is a very exciting day. My eldest daughter Polina is taking her last graduation examination at Perm University. Only four years have passed since she left school. And now she again faces the next serious choice of the future. She has reached the next stage to estimate the correctness of her choice. I am glad that she likes her profession, that she will be engaged in her favourite occupation. In due time, I too independently made the decision on my career. I made up my mind to become a teacher. And I have never regretted my choice.
***
***

27.06.2013 
[image: image2.jpg]



It turned out to be extremely difficult to conduct lessons in a group where my daughter Taisia is a pupil. She looks aside, distracts other children, often calls me "mum", plays about. But as a result, I have aquired a certain experience to teach my own children. My two youngest sons will soon go to school!

***
July 2013 
Garden colours are a pleasure for the eyes: flowers blossom, the grass and foliage on apple-trees turn green, strawberries and raspberries redden. Children find the first cucumbers in a hothouse. How much patience is needed to teach the youngest son not to run about the garden. Not to walk on the beds! When this sly fellow sees that I am unhappy he will go and will pick up my favourite flowers. He will bring me a bouquet. Certainly, I will start smiling and the mood improves. 
Summer is the best season to travel around our native land. Such educational trips help to expand the outlook, to receive the additional information on regional studies which is useful in work. It is a good way to have a rest with relatives and friends and to receive positive emotions. This summer we visited the Belogorsky monastery, one of the most significant temple complexes of our territory. We went on an excursion to the open-air museum of wooden architecture in Khokhlovka. We attended the events of the festival "The White nights in Perm". Impressive festivities with the performance of drummers’ ensembles and well-known actors, exhibitions of local artists and fairs of wooden hand-made goods took place in our native town.
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***

***
14.08.2013 
What a joy! My five-year-old son Feodor has learnt to read. On his birthday he read congratulation cards to visitors himself. This is a small event, but for me – for mum and a teacher - this achievement is important. It is desirable that your children are the cleverest, the most obedient, the happiest. Much depends on me, on my husband and my relatives.  
***
25.08.2013
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My birthday. Half of the life road has been passed. But I do not wish to look back. There was success, there were errors. But it is my success, these are my errors. In childhood all children love this day, their birthday. They look forward to it, dream of gifts, think out entertainments, decide who to invite. I think that I have not lost this feeling of expectation of My day so far. I also waited for visitors and gifts, prepared tasty dishes.

***
The last days of the official summer were warm and sunny. Housework, gardening, work at school, meetings with colleagues, with pupils. Soon a new school year will start…
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***
***
Every day it is filled with different events. The brightest moments are long remembered.

A diary is like a "time machine" which allows to be travel back and to recollect what was already forgotten. When I read it, I feel happy. It gives a chance to analyse different situations because in my diary I describe not only joyful moments, and also disappointments and sad events.
***

Все рисунки созданы автором.
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