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The history of one family: A Fairy-tale or Reality?
A page from the diary…

Today is the 9th of May of the year 200*… It is a very special day for my family. I’m only five now and my mum has bought me the most beautiful dress for the parade. I’m so happy!
My family and a lot of our friends are gathering together at the park to greet all the veterans. I know they are people who fought in the war for the freedom of our country, my mother has told me about it.
I’m having colourful balloons in my hands and waiting for the moment to let them out into the air. Oh, here it is at last! One, two, three… and my balloons are higher and higher. That’s so amazing! 
Everybody is having fun around and I see happy faces of the veterans. Only my great-grandmother Lida, who is sitting among them, is thinking about something and is looking a bit sad. “I’ll ask her about it later”, I’ve just thought.
Now we are on the way home. My mother has prepared a holiday table for our loved granny. Victory Day is the most important holiday for our family and we never miss a chance to be together. We are having fun enjoying the meal and singing old victory songs. It’s a pity I know only a few of them.
Unfortunately, it is noon and it’s high time for me to have a day sleep. But I can never get asleep without a fairy tale. So my granny is following me. I always like to spend time with her and listen to her wonderful stories.
“My dear granny”, I start lying in the bed. “I noticed today everybody around you was happy but you had a kind of sadness on your face. Why?”
“Oh, my sweety, don’t worry, everything is fine with me. Try to get asleep and never mind”.
 “But granny, please. Tell me a kind of your fairy tale. Please, please, please!”
“OK, honey. But close your eyes and …” She begins to sing.
                                     “My sweety, Liza, sweety,
                                      Close your eyes and sleep.
                                      Your dreams bring no pity
         And travel over mountain peak…”
“Oh, no, granny, please. I don’t want your songs. I’d like your story”.
“OK, OK, make yourself comfortable and get ready to listen. But don’t open your eyes”. And she starts the story I’ll never forget.
“Once there lived a little girl Lida. She had two sisters and a brother. Lida was a real princess but her parents died at a very early age. So she had to live with her granny, who was very nice.
Like a good princess Lida went to school but she learned only six years. Her court was poor and she had to work to help her family. Lida left for the most beautiful city in the world – Leningrad.
Everybody was kind to her there and soon she found a job. She helped a Jewish family there with their children. It was a new nice court for Lida and it made her happy.
But suddenly the sky became as dark as night and the evil dragon came. He wanted to destroy the city, kill all the people and steal the princess. Each day he sent his army to fight but every time they returned with nothing. 
Some months later they told the dragon, “We have killed 2,000 people because they became weaker without food and they are very cold”. The dragon was pleased with the news. The next day they reported, “We’ve killed 4,000 people because of their lack of food and warmth”. The dragon was very excited.
Every new day was worse for Leningrad but the citizens didn’t give up. They wanted to beat the hated dragon and his army very much. 
Like many other people at that time the princess Lida was nearly dead because of hunger. She was lying in her bed and couldn’t move. Suddenly she saw a kind Fairy who appeared by the window. 
“I can help you”, she said to Lida. “Come with me and I’ll take you to a faraway land. You’ll be happy there.” 
“But I can’t go”, could only whisper Lida.
“Don’t worry. I have a bottle of elixir of life with me. Have a drink of it and you’ll feel better.” 
The princess had a drink and followed the Fairy. Their way was long and dangerous but they could run away from the evil dragon.
“Now it’s time for us to say goodbye”, said the Fairy. 
[bookmark: _GoBack]“But why?” Lida wondered.
 “I should come back and help the other people of Leningrad”.
“OK. Thank you so much. Goodbye and good luck to you”, said the girl.
“The same to you”, answered the Fairy. “Be happy!” and disappeared immediately…
That’s the end of the fairy tale”, finishes my granny.
“But granny… It can’t be the end! It’s impossible. What happened to the evil dragon and Leningrad?” ask I.
“Oh, 871 days was the fight with the dragon. But his army was eventually beaten. All the citizens were really delightful. All that time the Fairy helped them.”
“And where was Lida?”
“She was happy with her new life in the new place. Some time later she met a real prince. They got married and lived a long life together.”
There is only one question in my head which I’m afraid to ask. But then I’m taking all my courage and whispering: “Is that princess… that princess … YOU, granny?” 
“Oh, my dear, it’s only a fairy tale. Have a sleep and never mind!”
I’m a very obedient girl so I’m getting asleep. I have a very strange dream about all these princes and princesses, evil dragons and kind fairies… 
Some time later I’m waking up and all I want is to cry the whole world can hear me, “People, please, be forgiving and never hurt or kill each other! Stop any wars!” There’re tears in my eyes… 
That holiday of the 9th of May doesn’t finish with my dream. All my family is going to see different performances. 
The wind band is playing the music of war time and my granny is dancing with one of the veterans. They are so beautiful. But my granny Lida is both happy and sad at this time. I’m sure it’s because of the fairy tale she has told me… 
And here’s a nice concert and the wonderful holiday firework. It’s so splendid. 
Today I’m seventeen but since that very time the Victory Day has become one of my favourite holidays, the holiday full of happiness and sorrow. It’s the holiday with the tears in the eyes. My great-grandmother is still with me and we go to the victory parade every time and I’m sure to come there even in many years again through thick and thin. I hope all of you too.
Happy Victory Day to everybody!
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