June 11th, 2016

We sit together at the table, but no one speaks. We look at each other in hope that someone could start eating, but nothing happens. Although steaming hot dumplings (that my mum made) are delicious and always cheer our family up, today they lost their power. I didn't want this day to look like this, in which my dream is to come true, but I cannot do anything about it now. We know how and why I am forced to leave. My younger sister doesn't want this, but that's how it ended, and it must be so. I want to help her and she knows it. She goes towards me and we have a cuddle. I try to hide my tears, but I can't. Although I have to be always cheerful in front of her and give her hope for the better. She understands that I don't want to part with her and I'd like the most to take her with me, but there's no such possibility. Mum and dad hug us and say that it's time. The last time this year, I look at my house and almost empty room, then we go to the airport. From there I will fly to the UK and start a new life. All with the hope that it will succeed.

***

I sit in a large hall full of people and try to collect my thoughts. The parents with sister have already left, I have several minutes to check in. It is difficult to focus when people look at you once with fright and once with sympathy. Imagine what I look like at this moment - a young girl with a large suitcase, blurred makeup and a teddy bear in her hands, writes with a battered fountain pen in the Harry Potter diary. Strange, isn't it? Yet, I am trying to make the most of my time in hundred percent, because I know that soon I will have less of it. I want to finish this point in my life and get ready for new adventures. I look through old records and summaries, childhood memories and try to understand what the future months of my life will look like.


June 12th, 2016

I stand in front of the big window in my small apartment. The sky over the big city is so fabulous and looks like another masterpiece of our civilisation, really made by nature. This view gives me food for thought, and I am pleased with myself. Within a few months, I was able to complete a lot 
of projects for companies that have ordered me to make short films. I have sat working on it from early morning to late at night, but thanks to that I can help my sister now. Every day I talk to her and hope that her well-being will continue long. Diary, wish me and her lots of happiness. 



July 18th, 2016

I have two days off, and at last, I am able to think and organise space around me somehow. 
I quietly clean up and look through my friends' letters. They have decided that they will not communicate with me via the Internet because I spend quite a lot of time in front of the computer. They claim that all of this stimulates my creativity and makes me handwrite. I can't complain about my imagination in their company because they send me letters written on the pages coloured 
by their little cousins or intersected sheets which I have to fold to find out what's going on. 
Today, I  have answered them as I've done it before I came to England, so I am preparing nicely decorated cardboard and write like I have learned over the years being interested in calligraphy. 
I am out of touch with reality and all of this makes me happier.



July 25th, 2016

Today I was really surprised by my friend. She sits next to me, smiles and tries not to spill coffee with milk. Anne has decided to surprise me and brought from my home a few little things that I miss anyway. But the most important thing she took with her is a casket decorated by my sister with 
a letter inside. I would really like to be with her now. However, I have Anne next to me, who definitely lifts my spirit. We plan to record a video for family and friends, and for this purpose, 
she will stay with me a few days and then go farther.
'Finish writing, please' she says.
Ok, so I'll better go.


July 30th, 2016

We have carried out our plan and just sent the video to the family. This has to be a surprise. 
We have a great time but this is the last day she stays with me. I have to get back to work, despite a little reluctance I will go back with great desire because I have a lot of ideas for new projects. 
I think I have heard somebody knocks at the door. 


***

The postman has brought a parcel. The address was written by someone whom I know. I open 
and what do I see? Pictures of all my friends and family. With letters and clips. 
Signed: 'Do something about it, because we can't look at it. It's useless in the house. Send the result to my e-mail. Best Regards.'
If they give me a challenge, I will complete it. Of course quickly, because I think this is the only thing I have missed in my new apartment. I won't write more because there is no point in wasting time. Then I will attach here a photo of our work, Anne keeps rushing on me. I have to breeze off, bye.


August 5th, 2016

Anna has already gone, and I have gone back to my daily work full of joy and ideas. I have received several proposals for cooperation, still interesting, but not as labor-intensive as before. 
I will have some time for myself and I can start practising speed reading, which will help me in my research. My sister is all well and for now, I think it will continue. I'd love her to be recovered and able to lead a more normal life, but I also know that there still is too little money for the operation. The money I've earned are very important, in order to have a surgery. I know that in a week 
the charity fundraiser is organised for her during an event in our city. I think this should help.


September 10th, 2016

I am confused and don't know what to think. More and more often more and more extreme emotions govern rule my soul myself and thereby helping the sister. On the other hand, it was wrong because I've left my sister and caused that now the main thing that will swirl in her head, longing and the similar.
One plus point of all this is the fact that we don't argue and we try to focus on here and now. I hope that nothing will stand in our way.



October 24th, 2016

During my stay here I could already get used to almost everything I have encountered in everyday life. To the fact that people go in their pyjamas to the store, that there is the left-hand traffic. I've learned that people often tell myths because, in fact, it turns out to be totally different. I had a little 'switch' when it comes to manners. I polish up my English and develop passions. And if anyone tells you that it was not worth leaving, they are wrong. In my country, I wouldn't accomplish 
so many things I did here. Of course, living when there is no family around is a little harder than usual, but this is not a thing that I couldn't cope with.

I think the trip has been a way to renew and gain a new perspective on some issues.
Okay, perhaps too much philosophy. I finish.



November 5th, 2016

Today I have talked to my parents, they managed to raise money for my sister's treatment. 
Now they engaged in setting deadlines and so on, and I am very pleased. Although I am sorry that 
I won't be able to participate in all of this and help them. I could go back, but I 'd like to stay here, for the time being not to return to the sad memories and many other things. I think it is a little more comfortable and quieter, especially, since I have known that my sister will be taken good care 
of and has a chance of full recovery. I have already talked to her and I am delighted.


November 11th, 2016

My parents have phoned me today with the news that she felt a little worse. I have written to her and she asked me if I could go back as soon as possible. So I am packing a small suitcase, I am taking the most important things, the rest doesn't matter. I have a plane tonight. I hope nothing will happen while I am going to her. The news is very bad. I hope it will be good because I am not prepared for the worst. It's a battle with time.


November 12th, 2016

I have gone back to the country, my sister feels better. I do not want to waste time on writing,
I have to be with her now.


November 16th, 2016

Our world is destroyed.


January 27th, 2017

I have spent a month with our parents. Everyone has been going through a hard time. Friends have helped us a lot. It is now better than it was, but it's so hard for us to accept it. The money has been handed over to the girl, who also had a similar illness. We want to help further, so we intend to organise a project. Parents are swallowed up, I think it's their way of understanding it all. They've moved to a smaller apartment and let me go back to the UK as I wanted. I realise myself.
I fly by plane to England. I am trying to understand all these things, but continuously it's hard for me.  I'm planning to change something in my life. But it's enough with writing in the diary. Good night. 

