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JAK SE ROSTE

Zacina to takhle: nejdfiv jsi malinkaty jako sardinka v maminé btise. Kdyz vyroste§ do
velikosti Sisky chleba, pfijde$ na vzduch. Dokud nezac¢ne$ chodit, roste§ do délky a pak do
vysky. Citis se skvéle, kdyz dosdhnes na kliku u dvefi, a jesté lip, kdyz dokazes rozsvitit svétlo.
S oslovenimi je to u holek takhle: Nika je ted’ hol¢icka a jeji sestra Lija zrovna tak. Jejich sestra
Lucka uz je holka a mamka zena. (Jak je to u kluka, o tom at’ si pfemysli sami.) Jednoho dne
bude i z Niky holka a potom Zena. Samoziejmé¢, Ze ji zajima, kdy se to stane a jak pozna, ze uz
je holka a pozdé&ji, ze je Zena.

Lucka ji vysvétluje:

,10 vSechno se postupné dozvis. Ale nejdiiv se musiS naucit, jak se vibec fekne:
RRROSTLA. Ty to je$t¢ neumiS. VSechno fika§ s L. Ty tikd§ LOSTLA. Sly$i§ mé?
RRROSTLA. Slysis, jak muj jazycek drnéi?

Nika to chape. Zacne cvicit:

,LLLL. LOSTLA.*“

,Ne, ne, Niko, tob€ nic nedrnéi. Divej: RRRR. Jazy¢ek musi drnéet jako traktor. ROSTLA.

Nika to zkousi:

,,LLLL. Tlaktol. Lostla.*

,Ne, ne.“ fekne Lucka. ,,Dneska ti to nejde. Jsi jesté moc mala. Mozna zitra.*

Nika ma starosti. Co, kdyz bude zitra uz pozd¢ a jeji jazycek nikdy nezadrn¢i a ona nebude
nikdy holka a nikdy zena? Cely den procvicuje a snazi se, tak moc ji to trapi. I vecer, kdyz se
mamka, kterd je Zena, sni rozlou¢i, Nika stale jest¢ procvicuje: ,,LLLL. TLAKTOL.
LOSTLA.“

Nejde to. Vibec ji to nejde! Je uplné zoufala. Uprostied procvicovani usne a zda se ji o L,
které nechce drncet, ale jenom pleska. Kdyz se rano vzbudi, je jeji jazycek odpocaty. Znovu se
ho pokousi rozechvét. A heleme se: L najednou zacne drnéet — RRRR! Podaftilo se ji to,
podafilo: ,,RRRR* opakuje. ,,TRAKTOR!* procvicuje. ,,ROSTRA!

Je cela bez sebe radosti. Rychle vysko¢i na nohy.

Jen tak bosky b¢ha po domé, aby naSla Lucku a povédéla ji o svém Uspéchu. Najde ji
v kuchyni u snidané.

,Rucko, ruc¢ko, uz jsem vyrostra“ kfi¢i. ,,Posrouchej. Traktor! Srysis, jak drn¢i?

Jsem uz verika. Ted uz budu za chvirku horka, budu za chvirku zena?*

AZ BUDE NIKA VELKA

Nika zrovna slavila ¢tvrté narozeniny. Uz pfedtim se naucila, jak se rukou ukéze, Ze jsou ji Ctyii
roky. To totiz neni tak jednoduché. Ctvrty prst ji tlaéi doli. Druhou rukou si musi chytit
malicek, aby Ctvrty prst zlstal natazeny. Mama fikd, Zze to miZzeS$ ukazat i jinak: Ze schovas
prvni prstik, palec. Ale to Nice pfijde uplné hloupé. Palec je prvni, schovat musiS posledni,



vzdyt rostes popotadé: nejdiiv je ti jeden rok, potom dva, pak tfi... Nemuzes zacit odzadu. Ach,
bude o dost jednodussi, az bude mit pét. Vzty¢is vSechny prsty a je to. To uz bude opravdu
velka. Brzy pak za¢ne chodit do Skoly. Bude kreslit kola a ¢ary do velkych sesiti a bude umét
spocitat, kolik je sedm plus jedna. Vecer bude d¢€lat tkoly a ucit se. AZ mama fekne:

,Niko, b&Z spat,* ona odpovi: ,,Jesté nejdu, neméam cas, délam ukoly.*

Az Nika jesté o trochu povyroste, bude jezdit na velkém kole. V kapse bude mit osvédceni o
zkousce z dopravniho htisté. Kdyz ji zastavi policajt, ukdze mu své osvédCeni a hlavou mu
pokyva pted nosem a fekne: ,,Divej, pane policajte, mam helmu.” Pak se zasm¢je, protoze
policajt se na ni bude ptekvapen¢ divat a divit se: ,,Takova mala hol¢icka a uz je tak velka.
Cha, cha, to bude koukat, a ona pojede dal do obchodu a upln¢ sama dojde nakoupit.

Zanedlouho bude moct krajet nozem. Bude mit velky ostry ntiz. Bude kréajet brambory, chléb,
syr a cibuli. Bude celé dny krajet, vezme vSechno jidlo z ledni¢ky a z Suplikt a rozkraji ho a
nasekd na malé kousky, a pak z né&j uvaii velky hrnec husté polévky pro celou rodinu. Ale néco
urcité udéla jinak nez mama: az bude krajet cibuli, nebude brecet a popotahovat. Je fakt hloupy,
7e mama, ktera uz je tak velka holka, buli kvili nakrajené cibuli.

Az vyroste jesté vic, bude pod svetrem nosit podprsenku. Do skoly bude mit kozacky. Bude je
nosit na elast'’acich, jako Lucka. Kozacky uz budou mit maly podpatek a rty si bude rano
malovat rténkou, az budou zafit jako duhové kulicky. Bude chodit na Skolni autobus a bude
mit taSku pfes jedno rameno. Az ptijde domi, bude vypravét o pitomych spoluzacich. Bude
umét anglicky, bude fikat: ,,Van, tu, fri, for, tenks a sori!“ VZdycky kdyz se ji nékdo zepta, co
a jak ve 8kole, tak obcas fekne: ,,Uplné supr,“ obcas zase ,,Uplné stupidni,“ aby mohla pouZit
vSechny ty husty slovicka.

NIKA BACKURKARKA

Pokazdé, kdyz n€kdo z déti rano nenajde své backlrky, mama netekne: ,,Odnesla vam je
backtrkova vila Backiirkarka, ale fika: ,,NejspiS jsou tam, kde vam vcera vecCer spadly
z nohou.*

Jestéze Nika vzdycky vSechno najde. Hned jak nékoho slysi fict: ,,Kde jsou mé backtrky?* a
mamu, ktera vzdy odpovi stejné€, hned se da do prace. Hleda vSude. Na polickach, za gaucem,
v Suplicich. Je tak mald, ze mlze vlézt pod postel a za skiin. Proleze vSechny kouty a Skviry
v domé¢. A ostatni ¢ekaji bosky na svych postelich.

Kdyz se Nika znovu objevi, jeji narué¢ je plna backor. Cervené nese pred Tina, modré pied
Lucku, zluté pied Liju... Ale jeji nohy stale bosky cupitaji po studené podlaze! Kdepak jsou jeji
ruzové backirky?

Ted se Tin, Lucka a Lija, ktefi jsou jiz obuti, rozprchnou po dom¢. Nika ¢eka na gauci.

I ostatni hledaji po vSech koutech a Skvirach. Podivaji se dokonce do trouby, do pradelniho kose
a za lednicku. Ale rizové backtrky nikde. Tehdy si Lucka vzpomene. Jde se jesté podivat do
bedny s hrackami. Podivej se, podivej, rizové backiirky jsou na tlapkach velkého Niciného
medvéda. V noci mél studené nohy, tak se obul. Lucka donese backlirky do obyvaciho pokoje.
Nika ma radost. Kdyz byla zima medvédovi, ktery je chlupaty, co potom Nice, ktera nemé na
nohou ani jeden chlup.
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The Rules of Growing

It starts like this: first you’re in mummy’s tummy, as tiny as a grape. When you’re as big as a
loaf of bread, you come out. You grow longer, and then when you can walk, you grow taller.
You feel very important when you can reach the doorhandle, and really special when you can
turn on the light. The words we use to describe girls are like this: Eva is now a little girl and so
is her sister Lila. Their sister Lucia is a big girl, and Mummy is a woman, and a grown-up (the
boys will have to think for themselves about how this works for them). One day Eva will also
be a big girl, and then a grown-up. She is keen to find out, of course, when this will happen,
and how she will know when she’s a big girl, and then later, a grown-up.

Lucia explains to her: “You’ll know straight away. But first you have to learn how to say it
right: GRRROWN UP. You can’t do that yet. You always say ‘GW’. You say GWOW. Can
you hear it? GRRROW. Can you hear how I roll my Rs?’

Eva understands. She starts to practice.

‘WWWW. GWOW.’

‘No, not like that, Eva; you’re not rolling your tongue. Here: Rrrrrrrr. You have to roll your
Rs, as if you’re purring. GROW.’

Eva tries:

‘WWWW. Purwing. Gwow.’

‘No, no’, says Lucia. ‘It’s not working today. You’re still too young. Maybe tomorrow.’

Eva is worried. What if tomorrow is too late and her little tongue never purrs and she never gets
to be a big girl and never a grown up? She’s so worried that she tries and practises all day. Even
when Mummy, who is a woman, says goodbye to her in the evening, Eva is still practising:
‘WWW. PURWING. GWOW.’

She can’t do it. It just won’t work! She feels completely hopeless. She falls asleep whilst
practising and dreams about a tongue that won’t purr, but only whirrs. Yet when she wakes up
the next morning, her tongue has had a rest. She tries again to roll it. And look: all of a sudden,
her tongue start to purr! ‘RRRR!” She’s done it, she’s done it: ‘RRRRR!” she goes again. She
practices: ‘GROW!’

She’s bursting with happiness. She leaps to her feet. She runs through the house in her bare
feet, to find Lucia to tell her what she’s done. She finds her in the kitchen having breakfast.

‘Wucia, Wucia, I’'m a gwown up!” she cries. ‘Wisten. Rrrrr! It purrs! I'm a gwown up! Will
I be a big girl now, will I be a woman soon?’



When Eva Is a Big Girl

Eva has just celebrated her fourth birthday. She practised how to show she was four with her
fingers. It’s not that easy, actually. Her fourth finger wouldn’t stay up. She had to use her other
hand to hold the little finger down, so that the fourth one would stand up straight. Mummy says
that there’s another way to do it — you can hide your thumb. But that seems very silly to Eva.
Your thumb is your first finger, you should hide the last one, because you grow in order: first
you’re one, then two, then three... you can’t start backwards. Ah, it will be so much easier when
she’s five. You show all your fingers and that’s it. Then she really will be big. Soon after that
she’ll start at school. She’ll draw circles and letters in a big exercise book and she’ll know how
to add up seven plus one. In the evening she’ll do her homework and study. When Mummy
says: ‘Eva, time for bed,” she’ll say: ‘Not yet, I’'m busy, I’ve got homework.’

When Eva’s a little bit bigger, she’ll ride a big bike. She’ll have a license in her pocket. If she
gets stopped by the police, she’ll show her license with her picture on it and also tilt her head
right under his nose and say: ‘Look, policeman, I’ve got a helmet.” Then she’ll laugh, because
the policeman will look confused and say: ‘So grown up for such a little girl.” Ha, he’ll see,
when she rides all the way to the shop by herself.

Soon she’ll be able to use a knife. She’ll have a big, sharp knife. She’ll cut potatoes, bread,
cheese and onions. She’ll cut things all day long, she’ll take all the food out of the fridge and
out of the cupboards and cut it and chop it all into tiny pieces, and then she’ll use it to make a
big pot of soup for the whole family. But some things she’ll do her own way, not like Mummy:
she won’t cry and sniffle when chopping the onions. It really is very childish how Mummy
whinges over chopped onions, when she’s such a big girl.

When she’s even bigger, she’ll wear a bra under her jumper. She’ll wear boots to school. She’ll
wear them with tights, like Lucia. Her boots will have a small heel and she’ll put her lipstick
on in the morning, so that her lips are shiny like marbles. She’ll walk to the bus stop with her
bag on one shoulder. When she gets home, she’ll tell everyone about her silly schoolfriends.
She’ll know how to speak French, and she’ll say: ‘un, duh, twa, cat, mercy and pardon!” When
she’s asked how things are going at school, she’ll sometimes say, ‘well good’, and sometimes,
‘well boring,” so she can use all the cool words.

Eva, Slipper Retriever

Whenever one of the children has lost their slippers, Mum never says: ‘The elves must have
taken them,” and instead she replies: ‘I expect they’re right where they fell off your feet last
night.’

It’s a good job that Eva always finds everything. The minute anyone asks: ‘Where are my
slippers?’, and Mum replies the same as always, she gets to work. She searches everywhere.
On the shelves, behind the sofa, in drawers. She’s so small that she can wriggle under the bed



and behind the wardrobe. She rummages in every nook and cranny in the house. While the
others wait in their beds, with their bare feet.

When Eva reappears, she has her arms full of slippers. She takes the red ones to Tina, the blue
ones to Lucia, the yellow ones to Lila. But her feet are still tottering bare on the cold floor! So
where are her pink slippers?

Now Tina, Lucia and Lila, no longer in bare feet, are rushing around the house. Eva waits on
the sofa.

Everyone is looking in every nook and cranny. They even look in the oven, in the washing
basket and behind the fridge. But the pink slippers are nowhere to be found. Then Lucia has an
idea. She takes one last look in the chest of toys. And look at that! There, on the paws of Eva’s
big teddy bear, are her pink slippers. His feet got cold in the night, and so he put them on. Lucia
brings the slippers into the living room. Eva is happy. If the bear was cold with fur on his feet,
what must it be like for Eva, without a single hair on hers!






