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Chapter One

What if you’d 
never seen a 
lightbulb?

E lectricity didn’t just power machines.It lit up freedom.

We often speak of revolutions and great battles as the turning 
points of history. But one of the most radical shifts came quietly — 
when ordinary people could stay awake after dark—not huddled by a 
Nre. xot hoarding eTpensive candles. But by ,ipping a switch.

Hhe right to read after sunset — to learn' to think in peace — was 
once a luTury reserved for the wealthy. Perezs how that changed.

Paris, 1901: The factory worker and the light

Aaul stumbled home from the factory' legs like iron rods. Pis body 
ached' but his mind buRRed. Pe turned the key' stepped inside' and 
without thinking' ,ipped on the hallway light.

Pe had books to read.



BOJBCJO VIJIx2C:O“

Pe wasn’t going to be a worker forever. Pe had plans.
Pis grandmother used to say” SPonor books. Ond respect the light 

that lets you read them.L
*he remembered winters when the only light came from oil lamps 

— and even that was too precious for girls to waste.Books weren’t for 
daughters. -ight wasn’t either.

But Aaul would let his daughters read. Every night' if they wanted. 
-et them read until morning.

Because now' they could.

DDD

Village near Munich, 1674: The girl and the candle

Hessa stared wideYeyed at the ,ame. Per mother was reading aloud 
from the family Bible' but Hessa barely heard. *he had never seen a 
candle this close.

2andles were eTpensive. Kangerous. Pidden away in cupboards' lit 
only when the parents read in secret. Books weren’t allowed in every 
home. 2andles certainly weren’t for children.

But tonight' her parents let her stay up and listen.
*he couldn’t stop watching. Hhe light danced. *hadows played. 

Ond for the Nrst time in her life' the world stayed visible after nightfall.
It felt like stepping into a fairy tale.
Homorrow' the magic would vanish again.

DDD
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What changed between these stories?

Everything.
When Aaul ,ipped that switch in 0G?0' he didn’t just light a room 

— he lit a path.*uddenly' education wasn’t just for nobles. @irls could 
study. Workers could dream. 

Jeading no longer depended on daylight' savings' or social class. 
Hhe darkness stopped deciding who would get ahead.

Hhat’s what electric light did. xot just invention — liberation.
*o neTt time someone scoAs at energy costs or debates electricity as 

a privilege' remember”
Hhe right to light — for everyone — changed the world.



Chapter Two

The day Caesar 
crossed the 
Rubicon — and 
nobody knew

W hen the world changes today, we see it before we blink.

News explodes across screens. Messages ping. Borders 
close before planes can land.

But imagine living in a world where empires rose and fell — and 
you found out two days later.

That’s precisely what happened in January, 49 BCE.

Quintus counted time like a shopkeeper counts coins.

He had four children. A thriving slave business. No army to defend his 
city.
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And now — whispers in the forum.Caesar had crossed the Rubi-
con. With veterans. With swords. With intent.

Quintus didn’t care about politics.He cared about looting. Rape. 
Undisciplined soldiers.

He had hours — maybe days — to decide whether to run or stay. 
But how many hours?

The messenger had arrived on horseback, breath ragged, switching 
mounts every mile.Was Caesar one day away? Two?

Were the senators lying?
He panicked. Then calmed himself.
“Wars always happen somewhere else,” he thought.He kissed his 

children. Sent his wife away. Hid what he could. And waited.
Maybe it would blow over.

***

The Shocking Truth?

Back then, news didn’t come jrst.
War came Brst.
You only found out when someone banged on the gate.
In a world without real-time updates, even life-and-death choices 

were made in the dark.
Today, we cancel Vights over a single tweet.
Quintus had to guess how long he had before an army burned his 

home — with no way to check.
That’s how di6erent the past really was.
Not =ust in clothes, or laws, or gods.
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qut in the terrifying  uiet before the world changed.



Chapter Three

The train in the 
woods

H istory doesn’t just repeat — it circles like a wolf.

It was early morning in the forest of Compiègne. Cold. 
Wet.The kind of silence that follows millions of deaths.

Inside a railcar parked on a lonely track, French Marshal Ferdinand 
Foch sat stiA and silent.Gcross from him, the -erman delegation 
looked hollow’eyed.

They hadnut come to negotiate.
They had come to svrrender.
The war had drained e—erything B men, money, nations, sanity.

Nvt France wanted more than an end.It wanted hvmiliation, ser—ed 
cold on iron wheels.

Gnd so, at dawn on bo—em1er 99, 989R, the -ermans signed the 
Grmistice in that train car B  svrrovnded 1y trees, and 1y silence that 
stvng.

Nvt the killing didnut stop there.
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The gvns were ordered to fall silent at e:actly 990EE a.m. B the 99th 
hovr of the 99th day of the 99th month.Oomantic symmetry for the 
newspapers.

4:cept the paperwork had 1een signed hovrs earlier.
Which meant thovsands still died B knowingly, pointlessly B in 

the gap 1etween peace agreed and peace enacted.
Imagine charging into gvnHre knowing the war wovld end in thirty 

minvtes.

But the story of Compiegne did not end in 1918.

That train car shovld ha—e 1ecome a relic of peace.
Nvt history has a —iciovs memory.
In 98?E, Gdolf 5itler demanded that France sign its svrrender in 

that same carriage Bdragged ovt of a mvsevm and placed 1ack in the 
—ery same forest.

5e stood where Foch had stood.
5e made the French sit where the -ermans had sat.
When it was done, he had the car shipped to Nerlin.
5ow did it end for the traincar7 5istorians are not certain, 1vt 

some imply that as the Gllies marched to Nerlin in 98?8, -ermans 1lew 
vp the traincar.

To pre—ent another hvmiliation.
Necavse history doesnut forget.
Gnd sometimes, it doesnut forgi—e either.



Chapter Four

Not Roman, not 
holy, not an 
empire — but 
deadly serious

R ome, 800 CE

It was Christmas. The Tiber stank as usual, spoiling the 
festive mood. Everybody who’s anybody gathered in St. Peter’s Basil-
ica. The atmosphere was tense, despite the time of year.

They were watching a barbarian from some wild land beyond the 
Alps praying at the altar of their basilica. The barbarian was Charle-
magne, a powerful Ggure in Europe beyond the Alps, yet despised, as 
were all Rermans and Slavs, by the proud Homans and Italians.

Lowever, the barbarian wore the Iron Crown of Oombardy. Le 
came to Home with an army openly supporting Pope Oeo III, who 
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had been attacked by powerful Homan families the year prior. At any 
moment, bloodshed and pillaging could startx they all knew it.

And then the pope did something uneFpected.
Le put a crown on the barbarian’s head, proclaiming him the 

Homan Emperor.
Low could a ?rank from some wild Rerman forest be the successor 

of the great Homan Emperorsj
There was already an emperor, empress Irene, to be precise, in 

Constantinople.
This Charlemagne character would be …ust another short-lived 

episode in Italian history. It meant nothing*

DDD

They called it the Holy Roman Empire.

But it wasn’t holy. It wasn’t Homan. And it was barely an empire.
This is a famous line attributed to 1oltaire.
It began with a surprise. Jn Christmas 8ay, in the year M;;, Pope 

Oeo III placed a crown on Charlemagne’s head during Wass in St. 
Peter’s Basilica. Vo one had warned Charlemagne this would happen. 
Some sources claim he would never have entered the church that day 
if he had known. Some sources believe it was all staged.

—hatever the truth, the deed was done : and the idea took rootq a 
new Homan Empire had been born, led not from Home but from the 
misty forests of central Europe.

—hat followed was a thousand-year game of make-believe with 
deadly conseYuences.
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The emperors who came after Charlemagne were crowned not 
because they ruled Home or even Italy, but because they could con-
vince:or force:the Pope to bestow the crown upon them. That 
meant riding down from Rermany, across the treacherous Alps, into 
a land that despised them.

It was a Yuest as symbolic as it was suicidal.
Italian cities resisted foreign rule. Hival claimants waited with 

armies. The …ourney itself was dangerous.
Emperors would be poisoned, betrayed, or simply abandoned in 

their bid to wear the same hollow crown.
And still, they came.
—hyj Because being crowned emperor:even in a crumbling basil-

ica, even by a Pope under duress:meant something. It meant you 
stood above kings, that you were part of a line that stretched back 
to Augustus, that you held the secular sword to match the Pope’s 
spiritual one.

In theory.
In reality, the zempirez was a fractured …igsaw pu22le of duchies, 

bishoprics, and rebellious cities. The emperor’s authority varied wild-
ly. Sometimes he commanded armies. Jther times, he had to beg the 
princes to even attend his coronation.

It was not holy. The Church often turned against its own emperors, 
eFcommunicating them when they got too powerful.

It was not Homan. Home itself rarely obeyed imperial command.
And it was not an empire in any modern sense. It had no capital, no 

GFed laws, and no standing army.
At times, it was little more than a title, Aoating above the chaos of 

Central Europe.
And yet:it mattered. ?or a millennium, men killed, schemed, and 

bled for that impossible title.
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Why? Because sometimes the fction ow po-er is more po-!
erwul than the truth.



Chapter Five

The bloody 
history of your 
morning tea

T he world’s ntesa aei dcdt’a mofe Brof .rcaictI ua mife Brof ahe 
millovsed hitds oB utdcits who wovld teyer aisae caI

Tei fib Ae mcyclcsedI uas hcsaorb cs toaI
ut ahe hcll movtarb oB ,ssifj ahe gvtkle hid ao Ae Aeiaet Aim- wcah 

AloodI
.b ahe fcd19Cah metavrbj .rcacsh ariders hid krowt acred oB phcti’s 

fotoSolb ot aeiI Theb witaed motarolI —oj aheb avrted ao utdci R 
itd Bovtd wcld aei Avshes ahrcyctk ct ,ssifI 

The mlcfiae wis SerBemaI The liAor wisIII iyicliAleI
—ora oBI
Oemrvcaers irrcyed ct cfSoyercshed ycllikes imross .etkilj Jrcssij 

itd ahe arcAil toraheisaI Theb oNered goAsj Boodj shelaerI
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qhia aheb dcdt’a fetacotx ahe motarimas ahia ariSSed etacre Bif1
clces Bor beirsI The AeiactksI The mholeriI The sti-eAcaesI The lotelc1
tessI

phcldret mirrced Ais-eas Ackker ahit ahecr heidsI qofet Slvm-ed 
leiyes Brof diwt acll dvs-j Aeta lc-e Lvesacot fir-s oyer wea krovtdI 
, fcssed Lvoai feita i redvmed riacotI Jr worseI

Theb weret’a illowed ao drct- ahe aei aheb Scm-edI Thia Srcycleke 
Aelotked ao ahecr molotcil fisaersI The Aesa leiyes were Sim-ed Bor 
eESoraj Arewed ct zotdot Sirlors itd —moaacsh silots R whcle ct 
,ssifj wor-ers Aocled fvddb wiaer itd arced toa ao ahct- iAova ahe 
saeifctk weilah siclctk iwibI

.b ahe avrt oB ahe metavrbj utdci hid Aemofe ahe world’s aoS aei 
eESoraerI .va toa Bor utdcitsI The drct- wis fir-eaed ao ahef fvmh 
liaer R otme ahe DfScre hid sLveeKed ova cas SronasI

Dyet aodibj ct 'irgeelctk or *itkrij aei esaiaes saitd lc-e fotv1
fetas ao molotcil ifAcacotI —ofe sacll vse ahe sife aoolsI

—o teEa acfe bov sacr bovr mvSj refefAerx ca wist’a ahe .rcacsh who 
Avcla ahe aei arideI ua wis ahe AireBooa kcrl ct ,ssifj Scm-ctk leiyes she 
wist’a illowed ao aovmhI

.emivse hcsaorb doest’a resa ct aeEaAoo-sI ua lctkers ct rovactesI ut 
Arei-Bisa mvSs itd kromerb icslesI ut tifes we mit’a Srotovtme itd 
diaes we dot’a refefAerI qhia ahe DfScre Avcla Bor Sronaj sofeote 
else Sicd Bor ct scletmeI

,td sofeacfesj whia riaales fosa cst’a i heidlcte or i fotvfetaj 
Ava ahe Lvcea arime oB sofeote elseHs lcBe vtder ovr ordctirb hiAcasI

zea vs lcsaet ao i nmacotil aile oB *itkri aei itd ahe SeoSle who 
fide caI

YYY
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Crushed Dreams That Smell of Tea

, saorf wis mofctkj ,-itsh ahovkhaj is he saood ot ahe yeritdi itd 
wiamhed ahe Pcfilibit Sei-s teirlb aovmh ahe Alim- mlovds mreeSctk 
aowird ahe SlitaiacotI Thcs saorf wovld SissI The wor- wovld ko otI 
Thia wis ahe tiavre oB ahcs litdI

Pe wist’a svSersacacovsj vtlc-e ahe liAorers wor-ctk ct ahe kreet 
sei oB aei Avshes AelowI Pe wis edvmiaedRit itofilb ct ahe *itkri 
rekcotI Two beirs ikoj he’d mofe ao mire Bor hcs scsaer iBaer ahecr Siretas 
dced oB filirciI

,a vtcyerscab ct .ofAibj he’d seet oaher saorfs ArewctkRlovdj 
tiacotilcsa yocmes millctk Bor ctdeSetdetmeI Pe’d Bela lcaale sbfSiahbI 
utdeSetdetme wist’a whia arovAled ahe wor-ers ct *itkriI —vrycyil 
wisI

pcab reyolvacotirces hid to cdei how SeoSle lcyed hereI Thecr Sir1
etas koa rcmh eESlocactk ahe Soor gvsa lc-e ahe .rcacshj bea dired ao sSei- 
Bor ahefI

Perej lcBe wis dcNeretaI ?ore utdcitI The ackers mife less oBaet 
towj smired oN Ab hvtaers’ rc”esI .va ahe gvtkle sacll held semreasI

,-itsh hid lcaale reisot ao mofSlictI The Slitaiacot fitikerj 
sihcA —aitsneldj wis i kood fitI pleit wiaerI zetceta wirdetsI —ofe 
wor-ersRmilled coolies Ab eyerboteRwere eyet kritaed litd ao krow 
rcmeI

.va eyerbahctk movld mhitke ct it ctsaitaI Jte tew fitikerj itd 
ahe whcSs wovld mrim- ikictI

6'ibdreifctk ikictj AroaherGU
*cfibiI
65ov shovldt’a Ae herejU ,-itsh BrowtedI —ihcA’s hovse wis to 

Slime Bor hcs scsaerI
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6The saorf cs mofctkjU she sfcledI 6qe’ye delcyered ahe leiyesI qe 
hiye ao wica ca ovaI u ahovkha u’d ycsca bovIU

64ojU he sicdI 65ov mife ao see sihcA —aitsneldI .va he’s toa hereIU
6Pe’s i kood fitjU she fvrfvredI
6;o ao bovr hvaj *cfibiI The saorf cs mofctkI Oesa whcle bov 

mitIU
,td she wetaI ,-itsh wiamhed her wcah sorrowI —he dreifed 

oB lcBe is i lidbj lc-e ahecr ivtaj who Aemife i sihcA’s motmvActe ct 
pilmvaaiI Thia foteb Sicd Bor hcs smhoolctkI .va sacllRhcs ivta wis 
i whoreI

,td fosa sihcAs teyer Arovkha ahecr utdcit wofet ao ahe mcacesI , 
Bew rvSees Ser tckhaRahia wis illI Jte dibj fibAej he’d ai-e *cfibi 
ao .ofAib itd ntd her i demeta hvsAitdI

8tacl ahetj he wis hereI To kvird herI

YYY

Thofis —aitsneld scSSed aei ct ahe mlvAI 6.esa hiryesa beajU he 
AeifedI The oahers Airelb toddedj dvlled Ab ahe heiaI .va Thofis 
hid reid zotdot’s liaesa reSorasj Arcffctk wcah SricseI

Pcs *itkri aei hid wot fedils ct ,fsaerdif itd zotdotI Jtlb 
ahe rcmhesa movld iNord caI ,ssif itd 'irgeelctk koa iaaetacotj Ava 
*itkri wis ahe AesaI Pe -tew caI

6Tet filirci mises ahcs wee-jU sicd 'rI PiryebI
6ua’s toa ahecr Bivla fosLvcaoes Acae ahefjU Thofis stiSSedI 6qe 

shovld nE ahe vShcll wiaer ait-sI Thia’s where aheb AreedIU
6qcah whia fotebG The mofSitb’s ilreidb itkrb iAova bovr 

ScSesIU
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6Those ScSes Sreyeta mholeriI Thia siyes lcyesI ,td fotebI Pcrctk 
tew wor-ers eyerb fotah cst’a mheiSIU

Piryeb shrvkkedI 6Pvfitcab’s eESetscye ct ahese SirasIU
Thofis hiaed ahia mbtcmcsfI .va iBaer seyet beirsj he wis acred aooI
Pe’d arced ao Sroye -ctdtess Sicd oNI .va arvah csj ca dcdt’aI
pleit wiaerj mloahesj dcktcabRca ill mosa fotebI ,td ahe wirdets 

resetaed hcs resarcmacotsI Pe Sicd ahef fore ao -eeS ahef ct lctej ao 
saoS ahef riSctk itd Aeiactk ahe wor-ersI .va ahe wor-ers sacll eirted 
lcaaleI —acll sairyedI

.ectk hvfitj he hid leirtedj wis Aid Bor AvsctessI

YYY

65ov fvsa hiae vsjU Thofis sicd Aim- ct hcs hvaj is ,-itsh vtlimed 
hcs soi-ed AooasI The saorf hid mivkha hcf ovascdeI

6qhb wovld uj scrG 5ov’re i kood fitIU
65ov’re mleyerj edvmiaedI 5ov -tow whia we do hereI Tell fe ahe 

arvahI 'ot’a bov hiae vsGU
6Potesab his eirted fitb i wor-er i AeiactkjU ,-itsh shrvkkedI
Thofis sfcled AcaaerlbI 6Thia’s toa it itswerI qhb ire bov herej 

,-itshGU
6?b scsaerIU
65ov movld ai-e her ao .ofAibjU Thofis sicdI
6uB itoaher fitiker mofesj fibAe u wcllIU
,-itsh feita caI Pcs scsaer wis siBe wcah —aitsneld ct mhirkeI Pcs 

wirdets AehiyedF riSes were rireI —aitsneld hcfselB dcd toa mhoose 
hcs motmvActes Brof ahe ycravovs divkhaers oB Soor BifclcesI

65ov dot’a mire Bor aeij do bovGU Thofis is-edI
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64ojU ,-itsh shoo- hcs heidI 6.va u mire Bor ahe litdI ?b Biaher 
kiye fe i sarcS ao krow rcmeI Thia’s etovkhIU

6u vtdersaitdjU Thofis sicd LvcealbI 6?b Biaher wis here aooI , 
ScoteerI Pe Aelceyed *itkri aei wis ahe Aesa ct ahe worldI Pe mhised 
ahe ackers itd Slitaed ahe nrsa AvshesIU

6,td towGU ,-itsh is-edj hcs mvrcoscab rcsctkI
64ow u sell hcs aei Bor oahers’ SronajU Thofis sckhedI 6?ibAe we’re 

toa so dcNeretaIU
Pe fckha hiye sicd forej Ava saoSSed fcd1setaetmeI
Theb loo-ed ovascdeRAemivse aheb Aoah heird caI
, lowj fetimctk rvfAleI
Theb rit ova itd siw hell Arei- looseI
The eirah smreifedI qills molliSsedI OooBs sSlca oSetI ?oahers 

smreifedI Pvas itd saiAles mrvfAledI Porses were mrvshedI
pows smreifedRi sovtd Thofis wovld teyer BorkeaI Pe’d teyer 

-towt mows movld smreifI
6?b scsaer2U ,-itsh shovaed itd ritI
Thofis BollowedI
*cfibi lib teir her hvaj Aleedctkj Sctted Aeteiah i woodet AeifI 

Tokeaher aheb foyed caI ,-itsh lcBaed her Ava molliSsedj hcs it-le 
awcsaed ia i kroaesLve itkleI Thofis smooSed her vSI

Thet mife ahe ”oodI
The iLvedvmas AvrsaI qiaer rimed ahrovkh sareeasj Slitaiacotsj 

hofesI ?vd BollowedI Thet rom-I
6Thcs wib2U ,-itsh shovaedI
Theb rit Brof ahe hcllsI .ehctd ahefj ahe eirah swillowed ahe 

Slitaiacot ct scletme itd sact-ctk fvdI
The fvd fide to dcsactmacotI
ua drowted itcfils itd hvfits ilc-ej .rcacsh itd utdcitj ct i 

sctkle fiss kriyeI
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,td Bor i fofetaj ill wis scletaI

YYY

Three dibs Sissed iBaer ahe eirahLvi-e oB *itkriI
*cfibi wovld lcyej ahovkh SerhiSs wcahova her lekI ,-itsh itd 

Thofis hid dvk Aodcesj hivled ahe ctgvredj Avrted ahe deidI
The wor-ers witaed SroSer AvrcilsI Thofis movldt’a illow caI 

'cseise wovld sSreidI
Pe hid ao areid mireBvllbI 0or towj .rcacsh itd utdcits wor-ed scde 

Ab scdej fovrtctk ahecr deidj aetdctk ahe wovtdedI .va ahe food 
movld shcBaI ,s fvmh is he hiaed caj he hid ao setd Bor ahe irfbI

—cde Ab scdej aheb saoodI —ihcA itd seryitaI DLvils ct ahecr krceBI
6Thcs cs ahe etd oB fb Biaher’s dreifjU Thofis sicdI
6The Slitaiacot wcll remoyerI ,ssif dcd iBaer it eirahLvi-ejU 

,-itsh reSlcedI
6Thcs cst’a ,ssifI *itkri cst’a is yilviAleI The Aoird wot’a re1

AvcldIU
6qhia wcll bov doGU
6Oeavrt ao DtklitdjU Thofis sckhedI 6u’ye teyer eyet seet caI 

MerhiSs ca’s acfeIU
6,td bovj ,-itshGU Pe loo-ed ia ahe fit Aescde hcfI 6qhia wcll 

bov doGU
6u’ll ko Aim- ao .ofAibI 0ctcsh liw smhoolI Jte dibj fibAej u’ll Avb 

litdI .va ahe Bvttb ahctk csJ u mire Bor ahcs aei towIU
6.va bov -towjU Thofis sicdj 6aheb’d teyer lea it utdcit etaer ahe 

aei AvsctessIU
65ov -tow whiaj sihcAGU ,-itsh sicdj 65ov .rcacshRbov wot’a Ae 

here BoreyerIU
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65ov’re rckhajU Thofis kesavred ao ahe rvcted SlitaiacotI 6Thcs 
mit’a lisaI Jte dib ahe .rcacsh wcll leiyeI ,td ahet ca wcll Ae vS ao bov 
ao mleit ovr fessIU

,-itsh loo-ed ia ahe deyisaiacotI ?vdI 'eArcsI 'eiahI —cletmeI
5esI ua wis i fessI
6Jte dibjU he sicdj 6bovr dreif oB *itkri aei wcll lcye otI qe wcll 

reAvcld caIU



Chapter Six

Where to go 
next?

D id you enjoy those stories?

Sign up to my free newsletter and read fresh articles and 
news about upcoming books.

You can also follow me on my Instagram, Goodreads, and Amazon.

About the author

I am a historian, a writer, and a copywriter. I am the author of Slavic 
Ancient Origins, a book on the ancient history of Slavic nations.

  Rebel History, a channel on history often left untold,

  Alpine Skier, a channel for those, who love the white 
mountains,

Furthermore, I work for clients as a freelancer, including the Skiers 
Planet, whose articles I share with my readers.
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My Story

I come from a city robbed of its history by the post-war era.
A city in the North of Bohemia, Liberec.
That might have been the source of my fascination with history from 
a young age.

At the age of twelve, I was reading biographies of Roman emperors 
by Allan Massie and Fury by Colin Falconer.

You can imagine the mess these books made in a teenager’s head.
But I was eager to learn, and my passion grew.

Writing: a digression or the highway?

As a child, I always carried a notebook and pen and wrote. I usually 
wrote “novels” - mostly un1nished, as I always succumbed to the 
desire to follow the new shiny idea. But I did 1nish one novel at the 
age of 0W and got it into a public library. The second novel waited ten 
years until its last lines were written. And I have never published it. 
As I grew up, I stopped believing. I have decided that I was not good 
enough and that writing is not a decent career, anyway.

Hriting was always supposed to be a mere hobby. A digression that 
can never sustain me in life.
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Thus, I entered the Faculty of :ducation to study :nglish. You 
know, one can always earn a living by foreign languages.

Eowever, when I sat in my 1rst history class in 2WWx, and the 
teacher addressed us as “historians,” I felt my childhood passion grow 
again. Sure, writing academic te—ts is not “writing,” per se. But it is as 
close as can be and still be called a decent career. So, I pursued academic 
writing career as a historian.

Really? Can I be a historian? Can I dedicate my life to 
history as such? Let’s do this!

Hhen you are twenty, you rarely think about what you will do in life. 
You should, but you don’t. At the age of twenty, you dream. My dream 
was to earn my living as a historian…to enter Ph.D. studies, and then4 
then we’ll see.

In 2W06, I started my PhD studies in history at the Faculty of :du-
cation. At the same time, I began to teach :nglish at a primary school.

Soon, I understood that I didn’t want to teach. I dedicated all my 
energy to my PhD studies and looked forward to my maternity leave 
when no daily job would take the precious time I wanted to spend 
writing my thesis.

At home with a child, I relished that all I had to do was take care 
of my youngster and 1nish my Ph.D. I studied with a kid on my lap, 
wrote papers, participated in conferences, and started teaching history 
at the Faculty of :ducation.
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It was a paradise for me, and I did not want to lose it.
But even then, the dream grew a little darker. I knew that an aca-

demic career could not sustain meU 5niversity teachers in the Czech 
Republic are paid miserably.

And I soon discovered there was no place for creativity in the aca-
demic papers.

In 2W2W, I got my Ph.D. and realized with terror that I never 
thought beyond this moment.

And as my maternity leave drew to an end, I had to 1gure out what 
to do.

And 1rst and foremost, what to do with history that I loved more 
than anything.

A Freelance Historian?

I have decided to run a freelance historian’s business. To teach history 
privately. I did not know what precisely to do, but I had a dream.

I heard from all sides how crazy the idea was.
But I had to try4
My 1rst historical project grew in small steps. I had to learn every-

thing from scratchK website building, marketing strategy, social media, 
graphics, e-book writing, podcasts, and running my own new business 
as a copywriter at the same time. Not to mention the kids.
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And somewhere along the way, I realized that I was a writer. That 
people loved what I wrote, and suddenly I remembered. All this, 
teaching, academic career, copywriting, all of it was a digression. Hrit-
ing was the highwayU writing was my calling.

So, I sat down and started writing a book. I wrote for magazines and 
discovered that I could write about stuF I loved, not just the things I 
had studied.

And so, I (nally call myself a writer

I write books about history, both non-1ction and 1ction.
I am writing about skiing for people who love it.
And I write about anything else because creativity knows no 

bounds.

Subscribe to my free newsletter and never miss the ne—t book and 
fresh stories.


