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To my daughters, Aleša and Žana!
Being a mother is the most difficult and yet the most beautiful part of life.
Thank you both for all the beautiful memories.

                                                  

Dear adult readers, reading mentors,

Let me make an exception this time and dedicate this preface to you, rather than to the young readers you are going 
to read this picture book with. This colourful picture book was created by Helena Kraljič and Polona Lovšin. In it, the 
adult and the young reader are going to explore how we experience colours, flowers and butterflies, how we see the 
family, swimming in the river under the bridge. What are our wishes and capabilities and what wonderful wishes and 
capabilities do our daughters and sons have? Of course, the picture book is not intended predominantly or exclusively 
for adults – nevertheless, after a detailed reading, the topic, revealed by the words, images and their correlation, makes
us think … How do we see the child’s world? Through our own expectations, notions and wishes? To what extent do we
want to be the child’s guide, and how much do we just want to be someone our child can talk to? Can we separate the
two, and is that even wise? How can we balance our plans to help our child be successful, with the child’s freedom to 
become who he really wants to be? The first-person narrator (it could be the author herself, as far as I am concerned;
why bother with grey theory) talks about herself growing up along with her daughter. No, I did not make a mistake – 
she writes about the growing up of a mother who is always very sensitive to notice that her daughter is not “cut from 
the same cloth”: she cannot be a dancer and a musician as her mother is, she is not interested in medicine, but she 
bravely shows that she can draw and sew better than her mother, and that she is better at writing poems. But despite 
the occasional “thunder and dark clouds” that appear while they are growing up, the world is born anew every day in 
soft, bright images.
The time to leave comes all too soon, so we should take time to grow up together.

Good luck to everyone.
Igor Saksida, PhD.



A little girl was born.A little girl was born.

My daughter.My daughter.



I bought her a lovely ballet frock and ballet shoes.I bought her a lovely ballet frock and ballet shoes.

She struggled and struggled, She struggled and struggled, 

but my girl had no legs for dancing.but my girl had no legs for dancing.

Her legs would make a funny tangleHer legs would make a funny tangle

and she’d take a tumble.and she’d take a tumble.

I’d always loved to dance.I’d always loved to dance.

I was sure that my daughter would grow into a dancer.I was sure that my daughter would grow into a dancer. She was disappointed.She was disappointed.

But she laughed.But she laughed.

And we both laughed together. And we both laughed together. 



I’d played the piano my whole life.I’d played the piano my whole life.

She’ll probably grow into a pianist, so I hoped.She’ll probably grow into a pianist, so I hoped.

I wanted to teach her I wanted to teach her 

to play the piano.to play the piano.

She kept and kept at it, She kept and kept at it, 

but the keys just refused to obey.but the keys just refused to obey.

She was sad.She was sad.

I hugged her.I hugged her.

And both our faces brightened up.And both our faces brightened up.



As a little girl I’d wanted to be a doctor.As a little girl I’d wanted to be a doctor.

Perhaps my little girl would grow into a doctor?Perhaps my little girl would grow into a doctor?

Our neighbour’s doggy hurt her leg.Our neighbour’s doggy hurt her leg.

‘Will you bandage her leg?’ I asked. ‘Will you bandage her leg?’ I asked. 

But we found out that my daughter was afraid of But we found out that my daughter was afraid of 

blood and that medicine was not her cup of tea.blood and that medicine was not her cup of tea.

She was in despair.She was in despair.

I held her close and gave her a big kiss on the cheek.I held her close and gave her a big kiss on the cheek.

She smiled. She smiled. 

And we smiled together.And we smiled together.



The months passed. I watched my daughter.The months passed. I watched my daughter.

My daughter loved to draw.My daughter loved to draw.

‘Mummy, will you help me draw a horse?’‘Mummy, will you help me draw a horse?’

I struggled and struggled, I struggled and struggled, 

but my pencil refused to obey.but my pencil refused to obey.

I was disappointed. I was disappointed. 

My drawing was a far cry from a horse.My drawing was a far cry from a horse.

I laughed. I laughed. 

And we both laughed together.And we both laughed together.



My daughter loved to make up poems.My daughter loved to make up poems. ‘Mummy, what rhymes with dream?’‘Mummy, what rhymes with dream?’

I kept and kept at it, I kept and kept at it, 

but I couldn’t find a rhyme.but I couldn’t find a rhyme.

I was sad.I was sad.

My daughter hugged me.My daughter hugged me.

And both our faces brightened up.And both our faces brightened up.



My daughter loved to sew.My daughter loved to sew.

‘Mummy, help me sew a T-shirt.’‘Mummy, help me sew a T-shirt.’

I tried and tried, I tried and tried, 

but sewing a T-shirt was no piece of cake.but sewing a T-shirt was no piece of cake.

I was in despair.I was in despair.

My daughter held me close and gave me a big kiss on the cheek.My daughter held me close and gave me a big kiss on the cheek.

I smiled. I smiled. 

And we smiled togetherAnd we smiled together



I watched my daughter,I watched my daughter,

and every day i knew her better and every day i knew her better 

and admired her more.and admired her more.

Together we exploredTogether we explored

and discovered the paths to beand discovered the paths to be

trodden by mothers and daughters.trodden by mothers and daughters.

Sometimes our relationship is rain and thunder,Sometimes our relationship is rain and thunder,

and sometimes it is the sun shining and laughing.and sometimes it is the sun shining and laughing.



We are growing up together.We are growing up together.

Day by day, month by month, year by year.Day by day, month by month, year by year.



We note that we are as different as chalk and cheese,We note that we are as different as chalk and cheese,

but we love each other regardless – or for that very reason.but we love each other regardless – or for that very reason.

She has grown roots in my heart.She has grown roots in my heart.

Sturdy and everlasting!Sturdy and everlasting!



And together we’re building a bridge, one growing And together we’re building a bridge, one growing 

so firm that nobody in the world can ever pull it down.so firm that nobody in the world can ever pull it down.



This is my daughter.This is my daughter.

Unique and special.Unique and special.

And she makes my world a lovelier place.And she makes my world a lovelier place.





The first-person narrator (it could be the author herself, as far as I am 
concerned; why bother with grey theory) talks about herself growing 
up along with her daughter. No, I did not make a mistake – she writes 
about the growing up of a mother who is always very sensitive to notice 
that her daughter is not “cut from the same cloth”: she cannot be a dancer 
and a musician as her mother is, she is not interested in medicine, but she 
bravely shows that she can draw and sew better than her mother, and that 
she is better at writing poems. 
But despite the occasional “thunder and dark clouds” that appear while 
they are growing up, the world is born anew every day in soft, bright images.

The time to leave comes all too soon, so we should take time to 
grow up together.

Igor Saksida, PhD.


