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When communism fell in Central Europe in 1989, Gabriela was devastated. Everything her entire
life was built upon proved to be a lie. Who was she to trust? Where was she to go? She didn't
even know what was real anymore. The shock of her world turned upside down as a young,
impressionable teenager catapulted her on a journey of exploration. On the outside, she lived a
life of spontaneity and adventure which led her to America , and a whirlwind storybook romance.
On the inside her true journey to freedom was only beginning!



AFTERtheFALLmy journey to freedomfrom communism to
capitalism___________________________GABRIELA GERHARTCopyright © 2021 Gabriela
GerhartAll rights reserved.This book, or parts thereof, may not be reproduced in any form or by
any means without written permission from the author, except for brief passages for purposes of
reviews. For more information, contact the author at www.GabrielaGerhart.comPrinted in the
United States of AmericaPublished by Publish & GO Press–Houston, Texas
www.publishandgo.comTable of Contents___________________DedicationPreface1. The
Drip2. The Fall3. The Plunge4. Speaking Up5. The Land of the Free6. Come With Me7.
American Woman8. Yeehaw to New Adventures9. Czeching Out10. Defining Moments11.
Longing12. Til Shellfish Do Us Part13. Finding a Rhythm14. Living in Contentment15. Becoming
a WarriorAbout the AuthorAcknowledgmentsDedication___________________To my parents,
for your love, selflessness and instilling great morals in me.To my husband, Gary, for your love,
care, and true partnership on this adventurous journey.To my American friends, clients and
family, for your warm welcome and support.Preface___________________This year marks the
22nd birthday I have celebrated in America—exactly half of my life split between two worlds. The
first half living under communism and it’s lasting effects, the second half living under capitalism. I
have experienced complete opposite ends of the socioeconomic spectrum in a way not many
people can say they have. I do not regret either for they have made me who I am today, although
given a choice, it would be no contest.I am a woman who likes simplicity. I like being grounded;
however, I crave change, spontaneity, and adventure. I have a great passion to learn and explore
the world.When I was a young girl, I remember looking forward to being 40 years old. I thought,
“When I’m 40, I will be mature and wise, and people will respect me and my opinions. Yet at the
same time, I will have much of my life ahead of me.” On my 4oth birthday, I had this question in
my heart, “Have I arrived?” Am I this person I dreamed I would be?”Have you ever asked
yourself the same question, wondering “Who am I?” It seems a lot of us have.Covid-19 has
certainly shaken our confidence as individuals and as a nation. It’s made travel more difficult, as
well as visiting friends, or giving hugs, or even sharing a smile. These are very emotional times
for the whole world. Yet, in the midst of it all, I felt compelled to write a book. Yes, this Czech girl
who could barely speak any English when she arrived in America in 1998, wrote a book. With an
accent!What is the book about?This book is about choices in life, celebrating success,
celebrating history and heritage, moving on after betrayal, falling down, getting up, and opening
up emotions that have been suppressed out of self-preservation, or maybe for reasons
unknown. This book is about freedom—freedom to explore, to be yourself, to live and to love.On
the surface, this book is about me growing up in a communist country, and later exploring
democracy and freedom—my life before and after the fall of communism, and before and after
falling in love, traveling the world, and starting a business.But beyond that, this book is about all
of us—the core drive of humankind to explore and seek adventure, truth, and freedom and to get



back up after any type of fall in life and to keep moving forward.A while back, my husband
planned a trip for us, to travel to an island near Honduras called Roatan. What a great time we
had, staying in a delightful beach apartment just footsteps from the beach. Crystal blue water
and a deep diving spot visited by many people from all over the world was just a hundred feet
away from us. It was an idealistic trip. We explored the island, played golf, snorkeled, swam, and
fished.One day while exploring this relatively small island, we noticed a sign as we were driving.
The sign said, “Czech Village to the right.” Czech Village? We were on an island in the middle of
nowhere. Was that for real? Is that some type of a joke or a surprise my husband did for me? He
would do those types of things, so it would not surprise me. However, he was as surprised as I
was. We both were really shocked. As avid explorers, we of course turned around and followed
the sign. After a few minutes of driving, we arrived in the Czech Village. I was totally confused.
The homes, the ladies walking by our car speaking Czech, and dressed Czech, then there was a
Czech beer pub. My brain was totally confused. What is this? What is this all about. Why is there
a Czech village in the middle of the island of Honduras? Such an exotic place for Czech people
to make their home.In a way, that experience was one of the first seeds for me to start thinking
about writing a book. I of course shared my experience with my family back home, and everyone
was in disbelief. No one could understand how the Czech Village appeared in Honduras. After I
investigated more, I learned that this Czech Village was created by Czechs who left the country
soon after the fall of communism and started investing in those properties and started
businesses there. One of the first being a brewery. Naturally Czechs wouldn’t live without their
beer, and orchards, and farms.But as I thought about this, I thought about the drive in the human
spirit to explore, to be self-sustained, to find adventure and ultimately to seek freedom. This is
what drove me to America as well when I was just a young woman out of college. I wanted
adventure. I wanted to explore the world. I wanted to see what opportunities were open before
me. I wanted to live and be free and create a life of my own choosing. And I have. From the
outside, people might say my life has been a fairytale, a real-life Cinderella story, if you will. From
the inside, I know my life was shaped by risk, passion, determination, drive, and hope; a
pioneering spirit that would never give up.Maybe you’ve had a “fall” of your own that you are
moving on from. As you read my story, my hope is that you too will be stirred and inspired to go
after the life you want—to get back up, to be willing to evolve and grow and pioneer your dreams.
More than anything, I hope it inspires within you a drive to seek and stand for the precious
freedom to do all of these things and to always know there is a beautiful life ahead, after the
fall.CHAPTER ONEThe DripTo this day, the sound of running water drives me crazy. It may seem
silly to some, but anytime I hear the gushing of the faucet while someone is waiting for the hot
water to come in, I have a visceral response. I don’t know if I will ever get over it. I won’t even let
my friends do the dishes at my house. I often think about how the things we’ve observed, felt,
and experienced during childhood impact the way we feel and respond to life as adults. I believe
our experiences as children certainly shape us and stay with us all throughout life.My upbringing
was very different from those around me today. I was born in a small village in the mountains of



Czechoslovakia in the 1970’s. Our family didn’t have much, but I never felt deprived. There was
no looking around and comparing what we had with what other kids at school had. There was no
“hot” new toy advertised that we secretly wished for.Everyone around us basically had the same
thing. We were all in the same economic situation and had the same standard of living, and
pretty much all the same belongings. At the store, there weren’t a lot of choices of anything—
maybe two or three options for a winter jacket and everyone wore the same shoes, pants, shirts,
and sweaters. Everyone cooked at home, but we always had food on the table. Our basic needs
were met. Needless to say, we lived pretty simply. We had a multi-generational home, like most.
Both of my parents worked full-time, so my grandma would help us get ready for school, and
then after school, she would make snacks and supervise us until evening when my parents
returned. I’m thankful that we always had family around, cousins, aunts and uncles were all
nearby. It was a loving and nurturing upbringing. I had no idea my family was facing such
hardship, nor did I understand the oppression we were under.There was a lot we didn’t talk
about growing up. It seemed there were secrets. There was so much I didn’t understand until
much later in life—like why we had a large Jewish cemetery in our town when no Jewish people
ever lived there. Our village was small, and we passed by it often so it’s not like we just forgot
about it. We just knew not to talk about it. We also never spoke about politics. No one dared
express an opinion that might be against the regime. They were listening at all times and if you
disagreed with the party, there was a penalty to pay. For your entire family. My parents knew this
all too well and complied strictly.You never knew who you could trust or who was a spy for the
communist party. There were “snitches” for the government everywhere. You never knew if the
lady pushing the baby buggy in the park was a spy, or your neighbor, or even someone in your
family. As an adult I learned there were over 70,000 commissioned spies in our small country of
less than ten million. That’s about one spy for every 150 people.One time my grandpa, who was
always a loving and kind person, was caught illegally listening to the BBC on his secret radio in
his own basement. The BBC was one of the only uncensored radio station that he could get on
his illegal short-wave radio. Every other radio station, and all TV stations and all newspapers
were censored by the Communist Party, so you never heard the truth or knew what was
happening in the world outside of what the government wanted you to know. You were only
allowed to hear, see, and read what the government approved of. It was hard to know what was
real or not. But one night, the neighbor saw the light on in my grandfather’s basement and
peered through the window to see him listening illegally to the radio. The next day, my
grandfather was demoted on his job.It wasn’t always this way. In 1968, when my mom was a
young teen, she observed the occupation by the Soviet Union not even knowing what was
happening. She, her brother, and many of their other friends were on a train heading to Prague
to find jobs for the summer. By the time they got to their destination after about a five hour train
ride, the occupation invasion was already underway. As my mom, her brother and their friends
were exiting the train station in Prague they could see the Russian tanks rolling in. None of them
had any idea of what was happening. They had seen tanks along the train ride at one point and



waved at them, thinking they were setting up for some kind of parade. It was no parade. It was a
sudden takeover of Czechoslovakia by the Soviet Union. Over 2,000 tanks and 200,000 Warsaw
Pact troops with 800 aircrafts invaded our humble country. My mom and her friends were quickly
redirected to a safe place away from the tanks that were destroying property and hurting people
as they rolled down the streets of the city. My mom recalls collecting a few of the flyers that were
swirling in the air during all of the chaos. She later learned how thankful my grandpa was for
them, as they were flyers that contained the truth; anti-communist propaganda. He was so
nervous to have them in his possession in their home, as it would turn out badly if they were to
be discovered during one of the random visits and searches conducted by the regime and
secret police.The radio station in Prague was the first destination for the tanks and the troops to
target. They were trying to stop the news from reporting what was actually happening in Prague
so they could prevent awareness from spreading to neighboring towns and cities. The first step
in the takeover was preventing freedom of speech. During the invasion, about 70 civilians were
killed trying to stop the tanks. This all happened in a matter of hours. It’s amazing how freedom
and democracy is so fragile. Our country had been under the Communist Regime since 1948,
but our country was given to Russia after World War II, and things definitely intensified after the
summer of 1968.Strict allegiance to the Communist party was coerced. Often people were put in
the position to either follow an order or lose their job, and therefore lose the ability to provide for
their families. Anyone who wanted to have a good, or just a decent job needed to join the
Communist Party. If you wanted to get any type of professional degree, or higher education, you
would need to join the Communist Party. If you didn’t do well in school, you would be placed in a
“special” school— something to be avoided at all costs.To prove you were a good communist
and supportive of the regime, each person would carry a red book and on an annual basis,
purchase a star sticker to place in your red book, which you would keep at your home or on your
person in case it was asked for.Needless to say, my entire life my parents were very careful
about all of their activities and what they would say or not say, especially in front of the children.
What a child hears at home, they take to school and many of the teachers were part of the
communist movement and had no problem reporting a family to the authorities. Controlling the
education system was also a key to promoting Communism. In general, people were very careful
in pubs, and never drank too much so that they wouldn’t talk too much or say anything they
would regret. You never knew who was listening. Of course, being so young, I had no idea about
any of this.I was okay with the fact that our family didn’t talk much about current events. It had
become a way of life. I didn’t ask many questions, but there was something my mother did on a
regular basis that really piqued my curiosity. Every few days, she would reach on top of the
kitchen cabinet and pull down a calendar that she stored up there. She would review it and write
on it and then return it to the top of the cabinet. Who keeps a small calendar on top of the
cabinet and why? I wondered. I had to find out. One day without her knowing, I climbed up onto
the kitchen counter to see what she had been writing. As I looked over the calendar, what I saw
made me realize how very poor we were. On it, my mother was keeping notes about money she



would borrow from my aunt and my grandmother. She needed help just to get by. She would log
when she got the money and when she would pay it back, either the next week or the next
month, tracking every penny and keeping it all in order. As I looked at that calendar, I began to
understand that my family was barely making it, living paycheck to paycheck.My parents
survived by living frugally. They would always walk around the house turning off lights or
unplugging electrical appliances when not in use. They were also extremely conscientious about
saving water—anything to stretch those precious Czech Korunas, our money. We would take
baths–never showers–with just a few inches of water, reusing every drop and never leaving the
faucet on for any reason. It seemed like a sin to do so. I felt like I was doing my part as I helped to
conserve our resources. Trying to keep my mere existence from being a financial burden on my
parents was a huge responsibility as a young girl, one that I never grew out of. I’m reminded not
to be a burden every time I hear the faucet drip.Thankfully, we lived in the countryside where we
raised animals, grew our own fruits and veggies, and made our own canned preserves out of
strawberries, cherries, pears, or apples. We would also help my parents by working in our yard,
cutting grass, picking produce, or harvesting potatoes. In the evening we would build a fire
behind the house and grill sausages on a stick. We would then bury fresh dug potatoes or
freshly picked apples in the coals and let them cook for a while before eating them. It all tasted
so amazing—fresh and flavorful! We picked lots of berries, raspberries, blueberries and
blackberries in the forest gathering them for my mom or grandma to make our baked goodies,
homemade pies and tartlets. We also made canned pepper or cauliflower pickles, relish and
sauces, and we had boxes and boxes of potatoes and carrots, plus canned apples, cabbage,
and sauerkraut barrels stored in the basement for winter. We always had food and we would
trade what we had with the neighbors in exchange for forest mushrooms, meat, milk, eggs, hay,
or some other harvest. Our community relied on one another. We had to.This was such a sharp
contrast to what it was like for kids growing up in America in the 1980’s—a free country. There
was no need for a family to store up food for the winter in order to survive, and the retail stores
certainly had more than one or two choices for a winter coat. Our country was only allowed to
trade with other communist countries, so we never even saw anything from America. The
government wouldn’t risk influence from a free nation.Growing up in communism, and not having
extra money or access to many things meant that by default, you would learn how to make things
from scratch. Everyone developed a skill to create things. Even building a home. There were no
construction companies to hire or mortgage loans to apply for. You would borrow money from
family and friends and start building your home yourself once you saved up enough money for
the raw materials. When you had the materials, you would ask your friends and family members
to come and help you. Most of the time it took a long time before you finished the house because
of the lack of resources, or because you couldn’t find enough hands to help. But in general,
everyone tried their best to be there for each other and help each other out. And everyone would
reciprocate the help for other’s projects.Soviet indoctrination started early in life. The drip of
propaganda started when I was just six years old, which was the time to join the Socialistic Youth



Union created by the Communist Party. It initially started innocently, like the Scouts program in
America. We had regular meetings in our starched uniforms, wearing blue button-down shirts
and a red neckerchief, neatly tied—which took a lot of practice. We would rehearse certain
poems, take oaths, and memorize mission statements on how to be a “good Pioneer.” We were
taught how to participate in the building of socialism through discipline and hard work. We were
trained to be loyal and serious comrades, conforming to the will of the collective which was the
highest priority. We were also, of course, taught to be dutiful, always listening to our superiors,
parents, and those in authority, doing good for our community. We were groomed to be
compliant and rewarded for following the rules and blending in. I was always striving to be in
leadership roles and ultimately the president of the class.Communism also focused heavily on
physical activities. There were many organized sport events that everyone was required to
attend. Everyone had to be physically active. There was an annual national gymnastic event
called Spartakiada sponsored by the communist party, with tens of thousands of participants
who trained all year long for this event which highlighted the strength of the young and the
strength of the family unit. Synchronization of thousands of bodies showcased uniformity and the
strength and power of communist youth. It was all about presenting the strength of communism
to the world.In my later elementary years, the focus on athletics drilled into us combined with my
adolescent interest in boys, shaped my choices for extracurricular activities. One of the boys I
had a crush on was taking judo after school, so I signed up for judo as well but after just one
class, I knew it wasn’t for me. Another one of my crushes had joined a train model building
afterschool program. I actually stayed in that program for quite a while and he helped me to build
many train models and terrains. As I got older, I decided to pursue bodybuilding and developed
quite a passion for it— and yes, I had another boy crush. But I also wanted to be one of the
ladies on stage, showing off my strong physique. I trained hard but once I reached a certain
level, I realized I would need to start taking steroids or supplements to compete with the others,
so I stopped. I was also a very active volleyball player and that suited me better.I never dared
ask for anything from my parents growing up because I was so sensitive to our financial
situation. My parents never talked about money in front of any of us kids, but I could feel the
enormous amount of pressure they were under and carried it with me.Part of our school winter
activities was a week-long ski trip to a nearby village where all of the students from my class and
other grades would gather and learn how to ski, or how to ski better. I wanted to go so badly but I
knew it would be a financial strain for my parents. All the kids in the neighborhood were excited
and preparing to go. My mother asked me one day, “Gabi , are you excited to go on the school
trip?”Thinking fast, I replied, “No mom, my knee is bothering me. I don’t think I can even ski. It
wouldn’t be wise for me to go.”Mom just looked at me curiously, but she didn’t push it. Knee
problems run in my family so it was a very believable story. We both wanted to believe it. Even
though I was sad to miss the trip, I knew my parents were already doing so much for me and I
was grateful they wanted me to have the opportunity to go.Because we didn’t have a lot of
material possessions, we spent a lot of time outdoors with our cousins and friends, playing ball,



hide and seek, exploring the forest, riding bicycles, exploring the rivers and its banks, and
exploring the beautiful land all around us. I don’t remember having too much homework like the
kids seem to have nowadays. In my day, we were encouraged to go outside and play.I remember
making mud pies with my sister, mashing the earth and water together, patting out a cake and
setting it in the sun to dry. We really felt like we were cooking and took it very seriously! In the
wintertime, we would build igloos in our backyard. My dad and my uncle, his twin brother, would
shovel all the snow in the backyard into a great big pile and after a little work on it, we were able
to dig tunnels inside it. It was so much fun, and we spent what seemed like hours playing and
pretending the tunnels were our homes.Since we were so secluded from the rest of the world,
we didn’t have electronics, or any kind of gadgets that kids played with. Instead, we built strong
friendships with the other kids in our community as we explored outside in nature. Comradery
was very important, and once you found someone you could trust and rely on, that relationship
was golden—a treasure you didn’t take lightly. The authentic friendships built on trust are
everlasting. I could see that with my parents and their friends who are very close still, after 50
years of friendship. To this day, although they are not my relatives, I call my parent’s friends my
uncles and aunts. We treated our close friends like family because we all needed to rely on each
other’s support.
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Ebook Library Reader, “Fun and inspirational read!. Gabi's real life story reads like a fun
adventure, love story, and fairy tale come true! This is a great story of how immigration can be
even in the midst of many other stories of true struggle. The American dream is still alive and
attainable for many. Gabi shares details of her own story that make the reader want to finish it
cover to cover in one comfy seating.”

Arlene Even, “A Must-Read Book. This is a must-read book! Through her life story, the author
shines a light on what living in communism was like and her amazing journey to freedom and
choices in America. I can't imagine how difficult it was to totally change your way of thinking and
to strive and become successful in American society. I was very inspired by the author's positive
and uplifting message. I really enjoyed reading this book and highly recommend it. It especially
seems relevant for what is going on in the world now.”

Ebook Library Reader, “Must Read for Every American, young and old. This story is so inspiring
and revealing as it contrasts two economic systems. Every American needs to read this book
and get a glimpse of what it was like under the rule of communism in comparison to the
freedoms we have in America. We can never take for granted what we have here in this country.”

Robin Arredondo, “What an inspiring story!. Gabriel's style is easy to read and kept me
interested throughout. Just reading about the differences of growing up in a communist country
and then moving to America are eye opening. I enjoyed reading about her appreciation of her
small hometown after going back to visit. Her positive attitude and fun sense of adventure is
heart warming.  What a great journey for her.  I really enjoyed the book.”

Olivia Vaden Juenke, “Inspiring!. Wonderful book written by a wonderful smart woman who has
really had a great journey and always stayed true to herself. Inspiring and educational, loved it!”

SHM, “Highly enjoyable memoir. Gabriela's memoir of her life from communism to capitalism is
informative, exciting, thought-provoking and highly enjoyable. She instantly captured my
attention with her stories of growing up in communist Czech. Although I was sad to read about
the many hardships that communism caused, I was incredibly inspired by Gabriela's simplistic
and quiet upbringing in her small hometown. I loved reading about her enjoying the simple things
in life, like being surrounded by family, fresh vegetables, cooking and preserving without letting
anything go to waste, and enjoying the outdoors. Gabriela is incredibly positive and her gratitude
and optimism is infectious. She is smart, creative, fun and full of adventure. She writes incredibly
well, especially considering English is not her first language. Her story is engaging and exciting,
and I finished this book in one sitting because I kept wanting to turn the pages. I highly
recommend this wonderful memoir to anyone looking for a thoughtful, light-hearted and inspiring



story of a brave and authentic woman who America is lucky to have.”

bruce l cartwright, “The best book ever written. There not anything to dislike about this author or
her amazing story and skill as a writer.Best book ever writtenI use this book every single to
provide my daily inspiration first thing in the morning.Everyone on earth should read this book.”

Sunshine, “Inspiring and wise!. Gabriela's book is a treat! I appreciated her unique mix of
vulnerability and strength in sharing life experiences, combined with wisdom and decisiveness in
handling challenges. This book will help you gain perspective, build resilience, and savor life.”

The book by Gabriela Gerhart has a rating of  5 out of 4.9. 18 people have provided feedback.
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