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Chapter 1
First Sentences for a Short Story Called ‘Birthday’






by
Benedek András Kovács

 



	
All is fair in love and war and on a birthday.



	
I could not wait until 8 p.m., so I got drunk in the
morning.



	
Just after I’d decided to stay in I went out.



	
When I woke up late in the afternoon I felt the heavy hangover
of the pre-birthday party.



	
Had no idea what to do when a friend rang and invited me for a
concert that night.



	
Everyone expected me to get drunk, so I stayed in and finished
my PhD.



	
I wanted to finish my 19th year with an unexpectedly great
party.



	
I never wanted to get married before my 20th birthday, and I
think I’ve managed.



	
I had no choice to go to Rio, Brazil, so I went to the local pub
to celebrate.



	
Just after the cake was blown to my face I thought my friends
went far too far.



	
How come I woke up in a prison cell?



	
Someone really should tell me how not to get drunk in my own
birthday party.



	
What I had was: beer, beer, beer, beer and some more beer.



	
I was totally naked in the bush when I woke up the day
after.



	
When I woke up in the morning I took my Rizla and built a spliff
and smoke till I was fine.



	
I was told what I had done, and I don’t believe a word of
it.



	
My birthday parties are pure fiction — they can’t really
happen.



	
Celebrating with my family is something I’ve never wanted to
do.



	
Celebrating with my family is something I’ve always wanted to
do.



	
My mum thinks I’m still six, but I’m afraid she’s wrong.



	
I expected a flat for present, and I all I got was a lousy
Collocation Dictionary.



	
It shouldn’t have happened at all.



	
The only memorable event in one’s life is his birthday.



	
The least memorable event on one’s birthday is his life.



	
I can’t be 16 again.



	
I wanted to be 16 again but turned 24.



	
Life goes around in circles: you get overdosed and wake up in
the same hospital where  you were born.



	
The pub was occupied with my teachers, and they all paid me a
drink.



	
I’ve never seen fifty people in the same flat before.



	
Where is the party where I’m supposed to be celebrated?



	
How come I’ve ended up in a hospital?



	
Nothing to do, nowhere to go — it’s my birthday.



	
Ten greetings on Facebook and none present at my party…



	
Béla said he knows a great place near Ferihegy, and eventually
we took a plane to London.



	
Going out or staying in?



	
When my phone rang I knew I was going to have a high time.



	
I was a bit out of place in my tuxedo at István Pince.



	
Even tourists joined our pub crawl.



	
Beer, cake, beer, cab, beer, beer, concert, beer and some more
beer.



	
It’s a once-a-lifetime opportunity to have a 20th birthday.



	
I had no idea about how a birthday party should be, but my
friends raised me from the unplumbed depths of ignorance.



	
What should I do: drink or drive or both?



	
She was in full feathers — like a statue in the sky.



	
I don’t give a damn for my exams, but I’m going to have a beer
on my own birthday, very definitely.



	
That night I met a girl and woke up in her soul kitchen.



	
There isn’t such a vivid nightlife on Sundays, but I gave it a
try.



	
I think I did exactly what I wanted: to suck out all the marrow
of life.



	
Time is not on my side — I’m 69.



	
Shall I take my time for the 20th time?



	
Whosoever said that the 24th birthday is the best never had a
hangover.
























Chapter 2
Can You Believe It?



by
Viola Kremzer



When witnessing some kind of phenomena, people start to hesitate if
it is something real or just an exhausted person’s imagined story.
In many cases, it is really difficult to decide whether something
is true or false.

There are many natural phenomena that scientists can explain. If
the witness’s experience isn’t enough, they can give complete
reasons for these. With the help of the reasons, people easily
believe the phenomena, because everybody believes their eyes and
ears. Scientists can make some phenomena understandable for us.

On the other hand, there are a lot of stories that cannot be
easily explained. Some of them are about the UFOs. In many cases
witnesses took photos of these unidentified flying objects. These
mostly show some kind of flying saucers. Because of the
technological achievements, a lot of them are made up. Day by day
new photos are sent to television channels to show them to the
audience. On the TV we can see people with better imagination
speaking firsthand about the saucers. Stories are told about
kidnapping by the aliens and about what a spacecraft looks
like.

Another game of the imagination is the ghost story. Have you
ever met one? Do you believe in them? These questions are the most
frequent in connection with these souls. Theories are made up to
question their existence. This phenomenon is perhaps the strangest
for people. Some of them become enthusiastic on hearing about
ghosts; others are treated in hospitals with nervous break-down,
because of such terrifying fantasies. A new book has been published
about paranormal things, including ghosts. Richard Wiseman, a
university professor, wrote about them in Paranormality: Why We See
What Isn’t There. His explanation of this phenomenon is that
through evolution we have become more sensible to noises, moving to
recognise danger. In his view, ghosts are just parts of our
imagination.

The benefit of the decision is given, so everybody can decide
whether different phenomena exist or not. However, don’t rage your
brain on a thing that cannot help you in everyday life. Live your
own life, and not that of another dimension.












Chapter 3
Some Moments of a Travel





by Anikó Nyúl

 

Three years ago my biggest dream came true: I travelled to
India. I went there with a group of students from the university,
and we spent there about two weeks. I had always known that I had
to see this magic country, and I felt that I would. I was really
excited about the journey, and I just could not imagine what was
going to wait for me in India. When I got out of the plane the
first thing that I met was that strange and unforgettable spicy
smell in the air, without which India would not be India. During
this trip we visited some villages and cities, and of course we got
acquainted with such a culture that is unique in the world.

My greatest experience was the Taj Mahal in Agra. This was my
biggest desire: to see this fascinating structure once in my life.
When I went through the stone gate I just could not believe that I
was there. It seemed like a painting, not a real building, since it
was so huge and magic that I had to sit down for some minutes and
look at it to believe it. I will never forget it and I can just
hope that I will have a chance to see the Taj again.

As a European person I could not avoid having an unpleasant
experience as well, which happens to everyone when she tries some
Indian food or drink which is not made in a way that we are used
to. I could not resist the temptation of drinking some sugar cane
syrup – of course with some ground flies in it — so naturally it
caused some inevitable digestive problems. Perhaps the worst
adventure was the one-day-trip on a train that followed it. The
circumstances were really mean and the trip was so bumpy that it
just made me feel even more sick.

Yet it was such a great journey that I will always remember, and
I feel I am really lucky that I could take part in it. I often look
at the pictures and videos that I took there of the sights and all
those different people from the extremely poor to the unimaginably
rich, and then I can always recall how I was feeling, good and
bad.












Chapter 4
When in Doubt, Tell the Truth


by Kitti Németh



I appreciate honest people. Considering myself sincere, I expect
others to behave in the same way. Moreover, if we always lie, once
we fail. Honesty is the basis of my personal relationships, the
reason I let someone close to myself. There are too many liars in
this world, and I try to avoid them. I think I cannot know everyone
perfectly, but, being a good observer, I am not often wrong
finally.

All my friends are great and honest people. In my opinion, my
most honest friend is a man from Budapest called László. He is one
of my best friends. I love how he expresses his opinion, and he
does not want to hurt the people he likes. He is the person I can
tell anything without feeling bad or shy. His only bad feature is
that he tells his opinion even to his boss. Luckily, he will not be
kicked out, because he works really hard. I agree with him that
bosses need a good reproach sometimes.

My parents, well, they are not all that easy to get on well
with. Last time we had a serious quarrel, because they usually
forget about things around themselves. I tried to tell my opinion
to my sister, who felt I was not right. She is a type of person who
stands everything, while I am definitely not. Furthermore, she sent
my mail to my mother, who felt very disappointed, but I still
insisted on my opinion. We did not talk for two weeks, which was
weird, as it had never happened before.

Sometimes it is difficult to be honest — I have already
experienced it in my family relationships. I think everyone has the
right to tell their opinion, even if it is wrong. I am afraid of
hurting people I like, mainly those close to me. In the meantime,
there are situations when we have to tell little lies not to cause
sadness to our beloved. In my opinion, sometimes it is good to lie.
One can avoid unpleasant situations by not telling the truth, which
can really hurt sometimes.












Chapter 5 A
One-Sentence Essay





by Flóra Fülöp



The film is about love that happens really fast, but then takes
time to develop, while another lover comes into the picture, and
the decision whether we like the first lover over the second or
vice versa is up to us, but we have to consider taking the pros and
cons of both characters, since the two are two really different
people, so their highlights and low lights must be very dissimilar
too, which means that Jessica, who plays the main role, must have
found something attractive and something not that welcoming in
both, but none of these features seem to show any similarities due
to the issue mentioned above, I mean, before this movie I had never
seen two people not sharing anything in common this much, and these
two men were of this kind as Jack is tall and light-skinned and
haired, sharp-minded, funny and sarcastic a bit, tending to be
obnoxious when it comes to his job, since he works as a lawyer, and
he is really proud of that — he is loud and extroverted, but by
these inner features he is trying to hide the many insecurities he
has in him, but these slowly show up during his relationship with
Jessica, while Bryan is mixed-colour (his father is African
American and his mother is Caucasian), a bit shorter than average,
which is a crucial point in his relationship with Jessica, because
she has to give up her favourite heels for him, but she likes him
enough to happily agree with that, since Bryan is really caring and
with him, life seems like a fairytale to her, but he prefers
staying in, watching a movie over going out, which can be very
annoying when she feels the desire for partying or just visiting a
pub, so neither for her, nor for us is this triangle a cherry pick,
because both men have something really catchy in them, which makes
them incredibly attractive.












Chapter 6
Just a Sentence



by Dóra
Eklics

 

The moment when I decided to study at the University of Pécs
came to my mind when I was heading back from Szeged from another
open day which I didn’t really like because all the people who were
there didn’t speak in English so I was pissed off about this, while
in Pécs I heard a really interesting presentation about travelling
and the life of the exchange students who were in the US and in
many countries in Europe – and this is one of my aims to be an
exchange student, likely in the western part of the US because my
favourite band, called Green Day, who have travelled around the
world lots of times so far, comes from California and one day maybe
I’ll be able to meet them and say thank you for saving my life, or
studying a semester in Oxford would really be worth the hard work
and lots of learning in order to get a scholarship which gives
unforgettable experiences in another country, meeting new people
and sharing new cultural ideas, receiving a completely different
point of view.












Chapter 7 My
Longest Sentence Ever



by Anikó
Nyúl



I get up quite early almost every day so that I can fulfil my
duties at home, starting with my dog who begins barking and whining
as soon as I get out of bed, so I have to put on my clothes as
quickly as possible and take him out immediately for a short walk,
which is a perfect opportunity for me as well to wake up my mind
due to the fresh and cold air mainly in winter, but also in a
spring morning just like today, since I have to discipline him if I
want to avoid the continuous pulling and sniffing that he generally
performs while walking to his favourite green grass-covered place,
where he can do his business conveniently – often to the amazement
of people walking past him – and after which he continues to sniff
and try to eat everything he comes across on the pavement from tiny
food crumbs to thrown away cigarette-stubs, making me just more and
more impatient while walking home, but fortunately at the end of
this special kind of stroll we always reach our doorway, and my
naughty puppy turns into a well-behaved dog again, knowing as he
does that this is the only way to get some delicacies as a reward
for the pleasant morning walk that we spent together.












Chapter 8
Curiosity Killed the Cat




by Judit Klára Györffy



When it comes to commonplaces, cats always seem to be popular.
Why? Because every nation in the world knows cats or at least
felines. They give them characteristics that are true for these
little creatures. So let’s find out what English people say about
cats.

“Conceited as a barber’s cat.” This means that someone is smug.
For example: Since Roland won the competition he has been conceited
as a barber’s cat.

A “Scaredy cat” means that someone is a coward. (In my opinion
cats are brave.) For example: Don’t be such a scaredy cat! Just
jump! This term is also used as “fraidy cat.”

People also mention cats’ acts. Let’s see some of these.

“Fight like cat and dog.” We use this when two people argue
violently. For example: Kathy and Tom have been fighting like cat
and dog since their childhood.

“Cat got your tongue?” When somebody does not speak or respond
to a question they ask him this question. It is the same in
Hungarian. For example: Amy, why are you so silent? Cat got your
tongue?

Also, people talk about acts with cats.

  “There’s not enough room to swing a cat.” They usually say
this when there is little space or in a teeny-tiny room. For
example: I’ve been to Dan’s new apartment, but there isn’t enough
room to swing a cat!

“Someone is mad enough to kick a cat.” This means that somebody is
very angry. Example: They rejected my project for meaningless
reasons! Now I am mad enough to kick a cat!

  So we can see that we often use cats in commonplaces and
proverbs. We use them to characterize, to do acts with them or to
show the essence with their acts.

In my opinion there are too many stereotypes with cats. This may
be because of their unique personality. Cats don’t obey everything
that a human being wants them to. They decide for themselves. This
results in divided groups of opinions and concepts.












Chapter 9
The Window


by Judit Klára Györffy



Sometimes I have thoughts that are totally worthless to care
about, but I am sure that everybody has some of these. Yet why do
we pay attention to ideas like these? I mean it is just a waste of
time, but we still stick with them, the issues with our
relationships or the thinking of someone else’s stream of
consciousness. But how can these control our brains? Our soul or
let's say "heart" doesn't let us rule – that is how they can get
in. Over and over we realize that the unworthy, time stealer
thought is there again. This thought is like a dark room which we
are trapped in. The solution is to look for a window to jump out or
just get a hint of light from it to escape.

This window is hiding from us as if it was walled and we would
need a hammer to find it. Here starts the problem that the only way
out is to work out the thought that bothers us. The thought that
intrudes and encroaches on our mind, just as if we were in a
vicious circle. The thought stays worthless – or maybe not? And
here arrives the answer to the question. We wouldn’t admit its
importance. The minute we let ourselves think it through would be
the minute for the hammer to arrive. And we are free. Was it so
hard?












Chapter 10
Look! Part One: A Life-Changing Morning



by Hajnalka Holczer

 

Mark and his family, which included his mom, dad and Baron, the
Hungarian pointer, were travelling home from Mark’s Auntie, who
lived a long way away from them. Whenever he felt like going there,
his parents put him into the car, drove to the airport and flew to
U.S. just to satisfy him. They did this not because they wanted to
pamper Mark, but because they knew that he had stuck to her since
the accident.

It happened a few years before, when Mark was around 12. He and
his Auntie were on a holiday somewhere on the Caribbean Islands.
They were enjoying themselves: playing in the pool or at the
playground, going out and having ice cream, buying toys at the
bazaar. One morning, around 8, Mark went down to the bakery to buy
some bread for breakfast, without waking up Auntie. He wanted to
make a surprise meal for his beloved relative, so he decided to
make the shopping alone. He crossed the street and went into the
shop.

Everything was all right — the shop assistant even praised him
for being such a generous boy. He paid, came out from the shop, and
saw that the lights were red. He knew that he had to wait for the
colour green to be allowed to cross the street again. After a few
minutes, finally it became green and Mark stepped onto the road. He
didn’t notice that a lorry was coming at such high speed that it
wouldn’t be able to stop before the crossing. The driver slammed on
the brakes and started to honk wildly. There were just a few people
in the streets, but those who saw the antecedents of the accident
were praying for the life of the child.

The hit wasn’t as big as expected. The little boy flew two or
three meters, then landed before the lorry, which fortunately could
be stopped. The driver quickly got out and ran to the boy, who was
lying there unconsciously. The people who saw the accident ran
there, too — some because of curiosity, some because of the wish to
help.

At exactly 9.35, Auntie’s mobile phone started to ring. She was
so sleepy that she didn’t even open her eyes until she found her
phone on the kitchen desk. It was an unknown number. ’Hello, who’s
speaking?… What?… Mark?… In hospital?… I’m coming!… ’ She hung up,
quickly put her clothes on, went out to the street and hailed a
cab. She was biting her nails in the car all the way to the
hospital, which seemed to be very long. ‘Here we are, Ma’am’, said
the driver.

Auntie gave him the money with an awfully big amount of tip. She
didn’t care about the change, just jumped out and ran into the
building, to the receptionist’s desk. She told the nurse that she
was in search for her nephew, who had had an accident about an hour
ago. The nurse told Auntie that Mark was having a CT examination at
the moment and that she could wait for him in front of Room 46.

Fifteen minutes later a doctor appeared in the corridor, and
then a bed on wheels. Auntie instantly recognized that the boy
lying in the bed was Mark. ‘Auntie?… Auntie!’ he screamed. ‘Relax,
I’m here!’ she tried to calm him down. ‘We’re going into the room
now, right? And remember not to try to sit up,’ said the doctor
with a smile on his face.

Auntie was waiting outside, because she wanted to talk to the
doctor privately. ‘How is he?’ she asked when the doctor came out.
‘Are you his relative?’ he asked. ‘Yes, I’m his aunt. We’re on a
holiday here. Just the two of us. His parents are at home in
Kingsville,’ she replied. ‘The consequences of the accident are
very serious. He needs immediate surgery, because two of his
vertebrae have been broken and dislodged. This caused damage in the
spinal marrow, which involves the danger of making him paralysed.
To tell the truth there is a relatively small chance that he will
be able to stand up again, but I can say definite news only after
the surgery. He was concussed as well, which means he feels dizzy
and sick and tries to avoid talking. But this can change within a
few days. You can go in now, but don’t talk to him for long, and
the most important thing is not to upset him. One of the operating
theatres will be free in half an hour, so I’ll come back soon.’












Chapter 11
Look! Part Two: The Arrival



by
Hajnalka Holczer




It was sure after a few days that Mark would never be able to stand
up again. He knew that he would get a wheelchair, which he called
just the thing. He always wanted to spend his time with Auntie. He
was just listening to her stories, but never gave any feedback. If
she asked a question he wouldn’t answer in words, he just nodded.
But if for example a doctor or a nurse asked something from him, he
didn’t even nodded, just stayed quiet. He became completely
introverted, when the doctor told him that he would spend the rest
of his life in the thing. He couldn’t imagine a day, not even weeks
or years, without playing hare and hounds, building sandcastle at
the beach or just going for a walk and eating ice cream. He didn’t
even wanted to imagine it. He wanted his health back and he
couldn’t understand that it was an impossible request.

Mr and Mrs Way had to move there, because Mark’s spine was so
sorely damaged that he wasn’t able to travel for a while.
Furthermore there was a prominent rehabilitation centre at that
area, which was relatively cheap. After a few weeks they were done
with the whole unpackaging in the new house, which was quite small,
but confortable for 3 people. Auntie had to flew back to Kingsville
because of her job, but he had promised Mark that she would come
and see him as soon as possible. So he had to spend his time with
his parents which he found relaxing but a bit confusing, too.
Sometimes they were smiling and crying at the same time and Mark
couldn’t figure out the reason of it. This made him upset and it
happened many times that he rang the bell for a nurse and when she
arrived, she recommended the parents to have a coffee or a tea at
the buffet while she checked the state of his health. Mark was
proud of himself that he could invent such great tactics like this
in order to avoid spending time with his mom and dad.

Finally, after six weeks in hospital, Mark could go home. To the
new one. This made him upset again, because he didn’t know anything
about the house. He abstained from new things after the concussion.
He’s only wish was to be with Auntie and not to talk to anybody
else, not that he had talked to her many times. It took exactly one
and a half year when he finally told mom that he got used to the
place. By that time Auntie had been there about 8 times and they
flew back to Kingsville to visit Auntie 3 times. But Mark still
missed him very much. Unfortunately neither Auntie could travel
more often, because of her job, nor Mark and his parents. The boy’s
treatment cost a lot of money and they couldn’t afford to buy air
tickets regularly. They knew they must figure out a cheaper
solution to satisfy Mark’s will of a companion.

One day Mark and his mom were having dinner, when dad suddenly
arrived with a big box in his hand. ’I brought you a present,
Sonny’ he said and his face broke into smile while he winked at his
wife. Mark seemed to be disinterested. The one who could make him
happy was Auntie. Nobody else. He slowly untied the big red ribbon
and a little brown nose sniffed out of the box. Then a small head
appeared, after that two little paws and finally he climbed outside
very carefully. ’I saw him at a dog exhibition and I thought that
he could be a great pal of yours. He is a Hungarian pointer. They
are very clever dogs, you know’ said daddy with enthusiasm. ’I’m
tired. I’m going to my bed now’ answered Mark, rolled into his
bedroom and closed the door. Mom and dad looked at each other. ’I
don’t understand this. You must buy glasses to him, because he
can’t see how cute this doggy is’ said Mr Way to his wife a bit
angrily. ’Never mind. He will get used to this situation. You know
he doesn’t like new things. He have hated the house itself for such
a long time. Calm down, hon. Everything is going to be all right’
responded Mrs Way. She put dad’s dinner into the microwave oven and
went into her son’s room in order to take him out of the wheelchair
and put him into his bed.












Chapter 12
Vocabulary Learning



by Dóra
Eklics

 

When I hear the word “learning” it freaks me out, even if it’s
about vocabulary. This extremely wide part of language has some
unique power which can provide knowledge. By reaching a higher
ground, people can learn how to express themselves more precisely
or how to be more eloquent. Of course, there are a lot of ways in
connection with extending vocabulary because everybody is
different, there isn’t only one universal way, I reckon.

I use different sources when I want to learn new words, songs’
lyrics, for example. There are many unknown words which wait for me
if I’d like to know what’s behind a catchy song. On the other hand,
watching television is also one help with its programmes in the
topic of travelling, sports and cooking. When there’s no TV around
me I prefer watching films on DVD, which is also an entertaining
way of vocab tuning. But my favourite one, of course, is reading.
This is how I can grab most of the new words effectively when
reading a book, a newspaper, a blog entry or even an
advertisement.

Still, using the words I have learned is sometimes quite an
unsettling business. First, I need to make distinction between “old
new” and “new new” words. I mean there can be words which were new
some months ago but I haven’t used them so far. The other types are
those that I have used or use now. So it’s important to organise
words. I like the method of listening to songs at least three times
(to memorise the words): for me that’s effective. There were times
when I used an exercise book to write down all the unknown words.
Now I rather put them into a sentence, mostly in writing, or try to
describe them with my own vocabulary when I speak. This also works
when I talk to an English speaking friend, for example. To sum up,
a lot of ambition, patience and persistence are needed besides our
talent to find out our own methods. But the most important thing is
not to give up.












Chapter 13
Sport Kills



by Benedek András Kovács



Back in the medieval period the ideal type of man did not go out
of the house. They all stayed at home. There backrooms were full of
alchemy books, Bibles, Latin textbooks and stuff like that. They
were searching for the philosopher’s stone, making gold and praying
for forgiveness. There were no sports, no Olympic games, no world
cups or such — intellectuals loathed physical activities. Sports
served the purpose of practicing for war, which implies that sport
was meant to be a way of killing other people.

In the 21st century, humankind is supposed to be civilized and
can do without wars (and actual wars are fought with money and TV,
by the way). All the arms are machine ridden; the only human
interaction is to push a red button with the caption ‘Don’t push it
unless you’d like to start a full-scale nuclear war!’ Sport is
really out of date.

People say some sports can be dangerous. In fact, all sports are
deadly. Many people actually died while playing chess, table tennis
or yoga, not to mention such ‘sports’ as fencing, archery or
pole-vaulting. Rather, they are ways of suicide and are shown on TV
for children without warning of violent content! The mass media
tries to brainwash the entire society: there are many TV channels
specialized on sports, the radio broadcasts sport events, and
newspapers have sport sections. Children are even forced to do this
in school from a very early age (like they did it in Sparta). Our
kids are bordering on the narrow edge between life and death and
none comes for the rescue!

Don’t do any sports. Don’t watch any sports. Don’t support any
sports.

Sport is a killer.












Chapter 14
The Andless Essay



by Brigitta Makk



I can’t reach my cup of tea. It really bothers me. I came home
yesterday evening from the UK not knowing this would happen. The
sun is shining in my face but I’m still feeling a bit cold. My
suitcase is still lying on the table wide open on the balcony, so
the air could freshen it up. All I can think about is the next few
weeks, which are really bothering me since the exam period is
approaching quietly but still ferociously. This moment of solitude,
along with calmness, will soon pass, letting anxiety mix with fear
while preparing for the tests. Fortunately, salvation is on the
way, summer is preparing to burst. I hope it’s going to rain this
time. It did not last year. I can remember Greenwich Park being
totally yellow because of the lack of rain. The sun was shining so
much that it dried the plant life in London.

Sitting here outside with my mother on my side I see a lot of
people walking their dogs, which is quite appealing to me, because
we’re going to get one in September. I’m absolutely psyched about
it since I’ve wanted one from the beginning of time. I’ve managed
to get my tea, but it has cooled. It’s annoying how fast it can get
cold. So it’s rather easy for me now to just sit here with my cold
cup of tea, watching people walk by with their four legged
companions, but at the end of this year, I will be doing the same,
probably arguing with my mother about whose turn it is to walk the
dog. This is another reason why I enjoy these last moments of
tranquillity.

My drink has turned from tea to ice tea. Another worrying fact
is that the clouds above my head have gathered to march towards me.
They probably want to attack at night with a bit of thunder as well
to be more frightful. I’ve slept through a lot of thunderstorms,
but when I am awake when they strike, I have no chance of going to
sleep. I never understood that, but this is one of nature’s
irresolvable mysteries. I even went into Lake Balaton when there
was a storm, to enjoy the big waves that were created by the cruel
weather, so I risked my life every time there was a storm because I
wanted to get as close to it as possible. I hope I’ll be able to
quit this nasty habit of mine. It is quite hazardous. No wonder my
mum would never leave me alone for one second when I was a child. I
present a threat to myself, to everyone else.
       












Chapter 15
People on a Plane



by
Brigitta Makk

 

Although I’ve become a frequent flyer in the last year or so, I’m
still amazed by the people I meet and the whole procedure of flying
itself. An airport is like a hot spot, a meeting point of different
cultures from all around the world. I could have stated that
without actually experiencing the sight of it, but since I do come
across people from China, India, Germany and so on, I get to
experience what it is like to see them in person, hear them talk
and interact with each other. Speaking of such diversity of people,
I must say it is a complete privilege to be on one flight with
them.

The last time I flew I sat in an aisle seat on a plane to London
from Budapest and there was a Pakistani businessman sitting on my
right in the window seat. The middle one was unoccupied, so we had
the opportunity to chat during our flight of two hours. He told me
about nearly everything concerning him and his job at an
international oil company. There was always a cute smile on his
face and he was looking at me as if I was the only one left in the
world who he could talk to. These kinds of encounters are one of
the many reasons why I like foreigners, especially Londoners.

The fact that it was past eight pm didn’t bother the people on
the plane, since the sun was shining bright above the clouds.
Imaginary clouds only — there wasn’t a single one under us, we
could even see the earth bend. It was more breathtaking than
anything I’ve ever seen. Since the aircraft was the property of
British Airways, the crew’s polite behaviour as well as the food
they served was exceptional. Only a few small turbulences blackened
the flight somewhere above Kassel and Cologne. Other than that, it
was absolutely delightful.

I had a packet of sweets in my handbag, of which I was saving
some for my boyfriend, but unfortunately by the time we got to
Heathrow Airport, the bag became empty during the conversations I
had with the Pakistani businessman on my right. We ate it all.
Hence during these nearly two and a half hour long flights I can
enjoy the company of very different people and get to know them.
Besides these wonderful experiences, I always hope that my luggage
is travelling with me as well as these extraordinary people. I tend
to be a bit nervous at the baggage reclaim.  












Chapter 16
B



by Flóra
Fülöp

 

It s getting dark, but he's not home yet, so I'm just sitting
here alone on the couch, peeking out the window, listening to great
songs, thinking of the decision I'm about to make. How can I not
hurt others, not even thinking of myself. What am I doing? There is
one that would die for me, and another I desperately love and try
to reach for, but it's like reaching after a cloud. We don't even
talk about those times when we just stick together for minutes and
hours, then fall asleep together, then eventually leave. This
escaping from reality makes it so perfect, but fragile at the same
time. I don't want him to leave. Can I be this selfish? Am I really
trying to get somebody not to follow his dreams, just because of my
foolish heart? I actually am, though I don't think of him as just a
fling. He's something else, something really special to me.
Obviously I would probably never admit that. Without the heavy
burden of the words I'd say it's just fooling around, but more
likely than with the words I'd say so much, this whole thing would
turn into dust in my hands.

I don't like dust that much — in fact, these last few months
I've been thinking that I might be allergic to it. Weird.

It all started with some irresponsible fooling around on both
sides. Before realizing it, though, both turned into something else
than I first expected. One of them was just a friendship, the other
was a something else, but now I'm here, surrounded by two treasures
that anybody could envy me for.

He has just arrived. He looks just as awesome as he mostly does.
I don't stand up, though my first thought is just to rush up to him
and close him up in a tight hug. But I don't. I'm trying to keep
the situation as casual as I can. He says hi and something about
him bringing some cigarettes, but I'm not really paying attention.
He takes off his coat and I'm still staring at the monitor of the
computer. Then I know he's standing by me — I can smell the sweet
scent of him that I love so much. I think I love every inch of his
body. He's like a hero to me. While with him, I feel safe and
satisfied: there's nothing else but him on my mind. I rarely think
of the people waiting for me out there and I don't feel guilty at
all, though I know I should.

The Earth stops turning, everything is still and motionless, and
it's just him and me. Everything else can fall dead, just let me be
with him. Because when I'm not, all the feeling the guilt, the
responsibilities sneak back to my mind, I start to experience the
symptoms of abstraction.












Chapter 17
The Ballerina Syndrome


by Noémi Nagy-Fánczi



When I was a little girl, I wanted to be a ballet-dancer. I was
absolutely amazed by their thinness, sophisticated features, the
ribbons in their long, blonde hair and those beautiful ivory ballet
shoes. I visualised them as kind, smart, glamorous and
well-mannered young women. I could hardly imagine lovelier
creations of God. In my view, this feeling of marvel and the false
ideology were called the ballerina-syndrome. As time went by, I
shortly realized that their perfection and thinness depend on the
two glasses of water and a couple of seedy biscuits as a daily
meal, which involves almost no calories or
carbohydrates. 

The shiny colour of their hair was the result of the dye, and
there was no such painful matter in the world as the ballet shoe.
The pink girlish fiction became the concept of the past. Noticing
that my world is not perfect was a shocking fact, but I accepted it
quite early. I was fortunate.

The ambition to be perfect and the importance of appearance are
brought into our unspoilt mind when we are young. I’m not surprised
that for my generation, the best is the flawless, only the flawless
is the best. Everybody wants to fulfil herself, wants to build
career, own a big house downtown, an expensive car with leather
seats, luxurious trips every year, a wealthy, comfortable life,
with a nice and sexy look.

We are flooded with opportunities, but what happens if we are
unable to choose from them, if we are so spoilt, that we don’t
deserve the goods which we thought evident, if the perfection, the
externals and the mockery are totally drilled into our mind and the
internal values no longer exist? Then, the brightness, the kindness
and the charming manner will be a recollection, which always will
remind me of the ballerinas.
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