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Dedication


To my mother, who gave me life twice.

To my sister, who waited for me both times.

And to Virág.




For those silences

that stayed in me forever.




„For a long time I thought freedom lay in the rushing.

Later I understood it lay in the silence.”






Preface The Heart That Beat Twice

Dear Reader,

The book you hold in your hands is not a traditional story. It is not an invented novel, nor a dry biography. This book is the chronicle of an initiation — the confession of a man who had to die in order to learn how to truly live.

For a long time I believed that life is measured in balance sheets, in Excel spreadsheets, in rational decisions. As an economist, logic was my god. Later, as a cook, I came to understand the joy of nourishing the body — but the final truth I could not see until, in one silent second, my heart came to a stop. For three weeks I hovered between life and death. While my body fought its own battle on a hospital bed, my soul walked in a fairytale landscape, on the meadow at Bálványosfürdő, where my mother's pure love and my sister's earthly prayers turned me back toward physical reality.

I came back from the edge because I have a task to do. I was given my breath again so that I might bring you the message from the other side: love is the only reality that outlives the body.

On these pages I share with you the hidden mystery of columns of numbers, the silence of clinical death, the cathartic moment of rebirth, and the knowledge of how to live each single day from a pure, spiritual heart. Look on this book as a compass for your own inner journey. Do not wait for the storm to see the light.

Step into this story with me — and let your soul, too, be born anew.

With love and gratitude,

The Author




Chapter 1 The Mist and the Dawn

Bálványosfürdő.

You cannot simply write that word down. Behind it lies the raw smell of mist, the quiet, stubborn song of a stream, the grey light spreading between the pines — and a small boy who could not yet have known that this was the place he would never truly leave.

I was born in Transylvania, in the town of Sepsiszentgyörgy. But my soul first opened in Bálványosfürdő. There, where the morning cold makes the air almost solid enough to bite. Where the birds wake before the people do. Where nature is not scenery for life — it is life.

But before Bálványosfürdő became the place I would always return to, there was an earlier home. An ordinary, earthly beginning.



I was born in Sepsiszentgyörgy, and in my earliest years we still lived there together — my mother, my father, my sister, and I. My grandparents' house stood a few streets away, and back then we still went to see them often, though the everyday home was our own.

I grew up in the Transylvania of the 1980s. I am fifty years old now, which means it was forty-three years ago that I was seven — so most of this story unfolds in that decade, under a regime that shaped everything, including what we were allowed to want.

My mother said I was a quiet, well-balanced, beautiful baby. I did not need company; a stuffed monkey was my best friend, and that was enough. I could keep myself occupied for hours, contentedly, alone.

I drew. Tangled, looping lines that ran into one another — the kind of thing the adult world now calls neurographic art. Back then no one had heard the word, and I certainly did not know what I was doing. I only knew that it felt good. That something heavy flowed out of me onto the paper, and afterwards the air was lighter.

They could leave me alone. In silence. Inside myself. And I was perfectly well that way.

Perhaps even then I knew something that took me fifty more years — and a return from a very different kind of darkness — to put into words: that silence is not emptiness. It is home.

Years later I found a sentence in a book that stopped my breath:

„With your mind you only doubt, but with your heart you are able to embrace the whole world." (Sri Chinmoy)

That was when I understood what I had been doing over that paper as a child. I was not drawing. I was — without words, without knowing it — trying to embrace with my heart something my mind could not hold.



On a beautiful September morning — as I shuffled through the fallen, coloured leaves on my way to the kindergarten in Sepsiszentgyörgy — I did not yet know that something inside me would change that day. Something that would stay buried for decades, like a hairline crack in fine porcelain.

The teacher — a large, hard-faced woman whom, looking back and understanding the coldness of that system, I can only call a commissar — was having a bad day. Perhaps her heart wanted something else, but her mind kept her imprisoned inside those walls, and the helpless anger inside her had to go somewhere. It went into me. Into a small, quiet child who wanted nothing but to walk a little among the leaves. Who did not understand why one should have to sleep in a dark room while the world outside was alive, humming, breathing.

But it was written in the rules. It was required. It had to be.

In those days the kindergartens had those heavy beds that folded up against the wall. The woman threw me onto one of them, and then, half-closing the wooden frame over me, said in a low voice: You will sleep too.

It is not the physical pain I remember. It is the feeling — that strange, mute astonishment when a child first understands that the world is not always fair. That there are people who hold raw power over us. That the heart and the rules almost never point in the same direction.

That single suffocating moment runs through this entire book. It will return, in other forms, with other faces, between other cold walls and on other beds. But the feeling behind it is always the same.



As I write these lines, I am sitting in a park close to nature. Birdsong surrounds me, and once again I am alone inside myself — exactly as I was long ago, drawing those lines on paper. Only my inner world has become clearer. The black colours that fate and the years pressed into me have, for the most part, been worked out of me. Or so I believe.

Beside the stuffed monkey, someone else entered that kindergarten too. I met a little girl, and I gave her a name: Macika. She was beautiful — blonde, with curling hair and the face of a porcelain doll. I adored her. Seeing her was enough to make the day good. In truth she was the only reason I was willing to walk back through those doors, into the place that had wounded me so early. But wherever Macika was, everything became easier. Even the dark corners filled with light.

My sister was only one year older than me. Back then, in those corridors, she could not protect me — but time, and the tragedies that came later, showed that she is the one person who will stand beside me to the very last line.

She grew up in another town, at our other grandmother's house — the wife of my kakastollas grandfather, the one who had served as a gendarme — and we were together only during the summers, when she came to us in Sepsiszentgyörgy. There was a young deer in the hospital courtyard in those days; I never learned how it got there, perhaps someone found it wounded in the forest and it was nursed back to health. She often took me to see it, and we fed it together. With small, careful movements we held out our hands, and it came to us trustingly, as though it knew that nothing bad could reach it from there.

Those summer afternoons, the deer, two children who could not yet imagine what they would go through together — that was the beginning of something words can barely hold. A loyalty that lived not in declarations but in acts. The kind of loyalty that would carry all the way to Günzburg, where, decades later, she would be the one waiting for me when I came back from the coma.

Now, setting the past down on paper, I know exactly this: her presence, her being, is one of the unbreakable threads in this whole story.

Then came the story of Jónás.

My grandmother once took me to Brassó, to visit some acquaintances. The local priest — kindly, in that storytelling voice adults use when they only mean to feed a child's imagination — told me that he had a real, living monkey. His name was Jónás — the Hungarian form of Jonah, though at seven years old that meant nothing to me. Terribly clever, he said; he moved about the house, he could even do the washing-up. But just now he was not at home; he had gone about his business. Next time we visited, I would surely see him.

The whole thing was invented, of course. A tale released with a grown-up's smile.

I took it in deadly earnest.

One morning, when a hard, biting winter frost was gnawing at the world outside — with Jónás in my head and the all-conquering hunger for adventure in my heart — I decided: I would go to him. I let one of my kindergarten friends in on the plan. There were two of us, so the two of us went. We dressed in the corridor as best we could — or rather, as our hearts dictated. I gave him my coat, because I could see that his was too thin, and I pulled his on instead. I had warmer clothes, lined boots; he had only a thin shirt and worn trainers in the snow. But the frost did not matter then. Only Jónás mattered. And the Road itself.

Thirty kilometres. In the frost, by public transport. Two kindergarten children, entirely alone, in the Transylvanian winter.

On the bus it was the ticket inspector who finally noticed us. He bent down, his voice a mixture of suspicion and worry: — And where are the two of you going? Where are your parents?

When I told him firmly where we were headed, I watched his face freeze — and not from the cold outside. He asked whether we knew where we lived. I knew the address exactly. My friend said nothing; he did not know it.

The inspector did not leave us. He took us home. My father was there — he worked in hospitality then, hard and long hours, and usually came home late at night, dead tired, but that day he happened to be at home. The man handed me over on the doorstep. My father was impatient, worn out from work, and in the shock of it he punished me at once — out of fright, out of anger, hard. My friend was taken back to the cold walls of the kindergarten.

And yet something from that winter day stayed with me, unchangeably. The image of the two of us setting out on that frozen road — the coats swapped without a thought, the pure aim in our hearts, the world left behind us — is one of the clearest, most beautiful memories of my life.

Because that road was not planned by the calculating adult mind. That road was made by the heart.

From the heart. To the edge.



I was around seven years old when everything changed. That was when my mother and father went to work in Bálványosfürdő, taking over and running the Vár Büfé — the little inn in the mountains. From then on we were no longer together in daily life. I stayed in Sepsiszentgyörgy with my grandparents, and could travel to them only during school holidays.

From that point on, my grandfather became the man who raised me, day by day, until I was fourteen.

He was an extraordinary man. He survived the First World War. He survived the Second. He survived the revolution. He came home from a prison camp — on foot, and barefoot.

This is what people call ancient strength. Perhaps many today do not understand what that means. But it is a serious moment of history. Persecution. Deep poverty. Labour camps. Starting again from nothing.

And out of that man — who lived through all of it and still stood up — came the house I grew up in, built with his own two hands. He was the one who taught me the multiplication table before I ever went to school.

In the evenings, when the day's work was done, he sat down with me at the kitchen table. There was no ceremony to it — a pencil, a scrap of paper, and his calm, slightly hoarse voice, which never once lost patience, not even when he had to repeat the same line for the fifth time. — Six times six? — he would ask, and wait.

Sometimes I got it right. Sometimes I did not. He never scolded me when I was wrong; he simply began again, slowly, as though he knew that time was on his side. Perhaps he was so patient because he himself had once learned, under far harder conditions, that nothing comes at once — not the walk home, not the building of a house, not the mind of a child.

Even today, when I sit down to work something out, I still hear his voice in my head. Slowly. With patience. Six times six.

Reading a book years later, I came upon a sentence that might have been written about him: „You can conquer your fate if you sow the seed of patience and reap the fruit of will." (Sri Chinmoy, quoted in Gunagriha: Sorsnavigátor)

My grandfather never read that. He did not need to. He was that sentence — from the prison camp to home, on foot and barefoot, one patient step after another.

Together with my grandmother, they became the fixed point, the daily presence, the quiet and constant love — while my parents worked far away in the mountains, and I simply waited to go back to them.



I had another grandfather too — my mother's father. He marched into Transylvania from Hungary as a kakastollas gendarme, one of those who wore the black cock's feather in his hat. I had very little time with him. He died early, and I was too small to hold any living memory of him.

But his stories remained — in other people's voices, in other people's words.

He was a man who loved justice, who loved a party, who was full of life, they said. He had a hat with a real cock's feather in it — that hard, black plume that belonged to the old gendarme uniform. Many years later I found that hat, somewhere at the bottom of a drawer, in the back corner of a wardrobe. I did not yet know what it meant to me. By the time I truly wanted to look at it, to hold it, to understand it — it was gone. I never found it again.

One story about him still makes me smile. As an infant I was tormented by some stomach ailment, some inflammation; back then, fifty years ago, medicine was still in its infancy in such matters, and whatever they fed me came straight back out again. No one could help. Until one day my grandfather — or perhaps my grandmother; the story is a little hazy about who exactly was there — sat me up on the table among cushions, since high chairs did not exist then, and they ate stuffed cabbage with me. Not forcing it into me; simply sitting beside me, eating together.

And somehow, that put everything right. Strange, unexplainable healing — but stuffed cabbage remains one of my favourite dishes to this day, second only to venison stew.

My grandfather had a life before he marched from Hungary into Transylvania — a wife, a family he left behind there. Years, decades later, a woman named Joli néni sought out the family in Transylvania. She was his daughter from that first marriage — my mother's half-sister, whom no one had known about, or at least had never spoken of.

And now, writing this down, I cannot help noticing the strange, mirrored repetition. My grandfather left a life in Hungary and began a new one in Transylvania — leaving behind a daughter he did not know for decades. I now live in Hungary, after all the countries and all the roads, and I have a daughter in Transylvania — Virág — whom I have not been allowed to see for years. Only the other way around. As though fate had once written a pattern for our family, and then, generations later, someone — I — repeats it again, in a mirror.

With one difference: I have no second family. I have only the waiting. And the hope that one day — as Joli néni once found her father — Virág will find me.



I woke in the morning — but not the way people wake today. No telephone. No noise. Only silence, and that silence had weight.

Looking out of the window, the mist still sat among the trees. It moved slowly, as though breathing. The sound of the stream came from far off — not loud, simply there, like a quiet, continuous promise. The birds were already singing. The world was still, and yet full of life.

I did not stay in bed long.

I went out.

The air was fresh, almost biting — that morning cold that does not hurt but wakes you. Dew on the grass. Ribbons of mist drifting between the trees. In this part of Transylvania, nature is not a backdrop. It is life. A protected wilderness, healing springs, baths, a wealth of herbs — and yes, bears. There were bears then, and there are bears now. As a child this did not mean fear. It meant the feeling that I lived in a place that was ancient and real.

But the true centre of the morning was not the forest.

It was my mother.



The Vár Büfé — that was what we called it; that was its real name back then. In truth it was a small, charming inn in Bálványosfürdő, run by my parents. But do not be misled by its size: that place was capable of hosting entire festivals, where thousands of people came. There was a stone stage where the events were held — and we were not alone; other innkeepers worked in the area too.

In the morning, when I had barely opened my eyes, she was already working. Cooking. Cleaning. Preparing the day before the day had even begun.

And I went after her.

At seven years old I did what I could. I peeled the vegetables — most often onions, because there were always plenty needed for the stew, and because my mother watched me while I did it as though the whole kitchen had stopped until my hand was safely away from the knife. She never scolded me. She was simply there, following my every movement from the corner of her eye, and that quiet, constant presence mattered more than any word.

In the air there was always that distinctive smell of sulphur — the gift of the volcanic ground beneath Bálványosfürdő, the kind of smell a man first grows used to and then begins to miss when it is gone. Into it mixed all the scents of the kitchen: the herbs my mother used — thyme, forest mushrooms — and the raspberries and blueberries the women brought in fresh, straight from the woods, still wet with dew, still cold from the forest. Nothing came from a shop. Everything was gathered there, found there, carried in from there.

Decades later, when I worked as a cook in Sweden beside five hundred hectares of salad fields, I followed the same instinct without knowing where it came from. The respect for fresh, local ingredients. The knowledge that nothing must be hurried, and that the best flavours come not from a shop but from the earth. I did not yet understand that I had learned all this at seven years old, standing over an onion, watched from the corner of my mother's eye.

I helped with the cleaning too. With small hands and a serious face — because I felt it mattered. Because I could see that she took it seriously too.

The smell of coffee drifted from the kitchen. My mother loved coffee — I inherited that from her. As a grown man, when we finally sat together in our own house in Bálványosfürdő, we often drank coffee in the mornings. In silence. The stream outside, the smell of coffee inside, and nothing else. No words were needed. Only presence.

These holiday mornings — the mist, the stream, the smell of coffee, her quiet movements — are among the purest memories of my life. Perhaps precisely because they were rare. Because I waited for them all year long.

Once, perhaps on just such a morning, she said to me: — It is always worth living and working from the heart. Because people can still feel it. If you are bored, or doing it only for money, out of compulsion — then do not do it at all.

I did not think about it much at the time. I was a child. I peeled the carrots and nodded.

But that sentence stayed with me. In Sweden. In England. In Germany. In the hospital bed. In the long silence of rehabilitation. In every kitchen I ever worked in, I heard that voice.

Her voice.



The mist lifted from above the trees in the morning. The stream ran on. The birds sang. And my mother cooked.

Bálványosfürdő was the home of the holidays. Sepsiszentgyörgy was the home of everyday life. But both were home — only wearing different faces.



When I was fourteen, my parents moved back to Sepsiszentgyörgy. The family came under one roof again. From then on I no longer had to wait for the holidays to see my mother and father — but the years spent at my grandparents' house, my grandfather's quiet, constant presence, shaped forever who I became.



School always begins in September. I was born in September too. Not only once — but, as you will see along this road, decades later, in an entirely different sense, a second time as well. That month is the most important recurring motif of my life: the passing away, the quiet rusting, and the thousand colours of beginning again, all at once.

School changed everything. Macika moved away with her family, but the blonde curls and the clear blue eyes did not vanish from my life forever. They only changed shape, fell asleep for a while, so that later they might return in another form. It is worth watching for them between the lines. They will have a great part to play in what comes.

I applied to the sports class; there was an entrance exam. In those days everyone applied for everything, and of course the favouritism went on as well, just as it does everywhere in the world today. But there was something that made the cold walls of the school bearable: the teacher. She was kind. Honest. Everything she did was meant to help. She was not a supervisor in a uniform, but a real teacher. She was the first adult in my life who was not there to enforce rigid rules, but for the flesh-and-blood children in front of her.

But the sports class brought something else into my life as well.

There was a physical education teacher — though I would sooner call him a supervisor than a teacher, because there was no intent to nurture in anything he did, only raw power. One day he pulled me out to the front of the line, in full view of the others, and announced that I had flat feet. I had to stand in the corner. They stood me















