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Me, my love and love

Based on the book Bartender by the original author Zoltan L. Bartwood.

The book is based on a true story

I'm playing mixer right now
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In memory of my father

"Dreaming is the corrupter of life, my son"

Rudolf Bártfai (Rudolf Bekk)

Electrical engineer and master builder, entrepreneur

Member of Parliament and Chief of Cabinet.

"You seek money, father, and I seek happiness. And dreams only spoil your life if they are more beautiful than your life, and that's what makes you unhappy. But some people have only dreams left, because in that fleeting moment they are happy. They are the ones who couldn't make their dreams come true."

Zoltán László Bártfai (Sultan Bekk)

Selected water polo player, boxer, bartender on several ocean liners, taxi driver in New York, clothing designer, waiter, bricklayer, tiler, construction manager, parliamentary candidate, architect, building contractor, postal delivery boy, car wash, unemployed, truck driver, tipper, crane operator, crane truck driver, and many more... I wouldn't believe it if I told you... I'd like to dedicate this novel to my father, who's already chasing chickens in paradise.

"but everyone needs a hobby"

Also, I would like to dedicate it to my wife Adrienn Szidonia the Great!

I owe a debt of gratitude to quite a few friends, but I owe a debt of gratitude to Peter Sinka, my childhood friend, for if it hadn't been for him saying the following words, I might never have started writing, but many would have said I should never have started.

"Fat! You're so big, you, if you don't write your life, you're such a jerk! Because that's something everyone would be interested in."

Peter Sinka 

Entrepreneur

The critics said that we thought it was an interesting, very interesting story...

"But I think you should take 2-4 weeks off now, then stop writing forever, and don't worry, you won't be burdened with the responsibility of being accidentally required reading."

––––––––
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Foreword by the author.

When I decided to tell this story, I decided that I would describe the events word for word as they happened, and absolutely not fill the blank canvas with the world of my imagination... But in the meantime I realised that it would be very rude on the one hand, and on the other... that's it... very rude! So I filled the inappropriate things with my imagination.  The characters and the actors who feature in the story are all fictional, constructed and designed. With respect to publicity, what this book represents. 

Of course, myself and my parents and wife agreed to be cast. Since I am writing the story from thousands of miles and almost 25 years away, and I could not reach the characters at the time, I have changed their names and characters and circumstances a little. But as far as possible, if anyone should find any similarities, it would be by coincidence.  Because as my great teacher used to say:

"Hot water can be invented by several people, independently of each other, in space and time."

Dr János Kovácsi
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Deportation

1997 June 6 - Tampa - Florida

International Airport: 11.50 a.m.

- This is good, Mr. Bekk can stop here.

The Florida policeman says, fumbles in his pocket a little nervously, can't find anything. Then suddenly he pulls out the handcuff key.

-There's the son of a bitch, give me your hand Mr. Bekk.

I put my hand out, he opens the handcuffs, I rub my wrist a little.

- It's all right, you're not hurt, because if you want to complain?

-No, no, I'm fine, really, thank you for the ride.  

The policeman laughs, because I would have no choice but to get out of the country, or the plane, or the sing-sing... After all the things I did on an ocean liner... luckily the captain was a very cool guy, driving a 100,000 ton boat and responsible for the lives of 3,000 people... Unfortunately I was not lenient to the bar manager, or anyone else who got in my way, I broke everything in the bar, unbelievable, but even so I would have been forgiven by the captain and the bar manager who kept saying that:

"Zolthen you're the first European-white bartender in the company... you're making a lot of money for the company behind your little bar."

Yeah, everyone was from Jamaica or one of the Caribbean islands. And I really liked them, I still have the prayer of my religious colleague ringing in my ears... very religious people, really good people, you just have to get to know them, they don't accept anybody... but they accepted me. I was always told there are 400 Jamaicans working on this ship, before the second or third... plus 1. And they looked at me...

But which police officer was from which police station, I have no idea. And I don't even remember his name, but he told me, and he also told me that his grandmother emigrated from Sopron (Ödenburg) to Usa.  We had time to chat, Cape - Tampa, then an hour and a half drive, but nothing stuck, everything fell out, as if I had made a mistake and was only now sobering up from the weight of my decision. All I remember is the stainless steel holding pen, the stainless steel sink - toilet - and bed. Oh and of course a couple of hours before that I was pushed off a 100,000 ton ship in Cape - Ceneveral, where the ship docked intact, and only because of me, I suspect, I was handed over to the police who took me in handcuffs to the detention centre where I spent 2 hours. 

It was horrible. And then to the police car and the policeman who took the handcuffs off me first, he was a really nice guy, not at all judgmental or anything. He knows what he's doing and he's not a fucking punitive - twisted man. That's something. But I still can't remember his name, and he said it, but the stress has completely infected my brain, I can't think now. What the hell is his name? I don't know and I don't really care. I just care about being at home, at least in Europe, on the other side of the big ocean. 

I hate flying, I can't imagine a more dangerous means of transport. I know, I know, the statistics and fuck it, they just forget that there is nothing to do here and if a plane crashes everyone dies, whether there are 100 or 400 people on board... Obviously fewer people die in flights than in car accidents, they say every 8 million flights end in disaster on average. Yes but within that number range it could be any number of times, from the first, to the eight millionth.

xxx

I don't know, but I do know that my late father-in-law also died in a plane crash, leaving behind his 2-year-old daughter Jane Dandan, later my wife... the former first and mother of my daughter Jasmin Dandan Bártfai, and later... my late brother-in-law Mohammed Dandan who was just six months old in 1975.

I was three years old when Lebanon - Beirut was at war, the bloodiest civil war in the twentieth century, lasting 15 years, and it had just started when my father-in-law flew home to Beirut from Budapest in September 1975.  It is interesting that Ilyich Carlos Santiago, alias Jackal, named after a book - The Day of the Jackal, a favourite read of Santiago's, was found in his Paris apartment with the murdered policemen. And, of course, after Vladimir Ilyich Lenin... he was able to take the name Ilyich, whose devoted follower his father was. 

His 2 other brothers also bear the name of the great leader. Now Carlos the Jackal had just come to Budapest and lived in the neighborhood where I grew up, in the second district. But in 1997, there in Florida, at the airport, I had no idea about these things. I mean, my father-in-law's disaster and all that crap - but I knew what had happened to me in the last couple of years of flying small and big planes... there was a small plane, maybe 20 seats, the first time I flew to Nassau - Bahamas, and the plane landed on the grass runway, I remember almost ripping the wheel off. On the way back and as an extra in Miami we couldn't land because of a tornado, we literally crashed on the 5th or 6th try, of course the pilots don't call that a crash, they call it a fucking rapid descent... 

I remember the cockpit door was open... and I could see everything, it was one pilot, no copilot, no one. The pilot was laughing the whole time, and all he kept saying as we went into a dive towards the lighted runway in the little turbo prop plane was... 

"Easy - Take it easy, don't worry about nothing - I du the best men - nobody nows more about the fligh like me"

Little young fucker was about 23 years old like me, well a little over 25, not before he got his license for a civilian airliner... And all the other shit trips across the Atlantic, over the North Pole.

xxx

The plane has been here for a long time, I've had my head pressed against the window for at least half an hour since the policeman took off my handcuffs. British Airways... Airbus or Boeing, I don't give a damn, just keep it up! Ah... the Sluice Corridor opens, at last. I can see people through the small gap between the fuselage and the airlock. Tourists... They're on holiday in Orlando or Tampa... I've been deported from America again. And I have a B1-B2 visa with 10 years unlimited entry to the United States, and a C-D, but that doesn't count.  About an hour later a voice calls... Int a steurdess... A typical tall blonde English woman of about 25, in airline uniform. 

- Come on.

She says and waves us over with a smile.

- You can board the plane.

Says the policeman with a smile, and with a passive-aggressive gesture, gestures for me to get my ass on the plane.

At the entrance to the plane, the steurdess and the captain are standing and smiling compulsively. I say hello.

- Hello.

- Hello Mr.... One moment.

The steurdess says, and the policeman hands me my passport and boarding pass. The plane is already full, only I am missing. The policeman exchanges a few words with the steward and then leaves without saying goodbye. I understand it's just another routine operation. The captain nods and goes into the cockpit, closing the door. The passengers don't see much of it. It's a good thing I'm not humiliated, of course they don't want to panic that a criminal might be on board. My passport is stashed away in the steurdess.

- Come with me, sir.

The blonde beauty says in a pleasant voice, and walks down the aisle in front of me in her pretty skirt with her long legs and her visibly bulging buttocks, a kind of South American buttocks. That's some ass, I say to myself, and those long legs, those pointy, diamond-shaped calves. Fucking hell, she's got an unconscious figure, but that's why she's steurdess. 

He leads me to my seat, it's right down the aisle. I sit down. In a few moments, the mandatory training begins on what to do if this and that happens, emergency exits, turn off the phones, and all that shit. All right, we're on our way. The captain announces his usual speech, finally the journey time: we'll be in London in 9 hours... Europe, thank God... 1 hour shorter. 9 hours? Oh, of course, the journey to Europe is 1 hour shorter, and it's not the Earth's rotation... Anyone who thinks so is very much mistaken. The cause is... The jet stream... which is nothing more than a very strong air current at an altitude of 10,000 meters, and usually coincides with the direction of rotation of the planet. That's why the planes fly at 950-980 km/hr instead of the usual 800-880 km/hr, but I once flew at 1070 km/hr in a Boeing 777, which was almost brand new at the time, in July 1995 and not only the plane but the development was brand new, the first 777 took off a year ago in 1994.

xxx

I didn't know then that my late father-in-law, whom I didn't even know, a wealthy Lebanese businessman, had also on that fateful September evening, also in a fat new Tupolev - TU 154 - glided straight to Beirut to be shot to dust by a so-called shoulder-launched surface-to-air missile, 8 minutes and about 10 kilometres from the runway concrete, and which of course is denied to this day. He had no idea that the scheduled flight he was on was carrying weapons, but to whom it was unknown, which side, Christians... Muslims? But the fact is that the plane is still resting off the coast of Beirut between Cyprus and Beirut in the Mediterranean Sea.

xxx

The plane takes off on the concrete runway, cut by so-called expansion joints... which make its wheels bounce fearfully... but still in the usual way... the new plane doesn't make much of a rattle - we get out onto the runway - and almost without waiting, the turbines spin up and the plane accelerates... this huge mass accelerates with terrific power, which the turbines deliver at a speed of at least 100,000 rpm. 

How the fuck can this shit spin so fast for years without failure? You can hardly feel the expansion joints between the concrete elements of the runway anymore. But why concrete? Suddenly I wonder why not asphalt, then there wouldn't be this train sin effect rattling on take-off and landing...

Yes the sunlight could be the reason, bitumen is simply however hard the aggregate is, bitumen softens and can't even handle 100 ton monstrosities. Unbelievable... we reach take-off speed: 330 Km/h - climbing - slowly everything starts to get smaller, suddenly the plane is sinking... Ah, it's just an airbag, no lift here, but it's almost over. Then the wings of the plane curl up to the point of distortion as it hits the air again, and it goes on like that all the way up to 10-11,000m. 

I hate it so much I have to keep kicking it. Once at a safe altitude, of course if there's no turbulence, mag the rest of the crap, the lights come on to turn off their seat belts, the stewardesses begin their routine operation and slowly start taking orders for drinks and handing out order cards for dinner. 

I relax, we're now at 10,000 metres, the road is smooth, I'm sitting at the very front, where there are only maybe 3 or 2 seats, behind us, just the toilet. The most expensive seat. And here I have my own projector showing the map of where we are. Supposedly the ticket was 3300 phounds because I needed a reservation quickly. 

I've already had two whiskies. I'm looking at the map on the projector, we're flying along, over and between the Atlantic, the Atlantic coastline. On the border between North and South, the imaginary border separating North and South Carolina, marked on the map by a continuous small narrow line, and the destination for the wealthier holiday-minded classes from the Americas, between Bermuda, which is part of the British Colony, as are the Bahamas, or most of the Caribbean islands I've visited, from Haiti to Trinidad, which is off the coast of Venezuela. 

Time like the sea: 10 hours, or only 9 hours and I'm finally in Europe, in London, but from there it's just a short walk to Salzburg, over the Alps. The drinks are starting to relax me, the memories of suffering and humiliation are fading, and my mind is starting to go at a normal cruising speed, I'm starting to think... It's incredible that I've been taken back at all after the last time I... quit Alaska... 

I've left, I mean I've announced that it's over, I want to go home. And my immediate boss, the F and B, that's what they call it in the business, the food and beverages manager, did everything for me, but quit... and I gave him no choice. I threw my career away for love at the time.  Now, I'm back on the plane for love... career later.  

xxx

Of course, I was too young and too lucky. I didn't even think about the consequences, I was a completely emotion-driven person then, and I am now. I was always chasing happiness as something more precious than money, despite my father's resentment - love, passion, the overflowing sexual desire, and all the other paraphernalia we drug ourselves with, apart from drugs and alcohol of course, which I didn't even know then. It's amazing how alleged fate is supposed to steer us on our path. 

It all started with a girl I met because I was on the run from Turkish gangsters in Salzburg, because I had given a notorious Salzburg gangster friend a nice smack - a brutal flash left straight - and a decent thigh high. The man wanted no more conflict... 

I was a properly trained kick-boxer. European Championship gold, World Championship bronze... not bad... thanks to my master, who was a world cup champion in Kio-ko-sin-kai, and who helped me with my escape, my housing, and incidentally set me up with a girl who became a huge love interest. But after two years of being very happy together, something happened, one Saturday night, and there began my race on the cane... my escape - across several continents: from drug dealers, black criminals, authorities, love and poverty.

xxx
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The push

1995 end of June - Lake Monde - Austria

In June 1995, a few weeks before my 23rd birthday.

Here I am... next to the beautiful Lake Mond, not as popular as the beautiful Lake Wolfgang at Salskamergut, or as famous-named as the famous Lake Grundl in Styria, birthplace of the famous actor Kalus Maria Brandauer, or the very famous and notable Lake Hallstätter See, Lake Atter, or Lake Traun in Gmunden, but still very beautiful. And not far from Princess Sziszy's favourite pastry shop in Bad Ischl.  

By the way, I am a Sziszy fan. But the other beautiful lakes in Austria are also extraordinary experiences. But these lakes are right here in the Salzburg area, Lake Mond is only 25 kilometres from Salzburg, a quarter of an hour drive on the motorway. So I love this place... because my love lives here.

It's dark, I'm lying on the bed, just lying in my girlfriend's rule on our bed, I can smell the typical Roma perfume smell, unbelievable, but smells are the ones that the brain remembers the strongest. It must also be due to the pairing: pheromones. In animals it even plays a role in prey acquisition and defence. I wouldn't want to have the smell of a German shepherd, imagine the smells I would smell in the lap of my beloved woman... 

I'm totally exhausted, where is this girl, 10 o'clock at night and she's nowhere to be found. It's very hard to describe this feeling, love when it starts to get lost, maybe not as hard as hopeless love or platonic love, but still very hard... Especially when you have a hunch that hasn't been confirmed yet, but the thought still lodged itself in my brain. 

I've already suffered a lot because of this girl, of course it's not her fault, it's mine: because as a hero lover, I'm even jealous of her past. She lives the high life from Paris to Beijing, but that's the life of an actress. 

And when I say actress, I don't mean that she's wallowing in soap operas, on the contrary, at this level acting is an art, or rather a miracle, because she's a wonderful girl, in one of the most famous theatre companies in the world, and it's obviously hard to resist the courtship of men at 22, with a sexy look. But I'm not interested in men, I can forgive her, I love her, we have such fond memories and I'm a memory centric. 

- Ah, Zoli shut up! 

I'm trying to talk things over with myself... I'm not even sure that anything will happen, because it hasn't happened yet, our sexual life is harmonious, I always desire her, she always desires me, why should she want anything else?

I calm down, I take a deep breath, I go through his diary, which I found by chance once and started reading, she doesn't know about it, I always put it back... This damn diary started all my suffering, I should
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