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	1 Foreword (translated)



This is not just something to see.

This book is for those who know how precious time is, and still gift themselves a few minutes of true attention. Short, vivid stories that delight the eye and speak to the soul.

Moments of ordinary people come alive here, events that become extraordinary precisely because they are born in the everyday, yet are anything but mundane. You, the reader, might want to keep a tissue nearby. Recognizing that the greatest stories are sometimes born in the quietest hours… is incomparable.

Some stories touch on sensitive themes. If you've made it this far, that alone is worthy of recognition. This book was made for you, thoughtful, feeling readers who understand that the inner world deserves attention too.

A reader lives a thousand lives. The reader who never reads just one.─ George R. R. Martin

To Jani: who never wrote a word, but stood behind every sentence. This book is as much his as it is mine.
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Oh, how much our Danube must have seen since it began pouring through our little homeland. The green bridge of Dunaföldvár stood majestically above the river, embracing it. Beneath it, the vast, greenish-shimmering water flowed quietly, regally. Occasionally, a breeze would rush across it, carrying a warm scent of fish. But that day, it was quieter than usual. Perhaps it was waiting for something.

Four fishing rods hung over its banks, dipping into the water. The bite indicators didn’t move at all. Such is a fisherman’s luck. Sometimes the net is bursting with fish. Other times, the only sentence uttered at home is: “Where are the fish? In the water.”

Rebekah, who’s about the size of a small mountain well, okay, a smaller rock, glanced enviously at her neighbor, whose net occasionally flapped with a fish. Perhaps the fish was asking for its freedom back, which Andrew or rather Andy, had stolen from it at dawn. Since then, he hadn’t had a single bite either. Still, he watched his fishing buddy with smug satisfaction from the corner of his eye. “I’ve caught a fish. You haven’t,” his gaze seemed to say. Granted, it was just a crucian carp, but still, a fish.

Rebekah stood up and rummaged through her bag, leaning over it. Her large head cast a shadow so big an entire ant colony could hide in it. Her braided hair fell forward over her shoulder, like a thin ship’s rope. Even the color matched. Her top nearly spilled her breasts out, and her tight pants creaked in protest against the movement. Andy’s blue eyes filled with desire. His very blue gaze misted over at the sight.

A red, tempting apple emerged from the bag.

Rebekah sat back down with her prize.

─ Want half? ─ she asked in a deep bear-like voice that could make a wolf drop to its belly in fear.

 Andy swallowed hard and nodded. He watched as Rebekah pulled out her pocketknife and sliced the apple lengthwise. All desire vanished from the man’s eyes, replaced by offended anger. No human’s eyes could be any bluer.



─ You’re supposed to cut apples crosswise,─ he said in a tone both insulting and dismissive.

Rebekah jumped up and towered over him. A crow flew past them but turned back, cawing in fright, into the trees.

─ What’s your problem, man? I always cut apples this way. No one’s ever complained. ─ Now the local wildlife was certain: a bear lived near Dunaföldvár.

Any other creature, earthly or foreign, would have stayed silent, Andy barely reached his opponent Rebekah’s chest. But Andy wasn’t that kind of man.

─ Because you’re a disgusting, stupid goose, that’s why no one dares say anything to you! ─ he shouted, beside himself, still seated, blocking the sun with Rebekah’s body. 

The woman turned away. Maybe the sight of the water would calm her. Two boats passed each other on the river. Sailors by the railing watched the scene unfold. So they witnessed her humiliation. Her nostrils flared. Her eyes clouded over .Her fist moved toward the man, unstoppable, to avenge the insult.

But Andy wasn’t born yesterday. He pushed himself back with the chair, dodging the blow, somersaulted backward, and landed on his feet. He grabbed a bucket of water to defend himself. He poured its contents into the furious woman’s face to cool her down. To cool down his enraged opponent.



Cheering erupted from the boats. From both boats. Rebekah froze from the cold, wet attack. Then, with the roar of a wild bull, she charged at brave Andy. The animals fled toward Kecskemét. The cheering grew louder.

The wrestling match began. Her thin top surrendered. Now lewd comments mixed with the cheers. Her breasts danced freely in the riverside arena. The two anglers tore at each other wherever they could. Neither seemed willing to back down. Raw strength clashed with feline agility.

Then a desperate horn blast cut through the surface of the water. The boats were dangerously close to each other. The fight stopped. Now the two anglers watched the approaching disaster. But thank God, it missed the peeping sailors’ vessel.

Now, using indecent words, the sailors sent the still-entangled couple on the shore back to their mother’s backside. The anger was surely carried away by the Danube’s waters.

Andy looked at the half-naked Rebekah, sighed, and took off his blue shirt, handing it to her. While the woman struggled to squeeze her large body into the tiny shirt, Andy washed the two apple halves in the Danube. He handed one to the woman with a smile. She looked ridiculous in the tiny blue top.

– Next time, cut the apple crosswise, – he added firmly.– But some people never learn.

– My mother must’ve told you that already, Rebekah.

– We’ll settle this at home, –  the woman muttered, defeated. She plopped into her chair. But the smile spread to her face too.

Andy leaned down and placed a gentle kiss on Rebekah’s lips. – My Rebekah, our marriage is hard, but it’s the best.



 Because the one God meant for you, you’ll push them in a wheelbarrow if you have to.
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