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Bártfai Zoltán László ev.
Zoltán László Bártfai wrote the short story "Inferno" based on his own original screenplay inspired by a true story.
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In every story; just as in life... there are good parts and bad parts, ups and downs and peaks and troughs.This statement is especially true for this story, because: this writing is the series of events we have all experienced. That is why we are going to start this narrative with a sad part; there is nothing to embellish what happened... 

I don't want to bore the readers with a long description... but I would like to say that this volume of the short story series is not the happiest; okay: there will be happier hours, but overall this part, like the previous one, is about the trials and tribulations of the family. It could easily be said that God tests us by putting a burden on our shoulders; some say it is to broaden our shoulders... that's the sportsmen's view; others say it is to strengthen our faith in God by enduring trials: 

They are the church workers... priests, apprentice priests... My opinion is different: but what is certain is that God does not renounce anyone and has chosen everyone for everything... the question is whether we accept the challenge, the trial, that determines the identity of the chosen in this system. The other is, even if we accept it, how do we come out of it? 

Happily... sadly? Because let's face it: the essence of life is to seek and find happiness...
That is why ninety-nine percent of the lacunae of the Earth, and of course with a very conservative estimate; spiritually... live their existence from now until tomorrow. What does all this mean? Just that we are suffering or happy in our time in the flesh here on planet Earth at just the right distance from the Sun, where there is liquid water and of course oxygen for all the vegetation on Earth... that is a miracle in itself... the first miracle.
The ability to think and the will power to do anything is a miracle... the second miracle.
The silhouette of life is death, and the silhouette of death is life: all I can say is: it's been figured out for sure... and that's the third miracle. Of course, that doesn't rule out the possibility of no more miracles, but I think that's enough for happiness, and Gods certainly didn't have a small job to put these three miracles together by themselves. 
xxx

Actors in the story:
Zoltán László Bártfai (Zoli Bártfai) (Worm)
Bártfai Jázmin: Bártfai Anna Léna (Anna)
Khoury Taleb Diana (Diana)
Khoury Taleb Mohamed (Hamed) (Jerk)

Khoury Taleb Hamdan (Hamdan)
Julianna Tárnoky (Anna)
Grandma: Mrs Gyula Tárnoky (Grandma)
The planes and their crew are all fictional.
The other members of the Khoury Taleb family and the
and the other characters involved are all fictional, constructed and designed; due to the protection of personal rights, I am not at liberty to include any of them in the story...
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At the Gates of Beirut

-What did you say, my dear? I want to hear that again...

-King King Sin!

-Yes; that's the baby I love... come here honey; I want to give you a kiss...

-Yeah; I'll give you a little advance... when we're in Beirut I'll do it, but you have to understand that all this stress is a bit much for me right now... I can't change as fast as you!

-Aha, which one? What exactly do you mean; because there were a couple of situations!?

-Zoli shit... I'm thinking that my brother was taken away at this moment: for at least 24 months in the army; and maybe I've seen him for the last time... fuck; can you understand that? And not here; I'm talking about some shithole barracks in Budapest with a minibar for elite high school dicks and water polo players...

-This is fucking Lebanon... got it?

-Yeah, I know... there's Israel and...

Diana drowns the word in Zoltan's knowing face...

-Now, stop introducing the fucking neighbours... 

-I...

-What? 

-I just didn't know you hated the Jews so much...

-Don't say that word! I don't hate anybody; I'm just sick of it... I've got your daughter hanging all over me... got it? -You've got my tits in a twist! -I don't even fucking recognize my tits anymore.

-My God...

-Leave me... look at me! I'm running on empty; the baby and the stress are sucking all my strength out, honey. Do you understand?

-Don't be angry, honey; I understand... I think Hamed is having a great time.

-...

Diana shakes her head and a mocking smile appears on the corner of her mouth.

-I know that... but only as long as he has cigarettes...

-I think that in the Lebanese army, a cigarette is as much an accessory as, say, a bullet.

-...

-Gyere, come here.

Zoltan says with his seductive cheekbones, but the expected effect seems to be missing.

-I can't hear a word in this racket, my love...

Ah, it's all clear now, Diana can't understand a word of the noise around her; honk honk honk and honk... Arabic shouting; but what is this word that has already caught Zoltán's attention and he keeps repeating it, but somehow it doesn't come out of his mouth like it does Diana's...

It can only be Yalla, which is pronounced Jalla; it means come on, quick, come on, come on, come on... or Diana's favourite translation: 

"fuckoff."

So that's how this confession of love unfolded here in the back of God's backyard on the shores of the Mediterranean Sea at the only common coastal border crossing between Lebanon and Syria, where several unexpected things happened; one of them - and I say in order: Anna can now eat and defecate at the same time while sleeping, Zoli learned the actual meaning of the word yalla, learned that in Beirut the serenade of autodudes gets even rougher and you're sure to go crazy; and finally... what's the last one? 

Oh yeah; Hamed was conscripted by the immediately judgmental Lebanese army... well, so much for Eastern hospitality in a nutshell. - But let us go on our way; for Beirut is impatient for European invaders; and whoever does not respect the soul of Beirut will be punished cruelly... It will be well to remember that. 

If you happen to be travelling in this fiery red German open-top sports car, here's what you can capture with your lovely little camera: 

Along a coastal highway towards Beirut along the coast, the power of the sun almost filling every empty corner of one's soul... the feeling of lack in one's soul; it simply evaporates and is replaced by some other sublime feeling; yes: balance... because let's face it, this is the feeling that every human being is so desperately seeking, knowingly or unknowingly... 

What I am trying to say, dear reader, is that the greatest and most basic things are always terribly simple and gentle... It is a good and pleasant feeling of life: a mood and its continuity; as for example: Health is tangible and palpable without stress and anxiety; how interesting that ice is hard compared to water, often like tempered glass, and they are separated by only one degree; the power of sunlight, and I do not mean solar energy, but the power of light; for this light banishes all unhappiness from the soul of man... 

And when mixed with the flavour of the sea, it is one of the most powerful antidepressants, but without the toxins... 

So we are accompanied by picturesque images like these and more; historic pastry shops; the world-famous Tripoli sweets, historic ruins, Büblos one of the oldest settlements in the world... and a world-leading 10,000-year-old law school.

Suddenly, darkness falls upon the car's occupants; a tunnel into which the blinding sunlight makes a great contrast, a few moments for the human eye to adjust to the darkness... that moment arrives after a short time; and I must say, the bmw has been flying blind so far... 

The cleared image reveals to the travellers the structure of the tunnel; a solid rock wall; a tunnel of rock arches hundreds of metres long, which will certainly bring goose bumps to any unwary person's skin; the temperature has dropped almost twenty degrees in a few moments.

As we emerge from the tunnel, a picture of fairytale proportions comes into our mind's eye: fairytale Beirut in the Switzerland of the East. Beautiful high-rise buildings with emerald green and sky blue glass towers, a surging crowd, honking horns and a sign on the side of the road...

Beirut...

-Stop at the shaorma vendor!

Says Diana, suddenly angry; whose stomach has most likely been chewed by wolves born of stomach acid for some time now... Well?

-Here at the gyroshop; I'm starving... you know my lover here is called shaorma.

Rebeg's Diana, the wolf-hungry one, who has to feed two people... and one is more voracious than the other
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