Saturday, 5th November 2016

My weekend was quite exciting and surprisingly nice, because usually the only good kind of weekend for me is this one which doesn't require me to put my pants on. And I even did my first illegal thing!

So I went to Warsaw with my parents and friends to see one of our favourite bands live - well, they're not exactly my parents' favourite but they agreed to drive us there because they're the best – my parents, I mean.
And about the illegal part - it was forbidden to take bottle tops with you to the hall, and I hid mine in my shoe. I managed to get past guards because of my perfectly studied poker face but the rush of adrenaline was unbelievable (later I threw the bottle top anyway because I felt guilty). Thanks to my height I couldn't see much during the concert, but the main pros of tall friends are:

a) they can take things from high shelves for you

b) carry you on their shoulders at concerts

and I brought my friend for a reason. And the few parts of the performance I could see were honestly insane.

On our way back from Warsaw we stopped the car at a gas station at 1:30 a. m. and gas stations after midnight are places made for making contacts with ghosts and getting lost among the motionless trucks that seem like skyscrapers.

And then there was this HUGE dog lying at the doorstep (if you could imagine the biggest dog you have seen in your life, this one was probably bigger) and it looked like it was right about to open its mouth and ask us what walks on four legs in the morning, two legs in the afternoon and three legs in the evening. So it was our need to pee vs the fear the dog will wake up when we try to step over it and swallow us into another dimension. You are not picturing it big enough.

And the highway was empty; it felt like our gas station was the only place left. I can bet that if I leaned my feet beyond the kerb there would be nothing down there. But of course we got home safely because my dad is a damn good driver.

It was a nice weekend.

Saturday, 12th November 2016

I woke up at six as I promised to my friends even if my last words to them were "AT SIX? you have to be nuts" - as you can see, dear diary, despite my words I was willing to make great sacrifices. And of course I wouldn't do that if I didn't know it would will be worth it - we were going to an Asian culture convention for the weekend. I was quite excited even though my only contact with the Asian culture was when my friends shoved sushi into my mouth once (and I spat it out).

We stood in a one-hour queue - no one really well-rested - breathing clouds out of our mouths, tugging bags and snapping knuckles, red from the cold. It was a beautiful cacophony inside. People were flowing down the hallways like sea, people and non-people; I've seen at least two skeletons and one hundred pokemons and after two hours you weren't really sure if those were people dressed as them or really them. You could buy almost everything - from homemade stickers to human-sized pillows. One girl who was selling her art asked if she could pat my head - it may sound weird but quite a lot of people do this when you have shaved hair and aren't a guy - and scolded me I didn't cosplay as Eleven from Stranger Things.

In a way, it was such a comforting feeling to be there. It felt like I was 12 again, overexcited endlessly, unable to sleep at night because that bloody final fight in Naruto episode 215 blew my mind, recreating Pokemon battles at the playground and stories soaking in underneath my skin like I was a sponge.

Knowing our superpower to throw money around without thinking, we were all scared we would sooner or later die from hunger, and to avoid that we decided to take some reserves from home. So we ended up with two toasters and an ENORMOUS amount of bread. There wasn't a moment when at least one of the toasters wasn't on - the beeping sound saying "hey, your 32nd pair of toasts is now ready!!!" was blasting out every five minutes. I can bet we caused at least two or three loses of light in the city because we couldn't stop our eternal hunger.

At night, we drove to Tesco with opening of Naruto playing so loud we could barely hear each other laughing at the top of our lungs. We bought nut butter and headache pills, hugging every teddy bear on kids' section along the way and pressing the sound button on every toy. It felt like an adventure, unreal, like you could throw things off the shelves and nothing would have happened.

When we got back, it was snowing - the biggest snowflakes I had seen, it felt like a miracle. Like the god himself said, hey, send them some of our top-shelf snow. We were calling each other bad names and kissing each other's cheeks; I can advise you to do it often - it can transfer the warmth of your friends' bodies directly into your heart.

There was a high pitched black behind the window as we sat on the stairs. People were passing us, dressed like pokemons. The terrible coffee from the vending machine slowly burned our finger prints. We played Tekken until 4:00 a.m., until our fingers couldn't hit the combo buttons in time anymore.

There wasn't enough space in the sleeprooms and people slept scattered on the floor so it was almost impossible to cross the hallway without stepping on somebody's hand and feeling like a total jerk. And we tricked them all - because of our dirty contacts I can't write about, we were given a secret key to a secret place under the ground.

So we slept on the floor in our secret basement, all together, even if we had a couch and two armchairs and the smallest tv I had ever seen. It's not like we could sleep on it, that's just a cool thing to mention. The last thing I remember saying was "oh my god... how much bread is left"...

Sunday, 13th November 2016

...and Sunday has been cancelled after I nearly passed out in McDonald's.

Saturday, 10th December 2016

Today I've been invited to my friends' house, the two brothers I've known practically since we were born. One of them started studying digital art recently so now we usually see each other once a month on Saturday - always at 4 p.m. and I'm always ten minutes late.

We have spent half of our lives together; trousers dirty with grass, knees smashed to red, sand in shoes, watching Star Wars for the first time, sweaty shirts and puffed cheeks, killing each other with plastic swords over and over, stomachs aching with laughter. We have been pirates together, game characters, Jedi Knights, comic writers. We still call each others' mum "aunt".

Their mum has got Alzheimer. She doesn't remember my name any more and still confuses it with something else but everytime I visit she compliments me on my shoes or my t-shirt or my shaved head and still laughs about how I will marry one of their sons and leave the other one broken-hearted.

One evening when we were kids, we were playing outside and the whole sky suddenly went dark, clouds almost touching the roofs. We ran to their place and I remember lying on the floor and the raindrops hitting the window like bullets. I was reading some of their science magazine for teenagers out loud, something about the black holes and the possibility of our planet being likely to be swallowed one day and everything ceasing to exist because the G-force would stretch our bodies and then rip them in halves, and the universe wouldn't even notice, we were reading about how time was fake. It felt like we were solving a big mystery, like we were holding a top-top-top-secret information in our hands and we all had this weird feeling in our stomachs, the big bang itself echoing from our heart chambers, telling us that everything will be different from now on, crushing our 12 year old kids' version of the world all at once. I think it was a turning point for every one of us but I don't even know if they remember it.

I will ask them next month.
