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    Preface


    Those who like Nature can find exciting stories in this book about hunting. The author collected his experiences beginning from his childhood, when he first got in closer contact with hunting and shared it with the reader in the way, that they can feel the ‘pulse’ of the time and feel the smell of the corn fields, the moorland and reeds, the rivers and creeks where his hunting took place. For the lovers of exotic experiences he also describes how they prepared to hunt for Siberian foxes and what devices they used in the polar cold to get the GAZ 69 car go. When reading the book you can face your own thoughts and emotions, everyday happiness and sorrows as they are reflected by the writer. You can also get to know quite a lot of people, from California to the world of the mysterious Taiga, and of course the Hungarian way of life as it is indicated in their hunting habits. A kind of proximity between the faithful companion of the people, the dogs, and their owners is also expressed by Laslo, who describes in an amazing way how the four legged fellows react to human feelings, concerns and their everyday lives. So, if you really want to get closer to the Nature and intend to understand more about yourself and the behavior of your mates, this book is written for you. Read it and have real pleasure.

  


  
    The geese mainly fly in the shape of a ’V’


    We met at the Stop cafe shop early in the morning in the middle of winter. It was an old building at the corner of a junction: the main road went towards Yugoslavia – the border was not far, some thirty kilometers from there – and the other one, our road, went to the neighboring settlement, called Szeremle. As this village was some three kilometers from Baja, quite a lot of people, mainly intellectuals, decided to move there. They could buy houses at quite a low price there, and the bus service was well organized, so traveling to work was no problem for them. In this way they could create some capital from the sum, which they had when they sold their flat or house in the town. This shop was not far from the bus stop, so it was a pleasant place for them to wait until the bus came.


    The American arrived in his Jeep. The people, entertaining themselves in the pub, were looking at the machine, guessing, who will get out of it, anticipating that it would be a foreigner, as the 4 wheel driven machine was not familiar for them and it had a Californian registration number. It was the only car at that time in Baja, which had no Hungarian number plate.


    Our accompanying hunter fellow had not come yet, so we decided to go into the wooden building, mainly to warm up our legs and feet. We went to the shop and greeted the quests. They said ’hello’. The air, full of cigarette smoke was becoming more and more dense as a result of some three or four guys, as they were puffing while discussing some issues about their everyday lives. Probably this company also gathered here to warm up their limbs and bodies, just like us. A young girl, wearing jeans and hot leather boots, aged 17 or 18 came to us and offered some alcoholic beverage but we ordered coffee. She went back, disappeared behind the bar, turned on the music machine and soon we heard the coffee maker sizzle.


    We drank our coffees, sitting at a small table which was covered by a linoleum table cloth and were listening to spicy local gossips, accompanying by light pop music, coming from behind the bar. After a short time I noticed through the opaque glass of the window that a green UAZ was parking just beside our Jeep. Our hunter fellow got out of it while breathing vapor clouds into the cold air. He put on his fur hat, accurately locked the door of the car, had another look at the machine standing next to him and headed to the shop.


    – He has arrived at last – told I the American.
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