'' Let's go to the beach tonight. There will be a chick fight. '' Marko was proposing as

we were sitting and eating our afternoon burek pie. He had cheese and I had

apple burek pie. At that time I still didn't have a crush on cheese in my life. He was

speaking quietly so that my mom would not hear and distract us from the plan. I

dumbfoundedly wondered:'' What?'' Marko said,'' Oh, I found out today, there is some

chick fight arranged and it's about some guy.'' I said again: ''What?''. But it was too

good to miss out. Yes, yes, we have to see that. I really have no idea what we said

to my mum because at the age of eight or nine, how old I was then, even in my

dreams, she wouldn't have let me go to the beach even with my few months younger

cousin. At that time they were telling me scary stories, for example that someone will

kidnap me and take me across the sea to Italy on a boat for who knows what. You'll

have to beg likea little gypsy girl. My dad would add that at least I would fit that role.

But somehow that night Marko and I managed to sneak out. We arrived there a bit

earlier than the fight was scheduled for in order to safely hide behind nearby smallish

rocks. And really, at the appointed time there were two clans, about a dozen girls

from each side to cheer on their friend. And so the fight began soon. I do not know,

I do not remember the outcome of the fight, and who in the end got the guy. Even

then we did not figure that out, but certainly not before or ever after have I seen

such a scene. No, it was not a chick fight, a little scratching and hair pulling. The

main protagonist of the fight werembeating each other for ten minutes on the floor.

Of course there was the pulling and scratching, but acutal blows preavailed. Small

pebbles flew in all directions, and the cheerleaders were thunderous.

I often had such adventures with my cousin Marko. For years we spent the holidays

in Pirovac, a little place in Dalmatia, on the Croatian coast. I remember many years

ago, we were there for Easter. It was still very cold, I had a blue Yassa tracksuit on. I

was laying face down on the pier near by the rock behind which we were hiding that

evening, I was trying to collect as many little snails as possible. At one point Marko

pushed me into the sea, I know it was not out of malice but out of curiosity, to see

what would happen. I was terrified I was panicking, sea was over my head and at

that time I still did not know how to swim. Luckily my older cousin ​managed to pull me

out. Marko tried to hide under the bridge of a mini golf terrain at the nearby Podravka

resort, but even that did not help. On his return home he was beaten and I got bad

pneumonia.

After our night adventure for the next day another one was planned. Let's go and

watch slugs' again Marko suggested. That day my mum was supposed to go

to a check-up at another town, Sibenik, so we had a whole day just for our new

expedition. I can still vividly remember the scenes I imagined at that moment, the

massive amounts of slugs creeping all over each other. I was already planning

to be an artist when I grow up, but it seemed to me just as interesting to be an

archaeologist or an investigator for National Geographic with a focus on research

animals. So the idea of ​going to the fields covered with slugs was extremely attractive

to me. Our older cousin Daniel joined us on this expedition. We hopped on a small

rubber boat and the boys began to paddle. They paddled and paddled, and I

insisted:'' Where are the slugs, where are the slugs?''. '' Hang on Martina, Daniel was

not too happy with me shouting. I was being patient but there were no slugs on the

horizon, we were approaching a nudist beach. Daniel said:'' Hide yourself so they

won't notice we aren't naked. Back then, I still had nothing to hide so I said if it's for

slugs, so what if we have to pass nude beach. It took me quite a while until I figured

out how my cousins ​and I had a slightly different idea of ​the meaning of the word.

Upon returning, the ocean currents were making a lot of problems, so we came home

much later than we originally planned. We were completely burnt from the sun.My

mom had already returned, she seemed visibly upset.
