'' Excuse me, excuse me, but could you now go to your place'', I hear the air hostess'

voice, and glancing up I can see a middle-aged British guy and his I'm guessing wife,

nervously hopping in place. They had probably been there for some time, but they

probably did not find it appropriate to ask if I could move from their seats.

I'm getting back to my own and the first two seats are already taken by some people

who are directing me nervous gazes, thinking where have you been, now we have to

get up and pass by you. They had already taken over the folding table and all of Croatia

and Duty Free magazines. The good thing was that we weren't flying from Zagreb

because probably by that time they would have taken their own meals out, which I

witnessed on one occasion, Mr. and Mrs. sat down and took Burek pies out. Each one

had their own, still wrapped in greasy white paper from the bakery. It's not that it would

bother me it would just make my eyes fall out and I would die of jealousy. But people

I was supposed to sit near by this time didn't do that, so I just thought: sorry I met my

friend, we chatted a bit.

They asked me, politely but with well-known British passive aggressiveness, lightning in their eyes and cramped smile:

'' Would you maybe like us to move to the window side?'' I said,'' Oh, no, no, thank you'll

be fine there.'' Well, you will not get my window seat booked a month in advance.

Usually I fall asleep before the plane takes off, but this time I did not, I was somehow

excited, but at the same time I was terribly annoyed by the guy sitting next to me, he

was permanently overtaking the armrest from me, I guess, for punishment, and I thought

at least the food will be served soon.

But than something unexpected has happened, what? Some horrible food reduction

on Croatia Airlines flights, when did they cut it down? Great that I didn't have much for

my breakfast and missed lunch, so that my preebooked sea food menu wouldn't be

wasted and then nothing. At the same time the monitors above us were playing some

delicious delicacies like paski cheese. And a covered one sitting next to me left

her cherry strudel I wanted to chop it away from her while she was not watching. Friends

usually make fun of me by saying that in restaurants I look like I'm about to steal a piece

of food from the other people's tables. What can I do when it always seems someone

else ordered something tastier than me.

When the guy next to me, I guess got bored of overtaking the armres, fell asleep or

better to say just crashed on the coffee table in front, he managed to spill a full glass of

water on me. He got terribly upset and started apologizing manically, and I thought, yeah

apologize now.

I was there, soaked with water till the end of the flight and I was not particularly

happy with it as I'm a bit like an old aunty always taking care of my kidneys and

the surrounding area but there is nothing better than to make a British pearson feel

uncomfortable. Off course, because of their own mistakes.

When we landed, Zagreb was tropical.
