How I let the camp get me

Every year in summer I try to solve the same problem: where and how to spend some days in August to avoid a family holiday in the garden. I cannot find a problem in staying at home alone for a week, but I cannot win this fight with my family. However, this is another story. And so I try to find an alternative every year, which is getting really hard as I don't know many people and everybody has his/her own program for the holidays. And so, when a friend forwarded me an e-mail about the international summer camp in Tokaj, I thought, this could be it for this year.

Well, in April it is so easy to nod to anything that should happen in August. It seems so distant and easy. But as the time came closer, I got pretty scared. "Listen, if I cannot go on, you have to take me back home, even though in the middle of the camp or even if you liked it there," I said to a friend whom I talked into going there with me.

I must have been born an anti-camper. I've never liked, or better, I've never been able to do what camps usually offer: no sports, no water, no long walking, nothing. But above all, why should a loner like me go to a place where everybody is expected to be easy-going and talkative all day long? Oh, what a challenge! At least, if I wasn't a total abstainer, as Tokaj is such a famous wine area.

First relief - my three roommates seem to be really nice at first sight. Good. And then, day by day, I find them more and more wonderful. So, the camp can start. Ice-breaking games. I can hardly remember few names, let alone match them with voices and people they belong to. But nevermind, maybe I'm not alone. 

First walk in the nature. And that was a moment when I finally let the camp get me. The countryside with all its sounds and smells was so peaceful, even walking felt perfectly right, that I just had to get at peace with all my limits, blocks and fears. Since that moment on all the week became a kaleidoscope of great and exciting moments, relax and experiences. 

Porcelain factory. Great. I have always loved this kind of excursions. To see how the things are made, what procedures it takes, is usually very interesting. We often forget the value of human labour and inventiveness. Climbing the hill to get to a castle was quite enough, but my untrained body was merciful and let me do it.

Gigantic bobsleigh railway! I had no doubts I would love it, the faster, the better. I didn't know something so great for my imagination could be so bad for my stomach. So it seems I have to give up my desire to try a Formula 1 car. What a discovery! 

One of the greatest moments was touching a waterfall. I love touching streaming water and I never miss a chance to explore any city fountain. But how could be any fountain, however sophisticated, compared to a natural waterfall? I was perfectly led to get as close to it as possible and to touch it. 

And, of course, there was much more: cave bath, waterbike, adventure park, wine cellar, everything brought something new, funny, interesting. What I really appreciated a lot about this camp was that the evenings were free. From what I heard before about many camps I almost believed that the main goal of them was to destroy people. In this camp we could try a lot of activities and there was not a moment of boredom, but still there was no rushing and one did not feel like being dragged from one thing to another. And during such free evenings I discovered showdown. It was love at first sight. Of course, I knew before that this game existed and some people I know played it in my country. But I would just never think of trying it, who knows why. But there in a special "camp mood" it felt perfectly natural. I was excited just to observe other players, hearing a ball rolling from side to side, let alone playing it myself. One of the most surprising things for me in this camp - I love showdown! 

But above all the activities there were people. Organizers were just incredible. I cannot believe people can be so well-trained. No, these people must be so nice naturally, it can hardly be taught. They were easy-going, patient, attentive, willing. There was not a big pressure on mobility which is often quite stressful. There was always some help at hand. Let's hope it was not only a strain for them and they also managed to enjoy it like participants did.

Communication in a camp is a very special phenomenon. On one hand, of course, there must be a lot of small talks. Sure, we all have to start somewhere, so we get through our jobs, hobbies, sisters and brothers again and again. But then, it is quite surprising how easily people are ready to pull out their very deep insights. Anyway, it feels great to meet people without previous image or reputation, it is really like "a touch of freedom". 

This camp was really extraordinary for me and I will keep great memories from it. What else can I say? It just got me.

Zelka

