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			To André and Bence

			DREAMING REALITY

			I am 43 years old, hopefully somewhere halfway in my earthly existence. During my life so far, which has not been lacking crucial turning points, I have let the knowledge that I believed to be indisputable crumble away into uncertainty, only to witness the incomprehensible to convert into truth in the most inexplicable situations. Today, I am only sure of one thing: every single person is here for a reason and comes into this world with a corresponding set of tools and superpowers. My superpower is: dreaming. 

			In my early twenties, when I was a young wife, a new cycle appeared among my dreams that were showing me direction and were arranged serially. Our marriage ended without having children. I was 28 years old. I was searching for many years and did not find an explanation that could have been comprehensible and reassuring to my mind for how two children, who had loved each other so purely and selflessly, could become two such incompatible adults. 

			My series of dreams did not stop until my mid-thirties. Perhaps this was the longest series, it lasted more than 10 years. At the age of 36, my last relationship, in which the idea of a biological child was still on the list of achievable dreams, reached a dead end. After the irrevocable separation, I went through a very deep crisis that lasted 9 months: several lesions with medium severity developed in my body and were deemed to be surgically removed while I was trying to overcome the pain that although there were no health reasons to prevent it, the hitherto certainty of having biological children was turning into the certainty of impossibility. This was the first thing I let go of permanently – and consciously – in my present life. Until then, I was sure that sooner or later I could accomplish everything that appeared in my wake dreams. I went through this journey alone, without any medical or emotional support.

			I recovered both physically and emotionally; new certainties emerged within me, which I still find difficult to share with others. So far, only one person’s presence has given me the feeling of safety spanning over reality so that I could openly talk about it. I would like to express my gratitude to this person that today I am already capable of writing these lines. I am writing at the request of many, but before this, there has been a great deal of soul searching of how much I can share of it to the outside world. All or nothing – this is what I felt the entire time. 

			The dream
A child is running towards me. I cannot see their face. They are around 2 or 3 years old and sometimes appear as a girl and sometimes as a boy. I take them in my arms. I know that they were not delivered to this world by me, but from this moment on, I am responsible for them. Forever. I am struck by the weight of irreversible responsibility, but the embrace of the child seeking protection overwrites everything. I have a strong feeling: I will take responsibility for them.

			At the age of 37, I was there, already healed inside, standing by the ruins of my outer life. I was looking for new life goals because the old ones had crumbled into dust. I was sure of one thing: I was done with the baby project once and for all. In about two months, however, I accepted a request that I had never thought of: translating the book of an author whose existence had been completely unknown to me before. This encounter is my epiphany: the life event that turns one’s life upside down to an extent that a clear distinction can be made between the “before” and the “after” stages. When I already thought I was completely healed and could let go of the pain of impossibility, I found myself in the middle of a process that I could not control. It cut straight to my bones, stirred everything up again, and at the end of it I felt: “if parenting can be so wonderful, then I still want to have a child”.

			I did not fully understand what was happening to me: in a few months’ time I found myself working with families who had small children, translating books, writing articles, mentoring a teenage boy as part of his unschooling. A bit later, I was giving lectures, working in free learning projects and I had my own book publishing company in which I was in charge of the subject that thus became my personal mission.

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
		




















































	

OEBPS/image/AlomB1_EN.jpg
Izabella Réman

Dreaming
Reality

The
True Story of
an Adoption

&

LEIKESEDES TANULAS SZABADSAG





OEBPS/image/logo_szurke_atlatszo.png
e

LFIKESEDES
TARULAS
SIABADSAG





OEBPS/font/AGaramondPro-Regular.otf


OEBPS/font/AGaramondPro-SemiboldItalic.otf


OEBPS/font/GillSansMTPro-Light.otf


OEBPS/font/AGaramondPro-Italic.otf


