
When coming to Sao Paulo, Alinka, an old friend of my parents hosted me in her house. I 
live in a small room, in the old children’s dormitory.
The house is in the inner periphery of the city, from outside it looks like a normal middle-
class family house. It has a small yard and at the back a small lush garden.
To me, it seemed to be a Brazilian home, but Brazilians find it very European.
Alinka emigrated to Brazil after the revolution in 1956 against the Socialist regime in 
Hungary with her mother and her brother. Her (adopted) cousin, Barna, who lives in the 
countryside, from time to time, when he has friends or doctors to see, he stays at Alinka’s a 
couple of days or more.
We form a strange and very harmonious living community, we have become family.
I never had the chance to spend so much time in someone else’s house. I observe it as an 
outsider, and at the same time become part of it – our own home is usual and natural and 
as guest we usually do not stay so long. I observe as the house reflects Alinka’s personality, 
I can see through it’s system slowly, I feel it’s little changes, it’s cyclus. I melted into home’s 
life, a few things have changes because of me, and it forms me too.
I realize that in fact all homes are such systems, that the space and objects, habitants and 
guests, foods and plants all form and endless variation of incomparable own little universes.
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Every morning Alinka makes his rounds in the garden, most of 

the time still in robe, and verifies if her plants grow straight, if 

everything is in order. She collect the harvest, there is always 

a handful of ripe red berries. If she does not have time to take 

care of the garden in the morning, she inspects her plants in the 

evening with a torch. 
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Lately Daniel came infrequently to plan and then execute the pergola. He 

took measures, brought and carried supplies and equipment, and so on. 

Saturday around noon Everaldo, an old friend, usually rings the bell for a brief 

visit.

As of habit Wayne arrives to seek Alinka before the concert. His 

punctualness is exagerated. Waiting with unshaken patience doesn’t accept 

anything offered to him while waiting.



Alinka found on the Internet a description of how to cultivate her 

favorite flower, tulips, in Brazil. She brought the Hungarian bulbs a year 

ago and began a long process putting them into a suitable soil for 6 

months, then in the freezer, then two months out in her yard, and then 

again for three months in the freezer, and then placed in a sunny spot 

and watering it every day.

On the third day of the last period we found the pot half empty: a cat 

scratched the ground and stole the tulip bulbs. 







The bridal veil, which had been for years protecting 

children from mosquitoes, now protects tomatoes from 

pests. In the summer it will go beneath the coffee tree, 

making it easier to collect the grains falling without 

harming the growth of grass beneath the cover.





The kitchen has two high stools at the counter, they serve at breakfast. 

Occasionally the legs of banks, become wobbly, the they lose their stability. It 

is time for them to be used carefully, as there is a risk of collapse. Then Alinka 

or Barna improvise a repair glueing and nailing the legs. After being good for a 

while, they start waggling again, asking for repair again. This periodic behavior 

make them to be as a kind of clock, or rather, kitchen calendar.



Hungarian words do not have “sex,” they aren’t distinguished by gender. 

Hungarians, even after fifty years of speaking Portuguese, we do all this 

confusion quite often.

The man on the left is Charles Simonyi (born Simonyi Károly), a Hungarian 

who emigrated to America. Developer at Microsoft, he made a super career 

and he was the fifth space tourist. 

The parents of Charles fell in love in a refugee camp in Germany in 1946, 

where they met the mother of Alinka with her two young children. They spent 

a year together in this camp and Károly, the father of Charles had helped 

greatly the family of Alinka. Years later, Alinka visited the mother of Charles in 

Budapest and received this picture, which is now in the vitrin among other dolls and 

souvenirs.



As usual, the Estadão, São Paulo’s daily newspaper, arrives early each day. 

Voluminous package of paper bringing news, information, advertising, etc.

in abundance. The heeps of unread papers grows and grows, and than 

periodically thereafter relieved, its height decreases in the room (but the 

amount of newspaper continues accumulating elsewhere, to be dispatched), to 

then grow back.



I got sick and Alinka was traveling. Then Barna was in São Paulo to look after 

me for two weeks. He spoiled me, preparing tea, going shopping, reading 

Hungarian fairy tales of old books that we found in the house, served me very 

appetizing food. He learned this while taking care of his mother that patients 

need this to have appetite. 
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