Portfolio:  
A conversation between two characters about a third
Sven, seated in the middle seat, watches Lucas boarding the plane, starts waving and shouts: 'Hey Lucas!’ 
Lucas, smiles and yells: ' Sven!' His hairstyle, fake fur, and black nail polish get some people turn their heads. 
Sven: 'The aisle seat is yours'. Lucas sits down. 
Lucas: 'Sorry, the damn Uber was late, and I had to return home for the passport.'
Sven: 'You forgot the passport! Really?'
Lucas: 'No, of course, I didn't forget my passport. Let's say, it wasn't exactly where I put it.'
Sven: 'But that just doesn't make sense, does it?'
Lucas: 'Oh well, just forget about it. We are both here now and that's what counts.’
Sven: 'Look at you, you Rockstar. But don't you think you're looking just a little too flamboyant for rural Hungary'? 
Lucas: 'Me, I haven't looked in the mirror yet, thank you for reminding me. I do some grooming before landing.’
Sven: 'That's not exactly what I am thinking about.' 
Lucas: ' So, what are you thinking about then?'
Sven: 'Did you not hear that we're staying in an LGBT-free zone? Remember, that's where they live, our new relatives.'
Lucas: 'I'm not gay or trans, am I?  You really piss me off. Whose side are you on? Are you going brown or what?'
Sven: 'Just forget about it, will you. I'm just protective, I guess.'
Lucas: 'As far as I remember, I'm still the older brother. Should that not be my job?’'  Leans out towards the aisle and waives at the flight attendant. 
Lucas: 'Two vodka martinis, please, and what would you like?'
Sven: 'A beer, thank you.'
Lucas: 'So how is my sister-in-law doing?'
Sven: She’s struggling with her MS, she has a care assistant over now whilst I'm away.'
Lucas: 'Well, you need a holiday from it too, don't you?'
Drinks are being served by a Hungarian flight attendant.
Lucas: 'Köszönöm '. 
The flight attendant Zsófia: 'Szívesen'.  
Lucas whispers: 'Gosh, those Hungarian babes are hot - don't you think?' 
Sven: 'That bigot attitude somehow does not work well in black nail polish and pink hair.'
Lucas: 'You're so out of touch. This is what they all want; it's a chick magnet.'
Sven: 'That's ridiculous, nobody says that anymore.' 
Lucas: '… says what?'
Sven: 'The chick magnet thing, it's so sixties – rat-pack style.
Lucas: 'You're married; how would you know.'
Sven:' You got it from dad. He's been a monstrous womanizer all his life.'
Lucas: 'Well, you should know. I only met him once, but he did brag nonstop about the trophy women in his life. Is he still at it, do you think? 
Sven: He's got a new girlfriend. I heard he's a kept man nowadays. At 70, would you believe? Father dearest has no shame. The woman is a widow.' 
Lucas: 'So he still knows how to play the field, the old man?'
Sven: 'Quite right. Every day is like a Hungarian operetta, roses and champagne. That's what he tells me.'
Lucas: ' Sounds like "Hello Dolly" twenty-four seven. She can't get enough of his Hungarian passion, I suppose. Do you think we also will become like that when we grow old?' 
Sven: 'I will stay married. Sounds exhausting if you ask me. I don't think I have that much passion in my bones.' 
Lucas: 'She will be there, won't she?’
Sven: 'Who do you think is paying for his 70th birthday celebration?'
Lucas: 'What did we get ourselves into?'
Sven: 'Didn't exactly make me feel great about going, but then there is the bonus of spending time with my bro.' 
Lucas: ‘Cheers! To our father, the great Lazlo, larger than life itself’. 
Sven: ‘Cheers!’
Lucas: 'When I was little, I used to think about dad and how it must have been for him to join forces with the Hungarian revolt at 17. Was it bravery or anger do, what you think?' 
Sven: 'Anger, for sure '. 
 Lucas: ' You’re probably right. He told me his ancestors were from the House of Habsburg.’ 
Sven: I remember, he used to tell the family history so vividly. How some relatives were hanged in the village square when the Russians took over. It seems unreal thinking about it now; with dad, things are always so spectacular, don't you think?'
Lucas: 'I don't know him that well, not like you do, anyway'. 
Sven: 'I know, will we ever get to know the man behind the myth? The truth of what really happened.' 
Lucas: 'But then, sometimes you do know. Like when I found the photos of the protests in the attic; thousands of students marched through the streets in Budapest. He was on a van with loudspeakers holding a sign in his hand saying, "Freedom to Hungary 1956". Try to imagine yourself being part of a movement so huge and giving your life to something you really believe in.’ 
Sven: ‘He was young, only 17, a true rebel fighting for justice, democracy, and a future for his people.’
Lucas: ‘Yes, I know. I was mostly in bed jerking off or playing Nintendo at that age. We were so spoiled, never had to fight for our lives, taking things for granted.’
Sven: ‘When the communists threw him in prison, he never knew whether he would live to see the next day. The daily tortures.  
Lucas: 'He did not even once reveal anything to the communist pigs, did he?'
Sven: 'No, never. What finally crushed him was when the Russians brought his father into prison. The guards walked him naked on all four like a dog, harness around his neck. The pigs kicked granddad with their boots until he bled. Dad could never overcome that. It still haunts him in the night. His PTSD trauma is for life.' 
Sven empties his beer glass. 
Sven: 'Sorry, it is a bit much. It's hard to talk about it.'
Both sit quietly for a moment.
Sven continues: ' After his escape from prison, did you know he had bullet wounds on his forehead when he was picked up at the border in Sweden?’ 
Lucas: 'Mom told me he suffered from tuberculosis when they took him to the hospital.'
Sven: 'We will never grasp the suffering the old man went through. At times, I feel he did it for us.' 
Lucas: 'What do you mean?'
Sven: 'The revolution, the escape from prison, the sacrifices he made so his children could be born in a democracy like Sweden.’
Lucas: ' Everything he was fighting for, he found in Sweden, don’t you think?'
Sven: ' everything we have and take for granted, Lazlo had to stand up and fight for.’
Lucas: ' Precisely. Fuck bro, this is such deep shit. I can't take in any more right now.'
Sven: 'Why is everything dad does so big and amazing? We should send a script to Hollywood'.
Lucas: 'Let's get some more to drink. Hey, Zsófia! One more round of the same. Thank you.' 
Drinks are being served by the Hungarian flight attendant.
Lucas: 'Köszönöm.’
Zsófia: 'Szívesen.'  
Sven: 'Did dad meet your mum at the hospital?
Lucas: 'She was a newly graduated nurse. He was a war refugee, they fell in love. But not happy ever after though. Yesterday, before I left for this trip, she rolled up the shirt to the elbow, showed me the scars from cigarette burns. She said: “Whatever he says, never forget this”.'
Sven: 'Fuck, what a bastard.'
Lucas: 'Mum escaped to her parents’ farm. Grand-dad kept the rifle out at all times.'
Sven: ‘Did you know that our mums were friends and nurses at the same hospital?'
Lucas: ‘He must have cheated with your mum whilst my mum was pregnant with me?'
Sven: ‘Don't blame mum, will you? She didn't know and was probably blinded by Lazlo's charms, I guess.'
Lucas: 'Sorry. How were things when you were little, and he stayed at yours?'
Sven: 'Dad turned out to be a woman beater.' 
Lucas: 'Shit'. 
Sven: 'He couldn't get a job, robbed a taxi, and got a year in prison. Years ago, after mum's death, I searched to find siblings and found you and one more boy and a girl.’ 
Lucas: 'Really! I didn't know that, fuck’.
Sven: 'Apparently, the girl is in a psychiatric hospital, and the boy suffers from drug addiction. I never met them.'
Lucas: ‘Whatever happened to these children?
Sven: 'Abuse probably?'
Lucas: 'Not an uplifting movie script anymore, pretty noir.'
Sven:  ‘Next time I saw him, I was a teenager. The apartment was full of lavish stuff, crystal chandeliers, gold ornaments, expensive rugs. Criminals came and left. It was exhilarating but not exactly a place for a teenage boy.'
Lucas: ‘Whatever happened to his nose? On the pictures from the revolt, it looked different.'
Sven: 'He had it fixed. Lazlo went to a plastic surgeon and removed his hawkish beak. He thought it looked Jewish.’
Lucas: 'Bloody hell, a women beater, criminal and a racist.'
Sven: 'He had the nose job twenty years ago. People were different back then, don't you think, not so woke? '
Lucas: 'I don't know. I tell you a secret. At your wedding, he leaned over the table and said 'why doesn't he leave her? She's got MS.' 
Sven: 'Why the fuck didn't you tell me? I would have thrown him out!' 
Lucas: ‘I told him you loved her. He said there is no such a thing as love, it's only a chemical reaction and that you were doomed to a miserable life with a sick woman. I was in shock, nearly paralysed, I couldn't tell you.' 
Sven: 'That's it! I'm taking the next plane back. I'm done.'
Lucas: 'I get it. I don't give a dam about him, Lazlo. But I really want to see my roots, the family. Know where I come from. This is my only chance.' 
Sven: ‘I don't care anymore. Maybe we should stay away from each other bro, just for a while. It's too painful, mate. I can't deal with this shit anymore. It's been a shadow for my whole life. I need to make a clean break. I have my own family now.'
Lucas: ‘Fine, I get you. Don't worry.’

Reflection on A conversation between two characters about a third
This particular piece of writing was developed from a prod in session on the 27/02/21. The creative exercise has since grown in scale and form to eventually become part of the portfolio.
I find myself quite naturally intrigued by character-driven writing. It somehow develops its own momentum in the way the characters react and how the story unfolds. Character-driven writing fascinates me and gives space to explore human nature and the psychology of the characters. The dialogue, to some extent, writes itself, which is interesting and I enjoy it. 
I also find that writing conversations or dialogue is often one of the most challenging parts of creative writing. Within the framework of a story, creating a working dialogue requires much more than following one quotation to the next. You really need to know your characters.
The particular characters in this dialogue were sparked by me overhearing fragments of a conversation by two men on the aeroplane on its way to Hungary some years ago. The conversation went on non-stop during the entire journey. The noise intensity and emotional tone heightened during the flight by the escalation of their drinking. I only overheard a random word here and there but as the plane was landing, one guy unexpectedly shouted: 'That's it, I’m not going. I'm taking the next plane back’. The other guy replied instead 'I'm staying. I have to see my roots and family.'
Besides this brief episode, I also have Hungarian acquaintances who came over to Sweden after the Hungarian revolt in 1957. I researched the actual events of that time. One more vital part of the initial research was to put the story into the current political perspective of 2021 finding relevance in some of the critical issues. The far-right political movement of Viktor Orban's Fidesz party expands Hungary's anti-LGBT measures with new laws. The LGBT-free zones that are implemented in Poland are eventually making their way into Hungary. Therefore, I chose to represent Lucas in a 'generalized sense' that would put him in that spectrum, although he argues that he is straight. I am aware that this dialogue of one thousand five hundred words addresses many issues and current and historical events. Still, somehow, I think it works in the context of a conversation under the influence of liquor on an aeroplane.

The purpose of this dialogue and the intended learning curve for me personally is to improve my skills of crafting dialogues. In this instance, the story is conveyed only through the speech of two characters without description. A dialogue should do many things at once. It has to set the scene, offer insight into each character and anticipate further dramatic engagement. For me, there is still a long journey ahead to develop this format. However, with practice, I hope to learn to write a natural-sounding dialogue that is creative and convincing.


