
 1 

BLUE SKY TO FLY 
 

 

When I bought the ticket and realized there wouldn’t be much time in 

Munich, I regretted because I really liked this airport. However, I didn’t suspect 

that the flight would be almost an hour delayed and that would have been 

enough time to miss my link plane taking off from Munich. So, all I wanted was 

a walk through the shops, a cup of coffee with a pretzel and here I was, with six 

hours ahead for doing exactly what I wanted.  

I had my computer with me and when I got tired of hanging around the 

large spaces full of shiny, luring shops I decided to do some work instead. In 

fact, I had to do it! I strategically settled near a wall-plug in one of the waiting-

rooms, so that I was sure that the battery would do. There was a café near by, I 

had some money in the pocket, a cell-phone and after having explained why and 

for how long I was going to be late to my home mates I simply had to settle and 

wait for the next plane. 

 

The travel. In such moments I’m always reminding about my first travel in 

West Europe. I had won a scholarship to work over my diploma paper in Spain. 

I had never travelled on my own before that, never abroad, didn’t know English 

and I had to change the plane in Rome. Furthermore, there was no one to meet 

me at the airport in Barcelona and I had to get to the university on my own. 

How, on earth, as I had been living in such a closed country? Moreover, the 

journey was just the beginning, what was next? How was I to get on without a 

friend or a country mate? 

 

It wasn’t for a first time, I was waiting. I have developed a strategy on 

“surviving” at a familiar or unfamiliar, no matter what, in fact, airports. After I 

had been waiting for twelve hours at the airport of Prague, on my way back 

home, without a computer, a book, a sheet of paper or even a pen, I learned my 

lesson. Until then I still envied the people that were travelling with their hands 

in pockets, or just a jacket negligently flung on their shoulder.  It was the first 

time I had tried to do so, and there I had been- with only a passport and 20 euros 

at a completely unfamiliar airport, missing the next flight. I had had no money, 

hadn’t known what to do, all alone and the airport hadn’t been that large. In the 

last two hours I’d given up and gone in a shop to buy the most beautiful plush 

frog in a butterfly-necklace I’d ever seen for just twenty euros. The shopping 

therapy partly had relieved me from the stress and later Froggy became my 

son’s favorite toy. 

 

On the day of my departure for Spain I was half-dead. There was no way 

back, and the way ahead was lying in the unknown. At the sight of my mother’s 

tearful eyes I was trying to hold on but the sadness had clutched my heart. I 
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knew that mom was going to be left all alone, but this was the destiny of many 

people in my motherland- to see their children off. The great migration was still 

on… Stronger, however, was my fear of the travelling - would I be able to catch 

“my” plane in Rome, will I know my way around at the airports, what  shall I do 

if no one was waiting for me in Barcelona?      

 

I was traveling in low heeled leather sandals, comfortable-in-all-positions 

elastic trousers and a t-shirt. No luxuries at all, as if I was heading to a holiday. 

No one would suspect that I was a person with lots of responsibilities but this 

was another lesson I had learned at the airports, after travelling for many 

kilometers. The sight of a woman in high heels and business suit, outside the 

VIP halls often makes me smile. Obviously, the woman is ready to suffer on the 

narrow seats, the confined space of the aisles and the slippery metal parts of the 

plane sleeves. She couldn’t sit wherever she finds a place, her feet are swelling 

in the high heels, and she is suffering if in the turbulence she incidentally marred 

her elegance with a spilt coffee. The smart look has thousands of shortcomings. 

That’s why I am keeping a suit or a dress made of crease-proof fabric in my 

luggage and travel negligee. Travelling like this makes me so easy.  

 

I was wearing a black “diplomatic” briefcase – they used to be so 

fashionable those days – it weighed twelve kilograms sharp, for it was full of 

books and dictionaries. Books are quite heavy and since my luggage was not 

supposed to overweighed twenty kilos, I stuffed all my books in my carry-on 

luggage. I was wearing a double-breasted wool jacket in a dark honey colour 

and a tight dark-green skirt. My legs have been lengthened by seven-centimeter 

high heels and the impression was amplified by a purse in the same colour as 

the briefcase. I was trying to wear my briefcase carelessly but in fact it was 

killing my hands. However, I was looking so smart and elegant; after all I was 

going abroad. 

 

Since Prague, I was always taking “saving” accessories along; if I didn’t 

bring my top (which happened rarely) I always took something to read on or to 

write with. Even if I had to create crosswords or puzzles I wouldn’t have been 

bored. If I were having my computer with me, all the difficulties were only until 

I founded a plug. Since the Germans were clever and detail-sticking nation all 

around the airport they have left special electric columns to be used by the 

passengers. Around these, there was usually a crowd of workaholics but on that 

day, since it was Saturday. Most of the passengers were travelling on personal 

matters without their computers, not on business trips, like me.  

 

I don’t remember in details my good-bye words to mom. In the morning of 

my departure we went to a church and while we lit candles we prayed for each 

others health and welfare. Then as usual, I lit two thin candles for my dad’s 
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memory. We then took the huge, brand-new suitcase and loaded it onto a taxi. I 

registered myself (I didn’t know the “check-in” expression then), said a quick 

good-bye to my mother and passed to the border control. I couldn’t stand the 

temptation to turn back after that moment- mum was crying, but still she weaved 

and smiled encouraging to me.  

 

The report I had to write was extremely boring.  I didn’t have a choice but 

to do it. At least, I was stuck there and had nothing else to do. Next to me a 

Spanish girl (what a coincidence with my memory) was talking on her cell-

phone, about her own things, in details. I asked her to keep an eye on my 

luggage until I bought a cup of coffee. I spoke to her in English, not in Spanish, 

for otherwise I was risking being involved in a conversation. I had a lot of work 

ahead and sometimes people could get really friendly and curious if you speak 

their language. In a few minutes I brought back a cup of steaming black coffee 

with a pretzel. It was all settled; I was having everything at hand, to spend some 

time working. I slipped off my sandals, bent my left leg under and looked in the 

screen. 

 

The border control office wasn’t easy to pass by. The officer checked my 

visa, the Spanish university invitation and my university trip permission very 

carefully. After asking a few questions, he stamped my documents with an exit 

permission stamp. It was all over. Even though I still was on a Bulgarian 

territory I felt like a door had been shut behind me. I was pretending that my 

briefcase was not heavy but on meeting the first seat I crumpled up. My sight 

blackened and I felt my feet as being made of rubber. I closed my eyes and felt 

like hanging in an abyss. Neither a thought, nor a sense occurred in my head. I 

wouldn’t have felt anything even if I was set on fire.  

Suddenly, in the darkness, my sub consciousness foresaw something – I 

was having a close friend that could have surpassed the border control office. 

He didn’t need a Schengen visa or an expensive ticket just in order to be with 

me. It was my father. „Keep me up, daddy”, I started to chant voicelessly, “Help 

me to get there safe and sound and to come back successfully, please…” 

Then I felt the Force. I was overwhelmed with an unbelievable calmness 

as if a gigantic broom had swept all my fears away. I had no doubt about what 

was happening with me, “It’s you, daddy, isn’t it? You are guarding me, aren’t 

you?” The easy motion that my hand made in order to fix the unruly locks back 

in their place had nothing in common with the weakness that was in it, a bit 

earlier. It would have been all right. It was for a first time, since he had passed 

away as I was having a tangible feeling about his presence. I looked at the 

people around me; they were sitting, talking or reading and no one noticed me. 

The world came back into place, as for my journey – it could started from this 

point on. “I love you daddy!” I whispered and the tears in my eyes disappeared. 

Now they were glowing.  I was sure, that my father smiled back. 
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The six hours of waiting slipped away, imperceptibly. I finished my work 

and spent a good time. It was good, that I was going back home. Moreover, I 

reminded my first travelling. In fact, I doubt, if a westerner would understand 

the story of my first going abroad. They are used to mobility since their 

childhood. They are travelling easy, organized with an adequate sum of money 

in the pocket. They would never understand what is it like to start a journey all 

alone with only a bill, scarcely put aside from the family budget. 

It is all right if so. My child, our children wouldn’t understand this story, either. 

In fact, this is the best thing about this story! 

I slipped on my sandals, put my computer in the bag, threw away the empty 

cups of coffee and went to the exit. It was time to go on my journey. 

 

The sky was above me. The blue sky. 
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