My scary story
by Alfa Albona

Helena Neves, was a 28 year old girl from a not so big
town in the south of Portugal, Olhão.
Her life was going pretty normal. She was a singer in an
acoustic pop-rock cover duo, performing in local bars in
her region, Algarve.
Although she was very happy that she was lucky enough
to be working in one of her greatest passions, music, she
was starting to get tired of living like a bat!
Singing in bars in the night was not so fun anymore, the
excitement was not there so much anymore and she
craved for a life changing experience.
Little she knew what was about to happen!
In one of her free afternoons, she passed by the office of
this NGO, called MOJU, to hang out with her European
Voluntary Service (EVS) volunteer friends and to talk
about what she could do to be more active in their

EVS projects. The volunteers had suggested
her as mentor and she was very happy about it! So there
she was, ready to talk with the project coordinator when
all of a sudden one of the local volunteers said “hey
Helena, there’s this opening to go on an EVS in Croatia,
would you like to go?”
OH NO HE DIDN’T!!! How could she say no to this!?
Travel to a new country for 10 months, with travel and
living costs covered, pocket money, working in an
international environment with colleagues from
Italy and Spain, in this NGO that receives people from
other European countries for youth exchanges, summer
camps and training courses?!
THIS WAS DEFINITELY SCARY!! You don’t think so??
Think a bit more.

There she was, this almost 30 year old person who never
lived abroad, who always had her family and friends
around. Thinking about going to a country where they
speak a totally unknown language, 3000km away from
her culture and comfort zone, was as thrilling as it was
exciting!
From the first second they asked her, she knew in her
heart that she would embark in this adventure.
And so she did!
3 rd of June 2016, her scary adventure started!
I could stay here for hours telling you how all this days
have passed by and how she laughed and cried, how she
stayed home for entire weekends or how she went out
and made so many new friendships that would stay
close to her heart. Instead I will tell you this:

I’m her and somehow life happened and I got the chance
of staying in Croatia working in my hosting
Organization, Alfa Albona. I found a wonderful friend
that later became my boyfriend and we’re living
together. I have a lot more friends and new places to
visit because I met so many people!
I will also tell you: it doesn’t stop being scary. 3000km
sometimes can take a toll on you. But look at all the other
things I’m getting! Now I have the chance of sharing my
story and tell you that as scary as it gets, there are
always someone around to help you cope =) there is
always a friend that will make you smile and remind you
that if it was not scary it would not be so exciting =)
So long story short: Keep the scary coming =D make me
stronger and keep surprising me and keep changing my
life cause I have the best people around me and we will
laugh at it in the end!

A NEW ENVIORNMENT IT’S AS SCARY AS IT IS A
LEARNING, SELFDEVELOPING EXPERIENCE.
Helena Neves

It's not so much about the place, it's more about the people. Good relationships can
brighten up grey concrete buildings, while bad ones can taint the most spectacular
view from your balcony. When you leave the comfort of your home, where you know
people, where you have friends, you need to start basically from scratch.
Everything is new, the apartment, your workplace, the neighbours …
the places and the people. You may have great expectations or you prefer to keep them
to the minimum, but connecting with those who surround you is a secret wish for
most of us
.
So, what happens when this becomes a challenge?
It is funny when you realise having very good friends can actually be a setback. I
was so used to a certain kind of relationships, that they became a standard. I
wanted to keep that standard. I mean, of course, it's a joy-bringer when you can
explore life and the meaning of it with a fellow human who just gets you. So,
naturally, I wanted to recreate this joyful feeling with fellow volunteers. Here is
where our differences came into play.
For many EVSers, other volunteers are people whom you live AND work with. And
since it's volunteering, the lines get even more blurred. There is no or little
distinction between office, work and domestic life, you are "forced"; to be
together in both occasions.

You may have already figured out that having good chemistry with someone you work
with doesn't necessarily relate to having good chemistry when living together.
Colleagues and flatmates are two different things. When you add different
nationalities to the mix, it gets even more complicated. And don't even get me
started on what different levels of English proficiency can do to you
communication.
When you come to an EVS, you bring your past with you. For whatever reason you
applied, you are now in a new country, most likely surrounded with a language you
don't speak, an unfamiliar culture and habits. This takes some getting used to. Then
you might also have volunteers from various countries with you, might be for the
whole stay, or just a part of it. This also takes some time to get used to. Then there are
your responsibilities at your receiving organisation and the people who work there.
Geez, need to say some more?
Then you most likely live in the same flat with those volunteers. Do you wash the
dishes immediately, or after you had your after-meal rest? Who cleans the bathroom?
What costs do you share and which are separated? You have your own routine that
clashes with the routine of others.

It's a way of life and it will happen in many other places as well. It doesn't even
have to be a problem. For example, we never really talked about all those questions and
the dishes were always washed. This was not our issue. What went wrong then?
It took me a while to figure it out. Relationships are a two-way street, but I can
vouch for only my part of the story. I know when I went wrong and I can only say
what others did, that caused me distress. So … I was forcing others into relationships
I was used to. Deep, meaningful ones where you talk about the creation of the
universe, where you listen to other's interests and hobbies with a true desire to learn
something new. When I didn't get what I searched for, I got stressed out. I felt
bad. I knew something was bothering me, but not exactly what. I resented others. I
resented their actions, when they didn't ask follow up questions, didn't care to
develop the conversation and most often talked mainly about themselves and what
interested them.
I felt like I was fine as long as I listened to them, but when I wanted to talk, they
didn't return the favour. I had to fight for my right to say something. It didn't take
long - I started moving away, spending more and more time on my own. These kind
of superficial interactions drain my energy. The more I have, the more alone time I
need. It became a vicious circle. But that's not all.

prefer not to hide my feelings. If something upsets me, I don't put on a poker face and
pretend everything is fine. I try to face the issue. But I felt I had no voice and was
often misunderstood. I acted out in inappropriate ways and this is where I screwed up.
I didn't feel like the other volunteers wanted to get to know me, accept me, and I
acted out my distress which made them move away even more. It's somehow poetic how
things got so complicated.
Well, this was then and this is now. I accepted the fact that these will not be my
friends, but people I work and live with. It was a hard truth to swallow, but it's a
temporary one.
EVS is just temporary.Why not learn something from it, about yourself and about life?
Yeah, it sounds easy, but believe me, it wasn't. Not for me and not for others.
EVS is a very good learning experience with a fairly strong safety net. What do I mean
by that? It's not like you have a job with great responsibilities. Your manoeuvring
space is much greater. You get some money and it usually is enough if you have
minimal needs and are able to do compromises. If you have a good organisation,
many issues automatically fall away. Hearing stories when volunteers had a hole in
the roof and no one cared to fix it, when they had no support and no one gave a damn
whether they live or die as long as they bring EU money to the organisation,

become someone elses horror stories. Solid organisation is the most important
element of it. You get a lot of room for developing yourself and time for it.
If you expect someone else to take care of you when you get bored, well, you'll learn
how to get yourself busy.
When it comes to people, for me, it was a crash course of life. Constantly interacting
with those who posses different values, viewpoints and have different expectations
can get too much sometimes. This is the time when you need a friend, someone who
gets you, by your side. If there is none, it's time to take care of yourself, and I mean
set your well-being as a priority. Become a tiny bit selfish. You still wash the dishes,
because it's sincerely not worth fighting over something like this, but you stop
apologizing when you wish to have an evening for yourself. Or two. Or three.
If your EVS is turning into a horror story, test your skills of rewriting it.

written anonymously

My biggest fear before coming to the EVS in Alfa
Albona was living in the tent for a month and having
more than one person living with me in the flat.
Since my one and only experience with camping was a
proper disaster (and it was only three days), I was
really unsure about staying in the tent for the entire
month.
Also, as I have never lived with more than one person
the idea of having four flatmates was terrifying. And
trust me, there were some issues, leaving dirty dishes
all over the place, battles of cleaning the bathroom or
doing the laundry, pulling a stick to see who’s cooking
tonight (that’s not entirely true tho).
But if you ever struggle with something, remember
one advise from me: talk to people. Most of them
don’t even realise that they’re upsetting you, so If you
simply tell them that in a polite way, they will probably
learn.
But hey, some of them won’t. Remember that. The
truth is, everybody has got some fears and most of
the people don’t really like to admit that. So don’t you
worry if you’ve got some – you are not on your own.

WRITTEN BY: OLIWIA CHALADAJ

Maroons in Labin

by: Peter Nagy

I arrived without any expectations, just loved the city
and saw many opportunities…
So it was just pure miracle for me to walk that day
into the gallery, start the chat with Maria & Aitor and
move to the flat right after I met with Jelena.
And as I said, I arrived without any expectations. But
it had changed by the time. I’ve never liked to do
nothing. Actually, I always believed that “nothing” is
something that doesn’t exist. And might that’s the
reason why I started to fear against “nothing”…
Doing nothing… Or to have nothing to do. After all
those nice memories that I collected through that
summer, well, my fear started to grow as the leaves
changed the color and started to dance down to the
cold ground. The city became slow and empty and we
had less to do.
After a while my fear turned to reality.
My motivation dropped down as the temperature and
I became slow and lazy. At the beginning I didn’t even
realize that I’m living in my fear but later on, one day,

it just hit me. Right in the face. BANG. Like a well
deserved K.O.
Clearly remember… I was just sitting in front of the
office, smoking with Richard, and we both were
bored.
MAROONS…
They were all around us. Sitting and lying on the grey
concrete, waiting for something, as human being
waiting for a bus or a train. I knew that they are
useful or something but I didn’t know that there are
two types of maroons.
Well, now you also know that and the following:
TYPE 1 - maroons that you can eat
TYPE 2 – maroons that you can use for your clothes
Probably you’ve already tasted the eatable one.
But this time here is a story about the one that people
think that it is absolutely useless.
My fear made me think. And I had a question in my
mind…. What can I do with that type of maroon?

WASHING DETERGENT!

After that day I started to search for more questions
and tried to find the best answer for each.
That’s how I fought against my fear, that’s how I
motivated myself.

My scary story is the story of a phone-addicted-guy and a big
storm that washed that guy, his pockets and his phone in one
of the pockets.
Ok, maybe this story doesn’t sound so scary, and you’re right if
you think so… And maybe you had a similar story. Don’t you?
But why is this a scary story?
Maybe because the phone-addicted-guy, without his drug,
became a monster like a Wolfman during a full moon night? Or
like an uncontrolled Hulk when the Prof. Banner is full of
anger?
No, it’s not scary for these reasons – perhaps ‘cause I’m telling
this story and not the flatmates of the phone-addicted-guy,
maybe for them the story is different but… Hey! This is my
story so… Let’s continue!
What was I telling you about?! AH! Yes… I was telling you why
this story is here, on “My scary story…” beginning sheet: this
story it’s here because everything happened in a foreign
country - for our main character - and this is scary, really
really scary because that guy had to, in a few seconds, two big
problems to deal with:
1- An unexpected expense must be solved
2- How could he communicate with all relatives and friends
whom are used to chat with him and who live in another
country?

And, to make all these aspects scarier there is a little detail
to add: he has an addiction with his phone! Basically it’s like a
prosthesis of his arm who could reach and hold his “social”
life. It’s more than a tool: it’s a bridge between his real and his
web-based life. And this bridge, with two (maybe more) drops of
rain was gone… Destroyed!
Do you hear this sound? It’s the Hulk who is going out from
Prof. Banner’s soul.

So, what happened later? First of all, he decided to kill… Yes! He
killed…
The time, of course!
He tried not to think about his problem (his loss) with
numerous trips around Croatia and in the meantime searched
how to fix – better say “reanimate” – his beloved prosthesis
but every effort was useless… No hope, only madness
forecasted for his future!
And now?! What’s going on with our protagonist?
He gave up, or better to say, he learned how to live without
this super-essential device and he learned it’s possible to
manage and do everything even without that electronic little
box. Ok, he didn’t give up internet,

social-media and these things but he found a different way
(call it laptop) to provide to his needs and, most important, he
learned it’s not necessary to stay connected 24/7, the earth
still turns around its axis and around the Sun.
Basically, all the scary parts of this story were inside my mind
(yes! I’m the phone-addicted-guy): my worst nightmare was
true, but after weeks of living without my prothesis I
discovered how to hold on against the nightmare! And I’m
feeling so proud of me!
That’s all… Have a nice Halloween! Now I shall go to pick up my
new phone: it has arrived right now!
Bye.

Written by: Marco Faccin

How to survive
by: Basia
Kuzniarska

Many young people travel, study and work abroad. I heard a
lot of fantastic stories about their experiences in another
country. These stories are usually full of happiness and good
memories. I was jealous that I had not been brave enough to
change something in my life and go abroad. It was one of the
reasons why I applied for this EVS project in Labin.
Before I came to Croatia, I had been there three times, just for
holidays. I had good memories but at the same time I had a lot
of questions in my head:
- How to prepare for my 2 months EVS?
- What if my luggage is lost during my trip (flight and
transit)?
- What if my English is not enough to communicate?
- Do I fit to this EVS project?
- What to eat, especially if you are on special diet? Or even
more difficult how to explain my food choices to other
volunteers?
I tried to prepare myself for many situations.

Of course, it is impossible to be ready for everything, however I
wanted to analyze as many scenarios as I could. It only was a
proactive activity.
I was worried about my English skills. I used English only at
my English lessons, so I didn’t feel sure how it would be in real
situations. Moreover, I’d never been abroad for long term (I
mean more than 2 weeks of a vacation). However, now I see
that it is not a problem. I understand a lot and I can
communicate with other people. In my opinion, it is the best way
to learn languages and feel more comfortable in it.
I always have a lot of problems with explanation of my diet. I
get many question: why are you on this diet? what do you eat?
And people often want to push me to eat something out of “my
food list”. It is problematic and I feel like an alien.
This problem isn’t directly connected with EVS, but it is a
surprise for most people I’ve met. Furthermore, I had not any
idea about stock in shops and prices of food. Unfortunately, I’ve
not found a lot of products which I normally use in Poland. I
have to think more how to prepare appropriate meal and in the

the same time remember about costs. It is a real challenge for me,
especially that I don’t like to count everything and still think how
to survive!
Within my volunteering I became a more self-confident hitchhiker
and meanwhile I tried a couch surfing for the first time in my life.
I know that this experience open myself to different/unusual
situations. I didn’t have any trouble during my voyage through
Croatia, my trips were funny and I met only nice drivers, even
though I had to be careful. If my first impression was not good, I
did not get in to the car or house/flat.
Although, at first it might seem scary, EVS gives a chance to
improve individual skills and look at life from other perspective.
It opens the eyes to other people and cultures. EVS gives positive
impact to everyone’s (volunteer and hosting organization) life.

I could not imagine I would be sitting here, in
Copenhagen, in my appartment this day, 9.10. 2017,
living with my Danish boyfriend, writing this
text….when I moved to Denmark, Humlebæk on
February 2016. I could also not imagine I would be
speaking Danish so good after just 1 year and a half
since I moved here.
I applied to become an EVS volunteer because I have
a background in social sciences and I always wanted
to work in an NGO and get some international
experience. I got my EVS in Denmark, in a small city
40 minutes away from Copenhagen.
Oh! I am moving to Denmark, it is going to be so
great, it is an organized country with really happy
people and everybody rides bikes around there! They
are so cool I cannot wait to move! But yeah, nothing is
quite like it seems.

So, I bought my one-way ticket to Copenhagen and
thought: let’s begin, bring it on long term EVS. I
expected that everything was going to be so
organized there and I expected a social utopia like
Scandinavian countries are presented.
I came to the airport and it was really gloomy and
cloudy, so I took the train to Humlebæk where my
Polish EVS coordinator was waiting for me with other
EVS volunteers that became my friends.
My hosting NGO placed me in a hosting family and
that was not a good idea as I realized after and I
found another family. Nobody in the NGO was
Danish, there were few part time volunteers or
workers that were Danish: the EVS program was
sometimes disorganized but we managed because we
had each other: me from Croatia, Oleksii from
Ukraine, Alberto from Spain, Iako from Georgia, Pavel
from Russia and Iount from Romania. They took 5 of
us even though they did not have tasks or capacity
for us…

But in the end, all the bad was also all the good. Our
EVS coordinator got pregnant and left so we were
kind of on our own… Except we had this amazing
guy from Uganda working at the NGO and he took
really good care of us and helped as much as he
could.
We started doing workshops in local Danish school,
talking about our countries and background, global
issues and all kinds of topics, it was amazing to hung
out with Danish teens. When there was nothing to do
I started writing a project that I finished and send to
my NGO back in Croatia. Denmark was weird at the
beginning, the language was like really weird, and
people were weird… People were not making eye
contact in public transportation, people were not
talking to strangers, there is no small talk at the bus
station, it is hard to invite somebody to have a cup of
coffee with you like we do it in Croatia… So, I started
meeting Danish people through couch surfing and
that’s where I met my boyfriend who fell in love with
“punjena paprika” and “varivo”, the best of Balkan
foods…. plus me I guess :D.

I started taking language classes and moved to
another hosting family, two Danish pensioners that
were amazing, helpful and friendly and I still keep
contact with them, they became like my real
grandparents that I never had. You have to learn with
the Scandinavians, they are like coconuts, hard, cold
and reserved from the outside, but sweet and soft
from the inside. You just have to crack into them,
sometimes it takes a lot of time, but when you
manage to crack their core you will get a real
connection and friends and you will find great milk
inside the coconut. I learned a lot from Scandinavians,
sometimes it is ok not to yell too much and be angry
all the time like we sometimes do it in Croatia,
sometimes it is good to shut up and not scream to
other people’s faces, sometimes it is good to avoid
conflict, sometimes it is great to not care about other
people’s lives and respect other people’s privacy…
Sometimes it is good not to put so much emotions
into everything, and so much Drama.

But then, Scandinavians should also learn from us
Croats, and they did because I managed to get to
them with my Balkan food, it’s not necessary to always
be drunk to open up and talk and if you walk the
footsteps of a stranger, you will learn things you never
knew… and you will try the best food ever:
Punjena paprika (stuffed pepper from the Balkans) and
a Dane:

I also learned that if you want to learn a new
language you have to force yourself to speak it all
the time, even if you say something funny or
wrong…
Sometimes I still feel like a little mermaid that fell in
love with a blue eyed Scandinavian prince and gave
up all the sun she had back in Croatia, but hey, if I
am the mermaid I never shut up! I learn this
unlearnable language and I am still learning! And I
am forcing shy Scandinavians to talk with me! I even
learned some Swedish! And I just stayed in Denmark
after my EVS was finished, continued to learn more
Danish and now I got a job at a Kindergarten that
makes me really happy and I speak Danish all the
time at my work. Oh yeah, and I live with my
boyfriend, who is still enjoying all the Balkan food.
I have learned how to write Erasmus+ projects… I
have learned how to be alone and never give up
when things get tough… I have found myself in all
kinds of situations and crossed all my borders just to
realize that I can.

Did EVS change my life and gave me new
perspectives? Make me experience things I never
would if I stayed home? Of course it did. Did I learn a
lot from Scandinavians? Yes I did, but I am also
teaching them J…. Because we can always learn from
each other!

Written by: Ines Virag

