Imre Orsi’s second presentation
Back, when drinking was a week-end occupation and not a full-fledged hobby of mine, there was a time, usually on a Friday night somewhere between ten o’clock and midnight, when things got pleasantly shaky. After that came the drifting in-and-out of consciousness, but before that, there was this weird tranquil restoration thingy. What does it have to do with this presentation? I’m not sure yet.

When Orsi stepped up the stage, I knew something special would happen. As I’ve glanced towards László he was shaky with excitement. We were all holding our breath in wait. Something in Orsi’s aura suggested that she was a colorful person, so colorful and creative there should be a crayon named after her. The social entrepreneur crayon.
The social entrepreneur crayon is tricky one, it brings tranquil restoration to people, who otherwise couldn’t afford it. 

When Orsi stepped up, I looked to my left and Bence was so excited, he disappeared to the unseen. László was trembling. Others flashed half-baked smiles, and I could feel meditative clam when the words ’social entrepreneur’ hit my ears.
The slides were green. I like the color green. It reminds me of forests, trees and grass. And also absinth. Absinth was there to support me in those hours of emotional vacuum, in the minutes of wasted hope and in the seconds of self-hate. Just like a social entrepreneur.

The green also reminded me of a time when my sister’s baked cakes weren’t the cakes of contempt from ignoreland, but delicious goods from the island of love. The social entrepreneur should be like those cakes. Not the new ones, but the old ones.

Then she starts speaking. About something that changed her life. Yet, it lacked passion. I hate to say this, but it did. She talked about Gandhi, who I admire deeply, but not the social aspects which would’ve excited me the most. Lots of figures, lack of feeling. And that’s when it hit me: you cannot have the tranquil restoration without the loss of consciousness and the inevitable hangover. It all comes with a price, methinks in her case, it was like „what the hell am I to do with these idiots, especially that grinning moron in the third row, who’s probably drunk?” That of course is not true. Not only that I wasn’t drunk, but I wanted to care. Her  presentation should’ve been interesting, the topic is great and she obviously had something to do with it, yet all we got was facts and figures. The slums band was a good example, but I could’ve handled more of that. For example, what she did as a social helper. I would’ve been interested about her projects, but that didn’t happen during the presentation. Also i haven’t got a problem with under-rehearsed presentations, for example I never rehearse, but she seemed to be struggling with time, as in the content wasn’t enough for the time she was aiming for.
I know i tend to be rapid fast, so my opinion is invalid, but this presentation was slow. Also some of the slides were loaded with info. I have bad eyes, I can’t read fonts in the size of eight, if I’m two meters from the television set.
Now, on the upside: The slums band example, and some of the tidbit info was good and interesting, I’m glad social entrepreneurs exist and Gandhi was a nice fellow.. That’s about it I guess. 
If I were the teacher I would give this presentation a three. It wasn’t a trainwreck, nor were there problems with pronunciation, or vocabulary, or in writing. However it wasn’t too engaging.
Karesz,

What you wrote hit the nail on the head. And you were not (too) sarcastic. Well done! Your style is getting closer and closer to be acceptable. ( Beware!

No, I like your personal development.

I don’t give you a grade, coz the essay arrived way too late and I checked that yo would still receive a final four with any evaluation here. But I guess you don’t care a damn shit about the grade anyway, and you are perfectly right. It’s about expressing yourself and having some discussion that matter.

Thanks for the experience.
