EEYP 2011 ANTWERP
   Another winter has passed and the EEYP 2011 is here. We are all anxious what this year will bring. Although looking at the program and seeing pretty much the same as last year, we are absolutely sure that it’s going to be unique and unrepeatable. Again.

   Since we have arrived a day earlier, we get a chance to get familiar with the beautiful city of Antwerp. The Czech delegation has only one aim: to try the famous Belgian fries and waffles! We succeed, but we also agree that even though these two are both amazing, they are better served separated (ideal would be a one-day delay). 

   Sunday, after the whole day of preparations for the Euro-market, it is about to begin - finally. After some serious nervous breakdowns caused by having everything in the car which kept not arriving, and not arriving, we finally get our stuff  and set up our stand in a record time. As it turns out, our stand was really worth waiting for; The EEYP Times writes that we have corrupted all the delegates with our trump: the legendary Czech beer. I think that the main reason why we were so successful was my fantastic ‘bejbovka’ though…Or…?

    Monday is here and it means that it is time for the opening ceremony. Dress code: very, very formal. The reason? We have the Belgian Prince and Princess attending. Sit still, smile accurately, and don’t clap unless you’re told to do so. After the opening we meet and try to get to know our committees by an awkward process of ‘ice-breaking’, which is always more fun to watch. And we are ready to work!

   All day’s hard work is usually supported by some special evening programs, such as (but not limited to): the ‘Meet the Boss’ event, which takes place in the most beautiful city hall I have ever seen, and which has also turned out to be incredibly helpful in the committee work on the resolution. One evening is also dedicated to pure relaxing and fun on the boat trip with dinner and (as the delegates get braver) even live piano music. We are amazed by the size of the ships in the port, even though we keep being reminded constantly by the Dutch that they have much bigger ones in Rotterdam. 

   But the best part for me is always the General Assembly - the whole week’s work gets subjected to the rigorous criticism of the rest of the parliament. All the resolutions are being debated and discussed thoroughly, the weaknesses are being attacked, and good things are being supported. All procedures get directed by the strict and firm-handed presidium, which can’t resist spicing things up a little bit sometimes. 

   Saturday afternoon, attacking, defeating, supporting and voting is over, and we are just getting ready for the Farewell Party. After having an amazing time, here it comes to saying goodbyes, hugging, crying and sad departures. If someone saw us standing outside the Youth Hostel with a suitcase, he would be able to tell whether we are leaving or arriving. Because when  leaving, we all have only one information written in our face: ‘another EEYP is over. Braga, watch out!’

