
We haven’t found a solution for taking or making private phone calls yet. 
“Hey, Sandor,” Sylvia said. We were in the kitchen making breakfast. Sylvia was calling her son. I could not hear his reply.
“Yes, well, that is what Zuzanna wants to talk to you about.”
…
“Wait, I will check.” Sylvia pressed the hold button and asked: “Is it possible that Sandor will come here this morning? Do you have plans?”
“Let him come alone.”
“Sandor? Yes, this morning is fine. Come alone. And take time to reflect on exactly what you will apologise to Zuzanna for, so your apology is sincere.” She disconnected right after that. 
“That was mean of you. The poor boy doesn’t know what he has done wrong.” I said.
Sylvia grinned. “He’s young. He will learn.”
“True.”

