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I had different relationships with each of the men who have died in our family. I saw each of
them in a different light and I have different memories or fragments of memories of each of
them. Still, losing them was painful for me, each loss struck me deeply, but it was different,
depending on my relationship with them.
I never knew my grandfather since, at the time of his death, my mother was only 13 years old.
But my grandmother told me a lot about him. I know that he built factory chimneys and I
know that I was always proud of him. Whenever we went on a trip and I saw a factory
chimney, I always told my friends that my grandfather built it. These are my memories
of him.
I was eight years old when my father died. It is weird, that I was only eight and I clearly
remember this tragedy, I remember each little detail. If someone experienced such a, so to
speak, trauma, I think that that person would remember so many little details. Even now, I
still have certain flashbacks. I have kind of gnaws at me. Recently, a lot of good things have
happened to me and I feel as if he has helped me and this is how I try to comfort myself,
to reassure myself, I don't know, but it feels really good to have somebody to think about and
to believe that he is always, constantly with me.
I am very proud of my mother, that she was able She has always got back on her feet. She is
really strong and I am very proud of her. I could only wish for her to finally find a spouse in
her life.
We live together here, four women in one house, and in fact we are three generations. And I
think that nothing is impossible for us, because we manage to do “men’s work” as well, as if
we were men, because we simply have to, which is why I am not distinguishing between
men’s and women's roles. After all, what my mother does is actually playing a double parent
role, as she substitutes for my father and, at the same time, she is also my mother.
When all of these events happened, perhaps it’s foolish, but it seems as… they happened one
after the other, and I experienced them as if…I slowly started seeing them as something
natural, and I have never thought about them only when you started to take an interest in all
the bad things that had happened, that don’t usually happen in other families, Maybe it’s only
my poor nderstanding, but that the events come one after the other and we always have to deal
with them, overcome them somehow and go on. It always happened in a different family, so
these families supported each other and were always able to help each other…
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