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My mother died in March 1997. Barnus passed away on Christmas Eve, on December 24, 

1998. My mother passed away on Good Friday. Barnus died on Christmas Eve. My younger 

Brother Jenő died on June 16. And on the same date, but in a different year, Béla passed 

away, also on June 16. On the same day like my younger brother Jenő. Those are those dates.  

When my husband, Tímeaʼs father, died, she was only 13 years old. I was three times thirteen 

- that is 39 years old. My husband was 41 years old. Well, those dates... and also the 

fourteenth … those numbers. 

 

It came unexpectedly. When he came home, it was midnight. Then he worked in Komárno.  

They built a factory chimney there and he came home. I was waiting for him to come by train.  

It was on the 14th of August. He arrived, sat down and said that he could not live like this any 

longer and that he would take his life. I asked him why, whether it was because of us.  

But he said no and added that  if he became ill, he would not want us to go through it  

and that he would not want to suffer either.He went to the basement, where he had a chest  

in which he stored his pesticide sprays. He enjoyed gardening very much. When he came 

home for the weekend, he used to put his bag down at the back of the walkway and go straight 

to the garden. I used to joke and ask him whether he came home to me or if the garden was 

more important to him, I often joked like that. In the basement he always had everything 

perfectly prepared and well arranged, his tools were arranged from the smallest through the 

medium to the largest, everything was in perfect order. He even had a sign on the chest saying  

Caution! Pesticide Sprays! The chest used to be on the upper shelf, to prevent our daughter 

from reaching it. At that time Tímea was still small. At about half past seven in the morning I 

went down and I could smell a strange, unpleasant odour there. He was sitting on the sofa 

tilted sideways and a brown liquid was flowing from his mouths, probably his liver was 

destroyed ... and he was still warm.  

 

In the village he was an honoured and respected person, two times he was the Chairman  

of the Local National Committee. He worked in the cooperative in the field of animal 

breeding. He did not want to leave from there. One day, some people came from the District 

Office, party representatives, and the party assigned him the task of accepting the position  

of the Chairman of the Local National Committee. Later on, he was elected to this position 

two more times and then he became the mayor. When he died,  

he had been mayor for four years. The villagers said they would have voted for him next time  

as well. However, there were also many who wanted his chair, there were many who would 

have liked to get his position. They kept undermining him and it distressed him, 



mentally it wore him out. I was the one who found him. Everybody in the village looked for 

him. They searched for him everywhere, on the football field, around the village, even in the 

farmsteads, everywhere... I was on duty all that day in the kindergarten. At noon, the police  

launched a search as well, since he had been missing for 24 hours. I walked down to the back 

of the garden where reed was growing. I used to walk there with the children from the 

kindergarten. I turned to the corner where high weed grew and I watched my feet since there 

was a ditch to cross. I noticed that the weed was trampled down. I went closer and then I saw 

him lying there. 

 

My youngest brother Barnus had had a stroke.  

He was the last one. Last year he turned 62 years old. He passed away after a week and a half,  

he got a pulmonary embolism which killed him.  

 

He was returning home on a bike. A passing car caught his sandal, threw him up on the roof 

of the car and from there he fell in a trench. With terrible head pains, the ambulance took him  

to the hospital. Around eleven at night his condition rapidly worsened. There was a nurse 

from Okoč who told us that his condition had rapidly deteriorated.  

 

He was transferred to the ICU, where he died. At that time he was working in the shipyard in 

Komárno. They wanted him to continue his studies. When he got married, they gave him 

keys. Keys to an apartment in which he could live. While working at the village cooperative, 

he had other expectations. He wished to do things he liked to do.But he was disappointed. 

They made him nail vegetable boxes, repair sides of trailers and so.Some wanted him to make 

handles for their hoes and so on, and on the way home, they went by a pub and rewarded him 

with a drink. He never drank before, but slowly he became addicted ... They often worked at 

construction sites making sheeting for foundations and so, and everybody was drinking there. 

He received per-diem there, and spent part of it on drinking, but the rest he always spent on 

his family. So this is how he started drinking and became addicted.It is inconceivable. He did 

not understand either, how It could that happen. Lali told him to go to bed,  but he did not 

want to, as he wanted to ask  his wife to give him money. He was cleaning his gun in the hall.  

His hunter’s rifle was resting on the small table there and he had cartridges there as well. A 

party was to be held in the Hunters House, where they had a toast and started drinking.  

It was obvious that he was kind of uneasy. My former son-in-law Lali, who came to the 

house, told him to go to bed.But he said that he needed money to buy cartridges and that he 

would go ask for money. But they did not give him the money and it made him angry. 

They argued, using bad words and ultimately Lali grabbed him and pushed him into the room. 

He fell. He could have even hit his head and a tragedy would have happened right then.  

Then Lali, my ex-son-in-law, went out. He had a small storeroom out there, where he used to 

repair televisions, He liked making such repairs. Later he came in again. In the meantime, 

Vendi had woken up, but he was drunk and ready to attack him again. He grabbed the 

rifle...Lali told us, when I and my sister-in-law visited him, that if there had been a broom, he 

would have grabbed the broom. But there was a gun and perhaps, as they were fighting... 

Because the bullet hit him here... He said that if he had wanted to shoot somebody, he would 

have shot him in his head or his heart. But the gun fired while they were fighting... 



At least I think so, and Lali explained it the same way. He was sentenced to 10 years.  

Later it was shortened, so he was actually in jail for 6 years. Also while in jail, he was 

assigned different cultural tasks, he performed various tasks, handcrafts, they had  

him do different things, and respected him. They always told us this, when we came. The 

psychologist and counsellor were always nice, they respected him. When he died, I thought 

that maybe it was better for him that he passed away. He became ill with cancer because 

inside... You know, one can get cancer also if devoured inside, if there were nobody 

to talk to about problems and feelings. He was holding it all inside and it might have made 

him sick, because he passed away within four months. Even if he had been released from jail, 

he would not have been able to live with it, to cope with what had happened. He could not 

have lived happily. He was in a poor mental state, I cannot imagine what would have 

happened to him.  

 

He died in an accident in Bratislava. An iron rod fell on his head. I was on friendly terms with 

him as a human, but I blamed him because Tímea divorced her first husband because of him. 

And Flóra was, at that time, only eight months old.And that was very painful for me. At that 

time, there were not so many divorces, so it hurt me and I blamed him for that. But as 

humans, we were on good terms, we talked, sometimes he came to visit, but he did not live 

here.  

 

I had a very close relationship with him. In the last year he was already a pensioner.Whenever 

I went to Dunajská Streda to the hospital for a blood test or examination, I always found him 

at home, so I stopped by, or he escorted me to the bus, kissed me and I left for home, or he 

came to visit us. The girls, my granddaughters, also liked him very much, as in fact he was 

our only male relative. And he always brought them chocolate and sweets. Simply he liked 

the girls and the girls liked him as well. They loved their uncle Jenő. He had some problems 

with his stomach. Once he got sick and fell down. It was a mild stroke, my sister-in-law said. 

They took him to the hospital and gradually...but I have still hoped, since, there were others 

who had had a stroke and recovered. Tímea comforted me saying that others recovered from 

strokes, saying that he would get better. At that time I had my 50-year reunion with my 

former classmates - teachers in the kindergarten. My sister-in-law told me to go. He had been 

in hospital for a week then. The next week he died.  

 

Each of them has had his own story. I see it that way. In the evenings I go to bed very late and 

I read for a while, to occupy my thoughts.  If I just go to sleep without reading, all my 

memories come back and like a movie, unfold in front of my eyes. I don’t look at 

photographs, because they only stare back at me lifelessly from the pictures,  

which gives me the creeps. I have preserved  them in my memory as living people,  

with their movements and voices and everything, and today, I live from these memories.  
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