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This is my father. He died at age 41 in 1981. Father used to come home once a week. He worked in a 

construction company as a mason and they traveled all over Slovakia, actually then it was 

Czechoslovakia, and built factory chimneys. We spent very little time together, but I still remember a 

happy childhood. I felt very close to him. Maybe even closer than to my mother.  

 

When daddy died, I was 13. He was 41. That morning I woke up hearing my mum screaming. I ran 

down and saw my father’s legs hanging off the bed. Right then we knew he was dead. He committed 

suicide. It is hard to say why… I still don’t know why it happened. We did not see any signs of him 

drinking pesticide. But in the basement we noticed a box with pesticides sitting on the bench. It had 

always been in its place. Father used to put things back in their place. Therefore it seemed strange that 

the box with pesticides was not in its place. We knew that he must have drunk the pesticide. He was 

attached to me and I was attached to him, too. Therefore I cannot accept this fact. Sometimes I 

reproach him for leaving me. But sometimes I think that he had a reason for it. Something he did not 

want to burden us with. Before this he had had his medical examination and maybe they told him 

something, but he did not have any specific diagnosis indicating a severe disease. He used to say that 

if he were ever diagnosed with a severe disease, he would end his life and not become a burden to us. 

He used to say that he did not want to be a burden, but there was no sign of a disease. My mother had 

five siblings. After my father’s death all of them helped us. Perhaps uncle Lajos, the oldest brother, 

helped us the most. He had a daughter my age. They all helped us, but nobody could replace our 

father.  

 

My uncle Béla died in 1994. We also had a very close relationship, since I work in the municipal 

office and he was first the Head of the Local National Committee and then he became the mayor of 

the town. So we worked together and his death was also a terrible loss for me. He disappeared from 

my day-to-day life, both professional and private. He committed suicide. After the revolution he was 

elected mayor. He was a very sensitive, compassionate person, a really warm-hearted man. Maybe he 

became a victim of his character. He loved his family and it was difficult for him to bear the pressure 

he was under at the time. Some attacked him, since they could not accept that the people re-elected 

him, a former communist, as mayor. Some people have different opinions and therefore they attacked 

him. And he could not handle that. These things were very hard for him to bear. We looked for him 

for three days. His wife came to me and said that his bike was at home, his keys, all his belongings 

were at home, but Béla simply disappeared. So she came to me to ask whether we had a meeting she 

did not know about, because aunt Marika – Béla´s wife, had always taken very good care of him. 

When there was a meeting, she prepared his shirts, she served warm meals and made sure he could 

prepare for his work.  At nights she used to write his speeches at that time on a typewriter. Béla 

preferred her to type his thoughts, because sometimes his good ideas came at night. So she came to 

ask whether we had a meeting or if somebody came by car to give him a ride or something. But we 

did not have any meeting. So we waited and waited and then, my mother and I went to look for him. 

So did the deputies from the office and several of his friends. But nobody found him. On the next day 

we continued the search along with his daughters. Also at the back gate to the garden, which was 

open and we went through it, I do not even know how many times...We searched for him also by a 

car, we thought that he might have gone for a walk and fainted while clearing his head or something, 



because at that time he was exposed to enormous pressure. In fact his daughter and I passed by him, I 

do not even know how many times. We passed the place where he was lying dead. Our mother 

walked behind us, after we passed the place several times and then she noticed him. 

 

My second uncle Barnus died aged 44 in 1998. Exactly on December 24, on Christmas Eve, he had a 

stroke. He lapsed into a coma, and died in the hospital. He did not have children. Although he was 

married, they had no children. Nevertheless, he lived a fulfilled life, because he loved his siblings’ 

children as his own, and the children loved him, too. Everybody was fond of him, since he was the 

youngest of the brothers. He was an everyday visitor to our home, because he loved our youngest 

daughter Iris. Iris knew - she was then 2 years old - that when he came for a visit, he would have a 

chocolate for her. So when he arrived, she used to climb on him to reach his pocket and take her 

chocolate. 

 

Uncle Lajos, my oldest uncle died aged 56 in a traffic accident in 1999. He was riding a bike home 

from Veľký Meder, where he worked, and was hit by a car. They took him  

to the hospital and the doctors said that he had a minor concussion and that he would feel certainly 

better in the morning. However, at 10 o’clock in the morning he died. His shoe got stuck in the car 

and he was thrown up into the air and fell down, perhaps his head had been injured, and they could 

not detect the site of bleeding when he was transported to the hospital that evening.  

 

Lali, my former husband, father of my older daughter, died aged 33 in 1999. We had lived together 

for only three years. We had a daughter Flora and after a while we decided to divorce, because our 

relationship did not work well. Then he married my cousin Erika, daughter of my uncle Vendy. But 

we continued to have a good relationship, so Flora wouldn’t lose her father, we used to meet and we 

had no conflicts. Together they had a daughter Erika. And then a tragedy occurred, causing the death 

of my former husband. I have to mention that Vendy was a passionate hunter. On that day, a pigeon-

shooting competition was to take place. Everything was prepared, the guns, the bullets, they prepared 

the prizes for the raffle. Vendy came home drunk and he and his wife had an argument, perhaps 

because of his drinking. Lali went down to repair the television, because his hobby was repairing 

electrical appliances. When he entered the door, Erika and her mother, up on the first floor, heard a 

big crack and when they ran down, they saw Lali laying on the floor, but they did not see anything, 

they did not know what had happened. Vendy just stood there. But after a while blood started pouring 

from him. Until that moment they believed that he had only fainted or fallen down. The bullet hit his 

main artery and he immediately bled to death.  

 

My uncle Vendy died of cancer in 2005. He worked in the shipyard in Komárno. He was a recognized 

craftsman. He worked as a joiner and they used to send his works to various exhibitions. However, 

they enticed him home to work in the cooperative, because he was the chairman of the Youth 

Organization and they wanted him to coordinate the local cultural activities, because he performed 

amateur theatre. Originally he was a resolute abstinent. But then they started to call him to do this or 

that, and also to have a drink…and thus he gradually became an alcoholic. Vendy did not even 

remember the tragedy. Later we tried to find out what had really happened that day, why he did it, 

whether it was intentional or an accident, and if it was intentional, what was his reason, because, in 

fact, he had no reason, he and Lali had always had a good relationship, they never had any conflicts 

or arguments. Maybe Lali had told him something like “do not shout” or “go to sleep or relax”, but, 

otherwise, their relationship was certainly good and he definitely did not want to kill him. Later when 

Vendy realized what had happened, after the police had taken him, in his letters and when we had 

visited him in jail, it was obvious that his punishment was not that he had been taken by the police 

and that he had to serve his sentence, but rather the fact that he had to live knowing what he had done. 

He did not even want to live like that, but later on he decided to at least help those who were left 



behind. But this tragedy affected him strongly. He was sentenced to 11 years. Finally, after 7 years, 

they were going to release him. He was supposed to return home and then he got to the hospital. He 

suffered greatly; it was hard for him to accept that he had killed the husband of his daughter and the 

father of his granddaughter. He realized what he had done to his daughter Erika, who was the apple of 

his eye, and also to his other children and wife. His cancer was in such a progressed stage that they 

only released him so he could die at home. He died one month after returning from jail.  

 

Sanyi, father of my youngest daughter, died aged 50 in 2004. My younger daughter Iris was born in 

1996. We did not live together, we were only partners. I had known him for 13 years. Our 

relationship started to “cool down” and we were about to end it, when we suddenly received a 

message that he had had an injury. He worked in Bratislava at a construction site, and a piece of metal 

had fallen on his head. They brought him home and the CT examination showed a massive 

hemorrhage in his brain. He spent one month in the hospital, the doctors did everything possible, but 

he died. He died exactly on the day of my father’s death. He lapsed into a coma 3 days before and 

died exactly on August 14. Iris was eight, when her daddy died, and my daughter Flora was also 

eight, when she lost her daddy. Then, but in fact even before that, I had started thinking that this is not 

quite natural…My father committed suicide, Lali – how to say it – he also did not die naturally, and 

Sanyi became a victim of a traffic accident. None of them died in a natural way. And my uncles – in 

fact only Barnus died from a stroke and also Jenő ... the rest of them died from an accident or other 

tragic event or committed suicide...  Jenő died in 2009 at age 62. He had a stroke. He died two 

months ago.  

 

All men in our family died very young. All of them were strongly attached to their mother. Each one 

was a “mommy’s boy”. There was not a single day that they didn’t run home to their mommy. And 

all of them found a wife who had as strong a personality as their mother. A strong woman was 

standing by each of them. And these women continue to hold the family together. They continue 

doing what their mother was doing, so these strong ties continue on, which is very interesting. Each 

woman is different, but they are all very strong. Whenever one of them goes to the cemetery, she 

waters the graves of all brothers, and changes the water in the vases. All sisters-in-law are strongly 

attached, in particular my mother and her three sisters-in-law living here in Okoč. There is another 

sister-in-law living in Dunajská Streda, but, in particular, the four of them try to keep the family 

together. Altogether we are 12 cousins and we already have our own children. So a simple gathering 

in our family means 45-50 people. We try as we can to carry on our grandmother’s goal: to stick 

together and help each other. And we try to carry this on.  
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