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PREFACE

“When trying to piece together our pasts, memoryloanotoriously selective,
choosing, even creating one detail at the expehte ther, transposing

incidents, disregarding times.”

(Karen McCosker — A Poem A Day)

To my daughter, Marlene, my son Frank, and our desxdchildren Adam, Joy,
Steven, and Sasha — with love.

My narrative of our lives is not a historical essagr a fictional story, nor a
strict listing of past events. It is written theyvl remember it today, as close to
the objective truth as my memory allows. It isazetd by my impressions and
feelings of the past, and by the mood of the dayimch it was written. It is,
however, always scripted with love, acceptance,@ate in my heart. | hope you

will read it and accept it the same way.
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INTRODUCTION

April 27, 1997

Hello, everybody! This is your “Nagymama” speakibogyou. | was asked again
and again to write a diary, with stories and happmshfrom the past, and thoughts
and feelings of the present. | finally agreedulhilf my daughter’s request and |

will try to the best of my ability to give you atdded account of our lives.

April 29, 1997

At this point | don’t have the time and inspiratitmnreturn to our past and fill this
booklet with our memories. But | feel a need tib yeu that life is not always
easy, there are setbacks, tragedies and losseasthd3a is one thing that no one
can take away from you. And that is the love yeceive from those around you
and the love that you give in return. My fathesuy grand or great grandfather,
always said: “parents’ love is unconditional, itnatural, not sacrificial; and it is
given in return for the love they received fromith®arents.” As | have received
much love from my parents, | reciprocate in exgressny unconditional love to
you, Marlene, our only daughter, and to Frank,foatborn son; including all your
children, our beloved grandchildren. Before startthe story of our lives, |
wanted to share with you my feelings toward you dlhis is all that | have to say

today. More to come in the future.
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May 11

It is Mother’'s Day and | enjoy all the blessinglsing a mother. | am healthy,
happy, have my wonderful husband at my side; andwaychildren, the ones |
brought into this world, are doing OK. They hakeit own families, the sweetest,
smartest, best kids (at least in our eyes) to &k cherish. While | enjoy all the
blessings of motherhood, | remember my own Mom (ygneat grandmother —
“‘dedanya”). Her life ended abruptly — due to aligemtly performed operation —
March 14", 1929. She was only 26 years old, in the primif@fand motherhood.
She was the most loving and gentle person, whoeddoer husband (my father)
and her children (my brother Csaba and me). H&magiic outlook and love of
life was expressed at her deathbed. Accordingytdatiner, when she was already
half gone from this world, a baby’'s cries were kefiom another hospital room.
At that moment she opened her eyes, gave a big simd said, “Laci (that was my
father's name), do you hear that? A baby is boHkiet voice was full of joy, as
though she was reassuring us all that death, imgulder own, is not the end of
life, as new life emerges at the same time. | $ones wonder what happened
with that baby.

| will never forget the prophecy my mom made a féays before her death. We
had a large family gathering of adults (13 of thesmtfing around the huge dining
room table, and us kids — 2 cousins, my brothermayself — sitting at the separate
children’s table. Curious about what was beinguised among the grownups,
we strained our ears to catch some gossip or “fowgups only” topic. | was

shocked to hear one of them say, “when 13 peoplkreund a table, one of them
will die shortly” (This was an old Hungarian sugérsn). My mother, being the

hostess, tried to make light of it and said, “Yavé nothing to worry about, it's
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always the hostess who is chosen first.” Althouglasn't really sure what all this
meant, | recall a cold chill running through my ppdnd a sense of fear and awe.
What if it's true? My mother can't leave us juitel grandpa did? The festive
occasion lost its appeal and glamour, and shoftéy dinner | left to return to the

security and familiarity of my own room and bedwds only 6 years old then.

Many exciting, happy and sad things have happeoeadd since that night, and
you will be hearing and reading about it in the cuypages. Meanwhile, don't
forget that life is here to be lived to the fullegi enjoy every moment, to love
every creature, to smile when a newborn baby caed,to shed tears with those
whose hearts are broken. God never tells us “winyigs happen or don’t happen.
But He sure gave us all the information on “how’lit@ our lives to make it worth

living.
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MY CHILDHOOD 1929-1939

Sacre Coeur entrance stairway

QOur hiving room in the Sacre Coeur
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Qur Chapel -
Sacre Coeur

Relaxing on our terrace

Alumni identification card

Passeport international

e d'une Enfant du Sacré Coeur.
SUPERIEURE A
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May 16

Maybe it's time to start telling you the story ofyriife from the beginning (July
21, 1922) to the present day. My father, a Trarmyhn native son of rich
landowners, whose entire estate was lost in 19&%althe Versailles Treaty — was
a 36 year old lawyer in Budapest when | was bdvly. mother was only 19 at my
birth and she too was a Transylvanian born to Aarstand Slavic background
parents. My only brother, Csaba, was 18 montherdithn me. We were living in

a comfortable suburban home, belonging to the teetle upper middle class.

My memories really start with the death of my motime1929. That was also the
year of my first days in school — a school thaalled “home”, the convent of the
Sacred Heart, where | lived as a boarder. | adescribe the feeling of happiness
and belonging that the convent gave me. In thosaderful years | was
surrounded by numerous friends and by friendlyingwuns. We all knew what
was expected from us, we all had definite plansterfuture, and our days were
filled with fun, love, security and excitement. rdmember my first junior high
school years. My friend Dora, whose parents wearerded, spent many weekends
at our house. We went to movies together, whispettte girlish secrets to each
other, and at the same time, were fierce compstfimr the number one spot in
class ranking. Dora was gifted in every way buthrematics. My weakness lay in
the field of arts and music. Our favorite subjéciwever, was phys ed and sports.

We loved doing things together and experiencirgytbfthe fullest.

I will never forget our first unescorted trip tcetbpera of Budapest. Dora’s father,
who was a music critic, presented us with the prectickets. We were only 13 at

the time and attending an opera performance wa®téy serious business. We
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dressed appropriately for the occasion; navy bleket outfits with white silk

blouses and white ribbons in our braided hair. Affdve went, just the two of us,
to the performance. Even my brother remarked: “Yeally look like ladies.”

Was this a compliment to cherish! Our seats indpera house were up front
among the music critic's boxes. All those impottamen surrounded us and
discussed the performance, using words of musgofarwe never even heard
before. Our importance and our feelings of beiadult” diminished in a very

short period of time and there we sat, two frigktéhttle girls, bewildered and a
little disappointed, but by the same token elatgdhe wonders of Verdi’'s music
and the elegance of the Budapest opera housauglih to myself, “so we are not
noticed as “ladies” today, but boy are we goingelbstories in school tomorrow!
We'll be the most important and most sophisticét8d/ear olds in school, if only

for a few brief moments.”

May 21

Another day to remember, just as important andtiexcfor Dora and myself, was
when in the same year the nuns picked the two dbus most responsible and
unusual mission. It all started with a trip to #t@nvent's country cottage. The
entire student body, about 80 girls, spent the glagicking, playing games, and
having fun. On our return one of the sisters @ookd, “Oh my gosh, we left the
cat locked in the kitchen! Somebody will have &burn right away and let her
out.” Naturally, Dora and | volunteered and withetpermission of Sister
Balthazar, the two of us got on a bus and stattedrip all over. This time just
Dora and | — the heroes — who are on an importassiom to save a poor,
incarcerated cat. We took the assignment verpusgly and acted as “adult” as

possible. In those days kids were kids and théisthvere simple pleasures; little
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unusual, unexpected happenings. It did not takekihg, smoking or dope or
joyrides in a stolen car to make us feel elatedpitand envied by peers. Saving a
pussycat from being locked up was something weudsad, talked about and

remembered for a long time.

However, while recalling the fun-filled weekly exstons to the country cottage, a
dark day’s shadow appears in my mind. The tripetiaas always with a walk to
the bus stop and then boarding the leased busvilhdake us to the cottage. But
this time our bus wasn’t there. So Sister Balthgzeked two volunteers to escort
her (the nuns were not allowed to walk outsidedty@vent unescorted) to the bus
depot to get our bus. Claire (a classmate) andeMaere chosen and they left
with the sister right away. In a couple of minwes spotted our vehicle coming —
no, not coming — racing down the hill. It rushepus and ended up in a ditch not
far away. As it turned out, a faulty brake caudedlaccident. However, the cause
did not matter. The result was what broke our tseaBoth girls died and Sister
Balthazar was seriously hurt, but eventually receste Thus | met with death
again. This time it involved losing a friend, assmate, a person of my own age.
| realized that dying is not only for adults, fbeetones who already had a life, who

already fulfilled some dreams; but it can happeartgone, including me.

When | first met up with death at the age of 6jrigany grandfather (who lived

with us and was very much a part of the family)dswsaddened and bewildered.
We loved “Nagytata” and enjoyed his wonderful sterof kings and queens and
the talking animals. Our imagination soared witB ktories and we kept on
guessing whether those things really happened atheh Grandpa had just
invented them. But what did it matter? Nagytatasweal and his stories

brightened our days. Now he is gone, and so isnmayher, and now my
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classmate. But somehow none of them are gone ebtahpl So often | feel their
presence, just remembering them and all the othamsst importantly my father —
who left this world since then as well. They saenstill be here with me. They
are in my mind, in my heart, and in my whole beingteel their unconditional
love, | hear their wise advices, and sometimesdtawith them as | did when they
were with me in flesh and body. | sometimes ewvgua with them and still try to
convince them about important matters. But | mathat my arguments are weak
in light of their loving and wise admonishing.tdbk me a lifetime to really accept

this. Now | know better!

May 27

My mind is wandering between past and present. eautiful memories
intermingle with my happy feelings of today. Thegs brightly shining. | sit on
the back porch of our Florida home and watch theliitds and cardinals fight for
food in our birdfeeder. In the grass, a little isal is picking up the seeds the
fighters drop, and in the background all the gougecolors of the blooming
hibiscus bushes blend together. It couldn’t beentmautiful and peaceful. | am at
peace with the world, with myself, with God, witlyrfate; just as | was way back
in the convent, surrounded by friends, securityeland happiness. All those fun
filled days of “conge’s” — days when there was oba®l, just fun and games. The
nuns planned everything around a specific themaemember the “conge” of
cowboys and Indians. When we woke up in the magrnive found at our bedside
either a small cowboy hat or a paper tomahawk ilnedrwith our names. This
was the way we were assigned in two camps. Théeexent of finding out
whether our friends were assigned to our camp théd'‘enemy” quarters was in

itself mind boggling. And then we entered a dinmegm turned into a cornfield

10
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with no tables or chairs, but breakfast preparedhenfloor. “Oh, boy, what a
sight!” After the meal, we had our first round gdmes, “cache-cache” (hide and
seek in groups). The coin toss gave the Indiaaditst chance to hide anywhere
in our 4 story building. They had 2 minutes toenahd then we had 3 minutes to
find them and to tag them, if we could. There wadst of discipline in that game.
The groups had to stay together, no individualiahite was allowed. Those
hiding didn’t even dare to breathe when they hélaedseekers approaching. And
finally, if apprehended, the hiders scurried likadto get back to the starting point
without being tagged. By the time the last gamécathe-cache” was played we
were exhausted and starved, ready for lunch. Adtan started with a little rest,
reading, talking, playing individual games. Laagain, we divided in our assigned
groups and played “Volkerball’, an exciting ballhge. The last competition of the
evening after supper was “Loup ou est tu” (Wolf,endr are you?). One person
was chosen as wolf, received a bell and got twauteasto hide. The group then
ran all around in the building and whenever thelfege “Loup, ou est tu?” the
wolf had to ring the bell if she heard the questidwmain, we had 3 minutes to find
and tag the wolf or lose the game. Several gals the chance to be wolf until it
was time to go to our little chapel for eveningyais. From there, we walked up 4
stories singing “Leise sinkt der Abend nieder, delileiland gute Nacht”. (The
night is taking over daylight, our dear Jesus, goigtit). It was the most inspiring

song and beautiful melody, reassuring and relausbgefore we went to bed.

Recently, | asked my classmates to put the sontgms and when | feel down or
worried or angry, | just listen to the tape and eember those wonderful days of
the past and my spirits are lifted and my soulxeda | only wish that today’s
youth could grow up with so much security, peaaeland clean fun and

excitement. Does it have to take dope or alcahekperience a real high? Please,

11
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dear God, take care of my family, my kids and tlehitdren — all four of them — so
that they can grow up to be as content and satisiiel happy by the time they
reach the ripe old age of 75 as | am today! Howevevasn't 75 always. | was
only 17 and starting my senior year when thingsabeg happen.

12
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WAR GETS REAL FOR A TEENAGER
(1939-1940)

It all started with the early morning radio annoament of September 8, 1939.
We were informed that Hitler had ordered the Gernranps to march towards
Poland. This meant undeniably and irrevocably wahough it was the German
army going to war, it was evident that sooner derlaall the little surrounding
countries including Hungary, would get involved one way or another. War,
confusion, insecurity, all at a time when | thouge world was mine, and | was
ready to conquer it. With the easy burden of diyyears on my shoulders, | had
all my plans set for the future. Certainly thisnflict had not been totally
unexpected. After all, we all knew that world peaeas balanced on the edge of a
razor blade; however, this news shocked all of L&e the tidal waves that are
foreshadowed and inevitable, but the extent of ot foreseen, so had this news
broadcast shatter my teen world. We all realized this world was on fire, but |
was hoping that the blaze would never reach med yat, here it was; real war —
with guns, bomb shelters, wounded and prisonersvorider if the doors of the
school will open. Maybe | won't be able to get migh school diploma. Or
maybe they’ll just give it to us without requirigtendance. This idea perked me
up. | decided | would have to do something extta@ry under these unusual
circumstances. “I am part of history!” This datkis hour, will be quoted in
history books for many, many years to come, aneldry to it! It is a part of my
life and | am going to make the most of it. Thugfimst reaction of panic and fear

changed to excitement and anticipation.

13
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July 10

Automatically, | ran through the daily routine oetgng dressed, eating my
breakfast, and then rushed to meet my friends toddeour further course of
action. By the time | reached Claire’s house, g\wng seemed as normal as any
other September morning. Yellow and red leavesil the roads, the air was
fresh, the sun was shining, a light breeze rudtieaugh the air, and people were
rushing to work. Doesn’t anybody feel the impodarf the day? Or is it only
my privilege to sense the great and terrible thitigg are ahead? At Claire’s
house we listened eagerly and excitedly to theoraghich shortly announced that
life would go on as usual, schools would open agdgled, and we would have to
work for our diplomas just as others had before 8siddenly | realized that the
tidal wave which | thought was about to destroy pngsent and future did not yet
extend to my doorstep. My life will go on as usuaut the future seemed less
secure and some uneasiness surrounded me. Beimg that time, my main

concern was the present anyhow, so why not enjegyanoment of it?

With this notion, | left Claire’s house and wenni®to prepare for the first day of
this somewhat fearful school year. The first daasviollowed by many others,
with fun and work, hope and fear coloring each ohthem. The first great news
broke when Claire secretly showed us her “Nazi” inership application. She
was always somewhat different, extravagant, orlgiaad daring, but this

announcement came as a lightning bolt. It sho@tedf us. The teachers, and
particularly the nuns, condemned Hitler and evengiftonnected to him. Most of
our parents shared the same opinion, and if thimlmeeship comes to daylight, it
will be a real scandal and certain expulsion frarno®l. This element of danger

and Claire’s rebellious courage to contradict aluls made her a real hero in our

14
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eyes. We all admired her for her daring action,orethe other hand, somehow |
felt something was not right. Claire was certaiobyrageous and original, which
deserves admiration, however, an air of doubt andasiness shadowed my
feelings. What comes next? This first conflictaar young lives foreshadowed
what the future might hold for us. But it only spd us on to live faster, grab for

more, and to do something worthwhile, while wd &it we had the time to do it.

July 14

“While we still have the time to do it” — makes mentinue my saga of the past. |
hope that God gives me enough time to tell you nafnthe things that made me
what | am today, that formed my life, my thinkingy beliefs, and my attitudes.
Your lives will have just as much excitement, hards and successes, which will
form and mold you to become the best person youweaand you too will be able
to find in all evil some good and realize that we here for a reason, and we have
to fulfill our calling up to the last minute of oexistence. Right now, my calling
IS to continue my memories for your benefit..... Kagigned up for volunteer
nurse’s training, and Chris planned to spend timenser in a work camp. Only |
had not decided on a specific plan of action. Mawhiting letters to soldiers on
the battlefields would be a good idea? Or shoulside with the anti-Nazi
underground and work for them? Perhaps sometlontgdde done with the war
orphans? The most appealing idea was to be oicsetw the civil defense.
However, | discarded all these plans because |wadened with very difficult
decisions. Where do | really belong? My fathey,family, my school with all the
nuns, were strictly anti-nazi, while despising caumism just as much, and they
hoped and prayed for Hitler to perish. The santeetldor him burned in my heart

too, but how can | disregard the dangers of comsm®i Everybody, but

15
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everybody | knew was anti-communist, and horrilalles were whispered about
the atrocities of the Soviet leaders and troopsuld | put myself in a position
where | might aid their cause? No! No! No! Test thing is to forget about all
these problems and live my own private life with cancern for anything else.

Besides, | began to have problems of my own.

July 16

| was always sick, tired and feverish, with constidmoat infections. Finally, in
November, the doctor decided that | need a towsdlay. | had to leave my
beloved school and exchange it for a hospital rody. operation went without a
hitch and within a week | was home to recuperdeat something was still very
wrong with my entire system. After weeks of exaations, tests and x-rays, | was
diagnosed with rheumatic fever. That required ¢el bed rest, no school, no
fun, no friends. | spent 2 and a half months alahbome. My books and my
German shepherd, Bob, were my only company. # s@s a new experience; but
not without its different ways of experiencing sohmgpiness. Until that time, |
had been too busy with studying, having fun, bewth my friends, and had found
no time for serious reading. Now | did nothing betd voraciously, while
listening to soothing music on my little clock radi | learned to appreciate the
guiet times of letting my imagination enter thers® | read and learned to have
fun without friends and activities. It was a dr#at kind of enjoyment, but life
again smiled at me and | was content with my fafiere than contentment entered
my days, when in the spring of that year my fatbemt me to a resort area in the
highest mountains of Hungary. The luxury of thghhsociety surrounded me, and
| experienced a kind of freedom | had never haareef | enjoyed above all the

beauty of nature; snow, sunshine, and the very ighs of spring. Even today,

16
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the most awesome sight for me is the white snowhermountains, reflecting the

glorious sunshine, with blue skies above and apgékt in the air.

My father accompanied me to the mountain resorefoi2 my father departed,
leaving me alone in that fairy tale world, | asketh, “What advice do you give
me? What is it | should or should not do?” Befogthe first time in my life
without the routine and discipline of the convesmid surrounded by “real adult
people” — men, women, and boys, | was somewhatehppsive, and expected a
long litany of do’s and don’ts. However, my fatlsesdvice was short and easy to
follow, “Anything you believe you can tell me withbfear, you can do; things you
think you’'d rather keep secret you shouldn’t ddfat was it! | was only 17 then,
but today, at 75, | still think this was the bestlanost useful advice | could have
gotten. | lived accordingly since that day anévesd myself much headache and
trouble. If you want to avoid some unnecessarystaps and problems, | suggest
that you follow the same advice. Never do things flave to keep a secret from

your parents!

17



TIDAL WAVES

=

Mv mother My father

Mv parents in Vienna 1922
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Our country home in
Celldomolk

Qur home in Budapest

Celebrating myv 6th birthday
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At the age of 10 with my brother Csaba,

in true Hungarian outfits

a
My college picture

Myv father and I
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HIGH SCHOOL ENDS BUT THE WAR GOES ON
(1940-1942)

July 17, 1997

In the fall of 1940, after a full year of recupéngt of being on my own, enjoying
the solitude of home and the luxury of an elegasbrt, | restarted my senior year
with many new experiences. | realized there esdifitside the walls of a convent,
and one can find friends among all kinds of peoipleluding boys. It was a very
special year in my life, with many excitements, eiigrities, fun and
disappointments, and above all, with experiencesvier dreamed of before. By
now, | was ready to return to the safety and sgcofimy school, to be reunited
with my friends of so many years; with the teaclsrd nuns | had known so well
and to settle into the comfortable routine of mioled school; forgetting my own
problems and the problems of the war around us.wdfe involved in our school
work and in preparing for our “matura” — a 3 daydpation examination. This
was the culmination of 12 years of studying andas — at least to us — one of the
most important events in our young lives. We alliéd ourselves in our textbooks
and while pretending that we were busy studying, minds wandered and we
were really dreaming of a secure future, a handsamderich husband, and dozens
of children. We tried to forget about the outswerld and the war, and we
concentrated on our present days and the littleyeday happenings. “Liz has a
steady boyfriend” went the gossip of the day; “dimel sisters discovered it”. We
wondered if she would be expelled for such “crirfiirehavior. But who cared

now? Only six more weeks and the “matura” and gatidn is over with.

21
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July 18

As | picked up my pen today and reread the lashgraph of my story | realize
how the world has changed in 50 some years. | @ordny grandchildren will
be able to even imagine that in those times aneh8 gld girl did not even dare to
think of a boyfriend before graduation from higihsal? That was unheard of! Or
maybe not so.... Some exceptions existed. My matiasronly 16 when she got
married. It never dawned on me how she must heldéing so different and |
wonder how the other married women treated her® sbe have her hardships and
difficulties because of that? | will never knowwo However, | will make sure
that all of you know about the happenings thatuieficed you parent’'s and
grandparent’s lives and, therefore, | go on withmmymories. We were preparing
for our graduation examination and as it was thstau, the boarding school
students (and that year there were only 2 of uar&kbnd I) spent the 6 weeks
preparation in a cottage of the nuns situated endutskirts of Budapest in the
woods. There were 24 graduating seniors in owsschaith 22 of them being day
students. We took all our books with us, a smatihionica, and a heart full of
laughter. The days passed by with some studyimg @do the most unusual ways.
A birdhouse on the top of an old birch was my faeospot. Up | climbed,
carrying my notes and books with me. Klara watchedn the ground with
disbelief. After several attempts, | finally madeo the top and gave my full
attention to my history notes. Forgetting the ause position | was in, | placed
my books beside me, or at least that was my imenti My history books,
however, took a dive, opened their pages like pata@s, and arrived with a
sudden thump on the ground. “Shall | throw therokia asked Klara innocently,
“This way you don’t have to climb down again.” “OK nodded and grabbed
with both hands for the ascending book. The book @aught in a niche of
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branches, and now it was my turn to take an uneégdeadive, landing right beside
Klara. “Did you hurt yourself?” came her innoceptestion again. “No, | did not

hurt myself, only the branches and the rough gralidd was my angry answer.

Due to that experience, we decided to find a saifere to study after we got the
books out of the tree. Our next choice was a so@alé housing the statue of our
Lady of Lourdes. The rain started to drizzle, so lvad to find shelter. Besides,
the statue was in need of a good spring cleanimgyes put it out in the rain and
climbed inside the cave. However, we discoveredl ithvas too dark to read, thus
we again had to make a change. Instead of studsongthe books, we turned to
fortune telling. My grandiose idea was to let th@merous spiders crawl into
Klara’s books, then squash them and whatever pdgasdead body is found in
should be studied, because our questions will gureldrawn from those pages.
How could Klara resist this “sure” way of findingutoabout the examination
guestions? Besides, it was a good way to elimiadt# of hard work and study.
That Klara’s books got all messed up and dirty pag of my scheme in getting
even with her for the “innocent” questions she hakled way back when | fell out

of the tree.

July 20

Day after day, we had our little adventures andrmunds opened not so much to
the abstract knowledge, but to the beauty of naanckethe joy of friendship. The
nearer the day of examination came, the less didvarey about it. With every
passing day, we appreciated more and more the winihdelors of spring flowers,
the bright red skies with the setting sun, and dherise serenades of the early

birds. Isn’t life just wonderful as it is? — wasrdhought. War and peace, exams
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or graduation don't really change anything. Fremgd and nature seemed to be
the answer to my inner conflicts and yearningsonliy these 6 weeks would never
come to an end! In fact, these days were theckrgtfree, happy student times for
us. But like everything else, this too, had toéhawn ending and the big days of
examinations arrived. The committee of seven pswies faced us in a small
classroom where the pupils were admitted one by @m& had to answer so many
frightful questions. Our anticipation and trepidat however, turned somehow
into disappointment. The professors were kind aetpful, the questions all

seemed to have an answer and the three days gasssdsmoothly as any other
schooldays. Are these the frightful days of exavashad feared for eight years?
A few days of sweat and fear and it was all behiad We made it, we graduated,

life, real life was waiting for us!

As | stepped out of the school building that bdalsunny day in June of 1941, |
looked around anxiously to see the reflection ofjayand victory in the eyes of
passersby. | finally graduated and am ready te takkthe world! But people once
again passed by indifferently and cool, and | betmannderstand that in some
ways everybody is like an island to himself. bt easy to find people who share
the joys and sorrows, the victories and fears,dibappointments and jubilations
we encounter. | felt like stopping and shaking ecemd shouting to all, “Stop!
See! Listen! Big things are in the air! War isaning our borders, youth is
graduating and facing an uncertain future!” Bubody listened, nobody cared.
So instead of shaking the indifferent people | $hihe fascination of the moment
off, and resigned to my fate of living a commonemday life just as others do,
with little excitement and adventure. How coultblve sensed what effect the ever
returning tidal waves of history would have on ngygonal life? War, with all its

bloodshed, terror and heroism, brutality and id@alidid not reach our borders
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yet. All | knew was that my carefree schooldaysenvever and a brand new

chapter is opening in my life.

October 10

It has been three months since | sat down to ceatmy life story. All summer
we have been away in Georgia, in Canada, and yinakk are back home and |
turn my thoughts to my past and to your future omoge. “You”, includes both
of you, Marlene and Frank, and all four of my dedear grandchildren. It was
you, Marlene, who asked me to write this book fou;ybut the more | get into
story telling, the more | have all of my offsprinmgmind and hope, that by the time
you'll reach my age you'll feel as satisfied angpya with your past life as | do;
and will be as proud and appreciative of your ¢kitdand grandchildren as | am. |
just want you to remember that by now you are tidepand happiness of my life
and | only hope that I'll have many more years ith@ss your achievements and
your wonderful approach to parenthood. God bless gnd your kids, my
grandchildren, And don’t forget that life does haw® ups and downs, and
relationships go from love to disappointment andkbt mutual understanding
and love again. Enjoy it while it lasts as | enfbgse quiet moments of talking to

you and sharing my feelings and my past with you.

Getting back to the latter, | am thinking about gwemmer after my graduation.
Naturally, it was a new beginning in every way. Mather returned to
Transylvania and | had no other plans than to e lwm, wherever he went. And
Transylvania, after more than 20 years of Rumanigupation, was returned to
Hungary again. It was my ancestors’ home, my fatived his childhood and

early adulthood there and | had spent many summesitghg the different family
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estates and all the relatives who stayed in thamed homeland. | was thrilled to
be a Transylvanian again, to belong to a place waast home to my parents, my
grandparents and many generations of Csiky’'s, Lsizatic. These were my roots,
this was the solil | called home, the place whellé dfathe dead in the cemetery
were in some way related to me. | thought | fjpddlund my niche; | believed |
belonged there and was hoping to be happily settiexe. However, after a couple
of months | became restless, | missed all my fisetioe familiar surroundings, the
nuns, the atmosphere of Budapest, and even moratiiesphere of the convent
life. And it just so happened that | found an atsement in the paper about a
girl’s finishing school in a convent in Budape#ts if God had seen that | need to
return to the lifestyle of the past twelve yeard aent me the way to do it. My
father approved of my plans and by September liw&sidapest in school again,
in a convent with nuns and girls of my age, manwbdém had graduated from my
beloved Sacre Coeur. What a blessing! Again beirgarefree, happy student
without any concerns, any thoughts of war, andsfedirthe future. Enjoying the
present, the security of the convent, the lovéhefriuns and the understanding of

my friends.

October 17

This was in many ways a very different convent fratmat | was used to. No
uniforms to be worn, no closed doors and no stualls fand no silencium. Two
girls shared one room; some students were alreadpged or at least had
boyfriends and we could come and go as we pleasethng as we were in our
room by 11:00 pm. Our subjects prepared us fa, lihey were not just for
developing some scientific knowledge. It was alevant, unlike geometry,

physics, algebra, etc. My favorite subjects warednes that afforded me outdoor
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activities, such as gardening and raising pouliy pigs. | spent much of the day
in the beautiful big park until | started to chasene ducks one day. | could easily
catch up with them when they were simply tryingotdgrun me. But | forgot that
only they had wings and that | didn’t. And whemyHinally decided to fly over a
low fence, | tripped and broke my ankle. That dent slowed me down quite a
bit and with a big cast on my leg | had to find etloutlets for my overactive
personality. It was the kitchen where my imagmomatand “talent” gave me an
opportunity to experiment and concoct new recipEsis too, however, came to an
abrupt ending when | spilled the oil on the lit gésve and nearly burned down the
entire kitchen. Yes, | sure had my share of badk land accidents during the
school year of 1941-42, but it was again a wondiedar. Full of friends and fun,
security and freedom, and above all, away from wleries of war and all its
problems and horrors. Life, however, does notdststill and the Russian troops
came nearer and nearer to our Transylvanian (eadterder. By the time the
school year ended, my father already left the egel@ad Transylvania and settled
as near to the western border as possible. Agbaf judge and lawyer, he
bought a nice home in Celldomolk and that's wheneturned after the school year
ended. Again a new beginning; a new life, diffénglace, unknown people. How
| wished | would be back in the Sacre Coeur whesgeht my entire childhood and
adolescence; where | knew everyone, where | wasme, felt secure and loved.
But at this juncture of my life little personal a@mrns didn’t matter anymore. War
was at my doorstep, my brother was somewhere obdtikefield fighting against

the Russian army that already threatened our barder

There was fear in the air and very little normalegnained. One of those normal
fun activities, however, happened Dec. 4, 1942is Was a day as important to the

infantry as St. Patrick’s day is to the Irish. Barbara was the patron saint of the
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infantrymen and Dec.™was her dedicated feast day. Not far from usetheas
the largest Hungarian infantry establishment (Hajea) where the celebrations
included a “live” St. Borbala who knighted all tfreshly drafted young men. And
| was chosen to be St. Borbala. It was quite gee&nce to find the appropriate
outfit. We borrowed the mantle from a theatre robut it was absolutely
necessary to have a palm branch to knight all #ve recruits. And Hungary has
no palm trees. But finally, a good friend of mify@u knew her as Palma-neni)
found the solution. Funeral homes use sometiméa paes for decoration and
sure enough, we did receive one branch from therthéobig day. From morning
to night the festivities never ended until the dafloor opened, the band started
playing and we all danced as though there was amoawd no danger. Trying to
forget that these young men, whom | just knighteduld be on the battlefield
within a very short time. And who knows how manii wever come back and
how many will never be able — due to injuries -dlémce again? Maybe it was the
last hurrah for them, and we tried to make the mbdgt In many ways it was the
last of the good times for me, too. A few daysiathe celebration, high fever and
stinging back pain put me to bed. | was diagnasil pleurisy on both sides of
my lungs and my recuperation took me again for isévaonths out of my active
life. | had to go back to Budapest where thereewsetter medical facilities and
better doctors. | was wrapped every two hourseéndold, wet towels and had to
stay in bed for about two and a half months. The¥ee no antibiotics then. | was
mostly alone, did a lot of reading and writingfdised to my radio (there was no
TV then either!) and my only companion was my ddgbby. But somehow | felt
no depression, no isolation, no anxiety. Amidktrad fears and excitements of the
war, all the news from the battlefields, it wasadeying, quiet experience to be
tied to my bed and read all the stories of wondgxd@ople; heroes, lovers, romance

and mystery, and forget the misery outside my sxckn.
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COLLEGE IN WARTIME — OCCUPIED BY GERMANS AND RUSSMS
(1942-1943)

October 28, 1997

Again more than ten days passed since | last haganyn hand. Our front door’s
lock stopped working, our garage door did not opém, airconditioner in our
rented home had to be replaced, and right now mms daattery died while

Nagypapa has gone to replace it. | am stuck abim®me. With nowhere to go,
no planned activity, | picked up my notebook andttr continue the “story of my

life”.

By the summer of 1943 | was my old self again, cletety healthy and ready for
action. At that time “action” for a young girl m&#aone of two things: being
engaged or already married, or studying at someachWith most men on the
battlefront, and in a small town, where | knew vy people — studying was the
only viable option for me. Besides, | enjoyed nmydses and | could get back to
Budapest under familiar circumstances. | enroie®azmany Peter University as
a language major and chose the “Studentenheim”yirbetoved Sacre Coeur as
my home again. Naturally, by that time, many of aig friends were gone, so
were many much loved nuns. But it still was thesaonvent, with some old and
many new faces; the same building, the familiarpehand the same atmosphere.
Or was it really the same atmosphere? By SepteonfldEd43, we were very much
involved in war. We still pretended to be safe smdomehow avoid the terrors of
war; naziism, communism, bombardments, etc. Theeuwsity courses were
taught as if it was peacetime; in the convent welksto the old routines, played

and studied, prayed and sang and made believentitlaing had changed. This

29



TIDAL WAVES

was, however, the first Christmas that | spent afr@y my family. | stayed in the
convent with the nuns, prayed for peace, for mythmoand all my friends and
relatives who were on the battlefield, and for theso were killed or maimed or
had lost a loved one. Times did definitely chanBet not yet altogether.

| remember my father thinking about remarrying. t Necause he wanted a wife,
but because he believed that with all the turmaibuld need a mother who keeps
the home together. He found an appropriate widath whom we spent much
time together. At one such occasion, Nanu (thas Wwar name) invited a
handsome young nephew, who was a lieutenant inathgy, named Ferenc
(Francis). | was in the prime of my life and heswdebonair and very pleasant.
But somehow, we could not warm up to each otherilitady men, with their
uniforms and rigidity, did not impress me and hallyedidn’t care for a studious
college student living in a convent. So no romagnaved, but the same was also
true of my father and Nanu. After several monthsaurtship they drifted apart

and | thought this was the last | would see of Nand Ferenc.

1944 was definitely a turning point in Hungary'story. In January we started the
second semester at the university. The conventstihshe same, the university
opened its doors with regularity, but there wastelgty in the air. We heard
about bombardment, about Russian troops at oureb®rdabout atrocities of
soldiers; but the real shock came, when on Marcdh 1944, the German army
forcibly marched into Hungary, took many militarggts and made the Hungarians
their pawns in their power struggle. The univgrsibosed its doors, so did the
convent. We were all sent home to our parentstla@me® was no more pretending,
no more escape; war had entered our daily livels alltits brutality and horror. |

returned to my father, where it was much safer, mftwther away from the
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ongoing battles. The Russians entered throughsyhamia, the United States
started the bombardment of the cities and our lasssve had known them before
had changed in every way. Refugees, first frorm3ylvania and later from all
over eastern Hungary, escaped to the west leawdnges, belongings, dreams and
part of their lives behind. Sometimes we had asynas 25-30 people camping
out under our roof. Some were old friends, sonives, some strangers. But all
were welcomed and fed until they decided to gouvenesafer places, where the
nearing Russian troops, hopefully, could not catigh with them; where the
bombardment of the American air force was lesdylikehere they believed their

survival was more likely.

It was, however, not only the Hungarian refugees wiade our home theirs. As
our three story home was the biggest and nicesehianthe city of Celldomolk,
the German army decided to use the middle floothas office. The top floor
with the bedrooms became the living quarters farfamily and the refugees, the
middle part belonged to the German military, and kbwest level housed my
father’s office and the servant’s quarters. Big thas not all. With the Germans
occupying Hungary, the Jewish persecution begaithiiwa very short period of
time, they found a helping hand in my father. Thae who escaped German
captivity fled to our house, through the back dduyrthe servant’s quarters. And
while | entertained the German soldiers on the rs@ctboor, my father gave
clothing, food and advice to the escaping Jewsis Maneuver was not without
danger, but my father, being who he was and whastbed for, could not see
innocent people being sent to concentration canyile did he know that within

a few years all of us would have our share of mwernsen.
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At the time, however, few people suspected thaththrae which housed German
military officers was at the same time safe hawerléwish escapees. People were
mostly occupied with their own survival. Destroctiand death were lurking
everywhere. The Germans were in our home, theighssvere already in the
middle of Hungary occupying half the country, ahd Americans were targeting
every part of the country with their bombs. Nowwis time to dig shelters and
hide underground whenever the sirens sounded.e™&s no more safe haven for
anyone. Young and old, children and women, Clanstind Jew, military and
civilian; all had to run and fear for their livesAt night the entire town was in
complete darkness; no street lights, no windowbout darkening curtains, no one
on the streets. We all huddled together in ousbativays ready to jump and run
— in the darkness, to the back yard, where we higdadtrench against the bombs.
It was the most horrifying experience. | didn’eevdare to sit in the bathtub for a
while as we never knew when the sirens would anc@@amother air raid and the
possibility of death from above. We were alwayadseto run and hide. My little
puppy dog Treff was even more frightened. He née#rmy side and when we
were all huddled on the bottom of the trench we, dhgghid under my belly and
howled until the sirens stopped and the airplaa#ts Half of our railroad station
was in ruins and one afternoon we could clearlyssethear the bombs falling in
the nearby town park. After the air raid stopped,ran to see if anyone was hurt.
Arriving at the park, the most terrifying sight waaiting for us. Four or five
children, all around ten to twelve years of age hadn torn to pieces and were
lying in the crater of a bomb. As long as | livaeyill remember that picture of
children’s limbs strewn around in the town parkd grarents trying to piece their
child together. | was wondering if those who lawedt the bombs knew how many
innocent lives they destroyed and how they wouéd iiethey could see the effect

of their “heroic” war efforts. How can war ever hestified? In order to save
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some innocents from suffering, we inflict suffering other innocents. Is that
what mankind has become? | only pray and hope ribae of you will ever

experience the horrors of war and the fury of manegmad. Now, | think you
understand why | can’t stand horror movies andevioé in any shape or form.

It takes a man like my father to interpret suchoarible event in some positive
manner. When the townspeople’s fury and anger atats greatest against the
American pilots, my dad came up with the followiegplanation: When these
pilots completed their mission against their mijitéargets, they had a bomb left
over and had to get rid of it before they returndbht wanting to kill any civilians,
they dropped it outside the town on a park, whaey tbelieved it could do no
harm. My father never wanted to harm anyone, had,the could not imagine that
someone could harm others willingly. In a way tissmy philosophy, too.
Already at that young age my motto was: “Peoplega@d, not bad. It's only the
circumstances that make their behavior malicioustid throughout my life, with
all its trials and tribulations, | found more gotithn bad, more love than hatred,
more understanding than indifference. | found theing a helping hand without
expecting anything in return will always boomerdnagk to you, sooner or later, in

one way or another.

December 15

It has been quite a while since | told you about war encounters, so | had to
reread this last episode and right away anothey stdh air raid and pilots came
to my mind. We were spending a beautiful summtarabon with friends in the
vineyards when the sound of sirens made us hitieeitrenches. | don’t know if it

was the sunshine or being with friends or if we jusd gotten used to the constant
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bombardments, but this time we all looked at thetsksee the horror show in the
air. We have never seen so many American bomleng lshot down, and pilots
ejecting from burning planes. One parachuting Acaer landed quite near to the
German anti-aircraft gunners. To our greatestrgepa young German soldier
left his position, ran to the wounded American,amgied his parachute, then
picked up his enemy (whom he had probably just dloain), and carried him in

his arms to the field hospital. As | spoke Englistvas summoned to the hospital
to serve as a translator. While | was there fud@il my duty, a second surprise
stunned me. Hungarian peasants, who were thet tafglee American bombers,
came with some gifts such as lemons (which wereah treasure in Hungary
during the war) to ease the pain of their “enemy”couldn’t believe my eyes!

Could that really be? War, kiling of innocentsnoaymity, and Dbrutality

surrounded us and at the same time | see the mestfish and heroic acts from
the most unlikely people. Maybe | was right ak tihme when | believed in the
intrinsic goodness of the human heart. If we dagw how to help people to find

that bright light in their souls and let it shineder any circumstances!

Maybe | am one of the very lucky ones who were giga opportunity to see at
least a flicker of it even in the darkest, bloodigdays of my lifetime. A ray of
sunshine and happiness entered our home, whetaatdigusin, Agath, arrived as
a refugee with her mother and two daughters, Eilkd and Andrea (8). Agath
was full of laughter, full of fun, full of love. ey left their home and their earthly
belongings were reduced to the minimum, possesshgven all that is necessary
to have a normal life; and still the attitude arpiris of Agath and her mother
uplifted us all, made us forget the uncertainty #grel horrors and filled our days
with smiles and warmth. Agath arrived just in tifoe was she sent by Someone

higher up?) because shortly after her arrival nilyefawas drafted — in his sixties —
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as a punishment for his anti-nazi behavior. Witpath and family at my side |
didn’'t feel abandoned or alone; they became my lfamow. My father and
brother were away, my beloved school in Budapest taken over by the Russian
army, but | still felt safe and had no worries witly new family at my side.
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THE BOMBS DON'T STOP FOR APPENDECTOMIES
(1944-1945)

December 18

However, we couldn’t enjoy our newly found extendanhily for long. With the
Russian army marching westward, nearer and neairthome and the Germans
ordering evacuation of the city, we had to leavairag On December 8, 1944 we
boarded the evacuation train of the local militatyose commander was a good
friend, the husband of Palma-neni. Again, | lefite and friends behind, but with
my cousin Agath and Palma-neni and their famili@gé surrounded by a loving
group of people. The trip was not without excitemeTlhe train became our home
for more than 10 days. We cooked and slept thedeptayed and worked there,
abandoning it only when the enemy air raid camgngrto get as far away as
possible and finding some hiding places or trentbesscape the possible ordeals
of the bombardments. | will never forget one iagting episode in Ulm,
Germany. We were near a prison camp filled withi®r, American and French
prisoners when again, the sirens howling made g jaut and run for cover. It
was there that | realized, observing personallyatbeurdity of war; these prisoners
feared for their lives and hid from the bombs jastwe did. However, it was
“their” countrymen, “their” fellow soldiers who mij have caused their death.
“All is fair in love and war” the saying goes, atite irony of the American Air

Force made me understand the meaning of that phrase

Finally, after ten days of travel, a week beforeri€smas, we arrived in
Munsingen, a small village with a beautiful castMjich was used as an insane
asylum for many years, until Hitler placed the “flowcorps” there. We were
housed on the third floor of that building; thelelityouth had left and the building
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was abandoned. It was not easy to start life iral@@ndoned castle without my
immediate family, adjusting to the new surroundings a different country,
different climate, with different people. But wikgath, Palma and their families,
and being used to community life and dormitoryriy,i | again began to feel safe
and secure despite war and constant bombardmé&histe were eight families in
our compound. Actually, none of them was a “rdalily, as the men were all
missing. Only women and children were housed tagein two big rooms. We
made one of the rooms the dormitory where eachsopassessed a bed and a
nightstand and we shared the few available closAswe didn’t have too much
clothing, it sufficed. The other room served amty, dining and family room all
in one. Somehow, we managed to live, to get alang, even to have fun, play
cards and sing together. Now, looking back on dhdays, it seems like they
should have been very hard times. Even food wascecand the winter was
freezing cold. However, somehow, we enjoyed edbbrs company, we shared
fairly in work and food, we formed a bond that $aatlifetime, and we hoped and

prayed that someday the horrors of war would stop.

By now, air raids were daily events and spendingréion a dark shelter in the
basement, with all of us huddled together, had tmeca normal routine. Nobody
knew when and how it would end, what would comeeomavas over, and where
we would settle to restart our shattered livesin@goung and single, surrounded
by people whom | loved and who reciprocated myifigsl and having no burdens
of planning or preparing for the future (there wasforeseeable future for us), we
lived for the moment and nothing else. In a waig thhas not an unpleasant
situation; no responsibilities (except for the gaihores), no worries (except for
the daily air raids). 1 felt | was given the licento simply enjoy every moment

that offered some enjoyment. The four foot highstgning, white snow, the

37



TIDAL WAVES

sunshine, the friendly roommates, the younger aériidand the lack of pressures
of “future planning and preparing” made these msiithppy for me. It was again
like being in a girl's boarding school and enjoyithigg companionship of friends
with no thoughts and cares about the future. Maotlalse existed but the present

moment, so we all tried to make the most of it.

February of 1945 brought again some new happenimgsmy young life. |
started to experience stomach pains, fever overcamend by the end of the
month | was diagnosed with appendicitis. | entetexl hospital, about 12 miles
away, and underwent the operation. At that titne,Germans were experimenting
with a new method of anesthesia, which nearly owstmy life. It took nearly 24
hours to awaken me and bring me back to life. l@nthird day an air raid moved
us all out of our hospital rooms. Wheels werechtta to our beds and we were
moved down to the basement. Above our heads mampifhes carrying the hot
water for the central heating system and the bexts placed one beside the other.
If someone would have needed help, there was notavagmove the person, not
even enough room for a nurse to get by. | was amyrscary situations but this
time | was really frightened. So were the othdrgmés. No one said a word, only
a murmur of prayer was heard. We might have baethat situation for long
hours or only minutes, but it seemed like an etgrto us. The fear was even
worse than if we had actually died. We couldn’abthe burden of uncertainty
and the mental pictures of suffocating or beinghbdrwith boiling water in case a
pipe ruptured. “Dear God, please put an end & thne way or another” was our
only prayer. And it sure did end. We all survivaaad were wheeled back to our
hospital rooms. My cousin Agath came to visit $liyoafter this ordeal and her
presence caused some difficulties, too. But tms it was not mental anguish, but

physical discomfort. Agath, with her funny storaed remarks, made me laugh so
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heartily that my wound nearly ruptured. As you sae, even too much of a good

thing can cause problems.

January 5, 1998

Christmas has passed and | didn’t find time tobgek to my stories. Cooking and
baking, cleaning and preparing for the arrival arddne and family took up all my
time. Now the house is quiet again. Our familg ledt; it's just the two of us and
| can turn my thoughts to the far away times wHesrd was never a quiet time,
never just the two or three of us, and always sbimgtexciting happening. The
Allied troops were advancing rapidly, the bombardtaavere a daily (and nightly)
occurrence; the death of innocent people (old, gpumoman or child) was
accepted as part of life. We didn’t question whythas was happening, why God
allows all the bloodshed; we lived for the momemd &y now we were convinced
that the end — at least the end of the war — was n@ne early spring morning we
saw in the near distance a brilliant light shinings the brightness moved nearer
we realized that it was a forest fire that lit ine tsky. This time fire bombs had
been dropped in the neighborhood and as we welett®® Americans were right
behind the fire curtain. And so it was time to gaee for the arrival of the
“enemy” or as some called them, the “liberator8ut whatever name we gave

them, preparations had to be made.

As it was a military evacuation, we had several meumniform with us and we felt

it would be best for them to find civilian clothirtg wear. This wasn’'t an easy
task, but somehow we managed. The second biguasko get rid of all guns and
ammunition that we had in the compound. We wevergorders by the Germans

to take all the equipment to the next village whérere was a German military
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depot. That sounds easy, however, no one wantedlimteer to sit in a horse
drawn carriage on top of guns and explosives wthke American army was
practically within shooting distance. Finally, opeung soldier volunteered to be
the coachman and Agath and | agreed to deliverthal equipment (mainly
explosives) to the military depot. As we were bftient in German and English
we were the obvious choice. This sure was the rtlodting and dangerous
adventure of my life (at least up to that timep rake things even more eerie, the
skies darkened and then as if a faucet in the Imsaked been opened, the rain
started pouring and in a few minutes the streete ak flooded. Our horses went
wild, the sirens blasted again and we had to rufaaaway as we could and take
cover in a ditch in case a bomb hit the wagon. kilycthe air raid didn’t last long,
but the downpour did. Entering the village, we evgiven directions to the
military depot and were also told that the Amergdrad already entered the
village. Whenever we saw people, cars or carriagés weapons coming our
way, we were puzzled about how to greet them. dswlark, the rain made
everything even more unrecognizable, and Agathldondked at each other and
wondered, “Are they German?” Then we have tothelm the depot is “rechts um
die Ecke” (to the right around the corner). Or #ney Americans? In that case,
it's going to be, “Hello friends”. In the midst dhe worst downpour, speckled
with lightning, on flooded streets, sitting in arrcage on top of explosives, with
soldiers running, shooting and screaming arounavasharely realized the danger
we were in. It was some excitement and thrill amdmade bets on whether the
next encounter would be “Rechts um die Ecke” orlibi&iends”. | don’t even
remember how this adventure ended but everythingf imave worked out Ok as |
am here more than fifty years later and writingwgbo But as long as | live, | will
never forget the thrill of being with my dear couglgath in the most exciting

situation, being part of a horror movie in reag¢lif
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COLLEGE UNDER AMERICAN AND FRENCH OCCUPATION AFTERHE
WAR
(1945-1946)
January 8, 1998

A couple of days after this adventure, things edtiflown; the Americans took
over and one sunny afternoon, standing in frordwfcastle on top of the hill, we
saw the American tanks moving uphill.  Again, Agatimd | formed the
“welcoming committee”. Everyobody was ordered itite basement bunkers (we
didn’t know if there would be some shooting) and tivo of us, dressed in our
Sunday best, holding a bottle of famous Hungariarewn our hands, were ready
to welcome the Americans and their tanks. Thereew® shots fired, but a
handsome young man climbed out of the first tank approached us. He was
surprised to hear us speak English and even mareisised when we handed him
the Hungarian wine. As it turned out, he was ohghrian descent and even spoke
a few words in Hungarian. However, he cautionethasthis was a war zone and
soldiers were soldiers, not saints; so in the &ftishouldn’t be the pretty young
ladies all dressed up, wearing jewelry and makeum welcome the entering
soldiers. He also gave me and Agath official papleat allowed us to move freely
around and posted a big sign on the entrance dtaimg that we were under the

sponsorship of the American army.

This is how the war ended for us. The shooting,din raids, the bombardments,
and fighting had come to an end. Five years odhftiing, killing, horrors and
heroics, all for naught. | really didn’t undersdanhy we had to suffer and endure
all that. So what now? Where do we go from hek¥as it worthwhile? Who

was right? Was there a just cause? Will life eberthe same? Millions of
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guestions with very few answers. One thing | wae ®f, however. There are no
absolutes. Nobody is all right or all wrong. Tda& no obvious division between
nations, races, ages, religious orientation, eWe all are suffering humans,
individuals who have feelings, who need love andeustanding. | belong to the
human race and not to some special, small, intgresip. | felt free of all ties and
ready again to do something worthwhile, helpingfellow man, making my own

mark in some little way on this earth. That fegliof “the world is mine to

conquer” returned and | was ready for action agd&uat for what action? We did
not even know how to handle the present momenaldete plan for tomorrow and
the next year and the years after that. It wdlsms#inly a matter of living from

day to day.

January 20, 1998

However, that living was not unpleasant, even thoiogpd was scarce and it was
everywhere freezing cold. By May, the war had enelen between Japan and the
U.S.. We heard of an atom bomb being used andadwendred thousands dying
as a result. | could not understand why that $ieergwas necessary. The
Germans had already capitulated and the small @apaisland nation with no
natural resources was alone fighting against theeewestern world (Russia, the
USA, Britain, and France). But we did not spend touch time thinking about
world politics. Our only concern was to have erwodgod, particularly for the
kids, and a reasonably warm room. To achieve fgsth and | went into town to
the headquarters of the UNRRA to offer our serviaed to request some food
rations. There were several desks with Americadies sitting behind them and
in front of each desk stood a long line of appltsarWWe stood beside each other at

the end of two different lines. As we were neatiing desks, we realized that one
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of the officers was exceptionally handsome. Itgeqed to be in my line, so my
cousin told me (in Hungarian — to make sure thieviebehind the desk would not
understand our conversation), “Let’s change liyes, wouldn’'t know what to do
with him, you are too young”. “No way”, came myhg “Just talking to such a
handsome guy will lift my spirits”. Back and forthe argued, had fun, and
extolled the good looks of the officer. Finallystood in front of his desk and
asked him, “What language do you prefer, GermanEnglish™? In clear
Hungarian came his reply, “Hungarian will do”. &svsurprised, embarrassed and
ashamed. Again, we had met an American of Hungaoidgin, and a very
handsome one in this case. After this experienesevere very careful about what
we said, even in Hungarian. You never know whoeusichnds you! Despite this
incident, or maybe because of it, we were givemgadad of food supplies and |

got a job as a translator to a Swedish officer.

The two of us combed the nearby prison camps,gi¢for the first time in my life)

in a jeep. Our task was to register all the POWS sort them according to their
appropriate native countries. Since | spoke Ehgli&erman, French, and
Hungarian, | was well suited for the job. Alsojrdgeyoung and single, | could go
at a moment’s notice with my Swedish boss. It aasnteresting assignment and
to a certain degree quite dangerous. The youngd&vemjoyed all alcoholic

beverages, and was “under the influence” more dftan not. Our jeep rides took
us through woods and meadows, highways and byvwayd,always at a high

speed. Again, my youth protected me from fearwady. Not so my cousin and
aunt. In a very short time they put an end to myglator adventures. Anyway,
summer was nearly over, normalcy and regularityeweturning, and after many
years of “living in the present”, it was time tartk of the future. As | already had

three semesters under my belt from the Hungariamddsity, my obvious choice
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was to return to my studies. The University of inglen was about 50 miles from
our location. By that time, we had already mowexahf the castle on the hill to the
small town where we had deposited the ammuniti@hgams during the last days
of the war. We found an apartment with three rqgame bedrooms and a family
room. But there was no kitchen or bathroom, arde¢hwvere located at the end of
the corridor and used by all the renters on owrfloHowever, we had a sink with
running water in the middle room, where a wood mgrstove was also located,
which heated, to a certain degree, all three roonihe heat really wasn'’t
sufficient, but we could cook and boil water on wigthe stove. It seemed like a
very “luxurious” and comfortable arrangement. hidd one bedroom with my
cousin Agath, while her mother and her two daughteere housed in the other
bedroom. So far so good. All that | had to figotg was how to get from our
home in Munsingen to the University in Tubingent dldn’'t take too much
research to find out that every morning at 5 ahm. milk truck came around to
pick up the big milk cans and take them to the estanailroad station. From there,
an hour long train ride took me to Tubingen. loged tremendously the early
morning ride on top of the milk cans in the beautAlps. Very often during my
one and a half hour truck ride, | was all snowebyirthe time | arrived to the train
station. The dancing snowflakes and the gorgeoasesy made me forget the
freezing weather and the uncomfortable positiositiing on the top of the metal

cans.

January 21, 1998

So | was a student again. However, this time | wwas foreign country and under
somewhat trying circumstances. All lecture hal&s@vhuge and no attendance was

taken. There were no windows intact; most of tiem been completely shattered
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by the bombs and the shootings. We sat in ourewicdats, with hats and gloves
on in the classrooms, trying to take notes on #wules. But we had world
famous, excellent professors, whose presentatiens interesting and captivating.
With all its inconveniences, | still enjoyed beibgck in the classroom, surrounded
by people of my own age, and with no more fearestd due to the terrors of war.
Naturally, this still was only a temporary solutionl had no idea what had
happened to my family and thought, “Are my fathmy, brother, my friends alive?
Did our house survive the bombardments and thei&ussvasion? Is it safe to go
back “home” to Hungary, where the Russian occupatias made life dangerous
and difficult?? Or should we think of a final $ethent outside Hungary, maybe in
the United States, where | had two uncles living2&ll these were questions
without answers at that time and we simply had a&erthe most of our temporary
living situation and circumstances. Our littlelagje changed hands more than
once. First, it was the Americans, then the Frenuhtary who were the
occupying forces. We got along with both of thémt the French were giving us
more troubles than the Americans did. Maybe tresga was that among the
French, we didn’t find any that were “of Hungaridescent”. Or maybe the
Americans sympathized more with civilian “displageersons” (DPs, as we were
called). Anyhow, we managed to adjust to our neay wf life. We made friends
among the German neighbors and the French occupyings. | went to college
by milk truck and train, the kids enrolled in a keh school and we even started
some traveling within the boundaries of the Frenchupied zone of Germany.
Here and there we worked for the UNRRA as transgdatand | helped out by
substituting in the elementary school. But ournmacome came from selling our

valuables, the jewelry we had with us.
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That brings to my mind a funny story. After thesfiday of American occupation,
we followed the advice of the first U.S. officer Wad met, and decided to hide all
our valuables. We put them in all imaginable ptac@/e cut open the lining of the
children’s teddy bear (the only real toy they hadyl sewed our diamond rings and
bracelets into it. By the time life had returnecatnormal everyday living | was in
college, the French had taken the place of the faes and we needed to make
some money. Thus, we decided to sell our valuabWi#e were ready to sell, but
where was the jewelry? Where had we hidden itheNtdf us seemed to remember
what had happened. All the excitement, the tolenges in our lifestyle, had
erased our memories pertaining to the jewels. vileeks on end we frantically
searched, but to no avail. One cold, snowy evenwligen we put the children to
bed, my niece hugged her Teddy bear and expregsedffiection for him, “You
are my best friend, your heart is always lovingouXfur is so soft. Your tummy is
my jewel box.” And that's when we all rememberéd!Teddy’'s tummy was
veritably a jewel box. We opened it up again aad svith relief and happiness
that we would be able to pay for college tuitionhaoling for the kids, winter
coats, and other necessary expenses. The mystdrigden solved and we could

go on with our lives.

By the time | enrolled for my second semester difigen, some mail service had
been restored. My father was alive in Hungary,brgther was a prisoner of war
In Russia, one of our homes (the one in Budapest)deen partially destroyed by
bombs, and squatters had taken it over and wenegliin it. The home in

Celldomolk had again become a local military headltgrs. But this time it was
the Russian (not the German) army occupying itméda with all that information,

| wasn't sure if I'd ever want to go back to a ctoynl had called my homeland

once. Now it seemed like a foreign country, altums with many members of my
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family and friends dead. Our houses had beenajestror simply taken away
from us. Russians, whose language | could notkspeaunderstand, were in
charge. No, | thought, that's not where | can dbailfuture, have a family, raise
my children. | would be more at home anywhere @is&urope or the United
States. | belonged to the western world and aflturwas fluent in German,
English, and French; so why go back to somethirag tfvesn’t exist anymore?
Why suffer the pain of loss (of home, family, fré=y and culture) again? Let's
forget the past and start building the future. thgand | started a correspondence
with our relatives in Europe and the U.S., hopimdinnd the most suitable country
to settle in and rebuild our shattered lives. tBat was not meant. By the summer
of 1946 a letter sent by my father brought the woesvs for me. He was seriously
ill, might not have too many more years to lived @nl wanted to see him again, |
had to hurry home. And did | ever want to see raljoved father! There was
nothing that meant more to me than being once agdimhim; being there when
he needed me and had nobody to rely on but mad hat have to think much
about my decision. My father needed me, so | rgost So | went, leaving my
cousin and family, my secure life, my plans fortlseg outside of Hungary, my
university studies all behind, finding the fastesy possible to get back to
Hungary. | travelled this time all by myself, wailtt the companionship of friends.
However, at that time, scheduled trains were fed fan between and none from
our little village to Hungary. But where thereaisvill, there is a way, and | found
it. | had to leave, however, the relative secusityhe western world and re-enter a
country occupied by Russian communists, where déviexy was insecure, people
were jailed for “political” reasons, and nobody Wne/hat the future held in store
for them. But this was not the first time in myjelithat | had suffered painful
losses, that | had to start from scratch to buildlifie, that | had to enter a feared

and unknown way of life. All my thoughts cente@dund my father, his illness,
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and finding a fast way of getting from Germany tangary. But that's another

chapter to be written another day.
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COMING HOME AND BECOMING THE ENEMY
(1946-1949)

January 24, 1998

Today | pick up where | left off a couple of daygoa As it became obvious the
“waves of time” again gave a new and unexpecteecton to my life. Again, it
was necessary to chart my lifeboat into unknownevgaand to hold on, being
ready for whatever fate holds in store for me, ehédxpecting among all
uncertainty, the best of all possibilities. | remieered my father’s saying, “things
always work out, somehow”; there has never beeima when there was a no
how”. These two words came to my mind and | was/oeed that this time again
things would work out for me “somehow”. And theyd As it happened, there
was a Hungarian transport train from our area géinglungary, taking some of
the famous Hungarian horses, mainly studs, stolethb German government,
back to Hungary. | was allowed to join them in lexege for some translator
functions. | don’t remember the packing, the go@ih the leaving. Maybe it
was too painful, so | conveniently erased it from memories. The trip lasted
nearly a full week and | consoled myself by spegdas much time around the
horses as | could. | always liked riding, had otngy own horse once, and these
were magnificent creatures. | became friends thi#m in no time, called them by
name and enjoyed their loyalty. They must havenl@efrightened, confused and
scared as | was, and they appreciated the condostiokes of my palm on their
bushy heads and bellies. Once we arrived at theg&hian border, we had to
depart and | was taken by the communist secretg@od a dungeon kind of place
with all other civilians on the train. Later, laed that the locality was called

‘Komarom’ and the fort's name was ‘Angelfort’. Alomen were herded into one
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big room. There were no bathrooms or toilets abdd. In the morning we were
escorted to a hillside where there was a well. caldd use the tall grass or bushes
to relieve ourselves and could wash in the ice eater from the well, while the
soldiers watched and laughed, seeing us embarrassgchalf naked. Some
women’s bodily functions simply stopped for two three days, during the
duration of the interrogations. We were interregatndividually, one by one.
Some were taken to prison right on the spot; sonsapgeared for good.
However, most of us were let go and released todastinations with simply
threats and some scary advice. Now we understdoat wommunism really

meant.

| was classified immediately as a “class enemyy. ciss they meant the working
class. And anyone whose parents were well to dotellectuals or professionals,
was immediately labeled a “class stranger”. laddition to your parents’ sin of
not being the lowest socio-economic class, you bt some sins of your own
(like being educated in a catholic school, aligmeth the right wing, fighting on

the side of the Germans, being in any way refinee&ducated, having obeyed
German evacuation orders.... And many other fictiofahticommunist”

behavior), you were labeled “class enemy” and ychances of getting a job or
into higher education were questionable. Thus,finsy steps on Hungarian soil
confirmed all my fears and speculations and | vowreat | would not sink or

perish now, having survived war, Nazism, evacuatlmmbardment, etc. With
that resolve, | took a train, carrying my littlglyage, including what remained of
my jewelry and minimal clothing, to my father's hem Seeing him, being in his
embrace again, made me forget all my fears, myrasstand disgust with the

people and the new communist order in Hungary,ldeli again secure, loved and
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welcome. Nothing mattered at this point. In mthé&’'s arms, | felt at home and
safe again.

February 1, 1998

Actually, my father’'s embrace was the only thingttmade me feel at home. Our
house in Celldomolk was confiscated by the Rusaramy along with most of the
furniture and decorations in it. Whatever my fatsalvaged was moved to a
nearby city (Szombathely), where he rented a sapattment and a tiny office to
perform his duties as probate judge. It was &ifafrom our beautiful, big house
and garden, but it was still our home and evenghatulacked the luxuries we had
had in the past, it was comfortable, and offerédh&l necessary things one needs.
| settled quickly enough into my new circumstanaad took over the role of the
“‘lady of the house”. Naturally, this time therer&@o servants and | had to do the
cooking, etc.., myself. But the most importantréweas the improvement of my
father's health. His unbearable headaches anéhde=turned out to be the result
of high blood pressure and stress, and not, anodsagl before, a brain tumor.
What more did | need to be content and satisfiddy father and | spent hours
telling all the stories of the past two years. was a constant conversation,
sometimes into the middle of the night. | woukklito share with you one of the

most memorable and unbelievable true stories hetelteme.

When | left Hungary my father was over 60 yeara@é, was in the military as a
draftee, and that was the last thing that | knesaualhnim. Shortly after that, the
Russians occupied even the most western part ofj&tynand my father became a
prisoner of war. It was not easy at his age tociavith the POWSs, to be herded

from one camp to another. But my father found ardian angel. A young
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Russian guard took a liking to him, called him “dddurgeois dad” and tried to
make sure that he got some food and a place tatresght. They communicated
only by sign gestures, as my father didn't speaksiun and the guard had no
knowledge of Hungarian. But apparently, they likeedl trusted and understood
one another. After several days of marching, treyed to a big railroad station,
where the POWs were being herded into the cattigowdor transport to prison
camps in Siberia, Russia. This was more than wiyatather was willing or able
to deal with and accept. He motioned to his “guaardngel”, who tried to figure
out what he wanted. Using facial expressions hhisds and bodily movements,
the guard finally understood that my father warttetbe saved from being sent to
Siberia. For a couple of seconds he seemed ttotfind some solution, then
suddenly, he pointed his automatic machinegun afather and yelled, “davay”
meaning, “go ahead, march”. My father’s trust eople, even a Russian prison
guard, showed itself when he grabbed two of hisiePOWSs, who came from the
same city as he had, and whispered to them “conte wmie”. And so they
marched at gunpoint for more than a mile, whenghard stopped, dropped the
machine gun, and hugged my father. And he, widinstén his eyes, hugged him
back, thanked him and God, and walked away a frae together with the two
fellows whom he had saved. Once again | was cotdtbin his story with the
vision of the most unexpected and unusual goodappsaring amidst the most
dangerous and trying circumstances. The factrnhatather was alive and with
me in Hungary was the doing of a young enemy soldi®nly hope that when he
needed some help, there was someone like him tbddmand and save him from

whatever evil threatened.
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FALLING IN LOVE WITH A KNIGHT
(1947-1949)
February 10, 1998

Life certainly has unexpected and funny twists &ms. | had been home for
only a few weeks when my brother, again throughhélp of a Russian prison
guard, made it back from the POW camp in Russia.néler told us the real story
of his ordeal and return, but there he was alivé healthy, together with his
family. So we all weathered the terrors and haeradrthe war, we all survived our
difficulties, we were one family again, in Hungaoyr native country. So far so
good, but what now? How do we restart our liv&8Rere do we go from here? Is
there any future for us in this Russian occupienjadtated, communist country?
We just held on to each other and tried to readygsin. My father was still a
probate judge, my brother, with his knowledge ofesal languages and before the
war experience, found employment in the import-ekpwustry, and | decided to
apply to the University that | had attended befofgy this time | had already
finished five semesters, and hoped to have a eliegree in a year and a half. |
was busy finding some living quarters in Budapesd &lling out application
forms when | received a letter from my cousin Agdtbm Germany. She asked
me to do her a favor. She explained that a youihtamg officer was coming back
to Hungary and that she wanted me to meet hims@ee information from him,
and relay it back to her. To my biggest surpriseen she gave me his name,
Ferenc Ryll, | realized that | knew this man. thaet him before as the nephew
of the lady whom my father had almost married id3.9 This made my task very
easy and | was eager to see how Ferenc lookedwvighoniform.
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The arrangement was made that we meet at a céuairstop on February 16
1947, early in the afternoon. By that time | wggia a college student and lived
by myself in a rented room. The house was ownea pgor widow, who not only
had lost her husband, but on the last day of war,omly son had been shot to
death by the enemy. Everywhere there was somerymisé behind by that
horrible war. | was lucky to be alive and to hawg entire family around me. At
that point | didn’t realize that the luckiest morheri my life was just about to
happen on that beautiful winter afternoon of Febrd#®". | still remember every
little detail. | had an orange wool dress on, anwéur coat, and a green handknit
hat. This time | felt much more mature, sophisedaand independent. | had met
young men in many different situations, but noboflyny importance or interest
to me. Perhaps, | thought, this would be a mopomant connection since we had
some memories of the past that tied us togetherwébs approaching the bus stop
as | got off and we hesitantly recognized one arothl found him to be very
handsome and he suggested that we have a cup fek dofjether in a nearby
pastry shop. And so we did. This simple meetdmng a favor for my cousin,

changed my life forever.
February 28, 1998

Instead of the debonair officer in uniform, | fouadhandsome civilian, and instead
of the studious college student (living in a cortyene found a more sophisticated,
independent young lady. It was a pleasant surpoiséoth of us. Not only the
past memories tied us together, but our presardtsin also made us relate to each
other easily. We were both “class enemies”, wé bt many friends, relatives,
financial security, social standing, and beliethe future. There was little to hold

on to, little to hope for, little to live for. Umd those circumstances | found my
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“knight in shining armor”. He was pleasant, retinetelligent and thoughtful. As
it turned out, his honesty was unquestionable,ldelt | could depend on him no
matter what happened. From the first moment ofreeeting, | fell madly in love
and life seemed again worth living, and despite thk difficult present
circumstances, | looked forward to the future agalie total, unconditional love
and trust gave me wings. | was ready for actioargdout this time | knew that
action would require sacrifices, hard work, andhplag to overcome the problems
and difficulties of our situation. 1 still had fmish college and Ferenc was trying
to find a job, any kind of job that a former mihyaofficer, a class enemy, was
allowed to get. Finally, with the help of a forrdassmate who happened to be
Jewish and, therefore, not a class enemy, butlgged class, Ferenc was happily
working as a truck driver. Perhaps everything woubrk out after all, there is life

in communist Hungary under Russian occupation.

No sooner did we start to plan for a future togetiadnen our hopes were crushed
and we again entered a very difficult time in oemty found relationship. One
night in November of 1947, the secret police broke Ferenc’'s home and took
him away to an undisclosed location. It was qadenmon in those days that the
secret police (AVO) force entered someone’s home amested one or more
occupants. There were no charges filed, no cated dnnounced, people simply
disappeared and some never were seen or heard dgan. There was an
expression “csengofrasz” (doorbell horror) assedawith those disappearances,
as the police always pushed the buzzer and if moopened the door, they broke
in. The day after my only beloved’s disappearahagas notified by my future
mother in law and was completely devastated. Whetehey take him? Is he
suffering? Is he ever coming back? Will | see bime more? However, | did not

have the time to ponder these questions. | hdhdoout about him, use any and
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all connections, friends and acquaintances to eebom. This was the time for
action and not the time for despair. Within a waekfound out that Ferenc was in
the dungeons of the AVO (communist secret police) egether with his sister,
we took a care package to his prison. Naturallycauld not see him, but at least
we had something to hold on to. | also startedoeena (a nine day catholic
intensive prayer form) to ask God’s help for mynfigae. | had to use every avenue
| could to get him back safely to us. You may mefieve in God or His
intervention in human affairs, but my faith was haisable. On the"™(the last day
of my novena), before visiting my broken heartedufe mother in law, |
performed a “final sacrifice”. | took all of Feren love letters, photos, and small
gifts and burned them, telling God, “l offer my md®loved possessions to You
with the firm belief that You will give me back niserenc.” After nothing was left
(sometimes | wish | had at least one of thoserkBtietook a bus to see Alicemama
(Ferenc’s mother). As | entered the apartment,oaderful sight awaited me!
There was Ferenc, sitting at a small table anchgdtis first meal at home, in
freedom and peace. We had no words, just tearbraees and hugs. Just
remembering that moment brings tears to my eyedilsany heart with joy and
gratitude. There is a God in heaven and He listdnemy prayer! The high of
these kinds of moments gives me strength and tinempto survive the lows of
tragedies and devastations. And we did need stregl power to survive all that

was still ahead of us.

After the joy of seeing each other again, we hehedstory of his ordeal. The
secret police tried to get Ferenc to admit to semmped up political charges.
They beat him severely day after day, even aftehate years, his legs still carry
the signs of those beatings. There were times wiedmad to go on his hands and

knees, since he couldn’t stand on his swollen,rackples. Three or four prison
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guards stood in a circle, placed him in the middled beat him in turns. | shiver
even today when | think of the suffering and huatibn that he had to endure.
And that was not all. After being released, he pased under so called “police
supervision”, which meant the following: he wa®home by dusk, he could not
use any public transportation, nor the telephomeh&d to report to the police
headquarters weekly, he could not be anywhere where was a crowd (movies,
restaurants), he was not allowed to leave the aitg, many more restrictions of
one kind or another. These were supposed to beh#ppy times of our
engagement! Finding a job became practically imjpds, and there were
restrictions related to my studies, too. | receiugy absolutorium (indicating | had
completed all the coursework and exam requiremiamtsny field of study), but
was denied the opportunity to practice teachingthadefore, could not receive my
teaching certificate. By the spring of 1949, weafly had to admit that there was
no future, not even a secure “present” for us irsdan occupied, communist
Hungary. We had to escape this large prison amdl & way to get through the
“iron curtain”. This expression was not simplyyabolic one. It meant barbed
wires, landmines, and border guards with dogs,randths or years of jail if the
escape attempt failed. Our thoughts of possibtaps were given a real impetus
when | was chosen by some American foundation eecigient of an American
college scholarship. Ten outstanding studentsniethe iron curtain were the
lucky chosen ones to be honored with an invitatmoan American university on a
full scholarship. Now we had a definite place & g future to plan for. All we
needed was a permit from the government to leawedlintry. However, all our
attempts and requests were denied; there was nahaayve could legally attain

our goal. Our only choice had to be the secredjgsc
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ELOPING, ESCAPING, AND THE HONEYMOON IN JAIL
(1949)

March 5, 1998

Finding an escape route, involving practically me opreparing for a final trip out
of Hungary, getting all the remaining valuablesvgéy, important documents,
etc.) ready, and marrying without letting our pasemelatives or friends know,
was not an easy undertaking. And what promptedthadl secrecy? Under
communist law, leaving the country was a seriousiioal offense and anyone
who knew about it and did not report it to the autires was charged with aiding a
criminal and was punished as an accomplice, widngthy jail sentence. We did
not want our old parents, our beloved relativeswrgood friends to be punished
if we failed in our attempt. Thus, we had to dalitby ourselves, with no help or
advice from anyone near to our hearts. Thursdaye 3", 1949, we appeared in
front of a judge who had the authority to marry udle received our marriage
certificate, packed all the before mentioned imgatrtvaluables, and spent our last
qguiet night in our homes, Ferenc at his mother'siseoand | stayed in the
dormitory. Our hearts nearly broke, having to kawr family without final
goodbye’s, yet being prepared to never see thokwdzk familiar faces again.
Weeks before, we had arranged with a “people sneugtph meet us Friday, June
10" at the railroad station and for a large sum of eyomuide us out of Hungary.
We sold much of our earthly belongings, begged bBodowed under false
pretenses, to come up with the required sum. Batyéhing seemed to go as
planned and we stepped onto the train with tremdaih our hearts, but at the
same time, with anticipation of a bight future searhere far away from

communism, dictatorship, and terror. Things wogéd better, we thought, they
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have to. By now, however, | was not the same ésaryoung adventurer, who had
enjoyed the ride on the ammunition wagon in Germamow it was not just
“today” that mattered. We planned a future togetive wanted to raise a family;
with children, love, and happiness, in a free coynbh our own home. Now there
was much more at stake than just our lives. Thengy started with the whistle
blow of the conductor and we were on our way. Aftearly a day of travel, we
arrived in Szombathely, where my father lived artere | first settled (with him)
when | returned home from Germany in 1946. Theesaity that welcomed me
back after two years as a “displaced person” wbelthe one to see me last before
we leave the country for good. If only neither father nor anyone of my friends
would bump into me here, | thought. Please, Geidu$ get away without being
discovered on our way out! It was already dusk faooh the railroad station our
people smuggler led us on back roads out of thyetaia little country restaurant.
There we realized that another single girl andaubtil red-haired woman with a
12 year old son, both dressed impeccably, were ladsnling the same way. We
did not speak to one another; at separate tablesraezed a bite to eat and at the
motioning of our leader, we followed him one by ang into the unknown dark
night. When we stepped into a safe, wooded artgagjuide greeted us, introduced
us to one another, and gave us some instructibhsre was a full moon out on a
beautiful, warm summer night, but we were shiveangl full of fear. We found
out that this was our guide’s 21rip across the border, and just two weeks ago he
had taken the little boy’s father to safety outdige country. Now the mother and
son felt assured that they would meet him withfeva days in Austria. If only we
made it through the night, walking several milestigh the woods, we’'d pass the
border and reach the brighter future. “Alea jaes#’; there is no turning back.

And on we went.
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April 5, 1998

Our guide was leading the troop, then came thdesoid, followed by mother and
son, and finally, Ferenc and myself. We marchedamplete silence, no word
was uttered; here and there an owl howled anduthenbon made the night seem
like daytime. We walked among the brush parafielhe road and were told that
our most perilous moment would come when we hadréss the open road to
continue the journey in the wooded countryside.néQtwo, three, four... how
many more steps until we reach the safety of Aa@tri Minutes seemed like
hours, the little baggage we carried seemed to lwegs. Our guide stopped
suddenly, we all crouched on the ground, and oes éyllowed the direction of his
pointing finger. There we saw a little, flickerihight on top of the cherry trees on
the other side of the road. What could it be? h&es they were fixing the
telephone line by flashlight? But why would they that in the middle of the
night? Or could it be the bright eyes of an owlhatever it was, it made us all
feel frightened. It certainly was an ominous sigmwe decided to get away from
it as fast as we could. We quickened our stejgx] to keep as low as possible in
the bushes, and murmured our desperate prayetsanfgght. “Please, God, lead
us safely out of this country.” After a few minsitef quiet marching, our hour had
come. We had to climb up an embankment and chessgen road. It was now or
never. If we make it safely across, we are pretkat the dense wooded area and
there is nothing more to fear. At least that's tMnar guide promised. So up we
climbed and there stood on the roadside, six temsdlembling, but hopeful. But
in one moment of horror, all our hopes were crushdo AVO policemen stood
in the middle of the road with their machine gumsnpng at us and shouting,
“Stop or we shoot!”. So that's what it meant tacgk the end of the road? All was

lost, we were going to be imprisoned, spend moathgears in jail, lose our last
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belongings, and never find proper employment. dver now, we thought. No
future, no present, no family, no hope. Our gusdasice reached us in our despair
as he announced, “I bribed the policemen and théstlus go.” From hell to
heaven, from despair to jubilation, in a momentinme. We said goodbye to the
policemen, even invited them to come with us to fiee, western world, when
suddenly the headlights of a jeep made the mooigiiit even brighter. This time,
several supervising secret police stepped out ef Mbhicle and asked our
policemen for an explanation. To save their owadj they could do nothing other
than report that they had caught six escapees anel mvarching us to the police
station. No more than a few seconds of jubilatiand now we were in more
trouble than before. With police escort we retdrime the middle of the night to

Szombathely in somber mood, disheartened and afraid

April 16, 1998

We arrived at the police station around two in therning. They lined us up
facing the wall, and made us stand there withoweament for what seemed like
an eternity. First, they called the mother anddwer in for interrogation, then went
the single girl (Marta), and finally, just beforeewvere about to collapse, our turn
came. We were interrogated separately, alone inomn with two policemen.
First, my bag was searched. They confiscated #vag that they found; a
nightie, a slip, a bra all hand made with lace ambroidery. This was to have
been my underwear for the honeymoon. | never hgthang that fancy, but it was
gone now and | would never wear it. Then they took pocketbook. There
wasn’t much money in there (Hungarian currency @otilbe used in the western
world), but they found all my jewelry, what wastlef my mother’s inheritance

and the pieces | had received from Ferenc for esigagt and other occasions.
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Finally, the policeman saw my wedding band on nmgdr and he made me take
that off and put it in the pile. Tears rolled dowy cheeks and with trembling
voice | begged, “Please, let me keep this. | gatried 24 hours ago, and the ring
Is engraved with the date and names.” But beggnthtears were all in vain. My
two day old wedding ring was gone along with a# themories of my mother’s
jewelry and all the hopes of my honeymoon underwdmis truly felt like the end
of the road. The tidal waves of time had washedyaour last hopes and the last
mementos of our past. In the secret police dundgemas led to a 5’ by 8’ cell
containing a wooden bunk bed with nothing on itf aeen a sheet or blanket.
There is no light in there, only a 10” by 12" opsgion the heavy metal door that
allows the light from the corridor to seep in. Tdé sat by myself on the edge of
the bunk bed in my one and only outfit, and dareatiow my mind to think or my
heart to feel. | am numb and my soul is dead. cQ@frse, even my watch was
taken, so | have no idea how long | have beemgith my frozen body and soul. |
don’t know if it's day or night as the same eleclight shines continuously from
the corridor. On and off | am reminded of my wladreuts by the screams of my
fellow inmates who have endured this situation f@eks or months. These
outcries brought me to my senses. No, | cannowathyself to go crazy like these
others; I'd better get my thoughts together andkvamt some way of survival. To
keep my mind awake | solved mathematical problemswy head (I had always
loved math); to keep my soul from dying, | starpzdying; to keep my body from
going completely numb, | began exercising in tkielspace available (gymnastics
had been my favorite subject in school). | thoutgdamehow | will manage to get
out of here safe and sound. | will have to. Mylhand, if he ever makes it, will
need me.” Despair was not a word in my dictionaBomehow things would be
better sometime in the future. Again, | remembargdfather’'s saying, “Things

work out always, somehow. There was never a tirnenathings went no how.”
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So no need to despair, just go on living and sumgithe latest tidal wave of this

still young life.

June 2, 1998

| had spent only two days in my solitary cell white most unexpected and
wonderful thing happened. A guard opened the dboew two pieces of bread in
and whispered, “Ferenc sends this.” My dear Fenaycdependable husband, had
found a way to send food to me in this God forsgblace. How he achieved this
feat I'll never know, but it not only gave me badilourishment, it lifted my spirits
and gave me hope. Not even in the communistgdlias | forgotten or alone. “I
have God and Ferenc on my side. Things will havevark out!” They would
work out, despite the fact that we were fed onlgeoa day with baked beans and
bread and water; and led to the bathroom only @nday to wash up and relieve
ourselves. During the day we were interrogatedviddally while several AVO
police tried to threaten us, hurt and cajole ubeylwere hoping to get some more
innocent people (our friends or relatives) imprstnon false charges. If by
chance we uttered the name of anyone, it wouldhbeigh to get them arrested. It
paid off now that we hadn’t involved our family fsrends, and thus, nobody was
made an accomplice to our “horrible” crime of atpeed escape. After six days of
interrogation, we were taken to the county jaihfrthe AVO dungeons, where we
were again treated like human beings. We weregeldawith “trying to leave the
country unlawfully and smuggling jewelry” (our own) We were given an
opportunity to get a lawyer, our relatives wer@wakd to visit once a week for half
an hour, and once a week all the women were lipeoh uhe corridor where their

husbands were allowed to speak to them (for fiveutas).
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The first time my father came to visit me, the sealed down his cheeks when he
saw me in my striped prison uniform. | had newsrshim cry before and it was
now my turn to console him. | just looked him neteye and asked, “Why do you
cry, Daddy? Didn’'t you pay good money for morentii2 years to keep me under
lock and key in a uniform in the convent? Nowoedn’'t cost you anything, and |
am surrounded by many nice girls, get fed and ebbttor free.” This did it, and
my father smiled again and hugged me saying, “Yreurght. We’'ll get through
this one, too!” And it wasn’t the worst of time¥here were 17 of us in one room.
We all had our own bed at the end of which there wdold down chair. There
were no tables, but there was a sink with flowingtev and a metal can (like a
garbage can) with a cover to be used instead @fed.t Once a day we were led to
a real toilet in a real bathroom with several siaksilable. We received food
three times a day and were made to work some days.job was to make down
out of goose feathers. We sat in a big room wa@sofull of goose feathers in the
middle. We had to strip the fine feather fromdatem and put it in another bag,
throwing the stems away. The entire room wasdiiflying, fine down, we could
barely see each other and our eyes, nose and nminlghroats, were constantly
irritated by the pollutants. But we were alive,snof us were young, some were
newlyweds, and we enjoyed each other’s company. biggest thrill was when |
was called for some reason, by a guard and my nameyew name, Mrs. Ry,
resonated throughout the entire building. | thdufram Mrs. Ryll! | am married
to the most wonderful man in this whole world arabody can take this away
from me. So we see each other for only five misweweek, but we still have
each other. We’ll start over sometime, somewhere ae’ll have a family.”
These thoughts and feelings helped me survive, amttoccasional smile, my 5
months of jail time. My roommates were a big hétm. The single girl who had

been caught while trying to escape with us was mepeing her seventh jalil
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sentence. The communists jailed her three timésbafore that, the nazis had
jailed her as well. She survived it all with anbuoken spirit and her personality
made our days much more pleasant than would hage btherwise. Because
some of the older women were embarrassed to usadkeshift toilet in the room,

she hung a sheet in front of it to give them somreapy. Now nobody could see
who was using the toilet in the corner. Howevbkg sound of the metal can, as
something hit the bottom of it, was still too enraasing for some. There she
came up with another idea. Whenever someone dsapg behind the hanging
sheet, she started us singing in unison. It wagawts Lullaby that we chose as
our toilet song, and even today, if | hear thatgsdnhave the urge to go to the

bathroom.

But Marta wasn’t the only one who helped us to sterthe ordeal. It was Magda,
an atheistic, Jewish girl, whom we chose as rooptaga She had survived two
years in a nazi concentration camp, while her garand fiancée perished. She
was the most honest, fair and loving person. Shdensure that the rich, well

dressed, upper class political prisoners had ndlgges above the gypsy girl who
was incarcerated for stealing; or the old peasadwife whose crime had been
performing illegal abortions. Magda divided foade of the bathroom, etc..., all
equally and made us feel like one family. Agale trony of fate, that an atheistic,
Jewish girl and a convent graduate Catholic bechest of friends. | respected
and loved her then and still do today. Once, kedshker why she had decided to
leave the country now when it was an advantagestarbatheist and Jewish, and
when she had a nice home and a good job. Her anmsage me think. “Look

around,” she said, “All the leaders of communisnhiary are Jewish. Half of the
country has been jailed, or become unemployeds atarving, while the Jews

(because they are privileged, as you stated) octhgpyheatres, sit in the cafes in
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furs and jewelry. This will cause anti-Semitisndamother holocaust and | don’t
want to be part of it again. It will not help itéll them that | wasn’t that kind of
Jew.” | realized then and there that it is mo#tly innocent people who suffer due
to the hatred, the revenge, the jealousy and ehsgroe extremists. It seems like
the vicious circle will never end. We have to demything in our power to try to
reach a balance, a compromise, or we'll all peristy. friend Magda taught me a

lesson of tolerance, love and understanding. hwisiew what became of her.

There is one more story pertaining to jail in myg kiat | want to share with you.
As | already mentioned, we had weekly a five minatmjugal visitation in a
corridor with all the women lined up against thdlaaxiously waiting to be in the
arms of their husbands; naturally, under the waltckle of the guards. But
women are no less women in jail than in the outsiddd, and we did everything
to look good, to be pretty, even in our stripeds@ni garb. No cosmetics were
allowed in jail, so we had to resort to creativeavations. Red being the color of
the communists, we were given some red decoratapgmfor festive occasions.
All we needed was some water to wet the paper ardtuor blush and lipstick.
To powder our shiny noses, we searched for a posuestitute. Again, we found
the solution; white chalk that had been given tdarswriting announcements on
the bulletin board. We broke it into powder andloled some on ourselves.
Luckily, there was no mirror available and thus, eseildn’t see our own clown
like appearance, and our husbands didn’'t seemnd.miWe held each other tight
for five full minutes, tried to tell of all the hppnings of the week; while kissing
and hugging to make up for a week of separationd #hus passed one week after
another, one month after the other, and finally,fiwv¢ months were up and | was
ready to be released. Francis had another threksate serve, but | was free to

go. Though not quite free. All political prisoserafter serving their official
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sentences, were led back to that AVO dungeon aed lup again against the wall,
facing the wall without movement. Being my restleself, | could not resist
turning my head a little to see who and what wdsriteme. The next thing | felt
was a tap on the head with the butt of a gun afaaliar voice said, “Here we
meet again, daughter of probate judge Csiky.” dswasy to recognize that voice,
even though it was unexpected. The same fellovg sdme years back in Nazi
uniform had threatened my father with death for dm$i-nazi stand, was now a
communist AVO guard, trying to intimidate the dategh It seems to me that
people who give in to extremist philosophies wilays find some outlet for their
extremism, even if it is in contradiction of th@rmer beliefs. Luckily, this fellow
had no authority over me but to guard me and keepstanding facing the wall
until the evening. Then, after nearly ten hour$aaing the wall without food or
drink, or toilet break, | was let go. Once agawmas in the arms of my dear father.
With him | felt safe and secure, and only the safpan from Ferenc and the worry
for his safe return darkened the happiness of n@edNot all were as lucky as |
was. Some, after serving their sentences and bsemj back to the AVO,
disappeared for months, years, or forever. Onae were in the hands of the
secret police (AVO), your fate was unpredictabfend that was the reason for my

worry about Ferenc’s safe return.

After three weeks of concern, worry, hope, and tonsanticipation and prayer,
my “one and only” was allowed to return to me anel were free to start over
again. This time, however, we were stripped ofealfthly belongings, not even
our wedding rings were left. But we had each qtbar youth, our love, our faith
in God, and the support of our parents. That wesigh to help us to restart our
lives once again. My grandmother provided us théhgreatest gift. We received

her and my grandfather's wedding rings, which w# atear, even though the

67



TIDAL WAVES

inscription is dated before either of us was boBut we cherish it and wear it

proudly as it stands for two marriages in the fgmil
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PREGNANCY, IN-LAWS, DEPORTATION, AND GIVING BIRTH
(1949-1951)

June 4, 1998

Our marriage, however, sure didn’'t have a very psorg beginning. Honeymoon
in jail is not what we envisioned in our wildesedms. | shouldn’t even call it a
honeymoon, as we never had a chance to see eaahithrivate, always being
under the watchful eyes of the guards and surralibgethe other prisoners, and
even that only for five minutes a week. And whdcewe go from here? My
mother in law offered us one room of her apartme@tce the entire four story
corner apartment building had belonged to her, thedfamily had lived in the
nicest three bedroom, two bath apartment. Buttmmunists made sure that no
one who had enjoyed a good life before could coetiliving well. Her pension
was taken away and two bedrooms and a bath wa® govex family of four
(parents and two teenage boys). In addition, th&ls1 quarters served as refuge
for a former nun. Thus three families used thehah and all amenities. Now
they had to share it with us, a newlywed couplegnuployed and penniless.
Thinking back on those days, | wonder how we alhatged without ever having
an argument or disagreement. | guess we all si@ppreciated the fact that we
were alive, we were not in jail or concentratiormga and we had our family
surrounding us. It sure wasn’t easy, but anythwag better than being locked up.
We applied for job after job, accepted all kindgevhporary odd jobs, until finally
Ferenc hit the big times. With the help of a fdehe again was allowed to get
behind the wheel of a truck. His workday consigied2 hours nonstop driving, to
which he added a couple of more night hours onolwa to make ends meet.

Meanwhile, | was hired as a temporary typist stilngtj and now we could afford
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to think of finally starting a real family by haygra baby. Being pregnant was the
greatest blessing | could imagine. Carrying Fesbild and dreaming of a
better future for all of us made me forget all biter past and gave me hope for
the future and strength for the present. And diddr need that strength! About
four months into the pregnancy, we heard of the astveommunist atrocities.
With 24 hour notice, they packed up families, ol ayoung, classified “class
enemy” or “class stranger” and transported themvadk camps or state farms or
other God forsaken locations. All that a familysnalowed to salvage was 100
pounds per person. And this included furniturljesware, linens, and personal
items. We were praying and hoping that this tireewould be spared from the
ordeal and wouldn’t have to leave our crowded andest home and our stressful,
but meager income producing jobs. However, | hades premonitions and told
my family we had better get prepared. Let's see dactor for checkups and
necessary prescriptions, let's visit the dentisig det's go to confession and

communion, as we might never get the chance tongmathe above again.

My premonitions proved right. On June®21951 around 6 in the morning, the
police knocked on our door. | was just ready tat@ovork and Ferenc was still
delivering milk with the truck when the evacuatioote was handed to me: “Get
ready to be picked up within 24 hours.” My motirefaw was 74 years old, | was
6 months pregnant, and our one and only capaldppnsible man was not home
yet. | made some frantic phone calls to my brqgtingy brother in law, and to
friends to help us in any way they could. We hagdck the maximum allowable
necessities (2 beds, 2 chairs, some linen, cookwarckthe little clothing we had)
plus try to salvage some of the furniture, the s and any other belongings,
before the police came back to pick us up and &alerything that was left into
their possession. Meanwhile, Ferenc arrived hamaehe lifted the responsibilities
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from my shoulders. My heart was pounding, my unldmaby was wildly kicking,

and | felt like the entire universe was closingglnme. The tidal waves of history
seemed to wash away even the sand and pebblesiarsuand this time there was
no hope left for us. Maybe “things were always sbow and never no how”, but
this time | couldn’'t see any somehow for the familidiow am | going to give

birth? How is my baby going to survive? How? W% The answer came from
my heart; “I have to make us survive; | have tdfitpr that baby and for a future
for all of us.... | have to and I will.” A new willral determination sprung from
the depth of my heart and soul and | was confidbat there would be a
“somehow” for us again. With the help of God anat tamily, we would survive

this last ordeal, too.

June 9, 1998

And we did not only survive, but lived long enoughremember and write it down
for all of you. It sure wasn’'t easy. Some foodswationed, but the deportees
didn’'t receive any rationing. There was no heath@ house and no electricity.
Twenty some deportees (seven families in all) agaging from eight to 78 were
assigned to a “kulak’s” home. The kulaks were radindowners, thus not
considered working class and, therefore, treateldnemies of the regime. Most
of their land was confiscated and by assigninghedse people to them, even their
homes and sheds were occupied by strangers. “Misa’kulak homeowner, had
a wife and a son and daughter living in their hougach consisted of five rooms,
one bath and a kitchen. There was an outhousedgavor all of us and Misa
built a stove in the yard, under cover, for our.u¥eater had to be pumped from
an outside well; running water was an unknown lyxurBeing six months

pregnant and having our 74 year old mother in lae,were the lucky ones who
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were housed inside the main building. A small amte hall was assigned to us
and two other families had to pass through our rgoorder to reach their 1 room
residence. We just managed to fit in the two tiaaas (one for my mother in law
and one for Ferenc and myself) and our cabineRactthirs. It was a very meager
and bleak existence, but with the summer weathdrjast the three of us, we
could manage. We became friends with our “hosthilia and all the other
deportees. We helped each other in any way wedcolihe men worked in the
field, chopped wood and tried to provide for tHfamilies. There were days when
Ferenc worked all day, with his only food beingans, bread and water. Because
| had to eat for two, | was given all the “goodiéiké green peppers, tomatoes and
milk, in addition to bread and water. But hungdeprivation, and the lack of
minimal comfort did not faze us anymore. It was fate of our soon to be born
child that worried us. The small village had netdo, no hospital, no midwife, no

pharmacy, not even a church or priest. My prenmmitad materialized.

And the day of giving birth to our child was neayinl expected it to be at the end
of October and we couldn’t see any solution tomadicament. Only our faith in
God helped us to survive those days. My deeplgioeis mother in law consoled
me with this saying, “If God gives you a little lamHe’ll also provide you with
grazing fields.” And | prayed and hoped that slozil be right. A good friend of
my husband’s was an obstetrician in the city notfer from us. He promised to
take care of me and of my baby if we could getiwhospital somehow. Legally,
we were not allowed to leave our assigned placdepbrtation, and disobeying
that law could land us in jail again. But in ordemive the baby a chance at life, |
had to find a way to get to that hospital. | petied for a permit, but naturally, it
was not granted. So | had to risk my freedom ideorto protect my child.

Luckily, the twin sister of one of the deporteeswasiting when my time came to
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give birth. She was free to travel and offered¢oompany me on my dangerous
journey. My husband had to stay out of this adwenso that at least one of us
could be able to take care of the baby in caselé@mp in jail. On the afternoon
of October 28, my labor pains started. My friend and | snuck @futhe village;
she bought two railroad tickets and we got on tamt After less than an hour of
travel, we had to change trains. We had to waiaftong time, at least that's how
it seemed to me, until the next train that wasateetus to our destination, arrived.
My labor pains were getting more and more frequantd the police were
constantly walking among us and asking for idecdtion. Only free people had
this and | was without it. Looking back on my ldad at that particular trip, | have
to admit that those few hours were the scariesstrrghtening, and devastating
moments of my 76 years. What if the police askniyr ID? Am | going to be
taken to jail? Will my baby be born in a prisorlceithout assistance of any
kind? Will we survive? | lived through many frigiming and tough times; war,
jail, deportation, but this was absolutely the worsSomehow the policemen,
probably seeing me in labor pains, did not wargebinvolved with me and never
asked for identification. The transfer train aedvby eight in the evening. | was
escorted to the hospital by my friend. Anotherwbloame then. Ferenc's
obstetrician friend was ill and not waiting for méBut the other doctors were
human enough to take me in anyway and see to titl thave birth in a hospital
delivery room with their assistance. Thus, Octdbé&t around noon, a wonderful
healthy but thin little boy was placed into my ead® after a painful natural birth
procedure. | couldn’'t thank God enough for Hisvmlence and gift. Now if He
could only provide somehow for the survival of Fereldr.. However, | was
physically and emotionally drained and exhaustedew | couldn’t take my baby
back to an unheated, unsanitary entrance hall radim no running water, no

electricity, not enough food, no emergency headttilifies, not even a drugstore.

73



TIDAL WAVES

My only option was to entrust my firstborn to mgter in law, whose husband was
a pediatrician in Budapest, and where my son wgatdhe best of care. But how
can you give away your only child when you havehopes of ever seeing him
again? Especially when everything else had alrdsein taken away from you,
your home, your job, your family, and your friend€?o | have to be separated
from my son, too? That thought was just too murtnie and my nerves began to
give out. A terrible fear overtook me. My tearsre/ flowing 24 hours a day and |
couldn’t look up at the sky for fear the entirewerse might fall apart. This fear
gripped me as such a reality that it stayed withfatemany years to come. It
wasn't until 1966 in Colorado that | dared agaiddok up at the firmament and
enjoy a heaven with all the shining stars in iut Biat will be another story, much

later in my memaoirs.

June 12, 1998

Right now | was still in the hospital and Ferenatsstetrician friend finally came
back on the job. When he saw my predicament, ngp dkepression, and the
necessity of giving away my firstborn, he trieddo everything in his power to
keep me in the hospital as long as possible. dimabled me to breastfeed, to hold
and enjoy our son for several hours a day. Buhenveler those circumstances the
communists tried to take even this away from me.cofnmunist doctor by the
name of Molnar (I'll never forget him or his name)ade my life miserable and
threatened our doctor friend with the loss of bis if he kept on aiding a deportee,
a class enemy. But God did not allow him to sudce&gain, help came from the
most unexpected places. The hospital's dental rthepat was under the
supervision of a Jewish doctor (“I'll remember bisnevolent smile and his gray

beard for as long as | live). This man stood up ri@e, took me into his
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department, fixed all my teeth, and | had the plemsnd luxury of spending an
extra month in the hospital, seeing my son grow getdstronger every day. But
this could not go on forever, and in addition, dhea husband alone in Sap (the
locality where we had been deported). The timedgbarture and separation
arrived. On December"81951, | again had to muster all my courage te taly
six week old son, illegally, by myself, to my siste law in Budapest. This trip
was by far not as frightening as the one | hadrtake my last day of pregnancy.
If the police found out and caught me, they woakktthe child to his father and |
would go to jail. So big deal! My son was safeg avhat else could matter? By
December 10 | had accomplished my task, given Ferenc Jr.  int and
godmother, and arrived back to Sap to be reunitéld nvy husband once again.
As my father always said, “Things will work out sehow.” Even if that
somehow is not the way we wanted it to be, ther@vwsys hope that the future

will compensate for the pain and difficulty of theesent. And it certainly did.

Now | sit in our newly acquired Georgia cabin, vimtike birds and squirrels in our
woods, and listen to the rustle of the trees amditbbling of the little creek
behind our porch, while | commit my memories to thest wonderful and most
important people in my life, my children and my mglahildren. | couldn’t ask for

more.
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LIVING AND LOVING THROUGH POVERTY, ILLNESS AND ANOHER
PREGNANCY (1951-1953)
June 16, 1998

The winter of 1951-52 passed by uneventfully. @ag after the other we tried to
survive. | was bedridden for about 6 weeks witheay painful sciatic nerve. |
could not even turn in bed nor sit up, and my guasband had to do all the work,
earn a living chopping wood, do the housework, talce care of me. But as
always, he faithfully stood his ground and didladl could to make life bearable.
Luckily, my mother in law, due to her advanced agas allowed to return to
Budapest. Naturally, she had no home left to retor it had been confiscated.
But she moved in with one of her daughters andtbd satisfied with occupying
a bed in the children’s room. That was the onlggassion left for her (a bed, a
nightstand, and a portion of a closet). Not s@lbafore, she had owned a sizable,
several story corner apartment building, and reszka/ pension as a military doctor
(medical corps) general’s widow, and now, in th& kears of her life, there was
nothing; no pension, no home she could call her.o8he had to accept and be
thankful for the charity of her children. But abkt she was with her family, in the
city where she had spent practically all her lged she had the minimal necessary
comforts of life (heat, electricity, running wategnd did not go to bed hungry.
Knowing that neither she nor our son was exposetddalifficulties, the trials and
tribulations of the deportees made it easier fotausurvive and overcome our
problems. Christmas came and went without us imgtiit, and finally, spring had
sprung, and with the renewal of nature our liveméd a new page. During the
month of May my sister in law returned our son $o Wust to love and hold our
firstborn again made up for the difficulties ofitrg to feed three mouths, to pump

all the water for bathing the baby, and washingeiia and chopping more wood to
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make the water warm. We received a little coahlmg stove and now our weekly
routine included a hike along the railroad trackthvknapsack on our backs to
collect all the coal pieces that were dropped by passing trains. In the
beginning, we had a hard time differentiating doam stones and sometimes half
of our knapsacks consisted of heavy stones andtbalgther half was usable coal.

Luckily, we didn’t have to contend with this lifed much longer.

Through the help of a friend, “Katineni” (who hdfssas deported with husband
and two children), we were given permission to mmwvéaszfelsoszentgyorgy, the
location where she was living. Her husband’s figthe“kulak”, who lost all his
earthly possessions, was blessed with faithful &rservants who offered their
homes to them. With government permission, Katiaea her family moved in
with their former servants, and they found a plémeus, too. Our new home
consisted of a big room with its own private entgn2 windows, and electricity.
We were also given a covered outdoor kitchen stewdout having to share it
with anyone. It was like heaven after our abodé&ap. Water still had to be
pumped from an outside well, but we received a ghitie yard to plant vegetables
and let our son run around in and play. We fdlé lkings, having a “Home”
(room) of our own, having old friends around usvéls best friends with Katineni
for 8 years in the convent), and being in a locatlmat had a doctor, a pharmacy,
and a church. Things really began to look muchebedgain. It was time to

prepare for a second child.
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June 17

By the fall of 1952, Ferenc had become very illjtasrned out it was contagious
hepatitis B, which he contracted while working iretfields. One of his fellow

workers cut her hand and my “always ready to hdipsband bandaged the
bleeding wound. Now it was my turn to do all therkvaround the house, chop
wood, do the housework, and take care of him. Miesin law took our son, as it
was feared that he might become infected, too. a$ wat that time in the third
month of my pregnancy, and hoped and prayed thangibirth to this baby

wouldn’t be as difficult as the first time arountlowever, having things work out
simply and without difficulty was not meant for u$hank God, Ferenc got better
and our son was returned to us, and there wasypdéntork with the baby and the
household. But | enjoyed motherhood and prepargdsom for the arrival of a

new baby in the family. We expected this seconel fon the end of May, but by
March, | too got infected with hepatitis, whicharfered with our plans. March
22nd, when going with Ferenc Jr. to fetch watemftbe well, | felt the labor pains
coming. | got so sick and weak that | had to sivd on our way home in the
middle of the street. | had the feeling | woul@ dnhen and there. My little, one
and a half year old son anxiously tried to comfoe and | prayed like never
before, asking God to spare my life, so | couldetalre of my growing family.

My husband was working in the fields somewheread ho means to send for him.
Luckily, we were not far from home, my strengthureed, and we could manage
somehow to get back home. All that | could do ¢heas feed my son and wait
patiently until the workday was over and Ferenorad. Right away, he called the
ambulance and | was taken to the hospital. A coasmine (Doraneni) picked up
our son and took him to Budapest with her, wherestaged for several months.

Sometimes | wonder, when did he realize who his medgher was? Between his
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birth and his 8 birthday, he had spent more time with strangerslif@rent

families) than with us. It's a miracle that herted out to be the man he is today.

| got into the hospital late that night and thengatame frequently all night. By
dawn, | felt much better and hoped to go home dutire day. However, the
doctor said | couldn’t leave until | had been piee for a full 24 hours. All day |
was without any pains, but overnight the pain redr This went on for 6 days,
until on March 2%, at midnight, | was whisked into the delivery raoiithout a
doctor, but with the help of a nurse, my tiny 3 paobaby was born. She had
plenty of dark, curly hair, wonderful long eyelashand beautifully formed hands
and fingers. Only her size reminded me that shee2vaonths premature. | asked
the nurse to baptize her right away, as we didknotv whether she’d survive. |
was not even allowed to hold her, to embrace reit was feared I'd infect her
with the hepatitis. She was taken away and | wlsalone in my hospital room
with my thoughts and prayers. What doctors dide&lize in that small country
hospital, was that it is very dangerous to giveéhbwith hepatitis. And | nearly
paid with my life for it. For several days | wasa coma with a fever over 103,
and a committed doctor at my bedside. This timefk@was given permission to
come and visit me, thus the circumstances, despitedifficulties, were much
better now than way back in Sap. My daughter, dgtal’'s orders, was taken to
Budapest to the same nursery where my son had badmnwhere my brother in
law was the head physician. The separation from sagond child (Maria
Magdolna) was by far not as painful as the firse.on was confident she’'d be
returned to us, just as Ferenc Jr. had been, &mgw that this solution would
definitely be to my daughter’'s advantage. Whenhrother in law had taken in
our son with illegal papers he had told me, “Ifrthés another child, | won't be

able to risk my job and my family’s security by itads in the baby. The only way a

79



TIDAL WAVES

baby can be placed here is if it's truly prematurénd God made sure that our
second baby was “truly premature”, so she couldetiie benefits of a decent
nursery, surrounded by family, good food, good cavéhen things (particularly
bad things) happen, we never know what the godigigiswill come of it, but each

coin has two sides and every cloud has a silverdinOne just has to recognize it!

June 18

By the time summer arrived, we both were healthgirgg-erenc Jr. was returned
to us and we tried to live as normal a life as weld¢. We raised a pig and some
poultry, worked in the fields, and moved from oureaoom home to a thatched
roof little house with its own fenced in yard. Rk a real big room, with a pot-
bellied stove, there was a separate kitchen witlo@d burning stove and a storage
room. Still no running water, but there was eiettyr and the privacy of a home
used by our family only. This time things startedking up again, particularly
after the death of Stalin in 1953. We had moredoms, we could leave the
village, find work outside our place of deportati@atthough we were not allowed
to visit Budapest or many other big cities. But families and friends could come
and stay with us anytime. We had enough foodHerfamily and even for visitors
(unlike in Sap, where for the entire month of Debemwe could not afford more
than one egg!). Those times were behind us novaridVMagdolna (Marlene),
who was 14 months old by now, was returned to wmnagnd we were again
together — all four of us. Sure, there were hapgsshnd many of them, but we
were young, had two children to take care of, aoded for a better future for
them. My husband found a job as a truck drivenragd his time it was in the
lumber industry, which meant he was away all waeknpetimes for several weeks,

and spent most weekends with us. | tried my bestrovide some special good
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meals for him and he spent his weekend “rest” remgathings and chopping wood
for us. In our little house the floor was simplgrtened clay mixed with horse
manure. Every so often, we took a hike through wiflage streets to pick up
enough manure (there were no work gloves at thag)tand then mix it with wet
clay (mud), spread it on the floor and tramplentiluit hardened and dried. In
order to compensate my “one and only beloved” aitjood meal, | got up at 4 in
the morning to stand in lines for hours at the fabore to buy the necessary
ingredients. Our son was in charge at home, took ok his baby sister (he was
about 3 years old), diapered her, and made suraligihg get into any trouble

while | was away shopping.

As | mentioned before, | tried to prepare my sontfe arrival of the baby. |
explained to him that mother carries the baby fondghths under her heart, while
the baby grows from a seed into a live being. Nlo&t Ferenc Jr. saw and played
with his baby sister, he remembered my explanati®One day he came to me and
asked, “Was | under your heart and did you givebingh, too?” “Naturally” was
my reply. In a couple of seconds, he popped tlersk question, “If we had
another little baby, would you carry it under ydweart and give birth again?” |
got impatient and answered, “All babies cominghe tvorld in this family are
carried by mother under her heart and she givéls turthem!” | hoped this ended
the question and answer period, but | was wromgnol time, my son turned to me
perplexed and puzzled, asking, “Just one more guediommy. How did Daddy
enter this family?” Now | was the one perplexed @uzzled, not knowing what
to say. | don’t even remember how we ended theversation, but I'll always
remember my son’s curiosity and logical thinkingle sure had an inquisitive
mind and got himself into constant trouble whilgexmenting with new things.

On the other hand, Maria Magdolna was an easy luphgt and well behaved, and

81



TIDAL WAVES

never crying. When she was 18 months old, sheseefto have her diaper put on,
saying vehemently, “No”. She repeated this manetivee times, then | gave in,
saying, “OK, no diapers, but no bedwetting, unaerg?!” She nodded and went
to sleep. From that moment on, there was no reddper her. | always said she

Is a blessing from God and never gives us any pro] or any reason to worry.

As she had only had an emergency baptism in thpitahswe arranged a real
baptism ceremony in our little church, with her gudher holding her under the
holy water. But this was not her last baptism. éWIshe was in the U.S. in a
Christian college, she became “born again” and subed in the water one more
time. She must have assured her place in heavdan’t want to go into details,
but in her family sacraments were often repeat&the had 2 church weddings
(Episcopal and catholic) and her son was also egbtiwice (Episcopal and then
catholic). As you see, Marlene, you truly were Gdalessing and He stretched
His hands over you and your family more than onBet let me get back to your
babyhood. By 1955, more and more freedoms weratepa deportees were
allowed to move anywhere except Budapest and sdher dig cities. Again
through a former classmate of mine, we found a heme quite near to Budapest,
which meant better employment opportunities anddeiearer to our families and
friends. In this location, we lived on the samemises as my friend and her
husband and their three children. Now our litthe® had some playmates, but also
some responsibilities. The big ones (5 and 6 yehlstended to the cows and
sheep, and the little ones (3 and 4) helped feeahicken and ducks. Those were
relatively good times and the air was full of ajation. Everybody knew some
change would have to occur; something had to happertly that would change
the course of history. My Ferenc was working d@suek driver, being away from

home most of the time, and | received a job, alblegally, in Budapest, as a
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factory worker polishing furniture. Thus, our fdynwas again separated, but we
were filled with hope and expecting a turn for thetter. And our expectations
were fulfilled on October 2% 1956.
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Francis' mother and
Frank in 1953

In September of 1952

The last pictures in Europe o s
P B Vienna 1957
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REVOLUTION, ESCAPE AND REFUGEE CAMPS IN AUSTRIA
(1956- 1957)

June 21

Working that morning in the furniture factory, myworkers passed around
secretly a typed sheet of paper and whispered:s“Thithe manifesto of the
revolutionary college youth. Things will be happentoday!” | received one of
the copies and took it with me when | went homeavé&ling on the bus, people
were hugging one another, talking about the mataifasd saying that thousands
of youth were marching towards the statue of St&dirdestroy it and declare
democracy in Hungary. Somehow all our fears andsumspicions left us; we
weren’t concerned that there might be communistssemret police members
among us. We felt the heavy burden of tyranngdifand expressed our happiness
and hopes freely. By the time | arrived home that time | was living illegally at
a friend’s (Rikaneni) house — the radio alreadycamced all the good news.
Stalin’'s statue had tumbled; the youth, the workensd the oppressed were
marching toward the radio station to announce thmgews. Tens of thousands
marched united, hand in hand, singing the old @#trisongs, the Hungarian
national anthem (this too, was banned during thengonist regime) and waving
the red, white, and green Hungarian flag, with & ho the middle where the
communist hammer and sickle had been inserted defdt all seemed like a
miracle. Our elation was beyond human comprehansBut this didn't last for
long either. The underground radio announcedttiesecret police had shot into
an unarmed, jubilant civilian crowd, there were snaasualties, and people were
breaking into military ammunition centers, takingng and defending themselves.

Many official military draftees sided with the fighg revolutionaries and a bloody
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revolt had begun. By the morning, Russian tankseaped and the Hungarian
freedom fighters used homemade bombs (Molotov edskt hand grenades) and
the stolen guns to resist. The entire countrydst@a® one, and even some of the
Russian soldiers sided with the revolutionariesanilyoung (12 — 14 year old)
children died in that battle, but within a few day& Russians and communists
were overpowered. The troops were withdrawn aedréfrolution was a success.
At that point, our family was all separated, theldren were at the location of
deportation (with Katineni), my husband was worksamewhere with the truck,
helping the revolutionary cause, and | was stiggally at Rikaneni's. Even
though there was nothing more important to me thgrfamily, | was jubilant that
our country was free again and that the people avballiving under a democratic
government. | had never felt that patriotic durigrld War II; somehow | hadn’t
felt that it was justified and that it would trubenefit the entire future generation.
But the Russian-communist oppression was so hertiwht | felt there was no
sacrifice, not even my own or a member of my familgeath, too big for the

successful overthrow of the communist government.

Life is only worth living if there is someone ormsething so important that one is
willing to sacrifice life, limb or even loved ondsr it. And that was what the
revolution meant to us. The success of the remwlumeant life, happiness,
freedom, and a future for us and for our childrékie were full of optimism and
hope and anticipation. We were so confident &tlahe fear and mistrust we had
harbored in our hearts disappeared, as it feltthieeentire country stood together
as one against the terror of communism. Withihatswhile | found out that the
children were OK and Ferenc returned safely totas, However, he was
seriously ill with a double stomach ulcer, and &hdp in the hospital. But at least

we all survived and our country was free again.wNwe could plan for a better
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future for ourselves. At least that was how itnsed by the end of October 1956.
But our hopes were again crushed within a few days. the first days of
November we heard that the Russian troops were aggaring our borders from
the East.

August 22

The Russians assembled new troops on our Eastederband were nearing
Hungary again. On November 4, 1956, our prime stemiissued a last, frantic
call to the Western world. The cry for help frohetsuffering, freedom loving,
self sacrificing Hungarians fell on deaf ears ia iWest. By the end of the week,
the Russians were again in our country trying tbade, oppress and intimidate the
population. Once again our prime minister and meagers of the revolution
were arrested. Some were taken to Russia, sonueitexe some tried and jailed
by the newly established communist courts. Manyiédly escaped to the West,
before the iron curtain closed again. We werd Bbibing that the free world
might interfere and somehow things would work oiany apartments became
available in Budapest and its environs, and we thdpebe able to get one where
the family, including my father, could settle dovand try to live a relatively
human life. But all our trying, seeking, and appdywas in vain. It just wasn'’t
meant for us to stay in Hungary. Decemb®ra month after the Russian troops
invaded Hungary, there was a march of women anldrehi (everyone carrying
one flower stem) organized. All the marchers wanesssed in mourning, marched
somberly to the tomb of the unknown soldier to pay respects to the many who
perished in the bloody revolution. However, evieis peaceful march of women
and children turned bloody as the Russian army lisedammunition, shooting

into the crowd.
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This event was the last straw for us, too. We koew that we could not count on
the West, we could not trust their promises. Alf bopes were crushed, and we
also knew that there was nothing left for us and children in this Russian
communist dominated Hungary. We had to try to psagain leaving behind all
our beloved ones, our families and friends and rémainder of our earthly
possessions. We had to save our children andtiggre an opportunity to live in a
free, democratic country, where they were not gémge labeled “class enemy”,
where they wouldn’t be deported again; where theyld have a future. Ferenc
voluntarily signed out of the hospital. | gather#te children, and without
goodbye’s we left Budapest on January 12, 1957ryne had a small knapsack
with pajamas and toiletries, and we put our warmighing on and heavy winter
coats and boots. Ferenc had a very good friempériah priest (Lacibacsi), near
the Austrian border, and we decided to go thest ind make plans for our escape
there and then. We took the train in Budapestfaodd seats in the wagon “for
children and parents only”. Ferenc, Jr. and Mifagdolna were anxious to know
where we were heading. Our answer was short atitfut, “ We go to visit Uncle
Csaba” (my brother). Naturally, they had no ideat tuncle Csaba had already
escaped and was safe in Vienna. By that time,icdwegi also made it to Austria
with our help. He was only 17 and had to leave dbentry alone, without his
sisters and mother. These were very confusingerntena and frightening times.
No one knew what was going to follow, what woulppan next. None had a
definite place to go to, no future plans, no regdds. The only certainty was that
there was no present, no future, and no hope eddm or life for us and for our
children in Hungary. People by the hundreds wegagrabeing jailed, deported or
executed. We had our share of those hardshipgandnly hope was that our 4

and 5and a half year old children would be ablgrtow up in a free society,
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wherever that might be. Our decision was madevdatidtrepidation and anxiety

we took our seats in the train.

At the second stop, as Ferenc Jr. looked out tineaw, he exclaimed, “Soldiers
with machine guns are entering the train!”. Wedrto remain calm, reassuring
the children that there was nothing to be afraid\We told them the soldiers were
looking for some criminals. Several people wereoded off the train, but our

wagon was not searched thoroughly. When askedemver were traveling to,

Ferenc showed the papers he received in the hhspitech stated that he was to
go to the country for a while, where there wasdredind more food for his sick
stomach. We were allowed to continue our voyagé¢howit any further

guestioning. That was a tremendous reliefl Wherawived in Szombathely (the
city from which we had tried to escape in 1949),hvael to change trains to travel
to Ferenc’s priest friend. It was not an easyneyrfor us. We didn’t know what
to expect or what to hope for. But finally, we reatland were safe in friendly,
comfortable surroundings. Now we could start timgkabout when and where,
and particularly how, to escape with two littleldneén in the middle of January, in
freezing cold, and on foot. But our friend, Korrdgr_acibacsi, (the parish priest
in Taplanszentkereszt), with the help of a nepHewnd a way. Again, we were
put in touch with a “people smuggler’, with whom weade arrangements;
naturally again for a sizable amount of moneygtdl us through the border. As it
turned out, another relatively young couple, witenZall children (a 4 year old girl

and a baby) were to join us. We dressed in seVayals; first underwear, then
pajamas, and on top of that our clothing, sweatans, winter coats. Besides
toiletries, | was given by our friends some foadijtg, and candy. That was it. By
that time, the radio already echoed warnings ofldbelers being again closely

watched. No barbed wires and mines yet, but bogdards and dogs; and there
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were reports of some escapees being shot during atiempt. “The border is
bloody again!”, was the announcement on the undargt radio. But we had no
choice but to trust God and the smuggler and hopth€ best. We had a 4-6 hour
walk through the woods ahead of us. Luckily, wd peactically nothing to carry,
since we had nothing more left and with 2 smalldrkn and a sick husband, we
couldn’t have made it, even if we had anything.e Dther couple was packed like
mules. The mother carried the baby in a sheetdredher neck, with the baby
cradled in it on the front of her body. On herlhahe carried a sizable knapsack,
heavily packed. The father carried 2 enormous jpacks, one in front and one in
back, and held his daughter’s hand, leading heutiir the treacherous terrain.
Before reaching the woods, we had to go througharaqf the town again. It was
already dark and somehow, this time | had a goetinig that everything would

work out all right.

The peasants seeing us marching with children rhagé known that we were
trying to escape and offered us milk and food Fa thildren. Human goodness
and willingness to help again was shown to us. eOme arrived in the woods, my
husband picked up our little daughter and set hemis shoulders. We knew that
she couldn’t take all the walking with her tiny $2g While going through the
forest, she winced quietly and incessantly. Wal thlem they were to be
absolutely quiet, as all the animals in the foreste asleep and we shouldn’t wake
them. Both children accepted our warning and, gixéer our daughter’'s quiet
wincing, there wasn’'t a word uttered. After sevé@urs of marching, we had to
stop. The woman with the baby on her neck stumatetifell, and we had to rest.
| unpacked the little food | had left, gave theldfgn the remainder of the candy
and cookies, and our leader was ready to returk. bate pointed to some lights

not far on the horizon and explained that there alasady Austria. Then he
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pointed to a single light even nearer and toldha that was where the border
guards were, we had better avoid it. With that)dfefour anxious adults, four
frightened little children in the middle of the higtrying to make it on their own.
| was confident, however, that God would help usuigh without troubles. And
He sure did! After our leader left, an unexpecstthng wind started to blow. We
had to hold the children with both hands so thay tivouldn’t be blown away. But
no matter how unpleasant the windstorm was, we ktiew the border guards
would stay in their huts and not venture out tdkléar possible escapees. It took
us no more than 15-20 minutes before we reacheddebcreek. Ferenc stepped
into the freezing water and lifted us one by onerdw the other side. When all of
us had crossed safely to the Austrian side, thel wubsided and the lights of the
small village neared with every step. Even thowgh knew we should be in
Austria, we did not dare to believe it until we ¢kad the village tavern and heard
the sound of the harmonica, and the singing anctlyogl of the Austrian folks.
Now we knew! This was it! We were safe! We wiee! There was nothing to
fear! The feelings that overwhelmed us were almow beyond anything we had
felt before, or for that matter, since. Nothingilkbbe compared to that elation. It
was like arriving in heaven and being greeted leyltbrd. It really was a heavenly
feeling that was never experienced before or infttlewing forty some years.
My husband and | tried to recall or relive that nemty but the elation was so
unique, that even though we remember its intengigy/feeling cannot return. But

we remember it as a heavenly moment, a high of toired intensity.

September 5

From the fellows in the tavern we received dirawtido the nearest Red Cross

camp, where we finally entered a big, warm hall] &f Hungarian refugees.
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There, we could take care of all the wet clothedyysthe fire and have a bite to eat
and a drink of warm milk. Our beds consisted owton the floor, but we
huddled together happy and thankful that finallfteraall our suffering and
difficulties, we were free and safe. And there emthe lights, we realized what
had made our little daughter wince all the way.r tdee was scratched completely
by the branches in the woods. Sitting on the shaslof her father, the trees were
much more dense up high, and throughout the etippeher cheeks were being
scratched. She hadn’t had to march through teedme hours as had her brother,
but she too, had suffered for her freedom. Buthad finally left communism,
with all its horrors, suffering and life threategifears, behind. All we had was
one another and our trust in God and hope for @ibktture. And that was more
than we ever hoped to achieve.

The next day, most of us were given the order ardb@ bus and get ready for a
long ride. No other explanation was given andsva&lcould do was comply. From
early morning until late in the afternoon, we hadsit in the bus with no food
provisions, not even a break long enough to pwhfidiapers on the several babies
that were with the other refugees. But we coultdaomnplain, we were refugees,
who were at the mercy of the host country, and acth be thankful that they did
not deport us back to Hungary. Finally, late aftem, we arrived in a refugee
camp, nestled in the beautiful mountains of Tyrblundreds of other Hungarians
were housed there already. We all had to registed, were told that we'd be
given an opportunity sometime in the near futume,emigrate to some other
country. But all that we wanted was to get to Vienwhere my brother was
already settled and where there was a conventeoSHtred Heart, with several
nuns, who had also escaped from Hungary. Howexarrequest was denied.

Even though the winter in the Tyrolean mountains waautiful, and we had a
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well heated room and plenty of food, we were ansituget to Vienna. And we
were not the only ones who had their plans setvirtdabeen used to decide and
act without the approval of the authorities, we enag our minds to leave without

permission, to “escape” from the refugee camp.

This time we didn’t have to be concerned about &oglards, jail sentences or
any other horrible consequences of our escape, esqust got up early in the
morning and instead of reporting for breakfast,again took on several miles of
walking in the cold winter in the Tyrolean Alps.y Bioon we arrived at a small
railroad station. To our surprise, we were greetégt smiles and understanding
and given a free ride to Vienna. This was, thaokl,Ghe last time that we had to
“escape” to reach our destiny. In Vienna, we mgthmother and were welcomed
in the Sacred Heart convent in Pressbaum, locat#éteiViennese woods. We still
had no plans for the future, everything was unknawa uncertain for us, but | felt
like I was “at home” again. The convent, the faanifaces of some nuns, and the
security and beauty of the surroundings, made usbhey thankful, and very
happy. In the evenings, we went for a walk throdgdh woods and chatted,
laughed, and sang happy songs. Our thoughtful Bemenc, admonished us, “Be
quiet, you'll awaken the animals in the forest.”ithVa smile, we reassured him
that the animals in the free world sleep so welt tho human laughter and singing
will awaken them. We were finally again among rids, in the western world,
ready to restart our lives, to make plans and Hopea better future. The world
was ours again, but by now we felt somewhat worty old and beaten, and not

sure that we would be able to conquer once more.
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WE’'RE GOING TO AMERICA, BUT IT'S NOT WHAT WE EXPECED!
(1957)

September 16, 1998

In our friendly, quiet little room, we stood in fibof a globe of the world, spun it
around and pointed our finger to any spot and sigtidaybe that's where we will
settle.” But in addition to this game, we alsorteih some serious thinking and
planning. We could go to Germany where | had goneollege, where we would
have no language barriers since we were fluentamfan. | also had a cousin in
Australia (who escaped successfully with her fammlyi949, when we landed in
jail after our unsuccessful attempt). So Australas one of our possibilities, too.
A cousin of mine also lived in the United Statesrmed to an American diplomat,
and we wrote to her for advice on choosing a futwene country. Instead of
advice, she (aunt Manci) sent us an affidavit axgiressed her anticipation and
hope to see us soon in the U.S.. This was allvileaheeded. We were alone,
confused, without our relatives and friends, intrargye place, and someone in this
unknown world, a cousin in the United States, odeme heart and said, “Come!”
We didn’t even think of making any other plans agighing the difficulties of
settling in such a far away country, overseas,ihgathe familiarity of Europe and
starting a new life in a place with a totally driéat culture and a language that
only | spoke, and not really fluently, either. Bhe assurance of a cousin there,
who responded to our quest without hesitation, widrm, friendly invitation,
made us believe that this was our only possibiliesides, both of us were in
extremely poor health and our spirits were pretticimcrushed. We figured that if
we couldn’t make it there, or if our physical sgénfailed us, my cousin would

always take care of the children. She already thagle adopted children and
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considered adopting some more, perhaps Hungaragee orphans. What better
solution could we have found! Now we were compjetelieved. We felt that we

had reached our goal, the children would grow uphi free, secure world, far
away from communism, dictatorships, and wars; lih assurance of having a
family there, if we might not be around or capatiléaking care of them. Thus,
we registered for emigration to the United Stated my aunt (Mariskaneni) and

uncle (Belabacsi) signed the sponsorship papers.

Now our only concern was how to get our nephewy@at old cousin Laci) to join
us and be added to our list. He was staying intrfeus1 some boys’ school with
the understanding that he’d have to find some peemiasolution for himself. He,
too, had some distant relative in the States, whe willing to sign sponsorship
papers. By that time, it was already nearly imfmsdo enter the United States, as
they had filled their quotas that were allotted ungarian refugees. It if hadn’t
been for the intervention and connections of myrdsausin Manci and her
diplomat husband, uncle Charlie, we might stilldsing in Vienna and waiting
for permission to enter the promised land of Aneeric

So our problem was solved, but we desperately wiaontbelp our nephew to reach
his goals. With a little white lie, we convincdaetAmerican officials that Laci,
whose father had died a few years before, waslegatler the guardianship of his
uncle, my husband. Somehow, our plea was accepigdis name was officially
(however, illegally) added to our family’s list. o all that we had to do was get
him from his place to ours as there were only a fiewve days left before we had
to depart. After a few frantic phone calls to tireadmaster of the school and an
express money transfer for his train trip, Laci Viiaally united with us and we

were on our way, being transported by bus to thgadere point. Our plane left
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from Shannon airport in Ireland. This was ourtfifigght in life and we were
hoarded onto a World War Il airplane, not a jest ja simple four engine military
plane. We barely left the airport and were halfraur into the flight over the
ocean, the “no smoking” and “fasten your seat bsitgns were lit, when we were
informed that one of the plane’s engines had d@esloasome problems and we
were returning to the airport. Were we ever fregled during that half an hour
flight back! Being in an airplane for the firsin, riding high up in the sky, and
over the ocean, was frightening enough. Now we thaalccept the fact that the
engine was crippled and we feared for our livesmivled prayers, and tried not to
show our concern, so that the children wouldn'sbared. But the thirty minutes
passed without further problems, we landed in Sharnmgain, and after a few
more hours of delay, we were back in our seatsawestied, frightened, but ready to
start our journey again. | have to admit that kvsaich a coward that | had to
choose a seat farthest away from the window, 20 aet have to look out and see
our position in the sky. | missed all the bealtsights of the sunrise and sunset.
But at the time, all | could think of was our langiin the States. And after a short
refueling stop in Newfoundland and about 14 hodirfsyong, we were descending

the steps of the plane onto American soil.

First, we were taken to an old, big hotel in Brgoklwhere we had to go through
some paperwork and register. We stood in a lamg kvaiting for our turn. Our

son, Ferenc Jr., could not wait any longer and caske to take him to the rest
room urgently. After being told where the restr@owere located, we scooted
along and entered the place, where to my biggeptise, | found several stalls, all

locked, with a place to put a dime in, in ordeofen the door. | had never seen
anything like that, so it took me quite a whilefigure out that you have to pay for

the use of the toilet here. Pay, but how? | hmdhoney, we had just arrived from
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Europe, and my son couldn’t wait much longer. W&enin our new country and
my very first action was a shameful cheating. Idl tmy son to climb underneath
the door — he was a small five year old — and khisddcility free. I'll never forget
how ashamed | was of my dishonesty and cheating.irBnany instances, we had
to learn new ways of acting and handling situatiofi®iis was not our old world
anymore, but | thank God every day for leading asoar new homeland and

allowing us to be happy and proud American citizens

September 30, 1998

However, during our first few days in the Unitecat8s we were anything but
happy or proud. We were confused, lost and haghderstanding of all the things
we saw, heard or experienced. After being propextystered and awaiting our
fate, we looked around. What we saw in BrooklyewNYork was not a very
uplifting sight. Big, black canisters (garbage taamers) were in front of every
house, overflowing with garbage, surrounded bytgablack garbage bags, with
paper and garbage blowing in the streets. In #k lof the homes there were
black iron stairways leading from the top floor thk way down to the yards. Men
were all dressed in dark suits (the gray flannélexa) and at least half of those on
the street walking around and loitering were blpebple. We were puzzled and
even the thought of a national mourning day entexrgdminds. Everything was
dark black, dirty, and dismal. Is that what livimgAmerica means? And what are
all those black people doing here? In Hungary ae mmet two Negroes. One was
dressed in colorful uniform, performing the dutefdsa doorman in front of a very
elegant hotel. The other was equally colorfullyestred, working in another
elegant restaurant, dispensing the coffee aftereinWe had seen in movies some

blacks performing as chauffeurs, nannies, and ab8ysinging and dancing, and
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doing it exceptionally well. We wondered how d¢ these Negroes (African-
American was not invented yet) work to make a tnWe were really narrow-
minded and lacked any knowledge of life and peoplaur new country. How are
we going to be able to adjust, to understand,nd jobs, simply survive with two

small children under such unknown, never seen archef experiences?

But we did not have much time to ponder our fuasevithin a couple of days our
nephew, Laci, was sent to Indiana to his sponsdrvaawere taken by taxicab to
my Uncle’s house in Little Falls, New Jersey. Tab driver was a pleasant and
talkative fellow, and our drive to our destinatiovas very entertaining and
educational. As we drove up to “Circle Greenhou@®ey uncle’s business), he
was standing outside, and even though | had neer Bim, not even a photo of
him, | recognized him because he was the spittimage of his sister who lived in
Budapest, and who was near and dear to my hedningd began to look a little
brighter now. Maybe, after all, people are justgde, whether they live in Europe
or in the U.S. Maybe we’'d find just as many similas as differences after all.
We were shown to our room and received a warm aeddly welcome. After
dinner, we walked outside and this time our impoesswere much more positive,
but no less amazing. We couldn’t believe our egegjng all those cars, station
wagons in all different colors, filling up the raadushing somewhere. Just as
many were going one way as there were coming therovay. We looked in
amazement, tried to count how many pass withinvargtime, but we could not
keep up with their speed. In Hungary, the privatelned cars were practically as
scarce as Negroes. There was plenty for us to keaget acquainted with and to

get used to.
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October 2, 1998

So we had to start anew again. But this time usttip a different town or country,
but on a different continent. There was an ocediwéen us and our past. A new
continent, new culture, new language, new hopes reewd fears, and not one
person, object or word that linked us to our pdstow were we going to make it
here? At the ages of 43 and 35, with two smaldcén, is there a future for us?
We really had to be reborn, become Americans, shegast. And that's what we
had to do, starting with changing our Hungariamifiar names, to easier,
acceptable ones. So, | became Mary, my husbarair@Erancis, our son’'s hame
was now Frank, and Maria Magdolna received the nahaglene. With this first
new rebirth, we were ready to start our new adventife in the United States.

Sitting on the porch of our new little cabin in t&®@orgia mountains, and facing
the woods of the national forest, | realize thahatages of 84 and 76 we are again
starting a new adventure. But this time, it wasroessity that chased us into the
quiet of the forest, but we came here to enjoypiaceful, healthy life, to listen to
the babble of the brook behind our cabin, to wabehdance of the colorful falling
leaves, to see deer and squirrels prancing in tieds; and to enjoy the chatter of
the birds, the smell and sounds of nature. We Iotings cabin last fall and spent
all summer painting and getting acquainted with fitendly people around us.
Life is a never- ending circle while it lasts. his its ups and downs, its tragedies
and delights, but it is never standing still, egkanging, moving, and taking us to
new experiences and adventures. We certainly bagdlare of experiences, good
and bad, but right now — enjoying the October singspeeking through the dense
woods and writing our life’s events — | count odedsings and thank God for

giving me such a long and rich life.
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Next year we will celebrate our 8Qvedding anniversary. Fifty-two years ago,
when | first set my eyes on my “knight in shiningnar”, | never imagined that
God would give us that many wonderful years togeth&here wasn’'t even a
single moment when | thought | had made a mistakence. Your father, though
human and having his faults, never disappointed Inadyays felt his caring, his
faithfulness, his love; and for fifty plus yearsduld always count on his help, his
protection, his love. And the fruits of this loveyou, Marlene and Frank —
completed my happiness and satisfaction. Yeseth@re times when | worried
and was disappointed, but nothing good can comieowitsome difficulties. All
that | see now is two wonderful, loving, well meagichildren (children? Over
407?) and four wonderful, intelligent, warm heartbdalthy, happy grandchildren.
My life is so complete, my heart is totally at peand there is nothing that | regret
or miss. Had | seen the future in 1957, when vegtedd our new life in this
adopted country of ours, | could have gone throaljthose years with less worry
and concern. But the future is not ours to knod alhthat we can do is trust God,
trust ourselves, our family and friends, and do thest under the given
circumstances. And that is exactly what we did |Apoke English and had four
years of college in Europe, | applied to Rutgersj@amng in languages). | was
invited for a personal interview and accepted foe school year starting in
September of 1957. New country, new life, and mepes. Life is worth living

again, trust in humanity is restored.
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A SCHOLARSHIP TO RUTGERS, PLUS WORK, PLUS KIDS
(1957-1961)

June 22, 1999

It has been about nine months since | last sat dowmy life’s story and put in this
notebook the happenings of the past and the feebhthe present. But somehow,
as we get older, the daily chores take up much mbreur time. Also, dad’s
unexpected health problems (failing kidney, presteéncer, and three episodes
with heart symptoms) took all my attention and dewo In addition, my
worsening arthritic pains did not allow me to bdeato be in the right mood to
write. But, thanks to the Almighty, as it turnedtoDad’s heart problems were
caused by his prostate medication, he got somesdougontrol his kidney ailment,
and once his prostate injections were changed,adenbb more heart symptoms,
though his cancer is not eliminated. My herbakcsgems to keep my joint pains
in check, thus we are back to being our old seaggn. We also improved our
living conditions in our Georgia cottage, added tpen porches (one in front and
one in back), and doubled the size of our tiny bedr. Naturally, this too took
much energy, time and money. But it was all wotilhey and now we can enjoy
the enlarged cottage and the newly planted treeshds and flowers. Today,
finally, the much needed rain arrived and | amingttin our covered porch,
listening to the soothing rain and to some clagssmasic, while my eyes rest on

the rhododendron blooming outside our porch.

This puts me back to the year 1957, when | stamgdstudies in the Master’s
degree program in Rutgers University. Naturalbllege here in the States is very

different from my years in Hungary and Germany. efEhyou had much less
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formal, organized studies. You went to lecturesabse you wanted to, not
because you had to. You read, researched aneédtadiyour own, and when the
time came, you took your exams. There were notaahserm papers, midterm
exams, or compulsory reading. It was all up toghmlent to be prepared and to
accumulate the necessary knowledge for the ex&usgetting used to a new way
of living was nothing new to us anymore. Franewith practically no English
knowledge, had to be satisfied with a $1.00 an Haatory job. | worked as a
secretary for the American Cancer Society whilelgng full time (12-14 credits
per semester) for my Masters degree. Frank andeNamvere enrolled in public
schools (first grade and kindergarten). The né&xtchange came when | received
my M.A. in 1959 and was appointed to teach in NemrBBwick Junior High
School. Then it was Francis’s turn to enroll ie thniversity. His best bet seemed
to be a Master of Library Science program since thecepted his Hungarian
credentials and he could start on the graduatel.levHis limited English
knowledge (he had been in this country only tworyea so and all our friends
were Hungarian), however, made it very hard toystud work full time. But, as
always in the past, he did not shirk his respohtés, he was not afraid of hard
work and put his mind to conquering the difficudtief the English language. By
1962 he too, was awarded his Masters degree (Mh&)gat his first professional
job.

However, the years between 1959 and 1962 had mpeyanod downs, some
achievements, some tragic events and above ally maanges. The two most
memorable happenings included happiness and acheatebut also deep sorrow
and heartache. In June of 1961 | received my skomsters degree, this time in
guidance and counseling. Realizing that knowledgeot the most important

aspect of human life, | wanted to devote myselftie emotional needs and
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personal adjustment of our youth. Also, | belietieat the knowledge and insight
| gained through my studies would help me to battederstand and guide and
raise my own two children more successfully. Thafter two years in New
Brunswick Junior High School, | applied to East @Bswick Junior High for a
guidance position. | was offered a job in teacharmguages again, with a promise
of becoming a counselor within two years. As tlag vas better, the students
were brighter, and | could expect a counselorghifwo years, | accepted. It also
meant that we could move into a larger home anctlthidren were enrolled in a
better school district. It was definitely a mowe the better. Francis, meanwhile,
was studying ambitiously and working as a handym@iaRutgers University. By
the fall of 1960, we bought our first house — orll{i8treet in Franklin Township.
We were elated with the way our life had turned outour newly adopted
homeland. Our new, split-level, home even hadxaraguest room with a bath on
the ground floor, in case my Dad would be allonetetve Hungary and come to
live with us. The future seemed so promising afedas good as it could ever be.
We still worked very hard, with both of us carryifudl time jobs, fulltime college
studies and raising two children with whom we wenslved in many activities,
including cub scouts, the YMCA, camping, traveliagd studying with them.
Frank, who started first grade as soon as we ariivéhe United States, with no
knowledge of English, had a difficult time learnitgread. So we made it a daily
event to read together and take turns at readindoowd. In exchange for my
efforts, Frank had to teach me all the “bad” “4det words he heard in school.
This way, | became aware of what some of my stigderte saying when they got
angry or upset, and | could admonish them for uslinty language. As it turned
out, we both benefited from this exchange. Fraakred to read and | improved
my knowledge of “common” English. The days with thle activities flew by

quickly and we tried to make the most of our somsvdonsolidated new life.
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However, | will never forget the most heartbreakitaty of November 1960. | had
just gotten home from work and while | was prepgrdinner, | listened to the
radio playing “l love Paris” sung by Dina Shore.remembered how my father
loved Paris and had promised me, way back in tlm®dgold times” in Hungary,
that he would take me there one day. | was gjlifig that even that dream might
yet become a reality sometime in the future. Mydil@eaming was interrupted by
the arrival of a telegram from Hungary, from myteisn-law. It contained the
most feared and least expected news, the deathydbther. No details were
given, just the devastating fact that the person tdd meant so much in my life,
who had given me so much, who had helped me tonbed¢be human being that |
am today, was gone. We never said goodbye to ethen, and we never will go
to Paris together. A part of my heart and soull ad#gh him that day. Even today,
when | hear the song “l love Paris”, | cannot hiodatk the tears and | feel pain and
gratitude simultaneously; pain for not having myh& around anymore, and

gratitude for having had such a wonderful man ftather.
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Article in the Little Falls
Herald about our arrival
to the United States.
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Coroet Magzine.
December 1960
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Qur first Masters Degrees

Francis 1962

Mary 1959

The children's first Easter in
new country

Our first Christmas in the U.S.
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IT’"S NOT EASY FOR IMMIGRANTS, BUT IT LOOKS LIKE WELL MAKE
IT!
(1961-1980)
June 27, 1999

For the fifth day in a row the rain is coming dowm our thirsty vegetation, which
Is getting greener and more beautiful by the haDur life in the States was very
similar to the weather. Sometimes sunshine, somestirain, some happy days
intermingled with some difficult ones. When in 8uri962, Francis received his
MLS, he was already working as a semi-professianathe library system.
However, in those days, librarians were practicallywomen (and many of them
guite advanced in age) and they resented the near¢cdoneigner, man, intruding
in their field. Whenever possible, he was quicldy go and replaced by an
American born woman. Within four years Francis badn through three jobs and
had no prospects in New Jersey. Thus, by 1966yeve looking for positions in
other states. There were, however, many eventgekat 1962 and 1966, which
brightened or saddened our life. In 1963, with Gdeklp and some good luck,
and through my unwavering persistence, | was affeng first guidance position
in Franklin High School. When | applied, | had beenmediately rejected,
without justification. However, having gone thréutthe school of hard knocks”,
| didn’t give up. | requested an interview and explanation. Again, being
foreign born and having an accent was my handidawas told | would have a
hard time understanding the youth of a totallyediht culture, and their parents
might have difficulties understanding and acceptmgaccent. | knew, however,
that Franklin Township was a brand new school systeomprised of students
from many walks of life. There was a large, ripipfessional, Jewish population

who had moved from New York to the more quiet sbbuwf New Jersey. At the
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same time the old tenement buildings sheltered na@pyived Blacks and Puerto
Ricans. And to add to that colorful mix, New Brwnsk was a center for
Hungarian refugees who were hard working, but lradjuage handicaps. This
gave me the impetus for my retort: “I believe | lwhle a great asset to this
community because, just as they are, | am a newgamnd just as they express
themselves in different accents, so do I’. Thisvwoced my interviewer and he
stood up, shaking my hand with the following word€ongratulations! You
talked yourself and me into offering you this piosit. As it turned out, this was
the ideal job for me; | loved all my bosses, my oowers, my students, and every

minute of being a guidance counselor. It was thstrfulfilling job | ever had.

But the years 1962-66 also had their low points | Already mentioned, Francis
had a hard time keeping his employment and on Deee 1963 the tragic news
of his mother's death darkened our horizon. Now hael lost all our ties to
Hungary. And so there wasn’'t much left of our pasit even in Hungary.
Because of Francis’s job search, we had to deoitkatre New Jersey, and Francis
accepted an assistant professorship — in the yidrald — at Union College, in
Schenectady, New York. Naturally, it wasn't easy me to leave the beloved
school, the students and friends, and to find aragiidance job in another state.
Our children, luckily, were not involved in this rey as by that time, they were in
Europe in boarding schools. My brother lived iredna with his wife (Erzsebet-
neni) and because of this, we sent Frank to Melks{de of Vienna) to the
Benedictine brothers school. Marlene was enraheldressbaum, in the Viennese
woods, in the convent of the Sacred Heart. Sonteeohuns that | had known in
Budapest were now in Pressbaum. When we had eséame Hungary in 1957,
we had also spent some time in that convent. By Rank and Marlene were in

their teens and we felt it would behoove them toekposed to some different
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culture, to learn a different language (German) &mdeconnect with their roots
and the remaining cousins and relatives. Whiley tivere safe in Austria, we

prepared for our move to Schenectady.

August 4, 1999

Naturally, this meant again job hunting, restartinga new place, making new
friends, and finding a new house. But by now, ths the normal way of life for
us, and in this adopted country of ours, everybadg constantly on the move.
People changed jobs, homes, and locations seved turing a lifespan. Unlike
in Europe, in the old times, when a person diethénsame house that he had been
born in, surrounded by the same people he had kabvimis life. But these were
different times in a different country, with veryffdrent ways of living. And by
now we were adjusted to it. We rented an apartrmehtatham, New York. |
received a position as a guidance counselor in @hldigh School in the same
city. Francis got used to his academic positiodmon College and by September
of 1967 life was again flowing normally and peadlgfu We were preparing to
have Frank come back from Europe and be with ugdod, again. Marlene had
one more year to go. God, however, had other dflanss. Our nephew Laci,
whom we had brought with us in 1957 to Americalechl He was in California,
where he lived at the time and had had a bad adcwieile horseback riding. He
could barely move and needed help because he veddeutio take care of himself.
Naturally, we advised him to get on a plane righva and come stay with us until
he got on his feet again. And so he did. Podovelhe was really in bad shape.
He couldn’t sit and ate his meals kneeling and dwddn’t even tie his shoelaces.

Francis had to get on his knees daily to do thretor him. But we enjoyed
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nursing him back to good health again and havinglative with us, and a big

brother for Frank.

By the end of the year he was healthy enough to filooa job and with a little luck
and his aunt’s (my) help, he was offered a teaclpogition in Shaker High
School. This way | could chauffeur him back andaHao school and he was
slowly but surely on his way to independence agaBy January of 1968 he
bought a car, with Francis’s help, and did not need support anymore. And
that's when things went sour. On the last day ebrkary, Laci’'s birthday, |
baked a nice cake for him, we opened a bottle dfrhingarian Tokay wine and
celebrated Laci’'s birthday. In the festive moodcelebration, he came up with a
request: “ Could he invite a girlfriend from Califea to stay with him for a
while?” Naturally, with our old fashioned Europearatholic upbringing, we
denied his request. However, we suggested thegritea room in the neighboring
motel for her and she’'d be welcome to spend thes @your house and be our
guest for all the meals. This denial upset Lagiha couldn’t understand what was
wrong with sleeping together, and probably the wuaes boiling in his veins, too,
and he became abusive, telling my husband thatase“mo good”, that he never
helped anyone in his life, and that he only doemsething where he can benefit
from it, etc... The argument was nasty; Francis way Wurt but kept his cool
because Frank was sitting at the table. Howeliernext morning, | was asked to
arrange that Laci leave our house as soon as passtbancis didn’'t want to speak
to him until he apologized for his behavior. ltsM@ost devastating for me to see
friends, and in this case relatives, fight, holdradge, become enemies. It was
nice to have Laci in our home and it hurt to lehlgyo. We had purchased our new
home in Niskayuna with him in mind as a permanemsty On the first floor there

was a “mother-in-law apartment”, a big bedroomhbahd a large living room
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with a fireplace and separate back entrance. Wwhssall assigned to Laci and we
lived on the second level, where besides the liangd cooking quarters, we had 3
more bedrooms and 2 baths. Now the first floor ikdne empty. | was hurt for
my husband, felt bad for my nephew, and upsetHersituation. But there was
nothing | could do. Laci left in March and we &a&dt back in our daily chores,

programs and problems.

Before the beginning of the next school year, M&lgot back from Europe and
both kids went to summer school to make up diffeesnbetween European and
American education. By September of 1968, Marleves in 18" grade in
Niskayuna High and Frank was a senior in ShakehKighool. And we oldsters
worked happily in our jobs in Union College and &traHigh School. Finally, we
had “arrived”. A nice home, steady, respectables jgood health insurance, and
above all, two well educated, good kids with ugimg life in America. Frank’s
graduation from high school in 1969 and Marleneadgation 2 years later were
the only big events in our lives. Our son wenbiatSwiss hotel school in Zurich
and Marlene chose Stephen’s college in Missourfddher education. It seemed
like life was really going to be relatively “dulitith no more ups and downs, but

steady, unchanging days one after another.
August 6, 1999

Did | miss the boat again with my prediction! Dulinchanging life with no
excitement? | should have known by now that tiiy exists in fairy tales; in real
life there are always ups and downs; excitementcamientment are followed by
disappointment and worry. The cycle never stdpsnly takes a little rest. That's

what happened in our life, too. This time, it veas grown up kids who provided
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reason to worry. It was the 70’s and by now Fraakl to leave the school in
Switzerland and enrolled in Washington DC at AnemidJniversity. There, he
was introduced to smoking pot and that ended hisecathere, too. The next
higher educational institution was Bloomfield Cglein New Jersey where he
spent less than a year with practically no collegalits earned. | was desperate;
what happened to my bright, intelligent, family esried boy? As a guidance
counselor, | advised many a parent with the samblpms. It was so easy to
reassure them that if they were patient and wajted a few years, their
son/daughter would overcome the difficulties. théy were brought up the right
way, they’'d outgrow that phase (which was pradtgcabrmal in the 70’s) and
everything would be all right again. | tried tovgithe same advice to myself but it
didn’t work. | was totally frantic, frightened, drsaw doomsday scenarios in my
head. | couldn’t sleep, couldn’t function in myofession, lost my self-confidence,
and blamed myself for all the difficulties and plerbhs Frank was having.
Emotionally, maybe these were the hardest times nibst difficult years in my
entire life. I'd gone through so much with him iffig deported during pregnancy,
giving birth while escaping from deportation, gigilhim away as a baby and
missing the mothering of my firstborn); | just cdalt bear the thought that now,
after all the hardships, | might lose him to drugsgain, looking back, | know |
overreacted to this phenomenon of the 70’s, btadk all my faith in God, my
energy and my positive outlook to survive thosergeaBut as it is obvious |
survived it all and life is good again to me. Bumtthose times it was not only
Frank whose behavior troubled me. Our daughtert Wwew crazy (at least in our
eyes). Maybe this was just as much “the thingdoid those times, but with my
upbringing, my religious and moral beliefs, evesskig a boy who is not your
husband or “husband to be” seemed like a realseoéfense. | had nightmares of

Marlene marrying some abusive, no good bum, orrftpai child out of wedlock.
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Again, | blamed myself and wondered what had haggpeto my wonderful
daughter, who at the age of 14, had wanted to be@nun? But at least Marlene
kept up her studies, graduated from college, receia Masters degree in

International Business and showed promise of a abiunture.

But | couldn’t concentrate all my energy on worgyifor the kids, because after 7
successful years at Union College, Francis wasaittgd tenure. At the age of 60,
he again had to go job hunting, sit through in®ma and accept rejection after
rejection. This time, however, the kids were orithown; | had secure
employment with health benefits. Thus, the sitiratvasn’t tragic, only Francis’s
unhappiness and depression bothered me very miugbkily, within less than a
year, he was gainfully employed as head of proogsservices in the “Upper
Hudson Library Federation”. It was a responsildsifion and the last job he held
until our retirement in 1980. By that time, we rsdd our beautiful home outside
Saratoga, New York, in a development in the woodsa golf course in Wilton,
and moved into a condominium in Albany. We loven @Wilton home, took up
cross country skiing (which we could do right odésour doorway). We enjoyed
riding our bicycles into Saratoga, sat through ssvieorse races there, and went
back to chopping our own firewood. This time, hgem® unlike way back in
deportation, it was fun and exercise and not nacgssDespite having such a
pleasant life in Wilton, we opted for the less wadquiring surroundings of a
condo in the woods of Turning Point, Albany. Creassintry skiing and bicycling
were still options, but instead of chopping woo@, went swimming in the condo

pool. And we did more traveling and started spegdvinter vacations in Florida.
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In Tarpon Springs. Florida — with cousin Manci 1988

Christmas at Frank's house — 1997
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FINALLY RETIRED, TRAVELING, AND ENJOYING LIFE
(1980-1984)

August 7, 1999

By 1980, we both had retired. Francis had alrgaalssed the magical 65, but |
was only 58 years old. However, all that | codlohk of was spending more time
together with Francis, enjoying the fun of travglimotorcycling, exploring as
long as we had good health and energy. | havetseemany people focus on the
money that could be earned with extra years of vamrit then, when they finally
decide to call it quits, God calls one of them #m&ly never get the chance to enjoy
together the fruits of their labor. | decided tiwsuld not happen to us, and despite
my husband’s objections, | retired the same timbeadid. | have never regretted
that decision. We had a chance to travel all &uaope. Certainly, we couldn’t
afford the real luxury trips, sometimes we traveted“a shoestring budget”, but
we went, we enjoyed and we were together. Onbeofriost memorable journeys
was a train trip through Spain and Portugal. Warthed a train in Zurich
(Switzerland) and spent 2 wonderful weeks admirthg many magnificent
edifices in Barcelona, Madrid, Toledo, Lisbon, ahd snow white shores of the
Costa del Sol. | think | took several hundredspaftures every time | saw
something out of the ordinary. The entire Sparifdstyle was “out of the
ordinary”. After lunch, until about 3-4 o’clock, was siesta time, even the stores
were closed and streets deserted. The life camk bgain in the evening.
Dinnertime started after 9 pm and the streets va#ive with colorfully dressed
people milling around and often having fiestas withapparent special occasion.

It was a real treat to have been there that summer.

116



TIDAL WAVES

Another gorgeous trip included a bus tour througtarflinavia. Denmark,
Holland, Finland, Sweden, and above all, Norwayrasped me tremendously.
Our bus even took us all the way to the Nordcageretthe sun never sets at that
time of the year. We could watch the sun all ngbihg around from left to right,
but never down. In Hammerfest (the most northéy) the reindeer were freely
roaming around in the marketplace and on the widending bicycle roads, young
and old were rushing to their destinations. Buhimg fascinated me more than
the fjords and glaciers in Norway. Standing at bimétom of the radiant blue
glaciers, | felt the greatness and goodness ofAlhaghty. | was completely
humbled and awed. Nothing gave me that exhilaratod thrill as those
awesome, seemingly unending glaciers, reflectimghilne skies and majestically
showing the power of the Creator. And while théregcalled one saying of my
father, “God could have made a black and white @vdsut in His generosity, He
gave us all the colors of the rainbow.” Standingthe midst of that awesome
beauty with my husband at my side, | also felt finesence of my father and
gratitude and appreciation filled my heart. Owvél through Northern Europe

only wetted our appetites to experience more ottrae.

We planned a three month trip from Albany, New Ydhkough the Canadian
Rockies to Vancouver, where we boarded a cruige(sking our car with us) and
enjoyed the most mind boggling sites of the Innasdage to Alaska. If the
glaciers of Norway moved my soul, these Alaskancigla completely
overwhelmed me and went beyond all my boldest im&tgn. We were lucky
enough to see a real “calving” happen before oaseyCalving is the phenomenon
when a large piece of a several story high glasggarates and falls with a great
thump and thunder into the ocean. The water rafpavith an equal force of

gushing several stories high in the air, as thatglas trying to reach to the top of
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the glacier. This display of force and power oftuna is an unforgettable
experience and | will cherish this memory as load bve. Alaska, however, was
only the midway of our trip. From there, we drote Oregon, Washington,
California, through the wonderful Highway 1 all tay to Los Angeles. And
then it was on to Vegas and the deserts of the Eitiwadmiring the different
National Parks on the way (Tetons, Yellowstone,n@r&anyon, etc...). Just this

one 3 month trip justified my early retirement.

| was not sure how much longer we would have therggnand good health to
undertake such journeys. We began to think ofifipmca permanent retirement
place for the future and our first step was to hujttle mobile home in Florida,

near Bradenton, where several old Hungarian friemele settled. After spending
a couple of winters there, we opted for a more peent Florida lifestyle and

exchanged our little mobile home for a 2 bedroomhazh condo in “Country

Village” in Bradenton in 1984. Now we had two nm@ndos, one in the woods of
Albany for the summers, and one near the seashdilerada for the winters. God

had really blessed us and compensated us forealhdhdships and horrors of our
earlier years. The kids were grown and had setttedh, they surrounded us with
love and we were still healthy and vigorous and éach other to love and enjoy.
Could we ask for anything more? Not a single dagsps by without our

expressions of gratitude and appreciation for thesdings provided to us.
Granted, we don’t have too many future plans (wsvetl down in many ways),

but every day that we spend together in decenthheah special gift and we are
thankful for it.
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Francié. Vice ’resident of the Hungarian Club, Saraso. F 1992
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TRAGEDIES AND LOVE NEVER CEASE

January 3, 2000

On December 1, 1999, my life came to a standstlbur “Nagypapa”, my “one
and only”, my “knight in shining armor” has left dsrever. In a freak bicycle
accident, his life was snuffed out in a seconéklllin love the minute | met him in
1947, and | lost him forever in a minute of mistm®. | don’t know when | will
muster the energy to tell you the remainder ofstioey of our lives. All | know is
that for 50 years | was the happiest woman inwuosd, | had everything that a
wife and mother could ask for, and now | feel empigt, lonesome, at the end of
my rope. You are the only ones for whom | am wglito face life alone, without
the partnership of Francis. Because you, Frank]evia, Sasha, Adam, Joy and
Steven, are all part of Nagypapa, and as longcas kee him in you | will keep on

going, doing, and above all, loving all of you.....
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DAD’S PAST AND FAMILY

I will not fill in this page (originally started i©ctober 1999) for which | intended
to get Dad’s input to complete it. He left us befsharing all the necessary
information. | will try to piece together all theknow and heard from him and his
family at a later time. For now this page remdnadf empty, just as my life is,

since | am without your Nagypapa, my “better half”.

Nothing left but tears — December 4, 1999
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STORIES FROM BRADENTON AND GEORGIA
(1984-1999)

September 29, 2000

It has been exactly 10 months ago today when thst tnagic event of my life
happened. | remember embracing him before hdédefiis bicycle ride and then |
got on my bike to take a shorter, slower ride antb¢ home on time to prepare
breakfast for us. But we never had that meal togyethe never came back and |

am trying to piece my shattered life together.

| am sitting alone in our Georgia retreat on ouckbpaorch facing the colorful
woods and the babbling brook while listening taanp concert and trying to hold
back the tears, and lessening my heartache byatkiyou. On August 7, 1999 |
finished my last paragraph with the following wardgvery day that we spend
together in decent health is a special gift andaveethankful for it.” With sincere
gratitude and appreciation for the 50 years witlnErs I'll try to continue our life

story to the best of my ability.
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Retirement allowed us even more togetherness aeddm. We traveled again to
Europe, to Canada, and took a cruise to Mexico.tiantrip we were joined by
our very good friends, Kay and Jack Jackson. Wmiradl the pyramids.
Nagypapa even climbed part of it, exploring the Bayillage and spending time
just enjoying the luxurious life in Cancun and be beaches around it. This was
our first and last trip with friends and not jusettwo of us. After that, we spent
the summers (1994,95,96) in Canada. We alwaydidwentreal and visited it
often; we even spent a few New Year's Eves up twete both children. We
found on Nun’s Island, a suburb of Montreal, anamity to rent for a month or
two, a beautiful two bedroom, furnished apartmemd anjoy the beauty of the
woods and the St. Lawrence river, while spendingchmtime in the city of
Montreal. We had our bicycles with us and rode esatays 20-25 miles in the
country, having lunch in a small restaurant in samknown little French village.
The feeling of freedom and togetherness, the beafutyature and the nearness of
the Almighty overwhelmed us. Those were unfordi¢talays. Just the two of us
on our bicycles, with no preplanned travel rous¢spping where and when we felt
like it; speeding like mad in some appropriate efcexploring unknown
territories and still feeling so secure and sdféad my husband, my hero, by my
side, with God watching over us. Some days we rote the downtown of
Montreal, enjoying and being somewhat overwhelmgdtte traffic and the
number of people walking on the sidewalks, and adgnithe beautiful buildings,

churches and monuments.

For three summers in a row, this was our favordeation spot and my heart is
breaking at the thought that I'll never see thagats anymore with Francis by my

side. Life certainly has changed altogether wighpassing away.
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September 30, 2000

By 1997 we had begun to realize that even thettriMontreal, with all its fun,
excitement and bicycling, was getting to be toesiirme, and we looked for a less
hectic and nearer summer place. On our way to Mahtwe stopped in the North
Georgia mountains (only 10 hours driving time froar Florida home), and began
our quest for something more suitable for the ramgi years of our lives.
Providence led us to a gorgeous little private tgraent right in the middle of
our National Forests, where 34 log cabins wereetbualt on a hillside surrounded
by woods, with a “gathering place” in the middi€here were already ten couples
living there, one friendlier than the next. Thecerfit our budget and within 24
hours of thinking and decision making, we chose rlamber 13 and a one
bedroom, one bath, charming little log cabin. Attéring small brook marked the
end of our territory and our big covered porch wasace it and the woods. We
had never made a serious decision this quicklyrbetout somehow it seemed to
be destined for us. After we deposited the dowmyeant, we left for the last time
for our summer place in Canada. It was agreedahaiur way back the closing
would take place and our new summer retreat woelcehdy for occupancy. And

SO it was.

Our last hurrah in Montreal was filled with enjoymieand fun, and at the same
time with anticipation for our future summers indégia. One of the reasons we
chose this particular location was our love of moyoling. This was real
motorcycle country. The winding mountain roadsevalt in perfect condition and
there were 4-5 motorcycle rallies held yearly ie town of Hiawassee (9 miles

from our development). We had started biking tbgetthe first year of our
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marriage and never stopped enjoying it. At thismpBrancis owned a 600 Suzuki
Bandit and a real racing bike, a Honda VFR 800. Kéfet one bike in Georgia and
one in Florida. Since our retirement in Florida 1884, we belonged to a
motorcycle breakfast group. Most riders were rearage and we met twice a
week for breakfast. We rode together for an hawsoo(sometimes as many as 34
bikes) and had breakfast in some pleasant restaufdier that, we either returned
home or the two of us went for some additionalngdi There were always some
women in the group and that made for pleasant caeae. Whenever something
bothered me or we were depressed, or just lookangun and excitement, we
hopped on the motorcycle and went for a ride. Siones just for an hour or two,

sometimes for several days.

Buying the cabin in Georgia afforded us with plenfyriding opportunities. No
day passed by — weather permitting — without a negtde ride. One very special
trip took us to “Deal’'s Gap”. This place is notyfamous for its natural beauty,
but known by all bikers as the most difficult rideth over 300 curves on an 11
mile mountain ride. It was breathtaking in evergywthe mountains, the woods,
the bikers passing by, and the speed with whict8hyear old husband handled
the road safely and exuberantly. And | felt likewds an extension of his strong,
fearless and healthy body. A memory | will cherisltever. Another summer, in
fact our last summer together in Georgia, we rdaedntire length of the Blue
Ridge Parkway. We were biking for more than a wes&pping at cozy little
motels in the mountains and enjoying the gorgeoewssand wonders of nature.
This was our first trip where the hazardous drivaagpditions, combined with the
speed of riding was too much for us and we endedrupur behinds on the road
with the bike lying on its side beside us. Luckipthing happened to us or to the
bike. We got up a little embarrassed and surpyiskdcked out the Suzuki, and
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continued our tremendous trip through the Blue Rifpuntains. The memory of
this trip will be with me until | am too old to resmber anything at all. As it
turned out, our fast decision to buy the summetaget in Hiawassee Mountain
Village was the best choice we could have made.wéfe surrounded by the most
wonderful mountains and by the friendliest and stigeeople. Every night Francis
and | went for long walks in the woods. Here itswaally just the two of us.
Georgia was the best place to simply enjoy eachersthcompany. No
commitments, no stress, no social pressures, ot @mily concerns; just the two

of us.

One 4 of July, Frank and Marlene and a friend of thepsnt the weekend
there camping, sitting around a campfire, roasthnayntain trout on the grill, and
enjoying family togetherness. Later, Adam and (Mwarlene’s two oldest) spent
two weeks with us without their parents, and thsp, was a unique and
memorable opportunity for us. As though God hadtec to give us all His
blessings in the last years of our life togethetlos earth. We spent the summers
settled in the cool and quiet mountains, enjoyiagheother, listening to the chatter
of the birds and the babble of the creek, and @mgothe surrounding National
Forest. We were spending our days motorcyclin@ntplg, walking and
remembering the past, while enjoying the peace saw@nity of the present.
Winters were spent in our Florida home, with a eusocial life, entertaining
friends, playing bridge, volunteering for hospiaedahelping out many sick and
lonely Hungarian friends in need. Our hearts wieled even more than before
with gratitude and appreciation. We felt “our aumneth over”, and we had no
concerns about the future, no foreboding of thetakss of time left for us.
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OUR FIFTIETH WEDDING ANNIVERSARY- LOVE NEVER ENDS
(1999)

October 4, 2000

The year 1999 brought many memories and celebstierancis’s 88 birthday
was in August and our 8Gvedding anniversary was to be celebrated that ®mm
As you remember, | told you that in June of 1948, got married in an official,
legal, but secretive way and the next day, we ttee@dscape Russian occupied
communist Hungary. However, we were caught bef@eeached the border, we
were put in jail and released 6 months later, ivéMiober of the same year. It was
then that we had our church wedding in Szombatlveihere my father lived and
we had been jailed. While pondering which weddingiversary date to celebrate,
we came to the idea of enjoying celebrations farnsonths; to make up for the
hardships of our first years together, for our lyoneon in jail, in separate jail
cells; and at the same time to honor Francis'si@bday. And that's exactly what
we planned to do. We started our celebration meJum a luxurious mountain
resort restaurant in Hiawassee, Georgia. By cdémge, this was where we had
celebrated the year before our"4@nniversary, and so it happened that we were
seated at the same table and served by the sartressai\WWe made a promise and
a pact with the waitress, that from now on we’'debehte all the future
anniversaries there with her service and sittinthatsame table and enjoying the
special cake with the lighted candle on top. Weewneoking forward to many
more future celebrations there. Little did we knthat there would be no more
anniversaries to celebrate together. Never molid Wwe enjoying any celebration

or any meal together with the one and only mawédoand still love.
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While | am sitting on the porch of our cottage e tGeorgia woods, my heart is
heavy with pain, my tears are freely flowing justia the little brook surrounding
our backyard. At the same time, however, | thakl &at He provided us with
those unforgettable 50 plus years and that He afliofarancis to exit this world
without suffering, without having been ill or handpped in any way. He always
said, “l want to die young” (meaning — be able tothings he had done when he
was young). And he did. He left this earth tnaghon his bicycle for the senior
Olympics and enjoying his physical fithess and figeyoung”. God was merciful
to him, only I am suffering the pain of loss anddbness. But | can reconcile that
too; just the thought, that if | had gone first, Weuld have been left alone; he
would have had to go through the heartbreak ohtphis “better half” and staying
back — | can accept my fate and humbly thank Godparing Francis. | firmly
believe that everything happens for some purposenanmatter how tragic, how
painful, or how difficult — if we have faith — Gadlill provide the strength. And
He also provided us with the most meaningful anchdesful, and definitely
unexpected celebrations. First, it was our chumchiawassee that announced a
special anniversary celebration Mass for all whielmate their 58 . The chapel
was beautifully decorated , the 9 celebrating cesiplere seated in the front, and
we repeated our wedding vows together. For thesmonal hymn the organist
played the anniversary waltz and a gorgeous remeptllowed the holy Mass.
We sure had not expected anything like this to bBapgnd that special blessing
lifted our spirits and filled our hearts with gtatie. But that was not our only
surprise. Shortly after this special day our bankounced a celebration party for
all clients who had been married 50 years or marke bank’s lobby was again
beautifully decorated, a gorgeous cake, with thalser 50 on top was served, and
all the couples were asked to tell some unique é@ipg related to their wedding.

Naturally, our jail experience was the most uniqtiall. We became the center of
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attraction and were surrounded by friendly, intexégeople. There was also a
photographer taking pictures of each couple andasirphoto together is proudly
displayed in both of our homes.

This, however, was only the beginning of our cedéibns. We decided to take one
more trip to Montreal and enjoy our favorite NoAmerican city together again.
We spent a week there, visiting once more the plaeeliked so much, walking to
“Old Montreal”, to the “French Quarter”, strollirthrough “St. Catherine Street”,
enjoying the “underground Montreal”, and having timee of our lives. We also
celebrated Francis's 85birthday there (August 19). We had a very pledsan
dinner in an outdoor restaurant in the park angedpt off with the best pastries
in our favorite little French café. It was likedeeam. It all seemed so unreal that
after all the hardships, war, jail, deportationcagse to an unknown far away
country, after 50 years together, we were stillowe, still able to marvel at the
natural and manmade beauty of this world, and WeHat we belonged here; we
were at home, we were safe, happy and healthy.reTsigre was much to be
thankful for and to enjoy. Now that | sit all byyself and reminisce, my tears are
flowing, but my heart is full of gratitude and lathk God for all that | was given;
for the wonderful family | am blessed with, for threany friends | have, and for the
peace and serenity of our home in the Georgia. hillknow | should just praise
God and fill my heart and lips with the feelingslamords of thanks. But | can’t
overcome the pain of losing the one who meantiilfelf to me, and being left

alone, without him at my side....
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October 5, 2000

It was simply too much for me to continue the dggiom of our celebrations. |

had to stop writing and start occupying myself vifie happenings of the present.
Now | feel again ready and eager to put on papembnderful memories of those
very special 6 months. Our loving and thoughthildren surprised us with an all

arranged and paid for 3 weeks vacation in Vienrthkmngary as our anniversary
gift. It was well beyond our expectations and sggul us and touched us. We
flew to my brother’s in Vienna, where we spent Byvaleasant days in their home
in the Viennese woods. We had a rented car atlisposal and took several day
trips to our favorite European city, Vienna. Oumoyment and enthusiasm is
difficult to describe. Francis and | strolled twell known streets of our beloved
Vienna, felt completely at home, and marveled agaithe gorgeous buildings,
parks and statues. We practically knew every stom every café shop in the
“Kaertner Strasse” and sampled regularly the dmligipastries there. We were in
a dream world that we wished could last forevenwklver, after 5 days, our next
stop was Budapest, where our son had rentedadprtment for us. There was
no need for our own car, as public transportatieerd is one of the best in entire
Europe. And in Budapest, even | knew my way aroulide spent most of our

time visiting with all our friends and relativesThere was practically nobody in

our circle of friends and relatives whom we didspend some time with. We did
not intend to travel overseas anymore and thisrs@prip afforded us the

opportunity to say our goodbye’s to all the peopéeloved, to visit all the places

where we had spent part of our lives and to expbares of Budapest that we had
never seen before. With Francis by my side, theae always something new,
something interesting, something unexpected to den.s | didn’t know that

Budapest had its sizeable Chinatown, but someh@mds discovered it. As it
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was with my father, when | was little, so it wagiwkrancis throughout our lives
together; everything was exciting, unusual, upldti enjoyable and worthwhile.
Be it traveling, motorcycling, or just bicycling ¢aking our 2-3 mile walks in the
evenings, | always felt like | was in heaven and ecaypacity for enjoyment and
appreciation had no limit. Maybe that is also tfemy capacity for pain,
suffering, and loneliness. It overwhelms me today,did the happiness and
gratitude in the past.

But nothing lasts forever. After two weeks in Hang we returned for 2 more
days to my brother in Vienna and then it was timeeturn home to Florida. And

the Holiday Inn in Bradenton was the scene of ast ctelebration. Our good
friends, the Jacksons, invited us for a very pleadaner, after which Francis and
| took to the dance floor for a last fling. Wetfale were young again, in love as
ever, and we enjoyed being in each other’'s armsséeyping together as one to
the rhythm of the music. This was our last hurrdde end of our 6 month

celebration, and we treated it as such. We wexdyréo settle back into our daily
Florida routine and to enjoy in quiet serenity teenainder of our lives together.
How could we have known then that this remaindes wa more than 10 more

days altogether. Just 10 more days!
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THE UNEXPECTED DEATH OF MY KNIGHT — THE DARKEST DAY OF
MY LIFE
(November 29-December 14, 1999)

October 6, 2000

On November 29, our day started out as always with our bicyctierin the

morning. Francis regularly went on a 15-mile ridéjle | was satisfied with the
10 mile route. This way | had time to prepare kfast by the time Francis got
back home. He left first and then | hopped on nkg too. However, | didn’'t go

further than the end of our driveway, realizingtttiee sun was shining so brightly
and at such an angle, that my visibility was dowrzero. | went back to get the
darkest pair of sunglasses | had and then venturedy trip. Even though | was
equipped with the best sunglass protection, | fagt way twice while riding

around on the well-known roads. But finally, | read back home, prepared
breakfast and waited for Francis to return. Byr®d5, we always sat at the
breakfast table, but by now it was past 10 o’claok | was still alone. | began to
worry and pray and called Frank to take the cardretk his dad’s bicycle route.
Perhaps he was hurt or had bicycle problems andedeeelp. Meanwhile, | got
back to my prayers, my heart was racing, my miragd tricks on me, and |
waited anxiously. After half an hour of nervougiapation, | couldn’'t wait any

longer. | called the local hospital and askedh#yt had an elderly victim of a
bicycle accident. Instead of receiving an ansWwess bombarded with questions:
What outfit did he have on? Did he have a helm@éifRat design? By that time |
knew he must be there and | was given confirmadiomy fears. | called Frank’s
house, but he was still searching for his dad, Ieft la message with his wife and

rushed to the hospital. Before | was allowed t® 3en, | had to fill out several
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papers, assure the receptionist of an existingdiwill, and was told that he was in
a comatose state in the emergency room. | doeit &émow how | made it in there,
all I know is that there he was on the stretcheih Wis eyes closed, tubes up his
nose and mouth and an IV in his veins. | don’twrfmow long | was there until
Frank arrived, and later Marlene showed up. | raber our family doctor entered
the emergency room repeating in a loud voice, “Bhatazy! That's crazy”. He
too, must have been in a complete daze. | hakamowledge of how or when they
took Francis to the intensive care unit, how we thetre and when our family
friend — a doctor himself — entered the picturavak told later that Marlene and |
went home to pick up blankets because it was fngezold in the hospital. | lost
all awareness of time and place. All | remembéralsling his hand and talking to
him, hoping to get some reaction. The doctorsrméxl us that his neck was
broken and that he had probably serious brain damdfghe came to, he'd be a
paraplegic, never able to speak or breathe onvans and that his ability to think
would be minimal. | had no doubt in my mind th&iald to keep the promise | had
made years ago, reassuring him that | would nexend his life if he was
maimed, tied to a bed or wheelchair, or if his dquabf life was diminished.
However, | had to be 110% sure that there was mpe heft for him; thus | asked
for all the possible specialists and consultant$ tasts to confirm his prognosis.
The accident happened Monday morning and we wétdhat all results would be
known by Wednesday evening. | asked for the Huagapriest to anoint my “one
and only” for his last journey; the journey thathee to make alone, the one where
| could not accompany him. | sure did wish | coblve gone with him and left
this earth together. But God had other plans.t Tatal Wednesday, Francis had
some lucid moments, he answered my questions vattding and understood
when | assured him that all three of us were atshde; that we loved him and

would not allow anything bad to happen to him; wstdy constantly at his side.
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That's what we did. Our two wonderful childrenysd all three days with me in
the hospital, they held his hand, spoke to him, werce at my side, encouraging
and loving me through this entire ordeal. | dahink | could have ever made it
through without their help. They and their fanslieere now the only reason for
my staying alive. They are the greatest and gQe#sif my dear husband, the
sweet fruits of our love. God bless him for themd them for being who they are.

October 7, 2000

| had to take a break before | am able to continitle the description of the three
darkest days of my life. Wednesday night arrivad bknew that it was the final
moment, the last “goodbyes”, the last physical koucA wonderful big, black
nurse was in charge. She had to take care ofi@ltétails. I'll never forget the
empathy, the understanding, and the tenderness w¥itbh she performed her
duty. The three of us stood there, huddled togethe one stone statue, numb
and bewildered while this loving nurse pulled tastIplug and put her arms around
all three of us. At the same time the soothingoahglof Brahms Lullaby sounded
through the loudspeaker. As we were later toloalay was born that moment and
it was the custom of the hospital to welcome theammer with this song. Just as
at the moment of my mother’'s death, a new life matehis world in the same
hospital at the moment of my husband’s death. ‘ld bach other, overcome by
grief and pain, and | sensed that life as | hadwimaot had ended forever.
Whatever followed was an unknown, different wotl which I'd have to adjust
again, starting anew again as | had done so mam@stbefore. But this time it was
alone, without the support, the company and lovehef man | belonged to, |

admired, trusted and loved. | was scared....
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October 8, 2000

The memorial service was planned for Tuesday (8thény’s day, which Francis
honored every week) the "14f December in Sarasota, to be performed by alr ol
Hungarian priest. | don’t know how we managedendsnotices to all our friends
and relatives and to make all the necessary amaags. Frank even succeeded in
finding some witnesses to Francis’s accident, aawl we knew how and where it
all happened. He had been cycling in a very qgoatio complex, where there was
practically no traffic at all. He could ride famt his racing bike in preparation for
the senior Olympics. There were no moving vehidesthe road, only a black
maintenance truck was parked far ahead on the idmd&rancis, riding with that
very high sun facing him, never saw the parkedktiuatil he entered the truck’s
shadow. He couldn’t have been more than a goad gamy when he spotted the
vehicle. Instantly he put the brakes on, stoppedhike, and flew off head first,
hitting the back of the truck with his head. Hauildonever have realized what
happened. His eyeglasses and a small bruise dabeveft eye carried the telling
signs of the collision. The bicycle didn't evenvlaa scratch on it. He always
took very good care of everything that belongedhito and made sure this time,
too, that nothing happened to his bike. How oftehhe tell me how he wants to
take care of me now and in the future and make sotteing bad ever happens to
me. And he kept his promise until his last breatthow, | have to believe that
somewhere, somehow, he still watches over me alhtielpp me to get through the

most difficult times of my entire life.

My two children tried to watch over me through myleal. We sat together for
four hours in the crematory while Francis’'s bod#ynains were reduced to ashes.

Our nephew, kis Csaba, who spent a school year wativhen he was 17, flew
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from England to be present at the internment, whictk place December 15n
the yard of the church where Francis and | prayesyeSunday. Csaba could not
get to the U.S. on time for the memorial Mass thg before. When we planned
for those services, | was concerned that there tmghbe enough people honoring
the man | loved, honored and admired. But | wayg wastaken. The church was
filed as never before. Friends came from all ovekll those whom he had
generously helped; his motorcycle buddies, his itepartners, members of the
Hungarian club (where he had been vice presideme)pnHungarians and
Americans, rich and poor, all came to honor himeonwre and to show their
respect and support. According to the priest, Was the largest crowd ever to
attend a Mass there. My cousin Manci said theggubnd Frank addressed in a
beautiful speech the Hungarian crowd in their matanguage. Marlene cited a
most inspiring poem of her own, written for thicasion. | just sat there unable to
utter a word, dazed, numb, frightened, in the gougly decorated church with my
eyes fixed on the displayed photo of Francis gtton his newly acquired
motorcycle, his pride and joy, his last bike. meamber standing at the door after
the services, people coming to me uttering comrfigrtvords, shaking my hand and
hugging me. But | wasn't there. As | said it dtep then, “I'm on autopilot, a
dead body in a flying aircraft.” | still feel thatay sometimes, but | also know that
| must go on and pilot my plane alone until it rumg of fuel and | am ordered to

land.
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Qur 50th Wedding Anniversary picture
Hiawassee, Georgia 1999

Our log cabin 1n the Georgia mountains in Hiawassee
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DAD’s PAST & FAMILY continued

November 16, 2002

Finally, 3 years after my dear, beloved husbandgmhaway, | have the energy and
strength to complete what | began in October 09198 seemed to me way back
then, that | had all the time in the world to patgaper the story of the life of your
Dad, before we met and became husband and wif@ped to have his input and
to write everything in detail about his childhoaadayoung adulthood. But when
his life came abruptly to an end, | was left onigtmmy memories of his stories. |
was robbed of his live words, living stories, ansl live memories forever. It is
not easy to piece together someone else’s memapesicularly when this
someone was the dearest, the most beloved andmusttant person in your life.
Since he is gone, everything seems worthless aqdyeamd | don’t know how |
will manage to bring to life the long ago storidghe past of Francis, my “one and
only”. However, | will try my best for your sake.
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Francis with his parents and sister Thi family’s dpaptment bullding —
1916 Francis's home in Budapest, Hungary
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November 23, 2002

Francis was born Ryll, Ferenc, on August T9 1914, in Budapest,
Hungary, to a well-to-do, upper middle class familyHis father, a surgeon, was
a Colonel in the Medical Corps of the Hungarian Aiynat the time. The First
World War had just started and he was performingshiluties on the Russian
front when Alicemama, his wife, gave birth to thegecond child, an eagerly
awaited boy. The family already had a 3 year olaughter, Melanie, and God
blessed them 4 years later with a second girl, AlicThose were extreme times in
which to bring up children. The war was raging, dd was scarce, and the head
of the household was serving his country far awagrh home, leaving the family
alone with all their concerns and struggles. BugrfAlicemama and Ryll Ferenc,
Sr., it was an unexpected blessing to have childras they had had to wait many
years until, already at a somewhat advanced agetfraowas 35, father was 57),
their first child was born. All that | know abouErancis’ first 10 years is that
they lived in Budapest in a comfortable 6 room apaent, in a 4 story corner

apartment house that they owned.

Alicemama’s family had come from Szatmar in Trangghia (just as my
family had). They were landowners and her fatheasva pharmacist, working in
his own drugstore. There were three children inrifamily, a brother who died
In his twenties, and an older sister, whose daught@as Nanu. She was the one
whom my father had wanted to marry after he becamevidower, and the one
who brought her nephew, Ferenc (Francis), and megé&ther for the very first
time. In some way, | feel | owe my wonderful 50aye with my husband, at least
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partially, to her. What | know about Francis’ fanly is that they came originally
from Moravia to settle in Hungary, where all the bthers (3 or 4 to my

knowledge) chose professional occupations in meukgilaw or the military.

When Francis was about 12 years old, he spent aostlyear in Austria at
the School of the Schulbrueders (a catholic schoolHe always remembered
fondly his father visiting him there during the wier of that year. They were
walking together in the park in Graz, when young &cis started to feel the
unpleasantness of the cold wind. His father todtetsmall hands of his son and
warmed them in his big, strong palms. Later, h@koone of Francis’ hands and
put it in the big, warm pcket of his military unifon. This memory lingered in

Francis’ heart all his life.

December 13, 2002

When Francis was 14, he again spent some time adayn the family.
His summer vacation in a catholic parish priest'some in Taplanszentkereszt
gave him an opportunity to mature and to grow inshfaith. Lacibacsi, the
parish priest, was a wonderful, loving, understandi man. He owned a
motorcycle and encouraged his young friend to rithee bike on his own. It must
have been the most thrilling experience for Franciswithin a year, barely 15
years old, he had his own motorcycle and from thegar on, he never stopped
enjoying and loving his bikes, which he rode untte last days of his life. |
joined in his passion of riding and in the thrill ospeed. My fondest memories

center around the rides we took together. (See ayuine).
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However, that year did not only bring the fun of nowcycling and the
pleasant vacationing at Lacibacsi’'s. It also broliggreat tragedy to young
Francis’ life. His father, the strong, tall, physally fit and always independent
former military officer, had a stroke, and was canéd to a wheelchair,
depending on others to feed him, bathe him, dressi.h His speech became
slurred. Just when Francis most desperately needadale role model; a man to
look up to, a man to imitate, a man to discuss neadt with; there was no one
now but a crippled old person for him. It must haween devastating to see his
Dad in this situation and to go through his teensithout a father’s
companionship and guidance. Francis’ father diedftar three years of
suffering, in 1933 and Francis graduated from theast prestigious private boy’s

school “Ferenc Jozsef” at the age of 16, alone, haut his father at his side.

December 16

A year later, Francis was enrolled in Pazmany Peteniversity’s law
school. However, after just a little more than éraesters of studies, his military
duty called him to enlist in the Army. In Hungaryat the time, all able-bodied
young men had to serve 2 years in the military athén they became part of the
reserve forces, ready for activation in case of vesirany other emergency. After
Francis was released from the military he chose go to work instead of
contining his studies. However, winds of impendimgar were already blowing
and Francis had to leave his job and again repodt the Hungarian Army. He
volunteered to become a professional military officand served with the division
of military transportation. There, he was givenBMW motorcycle to perform
his duties. He was so proficient at his assignmehtt in 1940, he was given the

opportunity to become an instructor in the Ludovikecademy (the equivalent of
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West Point). By that time, the war (World War Ilas already raging and
Francis spent the next two years on the Russian nto in charge of
transportation in that part of the world. God spad him from injury and
imprisonment and by the end of 1944 he returned #oshort leave to Hungary.
It was obvious by now that the German forces witteir unwilling Allies, were
no match for the Russian, American, British, and &nch allied forces. The
Hungarian military was ordered by the Germans tothdraw all the way to
Northwest Germany where Francis eventually becamdé?@W of the British
Army.

December 18

The military transportation division of the Hungaan Army, where
Francis served, was ordered to settle in Celle iorttiwest Germany. After a
short period of time, however, they were told tothdraw all the way to
Denmark, and before the war ended they returnedCelle again, where he was
kept in the British POW camp for about a year. h&w very little abut Francis’
life there, but there is a very interesting storgrmected with those years in Celle.

When the transportation division was ordered to kdtaw from Hungary
to Germany, the Russian Army was already occupyagig part of our country
and everybody tried to hide and save their famigasures and valuables before
the communists confiscated and stole everything.ec8use of this, Francis
packed all his family silver in his big military tmk and took the trunk with him
to Germany. But when the division was ordered tova to Denmark, he was
unable to take all his belongings and had to findsafe place to hide the trunkful

of family silver. He decided to dig a trench, ptlte trunk in it, and to cover it
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with dirt until his return. That, at the time, seeed to be the best way to keep it
from being stolen by thieves or harmed by gunfirdBy the time the division
retuned to Celle, the territory was already occupidy British forces and
hundreds of holocaust survivors were sheltered inetbarracks. Francis
reported to the British officer and explained theosy of his trunk full of silver,
asking for permission to dig it up again. Permissi was granted and after a
little search for exact location, the trunk was fad and opened in the presence
of the officer and some curious onlookers from tekamp. When they saw all the
silver candelabras, plates, cups, saucers and otveuable items, they decided
that it could not possibly all belong to just onarhily and must have been stolen
from deported Jews. The British officer was now andifficult situation and
decided that Francis had to prove (if and when heturned to Hungary) that all
this silver belonged to him. Francis tried to paiout the fact that most pieces
had his family’s initials on it, the family cresthis parent’s names engraved on
most items, but his reasoning was not enough tocoallhim to keep his own
possessions. The trunk was placed in the vaultaobank and when the time
came, Francis had to return to Hungary without hiséamily’s possessions;
instead, he had a piece of paper in his hand ligfiall the silver pieces and the

whereabouts of the trunk.

It was October 2, 1946 when Francis stepped on Hangn soil again.
He immediately contacted the British embassy in erdo settle the matter.
Hungary, however, was now occupied by communist asand things were
handled differently. Francis was classified “an emy of the state” and not
allowed to own silver or family treasures. Evenotigh the British embassy
accepted all the proofs of ownership and gave hierrpission to ship his trunk

of silver back to Hungary, it would never have rded him. The communists
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generally confiscated everything that belonged tmnrparty members and middle
or higher class ranking people. There was nothitgdo but leave it in the bank
vault in Germany, with the hope that one day in theéure, when Hungary might

be free again, he or his children could retrieveetihost family treasures.

Up to this point, this story is no different from amy family stories of
treasures taken and lost during World War II. Bdhis story, as you will see, had
a very different and interesting ending. As youreddy know, on January 12
1957, Francis and | escaped successfully with ourstall children from
communist Hungary and arrived in Vienna, to the fewestern world. All that
we possessed was the clothing on our backs andlittie jewelry that was left
after our common jail experience in 1949. It seethlegical to try and claim the
trunk of silver now. But being refugees, we had nmwney to travel to Germany,
no money to pay for the 10 years of safekeepingthe bank’s vault, and no
money to have the trunk shipped to our destinatidine United States. We were
just about to give up all hope of regaining our faly heirlooms when |
remembered again one of my father’s sayings, “Ifuyavant to achieve something
that seems impossible, you have only two ways talguut it. Get help from the
person at the very top or the very bottom of thgamization that controls what
you seek.” So that's what we did. | wrote a lett® “Her Majesty, Queen
Elizabeth, Buckingham Palace, London, England, anelxplained why we,
Hungarian refugees with 2 small children and no dhty possessions, were in
this impossible situation. | explained that thisas caused by a British Army
officer's decision, based on the doubts of someomking holocaust survivors
and asked for Her Majesty’s help. Shortly thereaft a personal letter from the
Queens’ office arrived and assured us that the Qomesould take care of all the

financial obligations “from her private purse” andwould ship the trunk to

144



TIDAL WAVES

wherever we requested. Naturally, we gave New Yaskour, and the trunk’s,
destination. All the silver now decorates the hanaf our 2 children while the
letter from “Buckingham Palace” is proudly displagein my Georgia home.
This place is now my permanent home, filled with meries of a wonderful life,
yet reflecting the emptiness of living without Frars. Although | will have to
walk through the remainder of my life with an empgpace beside me, grief is
not my only partner anymore. Peace has joined mmad ahopefully, it will

accompany me on my lonesome journey to its very.end
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Francis enjoying his first
racing bike, 1927

Francis' first motorcycle
at age 15

Army Officer World War II
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EPILOGUE
December 20, 2002

Now, when | watch the sunset at the seashore,nktbf our life’s story and
compare it to the dancing pebbles under the everieg waves. They come and
go, washing away and shaping the shore, leavinghtdeéhe deposits that add to
the beauty of the beach, and adding zest to lifeonder how many are washed
away, and how many get crippled and maimed, and inawy can overcome or
benefit from its force. Can | do it? | still knowas | always did, that life is ours to
live, the world is ours to conquer; but are we dbl&eep it and cherish it, or will
the forces of the waves conquer and destroy ud® Hope and believe that with
God’s help and our inner strength, we will chodse tight road, despite all our
difficulties and tragedies.

Bahia Beach, Florida 1995

Riding with our bikers group
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A FELLOW PASSENGER

For 50 wonderful years, | have been my husbandotv passenger”. |
rode with him on our first bike, a 250cc. Puch1849, through the sixth month of
my pregnancy. Since then, we have never stoppetyrtogether. We owned and
rode several bikes, a Moto Guzzi, two Suzuki'se¢hBMW'’s, and a Yamaha.
Our last and favorite one, my husband’s pride aydthe best bike he supposedly
ever owned, is the Honda VFR; which he purchasdideafge of 84.

We all know how men feel about their motorcyclégjit very first love. Let
me tell you now how a fellow passenger, a lovinteyelates to the pleasure and
experience of riding together year after year.thie beginning, some friends tried
to dissuade me from getting on a bike by sayirt{g too dangerous” or “you have
to be very brave to ride with your husband”, orrfitist be very uncomfortable”,
etc... My answer to all these well meaning, poor sakimply, “You don’t know
what you’re missing”. Most of these women probahbd the experience of
romantic walks in the park or in the woods, enjgythe beauty of nature and the
serenity of togetherness. But riding on a bikehwfte man you love gives you a
hundredfold the pleasure, the thrill and the hi§lary of these experiences. The
bike takes you farther away from civilization, gsvgou more freedom to explore
unknown territories, and adds the thrill of speedtie enjoyment; while your
bodies are in complete harmony and constant toddiere is a complete trust in
one another, and in your partner’s ability and IskilThe rider has to make
decisions about which road to take and how fagbtovhile the passenger is under
the spell of speed, of nature’s splendor, and gétleerness and belonging. It's
only the two of you and God. It feels like you asmoved from all earthly

troubles and difficulties on the wings of the pagswind. It's the never-never
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land of motorcycling, where two people become ohdeapursuing some spiritual

journey on a splendid, awesome, beastly machine.

After my husband passed away, | asked a frienducd to prepare the VFR
to be stored in plain view in our garage as a manino my husband and as a
reminder of our fabulous 50 years of riding togethily friend took the bike out
and started the engine. There it stood, alondsostand, majestic, strong, shining
red, in all its splendor; purring, humming, roarirag if to say, “Hop on and [I'll
take you away to places where no sorrow or heastaglsts, only your devotion to
each other and your love of the bike. I'll takeuywhere nature and the Almighty
alone are the witnesses to your mutual devotedmeddo the thrill and the high

you get from riding together and from being “ad®llpassenger”.

Mary Ryll, Bradenton, Florida — February, 2000
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Francis enjoying his VFR in front of our home—1999

In Georgia with our BMW in 1997
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Listen to My Story

{The Story of Francis Ryll told to his daughter, Marlene — 12/3/99}

For everything
there is a season.
For everything
there IS a reason.
A time to be born
and a time to die.

But where I am
there IS no time.
No pain,

no SOITrow,

no yesterday
nor tomorrow.

And in the now

that IS forever,

I rest in the arms of GOD.
For Whom I lived
Through Whom I loved

With Whom I watch you now.

Do not miss me.

Do not cry.

For the shadow of darkness
you feel,

is real

only on your side

of the tree of life.

Marlene Ryll
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I AM with you.
Think of me

when you hear a bird sing

and the wind sigh.
Think of me

when a biker passes by.
And KNOW this

as real

when you feel

the pain

of my passing:

I chose to be born,

I chose my life’s story,
and I chose to die

in a moment of glory.

But my journey

has not ended,

and your journey
has only just begun.

Go out then,
and love one another
as father, mother,

sister, friend and brother.

And when you feel

the warmth of the sun,
Know,

that we are ONE.
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An old Warrior leaves the Battlefield By Neale Bayly
A light went out in the world of Motorcycling Dec'Mith the passing of Francis Ryll. Ryll, 85, of
Bradenton, a former Lieutenant in the Royal Hungarian Army divédecollege professor, was killed |n
a bicycling accident near his home, training to take part in ém&EOIlympics. He is survived by h|s
wife of more than 50 years, Mary, and his two children. Fragoegs Mary immigrated to the United
States in 1957 from Austria, having escaped the communist regimerément in Hungary. He and
Mary had previously escaped in 1949 only to be caught and imprisoned for six months.

Francis, who was born in Hungary in 1914, has continuously ridden motaeycte 1929. At the tim
of his death he owned a Honda VFR 800 and a Suzuki 600 Bandit. To all wkidnknéne was a true
gentleman who had three loves in his life: his family, his vafed his motorcycles. He lived a life of
vitality and commitment to service and had a wish to die young. ayetwise, but doing “young
things”. From what | have heard about this remarkable man, | think he accomplistéshhis

U

Rest in peace Francis Ryll, motorcycling has lost a true fi

HONDA VFR 800
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