
	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	For Kurti and its soul

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Welcome to these pages, where my early story begins. I wrote this part to shine a light on the quiet, often invisible cost of living without awareness—an unconsciousness that left its mark on our generation far too early.

	 

	This is not just my story, but an offering, a fragment of experience meant to open the heart of the reader. By walking with me through these memories, may you begin to free your inner child from the unseen chains of the past. This is an emotional freedom journey.

	 

	For that, I invite you to simply feel the book. Let your emotions have space as you read. Allow the resonance of these words to work quietly, gently understanding old patterns. Let a gentle wave of healing find you, as you find yourself immersed in these pages.

	 

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Before we start, you need to know that this story started in the 90s, in a small town in southeastern Europe. After the time communism was at its peak, right after the great national violent revolution, my family was about to have a first baby. It was just after 3 months after the regime had fallen and the president killed, that my mother was due in pregnancy. The harsh attributions of the communistic times were all still on, including food attribution.

	Because, yes at that time, you could buy food only half bread per person per week. Yes, no one was allowed to shop as they wanted. Only half a bottle of milk per kid per day. That was the life of every person in the country and each of them know no more than doing its precise job every day, glory the communistic bastard and watch what they were speaking, as they could do time in jail for just a simple inappropriate word.

	They were given houses and jobs for life, that was the great benefit, unlike my grandparents’ destinies, whom most of them faced the last war when they were children. This was the context in which a first child of a new generation was bravely born.

	 

	 

	
PART I

	 

	I was born under a Saturn of February. A grandmother who was a nurse promptly showed up at my birthplace. The mother's mother also arrived as soon as she found out the news. However, after a while, someone knocks on the door and claims to be the grandmother's newborn. In the room are my father, two grandmothers, and my mother exhausted and there is a movement of nurses. Who is the third grandmother?

	 

	My parents were born and raised in the same city where I came into the world. The time of communism had just passed, and the change was persistent in the air without really making itself felt. My mother had been alone with her parents, and later I found out how adored her arrival had been, precisely because her pregnancy and survival had been a blessing. Her parents marked her with a representative light name and were glad that, at least, she had lived.

	Always, throughout my childhood, the first son born, which died at only 2 months, was a character that somehow lived through the elderly’s corners of memories. In addition to many failed pregnancy attempts, he was the reason why my mother was a miracle. If the spirits brought my mother into the world, the torments brought her that day on February 16th to a maternity ward.

	My father was made to be an army doctor. Although he had another profession, he found a terrible meaning in surgical medicine and even had all the necessary capabilities for it.

	Unfortunately, he did not pursue that career, and all his mental force and fierce precision were generously poured into disciplining us. He had been the first child of his family, whose story became so entangled between his parents that none of them could end it. The children stayed with their mother, and their father aside.

	Those times are long gone, but because each parent followed his or her life course, two families resulted from one, finally three pairs of grandparents who joined on February 16th in the ward.

	I don't know what it meant for the elderly to have the first child of the next generation born when some of them lived through the horrors of war and all of them experienced the poverty and scarcity attached. They all had their roots in devastation and deprivation.

	As adults, they lived and raised children in communist indoctrination, restraints similar to the belief in the holy daily ration and in the punishment of expression and being, all strangled by high collars, too hard and too often bleached to be presentable, polite, and so very unhappy.

	How is it possible that from all these times there is still a drop of gentleness, awareness, thought, or trust in the healthy bonds between people? And yet, as an attempt at cheeky defiance of inertia, a child appeared.

	A first child that opens the third generation: I.

	All I can say is that my baby milk was still coming in daily rations and that my identity was well passed through the crooked eye of the half-life mentality that my predecessors led. And because I grew up in three different homes, raised by different people, each of them nourished me or deprived me in a certain way and left a distinct contribution imprinted.

	I remember my mother walking me by hand every morning to the bakery, teaching me to cross the street and watching me as she urged me to go to the neighbouring kindergarten alone. I remember her hesitating on my first day of kindergarten, then of school, always, always, smelling delicate and feminine and filling the table with grapefruit, kiwi, and soft bread every night when I burst into it and asked in chorus with my brother:

	What did you bring for us? I think only the eyes and cheeks were with us in those moments. Just like we nestled next to her while watching our favorite Brazilian series together: Chocolate with Pepper.

	 

	However, because part of my story is also the story of others, I reserve the right to write only my story. Strictly what I felt and what I remember. And perhaps more than any other consideration, I have confessed myself in these pages as a sign of hope for those who have felt the same, as a sign of gratitude for those who perceive the world through a receptive soul anchored in the waters of life and to whom those things on which others fully base their existence do not bring any meaning.

	For this reason, I pray that my lines will be understood strictly as my story and not as reasons for judgment because there is no one to judge, but only parts of us that need to be heard. Therefore, please read them thinking of yourself little one, so that the magic of the book happens.

	 

	Kurt Kutscher was a German Saxon, a real grown-up man, who still drew in his notebook with squares. He always dressed in cloth pants and wore light-colored shirts every day at home. He was not a very tall man, but a nice one, as some would say. In addition, he was an inventive and passionate man, technical and logical, who used his notebook as a support for the sketches he made.

	I don't know what it was with those squares, but they made him join invisible dots and figure out numbers for each line. From my large child's eyes, I could only watch fascinated as he held the pencil in his hand and meticulously traced with the linear.

	The most interesting thing seemed to me when he finished drawing. Then he would get up from the kitchen table, put the notebook in his drawer, and put the yellow pencil behind his ear. He’d disappear.

	After a lot of time playing, I could still find him in the workshop. It was behind the house, between the entrance to the attic and the corn deposit where it always smelled of corn and scales from the corn cobs floated in the air. This is what you encountered every time you entered under the roof in front of his altarpiece.

	And after passing the exhibits on the sides, you reached the old wooden threshold where the strong smell of metal would hit your nostrils. Also there, nearby the entrance, was a large piece of iron, placed at the edge of the workbench. This ton of metal had a deep groove in the middle and a long wand that spun as if in the void whenever I turned the long handle.

	I was never allowed to walk near the attic bridge without it, because it was a huge metal frame hanging from one of the bars of the makeshift roof. He was building an invention with a motor for specific fieldwork. I think that place was holy because Kurti used to craft it even on Sunday mornings when we went to church with our grandma.

	When Kurti said it was Saturday, he would take out a piece of carved wood from behind the door of the workshop, which was always leaning on the back of the house, where if you looked up you could see the red berries splashing in the sun.

	Here, before the hill would arise, the place was always holy of black embers. Kurti brought the dough to this place, equally holy black bowls, after kneading the dough well in the belly of the wood resting on two chairs in the kitchen. I'm not allowed to get close. But I see through the three holes in the black face of the metal box that there is a fire inside, and I can smell the heat and smell from afar. However, I am hanging around.

	I always know when the bread is ready, because that is the time when Kurti sits more time next to the torrid machine that fiercely heats up the entire space between the corn storage and the workshop. Right when the air becomes unbearable to breathe, I know that he is going to open the door and put his hand in the fire. I know that Kurti is strong and that he will manage to get out of every black pot he put inside.

	 

	As always, the dough is gone. In its place are just balls of ember that Kurti carves with a thick wooden stick that he uses every time. It's warm and pieces of small black float in the air. I always lie down to see what he's doing, but he says that I can jump pieces in my eyes and that it hurts, so I sit quietly aside and play with the broomstick leaning against the wall.

	 

	I resign myself when the little bread is ready. The little bread is a different kind of bread, much smaller, always with a different taste and shape. It does not turn black and does not need to be carved. That's why it has a softer shell and is always eaten broken by hand. That is tradition.

	I never understood what was special about eating the little one. A thing was certain, because Kurti always sat anywhere, but not at the table, and kept the warm piece in his palms. He would tear it with his hand and give me a peck at it. It was another kind of bread. It was always soft, warm, crunchy outside and always with a different taste, but always the same specialty.

	 

	I don't know what the little bread had differently. Now that I think back and understand childhood as an adult, I know that it wasn't the little size who made any difference, but what Kurti felt every time he would eat it. Kurti liked the. It was his oasis of recharge after hard work. It was something he kept to himself and fed on, and not just physically. He let himself be nourished by the moment of pleasure.

	I think once ate too much. He didn't say anything, but I know I did. That the little bread was his and not mine, even if he shared it with me. I don't know where I got this thought from. It must be from the next day's service, in which the priest makes me feel sorry even for the mistakes I don't make.

	 

	For adults, every Sunday is special due to church time: for me, it's just another day when I must endure old faces that hideously change in front of me while I wear the pink down blouse. The only good time in all the church time is when I'm given some holy bread from the priest stage. I always eat it with apathy, just because I'm hungry, especially the larger piece that is brought to me by the man in the suit who sits next to the priest at the altar. That's a special bread, but I still don't like it. I would give anything for a real one and for the people around me to be silent.

	 

	In a small way, I like that grandma always has candy for me. But she gives them to me so late, that they don't taste anymore because I want to go home. She doesn't understand that I don't like it there and its useless to give me candy when I pull her sleeve and ask stubbornly: When do we go home?

	Grandma knows I don't like it, but she doesn't care. She always stands up when she is about to sing, tilts her head and raises her voice with her eyes closed. She sings a lot. Too much, I would say, especially that verse in which he asks God to have mercy.

	 

	I always imagine that to endure is to roll. And the word for mercy was similar to endure. So, I stuff my little mind to imagine God rolling. But how can I imagine someone that no one has seen? I don’t have the basis for a rolling god. This thing makes me feel so distressed, that I swing my feet even harder under the bench and pull her by the sleeve once again! When do we go home?

	 

	A man who always faces us as if he doesn't care about the priests below when directing the voices with his hands stares at me. Too much. He asks me for candy and pinches the white cat on my pink velvet blouse. He smells bad and I don't like it because it wants my whole attention each and every break. At least if he would explain to me what God looks like so that my feet would be easier to shake I would give him candy. Or attention. But no. He also sings about enduring, and I feel like my mouth is dry from the unreal little bread and the smell of paint from the brown benches that never goes away.

	Even if I could understand this enduring in circles of someone who I don't know what he looks like, I still don't find myself liking someone who raises his nose, sticks his chin in his chest that is too swollen, and makes loud sounds without caring that those next to him make other sounds.

	They are supposed to be a chorus. That's what everyone does and that makes me feel an emptiness in my stomach, and not from the height we are at, close to the attic, but from the disharmony.

	 

	The man next to me sings so loudly that I feel like covering my ears! He really doesn't realize that he doesn't fit in with the rest of the choir?? I crush my fists into my elbows! He's not like Kurti. He doesn't make the dough and surely his results can't be good! I know it!

	 

	When people get down on their knees, I still have hope. I know that the end is near. I have a little more patience until the priest passes by with his smoke, then I know that I hear a lot of times "Lord, have mercy on us, have mercy on us. and the Holy Spirit" and . . .

	 

	My legs are swaying harder and harder, the cat on my blouse is more bitten by old fingers and all I want is to scream and run to the sun!!

	*

	Kurti awaits us with mashed potatoes and fried sausage with sauerkraut. If for grandma the priest is a saint, for Kurti the stories are holy. With Joker, indeed!

	 

	He always does the same: he puts it on my plate, then he puts it for himself. He eats, I eat less. I have a terrible pleasure to see him eat, especially how his temples swell when he chews. That doesn't happen to any other person. Only him, so I look at him without blinking too much.

	Just about when he has redder and shinier lips, I know she'll finish eating! So, I put my fork in my food once more and wait: I know Kurti has a habit. He

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	- The operation has been undone. It cannot be recalled now... He has a tube now, the doctor said that ... and that...



	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	