| have one memory from before the foster home.
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And then | hove

o- feeling,as if I’'m
LM close tothe window
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And at the same
time, Wt is animage
Ih which { can’t see
myself, ahly the
feeling that | should
bé there is there.




The first real memory | hove
i5 not when | lived with my
porents, but fromthe firsc
doy | arrived at the foster
home in Frgdlant.

| wais three years old.

It was Summer and in front
of the house was o small
slob of concrete where

| would ride on a white
tricycle, with purple wheels.

Orphanage, Frgdiont
in the Czech Repupiic,
November 1991

| quite like to look back on my childhood
inthe foster home.



It wasnt 50 vod.



Fram what | remember,
fram the very beginhing,

| hode o. caregiver who
accompanied me admost
troughout my entire child-
hood. Her name was Sy-
koroval. Aunt Sgkorova.
She kind of liked all the
children.

She was one of those caregivers
who see it &s their mission.

And she liked me particulay.
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She even took me to her house on weekends.
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| remember thot | once came across o photo of her from when she was
young. And | was quite taken aback by the fact that she was pretty.

She loved me terribly... And it was obvious that if she could have, she
would even have adopted me.




that | learned thot without

And it wasn’t until years |ater ;
her, they would have put me
In a speciol schaol.

The pedogogical counseling said B
—| thot | would be better off in a. spe -
clal school. She absolutely refused,
that it didn't make sense, that
—1 | would absolutely do fine at
an elementary school. i




	12
	13
	14
	15
	17
	18
	19
	20

