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Foreword


	 

	"Root of Karma" by Vladana Radoš is not merely the story of a patriarchal family and its legacy from the first half of the 19th century. It is far more than the family chronicle of Vlado Popović – it is a profound, emotional, and often painful reckoning with the weight of inheritance. It speaks of generations shaped by silence, of unspoken sorrows and griefs passed down like strands of genetic code.

	This is a novel about women – about mothers who conformed to customs and expectations, whose identities were shaped by others, and about daughters who bore the burden of being unwanted. What happens when those expectations vanish? When a family, instead of the longed-for male heir, welcomes a fifth daughter – Vera? Can the feeling of being unwanted become etched into a child’s soul before her first words – and linger until her final breath? Can love, never given, be offered later – through marriage, motherhood, and life?

	Vera is not the only one who carries this inheritance. Her sister Danica escapes to America – to success, to the promise of forgetting. But can one ever truly escape a pain that is woven into the fabric of identity?

	Irina, a woman of the modern age, lives with a nameless unrest. In search of answers, she digs into her family's past and uncovers wounds that are not hers – yet have helped shape her. Can we inherit pain we do not remember? Can ancestral trauma become engraved in us – as if it were our own?

	“I accept the old sobs of my ancestors so that I may hear the laughter of my descendants.”

	Perhaps this single sentence captures the essence of the novel. What we leave behind doesn’t have to be pain. Legacy need not be a burden. We can choose to pass on not our wounds, but space – for joy, for freedom, for a life unburdened by silences that imprison.

	Vladana Radoš’s novel leaves a lasting imprint on the heart and memory of every reader who values family, tradition, and identity – in a word, their roots.

	 

	Nevena Golubović

	Journalist and host of the television show “Profil”
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1. Origin


	 

	The first twilight was falling. Ana was sitting on a bench in a nearby park, listening to the faded chirping of birds and the whisper of the late-summer breeze, heralding the end of summer. Autumn was beginning. Again. Again autumn, rain, the children’s school obligations, parent-teacher meetings, shorter days, wind and cold. Somehow, in Ana’s small town, autumn felt like a living being. Rivers would swell, linden trees would turn yellow and release a heady scent of transience. Autumn was both beautiful and terrifying at once. The children and school bells gave life a quicker pace, while on the faces of middle-aged and older citizens, new wrinkles seemed to etch themselves in warning that the years were inevitably passing. Another autumn—rain, clouds, darkness. Retreat into the house right after work. Loneliness…

	Ana was a primary school teacher. She had three grown children of her own. Her husband Milan had been her high school sweetheart, her love from the school desk. They took tests together, did homework together, studied together. Milan would walk her home after class, buying extra time with her. A carefree youthful love, first kisses by the high school, walks through the town park. Back then, parks, street corners, and all the hidden spots were oases of silence and solitude, where they could dream together and make plans to conquer the world. After finishing high school in Cetinje, Ana moved to Nikšić to enroll in the Faculty of Education. Milan followed her, moving with her. He got a job right after high school at a local factory in Nikšić. They married immediately—living together without being married was out of the question. Milan worked his way up to shift supervisor and considered the company his second home. Ana, on the other hand, managed to finish teaching school with one baby at her breast and another in her belly. She always believed she could achieve more and owed it to herself. After the initial years of struggle, things more or less settled. They had stable jobs, regular income, healthy children, family gatherings and get-togethers—all within the bounds of an average, expected life.

	Today Ana turns 56. The children surprised her with a bouquet of flowers delivered by the postman early this morning. She quickly whipped up some pastries and bought candles for a cake in case someone stopped by. She called her children, inviting them and their kids, if they were free, for cake and coffee. Milan was at work all day. Her daughter Irina was in Belgrade, and sons Stefan and Srđan might drop by. As no one showed up, Ana pulled on a warm sweater and walked to the bench in the nearby park by her house. She called Irina to chat about the day’s events. Irina sometimes seemed distant, troubled by topics Ana didn’t know how to answer and couldn’t fully understand. Irina often spoke of researching genetics and ancestral stories, and sometimes asked Ana for information about her great-grandmother and great-grandfather. Irina had gone to study psychology in Belgrade, where she became acquainted with alternative knowledge that was worlds away from Ana’s reality. Irina felt such knowledge was deeply necessary for her. Ana answered briefly, as much as she knew and could, without asking further questions.

	Ana began to think more often about her mother and her late father; she recalled their family home and the atmosphere of her childhood. Thoughts of her mother and any contact with her were always accompanied by a sense of anxiety, sorrow, and pain. Her mother, Vera, was a woman of her time, raised during wars and turbulent times in the Balkans. She married her next-door neighbor Marko and built a household with him. Her mother’s family story always carried sadness and nostalgia, but also a certain secret—something unspoken, lived with in silence. Her father was different, but it was as if he too, along with Vera, sank into the melancholy that colored the entire family picture. Marko was often absent and didn’t pay much attention to daily life and the family rhythm... Those household and family matters were always Vera’s duty, and she approached family life as if it were a strict military obligation.

	 

	1.1. Vera

	 

	Vera is an unusual name for the Montenegrin region. Names given there usually carried a certain weight, with an archaic tone and a remembrance of fallen ancestors. In recent years, Ana often thought of her—of her life. How little she had truly known her, how few sincere, deep, and intimate conversations they had ever shared. Ana had always wanted a different kind of relationship with her own daughter Irina, and the only thing she wished for as a mother was to give her daughter wings—to know that she could be anything she wanted and that she could achieve anything. And so, with her mother’s wind at her back, Irina went to Belgrade, while her brothers stayed in Podgorica to study.

	Vera’s life story, at first glance, could fit into a few lines, but what went on in her soul amounted to upheavals worthy of volumes. She was born as the fifth daughter in the Popović family at the start of the 20th century, just before the Great War. The arrival of yet another girl was met with deep sorrow by her mother Marija and genuine shame by her father Vlado. What a grim beginning to life for little Vera! Her parents didn’t send her to school, and at home, she did whatever was asked of her. At seventeen, she married Marko—a great relief for her parents. She gave birth to four children, Ana being the youngest. Vera instilled in Ana the core patriarchal and traditional values. Being a mother and a wife was all a woman could dream of. If she found a good husband, her life would be blessed and she could be considered fortunate. But Ana never saw love or closeness between her parents. The entire family life resembled the fulfillment of duty and echoed obligation and labor.

	Vera was denied the right to her own self, to ambition, to desire. Always in service to her family, husband, in-laws, community, and later her children. She spoke little, always with deep sorrow on her face; first to rise, baking bread, finishing all household chores, last to go to bed. Her relationship with Marko was very strict, almost professional. The greatest show of tenderness she ever received from him was when her father died—he let her stay a few days with her sister Milena to help tidy up and host visiting relatives and neighbors. Vera saw this as a great 'chivalrous' gesture from her husband, though even in her family home, she felt like a stranger.

	Maybe now, with both parents gone, she would build a closer bond with her sisters. But the feeling of being unwanted followed her from birth to death. She even felt unnecessary in the household she built with Marko and their children. Vera never exchanged signs of affection or support with her mother Marija. She was scorned from the moment of birth and had to earn her existence through labor. Oh, what a heavy burden—feeling unwanted, rejected, unloved! From her earliest days, she felt like a burden and shame to her parents and sisters. She thought marriage would free her of that, but Marko only deepened her loneliness and alienation. He was honest and good, but there was no love between them, which over time bred disdain and solitude.

	Even in motherhood, she found no spark of warmth—it was more a duty than joy. At least she bore three sons first, and then Ana, who brought her a flicker of joy, but only briefly. It was just a fleeting moment of light. Vera soon realized that Ana, too, born a girl, was destined for hard work, male temper, and domination. She raised her to respect and obey her brothers, and her father as the ultimate authority. There was no talk of love or girlish daydreams.

	When the children went their separate ways, Vera was once again left alone with Marko, who even after fifty years of marriage, still felt like a stranger. Though uneducated—she could read and write—she often reflected on her own heart with a refined sense of perception. She constantly felt a pressure in her chest, right at the center of her breastbone. Especially in moments of sadness and rejection. She had grown accustomed to this pain, which swirled from her chest inward to the depths of her soul. The first pain came in childhood, when she realized she was unwelcome, a burden and disgrace. Marko never offered love or acceptance. She felt the only way to justify her existence was through work, childbirth, and family service.

	She never dealt with her emotions or the questions of her heart. No one ever gave her that right, and she had no idea how. She saw obstacles in everything, felt everything was heavy, and always knew there was another task to finish. Day by day it became harder, but she merged with her role. She lived the role. A good woman, obedient wife, good mother, good daughter, invisible woman, woman without desires, silent woman… a woman who didn’t exist. All of those could describe her. Yet, when the pressure in her chest grew unbearable, making her wonder if it was the end or if the pain would ease, she would begin to dream of love, of happiness, of the warmth of a real home and a husband full of passion and support. Only in those moments would she let herself imagine a warm heart, a soft embrace, and acceptance.

	Those insights into her own needs were fleeting, so brief she would quickly forget them and think of herself as foolish and pitiful—like someone else, someone who didn’t know life. Still, that tiny flicker of a dream of happiness shimmered in her heart until the very end.

	When the grandchildren were born, Vera didn’t have enough energy to give herself to them or to rejoice in them without any real or essential responsibility. With Irina, however, she established a certain closeness. Irina was Ana’s only daughter and had two older brothers, so she wasn’t burdened by guilt for being born as a girl. Irina was a breeze of tenderness, free of expectations and questioning. Vera knitted her socks and scarves, little caps and lacy shawls. Irina was fond of her grandmother, but their conversations always revolved around childlike topics. Vera never spoke about her past, not even when Irina grew older. The only person she ever mentioned with pride was her eldest sister, Danica.

	Irina imagined Danica as some kind of superhero—after all, she was also her grandmother. She lived far away, in America, out in the wide wold, managing big businesses and traveling through unknown lands. Still, one summer that Vera spent with Irina gave her a sense of liberation and belonging—a feeling that she was loved, and that she had her own beloved descendant in her granddaughter Irina.

	The weight of duty and the deep sense of not belonging that consumed Vera are revealed in the way she chose to die. When she became weak and realized she could no longer care for herself, she stopped taking food and water and quietly slipped into eternal sleep. She couldn’t bear the thought of being a burden to anyone, of someone having to care for her, change her bedding, dress her, offer her tea and water. Yet, she carried a fear she never dared to face—a question she couldn’t look in the eye: would there be anyone there, for her? Would anyone take care of her on her deathbed and offer comfort in that lonely hour?

	No one had ever given her the kind of true closeness that would have allowed her to believe that someone might be there for her in her final moments. She felt that perhaps only Irina could offer that, but Irina was still just a girl, and she couldn’t expect such a burden from her. And so, she died as she had lived—quietly, stoically, without much fuss or demand for attention, never truly testing the devotion or love of her family members—for fear that their response might have broken her completely.

	 

	1.2. Danica

	 

	Ana often wondered why her mother wasn’t Aunt Danica—Vera’s sister by birth. Danica was, for Ana, always a symbol of the kind of woman she wanted to become. Danica was the firstborn in their grandfather Vlado Popović’s house. They named her after the Morning Star—Danica—hoping she would be a light to her family and the next of kin. She had striking, dark, deep eyes, as if the entire universe rested within them, with a persistent spark of blazing fire ready for anything. A devil and an angel in her eyes.

	Danica attended primary school and learned nursing, a skill she used during the 20th-century wartime events in Montenegro. During the Great War, she met Georges, a Frenchman, and after the war they crossed the ocean and chased the dream in America. Few emigrated then, but for Danica, it wasn’t a question—she was determined. She cared little for her parents’ pleas for her to stay and marry in Montenegro. She left almost quarreling with them, while she tearfully parted from her sisters, promising to write regularly. She did. Letters arrived every month, and soon dollars followed. Days at home were counted from letter to letter.

	In her letters, Danica described her adventures and misadventures at work, in the streets, travels and events—though she never mentioned her husband or any intimate or family details. Inside Danica, a real inner revolution and struggle was unfolding—unseen in the lively letters that entertained households in Cetinje for years. After months at sea, she arrived in America, but things didn’t go according to the plan. Still, she was determined to succeed and never return home. Everything in her birthplace felt small, insignificant, as if her whole life she had been in the wrong place. Meeting Georges felt like a chance for a better life. She wasn’t passionately in love, but it was a rational move and a real opportunity.

	Georges didn’t survive the journey—he died of lung complications. So Danica entered the new country alone, without family, without knowing the language or anything about this foreign land—but with a burning desire to achieve the American dream: freedom, wealth, happiness.

	As she disembarked the ship, she immediately realized that there was no room for psychological drama or melancholic surrender. She made up her mind to succeed in New York—the greatest city in the world. For her, New York was the center of the world. She found job in a shoe factory, working on the line, learning to handle and care for leather materials. She worked fourteen hours a day, without breaks or meals. She saved enough to resell leather, and soon enough she opened a small leather workshop. She hired two women, also immigrants from Eastern Europe. They worked tirelessly, and within a few years Danica became her own person. She secured an apartment, a business, food, and at one point employed over fifteen people. She was cold, beautiful, fair—and calculating.

	Only occasionally, in the late hours of the night, the shadow of darkness would carry her back to the small, dilapidated house in Cetinje, and she would think of her own: Are they alive and well? Do they think of me? But she didn’t linger—she wanted to sever all ties to Montenegro and Cetinje. Everything there had been painful, full of lack, poverty, and an absence of wholeness. 

	In her late thirties, on a trip to Alaska, she met her husband, an American. He was captivated by her ability, spiritedness, liveliness, and determination. She coud laugh like the happiest child enjoying the attention of grownups. John was ten years older, and with him she experienced a second youth. He offered her security, even a form of love and loyalty. They stayed together until the end, doing business and traveling around the world. Danica never wanted to set foot in the Balkans under any circumstances. She sent postcards and letters from everywhere, and her family kept them as precious amulets. She didn’t settle in any city—she passed through the world like the wind, unattached.

	She considered New York her base, everything was accessible, everything was within her reach. She felt like a citizen of the world, yet also in a role—one that forced her to suppress all emotional response. She focused only on external pursuits—attending shows, premieres, operas. Though it didn’t fulfill her deeply, it added color to her public performance. She was very beautiful and unusual, with progressive ideas and a keen interest in science and new fields. In her free time, she attended the “Mystery” society, where members exchanged knowledge, experiences, and stories about the world’s origins, America’s future, and global change. Her husband wasn’t very interested in it, but supported her by introducing her to various social circles. Over time, she stopped writing to her sisters entirely and seemingly forgot Montenegro. She lost her accent—one would think she was a native American.

	Yet, over the years Danica became more aware of the emptiness within. She tried to fill it with circles of people, friends, events, travels—but returned home more tired each time. Every story felt the same, every friend identical—nothing brought true excitement. She handed her business to a manager and fully withdrew. John suffered a heart attack at around the age of eighty, leaving Danica widowed a second time, truly alone amid many friends, though truly she had only many acquaintances. She felt no closeness to anything or anyone.

	Eventually, her mind wandered to what her life might have been if she’d stayed in Montenegro. She was alone, time moved slowly, and her thoughts carried her far across the ocean. There, however, she could never find solace. The faces of her parents faded from her soul... She couldn’t picture her sisters now—would they have families? Are they happy? Are they mothers? Once she thought to pack and visit, but the thought passed. She didn’t know what she’d find, nor where to go, nor to whom.

	Years passed and Danica approached her final moment. She spent it in a nursing home on the banks of the Hudson River in New York. She called a nurse and dictated a letter to her homeland in Cetinje, to be sent after her death. She entrusted in it:

	“My dearest, this is your lost daughter and sister Danica writing. It’s been nearly sixty years since we saw each other. Maybe no one in the family is alive anymore. If anyone is, I’m sending this from my deathbed at the nursing home in New York. I fled from all of you and from Montenegro without looking back. I couldn’t breathe there. Everything oppressed and suffocated me. The hard, poor life with no chance for change was not an option for me. The pressure, the limitations killed me, suffocated me... Lovćen squeezed me, Cetinje crushed me.

	I wanted to see the world—and I did.

	I wanted to succeed—and I did.

	I wanted to travel—and I have.

	I wanted to learn—and I have.

	Yet I did not realize that no matter where I am or with whom, my sorrow travels with me. It first appeared as a void, a blank space inside, which I tried to fill with events, dresses, happenings, travels. For a moment it disappeared, but returned like a ghost in the darkest hours before sleep, when no one can occupy my mind. That sorrow grew and consumed me wholly. Sometimes I would dim it with strong drink, a call to an acquaintance, or simply pass out in bed, despairing until dawn. Over time, I became a stranger to myself—alienation is the greatest estrangement. I knew neither who I am nor what I am. I believed I wouldn’t return, for I thought that sorrow was seeded by my birth and my life in secluded Montenegro.

	Yet living in a great city, at the center of the world, I tried to wash it away—but the burden is internal and cannot be seen with the bare eyes. The affliction is in the soul and only grows. It became so strong that I surrendered to it, despite disdain. Everything irritated me; everyone seemed stupid and boring. Sometimes I remembered the small kitchen table where Mother kneaded bread. I hated that bread, hated that table. Then sorrow and sadness and tears and spite would take hold—and then laughter. Oh, how ridiculous I must have felt to myself! I often thought: ‘Fortunately I have no children,’ for I would have to live by certain rules, like Grandma and Mother—they had to put others before themselves. They had no right to sorrow or internal turmoil, yet that turmoil raged and devoured them. What if I had to show a merciful, kind face to others, while worlds battled within me? Why so much unrest? Why this storm? Who sparked it? Where is peace? I lived and achieved everything I wanted—yet I didn’t find peace. What does that mean? Peace isn’t external, it can’t be felt or bought. Peace must be found within, through acceptance of what we received and encountered on this life path. That wisdom comes too late now, when it’s already too late for any change. Still, I surrender to the light with the knowledge of my illusions—that by condemning everyone else, even my own mother, I separated from myself and became unknown to myself.

	I close my eyes now and send greetings to any living descendant of Vlado Popović from Cetinje and leave all my property to the Girls’ Institute in Cetinje, as a humble contribution to a noble purpose.

	Your lost daughter and sister,

	Danica Popović Potter.”

	And so Danica died, and this letter came into Vera’s hands by chance. She showed it to no one, for it would have cast a shadow on Danica’s success, her freedom, her independence—all that she had prided herself on. Vera didn’t want to ruin Danica’s image in Ana and Irina’s eyes, for she had been the woman who feared nothing, who had succeeded at everything she set out to do. In the years that followed, Irina will discover the letter, helping her to accept herself—and for Ana, it will open pathways to self-knowledge and spiritual uplift.

	 

	1.3. Vlado

	 

	Who was that hated and difficult Vlado Popović, Vera's father, Ana's grandfather, Irina's great-grandfather? Was he so cold-blooded and arrogant? He was born at the end of the 19th century, when the state of war was considered the only state of affairs in Montenegro. What was important was that you were useful to the family and your brotherhood, that you did not tarnish the reputation and honor of the name, and what you personally thought or felt was of no interest to anyone, nor was it welcome to be shared. Tribal consciousness is what shaped Vlado, but he still had some inner sense of empathy towards the others. From a young age, he was clearly expected to be an honorable representative of his family and of course, to continue the bloodline through his numerous male descendants. He was not educated, instead of a pencil, he immediately took up the rifle and warfare.

	After the Berlin Congress in 1878, it seemed that freedom and progress were smiling at Montenegro, and Vlado married Marija in 1898 on the wings of those expectations in the following years. She was the daughter of a good friend of Vlado's father, who lived in the mountains. He saw her for the first time on her wedding day. She was beautiful and modest, she didn't even look at him during the wedding. Over time, they began to communicate very briefly and only about things related to the household and the organization of work. Then the children came.

	Danica was their firstborn. The sadness that she was not a boy filled their hearts, but only for a short time, because there is a golden saying: "First daughters, last sons, so that two evils do not meet in the house." But in the following years, only girls were born, and Vlado and Marija became desperate and lost. Marija even became furious and angry at the existence of her daughters and did not find in them the joy of motherhood, but a constant reminder of her failure and misfortune. Vlado suffered in silence, considering himself deeply disgraced. However, from time to time, various thoughts and ideas would pass through his head, after all, what can he do, God's will is as it is and it cannot be questioned. Nevertheless, the pitiful looks of acquaintances and relatives deeply affected him and brought him back to the harsh reality in which his hearth is extinguished. No one could understand his sadness, nor could it dilute or reduce it. The sadness was deep, essential, it targeted his very being. Marija's grief was different, she was angry, because she felt that not only her husband, but the entire family and relatives, were putting the burden of ending Vlado Popović's family name. She is being blamed for something that is not her fault. After all, what kind of curse might the Popovići be carrying, when they can't get a male descendant? Anger simmered in her for years, and the relationship with Vlado was as if it didn't exist.

	Time passed in the field, barn and cooking, when there was something to cook. They got old too fast and sadly. They haven't even got to know the children, but grown girls have already appeared in front of them. They communicated the most with Danica, as well as with Milena - the second oldest sister. They were aware of the other girls in some ignorance. Vlado isolated himself from everyone, and soon the time came to go to war. He saw this as salvation, and gladly joined the army in the most difficult positions. The girls stayed with their mother in the house, taking care of the wounded and refugees, as well as the household.

	During the war, Vlado felt alive again, as if no one knew about his shame and pain, so he could express his courage and bravery there. He started talking to his comrades, even joking. He showed great wit, he brought a cheerful spirit to the company. On one occasion, he saved a Herzegovian, named Petar, from the certain death, who happened to be near him without a weapon. Vlado did not think for a moment what to do, he threw himself into the protection of the unknown man. Later, when he thought about that event, he attributed it to the heroic Montenegrin blood, but still, somewhere at the bottom of his soul, he felt that it was also a call to do something that counted and for which the world would remember him. He felt that it was bringing him back to life.

	After that, he distinguished himself in every situation by going first, volunteering for every dangerous task, and finally he received the Order of King Nikola for his bravery. Celebrated among his friends, he forgot about the atmosphere and the situation at home and didn't even think about it. It is as if he is some other man in his torment, whom he left in the past, while he is a war hero who is not afraid of anything and whom the people admire. But the war is over, so it's time to go home. He was changed, he could not return to the old, mournful Vlado who is mournfully looked at on the street, in whose house his gaze is avoided, where the children hide from him, and his wife secretly despises him and does not understand him. In the war, he felt alive, needed and appreciated. He felt that he had a sense of humor, that he was adorned with courage, that he could help and was worthy of any honor.

	But he had nowhere to go, so he headed towards Cetinje. The house was smaller than he remembered, and in front of him were unknown young girls. He couldn't believe they were his daughters. He was gone for less than two years, and they changed like that. Marija seemed older and more tired. In the first days, people from the neighborhood and relatives came to visit, so the discomfort in the house was broken a little... In time, he, Marija and the girls stayed again. But it was like being in someone else's shoes. He didn't know what to do now, whom to talk to. How can he laugh, why? He was left with memories of war incidents and accidents, and he spent his time in those thoughts, irreversibly distancing himself from his family, to whom he would remain a stranger for the rest of his life.

	The time of the Great War came, but he was already tired of such an undertaking, so he stayed home. Danica and Milena, as the oldest, worked as nurses, Danica even at the front. That made him especially happy, it gave him a certain amount of pride and satisfaction. But the time of famine came quickly, and they lived through it the best they could. They reached the end of the war stripped of everything  and sent Danica to America with some sadness in their hearts, because both Vlado and Marija knew that it was the last time they would see their daughter. Requests and orders were in vain , Danica was implacable. She didn't even want to hear about staying in Montenegro. Danica was already 19 years old, she was already mature, educated, and an experienced participant in the war.

	Vlado recognized a trait in Danica that reminded him of his return home from the last war. He recognized the quiet contempt on her face. Along with contempt, he also saw hatred and, even, disgust towards his family, towards him, towards Montenegro. She despised everything - him, her mother, and her family home - she had had enough of everything. She couldn't stay there for a moment longer... And who is he to stand in her way now, when he himself would have given everything if he didn't have to return from the last war, if he could have stayed somewhere far away, without obligations to anyone from home and free to be what he thought was right. He recognized the same feeling, the same need in Danica. Although she never said it, he saw that it was the same anxiety and restlessness with which she would not be able to survive in this rugged karst of Cetinje. Then he stopped restraining her and silently gave her his blessing to go and not return. Danica left. Marija withdrew even more into herself, the other girls took care of the house.

	In the following years of solitude, Marija died leaving a bitter mark on the family legacy, and Vlado could no longer endure the feeling of failure and anger he felt towards Marija. Besides, he didn't want to be a burden to others. Milena stayed with him until the very end, she was the only one who did not marry. He suffered a stroke and spent the last months of his life immobile. Milena took care of him, and he wanted to end his suffering and die as soon as possible. But dying is not easy either - especially when the body is broken and weak, and the mind is tormented by very vivid memories and all that it wanted to forget and repress.

	In those months, the whole life he lived unfolded in his head, but the most vivid memory remained his wedding day, when he saw Marija for the first time and the hope he had then for family happiness and warmth. Another important and strong memory that tormented him is Danica. The memory of the contempt she directed at her father and mother, of her undisguised desire to leave as soon as possible at any cost, at the cost of never coming back and never seeing them again. He named Danica, his first daughter, after a star, because he thought that she would always find her way home that way. Danica, the first joy, because he could not even imagine that he would not have male descendants. Danica, nurse, participant in the war, saved and helped many. Danica - hers, and his. The more he thought of her, the more contempt she harbored and showed at parting turned into hatred and disgust. Did she loathe her father? What was she thinking? He would occasionally think of his other daughters, but without such a strong feeling of pain that tied him to Danica. Marija gave him the ultimate blow with her death and the ease with which she decided to take that step.
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