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Nurgül Sönmez


21.08.1979


Germany


I was born on August 21, 1979 in Werdohl, Germany, in the state of North Rhine-Westphalia. In 1995, I lost my mother as a result of an unfortunate accident. I was more of a mother than a sister to my brother, who was only 8 years old at that time. In 1999, I officially took over the full care of his brother. In 2015, I lost my father as a result of a serious illness. I continue to support and support my brother with the compassion of his mother and father.
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I completed my primary, secondary and high school education in various schools in Germany and graduated in 1995. In order to continue my education and earn my living, I started working as a waiter in 1995. I completed my pre-university education in 1997-1998 (abitur, 13th grade graduate).


After completing my Hotel-Restaurant Specialization Training, which lasted for three years, in 2006, I was entitled to receive the Hotel-Restaurant Specialization Certificate.


After 2006, I started the profession of hairdressing. For many years, I have received all the necessary training in this profession and have received numerous certificates and diplomas.


I completed my undergraduate education in literature with an academic degree in 2011. In the same year, I successfully obtained the Diploma of Authorship from the same university(Diplom Schriftstellerin).


In 2020, I received my Mastery Certificate in the hairdressing profession. In the same year, I completed my master›s degree in this field and added a new one to my diplomas.


[image: ]




[image: ]


AUTHOR'S WORKS


Between 1995 and 2020, she packed a lot of success. During this time, she never made concessions her brother's responsibility and business life. Nurgül Sönmez, who started writing after losing her mother in 1995, wrote countless poems and stories. In addition to her unpublished stories, nearly 2500 of her poems were bought by a composer and nearly fifty of her stories were bought by publishers.


Her first book ANA (Turkish -Book of Poems) in 2014


YASEMİN'İN SAVAŞI in 2015 (Turkish),


YASEMIN'S İNTİKAMI in 2017 (Turkish),


In 2020, the "YASEMIN" book series was revised and published in 2021 as "YASEMİN'İN ÇARESİZLİĞİ 1, YASEMİN'İN SAVAŞI 2, YASEMİN'İN İNTİKAMI 3" (Turkish).


Her work “MATİLDA” (in Turkish) was published in 2021.


Her work “MATILDA” (German) was published in 2021


“1001 GECE YERİNE – Bin bir GÜN” in 2021 (Turkish), In 2021, her works named “STATT 1001 NACHT – Tausend-undein TAG” (German) were published.
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She published the work 'YASEMINS VERZWEIFLUNG 1' (German) in 2022.


'MAAROUF' in 2022 (Turkish)


She published her works named 'MAAROUF' (German) in 2022.


Her work 'MATILDA' (English) was published in 2022.


All works are in preparation for publication in English and Arabic. We are also open to suggestions for other languages upon request.


Her works are real life stories and she continues to support Social Responsibility Projects by donating from the book revenues she has earned.
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Social Donation Activity


Your donation is in safe hands


I would like to donate a certain percentage of the total annual income from the books to charities and those in need.


If you want to be a part of this donation, you can do so


by purchasing my books. My works are available in all


known bookstores. It can be purchased or ordered from


bookstores. You can also order from all online bookstores


worldwide.


To buy a signed book, you can contact me or send me an


e-mail from my social media accounts. Signed books can be


dispatched anywhere in Europe.
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Thousands of voices can be hope for a voice.
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“Life can’t go as fast as a butterfly flapping its wings.”


Matilda! A flower that tried to bloom in the middle of World War II when she was just four years old. Her struggle begins with gloating at people and the terrible blows of life. Unaware of what awaits her next, when she thinks that fear and apprehension are finally over, but life does not proceed as she thinks.


Matilda will never think about giving up after all. She’ll fight because she wants to live, but will she make it? Will she finally be able to throw open her wings and fly?


It’s a real life story!


The traumatic story of a little girl.




I am Matilda,


I was born on March 12, 1941, in a small town in Hesse province. My mother was a housewife and my father was a fabricator. It was factory-related in the second world war. In the years I was born, potatoes and other vegetables from that period were planted in the field. We had seasonal workers. When we were a wealthy family, we had lost all our wealth. My father was not at all happy with this situation. Moreover, I remember from my childhood that he had a very irritable, harsh, and almost dictatorial character. I remember well that you beat my mother a lot. Of course, considering my age today, most of my experiences have been erased from my memory, I don’t remember anymore. But a small image refreshes and reminds me of my past like a spark…


I don’t remember playing the way the kids played because my dad was such a tough guy. I mean, I didn’t have a childhood playing games. I don’t remember when my father had a factory. As far as I can remember from the stories, he had a lot of workers.


We lived in a detached house. We had fields near our house. There was no house other than our house on the right and left sides. During the war, no one had any money anymore. We were living our lives a little more wealthy than other people. Of course, it wouldn’t have been obvious. What he had was confiscated. He was shown on it, everything we had.


Thus, our fields were in constant process. We were away from our games as children. I certainly wasn’t a naughty or coy girl, and the circumstances didn’t allow it anyway.


I felt so sorry for my mother. I don’t even remember the poor woman sitting and breathing. And yet my father would always scold her and even beat her as if it wasn’t enough. Whatever she did, how she did it, she was always wrong, she did everything wrong, according to my father.I also remember him beating me more when I was a kid than scolding me. I know my mother was beaten by my father even when she was pregnant with my sister. He’s wrapped around my mother’s stomach; When I tried to stop him from beating my sister, beating my mother, I was getting my share of beatings. Oh, my poor mother.


And in the middle of the war, he would persecute my mother and me like this. However, it was already persecution to experience the second world war one-on-one. As if that wasn’t enough, we were also subjected to my father’s persecution. Now bombs were falling on our town. We’ve had war in our town before, but bombs like this wouldn’t rain down on us. We couldn’t get out of the house. I remember hiding the guys in the house in the basement of the shed. Maybe my mom had hidden all four guys when the 100-liter bucket barely fit.


We were afraid! The soldiers were relentless. We could not easily move from one room to another at home. We were hiding in closets. Sometimes my father go downstairs to basement through secret and covered hatch under the carpet in kitchen and hide my mother and me next to the supplies in that one-roomed and darkroom. As soon My father would close the lid on us again, lay the rug on him. “We were stepping on sponge not to make noise while walking into downstairs. The slightest sound could be heard from the outside because the soldiers had left no doors or windows in front of the house. The houses were in ruins, there were migrants. It’s cruel for me to even remember those days. Since my father was a soldier, we were in a separate guard. But my father had to make a more specialized function mission. My father was in charge of the “Protection Team”, one of the units formed to act as Hitler’s personal guard. So he was an SS soldier (Schutzstaf-fel). This situation; It was an opportunity and reason enough for the Russian, British and French soldiers to murder my father. That’s why I no longer believe that he is just a military officer. In those days, I didn’t believe it back then, as well.


They have danced attendance on our house to protect my father. Even to this day, I still don’t know the response. We were obeying the curfew. We could only go out with a written and approved document. Even those with approved documents were walking down the street, not leaving much distance between them. They were holding on and fearful. After the bombs were dropped, there was stone soil everywhere, and there were very few houses planted. A loaf of bread was hard to buy. They didn’t leave us any land or crops. The soldiers went over all our crops with their panzers, and they even destroyed them. It was desperate.


When the war started, my father had to join the war because he was also a soldier. In the following years, I learned that he had no cavil to this situation. He was a world-embracing German SS soldier.To tell the truth, my father; He was a Jew and a xenophobic in today’s terms. So my father was a Nazi! He was sent home when he was wounded in the war. Apparently, they thought, “This is no good for us anymore.” The atrocities experienced at home after his return were knee-deep. As if it wasn’t enough for him to be extremely irritable, he also drank alcohol. I remember him beating my mother to death while he was drunk many times. Even the war was a matter of indifference, he didn’t care about anything, his moods and movements didn’t change.


When the date showed May 8, 1945, one night the war was made known. We thought it was a trap for people to go out, so we didn’t go out. We couldn’t believe it and we were very nervous. Because once again the war was made known, and when people started coming out happily from their hiding places, they were all brutally murdered. Woman, man, old, young, child… It didn’t matter who they were or how old they were. All of them were shot without any pity, regardless of their age. It didn’t matter who they were or how old they were. All of them were shot without any pity, regardless of their age. Half the town was slaughtered in this way, and very few people were left alive. We took our place among those who survived.


I was 4 years old when the war ended. My mother was pregnant, and my sister was just about to be born. So there were a number of days to the birth. I have come to this age, but I have never forgotten those days. The date is May seventeenth, the year is 1945 and my sister Isabell was born. She was still tiny. At the time of Isabell’s birth, there was no one but me with my mother. My mother was at home and had given birth to my sister, Isabell, with my help. I had experienced many shocks until then. Being present at my mother’s birth was one of them. I don’t think a child should witness a birth, have to help. At the time of Isabell’s birth, there was no one but me with my mother. My mother was at home and had given birth to my sister, Isabell, with my help. I had experienced many shocks until then. Being present at my mother’s birth was one of them. I don’t think a child should not witness a birth, have to help. Of course, the conditions of that time forced this situation. Who knows how helpless my mother was and how much she suffered. The end of the war did not change anything, we were again under very difficult conditions. Streets; full of shambles and ruins, people were in misery. We had difficulties in finding clean water along with bread. Along with the bread, we had difficulties in finding clean water. We had to use economical everything we found very.


My father took the helm of fields. He was shouting at us and taking my mother and me to work in the fields. According to my father, everything should be done before he said. The fields had to be rearranged, which was to make ends meet for our subsistence. There were only a few people left in our town, and everyone was unemployed. A couple of the people who migrated from the town returned after the war and started working together to develop. The war was literally over now, and the soldiers were whistled from the town. Our fields were not crushed by panzers this time. They had taken turns passing through the bombed-out roads and disappeared one by one.


Although my mother had just given birth two days ago, my father used to drag my mother to work in the potato fields. And of course I’m after them. My father didn’t even care that my mother had just given birth. My mother was working in the field, tying the baby to her back with a piece of cloth. Of course, it wasn’t just one field, all his work, all the responsibility of the house, children, my father... Everything was on my mother. He could only sleep three or four hours a day. Was it enough for all the tiredness? Never! Of course, it wasn’t enough.


When our town was completely free of soldiers, all the townspeople began to come together and carry out the census. I would almost say they went from door to door, but the war left neither a door behind nor a solid house to take shelter in. The scene that emerged as a result of the census was sad, even frightening; The town, which had a population of nineteen thousand, was now three thousand four hundred. Everyone was called to duty in order to develop the town again. The list was kept in order not to waste time; Whoever is successful in which field is assigned to that field. The only way of developing the town is being together and cooperating with eachother. A small part of the migrating families could not even find a house to lay their heads on when they returned. We were all starting our lives over from scratch. Worst of all, there were no more children playing in the streets.




The story and characters are taken from real life.
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Tears in the soul cannot be seen,


they are very still and silent.


And that’s probably why they hurt more.
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CHAPTER 1


Months and years passed.


The town had begun to recover, albeit partially, within three years. Unemployment was at its peak. We could not go to school because there were no workers to repair the school buildings. At least that’s what they told us. Inside a small and devastated building, we were lining up a few chairs and getting primary school education, as much as we could get.


Was it enough?


No!


The irreconsible differences that existed in the house still continued. Even though my sister was only three years old, my father even beat him. He was pitiless!


Some day, my mother was waiting for me with bloodshot eyes and quite determined. I had just come back from that dilapidated building that we saw as a school. I realized that my father had beaten my mother and sister again. My father was not at home when I came home. My mother had put a few clothes of my sister and me in a suitcase-like bag and in haste;”We are going!”she said. She was persistently telling me to be quick. I went with my mother without questioning her. I knew my mother wouldn’t be coming back anymore. As I was leaving, I turned and took one last look, but my mother had never looked back. We were walking quickly away from home.


From time to time, my mother was holding my sister in her arms, occasionally putting her on the ground and holding her arm, we were advancing. After walking for quite a long time, we arrived at the entrance of the town. There was a car waiting there, and when she saw us, a lady got out of the car, took the bags from my mother’s hands, and placed them in the trunk. My mother, sister and I were sitting in the back seat of the car. From time to time, I would look at my mother’s face and get answers to the questions that were running through my mind from her expression.


The vehicle had driven away from town. We stopped in front of the municipality of a city close to it. The lady sitting in the front got out of the car and took quick steps towards the municipality. Not long after, he left the municipality with two women and a man. They approached us and asked us to get out of the vehicle. We’re out! We were asked to follow these two ladies and a man who came. We followed, and it took about six hours.


We were in a very big city. They parked the car in the parking lot of a large building. Together we entered the building that I found huge. The building still bore traces of the war. Some architectural works were done, some places were not even touched. We entered a room inside the building, and one of those two ladies who came with us there started asking my mother questions all the time. Everything my mother said was written without skipping a word. We were now hungry, and Isabell was crying from time to time. The time had passed quite a bit. When the interrogation was finished, we got back in the car and this time they said they would take us to a house.


To my mother while in the vehicle; “Here are the keys to your new house, and this is your rental contract. Your three months’ rent has been paid. If your condition has not improved after three months, I request you to contact me again,” it was said and the necessary deliveries were made.


“Mom, aren’t we going home?” There was no need for me to ask such a question. Because he seemed quite determined never to return home. Yes, my mother was exposed to a lot of violence by our father and suffered a lot. My father was very incompetent, he was spreading poison. Besides being a racist person, he was a really bad person that I can’t even describe.


The people who brought us here, I guess, were people appointed by the state, helping people who are suffering. Good thing there are people like that. Because my father was now unbearable. It was as if I was experiencing the excitement of ending the old life and starting a new life, my heart was wriggly.On my face was the smile of our salvation. We got rid of my father and his violence.
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When I see what you do,


how can I believe what you say?
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CHAPTER 2


My mother, my brother, me and the lady who handed over the house keys to my mother were at the doorstep of our new home. My mother excitedly opened the door, now this was our new home. Of course, this place was not like our detached house. “Nothing going to be the same,” my mother had said. Nothing!


We entered our new home with a different excitement. The sounds of children crying could be heard from the apartment. As if that wasn’t enough, there were those who were fighting. We would hear other people’s voices now, and I wasn’t used to it at all. Since I always live in our detached house, the apartment seemed quite scary to me. Half of the entrance door of our apartment was glass and the neighbors coming down from the upper floor would see our house.


It was quite late, and since they had just reported the electrical work, it could take a few days to turn on. So we would be in the dark and we didn’t even have a gas lamp. We were left in a dark house without looking into the rooms of the house. After that lady left us, she left. We were left alone with darkness and the unknown.


What address and city are we in? Would I be able to start school? These and similar questions were wandering around in my mind. We were stumbling across dark rooms looking for a place to lie down. Even a chair was enough. In fact, I could even sneak on it. We entered the house without ever seeing it. A new life had begun for us now.


Who knows what new innovations we will encounter, and what awaits us from tomorrow?


My father is absolutely insane. My mother was very violent. Of course, not only my mother, but also my father beat us many times. Isabell had beaten her even when she was little. My poor brother. I was afraid, how would life go on for us? I couldn’t wait for tomorrow. The lady who brought us here said she’d be back in a few days. So, what would we eat, what would we drink, where would we sleep until he came? How many days would we wait for the electricity to turn on? Would he bring us a kerosene lamp so that we wouldn’t be in the dark until the electricity was turned on? While these questions occupied my mind, we fell asleep on the concrete floor.


Morning; We woke up in a broken down old house. It was better than nothing, of course, but I wish it wasn’t like this. It was a very old house, survived the war, but fairly damaged. I entered the kitchen, there was no trace of our old kitchen. I was in a tiny, cramped kitchen. There was also a small and old table with rocking legs and only one chair. It was an old building that needed a fire to cook. But at least it had a washbasin. In this kitchen, we were going to light the stove as if we were burning our stoves. There was a cupboard hanging but the door of the cupboard was shaking. Like I said, it was a very old kitchen.


I was trying to be pretty quiet as I toured the house, my mom and Isabell was still asleep. In the flat we are in; there was a room, a living room with a balcony, a kitchen, a toilet, and a long, narrow corridor. My mother did not know how to support the house, as she did not work anywhere other than the field. She was always a housewife. My mother never had a business life.


Isabell woke up and came running to me, followed by my mother came. Before, the breakfast table would be ready every time we woke up. There was not even a single thing to prepare breakfast now. If the lady who brought us came, only then would we be able to fill our stomachs? When I look out the window; “It doesn’t look like our place at all,” I thought.


I was shouting to the outside from the balcony; “We are children of war! We are children of war!” There was no smile or expression on the faces of the people. Everyone’s faces were pale and sullen. The lady who brought us; “Don’t leave the house until I come,” he said. If only he had brought dry bread.


It was almost evening, it was starting to get dark. We hadn’t eaten anything all day, we didn’t have a bite. It was very difficult to resist this situation. Okay for mom and me, what about Isabell? What did you want from that little girl? I wasn’t big either, but I had grown. It was a few days before I turned eight. And if they asked today, I don’t know what it means to be eight years old. To cook? Working in the field? Washing clothes until your hands are peeling? Years of father violence? Staying in the middle of the war? stay hungry? To be a mother to your sister? What was it like to be a child? What was it?


In the evening, without complete suppression, my mother knocked on the neighbors’ doors in the apartment. “My children are hungry! Do you have any bread you can give?” There was no door that he didn’t knock that day. Of course, no one was in a position to give their whole bread. Some gave a slice, some gave nothing. Everyone was miserable. The war brought poverty everywhere. We were all making a small living, trying to live. On the second day, my mother could not stand it again and started knocking on the neighbors’ door in the evening. “My children are hungry! Can you share a slice of your bread with us?” There were those who put their hand on their conscience and shared a slice or two of bread, but no one could give more. Everyone was right in their own way, thinking about the future.


Everyone rolled up their sleeves and tried to develop Germany again. But where would it be held? The war left great ruins behind. There was no house, no school, no hospital, no road. Lots of people were slaughtered. Who would repair what damage?


After a few more days, that lady finally arrived as she promised us. A man carried his shopping bag to our apartment. Lady; “Your electricity goes on after today,” he said. “We brought a truckload of stuff downstairs. Beds, duvets, things that might be household needs. It won’t meet all your needs, but for now there are a lot of things you can use,” he said. People we didn’t know were moving things to our apartment. My mother, Isabell, and I went to the brought shopping bag and attacked everything that could be eaten with hunger. Such is hunger!
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You’ve been


through your toughest times on your own,


so realize how strong you truly are.
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CHAPTER 3


About four, maybe five months had passed. We were well settled in our house, and Isabell was just four years old. Now, a certain amount of money was deposited on my mother per month. The responsibility of Isabell was totally on my shoulders and I was just eight-years-old child at that time. There are four years between my sister and me. Isabell was getting more and more beautiful day by day. But he wasn’t a naughty and timid child like me. The impact of the war was still evident and continued to affect all part of our lifes. Maybe the war was over, but nothing much had changed in our lives. I still couldn’t go to school. The reason for this; was that I had to take care of Isabell. My mom said she worked for a lady in the morning. That’s why only Isabell and I were at home in the mornings. As I said, all responsibility of Isabell was now on me; Everything from getting up in the morning to going to bed at night. I couldn’t even read a fairy tale, even though I wanted to, we didn’t have any books. I couldn’t read it though. I had just begun to read and write in that desolate building where I went for school. If I had continued, I would be able to read and write now. The war had shown its cold face here as well, I could not read it. I would be the son of a factory owner, wealthy, dictator, and Nazi father, if war had not uprooted us. Which was better? Is it pre-war? Post war? Of course, aside from being the daughter of a wealthy family, I would prefer a pre-war and dictatorial father to the war. I wish tens of people were not killed. The war left very bad marks all over the world. The people’s faces were still cold and dulness. It was as if the colors had disappeared and I hadn’t seen a single flower in those days.


My mother had been drinking at home every day now. She also had a boyfriend now. On the days when her lover came, she did not want us to leave our room. Of course, we wouldn’t go out either, but I could tell from the sound of bottles that there was still drinking. After a while their voices began to get louder. Before their voices rose, I would have prepared Isabell for bed. Sometimes, even if it was early, I would do it to protect her. Don’t let them mess with us, we’re children, sleeping quietly in our bed “What did we to do you mom’ it could be with the thought. I’ve been asking myself this question more and more over time.


Months passed and my mother started drinking in the morning hours. He and her boyfriend were in a violent love affair. Of course, there was still violence and fighting at home. When her lover came, we never left our room. Maybe it’s a shame to say it now, in order not to leave the room, but we used to meet our needs in the bucket. Sometimes their smiles were not lessen, sometimes their shouts


We had a female neighbor who lived in the apartment and whose only person he could get along with was my mother. One day, when they were talking to my mother in the kitchen, I overheard them. Our neighbor told my mother that the company she works for would hire more than a hundred male and female employees. “Here, call that number!” he insisted. “You get rid of this irregularity. Remember that you have two children. Since you broke up with your spouse, the responsibility of your children belongs to you. That man is no good to you or your children. As time progresses, the situation will only get worse. In my opinion, act quickly while you can.
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