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Nurgül Sönmez


21.08.1979


Germany








In the years between 1995-2020, she often received awards.


She began writing in 1995 and has written countless poems,


song lyrics and novels. Written based on true events.


The rights to over 50 novels and over 2500 song lyrics were taken over


by various publishers and famous composers.


Now she no longer stands behind the scenes,


but with her works in the middle of the stage.
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AUTHOR'S WORKS


Her first book ANA (Poem - Turkish) was published in 2014


2015 YASEMİN’İN SAVAŞI (Turkish)


2017 YASEMİN’İN İNTİKAMI (Turkish)


2021
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All books have been translated into French and are planned for future book projects. This will be followed by translations into Arabic and Spanish. If there is interest and demand, there will also be translation in other languages.


Her works are based on true events and she continue to support social projects with the proceeds of the books.


Soon also available as audiobooks!









Thousands of voices can be hope for a voice.












“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.












The story and characters are taken from real life.















My name is Matilda, I was born on March 12, 1941 in a small town in Hesse. My mother was a housewife and my father a factory owner. He lost his factory during the Second World War. In the years when I was born, potatoes and other vegetables were grown in the fields. We also had seasonal workers. We were a wealthy family, but we lost everything. My father was not happy about it. I also remember from my childhood that he had a very irritable, strict and almost dictatorial character. I remember that he often beat my mother. Of course, at my age, most of these experiences have been erased from my memory and I no longer remember them. But a little analogy refreshes and reminds me of my past like a spark...


As my father was a very strict person, I don't remember playing like children do in my childhood. I don't remember the time when my father had a factory. I know from stories that he had a lot of employees.


We lived in a detached house and had fields nearby. There were no other houses to the right or left of us. Nobody had any money during the Second World War. We lived a little better than the others. Of course, you couldn't see that from the outside. What we had was also confiscated. Everything we had was transferred to other names. So our fields were always in use. As children, we were away from our games. I certainly wasn't a cheeky or shy girl, and the circumstances didn't allow it.


I felt so sorry for my mother, I can't even remember the poor woman sitting down and catching her breath, and yet my father always scolded her and even beat her. Whatever she did, however she did it, she was always in the wrong, she did everything wrong if my father had his way. I also remember him beating me as a child, not just scolding me. I know very well that my mother was beaten by my father, even when she was pregnant to my sister. I clung to my mother's stomach and when I tried to stop him from hitting my sister or my mother, I was also beaten. "Oh, my poor mother".


That's how he tortured my mother and me in the middle of the war. But experiencing the Second World War alone was cruel enough. To make matters worse, we also had to endure my father's cruelty. Now bombs were falling on our town. There had been war before, but the bombs had never fallen on them to this extent. We were not allowed to leave the house. I remember that we hid the servants in the cellar of the house. Maybe only a 1000-liter bucket would fit, but my mother hid the four men there.


We were afraid! The soldiers were merciless. We couldn't go out the door, we couldn't move from one room to another in the house. We were hidden in the cupboards. Sometimes my father would go down the stairs to the cellar through the hidden and locked hatch under the carpet in the kitchen and hide my mother and me in this one-eyed and dark room next to the supplies. As soon as my father had closed the hatch again, he put the carpet over it. Every sound could be heard from outside, because the soldiers had left neither doors nor windows in the house. The houses were literally in ruins, people had fled in their distress. The memory of those days alone is cruel to me. As my father was also a soldier, we were under special protection, but my father had a special function. My father was a member of the Schutztruppe, one of the units that served as Hitler's bodyguards. So he was an SS soldier. That was a unique opportunity and reason enough for the Russian, British and French soldiers to massacre my father. That's why I no longer believe that he was a simple soldier. I didn't believe it at the time either. They surrounded our house to protect my father. To this day, I still don't know why.


We kept to the curfew. We were only allowed out with a written and authorized document. Even those who had permission walked along the street, close together, without leaving much space between them. They held on tight and were afraid. After the bombs had fallen, everything had been reduced to rubble and there were only a few houses left. It was hard to buy a loaf of bread. We had no more land, no more harvest. The soldiers drove their tanks over all our fields and destroyed them.


The situation was hopeless.


When the war broke out, my father had to go to war as a soldier. In the years that followed, I learned that he had nothing against it. He was one of the German SS soldiers who were known all over the world. Obviously, my father was an anti-Semite and, from today's perspective, a xenophobe. So my father was a Nazi! When he was wounded in the war, they sent him home. Apparently they thought: He's no use to us anymore. When he came back, the atrocities at home were endless. As if it wasn't enough that he was extremely irritable, he also drank alcohol. I remember that he often beat my mother to death when he was drunk. The war was too much for my father too, he didn't care about anything, his behavior didn't change.


On May 8, 1945, one night, the end of the war was announced. We thought it was a trap to lure people out, so we didn't go out. We didn't believe it and were very scared, because the end of the war was announced again, and when the people came out of their hiding places full of joy, they were all mercilessly massacred.


Women, men, old, young, children...


It didn't matter who they were or how old they were. They were all shot, without mercy, without compassion. Half the town was killed in this way, only a few survived. We were among those who survived.


When the war ended, I was four years old, my mother was pregnant and my sister was about to be born. The birth was only a few days away. It was May 17, 1945 and my sister Isabell was born. She was a little girl. She was born without having experienced the war, without having seen what happened. When Isabell was born, nobody was with my mother except me. My mother gave birth to my sister Isabell at home with my help. Up to that age, I had experienced many traumas, and being present at my mother's birth was one of them. I don't think a child should be present at a birth, shouldn't have to help. Of course, the circumstances at the time forced me to do so. Who knows what a desperate situation my mother was in and what she went through. The end of the war hadn't changed anything, we were still living in very difficult conditions. The streets were full of rubble and debris, people were living in misery. We had difficulty finding clean water and bread and had to be very frugal with what we found.


My father went back to the fields. He shouted and drove my mother and me to work in the fields. My father said everything had to go back to the way it used to be. The fields had to be cultivated again, it was important for our livelihood. There were only a few people left in our village and everyone was unemployed. Only a small number of people who had emigrated from the city returned after the war and began to work together to develop the village. The war was really over and the soldiers left the town blowing whistles. This time our fields were not trampled by tanks. They drove through the bombed streets and disappeared one by one.


Although my mother had only given birth two days ago, my father dragged my mother to work in the potato field. Of course I went with her. My father didn't care that my mother had just given birth. My mother tied the baby to her back with a cloth and worked in the field. Of course, it wasn't just the field, all the work, all the responsibility for the house, the children, my father ... Everything weighed on my mother. She could only sleep three, maybe four hours a day. Was that enough for all the tiredness?


No, not at all!


Of course, that wasn't enough.


There was unemployment and people were starving. Food and drink were very hard to come by. Instead of playing and romping around in the fields, I had to work hard even as a small child. We couldn't feed ourselves and the others with just the potatoes and other vegetables we harvested.


When our town was completely cleared of soldiers, all the citizens gathered and began a census. I almost said they went from door to door, but the war had left no doors and no solid houses to hide in. The result of the census was sad, even frightening: the town, which had nineteen thousand inhabitants, had only three thousand four hundred people left. Everyone was called to work to rebuild the town. In order not to lose any time, a list was kept of who was strong in which area and who was assigned to that area. This was the only way to make progress together. When a small number of the emigrated families returned, they didn't even have a roof over their heads. The saddest thing was that there were no children left to play on the street.


A shed with a smile in it is better than a palace crying in it.










CHAPTER 1


Months and years passed.


After three years, the city began to recover, albeit only partially. Unemployment was at its peak. We couldn't go to school because there were no professionals to repair the school buildings. At least that's what we were told. We lined up a few chairs in a small, dilapidated building and received a basic education as best we could.


Was that enough?


No!


There was still great discord at home.


My sister was only three years old, but my father even beat her. He was cruel!


One day, my mother was waiting for me with bloodshot eyes and full of determination. I had just come out of the dilapidated building that served as our school. I saw that my father had beaten my mother and sister again. When I got home, my father wasn't there. My mother had packed some of my and my sister's clothes in a suitcase-like bag and hurriedly said, "We're leaving! She urged me to hurry. I went with her without asking her. I knew my mother would never come back. I turned around and looked back one more time, but my mother didn't look back. We walked out of the house with quick steps. My mother took my sister in her arms, putting her down every now and then and holding her arm. After walking for quite a while, we arrived at the entrance to the village. A car was waiting for us there and a woman who got out when she saw us took the bags from my mother's hand and put them in the trunk. My mother, sister and I sat in the back of the car. From time to time, I looked at my mother's face and read the answers to the questions that were running through my head in her expression.


The car drove out of the city. We stopped in front of the government building of a nearby town. The woman sitting in the front got out and walked quickly to the town hall. It wasn't long before she came out of the town hall with two women and a man. They came up to us and asked us to get out. We did just that! We were told to follow the two women and the man. We followed them and drove for about six hours.


We arrived in a very large town. They parked the car in the parking lot of a large building. Together we walked into the building, which seemed very big to me. The building still bore the marks of the war. In some places, structural changes had been made and other places had not been touched at all. We entered a room inside the building and one of the two ladies who accompanied us began to ask my mother questions. Everything my mother said was written down without missing a word. By now we were hungry and Isabell cried from time to time.


It was already late. When the questioning was over, we got back into the car and this time they told us they were taking us to a house.


When we were in the car, she said to my mother: "Here are the keys to your new apartment and here is your rental contract. The rent for three months is paid. If the situation hasn't improved after three months, I'll ask you to contact me again," and the necessary handovers were made.


I didn't need to ask a question like "Mom, aren't we going home?". Because she seemed determined not to go home. Yes, my mother had experienced a lot of violence from my father and suffered a lot of damage. My father was very unpleasant, a toxic person. Apart from the fact that he was a racist, he was a really bad person who I can't even describe.


I suspect that the people who brought us here were commissioned by the state to help people in need. I'm glad that there are people like that. Because my father's situation was unbearable. It was like experiencing the excitement of ending the old life and starting a new one. The smile of our redemption was on my face. We were free from my father and his violence.


Uncompleted matter;


it’s like a wound that’s not closed or shelled.










CHAPTER 2


My mother, my sister, myself and the lady who had given my mother the keys to the apartment were standing outside the door of our new home. My mother opened the door full of excitement, because this was our new home. Of course, this house was nothing like our family home. "Nothing will be the same," said my mother. Nothing!


We entered our new home with a different kind of excitement: Sounds of children crying emanated from the apartment building. And as if that wasn't enough, people were also arguing. Now we were also hearing other people's voices, and I wasn't used to that at all. As I had always lived in our detached house, the apartment building seemed pretty scary. The front door of our apartment was half glazed and the neighbors coming down from the upper floor could see our apartment. It was already late and as the electricity had only just been registered, it would be a few days before it could be switched on. So we were in the dark and didn't even have a gas lamp. We were left in a dark apartment without being able to see into the rooms. The woman walked away after dropping us off. We were left alone with the darkness and the unknown.


What address, what town are we in? Would I be able to go to school? These and similar questions ran through my head. We stumbled through dark rooms looking for a place to lie down, even a chair would have sufficed. I could even have fainted. We had entered the house without ever having seen it. A new life had begun for us. Who knows what is yet to come, what new things are in store for us, what awaits us tomorrow?


My father must have been crazy. My mother had experienced too much violence. But it wasn't just my mother, my father often beat us too. He beat Isabell when she was very little. My poor sister. I was afraid, how will life go on for us? I could hardly wait for tomorrow. The woman who had brought us here said she would be back in a few days. But what would we eat and drink until she arrived and how would we survive? How many days would we have to wait until the electricity came back? Would she bring us gas lamps until then so that we didn't have to sit in the dark? While these questions were running through my head, we fell asleep on the concrete floor.


We woke up in the morning in an old, run-down apartment. Of course it was better than nothing, but I wished it wasn't like that. It was a very old house, it had survived the war, but it was very damaged. I went into the kitchen, there was nothing left of our old kitchen. I stood in a tiny, crammed kitchen with a small, old table with wobbly legs and only one chair. It was an old building where you needed a fire to cook. But at least there was a sink. We had to light the stove in this kitchen, just like we light our ovens. There was a wall cupboard, but the door wobbled. As I said, it was a very old kitchen.


I tried to be very quiet when I viewed the apartment because my mother and Isabell were still asleep. The apartment we lived in consisted of a bedroom, a living room with a balcony, a kitchen, a toilet and a long, narrow hallway. My mother didn't know how to run the household because she had never worked, except in the fields. She had always been a housewife. She had never worked.


Isabell woke up and came running to me, followed by mom. In the past, the breakfast table was always set when we got up. Now there was nothing for breakfast. We could only eat when the woman who had brought us arrived. When I looked out of the window, I thought: "This doesn't look like our neighborhood".


From the balcony I shouted to the people outside: "We are the children of war! We are the children of war!" There were no more smiles or expressions on people's faces. Everyone was pale and sullen. The woman who had brought us said, "Don't leave the house until I come back." She should at least have brought some dry bread.


It was almost evening, it was getting dark. We hadn't eaten anything all day, nothing had gone down our throats. It was hard to bear this situation. It was fine for mom and me, but what about Isabell? What was fate going to do with this child? I wasn't much older than her, but I had grown. In a few days, I would be eight years old. And if you asked me today, I wouldn't know what it means to be eight years old. Cooking? Working in the fields? Washing clothes until your hands peel off? Years of paternal violence? Being in the middle of a war? Being hungry? Being your sister's mother? What was it like to be a child? What was it like?


Before the evening was completely over, my mother was knocking on the doors of the neighbors in the apartment building. There wasn't a door she didn't knock on that day: "My children are hungry, do you have any bread for them?" Of course, no one could give all their bread. Some gave a piece, others nothing at all. Everyone was in miserable situation. The war had brought poverty everywhere. On the second day, my mother couldn't stand it any longer and knocked on the neighbors' doors in the evening. "My children are hungry, can you share a piece of bread with us?" Some put their hands on their conscience and shared a slice or two of bread, but no one could give more. Everyone was right in their own way and thought about tomorrow.


Everyone rolled up their sleeves and tried to help Germany return to prosperity. But what could be done? The war had left behind huge amounts of rubble. No houses, no schools, no hospitals, no roads. Many people had died. Who was supposed to repair what damage?


After a few days, the woman she had promised finally arrived.


A man carried a shopping bag into our apartment. "You'll have electricity again from today," said the woman. "We've brought a truck full of household items: beds, blankets, household goods. It won't be everything you need, but there are plenty of things you can use for now," she said. People we didn't know brought things to our apartment. My mother, Isabell and I went to the shopping bags and pounced on everything edible with hunger. That's the thing about hunger!


The burden of the world is usually always on the shoulders of women...










CHAPTER 3


About four, maybe five months had passed. We had settled in well and Isabell was four years old. A certain amount of money was now paid to my mother every month. I was responsible for Isabell, and I was only eight years old. My sister and I had an age difference of four years. The war was over, but not much had changed in our lives. I still couldn't go to school because I had to look after Isabell. Mom said she worked for a lady in the mornings. So it was just me and Isabell at home in the mornings. As I said, all the responsibility for Isabell was now mine, from waking up in the morning to going to bed at night. I couldn't even read a fairy tale even if I wanted to, we didn't have any books. If I could have carried on, I would have been able to read and write by now. The war had shown its cold face here too, I couldn't read. I would have been the child of a factory owner, a rich dictator and a Nazi father if the war hadn't uprooted us. Before the war or after the war? Of course, apart from the fact that I was the daughter of a rich family, I would have preferred the pre-war period and the dictator father to the war. People's faces were still cold and dull. The colors seemed to have disappeared and I couldn't even see a flower in those days.


My mother drank at home every day, I can't remember a day off. She also had a boyfriend now. On the days when her boyfriend came to visit, she didn't want us to leave our room.


Of course, we didn't leave either, but I could tell by the sound of the bottles that people were drinking again. After a while, their voices got louder and louder. Before their voices got louder, I got Isabell ready for bed, sometimes to protect her, even though it was still early. We are children, don't we just want to go to bed quietly? I asked myself this question more and more often from time to time. My mother didn't react to this situation either. My mother had also started to scold us all the time. But we weren't naughty, bad-tempered, spoiled children, we never were. Our father's violence, the war and now this situation we were going through didn't allow that at all.


Months went by and my mother started drinking in the mornings. She and her boyfriend had a toxic love affair. Of course there was violence and arguments at home again. When her lover came, we never left our room. Sometimes not to leave the room, it may be a shame to mention it now, but we satisfied our needs even in the bucket. Sometimes their laughter would not stop, sometimes their screams.


We had a neighbor who lived in the same apartment building, and the only person she got along with was my mother. Our neighbor told my mother that the company she worked for was hiring more than a hundred male and female employees. "Take this number and call!" she urged." You'll get out of this situation. Since you are separated from your husband, you are responsible for your children. This man is bad for you and for your children. I think you will have to act quickly." Someone had to speak to my mother in this way. I didn't know if she would or not, but I hoped she would. Mom had gotten the number, so the first step had been taken. If she started working, maybe she would stop drinking in time.


In the meantime, I was still responsible for my sister Isabell. I took care of everything from eating, drinking, sleeping, dressing and bathing. Let's count that as duties. What about maternal affection? What about stroking her hair while she slept? What about putting my little arms around her when she cried and soothing her sadness? Would someone who is a child themselves raise a small child? Maybe not. But I did!


My mother called the company and was hired. They said, "Come right away and get started." She was gone almost ten hours a day. And on Saturdays she worked until midday. My mother was now working six days a week. I was happy, even though I was home alone with my sister for a long time. Unfortunately, my mother hadn't stopped drinking and became more and more aggressive. When she came home at the end of her shift, dinner was already ready for my mother. At first I had problems with our stove, where I had to light a fire, but over time I got used to it. The stove was almost as big as me.


I was like a housewife with a child. As my mother was either at work or with her boyfriend, she was rarely at home.


I don't remember ever going shopping to buy anything for us, let alone anything we liked.


Over time, my mother changed and her behavior towards us also changed. When Isabell woke up at night and called "Mommy, Mommy", she would snuggle up to me without asking for my mother. However, when she cried for mommy, I felt the absence of my mother and cried with my sister. Over time, she began to come home drunk. In this state, without seeing us, she would pass out as soon as she fell on the bed with her clothes on, tumbling from one wall to the other. We were always at home. Somehow I can't remember ever leaving the house. Maybe I do, but I can't remember it. And if we had, who would we have gone with? It was a big city, not like our old town.


My mother hadn't been home for a few days. And even if she had, her presence wasn't with us anyway. On the days she didn't come home, I started to wonder and kept asking, "Where is she?" I was still a child and Isabell had become like my child. I was really scared! I was very worried and concerned about my mother. She came back in less than three days as if nothing had happened. She never hugged me asking "How are you, my children?". "I miss you", she had never inhaled our scent. These sudden, unannounced disappearances of a few days began to become more frequent. Isabell and I were always home alone. I was now nine years old and my sister was a few months away from her fifth birthday.


No one can ease another’s entire burden.But he can help carry it.
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