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NARRATOR:

00:02:20

Following obsessively the traces
of a photo may lead us very far –
even to the other corner of the world.

It all began with a bet in 1999.
Eszter and Phil were leafing

through an old issue of Paris Match

dating back to November 1956.
The cover image of the Hungarian

revolution fascinated both of them.

This young couple looked

hopeful, yet worried,

optimistic, and determined.
Who were they? Were they lovers or

the revolution brought them together?

What has happened to them?

Have they survived those days at all?

Is it possible to find them
after all these years?

0:03:16

We had two starting points:

the photo was taken in Budapest,

and it was published in Paris.

In the Budapest archives
we looked for other pictures

of the same couple from this period.
This is how we ended up in the

Historical Archives of

the Hungarian State Security.

This is where those photos

were kept that helped the police

persecute the rebels after

the revolution was put down.

The pictures were found on rolls

from confiscated private cameras

or gathered from Western magazines.

Among them we found the

Paris Match picture and there were

also photos of the girl alone,

appearing without the boy.

ESZTER:
0:04:00
“Married counter-revolutionary

couple in the 8th district.“

NARRATOR:

0:04:13
We published some of these pictures

in a Hungarian daily, Népszabadság.

We hoped that somebody would

come forward: relatives, friends,
fellow rebels

or the couple themselves.
In Hungary, after the revolution,
in the Kádár era,

the Paris Match photo was used as

propaganda against the armed rebels.

FELIRAT: “Criminals in arms“ - 0:04:35
While in France, it became a moving
emblem of the fight for freedom.

The paper did not specify

who took this particular picture.

Paris Match had two photographers

working in 1956 in Budapest:

Jean-Pierre Pedrazzini and Franz Goëss.

On 30 October, 1956,

the day the photo was taken,

Pedrazzini was fatally wounded
on Köztársaság square, and

Franz Goëss did not remember who

exactly might have taken the photo.

FRANZ GOËSS:

… (Franz Goëss angol szövege 0:05:13-tól 0:06:44-ig) …

FELIRAT: BUDAPEST, FRANZ GOËSS - 0:05:32
“You have to give the maximum.“
NARRATOR:

0:06:44
On the contact sheets, there were

the names of Pedrazzini and Goëss.

Then, the daughter of the former
Paris Match director, Eléonore Thérond,

informed us that she had found some

original 1956 prints that revealed:

the photos were taken by a freelancer

American photographer, Russ Melcher.

FELIRAT: PARIS - 0:07:10
In the archives of the Paris Match,

we found the complete series of photos

taken in 1956 in Budapest by Melcher

and his colleague, Dominique Berretty.

FELIRAT: FERNANDE RICORDEAU - 0:07:30
FERNANDE RICORDEAU:

0:07:30
Right, this is it.

Five, six, seven, these are the archives.

PHIL:
And the pictures by Melcher…?
FERNANDE:
Here are the photos by Melcher and Berretty.

0:07:49
The Revolution of 1956…

Yes, this must be it.

Melcher, Berretty, that’s it.

There are some prints and then

there are the contact sheets, too.

PHIL:
0:08:20
This is it.

This is interesting. Even their names

are here: Melcher and Berretty.

FERNANDE:

The entire history of the picture

is written on its back.

The categories, the captions…

PHIL:

… the dates of publication…

Oh yes, ‘76, ‘79.

I knew it was published in ‘76 but
I didn’t know about ’79, interesting.

FERNANDE:

0:08:44
Here you have all the frames.
PHIL:

This is how it first appeared

in the Paris Match.

They cropped the butt of the rifle

and some of the hand, too. Like this.

NARRATOR:

0:09:03
This is Russ Melcher’s first visit

to Budapest since October, 1956.

FELIRAT: BUDAPEST – 0:09:07
… (Russ Melcher angol szövege 0:09:14-től 0:10:00-ig) …

NARRATOR:

0:10:00
Just like during the revolution, Russ
Melcher again stayed at Hotel Gellért.

The next day, precisely 48 years

after the original photo was taken,

he walked through the same route

as he did on 30 October, 1956.

… (Russ Melcher angol szövege 0:10:15-től 0:17:00-ig) …

NARRATOR:
0:17:06
Russ Melcher told us

that in November 1956,

the Italian newspaper, Epoca, also

published one version of the photo.

He remembered that

some other pictures of the girl,

taken by an Italian photographer
later in Austria, also appeared there.

That was true. The November 18 issue

of Epoca we found even those pictures

that we first saw in the Archives of

the Hungarian State Security.

So we visited in Milan the person

who took that series of photos:

the famous Italian photographer,

Mario de Biasi.

FELIRAT: MILAN – 0:17:46
PHIL:

0:17:54
Hello, Mr. de Biasi.

DE BIASI:

Welcome.
PHIL:
I have the issues of Epoca with me.

DE BIASI:

Excellent.

0:18:07
“Press“ – that was written on the car.
On the other side..., how do you say

it in Hungarian “Italian journalist“?

FELIRAT: MARIO DE BIASI – 0:18:15
PHIL:
“Olasz újságíró.“

DE BIASI:
“Olasz újságíró.“

On the other side: “Press“
Everybody was staring into the car.

PHIL:

Did they give you a warm welcome?

DE BIASI:
Oh, yes, as you can see.

PHIL:
0:18:32
These are your first photos. You took

them coming out of the Hotel Danube.

This is where the roll starts. You
were in your small Fiat, weren’t you?
DE BIASI:

Yes, I was.

PHIL:

You realize a group there, you stop

and start taking photos.

The first photos you took

in the streets of Budapest.

DE BIASI:

Yes, in Budapest.

PHIL:
And there, you can see the girl with

the bandage, there’s the white patch.

She’s with the boy, a young lad

in a hat, with a machine gun.

So you too took pictures of them but
they were not published at the time.

And among these prints there is

the photo of the couple.

Clearly, it was taken on the same day,

they‘re wearing the same clothes.

The two pictures might have been

taken only 30 minutes apart.

DE BIASI:
(Yes, after that.)
PHIL:
That’s an amazing coincidence.
DE BIASI:

0:19:44
We got back to Milan and made the

layout for the article.

Then I went to Vienna. I wanted

to see the other side of the border.
And I did the other report.

PHIL:

So you returned to Vienna.
DE BIASI:

Yes, with the latest issuse.

PHIL:
Fresh from the press.

DE BIASI:
Everybody was looking at it

saying “Mario, this is incredible!“

PHIL:
Then you arrived in Eisenstadt.

DE BIASI:
Yes, and there I met refugees
from Budapest. 
Here they are.

This is what I found there.

They are holding the Epoca in

their hands, they are looking at it.

PHIL:
Here are all the photos

you took for this report.

And among the refugees…
DE BIASI:

I found the girl there, too.

PHIL:
Did you and Mauri recognize her?
DE BIASI:

Yes, of course, we did.

Nice girl, she was.

PHIL:

0:21:02
In these pictures we can see

a whole group of young rebels.

You gave them the newspaper…

DE BIASI:
Yes, and they are all looking at it.

PHIL:
They are telling stories and

Mauri is making them laugh.

DE BIASI:
Yes, she is smiling.

PHIL:
Here she is smiling, even laughing,

and then, suddenly…

Massimo Mauri apparently

asked her something.

DE BIASI:
She becomes sad
because the boy died.

NARRATOR:

0:22:22
We learned the first facts about

the girl from the Epoca article.

Her name was Yutka, she was 19,

and she worked as a textile worker.

It also became clear: the boy died
during the fighting,
even before the photo first appeared.

His name was Gyuri.

Meanwhile, having read our article

in the paper, a man called

Mihály Mlinárcsik came forward.

He said he met Yutka in an
Austrian refugee camp.
FELIRAT: CSÁSZÁR – 0:22:48
Her full name was Julianna Sponga.

MLINÁRCSIK:

0:22:53 
FELIRAT: MIHÁLY MLINÁRCSIK – 0:22:57
On this very day, 48 years ago,

in the morning of November 6th,

we said goodbye to our friends,

and the five of us, room mates,

walked through the border.

We didn’t follow the crowd

not to get into any trouble.

We knew the forest quite well,

so we crossed the border there.

0:23:18
They gathered us from there,

and took us to a refugee camp.

We spent a few days there. Once, I

met some people in the corridor:

a group of men and women,

and some journalists appeared, too.

There were some photographers

as well, taking pictures of them.
So I saw this group, I was
standing a few meters from there.


I didn’t know them back then, but I

could see they were being interviewed.

Yutka was with them.

She didn‘t belong to them originally,

she joined them on the way,

and this is how she got there.

Then we had to

choose a country to go to.

Me and my friends, we decided to

go to Switzerland.

At the border of Switzerland and

Liechtenstein, they washed us clean –

sheepishly we were standing there,

naked, and let those serious-looking,

elderly ladies wash us

with their washing gloves.

Later I understood that one of them

was the Princess of Liechtenstein.

Then, washed clean, we could enter

Switzerland.

This was our group;

there were about a hundred of us
that could enter
the canton of Neuchâtel.

Things got interesting 
when we saw the newspaper 
and the report from Budapest

with Yutka in it.

We immediately realized it was her,

“Wow, this is you, tell us your story.“

And so she told us that

she took part in the fighting but

she didn’t go into great details
about what she did.

There was that wound on her face,

she even asked me

to bind it up more than once.
It was quickly getting better.
I don’t know

what kind of injury it was.

It was some kind of a cut, by a

shrapnel or a piece of brick, or what.

The scar would disappear completely

by the middle of December.

0:25:39
We kept telling Yutka, “You are a star“

because of the newspaper article.

And so this, somehow, got her in

the center of attention.

Everybody was asking her about this

since she was the only one
with photos in the papers. A celebrity.

0:26:01
We asked Yutka who the boy was.

She told us he was just

a casual acquaintance of hers.

They met only then and there

when the photo was taken.

She also told us that he had died

in the fighting,

because we asked her why they

didn’t leave the country together.

She said, no, he died during the

fighting.

0:26:27
One word on how Yutka

and us got closer:

this group of people

was quite mixed.

Even if we say today

that they were heroes,

yes, they must have fought

with honour,

but in peace time, like it or not,
they couldn‘t behave.

They went out to town,

made a big noise, fist fights;

the police came to our place

regularly.

I can’t tell you exactly who those

two or three people were

that caused the ruckus back then.

At night we slept, happy to be

in peace. If we heard something

on the corridor, we peeped out

but we didn’t care really.

ESZTER:

0:27:15
What kind of girl
do you think was Yutka?

MLINÁRCSIK:

She was a little bit reserved,

distrustful even, I would say.

She wasn’t a loud, open person.

It took her some time to start

talking about herself.
She didn’t seek attention.

Maybe she was embarrassed by

the somewhat unwanted fame
the newpapers brought her.

She was a shy girl,

of the introvert type, I’d say.

NARRATOR:

0:27:49
In 1957, Mihály Mlinárcsik
returned to Hungary.

Another eye witness, Bálint Basilides,

who also took refuge in Switzerland,

returned to Hungary after

the change of regime.

FELIRAT: BUDAPEST – 0:27:54
He was still a child when he

met Yutka in November 1956.
FELIRAT: BÁLINT GÉZA BASILIDES – 0:28:05
BASILIDES:

0:28:05
With my sister and my mother,

we went to Neuchâtel.

We saw a lot of Hungarians in Vienna,

I met Yutka on the train.

She had a nice but also a firm

and particular look in her eyes.

I was only 12, she was about 20.

To me, she was an adult.

And at 12, you are concerned

in the company of adults.

We were told about Neuchâtel.

My mother remembered that

Rousseau lived in Neuchâtel, too.

She said, “If Neuchâtel was alright

for Jean-Jacques Rousseau, it’ll do.“

She made this decision, while we were

travelling with some young people.

They talked a lot with my mother,

and finally, they said,

“If you go to Neuchâtel,

we will go with you.“

We were placed in an old building.

With its wide corridors,

it felt like a hospital.

We got our rooms. There were iron

beds as if we were in a hospital.

It was a little bizarre.
To me, Yutka was quite strange.

She used rude words

and I was not used to that.
I remember, I even said to my mother,

“This girl is a bit vulgar.“

She said, “We cannot choose the place

we are born.

We don’t know what she’s been through,

she’s a nice girl, let us not judge her.“

This made me even more curious

about her.

Yutka talked more and more

with my mother.

0:30:05
Our first Christmas in Switzerland.

This is Marika, Ernő,

Ágnes, my sister, and me.

They were very kind to us.

This article is about the day

they took us to a toy store

and gave us plenty of presents.

In Hungary they think

we had an easy life there

while they suffered

back home.

I can assure you

that it wasn’t the case.

Those were hard times.

It wasn’t as easy to assimilate

as some might think.

Both the mother of Marika and Ernő

and my mother committed suicide

in Switzerland in ten years‘ time.

NARRATOR:

031:06
We followed the traces to Switzerland,

to the canton of Neuchâtel.

We asked journalist Rémy Gogniat
to place an article about Yutka

in the local papers, hoping that

someone would come forward.

It turned out that the local press
reported on the refugees in 1956.

In the archives of a Neuchâtel paper,
we found the first traces

of Yutka’s Swiss years.

FELIRAT: NEUCHÂTEL – 0:31:21
GOGNIAT:

0:31:31
FELIRAT: RÉMY GOIGNAT – 0:31:31
My glasses.

PHIL:

This is 13th of November.
GOGNIAT:
Oh, yes, here it is.

There were already articles

at the time: „Chaos in Hungary.“

„More and more refugees arrive

at the Austrian border…

…heartbreaking.“

PHIL:

What is more, Pedrazzini spent his

student years in Neuchâtel.

GOGNIAT:

Ah, really! He had studied

in Neuchâtel, indeed.

PHIL:

The death of Pedrazzini…

let’s see…

because they arrived on 13th,

so the next day it must have featured

in the local press.
Here it is, the November 14 issue.

GOGNIAT:

“The moving arrival of 72 Hungarian

refugees in Neuchâtel last night.“

PHIL:

To be countinued on page 12.

GOGNIAT:

Page 12.

PHIL:

Look!

GOGNIAT:

Oh, yes, here it is. “Young girl with

an arm sling and a bandage on her face…

She’s holding a newspaper

with a photo of herself 
surrounded by other young people

during the street fighting.“

PHIL:
She says, “There were 200 of us,

and we fought,

till there were only 12 of us left.“

“This pretty girl, at her age,

should be dancing

or going out with her fiancee.

She traded her dance card for a gun –

it wasn’t her wish but she did it anyway.“

NARRATOR:

0:33:03
From the archives in Neuchâtel,
we went to La Chaux-de-Fonds,
to the editorial office

of the local paper.

FELIRAT: LA CHAUX-DE-FONDS – 0:33:04
GOGNIAT:

Here you are.

It was a long article on page 2.

Here is the article in question

with Julia,
 or Yutka, as you call her,

and her Swiss friend.

We asked the readers, “Does anyone

know these girls?“ 
And then, a bus driver called,

“Of course, I know Yutka,

when we were young, and she was

here, we were going out together.“

Whatever that means…

PHIL:

A young guy from La Chaux-de-Fonds.
GOGNIAT:

Exactly. He knew Yutka well.
Well, that’s it. Good luck!

PHIL:

Thank you.
ZAUGG:

0:33:59
FELIRAT:  FRITZ ZAUGG – 0:33:59
I was a student here, in this area,

there was the workshop.

On the right. I worked as a

vehicle glazer. I started in ’58.

I met Yutka in ’60,

she worked nearby.

There used to stand the old

Steinmann weaving factory.

Yutka was working around here.

The windows were that high.

So, we were standing there

for a half an hour,

chatting away pleasantly

with my sister and Yutka.

Then we introduced ourselves,
and after that I went to pick her up

almost every evening.
This is how it started.

ESZTER:

0:35:04

Do you think 

she was in love with you?

ZAUGG:

I don’t know.

ESZTER:

You don’t know. Because I can see 

that you were in love with Yutka.

ZAUGG:

Oh yes, I was. But Yutka, 

she wouldn’t tell.

ESZTER:

She wouldn’t tell.

ZAUGG:

She would only smile, 

always smile.

Once she said yes, 

then she said no.

Those were the good times.

0:35:33:

We often came here on Saturdays,

Sundays, whenever we were free.

Back then we worked 

on Saturdays, too, unlike today.

Yutka worked on Saturday morning, too.
We could meet on Saturday 

afternoon and on Sunday.

PHIL:

So you went to pick her up from work.

ZAUGG:

Yes, I did, sometimes I even

forgot to have lunch.

I was in a hurry to get to her.
Then we ran home

 not to waste any more time.

She loved the waltz.

PHIL:

Did you dance the waltz with her?

ZAUGG:
Of course, I did. I loved dancing.

ESZTER:

In her room?

ZAUGG:

In the kitchen.

0:36:12
We never went 

to town to party. Never.

Her folks wouldn’t like it.

PHIL:

The Etters?

ZAUGG:

They didn’t like it.
PHIL:

Did the Etters treat Yutka 

as if she were their daughter?

ZAUGG:

Yes, a little bit. They were very

kind to her but also very strict.

0:36:54
ZAUGG:

She went into her room.

ESZTER:

... into her room.

ZAUGG:

I followed her, we were alone.

She lay down on her bed, 

I lay next to her.

She had a small binder, like this.

I don’t know if you remember those,

with the strings.

PHIL:
Those small paperboard binders.

ZAUGG:

She kept her newspapers in it.

ESZTER:

... her newspapers. 

Her newspaper clippings.

ZAUGG:

Yes, and they had aged 

and faded with time a bit.

I still remember that photo

taken on a rooftop.

In the paper, she was up on a

rooftop, as I said, with the boy.

PHIL:
With him? Are you sure?

ZAUGG:

Yes, with him.

PHIL:
Seriously?

ZAUGG:

Once she told me he was shot

while they were trying to escape.

But Yutka was able to run away

and that’s the important thing.

ESZTER:

The story she told to Epoca

that the boy died in the battle…
PHIL:
She was there when he died.
ESZTER:

She was there when he died

and later she told you the story.

ZAUGG:

Yes.
NARRATOR:

0:38:18
In La Chaux-de-Fonds, 

we found one of Yutka’s

former colleagues, Maria Soos.

She showed us the house
where the Etters used to live,

 who took in Yutka at the time.
FELIRAT: MARIA SOOS - 0:38:30
SOOS:

0:38:30
This is where Yutka and the

 Etters lived, on the 1st floor.

Here it is. 

That was Yutka’s room.

PHIL:

Which one?

SOOS:

In the middle. The other one

 was the dining room.

And the one in the

middle was Yutka’s.

PHIL:

I see. 

So that window, over there.

ESZTER:

How many years did she spend 

with the Etters? Four? Three?

SOOS:

Three years.

Here is Yutka in the middle,

my daughter,
behind my daughter 

this is my son and this is me.
Look, I was young once, too.

SOOS: 
0:39:19
This is where I used to work. 

I started work here.

We all worked here, 

Yutka, me, the Etters, too.

We didn’t speak the language.

We could only say “Hello“, 

 “Thank you“, “Good evening“.
Nothing else, really.

ESZTER:

0:39:36
You knew Yutka quite well, then.

SOOS:

Oh, yes.

ESZTER:

What was she like?

SOOS:

Well, she was a simple girl.

She wasn’t arrogant,

she would speak to others.

She didn’t speak French either.
But for her it was easier beacuse

she lived with a local family.

I liked her. She was a nice girl.
She was a freedom fighter

like many other kids back then.

ESZTER:

0:40:11

Did she have a gun?

SOOS:

She did have a gun but she

never shot anybody.
At least this is what she told me.
She never shot anybody.
But she did tell me about 

her two brothers.

She said that one of them had

worked for the State Security while

the other one fought on her side.

I asked her,

“What would you have done if you‘d

 met your brother during the fighting?

Would you have killed him?“

She said, “Why not?

He would have killed me for sure.“

That was the revolution.

Brothers against sisters.

0:40:51
Her whole body 

was covered with tattoos.

“God“, I said when I saw it. She

said they’d done it with friends.

Well, that was her company like,

I thought.

ESZTER:

0:41:07
Was she ashamed of her tattoos?

SOOS:

Oh yes, she was very much ashamed.

She always wore long-sleeved clothes,

even in the summer.

She had one of them removed

from her arm. To do that, they used
the skin from her belly. I don’t 

know about her other tattoos.

ESZTER:

0:41:30

Do you remember why

she left Switzerland?

SOOS:

She only said she wanted

to see the world.

Then she left without

saying good-bye to anyone.

She said good-bye to no one.

NARRATOR:

 0:41:48
In the Swiss Federal Archives,

among the documents of the

refugee Julianna Sponga, we

found a Budapest address, too.

FELIRAT: BUDAPEST - 0:41:50
At 32, Jegenye Street, 

the old Sponga home 

does not exist anymore, but

one of Yutka’s childhood friends,

László Zsók, 

still lives next door.

ZSÓK:

0:42:12
They went to the country often. The

family came form Tatárszentgyörgy.

They moved here after the war.

We were friends with the children,

we played together a lot.
The bank of the Danube

was almost completely

free of buildings back then.

We went to swim, played football 

and hide-and-seek.

FELIRAT: LÁSZLÓ ZSÓK - 0:42:26
Childhood was carefree,

especially after the war.

We didn’t have any other

ways to have fun.

I was friends with all of them.

With Pista, with Karcsi –

Karcsi was somewhat 

more reserved.

Because of her age,

and because she was a girl,

Juli belonged to our circle.

They raised her 

as if she were a boy.

She was kind of a tomboy 

and a bit of a daredevil.


As a teenager, like all the

other girls her age,

she was quite pretty,

a wholesome girl.

But they were having

problems with her behaviour.

Her father beat her up

from time to time.

Many times she simply 

disappeared.

They came to our house

to look for her.

Then she would turn up

somehow.

I don’t know how she 

was treated in the family.

We wouldn’t go to her place.
Her father was a strict man,

a „good peasant“ with a moustache,
a rough neck, a strong man.

After the commotion, they

 disappeared without a trace.

They changed their name.
They had problems with the

elder son. I think he worked 

for the State Security, or something.

And then something came

 to light, I don’t know what.

We didn’t dare 

pry into these things,

in those days people were afraid

to gossip.

NARRATOR:

0:44:26
Franz Goëss, the former photographer

of the Paris Match, told us that 

in 1989, he pursued his own

research into the plight of the 

freedom fighters, including 

the people in our photo.

One of his hints directed

our attention towards Australia.

We asked one of Phil’s friends,

Frank Bren of Melbourne,

to look for Yutka in the

other corner of the world.

Thanks to Frank Bren’s 

investigation, the files on 

the immigrant Julianna Sponga

came to light.

She arrived in Melbourne

on 21st of April, 1961.

When we saw Franz Goëss again,

a surprise was in store for us.

FRANZ GOËSS:

… (Franz Goëss, angol szöveg 0:45:06-tól 0:46:23-ig) …

FELIRAT: FRANZ GOËSS - 0:45:11
NARRATOR:

0:46:25

Without luck, there is no research.

And so we set off for Australia.

The sea journey on board the cruiser

Oceania took Jutka two weeks.

We went to Australia knowing

a lot about Jutka’s life in Hungary.

They were poor,

she grew up almost in the streets,

her family came to the capital 
from a small village.

Her illiterate mother, Erzsébet,

was a housewife.

Her father, István, worked

 in the Csepel Metal Works.

The alcoholic father often

beat Jutka, who ran away

from home many times. 
The police arrested her 

three times for vagrancy.

She had four brothers.

Her youngest brother,

9-year-old Feri, was killed

by a Russian bullet on 24th
of October, 1956,
on the first day of the 

Russian military intervention.
Jutka witnessed her brother‘s death.

… (Frank Bren, Mark Beasley angol szöveg 0:47:21-tól 0:49:49-ig) …
FELIRAT:  MELBOURNE
FRANK BREN – 0:47:23
FELIRAT:  MARK BEASLEY – 0:47:35
NARRATOR:

0:49:52
In the suburbs of Melbourne,

there are seventeen Steven Toths.

With the help of Frank Bren,

we found the one who 

married Julianna Sponga

in 1962.

But we never met Jutka. She died

of throat cancer, in May 1990.

She was 53.
During our research, she had become
almost a family member to us.

The news of her death came as if

we had lost a  close relative of ours.
On our way to Steven Toth,

we imagined what her life

had been like in Australia.

We would ask all our

questions from her husband

with whom she spent 

more than half of her life.

FELIRAT: CRAIGIEBURN – 0:51:06

TOTH:
0:51:15
I wanted to pick you up...

ESZTER:

How nice of you.

TOTH:

How are you?
ESZTER:

Eszter Balázs, hello.

PHIL:

Phil Casoar, 

the French journalist.

TOTH:

I’m Steve.

PHIL:

I know.

FELIRAT:  STEVEN TOTH – 0:51:36
TOTH:

I didn’t marry her for her beauty.

She had a nice figure, that’s true.

Other women thought so as well.

She was a hardworking woman.
She wasn’t afraid of work,

she was ready to try new things.

She had courage, always.
She was a good cook, a clean woman.
What more do you need?

The last time I took her

to the hospital

she had blood coming out

 of her mouth.

She was having a shower, when she
cried out, “Pityu, I’m bleeding.“
I hurried to her and gave her a towel.

She put on some clothes quickly

and off we went to the hospital.

That was the end.

She was very ill. She weighed

31 kilos, 68 pounds when she died.

She was very thin.

0:52:46
We worked many different things.
Jutka, of course, helped me. 
For ten years, we worked very hard

to pay the mortgage to be free.
After we paid for the Ashburton

house, we calmed down.
Jutka worked as a waitress,

I was a waiter. 

ESZTER:

0:53:09
When were the children born?

TOTH:

Pityu in ’62, July 3rd,
Laci in October, ’64.
Two years and a few months apart.
Then… I don’t know anything

about Laci, the younger one.

He’s become a drug addict.

He left me because…

he smoked this bloody marijuana.

The house was full of that stink,

I couldn’t breath.

I told him, “If you don’t stop

marijuana, you’ll have to leave.“

“You can choose: the marijuana or

this home.“ He chose marijuana.

He left 5 or 6 years ago.

I haven’t heard of him since then.

Not even a phone call or a postcard.

Is he still alive? Who knows?

Pityu married twice, divorced twice,
and left behind two children

from each marriage.

TOTH:

0:54:28
These are the albums

Jutka had from France.

There are many pictures

that may be interesting.
ESZTER:

Jutka‘s albums from “France“.

PHIL:
He means Switzerland.
ESZTER:

0:54:44
Are they members of her family?

We recognise her brothers...
TOTH:

Yes, her two brothers, 

her mother…

Once we wanted to bring her parents

over but they were afraid of the trip.
This is the family.

PHIL:
This is Maria Soos.
ESZTER:

Maria Soos. This is her colleague

from Switzerland. We’ve met her, too.

TOTH:

This woman?

ESZTER:

Yes, her.

TOTH:

0:55:15
I have photos of her

from newspapers.

She brought them with her,

about the revolution.

Jutka has been through a lot.

I kept telling her, “You should

have been a man.“

Pityu has put on that piece of

 nylon to protect it.

ESZTER:

0:55:42
Did she ever want to go home?
TOTH:

She was afraid of hanging.
She knew she’d be in trouble.

She shot many people.

ESZTER:

She did what?

TOTH:

Yes, she fought with a machine gun.

ESZTER:

Did she tell you that?

TOTH:

Yes, she did.

ESZTER:
Were you the only one

she told this to?

TOTH:

No, no, she told this to everybody.
ESZTER:
In public?
TOTH:

Oh, yeah.
ESZTER:

What was your reaction to that?
TOTH:

She killed Russians not Hungarians.

Everybody killed Russians.

It was the Russians they didn’t like.

0:56:24
ESZTER:

She never spoke about

the young man in the picture?

TOTH:

She showed me all the

pictures when we got together.

But she didn’t say anything about him.
He was another freedom fighter. 
They fought for freedom. 
That’s why they started

the revolution. For freedom.
NARRATOR:

0:56:52
In 1975, Jutka again had

her picture in the papers

but this time it had nothing to

do with the Hungarian revolution:

the Toth family hit the jackpot of 

the Australian National Lottery.

TOTH:

0:57:04
126,000 dollar, 40 cent.
ESZTER:

Was it a large sum back then?

TOTH:

Yes, it was. Money

had good value at the time.

We built a house in a 

very expensive neighbourhood,

and we bought another one in

another expensive area,

in the city center.
So I bought two houses.
We travelled a lot,

we went to Queensland three times.

Once Jutka travelled alone.
And I had three boats.

ESZTER:

0:57:47
Did the children learn Hungarian?
TOTH:

We wanted to teach them

but they wouldn’t.

In school, and in the neighbourhood

we were the only Hungarians.

We spoke to them in Hungarian.

They understand everyday 

language but not 

the difficult words.

ESZTER:

0:58:09
Do you regret that you don’t keep

 in touch with your sons?

TOTH:

 I’m sorry about it but if they

won’t listen, what can I do?
They’re both grown-up men. By the time
I was 40, I owned two houses.

He’s almost 44 and without a house.

0:58:36
Here’s, what’s it called,

the poker machine business.

The poker machine took 

plenty of my money.

NARRATOR:

0:59:16
Nobody knows what’s happened

 to Jutka’s younger son, Laci.

FELIRAT: MELBOURNE - 0:59:19
The elder son does not keep

in touch with his father either.

Still, we managed to find him

finally in the Alfred Hospital

in Melbourne where he works

as a male nurse.

… (Steven Toth Jr. angol szövege 0:59:42-tól 1:08:39-ig, majd stáblista)
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