
MY FAMILY, MY HISTORY (by Guillermo Balmori Abella) 

 

 
- Hi, granny! How are you? 

- Oh, what a surprise! Are you coming for a snack? 

- No, I´m coming to… 

- Aren't you coming for a snack? 

- Ok...go ahead. If you insist, I´ll take something 

- That's what I thought... 

 

While the granny goes to the kitchen, the grandson sits down in the living 

room. He takes out his folder from the bag and looks for a notebook and 

a pen. While his granny prepares the snack, hot chocolate with that 

sponge cake he loves, he begins writing down something in the notebook. 

 

When the woman arrives with the tray, she is surprised to see her 

grandson writing: 

 

- Don´t you turn on telly? 

- Not today, granny. I came to talk to you 

- Are you all right? Did something happen? 

- No, no...I have to make a school project 

- Ok...so you are studying dinosaurs… 

- Don´t talk nonsense! You look great, granny! 

- Oh! Don´t be so flattering!!! You want more than a sponge cake! 

What do you really want? 

 

The grandson lowers his head, scribbles in the notebook and writes 

unreadable symbols in a corner. He doesn't know exactly where to start. 

His granny waits with the infinite patience that only the years and the 

affection give, without making any comment and hardly making any 

noise. 

- Well, you see. I have to do a school work about my family in the XX 

century. I have to talk to my parents and grandparents about how 

their lives were, how they met and that stuff. 

- What gossip your teacher is, isn't she? 

- No! He says he doesn't care about the personal part but that we 

have to ask mainly about what he calls “historical context”. 

- I see. You want me to tell you about old stories and how we lived 

with Franco, don´t you? 

- Yeah, that was the idea but… 



- But what? 

- Well, yesterday my teacher told me a story that is driving me crazy. 

- Driving you crazy? 

- Yes, it doesn't go out of my mind, granny. I actually came to tell it 

to you. And then we´ll talk, ok? 

- All right, I hear you 

 

“It's the story of a girl in her twenties who explains that once when she 

had already finished high school, her old teacher called to ask for her 

grandmother´s phone number. She needed it because an old gentleman 

called her, the teacher, to try to locate her grandmother and she found 

her trail on the internet thanks to a work the girl had done for the school. 

 

- Are you following me? 

- Hardly, but I think so. Go on! 

 

The thing is that the grandmother had already died but the girl was left 

with the doubt, obviously, to know why that gentleman wanted to locate 

her grandmother. She asked her teacher for his phone number and met 

the gentleman to explain it to her. When they met, they were having a 

coffee and watching an exhibition about war children because, I haven´t 

told you, but the girl´s grandmother was a war child. 

 

- Do you know what the war children are, granny? 

- How can I not know, honey? Children who were taken to Russia 

during the war to avoid the enemy. Here, terrible stories about the 

calamities they had to suffer, little angels. 

- That's it! So this woman was one of them. 

 

During the coffee, the gentleman told her that he was actually looking for 

her on behalf of another man, a German who met the grandmother in 

Russia as a young man. It seems that the girl and the German had been 

dating until she came back to Spain in the year 56. 

 

- And as it always happens with men, that's the end of the story. 

They are all the same, in Germany or in Sebastopol. 

- No, granny, let me finish.  

 

When she got here, they went on writing to each other for a while, 

because they seemed to be deeply in love. But the German had to come 

back to Germany too, and he went to the Communist side. Moreover, the 

boy's father was a big shot in the party in the GDR and forced him to 



end up with that relationship because she was living in Franco's Spain and 

that could be misunderstood. Those of the Stasi didn't have to be kidding. 

 

- Who? 

- The Stasi. The secret police of Communist Germany. Like the KGB 

or the Gestapo. 

- Ah, I understand...No, they weren't kidding at that time in any 

part... 

 

Both of them wrote farewell letters and they never heard from each other. 

But a few years ago, the German started to search for his youthful love 

and commissioned a Spanish friend to do him the favour of trying to 

find her. And he did it. But late. That friend is the one who called the 

girl´s teacher to ask about her granny because he read the work she did 

at school and the teacher put on the internet. 

 

- What a pity! It would have been nice if they had met again, 

although I guess then each one had made their life, of course. 

- Yes, a shame… 

 

The girl, the teacher´s former student, was also very sad. And she 

remembered all the afternoons she had gone to her granny´s and the 

dead hours they spent watching TV instead of talking. She was turning it 

over her head, realising that she had never even imagined her granny 

had had such an amazing life. In fact, she realised she had never thought 

about her granny as someone who had also been young, or who could 

have fallen in love so much or that she would have suffered from having 

to leave her boyfriend and said goobye to him forever. 

 

- That's what happens over time, it doesn't come back. 

- I know, and she learnt it too.  

 

She decided that there wasn't a solution but she could still do something, 

in part because she wanted to get it off her chest. She phoned her dad 

and asked him to tell her everything about her granny´s life in the USSR. 
That's how she knew that her granny was taken there at the age of 5 with 

her 2-years-old sister. That they had to escape from Odessa when  the 

Nazis arrived, with just a blanket full of bedbugs. That one night, in the 

middle of Siberia, she escaped and walked two hours the way to her 

sister's house so that they wouldn´t separate them again… 

 



- I understand now what´s wrong with you, but I can't help you. I 

don't have such an interesting story to tell you. My life has been 

more vulgar, more monotonous. 

 

The grandson stares at his granny, as if it was the first time he saw her in 

his life. He puts the pen and the notebook in his school bag, quitting his 

job and turns his attention to the sponge cake and the chocolate. He 

takes a piece of it and settles on the armchair: 

 

- Maybe granny; but I want you to tell me something else.  

- What, honey? 

- I want you to tell me those memories that have made your 

eyes shine today as I have never seen before. 

 

 

 

Vocabulary 

 

Telly: television 

to be flattering: to express excessive admiration  

to be a big shot: to be an important person 

GDR: German Democratic Republic  

To be kidding: to make jokes 

To commission: to give an order to do a task/job 

To get off your chest: to do something you had undone/unsolved/ a 

pending thing. 

USSR: Union of Soviet Socialist Republics. 

Bedbugs: an insect that sucks blood and lives in houses. 


