Translated by Dennis Pecar – Department of Senate on the 11 March 2004

Salutations,
I received from you some correspondence, two letters, but both were in English.  I don’t know why two exact letters were sent but neither one was in the Croatian language.  Due to my poor English, and that I have no money to afford a translator, I hope you will be satisfied with my reply.
I had lived a hard life with my husband.  He was an alcoholic.  We had a house but were separated and to each went half the house.  It was hard, very hard to live with him.  He would defecate throughout the entire house.

I am a diabetic and take one and a half doses of insulin.  One day, I took a fall in Woolworths and injured my spine which still constantly hurts me and inhibits my mobility.  I never received any damages for my injury.  
When my husband wasn’t as heavy an alcoholic I put in an application for my son and his family to immigrate to Australia.  The Minister for Immigration, however, rejected the application.  Later I applied again, only to have the application denied once again.  As my health quickly worsened, I could see that this was no life with a husband such as mine.  All my heavy concerns were driving me to insanity.  My blood-sugar levels rose dramatically and my headaches felt as though I was in a coma.  Had my son and his family been able to come to Australia, I would have never have thought of leaving Australia.  And so it was that my son was forced off to war as the Serbian aggression of the 1990s began; a war in which he barely managed to survive.  The war had caused severe damage to his nervous system.

My son has a wife and three children.  It was always our wish that we be united in Australia.  That is, to live with his family the way we live today in Karina.  He helps me with everything; he supplies firewood and drives me to the shops due to my immobility from my back injury.  My son is a huge help and takes great care of me and my needs.  Without him I wouldn’t be able to live.  Nobody can look after and help someone as much as when family help their own.  Without my son and his family I won’t return to Australia as I’m in no state to live on my own.  My family’s assistance is crucial to me.
With regards,

Olga Kosic.

P.S:  It is not possible to write of everything that I had lived through in the house of a drunkard (i.e. an alcoholic).  I am fortunate that I managed, with the help of friends, to extricate myself and move to Croatia where my son is and where I feel safe, alive and well.  Had I stayed in Australia, in that life that I lived, I would have long ago died in Australia.

