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FOREWORD BY

JEAN TODT

The need for this book is clear: road traffic crashes is a leading
cause of death and disability globally with a disproportionate im-
pact on the most vulnerable communities. It is our moral impera-
tive to recognize aspects of grief and suffering that victims and
their families are profoundly enduring, mostly in silence, from the
preventable tragedies on our roads.

As the United Nations Secretary-General's Special Envoy for
Road Safety, | have travelled all over the world, speaking with
and hearing testimonies from first-hand survivors and victims’
families. The loss of loved ones and the anguish to their families
and friends, exist long after the police finish their investigations,
insurance companies process claims, and hospitals release the
injured.

Further, surviving a road traffic crash can lead to debilitating
consequences. Depending on the level of post-crash care re-
ceived, road traffic injuries can have very high costs such as pro-
ductivity loss caused by a disabled population and need for care
providers.

Testimonies remind us of the real reasons why we must make
systemic changes. The testimonials in this book are a powerful
way to pay tribute those we have lost on the roads and to inspire
concrete actions to reduce by half road deaths and injuries by
2030.



The Global Plan of Action for the new Decade launched in Octo-
ber 2021 advocates for safe, affordable, sustainable, and acces-
sible mobility to all by 2030. | offer my sincere thanks to FEVR for
the role it plays in raising visibility for road safety, advocating for
victims’ rights and promoting a culture of safety to drive change.
The contributors to this book deserve deep gratitude and admi-
ration from all us who work toward creating safer roads.

As we start the Second Decade of Action for Road Safety (2021-
2030), it is my hope that we see more measurable commitments
for actions. And in ten years, | hope the new edition of this book
has many blank pages, representing all the lives saved on the

-

United Nations Secretary-General's

world’s roads.

Special Envoy for Road Safety
28 October 2021



FOREWORD BY

ETIENNE KRUG

Colleagues and friends,

It is an honour for me to offer the foreword to this poignant book-
let, Stories to be told, voices to be heard, produced by the Euro-
pean Federation of Road Traffic Victims on the occasion of the
World Day of Remembrance for Road Traffic Victims.

The stories and poems reflected herein are ones of profound and
tragic loss. They are a reminder that victims of fatal and serious
road traffic crashes are people of all ages, from all countries of
the world, who at the moment their lives changed forever were
going about the routines of their daily lives. They were walking
the streets of their neighborhoods, traveling to or from work or
school, and visiting family and friends.

Their lives were shattered in an instant due to speeding,
drink-driving and other behaviours; the poor state of roads and
vehicles; and the lack of timely emergency care. Bereaved fami-
lies were often left without support of any kind, alone to navigate
a world of suffering and pain, trying to make sense of the sudden
loss of their children, siblings, mothers, fathers, colleagues and
friends.

A new Global Plan for the Decade of Action for Road Safety 2021-
2030 offers a vision for a world free of road traffic deaths and
serious injuries, where all who use the roads are able to move
about in safety. | call on all governments to use this Global Plan



as a basis for their national road safety policies and programmes,
to help achieve the target of the Decade of Action. This includes
accelerated action on the post-crash response, around Good
Samaritan laws, post-crash investigation and social, judicial and
financial support for bereaved families.

Stories to be told, voices to be heard gives impetus to all of us to
remember those who died, support those who survived and act
to save lives and build streets for life and for living.

W~

Director of the Department of Social Determinants of Health
World Health Organization
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FOREWORD BY

FILIPPO RANDI

In the year in which it celebrates its thirtieth anniversary, Euro-
pean Federation of Road Traffic Victims wanted to give life to
the “Stories to be told Voices to be heard” book of testimonies
so that those who read it fully understand the seriousness of
the consequences of road crime and commit themselves to road
safety. Road victims never decrease, they just accumulate con-
tinuously and incessantly.

We considered significant to publish the book on the World Day
of Remembrance for road traffic victims, so that memory be-
comes a proposal for social improvement.

FEVR is part of the UN/WHO working group dedicated to road
safety, actively participates every year in the preparation of the
material of the World Day of Remembrance, distributes it to the
member associations and partners, also supporting them in the
preparation of the events organized in various countries.

It is important not to exhaust the memory of the victims on the
anniversary, but to promote through it a concrete commitment in
the institutions, useful for preventing road crime.

For this reason it is fundamental that Governments, institutions
and organizations in charge fully commit to reach the Zero Vic-
tims by 2050 goal through an overall rethinking of the road via-
bility system that brings the person and not the vehicles to the
centre, also respecting the intermediate targets established by
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the new Decade of Actions for 2021-2030 including the reduc-
tion of vehicle speed, and traffic death and injuries by at least
50%.

It is also essential not to cancel the deterrence of the sentence
by underestimating the seriousness of the crime and the dam-
age, which is only useful to aggravate the suffering of the victims
and their families. Too often it is observed that road homicide
cases are considered of lesser importance than other serious
crimes and, consequently, not adequately punished. Road vic-
tims and their families suffer a double victimization: first the loss
of a relative or health, then the perpetrator’s impunity.

All this can be seen and heard in the testimonies: may the mem-
ory be a warning for everyone, institutions and road users.

Filippo Randi
President of FEVR
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QUOTE FROM

ANTONIO AVENOSO

This book is a moving reminder to policymakers of why road safe-
ty matters. Every premature death on the road creates a shock-
wave, the after-effects of which impact on families, friends and
colleagues for years after the tragedy. Almost every death is
avoidable, when we use the available tools. By applying these
tools a Safe Road System need not be a distant dream, but an
achievable reality.

Antonio Avenoso

Executive Director of the European Transport Safety Council

QUOTE FROM

SAUL BILLINGSLEY

Each year the World Day of Remembrance for Road Traffic Vic-
tims rekindles a candle flame that then burns brightly for 364
days. It is a flame powered by the grief, courage and activism
of families who have lost a loved one to a road traffic crash. It is
flame that also represents our determination to work in solidarity
with the families of road traffic victims to achieve zero deaths on
the road.

Saul Billingsley

Executive Director, FIA Foundation
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Eng Strooss, eng Kéier, ze séier...
Eng Sekonn net opgepasst am Verkéier.

E Wee, ze laang, ze schnell...
Eng Fiwegkeet téscht Liewen an Hell.

Fir d’éischt ass et stackdaischter:
Alles wat een héiert si Geraischer.

Leit déi schwitzen, ech verstinn se net.
Et ass alles déischter, ech gesinn se net
Ech weess net wou ech sinn, héllef mir een!

Ech géif am léifste jaizen, firwat &ntwert mir keen?

Et fankt u kal ze ginn, ech héiere Sireenen.
Sinn ech nach bei Bewosstsinn oder sinn ech um ze Dreemen?

Ech sinn eleng, ech fiaerten, wou sinn ech dann elo ?
Ronderém... alles roueg. Wisou ass keen do ?

Eng Péng, eng Roserei, ech hunn Angscht ze stierwen.
Et gétt mir eréischt bewosst, wéi giren ech dach liewen.

Bewosst an onbewosst, no laangem hier an hin.
Meng Ae sinn elo op, ech kann erém gesinn.

Et geet lues Biergop, e puer Méint si vergaangen.
Ech ginn et net op, mee de Wee ass nach laang.

Déi Péng, déi Roserei, déi Angscht virum Stierwen.
Ech hunn et iwwerstanen, elo kann ech liewen !

Carine Nickels

Member vum Verwaltungsrot (Sekretdirin), AVR



A drive, a turn, too fast...
Carelessness on the road, only a second past.

The drive, too long, too fast to tell...
An eternity between life and hell.

At first there is blackness, it is heavy to bear
Then, commotion is all you hear.

People are talking, I don’t understand them.
Everything is dark, I can’t see them.

I do not know where I am, somebody help me!
[ feel like screaming, why does no one answer me?

I hear sirens, the cold is seeping in,
Am [ still conscious or are these the dreams that begin?

I am by myself, I am scared, where is this place unknown?
Around me... silence. Why am [ alone?

The pain, the anger, | am scared of death.
| am just realizing now I don’t want this to be my last breath.

Between wakefulness and sleep, back and forth repeatedly
My eyes are open now, my vision improving steadily.

Some month have passed and an uphill battle is being lead
I won’t give up, but I still face a very long road ahead.

This pain, this anger, this fear of death
I did survive, I can take my next breath!

Carine Nickels

Member of the board (secretary), AVR

17



I loved yow evern betore I was born




Matilde Margaritelli

8 anni, Italia

Era una bella giornata di Agosto, ti sei alzata presto e ci siamo
salutate con il solito bacio prima che la tua mamma andasse al

1”

lavoro e ti ho detto: “a dopo!”. Quel dopo non c’e mai stato.
Erano le 13,00 circa quando la tua meravigliosa vita di bambina
e stata travolta e spezzata da chi, distratta non so e non sapro
mai da cosa, non si e fermata alle strisce pedonali che tu stavi
attraversando a piedi. Avevi sulla tua destra la tua biciclettina
che tenevi con le manine, il nonno ti stava venendo incontro, an-
che lui, sulle strisce. C'era una visibilita perfetta su quel tratto di
strada rettilineo in pieno centro abitato.

Nessuna frenata, sei stata trascinata per 30 metri.

Abbiamo trascorso la notte piu lunga e buia della nostra vita da-
vanti alla porta della Terapia Intensiva perché il tuo forte cuorici-
no aveva voluto resistere un po’ ma la mattina successiva ci hai
dovuto lasciare per sempre.

Poco dopo hanno cercato di darti una parte di colpa, inventan-
dosi che tu avessi attraversato le strisce pedonali in sella alla tua
biciclettina e non a piedi! Falsita, comode menzogne.

Ancora oggi mi chiedo perché hanno voluto farci cosi tanto male
senza il minimo rispetto per il nostro immenso dolore. Eri una
bambina davvero speciale ed ora tutti devono sapere che tu non
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hai avuto nessuna colpa e che il processo penale si € concluso
con la verita.

Quella donna ti ha ucciso con la sua distrazione, quella donna sta
vivendo la sua vita normale. Quella donna puo ancora abbraccia-
re e ridere insieme alle sue figlie...io no. Le nostre leggi inade-
guate ed irrispettose delle Vittime permettono tutto questo.

Da quel maledetto giorno e quando ripenso a quei momenti mi
sembra di non riuscire a respirare e mi sembra che il mio cuore
arrivi alla gola e mi impedisca di respirare. Ricordo la telefonata,
il mio disperato viaggio in macchina verso l'ospedale, il trasferi-
mento allaltro ospedale, linterminabile attesa davanti alla sala
operatoria, l'elenco dei danni che il tuo corpicino aveva dovuto
subire, la disperazione, I'impotenza, il senso di vuoto.

Il dolore che provo & cosi terribile e asfissiante che mi sembra di
impazzire. Mi manchi cosi tanto piccola mia!

Le giornate iniziano e finiscono ma senza il calore dei tuoi sorrisi,
senza la luce dei tuoi occhi e senza il suono delle tue parole non
sono piu luminose, armoniose e calde. Non c’e piu gioia e sere-
nita nel mio cuore e nella mia mente...solo tanta angoscia, una
profonda angoscia. Nella nostra casa e nella nostra vita c'e un
grandissimo vuoto incolmabile.

Non ti e stato permesso di crescere, non ti e stato permesso di
vivere, non ci & stato permesso di continuare ad essere felici.
Tutto questo e stato causato da quella che in molti chiamano una
banale distrazione alla guida, da quella che per me ¢ invece una
gravissima, imperdonabile e soprattutto evitabile distrazione.
Con tutto il nostro amore.

Mamma e Papa di Matilde
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Matilde Margaritelli
S years old, Italy

It was a beautiful day in August, you woke up early and we said
goodbye with the usual kiss before your mom went to work and
| said: “See you later!”. That later never came.

It was around one o’clock when your wonderful life as a child was
overwhelmed and broken by someone, who distracted by what
| do not know and | will never know, did not stop at the pedestrian
crossing that you were on. You were walking your little bicycle,
that you held with your little hands, to your right, and your grand-
father was coming towards you, on the same crossing. There
was perfect visibility on that street in the city centre. No stop
sign, you were dragged for 30 meters.

We spent the longest and darkest night of our life outside the
door of the intensive care unit at the hospital because your
strong little heart wanted to hold out for a while, but the next
morning you left us forever.

Shortly after they tried to blame you, claiming that you were
crossing the pedestrian crossing on your bicycle and not on foot!
Falsehood, convenient lies.

Even today | wonder why they wanted to hurt us so much with-
out the slightest respect for our immense pain. You were a very
special child and now everyone must know that you were not at
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fault and that the criminal trial ended with the truth. That woman
killed you through her distraction, that woman is living her normal
life. That woman can still hug and laugh with her daughters...we
can’t.

Our inadequate law, disrespectful of victim rights, allows for all
of this.

Since that damned day when | think back to those moments
| find it hard to breathe and | can feel my heart reaching all the
way up to my throat. | remember the phone call, my desperate
rush to the hospital, the transfer to the other hospital, the inter-
minable wait in front of the operating room, the list of injuries that
your little body had to suffer, the despair, the helplessness, the
sense of emptiness.

The pain | feel is so terrible and suffocating that | feel like I'm go-
ing mad. | miss you so much my baby!

The days begin and end but without the warmth of your smiles,
without the light of your eyes and without the sound of your
words they are no longer bright, harmonious and warm. There is
no more joy and serenity in my heart and in my mind...only a lot
of anguish, deep anguish. There is a huge unbridgeable void in
our home and in our lives.

You weren’t allowed to grow up, you weren't allowed to live, you
weren't allowed to continue being happy.

All this was caused by what many call a “fatal distraction” while
driving, which, for me, is a very serious, unforgivable and above
all avoidable distraction.

With all our love.

Matilde’s Mom and Dad
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S e melamorphosis of dreams




Valeria Mastrojeni
17 anni, [talia

Valeria non immaginava che nell'ultimo giorno di primavera, il 20
giugno del ‘97, a soli 17 anni e mezzo, avrebbe lasciato in maniera
fulminea e violenta questo mondo. | familiari non sapevano che
il sorriso sul volto di Valeria, mentre si accingeva ad uscire con
il fratello, sarebbe stato l'ultimo sorriso per loro, e ignoravano di
ascoltare, nel saluto, le ultime parole per loro.

Valeria stava compiendo un meraviglioso percorso di crescita, ca-
ratterizzato da grande impegno, disponibilita, gratitudine e gio-
ia, un cammino di conoscenza e d'amore interrotto per sempre
dal comportamento irresponsabile di chi ha condotto una Lancia
Delta integrale da rally come un pilota di Formula Uno, nella Via
Universita, piccola strada del centro di Messina attraversata da
incroci: Valeria e stata investita e uccisa sul marciapiede di fronte
alla porta di casa.

Il fratello Marcello ha riportato ferite, commozione cerebrale
e trauma cranico, 'amico che era con loro ferite gravissime, re-
stando in coma per diversi giorni.

In famiglia facciamo i conti col dolore sopportando non solo Io
strazio della perdita, ma anche la beffa dellimbroglio perché,
come spesso accade, chi ha commesso il reato tenta di stra-
volgere la verita dei fatti per diminuire la propria responsabilita,
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a spese del sangue innocente, sicuro di trovare l'appoggio della
giustizia.

Questa infatti, calpestando i diritti della vita distrutta e princi-
palmente il diritto alla verita, applica a tappeto il vergognoso ed
offensivo strumento del patteggiamento o del processo per rito
abbreviato.

Cosi facendo, annulla le differenze tra gli omicidi colposi, azzera
la responsabilita dei colpevoli e contribuisce a mantenere la stra-
ge, poiché diffonde nella societa il messaggio che si puo impu-
nemente continuare a delinquere.

Valeria, con le sue parole, forti come la roccia, ci incoraggia a re-
agire a tale malcostume per difendere la vita, indicandoci la via:
credere nei valori. “Fatti coraggio, sorridi nelle difficolta: la vita
€ una prova per tutti, un dovere da compiere con amore, un so-
gno da realizzare, opponendo, alla paura di eventuali sconfitte,
la sicura adesione di ciascuno a cio per cui vale la pena vivere”,

Giuseppa Cassaniti Mastrojeni, Mamma di Valeria
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Valeria Mastrojeni
17 years old, Italy

Valeria did not imagine that on the last day of spring, June 20,
1997, at the age of 17 and a half, she would have left this world
in such an instantaneous and violent way. Her family didn’t know
that the smile on Valeria’s face, while she was about to go out
with her brother, would have been the last smile for them, and
they didn't know they were listening, in her greetings, to her last
words to them.

Valeria was creating a wonderful path of growth, characterized
by great commitment, availability, gratitude and joy, a journey
of knowledge and love interrupted forever by the irresponsible
behavior of someone who was driving a Lancia Delta rally car
as a Formula One driver, in Universita street, a small road in the
centre of Messina (Sicily region) crossed by intersections: Vale-
ria was hit and killed on the sidewalk in front of the door to her
home.

Her brother Marcello suffered injuries, a concussion and head
trauma, the friend who was with them was very seriously injured,
remaining in a coma for several days.

The family faces pain by suffering not only from the torment of
the loss, but also the mockery of betrayal because, as it often
happens, the person who committed the crime tries to distort
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the truth to reduce their own responsibility, at the expense of
innocent blood, sure to find the support of justice.

The latter, in fact, trampling on the rights of the destroyed life
and, above all, on the right to the truth, applies the shameful and
offensive instrument of plea bargaining the charge or a short-
ened trial in order to obtain a lesser charge.

By doing so, it nullifies the differences between manslaughter,
eliminates the responsibility of the offenders and contributes to
upholding the crime, as it spreads the message in society that
crimes can continue to be committed with impunity.

Valeria, with her words, strong as a rock, encourages us to react
to this malpractice to defend life, showing us the way: to be-
lieve in values. “Take courage, smile in difficulties: life is a test for
everyone, a duty to be fulfilled with love, a dream to be realized,
opposing, to the fear of possible defeats, the sure adherence of
each to what is worth living for”

Giuseppa Cassaniti Mastrojeni, Valeria’s Mother
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Santina Minardi
83 anni, ltalia

La nonna Santa sta bene, vive con serenita la sua routine quoti-
diana e torna a casa per il pranzo dopo avere chiacchierato come
d’abitudine con le amiche al bar del centro. S'incammina tra gl
storici monumenti della zona pedonale di Lugo di Romagna, la
sua Lugo, la sua amata Romagna, perché dice di volersi godere
quel bel sole autunnale.

La Rocca, il Pavaglione sono i testimoni della vita della nonna
Santa, hanno visto aprire i suoi occhi molti anni fa e glieli hanno
visti chiudere, inesorabilmente, per l'ultima volta. Di fronte a loro
si consuma l'orribile e vergognoso epilogo, il consueto copione
cui troppe volte abbiamo dovuto assistere e che i cittadini e le
istituzioni, insieme, non hanno mai voluto riscrivere. Non c'e nes-
suno per la strada, solo la mamma al centro delle strisce pe-
donali, visibilissima, nel pieno dei suoi elementari diritti e il suo
omicida alla guida di un‘auto scassata in spregio a ogni forma di
rispetto e al limite dei 30 Km orari ormai imposto in ogni centro
storico. Il balordo non si ferma, non rallenta nemmeno e la strap-
pa barbaramente via alla vita, di fronte a casa sua.

Non vi & rimedio che possa porre fine ad un dolore e ad una rab-
bia di questo tipo, con cio dobbiamo convivere. Non si puod nep-
pure confidare in un‘adeguata attribuzione della pena, essendo
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la legislazione vigente orientata ad una sostanziale impunita nel
concedere, allimputato, a chi uccide, pene irrisorie per reati cosi
gravi alle quali vengono per consuetudine applicati altri sconti
come quello, ignobile e offensivo nei confronti delle vittime, del
patteggiamento.

La mamma era una persona solare, socievole e amata da tutti. In
suo nome e di tutti coloro i quali hanno dovuto subire un‘atroci-
ta simile, sento che dobbiamo impegnarci in prima persona nel
trasmettere ai suoi nipoti, a tutti i nipoti, come ci si comporta,
invece, in un mondo civile.

Filippo Randi, Figlio di Santa
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Santina Minardi
83 years old, Italy

Grandmother Santa is fine, she lives her daily routine with seren-
ity and returns home for lunch after having chatted as usual with
her friends at the coffee bar downtown. She walks among the
historical monuments of the pedestrian area of Lugo di Romagna
(Emilia-Romagna region), her Lugo, her beloved Romagna, be-
cause she says she wants to enjoy that pleasant autumn sun.
The Rocca, the Pavaglione (old monuments) are the witnesses of
the life of grandmother Santa, they saw her eyes opening many
years ago and they saw them closing, inexorably, for the last
time. Just in front of them the horrible and shameful epilogue
unfolded, the usual script that we have had to assist in too many
times and that citizens and institutions, together, have never
wanted to rewrite. There is no one on the street, only the woman
in the middle of the pedestrian crossing, clearly visible, in full to
her elementary rights, and her killer driving an old car violating
all forms of proper driving as well as the 30 km/h speed limit im-
posed in historic city centres. The madman does not stop, does
not even slow down and barbarously snatches her life from her,
in front of her house.

There is no remedy that can put an end to such pain and anger,
we have to live with it. Nor can we trust in an adequate penal-
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ty, since the current legislation is oriented towards a substantial
impunity in granting, to the accused, to those who kill, negligible
charges for such serious crimes to which other discounts usually
apply like the one, ignoble and offensive towards the victims, of
the plea bargain.

Grandmother was a sunny person, sociable and loved by every-
one. On her behalf and on behalf of all those who have had to
suffer such an atrocity, | feel that we must personally commit
ourselves to pass on to her grandchildren, to all grandchildren,
how we are to behave, in a civilized world.

Filippo Randi, Santa’s Son
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I still need time to /zwe%m even more




Dariusz Majerczyk
20 lat, Polska

Nigdy nie zapomne tego dnia. To byto w 2012 roku. Jechali sa-
mochodem w cztery osoby, dwdch braci, ich kuzyn i moj syn
Darek, w Zakopanem, blisko mojego domu. Darek i dwdch z nich
chodzili razem do jednej klasy. M&j syn byt pasazerem, siedziat
z przodu. Jechali dos¢ szybko. Do dzisiaj nie wiem, co naprawde
sie stato, byt zakret, potem jeszcze dos¢ dtugi odcinek prostej
drogi i uderzyli w kutg, ciezkg metalowg brame. Od tej bramy ich
odbito i nizej zarzucito na ptot. Samochdd koziotkowat, syn zostat
zgnieciony przez samochod. Darek i kierowca — Wojtek — zgineli.
Jeden z braci miat lekkie obrazenia, a drugi w gorszym stanie
trafit do szpitala.

Byt we mnie ogromny zal. To byto pare metréw od mojego domu.
Nawet styszatam uderzenie. Dzwonitam do Darka i zaczetam
sie juz bac, bo nie odbierat, a ja ustyszatam wycie syren. Wtedy
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przyszty sgsiadki, kolezanki mojego syna i powiedziaty, ze Darek
miat wypadek. Straz i pogotowie zaraz byty na miejscu. Posztam
tam, ale nie puscili mnie do syna. To mnie dtugo bolato, ze mi
nie pozwolili do niego podejs¢, pozegnac sie, poki byt tak bliski
zycia. Wtedy to byt straszny bdl, teraz to rozumiem, ale wtedy
miatam ogromny zal, ze nie mogtam go objag¢, przytuli¢c. Nic na
miejscu nie wiedziatam, nikt mi nic nie powiedziat. Ja tam wy-
tam, ptakatam, nikt mi nie powiedziat, czy jest Zle, czy zyje, co
sie dzieje. Kto$ mi powiedziat, ze ratujg mojego syna i nie trzeba
przeszkadzac¢, wiec czekatam obezwtadniona lekiem i niewie-
dza. Dzisiaj nie mam juz zalu, ze nie pozwolono mi pozegnac sie
z moim synusiem... Dzisiaj wiem, ze w spokoju oglgdat ksiege
Swojego zycia, nie stuchajgc mojego zawodzenia... Moze gdzies
tylko w oddali...

O tym, ze odszedt nie wiedziatam, zadzwonitam do mojego brata
i dopiero po jakims czasie brat mi powiedziat, ze Darusia juz nie
ma z nami. Wtedy pan doktor z mojej miejscowosci zawidzt mnie
do szpitala, a drugg mame chyba pogotowie zabrato. Podtgczy-
li nas tylko do kroplowki, potem wypis ze szpitala i na tym sie
zakoriczyta pomoc. Na jednej zobojetniajacej kroplédwce. Zad-
nej rozmowy, zadnego psychologa nie byto. Nawet lekarz zeby
porozmawiat. Nic nie byto, absolutnie. Gdyby nie moja rodzina,
przyjaciele, Kasia — dziewczyna Darka i w szczegdlnosci moj
brat, nie databym rady. On sie wszystkim zajat, bo ja nie bytam
w stanie.

Z czasem chodzitam prywatnie do psychologa, ale to byta inicja-
tywa mojego brata i bratowej. Ale jak kogos nie stac, to zostaje
sam. Prowadze grupe osieroconych rodzicow na Facebooku. Na
naszej grupie czesto rozmawiamy o tym, jak bardzo sami i sa-
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motni jestesmy. Ciezko jest przyjg¢ pomoc, a czasami, nawet je-
sli sie 0 nig prosi, trudno jg otrzymac. Sg rodziny, ktore szukaty
pomocy tez w Kosciele. My, osieroceni rodzice, czasami jedy-
ne, czego chcemy, to rozmowy, wystuchania nas, naszego bolu.
Dlatego tak wazna jest pomoc systemowa. Zdarza sie wypadek,
rodzice odwracajg sie od Pana Boga, bo nie rozumiejg, dlaczego
wiasnie ich dziecko zgineto. | zatracajg sie w tej rozpaczy. To jest
dla nich dramatyczne.

Ja miatam od poczatku szczescie, bo w mojej parafii ksieza bar-
dzo mnie wspierali. Zaraz tez poznatam ojca Serafina z sgsiednie]
parafii, dzieki ktoremu trafitam do Sanktuarium bt. Karoliny w Za-
bawie pod Tarnowem. Trafitam na wspaniatych ksiezy i do stowa-
rzyszenia Przejscie — to mnie uratowato, dato mi nowe zycie. | to,
jak sie teraz czuje, jak funkcjonuje, to wszystko zawdzieczam im
i Karolince [parafii pw. bt. Karoliny]. Ale wielu rodzicow nie wie, ze
istnieje takie miejsce. Tez jest ciezko, bo wiele mam, ktore stra-
city dzieci, pojechatoby na warsztaty terapeutyczne, ale ojcowie
nie. Czesto sie tak zdarza, a mama sama sie nie odwazy. Mamy
kontakt pomiedzy rodzicami i wspieramy sie nawzajem.

Kazdy rodzic te zatobe przezywa inaczej i po swojemu. Inaczej
tez przezywajg jg rodzice ofiar, czy rodzice ofiar i sprawcow
w jednym. M¢j syn zginat, ale nie kierowat. Mama kierowcy, Wojt-
ka, ktory takze zginat, tez przezywa to inaczej. Byta u mnie, prze-
prosita, ptakata. Pogrzeb naszych synow byt w jednym czasie.
Powiedziata mi, ze jak mnie widzi, to jej sie serce kraje, bo ona
miata czworke dzieci, a moje to byto jedyne. Ja nie czuje urazy.
Dziekuje Panu Bogu, ze to nie Darek byt sprawcg wypadku.
Teraz marze o tym, aby powstato w koricu w Polsce to, co plano-
wane jest od lat — profesjonalne Centrum Leczenia Traumy w Za-
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bawie k/Tarnowa. To miejsce gdzie od lat ofiary i rodziny z catej
Polski i z zagranicy zjezdzajg sie na warsztaty terapeutyczne.
To takze jedyne miejsce w Polsce gdzie znajduje sie pomnik
poswiecony ofiarom wypadkow drogowych ,Przejscie”. Prawda
jest taka, ze systemowo my rodzice jestesmy pozostawieni sami
sobie. Jak jest jakis wiekszy zbiorowy wypadek i jest prasa, to
jest tez psycholog. A w przypadku pojedynczych ofiar nie ma juz
pomocy dla rodzin. My regularnie korzystamy z warsztatow psy-
chologicznych organizowanych przez stowarzyszenie ,Przejscie”
w Zabawie, ale to nie jest systemowa pomoc, tylko dorazna, na
tyle, na ile stowarzyszenie moze sobie pozwoli¢. A potrzeba jest
ogromna. Czesto my, ktorzy juz jakis czas temu stracilismy dzieci,
ustepujemy miejsca nowym rodzicom. Wiemy, jak wazna jest po-
moc psychologiczna zaraz po wypadku, i nie chcemy blokowac
i zajmowac miejsc, skoro w kolejce sg juz nastepni. Ale chcemy
wracac na warsztaty ciggle, mimo uptywu czasu. Potrzebujemy
tych spotkan. Dlatego to Centrum musi w koncu powstac.

Znam rodzicow, ktorzy stracili dzieci po dopalaczach i po Smierci
samobojczej i nie moga sobie caty czas wybaczyc, ze nie umie-
li zapobiec tej tragedii. Zadreczajg sie. Rozpamietywanie i nie-
ustanne zadawanie sobie pytania ,dlaczego”i,co by byto gdyby”,
nie pomoze. Chciatabym, zeby pozwolili odejs¢ swoim dzieciom.
Nie przywrocimy im zycia tu na ziemi, ale mozemy pozwoli¢ im
by¢ w petni szczesliwymi w ich nowym Zyciu. Wazne, aby w kori-
cu odnalez¢ przebaczenie i spokdj. Kazdego dnia trzeba tez
uczyc¢ sie doceniac i cieszy¢ sie tym, co mamy. Bez tego nie da
sie funkcjonowac. A my, osieroceni rodzice mozemy pomaoc in-
nym, przestrzec swojg historig i zapobiec kolejnym nieszczesli-
wym zdarzeniom.

Hanna Majerczyk, Mama Darka
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Dariusz Majerczyk
20 years old, Poland

| will never forget that day. It was in 2012. There four of them in
that car, two brothers, their cousin, and my son Darek, near my
house in Zakopane. Darek and two of them were in the same
class at school. My son was a passenger, he was sitting in the
front passenger seat. They were driving quite fast. To this day
| don’t know what really happened, there was a curve, then quite
a long stretch of straight road and they hit a heavy wrought iron
gate. They bounced off the gate and were thrown down onto the
fence. The car flipped, my son was crushed by the car. Darek
and the driver - Wojtek - died. One of the brothers was slightly
injured, while the other was taken to the hospital in a more seri-
ous condition.

| felt deep grief inside me. It happened a few meters from my
house. | even heard the impact. | called Darek and | was already
starting to get scared because he didn’t answer and | heard the
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sound of sirens. Then the neighbors, my son’s friends, came and
said that Darek had been involved in a crash. The fire depart-
ment and ambulance were on the scene right away. | went there,
but they didn’t let me go to my son. It hurt me for a long time that
they didn’'t let me go to him, to say goodbye while he was still
clinging to life. At the time it was a terrible pain, now | understand
it, but at the time | had huge regret that | couldn’t take him in my
arms, hug him. | knew nothing once | got there, nobody told me
anything. | was there howling, crying, no one told me if it was
bad, if he was alive, what was going on. Someone told me that
they were rescuing my son and that | shouldn’t disturb them, so
| waited, overpowered by fear and ignorance. Today | no longer
regret that | was not allowed to say goodbye to my son... Today
| know that he was going through the book of his life in peace, not
listening to my wailing.... Maybe somewhere in the distance....

| didn’t know that he had passed away, | called my brother and
only after some time did my brother tell me that Darek was no
longer with us. Then a doctor from my village took me to the
hospital and | think the ambulance took the other mom. They
only hooked us up to an IV, then we were discharged from the
hospital and that was the end of their help. One neutralizing IV.
There was no conversation, no psychologist. Not even a doctor
to talk to. There was nothing, absolutely nothing. If it wasn’t for
my family, my friends, Kasia - Darek’s girlfriend and especially
my brother, | wouldn’t have made it. He took care of everything,
because | wasn’t able to.

In time | went to a psychologist for private sessions, but that
was my brother and sister-in-law’s initiative. But if someone can’t
afford it, they are left alone. | run a group of orphaned parents
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on Facebook. On our group we often talk about how alone and
lonely we are. It's hard to accept help, and sometimes, even if
you ask for it, it'’s hard to receive it. There are families who have
also sought help from the church. We, the orphaned parents,
sometimes all we want is to talk, to be listened to, to express
our pain. That is why systemic help is so important. When car
crashes happen, parents turn away from God because they do
not understand why their child died. They drown in this despair.
This is dramatic for them.

| was lucky from the beginning, because the priests in my parish
were very supportive. Soon | met Father Serafin from a neighbor-
ing parish, thanks to whom | found my way to the Blessed Car-
oline Sanctuary in Zabawa near Tarnéw. | met wonderful priests
and the Przejscie (Passage) Association, which saved me and
gave me a new life. And the way | feel now, the way | function,
| owe everything to them and to Karolina [Blessed Caroline’s Par-
ish]. But many parents don’t know that such a place exists. It's
hard too, because a lot of mothers who have lost children will go
to a therapeutic workshop, but fathers don't. It often happens,
and mothers don’t dare to go themselves. We have contact be-
tween the parents and we support each other.

Every parent experiences grief differently and in their own way.
It is also experienced differently by parents of victims, or by par-
ents of victims and perpetrators together. My son was killed, but
he wasn’t driving. The mother of the driver, Wojtek, who was also
killed, had a different experience. She was with me, she apolo-
gized, she cried. Our sons’ funerals were at the same time. She
told me that when she sees me, her heart breaks because she
had four children and mine was the only one. | don’t feel any re-
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sentment. | thank God that Darek wasn’t the perpetrator of the
crash.

Now | am dreaming of finally creating what has been planned
for years in Poland - a professional Trauma Treatment Center in
Zabawa near Tarnow. This is a place where for years victims and
families from all over Poland and abroad will be able to attend for
therapeutic workshops. It is also the only place in Poland where
there is a monument dedicated to the victims of road crashes
“Przejscie” (“Passage”). The truth is that, systemically, we the
parents are left to our own devices. If there is a bigger collective
road crash and the media is present, so is a psychologist. And in
the case of individual victims, there is no more help for the fami-
lies. We regularly take advantage of psychological workshops or-
ganized by the “Przejscie” (Passage) association in Zabawa, but
this is not systemic help, only ad hoc help, as much as the as-
sociation can afford. And the need is great. Often we, who have
already lost children some time ago, make way for new parents.
We know how important psychological help is right after a crash,
and we don’t want to block and occupy places when there are
already others in line. But we want to return to the workshops
again and again, despite the passage of time. We need these
meetings. That’s why this Center has to be built at last.

| know parents who have lost children to drugs and to suicide,
and they still cannot forgive themselves for not being able to
prevent this tragedy. They torment themselves. Ruminating and
constantly asking themselves ‘why’ and ‘what if’ is not going to
help. | wish they would let their children go. We will not bring
them back to life here on earth, but we can allow them to be fully
happy in their new Life. It is important to finally find forgiveness
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and peace. Every day we must also learn to appreciate and enjoy
what we have. Without this, it is impossible to function. And we,
the orphaned parents, can help others, warn with our story and
prevent further unfortunate events.

Hanna Majerczyk, Darek’s Mom
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Mateusz
19 lat, Polska

Nazywam sie Kuba. Pare lat temu przezytem wypadek samocho-
dowy. To wydarzenie na zawsze zmienito mnie i zycie i moich
najblizszych.

Jestem juz po dwudziestu operacjach. Czuje sie dobrze. Teraz
zajmuje sie gospodarstwem, swojg hodowlg koni, jestem bardzo
zajety. M6j mdzg nie przyjmuje do siebie, ze w ogdle miatem wy-
padek i narzuca mi moje tempo pracy sprzed niego. Ja po pro-
stu nie mysle o sobie i swoim zdrowiu. Czasami nawet nie wiem,
jak sie nazywam. Ale na tyle kocham swojg prace, ze staram sie
ogarnia¢, zeby dawac rade. Fakt faktem, ze gdzies tam niejed-
nokrotnie zarywam noc, teraz zaczng sie roboty w polu. Czto-
wiek gdzies sie z tym wychowat i mam tak, ze lubie pracowac.
Ale ten wypadek zawsze jest i bedzie we mnie. To byto w paz-
dzierniku 2013 roku, po potudniu, tadny, stoneczny dzien. Nic nie
zapowiadato tragedii. Ja prowadzitem ciezarowy samochad, pra-
cowalismy w transporcie koni. Jechatem razem z kolegg, ktory
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wtedy miat 19 lat. Ja jechatem w kierunku Wroctawia, tir jechat
w kierunku Kiodzka. W okolicach Barda Slgskiego byto niewiel-
Kie wzniesienie. Tir miat dwa pasy, ja jeden. Jak wyjechatem na
wzniesienie, tir juz byt na moim pasie i dobit do mnie czotowo.
Przez dwa swoje pasy zjechat na moj.

Moj kolega zginat. Staratem sie go ostonic¢ sobg, ale nie udato sie.
Skrecitem kotami w prawo, wystawiajgc sie na uderzenie, ale nas
zniosto.

Mateusz byt stabszy fizycznie ode mnie. BylisSmy zakleszczeni
w karoserii samochodu. Ja miatem prawg noge zmiazdzong, on
obie. Po wyciggnieciu z samochodu u niego ustata akcja serca.
MieliSmy podobne obrazenia: tamponade osierdzia, w wyni-
ku czego pekta mu lewa komora serca, roztrzaskang sledziong,
pekniety prawy ptat watroby, sttuczone ptuca, co spowodowato
wystgpienie odmy wraz z tamponadg. Tylko on dostat wszystkie
obrazenia naraz. Réznica w pozostatych obrazeniach, owszem,
byta, bo Mati miat potamane obie nogi, prawdopodobnie do am-
putacji, ja zas potamang prawg z przerwaniem ciggtosci kosci
udowej na dtugosci ponad 10 cm. Obustronne wytamanie kregu
L5 na dtugosci ok. 1 cm na kazdej ze stron. Ztamanie obu kon-
czyn gornych, w tym otwarte reki prawej. Dwie dziury w koniusz-
ku serca. U mnie to sie rozciggneto w czasie. Siedmiu lekarzy
stwierdzito, ze z medycznego punktu widzenia nie miatem prawa
tego przezyc.

Wypadek byt w czwartek, ja sie ockngtem we wtorek. Pierwsza
operacja trwata siedem godzin, przetoczono mi podczas niej
osiem litrow krwi.

O tym, ze Mati odszedt dowiedziatem sie w szpitalu. Na poczgt-
ku nie chcieli mi powiedzie¢, ale moja éwczesna dziewczyna mi
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powiedziata, nie byta w stanie mnie oktamac. Jak sie ocknagtem
to zapytatem najpierw, kiedy mnie wypuszczg, bo juz chciatem
jechac pole orac¢. Potem zapytatem o Mateusza i ona powiedziata
mi, ze Mati nie zyje. To byt dla mnie okropny moment. Chociaz
jeszcze miatem obrzek mdzgu i stabg swiadomosc¢, wiec to do
mnie do konca nie docierato. Jeszcze mi sie nawet w szpitalu
przysnit.

Przez wiekszos¢ czasu wymagatem opieki psychiatry. Miatem
tyle razy operacje, organizm tyle razy walczyt, ze byty momenty,
kiedy psychika mi wysiadata, ze miatem ochote przestac walczyc¢
0 siebie. Zabieg, wyjscie ze szpitala, chwilowe kalectwo, kule,
wozek, rehabilitacja, powrdt do wzglednej, minimalnej sprawno-
sciikolejny zabieg. Btedne koto. Psychicznie siadatem. Mati. | ko-
lejne operacje.

Po wypadku powstato wokot mnie koto ograniczen i musiatem je
tamac po kolei.

Ja raczej nie lubie sie otwierac, a dla mnie zwrdcenie sie 0 po-
moc to byt zawsze objaw stabosci. To ja wiecznie pomagatem
ludziom, sam z wyksztatcenia jestem fizjoterapeutg, to ludzie
do mnie przychodzili po pomoc, a ja nigdy sam bym o pomoc
nie poprosit. Zaciskatem zeby i robitem wszystko sam. A tu nagle
okazato sie, ze bez tej pomocy sie nie da zy¢, ze musze sie o te
pomoc zwrocic¢. Rodzina nalegata i nie odpuszczata. Byto to dla
mnie i dla mojego ego bardzo ciezkie. Wiec potraktowatem to jak
wyzwanie: zobaczymy, kto komu zrobi psychoterapie. Tez troche
znam sie na psychologii klinicznej ze wzgledu na moje studia.
Przemogtem sie. Ale sama terapia nic nie da, bo wiem, ze jesli
sam nie bede chciat sobie pomadc, to nawet najlepsza terapia nie
pomoze. To juz zalezy ode mnie. Ja wiele lat, nawet jak bytem
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niepetnoletni, bytem osobg bardzo samodzielng, samowystar-
czalng.

Z Mateuszem poznalismy sie bardzo dtugo, ja mu chciatem po-
moc znalez¢ prace i przyuczatem go do transportu koni. Duzo
razem jezdzilismy. Jego najwiekszym marzeniem byto pojechac
za granice. Miatem takg mojg standardowg trase do hodowcy
koni w Destné w Czechach. W dniu wypadku transportowalismy
dwa konie i jechalismy do Czech. Dla Mateusza to byt pierwszy
wyjazd za granice. Zawsze, jak w to miejsce jezdzitem, mielismy
takg tradycje, ze hodowca zapraszat nas do baru na obiad. Za-
wsze bytem na tym obiedzie, ale akurat tego dnia miatem kolejne
sprawy do zatatwienia i nie moglismy zosta¢ w Czechach. P6z-
niej miatem do siebie taki zal: ty durniu, trzeba byto zosta¢ na tym
obiedzie, wtedy wszystko potoczytoby sie moze inaczej. Gdzies
w tym wszystkim czuje swojg wine za wypadek. To ja mu zapro-
ponowatem, zeby pojechat. Potem mysli, czemu nie ja, a on. Ja
za niego odpowiadatem.

Po kolejnym powrocie ze szpitala poszedtem do Mamy Mateusza.
Jak tylko wstatem z wdzka i pierwszy raz pojawitem sie w stajni
juz o kulach, to wyszedtem na papierosa koto stajni, spojrzatem
na jego dom i okna jego pokoju, na drzwi, z ktérych zawsze sie
wytaniat, i stwierdzitem, ze ide. Zapukatem do drzwi, otworzy-
ta mi jego mama, byta bardzo zaskoczona. Zapytatem, czy mo-
zemy porozmawiac. Wszedzie byty zdjecia Matiego. Przeprosi-
tem. Powiedziatem, ze jakbym wiedziat, ze tak to sie skonczy,
to bym Matiego nie zabrat. Powiedziata, ze nie ma do mnie zalu.
Zadata mi tylko pytanie, czy on przeczuwat, ze umrze, i czy byt
szczesliwy w ostatnich chwilach. Opowiedziatem jej, jak bardzo
byt szczesliwy. Wracat z wymarzonego wyjazdu za granice, robit
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duzo zdje¢ krajobrazu. Jest takie jedno wyjgtkowe miejsce po
stronie czeskiej, jedzie sie zboczem gory. Spogladajgc w gore,
widzi sie ogromny stok i las, a w dot jest potezne jezioro otoczo-
ne tgkami. To pieknie wyglagda. Mati robit zdjecia, nagrywat filmy
i z usmiechem mowit: ,0, pokaze mamie, jak wroce”. Niestety, nie
wrocit. Te scene mam czesto przed oczami.

Ja bedac w szpitalu, przeszedtem przez wiele zataman psy-
chicznych. Byta nawet sytuacja, ze krzyczatem na OIOM-ie: ,Mo-
gli mnie zostawi¢ w tym koniowozie, zdechtbym i bytby swiety
spokdj” Wtedy nie zapomne miny mojego taty. Powiedziat tylko:
,Kubus, co ty mowisz?” | ta mina mi tak utkwita, ze w nocy nie
mogtem spac. Materac, miatem wrazenie, famat mi kolejny raz
kregostup. Lezgc, stwierdzitem wtedy, ze tak byé nie moze. Ze
mam dla kogo zy¢, ze musze walczy¢ chocby dla nich, pokazac,
ze jestem silny. Gdy patrzytem na nich, jak oni cierpig, postano-
witem to zmienic. Tak by¢ nie mogto. Kazdego dnia walczytem
o kazdy ruch. Bytem dla siebie psychologiem, fizjoterapeuta, pa-
cientem i przyjacielem w jednym. Dzieki temu, ze studiowatem
wczesniej fizjoterapie, byto mi tatwiej. Wiedziatem tez, jak pozy-
tywnie na siebie zadziata¢, aby sie podbudowac i zmotywowac
do postepdéw. Zatamania psychiczne dalej byty, ale nie chciatem
tego pokazywac rodzicom. | kazdego dnia widziatem mojg ro-
dzine juz usmiechnietg. Teraz chciatbym pomaoc innym. Swoim
Swiadectwem, doswiadczeniem, historig, aby tych okrutnych
zdarzen byto jak najmniej, aby ich w ogdle nie byto. Aby juz nikt
nie musiat stracic¢ dziecka, rodzica, przyjaciela, najblizszej osoby.

Jakub Pielech
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Mateusz
19 years old , Poland

My name is Kuba. A few years ago, | survived a car crash. This
event changed me and my life and the life of my loved ones for-
ever.

| have already undergone twenty surgeries. | feel fine now. Now
| look after the farm, my horse breeding, | am very busy. My brain
doesn’t accept that | had a car crash at all, and dictates the work
pace | had from before the crash. | just don’t think about myself
and my health. Sometimes | don’'t even know what my name is.
But | love my job so much that | try to manage. It's a fact that
| often have sleepless nights, and now the field work begins. But
| grew up with this and | enjoy working.

But this crash is and always will be in me. It was in October
2013, in the afternoon, a nice sunny day. Nothing suggested that
a tragedy was looming. | was driving a truck, we worked in horse
transport. | was driving together with a friend, who was 19 years
old at the time. | was driving in the direction of Wroclaw, the truck
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was going in the direction of Klodzko. There was a small hill near
Bardo S'Iaskie. The truck had two lanes, | had one. When | left
the hill, the truck was already on my lane and hit me head-on. It
drove across its two lanes into mine.

My colleague was Killed. | tried to cover him with me, but | did not
succeed. | turned my wheels to the right, exposing myself to the
impact, but we were carried away.

Mateusz was physically weaker than me. We were jammed into
the body of the car. My right leg was crushed, both of his were.
After pulling him out of the car his heart stopped. We had similar
injuries: a tamponade of the pericardium, as a result of which his
left ventricle ruptured, a shattered spleen, a ruptured right lobe
of the liver, contused lungs, which caused emphysema along
with a tamponade. He was the only one to receive all the injuries
at once. There was a difference in other injuries, yes, because
Mati had both legs broken, probably to be amputated, while | had
my right leg broken, with a femur discontinuity of over 10 cm.
A bilateral L5 vertebra fracture of about 1 cm on each side. Frac-
ture of both upper limbs, including an open fracture of the right
hand. Two holes in the apex of the heart. In my case, it stretched
out over time. Seven doctors said that from the medical point of
view | had no right to survive this.

The car crash was on Thursday and | woke up on Tuesday. The
first surgery lasted seven hours, during which they transfused
eight liters of blood.

| found out in the hospital that Mati had passed away. They didn’t
want to tell me at first, but my girlfriend at the time told me, she
couldn’t lie to me. When | woke up, | first asked when they would
let me out, because | already wanted to go to the field to plow.
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Then | asked about Mateusz and she told me that Mateusz was
dead. It was a terrible moment for me. Since | still had swelling
in my brain and weak consciousness, it didn’t fully sink in. | was
even still dreaming in the hospital.

| required psychiatric care most of the time. I'd had so many
surgeries, my body had fought so many times, that there were
times when my psyche was going off that | felt like stopping the
fight to survive. Surgery, leaving the hospital, temporary disabil-
ity, crutches, wheelchair, rehabilitation, return to relative minimal
fitness, and another surgery. A vicious circle. | was collapsing
mentally. Mateusz. And another surgery.

After the crash a circle of limitations was formed around me, and
| had to break them one by one.

| rather don’t like to open up, and for me asking for help has al-
ways been a sign of weakness. | was the one who was always
helping people, | am a physiotherapist myself, people came to
me for help, and | would never ask for help myself. | gritted my
teeth and did everything myself. And suddenly it turned out that
| couldn’t live without this help, that | had to ask for this help. My
family insisted and did not give up. It was very hard for me and for
my ego. So | took it as a challenge: let’s see who will give psycho-
therapy to whom. | also know a little bit about clinical psychology
because of my studies. | persevered. But therapy alone won't
help, because | know that if | don’t want to help myself, even the
best therapy won't help. It's up to me. | was a very independent,
self-sufficient person for many years, even when | was a minor.
Mateusz and | knew each other for a long time, | wanted to help
him find a job and | trained him to transport horses. We drove
together a lot. His biggest dream was to go abroad. | had such
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a standard route to a horse breeder in Destné in the Czech Re-
public. On the day of the crash, we were transporting two horses
and going to the Czech Republic. For Mateusz it was his first trip
abroad. Whenever | traveled to this place, we had such a tradi-
tion that the breeder would invite us to a bar for dinner. | always
attended this dinner, but on that particular day | had other things
to do and we couldn’t stay in the Czech Republic. Later, | felt
sorry for myself: you fool, you should have stayed for that dinner,
then maybe everything would have turned out differently. Some-
where in all this | feel | am to blame for the crash. It was me who
suggested that he go with me. Then one thinks, why not me, but
him. | was responsible for him.

On my next return from the hospital | went to see Mateusz’s
Mom. As soon as | got up from the wheelchair and first appeared
in the stable already on crutches, | went out for a cigarette near
the stable, looked at his house and the windows of his room, at
the door through which he would always leave the house and
decided that | would go. | knocked on the door, his mother
opened, she was very surprised. | asked if we could talk. There
were pictures of Mati everywhere. | apologized. | said that if | had
known that it would end this way, | would not have taken Mati
with me. She said that she had no regrets about me. She just
asked me if he knew he was going to die and if he was happy in
his last moments. | told her how happy he was. He was returning
from a dream trip abroad, and he was taking a lot of pictures
of the landscape. There is this one special place on the Czech
side, you drive down the side of a mountain. Looking up, you see
a huge slope and a forest, and there is a huge lake surrounded
by meadows down below. It looks beautiful. Mati took pictures,
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videos and said with a smile: “Oh, I'll show mom when | get back”.
Unfortunately, he did not come back. That scene is often right in
front of my eyes.

[, while in the hospital, went through many mental breakdowns.
There was even a situation where | screamed in the ICU: “They
could have left me in that horse cart, | would have died and that
would be it.” | will never forget the look on my dad’s face. He just
said: “Jakub, what are you saying?” And that look stuck with me
so much that | couldn’t sleep at night. The mattress, | had the im-
pression, was breaking my back all over again. Lying down, | then
decided that it couldn’t be like this. That | had someone to live
for, that | had to fight if only for them, to show that | was strong.
When | looked at them, how they were suffering, | decided to
change it. It couldn’t be like this. Every day | fought for every
move. | was a psychologist, physiotherapist, patient, and friend
in one. Thanks to the fact that | had studied physiotherapy earlier
it was easier for me. | also knew how to act positively on my-
self to uplift and motivate myself to progress. The mental break-
downs continued, but | didn't want to show it to my parents. And
every day | saw my family starting to smile. Now | would like to
help others. With my testimony, experience, story, so that these
cruel events are as few as possible, so that they don’t occur at
all. So that no one would have to lose a child, a parent, a friend
or a loved one ever again.

Jakub Pielech
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“La nostra vita conserva tutto il significato che ha sempre avuto:
e la stessa di prima, ¢’e una continuita che non si spezza.
Perche dovrei essere fuori dai tuoi pensieri e dalla tua mente,
solo perche sono fuori dalla tua vista?

Non sono lontano, sono dall’altra parte, proprio dietro I'angolo.
Rassicurati, va tutto bene.

Ritroverai il mio cuore,

ne ritroverai la tenerezza purificata.

Asciuga le tue lacrime e non piangere, se mi ami:

il tuo sorriso e la mia pace.”

Sanda Sudor



“Our life retains all the meaning it has always had:
it is the same as before, there is a continuity that does not break.
Why should I be out of your thoughts and out of your mind,
just because I'm out of your sight?
I’'m not far away, I'm on the other side, just around the corner.
Reassure yourself, everything is fine.
You will find my heart again,
you will find again its purified tenderness.
Dry your tears and not cry if you love me:

your smile is my peace.”

Sanda Sudor
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Michaely Maminka
Ceska republika

V Cervnu 2003 tragicky zemrela moje maminka jako chodec.....
Moje déti, tehdy Sestileté, byly u prarodic¢l. Ten patek strvili
spole¢né hezky den, bylo krasné. Pfi navratu dom v podvecer-
nich hodinach bohuzel zemrfela pfed o¢ima mych déti a mého
tatky moje maminka. Sli po chodniku v mist&, kde auta jezdila
minimalné a pomalu, protoze se jednalo o zelenou, vyletni oblast
za méstem. Tehdy tam vsSak jel mlady fidi¢, ktery nezvladl fizeni,
najel na chodnik, kde stala maminka a on ji srazil a natlacil na pfi-
lehlou skalu. Na misté byla mrtva. Otec se ji snazil jeSté ozivovat
a déti vzali stranou kolemjdouci...

Ridi¢ byl pod vlivem drog. V misté byl zndmy jako protekéni syn,
problematicky, fetak. Byl odsouzen k odnéti svobody na 26 mé-
sic a zékazu fizeni na 5 let. U soudu ho obhdjkyné obhajovala
slovy, Ze je obét doby, Ze zacal uzivat drogy, Ze je vlastné chudak
on... Propustén byl po pUllice trestu.

Ztrata mamky bolela moc a chybi mi stale. VSichni jsme se s tim
téZce vyrovnavali. Tatka do roka vazné onemocnél, ale nastésti
bojoval a z(stal tady jesté 16 let.

Tragicka ztrata milované bytosti meé v roce 2004 privedla do Cer-
stvé vzniklé organizace Ceské sdruzeni obéti dopravnich nehod,
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ktera poskytuje psychosocialni a pravni podporu obétem doprav-
nich nehod a pozlstalym po obétech dopravnich nehod. Zapojila
jsem se jako psycholog a pomaham dodnes. Setkala jsem se zde
s velkym mnozstvim ne$tésti, utrpeni, nechuti zit a bolesti, ale
zaroven vdécnosti za poskytnou pomoc a predevsim neskutec-
né sily jit Zivotem dal a prfedavat ji podobné zasazenym lidem...
| kdyz se to nepovede vSem, protoze i to k patfi k tragickym umr-
tim, pomahani pomaha!

Michaela Blatna
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Michaela s Mother
Czech Republic

In June 2003, my mother died tragically as a pedestrian...

My children, then six years old, were with their grandparents.
They spent that Friday together, they had a nice day. Unfortu-
nately, while returning home in the early evening, my mother died
in front of my children and my dad. They were walking along the
sidewalk in a place with minimal and slow car traffic because it
was a green, hiking area outside of town. However, there was
a young driver who failed to control the car and drove onto the
pavement where my mother was standing and he hit and pushed
her onto an adjacent rock. She was pronounced dead at the
scene. My father was still trying to resuscitate her and the chil-
dren were taken aside by passers-by...

The driver was under the influence of drugs. He was known lo-
cally as a prominent person’s son, a troublemaker, a junkie. He
was sentenced to 26 months’ imprisonment and banned from
driving for 5 years. In court, his lawyer defended him by saying
that he was a victim of the times that he had started using drugs,
that he was poor in fact... He only served half his sentence.
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Losing my mom hurt a lot and | still miss her. We all had a hard
time dealing with her death. My dad became seriously ill within
a year, but fortunately he fought back and lived for another 16
years.

The tragic loss of a loved one brought me to the newly estab-
lished organization in 2004 - the Czech Association of Traffic
Accident Victims, which provides psychosocial and legal support
to victims and survivors of traffic crashes. | became involved as
a psychologist, and | help to this day. Here | have encountered
a great deal of misfortune, suffering, reluctance to live and pain,
but at the same time gratitude for the help provided and, above
all, incredible strength to go on with life and pass it on to similarly
affected people... Even if not everyone succeeds, because this
too belongs to results of tragic deaths, helping helps!

Michaela Blatna
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Lucka
20 let, Ceska republika

Velikonoce roku 2002 jsou nasi no¢ni mdrou. A od té doby kazdé
blizici se Velikonoce.

Byli jsme na chaté, krasny den, mladSi dcera Lucka s pfitelem
Pavlem v Praze, starsi Pavla také u svého pritele. V sobotu se za
nami pfijela na chatu podivat Lucka s Pavlem. Zajeli jsme jesté
za babickou, kde se Lucka potkala s lidmi, které hodné dlouho
nevidéla. Kdyz jsem si vSe po nehodé stale do kola opakovala,
pripadalo mi to, jako by se pfijela rozloucit.

V nedéli odpoledne Lucka volala, ze jedou s Pavlem z Matéjské
pouti, koupil ji plySového tygfika. Byla Stastna. Za pouhych 20
minut volal Pavel, ze méli nehodu, Lucka lezi na silnici a z ucha ji
teCe krev. Béhem chvilky se Zivot Uplné obrati. Od té doby Zivot
délime na pred a po.

Rychle jsme jeli do Prahy a honem do nemocnice. Lucka byla na
vySetreni, ale bylo nam feceno, ze to nevypada dobre a abychom
prijeli rano. Byla to nejdelsi noc naseho Zivota. V hlavé se nam
motala nadéje s hrlzou. Kdyz jsme dorazili do nemocnice, Iékar
nam nedaval zadnou nadéji. Po cesté z nemocnice zazvonil tele-
fon a ortel byl vyr¢eny - Lucka zemfrela. Za necelé tfi mésice by ji
bylo 21 let. Krasny vék a Zivot pfed sebou.
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A co ted? Jak budeme bez ni zit, ma vibec jesté Zivot smys|?
Musi mit, mame jeSté jednu dceru a budeme Zzit pro ni. Ted to
musime oznamit babi¢kam, ze uz nemaji sluni¢ko Lucinku. Bylo
to hodné kruté a nespravedlivé a je dodnes. Dnes si fikam, jak
jsme to vibec mohli prezit?

Se smrti ditéte se do konce zivota nevyrovnate, ale musite se s
ni naucit zit. Kazdy po svém.

MiluSe Vondruskova

63



Lucka
20 years old, Czech Republic

Easter 2002 was our nightmare. And so has every Easter been
since then.

We were at our cottage, it was a beautiful day, our younger
daughter Lucka was with her boyfriend Pavel in Prague, and our
older daughter Pavla was also with her boyfriend. On Saturday
Lucka and Pavel came to see us at the cottage. We went to see
Grandma, where Lucka met people she hadn’t seen for a long
time.

On Sunday afternoon, Lucka called me and said that she and
Pavel were coming from the Matthew pilgrimage fun fair, and
that he had bought her a stuffed tiger. She was happy. Just 20
minutes later Pavel called to say that they had been in a crash,
and that Lucka was lying on the road with blood coming out of
her ear. In the blink of an eye, our life changed completely. Since
then, we have divided our life into before and after.

We quickly drove to Prague and rushed to the hospital. Lucka
was being examined, but we were told that the situation didn’t
look good and to come back in the morning. This was the long-
est night of our lives. Hope and terror were swirling in our minds.
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When we arrived at the hospital, the doctor gave us no hope.
On the way back from the hospital the phone rang and the pro-
nouncement was made — Lucka had died. She would have been
21 years old in less than three months. A beautiful age and her
whole life ahead.

And now what? How were we going to live without her, was life
even worth living anymore? We had to, we had another daughter,
and we would live for her. Now we had to tell the grandmothers
that they no longer had their little Lucka. It was very harsh and
unfair and continues to be to this day. Today | wonder how we
ever survived.

You can’t deal with the death of a child for the rest of your life,
but you have to learn to live with it. Everyone in their own way.

MiluSe Vondruskova

65



I another space - lime




Tata
Ceska republika

Nikdy by si ¢lovék nepomyslel ani v tom nejhors$im snu, ze se mu
néco podobného mize vlbec stat. Byli jsme spokojena rodin-
ka do toho osudného dne 28.4.2020. Manzel, vasnivy cyklista si
toho dne k veceru vyjel na obvykly trénink. Misto jeho navratu
nam pfisla kriminalka oznamit, Zze meél tragickou nehodu u Ja-
novic nad Uhlavou. Auto dostalo smyk, kde zrovna manzel jel.
Nepodarilo se ho uz zachranit. Nikdy nepochopim tu osudnou
vtefinu a rikam si stale pro¢? Zdstaly mi po ném aspon nase dvé
milované holCi¢ky Lucinka tenkrat 5 rok{ a Cerstvé narozend Te-
rezka 2 mésice. Nikdy se nesmifim s tim, ze holcickam takhle
kruté osud sebral navzdy tatinka a mné milovaného manzela.
Dnes uz nam nezbyva nic jiného nez ho mit stale v srdci a zit ze
vzpominek na ného.

Martina D.

67



Dad
Czech Republic

You would never think in your worst nightmares that something
like this could ever happen to you. We were a happy family until
that fatal day on April 28, 2020. My husband, an avid cyclist,
went out for his usual workout that evening. Instead of his re-
turn, the police came to tell us that he had been in a tragic crash
near Janovice and Uhlavou. The car skidded right where my hus-
band was riding. They couldn’t save him. I'll never understand
that fateful second and | keep wondering why. At least he left me
with our two beloved little girls Lucinka, then 5 years old, and the
newly born Terezka, 2 months old. | will never accept the fact
that fate had so cruelly taken the girls’ daddy and my beloved
husband away. Today, we have no choice but to keep him in our
hearts and in our memories.

Martina D.
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Ivan
20 Anos, Espana

Mi nombre es Cristina.

Hace 15 afios perdi a mi hermano pequefio Ivan con tan solo 20
afitos de edad, cuando empezaba a disfrutar de la vida.
Alguien que no respetd las normas de circulacion, o maté. Nos
lo quito... sin avisar.

Cuando en la vida te quitan a una persona amada, asi sin previo
aviso, sin que te dé tiempo a despedidas...el vacio, la impotencia
es tan grande que no sabes como seguir.

Gracias al Dia Mundial en Memoria de las Victimas de Trafico
tenemos la oportunidad de poder encontrar a personas que real-
mente entienden tu dolor, personas que como tu, tienen ese va-
cio interior imposible de llenar. Este dia es muy importante para
las personas que tenemos una pérdida en la carretera.

Dia Mundial en Memoria de las Victimas de Trafico, GRACIAS por
existir y darnos fuerzas para seguir, al unirnos a todas las perso-
nas que hemos tenido una pérdida personal tan repentina...tan
evitable.

Gracias.

Cristina Rodriguez
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Ivan
20 years old, Spain

My name is Cristina.

15 years ago | lost my younger brother Ivan, who was only 20
years old and just starting to enjoy life.

Someone who did not respect the rules of the road killed him. He
took him from us... without warning.

When in life a loved one is taken away from you, without warning,
without giving you time to say goodbye... the emptiness, the im-
potence is so great that you don’t know how to go on.

Thanks to the World Day of Remembrance for Road Traffic Vic-
tims we have the opportunity to meet people who really under-
stand our pain, people who, like us, have that inner emptiness
that is impossible to fill. This day is very important for those of us
who have suffered a loss on the road.

World Day of Remembrance for Road Traffic Victims, THANK
YOU for being here and giving us the strength to carry on, by
uniting those of us who have had such a sudden personal loss...
that was so avoidable.

Thank you

Cristina Rodriguez

71



I tatk to you about injustice and you smile




Conductor
Espana

Salida de via con colision frontal a un elemento de hormigon. Fue
un Audi A4, color blanco, que conducia un sefior inglés... al que
excarcelamos fallecido. Hacia seis horas y veinte minutos que
era bombero, fue mi primer servicio en la calle, hace ya 20 afos.
Pocos dias después me vi en el primer vehiculo pesado. Otra sa-
lida de via, pero esta vez en un gran talud donde el trailer quedd
tumbado sobre su costado en una situacion muy inestable. Re-
sultd muy peligroso llegar hasta el conductor, pero lo logramos,
lo dimos todo y después de mucho trabajo conseguimos resca-
tarlo. Perdi la nocién del tiempo y lo que pensaba que habia sido
poco mas de una hora, resultaron ser mas de cuatro. No dejé de
acompafar al conductor desde que llegué junto a él y tampoco
dejé de hablarle mientras él insistia en repetirme dos palabras... -
“me muero” - aquello resultd muy duro, mas aun, siendo un joven
bombero novato. Todavia hoy, veo como resbalé una medalla de
su cuello y se perdia entre el amasijo de chapas sin que pudiera
recogeérsela. El conductor, del que recuerdo perfectamente su
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nombre, fallecié en la ambulancia mientras los medios sanitarios
luchaban por su vida.

Puedo seguir describiendo muchos otros servicios similares a los
anteriores ocurridos a lo largo de estos afios y algo que todos los
peores siniestros tienen en comun, es la impotencia de no poder
salvar todas las vidas que se quedan en las carreteras, siendo
ello una parte muy amarga de mi profesion como bombero. Por
muy bien que nos preparemos y por muy bien que los bomberos
y otros servicios de emergencias trabajemos, continuamos pre-
senciando como se pierden vidas en los vehiculos.

Los accidentes de trafico no existen, en todo caso podemos ha-
blar de siniestros viales y estos estan condicionados al factor
humano, por lo que esta en las manos de toda la sociedad evitar-
los y conseguir el ansiado objetivo “0 victimas de trafico” .

En la mayoria de servicios en los que he trabajado donde el fac-
tor velocidad estaba presente, ninguna tecnologia en seguridad
pasiva y activa ha sido suficiente para evitar todos los dafios en
las personas.

A pesar de todo, pienso que andamos por buen camino. La suma
de medidas de concienciacion, las tecnologias implementadas
en los vehiculos y las mejoras en las vias y trazados urbanos, es-
tan reduciendo los siniestros viales y su gravedad. Los servicios
de emergencia estamos siendo testigos de esta mejoria alber-
gando la esperanza de que llegue el dia que podamos hablar de
los siniestros viales como algo anecddtico.

José Miguel Escrig Agut
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Driver
Spain

Head-on collision with a concrete element. It was a white Audi
A4, driven by an Englishman... whom we pulled out of the vehicle
dead. | had been a fireman for six hours and twenty minutes, it
was my first service on the street, 20 years ago.

A few days later | was in my first heavy vehicle. Another off-road
crash, but this time on a large slope where the trailer was lying
on its side in a very unstable situation. It was very dangerous to
get to the driver, but we made it, we gave everything and after
a lot of work we managed to rescue him. | lost track of time and
what | thought had been a little more than an hour, turned out to
be more than four. | didn't stop accompanying the driver from the
moment | arrived and | didn’t stop talking to him while he insisted
on repeating two words to me..... - I'm dying” - it was very hard,
especially as a young, novice fireman. Even today, | can still see
how a medal slipped off his neck and got lost in the wreckage
of metal sheets without him being able to pick it up. The driver,
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whose name | remember perfectly well, died in the ambulance
while the ambulance crews fought for his life.

| could go on and describe many other similar services over the
years and one thing that all the worst crahes have in common is
the helplessness of not being able to save all the lives that are
left on the roads, which is a very bitter part of my profession as
a firefighter. No matter how well we prepare ourselves and no
matter how well firefighters and other emergency services work,
we continue to see lives lost in vehicles.

There is no such thing as traffic accidents, if anything we can
only speak of road crashes and these are conditioned by the hu-
man factor, so it is in the hands of society as a whole to prevent
them and achieve the desired goal of “O traffic victims”.

In most of the services in which | have participated, where the
speed factor was present, no passive and active safety techno-
logy has been sufficient to avoid all the damage to people.
Nevertheless, | think we are on the right track. The increasing
number of awareness measures, as well as the technologies im-
plemented in vehicles and the improvements in roads and urban
layouts are reducing the number of road crashes and their se-
verity. The emergency services are witnessing this improvement
in the hope that the day will come when we will be able to talk
about road crashes as something anecdotal.

José Miguel Escrig Agut
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Ferran
7 anos, bspana

Cuando te has de enfrentar a la ausencia de un hijo, como con-
secuencia de un atropello por doble infraccion... es muy dificil
ordenar las reacciones, los sentimientos, las prioridades, la vidal!
Con el paso del tiempo, los afios se acumulan en forma de raci-
mo para estar protegidos del vacio emocional, y a pesar de todo,
eso, no significa que no hayas pasado pagina, ni que no seas
capaz de hacer una vida normal, ni tampoco impide la felicidad,
de lo que tienes la suerte de tener.

Pero cuando voy a explicarlo, siempre me queda la duda de si
estoy en la superacion o la costumbre.

De ahi la importancia de tener un dia en el calendario, que de
presencia a todas las victimas de trafico, el Dia Mundial en Me-
moria de las Victimas de Trafico.

Pilar Cabrera
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Somni

Aquesta nit, he somiat

Amb ulls oberts, per no perdre’'m cap detall.
Sorties tu sol, sense el teu cos.

Al mati, he esbrinat,

era la teva essencia

el que he pogut abracar.

Pilar Cabrera , Setembre 2021

Sueno

Esta noche, he sonado

con los ojos abiertos, para no perderme ningtin detalle.
Salias 11 solo, sin tu cuerpo.

Por la manana, he averiguado,

era tu esencia

lo que he podido abrazar.

Pilar Cabrera, Septiembre 2021
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Ferran
7 years old, Spain

When you have to face the absence of a child, as a consequence
of a car crash due to a double offence... it is very difficult to sort
out your reactions, your feelings, your priorities, your life!

With the passing of time, the years accumulate in the form of
a bundle to protect you against emotional emptiness, and de-
spite everything, this does not mean that you have not turned
over a new page, nor that you are not able to lead a normal life,
nor does it prevent happiness, which you are lucky enough to
have.

But when | go to explain it, I am always left wondering whether
| am in the overcoming phase or the habit.

Hence the importance of having a day in the calendar, which
gives presence to all road crash victims, the World Day of Re-
membrance for Road Traffic Victims.

Pilar Cabrera
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Somni

Aquesta nit, he somiat

Amb ulls oberts, per no perdre’'m cap detall.
Sorties tu sol, sense el teu cos.

Al mati, he esbrinat,

era la teva essencia

el que he pogut abracar.

Pilar Cabrera , Setembre 2021

Dream

Tonight, I dreamt

with my eyes open, so [ wouldn’t miss any detail.
You were alone, without your body.

In the morning, I found out,

it was your essence

that I was able to embrace.

Pilar Cabrera, September 2021
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Motorradfahrer
Deutschland

Ein Mitglied der deutschen Verkehrsopferorganisation VOD
schildert sein traumatisierendes Erlebnis, das er als junger Po-
lizeibeamter durchleben musste. Wahrend einer Nachtschicht
hat er von der Nebenwache seiner Dienststelle im Funkverkehr
verfolgt, wie seine Kollegen bei einem schweren Verkehrsunfall
eines Motorradfahrers auf einer LandstraBe an seinem Wohn-
ort eingesetzt waren und musste mitanhdren, wie auB3erst lang
andauernd diese — vorerst leider vergebens — nach einer sofort
angeforderten notarztlichen Versorgung des lebensgefahrlich
verletzten Motorradfahrers durch den Rettungsdienst beim &rt-
lichen Krankenhaus riefen. Nach etwa zwei Stunden wurde der
junge Polizeibeamte telefonisch — ohne ndhere Begrindung -
gebeten, sofort zur Hauptwache zu fahren. Dort angekommen
eroffneten ihm seine Kollegen, dass bei dem Verkehrsunfall mit
dem Motorrad sein eigener Bruder, mit dem er in gemeinsamer
Wohnung im elterlichen Haus lebte, getdtet worden ist.

Mit dem Streifenwagen fuhr ein Kollege den jungen Polizeibeam-
ten sodann zur bereits abgerdaumten Unfallstelle und anschlie-
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Bend zum Krankenhaus, wo in einem Abstellraum die Leiche sei-
nes vier Jahre jungeren Bruders in einem Zinksarg lag.

Noch heute blickt der Polizeibeamte auf das schreckliche Ge-
schehen in seiner Jugend betroffen zurlck:

,Den todlichen Verkehrsunfall meines Bruders habe ich nicht nur
dadurch unmittelbar miterlebt, dass ich wahrend des zur Nacht-
zeit mit dem Motorrad geschehenen tragischen Ereignisses
mich im fur die Unfallstelle, eine LandstraBBe, ortlich und sach-
lich zustandigen Polizeidienst befand und samtliche Ereignis-
se einschlieBlich der vergeblichen Rettungsversuche der etwa
zweistlndigen Verkehrsunfallaufnahme, bei denen die dienstha-
bende Notarztin erst auBerordentlich spat (etwa dreiig Minuten
nach Eintreffen der Polizei) die Unfallstelle erreichte, mit allen
Sinnen und unvergesslichem Schrecken vor Ort 1:1 zur Kenntnis
genommen habe.

Im Anschluss an meine Verabschiedung von meinem Bruder im
Zinksarg habe ich sodann meinen Nachtdienst abgebrochen und
bin gegen 04.00 Uhr morgens nach Hause gefahren und habe
dort meinen Eltern und meiner Frau mit den beiden Kleinkindern
— ohne eine Begleitung durch einen anderen Menschen ganz al-
lein — die Nachricht vom Tod des jungsten Sohnes, Schwagers
bzw. Onkels Uberbracht.”

Bruder
Ein Mitglied der deutschen Verkehrsopferorganisation VOD
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Motoreyelist

Germany

A member of the German traffic victims’ organization VOD de-
scribes his traumatising experience that he was forced to go
through as a young police officer. During a night shift, he fol-
lowed his colleagues on the police radio from the side ward of his
station as they responded to a serious traffic accident involving
a motorcyclist on a country road near his home and had to listen
to how they called for an extremely long time - unfortunately in
vain at first - for emergency medical care for the life-threatening-
ly injured motorcyclist, which was immediately requested by the
rescue service at the local hospital. After about two hours, the
young police officer was asked by telephone - without further
explanation - to go immediately to the main police station. When
he arrived there, his colleagues told him that his own brother,
with whom he lived in the same flat in his parents’ house, had
been killed in the crash with a motorbike.

A colleague then drove the young police officer to the scene
of the accident, which had already been cleared, and then to
the hospital, where the body of his brother, who was four years
younger than him, lay in a zinc coffin in a storeroom.
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Even today, the police officer looks back on the terrible events of
his youth with dismay:

“| experienced my brother’s fatal road crash doubly not only be-
cause | was on police duty at the scene of the crash, a country
road, during the tragic event, which happened at night with a mo-
torbike, and because | witnessed all the events, including the
unsuccessful rescue attempts during the road crash recording,
which lasted about two hours and during which the emergency
doctor on duty reached the scene of the crash extraordinarily
late (about thirty minutes after the arrival of the police), with all
my senses and unforgettable horror at the scene.

After saying goodbye to my brother in the zinc coffin, | then left
my night duty and went home at around 4.00 a.m., and there
| informed my parents and my wife with the two small children -
without being accompanied by another person all by myself, of
the news of the death of their youngest son, brother-in-law and
uncle.”

Brother
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Anunpn Kapodn
172248

Agopun yla tTnv Aettoupyia tng EYOYTA(EAAHNIKH ETAIPIA YMO-
YTHPI=HXZ OYMATQN TPOXAIQN) -MAPATHPHTHPIO OAIKHY AZDA-
AEIAY POAQY, anoteAeoe n Tpayikn AdIKn arwAegLld TOU yLoU Jou
Anuntpn Kapudn evog veou POALG 19 xpOvwy.. ZUVAVTNOE.. KABWGC
TEPTATOVOE 0TO TEC0OPOULO padl ye TNV Mapea Tov.. £va ACLVEL-
dNTo 0dnNyo LTO TNV ETNPELA AAKOOA 0ONYWVTAG PE LTIEPPBOALKN
TaxvTNTa.. oTo LYOC Tou PIX oTic 20 lavovapiov 2002 otnv ABrva.
YuveRN avTo, Tou Kavevag dev pnopet va dtavonBel. O matdlkog Tou
MuxaAng NEKPOZ kat o Anuntpng KATEAH=ZE peta amno 23 nuepeg
0TS 12 deBpovapiov 2002.

‘HBeAe va yivel agpomopog va avolfel Ta TePA TOL va yvwploet
TIOALTLOPOUG, va ayyiEel TouG alBeped ylaTi nTav ovelpoTtioAog, eKa-
VE AEPOUOVTEALOUO KAl AATPEVE TIC OLVAPHOAOYNOELC HOVTEAWY
AEPOTIAQVWV.

‘Eva atuxnua oTo PATL ToL aveTpePe Ta oxedla TOL Kal TEAELWVO-
vTag To Aukelo tng Kpepaotng -Podou to 2001, eyypagpetal 0Tto
MEDITERRANEAN COLLEGE yla va 1tapakoAovBroet To TUnPa mAn-
POPOPLKNG, KAVOVTAG AUTO TIOL AATpeYe yLaTi yvwplle TNV anepa-
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vVTOoLVN AUTOUL TOUL TPOTIOL ETIUKOLVWVIAC, £vag VEOC TIOL NBEAE va
KATAKTNOEL TOV KOOHO, KAl OXL JOVO.

Z0pewva pe tnv avakoivwon tov MEDITERRANEAN COLLEGE,
LTPEE POLTNTAG e€aipeTou NBOLC, TTOAAG UTIOOXOPEVOG OTO XWPO
NG TeXvoAoyiag olaltepwy (KavoTATWY, Je TIOAAATIAG EVOLAPEPO-
Yayel

Tou dpeoe n pouolkr RAP kat n ouvBeon. Qpeg ateAelwTeg €ypa-
(g, E0BNVE TPOCTIABWVTAG VA HETAPEPEL TA OLVALOBNUATA TOL KAl
TOUG TIPORANPATIOMOVE TOU, TOUG POBOLE TOUL yla oA ocuveRavav
yUpw Tou. Eixe Ovelpa Kal ta HETEPEPE OTO ONUELWHATAPLO TOU,
NnBeAe va amoKTnoeL 0oa emBupPovoE, dlakpLvOTav yla TIC evaLodn-
olec Tou, Tov anacxoAovoav Ta TPORANPATA KAl Ol avnouxies Twv
¢iAwV Tou, ATav ayanntog oe OAOLG TIOL YVWPLLE, elxe Amown yia
TA KOWVWVLKA Bgpata Kat poomabouoe va Bpel AVOELG yla 6oa ana-
oxoAoLoav TOUG GIAOLC TOL. 2TAPATNOE.. OPWE TOCO TPAYLKA.. TO
XAUOYEAO, N XaPQ, TO OVELPO yLd TO AnunTen.

2 € pPla oudnTnon pag, You eixe met « Mapd n <wn dev YeTpLETAL ATIO
TNV OLAPKELA TNC AAAQ Ao TNV TIPOCYOoPA TG ».

la OAQ auTA TIOL TUOTELE, TTIOL NBEAE KAl aywvioLoe 0 AnunNTeENG,
16pLBNKe oTIC 6 louviov 2004 n EYOYTA (EAAHNIKH ETAIPIA YTO-
JTHPIZHZ OYMATQN TPOXAIQN) —TAPATHPHTHPIO OAIKHZ
AYOAAEIAY POAQY. Mn KepbookoTtikog, Mn KuBepvntikog Opyavt-
OHOG, 0TO XWPO TNG 0dIKAG AcpdAelag, amno Pla opada evalobnto-
TIOLNUEVWY TIOALTWY, OTIWG ETUOTAMOVEG ATIO OLAPOPOLE XWPOUC,
Bupata Kat ovyyevelc Tpoxalwy duoTuXNUATWY, AAAA KAl ATAWC
evolapepOPEVA ATOPA OTNV TIOAN TIOL OVPE KAl KUKAOPOPOUE.
‘Egpuye 0 ylokag pou, Tooo adlka Kat Tpaytkd ota 19 Tou xpovia, EQu-
YE N XAPA PO, EQUYE TIYE OTOLE OLPAVOUG, PLAA PE T AOTPQ, elval
TO PWTELVO AOTPO, elvat o ATTEAOZ pou, eival n eArtida pov, o cuvo-
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SoLTOPOC POL yLa VA OTAUATIOOLUE va €X0LUE TN BALBEPH TIPWTLA
oTa Tpoxata duotuynuata otnv Eupwrn, Ta onola anoteAovy Kat
TNV MpwWTN attia 6avdaTou yla Toug veoud pag otnv EAAAdQ, va ota-
LATOOLUE TOV AVBPWTILVO TIOVO.

Na 0WOooLHE TIOAAEC avBPWTIVEG (WEC KAl VA EAAXLOTOTIOL)COLE
TIC avannpleg.. AG EeKLVNOOULUE.. ETOL OKEPTNKQA, ETOL OKEPTOUAL.
Elvat S00KoOAN N TPAYHATIKOTNTA TNSC AMWAELAC Tou Tatdlol cou,
Blwoa TNV amoALTN PUXLIKNA KATAPPAKWON TIOL TIPOKAAEL 0 BAvaATOC
Tou ratdlov cou. To eveoc yia to Taldl oou dlapkel ya avta. Me-
ToLolwoa TO TEVOOC Pou, TNC TPAYLKNAC AMWAELAC TOU YLOKA HOU
oe OLVaUN oKePTOPEVN OTL TiroTa dgv elval avwTePO amod TNV av-
Bpwrtivn Cwr). Kavelg dev exel dikalwpa va tnv agatpel ) va tnv
kataotpepel. To ntnua tg O0kAG ACPAAELaG apoL Oev avTide-
TwrilotnKe XBe¢ Ba TMPETEL va avTIHETWTILOTEL Twpa.. OKEPTNKA...
OKEPTOPAL. 2TN XWPa Yag ta TeAevtala xpovia oL OLKOYEVELEC TWV
Bupdatwy aywvidovtal ylia tnv 00K ac@dAeLla Kat Tpoorabouy va
akovoTel N pwvr Twv BupdTtwy. Elvatl 0 povog TPOTIog OXL HOVO yla
va TLUNOOLPE AUTOUC TIOL £puyav — BLPATA TOL TIAPAAOYLOHOL TNG
KUKAO@POPLAG- AAAA KAl yla va avaTpeEPOUPE AUTHY TNV KAtaotaon
Tou Tapdyel padikd To Bdvato kat Tnv avannpia katdotaon mou
KATtAvtnoe va Bewpeltal GuOLKN Kal UOLOAOYLKT). Bplokopal kadn-
HEPLWVA QVTIHETWTIN PE TNV TPAYLKN ATIWAELA TOL YLOKA PO, EEAN-
AOUL TO TevOOoC BlwveTal LOLWTLKA, dev dnuoactomole{tal. ZKe@Topat
OPwWCE OTL Ba TpeTet va avadeifoupe TNV copapdTNTA TOL BEPATOC
NG OOLKNC ACPAAELAG YLA TA ETIOPEVA XPOVLA KAl OTL Ba TPETIEL va
TIapBOLV ONUAVTIKES ATIOPACELG KAl Va avadelyTtouyv dpdoelg yla va
KAVOUPE TOUG OPOPOLG ACPAAE(S yla OAOLG pag. Aev eival amAd pla
OQPELA 0" AUTOULC TIOL EPLYAV. ZKEPTOHAL KAl EVEPYW OTL elval Kat
Ba eival dlapkng n mapouacia Tou yloKa Pou, N Yuxr Tou e TV UETA-
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HOPPWON TNG, 0av aravtnon oTnv OTATIKOTNTA PE TO TETAYUA TNG
oav andavinon otnv KaBnAwaon Pe tnv ogopeLd cav anavtnon otnv
AOKNULA TNG TPAYHATIKOTNTAG.. ZKEPTOUAL KaBnuepva OTL, UTO-
poLPE va Kavoupe eva Brua mapandvw. Na orndcovpe TNV oLwT
TIoL cuvodeLel/onudadewe Kat onuadevel TN wn Pag.

Agev elval HOVO O@ELAN TPOC TOUG ATIOVIEG AGAAA KAl eva XPeEOQ
TPOC TOULC TAPOVTEG. INMoTe dev Ba pelwbouy Ta Tpoxaia 6co e€a-

KOAOLBOUUE va Ta KpLBOLPE N va Aepe Pepata yL avta. MapovTteg
Kal arovteg oev eival evieAel OLAPOPETIKA TPOOWTA, AAAC KOO
TPWTAYWVLOTEC Plag eEEALOCOUEVNC PeoQ OTO alua Kat 0Tov TOVo
lotopiag. AAAA lowg TIO EYKANUATLKNA lval n madnTikn wxadep@l-
KN vOOTPOTIa Pag, Tou Pag KAvel va Bewpovue TOLC €AVTOUG HAC
ATPWTOULC, Ta BUPATA ATLXA KAL TOLG CLYYEVELC TOLC OaV KATIOLOLG
(OLOTPOTIOLE TUTIOUG TIOU ETUOLWKOLY VA XAAACOLY TNV YAKAPLA EV-
daipovia pag.

OAa autd pe evduvapwvouy yla va oTapathooupe va Bpnvoupe
VEOUG OTNV A0PAATO, HEV OLWTIW.. KAl AVTIHETWTICW TNV TIPAyUa-
TIKOTNTA TNG AMWAELAG TOUL YLOU Pou pe duvapn Yuxne ..tvat cuvo-
doLMOPOG Pou.. ZKOLTHW Ta dAKPLA PoU, oPlyyw TN ypoBLd Jou Kat
TaAelw, ylaTl TO XPWOTAW... TO XPWOTAKE C' ALTOULG TIOL £PLYAV
Kal OAQ auTA CLPTIVKVWEEVA 0Tn pacn ANOPQIMINH ZQH.
Motebw OTL N aAAayr) OBIKAG CLPTIEPLPOPAG elval LA TIOAD KAAN
apxn (amapaitntn PolTOBeoN) yia TOV TIEPLOPLOPO TWV TPOXAlWY
oLPBAVTWY €POOOV ALTO amoTeAel Babid emBupia Kat TPWTEVO-
VTa OTOXO oav Kowvwvia. H odikr aopdAeta mpemet va avadelydel
oe a&ia, va avayvwpidetal dnAadn amod eva cUVOAO avOPWTTWY WS
ONUAvTLKA yla Toug (Bloug. H cuvexnc evnuepwon elval ETUTAKTIKNA
avdykn Kat cuvTeAel otnv avdmTugn aAAayng odnyLKng CLUTEPL-
Popag.
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M'vwpiZoupe OTL TO Bepa NG 0OdIkNC AoPAAELag elval TIOAUTIAOKO.
Epelc opwe elpaote mavtoL kal Ba elpaocte. AlekdLIkoLpE TO OLkai-
WA Pag va KlvoupaoTe acPalelc. Aev exoupe AAAO aipa va dwaoou-
LE OTNV ACPAATO... eV EXOLPE AVTOXES YA va XAVOVTaAL avBpWIIVES

{WEG 0TNV ACPAATO.....

EAEvN Kapudn
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Dimitris Karydis
19 years old, Greece

It was the tragic loss of my son Dimitris Karidis when he was
just 19 years old. On January 20th, as he was walking on one of
the busiest pavements in the centre of Athens with his friends,
a speeding car crashed into them. The car driver was under al-
cohol influence. The unthinkable happened; his childhood friend
Mihalis was instantly killed and Dimitris passed away after 23
days, on February 121 2002.

Dimitris wanted to be an aviator, he wanted to open his wings
and meet new cultures, he wanted to touch the skies because he
was a dreamer and he loved aeromodelling.

An injury in his eye thwarted his plans, so after graduating
Kremasti High School in 2001 Dimitris enrolled at the Mediter-
ranean College in Athens to study Informatics. He made that
choice on the grounds that he knew the vastness of this science
as a means of communication; he was a young man who wanted
to conquer the world.

According to the Mediterranean College, Dimitris was a student
of exceptional morality, highly promising in the field of technolo-
gy, who had special skills and a variety of interests.
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He liked listening to and composing RAP music. For countless
hours he would write and erase, trying to convey his feelings,
his thoughts and his fears about everything that was happen-
ing around him. He had dreams, which he wrote in his diary, he
wished to acquire what he desired, he was sensitive towards
others and was worried about his friends’ worries and troubles,
he was loved by anyone who met him, he had his own opinions
on social matters and was trying to find solutions to them. But
Dimitris’ smile, his joy, his dreams... they were all stopped, so
suddenly and so tragically.

He once told me, “Mum, you can’t measure one’s life by its lon-
gevity but by one’sgraciousness”.

Because of what Dimitris believed in, wanted and worried about,
EFTHITA (Hellenic Accociation Road Victims Suport) -Observa-
tory Road Safety Rhodes — Road Safety Lookout wasfounded on
June 6"2004.

EFTHITA Rhodes is the first Road Safety non — governmental or-
ganization which was founded by a group of sensitized citizens,
like scientists of various fields, victims and relatives of car acci-
dent victims but also caring people of our town.

My dearest son is gone, so tragically and unfairly, my joy is gone
up to the heavens, he talks to the stars, he is the brightest of
stars, he is my angel and my hope. He is my companion on my
struggle to stop Greece from having the tragic highest numbers
of car crashes in Europe, and thus the number one cause of
death of young people in Greece.

We need to stop the pain, we need to save lives and bring dis-
ability to a minimum. “Let’s get started’, | thought and still think.
Losing your child is rough, | have experienced the total psycho-
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logical breakdown the death of your child can bring. Mourning
lasts for ever. However, | sublimated my grief into power, thinking
that nothing matters most than life itself. No one should have the
power to take it away or destroy it.

The issue of Road Safety hasn’t been seriously dealt with so far,
so it should be now... | thought and still think... In the last few
years in our country the families of victims have been struggling
for road safety and for the victims’ voices to be heard. This is
the only way to not only honour those who are gone - victims of
the absurdity of traffic, but also, to overturn this situation which
brings massive death and disability; a situation which is consid-
ered to be natural and normal!

| face the tragic death of my son every day; after all, grieving is
experienced in private, not in public. Still, | keep thinking that we
should highlight the seriousness of the issue of Road Safety in
the years to follow, we should make significant decisions and act
in order to make the roads safe for all of us. It is not just some-
thing that we owe to those who are gone. | thought and still think
that this is how my son is constantly present, this is how his soul
is flying instead of being inert, this is the answer to the ugliness
of reality. We can take a step further. We can break the silence
that has marked our lives.

It is not just something that we owe to those who are gone but
it is an obligation to those who are here. The number of road
crashes will not be reduced so long as we continue to hide it
or lie about it. There is no difference whether we are present or
absent; we are all the heroes of this progressing story written in
blood and pain. However, probably what is more morally wrong is
this passive “who-cares?” way of thinking, which makes us con-
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sider ourselvesas invulnerable, the victims as unlucky and their
families as eccentric people who wish to spoil our blissful state
of complete happiness.

All this makes me feel stronger to struggle harder to stop griev-
ing young lives... | cannot be silent... and | face the reality of the
loss of my son with soul power... he is my companion... | wipe my
tears, | clench my fists and | fight, because | owe it - we owe it to
those who are gone , we owe it to LIFE.

| believe that a change in our driving habits is a very good start
(a prerequisite) to reduce traffic crashes — as long as this be-
comes a deep desire and a prime target of our society. Road
safety should become a value, should be recognized by a num-
ber of people as important to themselves. Continuous updating
is imperative and contributes to the development of changing
our driving behavior.

We know that the issue of Road Safety is complicated. But we
are and will be everywhere. We claim our right to be safe. We can
spare no more blood on the road... we can endure no more loss
of life on the road....

Eleni Karidi
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< look into your eyes




XTEUN
23 ypovia, L22.48a

To TEAOC TOU XAPOLPEVOUL KOGHOU Jou!

Meurtn, 10 Mdiov 2012!

OAa pavpa, acTpartr) MoV €0KLOE TNV YUY HOU, TTAPEAVCE TO CWHA
HOU, KABe KUTTAPO TOL EYKEPAALKOL KAl OLVALOBNUATIKOU POU KO-
OPOUL. H povaxokopn Hou, N TPLYKITood you, xdavetal arnpoodoknta
Kal Blala og €va Tpoxalo atuNUaA TOL CLYKAOVLOE TN PLKEN KOLWO-
TNTA TOL VNoLoL pou!

‘Htav €va ouvnblopevo avolElaTiko amodyeupua. H Xteun pou eixe
PUYEL TO JEONUEPL PE TOV QyaTtNUEVO TNG YLA JECNUEPLAVO KAl TiE-
pinato. Aev nEepa OTL N BOATa Ba ywvoTav Ye TN HOTOOIKAETA TOU
Avopea KABWC N PLKPN Pou POALG TIPE TO VEO TNC AUTOKIVNTO WC
dwpo yeveBAlwyv Kat arogoitnong!

Kabwce mepvoloe N wpa, TpooTatnoa va emkolvwyvnow padl tng
aAAd xwplc emutuxia. Tnv kaAovoa emtipova xwplic kapta amdavinon!
TOTE dpyloa va KaAw OAOLC Toug piAoug TNG... TNV dla aravinon:
exel Byel pe tov Avopealll

ApxXLoa ameATILOPEVN VA APrVW PNVOPATA 0TO KvnTo TNG yla va eTIL-
Kowvwvnoel padi pou... patawal!!
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AVO WPEC APYOTEPA KATIOLOL OLYYEVELG HOL TNAEPWVNOQV OTO OTTi-
TL KAl pou elmav OTL TPEMEL va TIdw OTO VOOOKOWELD ylatl n ZTeun
pou elxe Tpoxalo atvxnua...! Aev pwtnoa tinota, oL aoPAAELEG TOL
HLAAOUL oL NTav eKTOC Aettoupyiag!!

2e 0eka Aemtd, ouvodevopevn amd TNV adepr Pouv, NUOLV OTnV
auAn tou voookopeiov!!l Ekel eida TOAL KOOPO Kal oxedov OAOULC
TOUG PIAOLG poU, AyAAUATa, TTAYWHEVOL, Kavelg dev pe TAnotlaoce...
KATIOla OTLYUn, Yuxpd Kat aBoAq, o avtpag Pou pe TAnotace kat
elme: okoTwonKav kat ot dLo ... H Ztepn kat o Avdpeag okotwonkay,
okoTwenkav kat ot dvo !

Aev avtedpaoa KaBOAov, oav GAVTAoHA PTHKA OTO SWHPATLO TwV
TPWTWVY Bonbelwy, epolala vekpr)... de€la Kal aplotepd €ida toug
OLVAOEAPOLG TOUG va TEevBoLV Kat Oev Pmopovoa va KATtaAdBw Ti-
notalll H voookopa pou 2TePn Kat o ylatpoc tTng Avdpeag eowdav
{wecg... nTav aduvato va to Tuoteyoupe!! Egpuya amo To cwpa pou,
elda oknves apyalwyv Tpaywdlwy yupw Hou, TNV OLKOYEVELA HOU,
TOUG PIAOLG POU, TOUG PIAOLG TOUC ... TNV AYATN YOoU, TA TIAVTQ, TN
Zwn pou ...

‘Eva peydAo pnxavakt Kat eva T mipayv To Jovayormaldt pou.

Mia HETWTILKI cLYKPOoLON... Lo avaBdTeg xwplc Kpavog, dLo epa-
OTEC PE AAKOOA, 0E £va KAAOUA TOU OEVUTEPOAETITOL APnoav Thv
TeAeuTala Touc Tvor oTnV akpn evoc elodpouiou! Eva ouvoAo Aa-
Bwv BuBLoe OAN pag T dwr oTo pavpo yia pla <wn!

MrKa aueowe otnv opdda tne EYOYTA —TTAPATHPHTHPIO OAI-
KHX AZ®AAEIAZ POAQY yia tnv poAnyn Tpoxatwy atuxnudatwy M
MaAebw oTO TAELPO TNC K. Kapudn EAEvN yla va cwow AAAa mat-
oLd, elvat MAEov oKOTOG WNG Kal SIKr PJOUL TIPOCELXN APLEPWHEVN
oTnV Kopn pou! Mote dAAOC yoviog dev Tipenel ToTe Eavd va {noel
TO adlavonTo... va anoxalpetnoet To rawdi tou!!
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To atvynua cuveRN 0To 60 XIAOUETPO TNG €BVIKNC 0600 P6dou-Ka-
hipou Tou vnotov pou. O dpouog eivat BUMANG Katevbuvonc Pe OpLo
TaxLTNTAC 50 XAU./WPQ, OTOL Kal Ta dLO oxUaATa Tov apaBiacav.
O 00NYOG TOL AUTOKLVATOU POALG TIAPATIPNOE TO WS TNG HOTOOL-
KAETAG OTN PON TNG KLKAOPOPLAG Tou, TO omolo dev anodeixbnke
TOTE, EVOTIKTWOWC EKAVE EALYHOUC TIPOG TA APLOTEPA UE ATIOTEAE-
Oda N HOTOCLIKAETA va CLYKPOLOTEL pe TN 6e€ld TAELPA TOU CLVO-
dnyoL TOUL AULTOKLVITOU, VA YALOTPNOEL OLATNPWVTAG ETAPH PE TO
avtokivnTo yla Alyo kat kateAn&e. KateAnge pe Bavatneopa tpav-
HATA 0TO MEC0OPOYLO, UTIPOOTA ATIO OTACN AEWPOPELOU...

MdvBa Ziwyou

100



Stemi
23 years old, Greece

The end of my happy world!, Thursday, May 10, 2012!

All black, lightning that tore my soul, paralyzed my body, every
cell of my cerebral and emotional world. My only daughter, my
Princess, is unexpectedly and violently lost in a car crash that
shocked the small community of my Island!

It was an ordinary spring afternoon. My Stemi had left at noon
with her loved one for lunch and a walk. | didn't know that the
ride would be on Andrew’s motorbike as my little one had just
gotten her new car as a birthday and graduation present!

As time went by, | tried to contact her but without success. | kept
calling her persistently without success! Then | started to call all
her friends...all the same answer: she has gone out with Andre-
as!!

| began in desperation to leave messages on her mobile phone
to contact me...in vain!!!

Two hours later some relatives call me at home and tell me that
| have to go to the hospital because my Stemi had a car crash...!
| did not ask anything, my mind fuses were off!!!

In ten minutes, accompanied by my sister, | was in the courtyard
of the hospital. There | saw a lot of people and almost all my
friends, statues, frozen, no one approached me...at some point,
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coldly and uncomfortably, my husband approached me and said:
they were both killed...Stemi and Andreas were Killed, they were
both killed!!!

| didn't react at all, like a ghost | entered the first aid room, | looked
like dead... right and left, | saw their colleagues mourning and
| couldn’t understand anything!!! My nurse Stemi and her doctor
Andreas were saving lives...it was impossible to believe!ll | left
my body, | saw scenes of ancient tragedies around me, my fam-
ily, my friends, their friends... my love, my everything, my life...

A big motorbike and a jeep took away my only child.

A head-on collision...two riders without a helmet, two lovers with
alcohol, in a split second they left their last breath on the edge of
a pavement! A sum of mistakes plunged all our lives into black-
ness for lifetime!

| immediately joined the EFTHITA-OBSERVATORY ROAD SAFETY
RHODES team for the prevention of traffic crashes!!! | am fight-
ing alongside Mrs Karldi Eleni to save other children. It is now
a purpose of life and my own prayer dedicated to my daughter!
No other parent should ever experience the unthinkable again...
to say goodbye to their child!

The crash took place on the 6™ kilometer of the national road
Rhodes-Kamiros of my Island. This road is two-way with a speed
limit of 50 km/h, where both vehicles violated it. The driver of
the car just noticed the light of the motorcycle in his traffic flow,
which was never proven, he instinctively maneuvered to the left
with the result that the motorcycle collided with the right side
of the passenger of the car, slipped keeping in touch with the
car for a while and ended up. Ended up with fatal injuries on the
sidewalk, in front of a bus stop...

Mantha Ziogou
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H anwAela touv MoALTIHOL 20%povou YLIoL You 2Tpdatou ®doloKa oe
AUTOKLVNTLOTIKO duoTuXNUA OTIC 7 Auyovotou 2011, pou payiloe
TNV KapoLd Kat cLVETPLYE TN {wh pou. O ZTPATOC Jou OKOTWONKE
EV WPA KABNKOVTOC OTN YevETeLpd pag, TNV AAegavdpoutioAn, Bo-
pela EAAGDQ, Katd tn Olapkela tTnNg ETUOTPOPNG OTO OTPATOMEDO,
pla eBdopada mpLv amo To TEAOC TNG OTPATLWTIKAG Tou BnTelag.
2TO TEEPAOPA TWV XPOVWY, TIOAAOL AAAOL OTPATLWTEC €xaoav Tn
{wr) TOUG OTn OULYKEKPLUEVN dladpopr) -Kat og, oTnV TAelopneia
TOUG, EVIEAWC ATIOTPEPLUEG OLYKPOVOELG- 0ONYWVTAC KOUPAOUE-
VoL, KATW amod dyxog kal ubrvnAia yla va poAdpBouy tn Bapdia Toug.
‘Htav €vag umepoxog veog AvBpwtog Tou ayamovoe va Bonbdaet
TOLC OLVAVOPWTIOLE TOUL KAl -OTIWC ELTIE KAl 0 AAAOC Jou YLoG o Ma-
OXAANG- NTav o eIA0G Kat 0 yeltovag Tov Kabe avBpwTtiog Ba nbele
va exel 0tn ¢wn tou! O ZTPATog euye TOAL VWPIG, TIpe Ta ovelpa
KAl TO XapoyeAO Tou padi Tou oTtov oupavo, aAAd 6An n adoAn aya-
TN TOL €pELve THow Kat pe kabodnyel va Bondriow va pnv ¢noouv
KAl AAAEC OlKOyEVELEC Tpaywdieg amd Tpoxaia duotuxnuata. AKo-
pa dev exw OLPEINWBEL pe auTr TNV AnMWAELd, WoTOo0, BPloKw
TN dLVaur pou amd TMOAAOUG AAAOUC CUVTETPLUPEVOUG AAAA VEV-
vaioug yoveic pehn MKO tnc Maykooplag Zuppaxiag yla tnv 0dikn
AopdAela. AvtexovTag To aBaoTtaxto, 0pBwvoupEe TO avaoTNUA Pag
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epyacopevol ya tnv 08ikn AcopaAlela vrootnpidovtag tn Okato-
oluvn yla Ta Bupata Twy Tpoxaiwyv duoTuyNUATwyY avfavovtag tnv
KOLWVWVLKN evalcbnTormoinon ye aAnBela, Tabocg Kat maykoouLa po-
OTITIKN. Molpadopacte OAot Tnv (dla BALlpn, omoTe dev LTIAPXOLY
YAwOoOoLKol Kat yewypaglkol gpaypol. QUUOPAoTE TOLG ayarnue-
VOUC Jag, otnpidouue TIC OLKOYEVELEG e Bupata Tpoxatwy, dpovue

yla va cwooupe (wec!

KAITH MAKPH
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Stratos
20 years old, Greece

The loss of my precious 20 years old son Stratos Fouskas in a car
crash in 2011, August 7, shattered my life. My Stratos was killed
on duty in our hometown Alexandroupolis Northern Greece, dur-
ing driving back to the army camp a week before the end of his
army time as a soldier. Through the years, many other soldiers
lost their lives at that certain route - and at, in their majority,
completely preventable collisions- driving tired, under stress and
drowsiness to catch their shifts. He was a wonderful young man
who loved to help people and -as my other son Paschalis said-
he was the friend and the neighbor that every person would
love to share his life with! Stratos has gone too early, he took his
dreams and his smile with him in heaven, but all his ungiven love
is left behind and guides me to help prevent other families to
experience tragedies due to road crashes. | have yet to make my
peace with that loss, however, | find my power from many other
devastated but brave parents members of NGOs in the Global
Alliance for Road Safety. Bearing the unbearable, we stand up for
ourselves working for Road Safety advocating justice for Road
Victims raising social awareness with truth, passion and global
perspective. We all share the same grief, so there are not lan-
guage and geographic barriers. We Remember our beloved ones,
we Support the bereaved and injured ones, we Act to save lives!

Katie Makri
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Zeina Hauch
19 ans, Liban

Tu avais 19 ans lorsque tu es partie ce mercredi soir du 21 juillet
2004, pleine d’enthousiasme et heureuse d’avoir réussi ton exa-
men du baccalauréat pour retrouver tes amis et faire la féte. Je
t'ai prise dans mes bras et t'ai embrassée pour te dire au revoir
sans savoir que ce serait la derniére fois...

Vers 22 heures, jai recu un appel m'informant que tu avais eu un
accident de voiture et que tu avais été emmenée dans un hopital
voisin... « Non, non, non... Rien de grave... » Je me suis précipitée
a I'nopital. Le coup recu a la téte s’est avéré fatal. Les médecins
ont fait ce qu'ils pouvaient ; tu es décédée quelques heures plus
tard.

Jai appris plus tard que tu étais assise a cété de ton ami Elias
dans sa nouvelle voiture. Une Datsun blanche. Il venait d'obtenir
son permis de conduire et voulait te montrer ce qu'il savait faire
au volant... Dans une descente en zigzag, il a mis le pied au plan-
cher, perdu le contrdle de sa voiture et heurté un poteau déclai-
rage sur le trottoir. Tu ne portais pas ta ceinture de sécurité et
n‘as pu te retenir a cause de la vitesse ; ta téte a heurté le poteau
tandis que la voiture s’y accrochait et s'arrétait.
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Je suis rentré seul a la maison, marchant comme un zombie sans
réaliser ce qui s'était passé, comme si je vivais un réve, je tai
laissée dans cette chambre froide: tes levres restées sans voix,
tes beaux yeux qui avaient perdu leur éclat, ton corps immobile !
Les jours suivants ont été insupportables: les funérailles, la fa-
mille, tes amis, tes camarades de classe, tout le monde était sans
Voix, le coeur brisé et sous le choc. Jai passé ces jours a regarder
autour de moi, a regarder, a écouter ce qu'ils disaient, des dis-
cussions sans fin sur l'accident, « c'est la volonté de Dieu... Elias
ne sait pas conduire..., la route est mal construite..., les pentes
sont imprévisibles... ». Le plus choquant pour moi était qu'ils
parlent déja de toi au passeé.

Il n'en était pas question ! Tu serais encore la, assise a c6té de moi,
donnant son avis, argumentant de ceci et de cela! Cest grace a
cela que jai pu continuer a vivre. Je ne veux pas parler de toi au
passé. Jai alors commencé a me poser des questions auxquelles
nul ne saurait répondre. Qui était fautif ? Qui était responsable ?
Etait-ce Elias ? Pourquoi ne portait-elle pas sa ceinture de sé-
curité ? La route était-elle mal construite ? Les lampadaires mal
installés ? Etais—je coupable moi-méme de t'avoir laissée sortir ?
Quelques mois plus tard, avec l'aide de la YASA (Youth Associa-
tion for Social Awareness), jai créé IAssociation Zeina Hauch pour
la Prévention Routiere avec tes camarades de classe et tes amis
pour promouvoir la sensibilisation et la sécurité sur les regles de
conduite. Jai commenceé a assister a des conférences dans des
écoles et des universités pour raconter ce qui était arrivé a Zeina
et a moi, en comptant sur mon témoignage de mere sur la perte
de ma fille, en racontant comme ses freres regrettaient sa pré-
sence et comment tout cela avait affecté toute la famille. Si les
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regles les plus élémentaires de prudence au volant avaient été
respectées, Zeina serait assise a coté de vous a l'université; pour
acqueérir un permis de conduire, vous devez étudier les regles
de conduite de la méme maniere que vous étudiez pour votre
baccalauréat ou votre MBA. Jai accordé des entretiens, jai fait
campagne sur les réseaux sociaux avec des programmes a la
télévision et a la radio avec la méme force pour promouvoir la
sensibilisation a la sécurité routiere.

Jai transformé le négatif en positif en utilisant mon expérience
malheureuse pour éduquer, informer, instruire et influencer les
gens, en particulier les adolescents, sur la prévention de la sé-
curité routiere et des accidents de la route en améliorant le com-
portement des usagers de la route.

Avec laide de la YASA, jai demandé a adhérer a la FEVR (Fédé-
ration européenne des victimes de la route) et ai eu la chance
d’en devenir membre. Jai rencontré, appris et apprécié chaque
membre de toute I'Europe qui travaille dur pour promouvoir la
sensibilisation dans chaque pays d’Europe, en faisant pression et
en améliorant le comportement des usagers de la route. L'éve-
nement le plus important dont jai entendu parler est la Journée
mondiale du souvenir des victimes de la route (WDR), qui a lieu le
troisieme dimanche de novembre de chaque année et qui est re-
connue par 'OMS et de nombreuses autres organisations et pays
sur les cing continents. Cette journée spéciale est si importante
pour moi, car un jour je ne suis pas seule, ma douleur, ma souf-
france, la perte de ma fille sont partagées dans le monde entier;
mes prieres sont dites conjointement avec tant dautres victimes:
meres, maris, freres, soceurs...
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Mon combat n'est pas encore terminé, je continuerai a me battre
pour faire de ce monde un endroit meilleur et réduire le nombre
de victimes et de déces dus aux accidents de la route.

Randa Khater Hauch
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Zeina Hauch
19 years old, Lebanon

You were 19 years old when you left that Wednesday night on
July 215t 2004, full of enthusiasm and happy to have succeeded
in your Bachelors exam to meet your friends and celebrate. | took
you in my arms, kissed you goodbye not knowing that it would be
the last time...

Around 10.00 PM | received a strange phone call informing me
that you were in a car crash and you were taken to a nearby hos-
pital .... ‘No, no, no... Nothing serious...” | rushed to the hospital:
the hit on your head was fatal, the doctors did what they could;
you passed away few hours later.

| learned later on that you were sitting next to your friend Elias in
his new Datsun white car, he had just got his driving license and
wanted to show you what a skilled driver he was; on a down-
ward zigzag slop he pressed the accelerator to the maximum,
lost control of his car and hit a light pole on the side walk, you
were not wearing the Seat Belt and couldn’t hold yourself due
to the speed, your head hit the pole while the car hold to it and
stopped.
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| came back home alone, walking like a zombie not realizing what
has happened like if | was living a dream, left you there in that
cold room: your lips speechless, your beautiful eyes lost their
sunshine, your body stood still!

The next few days were unbearable: the funeral, the family, your
friends, and your school mates everyone was speechless heart-
broken and under shock. | spend those days looking around,
watching, listening to what they were saying, endless discus-
sions about the crash, ‘it's God’s will...Elias doesn’t know how to
drive..., the road is wrongly built..., the slops are inaccurate..’
and especially what shocked me most is that they were already
speaking of you in the Past.

No! She is still here, sitting next to me, giving her opinion, arguing
of this and of that! And that walk me up, | don’t want to speak of
you in the past and started asking myself unanswered questions:
whose fault was it? Who is responsible? Was it Elias? Why was
she not wearing her seat belt? Is the road wrongly built? Are the
light poles wrongly installed? Was it my fault | let her go out?
Few months later, with the help of YASA (Youth Association for
Social Awareness) | created the ‘Association Zeina Hauch pour
la Prevention Routiere’ with her school mates and friends pro-
moting awareness and safety on driving rules. | started attend-
ing conferences in schools and universities telling them what
has happened to Zeina and to me counting on my motherhood
speech on the loss of my daughter, how her brothers miss her
presence and how it affected the whole family, and if it wasn’t for
the careless driving Zeina would be sitting next to you in the uni-
versity; to acquire a Driving License you should study the rules
of driving the same way you study for your bachelor's degree or
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your MBA. | gave interviews and went to the Social Media with
programs on television and the Radio with the same strength of
promoting awareness on road safety.

| turned the negative into positive using my unfortunate experi-
ence into educating, informing instructing and influencing people
especially teenagers on the prevention of road safety and road
injuries enhancing the behavior of road users.

With the help of YASA | applied for membership to FEVR (Feder-
ation Europeene des Victimes de la Route) and was very glad to
become a member. | met, learned and enjoyed each and every
member from all over Europe who works hard to promote aware-
ness in each and every country in Europe promoting, lobbying
and enhancing road user’s behavior. The most important event
| learned about is the WDR (World Day of Remembrance of Road
Victims) which takes place on the 3 Sunday of November of
each year, recognized by the WHO and many other organiza-
tions and countries all over the five continents. This special day
is so important for me, for one day | am not alone, my pain my
suffering the loss of my daughter is shared worldwide all over
the world; my prayers are said jointly with so many other victims:
mothers, husbands, brothers, sisters ...

My battle is not over yet | will continue fighting for making this
world a better place and reduce victims and fatalities due to
Road Crash

Randa Khater Hauch
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Alina Marchetta

26 anni, Italia

Alina Marchetta aveva ventisei anni, un esempio di giovane donna
brillante, pulita e solare. Lei, la nostra piccola Alina e la mia unica
figlia, la luce dei nostri occhi, ora non c’e piu... € non € piu con noi.
La sua vita straordinaria, un bellissimo e ricchissimo germoglio
promettente, € stata violata e stroncata non solo dalla sfortuna,
ma soprattutto dall'ineducazione e dall'arroganza in questa real-
ta selvaggia del nostro mondo sociale. Il crimine non e un'enti-
ta astratta, deve essere attentamente analizzato in profondita,
nel senso disumano dell'ecologia giurisprudenziale. Alina € stata
crudelmente strappata alla sua bella vita il 7 aprile 2019, uccisa
da una ragazza della sua eta, che non avrebbe dovuto guidare
quellauto assassina, sotto l'effetto di alcol e droghe pesanti che
le oscuravano la mente. Non avrebbe dovuto assumere sostanze
proibite e dannose. | membri della famiglia di Alina sono stati tutti
condannati in modo irrevocabile a un ergastolo di disperazione
e sofferenza senza fine. La sentenza e irrevocabile! Ricordare,
riflettere, pensare, capire. Per una persona, non saranno le sue
parole a determinarla, ma le sue azioni! Mentre la vita continua
per tutti (ma non per Alina), la persona che I'ha uccisa ha chiesto
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e ottenuto la revoca della misura di custodia cautelare: cosi po-
tra tranquillamente continuare la sua vita quotidiana per meglio
tracciare le sue linee popolari per sé e per i suoi cari. E i rap-
presentanti ufficiali della giustizia italiana hanno accettato che
la vita possa essere contrattata senza una pena, quindi libera
licenza di uccidere per strada. E questa € un'ulteriore ingiustizia
subita non solo dal destino ma anche da parte dello stato. Alina
non era solo la figlia, ma la ragione per realizzare sogni e progetti,
la ragione per creare, rivoluzionare e migliorare. Credo che nes-
suno potra mai inventare un nuovo linguaggio: quello del dolore
di sopravvivere alla morte di un figlio. Non avendo potuto, come
madre, impedire la morte di Alina, voglio lottare per sopravvivere
e lo faccio con l'unico strumento che conosco, che mi suppor-
ta e mi sostiene: L'arte. Chi puo dire che la vita non e la morte
e la morte non e la vita? La descrizione di un passaggio scono-
sciuto e sconvolgente, in una dimensione che attraversa i mondi
e scuote l'anima attraverso i nostri valori umani piu importanti,
si sta realizzando attraverso una mostra annuale d’arte contem-
poranea “Artisti per Alina”. Cosli il progetto artistico si sviluppera
anno dopo anno, ogni volta con nuovi artisti nel campo dellarte
visiva (pittura, fotografia, scultura, video, installazioni, street art).
Ovviamente le mostre saranno accompagnate di volta in volta da
vari eventi collaterali che vedranno il coinvolgimento di luoghi,
istituzioni artistiche, luoghi d’arte e personaggi/protagonisti della
vita culturale.

La Madre di Alina
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Alina Marchetta
26 years old, Italy

Alina Marchetta was twenty-six years old, an example of a bril-
liant young woman, pure and sunny. She, our little Alina and my
only one daughter, the light of our eyes, is now no more... and no
longer with us. Her extraordinary life, a beautiful and very rich
promising bud, has been violated and cut short not only by bad
luck, but above all, by ineducation and arrogance in this wild re-
ality of our social world. Crime is not an abstract entity, it must
be carefully analysed in depth, in the dishuman sense of juris-
prudential ecology. Alina was cruelly removed from her beautiful
life on 7 April 2019 killed by a girl of her age, who should not have
been driving that killing car, under the influence of alcohol and
hard drugs that obscured her mind. She should not have been
taking prohibited and harmful substances. Alina’s family mem-
bers have all been sentenced beyond reproach to a life sentence
of despair and endless suffering. The sentence is irrevocable! To
remember, to reflect, to think, to understand. For a person, it is
not his words that will determine him, but his actions! While life
goes on for everyone (but not for Alina), the person who killed
her has asked and obtained the revocation of the custody meas-
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ure: so she can easily continue her daily life in order to better
draw her popular lines for herself and her loved ones. And the
official representatives of Italian justice have agreed that life can
be bargained for, without a punishment, so free license to Kill
in the street. And this is a further injustice suffered not only by
fate but also by the state. Alina was not only the daughter, but
the reason to realise dreams and projects, the reason to create,
revolutionise and improve. | believe that no one will ever be able
to invent a new language: that of the pain of surviving the death
of a child. Since | was not able as a mother to prevent Alina from
dying, | want to fight to survive and | do it with the only tool
| know, that supports me and sustains me: Art. Who can say that
life is not about death and death is not about life? The descrip-
tion of an unknown and shocking passage, in a dimension that
crosses worlds and shakes the soul through our most important
human values, is being realised through an annual contemporary
art exhibition ‘Artists for Alina’ So the art project will develop year
after year, each time with new artists in the field of visual art
(painting, photography, sculpture, video, installations, street art).
Obviously the exhibitions will be accompanied from time to time
by various collateral events that will see the involvement of plac-
es, art institutions, art locations and personalities/protagonists
of cultural life.

Alina’s Mother
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Ukryje cie w moich dloniach (kolysanka)

Ukryje cie w moich dloniach

na zawsze zielone ziarenko

przed burza i deszezem schowam
usmiechu wesola iskierko

ukryje cie w moim sercu

tam bedziesz zawsze bezpieczny

i schowam cie w moim bélu

gdy przyjdzie po ciebie sen wieczny

Juz nigdy nie urosniesz
ziarenko mojej mitosci

nie bedziesz drzewem moenym
blekitem kwiatow polnych

Juz nigdy nie dojrzejesz

milosci mojej ziarenko

nie bedziesz dachem domu

i szezeseia piosenka...

Ukryje cie w moim oku

w perelee Izy srebrnej i stonej
nim pojdziesz w podrdz bez kresu
modlitwy plaszezem oslonie

utule cie sama do snu

zasniemy czytajac bajke

a potem sobie wysnimy

7e znowu jestes$my razem...

Juz nigdy nie urosniesz
ziarenko mojej mitosci

nie bedziesz drzewem moenym
blekitem kwiatow polnych

Juz nigdy nie dojrzejesz

milosci mojej ziarenko

nie bedziesz dachem domu

i szezeseia piosenka...

muzyka: Adam Niedzielin

tekst: Andrzej Pacula



I’ll hide you in palms of my hands (lullaby)

I’ll hide you in palms of my hands

My little seedlet, forever green

I'll hide you from storms and from rains

My smile’s cheerful spark, source of bright sheen
['will hide you deep in my heart

Where you will forever be safe

[ will hide you deep in my plight

When by eternal sleep you are claimed

Never allowed to grow tall

You seedlet of my heart’s true love
You won’t grow into strong tree,
bloom with blue flowers of fields
Never allowed to mature

You seedlet of my heart’s true love
You won’t be house’s strong roof
Or joy’s loud sounding chant

[ will hide you in my eye’s pool

In a silvery salty tear’s pearl

Before your never-ending tour

Coat you with words of a prayer
['will lull and hush you to sleep

Fairy tales will send us sweet dreams
To share the sweet visions of bliss
That we are together again...

Never allowed to grow tall

You seedlet of my heart’s true love
You won’t grow into strong tree,
bloom with blue flowers of fields
Never allowed to mature

You seedlet of my heart’s true love
You won’t be house’s strong roof
Or joy’s loud sounding chant

music: Adam Niedzielin

lyries: Andrzej Pacula
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SPECIAL THANKS

A big appreciation goes to those who contributed to the writing
of this book with their own testimonies, thus understanding the
importance that memory has towards change. We would like to
mention, in particular, the support of the organizations adher-
ing to the FEVR of Italy, Spain, Greece, Germany, Lebanon, the
Czech Republic, Luxembourg and Poland.

The book would not be the same and it would not have the same
strength without the art and paintings of Mrs. Sanda Sudor, a be-
reaved mother and great artist. Big words of thanks to Mrs. Su-
dor for telling us all about “Alina’s life” through her works.
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European Federation of Road Traffic Victims:
www.fevr.org

Member organisations:
Www.avr.lu

www.csodn.cz
www.efthita-rodos.blogspot.com
www.irva.ie

www.nahzorg.nl
www.pat-apat.org

www.pevr.be
WWWw.przejscie.com
www.roadpeace.org
www.rondpunt.be/nl
www.sites.google.com/view/aca-m-pt
www.varna-pot.si
www.verkeersslachtoffers.nl
www.victimes.org
www.vittimestrada.org
www.vod-ev.org

www.yasa.org

Cooperation:
www.alinaartfoundation.com
www.brd.malopolska.pl
www.fiafoundation.org
www.oratoriumprzejscie.pl
www.worlddayofremembrance.org

126



Index
Margherita 19
Valeria 24
Santina 29
Dariusz 34
Mateusz 44
Michaely’s Mother
Lucka 62

Dad 67

lvan 70

Driver 73
Ferran 78
Motorcyclist 83
Dimitris 88
Stemi 98
Stratos 104
Zeina 108
Alina Marchetta

57

116

127









DECADE OF ACTION FOR

ROAD SAFETY
7 8 AN

2021- 2030

WORLD DAY
OF REMEMBRANCE

&iB) FOUNDATION

E[T

European Transport Safety Council

Fédération Européenne des Victimes de la Route
European Federation of Road Traffic Victims

¥
3 *
since
X
199
*
»



