
Kathy’s diary 
Translated by her brother Vladimir Drobot 

When Kathy was in the second grade (1958) in Poland, she maintained a 
diary/scrap book. She would ask various people to write and/or draw something 
in it, as a remembrance of her days in school. This is a translation of these entries 
in Kathy’s scrapbook, or journal. All the entries were in Polish. The diary has 25 
entries, most taking two opposite pages, but some taking just one page. Each 
entry was photographed by Kathy’s daughter, Nathalie Holberg, resulting in 25 
files named IMG_75x.HIC where x varies from 48 to 72. I will index my description 
by this x. 

Most of the entries are in the form of a little poem, 4 or 5 lines long. I will just 
translate these little poems verbatim, they do not rhyme in English, but they 
almost always do in Polish. As a result, they just sound downright silly and clumsy 
in English, but are actually quite cute in Polish. You just cannot translate the 
poetry. 

Some comments. 

A lot of people signed in using the first letter of their family name and followed by 
the full given name. Thus, for example, I would have signed in as D. Vladimir. I am 
actually there, on page X = 60, signed just Włodek – Vladimir in Polish. It is not 
universal, many people do what’s common in English: Vladimir D. 

 

I did indulge in some comments, reminiscences etc. 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 



X = 48.  This is a photo of the front cover of the scrap book. It has two birds on a 
branch and a very faint title across saying it’s a diary. 

 

  



X = 49 

 

First page. It has a little poem: 

Please do not tear out any pages 
But only write something nice in them 
Otherwise the pages get mad 
And refuse to be written upon 

(Tr. As I said, it does rhyme in Polish.) 

 

 
 

  



X = 50.  

 

 

Page 2 is blank, and page 3 says: 
 
This is my diary,  
Kathy 
Ineligible signature 

  



X = 51 

  

 

Fiku miku  
(Tr: Just playful two nonsensical words, so the whole thing rhymes in Polish) 
I am in your diary  
For a memento signed in by 
G. Krystyna from class II b. 



X = 52. 

 

 
Remembrance 

Go through life 
With a good facial expression 
Be like you are now 
A great girl 
Reminder O. Teresa  



X = 53. 

 

Left side: Under the picture of the bird, it says: Amazonian parrot, one of the 
inhabitants of the Brazilian jungle. 

Below the picture: Wroclaw, day of the 4th of July 1958 

Upper left corner: Whoever snoops in here looks like the bird. 

Right side:  
Remembrance: 
Study and work! 
Said a great poet. Not a knight or a king but a poet 
Adam Mickiewicz 
To Kathy M. Ewa 

(Tr: Adam Mickiewicz is the best-known Polish poet, somewhat like Shakespeare in 
English. He lived 1798 - 1855. As usual, the whole thing rhymes in Polish. There is a 
serious misspelling, here: it is written “żekł“ (said)  but it should be “rzekł”. A 
minor point, but never-the-less.)



X = 54. 

 

Left side: Writing under the picture: Wrocław, April 16, 1958 

Right side:  Memento: 

I’ll give three sentences: 
Very modestly 
Love the God and your parents 
don’t forget about me 
C. Elżunia 

(Tr: As usual, this rhymes in Polish.) 

  



X = 55. 

 

Memento 

I write this in the very middle of the book because I love you 

My dear Kathy 

Barbara T. 

  



X = 56.  

 

 
Memento!!!! 

Learn and work 

Work makes a man rich 

To a very nice friend as a souvenir  

Written by Zbiorczyk K. on 17th of April 1958 

  



X = 57. 

 

Memento!!!! 

If I were a gardener 
I would give you a rose’s flower 
But since I am a pupil 
I wish you happy years 

Inscribed by Zbiorczyk Maria on 17th of April 1958 
 
(Tr: This note and the previous one, are by two distinct people, judging by the first 
name, but with the same last name. The last name is sort of distinctive, so I 
assume they were twins.)  

  



X = 58. 

 

 

Remembrances 

Love the pansies 
Love the flowers 
But most of all 
Love the mother’s heart 

To loving Kathy, Ala P. 
 

  



X = 59. 

 

 

Although the leaves wilt with autumn’s winds 
And everything is broken down by age 
The friendship will not change with time 
and will always flower with youth 

To a pleasant friend 

Written by M. Janusz 
November 28, 1958 

(Tr: As I said it sounds a lot better in Polish, it actually rhymes.) 

  



X = 60. 

 

 

On the top there are violets 
On the bottom there is lilac 
We love each other 
Like a cat and a dog 
 
As a memento to my dear Kathy 
 
Włodek 
December 2, 1958 
 
(Tr: Well, this is by your trusty relative, me, Vladimir. OK, maybe just a 
relative, and let’s leave at that. Anyway, the writing is due to me, no 
doubt. In Polish the above rhymes, of course, like almost all other 
writings in this diary. To prove the point, the last word of the second line 
is lilac, “bez” in Polish, and the last word in the 4th line is dog, “pies” in 



Polish, and “bez” rhymes with “pies”. I have no recollection whatsoever 
of writing it, but at the time it happened, December of 1958, I was 17 and 
she was 9, and I had other fish to fry. I also have no recollection where I 
picked up the verse above. I surely didn’t come up with it by myself, I 
have no talent in that direction. See X = 70 for a hint. The only other 
relative who wrote in the book is Stefan, X = 65. So Frank, you are in a 
good company with Nata) 

  



X = 61. 

 

 

Memento 

 
Always ask Blessed Virgin Mary, whenever you have to do, or attempt something, 
and you will be always happy. 
 

As a memento to Kathy, inscribed by 
Cichon Halina 

  



X = 62. 

 

On the left side: 

Remembrance: 

When you leave the walls of the school  
and go out to the wide world 
my Kasia, remember a friend 
from the school days 
Bozena 
 

On the right side: 
 

For Kasia 
Bozena 



X = 63. 

 
 

Near the tree a flower grows 
It is the  flower of kindness and happiness 
In the grass nearby a toadstool hides 
May Kathy live a long life!! 

Adam December 9, 1958 
(Tr: This is regarding “toadstool”. In Polish the dedication says “muchomor”, and it 
is well understood to be a very poisonous mushroom. The translations, given by 
Google and my Polish – English dictionary, says that in English it is “toadstool”. I 
am not sure it is correct, in fact, there is a discussion in Wikipedia of whether 
toadstool is a mushroom or not. But I will not dwell on it.) 

  



X = 64. 

 

 

Memento!!! 

Always ask Blessed Virgin Mary how to do or attempt anything. You will be happy 
if you do it. 

Memento to pleasant Kathy, 

Inscribed my C. Ha 

 

(Tr: This is identical to X = 61, including the name of the girl who inscribed this. 
Someone forgot who already did the inscribing. The flower across the inscription is 
also quite similar.)  

  



X = 65. 

 

 

Short matter, 
Four words: 
As long as you live 
Be happy 

 

To the dearest Kathy 

Stefan, June 6, 1958 

(Tr: This one is by Stefan, our father. Most likely, he also drew the flowers, he was 
very good at drawing. A hell of a lot better than I am.) 

  



X = 66. 

 

 

Memento 

A white eagle flew 
Through stony cliffs 
It ordered me to inscribe 
In your small diary 

For Katy 
  Litka 

  



X = 67. 

 

Memento: 

I was sitting by the river and played with a barrel 
I was thinking of you, Kathy, and fell into the barrel 

As a memento to a nice school friend, inscribed by Rs 

  



X = 68. 

 

 

Life is like a sword with many scars, and on which God wrote: 

Win! Love! Suffer! 

As a memento to a younger school friend inscribed by M. Irena. 

  



X = 69. 

 

 

On top: For Kathy 

On the bottom: This is Kathy 

Signed on the right:Ewa 

(Tr: I have no idea what is the symbolism of the religious things above. Perhaps it 
has to do with Kathy being baptized and/or taking the first communion. When we 
still lived in Poland (we left in November 1959), Kathy was persuaded by her 
school friends that she is destined for eternal suffering in Hell if she remains 
unbaptized and outside the Catholic church. So, she bugged my parents, until 
finally Stefan arranged something to that effect. She actually went through all the 
ceremony, they got a nice dress for her etc. They had to produce a certified 
Catholic as a witness for something or other. As I remember, they used the wife of 
a Jew they knew from Siberia, his name was Ludwik Mondsztajn. I don’t remember 
her first name. I am not well versed in these things, but I recall that the first 



communion is like bar mitzvah, an initiation into the adulthood in the Catholic 
religion. It was all forgotten once we got to the U.S.) 



X = 70. 

 

On the left: For Kathy, inscribed by Basia. Name of the cat: Macius 

On the right: 

Memento 
On top are the roses 
On the bottom are violets 
We love each other 
Like two angels. 

For the memory inscribed by Cebula Barbara 

Wrocław March 29, 1959 

(Tr: This poem is suspiciously like the one wrote for her, see X = 60. It was probably 
well known to the people who knew it well, and I just adopted it.) 



X = 71. 

 

On the left side, signed: Ewa 

On the right side: 

Memento: 

As a memento to a pleasant school friend from the grade IIb, inscribed by Ewa 

Wrocław, April 16, 1958 

  



X = 72. 

 

This is a bit unintelligible. The best I can do is a s follows: 

My umbrella got torn 
do re mi fa sol 
The dog is chasing Karol 
Karol jumps over the fence 

 

(Tr: Now, do re mi fa sol is something they sing in Polish when learning to sing. 
Other than that, I have no clue what is it or who wrote it.) 


