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For you continue in all my ties askew,
In all my words misplaced,

In all the greetings wrongly uttered,
In all my letters torn to pieces,
In all my life fully mistaken

You live and rule forever. Amen.

Gyula Juhász





Borbála, my wife, has always had a 
spiky relationship with her mother, 
who went into hibernation for many 
years, but whose death was still a 
shock. Mourning is a strange process, 
and there was much Borbála needed 
to get out of her system. Photography 
provided her a medium to do this and, 
as her sister said, to finally close 
the book and put it up on the shelf. 

The conception, consideration and 
execution of this book became part  
of the saga itself, and the family 
therapy that was its dénouement. 
This is not a book about a woman or 
a wife, it is a daughter’s reflection 
of a mother, which is perhaps the 
strongest thing that remains at   
her journey’s end. 

The snapshots show youth, happiness, 
elegance and devotion, as pictures 
always do: a cartoonish beach 
routine; a triumphant gesture amidst 
the rubble of Budapest; determined 
knitting at the place that represents 
family for Borbála more than 
anything, their summer house near 
the Hungarian ”sea” the lake Balaton, 
at Csopak. 

In her later years though, mother 
refused this annual pilgrimage, 
creating a perfection-shaped hole 
in the family photograph that 
drives the book. Her life was short 
- le temps d’une cigarette – yet, like 
all lives, was rich and complicated 
enough to have a book written about 
it, in this case in the language of 
light, colour, perspective, focus and 
depth of field. 

The photographs are an inventory of 
what is now “isa por és homu vogymuk” 
– dust and ashes. What they were, and 
what she did, for good and otherwise, 
is not forgotten. Much of it is 
immortalised here.

Borbála thought making this book 
was backwards therapy. In fact, it 
was the exact opposite, because as 
one door closes, another opens. 
This work opens the door to the 
room of Borbála’s maturity as a 
photographer, displaying her ability 
to take a subject and display it with 
breathtaking depth and originality, 
warts and all. 

Everyone has a mother. This is hers.

Baron Frankal



























































































I would like to dedicate this book to my father who
shared 52 years in marriage with my mother, and 
made the majority of the family pictures included; 
to my sister who shares with me some of these 
memories, and to my dearest husband who has 
always been there for me. 

Big thanks to everyone who helped me to make 
this book: Greg, Graham, Marshall and James, 
Alex, and Rick; and all the others who will 
recognise themselves. 

And finally to my own two sweet children, David 
and Noam, who put up with a mother “just good 
enough” for so long without too much moaning. 


