                                                                                                    Saturday, 3rd of January 2015

Dear diary! 
The third day of the new year is passing. It’s another day of our longer than usual Christmas break. My mum decided to clean up the drawer with photos. Somehow I also haven’t got time to do it before the Christmas. With great hope to hear another old family story, which I always enjoyed more than any of the most beautiful tales, I decided to help her. The first photo that fell into my hands was a photo of my great-grandfather, Roman Mataczyński.


I really like this photo. It’s the only photo where my great-grandfather is young, the rest of them show him as an old man. My mum told me the story of his life again. I’m not sure how many times she has done it. My great-grandfather Roman was born in Żnin. It’s beautiful there, with 108 lakes, bigger and smaller ones. 
My great-grandfather finished elementary school in Żnin and continued his education in secondary school in Gniezno. When he was 10 his beloved mother passed away. It was very hard time for him. Some time later his father got married with a younger sister of his first wife – Stanisława. She didn’t like my great-grandfather, he himself very missed his mum who was so shortly with him. He was learning diligently, finished school, passed a high school diploma and signed for military service. Back then it was Prussian army. This decision was for sure very difficult for him but he wanted to become independent and leave his family house which was ruled by his stepmother. 
Two years later, when he was still in military, the First World War has broken out. My great-grandfather was sent to fight on the western front. In the 1916 during battle of Verdun he got severely wounded in his leg. The bullet had gone through his thigh and he lost a lot of blood. Front-line doctors managed to save his life. He wasn’t able to fight anymore and spent the rest of the war on the rear front.
It’s very late. I will tell you more tomorrow…

Goodnight…

                                                                                                       Sunday, 4th of January 2015

Okay, back to the story.
He returned form the war in 1918 and immediately signed up to insurrectionary units in Żnin. He then became the training instructor of Folk Guard. From the moment he had been wounded during fight he was limping. 
During the Polish-Soviet war (1920-1921) he was raising funds for Polish Army. Later he was given a special patent certifying his participation in insurgent activities of Great Poland Uprising. After the Second World War this patent was hanging in my great-grandparents house. It had its place next to their wedding photo, as the most valuable souvenir and a proof of great love for their homeland. Earlier it was providently hidden, as finding it by Germans during the war was connected with instant death sentence for the whole family. 
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Then he worked in the council. My great-grandfather always was very responsible and eager to help the others. He was also very sedulous, pedantic even. I would like to be like him. I’m a bit far from it but I will try harder this year! After all these years, everything he left in his drawers was in the same order as he left it. My great-grandfather was participating in many social organizations, some of them were even founded by himself. For example, in 1923 he founded the Company of Insurgents and Soldiers in Białośliwie. He was also the president of the Western Borderlands Defense circle in Białośliwie. 
In 1925 my great-grandfather became a resident of Mrocza and state authorities entrusted him with position of official in Mrocza. Later he was a secretary in the city hall of Mrocza. He gave out everything of himself. He was commonly known and respected. He participated in the celebrations of Great Poland Uprising. 
I have to go now. Tomorrow I will tell you about love…

Goodnight…

                                                                                                      Monday, 5th of January 2015

Now as I promised, I will tell you about love. 
And finally, when 1937 came, my great-grandfather fell in love. He was 45 years old and he married my great-grandmother Wanda, who was 20 years younger than him! Back then, the weddings were arranged in house of the bride. 
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My great-grandparents went to the wedding in the carriage and took an oath in the old, beautiful cathedral in Bydgoszcz. I’m sure it was wonderful, family ceremony.

Mr. and Mrs. Mataczyńscy had four children: Wanda, Henryka, Felicja and Edmund. The only one that is still alive is uncle Edmund. 

Soon the Second World War had broken out. Living in Mrocza was very dangerous back then because of heavy bombing and firings. Everybody was leaving their houses in a great rush. My great-grandfather with his wife and two daughters left Mrocza and moved to the countryside. They didn’t have their own house there and it was getting colder and colder. They had very hard life conditions and to keep their child warm they kept it near horses. After the hard time they all suffered different kind of illnesses. 
The difficult situation made my great-grandfather to return to Mrocza. He was constantly afraid of Germans discovering his past. As he was very experienced and he knew German language very well, he was entrusted with position of official assistant. One of his duties was writing various kinds of certifications. He had access to very confidential data, often containing information about German hostile actions towards Poles. He used this opportunity and saved lives of many innocent people. Every time I think about it I wonder if I would be able to help people like that. He risked both his and his family lives. He will always be the bravest man in the world for me!
The time of the war was terrible. It is hard for us to even imagine it. How lucky I am to live here and now, not during the hard time. 

It is getting very late and I am very tired, I’ll be back tomorrow.
Good night Dear Diary…

Tuesday, 6th of January 2015

Dear diary!
Today is a holiday, so we don’t go to school. I can finish. Listen to what happened next.
After occupation my great-grandfather returned to work in city hall of Mrocza. Then, he applied for pension. 

There were also artistic moments in my great-grandfather’s life. Together with my great-grandmother he belonged to folk band, he sang, danced and performed in the theater. 

My great-grandfather was decorated with: 

The Gold Cross of Merit

Memorial Badge of Great Poland Army
The Medal of the Decade of Local Government Work

He died after a long illness on 19 May 1970. He was one of the most respected and known residents of Mrocza. Because of that, many people wanted to come to his funeral.

After all these years, my family and many others still remember him. His surname appears in many books concerning Great Poland Uprising and on websites. I will ensure that the memory of my great-grandfather and his companions will never die. 

And this, my dear diary, is the story of my great-grandfather. I am proud of him and I will always remember his story. I know my peers aren’t as excited as me when it comes to these issues and they write about completely different things in their diaries. But today this story was the most important to me. Once again I was able to move into a world of beautiful memories. I love watching family photos.  
Good night dear diary…

Justyna Talarczyk
Klasa: 2a
Gimnazjum im. Jana Pawła II w Mroczy
woj. kujawsko - pomorskie
