
The only person in my life who truly knew my mother’s mother is a man I have never 

had a conversation with. She died when my mother was eight years old, too young to have 

understood her as an adult. Ten years later, my mother moved from Hungary to the U.S. to marry 

my father, and raise me. I heard Hungarian spoken as a child, but never fully learned it. When I 

was 16, I followed my mother on a trip to Hungary to see her father for the first time in a decade, 

and, she expected, the last time: he was elderly, and in poor health. I told myself that if I ever got 

the chance, I would learn Hungarian and visit him again, and learn from him about my 

grandmother, in their native tongue.  

I had the opportunity to do so when I was 21, through my independent study abroad. I 

learned half my Hungarian from self-study before, and the rest by diving in and speaking, with 

my grandfather and his wife while I stayed with them in Budapest, with friends my mother had 

in high school, and with other artists of all generations that I reached out to independently. 

Through these conversations, as well as trips to museums and other cultural centers and smaller 

towns surrounding the city, I became fascinated with the national history that surrounded my 

family’s history, and the troubling rise of the far right’s anti-immigration stance in Hungary. I 

spent the summer surrounded by questions about heritage and identity. When I proposed my 

independent study, I dreamed of finding the answers to my questions about nationality, culture, 

language, and family. Instead, I found, amid my few answers, a lifetime of questions that has 

continued to drive my work since. 

 

 

 



Portfolio (with notes) 

 

A diary comic I made after three weeks of staying with my grandfather in Budapest 



 

 

 

 

 

Observational sketches and journal entry, sitting at the creek near my grandfather’s house (the guy turned 

out to be Ukrainian, by the way) 



 

Observational sketch/comic made while staying at a queer feminist artist residency called Ways, in Gyula, 

Hungary (235 km from Budapest) 



 

A poem written overlooking the sunset on Castle Hill, Budapest 



 

Observational drawing made while staying with my mother’s high school best friend, in Budapest 


