
Olga Varsano 

My mother, Olga Varsano, nee Almozino. Here she is 60 years. The photo was taken in Sofia in the
1960s. She brought us up at home. She was quite strict but very amiable at the same time. She
was telling us off, shouting, even beating us at times. She was very fastidious and wanted
everything in the house to be immaculate. She gave all kinds of orders, about everything. And
don't forget that she was illiterate and not because they didn't send her to school, but because she
didn't want to study. But she used to test us to see if we had learned our lessons. She made us
read the lessons aloud; she memorized everything and then she would open the book and pretend
she was reading in order not to lose face, but in fact she didn't know the alphabet. When her first
grandson, my son Zhak, was born and started school, she decided to examine him in the same
way. A good idea that was, but he was in the habit of, just like that, with no good reason, walking
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around while he was telling the lesson aloud. And he started walking around her in circles like that
until one day he noticed that she was holding the book upside down. My mother was taught to read
by my sister Rebeka's daughter, Albena. Later she was able to read the newspapers. She was very
exuberant, a person of very cheerful and soft personality. Energetic, very energetic, very sociable,
very easy-going, very outgoing she was. There wasn't a single person in the neighborhood who
didn't know her, not a single person. 'Granny Olga!' 'Granny Olga!' Not a single person. They all
cherished good feelings towards her.
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