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The things our children ask, the things they deliver up to us with almost rhetorical
A oS
suspicion, at times. The things they ask us grown ups that are meant to respond with
f."‘-'_-
— just the right amount of sensitivity and fair-mindedness.

The questions our children ask can be hilarious:

‘When I grow up do I have to be like you?’
Often poignant:
When I die will it hurt a lot?

And sometimes just plain gob smacking:
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[ Z That last beauty was from my son to his father. In German. WW

L‘{f S ‘Pick up time’<will it ever get any smoother and will elthegﬁfﬂs ever really know
how to behave and better still, actually behave like we do?) aﬁl%y ex-husband and
former citizen of the GDl}{tarted up a conversation %FSMFAWeH more of a filler

is school bag and ?reﬂ-t to grab

while our son, teo-seasoned a little tra

his latest Obﬁe‘ESIOMf Boinicle, Captain Underpants book }} for the next 3 days at his
Dad’s.
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[ notice® with } combination of sorrow and hat the father of my son
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. had become s ]owl)@r somethmg) SOTTOW, %I had once thought him

beautiful and%he-et-her be%a?xse he was alway’ on about my own propensity to plump @-GL‘h
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~———TTad snails last night,” he sagj‘ We went to a French 1%
birthday’. "

‘Oh’, I say, unaccustomed to suc%)enign social interaction. ‘He’s well, then? I mean,

‘Hah! Yeah, and —. M £0 (ﬁ\%

}“‘ At this point our son ad re- Eﬁered the kitchen, laden with goods and chattels fortire
n-Q- m’&@dmﬁm It &busir‘fé‘:-s:é as usual.

he was in hospital a long time, wasn’t he?’



“Yeah’, he continuia fluffing at his son’s unruly-ha#f; and hoisting the school bag on "'O |
{
his shoulder. ‘Eﬁ%ﬂ'says,’ and here he gives a little ironic laugh, ‘that he suryived
Gt
Hitler and the Holocaust but the Australian hospital system has nearljc?l((ille im.’
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And this is when our son, who’s obviously been listenin%,@spitc his fidgeting, asks

his father in German. (;F hey only speak German when they are together so most of the

time I have little idea what is going on and have to rely on intonation, body language
and, increasingly(ny son to translatc) \( [

wer (st Hitler Fapper 4
o T

P Faw_
WhewasHTtier ™ (SAY-FHS TN GERVIATY X S LT T o
And then in English, to both of us.® And what agas the Holocaust?’
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wedk [ mean two ‘unanswerabtes’ are enough!

wes |5 : g
The answer heagwe his son get too complex for me to follow but I did pick up the

parﬁabout ‘tyranty’, ‘evil’, “‘murderery’ and ‘war’. He didn’t exactly seem to be

skirting the issue, that’s for SUIE. No mention of the figure, six million, thoughdee
m holke loself:

noticed. (
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for later gown the track.)
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Our son was fascinated witk=s=ad}, of course. It w-sas-'just all too much like the essentral
ingredients of kis latest Bioncles computer game to let go of his father just guite yet.

to get that Morris Gleitzman book about the Holocaust

‘Did Germany win the war?’ Q3¥LS ht& Son
‘No.” sajgrhis father.
‘Were you in the war?’ said his son.
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-He probably needed to have prefaced his little lecture about WW@»«ith the =
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words; ‘In the olden days ..." because that way, our son wouldn’t ave-h%hls
father direct involvement with Hitler let alone his implicit involvement with his
country’s ‘turn and look the other way and pretend it is not happening” posture ;at the

time.
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‘No’, he went on, elegantly,” I wasn’t born and your grandfatherW

aﬁ&e;( was too young to be in the army. So it was good for him he missed out on it all
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( Mmm but-did-he? Really? There was always Hitler’s version of The Scouts and-
s

anyway, how did any of them actually really miss out on it all,‘owh-en-a-l-l-’a-sa'i'd'anﬂ
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too.
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When we met 10 years ago I had asked lots of questions about my husband’s past, his
country’s past, and being brought up in the East and all that. With Communists
parents I had always been fascinated with Eastern Europe and particularly wz le
w-he—had—beeﬁ-reafed-bjugemmu-piﬁy was pretty dumb, really. Naive and desperate
for a religion, any religion. With atheists for parents, I'd latched on to the closest
ideology. But then if you were still a Communist in Australia after 1956 you were

pretty naive too. Naive or plain, deaf, dumb and blind.

But when I'd ask my husband about the real thing,/his authentic experience of having

been born and bred in East Germany, he was always faltering, guarded and a bit

defensive_in his responses« Had he so internalised a sense of national guilt that he

couldn’t ;er'} gk about this stuff with his own wif@f and this is probably more me |'0 W
b\f\)ﬂ/\ —tree, was helehocked by my ignorance and the barely disguised romance of my

attitude.

The first piece of theatre I took him to in Australia was a big visual opening night
festival experience with lots of audio visual imagery, little spoken text and lots of
repeated and relentless obtuse, and not so obtuse references to the Holocaust. Great.
Great first date choice on my part.
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Instead of spurning a Tantastic intellectual discussion in the foyer after-party, my new
husband was flat and un-talkative and more interested in the champagne in circulation
than any kind of debate about German history and its potential for aesthetic
translation withrme. I felt like an idiot. My ill footedness had made me feel like a little
girl.
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But with his little boy ten years later he was far from untalkative and looking for an
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out when presented with grestrons-abeut hls country’s past.
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‘I escaped from my country because of, peoplc like Hitler who thought they knew
what was best for us.’ A
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He didn’t mentlonNStalm but that’s a kitchen sink life lesson for another time, I dare

say.

“Awesome.’ said his son.
‘Hah! Yeah, awesome’, said his father.
And he did that half-laugh of his again and our son and his father left my kitchen in a

scramble of German and hair tousling.



