
toddlers in a supermarket do, 
as an immovable incarnation of 
rage and hysteria. Despite the 
language barrier that was the 
catalyst for my dummy-spit it 
is none the less something re-
peated around the country, and 
the globe for that matter, every 
minute of every day regardless 
of the cultural or linguistic back-
ground of the family involved. 
The clearest part of that mem-
ory though was the look on my 
mother’s face when I told her 
that agouri wasn’t the correct 
translation for cucumber (I was 
obviously at this point looking to 

pick a fight). It was one of pan-
ic, as though I had challenged 
a basic world view upon which 
she had built her life. 

I was a difficult child, and a dif-
ficult Greek child is probably the 
hardest of them all to raise. De-
spite the rare memories from 
my childhood that ended in 
tears or a tantrum I remember 
her as awe-inspiring and radi-
ating an ethereal beauty. I didn’t 
look like her and people still 
to this day mistake my Auss-
ie friends for her child. Grow-
ing up in Marrickville nobody 
looked like her either however 

multiculturalism and multilingual situations 
can be messy and unfair and confusing 
but ultimately their benefits to society 
are immeasurable“ “

rather than falling to the 
social peripheries 
she was the beat-
ing heart of the 
neighbourhood. 
It was just her 
way; she always 
held her own in a 
conversation with 
any native Greek 
speaker and revelled 
in sharing recipes, organising 
play dates, acting as a 24 hour 
emergency translation ser-
vice and helping the kids of the 
area lobby the local council for 
playground updates. My moth-
er was a breath of fresh air to 
my family and the neighbour-
hood. She challenged the Greek 
premise of pride in solitude of 
suffering and taught me the 
most important lesson in life, 
one not confined by the barri-
ers of language, that every hu-
man relationship is unique but 
equally important and that who 
you are as a person is defined 
by how you commit to those re-
lationships. There are so many 
stories of lives and relation-
ships my mother has saved or 
changed for the better, many 
of them belonging to Greeks 
in our neighbourhood, but they 
are not my stories to share.

The lesson that my relation-
ship with my mother that you 
should take away from reading 
this is that multiculturalism and 
multilingual situations can be 
messy and unfair and confus-
ing but ultimately their benefits 
to society are immeasurable. 
Multiculturalism is the great-
est equaliser. My mother and I 
have equally shared the weight 
of the burden of how to best 
navigate this world together 
and because of it she is more 
than a mother, she is my equal 
and my best friend.


