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You know what I despise most?

Out of everything in the whole world?

Weakness, that’s what.

Let me tell you a story, my friend.

My mother and father, they come to this country out of weakness…. 

Well, my father….
My mother didn’t know how not to be strong.

But my father….

Oh, he’s a good Russian man…. he works hard…. he loves his wife…. he loves his children…. 

He endures…. he exists…. but he doesn’t really live.

And in his weakness, he makes a mistake.

His whole wretched life becomes this mistake.

You see, my father believes all this…. ALL this…. will change in “The Lucky Country”.

There will be a new life, new opportunities for my sister and me.

Hah!.... like some accident of geography is going to change the whole world.
From my father, I learned to extend the warm hand of friendship.

And that’s what this quiet, dignified man tried to do….

But he didn’t fit in…. didn’t get the language…. the drinking…. the “how you going, mate”…. he was never given a chance…. never offered a decent job.
And in the end it killed him.

So let me tell you this, my friend…. to my mother, I owe the flexed arm, the strong arm, the hammer.

Take what you want…. or destroy it rather than have someone take it away from you.

That’s what I learned in the Lucky Country.

