
Lenitive:
Behind the Mask

Pauline Tanaskovic



This edition first published for Pauline Tanaskovic in 2008 by
Memoirs Foundation Inc. (Australia)

2 Burwood Highway, Burwood East Victoria 3151
03 9888 9588

www.memoirsfoundation.org.au
Copyright © 2008 Pauline Tanaskovic

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced or transmitted in any form 
or by any means without the prior permission in writing of the copyright owner.

The author may be contacted through the Memoirs Foundation.

National Library of Australia Cataloguing in 
Publication Data

ISBN No 978-0-9804268-2-3
Typeset in 12pt Adobe Garamond Pro by 

Synergy Publishing

Publisher: Arnold Bonnet
Art Director: Mark Bonnet

Project Coordinator: Mary Peries
Production: Wendy Wright

Printed in Australia

The opinions expressed by the author are not necessarily those of the publisher or editor.



Lenitive - Behind the Mask

iii

DEDICATION

This book is written to my sons, Kym and Ashley 
Roach. My dedication therefore, is not to them but 
to my grandmother, Beatrice Stella Morgan Will, 

my mother in my formative years. She taught by example: 
truth, courage, confidence, independence, a strong work 
ethic and acceptance of ‘otherness’.

And to my second husband, Radomir Tanaskovic who 
manifested those same qualities.

The story that follows would have been quite different had 
1 not absorbed those strengths from both of them.
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About the Title
A strong suggestion by one person who read the first draft 
of my memoir was to change the then sole title Lenitive 
because of the medical context (one meaning) in which 
the word is used. Hence, was born Behind the Mask.

I have decided to add Lenitive as the primary title, because 
the writing of this memoir for me was soothing, softening, 
mitigating and alleviating pain and distress (main 
meaning).

Lenitive comes from Medieval Latin lenitivus, from Latin 
lenire, to sooth. Current in earlier time but rare in present 
language.
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Behind the Mask
PROLOGUE

 

It is still early in a day which will be hot and dry – summer, 
February 1996 in North Eastern Victoria, where I have 
lived for the past three and a half years. On waking this 

morning I felt today would be different. Today I resolved, I 
would write to my sons - talk to my sons on paper as I have done 
inside of my head times without number over the twenty-nine 
years since the three of us were together.

You cannot imagine, Kym and Ashley, the wonderful chats, the 
fun and laughter we three have shared in my mind’s eye; my 
fantasy world that has been with me for most of my life.  

Will I continue with my resolve beyond today? I think I will, 
because as Montaigne wrote, ‘age itself gives one authority to 
speak the truth, or at least as much as I dare, and I grow a little 
more daring each passing year!’ But, is it a wise thing to do? 
How does a mother begin to talk to her sons after so many years? 
Furthermore, will either of you be interested?

Today is not the first time I have committed thoughts to paper. 
I began that practice when Taso died, and I found that writing 
became a source of emotional levelling – solace. His death, and 
all that went before, sparked in me a compelling need to commit 
to paper thoughts and feelings, in order I believe to attempt at 
some sort of self-understanding; a sort of self-reconstruction. 
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Watching Taso endure his own physical and mental pain with 
such quiet dignity, I thought of how he and I had progressively 
become different people as time went on, and I wondered which 
of our life experiences touching, absorbed, had shaped those 
changes. And that, my sons, is why I feel this need to talk with 
you, which goes much deeper than me leaving your father and 
you on Saturday afternoon January 8th 1967. Kym, you were 10 
years and 11 months old, and Ashley, you were 9 years and 1 
week old.

Over the years that followed while living with Taso, I found 
myself saying periodically, “I need to talk with my boys”. Taso’s 
answer was always the same; “they will understand when they start 
having relationships and experience life’s joys, disappointments 
and regrets.” Maybe he was right, maybe not. I will never truly 
know. His answer never satisfied me, there was always something 
else, something elusive niggling away, another unidentifiable 
concern which only fully manifested itself after his death - the 
need to tell you all the things I missed telling you because I was 
not there. Snatches of memory from my growing up, bits and 
pieces of information gathered from listening to family speaking 
about their family, remembering their childhood. The things a 
child stores away in their mind, only later to piece together and 
give meaning to. 

When I was a child and Gran would show me family photos, 
while talking about the people in them, it was reassuring to be 
told a name and relationship to me of some unknown or even 
dead relative. The identification of a family connection established 
belonging. You did not have a chance to hear those things from 
me after that fateful Saturday in 1967, and may remember little 
of my mothering from before. Not only did I waive my share 
of responsibility to continue with your upbringing; I also waived 
responsibility to pass on my part of a family story. Then I clung 
only to a belief in the saying, ‘give me a boy until he’s seven, and 
I will give you the man’.

Roach is your name; Roach history is what you have been brought 
up with, but you were not made with your father’s genes alone. 



Lenitive - Behind the Mask

3

My genes are in you too, as they will be in your children, and 
their children, on and on, going back much further than your 
father and me. I am what I am from all of life’s experiences and 
long gone forebears. (I am reminded that Tennyson said in 
‘Ulysses’, ‘I am a part of all that I have met’). My roots in history 
are yours too, and the only way I can think to tell you about those 
roots is through my memory of my life thus far, and the bits and 
pieces I learnt of my parents history and their parents history. 
‘Our place in this history is the road we and our families travel in 
life’. My story is your story Kym and Ashley, and it has made a 
monumental mark on your lives and your characters. I regret that 
because of my story I do not know you more intimately, don’t 
really know your true characters your stories.

For too long I have put off the need to commit to paper words 
and stories I wanted to tell you. All of us tend to see things 
subjectively, as ‘we are’, rather than as ‘they are’, and memory 
often has blind spots, and can be dim and sometimes distorted. 

And, what of ‘me’? My sons don’t know their own mother! Until 
aged twenty nine, I doubt I had troubled my mind with such 
thoughts, but since then I have learnt a great deal about myself, 
and know reasonably well my weaknesses, and also my strengths 
- I have few illusions. But, I still have questions, and many whys. 
For instance, why is my public persona so different to my private 
self? Why so often such a show of bravado, when much of the 
time the facade is as fragile as an egg shell? No one but Taso has 
seen that! Already I have come to wonder, is it perhaps not only 
for you that I have begun this as I first imagined, but for me too? 
The past has dominated my thoughts for too long. It is more than 
time for me to let go of the past and let it become part of our 
shared history.

Sadly, I know virtually nothing of your young lives between 
the years of me leaving and your individual contacts with me. 
On your first visit to Western Australia, Kym, you made brief 
mention of troubles that you suffered because you were likened 
to your absent mother. None of us has had the courage to open 
discussion and delve together into that period of your lives 
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- probably for fear of the Genie, which may be let out of our 
particular bottles. For myself I think I am afraid to hear the truth 
from my sons, and I fervently hope that hurt, confusion, troubles 
and anger have not made lasting scars on your lives. 

Maybe you have both let go of the past and let it become part 
of your history long ago. But, I have not, and so I must press 
on even though some memories when wakened will be like an 
exposed nerve in a tooth.

Watching my mother as she slowly loses her memory with 
dementia, I am afraid her fate may be mine as well. I watch 
myself, and become upset and angry when I forget things - then I 
console myself that the lapses are not just a recent phenomenon. 
Taso, who had amazing recall, often commented, as does Fred 
now, on my `dreadful memory’. I like to think that compared to 
Taso’s memory, my lapses were just more obvious. Fred’s memory 
is excellent too in some areas, but like mine, quite bad in others. 
The trouble is, now I am losing words and mixing them up! So, 
just in case my mother’s fate is also to be mine, I had better start 
down the road of remembering, some of which will be happy, 
some confused without beginning or end and, hopefully some 
long forgotten doors will open too.
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BOOK ONE

FAMILY LIVES 
South Australia 

before and  after 1937 

until 1949
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Chapter One

Earliest Memories

When beginning this saga, I decided to use the word 
Mummy, for the period in the telling when I called 
my grandmother Mummy. My intention being, to 

try to impart in a small way a better understanding of some of 
the confusion I experienced as a child. Mummy, was my paternal 
grandmother, your great grandmother. Do you remember her? 
She used to visit and stay with us when you were little. You 
see, in the early years of my childhood, as far as I knew, my 
grandmother was my mother. Why was I not taught as a baby 
to call my grandmother by one of the names usually reserved for 
grandmothers? How strange, that until now, I have never thought 
to ask that question! There are so many examples I want to tell 
you of her influence in my formative years. Regrettably I will only 
be able to scratch the surface in my endeavour to help you form 
a picture of the woman who was my mother even though she was 
not my birth mother. I hope I don’t overdo my reminiscences. 

How far back can you remember? Once I thought I remembered 
little, but when I started this journey of remembering, particularly 
here, surrounded by beautiful bush covered hills where I now have 
a lot of thinking time, the number of my memories astounds me. 


