
ENGLISH: CREATIVE WRITING 
 
Sometimes people find themselves living in a world created by other people. 
 
 
Everything as it was; yet everything had changed. At the utterance of those four seemingly 
insignificant words nothing was the same, but neither was anything really different. They were such 
small insignificant words individually, nothing more than the result of a few muscles contracting in a 
throat, or the push of pen across paper. But strung together, in that specific order my dear mother 
had chosen, those words, those syllables, those muscle contractions, increased ten-fold. Those four 
seemingly random words changed my life as Stephen Whetley forever. 
 
I look down at my hands then, seeing the whites of my knuckles showing through, knowing that my 
face would have the same blood drained appearance, and it would be that of my mother’s as well. 
Producing those four words in my presence had taken all the courage my dear mother could muster, 
and at their say, simultaneously drained me of my own. “Stephen darling,” my mother forced out, 
her voice cracking, “You are a German”. And it was with that deliverance, with those four words, that 
my world was shaken, the walls I had loved inside were torn down. The world that I had happily 
lived in, the world that I was comfortable enough to share my secrets with, the world that I had 
finally begun to understand, was gone. Albeit a false world, but it had been a world that had held 
few uncertainties all the same. Looking up, I see my mother with an anxious and confused look on 
her face, the same as the thoughts and emotions running through my head, and I realized, she had 
no idea how I would react. She had no idea whether I would be happy, whether I would feel 
betrayed, angry; my mother just simply didn’t know. The truth is, I thought to myself, is I don’t even 
know; I had no idea how I should feel right now. Should I be angry that my parents had intentionally 
lied to me about my past, that they had created some sort of fantasy for me to live in? Should I feel 
betrayal at their lying and just get up and leave, attempt to make sense of this new world on my 
own? No. I could never do that. They were my family, and regardless of the circumstances, I would 
stay by their sides no matter what. 
 
But I was still no closer to knowing the reasoning behind it than man was to being on the moon. 
Voicing my concern, my mother looked at me, with eyes that pleaded with me to understand, 
begged me to forgive. “We had to darling. There was simply no other way about it; we just couldn’t 
raise you and Geoff in Nazi Germany. It’s a dangerous time for anyone right now, but even more so 
for us Jews.  We would have been living in constant fear that myself or your father would, would be 
killed leaving you and, and Geoff all alone. Or that, that you or Geoff would b-b-be…” my mother 
faded into silence, as tears that had been welling in little dams in the corner of her eyes broke and 
fell silently down her face, “…killed”. 
 
In the rivulets of tears running down my mother’s face, I saw reflected all the pain she had felt, all 
the suffering that those four words being true had imposed upon her. I realized how hard this had 
been on her and my father, how much of an effort, how much of a struggle it had all been. My 
contemplation at animosity and betrayal towards my parents diminished to nothing after seeing such 
raw, glistening emotions from my mother. I realized that as my parents had created in placed me 
into a new world, the war had destroyed their old lives, forcing them to create new ones for 
themselves, making them confront the same uncertainties I now felt, if not worse. “We tried so hard 
to make things as simple as possible at home for you, so as to protect you a while longer. Your 
father had been taking English classes, and as you’ve heard, has almost perfected his British 
accent. We had to pretend that Germans, and Germany, meant nothing more to us than a novel 
would to an illiterate,” my mother explained. I just sat there, oddly mute, preferring for the silence to 
answer for me. 
 
Those irritatingly eccentric phrases my father says all the time presented themselves in my head 
then; schnick schnack, kuddelmuddel. The plain ordinariness of the truth of the phrases dawned on 
me then; right in front of me, my father(intentionally or not, I’ll never know) had been clearly telling 
me of the world I had once lived in; that I was German! Slowly piece by piece, everything began to 
  



click into place, everything began to make sense. The reason behind why my father spoke to us 
slowly, the phrases, how we would have spent every Friday night together. It felt like looking at a 
particularly difficult maths equation after solving at it, and thinking “How did I ever find that so hard!” 
It had all been there, right in front of me, I had just needed to make the links. Those certain 
individual moments, individual objects, phrases, which I knew should mean so much to me, but in 
fact meant so little until I had found the hidden links. 
 
Everything as it was; yet everything had changed. Those four words seemingly insignificant words 
were going through every thought I’ve ever thought, every memory I’ve ever had, and ripping them 
into shreds, into confetti, before sticking them back, piece by piece, but each time embedding those 
four words into them. Those four words were allowing me to revaluate everything, scrutinising it all 
with this brand new perspective those four words had imparted on me. Yet more often than not, the 
memories, the thoughts, they came back the same; everything as it was. That’s because, I thought 
to myself, deep down I know I already knew the truth about my past, I just hadn’t wanted to accept 
it; the life my parents had given me was easily the much more comfortable option. 
 
I think if I had been told those four words at a much younger age, things would have been 
completely different for me. By bringing the truth out into the light would have allowed me to see it, 
but others would be allowed a partial view as well. Hiding any secret at age twelve was a challenge 
in itself, but one of those proportions would have been as impossible as catching light with your 
bare hands; kuddelmuddel as my father would have said. I wonder then how much of an effect that 
information would have had on our neighbours back in the close. Would I still have been welcome to 
cross the threshold into the Hayward’s home and sit in their backyard having elevenses with Keith? 
Would Barbra Berill, my first kiss, still have kissed me with those big X lips of hers if she had been 
made partial to the truth? Would Keith and Barbra have played spies on my mother and me, as we 
had once on his, stalking our every move. Maybe they would, maybe they wouldn’t, I would never 
know; I just simply can’t fathom the possibilities at this moment. My mother veers me from my 
thoughts with a new revelation. She tells me I was born a Stefan Weitzler back in Germany, and my 
brother Geoff, Joachim Weitzler, setting my world spinning once more, breaking down the last 
standing walls of the comfortable world I had resided in. However the initial shock was minimal, after 
the deliverance of those four small words previously. This new revelation made sense; it fit snugly 
into place alongside everything else I had just learnt. 
 
Everything as it was; the sun still shone, my heart still beat, the war endlessly endeavoured 
onwards. Yet everything had changed; the sun had risen on a Stephen Whetley, but will set on a 
Stefan Weitzler. The artwork that was my life had been covered top to bottom in a new vibrant, 
exotic paint; one full of uncertainties, full of irresolute. But with this new veneer, I felt more at peace 
than I ever had, knowing where I truly belonged. My constant feelings of fernweh, of wanderlust, of 
longing to be elsewhere, were diminished. I look at my mother, silently as ever, and smile. A smile 
filled with warmness and kindness, a smile that could answer the pleading from her eyes. I smiled at 
her from my new world; I smiled at her as Stefan Weitzler.  


