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IN MEMORY OF THOMAS BLUMENTHAL 

EULOGY BY IGOR BLUMENTHAL  

Thank you to everyone who is here today to pay tribute to my father Thomas. For those of you 

who do not know me, my name is Igor and I am Tomi’s only son, or as he would often remind me 

of late, his favourite son. 

My father was a very intelligent, thoughtful and hardworking man, one who not only worked hard 

at his career but also one who worked hard at being a good father, husband and friend. At the 

same time he was also very guarded about his personal past never really wanting to talk to 

anyone about his childhood or about his life during his time before leaving Czechoslovakia in 

1968 at the age of 32. 

Dad was born in Banska Bystrica, Czechoslovakia in 1936. The world was knocking at his doorstep 
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by the time he could walk. He lost his father in 1942 at the age of 6, spent years hiding with his 

mother from the Nazi’s during the SHOAH and after the war he studied, worked and married my 

mother while continuing to survive under the harsh communist regime. In 1968, as the Russian 

armed began its invasion of Czechoslovakia, enough was enough. It was time to pack up the 

family and make the escape to Australia. That took guts, to do that for the ones you love, to try 

for a better life. He not only left his own mother behind but he and his family were once again 

refugees struggling with a new country, a new language, a new existence and eventually 

struggling in a new job. Meanwhile he held it all together while supporting 2 young children and a 

wife. And yet dad managed, with the support of my mother, to get through those hard times and 

to create a new life for himself and his family. 

When we all first arrived in Sydney as political refugees in 1968, it was not long before dad 

managed to secure a 1 year contract with the Chemistry Dept. at the Adelaide University. That 

meant that once again he had to leave behind the security of family and the few friends he had 

made and go solo to Adelaide to set up a new home for us in a place that both my parents 

believed to be the “end of the world”, as far from where we had originally come from. How scary 

that must have felt for them both? Eventually, once again, we packed up and moved to Adelaide 

to a new existence. Both my parents continued to work hard, sacrificing and putting in long hours 

at work to create a better life. While mum secured a job as an assistant nutritionist at the Royal 

Adelaide Hospital, often putting her hand up to do double shifts when needed, dad often took on 

the role of duel parent making school lunches, ensuring we completed our homework and often 

cooking dinner. Both my parents made every effort to ensure that Karin and I would have a 

better life. They both only wanted the very best for us. They taught us the meaning of hard work 

and that when you put your mind to something anything is possible. 

I believe that they eventually succeeded in their quest for a better life, not just for their children 

but also for themselves. With hard work and sacrifice they soon managed to purchase their first 

home and mum her first car. Dad was not much of a driver in those days preferring to use mum 

as a chauffeur. And yet dad managed to achieve so much more, not just in his personal life but 

also in his professional one. During his time at the University of Adelaide, he quickly advanced in 

his working environment, was appreciated and acknowledged by his peers for his exceptional 

skills and attitude as well as for his knowledge and ability. Within a short period of time his 

original 1 year contract was extended to a full time secure position that continued for the next 

30+ years. During those years he not only made many lifelong friends but also managed to have 

his work and research published some 6 times  along with receiving 33 National and 

International citations. I’m sure he was extremely proud of his achievements yet remained 

humble to the extent of not even telling his immediate family about all the publications, the 

award, the achievements and the accolades. He was at times a real mystery to me. 

Many years later, with the kids grown up and both of us having left home, mum and dad decided  

to leave Adelaide and follow Karin and her young family to resettle in Canberra. Dad had 

concluded his commitments to the University of Adelaide, had finally decided on retirement and 

quickly and effortlessly proceeded to engross himself into Canberra life and its Jewish 

community. He found time to be creative, to get into drawing and painting, reading and writing. 

Maybe it was at this time that he began to involve himself more with the Holocaust remembrance 

groups and started to finally talk about his childhood and the war years.  He was approached  in 

Adelaide and agreed to give talks to school children and to help educate the youth of Australia 

about what the victims of the SHOAH went through. He finally started to write down his stories. 

It was also at this time that he managed to meet and gather likeminded male friends to form the 

now famous GRUMPS, where they met together once a week to play table tennis, complain about 

their wives, talk politics or just merely enjoy each other’s company. It was at this time, here in 

Canberra that he finally felt settled, secure and accepted as part of a community, finally felt at 

home. 



Nine months ago he developed a persistent cough which unfortunately progressively got worse 

and no one, no doctors, could tell him why. Then three weeks ago, expressing his frustration, his 

GP suggested and he agreed to admit himself to hospital to undergo a full examination to see if 

an answer to his coughing could be found. One month ago he was still hopeful but as each new 

day passed and each new test was preformed he seemed to only get worse and his health 

progressively declined. In the end it proved to be lung cancer.  

Dad struggled in the end to understand why his lungs were such a mess and he also struggled 

with the concept of dying. As sad as it was for me to watch him in his struggles I know now in 

my heart that I want to remember and celebrate him for the life he led and for the memories he 

left me with. Good memories, memories that will forever remind me to celebrate his life and to 

celebrate the man he was. He was a good man. 

Dad, I love and admire you for what you did in your life. I love and admire you for the kind of 

father you were to me and Karin. I admire and love you for the love and commitment you 

showed my mother…57 years of married commitment is some achievement. 

If you are here today, and I thank you for that, it means he also touched your life in some way or 

another. That means you’d miss him in some way or another. He will be missed and not just for 

his corny jokes and dry sense of humour. His grandkids, Zahni, Nadine and Katarina will miss 

him, my mother and my sister Karin will miss him, his friends at GRUMPS will miss him and I 

WILL MISS HIM. 

You’re at peace now dad and you achieved more that you might have believed possible or ever 

imagined. I feel blessed to have been holding your hand when you left us. 

I WILL MISS YOU 

I WILL MISS MY FATHER, I WILL MISS MY DAD 


