What | learned from Arnost

As the literary world honors Arnost Lustig on the 100th anniversary of his birth, | can highlight
something that might be overlooked: his gifts as a teacher. In the 1970s at American University, |
had the privilege of being Arnost’s student, graduate assistant, and friend of the family. He
called me “Irsky Medved” — Irish bear. Like his daughter Eva, | called him “Tati,” first as a joke and
later as a tribute.

My first class with Arnost was Holocaust Literature. It was soon obvious that no one knew the
subject like him. Beyond his knowledge, | admired his enthusiasm and zest for living, which as |
read his books | quickly learned came from his experiences -- nothing like appreciating the
preciousness of life after seeing it denied as often as he had. | also learned that this passion
applied to all things -- kicking a soccer ball, appreciating a joke, eating a steak -- “This is food for
kings!” It was infectious -- an ideal asset for a teacher.

Overnight he became my favorite professor. | signed on for his courses in Italian Cinema, Czech
Cinema, French Cinema, and many others...everything he taught. His classes were among the
most popular at AU. He was beloved by his students. Only now, decades later after a long career
in journalism and eight years as a professor at Cape Cod Community College, can | truly
appreciate his academic talent.

His writing skill often overlapped with academia. He loved ideas - like putting his Holocaust
experience into the heart and soul of a young girl -- Katerina Horovitzova. He often said “the
idea is everything,” a lesson that remained alive in me during 35 years as a reporter and editor,
as in, what’s the best way to tell this story? “Give me an example,” he often said, which
translated into the modern journalistic saw “Don’t just tell me, show me.”

| am enamored with his ability to survive the Holocaust and be able to write about it - to
describe so eloquently an evil so indescribable. What a gift to the world. And then, his feel for
language. As a lover of language, he loved idioms. He taught me quite a few in Czech, including
“yeshkovi’’s raccci,” or “porcupine’s eyesight,” translating to “Sheeesh” or “WTF.” Once when a
student gave a super-relaxed presentation, | said to Arnost “I think this guy rolls his own.” He
asked what that meant, and when | explained, he beamed and repeated it a couple of times. Of
course he waited a couple of weeks before springing it back on me, to our mutual delight.

Recently a student in one of my film classes refused to attend the screening of “Dr. Strangelove”
because she had resolved never to watch a movie or read a book involving war. | immediately
thought of ArnoSt and told her that she would exclude a lot of true history -- and wondered how
a Lit major — or anyone else — could ignhore such basic exploration. | pointed out that the Kubrick
classic and another film on the schedule - “King of Hearts” — involved no blood and guts and
were perhaps the two most popular ANTI-war movies ever made (both | originally saw in
Arnost’s classes). She was adamant. | let her do alternative movie reviews for those two weeks,
but | often wonder what Arnost would have said.

Too many professors seem more devoted to the cleverness of their syllabi rather than the needs
of their students. Not so Arnost. With him: ideas are supreme, give examples when making your
point, ditch the textbooks, be passionate about your love for the subject. His basic passion for
life was intensely rooted in what he had seen. And omg, what he saw.



You can’t teach passion. But you can give examples. So, Professor Lustig, thanks to you, | tell my
students if they want to see passion, watch Pavarotti or Aretha Franklin sing “Nessun Dorma.”
Or read “A Prayer for Katerina Horovitzova.”

--Kerry Drohan
Brewster, Massachusetts, December, 2025

(Kerry Drohan graduated from American University in 1977 with an M.A. in Interdisciplinary
Studies in Film and Literature. He spent 35 years at The Boston Globe and other publications as
a reporter and editor before becoming an associate professor at Cape Cod Community College
in 2014, teaching film and journalism courses.)

Vasni se neda nauéit aneb
Co jsem se naucil od Arnosta...

Zatimco literarni svét vzdava hold Arnostu Lustigovi u pfilezZitosti stého vyroci jeho narozeni, ja
bych rad vyzdvihl néco, co mize byt pfehlizeno, a to jeho dar ucit. V 70. letech jsem mél na
American University to privilegium byt ArnoStovym studentem, postgradualnim asistentem a
piitelem rodiny. Rikal mi ,,Irsky medvéd“. Stejné jako jeho dcera Eva jsem mu fikal ,Tati“
zpocatku z legrace a pozdéji z Ucty.

MUj prvni kurz s Arnostem byla Literatura holokaustu. Brzy bylo jasné, Ze nikdo nezna toto téma
tak jako on. Kromé jeho znalosti jsem obdivoval jeho nadSeni a chut do Zivota, u kterych jsem pfi
¢teni jeho knih rychle pochopil, Ze prameni z jeho zkuSenosti — nic se nevyrovna tomu, kdyz si
¢lovek vazi vzacnosti Zivota poté, co vidél, jak je tak ¢asto upiran, jako to vidél on. Také jsem
zjistil, Ze tato vaSen se vztahuje na vSechno, at uz se jedna o kopani do fotbalového mice,
ocenéni dobrého vtipu nebo pochutnavani si na steaku. ,,To je jidlo pro krale!“ fikaval a bylo to
nakazlivé.

Nejoblibenéjsi profesor

Pfes noc se stal mym nejoblibenéjSim profesorem. Zapsal jsem se na jeho kurzy italské
kinematografie, Ceské kinematografie, francouzské kinematografie a mnoha dalSich... Na vSe,
co ucil. Jeho prednasky patfily k nejoblibenéjsim. Studenti ho milovali. Teprve nyni, o desitky let
pozdéji, dokazu plné docenit jeho akademicky talent. PFili§ mnoho profesor(l se zda byt oddano
spiSe chytrosti svych osnov nez potfebam svych studentd. Arnost takovy nebyl. Mél jasno:
mysSlenky maji byt vzdy na prvnim misté, kdyz néco tvrdite, uvadéjte pfiklady. Zahodte ucebnice,
méjte zapal pro to, na cem prave délate.

Jeho radou, Zze mysSlenka musi byt vZdy na prvnim misté, jsem se fidil po celou svou kariéru
reportéra a editora a vybavila se mi pokazdé, kdyz jsem hledal nejlepsi zpUsob, jak vypravét
pfibéh. Obdivoval jsem jeho schopnost popsat zlo holokaustu, ktery sam prezil. To, jak
vymluvné dokazal popsat zlo tak nepopsatelné. Obrovsky dar celému svétu.

NejdUlezitéjsi je myslenka

A pak jeho cit pro jazyk. Jako milovnik jazyka mél rad idiomy. Naucil mé jich v ¢estiné docela
dost, v€etné ,,jezkovy zraky“, coz se preklada jako ,,Pani“ nebo ,,Co to sakra...?“ Jednou, kdyz
mél jeden student velmi uvolnénou prezentaci, fekl jsem Arnostovi: ,,Myslim, Ze tenhle chlapik
si bali vlastni.“ (pozn. prekLl.: rolls his own —idiom naznacujici nezavislost, ale i koufeni



marihuany). Zeptal se, co to znamena, a kdyz jsem mu to vysvétlil, rozzafil se a nékolikrat to
zopakoval.

Ostatné, jakasi nevyCerpatelna vasen pro Zivot byla silné zakofenéna ve vSem, co vidél. A Zze
toho za svdj Zivot vidél hodné. Vasni se neda naucit. Ale mlzZete druhym ukazovat pfiklady
vasné. Takze, pane profesore Lustigu, diky vam fikdm svym studentiim, Ze pokud chtéji vidét
vasen, at se podivaji na Pavarottiho nebo Arethu Franklinovou zpivajici Nessun dorma. Nebo at
si pfe¢tou Modlitbu pro Katefinu Horovitzovou.

(Ceska verze Magazin Luxor, Unor 2026)



