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DISTORTION IN PRESS
AND T.V. COVERAGE
OF CURRENT CONFLICT
IN LEBANON

Michael Danby*

There are two wars being fought over the Middle
East. One is on the battlefield in Lebanon, the other,
with its own strategy and tactics is being fought in the
Western Media.

On July 15 a headline appeared in the Melbourne
Age ‘‘Israelis Beat Prisoners to Death’’. This headline
was contradicted strongly by an Israeli spokesman, was
not corroborated by any independent evidence and was
made by a P.L.O. supporter. By contrast this same
story came at the end of a major item in the Interna-
tional Herald Tribune which has downplayed the
overstated civilian casualties.

This example is not untypical of the verbal inflation
that has surrounded Israel’s action in Lebanon. The
Australian, Wednesday July 21, used the headline
‘"\Wounded Palestinians Tortured’’. This it might be ad-
ded, was based solely on the claims of Dr. Israel
Shahak, an agitprop specialist of Rakach, Israel’s pro-
Soviet Communist Party.

Jean Paul Franchesni, in the English weekly sec-
tion of Le Monde, (July 11) explained the self
defeating nature of such exaggerated anti-Israel
rhetoric. The same goes for the word “genocide”” used
in every circumstance and frequently out of context.
We have turned this ghastly neologism, which denotes
the methodical execution of a monstrous design — to
wipe a community off the face of the earth — into a
synonym for massacre, not to say operations taking a
heavy toll of human lives. The reality is horrible enough
not to have to compare it with the fate of the Jews,
gypsies or Armenians . . . Nor (should) events in
Lebanon evoke the “’final solution’” that some indignant
souls are attributing to Begin . . . (Interestingly, in the
Australian media too, “‘Final Solution”” has been used).
Channel 10's programme, “The Reporters’’ had a pro-
gramme called ““The Final Solution””. Four Corners last
weekend claimed Israel’s action was aimed at ’A Final
Solution to the Palestinian question”’.

Anti-Israel reporting is not due solely or even
primarily to malevolence. Stupidity, simplicity,
intrinsically-biased sources and the nature of the elec-
tronic media have all been factors in determining the
current unsympathetic media coverage of Israel.

T.V.
In Australia, we see a mixture of British and U.S.

*  Michael Danby is Associate Editor of Australia/Israel Publications.
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satellite telecasts. American television producers talk of
the need for the news telecasts to use ‘‘Bang Bang”.
“Bang Bang'’ means television’s use of violence or “‘ac-
tion’’ to provide ratings-winning newscasts. The “Bang
Bang’’ should not be too complicated as the simple
division of goodies and baddies may assist T.V. news
ratings. It is the nature of U.S. television’s coverage
that has prevented serious analysis or any context qf
Israel’s action being developed. This distinguishes it
from the clear bias of British electronic media, who
partly reflect the traditional Arabist fantasies of the
British Foreign Office. Erwin Frenkel, in an article which
should be widely read, in the Jerusalem Post (July 17)
explained ““for the principal American TV networks,
CBS, NBC and ABC, pictorial content becomes the
criterion for what is worth reporting. Not simply
dramatic facts, but dramatic facts that can be fl|f"ﬂ—
ed, determine the network’s delivery of events "
Similarly in Australian television, news of the Middle
East has been, sometimes with the exception of Chan-
nel 9's The World Tonight and 0/28, reflective of the
political bias of the British Foreign Office and the
American networks desire for “Bang Bang"'.
Nationwide, in introducing a debate between Dr.
Liba (Israel Consul General) and Robert Springborg (a
pro-P.L.0O. academic) showed a film gxplaining”’ the
background to the Palestinian question. The impression
given of the clip shown was of the havoc wrought In
West Beirut by surrounding Israeli forces. Ambulances
rushed, fires exploded and hideously wounded children
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were rushed about. In fact two nights before, ABC
television news has shown the same clip explaining that
the scene was caused by a car bomb planted outside a
P.L.O. headquarters.

*A similar incident occurred on Wednesday July
14. ABC television introduced on its 7.00 P.M.
Newscast ‘‘a car bomb that went off in West Beirut (3
days into a ceasefire) outside the headquarters of the
Palestinian Research Institute’’. There were scenes of
more hideously-wounded children, ambulances
rushing, deranged gunmen, etc. At 10.30 that same
night, Channel 7 dropped the first 10 seconds of this
Visnews clip and introduced the segment by saying that
"“even as |srael observes the ceasefire, the carnage con-
tinues”. The impression given to hundreds of
thousands of viewers of Channel 7 was that the Israelis
were duplicitous, ruthless liars who were slaying inno-
cent Lebanese civilians. The truth of course, is that car
bombs are favoured interfactional weapons in Lebanon
and it could be any of the 80 or so factions that blew up
that particular bomb. Needless to say for millions of
Australians that was not the effect.

*On Wednesday July 20, there was another
outstanding example of bias against Israel on Australian
Television. It was the bias of ommision. Channel 0/28
news, with a tiny audience rating 1% of viewers,
telecast as its second item of Middle East News, a two
minute segment on captured P.L.O. documents show-
ing Soviet origin of vast captured P.L.O. arsenals and
instructions for the bombing of lIsraeli civilian set-
tlements in the Gallilee.

| was surprised that | had not seen this on the
Channel 10 news at6.00 P.M. or Channel 7 at6.30 P. M.
or on the Channel 2 news at 7.00 P.M. Nor did this ef-
fective pro-Israel film clip make the late news. | double-
checked with the professional electronic media
monitors — Australian Reference Services. No one ex-
cept Channel 0 used this segment. 1% of television
viewers saw it. 10 million Australians, 65% who watch
2, 10 or 7 news did not. All stations received this at 7.30
A.M. that morning on the regular *’Visnews feed'’, that
all of the above stations get from London.

*Dr Paul Gardner in a considered reaction to Chan-
nel 10's ““The Reporters” programme gave a heavily-
qualified comment on the balance of the programme on
Israel's action in Lebanon. Aware of the problem of
editing, he encapsulated his criticism in his first three
sentences including a condemnation of their appalling
title “’Final Solution’’.

All qualifications were omitted from the clip of his
interview, his first sentence cut in half and a totally
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fraudulent picture of division between Dr. Liba and Dr.
Gardper was presented. This is not even sensational
T.V. journalism — it is sleazy disinformation.

*On Monday July 12, Channel 2 television news
“balanced” a short interview with Professor Peter Med-
ding with horrific scenes of an alleged phosphorous
bombing of civilians in West Beirut by Israel. This film
of the Canadian Broadcasting System was cleared by
the Syrian censors. The origin of this satellite film in
Syria makes it dubious enough but last week | received
a telegram from the Canadian Jewish Congress explain-

ing that after investigation there was evidence that this
film was a fake.

The Sydney Morning Herald even felt con-
strained to write an articlz on our television news being
censored by Israel. | have not noticed any complaints
about news being received via the Syrian censor even if
we accept the false equation of the bloodstained Assad
military dictatorship with the democratic government of
Israel. It is an interesting note on bias that despite this
torrent of anti-Israel footage, Mr. Vincent Smith, the
News Director of the 7 network ““does not believe that
we are seeing as much of the Palestinian side as we
should”.

In this continuing process of the television Viet-
namisation of the Lebanese conflict the faults of the
electronic media, particularly television are highlighted
in Australia where television news writers and news
readers have little sensitivity for the very complex
politics of the Middle East.

*At 8.45 P.M. on Channel 9's national “Today’’
programme on 28th July, 1982, the charming lady co-
compere of the programme stated as a fact that 200
people had been killed in West Beirut that day in con-
tinued Israeli attacks. (At 7.30 P.M., the more reliable
ABC radio news had reported that according to Waffer,
the P.L.O.’s news agency, 150 were claimed to have
been killed. The national ‘“Today’’ programme con-
tinued by claiming that ‘A Red Cross ship had been hit
in Beirut harbour””. The ship was in fact in Jounieh har-
bour, 20 kilometres to the north in the middle of the
Christian sector, and the West German Red Cross
blamed P.L.0O. Katusha rockets fired in West Beirut for
the damage. The two items read together, by our char-
ming “Today’’ co-compere, did not bear up to any
serious examination. They highlight a problem heard
day after day — in the quoting of civilian casualties. The
commercial networks have generally failed to consider
the sources of exaggerated civilian casualty claims.

*On Saturday 7th August, 1982, Channel 10’s 6.00
P.M. news stated straight out that 150 people had been
killed in West Beirut. No mention was made of the
source of the claim, nor of the fact that Israeli precision
bombing had hit Arafat’s ‘’safe house’’. By contrast, on
Channel 2 news on the same night at 7.00 P.M., both
the P.L.O.’s claim of civilian casualties was attributed
to its source and the nature of the target hit was
described. This lack of attribution of sources and claims
has been repeated on nearly all the commercial chan-
nels. Channel 10’s 6.00 P.M. news, the Channel 7 late
news, have usually been the worst offenders, while the
ABC and 0/28 with its more sophisticated and responsi-
ble management, has been far more accurate.

It is interesting to note that my impressions have
been confirmed by none other than Libyan advocate in
Australia, Mr. Brian McKinlay who told the Libyan
Friendship Programme on 7th August, 1982, that the
""lavish” coverage on television was creating more sym-
pathy for the P.L.O. than the editorial coverage in the
print press.
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Individual and Community in Commonwealth Literature: three explorations of
the immigrant experience in Australia

June Factor

This paper considers the work of three Australian writers concerned with the immigrant experience: Allen Son, a col-
lection of short stories written by Judah Waten; The Shifting Heart, a play by Richard Beynon; and The Winter Spar-
rows, an autobiography by Mary Rose Liverani. All three writers are concerned to show the difficulties, and the
courage, of individuals attempting to make a new life in a strange society.

- In 1963, the American professor'who edited the
first, and only, collection of Australian fiction concern-
ed with immigration, wrote:

““Statistics have their charm, but they can’t com-
pete with fiction as an avenue of understanding.”

| would like to take her words as my leit-motif, for
what | want to suggest in this paper is that the three
writers whose work | shall discuss offer us a sharp,
poignant, and essentially truthful picture of the nature
of the immigrant experience. Demographic studies,
sociological analyses, even psychological soundings
can only take us a certain distance. It is useful to know
how many ltalians have settled in Melbourne, or the oc-
cupational status of second-generation Greeks in
Sydney, a case-study of an isolated, elderly Turk is
revealing. But to understand what it feels like to be an
immigrant — a foreigner, perhaps alone, speaking no
English, lost in a new and sometimes hostile world —
for this, we must turn to literature. It is the imaginative
creation, or recreation, of experience, which offers,
paradoxically, both involvement and analysis, empathy
and understanding.

Australian literature, in its early years, was full of
immigrant characters — mostly unwilling:

“True patriots all, for be it understood,
We left our country for our country’s good.”’

Convicts apart, even the free-born adventurers
who flocked to the antipodes in search of gold, or
cheap land, or a new start, were often only temporary
residents, short-term immigrants. The central character
in Henry Kingsley's novel The Recollections of Geoffrey
Hamlyn (published in 1859) put the position of such
people clearly:

“What honours, what society, has this little col-
ony to give, compared to those open to a fourth-
rate gentleman in England? | don't want to be
young Sam Buckley of Baroona. | want to be
Buckley of Clare.’”

Others, finding themselves stranded in ‘‘the last of
lands, the emptiest”’, were surprised at their own con-
tentment. The Englishman in Brian Penton’s Land-
takers is heard to say: ‘‘Perhaps | was always meant to
stay.” Australia was no paradise, but for some it
became home.

With a few exceptions, the immigrant as central
figure faded from Australian literature from the late
nineteenth century until well after the Second World
War. Then, for the first time since the gold rush days of
the 1850s, the Australian government’s policy of mass
immigration forced the indigenous community to come
to terms with hundreds of thousands of ‘‘foreigners’ —

1. Louise Rorabacher: Two Ways Meet: Stories of Migrants in
Australia.

2. Lines from convict ballad.

3. From A.D. Hope's ““Australia’’.

men, women and children from all over Europe, the
United Kingdom, and smaller numbers from Asia and
America. Yet, despite this extraordinary shift in their
society’s national, cultural and linguistic patterns, sur-
prisingly few Australian writers have focused on the im-
migrant experience, or even on the reactions of the
locals to the newcomers. It is perhaps no accident that
of the three writers | wish to discuss, two aré
themselves immigrants.

Judah Waten, the author of five novels, an
autobiography-cum-travelogue, and numerous short
stories, arrived in Australia as an infant, his family flee-
ing from anti-Semitism and lack of opportunity In
Czarist Russia. They settled in a small country town in
Western Australia before World War |, later moved to
Perth, and then to the east, to Melbourne. Waten's first
short stories were collected together in 1952, and
published under the title Alien Son. This collection is
still, | believe, his finest work.

Consider this extract, taken from the opening story
in the book, called ‘To a Country Town'. It describes
the family s arrival at their first home in Australia:

“We arrived at our new home long after the
sun had sunk beneath the hills, which had
become mysteriously black with odd lights that
blinked forlornly as if signalling messages ©
distress.

In the dying light Mother stood gazing at the
dingy, brown wooden cottage and while she
stood she seemed to age and her narrow
shoulders to grow more stooped. Her sad eyes
wandered hopelessly over the broken picket
fence and the neglected fruit-trees with their
naked limbs outstretched.

Suddenly Mother was startled out of her deep
musing by a merry clamour that sprang round us
like a wind springing up from nowhere. The street
which had been deserted was now alive. Men in
shirt-sleeves and women in aprons stood behind
fences and from open doorways fllc_kered the
yellow light of kerosene lamps. Children ap-
peared from all the dark corners of the street.
clustering round the wagon, chattering in 8
language of which we understood not a word.
Mother seized my sister and me by our hands and
bundled us into the house. And, disconsolate and
weary, we sat on chairs in a room that smelt mus-
ty with dampness and disuse. By the light of a
spluttering candle our parents walked silently to
and fro and emptied the bulging wagon. .

Early next morning | ran into the street while
Mother was scrubbing one of the rooms. | was
impatient to join the children whom | had seen
the previous night. But as soon as .they saw me
they burst out laughing and pointed to My
buttoned-up shoes and white silk socks. | was
overcome with shame and ran back into the
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house where | removed my shoes and socks and
threw them into one of the empty rooms. | would
walk barefooted like the other boys. And when |
heard Mother calling to me from the kitchen to
play in the back-yard and not to go into the
street, | pretended | didn’t hear.”’

This is very plain, straight-forward prose, and yet
much is concealed beneath the matter-of-fact surface.
The narrator, a young boy, is able to tell us about the
external world, about what people say and how they
look; but he knows very little about the complex inner
life of adults. For the reader, there is the fascination of
making connections, of understanding what the child
cannot: the disappointment of the new environment,
the mother's fear and distaste, and even the boy’'s own
symbolic ‘stripping’ — the loosening of the sometimes
painful familial and cultural ties. It is a literary device
used by other writers, such as Mark Twain and
Scholem Aleichem, who deliberately chose to limit the
‘point of view’ to that of a child. It enables Waten to ex-
plore situations of tension and pain without the danger
of over-dramatizing; it allows him to shift his focus im-
perceptibly, so that we are rarely conscious of how sub-
jective, even distorted, is the child’s vision. Is the land-
scape really so drear, so forlorn? Whose are the naked,
pleading limbs? The mother's presence, or even her

memory, always shadows, darkens the Australian
world.

Alien Son is a collection of stories, linked by the
central characters — the boy and his family — and by a
rough chronology, stretching from about 1914 to 1920.
Waten himself has called it ““a kind of novel without
architecture’’. Despite the varying dates of publication
of each of the stories, the book is a cohesive whole. But
itis not a novel. Perhaps the label ""discontinuous nar-
rative’’, coined by a much younger Australian writer for
his own work, best describes the nature of this book.
The young boy grows and changes from story to story;
little by little he moves further from his mother, closer
to the alien but alluring new society. The explorations
beyond the family that seem ubiquitous to adolescence
are complicated by the apparently threatening nature of
this behaviour to the immigrant family’s culture and
values. The mother exclaims:

"“You and your companions only worship bats
and balls as heathens do stone idols. Why, in the
old country boys of your age took part in the fight
to deliver mankind from their oppression!”’

Hers is a parallel but opposite development: as the
boy accommodates to Australian life, so she
withdraws, rejecting it totally. As her son grows less
alien to his new land, he becomes more alien to her.

The title of the collection clearly suggests this, but there
is also another implication.

The boy’s father, happy-go-lucky, resilient, adap-
table, points out on one occasion:

“We belong to this new earth. It has sucked usin
whether we know it or not."’

Once again, the landscape acts as a metaphor. But
the father has mistaken the nature of the new earth.
The mother, and even the son, understand it better.

"My peevishness grew as we jogged through
miles and miles of suburbs. Everywhere
bystanders gazed in our direction. What was it
they were looking at? Was it that the harness on
the chestnut drawing our cart was threadbare
and held together with wire and string, and that
tufts of yellow straw stuck out of the collar? Or
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was it because one wheel of the cart wobbled
alarmingly? )

| knew it was neither. The people were looking
at us. That was nothing new, for we were fre-
quently stared at when we drove through subur-
ban streets. But now it was different. Everything
affronted me — the handsome respectable
houses, the broad clean streets, the complacent,
healthy faces of the people so different from
those we had left behind. My irritation grew into
anger when a group of men and women Iopkeq at
us a little too long. There was something ironical
about their gaze and one woman pointed with
amusement to the two horses jogging resignedly
behind the cart.

‘What are you staring at?’ | shouted at them.
Then | picked up an empty bottle from the floor
of the cart and | threw it at the group where it
crashed into splinters at their feet.’”

The boy is here responding passionately (and to his
mother, incomprehensibly) to what he senses is the re-
jection, the hostility of at least some sections of
Australian society. At such moments the boy is distanc-
ed not only from his mother, but also from the new
world, the new earth. Alien Son is an exemplary title for
this valuable collection of stories, for it suggests the
double alienation which is the difficult birthright of so
many children of immigrants.

Richard Beynon's play The Shifting Heart dea_Is, in
a more obvious and direct manner, with a similar gjllem-
ma, though the emphasis here is on the reaction of
Australians to the so-called New Australians — bettgr
known as wogs or dagoes. The play’s central theme is
xenophobia — a fear of foreigners, which Beynon sug-
gests is endemic in Australian life. The Italian famlly.
the Bianchis, live in an ugly and squalid terrace house in
Collingwood, inner-city, working-class Melbourne.
Momma and Poppa Bianchi have been in Australia for
eight years, and regard it as their home. Their da}Jghte"
Maria, the first of the family to settle in Australia, has
married an easy-going Australian, Clarry, and is expec-
ting a child after two unexplained miscarriages. T'helr
son Gino, twenty-one years old, a naturalized
Australian, works with Clarry in his small scrap.metal
business. Gino admires Clarry, but the Australian is
wary of having the name ‘’Bianchi’’ added to his own
on the truck. That might cause trouble, suggest in-

volvement, mean taking sides, and as Clarry says of
himself:

“Three square meals — and a pint of cream,
that's all | want, Pop, and no trouble.”

The neighbours on either side are Australians, and

their relationship to the Bianchis is clearly signalled by

the nature of the paling fences which mark out each

family’s territory. In his description of the set, the
author tells us

"“The paling fence to the right forms an almost
formidable barrier; a length of barbed wire even
running along the top. The left fence relaxes with
the air of friendly dilapidation and, in the winter,
the boards set up a moan as they swing on rusted
nails.”’

We never meet the family on the right, but their
stinking garbage, regularly thrown over the fence into
the Bianchis’ yard, acts as a constant reminder
throughout the play of the antipathy and antagonism of
many Australians towards the newcomers. From friend-
ly next-door-on-the-left Leila, who assumes that
Christmas dinner will consist of pasta, to the alcoholic
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grocer who calls the old couple Momma Macaroni and
Poppa Spaghetti; from Leila's meek-and-mild husband
Donny, yvho, Jin vino veritas, shouts at the innocent
Poppa Bianchi: “I”was born here, and no rotten dago’s
gunna shove me”, to the shrewd, laconic policeman
Lukie, w_ho takes it for_granted that “‘all da — Italians
carry knives. Thought it was a national trait”’ — every
Aystralnan character in the play, on stage or off, ex-
hibits some intolerance, prejudice, chauvinism. Even
_non-com_mlttal Clarry, married to an Italian, fond of his
lq—laws, is cut f_rom the same cloth. Only the pain in-
flicted by his wife's well-founded accusations, and the
dreadful trage.dy of Gino's death, force him to face the
truth about himself, and about the Australian society
which he has hitherto regarded as, like himself, comfor-
table, tolerant and easy-going. He must learn to weep,
as Poppa says, Ie.arn to trust his feelings, acknowledge
h|§ allegiance. I_t is Clarry, at the end of the play, who
raises his glass in a toast to his new son, Gino. The new
life offers hope, because there has been change.

_ In many ways The Shifting Heart is a very conven-
tional play. It Iarge[y conforms to Aristotle’s precepts
about the three unities of time, place and action; its
four scenes end with alternatively happy-sad-sad-happy
curtains. And vet it is important to remember how
radical and unconventional this play seemed in
Australia in 1957. Largely accustomed to a theatrical
diet of English classics and Broadway comedies, an
amazed .(and sometimes horrified) audience was faced
with ordinary, 'every-day Australians, speaking the ver-
nacular with vigour and humour, far more fallible (and
interesting) than the bronzed Anzacs of heroic legend.
Little wonder that one outraged critic attacked the play
because, according to him, it falsified reality:

“_Easy-going Austral_ia, with its lack of racial ten-
sions and of class bitterness, is one of the most
unviolent countries in the world.”’

Yet, despite weaknesses of sentimentality and
qoorly-disgun_sed symbolism, this play has strength, car-
ries conviction. As we watch Clarry beating his
bloodied fist against the impermeable right-hand fence,
we understand the significance of his action, recognize
his fraternity to the young bottle-throwing boy in Alien
Son. To understand xenophobia is to oppose it that is
the moral of both writers,

Nor is the ending of the play as syrupy-sweet, as
optimistic, as a cursory reading might suggest. In the
final scene, as the family gather in the back-yard to
drink a subdued toast to the new baby, Momma sits,
dressed in black, her back to the audience. She, who
earlier was most tolerant, most accepting of the new
country, is noW changed. She does not raise her glass,
she mourns her dead son. We, watching her unforgiv-
ing back, feel ourselves rejected, excluded. Clarry’'s
heart has softened, Momma’s has hardened. To whom
does the play’s title belong?

The third writer, Mary Rose Liverani, is, like
Waten, herself an immigrant. But, unlike Waten, she
has very clear memories of her first country, for she liv-
ed in the slums of Glasgow until she was a sharp-eyed,
sharp-tongued thirteen year old. Her autobiography,
The Winter Sparrows: Growing up in Scotland and
Australia, offers a brilliant exposition of those early
childhood years: scrounging Woodbines for her
mother; taking her fathers one blue suit to the
pawnshop every Monday, and redeeming it every Fri-
day night, when he got paid; learning to read, and
think, and argue, at the local school; wearing glasses,
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and hating them; playing in the crowded tenement
streets:
#gummer made of the slum children honorary
citizens of the city of Glasgow. They were free to
roam at will and they did; they went walkabout,
runabout and for tuppence, tramabout, to
Queens Park, the Bluebell Woods, Rouken Glen,
Milngavie, and Linn Park, where they dragged
ponds for minnows and tadpoles, threw bread to
ducks, stood amazed at the beauty of swans,
climbed trees, played Swiss Family Robinson, fell
into burns and crammed their stomachs with
unripe crab-apples, gooseberries, raspberries and

jums, finally staggering home at night clutching
their distended abdomens. Straps in hands, their
mothers waited at the doors with one eye on the
clock and another on the street.

“Where have ye been a’ this time! Ye've been
away since nine o’clock this morning and look at
the time now. It's nearly eleven o'clock.’

‘But it's no’ dark yet. Ye cannae go tae bed
when it's daylight. That's no’ for sleeping in.'

We devoured the daylight hours, raced
through our sleep and ate absent-mindedly in
minutes that inadvertently escaped our notice.

‘Aye well, get something intae ye and get
straight tae bed after ye've had a wash. Tomor-
row ye're goin’ tae take Jack and Sadie with ye’
because ah want tae gie the place a real good
clean-oot.’

They had already gone to bed in preparation
for an early rise in the moming. Oh God, what ut-
ter agony to have young brothers and sisters
when you wanted to play."’

Echoes of Dylan Thomas, perhaps, though thisis a
very urban childhood. From her vivid memories Liverani
recreates that grubby, noisy, pulsating Glasgow life
with such energy and conviction that we too are hor-
rified when faced with the apparently dull, conventional
and insipid existence of Australians’.

“To the left of us was a man with a very tidy
garden. Most gardens in Eugoberra were tidy, but
this was usually from emptiness: in the front, an
oleander or two and shorn grass, a wild lemon of
plum in the back. This was ambitious hor-
ticulture. Mr Billem’s garden, however, Was
decidedly eccentric...

... He had set out his lawn like the nine of
diamonds with rigidly shaped flower beds arrang-
ed symmetrically throughout it, the soil bound
tightly by inverted wine bottles that gleame
lushly after they had been hosed. The diamonds
were set in a frame of low-growing 3"[“‘3'5
planted with precision: a dark blue margin of
!obelia adjoining a line of red begonias that were
in turn linked to white phlox, the squaré being
completed by a border of multi-coloured por-
tulaca. The eye scanned the pattern, missing the
parts.

... Mr Billem himself was very neat in his per-
son, always clean-shaven to his bones whicl
were very pointy. An F.B.l. hat shadowed his
eyes and the pockets of his miner's cardigan sag-
ged equally low on both sides. His speech was
the most formulaic of all, and he tipped his hat
when he spoke to you.

‘Hot, coming up the hill,’ in February.

‘Windy, coming up the hill," in August.

‘Cold, coming up the hill,’” in September.
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To which | replied in despair: ‘You can say that
again.” If only | could see his eyes. But his head
was usually tilted sideways when he spoke, or if
he turned to look at you, he pulled his hat further
down his forehead.””’

Itis no wonder that Mary Rose finds her happiest
moments with other immigrants, particularly the
Italians with whom they share their first immigrant
hostel. They look her in the eye, speak from the heart,
live, as her mother declares one must, “‘wi’ a bit o’ dash
and bravado”. The picture of Australia Liverani offers
us is so gloomy, so unmerciful, that some readers have
been tempted to reject her book as unbalanced, unfair.
But, as A.A. Phillips has pointed out, this is to ignore
the psychological truth in the writing: i

“The innocent and dogmatic certainty of the
child, gradually gives way to the insecurity of the
adolescent, poised hesitant on the brink of the
unknown territory of adulthood.”’

Itis once again, as in Alien Son, an interesting, ar-
tistic mix of objective reality and subjective perception.
And we are compelled, with Phillips, to

"understand the defensive archings of the back
to which migrants are tempted, the fierceness of
mind with which they must protect their own
roots, those in-bred values and codes of manners
which have hitherto given their lives coherence
and an undiffused force.”

Mary Rose Liverani is a winter sparrow, come to
live in the southern hemisphere. She will adapt, as spar-
rows, and most people do; but implicit in her account,
as in the work of Waten and Beynon, is the need for the
host communitv to adapt also. The marvellous New
Year's Eve party that ends the book, with the Lavery
house full of Australian plants, and neighbours and
friends singing Auld Lang Syne, attempting' Latvian
folk-dances, and getting drunk on Scotch whisky and
Australian beer, offers, at least, some hope for the
future.

DOCTOR JANUSZ KORCZAK (1878-1942)

‘Could there be anything worse than an old man?’
"Yes, if this old man is sick ...’

‘Could there be anything worse than a sick, old man?’
"Yes, if this old, sick man is also poor..."

by Maria Lewitt

‘Could there be anything worse than a man who is old, sick and poor?’

‘Indeed, if this man happens to be a Jew ...’

‘What could be worse and sadder than an old, sick and poor Jew?’
‘Oh that's simple; if this old, sick and poor Jew has few small children and doesn’t know where the next meal

will come from ...
‘And what could be even worse? ...’

This is a quote from Janusz Korczak’s last leaflet,
distributed throughout Warsaw Ghetto in 1942. This
was his way in which he appealed to the community for
funds for his Orphanage, in a situation where the mere
survival of an individual was often impossible. He begg-
ed, argued, threatened, not really caring where the
goods or money came from, as long as he had that little
food to keep his two hundred children alive. But that
was the final stage of his life and it wasn’t his whole life.

Janusz Korczak was born as Henryk Goldszmit in
1878 in Warsaw. His father was a lawyer, his grand-
father a doctor and although Warsaw and District were
under Russian domination, it didn't prevent the
Goldszmit family from cultivating the Polish language
and culture.

Henryk's early childhood was spent in an affluent,
assimilate home. This serene, although isolated at-
mosphere ended with mental sickness of his father,
followed by his father's death when Henryk was in his
teens. The family’s wealth didn’t last long and the
young boy had to work in order to keep himself, first at
school, then during his medical studies, as well as to
ease the financial burden of his mother. For many years
he tutored privileged children. At the same time he
wrote prolifically and at the age of twenty entered a
drama competition under the nom-de-plume of Janusz

.

Maria Lewitt is the author of ““Come Spring”’.
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Korczak. He won the prize and began signing all his
writing by that name, gradually assuming it as his own.

Why do people want to remember a man yvho was
born a hundred years ago and was killed thirty five years
ago? there is no family left to keep his memory alive.
The fear of his father's mental sickness prevented Korc-
zak from having a family of his own.

Throughout his sixty four years he stayed apart
from the accepted norms of society, always true to his
convictions and beliefs. In pre-war Poland qaglonalls_ts
and clergy never forgave him his Jewish origin, whll_e
his own people saw him as a Polish assimilator. His
statement that human problems can’t be solved by
revolution received a hostile reception from the_ left
wing, while conservatives interpreted his educatlongl
methods as proof of his leftist-affiliations. Evgar) n
literary circles, although admired, he was critnc1ze,d
because he used his talent not to write ‘true literature’,
but rather as a vehicle to popularise and question
educational and pedagogical achievements. Teachers

were alarmed by his new approach to the school
system.

This must have troubled K orczak, though he never
considered himself a tragic figure. He enjoyed "bemg
alive’. He stood tall above human pettiness. His ex-
periences made him proclaim three hates, three Ps:
pedants, politicians, pedagogues.



‘When the small worries come, it's not worth cry-
ing. When the real ones come, you will forget
how to cry.’

On completing his medical course Korczak took a
job at Warsaw Pediatric Hospital and practised
medicine where it was most needed, not caring much
about financial rewards. He constantly wrote and had
thirty two books published ranging from children'’s fic-
tion to pedagogical works. He even wrote during wars
while serving as a doctor in field hospitals.

‘| took part in three wars. | have seen wounded
without hands, with open bellies, spilling guts. |
have seen mutilated bodies and cracked skulls of
soldiers, grown-ups and children. But | am telling
you, the worst thing one could witness is a
drunkard maltreating a defenceless child.’

That empathy for a child, that unquestionable love
made Korczak abandon his medical practice.

‘| left hospital for the Orphanage. | feel guilty.
Hospital gave me a lot and | in exchange gave so

little. An ugly desertion ... | was possessed by
false fantasy: a doctor and a moulder of a child’s
soul.’

His work with the sick didn’t satisfy him any more.
He wanted to participate in the whole process of the
development of a child, both physical and intellectual.
He firmly believed that if there is some hope for humani-
ty it rests with the children.

He established two orphanages, one for Jewish,
one for Christian children and named them ‘Child's
Home' and ‘Our Home' respectively.

Korczak himself wasn’t an innovator. He took pro-
gressive ideas in child’s pedagogy from the writings of
theoreticians and put them to test and to practice in his
orphanages, gradually adapting and extending them to
the individual needs of every child.

He was the first to introduce and apply those new
trends to the previously underprivileged children. He
gathered his future wards from the streets — lost and
desolate, and offered them guidance, self reliance,
motivation, self discipline, values, solidarity and love.
He was assisted by Stefania Wilczynska, a devoted co-
worker and disciple of his, who stayed with him and the
children till the very end.

It was another ability of his; to draw, to inspire
others, to make them believe in the urgency and impor-
tance of his work.

/| exist not because | expect to be loved and ad-
mired but because | want to love and to be of ser-
vice. Nobody is obliged to help me but | myself
have an urgent need to care for Humanity and the
World.’

His approach to children was for those times, even
by our norms quite revolutionary. He acknowledged
their right to privacy, to respect, to understanding. He
gave them self-government, legal code. Children's
Parliament and Court sat in sessions periodically. Ac-
cording to Home's Judicial system both teachers and
children were equal before Law.

‘Before you ask a child to scrub the floor, you
have to do it many times yourself.’

Some people criticized him, not so much for his
methods but rather for the final achievements. His
Homes were like oasis of goodness and trust among
hostilities and corruptions of the outside world.
‘Children were badly equipped’, some argued, ‘they lost
all their aggression’. Korczak’s philosophy was consis-
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tent and best summed up in a farewell speech he
delivered to his children.

‘We are not offering you God because you have
to search for Him in your own soul and this is a
lonely effort.

We are not imposing on you to love your Country
because you have to discover it in your own
hearts and minds.

We are not giving you human love because there
is no love without forgiveness and to forgive is a
painful task which everyone has to accomplish
himself. .
We give you one thing: yearning for a better life,
which doesn’t exist, which will come to existence
one day in the future — a life of truth and justice.
That longing perhaps might lead you to God, to
your Country, to Love.’

Korczak knew the outside world with all its brutgli-
ty and dangers but he believed that the best preparation
for the hard life is a happy, well balanced childhood.

He gave his children the opportunity to become
whole people without his guidance many of them
would have ended as delinquents. His record was quite
unbelievable. In the first twenty years, out of 445
children who graduated from his Home, two became
beggars, two prostitutes and three were convicted for
theft. Throughout his life he had maintained that there
is a small proportion of ‘bad’ children, who will always
stay beyond the reach of any other human being.

‘My thanks go to You my Lord, for creating a pid
and an elephant with a long trunk, for tearing
leaves and hearts. For making negroes faces
black and beetroots sweet. Thank You for a
nightingale and a bed-bug. For girl’s breasts, for
thunder and cherries. For the unbelievable way
we are born, for bringing life to stones, seas and
people.’

Alone with God. Prayers for the people who don't
pray. He offered his children God, an opportunity to
meditate, to pray if they wished. He recognised the
need of a child to have someone he could turn to in
need, loneliness, despair.

But his religion also was different from acceptable
forms. His whole life was different. Even during the
War, when he put on his old army uniform and refused
to wear an armband in defiance of the Nazis orders. But
he took the Star of David off that band, where it was
meant to signify degradation and adorned the Home's
flag with it. In that Quixotic, desperate gesture he
bestowed dignity and hope to his children.

__The flag was made during the War; it was green
with opening buds of an oak tree on one side and a Star
of David on the other.

He spent his Ghetto days fighting a losing battle
and he knew it. At the time when the Nazis ‘final solu-
tion' programme became clear, Korczak had been ap-
proached and urged by his Aryan friends to escape
from the Ghetto. Like a good father he refused.

The Orphanage was forced to shift from one
building to another. Each time the change was for the
worse. But once re-established, the daily routine ran as
always. Under Korczak’s guidance a weekly newspaper
was printed. He made and recorded periodical medical
examinations. Children’s Parliament and Court never
stopped to function in its democratic way. All this and
ever-present love and concern.
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‘What have | done to You my Lord, that | can’t
find You any more ... when my feet are in thorns
and my hands and heart are bleeding. | call peo-
ple! No answer. | call: Mother Nothing. In the

last exasperation | call God! And what? Nothing, |
am alone.’

At night Korczak watched over his wards and

wrote his diary. It is a strange document: disjointed,
sketchy, rich in material, moving.

‘People dispute and look at Death as a final act; in
reality it's just an extension of Life, a different
Life. If you don’t believe in the after-life, you have
to recognise that your flesh is going to live on as a
green grass, as a cloud in sky. Because you are
water and dust.’

One of his last entries was: ‘I never wish ill to
anyone. | am unable to. | don’tknow how it is done.’

And later:

‘Poor plants, the plants of a Jewish Orphanage.
A sentry looks at me. | wonder if that peaceful
occupation of mine, at six o’clock in the morning,
irritates or moves him. He stands there and
stares, legs apart. | water our plants. My bald
head in the window, such a splendid target. He
holds a gun. Why is he standing quietly, just look-
ing? No orders? Or perhaps he worked in civilian
life as a village teacher, or a notary, a street
sweeper in Leipzig, a waiter in Cologne? ... What
would he do, if | greet him with a nod of my head,
with a friendly wave of my hand?
Perhaps he doesn’t even know that our situation
is as it is? He might have arrived here only yester-
day, from far away.’

August the 4th 1942.

On the 5th of August the Germans demanded that
Korczak’s children, classed as ‘unproductive element’
be delivered for so called resettlement. Neither Korc-
zak, nor Stefania Wilczynska fitted into the same
category and didn’t have to go. They were even ap-
proached and presented with a German document ex-
empting them from deportation. Faithful to their life-
long commitments they refused. They must have felt

that their presence would cushion the brutal reality the
children were going to face.

Korczak wearing his badly worn-out captain's
uniform led his children. He carried two small ones in
his arms. The rest followed, holding their banner high.
They marched five abreast, dressed in their best holiday

clothes. They were calm.
Stefania Wilczynska closed the ranks.

Korqzak was last seen helping the little ones to the
cattle train. Destination Treblinka.

‘My life has been hard but interesting. That is
what | asked God when | was young. Give me
God a hard life, but rich, beautiful, exciting.’

If nothing else a life as he wanted was granted to
him.

Could there be anything more beautiful than a life
like his?

Translations of Korczak’s Works are my own.
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THE JEST

J.A. JACONO

Itis grey, said |, with flecks of light

o’ersown with sombre tones of deepest black.
Sabled gloom engulfs

the feeble flicker of its sodden hearth.

It is brilliant, laughs the jester,

with every conceivable hue.

The Matterhorn at sunrise, the jewels of Sheba,
the symmetry of Cheops, the Taj by moonlight;
all are as acorn to the tree.

It is slime, said |, it burns,

it freezes. It is flint.

The stench of decay. Discordant stridor.
Endless tyranny.

To the mole in his cavern

the glowworm is sole arbiter of light.

It is for the eagle to Know

the incandescence that throbs the universe.
Therein lies the jest.

THE RING

Thirty years ago we chose
the sturdy utility ring

at thirty-seven shillings:
nine carat, plainly crafted,
made to last a life-time

Jean Thornton

Had we settled on a circle

of finer quality, expecting

a limited span of happiness

it would be easier now to
remove the symbol of fidelity;
strong still, the band holds

fast the knuckle, demanding
the serrated edge of a jeweller's
saw or the pain of amputation
before it can be removed.

Separation
Jean Thornton

When will this
old wound
cease to hurt?

It would be pleasant
to accept a prediction:
next week

next month

even the old cliche

‘in the fullness of time’
albeit that time

yawns empty

But if the prediction
were ‘never'?

Better seek no prediction
but bind the cut

with fresh bandage

and leave it to heal



THE FIRST INTERNATIONAL CONFERENCE OF

From July 3-9, Tel Aviv University was the host to
the first international conference of Jewish Theatre.
Over 200 people from all over the world gathered to
consider issues of relevance to Jewish Theatre and
observe performances that reflected the current situa-
tion of Jewish Theatre.

As no sucr_u ga:(hering has yet been attempted, it
was somewhat inevitable that a good deal of discussion
would fgcus_or[ the very question of what is *’Jewish
jl'h.eatre . Is it simply a Theatre performed by Jews? Or
isita 'l:hgatre that .takes as its sources Jewish rituals
and religious practices? More fundamentally still, is
there a spirit or a flavor particular to Jewish Theatre?
And what of the role of language — can Jewish Theatre
_be performed in non-_Jewish style of acting? And what
is the place of I_sraeh Theatre in all this? Hundreds of
hours of d1§CUSS|on dealt with these issues. Thousands
more questions were raised. As the week progressed, it
became obvious that “Jewish Theatre’’ is an open field.
Analysts have barely begun to comprehend its scope,
nor do they have a very refined understanding of what
the term means.

) The bulk of the conference was devoted to the giv-
ing of papers. The first batch was dealt with under the
general 'I'Ileadlng: "Jewish Theatre: Exploring Unused
Sources”’. Theatre academics from America and Israel
addressed themselves to the question of Jewish
sources yet to be considered in a dramatic context.
Dr. Ja_cob Raz of Tel Aviv University considered the
theatnia:‘elements in tt|1e Kabbalah. Dr. Imre Goldstein
presented a paper tited ‘A i
through Martin Buber and the Bnibl,:,?.p roach to Acting

. The _second bracket of conference papers dealt
with the issue of ““Jewish Drama in Our Time”. The
presentation of the Holocaust in plays was considered.
Dr. Robert Skloot of the University of Winsconsin ad-
dressed h|rpself to !:h(_e problem of trying to present the
Holocaust in a realistic way on stage. He insisted that
such a presentation could never succeed and that a dif-
ferent style must be found. With an event so absurd as
the leocaust, noted' Dr. Skloot, one should apply the
techniques of absurdist theatre as perfected by Samuel
Beckett.

Jewish influences on Jewish playwrights in

America and England were considered ir? th?::o?'otext of

Jewish Drama in Our Time'’. The drama critic of the
London Observer, Robert Kushman, noted Jewish
qualities in the_wrmng of Wesker, Pinter and Peter
Shaffer. The point was raised that in the plays of Peter
Shaffer — Equus”, “Royal Hunt of the Sun” and

Amadeus” — the leading protaganists were, on the
one hand, indigenous, god-like figures, and on the
other, strangers struggling to be accepted in the foreign
environment in which they found themselves. Thus
Shaffer betrayed his Jewish origins. An elusive connec-
tion. certainly. Indeed the point was made that the
elusiveness of the Jewish elements in these English
play\{vnghts reflected the desire of the Jewish com-
munity in England to keep from having to deal openly
wn'gh its Jewishness. The work of American Jewish
writers was considered by Arthur Sainer, a drama critic
of ““The Village Voice” in New York. Though it was
stated that the American Jewish environment was
“more open”, still the problem remained — Jewish
writers were frightened to deal openly with their
Jewishness. Referring to Arthur Miller's most
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celebrated play “The Death of a Salesman’’, Arthur
Sainer asked why Willy Loman was not presented as a
Jew. Why did Miller “‘Prostestantize’’ his most power-
ful of spokesmen? The conclusion from all this — there
remains much to do in the way of setting up a signifi-
cant repertoire for the English language Jewish
Theatre.

|sraeli Theatre also had its turn. Amongst the most
fascinating of sessions in the entire conference, a round
table of important contemporary Israeli playwrights.
The topic of their concern was whether the lIsraeli
Theatre had begun to come to terms with significant
Jewish issues as distinct from Israeli issues. The writers
themselves lamented that it had not. The problem of
Jewishness in Theatre was as elusive for them as for
English language Jewish writers. The concern was
voiced that Israel should be the centre of modern
Jewish Theatre and yet the plays of its most celebrated
writers have barely been seen outside of Israel. For
whatever reason, Israel’s playwrights have yet to be ac-
cepted outside of Israel in the way that its novelists,
musicians and actors have.

In that the conference gave participants a sense of
present day bench marks in Jewish Theatre, then the
conspicuous absence of Yiddish Theatre had to be
acknowledged for what it represented. If such a con-
ference had taken place some thirty years earlier, it is
hard to imagine that it would have been concerned with
anything else but Yiddish Theatre. Nothwithstanding,
papers discussing Yiddish Theatre were eagerly follow-
ed. Such papers included ~yiddish Theatre and the
Language of the Stage in the Work of Alexei
Granowski”” by Dr. Kobi Weitzner of the Hebrew
University. Dr. Mel Gibson of New York University
presented a slide and film documentary on the career
the actor Mikoels, centring on that actor's celebrated
performance of King Lear in the GOSET adaptation of
the play. Included amongst the conference’s perfor-
mances was a faithful presentation of Shalom Asch’s
“God of Vengeance” by the Beersheba Municipal
Theatre, albeitin Hebrew.

A theatre conference without performances would
be a big cheat. This conference boasted many perfor-
mances. Of particular note — *“An evening with
Elizabeth Swados and Yehuda Amichai” (the former
being an American poet, musician and playwright and
the latter an Israeli poet and this year's recipient of the
|srael Prize for Literature), ““Good” by C.P. Taylor
presented by the Cameri Theatre of Tel Aviv, “The
Price’” by Arthur Miller presented by the American
Jewish Theatre and three plays presented by the Los
Angeles-based "’A Travelling Jewish Theatre’’. This lat-
ter group presents very innovative theatre on the theme
of the Jew in Exile combining masks, music, and
thankfully considerable wit.

By the end of the whole affair, one was left with a
strong sense of Jewish Theatre being very much alive
but its possibilities was a consideration left_ |_argely
undefined. At the conference opening, participants
were quite unsure of what they were dealing with. By
the end, the question became one of how far whatever
we had could be taken. A very tentative but precious
rapport was created between Jewish theatre workers
from all over the world who, if not for this excuse to get
together, may never have realized just how much they
have in common with each other.
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ENVY’S FIRE

My father was a little man, with little ambition, little
talent, little initiative, little achievement. While he re-
mained a small-time shoemaker, his landsmen, ship’s
brothers and friends had become manufacturers and
builders, and while he sat day in, day out in his little
shop, they took vacations for months on end, sending
him picturesque postcards from the beach at Surfers
Paradise or from overseas. His shop in Fitzroy was a
narrow dingy place with a grimy window looking in
upon yellowed newspaper shelves holding a half-dozen
pairs of dust-laden women’s shoes and two or three
outmoded handbags, while inside, the walls were a dir-
ty leaden grey and the floor whose bare boards were
smeared with black and brown polish was strewn with
remnants of leather, bent nails, some with their heads
snipped off, and bits of string. It smelled fustily of
leather, lacquer and dust.

He had few customers and these mainly from
among the poor — pensioners, sales girls, labourers
with large families, and a few Maltese, Italians, Greeks
and Turks who lived in the commission flats that rose
high and box-like in the street behind his shop. To
them, he sold his labour cheaply — often giving credit
— and if my mother had not worked as well, serving in
Koppel’s grocery five-and-a-half days a week with the
self-denying dedication she gave to everything she did,
there is reason to suppose that even the rent towards
the flat in St. Kilda in which we lived might not have
been met. Certainly, despite my scholarships, | would
not have been educated towards the lectureship in
English | was in time to attain. Most of his time, my
father spent in the doorway of his shop, without par-
ticular expression watching the passing trade of Smith
Street — young mothers wheeling babies in squeaking
prams, old men with walking sticks, housewives in a
hurry, businessmen emerging satisfied from the corner
hotel, migrant children chattering spiritedly as they idl-
ed to and from the nearby school. To everyone he nod-
ded, bowing his balding head ever so slightly in
deference to all and sundry who came by his way. At
other times, when he was not bent over his last, humm-
ing an obscure unrecognisable melody in a droning
monotone as he glued down a fresh leather sole or
hammered with quick deft strokes a rubber heel, he sat
on his stool, reading, nearsightedly, by whatever light
entered through the grimy window. He read a lot — the
daily ““Age”’, Friday’s “’Jewish News'’ or a Yiddish book
— but for all his reading, he held few opinions of his
own. He was more given to agree than to dispute and if
a customer or a friend made an observation that in-
stinctively ran against his grain, he would nod, smile
meekly as if embarrassed and say in a hesitant but con-
ciliatory tone, “Yes, | see what you mean; there may be
something in that””. Sometimes, he took out the stub of
a pencil from his smeared grey apron and on a paper
bag or along the margins of a newspaper jotted words
which struck him as he was reading or gazing blankly
out of the shop. On occasions, in the evenings after
returning from work, he would enter my room where |
was studying, he would run his eyes over the titles that
were accumulating on my bookshelves and nod approv-
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ingly — he was always nodding — saying as he pointed
first to his temple and then to his heart, “In the end, the
real world is in here and here’’. He would then Ieave_ and
while my mother prepared the next day’s dinner or iron-
ed the clothes or chatted with our neighbour Mrs.
Fainkind in the kitchen, he would retire to the lpur}ge-
room where he would read sometimes until midnight
and make notes in Yiddish in a little fifty-cent notebook
that was curling at the edges and dog-eared in the cor-
ners. Seldom did | have much of importance to say to
him — | whirled in my own livelier orbit of student life,
parties, concerts and football matches — therefore
seldom did | intrude upon his privacy and for that, |
often felt, my father who held himself shyly remote,
was not entirely ungrateful. | shared his roof, his food,
even his ties, but unlike other sons not his being. '

| was not particularly proud of my father whom, in
a phrase | gathered first from Steinbeck, | came to see
as @ mouse among men, so reticent, acquiescent and
colourless was he. In the fourth form, | envied Mark
Wechsler his father who told lively, humorous,
sometimes bawdy stories by the yard and later Paul
Kagan, my classmate, whose own father, a coin-and
stamp dealer, was a man of the world, much travelled
and articulate, a huge imposing man always smartly
dressed, with a broad sturdy brow, white elegant hands
with long fingers and unchipped nails, deep wrinkles of
mirth alongside his all-comprehending eyes and abun-
dant hair which rode in rich silvery-white waves swept
back vigorously in all its fullness. And there were othe_r
fathers | came to know — men of substance and opi-
nion, of ambition and achievement, immigrants too
who had come with merely a suitcase, like my father,
but who were laden with mines of initiative and forward
vision that seemingly put behind them the past of a
Europe destroyed and buried that past under thg more
durable and securer concrete and steel foundations of
flats and factories and supermarket chains. If in the new
land, there was gold to be had, my father, though not
blind to its reflection in others, never touched it with his
own fingers, himself clinging instead to what | saw as
the dress of a quaint old-fashioned vanished past peopl-
ed by naive rebbes, naive socialists and naive vi-
sionaries alongside little tailors, little shoemakers_ and
little saints who held a tenuous and — as the rea'llty of
history was to prove — a precarious foothold in the
wider world of men. To my ever-recurring dismay,
whenever | thought about it, my father was cast from
the same mould and, circulating by predilect'lon in the
sphere of more sophisticated friends and their wprldly—
wiser fathers, there were occasions when in h!s
presence | was, even involuntarily, ashamed. His
stunted English as he asked for a packet of cigarettes at
the milk-bar or for three tickets — when | still went with
my parents — to a picture show jarred my ears and my
sensibilities and | would at such times sidle away from
him and pretend preoccupation with whatever dlstrag-
tion presented — a poster, a bill-board, or the traffic
outside — the less to evade that jarring than to publicly
deny any kinship or connection with him. It hurt him, to
be sure. But this | learnt not directly from my father
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who when wounded silently nursed his wounds in
private and unfathomable retreat. Rather, | learnt it
from my mother who, noticing, would say with a
sharply-honed penetrating barb in her tone, *‘Are we
giving you the right to study and be somebody so that
you should be ashamed of your own father?"' | pro-
tested and denied and, however reluctantly, returned to
the family shadow by way of proof, but had to
acknowledge that my mother certainly knew how to
rivet a nerve with the truth. | would then walk beside or
behind him, already at sixteen a head taller than he and
sturdier, and promise myself — vow — that | would be
different from my mouse-like father, that | would be like
other outgoing, articulate, clever, achieving fathers,
and attain to heights where a man did not live and die
without a ripple in the waters of life but where he stirred
the currents and waves himself with the full force of his
gifts.

And | had gifts. Quite apart from the praise and
prophecies lavished upon me by my teachers and my
parents’ friends, | recognised my own worth and felt,
indeed knew, my potential to be unlimited. Where my
classmates wrestled with a problem in maths or agonis-
ed over the interpretation of Chaucer or Keats, to me
they came like breathing. In my final year at high-
school, | was leader of both the school's chess and
debating teams and contributed amply — a story, a
poem and an essay about non-conformism — to the
school journal. My mother fretted that these diversions
might stop me ‘‘getting on’’, as she termed scholastic
success, but by year's end, | could present her with a
string of honours and two scholarships that would
enable me without excessive hardship to my parents to
pursue a university career. Their one disappointment
was in my choice of courses. Inclined towards literature
and sociology, | enrolled in the Faculty of Arts. They —
particularly my mother — would have preferred to raise
a dentist or lawyer, an architect or engineer. These they
understood. My own choices left them bewildered.
“"What can you do with other people’s scribblings?”’,
my mother asked in a harassed display of philistinism,
“and what is this sosho . .. sosho ... logy?’ My
father, however, became more easily reconciled. Bow-
ing his small balding head as he scraped with the tip of a
knife the grit from under a chipped thumbnail, he said
simply, ‘“What goes into a man’s head is never lost”.

Entering into university, | came to nurse and nur-
ture another more edifying ambition. To write. And
more, to have my writings known, or rather to become
known through my writings. | dreaded littleness,
anonymity and, at life’s end, oblivion such as that
towards which my father, sequestered in his dingy shop
for days, months, years on end, was heading. A man
was born for greater things. It was true, | knew, that
opportunity had cruelly eluded my father. Born at the
wrong time in history, the third son and sixth child to an
invalid asthmatic father, he had lived in Warsaw,
become apprenticed to an irascible punitive shoemaker
upon completion of primary school, and in later years
had been driven, upon the German invasion, from that
city to wander about the steppes and forests of Siberia
before returning west to the devastated city that had
been his home. Thereafter, he drifted along currents
not of his own making and coursed through a series of
byway stations — through St. Ottilien where he met
and married my mother, through Paris, through Mar-
sailles, through Genoa — before arriving with his bat-
tered suitcase to the remoter, quieter, more mysterious
shores of Australia. | often wondered whether he took
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time to look around. Within the first week, he was settl-
ed as a process worker at Julius Marlow’s, barely rais-
ing his eyes to the wider world, it seemed, until much
later — some ten years — when he purchased with
whatever copper he had saved the narrow mouldering
shop in Smith Street from a recently-bereaved widow
who needed the money. That money, had he been a
different man, he could have invested more iwsely,
more profitably, as his ship’s brothers had done, but the
scope of his lateral vision did not extend beyond the
pavements that lined his daily route between our St_.
Kilda flat and his shop and it held him within the strait
confines in which was harboured the stultifying fate of
mediocrity, insignificance and littleness which | came to
despise. It was that insignificance, that littleness and
that narrow vision that | sought above all to transcend.

Academic success, as before, came easily. | com-
pleted my honours degree within the minimum four
years, embarked on a Masters thesis dealing with
changing social movements as reflected in Engl|§h
literature since Chaucer and obtained first a tutorship,
and then a lectureship in English in the Faculty of Arts
Along the way, | had written articles and book reviews
for the campus magazines and for two years headed the
university’s debating society.

These years were not, however, free of their disap-
pointments. | came to collect a veritable treasure-trove
of rejection slips for my creative work. Under the in-
fluence of Camus, Kafka, Eliot and Beckett — all of
whom were in vogue at the time — | wrote in my spare
time stories, verse and one-act plays which | typed,
bound and submitted with almost loving solicitude and
heady confidence, only to see them returned to my
letter-box with little more than appended preprinted
notes regretting their unsuitability for this, that or other
magazine. Failure — a novel pill too bitter to swallow —
drove me harder. That | possessed creative gifts, | did
not doubt, | could not doubt. But what lit the tail to
mere dogged, and sometimes frenzied work was the
desire, or need, to have them publicly acknowledged.
Thus driven, | wrote; wrote between lectures, between
reference work, late at night, in the early mornings,
wrote about alienated professors, hallucinating
students, uncommunicative couples, remote fathers,
rebellious sons; wrote about nature, fate, godlessness
and chance, and wrote about futility, absurdity, emp-
tiness and death. The ideas came readily enough — but
not, to my growing chagrin and frustration, the suc-
cess.

In the year that | completed my Masters’ thesis, my
father fell ill. He was then nearing sixty-five. He was
totally bald, had become short-sighted to the point of
relying on a magnifying-glass for reading and had
developed high blood pressure and heart disease. As
long as he was able, he drove to his little shop every
day, returning home towards late afternoon too weary
to eat or read or scribble notes into his dog-.eared fifty-
cent notebooks. He spent more time in the kitchen, stir-
ring his spoon in successive cups of black tea, his face
dark and wrinkled like a winter leaf, listening absently to
my mother and to Mrs. Fainkind as they chatted, as
ever, about recipes, their husbands, their sons or the
price of tomatoes. At such times, he set?med to me
more pathetic than ever and his littleness in the world
struck still more forcibly as an affront to all that | behem
ed a man should be. And seeing him wither and V‘."h
within a shrivelling shell, my own dis§at|sfact|on witl
myself mounted as did my apprehensions that |, too,
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for all my academic attainments and success, should, in
that one pursuit that had come to matter most, make
no ripple, no mark, and like my father be consigned to
that ageless anonymity and oblivion that enveloped his
existence. If | wept when, in the end, my father dl_ed =
he had suffered a stroke and lingered without dignity
for three weeks in a coma before dying — it was less
because he was my father, | knew, than because of the
irrevocable ugly waste of a life that he had come to
represent. In keeping with custom, | recited kaddish
after him, sat shiva with my mother for a week and let
my beard grow. But, within, the acts were hollow and,
to my nagging shame, insincere.

For more than a year | had been living alone in a flat
near the university. Upon my father’s death, to keep my
mother company | moved back home.

One Sunday evening, disinclined for any particular
activity, — another story and a poem had been returned
in the preceding week — | sat in the lounge-room gaz-
ing idly over the Yiddish titles in my father’s bookcase.
My mother was ironing in the kitchen and every so
often | heard from there the hiss of heat upon
moistness. Languidly, | reached out for one and
another of my father's books, flipped through their
pages, and returned them to their shelves. In some, |
noted my father’s pencil markings — word§, phrases,
sentences underlined, and brief annotations ma_de
around the margins of the pages. This held no surprise
for me. My father had never been able to read without
his pencil stub in his hand, a habit which |, who seldom
took voluminous notes, regarded as quaint but also
reflecting a distrust in his own capacity to grasp at f!rst
reading an author’'s meaning and intent, a limitation
which confirmed me in my long-held opinion of him. On
the bottom shelf of the bookcase, | saw a pile of uneven
newspaper cuttings, already yellowing from exposure,
with the same now-fading markings in the margins and
on top of that pile an open shoebox containing a score
or more of those cheap-dog eared notebooks with
which | had seen him occupy himself in the evenings
after work. Although they had always lain exposed in
that box, | had never taken interest in them until now

when idleness and vague curiosity made me reach out
for them.

I had, despite many years of growing up in
Australia, retained a good knowledge of Yiddish, and to
my astonishment which made me sit up as if
thunderstruck and which brought creeping tingling
goosepimples to my flesh, | realised — such a thing had
been beyond conceiving — that my little bald-headed
wrinkled reticent colourless unambitious unachieving
father had also been a poet. One after another, | turned
over the pages of his almost-mangled notebooks to
discover in his script, minute and cramped, verses
which in their Yiddish rang with a rhyme and rhythm

more lyrical and moving than anything that | had every
written.

Quivering  with
discovery, | read:

| fiddled away my dreams on strings unseen
Playing silent song on surfaces serene,
While coursing deep in the crypts of being
Cadenzas crashed in torrents streaming.
Turning the weathered page, | came across a sim-
ple quatrain that surprised me, my father never having
been a particularly observant man.

Pure the dawn as is the dew
None so homeless as the Jew,

the unexpectedness of my
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Strong the sun and mighty the sea
None that yearns so strongly after Thee.

And towards the end of what must have been his
last notebook — his writing had become uneven, jagg-
ed and spidery — my father emerged, uncovered, in a
guise unexpected because never sought.

Sweet summer once shone in the face of my
son,

My silken-haired, my wide-eyed child

Transforming my wasteland into a kingdom
splendid.

Remote now our souls, touching but rarely,

In his breath the chill of winter,

In my own that of abandoned dying.

There were more, many more — entire poems,
fragments, single lines — contemplative in the main,
depicting at times in almost tactile forms the broader
gamut of his experience, ranging from the close warm
tradition-bound existence in his old Warsaw home
through years of uprootedness to his brooding sense
of homelessness in the new land, of crumpled dreams,
abandonment and isolation.

My father had never read Kafka, nor Beckett, nor
Camus. Where | — as | recognised now — wrote my
stories, poems and plays about futility, absurdity, emp-
tiness and death in vacarious imitation of my mentors,
myself living a life of comfort, companionship and out-
ward success, my father had written out of the.depths
of personal pain. He had dreamed, he had experienced,
he had suffered uprootedness, abandonment and isola-
tion. And he wrote about what his soul had known and
comprehended and felt. Where | had been derivative,
he had been honest; where | had been hollow, he had
been pure.

And in that moment, | came to hate that honesty
and purity that mocked my own work; | came to hate,
despite myself, that little man, my father, who had in all
past years been bigger than I; and | came to hate the
poems; the fragments and the lines that were in my
hands, branding into my flesh and my brain my own
dishonesty, my lack of creative gifts, my failure in that
which mattered most. And | could not contain my
hatred, could not subdue it, as hand over hand, | threw
all my father’s notebooks into the shoebox, carried
them under my arm to the backyard outside, where,
with a motion that would allow no retraction | thrust
them into the incinerator in which a dying fire left by
neighbours flared as little tongues of flame leapt up to
lick and embrace the curled dog-eared pages of the
notebooks. | watched, watched, with fascination and
trembling and abhorrence. | saw the pages glow, blue,
orange, crimson, saw them shrivel into char[ed
blackness and saw them crumble into grey ash which
fell and settled on the amorphous glowing cinders in the
incinerator’s depth. Above, a handful of stars towards
which isolated ephemeral sparks flew appeared through
the clouds, the air was still and all about there hung the
concentrated silence of entrancement.

At that moment, my mother, holding a pile of iron-
ed clothes in her hands, looked out through the

bedroom window and asked, ‘“What are you burning at
this hour?”’

And hunching a shoulder and raising a palm as
though it were nothing, | said ‘“Rubbish’’, knowing —
realising, too late, too clearly — that it was my little
father’'s soul that was burning there, his life after life

that was dying and his stature that was crumbling into
oblivion everlasting.
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ONE MORE FOR THE HOMELAND

“War is an emblem of all misery”’

John Donne

“*One kills one, onu is an assassin,
One kills millions, one is a conqueror,
One kills all, one is a God."’
Jean Rostand

“It is good to die for the fatherland.”
Joseph Trumpeldor

PART ONE

| was the only one at home when the telegram
came. | thought it was fitting, for | loved Michael more
than anyone. | unfolded the yellow paper and read
words which brought tears to my eyes and made me
feel sick and weak. | trembled. | went to throw up but |
couldn’t. Tears started at the back of my eyes, wanting
to escape. | began crying and screaming, sobbing
desperately. Oh God, Michael, | loved you, did you
know that? You did not have to die. It was not your
war.

My anguish focused and turned to a fierce hatred
of my brother’s killer. In my mind | cried to him: "It was
you God in stinking heaven who killed my brother. You
murdered him with your conjured lies of ideals and
freedom and tradition, and the belief of a ‘chosen
people’, whose only real uniqueness is that of dying a
slower death than most. And when you killed that Jew,
dear God, you killed more than just a being which you
created, but also a husband and a son, and a brother.
My brother. The brother that | loved. How can | ever
believe in you, dear God, when your world knows
nothing of love or morality or peace, only corruption
and violence and war. Horrible wars. Wars that cripple
and maim. That my brother died in a stupid childish war
based on the legend of an historic homeland, only
proves your futility. My brother only ever had one
home. It was here in Australia. Melbourne was his
home. Now Israel was his grave.

PART TWO

The grave was being filled in. The crunch of the
shovel was the epitome of revulsion. | choked down my
sickness. The Mount Herzl cemetery in Jerusalem was
full. Not for Michael, but because all the dead — or
rather all the remnants of the dead — from the last war
were being buried. | looked at my mother. She was
crying, sobbing into her handkerchief. She had lost a
son. A son she had loved dearly. | knew my mother.
Michael’s death would always haunt her. Her anguish
and pain would be limitless. She would never let go.
But, standing there, something came over me. Looking
at her | felt anger and frustration. Her pain was simply
that of a mourner. She was not bitted She was not
filled with furious hatred. Her eyes showed sadness and
bereavement, but to her, the loss was in the fact that
Michael lay dead; it would have been the same had he
died of disease or an accident. She cared only in the
fact of his death, not in the uselessness of it. The
thought hurt me. For others’ sake as well as my own.

Stephen Bloch

| turned away and saw Alan standing behind me.
Alan was my younger brother, the baby of the three of
us. Only now when | looked at him | knew he was no
longer a baby. At seventeen he was controlling his own
destiny. Learning to run instead of walk. | looked into
his eyes and saw so much of me that was and so much
that wasn't. | was the more carefree. More accepting.
Happiness being its own virtue. Alan, on the other
hand, was more stern, more principled. We had always
been close despite our basically different natures, our
only arguments coming from issues of ideology or
morality. | usually admired his firm stands, his
convictions, but | laughed at his naivety.

On that day, | looked at him and felt uneasy. Alan’s
gaze was fixed on his face, it was grim. He was find!ng
it hard to cope. | understood the signs. His expression
bore more than merely attempted resilience and
defiance. He looked almost challenging. . .

PART THREE

| was the only one at the airport to see Alan off. My
parents didn’t have the strength or the courage to
witness their baby leaving home to make a new life in
Israel. They were confused. Things hadn’t turned out
the way they had planned.

Alan looked me in the eyes. There was a strength
and a will behind them. He was now a Zionist: strong,
purposeful, desperate. He answered my glare.
“Daniel”’, he said, *“don’t you see our future can only
ever be in Israel. We have a chance to be a nation, to be
independent. To live our culture, speak our language.’

“English is your language. Yours, mine and that'of
eighty per cent of Jews in the rest of the world. You're
kidding yourself Alan, Israel's a sinking ship ready to
explode. We don’t need lIsrael. Jews don't need
anywhere. Your precious Jewish culture has lived quite
nicely for the past 2000 years. It's not all about to
disappear. Israel can’tlast, the reason it won't survive IS
because Jews living in France are happy living In
France. Those in America are happy there 100. Isra,e
was created as one big refugee camp after the war. It's
not needed now.

Alan was beginning to talk as though there were
no tomorrow without Israel. It was the Zionist
argument. | loathed it. ‘’Daniel you're wrong! Israel is @
home where for the first time in our lives we can
actually be happy. For God's sake. Danny I'm not
orthodox and I'm not blessing the coming of the
Messiah, I'm just appreciating Israel for what it Is.
*Shut up”, | shouted. Suddenly | became angry. Alan
was a fool.

"You talk of Israel and happiness while Michael lies
dead in an Israeli grave with a thousand bullets in his
chest. Israel is at war. It will always be at war. vvar
stinks. It destroys and destructs and creates nothing
but pain. Any existence is better than one riddled by the
bullets of continuous warfare. At least face up to the
fact that you're going as a martyr. And if you do get
yourself killed — what then? What wondrous things will
you have achieved? How much better off will Israel be?
Nothing will be gained, Alan. It never is by war. You rg
just letting politicians haggle over the price of lives. An
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how do you think Mum and Dad feel now? One son
already dead and another going to join the same army."’

Alan picked up his cases. He had tears in his eyes. |
knew | had been unfair: he loved his parents just as
much as | did. | saw him walk away and thought of the
safe, secure world he was leaving. He was only doing
what he thought was right but | couldn’t see it. It was
funny. Two brothers. So different, so opposed. The
only thing we now had in common was our parents. |
wondered how strong the link really was.

PART FOUR

Soon after Alan left my mother became sick. She
was only an ordinary person. The stress had become
too much for her. She began to lose her interest in local
affairs and became distant with her friends. Her sorrow
could not be shared. She lived only for the tall,
handsome, confident memory that was Michael. While
her friends all played with their grandchildren, my
mother knew she would never have any from her eldest
son. At this time my own relationship with my parents
became strained. Somehow, we were no longer a
family, just individuals leading our separate lives and
thinking our separate thoughts. Everything seemed to
have broken down. | became frustrated and angry. It
seemed it wasn't enough that Israel and its futile war
had claimed the life of one brother and the spirit of
another, now it was eating into the souls and lives of a
family thousands of miles away. More than ever |
despised the concept of God and His chosen people. |
could not conquer the age old argument that if God is
so powerful, why does He allow His children to suffer
so? Where was He during the Holocaust and where was
He now? To worship such a God, one that talks of
peace yet delivers none, seemed absurd to me. Even a
fool knows to quit when the dice are loaded. Judaism
was a religion of hope. Nothing more.

As for my parents their world would never be the
same. They had scarcely had time to adjust to
Michael’s death when Alan left to continue in his

brother’s footsteps. God's Israel had not killed them. It
had broken them.

| was the only one at home when the letter came. In it
was a photograph of Alan in his new lIsraeli army
uniform, standing tall and proud with a rifle slung over
his shoulder. | looked at the photograph and thought of
the death of Michael. The same emotions arose in me
again. Only now they concerned Alan. | could see so
much that he could not. He saw himself as a builder
going to make a new life in Israel, realising a 200 year
old dream. | saw him only as a warrior and a martyr.
One more in a line of stupid believers. One more victim.
Michael lay dead for the cause. Alan was still living it.
The dead of Israel’s past and the living of its future were
alike in my mind. Either way you looked at it, it was
simply going to be just one more for the homeland.
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Halley’s Comet

for Hyman Spigl, astronomer
(1911-1962)

Judith Rodriguez

To see Halley’s Comet, far-sent
once-in-a-lifetime-faithful

waif of our universe, return

and flaunt her spill of light

kicking her train behind in the curvet
like a flamenco dancer:

to feel an incurious eye cross
worlds, your brow by night,
your sunlit garden, her nearing
slice the blue air of days

till she drops away, shimmering

stream first, light-years backward
in mine-black space, for mantle
distances a lonely child

invokes, and folks out late
crook-necked, a scared delight . . .

Not to see Halley’s Comet . . .

ELEMENTS

Ben Rosenblatt

Thunder, lightning, skies and seas
Rocks, and sand and stars,
Heavens, sun, our cursed earth

In eternal spin.

’

Falling stars in time and space,

In stone, Sphinx in desert wastes,
My songs entombed in words,

The gaps between the silent notes.

If you could hear or feel my heart,
My poem that burns and glows
Would then to you reveal

My love that soothes and heals
The wounds that bleed through
History in you and me,

The tears that flow and drown,
And burn our souls.

Hear then the sighs, the cries

Of millions burned to death in
Ghetto flames,

Inscribed in memory, in a million
Words of pen and ink.

Is this a compensation for Ma nkind,
True or false?

| demand a reply from you,

And you from me.
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My Musical Career

The trouble is, | come from a musical family. By
that | mean my Dad used to play the mandolin. By ear.

My mother would tell us of how he won her heart.

’He used to come to our house on Sunday nights
and sit quietly by the window playing “If You Were the
Only Girl in the World'."”

Dad would always hotly deny this, claiming that he
didn’t even know the tune, and if he had been playing
anything it would more likely have been ‘’Show Me the
Way to Go Home"'.

Early in life Dad had come to terms with the sad
fact that he and his mandolin would never make THE
BIG TIME musically.

So he bought a gramophone.

Being from the “old country’’ Dad was a musical
sentimentalist and so Jascha Heifetz and Yehudi
Menuhin plied their violins at us all day. Especially
Yehudi, who everyone knows had begun playing when
he was eighteen months old or something and look
where he is today. Dad was getting a bit anxious about
his plan to launch the female version of Yehudi (me)
upon an unsuspecting world. After all, | was way past
eighteen months and so far had demonstrated no
musical talent whatsoever. Unless you count being able
to nearly play ‘’God Save the King’’ on little Paul’s toy
xylophone.

At this time Dad ran a stall at the Victoria Market
where he sold peas at fourpence per pound and beans
at sixpence per pound. Sometimes parsley for a penny.
Being a hopeless spendthrift Dad was a prey to many
temptations at the market. Sometimes he bought
mildewed books for us called The /mmortal Flame, and
The Girls’ Own Annual for 1932. Mum used to carry
them out to the shed holding them with the tips of her
fingers with one hand and her nose with the other. But
the stall which attracted Dad the most was one loaded
with old records, yellowed pages of sheet music, and
very second-hand musical instruments.

One Friday night Dad came in looking as though he
had a secret. Both his hands were behind his back, but
that was normal Friday night behaviour. It would be our
weekly surprise — half a dozen pink snowballs, a paper
cone overflowing with fairy floss, or a couple of yards
of licorice. Usually we had to guess before we got it.

You'll never guess this time,”’ he said, looking
straight at me. We all stood around in hushed silence as
he placed the black case carefully on the table and
snapped open the lock. There it lay. He took it out, put
it lovingly under his chin, and drew the bow across it.

We stood entranced.

““Herel’” He handed it to me. ‘“Have a try.”” And
that was the start of my musical career.

My teacher was Mr Davison who Dad had
discovered by accident when he’d walked past a house
with a brass plaque nailed on the front gate.

W.R. Davison, A.L.C.M.
Teacher of Pianoforte
and Violin
INQUIRE WITHIN

This story was first published in “‘The Educational Magazine™. It is
printed here with the author’s permission.

Jean Holkner

Mr Davison was seventyish and wore a pince-nez
through which he would peer at me in despair as | bow-
ed my way interminably — and wrongly — up and
down the C Major scale.

Now and again his despair would turn to rage and
he would snatch the bow out of my hand and rap me
across the knuckles with it crying, ‘Enough! Enough!”’
which pleased me greatly because this meant he was
about to grab his hat from the hall stand and make off.

Dad got quite depressed with my failure to make
Menuhin-like progress on the violin, but he didn’t give
up hope until the day Mr Davison grabbed his hat from
the hall stand for the last time. Just because I'd played:

~_ 3
- instead of

Y
It was some time before Dad was in the money
again and it was poor Lily who copped it then —
nothing less spectacular than a cello which cost
seventeen-and-six (plus my violin) at the market music
stall.
Mum found the whole idea very distasteful.

“Does she really have to sit like that?"’ she asked.
| mean, can’t she put it one side of her and play?”’

Lily was smarter than me and said she had no in
tention of going bandy legged.

“This cello,” she announced to me soon after she
got it, "’is going to have an accident. No normal man is
going to look at a girl whose legs do this” — and Lily
contorted herself into a truly horrifying shape.

| was convinced and instead of telling on her, |
watched. But cellos aren’t that easy to do away with.

First, she stood it up on its point and twirled it
round and round, like bush musicians do with their dou-
ble basses when they can’t remember the next bar. Lily
twirled the cello round slowly at first then, as it
gothered speed, it escaped from her grasp and pirouet-
ted into a corner of the room and collapsed on the floor.
Not, unfortunately, in a heap. Lily looked at it In
disgust. Then at me. “’You’ll have to help me.”

“Nothing doing,”” was my affable reply, to which
Lily responded by grabbing me round the neck an_d try-
ing to choke me. To which | replied with a knee in the
direction of her stomach and in a minute we weré
wrestling round the room. It was only a little room and
we fought our way grimly round it. Till we got to the
corner where suddenly an inspired Lily gave me an
almighty shove and | fell on the cello with such force
that the poor thing collapsed beneath me and lay with
its vital organs strewn pathetically round the room.

| got a few nasty bruises myself.

Lily came off best. Not only was her musical career
over but her legs grew to be normal shape. Though
somewhat fat.

As it turned out, Dad wasn’t too upset about the
cello because at the time he was busy teaching himself
to play a mouth organ which some forgetful customer
had left on his stall during a parsley transaction.

It was good while Dad was learning the mouth
organ because my musical career was allowed to lapse.
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But not for long. Dad decided that the mouth organ
would sound much better if there were a Human voice
accompanying it — mine. Dad was convinced that all
one needed to give Nellie Melba a decent sort of fright
was to sing at every possible opportunity. In this way
there was a good chance you would be discovered by a
talent scout accidentally walking past your window
while you were practising ‘“Lover Come Back To Me"".
So | sang constantly and earnestly whenever | was in
the bedroom doing important jobs like painting my
fingernails with red ink or helping Lily roll cigarettes
made of dry grass and toilet paper. No talent scout
showed up but my voice was discovered by Miss
Hogben, the school music teacher, who was very short
of numbers for the school choir.

Unfortunately, the only songs Miss Hogben liked
were for sopranos with a top register of G, and seeing
that my voice was whatever the female counterpart of
baritone is called, | found the school choir a bit of a
strain. My breaking point was the last note of a song
called ““The Swan’’. There was absolutely no chance of
making it up there, so | tried shaping my mouth into a
perfect O, closing my eyes in a fair imitation of ecstasy,
and leaving my voice out of it. It worked well. | mean,
nobody knew what | was not doing and | couldn’t wait
to show Lily my new trick.

As soon as | got home | went to the record cabinet
and found a number called “Sempre Libera”” from
Dad'’s collection marked GREND OPERA. The opening
line was ““Sempre Libera degg’io folleggiare di gioia in

gioia’’, and it took me half an hour to master the words.

When Lily came in | was standing in the middle of
the room doing the actions while a quavery coloratura
called Signora d’ella Campana did the vocal.

Lily was very impressed and decided we should do
an act for the Christmas Break-Up. For a week we
stood in front of the bedroom mirror practising a duet
called “O Torture Me and Flay Me". Lily was a Turkish
pasha and | was the heroine. We fished out an old even-
ing dress of Mum’s and Lily got some striped pyjamas
and a towel for a turban.

We hurried to school on the fatal day laden down
with costumes, Uncle Theo's portable wind-up
gramophone, and O Torture Me and Flay Me'’ in its
brown paper cover.

Lucky we were on last, because Lily dropped the
record and it smashed into at least forty pieces, but we
had time to run home and put on our white Speech
Night dresses and sing Lover Come Back To Me'’ in-
stead. Which wasn’t nearly as good.

It took Dad a long time to forgive us for the gap
we'd created in his GREND OPERA section. And it
looks as though it'll be there forever. Unless you hap-
pen to know someone who has a copy of a duet called
"’O Torture Me and Flay Me’’?

Anyway, Dad gave up on my musical career after
that.

| knew it for sure the day | caught him listening
carefully to Little Paul as he sat banging on his tin drum.

David Keys
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BOOK REVIEW

“AUSCHWITZ AND THE ALLIES"”

by Martin Gilbert (Michael Joseph/George Rainbird, England. $25.00)

Martin Gilbert is a diligent meticulous chronicler,
author of “’Final Journey’’, as well as many other books
and atlases. He has also been the official biographer of
Winston Churchill, and is a Fellow at Merton College,
Oxford.

The work under review is not a mere chronicle, but
an autopsy on Western morality. It will disturb all who
harboured illusions about the wartime philosophic
posture of Western establishments. The more cynical
among us may perhaps detect a whiff of whitewash,
but such a view would be unnecessarily jaundiced.
After all, Gilbert feels strongly enough, as a civilised
man, that the callousness and infamy of those in the
anti-Hitler camp should also be documented for all to
see and to remember. At the same time, his tribal loyal-
ty demands that he give his compatriots the benefit of
the doubt, as far as possible, even while his integrity
compels him to list all the facts which foreclose their
right to that benefit.

The subtitle sums up the theme of the book:
“How the Allies responded to the news of Hitler's.
Final Solution”. Their response is hardly a feather in
their cap. It is rather a blotch in their copybook.

Notwithstanding the consistent deception by the
Nazis about their activities, designed to deceive the
Germans, the victims, and the allied spectators, the ex-
ecutors of the scheme had no comprehension of its
monstrosity. Kafka prophetically ~elaborates the
philosophic dilemma in his “The Penal Settlement”,
and, in Western law, insanity absolves from guilt.

Wim Van Leer, who wanted to do something about
the holocaust, recalls that, in the early '50s, he ‘“came
across a German patent in which a Martin Klettner, on
behalf of S.A. Topf & Sons, Wiesbaden, validated a
wartime invention, namely an ‘‘oven, which, con-
tinuously fed with corpses, cadavers, or parts thereof,
consumed virtually no fuel, using the corpses residual
combustible fats as fuel for their incineration”. — A
conservationist yet.

The legal fraternity engaged in the Nuremberg trial
and other researchers, were numbed by the meticulous
and copious records the perpetrators kept of their own
monstrous conduct. There was an unusual incidence of
sick leave amongst these lawyers, for a malady prompt-
ly dubbed *battle fatigue’’.

The Jewish reader will find old wounds irritated
anew. It may open the eyes of those who are so reluc-
tant to see what is happening now. It is ‘’business as
usual’’. There is one standard for ‘‘them’’, one for
“us’’. One week after the final withdrawal from the
Sinai, at a cost of $6000 per Israeli Jewish soul, the
U.N. passed one of its many vacuous automatic majori-
ty resolutions: “Israel is not a peaceloving country”’.
0.K. The U.N. has become a political spitoon, a broad-
caster of Arab and Russian propaganda. What about
the Western press, and the ambivalence or hostility of
Western governments since 1973, all the twaddle about
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intransigence, racism, Israeli expansionism, etc? So, in
the case of non Jews, it will reach many a deaf ear.

Gilbert's anger — and sense of shame — comes
across, though usually muted and disciplined. The facts
eliminate the need for rhetoric. He documents the
various “inputs’”’ which precluded effective action,
once the truth was known beyond all doubt.

Those who have read Pinchas Lapide’s ““The Last
3 Popes and the Jews’’ will be left to ponder that the
Catholic Church, with all its hangups about the Jews,
saved many more Jews from the holocaust, in Nazi-
occupied Europe, than the allies. As a reward it was
“‘dunked’’ by Hochhuth's ““The Deputy”’.

While the active perpetrators of the crimes, a sur-
prisingly small number of people, had a philosophy
which sanctioned their conduct, the allies had a dif-
ferent measure of things to validate the Nuremberg
trial, and, expressed it, during the war, by their ringing
rehetoric of condemnation. But there was a huge gap
between that rhetoric and their deeds. There was no
deliberate action to halt the massacre.

The rhetoric focused on the threat of vengeance,
which — as it turned out after the war — was rather
feeble.

On Sept. 1st, 1939, Hitler announced: "“If Jewry is
starting an international war to eliminate the Aryan na-
tions of Europe, then it won't be the Aryan nations
which will be wiped out, but Jewry.”” Ten days after the
infamous Wannsee conference of January 20th, 1942,
he again announced “‘The result of this war will be the
complete annihilation of the Jews"".

The massacres had started before then, as
Molotov had pointed out in a note dated January 6th,
1942, handed to all foreign diplomats in Kuibyshev the
following day. He pointed out that the Jewish victims
were not just killed, but stripped naked and beaten
before they were killed.

The readers of the Melbourne Chronicle are, of
course, familiar with the desperate efforts of Szmul
Zygielbojm, a Bundist and Dr. Ignacy Schwarzbant, a
Zionist* to promote some preventive action, in
response to The Bund Report, which had been smuggl-
ed out of German-occupied Poland. They showed the
report to General Sikorsky, who broadcast its
statements over the B.B.C. Zygielbojm also broadcast
the news, in Yiddish. The Bund Report estimated that
700,000 Polish Jews had been killed between June 1941
and April 1942.

On September 8th, 1942 Churchil thundered: “The
most bestial, the most squalid, and the most senseless
of all their offences’”. . . but 3 months and 500,000 vic-
tims later on December 7th, 1942 the Colonial Office of-
fered the following profundity: ‘‘Familiar stuff. The

* Thes"e two are the Jewish representatives on the Polish National
Council, The Polish Government in exile.
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Jews have spoilt their case by laying it on too thick for
yearspast. .. "

While the Allied Declaration of December 17, 1942
condemned “ . . . this bestial policy of cold blooded
extermination . . . "’ the House of Commons, 19 May
1943, admitted its real concern: “‘To admit a large
number of refugees of the Jewish religion might easily
fan tl_’1e smoldering fires of antisemitism, which exist
here into flames . . .””, and, to fiddle a bit more while
our relatives burned, The British Ministry of Economic
We_Ifare noted on December 15th, 1943: “The Foreign
Office are concerned with the difficulties of disposing of
any considerable number of Jews should they be
rescued from enemy-occupied territory . . .
ks On the 28th July, 1944, the Foreign Office wailed;

We are afraid we may be on the verge of a flood of
refugees . . ."". By this time, more than 4 million Jews
had been slaughtered along with an even greater
number of Russians, Poles, Gypsies, etc. Yet 6 weeks
later, on7/9/44, one Foreign Office official had the in-
credible gall to intone: ““In my opinion a dispropor-
tionate amount of time of the office is wasted on deal-
Ing with these wailing Jews."’

"One of the most painful aspects of being in the
camp was the sensation of being totally abandoned,”
noted one survivor in 1980.

The camp inmates were concerned — as Victor
Frankl ha_s pointed out — with the problem of
D.SYC‘hO|OgIC survival, with the preservation of human
dignity. As one survivor put it in 1980: “We prayed and
hoped to be bombed by them (the allies) and so to
escape the helpless death in the gas chambers.”” The
ultimate torture was not the prospect of death, but the

classification as vermin requiring extermination. They
were denied dignified death, deliberately.

Ironically, the only time the allies bombed
Auschwitz, they did so by mistake, although they flew
over the camp regularly, in August and September
1944,

The book is a sad chronicle of Western moral tur-
pitude and bankruptcy. On May 12th, poor Zygielbojm
committed suicide when he learned of the annihilation
of the Warsaw ghetto after the famous revolt.

My companions of the Warsaw Ghetto fell in a
last heroic battle, with their weapons in their hands’’ he
said in his suicide note. /I did not have the honour to
die with them, but | belong to them and to their com-
mon grave. Let my death be an energetic cry of protest
against the indifference of the world.” *“The respon-
sibility for the destruction of Polish Jewry rests_above
all on the murderers themselves, but indirectly it rests
on the whole humanrace . . .”

"By their (the allied governments’) indifference to
the killing of hapless men, women and children, t.he's’e
countries have become accomplices of the assassins”.
His letter was published in full in the New York Times of
June 4th, 1943. The heading? ‘‘Pole’s suicide note
pleads for Jews'’. The subheading read: ‘’"He denounc-
ed apathy’’.

| strongly recommend this book to all those of my
brethren who, today, swallow with great ease the com-
bative and/or opportunistic mouthings of the children
of darkness, and who sit in judgement on Israel. The
book confirms Hillel's famous dictum: If | am not for
me, who will be? And if not now, when?

A CHAPTER OF A SAGA

(a review of the book ‘Force and Defiance’ by Gedaliah Shaiak)

Since | started reading books in my childhood |
followed the advice given to me by my older brother
Shole_m, of bl_essed memory; | read a book twice. The
first time to find out what the story is about. The se-
cond reading is ‘why’. It has to justify the writer's claim
to the right of publishing the book. In the post war era
very few books can justify the ‘why’ except for one
ansvgfar: as a pot-boiler,

Force and Defiance’” is anything but a pot-boiler.
It can justify not only ‘why’ it had the right to see
publication but it can claim the right to ‘why’ it should
have been published. It is one of the books which
should be seen as obligatory reading for any post war
born Jew who considers him or herself a successor to
the Jewry of yesteryear, or the yester-world of Jewry.
.__The story is simple and characteristic both in its
time and environmental setting. The time is around the
end‘of the 18th century, the place — Poland; and the
setting: The manor of Count Zbigniew Sobotski.

Poland is falling into decay. The villagers are serfs
to the Count who spends a great deal of his time in
Paris gambling away his inheritance. The count decides
to do something which he considers positive for the
glory of his faith; He will build a chapel for his Lord
Jesus Christ and needs an artisan to carve the main
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altar in the chapel. The only man who could do the job
is the artisan wood-carver Reb Yehuda Gombiner, a
man from the town with the same name — Gombin.

But Reb Yehuda, who has carved some of the
most famous Aronei Hakodesh (Holy arks) for the
synagogues in Eastern Europe of his days, is not willing
to do the job. He does not belong to the count’s domi-
nion and legally cannot be forced to carve the crucifix
against his will. He is however brought to the manor by
misrepresentation. Once in the manor he becomes the
slave of the vicar Klement Jasinski, who, against the
expressed order of the count, manages to have Yehuda
Gombiner whipped to death. All because — as the pro-
verb goes: The irresistible force has met up with the im-
movable object.

To the post-war Jewish generation, who can see
the failure of the Vatican to establish diplomatic rela-
tions with the Jewish State from only a political aspect,
‘Force and Defiance’ may be a new revelation of all
aspects of Jewish life, and the Jew-Gentile relationship
in Eastern Europe in the last thousand years. The
background on which the story is told is written on a
grand scale, impressive and convincing. The research
of the background must have taken the writer many
years of hard work; but it was worth it. The younger

August/ September 1982



Jew who was born into a time when his people have
their own sovereignty in a Jewish state needs badly to
be told of Jewish life, heritage, culture and political
standing amongst the Gentiles during the centuries
preceding their total annihilation in those countries.
‘Force and Defiance’ is one of its chapters.

| cannot judge the reaction of the non Jewish
reader to the story, because, the focal point of the book
is the millenias-old controversy between the Jewish and
Christian faith. Historically however we know the
bloody past of Christianity, particularly the times of the
Inquisition. It was not an episodical period; it lasted
centuries. Poland never introduced the Inquisition. Not
because of its liberalism but out of the need to attract
Jews for the upbuilding of the country, whose people
had remained in the dark ages centuries after the
renaissance, because of their serfdom.

The pageantry of the Polish nobility, the political
emptiness in which that nobility decayed is clearly
stated not only for the ordinary reader but for the
historian as well. The complicated web into which the
various Jewish communities had to fit in makes the
reading worthwhile, even if some may find the details
sometimes overstated.

For the ordinary Australian reader ‘Force and De-
fiance’ may recall the Catholicism of Ireland, or Spain or
even the near past in Australia when the saying of the

average C. of E. was “‘if my child is going to marry out-
side the faith, please Lord let it-be a Jew rather than an
R.C.”

But | am sure that if ‘Force and Defiance’ will ever
be translated into Hebrew it will quickly find its place in
the Faculty of Jewish History of the Israeli Universities.
| am not sure how it will fare in a Polish translation for
obvious reasons. One of them — the church in Poland;
another — the ingrained anti-Semitism of that country
which has survived to this day although there are no
longer any worthwhile Jewish communities living there
and within another ten, fifteen years the few individual
Jews who have remained will have died out. | am sure
however that today’s historians living in Poland will get
hold of the book, even if they have to read it
clandestinely. .

| liked the book very much. As stated at the begin-
ning | have already read it twice. In the next few months
it will roam in my house from one place to another and
will be picked up to be read some chapter, or episode
again and again. | think that this is the way any good
story should be read. Shaiak’s book ‘Force and De-
fiance’ is one of them. If | had to write a commercial for
it and remain honest at the same time | would say: Not
only is it worth reading but it is to be recommended, for
it is a chapter in the saga of our history in Eastern
Europe in the last millenium.

“AUSTRALIAN WRITERS, The Face of Literature”

by LOUIS KAHAN (Melbourne University Press R.R.P. $28.80)

To see past the facial fringe toward the fertility of
the reflective personality caught at a momentary
glance, is a wonderfully romantic and binding thought.
Indeed for artist, Louis Kahan, in his immaculately pro-
duced book, ‘“‘Australian Writers — The Face of
Literature,”’ the hidden personal nature of the human
visage is sought after, with an eager passion in over
forty portraits.

“’A face is not just a face,” he says. “It's a land-
scape, and if you can interpret the features, it says a
host of things about itself and what lies behind it.
Portrait-painting at its best, using analysis and imagina-
tion, is possibly the most difficult branch of art,
because each of us has a mask. Trying to penetrate to
the reality behind the mask is the interesting thing.”” Itis
with these words in mind that one visually traces over
the subtleties of Kahan’s linear narrative, which depicts
well over a generation of the cream of Australia’s
‘literati.’

From an early age, Kahan began to observe and
draw the lifeflow of people. Eventually, he became a
war artist with the Allied forces in North Africa, at
which time he turned portraits out at the rate of up to
twenty a day. It is at this time too, he acquired the
fluency of line and ink which is so characteristic of his
portraits today. Once settled in Melbourne by the
1950's, Kahan began to establish his reputation as a
portraitist through his contributions to Melbourne
University’s literary publication, ‘Meanjin quarterly’.
“The Face of Literature,” is in fact the pinnacle of over
twenty years of portraiture, spanning 1958-1980. Within
this time Kahan won the coveted, 1962, Archibald Prize
for his portrait of writer Patrick White, textured both in
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oil and mixed media. More recently Kahan completed a
set of stained glass windows at Melbourne Kew
Synagogue.

The portraits in ““The Face of Literature,” whether
they be of the champion women’s writer, Mary Gilmore
in her fine-lined aging wisdom, or the outspoken poet,
Judith Wright in her coarsely-contoured features, are
never overworked or underworked. The _eﬂects_ are
always startling, dynamic and of an immediate anima-
tion of spirit and thought. Added to most of these por-
traits is a succinct comment by Kahan concentrating on
the stimulating nature of the ‘other imagination ‘t’)efore
him. For Judith Wright, Kahan, simply writes, clear,
direct and straightforward;” this is exactly as she has
been depicted. Patrick White's portrait directly con-
fronts the viewer in an intense network of sketghv ex-
pressionist crossings of sharp pointed lines _tt)at rivet the
senses. Kahan sees him as an obsessive visionary, an
says of him, ‘‘those unforgettable, unforgeglng seers
eyes, looking through you, and beyond . . .

In the foreword to “Australian Writers — The Face
of Literature,”” renowned landscape painter, Lloyd ’,‘,ee?
““salutes”’ and pays tribute to the ‘‘varied range o
Kahan's art. He says, “’Kahan is another instance of the
debt Australia owes to the movement of distinguished
artists into this country — mostly from central an
Eastern Europe — in the period preceding and following
World War Il. In the arts they have tended ’to be more
inward-looking than artists of the West.”" The com
templative self portrait of Kahan in his book’s OPen'r';‘,g
pages, surely gives credence to Rees’ statement, of t ,',sl
thoughtful dreaming artist. Of himself Kahan says
wish | knew you better.”’
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Her career was outstanding. In 1942, she received
the Red Banner of Labor for her 70th birthday. In 1943,
the NKVD send Vladimir Petrov (yes — that Petrov) to
copy all her papers, even though she had been a con-
scientious and extremely successful diplomat for almost
20 years.
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“Kollontai and Lenin battled as equals,” wrote
Farnsworth. ‘“She conducted herself as though she
were speaking not to a man who had become a legend
in his own lifetime. . . but simply a respected comrade.”

Farnsworth concludes that the Bolsheviks treated
a woman leader no differently from a man but her own
material reveals a crucial difference that she has
missed. Kollontai’s punishments were similar to those
that men incurred but attacks on her included
arguments used only against women. During the 10th
Congress, Lenin used the tactic of sexual smear _by
referring to the fact that Kollontai's liaison with
Shliapnikov had been replaced by an unregistered
marriage with Dybenko, implying that Kollontai was
promiscuous. At least one Bolshevik, Angelica
Balabanoff, noted this insult and deplored it, recording
that Kollontai behaved with dignified calm.
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