
















































































































































































































































































I r i I Oil n o s been s o l d and a l l has been d a n • 

cheeks, nose and chin of her dozing six-week-old. 

"We're waiting for Daddy, little blossom, aren't we?" she said, addressing her 
infant even while more clearly directing herself to Freydi. "And when he comes, 
we'll go inside and Daddy will bathe baby Cassie while Mummy -will make dinner 
and..." 

Behind her, up and do-wn the driveway, Willy Wishmore, all of seven and with 
hair cut in a fringe around his brow and above his ears, was mastering his bicycle, 
this time -without his father; Salvatore Bonnaci, taking a break from his books, was 
just then disappearing through the far entrance with the family's washing taken 
from the hoist; while, tuming the comer, gazeUe-like Jamilla Forrester from across 
the hallway was also just then coming home, carrying her school-bag in one hand 
and violin case in the other. 

Bending forward to gain full view of the newbom child, Freydi said, "A blessing 
on her little kepele" in a hea-vy English that not even forty years of Australian climate 
had yet triumphed in wearing soft. 

The newly-maternal Tracy Robinson gave a faint but distinct giggle of pleasure. 
Maintaining her posirion, Freydi lightly stroked the blankets about the child's 

pixie chin. She swayed, like a dandelion touched by a grasshopper's breath. 
"Yeshaia," she went on, but in a dialogue that owed nothing to sound but all to 

an inner hearer, "it is not the young who are moving away, but us, like the bottles, 
us, one by one, and we cannot expect, not you your David, and not me my Julia, to 
carry our past, our history, our baggage when we are gone. They carry enough 
already, like everybody, from the minute they begin to breathe. And what can we 
do, Yeshaia?" 

She smiled at the fledgeling mother, wanting, wanting so much to touch her too. 
"One thing, Yeshaia," she rehearsed what she would later find opening to say. 

"One. To believe, to tmst that maybe — maybe this time — -with each new kepele 
that is bom, the world it is given another chance like, in the very beginning, to be 
good, and safe, and a paradise for people again." 

Jamilla Forrester had just then dra-wn alongside her and, -with a demure "Good 
evening" accompanying a bowing of her head, turned up the path. 

Freydi Glezer, reaching out a hand, called after her. 
'JamiUalle! One question! You have the examination soon?" she said. 
At fifteen, silken in her every movement and self-possessed, she was a young 

woman already in every way. In response, she smiled so givingly as to bring deep 
dimples dancing alongside her Ups. 

"D-Day is Monday," she replied perkily. "I hope you can put up with my 
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practising till then." 
"Psha!" said Freydi. "Mit a gift like yours, everybody they should hear you, the 

whole world, because... because it is your world, and it will be this little baby's 
world, and the world it needs your music, music that it comes from here" — she 
rapped her breast — "like it never come before." 

Raising her violin-holding hand in a light farewelling gesture, Jamilla turned 
into her entrance, young Willy on his bicycle riding up the driveway past her just 
then. 

"Thank you," she said, "I -will remember that." 
She disappeared from view. A door opened, closed, and Jamilla was inside. At 

the same time, Tracy rose from her fence seat and turned her baby towards the street 
as a car was drawing alongside the kerb. 

"Look, Cassie, here's Daddy. Aren't you glad? I know he is," she ^aid, animated 
to a breezy sprightUness which had her take one quick step, a second, a third 
towards the car where she nestled in the arc of her husband Steven's enfolding arm. 
Freydi, standing at the head of the driveway, watched, nodded, said, "A blessing on 
all your heads, on every one," and turned towards her flat, following the way Jamilla 
had taken. 

Before her, fringe-haired short-pantsed Willy, clearly happy with the success he 
was having with his bicycle; was just pedalling back as she approached her entrance. 

From some time-sequestered crypt, there arose a memory of a school-girl, 
herself riding a bicycle alongside the Vistula. Approaching from the opposite 
direction was a tall, broad-shouldered, long-bearded, jovial man, a much-venerated 
family friend who was always talked of as Uncle Beinish. As they drew near, he 
smiled — like the moon, she remembered having thought at the time — and raised 
a hand that was as smooth and white, in fact, as the moon itself. "Freydele sheins ," 
he said. "How you ride! If your bicycle was a chariot -with -wings... Ach , how then 
might you fly, fly to Paradise itself, where the sun is always shining, the flowers are 
always in flower, and every song is happy and meant specially for you and for all the 
children of the world." Tickling her then under her chin, he had made her laugh, 
and she had laughed again when he pressed a coin into her palm, saying, "Here, 
mein sheinheit, wings I can't give you, but an ice-cream, a chocolate, a little bit of 
sunshine down here — here, take this." 

She had never seen Uncle Beinish again. She only knew that, in pursuing his 
own paradise on earth, he believed it lay to the east and so had smuggled across the 
Russian border, with no message, letter or news of him ever coming back. 

Pulling her string-bag higher along her arm, Freydi opened her purse and 
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beckoned Willy to come near. 

Wflly's eyes beneath his fringe -widened as he fastened his attention on the 
industry of her hands and set down his bicycle. 

"You ride well," she said, "and one day, maybe, you will fly. And fly you should 
fly mit wings they are your o-wn.." 

She passed her fingers through his falling hair and looked into his expectant 
face, taken by surprise by a crop of freckles across his nose she had never seen there 
before. 

"All chfldren they should fly," she said. "While for me, for us, what was, was." 
She held out a dollar coin to Willy. 
"But for now," she added, "take this. For an ice-cream, maybe, or some lollies. 

Or maybe hold it so you can catch in it always the light of the sun." 
Freydi then turned towards the staircase, in one hand her laden bag, the other 

pressed against her chest. 
Whatever be the consequences as she ascended the steps, heightened purpose 

now drove her. With Yeshaia coming soon, she stfll had dinner to prepare and a 
table to set. Other Fridays, those preparations were as ritual as the meal itself with 
the ritualised talk that saw it through from first spoon to last. 

But today she looked forward, grew impatient for his arrival. Even now — she 
pictured him those blocks away — he was himself preparing to leave, washing, 
shaving, smoothing down the few hairs left on his transparent scalp, the life-tossed 
man who had once borne up like steel under the rock of quarries going through the 
last touches in getting ready to come, as he did every Friday, to succour and find 
succour before the last two diminished to one, before one became none, but — how 
bright the image even in the late-day dimness of her landing — but not without the 
possibiUty that each new birth and blossoming talent might open out to a newly 
auspicious human dawn, might be endowed -with immaculately pristine, free and 
untrammelled wings, and be given to ascend, find accomplishment, and abiding 
gladness, in ever-sunlit flight, untouched till all had been duly said and all had been 
duly done. 

"Come, Yeshaia," Freydi murmured as she unlocked her door, "1 have so much, 
so much tonight to say to you." 
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REVIEWS 

Abraham H. Biderman, The World of 

My Past. Random, 1995. $24.95, pp. 

364. Mark Verstandig, I Rest iVly 

Case. Melboume; Saga Press (tel 03 

98190473), 1995. $19.00, pp. 290. 

Leo Cooper, Stakhonovites — and 

Others: The story of a worker in the 

Soviet Union 1939-1946. Hudson 

(Hawthorn), 1994. $16.95, pp. 170. 

It is now half a century since the 

Holocaust. It has taken that long for 

survivors and -witnesses to be able to 

tell their o-wn stories. In Australia 

alone there has been a sudden 

burgeoning of memoirs by authors 

who have spent most of the post-War 

years as residents of this country. A 

parallel blossoming is evident 

elsewhere in the world, particularly in 

England and America, suggesting that 

there can be -writing after the 

Holocaust but that sufficient time has 

had to elapse before such writing has 

been possible. In the meantime, some 

fifty years later, the publishing world 

seems to have lost interest in the 

subject or thinks the public has, or 

else believes there are already too 

many books on this subject to warrant 

further publication. In any case, 

several of the books re-viewed below 

were initially privately published; as 

for Biderman's memoir, it was only 

taken up by Random after it was 

awarded the 1996 Banjo prize for non-

fiction. 

A book like Abraham Biderman's 

suggests that it is all too possible to 

over-theorise or over-academicise the 

Holocaust, and that beneath the 

German stratagem of efficiency and 

rationalism and so on, which a 

commentator like Zygmunt Bauman 

wishes especially to emphasise (See 

Bauman's Modernity and the Holocaust, 

(Polity, 1989)), the personal 

experience of the Holocaust was for 

many people one of unspeakable 

brutality and stark irrationality. It is 

understandable that someone like 

Bauman might wish to spare the 

German nation the dubious prestige of 

ha-ving attained to unique standards 

for human barbarism in World War 

Two by arguing that, in the right 

circumstances, all humans would be 

equally liable, that regardless of 

nationality we are all equally wired for 

perpetrating acts of inexpressible 

bastardry, and that Germany and 

Germans have no special monopoly 

on barbarism. However, I suggest it is 

the voice of a witness like the non-

academic Biderman which needs to be 

carefully listened to for its valuable 

empirical input. 

Abraham Biderman's The World of 
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My Past is the dark memoir of a man 

whose writing suggests that any over-

theorised account of the Holocaust is 

likely to leave something out. The list 

of brutalities perpetrated is as 

important to our memory as the more 

speculative search for reasons and 

understanding. It is not that Biderman 

advocates an outpouring of personal 

bittemess and vindictiveness; far from 

it since his memoir is remarkably 

philosophical and restrained. At one 

level it is a story of personal bravery 

and fear, of kindness and bmtality, of 

generosity and of do-wnright evil, 

though more of the latter than the 

former in each case. At another level 

Biderman possesses an understanding 

of the many diverse factors — 

religious, historical, social, racial, 

human, etc — which were implicated 

in the program of Nazi genocide. 

There is httle outright condemnation 

of particular God-forsaken 

individuals, Uke for instance a certain 

Mordechai Chaim Rumkowski who 

was head of the Jewish police in the 

Lodz ghetto, but rather an 

understanding that individual Jews 

facing annihilation were forced to 

make bitter choices for themselves and 

their famiUes and that in the case of 

Rumkowski, he made "a fatal, and 

unforgivable mistake" in accepting 

survival on Nazi terms. A man like 

Rumkowski is shown to be weak, an 

opportunist, but nothing like the 

savage German camp organisers and 

overseers in Auschwitz who, far from 

being sickened by inflicting human 

agony (which is part of Bauman's 

thesis), clearly revelled in the 

opportunity for outrage. However, 

Biderman also criticises himself as a 

young man in the ghetto, his owm 

crude moral unawareness which he 

contrasts with his father's 

understanding that life offered on 

terms which went against one's own 

principles was not worth living. 

And as a prisoner in a string of 

concentration camps subsequent to 

the Lodz ghetto, the author does 

nothing to gloss over his o-wn fear and 

cowardice which makes him no better 

than the rest. It is partly the author's 

self-effacement together with his calm 

retrospective search for understanding 

in this account that makes for this 

sense of -wisdom; for although the 

young Biderman played a crucial part 

in assisting his parents to survive up 

until Auschwitz, there is not the 

slightest hint in his book of self-

congratulation, of any demonstration 

which reflects on the author's o-wn real 

quick--wittedness, his intelligence, his 

own capacity to cope or survive. 

Instead he repeatedly points to 

chance, and to his father's unflinching 
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probity, the older man's refusal to 

compromise in matters of moral and 

ethical importance, and also to his 

mother's entreaty to her son to always 

remember. Abraham Biderman, now 

in his late middle-age and writing as a 

survivor in Australia, is bemused to 

recognise that his father was, at the 

time he entered the ovens of 

Auschwitz with his mother, a man 

merely in his forties, a far younger 

man than the author is now himself 

and yet a man of moral impeccability. 

In other words, this is a book which is 

as much about human values of 

honesty and tmth as it is about 

apporrioning political blame. 

Biderman does not doubt that the 

Germans (and not just the Nazis) have 

a lot to answer for, and it is interesting 

to compare his conclusions with 

Daniel Goldhagen's claims in Hitler's 

Willing Executioners: Ordinary Germans 

and the Holocaust (Little, Brown and 

Co., 1996). Biderman rejects the 

usual excuse that no-one knew what 

was happening since, time and again, 

he provides instances m which 

German workers, bus and train 

drivers, etc., came into direct contact 

with the inmates of the camps but 

obviously preferred just not to think. 

And not only Germans but 

Christianity itself is called into 

quesrion — not just the reluctance of 

the Church to get involved but 

Biderman argues that anti-Jewish 

sentiment was a staple of the Sunday 

Chrisrian sermon throughout the 

European world, and that Easter in 

particular was always a favoured time 

for Christian Jew-hunting. The 

Christian Church more than anything 

else, Biderman claims, kept 

antisemitism alive in Europe over the 

centuries. Some of the documents 

contained in Biderman's book can still 

make one's hair curl. For instance, so 

felt Catholic Archbishop Kameltko of 

Slovakia in 1942 (sic) when he was 

asked to try to intercede against the 

expulsion of Jews from Slovakia to 

Poland: 

This is no mere expulsion. 
There, you -will not die of hunger 
and pestilence; there, they will 
slaughter you all, old and young, 
women and children, in one day. 
This is your punishment for the 
death of our Redeemer. There is 
only one hope for you: to convert 
to our religion. 

This example of Christian 

humanism Biderman adduces from a 

variety of documents, the same 

humanism audible to the prisoners in 

the hymns and carols sung by the 

whole Nazi fratemity in the death 

camps on Christian holidays. But not 

just the Germans either. Biderman 

includes copies of documents that 
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were forwarded to Franklin S. 

Roosevelt, Winston Churchill, 

Anthony Eden regarding the 

wholesale slaughter of men, women 

and children, documents that were 

ignored. Roosevelt, for instance, felt 

that a request to allow twenty 

thousand Je-wish children who were 

certain to die to enter the USA from 

Europe at the height of the savagery 

did not even warrant a reply. 

What is required of the Christian 

Church in the 1990s, Biderman says, 

is that it must face up to its historical 

complicity and negligence in these 

matters, and that it at last be prepared 

to come clean about its own apathy 

and wrong-headedness with an 

unconditional public admission and 

apology. Not the kind of half-hearted, 

semi-jocular apology that T.S. Eliot, 

Ezra Pound, and others used to excuse 

their own antisemitism (a matter 

incisively discussed by Anthony Julius 

in T.S. Eliot, Anti-Semitism, and Literary 

Form (Cambridge University Press, 

1995)), but a sober recognition of 

what Chrisrian doctrine, couched in 

aggressively anti-Judaic formations 

over the centuries, inevitably helped 

lead to in the twentieth. Only in such 

circumstances, Biderman suggests, 

might there exist a real opportunity for 

antisemitism in the world to be finally 

laid to rest — a sentiment, it should be 

noted, applauded by the Reverend 

Professor Robert A. Anderson in his 

sensitive Foreword to Biderman's 

book. 

Mark Verstandig too had to 

publish his Holocaust memoir I Rest 

My Case privately, "another non-

triumph for Australian mainstream 

publishing", as Max Teichman 

recently put it (Eureka Street, April, 

1996). Vestandig's prose is lucid but 

factually tough and he is unafraid of 

complex detafl. One feels it was this 

toughness of mind and emotion which 

saw him through the war as he and his 

wife evaded capture or death time and 

again by the skin of their teeth. His 

story reflects the author's mental 

acuity and sharp judgment, his 

remarkable power of memory for 

recalling the minutest detail. If there 

is a fault here, it is that we are not 

privy to an authorial introspective 

mind, even in moments in his story 

when he faces imminent death. It is 

interesting that probably because 

Mark Verstandig never suffered the 

same degree of gross indignity as 

Abraham Biderman who experienced 

the Lodz ghetto plus four 

concentration camps in succession 

including Auschwitz, his conclusions 

regarding German complicity in the 

Nazi atrocity are considerably milder 

and more cautious than Biderman's; 

Verstandig will give ordinary Germans 

the benefit of whatever doubt. 
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whereas Biderman flatly refuses to do 

so. / Rest My Case is full of interesting 

factual information apart from the 

author's private story. At times the 

account can become too factual, too 

enmeshed in a barrage of small detail 

vividly remembered across half a 

century regardless of its intrinsic 

interest for the contemporary reader, 

though the possible long-term 

historical value of this smaU detail 

must also be recognised. 

"Stakhonovite", as Leo Cooper 

explains, was the Russian word used 

to describe a good worker for the 

socialist cause, and this word was 

applied to the author during the years 

he spent in Russia as a young man 

when the Germans overran Poland. 

Leo Cooper was not so much involved 

in the war as proximate to it, and 

always in danger of his Je-wish identity 

counting against him among the 

various authorities. His parents and 

family whom he left behind in Poland 

were less fortunate than himself and 

did not survive. The importance of an 

account like Leo Cooper's, apart from 

its readerly value, is that it adds 

another voice and another witness to 

the confused and confusing versions 

of the events that occurred in Galicia 

under the Nazi regime, and the way 

that countries Uke Poland and the 

Ukraine were deeply infected by the 

rampant antisemitism which so 

characterised the place and period. 

Some of the most interesting issues m 

the book concem the author's 

comments on Russia and Russians, for 

instance the reverential attitude with 

which Stalin was held by a majority of 

Russians, which if true might throw 

light on some of Yeltsin's domestic 

difficulties remaining today. 

Leo Cooper's account of his 

Russian sojourn during the war years 

working as a fitter and turner is 

engaging and well-written, betokening 

an intelligence turned to good use 

many years later in Australia when, at 

an age when others are thinking of 

retirement, the author read for a Ph.D. 

in philosophy, fulfilling an old 

prophecy of his father. My only 

disappointment with the book is that 

the account stops as the author is 

about to re-enter Poland at the end of 

the war, and picks up again, though 

somewhat unsatisfactorily, for a brief 

finale many years later when the 

author makes a retum trip from his 

adopted Australia to retrace his own 

steps as a young man. But this was 

wholly the result of a publisher's 

insistence which reduced the book 

quite drastically to about half of its 

original size, a less than imaginative 

achievement, one feels, on this 

publisher's part. 

Ron Shapiro 
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Andrew Reimer, The Demidenko 
Debate. AUen and Unwin, 1996. 
$14.95, pp. 275. 

Andrew Reimer's book, written for the 

ordinary reader who might not know 

very much about trends in literary 

history or of recent changes of 

thinking -within the universities, ought 

to be the last word on the Demidenko 

affair. It is the work of an established 

academic whose habit of mind is to 

use caution when approaching a topic 

as thomy as this one. The book's 

intentions are admirable: a cautious 

weighing up of the evidence, a 

balancing of the claims and counter­

claims for and against The Hand that 

Signed the Paper, an attempt to apply 

the fmits of Reimer's lifetime of 

thoughtful deliberation on the subject 

of literature to the recent public 

brawling and to the difficult question 

of artistic freedom and responsibility. 

1 say the book ought to be the last 

word on the Demidenko debate, given 

its aura of calm reasonableness, its 

preparedness to consider all sides, to 

look into every possible nook and 

cranny, at great, perhaps even 

excessive, length. Yet for aU of this, 

which certainly deserves credit, I do 

not find Reimer's Ubertarianism 

entirely sarisfactory. On some major 

points I am sure he is right: this is in 

essence a reiteration of the ancient 

argument between Plato and Aristode; 

it is necessary to consider a whole 

range of complex variables when 

talking about 'Uterature' as something 

distinct from 'discourse'; and it is 

necessary to make sure one is not 

mistaking one's target when picking 

on a single book or author, and so on. 

Yet despite Reimer's reasonable 

and his professional critical acumen, it 

seems to me that he misses something 

important in his close reading of the 

Demidenko novel. The major force of 

his argument is predicated on his 

understanding of the novel as 

reflecting its author's sincere, if 

confused, struggle to come to terms 

with her owm mixed emotions. The 

method of her novel, he explains, 

depends on a postmodernist sort of 

ironic scepticism such that it is up to 

the reader to understand what the 

contemporary author no longer needs 

to make explicit, though towards the 

end of his book where he focuses on 

the author in her own person, Reimer 

admits that this is an author whose 

strange shenanigans might require 

psychiatric explanation. The question 

which arises from all of this is 

whether, in fact, the narrator(s?) in 

The Hand that Signed the Paper are 

really as ironically detached as 

Reimer's explication allows. 
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If Reimer is right in his insistence 

on the narrator's detachment, her 

refusal to take sides, or even to get 

particularly involved — the traits 

belonging to the postmodern mode — 

then his -view of the novel as 

representing "a troubled attempt to 

deal -with complex, often divided 

sympathies and also to acknowledge 

the ambiguity of human actions", etc, 

must automatically follow. 

Interestingly however, 1 detect a 

moment of hesitation later on in 

Reimer's account which I suspect is 

more than just his magnanimity 

(which is what it appears to be): 

"Helen Darville, her novel and the 

deceptions she practiced may well 

represent the malaise of contemporary 

youth, the lack of moral sensiti-vity her 

critics detected in her, and even 

perhaps a morbid fascination with 

violence unrelieved by pity or 

compassion." (my italics) For if it is 

tme that there exists a morbid 

fascination -with violence in this novel, 

then the greater part of Reimer's 

argument that hers is a technique 

predicated on ironic scepticism 

immediately falls apart. And I find it 

odd that this is an aspect of the novel 

— one might even see it as the novel's 

subtext — which his book fails to 

address. 

I suspect that it is Reimer's very 

reasonableness that does not allow 

him to see what is occurring, as it 

were, below the surface of the novel, 

something that is the very opposite of 

reasonableness, and a far cry from the 

sort of authorial and narratorial 

detachment of which he so strongly 

approves. The trouble is that it is 

quite a lot harder to demonstrate the 

existence of "morbid fascination" than 

it is to speak about scepticism and 

authorial detachment (though 

Anthony Julius in his recent T.S. Eliot, 

Anti-Semitism and Literary Form 

(Cambridge University Press, 1995) is 

prepared to argue that where a -writer 

leaves open the possibility of an 

antisemitic reading, and where this is 

done -wittingly by the writer and in full 

knowledge of likely consequences, the 

writer should be obUged to wear 

whatever charge of antisemitism 

might result). Because of space and 

difficulty I do not propose attempting 

to justify the charge of "morbid 

fascination" here; in fact, others have 

mentioned it already in passing, 

pointing to the disturbing narratorial 

zest in the various descriptions of 

military uniforms and paraphernalia 

throughout the story; or else in the 

much quoted smoking chimneys of a 

death camp which is made to serve as 

a picturesque backdrop to an episode 

of dalliance between two of the novel's 
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protagonists; or else more generally in 
the multiple descriptions of human 
bmtality. 

For me, and I suspect for many 

other readers who are not as fair-

minded as Andrew Reimer, there is far 

more to this imagery than ironic 

scepticism. In recent literary theory, 

the revolutionary concept of 'de-

familiarisation' has taken the place in 

academic circles of the moral and 

ethical in art, encouraging virtually 

any kind oi frisson in the interests of 

artistic effect. And what could be 

more defamiliarising and artistically 

effective than the scene of romantic 

dalliance against a background of 

smoking chimneys symbolising Jewish 

genocide? 

In other words, 1 suspect that 

artistic representation is always likely 

to outreach whatever can be 

reasonably said about it, which is why 

art is art and not criticism or theory. 

Andrew Reimer's reasonableness is 

able to demonstrate many of the 

complexities in the Demidenko novel 

which are amenable to reason. But 

other things are not. Part of the 

process of reading involves, as 

someone once admirably put it, 

reading with the (male? female?) 

genitals as much as with the brain. 

Reading the Demidenko novel with 

the genitals, I suggest, produces an 

altemative complexion to the novel 

that is less benign than Reimer's. 

Beneath the surface of rational ironic 

scepticism many readers have seen a 

quite different level of bestiality and 

blood-lust and militarism which, in a 

profoundly perverse way, is sexually 

exciting, certainly 'fascinating'. This 

was Adorno's objection to any 

aestheticisation of the Holocaust even 

in commemorative art weU-

intentioned toward the Jews; "The so-

cafled artistic representation of naked 

bodily pain ... of victims felled by rifle 

butts, contains, however remote, the 

potentiality of wringing pleasure from 

it." How much more probable in 'art' 

not so clearly disposed? Personally, I 

suspect this to be the real subtext of 

The Hand that Signed the Paper beneath 

the surface disguise of 'acceptable' 

postmodern modishness. 

What 1 find quite unacceptable in 

Reimer's book are his accusations of 

totalitarianism directed against those 

who opposed The Hand. Reimer shifts 

ground more than he probably 

realises. Those pages containing this 

strong accusation in the first half of the 

book are quite different in tone from 

the more circumspect attempt to come 

to terms with the whole disturbing 

phenomenon in the second half. In 

the circular logic of 'free speech' the 

man who accuses another of 
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totalitarianism is Hkely to be 

committing precisely the same crime. 

The lesson to be learnt from Reimer's 

well-intentioned book is that there are 

real limits to the rationalisation of 

literary works, particularly those like 

The Hand which seem inherently to 

resist rationalisation. And that many 

of those who objected so strenuously 

to Demidenko-Darville's infamous, 

though arguably talented, book might 

well lack Andrew Reimer's owoi suave 

analytical skills and yet see what he 

failed to see. 

In any case, and regardless of the 

niceties of literary textual analysis, 

there are certain danger areas in 

human history and experience where 

fools msh in, and the Holocaust is one 

of them. From all accounts Helen D. 

knew exactly what she was doing and 

the kind of savaging she could expect 

from publishing this book and I 

believe, as a consequence, she 

deserved what she got. Personally, 1 

cannot go along with Andrew Reimer's 

conviction that art and artists must be 

placed so far ahead of life, that we all 

must suffer our Helen Demidenkos 

without a peep; this to me seems a 

hopelessly Romantic or idealistic 

notion of ART and fortunately one 

which will never stick with those of us 

Reimer regards as the philistines. 

Ron Shapiro 
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YOSL BERGNER was bom in Vienna in 1920, migrated to Australia in 1937, 
then to Israel (where he now lives) in 1950. His social realist paintings of the 
post-war period are in major art collections in Australia and overseas. He is the 
son of Melech Ravitch, the famous Yiddish poet who envisaged a Jewish state in 
the Kimberleys. MURIEL BERMAN is currently researching her family history. 
An earlier version of this work on the Je-wish community in colonial Coolgardie was 
presented to the Australian Jewish Historical Society in Perth. LILY BRETT is an 
Australian Jewish -writer who now lives in New York. She has published poetry 
collections, short fiction and novels. ROBERTA BUFFI ia a PhD student at UWA. 
DAVID CARTER teaches literature and cultural studies at Griffith University. He 
is writing a biography of Judah Waten and has recently edited a Waten collection 
for UQP's Australian Authors Series (forthcoming 1997). BERNARD COHEN is 
the author of Tourism (Picador). He is currently resident at the Literature Board's 
Nancy Kessing Studio, Paris, where he is writing a novel related to postwar Jewish 
immigration to AustraUa. ALAN COLLINS' first book was Troubles (1983), a 
collection of short stories. His first novel. The Boys from Bondi (1987), was the first 
work in a trilogy. The others are Going Home and foshua. All his -writing has a strong 
Jewish theme. Collins lives in Melbourne. EVA COLLINS is a freelance -writer and 
poet who emigrated from Poland in 1958. She likes to capture fleeting moments 
on film and paper and lives in Melboume. SARA DOWSE is a well kno-wn 
Australian writer of fiction and essays. Her most recent works are Sapphires (1994) 
and Digging (1996). GEORGE DREYFUS is a composer. He was bom in 
Wuppertal in 1928 and escaped Nazi Germany in 1939 to settle in Melbourne. 
Dreyfus has composed music for film and television, four operas, two symphonies, 
much chamber music and music for children to perform. In 1992 he was awarded 
an Order of Australia for services to composition. RON ELISHA is a general 
practitioner in Melboume who is also a features writer, a screenwriter and a 
children's story writer. JAN EPSTEIN reviews and writes on film. She is currently 
preparing the entry 'Jewish Representation in Austrahan Films' for The Oxford 
Companion to Australian Film. ANDREA GOLDSMITH is a Melbourne-bom Jew 
and a fifih-generation Australian through three of her grandparents. She has 
published three novels: Gracious Living (1989), Modern Interiors (1991) and Facing 
the Music (1994). Her fourth novel, Tmth, will appear in 1997. SHIRLEY 
HARRISON has won prizes for her short stories and poems, a number of which 
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have been published. NORA KROUK was bom in China of a Je-wish mother and 
Polish father. She arrived at her Je-wish identity to share the grief of survivors. She 
is -widely published. SERGE LIBERAAAN was bom in Russia in 1942 and came 
to Melboume in 1951, where he works as a medical practitioner. He has written 
four collections of stories; won the Alan Marshall Award for fiction on three 
occasions and the New South Wales Premier's Literary Award for Ethnic Writing. He 
is the compfler of A Bibliography of Australian fudaica, and is currently Editor of the 
Melbourne Chronicle, literary editor of the Australian fewish News, and on the 
Editorial committees of the Australian Jewish Historical Society foumal and of Gesher; 
the foumal of Christians and fews. YVE LOUIS has worked as a script and copy 
-writer, a short story writer and children's playwright. Her poetry appears regularly 
in Australian literary magazines. MORRIS LURIE'S next work. Welcome to 
Tangier, 20 linked stories, -will be from Penguin, January 1997. VICTOR a n d 
ANDREW MAJZNER are Melbourne based Je-wish artists whose work is 
strongly influenced by both their Je-wish and Australian identies. MAL 
MORGAN'S fifth collection of poetry Throwaway Moon/New & Selected Poems was 
published by Hyland House in 1995. He convened the La Mama Poetica poetry 
readings in Carlton, Victoria from 1985-1991, and directed the Montsalvat National 
Poetry festivals in Eltham, Victoria from 1991-1993. PHYLLIS PERLSTONE is a 
Sydney bom poet. The excerpt appearing here is from a larger work that is being 
prepared for publication. DOROTHY PORTER has pubUshed several books of 
poetry, including two verse novels. Her most recent collection is Crete (1996) which 
was short-listed for the 1996 WBC Awards. RAPHAEL RISH taught engineering 
in the University of Tasmania; has had work published in Togatus, Ribald and The 
joumal of Solids and Structures, and has retired to Perth. RON SHAPIRO teaches 
in the English Department, UWA. ALEX SKOVRON was bom in Poland, settled 
briefly in Israel, and migrated to Australia in 1958. His two collections to date are 
The Rearrangement (1988) and Sleeve Notes (1992); a third book. Infinite City, is 
forthcoming. JANE TRIGG is an English teacher in Busselton, W.A. and her 
family's blank Czech. VIVIENNE ULAAAN lives in Melbourne. Several of her 
stories have appeared in the Artemis Crime Series. TERRI-ANN WHITE writes 
fiction and currently teaches writing in the Department of English, UWA. This story 
serves as an introduction to her second book. ARNOLD ZABLE'S book Jewels 
and Ashes, (1991) received five Australian literary awards and is now in its fourth 
Australian print mn. He is the author of numerous articles, essays and short stories, 
and has worked as a freelance writer, editor, and translator. SANDRA 
GOLDBLOOM ZURBO is a Melbourne writer. 
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