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Dear relatives and friends, welcome,

and thank you all for honouring this occasion with your presence. 

I think that I can almost honestly say that, for one who is not by nature a public speaker, it’s been easier compiling this Bibliography than preparing this talk over the past two weeks or more.


For what a quandary it’s been! How does one contract a work of 840 pages that’s taken 30 years as a labour of love down to a few pages delivered in a mere smidgin of time?

Please have mercy on me!
Naturally, the launch of this Bibliography is a great event for me and a day that – such is my hope – also augurs long-term good for both the Jewish and the host community at large, because driving this work has been precisely the hope that in both communities, it will serve as a first port of call and guide for any person anywhere interested in any aspect of Jewish life in these Australian and New Zealand antipodes and as a spur to anyone who might wish to fill gaps in the field that have not yet been sufficiently explored.

But to go back to beginnings.

Many have asked: “How did the project begin? What made you undertake it in the first place?”

Well, the answer is: a letter – a letter dated 21st February 1980 sent to me by the late Nancy Keesing in Sydney which cites a certain M. Pierre Hayat de Paris who wrote:

“I am doing research in Jewish poetry in the world and I’d like to know the names of Jewish poets of Australia and of New Zealand (contemporary or not) and the titles and the publishers of their books.”

Whereupon Nancy Keesing followed this with a comment of her own, this time addressed directly to me:

“The correspondence has made me think a bit more widely about this kind of request. I get similar enquiries several times a year… you probably do also. Do you think it would be helpful if we (and other appropriate people) made a list of Jewish writers of all kinds that could be lodged with the Israeli consulate, newspapers, libraries, communal organisations, etc, etc.?”

Nancy thought that M. Hayat may have wanted Yiddish poets as well, and, because she knew no Yiddish herself, she passed his request on to me. 

But note that comment: “Do you think that it would be helpful if we made a list of, etc…”

Three guesses who was the bunny who took it on!

After six years, in 1986, out came the first edition of the Bibliography; five years later, in 1991, the second, and, a full twenty years on, this updated, much expanded and this time much-annotated third edition – in short, 31years having passed since that original, innocent “Do you think it would be helpful if…

But some may still be asking: “Having completed the original list that was all that Nancy had suggested, why did you not draw a line at this point instead of pursuing a second edition, and then, with little in it for yourself, a third? After all, weren’t your fifty hours per week of medical work sufficient? Or your own story-writing? Or your other assorted journal editing labours and committee involvements?”

To answer this, we need to return to my high-school adolescence in the late 1950s and 1960s and to Hall’s Secondhand Bookstore in Chapel Street opposite the Prahran Town Hall where I would invariably find bargains on its shelves or in its numerous drawers.

I loved the place, its smell of books, its dust and tall lean so quietly-spoken Mr Bradstreet serving frombehind his table.

And yet, how sad, too, the place made me! Particularly those shelves crammed from floor to ceiling with books by the thousands. For, how much creative excitement, imagination, inventiveness, planning, concentration and sheer effort of writing did their one-time authors invest, sometimes one year, two years, three years or even more into every book?

And, reflecting on these, I was often led to ask: what for? For what? (Q?) Only to have them end up in a graveyard of sorts, written and read at a time now long past, many of the books by now forgotten, or no longer known about or sought out, with all of their authors’ one-time aspirations and labours swallowed up perhaps forever into the all-ravaging oblivion of time? Was this indeed to be the destiny of their creations?

It was thinking of this kind that impelled me, after the initial bibliography, to keep on gathering titles with a view to salvage our writers, historians and subjects from that oblivion:
For example,
- the now little-known - if known at all - novels, poetry, plays, burlesques and pantomimes of the 19th, 20th and now of the 21st century, with some of the older ones perhaps worth a public re-visit in the original style today;

- and the musical works of our composers, even today too little performed, and materials on our painters and sculptors to keep their works on record or on display, to be seen, admired, further written about and be spared the curse of attrition and neglect that pushes so much aside upon the emergence of new talents, new flavours of the month, new schools of art, tastes and enthusiasms come upon the scene;

- that similar mission of preservation being turned to all others in the cast of thousands who people this compendium, and the periods and places in which they lived, the events they lived through, the organisations that bound them and much more from the historical to the contemporary, however high-ranking, however humble:

For example:

·  Sir Isaac Isaacs and Zionism – or, in his case, anti-Zionism;
·  the Dunera internees and the detention centres at Hay and Tatura;

· the notorious Dan Kelly who was just about to shoot a Jewish travelling salesman in the Euroa area, the man saved just in time by the even more notorious Ned who recognised him from a previous encounter;

· Sir Julius Vogel, writer and first Jewish Premier of New Zealand in the 1870s, 

· disputes in plenty between rabbis and their synagogue boards;

· Pope John XXIII, the Second Vatican Council of 1962, the Nostra Aetate of 1965 and Jewish-Christian relations in Australia thereafter;

· the English poet George Byron and his Hebrew Melodies;

· our very own bushranger “Jewboy” Edward Davis and his gang and, today, on the other side of the Murray, Sydney’s Abraham Saffron, master of pubs and nightclubs, gambling and alcohol, crime, political bribery and blackmail and tax evasion;

· actress Sarah Bernhardt in Australia in 1891 and how her audience “perpendicularised” in a standing ovation – I just love that word, perpendicularised;

· Newman Spielvogel, father of C-19th Ballarat teacher and writer Nathan Spielvogel, who, on despatching news of Australia to the first Hebrew newspaper in Prussia, Berlin and Cracow would sign his reports “from Newman Friedel Spielvogel, Ballarat correspondent to Ha-Magid”;

· Caroline Chisholm and her assistance towards the immigration of Jewish women; 

· and our own Gad Ben-Meir, unique in the community, among other reasons, as the author of three collections of classical Arabic poetry in the Egyptian dialect;

These are but a baker’s dozen snippets which especially please me. On perusing the Bibliography, others among you may well choose otherwise. But not the selection is of importance here – far more so is the multi-faceted holistic story of Australian Jewry and of the Australia that emerges from the collage of the myriad separate lives sketched here and the communities in which they lived, the activities in which they engaged, the institutions they created and cultures they evolved, the ideologies that divided them, the positions of leadership they reached, the visions that informed their art and the contributions they have made to the nation at large. 

Which brings me just one step from the theme stated in the invitations, “Australasian Jewry in the eyes of a bibliographer”,

delaying it briefly to repay a number of debts to those who have had a much-appreciated input into this book, debts which are seldom so happily repaid:

First to the late Nancy Keesing who first suggested the idea, to the late Joy Young, a one-time librarian at Sydney University who performed such sterling work in editing the Bibliography’s first edition, to Emeritus Professor Alan Crown of Sydney who passed away just under a year ago and the Mandelbaum Trust under whose auspices the original edition appeared, tributes which are recorded in the book.

  Next, to Hybrid Publishers Louis Devries and Anna Rosner Blay who have been a delight to work with to achieve a book of this quality, and to Anna again in her own right as its editor for her meticulous hawk’s-eye care through several proofings to ensure that not a comma, a hyphen or a quotation mark was out of place;

to John Simkin, its indexer, who, too, did far more than merely match author or subject with page (which has always been my naïve view of how an indexer worked) but who, with exemplary dedication, meticulous care and erudition of his own, conducted his own research and offered suggestions about details where they may have seemed erroneous;

to the Pratt Foundation, through its Chief Executive Officer Sam Lipski, acting in turn through the Monash University’s Centre for Jewish Civilisation, for the grant which enabled the Bibliography’s publication; [Jeanne Pratt, if she is here]

to the staff of Makor Library – Leonie Fleiszig, Mary Lavi and Ruth Leonards – for procuring for me, Sunday after Sunday, the titles that I sought in order to proceed with the work;

to Rabbi John Levi for so graciously and keenly accepting my invitation to grace this work with its fine Foreword;

to Professor John Arnold of Monash University, himself the co-compiler of the massive multi-volume Bibliography of Australian Literature, for just as readily accepting my invitation to launch this Bibiography;

to Professor Richard Freadman of LaTrobe University, for his comparably enthusiastic acceptance to be Master of Ceremonies on this occasion, thereby completing this perfect and illustrious trifecta; and,

only because, in any juggling of names, someone must always be last, but in no way least, to my wife Anna, for proof-reading the original manuscript and for permitting me without the least jealousy to spend very many hours sequestered in my study engaged in my entanglements of love with this very particular unrelenting mistress.

And now, without further fanfare: “Australasian Jewry in the eyes of the bibliographer”.

The first point to make is that, if this bibliography dates back to the nation’s very year of colonisation in 1788, it has every justification for doing so.

For, already with Captain Arthur Phillip’s First Fleet, there were at least eight – other sources refer to fourteen - Jews among its convict passengers.

Among the best-known of these was, of course, Esther Abrahams, the sixteen-year-old girl deported from England to Botany Bay for stealing lace, who was later to marry the colony’s Lieutenant-Governor George Johnston,

while another was John Harris, deported for stealing eight silver table spoons, who, after obtaining his ticket-of-leave, became the first policeman of the New South Wales colony and, through his daughter Elizabeth, the grandfather of a particularly respectable John George Lang who became a barrister, newspaper editor and, according to Nancy Keesing, the first Australian-born writer of fiction and first locally published novelist.

Other convict names then appear, such as the brothers Israel and Noel Chapman, also deported for larceny, who also became keepers of the law, Israel Chapman becoming Australia’s first detective and Noel Chapman a constable, and what’s more, with Israel Chapman having possibly been the model for Detective George Flower in John George Lang’s The Forger’s Wife.

while who has not yet heard of the rather wily “notorious” Isaac or Ikey Solomons, alleged “swindler, forger, fence and brothel-keeper” supposed by both Judith O’Donnell and Bryce Courtenay to have been the model for Fagan in Charles Dickens’ Oliver Twist, a colourful figure indeed who, through arrests, escapes, rearrests, retrial in England and renewed deportation to Van Diemen’s Land, gave the authorities a merry chase, being finally tamed sufficiently to settle as a tobacconist in Hobart Town and take to attending its synagogue?

After whom came enterprising free settlers who did well, very very well under the Southern Cross

I should have liked at greater leisure to share with you assorted miniature vignettes, but time is a whip, and I ask you to imagine a town or city anywhere and the people who live there, work there, bank there, trade there, write, paint, compose and perform there, serve as mayors and lord mayors, hire lawyers and are hired as lawyers, become justices, chief justices and governor generals from there, and… and… and…

I won’t go on, but is the point made?

“What is the point?” you may ask.

That, whatever has pertained to all of the nation’s citizens has pertained equally to Jews – a state become so natural to us in Australia as to have us take it for granted with scarcely a second thought.

For, *has any student who has ever studied in Australia ever experienced here the application of a numerus clausus against him or her, or *been forced to sit away from gentile classmates at school or university, *seen any sign anywhere reading Jews and dogs forbidden, *been subjected to segregation on public transport, *required to show dhimmi-type deference on passing a Christian, *heard a blood libel, or *been excluded from any institution except perhaps the elitist Melbourne Club? 

Instead, apart from the one major black mark against the nation inherent in its official immigration quota determined at the Evian Conference of 1938 limiting refugee Jews to 15,000 over three years during the WWII period, what we’ve experienced has been an otherwise openness of its ports to Jewish migration from the outset;

also social, communal, artistic, commercial and professional mobility, and opportunities for advancement,

the possession of all normal freedoms and equality before the law, even possessing the privilege and the right, whether through parliament or the courts to define and refine the nation’s laws in common with all other colleagues in comparable positions and

the attention and respect given to Jewish intellectuals at universities and the public marketplace of ideas.

How different is all this from, say, the nation’s treatment of the mid-C19th Chinese, the indentured exploited Melanesian kanakas, coloured peoples from other places until relatively recently, its own indigenous people, over whom sections of the nation at large still remain at odds, and, even now as we sit here in easy comfort, the asylum seekers seeking refuge in Australia who have become political footballs tossed about with crass insensitivity and inhumanity.

And yet!

How insecure seem so many in our community, how angst-ridden the periodic cry, “Oy, gevalt!  We are losing our children! They are turning away! Lured away by ugly values and cheap attractions! And see how many of them are marrying out! And assimilating! The way we are heading, will we have Jewish grandchildren? While just look at how many anti-Semites there are, just read their utterings on the internet, listen to their claims, even if they do pretend that their statements are not anti-Semitic but only anti-Israel or anti-Zionist! And remember, remember, always remember…” those voices cry, even the recent boycott demonstrations here in Melbourne of Max Brenner’s chocolate shop, appalling and misplaced as they were, having driven letter-writers to the press to warn: “remember Germany, remember Austria, remember Poland, that is how the Holocaust began!”

Forgive me if I have trodden on some toes here with this perhaps poor attempt at parody. I am not out to offend. And I am mindful, even as I say this, of the loutish assaults over the past two years, one outside Glick’s Balaclava bakery and a second upon Menachem Vorchheimer also in the Balaclava area, as, also, most recently, the Boycott, Divestment and Sanctions campaign against Israeli goods promoted by Greens Senator Lee Rhiannon and the reported anti-Jewish incidents throughout Australia over the past year – about 500 of them, 0.5% of the total Jewish population on this continent.

Of course, yes, there is xenophobia here and anti-Semitism and anti-Zionism in Australia, as there are also in the United States, England, Lithuania, Norway and France today, and as have always been present throughout the nation’s history: as evidenced, say, 

in certain references to Jews in the works of, say, *Marcus Clarke and *Hal Porter, the *Bulletin and its founders, *Smith’s Weekly – which was successfully sued on behalf of the Jewish community by Dr Fanny Reading in 1949 for its denigration of immigrant Jewish survivors - and the country’s own printed *Protocols of the Elders of Zion, and a *Percy Stephensen and his *jingoitic fascist Australia First Movement, and the *Nazi Party of Australia, the *Communist Party of Australia, *Eric Butler’s League of Rights and *the National Front, *3CR in the days of Bill Hartley and Joan Coxsedge, and the ructions caused by the David Irving acolyte *John Bennett with his denial of the Holocaust and, closer to home, our Melbourne’s own *Jews against Zionism and anti-Semitism.

These were all vexatious in their time; but, to retain perspective, let us ask: what did they achieve? They had their day and they raised a stir but, in the main, did they not fairly quickly fade away, lapse into silence, burrow ineffectually underground or simply disappear, their place taken by other fly-by-night irritants - all taken seriously, of course - but did they really merit the degree of reflex public and verbal overkill with which they were countered, thereby granted exposure well beyond their due?

With the Bibliography as my guide, far more impressed am I with the flip side to such adversaries at war with Jews, Israel, Zionism, and other selected targets of their misanthropy.

Whereupon, permit me to tell you of an East Melbourne Scotland-born Presbyterian minister, Reverend Adam Cairns, who not only gave but encouraged fellow Christians to give funds for Jerusalem to visiting emissaries Rabbis Jacob Levi Sapir and Hyam Zvee Sneersohn in the 1850s and 1860s, and who had already in 1854, published a book titled The Jews: their fall and restoration, the proceeds of which were directed to the Jews of Palestine caught between famine and Turkish misrule in the wake of the Crimean War, this book republished in 1881 by his son-in-law, the proceeds directed this time to a relief fund in Melbourne for Russian Jews then suffering at the height of the latest round of persecution and massacre.

There was also a George Gawler, one-time Governor of South Australia, who was active throughout his life in schemes aimed at resettling the Jews in the Holy Land; 

and pioneer, statesman and lawyer William Charles Wentworth who petitioned for funding for the advancement of Jewish education in the colonies;

and, could I but name them all, prominent clerics and academics, civil libertarians and politicians, writers and historians, the Sisters of Sion and the Councils of Christians and Jews of the 1940s and of the present day, and a Quaker, Camilla Wedgwood of the English pottery family

who variously *supported wartime and post-war Jewish immigration, *promoted Isaac Nachman Steinberg’s Kimberley Scheme, *cared for the welfare of the Hay and Tatura internees, *argued for a Jewish State in Palestine (even when resisted by eminent Jews like Sir Isaac Isaacs and Rabbis Jacob Danglow of Melbourne and Francis Lyon Cohen of Sydney), *worked for the release of Russia’s Jews and worked towards harmony in Jewish-Christian relations.

It’s not for me to say “IT can’t happen here!” but in the context of 

*Australian Jewish life from the outset with its freedoms, experience and participatory and positive engagement within its society at all levels

*the nation’s broad, very broad overall stable ethnic, ideological and cultural mix,

*the absence in Australia of any entrenched antecedent negative folklore about Jews or nationally institutionalised anti-Semitism as has for centuries been endemic in Central and Eastern Europe, Russia and Ukraine, 

*of its overall benign collective ethos of live and let live,

*to which I would add that in the sixty years since I came to Melbourne as a boy of eight, I have not once encountered a personal anti-Semitic slight, but far more of goodwill whenever some aspect of my Jewishness has arisen,

in such a context, are such dramatic excesses and overkill as I, for one, have now encountered over and over since my days in youth movements, and at Holocaust memorial services, community conferences and panels, public lectures and features in the Jewish press and letters to the editor by both communal leaders and our laity – are such “Oy, gevalts!” truly appropriate, rational or remotely warranted? Might not one’s time, mind and energies not be better employed in creative, productive enterprises that will further enhance the community than oppress it further with quasi-prophetic gloom?

To deal with one last theme: that other bogey of assimilation and disappearance that so pervasively feeds our communal angst:

I do not deny or minimise that these occur. They do! They do as they have always done, having been inevitable contingencies throughout history, and particularly wherever Jews have lived in open, modern, enlightened and cosmopolitan societies such as Australia and New Zealand decidedly are.

For, open societies – no less than hostile ones, albeit in different ways – inevitably have posed and continue to pose their own problems for minorities and particularly to any such as ours so dedicated to group survival and continuity and, quite rightly, to the preservation of its religion, culture, traditions, folklore, ceremonies and other expressions of its ways of life.  

It is scarcely a secret that the host milieu – let us say at its universities, or through the media on a welter of public issues – do open up ways of seeing and thinking that can be mind-blowing in their freshness, diversity, excitement, challenge and appeal to students who have until now been living with, what may now suddenly seem stale, narrow, overly introverted, out-dated, and weighed down by a heavy and grievous historical family baggage which, frequently reinforced, say, by their Jewish schooling, leaves them, to use a concept I heard but recently, Jewed-out. An ugly word, but very clear. Is it any wonder that there will be a distinct attraction to brighter, wider, more appealing pastures.

Then, let’s face it, young Jewish men and women will fall in love with gentiles and marry, perhaps convert, and, with their ofspring, drift away. Others may simply assimilate or convert for altogether other reasons, and, as happened to a number of Jews in the C-19th,  go a step further and become missionaries for Christianity in their own right.

Against that, not all who intermarried necessarily disappeared; as happens today also, gentile spouses have gone the other way, too, converted to Judaism, become involved in the Jewish community and enrolled their children in Jewish schools, thereby leading, not to a loss to the community, but to a distinctly positive gain. 

And let us not forget the baalei teshuva, the returnees to Judaism who give the lie to our perennial prophets of doom who can so often be heavily oppressive upon the community’s morale.

If Australian Jewry was destined to disappear or to fail to get a foothold on this Terra Australis, it would most easily have done so in the early to mid-C-19th, when, in the early first half-century of Australian settlement, Jewish men outnumbered Jewish women by far in the colonies and, inevitably, the union of Jewish men with gentile women would have been frequent. And, yes, as one pores through the genealogies that have been published, many have indeed been lost along the way.

And yet, those very same genealogies also demonstrate the persistence of still-ongoing lines of Solomons, Levis, Cohens, Jacobs, Davises, Goldsmiths, Ellises, Phillipses, Nathans and so on; for, with the increasing tide of free settlers to the colonies who settled as far afield as the capital cities of Australia and New Zealand and in regional towns such as Goulburn, Bendigo, Tamworth, Maitland, Kalgoorlie, Coolgardie, Toowoomba, and so on, among the first things they petitioned for from the authorities were almost invariably land for synagogues, burial grounds and Sunday schools for their children.

And many of these towns flourished until, among other reasons, they became limited in *the kind of education they could offer, and *of work in bad economic times, and *of possible marital partners from which to choose, and elected to migrate to the larger cities where their options were greater, heading there with their Jewishness well intact.

While on this point of survival and continuity, permit me to add another aspect not sufficiently credited in the published material. And that is the ethic of volunteerism, personal and collective, with time, energies and ideas given gratis – on *synagogue boards, in *welfare groups, *women’s guilds and auxiliaries, *benevolent societies, and a *plethora of organisations, *cultural institutions and *museums in our own day – volunteerism: what freely-given human glue that also holds Jewish communities together, and yet how sorely under-rated!
To those, then, who ever say that, as a people, we are in danger of disappearance here for any of the reasons that I have discussed as they stand in our day, this Bibliography is my antidote, and further, notwithstanding the tribulations at the fore in the country at large, the book is also a tribute to the nation which, in the commonwealth of nations, is still among the most propitious, decent and forward extant.

Since the publication of this Bibliography’s first edition in 1986, the volume of fiction, poetry and plays written by our creative people has grown in a near-exponential way, interestingly, particularly writers for children and adolescents – writers such Morris Gleitzman, Anna and her mother Barbara Fienberg, Odo Hirsch and Moya Symons, whose inventively imaginative books your own children and grandchildren might well appreciate. All strength to their elbows!

Likewise, the numbers of biographical and autobiographical works have swelled, giving flesh to personal and collective histories lived through.

While serious scholarship, too, has leapt forward, with mounting these, essays in journals and anthologies, and in full-length books making known the fruits of the researches  by an ever-expanding array of students, academics and a lay intelligentsia, both Jewish and non-Jewish, across the whole spread of Judaica, as is also evidenced by this Bibliography which, as I said at the outset, I venture to hope will be a first port of call for anyone – yourselves, your children, your grandchildren – who may be drawn towards filling the gaps still evident in the telling of the Australian Jewish story thus far.

Upon which note, I end, having at this point come to realise that I could actually have reduced this talk to a fraction of the time that I have spoken - to fifteen seconds, in fact, and could even have summarised it all in a mere five words: these being:

“Am Israel b’Australia chai” – and barring the unforeseen - v’kayam.”

“The people of Israel in Australia lives, and lives on.”
ADDENDUM:
· 
to which there is a need to preserve and extend, detail and deepen the various Australian Jewish communities’ knowledge of migration and settlement in Australasia in colonial times, followed by its free settler migrations primarily from England, , then the later Central and Eastern European years through the early decades of the C-20th of which little has been firmly documented, pre- and post-Holocaust refugee years, with their testimonies to survival in Europe and making a life in Australia, not to overlook the still scant records of Sephardi Jews, the adjustments of the more Russian arrivals, while there is still a definite dearth of materials on Israelis in Australia;
· It’s scarcely a secret that, like Jacob and Esau, neither Australia’s Anglo Jews and Central and eastern European brethren much liked the other.To the east Europeans, the Anglo-Jews were aloof, overly-formal and overly-acculturated, with a number of them demonstrably averse to Zionism, while to the Anglo-Jews, the East European newcomers were an embarrassment on account of their dress, their appearance, their Yiddish speech in public, their dearth of decorum in worship and, except for the stauncher members of the Bund, too Zionistic for their liking – a division so well depicted in Pinchas Goldhar’s story, The Funeral. 

· However, no matter how negatively the eastern European Jews perceived the Anglo-Jews, it must be said that, however difficult may have been their physical adjustment in the new land,  were it not for those predecessors who had established firm infrastructures wherever they settled - the Welfare societies, Montefiore Homes in Melbourne and Sydney, the Chevrei Kadisha, Batei Din, women’s guilds, Advisory Boards, and so on,  it would have been harder still; 
·  while, for their part, the new arrivals broadened the range of institutions and religious diversity, and created a Yiddish library and cultural centre, a publishing house, press, theatre and Sunday schools and later day schools, day schools, and landsmanshaften, a weightier Zionism and something more abstract but well appreciated by all who know the term a certain heimishkeit, a homeliness, that bonded that part of the community in its new home so far away from the old. This, too, awaits its doctoral scholar for a thesis or a book.
