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this was the age of radio serials, John Dease’s Quiz Kids, Jack Davey’s Dulux Show,
and Bob Dyer’s Pick-a-Box before it moved on to TV; it was also the age when
Australia’s own Holden car was tops, when the lore of the Bush had not yet van-
ished, when the 1956 Olympic Games in Melbourne secured for Australia a place
on the international map, and when football, cricket and even horse-racing were
still pure, not yet having succumbed to the present-day mercenary buck. The ‘fifties
were all of these, and more besides.

For the uprooted, however, for the immigrant come out of Auschwitz, or sur-
viving in hiding, or escaping the post-War pall of Communism engulfing his home
— however thankful he might have been to escape to a land of relative peace and
security, he found that even that place was scarcely paradisiac.

After all, a survivor one may have been, but one had to continue to survive. To
survive, one had to work. And to meet that primary imperative, no work could be
considered too menial, too dull, too soul-oppressing. For many, choice of employ-
ment was a luxury. Like Paul Kraus’s father, they took what they could and spent
many years, if not their whole lives, in the same occupation. Father Kraus proved, in
the end, to be among the more fortunate. Though not spared the drudgery that
consumed his energies and poise over several years rooted in a wearisome job, his
work had fallen at least within a reasonable range of his pre-War expertise, out of
which, after successive years of seven-day working weeks, he developed a field,
anti-corrosives, that for a long time became very much his own.

Material possessions, however, and physical security and the firming of one’s
place as contributory citizen did not necessarily mean easy passage into the central
core of one’s adopted society. Language, customs, religion, even the food brought
to school in one’s lunch-box at a time, to quote Phillip Adams, when bread was
white and cheese was Kraft, and the shoes and non-Stamina shorts one wore set
one apart from one’s peers.

In addition, the “fifties were still years (even today not totally exorcised of their
demons) in which graffiti telling ‘reffos’ to go home because Australia was for
Australians could be seen on many walls; they were still years when the White
Australia Policy reigned supreme and when non-English migrants were definitely
second-class personae non grata; and they were years, too, when England, Empire
and Crown were still objects of veneration and loyalty supreme, so clearly evi-
denced by the nation’s spontaneous outpourings on Queen Elizabeth’s Coronation
in 1953 and her visit with her husband, the Duke of Edinburgh, in 1954 — in all
these instances leaving the newly-arrived immigrant, uprooted from natural home,
family and the very font of memory, however bitter-sweet, very much on the peri-
phery of Australian society.

Further detracting from any illusions that the migrant may have held that the
‘fifties were in fact fabulous were other, deeper, concerns that affected the spirit.
The pre-occupation with making a life of sorts in one’s new surrounds; the need to
educate one’s children at a time when Jewish day-schools in Sydney may still have
been nesting in someone’s fancies but scarcely in actualities; the fact that one’s
neighbours were gentiles, some suspicious, to be sure, but others hospitable beyond
comfort and genuine, almost welcoming embodiments of the Christian spirit; the
constant pressures, internal no less than external, to conform — all these led to
ever-assailing ambivalence of identity in both parents and children, to cultural and
religious dissonance, the moral and spiritual uncertainties, and to situations o1
having almost consciously to choose between adhering to one’s own practices, as in
the case of Paul Kraus’ father continuing to attend Sydney’s Great Synagogue on






