











libraries. Part of the secret is to have a peppering of
big names. This year the drawcard is Ruth Rendell,
whose visit is funded by two publishers, the British
Council and the festival itself. ‘She’ll fill any hall so
we’ll do anything to get her,’ says Clews. Some of the
big names, however, are notoriously clusive.

‘Every year, for many years, we've sent a letter
to Susan Sontag saying please come to the next
testival. She’s written back saying she couldn’t possi-
bly come on only twelve months’ notice. So we got
clever and invited her to come in two years’ time.
She told us that she couldn’t possibly plan so far
ahead.’

Clews has also been keen to attract Isabel
Allende.

‘Apparently she makes decisions based on her
dreams. So her publishers sent her a great delivery of
Australian fluffy toys, thinking that if she went to
sleep with a stuffed koala she might drcam of
Australia and come here.’

Brisbane’s Warana Writers” Wecek, also held in
October, is not similarly laced with overseas visitors.
According to its director, Wendy Mead, Warana sim-
ply hasn’t got access to the support that would make
this possible. ‘We don’t get much help from the pub-
lishers because they are mostly based in Sydney and
Meclbourne, ‘ she says.

‘There is another side, however. They must be
aware down south that most of the young literary prize
winners come from Queensland. Threce of the last four
Vogel winners are from here. We're proud of our re-
gional writers and are quite consciously celebrating
them.’

When Mecad took over the 1994 program, she
brought to the job 20 years’ experience in arts admin-
ictration. She is aware of a challenge in maintaining

¢ relaxed atmosphere of Warana while keeping vis-

iting writers on their mettle.

Australian writers’ festivals steer a middle course
between the two styles which predominate overseas.
At the Toronto festival, apparently, writers wait back-
stage before the curtain rises and they go out to do a
reading like a singer performing an aria. The reader
and writer don’t intersect. But there are other
extremes: Clews found himsclf this year at the ccle-
brated Hay-on-Wye festival in England and was
astonished at how slap-dash it was.

‘We sat in badly erected tents which were blow-
ing everywhere in an English summer gale. The
Women's Institute had spelt out “Hay-on-Wye-Liter-
ary-Festival” inivy across the back of the tent.” Clewes
might have added what Eurcka Street’s editor learned
when she visited it this year: Hay-on-Wyc has a few
problems adapting to the literary tourists. The ‘for-
eigners’ who descend in their thousands to spend time
and money in this tiny village with its famous book-
shops are treated like carriers of a mild form of Black
Decath, and quarantined, as far as possible, in the
windy tents in the paddocks. Don’t bother asking the
locals for dircctions!

Australian festivals, by contrast, are amiable,
often casual occasions. ‘We're trying to bring readers
and writers together in a way that makes them both
happy,’ says Wendy Mead.

Many people do come to gawk at their favourite
writers. But there’s more. Clews says that people who
come for facile reasons sometimes make important
discoveries.

He speaks of the difficult but imporrant task this
year of devising pancls that deal with istory, with
the responsibility of writers and the interplay between
fact and fiction. Thesc are issues that continue to burn
both in newspapers and in books.

Michael McGirr is Eurcka Street’s consulting editor.
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Missing the point

T wAs A warm weLcosme for a cold Friday night in
winter. A procession of women cscorted the Professor
in. When she reached the front of the hall, a folk-singer
sang a welcome and a dancer danced, celebrating wom-
en’s spiritual and theological awakening—an awak-
ening symbolised in the unassuming figure of
Elisabeth Schissler Fiorenza, Professor of Divinity at
Harvard Divinity School, and author of In memory of
her:A feminist theological reconstruction of christian

origins (1984), now a classic of christian feminism.
After such a beginning, the lecture itself was an
anti-climax: prosaic and hard work. The audicence,
mainly women, tilling the large lecture theatre of the
Pharmacy College and spilling upwards to the balco-
ny, listened with grave attention, wending their way
through long sentences, heaped-up adjectives, and
Germanic neologisms. Though few understood words
such as ‘kyriarchy’ or complex phrases like ‘'multipli-
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Hate mail

From Noel Turnbull

Paul Ormonde (September) is charac-
teristically perceptive in raising the
issuc of why Oliver Cromwell “seems
to remain in Irish memory even more
strongly and bitterly than the famine’.

The question of why Cromwell is
so hated —particularly when com-
pared with any number of English
monarchs—has been the subject of
much rescarch by Toby Barnard.

A short summary of his work can
be found in Tmages of Oliver
Cromwell: Essays for and by Roger
Howell Inr, edited by R.C. Richardson
[Manchester University Press 1993).

It scems probable that the unique-
ly venomous view of Cromwell dates
largely from the 19th century and
appears to be a product of the uses to
which the works of Prendergast, Lecky
and Froude were put. The Unionists
projected their own contemporary
agenda on to Cromwell and provoked
an unsurprising reaction.

Cromwell was only in Ircland from
15 August 1649 to 29 May 1650. With-
out justifying Drogheda one cannot
help but wonder with Barnard why
Cromwell—rather than Grey, Essex,
Sidney, Mountjoy, Schomberg, Ginkel,
Duft or Humbere—came to personify
English oppression.

As I mentioned to Paul Ormonde
reeently, the most hated Cromwellian
contemporary was probably Ormonde
[James Butler, Duke of Ormonde,
Lo 10-1688. considered to be a found-
crof the Protestant Ascendancey in lre-
land | rather than Oliver. Perhapsin a
year which encourages reassessment
of 150 years ago we should also review
our attitudes to those of 350 vears ago.

Nc¢  Turnbull
Port Melbourne, VIC

Bottoms up

From Vivian Hill

Regarding Fed up Eircann Paul Or-
mondce (Eureka Street September '95):
my grandmother Mary Gallagher was
born in Donegal in 1848, She came to
Australia when she was 16, Over 50
years ago, when in my carly teens, |
read her copy of The Great Trish Strug-
ele by T.P.O'Connor, published 1886.
It contained graphic descriptions of the
Irish famince in the year of her birth.
Ever since then Thave been conscious
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of, not to say haunted by, the thought
of the suffering of her parents and rel-
atives. Congratulations then to Paul
Ormonde and his committee.

At the same time 1 challenge his
asscrtions and inferences from them
when he writes ‘most [rish in Australia
started at the bottont of the social pile,
and even now, having clawed their
way to respectability in what was un-
til recently a predominantly Anglo-
Saxon culture, are still under
represented in the social and tinancial
structures on the nation.’

Apart from the few who bring
money with them, all new migrants
have found themselves on the bottom
of the social pile. The hrish were no
worse off than the others, be they
present-day Timorese or Italians of the
Thirtics. They were certainly not as
low as the reluctant migrants from
England who came on the convicr
ships. All the familics of hish back-
ground I grew up with had no sense of
gricvance and assumed they were
respectable. An examination of the
Government survey plans will show
that many persons with hish names
took up the opportunities offered by
the Settled Land Acts of the 1870s. In
John Ritchie’s social history Australia
As Once We Were there is a photo-
graph of teachers and pupils of St
Patrick’s School, Wahring, a farming
district north of Nagambie, Victoria.
All of the pupils are children of Irish
migrants. The children are well
dressed. They look well-fed and
healthy. In less than 20 years their
parents had established farms and were
so successtul that apare from the ordi-
nary cxpenses of daily living they

could afford to build and maintain a
school without government help. This
enterprise was reproduced throughout
Australia. Irish migrants not only sup-
ported themselves and families, they
kept an otherwise non-carning clergy.
They had a separate education system,
ran hospitals and orphanages and built
large churches and magnificent cathe-
drals. These are matters of pride, not
anguish.

In all occupations which deter-
mine social policy Irish migrants and
their descendants have been signifi-
cant, if not dominant. Of the 29 Prime
Ministers elected since Federation at
least seven have been sons of Irish mi-
grants (Bruce, Scullin, Lyons, Curtain,
Forde, and Chifley). Our present Prime
Minister is of Irish descent as are
members of his Cabinet. Victoria has
had numecrous clected members of Par-
liament with Irish origin or parentage,
including O'Shanassy,
O’Lochlen, Gavan Dufty, Hogan and
Cain.

As solicitors, barristers and judges
Irish migrants or their descendants
have been more than significant. One
has only to look at the judgments of
carly and present-day members of the

Premicers

Commercial

'GERS

City of Port Phillip

Eastern &
NorthernSuburbs

Cleaning P/L

Len Dwyer
9882 5991
015 830077

Bill Ham on
0414 335165

Specialising in:
wMedical and Dental
Clinics
7 Clubs i Offices
w*Schools  #Factories
# Showrooms






10

haves and have nots which make se-
curity, once an abstract noun, a huge
industry today. Greed and its shadow,
poverty, threaten the quality of Life of
this and future generations whose in-
heritance will be a depleted environ-
ment, messes of dangerous waste,
depleted forms of life, so b survival
will need to be sought before there can
be quality of life.

Australian poverty is the problem
recently documented by Bob Gregory's
discussion paper on the widening gap
in Australia beeween the rich and the
poor: The Macro Economy and the
Crowth of Ghettos and Urban Poverty
in Australia (Address to the National
Press Club, April 26 1995).

It is worth wondering why the two
thoughtful world summits, the Gen-
cral Congregation of the Jesuits and
the United Nations, came to different
conclusions or didn’t join forces.
Could it be that the social environ-
ment of the Jesuits led them to a par-
ticular diagnosis? The more we study
people and organisational problems
the more we become aware that these
problems have many causces, attended
by many stakcholders w1 vested
interests, All stakeholders in a social
system need to be able to retlect on
the total system in order to begin to
improve the system.

Some may obscrve that the focus
on truth, life and tfreedom will not
affect the property, status and sceeuri-
ty of members of religious orders,

However, it must be an enormous
challenge for religious orders to edu-
cate ‘leaders’ from privileged sections
of socicty and develop students in a

way that inspires a social poverty-less-
ening conscicnce.

It must be difficult to challenge or
confront fee-paying parents within a
range from just enough to those with
more than cnough to pay for private
cducation, without endangering sales
of cducation to that market segment.
How does a religious organisation
influence government policies in a
time of cconomic rationalism where
the bottom line is the major value,
where there is a rampant myth of a
level playing ticld and where privati-
sation endangers service standards to
the poor and disabled? How does a
group cducating those with more
resources influence senior manage-
ment of organisations who cngage in
brutal cuphemistic ‘downsizing’?

It religious orders were to be
exemplary in the macter of cquity
[commutative justice] their sharing of
goods, once owned in common, would
be much closer to settdements in rela-
tionship breakups before the Family
Court than the charity handouts giv-
en to those who depart religious life.
But how can thosc with a vow of
poverty understand the actuality of
poverty for those who no longer have
the vow?

There is an enormous challenge tor
those leading lives of privilege to give
more than notional assent to the real
hardships of the poor whose vow they
share. Even for those who are world
leaders in the processes and practice
of spiritual reflection it is difficule to
reflect on one’s OWN Contexe so as to
scek greater life, crudh and freedom.

Michael D. Breen
Shenton Park, WA

Faithful urges

From Pat Muntz

I did ¢njoy Margaree Simons” article,
Pick a card, any card, (Eurcka Street,
August 1995.) The nub of my basic po-
litical beliet {“tribal urge’?) was in
there, from Jennifer Scott: © ... that
Labor thinking was about uniformity
and mediocrity—that indidvidual dif-
ference was not colerated, and people
in Labor did not think for themselves'.

And yet, like Ms. Scott, 1 believe
in climinating discrimination against
homosexuals. T belicve in Brendan
Nelson's brand of social justice. T be-
Lieve Tam a small ‘1 liberal. T earn my
living in Industrial Relations, so I sup-
pose Lhave, like Jennifer Scote, an abil-
ity to listen and I must be a ‘fair’
mediator. Like Ms. Simons’  friend,
who changed his voting habits to Lib-
cral, Thave experienced feelings of dis-
comfort at the social gatherings of my
jmany) Labor friends ... 'This is Pat
Muntz,” T was once introduced, ‘she
votes Liberal !

Like Scott and Nelson, the Chris-
van faith has hung looscly around me
all my life: a comtortable old garment
which has been relegated to the back
of the wardrobe, is brought out peri-
odically in times of need and worn
with a reticent air and slightly
ashamed demeanour.,

So too with liberalism: it is what
was handed out to me at birth by ‘my
tribe’. Terust in it, God forbid, heyvond
rational thought!

Pat Muntz
Hceidelberg, VIC

YARRA THEOLOGICAL UNION
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semester or a year. Lectures begin on 22 February, 1996.

Handbook—$7.00 posted. ($5.00 from Y.T.U. office)
Information: The Registrar, PO Box 79, Box Hill, 3128.

(98 Albion Road, Box Hill).

Tel. No. : 9890-3771; 9898-2240
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Neither a berrowe

Nnor

. wd ibraries have a curious and
untortunate characteristic: They are
natural victims. They attract vio-
lence. This has been going on for at
least tour thousand years. In uncer-
tain times, librarics try to lic low
and stay very still, but it doesn’t
work. They always secem to catch
the cve of the conqueror.

At the very least they have to be
censored, but sacking and burning
have also proved cfficient. So, the
Romans stole the libraries of Svria
and Greece, and then the barbarians
sacked the libraries of Rome. The
Crusaders burned Islamic librarics
and Henry VI tore into the monastic
libraries, and so it went on until the
present century, with its bontires of
books and rampant idcological
control over informartion.

Victors all bchave the
samce way in this. They all
know intuitively: ger the
librarics! Foree them to re-
tlect the new dominant
ideology, the culture of the
new order.

And the victors arc
right: librarics do threaten
the new order because they
contain the history, the
ideas, the imagination, the
very independence and
identity of the old order. So
they must be deale with,
firmly. They must be
brought into line.

This has been the
relentless passage of history, so we
must not be surprised that in Victo-
ria, with the advent of a government
determined to re-structure the very
role of government, that libraries are
getting the treatment. They stand in
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a lencer

a dircet line with the libraries of
antiquity, and will, unless they are
actively defended, share a common
fatc.

As we now realise, it wasn't
democracy which emerged as the
victor in the Cold War—it was
business. The dominance of
the marketis so complete that
cven the few remaining com-
munist states are embracing
it. Rarely has any idea so com-

be

not to do so.

After all, the
Compulsory Competitive Tendering
{CCT) is to bring libraries {as all
municipal services!intoaccord with
the dominant ideology.

The problem is
that, when once is
dealingwith free pub-
lic Tending libraries,
business principles

7 scemtocome intodi-

purposc  of

=
letely swept the globe as has “rheaZ rect conflict with
I 4

. - =7 1 . . .
the idea that the free market =B} 3%, democratic princi-
should beallowed todetermine = ; ples. Somcething is
all social outcomes. It is ab- = being given away for
surd to imagine that our li- =2 o] free: information.

. . . o '] .
braries will remain untouched. 2= ‘_@_..——- > That is anathema to
At this time it 1s not so = c_q——- business [exeept as a
much the books and the infor- = "g %_—.’ markcting plovl but
~  mation which will = central to demo-

be retormed (but cracy.

ask any librarian
or cducator how
resources have al-
ready been moved to-
wards the culture of
business), it is the ‘serv-
ice’. The service—that
is, the librarians—is sup-
poscdly something that
canbescparated  from
the books and the build-
ings, although in what
sense remains unclear:
acquisition policies and
technological develop-
ment blur the distine-
tion.

Nor is it clear why privatisation,
so central an ideological commit-
ment of the new rulers, would not,
in the future, be extended to the
books, cquipment and buildings.
There seems no (ideollogical reason

A

Commercial
principles also cut
across the culture of

&W\

librarianship. Here is a true exam-
ple: Management consultants
brought in to the State Library iden-
tificd rare books as not paying their
way and advised that chey could be
soldoff tobuy hooks which would be
more productive in terms of user
service.

Whatis mostworryingin Victoria
is the Kennere Government's pro-
motion of the idea that democracy
itselt should be assessed in terms ot
cfficient business practice. The
alarming thing about this is that it
suggests that democracy is no longer
the fundamental basis on which our
socicty isheing imagined, construct-
ced and judged. Democratic values
are being replaced by the values of
business. This is why it was so casy



for Mr Kennett to think of postpon-
ing the return of cven limited
democracy to Melbourne City
Council. That it was a notion from
which hebacked away can give little
comfort. For him, democracy has
clearly become some- 0
thing you can take or
leave.

But the libraries is-
suc is especially close-
ly interewined with the
reform of local govern-
ment becausce it was via
the democratic ma-
chinery of municipal
government that the
free lending librarics
were introduced in the
first place. And with-
out that machincry in
place the libraries are
left undefended—
except by direct action.

Business sometimes delivers
services cfficiently. But one thing
that business is not cfficient at de-
livering is democracy. At the Victo-
rian level, lite under the Commis-
sioncrs has demonstrated that be-
yond doubt. The democratic con-
cept of ‘representation’ is rarely
found in their statements of pur-
posc. In the city of Port Phillip it
doesn’t even feature in the new clece-
toral proposals. 1t just docsn’t fit
into the preferred model of a ‘board
of dircctors’ running an enterprise
servicing ‘clients’. Commissioners
put forward artificially manipulated
‘consultation’ processes as a sop, but

that has now been revealed
for the charade it is.

O, THERE REALLY 1$ a contradic-
tion here. And yet democracy
remains, at least in lip service, the
basic value system in Australia. 1t
has certainly been, until now, an
ideology to which all partics arc com-
mitted. Has the citizenry voted for a
change to this?

[t has been an axiom of democra-
cy that it requires an informed citi-
zenry. Free access to public lending
librarics has become a prime indica-
torofafunctioningdemocracy. They
have become repositories of demo-
cratic wisdom and an expression of
democracy in action.

Together with free public educa-

tion, free publicly-funded librarics
have been generally regarded as the
most efficicnt means to achicve an
informed and democratically able
citizenry. This uscd to go without
saying. In 1976 in the Report of the
Committee into Public
Librarics it was stated: ‘No
argument necds to be made
for the criticality of the ex-
istence of public libraries ...
and the importance of an in-
formed citizenry, which un-
derstands and is able to con-
tribute to the development
of democratic principles’.
But, what was obvious in
1976 is no longer obvious.
The immediate question,
however, is: will tendering
out the function of librari-
ans enhance existing library
scervices or will it, by the
application of commercial
criteria to library operations, incvi-
tably lcad to further privatisation,
restrictive management practice, and
the global imposition of user-pays?
By what right do pcople question
the government in this matter? They
voted them in. Democracy is

citizen action.

Public lending libraries are not
some sortof gift of the state. Thereis
no lcgislation which requires
municipal authoritics to provide
public libraries at all. Indeed, histor-
ically, many municipalities initially
resisted the idea. That they exist at
allis testimony to the hard work and
determination of small groups of
citizens, not of the benevolence of
governments, state or local.

The story of the St Kilda Public
Library is just onc cxample. There
arc many others. In 1947, fed up
with the poor service provided by
the privately run subscription librar-
ies which were the only places from
which books could be borrowed,
citizens lobbied the St Kilda Council
for a free public library. The sugges-
tion was rejected out of hand. In
1954 the Council again refused. As
Annc Longmire writes: ‘The town
clerk prepared long reports which
showed that a library would be an
unwarranted administrative and
financial burden’.

Clearly, providing a library was
not a ‘core business’ then, and who
would be foolish

1\ —
satisfied, at lcast at the state IEQROWWQ pesk | cnough to think, in

level. At the municipal level
it is, demonstrably, a with-
drawable privilege. Librarics
ar¢ publicly owned (which,
these days, means owned by
the incumbent government).
ltis the government’s respon-
sibility to manage them effi-
ciently. Trust us, they say,
we know what we’re doing.

But do they? They haven't
presented any convineing ar-
guments that CCT will be
better for libraries. People are
beingasked to take iton faith.
And anything they do is ig-
nored if it criticises the proposal.
Nor arc there any precedents. Even
in the Mccca of privatisation, the
UK, tendering out of libraries was
rejected in principle.

Citizens have a special right to
be concerned about the fate of their
libraries. They belong to them in a
concrete way which cannot be
written off as the sentimental
expression of an abstract idea of pub-
lic owncership. Free local public
libraries owe their very existence to
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the present climate,
that it might not be so
regarded again? In
1961 the idea was
again rejected. The
Council retused to
conduct a poll on the
issuc. In the end it
became a bi-partisan
political issuc, but it
was only when coun-
cillors actually began
losing their scats over
theissue that, in 1967,
the proposal finally
got the nod and the
library was cventually opened in
1973. It had beena twenty-yearstrug-
gle. All of this is within living mem-
ory. No wondcer people are angry
that an unclected body should pre-
sume to change the fundamental
structure of the library service.

But this only partly explains the
intense passion this issuc arouses.

Politicians should beware: actu-
al library usage is only the tip of the
iccherg. Just as the benetits of librar-
ies acerue to a much wider range of

EUREKA STREET
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pcople than can be calculated by
looking at the numbers of dircet us-
ers, large as that is, so the political
support for librarics is buricd deep in
the hearts of the citizens. For even
those who rarely use public libraries
believe they should exist: they are
our only guarantce of frec ar - :qual
access to the store of common knowl-
cdge. Tt is an issuc that touches the
core of our shared democratic be-
licfs.

CCT, by imposing commercial
principles on a public institution,
will initiate an inevitable drift
towards uscr-pays. But user-pays is
not a concept which can, with intcg-
rity, be applicd to librarics and other
human services because the benefits
extend so far beyond the direct users
as to render any sort of cost-bencfit
calculation complcetely specious.
Compare cducation. Many benefit
from the fact that somcone clse stud-
icd nursing. That is why we publicly
underwrite the cost.

Abasiclevellibrary and informa-
tion scrvice is as important as basic
level education and health care and
equally impossible to attach any
precise value to. A government con-
cerned with promoting democracy
hasarcsponsibility tosce that chang-
es to the library system do not widen
the gap between the
information-rich and the
information-poor. Free
librarics cxist solely to (/
bridge that gap. To widen
it is to contradict their
purposc. And this applics
to clectronic databases,
too.

Librarics arc not, can-
not be, and should not be,
static institutions. And
today they will and must
provide access to the da-
tabascs on which somuch
public knowlcedge is now
stored and only through
which 1t can be aceessed.

But who, wearcasked, do

you think will pay for all this hard-
warc and software? The government?
The answeris ‘yes!” Who clse would
youexpect? Because exactly the same
argument applies to clectronic ac-
cess as applics to printed page ac-
cess. Lending libraries came into
existence because no ordinary per-

son, desiring to be well-informed,
could possibly afford to buy all the
books they might need access to.
Electronic dataisinexactly the same
boat. It contains too much of the
storc of common knowledge to re-
main inaccessible.

Whatever the expenditure of
public money on these things, it will
recturn incalculable benefits.
Ignorance is, in the end, far more
costly to maintain than is knowl-
cdge. I wonder if any economist has
done a cost-benefit analysis of
ignorance? The cost, T suggest, is

enormous, while the bene-
fits accrue to very few.

HE ISSUE BROADENS bheyond
libraries. Is the stock of public know-
ledge going to remain a common
posscssion, or is it going to become
once again a privilege of wealth?
Pcople who wish to limit the availa-
bility of information arc preciscly
those who usce scereey as a tool of
social control.

The calculated denial to citizens
of information on which they can
make informed decisions about
matters which affect the quality of
their lives is quite simply,
anti-democratic. That anyone asso-
ciated with a public library should

goalong with such tactics
would be mind-boggling.
It would be a violation of

a fundamental trust.
Librartans  should
® stand up and be counted
on this issuc and not be
drawn nto a conspiracy
of silence. We expect
librarians to be guardians
of vur access to the store
of public knowledge. We
want them tobe well-paid,
well-trained and sceure in
their employment.
Achicving this was onc of
the main benefits of re-

s placing the private system

by the public system. We
believe that public ownership and
control has proven over and over to
be the way to guarantee a high qual-
ity scervice.

The history of privately run lend-
ing librarics is that they were incffi-
cient, expensive, narrowly focused
and that they exploited their staff.
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. Home truths

o wd AST YEAR MORE THAN 20,000
confirmed cases of children who had
been thrashed, bashed, starved,
rapced, abandoned or neglected by
their parents were reported to Aus-
tralian welfare authoritics. The re-
port rate went up by 20% in the
following 12 months, and is being
maintained this year.

The rising tide of child maltreat-
ment, and our unwillingness to ad-
mit that we have dismally failed to
protect children, is a national dis-
g e.Wchavedoneenou fiddling
with the system: it is time to try
something radically different.

‘Child abusc’ is a generous and
imprecise term, coveringeverything,
from torture to nagging, ina context.
Over the last couple of decades our
army of child protection experts has
become much more aware of the
possible harm to children from cer-
tain bchaviours, and much morc
willing to describe it as  altreat-
ment: being exposed to severe vio-
lence against others, for instance,
and ‘discipline’ which causcs pain,
humiliation and fcar.

That knowledge hasn howev-
cr, been transmitted to parents. Ac-
cording to a recent report commis-
sioncd by the National Ch - Protec-
tion Council, but not released, 80%
of their survey believed that it is not
harmful to hit a child with your
hand, half believe that ‘it is every
parent’s right to discipline children
in any way they sec fit” and almost
half that no child could be really
damaged by anything that a ‘loving’
parent might do. Yet most of them
also believed that child abusc is very
widespread across Australia, affect-
ing 20% of familics.

The experts know very well that
child abusc is a growing national
problem. At the same time, know-
ing the possibly damaging effects of
removing children from their natu-
ral environments, and (paradoxical-
ly) because the child protection
systemsarce so over-taxed by increas-
ing referrals, child protection work-
ers arc in fact intervening less, and
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certainly less zealously, than was
the case 10, 20 or 30 years ago. One
example, in a Victorian casc-track-
ing study in 1994, spells it out.

Two boys aged three and one had
parents with severce alcohol and drug
problems. They lived with their
Mum who lived in fear of Dad’s
severe violence towards her. She
wasn’t coping: her doctor was
concerned about verbal abuse,
negleet, inadequate medical care and
nutrition and developmental delay.

He referred them to a hospital
which released them when it could
find no immediate evidence of phys-
ical abuse. Hospital social workers
and the police were alerted because
of the grave concerns about their
safcty. Welfare authorities refused
to accept areferral ‘possibly becausce
of the lack of evidence substantiat-
ing the case’.

So the police handed over the
kids to the father, a man with crim-
inal convictions for physical vio-
lence, to alleviate the possibility of
emotional abuse and neglect by his
primary victim.

In other words, cven the experts
draw arbitrary lincs. They are afraid
that the law won’t validate
intervention because the situation
doesn’tfit theincreasingly restrictive
definitions of ‘child protection’ laws.
They are reluctant to report
suspected abuse because they do not
trust the appropriatencss of the
response.

On present research we know
that no single strategy will com-
pletely protect children from further
harm, nor e¢nhance the general
guality of their lives. We would prefer
to ‘prevent’ it, but we don’t know
how, bcecause we cannot predict
harm, and only have experience of
latc intervention.

There is a great deal of woolly
support for ‘primary prevention’
programs—parental and communi-
ty cducation through media
campaigns. They have their place.
We do have a National Child Abusc
Prevention Strategy, and a

Commonwealth National Child
Protection Council, whosc job this
is. Thave been provoked into writing
this article by reviewing the details
of such a proposal, which will cost
millions: anational advertising cam-
paign telling us that child abusc is a
community problem.

In the US, national media
campaigns did appear to have influ-
enced  cexplicit attitudes and
parenting practices, but secrious
abuse and fatalitics seemed to in-
credse; in Victoria a 1993 campaign
increased people’s tendencey to blame
the non-offending parent for the
abuse; and Gillian Calvert’s report
of the efficacy of the four-year NSW
Child Sexual Assault Program mass
media campaign found there was a
slight decreasce in public awareness
of the problem—and a dramatic in-
creascin those favouring capital pun-
ishment—at its end.

I looked at this during National
Child Protection Week and shortly
after reading that NSW, where 19
children died of maltrecatment in the
preceding twao years, was to cut its
funding for scrvices to children and
familics; and after sceing publicity
over aleaked report from a Victorian
child protection agency about grave
problemsin responding to the hugely
increased volume of reported abuse

after the introduction of
mandatory reporting.

HAT ARE wE DoINGT Why can’t
we prevent child abuse instead of
picking up bodies? Our governments
have, 1 think, become so accustomed
to the 19th century response to abuse
and neglect—rthe criminal justice
model of surveillance and swoop-
ing—that they won’t put their re-
sources into any other responsce. This
is how state governments ‘protect’
children: by authority and threat,
yet we prevent child maltreatment
it we support all children in all fam-
ilies. You don’t do that by snooping
on the possibly “deviant’ ones. That's
how we | ified the notorious
‘round-ups’ ot Aboriginal  ildren.



The U.N. Convention on the
Rights of the Child which Australia
signedin December 1990, is premised
on the assertion that the child’s nat-
ural environment is the family,
where they may be prepared to live
an individual life in society ‘in an
atmosphere of love and understand-
ing.” The trouble is that many fam-
ilics can’t provide it, not because
they arve deviant and uncaring, but
because they are under stress, home-
less, jobless, poor, or damaged by
their own upbringing, or sick, or
isolated, or desperate, or simply un-
informed: they don’t know what to
expect from their children, and can’t
meet their needs. They need help,
not blame.

In March 1994 the Minister for
Family Services asked me to write a
reporton what the Commonwealth'’s
role should be in ¢hild abuse preven-
tion, while T was acting Deputy Di-
rector (Rescarch) of the Australian
Institute of Family Studies. My re-
port was given to the Minister in
December 1994 It was released in
June, 1995, on a busy news day, and
the rest is silence.

My recommendations were that
the Commonwealth must accept
that it has primary responsibility to
prevent child abuse because it has
acceptedaninternational obligation,

the UN Convention on the Rights of

the Child, as well as a moral one.

Commonwealth policies and pro-
grams which atfect children and their
carers are scattered across portfolio
arcas, and nonc of them s predicated
on children’s rights. Child care, for
instance, is seen primarily as che
right of women, or associated with
labour market programs. There are
cven three, distinet, anti-violence
programs, cach calling for a ‘nation-
ally coordinated approach’. Com-
monwealth policies and program
arcas have different policy bases and
prioritics, and  often operate inde-
pendently of cach other.

As it has done for scrvices for
people with disabilitics, and for the
same  cthical  reasons, the
Commonwealth must develop a co-
ordinated children’s policy, across
portfolio boundarics. Tt should
establish a policy co-ordination
unit— cither within a major depart-
ment or reporting to the Prime Min-
ister—such as the Office of Multi-

cultural Aftairs, which can oversce
and report upon it to Parliament.
The Commonwealth must get its
act together.

There is, 1 said, little value in
making a symbolic appointment,
such asaCommissioner for Children,
unless that office possesses real
resources and authority. The Com-
monwcalth  should develop a
statutory and administrative basis (a
‘Children’s Services Act’, perhaps)
for planning and negotiating with

the States for their delivery of ¢hil-
dren’s and family services, predicat-
ed on the human rights of, not plat-
itudes about, children.

Preventing child maltreatment
is not a job for the police. We are
responsible for the socictal condi-
tions whicharcassociated with child
maltreatment—poverty, homeless-
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ness, social inequalities and
injustices, all of which arc clearly
associated with the misery of
children.

This is the responsibility of the
Commonwealth, which delivers so-
cial sccurity, housing and other ge-
neric community scrvices, none of
which is focused and coherent
cnough to achieve a‘child abusce pre-
vention’ objective, because the
Commonwealth doesn’t have a
policy about children. When we have
a non-abusive society you look at
maintaining non-abusive comm-
unities, and healthy family environ-
ments—parental support, education,
and other family-specific policies.
There are very few of them at a
Commonwealth level, and State
services are scattered, inconsistent,
and inappropriately channelled
through child-proteetion laws.

Preventing child abuse is not, |
believe, the States’ task. Their
traditional responsibility is to inter-
vene at a much later level, where
preventive programs have tailed and
children are at risk, or damaged.

However, the States’ and Terri-
tories’ cight, distinct, child protec-
tion systems, are forced into service
as ‘gateways’ to what child and fam-
ily support systems there may be
through their different and narrow-
ing definitions of ‘abusce’ or ‘risk’.

Thereisnot much pointinintro-
ducing national definitions or child
abusc laws, as many have suggested,
unless there are nationally high qual-
ity, accessible child and family sup-
portservices which are not cocrceive,
and do not stigmatisce the familics
that nced them.

We have failed to prevent child
abusc because we have no overview.
We are chained to a 19th century
response which does not work in
21st century Australia.

If we persist in treating chil-
dren’s human right to special protec-
tion as some kind of optional ‘need’,
which can be addressed whenever a
state government has money leftover
from a Casino, or the Olympics, ora
tollway, they won't get theirentitle-
ments as human beings. They will
beirreparably damaged and the harm
can never be fully undone.

Moira Rayner is a lawyer and a free-
lance journalist.
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‘Thave come to bring you lifc and bring it in abundance’: one of the most glorious promiscs
on offer from Jesus Christ in the gospels. If we really belicve that’s His legacy to the Church, why
don’t we behave as if we do? Why don’t we take the risk of jumping in at the deep end, where it’s
not comfortable; at the murky arca where work-places are cvolving; where intimate relations
within Catholic tamilies are being re-defined; where technology is racing ahead of ethical guide-
lines; where new trade-offs between development and the environment are being worked oug;
where wholly different cultures are determining what they share and where they will forever
differ?

The pace of change, the nature of choice, has overwhelmed me from time to time. I made the
decision to leave a marriage, with my one-year-old child, wrestled with my conscience, formed
firmly within the Catholic tradition. I sct up house and madce a new family with the man I've now
married; put parents and others through a lot; went through a lot mysclf. And ten years later, |
have been profoundly shaped by having stepped outside the rule-hook of my Catholic communi-
ty, which I passionately loved, and still do.

[ was highly indignant about the degree of change required of me, and fought like hell. 1t may
scem odd to you, given that Tinstigated the major moves, but of course one can never plot all that
follows, when every single arena of life—work, children, parents, one’s God even, maybe espe-
cially—scem to become quicksand. The God I'd thought would protect me from confusion scemed

strangely silent, unrcachable; certainly not offering refuge. Nothing was safe, not even
my personal conversations with my God.

UT STEP-BY-STEP, INGLORIOUSLY, HESITANTLY, | hung on to a tradition and an institution that
mattered to my very hones, and forged something new for myself, at peace with my own con-
science. Oddly enough, it was a place where many of the imageries scemed rather vague but
where my sense of purpose grew. Quite a paradox, but wiscer people than 1, like Redemptorist
mission fathers, suggest this is a tamiliar pattern, known to people like St Teresa of Avila, among
others: of less sense of connection with the Divine, but more sensce of activism.

I never left the Church, cither the formal or informal one. And while I received considerable
support from individual pricsts, T couldn’t say T fele that way about the institutional Church. 1
simply pressed on regardless. 1 was conscious that, being in the public eye, I might appear like a
classic Catholic rebel, when in fact I felt anything but. 1 can’t remember ever hearing a sermon
which proved to me that the priest understood the nature of the titanic internal struggle 1 felt
myself to be undergoing, T was just one of many sitting before him.

Which is not to say 1 haven’t heard some excellent sermons from some very decent and game
men, or that I imagine it would be casy for them to march, full speed ahead, into some of these
arcas. If it was hard for somc of our forcbears to talk about politics from that pulpit, just ponder
the challenge posed by feminism! H Helen Garner is having trouble, pity help your average parish
pricst!

This brings mec to one of my central points: how could an average pricst possibly enter de-
hates that preoccupy women these days, women trying to live a life of spiritual integrity, trying
extremely hard to chart their own course and perfect their purpose? Would he even know the
language, the nuances, the momentum that characterises the broad debate among women? How
many modern women would the average priest, or bishop, systematically mcet in the course of a
working month? 1 mean meet in the sense of genuinely converse, be exposed to some of their
dilemmas, ‘lock horns’, as H.G. [Nclson] would say! Precious few. Are the institutions in place to
allow him ¢xposure to messy debates among his parishioners? In my opinion, the answer is no.

Of course there are bodies at both parish and diocesan level which mecet regularly. Each
parish is mandated to have a Parish Council or Parish Finance Committee, which often becomes
the proxy Council. There are no figures collected on a widespread basis, but obviously they are
open to both women and men and this is always a lay body. Similarly, at the next level, the
diocesan bishop is served by a Diocesan Finance Committee, almost always male, I'm told, which
mects monthly. The gender position is usually the exact reverse with education committees. In
other words, it reflects roughly the position within the population, of scgregated work-arcas. In
Cardinal Clancy’s office, tor instance, his Administrator is male but his accountant is now fc-
male, as of fairly recently.

Most bishops are peppered with constant requests to ‘interact.” So it’s not as if they're not
exposed to the world of busy-ness. But ironically, it’s all donce quictly, as if that’s an attribute,
drawn from humility. I think it’s got to be more rather than less obvious.
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I suspect too that the bishops et al are mostly exposed to people more or less like themselves.
It was the very criticism hurled at us in the ABC, cight or ten years ago and still is. We knew we
were working extremely hard, giving of our best, but the allegation was that we'd tfailed to see
that our sphere of influence was shrinking; we were not being disturbed enough.

Doces the Church really speak to the practical ethical problems people face in their modern
communitics? Rarely, I'd say.

A couple of “for-instances’. Where is the beautiful language cmanating from the Church,
giving new codes or benehmarks by which an individual, sceking to be good, can mcasure his or
her personal conscience when faced with, say, large-scale retrenchment of statf; being part of a
hostile take-over that involves assct-stripping; when a huge executive salary is on offer concur-
rently with downsizing; when the work culture is palpably hostile to any sense of balance with
family; when survival of the fittest is peddled as a legitimate response to the latest budget cut?
When you know that you're going to be all-right-Jack but pity help the others.

This is the stuff of everyday life for contemporary workers. Yet somehow, the tried-and-truc
moral tests—is this greed or dishonesty or uncharity?—scem feeble, certainly not helpful. New
means of describing these old verities need to be found so that they are useful in helping educate
a contemporary conscience.

The Church’s voice may well be clear—nay, strident—on sexual morality. But there’s a stun-
ning abyss when it comes to the murkicr arcas of business, politics and science. And it’s in these
arcnas that we so desperately need to re-emphasise qualities like kindness, tolerance, forbear-
ance, to rehabilitate and give them real clout again.

[ think it could be done differently: Theard FrJohn Usher, head of the Centacare social sclfare
arm of the Church in Sydney,tackle a topic we'd set him, called Consumerism: can Australia
move bevond it? He, of course, gets to sce the fall-out from the mad pursuit of consumerism in
our socicty; the people who fall through the net and are unable to keep up.

He had two interesting and demanding tests by which he urged people to gauge the worth or
morality of their individual actions: The first was does this action lead to more connectedness
with othier individuals? The sceond was docs this action lead to a situation of dependence or
inter-dependence? (A different spin on the same concept, T suppose, but tackling the issue of
power differentials between people.)

In other words, his diagnosis of the present dav was that there is a tendency for individuals—
himself included—to be ‘balkaniscd’, to be alicnated, even while working within the same office
or living within a houschold. He felt many of the trends towards this were insidious and chat
circuit-breaking was really quite hard.

I found his two litmus tests very helptul in re-assessing some of the decisions I'd made at
work and clsewhere. Far more helpful than, for instance, having some arcanc arca of the Gospel
quoted at me, out of context; or morce likely, to have this sort of discussion lmited purcly to sate
arcas like mother-child relationships, about which the Church feels much more sceure.

On that same night that John Usher spoke, Geoftrey Cousins, head ot Oprus Vision, chal-
lenged us to get real, as it were, and get into ‘the hard stuff’, into the world of business which was
right now devising new codes of behaviour. He suggested that one of the gravest challenges to

good ethical formation within business was the notion that if it was legal, it was cthi-
cal. But where was the discussion about this?

USTRALIAN BUSINESSES ART NOW COMING INTO CONTACT with altogether different echical styles
within our region, challenging many of the rubrics that have governed behaviour in our commu-
nity. But most of this was happening in a void, Cousins asscrted. Where was the Church when
people within business tricd to sponsor a debate about morality? Where were the signposts drawn
from the great Christian tradition?

The Church, once of the truly great institutions of our society, has to renovate itself, and do it
visibly. That was the message The Australian’s cditor-in-chicef, Paul Kelly, delivered to the Bish-
ops’ Conference that he and Taddressed two years ago.

Every big institution in Australia has had to turn the lens on ieselt in the last 20 years. The
Church won’t escape, Kelly said. And [ believe this is so. A nun I know describes it this way: the
institutions that worked in the 19th century and until last 30 years may well not work now. Is
that such a shocking thing?

No, cxcept that I'm reminded of my own journey of change, that T talked of carlier, and the
indignation I felt about the collateral damage to my life, even when Twanted change. SoTam very
respectful about what I'm asking. I sometimes teel people are very cavalier when they blithely
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demand ‘wholesale change’. It’s bad enough inside the ABC, let alone the Church!

But without it, we avoid asking the really obvious question: do we have the best government
structure to meet current needs as opposed to current systems? Is it the most pro-active structure
to seek out new relationships with the community?

My personal motto, as a woman of my times, is to construct a life that resembles the past but
doesn’t necessarily reproduce it exactly. My aim is to make decisions about this, not just to drift.
That’s my version of continuity. I have to be prepared, of course, to see my own children make
the same sort of decision and re-invent things I thought were absolutes. That can be hard.

But this is a model I'd like to sce the Church adopt. To grasp afresh the meaning of the Latin
verb ‘tradire’—to hand over. That has been interpreted in the strictest ideological sense of ‘repeat-
ing’ that which went before. 1 think it could be scen as enabling life within the next generation.
Enabling new ways of saying old things: new ways of saying new things. Enabling new structures

to emerge, side-by-side if necessary, with old structures, but designed to position the
Church as a sign rather than a sanctuary.

OR ME, THIS 18 THE CORE OF IT. [ want the Church to be the convenor of a bold, energetic, questing
conversation within a community . I sense from my work in the media and plenty of interaction
with the public, that there’s a yearning for some new discussion about mores and codes. And after
the discussion will come more clarity, my real hope for the next century.

But at the moment, the Church is barely there. Not only is the secular community missing
its influence, so are those within the Church: it’s loss-loss everywhere, with priests and religious
communities fossilised, grappling with a sense of pointlessness. Because life, in all its messiness
and challenge, is elsewhere.

The hunger I described earlier is often filled by half-developed notions, with a bias towards
self-indulgence and no outward focus, no emphasis on mature faith. Feral spirituality, as some-
one put it to me on Life Matters.

As another colleague of mine, Fr Michael Whelan, suggests, our contribution is as much in
exemplifying what it means to be an honest searcher as it is in candidly and forthrightly sharing
the wisdom of our traditions. The more we are honest about our own doubts, fears, ambiguitics,
the more respect flows. Because, he suggests, such honesty implies great faith,

The mood signalled by the Second Vatican Council might be a good guide: ‘Let there be unity
in what is necessary, freedom in what is unscttled and charity in any case.’ (Gaudium et Spes).

So how to be a scarcher? How to institutionalise this? [ belicve there must be six features
present in anything that is set up: Conversation; Collegiality; Devolution of power; Modern-ness,
that is spcaking in language intelligible to each generation (Vatican I1); Regularity; Respect.

I want to overhaul the givens about the nature of dialogue between the hicrachy and the
laity; I want to see Church governance transformed, drawing from socicty’s models. T want, there-
tore, to sce the Church run by a Board of Management, sct up within cach archdiocese and mod-
clled on the best-functioning government departments or authoritics.

In my plan, the Archbishop or his delegate would always sit as Executive Chairman, amidst
a committee of diverse contributors, drawn from the lay and clerical community. I sce this as a
Board of Management of the Church in the Community, with the Archbishop having right of
veto—I'm not a complete Utopian, nor a fool!

I also see the need for sub-committeces, just as in any good, modern progressive organisation,
which operate on a mutual support basis: information and support drawn from the Church’s
scholars and officers back to the communities: they, in turn, would inform Church authorities of
issues contested within their sphere.

I recognise that Catholic advisory bodies do exist, but at the behest of the bishop, and, cffec-
tively, no-onc knows about them. Which brings me back to visibility.

[ would suggest that just as the Governor-General does, every single bishop should be con-
vening regular gatherings at his table, where he listened, in a spirit of co-operation and curiosity,
to the conversation or dialectic underway within socicty; thus informing himself and acting as a
conduit for the passage of ideas between people: of being pro-active on behalf of Chirist in a breath-
takingly simple way. And I would urge bishops to be game rather than cautious in their invitation
lists. And I would never again have a biennial Bishops’ Conference without a parallel mecting of
broader groups, drawn, I'd suggest, from the various Boards of Management.

Pceople would be revitalised. The institution would be bolstered. I'm not about tearing down
institutions. They're invariably the repositories of surprising resources and talents. The Church
would put itself in the midst of the people whom it must serve, and not be distrustful of them and

Vorumr 3 NOMBER 8 @ EUREKA STREET



)

their experience. The Church would set up a process of listening. For those afraid of the impact
on Church as authority-figure, Church as preacher, I'say this can hardly undermine that: it would
probably boost it, by providing it with modern data.

And at all times, I would stress the importance of including women as contributors. I did a
scarch of the Church’s formal bodics and, after consi rable cffort, found, outside the schools and
welfarc organisations, no systematic structures to include women. They may exist—no-one could
tell me exactly. But it was clear they were at the behest of individual bishops. This won’t do. It
must be much more of a given than that.

My own cxperience of a new structure within the Church is something called Spirituality in
the Pub, which I want to briefly discuss. Several of us were drawn together by John Menaduc, to
sce whether there was a need to develop new ways of being Catholic.

Out of cight months of intermittent talking and quite rigorous debate and mission-state-
ment discourse, we came up with a simple, unfussy and modest model of SIP:we wanted Religion
in the Pub, but RIP wasn’t quite the image we wanted to send! The idea was to promote a new
forum, new conversation within the Church, of a kind most of us didn’t feel we got within parishes.

We wanted to talk about issues of relevance to our lives, raw-cdged issucs on which there
frequently was no longer consensus: issucs that the Church—in our view—dodged. And some-
times I could quite sce why.

We found that there was no short-cut. There had to be much discussion on themes tor the
ycar. We mect every six weeks or so ina pub in Paddington, and to complete the metaphor, it's in
the Upper Room! It's free. Drinks from the bar. Two speakers: one always representing the insti-
tutional Church and therctore informed by the tradition; one representing modern dilemmas, in
a sense. Our topics have been modern conscience, when is it right to plav god—the cuthanasia
debate, and consumerism. Our next two are the challenge of science, and the ethics of modemn
wealth creation. We're finishing with the conscience of those arriving from other faiths.

It is very convivial, non-Churchy, with a small organising committee. Next vear, we'll sera
new theme for 1996. Speakers have been extremely willing to participate, no matter what their
frantic schedule, bearing out my view that there are people of immense goodwill, dying, in tact,
for the Church to assume a new sort of lcadership role in this moral debate and willing to do all
the messy, burcaucratic work of sceting this up.

It scems to be working and filling a nced. It’s small, the leaven in the lump, but we're quictly
quite proud of it, and T might add that we've kept the hicrarchy informed and have reccived
cncouragement, notional but significant, [ believe. It doesn’t seck to circumvent or undermine
existing structures. It's an addicion, and nails its tlag to the mast: it is Catholic and works within
what I'd say are the portals of the Church, whether or not that’s on Church property.

The spirit of Vatican 11 is alive and well within it. I want to closc on some beautiful words

from The Church in the Modern World. You'll have to tolerate the exclusive languagce
/ which is a touch confronting. But the sentiments carry the dav.,

NOUGHT MANKIND TODAY Is STRUCK WITH WONDLR at its own discoveries and its power, it often
raises anxious questions about the current trend of the world, about the place and role of man in
the universe, about the meauning of his individual and collective strivings and about the ultimate
destiny of reality and of humanity. Hencee, giving witness and voice to the faith of the whole
Peaple of God gathered together by Christ, this Council can provide no more cloguent proof of its
solidarity with the entire human family with which it is bound up, as well as its respect and love
for that family, than by cngaging with it in conversation about these various problems.

‘For the human person descrves to be preserved; human socicety deserves to be renewed.
Henee, the pivotal point of our total presentation will be man himsclf, whole and entire, body
and soul, heart and conscience, mind and will.

‘Therefore, this sacred Synod proclaims the highest destiny of man and champions the god-
like sced which has been sown in him. [t offers to mankind the honest assistance of the Church
in fostering that brotherhood of all men which corresponds to this destiny of theirs. Inspired by
no carthly ambition, the Church secks but a solitary goal: to carry torward the work of Christ
Himsclt, under the lead of the befriending Spirit. And Christ entered this world to give witness ro
the truth, to rescuce and not sit in judgment, to serve and not to be served.”

This is an cdited text of the Catholic Institute of Sydney’s Veech Lecture for 1995, delivered by
Geraldine Doogue at the State Library of New South Wales.
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Rignt on ‘rack

n Sydney, it had not rained for forty days and forty
nights. Roschill racecourse, where I'd not been for half a
life-time, baked in record August heat of 31.3°C. Track
rceords, besides tempers, were at risk.

Before travelling there, we visited the superb new
Muscum of Sydney. Soon the treasures of the Maritime
Muscum in London would be packed and the ‘Fleeting En-
counters’ exhibition closced. But we were able to view its
‘Pictures and Chronicles of the First Fleet’, together with a
cornucopia of remains of the carliest years of European
scttlement in Australia. Here were scts of ships’ cutlery,
ceramic dolls, pipe stems, coins, accidental survivals like
a puppet found in the Macarthurs’ cellar. There were also
documents sccking to exude au-
thority—such as the Standing Or-
ders for New South Wales—and
others mocking it: the noteboolk in
which Frank the Poet inscribed ‘A
Convict’s Tour of Hell”.

There were propitious items
for the afternoon’s jaunt: gaming
picces fashioned from slate found
in the ruins of the guards’ quarters
of this first Government Housc. In
the exhibition was a view of Rose
Hill, ‘a spit upon rising ground ... ordered to be cleared for
the first habitations’ as David Collins wrote in November
1788 of the farm on fertile land by the Parramatta River.
Just under a century later, a proprictary racetrack opened
at Rosehill. Coming undcr the control of the Sydney Turf
Club in 1943, it has since made much of limited natural
asscts, as [ was shortly to be reminded.

First to get there. Forget the train, the helptul PR staff
of the STC informed me. Take the River Cac. Thus Ihoarded
the ‘Marlene Mathews’ at Circular Quay, thence to pass
beneath the Harbour Bridge, stop at renovated Luna Park,
skim by yacht harbours, jutting apartments, an Olympic
site-to-be and St Ignatius, Riverview, before container ter-
minals, decaying factories and the RAN arms depot edged
down to the river. By now the boat had slowed to a walk,
not only to let sister vessel ‘Shane Gould’ get by in the
narrowing strcam, but because the momentum of catama-
rans is croding muddy banks and stirring residues of heavy
metal.

In an hour we were hard by Parramatta. The STC had
provided free transport and racebook. To enter the course,
the bus travelled four sides of a square, revealing the giant
Rosehill Gardens sign that proclaims the track’s new, pre-
sumably American-style misnomer. Looking back to the
city, one descries the bridge and skyscrapers in the dis-
tance, but in the foreground an ugly cluster of oil refinery
buildings. And the track is cramped, with famous out-of-
sight starts for middle-distance races, endlessly turning
1200 metre circuit for its great attraction, the Golden

TR
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Slipper {a preposterously rich two-year-old race) and dan-
gerous run out of the straight just after the winning post.
Not Flemington? Indeed not: from the consideratencess
of its staff to the quality of the catering, Roschill Gardens
showed not only that the STC is the Australian racing club
most interested in its patrons, but how service at Fleming-
ton has passed from local joke to national disgrace. On Man-
ikato Stakes day at Flemington, a thimble-full of red sold
for $3.50. At Roschill, a bumper retailed at $1.20. A varic-
ty of well-stocked food outlets at the Gardens happily con-
trasted with the gut-rotring fare hard by the Healthy
Dict-Try-It Diabetes caravan at the headquarters of Victo-
rian racing. The STC has been aggressive about the value
of its product, not resentfully de-
fensive over falling race crowds.
/ Given a course as grand as Flem-
4‘ ington, or Randwick, the entrepre-
e neurial flair of the STC could be
exhibited to the embarrassment of

— the ‘principal’ clubs.
- Nevertheless, at Roschill
- ‘t Gardens, there was racing to de-
' light such local sponsors as the
Rooty Hill RSL and Lidcombe Syd-
ney Markets ¢lubs. Unfortunate-
ly the free bus delivered me in time to back I'm A Freak,
which missed the start and ran near last. Two races later,
top jockey Mick Dittman’s mount was sccond. Remarka-
bly, he had ridden only one Sydney winner in eighteen
months. That changed, but not before the Premier’s Cup
went to Tom Cruise look-alike, ‘born-again’ Darren Bead-
man, on Ardeed. Mcanwhile in Mclbourne, at once despised
Sandown, Grand Baic ran an Australian record for 1000m
and the fine grey Baryshnikov won the Liston Stakes from
the Hayes-trained Western Red and Jeune. With the thank-
less task of inheriting a famous name and stables from fa-
ther and brother, P.C. Hayes not only has the afore
mentioned two well forward, but also Manikato place-get-
ters Scascay and Blevie. Watch for them in the spring, and

for Hawlkes’ Octagonal.

And for Flying Spur, a lovely bay colt, last year’s Gold-
en Slipper winner, who showed staying scope by winning
the Peter Pan Stakes, with Dittman up. Back in the glassed-
in public area, signs pointed distractingly to the Long-
champs and Chantilly bars. The STC guesses that tradition,
in racing as in much c¢lse, is mostly in the brand name.
After a peerless day, clouds gathered, but no rain fell. This
is a lucky club. Ask Moonee Valley, which is still hoping
that a newly-laid track will be ready for racing on 1 October
and that it can host the Cox Plate, rather than sceing the
national weight-for-age championship go down the road to
Flemington, as the smarties have long predicted.

Peter Pierce is Eurcka Street’s turt correspondent.

~
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JINME LJAVILISOUN

Scholars on the oose

[ A TIME WHEN THE UNIVERSITIES are being remodelled
in the corporate style, a similar impulse towards tighter
organisation can be scen at work elsewhere. In August the
newly-founded Australia Foundation for Culture and the
Humanitics announced its concern to connect the Australia
Council with all forms of cultural activity in cveryday life,
and also to try to effect another linkage, between the private
sector and culture.

The week before a mecting was held in Canberra to
launch an In¢  :ndent Scholars Association of Australia.
To somc peo this felt like a roll call of mavericks,
steppenwolves and rathags, with the touted idea of a special
Academy of It pendent Scholars being a clear contradic-
tion in terms; but there was, nonetheless, a decided consen-
sus that an association was neeessary.

The term ‘public intellectuals’, meaning people who
contribute to public debate and who may or may not be
academics, has had some currency in recent years. But the
term intellectual has always carried a heavy load of embar-
rassment in Australia, as Max Charlesworth felt constrained
to confess in a 1991 issuc of Meanjin published in his
honour.

Clearly much of the recason for that 18 been the fecling
(a legacy from  pioncering days) that we are a kind of
sccondary growth, perhaps parasites. It is therefore impor-
tant that, whethera scholar makes a statement on particular
public issues or not, there is a sense of engagement with
socicety in general, and that there is seen to be one. Once the
notion of intellectual or scholar is de-academicised, then of
coursce it must include curators,librarians, some journalists,
and all mannecr of people; intellectual work might then be
sceen as vital in maintaining some of e infrastructure of
socicty. Otherwise, the independent scholar is scen as an
isolate, or, as Peter Cochrance colourfully put it, “a bit like a
busker—constantly having to attract attention and to change
the tune’.

To some extent many do, having developed immensc
resourcetfulness. One such is Humphrey McQueen, whose
ten books have been partly financed by journalism and
partly by Litcrature Board grants. (Thesce he sees as suitable
subsidies for an ‘infant industry’.] But the point he makes
now is that independent scholars arce like small business-
men sceting up shop: left to theirown  vices, most would
go broke in the first year. One thing the Literature Board
should do, says McQuecen, is to give every aspiring writer a
copy of Gissing’s New Grub Street. This would give them an
idca of what they are letting themselves in for, and indicate
how much cnergy is going to be spent grubbing around for
ideas and picce work to pay the bills. Never go into debg, he
sternly advises all independent scholars.,

Traditionally, the Anglican Church sustained many ran-
dom intellects; the universities were likened to a contempo-
rary church in this sense. For many present, though, they
were more the god that failed. The academic archipelago is
no place for mavericks now; as Alison Broinowski pointed
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out, it has become a haunt of the grey suits with their
performance indicators. Sydney University now has two
administrators for every one academic. Wherceas ten years
ago it scemed possible that there might be more regularised
job-sharing and part-time work, now such things arc often
opposcd because they are seen to compromise commitnient
to the institution. To the institution, noted Peter Cochrane;
not to the profession.

All of this has implications for the kind of writing which
goes on in univers  cs. As is well-known, it is increasingly
directed to colleagues only, and is {at best} technical and
often impenctrable. Joy Hooton analysed the new rescarch
culturc—with its over-reliance on rescarch assistance—and
pointed to the way competition between institutions has
become so intense that one university offers a $1000 grant
just to assist its members to make ARC applications. A
Fordist model is in operation here, as though intellectual
productivity can be increased endlessly.

It is not surprising, then, that the universitics should
engage in product control. As is well-known, Melbourne
University recently attempted to assert copyright over all
work produced by its academics; and while there has been a
retreat from this position, there is no guarantce that the
claim will not be made again. (It has since been emulated in
other institutions.] What we arce dealing with herve, after the
palladian openness of the old library-basced culture originat-
ing in the Enlightenment, is a new sensce of knowledge as a
commodity, legitimately open to privatisation.

Certainly academics rarcly regard their posts now as a
public position, with resposibilities to the community in
gencral; consultancies are more the order of the day. Nugget
Coombs has spoken of the decline in the moral responsibil-
ity of the intelligentsia, while Donald Horne, at this confer

cnce, likened the universities to ‘a kind of black
hole tor some of our best minds’.

NDEED, MANY ACADEMICS HAD BECOME S0 sclf-involved that,
until the recent reforms and a greater pressure to justify
themselves, 1t never occurred to them to see themscelves as
only onc tribe of intellectuals in Australia. Many, in tact,
would cheerfully attack {as some still do) the Australia
Council grant system, seeing that as public funding while
ARC grants were theirinalienable right.

It was theretore interesting that the Canberra independ-
ent scholars, instecad of wishing to remain separate from
academe, were rather more interested in bridgebuilding.
Many of the one hundred present were very much aware of
a disempowering scnsce of isolation. Suggestions of exclud-
ing most academics, in the interests of a more effective trade
unionism, did not strike much rapport. But these were older
people, Canberra folk, many of them retired; one wonders
what would have emerged from a similar mecting in one of
the big cities.

Jim Davidson tcaches Humanities at ther Victoria University
University of Technology.



JAMES \GRIFFIN

) eighbous

HERE ELSE CAN YOU FIND A wirE who will give you
a pedicure with a toothbrush’, asked the near-sexagenarian
squatter from Johland—rhetorically, one hopes, as Austral-
ians have not been so conspicuous in the flesh trade outside
the Phillipines yet.

Not that recruiting wives, cven on that basts, is the worst
of it. Many marriages of convenience work benignly enough
for the brides, and often for their indigent extended familics.
Bartered brides are not invariably battered.

The pits is, of course, not the arranged marrying or the
whoremongering but the pacdophilia. And that will not
cease when Australians are blocked from sleaze holidays.
The Filipino male has ultimately to look to that, as Presi-
dent Ramos indicated during his recent visit, the first by an
incumbent Philippines head of state,

There is not much point in exaggerating the degree of
Australian infamy as Meredith Burgmann MLC (NSW) has
done. Nor in dressing up as murdered {by Australian hus-
bands) Filipino brides or ¢ven branding Ramos as the Philip-
pines’ ‘biggest pimp’ as was done by some at the University
of Melbournec when Ramos was to be given an honorary
degree. Just to show there arc no facile nostrums, the
president warned sex offenders that he will now look at
applying the death penalty for ‘heinous crimes’ to foreign
paedophiles. The demonstratorsmay not relish a situation,
where another Australian prime minister feels he has to call
another Asian government ‘ barbaric’ for executing Austral-
ians, as happened with Bob Hawke over our drug pushers.

It might be wiscr to accept the extension of the Federal
Crimes Act to sex tourism and the sending of police officers
to help with sex and drug surveillance.

Nothing is going to be simple in our relations with Asian
cultures, and the root causes of the most exploitative aspects
of the flesh trade are obviously poverty, overpopulation and
obscurantism. No doubt Ramos will welcome any sugges-
tions as to how these can be quickly overcome.

It scems incongruous that, when we arce trying to gain
acceptance as a compatible neighbour in South-East Asia,
there should be amusterataUniversity to protestataleader
who was vital to the overthrow of the Marcos kleptocracy.
While being much more decisive, Ramos retained the con-
fidence of Cory Aquino and, although a soldicr, has upheld
democratic forms in a country that provides the sort of
bridgehead into Asia that Australia needs. The Philippinces
has a predominantly Christian culture {80 per cent Catholic,
9percent Protestant, 5 per cent Muslim, 3 per cent Buddhist)
and 51 per cent understand English {although only once per
cent speak it at home).

With the fraying of our scparate American alliances,
which forestalled the need for close bilateral sccurity
arrangements, the time has come for increased defence co-
operation, While we have no urgent defence issue at present,
Chinese activity at the well-named Mischief Reef in the
strategic Spratlys is unnerving in Manila and, in the long
term, a matter of concern for Canberra. The sort of anti-
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insurgency aid given in the past, that suggested obscessive
anti-Communism and could be construed as a prop for
Marcos, can now be seen serving the Filipino interest rather
than that of a particular regime. Morcover, Australian rac-
ism such as was perceived and bitterly resented in the
Gamboa {1948) and Locsin (1966) entry visa cases, has been
dispelled by immigration which increased between 1981 to
1991 from a total of 15,500 to 74,000 (roughly 2:1 female to
male], making Filipinos the third largest non-European
group after Victnamese and Chinesc.

After the inert years of Aquino’s presidency, Ramos has
deregulated the financial system, promoted investment in
manufacture and raised the annual growth rate to 5.12 per
cent. This is lower, certainly, than in the so-called dragon
and tiger states but still very positive. There are opportuni-
ties for increased trade, very much in Australian favour at
the moment {over 3:1), but representing only 0.4 per cent of
our total trade. During the Ramos visit a number of deals
were done, including eleven joint ventures in power and
waste-water infrastructure.

In 1971-2 Forcign Sccretary, Carlos Romulo, urged a
closcr relationship between our two countries and noted the
paucity of Philippine studies here. It is extraordinary that so
little literature is generally available. Only the ANU, Can-
berra, and, very much to its credit, James Cook University,

Townsville, have taken our neighbour of nearly 70
million people very seriously.

SIDE FROM ARTICLES IN LEARNED JOURNALS, the only mon-
ograph on Australia-Philippines relations published for dec-
ades that I can recall was edited by two JCU scholars, Rey
Ileto and Rodney Sullivan, significantly as Discovering
Australasia: Essays on Philippines-Australia Interactions
{Townsville, 1993). The bibliography provided by the Uni-
versity of Canberra’s Mark Turner yiclds much that is
interesting on the Philippines but little of an Australian
bent.

However, what these cssays reveal is a relationship
which goes back to the 1850s. when Australia took a quarter
of Philippinc exports. By 1900, Australia was the fifth largest
source of imports. There was at the time vigorous Filipino
immigration to Northern Australia {including Torres Strait)
and Papua.

Both American hegemony in the Philippines and the
White Australia Policy (1901) caused a promising relation-
ship to lapse precipitously from then on. Discovering Aus-
tralasia explores these early relationships and proceeds to a
scarching c¢xamination of the Gamboa cases, a curious
Foucaultian conflation of the press reportage of the activi-
tics of Juni Morosi and an carlier Filipino victim of ‘patriar-
chal oppression’, and an enlightening analysis of current
Philippinc immigration.

Perhaps the Ramos visit will inspire other scholars o
follow up these overduce ‘discoveries’.

James Griffin is a freelance critic and historian.
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His father might have ended his days as a country
publican in the colonies but he had begun them as a
schoolboy at Charterhouse, and his father’s brother,
Sir George Hamilton Evatt, became Surgeon-General
in the British Army. The Evatts, in fact, were
Anglo-Irish Protestant gentlemen given to producing
soldiers for the crown and parsons for the established
church. Dr Evatt’s mother was also of Irish-Anglo-
Australian Protestant stock and, by all accounts, a
formidable lady who demanded much of her sons and
gave them a solid grounding in evangelical Anglican-
ism. A strong strcak of puritanism was to mark Evatt
for the rest of his life. In his mid-twenties he married
the daughter of a wealthy American.

Given that background and his own intellectual
brilliance, it is not too surprising that the young Evatt
did not lack confidence. This could show itself in
unimportant ways: outraging the Rughy Union gen-
tlemen by bringing Rugby League into the universi-
ty, for example. (He even flirted with proper football,
visiting Mclbourne in 1910 with a Fort Street team to
play what was then called Victorian Rules.) It could
show itself in more important ways, as in 1927 when,
after one term in the State Parliament, he publicly
damned his leader, Jack Lang, stood successfully as
an independent and was expelled from the State
branch of the Labor Party complaining of Commu-
nist infiltration.

In a prize-winning undergraduate essay which
was later published, Evate argued that in Australia
the party differences were minimal: Whig liberalism
had triumphed completely and rightly. In his view,
however, there was a division, and it is worth quot-
ing his youthful description of it: a division ‘corre-
sponding to that of minds conservative by naturc and
minds progressive by naturce’. He continued:

In all domains of lifc and art we find onc class
desiring to press forward, to experiment, to find in
any change a bettering of present conditions, and a
sccond which clings with venceration to whatever is
traditional and ancient, and which distrusts the
dangerous and unnccessary proposals of what appear
to it a shallow empiricism.

There is not much doubt about the side of the
divide on which he saw himself, but it remains that
he supported conscription in 1916 and, in his cssay,
he questioned the Labor pledge and Labor caucus sol-
idarity as inimical to true liberalism. Nor was he

much taken with the notion of employment
I preference for trade unionists.

T 18 ALSO TYPICAL OF EVATT that, apparently not fully
extended by the High Court’s demands, he turned to
history in the 1930s with two pioneering books—one
defending Governor Bligh, till then generally scen as
a tyrant properly deposed, and the other a defensive
biography of W.A. Holman, generally scen in the La-

bor movement as a ‘rat’. That other great rat in Labor
lore, Hughes, was also admired publicly and private-

ly by Evatt.

Evatt had a brilliant legal career by any stand-
ards. From the University of Sydncey, he graduated
with a BA (triplc first}, obtained an MA (first) and took

a doctorate in laws (which later became his
path-breaking study of the reserve powers,
The King and his Dominion Governors). In
1916 he became Secretary and Associate to
the Chief Justice of NSW, Sir William Cul-
len. He went to the Bar in 1924 and took silk
five years later. In 1930, at the age of 36—the
youngest-cver appointee, and likely to remain
so—he was placed on the High Court by the
Scullin Government. There he served for the
next decade, before succumbing at the age of
46 to the siren song of politics—leaving the
Court younger than the age nearly every other
Justice has arrived.

As Commonwealth Attorney-General
after 1941 he went back frequently to the
High Court as an advocate—even arguing for
the Government before the Privy Council in
the Bank Nationalisation Case at the same
time as being President of the UN General
Assembly in 1948.

On the High Court bench, one of Evatt’s
most distinctive qualities as a Judge was his
concern with social consequences and civil
liberties; in his own words, he ‘always
scarched for the right with a lamp lit by the
flame of humanity’. His models were Holm-
es and Cardozo in the United States and Lord
Wright in Britain.

The best known example of this was
probably his dissenting judgment in Chester
v Waverley Corporation—the ‘mervous
shock’ negligence case in which he cloquent-
ly took the part of the mother whose child
had been drowned in a Council trench, and
in which his statement of the law came soon
to prevail. In constitutional cases he came
down on the side of the States, more often
than the Commonwealth Labor politicians
who appointed him would have liked, al-
though morc for reasons of legislative cffica-
cy rather than any conceptual ‘States’ rights’
perspective.

That he saw legislation as a medium for
social reform, and had been a member of a
reformist State Government when the Fed-

Probably the
closest he came
to a friendship in
the ministry was
with Jack Beasley:
it is somehow
typical of Evatt
that he should
cultivate Beasley,
who rejoiced in
the nickname of
‘Stabber Jack’
and had been
one of the Lang
group which
brought

down the

Scullin Labor
Government in
1931—another

‘rat’.

eral Bruce/Page Government was conservative, may

also have coloured his views.

Certainly no Commonwealth power enthusiast

could quarrel with his interpretation of the external
affairs power in the Burgess case—which eventually
became orthodoxy in the The Tasmanian Dam case
in the 1980s.
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Speaking in 1965 of Dr Evatt’s term on the High
Court, the then Chief Justice, Sir Garfield Barwick,
said this:

To the decision of such of these cases in which he
participated, Herbert Vere Evatt made great contri-
butions. His judgements in many of them provide
forceful and lucid expositions and applications of
the law. Many of such judgements examine and
relate to cach other in a masterly fashion the
precedents of the past with which he made himself
so precisely conversant as he applied himself so
unstintingly to the pursuit of the answer to the
problein which cach case in its turn posed for
decision. They disclose extensive and penetrating
scholarly rescarch which illumines the aspects of
the law with which they deal. These judgements
will long be used by students and teachers of the
law, by practitioncrs and by courts of law ... [they)
expressed views of the law which were well in
advance of his Honour's time and received acclaim
from lawyers throughout the British Common-
wealth including the Privy Council.

This was a very gracious tribute from Barwick,
given not only all their obvious differences of out-
look, but also their personal history. David Mart’s
biography of Barwick retails a story from their days
at the Sydney Bar together which says much about
their respective personalities. Evatt believed that logic
would carry the weight of his argument, and never
worried much about whom he was appearing before.
Barwick, by contrast, believed in working the man,
and urged Evatt to study a particular earlier decision
of the judge in question about which—whatcever its
merits—the judge was inordinately fond. Evatt ignored
Barwick’s suggestion. Inevitably the judge asked him
why he was not relying on his carlier decision. Evatt
replied that his junior had not drawn his attention to

the case. At that point, Barwick said ‘Go to
buggery’ and 1 the court.

TORIES LIKE THIS, OF WIIICH THERE ARE MANY, are per-
haps the reason why Evatt found himself something
of a political loner when, after stepping down from
the High Court bench and entering Federal parliament
in 1940, he became a member of John Curtin’s Gov-
crnment in 1941, While he had made some friends in
the leftish artistic and literary worlds of the time,
mainly through his wife, Mary Alice, he was too high-
ly strung, abrasive and egotistical for much in the way
of political fricndships. Probably the closcst he came
to a friendship in the ministry was with Jack Beasley:
it is somchow typical of Evatt that he should culti-
vate Beasley, who rejoiced in the nickname of ‘Stab-

er Jack’ and had been ¢ of the Lang group which
brought down the Scullin Labor Government in
1931—another ‘rat’. Despite courting men as diverse
as John Wren in Mclbourne and Clarrie Fallon in Bris-
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bane, he did not have a personal power base in the
party when he arrived in the Federal Parliament, and
never subsequently acquired one.

Evatt entered the NSW Parliament as the mem-
ber for Balmain in the 1925 election when the Lang
Government took power on a platform of extensive
social and labour market reform. He managed the
preselection hurdle partly by relying on the then
multi-member character of constituencies, which
made it rather easicr; and secondly by making a suc-
cessful pitch for trade union support by writing a se-
ries of influential articles about the victimisation of
workers after the 1917 railway strike. He immediate-
ly earned Lang’s displeasure by defying the party’s con-
ventions on seniority and nominating himsclf for
Attorney-General—he obtained two votes in caucus.
He was, nonctheless, an energetic contributor to the
Lang Government’s pioneering social legislation. This
was the first government in the world to provide pen-
sions for widows on a non-contributory basis, through
the 1925 Widows’ Pension Bill which the Opposition
described as ‘the most soul-destroying, poisonous bill’".
Seventeen years later the Commonwealch introduced
similar national legislation. Evatt played a large part
in framing both bills. His drafting skills were also
applied to the 1926 Workers Compensation Bill which
he piloted through the NSW Assembly and the 1927
Family (Child) Endowment Bill, the model for Com-
monwealth legislation in 1942,

Evatt returncd to politics, becoming the Federal
member for Barton in August 1940, with the help of
an invitation from the ALP’s National Exccutive, and
his willingness to contest a UAP-held scat when no
one in a safer scat would withdraw for him. When
Curtin formed a government in October 1941, Evatt
became both Attorney-General and Minister for Ex-
ternal Affairs.

Even with the preoccupations of the war, which
saw Evatt work to a schedule that even modern min-
isters would regard as extraordinary, he retained his
commitment to social reform through legislation. The
defence power allowed the Commonwealth the lati-
tude during the war to manage the cconomy in areas
like labour market regulation and prices policy. Evatt,
keen to build on these gains, led the cfforts of succes-
sive Labor governments to extend the Common-
wealth’s peacetime powers. Ever the legalist, he saw
constitutional reform as the means for this: between
1944 and 1948 he proposed and supported five meas-
ures for amendment of the Constitution, only one of
which, on social scrvices in 1946, was successful. The
motif of most of the proposals was post-War recon-
struction, rctaining or building on powers which Can-
berra had exercised in wartime, although Evatt also
added to the wide-ranging reform proposals of the 1944
referendum a proposal for constitutional guarantces
for freedom of speech, cxpression and religion.

Eva s passion for civil libertics was actually
never more finely demonstrated than in the bactle he



led not in favour of a constitutional amendment but
against one—the 1950 referendum on the abolition
of the Communist Party. It is worth mentioning this
achicvement—which I would regard as the finest of
Evatt’s political career-—at this point, although to do
s0 1s to jump forward in time to his period in Opposi-
tion. When the Menzies-Fadden Government was
clected in 1949, it was against the backdrop of fears
of a world communist revolutionary movement, and
the new Government’s first major legislative initia-
tive was the 1950 Communist Party Dissolution bill
which, once passed, was immediatcly subject to a
High Court challenge. Under fire from conservatives
and some in the ALP, Evatt accepted the brief for the
Watcerside Workers Federation, one of the plaintiffs
mounting the case alongside the Communist Party.
The High Court held the act was ultra vires the Com-
monwealth Parliament. Menzies then called a dou-
ble dissolution, was re-elected, secured control of the
Senate, and announced a constitutional referendum
to overcome the High Court decision. Throughout an
intense and bitter campaign, Evatt brilliantly, tire-
lessly—and almost single-handedly—dwelt on the po-
tential for abusc if government could ban a political
ideology, condemning resort to totalitarian methods
to fight totalitarianism. His argument cventually won
the day in enough States to defeat the referendum. It
was a wonderful victory for Evatt, but it camc at a
huge political cost: the mantle ‘defender of commu-
nism’, reinforced when he leapt headlong into the
Petrov affair three years later, was to hurt Evatt bad-
ly, in subsequent polls and in the internal politics of
the Labor Party. But as Justice Michacl Kirby has writ-
ten, this ‘libertarian warrior’s ... leadership in the de-
feat of the referendum campaign, against all odds, was
a wonderful and lasting contribution to the political
cthos of this country’.

If the referendum campaign was Evatt’s finest
domestic political achievement, it was as foreign min-
ister that he made his most enduring contribution to
the course of Australian history, and to Australia’s
place in the world. I think it is accurate to describe
him as Australia’s first genuine internationalist. Al-
though John Latham and Stanley Melbourne Bruce
were both seen in Geneva as friends of the Leaguc of
Nations, there were no Australian political leaders
before Evatt, and have been very few since, with any-
thing like his commitment to the building of co-
operative multilateral institutions and processcs to

address both security and development

objectives.
E)REI(IN MINISTERS HAVE TO DEAL with governments,
personalities, circumstances and policies in constant
flux, and their lasting monuments tend to be few.
Evatt’s successor, Percy Spender, was a lucky excep-
tion, lcaving behind him after only two years in the
job both the Colombo Plan and the ANZUS treaty. In
Evatt’s own cight years in office, there are really only

two lasting monuments that really stand out, but what
significant landmarks they were! The first was to
swing Australia behind the Indonesian Republic and
contribute significantly to its effective independence
from the Netherlands. And the other was his contri-
bution to the founding of the United Nations. Evatt’s
contribution to the San Francisco Conference of 1945
was the stuff of which legends are made—especially
in his fight for the rights of the smaller
powers against the greater in the roles of
the General Assembly and the Sccurity
Council, and in his faith in the UN as an
agent for social and economic reform and
as a protector for human rights.

The Big Three—the US, the Soviet
Union and the UK—were interested in a
successor to the League of Nations as an
international peace-keeper only if it met
their needs, was their creature and threat-
encd them with no embarrassment. It was
the Big Three—supplemented by this time
by China—who drafted a charter for a
United Nations. It was the Big Five—hy
this time with France included—who in-

not too

Given that

background
and his own
intellectual

brilliance, it is

surprising that

vited the other forty-five states then com- the young Evatt
prising international political socicty to .

discuss their draft at San Francisco. If a did not lack
small power like Australia wanted to sce .

changes made to that draft charter, it COHfld@HC@.
would clearly have to force those changes Thi 1d

on very reluctant, not to say intransigent, 1§ cou

great powers. And the great powers so or- . ,
ganisgd the conference as to srzack the odds show 1tse]f m
‘lgcllfllﬁt) sn)lcitllwp‘ower 1111‘13%rt1nullc%. The unimportant
conference lasted for three months—and

it comprised some four commissions,
twelve technical committees of the whole,
a steering committee of the whole, an ex-
ccutive committee and a host of sub-com-
mittees!

It was in that maelstrom that Evatt
made his mark. Assisted by a handful of
very able officials, Evatt daily raced from
committee to committece in a performance
of energy, brilliance and judgment rarcly
scen. The United States sent a delegation
of 174, for example. Evatt had a dclega-
tion of 45, but he used only a handful; it
was largely a one-man band. By the end of
the conference, he was accepted by all
there as the leading voice of the medium
and small powers, the one with whom the
great powers had to treat.

One of his campaigns concerned the role in the
organisation of the great powers, who envisaged a Se-
curity Council which would handle threats to the
peace, and on which cach of them would enjoy a veto
right on all matters except purcly procedural ques-
tions (though that left a veto on what would be re-
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garded as a procedural question) and also peaceful set-
tlement procedures where they were parties to dis-
putes. Evatt accepted that the wartime great power
concert had to underpin a post-war system, but he
wanted the vero limited to decisions on the imposi-
tion of sanctions against aggressors. Although Evate
is perhaps best remembered for his fight on the veto
question, he was in fact locked out of much of the
politicking on that question, and the fight tended to
be carried by liberal elements in the large United
States delegation unhappy with the prospect that even
investigation or discussion of an issuc could be ve-
tocd. In any cvent, he and chose who thought like
him lost the fight: the Sovier Union, which feared
Western use of the United Nations against it, was
immovable, and the great powers retained virtually a
blanket veto right.

Evatt’s greatest success was in forcing very re-
luctant great powers to accept a wide role for the en-
tire United Nations membership in the General
Assembly. The great powers would have made of the
Assembly a talking shop, and once limited to vaguce
generalitics at that. In a stubborn, wearing campaign
which lasted for months, Evatt succeeded in winning
for the Assembly the ot to discuss and make rec-
ommendations on any matcter covered by the Charter
with the single exception of sceurity questions ac-
tively before the Security Council. In this campaign,
he was drawn into direct negotiations with the repre-
sentatives of the great powers, and they accepted him

as the de facto representative of the middle
and small powers.

VITAL PRERCQUISITE tor any international organi-
sation is that member states accept some loss of do-
mestic jurisdiction. While Evatt was a convinced
internationalist, he was also a nationalist and, a child
of his time, a stout defender of White Australia,

Projecting his experience of Australian industri-
al relations, where disputes could be manufactured
on the expectation that subsequent conciliation or
arbitration procedures were likely to provide some
concessions for a professedly aggrieved party, he was
concerned that a state could force Scecurity Council
discussion and reccommendations on White Australia
merely by threatening to go to war on the issue.

As he put it, there would be a premium on vio-
lence. For once, he was on-side with the Soviet Un-
ion, which was the first to scek to have a domestic
jurisdiction guarantee inscreed in the Charter, but
Evatt can be given the credit, it such it be, for having
its ambit widened to cover everything except actual
enforcement action by the United Nations. He was
not cspecially hypocritical on this matter, though
accepting that any number of later international con-
ventions could remove questions from domestic ju-
risdiction,

Evattalso led a successful and worthy campaign,
this time mainly against the United States, to have a
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full employment pledge written into the Charter. At
the time there was widespread fear of a world cco-
nomic recession after the war, This did not happen.
But the pledge also reflected Evatt’s view and that of
his government that cconomic and social issucs must
rank with more explicitly military issucs as central
to international harmony and, therefore, as United
Nations business.

The st of his campaigns I would mention relat-
cd to colonies. Although Evatt was determined that
Australia should retain control of Papua and New
Guincea, and although he believed that some colonial
socicties would need indefinite tutclage by Western
imperial states, he was anxious to have all colonies
brought within the scope ot the United Nations and
not just the few mandated territories taken from Ger-
many and Turkey back in 1919. He was concerned
mainly to guarantee humanc and progressive admin-
istration of colonics and to remove them from the
context of imperial conflict. But in pursuit of chis, he
was responsible for having written into the Charter a
requirement that all colonial powers report to the
United Nations on their administrations. Rather to
his chagrin, this clause later was to serve as the plat-
form for the whole revolutionary decolonisation proc-
ess at the United Nations,

As I have said, the United Nations was estab-
lished on the assumption that the great powers’
War-time alliance would continue into the peace: that
they would police world security by means of United
Nations procedures, and in appropriate association
with other United Nations members. In fact, the Cold
War had alrcady begun in 1945, and the result was
that the United Nations would be largely paralyscd
in conflicts involving the great powers and their ¢li-
ents. As Evatt complained in 1947, ‘the old order is
dead, whilce the future order is powerless to be born”.
This disheartened him. So did the frequent preference
of United Nations members tor political processes
rather than the legal processes enshrined in the Char-
ter and congenial to his temperament and training.
Informal charter amendment by Assembly resolution
scandalised him.

It was not that he was naive. He could play po-
litically hard himsclf when he thought Australian
interests were at stake, whether in defending South
Africa, forcing through the kind of trusteeship agrece-
ment he wanted for New Guinea, or in refusing to
submit an agreement for Papua at all. Nor was he at
all pacifist: he valued the United Nations sccurity
system precisely as providing for the foreeful suppres-
sion of aggressors. But he still saw the United Na-
tions as the best hope for world peace in the 1940s
and 1950s it only states could be persuaded to use its
processes. For this reason, he had Australia continuce
as a busy, constructive member of the United Nations.
In 1948, he was delighted to succeed representatives
of Belgium and Brazil as President of the General
Assembly.



He had other reasons, though. One was that Aus-
tralia, a barely emerging British dominion at the time,
had made its presence fele at the 1919 Paris Peace
Conference in which the League of Nations was ¢s-
tablished, but had later drifted back to the margins of
international society. He saw the survival of the Unit-
cd Nations and Australian busyness in its councils as
not the only way of keeping Australia involved in in-
ternational atfairs, but as onc very important way—a
view to be shared by his conscervative successors.

The other reason was that Evatt, while aware of
the need for regional security arrangements and of the
uncqual distribution of power among states, was never
quite the complete devotee of power politics. In his
view, states like Australia could exercise influence
through the quality of their representatives, by the
valuce of their ideas, and by the persistence of their
diplomacy—and that is very much a view 1 share.

Evatt’s conviction that Australia’s national
security interests would be served by developing an
international system of sccurity through the United
Nations clearly has a resonance in contemporary
Australian policy. I can’t put the point more succinet-
ly than it was made in our 1994 Defence White Pa-
per:

Our national interests are served by ensuring the
existence of effective UN mechanisms for contlict
prevention, management and resolution. As a
middle power, we have a particular interest in
fostering an orderly international system in which
agreed norms of conduct constrain the use of foree,
and in supporting international insticutions which
give us important opportunitics to shape that
system, We support UN and other multinational
peace-making and peace-keeping endeavours
because we consider that institutions which are
cffective, and are scen to be so, in crises today are
more likely to be cffective in helping wo protect
Australia’s interests should they be challenged in
the future.

It is interesting to observe that Australia’s recent
proposals to strengthen the UN’s role as an instru-
ment of co-operative sceurity seem to have struck a
particular chord with countries such as Argentina,
Brazil, the Nordics, Poland, Japan and Jordan, who
share our interest in building an international sys-
tem which does not rest solely on neo-realist theo-
rics of ‘great power balance’. Evate, writing in 1948,
pointed to the explanation tor this:

The truth is that Great Powers are incvitably
preoccupicd with questions of prestige and spheres
of influence, whereas lesser powers whose interests
in lasting peace are just as great, if not greater, are
more detached in their outlook on many issues and
arce in a better position to make an unbiased judg-
ment on the justice of any proposced scttlement.

For Evatt, the UN was to be an agent of collec-
tive security, based on the conceprt that its member
states would agree to renounce the use of foree
amongst themselves and collectively come to the aid

of any member attacked by an outside state,
or by a renegade member. 1 have argued, by
contrast, that the central sustaining idea for
contemporary cfforts, in the UN and outside
it, to maintain international peacc and sccu-
rity should be the larger one of co-operative
security. This concept embraces not just col-
lective security, but two other ideas as well—
common scecurity and comprchensive
sceurity—which have been current in think-

Party
politicking
was almost

entirely

ing about international sceurity cooperation
for some time. Common security was first
articulated as a concept in the 1980s:
essentially it is the notion of states finding
sceurity with others, rather than against
them. Comprehensive security is simply the
notion that sccurity is multidimensional in
character, encompassing a range of political,
economic,social and other
non-military considerations as well
as military capability.

O-OPLRATIVE SECURITY 1§ A USCHUL ITRM 1Ot
only becausce it brings these three approach-
es together, but does so in a way which em-
phasises prevention and at the same time
encompasses the whole range of responses to
sccurity concerns, both before and atter the
threshold of armed conflict has been crossed.
At once extreme this would involve long-term
programs to improve cconomic and social
conditions which arc likely to give rise to
future tensions; at the other it would include enforce-
ment of peace by full scale military means.

Evatt in fact did foreshadow in his own thinking
somec of these ‘mew’ concepts in arguing, as he did, at
San Francisco for a Charter that paid more than lip
scrvice to cconomic and social issucs, not just for their
own sake but because these represented the root caus-
es of conflict.

A priority themc of our activity at the UN in re-
cent times has been to urge that the Secrctary-General
and member states give greater weight to preventive
approaches, by putting more priority on preventive
diplomacy and addressing the underlying causes of
tensions and disputes through peace building—Dby
which we mcan both intermational laws, régimes and
arrangements on the one hand, and on the other hand
in-country strategies aimed at cconomic and social
development and institution strengthening. All this
would have met Evatt’s approval, not least because
of his lawyer’s faith in international arbitration and
other legal procedures for the peaceful scttlement of
international disputes.
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At San Francisco, Evatt was acutely conscious of
the balance to be struck between establishing an
effective world body, necessitating the backing and
participation of the great powers, and at the same time
keeping within bounds the extent of the influence
which those powers would wicld through the organi-
sation. This remains a pressing issue in 1995, A fea-
ture of the period of Sccurity Council activism since
the end of the Cold War has been the concern of many
countries about domination of UN decision-making
by the five permancent members of the Council, and
more specifically by the three Western members, the
so-called P3. Onc result of these concerns is that, for
the first time since 1945, there is now a real possibil-
ity that new Permancent Members will be added to
the Council. Australia has strongly supported such a
change. Our reasoning is drawn from the same prag-
matic national self-intercst that inspired Evatt; we do
n aspire to permanent membership ourselves but
we have a strong stake in an effective Security Coun-
cil. To retain legitimacy and a guarantee of interna-
tional support in responding to the range of new and
difficult situations whic  now confront the interna-
tional community, the Council must represent the
broad range of interests: | perspectives of UN mem-
ber states, and it must re ¢t the realitics of power at

the turn of this century, not those prevail-
ing fifty years ago.

NE OF THE CRUCIAL ELEMENTS in any expansion of
the Security Council’s permanent membership is the
veto power. The fact is that those who have it cannot
be forced to give it up—indicating how far-sighted
Evatt was in trying to remove the great powers’ abil-
ity to veto Charter amendment. But if the veto were
extended to all serious aspirants for permanent mem-
bership, we would have an unworkable Council, with
up to ten countries able to block UN decision-making.
Onc alternative approach would be to revive Evatt’s
own proposal that the veto be excluded inits applica-
tion from all aspeets of peaceful scttlement proce-
dures, or even confined solely to Council action taken
under Chapter VII (that is, the enforcement provisions
of the Charter) but no doubt that is an ¢ven more
quixotic aspiration.

I expect it will take considerable further negotia-
tion before the question of Security Council struce-
ture is resolved. The point here is, as Evatt would have
appreciated, that some compromise will have to be
struck if there arc to be new permanent members at a
time when the overall UN membership will not sup-
port an unqualified extension of the veto power.

But the point is also that both the overall
membership (the majority of whom, like Australia,
want an cffective, representative Council), and the
existing permanent members (who will otherwise face
the risk of erosion of the authority of a key body in
which their influence is wielded), have reasons to find
such a compromise.
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It was not only the global but regional security
environment that occupied Evatt’s attention at San
Francisco. He had no illusions that the UN could of-
fer any absolute guarantee of protection against armed
threat to Australia, and recognised that if collective
security was found wanting, Australia would nced to
‘fall back on regional arrangements and ultimately
upon those of its own defence forces and those of its
allies’. His starting point was to scek to keep the UK.
and the United States engaged in maintaining securi-
ty and order in the South West Pacitic.

Evatt’s insistence on including specific language
on co-operation on economic and social issues in the
Charter was motivated by the Labor Government’s
goal of maintaining full ecmployment after WWILL
Under the terms of the UN Charter as it eventually
emerged, the Economic and Social Council (ECOSOC)
sharcs with the General Assembly responsibility for
the UN’s promotion of international cconomic and
social co-operation. Largely due to his persistence, UN
member states pledged to take ‘joint and separate ac-
tion in co-operation with the [UN]| organisation’ for
the achievement of goals specified in Article 55 of
the Charter, including ‘higher standards of living, tull
cmployment and conditions of cconomic and social
progress and development’. Indeed this undertaking,
in Article 56, became known at San Francisco as ‘the
Australian pledge’.

Some Amecricans, including Nelson Rockefeller,
then a State Department adviser, suggested at the time
that Evatt wanted language in the Charter which
would allow the Government in Canberra to use the
external atfairs power to legislate on matters outside
the federal powers listed in the Australian Constitu-
tion—an intcresting forerunner to some of the claims
we hear to this day from sceptics and cynics on the
Opposition benches! But it is far more likely that Evate
was sticking to a brict which reflected the common
policy assumption in Australia at the time, which was
that full cmployment in Australia would largely de-
pend on the major cconomices’ willingness to pursue
that objective.

One of the few positive effects of the paralysis of
the UN Sccurity Council during the Cold War was
that the social and economic goals set out in Article
55 became for the most part central concerns of the
UN. Tronically, one of the exceptions was full ¢m-
ployment, as multilateral co-operation on employ-
ment policies and related financial and trade policy
were discussed in the International Labour Organisa-
tion, the international financial institutions and the
QECD rather than the UN itsclf. In contrast, the UN's
role in such Article 55 arcas as technical development
assistance, poverty alleviation, children’s welfare,
refugee problems, international healdh and human
rights has been very substantial—and the member
states’ pledge in Article 56 has taken a very conerete
form through support form 7 teral =~ 7 funds and
programs and through bilateral assistance.




The ‘pledge’ in Article 56 has come to be one of the
features of the UN that distinguishes it from the
Leaguce of Nations. It has been the basis for initiating
a range of programs and a variety of roles that have
helped the UN endure its setbacks and retain the faith
of member states when the League failed to do so. A
major debate is currently taking place—in which Aus-
tralia is a central participant—about the UN’s role in
cconomic and social development, and about making
ECOSOC a more effective body for developing and
implementing programs for international co-operation
in a more co-ordinated and effective way.

A further clement of continuity in our foreign
policy from Evatt’s period as Foreign Minister is our
commitment to the promotion of human rights. As
President of the UN General Assembly in 1948, Evatt
presided over the adoption of the Universal Declara-
tion of Human Rights.

This was much more than a symbolic act for him:
throughout his carcer there was evidence of his basic
attachment to civil and political and economic, so-
cial and cultural rights. In the 1920s in the NSW Par-
liament, he introduced abolitionist legislation and
argucd for minimum labour conditions. At San Fran-
cisco, he backed Jessie Street’s efforts to obtain gen-
der cquality within the UN as part of the Charter. As
a lawycr he defended freedom of speech in numerous
cases, with the struggle over the Communist Party
dissolution act no more than the icing on the cake in
this respect.

The Universal Declaration remains the founda-
tion for the standards of human rights and
fundamental freedoms accepted by the UN Member
States—the basis for the six major human rights in-
struments and all the machinery and expert bodies
associated with them. Two Australians, Professor
Philip Alston and Justice Elizabeth Evatt—Dr Evatt’s
nicce—serve with distinction on two of these bodies,
the Committee on Economice, Social and Cultural

Rights and thc Human Rights Committce
respectively.

R EVATT waS NOT CONTENT, however, with ¢s-
tablishing and articulating standards in the UN; he
also sought ctfective ways of implementing them. In
1947 Australia proposed that an International Human
Rights Court be established. This was an idea well
ahcad of its time, and even in 1988 when we revived
the idea on the occasion of the 40th anniversary of
the adoption of the Universal Declaration, the notion
of a singlc supervisory body was too bold for many.
Several developments sinee, including the establish-
ment of tribunals to consider extreme and outrageous
human rights violations in the former Yugoslavia and
Rwanda, and the growing realisation that six parallel
treaty bodies is a cumbersome arrangement, suggest
that the option of a single body to monitor observ-
ancce of basic standards may be an idea whose time
has come.

As we all know, Evatt’s carcer after his days as
foreign minister, which ended with electoral defeat
in 1949, was not a very happy onc for him or his Par-
ty. Opposition was not his forte. Parliament was not
his preferred forum. Domestic politics did not come
casily ro him, although no one should ever forget his
inspirc leadership of the constitutional referendum
campaign in 1951. Party politicking was almost ¢n-
tircly beyond him, and it may be that his ineptitude
here made the great Labor split of the 1950s worse
than it necd have been.

Probably we will never know to what extent de-
clining health contributed to his difficulties in those
years. By the time he retired from politics and became

Chief Justice of New South Wales in 1960
his condition certainly was sad indeed.

VATT'S MEMORY HAS BEEN TARNISIED in this country
because of events in the 1950s and the embarrassments
of his final years in public life. But for all the contro-
versy and criticism he generated, Evatt was onc of the
defining figures in our nation’s history. It is an am-
biguous legacy, true, for those of us in the Labor move-
ment. His sctbacks as Labor leader in the 1950s and
his contribution to the ALP split contributed mighti-
ly to keeping the Party out of power for twenty-three
years. But on the more positive side, Evatt has left us
with an invaluable legacy in our law, our institutions
and clements of our policy, because of his vision tor
Australia as a social democracy, because of his fight
against a proposal for constitutional change which
would have worked tragically against this country’s
fundamental frcedoms, and because of his far-sighted
pursuit of our interests in collective security and in-
ternational co-operation.

It is above all the Evatt of San Francisco who de-
serves to be remembered, and remembered with bi-
partisan pride. As Paul Hasluck, who worked with him
at San Francisco {and had very mixed feelings indeed
about his personal qualities), wrote: ‘at the conclu-
sion of the San Francisco Conference ... Evatt ... was
recognised as a figure of moment on the world scence’.
At the conclusion of the Conference, the American
Secretary of State, Edward Stettinius, declared that ‘'no
one had contributed more to the Conference than Mr
Evatt’. The Peruvian delegation went so far as to move
a resolution that the small powers ‘pay homage to their
great champion, Mr Evatt’. And the New York Times
said of him, in perhaps the finest tribute of all, that
there were two kinds of power, that exercised through
crude national muscle and coercive methods, and that
purveyed by the force of ideas, argument and intellec-
tual cffort, and that Herbert Vere Evatt epitomised rhe
latter.

Gareth Evans is Minister for Forcign Affairs and Leader
of the Government in the Senate. The 1995 Mannix
Memorial Lecture was delivered by Senator Evans at
Meclbourne University in August, 1995,
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The Tenor Is Too Close

Don't visit a factory or an abattoirs
i vou wish to enjov pasta or pork chops.

Our tenor's stumpy, stout and spitting as le sings.
Naowonder Doriano. who ran for [talv

at the Olvmpics, whispers to us softlv,
‘1 povero, che brutto’. Mozart was small

but rather vain of his cood looks. The beautiful,
we tend to think, does well to stayv alool

and just exist. The actions of the world
deliver up like Faberge

that ruinous perfection Czars desire,
loving most its pointlessness.

So if vou aren’t a gracious object
(thowever subject to time's overlav)

vou o down couching mines or boil vour eyes
in lapidary drilling, milled with slaves.

While imemory continues there'll be art
but think of Heaven where we had

blanik space of evervthing potential
and revelled in iconic nothingness

which childhood was the first to smirch.
One dav we'll be adult and then we'll know

that truth is comparable to Shakespeare,
miraculous tor being possible.

But distancing stavs difficult, so we duck—
the tenor now is right in front of us

And Mozart’s notes survive a hail of spittle.

You need, like Doriano, to know vou're Toved.

Peter Porter
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Il lacerato spirito

Refreshment of life
is the principle which damns us all

Nature or Nurture! The lamb trots after its mother
up the ramp and into the waiting ship

Death cannot bear its own company,
it creates life to go on killing 1t

The peace of nescience is the dream
of plants and stars and parallel lines

Spirit, being God's intalke of breath,
constantlyv astonishes its maker

Such insubstantiality restricts
Paradise to the intertace of time

Emerging unsorted in the world
we have Lo learn to tolerate our shapes

And that is why the spiril's torn
from the bodv to be eloguence

Then let mv crv o out and let myv fear
mseminate the measured elements

Peter Porter

San Pietro A Gropina

What spaceship. UFO. gantry movie hulk
has beached along the silvery Val d'Arno
ready to show what's left when gods below
return to heaven? ‘Their starry sinews sulk
in passionate resentiment of our slow

but forcible commandings—itripwires go

to the pagan in us but we buv in bulk

any baptised hope. Louche or chaste.

bold carvings of the seninal devout

will hold us here a while, then tourist haste,
which by the stoop observes the suckling church
as sow and farrow, seeking God's check-out
for special offers, finds its eve enticed

by vines replenishing the blood of Christ.

Peter Porter
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Fafner’s Nee ework

I 'wanted to control the universe
but now I'm buried in a mass of notes

and night by night my dreams are getting worse.

That sclfish genius took me from a mvth
and Litted me out with steam-age harmonies,
anachronisms [ can't be bothered with.

So 't embroidering the history of mankind:
power corrupts ele., and which came first
the healthy bodyv or the healthy mind?

You might sav I'm that peerless Trinity,
Das Ich, Das Es, Das Uber-Ich, and who'd
be master must decapitate all three.

And he'll be stupid, natural and cruel,
hear forests murimur and translate their birds,
then challenge me to fight a bloody duel,

Horns v. Tubas. Mv enchanted gore
will introduce the simpleton to fear
and start the whole shebang up as before.

Let's call a halt—back to my necdlework,

bring up the lights, tell the audience to go home
before the music drives them all berserk.
Bavreuth itself is just Beirut freeze-dried

and all that Early Warning Svstems do

Is sprinkle holy art on genocide.

Peter Porter

Bones and Blancmange

Even the title is old-fashioned—

where now do they serve that pink or brown
soft pudding baked from arrowroot,

so over-sweet vou welcomed

unsieved lumps and cocoa grains?

We all start somewhere humble—
blancmange is the password

back to childhood imnocence

and to the certainty which old age loves
that vouth is overtaken by inheritance.

‘Bones and blancmange’, a friend inscribed
on an album of bright red seventy-cights
of Fauré’s Requiem I'd lent hin—

how stark the bones seem now,

the In Paradisum spun from sugar.

The past is cruel and fitful,
teasing an ageing mind.

‘Run! Run!” a girl’s voice on the street
ciggling with the hopefulness of starts—
I couldn’'t tell her I'm just starting too.
No similaritv, she’d sav,

vou're into ending, Grandad!

But life will go on breaking down into

what it alwavs has—Dbones and blancmange.
The bones remain for centuries

when love and art and occupation

rot awayv: blancmange is what

{ write in tepid ink or seek to find

in concert halls and libraries.

The sweetness passes

with the need to be consoled.

Peter Porter

Vorune 5 NUMBER 8 @ EUREKA STREET 35



36

Mrs Laszlo’s torte

s A chitd T was A MONOCULTURAL CaThiotic—as well as a thorough-going Australian. A
pupil only ever at a Catholic school, discouraged from roaming and making friends in the neigh-
bourhood, I had the barest experience of a system of belief or a tribal identity other than my own.
‘Barest’ is, in fact, too strong. What could T claim? T retrieved balls from the boarding house next
door, and the owner, Reg Thompson, had no religion that I could sce. He was a gentle, sun-
spotted single man who chatted to my mother through the fence. I remember their relaxed, ani-
mated faces in their brief moments of idling, and their easy hanging on the boundary wire. But I
had little to say to Reg Thompson and I hardly ever entered his boarding house. He had characters
and long-term residents there—John Long with a beard and a constant girlfriend and a motorbike,
and elderly Anne who also had a beard as well as terrible arthritis and a red setter. But it was my
brothers, who grew up in the 1960s, who got to know these people. Reg Thompson was simply a
non-Catholic: when his nicce was married at All Saints, Woollahra, I was stood outside the porch
to watch her emerge from her bridal car.

At school, in the regular spin of the competitive sporting year, I brushed past numerous non-
Catholic boys. Only once, however, did I witness what I presumed was the clash of beliefs. I was
watching a cricket match at Riverview. It was against Kings. A group of the visitors, alrcady
dismissed or waiting their turn to bat, were passing remarks about what were then ¢ ed boxes,
but are now referred to as protectors. One imaginati boy suggested it was useful to have a box
in placce if your girlfriend turned up to watch you. The boys amused themselves with other angles
on this possibility. Then a Jesuit scholastic strode  er and withered them. ‘This sort of talk
might be acceptable at Kings,” he said, ‘but it certainly has no place here. Keep it at least till you
get home!

Twice I was jolted less predictably by an alien world. My sister and T were staying with a
great-aunt in Crookwell, and as part of her policy of divide and pacity, my aunt had me spend a
day out on the property of some friends of hers, Anglicans. My Auntice Peg’s own father was Irish,
but she affected a disdainful and sceptical air towards things Irish and notably the Church and its
pastors. Her husband was the Catholic doctor in the town, and either in spite of or becausc o at
she had such friends as the Carters, long-time graziers on ‘Lake Edward’.

My day’s outing was cxtraordinary. I witnessed rwo events and they both dazed me. Tsaw a
lamb being born—violently, with the help of humar  ands.

"Where did it come out of?” asked my sister later that night. “The tail?’

“Yes,” Tsaid.

‘Tthou tso.

The second event was no less destabilising. Dinner was caten in the middle of the day, in the
dining room of the old homestead, and Walter Carter, grazicer and father and husband, sat at the
head of the table. When the dishes had been brought in and the roast set before him, he bowc  his
head and said Grace and everyone clse, his wife and his three sons and the men working on the
place, bowed their heads and listened. T was shaken. My own family didn’t say Grace. Nor did
anyone else—Catholics—that I ever had a meal with. We had our prayers, and maybe there were
special occasions like a First Communion breaktast, but not just at an ordinary meal. Grace was
taken as said, as it were. Now here were people T liked, warm, kind people, practising their own
religion, having a service—and I had never seen aser ¢ before. Twas confused and awed. Tdidn't
tell my sister about Grace.

It was my mother who was responsible, inadvertently, for these sudden arrivals at lookouts
into other worlds. One school holidays she booked me in to tennis lessons at some courts in
Bellevue Hill. The teacher was a leathery, late-middle-aged pro with that requisite ability to tlip
halt-volleys over the net at you all day without error and without pause. He was the real thing—
could have been an uncle of Hoad or Rosewall. I knew none of my fellow pupils, and in between
my own turns on centre court I said little to them, nor even took much notice of them. Many of
them however, knew one another and talked freely, and there were girls as well as boys, and as
the morning wore on I moved closer to the circle. T remember only one thing, one word, of what
I heard. T was looking for the topic, tor a way into tl < groupit and a7 ordinary boy 1id,
without either subservience or contempt, that Rabbi somcone or other had said something or
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other. Another boy, or maybe a girl, responded to him and quoted the Rabbi again—or perhaps it
was another Rabbi—and the conversation went on while people came and went to face their
quota of the white balls springing endlessly over the net. I only heard the one word, but I paused
on the edge of the group, tense, not wanting to intrude, knowing in fact that I could not get in
there in any case. A shiver of awkward fearfulness flickered inside me: I did not want to be
exposcd. I did not belong here.

There was one boy at school, at Riverview, called Zions, and somewhere, sometime, I had
heard he was Jewish. But I saw no manifestation of this; he was one of us, a Riverview boy, as his
father had becn before him. He was less distinctive than Albert Chan or Thaddeus Zlotkowski,
and even they, because they shared the conversation and the religion of the rest of us, were only
intermittently marked off by their features or their name.

So my experience of thosc outside my tribe was minuscule. Yet there were beliefs or prejudices
I could inherit or acquirc about such people. Enough of the old saws and rhymes  ad their place in
the ragbag of my childhood. I caught niggers by the toe and didn’t put coins in my mouth because
an old Chinaman had held them God knows where, and T hear  from other boys that a mean
person was a jew. [ learned slabs of The Merchant of Venice. I watched Fagin entering hell. I read
Chums and I got its scnsc of the flotsam and jetsam of the human race. Yet these stained charac-
ters never stepped out of the confines of folklore and idiom and actually visited me. I d not mect
Jews or blacks any more than I met Tuaregs or Huns, and the stercotype was the only represent-
ative in my imagination.

So I thought, in hindsight, it was fair to acknowledge that during my child- %// /
hood there was just a whiff of anti-Semitism in the air. I said this to my mother. z /////

‘Not from your own family,” she retorted sharply. S o

'Well thymes and jokes,” I said /,

cll thymes and jokes,’ I said. % '

‘Not from any of us,’ she said. i

What were the rhymes 1 was thinking of? I could remember only one. “The
Lord said to Moses, “You all shall have long noses”.” Where did I hear that? At
school, a boy called Thorpe, years older than [, had a beaky nose, and was nick-
named Moe or Moey. He was a good winger and when he was on the ficld small-
cr boys used to chant this ditty as a kind of personal war ery for him.

I mentioned my mother’s mother, and some big retailer that she had busi-
ness dealings with. ‘What about Marm and all the references to Sammy Cohen?’

‘You never heard Sammy,” said my mother. ‘It was always Sam. Old Sam
Cohen’

‘Well he was always referred to as a tough businessman, was that it?’

'He was more of a father to her. She went down to Newecastle from Murru- %
rundi to buy for the store, and he was always very good to her, looked after her.” 7,
e

\

<

‘She used to tell how Major-Genceral Cullen had changed his name,’ I tried.
‘From Cohen.’
‘Well?’ said my mother.
I wasn’t sure what.
My mother firmed her grip on the armrests.
I came from another angle. ‘Maybe we knew and talked about the pushy ones?’
‘Mrs Laszlo,’ she said.

‘All right,” I conceded.

MY FATHER HAD A GRATEFUL PATIENT, Mrs Laszlo. Once a ycar, at Christmas, she made a Hun-
garian torte for him and his family. When it was ready she rang and asked if somebody could call
to pick it up. She was brief and to the point. She was, we were told, very nervy. I don’t know that
I ever sct eyes on Mrs Laszlo, but [ knew her. My father or my mother and sometimes my brothers
went to Mrs Laszlo’s home at Bondi, and they stood at the door and she handed over the torte. 1
could sce her standing there, her back to her home, in her light summer clothing, and stretching
her arms to hold out the torte.

Our father had told us about Mrs Laszlo’s arms. The bluce tattooed number on the soft flesh
below her clbow. My father spoke of this with awe, just as if it were a stigmata, wounds all right,
but signs of clection and holiness. T saw the discoloured numerals rolled up as she held out the
torte for the Windsors. I think we reverenced that offering. Silver-foiled, tight and heavy, it stayed
in our fridge for weeks, perhaps a month. It was alien riches beside the opened tin of condensed
milk and the leftover lemon meringue pie. We made it last, the eight of us, slicing and prising
away each onc’s fair portion of its nutty, velvety strangeness.
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I understood Mrs Laszlo from The Scourge of the Swastika. My father showed a special re-
spect for Lord Russell of Liverpool’s account of the crimes tried at Nuremberg, It was in with the
other war books, Enemy Coast Ahead and Boldness Be My Friend and Carve Her Name With
Pride, and we all read them. But it was The Scourge of the Swastika T went back to most often, 1
supposce for the photographs. Mug shots of the major eriminals, and bodies being bulldozed, and,
most memorably, naked women running past guards, captioned ‘photograph taken from a cap-
turcd German soldier.” These were Jews.

Otherwise it was the Seriptures. T presumed that was the detinitive book on the Jews. The
gospels were what T knew best, and T knew enough of the scholarship of the time to understand
that the Gospel according to Matthew recorded the promisces to the Jews. It recorded the promis-
es, and their fulfilment—in Christ. Matthew was the set text for one full year at school, and 1
heard his account of the passion of Christ every Palm Sunday cach year of my life.
Numecrous phrases were known to me, but there was one that made me shudder, even as
a boy. The Gospel that plotted, with such relentless precision, God's squaring off cach
promise to the Jews, had onc terrible verse: “The whole people answered Pilate and said,
“His blood be upon us and upon our children”.” The foree of this temptation of fate
rocked me. It was the whole people, not just the chief priests or some representative
who had assumecd the fearful responsibility. It was not just on their own behalf they
were wagering such stakes. Even worse it was not just for their descendants but for their
children. Their children. They were shouting this challenge in a work that detailed all
the other contracts between God and themselves and that ticked off every one as having
been observed to the letter.

Mrs Laszlo was their child. From the vantage point of the 1950s, there was no doubt
this last contract had also been carried out. Whether the text might ever have been the
justification or the goad I had no idea. It never crossed my mind to ask. All T saw was
that God had been dared and God had taken up the dare. This text was the word of God,
the inspired account of the only story that really mattered. It recorded with absolute
simplicity the price that the Jewish people had acceepted for the execution of Christ.

I would have regarded as mad any idca that Mrs Laszlo had deserved what happened
to her. In any casc no onc ever suggested it to me. I lived untroubled by any contradic-
tion in a guiltless person’s wearing the mark of Cain. I was born with original sin on my
own soul. I did not know whether that was a Jewish belief too, but the Jews’ own history
scemed to me an illustration of the same doctrine. T 'se were a people before any of them were
individuals. The Old Testament made thate clear. Jer  alem was destroyed and the entire people
went to Babylon, into captivity, because there was a contract between God and a people, and the

people had broken it. Ezekicl had said it was a proverh in the land of Isracl that ‘the
fathers have caten sour grapes, and the children’s teeth are set on edge’.

CHOLARSHIP Tias MOVED ON. Ezekiel says further that the Lord has no truck with the old proverb;
rather, the man who has sinned is the only one who will die. David slays the killer of Saul for
shedding the blood of the Lord’s anointed, and Matthew scizes on that; death is the just fate for
these latter-day slayers of the Lord’s anointed. Had Matthew's ‘whole people’ really renounced
that right to be heard one by one? Had Matthew libelled them for his own sectarian purposes? 1
don’t know. If, as a schoolboy, T got some ccho of what the scholars of the day were saying, the
truth is that now, as a middle-aged adult, T am further away from what is being said. T would not
be atypical, and such ignorance is not casily rectifiable. To access the story now is once step, to
belicve it another step again. All scholarship, all history is threatened by our greater readiness to
prove what is wished for. As the least, surcly, of its 0 ressions, the Holocaust has been a terrible
burden to the Christian conscience. No scholar can come up with an interpretation of the gospel
that sces anti-Semitism as anything but an aberration. Better condemn the very men who wrote
the gospels. These are the Christian straits of faith, hope, charity, and of justice and integrity.

My Jewish people, when 1hegan to mecet them, were not a theological dilemma. Instead they
shared the turbulence and illogicality of my own I Hsod. There was one unaccountable quirk
about Mrs Laszlo. Every year she gave us her torte on the same plastic tray. It was a rectangular
kevbed object, violently pink. There were stacks of identical ones in Woolworths at Double Bay.
But Mrs Laszlo was forever anxious about this tray. She fretted dll it was returned to her. Then
she sent it out again the following year under her individual, and priceless, torte. As a boy, cven
later, T could never understand all that.

Gerard Windsor’'s most rccent book is Family Lore.
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T__e Mortality Sub-Committee

The Mortality Sub-Committee has been in session
Ionger than anyone can remember.

For reasons opaque even to the Chair,
sundry faces grow dim before

disappearing, but so far there's always been a quorun.

Though nothing has ever been said on the matter, tacitly
it's understood that a dress-code prevails;

the ultra-bosky look—all wreaths and fig-leaves—
reported as having prevailed once

1s no longer connne il faut. Power-dressing

in field-grey and cyanide-blue is the vogue,
accessories running to onvx and sable.

Many of the members affect a dapper air,
committees being. as is well known,

the zone of control in an uncertain world.

Recurrently, it's incumbent on this group
to address submissions from such other
quarters as the Commission for the Testing
of Morale, or the Ad-Hoc Working Party
on Unwarranted Yearning. So far, to judge by responses,

no one has been disappointed with those efforts.
Hard on the heels of the last appraisal

has been a suggestion that imminent cooptations
should include the Dalai Lama, a veteran

user of Semtex, and Madonna's younger sister.

It is claimed that someone may put up a question about
the Sub-Committee’s deliberations,

hinting, it seems, at redundancy. Such folly
has been envisaged by the members, who,

amply persuaded of their pertinence,

have resolved to expand their endeavours to encompass
consultancies from China to

Peru. The issue of who should receive its reports
is under review. There 1s still hope

of something set out before the darkness sets in.

Peter Steele

Mendacity’s Brother

One of his strangest features is that he never
seems to feel the need for sleep.

Run into at a bar in the far reaches
of a long day. he sparkles as if

fresh from his own self-barbering hand. In August,
when the rest of us are slummocking

in shorts and fanning reality away,
he's a commercial for crispness, alert

as a road-runner or an Irish politician.

It goes, 1 guess, with his obvious commitment
to being a professional:

he has a good surgeon's instinct for
cconomy of movement, and loves

to make the smallest lie go a long way.

It was fear that started hint out, but now
he has the essential moves by heart, and he works
with all the aplomb of a Grand Master

who’s come by invitation to amateur night.

For all the skill, the ability to finesse
what’s so into what might have been,
the rich rhythmic utterance, he knows
that he can't do it alone. Deception's
a game for any mumber greater than one,
and he’s braced each time he remembers how
the hearts of the young and old go out to him
in the humid summer of desire
or on despair’s unbounded frozen lake.

Peter Steele
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put between them. In Melbourne the fair copy of a
poem he dedicated to Harrictt in 1830 attests to the
bond between them which had once been close.

The poem and Harrictt’s diaries came to
Melbourne with her only child, Grace, who married
in 1864 and emigrated with her husband, William
Langford. Grace Langford wrote two unremarkable
novels and was known as a pianist. She kept in touch
with the family back in England. Visiting England
again 1890, she wrote to her famous uncle, now
Cardinal Newman, asking to s¢¢ him. His reply, which
is in Meclbourne, was the last letter he ever sent.
Written for him at his own dictation, it is signed shak-
ily with his initials. With the letter is a keepsake
volume of the Cardinal’s religious pocms, again with
his initials and hers and the date in his shaky hand-
writing.

When she visited him in August 1890, Newman
had not seen his niece for 47 yecars. They sat upstairs
in the Birmingham Oratory and he held her hand,
which made her sorry she hadn’t taken off her glove.
He asked about her father’s writings and spoke of her
son’s growing reputation and other things she couldn’t
quite follow. She told the Cardinal that years ago in
Rome she had met one of his old friends, Maria Rosi-
na Giberne. Miss Giberne fell ill and Grace Langford

had nursed her through her illness. This
kindness touched him deeply, he said.

RACE WAS UNLIKELY TO HAVE KNOWN that many
years carlier her Uncle Frank had fallen in love with
the beautitul Maria Giberne. Twice he had asked her
to marry him and both times had been rejected. An
artist who has left candid sketches of the Newman
family at home, Maria was infatuated, not with Frank,
but with John. She followed him into the Catholic
church, afterwards making her living as an artist in
Rome; and in 1861 she joined a French convent, ap-
parently at Pope Pius [X’s suggestion. She was John
Henry Newman's greatest fan and she had a tenden-
¢y to be proprictorial about him. For his part, he was
always gentle with her; yet he could become testy
when she seemed to be wanting to collect souvenirs
of him. He worried about her well-being in a French
convent, writing solicitous letters about her health
and the need for a good dentist (he had dental prob-
lems himself]. On his way back trom being made a
cardinal in Rome the old man proposed detouring to
visit Maria at Autun; but an actack of pncumonia and
bad weather forced him to return directly in the care
of a doctor. Her disappointment can only be imag-
ined.

After the interview with his niece Grace,
Newman went off to bed. That night he took a bad
turn, which developed into pneumonia. A day later,
he died. So the Australian Grace Langford was the
last person to speak to him, apart from his fellow
Oratorians. Indeed Michael Mc¢Girr has uncovered a
jocular family tradition which suggests that Grace was

the carrier of the virus that finished him off.

Grace Langford’s collection of Newman family
matcrials includes a handful of letters from a second
uncle, Frank. Four years junior, he grew up in the shad-
ow of John, who put him through Oxford. In academic
honours Frank outstripped his brother, taking a double
first. At his graduation the whole assembly stood and
cheered, something unknown since Sir Robert Peel
had taken his degree. But Frank had to abandon an
Oxford carcer because he began to have religious
doubts. He could not accept the Thirty Nine Articles.
He was travelling in an opposite dircction to John.

Over the years their relationship would be-
come distant but courteous.

EAVING OXFORD, HE SET OUT as a Plymouth Brethren
missionary to Persia. He was not a success there. So
he returned to England and tcaching, in time becom-
ing Professor of Latin at University College, London,
a post he would hold for 25 years.

Frank Newman was a man who took up causes.
Religiously, he moved closer and closer to unbelief,
ending his days on the outer reaches of Unitarianism.
Hec was a dedicated vegetarian, who liked to hand out
raisins and walnuts to school children in hopes of
winning their interest; and he swapped recipes for nut
cutlets and vegetable soups with their adepts. His
dress sense was ceccentric: in winter he would cut a
headhole in a rug, which he wore as an overcoat. His
unpublished letters to his nicce Grace in Melbourne
rehearse many of these enthusiasms. He attributes
his good health, for instance, to lifclong tectotalism
and two decades of vegetarianism. He was an oppo-
nent of British imperialism and suspected Queen Vie-
toria of conniving with politicians to enlarge her own
glory. He distrusted the military, who were happy to
waste millions on war while people were in want.
Frank’s strongest sympathics were with victims of
Victorian socicty. England’s policy in Ireland, which
pauperised the people, enraged him. He saw that wars,
which brought fame to generals and politicians,
brought only grief to ordinary soldicrs and their fam-
ilics. He wanted Australia to strike an independent
line in the world, not allowing English politicians to
determine foreign policy. Above all, he urged Grace,
Australians should keep clear of European conflicts.
They should know that England, for all its promises,
would offer no help if trouble came to these shores.

Michacl McGirr’s discovery of the Newman man-
uscripts is a happy find in this sesquicentenary year.
The 1845 conversion has encouraged commentators
to notice that John Henry Newman was a true
ecumenist before the word was known. He saw the
presence of the Holy Spirit on both sides of the Refor-
mation divide. Yet the Melbourne papers are a remind-
er also that behind this public achievement there was
considerable personal pain.

Edmund Campion’s most recent book is A Place in
The City, published by Penguin.
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REMEMBLR THI DAY a rumour went round
Woodville High that Leon’s dad was coming to sort
out one of the teachers after a particularly brutal
caning. A stupid idea, really—Leon needed no one to
detend him, and would rather have had his hands
shredded than create any impression that some gut-
less teacher had the power to make him acknowledge
pain. Leon always stared unflinchingly, menacingly,
into the eyes of his lictor, no matter how many cuts
he got, while the rest of us held our breath and even
the room next door fell silent to count the strokes.

Still, it was an exciting rumour, full of impotent
hope for all of us, that one of these sadises would get
their come-uppance. Leon’s dad was reputed to be
about six foot four and sixteen stone, with many great
scars of hand-to-hand combat on his body, a man who
had strangled Nazis with his bare hands and laughed.
All of this was much more a tribute to Leon himself
than his dad, who, when Tmet him years later, turned
out to be a tiny, clfin man with thin golden hair, shin-
ing bluc cyes and an cager, ‘
friendly face. His mum, on T
the other hand, was ex-
tremely formidable and
might well have distin-
guished herself in feats of @ &
arms.

[ was never of Leon’s
world, although T spent a
lot of time visiting. We ¢ 2
were both working class,
but he was a migrant, a
‘Balt’ as we called all the
New  Australians  in
Adelaide in those days.
School, whatever its atroc-
itics, was always a place of
opportunity for me, but for
him there was a clash of
wills at the end of cvery
picce of homework, and cvery demand about school
uniform, or call to ‘school spirit’. He went to work
for the railways after Intermediate Certificate and 1
stayed on with a teaching scholarship; but T always
admired his nerve, and although T didn’t know it, he
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‘Some desolate shade

respected the way 'so often defended my point of view
against the authority of teachers, the ridicule of elass-
matces and the weight ot all common sense.

After Istarted at teacher's college some years lat-
er, I began meeting him from time to time on a Fri-
day night after he knocked off, in the front bar of the
Strathmore Hotel, opposite the station in North Ter-
race. He introduced me to his friends, mainly Poles
and Ukrainians. There was Babovich, a great solemn-
voiced lad called Kaspersky and the lantern-jawed
Pukhala—he would always introduce himsclf with
cnormous gravity as ‘Pulchala of Croy-don Park” as if
to distinguish himsclf from any pretenders.

After closing time we'd often end up in a shed at
the back of Pukhala’s vegetable garden, where Gene
Pitney and Johnny O’Kectfe were played over and over,
until three or four in the morning —'Today’s tear-
drops are tomorrow’s rainbows” and ‘She wears my
ring, to show the world that she-cee belongs to me’.
Now and then, after a lot of talk and a lot of beer,
Leon would begin to glare baletully at me, especially
it he thought T was getting emotional about some-
thing I should keep to myself. On such occasions, as
1 held forth about Love and Truth and Reality, T would
composc a whole dustjacket’s worth of disinterested
tributes to myself, in my head—/disturbingly passion-
ate; lyrical yet stonily authentic; scaringly honest;
not since .M. Syngc...” but I'd be brought up short by
a blast of ‘Go on! Squcal like the stuck pig that you
arc!” and then I'd descend into a great and reproach-
ful silence, shooting him an occasional accusing look.

You couldn’t win though; he could wrestle
you to the ground with his eyes.

con was quite short, but strong and well-propor-
tioned, with a broad face—the tace of Geronimo, |
often thought. He had a touch of the Golden Horde
about him and at times [ fancied T could see how his
mdsome features had been collecred like hooty, on
the gallop from Inner Asia to the Black Sca. His com-
plexion was pitted {‘open-pored’ he used to say) and
in onc of his less guarded moments he told me he
quite liked Richard Burton because he had a big, pock-
marked face, like himsclf; not like those baby-faced
American actors. I think he'd always fancied himselt



as an actor, and he had a way of carrying himsclf, cven
when he was barcely thirteen.

We were in Macbeth together once. He was
Macduff, I was Malcolm and we had a sort of pact, a
‘dare’, solemnised over a bottle of Southwark on the
oval, that we’d only learn our lines to a certain point
and then extemporize. The theory was that an audi-
ence would accept anything if it was delivered with
cnough conviction. ‘Let us seek out some desolate
shade and there weep our sad bosoms empty’, it all
began, authentically enough. I think we might have
pulled it off if only the prompter hadn’t become des-
perate and tried to make himself heard above us.

On Saturday mornings, after staying over at his
place, and being stuffed to vomit-point with some kind
of fat-marbled sausage, giant pickles and boiled cab-
bage by his mother {‘Eat! Eat my boy! Empty stom-
ach no good for that, Australia best place in world for
food!) and having vodka surreptitiously pressed upon
me by his father, {‘You reckon for Aussic boy orange
juice better for breakiast time, ch? O.K. Sure, [ know—
true for that maybe, but orange juice and vodka just
like this country—put together, little of this, little of

that, everybody he-ppy!1 Talways felt terribly relieved |

to escape the clutches of the exotic and go home to

my tamiliar world of the Port Adelaide Football Club,

Norwood Town Hall dance, pie floaters at Cowley’s

Pic Cart and an esky of ice-coated beer. Leon’s Satur-

day world, by sharp contrast, was the local soccer club,
the Polish Club dance and an esky of heer
in Pukhala’s shed.

OR YLARS WE MLT OCCASIONALLY at the Strathmore.
Once I wrote a poem, which I called ‘Blowin’ in the
Wind’, after Dylan. I showed it to Leon during one of
these Friday sessions. He crumpled it savagely in his
fingers, flung it to the floor and snarled ‘Is this your
idea of some smart fuckin’ joke?’ T was bewildered,
but then the penny dropped. He thought it was about
him, although it was supposcd to be a mildly satiri-
cal, sclt-deprecating thing about myself and the
romantic poscs and gestures he was forever scourg-
ing me for. Of course I couldn’t retreat or deny, orn
cven explain. I could only try to stand my ground. So
began the customary joust, in which Leon would use
his audicnce as a tavourite weapon. After about thirty
scconds of glowering sideways at me and flicking his
eyes up and down my face as if issuing a public chal-
lenge to a schoolyard fight, he bent down and retrieved
the picee of paper from the aluminium moat than ran
round the foot of the bar. He passed it to Kaspersky,
Pukhala and the others, who shrugged their shoul-
ders innocently and said ‘“What's all this about?’

‘Ask the poct here’, said Leon, with one of his
terrible, corrosive sneers. ‘T am only poor Ukrainian
boy from Croy-don Park, English no good, idiot-bas-
tard-cunt-rubbish New Australian English! Ask this
cducated teacher’s college Aussie boy.’

The others joined in with a chorus of Croydon
Park pidgin. I steceled myself to act as if nothing had
happened, as way down the end of the bar, somcone
in a blue singlet yelled out ‘Hey, what the tuck this
all about? Who wrote this shit?’

Later that night, in Pukhala’s shed, I told Leon
angrily it was about me not about him. He just said
‘Arc we really friends?” and I have never been quite
surc just what he meant.

Leon was conscripted in 1967, I had a letter
describing the Tet offensive of 1968 when 1 was at
—— 1 Puckapunyal myseclf,
i undergoing ‘all that kin-

dergarten stuff” as he called

recruit training {all very

well for him, it frightened

the tripe out of mec).
{ f Around the middle of 1968
he was discharged with
some  kind of wound.
Again the rumours flew
He’d been ‘stitched up’ by
the Cong, heZd been in a
‘shit-hot’” bar-room brawl
with a pack of Yanks ... In
fact, he’d cut himselt
somchow while on ‘hy-
giene’ duty in the Officers’
Mess, and spent a few
weeks in the lmsc hospital at Vung Tau, before being
sent back to Keswick Barracks in Adelaide.

We continued to mect on and off for many years
while T was teaching in Adelaide. He got to know
Jenny and we would occasionally meet him and Larrie
after work in the Strathmorce—in the Lounge, of
course. They spent some weekends with us at Port
Noarlunga, which he loved, and he gave me a real

tonguc-lashing about my perverted puormc.s when we

moved to Melbourne in 1972, A few years later we
went to his wedding. There must have been a wagon
of vodka for every man, woman and child in the re-
ception hall that night; there were faces fit to burst,
like shiny red balloons, and everywhere people sing-
ing, dancing and shouting.

Naturally there were incidents, quarrels, recrim-
inations, dark historical enmitics, and a near-riot at
the end when a certain traditionally-distrusted fami-
ly was accused of liberating vodka intended for drinks
back at Croydon Park. Leon saved the day. He mount-
ed a table, sending the glasses and jugs tlying, and
madc an impassioned speech in his native tongue. Sud-
denly there wasn’t a dry eye to be seen in the hall—
not even mine, although I had no idea what he was
saying. Then he folded his arms imperiously, dropped
to his knecs and whirled on one leg like a cossack,
until the hall itsclf was spinning with joy.

He and Larrie stayed with us in Mcelbourne for a
few days of the honeymoon and he made Jenny laugh
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Palms

Should vou come up from the sea one day and wonder
where they are going in their reveries,

the wind sliding between their fronds, and the carth
dappled to match their motion: or,

if vour snarling transport shudders at last and is quicet
in what for once is not a mirage,

and vou hear instead their susurration, puzzled
at what might be on their minds: relax.

They are as ever in a brown study, pluming
themselves upon themselves.

Somewhere along the line, they caught the Arabian
fracment of sapience. ‘It is good

to know the truth, but better to speak of palm trees’,
and have kept faith as best they may.

They do not ignore their human mentors, who tell them,
‘vou bathe vour feet in waler, your head

in fire’, and who echo love-struck Solomon,
‘“This thy stature is like to a palm-tree’.

So many older sisters of the vine,
they muse on fruit and pleasure.

True, they will lend themselves to victories—
a runner’s fling at the tape, a Caesar’s
brisk clip through the dving, a pilgrim’s displayed
sprig on the hatbrim—n>but their heart’s
not in it. The wind orchestrates their saving,
as Odvsseus to Nausicaa,
‘I am stunned in spirit: even so 1s the palm’.
A phoenix every one, they are fearless

amidst the burning and, watched or unwatched, they [lourish:

unbowed, greening, and flaming.

Peter Steele
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Black Dog

Get a Laplander to tell things as thev are.
and in time out will come murmurs

of the Dog of God, which proves to be the bear,
‘strong as ten men, and smart as a dozen'.

For all that even those children of fortitude know,
Nanook, the creature ‘without shadow”

who Dbursts in a splashing blur from the lethal water,
is dog indeed to life's maker

and breaker, the stocker of seas and prowler of lands.

The adept of ice has the tincture of those nights
that scem endless—a devil's lull.
Away from the pitiless latitude, closer to where
Eve's brood expands and endures,
a dog from another planet, intent and tireless,
moves like a black swatch towards vou.
To him, all seasons are biddable, cach of them trinmmed,
like a Victorian mute, with darkness.
When the sun limps up, he sees the day of the dog.

‘To scare a dog away from a greasy hide
is a lost cause’. Laid-back Horace,
accepting squalor as one of the facts of life,
did not dwell on the feral rage
that drives incisors to worry quailing flesh
in a living creature. The black dog,
careless of rhyme and snarling at reason, bunches
himself for assailment, then wedges through air
a skull to propel someone (o the place of the skull.

Peter Steele
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Disrrnv

Ei¢ht poems following Baudelaire

for

Dinny O'Hearn ¢ Chris Walluce-Crabbe

L'Enncmi

My vouth to my mind was a sombre storm,
qrevs spasmodically Tit by bolts of sun.
Rain, thunder, more rain, demolished

all but some bright red fruit inits carden.

Now that I'm aware of a late autumn,

I supposce 1 should snatch shovel and adze,
attempt Lo fix this waterlogged domain,
where crevices, deep as graves, are burrowing,

For who can tell! Perhaps its rinsed-out carth
holds sufficient tilth, nutrition,
to feed the daffodils of my dreans.

Never. Never, Time eats life awav:
the obscure enemies that chew at our hearts
feast on blood, bloat unrelentingly.

Spleen

I'm like the king of a drizzling continent,

rich but defunct. voung vet old, a runt

and pupil who sneers at his snivelling teachers,

who bores himself with sliugs, other creatures.
Nothing amuses: cock [ights, ping pong, strappado,
spastics who crawl miles to flake beneath his throne.
The lunatic mimes of favourite buffoons

merelyv boost the illness’s awful frowns.

His bed, swarming with lilies, smells like a grave,
while courtesans and wives, who ubiguitously parade
exposing, taste iself, a sleek breast or wild mons,
fail to win a glance from this pubescent skeleton.
Prodigious chemists, confectioners of gold,

cannot smelt the base elements of his soul,

and even baths of blood (a bequest from Rone)
where stvnned tvrants still drown their sorrows,
cannot reheat this poor stunned cadaver

through whose veins dribbles Lethe’s thin green plasma.
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Don Juan aux Enfers

When Don Juan descended to the fens of Hell

he paid a ferrvman with skin as brown as toast
and arrogant eves peculiar to the cvnical:

Charon vindictively wiiipped the odars of his boat.

Women, their breasts lolling out of gowns,
writhed beneath the underworld's ebony sphere:
like sacrificial beasts herded into a pound

they keened operatically when he sailed near.

Smirking Sganarelle demanded wages in cash,
while Don Louis” Parkinsonian finger pointed
out to the dead, meandering on shores of ash,
the cocksure son who had ridiculed his ime-white head.

Elvira, lean, pale. chaste, in widow weeds,

stood shuddering beside her false spouse, honevioon
lover, seeking in his last smile some authenticity,
one glimmer of that first vow's radiant croon.

Upright in zinc armour, a giant of quartz

cripped the helm, lacerating the black ocean.

Our hero, however, leaned on his crimson sword.,
watched onlv the frothing wake, disdained all emotion.

‘Il aimait a la voir, ...’

He sees with delight her rippling white dress
as she skips through the trees, pure carelessness.
awkward vet full of grace when she pushes

down its organza on lews exposed by bushes...



JACK HIBBERD

Epigraphe pour un livre condamné

Reader, beneath a roof of vines.
sunny, prudent, irreproachable chap,
fling this sullen book away,

it reeks of debauchery, death.

Unless a student of rhetoric

with cankered Redemptorists, lewd dons,
vou would not catch a single thing

and damn me to stints of psychotherapy.

But should, scales peeling front eyes,
vou plumb this discrepant world,
then read it, learn to love me,

for vou too seek, suffer and curl
in search of paradise. Colleague,
show some compassion .. if not, drop dead.

La Muse vénale

Hey Muse—devotee of Maxim's, the Ritz
when January's Siberian winds assaull
will there be enough embers pour réchaulfer scraps
through long sleepless nights of ¢loom and ice!

Can vou cloak those mottled goosefleshed shoulders
with moonbeams that squeeze through slats?

When all income and savings have withered

can vou gild the sky's enamel vault?

No wav—to ensure vin du pays-soaked crusts
vou must snivel, like an acolyvte,
chant Te Deumns, whose sycophancies yvou hate,

or. like a haggard comic actress, show off vour points,

tits, laugh dementedlv while strangling tears,
to make the corpulent bourgeoisie split their ribs.

Le Parfum

Have you, bookworm, ever inhaled
witl intoxication, greed,

the smell of incense in a church,

a sachet’s lingering inusk!

Such wizardry recreates the past

in the present, and, drunk as Proust,
we snatch out of lovers” breasts

the [abulous blooms of memory ...

From her lush, elastic hair,
a living sachet of herbs and mvrrh,
rosc a savage, untamed scent,

from her skirts of seersucker,
imbued with impregnable voulth,
emanated a smell of fur.

La Réve d’un Curieux

Have vou endured, like me, exquisite pain!

Do philistines glare. snigger. in the street?

[ was about to die. My Proustian soul savoured
hope. horror, anguish, screnity. desire.

not a fleck of contumacity, anger, bile.

The more the Dance of Death dervished

the more acutely, sumptuouslyv. Iielt

mv heart avulse, flee the commonplace world.

[sat as if a child waiting keenlv for a show,
cursing the curtain's reluctance to lift.
At last the unadorned truth was revealed:

| had died unchanged. A terrible dawn
engulfed me. What? Can that be all?
The curtain had gone up. I was waiting for more.
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and without too much irritating
cconomy. The paperback’s excerpts
run for 520 pages; and although some
arcalittcle more thana bonne bouche,
others go a distance with their
frequently-exerted and always-
cngaged authors. It is by now
commonplace, sometimes abused,
to distinguish between the {admira-
ble) ‘traveller” and the [at best toler-
ated) ‘tourist’. Nobody in this vol-
ume is a tourist, and Fdoubt whether
a single one of them had travel-
insurancc.

In most cases, Lloyd's would have
been mad to take the money. The
strong impression one has, reading
these excerpts, is that what is being
‘spicd out’ is in large measure the
terrain of the individual will——not
an agenda calculated to make for
prudence. This may have something
todo with the fact that there arconly
a couple of women among the
explorers represented here—itself
tood for thought, given the by-now
copious array of selections from, and
writings about, the accounts of
women travellers. Can no more of

them have warranted a place in the
present gallery?

Atallevents, had they been there,
they would presumably have joined
in the chorus of hopes and fears which
play about the hearts of the explorers
sampled here. William John Wills,
on hislast Iegs during the expedition
which he shared with Burke and
others, says in a late journal entry, ‘I
canonly look out, like Mr Micawber,
“for something to turn up”; but
starvation on nardoo is by no means
very unpleasant, but for the weak-
nessone feels, and the uceer inability
to move onesclf, foras faras appetite

is concerncd, it gives me
the greatest satisfaction.”

y conNi1rasT, Robert Edwin
Peary—who supposcd himsclf to
havereached the North Pole, though
his accuracy in calculation has been
questioned—rcelates that “After Hhad
planted the American flagin theice,
1 told Henson to time the Eskimos
for three rousing cheers, which they
gave with the greatest enthusiasm.
Thereupon, I'shook hands with cach

NViviner e N
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member of the party—surcely a sutfi-
ciently unceremonious affair tomeet
with the approval of the most dem-
ocratic.” Hot or cold, the country
without bears on the country with-
in.

Charles Montagu Doughty,
whaose recherché masterpicece, Trav-
els in Arabia Deserta [1888) glowed
in theimagination of T.E. Lawrence,
says, of a tense time when he was
trying to get his camel back from
others in the desert, ‘In this taint-
ness of body and spirit ... T thought
that a man shonld forsake life rather
than justice.” e last entry in the
book, from Richard Byrd’s account
of overflying the South Pole in 1929,
concludes, ‘One gets there, and that
is about all there is tor telling. It is
the cffort to get there that counts,
We put the Pole behind us and raced
for home.’

Between the two ot them, they
triangulate all che happiness and all
the gricf in the world.

Peter Steele has a Personal Chair at
the University of Melbourne.

The gang’s all here

OW DOES ONI REVIIW an
cneyclopedial Some encyclopedias
arc like road-maps and one can only
notc whetherornaot they supply basic
information about people, dates,
places andissues. Others offeramore
judiciousoverview of the state of the
debate on various topics. Others,
again, like Dr Samucl Johnson’s
dictionary, arc idiosyncratic and
opiniated: good fun but unreliable.

The two encyclopedias consid-
cred here fall roughly between the
road-map modcl and the state of the
scholarly debate model. They hoth
give a vast amount of basic informa-
tion about angels, saints, popes and
great Catholic men and women, and
about central doctrines and rites,
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and what might be called the para-
phernalia of Catholic life. Any two-
thousand-ycar-old institution
gathers a gargantuan amount of fur-
niture, curios, white clephants, aban-
doned clothing, and there are all
kinds of odd and marvellous {and
unmentionable) things in the actic.

On the other hand, the two vol-
umes under review do not pretend to
compete with the great French
multi-volumed Dictionnaires—for
example the Dictionnaire de theolo-
gic catholique—which provide
definitive scholarly discussions of
various topics. At the same time,
they do provide enough discussion
to put the reader in the picture about
the main issues raised by cach topic.

[ made a list of five topics off the
top of my head—angels, conscience,
Mcister Eckhart, fundamentalism,
Karl Rahner—anddida simple mind-
ed comparison of the two ency i
dias. Having once translated part of
Aquinas’ treatise on theangelsin the
Summa Theologiae tor the new Eng-
lish version, I began with ‘angels’.
Both encyclopedias do precty well on
the curious and chequered history of
the idea of angels in the Catholice
Church.

The article in the MceBrien vol-
ume gives detailed information on
the main orders of the angelic hicrar-
chy—the splendidly named Scra-
ph Ch Thrones, D -
tions ctc. —but no mention, alas, of



those companions of my childhood,
the guardian angels. One rather gets
the impression that, despite Wim
Wenders, the angels are on the way
out. The article also notes the ‘fa-
mous quibble over the number of
angels that can dance on a pin’. But,
given the sophisticated medicval
concept of angels—they arc
non-matcrial beings and therefore
not in space or time—the quibble
was not even a

quibble but, as our politi-

clans arc¢ pronc to say, a.

nonscnse.

N ‘CONSCIENCE’, Both encyclo-
pedias deserve an Honours 2A mark
with, perhaps, the
Glazicr-Hellwig article (by Vin-
cent MeNamara)slightly ahcad.
Both entries give short shrift to
the idea that our consciences
can only be ‘informed’ if they
arcinaccordance with the teach-
ing of the Church. As M¢cNama-
ra says, ‘the injunction to in-
form conscience can only be an-
other way of saying that fidelity
to the moral call entails a sin-
cere cffort, according to one’s
capacities, to find the truth’. St
Thomas Aquinas held indeed
that if onc conscientiously
belicved that Jesus Christ was
not Godone was morally obliged
not to be a Christian.

Having donc a good deal of read-
ing of and about the remarkable car-
ly 14th century philosopher-mystic,
Muister Eckhart, Tlooked to see how
both encyclopedias treated him since
he has recently undergone a reap-
praisal and been reinstated (at Teast
by scholars) as an ‘orthodox’ Chris-
tian thinker.

But both cntrics on Eckhart,
while adequate on his historical
background, arc disappointingly
obscurconhis teachingand say noth-
ing about his remarkable dialogue
with the beguines and other reli-
gious women in the Rhincland in
the carly T4ch century. The women,
to put the matter crudely, supplicd
thereligious experience and Eckhart,
a former professor of the Faculty of
Arts at the University of Paris and
much influenced hy his Dominican
confreres Albert the Great and
Thomas Aquinas, provided the
theory to generate a protound ac-

\ ipsissima verbaof the ‘mag-

count of the Christian spiritual life.

On ‘fundamentalisn’, however,
we are provided with an cmbarrass-
ment of riches. Being largely
Amcrican productions both encyclo-
pedias give a good deal of interesting
details about the local varicties. (A
recent alanming statistic claims that
there are some ten million ‘born
again’ fundamentalists in the U.S.)
Necither article, however,
mentions what might be
called“magisterium’ funda-
mentalism in the Roman
Catholic Church where the

isterium’ are held by some,
who should know better, to

be literally true. One gets the im-
pression that it is taken for granted
that we must interpret the words of
scripture, but that the words of the
magisterium on sexual morality, cel-
ihacy, the ordination of women to
the priesthood, miraculously bear
their meaning on their face and can-
not be subject to exegesis and inter-
pretation.

Both encyclopedias are strong on
great men and women in the Catholic
Church, but only the Glazier-Hell-
wig volume, which has been adapted
for a local audience, gives any space
to Australians such as Mary McKil-
lop and Danicl Mannix. {Edmund
Campion is the Australian contribu-
tor]). On the theologian, Karl Rahner,
who, as both volumes agree, is the
greatest Catholic theologian of the
20th century, both articles give illu-
minating appraisals of his work.
Thesce articles approach the kind of
scholarly overview of the French
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‘Dictionnaires’ and one wishes that
more of the entries had been in this
style, even if that required a two-
volume work.

In general, then, both encyclope-
dias can be recommended. They are
written in non-triumphalist and
ccumenical language and, so far as [
could detect, no anathemas are
hurled. The McBrien volume is, per-
haps, morc hand-
somely designed
but both have
many illustra-
tions, somce in col-
our, including a
winsome photoof
Cardinal Joseph
Ratzinger looking
as though
theological butter
5 wouldn’t melt in
his mouth.

Incvitably, an
encyclopedia is a
collection of ‘still’
01 static snap-
shots of various
topics and one
misses the dimen-
sion of the history
1l and development
of the Catholic Church. An encylo-
pediagivesa false sense of complete-
ness and tidiness and very little idea
that many of the positions described
in the various entries have emerged
after a long and often anarchic proc-
ess of trial and error with a good deal
of making things up as onc goes
along. In a perfectly obvious sense,
all religions are ‘inventions’—crea-
tive human responses to ‘revela-
tions’—and the Catholic Church is,
after two thousand years, more of an
invention than most, and nonce the
worsce for that.

The real Catholic thing, so to
speak, is much more diverse and
untidy and improvisatory and ram-
shackle than we like to pretend, and
all that, of course, is impossible to
catch in an cncyclopedia. Still, as
kinds of family albums for the com-
ing 2000th anniversary of the Cath-
olic Church, the two encyclopedias
do have their undeniable uses and
charms.

Max Charlesworth is former Protes-
sor of Philosophy at Deakin Univer-
sity. His most recent book is
Biocthicsina Liberal Societv (CUP).
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of truth claims. And some of the
other contributors to this collection
revel in it, especially Michacl Shar-
key, on wisdom, and Philip Niclsen,
on humility. But Niclsen's topic
offers greater opportunitics for play-
ing Nictzschean games than any
other in the collection, because his-
torically humility has always had
detractors who maintained that it
wis an innovation among virtucs,
and a barrier to human tlourishing.
Again, it has usually been sup-
poscd to be Christianity’s fault. The
humility encapsulated in the Beati-
tudes of the Sermon on the Mount,
which Hume and Bentham derided
as a ‘monkish’ virtue, was about the
emptying of the sclf, a shedding of
cgoistic concerns. It scemed quite
ditferent from the humility that
Aristotle had advocated, which
amounted to having a proper sensc
of sclf-worth. There have been
those—Aquinas, for instance—who
did not think that the two notions
were sa very farapart after all, but it
is a long argument and not to be
scettled here or in The
Eleven Saving Virtues.

RISTOTLE, WHOSE UNDLRS TAND-
inG of virtue and of truth is antithet-
ical to Nictzsche’s, and whose writ-
ings animate most of the contempo-
rary philosophical cfforts to revive
virtue cthics, gets an occasional nod
from contributors to The Eleven Sav-
ing Virtues. But the cssay that is
most strongly Aristotelian in spirit,
and the hest by far in this collection,
docs not invoke the master’s name
at all.

Marion Halligan’s retlection on
hope begins with a fictional tale of
hopes dashed and raised again, which
flows neatly into a discussion of why
we need to live inhope, whether our
hopes will be dashed or not. It is a
forceful feminist picee, whichis per-
haps why Halligan does not give that
old misogynist Aristotle a guernscey.
But I am surc he would have liked
her defe grasp of the universal in the
particular; and onc of the things [
now hope for is that the editor of any
futurc collection of essays on the
virtues will take Halligan on hope as
amodel.

Ray Cassin is writing a thesis on the
unity of the virtues.
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Cats, cabinets and
Franz Katka

ACKIN THL 19705, there was an
enterprising scason of new music-
theatre works at Melbourne’s Union
Theatre which includ-
cd an adaptation of
Katka’s story, The
Mecetamorphosis: The
rolc of the much put-
upon clerk, who wakes
up in the morning to
find himsclf trans-
formed into an inscct,
was sung by a young
baritone called Lyndon Terracini.
Twenty years on, Terracini plays
Kafka himsclt in The Burrow. The
two seasons offer some nice period
contrasts. Inthe’70ssuchanevening
was rare; in the ‘90s Mclbournc has
the excellent Chamber Made Opera,
which regularly stages adventurous
music-theatre works. In the ‘70s,
Terracini, as befits a beetle, clam-
bered around a lot; in the ‘90s, he is
cribbed and confined, bound up,
strapped down, wheeled around,
stripped and exhibited. As in some
late Beekett novel, entropy appears
to have taken hold. In the 70s,
Terracini played a character, albeit
inscctivorous; in the biography-mad
‘90s he plays a writer. Back then,
even at the wacky cdges of the per-
formancce world, some kind of narra-
tive could usually be piceed togeth-
cr. In the postmodem '90s, there are
no such sops or sccuritices.

Irritating word, postmodern: if
the present is what is meant, why
post-anything?  Contemporary art
like The Burrow, however, precisely
justifics the term. Kafka, or some-
thinglike him, is at the centre of the
cvening, butitis not Kafka’s story—
or indecd any story—that gets told.
What we get instcad is a complex,
multi-layered series of images, a
kinetic meditation on passages from
the life and works.

In the opening sequence, a shad-
owy group of clown-figures exhibits
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to us, one by ong, then stacked upon
onc another, a set of illuminated
cabinets: in the cabinets, portions of
Kafka: the trunk, the legs

and fecet, the head. These,

and a typewriter, gradu-

ally make the man. None

of this is to be found in

the libretto—at least as

printed in the program

for the evening. Prompt-

cd by Douglas Horton’s

program note (‘designer
anddircctorhave chosen not tomere-
ly illustrate the work of composer or
libreetist’) rake this to be scenogra-
phy. The box-play, absorbing in it-
sclf, is a game of construction and
deconstruction. We are about to sce
a picce about a man constructed by
writing and undonc by writing, for
whom a lover present in the flesh
was less real than the lover he ad-
dressed in letters, a man who hid in
a burrow. We are about to sce a
theatre picce which playstreely with
the vocabulary of modern spectacle:
expressionism, surrcalism, the ani-
mations of Terry Gilliam,  ‘black’
theatre [of Praguc?) and clown fig-
ures from the realm of das Groteske.
It's worth a little detail to give
some impression of how dense and
demanding this work can be. After
the dumbshow, the first scene begins
with a spoken duct between Kafka
and the ghost of his childhood sclf,
one speaking in German, the other
in English. A giant stuffed cat falls
from the flics. The clown-figures
eviscerate it, turn it inside out, and
up pops a cluster of rubbery figures,
a tight little crowd. They speak:
‘Smash the Germans! Kill the Jews!
Their violence alternates with Kaf-
ka, who sings about Praguc: ‘how
can I leave you/ how can 1 stay?’
This sequence gives way to a vision
of his lover, Milena. In the fourth
and last scction of the scene, the
ghost [sung by a tenor, incidentally)
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confronts Kafka with images from
his childhood {‘the music-box/ its
ballerina/ trapped forever/ in her
maze of mirrors’). Kafka finds this
unbcearable: ‘I died there’, he con-
cludes.

Gradually a pattern might
emerge. Kafka, victimised by his
tyrannical father, lacerated by the
brutality of the world around him,
retreats into what he hopes will be
quite literally an inner sanctum. But
it is no use. In another of Horton's
wonderful images, the wall of the
burrow is picerced with many eyes.
Onc by onc the cyes drop out of the
wall and bouncc at Kafka's feet. And
then there is Milena, who loves him
and tries toreach him, who torments

im as the dead are tormented in
1the Waste Land This pattern how-
ever, is not presented, as it might be
in realistic drama, as a psychological
casc study. In that maodel, here is
Katka and over there is his Problem.
This theatreisnon-therapeutic: peo-
ple are what they are, exhibited ‘as if
a magic lantern threw the nerves in
patterns on a screen’.

The local complexities ot the
work arc cnough to tax cven the
alert audience for Chamber Made.
But there is plenty of encourage-
ment to persevere, because, in con-
trast to the Moderns, these creators
don’t cast the audience as humble
recipients of the Artist’s Vision, nor
is the tone all that solemn. Every
production by Douglas Horton of-
fers immediately accessible theatri-
cal pleasurcs; here, for example, the
catand the cabinets. Acting and sing-
ing were, as usual, strong and disci-
plined. It is hard to single out per-
formers when the musical textures
arcsocloscly interwoven -the three
person chorus, for example, has just
as tricky a1 job as the soloists—how-
cver, I particularly admired Tyrone

Landau’s negotiation of the
high tenor of the Ghost.

RLCHT, THL MODLRN, sometimes
peered into a postmodern future. He
talks about (but did not practisel a
theatre in which, instead of all the
clements contributing to‘an organic
unity’ (a Gesamtkunstwerk or what-
cver) cach would keep its independ-
cnce. Words could say once thing,
musicanother, the costumesa third.
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The Burrow is this kind of work.
Alison CroggOn’s libretto is imagis-
tic: fragments, moments, detached
phrascs—they coalesce here and
there, but they do not clump which
leaves the audience free to connect
in different ways.  Michacl
Smctanin’s music avoidsillustration
of the text. There is little ‘word-
painting’, nor arc there nmediately
recognisable feeling-codes, swelling
tuncs for the afflatus of love, and so
on. For the most part, the words are
declaimed, which gives them a
chance to be heard in theirown right
(or would have, if the sound mix had
been more precisely caleulated).
The sound of the music is
characteristically dark and bony,

generated by an ensemble which
omits the higher strings and — ipha-
siscs the more blatant sounds cx-
tractable from woodwind and brass.
It is dominated by percussion (in-
cluding percussive keyboards), an
almost constant, often pounding
momentum.  This basic sound is
enriched in a varicety of ways. The
chorus, for example, can provide a
nimbus around the solo lines and
some special effects, such as an in-
visible sccond voicc ata point where
Kafka imagines two Milenas. Decla-
mation, in the vocal line, is relieved
by lyrical passages, with longer, slow-
cr-moving lines held against the rap-
id chatter of the band. The cffect is
sometimes like the chorale tunes in
Bach's cantatas, a sturdy linc fes-
tooned with colour and movement.,

If the music does not ‘express the
feclings of the characters’, what does
it do? Where does all the pounding
encergy come from? What connexion
hasit with the Kafka world? Musing
over these questions T remembered
this comment: ‘Musical expre on

liesin the rhythm; and in the rhythm
lics all the power of music.” And,
from the same writer:

Thus, while words and actions
express the most detailed and
concrete clements of teeling, music
has a much higher, wider and more
abstract goal. Music becomes, ina
way, the moral atmosphere which
fills the space in which the
characters of the drama portray the
action. It expresses the fate that
pursues them, the hope which
animates them, the gaicty which
surrounds them, the felicity which
is in storce tor them, the abyss in
which they are to fall..

HAT THI TEXT REVEALS s how
Katka's various efforts at control or
cvasion keep breaking down, expos-
ing him to intolerable anxicty. Per-
haps we could think of the music as
essentially conveying this ‘moral at-
mosphere’, and that makes sensce of
its anxious, violent, contlict-ridden
clements. That is what lies under
Kafka’s carcful, infinitely precisc
prosc and his obscssively ordered
working lifc. But the music, at least
to my cars, is also full of an ¢nergy
that comesfromdesire, an essentially
creative encergy. {There are similari-
tics with Messiaen ) If this is so, we
can sce where the director’s freedom
comes from. Not having to pother
about with subtexts and meaningful
pauscs and therestof ithis contribu-
tion can play off against the music:
hence the jauntiness of some of the
staging, its clement of wit and sur-
prisc corresponding to that aspect of
Kafka’s own prosc.

So where is Kafka? The answer
is, everywhere: onstage, as personat-
cd by My Terracini; in the wit and
style of the staging; lamenting and
rcjoicing in the pit. What we have in
The Burrow might be thought of, if
the term is not too dry, as a creative
essay, and a very finc one. It hasbeen
scen at the Festival of Perth and now
in Mclbourne, and if it comes vour
way, don’t miss it.

The musical theorist, by the way,
is Rossini, he who wrote The Barber
of Seville.

Bruce Williams is head of the School
of Arts and Mecdia at La Trobce
Unive  ty.



LARLY FVERY CONVERSA TION in
Darwin, especially with anyoncover
thirty, begins with Cyclone Tracy.
While 1t is difficult to sce much
cvidence of the 1974 cyclone devas-
tation in Darwin today, it certainly
appears to have hadalong-term effect
on the town's theatre practice.
Whether because of some deep-scat-
cd post-Tracy claustrophobia, or be-
cause of a lack of proper theatres,
Darwin audicnces get to sce theatre
productions in somce of the most
intercesting out-door locations.

On a lengthy tour of the city 1
was shown a dozen open-air or semi
open-air venues that have been used
for theatre productions in recent
years, These included the wide sands
of Mindil Beach, a garden with a
magnificent old banyan tree, the ru-
ins of the old Palmerston Town Hall
and those of a war-time oil storage
facility, a disuscd, huge water stor-
age tank on the site of the present
Darwin High School, a World War 11
gun gurrct on East Point, a basket-
ball court and three amphitheatres.
Therc is ceven a tiny amphitheatre,
in the courtyard of a YMCA back-
packers’ hostel {seemingly purposc-
made for Elizabethan-style drama),
anotherin the Botanic Gardens {rath-
or like Melbourne’s Myer Bowl) and
yet another in the grounds of the
Muscum and Art Gallery of the
Northern Territory.

It was in this last location that [
saw the Darwin Theatre Company’s
recent production of Shakespeare’s

e
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As You Like ITt, and a thoroughly
delightful experience it was, To call
it an amphitheatre as such is a bit of
an overstatement, but it is a lovely
garden, with a natural slope (on
which was built bleacher-scating for
about 160} and good tree plantings
providing a suitable ‘tiring-house’
arca for the actors as well a diversity
of entrance and exit points. The site
was beautitully exploited by dirce-
tor Tom Pauling (who doublesas NT
Solicitor General by dayland design-
cr Joanna Barrkman. Add a starlit
sky and a naturally purc acoustic
and you have a venue to die for,
Having scen this pastoral comedy in
such an idyllic setting, it's casy to
imagine the ctfectiveness of Shake-
speare’s war plays in the brooding
atmosphere of the old gun gurret or
of indoor/outdoor plays like A Win-
ter’s Tale and A Midsummer Night's
Dream in the Town Hall Ruins.

Pauling’s production was a rela-
tively orthodox one, unencumbered
by modernist interpretational frills,
and his cast{amixofolderand young-
er actors) gave the play a good, clear
rendition. The costumes, which in
open-air venues carry the main bur-
denof the designer’s statement, were
a mix of children’s storybook Robin
Hood for the Forest of Arden and
King Arthur mediacval for the court
characters. It worked well enough,
although the much-mentioned ‘Win-
ter and rough weather’ cold of the
cxiles’ bitter experience was a bit
hard to cop.

Vorume 5 NUMBLR 8 @

]

The DTC’s annual dry scason
Shakespeare productions are always
‘pro-am’ aftairs and they are almost
invariably given out of doors. They
are also almost always packed out:
Pauling cstimated that As You Like
It would have played to 101 per cent
capacity! Next up, the company
embarks on fully-professional pro-
ductions of David Williamson’s
Sanctuary and Michacl Gow's Sweet
Phocebe. These will have their Dar-
win scasons indoors in a rebuilt his-
toric miners’ exchangeland will tour
widely through the Territory.

Elscwhere in town, the Bougain-
villea Festival and Fringe Festival
werce in full swing. Some of the Fes-
tival cvents were presented in the
Darwin Pcrtorming Arts Centre (a
purpose-built, indoors theatre com-
plex with a 1001-scat proscenium-
arch Playhousc and a new 298-scat
flexible Studio theatre) which is
mainly used for touring productions
from down south as part of the
extensive Northern Australian

Regional Performing Arts
Centres Association,

J. e TEN-v1 ar-oLh Corrugated Iron
Youth Theatre’s August production,
Branded, also did a sold-out scason
to an cxtraordinarily mixed audi-
ence—one far too large to have been
composcd of just parents and
fricnds—in a community youth cen-
tre insuburban Nightcliff. The show
was about the effects on a d¢butant
rock band of the twin scourges of

EUREKA STREET

17
Yz
Vg 2B >

£z
‘:12’ ST

Vi
/Z

57









60

\L‘T Ry \‘v/
2leot™
e V4l

G ( -

‘: }

N /
N N

V\‘d«;g\\—\o St AN _\3‘?\‘”0 Tca(\g

'
Y

One’s old man

D'Artagnan’s Daughter, dir Bertrand
Tavernier (independent cinemas)
You’d think that just about cvery
twist imaginable has been wrought
on Alexandre Dumas’ famous tale of
chivalry and dcceit, but Tavernier
and scriptwriter Michael Leviant
have come up with a new chapter,
and plenty of swashbuckling action
and tongue-in-check humour, to pad
out the adventures of the famous
Musketecers.

Eloisc D’Artagnan (Sophie
Marceau) has been cloistered in a
convent since, as a young girl, she
was left there by her father.
Inadvertently, she uncovers aplot to
assassinate the soon-to-he-crowned
King Louis X1V, and so sets out to
find her estranged father and scek
his help in exposing the conspira-
tors.

D’Artagnan {Philippe Noiret) has
been dismissed from the King's serv-
icc in disgrace and, understandably,
doesn’t have much interest in assas-
sination plots. But the spirited coax-
ing of Eloisce brings him out of retire-
ment to gather the Musketcers for
one final adventure before arthritis
and hacmorrhoids disqualify them.

[D'Artagnan’s Daughter is a
riotous, slapstick period piece, with
Marceau strong, confident and
predictably feisty as the heroine. But
it is the Musketeers, D’Artagnan,
Porthos |Rauol Billerey), Athos {Jean-
Luc Bidcau) and Aramis {Sami Frey),
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who stir their ageing bones, roman-
tic memorics and by now not-so-deft
swordsmanship toensure thatjustice
is done.

—Tim Stoney

Tall tale

All Men Are Liars dir. Gerard Lee
(Hoyts, Greater Union). After seeing
the film my friend said ‘It’s Shake-
speare’—and she was right! ‘Liars’ is
a cross-dressing, feel good comedy
in the vein of As You Like It, with a
North Queensland country-town
setting, local simpletons and truc
love found, lost and found again.
As in that other famous film, a
piano is a vital plot-mover and the
sound track, boasting rockabilly and
somce good new songs, is well worth
alisten. The castis packed with new
talent and a funny, complex script is
strong cnough to make risky senti-
mental moments utterly believable.
Issues of homosexuality, transsexu-
ality and domestic violence could
have made for a far darker film, but
every tense moment dissolves on
impact. God is given an unusually
up-front role in the film, represented
by the Sacred Heart icon and in-
voked in 12 year old Tom’s prayers
to bring his mothcrhome, whispered
before his totemic snakes. God is a
warm presence, making sure good-
will, truth and love triumph againet
the odds.
—TJane Buckingham

Look here

Exotica, dir. Atom Egoyan (independ-
ent cinemas) cxtends the concern
with human desires and their defor-
mations that characterised carlier
Egoyan films such as Family View-
ing (1988). ‘Exorica’ is a club where
lap dancers act out the crotic fanta-
sics of men whopay to sce them, and
cach night Francis (Bruce Green-
wood]arrives in time to watch Churis-
tina (Mia Kirshner) shed her gymslip
with as much affected schoolgirl
innocence as she can muster.
Exotica will probably be a mag-
net for the dirty raincoat brigade but

Egoyan’s voyeuristic preoccupations
deserve better. Sexuality of the look-
but-don’t-touch variety marks an al-
ienated personality: someonce who is
focused on, but not engaged with,
the object of arousal. And Egoyan is
exploring the sources of this aliena-
tion. What traps someone in a
fantasy?

In Family Viewing, the cmphasis
was on how manufactured images,
especially television and video, warp
human relationships by becoming
substitutes for them. In Exotica the
fantasy is enshrined in a real person,
the lap dancer, but in the process her
reality virtually diminishes to that
of an image on a screen. And the
irony, of course, is that this is all
being registered in a scries of images
on a screen, the film itself.

The ‘family’ side of the cquation
continues in Exotica, too. Francis
and Christina sharc a dark sccret
with Eric (Elias Kotcas), the master
of ceremonies at Exotica, and with
Francis’ brother Harold (Victor Gar-
ber) and Harold’s daughter, Tracey
{Sarah Polley). The mystery is re-
vealed layer by layer, like a strip-
tease, and if the conclusion becomes
obvious sometime before it is actu-
ally reached, well, that’sin the natvr
of striptease, isn’t it?

—Ray Cassin

Laboured

Nine Months dir. Chris Columbus
(Hoyts) Based on the French film of
the same name, Nine Months has
been cagerly awaited forall the wrong
reasons, thanks to the off-screen
antics of its star Hugh Grant. After
seeing the film one could cynically
suggest that theincidentin the BMW
was staged to entice the punters to
sce what should otherwise be a
complete flop.

Hugh Grant appcears as Dr Samu-
¢l Faulkner, child psychologist and

Correction:
InJon Greenaway’sreview of Apollo
13 (ES September) Tom Hanks ap-
peared as Tom Cruise and Bill Pax-
ton as Fred Haise. Sorry, but there
was no time for re-entry.
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