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Given not lent

N SOME PLACES, THE CURRENT TERM of the academic year used
to be known as the Lent term. This may not be much comfort
to teachers who are right now beginning to take the strain of
another year.

There were certainly days in my own brief teaching carcer
that felt as though they were coming to me from the book of
penances reserved for the blackest sins. I presumed that the
Almighty, like many of his creatures, had misspelt my name
and I was getting somebody clse’s comeuppance. Some days, |
used to go around the staff room and ask more cxperienced
teachers what to do. I recall that two of them gave me the same
advice. They gave it for very different reasons.

The first teacher told me that the scecret of classroom
management was to beat the children into ... I didn’t catch the
cnd of this sentence but I presumed he meant into a pulp. In
fact he meant I should beat them into the classroom. ‘Get there
before them. Never look like you're reluctant or afraid. Stand
the desk and hold your ground as they file in.” This gentleman
used to refer to his students as ‘the enemy’. The second teacher
told me much the same thing. She said it was important to be

in the room waiting for the class to arrive. But her reasons were
opposite. She told me that I should try and establish eye contact
with all of the students as they came through the door. Tshould
remind myself that cach child who stepped through that door
brought a range of experiences I could only guess at.

There might be money trouble at home, their parents might
be fighting, their own friends could be giving them a hard time,
they might be low on confidence because they missed a place
in a team.

For her the classroom was not a battleficld: it was like
standing in the surf. The secret of leadership was to try and
catch the chaotic waves of energy and make sense of them.

It’s easy to recognisc these two approaches as common
attitudes to Lent, and to the life of faith in general. The first is
defensive. It’s the attitude which counts lollics and tolls up
Masses. The second attitude is accommodating. [t makes room
for all kinds of unfamiliar and inexplicable experiences. It makes
sense of leadership from the cross.

Michael McGirr sj is Eureka Street’s consulting editor.

MAX TEICHMANN

Peasant revolt, or apocalypse now

HE WEST GIPPSLAND BY-ELECTION RESULT was hardly surpris-
ing. Many commentators, including those in this journal, could
sce the problems coming. If Labor were to acquire even a little
potency, the problems for the Government would pile up not
just in the bush but throughout Victoria. Even Jetf Kennett could
sec the way the cards were falling, by the end.

But the result was a mess, and onc likely to be repeated
elsewhere in the country. Labor didn’t dare run a candidate; if
they had, as the Labor-backed Independent victor, Susan Davics,
remarked, the swing would have been only half, and the Liberals
would have won, their Dodo candidate notwithstanding.

The anti-immigration and gun lobby partics won it for
Davies in a rebuff to Kennett. Labor is like a red rag to a bull in
the bush. So is the Prime Minister, in many places, because he
took away the guns.

The continuing dependence of Labor on anti-immigration
and gun lobby votes should be disturbing them, for eventually
Howard will, quite rightly, blow their cover. And their hiding
behind the Democrats and Greens in the Senate.

A former academic collecaguc of mine was in Gippsland
looking over the clection. He reports a good deal of structured

disorder, but one clear, communal memory—Kennett's forays
into the clectorate. Arriving by helicopter with acolytes, and
followed by helicopters full of journalists, he breezed into town
to give the rustics the good oil from Spring Street. A scence from
Apocalypse Now ... and in both cases the peasants struck back.
The Liberal candidate quite unwisely tagged along with the Red
Berets—or were they Green—so as to be noticed.

Kennett has done nothing for provincial and rural Victoria,
cxcept downsize it while ignoring it. What usc is it, if you're
living in Mildura or Cobram, to hear about the fircworks
displays on the Yarra, the President’s Cup at some Melbourne
golf course, the City Link roads project, etc? You're alrcady
fully occupied fighting anthrax, struggling to keep open the local
hospital, or school, or factory, or train scrvice, or pondering the
rural youth suicide rate, which is the worst in a country whose
own level is already unconscionably high.

City folk still get circuses, though bread is off the menu.
Our bushies are getting neither.

Where, oh where, are the Victorian Nationals? And their
missing state leader? In past times in Victoria, the Country Party
would break a Coalition, see their partners lose and go it alone
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for a while; but they no longer have the numbers. Now, unless
they redefine their position and break their snake and bird
relationship with Jeff, there’ll be no National MPs or voters—
the new populist parties and independents will have eaten them.

The Nationals should talk turkey with the Liberals while
they still have the chance. They have a little more time, for
Victorian voters have too-recent memories of being short-
che  ;ed by Labor. And the short-changers won’t change,
apparently. The Liberals should be considering a palace
revolution, or ¢lse they should require that Kennett alters his
stylc and replaces his friends. Of course, Jeff may not be a free
agent, at this stage of his corporate entanglement.

But just as people got tired of the hundreds of new
millionaires spawned by Hawke and Keating while the cconomy
was limping and people were hitting the dole queues, so are
Victorians becoming sick of the new provincial crop of little
mates and instant millionaires scoffing the bread of our children
and grandchildren: the Nationals and Libs in Victoria have some
hard choices to make—for otherwise it will be the Lord of the
Flics. Perhaps they should consider ringing Alan Brown, kicked
upstairs to London for doing his job, and for standing up to the
monarch.

Max Teichmann is a freelance writer and political commentator.
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ANDREW ITAMIL1TON

Z.ero sums

The excomi
B asuriva, prc

Y EARLIEST AND MOST ENDEARING memory of Tissa
Balasuriya was of a lecture he gave in Melbourne some years
ago. He was asked, at a time when the iestion was new and
fraught, whether women should become priests in the Catholic
Church. The atmosphere became tenscly expectant. To heavy
silence, he advised his audience not to press for women priests.
After a pause, he added, “You should fight for a woman Pope.’
The tension turncd into laughter and he returned to the topic
of his talk.

The exchange typified Tissa’s style—lively, provocative, a
bit over the top and ultimately eirenical. His writing is like his
speech: sharp, stim ting, not closely argued and open to a
variety of interprctations. In other words, designed more to clicit
thoughtful response rather than to claim a definitive position.

Somc years later I was in Sri Lanka for the Jesuit Refugee
Scrvice. There Tfound another Tissa: the inspiring force behind
a large relief organisation working on behalf of the victims of
the long war. In a tortured land, Tissa was one of the few public,
catholic symbols of the desire for reconciliation.

I was deeply saddened then to hear that on January 2 Tissa
Balasuriya was declared to Dbe heretical and to be
excommunicated. The declaration followed a long investigation
into one of his books, Mary and Human Liberation, (available
in Australian in the journal Logos. Volume 29, 1 & 2} and his
failure to agrec with the Congregation of the Faith on the form
of a Creed he was to sign.

Even if it is necessary, excommunication is always a sign
of failure in a church which preaches a Gospel of reconciliation
and communion. So I must believe that my own sadness is
shared as deeply by those who felt obliged to pass judgment on
Tissa. Their task, of deciding what is absolutely inconsistent
with Catholic belief, is not an enviable one. The only people 1
can imagine rejoicing arc those who want total war rather than

6 EUREKA STREET -« MarcH 1997

ication of Sri Lankan Cathc ¢ theol tian, Fr Tissa
ts questions about the nature of Catholic commun 7

reconciliation between ethnic groups in Sri Lanka.

For Tissa, of course, excommunication is not the final
judgment. The church’s calendar is sprinkled with saints, {as
well as our own Mary MacKillop) whose CVs include a spell of
ecxcommunication. He has appealed against the judgment, and
in the meantime has, paradoxically, been more communicated
with than before.

But to those of us who are Catholics, Tissa’s
excommunication poses hard questions about the way
we shape our chur  life to reflect the Gospel. Does the public
excommunication of a septuagenarian confirm our
community in faith and love? Do the processes which
culminate in excommunication encourage each side to put a
favourable interpretation on what the other says? Or do they
create an adversarial attitude in which the accuser assumes
bad faith and the accused comes to identify submission with
the loss of personal integrity? Can we find better ways than
this?

Those of us who live in Asia will ponder the question, too.
For 1998 will be the fourth centenary of Vasco da Gama's arrival
in India. It marked the beginning of European colonial
domination over Asia and the arrival of Western Christianity
in Asia. The churches of Asia have always had to struggle to
separatc the christian and the colonial parts of their inheritance.
Will Tissa’s condemnation help or hinder them in that?

My pressing question, however, is local and personal. If
Tissa is knocked out of the ring, will the Church find anyone
with the courage publicly to champion the poor, driven and
vulnerable victims of conflict in Sri Lanka?

Andrew Hamilton sy is a theologian. He has worked among
refugee communities from Central and Latin America,
Indochina and Africa.



O NOT PUT ANY MONEY ON IT YET, but
that lot in Canberra could lose the next election. Scarcely a
year into government and they are already full of those
arrogances, complacencies and petty corruptions of power more
usually associated either with sheer amateurism or being in
there far too long. And they are making two of the cardinal
mistakes of politics—forgetting that the essence of good politics
is good policy and forgetting that the journey is as important as
the destination.

The best thing going for them is that neither the population
nor the Opposition looks yet ready for a transition, that it is
not so late in the term that the Government cannot retrieve its
position, and that a forgiving electorate might be inclined to
dismiss some of the atrocities as being due to growing pains.

Prime Minister John Howard fronted an increasingly critical
media some weeks ago to argue that the public is interested in
results, and not a bit interested in fine theological points about
proper process, or mistakes due to over-enthusiasm by ministers
with purity in their hearts. In the short term, he might be right—
not least since Labor has done so little, so far, to put itself on
the electoral radar.

Yet someone who has traded as well as John Howard on
the politics of perception would surely know, first, that there
is nothing so fatal for a party as an image of sharp practice mixed
with incompetence, and that nothing could be more fatal to his
own image, or capacity to lead his party into the next election,
than an impression that the good old honest John, a bit dull
perhaps, but decent and solid, is just another politician who
will stop at nothing when political survival is at stake. The
more so indeed, when at the root of his current strategy has
been a careful play in the dangerous waters of populism and
disillusion with politics.

Some of the problems have been building up for a while.
The sleaze factor began with a few opposition hits on conflict
of interest, compounded by an injured pretence that nothing
really was wrong. It has been aggravated by Howard’s own
pragmatism at the deals necessary to buy or rent Senate votes—
a dirty business at the best of times, but one not usually made
any more attractive by the personal involvement of the Prime
Minister in securing a Senator privileges on the eve of a crucial
vote. Mr Howard is in no way responsible for the trouble some
frontbenchers have got into with alleged rortings of travel
expenses (a sin, like adultery, which is very bipartisan; the
reason why the Opposition has thrown few stones). But he will
not thank those who have found themselves accused for rein-
forcing an impression that the standards are not very high. Some
further events on the horizon—changing the cross-media rules
in a move expected manifestly to benefit Kerry Packer, but
hardly anyone else, least of all the public—may not help either.

Accidents will happen. Where Howard may be making
his position worse is with a natural combativeness, very like
Paul Keating’s, which makes him unwilling to concede that
ministers have done anything wrong, or that he has in his
handling of it. Or, if some mistake is transparent, a tendency
to forgive it with excuses which suggest either that the end
justifies the means or that a minister should not be censured

Ends and 11eans

because he is a good bloke. The failure, after a year, of John
Herron to make any inroads in Aboriginal affairs is dismissed
because John Herron is a noble man who went voluntarily to
work in Rwanda. Some over-cleverness by the Transport
minister, John Sharp, in seeking to achieve a perfectly
reasonable aim of wanting a board of his own cronies rather
than the cronies of the last lot, is entirely justifiable because
John Sharp genuinely has civil air safety at heart. It may well
be true that the broader public does not have the appetite of
Canberra insiders for the finer points of detail; but it has been
demonstrated time and again that the uneasiness which is
inevitably created by a pattern of such indelicacies can
smoulder into a bushfire.

Malcolm Fraser suffered in politics from a gencral
impression of untrustworthiness. He would make broad
promises with unnoticed caveats, then later, when he turned
180 degrees, insist that no one has misled. A year ago John
Howard took maximum advantage of an apparently suddenly
discovered budgetary black hole to pick and choose which of
his electoral promises were ‘core’ and which could be discarded.
He may not have the same leeway now, least of all when some
of his present problems are ones of his own creation. If, as he
seems to judge, the budget bottom line is most important, and
if, as he seems to have determined, the $10 billion Defence
budget is sacrosanct, the chief areas for further savings are in

health,community services and social welfare—with
strings of broken promises.

BUT SOME MIGHT THINK that the least forgivable sign was the
announcement of a small work-for-the-dole scheme. It is not
that it was seized upon, unprepared, so as to distract attention
from a worrying lapse of memory by the Prime Minister. It is
not that it is necessarily bad—indeed, similar schemes have
been operating in Aboriginal communities, with reasonable
success and dignity, for many years without civil libertarians
getting too upset, and there have been elements of such policy
in some of the labour market programs of recent years. Nor is
it that it involves a blatant breach of election promise, thinly
excused with a claim that the Prime Minister did not personally
authorise repeated assertions that he would not do it. Those
are sins which, at worst, are venial.

In fact the work-for-the-dole-scheme is not a policy at all,
but a public relations package, like the ludicrous Green Corps,
but far more disgusting since it is intended only to trade off
popular prejudice against the jobless. John Howard knows
well—since his office polls relentlessly on such matters—the
idca of making scroungers and layabouts work for their benefits
is nearly as popular as the idea of stringing up murderers.

When Prime Ministers engage in stunts designed to win
the applause of talk-back radio hosts, then bask in that applausc
to distract attention away from serious matters of government,
one can be surc they have rcached their peak and are on the
way down. That the hill is a fair bit higher than usual may,
however, save Howard for a while. [ |

Jack Waterford is the editor of the Canberra Times.
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The big picture

From [.S. Gregory

In response to Robert Crotty’s
balanced and clear summary of the
stages in the quest for the historical
Jesus {(Eurcka Street, December
1997), and in particular to his
concluding comments that he is
pleased the debate has come out in
the open (on the internet as well as
in Jesuit journals!} but would like to
see more informed participants, the
following thoughts may be of inter-
cst. They are not mine, but those of
Dr John Barrett, former Minister in
the Uniting church and a distin-
guished writer of Australian history,
including its religious history. He
made them in response to my
sending him a picce by illip Adams
on the subject, published in The
Australian on 3 August last. Adams,
while summarising Crossan and
others in (for him) fairly straightfor-
ward terms, concluded that ‘of
course Christianity will continue to
rely on a hybrid Christ, a mixture of
a tiny amount of fact with enormous
dollops of faith.’

Dr Barrett wrote: ‘Phillip Adams
is the last man I'd carc to have
writing about Jesus and Christianity.
He's too disturbed, hung up, unsym-
pathetic—can’t let it go, but can’t
embrace it. His tortured mind finally
issues in superficial gibes, with a
certain longing still adhering.

‘But what a mcss cveryone’s
made of the Bible! And it leaves
terrible legacies, almost insurmount-
able problems. The writers of the
gospels, following the conventions of
the day, and also holding an attitude
akin to some of the latter day post-
modernists, believed that the end
justifics the means; fiction can be
declared as fact, and tampering with
cevidence {eg. the Jesus bit inserted
into Joscphus) can be legitimately
ignored. So, to give Jesus credentials,
they invented the birth stories. They
invented frameworks and situations
tor the “lite”. All of them, and not
only John, turncd their “lives” of
Jesus into theological interpretations
into which any hclptul, though
invented “fact” could be justifiably
worked—according to their cultured
and literary conventions.

‘I can accept this, but how can it
be got across to others? People want
to know what Jesus said, Jesus did ...
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‘What was remembered about
Jesus? He loved God. He loved peo-
ple. He pondered the scriptures. He
reckoned that, if we were spiritually
re-born we'd enter here and now a
new life ruled by God. He was an
encourager: he made many folk feel
better, and he actually made some
people better. He was a remarkable
man. He was also a challenger: some
people, especially the comfortable
and powerful, felt threatened by him,
resented him and came to hate him.
He expected all these reactions. He'd
heard (or read?) Isaiah and remem-
bered: the poor have good news
preached to them, but the servant of
God inevitably suffers. It doesn’t
matter if he spoke or didn't speak of
‘take up your cross’ in the middle of
Mark, when the cross had not been
invested with meaning. He might
have gucssed at what was likely for
him and his followers under Rome.
He might have actually said those
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words later. He might not have said
them ac all. But they fit the pattern
of a man who said the world will
malke any true follower of God suffer.
And this Jesus could cope with life
and its problems; we never knew
anyonc who could cope better. He
had an authority about him. He
respected religious law and ritual so
long as they served man and God, but
he denounced them once they
became hypocritical and cxploita-
tive. And how he could denounce! He
was always brotherly, and yet he was
never anything but our mascer. We
adored him ...

‘And so the impressions, the
reports, the accurate or inaccurate
“sayings” build up, the remembered
and half-remembered words and inci-
dents are passed on and mixed up, the
followers find new heart, and some-
thing quite remarkable seems to have
happened at around the crucifixion to
these people, and finally the gospels
came to be written as theological
interpretations of this astonishing
man who, the old ones said, brought
us near God, brought God to us,
showed us God—was God?

‘What matters is the general
pattern, the big picture. Crossan and
his mates are only clearing the ground
of fundamentalist claims; they need to
go beyond the trifling impedimenta
and consider why all the impediments
are therc in the first place. They may
not be what they seem to be, but they
arc good indicators of what lay behind
them ... they are very much more than
“a tiny amount of fact with enormous
dollops of taith”.’

J.S. Gregory
Balwyn, VIC

Please explain

From I. Goor

Could somconc much wiser in the
ways of the spirit than 1, explain the
rationale involved in the expulsion of
Sri Lankan pricest Tissa Balasuriya®

Granted, [ know nothing of the
matter except what [ have read in the
papers, but it scems Father Tissa was
excommunicated because he has
questioned, among other tenets of
faith, the Papal Infallibility.

I have heard no such strong
response emanating from the Vatican
aimed at the behaviour of some
pricsts who were convicted of gross
indecency against yoo_sters left
their charge.















it pay much heed to the notion of respect.

At the time of writing there was a case
before the NSW Industrial Court which
shed a sharp light on the malaise of Rughy
League. [tinvolved six Super League players
fighting to overturn the loyalty contracts,
which they signed with the ARL, thus
enabling them to move on to their new
Supcr League contracts. The ARL was
fighting to preserve them.

‘Loyalty contract’—it has a curious ring
to it doesn’t it? —Jon Greenaway

Coovorine Tree

Hot to
trot

FTER FIVE AND A HALF YEARS, the trots
were back in Townsville. In August 1991
the Willows Paceway had been closed, as
unprofitable, by the Queensland racing min-
ister, Labor’s Bob Gibbs. Soon afterwards, it
was reincarnated as Stockland Rugby League
Stadium, latcr the home of the North
Queensland Cowboys. Harness racing at
Townsville seemed tohave followed Cairns
into oblivion—until a by-clection at
Mundingburra which proved the catalyst of
larger changes than this. Racing minister-
in-waiting, Russell Cooper, reached into
the pork barrel and promisced the citizens of
Townsville that the trots would return to
their original home at the Showgrounds.
On 8 February, he was there with a micro-
phone and unscasonable tic to declare that
it was indeed happening,.

I was in attendance too, in scarch of my
bearings. Three months in North Queens-
land and T had not yet made it to the gallops
at Cluden. What was I doing at the trots?
Getting there was casy. The Showgrounds
is passcd by the train-line to Cairns; sits in
the shadow of Castle Hill. In the distance is
Mount Stuart, while palm trecs were blown
by the warm wind on the far side of the
track. The restart ncarly did not occur, after
162mm of rain on the Tucesday left pares of
the track crumbling. But everything on the
night was as most would have wished,
including the ultimate reassurance to
punters: close them down, move the venue,
seek them inany state, the trots are still the
‘red hots’, solemnly shifticst of all Austral-
ia’s racing mediums.

A fair crowd was in, plenty of children
among them, including a dozen or so who

would drive in the two Shetland pony races.
The Castle Hill Lions” Club had the ham-
burger and dagwood dog franchise. That sad
supposed entertainment for the young, a
jumping castle, was blown up by the back
gate. Downstairs the Town and Country
Bar was four-sided, open-aired. Cairns
Draught—'The North’s Own Beer'—was
advertised, but not for sale; XXXX—
‘Queensland’s Own Beer'—could be had
abundantly. Upstairs, the T & C offered a
$10 ‘one scrvice only’ smorgasbord,
stroganoff and rissoles in tomato gravy
prominent.

I headed to the betting ring, prepared to
be surprised but soon routinely disappointed
by the cowardice of those who come to
ficld. Eight minutes before the first race no
bookic had posted a market. Nor did they
until arunnerobtained the scratchings from
the tote. And then it came—7/2 the longest
price on offer for any of the seven runncrs!
‘They’ll kill it again’, a grizzled vcteran
accurately complained. They sure will, by
betting to a winning margin of more than
300 per cent.

Afteracountry and western rendition of
the national anthem, the odds-on favourite
for the first was a {surprisc) scratching. The
stewards were unaware that Clearly Su-
preme was still in Mackay. This left the
race to Talkin Turkey which crossed, led,
won casily and—on the tightest pacing track
that T have ever scen—had to pass the win-
ning post four times in a 1900m event. The
Turkey was the first of three horsces offered
tor sale in the racebook by the Hanzelmann
clan {S.A./R.D./B.H./J.H.} of Mackay. This
was the best tip of the night. Furey’s Fencto
also won as did Scotch Poacher. The
Hanzehimanns’ support was crucial to the
mecting, a sharc of its spoils their due.

A rare win forme came with the quinella
in race two when Flash Navajo beat Son of
aJoker. Buthow toline up the Tweed Heads
with the Toowoomba form? That of unraced
three-year-olds and seven-year geldings in
the same race? Scepticism helped. After Ms
Bronte Schaper had coaxed another cffort
from Indigo to win the third (beating Pretty
Boy, driven by Allen Cullen, who had broken
his pelvis at his previous drive at the
Showgrounds, thirtcen years before) a big
field of nine fronted for the fourth race.
Touch of Vanity was odds-on but—sadly—
broke, tailed off hopelessly and followed
the field at 2000M distance. This was a
rough-house event, proving that a genuine
contest on a track so small is liable to be
hair-raising.

Betore the last, Tleft the Showgrounds
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to those desperates whom once we fondly
called dichards. At least the 3500 of them
had ensured the temporary resuscitation of
another ailing part of the fabric of provin-
cial and working-class Australia.

—Peter Pierce

Fvesrmocrnnie

Clu)
revolution

£s, [REMEMBER Barvikha, the sanatorium
where Boris Yeltsin often goes to get a new
lease onlife. While he does so his people try
to master the business of surviving with an
incredible mixture of stoicism and apathy
and his impatient underlings joust for
favourable barricr positions in the fun and
games which will follow his demise.

Longago, in 1964, I spent several weeks
at Barvikha among some of the ¢lite of
Sovictsocicty, weeks which strengthened a
growing realisation that swallowing Sovict
ideology and attitudes could leave a nasty
taste and rot teeble minds like mine.

Cynical Russians called Barvikha ‘com-
munism for 40 people’, for it was built on
Stalin’s orders in the carly 1930s to cater for
the health of his cadres. Run by the Ministry
of Health it used to be renowned for its staff.

1t stood in forest not far from the Moscow
River, an hour’s drive from the city centre,
ncar where Hitler’s invading tank divisions
were halted during World War Two.

My stay there occurred only because 1
accompanicd the President of the
Communist Party of Australia, Dick Dixon,
forascriesof talks with the CPs of Indonesia,
the USSR, Italy, and Romania. Dick was
still recovering from a heart attack suffered
at Barvikhain 1960 and the Russians wanted
to monitor his condition. I tagged along and
also had some minor ailments treated.

The place provided no riotous living, 1t
was comfortable, spacious and old-style. The
huge main accommodation building sported
endless corridors and miles of windows. The
gardens had delightful lilac avenues, and
large beds of asters, snapdragons and other
annuals. The cxtensive forest housed
beguiling squirrels and woodpeckers. The
walks rounded a pretry lake. Every few yards
scatingscrved the needs of the tottery. Droves
of nurses, attendants and medical personnel
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of all kinds catered for the aches and pains.
Uniformed militiamen guarded the gates
and patrolled the grounds at night.

Films screened most nights. Musicians
performed occasionally. Nurses supervised
consumption of medicines, mineral water
and yoghurt. The meals, non-fatty,
unsweetence  unspiced, and uninspired,
were probably healthy if not very palatable.

High-fliers like Yeltsin were not in
evidence in 1964, only Party secretaries
from Tashkent and Minsk, dircctors of large
industrial enterprises, ambassadors, and
famous retired actors.

Under Stalin, N.A. Mikhailov served as
long-time sccretary of the powerful
Komsomol, the Soviet youth organisation,
which probably says a lot about him.
Currently the elderly Ambassador to
Indonesia, he displayed immense interest
in the talks we had just held with the
Indonesian communist leaders, Aidit,
Lukman and Njoto. He spoke English and
wanted cvery detail about our conversa-
tions in Jakarta, every nuance of attitude,
bec se the huge Indonesian Communist
Party was lining up with Mao Zedong in the
Sino-Sovict dispute. But it mattered little.
Before a year had passed Aidit, Lukman and
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Njoto had been blown away with hundreds
of thousands of others in the Suharto-led
bloodbath of 1965.

Valerian Zorin, earlier Soviet Deputy
Minister of Foreign Affairs who had been in
Praguein 1948 when the communists under
Klement Gottwald took over Czecho-
slovakia, wandered about the garden with
his wife.

In the dining room cach day a man
entered to make slow progress to his table
because be bowed to the people at every
other table on the way. Startling stuff for
Australians to see. On the second day Dick
said with typical Aussic disrespect: ‘John,
who is that bastard!’ ‘Dunno’, I replied,
'His face seems familiar. Probably an actor.’

Some hours later it dawned upon me.
David Oistralh, the world-famous violinist
whose records even then enchanted me
nearly as much as they do today. The fact
that Oistrakh bowed not only to the
Barvilkha diners but also to big brother did
not diminish his superb artistic talents nor
my glow of pleasure whenever we met on
the pathways through the forest or saw him
kissinghis middle-aged wife’s hand or check
on some seat near the lake.

Paul and Eslanda Robeson spent three
monthsat Barvikhain 1961 following Paul’s
mental breakdown and attempted suicide.
The sanatorium library contained a small
English section which numbered several
Robeson-donated volumes. Thanks to them
Idiscovered John Galsworthyand C.P.Snow
and remain forever grateful.

‘Here the doctors have the power’, we
were told by our Soviet minders. But one
morning as [ sat in Dick’s room while a
doctor examined him, Boris Ponomarycv,
the politburo member in charge of relations
with foreign communist parties, walked in
unannounced to pay us a visit. Instantane-
ously, the poor doctor scrambled to get her
cquipment and herself out of the room
within embarrassing seconds.

The lordly airs of leaders and the
authoritarianism of the Party were evident
for anyone who looked. T saw grown men
jump to their feet to reply like automatons
when questioned by some bigwig.

One sunny afternoon we strolled down
alcafy trec-lined road, a part of the grounds
we hadn’t explored betfore. Within minutces,
to our surprise, we came to a high wooden
wall. Putting my eye to a hole in the wood
[ was startled to look upon the central
square of a small village. No doubt this
village supplied the labourers who serviced
the ' T T Tw T,
swept, washed clothes, peeled vegetables.

MARCH 1997

On one side peace, quiet and luxury, on the
other toil, ordinary folk, the drabreal world.
Overall, a Kafkaesque scene with me on the
borderland but still within the castle of
socialism for the elite peering into the
illogical village of ‘socialism’ for the masses.
For some time [ peered through that hole in
the wall, wondering, confused, seeing things
that were not visible, things Ididn’t want to
sce.

Soon after we spent a couple of hours in
the Central Committee offices in official
talks with Brezhnev and Ponomaryev, where
Dick committed us pretty heavily to Soviet

attitudes while, as the junior
partner, I remained silent.

BREZHNEV HAD JUST RELINQUISHLD the Presi-
dency of the USSR to take charge of the
daily work of the CPSU. A colourless
conservative, he strove to project an image
of honesty, simplicity and sincerity but
didn’t quite succeed in the role. “We've
nothing up our sleeves’, he said waving his
suited arm. Yet three months later he had
deposed the earthy, unpredictable
Khrushchev.

Dick’s commitment to the USSR meant
little as notlong afterwards the CPA started
to criticise it and was soon regarded by the
Russians as anti-Sovict.

Barvikha didn’t cure me but it gave me
time to think and food for thought. I left
still hoping that democratic reforms would
come to the USSR and that the socialist
cause would be revitalised and redeemed and
[ went home determined that the CPA had to
rcform, democratise, shed fundamentalist
doctrine and cease to worship foreign gods.

But the socialist cause, to which so many
devoted their lives, had been mortally
wounded by immense brutalities and crimes.
‘From cach according to ability to each
according to need’” had become a forlorn
drcam. Yet it took another ten years before I
relinquished all positions in the CPA. Then
more years passed before the dreams turned
into nightmares. But that is another story.

Maybe, next time he is at Barvikha,
Boris Yeltsin could have a look for that hole
in the wall. —]John Sendy

This month’s contributors:

Jon Greenaway is Eurcka Street’s assistant
cditor.

Peter Pierce is Eurcka Street’s turt corre-
spondent, and professor of Australian
literaturc at James Cook University.

John Sendy was the Victorian secretary of
the Cc ist Party from 1963-74

the national chairman from 1972-74.
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Afghanistan’s principle co itlict

Last financial vear Australia spent S4.5 million of development aid i Afchanistan. In 96:97 So million will be spent in a

country ruled by Taliban zealots. But tyving aid to humanitarian principles can be self-defeating arques e.

S A CHILD GROWING UP in India my
friends and T used to quote a local saying
whenever we climbed up a particularly
steep hill in the center on town, ‘Kulri ki
chardhai/jaisa Kabul ki lardai’ {'Climbing
up Kulri is as tough as the battle of Kabul’}.
The battle we referred to was a page of
school boy history—the British army being
driven out of Kabul by wild tribesmen in
the Afghan wars.

The latest Afghan war is now entering
its 18th yecar. The forces of the former
‘Islamic’ government and its allics from
the north arce bogged down in a military
morass with the ultra-orthodox Taliban
student movement. Neither group can
dislodge the other from its positions. And
Afghans continue to be sacrificed before an
indifferent world.

I visited Afghanistan soon after the
Taliban captured Kabul, an event as
unexpected as it was sudden. Like Mao's
Red Guards, thesereligious zealots appeared
on the horizon as the shock troops of an
austere cultural revolution. Claiming the
sanction of God and scorning all dissent,
the Taliban articulate an atavistic social
vision derived morc from tribal tradition
than any recognisable stream of Islam.

Not surprisingly, Afghanistan remains
bitterly divided. In fact, prospects for a
pcaceable reconstruction of the country are
as dim as they have been at any time in the
past 20 years. While the Taliban view their
rolc as reconciliatory, they have managed to
alicnate everyonce cxcept their fellow
Pashtuns, the largest minority group in a
land of minoritics. Most other communitics,
cspecially Hazaras, Uzbeks and Panjshiris,
sce the Taliban as committed to their
ultimate destruction. Tension between
Pashtuns and other Afghan communitics is
historic but rarcly in recent times has the
split been as open, dangerous or hateful as it
appcars today.

Afghanistan has been scvercely
traumatised in a short space of history.
Successive governments have brutally
atcempted to transform a delicate, isolated
and incredibly diverse society into a demo-
cratic Republic, then a socialist super-
state and finally, a strict Islamic theocracy.
Out of the ensuing chaos the Taliban claim

to have established law and order. And
indeed, the large part of the country under
their control does experience relative
security and ‘normality’: fertile branches
of Afghan lifc such as a rich heritage of
music, mysticism and poctry have been
declared evil and their enjoyment not only
forbidden but punished. Recently a 12-
year-old boy was publicly punished for
offending Taliban sensibilitics—he was
playing football. Afghans, ¢ven many
Pashtuns, told me repeatedly and bicterly,
‘These Taliban and mujahideen are not
students or soldiers of Islam. They are
munafaqgeen (hypocrites) and want only
one thing—absolute power.’

The arrival of the Taliban on the scene
has split not only the Afghan people but the
aid and development community as well.
The Taliban’s general inscnsitivity to
human rights issues, the resort to violence
to maintain order and an utter unwilling-
ness to compromise has made many
governments, donors and humanitarian/
development groups uncasy. But the
restrictions on female cducation,
employment, dress and movement has
precipitated a mini-crisis. Some aid groups
have ignored the whole issue of human
rights and continue to work. On the other
end of the spectrum, several outspoken
groups have demanded governments and
agencics ‘live up to their principles’ and
withdraw completely from Afghanistan or

suspend activitics as a point of
pressurc.

F COURSE, A REDISCOVLRY of misplaced
or compromised principles in itself will
not do a thing to improve the lives of
Afghanistan’s tortured pcople. The
problem facing humanitarian groups in
Afghanistan is not a lack of principled
approaches but too many conflicting
principles and a chronic, unresolved
confusion about the real purposc of devel-
opment and aid delivery. No credible aid/
development group or donor condones the
Taliban position on women in Kabul. And,
undoubtedly, the right of self-determina-
tion should not be denied to Afghan women
or men. If, however, as some voices have
demandced, the international community
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were to withhold all assistance to
Afghanistan in defence of this principle, it
would be jeopardising the preservation of
other fundamental principles. 1s it a
principled stand to deny assistance to an
entire people because the rights of a
scgment of that society (the women of
Kabul and other urban centres) are threat-
cned? Are we morally justificd imposing
conditions upon our charity? Especially if
those conditions defend principles that
most Afghan pcople do not value in the
same way we do?

Aid and development agencies speak
constantly of the nced to be culturally
sensitive. This process demands a respect
for the principles and values of the
community with which aid agencics work.
Is the aim of relief assistance to give only to
those who live in certain areas controlled
by forces we find ideologically compatible
and to hell with the rest? The growing
distrust many pcople in the developing
world, especially in Afghanistan, feel toward
the external, ‘western’” world derives from
their conviction that their cultures, socic-
tics and families arc slipping beyond their
control. Giant corporo-cultural forces like
MTV and Coca Cola arc not the only
enemics. Aid/development groups arc
increasingly seen as an integral part of the
same alien, threatening juggernaut.

Even a superficial reading of history
suggests that the Afghan people have never
tolcrated a government they consider
inimical. The Taliban will not prove the
cxception, The Afghan people can take care
of the Taliban. In this, they do not require
external assistance. But the Afghan people
all need assistance to rebuild their homes,
canals, schools, mosques and hospitals.
They want their ficlds to be clear of mines
and tull of crops. What they neither want
nor need is the moral posturing of aid and
development groups. Afghanistan does not
require further cultural reconstruction. The
present mess is a direct result of such
attempts.

Nathan Rabeisaconsultantinaid/develop-
ment, who visited Afghanistan to asscss
possible Oxfam aid projects, and is a free-
lance journalist living in Melbourne.
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They locked the gates of Parliament! They actually locked the
citizens out of Parliament! So I found a public phone and rang
up my local member, becausc I had just moved to a new area
and he had written a leteer saying if there is anything I can do
let me know.’

Her local member agreed to help her get in, but with the
proviso that she stayed for the entire debate. It went until the
small hours of the morning.

‘That was the epiphany for me, because I knew there were
no women, or only two, but I didn’t realise what impact that
had on legislation, and I listened to that whole debate, talking
about fertility and reproductive control on women’s bodies, and
the lack of sensitivity and the lack of understanding. T just
looked down on the floor of Parliament and thought this is so
unb:  nced, and I thought: T could do that, women could do

that, women should be making this sort of debate more
representative. I've never forgotten that moment.”

WENTY YEARS ON, she still believes women have a long way
to go in politics. “We've made little gains, we're being heard,
but we're not at the main table, so gosh, the job’s not done. It
won't be done until women arc in Cabinet in roughly equal
numbecr, so you can have the important first debate about what’s
on the agenda, what’s important, rather than just coming in
and fiddling at a later stage.’

Kernot has chosen her theme tor this year. It is to talk
about the role of government, particularly as concerns public
ownership of assets, unemployment and job creation. Tt is an
agenda she has chosen partly out of frustration at the ‘keep the
bastards honest” role to which, she reluctantly accepts, the
Democrats will be confined for the foreseeable future.

‘Therce is a tension between what our leaders want, which
is for us to actively seek power in the lower housces, and have
balance of power or a presence there, and the role the public
still largely ascribes to us, which is the role of watchdog,

‘Australians still believe that the way to get change is to
change sides cvery few years, but they complain at the same
time about the sameness of the political parties.

Tfeel very frustrated by only being allowed to sit in judg-
ment on others. [hate sitting in judgment on others, because it
implics a certain moral rectitude, as though you don’t have any
right to views or ideas of your own, and I want to be here for
idcas. When T nominated for the leader’s ballot T said that 1
accepted the public’s role for us, and that we would always
continue in that role, but I also wanted us to also be involved
in the debate on ideas.’

One idea that is engaging her at present is unemployment.
Last week she launched an e-mail debate on jobs at an Internet
Cafe. Four papers on unemployment were commissioned by
the Democrats, put on the Net and responses invited.

‘I know that is only of usc to people who have access to
the Net, but it is a hell of a lot beteer than the debate that goes
on in this place, and the constant resort to non-solutions.

Tcannot accept this old thinking that says you pull a lever
called growth and bingo you've got jobs. We need to look at the
role of government in a modern economy, and the role of
industry in gencrating jobs.’

Kernot says that onc of the Democrats’ main, but least
publiciscd, contributions to the debate over industrial relations
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legislation was to bring to the bill a diffcrent concept of what
work might mcan.

‘What we arc seeing is not the end of work, but I suspect it
is the end of male dominated full-time working days. We have
to look at new ways of sharing the available work, re-adjust our
views of what we necd from work.

‘The irony of Martin Ferguson suddenly discovering job
sharing, when its been our policy for 20 years ... and then again
you have to have appropriate protections, and I think an aware-
ness and thought-through approach to that is onc of the things
we brought to that bate, and it is reflected in the legislation
that was cventually passed.’

She is interested in models emerging from Europe, where
companics and employees agree on ways of sharing around
available work in hard times. Such agrecements, she says, take
high levels of trust between unions and employers and in
Australia, this doesn’t exist: ‘We have no true history of indus-
trial democracy.” Unions, Kernot says, are important in the same
way that strong rcgulatory agencics arc important in free
markets. However, her ‘small I liberal instincts revolt at the
idea of compelling membership.

It is hard to credit, but Cheryl Kernot claims that she really
believed John Howard when he talked about lifting
parliamentary standards and ending nepotism and jobs for the
boys. Kernot, in Parliament for six years, had ncever before been
through a change of government, and in somec ways she was
optimistic about what it might bring.

T think John Howard led people to believe it would be
different, but in fact from pretty carly on it’s been the same.
The appointment of Andrew Peacock, Michael Baum, all the
mates. [ have sat here and listened to all that vicious diatribe
about mates and the Labor Party, so [ had this naive expectation
that perhaps that they were reviewing their own operations.
Maybe they really did care about the growing public cynicism,
and wecre scrious about changing standards of parliamentary
behaviour and so on.

‘But on the one hand, Howard has made thesc appoint-
ments, which are no different to Paul Keating’s appointment of
mates, and on the other hand some of his collcaguces have let
him down as well. It makes you wonder. I sometimes think to

mysclf is that all there is? Tam waiting for somcthing
elsc to happen, and nothing happens.’

SKED ABOUT THE BUDGET DEFICIT, she says with a chortle:
Tm glad Peter Costello has a three billion dollar black hole,
because the way he uscd the Beazley black hole was quite
dishonest.” She claims Democrat party rescarch has shown
that if the Liberal Opposition had succeeded in blocking all
the Labor Government initiatives that it opposed over che last
13 years, then the budget black hole would presently be thirty-
six billion dollars.

But in any casc, “"We shouldn’t be hung up about balanced
budgets. I'm not saying we should be running huge deficits,
but sometimes Governments have to spend money in order to
provide jobs and create infrastructure.” She supports the
Government in sccking to fill the black hole by closing tax
loopholes, but she also wants a rigorous cxamination of
subsidics, including things like the diesel rebate scheme, which
is a National Party sacred cow.















The Library, however, drew at least part of the funds
involved from subscriptions to the existing ABN and, as this is
a co-operative venture, it is obliged to provide some kind of
service in return. Accordingly, it has announced a new venture,
thc ‘Networked Services Project’ which, we are assured, will
use only existing and tested electronic products. Typically,
however, it has given very little information on exactly what
the new project is intended to achieve, and a very short time in
which to comment on it

An Australian Library Summit of 1988 also launched the
concept of the ‘distributed national collection (DNC)’, which
considers all the holdings of ‘public’ Australian libraries
(including university, state and parliamentary libraries), and not
just the National Library, as being part of the “national collec-
tion” which should be made available to the whole country. A
first stage of this project is to map the holdings of all the libraries
by a ‘conspectus’ method. A second, and much more difficult,
stage is to designate particular libraries as the ‘national collec-
tion’ in particular areas. The National Library has not in fact
yet been able to make such agreements with other libraries,
except in a few comparatively marginal areas. The funding of
university and state libraries is too low, and too uncertain, to
allow them to guarantee they can collect many areas to
‘national’ levels. In fact, the ‘Big 8 university libraries have
cut their acquisitions of books by about 30 per cent in the last
10 years, and the state libraries by even more.

The DNC would not in fact solve all Australia’s library
problems, even if some other libraries were better funded.
Any serious research needs a good reference library on the
spot. It is simply not practical to send large amounts of
printed material around the country, and cven less practical
to get it from overseas. What the DNC can do is indicate
where a researcher will find the best collection(s) of mate-
rial in the relevant field. There is in fact much to be said,
even with Australia’s scattered population, for
concentrating large comprehensive collections in a few
libraries. A researcher, who may have to come from else-
where, can work very fast in such a library, providing it
holds the essential books and journals that are needed.

The National Library has also suggested, as a justification
for its policies, that it is wasteful for a library to collect material
which will be used only occasionally. There is however an
argument for doing just that. Nicholson Baker, in the New
Yorker of 4 April 1994, points out that we will probably buy
our own copies of books we usc frequently, whereas:

Librarics are repositories for the out of print and the less desired,
and we value them inestimably for that. The fact that most library
books scldom circulate is part of the mystery and power of
libraries. The books are there, waiting from age to age until their
moment comes. And in the casc of any given book, its moment
may never come, but we have no way of predicting that, since
we arc unable to know what a future time will find of interest.

This may scem impossibly visionary in today’s economic
climate, but it is the outlook which has created the world’s
great research libraries, and is the reason scholars visit such
libraries from all over the world.

One puzzling aspect of the present situation is the role of
the National Library’s Council which, according to the Act of

1960, has ultimate responsibility for the Library’s policies. The
Council has been almost totally silent in the present
controversy. Its only public response is that the Library does
not have the funds to collect everything (which is obvious). It
has not cxplained why the Library cannot spend more than 9
per cent of its budget on acquisitions, or why it is European
and American material in particular which has been cut so
drastically. It has not made any comment on the failure of World
1, or the aims of its successor. It has repeatedly been asked to
publish minutes of its meetings, but it has refused to do so on
the grounds of confidentiality. One naturally wondcrs whether
the Council is anything more than a rubber-stamp
for decisions made by the Library’s administration.

I HIS, AND OTHER ASPECTS OF THE LIBRARY'S ACTIVITIES, will
unfortunately confirm the rest of Australia’s suspicions about
official Canberra. The Library’s collection and electronic policies
have a superficial plausibility, but they are the decisions of
burcaucrats, not scholars and researchers. It is impossible to get
meimnbers of the Library staff (who in their own fields arc expert,
dedicated and extremely helpful) to make any public comment
on the library’s policies without authorisation from thcir
Director-General. This is a tragic situation. However, equally
tragic has been the almost completc silence of scholarly institu-
tions elsewherc in the country. No academy, learned society,
university or library association has made any public statement
on the National Library’s collection or electronic policies. We
Australians pride ourselves on our scorn of authority, but we
can be remarkably complacent about bureaucratic decisions. In
this case we have, by default, allowed one of our most important
cultural institutions almost to destroy itself.

The National Library is an institution all too emblematic
of our schizophrenic age. On the one hand it has accepted the
big bang of new information technology, far too gullibly. On
the other hand it has imploded its traditional library activitics
to the point where it is almost obsolete as a rescarch library. It
has wasted a great deal of public moncy which might have been
spent on acquisitions of permanent value to Australia. Even
with this black hole at its heart it might still have some function
as a cultural monument, but this will not be what the
Parliamentary Committee of 1907 hoped.

That Committee, as noted, held up the Library of Congress
in Washington as a model for our own National Library. There
have been suggestions that the Library of Congress should
disperse its collections among other institutions and beconie a
‘national information broker’ and ‘referral agency’. That is,
follow in part the new policies of our Library. On 7 May 1996,
the Joint Congressional Committec on the library rejected any
such suggestion, and reaffirmed the Library’s historic mission
of maintaining ‘a universal collection’. A subsequent manage-
ment review of the Library also criticised its digitisation project
as largely pointless, given the limits of present technology.
These are decisions which our own Library, and Parliament.
would do well to consider.

Robert Barnes is a Senior Lecturer in Classics at ANU in
Canberra. In 1987 he was awarded a Letter of Recognition by
the (then) Library Association of Australia for services in
developing the ANU Library.
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findings of recent reports and reviews,
both in Australia and overseas, on the
role and independence of Auditors-
General. It would, indeed, weaken the
public sectorauditsignificantly against
all comparatives, including audits of
publicly listed entities.” In fact Victo-
rian Treasurer, Alan Stockdale, when in
opposition, had said so in April 1992,
identifying the potential for conflict of
interest in private auditors whose firms
also deliver consulting services.

Any auditor may become too close
to the client and imperil their objec-
tivity. The Council of Auditors General
identified an apparent example in the
outcome of the Rothwell case in West-
ern Australia, whosc auditor was hand-
picked by Rothwell’s chairman. In the
private scctor it is accepted that the
body to be audited should not appoint
its own auditor. Under the Corpora-
tions Law the sharcholders of public
companies, not their Directors, make
the appointment. In government the
‘shareholders’ arc the citizens, whosc
interest is all the more vulncrable in
that they have no choice about
‘investing’ in government business.
The Auditor-General owes them aduty
of care as the ‘owners’ of the whole
business of government. Since there is
no competition for, no market forces
regulating, the delivery of peace, order
and good government, the fact that the
Auditor-General has a monopoly on
government audit is not anti-competi-
tive; government has a monopoly over
public resources, too. Competition
policyisintended to preserve the public
interest. An Auditor-General protects
that interest.

There will always be a tension
between accountability and the or-
ganisationalneeds of government bod-
ies; between agencies’ and auditors’
goals and cultural assumptions. There
will always be tension between open,
accountablc¢ government, and narrowly
conceived goals of administrative
efficiency. That tension is what keeps
the genie of self-interest and folie de
grandeurin the bottle. Mr Kennett has
to losc this one.

Moira Raynerisalawycrandjournalist.
MoiraRayner@Compuserve.com. is
her internet address. Her book, Root-
ing Democracy: growing the society
we want, will be published by Allen &
Unwin in April.
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A The ruth is out there
MONG THE THOUSANDS OF WORDS written after the release of the Mansfield Inquiry into the
ABC, Archimedes has failed to notice any reference to science, despite a more than usual interest.

You see, Archimedes had a hand in putting together one of the 10,000 submissions to the
Inquiry from the Australian Science Communicators (ASC), an organisation representing
some 500 people from the media, industry, research organisations and education. Not
surprisingly, the ASC submission focused on the ABC’s responsibility to report, comment
upon and present debate about science and technology. But what may surprise reporters of the
Inquiry’s outcome, is that the ASC submission was hardly a lone voice. There were 125 others
specifically to do with science.

This did not escape Bob Mansfield’s notice. These submissions, he said, ‘made strong
representations regarding the importance of the ABC in communicating science and technology
issues to a broader audience. I am satisfied that if the ABC ceased to broadcast specialist
information programs, no other broadcaster would assume responsibility for them.’

He went further. ‘1 do not accept the view that [specialist information programs] should be
regarded as a low priority because of small audiences for some of these programs, or that the
ABC should consider delivering them as elements of a subscription service. Given the
importance of authoritative information to the development of democratic and civil rights,
they must be seen as one of the higher priorities of public broadcasting and remain available
for general reception.’

Clearly Mr Mansfield believes that the reporting of science is an important function of the
ABC. But the support of Bob Mansficld may not be enough to save science coverage on ABC
television. The ABC has become one of the foremost reporters of science worldwide because
ithas developed radio and TV science units filled with specialists trained to understand, assess
and communicate science.Quality science programming depends upon these groups. And if
they are to be maintained that means making enough science programs to justify their
existence, and being able to train enough people to continue their work—all of whichinvolves
allocating scarce resources to broadcasting science.

‘Science television is not cheap,” writes Alison Leigh, an executive producer in ABC’s
television science unit, in a letter published in the Age and The Australian. ‘Budget cuts have
already jeopardised the ABC's capacity to maintain its specialist science communication staff
in the short term, and to build a similarly experienced specialist staff in the long term.’ The
number of programs to be made for Quantum this year, for instance, has been cut drastically.
For the past month and a half, we have been watching a series made for the American market
by the BBC, narrated by Agent Scully of The X-Files.

Itisnot that the Federal Government is unaware of this. Science Minister Peter McGauran,
a true enthusiast, has provided the ABC with money to appoint three trainees, who will learn
tobe TV, radio and multi-media science reporters. But will the ABC be in a position to employ
them when they are through? If this seems to suggest some lack of coordination between
ministers over science policy, it would not be the first time.

Science and technology pervade all areas of government. Yet, rather than expend the
intellectual effort in coming to grips with the implications of this, governments have tended
to appoint a science minister to handle ‘science’. While science minister McGauran is trying
his hardest to attract young people into science and engineering, education minister Amanda
Vanstone can calmly discourage them by doubling the fees of the tertiary degrees in those very
areas. And, as government money is poured into co-operative research centres, money for the
university infrastructure on which they are founded is slashed to the bone.

Former Prime Minister Paul Keating recognised this problem of lack of co-ordination, and
instituted the Prime Minister’s Science and Engineering Council so that scientists and engineers
could meetdirectly with all responsible ministers. Unfortunately, Keating was not so successful
in ensuring that ministers were present. Many of the meetings were short of front-benchers.

To his credit, Prime Minister John Howard has seen fit to continue supporting the council
and its meetings—the last one was even open to the public. Let’s hope this is a sign that he will
take the role of co-ordinating science policy seriously. Otherwise, one suspects Peter McGauran
is going to need all the help he can get to avoid drowning in a sea of apathy, taking with him the
nation’s hopes for an effective science effort and a future as a ‘clever country’. [ |

Tim Thwaites is a freelance science writer.
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Let’s twist again

The onl

in Australic

higher education is that it wi  go on being reviewed.

J looks at what might be expected from the West Committee while
a. ssome of the questions that remain outstanding.

ENATOR VANSTONE has sct up yet
another review of Australia’s much-
reviewed higher education sector. Apart
from thosc who just give a weary sigh and
look for their redundancy package, what
might the review achieve for students, for
university staff, and for the rest of us
Australians?

First, let us look at the members of the
Review Comimittee. Some people seem
traumatised by the fact that the head of the
committec will be a secondary school head-
master. Well, there are headmasters
and hcadmasters: in an earlier
generation, Sir James Darling, Brian
Hone, Colin Healy, Mark Bishop
were not unimpressive people (not
to mention the women in similar
positions}and there have been some
like Wilfred Frederick who moved
from a hcadmastership to a
university chair, or Tom Coates who
moved from an associate
professorship to a headmascership.

I do not know Mr West, but 1
suspect I know his type, and to
criticise on the grounds that he has
never been on a university’s staff is
trivial. He is well educated, and has
been preparing students for
university for most of his life. The
real questions are going to be, is he
intelligent? Is he open-minded? Is he a good
chair of committees?

Peter Baume, Lachlan Chipman and
Kwong Lee Dow are well known in higher
educ  on and know it well. Baume is
currently a professor in the medical faculty
at the University of NSW and chancellor of
the Australian National University.
Chipman is by discipline a philosopher and
worked for many years at the University of
Wollongong, then a few ycars at Monash
betore moving to become vice-chancellor
of Central Queensland University. Lee Dow
is by first discipline a chemist, has been
Dean of Education at Melbourne University
for almost 20 years and for scveral years
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pro-vice-chancellor, and is a long-serving
member of the national Higher Education
Council. Collectively, the three are of high
standing, cover a range of disciplines, types
of university, and state concerns, and are
probably as knowledgeable about higher
cducation in Australia as any thrce
individuals onc could find.

The other three panclists are less well
known in the sector. Doreen Clark has a
PhD in organic chemistry; she heads a
chemical and microbiological research

BECT pRacTICE

“Throvalh creative Supervitien [acaks e\u\s\evia
had Qe.v\era.'\'ea three news Boards , two committeeg

2nd 2 feskruckuce

company, and is amember of the Council of
the University of Technology, Sydncy.
Thus, she combines high scholastic
standing, current academic involvement,
and commercial success. She is the only
woman on the panel, but it is unlikely that
she will be a ‘token’ member. Gary Banks
is an cconomist who has widce experience in
public policy issues in Australia and abroad,
and has been a lecturer at UNSW. Clem
Doherty was an electrical engineer and has
had cxtensive senior cxpcrience in the
commercial side of advanced tele-
communications.

So—all people of high achicvement and
distinction, three academics, all seven with
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at least two degrees each; a mix of publir
sector and private sector, of education ar
industry. The tcrms of reference are so
broad that the committec could comment
on anything it felt minded to do. What are
the issues before it?

The most important issue is the one
that has bedevilled Australian higher
educationforatleast 20 years: nobody scems
to know what it is for. There is no shared
concept of the nature of a university, or the
natures acceptable within the range of

universities, and not much
attempt to address the question.
Most of what one reads publicly

b : o
o) /(/3\ about universities concerns

funding them, the number of peo-
ple who enter and leave them, the
pecople who work in them, and the
ways they are managed. The same
questions could be asked about
bus systems or public lavatories.

Some people have taken
umbrage at Mr West’s comments
distinguishing betwecen ‘edu-
cation’ and ‘training’. At risk of
sounding like a first-ycar Philoso-
phy student, Iwould say it depends
what you mean by each of thosc
words. Mr West is not unaware
that the university from which he
holds a Master’s degree in Latin
also offers training in how to drill holes in
teeth, how to assist in the birth of a calf or
a human, and how to draw plans for build-
ings and machines. He may not be awarc
that a fcw years ago after amalgamating
with the Conscrvatorium, it offcred an as-
sociate diploma in piano-tuning; perhaps it
still does, and if so, one hopes it does it to
the same high standards it cxpects else-
where. Thereistraining that is underpinned
by theoretical knowledge, as in dentistry,
veterinary science, medicine, architecture,
engincering, and musical performance, and
there is training thatis not, as in lcarning to
usc a key-cutting machine or an electric
drill. I'would trust the committee to know



the difference, and not get my knickersin a
knot over it.

In The Australian of 23 January 1997,
Professor Ken McKinnon, one of the most
notable of recent vice-chancellors, com-
mented thatif the committee tried to define
the naturc of the modern university, he
wished them luck—implying that the task
was impossible. Yet because we do not
attempt it, we drift. [doubt if this committee
will come up with a definition to stand for
all time—but John Henry Newman’s
definition is well past its use-by date and
should bereverentially laid torest. It would
be a help if the committee would come up
with some definitions or ideals which the
government would accept and which we

A Then think again...

purposes for the university in twenty-first
century Australia there are numerous
problems still to be solved.

Five pressing ones, left over from the
Dawkins era, have been exacerbated by the
current administration. Each of them invites
interventionary solutions and it will be of
no little interest to see how this particular
Committee deals with them.

First is the question of diversity. Just
what sort of diversity is desirable and how
canitbe maintained? We have had adiverse
set of universities but there are strong
Procrustean forces at work. For example,
all 36 public institutions want to be in the
research game and to have postgraduate
research students. (The PhD load has been
growing at an annual 16 percent since
Dawkins; contributed to disproportionately
by the former CAE universities). The old
binary line was meant to ensure that differ-
ent sorts of higher education institutions
stuck to their missions. That failed, but are
there other structures or incentives that
can deliver a desirable diversity or does the
Committee think that the aggregation of
thousands of individual choices in a
deregulated system will deliver the best
possible system?

That takes us to the second question.
Regulation, or co-ordination as it is more
politely referred to, has been a feature of the
Australian system ever since Menzies
created the first Universities Commission
in 1957 as a source of specialised and disin-
terested advice. Co-ordination and the
development of a ‘balanced system’
continued to be the responsibility of

could all understand and, if necessary, try
to amend.

This is what the Murray Committee,
which laid the foundations of Australia’s
postwar university achievements, did. Sir
Keith Murray and his colleagues studied
the Australian university scene, then, in
effect, said to Bob Menzies: ‘Thisis what an
Australian university should look like in
the second half of this century; and this is
what it will cost you’. The next twenty
ycars were the nearest we have ever come
to a golden age for academc.

From what is known of the West
committee, [ suggest that its ideal will not
beJohn Dawkins’ crude engine of economic
growth; at the least, West, Chipman, Baume,

statutory commissions until Dawkins abol-
ished CTEC in 1988. Since then DEETYA
has regulated the system. Regulation has
never been heavy-handed, academic free-
dom has never been infringed and institu-
tional autonomy has been respected; at the
same time it has prevented grossly ineffi-
cient duplication of services which unfet-
tered competition between institutions
would have produced.

Thirdly thereis the deteriorating 1ality
of teaching and the poverty of the under-
graduate experience. Unit resources for
teaching have declined by around 50 per
cent due to the Dawkins cuts, followed by
the Vanstone cuts and made worse by new
universities shifting funds from the under-
graduate teaching area to postgraduate and
research.

What does the Committee regard as the
nature of a university education? Should
students expect to be members of an aca-
demic community, known to their teach-
ers and with access to them? And should
the curriculum remain highly specialised,
decided on by professions, faculties and
departments; or should graduates of Aus-
tralian universities be distinguished by their
general intellectual skills and an understand-
ing of the society in which they will practise
their professions?

Fourth is the question of access and
equity. Australia can be justly proud of the
extent to which, over the years, various
programs have contributed to what became
one of the most accessible and representa-
tive university systems in the world. The
country has benefited from the contribution
of talented graduates from modest family
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and Lee Dow would not sign to that. Nor
will it be the ivory tower divorced from
issues of employment, careers, and
industrial development—not with three
industrial policy people on the committee.
They will be well aware of the potential and
the problems of telecommunications,
multimedia, and the internet, which are
excercising many academics at present; Mr
Doherty will bring that expertise.

It will, I suggest, be a strong committee
of acertain kind. West has made a successful
carcer on the conscrvative side of school
c¢ducation. Chipman was a notable mem-
ber, along with Leonie Kramer, of the
Australian Council for Educational Stand-
ards, a group with conscrvative views on

backgrounds who, in more restrictive
systems, would never have had the chance
of a university education. But in the last
decade there has been a social regression
with a diminishing proportion of
enrolments of bright students from poor
families. We can expect the Committee to
espouse intellectual élitism; but does it
also want universities to revert to
being socially élite institutions?

PINALLY THERE IS THE QUESTION of funding.
Since 1973 the Commonwealth Govern-
ment has been the sole source of public
funds. That is unlikely to change. But how
much should it be, what agency should
advise the government on level of funding?
The Committee would do a service to
universities and the country if, following
its statement about university purposes
and the consequent diversity and functions
and objectives, it estimated the resources
that would be necessary to achieve those
objectives, their sources and structures for
delivery which gave institutions an
adequate planning horizon.

Clear purposes, desirable diversity,
efficient co-ordination, quality under-
graduate education, equal access for talent
and resources to achieve the objectives—if
Mr West gives the government wise counsel
on these, his fame will be as the fame of
Murray; and, if the Prime Minister takes
heed, his will be as Menzies’. [ ]

Don Anderson is emeritus professor and
visiting fellow at the Australian National
University and visiting fellow at Southern
Cross University.
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curriculum. Baume is a former Min-
isterin the Fraser government. Banks
is Exccutive Commissioner with the
Industry Commission, and therefore
may be expected to have economic
rationalist leanings. Clark and
Doherty are senior executives in the
private scctor, where few lefties are
found. Lee Dow is a professional
educationist who has scrved govern-
ments of both persuasions without
letting his political views show.

[t might come up with a vision of
a university that many pcople will
be happy with: that is, an old-
fashioned pretty conservative vision.
What clse would you expect from a
conservative government? This is
the government the people elected
and, according to the opinion polls
and therecent Victorian and Western
Australian elections, the majority
are still pretty happy with that
stance.

If people want to disagree with
this committee’s approach and
recommendations, [ hope they do it
on the basis of alternative visions,
not bleating about funding and
scctional interests.

‘A conservative vision’ isa phrase
that will send shudders down some
spines. Some people will foresee the
end of Women'’s Studies, degrees in
Leisure and Recrecation, and
interdisciplinary approaches; they
might expect a turning to year-long
units with sudden-death exams at
their end, coursces exclusively based
in the traditional disciplines, a
diminution of student choice, even a
return to compulsory Latin. Person-
ally I doubt it.

There has certainly been adverse
comment on the fact that the recent
vice-chancellor of Cambridge
University, Sir David Williams has
been recruited as a consultant to the
committce. Itis true that Cambridge
is an old university with great
strength  in the traditional
humanitics and sciences. People
scem to be overlooking thatithasin
recent years, during Sir David’s vice-
chanccllorship, built up to the
nearcst that Britain has come to
Silicon Valley andis anotable centre
of the most advanced
communications technology in
partncrships between the university
and private enterprises.

My own guess is that this will be
a4 committec that combines con-
servative values with a push towards
using advanced technology in cdu-
cational processcs. Mr Doherty is a
former director of McKinscy & Com-
pany and led its Asia-Pacific
Telecommunications, Electronics,
Media & Multimedia Sector, and was
co-leader of the Global Telecommu-
nications Sector. It will be piquant
tosee how the values and approaches
of Oxbridge of the thirties, or a good
American four-ycar college, are
blended with computer-assisted

learning, multimedia and
global access to education.

CONSERVATIVE committec
might rccommend to Australian
governments and universities to pay
much more attention to good
teaching and real learning and show
genuine concern for students,
individually and not just as a mass;
fully to support excellent research
but ccasc demanding ‘research’
activity, no matter how pedestrian,
from every academic; and end the
frenzied emphasis on publication,
which demoralises many good teach-
ers and destroys forests without
grcatly advancing human wisdom.

They might also suggest that
universities take scriously the
business of ensuring that all their
graduatces, in every field, can speak
and write English fluently, clearly
and cogently. Employers have
consistently rated this as one of the
two most important of all skills, but
university teachers have consistently
rated it as seventh inimportance out
of ten.

Of course, many people have been
saying these things for years, and it
ought not take another year, $2 mil-
lion, and the time of several very
busy people to make it heard. Still, if
it does get heard it will be worth the
cost.

Richard Johnson is a former senior
academic and current Visiting Fellow
at  the Australian National
University. He is also a former
bureaucrat in the Commonwealth’s
Education portfolio. He now works
on consultancies with a group of
similar retirees known in DEETYA
as ‘Dad’s Army’.
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1THE NORTH

An Irish Diary, Part I

Thursday June 27(The day before, in London)

HE SaviLe CLus. My friend the Politician says he never could make out the Northern Irish
accent. ‘It’s a foreign language’, he says. ‘I know you won'’t takce offence’, he adds, ‘T've given you
my views on the Irish before. We should pull out and leave them to it.’ It stung me the first time he
said it, the unfairness of it, himself a Welshman with the look of one of those engine-room taffics
I remember from war films. (My mother said they were known not to keep themsclves clean
underneath.) The English must smile to sec the Celts fall out amongst themselves. But then we
started talking about the Irish (Irish-Catholic) influence in Australia, particularly in the arts. It
surprised me how new this was to the Politician, a lcarned man, and his son, an historian, sitting
with us in the Smoking room.

Then a man came across, bending at the waist, and said in a campy voice ‘Oh do forgive me
accosting you like this but look, please, take a look at this’. It was a key-ring made from a horse
shoe or gun metal, oval, with the inscription James—or John—Pearse, hanged in New South Wales
in 1862. ‘I was given it by an Australian friend. And you sce [ heard you talking and I couldn’t help
myself. Do you mind?’. The man pulled up a chair and lit a cigarctte. The Politician drew on his
cigar and smiled brilliantly. ‘You sce 'm a County Antrim man myself, lost the accent of coursc.
I work at the UN, in New York. Peace and conflict. The Middle East, of course, Ireland’s too hard!
Anyway I had this Australian friend, and when I heard you talking about Ireland and Australia
{Ostralia) 1 just couldn’t help myself’.

‘Not a member, surely’, said the Politician, not unkindly, because the man was knowledgeable
and the talk had turncd literary. Eliot’s alleged anti-Semitism, Yeats. “They took out the mirrors on
the stairs because of Yceats’, the Politician said. ‘He was so vain about his appearance that he kept
cveryone waiting for dinner, stopping on cvery landing to admire himself’. When the man from
Antrim left, the Politician’s son said ‘He told us, you didn’t hear. He’s a member of the University
Club in Dublin, they have reciprocal rights’. ‘Ah’, said his father. 1 was struggling against the old,
childhoood feeling of being embarrassed for the Irish, ashamed that 1 still had to. It was getting late
and the Politician turned to me ‘When are you off then? Are you taking your wife and daughter?
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Friday June 28

E(EGRINE WORTSHORNE IN TODAY'S SPECTATOR sounds more Unionist than the Unionists. Gerry
Adams looks uncharacteristically ill at ease on the television since the Manchester bombing. And
now there’s been another big IRA mistake, they've killed a Garda man. The Irish police have raided
one of their armouries. The mood is very much against them.

I wrote about it in Letter to my daughter and now I'm taking my daughter to the country
where T was born. In the plane T warn her Belfast’s not pretty, but the rest of the country is.
Descending into Aldergrove on the edge of Lough Neagh I hope she’ll see white-washed cottages
but the cloud is too low. I ask the man at Hertz about the traffic regulations. He says ‘Ah well,
you’ve raised a wee point there I'm not so sure of myself’. The Daughter is telling a Queensland
man who’s been touring Spain she doesn’t know Essendon’s place on the ladder.

We drive round Belfast’s new ring road, past the historic shipyards with their Gog and Magog
cranes, on to the seaside town of Bangor. The weather’s blowy but after registering we leave our
bags in the room and get out and stretch our legs on ‘the front’, where the Daughter begins to
understand why Irish children had donkey rides, sandcastle compctitions and amuscment arcades
to whilc away our summers: ‘Wouldn’t have been much sunbaking’. I'm asked, not for the first
time, to explain again how Northern Ireland is and isn’t part of Britain. Bangor, like the whole of
County Down, is heavily Protestant. Rows of mid-Victorian hotels and guest houses arc sct on the
hill that circles the bay. A painted board near Pickie Pool says The Wages of Sin Arc Death. (I
worried about that ‘are’ when T was eight, though it must have been repainted.) Looking back, we
see how the beach has disappeared under a marina; that explains why the front’s so tacky, many of
the shops derclict. We learn later that it was forced on the locals and the boats belong to pcople
who live miles away. C’est la vie, as they must say even in Ulster. The Daughter says ‘Like the
Grand Prix’. Round the point, leaning into the cold wind, we can sce Scotland.

On the way back we have ice cream the colour and smoothness of custard. We can’t finish
all our dinner of fish and chips and peas and carrots, and have to drink pints of water because of
the salt in it. We're almost scared to ask for anything, or say thanks, becausc of the rain of
‘greats’ and ‘that’ll be grands’ that'll fall on us. Nothing is too much trouble. On the television
an Irish woman reading the news deplorcs the IRA’s ‘antics’ and I tighten up, expecting such
frivolity to be punished.

Saturday June 29

UP EARLY, WE RACE BACK TO THE AIRPORT TO MEET THE TEACHER, straight from yard duty at Princes
Hill school. {She had a week of term to do before she could catch us up.) After a long shower she’s
game for whatever’s on, and we drive to Lishurn where
they tell us at the Church of Ircland Cathedral it’s only
open on Sunday. I find this sad and funny at the same time.
The Orange decorations are up in the square and there are
bands playing in the warm sunshine. We buy buns and stand
eating them and listening. One band is all piano accordi-
ons, the next all flutes. The Daughter hears the Carlton
anthem in one of the medleys. There’s some grey hair, old
blokes who’d been bandsmen in the war, but a lot of young
ones too. They’re are all in new-looking uniforms, fresh
faces under peaked caps, shiny shoes, black skirts and stock-
ings on the women. One band wears black with red and
gold braid. As they change over, there’s that happy—Dbut to
me sadly remote—sense of importance and belonging as
they work out who's going in whose car and how to find
the next venue. They've come out to practisc on many a
cold winter’s night for this. Up the square, at the Cathe-
dral, my mother, at the age of these girls, played the organ
when she wasn’t out dancing.

I can’t stop pointing out the signs of peace since I was
last here. We har 't 0 ' ora =,
and not a single gun. Hardly even a policeman. Our hotel
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We must validate the social .« ..
These crises are double-edged.

.. our daily reproductive processes are now publically-supported.
We need to think very carctully about the way we establish the
parameters of good and evil, right and wrong,.

A shift from the concept of solving differences by physical means
will allow us to incorporate dissent as productive rather than
destructive.

One admission in these lectures reveals the habit of mind that
can produce such writing. Cox tells us that in relation to child care
policy,

I carry some responsibility for changing the terms of debate because
I taught others Econospeak. We learned that cranslating what we did
into bean counting terms meant that we could talk to the animals
and make some progress. We translated child care into an economic
problem . ..

Passing over ‘animals’ (‘Respect includes respect for others’
views even if you do notagree with them’, p. 66) this sentence takes
us closce to the central wrongness. Tam not convineed, reading these
lectures, that Eva Cox commands a language of value which is not
undermined by the quantitative barbarities of Econospeak. Perhaps
she does—andit’s just that she chooses not to use it. Or perhaps she
thinks that the terms in which a social issuc i1s posed and debated
arc in some way scparable from, ivrelevant to, the substantive
issucs themselves. They are not. The much-discussed ethical crisis
of our time involves the decay and disappcarance of ethical con-
cepts, and this is reflected in the loss of vocabulary. Anyone scen
‘disinterestedness’ lately?

As theliteraturc of hypocrisy teachesus, all masks are dangerous,
including the mask of language. A more extended case about her
lectures might cven show that Cox’s Utopia, which she helicves
would be open, free, and invigorated by constant dissent would turn
out to be closed, rigid and stiflingly monolithic. Such a case would
begin from once phrase: . .. we need to build in modes of dissent and
criticism.” As Harold Ross uscd to note in the margin of New Yorker
copy, Who we? What this? This kindly-intentioned set of lectares
is an c¢xample of what happens when language carries

us along. In the grip of the undertow, we think we're
surfing,.

iLrrE Ryckaians 1 ackNowienpced by fellow sinologists as a
formidable scholar of Chinese painting. He has just produced an
important new translation of the Analects of Confucius. Toa wider
audience he is better-known, under the pen-name of ‘Simon Leys’,
as the author of polemics against the Maoist regime such as
Chinese Shadows and The Charrman’s New Clothes. Written at a
time when the Little Red Book was in many a Western hip-pocket,
these were 1conoclastic, savage, detailed, and, to the non-expert
still very persuasive accounts of the Great Lurch Backwards.
{Experts—as experts witl—question some of the evidence on which
they are based.}

Ryckmans is also a creative writer. His novella, The Death of
Napoleon, won the Christina Stead Prize for Fiction in 1992 It's an
as-iffery, diverting and rich in implication, in which Napolcon
cscapes from St Helena and returns to France, dreaming of renewed
conquests, only to become a fruiterer and dic in obscurity. The
novella is full of silky narrative charm and also of those shadows
and ambiguities which mark the true fictive imagination.

Ryckmans, then, is a genuinely impressive and interesting

writer; his Boyer lectures, however, are splenctic, illogical and ill-
informed.

His topic is culture, which he defines as ‘the true and unique
signaturc of man’. What he means by culture is approximately what
Matthew Arnold and his successors meant. Works of art figure
largely in this tradition, but so do styles of thinking, manners and
faith. It is not cnough to know things: the things you know must
change you for the better. Ryckmans’ own conception secems to
have been formed by the Chinese art and civilisation he has so
exhaustively studied. As he revealed in The Burning Forest the
stakes are very high.

It is by cultivating the arts that a gentleman can actually realise the
universal harmony that Chinese wisdom ascribes as his vocation:
the supreme mission of a civilised man is to grasp the unifying
principle of things, to set the world in order, to put himself in step
with the dynamic rhythm of Creation.

The Boyer lectures begin with an attack on contemporary
scholarship in the humanities. Ryckmans recalls a seminar at
which a distinguished scholar of traditional Chinesc painting was
volubly and lengthily abused by a young Maoist and his friends for
his class-based blindncess, his omission of the art of ‘the broad
working masses’ and so on. ‘“You may find it small and trivial’, says
Ryckmans, (here as clsewhere inclined to treat his audience as
blocks and stones) but what struck him then, and galls him in
retrospect, was the absence of protest, the incffectuality of the
chair, his own silence.

It became suddenly evident to me that most of us were dead, and had
been dead for many years already, and the stench made you gasp for air.

This is the single most striking sentence in the 1996 Boyer
Lectures, the germ, Isuspect, from which the rest grew. To Ryckmans
theincidentrevealed that Australian higher education was descrting
‘objective values’. Yet this argument continues) such values are ‘the
prerequisite of any inquiry into art, leteers and the humanities”.

After disposing of the humanitics today, he moves quickly on to
the still more ambitious claim that ‘truth’ itsclf is not the end-
product but the starting-point of any enquiry. To buttress this
point, he comments on a parable by the Chinese philosopher,
Zhuang Zi, in which Zhuang ‘breaks free from the feeters of empty
intellectual games and enters the realm of reality, which in the end,
alone matters.’

This may be so, and there are perhaps matters of which we
should not speak, or to which our speaking is plain irrelevane, but
onc cannot have it both ways. Having elected to play the speaking
game, and having denounced the world around him for its neglect
of proper argument, its incivility, and its shams, the onus is upon
Ryckmans to uphold the standard. If che Humanities today are a
sink of iniquity the matteris surcly worth half an hour of argument,
butitdoesn’t get it here. Ryckmans argues only intermiteently; his
radio mode is the apodictic. His persuasive weapons are in genceral
rather blunt—calling the young radicals ‘baboons’ tor example—
and bludgconing us with Authorities—Hannah Arendt, C.S Lewis,
Samucl Johnson, Zhuang Zi.

The informing animus is towards thosc ‘revolutionaries” who
attacked the distinguished scholar, those who redefine ‘truth’ as
that which conveniently advances their interests—which in tumn
they pretend {or if they are dupes, believe) are identical with the
interests of the toiling masscs. F remember, about the same time (20
years ago?] being told, by a dinner guest, to get the Trout Quintet
off the turntable, because a recent edict had exposced Schubert as an
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enemy of the people. Many of us have memories of that wave of
academic fashion—we may even know some beached survivors.
And I can see how a scholar of traditional Chinese painting, an
editor of Confucius, who has closely studied and observed the Mao
years, who has devoted so much effort to exposing the nightmare
that overtook China, would be infuriated by Western fellow-
travellers.

Ryckmans’ mistake however, is to suppose that all the activities
practised in literature departments today arc simple extensions of
hard leftism. It is true that sundry more recent enlightenments are
also critical of ‘objectivity’ and an informed liberal-conservative
cascabout eritical theory—though oddly specialised for the Boyers—
would have heen interesting. The trouble is that Ryckmans is too
far off his patch: on the evidence of these lectures, he simply docsn’t
know cnough about what he calls ‘critical theory’ to mount an
attack worth considering. He doces not distinguish, for example,
between the anti-objectivity of the the Jumpen-learned Maoists
and the postmodern critique of ohjectivity. Postmodernists criticise
‘objective’ values, preciscly hecause they have so often led to
massively cruel political systems, so often refused the right of

individuals to heed ‘the evidence of their own eyes and
cars’.

HE SECOND DiscussioN, ‘Reading’, begins by describing the high
esteem in which books and writing have been held in traditional
China, then turns to the subject of bookburning, as the ultimate sin
against the spirit. Reading, for Ryckmans is a spiritual experience
of the utmost intensity; one reads only what one loves, and the
highest tribute one can pay to a book is a deeply comprehending
silence.

This account of reading corresponds, as one would expect, to an
account of writing as something conveyed through certain chosen
vessels by inspiration. It follows that reading cannot be taught;
there is this persistent minority of people who just know how, and
for the rest, who cares? Let the non-readers read the non-books
provided for them in such abundance by the publishing industry.
Between the true lover of literature and the (mere?) scholar there is
a perpetual dissonance.

Listening to this brought back for me the heady days of a warped
colonial Leavisism, when students who asked what they were
supposed to do were answered with T.S. Eliot’s dictum, ‘the only
method is to be very intelligent’.

Why should a man who has written so well elsewhere turn in a
performance as unconvincing as these Boyer lectures? Readers of A
View from the Bridge can compare the lectures themselves with
the two appendices, which are articles written carlier on related
topics. The articles are much more precise, balanced and gencrous
than the lectures. It is certainly, then, something to do with his
conception of the medium, and I will return to that. But there is also
something more basic, a failure tounderstand that what served him
so well in his analysis of the Chinese situation cannot simply be
applied to contemporary Australia.

His work on Mao led Ryckmans to believe that the abandon-
ment of objectivity led straight to totalitarianism: ‘totalitarianism
is the apotheosis of subjectivism’, he writes, in a 1978 essay.

Objectivism—the belief that there is an objective truth whose
existence is independent of arbitrary dogma and ideology—is thus
the cornerstone of intellectual freedom and human dignity ...

Otherwise, his discussion suggests, we arce like prisoners in
concentration camps who arc allowed to know only what the
authoritics want them to know; or like Orwell’s Winston Smith, in
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1984 , who realises at the end that he loves Big Brother and always
has.

In one of his earlier books, The Chairman's New Clothes,
Ryckmans muses over great authoritarian rulers whose politics can
be seen as displaced aesthetics. They arc men ‘whose political
designs were the reverse side of a kind of ill-expressed or stifled
artistic creativity—or a substitute for it; unable to master the
language of literature or the plastic arts, these men have used
peoples and empires as their material, as an outward expression of
their inward vision’. He quotes a terrifying passage in which Mao
speaks of writing on the ‘blank page’ of China, which at the time
contained six hundred million Chinese. Terra nullius writ very,
very large. This human possibility haunts Ryckmans across 25
years. It reappears in The Death of Napoleon .

An ironic reversal indeed: Ryckmans’ aesthetics are the site of
a displaced politics. Here is a man who has written most persua-
sively about the evils of dictatorship but who confines art to the
exclusive possession of an initiate, and lays down aesthetic laws
quite as unilaterally as any dictator.

There is a parallel here with his hero Confucius, whom the
advertisement for the new edition describes as

. a man of great passion and many cnthusiasms, a man of bold
action whose true vocation was politics. Butin his lifetime [he] saw
his world sinking into violence and barbarity. Unable to securce the
political role he sought, he engaged his crumbling culture in ethical
debate, exercising his moral duty to reform society and restore its
former glories.

I wanted from these lectures more engagement, and more
debate, not the psychomachia of Ryckmans’ Chinese studies—
Confucius vs Mao—imposed upon the Australian scene.

Our present conflicts cannot be articulated in that way.

J/EAVING ASIDE THE LIFETIME OF DISTINGUISHED LaBOUR that qualifics
youtodoit, it can’t be easy to write a Boyerlecture, especially these
days. In the more carnest past, the distinguished lecturer just held
forth and the listener was cxpected to hold on. Nowadays, when so
much radio consists of chat and blather, there is an increasing
danger that the plague of infotainment will reach the few places
left—most of them on Radio National—where serious issues can be
scriously addressed. Cox and Ryckmans are both serious people,
and they are also conscious of the need to produce ‘good radio’.
Neither however seems to me to have solved the cardinal problem,
which is how to address the audience.

Eva Cox’s talks are marred, not only by local tar-patches of the
kind Ipicked out earlier, but by woolliness and repetitiousness. She
errs on the side of chat.

Ryckmans is all Continental charm and courtesy (and rather
lengthy quotations from his touchstonces). It’s not that he underes-
timates his audience, more that he doesn’t engage with what their
interests are likely to be, and thus set up, as the best speakers do,
an implicit dialogue with the listener. Someone who offers to
discuss ‘culture’ in the Australia of 1996 must surely be aware of
multiculturalism, of the post-colonial critique of cultural
hegemonies, of the  bates about gender, ¢ven (to lower the tone)
of the ways in which ‘culture’ has been taken up lately by govern-
ments intent on hoosting exports. Idon’t expect or want Ryckmans
to agree with any of this crowd, or to accept its terms of discussion,
but in ignoring it altogether there is a certain presumption of
inequality, a touch of the old de haut en bas.

In discussing the Peter Weir film Dead Poet s Society he tells us













ards which are not ultimately dictated by
the interests of these powerful employers,
and which might indced sometimes come
into conflict with those intercsts. Margarct
Coady quotes from the Physicians’ Oath of
the Soviet Union, ‘I will in all my actions be
guided by the principles of communist
morality, cver to bear in mind the high
calling of the Soviet physician, and my re-
sponsibility to the people and the Soviet
State’. This is an ¢xample of professionals
allowing their conduct to be subscrvient to
the interests of the State, and there is a
similar danger of professionals failing to
maintain standards independent of the
interests of the organisations for which they
work. For example, some engineers working
for large corporations allow safcty standards
to be relaxed in order that their employers
may reap larger profits.

There are other kinds of cases in which
some professionals resolve conflicts of
interests in ways which must surely call for
further moral reflection. For example, afew
years ago a physician stated on television,
withrespect toahypothetical case centering
on patient confidentiality, that if he werc
told by a patient that the patient was HIV-
positive, he would not let the patient’s wife
know about it, but he would inform the
surgcon who was to operate on the patient.
Although the risk to the surgeon was much
lower than that to the wife, the surgeon was
a ¢ zague in the same profession. This
testifies to a kind of solidarity among
professionals thatoutsiders will find it hard
to understand, let alone justify.

The phenomenon here is the familiar
one that when a group of people participate
in worthwhile activitics, insulated from
the views and reactions of others, they tend
to develop attitudes and standards which
scem perfectly natural to them, but which
are strange, and even repugnant, to outsiders.
Surely the lesson to be learnt from this is
that there is a need for the participation of
outsiders in the regulation of some

professional activities, including
the formulation of codes of ethics.

T IS GENERALLY ACKNOWLEDGED that
professionals are allowed to perform acts in
the course of their work which would be
unacceptable in non-professional contexts.
Lawvers, for example, in the interests of
their clients, subject honest witnesses to
hostile and aggressive cross-cxamination.
What is true of conduct may also be extended
to the cultivation of certain dispositions.
There are familiar reasons for generating a
certain distance between professional cthics
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and the more general ethical standards
applicable clsewhere in social life. For one
thing the direct pursuit of certain desirable
social goals will be self-defeating, and for
that reason we may not want every
professional act or disposition to be justified
directly by the general cthical standards.
Justice may sometimes be better served by
letting lawyers pursue the interest of their
clientsinamanner which, in other contexts,
would be regarded as morally unaccept-
able. But, as Margaret Coady pointsout, the
professions are often criticised for conduct
which is seen as benefiting themselves and
their wealthy clients at the expense of the
community. The complete separation of
professional cthics from general cthical
norms will only lead to the strengthening
of activitics and dispositions which under-
mine, and will be seen as undermining,
standards of fairness and decent behaviour.

But the protection of the interests of the
community is not the only problem. Tony
Coady addresses the issue of the ethical
regulation of professional activities,
focusing on the role of research ethics com-
mittees. He persuasively defends such ethics
committees against charges that they tend

to be obstructionist and inhibit valuable
research. He points to evidence indicating
that the opposite tendencics are often
generated: lay members of ethics
committeesare intimidated by the expertise
of the professionals, while the experts are
subjected to peer pressures for conformity
and show a reluctance to check the work of
colleagucs. Coady makes the important
point that ethical codes are not intended
simply to block practices and experiments
that are intended to produce bad outcomes
or that will fail to achieve their intended
outcomes; in addition they must stop certain
ways of realising good outcomes.

If the formulation of cthical codes for
the professions helps to generate wider and
morc profound discussion of these kinds of
issues among both professionals and
sympathetic outsiders or critics, then this
is all for the good. It is the considerable
merit of this book, with its accounts of the
theoretical and practical problems of
constructing professional codes, that it will
encourage such discussion.

C.L.Ten is Profcssor of Philosophy at
Monash University.
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tionary of Religion, General Editor Jonathan Z. Smith;

Associate Editor, William Scott Green, with The American Academy of
Religion, Harper San Francisco, 1995, 1568 006 067515 2 rip S69.95

AVL YOU EVER TRIED to read and
comment upon a dictionary? Inmy casc the
task was made easier because the Dictionary
of Religion is really an encyclopaedia in
disguisc and I confess that I have been an
encyclopacdia freak from my carliest
television-free years. Children’s Encvclo-
paedias were inclined to turn up at the end
of my bed, birthday after birthday. Arthur
Mee kept all of us busy. My 1890 Encyclo-
pacdia Britannica is literally falling to
picces (Tam not really that old.) The famous
1901 Jewish Encyclopaedia cdited by Joseph
Jacobs and published in Chicago is one of
my cherished possessions.

MAaRrcH 1997

Spirituality is ‘in’ throughout North
America. The cditors of this Dictionary,
acknowledging the ‘current unprecedented
popular movement toward religious and
spiritual awakening’, have bravely
assembled 327 ‘leading cxperts’ to
contribute 3,200 entries which fill 1154
pages of text, charts and photographs. The
result is not just ‘good in parts’. It is cxcel-
lent in parts. [And yes, the word ‘curate’ is
in the Dictionary, telling us that ‘in the
Roman Catholic and Anglican churches, [it
is] a title for cither the pastor or assistant
pastor of a parish church’.)

Naturally, I began my survey of the



Dictionary by cxploring the entries that
had some relationship to my own faith and
tradition. I had high expectations because
the Associate Editoris William Scott Green,
the distinguished Professor of Judaic Studies
at the University of Rochester and was the
editor of the Journal of American Academy
of Religion for then years. He chose the
illustrious Professor Jacob Neusner to be
Judaism’s ‘Area Editor’.

Neusneris astringent and prolific expert
onrabbinical literature. He pulls no punches
and is a ruthless critic of sloppy scholar-
ship. Neusner chose twenty-four colleagues
to write the entries on Judaism and his team
ismostimpressive. They are all leading North
American Jewish scholars and (Glory be to
God!) there is not a fundamentalist among
them.

All the entries are well written and
there is a remarkable unity of style. They
are succinct. [tis a pity to find they are also
anonymous and that there are no listed
references to enable the reader to continue
oninvestigation of a particular subject. The
guide to the pronunciation of a technical or
foreign word often (and not always) spells it
outin clear phonetics for American English
speakersbut does not tell youhow the word
is pronounced in its original language.

Inevitably, in the course of eleven
hundred double columns of text, some
entries are disappointing. ‘Casuistry’ is
listed quite properly although the topic is
discussed only in relation to Jews and
Christians. Arc we the only world faiths
that consider a particular case and then
move to a general rule? Surcly not.
‘Academies’ apparently only occurin Korea.
The famous rabbinic academies of Sura and
Pumbeditha where the Babylon Talmud
was fashioned are only to be found, by
implication, in the major, excellent article
on 'Judaism’.

Strangely ‘compassion’is only identified
with Buddhism where it is defined as ‘the
earnest wish to relieve the suffering all
human beings’. No one could quarrel with
such afine definition but surely compassion
is an ethical imperative shared by many
faith communitics.

‘Higher Biblical Criticism’ is confined
to Christianity! Only Christians and tradi-
tional Chinese appear to have distinctive
religious calendars until you discover that
Judaism’s and Hinduism’s sacred times are
probably dealt with by the heading ‘festal
cycle’.

‘Conversion’ is confined to Judaism.
Only Christianity and Islam share the defi-
nition of the word ‘miracle’. ‘Hell’ gets

short shrift and ‘demons’ seem to be the
prerogative of Hindus and Japanese.

The G-word’s entry is a pithy ‘god, com-
mon term for a male deity’. It is true that
my prayer book and Bible call God by the
masculine pronoun but I try to avoid giving
god sexual characteristics. In Hebrew all
words are either male or female and neutral
objects are not granted a gender by the
grammatical structure of the language.
‘Goddess’ gets columns of space. Is this an
example of political correctness? I looked
up ‘deity’ and found two terse sentences.
‘Theism’ was no help. ‘Theodicy’ and
‘theology’ were briefly discussed but Ifound
the entry of ‘Theory—an explanatory
account of some puzzling and intriguing
phenomenon’ to be impressive, thought-
provoking and unexpectedly inspiring.

EventuallyIdiscovered the Dictionary’s
general discussion about God began under
the letter ‘R’ because its key sentence com-
menced ‘The study of religion.’ The article
that followed is a superb summary of the
phenomenology of religion which was, in
turn, followed by an important, thoughtful
essay about religious experience.

Mindful of the sponsors of Eureka Street
I searched for an entry about the Society of
Jesus. I am sure the Jesuits are somewhere
within the Dictionary of Religion but I
failed to find them. As befits their cultic
status there were entrics for ‘Jews for Jesus’
and ‘the Jesus people’ and, although ‘the
lotus posture’ made it, Ignatius Loyola did
not. My search illustrates a problem caused
by the fact that the subject matter is
interconnected and it must have been very
difficult to avoid repetition. Nevertheless,
this weighty volume would have benefited
from an index.

I would not like to belittle this book. It
represents a high standard of scholarship and
it reads well. The HarperCollins Dictionary
of Religion belongs in every library.

John S. Levi is Senior Rabbi at the Temple
Beth Isracl in Melbourne.
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two metres of the stage floor and whole
movic lots to move around the stage
untouched by human hand. This is one of
those glitzy shows where you come out
singing the lyrics and the sets.

Would that the same were true of Sweet
Charity, which has been resurrected by a
businessmen’s group calling themselves
Sweet Charity Productions. Mark Pennell
has produced it, with direction from David
Myles, designs by Krystof Kozlowski and
others and choreography by Keith Hawley.

It’s a variant on the well-worn prosti-
tute-with-a-heart-of-gold-dudded-at-every-
turn by men story. It, too, is based on a film
(Federico Fellini’s Le Notti di Cabiria) but
it’s pretty dated stuff now, after 30 years,
and Neil Simon's book is a curiously stilted
and episodic aftair.

The directorial line wavers between
modernisation {Charity’s telegram to Oscar
is now a mobile phone-call to an
answerphone) and a museum theatre
approach. It is hard for contemporary
audiences to feel much for Charity:
following her sccond duckingin alake after
being jilted, we want to give her a good
shake and a couple of HECS-free units of
Women's Studies!

Sweet Charity has three big numbers,
but only one really captures the imagination
in this underdone production. ‘Hey, big
spender’ (sung with suitable boredom and
irony by the parading Fandango girls, rather
than as a solo belter) is adequate, but the
religious cult-song ‘The rhythm of life’ is a
shambles of technical incompetence.
Charity’s ‘If my friends could sec me now’
is, with some of the dance numbers, the
best thing in the show.

But alas, most of these are pallid recon-
structions of Bob Fosse’s originals: there’s
too much posturing and not enough of the
genuine dancing this show needs. No
amount of computer-graphic scenery
projection, colour-scrolling ‘Vari-lites” and
moving-light technology can redecem what
is really rather pass¢ Fosse.

But a special word is due for Kelley
Abbey’s Charity: she gives an energetic,
committed and skilful performance. When-
cver she strutted her excellent stuff, the
suits behind me whooped and shrieked like
demented Red Indians, and fair enough,
too. Time will tell whether the general
public will do likewise.

The publicacclaim factoris notin doubt
with Essgee Entertainments’ trilogy of
operettas by Gilbert & Sullivan (and sundry
other hands!) that began with a onc-off but
widely-toured Pirates of Penzance back in

the 1980s. This was revived in 1994 and
was followed by The Mikado in 1995 and
concludes with HMS Pinafore this year.
These have been full of iconoclastic fun,
songs from other G&S pieces (the present
Pinafore includes songs from Ruddigore,
Princess Ida and lolanthe) plus musical
quotations, additional dialogue
and gags from almost anywhere.
I()PICAL REFERENCES CHANGE from day to
day, and there are lots of cross-references to
the earliershowsandalotof frenetic energy
and clever ‘show-biz’ ideas, such as using
the all-girl pop-singing group, the Fabulous
Singlettes, insuch diverserolesas the “Three
little girls from school’ in The Mikado and
as all of Sir Joseph Porter’s cousins and his
sisters and his aunts in Pinafore.

As Peter Burch has observed (in The
Australian), Essgee Productions has
developed into an accomplished repertory
ensemble of a kind we don’t sce much
nowadays. Drew Forsytheis its star charac-
ter actor, Simon Gallaher its regular ‘juve
lead’, Jon English its indefatigable figure-
head (hands up anyone who has scen a Dick
Deadeye with such a central role as this
one!?Jand ¢ clean-voiced and very clever
Helen Donaldson its soubrette. Throw in
theever-developingbass, David Gould (here
Captain Corcoran, following his impres-
sive Mikado last time around), plus a
number of regularly recurring chorus-
members, and we have a very accomplished
company for this kind of work.

Regular director/choreographer, Craig
Schaefer, designer Graham Maclean (whose
multiple revolving staircases have given no
cause for actorly alarm or injury) and MD
Kevin Hocking, are also key influences on
the stylistic consistency of these
productions.

They are not for G&S purists, but, having
enjoyed this trilogy very much, T can’t
imagine anyone taking seriously the stilted
museum-style orthodoxy of the D’Oyley
Carte model nowadays anyway.

Seeing Drew Forsythe go around as ‘the
ruler of the Queen’s navy’ in Pinafore one
night, I couldn’t help noticing his abscence
from The Venetian Twins (the old Nimrod
show by Nick Enright and Terence Clarke,
with Forsythe as its original star] the next
night, next door. Paul Blackwell certainly
goes pretty well in the dual role of the twins
Zanetto and Tonino (cspecially as the
laconic country one)andso do Jenny Vuletic
{as a towering Beatrice], Lucia Mastrantone
{as a diminutive Rosinal and the rest of the
State Theatre cast. I also particularly liked
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Gina Zoia as Colombina and John Crouch
as the much put-upon Arlecchino. But the
overly grotesque costumes and a rather
spare stage design which clearly didn't
translate well from the intimate Playhousce
in the Adelaide Festival Centre toits bigger
namesake in the Victorian Arts Centre
didn’t help this revival to transcend
memories of the quite recent previous re-
vival in the same centre.

The MTC looks to have a rather more
sccure music-theatre hit on its hands, with
A Little Night Music (music and lyrics by
Stephen Sondheim, book by Hugh Wheeler).
This is yet another musical based on a film
(Ingmar Bergman’s Smiles of a Summer
Night)anditisthe thirdinahighly welcome
scries of Sondheims from the company, all
directed by Roger Hodgman. It is definitely
funnier than either Sweeney Todd (1987)
and Assassins (1995) and while less ‘black’
than those, it is brilliantly written, full of
acerbic observations about the human
condition, lovely ironic songs, and
opportunities for a classy cast of actor/
singers to shine in well-individuated
characterroles. It also gets pretty willing in
the second act, when a group of appallingly
mismatched couples go off for ‘A weekend
in the country’ {(in the height of the Swedish
summer| where everything goes horribly
wrong—and, in a sense, horribly right.

This production is beautiful to look at,
Jean McQuarrie’s musical direction is
totally assuredand a diverse castascamless
ensemble. It unites opera singers such as
Merlyn Quaife andJeannic Marsh and music
theatre specialists John O’May and Christen
O’Leary with ‘legit’ stage actors like Helen
Morse, Ruth Cracknell and Pamela Rabe.

Above all, it is great to hear songs like
‘Send in the clowns’ and ‘Every day a little
death’ sung by fine actors (Morse and Rabe
respectively) in the right context. Even the
ubiguitous radio microphones here work to
enhance the nuance and presence of the

work, rather than destroying them

I as they usually do.
FWE'RL TO HAVE A PLAGUE of foreign musi-

cals, let them all have this degree of depth
and wit in their books, scores and lyrics and
let them all be performed with this degrec of
class, artistic and technical teamwork and
simplicity of style! Give us more Sondheim
Mr Hodgman, thank you very much.

Geoffrey Milne is head of Theatre & Drama
at La Trobe University.

Photo: Left toright: Vivien Hamilton, Helen Morse
and Merlyn Quaife in A Little Night Music.
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than doing Jingle All The Way! But, also,
we’re not for hire; we never have been.
Freedom is worth something.

So it’s not just a relocation of Romeo and
Julict to a different city and it's not even an
updating, bringing it into the 20th century?
I think what we are doing is William
Shakespeare’s play of Romco and Juliet and
interpreting it in 20th century images to
release the language and to find a style for
communicating it to a contemporary
audicence. Now, youmight say, ‘Well, that’s
a bit of a mouthful’, and it is. I got a card
from Kenny Branagh saying, ‘Look, love the
film and what a great thing for our Hamlet,
because it’s opening up an audience too’. I
love the Laurence Olivier productions and
[ think Kenneth Branagh is fantastic. In
fact, some critics have left the film and
said, ‘“The accent is completely wrong. How
dare you do it that way. It's embarrassing’.
The truth of the matter is that Shakespeare
wrotc these plays for an American accent.
Amecricans speak a version of Elizabethan
sound. With a rolled R in there, you would
basically have the Elizabethan stage sound.
I worked with Sir Peter Hall on this. He
does the accent. He came to Canada and did
it for me. Now, it doesn’t mean we should
doall Shakespcearce in the Elizabethan sound.
But round-vowelled English pronunciation
is a fashion. It was just the right way or the
right fashion or the right device for a

particular time to tell or reveal the

play for that time.

0 HAVE Lronarpo D Carrio asking, ‘Is
she a Capulet?’ in a southern Californian
accent is not too far from the Elizabethan
stage sound; it is just another way of
revealing the language. So it’s not wrong.
It's not the only way, but it’s not wrong. I
had a great triumph when two Californian
academics, after a kind of ‘Mr Ex-English
teacher/I've become a local critic of the
Boulder Daily News' declared the film was
an outrage, stood up and said, ‘Well, in fact,
Mr Luhrman is correct about this’. A
professor from the University of California
said it's been in the New York Times in the
critics' notes and an editorial—it makes for
ticket sales really. And who cares?

I mcan, the truth is this: the one thing
we know is we don’t know much about
Shakespeare, but he was surc as hell focused
on box office and he is not displeased that
he’s packing the houses. I know! William
Shakespeare was an actor in a company
that was compceting with another. All they
cared about was packing the house. Who is

worried that we put rock music in? Oh,
here’s the news—he put popular songs
of the time in his shows because it was
a good way of telling a story!

In terms of liberating the language, the
cast had a strong sense of the rhythn.
the poetry. Dustin Hoffman did Shy-
Iock in The Mecrchant of Venice on
Broadway but he lacked a sense of the
verse rhythms.

Do you know what I think that is?
Dustin Hoffman is a fantastic actor, but
what you get there is a brand of Ameri-
can actor that has this reverential atti-
tude towards the English Shakespearian
style, so you get a mid-Atlantic feel.
Americans don’t use their natural sound.
They adjust their sound, and they try to
take on a kind of subtle interpretation
of what an English actor would do with
the language. Leonardo and Claire, in
their innocence, brought the language
to themselves. lambic pentameter is a
natural rhythm for spcaking and
thoughts beat roughly in that iambic
way. And they were able to find rhythm
without it becoming a signpost.

It's not right, it’s not wrong. It's
wonderful to hear Laurence Olivier say,
‘Now, is the winter of our discontent’.
Andit’s fantastic tohear Kenny Branagh
chompitabitmorelike Midlands sound.
It’s also great to hear Leonardo di Caprio
in those soft Californian sounds say,
"Tybalt, the recason I have to love you'.

Onthe visuals, you have a great number
of Catholic statues and images.

We shot in Mexico and Mexico is very,
very, very Catholic with Catholic
iconography cverywhere. The giant
statuc in the middle of the city, that is
Mexico City, with Jesus’ statue put in
the middle of the city. That’s an clee-
tronic addition. All the iconography was
about the fact of the plot point that
when you marry, it is in the cyes of God
and families can’t pull the couple apart.
So the slightly-on-the-cdge priest says,
‘but actually, if you do get married, the
families can’t do anything about it; so
it’'saway of forcing them to stop running
around killing cach other’. It’s a key plot
point in the play. It's very weak
dramatically. So you have to have the
audicence believe that no-one questions
religion, no-one questions the existence
of God or the power of Jesus Christ. So
when Juliet says, ‘No, if thy love be
honourable, thy purposc marriage’,
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Romeo could not say, ‘Look, you don't
have to get married to have sex’. There’s
no argument about the fact that they
existed in a religious context in terms of
their thinking and beliefs. So it turned out
like an Ttalian/Mcexican/South American
location. I mean, when you're in Mexico,
religion is absolutely wrapped up with
politics.

This Mediterranean, Hispanic picty Is
strong, as in the shrine in Julict's room
with so many statues of Mary, so many
candles. Even the seedv apothecary has
holy cards on his counter.

There’s a lot there and they’re on the
weapons as well. Now, some can say that’s
sacrilegious. No-onc has, actually—it’s been
abit of a surprise—Dbut the truth is that’s an
interpretation of religion in our societies.
You can have an armed society like Bosnia,
where everyone’s running around claiming
they uphold Christian notions, or Mexico
where it’s all very Catholic and yet you go
into a restaurant and people are holding
guns. In Elizabethan times a lot of that
iconography was put upon weapons of war—
and I always think that’s a very disturbing
notion. Soit’s not ajudgment or an analysis
of any kind of religion; it’s about saying
that everyone has to have a belief in a
certain set of rules.

And the cross on Father Laurence’s buck!
Well, Father Laurence is very important
but, actually, in the play Laurence is a bit of
an idiot. You remember that the Eliza-
bethan world was slashing away at Catholi-
cism. The good news is just because he's a
pricst he’s not God, he's a human being. 1
think Father Laurcence is a great character
and a good person, but he’s had sin himsclf
to deal with. He's had a struggle with the
human condition himself. He's not perfect.
Our scenario was that he went off to
Victnam and he was into drugs. He was
tussling with his own personal dilemmas.
Maybe he hada wifeanda child or whatever
but he went back to the church

. and really he is a good person.

1 [ REALLY WANI's GooD to be done and
really believes in the ideas of Christ and
God. But he’s not this guy in a white caftan
who says, ‘I have a wonderful idea. Let's
marry and all will be hunky-dory’. So [ was
showing him to be a complex man—vyou
know, he’s a drinker. T'quite like the idea—
it’sanold-fashionedidea that Spencer Tracy
always played priests but secretly he was a
drunk, which doesn’t say he's bad. 1 think
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priests that arc flawed arce at least more
human. If you reveal it, you'rc therefore
truthful. You’re saying, ‘I'm a human being.
I'm notadcity’.Thave aslight problem with
the deity version of priesthood, as I'm sure
certain churches do.

Your setst Do you ever think, ‘This is just
too much? This is overwhelming?’

Do you mean too much in terms of its
effectivencss in the storytelling or just
incredibly decadent?

No, just in sheer extravagance.

Let me give you an extravagance. That
pool: that entire outdoor pool is a sct, interior
built. It was made from concrete and it was
filled with water. The day we walked off the
set, in a frenzy to go up to Verona Beach,
they had drained it the day before and now
there were guys with jackhammers just
tearing it to picces. It was a million-dollar
pool. It’s a weird little world, film-making,
and you do weird little things. Onc of the
things [ hate is waste, and I was not able to
avoid the kind of waste T would like to
avoid. Everything you see on that beach is
built. There’s not a palm tree or a telegraph
pole on that beach that wasn’t put there by
us. It was a desert.

The illusion of film is fascinating and
difficult but tricky. We were able to do
things in Mcxico that you can’t do any-
where else in the world. We had this one
chopper but it seems like a flotilla of
choppers. We had once helicopter, which
was that big white onc. You can tell the
electronic ones, we're not trying to hide
that too much. The military guy in the
chopper in silhouctte early on, sitting,
pointing with a gun—that’s me. And Don
McAlpine, we're just in a Bell chopper, the
camecra chopper, and he’s there with the
camera, hand-holding, and I'm just strapped
in. Andwe’ve got the chopper with all these
stunt guys dressed up and flying through
Mexico City-——1 mean, in the middle of
Mexico City and they were hanging out of
the chopper. I'm just pointing out the kind
of bizarreness in what needs to happen to
get a scenc is always extraordinary.

I'll give youanexample of the surrcalness
of it: flying, looking for Mantua. Wc're
flying over the desert. We're up in a chop-
per. We sce tiny little sheds. So we fly
down, we land, and the wind blows every-
thing. The villagers live in cardboard boxcs.
Our Mexican interpreter says, ‘Look, we
want to make a film... and we're going to
build some things here, 1 we'll 7 e
everything for you and we're going to pay
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you this money’. They’re over the moon. So
we came back. We built the entire Mantua,
cverything you sce in Mantua, all those
shacks, the cars, everything, like a town.
And they bring all their cars and they're all
employed and they’re all, great. Then we
shootand we're always desperately behind.
So all the trucks lcave the next morning,
We get the final shot. Welcave and, as we're
leaving, they’re all waving. And there’s a
town left behind where their little shacks
were, and it’s their little town now. I mean,
there is a surrealness about that.

Do they call it Baz Town now!
No, they call it Mantua. There’s a big sign
now that says Mantua.

People ask, "‘Have they used the original
scriptd’
Not only is it the text, ut the Zeffirelli
version, which everyone thinksis the Eliza-
bethan show, actually has additional
dialoguc and does actually change the text.
From, ‘Do with thcir dcath bury their
parents’strife’, not, ‘Doth with theirdcath...’
I'm not criticising that, because I think it's
a gorgeous production of 1968, But we are
texturally more accurate. We have cut about
a third, which is probably normal.
Zeffirelli cut half the text.

CTORS LOVE SITAKESPLARE because it's
like giving them a sports car. They have a
lot to say, and actors like to talk, God
knows. It was a mecticulous rchearsal
process, but they dugit. There’s no actoron
that show that’s not happy. Brian Dennchy
had three lines. He's a terrific stage actor.
just asked him. T said, ‘Look, T really nced
somceone who could really belicve he's
Leonardo’s father and someone with real
credibility and who has good craft’.

You bring Shakespeare to the people. Was
that a surprise that it's done so well and
seems o have introduced many Aneri-
cans, dat least, to Shakespeare?

Being number 1 was a surprise to everyone.
Being number 1 in Americais like saving, ‘1
don’t care what it is; I want it’, to the
industry. It killed Sleepers. That was a
$70,000,000 film with Robert de Niro, Brad
Pitt and Dustin Hoffman. In a town where,
‘What do you mean, Shakespeare’s number
I? How come you didn't tell me about it?”,
it means a lot. But yes, I wanted to take it
back to where it began, and that was for
cverybody. It was for everybody.

Peter Malone mscisafilm criticand author.






the inseparable strains that make up
human motivation. hn Proctor
(Daniel Day Lewis)once had an affair
with an employee called Abigail
Williams (Winona Ryder). When

Kev [Ben Mendelsohn) on the other
hand is pissed-off and constantly on
the look out for something to be
angry about. Sick and tiredof ~ vays
drinking VB long nccks, unlcss

they're 10 cents

-~ ()

| SUFFOATE

CVDER THE

wEI4HT OF
MY oV

short of a beer,
they decide to
break out.

This is a
funny, blokey
film. It’s not com-
plicated, it’s not
social an rsis,
and Peter Green-
awayitain’t. That
said, it s, in
parts, a revealing
film. There is a

good  rapport
between Jeremy
Sims and Ben

Mendelsohn,
with Sims as a
stand-out as the

Williams becomes accuscd of
meddling in witchcraft, she points
the fingerat Proctor’s pregnant wife,
Elizabeth (Joan Allen). W iams is
the ringleader of a group of hysterics
who force all kinds of fellow citizens
to the gallows: often these deaths are
mingled with the accusers’ grab for
land. In all this, the most disturbing
character is Judge Danforth (Paul
Scofield], the outsider who comes to
sort out the mess. Scoficld’s calm
balances Ryder’s energy. Yet it is
Scoficld’s performance which is the
more haunting. He is a ture of
evil working quietly om nine to
five; it is more worrying than cvil
which breaks into swecats.
—Michael McGirr sj

Watch this

Idiot Box, dir. David Caesar (Hoyts,
Village, Greater Union) Two young
whitce boys, called Mick and Kev,
living out in western Sydncy, arc
stuck in a rut somewhere between
Rooty Hill and Mt Druitt. Mick
{Jeremy Sims) has a touch of the
dreamer. He likes to stand on over-
passes and make up stories about the
cars speeding on the freeway under-
neath, and deliverimpromptu poetry.
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bloke who reck-
ons thatif you say
something’sapoemthenitis(there’s
something post-modern about that,
but I'm not sure what it is). Gracme
Blundell and Deborah Kennedy as
the detectives are worth a look as
well, particularly the latter doing a
number on the hard-bitch cop
routine.

David Caesar plays a rough story
with a delicate hand, however he
does complicate things at the end,
without preparing the viewer. He
introduces that theme—well-loved
by Australian film-makcrs—the
death of innocence (Local cinema
looks ready to dispense with its
sccurity blankets but they're hard to
toss). It’s sort of like finishing off an
ensemble of a tank-top and King
Gees with a pair of moccasins. But
it’s tolerable if you have a taste for
blackened Aussie humour.

—Jon Greenaway

Western fusic |

Lone Star, dir. John Sayles;
(independendent). For me the pinna-
cle of the moody Latino Western is
One-Eyved Jacks, with Brando doing
what he did best, still looking like
The Wild One, sultrily dangerous as
Eastwood never could be, giving you

the heat of those stony cactus deserts,
America somehow pure and gritty.

So Lone Starhasalottolive up to
and all in all Sayles has done a pretty
good job of keeping the audience
interested foralmost all ofits 2 hours
and 16 minutes.

The story is a good solid
whodunnit set in a clash of three
cultures in the small Tex-Mex border
town of Frontera. The hero, WASP
Sheriff Sam Deeds, is a SNAG caught
in a very macho land, carrying a
father-wound of some depth in an
environment where fathers arce of
very questionable benefit. The older
generation wants its sins hidden in
stories that gloss over the corrup-
tion of the near past. Debates over
correct versions of historical ‘truth’
rage in the high school staffroom
and in the little cantina. The history
teacher is Pilar (Elizabeth Pena),
Sam'’s old flame from teenage years,
of Mexican descent. The African-
American story is somehow on the
outer edge, highlighting the plight of
the truth-sccker. Truth can hurt, we
keep being told: there is a shocking
moment when a very correct and

POSITION VACANT

The Jesuit Refugee Service is
looking for a volunteerto be based
in Bangkok and work as an
Information  dResearch Officer.
The successtul applicant will
receive free shared housing, a
simple living allowance and a
small resettlement cost. JRS cov-
ers the cost of fares to and from
assignment and to country of
residence for four weeks annual
leave. The appointment is for two
years. Further inquiries and
requests for a detailed job
description may be directed to
your local JRS office or to:

Regional Director
Jesuit Refugee Service - Asia/Pacific
24/1 Soi Aree 4 (South)
Phaholyothin
Bangkok 10400
Thailand
Ph: 66.2.279.1817
Fx: 66.2.271.3632
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