











until the morguce was back in working order. Then it
was on to the next job.

I travelled far with these young Australians
abroad on various veterans’ pilgrimages and they were
always interesting to obscrve. Intensely curious about
the places they were visiting and more strongly
interested in the story we had come to commemorate
than I could ever have anticipated, they enjoyed a good
time too and like soldicrs everywhere, T suspect, they
knew to sleep whenever they were waiting. They
wanted to pack in as much as they could.

In East Timor, the men and women of the
Australian Defence Foree say they learnt more than
they had expected and possibly more than Cabinet
ministers and defence planners will ever learn. They
learnt the madness and misery of war, the deceit of
politics, the cvil of hatred. They had to be alert to
danger, to understand grief and to dispense compas-
sion. They said they would miss the people among

whom they had lived for they had come to
share their lives.

HARLES BEAN LIVED and worked among such
soldiers for the four awful years of the Great War and
he came to venerate them, too, for their achievement,
their constancy and their victory. They learnt a lot,
he obscrved. They were curious and intensely
interested in the people among whom they moved.
They were compassionate and they learnt more,
certainly, than the Cabinet ministers and defence
planners who moved them around the Western Front
like so many pawns.

And when Charles Bean came to write the last
words of his official history which was to be their
monument and over which he had laboured for 20 years,
he knew that he would do their spirit wrong if he big-
noted. “What these men did nothing can alter now.
The good and the bad, the greatness and the smallness
of their story will stand. Whatever of glory it contains

nothing now can lessen. It riscs as it will always rise,
above the mists of ages, a monument to great-hearted
men; and, for their nation, a possession forever.’

It’s a pity that thosc who shaped the Australian
monument at Hamel, inaugurated in 1998, did not
stick with Bean. The monument can strike the visitor
as boastful, verging on the notion that but for the
Australians the war might have dragged on and on.
It’s a pity, too, that the Interfet commander in East
Timor, Major General Peter Cosgrove, apparently left
his Bean at home: ‘One of the battalions,” he told a
journalist, “... has bcen on the border. It's the
equivalent of being on the border in the Somme. It's
the equivalent of being in the trenches at Gallipoli!

Well no, it’s not rcally. Peter Cosgrove has won
high praisc for the straightforward way he went about
his cxtremecly challenging task. He deserves our
thanks and our praisc. And it is important that he is
proud of his troops and prepared to tell the world that
they have performed to the highest expectations of
Australians and in a manner entirely in keeping with
the Anzac tradition.

But as my sailor friend at the Beach Cemetery
would have been quick to point out, comparisons will
not help us on this once. Let us be proud of what the
men and women of the Defence Foree have done tor
Australia as peace-keepers and in East Timor. Let us
hope that they say to the world that there is an
Australian spirit greater than the morally timid, small-
minded and hateful official positions on so many
matters crying out for robust notions of social justice.
It they serve us in that, they will have ecarned the
words that a Charles Bean could offer them. They
would say, though, like those who have gone before
them, that they were just doing a job.

Michael McKernan is the inaugural Frederick Watson
Fellow at the National Archives of Australia for
1999-2000.
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DRUCLE LJUNCAN

The justice contract

IvAL CONCEPTIONS of social justice and the role
of government bedevil the current debate about
welfare reform and the meaning of ‘mutual obligation’.
Various groups define social justice according to their
ideological preferences.

Enthusiasts for the free market believe that the
market will, with minimal regulation, tend to produce
the best social outcomes. Their critics argue that the
free market needs to be regulated more closely to

ensure social outcomes are just, and that socicty is
not polarised between rich and poor. They appeal to
the principle of social justice to ensure all citizens
have the opportunity of a decent livelihood.

For their part, neo-liberal proponents of the free
market at times reject any notion of social justice. In
a 1998 publication, the then Director of the Menzics
Rescarch Centre, Marlene Goldsmith, dismissed
social justice as ‘propaganda’.
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Such nco-liberals tend to shrink the classical
concepts of social justice and distributive justice—
whereby government allocates the benefits and
burdens of citizenship—down to contractual justice.
In other words, they tend to accept as just only what
people freely agree to do, as if by contract. Anything
morc is fundamentally charity in their eyves. Hence
the trend to small government, and the attempt to
shift welfare provision further from government and
on to business and private charity.

The concept of social justice, however, is one of
the most fundamental in European political thought,
and needs to be reclaimed as a guiding principle in
social policy. The term ‘social justice’ only came into

common usc late last century. Pope Pius Xl

adopted it in the 1920s as a more contemporary

The aim should term for what Thomas Aquinas in the 13th cen-

not be to punish or
publicly humiliate
those on income

support, but to

tury had referred to as ‘legal” or ‘genceral justice’.

Following Aquinas, Pius understood social
justice as providing a norm against which to eval-
nate government policics to ensure that they
enhanced the common good, providing the con-
ditions necessary for the human flourishing cven
of the poor. Far from being a propaganda tool,
social justice stands as one of the most impor-

]1(3][7 restore their  tantconcepts in evaluating social policies.

0

In a strong challenge to neo-liberalism with-

dl’gnjty and  inhisown party, the Liberal member for Kooy-

ong in Victoria, Mr Pctro Georgiou, recently

@ngnd their called for a recovery of the Liberal tradition of

social justice. Speaking at the 1999 Menzies Lee-

C(lp(lCi[y_ turce last November, Georgiou reminded his au-

dience that the founder of the Liberal Party, R.
G. Menzies, had emphasised social justice and the
need for a better distribution of wealth.

Georgiou continued: ‘Over the past 30 ycears,
however, the notion of social justice has come under
intense and systematic attack.” Increasingly prevalent,
he said, are views that social justice ‘is a disguise for
a discredited socialism’, that it ‘unduly interferes with

the freedom of the marketplace’, or “leads
F = toanunacceptable welfare system’.

a HESE DISPUTES ArouT social justice underlie the
current debate about ‘mutual obligation’ and the
dutics of unemployed people receiving income
support.

If one assumes that relationships between
individuals and the state are mainly contractual, then
mutual obligation will be scen as an exchange in
which benefit reeipients are bound as if by contract
to make payment through their labour.

However, this conveniently minimises the
obligations of the state and socicety, which should be
scen not primarily in terms of conwractual or market-
exchange justice, but in terms of social and
distributive justice.

According to the church’s notion of social justice,
the state and society are required to organisc
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socio-cconomic ¢ ditions so that all their people can
live a decent life. Hence they are obliged to promote
full employment  this is not possible, then the state
is bound, according to the level of cconomic develop-
ment, to help supply the means of livelihood to needy
people.

In Australia, unecmployment benefits are set ata
punitive level, They were not designed to support
pecople for long periods and are much below
comparable bene s in most other OECD countrics.
The original assumption in Australia was that this
low level of bene s would support people until they
could take advantage of the then abundant work
opportunitics.

However, today there is simply no suitable work
for many unemployced people. In this regard, the state
and soci 7 have failed in their obligations to them.

Mc  urne Catholic Social Scrvices recently
conducted rescarch into the adequacy of income
support  r vari s recipients. Without exception,
these people experienced acute difficulty on their
meagre benetit, and overwhelmingly were desperate
to find work. Many had suffered extreme disadvantage
from cl d abusc or abandonment, illitceracy,
homelessness or ill health. If anyone thinks that
making a single adult survive on unemployment
benefits of $163.35 a week is anything but draconian,
he or she should try it.

To give the impression that the primary failure
to find employment lies with the unemployed would
be in most cases to blame the victims and to inflict a
cruel new injustice on them.

Nevertheless, recipients of income support can
still con  bute within their means to the common
good, most cspecially, however, by promoting their
own well-being so they can play their full role in work
and socicty. Improved services could help people
assumec greater control over their lives, through, tor
cxample, retraining, financial or personal counsclling,
literacy training and parenting training. This is where
more moncy is needed, and programs to implement
these goals should be restored or expanded.

It would be especially counter-productive to foree
people into work-for-the-dole programs at the expense
of car g for children or other dependants during
vulnerable years.

Mutual obligation should not be used to press
these recipients  1to compulsory labour. The aim
should not be to punish or publicly humiliate those
on income support, but to hetp restore their dignity
and expand their capacity as responsible persons.

Imposing unrcasonable and burdensome obliga-
tions can indced result not only in added damage to
individuals and f ilies but, paradoxically, in grearer
fong-ter  costs and deepening welfare dependencey

Bruce Duncan csse lectures on history and social
cthics at Yarra Theological College, Melbourne, and
also works for C wolic Social Services.



No consistency please,

HEL LITTLE IRONIES OF POLITICS. A few weeks ago, former Prime
Minister Malcolm Frascr was at Parliament House giving a
speech in honour of the late Alan Missen, the Liberal’s liberal
of his day and a thorn in the side of the Fraser Government
20 years ago.

In those days Malcolm, for all of his foresight on race, was
hardly scen as a liberal figure. Not a little of his legislation was
considerably reshaped by the arguments and floor-crossings of
Senator Missen and some of his close colleagues.

It is rather more difficult to imagine a John Howard, in the
year 2020, rising to speak at a Peter Nugent memorial fecture—
harder even, given the small impact that liberals have in the
present Liberal Party, to imagine anyone or any achicvement
that anyone would be busy memorialising.

About the same time as Malcolm Frascer was speaking, some
of the party’s liberals were carnestly cogitating a revolt on the
question of mandatory sentencing in the Northern Territory
and Western Australia. Within a week, they had been
ncutralised by being allowed to pour out their angst at a
party-room debate: John Howard had conceded no ground to
them whatever. Responding to a comment in the party room
that the moral conservatives now standing most firmly on state
primacy were precisely the same people who had argued aneed
to interfere with state and territories on cuthanasia or heroin,
Howard could say calmly that onc could not expect consistency
in politics.

The liberals in the Liberal Party are far from an impotent
force. It will be liberals and moderates such as Robert Hill and
Michacl Wooldridge who will determine which of ¢he Liberal
leadership aspirants will succeed John Howard. They lack the
power to get up one of their own, but their numbers will be
critical in choosing which onc of the hard-liners will misrep-
resent them in the future.

Not a few of the key spending departments are, or have
been, led by liberals. Health, education, immigration and
cnvironment have been in liberal hands. It is doubtful, however,
that the personal and philosophical attributes of the ministers
have had any great impact on policy. On the contrary, these
Liberals have had to scem tougher and more hard-line than many
of their colleaguces, if only to show their worthiness to be in the
councils of the government.

The illiberalism, for example, of a Philip Ruddock in
immigration, or of an Amanda Vanstonce as she was merrily
slashing into education or pretending that the drug problem
will be resolved by police work, has won them neither respect
from their ideological enemics in their own party nor reputation
among their friends.

we're politicians

‘Wet’ Fraser ministers could claim, weakly, but with some
justification, that their achievements might have been limited
but that they had at least succeeded in softening some of the
raw cdges of harder ministers. That’s a claim that few of the
Howard moderates could make. Indeced, it is a part of the Howard
skill that, when he detects things have gone too far, it will be
he himself who moves in from the left of his ministers. He
scems warm and responsive, they appear aloof.

Nor does the voice of the moderates count for much in the
party room. On poelicy, there is scarcely a debate. A few
stalwarts, such as Petro Georgiou and Brendan Nelson, seek to

have influence in wider forums. But they cannot claim
to have any in the primary one to which they belong.

N soAL rEsPEcTs, one might think the tide could be turning,
Panic about the situation in rural and regional centres has
sparked a new wave of government spending. So has the counter-
reaction to Telstra’s plan for job cuts and Howard’s determination
tosell Telstra. Social issucs are much morce strongly on the agenda.

Debacles such as che nursing-homes affair (which has scen
ministers of all colour united in their pleasure at Bronwyn
Bishop’s discomfort) and the shutdown of clothing factorics have
put far greater pressure on the government to drop some of its
mean-spirited approach to social welfare.

If there is any change in direction, howcever, it does not
involve giving any lceway to the moderates. John Howard is
the one who sends out the messages. If it is done by anvone
clse it is by closc licutenants—Tony Abbott, tor example, on
unemployment—or by ministers with hard-line credentials. And
the message is still aimed at the pub-talkers and the radio
talkback audience. It heams back their prejudices—as some
opinion polling has recently demonstrated most clearly on
issucs such as Aboriginal affairs. For those who had hoped that
some phrases coming from Howard had signalled that he meant
to put more cffort into reconeiliation, it is by now clear that
the polls have pushed him in the opposite direction.

Malcolm Frascr did not begin his office with much interest
in Aboriginal affairs. He subscribed to the popular view that it
was riddled with waste and corruption. But he wanted it
neutralised as a political issuc, and not weighing the govern-
ment down. [t was only about three years into government that
he became personally interested and then, as he actually visited
Aboriginal communities, committed to change. In his day, of
course, there was more room under the Liberal umbrella. More
noise too, from those closest to the rain.

Jack Waterford is the cditor of the Canberra Times.
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Let reade s judge

From Anne O'Brien

[ write in response to correspondence from
Leo Dunne and Margaret Slattery in Eureka
Street, March 2000, Their lengthy efforts
offer nothing of substance in respect of my
book, Blazing a Trail, the fruit of a PhD
thesis.

Nowhere was it suggested that Mrs
Slattery was or had been a member of a
political party. She claims that her commu-
nication with the Australian bishops
‘always contained the latest facts and figures
on the “State Aid” issue.” But thesc data
reflected the views of the Australian Parents
Council [APC]| and not the real needs of
Catholic schools.

I do not cite The Bulletin in my  ook.
The articles by G.E.F. Hughes were
pu  shed in Quadrant.

DrKen McKinnon’s view of Mrs Slattery
refers to the impression she created in her
lobbying for state aid.

The real source of contention was not
the issuc of state aid but the method of
funding. The APC advocated equal per capita
grants to all children in non-government
schools plus an extra allocation for ‘special
nceds’. Had this policy prevailed, many
Catholic schools would not exist today.
The block method of funding consequent
on the Labor Government’s acceptance of the
Karmel Report saved most Catholic schools.

And the influence ~f B.A. Santamaria?
Letthercaderbe theju e My book proves
that he wrote the response to the Karmel
Report published under the name of the
Australian bishops. This statement formed
the basis for attacks launched by Santamaria,
the bishops, the APC and the independent
schools lobby throughout 1973, and from
some scctors until the late '70s.

Why did 1 not interview Mrs Slattery?
Apart from the role played by the APC in
this debate over the method of funding, she
played no part in the issues being examinced
in my book.

Anne O’Brien
Cheltenham, VIC

Dis-content

From Gerry Harant

Kate Manton’s chilling insights into the
minds of media moguls and government
ministersitching to exploit digital television
(Eureka Street, March 2000} should be seen
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in the light of previous excursions into
changing broadcast technologies (FM radio,
cable and satellite TV) which, while disas-
trous commercially, had little impact on
those who stayed with the old delivery pipes.
The currently mooted changes, which
will require all current reccivers to be
obsolete in seven years’ time, arc unlikely
to work. The proposed channel allocations
arelikely to cause interference. Datacasting
would ask you to stop the family watching
TV while accessing c-commerce; why not
usce your computer for that instead? Multi-
channelling would be meaningful if there
werc alternative content to endless re-runs.
Considering the grossly mis-tuned sets
happily used by most people to receive the
present quite adequate PAL transmissions,
who would want to spend $5000+ on higher
definition in game shows, sport and ads?
Besides, how long would it take before the
latest techno-gimmick is superseded by the
latest-plus-one? In the UK, DTV owners
have just  scovered that recent DVD
players are incompatible with their DTV
and standards arc changing constantly.
Apart from this farce, there looms a real
tragedy. The standards conversion is esti-
mated to cost A$30 billion by 2007. A very
large percentage will be spent overseas, and
local initiatives will contributc little. For a
fraction of this money, we could have a
thriving drama and doco production indus-
try with a proven export potential. Afterall,
with all those channcls everywhere, surely
somebody will be looking for content even
if this word is anathema to the local media
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moguls and the techno-crazed ABC which

hasa adyuseddigitisationas an ¢xcusce to
cut down on their artistic output.

Gerry Harant

Blackburn, VIC

Lay employment

From William Brennan. Bishop of Wagga
Wag

Might 1 make a few comments on Dr Neil
Ormerod’s thoughtful and well rescarched
article, ‘Drawing the Line’ {Eurcka Street,
March 20001¢

First, Centacarc workers arc employees
of the Diocesan Corporations. They are
agents of the bishops, and that gives thema
different ecelesial status from Catholic laity
who work, say, for Employment National
or who run their own job scarch agencies.
I believe that when Paul Vlspoke about the
‘world of politics, society and economics’
being properly the arena of lay activity, he
was not talking primarily about laity who
arc part of the church structure. It was the
lay employees of the Sisters of Charity who
fronted the TV cameras over the injecting
room proposal yet no-one had any doubt
that that was the project of an Institute of
Consecrated Life, not a lay initiative.
Similarly the activities o 1e Centacarcs
arc activities of the diocesces.

Sccondly, while it is truc that the
‘expertisc of bishops does not lic in the vast
and complicated world of cconomics,
politics and social policy’, it may :
conceded that we have some expertise in
church matters.

Thirdly, while it is also true that
Centacare has been involved in employ-
ment work for the last ten years, this
involvement was of a minor, subsidiary and
support nature, targeting specific cases and
niche¢ problem areas, such as the disabled.
My concern is that, with these latest
contracts, Centacare Australia has taken a
quantum leap to become a main player in
thel  league. While cach bishop may know
wha. .is own Centacare is doing, only
Australian Catholic Bishops Conference
sces the full picture and, though the bishops
were  1d that 12 dioceses had tendered for
employment contracts, we were not informed
of the size of the tenders or of the exponen-
tial shift they represented in Centacare
Australia’s involvement in this ficld.

Fourthly, no-one as yet has addressed
my basic philosophical problem, namely,
what justifies a Catholic social welfare
agency putting 300-400 people nationally



out of work? If the matter had been brought
to the bishops, it would at least have been
debated.

Finally, Catholic involvement in a
tender system for social welfare leaves me
uncasy. A process which results in the
organisation which submits the lowest
tender being contracted to service the
disadvantaged scems to me to be one of the
uglicr faces of cconomic rationalism.

William Brennan
Wagga Wagga, NSW

Short ist

From Jean Dunn

You recently carried a fine review of bio-
graphics of John Curtin and Sir Robert
Menzies. Melbourne University Press
published the latter and, as a long-time
MUP editor, Iwas delighted to see our book
acknowledged so warmly by a distinguished
historian.

But the review’s coda astonished me.
Both volumes of Allan Martin’s Robert
Menzies were edited by a colleague whom
any number of academic historians would
regard as Australia’s leading scholarly
cditor. Yet the coda alleged ‘too many
crrors which it would be churlish to list’
and charged MUP with having ‘lost sight of
the importance of an editor’.

In some trepidation, T asked Michacl
McKernan for his list. MUDP was awarce of an
crrant hyphen, amisspelt Norwegian name
and a photograph mis-cropped by the
printer—a bad last-minute crror for which
we had apologised to the author.

The list came: three crrors of fact or
spelling, one discrepancy of date {was it
March or April?}, one unspecified allegation
of misspelling, one challenge to Martin's
argument.

I cannot be sure that, were Michael
McKernan to apply a fine-tooth comb, he
might not find more. But is 1t fair on the
evidence of five errors in some 600 large
pages, tocast such asavage slurat Australia’s
leading—it beleaguered—scholarly press?

Jean Dunn
Carlton, VIC

Michael McKernan replies
I've had two friendly letters from Allan
Martin and a couple from Jean Dunn who
tells me we arc all on the same side. ‘With
thanks for your care’, she wrote on MUP
letterhead, ‘and for your championing the
role of editors’. But let’s not miss the point
by secking to establish who's got the biggest
list of errors, a path T don’t wish to tread.

I identified a horrible crror in Robert
Menzies: A Life (a photograph of Wilfred
Kent Hughes purporting to be that of Athol
Townley). A reviewer is entitled to draw
attention to such an error no matter where
the faultlies: author, editor, ‘process’. Long
may MUP continue to edit books with care
andattention to detail andlong may reviewers
attempt to keep them up to the mark.

Har« pressed

From John Meckan, Director, Melbourne
University Press

In Michael Smith’s review of Tony Coady’s
Why Universities Matter (Eurcka Street,
March 2000), he has made a number of
erroncous assumptions and claims. Firstly,
Professor Smith states that Melbourne
University Press (MUDP) ‘reneged’ on
publishing this book. This is totally untrue.
This book was rejected by MUP’s Publica-
tions Committee and no formal offer was
made to Professor Coady as a result of that
mecting, T have always understood that ‘to
renege’ is to change a decision made, and as
the book was neveraccepted for publication,
the use of this term is highly misleading.

Sccondly, the initial enthusiasm for
publishing, as claimed by the author of the
review, was by some of our staff and while
Iapplaud and encourage this enthusiasm, it
does not, however, constitute any form of
approval or acceptance to publish by MUP.
Our normal authorisation process applics.
Nor is it ever our aim to suppress any ideas.
MUTI’s role is to foster a commitment to
advance the frontiers of knowledge and
contribute to the international community
of scholarship through carcful editorial
judgment, ensuring that only scholarship
of the highest quality receives the
imprimatur of the university. We take this
role very seriously.

[ am glad that Professor Coady was
sought out by other publishers. In fact on
many occasions when we reject works, we
offer names of suitable alternative
publishers to authors.

Alothasbeen written about the reasons
for MUD’s rejection of the book. Mostimply
some sort of conspiracy between MUD and
the management of the University although
nonc of the initial articles cver sought to
have our views on the matter. Tt scerved
their cause to foster this conspiracy. Let me
say categorically that the rejection was
precdominantly based on commercial
grounds, thatis, we did not think we would
scll enough copices to make it viable. It may
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or may not have been a correct assessment,
but we still maintain that without the
marketing imperatives that are currently
fuclling this debatc, sales of this book would
have turned a loss for MUP. We operate as
an independent publisher, receive no direct
funding from our parent university and
have the capacity to publish only about 50
books per year. We have to choose carefully
which books make our small publishing
program and sometimes rejection is a
reflection of our capacity, rather than the
quality of the work.

I was most disappointed that the Editor
of Eurcka Street, in writing her Afterword
in the book, also failed to get our side of the
story. I guess what we have to say on the
matter is not very sensational.

I should add that our publishing
decisions are sound, attested to by MUP
authors winning in the last couple of years
the Age Book of the Year, NSW Premier’s
Literary Awards—Book of the Year, NSW
Premicr’s History Awards for two categories
and the Queensland Premier’s Literary
Awards, non-fiction prize, to name a few.

Over the last 78 years, MUP has been
Australia’s lcading scholarly press and it
will continuc to be so. All Australians
should be proud of its achicvements and
should be concerned about all attempts
made to discredit these achievements to
gain ground on a political agenda against
the current management practices of
universities in this country. We will
continue to offer Australian academics an
outlet for their work. We wish we could do
more, but therein lies another story,

John Meckan
Carlton South, VIC
Moray Fraser replies
The rejection of Professor Coady’s book
was a matter of controversy within the
University of Melbourne, MUP and in the
public press well before any ‘marketing
imperatives’ came into play. When I came
to write my Afterword, 1 relied not upon
conspiratorial promptings but on written
documentation, much of it from MUP itsclf,
which showed that Professor Coady was
informed after one meeting that his book
was accepted and after another that it was
rejected {hence Professor Smith’s term,
‘reneged’). At the very least, there was
demonstrable confusion in some of MUDP's
procedures, andasignificant departure from
its past practices. [ should emphasise that,
with Mr Mecckan and the staff of MUD,
I sharc a sincere desire that MUP maintain
its position as a scholarly press of indepen-
dence and high repute,
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25 years ago. The level of fundingis decided
using a formula based on the level of
cconomic deprivation in individual local
government areas compared with national
averages. The amounts provided are
substantial and give local authorities the
means to achieve real results—subject to
their meceting national objectives, such as
benefiting low and modcerate income
earners.

Eligible arcas of expenditure include
grants, loans, interest supplements,
technical assistance, and acquisition and
rchabilitation of property. While local
government supcrvisces the funds, a
community-basedboar  Hf trustees, chosen
for their skills and interests, selects the
projects to be funded. Whereas this US
system involves significant devolution of
power, in Australia funding is controlled
morce strictly {with the exception of the
unticd Financial Assistance Grants paid to
local government). Match the narrow
sclection criteria and you get the money.
Or don’t, it vou don't!

The second strategy worth examining is
the establishment of “Enterprise Zones’
(EZs). These are a creature of State govern-
ments and they provide higher than normal
credits against state taxes if a company
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achicves certain goals. Goals could include
the purchasc of new equipment, employing
target groups, employing people in quality
jobs, and providing credits back to banks for
lending to companies in the EZs.

The Australian federal government gets
a case of hives when it hears about EZs.
They say they are philosophically opposcd
to the concept because EZs ‘prop up non-
viable industries’. This is certainly not a
concern in the USA. In fact, EZs were a
creation of the Republican Party, which
saw them as a way of bringing more and
more businesses up tospeed through modest
levels of public assistance.

The Australian governiment getsnervous
when tax rebates are mentioned, but they
need to acknowledge that tax credits on
EZs in the USA arc only partial credits and
only apply from a bascline of business
activity established when the EZ s
gazetted. The bencfits apply to the in-
crease in the business activity, not to the
level of business operating before the EZ
was created. Using that method of
calculation, a government only forgoces
part of the increased tax liability created
as a result of the expansion.

Supporters of EZs arguc that forgoing
tax revenue from the cxpanded business
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makes good scnse. It provides further
employment, gets people off welfare and
increases the activity within the domestic
cconomy. The Australian government
worrics that giving tax credits in one area
would beunfair to businesses in otherarcas.
The A is not so timid: it provides the
curc where it is needed.

Why isit that thisoutwardly frec-market
and laisscz-faire government is so keen to
control commercial activity! For two
prin  Hal first, to
opportunities for private enterprisc available
to all and not just a few, and sccond, to
ensure that the fortunate are made to face
their responsibilities and deliver positive

reasons: make

social outcomes.

Also of interest in Australia is the
beha  ar of our banking industry. Which
brings us to the third regional development
strategy. Since 1977, the US has had the
Community Reinvestment Act {CRA)
which imposes {shock, horror] respon-
sibilities on the banking industry to deliver
itsservices across the entire demographic—
inot - words, to all the people. The CRA
requires banks to carn credits by acting in
certain wavs: lending to low/moderate
income carners and into depressed areas;
lending to innovative projects and to target
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groups. When the CRA became operative,
the banks suddenly became nicer. The
legislation does not require banks to operate
branches at aloss or to make unsafe loans or
investments, but it does require them to
conduct business across all sectors of socicty
and not just ‘take the crcam’. Similar
responsibilitics apply in other arcas. Real
estate developers and local government
must work together to provide up to 15 per
cent of any housing development for low
and moderate-income carners.

It is naive to suggest that the USA has
socialist tendencies. The reality is that the
USA is a tough country, often tough on the
world, tough on its poor, but also tough on
its corporations. Successive legislatures
have demonstrated a will to make people
and corporations responsible for their
actions and for the wealthy to share their
gains with thosc less fortunate and, in doing
so, minimise the public expenditure burden.
Community Development Block Grants,
Economic Zonces and the Community
Reinvestment Actare three examples which
could translate very well to the Australian
experience.

Whatever happensinregional Australia,
cither from John Anderson’s Summit or
whatever follows, it must be geared to
quality job creation in the broadest sensc.
Regional Australians need to work, to feel
a part of a community and its economy.
The very great fear among country people is
that ‘the cconomic system’ will continue
to oppose their basic nceeds. While
community spirit is important, much of
what is required will be moncy-based, and
that presents a difficulty. Government has
successfully pandered to our greed by
holding up tax cuts at every opportunity.
When everyone’s tax bill is cut, the public
purse is diminished.

This paucity of available funding is scen
as a major problem for John Anderson. It
aftects his preferred choice of mechanisms
tobring the bush back tolite, But the reality
ts that regional Australia does not expect
ongoing heavy subsidics. What it docs
expect is that federal and state govern-
ments will take a genuine interest in the
common good of the nation and the way in
which its regional citizens fit into that
picture.

The final cxample from the USA is one
of commitment. It one is in love and utters
sweet nothings into the car of the object of
one’s desire, it is expected that chocolates
and flowers will follow. Canberra appears
flirtatious, but the box only contains half a
chocolate. —Graham Apthorpe

When the carnival
IS over

HIS YEAR, THE GAY AND LessiaN MARDI Gras in Sydney passed with a flourish
of controversy. The Anglican and Catholic Archbishops of Sydney both wrote
in mild criticism of it, and were in turn criticised by groups active in the festival.
The controversy did not reducce the numbers on the day. Nor did it prevent the
churches from being liberally made fun of during the parade. The events pointed
to two clements of the Mardi Gras which stand in some tension. The Mardi Gras
was born as an instrument to change intolerant community and church attitudes
to homoscxuality. But it also continues the traditions of Carnival: the days of
excess and feasting that traditionally preceded the fast and straitess of Lent.

The Carnival has been the subject of much historical and theological writing
in recent years. Many historians have studied Christianity as a torm of social
control. The Carnival then arouses interest because by definition it is
uncontrolled, and indeed parodics such instruments of social control as
hicravchy, public mores and sacraments. At the Carnival, roles and hicrarchics
are reversed. Servants and slaves become masters tor a day, cooks are served by
their guests, women take the initiative in relationships, church and sceular
vituals arc parodicd, thrift yiclds to impulse, while sexual inhibitions and
boundarics arc transgressed.

The historical responsce of the churches to Carnival has been taken as an
index of the desire for social control at any given period. Preachers Toved to
cxcoriate it preciscly because of its excesses and particularly because of its
reversal of the commandments. While the (bad) Renaissance Popes encouraged
it (Julius IT introduced bear-baiting), the later {gloomy) ones, like Sixtus V,
shortened the period of Carnival and even crected gibbets along the streets to
remind people of the consequences of exeess in his Rome. Their attitude was
adopted by later Protestant writers who described the Carnival as peculiar to
decadent Roman Catholic countries. Modern scholars have tended to rehabilitate
the Carnival. By throwing off social controls, Carnival struck a blow for liberty.

Whatever of that, Carnival tlourishes only where there are clear hierarchies
and social norms. It is parasitic on the rigorous order of Lent, as its name, derived
from the laying aside of meat, indicates. Only when laws of conduct and of
belief and social hicrarchies are firmly cestablished can there be a celebration
which reverses them. Without an order, there is only Showbiz. This makes the
Sydney Mardi Gras interesting. For in the universal tolerance enjoined in
Australian sccular culture, there scems little space for reversal and mockery of
established mores. From the perspective of Carnival, criticism from community
leaders might be reassuring: underneath a surface tolerance lies a network of
values to be laughed at.

But if it belongs to Carnival, you might wonder whether the Mardi Gras is
an effective wav of changing community attitudes and, tor that matter, whether
it is rcally open to question for being socially subversive. For, by reversing
accepted patterns of social relationship, the Carnival paradoxically reinforeces
their acceptance. The more things are made different for a day, the more thev
arc the same for every other day.

Andrew Hamilton sy teaches at the United Faculty of Theology, Mclbournc.
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W 1en change is
mandatory

IHL Carnouc Commission for Justice,

Developmentand Peace (CCJDPYoften hears
from non-government organisations which
have major concerns about the use of
mandatory sentencing laws in the Northern
Territory and Western Australia. Cases cited
include a young boy who was imprisoned
tor two weceks tor stealing a loaf of bread; an
18-ycar-old given the same sentence tor the
thefe of a $2.50 lighter; and another child
jailed for stealing a yo-yo.

The cases often reveal that the offenders
have experienced extreme poverty and long
periods of homelessness. Some speak very
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sentencing. Despite this public sentiment,
it scems unlikely that the federal govern-
mentwill act. Already, Prime Minister John
Howard has stated that these laws arce
matters of domestic concernand not matters
for the international community, cven
though Australia has signed and ratified a
number of international human rights
conventions which these mandatory
sentencing laws breach.

The United Nations Committee on the
Rights of the Child raised considerable
concern about these mandatory sentencing
laws in July 1997, but their findings have
been overlooked.

The Prime Minister has maintained that
this is not a ‘moral’ issuc and thercfore not
a matter for a ‘conscicence vote' by
politicians. He has himself classified the
laws as ‘silly”.
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little English, arc supposcdly in the care
and protection of the state, and have not
had access to interpreters in their court
cases, In many instances, the offending
behaviour could have been addressed with
purposcful interventions.

At the timc of writing, in March, federal
parliament was considering a bill for over-
turning the mandatory sentencing legisla-
tion in the Norchern Territory, following
national outrage over the suicide of a young
Aboriginal boy in custody after mandatory
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These ‘silly” laws have serious effects.
They send mainly young, homeless, often
Aboriginal pcople to prison for minor
offences, disrcgard the findings of the Royal
Commission into Aboriginal Dcaths in
Custody and work to increase Aboriginal
incarceration rates (which are already
disproportionately high). They are
incorrectly referred to in the media as‘three
strikes and you're out’ laws. Infact, in some
cases, because of the method of laying
charges, they can be ‘one or two strikes and
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you're out’. They take away the judicial
discretion to take account of the history of
the offender, the circumstances surround-
ing the offence and the circumstances of
the victimi. They also fail to look sceriously
at rchabilitation and reforming of the
ottender.

The Northern Territory and Western
Australian governments argue that thisisa
matter of States” rights. In fact, these are
matters concerning international human
rights under the International Covenant
on Civil and Political Rights, the Conven-
tion on the Rights of the Child, the
Conventionon the Eliminationof Al Forms
of Racial Discrimination and the United
Nati 3 Minimum Rules for the Adminis-
tration of Juvenile Justice. They are matters
which go beyond state boundaries. If this
were not the case, cvery country and
prov: e ofeach country in the world could
argue that human rights infringements
should not be subject to international
scrutiny, thus undermining the whole
hum: tarian and human rights function
of the United Nations. Such an argument is
reminiscent of those raised by South African
prime ministers when detfending apartheid
in the 1970s and 1980s. Article 26 of the
Vienna Convention on the Law of Treaties,
of which Australia is a signatory, states:
‘Every treaty in force is binding upon the
parties to it and must be performed by them
in good faith.’

The late Supreme Court judge, Sir John
Starke, in his 1988 report into Victoria's
sentencing, highlighted the many negative
aspects of imprisonment which are contrary
to the interests of any community. For
example, when prisons:

e hecome schools for erime;

e damage physical health;

e damage mental health;

e causc psychological problems;

e place stress on family relationships;

e promotc licit and illicit drug dependency;
e ¢xaccrbate institutionalisation; and

e exposc prisoners to physical and sexual
assault.

A 1998 study by David Heilpern noted
thatan estimated one in four prisoncers aged
18-25 claimed to have been sexually
assaulted and that younger, smallcrand gay
prisoners are at greater risk (Fear or Favour:
Sexual Assault of Young Prisoners, Southern
Cross University Press, 1998). Such experi-
ences scem hardly appropriate penalties or
life experiences for young people who have
stolen a loaf of bread, a yo-yo, or textas.

A r analysing research and experi-
ence both in Australia and overseas,
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On the edge ot the desert

ne Name of the end of the carth is
Niamey. The capital of Niger—by the
UN’s reckoning the second-poorest
country in the world—is a place of
unrclenting harshness. The dust never
settles in this city of almost one million
people, whose low-slung mudbrick
dwellings combine to create a village
which long ago far exceeded its capacity
to cope. In such a place, it can scem that
Niger's history, b ing led to its people
living in cities without access to basic
services and infrastructure, has been a
serics of tragic, irreversible mistakes.

Imagine a country where more than
60 per cent of the people survive on less
than a dollar a day. Imagine a city where
the five-star hotels, which charge more
than $150 per night, occupy the prime
locations along the tranquil and beautiful
Niger River. Imagine a city where there
are more white Landrovers belonging to
non-government organisations, and morc
government ministrics, than there are
kilometres of paved road; where the
dedicated doctors at the central hospital
can do litele more than provide palliative
care because there are few medicines;
where running water is a luxury.

As cfits a country so desperately
poor, Niger’s statistics are shocking, and
they are overwhelming when you are
confronted with their human face. For
every 1000 children under five, 320 will
not see their tifth birchday. More than
80 per cent of children suffer some form
of malnutrition, the most horrifying
conscquence of which is the return of
noma, a scvere form of gingivitis where
gangrene slowly eats away the flesh of
the mouth and face, and which is
particularly prevalent in children. This
discasc could be prevented with a five-
dollar mouthwash—beyond the means of
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most parents. Hardly surprising, given
that many civil servants have not been
paid in almost a year. One in 20 women
dies during childbirth.

Nor is it surprising that the strects of
Niamey have an air of trapped despera-
tion. My reason for being here—to write
the Niger chapter for a Lonely Planct
travel guide—scems absurd, obscene
cven, in a place which most of its
inhabitants will never leave. The conver-
sations I have on the streets of the capital
arc as familiar to me as they are
demoralising for all concerned: Where are
you from? Australia. Ah, Australia
Niger is no good. Life is very difficult
here. T want to go to your country. You
can help?

I tell them that it is very difficult,
almost impossible, although I cannot to
their satisfaction {or mine] explain why.
Sometimes, to my shame, I give them my
address—false hopes on a torn scrap of
paper—more to satisfy my own need to
do something than because I believe it
will come to anything. It would be better
to give them nothing. One of Niamcy’s
countless beggars cxtends her hand. “‘Oui
patron, patron. Un cadeau patron
patron.’ T quicken my pace and shut my
cyes to the pain of Africa.

At twilight, the bush taxi in which
I am travelling pulls into Dogondoutchi.
It is a beautiful small town in south-
western Niger, in the arid zone where the
Sahara Desert meets the Sahel. A striking
escarpment, turned soft yellow in the
sunset, overlooks the town. The lake is
blue as blue, circled by palm trees. At
the bus station, I stumble into a post-
apocalyptic vision which presscs close.
Young boys without legs. An old woman
who will not cat tonight. A boy missing
an cye. A woman on a hand-propelled
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cycle with a strange protrusion from her
head, a child on her back and another
trailing along behind in the dust. Huge
basins of meat with a petrified goat's head
at onc end, a lengthy hairy white tail at
the other. And, in the shade, sits a man
intently reading a piece of paper as if it

contains the instructions for how

to put everything back together.

UT THIs Is NOT another story of
helpless Africans, another pitiful dispatch
from a continent associated in the
popular mind with hopeless misery or
safari parks.

While the images of miscry can be
overwhelming, the people of Niger are
too busy struggling to survive to want
your pity. Perhaps, though, somce und
stani 1g of the root causcs of their
desperate plight might cncourage a
radic  -ethink on Africa, highlighting the
resilience and daily dignity of the
Nige ns’ struggle, recasting them as
individuals bravely fighting against great
odds.

Niger became independent from
French rule in 1960. The colonial legacy
for the newly independent state and its
people was an ongoing dependence on
patterns of living and trade wholly alien
to Niger.

The French had asserted their control
through a series of punitive military
expec ions, the most notorious of which
wast  Voulet-Chanoine mission which
laid waste to much of southern Niger,
including a terrible massacre in Birni
N'Konni.

The next stage of France’s annexation
of the country is a story of colonial
cxploitation common throughout Africa.
Cash crops, predominantly peanuts, were
forci introduced, replacing traditional






desertification, the southward march
of the Sahara which will soon be
encroaching on the northern outskirts of
Niamev. Whole villages are disappearing,
their i1 abitants migrating to the citics
of Tahoua, Agadez and Niamey, forever
severing their ties with the land, tics
which survived for centuries but which
have now been destroyed in a generation.

In Agadez, a predominantly Tuarcg
town in the southern Sahara, glimpses
remain of ancient patterns of existence.
Agadez, almost as fabled as Timbuktu,
is a frontier oasis town with ancient lancs
twisting their way through the Vieux
Quarticr of artisan workshops and mud-
brick dwellings. Here, away from the
touts, the greetings are shy and discreet
but unmistakably fricndly. In the centre
of town is the breathtaking Grand
Mosgue. Over 500 vears old and built in
the Sudanic style, its single mudbrick
tower stands 8O metres tall, criss-crossed
with small windows and horizontal
wooden struts, like an ancient fossil
rising out of the descert.

Not far from the mosque, T first met
Moussa Touboulo, a Tuarcg. By night,

when he removes his turban, he is a
diminutive man. By day, in his full robes,
he has the stature of a Tuarceg chief,
known and respected by everyone with
whom T spoke throughout Agadez. He
prefers the desert to town, where he must
live for busincess reasons. He strides
around Agadcez purposcfully, as if
hastening his return to his village in the
Air Mountains, and he lives on the
outskirts of town so that he can avail
himself of a quick escape.

Moussa is a guide who makes his
living by taking travellers on camel
safaris into the desert and Air Mountains.
Such trips arc once again possible now
that the Tuareg rebellion, which made
northern Niger off-limits for much of the
'90s, 1s over.

Tuarcy agitations for a better deal,
first from the French and then from the
Nigerien state, have been a semi-regular
fcature of Niger’s history, as have the
subscquent brutal repressions by the
authoritics. It was not so long ago that
Niger's prisons were disproportionately
filled with Tuarcg. Thosc not in prison
were often forced into citics. There, they

could survive only by sclling

After all we are in the phone book!™”

after Christendon.

“T don’t know who sent me that letterbomb. T don't
know if they ure sorry. If they should come to me
and say that they were. I should love to lorgive
them. But for their part they would need o do
something (o show their regret. not just say it.”

South Africa’s Fr Michael Lapsley on saving sorry.

“If people don’t come to church then it is something
that they are doing wrong. It couldn’t be that our
services do not communicate to them or that we do
not get out and share the message on their wrf.

Peter Wilson and William Stewart on the churches

The Melbourne Anglican

off family artefacts, working as
prostitutes, or working as sec-
urity guards (a job for which,
so the stereotype goces, they
were well-suited by virtue of
their love for violence).

The Tuareg resent what
they see as forcign controls—
state intrusion, intcernational
borders—and claim for them-
sclves the title “Citizens of the
Sahara’.

The years of conflict were
devastating for businesses like
Moussa’s. Tuareg wealth is
mceasured in camels. Moussa
has only three left, having

been forced to sell the
remaindecr.
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TRIP WITH Moussa into
the mountains is a moving
counterbalance to the bleak
urban landscapc of Niamey.
Passing through oasis after
oasis of bright green crops,
wells worked by camels, and
irrigation channels scrvicing
ncarby villages, Moussa
shouts greetings to all. Astride
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his ¢ca :l he is a dignificd and regal fig-
ure, yet unmistakably a  an of his pco-
ple. At each village, we are welcomed
with warmth and hospit  ty, like mem-
bers of the family, and ottered a hut in
which to sleep. It takes Moussa hours to
do the  unds of the village, visiting cach
family compound to exchange ‘the nezs’.
The Tuareg greeting is an claborate ritu-
alof I dshakes, cach one accompanicd
by a question: how are you? how’s yo
family? how’s your child? Moussa works
his way through the village, dispensing
food, clothing, medicine and tobacco.
When [make the utilitarian suggestion
that tourists must be good for business,
Moussa replics instantly: ‘Not good for
business, good for Tuarcg.’

To the outsider, these villages are
stunningly picturcsque, particularly at
sunsct when the golden light softens the
plains dotted sparscly with fenced
compounds of conical straw and bamboo
huts. But it is also a harsh environment,
onc of the harshest imaginable, where the
basic clements of fire and water arc
cverything, and where there are few
young mcen remaining. Women do the
work  m dawn until dusk. Around the
campfire, Yahye, our guide, makes rope
from long lengths of straw. He talks softly
in Tamacheq, the Tuareg language.

In this harshest of deserts, 1 found a
proud and self-reliant people. There is
nothing romantic in their daily toil for
existence, but they remain connected 1o
their land and way of life—a last, fragile
bulwark against the urbanisation which
is so oppressive in Africa, and against the
worst aspects of modernisation.

The Tuareg arc as disdained as they
arc f¢ ¢d in Niger. Their very name,
‘Tuarcy’, used primarily by outsiders, is
an adaptation of the Arabic word
‘Tawarck’, which mecans ‘abandoned by
God’. The Tuareg people, as Citizens of
the Sahara, have been aban ned to their
fatc, if not by God, then by the French,
the M ser state and the international
comr nity.

Yct the Tuarcg have held to their
traditional ways and their traditional
lands. They understand a phenomenon
that the French and che local dictators
could not eradicate. Its name s
community.

Anth s a Middic East sy
and Eureka Street correspondent.



Not your fault, Sir

EWS THAT SIR RICHARD BRANSON proposes to
operate a ‘no-frills’ domestic air service in Australia
prompts me to wonder if it will be anything like his
‘no-frills’ rail service in Britain. Sir Richard’s knight-
hood was for services to ‘entreprencurship’, but it
might as well have been for services to comedy, for
his Virgin Trains are a splendid joke, and like many
good British jokes, one casily patient of frequent
repetition. Hardly a day passes but one hears it again.

Yesterday a Virgin Trains’ service from Edinburgh
to Brighton ran out of fuel some two hours from
journey’s end. The problem was not, a spokcsman
insisted, that ‘we didn’t fill it up enough’. No, ‘the
engines lost a quantity of fucl due to a leak’; a slow
leak, however, so there was no danger of a
conflagration: ‘it was not a case of all the fuel suddenly
leaking out in a few yards’. Well, that’s a relief, then.
‘Tt was Sod’s law’, the spokesman continucd, ‘that
such a long-distance service failed so near its
destination.” When would it have failed, T wondered,
had Sod’s law not been operating?

Recently Ijourneyed south from Edinburgh with
Virgin Trains myself. Although the train was,
remarkably cnough, at the platform on time, the
carriage in which my pre-booked scat was located had
no heating. As the ambient temperature at Waverley
Station was -8 C the absence of this particular frill
soon madc itself felt, all the more so as the blowers,
at least, were in tip-top condition, and were pumping
freezing air at our feet.

Appeals to the conductors were met with
impaticnce. They would do what they could, in duc
course. Their first duty was to ensure that cveryone
had a valid ticket: the whole point of a privatised
service, after all, is to make moncey. An hour later a
conductor returned and endorsed our tickets to enable
us to obtain ‘a complimentary warm beverage from
the buffet’. This might have brought some temporary
relief, applicd externally. No sane person would have
contemplated ingesting it.

Later again, a conductor reappeared to announce
that all hope of repairing the heating had, for the time
being, been abandoned. We were free to hunt through

the train for unoccupied, un-booked seats in other,
warmer carriages. Finding a scat was one thing,
transferring the impedimenta of travel quite another,
as the swaying and lurching of the train put one at
constant risk of landing, laden with backpack,
computer, briefcase, and luncheon hamper, in some
traveller’s lap, or on top of the livestock dozing fitfully
in the passageway. The sliding doors at the ends of
carriages cach presented a challenge or a hazard of its
own. Those that did not open automatically had to
be prized apart with main force; those that did open
automatically would slam shut, hecavily and
suddenly, against the direction of the train’s lurching.
But I got to my new scat without injury to others

or mysclf. Then the heating failed in that

carriage too.
AT BIRMINGHAM WE PULLED into a densely crowded

platform. Thesc people, it turned out, had not been
awaiting our train at all, but another which proved to
lack not just frills, but substance itself—a mere
figment of the imagination: perhaps their own,
perhaps Sir Richard’s. Nevertheless, they were grateful
for what they could get. Nor were we ungrateful for
the additional body-hcat as they crowded in upon us.
A voice soon came on air to apologisc for the delayed
departure and to offer the most recent excuse. This
I thought a little niggardly. Tt produced, as always,
some merriment, but why were new passengers deniced
the full catalogue of the excuses that had been
entertaining us since Edinburgh?

It is the British sensc of fun, that legendary good
humour in the facc of adversity, that should have been
knighted at the New Year, for services to Virgin
Trains. ‘Not your fault, old chap!” the man sitting
opposite me said to the conductor when pointing out
that black oil from the armrest of his chair had leaked
over his trousers, ‘not your fault, at all’.

I wish Sir Richard as much luck with his
Australian customers.

Denis Minns or is Eurcka Street’s United Kingdom
correspondent.
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and so on. Some crrors would be forgiven,
but not many. It's that kind of book.

Obviously, though, the book is not a
report. It is a narrative, and its narrative
character is interdependent with a
conception of truth and truthfulness
quite different from those which apply
to the kind of facts Thave just listed. They
arc facts in the sense in which a judge in
a court of law might instruct a witness
to ‘stick to the facts please’. But the
human meaning of such facts, their
significance in the narrative of a
person’s life, goes together with ideas of
truth  and  truchfulness to which
creativity is answerable, and which
disciplines rust when we trust what
moves us. The difference might show
itself like chis. To be truthful merely
about the facts, I relied on the usual sorts
of things—mcmory, memory corrobor-
ated by others, by docments, by letters
and so on. To be tru ful about their
meaning—which was by far the more
difficult and important—I listened to
music, mostly to Bach. I depended on him
to keep me truthful.

Around the same vime that T was
writing the book, I wrote an affidavit for
asolicitor, in which, among other things,
I described the venal behaviour of a wife
towards her dying husband in much the
same tone and sparse language as [ wrote
Romulus, My Father. The solicitor said
the affidavit was emotive and uscless.
Worsc than uscless, indeed, because he
thought it would irritate the judge. ‘Keep
your cmotions out of it,” he advised.
When people use the word ‘emotive’ in
this pciorative way, they mean that
cmotion  and  thought are clearly
scparal - aspects of our nature, and that
thought—the part of us that rcaches out
to reality—is more often hindered by
emotion than it is helped by it

Writing about things that affccted me
profoundly, such as my mother’s suicide
and my father’s madness, I had to resist
as much as possible all dispositions to
pathos or sentimentality. That's not a
merely personal remark. Anyone in similar
circumstances should do the same. But
in resisting pathos and sentimentality,
[ was not trying to get feeling out of the
writing. [ was trying to make the feeling
truc. I don’t mean that I wanted it to be
sincere. Sentimentality is sincere more
often than not. In resi ng sentimental-
ity I wasn’t so much trying to feel right,
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but trying to sce things right, understand
things right.

A number of reviewers have described
the book as a work of love and have said
it is not judgmental towards any of the
characters in it. You will understand how
gratificd I am by such comments when
I tcll how often 1 have admired and
reflected upon a remark by Iris Murdoch.
She says that understanding the reality
of another person is a work of love, justice
and pity. She means that love, justice and
pity arc forms of understanding, rather
than merely conditions which facilitate
understanding—conditions like a clear
head, a good night's sleep, an alcohol-free
brain. Real love is hard in the sense of
hard-headed and unscentimental. In
ridding onesclf of sentimentality, pathos
and so on, onc is allowing justice, love

and pity to do their cognitive work,
their work of disclosing reality.

WROTE THE TIRST DRAFT of Romulus in a
rush, in three very intense weeks,
without really thinking of what I was
doing. Ijust wrote furiously. When I came
to revise it and to reflect on what I had
done, I thought of it as a kind of tragic
pocm. In the book I'say something about
tragedy as a litcrary genre and I link my
sense of it as a young man to the landscape
I grew up in. Only recently did I realisc
how important the landscape had been
to my writing of the book, and to the kind
of mcaning it had for mc. In a way
1 cannot explain very clearly, it connected
with the kind of pity that Murdoch says
is an aspect of truthful vision.

[ was four when I came to £ stralia
with my parents in 1950. At the time,
assisted passage was granted to European
immigrants provided they agreed to work
wherever they were sene and at jobs of
the government’s choosing. My father
was sent to Baringhup in central Victoria.
There, he and I'lived in a camp for a year
or so until we moved to a farmhousce six
kilometres away where we lived for the
next ten years. My mother lived with us
only occasionally. The farn ouse,
situated in roughly 160 hectares ot sheep-
grazing country, was called Frogmore.
Small and dilapidated, it had no
cleetricity or running water. Rats lived
under the house until snakes ate them
and took their place. A couple of years
after we settled there, our hens drove the
snakes away.
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My parents were hostile to the land-
scape  d were ill ac case in it. This is
how 1 desceribe the landscape and
characteristic European responsc to it

Although the landscape is one of rare
beauty, to a European or English cye it
seems desolate, and even after more than
forty vears my father could not become
reconciled to it He longed for the generous
ands  European foliage, but the cucalypts
of Baringhup, scraggy except for the noble
red gums on the river bank, scemed
syml  of deprivation and barrenness. In
this he was typical of many of the
immigrants whosc eyes looked directly to
the foliage and alwavs turned awav
offer  d. Even the wonderful summer
smell of cucalyptus attracted them only

becausce it promised uscful oil.

It was cspecially bad for my mother.
A troublced, intense, passionate and
cultured city girl from Central Europe,
she already showed signs of a psycholog-
ical illness that would prove tragic. It was
toolish for my father and mc to hope th
she could settle in a derelict farm house
in a harsh landscape that aggravated b
torment. She tried a number of times o
kill hersclf. When she was only 29 she
succeeded. T describe her return from
hospi | after onc suicide attempt at
Frogmore:

The ad{rom Baringhup to Moolort was
five hundred metres trom Frogmore,
connected to the house by a rough track.
The taxi that brought my mother from
Malc
and the track, probably at her request. Tirst

left her at the junction of the road

saw her when she was two hundred metres
or so from the house, alone, small, frail,
walking with an uncertain gait and
distracted air. In that vast landscape with
only crude wire fences and a rough track
to mark a human impression on it she
appe  d forsaken. She looked to me as
thou
unsure about the value of

she had returned from the dead,
¢achievement.

She made light of her attempted suicide
to me, but her vivacity was gone. Pre-
occupicd and uncommunicative, she lay in
hed st days except for an hour or two
when she went for walks, One evening,
when she did not return from her wallk, my
father and I scarched the paddocks calling
to her,
father ran to Lillie’s from where he phoned

ut heard no answer. Again my






rifle was gone, but had no idea where
I went.

My feel for the beauty of the country-
side was, I suspecr, intensified by the
treedom I enjoyed init.

Riding the motorbike that summer,
through the hot yellow grasslands of
central Victoria and around the expansive
waters of Cairn Curran, wearing only
shorts and sandals, crystallised in mc a
sense of freedom that Tpossessed carlier,
bue never so tully, and which T alwavys
associate with that dme in the country.
[felt I could do anything provided T was
respeettul of others, The law and other
kinds of regulations scemed only rules of
thumb, regulative ideals, to be interpreted
by individuals according to circumstances
and constrained by goodwill and common-
sense. From my father and trom Hora I had
already acquired a sense that only morality
was absolute because some of its demands
were non-negotiable. But [ was too young
to be troubled by that. I was cleven years
old, riding my facher's motorbike to collect
the mail and visit friends, vet no one was
troubled by this breach of the Taw. Te left
me with a sad, haunting image of a
freccdom, impossible now to realise, and

which cven then the world could
barely atford.

N 1972 TwiNt to live in England and
was immediately struck by its human-
iscd countryside—the hedgerows, the
drystone walls, the pretty, sometimes
beautitul, villages. It could hardly have
been more different from the landscape
through which my mother walked when
she came home from hospital in Maldon.
[ went for long walks —as the English
often do—in Yorkshire, Kent, Sussex, and
the Lake District, through farmers’ ficlds,
stopping to look at a beautiful church, to
have lunch in a fine pub, to amble
through a beaurtitul village. T marvelled
at how deeply the English loved their
land, and was impressed by the fact that
intcllectuals, writers and artists often
lived in small villages throughout
England. At the time most Australian
intellectuals were i1l ar case in their
country and with its pcople. Many would
have found it unthinkable to live in a
country town.

To my surprise, because before T left
Australia I was somcewhat hostile to
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England and things English, T quickly
erew to love England. Although my father
was Romanian and my mother German,
[ am surc my love of England and the
English countryside was partly an
expression of the tact that, despite my
childhood love of the central Victorian
landscape, my parcents’ cstrangement
from it had madce a deep impression of
me. Isuspect it was also because as ‘New
Australians’ they were the victims of
humiliating condescension. Their mani-
fest awkwardness in their environment,
which made them so visibly outsiders,
probably encouraged it.

In 1979, scven years after I had  fx,
I returned to Australia for a visit and was
dismayced to find that I had bccome
estranged from the Australian landscape.
[ felt uncasy in it and realised that I had
to some degree come to see it as my
parents had, except that my response to
it was conditioned by the uncanny
realisation that it was the landscape Thad
previously loved. Teame really to dislike
most Victorian country towns.

On drives, even, or perhaps especially,
in arcas whose beauty no-onc could deny
{the Great Occan Road or Wilsons
Promontory in Victoria, for example),
I longed to sec a lovely village as we
turned the corner, as one would in
England or Europe. When I reflected on
my alicnation [ remembered something
from my childhood. Each year I used to
go to the Maryborough New Year’s Day
show where Jimmy Sharman’s boxing
troop was a regular feature. Local lads
fought with members of Sharman's
troop, who were often punch-drank
Aborigines. The locals were fit and
strong, it being harvest time, when many
of them had been humping sacks of wheat
on to trucks. Almost always they
knocked hell out of those poor hoxers.
[ remembered this and thought that the
brutality and the landscape were all of a
picce. I'thought the harshness of the
countryside explained, to some degree, the
gracclessness that deformed middle-

class respectahility as T then
perceived it

FITR THAT HIRST return visit in 1979,
[ often returned to Australia and was
here, on leave from my work in London,
for six years from 1993, Slowly I came
again to appreciate Australia’s delicate
beauty. Not until last ycar, howcver,
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when T wrote Romulus, My Father, did
I again scc beauty in the countryside of
central Victoria. To write the first draft
of the book I rented a cottage in Maldon
a small town ncar Baringhup. A couple
of days into my stay [ went to visit the
remains of Frogmore. Isat there for some
hours, remembering and thinking of what
[ would write. As I was driving back to
Maldon, around four o’clock on a late
Febru v afternoon, uncexpectedly and
suddenly, T fell in Tove again with the
countryside of my boyhood. It scemed to
me to be exquisitely beautiful, just as it
was w  n I went to shoot rabbits on the
hill overlooking Cairn Curran.

It was a joyful experience and it taught
me how profoundly the landscape had
affeccted my sensibility. T'don’t mean just
my acsthetic sensibility. Perhaps T can
convey what Ido mean if I quote a passage
from the book in which [ describe my
response to seeing my father for the first
time  er v had admitted himself as
patient in the Ballarat psychiatric
hospital.

The hospital represented a foreign world
to me, one whose beliefs were shaped by
ideas 1 instinctively felt to be in conflict
with  Hse that had enabled me to under-
stanc ¢ events of my childhood. T eould
no longer see my father’s illness just from
the perspective of our life at Frogmore.
Strange though it may sound, mv sense of
that lite, of the ideas thar intormed it, was
given itensity and colour by the light and
landscape of the arca. The hills looked as
old as the carth, because they were rounded
by millennia and also because the grey and
cqually rounded granite boulders that stood
amonyg, the long yellow grasses, sharply
delincated at all times of day by the
summer sun, made them look prehistoric,
More than anything, however, the glorious,
tall, burnt-yellow grasses (as a bov they
came  my chest and sometimes over my
head) moving irregularly agaimst a deep
bluc sky, dominated the images of miy
chile  od and gave colour to my frecdom
and also to my understanding of suttering.
In the morning they inspired cheerful
enerev of the kind that made vou whistle
atm ay in partnership with an unforgiy -
ing and alive with inscets and other
crea s, they intmidated; but in che late
afternoon, towards dusk, cverything was
softened by a light that graced the arca in
a mclancholy beauty that could picree



once’s soul, as it did mine on the day T went
in scarch of rabbits, and many timecs
therceafrer.

Religion, metaphysics or the notions of
fate and character as they inform tragedy
are suited to that light and landscape. The
assumptions of psychiatric medicing,
affected as they are by psychiatry’s
debunking of metaphysics in its long
struggle to become accepted as a science,
were not. Life at Frogmore, in that
landscape and under that light, nourished
the sense, given to me by my father and
Hora, of the contrast between the
mallecable laws and conventions made by
human beings to reconcile and suit their
many interests, and the uncompromising
authority of morality, always the judge,
never merely the servant of our interests.

For that rcason tragedy, with its calm pity
for the affliction it depicts, was the genre
that first attracted
allegiance: I recognised in it the concepts

my passionate

that had illuminated the events of my
childhood. They enabled me to see Mitry,
my mother, my father and Vacek, living
among his houlders, as the victims of
misfortune, in their different ways broken
by it, but never thereby diminished.

That is why my heart broke when 1T saw
my father in the ward before he saw us, in
a room full of visibly disturbed people,
some obviously insane, and he shrunken
and bewildered. He had been given shock
trcatment and was onc of those who felt it
as a humiliating assault. Not cveryone
feels that way, but many do even when
they concede that it is necessary. His
pitiable statc was increased by the cffects
of large doscs of Largactil.

Fle had not been expecting us and greeted
us with surprised hesitation, ambivalent
about my presence, pleased but mortified
and, [ think, humiliated. He protested that
he was fine, that he was not really ill
because he could ‘speak normally’ when-
cver he made the effort. T suspect he was
quite oblivious to the pathos in that claim,
because he repeated it many times to
protest that he was not as ill as he might
appear to be.

Ileft the hospital changed. Thad absorbed
past sorrows against the sure confidence
of my father’s strength. 1 knew that, what-
cver was to come, [ could never do so again.

I won't try to explain what I mcan in
that passage which is, for me, one of the
most important in the book. If T did,

Possum

There you go, fast in a long swagger,

cool cat on a hot night,

impenitent and gleaming,.

You, your siblings, grandes dames of the band,

slick as spit on brown limbs,

mount, rear, are flung

with aplomb against the surly clouds, printing

claw and brawn on dome and mind,

your plunge all defiance.

‘T can’, your name says in Latin. You do,

leaving a reek, year by year,

in my stone tent’s pitch,

hooking your way by stubs of wire, fleering

back at a ruckle of twigs, launched

to bypass rhyme or reason.

Small clown, prince of the raw, moron

with blazing eyes, kecp watching:

you are not alone.

I would fall into obscurantism. It’s not a
passage I would have written in a book
of philosophy. I hope that it sheds light
on other events in the book and that other
cvents shed light on it If that happens,
then readers of Romulus, My Father may
understand my meaning. It is mcaning
that cannot be stated explicitly or
elaborated discursively. It must show
itsclf.

If T had not found mysclf wholc again
in my love of the landscape of my
childhood, I could not have written the
boolk that I did. It’s not just that I could
not have written the passages describing
the landscape with the same feeling. The
entire tone and mood of the book would
have been different. My father disliked
the landscape. I loved it. But the way
I loved it was determined by how he saw
the world. Because T aceepted and made
my own his distinctively European
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fatalism, the light and the colours of
central Victoria became for me the light
and colours of tragedy. Mctaphysical
doctrines of determinism are far from my
mind when T ospeak of my father’s
tatalism. I mcan that for him, human life
was defined by our vulnerability to
misfortunc and suffering.

It probably sounds absurd and, as
I said, I could not defend it discursively,
but I hoped that the story I'told would be
one whose events and characters would
be bathed in the light and colours of that
landscape. I hoped that in the telling of
it I could achieve the same calm pity
that I attributed to tragedy as a literarv
genre.,

Raimond Gaita is a philosopher based at
the Institute of Advanced Rescarceh,
Australian Catholic University, and at
the University of London, King's College.
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EING XaNANA GUsMAO 18 not an casy job at the
moment, perhaps harder than it has been at any other
stage over the last 25 years.

Pre-eminent among the East Timoresc leadership,
he is already a de facto president because of the close
relationship between the transitional UN adminis-
tration (UNTAET} and his umbrella organisation,
CNRT (National Council of Timorese Resistance).

At his office on the Dili forcshore T remark on
the rapid transformation that has taken place in the
12 months since we last spoke, in Jakarta, following
his rclease from Cipinang prison into house arrest.

It is the end of another long day—at lunchtime
he had farewclled Interfet commander Peter
Cosgrove—and he gives tired nods of assent.

Gusmao talks first of the issues that are most
pressing: the need to foster a unity which will include
areconciliation between the perpetrators and victims
of last year’s violence; growing frustration at the lack
of employment and slow pacce of reconstruction; and
disgruntled youth and student leaders who see the
CNRT as representing gencerational interests. In
addressing these points he speaks with the sclf-
confidence of a leader who is prepared to wait his
problcms out.

‘We have to deal with anxiety,” Gusmao says.
‘Anxicty from the perspective of the individual
looking for a job, from the perspective of people
wanting to rebuild their lives.

‘Once we can open the doors to foreign invest-
ment then we will be able to respond to this anxicty
... so we will find then that these problems are not so
great because everyone will be more concerned with
their day-to-day lives.’

To the question of what kind of East Timor he
would like to see emerge after this period of nation-
building, he offers a less practised response.

‘It is best explained not in political or economic
terms but in terms of dreams,’ he says, after a long pause.

‘An independent East Timor must have demo-
cratic institutions that can provide our people with
the opportunity to participate in the building of our
nation.

‘We must create a strong civil society to prevent
the government forgetting universal values and the
sacrifice everyone has made for this change.

‘But East Timor will not value material develop-
ment as much as its moral and cultural identity,” he
adds, with some emphasis.

There are moments when Gusmao’s diffident
charm transforms itself into a steely resolve. There
was one such moment during my visit last March,
when he barked at his housc-boy for being too slow
to bring in the tea, and another during Kofi Annan’s
visit, when he glowered and shouted at the media mob
crowding them during a tour of Liquica. But as quickly
as it comes, it passces.

A UN representative on the National Consultative
Council (NCC)—the body of review established by

UNTAET chiet, Scrgio de Mcllo, to include the Timorese
leadership—describes his role as that of a mediator. But
when it comes to an issue on which he has a definite
view {for example, making Portuguese the official
language of East Timor) then ‘what he says goes’.

Gusmao announced the language decision
unilaterally on the eve of the Portuguese president’s
visit in Fchruary, effectively subverting the NCC,
which is yet to issuc a recommendation on this
matter.

Francis Suni is the ABC’s interprecter in East
Timor and is as unattached as the articulate and
educated can afford to be in a place where political
patronage is cverything. He argucs that Gusmao is
the only candidate for the future

presidency becausc he is the person The chanqe fIOHY fightez‘ to

who can unify the people.

‘He fought for a long time in prisoner-cum-statesman
the jungle and he suffered alot. The is ref]ected in selected

pcople of East Timor know him as
their leader, no-one clse.’

blings of discontent directed at

the CNRT leadership. Marcelino His 6(1[1)/ essays are shot

writings that have been
Nevertheless, there are rum- pub]ished recently

Amaral, an unemployed mechanic fUH Of invective. but over

and political organiscr, is angry at

the lack of work and the sceming — t11€ his language has

inaction of the UN, non-government become more COHC]'ZI'(IIOIY,

organisations and the CNRT.

‘If the [Timorese| leaders do his anger less visible.

not start to think about the young
people and the others, then a new leadership will rise
up to take their place,” he thundered while standing
among burnt-out homes that lic in the shadow of a
recently refurbished UN building.

A Timorese highly placed in the UN sces the
rclationship with CNRT as having an unhcalthy
consequence in that it has created a platform for
Gusmao alone and hce is already planning to usc this
advantage to entrench his position.

‘In the CNRT there are four main factions, and
the main objective of Xanana, with the help of Ramos
Horta, is to keep CNRT together and turn it into a
political party. Therc is some support for that among

the Carascalao faction. If this happcns we

O will sce the creation of an authoritarian state.’

NE OF THE REASONS Xanana Gusmao 1s paramount
in East Timor’s nationalist leadership is that he stayed
at the helm during the transformation of the
independence struggle despite his capture and
imprisonment in 1992,

The change from fighter to prisoncr-cum-
statesman is reflected in sclected writings that have
been published recently, with his autobiography, in
To Resist is to Win, launched at the Adelaide Writers’
Festival last month. His early essays are shot full of
invective, but over time his language has become more
conciliatory, his anger less visible.
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The saudest story

SOMETIMES [IND 1T DI CULT not to feel jaded by the monotony and banality of
many of the stories I hear as a magistrate. One pub fight or car crash is much
like another.

A few weeks ago, owever, I was jolted out of my dull complacency. It was
the last plea of the day. Ford Madox Ford starts The Good Soldier, ‘This is the
saddest story I have ever heard” That line sprang to mind when I heard this story.

A man—call him Joe—was driving home from work and was pulled over by
the Random Breath Test police. He proved positive when he blew in the bag,
and was charged with a ‘Mid-Range’ {0.1) drink-drive offence. He pleaded guilty.
As I read the police papers and his traffic record, T thought, ‘the usual’.

His solicitor started to tell me that he had some written submissions and
character references. 1 have a little speech which T trot out to drink-drivers,
almost all of whom are good blokes and somebody’s father and need their licence
forwo . Itell them that when they run over a child because their reactions are
too slow it doesn’t matter if they are Mother Teresa or Pol Pot. So I put ¢
solicitor on notice that evidence of good character wasn’t going to take matters
very far.

But I started to read. Joe had come to Australia from Germany as a child,
and had had a rough start to his life. When he was 24, he formed a relationship
with a woman who had drug and alcohol problems. He, on the other hand, was
generally abstemious and was a good worker, building up his own motor repair
business. The woman's problems would ¢bb and flow and he would be the rock
in the relationship.

They had a child. The baby sutfered from a calcium deficiency, and was
hospitalised for much of his first 18 months. When the child was four, the parents
split up. For rcasons which are not clear, the mother retained custody of the
child. T'suspect this was because Joe was unsclfish. They agreed at the time that
the boy could dectde with whom he would live when he was 12 years old. After
the split, Joe found a tlat for the mother and boy close to his own home. He
supported the mother and saw the boy several times a week and had him for
weekends and school holidays.

The mother, despite many cfforts, was unable to defeat her drug and alcohol
problems. The boy often told Joe that he wanted to live with him, but Joe, being
an honourable man, asked the boy to wait until he was 12 because it would
break his mother’s heart when he left. Eighteen months ago, as the boy
approached his 12th birthday, he stressed his desire to live with Joe. By this
time, Joce had remarried. His son and the four stepehildren were close friends.
The mother, on the other hand, lived along, but for the 11-year-old boy.

Shortly before the boy’s birthday, Joc visited the mother’s flat to sce his
son. He found it empty. She had taken off with the boy in her old car. No-one
knew where she had gone. Some days later, the car was found. Inside were the
mother and son, both dead from carbon monoxide. She had murdered him and
killed herself. All those present in court sceretly thought of their own children.

I gave Joe a 12-month non-conviction bond.

Séamus O’Shaughnessy is a country magistrate.
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of parliament, a judge or a member of a
political party, and provided any su
person has not reached the age of 75.

The two most unsatisfactory aspects
of Kerr’s actions in 1975 were the
privileged access Fraser had to Kerr'’s
think g while Whitlam was still primc
minister, and Kerr’s pre-emptive decisi
to act before supply ran out.

Kerr claimed he needed to keep
Whitlam in the dark for fear that the
Palace would become involved, wi
Whitlam providing advice to the Queen
for the termination of Kerr’'s commis-
sion. That would not be a fear with an
clected presidency subject to removal
only by impeachment. The pereeption of
subterfuge could be overcome if the
Cons ution provided that: “The presi-
dent  ay exercise a power that was a
rescerve power of the governor-general in
accordance with the constitutional
conventions relating to the exercise of
that  wer provided the president first
publi s a proclamation of intention to
exercise such a power after a period of at
least two days.’

T!  way there would be no risk of a
prime minister being ambushed and a
reduced risk that the leader of the
opposition would be better informed than
the prime minister.

Kerr’s pohitical strategy was posited
on finding what he described as ‘a demo-
cratic and constitutional solution to the
current crisis which will permit the
people of Australia to decide as soon as
possible what should be the outcome of
the deadlock which developed over
supply between the two Houses”

He could always dissolve the House
of Representatives on advice from a
willing prime minister. The Senate was
a different matter. Senators are clected
for fixed six-year terms. The regular
clection for half the Senators can be held
up to a year before the Senators” terms
expire. But the Senate can be dissolved
only under the double dissolution
procc ire. A double dissolution cannot
oceur within six months of the scheduled
dissc  tion of the House of Represen-
tatives. It can occur only if the House of
Representatives has twice presented
legislation to the Senate which has then
twice failed to pass it.

In 1975, Frascr and Kerr used the
coinc  cnce Tt the Senate had rejected
21 bills unrclated to supply {bills unac-



ceptable to the Coalition] as a pretext for
dissolving the Senate. This improper use
of the double dissolution procedure could
be precluded if the president could grant
the dissolution only on receipt of a
request from the House of Representa-
tives. Such a request would never have
been forthcoming in 1975.

With these suggested changes in
place, there would be no need for the
prime minister to retain the power of
summary dismissal of the president. The
Senate could retain the power to block

supply. And the president could
be clected by the people.

OWEVER, even if a repeat of the 1975
crisis were to be assured of an adequate
resolution, there would still be a need to
redraw the public understanding of the
diffcrent roles of prime minister and
president. Being clected by all Austral-
ians, not just the clectors of Bennelong,
an elected President Deane, for example,
would be scen as having democratic
legitimacy, cspecially on issues where
there was a difference of perspective from
the prime¢ minister. This legitimacy
would be emphasised by Howard critics,
Deanc supporters and media outlets.

Even an elected president who has run
the gauntlet of party preselection would
be expected to be head of state for all
Australians.

During the 1999 referendum, Sir
Zclman Cowen, who had been Governor-
General after Sir John Kerr and who
rightly enjoys the reputation as healer of
many of the wounds on the body politic
following the events of 11 November
1975, joined with ex-Chicf Justices
Mason and Brennan, saying:

It is a central aspect of the office of
president that he or she should always be
concerned to promote the unity of the
nation. He or she is hcad of state, and not
of government. He or she should possess
the capacity, intuition and skills to
promote the unity of the nation. By speech,
conduct and cxample, the president can
help to interpret the nation to itself, and
foster that spirit of unity and pride in the
country which is central to the well-being
of our democratic society.

Cowen, Mason and Brennan doubted
that this role could be performed by
someone coming to office through
the machinations of party politics,

fundraising, and clection campaigns.
At his press conference following the

referendum, John Howard went out of his

way to offcr a rejoinder to this proposition:

Can I just say in relation to the mood in
the Australian community—I listened to
the debate about the mood and one of the
arguments that was put in favour of the
republican cause was put by Sir Zelman
Cowen, the former Governor-General, the
idca of having somcbody who is head of
state who would interpret the nadon o
itself. With the greatest respect to him and
others who hold that view, T don’t think
that can cver happen in this country. We
are too individualistic to ever find one
single person who is going to interpret the
nation to itself.

The nation would be well served by a
hcad of state, rather than a party politi-
cian, who can promotce the unity of the
nation, interpreting the nation to itself.
If the task is to be performed by an elected
president, there will be a need for a clear

demarcation of functions between the
president and prime minister. Some
clected presidents would rightly want to
continue Sir William Deanc’s style of
leadership, a style which annoys some
power-brokers who resent leadership not
managed from offices in the ministerial
wing of Parliament House.

Let’s recall that during the 1999
referendum campaign, some Aborigines
went to London to see the Queen. Sir
William Deane assisted with their request
to meet the Queen at Buckingham Palace.
Ex-Minister Peter Walsh was horrified.
Writing ‘1975 revisited’ in Christopher
Pearson’s Adelaide Review, he said:

It howcever it can be safely assumed the
government neither knew nor approved of
this self-indulgent exhibition of vice-regal
vanity, it follows that Sir William, behind
the government'’s back, facilitated the
Queen’s involvement in what is a contro-
versial political issue in Australia.

A month later, Glen Milne took up the
theme in The Australian: ‘In doing so,
Dcane acted without the knowledge or
advice of the Prime Minister—the
convention that underpins the legitimacy
of our constitutional monarchy.” Milne
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had asked Deanc’s spokesman what
consultations had occurred. Following
protocol, the spokesman was not
prepared to disclose the details of such
consultations, if any. But then the
spokesman added, ‘Tt was just facilitating
the call [to the Palace]. The Governor-
Genceral would not normally feel the need
to consult the government in such
circumstances.” The editorial of The
Australian went well aver the top,
saying, ‘Intensifying disquict is the news
that Sir William supported the meeting
without telling the Government. This
not only violates convention, it is
sneaky.” For its part, the government
remained silent, leaving the Governor-
Gencral hanging out to dry. Four days
later, Peter Yu, one of the Aboriginal
delegates, clarified the matter with a
letter to the editor: ‘We also, as a matter
of courtesy, advised the Australian
Government of the trip, and its aims, to
avoid any perceived embarrassment to
our Government.’

An elected president would be
expected to perform more controversial
political tasks than acting as postman for
the Palace. The powers and functions
would need to be clearly articulated so
that allegations of sncakiness, when the
president is simply doing the job, will
be rcadily perccived—even by the
president’s critics—to be misplaced.

It may be another decade before the
republic is revisited at the polls. An
clected presidency has popular appeal and
many constitutional pitfalls. If the
clected presidency is the preferred path
for the Australian people, now is the time
to face the fact that, in this debate,
nothing is as simple as Ted Mack and Phil
Cleary made it scem. On reflection,
maybe Mack and Cleary should be offered
knighthoods for their contribution to the
maintcnance of the monarchy in a time
of rising republican sentiment. Maybc
Turnbull and Keating had it right. And
maybe John Howard had good grounds for
displaying smugness at his cleverness
when the true monarchists came to the
party popping champagne for a victory of
lasting conscequence. Contrary to the will
of the people, we are likely to remain tied
to the regal apron strings for some yeare
to come.

Frank Brennan sj is Dircctor of Uniya, the
Jesuit Social Justice Centre.
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clectorate, not just to Labor’s core suppor-
ters. How do you develop policies that win
government yet still make the effort some-
thing more than mercly an act of clectoral
opportunism? If Scott sees the modernisers
as sinning against Labor tradition, the
modernisers would point out that,
clectorally speaking, sinners are winners.

Whitlam remade the ALD in opposition
and rcaped the benefits in 1972, Hawke
bencfited in 1983 from similar work donce
by Haydcen after Labor’s catastrophic loss in
1975. In the post-war period, whenever
Labor has modcrnised, it has cventually
won—with admittedly mixed results. But
getting into government is more than half
the battle. The problem with the Beazley

Labor Party might not be thatitis changing
in a way that Scott fears, but that it is not
rcforming itsclf cnough. Can the present
Opposition really surf all the way to victory
on the GST alone?

As Scott alrcady knows, it was Labor
saint Ben Chifley who invented ‘the light
onthehill”. Butas Scott may have forgotten,
it was the Labor politician Ben Chifley who
also coined the phrase ‘the hip-pocket
nerve’. Of these two phrases, which defi=—-
the Labor tradition?

Brett Evans’ book, Labor Without Power,
will be published later this year by UNSW
Press. The Pluto Press website is: http://
www.socialchange.net.au/pluto/

Rivves D
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Talking up

RIEDRICH SCHLETERMACHER, one of the most
influential of modern theologians, addressed
his work to those whom he called the
‘educated despisers of religion’. His work
was crudite and stylishly argued. While
God Matters, abook of exploratory theology,
has a far less monumental feel, it addresses
the same context, one which expects readers
to come to theology rich in questions and
hesitations.

To address a dubious audience requirces
good rhetoric. You need above all to he able
towrite, Garrett writes well. His title shows
himsclf awarc of language; he is comfort-
able with irony and passion; his style
engages and re-engages his readers in
reflection that takes them beyond where
they would have belicved themselves
comfortable. The texts with which he
engages are catholic, which is to say Non-
Catholic: the cartoons of Michael Leunig,
the screenplays of Alan Bennett, the stories
of Oliver Sacks.

To use modern secular texts within
theology is fraught with danger—it becomes
all too plainly evident that they arc being
uscd. Comic texts are even more perilous,

as discussion verges on explaining the joke.
But Garrett attends closcly enough to text
and subtext to illuminate the texts them-
selves, so that the illuminated text in turn
illuminates the broader point which he is
exploring. He helps the reader not to under-
stand, but to appreciate, the joke.

Thequestions addressed in God Matters
are central within theology and unfashion-
able in secular discourse. Garrett asks how
we can speak of God today, how we can
understand Jesus Christ, and what it means
to say that we find salvation through Jesus
Christ. He pursues these topics with
persistence and subtlety, and shows easy
familiarity with the major theological
approaches to them.

His work is distinctive in that the
insights of hisinterlocutors are elusive, and
are spoken only with difficulty in contem-
porary culturc. Garrett's responsc is
conversational and provisional. In his most
original contribution, he addresses the
perennially central question about our
capacity to know God by cxamining the
relation between faith and humour. His
exploration of humour illustrates both the
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pretensions to which the theological
enterprisc is prey, which lead it to be justly
laughed at, and the capacity for humour to
disclosc insights that are hidden from more
discursive uses of mind. He addresses in
tresh ways the mystery of God.

This, then, is a stylish book. I cannot
think of any recent work of Australian
systematic theology that has equalled it.
God Matters adopts a style which is
uniquely suited toits topic and its audience.
Garrett is clegant, simple, attentive to the
texts which he interrogates, and both
persistent and modest in pursuing the large
questions which heraises. He neverreduces
positions with which he takes issuc to an
oversimplified form. He carries his
theological learning lightly, but deploys it
effectively and cconomically.

Garrett would want to lcave his readers
with questions different from those with
which they began. Mine came out of his
choice of texts. All touch on human
aloneness. Most notably they touch the
aloneness of those who are confronted with
the possibility of real goodness after their
illusions of goodness have been stripped
away, but who find no encouragement to
consider this possibility. The texts all
unmask the fraudulent connections
designed to keep loneliness at bay: the casy
consolations of normality, of mcaning
through acquisition, of matey-ness before
the divine. They leave the naked and
vulnerable individual with a hunger for
connection.

The scripts of Alan Benncett, in
particular, explore the loneliness hidden
behind a code of highly socialised language
and conduct. Garrett treatsin considerable,
perhaps over-much, detail Bennctt’s
monologue of Susan, the Vicar’s wife. Others
of Bennett’s characters—the paedophile or
the genteel invalid—are found in even more
exigent predicaments.

What theological style will suffice to
address this loneliness which results when
an individual recognises the spuriousness
of the claims of institutions to provide
connection? Christian faith spcaks of and
cnacts connections that are grounded in God,
in Christ and in church. But by and large,
church styles fail to commend them.
Garrett's patient, conversational teasing-out
of layers of despair and hope embody the
dclicacy of processes of connection. It also
encourages us to hope that one day he will
address these processcs, too, in argument

Andrew Hamilton sj teaches at the United
Faculty of Theology, Melbourne.
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r: ma on tour ¢nd on tria

Whose future will be secured by the Nugent Report into e px

orming arts?

In the first of a two-part report of his own, Geoffrey M e looks at productions by some of
the theatre companies that are in the spotlight of the Final Report of the Commonwealth
Governn nt's Major Performing Arts Inquiry of December 1999 (otherwise known as the

Nugent Report). The controversial report, subtitled ‘Securing the Future’, makes some

95 recommendations for action by governments and major perform

g arts companies.

Many relate to the touring, co-producing and buying-in of productions among theatre
companies which are clients of the Australia Council’s Major Organisations Fund.

This month, Milne reviews two productions from major the

re or nisations on tour

in the first half of 2000, as examples of what the Inquiry had in mind in framing

IRST 1O U e koAb this year was the
Sydney Theatre Company’s production of

Martin McDonagh's The Beauty Queen of

[cenane.

McDonagh is a voung Irish plavwright
(he was 26 when Beauty Queen premicred
in Galway in 1996 in a Druid Theatre
co-production with London’s Royal Courtl
and he is sometimes mentioned in the same
reverential breath as his forebears  Svnge,
O’'Cascy and even Yeats. He is no stranger
to Sydncey. The Festival of Sydney brought
the entire Druids/Royal Court production
of The Leenane Trilogy here in January
1998 (dirccted by Pruid’s artistic director
Garry Hynes); then the STC produced The
Cripple of Inishiaan {part of another tril-
ogyl in October of that year and then its
own version of Beautv Queen in July 1999,
This was also directed by Hynes: appar-
ently, 1f you take on McDonagh, yvou get
Garry Hynes as well, along with her designer
Francis O’Connor. This is co-production
{or facsimile reproduction: justadd different
actors and stir! on a global scale.

Now it's the rest of the country’s turn to
acquaint itself with this new scion of the
Irish theatre. The STC’s 1999 production
has been bought-in by the Melbourne
Theatre Company for its subscription
scason (16 February-1 April), the Queensland
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its recommendations.

Theatre Company {7 April-13 Mayland the
State Theatre of South Australia in yet
another kind ot co-production with the
Adclaide Festival Centre Truse (17 May-
3 June). After that, and with a substantial
change of cast re-directed by Marion Potts,
Beauty Queen goes to 12 venues inregional
Victoria, NSW and Queensland, and then
bricfly to Hobart and Canberra, in a tour
lasting until 24 August.

This picce of kitchen-sink realism is sct
in the isolated County Galway home ot
70-ycar-old Mag Folan and her virginal
40-year-old daughter Maurcen. Mag is an
appalling old harridan and hypochondriac
whose total dependence on Maureen for her
material well-being is a means of totally
subjugating her. However, despite Mag's
deceits, Maurcen does meet and fall in love
with neighbour Pato Dooley on one of his
rare trips back from England where he is
obliged to work as a builder’s labourer.
They have one wonderful night together
{well, nearly wonderful as it turns out later)
before Pato has to go back. They promise to
keep in touch by mail.

At the opening of Act 2, Pato writes to
invite Maureen to follow him to America.
But the letter ends up {as we know it willlin
Mag’s turf stove and Maurcen’s flimsy
drcams (or perhaps they're fantasies) appear
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shattered. However, in a climax with
sources in melodrama and cchoes of a
svmbolism of which Ihsen would be proud,
Maurcen exacts a terrible revenge L betore
afinal scene withapsvcehological twist that
pulls the rug from bencath our feet.

T at times moving and often very
funny  uman drama is enacted ina produc-
tion which is disappointingly unengaging,
Much of the actors” work is torced and
labourcd; gestures are magnified and
changes of mood telegraphed. The produc-
tion is rcluctant to trost the texe to do its
own work. Curiously, though, onc of the
most important moments, when we should
discover the tuth about Maureen's and
Pato’s night together, is slid over to the
point that it goes almost unnoticed. That
said, Greg Stone—one of the finest actors ot
our time—gives a superbly
portraval of Pato, the one sympathcetically
writt  character.

What emerges more strongly here,
however, is the play’s social drama. “The
crux of the matter,” as Maurcen says with
grcat force in the first scene, is if it wasn’t
for the English stealing our language, and
our land, and our God-knows-what,
wouldn’t it be we wouldn’t need to go over
there  cgging for jobs and for handouts?’
McDonagh's thesis is that this histonce
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A youngwoman, Teena Brandon (Hilary
Swank), is compelled, as if her life depends
onit, to gointo the world as Brandon Teena,
ayoung man. It is an enormous risk to take
in rural Nebraska, even if it is 1993,

With the aid of short hair, breast strap-
ping and a sensc of utter conviction, Tcena
plungesinto thelife she desires. As Brandon
she drinks beer, brawls in bars, even picks
up girls; and because we believe in Swank’s
performance we readily accept that
Brandon’s ‘performance’ rings true for the
other characters in the film: we believe that
they could belicve.

We even belicve—as we must—that the
beautiful Lana (Chloe Sevigny) could fall in
love with Brandon. Even after sex, Lana
doesn’t want to admit the truth of their
relationship, probably because of what she
would have to admit about her own
sexuality. It is upon such fine levels of
emotional detail that the film teeters but
never falls.

In time others discover the truth as
well. Eventually, John (Peter Sarsgaard) and
Tom (Matt McGrath]—two ex-cons as
confused about their own lives as Teena is
about hers—dircct their rage and disgust at
the defenceless young woman.

From the beginning we know where
Teena’s story is heading, If she had started
her journey in New York and not the mid-
West she might have survived; but in this,
as in so much of her life, she had no choice.

—Brett Evans

Long hot slummer

Magnolia, dir. Paul Anderson. There is
ample precedent for a film script which
tells the storics of a number of looscly
intermingled characters who somehow lend
themselves to a common theme.

Here we share the lives of nine principal
characters overashort time span. Depending
on the detail of the storytelling, the integ-
ration of thesc characters incvitably takes
time, and time proves to be Magnolia's
greatest enemy. Its length of 188 minutes
fails the ‘numb buttock’ test and detracts
from the film’s virtues.

Paul Anderson (Boogie Nights), who
wrote and dircected the film, has created
non-stop angst with a pastiche of roles, all
of which offered an opportunity to win an
Academy Award for Best Supporting Actor
or Actress.

The characters include Jason Robards as
the dying millionaire; Julianne Moore as
the guilt-ridden wife; William Macy as the

grown-up quiz wizard who frets over past
fame as much as his missing prize money;
Philip Hall as the quiz-show master dying
of cancer; Jeremy Blackman as the junior
quiz genius trying to cope with an
unforgivingly ambitious father and Tom
Cruise as the TV guru of aggressive
misogyny. There are few moments when
the characters are left in peace. The writer—
director puts them through a series of
unremitting emotional hoops which they
are required to endure and survive.

Sharper direction would have enhanced
the film. There is an indulgent prologue
which is entertaining, but irrelevant and
should have been cut. There is a protracted
quiz show during which neither the
competitors, nor the director, for that
matter, seem to know what to do.

On the other hand, there are some fine
performances. Julianne Moore is exhausting
towatch as the distraught wife, while Cruise
struts his usual stuff in a role for which he
is well cast. Good moments include the
Dennis Potter-like singing sequence and
the weather phenomenon that proves a real
squeleh. While these moments work well,
a banal soundtrack, apparently designed to
override dialogue, was contrived and
annoying.

Despite the quality of the performances
{and beware any film where the actors arc
listed in alphabetical order!) the film was
strangcly unmoving. The reason is that
both the script and the performances stray
into the area of caricature and distance
Magnolia from reality.

WasitJohn Houston whosaid that every
minute of a film beyond two hours
represents a director’s indulgence? The
present spate of three-hour heavyweight
Academy Award hopefuls bears witness to
that statement. —Gordon Lewis

Greene out to grass

The End of the Affair, dir. Neil Jordan.
There is one scene in this rather bleak film
where Ralph Fiennes {as Maurice Bendrix,
the Graham Grecne-ish novelist) becomes
sufficiently animated to scrve as a credible
lover—adulterous or otherwise. Oddly, it is
not in one of the many cxchanges with the
woman who obsesses him, Sarah Miles
{played wondertully, and against the odds,
by Julianne Moore), but with the private
detective, Mr Parkis, who he sets to follow
her. Bendrix corrects Parkis over amatter of
detail. It is a perfect cameo of the English
class system in operation, and Bendrix/
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Fiennes does it with a zestful condescen-
sion that lights up the screen. lan Hart, as
Mr Parkis, takes the blow as a member of
the lower orders ought—with a stoical
crumple. Hart’s performance is one of the
film’s highlights, as is the brief appearance
of James Bolam (remember him in the TV
scries When the Boat Comes In?) as Parkis’
shrewd employer, Mr Savage.

But the main game—the affair between
Bendrix and Sarah—is curiously unsatisfy-
ing. Greene'’s novel is as much about
trammelled religious belief as sexual
passion, and his narration holds the balance.
Under Jordan’s direction, belief becomes a
kind of risible irrationality, so the novel’s
tension is lost and the film must rely on the
evocations of one kind of desire, not two.
A kind of secular failure of nerve.

But for all that it is a moving film,
perhapsbecause Julianne Moore knows how
to embody trust on screen, and Stephen
Reca, as the husband, Henry, can do hapless
and dignified at the same time. And there is
also London—dark, rainy, threatened by
war, and irresistibly nostalgic.

—Morag Fraser

Ouzo & bloke

Wogboy, dir. Nick Giannopoulos. The other
day a humourless prat of a woman rang a
local ABC talkback show to complain about
Wogboy. What an offensive word, she was
saying, just as bad as being called a Jew or a
nigger. {To equate thosc two words betrays
a strange cast of thought. Unlike the vile
insult ‘nigger’, ‘Jew’ is a basic proper noun
like ‘Finn’ or ‘Dane’.} She was not hersclf,
she hastened to assure us, of the Mediter-
ranean persuasion—she was ringing up for
‘afriend’. She was incapable of understand-
ing the achicvement of Giannopoulos and
his colleagues, who have taken rightful
possession of the word ‘wog’. Tclling
Giannopoulos that he mustn’t use the word
that was used against him is just more of
the same old prejudice ...

Wogboy is harmless fun, with a bit of
good old left-of-centre propaganda about
uncmployment that will balance out some
of the awful lies kids are getting every day
from the telly. It’s in the same happy little
ballpark as The Castle, which also copped a
pasting from pcople who think that you can
only laugh at things thataren’treally funny,
and who seem to think that being working-
class is, like being non-WASP, something
to be very serious about.

—Juliette Hughes
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PRIL WASN'T THE CRUELLEST MONTH for TV revicwers:
March won hands down, with divers horrific examples of how
much bread is being spent on circuses these days.

The biggest circus was the hi - ly publicised Who Wanis
To Marry A Millionaire? on Fox 8. Most people would have
read in the news about the debacle when the chosen bride, Darva
Conger, annulled the marriage. (Such names occur only in
Amecrica, folks: I blamece her parents actually, first for not
changing their surname and next for calling the poor thing
DARVA. Imagine the tremulous moment when an innocent
infant is put into your arms and you say ‘I think I'm going to
call her Darva becausc I've got a bad case of postnatal depression
coming on and [ want to take it out on somconc.’] The two
hours were filled with personable, rational beings parading up
and down because they were prepared to sell love and intimacy
in public to a man chosen by a TV channel. He was referred to
constantly as 'The Multi-Millionaire’. OO-AH. The compere,
some minor actor doing a very desperate Troy McClure gig,
was sickeningly deferential to the MM, who sat like a slave-
buyer, concealed behind a screen as the women hawked their
honour at him. The finalists were invited to give their views,
which they duly provided from their small store of wisdom
gleanced from magazine astrology columns and deslk calendars.
‘Alvm a passionate, generous woman,’ asserted onge, all evidence
to the contrary. Then they went away to put on hired white
wedding gowns.

In the end Darva, the most peroxided one, was choscn, but
when the MM came out, you could see she was wondering if
she’d in fact drawn the short straw. No delicate flower, this

one, though. Every time [ felt sorry for them all,
[ remembered what they were doing.

RIENDS AND TAMILY tried to protect me from the abomination
of desolation that masqueraded as Oliver Twist, hiding the
Green Guide and trashing my cemail from ABC programming.
[ heard them whispering: ‘She’ll never make it—you know what
she was like afcer David Copperfield ... Maybe we should ring
her shrink again ... But T didn’t heed their advice to go out on
Sunday nights. Chastened, T have come back from the brink of
terminal banality to tcll you of a strange drcam the night after
watching the first two interminable hours of the latest
defilement of Dickens ...

‘You really need to see this,” said a voice.

‘That’s what they all say,” T said, or thought, and opened
my cyes.

He was about ten feet tall, and the wingspan was a real
problem even though furled. He moved a step forward, which
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Trashing treasure

was a mistake becausc the dressing-table top was full of jars,
ornaments and books.

‘Oh, sorry, I'll put them back,” he said, knocking over the
bedside lamp as he bent down.

‘Don’t! I'll do it—just stay in once place, will you? And who
the hell are you?’

‘All right,” he said, a1 le sulkily. ‘Gabriel’s the name—
patron of television, among other things. But [ have to show
you something rather quickly because I'm duc at Rupert
Murdoch’s in half an hour  1cen his REM kicks in.’

“You're due where?’

‘Every bloody night. Otherwise Beelzebub gets it all his
way .../

Next thing I knew [was hanging on to some rather slippery
fecathers and trying not to look down. We touched down inside
the Louvre, where Fra Angelico and St Clare were having a
furious argument in front of a small, famous portrait. ‘Just look
what you've done!” yelled the monk, jabbing a trembling finger
in the dircction of the smil g face. “What were vour qualitica-
tions for being one of the patron saints of Art, ¢h? You're
supposcd to stick to being the Patron of Embroidery! They've
had to let Leonardo out of Purgatory carly because of this, and
I might add he’s already causing trouble among some of the
more butch Dominations.’

‘I think she looks better with a nice set of teeth,” sniffed
St Clare primly.

‘And what about the Venus de Milo, hey?”
Gabricl. "All very well to give her arms back, but you know
that she wasn’t originally sculpred knitting a large jumper.’

1 thought it best,” sa- Clare, ‘She was most immodest
without it—’

‘And that stupid prequel to Star Wars?’

1 thought the young Qucen Amidala’s dresses were very
modest and beautiful.’

‘Well then, what about the even stupider prequel yvou
suggested to Alan Bleasda  when he adapted Oliver Twist?
What did you do to the ma  lobotomise him?’

T think it was improved with a little embroidery—look,
you two, I know you're just hanging out for Sister Wendy to
kick the bucket, but she’s got a snowball in Hell’s chance of
being canonised, let alone being allowed near a bit of Art in the
next acon after all that filth she goes on with .../

I woke, sweating, w 1 a plaintive receding ccho of
Gabricl saying, ‘Tell them, tell them to pray for a new patron
saint of Art ...’/

chimed in

Juliette Hughes is a frcelance reviewer.
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