











Held in balance

I cnjoyed reading Andrew Hamilton’s
thoughtful retlection on Marion Mad-
dox’s God under Howard: The Rise of the
Religious Right in Australian Politics in
Eurcka Street (May 2005). Fr Hamilton
has been very even-handed in his response
and has looked at the other side of the coin
with an equally critical approach. I ¢spe-
cially appreciated the picture he drew of
the atheism/idolatry continuum. I can sce
other relevant continuums here: certainty
and pluralism; traditional and radical;
spiritual and worldly.

The fact is that all of us arc somewhere
between the extreme ends of these continu-
ums, and during life our position changes.
It is helptul to sce it like this because then
there is a relationship between both sides,
and not mutual exclusion. If so, there is no
need to demonise those who belong to one
side or the other. In politics, as in religion,
the trick is to live somewhere towards the
centre where there is a balance of both
extremes. The trouble is that we never
know where the balance is, because it
is dynamic rather than static.

Jenny Close
via cmail

A voice from within

We can now consider the late Pontiff’s
repression of women. Scores, and I suspect
millions, of women raised in the Catholic
faith have just drifted away from it for this
reason. We don't speak out on the subject,
but try to embrace Christian values, and
let the church numbers dwindle until
its lcadership realises it must change or
become entirely obsolete. Alternatively we
occupy the pews of churches whose pastors
are reprimanded by the Vatican for minor
breaches of protocol. Like the fathers of
other rigid authoritarian families, the late
pontiff was much kinder to those outside
his tlock than to many members within. It
is ironic to think that those in the devel-
oping world must endure the shroud we
shrugged off decades ago. The Vatican must
remember that Jesus was a poor, tolerant
political prisoner who upset the authori-
tics and was outcast for empowering the
vulnerable.
Dr Marianne Cannon
Ashgrove, QLD

Unbeatable odds

Thank you, Steven Churches, for your
very telling article, “Selective evidencd’,
in the April cdition of Eurcka Street
which detailed some of the complexi-
tics in establishing the genuineness of
the Bakhtiyari family’s claims for retu-
gee status.

Thosc supporting long-term detainees
still in Baxter know all too well the tlaws
of the determination process.

The limited English of most asylum
scekers, and the inquisitorial approach
often adopted by interviewers, make it
difficult for clear, accurate information
to be clicited.

Fear for the safety of their families
and fear of authoritics means that the
full facts of a case arc often not told at
a first or even sccond interview, leading
to seeming ‘inconsistencies’ which then
cast doubts on credibility.

Information supplicd by human
rights groups and Australian govern-
ment departments is often at variance,
while the fact that interviewers and
members of the Refugee Review Tribu-
nal are all employed by DIMIA does not
foster a process that is objective, inde-
pendent or transparent.

What is of scrious concern is that
decisions made in this process are
binding.

As Dr Churches points out, sub-
sequent court proceedings cannot re-
cxamine the merits of the facts of a case,
but are restricted only to establishing if
due legal process has been followed.

When all legal avenucs have been
¢xhausted, the only recourse open to
‘failed asylum scekers’ is to appceal to the
minister to use her discretion and allow
the detainee the right to have their case
reviewed or to be granted a humanitar-
ian visa.

Since the recently announced
Removals  Pending  Bridging  Visa
requires detainees to relinquish these
rights and to agree to return home
when asked, it is unlikely to find many
takers.

It is indeed a ‘no-hope’ visa, as
Bob Brown, leader of the Greens, has
described it. In such a system hope is a
hard quality to sustain.

Beth Flenley
Daw Park, SA

Sleepless nights

Iam tempted to ask you not to publish any
more articles on the Australian govern-
ment’s treatment of asylum scekers. I read
them, and that night I lic awake for hours
scething with anger and contempt. The
article by Steven Churches (April 20051
was no exception.

The following motion was passcd
unanimously at the business mecting of
the International Association of Forensic
Linguists, held on 12 July 2003 at the Uni-
versity of Sydney:

This conference notes that the Australian
government is currently engaging several
European companics to provide ‘language
analysis’ in the determination of the
nationality of refugee claimants.

A preliminary examination of this proc-
css by a group of five Australian linguists
has raised scrious concerns about the
underlying assumptions as well as the
methods being used in this so-called ‘lan-
guage analysis’.

Delegates at the conference of the Interna-
tional Association of Forensic Linguists
unanimously reject this so-called ‘lan-
guage analysis’ as unprofessional and
unreliable. We call on the Australian gov-
crnment to refrain from using this proc-
css, unless and until its reliability has
been independently established.

The report ‘Linguistic identification

in the determination of nationality: a

preliminary report’ is by Diana Eades,

Helen Fraser, Jeft Siegel, Tim McNamara

and Brett Baker, February 2003. It is avail-

able at www.iafl.org. The text of the above
resolution is at the same address.

Gavan Breen

Alice Springs, NT
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l FHH T ALING B eaNs

OU’RE A FANATIC. ‘You're not
a Labor man.’ ‘Rat!” So the interjections
rang out with intensifying ferocity late
on the cevening of 19 April 1955 as FR.
(Frank) Scully, MLA for Richmond and
until threc weeks carlier a member of
John Cain’s Labor ministry, addressed the
Victorian Legislative Assembly in support
of a no-confidence motion in the Cain
Government. At 4.30am  the following
morning, Scully and his fellow Labor ren-
cgades voted with the Opposition partics
to scal the Cain Government'’s fate. Thus
the Labor split of 1955 rcached its point of
no return; federally, it would be 17 vears
before the ALP regained office, wh  in
Victoria, the eye of the storm, the penance
lasted a generation.

Last month, on the 50th anniversary of
that momentous debate, Scully, a sprightly
8a-ycar-old, returned to its scene to launch
the Great Labor Split: Fiftv Years Later con-
ference. This time there were no insults,
but a hushed silence from the hundred-
plus registrants who were acutely aware of
a moment rich in historical resonance. To
add piquancy to the occasion, sharing the
launch duties was another octogenarian
and Split survivor, Robert Corcoran. In the
1950s, Corcoran had heen one of the carli-
est whistleblowers on B.A. Santamaria’s
clandestine anti-communist organisation,
the Catholic Social Studies Movement |‘the
Movement’). This culminated in a decistve
appearance by Corcoran before the federal
executive inquiry into the Victorian ALDP
that followed Labor lcader Doc Evatt's
‘hydrogen bomb’ statement of 5 October
1954 outing the Movement.

Old warnors, neither man tlinched in
asscerting that his cause had been truc.
Scully’s shorthand version of the Split
fingered Evatt as the chief wrecker. (So
much for Gerard Henderson's precipitant
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judgment in the Fairfax press that the con-
ference was to be an cxercise in ‘denial’
about Evatt’s ‘predominant role in this
Labor disaster’.) If Evatt had been the cul-
prit, then, according to Scully, the ALP
had been the victim. Labor, he lamented,
had ‘never recovered’—the sloughing off of
its Catholic right wing left it susceptible
to hijacking by middle-class progressives.
Corcoran, on the other hand, was adamant
that the blame rested with Santamaria and
his disciples, who had deployed the Catho-
lic faithful as a Trojan horse in a sinister
attempt to capture the ALP. They had to
be confronted.

While the chasm between Scully and
Corcoran could not be straddied, the fol-
lowing two days of the conference brought
a genuine dialogue on the causes and lega-
cics of the Split. The participants were a
diverse lot, ranging from veterans of the
contlict and their descendants, Labor Party
clder statesmen, headed by national presi-
dent Barry Jones, former Victorian Premicr
John Cain jnr and former ALP Senate
leader and minister in the Hawke and
Keating governments John Button, trade
union stalwarts, current representatives
of the National Civic Council and Demo-
cratic Labor Party, as well as historians and
political scientists from across Australia.
The equally
catholic, with the discussion roaming over
topics including the role of personalities in
the Split, particularly Evatt, Santamaria,
Frank Hardy, Archbishop Danicl Mannix
and Trades Hall Secrctary Vice Stout; the
distinctive patterns that the Split took {or
didn’t take) in different states; religiosity
and the Split; the Liberal Party’s response
to the Split; and retrospective assessments
of the DLD.

There were highlights aplenty; among
them a premicre documentary screen-
ing by Gritfith University filmmaker
Pat Laughren, featuring interviews with
many of the key Split protagonists (some
now deceased, such as Santamaria and Jim
Cairns) and archival footage; a talk by Rob-
ert Murray on his writing of the landmark
study The Split: Labor in the Fifties; and
John Cain's passionate address in launch-
ing the companion book to the conference.
It Scully’s appcarance had been powerfully
symbolic, by no means less so was Cain’s—
son of the premier whose government had
been destroyed by the Split, a reformer of
the Victorian ALD in the 1960s, and Labor
leader whose clection as premicr in 1982

opinions expressed  were

closed the circle opened in 1955, But Ca
also spoke with an cye to the present. An
outspoken critic of the scourge of faction-
alism, he warned that the contemporary
party cxhibited symptoms of the pathology
that aftlicted the party in the 1950s and
1960s: onc mob wanting cxclusive control
rather than sharing power.

Some of the conference’s best moments
were unrchearsed: Barrv mes in full
tlight on the visit of British Labour Leader
Clement Attlee to Australia in September
1954 as onc of the unrecognised ignition
points for the Split, and t
Bernie Taft reminiscing about his unlikely
rapprochcment with Santamaria in the
latter’s twilight years. Particularly memo-
rable was the contribution in the final plec-
nary scssion by the son {and namesake) of
the late Bill Barry, who in Anril 1955 had
2 parliamen-

ner communist

led the breakaways across
tary tloor. In onc of the last acts in that
drama, Labor MP Bob Pcttiona, a former
friend of Barry’s, showcred him with 30
silver threepences (the coins are on dis-
play outside the Parliamentary Libraryl,
hissing, ‘There you are, you ... Judas.
With an intensity born out of long-nurscd
gricvance, Barry jnr spoke emotionally of
the injustice done to his father and late
mother Mary, who had also been expelled
during the purge of April 1955, To listen to
him was to realisc how deep had been the
wound of being cast from the Labor tribe.
Closure had been a theme of the con-
ference’s last session: when, if ever, did the
Split end? Like the other topics dealt with,
there was no consensus, no casy answers.
Yct the spontancous applause accorded to
Barry left one feeling that the conference
had been another small step towards a
healing of sorts.
—Paul Strangio

L B O R N S T O O O N

ROM NOVEMBER To FEBRUARY, | can
pretend that bullfighting docsn’t exist.
From Fcbruary to April, it begins to
appear on the periphery of my conscious-
ness in the same way that an AFL football
pre-scason always filled me with feclings
of impending gloom. But come April and
the months that follow, I can no longer
ignore it, particularly in Madrid, where



a festival dedicated to the city’s patron
saint-—San Isidro—marks the pinnacle
of a bullfighting season that lasts until
November offers some respite.

And yet, my discomfort is not what
I would like it to be. My problem is the
uncomfortable feeling that I cannot
entirely condemn Spain’s most infamous
national tradition.

Morally, it is easy. Bullfighting is a
cruel blood sport, a primitive orgy of death
that appears to have no place in modern
Europe. A Plaza de Toros—the beautiful
arena where bullfights arc held—resem-
bles the amphitheatres of Rome, filled
with spectators baying for the blood of
a frightened wild animal which faces
certain death. A British friend and long-
time resident of Spain cannot abide bull-
fighting and likens it to bear-baiting and
other brutal pursuits where animals are
sacrificed for the entertainment of man. 1
cannot arguc with him.

And vyet, there is something, in the
words of the bullfighting aficionado oth-
crwisc known as Ernest Hemingway,
‘elegantly archaic’ about the whole spec-
tacle. It is the drama of a man dressed in
a traje de luces (suit of lights) pitting him-
self against a 500kg animal that is revered
by spectators. It is the strutting interac-
tion between a man with a red cape eager
to chorcograph his own survival with a
statucesque grace and theatrical purity of
lin¢ and a crowd of highly knowledgeable
and sceptical spectators. It is the vividness
of death, the compelling sense of absurd
tragedy, the duel within me between being
unable to watch and unable not to.

I have never been cntirely convinced
by the moral relativism of Heming-
way’s defence of bullfighting, whereby
he argues that, ‘I know only that what
is moral is what you feel good after and
what is immoral is what you feel bad
after and judged by these moral stand-
ards, which I do not defend, the bullfight
is very moral to me because I feel very
fine while it is going on and have a feel-
ing of life and death and mortality and
immortality, and after it is over I feel very
sad but very fine.’

Even he acknowledges that ‘from a
modern, moral point of view, that is a
Christian point of view, the whole bull-
fight is indefensible; there is certainly
much cruelty, there is always danger,
cither sought or unlooked for, and there is
always death.

Flock and key

O UNDERSTAND THEOLOGY, you nced to attend not only to the tune, but to
the key it is played in. I was reminded of this by responses to Benedict XVI's inau-
gural sermon at his enthronement. He quoted John's Gospel in speaking of Chris-
tian unity: ‘I have other sheep that are not of this fold; T must lead them too, and
they will heed my voice. So there shall be one flock, one shepherd’ (Jn 10:16). Some
observers took him to mean that other churches should return to unity with Rome
under the Pope, instead of journeying together towards an unforesceable unity.

It was natural to draw this conclusion. This quotation from John's Gospel
was long played in Barrister’s Key. It was sawed to size and hammered together
with other texts about Pcter, to arguce against Protestants that Peter is Christ’s
vice-regent and that the Catholic Church is the one true Church. Documents
from the Congregation for the Doctrine of the Faith, formerly headed by Cardinal
Ratzingcr, are also often composed in Barrister’s Key, using texts to build a case.

In his sermon, Pope Benedict explored the symbols entrusted to the Pope
in the ceremony: the pallium—a woollen picce of cloth—and the ring. He asso-
ciated the pallium with the image of the shepherd, and the ring with the image
of the fisherman. In the Gospel reading used at the ceremony, these two images
are tied to Peter. After he had taken an amazing catch of fish, Jesus invited him
to fecd his sheep.

In his sermon, the Pope refers to many scriptural texts. He does not use
them to make a case, but plays freely with them, allowing them to generate new
images. The shepherd, variously identified with Christ, the bishops, Peter and
the Pope, evokes the sheep, who arc the lost sheep of humanity, Christians gen-
crally, and Christ, the sacrificial lamb. The lost sheep in turn cvoke the desert,
the place where humanity is lost. The images of fisherman, fish, and the sca
from which fish arc paradoxically rescued, are similarly fluid and generative.

This is theology played in Poet’s Key. Heard in this key, Pope Benedict’s
reference to the one flock and one shepherd does not of itself make an intran-
sigent papal claim. Images of the onc flock and of the fishing net that remains
unbroken naturally generate images of church unity, and have done so since
the second century. The association is natural, and the interpretation of the
text is fluid. In this key, texts do not define meanings; they open possibilities.
The journey to unity is open.

The challenge to any theology played in Poet’s Key is to find some firm struc-
ture in the soup of images. In Catholic theology, the shaping principle of theology
is the life of the Church, which involves a complex set of relationships between
prayer, liturgy, tcaching and history. In life, nothing is lost. So the Pope’s play of
images cchoes interpretations of these images over 20 centuries. Nothing is for-
gotten, not cven the papalist interpretation of the passage. But cach interpretation
is like a facet on a prism that combines with others to generate new perspectives.

A theology that attends to images is always wild. Augustine, on whom
the young Ratzinger went to theological school, believed that scriptural texts
trail interpretations like baited hooks, each waiting for its rcader. He knew
that neither texts, nor fish, nor people swim in straight lines.

Andrew Hamilton sy is the publisher of Eureka Street.
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Positi*‘e influences

OW DO PEOPLE DECIDE when to stop clapping after a performance? Why
was the mobile phone adopted quickly and universally after its emergence? Why
did the birth rate in Europe suddenly plummet in the late 20th century?

The common clement is an environment where people are susceptiblce to the
influence of others. According to a recent report in the international science ncws
weekly New Scientist, two French physicists—Quentin Michard, of the School of
Industrial Physics and Chemistry in Paris, and Jean-Philippc Bouchard, of the
French Atomic Encrgy Commission—who were seeking a model for such imita-
tive behaviour found what they were looking for close to home. The progress of
fads and fashions—in thought, opinion or consumer behaviour—can be described
by one of the laws of magnetism.

It makes sense, when you think about it. Magnetism depends on the behaviour
of individual atoms. It occurs when atoms align the direction of their spin. An
overall applic magnctic field—from another magnet or an electric coil—coerces
the spin of individual atoms in magnetic material to point in a particular direction,
but the atoms are also influenced by their neighbours. In other words, the more
atoms pointing in one direction, the greater the push for the others to go along.

Now, if you substitute people for atoms, and behaviour for spin, you have a
description of imitative behaviour. When Michard and Bouchard checked the pre-
dictions of this model against what happened with mobile phones, birth rates and
clapping, they found these behaviours conformed to the mathematical pattern
established by the law of magnetism. Their model suggests that the rate of change
of behaviour accelerates in a mathematically predictable way, and that the speed
with which an opinion or technology is adopted depends on how strongly people
influence cach other.

It started Archimedes thinking about other imitative behaviours—particu-
larly those relating to scemingly intractable problems, such as dealing with
climate change and promoting ccologically sustainable lifestyles, or resolving
conflicts such as the turmoil in the Middle East.

If Michard and Bouchard are right, their model supports the idea that small,
but significant, public acts of responsibility can be highly influential. Just as the
dying away of applause at a concert begins with a few people deciding enough is
enough, so the revolution demanded by climate change needs more people to take
small decisions which can influence their neighbours.

No one seriously thinks ratifying the Kyoto Agreement will solve the prob-
lem of greenhouse emissions. But it can influence people in making small, but
important, personal decisions. In fact, the work of the French physicists actually
affirms that timc-worn environmental slogan: Think Global, Act Local.

As Danicl Lubetzky, at the Alfred Deakin Innovation Lectures, admirably
illustrated, such thinking may even work to soothe the world’s flashpoints.
OneVoice, his project supporting the cxpression of moderates on both sides of the
Israeli-Palestinian divide, contributed to the election of a moderate as political
leader of the Palestinians, thus helping to ease tensions.

Tim Thwaites is a frcelance science writer.
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Where T can concur with bhullfight-
ing’s most passionate and ecloquent
defender of the indefensible is his asser-
tion that ‘it is impossible to believe the
emotional and spiritual intensity and
pure, classic beauty that can be pro-
duced by a man, an animal and a piece of
scarlet serge draped over a stick’. Indecd,
it is true that never has death been more
picturesque and so sordid at one and the
same time.

Spanish writers have proven to be of
little help in my quest to resolve my dis-
comfort. I eagerly agrec with Pio Baroja,
who denounced the practice of fighting
bulls as brutal and cowardly, cven as
I nod with conviction at the words of
Rubcn Dario: “The spectar is sumptu-
ous, there is no denying it ... the vast
circus in which work  ase jugglers of
death ... gives off a Roman courage and a
Byzantine grace.’

Federico Lorca, the sublime Spani
poet who was murdered by the soldiers
of the dictator Francisco Franco, spoke
of ‘a rcligious mystery ... > public and
solemn cnactment of the victory of virtue
over the lower interests ... the supcriority
of spirit over matter, of intelligence over
instinct, of the smiling hero over the fro
ing monster’. Antonio Machado described
it as ‘a sacrifice to an unknown god”

But none of these can justify a prac-
tice that leads to the deaths of 40,0
bulls in Spain cvery year, leaving me
akin to Montoya, a character in He
ingway’s The Sun Also Rises: ‘He always
smiled as though bullfighting were a
very special secret between the two of
us; a rather shocking but very deep scceret
that we knew about. He always smiled as
though there were something lewd abc
the sccret to outsiders, but that it was
something that we understood. It would
not do to expose it to pcople who would
not understand.’

But it was Henry James who truly
spoke to my ambivalence, understanding
it without ever resolving it: “The natior
pastime of Spain is extr cly disgusting.
One has taken a certain sort of pleasurc
in the bullfight, and yet how is one to
state gracefully that one has taken pleas-
ure in a disgusting thing, an unus:
splendour? A bullfight will, to a certain
extent, bear looking at, but it will n
bear thinking of.’

In the meantime, I long for November.

—Anthony Ha






N A LIFE LIBERALLY STUDDED with trips in cabs, I have
found cabbies to be in general an amiable lot. Some are given to
philosophising, like the man who, once I was settled alongside
him and we were on our way, said, ‘If God is perfect and free

om defect then He must exist because not existing would
be a defect. Whaddya reckon?” Many are knowledgeable but
dismissive about politics, their attitude being one of genceral-
ised complaint in the ironic Australian manner or, even more
attractive, in the blunt multiculturally Australian manner. As
onc cabbie put it to me recently, ‘I am in kebs from 12 years
and what am I thinkink? Bastard government for me done
nothink, that’s what.’

The other day [ tlagged down a cab, hopped into the front
scat, belted myself in, told the driver to take me to Bundoora
and prepared to chat idly without necessarily getting trapped
in discussions about Camilla and Charles, the criminal afflu-
ence of the Vatican, or Howard and Costello. T needn’t have
worried. As we swung out into the traffic, he said, ‘I mean,
you'd have to be just a bit off the wall, wouldn’t you, one chop
short of a barbic? There’d have to be an undescende  testicle
involved, wouldn’t you say? An occipital trauma that has at
some stage necessitated a lobotomy?

Apparently he would go on trotting out these metaphors
and speculations unless throttled or physically gagged.

‘How do you mean?’ I said astutely. But cven as I spoke, [
realised that his comments referred to the bloke on the corner
of the city intersection where our journey had begun, who was
accosting people and explaining to them how he had been
saved. I'd passed him earlier in the day so [ knew his story,
which was that he had been a heinous sinuer. Sinners keen to
confess their outrages to the public world arce very fond of the
word ‘heinous’.

Above the trattic roar and the tramp of feet and the shrill
yackety-yak ot voices plunging and braying into mobile phones,
he announced that he had defrauded, conspired, assaulted and
robbed. He would undoubtedly have admitted to garroting and
detenestration it he'd been given a little encouragement. He had,
as he put it, ‘known the hidden parts of women’, causing a pass-
ing larrikin to shout, ‘Half your luck, mate, what'’s the secret?’

In the few minutes it took for the lights to change, he
owned to so many crimes and misdemeanors that I felt Tike
calling a copper. But, he had survived into glory and I have to
admit I lingered a while to hear the manner of his salvation.
Which, as you have probably guessed, was a great disappoint-
ment. An extraterrestrial craft had materialised in an alleyway
where he had been getting to know the hidden parts of a bottle
of fircwater and the ‘crew’ had carried him into this interga-
lactic vehicle and operated on his brain. They were of course
emissaries of ... But need I go on?
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Boxed in

When I revealed this to the cabby, he was unsurprised.

‘What do you cxpect?’ he said. “It’s the times we live in.
Take the cardboard box,” he said.

He delivered this non sequitur as we pulled up sharp
at an intersection. The combined forces of the laws of motion
and the cabby’s sublime disregard for narrative ¢ esion would
have put me t/ Huy  the windscreen but for the safety belt.

‘Like human beings, the cardboard box is capable of an
almost infinite diversity within a defined and set pattern.
You can have long, thin cardboard boxes—Ilike those ones
they put strip lights in—or squat, no-nonsense smaller jobs,
like book boxcs, or large, imposing ar  capacious hoxes
about tea-chest size or, indeed, huge buggers  1at machinery
comes in, like motor mowers and fridges, and so on. Your
cardboard box, in short, is a kind of paradigm of human-
ity. We take its diversity for granted, only occasionally

rccognising what must be actually a  divinely
insti  d quality of endless variation!”

/

HAT DO You RECKON  out Howard and Costello?”’
I said.

‘Now,” he went on, ‘very few people indeed have rec-
ognised the cardboard box in this light. It has remainced,
for most, mercly a species of reeeptacle, and in that regard
indistinguishablc from, say, other containers like assortments
of bags or sacks. But, of course, bags and sacks ¢ subject to
fashion. They come in different guises, differc  manifesta-
tions. Unlike the cardboard box whose boxness, you might say,
is never lost no matter what the size or shape involved ..’

‘Did you watch the Pope’s funcral?’ I said.

‘Now, given,” he continued, ‘that very few people have
recognised the essentially human, if not poter  ally diving,
dimensions of  1¢ cardboard box, it follows that anyone who
doces will be at a considerable advantage. And so it proves, so it
proves. Where did you say you wanted to go? Box Hill?

‘This'll do me here,’ 1 said, looking to vscape from the
cardboard prison.

He looked at me with an expression of weary pain.

‘All right,” he said, ‘all right. Costello hasn’t got the guts
to face down Howard, the Pope’s funeral was a waste of money,
Camilla and C s are a pair of over-privileged bottom feeders
and St Kilda will win the premicrship. Now, where are we goine?’

‘Box Hill,’ 1 sa ‘What the hell”

Brian Matthews is a writer who also h s professorial
positions at Victoria University, Melbourne, and Flinders
University, South Australia. He lives in the Clare Valley,
South Australia.



Selling the silver

HE LARGESSE IN THE BUDGET and the redistribution of
monies back to the electorate shouldn’t have proven a surprise,
even if conventional wisdom is that budgets following elec-
tions are the ones in which governments make tough deci-
sions. The cconomic cycle is out of sync with the political
cycle and the money has been rolling in, thanks to high com-
modity prices, the high valuc of the dollar and company profits
which have grown far faster than the cconomy. It won'’t always
be like this. Large tax cuts are one way of keeping the accu-
mulation of surpluses from ultimately getting into the hands
of an interventionist Labor Party, making any reversal of the
structural changes in the cconomy all the more difficult. So
too is locking up sparc moncey in Futurcs Funds, and handing
over their control to independent boards.

The Futures Fund has the appearance of great prudence, just
like the efforts to cut government debt. Public servants contrib-
ute to their superannuation, but at nothing like the rate which
it costs. The difference is paid out every year from consolidated
revenue. In about 20 years, according to the actuaries, the accu-
mulated liabilities will be about $100 billion—not all, or course,
to be paid out at once. s it not simply good management to put
aside money now so that those liabilities can be met? Especially
while there are large surpluses? Does it not make further sense
that the proceeds of asscts sales, such as the remainder of Tel-
stra, arc put into funds given that they arc no longer needed to
retire debt? If the proceeds of Telstra’s sale were simply to fund
government spending, would that not be, in Lord Avon’s words,
selling the silver to pay the grocery bill?

It certainly is a good idea to put money into asscts and
infrastructure which provide the nation with a net return. But
it is by no means certain that treating the proceeds as invest-
ment money to be played with on national and international
stock exchanges—or in inflating the value of real estate, as will
happen if it is locked up in a ‘commercially-focused’ fund run
‘independently’ by business—will produce a better result for the
nation than investing it in roads and railways, schools and uni-
versities, hospitals and health-care facilities; perhaps even, given
the source of the procecds, in communications and technology.

The alternative argument—that we should tighten our
belts, and reduce people’s expectations of what government
or community can deliver—is often code, not for saving for
the future but for dismantling the welfare state. Anyway, why
restrict our savings for public servants’ and politicians’ pen-
sions? Why not all aged pensions, or the costs of running uni-
versities and technical colleges? Or road maintenance?

Cutting into welfare is also an essential part of the Budget
strategy. There arc moves to get invalid and single-parent pen-
sioners back into the workforce by changing a system of enti-
tlement into one of discretion bhased on efforts to find jobs.

The original ideas were far tougher. Under the direct intlu-
ence of John Howard, however, many cxisting beneficiarics
have been quarantined from the changes, and the system will
be buttressed by cash, initially at least, for education, retrain-
ing and child-carc assistance. In a decade, John Howard has
completely changed Australia’s social security system from
one of entitlement and rights to, at best, a safety net for the
temporarily dislocated. It’s as revolutionary as the Hawke gov-
crnment’s shift from systems of universal entitlement towards
targeting, means testing and the non-stop search for shirkers
and bludgers. The changes, under Howard, have involved the
cffective privatisation of many of the state’s delivery serv-
ices, and most of the changes have been popular in traditional
Labor constituencies. Even those changes, begun under Labor
but furthered by Howard, of returning a great deal of
the cost of tertiary education to the consumer.

IHE GOVERNMENT CONTINUEs with attempts to rein in pub-
lic health costs, and will find it casicr after July 1 with its Sen-
atc majority, to cap rising costs of pharmacecuticals, subsidised
medical capital and types of health care. Health-carc costs are
rising faster than inflation, not only because of the slow age-
ing of the population, but because technological change and
improvement are producing better outcomes. The demand
for hip replacement surgery is growing faster than mere age-
ing would suggest, because such operations arce increasingly
effective in extending people’s mobility and making their lives
more comfortable. Likewise, new drugs arc morc cffective in
controlling lifestyle conditions, such as hypertension and high
cholesterol. Yes they are expensive—very cxpensive—and in
many cascs there was simply no provision made for them a
decade or two ago. But then, no one predicted what a difference
the mobile telephonc would make, or that we would, on aver-
age, triple our expenditure on takcaway food.

The government response suggests that demand can be con-
tained by rationing services, by putting limits on the number of
new health machines allowed to be used or by requiring greater
amounts of co-payment. Economists tend to regard ill-health as a
mere cost whose utility is unable to be casily measured.

Yet health is a major part of the cconomy. Its outcomes,
whether in good general health for all, in successful
intervention in cases of trauma and ill-health, or in the orderly
care of older and less mobile, or less abled, citizens, is at the very
lcast as important to the economy as the personal computer,
the McDonald’s hamburger or the plasma television—all
goods whose arrival on the market, or propensity to dip deeper
into our pockets, excite no worry or concern at all.

Jack Waterford is editor-in-chief of The Canberra Times.
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The story of an unknown Lib /ar

Ew COUNTRIES HAVE undergone such an extraordinary
transformation in recent years as Libya. It is a transformation
madc cven more remarkable by the fact that Libya has been
presided over by one man—Colon Muammar Gaddafi—for
almost 37 ycars. No other country—with the exception of Cuba
and Gabon—has lived for so long under the rule of a single
leader. And rarcly has a country been so overshadowed by the
overbearing presence of one man.

What is known about Libya is often little more than the
eccentricities of Colonel Gaddafi—known simply as ‘the man’
by the trendy young on the strects of Libya—who has for almost
four decades borne his country along on a tide of international
unpredictability.

From the carly days of his 1969 revolution, Coloncel
Gaddafi—then just 27 years old—rallied the Libyan people
to his side with an anti-imperialist message, catching the
popular mood of the times with the possibilities of pan-Arab
nationalism as preached by the charismatic Egyptian leader
Gamal Abdel Nasser.

Coloncel Gaddafi’s first moves were to close all British and
American military bases on Libyan soil, nationalise Libya’s
lucrative oil industry and expel 30,000 Italian settlers.

As was often the case with revolutionary Arab and African
governments in the 1970s, the international hostility generated
by Colonel Gaddati’s anti-imperialist policies obscured the finer
points of a country sccking to follow its own path.

Within Libya itsclf, Colonel Gaddafi championed the fight
against incquality and attempted to steer a middle path between
communism and capitalism—Colonel Gaddafi humbly called
his philosophy the Third Universal Theory. He also took on
what he described as ‘the problem with democracy’, his slogan of
‘committecs everywhere’ promising political participation by all
Libyans rather than a representative system.

Perhaps the experiment would have been allowed to con-
tinue were it not for Colonel Gaddafi’s insistence that Libya’s
struggle be exported beyond Libya’s borders. Assassinations of
political opponents took place across Europe and, most notori-
ously, revolutionary agents took over the Libyan Peoples’ Burcau
in London in April 1984, prompting a ten-day sicge and the
shooting of police officer Yvonne Fletcher. Libya’s descent into
international opprobrium and isolation dates from this cvent,
with the Lockerbie bombing in 1988, the bombing of a French
airliner over the Sahara the following year and alleged involve-
ment in a string of terrorist attacks merely confirming Libya’s
status as an international pariah.

In the midst of these events, the United States launched
air strikes on Tripoli and Benghazi on 15 April 1986 and Libya
appearcdtobecondemnedtoasimilarfuturcof confrontation with
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the West that would later become Irag’s destiny. Libya’s refusal

to soften its rhetoric or rein in its agents would sce it subject to
debilitating UN and US sanctions. Libya’s, and Colonel
Gaddafi’s, fate as an cnemy of the West was scaled.

ALK TO ANY LisyaN and you will find his or her nation’s
Story in microcosm.

Mohammed, a 36-year-old Libyan from Tripoli, was born
two months before Colonel Gaddafi seized power and has only
known a lite under the Colonel. He remembers the long years
of sanctions —when the cconomy was becalmed and regularly
experienced negative growth, and prices soared to unprec-
cdented levels—with a ¢hild’s eye for detail.

“You know, back when I was a child, we had nothing.
There were no shops like you sce today. There were only
government shops  wd when you heard that there was meat
or milk, you would go to the shop and find 100 pcople waiting
there and you had to fight them to get anything. If you heard
that some dresses had arrived, the same thing, except thaty
couldn’t ask for large, or small. You would fight your way to
the front and then find that they gave you a dress for a child.
This continued when T got older. One time T went to Turkey
and I brought back bananas as a gift, but I could only give
them to my closest friends and family because they were such
a luxury.’

Looking back now on the sanctions which the Libyan
government says claimed 21,000 lives and cost the country
over US$30 billion in lost revenues and production capacitics,
Mohammed is carcful to apportion blame not only to Coloncel
Gaddafi, but to the Libyan people themselves.

‘When Gaddafi went to the people and spoke to them
at the People’s Committees, he said that we could have
ceverything in the shops, but we would have no money
to buy them. He  ked the people if they wanted this or
the simple life. The people—I don’t know why—they said
that they wanted a simple life. T think that it is because
we are a simple people and we like the simple life. T don't
know what he was thinking or what wce were thinking.’

Did the people have a choice? Did they have the freedom to
say to Colonel Gaddafi, ‘No, we want things to be different?’

‘Tdon’t know. You know, the Libyan people, we are sim
people and when Gaddafi he said this, we tollowed whatever
he said”

As he grew older, Mohammed began to become aware of
a world beyond Libya’s borders, but with international airlines
forbidden from flying into the country and Colonel Gaddafi's
singular ability to alienate Libya’s neighbours, this awarceness
was a bitter realisation for ordinary Libyans.




































The boy who would not grow up

HEN JamES BARRIE was six,
his brother David, eight years older and
his mother’s favourite, died in a skating
accident. In a desperate attempt to gain
her attention, mes put on his brother’s
clothes and became David for her. Like
the character in the Eric Bogle song who
‘in some faithful heart [is] forever 197, he
remained frozen at the age David died.
He even stopped growing, never reaching
more than five feet (I152c¢m) in height; he
did not shave until his 20s; it is believed
that his marriage to the actress | .ry
Anscll was never consummated.

At this point, no doubt, the dismal
fossickers in the human psyche would
have little trouble finding explanations
for his futurc writings, and even lcss
difficulty in suggesting rcasons for his
delight in playing with children. Onc of
his child friends was the four-year-old
daughter of the writer W.E. Henley, the
man whosce beautiful poem Invictus |
am the master of my fate / T am the cap-
tain of my soul’} was appropriated as the
dying words of the Oklahoma bomber
Timothy McVeigh. Margarct Henley
called Barrie ‘Friendy’, but with the
endearing problem that some children
have in pronouncing the letter v/, the
word came out as ‘Fwendy’. She dicd at
the age of six, but her articulation was
immortalised in the name of the heroine
in the Peter Pan story.

Barrie was a wecalthy and established
writer by the time he met the Llewelyn
Davies children and used them as the
basis for the character of Peter Pan. The
whimsical story of a boy who would not
grow up is a bit passé for today’s taste,
although it continues to form the basis
for Christmas pantomimes and children’s
storics. A more likely cause of its lack of
popularity is our modern suspicion 1at
there was something unhcalthy about a
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man in his 40s playing so happily and
on an apparently cqual level with young
boys. No doubt, the fact that a modern
Amcrican cntertainer accused of sexual
deviancy would use Barrie’s Neverland
as the name of his mansion has helped
reinforce that uncase.

This aspect of the relationship between
Barrie and the Llewclyn Davies boys is
raised and dismisscd, probably rightly,
in the recent film Finding Neverland, in
which Johnny Depp plays Barric. In an
interview some years ago, the youngest of
the boys, Nico—he docsn’t appear in the
film-—categorically denicd that there was
ever any hint of impropriety involving
the older man. It is true that the boys’
father, Arthur Llewelyn Davies, was not
enthusiastic about the cuckoo who had
insinuated himsclf into the family, but
that may have been no more than a wish
for family privacy, and his carly dcath
from cancer mcant that the matter did
not come to a head.

Sylvia Llewelyn Davies, the boys’
mother, played in the film by Kate
Winslet, was the daughter of the writer
and illustrator George du Maurier. Her
brother Gerald was the first actor to play
the part of Doctor Hook in Peter Pan,
which he did with a realistic nastiness
that frightened the children in the audi-
ence. Gerald’s daughter Daphne, author
of Rebecca and My Cousin Rachel, would
become the most famous member of the
du Maurier clan.

When Sylvia died, also of cancer,
three years after her husband, Barrie
took on the guardianship of the five
boys; there is a suggestion that this
was not Sylvia’s wish and that the
diminutive Scotsman altered her will
in some way.

B.  :said that the character of Peter
Pan was not basced on the third of the

Llewelyn Davies children but was an
amalgam of all five. In dedicating the play
to them, hc¢ wrote, ‘I always knew that
I made Peter by rubbing the five of you
violently together, as savages with twao
sticks producc a flame. That is all he is,
the spark T got from you.’

The Llewelyn Davies boys attende
Eton, but the family was marked by
tragedy. The oldest, George, who was the
first one Barrie met and was his favourite,
was one of thosc who ‘died as cattle’ in
the trenches in 1915, the same year that
theatrical entrepreneur Charles Frohman
(Dustin Hoffman in the film) lost his lifc
when the Lusitania was sunk. Michacl,
the fourth boy and the youngest in the
film, was drowned with a friend in Oxfo
in what was thought to have been a gay
suicide pact.

But the most tragic was Pcter, who
was thought to be the one on whom the
eponymous character was based. An casy
target for bullying at Eton, he felt he
had been exploited by Barrie, and just as
Christopher Milne grew to hatc any refer-
encce to the child who went to watch the
‘changing guard at Buckingham Palace’,
so Peter Llewelyn Davics grew to detest
Peter Pan and hated any suggestion that
the character was based on him.

He became a publisher, but suffere
from depression caused mainly by the
horrors he had witnessed during his time
at the Front, and also by the millstone of
being the original for Peter Pan. ‘If that
perennially juvenile lead, if that boy so
fatally committed to an arrcstation
his development, had only been dubbed
George or Jack or Michael or Nicholas,
what miseries would hav  2en spared me,’
he wrote. He was disappointed when Barric
did not include him or any of his brothers
in his will, lcaving ever  1ing to the Great
Ormond Street Hospital for Children.
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A ship and a harbour

Weniju: ‘to be loose or casily moved as a broken
bonce or the blade of a knife’—to wander about, or
roam, as a homeless or lost child’—to be attached
yet loose, as an cyce or bone in its socket’'—to

swing, move or travel’—'to exist or be’

—Yaghan-Inglish Dictionary compiled by Rcev
Thomas Bridges (1898)

A s perrvirion FrRoM the Ya  an language is read by
Bruce Chatwin, sitting in the Bridges’ family farmhouse in
Ticrra del Fuego, and recorded in the famous tale of his jour-
ney through Patagonia. Something in the word wenja speaks
to why I was making my own way through South America, 30
vears after Chatwin, and more than 100 after Bridges arrived. To
be loose, to wander about, to roam, to move—these ideas have
always seemed to me fundamental to what it is to exist, to be.

Stationarincess, by contrast, rings of death. Onc house, one
job, onc country—how on carth do people manage it? How can
they possibly choosc once place in which to sate all their curios-
ity of the wo |, onc home in which to house all their myriad
sclves? So I have long thought to mysclt with incredulity and,
not uncommonly (broke, sick, longing for absent family and
friends), a stain of envy. Yet there is comfort to be taken in the
nobility of like-minded precursors. Pascal wrote that all man’s
unhappiness stems from his inability to remain quictly in a
room. Rimbaud ran off to Africa, Robert Louis Stevenson to
the South Seas, and Chatwin to Patagonia. In my own smaller
way, in the decade since I finished university, 24 months is
the limit I have stayed in any one place at a time. The inter-
est always has been to travel as far and as widce as funds would
allow—Turkey, Morocco, Russia, Japan, Europe, and then last
ycar through South America, the longest period yet of just
wandering about, roaming, moving, being.

There, after seven months, I rcad a reference to the Jesuit
missions in south castern Bolivia. A sentence about operas per-
formed ‘in the Bolivian wilderness’ took hold and T decided to
go and sce for mysclf. The image called up by the guidebook
had reminded me of Fitzcarraldo—the maniacal 19th-century
[rishman, obsesscd by the vision of building an opera house
in the Amazon. My partner and I had scen Fitzearraldo’s own
house, now a glaring electronics store, on the plaza at Iqui-
tos, a city whose heat and utter isc  tion (no roads have yet
penetrated its encircling jungles and rivers} still produce a
kind of insanity in forcigners. I knew of Fitzcarraldo’s story
because it had become the provocation for another epic—the
film Fitzcarraldo by German director Werner Herzog. This
film, in turn, was the subject of a documentary, The Burden
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of Dreams, in which Herzog is shown driven to the point of
madness by the physical difficulties of shooting in such a
location theat, discase, helicopter crashes, a sudden border
warl, the Indian cast’s blithe obliviousness to his will, and the
antics of his star Klaus Kinski (whom onc Indian eventually
offers to kill on Herzog’s behalf]. Staring frenziedly into the
camcra, Herzog pronounces the jungle cvil, its rapacity and
fecundity overwhelming another Kurtz. But, in truth, he more
closely resembles Fitzearraldo: the imaginations of both ulti-
mately victorious ir1cir battle with reality. Again and again
it scems that the S h Amierican continent has incited such
leaps from sense and logic {who would try and haul a stcam-
hoat over a mountain to fund an opera house, and who would
try to re-create that for a film?}) into a mad grandness of vision,
an extremity of purpose. When 1 wene to visit the Bolivian
missions, their exqu ite carved angels hemmed in by buzz-
ing green jungle, and then later the mammoth stone ruins of
the missions scattered around Paraguay and Argentina. it was
clear that the Jesuits shared Fitzcarraldo’s dramatic - alism,
only on a much grander scalc.

Today, the ambition of the mission project has the air of
myth: in our time we arce familiar with exile, a fleeing from
political and cconomic exigencies, but not that kind of vision-
ary going to. We live in a quicter age, where such strivings
seem the stuff of fiction rather than real life, and it's almost
impossible for us to imagine the experience of those individual
men, boarding boats in Italy and Germany and disembarking
months later to head for the jungle, with their crucifixes and
grammars, aiming to revolutionisc a culturc.

For isn’t that, and nothing less, what missionaries want?
In one sense, evangelisation in South Amcrica was as sim-
ple as this: one group of pcople had certain religious beliefs
and practices a - another group wanted to destroy these and
replace them with their own. The judgment we make of this
goal is guided primarily by our own status as belicvers or
not—or, as in my case, reformed belicvers. 1 was raised in a
big, strong Catholic family and though I haven't considerced
myself a ‘member of the church’ since a teenager, like many in
the same position I doubt I'll ever fully separate myself from it,
ever manage to be immunec to its teaching or its history. The
Catholic Church concerns me; and if I'm the first to critique it
to its followers  m also the first to defend it to detractors from
‘outside’. As someone with one foot in the church, as it were,
and one outside, visiting the missions challenged me to assess
their history; it was, after all, a part of the legacy passed on
to me in suburban Brishane. I felt compelled to consider what
may have been the realities of conversion, even while beguiled
by the poctry +  the missions’ ‘operas in the wilderness’, the
beautiful extravagance of their conception.
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Six moments by the sea
1. First

the sky built itself
out of nothing,
pressed gold

over the world

[RYEYEE N

until up on the hill, all the houses were on fire.

2. Morning

A bird

holds itself in suspension

over the cliff, caught in a pocket
of air.

The leaf, an autumn leaf
clatters
across the road on its wheels.

Will it fall in? It will swim.

3. Tides

I seep out from inside like blood.
Dripping down the mountain

over damp beds of sand to the tideline.
It is low and sweet with debris.

The waves leave what they can on the beach.

E]

4. You

stand on the headland
hand pressed to your face.

It was so early

when [ wanted you
when I wanted

to tell you everything
I can remember.

5. Gulls

suck slivers of fish from the da
swallowing whole
the light-soaked bodies.
1€ waves
purple as wine.

6. Stones

We climb back
the tall wet cliff












Some vendors whip up omelettes; others pour hot soup

into bowls filled with fresh ingredients. The soups have

strong flavours of chilli, ginger, tamarind and coriander.

Food is cheap. Freshly squeezed mandarin juice is only

20 cents. The Lonely Planct guidebook advises that you

can eat from the street vendors because fierce competition
quickly drives out those who do not provide clean,
fresh food.

IHE COMPETITION FOR jobs and customers is strong. At
restaurants, three or four staff wait on each table. People cke
out a living in all sorts of ways. Three people often share a
job that could be done by one. One man has a wooden cage
of white homing pigeons. It costs 25 baht to ‘set them free’,
and tourists pay to lift the wooden cage door and watch the
birds fly away from the crowded Bangkok street.

Some fcmale Western tourists take advantage of the
low cost of labour by shopping at markets. Some Western
male tourists enjoy a place where, no matter how ugly they
are, a woman will have sex with them for a few dollars.

Of course, there are rich and beautiful parts of Bang-
kok. There is a tranquil sculpture garden at the Art Uni-
versity. Women pass in silk suits. At the Bed Supper Club,
young Thais drink colourful cocktails, reclining on white
cushioned daybeds. High up the steps of the Golden Mount
Temple, there are views of trees, canals, modern skyscrapers
and old green-and-white triangular roofs. There are bejew-
elled elephant statues, giant golden Buddhas, calligraphic
frescoes, mosaics, tropical gardens, white palace walls and
cute school kids in neat uniforms. Restaurants display large
dishes of colourful curries and canals carry painted long-
boats. Bangkok has been called the Venice of the East.

But a lot of the city is dirt poor. In Bangkok, you can
sce how hard it must be for many Thais to find a job and
earn a decent living. So many people. Almost no social
welfare. It is easy to see the lure of the West for Thai
migrant workers.

Though the desire to emigrate may be strong, in real-
ity it is very hard for Thai migrants to obtain a work visa
for Australia. As the gap between the world’s richest and
poorest countries continues to grow, the desire to migrate
increases. At the same time, Western governments are
reducing legal migration channels and tightening o>rders.
Australia turns away boatloads of people trying to enter its
borders. ITtaly has plans to deport illegal immigrants to a
detention centre in Libya. German border police control
their borders with dogs, and many Mecxicans die each year
trying to cross into the United States.

As borders close to would-be immigrants, irregular migra-
tion channels are left as the only option to those who need
to change countries. Travelling clandestinely, the seekers of
safety and fortunes are vulnerable to exploitation by those
arranging their passage. Nowhere is this exploitation more
degrading than in the sex industry.

Many Thai women come to Australia on the traffick-
er’'s promise of a work visa and a well-paid job, either in
the sex industry or outside it. The women usually intend
to send money home to their families. Unfortunately, many
of these women are tricked into believing they will have

visa rights that never eventuate and jobs that are, in real-
ity, debt bondage arrangements, or that are in prostitution.
Many Thai women end up in brothels in Australian cit-
ies. Not only must they contend with the humiliation and
danger of forced or coerced prostitution, but there is also
the threat of repatriation by Australian immigration offi-
cials if they are discovered, before they have had a chance
to earn any money. Bought and sold from one pimp to the
next, stuck in decbt bondage contracts that require them
to have sex with hundreds of men unpaid, these women
wake up from their Western drcam to a nightmare
reality.

EOIECT RESPECT 18 AN Australian NGO that aims to
counter the exploitation and violence against women in
the sex industry. Its documentation of cases of trafficking
{available at www.projectrespect.org.au) records some of the
stories of Thai women trafficked to Australia. One woman
became pregnant to a client and was made to pay for her own
abortion. Some were beaten. Others were rescued by brothel
customers. Some of the women knew before they came to
Australia that they would be made to pay back the cost of
arranging their trip by working in brothels, but the number
of sexual acts they were required to perform increased once
they arrived in Australia. Other women did not know they
would have to work in the scx industry; they came to Aus-
tralia on the promise of a job in a restaurant, bar or massage
parlour, only to be forced into prostitution.

The people traffickers who profit from those forced into
prostitution are now the target of a 23-member task force of
the Australian Federal Police. To date, however, there are no
programs in Australia aimed at increasing the awareness of
brothel customers that some of the women they are having
sex with need help. In some countries, where prostitution is
largely illegal, arresting customers, called ‘Johns’ in the US
and ‘curb-crawlers’ in England, helps deter men from using
prostitutes. Both the US and England have piloted diversion
programs in which men attend education days to learn about
the risks of prostitution to themselves and to the women
they pay for. These are isolated examples. Worldwide, there
is little focus on the role of brothel customers as consum-
ers of human commodities in environments which are often
extremely exploitative and dangerous.

There are trafficked women in Australian brothels.
They have sex with brothel customers, sometimes against
their will and sometimes in conditions of slavery. What
responsibility should we place on the customers, who receive
sexual services from women who may be paid even less than
Bangkok wages? There are no social programs in Australia
aimed at raising these men’s awareness that the women
in the brothel might be trafficked and might nced help. In
2003, the Australian Federal Government announced a $20
million government package to combat trafficking. Some of
this money could be well spent on programs focused on sex-
industry customers.

Georgina Costello is travelling in the United States and
Italy researching people trafficking on a Winston Churchill
Scholarship.
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N HIS CONCLUSION to Triumph of
the Nomads, Geoffrey Blainey mused
that some Aborigines may well have
celebrated the arrival of ‘the matting sails’
of Macassar boats, the ‘summer birds of
passage’ that had come to the Gulf country
and elsewhere for hundreds of years, to
trade peacefully. This he contrasted with
the white sails of English ships on the  ast
Coast in the late 18th century; Blainey
described the latter as ‘harbingers of a gale’
that would cventually ‘silence the sounds
of hundreds of languages’.

In a considered account of the early
Anglo-Saxon presence in the Gulf country,
Tony Roberts’s Frontier Justice reveals—in
frequently disturbing detail—the confron-
tation between an ancicent tribal socicty
and a civilisation from another world that
was dependent upon livestocek, trade and
cxpansion; both nee  d the same land. The
clash in the Gulf country began a little over
130 years ago. As Roberts reveals, it was a
meeting of the unknowable and unknow-
ing; it was punctuated at rare moments
by humanity and the beginnings of under-
standing, but mostly it was just a tense cra
of mistrust, fcar and bloodshed on both
sides. With such sentiments holding court,
minor initial confrontations grew quickly
to larger-scale contlicts, and by the early
20th century a bloody fight had been settled
in favour of the men of livestock. The cost
to indigenous culturcs was high—many
languages were indeed silenced.

The era was also a complex one. As
Frontier Justice makes altogether clear,
some of the whites involved had much blood
on their hands. Yet these same men and the
lives they led in ‘opening up’ the Gulf coun-
try to pastoral franchise are also at the heart
of Australia’s frontier mythology. That
Roberts can present all of these concurrent
realities in one scholarly and thoughtful
book is a significant achievement.

Frontier Justicebegins withadescription
of the Gulf country and what would
become—for the whites at least—its major
artery: the Coast Track, a rough trail
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stretching a thousand kilomctres from
far north-west Queensland to Katherine
in the Northern Territory. The early pas-
sages of the book provide an important
summary of how lifc was lived up until
the first confrontations, including the way
that land was divided up between many
distinct Aboriginal tribes in the Gulf
country and the breakdown of tribal lands
into ‘estates’ that had their own ‘owners’
(ngimarringki) and ‘managers’ |[jungkayi).
The former had ‘primary spiritual respon-
sibility for the estate’, and werce also liable
for infringements on sacred sites and dam-
age to the estate—even any damage that
they were powerless to prevent. Managers
organised ccremonics and decided
‘who may enter the estate’.

BY THE 1870s, both types of custodian
would have their hands full. Frontier Justice
describes very clearly the white pioneers’
ignorance of the Aboriginal connection
with the land. As men walked along the
Coast Track with their cattle, bound for an
arbitrage opportunity in distant Palmerston
(modern-day Darwin), they passed unknow-
ingly over ‘sickness sites’ and many
other types of sacred ground. Given the
Aborigines’ duties to their lands and to each
other as ‘managers’ and ‘owners’, and the
lack of communication between black and
white, it is not surprising that spearings of
cattle and their wranglers and the retaliatory
shooting and hanging of Aborigines began.
Roberts’s well-paced narrative suggests that
there were very few voices of reason amidst
the contlict. One government resident, John
Parsons, warning in 1884 of a worsening
situation and proposing the establishment of
reserves, Wrotc:

I fear unquiet times may be¢ expected in
connection with the native tribes. The
blacks are beginning to realise that the
white man, with his herds and his fences,
and his preservation of watcr, is interfering
with what they properly enough, from their
point of view, regard as their natural rights.

minor key

Their hunting grounds and game preserves
are being disturbed and their food supply
both diminished and rendered uncertain.

Such insight may have been worth
something, if afforded more importance
by the Gulf country’s ruler in absentia, the
South Australian government. But Roberts
portrays that government as slow to think
and act on this distant matter, preferring to
subcontract the ‘keeping of the peace’ to a
newly established Top End Native Police.
This force seemingly had no time for dia-
logue, but rather, a quotidian imperative
to keep the cattle flowing and the stations
safe from native attack. Founded thus in
profound ignorance on both sides, a tussle
unfolds between whites who work cattle
through strange and harsh country, under
threat of deadly attack from blacks who
are ‘very savage, crucl and treacherous,
and Aborigines who perhaps do not really
understand these white men, but are bound
by their own conventions of stewardship
(and probably a hcalthy dosc of fcar and
indignation} to repel them. And if they did
not understand the white man himself,
they seemed to have understood his exotic
animals cven less: in one instance—onc
of many in a boolk replete with excellent
oral history insights—Roberts records
group of Yanyuwa people being confronted
by men on horseback for the first time.
‘What kind of dog is that?’ they asked cach
other. They decided to tlee, on the basis
that ‘those big dogs might bite us all!” ‘Of
strange lands and people’ indeed.

Amidst all of this confusion ar
violence, work went on to+ en the Gulf
country to pastoralists. The photos in the
book document the lonely and drab iron-
frame homesteads of the period and the
sparse buildings of nascent Borroloola.
midway between the Roper River ar
the Queensland border—population in
1891: 29 men, five women, 11 children.
The life Roberts documents was hard for
these people, interspersed as it was with
Aboriginal attacks, a harsh climate and,
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Dealing wita old discontents

s THE NEew EDITOR of The
Best  Australian Short  Stories 2004,
Frank Moorhousce had the task of read-
ing through 600 stories to select 27 for
publication. He says that never before
has he been ‘exposcd in such a short
time to such fine writing and such
intriguing and venturesome storics’. Of
those selected, six are from previously
unpublished writers. In an environment
where Moorhouse fears the short story
has been rendered ‘sub-economic’, this
suggests that the genre is still capable
of surprises.

The anthology works partly because
of Moorhousc's decision to arrange the
stories in a way that ‘loosely follows
the organic order—from stories of youth
through to stories of ageing’. The book
offers a range of human experiences,
from the awkwardness of adolescence to
the despair and resignation of old age.

Among the collection, two first-tim-
crs stand out: Nathan Besser’s Letter to
the Drowned and Alli Banard’s Finding
the Way Home. With a sense of forchod-
ing, Besser parallels the waters rising
around a housc with the breakdown of a
relationship. In contrast, Banard’s work
is a terse tale of a country girl returning
home, capturing the atmospheres of the
neglected bush and its forgotten peo-
ple. The story ends with the Australian
motit of the clattering screen door.

Erin Gough's Jump and 1.j. oog’s the
american dream will appeal to those who
relish rich prose. Gough writes of ‘salt
and chips air’ that is ‘thicker than pub
smoke’, while oog places his seething pro-
tagonist in a derclict house in the middle
of nowhere. Disenfranchised masculinity
is a theme that rcappears in Paul Mitch-
cll’s In the Shell, a story about two blokes
working in a service station on the Hume
Highway, and what happens to one when
the other decides to shoot himself in the
head. These are bleak tales, snapshots of
people on the edge.

Conscious that many published cssays
in Australia began as public lectures,
Robert Dessaix, the new cditor of The
Best Australian Essays 2004, cxpresses a
desire to revive the voice of ‘the amateur’.
Dessaix contrasts ‘panic and scriously
inflamed passions’ with the attitude of
the personal essay and its preference for
‘imaginative reflection’ and ‘tentative
speculation’. Essays, Dessaix suggests,
reveal the subtle working of the mind.

Organiscd into threc categories—
Memorices, Arts and Artists, and The
Wider World—Best Essays has a curi-
ous structure. Slightly bitter pieces
such as Herself—Bille Brown’s memory
of accompanying a dying screen star
on one of her final outings—and M.J.
Hyland’s sardonic biographical reflec-
tions on genetic metal illness in On
Becoming a Mormon for a While and
Other Madnesses, sit awkwardly next
to Chris Wallace-Crabbe’s  genially
cantankcerous Bed-riding, and Mind,
Body and Age, in which Donald Horne
explores the paradox of the body simul-
taneously carrying and holding captive
the self it loves and loathes.

J.M. Coctzec makes another impres-
sive appcearance with his 2003 Nobel
lecture, He and His Man, which recasts
the relationship between  Robinson
Crusoc and His Man Friday from the
perspective of Crusoc’s ambivalence to
Friday’s anthropological observations
of his ‘civilisation’. Nicholas Shake-
specare’s  Somerset Maugham offers
tight, bright prose very much in keep-
ing with its inscrutable subject.

Ann-Maric Priest explores the com-
munion bhcetween writer and reader in
Towards an Erotics of Reading, the
essay that best captures what is best and
worst about these two collections. If, as
Priest suggests, the act of reading is one
where we ‘listen in utter silence ... to
the deepest, most serious, most cher-
ished thoughts of another’, then the Best

collections provide the opportunity to Iis-
ten to a range of contemporary voices and
seck connections and contradictions.

In the final section, historical picces
arc grouped together with more imme-
diate, ‘hard-hitting’ journalistic picces
concerned with detention centres, the
environment, cducation and Austral-
ian-Indonesian rclations. In between
these picces, Dessaix has spliced fur-
ther contradictions: ¢ssays which don't
quite fit anywhere, but which, it scems,
the editor simply liked. With a pref-
crence for loose structures and cven
looser definitions, Best Essavs 2004 is
at its best expansive and open-cnded,
and at its worst, as onc reviewer sug-
gested, ‘perversely ephemeral’.

Determined to give the short-story
collection a  good ‘shaking down’,
Moorhouse was  willing to publish
first-timers on merit alone, suggesting
that the walls of Australia’s publish-
ing industry arc no longer unscalable
or impenetrable. Similarly, Dessaix’s
rejection of ‘table thumping’, coupled
with his attempt to look for writing
that persuades through reason and good
humour, also indicates a new way of
dealing with old discontents.

If Moorhouse’s style suggests that
the walls can be scaled, then Dessaix
has worked on the assumption that the
walls themsclves are redundant. Pre-
tend they don't exist, Dessaix scems to
darc, and you can walk right through
them. It is an attitude that may well
scem provocative to those who co™
plain of bruised craniums.

Kiera Lindsey rcad theology and gradu-
ated with first-class arts honours from
the Australian Centre, University of Mecl-
bourne, where she is completing a post-
graduate thesis on the Hume Highway.
She is also project officer of the Develop-
ment of Australian Studics Networks in
Indonesia project.
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Heart cuis ne

ANNING Crarxk House is a
national scholarly and cultural organisa-
tion based in the former home of historian
Manning Clark and his wife Dymphna,
in Canberra.

In the eyrie of the Robin Boyd-
designed house in Tasmania Circle,
Forrest, Manning Clark wrote his
monumental six-volume A History of
Australia, while Dymphna managed the
day-to-day care of their house, garden
and children. After her husband’s death
in 1991, Dymphna resumed her career
as a linguist and translator that she had
set aside when she married Clark in
England in 1939, when he was studying
at Oxford.

In one of the great Australian stories
of late-life intellectual flowering, Dym-
phna published, in 1994, an ¢xhaustively
rescarched translation into English of
The New Holland Journal 1833-34, by
the Austrian diplomat and botanist Baron
Charles von Hugel.

Dymphna was a woman with an
uncommon gift for the common touch.
In retrospect she reminds me of no-one
more than of my own grandmother, to
whom she bore an uncanny physical
resemblance; yet they were from vastly
different worlds. My grandmother was a
poorly educated, semi-literate farmer’s
wifc whose world was restricted mostly
to the few hundred acres that she and my
grandfather farmed; Dymphna completed
honours at Melbourne University, where
her father, Augustin Lodewyckx, was
head of Germanic languages. She was flu-
ent in eight languages and could ‘get by’
in another four.

One thing they shared, however—in
addition to their physical resemblance—
was a love of good, simple, healthy, tasty
food; and, even more than that, the
sharing of it with others—in my grand-
mother’s case mostly family, but in Dym-
phna’s case a wide circle of friends and

FOOD FOR THOUGHT

at Munning Clark Howse

Sandy Forbes = Jant Reeves

colleagues extending well beyond the
family to include such influential Aus-
tralians as Patrick White, Sidney Nolan,
David Campbell and Barry Humphrics.

The spirit in which Dymphna deliv-
ered food to the Clark table was per-
petuated last year through a series of 11
dinners at Manning Clark House, Con-
tinuing the Great Conversations, whose
featured speakers included Justice
Michael Kirby, Bishop Pat Power, Janet
Holmes a Court, Peter Sculthorpe and
Helen Garner. Among the many whole-
some and hearty recipes in Food for
Thought are some from those dinners,
which will continue this year in Can-
berra, as well as in Melbourne, Perth,
Sydney and Adelaide.

For those who, like me, were lucky
enough to share a meal at Dymphna’s
table, Food for Thought at Manning
Clark House will evoke special memo-
ries of a special woman and a special
time. For those who were never there
physically, the¢ book will be the next
best thing.

Editors Sandy Forbes and Janet
Reeves were inspired to put the book
together after they read a column in
The Canberra Times by Susan Parsons

which included an interview with
Sebastian Clark, eldest of the Clark
children, about some of the meal prepa-
rations that had taken place in the fam-
ily kitchen. The column mentioned
Dymphna’s cookbooks and the recipes
tucked inside them.

‘This piqued our interest and inspired
in us a deep admiration for a woman nei-
ther of us had met,’ Forbes and Reeves
write in the preface. ‘At first we recog-
nised our own mothers—frugal, adept,
always there with the answers .../

The editors have produced a marvel-
lous book that is filled with recipes by
Dymphna and many of her friends, as
well as fascinating asides and snippets of
information which evoke the ambience of
Manning Clark House.

Through it all runs a palpable sense
of Dymphna’s graciousness and hospital-
ity. A grand example of just how com-
fortable guests were made to feel, even
in situations that would appear to be
destined for disaster, is conveyed in the
anecdote by Rosamund Dalzicell about
her meal at Dymphna’s table, accom-
panied by her daughter, who at the time
had a pet rabbit. On the menu, of course,
was baked rabbit!

The tact with which that situation was
salvaged offers a rare insight into Dymph-
na’s practical genius, just as the book as
a whole offers the rare treat of a glimpsc
into Dymphna’s kitchen, which is so
beautifully rendered in Peter Freeman’s
drawing that graces the book’s cover.

This book provides plenty of food for
thought, and more: Dymphna’s cuisine
was decper than haute, it was heart.

Robert Hefner is the assistant editor of
Eureka Street. To order this book, write to
Manning Clark House, 11 Tasmania Cir-
cle Forrest, ACT, PO Box 3096, Manuka,
ACT 2603, phone (02} 6295 9433, or email
manningclark@ozemail.com.au
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and the rest of us Earthlings a thing or
two about the galaxy, is also refreshing
humour, animated with European simplic-
ity. But unless you’re an enormous fan of
the book, and you're writing a thesis on its
various incarnations, this one is likely to
leave you unsatisfied.

—Zane Lovitt

Brave new worldliness

9 Songs, dir. Michael Winterbottom. Matt
(Kieran O’Brien) and Lisa (Margot Stilley)
are lovers. They share a common interest
in live music, drugs and secx. Maybe Matt
loves Lisa; it’s a little hard to tell. But really
it doesn’t matter.

Michael Winterbottom has made a film
with very little by way of narrative particu-
lars, and as the title suggests it secms more
like music than your classic plot-appointed
tale. Told in flashback, while Matt is visit-
ing the Antarctic, 9 Songs sets its ground
from the outset. Matt’s voice-over frankly
states that he doesn’t remember Lisa for
what she wore or the jobs she had, but
rather for the way she smelt and the feel of
her skin.

And so we embark with the two char-
acters on an explicit exploration of just
that. We watch Lisa and Matt make love,
really. And while there is no escaping the
reality of the physical acts we are witness-
ing, it is ncither titillating nor gratuitous.
Something in the frankness of Winterbot-
tom’s camera strips it of any hint of the
pornographic and instcad allows us to
experience the physical manifestation of
an uncertain love.

Winterbottom, initially inspired by
Michel Houellebecq’s sexually explicit
novel Platform, wondered why books could
deal with the subject of sex without shying
from the graphic, but that film, ‘which is
far greater disposed to it, can’t’. Well now,
thanks to Winterbottom, it can and has.

Needless to say, 9 Songs is not the first
film to tackle real sex on screen. Patrice
Chéreau’s film Intimacy caused quite a
ripple when released in 2001, While less
graphic, it was a good deal bleaker and the
scxual encounters were inextricably embed-
ded in a narrative that meandered from sex
to life to love to marriage to loneliness.

But 9 Songs is more than just real sex.
It is also a breathtakingly simple piece of
cinema. Without the weight of plot twists
and character expositions we are left with

the very lightest traces of people’s lives—
the floating bits between people that are
in turn as clear as crystal and mud. We
are not asked to understand the intricate
machinations of each character’'s mind,
but rather to realise that much of what we
are is driven by physical impressions—and
fleeting notions.

Winte:  ttom punctuates his ‘songs’
with actual songs. Broken into its nine
‘suites’ by the inclusion of live concert
footage, 9 Songs does real justice to some
great concert performances—among them
Franz Ferdinand, The Dandy Warhols, Pri-
mal Scream and The Von Blondies. Winter-
bottom also continues his love affair with
Michael Nyman (and a good thing too) by
including Nyman’s 60th birthday concert
in the line-up.

9 Songs will bore many, offend hordes
and just not do it for others. But for my
money it was lyrical and unpretentious—not
brilliant, but brave in both form and content.
When Matt compares being in the vast white
of the Antarctic to ‘two people in bed—claus-
trophobia and agoraphobia in the same place’,
I was moved to watch bodies, in bed and out
of it, grapple with that very notion.

—Siobhan Jackson

Choosing to see the evil

Downfall, dir. Oliver Hirschbiegel. Down-
fall recounts Hitler’s last days, holed up
in his bunker as the Russians and Ameri-
cans besiege Berlin. Although the film
is of course a fictionalised or dramatised
account, it is based upon Joachim Fest’s
book Der Untergang (The Downfall: Inside
Hitler's Bunker, The Last Days of the
Third Reich), and the memoirs of Traudl
Junge, Hitler’s private secretary (Until the
Final Hour: Hitler’s Last Secretary, later
made into the documentary Blind Spot:
Hitler’s Secretary).

The film  has  generated some
controversy for its portrayal of Hitler as
something approximating a human being,
rather than an embodiment of pure cvil, a
monster and a madman. In Downfall we
see a Hitler who is kind to dogs and small
children and who treats his secretaries
with pat al affection. Such criticism
would suggest a preference for the depiction
of Hitler as a figure of transcendental evil
rather than as a human being. For if Hitler
were human, then we too must sharc

something in common with him—a little
picee of Hitler in all of us.

For all that the film allows Hitler
his humanity, it can hardly be said to be
sympathetic to him. It offers us a man
who was kind to dogs and small children,
but whose proudest achievement was the
genocide of the Jews.

What is most frightening, and potent,
in the film {and most disturbing to
anyone who wishes to maintain pride in
humanity by excluding Hitler from it)
is its portrayal of the willingness of the
people surrounding him to find, joyfully,
in his corruption a saviour from their
own responsibility for making any kind
of moral choice. This applies not only to
fanatics like Goebbels and his wife (who
murdered their own children rather than
let them live in a world without Hitler), but
to those, like Traudl Junge, who chose only
to sec dog lover, not mass killer.

The film ends with a documentary
epilogue from Junge herself. Foralong time,
she says, she held herself blameless because
she was naiive, apolitical, and not aware of
the cxtent of the horrors perpetrated by
her fatherly employer—until, one day, she
passed a monument to a young German
woman executed by the Nazis for her
resistance to their crimes. The woman had
been 22 when she was killed—the same
age Junge was when she started to work
for Hitler. At that moment, she says, she
realised that she could have known if she
had wanted to: the information was there,
but she chose not to see it.

If there is a little Hitler in all of us, if
Hitler is part of human potential, part of

Juliane Kohler, Bruno Ganz, Heino Ferch in Downtall.

the humanity of the human, then our only
redemption is to take responsibility for it
ourselves. One must choose to see, rather
than to remain blind and complicit when
we face the evidence of all too human evil
in the world today.

—Allan James Thomas

JUNE 2005 EUREKA STREET 45



'M LOOKING FOR A BUTTER DIsH. It is a quest, lonely and
romantic, pursucd in op-shops and garage sales. And yes, nos-
talgic. Nostalgia Forte, to be taken with carc.

It kept the butter perfeetly spreadable in most weathers, and
then like fools we changed to margarine. We put the butter dish
away in the back of the cupboard and it went to Narnia, like most
things you put in the back of a cupboard. Wherever it 1s now, it
isn’t here. All the telly ads spruiked marge for a long time, talk-
ing of health and sprcadableness, but now of course we fatties
arc all concerncd with trans-fatty acids and free radicals (which
so tragically now have nothing, nada, zilch, rien to do with
politics). So it’s hack to butter, except now it’s all about timing,
unless you want to gouge holes in toast or break your Vita-Weat
in angry little picces betore it even sees the Vegemite.

Some would accuse me of being a tad OCD about the
butter-dish quest, but the way Isee it, it's symbolic.

It’s like this: once we had a culture (take TV, for instance]
that had a few brands to choosc from {like Western Star butter
or the other one). You had BBC and . V. Or ABC and Channels
Ninc and Seven. We all watched the same thing and talked
about it the next day. News was censored but not yet spun. Dr
Who was an old guy who dodged Dalcks. There was Popeye
thumping Bluto and lots of Westerns like Rawhide, Hopalong
Cassidy and Wagon Train. And movies, sometimes quite
interesting ones: I know that the first time 1 saw Ashes and
Diamonds was on the BBC in 1962.

There are five network channcls now and countless cable
ones. Meanwhile, in my supcrmarket, there arce dozens of
brands of chemical margarine, and phalanxes of artificially
sweetened and gelatine-set yoghurts. There is ‘spreadable’
butter, but it’s been mixed with GM canola. All in the name of
choice and healthy options. And are we thinner and healthier
than we were 40 years ago? Er, no.

When that London doctor tal 1 with Jamic Oliver on
Jamie's Dinners in April and May, a scary picture started to
form, of kids being fed so little fibre that it’s not unknown for
some to be constipated for six weeks, Parents who don’t ever
cook or buy fruit and vegetables. Children who come to school
never having sat at a dinner table and not knowing how to use
a knifc and fork because—you guessed it—they cat in front of
the telly, eating foul chemical takeaways that that samc telly
is urging them to pressure their parents to buy. The telly that
now leaches away their ability to choose good programs because
it offers so many bad oncs. When T was nine, T watched David
Attenborough exploring Borneo and was enthralled. Given a
choice between a David Attenborough doco and Big Brother,
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today’s kids arc going to choose the latter, in exactly ¢ same
way that, when given a choice between Jamic’s fresh food and
the usual deep  ied caca, the school kids chose the caca.

Jamic Oliver and Jo Frost, the Supernanny [on Ning,
Mondays at 7.30pm), arc an antidote to some of this; they
sce children floundering in a swamp of ncgligent laissez-
faire. They both encounter children who are fast becoming
miscrable little emperors, bouncing oft walls because they

arc bribed with sugary, facty, coloured snacks rather
than fed and cared for.

00D 18 ON SBS’s agenda this month, with two secrics that
concentrate on the sociology surrounding the food. The ninth
Fork scries screens on Fridays at 8pm, and takes us round the
Mcditerrancan. If you arc a Pria Viswalingam fan, you'll love
it. Just before this, at 7.30pm on the same night, is a rather less
predictable and more exotic cight-part program, Feast India.
Barry Vera, an English-born chef, travels from Rajasthan to
the Pakistani border, from a salt mince in the Thar Desert to a
Sikh temple in Old Delhi that feeds 70,000 people a day, to the
Malabar Coast where the spices are traded. Don’t miss it. Of
course you will probably be cating your own dinner at 7.30 on
a Friday, so get the youngster to program the VCR for you.

It makes me sad to think that such riches are buried
far away from the cyes of the children who should sce them
instead of the junk they’l be watching. SBS is a channel young
folk rarcly tunc into [except for South Park). Similarly wich the
ABC, Mondays with Four Corners, Media Watch and Enough
Rope just don't get the ratings they deserve. Liz Jackson is such
ajoy to watch. IT'love the way she personally addresses the vari-
ous bullics and liars that they catch out. ‘Now really, XXX,
she’ll say. ‘It wasn’t really like that, was it?” Or words to that
effect. The old program is doing well on her watch.

Unfortunately T can’t say the same for the new Doctor
Who. CGI ba¢  cs don’t make up for sloppy scripting and
lcad actor who is plainly uncomfortable in the part. Bring
back the Daleks. Christopher Eccleston also played the Jesus
character in The Second Coming. 1 hated that too, for diverse
reasons, but it’s all over now so I won’t both  going over its
wrongheadedness, shallow banalities and sheer ugliness.

It all goes to show that a bad dict, whether of food or
culture, makes once ill-tempered and unhealthy. In the mean-
time, it’s torn toast and cviscerated Vita-Weats until I find the
Holy Butter Dish of Antioch.

Juliette Hughes is a freclance writer.
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