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GuEsT OPINION 

On another new world order 
100 years of Rerum Nov arum 

THis MONTH MARKS the centenary of Pope Leo Xlll's encycli
cal, Remm Novamm ('Of New Things'). The encyclical was a 
step forward in its time. It endorsed unionism, called for reform 
of capitalism to protect the poor from exploitation and argued 
for a wider distribution of property, while rejecting extreme 
versions of socialism. It was particularly important for Aus
tralia, since it coincided with the founding of the Labor Party 
and helped legitimate what became the Labor-Catholic 
alignment. It appears to have influenced Mr Justice J .B. 
O'Higgins' Sunshine Harvester judgment in 1907, which pro
vided the foundation of the Australian wage-fixing system. 

Yet a closer look at Rerum Novamm reveals some sur
prises, for in many ways it was a conservative document, 
struggling to slough off the assumptions of medieval Europe. 
Leo retained an attachment to a hierarchical vision of society 
and a preference for a Catholic confessional state. He neither 
supported the right to strike nor called for a family wage, though 
England's Cardinal Manning and Australia's Cardinal Moran 
interpreted him as having done so. 

The encyclical also came late, because the Church before 
Leo had been dominated by political reaction. Time and again, 
Catholic social reformers like Ozanam had been defeated by 
more conservative opponents. Only slowly did people like 
Bishop Ketteler in Germany win the support of Catholic social 
movements and the papacy. Had Leo continued the reaction
ary social thinking of his predecessor, Pius IX, many of the 
Catholic workers in the English-speaking world may have been 
lost to the Church, as they were in Europe. Rerum Novamm 
remained, however, a steady beacon during the darkness of the 
anti-Modernist campaigns under Leo's successor, Pius X, for 
social reformers were able to claim it as their charter. 

Today, Rerum Novarum retains more than historical 
interest. Much of the exploitation experienced during the 
Industrial Revolution in Europe is rampant throughout the 
Third World, and the scale of economic hardship in the East
ern bloc is clear. In the United States, union busting remains 
common and minimum wage rates are much too low. Leo led 
a battle charge; the war continues. Recent initiatives within 
the Church have included the US bishops' statements on peace 
in 1983 and on inequities in the American economy in 1987. 
The Australian bishops' wealth inquiry follows this path. As 
Cardinal Etchegaray, president of the Pontifical Council for 
Justice and Peace, said, 'For once the Church is not late in its 
appointment with humanity. ' The most urgent task now, ac
cording to Archbishop Rembert Weakland, of Milwaukee, USA, 
is a moral evaluation of international capitalism. This endeav
our was broached by Pope John Paul IT 's encyclical, Laborem 
Exercens. How is distributive justice to be realised on a world 
scale? We may not have another 100 years to provide the an
swer. B - BRUCE D uNCAN CSsR 
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Power and the Glory ( 1940) are famous: 
'Mr Tench went out to look for his oth
er cylinder: out into the blazing Mexi
can sun and the bleaching dust. A few 
vultures looked down from the roof 
with shabby indifference: he wasn't 
carrion yet.' 

L oum m GAAHAM GmN>O afte< 
Easter silenced a voice that, for the 
greater part of this century, has posed 
questions of what it meant to be 
human, what it meant to be Catholic. 
As a novelist, Greene eschewed the 
theme of class that fascinated his con
temporaries. Instead, he wrote about 
the big issues of his age: the Vietnam 
War, South Africa, Latin American 
dictatorships, persecuted Catholics, 
international capitalism and East-West 
tensions. His were not thesis novels, 
aimed at proving a point. They explored 
how human beings might behave in 
straitened times. Their sympathies lay 
with the victims, not with any ideolo
gy. 

Graham Greene 1904-1991 

What fun wits have had with those 
vultures, and the bleaching dust and the 
blazing sun. Magazines ran competi
tions for parodies of Graham Greene
competitions he himself sometimes 
won under an assumed name. Equally 
there were those who mocked when his 
description of the results of a battle in 
Vietnam, in The Quiet American 
( 1955 ), seemed extreme: 'The canal was 
full of bodies: I am reminded now of an 

He puzzled some by saying that a novelist's first 
duty was loyalty to his characters and disloyalty to any 
institution that might claim his fealty: 'The writer is 
driven by his own vocation to be a Protestant in a Cath
olic society, a Catholic in a Protestant one, to see the 
virtues of the capitalist in a communist society, of the 
communist in a capitalist state.' Ideologies found this 
distasteful. The typical Greene character lives between 
here and eternity, on the rim between keeping your 
balance and falling off the edge. He advised critics to 
pay attention to the epigraphs put at the head of his 
novels. For The Heart of the Matter (1948) he chose 
words of the French poet Charles Peguy: 'The sinner is 
at the heart of Christianity ... No one is as competent as 
the sinner in the matter of Christianity. No one, except 
possibly the saint.' This confused reviewers into think
ing that the hero of this novel, the troubled policeman 
Scobie who commits suicide, one of Greene's finest 
creations, was intended by the author to be a saint. Not 
so, Greene wrote to Evelyn Waugh; he was a muddled 
man, full of goodwill but not a saint. 

Many of Greene's characters are like that. They live 
-as his own favourite epigraph, from his favourite poet 
Robert Browing, has it-'on the dangerous edge of 
things'. They are (Browning again) 'the honest thief, 
the tender murderer, the superstitious atheist.' Thus 
they are often contradictory characters; and it is their 
contradictions which elicit the novelist's attention. One 
way or another, they are failures; and in their failure 
lies their humanity. Humanity, as Greene came to know 
it, is incompleted and doomed to incompletion. Another 
epigraph, from John Henry Newman, would give theo
logical expression to this observation: ' the human race 
is implicated in some terrible aboriginal calamity'. 

Civilised society hides this from view and escapes 
from considering it too closely. Not so the world of 
Greene's novels- a world that rots and stinks and dies; 
a world not of superabundant life, but something nearer 
to death in the afternoon. The opening sentences of The 

Irish stew containing too much meat. The bodies over
lapped: one head, seal-grey, and anonymous as a convict 
with a shaven scalp, stuck up out of the water like a 
buoy. There was no blood: I suppose it had flowed away 
a long time ago.' 

By the time that appeared, someone had invented 
the term 'Greeneland' to describe the seedy, doomed 
territory the novelist had made his own. In vain he pro
tested that he had been there and seen such things for 
himself: 'In the canal of Phat Diem the bodies stuck out 
of the water .. . ' It was useless; they had never noticed 
that the world was like that. Indeed Greene had been 
there to see for himself. His travel writing, recently 
collected, is quite different from the usual travel books, 
not only because of its muscular prose- all nouns and 
verbs, with few adjectives and even fewer adverbs -
but also because it offers no travellers ' tips on where to 
eat and what to see. It is too interested in the dangerous 
edge of things: terror in Haiti, poverty in India, socialist 
hope in Cuba, the hazards of innocence in Vietnam and 
embattled Catholicism in Poland. 

Greene's writing turns its back on the comfortable 
life of bourgeois civilities. Something similar can be said 
of his religious dimensions. Here life is lived under the 
eye of God, with the sinner having rights as well as the 
saint. His travels through Mexico during the anti
Catholic persecution of the mid-1930s (The Lawless 
Roads, 1939) put the recent convert in touch with an 
underground Church. From then on, it became clear, 
he would prefer Miguel Pro, the Mexican Jesuit execut
ed by firing squad, to 'Ronnie' Knox, the Oxford chaplain, 
or the Jesuits of Farm Street in London. The world of 
rubrics, the Roman Curia and 'official' Catholicism 
would hold diminishing interest for the man who had 
watched faithful peasants praying with outstretched 
crucifonn anns in desecrated churches, and who had 
received communion from the soiled hands of outlaw 
priests. His Catholicism, too, would find itself on the 
dangerous edge of things. • - Edmund Campion 

VoLUM E 1 N uMBER 3 • EUREKA STREET 5 



THE LAND 

FRANK BRENNAN 

Time to treat justly 
The bicentenary celebrations in 1988 highlighted rather than resolved 

Aboriginal grievances caused by the European occupation of their land. 
Another opportunity for a symbolic reconciliation of black and white 

Australians is approaching, the centenary of federation in 2001. 

A T TH"' 1991 n•6on•l convention, the 
Young Liberals stirred the land rights possum that had 
long been lying idle in the roof of Parliament House. 
Starting the year with the smell of govermnent in their 
nostrils, they thought the time had come to put their 
stamp on contemporary issues. It was simplistic overkill, 
and it forced their seniors to publish a defence of land 
rights such as the conservative side of politics had not 
made for years. Even in a recession, there are not 
necessarily votes to be had from bashing the blacks. And 
politicians of all persuasions have had to acknowledge 
something of Aboriginal claims to special treatment, to 
put right the treatment meted out to them, as landhold
ers and as citizens, for more than two centuries. 

The Hawke government had gone into the Christ
mas recess with a flurry of cabinet decisions and legis
lative initiatives under the guillotine. An1ong these was 
a deci ion to establish a Council of Aboriginal Recon
ciliation until the centenary of the Australian Consti
tution, on l January 2001. Half ofthe council's members 
will be Aboriginal. But Cabinet's decision is a far cry 
from the treaty proposed by Mr Hawke when he met 
Aboriginal leaders at the Barunga Sports and Cultural 
Festival in 1988 and signed the Barunga Declaration. 

Some Aboriginal leaders believe they are locked into 
a meaningless word game, designed only to save the 
Government face. Others have reserved their opinion, 
waiting to see what changes are wrought by the Abo
riginal and Torres Strait Islanders Commission region
al councils elected for the first time in November last 
year. The Govermnent faces a dilemma. If too much is 
offered to Aborigines, the Opposition will withdraw its 
support, or at least break its silence. If too little, 
Aborigines and their supporters will abandon the proc
ess, to seek tangible results through a more con
frontational kind of political bartering. 
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On the day before the opening of Parliament in May 
last, Bob Hawke wrote to the Leader of the Opposition, 
John Hewson, advising him 'of the Government's wish 
to achieve a more bipartisan approach in furthering the 
welfare of the Aborigines and Torres Strait Islanders and 
advancing the concept of an instrument of reconcilia
tion'. The Prime Minister sent a copy of this letter to 

the leader of the Australian Democrats, to state premiers 
and territory chief ministers, and to opposition leaders 
in the various Australian parliaments. The Prime Min
ister said: 'It is our intent to continue to consult with 
the coalition and seek a bipartisan approach on these 
matters. There will also be a need for early consulta
tions with the states, church leaders and others.' 

Next day, the Governor-General, Bill Hayden, 
delivered a bland address on the Government's program 
for micro-economic reform. It was a sombre affair, 
attracting little attention until he came to the matter of 
the treaty. He announced: '[The Government] will be 
seeking wide community support and bipartisan politi
cal endorsement of an instrument of reconciliation, 
variously referred to as a treaty or compact, between 
Aboriginal and Torres Strait Islander Australians and 
the wider Australian community. The form and con
tent of such a document will not and cannot be final
ised until extensive consultation is initiated with 
Aboriginal and Torres Strait Islander people and other 
Australians. This process of consultation will be 
enhanced following the recent establishment of the 
Aboriginal and Torres Strait Islander Commission.' 

There was restless movement on the Opposition 
benches. Six weeks later, after intense discussion with 
senior colleagues, Hewson replied to Hawke's letter. 
Treating it as a 'sounding out of the coalition's support 
for a process of reconciliation', he wrote: 'I would point 
out, as stated specifically in our current policy, that the 



.. . 

coalition "is open to consideration of proposals which 
will improve relationships between Aborigines and other 
Australians". It is not possible, however, to give any 
firm commitment to a more bipartisan approach to a 
process of reconciliation at this stage until we know 
precisely what it is you intend to propose. You 
acknowledge that the coalition recognises the impor
tance of reconciliation and, to this end, we would like 
to know how you intend to proceed with regards to a 
process of reconciliation as there may be room for con
siderable common ground.' 

Hawke had paid tribute to the coalition's achieve
ments while in government for the betterment of Abo
rigines, including the 1967 referendum, the Bonner 
resolution, the NAC-Govemrnent discussions on the 
makarrata [the Aboriginal term for the treaty], the Ab
original Development Commission, and the 1983 Sen
ate committee report. He might also have included the 
Land Rights Act for the Northern Territory. Mr Hawke 
noted that all these measures had 'received strong bi
partisan support' and, pleading for a return to biparti
sanship, claimed there was broad agreement between 
the parties on some objectives, including Aboriginal self
sufficiency, improvement in health, education, em
ployment and housing. 

Hewson welcomed the call to bipartisanship as a 
significant break with the recent past. He claimed that 
the bipartisan approach had been broken in the past 
seven years by the 'Government's pursuit of the nation
al land rights legislation, your treaty proposal and 
ATSIC.' This line had been put strongly by the Opposi
tion since Clyde Holding tried to go it alone on national 
land rights. When national land rights was abandoned 

Theft of land 
from people 

a concept of 
group ownership 
is a rectifiable 
moral wrong 
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in 1986, the then Opposition spokesman, David Con
nolly, said the actions of the Hawke Government had 
'turned the tide of public opinion massively against not 
only land rights but also the need to give specific support 
to Aboriginal Australians.' 

By 1989, Fred Chaney, maintaining a watchful eye 
on Aboriginal affairs, was exasperated with the Labor 
Government's approach, and the way it had applied it
self 'to romance, to theory, to totems and to self-indul
gence'. Hewson's letter echoed this theme. Criticising 
insufficiently monitored programs, duplication of 
services and administrative inefficiencies, he wrote that 
he was sure Mr Hawke would understand 'that we would 
not want a more bipartisan approach to limit us from 
criticising your Government so long as we perceive these 
issues as being inadequately addressed'. Many members 
of the coalition believe that the Government only seeks 
bipartisanship on Aboriginal affairs when it is in trou
ble. They are not about to let the Government off the 
hook, whatever the commitment to reconciliation. 

Seeking to avoid a semantic debate about the word 
'treaty', Hawke had said that he was not wedded to this 
term: 'What I believe is important is that there be a 
process of reconciliation. In my view, the consultation 
processes will be as important as the eventual outcome. 
But there is little hope of a worthwhile outcome, even 
to consultations, without the support of the majority of 
Australians. I understand that in the recent past, the 
coalition, on the basis of an assumption that the nature 
of a "treaty" involves an agreement between two na
tions, has stated its opposition to such a cause. I assure 
you that it has never been in the Government's mind 
that the reconciliation process lead to such an outcome.' 

VoLUME 1 NuMBER 3 • EUREKA STREET 7 



There is no 

reason why a 

mature nation 

should deny 

itself the 

opportunity of 

using its 

Constitution to 

express the 

fundamentals of 

its identity as a 

nation-state 
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Nothing could be clearer. The instrument, what
ever it might be called, will have no implications in 
international law. Hewson restated the objections to a 
trea ty or anything like it by another name: 'Our 
opposition to a treaty is based on our strongly held be
lief that Australians belong to one nation, and one group 
of Australians cannot have a treaty with the rest of the 
nation. It has been our consistent position since 1981 
that a treaty has implications in international law which 
are unacceptable to the Australian people.' 

Whatever Hewson is opposing, it is not what Hawke 
is proposing, nor what he has ever proposed. If the 
Opposition were to reject his proposal, they would have 
to admit that their new position was inconsistent with 

what they had proposed, or at least tolerated, in 
1981-a negotiated agreement with Aborigines, 
subject to constraints and having no effect in in
ternational law. As Leader of the Opposition, 
Andrew Peacock had criticised the Government 
for 'its resort to highly symbolic gestures in place 
of a careful and continuing attention to the ad
ministration of effective programs'. This false di
chotomy between the symbolic and the material 
overlooks the possibility that there is a need for 
effective programs as well as symbolic gestures. 
Without effective programs, symbolic gestures will 
be a sham anyway. 

Hewson still maintains a suggestion of the 
dichotomy: 'In our view, an ongoing process of 
reconciliation and adequate positive programs and 
material support which leads to a significant im
provem ent in the standard of living, quality of life 
and self esteem of Aboriginal Australians would 
enhance their cause in a more meaningful way than 
a treaty or similar instrument.' There is no reason 
why there should not be both a process and an 
instrument of reconciliation. Hewson recognises 
'the importance of symbolism in Aboriginal cul
ture' but overlooks the importance of symbolism 
for all Australians in seeking to express our true 
identity, reconciled with our past. To date, the 

coalition has been profoundly pessimistic about this. 
On 7 November 1990, the Opposition raised as a 

matter of public importance 'the Hawke Government's 
lack of performance and accountability in the adminis
tration of Aboriginal affairs'.The Opposition spokesman, 
Michael Wooldridge, referred to Hewson 's letter to 
Hawke and said that 'in the four-and-a-half months since 
that letter was sent, we have not had the courtesy of a 
reply. If the Minister would care to give us a reply or 
would care to pass the message on to the Prime Minis
ter, we really would like to have the opportunity to offi
cially know what he is thinking and to try to work 
together to find some common ground.' Within the 
month, the cabinet decision was made and announced, 
and the Government issued a discussion paper on Abo
riginal reconciliation. 

Reconciliation can be effected by exercising col
lective responsibility for our present social reality. It will 
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not be furthered by harping on collective guilt for the 
past . In this, our national politicians could have a role 
to play . There are three separate questions to be 
answered in the process. 

What do Aborigines want? 
There is a wide variety of Aboriginal viewpoints. Some, 
like Michael Mansell, will not be party to any process 
that presumes them to be Australian citizens. They 
claim to be Australian Aborigines rather than Aborigi
nal Australians subject to the laws and policies of Aus
tralian Governments. They assert a sovereignty that was 
never voluntarily surrendered, and see domestic treaty 
talk as a denial of their separate nation status. 

Others, like Charles Perkins, proudly see them
selves as part of the Australian nation. Perkins has said: 
'Aboriginal people would do well to consider that, in 
the coming decade, they can gain benefits for themselves 
and the nation by playing a more involved role in areas 
beyond Aboriginal affairs'. If the Mansell viewpoint 
enjoyed wide support among Aborigines, there would 
be no point in the Government proceeding with any 
process of reconciliation premised on Aborigines being 
citizens seeking recognition, rights and reconciliation 
under Australian law and through the Australip.n Gov
ernment. If, as I suspect, the Perkins view can be shown 
to reflect the aspirations of most Aborigines, there would 
be point in proceeding. 

What are the moral entitlements of Aborigines? 
What additional rights ought Aborigines to have under 
Australian law, not simply because they are poor, dis
advantaged or dispossessed, but because they are Abo
riginal-descendants of the traditional owners of this 
land, and the primary custodians of the culture that is 
unique to this society? Such entitlements are unlikely 
to take the form of individual rights enforceable in the 
courts. But they may be collective entitlements capable 
of respect and recognition. Aborigines are not the only 
experts in justice, and simplistic claims couched as 
moral absolutes remain arguable, whether their pro
tagonists are Aborigines or Young Liberals. 

Young Liberals are entitled to assert that the 'orig
inal inhabitants of Australia did not possess any con
cept of private ownership of land, so no property was 
taken from them and there is no moral justification for 
any alleged descendants to be granted land on the basis 
of ancestry'.But ancestry is a question of fact determin
able by evidence, and theft of land from people who have 
a concept of group ownership is a rectifiable moral 
wrong. There is room for argument here. Many, and not 
only Aborigines, would concede that Aborigines in some 
circumstances do have a moral claim. 

What is politically achievable? 
Hawke, Hewson and their minders may be better in
formed in answering this question than Perkins, Mansell 
and theirs . Australians generally have no absorbing 

Continued page 10 



INTERVIEW 

MORAG FRASER 

More than a question of real estate 

The most vividly individualised characters in Thomas 
Keneally's latest novel, Flying Hero Class, are the 
members of an Aboriginal dance troupe. Keneally trav
elled with a group of Aboriginal actors in the US in 1985, 
and while that experience is not directly translated in 
the new novel, it did affect and amplify his views about 
Aboriginal relationship with the land. In Canberra re
cently he discussed his experience of Aboriginal culture 
and his views on the prospects for reconciliation between 
black and white Australians. 

Thomas Keneally : I think Australian white setttlement 
began with a breathtaking sense of eurocentricity. It 
began with Governor Phillip coming ashore around 
about ll.30am on 26 January to read his commission, 
or have it read to him ... 

Morag Fraser : ... just around morning tea time. 
Absolutely. Now that meant that if that was at 11.30arn, 
then at 11.25am this country, according to our legal fic
tion, was terra nullius. And at 11 .35arn it was suddenly 
crown land. It was part of the mystical body of the crown. 
And we think Aboriginal sorcery is astounding! This 
was a most astounding act of sorcery. Breathtaking! And 
in that commission of Phillip's there was no basis for 
an Aboriginal claim. 

Anthropologists say there are a lot of inaccuracies 
in Bruce Chatwin's book, Songlines, but I remember in 
that something which, as a layman, I believe to be very 
accurate. He said that Australia was a spaghetti of od
ysseys and iliads written in geological terms. He was 
talking about the Aboriginal songlines, the fact that there 
was an Aboriginal map of Australia, unlike what Voss 
believed in Patrick White's great novel. Remember in 
that when Voss 's backer-the draper from Sydney-asks, 
'Mr Voss, will you take a map?', and Voss says, as a 
European would, and as historians often have, and as 
we have been taught to think,'The map--I will first 
make one'. He's saying there's no map out there, there's 
no real continent. There's a nullity. And I think that 
we will not adjust and attend to this problem until we 
realise that Voss's attitude (which isn't the same as 
Patrick White's, but Patrick White was nonetheless 
depicting a European attitude) was wrong. There was a 
map. 

Would you translate that a little more, Tom . Spell out 
just what the map consisted in! 
Well, the songlines which connected the geological sites 
in ancient Australia, songlines represented in the paint
ings of Yuendumu and Papunya, they will run, say, from 
up near Broome. Each geological feature will have a 

relationship to a particular 
adventure of an ancestor 
hero. Every four-year-old 
Aboriginal child who is raised 
traditionally knows some
thing of what's two hundred 
or three hundred miles down 
the track because they know 
the journey, they know the 
dreaming. I find it very ex-
citing that that map pre-ex- '-. 
isted. But the fact that it did 
pre-exist means that they had 
title, doesn't it. And we've 
said there is no land title. 
And that's the proposition on 
which the famous land case 
of 1971 was based where Jus
tice Blackburn said there was 
no common law title, no 
precedent in common law for 
Aboriginal title to a proper
ty. He said they had a just case, if only there were, in 
common law, some title. 

It 's hard to know where's the horse and where the cart 
is in a statement like that. 
Yes, that's right. Absolutely. It 's extremely eurocen
tric. The argument was that they had no sense of title 
and that therefore we didn't have to come to terms with 
them. This is a continuing problem. That is why I would 
like all parties to seek a treaty so that we have legitimacy 
and so that aboriginal legitimacy is recognised. Of course 
I have the most selfish reasons for wanting this, the most 
selfish white reasons: it is so that we can get on togeth
er, so that we can be forgiven by the dispossessed race 
and therefore be led into a genuine citizenship of this 
country. If you deny the legitimacy of another person 
you are denying your own legitimacy. 
If in a marriage you oppress one partner you are yourself 
ultimately oppressed. The other partner might bear the 
more visible scars but the result is you can't live or ex
pect a good life, you can't get away with it if there is an 
unacknowledged and unrecognised denial at the base of 
everything. 

You talk about having 'selfish reasons'. I assume you 
also have reasons which are not just the selfish ones., 
and thoughts about action and processes which move 
beyond the alleviation of white guilt. 
It is not purely the alleviation of white guilt. It is that 
I know that inequity poisons everything Therefore, for 

V OLUME 1 N UMBER 3 • EUREKA STREET 9 



10 

From page 8 

concern about an agreement between two separate par
ties distinguished on the basis of race, two centuries 
after the first wave of non-Aboriginal migration. But they 
may be open to negotiating and guaranteeing the place 
of Aborigines in the Commonwealth, while reviewing 
the Constitution in the lead up to its centenary. There 
is no reason why a mature nation should deny itseli the 
opportunity of using its Constitution to express the 
fundamentals of its identity as a nation-state. 

The Barunga statement was signed by two trad
itional elders in the Northern Territory, each of whom 
espoused the need for a treaty within one Australia
what the other signatories, Bob Hawke and Gerry Hand, 
now call an instrument of reconciliation. The elder from 
the Centre, Wen ten Rubuntja, said: 'Today there are lots 
of people living in this country. People who have come 
from all over the world. But we don't call them for
eigners. We don't ask, "Where's your country? Where's 
your father from? " They have been born here. Their 
mother's blood is in this country ... This is their coun
try, too, now. So all of us have to live together. We have 
to look after each other. We have to share this country. 
And this means respecting each others' laws and cul
ture. We have to work out a way of sharing this coun
try, but there has to be an understanding of and respect 
of our culture, or law. Hopefully that's what this treaty 
will mean. ' 

the health of our body politic we should attend to this 
question or allow it to be attended to by the Aboriginal 
people if they want to be the main agents. There is a 
great timidity in the Australian soul. It is more than 
timidity. It is pusillanimity. And it is a small minded
ness. Because we are small minded about admitting 
their sovereignty, either previous or present, or howev
er we want to do it, we demean ourselves, and we un
dermine our legitimacy. What was noticeable about the 
bicentennial, in which I participated, was the feeling of 
illegitimacy that a lot of white Australians had. They felt 
that something had been poisoned at the source and that 
therefore we were an illegitimate nation. I don't quite 
go along with that. If you believe you are an illegiti
mate nation you've got to pack up and go, or you've got 
to attend to the condition immediately and in the 
quickest way possible. So I do feel there has to be a 
treaty which is also an instrument of reconciliation. We 
cannot afford to go on pretending, hand on heart, before 
the wide world, that we have not undermined our own 
legitimacy by denying the legitimacy of the indigenous 
people. So I think that this is a matter of crucial impor
tance for Australia. And I would even submit that or
dinary people know it is. 

So how does one do something without the initative 
being just one more form of bandwaggoning or exploi
tation? 
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The elder from the North, Galarrwuy Yunupingu 
said: 'What we want from a treaty is the creation of a 
just and mature society which black and white Aus
tralians can enjoy together. A treaty which recognises 
our rights and our status will provide the basis for 
building a society in which people live in mutual re
spect. To those people who say they support the con
cept of "One Australia" I can only say that I agree. There 
should be one Australia and we should be part of it. But 
our part should be on our tenns. A treaty will wipe out 
injustice and redress the wrongs of today, which can be 
traced to the wrongs of the past. It will put us on the 
right track for the future. It will create an Australia we 
can all share in pride. It will mean, in 2088 and 2188 
and all the other '88s, all Australians celebrating their 
achievement.' 

Approaching the centenary of our existence as a 
federation under the Constitution, we have the time to 
negotiate a just and proper settlement. Committed to 
finding common ground, we need to settle so that no 
Australian will be alien to the land or to the society 
that is our common heritage. • 

Frank Brennan SJ is director of Uniya, the Jesuit insti
tute for social research and action in Kings Cross, Syd
ney, and adviser on Aboriginal affairs to the Australian 
Catholic bishops. 

It is very hard to do it while children are not taught 
anything real about Aboriginal culture and Aborigines 
in relation to Australia in the school system. We should 
emerge from school with a powerful sense of that Abo
riginal planet, Australia, for this reason: that they've 
been here for a minimum forty thousand years. That's 
two hundred thousand generations We've been here for 
six generations. The idea that just because we are of 
the race who invented the internal combustion engine 
we have nothing to learn from what we call pre-history, 
but which two thousand generations of Aborigines 
would have considered very real life, is preposterous. A 
lot of Australians say,' Aw, I'm sick of hearing about the 
Aboriginal issue'. They are going to be sick of it until 
there is at least this instrument. 

Has your experience writing and travelling with 
Aboriginal artists altered your own sense of the land? 

I think that the European artistic record shows that 
we were for a long time ambiguous about Australia. 
There was a powerful feeling in a lot of Europeans that 
the country could gobble you up. Well, I was born at 
the end of that era. I felt dutifully like that. But I feel 
less and less like it now and I don 't think the new gen
eration will feel it at all. I admired and envied the Ab
origines I travelled with because of their connection with 
this place, their place. I envied that extremely passionate 
attachment to the land as something more than real 
estate. • 



THE NATION 

PAuL RooAN 

Poor Johnny one note 
It is bad for the country when the advisers of those who 

rule all speak with one voice. 

I N COMMON W>TH the mcdi•, the 
bureaucracy is part of what might 
be called the tyranny of consen
sus within Australia. Quite 
simply, the range of views 
allowed on the economic 
agenda has shrunk to an 
alarming degree. Those who 
step outside a narrow eco
nomic rationalist perspective 
receive little or no attention 
and have been marginalised 
within the Labor Party. 
'Competition is good', 'the 
public sector is bad' are 
among the tenets of the dom
inant ideology. A few brave 
souls, such as academic Hugh 
Stretton or Age economics 
editor Kenneth Davidson, 
argue for an alternative view 
but they struggle to be heard 
above the the prevailing chorus. 

The contribution of the media 
to this state of affairs was discussed 
by Margaret Simons (Eureka Street, March '91 )and I shall 
not elaborate on it. What is contended here, and 
lamented, is that there is an apparent lack of breadth in 
the advice governments receive from public servants, 
with serious consequences for public policy and, ulti
mately, for the quality of our democracy. It is not sug
gested that every public service department should 
embrace a full range of views merely for the sake of di
versity. There would appear little value in a government 
headed by John Hewson having a Marxist as head of the 
Treasury. However, as will be seen, there is evidence 
that the key economic departments in Canberra are 
dominated by a particularly narrow right-wing economic 
perspective. The obvious consqeuence is that only advice 

of a certain kind is tendered, to 
which the smart retort might be 

that only advice of a certain kind 
is sought, and that senior pub
lic servants do not appoint 
themselves. There is truth in 
this, and a chicken-and-egg 
argument can easily develop 
from pursuing the point. But 
senior public servants do ap
point their underlings, and 
these appointees provide the 
pool from which govern
ments choose future senior 
public servants. 

The traditional notion of 
the civil service has been so 
parodied by Yes Minister that 
to restate it virtually invites 
ridicule. Nevertheless, theory 
has it that a neutral public serv
ice, selected and promoted on 
the basis of merit, advises gov

ernment on how to implement its 
program. Public servants, like aca

demics, are supposed to be protected by permanent 
appointments. In other words, they should not have to 
fear dismissal if they offer unwelcome or unpalatable 
advice. The Westminster model, of course, is just that
a model. Human beings have ideologies and prejudices, 
and a competent minister will bear this in mind when 
listening to public service advice. Moreover, in two re
spects it is clear that the Australian experience has 
drifted some way from the model. 

In the late 1960s the species ministerial adviser 
evolved from the political swamp. The adviser was sup
posed to look after the minister's 'political' interests but 
in fact often acted as a buffer between the minister and 
public service. Needless to say, this species is not much 
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loved by public servants but has nonetheless flourished 
over the years and shows no sign of extinction. A sec
ond relevant development has been the emergence of 
the Special Executive Service. Under this scheme, cer
tain top positions within a department may be filled on 
a contract basis, with salary incentives for superior per
formance. Predictably, this system is extremely popu
lar with those who believe that the answer to Australia's 
problems lies in replacing the practices and ethos of the 
public sector with those of the private sector. The 
potential of the Special Executive Service to lend itself 
to greater politicisation is obvious, although it is too 
early for a definitive judgment. 

In the public service, as in our constitution, we seem 
to be stuck with an American/British hybrid, retaining 
aspects of the neutral/permanent system while moving 
in some way towards a non-permanent, more politicised 
approach. Whether this makes a case for abandoning 
the pretence of neutrality and opting for the US system 
is an interesting theoretical question. But what is cause 
for grave practical concern is the paradoxical situation 
in which the senior ranks of the public service seem to 
be dominated by men (usually) who, to some extent, 
appear to question the very rationale of the public service 
and the role of the state. The paucity of public sector 
advocates in the current bureaucracy is, in my view, of 
greater concern than the dearth of right-wing ideologues 
in the supposedly Keynesian public service of the 1950s 
and 1960s. 

Dr Michael Pusey, in his survey of the attitudes of 
senior federal public servants (The Age, 27 September 
1990), uncovered a set of views that should alarm any
one who sees an adequately funded public sector as an 
essential component of a just society, and who would 
contend that the test of a successful polity lies not in 
the number of millionaires per square kilometre but in 
the treatment afforded the least well off. Dr Pusey re
vealed that 79 per cent of those surveyed 'favoured re
ducing the state's involvement in social and economic 
spheres', 74 per cent shared 'doubts and fears about the 
growing intervention of the state' and, perhaps most as
tonishingly, '43 per cent thought the distribution of in
come was biased towards wage earners, with only 21 
per cent seeing it as biased towards employers and own
ers'. This last figure is truly staggering, since it suggests 
either ignorance of the decline in real wages in the past 
seven years or, worse, the view that even the pounding 
that wage and salary earners have endured is far from 
the optimum punishment. Cliches about ivory towers 
and Canberra's detachment from reality seem most apt. 

Dr Pusey found that 72 per cent of the bureaucrats 
surveyed were economists, had a median age of 40 and 
' their view of the world was straight out of economics 
text books'. It is my contention that although these 
economists have probably been 'trained', they have not 
been educated. The distinction between training and 
education is a critical one, but one largely lost on the 
present federal government. As Hugh Stretton points 
out, (Political Essays, 1987) earlier genera tions of pub-
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lie servants, including those in treasury/finance depart
ments, were broadly educated people able to see eco
nomic decisions in the context of history and of the 
government's social obligations. 

It is barely conceivable that the current economic 
policy advisers ever stood around the tutorial room dis
cussing the elements of a just society. Quite simply, 
justice is not on the agenda. Ponder the implications of 
the Treasurer describing as 'a great set of figures ' a pol
icy outcome that in fact inflicts suffering and depriva
tion on large numbers of his citizens. Is this not the 
triumph of dogn1a on a grand scale? Judge us not on 
outcomes but on our adherence to the new-right cate
chism. An episode of Yes Minister parodies the (admit
tedly exaggerated) notion that the British civil service 
should be run by men with a first in classics from 
Oxbridge. If, however, the episode 's message is that 
departments should be run by narrow specialists, then 
such a view is wrong-and dangerous. Given a choice, I 
would opt for a public service dominated by 
classicists rather than economists. It is my 

suspicion that specialists do more harm than 
generalists. 

IN FOLLOWING NEW-RIGHT DOG MA, Australia suffers from 
two crippling historical limitations. The first is the 
cringe, as we slavishly follow what is seen as fashiona
ble economic dogma from the United States and Brit
ain; the second is that we are invariably out of 
date-there is now significant disillusionment with 
economic rationalism in Britain and the US, but we 
persist full-bore with a privatisation program and other 
elements of the new-right shopping list. Is it too much 
to expect that bureaucratic advice should incorporate 
the lessons to be learnt from overseas experience? The 
opening of political prisons and the smashing of Berlin 
Walls do not, of themselves, guarantee flourishing plu
ralism, but it is sobering to reflect that a more vigorous 
and diverse economic debate is occurring in Eastern 
Europe than in Australia. 

Australia has had no political prisons or Berlin 
Walls, but it is hard to escape the conclusion that the 
economic policy debate has rarely, if ever, been more 
limited. Views outside a very narrow perspective are 
ridiculed or, more often, ignored. Those who suggest 
that governments have social obligations and should rule 
with compassion are traduced as 'wimps'. What a 
wretched Americanism that word is! It is surely possi
ble that current economic directions are wrong, and the 
discovery of error can only come from the considera
tion of alternatives. In not providing sufficient breadth 
of options the public service is failing, but that failing is 
part of a wider Australian problem: the lack of suffi
cient diversity of economic ideas. A flourishing of 
diversity is a necessary precondition for better policy 
outcomes and, just possibly, a fairer society. • 

Paul Rodan is an administrator at Monash University. 
He lectures part-time in politics . 



The lore of ditninishing returns 

L BANKS ARE NOT especially the Government's friend 
at the moment. During the past few years Paul Keating 
has been known to blame them for mismanagement or 
lack of initiative. It would suit the Government to have 
the banks cop some blame for the recession. So why 
did the Government, and in particular the former 
Attorney-General Gareth Evans, and the Justice Min
ister, Michael Tate, try vigorously to keep the Westpac 
letters from being tabled in Parliament? 

There was a case, remember, for the letters to be 
seen as deserving, at Parliament's discretion, to remain 
suppressed. These were confidential exchanges between 
solicitor and client, covering matters still before the 
courts. But parliaments have never been zealous about 
preserving private rights when matters are in the public 
interest. On this occasion, the Clerk of the Senate, Har
ry Evans, advised the President, Kerry Sibraa, that 
Democrat Senator Paul McLean ought to be allowed to 
table the letters. Why, then, did Senators Evans and Tate 
vehemently disagree-and prevail on the President not 
only to rule otherwise but to establish an ad hoc com
mittee, with the two Opposition legal luminaries, Sen
ators Durack and Hill, to devise strategies to keep the 
documents out? 

The answer is not complicated. There is a royal 
commission into the Tricontinental disaster in Victo
ria. Another into W A Inc. And another into the collapse 
of the State Bank of South Australia. By the middle of 
the year, each of these inquiries could start uncovering 
material damaging to Labor Party interests. Who knows 
what might be unearthed? Certainly Senators Evans and 
Tate do not, but each has been in the game long enough 
to know that one should let one's imagination run wild. 
It might yet become necessary for lawyers representing 
party interests to argue before royal commissioners that 
certain documents should be regarded as privileged. 

Then why spoil a good argument in advance by 
adopting a liberal line on the Westpac documents for 
the simple pleasure (almost certainly of short-term 
benefit) of seeingWestpacannoyedandhurniliated? The 
senators could well have reflected that observers of the 
catalogue of incompetence, mismanagement and out
right dishonesty revealed in the Westpac letters might 
blame the Government that created a climate for such 
events by deregulating banking. 

There is nothing particularly naughty about this 
sort of strategic political thinking. It is just that Gareth 
Evans and Michael Tate have managed to retain, 
through long years in Government, continuing reputa
tions for straightforwardness, and even for judging issues 
on their merits. 

Alas, these are different and desperate days. Feder
ally, Labor's day of reckoning is still two years off. But 

though it has snatched wins against the odds on the 
past two occasions, the odds are very, very long against 
a third miracle. As for the states, only Queensland 
looks safe for Labor. 

Royal commissions and the state of the economy 
are damaging and will continue to damage Labor in 
the area in which, at great cost to its internal cohe
siveness, it has worked hardest over the past decade: 
acquiring a reputation for economic competence. To 
think that a Federal Government which went into of
fice with one policy only-to avoid repeating anything 
that Whitlam had done-and which continually made 
'tough' economic decisions, should be on the rack for 
economic mismanagement. Or that a Victorian Gov
ernment so austere that the public purse was notal
lowed to buy John Cain's teabags stands convicted of 
economic profligacy. Or that the sound conservative 
management of a John Bannon could come so badly 
unstuck. And that a Western Australian Government 
overanxious to be the party of state business and 
development should be next to bankrupt. The odour 
of Whitlamism-at most of romanticism and imprac
ticality-now seems less difficult to bear and perhaps 
more likely, in the long term, to be forgiven. 

There are other signs of the way things are com
ing unstuck. The press is now starting to get detailed 
accounts of everything that has happened in federal 
cabinet. The next stage will be to decide that the 
problem is one of public relations. And to blame the 
press. It is difficult to do both at once, but every gov
ernment in decline-from McMahon, to Whitlam, to 
Fraser-has had a jolly good try. 

The only body in Canberra that is not perturbed 
is the federal bureaucracy. Normally, the prospect of 
a change of government has the service somewhat 
worried. Who can be sure that he or she will get along 
with a new administration? But this time around there 
is a certain serenity. The public service is both in
tensely political-almost entirely captured in its senior 
ranks by economic rationalism and managerialism
but also at its most unpolitical-no ideological dif
ferences between the two parties, at most a mild debate 
about means rather than ends. Indeed, Dr Hewson 
probably more perfectly represents the prevailing phi
losophy than Mr Hawke. Sometime, probably not until 
the post mortems, Labor may wonder whether the 
public administration that led it down this path, and 
performed so efficiently in doing so, might share some 
blame for economic debacles that overtook the country 
and swept it from power. • 

Jack Waterford is deputy editor of the Canberra Times. 
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Dylan turns 50 

R o'm ALuoN Z<MMH<MAN w" hom on 24 M•y 
1941 in the cold north country of Minnesota, in a birth 
made difficult because the head was unusually large. 
He arrived in New York in December 1960, as a pro
miscuous young folk-singer called Bob Dylan. His oth
er aliases included Blind Boy Grunt, Bob Landy, Robert 
Milkwood Thomas and Tedham Porterhouse. Typical
ly, in Sam Peckinpah's film Pat Garrett etJ Billy the Kid, 
Dylan has a self-defined role as an almost mute charac
ter called 'Alias'. In his own surreal film, Renaldo and 
Clara, Dylan played Renaldo while Ronnie Hawkins, 
and everybody else with a hat on, played Dylan. 

Who is Bob Dylanl His identity has been a preoc
cupation not only of fans and critics, but also of Dylan 
himself. Commentators sum him up in terms that do 
nothing to relieve the enigma: 'grandmaster of masks', 
'mystic tease', 'rejector of roles ', 'undefinable', 'Drifter, 
Messenger, A Nobody, Priest, Queen, Shaman, Idiot' . 
Robert Shelton, in No Direction Home, the best recent 
biography of Dylan, concludes, 'If any word alone can 
be found to characterize the contradictions in Bob Dylan, 
it would have to be ambivalence .' 

What counts in the end for his world-wide audience 
is not Dylan's identity but his commitment. 'Ambiva
lence' is not helpful term in this context. On the first 
track of Street Legal, the album that prefaces his born
again Christianity, Dylan sings of a grieving good shep
herd, risen 'forty-eight hours later' amid rolling rocks 
and broken chains, calling for commitment: 

Gentlem en, he said, I don 't need your 
organization, I've shined your shoes, 
I've moved youi m ountains 
and marl<ed your cards. But Eden is burning, 
either brace yourself for elimination 
or else your hearts must have the courage for 
the changing of the guards. 

(© 1978 Special Rider Music) 
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What Dylan is up to in his own heart, and what 
courage he has for making commitments, is his own 
business. But the challenges he issues to all who hear 
him is part of mine. For me, Dylan, more than any other 
contemporary artist, has pursued and let loose the 
maelstrom of spirits that spin through our present cul
ture. 

He is the weather-vane of a revolution in outlook 
that began in the '60s. His songs became anthems for 
the civil rights movement, for the radical Weathermen, 
for counter-culture drop outs, artists, mystics. When 
Trappist monk Thomas Merton abandoned the elected 
silence of Gethsemane Abbey for his private hermitage, 
he had a clutch of Dylan records under his arm. Bob 
Willis, English cricket captain, changed his name by 
deed-poll to Bob Dylan Willis . Australian artist Brett 
Whitely paints with Dylan's music on his earphones. 
When Jimmy Carter ran for President in 1976, he quot
ed liberally from Dylan's lyrics, as he did again in his 
nomination acceptance speech, as though Dylan were 
the Walt Whitman or Ben Jonson of the age. 

Norman Mailer said in 1975 that 'Dylan may prove 
to be our greatest lyric poet' . Cambridge University's 
Christopher Ricks, describes him as belonging with 'the 
artists who've looked for the widest possible constitu
ency, like Dickens and Shakespeare'. Dylan may not be 
a poet, but he is the best American user of words. 

Never able to write a three-minute pop song-his 
number one hits such as Lil<e a Rollin ' Stone and Mr 
Tambourine Man went for eight minutes-Dylan pre
ferred live performance and spumed long studio sessions 
or rock videos. Most of his great albums were recorded 
with minimal over-dubbing in a matter of a few days: 
you can often hear flaws on the tracks and mistakes in 
the lyrics. A bad singer by some standards, Dylan's gift 
for words, his phrasing, and his intense commitment 
on stage, give his work hypnotic power. 
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The man has drawn record crowds. There were 
450,000 at the Woodstock Festival in 1969, held not far 
from Dylan's soon-to-be-abandoned home. Dylan was 
absent, but according to Greil Marcus in Rolling Stone, 
'willingly or not, [he] was the presence hovering over 
this three-day jamboree'. Millions applied for the 650,000 
seats available on his 1974 tour of the US. In 1978, he 
was the drawcard for more than 200,000 at Britain's 
biggest rock concert in Blackbushe Aerodrome. In 1984, 
100,000 filled Wembley Stadium to hear him. Today, 
Dylan till writes new songs and reworks old ones, but 
sparsely, and according to his own rules. In a 1986 in
terview he acknowledged a quietening of mood: 'I can 't 
write those songs today ... I wonder not only where it 
came from, but how it came. I couldn't do that now, I'd 
be a fool to try. ' 

Dylan has made a lot of money, of course, though 
he could have earned much more. He appears on televi
sion about once a decade, for example, and that usually 
only as a favour to others. Why so? In 1963 a precocious 
Dylan was scheduled to perform on the Ed Sullivan 
Show. He chose to sing Talkin' fohn Birch Society Blues 
but the song was banned by network censors, who were 
fearful of libel action. Dylan refused to perform anything 
else and never went back. 

His performances today are more than pieces of 
nostalgia or time travel, and more than iconic evocations 
of 1960s idealism. His work has always taken his audi
ence beyond their expectations. Musicologist Wilfrid 
Mellers argues that Dylan's rasping voice was the first 
to reconcile the guilt and tragedy of white American 
folk music, with all its varied ancestries, with the spir
itual hope for salvation and justice inherent in black 
blues. 'Dylan's songs, balanced between body and soul,' 
said Mellers, 'may imply the evolution, as well as the 
survival, of a myth.' 

There is, in my view, a way of understanding 
Dylan's significance, a way that is more precise than 
recourse to words like enigmatic or ambivalent . Dylan 
has a genius for sensing and evoking movements of the 
spirit among us. Although few, if any, of us know how 
to describe the depths of the psyche, we know that there 
is more to reality than the countable objects and expe
riences that make up our history and geography and 
stocktakes. Songs like Blowin ' in the Wind, Idiot Wind, 
A Hard Rain 's A Canna Fall, Slow Train Coming, even 
the recent Under the Red Sky, are about those hurri
cane moods of the spirit. Sometimes they offer hope, 
sometimes judgment, and sometimes derangement, 
anarchy, or nihilism. Dylan lays bare these varying 
moods but without being able to make a choice between 
them. 

Critics speak of the phases in Dylan's career: first 
there were the protest songs of the Biblical prophet, then 
the romantic derangement of the mid '60s, then up
country contentment; then back to the city and ro
mance; then the Christian songs; and, most recently, a 
period of retrospection. Dylan, however, claims that he 
has always been the same, always seeking after the 
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spirited. In one of his few interviews that can be taken 
seriously, accompanying the ten-sided Biograph record, 
he says: 

'You got to be strong and stay connected to what 
started it all, the inspiration behind the inspiration ... 
As far as the '60s go, it wasn't any big deal ... I mean, if 
I had a choice I would rather have lived at the time of 
King David ... or maybe at the time of Jesus and Mary 
Magdalene-that would have been interesting to really 
test your nerve ... People dissect my songs like rabbits 
but they all miss the point .. . I can understand why 
Rimbaud quit writing poetry when he was 19 ... I like to 
keep my values scripturally straight, though-! like to 
stay a part of that stuff that don't change.' 

The two abiding influences on Dylan's work have 
been the Bible, particularly Biblical prophecy, and the 
romantic movement-artists like Rimbaud, Nietzsche, 
and Dostoevsky. Both influences connect with our 
longing for the transcendent. On the cover notes of 
Planet Waves, for example, Dylan describes his ambiv
alent starting point: 'Hebrew letters on the wall, Victor 
Hugo's house in Paris ... where Baudelaire lived ... where 
Joshua brought the house down!' Or again, on the jack
et of Desire, he writes: 'Where do I begin .. . on the heels 
of Rimbaud ... meeting the queen angel in the reeds of 
Babylon ... romance is taking over ... can not ya feel the 
weight of oblivion and the songs of redemption ... ?' 

Some of Dylan's material is of divine inspiration 
and takes us along that Augustinian way, where our 
hearts would go but cannot rest. Some, like the worst of 
romance, has libidinous excess as its mainspring, tak
ing us along that way of gluttony which leads to de
rangement and exhaustion. But the gluttony for 
experience is, even for Baudelaire in The Flowers of Evil, 
'Le gout de l'eternal'- gluttony for the infinite. 

Dylan's songs bear the marks of both spirits, with
out an abiding commitment to one or the other. In the 
end he leaves his undiscerning listeners in a confusion 
of hope and despair, that besetting disease of the '60s. 
Quite explicitly, Dylan seeks no disciples. He contin
ues to urge his fans to find their own path, not to follow 
him, and not to treat him as some messianic figure . 
Though in his most recent Melbourne concerts, in 1986, 
Dylan pointed his fans to the one he called his hero, 
Jesus, he has since moved to a position of much less 
certain faith. Thus the last track on his most recent al
bum, Under the Red Sl<y, concludes with a character
istic piece of homespun fear and hope: 

The eat's in the well, 
the leaves are starting to fall, 
Goodnight m y love, 
may the Lord have m ercy on us all .. . 

© Special Rider Music 1990 
Happy birthday, Bob, and thank you for so many 

great songs. May the Lord have mercy on you, too. • 

John Honner SJ is rector of Jesuit Theological College, 
Melbourne. He teaches at the United Faculty of Theol
ogy . 



Feed them puns 

A T LAST AU 5 mF.Mrn, ond the truth is wo'" thon 
anyone could have imagined. The full impact of the 
recession has been brought to our attention by the Sunday 
Age, with a little help from Professor Mark Wahlquist of 
Monash Medical Centre. 

Professor Wahlquist, in a study for the National Heart 
Foundation, has charted an increase in our obesity levels 
and he believes that the economy may have something 
to do with it. We can't afford to eat nutritious food, you 
see, so we're eating junk instead and swelling with every 
morsel. 

How could we have been so blind? It is not a matter 
of empty factories and growing dole queues, of foreclosed 
mortgages and family frictions. Newspapers are obliged 
to report such tedious matters, of course, so that at least 
employees of the Bureau of Statistics will be assured of a 
job. But we must not forget what economic hardship is 
really all about. It makes us fat. 

I do not sneer at Professor Wahlquist. He would 
concede, I am sure, that the aforementioned list of woes 
is hardly negligible. And his reported comments are 
carefully couched in terms of what may be the case: 'I 
think it must be something to do with the food supply, 
and probably among the disadvantaged groups in the 
community ... it would be very interesting to know how 
much of this change took place as the economic situation 
worsened.' 

Nor do I wish to accuse the Sunday Age health 
reporter, Deborah Stone, or the sub-editor who wrote the 
headline 'Recession may be causing waist inflation', of 
trivialising the news. No one thinks heart attacks are 
funny. And of course, my scorn does not extend to the 
photographer who took the picture accompanying Ms 
Stone's story. It shows a rear view of a very large Aus
tralian of indeterminate gender. You can tell the large 
person is supposed to be Australian, because he/she is 
wearing garments decorated with lurid Ken Done-ish 
motifs. 

What does irritate is the kind of assumption that the 
Sunday Age evidently makes about its readers. One 
imagines the following chain of editorial reasoning. 
Q: How do you sell bad news to yuppies? 
A: Well, let's see if we can get a body-image angle on the 
recession. Or maybe a recession angle on their body image. 
Or both. Something that'll really get them worried. 

Since the Sunday Age has nudged its former rival, 
the Sunday Herald, into oblivion, this assessment of 
popular anxieties may be correct. But if so it implies 

something far more depressing about Australians than 
a tendency to wolf down stodge when the wolf is at 
the door. 

One wonders how some of history's medical 
catastrophes would now be understood if they had been 
reported in this vein. The Black Death, for example: 
'People all over Europe are urgently seeking cosmetic 
advice after outbreaks of bubonic plague. An embar
rassing symptom of the plague, foul-smelling black 
swellings in the armpits, has disrupted many ordinary 
social activities. But the toiletries counters of depart
ment stores report brisk business.' 

Or the Irish potato famine: 'The population of 
Ireland is literally vanishing. Health department offi
cials fear that if present food shortages continue, or
dinary citizens will soon be so thin that they will be 
unable to see each other. The officials predict dire 
consequences for Ireland's favourite social pastimes of 
drinking and conversation.' 

And how would Florence Nightingale and her 
nurses have been regarded by reporters covering the 
Crimean War? 'Ms Florence Nightingale yesterday 
called for a complete review of military hospital pro
cedures, to help reconcile maimed and limbless vet
erans to their new body image. "Getting killed in battle 
is bad enough," Ms Nightingale said, "but waking up 

in hospital without any legs can really ruin 
a soldier's day". ' 

0 F couRSE people eat bad food when they are poor. 
Of course sellers of biscuits and confectionery will 
report that recessions are good for business. During 
the industrial revolution in Europe, the urban poor were 
notoriously unhealthy. That's why we have had facto
ry laws, and housing laws, and clean-air laws and free 
school milk. 

One would expect health problems, mental as well 
as physical, to be associated with times of economic 
hardship. And perhaps the health problems we now 
face, like our economic difficulties, are too complex 
to be solved by a 1990s equivalent of free school milk. 
But neither will they be solved by telling people that 
they could look like the rich and famous, and be as 
healthy as the rich and famous, if only they had as 
much money as the rich and famous. • 

Ray Cassin is production editor of Eureka Street. 
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T HE C HURCH 

M ARY M ALONE 

Judging by appearances 
Marian devotion and the question of Medjugorje 

0 N 1 ) ANUARY 198 7, Pope) ohn P•ul IT announced 
a 'year dedicated to Mary' in preparation for the year 
2000. The announcem ent came as a surprise to all, 
caused some degree of confusion and found the Church 
unprepared. The confusion never quite disappeared. In 
retrospect, the Marian Year can be pronounced a failure 
on almost all counts. It did not attain its goal of renewal 
and never managed to touch the hearts of the people. At 
the same time, thousands of pilgrims from all over the 
world continued to throng the small village of Med
jugorje in the mountains of southern Yugoslavia, where 
since June 1981 a group of young villagers has continued 
to report apparitions of Mary on an almost daily basis. 

The contrast between the two events could not be 
more striking. An officially sponsored year of devotion 
to Mary dissolves in confusion and lack of response, 
while pilgrimages that lack approbation and are, in fact, 
officially discouraged by ecclesiastical authority, con
tinue to arouse devotion and enthusiasm. The series of 
reported apparitions at Medjugorje continues. In some 
respects the Medjugorje events ate unique. Among these 
are the sheer number of reported apparitions (about 2000 
to date); ecclesiastical strife that has set bishop against 
bishop and religious orders against diocesan clergy; and 
the behaviour of the visionaries themselves, perhaps 
understandable in the light of continual strife that, 
through secrecy and sell-contradiction, has added sev
eral jarring notes to the events. 

At the same time, these events display many of 
the characteristics of previous Marian apparitions
appeals for prayer and penance, reported miracles such 
as healings and unusual natural phenomena-lights, 
clouds, mists-and promises of a special sign that will 
make believers of all. There is also abundant reporting 
of increased prayer among pilgrims and village residents. 
Some, although not all, of the young visionaries have 
experienced a complete change of heatt, and are con
templating priesthood, religious life or other ways of 
dedicating their lives to God and the Gospa [Lady], who 
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'begs' the visionaries, often with tears, to 'pray, pray, 
pray' . The events are still under investigation by the 
Catholic bishops of Yugoslavia. Even if the official in
vestigation pronounces the events 'genuine'-that is, 
without fraud, manipulation, intent to deceive, atten
tion-seeking, psychological imbalance or demonic in
tent-questions still need to be addressed about prayer 
and devotion to Mary. What exactly is involved in Mar
ian devotion? How is the prayer of the Church affected 
by Marian apparitions? What appeal does Medjugorje 
offer that is missing in official calls to renewed devo
tion? 

The theme of Marian invocation is ancient in 
Christian history and the theme of intercessory prayer 
to Mary is also ancient, with the words attributed to 
Mary at the wedding-feast at Cana being usually offered 
as a biblical basis: 'They have no wine ... Do whatever 
he tells you' (John 2:1-11 ). As a focus of prayer, however, 
Mary has become a powerful symbol and has assumed 
to herself hundreds of images, often far removed from 
the biblical ones. 'Love gave her a thousand names.' 

These images follow the history of the Church
from the imperial and virgin images of patristic and 
monastic times, through the Lady Madonna and Sor
rowing Mother images of the Middle Ages, the Lady of 
the Rosary and Defender of Orthodoxy images of the 
Tridentine period, and the apparition and dogmatic 
images of the Marian era (1850-1950), down to there
cent attempts at a renewal of biblical imagery. Each set 
of images evoked a particular form of prayer and devo
tion, and through the ages exercised enormous influence 
on the faith of believers. 

Mary was praised as Queen, Virgin Mother, Mother 
of God. She was sought out as consoler and intercessor 
in the trials and tribulations of life. Through Mary, the 
Church was seen to be safe from heretics within and 
without. She was also an exemplar, offering at once 
images of virgin, wife and mother to be imitated. Mary 
was held up to women in particular as exemplar of a life 



of purity, hiddenness and submissiveness. And all the 
while, the imposing poetic images of the litanies rang 
in believers' ears: House of Gold, Ark of the Covenant, 
Gate of Heaven, Morning Star. 

At least since the Middle Ages, the traditional con
tent of Marian prayer has remained the same: the Rosary. 
For some, to pray was to say the Rosary. It was the pre
scribed prayer for the 'lay' (that is, unlettered) Christian, 
or in other words for the non-clergy. The university
trained clergy had the Bible, the breviary and the litur
gy, all in a sacred language, Latin. The laity had the biblia 
paupemm-the poor people's bible, the Rosary, which, 
with 'mysteries', offered a compendium of Christian life 
sufficient to the needs of the lay Christian. It was a 
brilliant catechetical response to the needs of lay 
Christians in a particular context. 

The Rosary has remained central to prayer for many 
Catholics. It has an appeal that the eucharistic liturgy 
lacks. For others, the liturgical and biblical renewal have 
left the rosary in a kind of limbo. Even though the offi
cial Marian documents of Popes Paul VI (Marialis cultus ) 
and John Paul II (Redemptoris Mater) assert that the 
Rosary is a devotion 'easily harmonised with the litur
gy', the logic of this is not easy to follow. In contrast, it 
is not hard to see why the Rosary holds a central place 

at Medjugorje, while the liturgy, though 
important, does not. 

L s BRINGS us to the particular quality of such Marian 
devotion: it is popular rather than liturgical. From at 
least the sixth century, there has been an official litur
gical aspect to Marian devotion, centred on the devel
opment of the great feasts and liturgies. For almost a 
thousand years, this liturgical devotion was restrained 
and left no doubt as to the point of liturgical worship
the celebration of the mystery of Jesus Christ from the 
Incarnation to his return in glory. Side by side with this 
liturgical devotion was the ever-burgeoning popular 
devotion. The one was restrained, discreet and for the 
most part biblically based in its expression. The other 
was exuberant, poetic, constantly responsive to new and 
old needs of the human heart. The principle at work 
was de Maria numquam satis-one can never say 
enough about Mary. 

In an attempt to harness the exuberance of popular 
devotion and harmonise it with the liturgy, Pope Paul 
VI offered four criteria for authentic Marian devotion: it 
should be biblically based, liturgically integrated, ecu
menically sensitive and anthropologically sound. The 
pope was arguing for biblical and doctrinal accuracy, and 
against prescriptions for human-particularly femi
nine-behaviour based on supposed Marian qualities. 

The devotional atmosphere of Medjugorje and most 
Marian apparitions can be described as apocalyptic. This 
implies a particular focus on present conditions of chaos, 
infidelity and potential doom. The message of the appa
rition responds to this by offering certainties of prayer 
and behaviour that will offset the feared disasters. The 
atmosphere is usually intense, highly emotional and 

unfortunately open to manipulation on many fronts. 
Promised signs and wonders keep people in a constant 
state of excitement. Secrets entrusted to a few, usually 
hinting of imminent disasters, add to the fear and dread 
and personal sense of unworthiness of the participants. 

Our times do have their apocalyptic overtones. But 
playing on the fears, often unacknowledged, of pilgrims 
and believers can lead only 
to credulity and religiosity 
rather than to genuine faith. 
This is not to say that those 
who follow the Medjugorje 
events with interest are all 
subject to credulity, but to 
point out that the potential 
for deception under such 
conditions is very high. 

A thirst for the miracu
lous and for new and reas
suring revelations, and 
alternatively a sense of fear 
and enslavement lest one 
miss out on some new sign 
from God, can only distract 
from what Luke's Gospel 
describes as carrying one's 
cross daily. In his work on 
devotion to Mary, Paul VI 
describes the Rosary as 'one 
of the most excellent 
prayers' . Yet, he says, we 
should not feel bound to the 
Rosary but should feel 'se
renely free' about it. All the 
more, then, should people 
feel 'serenely free' with re
gard to apparitions, sup
posed secrets and promised 
signs. 

An enormous gap re
mains between official 
Mariology, which in large 
part conforms to Paul VI's 
four criteria mentioned 
above, and popular Mariology. What is urgently needed, 
then, is the recovery of a Marian consensus. Official 
mariology has always appeared to be scrambling to keep 
pace with popular devotions. There is something in the 
person of Mary- historical figure and symbol-that 
touches the hearts of millions of believers. Perhaps the 
image so beloved by feminists and Pope John Paul II 
alike-namely, Mary, pilgrim of faith-will be the cat
alyst for bringing about a new devotional consensus.• 

- Compass magazine 

Mary Malone is head of the religious studies department 
at St Jerome's College, Waterloo, Ontario. 
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Consensus: shaping it or seelzing it? 

-· 
BIOETHICS 

LE CATHOLIC HOSPITALS' ethics 
conference, held in Sydney in Febru
ary, marked an advance in consulta
tion between the bishops and those 
working in the field. It was the first 
time, so far as I am aware, that Aus
tralia's Catholic bishops have spon
sored a national meeting of hospital 
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ethics committees and advisers. But 
the bishops' expectations were not clear, despite a stat
ed desire 'to have access to a broader range of bioethical 
advice'. The conference Handbook and Final Program 
contained draft 'protocols ', or ethics policy guidelines, 
for discussion in workshop sessions. Authorship was 
not attributed, but the aims and objectives listed in the 
document indicated that it had been drawn up by the 
doctrine and morals committee of the bishops ' confer
ence. It was not explained whether the protocols were 
being presented for redrafting, or whether the bishops 
would simply ponder the results of the meeting before 
issuing the protocols officially. 

What did become clear was that a lot of work has 
to be done before general agreement can be reached on 
such matters. The bishops may want uniformity in 
Catholic hospitals, but a preliminary reading of the pro
tocols gave the impression of a narrow approach to a 
range of complex issues. The subtlety of thinking that 
approved the GIFT (Gam ete Intra-Fallopian Transfer) IVF 
technique was often lacking in other areas. 

Distinct groups were obvious among participants 
at the conference: theologians, clergy, religious from the 
hospitals, medical and other professionals, and right-to
life groups. Some put a lot of stress on anecdotal evi
dence, despite reminders that an ethics conference 
should concentrate on reasoned argument. Ripples of 
applause during plenary sessions gave the impression 
that these groups were more interested in point-scoring 
than in debate. 

I was intrigued by the selection of the speakers for 
the conference. Apart from Fr Norman Ford, most of 
the progressive moral theologians or philosophers among 
the Australian clergy failed to get a guernsey. Fortu
nately, they did participate at group discussions and in 
the plenary sessions, and interventions from Fr Ford, Fr 
Bill Uren, Fr Walter Black and Fr Tom Connolly, and 
other informed m edical professionals, gave balance to 
the discussion. Their insistence on accurate definitions 
and a clear understanding of Church teaching contrast
ed with the fuzzy thinking evidenced in a vitalist 
approach that seemed more concerned with physiolog
ical functioning than with a fully human life. Such a 
view fails to take account of the teachings of Pius XII, 
Paul VI and the Vatican declaration on euthanasia. 
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The official tone of the conference was set in the 
first plenary session by a paper read for Cardinal Clancy 
by Bishop Robinson. The cardinal stressed the need to 
focus on the health of the whole person, but his warn
ing against rationalism leading to a 'respectable athe
ism', and his appeal to the writings of Pascal, created an 
uneasy sense of a dichotomy between faith and reason. 
At times I had the impression of a ghetto mentality 
which sees Catholic hospitals as the last bastion against 
unethical medical practice. Some of the papers at other 
plenary sessions did little to dispel this impression. John 
Fleming, for example, argued that every person has a 
right to be conceived within marriage as the fruit of the 
love of his or her parents, and to be nurtured by his or 
her natural family. At times his statements about rights 
were insufficiently grounded and could have given a 
distorted impression of the Church's attitude to un
married women who chose to continue a pregnancy 
rather than have an abortion. 

Fr Laurie McNamara's paper, 'Referral for Induced 
Abortion and Co-operation', skirted many of the real 
issues and failed to offer concrete suggestions for hos
pitals dealing with such problems. Fr Frank Hannan's 
paper, 'Institutional Policy and Individual Conscience', 
was erudite but took little of the dynamic view of con
science presented by Vatican II. He was strongly criti 
cised on this point by Fr T om Conno lly. Nick 
Tonti-Filippini's paper on 'Life and Death with Dignity 
and Justice' tried to deal with the extreme views of some 
right-to-life protagonists but left the impression of an 
anti-technology bias. 

Apart from the lectures and the plenary sessions, 
there was a series of small-group discussions on the draft 
protocols. In the sessions I attended, there was consid
erable disagreement on general approach. For example, 
there was much discussion of the draft protocol on 'The 
Management of Anencephaly in Utero '. Before consen
sus can be reached on such an issue, there has to to be 
much more philosophical discussion of the significance 
of human life. Frequent references to the tenn 'viabili
ty ' were not helpful in discussing an anencephalic whose 
potential is already achieved by the time of diagnosis at 
16 weeks. 

The medical and nursing practitioners at the con
ference instilled hope and a made valuable contribution 
by insisting on accurate clinical understanding of the 
issues. They were sometimes severe in their comments 
on the draft protocols, for instance on the use of chem
otherapy during pregnancy. Ethical inquiry starts with 
an acceptance of reality. • 

Michael Walsh is director of the centre for ethics and 
health care at Kuring-gai University of Technology. 



BACKGROUND 

LAWRENCE BRANDT 

Health care chaos 
America 's woes suggest that Australians should be wary of playing 

follow-the-leader in public health policy. 

L U N ITW STA TIS is the only industria!;sed nat; on, 
apart from South Africa, that does not have a national 
health insurance program covering all its citizens. Yet 
even in peace time the US has spent billions of dollars 
on defence, spending that has made it into a debtor 
nation. But perhaps the most distinctive reason why the 
US has no national health insurance program has to do 
with the American psyche. Americans are still close to 
the myth of their supposedly self-reliant origins, and 
this influences the way they evaluate remedies for social 
problems. A classic figure of American legend, the cow
boy confronting a hostile environment, was transposed 
by Horatio Alger to the milieu of the Industrial Revo
lution. By hard work, self-reliance and frugality, Alger's 
heroes became millionaires. And each year, countless 
speakers at graduation ceremonies repeat Alger's mes
sage: 'If you really want to make it happen hard enough, 
you can achieve it! ' . 

The corollary of this belief is that you work for what 
you earn, and you earn what you deserve. This tradition 
of self-reliance engenders among Americans a deep sus
picion of any response to individual needs that involves 
redistributing income through government programs. 
People seem to be getting something they did not earn 
or pay for-something they do not deserve. 

This m entality fos ters opposition to a national 
health insurance program providing basic health care. 
Yet today, even many Americans who have earned a 
good deal and husbanded their earnings judiciously are 
faced with paying for catastrophic illnesses or long-term 
care. They are crushed by this, becom e medical indi
gents. As for the poor, they are not even capable of 
'spending down' on health care. Not surprisingly, ana
lysts are saying that the US health care system is itself 
terminally ill. What are the symptoms? The US spends 
more on health care than any other nation. Yet, among 
the industrialised nations, it produces some of the 
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This tradition 

of self-reliance 

poorest results in areas such as infant mortality, pover
ty-related diseases and life-expectancy. In a recent sur
vey of life-expectancy rates in 33 industrialised nations, 
the US ranked 16th. Japan was first. 

This year, the US health care bill is expected to 
exceed $600 billion. This represents 12 per cent of the 
national's gross national product. In spite of this, 3 7 
million Americans are uninsured. Of these, about 12 
million are children. Besides those lacking any insur
ance, another 22 million have inadequate insurance. The 
number of highly vulnerable persons is therefore about 
60 million. Canada, in contrast, spends a third less per 
capita on health care than the US, and includes all cit
izens in its health insurance. 

A study released in March last year 
indicates that US health care costs are ris
ing at four times the rate of inflation. The 
private sector is expected to pay 60 per cent 
of this giant health care bill, with the pub
lic sector accounting for the remaining 40 

engenders among 
per cent through Medicare (for the old) and 
Medicaid (for the poor). The federal gov
ernment and many state governments have 

Americans aggravated the problem by sharply limiting 

a deep suspicion 

of any response to 

their commitments-pursuing more strin
gent payment policies toward care provid
ers and reimbursing them for services below 
cost. 

individual needs 
Medicare has adopted stricter payment 

policies and increased premium costs. In 
spite of this, Medicare and private insur
ance pay less than three per cent of the 
nation's nursing home bill. Medicaid is the 

that involves 

redistributing 

income through 
biggest government program financing 
health care for the poor, but still only helps 
about 30 per cent of the poor. Even within 

government 

programs 
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this group, a third are covered by Medicaid 
for only part of the year. Furthermore, 
Medicaid eligibility standards, which can 
be set by the individual states, have recently 
excluded more than a million people to 

reduce costs. The end of these exclusions is not in sight . 
This approach is in stark contrast to that of Pope John 
Paul during his visit to the United States in 1987. To 
Catholic health care professionals he said: 'In the nec
essary organisational and institutional response to needs, 
it is essential to avoid reducing human beings to mere 
units or categories of political or social planning or ac
tion. Such a process leads to new and other unjust forms 
of anonymity and alienation.' 

Hospitals that attempt to bring care and compas
sion to the poor and vulnerable sick find themselves in 
a less and less tenable position. They operate in an in
creasingly competitive health-care market with their 
tax-exempt status under challenge and with reduced 
government support. All this at a time when the num
bers of uninsured or marginally insured poor persons 
have increased. Last year, witnesses told a Pennsylvania 
State Legislature committee that hundreds of physicians 
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were refusing to treat low-income patients on medical 
assis tance. Many hospitals face large losses because 
Medicaid reimbursements pay only about 40 per cent 
of their costs. Until now, hospitals have tried to offer 
uncompensated care to the vulnerable sick through cost
shifting. But private insurers are increasingly resisting 
hospitals' attempts to subsidise care of the uninsured 
poor by imposing a 'hidden tax' on insured patients. Big 
business, in general, has been attempting to shift the 
burden for health care benefits to employees through 
increased pay deductions. Last year, more than 25 per 
cent of strikes in the US revolved around disputes over 
health care benefits. 

US health care is not only inequitable; it is ineffi
cient. By 1995 it is estimated that the health bill in the 
United States will be one trillion dollars 
[$1,000,000,000,000]. If present trends continue, and a 
moderate national economic growth rate of about 2.5 
per cent is maintained, the Medicare Hospital Insurance 
Trust Fund will go bankrupt by the year 2005 . Thus far, 

cost contaim11ent measures have only slowed 
soaring health costs. w HY IS THE US HEALTH-CARE system SO inefficient? 

James E. Hug SJ of the Center of Concern, Washington, 
DC, suggests six reasons. First, medical technology, 
which should be our greatest ally, is turning into our 
adversary. Our health care system has achieved almost 
miraculous breakthroughs, but has also created the cul
tural myth that the best health care is that which em
ploys high technology. Emphasis on the latest 
technologies leads to the most expensive approach to 
health care, without addressing the causes of most dis
eases. 
• There are no adequate controls on fees and medica
tion costs. The fee-for-service payment system provides 
a financial incentive to prescribe more services, wheth
er these are medically necessary or not. In Pennsylva
nia, charges for routine childbirth vary by as much as 
252 percent. 
• The use of market mechanisms to control costs has 
actually spurred costly competition for the latest high
tech equipment. This has led to cutbacks of nurses and 
other health care personnel. 
• Malpractice suits and damage awards are out of control. 
The high costs of malpractice insurance, together with 
marginal or unnecessary m edical tests whose main 
purpose is to protect the physician or hospital in the 
event of litigation, also fuel medical inflation. 
• There is no effective system of measuring clinical 
outcomes, to guarantee that patients are getting value 
for money. If health-care managers do not begin such 
measurement, governments, insurance carriers and 
employers will do it for them. 
• The US system is plagued by the high bureaucratic 
costs involved in operating the more than 1500 differ
ent agencies that pay the bills for health care services. 
Furthermore, a survey conducted by Forbes Magazine 
indicates that chief executives in health care were the 



nation's highest paid bosses in 1989. The median com
pensation for health care executives (including salary, 
bonuses and stock options) was $1.42 million per year. 

The US Catholic bishops, in a 1981 pastoral letter, 
called for a comprehensive national policy to provide 
universal basic health care. The bishops noted that priv 
ate institutions alone are unable to develop and imp 
lement such a program. The bishops' statement came at 
time when public opinion was hostile to large-scale 

government 'intrusion ' into health care. Subsequent 
developments have shown their vision to be prophetic. 
Its rationale was expressed as follows: 'Every person has 
a basic right to adequate health care. This right flows 
from the sanctity of human life and the dignity that 
belongs to all human persons, who are made in the image 
of God. [Access to necessary health care] must be pro
vided for all people, regardless of economic, social or 
legal status. Special attention should be given to meet
ing the basic health needs of the poor.' 

Health care analysts are calling for the creation of 
a completely new system. There are six different pro
posals. Few advocate a completely government-run 
health system, or go to the other extreme and call for a 
purely private approach. Most recommendations occu
py the middle ground. For example, the Pepper Com
mission proposed a public- private sharing of the burden. 
The various plans are estimated to cost between $60 
and $100 billion dollars annually. Can the US afford this? 
There is no alternative. 

Before the Gulf War, military experts and national 
security analysts from the Brookings Institution esti
mated that the Pentagon budget could safely be cut in 
half by the tum of the century. If that path were fol
lowed, an additional $75 billion would become availa
ble in 1995, and $150 billion by the end of the decade 
(in 1990 dollars). But a word of caution: if these funds 
are in fact to be used for establishing a national health 
insurance system, community leaders must insist that 
health care reform become a political issue. Change 
depends upon political will. 

The alternative is to see the present situation com
pounded by demographic changes. At present more than 
four workers with health care coverage support each 
person actually drawing benefits. This ratio will slip 
early next century, less than 10 years from now. The 75 
million baby-boomers, the erstwhile 'yuppies', have now 
become middle-aged. When they begin to make exten
sive demands upon the health care system after the turn 
of the century, Medicare may be bankrupt, and the 
struggle for health care is likely to become highly 
adversarial. • 

Mgr Lawrence E. Brandt is vice-president of the Penn
sylvania Catholic Conference 

Science, Guns and Money 

A FTER FORMULATING THE PRINCIPLE that a body displaces its 
own weight in a fluid, and thereby solving the money prob
lems of King Hieron, Archimedes did more than climb out of 
a bath and run naked through the streets of Syracuse shout
ing 'Eureka, Eureka'. He invented 'Archimedes' Screw' and I 
with that curious, detached interest in power that scientists 
have, declared: 'Give me a fulcrum and I shall move the world.' 

Star wars also began with Archimedes: he is said to 
have arranged sets of concave mirrors to focus sunlight on 
the Roman ships invading Syracuse, thus setting their ships 
on fire and making them easy targets for the catapults he had 
invented. When the much-frustrated invaders finally entered 
the city they set about quick revenge. Archimedes, their 
tormentor, was unfortunately so preoccupied with a problem 
of geometry that he never heard his murderers enter his gar
den. He died under their blows, as George Steiner put it, "in 
a fit of abstraction". 

Thales the Ionian, first-mentioned in most histories of 
science, was clever enough to invent Pythagoras' theorem 
three hundred years before Pythagoras. He was also smart 
enough to corner the market in olive presses, foreseeing a 
bumper crop of olives, thus making a lot of money. He was 
no rabbit in warfare either: by predicting an eclipse (possibly 
the first to do so), he brought an end to the six-year war be
tween Lydia and Media in 585 BCE; and he later helped the 
army of Croesus cross the Halys river by diverting its course. 
Also suffering from abstraction, Thales is supposed, while 
looking at the stars, to have fallen down a well. 

Government defence projects take up something like 
70% of global public spending on research and development 
today (See Bruno Latour, Science in Action, 171 ). Australia's 
next major project in 'pure learning' may be the building of 
a gravity wave observatory at a cost of about $40 million. 
Knowledge about gravity waves, if they exist, would enable 
us to see even further into the history of the tmiverse: secrets 
worth unveiling. But what are the consequences? It just might 
produce a handy weapon in the new galactic order of the fourth 
millennium. 

Ernest Rutherford, we know, made the greatest mis
calculation of all time when he declared at the start of this 
century that nuclear physics would have no significant 
practical consequences. 

The search for the secrets of the world is in the end a 
vote of confidence in the orderliness of nature;' a revering,of 
the miracle of creation, and a blessing on our future. But, oh 
scientists, beware of gifts . Watch out for fits of abstraction. 
And run naked through the streets at your own discretion.• 

-John Honner SJ 
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Ray Cassin looks at the Coen 
Sir Thomas Malory, Rayman 
Mean Streets and Goodfellas 

fohn Ford, the bold knigl 
and Francis Ford Coppola 

He finds they've g( 

A lady arms her knight for the tourney. From the Manasseh Codex, Heidelberg University Library. 

C HIVALRY, LIKE Gon, h.s often been pmnounced 
dead. But, as with the deity, the truth seems to be that 
it has spent an unconscionable time a-dying. Chivalry 
lingers still, though not in places where those who 
prophesied its demise were accustomed to find it . And 
it survives not because we still tell tales of knights and 
their ladies, although we do, but because the telling of 
such tales has coloured all our storytelling. The heroes 
of pulp fiction and popular cinema are recognisably 
heroic because we know the mould from which they 
have been shaped; we can trace the lineaments of a 
Lancelot or a Tristram in a Sam Spade or a Philip Mar
lowe. 

Chivalry, the code of the chevalier, arose when 
chevaliers were simply soldiers . Some were also 
courtiers, or aspired to be, but what made them chival
rous in the first instance was their pride in the art of 
fighting on horseback. If they or their descendants be
came powerful, it is because this art brought political 
power with it . And if the notion of chivalry seems bound 
up with sexuality, it is because we have yet to exorcise 
the demon that links masculinity and aggression. 
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Aggressive masculinity was what chivalry sought 
to curb; it was medieval Christianity's attempt to tack
le agression at its source. The issue was not whether 
one may fight, or when, or how. Those questions were 
asked by theorists of the just war, that other medieval 
response to the problem of living in a violent world. 
The chivalric ethic, however, probed deeper while par
adoxically settling for less. Deeper, because it sought to 
channel aggressive instincts into virtues-courage, 
loyalty, honesty and generosity. Less, because this meant 
accepting that a fallen world must live with its warriors. 
The trick lay in teaching them to live in it. 

The flavour of chivalry is strongest where the young 
learn to exalt both loyalty to the group and the integrity 
of the individual. It is to be found where these ideals 
conilict; in the dilemma of the honest cop tempted by a 
bribe, or in the honour code of the mafia. It is found in 
the world that Raymond Chandler prescribed for crime 
fiction in The Simple Art of Murder: 'a world in which 
gangsters can rule nations and almost rule cities, ... a 
world where you may witness a hold-up in broad daylight 
and see who did it, but you will fade quickly into the 



ESSAY 

nt hats, 
story 

brothers film Miller's Crossing, 
d Chandler, Martin Scorsese's 
, John Wayne and the films of 
1ts Tristram and Lancelot, 
's The Godfather Part One. 
Jt a lot in common. 

The hats have it: Bacall, foe Dowling, and Bogart in the film of Raymond Chandler's The Big Sleep. 

crowd rather than tell anyone, because the hold-up men 
may have friends with long guns, or the police may not 
like your testimony, and in any case the shyster for the 
defence will be allowed to abuse and vilify you in open 
court before a jury of selected morons, without any but 
the most perfunctory interference from a political judge. 

' It is not a very fragrant world,' Chandler tells 
us,'but it is the world you live in.' So it is, and one does 
not have to read Chandler's novels in tandem with the 
report of the Fitzgerald inquiry into police corruption 
in Queensland to know it. 

But chivalry? This not-so-fragrant world gives us 
black knights aplenty, the enchanted forest and Castle 
Perilous, but where is the knight errant on his quest for 
the Holy Grail? Chandler has his answer: 'Down these 
mean streets a man must go who is not himself mean, 
who is neither tarnished nor afraid. The detective in 
this kind of story must be such a man. He is the hero, 
he is everything. He must be, to use a rather weathered 
phrase, a man of honour, by instinct, by inevitability, 
without thought of it and certainly without saying it ... 
The story is this man's adventure in search of a hidden 

truth.' Well plus (:a change, Lancelot. Chandler's mean 
streets, of course, are recognisably American. But Hol
lywood makes us all walk those streets, just as poets in 
the Middle Ages made the 'Matter of Britain'- the 
Arthurian stories-or the 'Matter of France'-the stories 
of Charlemagne-common property in the chivalric 
culture of Europe. When a group of Australians recently 
started a magazine devoted to crime fiction, they called 
it Mean Streets. Their choice did not reflect cultural 
subjugation, nor did it reveal a lack of imagination. It 
was a way of evoking a tone, an ethos, a country of the 
mind. 

They were not the first to have used the phrase in 
this way. It is the title of Martin Scorsese's 1973 film 
about growing up in New York's Little Italy, a world he 
revisited last year with Goodfellas. Scorsese's title is 
ironic as well as allusive. The young men whose paths 
he charts certainly inhabit a world that fits the Chan
dler prescription. It is mean in the sense of being petty 
as well as in the sense of being tough. But they are not 
Chandleresque heroes. Physically aggressive they cer
tainly can be, but there is no sign that their aggression 
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will be transformed into courage, moral or physical. 
Honesty? There is only the bravado of machismo. Loy
alty? Only to the mob, and it is maintained by fear. And 
generosity? Sometimes with money, rarely with them
selves. 

The knight of the mean streets is not the only type 
of hero they fail to emulate. There is a scene in the film 
where the men go to a cinema. The film they see is John 
Ford's The Searchers, a classic Western starring John 
Wayne. The character played by Wayne, Ethan East
wood, is an embittered Confederate veteran. He is 
searching for his niece, 
who has been kidnapped 
by Commanches, and he 
means to kill her when 

ing about more than camera angles and lighting effects. 
The telling of such tales has coloured all our storytell
ing. Critics sometimes complain that Mean Streets 
spends so much time being allusive that the narrative 
becomes an afterthought. This misses the point. The 
narrative is there but the allusions are needed to tease it 
out. 

Hollywood loves the gangster film, and loves to 
show it by making gangster films that display how much 
screenwriters and directors know about other gangster 
films. The latest offering in this vein to reach Austral-

ian cinemas is Miller's 
Crossing, from the Coen 
brothers It has all the 

he finds her. She has 
surely been 'dishon
oured' and is no longer fit 
for white society. 

It 's gettin' so a business man 

elem ents: a fight be
tween two mobsters for 
control of a city's gam
bling rackets; a loner 
h ero; a femme fatale 
who loves the loner hero 
but ends up with one of 
the mobsters; carefully 
choreographed violence; 
and polit icians weak 
and venal enough to 
make the mobsters look 
appealing by compari
son . 

The Searchers is 
about racism and sex
ism-though the latter 
term had not been coined 
when the film was made 
in 1956-and it uses 
Wayne's rugged fron
tiersman stereotype to 
weave the chivalric 
themes together. East
wood must learn totem
per aggression with 
compassion, and to dis
card a notion of honour 
that allows people to be 
treated as tarnished pos
sessions. 

can't expect a return from a 

fixed fight. If ya can't trust a 

fix, what can ya trust~ That's 

why ethics is important. It's 

what separates us from the 

beast of burden, the beasts of 
The allusiveness 

does not carry the ear
nest intent of Scorsese in 
Mean Streets. The Coen 
brothers are having fun, 
and expect their audi
ence to do so, too. If you 
spot that the opening 
scene parodies a scene in 
th e first Godfath er 
movie, then you can 

prey ... But Bernie Birnbaum is 

a horse of a different colour, 

ethicswise. He ain't got any. 

All this is lost on the 
young m en from the 
mean streets. They cheer 

-Gangster Johnny Caspar, 
in 'Miller's Crossing'. 

during a fight scene, ap-
plauding the winner but 
seeing nothing else. It is, 
perhaps, a laboured and 
in-group way for Scorsese 
to make his point. For the audience to understand it, 
they must have seen The Searchers, just as they must 
know a little Chandler to grasp the import of the title 
Mean Streets. 

But Scorsese is showing us the threads of a street 
culture. His characters do not learn what Ethan East
wood learns, and wouldn't understand what m akes 
Philip Marlowe a hero. Yet without this demotic chiv
alry to be measured against, they couldn't even be the 
down-at-heels black knights that they are. They go to 

the cinema to see life as they would like it to be, and 
when they leave they show how much they misunder
stood what was really on the screen. Scorsese reported
ly once said that he learned how to be a director by 
watching the films of John Ford. I suspect he was talk-

26 EUREKA STREET • M AY 1991 

enjoy being a buff as well 
as enjoying dialogue that 
is very funny. 

In the Godfath er 
scene, a man asks the 

Don to punish two youths who have assaulted his 
daughter. The Don agrees, after delivering a lecture on 
the importance of loyalty: if I do this for you, you must 
do something for me som eday, etc . But in Miller's 
Crossing a mobster is talking to his rival. He also de
livers a homily on loyalty, but it is a preamble to ex
plaining why he must kill a man who pays his rival for 
'protection'. 

The intended victim's offence? He has, apparently, 
failed to grasp what honour and loyalty really mean. 
The gangster explains it this way: 'I'm talkin' about 
friendship, I'm talkin about character, I'm talkin about
hell, Leo, I ain't embarrassed to use the word- I'm tal kin' 
about ethics. You know I'm a sportin' man, I like to lay 
an occasional bet. But I ain't that sportin'. When I fix a 



fight a fight-say I pay a three-to-one favourite to throw 
a goddam fight-1 figure I've got the right to expect the 
fight to go off at three-to-one. But every time I lay a bet 
with this sonofabitch Bernie Birnbaum, before I know 
it the odds is even up ... 

'The point is, Bernie ain't satisfied with the honest 
dollar he can make off the fix . He ain't satisfied with 
the business I do on his book. He's sellin' tips on how I 
bet .. . It's gettin' so a business man can't expect a return 
from a fixed fight. If ya can't trust a fix, what can ya 
trust? That's why ethics is important. It's what sepa
rates us from the beast 
of burden, the beasts of 
prey .. . But Bernie Birn
baum is a horse of a dif
ferent colour, 
ethicswise. He ain't got 
any. ' 

Ethics . Even the 
code can be funny. But, 
as Chandler reminds us, 
a plausible knight of the 
mean streets must be a 
man of honour 'without 
thought of it, and cer
tainly without saying it 
.. . he talks as the man of 
his age talks, that is, 
with rude wit, a lively 
sense of the groteseque, 
a disgust for sham and a 
contempt for pettiness.' 
Only bad guys talk about 
what is right, good guys 
simply do it. 

ney, a whole world of meaning is conveyed by the tilt of 
a broad-brimmed hat. And in Miller's Crossing , Tom 
Reagan will do anything to avoid losing his hat. He los
es it at cards to Vema, his boss's girlfriend, and demands 
it back. Fortunately, she really wants to be Tom's girl
friend and is happy to part with it. A favour for her 
knight? Tom's anxieties are crystallised in a dream in 
which his hat blows away in the woods. They are the 
same woods in which he later narrowly escapes being 
shot. And in the film's last scene, Tom pulls his hat 
down over his eyes as he watches his boss depart to 

marry Verna. Well, a 
tough guy isn't going to 
say 'tomorrow is anoth
er day', is he? 

The world of the 
1930s gangster depicted 
in Miller's Crossing is 
close enough to our 
world to be familiar, and 
just remote enough to 
permit nostalgia. Our re
lation to it is rather like 
that of Sir Thomas 
Malory to the Arthurian 
legends. Malory wrote Le 
Marte d'Arthur in the 
late 15th century, when 
people sensed that the 
ethos of medieval chiv
alry was passing. 

Tom Reagan, the 
hero of Miller's Cross
ing, makes no speeches. 
He retorts to the dis
sembling of others, in 
one-liners that sizzle 
with rude wit and con
tempt for pettiness. And 
he eyes the world with a 
stony countenance that 
in a more dandified char-

John Wayne as Ethan Eastwood: a man 
without a hat is a man in trouble 

Malory retold the 
Arthurian stories to keep 
the chivalric ethos alive, 
in popular imagination 
and aspiration if not on 
the field of joust and 
tourney. No one should 
object if Scorsese has 
done the same with the 
films of John Ford and 
Chandler's mean streets. 
And we should be grate
ful that Joel and Ethan 

Coen have devoted their 
considerable talents to 
reworking one of the cinacter would pass as 

disdain. Yet if Reagan is a man of honour with thought 
of it and without saying it, he is also aware that the 
world judges us by the way we present ourselves to it. A 
medieval knight declared himself to the world through 
the conventions of heraldry, in the arms painted on 
shield and surcoat. Casting about for a modem equiva
lent to the coat of arms, the Coen brothers wisely decided 
not to underestimate the power of a Hollywood. cliche. 
They chose the hat. 

In westerns such as John Ford's My Darling Clem
entine , good guys wear white hats and bad guys wear 
black hats. In the tough-guy films of a Bogart or a Cag-

ema's most fruitful genres. After all, if ya can't trust an 
old story, what can ya trust? • 

Ray Cassin is production editor of Eureka Street . He lives 
in a mean street and has lost three hats in the past year. 

Eureka Street gratefully acknowledges the help of Ivan 
Hutchinson, who gave us access to his library. 

V o LUME 1 NuMBER 3 • EUREKA STREET 27 



Interior Lives 
Five women offer glimpses into their very private worlds of prayer 

and their reasons for praying so differently. 
Adrian Lyons and Kate Lindsey 

invited and edited their comments. 
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Lita Hviid 

I wAs BORN in Copenhagen and arrived in Australia at the 
age of five. My immediate nuclear family had no express 
religious background. But for some reason, even as a 
child, I used to explore churches. I had my time with 
the Congregational and Presbyterian congregations and 
with the Church of England. I would attend worship, 
and then enrol in Sunday school. This searching seemed 
a natural part of my childhood, and my parents never 
interfered. They simply explained it as 'her private thing'. 
When I look back now I think how brave I was. What 
attracted me each time was 
the feeling in the group and 
the sense of the mystery 
there. 

I first learnt to pray on 
my own, by being in touch 
with nature. On the many 
walks I took, I went com
pletely into my inner 
world. I would simply lie 
under a tree, stare into the 
sky and allow thoughts to 
come through. I don't 
think I came across for
malised prayer until 
teachers' college. Interest
ingly I chose a Catholic 
teachers' college; that was 
one denomination I hadn't 
explored yet. Later, 
through friendships I be
came fascinated with 
Judaism. Always I would 
talk to people and read to 
find out how others viewed 
things and celebrated. 

When the path started 
to look unpromising, I 
changed course, and eventually moved into the area of 
psychology, Jung's especially. I wanted to understand 
how the inner person relates to the outer life. It was a 
while before I could piece things together and draw par
allels with religious experience. At first it was all very 
intellectual, which was not satisfying. Then I found a 
group who joined what I call spirituality with the jour
ney in everyday life. Now I see my outer life as mirror 
to my inner life: the two cannot be separate any longer. 

When I get angry, I now stop myself and say, 'What 
message has this got for me? '. The other person is act
ing out a shadow part of myself. I come to see the mys
tery of life through moments like that-and the 
interconnectedness of life and people as well. For me 
that is a kind of prayerfulness. Whenever I make such 
realisations, it changes the way I interact with people.! 
have two kinds of meditation-the first a personal kind 

I do at home. When I started learning formal medita
tion, I found I had been doing it naturally anyway. It 's 
like listening. You quieten yourself and open up an in
ner space, and within that space things come to you. To 
begin, I might focus on an issue in my life, or a sym
bol-it could be a cross, a circle, Buddha. I happen to be 
wearing the 'mu' at the moment, a feminine symbol. 
And there are particular kinds of music I use, very pow
erful ones. 

My second kind of meditation is within a group. 
When people gather, the energy is heightened; then 
transformational work can occur through you and for 
you. In our group the leader intuits a key word or phrase. 
He works with music, too, choosing the piece we need 

to take us into medita
tion. Afterwards we share 
the experience, some
times leaving the images 
intact, sometimes ques
tioning them. Some 
symbols are rich in 
themselves and need 
time to work within you 
and not be dispersed by 
words. 

Particularly over the 
last two years, meditation 
has changed my way of 
working with children. 
There is so much you 
want for them, achieve
ment and skills, and 
sometimes you don't 
allow them their own 
process. Now I tune in 
better to their needs. 
With meditation you 
touch on a different level, 
heart- to-heart. Before, I 
was frightened to allow 
that. I was more like the 
observer who stood out of 

the circle, observing life and never fully in it. Now I'm 
not afraid to be vulnerable. I do believe in God, but it 
may not be the God of the Catholics or the God of the 
Jews. God to me is an essence that is through every 
human being-an energy, a presence, a being that per
meates everything in our world. And my life task is to 
be in tune with that. 

I have had my crises. Two years ago my whole life 
fell apart: I went into a complete blackness that touched 
every part of my life. Everything I held to be true of 
myself was pulled out from underneath my feet and I 
came crashing down. That was a scary place to be. Only 
now am I beginning to understand why I had to be there; 
there wouldn't have been a transformation otherwise. 

Every experience, even that one, has something to 
teach. If we don't learn, we end up projecting ourselves 
on to others, particularly when we're feeling self-right-
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If I feel I 

have done 

something 

wrong, I 

will tend 

to ask for 

help to put 

it right 

rather than 

ask for 

forgiveness. 

eous or angry. If you point the finger, notice that three 
fingers are pointing back to you. It's all about coming to 
terms with the dark side and the light side of life, and of 
yourself. 

At present I feel positive about mankind. Changes 
are beginning to happen and people are beginning to 
move. They are tuning into what Jung termed 'the col
lective unconscious'. 

Geraldine Blaustien 

MY EARLIEST recollec
tion of prayer is the bedtime 
ritual that my parents taught 
me to say: a list of 'G-d 
blesses' which was chanted 
every night before sleep. It 
began with request for G-d 
to bless and take care of close 
members of the family and 
gradually, over time, 
stretched to include anyone 
and everyone who came 
within my circle of 
acquaintances. I became so 
anxious lest someone be left 
out of the benediction un
wittingly that I eventually 
added the line 'and please 
G-d, bless everyone else'. 

My parents took me to 
synagogue where the com
munal prayers were chanted 
in Hebrew. I didn't under
stand very much but took a 
great deal of pleasure from 
the music and from the sense 
of community and order. In 
an observant Jewish home, as 
mine was, many prayers take 
place in the family setting. 
Every Friday night, my 
mother would light the 
Shabbat candles and we 
would welcome in the Shah
bat with the traditional 
prayers over wine and bread. 
Children gain a very special 
sense of belonging and secu
rity during this ceremony, 
where weekly the father of the family blesses and thanks 
G-d for each of his children. I started Cheder, or formal 
religious and Hebrew lessons, quite late compared to 
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most of my peers. I was about ten. It was here that I 
started to understand the Hebrew of the synagogue, and 
the formal prayers became more meaningful to me. 
Prayer has always had an important place in my life but 
it doesn't take place at any special time or place. I do 
find that I take time to say 'thank you' when I am sud
denly struck by a beautiful aspect of nature, or when I 
feel particularly grateful about an event in my life. I 
certainly ask for help when problems seem too big to 
handle but I tend not to ask for miracles; I limit my 
request to what I consider a reasonable thing to ask. 

I make no attempt to visualise G-d (such an idea is 
quite alien to my religion) but I certainly perceive his 
qualities or essence in human terms. When I pray I have 
an intemal dialogue with a Being who is separate from 
me. I feel he is always available to listen, comfort and 

guide-clearly a father 
figure. I have no sense of 
fear or notion of being 
judged. If I feel I have done 
something wrong, I will 
tend to ask for help to put 
it right rather than ask for 
forgiveness. I tend to feel 
the onus is on me-l 
might just need a bit of 
extra courage to attend to 
the problem. I am also 
aware that I don't actual
ly listen to what I'm say
ing so the same problem 
may return many times. 

I asked my two chil
dren whether they still 
prayed and what it meant 
to them. My son, who is 
fifteen, said he prays in
ternally and spontaneous
ly. Sometimes he just 
wants to say thank you 
when he feels at peace or 
content with nature. He 
also assured me, however, 
that he considers himself 
to be agnostic! My daugh
ter, aged twelve, still 
keeps up the childhood 
ritual of my early years. 
She asks for blessing for all 
family members and ac
quaintances. She also asks 
G-d to look after people 
who are no longer here. 
'Sometimes I think of G
d as Someone who spends 
all his time listening to 

everyone at once', she told me. 'I don't think he has 
trouble doing that. I just think that it is amazing that he 
can do it.' 
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Gillian Gardiner 

l oNLY LEARNT to pray in a deep way fairly recently. To 
do that I had to overcome the hurdle of learning to pray 
aloud in a group. That opened up a whole new life, let
ting me know that God was drawing me out and invit
ing me to pray in a free and open way with others, in 
touch with them and with God at the same time. 
Thankfully, the committed young people in my parish 
don't seem to have those inhibitions. For them, praying 
together seems a very natural thing. When I was 
younger, my prayer didn't really get off the ground. I 
had a desire for it, but my prayer could have been an 
escape. Now it is vital to me, something necessary to 
the way I want to live. My whole life has changed as a 
result. What it means is quite simply sharing my life 
with God. Many times I focus on Jesus Christ, whom I 
see in a very personal way as a friend, someone I love. 
It's an intimate personal thing. At other times I catch 
sight of God in all his splendour and radiance, One quite 
other than I am. But the person I long to be with is Jesus. 
I've found it helpful to have a prayer partner-some
times necessary, always beneficial. In the beginning it 
was important to have another person further down the 
track to encourage me. Now I commit a certain time 
each day, early in the morning, as prayer time. If I have 
to travel early in the day, prayer time may get short
ened. Then everything else gets somewhat out of posi
tion. There's a desire in me to have morning prayer spill 
over into the day, quite spontaneously. 

Sometimes I just love being with the Lord. That 
may not happen very often or for very long, but staying 
with a particular Scripture passage, and with the Lord 
as well, can be wonderful! Other times it is all very dif
ficult and dry. Then you have to work at prayer and 
simply persevere. Prayer does make demands on my 
life-particularly demands to put things right. It isn't 
always a contemplative exercise. Sometimes through 
prayer I find courage to confront something I have been 
avoiding. There are times when a praying person can 
feel very cut off from God. I've had a glimpse of that. 
The most comforting thing is to know that Jesus him
self experienced great trauma-his calling out from the 
Cross in a desperate way, and his time of loneliness in 
the Garden when everyone deserted him. 

My way of praying changes with circumstances. It 
could be a desperate prayer, or just a 'Dear Lord, please 
help me'. Sometimes I stay there, desperately asking 
help for another person. Often nothing much happens 
until some real-life situation has been dealt with or 
healed. More and more I see the cry for help as an im
portant opening to prayer. As a result of it often healing 
will come, though maybe not at that time. If I cry to the 
Lord as I'm going to sleep, next day I feel an inner peace. 
At other times I wake with an overflowing radiance-

one that doesn't stop with prayer time, but it carries 
over into breakfast and goes out the door with me to 
work. It lights up the whole day. 

Some hymns that I associate with particular places 
and times stay with me throughout the day. And 
Scripture passages I've studied mean more to me when 
I come to them in prayer. Undertaking the journey 
without understanding the destination-very often that 
is what my Christian life seems like. 

Anne Sheehan 

M Y EARLIEST MEMORIES of prayer are of 
chanting traditional prayers. And I vividly re
member my parents making us pray the rosary 
each week. As a teenager I used to pray a no
vena [prayers on nine set days] whenever I 
wanted something. Joining the Antioch 
movement, a religious youth group, proved 
to be a turning point in my life. I was twenty, 
and at that stage prayer first became a mean
ingful experience, something I could take on alone. 
Prayer expanded from a rote exercise to be a means of 
contacting people and my emotions. 

Since I've left Antioch, prayer has largely been left 
by the wayside, particularly since my recent marriage. 
Under the influence of my husband's forward
thinking attitudes to prayer and the Eucha
rist, I'm trying to discover new ways of 
reaching out to the community. At the mo
ment I have abandoned much of my personal 
prayer. I find it dry and lack the discpline to 
continue with it. Prayer, when it happens, has 
become more spontaneous. In its purest form 
personal reflection can be incredibly reward
ing. When I'm down, that's when I'm most 
likely to turn to prayer. I like to reflect on 
something-music, a quote, a verse of Scrip
ture. 

The past few months I have found that 
public worship infuriates me, possibly because 
of its rigid structures. Through friends and by learning 
from experiences I've come to see things differently. The 
church is no longer my life-support as it once was. In 
fact, I've examined what the church says about prayer 
and it really is garbage. The leaders (namely the priests) 
are not reaching the people. The traditional prayers are 
certainly beautiful, but the core of the church's prayer 
displays a male bias. Liturgy can be male-dominated, so 
much so that women are locked out.We need to secu
larise the experience. 

Prayer is supposed to help you come closer to God. 
But I think you have to get closer to yourself first. 
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FORUM 

Phyllis Fitzgerald 

I AM A FUNNY MIXTURE: my father's side was Irish and 
French and my mother's family Indian. I've spoken 
English all my life and my religion has always been 
Catholic. A little bit of everything has rubbed off on 
me. When we were small children we never missed 
Sunday Mass. That was part of the religion. My dad was 
baptised in the Church of England, 
but that was about all. He would 
bring us to church and escort us 
back home. 

When I was about five I went 
to a boarding school in Madras, 
where I remained for my entire 
school life. The Irish nuns brought 
us up very, very strictly. We at
tended mass every morning, bene
diction every day, and said the 
rosary, too. 

Much later I went through 
some very bad stages. I lost my two 
parents within five months. After 
that I couldn't pray and couldn't 
understand why. I just said to my
self, 'What good is it7'. I hadn't done 
anything drastic in my life: why didn't God care for me 
more? And then I thought, 'But who else do I turn to?' 
I complain to God, as I would to a friend, and ask for 
strength to cope. I think I receive assistance because 
people believe I'm extremely strong. 

I usually say my morning prayers in the car com
ing to work. There the world is around me but still 
shadow. Sometimes I use prayers I've learned, and 
sometimes I just talk-tell him feelings, ask for strength. 
For some reason I often pray now to the Holy Spirit for 
strength and wisdom. I go to church every Sunday, but 
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it doesn't matter which church. There are memories 
attached to every one I do go to. It largely depends on 
whom I'm with. If I feel like praying, I don't mind where 
or when. 

India is a very religious country. Everything is 
attributed to God-every joy, every sorrow, every trou
ble. I think it's because of the poverty. I came from the 
middle class. We were educated and had jobs, but mon
ey was not spent lavishly. God was the focus in our lives. 
Even now, in every Indian Catholic home around where 
we lived, there is a picture of the Sacred Heart. For our 
family it had a very special meaning. Every night my 
father would stand in front of the little altar and pray, 
though I'm not sure how he prayed. The house was built 

in such a way that we had a veran
dah. One day my sister was in the 
bedroom in the centre, and my fa
ther on the verandah, when the 
whole ceiling collapsed. Each 
started shouting to see if the other 
was all right . They were trapped 
but not injured. And the only thing 
left in place was the Sacred Heart 
picture. It was brought to Austral
ia and I have it in my house now. 

I went back to India this last 
Christmas and I was really shocked 
by the contrast with Australia. 
Religion there is so important. In 
Bombay I went to the shrine of Our 
Lady of Perpetual Succour. They 
have prayers there for nine hours 

every Wednesday. We went in at 6 o'clock and I couldn't 
believe it. There was no place to walk. And there were 
Catholics, Hindus and Muslims. All of them stood there 
with their eyes closed and hands joined. It brought a 
lump to my throat. India is so religious-and yet our 
people are poor. I heard a story recently: someone prayed 
to God and said, 'How C:\n you be loving and kind and 
giving, and yet there are people starving?'. And God said, 
'I made you'- So I try to do my little drop of help. It's my 
opportunity to do a little of God's work. But oh, I do get 
annoyed with Him! • 



THE REGION 

JANE PHELAN 

L ERE WERE FOUR OF us 'bo"d the AiE Vietnam 
flight from Bangkok to Ho Chi Minh City: Lam Thi 
Cue, cameraman Bob Grieve, myself and an Italian 
businessman. The old Russian jet squealed unceremo
niously onto the runway at Tan Son Nhut airport. Bob 
and I were anxious about what we could expect from 
the authorities. Cue was nearly hysterical. She tight
ened her grip on her most valued possession, an Aus
tralian passport. 

Bob and I cleared customs but with some explain
ing to do about the amount of camera equipment we 
had with us. We had no permit to film for commercial 
purposes. In the heavy air of the terminal building armed 
soldiers and police watched us with little more than 
mild interest. 

Cue was held back. Authorities wanted to know 
when this Vietnamese woman had left and how and 
why. They also searched her bags for any undisclosed 
items of value being brought in as gifts. They were not 
rude, simply abrupt. Cue was terrified. 

Finally she was allowed to go. She pushed her lad
en trolley towards the exit doors and a world she had 
never expected to see again. Her family rushed forward, 
a sister plunging her head and her years of suffering into 
Cue's arms. Relatives clamoured to touch her, as if they 
needed proof that she had returned. Cue looked as if 
she might break in two under the strain. 

I knew very little about Vietnam before 1990, when 
Lam Thi Cue invited me to go there with her. I had 
been in my early teens when 'that war' came to an end. 
Moratoriums and conscientious objectors were not of
ten talked about in our middle class Catholic secondary 
school. My twelve year friendship with Cue and her 
husband Minh, had helped fill in some of the gaps, but 
they had come to Australia as 'boat people' and it was 
understandably hard for them to talk at great length 
about the country they had left behind. Lam Thi Cue 
and I started planning it about a year ahead. We invited 
a cameraman/editor friend of mine, Bob Grieve, along 
to record the journey. What took place during our month 
long visit was an extraordinary experience for each one 
of us. 

Once clear of the airport we all piled into the rent
ed minibus the family had arranged. The men loaded 
our bags, ordered the children aboard, directed fifteen 
adults into the bus. Cue was last to push herself into 
the pile. Bob and I were upgraded to the front seat. The 
van pulled away from the airport with more than twenty 
of us on board. 

We were heading for Cholon, the Chinese sector 
and home of Cue's in-laws. The trip took us along roads 
that seemed to be crumbling beneath us, roads choked 
with cyclists and motorcyclists . I kept expecting to hear 
someone or something being crunched under our van, 
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Cue {right) and 
her sister Hien 

but our driver just bounced nonchalantly from one side 
of the road to the other. I concluded that the Vietnam
ese road system operates on a rich blend of free flowing 
confusion and a strong instinctive bent towards self
preservation. 

The bus pulled up outside a two-storey shopfront 
style building, in a narrow little street behind a market. 
As we spilled from the over-crowded bus, neighbours 
peered out from behind curtains and doors, anxious to 
see the strangers who had arrived in their street. We 
had been warned before leaving Australia that visits 
like ours can make life difficult for those you are visit
ing. I quite expected that a police car would wail its 
way to our door at any moment and an officer would 
demand an explanation of our presence. 

But the family showed no signs of those concerns. 
To make us feel at home, they brought out bottles of 
cool water. A small fan was placed in the centre of the 
room. It laboured in vain against the stifling thick air. A 
somewhat skinny dog and cat roamed about quite freely 
and at the far end of the room, there was a caged rooster 
which crowed occasionally. On the wall above the cage 
was an altar to Our Lady with Christmas tinsel draped 
around it. This tiny house was home to two families, 
their children and assorted animals. 

Within forty eight hours of arriving in Ho Chi Minh 
city all tourists have to register with the police. We did 
that through Saigon Tourist, a government agency that 
arranges permits for travel and keeps the police informed 
of your movements. We handed over the information 
they required with some apprehension. But then I 
watched in disbelief as that same information was re
corded in a small exercise book with a red margin ruled 
down one side of the page. I wondered if all the hun-
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dreds and thousands of exercise books filled with de
tails of visiting tourists and business people were ever 
fed into a central intelligence bank or whether the books 
we~e simply ruled off and stored in some government 
library basement. But my speculations didn't still our 
anxiety: one of our first planned destinations was Can 

Tho, a southern city in the Mekong Delta 
where Cue had begun her escape to the west. 

B uT SAIGON TourusT was happy enough to arrange 
permits for our trip, insisting only that a guide accom
pany us wherever we went. A driver was also assigned. 
Tran Trang Thao, our guide, was a man of about forty. 
He spoke with interest rather than passion about his 
country and its achievements. But he sat in the front 
seat of the bus and Bob, Cue, her brother and sister and 
I all piled in the back , as far away as possible. Suspi
cion was rife. 

Our trip to Can Tho took four long hours, yet we 
travelled little more than 160km. Twice we boarded 
vehicular ferries to cross delta tributaries and twice our 
van was surrounded by beggars who would bang on 
windows and push their dirty, malnourished faces up 
against the glass, pleading for money. Some of the beg
gars were children of three, four and five, grubby little 
urchins desperate to sell tattered packs of chewing gum 
for less than one Australian cent. I couldn't help but 
compare the miserable children before me with my 
healthy and well fed nieces and nephews back in Aus
tralia. 

Thao could see our distress. A couple of times I 
caught him slipping money to the chldren. I don't think 
this government employee was simply trying to spare 
us pain. As we drove on, he warned that some children 



are taught to beg because it is profitable but he also 
conceded that for the most part dire need was the single 
motivation. 

Vietnam is a country of 67 million people, more 
than 90per cent of whom are peasants. It remains one of 
the world's poorest countries. The U.S. economic em
bargo, Thao maintained, hurt his country more than 
most westerners imagine. Development is excruciat
ingly slow and foreign investment extraordinarily diffi
cult to attract. Thao suggested quietly that Vietnam was 
still being punished for daring to win the war. He vol
unteered that his own government had also to take much 
responsibility for Vietnam's problems but added that 
trying to fix the problems with an embargo in place 
would challenge the very best of administrations. 

The walls of fear and distrust seemed to be shifting 
a little. Thao had not tried to paint a picture of a land of 
milk and honey. We wouldn't have believed him. But 
increasingly his frankness encouraged and heartened us. 

Once in Can Tho, Thao walked us through the 
markets. He also arranged a boat trip on the river,a trip 
not unlike the one Cue had taken many years before. It 
was a disturbing irony. Cue and her husband had gone 
to Can Tho to flee the new communist government. 
Now an employee of that government was allowing her 
to confront the ghosts and terrors of that night. 

Thao also came with us when we took Cue, her 
sister Hien, and Hien's two children, 16 year old Ha and 
his 10 year old sister, Lan Dai, to Vung Tau for the 
weekend. Vung Tau was home to the Australian mili
tary forces during the war. But in the years before the 
fall of Saigon, Cue and her sister had often travelled to 
the beaches at Vung Tau for the weekend. Life for Cue 
and Hien was good then.Today Hien's children rarely 

have enough to eat. In fact neither of them had ever 
seen thundering waves crashing onto golden sands un
til that weekend. 

Lan Dai walked slowly towards the water, her 
malnourishment undisguised by the brand new bath
ing suit we'd bought for her in Ho Chi Minh City. But 
even more disturbing was the sight of Cue and Hien 
paired at the water's edge. Life in Australia has been 
good to Cue; she was well fed, robust. Her sister was 
little more than skin and bones. Three failed escape 
attempts, imprisonment, confiscation of property and 
the drowning of her two older children when they tried 
to follow Cue, had left Hi en physically and emotionally 

ravaged. During the weekend, Thao remained 

N 
in the background, discreet but encouraging. 

o MATTER WHERE you travel in this country it's hard 
to avoid evidence of the role the military has played in 
Vietnam's history. Killing fields, like the infamous tun
nels of Cu Chi, have become tourist parks. The allied 
forces spent most of the war trying to destroy the tun
nel system. Now though, former American soldiers can, 
for a small price, crawl through those tunnels, buy a 
round of ammunition and take up aim on the rifle range 
where years before they would 'shoot to kill'. Their 
erstwhile enemy happily supplies the gun and the bul
let. 

War crimes museums are in no short supply. You 
get the feeling the government here is more afraid that 
its people will forget the high price of independence, 
than it is of invading forces. In Hanoi, hundreds and 
hundreds of faithful patriots stream past the body of 
'Uncle Ho' each day. School children are told the story 
of a great and fearless leader and taught to respect the 
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A soldier at Cu Chi 
with the guerilla target 
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ideals for which he struggled. Vietnam is still strug
gling to survive. In a country with the world's fourth 
largest land force, military bases are littered with rusting 
monuments to former glories. Decay happens quietly 
in the long, uncut grass of the local barracks, where 
young soldiers of eighteen and ninteen wander casually 
about in thongs and uniforms that are too small. 

But Vietnam is not a country without hope. Mad
ame Dai is a former lawyer and was a political dissi
dent under the regimes of the South Vietnamese 
governments. These days she runs a small restaurant in 
what was once her law office. After dinner she invites 
her guests upstairs to a tiny room where young students 
from the conservatorium put on a concert featuring 
traditional Vietnamese music and dance. The night we 
were invited upstairs, I sat next to Pierre Trudeau. We 
drank cognac, marvelled at the music and felt the pride 
these young Vietnamese people have for their country. 

Madame Dai knows there are grave problems but 
like Thao, she believes things are moving forward, albeit 
very slowly.The tension between new guard and old 
guard in Vietnam is intense but somehow constructive. 
Human rights and political freedoms are still denied, 
but it seems to me there are grounds for optimism. As 
an aid worker said to me before I arrived in Vietnam, 
'the people and their government are learning to smile
it's just going to take time', and I would add, encourage
ment! 

On our last night in Vietnam we shared a meal with 
Cue's family and that of her in-laws. We sat on the lino
leum floor with a tablecloth of newspaper spread out 
before us and ate spring rolls, rice and chicken. There 
were probably twenty of us in all . The children sat on 
the staircase and looked on. From time to time they 
would wander out on to the street and play in the warm 
night air. Life here is simple and hard. 

We farewelled Thao at the airport, all too aware that 
he had not turned into the hideous government ogre 
we had expected. He seemed genuinely pleased to have 
met and helped us and sad that we were leaving. Most 
especially though he had enabled Cue to finally believe 
that maybe she was now welcome in her homeland. 

Her Australian passport clutched tightly in her hand 
again, Cue said goodbye once again to her family. But 
this time-not for good. • 

Jane Phelan was a television news correspondent for ten 
years . She is now supervising producer of a varitey/chat 
show. 
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What Did You Get For Mentan 
my father sternly asked each night. 
Ten, I said, and seldom lied. 

I sat in his study after dinner 
reading hidden comics and waiting 
for the call: Show Me Your Homework. 

In the drawers of his desk 
where I was not permitted 
I often found strange toys: 

Latin grammars; cheque -book stubs 
neatly tied; a blue inkpad and stamps 
marking NOT NEGOTIABLE; 

and once, in its own deep drawer, 
a pencil, deep bruise-purple, 
mysteriously marked: INDELIBLE. 

To ask was to confess 
but inside his Shorter Oxford, this: 
incapable of being erased. 

Someone Has Been Using My Stamp, 
he announced that night. Someone 
Has Broken My Pencil. 

In my homework book 
were purple bruises, 
incapable of being erased, 

and vast cubist cities, 
legoed from just two words: 
NOT NEGOTIABLE. 

Confiscated, those blue-prints lie 
in his desk-drawer still, perhaps, 
sealed in a bag marked Exhibit A , 

orB, or Z, and labelled, in Latin, 
in his hand which never fades: whatever 
you have written, you have written. 

Peter Goldsworthy 

From the sequence Autobiograffiti in This Goes With That: Selected Poems 1970-1990, 
Collins/ Angus &. Robertson Publishers Australia, 1991. 
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I INSOFAR as it has been comprehended at all, 
the historical understanding of the Irish in 
Australia has been dominated by stereotypes 
generated since the 1840s by Irish nationalism 
and Catholicism. That has left virtually half a 
century, since 1788, as a kind of prehistory, 
unexplored. The contention here ... is that 
early Irish Australia was a strange reversional 
fragment of the hidden Ireland of the eighteenth 
century and centuries before, a historically 
unrecognised protraction of antiquity into 
modern colonial times. The Aborigines were 
not the only ancients who peopled early Aus
tralia. 

But these Irish were ancients with a dynamic 
difference, products of a mobile, restless soci
ety, liberated by Australin openness and pos
sessed of the belief that all could be aristocrats 
in Australia, the land of free men .... It was, of 
course, the great Irish illusion: all should be 
kings and behave like kings. Grand illusion 
indeed, and better by far than the search for the 
commonality of serfs.' (page 20-21} 



B OOKS 

MICHAEL L ' E STRANGE 

All should be kings 

P Truc< O'F mm "" >.<>NG "ood 
preeminent among Australian histo
rians for the breadth of his historical 
vision and the elegance with which 
he has expressed it. For almost a 
quarter of a century, he has blazed a 
trail through the history of Irish Aus
tralia. He has set standards, devel
oped themes and established link
ages in the story of our past th at will 
challenge generations of scholars and 
students to come. 

But Professor O'Farrell's appeal is 
not to academic specialists alone, or 
even principally. His writing gives 
pleasure to all who value intellectual 
thoroughness, reasoned originality 
and literary power. 

His latest book, Vanished King
doms, should further enhance 
O'Farrell's standing. It is multi-lay
ered: a scholarly and a popular histo
ry, professional as well as intensely 
personal, anecdotal as well as the
matic. It also launches a frontal at
tack on many cherished assumptions 
of the Australian history profession 
and of diehard Irish Australians. 

Vanished Kingdoms is a highly 
personalised account of family loyal
ties and experiences, and at the same 
time a history of grand themes about 
the immigrant experience, in partic
ular the colonial assimilation of the 
Irish in Australia and New Zealand. 

It is infused with an abiding affec
tion for Irish culture and Irish ways. 
But it is also a history tinged with 
bitterness about lost opportunities 
and disdain for the 'holy jingoism' of 
the Irish clerical empire in Australia. 
It appears driven by sometimes com
peting, and sometimes complemen
tary sentiments-ambitious, yet also 
quite specific, admiring, yet also an
gry. 

In Vanished Kingdoms 0' Farrell 
attempts to put the Irish-English in-

Patrick O'Farrell, Vanished Kingdoms, Irish in Australia and 
New Zealand, A Personal Excursion. N ew Sou th Wales 
University Press, Kensington,l990. ISBN 0 86840 148 X RRP $24.00 

terface in Australia into a new histor
ical framework, and in so doing, he is 
uninhibited in his chiding of the 
Australian history profession for its 

· subservience to majority values . 
Australian historians, he observes 
unapologetically, 'took-still take
an English view of appearances, ac
cept English priorities, reflect Prot
estant value-judgements.' His con
clusion is inexorable: the Irish 
Catholic sub-culture has no real ex
istence for such historians who write 
'from and about the walled garden of 
the Establishment'. 

Vanished Kingdoms revisits some 
long-established O'Farrell themes. 
There is the insistence on the cen
trality of the Irish-English interac
tion to the course of Australia's his
tory. There is the demolition of the 
myth that the Australian Irish were 
an 'irrelevant underclass of pathetic 
peasants and stereotyped rebels'. 
There are the broadsides against 'Irish 
clerical imperialism'. There are the 
unambiguous correctives to the ef
fect that membership of the Catholic 
Church and the labour movement 
are only partial aspects of the full 
Australian Irish identity. But Van
ished Kingdoms is not just a synthe
sis of old arguments. The book breaks 
new ground an d in doing so 

invites close scrutiny and 

0 
criticism. 

'FARRELL EXPLORES in a greater 
depth than he has done previously 
the notion of a 'hidden Ireland' in Old 
Australia distinguished by its 'old, 
hierarchical, autocratic Gaelic socie-

ty'. He argues that for many in Ire
land, penal Australia offered more 
opportunities than it did punishment, 
promising them the idealised form of 
disciplined, ordered, secure and pro
ductive society that Ireland used to 
be. Australia offered the Irish the 
chance to be once more 'aristocrats 
of an anarchic kind'. 

O'Farrell uses family history in a 
way that will set new standards for 
historians. The experiences of his 
parents in emigrating to New Zea
land early this century, their interac
tion and that of their family with a 
new society in a new world, and the 
family's move to Australia form the 
foundation for a venture into the 
grander themes of Irish colonial inte
gration and assimilation. 

Vanished Kingdom also has a 
more powerful and less complicated 
nationalist sentiment than much of 
O'Farrell's previous writing. It is 
highly critical of the Irish clergy in 
Australia who 'simply did not know 
how to think of themselves in rela
tion to Australia and Australians', 
and who failed to 'attend to any cul
ture other than their own' . He la
ments the ' failure to locate the Cath
olic faith in a real Australian cultural 
setting.' He dismisses the notion of 
an Australian Catholicism modelled 
on Ireland as 'a contrivance, a bit of 
play-acting' and argues that, when its 
props fell bare 'what was revealed 
was the irrelevance to Australasia of 
the Roman-Irish religion.' 

These are grand themes which 
clearly challenge many of the ortho
doxies of the Australian history 
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establishment, and the comfortable 
myths that have sustained many Irish 
Catholics, and their descendants, in 
Australia. My guess is that O'Farrell 
has sparked a controversy with this 
book which is likely to have a life of 
its own for years to com e. 

For all their power, however, the 
grand themes of Vanished Kingdoms 
and the moving depiction of family 
life that i t contains often lack a sense 
of integration. The linkage between 
the O'Farrell fa mily experiences in 
Greymouth, and elsewhere, and the 
extrapolated them es of Irish colonial 
assimilation is not always obvious, 
indeed som etim es seem s a little 
strained. History of the kind that 
Vanished Kingdom s epitomises will 
always be, to an extent, unsa tisfying 
to its readers because of its inescap
able su bj ec tivit y. Sympathetic 
though I am to O 'Farrell 's argum ents, 
it seems that, at a m inimum, the 
linkage between the family history 
and the grander them es ought be more 
explicit . At times, Vanished King
doms seems like two separate books. 
On the one hand, there is a family 
and social history, lovingly present
ed and superblycrafted. On the other, 
there is a political and religious cri
tique that, for the h is tory profession 
at least, constitutes a revolutionary 
challenge to many of its orthodoxies. 

But it is open to question whether the 
former does sufficiently illuminate 
the other; whether the them es of the 
politico-religious critique are sus
tained and underpinned by the social 
and family history . 

There is no doubt that O'Farrell 
has dared to say what others have 
only courage to think about the di
rection of Australian history writing 
over recent decades . There is also no 
doubt that he has opened up new 
areas for historical research and argu
ment. But, with Vanished King
dom s, he has put an opening argu
ment, not the last word . 

Vanished Kingdom s is as much a 
literary work as it is an historical 
one. But its style is both a strength 
and a weakness . It is a strength be
cause it is moving and evoca tive. 
O'Farrell has a rare gift for the mem 
orable phrase. One telling example is 
his description of the Australian Irish 
identity in the 1930s and 1940s as 
'caught between colonial mindless
ness and Irish irrelevance'. His por
traits of characters such as the New 
Zealand Marist Brother Egbert, Vin
cent Buckley and Daniel Mannix, his 
portrayal of families such as the Tul
lys and the Hanrahans, his tales from 
personal visits to Ireland and his de
piction of the Roman-Irish Catholi
cism of Australia are all superb ex-

Frightened Money 

amples of his torical writing at its 
personalised best and m ost powerful. 

But the rhetoric is also capable of 
taking on a dangerous life of its own, 
of becoming heavy and repetitive, so 
that the point being made is obscured 
or laboured unnecessarily. Vanished 
Kingdom s could be considerably 
shorter without compromising its 
historical purpose or its literary pow
er. 

But such criticisms should be put 
in perspecti ve. Vanished Kingdoms 
says much that was crying out to be 
said . If there is criticism of what it 
did not do, or how it did what it has 
done, then such criticism should be 
seen rather as the desire to take a 
stimulating argument furth er than 
as denigration of the start that has 
been made towards a complex and 
difficult ch ange of historical ap
proach . 

Of one thing there can be no doubt: 
Vanished Kingdom s will becom e a 
benchmark in Australian historio
graphy, and enhance the standing of 
an historian who is greater than many 
who are more famous. • 

Michael L'Estrange is on the staff of 
the Leader of the Federal Opposition, 
John Hewson. 

'You can't win with frightened money' . 
- Punters' dictum 

EUREKA STREET 

All righ t. It's just the sun m aking to set 
And Linda Ronstadt singing 'Long, Long Tim e'. 
They taught you long ago that Pascal's Bet 
Wa s what it said it was. And it 's no crime 

To feel the years with their cold proficien t grip 
Manoeuvre for th e h eart. Twelve hours will show 
A freshened star to landward. Earth 's brief trip 
Will wh eel us round, and vindicate th e throw. 

Meanwhile, the hungry w aters m ount the sand, 
A finger-touch reverses pain: and h e 
Who gave us calculus, and one last stand, 
Offers the French for how the blessed m ight be. 

Peter Steele 
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PHANTOM CuLTURE: 1 

BRUCE WILLIAMS 

Libertines, myth and 
one heck of a ghost 

W "rrwt a<e all 'o b"ot~ 
ted, still, with 19th century opera? 
Some musicians offer a disdainful 
account which starts by observing 
that, after all, most people's musical 
tastes have never 'got past' the reign 
of Queen Victoria Another view, 
from the left, would have it that peo
ple who enjoy the likes ofLa Travi
ata are clinging desperately to a 
bourgeois world-view which the op
eras recreate and confirm. The audi
ence is said to be so dull, anyway, so 
little concerned with what it is expe
riencing in the theatre, that the 
meaning of opera must be sought in 
the foyer on first nights. 

I confess that, faced with phen
omena like the huge popularity of a 
sweetly-pretty effusion such as The 
Pearlfishers, I have been known to 
reach for one of these arguments 

myself. But, for various reasons, they 
are all of them, if not false, at least 
decidedly incomplete. Some peo
ple's musical tastes are narrow, some 
do hanker after what they imagine 
was a more secure age, and some 
prominent patrons of the opera are 
indeed gormless. So having conced
ed that much to amateur sociology of 
taste, let's move on to more fruitful 
reflections. 

The Palais Garnier, headquarters 
of the Paris Opera, was not exactly an 
obscure building, even before Andrew 
Lloyd Webber seized upon its ghost 
for his finest musical. The facts about 
it are precise and marvellous: com
missioned in 1860, completed 1875, 
three acres, seventeen storeys. Best 
of all, says Lloydd Webber, ' ... there 
rea lly is a lake underneath the 
building.' I want to discuss a scene 

which lies on the far side of the lake, 
and in order to do so, we will need to 
go some way into the action. 

In The Phantom of the Opera, dry 
ice mists roll across a lake fringed 
with an undergrowth of (electric) 
candles. Christine and the Phantom 
descend along plunging sloping 
ramps, then embark in a (radio-con
trolled) boat which ferries them to 
their weird trystings . It is a brilliant 
piece of trompe 1' oeil staging, but the 
eye deceived is wide open as well. 
Bronze candelabra erect themselves 
and you wonder, or whisper, .. . 
hydraulics? The celebrated flying 
chandelier is another such effect, this 
time the wow-and-goshery laced with 
fear if you happen to be in the flight 
path. The whole evening is a cocktail 
of nineteenth century ingredients: 
magic and hokum, trapdoors, fire-

V OLUME 1 NUMBER 3 • EUREKA STREET 41 



42 

pots, transformation scenes, witty 
disappearances, and, of course, one 
heck of a ghost. 

The best thing about The Phan
tom , I am tempted to say, is that, 
given all this, you don't need to listen 
to the music. But that wouldn't quite 
be fair. Lloyd Webber is a resourceful 
composer with a much wider range 
of styles at his disposal than just the 
frail, sickly lyricism of 'Think of Me' 
and 'Memories'. In The Phantom he 
plays with those styles in much the 
ame way Maria Bjornson 's designs 

and Hal Prince's staging play with 
nineteenth century spectacle. 

Early in the show, for example, 
we see the company rehearsing an 
opera -within-an-opera to a score one 
part Offenbach, one part Meyerbeer, 
all bad and exactly right. Bjornson 
costumes this in jewel-box gaudy, 
and she and Prince between them 
create around the triumphant hero a 
hilarious surfeit of phallic symbols, 
from elephants' tusks to an upraised 
mace. (Check the program photo
graph.) For those who know and like 
Aida, this is good lampoonery. For 
those who think all grand opera 
ridiculous, it is comforting. 

The big number to which all this 
i leading , is 'Think of Me ', and at 
least half the audience is waiting for 
it. Who should sing it first , however, 
but an over-ripe operatic soprano, 
vibrato and all. A suspicion that the 
evening will turn out a touch too 
cultural begins to hover over the 
house. But with one quick twist of 
the plot, we are listening to another 
version of 'Think of Me' sung by our 
heroine, Christine, the little chorus 
girl, her big chance come at last, and 
she sings it right, doesn' t she, and the 
orchestra helps her along with a sud
den mighty surge. 

Were all the res t like that, we 
would be in familiar 'popular' territo
ry where any kind of seriousness is 
mocked or fa ked . But the reassurance 
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supplied by these ironic games of 
style now makes possible a scene of 
considerable and genuine power. 
Christine, alone in her dressing
room, gazes into the mirror. Behind 
it appears the Phantom, summoning 
her to his kingdom of night . 

Simultaneously we see the corps 
de ballet, practising a dance routine, 
Degas-like in posture and lighting. 
One kind of control over women, 
over performers- is set against 
another. 

The word 'possession ' forks . 
There follows the descent to the 
lake, and now we are in a new im 
aginative territory, neither burlesque 
nor blandishment. We find our-

We are in love 

with the 19th 

century ... we can 

both revel in it 

and struggle with it 

... we stand in a 

similar relationship 

to operatic myth as 

the Greeks in 

relation to their 

inheritance 

selves in the realm of myth. 
The character of the Phantom is a 

synthetic compound of Byronic hero, 
and Dickensian ghost, melancholy, 
comic and sinister by turns . On this 
side of his Avernus-like lake he is 
perhaps that Dis from the underworld 
who craved for the spring-like Perse
phone. The lyrics, with their invert
ed images of darkness as life-giving, 
sound like a prosy paraphrase of 
Tristan. (A good deal of Tristan does, 
too .) Yet the amalgam of staging, 
music and character works to better 
effect than the words by themselves 
could possibly suggest. Christine, I 

am in some ways sorry to report, is 
yet another passive creature who 
exists as Otherness . It seems to m e 
impossible to focus on her career and 
discover in it, as Hal Prince claims to 
do, a 'rite of passage' - presumably 
from her obsession with Daddy to 
her 'mature relationship' with Raoul. 
(Americans will tell themselves these 
stories.) The Phantom completely 
dominates the show, and Christine 
exists for what she m eans to him and 
to the other male characters. Just 
what she mean gives the work a 
dark erotic quality, very much of the 
present mom ent, taking us from the 
myths of the ancient world to the 
myth-language of the unconscious . 

Back to the ambiguities of 'posse
sion '. The managers- that comic 
duo -own the opera house - or so 
they think . They are shallow, fearful, 
rigid while the Phantom is labile, 
ingenious, charged with an energy 
unmistakably sexual. (His opera is 
called Don Juan Triumphant and 
depicts the libertine saved from the 
fires of hell and rewarded for his 
amatory fea ts.) 

But this true owner, the dark 
power benea th who seems to offer 
genuine vitality, is in fact slavishly 
and utterly dependent on that Other, 
on 'woman' constructed as the giver 
of warmth and life. In order for her to 
give her riches however, she must be 
emptied out and entered into (the 
language of the libretto insists on the 
metaphor) . She cannot be allowed to 
be an independent force. She must 
'die'-be absorbed- to provide the 
Phantom, with life. Listen, or look 
again, at 'The Music of the Night.' 

I do not insist on this sketch of an 
interpretation, which is only one 
among several possibilities, But the 
myth is so powerfully created that 
unless we are of the 'pure escapism' 
brigade, forever escaping, that is, from 
our own responses, such a scene is 
bound to provoke us into thought . 
Here, and in a few other places, The 
Phantom of the Opera becomes an 
opera, because it takes us into the 
operatic realm of myth. It works, just 
as, despite similar drawbacks in 
music and text, the last act of The 
Tales of Hoffman works. 

Now to some different reflecton 
on the lake in the basement of the 
Palais Garnier. As recreated in Paris, 
in the Musee D 'Orsay, it can be seen, 



together with the rest of the vast 
building, in a cross-sectional model. 
The Musee D'Orsay is a building 
with a strong narrative about repre
sentation. Down one side of a long 
promenade are the monuments of 
French official taste from the 'year of 
revolutions' to the outbreak of the 
First World War: the academic paint
ings, the monuments to statesmen. 

On the other side of the gallery 
are the works of the rebels, from 
Daumier to Manet. A period's com
placency confronts its questioners: 
one version of reality argues with 
another. What could be the climax of 
such a narrative, the visual focal 
point, the altar of this secular nave ? 
The designers chose the Palais Gar
nier. According to Michael P. Stein
berg, who tells us these things in a 
recent number of the Cambridge 
Opera Journal, the opera house is ' an 
automatic symbol of both darkness 
and light, indeterminacy and absolute 
control.' 

What this implies is that the op
era house when it is creative, is what 
we should now call'a site of contes
tation', a place of creative question
ing. It is not a place where meanings 
are inertly transmitted to supine au
diences 

The 19th century inheritance is 
now being called into question, 
squabbled over, revalued in a variety 
of ways. One of these ways, we have 
seen in the lightweight example of 
The Phantom, a work on the margins 
of opera, could be described as a joking 
relationship, a relationship (accord
ing to Radcliffe-Browne) in which 
there is mingled hostility, affection 
and a deep inter-dependence. Inter
esting modern production of 19th 
century works, and interesting re
workings of 19th century material, 
like Sweeney Todd enter into a 
complex relationship with their 
source material. 

This is of course what should 
happen when a director offers to re
interpret one of the canonical works. 
The managements have so far spared 
innocent Australian audiences from 
most of what goes on overseas. But 
we get the occasional taste. The VSO 
has mounted, twice already, and again 
this year, Ken Russell 's production of 
Madama Butterfly. 

This opera nicely demonstrates 
three phases of audience reception. 

For its contemporary audiences, 
Butterfly was realistic (more strictly, 
an instance of verismo). Over time, it 
was turned into a cherry blossom 
tour of Great Universal Themes like 
love and dea th and betrayal. 

Russell 's production, set in a 
brothel full of writhing limbs and 
wreaths of narcotic smoke restored 
the sordidness of Butterfly's actual 
situation and connected Pinkerton's 
cruel seduction with his privileged 
position as an imperialist . Against 
the famous offstage humming cho
rus, where the libretto directs Butter
fly and Suzuki to keep a vigil, Russell 
paraded instead a fantasy of her fu 
ture life in America, complete with 

T he big number 

to which all this is 

leading , is 'Think 

of Me', and at 

least half the 

audience is 

waiting for it. 

Who should sing it 

first, however, but 

an over-npe 

soprano 

outsized consumer durables. 
Throughout, the audience was forced 
into a divided response, the music 
speaking of pathos and stifled nobil
ity while the staging asked the awk
ward questions about just how those 
feelings are embedded in particular 
social relationships. Many in the au
dience, deprived of their 'poetry', 
booed. But many, sidestepping Rus
sell's familiar excesses, were engaged 
by this production, and one at least, a 
young colleague of mine, deeply 
sceptical about the form, was con
verted to opera. 

There is much more to say on 

this whole question. Would there 
were space to praise Elijah Moshin
sky's beautiful and intelligent pro
duction of Werther. Those who saw 
the scene where Charlotte's husband 
demands her presence at a formal 
dinner while Werther approaches 
death saw a nineteenth century set
piece so rigorously imagined that the 
continuities between their and our 
forms of repression needed no spell
ing out. 

Would that there were space, too, 
to denounce Les Miserables, the 
world's first yuppie operetta, for its 
slithering over the painful history of 
the poor, its patronising of Hugo's
of all-generous ardour and its truly 
extraordinary demeaning of women. 

We are in love with the 19th 
century, I suggest, because we can 
both revel in it, still, and struggle 
with it. It would not be fanciful to 
suggest that we stand in a similar 
relationship to operatic myth as the 
Greeks in relation to their inherit
ance. We still need to tell ourselves, 
over and over, these particular sto
ries, and we n eed, constantly, to 
change them. • 

Bruce Williams teaches drama and 
opera at LaTrobe University. 

Blast, the Canberra-based maga
zine of social comment and the 
arts, promises subscribers articles 
on ethics, morality and culture, 
science, literature and public life. 
Their current subscrption offer 
includes a copy of the late Dorothy 
Green's book, Writer Reader 
Critic. $25 with book or $15 to 
PO Box 3514, Manuka, 2603. 
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The frat ernal Phantom 

The Emily Post Phantom 
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PHANTOM Cut TURE: 2 

MARK SKULLEY 

Nothing sacred 
The Ghost Who Walks in the clutches 

of the postmodern marketeers 

F onHa.< wHo o.me in !.to, The 
Phantom was dreamed up in 1936 by 
a young college student named Lee 
Falk, who wanted to create a comic 
book hero of the kind fit to rub hefty 
shoulders with mythical heroes of 
antiquity such as Ulysses. Just two 
years before, Falk had left Missouri 
for New York, where he had sold 
King Features on a comic strip about 
a dapper m agician named Mandrake. 

The story of The Ghost Who 
Walks went into print on 17 February 
1936 and is now published in 63 
countries and about 600 newspapers, 
with an estimated readership of 100 
million. 

The idea is simple. Four hundred 
years ago, a man was washed up on a 
remote Bengal shore. He had seen his 
father killed and his ship scuttled by 
Singh pirates . Nursed back to health 
by a pygmy tribe,(on the Bengal shore), 
he swore an oath on the skull of his 
fat her's murderer to devote his life to 
the destruction of all forms of piracy, 
greed and cruelty. 

His descendants have kept the 
oath and the current Phantom is the 
21st of the line to sit on the fabu lous 
Sku ll throne, surrounded by the 
Bandar, the loyal pygmy poison peo
ple in the Deep Woods. 'As the un
broken line continued through the 
centuries, the Orient beli eved it was 

always the sam e man' So the legend 
grew. ' The rest should simply be pub
lishing history, but the fact is that in 
the comic publishing busines The 
Phantom sticks out like a masked 
man walking around the jungle wear
ing his underpants outside a purple 
jumpsuit. 

Jim Sh epherd, the Australian 
publisher of Th e Phantom, reckons 
that the Ghost Who Walks is unique 
in comics, not being superhuman like 
superman, not a misshapen, green 
piece of work like the Incredible Hulk 
nor a millionaire slave to gadgets like 
Batman. 

The Phantom, a.k.a. Kit Walker, 
just sticks to the simple life of the 
jungle, slugs it out with his fi sts, 
owns only a couple of .45 revolvers, 
has a trusty horse and wolf as side
kicks and a few old jungle tri cks up 
his sleeve. Not even the villains are 
allowed to ![EMJ()&! swear . 

He's also a m odes t h ero who 
eschews strong liquor and who was 
true to his fiance, UN nurse Diana 
Palmer, through possibly the world 's 
longest courtship. Confronted by a 
gang of women air pirates, the masked 
one lamented: 'This is the tightes t 
spot I've ever be n in. You're all 
women here and I couldn ' t slug a 
woman if I wanted to. N aturally, I 
want to save my own life.' Some 



backsliding is on record. Once he 
(reluctantly) played up to the amo
rous intentions of the evil barones 
who led the air pirates, but only long 
enough to save the day and triumph 
over evil 

The adventures of the Phantom 
take place inside an odd mix of the 
geographically real and unreal. His 
stomping ground, the Deep Woods, is 
in the Bengali jungle-somewhere in 
Africa-but close to the desert and 
the near east. The jungle is peopled 
by negro tribes, but only a solid gal
lop away are demi-arabic princes who 
live in mountaintop castles. There 
are lions and tigers. 

Lee Falk,the Phantom's creator, 
has blurred the edges even further by 
having Mandrake and his offsider 
Lothar appear as guests at the fabu
lous wedding of the Phantom and 
Diana in 1977. 

Falk, a millionaire at an early age 
who now modestly admits to being 
79 years old, lives in a housecalled 
Xanadu, which is also the name of 
Mandrake's pad. He still taps out the 
odd Phantom story on a 50-year-old 
typewriter, has been spotted in 
downtown New York dressed as 
Mandrake and was photographed a 
few years back in full Phantom rig, 
his young bride on his arm. 

The Phantom has slogged through 
tussles with the Japanese during 
World War II, and sorties against the 
Koreans in the 1950s when his makers 
also had to battle censorship. The 
changes in time bought changes in 
content: the Phantom battled drug 
dealers and eventually agreed that 
his new wife could keep working. As 
Diana explained: 'I want to keep my 
job. Dear, I know your mother and 20 
generations of Phantom wives stayed 
in the Skull cave, but this is 1977.' 
The couple now have twin children a 
boy and a girl. 

In 1987, the first Phantom comic 
was produced in Sweden by a group 
under copyright, in a move to aug
ment new titles from the US. Swe
den's Phantom Fan Club reportedly 
now has more members than the 
country's Boy Scouts. 

The Phantom also had a two-part 
adventure in Australia, published in 
1989, which came to a climax on 
location in the Sydney Opera House. 
The Australian publishers, Frew 
Publications Pty Ltd, now report a 

'renaissance ' for the nemesis of 
wrongdoing everywhere, and recently 
put out a bumper lOOOth issue. Over 
one million copies of the comic are 
sold in Australia each year. 

But sinister wraith-like figures 
with beady eyes have stalked the 
modern Phantom-yuppies in search 
of an in-joke! Befitting an era when 
Warren Beatty can play the grantite
jawed Dick Tracy on the big screen, 
Phantom marketing has moved be
yond the innocent old days of the 
Phantom Club and skull rings. 

The latest outpouring of Phanto
mania for the in-crowd was an exhi
bition at Sydney's trendoid DC art 
gallery. One exhibitor, Adam Rish, 
told of finding Phantom biscuits in
scribed in pidgin when he was living 
in Papua New Guinea seven years 
ago: 'Suppos yu kai kai dispela biskit 
yu cum up strong alsem phantom.' 

Rish said in an interview: ' The 
biscuits are just like boring Saos re
ally, but the inscription means, if 
you eat these biscuits you'll become 
strong like the Phantom. They're cra
zy about the Phantom there .' 

His exhibition piece vision was 
called the Birth of The Phantom 'in
side a Giotto interior', with two little 

Phantoms and Diana . Brett Whiteley 
chipped in with what was 'obviously 
a Mona Lisa in a Phantom mask.' 
Some works even suggested the Ghost 
Who Walks who was a man of the 
flesh! 

About half the current Australian 
readership of the Phantom are re
portedly "well-heeled white-collar 
workers" who often fax or hand-de
liver detailed responses to the latest 
issue, while the biggest growth area 
is in the 40 years-and-over agegroup.A 
cartoon feature film of the Phantom 
is also planned, which may help win 
back some of the younger age group. 

ThePhantomain'tflashy, but he's 
got a longer shelf life than you aver
age teenage mutant ninja turtle. • 

Mark Skulley writes for the Sydney 
Morning Herald. 

FLASH 
FOR PRESENTATIONS 
AND SUBMISSIONS 

THAT SELL 

COLOUR AND BLACK AND WHITE PHOTOGRAPHIC PRINTING, 
DIRECT PHOTOGRAPHIC COPIES TO A 1 SIZE, LASER COPIES, PLAN 
PRINTING, SLIDES, PHOTOGRPAHY, TYPESETIING & ARTWORK, 

LAMINATING, FILM PROCESSING, MOUNTING, BINDING, 
EXHIBITION & DISPLAY 

FLASH GRAPHICS. (02) 555 7011 
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Failing as 
a nation 

from A. Ecob 

MAY I SUBMIT the following comment 
on Richard Curtain's conclusion.('In 
search of ties that bind', Eurelw Street, 
April '9 1). Curtain states that 'Most 
people, fo r example, accept that they 
have to pay taxes beyond levels at 
which they will benefit personally '. 
He then makes it clear that his use of 
the words 'have to' m eans, as justi
fie d by ultim a te benefit s to be 
received, as distinct from recogni 
tion of the overwhelming coercive 
powers of the taxa tion authorities. 

I suggest that this is a highly 
misleading view of Australian atti
tudes towards taxation. A substan
tia l minority (i t could be 25 per cent ) 
do, as they say,'vote for a living' . 
Clearly, they expect to benefi t per
sonally beyond the levels that could 
be secured fro m the taxes they pay. 
An approximately equal minori ty (of 
mainly small business people) deep
ly resent the above and believe that 
this is where their excess of taxes 
paid over benefit goes. The 50 per 
cent in the mi ddle generally do not 
think about it, but if asked to choose 
fro m a short li st of opinions wo uld 
select the view that ' taxa tion is a the 
price of a civilised society'. They have 
an unqua nt ifed feeling that the price 
is too high . 

If my reading of the Australian 
attitudes is correct, then Curtain 's 
advocacy of ' common action for 
common good' would, if app lied in 
Aus tralia, be at best ineffective. It 
could well prove to be far worse. The 
rea l measure of how much worse is 

Eureka Street welcomes letters 
from its readers. Short letters are 
more likely to be published, and 
letters may be edited . All letters 
must be signed, with the writer's 
name and address clearly written. 
(A box number is not sufficient). 
Phone number should be provid
ed so that letters can be verified. 
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what we as a nation are failing to 
achieve in terms of the resources 
gifts, and knowledge that are availa: 
ble to us. As an accountant I argue, 
for example, that more than half our 
national product (when related to 
what we could achieve) is but eco
nomi c waste. And of the enterprises 
and resources which produ ce the 
'goodies', an increasing proportion is 
becoming owned overseas. 

As Peter Sheehan is reported as 
saying-our failure to achieve con
sensus about the sort of society we 
want and how we want to achieve it 
lies at the heart of the country's eco
nomic problems. 

A.Ecob 
Longueville, NSW 

Ratzinger 
defended 

From Don Carberry 

I HOPE THAT in the process of doing the 
cri tical, social thing, Eureka Street 
will be a consistent voice fo r the 
teaching of the universal church. 

May I m ention Solicitudo Rei 
Socialis, Redemptoris Missio and 
Mulierum Dignitas as pointing to the 
vacuum in Australian social under
standing that catholic exposition can 
fill. There is an equal need for a 
reasoned public guide to catholic 
teaching (which so often is presented 
only as prohibition) on contempora ry 
moral issues, especially bio-ethical 
ones. I suppose that all this has 
already been the sub ject of edi torial 
policy m aking, but the saying of it 
has its own importance. 

Finally I ask that yo u exercise 
som e editorial discretion (or even 
comment ) with regard to the fash
ionable sneering comments about 
Ca rdina l Rat zinger. I wonder 
whether in his case Matthew 5: 11 -
12, is not applicable. I realise that he 
is the whipping boy of the free
wheelers, their prince of devils, but I 
pu t it to you that comments about 
him should display the academic in
tegrity that his own scholarship, his 
charity in exposition and the seri
ousness of doctrine that hi s office 
imposes all call for and desire. 

Don Carberry 
Pakenham, Victoria 

More for 
women, please 
from Sr Ka th Burl< e. President of the 
Institute of Sis ters of Mercy of A us
tralia 

Congratulations on Eureka Street. 
You have produced a magazine of 
quality with originality, style and a 
variety of content . If I have any 
negative comment I'll turn it into a 
positive for the future. It may be 
important to think critically about 
what would ensure a female reader
ship . This is more in the area of style 
of presentation than of content . 

Kath Burke RSM 

Lewisham, NSW 

Best dressed 
from Fr Robert Carey, direc tor, 
Adelaide Catholic N ews Centre 

We were delighted to receive the 
fi rst edition of Eureka Street. This is 
jus t a short note to congratulate you 
on a very well dressed publicati on 
and a splendid achievement . 

Robert Carey 
Adelaide 

This space could be yours 
To advertise with 
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SEVENHILL CELLARS 
A special offer for Eureka Street readers. 

The Jesuits ofSevenhill, in South Australia's Clare Valley, 
have been gripping the grape since 1852. 

So enjoy the fruits of our labour! 

Mixed orders must be in multiples of a dozen. All prices include 20 per cent sales tax. 

The wines per bottle per dozen quantity cost 

Clare Riesling 1990. A medium-dry white table $8.00 $85.00 
wine. This variety, known in France as crouchen, 
was first brought to Australia by the early Jesuits. 

Tokay-ClassicDryWhite1990.Wehavebeen 
making this style of dry white wine since 1972. It $8.00 $85.00 
can be drunk now or cellared for up to four years. 

White Burgundy 1990. A blend of 44 per cent 
Verdelho, 34 per cent Crouchen and 22 per cent $11.00 $120.00 
Chenin Blanc. Has a full, dry palate. 

Vintage Port 1984. This port is a winner of nine 
medals. It will live for years (a minimum of 15) so $12.00 $130.00 
why not welcome the year 2000 with it? 

Dry Red 1989. This blend of 50 per cent Shiraz, 
$9.00 $100.00 25 per cent Touriga and 25 per cent Grenache is a 

soft, round wine, pleasant to drink now. 

St Ignatius 1989. A vibrant blend of Merlot, 
CabernetFranc, Malbec and Cabernet Sauvignon, 

$15.00 $165.00 created to mark the SOOth anniversary ofthe birth 
of St Ignatius Loyola, founder of the Jesuits. It has 
a cellaring potential of six to eight years. 

South Australian buyers add $4.00 freight per carton, others $8.00 
total cost 

Name ........................................................................................................................ Send this order form to 
Address ...................................................................................................................... Sevenhill Cellars, 

PO Box 13, 
Freight details ........................................................................................................ Sevenhill via Clare, 

South Australia 5453. 
Bankcard, Mastercard or Visacard Number .................................................. Tel {O(j8) 43 4222 

Expiry date ............................................................................................................... 
Fax (068) 43 4382 
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