














Australian ‘aid’
misfires

From Melody Kemp

I wish to congratulate you on publish-
ing the article resulting from the mis-
sion to the Marag Valley in the Philip-
pines{'Caughtin the Crossfire’, Eureka
Street, July 19911, Forgive the lateness
of this response but when one lives
oversceas, one has to sacrifice immedi-
acy for the sake of discourse.

Whilc living in the Philippines 1
had contact with the tribal peoples
through a non-governiment organisa-
tion named TABAK, whose activities
focused on human rights violations in
the tribal communitices.

My concern about the Australian
article was that, while the evil spectre
of Marcos was in evidence, no men-
tion was given to the role played by
Cory Aquino in the escalation of such
activitics in the rural arcas. Cory fell
prey to the American arguments for
the use of low-intensity conflict
methods to deal with the ‘NPA prob-
lem’. This method was devised during
the war in Vietnam, and history has
revealed the outcome of that in both
political and human terms. These
methods are being used throughout
the Philippine archipelago.

THAT'S RIGHT — THERE USED To BE
FOUR , BUT PACKER TOOK OVER
SACKED HALF OF THEM/
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While used ostensibly to control
the so-called insurgency, the other
cffect is to quell tribal objections to
the wholesale destruction of theirland
for both timber and mincral resourc-
¢s. The military and well-known
members of the Philippine Congress
are both owners and beneficiaries of
the logging and mining concessions.

TABAK'’s records of the effects of
burgeoning militarism indicate that
since Aquino came to power there has
heen a fourfold increase in bombings,
strafingof villages, forced evacuations,
summary exccutions, food blockades
and other such crimes against tribal
communitics, They estimated that
300,000 people have been internal
refugees from militarism and ccolog-
ical destruction. The death tollamong
children alone would arouse front-
page headlines if it happened in East-
crn Europe.

There is arcluctance to admit that
Aquino, the ubiguitous ‘mild-
mannered housewife” of Asian poli-
tics, has presided over the wholesale
destructionof triballands for the profit
of the few—including her relatives—
and the systematic destruction of tribal
communitics.

Australians should be aware that a
major component of Australian aid to
the Philippines is military aid, in the
form of training, and the sale and
provision of military hardware.
Therefore we stand aceused of com-
plicity in the destruction of tribal
people’s land and of their lives. Last

year the Australian ambassador to the
Philippines expressed support for the
use of the Citizens’ Armed Forces
Geographical Units (CAFGUs) which
amount to no more than armed vigi-
lantes, to support military activities.
During my three week stay in a
Catholic mission in Mindanao,
CAGFUs were implicated in the
shooting of threc villagers and the
beheading of another.

Itis perhaps casy to point fingers at
what usedtobe the USSR, as complicit
in the deaths and torture in Angola
and Afghanistan, or at the US for
similaractivitiesin Central and South
America. Itisless comforting to know
that Australian aid and expertisc is
used to destroy and oppress our clos-
estneighbours. Itisashame that groups
such as Greenpeace cannot turn their
considerable resources to the preser-
vation of tribal communitics who live
as one would aspire to live: commu-
nally and in harmony, and in touch
with their gods.

Melody Kemp

Pasar Minggu, Jakarta, Indonesia

Windsor in the
wrong castle

From Christina Rye Laming

[ write in response to Gerard Wind-
sor's essay ‘The New Zealand Travel-
ler Sketches the Ruins of St Patrick’s’
(Eurcka Street, September 1991). 1 he-
gan rcading this article as my three-
year-old climbed onto my shoulders
to watch Playschool, thought about it
as I discussed hair-pulling and scarlet
fever with othermothersat playgroup,
attempted to finish reading it when
my son launched into a discussion of
girlfriends and exam marks. I contin-
ued composing this letter as my
daughter made biscuits and an clec-
tric guitar throbbed in a bedroom of
unbelievable untidiness. 1 got the
whole thing together about 11pm
when the house was quiet.

I sce myself as a pretty ordinary
person of our times, except perhaps
that during the eight years it took me
to do my theology degree, my marks
were not as good as those of some of
the otherwomenalso studying. Ifound
Windsor’s essay a little confusing, so
rather than deal with his points, Loffer
an alternative picture. I don’t know



how many women graduate or study
theology each year but there are many
many more than men. Most of the
women are married with children,
sometimes they also have a job,
sometimes they have other educa-
tional backgrounds.

Equally, I don’t know how many
do pastoral majors or minors. I majored
in systematic theology and minored
in scripture. The classes were full of
women, with one or two men in cach.
1 didn’t choose liberation theology or
feminist theology. It seemed to me
thatinorder to understand the church
1 zIshould come to terms with its
hara core. Other women did too,
though I couldn’t come at canon law.

I began my letter as I did because
that was the way I did my academic
study, totally integrated with my daily
life. So, I think, did my fellow stu-
dents. Study timecuto  “abusy life
was too precious not to be made max-
imum use of, so subjects that could
not be integrated with our personali-
tics and relationships were exchanged
for subjects that gave greater mean-
ing, depth, hope, insight and challenge.
Hfindg to Mass difficult at present,
not because it’s a long time since I've
heard a homily which is interesting,
intelligent and spiritually enlivening,
but because I have to give  hispered
answers that Rahner ana Lonergan
would be proud of to questions from a
three-year-old about why the bread is
special.

It is unfair of Windsor to bemoan
the state of the church. I find it abso-
lutely miraculous that the Holy Spirit
has caused a pressurc-cooker full of
sound theology to fill the homes and
hearts of our children. As a child, I
would rather have had my Rahner
integrated into mum’s personality in
her response to pussy cats covered in
playdough, than given as an examin-
able text by a teacher [ disliked, or in
a stuffy church by a priest I couldn’t
sce—especially if the boy under the
pew in front was dressed as Batman.

I wonder what the outcome of this
situation will be. In order for the
horrific problems of human suffering
inthe world to be dealt with, we need,
individually, to ‘turn back’, as a world
population. That surelyis the direction
of theeffectof sound theology inhearts
of the women in pews.

Christina Rye Laming
Ashburton, Vic.
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PETER FIERCE

The withering of The Heath

AT THE TURNSTILES, a grizzled des-
perate made a case for taking his shil-
lelagh into the course. Inside, he
quickly became inconspicuous among
the rich, scurrying to their temporary
members’ quarters, and the lumpen-
bourgeoisie, sporting bar-room tans
and Desert Storm tee-shirts. This was
Caulfield, October 12, and for the
111th running of the Caulfield Guin-
eas and the Toorak Handicap, it was
an unseasonably glorious day.

For more than a decade Caulfield,
most beautiful of Melbourne tracks,
has been a disaster for those who mar-
ket it, whether as employees of the
VATC, or radio stations. Since the
demise of Bert Bryant, race-callershave
ceased to be outraged spokesmen for
hapless punters and have become
mouthpieces for ‘the industry’. From
them you’ll hearlittle about the with-
ering of The Heath, or how Caulfield
has suffered regularly from dire
weather during its Spring Carnival,
from the decline in status of the once
peerless Caulfield Cup, from the bi-
zarre outcomes of $o many recent re-
newals of the course’s classic race, the
Caulfield Guincas, and from a grand-
stand rebuilding program that is still a
year away from completion.

But on October 12 the track was
fast, Glorious Day—trained by Rick
Hore-Lacy—ran adecent fourth in the
Guineas, the amenitics in the new
Rupert Clarke stand were excellent
anditsrearaspectanart-deco triumph.
Tucked away below is the estimable
Racing Museum, better visited on
quieter days. For those keyed to fast-
lane reminiscence, there were shields
that listed the Caulfield Cup winners,
together with the names of monarchs,
governors-general, prime ministers,
wars involving Australians and ‘sun-
dry events and achievements’. One
could learn that in 1920, when the
Western Australian Eurythmic [sic]
won the Cup, a pot cost fivepence. At
Caulfield it’s now $1.85, and there is
the choice of Laurent-Perrier.

Much abides at Caulfield from
bygone racedays. This is the most
amiable track at which to stroll round
the stables and the saddling paddock,
and drift back and forth to the Boo-
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merang Bar for an ale. The urgency
eases for atime, and the excitement of
the walk to the stand, past the con-
struction site, via the tote or book-
makers, is allowed to build.

The firstrace was won by aSydney
jockey, Mick Dittman, onaneat, quick
filly called Catchfire. But this did not
presage the usual depressing recent
pattern of interstate riders’ domination
of the Caulfield Carnival. Although
Jim Cassidy won the ‘time honoured’
Toorak Handicap—for every race a
cliché and a sponsor’s name--on
Comrade, and Brian York the Guineas
on Chortle, that most elegant and
accomplished of Melbourne jockeys,
Darren Gauci, rodea treble. He steered
the massively framed Umatilla, which
carried 60kg and thrashed its field. In
the day’s prettiest ride he threaded
through on the longshot Cushion, a
filly of much promise.

Before Gauci topped off his work,
the Guineashad done its routine worst
for Caulficld. The winner, Chortle,
brought no outstanding form to the
race and as it faltered near the line,
offered no promise of better deeds.
The literary tip, Naturalism, could
not run it down. Again the Guineas
looked a jinx race, in which the best
performed three-year-olds either fail
to front or to flatter. And again
Caulficld proved to be the track at
which Hayes-trained horses perform
worst. The stable could not manage a
place-getter. The momentum which
Colin Hayes gave to his son is palpa-
bly slackening.

After the Guineas there was still a
great weight-for-agerace, the Caulfield
Stakes, to come. Saturnine trainer Bart
Cummings had warned that Shaftes-
bury Avenue was ‘bucking his brand
off’ and Gauci rode him to prove it, by
breaking two minutes and comfort-
ably defeating the champions Super
Impose and Sydeston. The crowd rose
along the length of the straight as
Shaftesbury Avenue beat off its chal-
lengers with authority. Here was rac-
ing; this was the race, the horse, the
jockey of the Spring,. [ ]

Peter Pierce lectures in Australian
studies at Monash University.
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The West has

found it easy to

¢loat over the
collapse of its

bogeyman, but

has not been so

keen to clean up

the mess.

‘A]l\nl ™ DC]){\DT ]

LIJAMIEN SIMONIS

To market, to market

T 18 TWO YEARS SINCE Czechoslovakia was swept up in
the cuphoria of ‘velvet revolution” and an overly enthu-
siastic West began to celebrate the victory of democra-
¢y and the free market in Eastern Europe.

At Prague’s Central Research Institute of National
Economy, Dr Maric Bohatda wonders whether there has
been some kind of misunderstanding. ‘I am sure cvery-
one wants a free market, but what type? Iworry whether
people really understand what such terms mean.’ After
40 years of central control and the inculcation of a deep
mistrust of anyone doing noticeably better than his or
her neighbours, Dr Bohata fears that Czechs and Slovaks
have little idea of what the market involves and have
been, like many of their companions in misery in other
former Eastern Bloc countries, vietims of their own
niisconceptions.

‘The market” was, and to a degree still is, perceived
as a more efficient system than the now discredited
command cconomy. Yet even now, Dr Bohata said, 40
per cent of Czechs and 60 per cent of Slovaks held the
state, not individual initiative, to be responsible for the
standard of living. Instcad of rushing out to compete

and produce, many arc waiting to sec what
the new system can provide. And they are
increasingly restless about the fact that it
appears to be performing considerably worse
than its creaky predecessor.

In September Dr Bohata attended a con-
ference in Londonon business cthics and
found that she was not alone in her fears. Dr
Elizabeth Vallance, of London University,
warned that the former Eastern Bloc countries
could ‘cross from a totalitarianism of the state
to that of companies’. For Dr Vallance the
problem lies in the fundamental difference
between the two ideologics. Communism, she
said, sought to provide a total social model,
in which production was ‘good’ insofar as it
scrved society. Outstanding personal contri-
butions tended to be rewarded with medals
rather than bonuses. Free-market capitalism
was, however, a simple cconomic mechanism.

To prevent tragedy, said Dr Vallance, the East
nceded ‘not only a total restructuring of macrocconoms-
ics but a total shift of thinking. There is no stock mar-
ket, no accounting system, no company law and, more
importantly, no appreciation of the responsibilities of
private ownership ... even fast-track economists in the
East arc on a slow learning curve. People were sold the
1dea of the market and are now, quite reasonably, disap-
pointed.’

Production figures in the former German Demo-
cratic Republic, once considered the showcase of the
Eastern Bloc, and which Bonn is now flooding with bil-
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lions of marks, give an indication of the depth of the
problem. In the three quarters to June this year, accord-
ing to Der Spiegel magazine, heavy industry has declined
by about 50 per cent and precision enginecring and optics
by about 80 per cent.

The fate of the five new bundeslinder is instruc-
tive. For years West German television provided the
Ossis (Easterners) with an almost nauscating window
on capitalist luxury. Dr Vallance and Dr Bohata arguc
that people in the East have read their experience of the
past 40 years into their appreciation of the free market.
The shock has been rude, but it is not unprecedented. It
was not unknown, prior to 1989, for East Germans who
had risked death to flee westwards to return home,
chastened by the competitive realities of the market.
Socialism East-Berlin style may have been drab, but at
least the state provided—minimal rent, child care and
often fictitious jobs.

The illusions are fast evaporating. An American
businessman at the London conference told of being
dumbfounded by the distrust and the widespread feel-
ing of hopelessness and exhaustion he has found in Po-
land. For him a simple line of Warsaw graffiti summed
up the attitude: ‘A better tomorrow was yesterday.’

Dr Bohata is alarmed by the listlessness of the
young. Many, she said, felt only a certain class could
benefit from the new environment—that which milked
the old system, under which, as Dr Vallance says, busi-
ness was ‘not only inhibited but outlawed.” Most at-
tribute success to corruption, connections or luck, rarely
to hard work. Envy is a potent store of trouble, and al-
most a quarter of the population of the Czechoslovak
federation still believes there should only be slight dit-
ference in wages.

The problems of the East do not all come from
within. The West has found it casy to gloat over the
collapsc of its bogeyman, but has not been so keen to
clean up the mess. Dr Bohatd was polite when she cited
Volkswagen’s investment deal with the Czech car
manufacturer, Skoda, as an example of the ‘difficulty of
valuing [industries and property| in our non-transparent
situation

‘Before the deal, Price Waterhouse valued Skoda at
half a million deutschmarks, another valuer at two
million ... * Moreover, Dr Bohatd could not help sus-
pecting that western companies interested in joint ven-
tures and investment, particularly in Germany and
Austria, were waiting for the situation to worsen before
moving in and picking up factories at bargain-basement
prices. Not a bad subject for a business cthics conference.
perhaps.

Damien Simonis is Eurcka Street’s European corre-
spondent.
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LIZ JACKSON

Who should ’scape whipping?

One effect of the failed Soviet coup has been a sharp increase in the

population density on the moral high ground. But preaching is only

easy from a distance, as Liz Jackson discovered when she prepared a
program in Moscow for Radio National’s Background Briefing.

HAT’S BEEN INTERESTING about the reaction to the
program has been the response to a particular part—an
interview with a former highly-placed burcaucrat,
Natalia Yakovleva, who was editor in chief of the North
American department at the Novosti Press Agency.

Like everyone elsc at Novosti, Natalia was sacked
within days of the coup. What I suppose has surprised
me is the extent of sympathy she has evoked, even
though she herself admits to cowardice and claims that
she does not respect herself. The deputy mayor of Mos-
cow, Sergei Stankievitch had said after the coup: ‘This
has sorted out for us who is with us, who is against us.’
But it is not quite as simple as that. I guess listeners to
the program felt like me, when I spoke with Natalia:
would I have done anything different?

Jackson: What's changed in Novosti Press agency since
the coup?

Yakovleva: Well we have had enormous changes—I
think drastic changes. Our agency was nationalised. Our
president was sacked by Mr Yeltsin, first by his decree;
and then Mr Gorbachev issued a decree concerning the
decision of Mr Yeltsin. Now we have a new president.
He is very young—35.

What sort of personnel changes have happened? I mean
have people lost their jobs already?

We are all sacked. Ah, you know, I welcome all this,
and all the changes. 1 was a dissident in my heart, though
not in my life. And this was one of my weaknesses |
would say. Because I saw, for quite a long time, that we
are going not in the right direction, but T hadn’t enough
courage to say this openly. And, you know, I was in the
privileged class. Thad all these privileges before because
I am in a high position for quite a timebeing.

And now I have lost all the privileges and my life
has become much more difficult, T would say. I mean in
the material sense. But I would prefer not to eat sausage,
not to have a lot of nice things, but to have the freedom
of expression; and at least sorne future for my children.

So many years we've had this terrible life here,
without any opportunity to say what we think. And this
double life really is terrible for people who conducted
it. And [ have to tell you that T conducted a double life.
My triends would tell you that T am frank and sincere,
but on the surface I was a very true Communist. That is
the tragedy, my tragedy too. That is why I started weep-
ing. I don’t respect myself.

But do you retain your party membership?

No, not now. But again I did it too late. My husband left
the Communist Party two years ago. I haven’t followed
him because I knew that if T followed him I'd have to
quit my job, the same day. And that is why I retained
my Party membership card.

So when did you resign?
During the coup.

NOV()STI PRESS AGENCY EMPLOYS, Or used to employ,

upwards of three thousand people. It puts out those
booklets and journals like Soviet Life, or Mikhail Gor-
bachev’s Address to the 42nd Congress, that you sec in
places like the Soviet embassy, the ones that put the
best gloss on life in the Soviet Union. They did, of course,
change with glasnost, became more critical, but the coup
caught them out.

Novosti sat on the fence and the workers are paying
the price. 1 spoke to their new boss, Andrei Vinnigra-
dov, who will decide who gets re-employed.

Vinnigradov: It is a paradoxical situation. I don’t want
to talk about anybody in particular. [ know many good
people among the agency’s journalists who teel free here
in the building and outside; but there are others who
fecl free only when they leave the building. Here, for
some reason, they feel obliged to obey some absurd in-
struction in which they themscelves do not believe, You
can’t play two roles. You can’t be a burcaucrat here and
a free person on the street. That is precisely what we
will need to overcome.

Jackson: I know that vou don’t want to name any
names, and I wouldn't ask vou to, but are you saving
of those people who were able to live in that paradox,
able. on the one hand, to go down to the barricades,
but, on the other hand, in their official work, to put out
material that did not condemn the coup,—are you
saving that those are people for whom there is no place
here, now!

Alas, yes.

Liz Jackson is an ABC producer and presenter. Back-
ground Briefing is broadcast on Radio National at 9.10am
on Sundays and on Tuesdays at 7.45pm.
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EARC brought in a
system of one vote one
value for local
government. By doing
so, 1t rocked the
foundations of the level
of government most
Queenslanders identify
as their own, and put
an end to networks of
power and mateship

throughout the state.

main object of the report, Fitzgerald said, was “to bring
about improved structures and systems. The past mis-
deeds of individuals are of less conceern, except as a ba-
sis for learning for the future”

Fitzgerald recommended the setting up of two
independent commissions, the Criminal Justice Com-
mission [CJC| and the Electoral and Administrative
Review Commission |[EARC, cach of which would be
answerable to an all-party parliamentary committee. A
large part of the analysis of how Queensland is emerging

from its crisis consists of an analysis of how
these bodies are going about their work.

riE Crivunan Justicr Cosasaion was always going
to attract the most antagonism, since it is responsible,
among many other things, tor continuing the Fitzgerald
INquIry’s mvestigations into corruption,

In fact, it has come under insidious attack. The CJC
is unpopular with the government—partly because of
the natural antagonism of governments to powertul,
independent bodies, partly because the CJC has made
some errors, but also because it is about to release a
repore on the abusce of parliamentary expense accounts,
including thosc of some Labor members.

The CIC released a report saying that the number
of police assaules on civilians was increasing. The report
received front-page treatment in the Friday newspapers.
Predictably, for those used to police manipulation of the
media, the following Sunday a story appearcd in the local
press, saying that the chairman of the CJC, Sir Max
Bingham, had‘got oft’ recciving a fine for
driving on a Tasmanian licence. The in-
cident to which the stories referred was
six months old. Bingham was within his
legal rights, and had not reccived prefer-
ential treatment. Nevertheless, the story
was remorsclessly beaten up, and was
damaging. CJC staff believe the story was
pushed not only by police but by senior
government ministers. If the staff are
right, it is to the Goss government’s
lasting shame.

Thank heavens tor the ABC, which
on the 7.30 Report ran a critical analysis
of the way the story had been handled.
After that program went to air, the ABC
was notinviced to a news conference held
by the Police Minister the next day.
Finally, after Bingham called his own
news conterence to rebut the attacks,
which he said were ‘caleulated and de-
liberate attempts to undermine the CIC's
credibility, the government belatedly
issucd a statement supporting him.

All of this is not to say that the CJC
is without faule. How could it be? The comparable bod-
ics tederally and in NSW—the National Crime Author-
ity and the  Independent Commission against
Corruption—have both had their problems. And the
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CJC, with a budget of $17 million and a staff of about
250, including scconded police, has an even more diffi-
cultjob than its sister bodies. As well as being responsi-
ble for continuing investigations into misconduct, it
receives complaints from the public, is responsible for
witness protection and for the tribunal that adjudicates
on allegations against police. It also reviews the laws on
prostitution, drugs and gambling,

Any criticism of the CJC should be tempered with
arecognition of the enormous difficulties of cach of these
tasks—together with the realisation that such criticism
plays into the hands of the corrupt. Yet today some of
the CJC’s sternest detractors are former Fitzgerald
commission staft members. They claim that the chair-
man of the CJC, Sir Max Bingham, failed to capitalise
on the momencum buile up by the Ficzgerald inguiry.
By appointing former collcagues from the National
Crime Authority to top positions, they say, Bingham
imported a new culture and new methods. There was a
low tolerance for the Queensland way of doing things,
however successtul.

‘It was almost as though they thought we hadn't
done badly for Queenslanders, but now they were going
to show us how it was donc,” one former Fitzgerald staff
member said. These people believe many opportunitics
were lost, and that momentum is only now being re-
gained.

On the plus side, the CIC has an active investigation
record, much of it in cooperation with other police torees.
Bingham claims the commission has tracked down
‘about 20 or 30 big crooks’. And Bingham claims to have
learnt from his experience at the NCA. For example, he
believes other states could adopt the Queensland legis-
lation that makes the parliamentary committece to which
the CJC answers subject to the same legal obligations
ot confidentiality as the CJC itsclf—mcaning MI's can
¢o tojail if information is leaked. Both Binghanm and the
head of the CJC parliamentary committee, Mr Peter
Beattic, agree that this provision has meant the com-
mittee is kepe tully informed about CJC activities.

There are moves to hive off parts of the CJIC’s
tunctions. Bingham favors placing the Misconduct Tri-
bunal under the acgis of the new Public Service Man-
agement Committee. Others argue for even more radical
changes: for the law-reform function to be returned to
the Law Reform Commission, for example. There are
risks in such approaches. Smaller bodices are more casily
attacked. Although the Law Reform Comumission, which
has been worthy but incffectual, is itselt due for a reform
process conducted by the EARC, the history of such
commissions is that they have ditficulty getting cheir
rccommendations implemented. As well, part of Fitz-
gerald’s aim in setting up such a large body was to allow
the reform process to be integrated and planned. Frag-
mentation puts these aims ac risk.

There is almosttoo much public contidence in the
CIC. One poll showed that 77 per cent of the population
had heard of the CIC, and that when its purpose was
cxplained, 82 per cent supported its aims and its con-


















Reports from all areas and
all levels in China suggest
that outside Beijing the
writ of the central
government 1s
increasingly ignored ...

An historian is reminded
of the classic symptoms of
dynastic decay: revolt,
dissent, contempt for the
old regime and loss of
faith in its mandate,

corruption at the centre.
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preference list of China’s top middle-school graduates.

Another casc of ill-judged and counter-productive
actions has been the tougher religious policy. The Bureau
of Religious Affairs is thought to have become too sym-
pathetic to its charges, and a harder line emanating from
the United Front department has taken its place. The
reaction to the appointment of Gong Pinmei, the prel-
ate Rome recogniscs as Bishop of Shanghai as a cardi-
nal—or rather to the Vatican’s announcement that it
had occurred in secret some time ago—scems to have
been to impose petty restrictions on outside visitors.
These will not slow the growing regularisation of bish-
ops not appointed by Rome, nor the rapprochement of
‘patriotic’ and ‘traditional’ Catholics, a distinction that
in any case means little in practice in many arcas. Those
most likely to be adversely affected are hardliners with-
in the Patriotic Association.

As for Australian relations with China, the criticism
directed towards Senator Chris Schact’s parliamentary
human rights delegation again illustrates the Chinese
government’s isolation from reality. Despite some mis-
guided early criticism of the personnel of the delega-
tion, there was never any possibility that such a
well-informed and cxperienced group would have been
party to a whitewash. The apparently startled and ex-
cessive reaction to its measured
criticisms would indicate either
a blunder on the part of the Chi-
nese government or a very subtle
game being played by some in-
ternal critics. Chinese are used to
a mirror reading of their own
press: the best way to communi-
cate unpalatable ideas is often to
engincer their detailed refutation.

By its own measurc of suc-
cess—the pace of economic re-
construction and growth—the
Chinese gerontocracy’s post
Tiananmen policies have hardly
been on target. Growth in gross
national product has slowed, the
deficits of the state enterprises
increased (doubling in the first
half of 1990 over the previous
year], unemployment has in-
creased, and taxation revenuc has
been halt what had been estimat-
cd. There are signs of an im-
provement in 1991 but many
Chinese are questioning the pol-
icies themselves. Like the Soviet
Union, China has suffered from
the deficiencics of an untenable dual system: a private
sector subject to the vagaries of a volatile world econo-
my, and a state sector run as competitive fiefdoms by
unaccountable political elites.

Itwe " 'H¢ 7 rading to compare the Chinese and
the Soviet cconomies. Whether the comparative suc-
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cess of China should be attributed to cultural factors—
an entrepreneurial tradition, peasant shrewdness, the
exigencies of survival—or to a more enlightened leader-
ship, or to the sheer size of the internal market, is de-
batable; but there is no doubt that the fundamentals are
sound. Long-term problems remain to be solved: popu-
lation growth out of control—despite the savagery of
the one-child policy—environmental devastation, and
China’s relations with Japan. Most Chinese, however,
seem to regard their prosperity as having been achieved
despite, rather than because of, the Chinese Commu-
nist Party. With Hong Kong, Taiwan and Singapore as
ever-present, if idealised, models of Chinese prosperity,

combined with a more open socicty, pressure

for change will continuc.
I HE MAIN QUESTION REMAINING is one of timing. Will

there be another Tiananmen, either an ethnic one as
Trevor Hay suggests, or an urban workers’ movement
much more like Marx’s vision than was the actual Chi-
nese communist revolution? (Recent waves of strikes
have been little noted in the Western press.) Or will the
students try again, having done their preparatory work
with the army, as in 19111

The key to the succession to the old men lies with
the People’s Liberation Army. Despite recent specula-
tion, the 84-year-old President, Yang Shanglkun, seems
unlikely to follow Deng Xiaoping, and if he did he would
be an interim leader in the fullest sense of the term. But
would the PLA accept one of the middle generation, and
on what terms? It is here that there is an analogy with
the Soviet Union, where the army’s reluctance to sup-
port the August coup was decisive, just as the deal done
with the PLA in June 1989 was decisive in what
amounted to a coup in China. But would the PLA go
the same way in 1992 or 1993!

It should not surprise us to conclude that the fate
of modernisation, democracy and prosperity in China
might in the end depend on the army. Apart from its
size, China is in other respects a Third World country,
an Afro-Asian nation. The two great 20th century Chi-
nese revolutions, of 1911 and 1945-9, were both in
essence military struggles won by the stronger military
leader. The next Chinesc revolution, however, might
mark the end of that tradition, with the army retreating
to a supporting professional role. That bloodless revolu-
tion might be very closc indeed.

Paul Rule is a China specialist who lectures in religious
studies at La Trobe University. He is the author of Mao
Zedong [UQP, 1984.)

Trevor Hay {see ‘China, Red and Ethnic’, in the
October issue of Eurcka Street) has won the 1991
Braille Book of the Year Award for Tartar Citv
Woman: Scenes from the life of Wang Hsin-p
former citizen of China. [MUP)
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times. On the battleficlds and elsewhere. T hate death
immensely and the thought of people inflicting death
on other people is a thought I just cannot take. [ value
and cherish life, ecven unhappy life, cven miserable life.
But not at all costs. If anybody tried to turn me into a
slave, Id fight. But I cherish life because the only alter-
native to life is death. As simple as that. Death I hate.
Life means compromise. There is something in me still
raging about the fact that I've been compromising and
I'm advocating a compromise. I have become political-
ly an uncompromising advocate of compromisc.

The conflict between Arab and Israeli is not a wild-
west film with good guys and bad guys, not in the least.
If anything it is a tragedy, a clash between justice and
justice. Between one very strong cause and another very
strong cause. Now, tragedies can be resolved in one of
two ways. There is a Shakespearcan resolution to trag-
edy in which the stage is covered with dead bodies and
justice hovers high above. There is also a Chelkkhov res-
olution. At the end of a Chekhov tragedy everybody is
bitter and disillusioned and shattered, but alive. And 1
want a Chekhov resolution for any conflict.

This goes against the nucleus of my education and
perhaps against my own genes. There is this perpetual
Jewish aching for the absolute—absolute justice, etc.
Many of my characters believe in something I do not.
Absolutes. Absolute love or whatever. They belicve in
perfect peace. They believe in everlasting happiness,
which [ think is a kitschy notion. They believe passion-
atcly and, T hope, convincingly in religious or political
ideas which 1 resent wholehceartedly as a person. So there
is a certain civil war going on within myself and it's
this that provides the need to tell stories with a certain
distance and perspective and detachment.

Speaking of that detachment, one thing I pick up from
vour novels is an almost Dickensian sense of Austral-
ia. For Dickens this was the last place on carth. When
one of vour characters wants an escape hatch, he starts
thinking of becoming a taxi driver in Brisbane. Mel-
bourne is the least Iikelv place for an attack on the Israel
Philharmonic Orchestra. And so on.

Australia excites me for some striking similaritics and
striking ditferences with Israel. There is in our respec-
tive histories a certain subdued guilt towards our indig-
enous peoples. There was the ethos of the pioneers and
always this question about who we really are. But Isracl
is, in contrast, incredibly little and beleaguered. Aus-
tralia represents the other world. Tt's almost stereotyped
as heaven to many Israelis—away from the maddening
conflicts. You see, we have an overdose of adrenalin in
our part of the world. You may have a sad sensc of re-
moteness away from the arena. Saying this jokingly of
course, but you and we could have cut the barter bargain
of all times. You could have our adrenalin as much as
you wish, for a piece of unwanted desert.

The Middle East is seen as an affair between Arabs and
Jews. Is there a specific role for Christianity!
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I find it difficult to think of a role for Christianity as a
whole. But there is a particular responsibility for Chris-
tian Europe. I think Christian Europe is the past
oppressor of both Jews and Arabs, in two different ways.
The Arabs have been victimised by European colonial-
ism and exploitation. The Jews have been persecuted
and partly destroyed by Christian Europe. Now it would
have been an ideal world if two victims of the same
oppressor had developed a gut solidarity. This is how it
always happens in the plays of Bertolt Brecht. But in
real life the worst animosities are sometimes those be-
tween the victims of the same oppressor, looking at each
other and sceing an image of their past tormentor in the
other victim. It's like the relationship between two
children oppressed by the same horrendous parent.

Christian Europe has the same specific responsi-
bility to help create the necessary provisions for a Mid-
East peace. For instance, to initiate a Marshall Plan in
order to resettle both Palestinian refugees and Jewish
refugees pouring into Israel from countries where life
isn’t bearable for them. Now, if Austr. a wished to
contribute to such a Marshall Plan that would be reallv
somcthing for both Jews and Arabs.

Michael McGirr SJ is a student at Jesuit Theological
College, Parkville, Victoria. He is a regular contributor
to Fureka Strecet.
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Thy ne’'ghbo 1r's watch

HE DOOR BELL RINGS earlier than I usually wish to
hear it on a Saturday moming. Perched on my doorstep
is an immaculately attired, carctully coiffured woman
of indeterminate age, who announces that she is my
Neighbourhood Watch representative. ‘Oh,’ T reply,
forbearing to add ‘that’s nice’. This is less out of a reluce-
tance to say something silly—politeness frequently leads
me to say silly things—than because it is difficult to say
anything at this hour of the morning. I blink as my vis-
itor stares disdainfully at my dishevelled state. Unnee-
essarily she inquires: ‘T'm sorry, did I get you out of bed?’
I explain that I like to get up when the sun is warm,
about onc or two in the afternoon. It is a simple state-
ment of fact but she scems to think I have made some
sort of feeble joke, and titters appreciatively. Politeness
makes people do that, too. Then she wrinkles her nose
as the fresh morning air loses the battle against the nox-
ious odours emanating from my airless flat.

This is fortunate, because at last she explains the
purpose of her visit. Waving an adhesive label with
‘Neighbourhood Watch’ printed on it, she asks it T will
take it. Tagree to do this, as it scems to be the quickest
way of removing her from my doorstep. I do not tell her
that L have no intention of affixing this label to my door,
to the wall around the overgrown garden planted by the
previous tenant, or to any other part of my abode.
Politeness still rules. Then she explains that receipt of a
shiny new Neighbourhood Watch sticker is normally
considered an occasion for the recipient to make a
donation. Sce where all this civility has got you, I tell
mysclf as T stumble back into the flat, groping for my
wallet. My eyes are still trying to focus and I cannot
find 1t. Instead I scoop up some pseudo-gold coins and
clink them into her outstretched hand, noticing that
she is peering over my shoulder into the darker recesses
of the flat. Perhaps she also works for the health
department, and is trying to locate the source of the
noxious odours. Either that, or you just can’t keep a good
Neighbourhood Watcher from watching whatever there
is to watch.

I decide that there are times when one should just
should say a firm ‘No, thank you’ when offered
unwanted wall stickers, and that [ must do something
to regain my self-respect. So Thand the shiny new sticker
back along with the pscudo-gold coins, saying that she
can keep the money as a pledge of my good faith, but
that I do not want to be a Neighbourhood Watcher. She
looks hurt and asks why. T explain that if I see any of my
neighbours being burgled or assaulted I will do what 1
can to prevent these acts, and then call out the con-
stabulary. This I would do anyway, and I do not need to
attend mectings of the professionally suspicious to learn
the elements of neighbourliness. T have now woken up
and am at my indignantly rhetorical worst, so I throw

in a few cheap shots about Neighbourhood Watchers
being busybodies whose chief delight lies in knowing
their neighbours’ business. My visitor pouts and departs.

Having just inveighed against people spying on their
neighbours, Tproceed to the kitchen window to see how
she will be received by miv neighbours. They all are
happy to become Watchers, and green-and-white stick-
ers go up on doors all round the block of flats. My door
is conspicuously bare. I see my visitor standing on the
doorstep of Mrs Chodorowski, who is a kind of concierge
for the block. They glance back towards my flat disap-
provingly, and I know that the Watchers will probably
spend much of their time watching me. Mrs Chodor-
owski is 65-ish, six-foot-five-ish, and an exponent of the
martial arts. She would terrify most prowlers cven
without the Neighbourhood Watch. She intimidates me
everytime she asks about the weeds in my garden and |
have to say ‘They're doing very well, thank you.’

Oppressed by the fact that I have become suspect
by declaring my intention not to he suspicious, and not
relishing an encounter with Mrs Chodorowski, 1 decide
itis a good time to take a walk. So [ wander down to the
shops, doing my best not to loiter or look suspicious.
The sun is shining, the cops [ pass on the street do not
arrest me, and [ am accosted only by the Salvation Army
officer whorattles a tin in the local pubs on Friday nights.
He is still on duty the morning after, a fine testimony
to the virtues of sobriety. I fumble in my pocket for loose
change and drop it into his tin. He beams an assurance
that Jesus loves me. Still trying to sort out the moming's
experiences, I mumble “The weeds are doing very well,
thank you’ and keep walking.

Paranoia abates. I sit in the milk bar by the super-
market, spread the morning paper in front of me and
spill coffee over it. After a while I enter the supermar-
ket and narrowly escape having my picture taken as
shopper of the week. I return home and sce Mrs Chod-
orowski weeding her garden. [ do not return her stare.
The rest of the day passcs without incident until Iswitch
on the television for the evening news bulletin. There
is an item about a state convention of Neighbourhood
Watchers. On the screen is a vast auditorium, filled with
Mrs Chodorowskis. Several are interviewed and they
say they are just doing the best they can for their
neighbours. A police superintendent looks on henignly.

Paranoia returns. I switch off the television and take
a book from the shelf. It is Crime and Punishment. 1
decide this is a bad choice and return it to the shelt. T
flick through Don Quixote, wondering whether my
distinguished ancestor cver became a target for the
Neighbourhood Watch.

But the Don is silent. Dark night. Nothing.

Ray Cassin is production editor of Eureka Street.
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LMOST 30 vEARS AFTER Algeria’s (
bloody war for independence, France is still
struggling to digest one of its more painful
colonial legacies—the Algerians who sid-
ed with France during the war. They fought
against their own countrymen in the FLN {
{National Liberation Front) and came to be
known, as have their children and grand-
children since, as ‘Harkis’. Many of their
parents and grandparents ‘did 1914-18 and
1939-45" in the French armed forces. .

Concentrated mainly in satellite social \
housing districts in citics across France and
claiming unemployment levels of up to 90 \
per cent among their young, the second and
third gencrations are bitter and frustrated
by the rejection they say French society has
reserved for them. Vague official statistics
put their number of between 300,000 and
450,000, although spokesmen for the Harki
community say the true figure is closer to
a million.

In the hot Mediterranean town of
Narbonne, with 45,000 inhabitants and lying about
100km north of the Spanish frontier, the frustration
spilled into violence in June, when young Harkis clashed
with riot police in the ‘City of Olive Trees’, a housing
estate well outside the town centre. Weeks later, a young
Harki was found strangled in the same area. Few Harkis
believe the interim coroner’s report, which suggests that
the cause of death was suicide. A campaign of protests
and road blocks, and demonstrations in Paris, has helped
increase the tension. Although one ‘French Muslim’, a
name by which the Harkis also sometimes go, claimed
in the daily Le Monde that the Harki unrest could ‘be-
come France’s intifada’, so far there have been few in-
cidents. It has, however, begun attracting attention to
what they feel is the culpable neglect of their plight.

The young Harkis of Narbonne, who see themscelves
as a catalyst for their growing nation-wide movement,
are bursting with demands. French citizens in law, they
wants their ‘full rights in fact’—employment opportu-
nities, special aid to improve their poor education record,

and an end to what they say is a deliberate

policy to bury them in urban ghettos.

HARKIS, THEY EMPHASISE, are French citizens of Arab
origin. They are not beurs, North African migrants—nor
are they pieds noirs—European colonists who returned
to France after Algerian independence in 1962. A local
journalist who has covered the ‘Harki problem’, Serge
Boulbés, says that, in law, the Harkis did not even choose
to become French; in a sense they already were, since
before 1962 Algeria was a département of metropolitan
France. French cmployers and landlords apparently don't
make such distinctions. As a Harki cartoonist put it:
‘We're treated worse than the Arabs.’
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fascinated by North Africa, but most still pre,

Salah Bouaziz, a 42-year-old welder, simmers with
a quict fury. ‘We don’t even have the advantage of con-
sulates, like migrants do, because we are “French” .’ But
not, it seems, French enough. Bouaziz repeats stories
confirmed by the experiences of other Harkis: job appli-
cations rejected for years on end—'as soon as you tell
them your name, they say “we’ll write to you” '—
ensuing family problems, drug abuse and delinquency
among the young, poor school records and the apparent
impossibility of finding housing beyond the ‘ghettos’.

The Harkis who chose to come to France, mostly
illiterate Algerian peasants, were lodged in camps and
housing blocks isolated from the towns, and adminis-
tered by their erstwhile employers, the army, suppos-
edly as an interim measure. Some are still there. In many
cases, the land between them and the towns has since
been filled with cheap housing, into which many of the
Harki families have spread, unable to move anywhere
clse. A common justification suggested by other French
citizens for the mistrust in which many hold the
Harkis—not to mention North African migrants—is that
‘they all stick together’. The Harkis reply that they
would like nothing better than to disperse, in the hope
that this would help end discrimination against them.

The term harka, Arabic for movement or action,
was first used to describe units of Algerian auxiliaries
in the latter half of the 1950s. Other Algerians joined
paramilitary police units and some enlisted in the French
regular army. The Evian peace accords of 18 March 1962
made no provision for the fate of pro-French Algerians,
and there is evidence that the French authoritics moved
to resist an influx ()t tht are now g,emrally known as
Harkis and s Y17 iterr: 1.
Bouaziz was 13 at the time ana says he witnessed mas-
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sacres of Harkis by the newly independent Algerian
authorities. An estimated 150,000 died in the two years
after Evian. Bouaziz cites a letter from an Algerian
teacher who, in spite of what he has read of the Harkis’
troubles in France, would like to join them: ‘My father
did not have the chance to save himself. He was mur-
dered on 31 August 1962 ... Here, we still live in

fear ..." Enclosed was a copy of his father’s

recruitment record.

F()R vEARS, HARKIs IN FRANCE, isolated and afraid of a
forced return to Algeria, kept quiet. Says Bouaziz, ‘cve-
rything was Oui, mon capitaine’. Their children and
grandchildren are not so amenable. They are convinced
that their virtual separation from wider French society
is motivated partly by a desire to keep the dark side of
their history mute. To Algiers, they werc traitors and
now do not cxist. For Paris, in a hurry to extricate itself
from the vice of colonial war, they were a complication
best ignored. Some members of the army, disturbed by
their government’s capacity to simply drop the Harkis
into the too-hard basket, helped them cross to France in
spite of dircctives aimed at stemming such ‘repatria-
tion’. Le Monde recently quoted a secret note dated 25
May 1962 stipulating that ‘auxiliarics arriving in the
metropolis outside [the limits of] the general repatria-
tion plan will be sent back to Algeria ...’

‘The nation has a debt [to those] who so coura-
geously served France,” declared Edith Cresson, the
prime minister, in the wake of the violent incidents of
June. Soon afterwards 100 million francs [$22 million)
originally destined for projects for the Harki community,
but cut in post-Gulf war budget tightening, was restored.
Few Harkis got carried away, though, as the sums allo-

cated in the previous three years were double
or more.
On July 17 the Minister for Social Affairs
and Integration Tean-Louis Bianco, announced
25 measures tc  zlp the Harkis, including cre-
ation of ‘100 to 200 jobs’ through agrcements
with local government; more scholarships and
better access to education; improvements in
housing for those still ‘in transit’ and incen-
tives to move elsewhere; and debt aid for fam-
ilies who bought homes in the cheap housing
belts that grew up around the old ‘camps’.
Bianco said that ‘this community has almost
been forgotten ... the French must know that
the Harkis arc French like the rest ..." The same
minister observed two weeks later that the
problem was thus cffectively wrapped up, for
the measurces ‘should be sufficient for the inte-
gration of those who really want it’. After all,
only about 10,000 Harkis were in any real dif-
ficulties.
Salah Bouaziz, like most Harki spokes-
men, judged the measures well short of what is
needed. Worse, they served only to “fool public opin-
ion’, making it appear all that is necessary was being
done. ‘People hear this and say it’s those Arabs asking
for more money again ..." He is especially suspicious of
any plans to establish follow-up
groups and monitors. ‘Whencver they
appoint a monitor or social worker,
do you think they ever employ a
Harki?’ The press reacted cautiously,
but tended to view the pronounce-
ments as yet another exercise in
plugging holes before the dam bursts.
Said Serge Boulbés: ‘At best, it is in-
sufficient.’

In 1986 France's General
Administration Inspectorate investi-
gated the National Office for Social,
Educational and Cultural Action
{ONASEC}, an agency which, among
other things, was supposed to aid the
Harki community. The inspectorate’s
report accused ONASEC of secking
permanent clients, and said its main
purpose appeared to be ‘the mainte-
nance of a particularly advantageous material situation
for its own employces’. ONASEC has now heen wound
up, but the inquiry revealed that threce billion francs
destined for the Harkis ended up elsewhere.

A committee formied by the previous prime minis-
ter, Michel Rocard, had already presented a 30-point plan
for resolving the issue, but the government chose to
ignore most of its recommendations and adopted Bian-
co’s measures instead. The Rocard committee had
stressed giving due recognition for the services of
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erty, even so set forth a radical doctrine of workers’ rights
that extended to a ‘just wage’, and most especially, the
‘natural human right’ to form private associations, in-
cluding trade unions. Many proposed measures, the
limitation of working hours, special treatment for
children and women, Sunday rest and such, seem rou-
tine at this remove. But they were hardly such at the
time. Still, the important event was the extension of
the concept of rights to the marketplace. Labour, it was
decreed, was not a commodity.

As John Paul Il puts it, Rerum Novarum pointed the
way to retorms under which “society and the state ...
both assume responsibility, especially for protecting the
worker from the nightmare of unemployment.” Re-
sponsibility, that is, for a general level of well-being that
we have leamed to call the welfare state. It is notable,
then, that the present Pope goes on to a sharp exchange
with this ‘so-called welfare state”:

In recent years the range of such intervention has
vastly expanded, to the point of ereating a new type
of statc, the so-called ‘welfare state’. This has hap-
pened in somie countries in order to respond better
to many needs and demands, by remedying forms
of poverty and deprivation unworthy of the hu-
man person. However, excesses and abuses, espe-
cially in reeent years, have provoked very harsh
criticisms of the welfare state, dubbed the ‘social
assistance state’. Malfunctions and defects in the
social assistance state are the resule of an inade-
quate understanding of the tasks proper to the state.
Here again the principle of subsidiarity must be
respected: a community of a higher order should
not interfere in the internal life of a community of
a lower order, depriving the latter of its functions
... By intervening directly and depriving socicty of
its responsibility, the social assistance state leads
to a loss of human energies and an inordinate in-
crease of public agencics, which are dominated
more by bureaucratic ways of thinking than by
concern for serving their clients, and which are
accompanicd by an enormous increasc in spending,

Michacl Novak, professor of religion and public policy
at the American Enterprise Institute, responded with
great enthusiasm in an article in the Washington Post.
Pope John Paul, he wrote, had offered ‘the papacy’s
strongest language ever about limitations on state pow-
er ... no neoliberal or neoconservative ever made the

casc more profoundly and with so resounding

a ring of truth.’
How’s THAT? The Pope a conservative in the

Burkean mode? This suggestion did not escape the no-
tice of Harvey Cox, of the Harvard Divinity School.
Indeed, it provoked him to something like anger, which
is not at all like him. Writing in Newsday shortly after,
Professor Cox was dismissive equally of the ‘trium-
phalist’ commentary by ‘the American Enterprise Insti-
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tute’s resident theologian’ and of the encyclical itself.
‘Unfortunately, his years in Rome have not sharpened
Karol Woijtyla’s pen,” Cox wrotc. ‘He succeeds in being
pretentious, provincial and pedestrian at the same time.
‘He credits his predecessor Leo XIIT with exerting
“far-reaching influence” on the birth of social security,
pensions and health insurance. But don’t the labor un-
ions and citizens’ movements that, like Al Smith, could
probably not even pronounce the word ‘encyclical’
properly get a little credit too? Did Franklin Delano
Roosevelt read Rerum Novarum? ... Do we need some-
onc who is carried around on a palanquin by Swiss
Guards to tell us this? The conservative theologians who
complain that liberals too often borrow their ideas from
the sccular recalim must be wincing in embarrassment
about the derivative quality of this ho-hum document.
But let us be more generous. What is exhausted is not
the Pope but the social encyclical genre itsclf, with its
improbable claims to universal validity and its conse-
quent temptation to resort to bland truisms. My hope is
that Centesimus Annus marks not only the 100th
anniversary of papal social teaching but the
end of that chapter in Christian history.’
P

OFESSOR Cox Has a roINT about the medium.
Encyclicals have the quality of an imperial decree.
Americans do not instantly take to such modes of ad-
dress, although he should be careful about patronising
Al Smith. There is not the least evidence that Smith
had difficulty pronouncing the word. We have it on the
authority of a not-inconsiderable theologian, Reinhold
Niebuhr, that when this subject arose during the 1928
presidential campaign, Smith simply asked: ‘Will
someone tell me what the hell a papal encyclical 18’
[Al Smith was Democratic governor of New York and
the first Catholic to contest the US presidency—ed. |

Format apart, there continues to be a real problem
of English translation. Thus the new encyclical observes:
‘Rerum Novarum criticises two social and economic
systems: socialism and liberalism.” Three decades ago,
in Bevond the Melting Pot, referring to Rerum Novarum
and the message of Catholic social teaching, I wrote:
‘Catholic spokesmen have used the term “liberal” to
refer to laissez-faire cconomics of the Manchester school,
and have generously denounced same.” The result, we
continued, had been total confusion among the Catho-
lic laity, who had to assume that in denouncing ‘liber-
alism’ Rome was anathematising Roosevelt’s New Deal.
And here again we have the same usage. Misusage. No
wonder Harvey Cox got mad.

That being said, Centesimus Annus could turn out
to be as seminal a statement as its predecessor. Rerum
Novarum concentrated on issues of the workplace, as
did social policy in the United States in the years that
followed. Labour, declared the Clayton Antitrust Act of
1914, is not a ‘commodity’. Workers, declared the Fair
Labor Standards Act of 1938, must be paid 2 minimum
wage. Minoritics, decla  the Civil R tof 1964,
could not be discriminated against in employment.
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dren, as firearms have moved into urban neighbourhoods
and down the age scale.

This year, in a preface to the final report of the
National Commission on Children, its chairman, Sen-
ator John D. Rockefeller IV, wrote: “Too many of today’s
children and adolescents will reach adulthood un-
healthy, illiterate, unemployable, lacking moral direc-
tion and a vision of a secure future. This is a personal
tragedy for the young people involved and a staggering
loss for the nation as a whole. We must begin today to
placc children and their families at the top of the na-
tional agenda ...

‘Many young pcople believe they have little to lose
by dropping out of school, having a baby as an unmar-
ried teenager, using and selling dangerous drugs, and
committing crimes. When they lack a sense of hope and
the opportunity to get a good job, support a family and
become a part of mainstream adult socicty, teenagers
are frequently not motivated to avoid dangerous or self-
destructive behaviours. These youth can see few com-
pelling reasons to avoid or delay activities that provide
immediate gratification. Unfortunately, their actions

often make their expectations a self-fi - illing

prophecy.’
N()TE THE SHIFT IN TERMS. We are not talking about

unemployment here. We are talking of children who
come of age ‘uncmployable’. We are not talking of the
blameless victims of impersonal market forces. We are
talking of adolescents ‘lacking moral direction’. We are
not talking of the need for social security programs; we
arc talking of the youth who have no ‘vision of a secure
future’.

In February this year, some months before the
National Commission report appeared, the Senate
Democratic caucus had approved a legislative program
titled Strengrhening America: The Democratic Agen-
da. A scction on children included this passage: ‘Chil-
dren now make up the largest proportion of poor persons
in the United States. There is no equivalent in our his-
tory to such a number or such a proportion. All this is
new. This circumstance did not exist during the era of
the New Deal, a half century ago. It did not exist during
the cra of the Great Society, a quarter century ago.’

However, before the document was sent to the
printer, a ‘error’ was spotted by the committee staff. The
text that read: ‘This circumstance did not exist during
the era of the New Deal, a half century ago. It did not
exist during the era of the Great Society, a quarter cen-
tury ago,’ was changed to read: “This circumstance was
not as recognized during the era of the New Deal, a half
century ago, nor during the era of the Great Society, a
quarter century ago’ (emphasis added).

As I had written that passage, | asked about the
change. It became transparently clear that those re-
sponsible simply thought they were correcting a mis-
take. This is becoming the liberal orthodoxy: that there
is nothing new. It is not to Kk, so o
ent from the views of those in the 19th century who, on
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obscrving an industrial society all around them, could
not conceive that society had changed to the extent that
institutions necded to change as well. Thorstein Veblen
called it ‘culture lag’.

If Veblen has a successor today, in stature as in style,
it is James Coleman, of the University of Chicago, who
traces our present situation back to the emergence of
the corporation in medieval Europe and its gradual dis-
placement of kinship structures. “The central fact about
the modern corporation,” Colman writes, ‘is that it is
not an outgrowth of the family, but constitutes an
alternative institutional structure, independent of the
family and little by little drawing power and strength
away from it.” He notes that only about 20 per cent of
19th century American households were without chil-
dren under 18; this proportion is now something like 65
per cent. Thus, raising children is now carried out with
the incomes of a minority of adults, and child welfare
becomes a minority interest.

Before the transformation of socicty represented by
the rise of the corporation ‘the family was the central
institution of socicty on which all others were built,
and children were part of that centre, an immediate
cconomic asset and an investment for the future. Now
that the transformation is largely complete, the family
is a peripheral institution and children an economic
burden on that periphery.’

When I wrote my America article in 1965, 1
assumed that this new social condition would be ad-
dressed by public policy. That article began: ‘“The United
States is very possibly on the verge of adopting a national
policy directed to the quality and stability of American
family life.’ In this [ was quite wrong. We did nothing of
the sort. The evidence was rejected as inconclusive or
worse. It is still rejected in the sense that orthodox

opinion rejects the notion that there is any-
E thing qualitatively different about the present.

NTER Pore JouN Paut, asserting that what we have
been doing is precisely the problem. We have been cre-
ating the ‘social assistance state’, which has led to ‘a
loss of human energies and an inordinate increase of
public agencies.” Not to mention ‘an cnormous increase
in spending.” Well, now.

What we have here is a considerable role reversal.
A century ago, addressing the social question of that
time, the church called for more intervention by the
state. Now it appears to be saying that state interven-
tion has to some extent created or at least worsened the
social problems of the present age. This is high irony.
The intriguing aspect of this, of course, is that the papal
pronouncement has American fingerprints all over it. It
would be well for those involved to come forward, and
it would help if Rome let it be understood that to do so
is not only acceptable but necessary.

How so? Because the argument must proceed from
cvidence. There are natural law elements in the encyc-
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duced, the New Zealand Catholic bishops strongly con-
demned it in the name of the church’s social teaching,.
This year marks the centenary of that teaching as set
forth in Pope Leo XIII's encyclical Rerum Novarum,
which endorsed the right of workers to form unions. It
is appropriate, therefore, that pastors and theologians
should contribute to the debate on the NSW bill.

As Pope John Paul makes clear in his own encycli-
cal Centesimus Annus, the church’s social teaching
prescribes no particular model for the economy, for such
matters can only be judged ‘within the framework of
different historical situations’. Thus, the tradition of
teaching that includes Rerum Novarum and Centes-
imus Annus has affirmed the worth of markets and
private property—while insisting that they must func-
tion in accord with the common good. Where they do
not, the state has a duty to intervene in the interests of
justice. Similarly, this teaching defends the right of
workers to associate, but does not require compulsory
unionism. It proclaims a right to work, but leaves open
the question of whether or not some work practices may
prevent opportunities for increased employment. The
right to strike is endorsed when other means of obtaining
a just settlement in an industrial dispute have failed or
are not available.

So the church does not ¢laim to know how the in-
dustrial relations system in NSW ought to function. But
it does claim that those who make decisions in ¢on-
crete situations—and in a democracy this sometimes
mean all of us—should do so by consideration of the
common good, or as it is usually called in Australia, the
public interest. It is from this point of view that

the Greiner government’s bill needs to be

scrutinised.
UNDER THE PROVISIONS OF THE BiLL, the Industrial

Commission and the Industrial Court would, in all but
a few circumstances (sections 201-2], have restricted
powers to oversee and alter industrial agreements. Sec-
tion 345 states that ‘in the exercise of its functions the
commission must take into account the public inter-
est’. But the bill reflects a very limited concept of the
public interest, seeing it as primarily a matter of eco-
nomic considerations, without social, environmental
and cultural aspects (sections 3, 19, 24{2] and 345).
Further, the limited role envisaged for the commission
would be reduced even further if enterprise agreements
become the norm for many workplaces.

The bill provides for three types of industrial
agreements. Former industrial agreements denotes all
existing arrangements; they cannot be changed or end-
ed except by mutual consent of the parties involved
(section 147). Thus, if changes are desired the parties
have to go into the new system. Awards are to be made
by the commission, whereas the third category, enter-
prise agreements, will simply be registered by the com-
mission. Our comment focuses on these.

The commission will not consider enterprise
agreements in relation to the public interest. While
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awards will relate to an industry, enterprise agreements
will relate to an individual employer or even an indi-
vidual workplace, and will have precedence over any
awards or former industrial agreements. Both awards
and enterprise agreements are subject to a set of mini-
mum conditions. And once entered into, neither can be
changed except by the mutual consent of both parties
(sections 111-12 and section 125}, or in lim-
ited circumstances (sections 201-202.).

A BROADER CONCEPTION of the public interest would
allow an industrial relations body the power to oversee
all industrial agreements, to ensure that they did not
lead to conditions that may be socially disruptive. For
example, enterprise agreements can result in people who
do the same work, but are in different workplaces,
receiving different wages. If this happens because of
incentive payments for higher productivity, or because
of profit-sharing schemes, the wage differences need not
be unjust. But if such differences merely reflect the rel-
ative bargaining power of workers in different work-
places, then the wage-fixing procedure offers no
mechanism to prevent exploitation of the weak. Com-
mentators assume that this will be the effect of the
Industrial Relations Bill. In Catholic social teaching,
considerations of human solidarity and a concern for
the poor are vital elements of the public interest. Thus,
while industry has to become more efficient, the bill
should be amended to strengthen the powers of the
commission and the court to prevent the weakest from
the community carrying an unduc burden.

Frank Fletcher MSC and Brad Taylor work at the MSC
Justice and Welfare Office, Erskineville, NSW.

Rescuing the texts

Justice Now! Social Justice Statements of the Austral-
ian Catholic Bishops 1940—1966, edited by Michacl
Hogan. Department of Government and Public Ad-
ministration, University of Sydney, 1990. rrp $20.00

IHE SOCIAL JUSTICE STATEMENTS of the Australian
Catholic bishops have long needed to be collected and
made available to contemporary readers, as the original
pamphlets are now almost unprocurable. So Michael
Hogan has performed a great service in editing them,
reviving a project which lapsed in the late 1970s for lack
of funds. As well as the 1962 Statement on the Second
Vatican Council and the 1966 The Moral Code, in a
useful appendix Hogan has added the 1943 ecumenical
Twenty-Point Program, the 1951 ecumenical A Call to
the People of Australia and the 1955 Catholic bishops’
Pastoral Letter on the Menace of Communism. The only
other document which would have been usetul is Eris
O’Brien’s alternative Sydney statement of 1940, The
Catholic’s Duty I Social Ref












hygiene facilities there, and now here
we are in this beautiful place with its
bathrooms and all this clean food on
the tables. It’s good to see the real
problems of Egypt so strikingly dem-
onstrated.’

Fred is a Marxist, with a strong
passion for South American libera-
tion theology. He continually quotes
Paolo Friere: ‘God is the force within
us that strives for liberation’. Fred’s
current great cause, Eritrea, has
aroused his passion and scnse of
romance beeause he is moved by the
way in which people have mobiliscd,
despite war and perscecution, to organ-
isc their own health care.

This year he has placed himself at
the disposal of aid agencies seeking to
attract attention and support to the
plight of Eritrea. The honours which
have been showeredon him have been
welcome to him because they have
been a vehicle to attract attention to
the cause. On the embarrassment side,
when professional colleagues organ-
ised a weekend conference to honour
his contribution to science, ophthal-
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mology and public health, he was
much chuffed—but told them
pointedly that ‘most of you are only

pissing in my pocket

because I am dying’.
:E"\ED’S CANCER WAS DIAGNOSED nearly

three years ago. It has given him a
renewed sense of urgency. As part of
this process, Fred sat down and yarned
with Peter Corris, who organised the
yarn in chronological order but left
Fredfairly unvarnished in the process.
The book tells this, and 100 other
storics: of falling into medicine by
accident, of his pleasure with working
with his hands, of mountaineering, of
bore-sinking in central Queensland
during the 1950s, and getting arrested
at Springbok demonstrations in the
carly 1970s, of going to a Church of
Christ seminary determined to be a
preacher in the 1940s, of his late father,
Joe, a Christian socialist from the Eng-
lish tradition, a railway worker and
chrysanthemum grower, a gentle and
a saintly man.

‘I'm a humanist’, Fred says in the

Spirit

Think of your body

as a hot, dry country.

Feel your spirit

lifting with the wind,

and ecstatic,

smell the coming rain.

Then, look at the bright stars,
shifting, trailing,

and fall down annihilated

... slain.

Patrick O’'Donohue

book. ‘I don’t believe in any higher
power than the best expressions of the
human spirit, and those are to be found
in personal and social relationships.
Evaluatingmy ownlife in those terms,
I've had some mixed results. I've hurt
some people and disappointed others,
but I hope that on balance I've given
more thanI've taken. Ibelieve that my
view of what a redeemed social condi-
tion is has been consistent—equity
between people—andI've always tried
to work to that end’.

Copyright proceeds of the book go
to the Eritrean eye program. With
Fred’s usual flair for a phrase, he says
that every copy sold will buy an intra-
ocular lens for an Eritrean. It’s well
worth the read. Whilc unlikely toassist
any proceedings for canonisation, it
gives an authentic picture of a com-
plex, good man.

Jack Waterford is deputy editor of the
Canberra Times and a regular con-
tributor to Eureka Street. He worked
with Fred Hollows on the NTEHP
between 1977 and 1980.
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Necklaces and bitter almonds

HE TITLE OF SPARKS' BOOK, The
Mind of South Africa, is instructive,
for he is at all times concerned to trace
thought to its roots. In white South
Africa’s case, these roots are to be
found in the mire of European history:
the militant end of Dutch Protestant-
ism, British colonial efficiency, and,
eventually, Nazism—that sink of
European spiritual vices. All these
played a part, with pathological syn-
ergy, in the erection of that hideous
edifice which it is our historic good
fortune to observe being dismantled.
Sparks tells this story with absorb-
ing pace, illuminating juxtaposition
and judiciously chosen detail. The
incidents are chosen beautifully, as
little epiphanies of the antinomies of
violence. Thus, when 1000 members
of the Afrikaanse Weerstandbeweg-
ing break up a rally to be addressed by
Pik Botha, then Foreign Minister:

The Mind of South Africa: The Story of the Rise and Fall of Apartheid, Allister
Sparks. Mandarin Paperback, London,1991. 1sen 0 7493 0598 3. My Traitor’s Heart,
Rian Malan. Vintage paperback, London,1991. 1sen 0 09 974900 9 rrp $19.95

... In strange way

To stand inquiring right, is not to stray;

To sleep or runne wrong, is. On a huge hill,
Cragged and steep, Truth stands, and hee that will
Reach her about must, and about must goe;

And what the hill’s suddenness resists, winne so.

‘Now, at 7pm, time for the rally to
begin, there is a thunderous commo-
tion outside the hall. At the doorIsee
Pik Botha's private secretary, Awie
Marais, looking pale and shaken. “My
God, have youbeenin there?” he asks.
“They're barbarians.”

‘And indeed they are. The hall is
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John Donne, Satyre 111

jammed with a stamping, cheering
mob waving hundreds of the little
swastika flags ... The frenzy peaks as
the movement’s leader, the appropri-
ately named Eugene Terre’ Blanche,
mounts the stage. Hands shoot up in
stiff-arm salutes. He announces that
Botha has cancelled his meeting. A
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There is no ‘normal’
South Africa that
will return once the
pressure on the

nerves is lifted.

There is only a

society that, in

crucial respects, has

been maddened by

1ts experiences.

great roar. “Tonight,” Terre’ Blanche
bellows above the noise, “was Blood
River here in Pictersburg. Tonight the
volk has won a great victory in the

fight to get back our fatherland.”
‘Suddenly a police officer appears.
He gives an order for the hall to be
cleared ... The crowd mocks and jeers
.. Pandemonium. I manage to scram-
ble out in the stampede. A window
shatters above me as a man hurls
himself through the glass . He gets up,
hlood pouring from his cut face. “The
bastards!” heyells. “They're supposed
to do that to the kaffirs, not

us.” " (p.325)

HFRE IS A SIMPLE PLEASURE In secing
racism outflanked to the right, just as
there 1s in secing revolutionaries
outflanked on the left. Nonetheless,
this incident, illuminating as it is, has
a large historical subtext—you need
to know what Blood River is, what
‘the fight to get back our fatherland’ is,
the significance of the location of the
rally, and much clse. It is the strength
of Sparks’ book that he supplies, often
in contiguous passages, the historical
information that provides this sub-
text.

To understand is not, of course, to
forgive. And understanding, in the
sense of tracing the causes of present
discontents, 1s not the same
as being able to solve them.
As we shall sce, this is the
question posed by Malan.
Nonctheless, there is a qui-
et exhilaration for the read-
er, so many miles away, in
getting a sense that what
has happened in South Atri-
ca 1s not a hizarre outbreak
of purc bastardy, but some-
thing which once was not,
and now is, and theretore
can be scen developing,

And what a story it is.
Sparks is wonderfully alert
to the rich ironies of his
country’s history, and isnot
50 sophisticated as to avoid
sclecting themes for his
narrative. Themes, we are
oftentold, donotcorrespond
to the motivating elements
in the historical mix. Yes,
but they can train the reader
to attend to significant de-
tail. Morecover, much of the motive
force of apartheid came from the his-
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torical imagination of the Afrikaners,
a people whose relationship to the
past—or at least to their version of the
past—is like nothing else in the civi-
lised world so much as that of the
Orangeman to his.

Sparks’ account begins with the
observation that the Cape was settled
by a trading company, and not by the
Dutch government. The Dutch East
India Company did not set up a colony
in South Africa, but a base to supply
its Java-bound ships with vegetables
to combat scurvy. There was no in-
terest in financing the venture beyond
what was needed for this end. When
cven thismodestaim wasnot met, the
scttlershad tospread beyond the limits
of the outpost, to places where the
company had no interest in policing
or protecting them. From thesc he-
ginnings, says Sparks, came that pe-
culiarBoer cast of mind: both anarchic
and authoritarian. This embryo
trekker mentality was developed and
hardened through the experience of
isolation, conquest and endurance in
the succeeding centuries. It was thus
that the Afrikaners acquired the land
Terre’ Blanche proposes to recover.

But how did they lose it, and what
happened to the original Africans? On
these questions Sparks is particularly
good, taking the rcader through the
paradoxical effects of a modernising
society, and the pressures of economic
change, on Afrikanerand Africanalike.
The Afrikaners became poor whites
in the citics, and the Africans became
an industrial proletariat almost over-
night after being released from rural
scrvitude.

Sparks makes the point that the
African, although subject to changes
tar more catastrophic and precipitate
than those of the déclussé Afrikaner,
actually adjusted more successfully.
African forms of political organisation
developed a tradition of looking out-
ward, of expressing a wish to join the
larger world, whercas the Afrikancr,
in the manner of oppressors on the
run, acquired inward-looking and ob-
scurantistattitudes. The parallels with
Europe in the 1930s and the postbel-
lum American South arc plain enough,
and Sparks does not labour the point.

He doces, however, spend quite
some time citing chapterand verse for
the Nazi influences on white South
African thinking.  on after  Hrld
War Il put paid to that form of redneck

wishful thinking, supporters of the
Nazisbecame difficult to find in South
Africa. Yet, as Sparks convincingly
documents, they were there. They
were both simple barrackers on the
sidelines and men who had formative
experiences in German universitics
during the 1930s. The contribution of
the Broederbond to proto-apartheid,
and the thinking of men like Kuyper
and his disciple Cronij¢, are carefully
dissected. Cronjé had pursued doctor-
al studies in Nazi Germany, and his
books disseminating what would be-
come the ideology of apartheid were
produced by the publishing house of
the Dutch Reformed Church. Ver-
woerd himself, as Sparks points out in
a mordant footnote, sued the Johan-
nesburg Star for defamation after it
hadaccused him of falsifying the news
in support of Nazi propaganda. The
court held that the accusation was
true, and Verwoerd lost the action.

Sparks’ book is imbued with cau-
tious but strong optimism. It proceeds
on highly liberal assumptions, not the
least of which is that there 1s a real
connection between the provision of a
historical explanation of an cvil and
its demise. Sparks does not imply that
explaining something necessarily
makesit goaway, butexpresses ahope
that, once the cripplingand anomalous
pressures are removed from it, the
mind of South Africa will be cured of
its dark fancics. He concludes on a
note of uplift:

‘[South Africa] is a hobbled giant,
and once its political shackles are re-
moved, it can lend its energy to the
huge continental hinterland north of
it. When that happens South Africa
could become to Africa what Japan
has been to the Pacific Basin, the dy-
namo that encrgises and drives those
languishing countrics to become eco-
nomically viable. It has that potential
and more. For, South Africa also has
the ability to transform itself into one

of the world’s few truly
nonracial socicties. ’ (p.397)

TS DIFFICULT 1o srieve that Malan
would agree. The premise of Sparks’
explanation is stated in his prologue:
‘White South Atricans are not evil, as
most of the world believes. But they
are blind.’ {p.xvii] If Sparks’ book is a
work of explanation, Malan’s is one of

It
uncomforted. His name—yes, he is
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‘Africans became an industrial proletariat almost overnight.’
Prophecy 3, linoleum relief print by Billy Mandini, 1988

one of those Malans—is his burden.
He lived in exile for many years, but
finally decided he had to go back to
South Africa to face the truth about
himself and his country.

The questions his narrative raises
are not so much those of explanation,
as of essence. In other words, he says
that it is one thing to explain the
present, but another thing entirely to
make it go away. There is no ‘normal’
South Africa that will return once the
pressure on the nerves is litted. There
is only a society that, in crucial re-
spects, has been maddened by its ex-
periences. When applied to the fine
structure of that society, liberal expla-
nations rapidly lose their force and
point. The distinction between liberal
values—tolerance, consensus, gradu-
alism, liberty, egalitarianism and the
like—on the one hand, and the proce-
dures of liberal explanation on the
other, must carefully be made.

Malan’s book is sharply realised
and consistently gripping. His meth-
od is anecdotal and personal—how

could it be otherwisc? The incidents
described are usually more garish and
arresting than those in Sparks’ book,
although the latter ar¢ bad enough.
The tenor of Malan’s narrative, in a
way, is more directly moralising than
that of Sparks. This may sound para-
doxical, given that Malan is driven by
his own demons and by a scnse of
despair, which is partly despair at the
unreality of the kind of liberal

thinking found in his own

H Circle.
IS MORALISING SPRINGS from the

intimacy and detail with which he
describes incidents of violence and
horror. The immediacy and stink of
the events makes the readerask: What
kind of people can do these things?
The intractably willed nature of the
actions somehow deflects the more
patrician historical ironies that form
one of the main strengths of Sparks’
book. Thus, anarchic, even nihilist,
though he is, Malan forces us to ask
questions that go beyond those neces-
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sary for a strategy of amelioration.
Indeed, they make us doubt the very
possibility of ameliora-
tion, as we recoil from the
corrupted spirits of his
South Africans.

Many instances could
be cited, but perhaps the
most striking is Malan’s
detective job on the
emergence of a black
mass-murderer, whoused
to creep into whites’ bed-
rooms and despatch his

sleeping victims with and pIBCipil‘al‘e
hammer blows to the

head. Yet he was always than those of the
careful to look after any y ,

children in the house. déclassé

Malan attended his trial,
where he was typecast as
a vengeful black.

This explanation ap-
pealed to both liberal and
conservative, for different
rcasons. Malan, however,
was struck by incongrui-
ties in the murderer’s state-
ments and spent much time in unrav-
elling the man’s background. This is
an utterly enthralling journey of dis-
covery, forming the book’s centre-
piece, and I will not spoil it by reveal-
ing the outcome, except to say that
the true explanation of the killer's
actions turns out to be far removed
from the conventional assumptions.
In tracing it, Malan comes upon a
story of folklore, taboo and spiritual
dislocation that would take a Faulk-
ner or a Conrad to imagine.

Malan’s South Africa is in many
ways scarier and more obdurate than
Sparks’. Which of the accounts is the
truer? They scem to me to be comple-
mentary visions. We can better un-
derstand the realities of Malan’s nar-
rative within the urbancly sketched
perspectives of Sparks. Sparks scems
to believe that reasonable men and
women of goodwill can overcome the
legacies of tyranny, can dismantle the
spiritual bitter almond fences still
standing. Who, contemplating East-
ern Europe, can easily dismiss him?
Malan, however, leaves us with the
question: If history has made these
monsters, what will unmake them?
Who, looking at the Balkans, can eas-
ily dismiss him?

M.].CrennanisaMclbourne barrister.
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The African,
although subject
to changes far

more catastrophic

Afrikaner,
actually adjusted

more successfully.

41



42

BRUCE WILLIAMS

Grace notes and gross notes

It’s not over until the fat lady sings, they say. An innovative young
Australian opera company turns stereotypes on their head by having its
heroine eat herself into a fat and then sticky death, singing all the while.

OR MANY YEARS,
those of us who care
about opera have been
hoping for a company
that would bring us reg-
ularly what the flagships
only rarely do: contem-
porary music theatre.
Now, in Chamber Made
Opera, we have one, of
impressive enterprisc
and skill. The compa-
ny’s directorate, presid-
cd overby Douglas Hor-
ton, has managed in
three lean years to stage
six major works, and to
collaborate in anumber
of others.

Horton is a younger director who
has sought out and worked with
comparablc overseas groups (¢.g. Zu-
rich Opera Factory) He established
himself in Melbourne with lively pro-
ductions of the standard repertory,
including what the company calls a
bonsai Coronation of Poppea, before
nioving on to contemporary works.

Around him he has gathered an
impressive collection of musiciansand
theatre people. Those who think that
opera begins and ends with what’s on
CD should take a careful look at the
potted biogs in the Chamber Made
programs. They reveal a whole new
generation who work across older
boundaries—bctween theatre and
music, between the popular and
whatever is its opposite.

Directing opera well demands an
unusual combination of abilities: you
must be good at music, at spectacle
and at complex logistics. You must
also know what acting is, as distinct
from what it is that opera singers
mostly do. Horton knows. He directs
actors with the finesse, the inwardness
and the inventiveness that character-
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is¢ the best contemporary work in
theatre.

His sets, whether entirely his or
those he commissions from skilled
designers like Trina Parker, are always
memorable: Horton at work can be
represented by the opening scene of
Sweet Death |premiered at the Mel-
bourne International Festival), a piece
in which the heroine eats herself into
the grave. Trina Parker developed a
Horton idea into a Russian-doll set of
five refrigerators. Helen Noonan,
looking ultra-glamorous, swans on,
unfurling behind her a 50-foot train.
Standing next toalife-sized fridge, she
mimes a conversation with her little
daughter, who stands upstage by the
biggest of the fridges, burbling and
gabbling upwards. The essentials of
the mother-daughter relationship are
given at once, and, cqually essential-
ly, the piece establishes its sardonic
attitude towards operatic glamour.

Attitudes towards opera are not
just the precondition, but often the
subject-matter of Chamber Made’s
work. Its best-known achievement so
far is Recital, a solo vehicle for the
remarkable Noonan, devised by direc-

tor and singer, with
music by David Ches-
worth. So far this pro-
duction has toured five
states, and is headed for
the overseas festival
circuit. Noonan plays
The Ghost of Opera, a
diva schooled 1n the
mannerisms of the great
Callas. Recital would
make an attractive
introduction to post-
modernism. It has no
narrative, but evokes
many; by drawing at-
tention to the tricks of
the trade it questions
their purpose; it offers the performer,
rather than the performance; itis cool,
detached, ironic, with just enough
openings for empathy to kecp it from
icing over. And, like most of what is
dubbed postmodern, it is essentially
parasitic. What keeps the piece alive
are the standard romantic arias inter-
spersed through it, without which it
would be reduced to a mean-spirited,
uncomprchendingattack. With them,
it works like those love poems of
Donne in which wit and sensuality
combine to seduce the eager listener.
Recital is an anti-opera for

C opera-lovers.
ONTEMPORARY MUSIC-THEATRE

people sometimes want to believe that
their work is entirely independent of
the operatic tradition, has ‘gone be-
yondit’. But opera is a difficult matrix
from which to escape. At its centre is
the voice. People trained in the bel
canto tradition can do other things as
well—growl, shout, bend notes like a
blues singer, use an extended range,
but always, as a reference for the per-
form o ’

pure, open stream ot sound that tlows









the Chicago fire service, having trou-
ble with the past and the present, and
asall such persons must, with whether
they are to have a future. Robert De-
Niro, former contestant with what a
congenital arsonist calls, creepily, ‘the
animal’, namely fire, is now an inves-
tigator of arson, and eventually aprober
of conspiracy. Donald Sutherland,
Scott Glen, Jennifer Jason Leigh and
Rebecca De Mornay get on with a
variety of supporting roles. Hans
Zimmer’'s musicislaudable when it is
audible, but it is sometimes given a
hard time by explosions, traffic roar,
and similar afflictions of this fallen
world. I went, resigned to mocking,
and came away cheered. But then I
love Chicago.

—Peter Steele SJ

Life is Sweet, dir. Mike Leigh (inde-
pendent cinemas). This delightful
comedy, set in a working class suburb
of North London, revolves around food.
It does so with all the concentration of
Peter Greenaway’s The Cook, the
Thief, his Wife and her Lover, orltami’s
Tampopo, but with a humanity that
eludes those films.

Everything that its characters are
escaping from has to do with food, and
sohas what they are escapingto. Nicola
(Jane Horrocks)isabulimic whowon'’t
eat with her family, but who won't
have sex with her lovers unless they
eat thick brown chocolate-hazelnut
spread over her body. Her twin sister
has escaped eating disorders. Instead
sheisaplumber, attending to the final
product of all that food.

Andy (Jim Broadbent] is a cook,
wounded by an encounter with a fork,
who dreams of escape into a decrepit
fast food caravan. Wendy [Alison
Steadman)regulates the pulse of family
life with Sunday roasts and regular
snacks. Aubrey (Timothy Spall), the
obese foil to the anorexic Nicola, plans
to bring haute cuisine to the suburbs
through hisrestaurant the Regret Rien.
Against all odds, one of his dishes
looks quite appetising. Then he
proudly announces thatitis Prawn on
a Bed of Jam.

The big achievement here is a del-
icatebalancebetween astringency and
sentimentality; a balance achieved by
pilingon lots of both. I've always liked
Leigh’s films, and this might be his
best yet.

—David Braddon-Mitchell
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Thelma and Louise, dir. Ridley Scott
(Greater Union). With Thelma and
Louise Ridley Scott and cinematogra-
pher Adrian Biddle add another mini-
chapterto America’s long runningsaga
of the search for innocence, lost or
otherwise.

‘Buddy’ heroines from Arkansas,
Thelma and Louise, set out to go
fishing, leaving behing them grinding
routine and Thelma’s farcical hus-
band. They don’t make it to the
mountains because Thelma is almost
raped and Louise kills Thelma's at-
tacker in a furious reflex, thereby
turning them into fugitives. And so,
like their literary and cinematic
predecessors, they seek escape and
new life by lighting out for the territo-
ry, creating the usual mayhem along
the way.

The film’s trick—reversing the
usual male and female roles and
stereotypes— doesn’t really turn it
into a feminist revelation, but the
performances of Susan Sarandon
{Louise) and Geena Davis (Thelmal)
are so good you could cheer the film
for that reason alone. And the ‘territo-
ry’ itself, sometimes Edenic, mostly
ruined, is enough to break you  zart.

Ridley Scott speeds his characters
and audience across a scarred and des-
ecrated America, but one with enough
fragments of splendour left to convey
a sense of what has been wrecked and
lost, even without the vogue cross-
refencing to past cinemaclassics. (The
shadow of John Ford is a long one.)
Sometimes in Thelma and Louise
human energy and ideal landscape
don't seem to be on a collision course;

VoLuMmeE 1

the film has some moments of cine-
matic realism at its best. But mostly it
is in thrall to romantic notions of
tragic incompatibility.

—Morag Fraser

Noted, a video-shop poster for Mei
Gibson’slatest release: ‘Hamlet, in the
tradition of Excalibur.’
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