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Finding oom
to disagree

From Philip Ahern

ITwas extremely concerned with somie of
the comments made by some people on
the Four Corners program that discussed
the reeent papal encyclical Veritatis
Splendor. My concern is not with the
encyclical itself, as Thave not read it and
[ understand that it is, on the whole, a
beautiful document.

My concern was with many
comments that the auxiliary bishop of
Mclbourne, George Pell, made. He im-
plicd, if not explicitly stated, that there
was little room for discussion and de-
bate concerning any part or all of this
document. It was revealed that he had
‘warned’ a Jesuit priest about ever disa-
greeing with the document, and in one
part of the program cven said that the
faithful simply ‘must conform theircon-
scicnee’ to the teaching contained in
this encyclical.

Bishop Pell must surely see that if
the role of the conscience is nothing
more than a psychological rubber stamp
for church teaching what need is there
of a conscience at all! Tf conscience is
nothing morc than a carriage that is to
be pulled along by the train of the hicr-
archical church, where does that leave
free will, one of God’s greatest gifts to
his people? If che Christian is always
obliged just blindly to submit to church
teaching, this would he taking the re-
sponsibility of moral decision-making
away from the individual and giving it
toan cxternal institution. Surely Bishop
Pell does not subscribe to this view. The
Second Vatican Council made it quite
clear thatreal teaching authority comes
from the whole Body of Christ, for we
arc all the “People of God'. Authority in
the church is more properly understood
as ‘power with' as opposed to ‘power
over’ the faichtul.

This attitude to teaching authority
is best exemplified in the person of Saint
Cyprian, an early bishop, who wrote to
his pricsts: ‘1 have made it a rule, ever
since the beginning of my episcopate, to
make nodecision merety on the strength
of my own personal opinion without
consulting you and without the appro-
bation of the people.’ By listening to the
laity it may be said that the hierarchical
church is alerting itself to any move-
ment prompted by the Holy Spirit.

A papal encyclical is not merely to
be treated as a personal opinion by the
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headof the church butnorisit tobe seen
as infallible {immune from crror), con-
trary to popular opinion. Church teach-
ingand an individual’s conscience must
be seen as partners in a relationship.
They should dialogue with cach other
and respect cach other. Both must be
given serious attention. According to
Catholic social teaching, however, it is
conscicnce that must reign supreme.

Pope Pius X stated emphatically in
1945 that the dictates of one’s conscience
were ‘clear and incontrovertible” and
that the church held in honour ‘the laws
of individual and social living written in
the hearts of men’. Vatican II, in its
Declaration on Relisious Freedom, also
upholds the value and primacy of con-
science. How does Bishop Pell reconcile
this with what he was saying and doing
on Four Corners?

There are many principles of Catho-
lic social teaching that appear to con-
flictwith Bishop Pell’s stance. The Cath-
olic Church acknowledges the principle
of personalism. This teaching upholds
the dignity and independence of every
human being. It states that any institu-
tion (and presumably the church is one
such] cxists to promote the growteh of its
individual members, and not vice versa.
This includes the right to frecedom of
thought, of speech and of eriticism. In
trying to stifle discussion and debate on
the encyelical Bishop Pell seems to be
displaying scant respect for this princi-
ple, which our current Pope has reaf-
firmed time and time again (the speech
he gave to the UN especially comes to
mind here). A natural follow-on from
this basic principle is the value the
church places on pluralism. According
to this principle, unity is created not
through the imposition of uniformity
but through the integration of diversity.
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Isincerely wish to point out to Bish-
op George Pell and others who share his
view that Jesus himselt criticised the
church authorities of his day if he be-
licved they were placing harsh burdens
(however sincere they may have been)
on the people of his day. The Catholic
community in Australia will no doubt
be celebrating the first Australian to be
raised to the stature of sainthood in the
very near future. Does Bishop Pell real-
ise that Mary McKillop criticised the
church of Adelaide in her day to the
point that she was silenced and excom-
municated? Yet history, and indeed the
church, has vindicated her.

The New Testament tells how the
religious authorities felt threatened by a
new group that had emerged within
Judaism. But a wisc Pharisce named
Gamalicl advisced his colleagues not to
silence these first Christians. He said ‘T
tell you do not take any action against
these men. If what they have planned
and done is of human origin it will
disappear but if it comes from God you
cannot possibly defeat them. You could
find yoursclves fighting against God.’
Perhaps Bishop Pell and people of like
mind could take these words to heart
next time theystate that thereis lictle or
no room for discussion concerning non-
dogmatic teachings of the church.

Philip Ahern
Glenunga, SA

How the Pope
reads his letter

From Fr Tonv Kelly CSsR, lecturer in
theology. Yarra Theological Union.
The Holy Father gave a talk on Sunday,
7 November (see L'Osservatore
Romano, 45/1315, 10 November, pl),
which provides an interesting gloss on
some aspects of Veritatis Splendor. He
stresses—had someonce been supposing
otherwise?—that he ‘had not failed to
cmphasise the central value of con-
science’.

He goes on to say, ‘In fact, the moral
law and conscience are not alternad-
tives’ (hisemphasis). True, thisisnotan
unusual inference among those not ac-
customed to think too deeply about
ethical issues. It is supposed that the
more one cxalts conscience, the lessone
can sharc a common or public system of
valucs. Or, alcernatively, the more we
recognise a shared moral order, the less
room there is for personal conscience.

Inother words, it is not a question of






women priests or married priests are
arbitrary rules of an organisation. Thesc
rules may ormay not have had adequate
rcasons in the past and such reasons
may or may not still be cogent. Butsuch
prohibitions have no essential part in
the Christian way of life; they have todo
with the running of an organisation, and
these are two quite differene chings.
Perhaps unavoidably, a large part of the
Vatican mindsct has been determined
by the need to acquire, retain and de-
volve power within an organisation.
Many Catholics also consider that the
theological/philosophical mindsetof the
Vatican is still linked to some ideas that
have been largely superseded, butsuch a
proposition is beyond the scope of this
letter.

It has been mendoned above that
the majority of Catholics do not have a
real voice in che adminiseration of their
Church. Most of the Catholic elergy are
similarly afteceted in that they risk crit-
icism or sanctions if they express an
opinion, about any aspect of Christian-
ity, that does not match the Vatican's
point of view. Lay Catholics are very
conscious that their clergy are often in
this ditticult position.

John Benecke
Fairlight, NSW

Living with past
mistakes

From Ross Saunders

When T was working for the ABC in
Melbourne in 1965, 1 was co-ordinator
of the religious TV program Dialogue.
We had a Roman Catholic theologian
reporting on Vatican 11 from time to
time.

After one Monday moming’s tap-
ing, [ asked him why the Catholic
Church was so opposed to any form of
artifical contraception, and why the
church was so opposed to the popula-
tion control so desperately needed in
many parts of the poverty-stricken
world. Overa cup ot cottee in private he
then enlightened me about the problem
that months and years of consultations
had been unable to resolve.

It was all duc to the encyelical Casti
Connubii of 1930. In this, he said, Pius
XI had defined a natural act of human
sexual intercourse in so comprehensive
a manner that the possibility of concep-
tion must always be present. The result
of such a definition was to brand as
‘inherently evil”any sexual activity that
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did not have as its final outcome the
possibility of a male sperm fertilising a
temale ovum.

From this I began to realise that the
only alternative to the moral dilemmas
poscd by this encyclical for a world so
changed since 1930 was to declare that
Pius XI had crred in his definition of a
natural act of human sexual intercourse.
I kept this clue in the back of my mind
until the release of Veritatis Splendor. 1
was forcunate to find a copy of The
Christian Faith: Doctrinal Develop-
ments of the Catholic Church, (ed. 1.
Neuner §J and J. Dupuis §J, 5th edition
1991). Here, tor the first time, [ read the
momentous words of Custi Connubiiin
an authorised English translation.

Here are the critical lines: “The con-
jugal act is of iis very nature designed
for the procreation of offspring; and,
therctore, those who, in performing it
deliberately depriveitotits natural pow-
crand efficacy, act against naturc and do
something which is shameful and in-
trinsically immoral ... the Catholic
Church, to whom God has committed
the task of teaching and preserving mo-
rality and right conduct in their integri-
ty, standing tirm amid this moral ruin,
raises her voice in sign of her divine
mission to keep the chastity of the mar-
riage contract unsullicd by this ugly
stain, and through our voice proclaims
anew that any usc of marriage in the
exercise of which the actis deprived, by
human interference, of its natural pow-
erto procereate, is an offence against the
law of God and nature. and those who
connnid it are suilty of grave sin. (3716,
3717, emphascs minel.

Earlicr we find these words, ‘Matri-
mony was not instituted or restored by
man, but by God; not man, but God, the
Author of nature and Christ our Lord,
the restorer of nature, provided mar-
riage with its laws, confirmed it and
clevated it and consequently those laws
can in no wav be subject to human wills
or toany contrary pact made even by the
contracting partics themselves.” (37001

Now, although a papal encyclical is
not itsclf an infallible utterance, the
way the words above have been formu-
lated makes it clear that the author
believed what he was declaring was not
a personal opinion but the formulation
of anatural law of God as revealed to the
Catholic Church. Thus, there is only
one way tocircumvent this formulation
of the natural law of God and of nature:
to declare that in this particular formu-
lation Pope Pius X1 had erred.

Just imagine what that would ¢
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brought upon the papacy asa whole! If a
Pope had been mistaken in so basic a
thing as a law of God, how on carth—or
in heaven—could the papacy ever get
anything right? The whole doctrine of
the infallibility of the papacy when
speaking on matters of taith and morals
would have been in tatters,

So, there you have it Because of a
papal definition that claims to represent
a law of God and of nature, obedient
Catholics are locked into a system of
moral conduct that prevents them from
linking contraception to issues of jus-
tice, compassion and responsible par-
enthood. They are prevented from en-
joyving much mutual sexual pleasure
during marriage. The loving wite who
wants to masturbate her hushand dur-
ing her menstrual cvele or her fertile
period is committing an intrinsically
immoral act, as is her husband who
wants to respond in kind. On the other
hand, condemnations of sexual inter-
course outside of marriage scem to be
dealt with in non-definitional terms.

[ personally share Karl Rahner's
wondertul but unattainable dream of a
pope admitting that he and the church
had made a mistake or two over the
centuries. Bue Ialso indulge in the per-
haps futile hope that the church as a
whole will give up its passion for water-
tight definitions that will continue to
placelegalities ahead of mercy and com-
passion. The Christian gospel is both
judgment and compassion, held togetch-
er in a dynamic balance that focuses
attention at different points along the
spectrum, depending upon the circum-
stances and challenges of the moment.
The tragedy is that eneycelicals like Cus-
ti Connubiiand Veritatis Splendor keep
the faithful locked into the judgment
end.

[wonderwhatsuch popeshavemade
of Jesus” words, ‘You shall know the
truth, and the eruth shall set you free.' 1
tind little in the way of divine treedom
in these encyelicals.

Ross Saunders
Newtown, NSW

Roma locuta est ...

From Anthony Cappello
Atter watching Four Corners [October
11, 1993, T don’t know what casc the
dissenters have, it they have a casce. It
the Pope doesn’t speak the “Truch’ then
who does? Perhaps Peter Singer!
Anthony Cappello
Burwood, VIC
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On the subject of
Manning Clark

From Ross Fitzgerald, associate profes-
sor of history and politics at Griffith
University.

Let me put my cards on the table. Apart
from Geoffrey Bolton and Donald Horne,
Ladmire Manning Clark more than any
recent historian of our nation.

Quite unusually in Australia, Clark
combined the writing of fiction and of
history. In all his works, and especially
his great six-volume History, he con-
stantly supported the realm of freedom
and the spirit against the petty people
who often inhabited Australian indus-
try, politics, burcaucracy and, most of
all, academia.

Clark manifested a keen interest in
the frailties and fallibilities of creative
souls like Adam Lindsay Gordon, Hen-
ry Lawson and Christopher Brennan,
who were cursed with an addiction to
alcohol—that fatal flaw in so many
Australians. Hence his stress on those
who overcame what he called ‘this
strange infirmity’, and who no longer
imbibed the demon drink. These in-
cluded the visionary Labor publisher
William Lane and John Joseph Ambrose
Curtin, whose life histories Clark can-
vassed so magniticently.

Clark wasrightly suspicious of those
proponents of the essentially male Aus-
tralian legend who falscly associate the
consumption of alcohol with radical-
ism and creativity. Despite our current
Australian mythology, the reverse most
often applies: as Clark knew, the exces-
sive use of alcohol dulls and diminishes,
i not denices, radical action and creative
activity.

A key to Clark’s Historv is in the
preface to Volume VIwhere he thanked
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those people who gave him the strength
and faith to persist until his monumen-
tal work was finished. Among those
mentioned were Patrick White, Helen
Garner and David Malouf, that energet-
ic iconoclast Humphrey McQueen and,
significantly, Geoffrey Blainey. Al-
though Clark dissociated himself from
Blaincy’s views on immigration, it nev-
er occurred to him to deny Blainey’s
great contribution to the study of Aus-
tralian history—as disgraccfully hap-
pened with many members of the pro-
fession.

Clark’s courage, humanity and abil-
ity to forgive were linked with a lifelong
struggle to understand our national iden-
tity, and his own. He had a great love for
Australia and Australians. The pase,
present and future of our beloved, ex-
ploited and abused country was his ¢n-
during passion. Although he made many
factual mistakes and in his early vol-
umes significantly downplayed the role
of Aborigines and women in Australian
history, Manning Clark was a person of
great vision and hope. Henee the open-
ing quotation to his final volume came
trom Dostoevsky: ‘Everyone would
tremble for the life and happiness of
cach; they would grow tender to one
another ... and would be as caressing as
children. Meeting, they would look at
one another with deep and choughtetul
cyes and in their eyes would be love and
sorrow.’

Volume VI traversed the Great War
through the hungry years of the
Depression to the 1930s. Predicated on
a Manichcean opposition between radi-
cal optimism and pessimism, puritan-
ism and pleasure scceking, Mr Moncey
Bags and Our Nation’s Poor, the con-
trasting political lives of Billy Hughes,
T.J. Ryan, ‘Red Ted' Theodore, Daniel
Mannix, Ben Chifley, John Curtin, Jim
Scullin, Enid and Joscph Lyons, Stanley
Bruce, Earle Page, Jack Lang and Robert
Gordon Menzies were as
cially as they related to/British-minded-
ness’ or‘loyalty to the old Empire’ vis-a-
vis a sense of ourselves as Australians.
Hence, Clark’s reliance as a motit on
Lawson’s Song of the Republic:

The OId Dead Tree and Young Tree

Green,

The Land that belongs 1o the Lord

and Queen.

And the Land that belongs to vou.
That is to say to us, to all of us—as
Australians.

The story of the past, Clark said,
‘should have the same effect as all great
stories. It should increase wisdom and

ssed, espe-
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understanding. It should make the read-
craware of what previously he had scen
‘through a glass darkly’. It should turn
the mindof thereader towards the things
that matter’. In this sense he was not an
cmpiricist, but an historical polemicist,
like the great Thomas Carlyle. Clark
saw himself not merely as a propounder
of historical truths but, as Michacl Cath-
cartrecently pointed out, ‘an artist who
posed those fundamental questions
about the human condition that dety
casy resolution. His purpose was both to
cnrich and to trouble a new society by
giving voice to its tragedices, to tell his
tellow Australians who they were, and
what they might become’.

As befits a person who wrote fiction
and non-ficton with equal facility, one
of the many devices Clark employed
was to mix up tenses: past, present and
future interchange in ways that to the
unseeing eye appear arbitrary. But there
is no such thing as certain or objective
history. Even given ‘the tacts’, all histo-
ry is a story told from a personal point of
view, with a particular point in mind.

Manning Clark made clear the
essential subjectivity of history as a dis-
cipline. As he unashamedly said of his
opus, ‘It is one man’s vision of the past’,
Unlike someunretlective contemporary
historians, Clark did not claim that his
histories were objective or unbiased. As
Russel Ward explains ‘Every historian,
like every other human being, carries in
her or his head a unique grab-bag of
ideas, passions, beliefs and presupposi-
tions, often quite unconsciously held,
Every historian worth the name strives
mightily to write the truth, undistoreed
by private prejudices, but none can cver
succeed.!

It is enormously important tor his-
torians to make thesce beliefs and biases
conscious and to spell them out for the
reader. Thus, as Clark taught us, the aim
is good history but not ‘objective’ histo-
ry: “The very questions historians ask of
theirdocumentsare determined by their
characters and so, necessarily, are the
kindof answers they give. Thatis tosay,
a good history will tell us quite a lot
about its author’s character as well as
aboutourcountry’spast. A history which
does notmay be good in the sensc thatit
is unusually free of factual mistakes,
but it will also usually possess all the
riveting interest of a correctly itemised
butcher’s hill /

[ his epic history of Australia, Man-
ning Clark did us proud.

Ross Fitzgerald
Nathan, QLD
























Time has shown Goss
to be a different sort
of person from the

southern yuppie

lawyers. His

personality was forged
in a battle to escape
his background ...
Inala is the sort of
place where going
down to the shopping
mall is the only

entertainment.

18

inquiry. The new laws arc as much of
a laughing stock as the onces presided
over by the Bielke-Petersen Govern-
ment, when the notorious Bubbles
Bathhouse in Fortitude Valley had an
illegal casino on the top tloor and a
brothelon the ground floor. (If youlost
a lot of moncey upstairs, vou got a
freebice downstairs.) The establishment
was atamajor city crossroads, and had
flashing lights and lurid billboards.
Yet the police said they couldn’t find
any illegal casinos or brothels in
Brishanc.

Now, one of the most notorious
pimps in Brishane, Warren Armstrong,
is running a flashy nightclub in Spring
Hill, just opposite the National Party’s
headquarters. Prostitutes, supposcdly
legal “lonce operators’, pay Armistrong
for the right to pick up clients at the
club, but then take them off the premis-
es for sex.

Goss’s approach to
prostitution is generally
acknowledged to be a
dismal failure—some-
thing which, as a former
criminal lawyer, he ar-
guably should havebeen
able topredict. Yet prag-
matismalonedoesn’t ex-
plain his stand. Public
opinion polls indicated
that decriminaliscd
prostitution would be
accepted by the clector-
ate. A Goss watcher
comments: ‘He is a bit
of apuritan. I think heis
genuinely shocked by
prostitution.’

Ask pcople who
work closely with him
what Wayne Gossislike,
and the same words tend
to recur—discipline and
conservatism. Goss is a
jogger and a hard work-
cr. He does not drink
heavily, or smoke. As
onc of his former staff says: ‘He actu-
ally doesn’t have much fun at all’

Goss’ attitude to the media is said
to be at lcast as insidious as the old
Bjelke-Petersen ‘feeding the chooks’
days, although a supine media is large-
ly to blame. Last year the Electoral
and Administrative Review Commis-
sion (EARC) compiled a report on the
governiment’s use of the media, and
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found cvidence of journalists being
rewarded and punished with informa-
tion. The extraordinary thing about
the inquiry was the parliamentary
press gallery’s complacent submission,
in which gallery head Tony Koch,
of the Courier Mail, said that journal-
ists were far too experienced

and professional to be casi-

I ly managed.
RONICALLY, THE INQUIRY cxamined

once of Koch'’s exclusive stories, about
the revocation of the knighthood and
other imperial honours of former
policc commissioner, Terence Lewis.

The Australian's Brisbane burcau
chicf, Roy Eccleston, was displcased
about this leak. The Australian had
been checking regularly about when
the information would be released,
and had been told there would be
nothing for a month. In a letter of
complaint, Eccleston suggested that
thissclectivelecakinghad been because
The Australian had carried, more
prominently than had The Courier-
Mail several articles about problems
being cxpericnced by Attorney Gen-
cral Dean Wells.

There is a lighter side to Goss’
personality. This is the man who once
used to boast about his collection of
Phantom comics, and his member-
ship of the Phantom Club. In the days
when he was a breath of fresh airin a
parliamentary party made up of tired
and factionalised old men who had
cut their teeth amid the sweat and
singlets of the Australian Workers
Union, Goss had a cutout of Super-
man, fist raised, in full flight on his
office wall.

In those days, Queensland’s
factional warfare madc the rest of the
Labor Party look like best buddics.
Goss was out of the mould. At the
time, lwrote inareport for The Age: ‘It
is likely that in the southern-states
Labor partics, Wayne Goss, with his
legal background and civil libertarian
commitments, would not appear tobe
exceptional. In Queensland, he stands
out. As well, he is free of factional
baggage. He is not the most liked
potential lcader, but he isprobably the
least hated.’

But time has shown Goss to be a
different sort of person from the south-
ern yuppie lawyers. His personality
was forged in a battle to escape his
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background. Wayne Goss grew up in
Inala, a western suburb of Brishane
that gives the lic to the sunny person-
ality Queensland wouldlike to project.
Underserviced and full of resentment,
Inala is the sort of place where going
down to the shopping mall is the only
entertainment, and young people ci-
ther lapsce into despair or spend every
waking moment making plans for c¢s-
cape. Goss was one of the latter.

The son of a Labor Party official,
he was one of six children. His parents
were poor but had ambitions for their
children. The house was full of books.
The young Goss wanted to be an engi-
ncer, but the limited range of subjects
available at thelocal high school meant
that by the time he was ready for
university his only real options were
law or medicine.

He chose law, mostly because he
could work as an articled clerk while
studying, and so relieve the financial
pressure on the family. Like many
other leftish lawyers, he worked for
the Aboriginal Legal Serviee, but pri-
vate practice bored him. He re-entered
university and tried to study cconom-
ics, but was disappointed by the lec-
turers. Then, in 1983, two ALP offi-
cials, Pcter Beattie and Dennis Mur-
phy, urged him to run for a state seat.
Politics appealed as a way out of law.

Ironically, Beattie, once onc of
Labor’s most influential officials, has
suffered under Goss. Beattie chaired
the parliamentary committee that
oversaw the work of the Criminal
Justice Commission [CJC}, which was
set up to continuc the work of the
Fitzgerald inquiry. Goss’ relationship
with the CJC during his first term was
abysmal, largely because the govern-
ment was wounded by a commission
report which showed that Labor MPs
had, in opposition, misspent parlia-
mentary funds.

Beattic vigorously defended the
commission at cvery turn, taking a
principled, if tactless, stand. He paid
for it. Once a strong contender for the
ministry and even, one day, for leader-
ship, he has been sent to the back-
bench.

One of the MPs named in the CJC
report, former Police Minister Tcrry
Mackenroth, is back in Cabinet, how-
cver, in spite of concerns over his
integrity and what can only be de-
scribed as disgraceful behaviour, fun-
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Best buys and home b ‘ands

HE 1980s sHoweD that it is indeed
possible to go broke running a brewery in
Australia. The Seven and Ten television
networks also slumped into receivership
and Bond Corporation’s mountain of debt
forced the sale of Nine. Australia’s ccon-
omy is fragile and television faccs in-
creased competition from direct market-
ing, but the networks still won $1.2 bil-
lion of the $2.7 billion spent on advertis-
ing in Australia last year and they arc on
the up.

The best local performers are our
home-grown soap opcras, which carn at
least $50 million a ycar in exports. The
leader is Neighbours, which is sold to 52
countries. It has a British audience of 18
million viewers a day, and Home and
Away has 10 million. Bruce Gyngell,
exccutive chairman of the Nine network,
attributes this success to the cast being
bronzed, blond and sunny. ‘Both (shows]
represent a socicty which cexisted in Brit-
ain in the 1960s, hefore people began
arriving from the Caribbean and Africa.
The Poms delve into it to get their quicet
little racism fix." Donald Horne reckons
Neighbours may be rubbish but that ‘at
least it’s our rubbish’.

Australia’s non-soapic drama is the
worry. The gencerous 1980s tax conces-
sions, which paid for quality mini-series
suchas Bodyline, have been wound back.
Funding of the Filim Finance Corpora-
tion—which backed shows such as Brides
of Christ—was cut by $5 million to §57
million this year, dropping to $50 million
in two years. FFC funding also requires
pre-sales and che newly-frugal networks
are loath to match the high prices they
paid in the 1980s. The cash-squeezed
ABC is still in there, making new shows
with co-production partners, but most
people still watch commercial television
most of the timec.

The commercial networks are re-
quired to broadcast at least 50 per cent
Australian content, including repeat pro-
grams, between 6am and midnight. There
arc also minimum requirements for first-
release drama/diversity programs and
children’s drama. ‘Diversity’ programs
include social documentaries, arts, sci-
ence, news and current affairs specials,
variety shows and new concepts.

Movies, like Pretty Woman, Ghost
and ET, were the top-rating shows this
year, but Australian programs ratc better
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than imports. The catch is that they also
cost more. A five per cent increase in the
cost of the Seven network’s Australian
programs reportedly takes $10.3 million
off its operating profits, while the same
increase on overseas programs only takes
$3.4 million off the bottom line.

David Lyle, presenter of The Golden
Years of Television, says the start of Hom-
icide in the early 1960s was a turning
point for local content. ‘Ever since then
Australians have made it quite clear with
the ratings that they like to watch Aus-
tralians. Now, as non-soapic drama be-
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comes too frighteningly cxpensive, by
and large, each station has onc mini-
series a year ... and I think “infotain-
ment” has gone up at the same time.’
Lyle, exccutive producer of Nine's Our
House and Getaway, believes the info-
tainment trend has yct to peak.

Many industry observers expect the
networks to cry poor once pay-TV starts
and seek a relaxation of the local content
rules, despite the fact that the Australian
Broadcasting Authority’s role in enfore-
ing local content has been strengthened
by the new Broadcasting Services Act.
The authority’s chairman, Brian Johns,
saysthe networks know that Australians
prefer local programsiif they have a choice,
but that broadcasters have to be shown
how to do thiseconomically. He suggests
‘creative co-operation’ within the film
and television industry, with more em-
phasis on exports.

The Nine and Sceven networks also
insist that their Australian-ness is their
trump card over pay-TV, although Ninc
was badly I ¢d by the  derate
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ings of the expensive Snowy. The net-
work is still above the quota for drama, in
part because of the truly dreadful Para-
dise Beach, which has overseas sales and
investment. Seven, the leader in com-
mercial drama, has a cop show with a
bush flavour, Blue Heelers, to replace A
Country Practice. The network’s director
of broadcasting policy, Sean O’Halloran,
says Seven does not want to reduce Aus-
tralian content, but the drama quota
should be relaxed so that new scries such
as Blue Heelers do not have to be ‘rushed
through’. The Ten network appears hap-
py with Neighbours and its line-up of
tabloid US shows and the odd telemovic,
and even lined up A Country Practice
after it was axed by Scven.

Asurvey by the Australian Film Com-
mission has found that independent TV
production was almost static in 1992-93.
Interestingly, given the hype surround-
ing The Piano, local film output was
down 30 per cent.

There are also imponderables, like
what happens to the local-content quota
it the GATT agreement is signed. The
draft guidelines that require 10 per cent
local content on pay-TV reportedly have
morce holes than Swiss checse. The Grun-
dy Organisation—producer of Neigh-
bours, Australia’s Most Wanted and nu-
merous game shows—is helping to make
a New Zealand soapie called Shortland
Street, which may have to be classificd as
local contentin Australiaunder the ‘clos-
er economic rclationship’ between the
two countrics.

The ubiquitous Reg Grundy, 70, who
lives in Bermuda and is reputedly worth
$140 million, has a thriving business
repackaging US game shows for Europe-
an nations, but are these shows then
local’? The Grundy Organisation also
replicates US-style soapies in countries
like Holland and Germany, using local
actors and locations, and is looking to
start up elsewhere.

Bob Wells, president of the Screen
Production Association of Australia, says
that the world-wide trend is towards local
programing. ‘The global village that
McLuhan talked about is true, to an
extent, but there is another movement,
another feeling, that we should nor
ignore.’

Mark Skulley is a freelance writer.
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custom in this district.

An ancestor of mine had a gold
minc at Georgetown in the 1890s,
called the Bobby Dazzler. His letters
plead with the government to build a
railway so that he could transport ore.
There is no mention of his rclations
with the local people.

In March 1892 the Cooktown
magistrate reported that two drunk
béche-de-mer fishermen were seen
fighting over an Aboriginal girl kid-
napped from Hinchinbrook Island.

The prospectors did not have it all
their way. Aboriginal oral history
records the exploits of an Aboriginal
warrior known as Old Paddy, who
speared several miners north east of
Cocn. The Rocky River goldficld was
abandoned as a result.

After the miners came the pasto-
ralists. By this time, syphilis and the
Snider 577 breechloading rifle had
devastated the Aboriginal population.
Missionaries gathered those they could
persuade onto missions such as Tru-
banaman on the Mitchell River.

In 1896 part of the Bowman pasto-
ral lease was excised to provide land
for the Trubanaman Mission. In 1910
Frank Bowman was boundary riding
with a stockman, James Mclntyre,
They saw grass burning on the mis-
sion boundary. Some Aborigines from
the mission were hunting tortoises in
the swamp, which was just on Bow-
man land. Bowman and McIntyre shot
some of the Aborigines’ dogs and
chased the people back towards the
mission. From court documents, it is
possible toreconstruet what happened.
A pistol shot from Bowman hit a black
known to the court only as Timmy’.
Jimmy hit Bowman in the cye with a
spear. McIntyre killed [immy with his
rifle. Bowman dicd three days later.
MclIntyre was never charged.

I have a photograph of my grandfa-
ther, jackarooing in the Gulf country
before World War 1. He is holding a
magpie goose which he has shot.

The Arukun Mission was founded
by Moravian missionaries in 1904,
The most important European figure
at Arukun has been the Reverend W.
MacKenzie, who was supcerintendent
from the 1920s to the 1960s. He learnt
Wik-Munkan, the local language, and
was traditionally initiated. He is ap-
parently remembered with respect, if
notattection, for strenuously working
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to keep Europeans out of the Arukun
reserve which was created in 1921.

In September 1972, this was
Queensland government policy: The
Queensland Government does not
view favourably proposals to acquire
large areas of additional freehold land
or leasehold land for development by
Aborigines or Aboriginal groups in
isolation.”

All of the above is fragmented,
white man’s chronological history.
The Aboriginal story is yet to be told.
With the death of the last speakers of
many languages, it may never be fully
told. A spatial history, in Paul Carter’s
sense, would create a further perspec-
tive,

Campaign fragments
I was the campaign photographer in
December 1975.

Onc snap is of my father in mole-
skins, short-sleeved shirt and bush
hat walking with the then Queens-
land Minister for Aboriginal and
Islander Aftairs up a dusty orange road
towards the Doomadgee Mission. The
minister wears a safari suit. He calls
the locals primitive. My father quotes
Blainey’s The Triumphof the Nomads
on the sophistication of barter trade
routes across the continent.

At Edward River a quictly-spoken
black guides us round the crocodile
farm. In my memory are more recent
television images of crocodiles leap-
ing out of rivers to chomp lumps of
meat suspended from tourist hoats.
sense that there is no enthusiasm for
the crocodile farm project, which no
doubt initiated in Brishane or
Canberra.

At Weipa, dusk, drinking with the
blacks at their canteen. Somceonce is
explaining how the mining operation
has relocated two disparate commu-
nitics together so that there is contin-
ual low-level conflict. The mine em-
ploys only a token couple of blacks.

Mid-morning, dazzlingsun, Morn-
ington Island. Dick Roughscy, (Goo-
balathaldin) artist, writer and respect-
cd clder, wears a big grin and a Bill
Woods T-shirt. Woods is the Labor
candidate for Leichhardt. We are
picked up by a truck at the airstrip and
taken to the school. Twander off to the
creck with some children and take a
whole Polaroid film of them jumping,
screaming, and laughing in the brown
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water. Film which is meant to record
meetings with local dignitaries is
stuffed in the wet back pockets of
carefrec kids.

I am reminded of the stories of
Killoran, an Aboriginal and Islander
Affairs bureaucrat, tossing swecets to
both adults and children on visits to
reserves. Flo Bjelke-Petersen was
handy with scones, Jo dispensed
crumbs to the media chooks.

In Normanton, my father is bailed
up by a cow-cocky who has heard that
Malcolm Fraser is sympathetic to
Aboriginal land rights. He can’t be-
lieve that anyone could think of giv-
ingland to those drunken bums on sit-
down money. He resents the fact that
greater welfarc resources secm availa-
ble to blacks than whites.

At Port Douglas, in the Court
House Hotel, a bloke with long hair
and beads asks mc if [ know where I'm
at, when I tell him I'm studying poli-
tics. Down the road, at the cemetery,
a tombstone reads ‘killed by blacks’.

At the Mitchell River Reserve, we
wander around trying to talk to local
people. A group of blacks sit under a
tree playing cards after lunch. They do
not cven look up when we try to
introduce ourselves.

Election day is wet. My brother
and I hand out how-to-vote cards at
Yarrabah, the Aboriginal Reserve near
Cairns. During a quiet moment, the
youngblack scrutineer for Labor shows
me around. A barc house, scrupulous-
ly clean, reminds me of Walker Evans’s
photographs of the houses of share
croppers in Oklahoma in the Depres-
sion.

Quaid and Starcke

On 26 February 1993, George Quaid
Holdings advertisedin the Wall Street
Journal, offering ‘60,000 acres coastal
frechold land plus 400,000 acres 40-
year government leases’ of castern
Capc York for sale at §US18 million.
The land ‘would suit a frontier tourist
development based on hunting, fish-
ing, adventure toursand possible world
standard game park’ and is ‘virgin for-
est’: land as a female to be hunted and
ravished.

The advertisment prompted an
inquiry by the Trade Practices Com-
mission. Goss appointed a QC to in-
vestigate the transfer of 24,200 hece-
tares ot easchold to Quaid as frechold



for $30,275, during the dying days of
the Bjelke-Petersen governmenton 21
September 1989, The Wilderness So-
cicty has independent legal advice on
the propricty of the deal, having ob-
tained relevant documents under the
Freedom of Information Act.

Another arca of contention is Oc-
cupational Licence 573, 18,500 hec-
tarcs on the coast between Cape
Melville and Altanmoui National
Parks. This land was severed from the
Starcke lease for assessment as a pos-
sible national park. The Queensland
Department of Environment and Her-
itage recommended its acqusition as a
national park. However, the Lands
Department seems willing to rein-
state this land as part of the Starcke
pastoral leasc. It could be resumed as
crown land with 3 months notice.

The original Starcke holding con-
tains a rich varicty of habitats: man-
grove, melaleuca forest, freshwater
wetlands, tidal flood plains, sand duncs
and patches of remmnant rainforest. To
the east lies the largest scagrass pas-
turc oft Australia’s eastern coast, with
Australia’slargest dugongpopulation.
Fringing coral reefs hug the coast. The
traditional lands of two Aboriginal
groups, thce Guugu-Yimidhirr and
Guugu-Gambiil-Mugu, lic within the
Starcke leasc.

Because most of the land has been
alicnated from the crown, and the
people shifted from it to Hopevale
Mission, most arcas cannot be claimed
under mooted Mabo legislation that
will amend the Queensland Aborigi-
nal Land Act. The national parks arc
available for claim. Elders from the
two groups still visit the land to ‘care
for country’ by voluntarily policing
vandalism and poaching. The four park
rangers who are responsible for the
whole of Cape York cannot do this.
The local people hunt and fish on the
land as they have always done.

Some conscrvationists regard the
hunting of dugongs with horror. But
because this hunting is not for profit,
there is little likelithood of the species
being threatened, as would be the case
with, forexample, acommercial whal-
ing operation.

Quaid’s record in ‘caring for coun-
try’ speaks for itself. He subdivided
rainforestin the Daintree areaforhous-
ing blocks. He built the Bloomfield to
Daintree Road through World Herit-

age rainforest. He built another road,
from Wangetti to Southedge, through
World Heritage land. At Southedge,
he clear-felled the land and shovelled
the timber into the Mitchell River.
The Queensland government passed
an act to stop anyonc doing anything
like this again.

Land as resource, or womb
North Queensland has been used by
Europeans to mine gold and bauxite,
graze cattle, grow sugar and tobacco
and marijuana, and provide timber for
housing frames, woodchips and chop-
sticks.

The land is valuable only for its
utility in the market place. As Eric
Rolls has described at length, the agri-
cultural practices brought to Austral-
ia in the 19th century have led to
salinisation, crosion, the disappear-
ance of top soil, rivers full of phos-
phates, the extinction of many flora
and fauna species and problematic fire
reginmes.

North Quecensland has its own
unique ccological disaster in the cane
toad. Introduced to devour the cane
beetle, it is spreading south and west,
destroying native amphibians, reptile
and marsupial species.

The Wilderness Socicty advocates
return of the Starcke holding to its
original owncrs. These people see
themselves as part of the land, not
separate from it. [immy Jacko, a Guu-
gu-Yimidhirr clder, says that his pco-
ple will run cattle on the land if it is
returned to them, but in a sustainable
way, in consultation with c¢nviron-
mental groups.

Ecotourism
In his letter in response to inquiries
about the Starcke sale, Quaid said
that, ‘George Quaid Holdings has held
the land since 1971 as a future land-
bank for cco-tourism or eventual res-
idential development'.

Being a tourist in Port Douglas
made me question the notion of eco-
tourism. My partner and [ went with
our baby son on a small boat to Low
Island, where we snorkelled, and Snap-
per Island, where we walked through
the forest, and then on a piece of reef
exposed at low tide. There were no big
fish off Low Island, where fishing is
supposedly prohibited. When T asked
our skipper why, he said that once the
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fish became used to a non-predatory
human presence, they were easily
speared by the unscrupulous. Walk-
ing through the forest on Snapper Is-
land, it was obvious that boot traffic
was causing crosion.

While taking care not to tread on
live coral on the reef, it was obvious
that in walking over it to examine it,
we were breaking up its fragile
structure It is a dilemma for the envi-
ronmental movements and onc that
could be solved by greater consulta-
tion with Aboriginal pcople who have
lived in this country for 50,000 years.

There is a tourist park on the edge
of Port Douglas where a rainforest
habitat has been created artifically
and covered with mesh to stop the
birds flying away. Walkways cnable
visitors to wander through the high
canopy. During ‘Breakfast with the
Birds’, rainbow lorikeets wanderacross
the tables, and small wallabies non-
chalantly hop around.

As a theme park, it is akin to the
Japancsc construction of a miniature
Eiffel tower and other monuments on
the outskirts of Yokohama. Perhaps
the building of simulacra allows the
‘originals’ to be preserved.

Perhaps virtual reality machines
will make tourism obsolete.

The Queensland government is
cnthusiastic about ccotourism.
Michael Lee, the Tourisim Minister,
quoted in the Cairns Post of 15 May
1993, said that the Cairns region was
‘at the forefront of demonstrating that
cnvironmental protection and tour-
ism could profitably co-exist’. With
‘for sale’ signs prominent along the
Bloomfield-Daintrec Road, this re-
mains to be scen.

Conclusion
Cape York is one of the world’s last
wildernesses. The Bjelke-Petersen
governiment was happy tolet develop-
ers and miners do what they like to
make a profit from it. The Goss gov-
ernment’s position is not clear. Histo-
ry shows that Aboriginal knowledge
and title has been ignored.

The next decade will show if we
are able to learn from history and be
more careful with our country and its
first owners.

Campbell Thomson is a freclance
writer.
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MicHAEL MCGIRR

Nugget

ONG BEFORE DAD RETIRED FROM RELIGION and became a connoisseur of human
eccentricity, he was part of what he called The Great God Rush. His first wife,
Rosa, sent him an ecstatic card and invited him in on it. She said they were virtu-
ally kicking conve s over as they walked the streets. You didn’t have to dig for
them at all.

‘She was lonely,” dad said later, ‘that was all. She just wanted me there.” Dad
went anyway and promised Rosa that he would call his first convert Nugget as a
sign that the highways were ready to be paved in gold as the first fruits of The Book
itself.

When I met Nugget, 22 years later, he was alrcady an old man, or he secemed old for his years. T got
off a broken-winded bus in Mandaya, the largest town in the hills, and separated myself from the
crowd until I could cast an cye around and see if anyone had got my letter. Nugget approached me from
the other side of the street, doing up the buttons on his shirt as a mark of respect or misgiving in the
presence of my father’s heir. Trecognised the hero and the villain of all dad’s stories.

‘Nugget?’, I asked.

Peter, Andrew, James and John Nugget,” he owned with a slip of a grin as he manhandled my pack
into the sidecar of an ancient motorbike. Dad had quite possibly just stepped out of the saddle. With-
out another word, Nugget pointed to my place and kicked the motor over like it had never been cold.
It then grunted and squealed for three or four hours as he fought a route up into the hills behind
Mandaya where the road was suddenly amputated by a river. All the nerve ends of tratfic were caught
up into a small stump of a town.

This was Dandon. It was as far as Rosa had accompanied dad. Much to his surprise, and in later
years to his amusement, she stood on the bank to supervise the safe passage of 200 roneoed copies of
The Book across the water. She then reminded him chat every living creature upstream on the other
side had been entrusted to his care. But before he had struggled half way over himself, she was alrcady
thundering back towards Mandaya without so much as a backward glance. She had cut him off. T
suppose that news came back to her from time to time like sensations from a missing limb, but Rosa
disciplined her mind. She dealt only in matters of hard fact.

There was a rope bridge now at Dandon. Nugget and myself threaded ourselves over and began
the 15-kilometre hike along the other side to San Isidore. Dad spoke often of these 15 slow kilometres.
It was along here, passing to and fro with supplics, that he had panned for ideas. He had planned his
lessons here as well as designed the temple, the assembly hall and the ark of renunciation. He had also
pondered some of the morce oblique pages of The Book. “The problem was,” he said, ‘that whole pages
had been omitted from the roncoed copies and some parts were smudged. So T had to make stuff up. T
turned around virtually the whole of San Isidore without even knowing what the seventh to four-
teenth prophecics were about. That took some doing.’

I was hoping as we went along that Nugget would find something to say. But he held his tongue.
Now and again [ was on the point of recognising some place or other that dad had sketched during his
regulation quiet time and [ would have liked to have asked Nugget for confirmation. But [ was uneasy.
[ had no idea yet where I stood with him.

Dad felt safe, T know, pushing on for the first time towards San Isidore. There had been mission-
aries through here before, the travelling sales folk of a thousand lifestyles, and the word around was
that they could expect a pretty good reception. Plus crime was totally unknown in the area. Dad knew
that he could get away for a few hours and always come back and find his house as neat as a pin. Even
during the early weeks when they left him well enough alone, two or three of their boys would go
through the place when he was out, sweep it and leave a meal prepared for him. They wouldn’t come
near the house when he was in it, that was all. Otherwise, you couldn’t fault them. Admittedly, they
were hardly falling over themselves to enter in upon The Book and dad was concerned that the coarse
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paper of his 200 copies would decompose in the humid-
ity before they could be received and understood. ‘But
what could I do? A prospector needs patience. You have
to be prepared to work the same secam over and over
again, going back to the places you think you have failed.’

Nugget was a breakthrough. One day, as dad told
it, he came back to the house ahead of time to escape a
storm. The young men had been and gone but Nugget
was loitering, turning over the pages of a copy of The
Book which dad had left like flypaper on his table. He
was rubbing the pages between his fingers and smelling
the black stuff that had come off onto his skin, unsure
as to whether it was somc kind of drug or poison. Dad’s
wits had been honed to a keen and angry edge by nights
of sharing his loncliness with mosquitoes. He caught at
once the sharp glint in Nugget’s eye. It was not a glint
of curiosity or wonder. It was covetousness. The first
cxperience of greed, of wanting not what belonged to
another but of wanting to be what the
other was. It was the basis, while it
lasted, of their shared faith.

I followed Nugget along the river
to San Isidore with the silent good faith
of a disciple. After a while, he took off
his shirt and T watched the way that
sweat worked along the corrugations
of his back. It gathered in the nape of 528
his neck and fell from contour to con-
tour like rain running along the
branches of a dead tree until it drops
to the next level and finally to the
ground. He also had crosses tattooed
onto his biceps, two on each arm, and
these shone under a patina of sweat. I
became more abhsorbed in the way Nugget moved than
in following the details of the Isidore Valley. Surc
enough, dad had built shrines along here, had piled up
stones, and maybe some of them still stood. But I was
following Nugget, cornered by his muteness,

at the same time wondering if I were trusting
too far.

AD TAUGHT NUGGET TO READ. ‘He took time learn-
ing his letters,” dad said, ‘he learnt them hard.’ Dad used
to close Nugget’s fist tight over the burnt stump of a
pencil and push it hard into the paper until Nugget got
the idea. Dad wanted him to be able to sign his own
name on the passenger list for the ark of renunciation
and persevered with him until he had mastered it. The
yellow card was the first permanent place Nugget had
ever left his name properly—as opposed to the artwork
he had always called his signature for government pur-
poses. When Nugget had finished carving into the card
with the pencil, he looked at the words and could hard-
ly recognise them. They weren’t familiar to him. He
kept staring at them, hoping that some aspect of his
name on the page would come out of hiding and give
itself up to him and say, ‘OK, I'm yours.” Like he was
giddy and waiting for the landscape to slow down and
right itself. But once his hand lifted from the card, which

was as soft as lecather under the sweat of his palm, his
name eddied and swirled for a moment in print, broke
up beyond recognition and finally disappeared under a
skin of water.

‘Even so,’ said dad, ‘T managed to get the basic ide-
as of The Book through to young Nugget.” He went on
sardonically: ‘He ended up holding them much firmer
than I did myself.” He paused breathlessly like he did
when he was explaining the facts of life. ‘As you must
know yourself by now,” he said. But I didn’t know.

At the end of the day, when we got to San Isidore, 1
felt that Thad reached the white perimeter of one of the
small snapshots that dad used to send back to the cen-
tre in Sydney. He sent them principally to gladden the
heart of the chronic depressive whom he revered for
having composcd or taken down The Book years before.
By the time dad got around to sharing the photos with
us, however, he used to chuckle at the up-tempo mes-
sages he had emblazoned rather in-
nocently on the back. ‘From small
beginnings,” said one. ‘Rome wasn'’t
built in a day,’ said another, perhaps
more pointedly. I half expected the
town to be built in black and white
and mostly blurred, such was the
hold of these photos on my imagina-
tion. T expected orderly groups to be
sitting in front of the temple or the
@ arlc, the men wearing black ties and
the women black scarves. Instead,
the place was a chaos of vivid colour
"and deserted. Even at dusk, the
brightness of San Isidore burnt the
eye. There were odours of cooking
rising above the small number of houses. But not a
sound. Not so much as a barking dog.

Nugget lived alone in the very house that dad had
built with the help of the townstolk. I recognised it, of
course. It had been on the cover of a magazine called
The Book that used to circulate among adherents.
Nugget, it appeared, lived alone. He pointed me to a
screened-off section where I could sleep in private and
then worked on the fire so we could have something to
eat.

‘Your father?’ he asked at last. His eyelids moved
like butterflies, breaking the tension of his face. For a
moment, he was no longer absent.

‘Dead. Long decad.’

‘Good.’ It was final.

I had difficulty reconciling the loneliness of these
circumstances with dad’s stories of Nugget. I had imag-
ined somebody whose life would be as tangled and vi-
brant as the jungle itself. Dad spoke with real warmth
about the time Nugget had landed himself in jail. ‘He
got carried away at fiesta time,’ said dad. ‘That was the
beauty of The Book. It never stopped anybody being
human. He had his pranks, same as any kid.’

I had always seen Nugget’s time in jail as the un-
ravelling of dad’s faith. That was why, on the other side
of belief, he spoke with such delight about the unac-
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countable pulse of life that ran through the cells. They
were crowded, mostly with young men who had lost
their thread somewhere in Mandaya and been picked
up. Petty thieves and vandals. Nugget was the only tribal.
The only one from way up there. Even so, he was popu-
lar. He was good at telling storics. Missionaries used to
hunt in packs aroun the prison, scavenging for the
remains of human souls that had stuck like bits of dust
in the bright eyes of the law.

In Mandaya prison, Nugget had been baptised four
different times by four diffcrent Christian sects. Each
time he took a new Christian name and scored himself
a T-shirt and tive pesos, the standard reward at the time
tor accepting the indelible impress of salvation under
one’s flesh. Plus Nugget delighted his cellmates with
the dramatics of each conversion, always culminating
in the moment at which he planted his new name at
the foot of a written pledge. All this happened quickly,
before his case came to trial. ‘"He was Peter, Andrew,
James and John Nugget betore he even knew where he
was,” said dad, carrying on with his storics manfully in
the face of absurdity. T always imagined that once dad
had scen the funny side of Nugget's conversions for him-
self, his own commitment started to fray.

I was caught out, therefore, by the loneliness of
Nugget’s present life. T had hardly expected a parson’s
study, but there was barely a thing in the house. As a
mark of hospitality, I was offered the only cot. When
the time came to sleep, I went off behind the sereen and
Nugget curled up in a pair of torn shorts in the middle
of the floor of the big room. He didn’t want a blanket or
a mat. His skin was as pliable as linen. As the moon
rosc¢ and defined the shapes on the other side of the
screen, Nugget's skin scemed to bunch up on his chest
like bed covers. Later he turned over and T waited for
the pattern pressed into his buttocks to iron itself out
with the retuming circulation. But it stayed as it was. It
sct hard. His flesh had been somchow rubbed out of
shape or eroded. His mouth swung open and let odd
words out past a few dark teeth, rolling them over the
wide expanse of floor. Talso counted seven toes on him.
Total. That was all he had. There must have been an

accident or gangrene at some stage. Twondered
how far I could ask.

AUK IN ManDava, three days later, Thad an appoint-
ment with dad’s first wife, Rosa. She met me in her office
under a ceiling fan that had long since given up the ghost.
There was an awkwardness between us.

‘Treally came up to meet Nugget,’ [ said, wanting
to shift the focus. ‘And I'just wondered if you were still
around.’ T cased her out of her suspicion.

‘Oh, Nugget,” she said. ‘Did your father ever tell
you about Nugget?’ Rosa entered into the full story like
a mathematician demonstrating every theory she had
cver held about dad and being pleasured at the outcome.
Nugget had been taken in at fiesta time, that was right.
But not for any prank. He had murdered his sister.
Nugget’s sister had refused to adhere to The Book. She
had scoffed at the idea.
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“Your father was greedy and impatient,” said Rosa
‘He wanted to make his fortune quick. The Book doesn’t
work like that. He forgot the golden rule.’

Dad had told Nugget that the people of San Isidore
would be hetter off dead if they rejected The Book. Tt
was only a way of speaking. But, when the fiesta came
around, Nugget lost his mind to the local rice wine and
turmed on his sister. He savaged her with a coconut knife.
He had taken dad at his word and sacrificed his sister in
her own best interests. He believed she was better off
dead. In all his endless prattle, it was something dad
had never mentioned. Rosa had been sent for and arrived
next day to see the village, gathered and speechless,
wondering what to call this kind of thing. She hadn’t
just been killed, she had been butchered. The murder
was the first crime ever listed from San Isidore, from
the whole of the arca on the other side of the river.

‘At tirst,” Rosa said, ‘Nugget revelled in his celebri-
ty.” It was even better when dad explained that ‘better
off dead’ was only a way of speaking. He hadn’t meant
it. Dad kept at him and at him and gradually closed his
mind around that stump of an idea. So cach time Nugget
was baptised, the new name became his only in a man-
ner of speaking. His signatures were, as he’d always
suspected, nothing to do with him at all. When the po-
lice advised him to give himself up and brought him a
confession to sign, he worked his name into the paper
with the meticulousness of a goldsmith padding his
existence with elaborate and finely wrought fictions.

If T do believe anything, T believe now that dad’s
humour, his stories, were a form of grieving. He was
sad not for Nugget, nor for Nugget’s sister, but for the
faith he’d lost. And mine with it. There was never a
copy of The Book anywhere in our place when [ was
growing up. It was often spoken of. But I never saw it.
There wasn’t even much belief in matters of honest fact.
Everything was irony, evasion and escape. Dad’s word
was as slippery as worms. But I did take one hard image
back with me down from San Isidore. Old Nugget, turn-
ing over and over like a well thumbed book, keening all
night in a pair of paper thin shorts, was a vision of dad’s
guts. This was what he was like inside.

‘T don’t suppose you still keep a copy of The Book
around these parts?’ I asked in the morming as Nugget
breathed life into a can of hot ashes.

As one of his final gestures towards me, Nugget
led me out behind the house, beyond the half-dozen oth-
er houses that remained of the town, to where he’d piled
up a large cairn. A spasm of pain passed along his back
as he lifted the first few rocks. There, between the stones,
were the mortal remains of 200 roncoed copics, unread-
able now, turning to mulch, creepers and grubs
competing for the few last words of life.

‘That’s them,” said Nugget, with a slip of a grin,
regaining his balance on uneven feet.

‘Nugget had it rough after the trial,’ said Rosa later
as a matter of fact. ‘Did you see the signs of torture in
his hide?’ It was true enough. He'd been blooded and
scourged. His flesh had been mined until rcal was renl



FieTinn

JANETTE 1 URNER F1OSPITAL

Unperformed experiments
have no results

OU COULD SAY IT BEGAN with the man in the canoe rather than with the dream,
though I can no longer be certain of the sequence of events. It is possible, after all,
that the letter arrived before either the dream or that frail and curious vessel, though
I do not think so. I used to be without doubts on this matter. Chronology used not
to be even a question. But since the disappearances, trying to catch hold of any kind
of certainty has e« like catching hold of water.

Sometimes, when a tradesman or a parcel delivery man comes to the door, 1
have to restrain myself, by a ficrce act of the w , from grabbing him by the lapels
or by the denim coverall straps and demanding: ‘What do acci :nts mean, do you
think? Do you have an opinion? Are you a gambling man? Have you ever been
spooked by coincidence?’ The truth is, [ have become obsessed with the patterns of
chance—the neatness of them, the provocation such neatness gives—but chance is
a subject that very much resists scrutiny, and the more I ponder random conjunc-
tions of events, the more intensely I try to focus my memory, the hazier things
become. You cannot, as the physicists keep telling us, engage in the act of close
observation without changing the thing observed. Of course I resort to such analo-
gies because it is Brian who is dying.

Nevertheless, though it may or may not be the first causc, T will start with that afternoon on my
dock and with the man in the canoe. It was a late summer afternoon and very humid, and the fore-
cast—for thunder storms—was sufficient to keep most boats in marinas. There were white-caps on
the lake and the river. When Ilooked east, I could see the pines on the tip of Howe Island bending like
crippled old men in the wind. Westward, past the Spectacles, past Milton Island, I thought I could just
sce one of the ferries, veiled in great fans of spray, crossing the neck of the lake. Wolfe Island, directly
opposite, was invisible, or almost so, behind a billowing indigo cloud that threw the whole head of the
river into twilight, although it was only about four o’clock in the afternoon.

I was right at the end of my dock, and I had a book propped on my knees, but the wind kept
buffeting my light aluminium deck chair to such an extent that I began to wonder if it was aerodynam-
ically possible to be lifted up on a gust and dumped into the water. T kept looking up over the page,
partly to assess my chances of staying dry, but mostly to cnjoy the extravagant theatre of wind and
water. And then, startled, I thought I saw a canoe emerging from the bateau channel between Howe
Island and the shore.

I'm imagining things, I decided, rubbing my cyes. Who would be so foolhardy on such a day? Or so
strong, for that matter. Here, the currents are swift and ruthless. Every summer, bits and pieces of our
ageing dock disappear, and end up, no doubt, somewhere around Montreal; every winter the pack ice
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brings us splintered paddles and fragments of boats bear-
ing registration marks from Toronto, Niagara, and even,
once, from Thunder Bay. I shaded my eyes and squint-
ed. Nothing there. Wait ... Yes, there it was again, a ca-
noe, definitely, with a solitary paddler, heading upriver
against all this mad seaward-running energy.

It is by no means impossible to paddle upriver—I
have done it myself—but even without a headwind it is
very hard work and is rarely tried solo. Astonished, 1
kept my eyes on the addler. He must have muscles
like steel ropes, I thought. His chances of capsizing
scemed extraordinarily high. Clearly, he was someonc
who liked danger, someone who was excited by risk,
perhaps cven someone who got a certain kick out of
pain, or at any rate, out of enduring it. But for how long,
I wondered, could his arms take so much punishment?

Do not undertake anyvthing unless you desire to
continue it; for example, do not begin to paddle unless
vou are inclined to continue paddling. Take from the
start the place in the canoe that vou wish to keep.

Old advice, three centuries old, but still sound: that
was Jean de Brébeuf, writing home to Paris with tips
‘for the Fathers of our socicty who shall be sent to the
Hurons’. I always think of them, those French Jesuits,
vovageurs, when I see a canoe pitching itself against
the current. I think of them often, as a matter of fact,
since I moved out here onto the river. Lrequently browse
through their Relations, those lively, detailed, some-
times despairing reports to their superiors. Paris, Rome:

it must have seemed as uncertain as prayer,

dispatching words by ship.
IHE Relation for 1649 to the Very Reverend Father

Vincent Caraffa, General of the Society of Jesus, at Rome:
I have received, very Reverend Paternity, vour letter
dated 20 January 1647, If vou wrote us last vear, 1648,
we have not vet received that letter ...

The Relation for 1637: You must be prompt in
embarking and disembarking; and tuck up your gowns
so that they will not get wet, and so that vou will not
carry either water or sand into the canoe. To be proper-
Iy dressed, vou must have vour feet and legs bare: while
crossing the rapids, vou can wear your shoes, and, in
the long portages, even your leggings.

[imagine them with their blistered European hands
and their cassocks hoisted up around their thighs, pad-
dling full pelt up their Great River St Lawrence (they
wrote of it with such affectionate possessiveness, with
such respect for its stern powers), dipping their paddles
toward their deaths, skimming past these very rocks
that buttress [and will eventually smash) my dock, head-
ing west with their mad cargo of idealism, dedication,
and wrong-headedness.

You must try and eat at daybreak unless you can
take vour meal with yvou in the canoe; for the day is
very long, if vou have to pass it without cating. The
Barbarians eat only at Sunrise and Sunset, when they
are on their journevs.

I could sec the flash of the paddle now, knifing into
the water, keeping to the right side, pulling closer to
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shore. His arms are giving out, I thought. He is going to
try to beach on this stretch. Now that the canoe was
close enough, T could see that it was neither fibreglass
nor aluminium, but birchbark. It wasn’t until the next
day that [ was struck by the oddness of this, and by the
fact that Thad never seen a bark canoe before, except in
photographs and muscums. At the time it seemed quite
unsurprising, or at least, not significant. I merely noted
it, wondering exactly where the canocist would reach
shore, and if he would manage this before capsizing.

And then, gradually, it became clear to me that the
paddler had no intention of trying to land. He’s crazy, 1
thought. Shoulders hunched forward, head slightly
down, eyes on the prow of his craft, he was bent on
detying the current and continuing unriver, parallel to
shore and now only about 30 feet out  seemed incred-
ible. He was all manic energy and obstinacy, and I fan-
cied T could hear the pure high humming note of his
will above the general bluster of the wind. His strength,
which seemed supernatural, was oddly infectious. It was
as though infusions of energy were pumping themselves
into my body, as though the paddler’s adrenalin was an
atmosphere that I inhaled. I couldn’t take my eyes otf
him. Go. go, go, Turged, weirdly excited.

It is odd how certain body shapes, certain ways of
moving the body, are retained like templates on the
memory. So we recognise a voice, a face—we take this
as unremarkable—but so also a gesture or a way of walk-
ing can be recalled. T could still sce only the outline of
the figure (though I'd assumed from the start the pad-
dler was male), and he was wearing a hooded windbreak-
er so that he {or even she) could have been anyone. And
yet, watching the way the shoulders hunched forward,
the way the arms dug into the water, the sharp thought
came to me: This reminds me of someone. Who is it!
Whot! Who!

[t was maddening. Tt was like meeting someone at
a party and knowing you have met that person before
somewhere. but being unable to summon up a name or
acontext. hissort of incomplete recollection can drive
you crazy. The canoe was drawing level with my dock
now and I wished I'd brought my binoculars down. The
plunge and lift and dip of the shoulder blades, oh, it was
at the tip of my mind, who did that movement remind
me of! Now the canoe was level with the end of my
dock, but the hooded head kept its eyes resolutely on
the prow and the water, the paddle flashed.

Oh please look up, T willed.

And he did.

‘Good God!’ I cried out, thunderstruck. ‘Brian!’

Brian—no, of course not Brian, I was aware almost
instantaneously that it couldn’t possibly be Brian, who
was either in Australia or Japan—not Brian, then, but
the man in the canoe simply sat there, resting his pad-
dle and staring at me, startled, which naturally meant
that he scudded back downstream very swiftly. He dug
the paddle furiously into the water, dip, dip, dip, until
he drew level again, closer this time. He rested his pad-
dle and stared. I felt, as the current again bucked him
backwards, that I had to do something potent and in-



stant to stop time unwinding itself, but I could neither
speak nor move, the resemblance to Brian was so eerie.
I was experiencing something like vertigo, and a pain
like angina in my chest. Shock, I suppose.

I was dimly aware that my book had fallen into the
water and that [ was on my hands and knees on the
dock. I watched the canoe draw level a third time, and
the paddler and I stared at each other (he was very pale,
and there seemed, now, to be no expression at all on his
face), and then he, Brian, [ mean the man in the birch-
bark canoe, turned away and lowered his head, and re-
sumed paddling more fiercely than ever.

I watched until he disappeared from sight, which
seemed to take hours. I have no idea how long I stayed
on my hands and knees. I know that when I tried to
climb the steep steps up our cliff, my legs felt like jelly
and kept shaking so badly I had to stop and rest several
times.

*x Kk *

E)PLE cuMBING MOUNTAINS and cliffs hyperventilate,
this is common knowledge. They see things. Visitations
alight on them.

Between the fiftieth step and the fifty-first, the past
distended itself like a balloon and I climbed into it. I
could feel its soft sealed walls.

Trapped, 1 thought. And simultaneously, pleasura-
bly: home. I could smell the rainforest, smell Queens-
land, feel the moist air of the rich subtropics. I am here
again. Home.

Brian is a few feet ahead of me, both of us drenched,
both feeling for handholds and footholds, both of us (I
realise it now) equally scared, but too proud to admit it.

(This would have been our last year in high school,
and this was something we did every year, spend a day
in our own bit of rainforest—we thought of it that way——
on the outskirts of Brisbane, climbing the waterfall. But
our last year in high school was the year of the floods. I
think we both gulped a little when we saw the falls, but
neither would ever have been the first to back out. We
were both given to constant high anxiety, and both tem-
peramentally incapable of backing away from our fears.)

So. Every handhold slips, every foothold is algae-
slick. My fingers keep giving way. My heart thumps—
thud, thud, thud—against its cage. Delirium, the salt
flavour of panic: I can taste them. Just inches above my
eyes, I see the tendon in Brian’s ankle. If T were to touch
it, it would snap. I tilt my head back and see his shoul-
der blades, corded tight, lift like wings, pause, settle, lift
again. He reaches and pulls, reaches and pulls, he is a
machine of bodily will. The energy field of his determina-
tion—pulses of it, like a kind of white light, bouncing
off him—brush against me, charging the air. This keeps
me going.

At the top of the falls, we collapse. We lie on the
flat wet rocks. We do not speak. Our clothes give off
curls of steam that drift up into the canopy, and creep-
ers trail down to meet them. We float into sleep, or per-
haps it is merely a long sensuous silence that is sweeter

than sleep. I dream of flying. I have languid wings. I can
feel updrafts of warm air, like pillows, against my breast
feathers.

‘Mmm,’ Imurmur drowsily at last, ‘Tlove this heat.
I could lie here forever. How come the water’s so cold,
when it’s so hot here on the rocks?’

‘T'm not even going to answer that, Philippa,’ Brian
says lazily. ‘It’s such a dumb question.’

‘Piss off,” I say. I inch forward on my stomach and
peer over the lip of the falls. T can't believe we have
climbed them. I watch the solid column of water smash
itself on the rocks below. I feel queasy. I can see four
years of high school shredding themselves, all the parti-
cles parting, nothing ever the same again. ‘Where do
you reckon we'll be five years from now?!’ I ask him. I
have to shout. My voice falls down into the rift and los-
es itself in spray.

Brian crawls across and joins me. Side by side, we
stare down ravines and years, high school, adolescence,
childhood, we’ve climbed out of them all. There is just
university ahead, and then the unmapped future.

‘Where will we end up, d'you reckon?’

‘Not here,” Brian shouts. ‘We won’t be in Brisbane.’

‘But even if we aren’t, we'll come back. Let’s do
this every year for the rest of our lives.’

‘Not me,’ Brian says. ‘After uni, I'm never coming
back.’

The shouting takes too much cnergy, and we crawl
back to the relative hush of the flat rocks ringed with
ferns.

‘So where will you be?’

‘1 don’t know. Cambridge. Japan, maybe. There’s
some interesting research going on in Tokyo. Wherev-
cr’s best for the kind of physics I'm interested in.’

‘What if you don’t get into Cambridge?’ T ask,
although I know it’s another dumb question. It’s like
asking: what if you don’t get to the top of the falls?

Brian doesn’t bother to answer.

‘T1l probably still be here,’ I say.

‘No you won't.’

“You’re such a bloody know-it-all, Brian.’

‘T know you and me.’

“You think you do.’

‘Philippa,” he says irritably, with finality, ‘T know
us well enough to know we won’t stay in Brisbane. You'll
end up somewhere extreme, Africa, Canada, somewhere
crazy.’

“You're nuts,’ I say. ‘Anyway, wise guy, wherever |
am, you can bet I'm going to stay close to water.’

‘Yes,’ he says. “You win that one. We’ll both be near
water.

*x * %

IN THE DREAM, [ am at the end of my dock, reading,
when I notice the most curious light over Wolfe Island.
The whole island scems burnished with gold leaf, and
there is an extraordinary clarity to things, to individual
trees, for instance, as though each detail has been out-
lined with a fine-tipped black brush. I can see vines,
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went on a journey to Alpha Centauri, a few light-years
out, a few back, we’d come back younger than our great-
great-grandchildren. Got that? And we’ve moved light-
years from Brisbane, haven’t we? So it figures. The
trouble with you arty types is you don’t know your rel-
ativity ABCs.’

Dear Mrs Leckie, 1 could write. Brian’s in orbit.
He's simply lost track of time, it’s all relative. We could
go backwards, and swing on your front gate again. We
could unclimb the waterfall. We could go back through
the looking-glass and watch the future before it cones.

* ok
ISENT OUT DAILY E-MAIL MESSAGES to Brian’s number. Past
calling the future, 1 signalled. Brisbane calling Far Tra-
veller. Please send back bulletins. I miss you. P.

I tried to goad him into verbal duelling: Which
clocktime are you travelling on! Please report light-year
deviation from Greenwich Mean.

Every day I checked my ‘box’. There was nothing.

I called Brian's secretary in Melbourne again. ‘When
you said you were still getting his e-mail,’ [ asked, ‘how
often did you mean? And where is it coming from?’

“You never know where e-mail is coming from,’
his secretary said. ‘Actually, we haven’t had any for sev-
eral weeks, but that’s not so unusual for him. Once he
went silent for months. When he gets obsessed with a
new theory ...’

‘How long has he been il1?’ I ask.

‘T didn’t know he was ill,’ she said. ‘But it doesn’t
surprise me. We're always half expecting all our research-
ers to drop dead from heart attacks. They're all so driv-
en.’

I think of the last time I saw him, in Melbourne.
‘Why don’t you slow down a bit?’ I asked. ‘'How many
more prizes do you have to win, for God’s sake?’

‘Prizes!” He was full of contempt. ‘It’s got nothing
to do with prizes. Honestly, Philippa, you exasperate
me sometimes.’

‘What's it got to do with then?’

‘It’s got to do with getting where [ want to go.’ |
could hear our beer glasses rattling a little on the table.
I think it was his heartbeat bumping things. He couldn’t
keep still. His fingers drummed a tattoo, his feet tapped
to a manic tune. 'I'm running out of time,” he said. 1
would have to describe the expression on his face at
that moment as one of anguish.

“You frighten me sometimes, Brian. Sometimes, it's
exhausting just being with you.’

Brian laughed. ‘Look who's talking.’

‘Compared to you, I'm a drifter. Wouldn't it be, you
know, more efficient, if you just, even just a little, slowed
down?’

‘When I slow down,’ he said, ‘you’ll know I'm dead.’

* k K

BETWEEN THE sour and the main course of a dinner
party, my mind elsewhere, I heard these words: that
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birchbark canoe that washed up ... and police
inquiries ...

I had a peppermill in my hand at the time, and I
ground it slowly over my salad. I took careful note of
the sharp pleasing contrast made by cracked peppercorn
against green leaf. I looked discreetly around the table.
Who had spoken the words? Had they  zen spoken?

I could hear Brian say irritably: ‘Honestly, Philip-
pa, you never verify things. You live inside this vague
world of your mind, you make things up, and then you
believe they're real.’

‘But so do you. You make up a theory, and then
you set out to prove it’s real.’

‘There's the crucial difference,’ he says. ‘My hypoth-
eses are verifiable, one way or the other. I chase details,
I nail them down. I won’t stop until my theory is cither
proved or disproved. If I can’t do either, [ have to discard
it

‘Same with me,’ I say. ‘I put riddles on one side,
and come back to them. I do realise the birchbark canoe
could have been a figment of my mind and my bedtime
reading. I'm checking around. What's the difference?’

‘I'm not even going to answer that question,’ Brian
says.

‘But don’t you ever come back to your discards?’

‘Of course I'do. Some problem sets have been passed
on for generations. The trick is, you have to approach
from a new angle every time. Half the battle is how you
frame the question. Unperformed experiments have no
results.’

‘Exactly,’ I say.

And over the candles on a dinner table at the other
end of the world, T hazarded cautiously, flippantly: ‘Did
someone just say something about a birchbark canoe,
or did I imagine it?’

Seven pairs of eyes stared at mc.

‘Sometimes, Philippa,’ my husband joked, ‘I swear
you put one part of your mind on automatic pilot, and
the other part is God knows where.’

‘It’s true,” I said disarmingly. ‘So did I hear some-
thing about a birchbark canoe, or didn't 12’

‘The one washed up on the ferry dock,” one of the
guests said. She waved a ringed hand and smiled, cour-
teously tolerant. (‘Bit of a flake, isn’t she?’ I could imag-
ine her saying to someone later. “‘Where does she get to,
between the crackers and the cheese?’) ‘The one the
police are making inquiries about. I was just telling ev-
eryone that I'd had to go down to the station and make
a statement. And John did too, didn’t you, John? Didn’t
you see him? Yes, I thought so, I was talking to Milly
on the phone. So that makes two of us. I mean, who
saw the canoe when there was someone in it. Paddling.’

‘I saw him several times, as a matter of fact,’ John
said. ‘Came within 10 feet of my boat once, when I was
fishing. I waved—well, it’s customary—but he didn’t
wave back. Funny, [ only ever saw him paddling upriv-
er. Beautiful canoe.’

‘The Burketts,” someone else said, ‘the ones who
live on Howe Island, you know?—thev said there was a
hunter camped there most of July ar  August. No onc




knew where he was from, and no one was very happy
about it, but that’s who it must have been. I mean, they
said he had a birchbark canoe and it’s not as though you
see them every day.

And then he just up and disappeared. The Burketts
gave the police a full description and they’re putting
out a trace, you know, for next of kin.’

Texpect they’'ll find the body eventually,’ John said.
‘I wouldn’t mind buying the canoe, she was a real beau-
ty. I suppose she’ll go up on police auction sooner or
later.’

‘Won't they have to hang onto it as evidence until
the body is found?’ someone asked.

‘Texpect so,” John said. ‘Yes, [ expect so. Still, soon-
er or later. The police boats are out dragging every day.’

Thope they don’t find him,’ T said.

Everyone looked at me.

* Kk %
SO()NER OR LATER, | think, evidence of one kind or an-
other will cast itself up: a dream, a letter, an item in the
newspaper. Every day, I read the ‘Police and Fire Watch’
column in the local paper. Every day, I am relieved that
no body has been found. Of course this is ridiculous,
and I know it. There’s a name for it: sympathetic magic.

And there’s that other matter too, for which Brian
had a word: synchronicities.

What do they mean? I ask myself. What do they
mean?

In the cvenings, 1 read of doomed voyages.

The Relation of Christophe Regnaut concerning the
muartyrdom and blessed death of Father de Brébeuf ...
captured on the 16th day of March, in the morning.
with Father Lalemant, in the year 1649. Father de
Brébeuf died the same day as his capture, about 4
o'clock in the afternoon ... I saw and touched the top of
his scalped head ...

The Relation of 1702: Father Bineteau died there
from exhaustion; but if he had had a few drops of span-
ish wine, for which he asked us during his last illness
... or had we been able to procure some Fresh food for
him, he would perhaps be still alive. Father Pinet and
Father Marest are wearing out their strength; and they
are two saints, who take pleasure in being deprived of
evervthing ... But they do not fail to tell me and to write
me that I must bring some little comforts for the sick ...
For my part [ ain in good health, but I have no cassock,
and I am in a sorry plight, and the others are hardly
less so ...

I read also of survival against all odds.

The Relation of the First Voyage made by Father
Murquette toward New Mexico in 1673: ... his Canoe
having been upset below the sault, where he lost both
his men and his papers, and whence he escaped only
by a sort of Miracle ...

[ check my e-mail every day, I'send out messages, 1
wait. I spin theories and discard them. I shuffle sequences
as [ might shuffle a pack of cards.

The joker comes up every time. Any riddles for re-
cycling? he grins. Any letters for uncertain destinations?
Any unperformed experiments to go?

I'm not even going to answer that, I say.

Author’s note on the
Jesuit Relations

IHE Tesuir RELATIONS'—reports from the missionary
priests in North America—began in 1611; they were
published annually in Paris from 1632-1673, for fund-
raising and recruiting purposes; and continued more
sporadically until the late 18th century, when French
power in New France was broken first by British con-
quest (Wolfe defeated Montcalm in the Battle of the
Heights of Abraham at Québec City in 1759); and then
by papal suppression of the Jesuit order, 1773.

I first became aware of the Relations when 1 was
teaching a course on Canadian literature in a federal
prison here. There are extracts from the Relations in
Canadian literature anthologies at both high school and
college level. The stories, especially the martyrdom of
Brébeuf, described in vivid and gruesome detail, have a
strong hold on the Canadian imagination. The poet E.J.
Pratt wrote a lengthy narrative sequence in blank verse:
‘Brébeuf and his Brethren’. More recently Canadian nov-
elist Brian Moore used the Relations as the basis for his
novel Black Robe, now a feature film.

Various translations and selected editions of the
Relations are available. Since they are detailed accounts
of what was frequently the first European contact with
indigenous peoples, they are of extraordinary historical
and anthropological interest. They are also, quite simp-
ly, very lively reading. The Relation of the martyrdom
of Brébeuf was actually written back in France 30 years
after the event, though the writer, Christophe Regnaut,
was indeed in Québec at the time and did observe
Brebeuf’s mutilated body. Nevertheless, it is clear that
mythologising has set in, and that iconography and hag-
iography have imposed their formulaic shape on mem-
ory. For example: The barbarian ... took a kettle full of
boiling water, which he poured over (Brébeuf's) body
three different times, in derision of Holy Baptism ...

During all these torments, Father de Brébeuf en-
dured like a rock ... His zeal was so great that he
preached continually to these infidels ... [this after be-
ing beaten hundreds of times; dowsed in boiling water;
branded with hot tomahawks, wrapped in pitch-coated
bark and roasted] ... His executioners were enraged
against him for constantly speaking to them of God ...
To prevent him from speaking more, they cut off his
tongue, and both his upper and lower lips...
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The cat, the goose and
the educated youth

Adapted « d translated from a tale told by Chen Shen

/

A0 YONG' IS NOT MY FRIEND'S REAL NAME. Rather typically, he started calling
himself this some time ago, when he was contributing articles to Chinese-language
journals in Sydney a 1 Melbourne. I don’t know if he was being cryptic because of
a lifetime Chinese h Hit of keeping his head down, or whether he fancied himse
with a nom de plume. In any case, he couldn’t resist coming up with a clever-dick
sort of name—so much so that any one who knew him would recognise his style
imunediately. But then the name backfired on him. He chose ‘Gao Yong’ because it
means ‘high wall’, and I suppose he thought he was not only hiding himself, b
encoding himself in a way—Dbeing highly literary. But unfortunately, the editor «
one of his magazines left a radical off the character for ‘wall’ and the meaning was
transformed into something like ‘vulgar'—so my highly abstruse friend became a
highly vulgar friend. And to add salt to the wound, one of s stories was rejected.
SoTasked him to learn a lesson from this, abandon his allusive, lapidary technique
and simply tell me the story in a natural, colloquial manner. Then we would see
which style worked best. Now a good Chinese dish has all kinds of attributes,
including sound, ar Gao Yong’s Changzhou accent is as stimulating as the hiss
and spatter of rice crusts splashed all over with a steaming hot broth. Unfortunate-
ly, you can’thearall atin translation, but the aroma may still ‘tug at your nostrils’
as the Chinese say.

‘Chairman Mao said that all us “educated youth” must go down to the countryside and up to the
mountains, to be re-educated by the poor and lower-middle peasants. So, what choice did we have? 1
was just a kid in 1969, after graduating from high school, and with three other kids like myself T ended
up in a little village in Northern Jiangsu, a place where even a demon would not lay an egg, as my
mother used to say. Every day we planted or ploughed, ploughed or planted, on the slopes of a barren,
rocky hillside. In this place almost no rain fell in summer and we had drought; then in autumn the
heavens opened and we had floods, and all our poor dirt washed away down the hill and into a mosqui-
to-infested marsh. One way or the other, you couldn’t get crops out of that hillside any more than you
could get ivory out of a dog’s mouth. We toiled like water buffalos, just for a few work points to be
allocated by the commune administration—it worked out at about ten fen a day, 10 cents in Austral-
1an money.

‘The worst of it was hunger. On that kind of money there was no way we could buy much foad,
and certainly not meat, even if we had the time to walk 10 kilometres into Chrysanthemum Village to
buy it. So we ate gingeai, a sort of green vegetable, a leafy little cabbage that tastes like the baby
spinach you get here. We had a chicken—Dbut it was in no danger at all from us. We depended on it to
lay an occasional little nugget of hope in our path. Every day we watched that hen's arse like hawks,
waiting for an cgg to appear. But we couldn’t even cat all the eggs, since most of them had to be
exchanged for salt and soy in Chrysanthemum Village. The commune kept a few pigs, but only the
cadres got to cat pork, and then only for the Spring Festival. So we ate our wretched qingeai and
drcamed of spicy bean curd, batter twists, eels, pickled snails and greasy, fat slices of pork.

“You know, the work was exhausting, but none of us really minded that. We got used to it pretty
quickly. It was the hunger—we were young, and still growing. So, at night after work, in our hut, we
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tne small NOoie 1N OUr PIICK STOVe wihere we red In e
wheat straw for the tire. We thought we had our tor-
mentor at last! But he wriggled his way up the flue,
climbed out onto the roof and leapt gracefully to free-
dom, like a Shaolin monk doing a martial arts demon-
stration.

‘After that, several days passed without any fur-
ther mutilation of our goose—but we could think of
nothing clse but this  rogant, marauding, dare-devil
bandit of a white cat. In fact, come to think of it, it had
taken our minds off our hunger altogether! Then one
day when we came home, we heard a rustle in the stove.
Without even checking the state of the goose, we all
grabbed our weapons, in outside, and waited for the
cat to descend from the tiles. I will draw a veil over the
grisly and shametul scene which followed—Ilet me just
say we fixed that little ‘contradiction’, good and proper.
Then we took a good look at the object of our fury. By
now it was not a white cat at all, but a very black ong,
after spending so much time up our flue. In fact, it was
not even white underneath, but yellow—/ginger’, you
would call it. The White Raider had not only escaped
but had created another problem for us, a much more
scrious one than the shrinking goose! The production
brigade lcader had a ginger cat, and very fond of it he
was, too—said it was the best mouser in Liyang Coun-
ty. Obviously the word had got around among the local
cats and our goose had been entertaining more than one
admirer.

‘Well, late that night we wrapped the ginger corpse
up with a couple of bricks in an old newspaper, tied the
bundle with string and slunk down to a nearby pond.
We tossed the cat out into the middle and went home,
feeling very relicved.  t two days later, while we were
working in the fields, a little girl came running towards
us, shouting something about a cat, and the production
brigade leader wanting to see us immediately. Appar-

ently sometning 0ad Nad been seen 110ating in the pona
and the peasants had fished it out to have a look. Obvi-
ously there had been foul play, because the cat had been
found with string dangling round it. Well, there were
some very nasty moments with the brigade leader, I can
tell you. He didn’t care much for these smart-arse city
kids, and he was not at all swayed by our passionate
declaration of innocence. Everybody knew we’d been at
our wits’ end about some cat or other for some time
now, and things looked very grim indeed when the lit-
tle boy who tended our geese said he'd seen four cducat-
ed youths beating a cat to death with farm tools outside
their hut. But to our great relief, he said the cat he had
seen was a black onc. Years later, when I was back in
the city, in political study class, I laughed at Deng
Xiaoping’s saying “It doesn’t matter what colour the
cat is, as long as it catches mice”. I puzzled my col-
leagues by adding, “That’s right, but it certainly does

matter what colour the cat is if it catches

"o

geese
IGA\'E Gao Yong a nice old second-hand copy of Rob-
bie Burns some time after he told me this story, just to
show how much poetry there is to be found in com-
monplace and vulgar things. Now there was a poet for
you, a man who could write immortal words about a
toothache, or a haggis, or a louse on a lady’s bonnet in
church - and, like Gao Yong himself, he was a plough-
man. To my delight, next time I heard Gao Yong tell
his cat story to a group of Chinese friends, he ended it
not with Deng Xiaoping but with Robbie Burns. Scots
dialect and Changzhou dialect are about as rough and
confusing a blend as the liquor they gave that poor goose,
but I think this is what he was struggling to pronounce:

I doubt na, whyles, but thou may thicve;
What then? poor beastie thou maun live!

J5e8883
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Evans, was one of many western
lawyers who considered such objec-
tions to be legal nonsense.

Patten’s community consultation
and subsequent announcement to the
Legislative Council—without much
warning to Beljing—was a response to
criticisms that Hong Kong people had
been excluded from discussions about
their own future.

A furious China, feeling snubbed,
declared it would not tolerate a ‘threc-
legged stool’—i.e. a voice for Hong
Kongas well as for Beijing and London
in talks on the colony’s future. The
metaphor is an odd one, given the
instability of two-legged stools. When,
in April, China finally agreed to {so far
unsuccessful) talks with Britain on
clections in Hong Kong, she tried to
prevent representation from the un-
wanted ‘third leg’, Hong Kong itsclf.

To understand the conflict, and
the magnitude of Chris Patten’s chal-
lenge to Beijing, it is nccessary to
consider how Hong Kong's hopes for
democracy have waxed and waned in
tandem with historical agreements
and misundcerstandings, especially
since 1984.

Many people ask why democracy
has been delayed for so long in Hong
Kong. ‘More than anything clse,’ says
the economic historian Robert Skidel-
sky, it is ‘the result of the mind-set of
the old colonial system.” Noonce doubts
that, until recently, paternalist colo-
nialists have beenaliveand wellin the
Forcign Office in London. When the
colony’s Legislative Council refused
to accept a decision by the Sino-Brit-
ish joint liaison group on the compo-
sition of the post-1997 Hong Kong
Final Court of Appcal, Sir Perey Cra-
dock {former ambassador to Beijing
and chicf foreign policy adviser to
Margaret Thatcher) complained: ‘The
two pilots agreed’, and then ‘the crew’
rebelled.

Another reason for delay was that
the relatively benign British regime
mecant that few pcople in Hong Kong
actively demanded the additional pro-
tectionof democracy. All thatchanged
after Tiananmen Square, and as Chi-
nese will to interfere in Hong Kong
became apparent.

Many Sino-British traders felt that
cosy relationships might be threat-
cned by Hong Kong democracy and, in
the 1970s, Governor MacLehose wor-

ried that democracy would create in-
stability by polarising Kuomintangand
Beijing supporters. But, after an appar-
ently humiliating trip to Beijing in
1991 to sign a memorandum of under-
standing for a new airport, the British
Prime Minister, John Maijor, is be-
licved to have resolved that Hong
Kong’s last governor should be a
pro-democracy politician,
not a British mandarin.

I HE ]()INT DECLARATION guarantees

Hong Kong a ‘high degree of autono-
my’, meaning that it will trade as an
entity scparate from the Peoples’
Republic. Hong Kong can be an inde-
pendent party to GATT and the Mul-
titibre Agrecement, for example.

Italso guarantecesthat HongKong's
legal system will be based on English
common law for 50 years. But there
are fears that the power of the legal
system will be lessened by negotiated
attrition or Chinese misinterpretation.
Once the distant support of Westmin-
ster is removed, an effective and
independent Hong Kong legislature
will be essential to prevent the courts
and the common law being counter-
manded by e¢xecutive action.

Martin Lee, the leader of Hong
Kong's United Democrats and a Chi-
nese béte-noire, points out that if he
were now to be locked up without
trial, there would certainly be ques-
tions askedin Westminister. But mem-
bers of China’s National Pecoples Con-
gress never question the trecatment of
dissidents in Tibet. The concept of a
separation of powers between the ex-
ceutive and the judiciary has no place
in Chinesce thought or government.

So, however strongly some busi-
ness elements resist democracy in
Hong Kong and lobby against it in
Westminster, there is also a formida-
ble array of business and political fig-
ures (including Margarct Thatcher,
Jocelyn Chey and a prominent Legis-
lative Councillor, Christine Loh) who
argue that Hong Kong's prosperity will
depend on a stable rule of law, demo-
cratically maintained.

Christine Loh does ‘not sce the
call for greater democracy as a roman-
tic exercise. There are sound business
reasons for ensuring that we can indeed
have“onecountry, twosystems”. The
debate on democracy is about autono-
my. A legislature which is less demo-
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cratic, which is elected by a narrow
base, will be susceptible to China’s
influence. We are fighting for the legal
andjudicial systems, forhuman rights,
which includes the right to freedom of
cxpression and free interplay of mar-
ket forces. These are fundamental pil-
lars of our free enterprise system.’
Robert Skidelsky agrees. ‘“Why I sup-
port Chris Patten is because it is pru-
dent to have a stable political system
in place (after 1997). Too many Hong
Kong businessmen are political inno-
cents’.

George Orwell and the inhabit-
ants of Animal Farm would have rec-
ognised the strange coalition of big
businessmen and Chinese ‘Marxists’
who oppose a Tory democrat. Nor
would they have been surprised by
T.S. Lo, a former cxecutive councillor
and possible future chief executive,
whose pro-Beijingmagazine, Window,
complains that Patten’s democracy
proposals will lead to ‘blue-collar dic-
tatorship’.

Business concerns are not the solc
determinant of Patten’s belicfs. He
has been much criticised by such es-
tablishment figures as Lee Kuan Yew
and Lord Geddes for bringing ‘an Occi-
dental mind and a Westminster ap-
proach’ to ‘an almost cntirely Orien-
tal situation’. Patten’s response, typi-
cally, has been to paraphrasc Shylock,
as when he recently told an audience
of Tablet readers in London that ‘If
you're beaten by a policeman, it fecls
the samc in Asia, in Africa, in Amer-
ica, in Europe. If you're locked up
without trial, the results are the same
whercever you are’.

He told a London Tory meeting
that ‘we should not drop our own
value system on the assumption that
they (in Asia)don’t share thosc valuces.
Do we make a distinction between
the woman [Aung San Suu Kyi) who
won the Nobel prize for leading civil
resistance in Burma and those who
have been applauded as dissidents in
Eastern Europe?’

DrJohn Wong, a Sydney Universi-
ty historian, cducated in Hong Kong
and Oxford, reminds those who ¢laim
that democracy is a peculiarly West-
ern coneept that Mencius, the great-
est disciple of Confucius, held that
cmperors must obey the government,
and that the government must listen
to and obey the people. Deeply Contu-
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in some pretty sensitive and exposed
work. I had quitc a tough time for onc
period when I was the subject of
rigorous campaigns and denunciations
from the cxtreme Protestant
Unionists. So that was a preparation.’

So too was the Overscas Aid job. ‘1
negotiated the last major concession-
al financing agreement between Brit-
ain and China. In those days I used to
get a better press from the pro-Peking
newspapers.’ Nor are rumours that he
is a closet socialist correct. As he told
HongKong's business community, his
‘own past includes being chairman of
the Conservative Party in a general
clection which we won largely becausc
we argued the case for low taxes’. Low
taxes are, he believes, one of the best
incentives for business investment.
Ploughing somc surplus cash back in
to the community is desirable; spend-
ing money not yct earned, a grave
mistake.

Patten’s strong support for a mar-
ket economy comes with caveats, as
he explainedina 1991 sermon in Great
St Mary’s Church, Cambridge. ‘The
market is not an end in itsclf. It pro-
vides the best way for increasing and
allocating resources. (It} isa means, no
more. A framework of laws within
which market forces are allowed to
apply is affected by our sense of com-
munity—of fairness’.

In the same sermon, Patten, who
is a devout Roman Catholic, quoted
the Anglo-Catholic T.S. Eliot: “What-
cver reform or revolution we carry
out, the result will always be a sordid
travesty of what human society should
be'. A politician might simply ‘try to
make the travesty a bit less sordid’.

Vituperation is not part of the po-
litical weaponry of this particular pol-
itician. Candouris, and the ‘trained by
Thatcher’ label clearly shows, even if
the two leaders’ policy difterences are
obvious. In 1990, after Patten’s initial
support for Thatcher in a first-round
Prime Ministerial vote, he advised
her to resign. She appeared deeply

bitter, but they have since

been reconciled.
BY 1998, and safely back in Lon-

don, Chris Patten will be a man of
Asia and of Europe; perhaps he is
already. His views on international-
ism as opposed to regionalism have
altered, and any notion of ‘Fortress

Europe’ is clearly obnoxious. Patten
no longer talks about Britain and the
European Exchange-Rate Mechanism,
but about linkage of the Hong Kong
and US dollars.

Hong Kong reflects the evident
success of ‘one country’/'two cul-
tures’—the hint of classicism in the
Orient, the barristers’ chambers that
look and feel like those in Oz, the
tunic-and-tie-clad schoolchildren, the
Tea Musceum. But learning, to borrow
a Patten mectaphor, is ‘a two-way
street’. The governor, his wife Laven-
der and their daughter Alice have im-
mersed themsclves in Hong Kong life:
they have a love of Chinese art, and
Lavender and Alice Patten are lcarn-
ing Cantonesc. The governor hopes to
do so, too.

Patten avoids comment on his fu-
ture carcer. But should he find his way
to Downing Strect, expect to find
Number 10 kitted out with the ‘Chi-
nesc furniture, Chinese art, Chinesc
pots’ that so delight him. It will be the
Orient which he brings to the Ocei-
dent.

Robin Fitzsimons is a physician ana
writer.
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been well-served by their constitu-
tion, Would the 70 per cent of Austral-
ians who supported Whitlam during
the constitutional crisis in 1975 have
agreed with this dubious notion? Of
course not.

Another revealing  c¢pisode
occurred during World War 11, when
the very existence of Australia as an
independent nation scemed under
threat. At that critical time, when
political perceptions in this country
were stripped back to essentials and
the decisive measures in the crisis
were taken overwhelmingly by na-
tional political figures like John Cur-
tin and Bert Evatt, a Gallup poll inves-
tigating attitudes to the abolition of
state governments found that no few-
cr than 60 per cent were in favour of
abolition and only 22 per cent wanted
the states retained.

Somec years carlicr, when Robert
Menzies was Australia’s Attorney-
General, hefeltsofrustrated about the
national government’s inability to
govern ctfectively, because of the con-
straints imposed by Australia’s cum-
bersome three-tiered governmental
structure, that he made several public
statements decrying the ‘vigorous
clanking of the parish pump.’ ‘In great
vital issues’, said Menzies, ‘there was
no room for the purely state outlook.’

Half a century later, the national
interest is still being undermined by
blinkered provincialism at state level.
The most glaring contemporary in-
stance, of course, concerns Mabo, but
there are other recent examples. The
obvious need for uniform national ed-
ucational standards had almost been
met, after a lengthy consultative and
deliberative process, when it was scut-
tled at the last minute by parochial
upholders of ‘states’ rights’. And there
was the Victorian government’s noto-
rious backdown aftcr nationwide
agreement had been reached on the
issue of health warnings on cigarette
packets.

Thissortof conduct, together with
the proliferation of overlapping bu-
reaucracies that so frustrates the busi-
ness sector, makes it casy to appreci-
ate why many Australians, awarc that
they are over-governed, feel that the
states are an anachronism. Although
the usecful functions they facilitate,
like state-of-origin football and Shef-
ficld Shicld cricket, could be retained,

a compelling case can be made for the
states’ removal from Australia’s gov-
emmental structure. Consider the vast
savings to he made, not just in the
salarics and pensions of the politi-
cians and their advisers, but in the
legal and other costs incurred when-
cverone government uses the Consti-
tution to take action in the courts (or
obtains advice about whether to take
such action) against another govern-
ment in order to achieve its political
objectives.

When Bob Hawke called for the
abolition of the states recently, there
were some predictable responscs. Jeff
Kennett declared that no politicians
would ever vote themselves out of a
job, yet that is precisely how Queens-
land’s Legislative Council was abol-
ished. Queensland has been without
an upper house for over 70 years now,
and has managed perfectly well with-
out one. There is a lesson therc for
government in the rest of Australia.

In the debate on the republic, con-
servatives are fond of saying ‘if it ain’t
broke don't fix it”. But they can't have
it both ways: the shambles in Canber-
ra over the Budget is ample evidence
that the Senate certainly needs ‘fix-
ing’. The Senate long ago gave up even
the pretence of representing the states,
which is the role it was created to
perform.

Richard Court’s response to
Hawke’s call was some hearty Can-
berra-bashing. ‘We want to get deci-
sion-making back closer to the peo-

ple,” he said. But this old catchery 'no
more power to Canberra’—although
the Constitution has in fact endowed
our national government with much
less ‘power’ than is excrcised by com-
parable national governments over-
scas—cessentially reflects hostility to
a remote government, which applics
with no less foree to the capital cities
where state governments are basced.
Coming froma Perth-based politician,
it would have sounded pretty hollow
to residents of Broome—and their
counterparts in Cairns, Cobar and
Casterton no doubt feel much the
same.

The debate should be about what
is the best system for Australia, not
about spoutinghackneyed sloganslike
‘no more power to Canberra’. Having
a two-ticred structure, with the na-
tional government supplemented by
beefed-up councils or authorities at
the local orregional level, would sure-
ly be a more effective system. 1ts sim-
ilarity to the two-ticred structure in
England should appeal to those Aus-
tralian traditionalists who are fond of
British ways of government.

But even if that sort of change is
unlikely to be politically feasible for
some time, let’s have no more of this
specious cant from anti-republicans
about the Constitution being a flaw-
less jewel that has served us well Tt
isn’t, and it hasn’t.

Ross McMullin is the author of The
Light onthe Hill: The Australian Labor
Party 1891-1991.
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Chi e: out of sight, never out of mind

HE FOUR-YEAR TErM of President
Patricio Aylwin of Chile draws to a
closc this month. It has been a sclf-
styled “transitional government’ that
hashad to tiptoe between the promise
of popular rule and the requirements
of Realpolitik. The country continues
to be governed under a constitution
drafted by Aylwin's predecessor, Gen-
cral Augusto Pinochet, the parliament
includesabloc of Pinochetappointees
and the general himself remains at the
head of the army.

These obstacles notwithstanding,
Avlwin, anavancular 70-vear-old, has
sceured the political nrestige of his
officc and hiscentrist C - ristian Dem-
ocratic Party’s claim on it. The clec-
torate is expected to transfer the man-
tle to his party collcague, Eduardo
Frei, in clections on 14 December.
Business is also impressed. With
annual growth rates of about 10 per
cent, Chile is busy projecting itsclf as
the ‘Asian-tiger’ cconomy of Latin
America.

In October Aylwin tlew into Aus-
tralia as part of an Asian tour, and
whilc here the president staked a vig-
orous claim for Chile's future in the
region. Like Paul Keating, Aylwin has
geo-cconomic designs: Chileans spealk
ot the ‘Pacific basin’, nominating
themsclves as necessary members of
it, and Australia is Chile’s fourth-big-
gest source of foreign investment.

There are 30,000 Chilean immi-
grants in Australia, dotted around the
suburbs of Svdney and Melbourne.
Many of them were political or cco-
nomic exiles, and the president’s visit
no doubt kept them musing about the
paradoxes of the past.

The aftermath of Pinachet’s 1973
coup has been well documented: the
Socialist president, Salvador Allende,
was murdered, and thonsands of his
supporters ‘disappeare By decree of
the new president, many more were
bundled onto planes leaving the coun-
try. Others took refuge in foreign em-
bassics in Santiago, sceking asylum.
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By the carly '80s, howcever, the
visa applications were motivated as
much by cconomic as by political con-
cerns, The regime placed the ccono-
my under the direction of a group of
Chicago-trained technocrats, and
Chilcbecamealaboratory for the kind
of monctarist experiment that advo-
cates of Reaganomics elsewhere could
only dream about. Industries closcd
down, and uncemployment soarcd.

The people took to the strects, and
on protest days up to a million con-
verged on Santiago’s main park, unit-
cd in the lucha, ‘the struggle’. Pinoc-
het's security apparatus kept him in
power, but the opposition forged a
coalition of 17 centrist and leftist par-
ites that ultimately triumphed in a
1988 plebiscite on Pinochet's rule,
and again the tollowing year, when
Aylwin was clected president.

No doubt to Pinochet’s chagrin,
the cconomy was by then ottering a
paybackin profits, if notinjobs. In the
post-Cold War world, the Aylwin gov-
crnment, pursuing the regime's
rationalist policies, has had less in
common with Allende’s socialist

dream than Keating has
with Whitlam'’s.

Isatt ("Micno 'l PacHeco
comes from what in Australia would
be called ‘Labor heartland’: a dusty
barrio{the Chilean word is poblacion)
on the southern outskirts of Santiago,
and he was part of the lucha.

Henow lives ina one-bedroom flat
in the Melbourne suburb of Springvale.,

We tirst met in the poblacion on a
bitterly cold and wet Monday night in
1987. 1 shook his hand in the dark-
ness—the arca was blacked out—as
we packed into a weatherboard hall.

Despite the conspiratorial air, this
was a history class: 20 or 30 exuberant
local kids wanting to supplement the
schoolroom by turning out in num-
hers for a weekly session with the
local youth pastorate. In discussion
groups they debated the  nish con-
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quest at full voice, then returmed to a
plenary session with short dramas or
pencil drawings: 'We usce the dynam-
ics of Paolo Freire,” Michel remarked.
Hc was the coordinator, and worked
his way through the group, mucking
around with kids and making sure
that any new faces were brought in
trom the cold.

The tollowing Saturday night the
hall was tilled again, this time with
the strains of banned pocts and song-
writers. Sapos, lookouts, kepe guard
tor signs of the cops. An older couple
gave a testimony of the loss of dheir
three sonsin skirmishes with sceurity
forces. When they finished speaking,
Michcel made his way to the platform
and led a slow, pregnant chorus of We
shall overcome in Spanish. Later, in a
lighter mood, the hall ventured into a
tavourite ditry: Adios. General?

These were the dark davs of
Pinochet’s military regime. Unem-
ployment in Michel’'s poblacion was
about 60 percent. Of those with worlg,
a signiticant pereentage was engaged
by the municipality on a work-for-
dole scheme, breaking rocks to build
roads, and bringing home about $30 a
month. Not much, but enough tor the
regime to acquire some torced lovaley,

The carrot and the stick: there
were nightly military patrols through
the pobluciones, and protest days
would incvitably mecan bullees fired
up and down the streets. One year
they hit a French Catholic priest
through the forchead; he had been
prayingin hishome. In Michel’sstreet,
they hit a T4-year-old boy, Manucl
Rodrigucz, on his way to a football
match. The following year we held a
small roadside vigil, holding candles
to remember him. That too ended up
with the police firing shots, and Michel
and I scrambled away over the fence,
ending up at his parents’ place.

“You can’t get away from fear,” he
told me. “Youjust have to learn to live
with it.” Michel, then 24, worked out
of the o pu nalmos ¢ ret
















He was sitting then in the ‘Met’ in
New York. He had ‘made it’ as assist-
ant to the composer—and Spoleto Fes-
tival director—Gian Carlo Menotti.
(They were working on Puccini’s
Manon Lescaut.) In that holy of holics
he was struck by the vanity of vani-
tics—the lying, the cheating, the con-
niving that got pcople places and the
discovery that it wasn’t really up to
much when you finally arrived, quite
tawdry in fact.

What adark view of the arts, I'said,
when so much is expected of them in
the way of spiritual insight and suste-
nance. But, it turns out, it is not that
he gives them up as a dead loss—he is
not going to give up opera, theatre or
music. Itismore that he expects some-
thing clsc out of life and it has taken
10 years to come finally to a decision
not to pursue his opera carcer at all
costs but to find out what that some-
thingclseis. In entering the seminary,
Franco Cavarra is not doing the tradi-
tional thing. For the same reason that
Easter—the feast of fecundity—is
major amongst Sicilians, pricsthood
is not, at lcast under current rules and
regulations. To be ‘complete’, a man
requires a wife and children

If Franco’s parents had come from
the long-industrialised north of Italy,
theiranti-clericalism would have been
influenced by Marxism. As Sicilians,
whilc they required the priest’s minis-
trations for baptisms, weddings and
funcrals, they didn’t want a priest
actually in their own family. So says
Franco Cavarra. Bearin mind, he adds,
that the Sicilian experience of priests
up to modern times was often of ¢or-
rupt clerics who oppressed the poor
and who used their spiritual authority
as a hold on the people.

‘Why do you want to throw away
a good life/, Franco’s mother asked,
‘and lock yourself in some monas-
tery? I won't allow you to waste your
life.” He can’t say that he has entirely
succeeded in convincing her but he
has made the point that the priest-
hood is none of the things—remote,
immurcd—which she imagines. That
anyway, in these times the role of the
pricst is undergoing radical redetini-
tion and’whois to say what the priest
of the tuture is going to be like?”

Margaret Coffey is an ABC broadcast-
er and produccer.

Inn MEMORIAM

Federico Fellini, 1920-1993

EDER]CO FeLLINI waS BORN in the Emilian seaside resort of Rimini, but as a young
man he moved to Rome to study law. The wide-eyed young provincial was fascinated
by the Eternal City, which would fcature significantly in his life’s work. He was soon
drawn into its bohemian fringe of performers, writers and actors—a world he found
more congenial than any academic pursuit.

For a time he worked as a cartoonist for a satirical monthly, and collaborated on
several screenplays with neo-realist directors, including Roberto Rossellini (Rome
Open City 1945). In 1950 he was able to co-direct, along with Alberto Lattuada,
Variety Lights, a film about provincial show people. A year later came his own first
feature, The White Sheik, a classic neorealist tale of shattered hopes and dreams.

Fellini’s third feature, I Vitelloni (1953), about a group of young layabouts
desperately trying to fill the void of provincial life with all sorts of pranks, brought
him critical and popular success for the first time. I Vitelloni (The Wastrels)won the
Silver Medal at the Venice Film Festival. This was the first of many awards that
Fellini would reccive in the long career that followed.

La Strada (1954) which starred his wife, Giulietta Masina, won for Fellini an
American Academy Award for Best Foreign Film. His next project after this
international success was The Nights of Cabiria, a morality tale about pimps and
prostitutes. The film was ready to go into production but the Italian censors would
not approve the script, because someone in the Vatican objected to its subjectmatter.
But the Archbishop of Genoa, Cardinal Siri, spoke up for Fellini and the completed
film, again starring Giulietta Masina, went on to win yet another Oscar. Fellini was
now firmly established as a leading international filmmaker.

Asanartist, Fellini was fascinated by the bizarre aspects of popularItalian picty—
take miracles, superstitions and the morc extreme forms of ecclesiastical eccentric-
ity. But he came to depend on the continued support of more enlightened Italian
Catholics who understood his genuine compassion for the human condition. During
the furore unleased by La Dolce Vita (1960) the Jesuits of the Centro San Fedele in
Milan rallied to his support, bringing a more reasoned tone to the debate about the
film’s ‘immorality’.

In the autobiographical 8%4(1963), about the mid-life crisis of a film director, there
is a frail and remote cardinal, whose only counsel to the confused and bewildered
director are the words, ‘Outside the church there is no salvation’. The finalc of the
fili, a parade of all the disparate elements in the director’s life, seems to imply that
he is not prepared to accept the cardinal’s prescription.

With Juliet of the Spirits (1965}, Fellini reached the pinnacle of his artistic and
commercial success. Satyricon (1969), Roma(1972), Amacord (1974), and Casanova
(1976) are the classics of his artistic maturity.

City of Women (1980} ushered in the final phase of his career, which included the
apocalyptic And the Ship Sails On {1983), and Ginger and Fred {1985), a nostalgic trip
for two aging performers and an opportunity for Fellini to hit out at the outragcous
vulgarity of Italian television. His last film, The Voice of the Moon, was a touching
plea for silence amid the cacophony of distractions in contemporary culture.

Fellini was a religious man, though not in the conventional sense. He was vastly
amused by the superficial trappings of religiosity—particularly the Italian sort—yet
took other superstitions seriously. He was reluctant to go to Hollywood last July, to
receive the special Academy Award for a lifetime of achicvement; he fele certain it
would be some kind of epitaph.

In his last illness, before he lapsed into a coma in the hospital at Rimini, Fellini
asked to sec a lifelong friend, Cardinal Silvestrini. We shall probably never know
what they talked about, but some words of Fellini to a Jesuit priest a few years before
may hold the clue: ‘Beyond the sca and the sky, through terrible suffering, perhaps
in the relief that tears bring, God can be glimpsed—-his love and his grace not so much
as a matter of theological faith, but as a profound need of the spirit.’

Addio, Federico!

—Franco Cavarra
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Shov/ing the nation

HE NaTiONAL FesTivar orF
Australian Theatre began in 1990,
when Marguerite Pepper and the doy-
cen of Australian festival dircctors,
Anthony Steel, approached the Can-
berra Theatre Trust with the idea of
getting up an annual showcase of
mostly small-scale theatre perform-
ances drawn from all over Australia.
That first festival featured drama,
dance and mixed-media cvents from
cvery state and territory. Bran Nue
Dae from Western Australia, the
Queensland Ballet, and the then local
Meryl Tankard Dance Company were
among its better-known drawcards.

The festival was followed by a
second in 1991 but there was a hiatus
last year, partly becausc of uncertain-
ties about funding. For this year, Ro-
byn Archer was appointed artistic di-
rector, with funding support from the
Australia Council (for certain specific
projects), thefedcral government’sarts
touring fund, the ACT government’s
Cultural Council, from Playing Aus-
tralia, and—crucially—from Optus
Communications.

There has also been usceful support
trom other state and tcrritory govern-
ments {presumably to help produc-
tions from within their boundaries to
travel to the festival), from the ACT’s
Hcalth Promotion Fund and from oth-
cr corporate sponsors. According to
Archer, the 1993 National Festival of
Australian Theatrc was put together
for about $600,000.

Such has been the success—on all
levels, apparently—of the 1993 festi-
val that next year’s is alrcady going
ahead, with Optus again kicking in
money and with Archer again at the
helm. All thisisasitshould be, forthis
is a very good initiative indeed.

This year, the festival stuck pretty
closely to its ‘mational” identity, with
work coming from all states and terri-
tories except Queensland and Tasma-
nia. Rumour has it that at least one of
these states will be featured again in
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1994, so lct us at least say that this is
a national festival on a eyclic basis.

[ stress this point for several rea-
sons. The first is that a festival staged
in the nation’s capital clearly ought to
reflect the nation inits content. There
is also some chancc that this sort of
showcasing could well lead to greater
possibilities for national and even
international touring.

Thirdly, most of the festivals in
state capitals tend to stress theirinter-
national content, often to the detri-
ment of the ‘local’, or other Austral-
ian, content. At least, publicists and
marketing campaigns do so, and the
public tend to buy tickets to interna-
tional attractions in preference tosome
Australian ones. The Canberra festi-
val, however, gives priority to Aus-
tralian-made work and enables it tobe
seen in a purely Australian context.
There is no need or opportunity for
odious comparisons between, say, for-
cign Shakespeare productions and the
inevitably doomed local versions.

Finally, the way programming has
turned out, these national festivals
arc giving us a chance to cvaluate
where we are going as a theatre-mak-
ing nation in an intense but intimate
environment. I felt, during my four
days at the second week of this year’s
festival, more as though I was at a
peer-group conference than in the pres-
sure-cooker atmosphere of a Mcl-
bourne International Festival or
Adclaide Festival of the Arts. Robyn
Archer has structured the events {as
did Anthony Steel before her] in such
a way that participants have every
chance of sceing each other’s shows
and communicating with each other
about their work as the days go by.

Asluck would havce it, the materi-
al she chose this year did not lct the
concept down. The diversity of work
was fascinating, but there were some
interesting trends to emerge as well.

From New South Wales came Wil-
liam Yangandhisalrcady widely-seen
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Sadness [in the suitably intimate 120-
seat Courtyard Studio in the Canberra
Theatre Centre). Yang's soloshow was
followedin the second week by anoth-
¢r in the same venue: Bronwyn Cal-
cutt’'s Disenchantment, a sharply ob-
served and stylish performance picce
with music, about a woman’s gradual
decline into the well of disillusion and
subscquent fight back towards sclf-
esteen.

Magpie Theatre’s Funcrals and
Circuses (from South Australia) ar-
rived from the Mclbourne Interna-
tional Festival to win many Canber-
rans’ hearts and minds with its per-
suasive powers of script, performance
and promenadc-staging in the splen-
did little foyer and the suitably wide
stage of the Playhousc.

At the same time, Melboume's
Playbox Theatre took Michacel Gurr’s
award-winning Sex Diarv of an [nfi-
delinto the Canberra Theatre, which
is too big by about 300 seats for most
of this kind of work. On the other
hand, Western Australia’s Chrissy
Parrott Dance Company, with its ec-
lectic—and often clectric—mix of ¢x-
citingcontemporary dance stylcs, was
very well suited by that large space. 1
find this energetic and intelligent
young company increasingly impres-
siveand Life, Love and Beauty was no
exception. Similarly, [ imagine the
vigorous ‘mew circus’ group of acro-
bats from Sydney, Legs on the Wall,
would have looked very good in that
same theatre with All of Me. The
show, written by Mary Morris, is one
I desperately wanted to sce but it

finished before T could get

E to Canbcerra.
N CANBERRA’S CHILLY WEATHER

smiled upon the festival: the local
visual street theatre troupe, Splinters,
had at least one balmy night {and a
huge crowd) for its spectacular and
{literally} explosive street thceatre
event, Guardians of the Concourse,
performed by upwards of forty people
on the broad concourse {and in the
pools!) leading from the Civic shop-
ping precinct to the Canberra Theatre
Centre. Young Canberrans also got to
strut theirstuffoverat Gorman House
in an elaborate version of Gormeng-
hast, while the Canberra-based Vis-a-
Vis Dance Company gave nerform-
es of Do
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