











inconsequential. The alternative is likely to be both prag-
matic and demanding. Francis de Sales is a good model:
‘Half an hour’s listening is essential except when you
are very busy. Then a full hour is nceded.’

After which, the deeds. ‘Don’t just do something,
stand there’ is good advice for many of us much of the
time; when the Superior General of the Jesuits said that
the hardest thing for them to do was nothing, he might
have spoken of a wider constituency. But it is not just
some pathology of ‘westerners’, or some quirk of one
variety of Christianity, or the dysfunction of one gen-
der, which makes us both hunger for action and disci-
pline our ways of engaging in it. Deed and counter-deed,
revolution and reaction, formation and transformation—
all this is our metier, down to the food we eat, the clothes
we wear, and the thoughts we think.

Any spirituality of much promise has to take
account of all this. Jeremy Taylor wrote, ‘Solitude is a
good school, but the world is the best theatre’: deeds are
the flow-through of desires, to which they may never
be adequate, but of which they are the imperative
expression. Rousseau, at the beginning of his Confes-
sions, boasts that, ‘let the last trump sound when it may,’
he will come forward and challenge others to a contest
in sincerity. But the evidence of the gospels is that God
will ask him, not about the high frankness of his self-
display, but about what he ever did for anybody clse.

Religious Rousseauism is likely to get the
same brisk handling.

IHERE IS THIS MUCH TO BE sAID for Rousseau’s vaunt,
though: it alerts us to a prizing of authenticity. A spirit-
uality can—should—Dbe a form of access to the genuine.
Sometimes this will involve pollarding. Christianity has
always said that the way of the Lord was a way of the
cross, and that to attempt other routes is not to improve
on the master but to be at best his ape. The too-little-
known, remarkable American poet Ben Belitt, writes in
The Orange Tree, ... to diminish excess; to pare it/ as a
child pares an orange, moving the knife through the peel/
in a spiral’s unbroken descent, till only the orange’s
sweat,/ a bead of acidulous essence, divides the rind from
the steel:/ perhaps that is to live in the spirit.” Perhaps it
is, though only if it is the flesh of the orange rather than
the wicld of the knife that is prized. There would not be
much adult plausibility in a spirituality which did not
ask us to let go of the superficial and the obsolescent.
When Chesterton spoke of ‘a strong desire to live tak-
ing the form of a readiness to die’, he was not mystery-
mongering: he was talking about that dynamic with
which every ex-child, ex-adolescent, and ex-50-year-old
is at least partially familiar.

An [8th-century aphorist wrote, ‘There are some
solitary wretches who have gone aside from mankind,
as Eve left Adam, to meet the devil in private.” To our
cost, we know that the gambit of retirement into soli-
tude can have monstrous consequences, whether in pri-
vate or in the public arena. What comes out of the desert
may be a very questionable prophet indeed. By the same

token, all spiritualities have their distinctive inadequa-
cies. Charismatic in their origins, partly bureaucratised
in their histories, always liable to inflation at the hands
of their enthusiasts, they are like all human things part-
ly comical. The Zen Buddhist or the Hindu or the Cath-
olic who cannot see the funny s’ ™ of thcer  rise”™
better not have many disciples. Idols are unhealthy
things, first for their worshippers and then for their mis-
sionaries. A Christian, at least, commending any special
spiritual path, should remember from time to time that
the route ends not in closure but at the gaping doorwav
of the emptied tomb.

Peter Steele SJ is reader in English at the University of
Melbourne.

Getting it together

I N MELBOURNE WINTER Sir Edward ‘Weary’ Dunlop died,
leaving behind him a story that mixes heroic achieve-
ment with day-by-day hard work. He also reminded
Australia of the strength of its companionable vernacu-
lar: the name ‘Weary’ is in itsclf enough to lift your
spirits.

About the same time, Princeton mathematician
Andrew Wiles presented to an audience at the Isaac New-
ton Institute in Cambridge a proof of the ‘last theorem’
of Pierre de Fermat. Mathematicians claim that the proof
may be as important as the discovery of the structure of
DNA. The project has demanded years of Wiles’ life,
but when interviewed he was able to convey a fresh sense
of the excitement and beauty of abstract research. What
Wiles has in common with the Australian war hero is
doggedness, a communicable spirit, and capacity to
make obscrvers wonder, and then turn to their own way
of emulation.

People often ask what Eurcka Street is ‘about’.
‘What lince do you push?’ There is no answer to such
questions but the following might serve as a response.
Onc of Eurcka Street’s writers, Margarct Simons, has
made her reputation as an investigative journalist.
Money trails and corruption enquiries have been her
bread and butter; ecasy enough to define her ‘market’.
Butis it really? Last month Margaret Simons was short-
listed for the Angus and Robertson Book Award. Her
novel was written while she was living in a South
Australian river town, but it is no rural idyll. Simons is
able to marry a journalist’s yen for fact with a spiritual
search. Born in England, she is locked into the task of
understanding the Australian land. That is the kind of
integration Eureka Street is after.

As we go to press, news comes of the death of
Melbourne academic, writer and SBS television Book
Program pioneer, Dinny O’Hearn. Dinny understood
complex agendas. We are poorer for his loss but enriched
by his gifts.

—Morag Fraser
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gested that social rights linked to cit-
izenship could be the new language
for social dcbate. Citizenship could
thenbean acceptable secular‘umbrel-
la’, incorporating in it the concepts of
human dignity and social solidarity.

If we are to be people of love and
justice who uphold the human digni-
ty of every person, then change must
occur, This is particularly relevant in
the 1990s, with the dramatic increase
in unemployment. The stark injus-
tice caused by oursocial systems must
be addressed, so that all Australians
must have not only political and civil
rights but also social rights—rights
that are based in human dignity and
reflected formally in their citizenship.

After delivering speeches on this
matter, I am sometimes confronted
by the comment that we have heard it
before, and thatit soundsso idealistic.
I am told that no one would disagree
withtheneedtoaddresshumandignity
issues and human-solidarity positions
for the common good but that the
problem lies in the implementation of
these ideals and principles.

My reply is that Idonot hearmuch
at all about human dignity principles
in the corridors of political, economic
and social power, where decisions that
affect thelivesof Australians are made.
Unless our voice is loud, focused and
carries conviction, silence and neglect
on these very human issues will
abound. People who care about these
things can be very focused at making
speceches, producing statements and
documents and having discussions in
safe and approving church circles. But
more often than not we seem to be
satisfied with leaving our responsibil-
itics there, when in fact we should be
engaging our political decision mak-
ers in the social debate.

The Christian churches have an
opportunity to make an unprecedent-
edimpact on the social debate, through
calling Australiansintosolidarity with
one another and by urging them to
respect, in many practical ways, the
human dignity of cvery person. As
with the notion of social rights, many
more ways could be found to change
and adapt a fundamental social struc-
ture, our constitution, so that it may
more directly serve the good of the
people of Australia.

David Cappo
Curtin, ACT

Orthodoxy
1n question

From Ephraem Chifley OP

Andrew Hamilton’s comment on the
‘Weakland Affair’ gave me great hope
by reason of its gentle and understated
style of theological discourse, virtues
typically lacking on both sides of this
discussion.

Itwas especially inspiring of optim-
ism to read his reflections on the al-
ienation and perceived exile of those
on the conservative wingof the church.
Such sentiments are all too rarc.

In common with many of those
who would identify themselves as
progressive, however, hisassumptions
about the characteristics of the ‘they’
who opposed Archbishop Weakland'’s
visit are perhaps a trifle simplistic.
There is no single institutional repos-
itory of political history of conserva-
tive Catholicism and certainly nosing-
le, or even typical, ‘psychology of the
right’. There is a whole constellation
of conservative people and groups
whose concerns and styles of discourse
arc quite disparate and driven by very
different motivations.

To tar everyone who might dis-
agree with Archbishop Weakland’s vis-
it with the same brush is to obscure
the fact that there arc many unre-
solved contflicts in the church whose
theological roots need to be uncov-
ered and untangled.

Orthodoxy is a noble word and a
worthy, indced essential, aspiration.
If there are concerns that the Austral-
ian church is departing from the disci-
pline of Gospel teaching, then we must
address ourselves to such concerns if
our community is to preserve its in-
tegrity and authenticity.

Whilcever the legitimate concerns
of conservative Catholics about or-
thodoxy are brushed aside by appeals,
ironically e¢nough, to Episcopal au-
thority or by mean-minded attempts
to demonise the right, the hard-won
theological developments of the Sec-
ond Vatican Council will remainlofty
sentiments espoused more and more
by people who seem to believe them
less and less.

The unhappy experience of liberal
Protestantism under Nazism should
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alert us to the fact that when we
abandon as irrelevant the transcen-
dental valucs of Christian orthodoxy
we donot always correctly discern the
true nature of what is most socially
relevant. Such is the paradox of the
Cross.
Ephraem Chifley OP
Armidale, NSW

Andrew Hamilton replies:

Ephracm Chifley’s courteous and
thoughtful letter offers the opportuni-
ty to reflect further on the gender
issucs raised by the Weakland visit.

Perhaps 1 should begin by gently
disowning his charactcrisation of me
as a progressive. I sce myself as con-
servative, wanting to conscrve and to
draw upon the full riches of the Cath-
olic tradition, against any partial ren-
dering of it, whether liberal or sectar-
ian. That concern for catholicity un-
derlines these reflections.

The issue with which I was con-
cerned in May was whether it is prop-
er to have banned from your diocese
bishops you don’t approve of. I argued
that if they are in communion with
the hishop of Rome, it is not proper to
ban them, whether they be a Weak-
land or an O’Connor. The reason is
that the catholicity of the church is
built on the mutual hospitality of
bishops.

The second issue which I raised is
whether it is proper to focus an attack
on positions you disagree with by at-
tacking personally those you associ-
ate with them. Largued that it is prop-
er only if the identification is solidly
made. Otherwise it is the equivalent
of dropping the full-forward behind
play. AndIarguced that Weakland does
not espouse the issues which he is
taken to represent, but is only a sym-
bol of them.

That has made the public attacks
on him counterproductive. His oppo-
nents’ dossier on him, described by
one wit as declaring that he doth cele-
brate for gays, doth listen to feminists,
doth answer back the high pricst, and
hath shown inappropriate compassion
to pederasts, sounds embarrassingly
like the Pharisees’ dossier on Jesus, so
that they seem to comumend the Phar-
isees’ way rather than his.

The risk is that a proper sympathy
for a man so abused will hinder reflec-
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tion on the issues that he has come to
symbolise. These positions them-
selvesform the thirdissue whichbears
reflection. While Ephraecm does not
name them, his reference to the disci-
pline of Gospel teaching and ortho-
doxy, and his reference to German
Protestantism, suggest that they all
have to do with the challenge to live
faith in its integrity while living with-
in onc’s culture.

His appeal to the experience of the
churches under Hitler shows how
complex this question is. For Hitler
was wcelcomed by many Catholics,
including bishops and theologians, as
well as by Protestants, and indced was
initially opposed only by few church
leaders. The fail-
ure of the liberal
Protestant
church was due
as much to its
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lack of catholici-
ty—its identifi-
cation with Ger-
man culturc—as
to its liberalism.
On the other
hand, the most
significant re-
cent influenceon
German Catho-
lic theology had
been thereaction
against moderni-
ty following the
condemnation of
modernism. Did
this detachment
from critical en-
gagement with
German culture,
in itself express-
ing a failure in
catholicity, not
contribute to the
weakness of the
Catholic  re-
sponse to Hitler?

Be that as it
may, these issues
are important,
and certainly not
to be set aside
solely by appeal
to authority,
episcopal or oth-
erwisc.

The final issue is how we address
these concerns about orthodoxy and
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church order. It is by no means clear
that they should always be made the
major priority. We have all had expe-
rience of institutions, secular and reli-
gious, where all concerns have been
addressed meticulously, with the re-
sult that the members become more
anxious, intolerant of divergence,
prune-faced and introspective, identi-
fying the cross or solidarity with the
struggle with their own dyspepsia, so
that those who do not feel a malaise
coming on fecl out of it. It is then
proper to act on the basis that we arc
all responsible ultimately for dealing
with our own concerns, and that trust
and confidence arce high virtues.

In any case I would argue that it is
generally better to address concerns
by commending the full catholic Gos-
pel. And to do it in terms that would
lead our fellow Australians to see it
{not merely hear it described) as good
news, for which they would be pre-
pared to bear the cross for the joy of the
discovery.

I have been privileged to find the
Gospel welcomed in these terms by
refugec communities, who have found
God as a Father who has prepared a
home for exiles through Jesus Christ,
who died to gather ¢xiles and lives in
the church where thesc exiles have
themsclves found a welcome.

How, I wonder, would Ephraem
preach the Gospel in such a way that
ordinary Australians will secitassuch
great good news?

Andrew Hamilton
Parkville, VIC

Duelling
canons

From McKenzie Wark

Thefollowing paragraph from Andrew
Riemer’s ‘Canonically Speaking’ (Fu-
reka Street funce 1993) made me laugh
out loud:

‘Thereislittle nced to rehearse the
propositions thatare, by now, familiar
to anyone interested in the current
state of literary theory. They reflect
the profound scepticisim, indeed near-
nihilism, of contemporary orthodox-
iesderived, albeit oftenremotely, from
French literary aesthetics of the '60s

and '70s. They insist that any notion
of literary value is spurious, that all
texts possess equal validity, that noth-
ingis central, and therefore nothing is
peripheral. Any notion of literary val-
ue, of traditions, of indispensable writ-
ers and texts is nothing but the impo-
sition of the values of a particular
class, group or cabal.’

There is obviously a great need to
rehearse ‘the current state of literary
theory’ for Andrew Riemer, who deigns
to display no knowledge of it other
thanafew fourth-hand rumours picked
up from the newspapers or around the
staffroom coffee urn. I challenge him
to actually name anybody in his own
department or any other in the land
who holds such fantastically silly be-
liefs.

Itisacoyploy toattack only dumb
versions of a body of ideas. If it does
not bespeak an ignorance of those
ideas, as I claim, then it indicates
something even more odious—a wil-
ful distortion on Riemer's part of what
‘French literary aesthetics’ actually
says. Hence I morce charitably claim
that Riemer is culpable only of speak-
ing in ignorance. Or perhaps it is sim-
ply aparticularly weak rhetorical gim-
mickaimedathoodwinking thereader.
To the extent that it may indeed be
nothing more than a gimmick, all on¢
can say is that it would have been
more consistent and more fun for
Ricmer to balance his attack on car-
toon poststructuralism by defending
the canon by reference only to the
Reader's Digest abridged editions.

As to why Riemer would let a
picce of prose out into the public
domain that does not live up all that
talk about ‘quality’ and ‘standards’ is
a mystery. As to why Eureka Street
would want to put Ricmer’s received
ideas into print without questioning
this kind of smug sclf delusion or
cartoon caricature is an even greater
mystery. If we are to have poststruc-
turalist theory attacked by someone
who displays no evidence of ever hav-
ing read it, then I look forward to
Eureka Street righting the balance by
publishing an attack on the canon by
someonc who hasn’t read any litera-
ture.

Riemer seems so unquestionably
certain in his non-knowledge of the
alternatives and of the superiority of
what he knows and knows well that













The legitimacy of the
indivisible Australian
nation state requires a
just implementation of
Mabo so the real fears of
separate development
and social disruption
can be put to rest.

... And your backyard
is perfectly safe—the
High Court said so, and
our elected politicians
have so promised. There
1s now every chance

that the backyards of

Thor NTaaaoans

FRANK BRENNAN

The future Mabo makes

ot siNce ThE yellow peril and reds under the
beds have we had such an orchestrated fear campaign.
‘No one’s back yard is safe.” ‘Land rights will divide the
country.”*Mabo will undermince our national sovercign-
ty.” ‘Unelected judges are appropriating to themselves
the role of Parliament.” The Western Mining Corpora-
tion creative thought unit has gone into overdrive. Arvi
Parbo is suggesting a referendum on native title; Hugh
Morgan thinks High Court judges should
be clected. All because Eddie Mabo and
his fellow islanders established the com-
mon law’s recognition of their tradition-
al rights to land unless and until the state
took away these rights. The High Court
of Australia, like the courts in Canada,
New Zealand and the United States, re-
cognised that the privilege of British cit-
izenship for indigenous persons did not
automatically render them trespassers
on their traditional lands. Comparing the
approaches of Australian and New Zca-
land courts, Sir Anthony Mason, Chief
Justice of Australia, told the 1993 New
Zcaland Law Conference that the High
Court in Mabo made the great leap for-
ward to 1847. This has not stopped
Geottrey Blainey from describing the de-
cision as unhistorical.

The decision is inherently conserv-
ative for three reasons. Though recog-
nising native title as at colonisation and
aftirming its survival beyond colonisa-
tion, the court has ruled that the sover-
cign as government or parliament can
wipe out native title even without com-
pensation. Wherever there is a contflict
between native title and any title valid-
ly granted by the sovercign, native title
always comes off sccond best, heing
wiped out or qualified to the extent need-

Aboriginal communities
will be safe for the first

time since 1788.

ed for the granted title to be unimpeded.
Aborigines cannot establish native title
in 1993 unless they can prove an ongo-
ing connection with the land since 1788
such that they and their ancestors have,
as tar as practicable, continued to

discharge their obligations to the land under traditional

law.

The most cursory reading of the judgment reveals
that Paul Coe's ¢laim to one third of New South Wales
has no bhasis. If he were not Aboriginal, his vexatious
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and preposterous claim would not warrant any media
attention. A senior partner in a large national law firm
told the media that two of his Asian investment clients
had decided not to invest in the Sydney CBD becausce of
Mabo. Either his advice was negligent or misleading, or
his clients were stupid or politically motivated.

Some critics of the High Court must have scen the
Privy Council of an earlicr generation as a group of judi-
cial deities revealing the immutable common law as it
had always been. Australia’s ultimate court of appeal is
now constituted by seven mere Australian mortals,
whosc reflections on contemporary valucs of cquality
and non-discrimination arc said to be improper or im-
properly informed. Hugh Morgan was shocked to learn
that one of the judges even enjoys a cleansing ale with
at least one of his sons.

In Mabo, the High Court was required to develop
further the jurisprudence of the Racial Discrimination
Act 1975. That enactment of the sovereign Common-
wealth Parliament prohibits state governments or par-
liaments from discriminating against Australian citizens
on the basis of their race or ethnic origin. Where Abo-
rigines enjoy rights to land recognised by the common
law as declared by the High Court, state governments
and state parliaments have to deal with them in the
same way as with other property holders enjoying equi-
valent rights. All sovereign state parliaments provide
compensation for compulsorily expropriated property;
they must do the same for native title holders.

Before the March federal election, Morgan was
hopeful that John Hewson would win and abolish the
Racial Discrimination Act’s cqual protection of native
title. But the newly mandated Paul Keating pledged to
maintain the integrity of that legislation. Australia
would have been the laughing stock of the internation-
al community, rendered mute in international discus-
sions on human rights if our national parliament

had infringed the principles of non-discrimi-

nation.
Rl(m 10 Mabo, land-rights legislation providing for
hearing and registration of claims was a social justice
‘extra’ for the states. Since Mabo, such legislation, pro-
viding an cfficient, fair and certain cribunal system is
an cconomic and administrative necessity. Mincers with
limited funds for exploration need aceess to a register of
all land holdings. Western Australia is the only main-
land state with no land-rights legislation. It is the only
northern jurisdiction with no land-claims system. Hav-
ing large arcas of vacant crown land thought to be min-
cral-rich, and having significant Aboriginal communitics









make good on a campaign promise to do away with the
ban, the president’s timing did nothing so much as give
the military a chance to jump him. Which they did. And
not just they, but also Senator Sam Nunn, the Georgia
Democrat who is chairman of the Senate armed servic-
es committee and who is jealous of his prerogatives.
Nunn held odious televised hearings at which the mili-
tary chiefs shook in their boots at the very thought of
gays subverting the morale of our boys—through ironic-
ally a colonel named Peck, who had commanded the
marines who went into Somalia, admitted he had just
learned his own son was gay. To be consistent, there-
fore, he would not want this boy of his to be a marine!

The best the president can hope for now is a sorry
compromise called ‘Don’t ask, don't tell’, by which the
military proposes not to inquire about people’s sexual
orientation so long as they keep it to themselves. If gays
were to come ‘out’, they could still be dishonourably
discharged. If the president tries to get more than this,
the Congress threatens to push through a law enforcing
the present ban, which technically proscribes even the
presence of gays in the military and allows the authori-
ties to ferret them out of the closet.

Clinton is now being conciliatory. One wonders if
a showdown with the military is not ahcad of him, like
the famous firing of Douglas MacArthur by Harry Tru-
man. [ rather hope so. For the moment, the recalcitrance
of the military complicates another big problem.

Bosnia

During the campaign, Clinton complained that Bush
and his Secretary of State, Jim Baker, were not doing
enough to stop the war. True enough. In fact, Baker
seems to have encouraged Serbian bloody-mindedness
by announcing a preference for Yugoslav unity when it
was alrcady too late to save it.

Clinton’s big talk on the campaign trail—he swore
that ‘cthnic cleansing’ would not be tolerated, threat-
ened the Serbs with punishment, and insisted the arms
embargo ought to be lifted—has turned to nothing now
that he is president. This is partly because he cannot
count on any decently spirited response from the mili-
tary, who have announced themselves unwilling to get
into any mess they cannot see their way out of. One
might have thought that the military’s job was to come
up with plans for both getting in and getting out, but
instcad they publicly worry.

Of course, they are not the only ones who block
vigorous action. The Europeans have baulked, and most
Americans therefore say: ‘It's Europe’s mess and if the
Europeans won’t go along with military steps, why
should we get involved?’

Then, of course, there’s Warren Christopher, Clint-
on’s choice for Secretary of State. A Catholic archbish-
op in this country described Christopher to me as a‘wet
noodle’ after the secretary’s futile trip to Europe, where
he was unsuccesstul in persuading European govern-
ments to mount any signitficant opposition to aggres-
sion and genocide.

In news conferences Clinton claims that he is not
wishy-washy about Bosnia, that his views are clear and
unchanged. It’s just that he can’t get anyone else to agree
with him. One might have thought the president’s job
was to get people to agree with him. Naturally, polls
now show a majority of Americans do not want the US
to get involved militarily in former Yugoslavia. But that
is partly because there is no leadership from Washing-
ton, despite earlier and now embarrassing rodomontade.

Clinton’s shaky relations with the military is part
of the reason he cannot follow through on Bosnia, but
the more fundamental rcason has to do with another
problem:

The economy

The motto of Bill Clinton’s election campaign was: ‘It’s
the economy, stupid!” The economy was by everyone's
account the defining issue of his victory, and apparent-
ly he thinks so too—though, like most of us, he may
secretly suspect his own magnetism had something to
do with it. He cannot bank on the latter, however, since
57 per cent of the voters proved resistant to it. So he
must concentrate on the cconomy. And he does. Scarcely
anyone is cleverer than he in bandying about figures
and percentages and ratios and re-
ports to prove, well, to prove what-
ever suits him on any given day, and
his mastery of detail in this depart-
ment is impressive.

But Clinton has been consist-
entin at least one asseveration: that
the economy cannot be fixed with-
out reforming health care, which
consumes more and more of the
country’s wealth, and proportionate-
ly much more of its wealth than that
of any other developed nation. There
is no national plan, and 37 million
Americans ar¢ without health insur-
ance, a statistic unthinkable in any
other civilised nation except the
land of the free and the home of the
brave. The president has put his
wife, Hillary Rodham Clinton, in
charge of coming up with a solution.
Bill, for all his intelligence and
charm, comes across as something
of a conscienceless rogue, the sort
of Baptist who would go to a Jesuit
university {which he did) because he
thought it might enhance his political career {(which it
did). Hillary seems made of sterner, Methodist stuff. She
is working with her panel of 500 advisers night and day,
and in any case the Clinton economic package will not
be complete until a health-care plan, too, has been an-
nounced.

The president had been advised to hold off on
health-care reform until his budget got through Con-
gress, and this he decided to do. But here the going has

genocide.
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A Catholic archbishop
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noodle’after the
Secretary of State’s
futile trip to Europe,
where he was unable
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governments to
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any other civilised
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been tough. The budget, which Clinton proudly claims
will cut the national deficit by $500 billion in five years,
made it through the House of Representatives more or
less intact, including a proposal for a broad energy tax
bascd on the BTU (British Thermal Unit, stupid!). When
it got to the Senate, however, several of the president’s
fellow Democrats proved devilish. Specifically, David
Boren of Oklahoma, an energy state, who had a control-
ling vote in the Senate finance committee. It was im-
possible for the budget to get onto the floor of the Senate
until it had passed the committee, and Boren refused to
go along with it unless the BTU-based energy tax was
dropped.

Clinton’s presidency hung in the balance. He had
retreated on almost everything else of significance from
among his campaign pledges—on Bosnia, on Haitian
refugecs, on several appointments he had fruitlessly pro-
posed, on full civil rights for gays in the military. The
economy was his last and most important redoubt. To
the rescue came a New York Democrat, Daniel Patrick
Moynihan, who is chairman of the Senate
finance committee. By concocting an clab-
orate compromisc that sacriticed the BTU
tax but substituted for it a lesser energy tax,
Moynihan won the grudging vote of Sena-
tor Boren, and the president’s battered budg-
et made an ignominious entrance onto the
Senate floor. After a scrappy debate came
the climactic vote: 49 to 49. Albert Gore,
who as vice-president is ex officio chairman
of the Senate, excrcised his casting vote to
make the result 50 to 49.

So Clinton’s budget lives. It now goes
to a conference committee composed of
House and Senate members, who must re-
concile their differences, so the battle will
continue. But the president owes Daniel
Moynihan—oh, how he owes him. (The
details of Moynihan’s rescue have been neat-
ly reported by Sidney Blumenthal in the
new, livelier New Yorker, now edited by
Tina Brown.) The senator took advantage
of his new stature to make another crucial
suggestion to the president, and this con-
cerns another ot Clinton’s problem areas.

Appointments
The president has been tardy in nominating Cabinet
members and lesser officials of his administration. Those
he has named have too often been rejected. The first
two women he nominated as attorney-general, it was
embarrassingly shown, had paid insufficient heed to laws
protecting immigrant workers when they had hired such
workers as domestics. His third nominee, Janet Reno,
had no sooner been confirmed by the Senate when she
had to take the blame for Waco.

Then the president tried to name Lani Guinier as
chicef of the civil rights division of the i1 ice Depart-
ment. She is a law professor who is of African-Ameri-
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can and Jewish parentage. In her, the President had three
minorities rolled into one, an untouchable trinity, it
might have been thought, except for Guinicr’s writings,
which in some respects appeared quite radical. Repub-
licans and right-wing Democrats howled with rage.
Moderate Democrats grumbled, ‘Mr. President, sir, uh,
you'd better reconsider.” The president, informed that
the Guinicr nomination was doomed, went on national
television to explain that that if he had only read Guin-
ier’s writing beforchand, he would never have nominat-
¢d her. African Americans howled with rage.

There followed an unseemly hesitation in naming
a ncw Supreme Court justice. Justice Byron White,
named to the court by John F. Kennedy, had said months
ago he would resign at the end of June. First the presi-
dent assayed the name of Bruce Babbitt, already con-
firmed as Secretary of the Interior. Babbitt was asked on
television if he would accept, and he demurely allowed
that he would bow to the president’s wishes. The envir-
onmentalists were having none of it. After finally get-
ting a decent interior secretary, they screamed at the
prospect of losing him. The president had to drop Bab-
bitt, who must feel somewhat bruised, to come up with
another name: Judge Stephen Breyer. But this judge also
had to admit to a certain disregard of legal niceties in
hiring immigrant workers, and Clinton could not name
him, lest the president be accused of letting a man get
away with something that had nailed two women cand-
idates for attorney-general.

To the rescue once again came Scnator Moynihan,
who evidently picked just the right moment to insinu-
ate the difficulties with the Breyer nomination and to
suggest in his place Judge Ruth Bader Ginsburg. When
she is confirmed by the Senate (as in all probability she
will be, unless some damaging revelation comes to light),
she will be the first Jew to sit on the court since Lyndon
Johnson’s time and the second woman ever.

Summary judgement: Although the president has
made awful mistakes in his first six months and has
paid for them, his budget is still alive as a possible ma-
trix for economic revival, and if his wife can manage to
bring home a national health plan—and if that com-
bined package can get through Congress—he still has a
shot at being re-elected in 1996. It is, after all, ‘the ccon-
omy, stupid’. He still has to deal with his military, and
on the resolution of that contest, in some measure,
depends his foreign policy—though it is the national
economy that will be determinative. He is changing his
staff, which should make for a more efficient appoint-
ment process and smoother relations with the media.

He's never claimed to be perfect, or anything other
than the compleat politician. Just when the nation was
beginning to doubt whether he was such a good politi-
cian after all, he’s got a little help from his friends. Part
of the tirst six months is finding out who those friends
are. He's still in the game.

Thom 1€. Furcka St s Scor  ond-
ent.
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Feuds and f1 gues

HAKESPEARE DEPRIVED Richard III of more than a
horse. He filched the King’s reputation and made him a
hunch-backed malefactor— a villain for eternity. If you
took seriously much of the reaction to Philip Chubb’s
extraordinary ABC TV series, Labor
in Power, you might think that
Chubb had done similar service for
the ALP’s princes and pretenders of
the last decade.

Commentary has focused princi-
pally on the power struggle between
Hawke and Keating. Scasoned jour-
nalists, media commentators, busi-

why certain decisions were taken, what pressures in gov-
ermnment, personal and political, force premature action.
And while not making a superficial fetish of power play,
the series does demonstrate, with a frankness rarc in
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ness leaders and the public confess
themselves appalled by its fierceness. -
This is more than ironical in a media -
climate that thrives—feeds is not too

strong a term—on the crudities of
personality conflict. For years we have

had a political and financial press that

has lionised political and business en-
trepreneurs and given scant attention

to alternative, deeper ways of exam-

ining and interpreting the country. We still have it.
Witness the way in which the Liberal Party is currently
reported.  Mabo might be the central issue of the mo-
ment, an issuc on which bi-partisan understanding and
some measure of agreement is crucial. But if John
Howard, Bronwyn Bishop or Peter Reith so much as
twitch an eyebrow in the direction of lcadership they
command the airwaves and front pages for the day. For-
get about resolving difficult issues of native title.

In Labor in Power Chubb has done justice to the
force of individual personality and the psychology of
leadership, but he and his production team always do
so in context. One of the great strengths of the series is
the way in which it integrates its hundreds of interview
grabs (taken from 450 hours of interviewing) with the
cvents of the day, national and international. The feat
of intercutting is one of the finest technical achieve-
ments we have seen on Australian television. You
switch from Paul Keating and Treasury officials bunk-
ered down in a training room, their children parked
under tables, hell-bent on getting ready for the tax sum-
mit, to Bob Hawke in statesman mode in the US. The
MX missile issue causes a crisis in Caucus—cut to Gra-
ham Richardson on the phone telling Hawke to back
off—cut to George Bush and George Schulz, giving un-
characteristically straightforward accounts of realpol-
itik arms policy coupled with personal accounts of Bob
Hawke. I liked him. I think he liked me,” remarks
Schulz.

In consequence it becomes possible to understand

W

any media, the degree to which friendship, trust, lack of
trust, ambition, courage, fear, pride, shrewdness and
passion help shape national life. Instead of reinforcing
cynicisim about politicians the revelations of the series
scrve rather to deepen understanding. Labor in Power
is not a pretty picture, but it is instructive.

Chubb’s account is not, of course definitive. He
would hardly claim so himself. In five hours it is not
possible to document the events of a decade. But his
necessary selectiveness is intelligent and scrupulous, and
it gives ample space to dissenting voices. The Cassandras
of the series, John Button, Michael Duffy, Peter Walsh
and Bob Hogg, point all too clearly to the flaw of the
Hawlke-Keating years: government was deaf to the con-
scquences of its economic policies, and its Treasury
advisors were not equal to their task.

The question that beats like a drum through Labor
in Power is this: will the very powerful Paul Keating
and his advisors in the bureaucracy now learn to listen?

Labor in Power is a delight in other ways. It turns
Senator Stephen Loosley into a gothic dramatist. Fog-
bound Canberra was ‘A set for The Hound of the Bask-
ervilles’ on the moming of the leadership ballot, he tells
us. The music for the series is splendid—intricate and
fugal, as befits the politics. And in a feat of inspired nerve
the series goes out with Keating striding to the strains
of Holst’s Jupiter section from The Plancts suite, and
the unsung words “I vow to thee, my country...’ But the
cadence is unresolved.

—Morag Fraser

VorumE 3 Numser 6 ¢  EUREKA STREET










AN
TMAKER

RYAN T
A

QovnpTinie Tiee

1L Cci1ceK 1 IoKUL

Return to Sandown

FIRST WENT TO SANDOWN on the day that Ruben
Olivares knocked out  onel Rose. The course broad-
caster churlishly com  ined how Lionel had ‘let down
all his friends’. The next trip was for the Liston Stakes
in the early spring of 1971, won for the second time by
Tauto, who beat Tolerance and Eleazar. Twenty-two
years later, on a bleak day, grey and white storm clouds
followed us across the city and we tumned right at the
Springvale Crematorium with more apprehension than
exuberance. It was an occasion for desperates only. Com-
plementing those employed-to-be at Sandown was a
handful of wizened, mad-eyed punters who gathered in
the gloom: curdled cream of that dwindling clerisy of
the Australian turf.

Yet it ought to have been an auspicious occasion.
This was the 28th anniversary of the opening of Sand-
own—the only metropolitan course built this century—
and the program featured two of the best jumps races
on the calendar: the  2th runnings of the Australian
Hurdle and the Austrahan Steeple. Roomy, well-banked,
with decent facilitics everywhere under cover, Sandown
has never become popular. Racing journalist Ray (‘The
Preserver’) Benson, who had walked the track, tipped us
Lucky n” Green and Microshare. Both ran 12th, and the
latter pulled up sore in the steeple. Benson was more
accurate with his crowd
estimate of 6148: 6021
came. Australian racing,
troubled by the decline
in thoroughbred num-

bers and the looming
extinction of the book-
maker, risks becoming a
sport made only for tele-
vision and gambling.
We had a table in
the Samson Room, with
A a fine view of the track
Z & and little incentive to go
outside. There were tote
A facilities and a carvery
with a reassuringly gross
offer of three roast
meats. Suffering from a
gastric complaint that
the food did little to assist, my companion opened the
first bottle of Abbotsford Invalid Stout with which Thad
ever shared a table. The Samson Room is named for a
galloper who won on Sandown’s opening day and did so
five times more before becoming a police troop horse.
The policeman who’d ridden him donated a rug for the
winner of the Samson Handicap and Roy Higgins, the
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champion jockey cum commentator who'd also ridden
Samson, put the rug on Mister Elegant.

Before then, the meeting began with dramas that
mocked my supercilious expectations. Alias Comber-
bache (a pseudonym of Coleridge’s) was first past the
post in the Anniversary Handicap but lost the race when
for the first time in Melbourne racing history the stew-
ards, rather than the jockey, protested. A horse called
Disrepute was the beneficiary. In the Australian Hur-
dle, Fun Verdict—who had stumbled through the tlat-
tened brush of the last hurdle—protested without avail
against Best Endeavours, who won in course-record time.
The presentation table sat forlornly in the wind as the
hearing continued and had to be removed so as not to
delay the Proud Miss Handicap. After Bo Bardot lost a
jockey at the start, Barbadian at 16/1 (incongruously
named for mid-winter) and Cliko at 12/1 dead-heated
in the race. It was a result to reconcile me to Sandown
forever, since I'd backed them both and taken the
quinella.

In 1933 and 1934 Redditch won the Australian Stee-
ple with the now-unimaginable weight of 82kg. The
death of this great jumper in a fall at Flemington caused
an outcry that led to the abandonment of post-and-rail
fences in steeple-chases. Quicker horses who are less
gitted jumpers win now. King Taros, carrying 64.5 kg,
gave Jamie Evans the jumps double when he cut 6.4 see-
onds off the track record to beat the plugging Trilowe
{another nice quinella). Evans had suffered a very bad
fall at Sandown that nearly ended his carcer. Now he
was back in triumph, to hear himself called ‘the Jim
Pike of jumping jockeys’ and to receive a trophy of pe-
culiar conformation that he passed over the fence to his
girlfriend.

More typical Sandown winter fare followed. Rising
cight-yecar-old Tersilver, who had never won in town
and had last saluted at Penshurst, took the mediocre
distance race that pocks cach program at this time of
the year. That punters’ bane, a mares’ race over the odd
distance of 1300 mctres, was won by Framed, who—
against the pattern of the day’s racing—had led.

A gale now whipped up Sandown’s ornamental lake.
At nearby Waverley Park the lights were turned on. 1t
was time to turn gladly home. On cue, rain began to fall
heavily during the dash to the car park. In 22 more years
Evans may be training, rather than riding winners; Sand-
own may have become a multi-function sports polis;
there will be plaques to bookmakers as well as horses
and ageing punters will shuffle by still, moved by vn-
quenchable delusions.

Peter Pierce is Eureka Street’s turf correspondent.






At the end of the

day, if you are

considering

government policies,

vice-chancellors’

dictates, trade union

demands, the

requirements of

‘scovernmentality’,
you have to come
clean about what
you value and why.
This is where the
debunkers are most
elusive, uneasy and,

I hate to say, supine.
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Surrendering critique

Fashionable theory has effectively justified a retreat from the field by some who

might once have been regarded as defenders of universities and their activities.

N THE WELTER OF DISCUSSION about
recent changes in contemporary Aus-
tralian universities, both forced and
sclf-imposed, there is an interesting
issuc that is scldom addressced. People
argue about the extent of the federal
government’s interventionism in uni-
versity processes, about the supposcd
incvitability of the changes, about the
philistine crosion of support for pure
rescarch and the tradition of genuine
teaching, and about the opportunism
of some university administrators and
‘exceutive officers” who
scized the hour to
increasce their power and
importance.

Significant though
these issues are, T am
morce concerned with the
depressing fact that the
debate about such mat-
ters within the academy
has been notable for the
curious role played by
some influential left in-
tellectualsin the human-
itics. Where one would
have expected a princi-
pled engagement with
theissues, and a passion-
ate commitment to cen-
tral intellecrual values,
onc finds instead a curi-
ously abstracted disen-
gagement, masquerading
as involvement, and a
smugnihilismaboutval-
ues that has the effect of
giving aid and comfort to
the philistines. What
alarms me most is the
influence of a mood that
is not fully endorsed hy
all who arc aftected by i,
but which afflicts them
noncthelessand hasasti-
fling cffect upon the will, especially
the will to criticise and resist burcau-
Cratic power.

The mood is prevalent in cireles
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commonly referred to as ‘postmod-
crnist’ or as ‘the new humanities’, but
there are people who would aceept
thesce labels yet resist the mood, and
somcthing similar is true of those
implicated in the related phenome-
non of ‘cultural studies’. T want to
discuss this mood, but to minimisc
question-begging generalisations 1
shall concentrate upon the specitic
claims madce in Ian Hunter’s article,
‘Personality as a Vocation!, which
appeared in the book Accounting for
the Humanities. This is a product of
the Cultural Policy Studies unit at
Griffith University, and is often quot-
cd by the officers and soldiers of the
cultural studics army when they lay
sicge to the problems of the modern
Australian university. I shall also ad-
vert to the claims made by Hunter's
colleague, Geoft Stokes, in his article
in the same book, ‘Instrumentalism
and Tradition in the Humanities’.

There are important differences
between Hunter and Stokes but they
share the common mood or attitude,
so that what we are looking at has a
significance beyond the merits or de-
feets of their particular presentation. [
find it sad that any group on the left
should lock themselves into a posi-
tion of cultural and intellectual sub-
servience to the powerful, even—or
especially—where thosc in power rep-
resent themscelvesas leftwing. Ineed a
label for those who hold the common
attitudc on this debate about universi-
tics; ‘Hunterite” would clearly be too
specific, and ‘postmodernist’ would
be too wide, so I shall call them ‘de-
bunkers’. This registers the fact that
they arce anxious to undermine de-
fenees of the university that are basced
upon ‘traditional” or ‘liberal’ under-
standings of its value,

Hunter’s article 1s 60 pages long,
and covers some staggeringly ambi-
tious ground—the nature of the sclf,
the nature of cthics, the nature of
government—so I shall notattemptin

these brief comments todiscuss all its
themes or cven the connection be-
tween them. What Ishall try todois to
cxtract an argumentative structure
from what the debunkers say, and
raisc certain difficulties for it, espe-
cially as ithears upon my own view of
what is principally valuable in a uni-
versity education, particularly an edu-
cation in certain humanities disci-
plines. 'shall take my own published
views as a paradigm of the liberal
defence of universities against the
Dawlkins people because Tknow them
better than other people’s similar de-
fenees and because they represent a
position that is consistently misun-
derstood by Hunter and Co. Incident-
ally, the reference to 'liberal” here has
of course nothing essentially to do
with the political movement of liber-
alismy; it refers to the idea of liberal
studies, i.c., those that are said to be
capable of being justified in non-utili-
tarian terms. The vision T want to
defend might cqually be called
‘humanist’.

The first thing to say about the
‘liberal” defence is that it presents a
normative thesisaboutuniversity edu-
cation; it is a thesis concerning what
isorisn’tvaluable aboutcertainactivi-
tics and goals claimed, on the basis ot
cxperience, to be present in some of
what goes on in universities. My ver-
sion emphasises the value of what 1
call the reflective attitudes. These |
characterise as: ‘... the spirit of in-
quiry; the sense of involvement in a
problem becausce of its inherent com-
plexity, whatever the payoff; the de-
sire for comprechensive understand-
ing; the critical attitude, which al-
ways approaches a problem with a
sense of seepticism or caution about
the received opinions in the field; the
disinterested or objective spirit which
respects data and follows the logic of
theissues where theylead. (' The Acad-
cmy and the State’, Australian
Universities Review, no. 1, 1988 )















N 21 ]JuLy, just after thisedition
of Eureka Street went to press, the
Trade Practices Comimission was ¢x-
pected to endorse a new arrangement
for the distribution of daily newspapers
and magazines in Victoria. Such a
decision would approve the continua-
tion of a deal between newsagents,
major magazine and newspaper pub-
lishers that lcaves consumers and
small magazines like this one right
out of the picture.

The commission supports a modi-
fied version of a retail agreement that
has provided newsagents with exclu-
sive territories for the distribution and
delivery of newspapers and magazines
for almost 50 years. The commission
firstaccepted the arrangementback in
1980, when it buckled under pressure
from the Fraser government arguing
for the endorsement of the newsagen-
cy system in the name of democracy.

Thirteen years later, however,
despite both sides of politics now ven-
erating the market as the saviours of
our way of life, the commission seems
prepared to ignore not only the federal
government’s rhetoric but its own.
Most states have variations of the
Victorian newsagency system; all of
them involve agreements between
newspapers and publishers that would
be illegal were it not for the power of
the Trade Practices Commission to
approve anti-competitive practices in
certain circumstances.

If your local newsagent reliably
delivers your newspapers and accu-
ratcly bills you, this will be of no
particular significance. If you happen
to be a newsagent, your licence to
print money will be preserved for the
time being. However, if you are one of
those who cannot rely on your local
newsagent to deliver your morning
paper, bill you accurately, or stock
your tavourite small magazine, you
arc certain to be irritated by the ar-
rangement that will leave you with-
out a choice of newsagents for up to
another five ycars.

Your lack of choice gives newspa-
per publishers (who clse these days,
but Murdoch and Fairfax?} and ncws-
agents the right to maintain exclusive
supply and distribution networks. For
the time being, it even allows author-
ised newsagents to continue the lu-
crative practice of taking a cut on the
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supply of newspapers and magazines
they don’t even touch. Some subagen-
cies and ‘unauthorised’ newsagents
{called ‘look alikes’ in the trade) have
a big enough turnover to be supplied
dircctly by publishers. Nevertheless,
they will still have to pay their local
authorised ncwsagent half the mark
upon the papers they scll. For this, the
newsagent handles the publisher’s bill.
Easy money?! The Trade Practices
Commission is prepared to endorse
thisarrangementforanother two years,
while authorised newsagents get used
to the idea of more competition.

However, newsagents have been
onnotice of the challenge to theircosy
deal with publisherssince 1987, when
the comumission first announced an
investigation into the system. For at
least as long, the newspapers they sell
have all been vocal supporters of the
contention that competition is the
answer to Australia’s economic woes.
Yet both publishers and retailers were
slow to respond to the commission’s
review. It took encouragement, threat
and uncharacteristic patience on the
part of the commission to move the
industry.

The new arrangements recognise
that a less restrictive distribution and
sales market is desirable and will, per-
haps, cmerge. It will cventually be
casicr to set up new retail newspaper
and magazine outlets, while the perks
that authorised newsagents derive
from the present system will be grad-
ually phased out. The problem is that
consumers—the long-suffering news-
paper and magazine buyers—have
beenneglected. Afteradecadeinwhich
consumer rights figured prominently
indebatesabout retailingand the econ-
omy, the commission’s ncwsagents
inquiry has been overlooked by the
consumer groups, while assertions that
a newsagency system guarantecs the
most effective, widespread and effi-
cient distribution of the printed word
have gone unchallenged by media in-
terest and lobby groups. The Trade
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Practices Comumission is prepared to
allow the newspaper home delivery
service to remain a territorial mono-
poly, accepting arguments from the
industry that this ensures the cheap-
estandmost reliable service. Thecom-
mission neither sought nor received
any evidence to back this claim, de-
spite past comments that home deliv-
cry was a common source of com-
plaints against authorised newsagents.

And what are ‘authorised’ newsa-
gents? They happen to be very profit-
able retail businesses, exclusively au-
thorised by the industry regulator to
distributc newspapers and magazines
in your neighbourhood. In Victoria
the industry regulator is the News-
agency Council of Victoria Limited, a
company run by the local Murdoch
and Fairfax newspaper intcrests and
the Victorian Authorised Newsagents
Association. Anindustry regulator run
by the industry! It docs not publish
reports {annual company financial re-
turns are the limit of its openness),
releases no information about how it
deals with complaints, provides no
avenue for consumer appeal against
its rulings and has not even consid-
cered the question of consumer repre-
sentation on its board. The News-
agency Council has never withdrawn
anewsagent’s authorisation. Somuch
for self-regulation.

The Trade Practices Commission
can authorisc restrictive retail and
marketing arrangements if the public
benefit of such arrangements out-
weighs the anti-competitive impact
of the deal. As far as the Victorian
newsagency system goes, the com-
mission has yet to prove its casc.

Therce will, no doubt, be ample
opportunity to do so, for while Victor-
lan newsagents and publishers have
given ground, their counterparts in
New South Wales and Queensland are
digging in for a tough battle to pre-
scrve theircosy little arrangements

David Lane is an ABC producecr.
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Nixon

For some reason

he reminds me

of Lee Harvey Oswald,

the poor pinched features,

that wrong-side-of-the-fence look,
that same determination

to force matters, redeem, twist,

attack.
Franco
Strange that Spain,
the land of flamenco, Lorca, Goya,
Picasso, toreadors, Cervantes,
Menzies \ Queen Isabella the First,

§ should extrude a leader

His secret was sacerdotal entirely without personality.

the avuncular primate,
urbane, shrewd, anecdotal,
blessing flocks from Jeparit to Highgate.

Churchill

The personification of John Bull,
all dog from the outside,
quintessential bull inside,
superlative when at war,
slaughtering or cornered in a pit;
with peace, the fire lit,
abdomen full,

fleas contained by pesticides,
he lay down and snored.

Stalin

If he had graduated as a semninarian,

then converted to Roman Catholicisin,
he would have been Vicar of Christ, Pope,
beatific exemplar of the Church Militant.

DrAWINGS BY LES TANNER
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Hitler

Mother Austria, the bitch,

whelped a rabid dog,

who, reincarnate, megalomanic,

was worshipped like a God of the Bog.

De Gaulle

Monsieur Anvil on stilts,

who when he sniffed

raised women’s skirts,

who when he snorted

chopped up the English Channel,
no mere mortal-—

even a King's crown tilts,

Popes kiss the dirt—

for him foreigners, anti-Gaullists,
were like sand to a camel

no mere mortal,

de Gaulle was France.

A

=

Mrs Thatcher
For Paddy Morgan

A daughter of Imperial Rome,

neither plebeian nor patrician,

able to thrust and shear to the bone,

a Boadicea turned female centurion

who was strangely desperate to rule the waves

while forging a nation of pit-managers and slaves.

Machiavelli

Much studied in heaven and hell
by Chamberlain, Roosevelt, et al.

Kennedy

A target for assassination from the start,
wealthy, handsome, silver-tongued, conceited,
only a generation away front the rackets, mobs,
his skin vencered with education and the arts,
less interested in legislation than gash and boobs.
Kennedy denied the Great Gatsby in his head.
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Mao Tse-tung

China’s mock-Buddha,
who when he swam

the Yangtze River

looked like a giant udder.

Behind all that milk

and poetry

lurked yet one more warlord
seeking to sire a dynasty.

Billy Hughes

The first Labour Rat

of niany,

Australia’s Jack Sprat,

who practised Tammany

as Schnabel

practised the piano.

The English crowed

about him, a marvel,

at first delivering so many lads,
so many Big Diggers,

to the trenches, suicide squads
protecting Great Britain's purse.
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Waldheim

Descended from foresters

and timbercutters

who axed, sawed, split,

for a living,

who rarely ventured

out into light,

eaters of pork and deer

who looked half-fox, half-wolf,
who supplied the towns’ wood
for stock. scaffold,

coffin, pew, crucifix,

yet still worshipped Gods
such as Woden and Thor,

and feared, loathed,

demons such as dwarves

with their distorted bodies,
gibbous backs, large heads,
and long beards.

Mussolini

Straight out of Verdi’s operas.

Don Carlos, Falstaff, Othello,

he fandangoed across Italy’s stage

from Etna to the Doloniites.

Purple baritone his tenor,

resembling a cannonball on a bass drum,
Pope Benito the First,

Caesar in a Lamborghini,

he fomented supplicant crowds,

an animated uniform

which troops trooped murderously to obey.
Yet more than pomp and circumstance,
magicianship, oratory, delusion, farce,

Il Duce

at that time expressed to a nicety

deeply held Furopean ideas.



Quixote
A ‘

Ray Cassin

PARK BENCH is as good a place as any on which
to meet a hitherto unknown ancestor. But, as anyone
who has tried will know, it is not as good a place as any
on which to spend a night. I run these thoughts togeth-
er because I have experimental confirmation of both of
them. The ancestor, one René Cassin, is the eponymous
guardian of Place René Cassin, an undistinguished bit
of pavement in the Paris park where I have just slept.

Well, spent the night. I didn’t sleep much. Since I
have only recently made René’s acquaintance I don’t
know too much about his habits when alive. But as the
dead guardian of a bit of pavement he is certainly a hos-
pitable soul, for itinerant impecunious Australians are
not the least bizarre people you can meet in Place René
Cassin. This tolerance is to René’s credit, of course, bhut
I hope he will not be too offended if I add that it also
makes his hospitality a little threatening. Sensible peo-
ple sleep with both eyes open in Place René Cassin. Since
I have never mastered this skill, I decide that I must
seck more secure quarters for the two nights remaining
to me in Paris.

(Later I will learn that René, a French politician of
the ’40s and ’'50s, won a Nobel Peace Prize for doing
something magnanimous. He forgave the Germans for
the war, I think. Or did he forgive the English for the
Hundred Years War? Maybe he only ordered a morato-
rium on telling jokes about Belgians. Whatever it was,
my experience of his bit of pavement suggests that
he belonged to a particularly trusting branch of the
family).

So it is a time to break family ties, even recently
forged ones, and make a straightforward appeal to stran-
gers instead. To beg. A browse through my Plan de Paris
suggests that a good place to try might be St Joseph’s
Church, where the priests speak English. I find this
establishment and tell my story to a young Irishman
who says, ‘Ah, that was very unwisc’ when I mention
my previous choice of sleeping arrangements. Since be-
ing affronted on behalf of a recently-met dead ancestor
is a ridiculous form of pride in a beggar, or anyone, [ am
not in the least offended. Besides, the man is right. It
wads very unwise.

It was not the first unwise thing I have done in this
town. Placing a wallet full of cash and traveller’s cheques
down on a counter in a railway station, so that I might
have both hands free to take a note of departure times,
was also pretty stupid. It is why I am begging now.

I tell this story to the priest, and add that I am not
asking for more money, or food, merely for a secure place
to throw a sleeping bag. He is sympathetic but explains
that St Joseph’s Church does not offer such facilities.
‘There’s really only one way I can help you,” he says.
And he reaches into his pocket, takes out 500 francs
and hands it to me: “You should be able to get a hotel for
two nights with this.’

The com’ort of stragers

[ am embarrassed, overwhelmed. I try to repeat my
speech about not wanting money but the words come
out as ‘Thank you’. Mainly, of course, because the pros-
pect of spending two nights in a hotel is several thou-
sand times more appealing than the prospect of returning
to my ancestor’s park bench. But also because kindness
deserves gratitude, not excuses.

So I sleep easy for two nights and catch a plane to
Kuala Lumpur, where there will be a connection to
Melbourmne. In ordinary disasters-that-happened-on-my-
trip stories, this would be the same as saying ‘Every-
thing’s all right now’. But since this is a story about
someone too stupid to keep a firm grip on his own wal-
let, things are not quite all right. In Kuala Lumpur I
have to wait 14 hours for the connection, so the airline
books me into a hotel for the day. Which means that I
have to pass through customs, and enter the country
officially. Which in turn means that I have to pay air-
port tax to get back out again. Which, when you have
virtually no cash and are too quixotic to carry credit
cards, is a problem.

Virtually no cash. Actually 1 still have 20 francs,
20 dinars and four Australian dollars. I pocket the dollars
and change the rest into Malaysian currency. It comes
to $M17.95, and the airport tax is $20. Deciding that
the only way to cope with officialdom anywhere is to
front it, I return to the airport. It’s probably not true
that fronting officialdom is the best way to cope with it,
but what would I know anyway.

At the airport information desk I explain my
predicament to a serious-looking woman who twitches
when I say I am Australian. Later I will find out that an
Australian was hanged in Kuala Lumpur jail on the same
day.Tam glad I do not know this when I am speaking to
her, because her next move is to send me to the security
desk.

The woman has told me to ask for the head of
security, who, when he shows up, looks less serious than
she but very busy nonetheless. He is wearing three
mobile phones and appears to be conducting separate
conversations on each of them. I am not keen on start-
ing a fourth conversation but do so anyway. When I ex-
plain the problem he looks startled: ‘So what, you want
a tax exemption?’ No, 1 say, but 1 am two dollars and
five cents short of the required amount. He grins, tell-
ing me that the problem is easy to fix. And he reaches
into his pocket, takes out $3 and hands it to me.

Being handed three Malaysian dollars can be as over-
whelming as being handed 500 French francs. And I sus-
pect that security guards in Malaysia are less likely than
priests in France to be well disposed to indigent Aus-
tralians. But to Mr Peter Lo, and to Fr Paul Francis CP, I
am, simply, grateful. ]

Ray Cassin is the production editor of Eureka Street.
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Another poem [ liked very much was ‘Fish’. Again, it
seemed strongly political: the corrupt edifice that sus-
tains an absolutism which has become leaderless and
inert, as symbolized by the dead emperor sitting on his
throne.

Actually, this is a legend, but it’s an historical possibil-
ity. He had 20 identical palaces because in his later years
he was always afraid of assassination. T was always in-
trigued by this position of the absolutist leader of the
nation and how he defends himself. My whole question
was always: ‘How many Brezhnevs are there around?
How many Gaddafis are around? Is it just one? Or is it a
double? Or a double of a double?” And this emperor,
Qin Shi-Huang-ti, may have had not only identical pal-
aces but identical personalities around him. I always
comment when I read this poem, ‘This is about an old
Chinese emperor,” but when you read it in Czechoslov-
akia cveryone knows this is a Russian emperor.

Was any reason given for the ban placed on your writ-
ings in the '70s!

Signing the 2000 Words Manifesto. The Russians, or
the Czech Polithuro, published a White Book on the
events in ‘68, and whoever was mentioned in the book
was banned. It was automatic, it was the bulk of Czech
literature, and most people had to be expelled from the
party, but L couldn’t be expelled from the party becausc
I was never in the party. So I was transferred from the
Academy here. Ibecame a non-person, which was a very
nice period because there was no television, no broad-
casts, no mmterviews, no questions. I was a non-person
but I did write a lot because it would be published with-
out my naine, which was a typical totalitarian or com-
munist hypocrisy, because I have a very peculiar style,
cven in prose. The censor was not so stupid that he
wouldn’t know, but he didn’t care: his responsibility
was from onc or zcro to 10, and the arithmetic was OK.

Can vou recall what you were doing and how yvou felt
during the events of 1989¢

My wife had developed appendicitis. She was here in
the hospital, and I was running from the city, back to
the laboratory, back to her bed. They gave her an infu-
sion, and she passed away. [It was a rcaction to the anti-
biotics.]

Practically, T was not able to go anywhere for a long
time because of this condition. T couldn’t take part in
an opportunistic way in all that happiness. But T felt
something when the first meeting between the Prime
Minister and Havel happened—actually, when the at-
tempt to have army intervention failed on the third day.
We felt maybe we were entering a new period in our
lives, in our history.

Did you think vou would live to sce it!

No, never. There was some hope since Gorbachev, since
‘86, but for something like '68. We didn’t understand
that Big Brother had such rotten boots already, and was
dilapidating anyway.
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Something I hadn't realised before talking to people
here is how mediocrity and incompetence were actual-
ly fostered by the regime after 1968 in the interests of
political peace.

The regime, in a way, supported incompetence, and now
we are suffering for it, because still we are unable to get
rid of the incompetent people. A real free-market or cap-
italist psychology wouldn’t tolerate them, but we still
tolerate something in the middle which is very bu-
reaucratic or bureaucratically-minded and basically very
inefficient, and this is a heavy burden on the regime.

Returning to the subject of words and skin, it's not just
in the poem ‘Skinning’ that you associate the two. T
took ‘Crush Syndrome’ to be on that theme as well.
The skin of the hand that is crushed is like words, which
connect us with the world and with ourselves.

Yes. Suddenly the whole definition, the sense of the
personality gets not just into the skin: it was the fingers
that were really crushed, it was bones. Probably, in a
broad sense, it’s close to the same—in the same direc-
tion.

Doces the machine in which the hand is crushed have
any symbolic significance!

It just happened. The machine is not essential. But, ex-
actly as in this poem, I had a very funny experience just
rccently. Robert Ward, an English critic who reviewed
this book, wrote to me just a month ago that he had an
accident which broke his wrist bones, and he was very
gloomy and very melancholy about the possibilities—
he couldn’t write with the hand, and so on. Then he
remembered the book and came back to the ‘Crush Syn-
drome’ poem, and with the lines, ‘In that moment/I re-
alized T had a soul,” he started, he said, to smile and
giggle, and it was at that moment, he said, he realized
his condition was not so great. That’s the best thing
that can happen to a poem, that it really helped some-
body. Otherwise, T would say, poetry is like yoghurt:
you read it, it’s good for your health, but you can’t do
anything with it.

Why did you choose science as a voung mant Was it
simply to fit in with the prevailing mood of the time!
No. It may be some family influcnce, because the fam-
ily life was always going out, having walks in a forest,
always outside in so-called ‘nature’, in the middle of
nature, and my mother educated me in knowing plants,
knowing stones, knowing rocks and birds and so on. So
[ was already in a sort of naturalist’s curriculum when 1
was 15 or 16. And then T decided to write poetry and,
conscquently, as with most things, went on and on. 1
just never stopped.

Personally, I don’t see any conflict between science and
poetry, but a lot of people do. Has that been your exper-
ience!

Yes, yes. Always you feel like somebody with two heads,
something very strange.



Do you think it stems from a post-romantic view of
poetry and what a poet should be?

Partly, but partly it’s in a way a consequence of profes-
sionalisation, specialisation. In the 18th and 19th cent-
uries, the specialisation in university studies was not
[so extensive] as it is nowadays. Especially in American
and English universities, you form in communities, al-
ready for 18 and 20-year-old people. You are living in
communities and, by definition, rejecting the attitudes
of the other communities. So we are not, basically, so
different, but we are simply friends of one or the other
camp.

Do you think poetry has been impoverished, by the
view—held, indeed. by some poets and critics—that it
is a specialist activity, removed from the workaday
world?

If you take poetry as a wall, my answer would be yes,
because all my life Lhave followed the dual axis of basic
imagery and of forming it and always therc is not enough
to take the metaphors from. So you are reusing what
Robert Burns called ‘the old leaps’ again and again, be-
causc you are referring to the same visible or feasible
reality, and my obsession, cven with the scientific terms,
is just to get out of this feasible reality.

To make it new.

To make it new, yes. Sometimes I even use hermetic
words to indicate there is another reality. A typical poem
is ‘Vanishing Lung Syndrome’, where it says, ‘Insidc
there may be growing / A sea monster within a sca
monster,” ‘the wood-block baby,” ‘a black, talking bird,’
which is quite acceptable, and then 1 say, ‘a disappear-
ance of perfusion, and angiography,” and it is the same
thing. My God, what is a wood-block baby that would
swallow father, mother, horses and so on? Can you vis-
ualise 1t? It'’s a fairy tale, simply.

People would accept any wood-block baby, but they
wouldn’t accept in a poem ‘scintigraphy’. But 1like ‘scin-
tigraphy’. T know it’s a [difficult] word for the reader,
but from the whole content he must know it's some-
thing happening in the lung when you have emphyse-
ma, that’s all.

Your closing stanza—'lost in the landscape/where only
surgeons/write poenis'—is quite ironic in view of what
we've just been talking about.

Yes, yes. It is one of the key places in the whole book,
‘surgeons/write pocms.” This is one of the small hints
in the possibility that if you really know something
about the body, or about physiology, or about anatomy,
or about pathology, then it can help your imagery. I'm a
pathologist—when you open the lung up, when you sec
a giant emphysema, it’s really like an empty room. The
metaphor seems to be slightly surrcal but, basically, it
gets in your mind.

You delve into history and geography as well—The
Stem Car’, references to the Aztecs and to contempo-

rary New York. [ find that a lot of contemporary writ-
ing refers only to other works of art. It's a meta-art, if
you like, one that is parasitic on other art. Do you find
this?

I feel it with many persons. Because, knowingly or not
knowingly, so many persons try to get out of the closed
circle of ‘me and my parents’, ‘me and my house’, ‘me
and my city’, ‘me and my loves’ and so on. With the
zoological and botanical possibility to make compari-
sons, to make metaphors, you include all the possible
arcas of visual knowledge of mankind. Otherwise, it's
more detached, and so many pcople try to get out by
using this meta-art: poems or pictures. There are a lot
of books which are just more pictures.

Given the diminishing audience for poetry, why write
it? Who needs it!

Well, I think it’s very human to do something which is
very senscless. One of the possible definitions of man,
as a planctary phenomenon, is that he is an entity which
can afford to act senselessly, aimlessly. In a way, that's
poetry. Poctry has some ritual connotations from olden
times but otherwise it’s a beautiful or funny form ot
scenseless behaviour, and that’s most human. And still
it has something in connection with the world, because
almost everybody has had a period in his lifc where he
wanted to write a poem, or did writc a poem.

So I think it’s much more general than we aceept,
poetry; you play golf or you write a poem—there’s noth-
ing wrong with golf, there’s nothing wrong with poetry.
Maybe playing golf is more human, because you don’t
press other human beings to watch you, whercas with
poctry you are obliging at least 200 or 500 or 2000 pco-
ple to watch you. Maybe it’s good for them, maybe not.
I think it has lots of mcaning becausce it’s meaningless.

The associated problem is, as Leavis said back in the
‘30s, that ‘very little of contemporary intelligence con-
cerns itself with pocetry.” Only specialists—lIiterary crit-
ics and fellow-practitioners—can read poctry properly.
This is the other trouble: you can’t simply take a hook
and read it. You have to, both as a writer and as a reader,
have your history of reading or writing, otherwise you
are lost. You have always the story of serious music and
pop music. My point, or my concern, is that you can't
expect to get such a big crowd to a Mahler symphony.
But at least you get some people there. And, in the long
run, cven the Mahler symphonices, or T.S. Eliot’s poct-
ry, would influence even the pop culture. Finally it gets
through somewhere.

Rod Beecham is a Melbourne writer and reviewer. He
visited Miroslav Holub in Praguc.
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aSouth American city, muses on what
it would be like if London were sub-
ject to such events. It is a contribu-
tion, perhaps not small, to Darwin’s
gradual revision of his sense of the
whole¢ human predicament and its
context. Brodsky is a writer whose
imagination itsclf provides the carth-
quake. Heisarecaster, arcinterpreter.
He identifics everything as able
to present itself in a different light,
not for the solacing of

restlessness, but because it

is pluriform.
REALITY BEING TO HIS EYE SO FLUID, it

is not surprising that he sces place as
wedded to water. In ‘A Guide to a
Renamed City’, he says:

‘In the final analysis, the rapid
growth of the city and of its splendour
should be attributed first of all to the
ubiquitous presence of water. The 12-
mile-long Neva branching right in the
centre of the town, with its 25 large
and small coiling canals, provides this
city with such a quantity of mirrors
that narcissism becomes inevitable.
Reflected cvery second by thousands
of square feet of running silver amal-
gam, it’s as if the city were constantly
being filmed by its river, which dis-
charges its footage into the Gulf of
Finland, which, on a sunny day, looks
like a depository of these blinding
images. No wonder that sometimes
this city gives the impression of an
utter egoist preoccupied solely with
its own appcarance. It is true that in
such places you pay more attention to
facades than to faces; but the stone is
incapable of sclf-procreation. The in-
exhaustible, maddening multiplica-
tion of all these pilasters, colonnadcs,
porticoes hints at the nature of this
urban narcissisim, hints at the possi-
bility that at least in the inanimate
world water may be regarded as a
condensed form of time.’

A passage like this—therc are many
such in Brodsky’s prose picces—both
registers and invites fluidity of atten-
tion to a fluid world. Every sentence
contains promptings towards a view
of thingsasprotean. ‘Growth’, ‘branch-
ing’, ‘reflected’, ‘appearance’, ‘procre-
ation’, ‘multiplication’: what we have
here is a bent of the mind that salutes
a bent of the world. Handel's Water
Music was not the best Handel could
do, let alone what some others could

do: but the tagis apt for other forms of
writing than Handel’s. Some poets or
prosaists write, like Bacon, architec-
turally, glorifying stability: some, like
Shakespeare, write aquatically, glory-
ing in mutation. Brodsky belongs in
the second group. He is a dolphin of
the imagination.

So, given that he has visited Ven-
ice many times, it was probably inev-
itablc that we should eventually have
from him somcthing like Watermark.
This is a prosc¢ book—short, hand-
somely presented, immoderately
priccd—prompted by that incorrigi-
bly theatrical city. My first reaction
on reading it was one of some disap-
pointment; but then [ reflected that it
is the greedy who are most liable to
disappointment, and Brodsky’s sheer
opulence of imaginative attention in
otherwritingsis prone toinduce greed.
Not that the opulence is lacking here,
cither. Of a vaporetto ride, he says,

‘The boat’s slow progress through
the night was like the passage of a
coherent thought through the sub-
conscious. On both sides, knee-deep
in pitch-black water, stood the enor-
mous carved chests of dark palazzi
filled with unfathomable treasures—
most likely gold, judging from the
low-intensity yellow clectric glow
emerging now and then from cracks in
the shutters. The overall feeling was
mythological, cyclopic, to be precise:
I'dentered that infinity Ibeheld on the
steps of the stazione and now was
moving among its inhabitants, along
the bevy of dormant cyclopses reclin-
ing in black water, now and then

raisingandloweringan eye-

lid.’
.l S.s USUAL WE HAVE the baroque

generosity of envisaging, the immedi-
ate access to zones of the mind as
zones of the world go on display. If
Venice is a living museum, then in
order to sec it adeptly the visitor may
nced the help of one or another muse.
Brodsky writes asif his watching were
itsclf a form of invocation of Urania.

The tinge of disappointment came
from my looking for an outcome trom
all this, a resolution. Reading a book,
we are all tempted to suppose that we
have arendezvous with closure. What-
ever he docs in poetry, Brodsky gives
no such undertaking in prosc. De-
scribing his discovery when young of
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a novel about Venice, he says,

‘However, what mattered for me
most at the impressionable stage at
which I came across this novel was
that it taught me the most crucial
lesson in composition; namely, that
what makes a narrative goodis not the
story itself but what follows what.
Unwittingly, [ came to associatce this
principle with Venice. If the reader
now suffers, that’s why.’

‘“What follows what’ is the presid-
ing principle even in his designing of
whole books, as it was for Yeats. In
Less Than One, the last words of ‘A
Guide to a Renamed City’ are, ‘Where
a man doesn’t cast a shadow, like
watcr’: the title of the piece that fol-
lows is, ‘In the Shadow of Dante’. If
the shape-shifting is labile, it is also
cadential: there is something purpo-
sive about the pursuit.

There arc 48 short ‘stills’ of Venice
in Watermark, each of them in its
own mood, and therefore its own
mode. Dr Johnson claimed that to be
tired of London was to be tired of life,
which is not to say that he was not
sometimesappallingly unhappy there.
Brodsky’s book gives the impression
that he would echo Johnson on Ven-
ice’s behalf. God knows how the two
men would have got on together,
though [ suspect that Brodsky would
have taken to Boswell, the world cham-
pion of journal-keeping. For the pur-
poscs of Watermark, Brodsky emerg-
¢s as an ironic, loving, and restless
inhabitant of the city.

He knows his place init. His poem
‘Venetian Stanzas [ concludes:

I am writing thesce lines sitting
outdoors, in winter,

on a white iron chair, in my
shirtsleeves, a little drunk;

the lips move slowly enough to
hinder

the vowels of the mother tongue,
and the coffee grows cold. And
the blinding lagoon is lapping
at the shore as the dim human
pupil’s bright penalty

for its wish to arrest a landscape
quite happy

here without me.

The spirit of Watermark is much
the same. Happy or not, though, the
landscape is lucky to have an attend-
ant to write of it like this:
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that Portia argued dishonestly in the
trial scene. (The talk was ultimately
dresscd up for Southerly magazine in
1956.) So Portia and Lady Macbeth
were ‘linked in Menzies’ imagination
with the illegitimate, covert forms of
aggression he attributed to the com-
munists’. This certainly lets commu-
nists off the hooks of both subversion
and superstition. Brett is nothing if
not credulous. Of course, there are
quite simple explanations for Men-
zies’ references to {mightonesay, ‘love
of'Y Macbeth and The Merchant of
Venice: He had toread themat school,
memorise parts for exams, they reso-
nated in his mind for evermore, he
liked re-reading them, showing off his
‘culture’, cte.

1t is futile to make an issuc of one
man’salleged misogyny it the applica-
tion of the term is so slack as to
include virtually all males of the peri-
od. Brett has no cvidenee that Men-
zies mistreated or despised women.
Shecould read with profit Diane Lang-
morc’s unpretentious Prine Minis-
ter's Wives (1992, where the author,
as an historian/biographer should,
sticks to the cvidence and, though
hersclf the wife of a Labor MHR, finds
no cause to denigrate Menzies. But,
not beingovertly a theoretician, Lang-
more actually interviewed Dame Pat-
tic. In the same book Brett would also
read that Dame Enid Lyons, whom
she quotes on matters prejudicial to
Menzies, became, in his time, Aus-
tralia’s first female cabinct minister.
True, she did not get a portfolio, per-
haps because he knew she disliked
him, but by the standards of his time
Mengzies hardly shows up as a misog-
ynist, whether in his tamily life or in
his dealings with women generally.

Brett, like many psychobiogra-
phers, is omniscient. She thinks Men-
zics resolved his filial conflict with
his father differently from his brother
Frank, but still could not escape ‘his
childhood awe of his father’. Te ‘lived
on in his lifelong preoccupation with
great men’. So he loved Fitchett’s
Deedsthar Won the Empire and Scott’s
Ivanhoe and could recite by heart Por-
ter’'s The Scottish Chiefs. But note
wecll: “there was no Scottish blood in
his mother’s family, the Cornish
Sampsons.’ Perhaps fortunately, Com-
wall is better known for pasties than
patriarchs. [ do not know any litera-
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ture on Cornish chiefs, but maybe, if
the radiogram had been invented,
Menzies would have moved about the
house bellowing Tristan and Isolde.
By contrast with Brett, the first
volume of Allan Martin's long-await-
ed biography of Menzies is a model of
restraint and careful documentation.
Not that Martin does not, inevitably,
have abias. He prefers to think well of
Menzics and lcaves a few important
questions unanswered. Perhaps they
will be dealt with in volume two
which, sensibly, will begin after the
UAP debacleinthe 1943 election when
Mengzies regained the non-Labor lead-
crship and founded the Libcral
Party, the obvious pivot of
his career.

IHE MAN WHO EMERGES from the

book is arrogant, highly intelligent
rather than intellectual, of a legalistic
rather than creative mind, eloquent,
decent in the most conventional sense,
dedicated to public service, without a
whiff of corruption {in the Victoria of
Albert Dunstan and Tom Tunnecliffe),
indifferent to personal wealth and, of
course, British to the bootstraps. More
than that, Martin might have men-
tioned Menzies was not blighted by
scctarianism, an important factor in
his release of state aid in 1963. Martin
also takes up controversial allegations
such as David Day’s—that Mcnzics
aspired to replace Churchill as Prime
Minister of Britain. If the evidence is
not there, Martin dumps them.

Yet something is missing because
of the lack of conjecture. For such an
articulate family, it is surprising how
thin the matcrial is on Menzies’ child-
hood and youth. Then his relations
with women seem wooden. In 1918
he was engaged to the sister of Brian
Lewis (Our War, 1980); Mcenzies was
lordly, she flippant; the engagement
was soon off, but how did it happen?
Melbourne University Magazine1916
refers jokingly to Menzies” ‘amazing
amatory adventures’ {quoted C. Ha-
zelhurst, Menzies Observed, 1979:
p33), yet Martin docs not mention it.
The courtship of Pattic Leckie seems
mechanical but it worked; no prob-
lems, it seems.

But a rumour persisted through
the years that Menzics had an affair
with a Fairfax lady {on a slow bhoat to

1n, it seemed). That was supposed

to be the reason for the Sydney Morn-
ing Herald’scontumely, which helped
bring him down in 1941-3. Martin
clearly does not believe that anything
indecorous happened and we are left
with this explanation: ‘Pettier issucs
may have been unrecorded fallings-
out over personal matters or govern-
ment regulation of newsprint imports.’
[ would have preferred him to say the
affair did not happen, if that is what he
believes. Reputcis part of alifc history.
Mockers of Menzices have revelled
in the accounts of his pompous patri-
otism during World War 1 and his
Georgian literary aspirations when a
student. Similarly with his surpris-
ingly hard-hearted insistence in the
trough of the Great Depression (1931}
that ‘it would be better for Australia
that every citizen within her bounda-
ries should dic of starvation during the
next six months’ than violate, in his
much-loved phrase, ‘the sanctity of
contracts’. And there is the banal
Menzies, so inchoately lampooned by
Adrian Lawler in Arquebus (1937),
who wanted to dictate taste in art by
founding an academy that would side-

line ‘cross-eyed’ modern painting.
Martin manages to accommodate
such embarrassments, tlesh out the
risc of the young barrister and the tyro
politician, refute charges that Men-
zies lacked a sensc of urgency about
mobilisation in 1939-40 and ‘grov-
elled’ before his British patrons, and to
show that the cloquentbroadcast‘The
Forgotten People’ {1942), which Brett
scesasawatershed in Menzies' career,
is ‘an clegant formulation of
the liberal conservatism for
which ... [he] had always

stood’ (p401).

HERE BRETT FANTASISES about the
psychic significance of Menzies' Brit-
ish heritage, before his first visit to
England at the age of 41, as ‘the ful-
some emptiness of his deep love foran
imagined place, and the aggression
andenvy thisdeep love keepsin place’,
Martin sces nothing untoward in the
mother country’s grip on a European
outpost. Australia could not have been
culturally self-sufficient in the 1930s.

Martin shows that Mcnzies was a
man of broader perception than usual-
ly believed. After visiting ¢xasperat-
ing, neutral Ireland in 1941, Menzics
wrote a memorandum described by






Part of the unfair
theological
criticism of John
Collins is that
people often
identify his denial
of the ministry of
all believers with
a pre-Vatican I
notion of
ordination,
whereas he means

no such thing.
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NAn~re

PPAUL COLLINS

Yes, minister

T IS EASY TO GET ANNOYED when
someonc challenges a prevailing ex-
pression of theological ‘political cor-
rectness’, especially if—like me—you
have publicly embraced the ‘correct’
view yourself. So [ supposc it is incvi-
table that some church pcople and
theologians will say that John N. Col-
lins’ views about ministry arc ‘reac-
tionary’ and out of touch with con-
temporary ccclesiology. In my view,
however, John Collins’ two recent
books, Diakonia: Re-interpreting the

Ancient Sources{Oxford, 1990)
and Are All Christians Minis-
ters? constitute probably the
most significant historico-
theological work done in Aus-
tralia in the past 20 years.
Diakonia, the major study,
is adapted from Collins’ doc-
toral thesis, written a decade
ago at the University of Lon-
don. Are All Christians Minis-
ters! is a popularisation of his
views. These books are unpop-
ular with some precisely be-
cause they question the post-
Vatican IInotion that ministry
is the prerogative of all bap-
tised Christians. This wide-
spread view of ministry has
been important in breaking
down the hierarchical clerical-
ism that characterised all of
the major churches (especially
the Catholic Church) and it
has strengthened the notion
that all Christians have a role
to play in the work of the
church.
This emphasis on the min-
istry of all believers has be-
come extremely important because it
has threatened, and in some areas
brought about, a shift of power from
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clergy to laity. Profound shifts in self-
understanding are usually signified by
changes in rhetoric, and the post-Vati-
can ITlay revolution in Catholicism is
no exception to this. The American
Jesuit sociologist, John A. Coleman,
notedbackin 1981 that the term ‘min-
istry’ had come to dominate the vo-
cabulary of Catholic professionals:
‘Today it seems that everyone has or
does ministry. It is worth noting that
people within Catholic circles of reli-
gious professionals often rarely hoth-
er to define the term; so sure are they
that everyone knows what ministry
means. This taken-for-granted usc of
the term ministry is of enormous soci-
ological importance. What we do not
need to definc itself defines our world
and charts our view of reality. It is our
prevailing ideology, our map of expec-
tations.” (“The Future of Ministry’,
America 144/12, p243).

Coleman goues on to point out that
a major shift in the use of language
usually masks amuch deeper change,
for ‘language defines our world’. He
continues: ‘new language focuses our
attention in different places and frees
our imagination toscereality inancew
light' (Coleman, art. cit., p244).

The post-Vatican IT consensus has
been that all Christians are ministers;
it has been assumed that baptism act-
ually precordains the believer for a
ministry in the church. This view
involves a shift of emphasis from the
ordained ministry of bishops and
pricsts to a situation where lay minis-
try hasbecome the normin the church,
at least in theory. Ironically, John
Collins argucs that this theological
development of the notion of minis-
tryisactually based on a lexicographic
misunderstanding and his two books
arc important precisely because they

challenge contemporary assumptions
about the scope of ministry. But the
interesting result of Collins’ view is
that it docs not lead him to a reaction-
ary standpoint but to an ecumenical
openness about the ministry of all the
Christian churches.

Part of the unfair theological crit-
icism of Collins is that people often
immediately identify his denial of the
ministry of all believers with a pre-
Vatican IInotion of ordination, where-
as he means no such thing. For
instance, in a recent review in the
National Catholic Reporter, Ronald
Nuzzi says: ‘Half way through the
book, all T wanted to know was why.
Why can’tall Christians be ministers?
... Returning ministry to those offi-
cially appointed or designated, con-
fining it to those with sanctioned au-
thority, is reactionary.’

It is casy for reviewers like Nuzzi
to tag Collins as areactionary, but this
is grossly unfair. For instance, he made
quite clearinan interview on the ABC
Radio National program Insights (20
June 1993] that he actually eschews
the word ‘ordination’ altogether and
he argues that both men and women
can exercise the ministry. Also he
makes the point that his views really
open up the ecumenical possibility of
the mutual recognition of the minis-
tries of all of the mainstream church-
es.

So what precisely is Collins say-
ing? He argucs that the contemporary
extension of the notion of ministry to
all Christians is based on mistransla-
tions of key New Testament texts. In
Diakonia he reviews the history and
development in pre-Christian, bibli-
cal and Christian sources of the Greek
root diakon (from which the New
Testament words diakanos, diakonia
and diakonein are derived and which
we translate into English as cither
‘deacon’ or ‘ministry’). He finds that
in the New Testament the word does
not refer to humble, caring, social-
service oriented action, but rather to
the building up of the church commun-
ity by the proclamation of the Word
and the celebration of the mediation
of Christ. The minister is one who is
commissioned for the job of repre-
senting God or the church.

Collins examines the role of the
‘scven men of good repute’ in Acts 6
and the keyt  in Ephesians 4:11-13



and concludes that ministry was the
work and responsibility of a select
number of preachers and teachers.
Such a work supposed a profoundly
religious engagement with the Chris-
tian mystery (Are All Christians Min-
isters?, pl15).

By this Collins means that the role
of the ministry—which is passed on
by the laying on of hands—is to build
up the body of Christ. Specific Chris-
tians are called to the ministry by the
mandate of Christ.

Although ministry is one gift
among the many that are shared out
among all of the faithful, Collins sees
it as a specific type of gift that makes
ministers both part of and, at the same
time, over and against, the general
group of believers. It is in the First
Letter to the Corinthians (12:4-6) that
St Paul develops his theology of char-
ismata (gifts). Collins makes it clear
that Paul calls some of these gifts
diakoniai {(ministries) and others en-
ergemata (activities). He says: “The
activities are activated in every (be-
liever) whereas the ministries are re-
served for the few whom the Lord has
committed them to (Are All Chris-
tians Ministerst p 127).

Collins admits that this seeming-
ly hierarchical notion of ministry in
the New Testament (especially in
Ephesians) is quite repugnant to the
democratic ethos of ourown time. But
he also makes it clear that there is an
important andreal distinction between
Ephesians’ notion of hierarchy and
that which the later church borrowed
from the political hegemonies of the
ancient world.

‘What we need to recognise, how-
ever, is that the hierarchies that many
of today’s Christians find repugnant
are not so much structured on the
model of political hegemonies of the
ancient world. .. The author of the
Ephesians ... is speaking of another
sphere altogether, unconnected with
worldly power and rule, but imbued
with authority of an exclusively reli-
gious kind.” (Are All Christians Min-
isters?, pl16).

The Diakonia book is basically
divided into two parts, the first deal-
ing with the non-Christian sources of
the word diakonia and its cognates,
and the second applying this range of
words to the Bible and early Christian
sources. In this book he is cautious

about leaping into current theological
debates; in fact, only two chapters (2
and 14) focus on theological issues. In
an afterword to the book he self-depre-
catingly says ‘Because this study has
aimed to work toward amore accurate
view of what the first practitioners of
Christian ministry meant when when
they spoke of diakonia, and has at-
tempted to correct what it has pre-
sented as misconceptions in this area

for the past 50 years, its implications
need to be worked through in more
detail than is appropriate at the end of
an early long book and with a finesse
beyond the capacity of one writer.’
(p253)

Collins shows that the lexicograph-
ical problem that underlies the inex-
act translations of diakonia became
part of theological mainstream
through the 1935 article of H.W. Beyer
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on the word in Kittel’s Theological
Dictionary of the New Testament.
Beyer had been influenced by ideas of
ministry then current among a small
group in the German Lutheran
Church. These notions of ministry
were soon picked up via Kittel’s Dic-
tionary by the World Council of
Churches and by most of the influen-
tial writers of Protestant ecclesiology.

It was not until the late 1960s and
carly 1970s that Roman Catholics took
up the word ‘ministry’ with a venge-
ance. Prior to Vatican II the biblical
terms ‘ministry’ and ‘minister’ were
regarded by Catholics as having a very
‘Protestant’ flavour. The main word
used by Catholics was ‘apostolate’—
and the apostolate was under the con-
trol of the bishop and exercised prima-
rily by priests, and secondarily by the
religious brothers and sisters who car-
ried most of the work of the church.
The term ‘lay apostolate’ (or ‘Catholic
Action’Jonly really became currentin
the 1930s, asaresult of the tcaching of
Pope Pius XI, whao defined Catholic
Action as ‘the participation of the
Catholic laity in the hicrarchical ap-
ostolate’.

But all of that changed at Vatican
I, which stressed the dignity, role and
function of the laity in the church.
The word ‘ministry’ quickly became
the focus of this new-found lay role
and it soon replaced the word apos-
tolate and swept aside all attempts by
the Roman curia and more conscrva-
tive Catholics to limit the word ‘min-
istry’ to the work of the ordained. The
net result of this has been an cnhance-
ment of the role of the laity and the
diminishmentof the rolcof the clergy.

Collinsis certainly suggesting that
this paradigm shift needs to be ques-
tioned in the light of the New Testa-
ment evidence. So, if he argues that all
Christians are not ministers, who then
does get a guernsey? Collins does not
answer this question specifically in
terms of the contemporary church.
But what he does do is to take the
discussion beyond the arid and over-
worked question of the ordained min-
istry and to suggest the possibility of a
new approach to the more basic ec-
clesiological question of ministry.

Paul Collins is Specialist Editor for
Religion at the ABC.
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Minds of martyrs

HE DEATH last year from car-
diovascular disease of Athol Gill, 54,
founder of an inner-city community
calledHouse of the Gentle Bunyipand
New Testament professor at the Mel-
bourne Baptist Theological College,
deprived Australia of onc of its few
practising liberation theologians. In
an obituary in The Age, Bill Pheasant
noted that Gill’s ‘commitment to jus-
tice and the poor took him in 1984 to
El Salvador in the midst of civil war to
safcguard the life of a friend under
threat from death squads for choosing
to work with the poor’. Gill learned a
lot from the base communities of El
Salvador and, in turn, shared some of
his vast knowledge of the Bible with
them.

If Gill died from a typically First
World cause, the six murdered Jesuit
professors of El Salvador dicd from a
typically Third Worldone. In the early
morning darkness of 16 November
1989, members of an ¢lite, US-trained
Salvadoran battalion shot the six
priests and two women co-workers at
the University of Central America.
Thosc killed were Celina Ramos, Elba
Julia Ramos, Ignacio Elacuria, Aman-
do Lopez, Joanquin Lopcez, Ignacio
Martin-Baro, Scgundo Montes and
Juan Ramon Morcno.

‘The Jesuits of the University of
Central America were murdered be-
cause of the role they played as intel-
lectuals, researchers, writers and
tcachers in expressing their solidarity
with the poor’, Hassett and Lacey ar-
guc. Thus they have edited abook, not
about the details of the deaths of the
six Jesuit professors, but about their
intellectual contribution, making
available in English for the first time a
substantial sclection of the writings
of three of them, Ellacuria, Martin-
Baro and Montes.

The film Ronzero, dirccted by John
Duigan, has made many Australians
familiar with the five million people
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of a small nation on the other coast of
the Pacific Ocean where wealthy cof-
tee-growing familics have formed a
power élite while the majority of poor
farmers and labourers suffer poverty
and miscry. For more than a decade
repression and war ravaged El Salva-
dor, producing 75,000 deaths, 8000
people disappeared and more than a
million became refugees, some to
Australia.

During that offensive, Ignacio El-
lacuria, Jesuit and founding rector of
the University of Central America
[UCA),with many others, pointed out
the opportunity that cxisted for a ne-
gotiated scttlement of the conflict.
Such talk sounded like treason to the
military, who accused the Jesuits of
being the brains behind the FMLN.
Thus they were shot.

Since then, the guerillas and the
government have signed a peace trea-
ty that offers prospects for a negotiat-
ed settlement. While the struggles of
millions of Salvadorans have contri-
buted to making this development
possible, the deaths of the six Jesuits
had a marked impact on US public
opinion and contributed to the US
Congress putting limits on aid to the

military. Their martyrdom
was not in vain.

NE OF THE MOST ORIGINAL think-
ers in the Jesuit group, according to
the editors, was Ignacio Martin-Baro,
a psychologist who taught clinical
practitioners to assume the perspec-
tive of the poor and strengthen the
virtues of ‘solidarity and cooperation,
sobricty and persistence, sensitivity

and capacity to sacrifice’ they found
among them. He insisted that it was
not cnough to treat the psychological
effects of torture, murder and disap-
pearances. Genuince trecatiment meant
participation in the struggle to end
terror.

Segundo Montes, dircctorof UCA’s
human rights institute, was a sociolo-
gist working from a nco-Marxist anal-
ysis common among theologians of
liberation. He described capitalism in
El Salvador as historically a cancer
brought in from outside and growing
parasitically on another, more tradi-
tional cconomy. Readers of the book
can sample his detailed studics of
socicty.

Ignacio Ellacuria was the principal
author of the vision of a different kind
of university that UCA aimed to be-
come. Among liberation theologians,
he was cxceptional for havingaformal
training as a philosopher. His vision
for the university was derived from
Christian base communities [some of
the Jesuits did pastoral work among
them), from the growing social service
which studentsdid, andfrom the 1970s
policy decision of the Jesuits to take
up a worldwide commitment to the
poor. Students at UCA were expected
to spend about a fifth of their time
working with poor communitics.

‘The criterion for measuring the
ultimate significance of a university’
according to Ellacuria, is ‘its impact
on the historic reality within which it
cxists and which it serves’. This is a
political criterion. UCA tried to avoid
cither reinforcing the status quo or
challenging the system, or the state,
head on.

For Ellacuria the latter was the
role of political parties and popular
movements geared to taking state
power. The university, in contrast, he
saw as ethical and rational, and not to
be reduced to taking the side of any
given political system indiscrimin-
























A Bridgette too tar

HERE wASs A TV sTaTION In South
Carolina that for 14 hours a day broad-
cast images of tropical fish swimming
in a small tank. When the show was
dropped there were so many com™-
plaints that another channel imme
ately adopted it. Clearly, this is the
sort of innovative programming that
Australia’s viewing public will
demand from pay TV when it arrives.
But since that event seems to be no
more imminent than another Swans’
victory, for the present we shall have
torely on radio to fill up our days with
editying material of this kind.

By my calculations there are about
2500 hours of radio broadcast cach
week in Sydney and perhaps slightly
more in Melbourne. Roughly half of
that time is dedicated primarily to
music, which still leaves an awful lot
of hours to be filled by talk. Not all of
that talk is as indispensable as the
broadcasters wouldhaveusbelieve Tn
fact, listening toalotof it israther] @
watching tropical fish.

[ thought I had discovered :
cquivalent of the fish show in the
outer reaches of the radio galaxy, but
after a moment’s consideration was
forced to conclude that T had been
misled by a name. The program in
qucstionis Dogwatch, which goes out
from Sydncy’s student station, 2SER,
at 2am on Sundays. Unfortunately I
{andfour-and-a-half million other peo-
ple) haven’t yet managed to tune in.
Presumably, the name refers to ¢
time of day rather than to a nocturnal
look at the world of dogs, but since
even more hours of radio are on = :
wayit'sprobably onlyamatterofe
before titles like Dogwatch literally
mean what they say.

I don't simply cndorse the argu-
ment thatin broadcasting ‘more means
worse’—it’s usually put forward by
people whoidentify ‘quality’ with clas-
sical music [sorry, ‘fine music’) and
the ABC. But it is truc that the urge to
pump out something at all times of
the day and night, multiplied by the
number of stations available, docs not
nceessarily produce a diversity of
listening options. In theory, with so
many stations alrcady on the air, there
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should always be something worth
listening to for everyone. But is this
really the case? I'm a fairly frequent
listener to SBS radio, the home of the
absurdly optimistic handover (‘You
have been listening to the Cantonese
show on 2EA—please stay tuned for
our next program, which is in Ger-
man’}. Admittedly there’s a limit to
how much enjoyment you can get
from political discussions in Czech,
but it doesn’t say much for the other
dozen or so stations that often this is
the most entertaining radio on offer.

In contrast with other media, ra-
dio’s problem is that it often has too
much time to fill, rather than not
enough. With those long, scary hours
of potential silence always in mind,
there is almost unlimited scope for
improvisation, discursiveness and, not
to put too fine a point on it, mindless
drivel. As a predominantly live medi-
um, radio cncourages its presenters to
think out loud. So when John Single-
ton characterised Phillip Adams as ‘a
million words in search of an editor’,
he was really describing Adams’ apt-
ness for radio rather than for print
journalism. But Adams is by no means
the worst offender when it comes to
using 10 words where one would have
done.

Since Clive Robertson’s departure
from Channel Nine he has found a
niche on Sydncy’s 2GB. Drivetime
scems to be a particularly inappropri-
ate timeslot for his brand of inconse-
quential rambling. Late atnight, when
most pcople’s thought processes are
becoming woollier anyway, Robert-
son used to be a passable, if mildly
irritating companion. But I can’t be-
lieve that people really want to hear
him stretch out feeble jokes about
condoms and condominiums for min-
uteson end while theirjangling nerves
arc trying to cope with rush-hour
traffic. Maybce it helps calm them down.

Certainly Clive’s counterpart on
2BL, Frank Crook, isn’t averse to tell-
ing longwinded stories about how he
scts off smoke-detectors with his pipe.
He also shares a talent with fellow
ABC presenters for developing a banal
interview that really only deserves a
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couple of questions into a 10-minute
feature. 3LO’s Ranald Macdonald is
notorious for his roundabout approach
to interviewees, but in that respect he
doesn’t suffer by comparison with his
Sydney counterpart, Andrew Ollc.

The ABC also makes excellent use
of opportunities to gointolittle-known
subjectsat some length—Background
Briefing is a good example but not the
only one. Lately I have learned, cour-
tesy of Ramona Koval, far more than 1
ever cared to about the possibilities of
milking sheep. {Offbeat stories about
farmers coping with the rural depres-
sion seem to be particularly in vogue
at the moment.)

The ABC is not in the same lcague
as some of the commercial stations
when it comes to out and out time-
wasting, but like them it remains pa-
thetically devoted to the cheapest and
most popular way of dribbling away
the hours with idle chit-chat—the
phone-in. Among the riveting sub-
jectsI've heard canvassedrecently have
been: what listeners were planning to
do on the long weekend; what books
they've been reading lately; and what
interesting species of wildlife have
been hanging around their backyards.
Enriching or what?

But for utterly inane and superflu-
ousradio, one show stands alone. This
is the magnificent Bridgette's Cosmic
Connections, which can be heard on
2UE at 9pm on Sundays. Bridgette is a
medium who dispenses invaluable
information to callers about the
progress of theirrelatives on ‘the other
side’ |1 think perhaps your mum used
to have very cold hands’). Perhaps not
surprisingly, Bridgette’sjudgmentsare
hilariously inaccurate. ‘I would say
[your son]could be areincarnated soul
from onc of your family,’ she reveals.
‘Very good with animals too, is he?’
Caller: ‘Actually Bridgette, it’s a she.’

With talent like that available on
Australia‘s radio waves, surcly we can
look forward to pay TV with full con-
fidence in our ability to match any
level of banality already achiceved in
America. Bring on the fish.

aekU - her is a Sydney journalist.
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