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ALAN INICHOLS

Rwandan causes

ORLDWIDE EXPERIENCE WITH MILLIONS OF REFUGELS on the
move from Rwanda and other places should be teaching us
something—that the international community necds to prac-
tisc what it preaches: that we are part of one human family.
This is not going to be easy in the case of Rwanda, and it
will not be casy if Burundi blows apart in the next month,
because of the brutal nature of the massacres there both in
the past and recently.

Few pcople who depend on the commercial media for
information would rcalise that the genocide of Tutsis near-
ly succeeded. On the best estimates in Nairobi {the nearest
city with good communications and Africa watchers), only
200,000 adult Tutsis are left out of 700,000 who were alive
when the massacres started on 6 April. Yet some Africans
would say the Tutsis deserved it. Though a minority, they
dominated commerce and government for decades, some-
times treating the Hutus like serfs. The present troubles arce
just the latest in a long series dating back to when the Bel-
gians quit their colony.

But let’s look at the brutality more closely. T base my
thoughts on time spent in Bukavu, Zaire, where more than
600,000 Rwandan refugees have fled since April. In those
camps, you can sense a predominating fear. You can almost
smell it. People avoid your eyes; young men respond to the
camcra with hostility; families hide from strangers under
their blue UN plastic.

Of the thousands of refugees T saw, I reckon perhaps
20,000 to 30,000 were young men, walking the streets in
groups of 10 or 20. Clearly, they were the militias (the inya-
rahamwe Jack Watcerford described in the August edition of
Furceka Street). They have good reason to fear the camera,
for they certainly do not want to be identified as mass kill-
ers, especially since the Rwandan Patriotic Front governiment
keeps announcing in the capital, Kigali, that there are 40,000
war criminals in camps in Zaire.

How werc these youths drawn together into a paramil-
itary force, and how could they kill with such vigour and
zeal! A number of Christian pastors and priests in the camps
in Bukavu believe that witcheraft was nsed—some clemen-
tal recourse to Rwanda’s ancient animism. This added a
touch to the old Hutu hatred of Tutsis. Then the moderates
in the army and the government were eliminated. Then add
an airlift of new machetes from Shefficld, England. By 6 April,
when the president’s plane went down, everything was rcady.
It seems that the massacres were about to happen anyway.
Maybhc the plane crash was merely the trigger.

The brutality of death squads and hit lists that shocked
the world shocked Rwandans just as much, especially the
Christians. For the boast had been that Rwanda was the most
Christian nation in Africa, with a large national Catholic
Church, an Anglican Church of 1.2 million members, other
Protestant and Pentecostal churches, and even a Seventh Day
Adventist Church. How is it possible, with such a tradition
and with a great deal of intermarriage, and even allowing for



the old hatreds between tribes, for such a genocide to
be undertaken, and with such savagery?

There are sceveral explanations to be heard in
Bukavu, spoken of quictly in tents and prayed over in
church services:
¢ Too many people ‘turncd their heads’ at the start of
the massacres. They speak of it with shame. Some
among the leadership of the both the Catholic and
the Anglican churches are accused of this, of trusting
the former government too much.
¢ The church did not give enough support to moder-
ate people in the army and the government.

e Tribalism was perpetuated in the way clergy were
chosen, trained and promoted. Ten of the country’s
11 Anglican bishops were Hutus, In the Catholic
Church, T understand that most priests were Tutsi
but bishops were Hutu.

e The fruits of the East African Revival Movement,
which started in Rwanda and spread through all the
Protestant churches, overflowing to Uganda, Kenya

and Tanzania in the 1970s and '80s, started with per-
sonal confession and forgiveness, but did not extend
to community or tribal reconciliation.

e Not everything is a matter of shame. Many church
lcaders were killed because they preached an end to
tribalism. Some priests were killed becausce they hid
Tutsis from the militias, others because they were
‘Tutsi lovers’. The Anglican Church lost 17 priests,
the Catholics many more.

Suffering, shame, loss. The church sutfers with
the whole nation. How can the church rebuild? How
can the nation? Instead of pointing the finger, or giving
up becausce it’s all too complex, Australian Christians
might give a thought to this question: how deep is
our own Christianity anyway? Spare a thought for the
churches of Rwanda. As with the churches of Germa-
ny from 1936-45, all their choices are hard.

Alan Nichols is an Anglican pricst and writer, who
works for World Vision Australia.
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Failing to pass Go

e Lasor LEFT’s orrosiTioN to the sale of the
nation’s airports and shipping line, and the botched
public flotation of the Victorian hetting and gaming
giant TABCORP, have re-ignited dehate about the pur-
pose and valuc of privatisation as an instrument of
public policy. Even more remarkable than some
aspects of the debate itself—such as the sudden emer-
genee from political hibernation of the Victorian Labor
opposition—is the fact that it has been so mightily
long in coming.

Privatisation and that other catchphrase, corpo-
ratisation, continue to dominate the public policy
agenda in this country, despite the weight of evidence
from countrics such as Britain and New Zcaland that
the rhetoric of privatisation has rarely been matched
by recality.

Judged in its own terms, privatisation has more
often than not failed to deliver. Typically, privatising
governments have failed to maximisc the return to
taxpayers from the sale of public assets, as the exam-
ple of TABCORP amply illustrates. In many instanc-
¢s, competition has been clusive and public
monopolies have simply been replaced by private
ones. The promises of new consumer rights and con-
sumer sovercignty have been made to look absurdly
improbable under privatised industry regimes of ris-
ing prices, lack of choice and deteriorating service
standards. Even claims about the cfficiency of private
ownership are dubious, for many of the more signifi-
cant ctficiency and productivity gains have been made
m the period prior to privatisation, when the indus-

trics concerned were still under public ownership.
Therc are more fundamental reasons than thesc
for questioning the cfficacy of privatisation programs,
however, particularly as they move into the post-
Hilmer world of microcconomic reform and restruce-
turing in public utilitics. The sale of enterprises and
asscts clearly involves a transfer of property rights
from the public to select groups in society, usually
domestic and international capital. But along with the
transfer of property rights, the act of privatisation re-
lieves the public of part of its sovercignty. Public
ownership provides a framework of control and
accountability aver strategic decision-making in key
areas of infrastructure and essential scrvices; under
privatisation this is relinquishced. Privatisation casts
important policy questions, like the economic, social
and environmental consequences of infrastructure de-
velopment, adrift from the democratic process, as the
British public found to their considerable dismay in
the recent controversy over electricity generation and
the future of the British coal mining industry.
Fundamental citizenship rights are also impaired
under privatisation. Truth—or at least the right to
know—hccomes the first casualty. Privatisation
invariably mcans the removal of freedom of informa-
tion and Ombudsman protections. And the capacity
to obtain information about the activities of monop-
oly scrvice providers is smothered by the veil of com-
mercial scereey. Essential services become valued
only as commoditics. The implicit right of all c¢iti-
zens, of a country with the prevailing standard of
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living of Australia, to adequatce
levels of basic services (such as
cnergy and water) is made uncer-
tain by commercial imperatives
and government ambivalence
towards so-called community
service obligations.

It, in a civiliscd socicty, the ul-
timatc test of public policy is ¢

way that it affccts the weakest and
most vulnerable members of soci-
cty, then the international experi-
cnce of privatisation, thus far,
indicates that it has been a gross
policy failurc. Even supporters of
privatisation policy would find it
difficule to deny that the impact
of the privatisation of esscential
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scervices on the poor of Britain,
Ncw Zealand and clsewhere,
might be summed up in two
words—vicious and unfair.

John Ernst lcctures in the Depart-
ment of Urban and Social Policy
at the Victoria University of Tech-
nology.

A tide in PNG affairs

ITH Tie PNG 1haG planted at
the mountainous Panguna minesite
and his troops penetrating even the
ncarby village of Guava, home of the
Bougainville revolutionary presi-
dent, Francis Ona, Prime Minister
Wingti is proclaiming the beginning
of the end of the six-year war. And
that end is to he imposced as a mili-
tary victory, not the negotiated sct-
tlementadvocated by Senator Loose-
ly and his delegation (see Fureka
Street, Mav 1994, p. 38).

Wingti’s triumph comes oppor-
tuncly. The other four Islands prov-
inces {East and West New Britain,
New freland and Manus) are plan-
ning a breakaway Federated Repub-
lic of Mclancesia (FRMY it Prime Min-
ister Wingti persists with his cen-
tralising program. That program cn-
tails abolishing sccond-tier govern-
ments, which have worked on the
whole satisfactorily for the Islands,
if not on the mainland.

In the present circumstances, the
I[slands’ premicrs are now expected
to look at the Papua New Guinea
Defence Foree (PNGDF) with alittle
more respect. Then chere is the
Finance Minister, Masket langalio,
who is saying that PNG is on the
verge of bankruptey. The prospect of
restarting the Panguna mine jin 1988
it was providing 17 per cent of reve-
nuce and 36 per cent of export in-
come] should help the investment
climate. Or so it is hoped.

But the reality is rather ditferent.
Even allowing that the seven square
kilometres of Panguna are under con-
trol—and, at the time of writing,
thisisnotclear—the PNGDF is star-
ing at the great hole that is the sece-
ond largest open pit in the world.
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There might be symbolism in the
‘victory” toshake the morale of some
rehels and their sympathisers.

But the hard-core rebels know
how brittle PNGDF logistics are and
how unreliable is rudimentary air
cover. The PNGDF cannot prevent
classic guerrilla harassment in arcas
where their numbers are depleted—
or cven where they are not. Even if
the BRA were to be completely elim-
inated {pastexperience suggests that
the PNGDF will not be taking pris-
oners it they find the leaders) the
Bougainville people cannot be sub-
jugated. PNG is not Indonesia: the
state does not have that power.

There is reason to fear that Prime
Minister Wingti may now shift cven
further away from practicable peace
negotiations. He has not pursuced the
initiatives facilitated by the Solo-
mon Islands government at official
level in Honidara recently, and has
been dismissive of those of his For-
cign Minister, Sir Julius Chan. The
wise course would be a judicious
balancing act: Wingti could usc his
triumph to reassert Port Moreshy’s
determination to overcome scc-
essionism. But he should also sum-
mon a pan-Bougainville conference
to case the processes of internal rece-
onciliatton witchin the provinee and
of reintegration within PNG.

But Wingti knows that the out-
come of any pan-Bougainville con-
ference will be a call for the restora-
tion of provincial government; more
probably for an increase in autono-
my over the pre-war level. With the
PNGDEF’s symbolic victory, he may
dismiss the latter but not the former.

Wingti docs not acknowledge
that the Bougainville Accord of

August 1976, which brought an end
to the first Unilateral Declaration of
Independence (UDIY is binding. He
scems unaware that Port Moreshy
agreed to grant and resource provin-
cial government as a condition of
unity. He likes to convey the im-
pression that this devolution of pow-
cr was at the root ot the Bougainville
revole. This is not the case. Provin-
cial government provided the North
Solomons province (NSP—a more
accurate term than Bougainville)
with stability and cffective incorpo-
ration within PNG until gricvances
arose over minesites. By the time
the new Namaliu government pro-
posed a generous seetlement  in
1989, the sccurity torces had alien-
ated most North Solomonese, ena-
bling the BRA leaders to hijack the
sceessionist sentiment always
presentin the provinee. Namaliu, an
[slander himscelf with some empa-
thy with North Solomoncese, with-
drew the sceurity forces in March
1990 to avoid further bloodshed.
The result was the UDI of May
1990, proclaiming the Republic of
‘Mceckamui’ {a Nasioi word from
Central Bougainville meaning ‘sa-
cred land’). The BRA in its turn al-
icnated North Solomonese living
away tfrom the Central arca, so that
in September, leaders on Buka lsland
invited the PNGDF toreturn. Subsc-
quently, with villager support, the
PNGDF has returned to maost arcas
but its presence has not meant con-
trol. Neither does flying the nation-
al flag at Panguna. Wingti’s helief
that the mince can be reopened quick-
ly is a pipe dream. No multinational
company will ¢xpose persor 7 to
gucrrilla harassment. And nothing



is more likely to forge a new unity of
North Solomonese than a refusal to
restore provincial government.

The problem of Bougainville is
now compounded by the threat of
further sceessionism in the Islands.
Therce are reports of plans for a sepa-
ratist sccurity force. And to com-
pound grievances, there is the fact
that provincial government is being
abolished by a Highlands-dominat-
cd government with a reputation for
corruption. If a buoyant Prime Min-

When

HEN Pore Joun Paul’s apostol-
ic letter Ordinatio Sacerdotalis was
released to the Catholic world in
May, two questions were prompted
by its declaration that the church
cannot consider admitting women
to ordained ministry. What kind of
authority is possessed by this teach-
ing, which although presented as
definitive stops short of using the
language normally used for what the
church proclaims ex cathedra? And
what would the consequences be for
those who publicly expressed dis-
sent from the teaching?

The former question may still be
amatterof theological debate, but in
Australia at Jeast, the answer to the
latter now scems clear. On Thurs-
day, 18 August, the Archbishop of
Meclbourne, Sir Frank Little, asked
Fr Philip Kennedy OP, a lecturer at
the Yarra Theological Umon [YTU),
to give him an assurance that he
would not publicly express disagree-
ment with the Pope’s teaching as set
down in Ordinatio Sacerdotalis.

Several times, in media inter-
views, Fr Kennedy had pointed out
that the Pope’s letter, sctting out
ceclesiastical teaching with a high
level of authority, assumed that Je-
sus had deliberately bequeathed to
his ftollowers a hicrarchical male
pricsthood, thereby cestablishing a
church. In the light of historical and
biblical studics, however, especially
the historical-critical movement of
the past 200 years, the Pope’s posi-
tion was unverifiable. Therefore, Fr
Kennedy had concluded, it was inap-
propriate for church authoritics to
expect blind obedience to the teach-

ister Wingti tries to crack down on
the FRM rather than withdraw his
centralisation program, he risks frac-
turing the state more than the Bou-
gainville crisis has.

Questions will incvitably arisc
about Australia’s role. Should Aus-
tralia help to check Wingti’s
progress? It will not want to be seen
as dictating to its former colony. But
the disintegration of PNG is clearly
not in Australia’s interest, or in that
of PNG'’s component parts.
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ing contained in Ordinatio Sacerdo-
talis. Fr Kennedy felt unable to give
the archbishop the undertaking he
had asked for, and accordingly re-
signed from his post as a teacher of
undergraduate theology students.

The issues raised by this con-
frontation bctween once theologian
and his local bishop go beyond the
issue of women’s ordination itsclf.
They concern the relationship be-
tween the church and the wider so-
cicty, especially with regard to the
airing of theological controversy in
the media, and the kind of authority
that the church can exercise over
those who teach in institutions
whose licence to grant degrees is
conferred by the state.

These are not simply juridical
questions; the answer that one gives
to them will be an expression of how
one understands what it is to be part
of the church. Some of Fr Kennedy's
colleagues, for example, may take
the view that theological debate
should be confined within the walls
of the academy. Eureka Street, how-
cver, agrees with Fr Kennedy that
notonly is there nothing wrong with
taking theology into the marketplace
but that sometimes once is bound to
do so. Simply, it is proper to do
theology wherever it is proper to
preach the gospel. And in a world
that is virtually constituted by the
constant barrage of contlicting me-
dia voices and messages, the ques-
tion is not whether to use the media,
but how to usc it best. That lesson,
at least, does not scem to have been
lost on the Pope.

The constraints that may be
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Australia has considerable lever-
age through its aid programs, defence
support and investments. The scees-
sionists can be told that Australia
will support Port Moresby strenu-
ously in the event of unjustitied re-
bellion.

But onc thing is certain: there
will be no kudos for Australia if it
sits on the sidelines and imagines
that it won’t have to pick up rhe
picces.

—DMorag Fraser

theology goes public

placed on theologians in state-affili-
ated institutions raise similar con-
siderations. The churches in Aus-
tralia now have an historic opportu-
nity to establish links with the uni-
versitics from which they were ex-
cluded by the scecularist ideologucs
of a century ago. Theology and reli-
gious studics arc beginning to be
accepted as tertiary disciplines, and
studentsatinstitutionssuch as YTU,
where Fr Kennedy taught, can pur-
suc joint degrees with secular uni-
versities. Butif Catholic theologians
cannot pursuc the truth wherever it
lcads them, one wonders whether
theology will ever fully shedits Cin-
derella status in the academy.

Which takes us back to Fr
Kennedy's objections to Ordinatio
Sacerdotalis. Anyone who has read
that document knows that it is
stronger on assertion than on argu-
ment; indeed, there is comparative-
ly little theological argument of any
kind, otherthanasimple rcassertion
of the notion that for ‘the Twelve
chosen by Jesus, one can read 'bish-
ops’, and that this all-male hicrar-
chy was bequeathed to the church in
perpetuity. Inanage when a theolog-
icatly literate laity is a fact of church
life, however, it is not clear that
documents formulated in this way
will receive that general acceptance
by the faithful which, throughout
the history of the church, has been a
note of authentic teaching. When
discussing church authority, the
question is not only “Wha's speak-
ing?’, but ‘'Who's listening?’

—Ray Cassin
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One out of five

Froni Fr Brendan Byrne S), member of
the Pontifical Biblical Commission,
In his ‘Comment’ article (August
1994), Philip Kennedy OP lists “four
noteworthy documents’ issued from
Rome recently by the central authori-
ty of the Cacholic Church, and notes
that rcaction to all four has been
mixced.

A fifth document might have been
added to the list: the statement of the
Pontifical Biblical Commission The
Interpretation of the Bible in the
Church (23 April 1993). In contrast to
the other four, this document has gen-
crally been widely welcomed for its
openness to new paths of interpreta-
tion based on contemporary herme-
neutic and literary theory. Among
other things, it gives a positive, if
measured endorsement to liberation-
ist and feminist reading, welcomes the
contribution of women excegetes and
asserts the privileged role of the poor
In interpretation.

1 mention this not to blow the
trumpet of the Biblical Commission
but simply to offer some alleviation of
the view that everything emanating
recently from Rome is destined to cast
gloom over those hoping for more
openness in the church.

Brendan Byrne SJ
Parkville, VIC

Michael’s message

From Brian Lang
Michael Jude McGrath was killed on
the road with his friend Fred Quinn.

On Monday, 18 July 1994, Michael
was farcwelled by his wife Marlene
and their family and friends in a Mass
of Christian burial at St Timothy’s
Church, Forest Hill, VIC, celebrated by
his brother John McGrath, parish
priest of Corowa,

On Sunday, we remembered
Michael’s lifc with thanksgiving in a
memorial liturgy using the music and
symbols of Michacl’s love of life: a tap-
estry, some red wine, the Bible, golf
sticks, walking boots, a wedding al-
bum, photos of their children, and
words spoken by family and friends
about what Michacl had meant to
them.

It is a parablc of what is happening
in the church: Forest Hill has no par-
ish priest at the moment because he
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is taking a break for rencwal. Marlene
McGrath is a pastoral assistant in the
parish, and previously she and Michacl
had worlked full-time in the youth ap-
ostolate.

Many who attended the double
memorial were people who shared
Michacl and Marlene's love of the
church and its apostolate to youth.
Some of them are sisters and pricsts
still in full-time ministry. Some of
them had been ordained, like Michacl,
but have since married and so are ex-
cluded from the official ministry of
word and sacrament.

Now Marlene continues the pas-
toral work loved by her husband. How
shall I picture her ? Like Judith of old,
she is called to save her people at great
cost to herself. She must do that with-
out the power of sacramental ordina-
tion, but with the support of her
family. Family life is also a channel of
grace—a grace denied to many or-
dained men, while those ‘ordained’
men who have accepted the grace of
marriage arc denied the privilege of
ministering in the church. A paradox.

Brian Lang
Shepparton, VIC

As I was saying

From Raimond Gaita
Reply to Peter Singer and Rae Lang-
ton (Eureka Street, August 1994,

[ began Good and Evil: An Absolute
Conception with this quotation from
Chaim Kaplan’s Warsaw Diaries:

A rabbi in Lodz was forced to spit
on o Torah scroll that was in the Holy
Ark. In fear of his life he complied and
desecrated that which is holy to him

and his people. After a short (ime he
had no more saliva, his mouth was
drv. To the Nazi's question, why did
he stop spitting, the rabbireplied that
his mouth was dry. Then the son of
the “superior race’ began to spit into
the rabbi's mouth and the rabbi con-
tinued to spit on the Torah.

Lquoted it then, and Tquote it now,
to discourage a very particular kind of
thoughtlessness which is so natural to
philosophers that many of them fail
even to suspect that it is an occupa-
tional hazard. Rac Langton falls into
it when she says that it may be mere
‘prejudice’ to say that what the Nazi
did is cvil if one is not prepared to say
why; that ‘it is not a good idea ... to
say that such things arc forever out of
bounds, at least as far as your thoughts
arc concerned’: that ‘it is not good
enough’ to say, without further argu-
ment, that such things arc evil when
half of the population doubt it. Truc,
Langton does not have such examples
in mind, and T do not say that the dif-
ferences between them and the ones
she has in mind arc merely of degree.
But it is not mere carclessness that
prompts her to speak in that unguard-
ed and genceral way. She gives voice to
a familiar and edifying philosophical
rhetoric about reason. It holds many
philosophers in its thrall, but {thank-
fully) most shake free of it in the face
of storics like Kaplan’s. None of which
is to deny that our understanding of
such cvil may be deepenced; or that it
is the task of moral philosophy to do
it, and to do it for an audience wider
than that of professional philosophers.
However, philosophy doces not tell us
why such deeds are evil in any sense
that assumes that philosophy should,
or could, make us more rationally se-
cure in the judgment that they are. Or,
so Largue. Langton may still think that
is not good enough, but she should
acknowledge that that would not be a
judgment about the naturce of philoso-
phy that is ncutral with respect to our
differences about the nature of good
and evil, of the kind of seriousness
which is fundamental to their ac-
knowledgement, and of the thinking
that is true to that acknowledgement.

[t takes little imagination to think
of situations in which somcone would
rightly be terrified and ashamed be-
cause certain arguments inclined them
to think that what the Nazi did to the
rabbi was no cvil. There are enough
people who, cven now, say that the
Jews deserved what the Nazis did to












The courts are

going to be busy
resolving disputes
among Maori

about how to

carve up the catch.

Retired Governor-
General and
Anglican
Archbishop Paul
Reeves describes
it as the
‘Balkanisation

of Maoridom’.

ELIVERING JUDGMENT on the
Hawke memoirs, David Lange ob-
served, ‘Australian prime ministers
have to win—Australians love a win-
“ner.’ Race relations and rugby are
two ficlds of human c¢ndeavour in
which New Zealanders have prided
themselves as winners in the trans-
Tasman stakes. In the same week
that Lange assessed Hawke ‘burnish-
ing his image with barbed wire’, the
Wallabics retrieved the Bledisloe
Cup and Eddie Duric, Maori judge
and respected Chairperson of the
Waitangi Tribunal, told a conference
on Maori cconomic development
that Australia was now about 10
years ahead of New Zealand. In 1984,
he ‘would have said it was about 30
years behind’. The Mabo decision
and Commonwecalth initiatives like ATSIC,
the Native Title Act, the Indigenous Land
Fund Corporation, and the Council for
Aboriginal Reconciliation are being noticed
in Aotedroa.

According to the 1991 census, 511,000
of New Zealand’s 3.4 million people identi-
fy themsclves as being of Maori ancestry. By
2025, the majority of New Zealanders will
be able to claim some Maori ancestry. The
Maori Congress, one of the main national
Maori organisations, assists iwi (tribes) to
achicve their own goals, and negotiates with
government on matters of national impor-
tance. Professor Mason Durie, deputy con-
venor of the Congress, estimates that ‘at least
50 per cent of Maori have no active link with
their iwi at all’

In 1988 the Waitangi Tribunal consid-
ered Article 2 of the 1840 Treaty of Waitan-
gi, in which the Crown provides Maori with
guarantced ‘full exclusive and undisturbed
possecssion of their fisheries which they may
collectively or individually possess’. The tri-
bunal upheld Maori claims that this guaran-
tee extended to fisheries off a tribe’s coast
on the continental shelf out to the 12-mile
limit. In 1992, when considering the claim
of the Ngai Tahu in respect of the South Is-
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land, the tribunal took into account the internation-
al exclusive cconomic zone which extends 200 miles
beyond the mainland and any islands claimed by a
nation state. The tribunal conceded that Maori tradi-
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tionally never fished beyond 25 miles from the coast
but recognised the tribe’s exclusive development right
out to the 200-mile limit.

In the wake of rapid privatisation, Maori have
been busy in the courts and before the tribunal, claim-
ing that Crown sales of public assets are contrary to
the principles of the treaty. Since 1975, government
has had to deal with public assets in light of the
Crown’s obligations under the treaty. When the Gov-
ernment introduced fishing quotas for sale by tender,
Maori claimed they were entitled to half the quota in
a spirit of partnership between them and the Crown.
By a varicty of legislation and commercial deals, Maori
now control over 40 per cent of the annual quota.

The deals have come at a price. The major comm-
ercial deal between Maori negotiators and government
was the purchasc of the Scalords fishing empire in
1992. The Government insisted that the onc-off pur-
chase be part of a full and final settlement of treaty
grievances relating to fisheries. Maori opponents of
the deal have been adamant that the negotiators could
speak only for their own iwi and not all Maoridom.
They claim any full and final deal would itself be a
breach of the principles of the treaty, which requires
continuing recognition and respect for Maori treaty
rights. Judge Eddie Durie concedes that full and final
scttlements are attractive to government, but the bane
of Maori leaders. Matiu Rata, who chaired the nego-
tiating team for Sealords, says the $48 million-a-year

income should be used ‘like a bank, to bank-

S roll the development of fisheries’,

INCE THE DEAL, another Maori negotiator, Sir Tipene
O’Regan, has chaired the Treaty of Waitangi Fisheries
Commission. The son of a prominent pakeha surgeon
who campaigned against apartheid and the Springbok
rugby tours, he is the driving force behind the legal
and political strategies of his mother’s pcople, who
lost most of their land on the South Island. Fish is
their main resource.

O’Regan says: ‘My drcam has been to move our
people out of gricvance mode and into the develop-
ment mode. But they will never come out of gricv-
ance mode until there’s a settlement.” Two years down
the track, he defends the Scalords deal: “Therc was
only one option. If we hadn’t taken it there would
have never been the capacity for a settlement—no
possibility. It was a huge step, and [ don’t know wheth-
er it was the right step for Ngai Tahu. It’s left us ter-
ribly exposed to others’ greed.’

Maori on the South Island are not even 10 per
cent of the Maori population. Fish is the only major
resource up for allocation at the moment. Forests arc
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That Australian institution, the local
post office, has changed. In most cases
the bricks and mortar are still there,
but Australia Post isn’t always there.
What was once a public service is now
a government business enterprise, and
its local representatives are often
licensed entrepreneurs.

IHE Post OFFICE THAT WAL ROWLING SERVED

for 43 years no longer exists. At 14, he began as a
telegraph messenger in the Sydney suburb of Mar-
rickville. It was wartime, and part of his work
involved fetching a clergyman to accompany him
when he delivered one of the mauve-coloured tele-
grams that announced a death in action. ‘They were
pretty regular’, he recalls, ‘about three or four a day !’

Often a clergyman was unavailable and young
Rowling was asked to read the telegram to the next
of kin. It was a harrowing cxperience, compensated
to some extent by the Sunday in 1942 when he
worked all day to deliver 200 telegrams telling rela-
tives that the 9th divison were safe in port and ready
to disembark the following morning.

As the '40s wore on, Wal found himself at the
‘facing-up table’ in the Sydney GPO, standing
through the night, often for four or five hours at a
stretch, turning letters right way up before they were
postmarked. It was dirty work under a tough regime.
He used to sit near the Martin Place cenotaph for
his midnight meal, or ‘crib’. Later, he took a nine-
months training course to learn Morse Code and
worked through the era before STD phone calls,
when newspapers depended on the ‘press telegram’
by which stories were sent across the country for a
penny a word. Nowadays, Wal demonstrates Morse
Code at the Telecom Museum in Ashfield. Every year
in October, 180 former Morse operators gather at the
Wentworthville Bowling Club for a reunion. They
are trying to keep a dying art alive: the minutes are
read and business conducted in Morse Code. Rowl-
ing, 67, finds that he is almost the youngest present.
Telegrams, Morse Code, the facing-up table and even
the argot which included words like ‘crib’ are¢ all a
thing of the past.

Had he joined the post office 10 or 20 years lat-
et, Wal Rowling’s carcer would have followed a com-
pletely different path. Like a number of Australia
Post employees who joined the organisation as teen-
agers in the '50s and '60s, he might well have found
that he now owns his own post office.

Another person who has spent 43 years in the

Psst! Wanna buy a post office? The impressive neogothic pile in the Melbourne

suburb of Flemington is still in public hands. Many like it are not. _ ‘
Photo: Bill Thomas industry is Ken Lawry. Lawry started at 15, on the
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night telephone exchange one Christmas Eve. Since
then his career has included 25 years as postmaster
in Tongala, a town of 1200 people 25 kilometres from
Echuca in northern Victoria. Australia Post an-
nounced that the Tongala Post Office was to become
a Licensed Post Office (LPO), the name given to a post
office which is something between a shop with a fran-
chisc to sell Australia Post (and other) products, and
an agency for Australia Post services. An LPO, un-
like your traditional post office, is a private business.

Lawry was faced with either retiring or applying
for the licence himself, and staying in the job as a
private operator. He chose the latter course. In his
casc it meant taking a Voluntary Early Retirement
package [VER) and using the moncey to buy the 70-
year-old post office and residence in Tongala. The
licence to run the business came free with the build-
ing. According to Milton Neilson, the national com-
pany secretary of the Post Office Agents Association
Limited, Lawry is free to sell that licence when he
chooses. It could be sold to any local shopkeeper who,
if given the nod by Australia Post, would run the postal
business alongside their pharmacy or bottle shop. If
the profitability of the business goes down and the
licensee wants to get out but can’t find a buyer, Aus-
tralia Post has no further commitment to keep run-
ning it. This is an unlileely scenario in Tongala. Lawry
is precisely the kind of postal manager that Australia
Post wants to step outside the practice of a lifetime
and take their own licence. He knows ¢veryone in
town. He works 12-14 hours a day, and, by his own
account, is doing pretty well.

Any regular user of Australia Post over the past
six years will have noticed big changes. Post Offices
look zippier and the range of products have diversi-
fied enormously. Since 1989, Australia Post has been
a ‘government business enterprise’, meaning, as the
name suggests, that it is being run as a business rath-
er than a government instrumentality. Rowland Hill,
Australia Post’s national corporate communications
manager, explains that this means the organisation
has been expected to show a return on the assets it
has built up over generations as well as to pay gov-
ernment taxes and charges. Last year, it paid $300
million in tax. The commercial pressure on Austral-
ia Post has been increased by last November's Indus-
try Commission report, which decided to diminish
the postal monopoly: before that a competitor had to

charge ten times Australia Post’s rate on any

letter under 500 grams.
-V ~ HEN LEGISLATION 1S ENACTED later in the year, the

monopoly will apply only to letters under 250 grams,
for which four times Australia Post’s rate will have
to be charged. Australia Post has been pleading that,
if change is to be introduced, it should be gradual.
This first step will take about 16 per cent of total
business out from behind the monopoly. A review
scheduled to begin in 1996 could well remove the

monopoly altogther. As we've scen with Optus and
Telecom, the way would then be open for a competi-
tor to provide a rival standard letter scrvice, especial-
ly on the lucrative castern scaboard. Ken
Lawry, for ong, is more than a little troubled
by the prospect of a competitor, perhaps based
in a neighbouring town, moving in on his busi-

ness. no longer a

Nevertheless, our ability to get an ordi-
nary letter for a basic rate to somebody in the
Western Desert or the Antarctic Territory is
protected by law. Even so, the rural and region-
al task force of the Federal Labor Caucus has
written a discussion paper asking for Austral-
ia Post’s community service obligations to be
clarified. Is the organisation obliged to deliver
large bundles of school books to correspond-
ence students in the outback?

Caught between its two obligations of pro-
viding a service and making a profit, Australia
Post has developed a number of strategies to
keep the cash register humming. One is in the
arca of print post. Don Siemon was formerly
the business manager of the magazine Austral-
ian Society. He notes that the old category of
‘registered publications’ was designed partly
to assist unprofitable ‘worthy publications’
which carried less than 25 per cent advertis-
ing. But the new category of ‘print post’, which
replaces registered publications, touts for the
bulk-mail business of such publications as
advertising catalogucs, especially those with
the kind of reply-paid coupon that generates further
business.

Rowland Hill believes that the organisation also
has an unexploited network for acting as an agent for
other principals, cspecially with EFTPOS enabling
customers to do a myriad of transactions from the
same point. The Post Office has represented the Com-
monwealth Bank for almost 80 ycars but is now talk-
ing with other banks. Its future identity will be more
like a ‘onc-stop bill shop’.

More immediately, Australia Post is moving to-
wards a complete separation of its retail and delivery
scctors. The post office is no longer a reassuring stone
presence at the hub of every city, suburb and town,
nor even a place which handles very much mail. With
the advent of ‘retail post’, the local post office is just
another business in the street. Mail is sorted and de-
livered through unprepossessing concrete bunkers
called mail centres. Although 16 million items of mail
pass daily through these centres nationwide, 800,000
customers cross the threshold of retail post outlets.
These retail outlets are increasingly in private hands.

The postics’ room behind the Clifton Hill Post
office in suburban Melbourne stands empty. The only
mail which the new licensees, Bob and Mary Taylor,
are required to sort is that for private boxes. They are
hoping to be able to sub-lease the room where pos-

VoLume 4 Numper 7 ¢ EUREKA STREET

The post office is

reassuring stone
presence at the hub
of every city,
suburb and town,
nor even a place
which handles very
much mail. With
the advent of ‘retail
post’, the local post
office is just
another business in

the street.
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‘Freedom’s just another word ...’

N MONDAY, 1 AuGusT 1994,
Peter Cameron announced his resig-
nation from the Presbyterian Church
of Australia. Last yecar Camcron, an
ordained minister of the church, was
convicted of heresy for preaching
that there is no scriptural barrier to
women’s ordination. He remains a
ministerinthe Church of Scotland—
the parent church of Australian Pres-
byterianism, and a parent that is
evidently morce tolerant than its
child.

In cxplaining his resignation,
Camecron said that he had failed in
his mission to reform the Australian
church ‘“from the inside’. He had de-
cided to stop preaching because many
ofhis congregation werce comingonly
to sec a kind of sideshow, and some,
it scems, came primarily to gather
cvidence for the prosccution. I won-
der what God thought of their
prayers.

The day before, Anthony Free-
man, a Church of England priest,
gave his last sermon, too. He had
been sacked by his bishop for writ-
ing ‘there is nothing “out there”—or
if therc is, we can have no knowl-
edgeof it’. This was interpreted as an
avowal of athcism. Freeman wept as
he preached, and likened himself to
the prophet Jeremiah, who was
‘banned from the House of the Lord
becausc he had struck at the heart of
the power structure that cenabled
God’s spokesmen (and traditionally
they were always men) to control
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the hearts and minds of God’s peo-
ple’. His congregation wept, too.

That same weck, Taslima
Nasrcen, a feminist writer, surren-
dered to a civil court in Bangladesh
ta face charges of offcnding Muslim
religious susceptibilitics. She had
beeninhidingfor weeks, under threat
of both civil prosecution and a fat-
wah, because she had said that Is-
lamic law—and, her would-be assas-
sinsclaim, the Qu'ranitself—should
be ‘thoroughly revised’. Religious
mobs are demanding not just her
death, but the introduction of blas-
phemy laws. Ironically, the civil law
under which she has been charged
was originally intended to protect
religious freedom.

The link betwceen these out-
casts—the Australian, the English-
man and the Bangladeshi woman—
is the legal standing of, and the rela-
tionship between, religious and civil
authority, and the impact of religion
on liberty of conscicnce and freedom
of speech.

In Western countries we tend to
assume that there will be some kind
of scparation betwceen church and
state, but this scparation has rarely
been fully cffective. Most religious
repression, persecution and prose-
cution has been carried out by state
and religious authoritics in partner-
ship. The Australian colonies inher-
ited British blasphemy laws and the
canon law of the Church of England
at the time of British settlement,

and some of those laws are still on
the books, though they are now lit-
tle used.

Many other laws that institution-
alised religious intolerance were
gradually abolished, however, and
our founding fathers took religious
frecdom so seriously that clause 116
of the Commonwealth of Australia
Constitution {oncof that document’s
few ‘human rights’ guarantees) pro-
hibits the Commonwealth from cs-
tablishing any relieion, from impos-
ing any religious ¢ scrvance or pro-
hibiting the free exercise of any reli-
gion, or from setting a religious test
as a qualification for public office.

The mainland States and Terri-
tories have also prohibited religious
discrimination, but their statutes,
as well as the Commonwealth’s Sex
Discrimination Act [1984), exempt
ordination absolutely, and other
practices of religions bodies and
schoolsunder their dircction, if they
arc ‘necessary to avoid offending the

susceptibilities of adherents
of that religion’.

00 MUCH UNKINDNESS AND
hypocrisy has been perpetrated under
that exemption, probably unlawful-
ly, for the ‘necessity’ of many offen-
sive practiccs—sexism is surely no
less a blasphemy against the human
spirit than racism—has not been
made out.

Once, the idea of the separation
of ‘Church and State’ was to protect









or liturgy, no notion of sacrament,
asidc from baptism, which was very
definitely full-immersion baptism.
A pretty austere tradition. Protes-
tants still protesting, still reacting
to the idea of embroidery. An cffort
to get back to the Source, and the
only pure sourcc of revelation wasin
the Scriptures.

My favourite Gospels are Luke
and John: Luke because he was a
practical idealist, in the sense that
he was a doctor and concerned with
justice; and John because he was a
mystic. There's always the two
halves of my upbringing and charac-
ter, as though there’s two parts al-
ways trying to balance cach other
up. I grew up with this indoor/out-
door business. My childhood was
one of outdoor activity, the life ot
doing things, usually very physical,
confronting kinds of things on, in or
under water. But also a lot of reading
and introspection as well. Half the
day out, half of it insidc, usually
determined by the weather, or more
to the point, the wind.

The Church community 1 was
raiscd in was very pragmatic, a very
hands-on religion. Telt very much a
part of something in that Church, as
a kid. Helt loved. But later I realised
that something was missing. The
plainncess and austerity weren’t sim-
ply a discipline, but a blindness to
mystery, a fear of Bigness and Beau-
ty. My tradition was in the grip of
the spiritual/physical divide, In the
end my own instinets won out. I the
spiritual world and the physical
world were so divorced, how come |
was feeling Grace in the natural
world? When T swam underwater
and scnsed the hugeness and bene-
volence of the Creator, the Holiness
of the world of creatures and things,
was I simply deluded? What about
the shivers of recognition 1 got from
Art? From other people’s liturgies,

from the smells of food and
- children?

- AL Wius: Prorir 1ook for the
influence of religion on your writ-
ing, but the ‘tangential influence of
the Bible as a literary text initself is
just as strong. I'm thinking of what
comes out of America’s old South—
that writing that picks up the ca-
dence of American speech and, at

the same time, seems to follow that
of the King James Bible. You like
that sort of writing and have talked
about its influence clsewhere. The
most recent example is Cormac
McCarthy.

Yes. You know, Faulkner, rcally,
before any. Faulkner alternates be-
tween his high Gothic style and his
high King Jamesian style. But cer-
tainly the best of the modern expo-
nents of that cadence is definitely
Cormac McCarthy; and cspecially
s0 in, say, Suttree, or in the latest
ones, All the Pretty Horses and The
Crossing. It just sounds like ... Old
Testament!

The voice of the Prophet.

Oh, it’s a wonderful sound. And it
rings bells for me, you know; bells
and whistles go off cverywhere. It's
not cven to do with the meaning of
what heis writing, it’sjust the sound
of it, the cadence of it. And I'find that
both alarming and attractive.

The influences you usually cite tend
to be English language writers, par-
ticularly Americans, starting with
Mark Twain. What about somcone
like Robert Louis Stevenson?

[ think Stevenson was being pun-
ished—and is still being punished—
for being popular. I 'love Stevenson.
Later in life T could sce the purity
and sparkle of his prosc, but when I
was a child Stevenson got me inter-
ested in reading as much as anybody
did. I went back to him as a student
because Iread somewhere that Jorge
Luis Borges revered him as his fa-
vourite writer. And then 1 knew
somebody who went to Buenos Aires
and read Stevenson, in a ritual way,
to Borges when his sight was totally
gonc and he was bed-ridden. That
fascinated me—goingalong to some-
body who would be seen to be per-
haps onc of the most sophisticated
and obtusc and difficult and post-
modern writers and reading Robert
Louis Stevenson to him.

What about the traditional Europe-
an masters: Flaubert, de Maupas-
sant, Zola, Dostoevsky, Kafka,
Camus!?

I've read most of those people and
admired some of them, but, no,
there's no hig ringing of the bells
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there. Endo, from Japan, is onc of my
favourites. I like Tolstoy and I like
Dostocvsky ... I think they're proba-
bly still the great novelists, but
there’s notalways that personal con-
nection there. I suppose my tradi-
tion rcally ends up being
modern American.

HAT AROUT AUSTRATIAN WITL-
ers? Tell me the story vou told nmie a
long time ago about the day in Subi-
aco Markets when a man offered
vou his place at a table ...
Oh, that’s right.

Are vou sure of who it was?

Oh, I'm certain of who it was. T was
very young, I'd just written my first
novel and it hadn’t come out. I was
with some friends at a food hall one
day—you know, dragged out to have
a rank mutton curry. Looking for a
table: no tables. And there was this
old bloke with a younger bloke, who
looked like his grandson .... He had
on an old shirt, he had a big, wiry
moustache, the hair ... anyway, he
got up and he offered me his table. It
took mec a couple of scconds to real-
isc who it was, as he walked away,
and 1t was Xavicer Herbert.

I wanted to say a hundred things.
I wanted to chasc after him but I was
just too embarrassed. T was too dumb-
struck and too shy. Becausc Capri-
cornia was abit of a turning point for
me, in my work.

I think Herbert really is a hugely
under-appreciated writer. With that
sensc of literary fun and the sound of
the people’s language and, on the
otherside, the high-flown style, plus
that mystical cdge.

I've always treasured that meet-
ing as my little moment. It was ter-
rific because it was unarranged. [
still get pleasure thinking about it. [
actually saw somcone living their
life. If I'd had to introduce mysclf or
gone up and donce the sycophantic
young writer thing, then he would
have been forced into his public per-
sona and I would have lost the mo-
ment.

* kK
I want to ask yvou about how vou

accept the supernatural and the nat-
ural as being as one. It follows
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through all your work and is ex-
pressed by Les Murray in the epi-
graph to That Eyc, The Sky: “...this
interleaved continuing plane’.
I was always frustrated with real-
ism, for some of the reasons that a
lot of pcople were frustrated with
realism. The realistic novels that 1
read didn’t include all of the reality
that I kncw. So if this was rcalism,
what about all the parts of life that [
had been perceiving that
weren’t included?

NYTHING THAT WAS SENSED to be
outsidc of the concercte was only
ever used in Gothice ghost stories. If
you look back at all the art up until
the middle of last century—nobody
secemed to have a big division on
what was real and what was super-
natural, or what was rcal and what
was super-real. T sce what people
might call the ‘magical realist’ or
surreal elements of my work as real-
ist. The world described as ... the
world as a given that I see. I think
that’s the world we live in and so |
don’t use those sorts of things—talk-
ing pigs or angels—as devices. I'm of
the Raymond Carver school: No
tricks.

All the same, those elements stand
out and have significance. The ghosts
in The Riders, the ghost horseman,
close the book.

And they open it, too, in a sense.
They're symbolic. It’s hard to know
... Scully, the main character in The
Riders, doesn’tactually perceive, he
hasn't really got a handle on these
mythical or ghostly medieval horse-
men. He hasn’t decided what they
are, in a sensc. He hasn’t had time to
think about it.

They don't particularly frighten him,
do thev?!

No. And they're not invisible or all
that ghostly. He goes down among
them and they smell of shit and they
smell of sweat. He touches the hors-
es’ flanks and he sees the dried blood
and he sces the sweat and the mud
on the men—half of them are young
boys. So, he knows that they/re there.
But he hasn’t been able to make up
his mind about them ... becausc he's
coldand the circumstances foree him
away from dealing with it properly
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and the next day he’s off on his
nightmare, which is what the book’s
about, it's a journey into the under-
world.

It's a real journey into the under-
world. This novel is one of the dark-
est things you've written. Scully is
tested more than most of your char-
acters.

Yes, he's a bit of a Job in that way.
But, unlike Ort {the main character
of That Eve, The Sky), his implaca-
ble faith is probably misplaced.

Ortis tested when he's presented
with a hidcoussituation (his father’s
inacomal, but he can perceive some
substantial hopc without destroying
himself. There is some sense in
which his father is still alive, he’s
still there—he’s gone for all intents
and purposcs, perhaps, in a mental
sense, but Ort believes and Ort’s
surrounded by nature and Ort appre-
hends grace through nature, through
the big cye that he sces the sky is.

Scully has a kind of rigid, blind
faith that is just an inability to be-
licve or to let things go. [t's a form of
self torturc. It’s almost like a sense-
less passion. He sees clues, he sees
chances, he sces hope where there is
no hope and he deludes himself.

Ort is my primitive contempla-
tive, my primitive mystic. He pro-
ceeds, sceing hope where it’s offered
tohim and sceing grace whereit’s, to
him, unavoidably seen; and Ort’s
pretty sensitive, Ort’s able to be qui-
et and to listen.

Scully, in the state that he’s in,
doesn’t do very much listening at
all. He’s all action. Scully sces him-
self as a bloke of action and he's
going to do this and he’s going to do
that. He tends to go before he’s fully
made his mind up. He never allows
himsclf to absorb any information
completely, he interrupts his own
thoughts with action and he tends to
see things where they aren’t. He con-
structs hisown false grace, ' suppose
you could say.

Heis just too keen to get on, he's
a docr, he’s too passionate about
forward movement and the story isa
sort of headlong forward move-
ment—it’s on rails. Sometimes he is
mad. He's the difference between
the fanatic and the saint.

To my mind a saint is someone

who, by grace and listening and hard
work, is actually apprchending and
seeing something thatis therc. Scul-
ly just thinks he can break down the
doors and get to what it is. Scully is
not waiting around foranybody! Per-
haps that’s his Australian malc na-
turc. And cverywhere he goes he’s
turncd away, cvery clucisaclue he’s
madec for himself and he gets to the
end of it and realises that he’s made
it for himself—or has he?—and he's
just unable to stay still long cnough
to apprehend properly.

So, insome degree, the nightmare is
of his own making.

Yes. Wedon’t know what's happened
to make his wite abandon him and
the child but we do know that the
process he goes through in those few
weeksafter beingabandoned is proh-
ably tougher than it needed to have
been. I mean, he almost destroys his
own child, hisownlife, cverything—
healmost takes the whole shipdown
with him. It’s all or nothing.

What the kid, Billie, his daugh-
ter, can sec that he can’t sce is when
it’s time to walk away, when it's
time to sce the silence (of the wife)
for what it is. Scully’s up against
silence in the same way that Ort’s up
against silence. Ort’s up against his
father’s coma and this big sky that
seems things to him, that he appre-
hends as benevolent but which nev-
cr speaks to him in words. They are
both ways of coming up against
mystery.

And I'm thinking of In the Win-
ter Dark, which, again, is about peo-
ple coming up against mystery. Per-
haps the mystery is of their own
making, pcrhaps what’s out there is
not an animal, perhaps it’s just a
sum of all their fears and nightmares
and guilt—but they go out looking
for it with dire consequences, too.
They go bollicking out there and get
themselves all sorts of strife—the

blokes do, at the expensc of
the women.

CULLY’S TRYING TO BAsH down the
doors of meaning, trying to assail the
silence and it’s just disaster. He's
only saved by the wisdom of the kid,
who draws him away. He goes back
to the riders and he realises, in an
intuitive sense, that he’s like these
people, he's like somebody trapped



in time. He's trapped in his own idea
of who he is and what his life is and
who he belongs withand to. He's not
budging from that and it’s destroy-
ing him. He's going to be like these
medicval horsemen who are stuck
in time, who turn up at the front of
this castle keep looking for some-
thing that never appears.

Flannery O’Connor’s Mystery
and Manners is one of my favourite
non-fiction works. 1t’s like a hymn
book or a prayer book to me. She
says, ‘What the fiction writer will
discover, if he discovers anything at
all, is that he cannot move or mould
reality in the interests of abstract
truth. The writer learns, perhaps
morce quickly than the reader, to be
humble in the face of what is.’

And that's what Scully’s having
to deal with, what is is the fact that
he’s been deserted without explana-
tion, without the likelihood of any
explanation being torthcoming.
Sooncer or later, he's just going to
havetocopewith that. Andhewon't.
Not until the end of the book he
won't.

The Riders is once of the dark
books. That Eve, The Sky and Cloud-
street arc the books where 'm trying
to work on idcas of what could be.
They are a bit more sunny, a bit
more sentimental, visions rather
than nightmarcs. The Riders is a
nightmare in the same way that In
the Winter Dark was a nightmare.

There’s a character a bit like Scully,
with the same determination, in
your story, Wilderness, which was
inScission, wasn 't it, published back
in 1985,

Wilderness is as closc as Tever got to
copying or being derivative of
O’Connor and it’s my O’Connor sto-
ry. [used to work on this stuff: ‘“The
problem of the novelist who wishes
to write about a man’s encounter
with this God is how hc shall make
the experience—which is both natu-
ral and supernatural—understanda-
ble, andcredible, to hisrcader.’ That's
Flanncry O’Connor again.

But in depicting or using the super-
natural, there's always that prob-
lem of where you step over that line
of what’s believable.

Of making it believable? Yes, and

where you step over the line of not
being humble in the face of what is.
Where you can try to bend reality to
suit yourself, which is where propa-
ganda and the tatry, sentimental,
inspirational novel of the heart
comes out—mediocrity. And also
thosc devotional books. 1think they
arc very present in a patsy Christian
tradition of writingand they’re huge-
ly present in a lot of teminist and
Marxist writing where the writer
doesn’t own up to what the world is
like, to what reality is like. They
shift it to suit themscelves. You can
smell a rat quickly, you can smell a
phony there.

Fiction is all about copying what
is and sceing what might be and also
what’s available. It’s about bcing
forced to cope with reality. That's
why fiction is more potent and more
strange and mysterious than pam-
phlet writing. My specific interest
has always been in trying to find a
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language thatincludes, incorporates,
discusscs religion without it having
to rely slavishly on the Western
Christian metaphors.

I'm interested in theology com-
ing out of placc and out of a certain
time—out of a place, out of a region,
outof a culture. I think that the new
Reformation is the liberation theol-
ogy of the New World, which I think
is the biggest thing that’s happened
since the Reformation. Thisis where
people’s praxis, the things that peo-
ple are doing, arc informing their
theology, where it comes out of a
time. As a writer I'm fascinated by
things being located in time and
place, and saying, “This is our expe-
rience’.
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Being born into a culture that's
irreligious, being brought up within
a ghetto that is religious, and a ghet-
towithin the greater ghetto of Chris-
tendom, U've got this double thing of
having religion and having faith and
having almost nothing in common
with the surrounding culture. And
then have to represent that and not
be self-conscious about including it
as part of the world that people inmy
books sce—so I've got to tind a new
language that’s authentic and which

doesn’t relax into clerical
stereotypes.

HE REASON GGRAHAM GRLENL can
get to things quicker than I can is
becausce he can have clerical charac-
ters, he can have the structure of the
Church, he can have the buildings of
the Church itsclt—people are in uni-
form. There were a whole lot of
givens there that he can work with
that just weren’t there for me and
won’t be there for people with my
background. We've got to do a whole
different set of manocuvres and go
through a wholc sceparate process of
thought in order to make oursclves
understood.

O’Connor found that, being a
Catholic in the Protestant South.
That was the advantage, that was
the itch tor her—to be weirder than
the weird. To the people who were
sacrificing goats on the bonnets of
their Chevies in Main Street she was
weirder than them. Same deal with
snake handlers.,

Anyway, what 1 was struggling
with—and you cansceitin An Open
Swimmer and in Shallows, T start
getting a better handle on it in Scis-
sion, stories like Lantern Stalk—
was getting back to a notion of a
distinctive, primitive if you like,
Christian religion coming out of a
specific place; an Australian flavour,
It’s Christian folk religion. I'm try-
ing to parc itback to get somenotion
of Australian primal, primitive reli-
gion, which is what Ort gets.

Australian spirituality.

Yes. [ was trying to do it so that not
cvery metaphor is received. There
aren’tany new metaphors really, but
there are new places and there are
new circumstances and thereare new
cultures. AndIthink you can’t avoid
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the difference in people’s outlook.
That’s what I was struggling for, to
try to find a new language for the
numinous or a new colour on the
Christian shape, a new thread in the
story.

There's traces of what 1 take to be
that in such things as Cloudstrect
and also in In the Winter Dark—of
this sense of the immensity of this
country, this continent.

And as I've said lots of times before,
here we are, perhaps the most irreli-
gious culturc on carth, living in per-
haps the most religious and spiritual
and mystical of continents, with at
least 40,000 years of continuous
human habitation. And our culture
is showing the attention deficit to
the wisdom of the people who have
been here all this time. It’s not just a
matter of know-how, it’s a matter of
understanding, of apprehension.

* k *

How real can evil get in one persont?
Where does a person slip into being
notjust wrong, not just making a bit
of a mistake, but wilfully doing
something that's evil?
There are a lot of pecople who will be
the agents of cvil in a mistaken way.
Anybody who makes a statistical
error, on occasion, in a public bu-
reaucracy, are able to perpetrate evil
without even knowing what they’ve
donce. I think there is an inherent
structural ... stink that hangs over
some institutions and burcaucracies.
There’s a sense that the thing is
morc than the sum of its parts, the
structure of it. And that explains a
lot of people’s involvement in a lot
of things in this century. The fact
that youarc able to be removed from
conscquences is, perhaps,
the modern condition.

UT THLE POINT AT WHICH you be-
come evil ... my feeling would be at
the point when you realise that you
arc wrong and you proceed regard-
less, and you cven proceed enjoying
that and being proud of that—that’s
cvil.Itinterests me how evasive mod-
crn people are about cvil. 7 ey are
very unwilling to say that some-
thing is wrong in the first place be-
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causc wrongisjustaccording to what
your values arc. You have to scarch
among people tofind something that
they’re unequivocally opposcd to.
We've got to that stage where every-
thing is so relative.

Sowhere does the idea of sin go?! Are
there sins? What about the sin of
pricde?

Yes, 'm preeey old-fashioned about
that. I still hold to the idea of origi-
nal sin.

[ just can’t sce it as avoidable. If the
culture is bending over so far back-
wards to ascribe reasons for behav-

tour of the most bestial kind—and
all thosc reasons end up being socio-
logical, developmental reasons—
they end up as tenets of faith. It’s
almost an act of faith that people
will find some sociological rcason
that explains the horror of what peo-
ple are capable of doing.

But nobody, including the people
themselves, ever believes the expla-
nation. I don’t think our socicty has
come to the point where we really do
believe it when we pick up the news-
paper and look at the padophilia
trials and the guy says, ‘Well, T was
interfered with as a child.”

Docs that make any difference to
how any of us feel about it? Do we
cver believe him? [ think that people
belicve, OK, this begets this begets
this, but nobody ever really feels
that this has anything to do with, or
ceverexcuses, thenature of the crime.

Let's go a little further ito what
vou mean by ‘original sin’ ...

I think that's the flaw in our nature.
I think it’s demonstrable, it's wit-
nessable cvery day. You are hard
pressed to find somcbody who
doesn’t have those kinds of signs of
the flaw in them. And I don’c mean
thatin the sensc of ‘people are worth-
less” because their natural tendency
is just as much to avail themsclves
of the dark as it is of the light.

The story of Adam and Evceis the
mythical construct of that. Although
it’s problematic, it makes sensc to
me. Emotionally, I can sce that. Tcan
see that, given the nature of people
and the free will that they have and
usc, it's a sign of our nature that we
will often, or at least some of the
time, choose what we know is cither
destructive or has consequences of
destruction or difficulty for other
people or for oursclves. Of course,
wealsomake positive choices—more
often than not, hopefully. How many
Gardens of Eden do we need to go
through to see our nature? It doesn't
have to be apples.

How much do stories like that per-
petuate that culture?

I don’t know. If somebody told me
that the patriarchal nature of that
story was hugely influential on our
culture, I'd believe them. If chey had
finally got the proof that it wasn'e, |
just as casily believe them. T don't
know. Frankly, I don’t think that at
this stage in our culture that most
people even know the story anyway.

There's one other aspect of our tra-
ditional religious culture that does
have a tremendous influence. and
has had for millennia, and that’s
that God's a man. That's the big
one.
Yes. 1 can sce that in that case the
naming and the giving of gender to
God can be, ultimately, destructive.
For me, it’s no problem! Because
I don’t perceive of God as somebody
with a penis ornot a penis. Ora male
nature, if there is such a thing: Ora
female nature, if there is such a thing.
Or a racial nature, if there is such a
thing. And Tknow women who don’t
have any problem cither. But I also
know women who do have a prob-
lem with thatand, ifitis abig enough
problem, then I think that warrants
thinking about.



The problem there is language.
Any notion, any namec, any word,
any picture we have of God will have
tobcametaphor. Theology isameta-
phorical exploration. T don’t think
it’s possible to apprehend God with-
out metaphors. I think theology has
come out of times and places, and
the metaphors usually evolve organ-
ically and arc what pictures people
arc able to make of God and come to
consensus about. When those meta-
phors cease to become uscful, cease
to become liberating, then they have
to be rethought. 1 don’t there’s any
problem with that. And I don’t think
that precludes the notion forascarch
for characteristics or nature.

Lets talk about rebirth and healing.
I'm thinking of Cloudstreet and the
birth of the baby and the way that
healed the house. 1 suggest that
sometimes healing doesn't comie -
cever, Sometimes the damage is done,
the thing is broken and it stavs that
wav. If anvthing, it's just going (o
cet worse. How do vou fit that into
vour schenie of things?

The unrelieved suffering question?

The unrelieved suffering question
and this idea that there is absolute-
Iv no hope. The spine or the mind
stays broken. It's not going to get
better and any hope is completely
unrealistic.

Idon’t have an answer to that. Well,
I don’t have a neat answer. T don’t
know why ... I believe miracles oc-
cur. I think I've seen them happen.
But I don’t know why they occur for
some people but not other people.
And I don’t know why they ..

It's not willing them to happen.
No. Oh, no. It’s not faith. Miracles
don’t come from faith. The evangel-
ical Pentecostalist with the cash reg-
isters will always tell you that you
arc not healed because your faith
isn’t strong ecnough, which is a form
of torture to somcebody to say that.
There's no way ..

That gets close to evil.

Yes, Fthink that’s right on the mon-
¢y for evil. There is no equivalence
between faith and reward. There is
no cquivalence between faith and
movement. And, sometimes, there

isn’t much of arelationship between
faith and belief. Some of the people
who want hardest to believe are not
able to believe and some of the peo-
ple who don’t try very hard arc able
to believe—and not ¢ven in a super-
ficial way, they haveabelicf, astrong,
comforting, nurturing, nutritional
belicf [laughs]—in the sensc of some-
thing that fceds them—nurturing
wasn’t quite strong cnough.
Miracles are incidental. The fact
of the Resurrection isn’t as powerful
as the symbolic meaning of
the Resurrection.

OU CAN SLE T in the Seriptures,
you can see it in Jesus’s behaviour,
his frustration at pcople missing the
point, not getting it about the mira-
cles, asking them not even to tell
anybody that they were happening,
flecing from them, on occasion—
thisis not the poing, you know, you're
getting the smoke and the noise but
not the music. It's what I'm saying,
it’s what I'm offering, it's what I'm
being that’s the deal. The restof it is
just incidental. It’s a sort of a regular
refrainin the New Testament where
Jesus says to them, ‘Go away, don’t
tell anybody and belicve’

You never get the follow-up case
histories of all these people who are
healed in the Scriptures—and my
barc-faced bet is that hardly any of
them cver go on to be believers, be-
causc a healing isn’t enough. And 1
know people like that, who, in reli-
gious circumstances, have been in
some small way or big way healed
and they don’t go on and believe—it
isn’t enough to them.

Healing the body mayv not be enough
to heal the mind.
No

Is that what vou meant when vou
said that vou've witnessed mira-
clest

No, I think I've seen ...

Or have vou scen miracles?

Well, T don’t think I'd cven answer
properly I've seen Yes, I've
known people whohave been healed,
but they’ve never wanted to be pub-
licaboutit. And they wouldn’t speak
about it. And I couldn’t ... without
being evasive, I'd rather not talk
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about it because it’s not something 1
can arguc for cither one way or the
other. You know, whatam I goingto
do? Drag them up and use them as
case studies? I'm a reasonably scep-
tical person...'veeven been to things
like healing services and ceremo-
nics and whatever else and T don't
feel good when 1 go to things like
that, you know, I'm not into that.

It’s out on the looser edge of things

there, isn't it?

Ycah, and also, I'm always worried

about people’s motives. I mean, it’s

bad cnough at the best of times, but
It’s all pretty loose goose out

there.

* % K

What do vou think was yvour hardest
picce of writing! What reallv cost
you the most sweat?

Shallows, 1 think. Two and a half
years. To some extent it shows the
labour, which is sad. I'tele like T was
killing mysclf over Shallows and 1
think the reason was that T was too
YOUNg to write it, too young to at-
tempt it. 1 knew at the time, and
people were telling me all the time,
in ten years you'll probably make a
rcal go of this book, you’ll know
more. But being the young gung-ho
Protestant boy living on hormones 1
just went at it. [ was 20 and still at
university when Istarted Shallows.
I had to slave over it and it was
discouraged by the academic who
was supervising me as a project for
it. It was rejected by the publishers
after 'dsubmittedit. Thad to fight to
get it published. Tt was only duc to
the intervention of other people that
it was published.

It won the Miles Franklin Award.
Yes, but Falways have good Tuck in
bad years.

So vou do believe in luck.
Australian letters hasalean yearand
[ get inunder the gate, as somcehodv
very sensitively told me.

H. A. Willis is a freclance writer who
lives in Perth.

Tim Winton’s most recent novel,
The Riders, was published in Sept-
ember by Macmillan Australia.
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Looking for a home of
ler own: Arab womuan at
the Damascus Guate,
East Jerusalem.
Photo: Emmuanuel Sunlos.
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ESTERN MEDIA HAVL generally
reported peace ‘breakchroughs’ in the
Middle East—ceremonies on the
White House lawn, Yasscr Arafat’s
return to Gaza, the agreement be-
tween Israel and Jordan—with anote
of triumph. That scnse of triumph,
however, may well be premature and
is certainly not shared by all inhab-
itants of the region.

The peace process has opponents
on both sides, of course—hardline
Israclis and hardline Palestinians and,
other Arabs. We know somecthing
about these opponents and have seen
the destruction they can wreak, in
Hcbron and in Buenos Aires, in Leb-
anon and in London. But do we really
understand the deep sense of griev-

EUREKA STREET

e SEPTIMEER 1994

ance they feel? My
concern here is with
the Arab and Islamic
opponents, for the
Isracli opponcents
have a very different
agenda and descerve
separate treatment.
Perhaps the best
starting point for
such a reflection s
the Palestine Libera-
tion Organisation it-
sclf. The PLO has
beenaroundforalong
time now, and has
been associated in
many people’s minds
with acts of terror-
ism, for it was
through terrorism
that the issuce of Pal-
estine was put on the
international agenda.
In the minds of oth-
ers, the PLO is asso-
ciated with libera-
tion, for the dividing
line between a ‘terrorist” and a ‘free-
dom fighter” is always a narrow one.
In this respect the PLO is similar
to another terrorist organisation of
days gone by, the African National
Congress. In fact the leaders of the
twoorganisations, Yasser Arafat and
Nelson Mandcla, share a certain em-
pathy as well, and Arafat was invited
to Mandela’s inauguration as Presi-
dent of South Africa. Like the PLO,
in its terrorist past the ANC was
scen as a Soviet proxy, and was out-
lawed and its leaders imprisoned.
And, like the PLO, it was at the same
time a liberation organisation strug-
gling for the rights of an oppressed
people. Today, however, the ANC's
fortuncs have changed dramatically.
[tisan internationally respected rul-
ing party, and its lcader has become
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Imperilled are the
peacemakers

The Middle East ‘peace process’ is not off track
vet, but it is hardly a triumphal progress either.

the democratically elected President
of South Africa.

Now comparc the ANC to the
PLO, for it too has ‘come in from the
cold’. Yasser Arafat has beenreccived
by the US President as well as by
Nelson Mandela, but unlike the tri-
umphant Mandcla, Arafat scems to
have reccived little more than the
mavyorship of Gaza, with only the
vaguest promises of more to come in
the future.

It is easy to sce why some Pales-
tinians fcel bitter at this turn of
cvents. They arguce that the present
round of peace agreements, like the
Camp David agrcement between Is-
racl and Egypt in the late '70s, arc
born of Arab weakness. Further, they
arguce that these new agreements are
the result of US financial and diplo-
matic pressure on unrepresentative
Arab governments. King Husscin of
Jordan, for example, has received sig-
nificant financial aid, including a
cancellation of debts, in return for
his appearance on the White House
lawn, just as Egyptian President
Anwar Sadat did after signing the
Camp David agrcements. The US
continues to provide financial aid to
Egypt today.

Isracl, on the other hand, has
entered chis latest round of agree-
ments from a position of considera-
ble strength, and has been able to
negotiate with characteristic hard-
hcadedness. And, after the Gulf War,
it has been in the interest of the US
to show some movement on the Mid-
dle East peace front. This perhaps
cxplains why the latest agreements
have been greeted with such rapture
by the largely US-dominated inter-
national media.

For the average Palestinian, how-
cver, the Gaza-Jericho Agreement
has brought no real betterment of
his or her lot. Isracli settlements
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Using childhood
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= HIS 1S THE VERSION OF JACK AND JiLL I thought was the true one:

Jack and Jill went up the hill
To fetch a pail of water;

Jack fell down

And broke his crown,

And [ill came tumbling after.

Then up Jack got

And home did trot

As fast as he could caper;

And went to bed

To mend his head

With vinegar and brown paper.

Then I'read that Jocelynne Scutt, the feminist lawyer, was brought up on a different Jack and Jill: ‘1

must have been three or four, in a discussion with my older sister about the sexist content of Jack and
Jill, and how, in the second verse, Jill gets into trouble for everything and has to wrap Jack’s crown in
vinegar and brown papcr, whercas I'm sure they both had to tumble down the hill and she would have
been distressed and hurt. But, no, she has to have the stiff upper lip and minister to Jack.’

In The Oxford Dictionary of Nursery Rhiymes, there is no Scutt version and the preferred second

verse is:

Up Jack got, and home did trot,

As fast as he could caper,

To old Dame Dob, who patched his nob

With vinegar and brown paper.

The nearest I was able to come to the offending version was a verse in which the real business is

Then Jill came in,

And she did grin,

To see Jack's paper plaster;
Her mother whipt her,

Across her knee,

For laughing at Jack’s disaster
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between mother and daughter. This would hardly satisfy Jill’s supporters, but at least it brings Jill to
centre stage.



That scemed to be it. But just recently a student showed me a page in the 1965 cdition of Dean’s
Gift Book of Nursery Rhymes, illustrated by Janet and Grahame Johnstone. The text gives my version of
Jack and Jill—but the illustrations have Scutt’s. Down in the right-hand comer, a little girl, blonde and
curly and with round cheeks, is dabbing at the scalp of a boy who looks just as boys are supposed to,
simultaneously heroie and helpless.

As it happens, Tam not much intercsted in who has the right Jack and Jill. What interests mic is that
an ideological point is made with a picce of childhood, that a childhood experience is used to justify a
public carcer and, presumably, the private life that sustains it. I have come to think of ‘childhood’ as a
thing we carry about in our grown-up heads, a thing we arc constantly polishing and editing, or even
rewriting: a narrative that places us. In this sense, childhood is sclective and open to revision, a con-
struct shaped by who we are and what we are about in the here and now. It belongs as much to the
present as to the past, and as we play the game of pro vita sua it is the joker in every hand.

Richard Coe writes in When the Grass Was Taller that the problems in writing ‘the Childhood” are
first ‘the accuracy of memory’ and sccond ‘the constantly changing relationship between the self who
writes and the self who is remembered’. Goethe, Chateaubriand and Wordsworth ‘all spent the better
part of half a century struggling with successive versions of their carlier selves’. There was a time, of
course, when childhood did not exist: children had no mind till their first syllogism and no heart till
their first kiss. In the 18th century’s discovery of childhood the pivotal figure was Rousscau, because he
remembered his nurse beating him on the bum when he was 11. Childhood became both another world,
in which children have ideas and feelings that make them more than seedling adults, and a distinctive
presence in the adult world. Then Freud made childhood a major preoccupation of the century that is
now coming to a closc.

The problem of memory is a real one. But the other problem interests me more—the need for the
self of childhood and the self of adulthood to work out some story on which they can both agree. How do
we use our childhoods to construct an identity with which we can live, and how do we use it to con-
struct a political ideology, where we act for others? 1 want to explore the idea that childhood, as Oscar
Wilde said of youth and the young, is wasted on children, that it is experienced only by the adult the
child becomes, understood only in retrospect and then only in an endless series of revisions.

Pcople who obscrve childhood by observing children directly would not care for these questions,
and it is true that not properly listening to children ts one of the oldest crimes against humanity. But
looking to children themselves does not guarantece their being heard. Those British children in the serics
7-Up are in competition for their childhoods with people determinced to tell them who they arc every
scven years. In newer versions of the series, particularly the one made in the ruins of the Berlin Wall,
adult politicking all but drowns out the children’s thoughts. Indeed, whether we are children or adults,
we arc all under pressurce to frame our childhoods according to public meaning. In the decade of child
abuse, there are memory consultants to bring our pasts up to date, and critics to tell

Blanche 1Y’ Alpuget she’d got her childhood wrong when she didn’t moralise in
the expected manner.

GROWN-UP DAUGHTER SPENDING A WISTFUL AFTERNOON with her mother over - ‘\

the photo albums—this must be about as far as you can get from an ideological
use of childhood, or even from using childhood at all. It is about finding a
truth, not developing a line. ‘“There were 30 years of photos and memorics spread
in a jumble over the table. My mother and I dipped into them at random, rest-
ing our elbows on the faces and places of decades past, looking for the people
we were then and for the clusive, youthful signposts of what we would be- L_/
come.” At one point the mother was speaking about one of the pictures, about

getting it enlarged and so on, but the daughter ‘wasn’t listening any more. |

was gazing at a casual portrait of myself scated in a chair, cyes, even at seven .

years of age, serious and questioning, considering the world. Tstudiced that face, éf\q

7

trying to trace the woman Lhad become in the child that T was. Would the child
be pleased with the adult? Thoped so.’
Childhood is here a shrine burdenced with innocence, an oracle not for k"
ideology but for the wisdom of babes and sucklings. Trying to contact that
child, the daughter picked up the picture of her seven-year-old self: ‘Carefully |
passcd it on to my mother, “Look at that.” My voice was soft, [ waited, won-
dering what insights she would add to the child that had become me. But each
of us studies the past for different signposts. “My God!”, exclaimed my moth-
er, “Did T rcally think that wallpaper was sophisticated?”. And together we
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laughed.” The shrine was just a dandelion after all and the child is mute. The story, which promised to
be simple and elevating, becomes complicated and depressing, a Mommy Dearest story dressed in whimsy
with its terrible theme a rejecting mother lodged at the core of her daughter’s adult self. The younger
woman’s dalliance with the photo album has only confirmed her belief that ‘the child

‘that had become me’ is lost to her because she cannot compete with the next
I bright thing that catches her mother’s eye.

ONCE MET A MAN who said he’d slammed the door on his childhood at 18, vowing never to give it
another thought, and he hasn’t. But out of sight is not always out of mind and a man’s childhood may lie
in wait till he’s down, as in the pathos of dying soldiers calling for their mother in a foreign land.
Sometimes we prefer to work on other people’s childhood instcad of our own. Typically, the hard-boiled
detective hero has had his childhood stolen from him and his mission is to give other children their
childhood back. Ross Macdonald’s Lew Archer roams the real and suburban deserts of California look-
ing for lost boys and girls he can restore to their gricving families. Some people treat their childhood as
a mystery containing clues to the meaning and direction of their life. D.M. Thomas, author of The
White Hotel, remarked of his psychoanalysis: ‘T had this constant sense of expectation that there would
come this moment of great revelation when I would discover that my mother had seduced me at three
years old or something—which would cure all my ills.” Perhaps most of us are hoping for a ‘Rosebud’ of
our own among the junk in our attic.

The recovery of a childhood promises continuity, but it can bring surprises. Adults sometimes fear
it the way children fear discovering they're adopted. News items still recall the Hollywood melodramas
of the '40s which featured mistaken identities, newborns mislabelled in hospital, and shock revelations
at the reading of the will: aunts who turn out to be mothers not allowed to keep their child, or orphans
recognised at last, like Cinderella. Bill Clinton even found a brother in the White House. Unexpected
news from childhood can lead to a new beginning but most of us probably want the reassurance that we
had a good upbringing, that we are the proud possessors of a normal childhood that no friend might be
embarrassed by and no enemy will be able to usc against us.

Certainly for many people who are middle class and vote right-of-centre, the best childhood is a
conventional childhood and, anyway, it’s a private matter. Here is ‘Lou’ with his list of what didn’t
happen in his childhood:

I'was born at a very young age (laughter), had a normal middle -class upbringing, childhood. Very
stable home, parents never fought or anything like that. The hasic theme of our home life was harmony
. It'sjust a very normal, very normal sort of home life, whatever you call normal, no moments of great
conflict. A level sort of existence. Everything was within certain parameters, there were no extreme
highs or extreme lows.

‘A level sort of existence’ cven on the first day at school: ‘I remember kids howling leaving their
mothers, being really distraught. Tjust stood there and watched what was going on. Wasn't traumatic at
all.” Lou boasts ‘a typical middle-class upbringing’, a social category saving him from the anxictics of
any psychology tailored to his inner life. Another tactic is to put childhood on hold, like the man
cmbarking on ] . first full gay love affair who puts his interviewer off with ‘Look, I'm enjoying where
I'm at now. [ had a nicc childhood, but I'm not anxious to go and re-live it

Then there are those who return to their childhood precisely because it was traumatic. These are
artists and paticnts, Ingmar Bergman in Fanny and Alexander a distinguished example of the first,
Freud himsclf a paradoxical example of the second. Other people turn to music and painting and dance
for signs that there is more to them than what they’ve become, that they had a childhood that contained
a sclf that a career and a family haven’t quite extinguished.

Childhood can be used for sclf-excuse or self-reproof. It may be confessed to the way sins are told to
the priest, though the confessions be as sccular and shameless as Rousscau’s. At the other extreme,

St Augustine’s childhood is a memory bank of wickedness drawn on in spiritual
crisis. Childhood can also be used for revenge.

MY CHILDHOOD CAN BE A CLUB TO BEAT YOURS WITH, as when a Labor Minister for Education rebuked
protesting students for not being a patch on his revolutionary youth, and we all lecture our children for
being more affluent at 16 than we were at 30. But a rewritten childhood can patch things up, can show
sympathy or pay tribute. It can be used simply to record an existence, to say I was there, there T am,
that’s what I was like. Intellectuals enjoy charting the growth of their ideas, what they were reading
when, seeing how much wiscr they’ve become or being reminded how precocious they were. Of course,
they risk discovering how they’ve slowed © wnor Toylvel g S

almost clinical approach that goes down well at dinner parties in whicn we pecome specimens to our-
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sclves, surprisingly pleased to be introvert or extrovert, Taurus, Virgo or Gemini. Presumably this is
because we are not alone and, being generic, not to blame.

It may be diffcrent for women. Though feminist biographies may still be catching up, at this mo-
ment in history women readers are licensed to read what another woman writes as if it were autobiog-
raphy. Whatever the subject matter, women rcaders recad women writers as if every woman’s book is
really a note from the underground childhood they all shared but weren’t frec to speak about before.
Gender samizdat. Something like this may occur wherever there are newly liberated groups discovering
the writers among them-—East Germans, for cxample, and Chinesec students exiled in the West.

What happens to childhoods when history itself is disrupted? What stories are Russian parents
telling their children as they queue for their Big Macs? At the Sigmund Freud Institute in Frankfurt, a
man reported that in Holland cvery elderly citizen, encouraged by tales of a nation’s Resistance, has a
childhood they want to talk about, while in Germany, it is not only the Third Reich they won't talk
about but the child they are ashamed they were then.

Folk singers and novelists, as well as historians in what is called oral history, recover childhood in
forgotten games and rhymes, in curses, in maps of lost landscapes and torn-down buildings and aban-
doned streets, in family sayings and remedics, in lists of things stuck on the fridge, in mother’s recipes,

in the lopsided blind and the dunny door that would never shut properly—as well
B as in all the names of the people who formed the crowd in our childhood epic.

UT THE conservation OF CHILDHOOD, charming as its results often are, has its dangers. It diminishes
childhood by leaving out its rough psychology, treating its emotional wildernesses and forests, its sex-
uality, violence, fear, hatred and guilt, as if they were not much more than cute, like bonsai plants.
Childhood can become a theme park for nostalgic grown-ups, a costume drama in which the villains are
only pretending—or so monstrous as to be completely alien—and the children are
happy little Vegemites with their minds on nothing but the new bicycle, the video J S
game and the trip to Disncyworld at Christmas. 2 (“\
The past can be a game families use to make contact in the present. Funny stories ‘A !\Q‘\‘
are standard here, claborated, exaggerated and doubly familiar—like the one about the é J .
uncle who was shaving the corpse that farted, and the apprentice who ran away on his —
first day wailing he’d never be back! The childhoods of parents reassure the young
that their world extends behind them and ahead of them, that they are surrounded by
a host of guardian angels disguised as jolly and unreliable uncles and stern but heart-

.
of-gold aunts, barcly remembcered mad cousins, a neighbour whose ‘yoo-hoo’ would
send half the family out the front door on sudden errands. Pondering the idea that L
their parents had to meet and fall in love for their own lives to begin, children ¢xperi-
ence a frisson at almost not-being as they drink in the tale of two families converging
over time and space, of strange coincidences and near-things that saved their mum ™
and their dad from marrying somebody elsc and having different children. In the film
Back To The Future, a boy travels through time to make sure his parents get together
in time so that he gets born as precisely himself.
There’s another side to this for children whose parents separate. Conrad Black
describes the small voice of his five-ycar old son on the transatlantic phone: ‘But don’t
you love mummy just a little bit?” The shared biographies of blended families, the
story of how wc all came to be together this way must be hard
to begin but vital to attempt.
IHE FIRST AUDIENCE FOR OUR CHILDHOOD 18 OURSELVES. Politicians and other famous

people have an interest in building a version of childhood into their image, but it
works better if they beliceve it themselves. Lyndon Johnson convinced himself his
grandaddy fought and died at the Alamo, though it suited him politically as well.
Ronald Reagan constructed for himself a childhood that was morc American than
Huckleberry Finn’s by editing out his horn-rimmed glasses and pipe, and his hound’s-
tooth jacket, and his mother’s demand that he play her husband in the psychodramas
of marriage she wrote for the local church. Margaret Thatcher claimed a strict up-
bringing and used it to attack the welfare state and as a model for an entreprencurial
Britain. She left out her competition with her mother and her sister, the politics of her
growing up, while Benazir Bhutto, in a political battle with her mother and brother,
insists with presidential vigour that her father chose her as his successor. Bob Hawke
graced his ambition to be Prime Minister of Australia with a biblical prophecy vouch-

s
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safed to his mother and with stories of how all who obscrved his boyhood and youth were filled with
amazement. Hawke made his calling his own with a ‘near-decath’ experience after crashing his motorcy-
cleat 18, Som  aing like this scems de rigueur for male reformist leaders with any pretence to charisma
and it can be very usctul if, Hke President Clinton, their story includes rescuing their mother from a
violent (stepifather.

There ought to be as many childhoods as there arc people on the planct, but sadly that isn’t the
case. On reflection, my remark about childhood being wasted on children is not so funny since for
centuries children all over the world have been robbed of their childhoods in mines and paddy ficlds, in
the chimneys of grand houses, in boarding schools, and refugee camps and wherever they are hurt or
neglected. We thought the worst of that was over, at least in the richer societies, with progressive
education, child-carc and familics small enough to afford their children ‘quality time.” 1t is not, and high
on any agenda of social justice today must be the harm donce to children.

And yet, this is surcly a time when charity really must begin at home. Adults
will only cherish children when they can cherish childhood, when they are not
afraid of their own childhood or a complete stranger to it. We cannot expect
adults without childhoods to know the first thing about responding to the mind
and heart of a child.

When we begin thinking about childhood we are starting on the road
towards understanding children. Richard Coc reminds us that in
the sclf-portrait-as-child we arc after our ‘unique qualities” and
it should portray us in all our worldly ‘insignificance’:

And this sense of the significance of the ap-
parently insignificant self, who has accom-
plished nothing, invented nothing, created
nothing, can be appreciated only in a con- / '2
paratively democratic social and cultural { (« EQ
climate... The cultures which have produced
the greatest flowering of Childhood literature ! \
are those which, in one way or another, are or
have been inspired with an ideal of democracy
and of equality: France and England, North Ameri-
ca and Australia, the emergent Third World, and—
perhaps paradoxically—Russia. )

A(;unn SOCIETY REQUIRES citizens who have some ramshackle

semblance of a sclf. And sclves need childhoods rich enough to sus-

tain them. The other civilising work of adulthood, besides seeing to the
children, has to be protecting the childhood in us that is ours to transact a self
with.

I come back to Jack and Jill. A surprising number of people leave out their brothers and sisters when
they talk about their childhood. Tt is as if the childhood we all want is a story of mum, dad and me, a
story in which we are our own hero. But Jack’s full story would include Jill’s story, and Jill’s would
include Jack’s. A childhood should be the history of sibling relations as well, a history in which the
equivalents of The People and The Middle Class get the attention Kings and Queens, Prime Ministers
and Presidents do, who stand for parents. Some such ‘de-centring’ is needed to guard against childhoods
that are nothing more than bedtime stories that help us drift off to sleep while the light is on and a
soothing voice can still be heard.

That said, we should not expect Jack or Jill to include everybody and everything. We share our
stories, and it does not matter that Jack’s story of the incident on the hill never completely matches
Jill's. What's important is that Jill’s version gets to press too, and that they cach ponder the complex and
sometimes baffling role of the other as they construct their story about growing up Jack or growing nn

Jill.

G1 ° im Little tcaches political psychology at the University of Melbourne. His most recent book, Friend-
ship, is published by Text Publishing.
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of passport control, surveil-

lance of those who have
overstayed their visas, and deten-
tion. Dctention ensures that no one
will enter the Australian communi-
ty until they have been given valid
documents, and confines those who
will be deported.

For these reasons the Committee
was persuaded by the submission of
the Immigration Department that
detention is necessary. It claimed
further that detention is legally jus-
tifiablc and that it has support with-
in the community.

On these assumptions, it is not
the practice of detention, but the
length of time for which some peo-
ple have been detained, that forms
the problem to be addressed. The
Committee therefore sought to
shorten the length of detention. Ac-
cordingly it took comfort from re-
cently more efficient processes of
determining refugee status; it went
outside its  terms of reference to
recommend that opportunities for
litigation be curtailed, and it recom-
mended that the Minister be given
discretion to release people  from
detention in cases of special need.

Thus the argument and the rec-
ommendations of the Report rest on
its initial asscrtion that the deten-
tion of all unauthorised arrivals is a
necessary and appropriate element
in ¢nsuring the integrity of Austral-
ian immigration policy. It is preoc-
cupicd with the need to control.

Control

Control has an important and legit-
imate role in government. It has to
do with ensuring the conditions
which allow a clearly articulated
policy to be administered cfficient-
ly. Without control, policy is inef-
fectual.

In this sense, control is blind. Its
cyes are given by the policy which it
implements. It has to do with the
will to sustain a rcasoned policy.
Hence, we cannot discuss whether
particular forms of control are ap-
propriate or reasonable without also
examining the policy to which they
give effect.

But cven the best of policies do
not automatically justify all the
forms of control deviscd to imple-
ment it. Were the humane goals of
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Australia’s immigration policy suf-
ficient to justify any mcans of con-
trol, for example, no objection could
be raised against shooting unauthor-
ised arrivals. Butalthough this might
be be an cconomical, cfficient, and
cffective means of control, we would
instinctively reject it. For we recog-
nise that this particular mcans of
control is inconsistent with the hu-
manity of the policy which
we have adopted.

T FOLLOWS THAT MEASURES of con-
trol arc reasonable only when they
are broadly coherent with the values
which animate policy. The Report
on Detention ignores this crucial
point. It moves quickly from assert-
ing that Australian immigration pol-
icy is humanc and nceds to be con-
trolled, to ask what forms of control
arc the most coherent and cffective.
Thus it assumcs that the humanc
goals of policy guarantece that any
cfticient methods of control will also
be recasonable and appropriate. Con-
trol is no longer scen as a means to
preserve the values of immigration
policy, butis secenas an end in itscelf,
This ideology of control manifests
itself in scveral ways which I shall
now outlinc.

The Report and control,

An ideology of control manifests it-
self first in a narrowing of vision.
When we are preoccupiced with con-
trol and fail to reflect on the broader
moral context within which it is
exercised, we come to find increas-
ingly obnoxious even the small are-
as which remain uncontrolled.

In the report this narrow preoc-
cupation with effective control can
be seen at several points. It is seen
for example in the Committee’s re-
view of thc Migration Reform Act,
itself dominated by the desire for
fool-proof control of immigration and
refugee policy. The Report points
out small anomalies, which might
be barriers to cffective control. It
invariably corrects them by tighten-
ing the force of the legislation.

The unreflective way in which
the Report considers the numbers of
asylum scckers and of thosc who
have disappeared into the commu-
nity also indicates a narrow preoccu-
pation with ¢ rol. For if control is

sct firmly within the context of a
humanc policy, it is axiomatic that
punitive measures should be taken
only if they are absolutely neces-
sary. Numbers are significant be-
causc they reveal whether the situa-
tion is scrious cnough to warrant
infringing on human dignity by im-
prisoning innocent people. But for
the Committece, the fact that only a
little more than a couple of thou-
sand asylum scekers have arrived
over four years and that the numbers
who have disappeared into the com-
munity arc also very small, is irrele-
vant. Any asylum scekers who ar-
rive without visa threaten the con-
ceptual neatness of the system of
control.

The narrow preoccupation of the
Committee with control is also
shown strongly in its treatment ot
litigation by asylum scckers. The
committee claimed that this was a
major cause of the length of deten-
tion and of the cost borne by the
Australian community. It therefore
attended to ways of restricting ac-
cess to the courts by asylum seckers.

In this perspective litigation is
scen as a barrier to etfective control,
which is constituted by universal
detention, quick decision about sta-
tus, and quick deportation of those
denied retugee status. Within a hu-
mane perspective we would first ask
why there has been so much litiga-
tion. We¢ might naturally supposc,
while we awaited further evidence,
that the number of lawycers willing
toact pro bono might indicate some-
thing amiss in thce way in which
people were treated.

The Committee took no evidence
on this point. It asserted without
cvidence that much litigation had
been motivated by a desire to stay in
Australia at any price. The heart of
the argument is that the cfficiency
of control procedures is threatened
by thelength of detention. The length
of detention, in turn, is largely due
to ready access to judicial review.
Thercfore in the interests of cffi-
cient control, access to this review
should itsclf be tightly controlled.

Secondly, when we are driven by
the idcology of control, we will treat
aslessrelevant the humanity of those
who are controlled. They become
the objects of national polity r



subjects. Their human dignity be-
comes identificd with the sum of
their legal entitlements.

This instrumental attitude to hu-
man beings is a striking feature of
the Report. It emerges most clearly
in the Committece’s trcatment of the
cevidence that human beings are
harmed by detention. The Report
deals with this cvidence only tan-
gentially. In che first place, it weak-
ens its force by asserting that there
was public disquict only about the
length of detention and not about
detention as a measure of control.
Morcover, it is only in the chapter
dealing with detention centres that
the Committece records the evidence
given about the harm done by deten-
tion. Thus it would appear that the
cvils of detention are caused only by
the deficiencices of particular places
of imprisonment. We are to presume
thatif only thesce are setright, deten-
tion will be harmless.

The impression that the human
cffects of detention are irrelevant to
the committee’s deliberations is con-
firmed by the crucial step of its argu-
ment for detention. The validity of
the argument turns on the distine-
tion between asylum seekers and
other unauthorised arrivals. Critics
of detention would argue that the
differences between these groups
mean that asylum seekers should
not be detained. But the Committee
does not examine the peculiar hu-
man cxpericnce and needs which
undcrlie the distinction. Instead, it
bascsits argument for detaining asy-

lum scckers solely on the
need for effective control.

IS DIMINISHED SENSE of human
dignity can also be detected in the
way in which the Report treats the
law about asylum scekers. Tojustify
its contention that detention is not
illegal, it quotes at length a judg-
ment that detention is not punitive
when it is intended for administra-
tive ends. While the argument of the
Report is unexceptionable in legal
terms, in the absence of any further
discussion of the cffects of deten-
tion, we are left to assume that rea-
sonable asylum scekers would not
cxperience detention as punitive, and
that administrative ends would jus-
tify any form of detention. Human

dignity here is reduced to minimal
legal entitlements.

Inarcvealingargument, the Com-
mittee supports detention by argu-
ing that if they were released into
the community, asylum seckers
would have neither adequate means
of support nor access  to medical
carc. The Committee has moved now
to take responsibility for asylum
seckers. Because it has no responsi-
bility to them, it does not enquire
whether they would prefer freedom
to sccurity, still less whether the
current denial of medical benefits
and basic support to asylum scckers
within the community is reasona-
blc.

The Report therefore shows a per-
vasive lack of curiosity about the
human dignity and experience of asy-
lum scckers. This docs not imply
that the Committee members arc
callous, but only that they view asy-
lum-scckers primarily as the objects
of cfficient control. Their humanity
is simply irrelevant to the Enquiry.

Thirdly, when we are preoccu-
picd with control, all questions be-
comc reduced to issuces of power. As
obstacles to a completely controlled
world become more intolerable we
demand that thosc responsible for
maintaining control have unfettered
power to remove all obstacles. This
preoccupation with power can be
seen in the two major reccommenda-
tions of the report. The first is to
limitaccess to the courts. This would
diminish publicscrutiny of the proc-
esses of control and judgment of them
by standards of legality accepted
within the community.

The other major recommenda-
tion is that a decision made to re-
leascasylum seekers ateer six months
in detention should be at the minis-
ter’s sole discretion. He is accounta-
ble to no-one should he decline to
exercise his discretion, but in any
decision to release an asylum sceker
he is accountable to Parliament. In
this rccommendation, the power to
maintain detention as an instrument
of control is unfettered. Only the
power to release from it is itsclf
subject to control.

When control is seen as a goal of
policy and not as a means to imple-
ment it, the logic of control ulti-
matcly turns against the values
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which it was designed to protect. In
totalitarian societies such conflicts
are resolved by extending steadily
the instruments of control. As a re-
sult they soon  erode the human
frecdom, social responsibility and
cquality before the law which they
were instituted to ensure.

In democratic socictics the in-
troduction of inhumanc measures of
control generally creates public dis-
quiet. The measures necessary to
make control completely effective,
morcover, meet institutional obsta-
cles. For the humane values on which
regimes of control infringe arc often
written into constitutions or into
judicial practice.

This unresolved dilemma makes
the recommendations of the Com-
mittce unworkable. For the logic of
the Report stipulates that the con-
trollers should have unlimited pow-
er over the instruments of control,
and particularly the power to detain
indcfinitely. To this end judicial re-
view is to be limited and the minis-
ter is to have unreviewable discre-
tion to deny release from detention.

In Australia, however, it is im-
possible totally to limit judicial re-
view. Under the Australian consti-
tution administrative decisions, in-
cluding those which aftect aliens on
Australian soil, are reviewable. The
Federal Court was established to take
the burden of hearing such cascs
from the High Court. If access to the
Federal Court is limited, therefore,
the High Court will become the court
of first appeal. This would have no-
table inconveniences.

The solution to this dilemma is
obvious: to develop policy so that it
embodics in a more precise way the
humane values which are held to
guide it, and then to align the proc-
esses of control more closely with
these humane values. The alterna-
tive is continuing warfare between
executive and judiciary from which
no one will gain.

The recommendation to allow
the minister unreviewable discre-
tion to hold asylum-scckers in de-
tention is also politically onerous.
For the responsibility for the deten-
tion of cach asylum scckerrests sole-
ly with the minister. As a result,
because asylum seckers will be able
to win release only if they persuade
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the minister of the merits
of their cases, those repre-
senting them will have no option
but through publicity and advocacy
to put the minister under as much
pressure as possible. Thus the rela-
tionships between the Government
and the bodics which represent refu-
gees will necessarily be adversarial
in structure. This will damage the
quality of advice available to the
Minister and Department about im-
migration policy to the detriment
both of asylum seckers and Austral-
ia’s international reputation.

A Better Way

Having argucd that the Committee
was led by its pursuit of efficient
control to make recommendations
that are impracticable and political-
ly damaging, l would likc now to ask
how it could better have gone about
its task.

The first step would have been to
attend carefully to the assumptions
which underlay the argument of the
majority of the submissions. This
would have made it clear that public
concern about the trcatment of the
Cambodians was not simply with
thelength of their detention but also
with detention in itself.

While most submissions were
prepared to allow asylum seckers to
be detained for a few weeks to allow
identification and prepare for their
relcase into the Australian commu-
nity, they claimed unequivocally
that the detention of asylum seckers
is not an acceptable instrument of
immigration control. They recog-
niscd that this culture of control was
responsible for the Cambodians’ suf-
ferings and the lack of duc respect
shown their human dignity. They
were perturbed that the Government
secemed to regard it as a lesser evil to
detain a few pceople for four years

than to release them into
the community.

ECONDLY, THE CoMMITTEE would
have done well to ask more penetrat-
ingly why the Cambodian boatpco-
ple have brought so many cascs to
court. The Report deals with the fact
of litigation, but is content with su-
perficial explanations for it.

Thesc court cascs do indeed pro-
voke questions. We may ask what is
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to be learned when so many firms
andindividual lawyers are willing to
forego revenue in a time of reces-
sion, when a government more than
once rushes through legislation to
avoid an unfavorable decision in
court, when in onc case a court finds
a minister wrong in declaring him-
self unable to consider cases on hu-
manitarian grounds, and another
judge scverely criticises the conduct
of a Prime Minister, a Minister of
Immigration, a scnior officer in the
Department of Immigration and a
Delegate of the department.

The conclusion which the asy-
lum seekers and many of their sup-
porters drew is that they had suf-
fered unjustly at the hands of the
Government, and that the courts
alone offered them remedics. That
conclusion is not infallible, but it is
supported by evidence that the Com-
mittee would have done well to have
considerced carcfully.,

Sccondly, the Committee would
have done well to have been more
critical of the Department’s submis-
sion which argues that the case for
detention is not grounded primarily
in deterrence. The purpose is rather
to safeguard the integrity of Austral-
ian itmmigration policy by proper
controls. Control includes two ele-
ments: not allowing unauthoriscd
entrants to enter the Australian com-
munity, and ensuring that they are
available for questioning and for
eventual removal.

The divorce consummated here
between detention and deterrence is
verbal only. Forall controls arc insti-
tuted preciscly todeter, whether they
be passport controls at airports, fenc-
¢s and turnstiles at football grounds,
ordetention. If there were noneed to
deter people from doing the wrong
thing, there would be no controls.
Some controls, however, are merely
preventative, like passport controls
for emigrants or turnstiles at which
barrackers pay before entry. If you
haven’t passport or money you are
merely turned away. Other controls
are punitive—as for example it would
be to imprison drunks during a toot-
ball game. Their treatment deters
others.

So, like passport controls, deten-
tion acts as a deterrent against seek-
ing entry into Australia without val-

id entry permit. But unlike passport
controls, it is manifestly a punitive
deterrent. People imprisoned inevi-
tably cxperience it as punitive. It
cannot adequately be described as
purely administrative in intention.
Given that detention beyond the
short time necessary to cestablish
identity and preparce for temporary
entry into the Australian communi-
ty is punitive, the central question
finessed by the committee ariscs
incscapably: is this form of control
by punitive deterrence jus-

tifiable and rcasonable?

O ANSWER THIS QUESTION, the Com-
mittce would inevitably have been
led to a deeper reflection on the
claims which different groups of
unauthorised arrivals make on Aus-
tralia’s humane immigration policy.
Only then should it have gone on to
ask what should be Australian poli-
¢y towards them, and what forms of
control would be reasonable and ap-
propriate. Instcad, the Committee
began by accepting uncritically as
given a system of control.

A proper treatment
Among the people who seck entry
into Australia without valid docu-
ments, asylum scckers make a
unique prima facie claim on Aus-
tralia. For Australia has madc a com-
mitment to offer protection to those
found to be refugees, and that claim
should aftect the treatment of all
applicants for refugec status. The
claim which asylum scekers make
should be reflected both in govern-
ment policy and in systems ot con-
trol which give force to that policy.
First, the place of refugees within
Australian immigration policy must
be assessed thoroughly and distin-
guished from that of other immi-
grants. In the case of immigrants and
tourists, the policy of admitting to
the community only those with val-
id documentation is generally rea-
sonable. It is also rcasonable that
those who try to enter Australia sur-
reptitiously without compellingrea-
son and those who overstay their
visas should be liable to removal.
The mecasures of control used to
implement this policy, however,
should refleet the humance goals
which inspire it . This needs to be



said, for the ideology of control has
affccted many aspects of migration
policy. Some recent practice, indeed,
secems quite inhumane. Ttis custom-
ary, for example, to draw up profiles
of groups who regularly overstay
their visas, and to usc them sceretly
to deny visas to applicants in these
categories. That said, howcver, it
does not seem unrcasonablc or inhu-
mane to detain unauthorised immi-
grants for a very short time immedi-
ately prior to deporting them.

The policy towards asylum seck-
crs, on the other hand, must respect
theirprecarious situation, which has
madc it unrcasonable for them to
apply beforehand for entrance to Aus-
tralia. While it is rcasonable to hold
them briefly for health checks, to
certity theiridentity, to allow initial
interviews, and to ensure the proper
conditions under which they live
within the community, it is unrea-
sonable to detain them routinely. It
would be unrcasonable, for exam-
ple, to penalise them because they
have not appliced off-shore for refu-
gee status or because they have not
gonc through the ordinary processes
of immigration. The persecution
which refugees fear in their own
countries would prevent them from
doing this.

Once they have come to Austral-
ia, asylum seckers should reccive
decisions about refugee status as
quickly asis compatible with justice,
so that they can get on with their
lives either in Australia or in their
own countrics. The Committee was
right to insist on this point. Further-
more, the process of refugee deter-
mination should be transparent and
independent. The introduction of the
Refugee Review Tribunal has cer-
tainly contributed to an impression
of transparency and independence.

I would disagree with the Com-
mittce, however, in evaluating the
placc of judicial review. Where court
cases are multiplied by the impecu-
nious, we should assume that they
feel aggrieved.

Insuch circumstancesitbecomes
the more important that judicial re-
view allow governmental malprac-
tice to be revealed and corrected.
Although the point which Barncey
Cooney made in his dissenting note
was narrowly applied to the power of

the courts to releasc asylum seckers,

it is morc generally relevant to judi-

cial review:
If in fact the judiciary is un-
trustworthy then this country is
in a crisis which must be ad-
dressed immediately in a dra-
matic way. If it is not so, thenits
powers should not be limited on
the basis that it is. In my view,
the judiciary is trustworthy and
should have jurisdiction to re-
lease people held in detention
under the Migration Act.

Onec of the most difficult ques-
tions raised by the Commitee con-
cerned the material support which
asylum seekers could expect to be
given within the community. The
Report assumed, however, that the
current regime by which asylum
seckers have been excluded from
access to benefits or to medical care
was rcasonable.

If the government considers it
reasonable to spend so much to sup-
port a regime of detention, it would
appear c¢ven more reasonable and
humane to offer community groups
assistance to support asylum seck-
crs. This area, however, needs more
attention than was be given it in the
Report, which scemed unduly scep-
tical about the rcadiness and capac-

ity of groups in the commu-
nity to provide support.

DLTENTION IS A PARTICULARLY un-

rcasonable form of control, becausce
refugees are more damaged by it than
arc other groups of people. Those
who have fled persccution are al-
rcady more vulnerable, more suspi-
cious of punitive measures of con-
trol, and so much more likely to be
diminished by the dependence and
deprivation of liberty entailed in
detention. Hence a regime of deten-
tion is unjustifiable.

Those who support detention
sometimes respond to this argument
by saying that notall asylum scckers
will be found to be refugees. It is
thercfore proper to detain asylum
seekers until they arce found to be
refugees and so released, or deported
as unauthorised entrants.

The objection is weak. It com-
mits Australia to imprison refugees
whom it has bound itself to protect,
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and fails to show that why it is ncc-
cssary to detain all asylum scekers.
Apart from the unreasonable desire
to have automatic and all-embrac-
ing systcms of control, no such argu-
ment has been produced.

Thosc who support detentionalso
arguc that without this form of con-
trol many pcople would apply for
asylum and then disappear into the
community. In such circumstances
the distinction advocated between
asylum scckers and other immi-
grants would collapsce in the face of
public indignation.

The present measures of control,
excluding detention, appear adequate
to prevent this from happening. If
asylum scckers were required to re-
port regularly and could expect to
receive decisions quickly, the fig-
ures given within the Report suggest

that about three quarters

I would comply fully.

NDEED, THEIR HOPE Of receiving a
favourable decision depends on their
doing so. There will, however, be
asylum scckers whose background
or bchaviour suggests that their re-
lease would be gravely disadvanta-
geous for the community.

It would be rcasonable, then, to
establish an independent board to
whom the Department could appeal
against release into the community.
The onus would be on the Depart-
ment to establish its case for limited
detention.

These controls will not be fool-
proof, any more than controls over
traffic or taxation will produce per-
fect compliance. But they should be
adequatc tomeet the demands of the
situation.

The alternative is a utopian ideal
of perfect control, with the conse-
quences we have seen.

Andrew Hamilton SJ tcaches at the
United Faculty of Theology,
Parkville, Victoria. He has worked
with theJesuit Refugec Service since
1983 and has been a chaplain to the
Cambodian community in Mel-
bourne.

His dossier on the Cambodian
refugces has appeared in Eureka
Street in February and March 1993
and in April and September 1994,
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When we are
driven by the
ideology of
control, we
will treat as
less relevant
the humanity
of those who
are controlled.
They become
the objects of
national polity
and not
subjects. Their
human dignity
becomes
identified with
the sum of
their legal

entitlements.
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ball into an élitist business. It re-
spects its loyal followers, and they
in turn respect it.

Flanagan’s book refers to Foot-
scray’s most important games in
1993, but is structured around the
main personalities of the club. The
coach, Terry Whecler, the president,
the captain and vice-captain, some
key players, and Footscray’s legen-
dary heroes Charlie Sutton and Ted
Whittcn, are the dramatis personae
through which the fears, the excite-
ment, the passions and the strate-
gics of running a football club are
playcd out. They arc ably supported
by a cost of less well-known actors,
a band of loyal followers who, over
the years, have watched the stars
come and go. Flanagan gets inside
his characters, helping the reader to
understand what it’s like to losc a
close game, to suffer an injury, to be
dropped from the tcam, and some-
times to win with style and courage.

It is, however, more than a book
about the Footscray club. It’s a book
in which Flanagan diverges into the
history of the game, the players and
performances of other clubs, the
magic moments, the competing phi-
losophics surrounding foothall’s fu-
ture, and the interactions that make
football ‘part of the fabric of people’s
lives”. He does it well. He loves “the
individual drama of the game’.

Steve Hawke has written a differ-
ent sort of book; a biography of Polly
Farmer, one of the acknowledged
all-time ‘greats’. Farmer played his
football in an cra when most of the
clubs were more like the Footscray
of today: less wealthy, and more de-
pendent on loyalty and dedication
than on moncy. ‘From a foothall
point of view,” Farmer is quoted as
saying, ‘I was born 20 ycars too car-
ly.’ The game, he argued, was ‘enter-
ing an cra of all-out professionalism’
in which players of his talent and
success could expect to finish their
carcers as wealthy men.

Farmer was, however, a ‘profes-
sional’ in a different sense of the
word. From an carly age he dedicated
himsclf to studying the game and
improving his skills and techniques.
It was a practicc that remained with
him through 23 scasons of foothball
in Perth and at Geelong, leading to
Ted Whitten’s judgment that he be-

came ‘the player who caused more
concern to more players and coaches
than any player I have ever known’.

The concern emanated not only
from Farmer’s own great physical
skills, but from his capacity to bring
other players into the game and to
turn the progress of a match with his
own touch of inspiration and leadcr-
ship. His unique ruck play, palming
the ball with deadly accuracy to a
waiting rover, and his skilled usc of
handball, changed the style and
naturc of football. He was one of the
last great exponents of the drop kick.
He sct new and different standards
of cxcellence and technique, and
became a football legend.

Steve Hawke's book is well re-
searched and well written, in a clas-
sical biographical manner. Beginning
with a description of young Graham
Farmecr’s carly life in a hostel for
orphan children, it follows his ca-
reer into football and upwards to his
period of dominance as a player, and
his ycars as a coach.

Martin Flanagan quotes Brent
Croswell as saying that footballers
and Aborigines had something in
common: ‘people who knew noth-
ing about them thought they were
stupid’. Farmer is an Aboriginal and
was a footballer. He is not stupid.
Indeed, more than almost any other
player he is remembered for his ‘in-
tellectual” contribution to football,
and the creative way in which he
c¢nhanced the skills content of the
game. His Aboriginality attracted its
sharc of taunts, but not to the extent
that provoked Nicky Winmar at a
Collingwood game in 1993, Farmer
scems to have managed the problem
easily, within thc framcwork of

his overriding commit-

I ment to football.
N 1994, However, he is an enthusi-

astic protagonist of the Polly Farmer
Foundation, cstablished to provide
young Aboriginals with the oppor-
tunitics to develop their skills in
sport and academic life. It is a pity
that this biogranhy doesn’t examince
the extent tov  ich Farmer’s carcer
influenced the commitment and
ambition of a genceration of top Ab-
original footballers who have come
after him. One is left to guess that
his influence has been significant,
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and the consequences profound in
terms of Aboriginal dignity and sclf-
csteem.

When I left the Western Oval on
the day of the Geelong-Footscray
match I was disappointed about the
result. ButIdid think that
if your tcam had to lose,

it’s probably less upset- More than
ting to losc to Footscray
than any other tcam. almost any

Somchow there’s less
hype at Footscray. They
like winning, but theyun-

derstand losing, and they Farmer is
don’t rub your nose in it,
like supporters of some remembered
wealthicer and more fash-
ionable clubs. Perhaps fOT the
Footscray players arc a bit
like the professionals in creative
the way players in Polly
Farmer’s cra had to be: way in
playing from commit-
ment to the game and loy- which he
alty to a causc.

Martin Flanagan 8nhallced

writes about the charac-
ter of tcams and the na-
ture of clubs. Steve
Hawke’s book is about the
magic and integrity that
an individual can bring to
the saga of football. There
isadangerthat some clubs
are under threat from the huge costs
associated with “all-out profession-
alism’ and football as a TV extrava-
ganza.

Both hooks are salutary remind-
ers of the things that are best about
Australian football, enabling it to
survive as a unique code for well
over a century. Martin Flanagan has
apprehensions about the future. He
quotes Phil Cleary on the danger to
Australian football, “You keep chang-
ing things, and then one day you find
you’ve changed one thing too many
and the magic’s gone’. It’s the magic
that the crowds turn out to sce, and
the Polly Farmers who inspire
another generation of footballers. It's
the clubs that provide the glue that
holds it all together.

Thesc arc the lessons of history.
It will be a tragedy if the ‘charoe
makers’ ignore them.

John N. Button is the former Indus-
try Minister and ALP Scnate leader.
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the skills
content of
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JANINE F1AINES

On the road again

F WE ARE PREPARED to accept e
Oxford Companion to English Lit-
erature’s assertion that, in the late
20th century, a picaresque novel is
one that describes ‘the adventures of
a lively and resourceful hero on a
journcy’ then True North, the sec-
ond volume of Jill Ker Conway’s
autobiography, fits the bill. Her
journeys and adventures might be as
much intellectual as physical but
they clearly demanded a resource-
fulness cvery bit as determined as
any displayed by Moll Flanders or
Tom Jones. Indeed, she scems to have
negotiated those travels and travails
with the same apparent insouciance
as they did, emerging stronger as a
person, with sense of humour and
perspective intact.

All the more astonishing is the
fact that she achieved all she did
despite the fact that, even though
she was a highly intelligent student
and would-be scholar, she met—in
Australia, the United States and
Canada during the 1960s and '70s—
almost unremitting discrimination
because of her sex. Far from being
defeated by this, however, she ap-
pcars to have been made stronger
and more determined by the obsta-
cles put in her way.

At lcast part of this strength of
character and persistence stemmed
from the belief in herself she had
developed in childhood despite, or
perhaps as a result of, the conflict-
ridden relationship she had with her
tyrannical mother—a relationship
central to The Road from Coorain
and periodically referred to in this
book. Surprisingly little bitterness
about any of this is evident in True
North, although thereis a strong and
justified exasperation at the stupid-
ity of a society that deliberately ex-
cludes the talents and experiences of
women from mcaningful academic,
political, social and cconomic life,
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except in the most superficial way.

Instead, the author simply cata-
logues the manner in which she and
her four female housemates were
treated by parents, men, society and
the law in their various cultures. All
thisisoverlaid with wry amusement
at the fact that, in contrast to the
way they were dealt with because
they were females, the women—
Shiite Muslim, New England Con-
gregationalist, devout Catholic and
cheerful Jew—made up a mini-hot-
bed of intellectual, racial and reli-
gious tolerance. And they nceded
this mutual support. Ina world where
women could not be resident tutors
in the Harvard Houscs, and where
male thesis directors saw every wom-
an (but not any man] who contem-
plated marriage and a PhD as a ‘friv-
olous’person‘whowould never make
a committed scientist’, they bol-
stered cach others’ egos and encour-
aged each others’ ambitions. The
house they lived in became a world
in which the women shared their
successes and sorrows and took in-
tense pleasure in

very evident: ‘I'd never been so hap-
py ... people of every age resonated to
ideas, cared about them, and thought
it important to talk about them, and
with me.’

As T sat reading these words, 1
recalled the noisy intensity with
which a tutorial group of Women’s
Studies PhD students, from all points
of the globe, had sat in a cafe oppo-
site the University of Adelaide the
previous day engaged in a spirited
discussion on the role of women in
late 20th century Australian socie-
ty. And how I empathised, too, with
her experience of the cavalier and
patronising attitude of male doctors
to her painful and dchilitating gy-
naecological problems. Things
haven’t changed much.

True Northisnotjust the story of
Jill Ker Conway’s ‘getting of wis-
dom’. Itis also a delightfully person-
alised account of the places she trav-
clled to in the years it took to com-
plete her thesis. Harvard, Toronto,
New York, Groton, Cambridge, Par-
is and Rome are all described by
someone whose eyes saw as much of
the distant past as they did of the
immediate present. She evokes, with
an enviable cconomy of words, an
Ontario made up in part of satellite
suburbs with ‘tract housing and vast
apartment buildings’ but also of a
‘more genteel city’ where ‘the effi-
cient fish merchant still delivered
the most modest orders’. It was the
antithesis of the ‘gentle Cotswold

‘cach other’s compa-
ny and the enchant-
ment of sharing a
collective life of the
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mind.’

Neat aphorisms
puncture the text.
Harvard men are
‘walking volcanoes
... giving off constant
puffs of talk’ whilc
the Radford women
were‘lessinclined to
bubble over, but
more likely to have
read the text.” Her
delight, then and
now, in the intellec-
tual drama going on
about her during her
time at Harvard, is




hills, grey stone villages, and quict
rivers’, ‘the gardens and the glorious
buildings’ of the English country-
side she had carlicer experienced.

Scattered through the text are
reminders that in Australia, Cana-
da, Britain, the United States and
Europe, women and girls were still
denied much of the fun and many of
the opportunitics men and hoys took
for granted. Whether it was a tiny
tot’s father taking her brother but
not her ‘to the hockey rink where
the best coaches offered instruction’
or ‘the female rule of waiting to be
asked (out), or the fact that even
prize-winning female students could
not, on graduation, go on to be in-
structors at Harvard as their male
colleagues did, women’s options in
the ’60s and '70s were limited in a
way that men’s were not.

Jill Ker Conway is an astute judge

D.xmrrne

of character—including her own —
noting failings and foibles as well as
more positive attributes with a gen-
crally gencrous spirit and wry hu-
mour. The spectres of herchildhood,
familiar to readers of The Road from
Coorain, linger on, but by the end of
True North Vhad the feeling that she
had got them pretty much under
control. They wouldalways be there,
of course, but, neutralised to a great
extent by the happiness she had
found in her marriage to John Con-
way (who had his own demons), they
were no longer going to impede,
much less dominate, her progress
through lifc.

Janine Haines, a former senator and
leader of the Australian Democrats,
is rescarching a PhD in Women's
Studicsat the University of Adelaide.
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LEONIE FURCIVAL

Behold the woman

ATHERINE Mowry LACUGNA
was in Australia for, among other
things, the 6th International Femi-
nist Book Fair. But she is very clear
that sheis not afeminist theologian.
She repeats this claim in the intro-
duction to her new hook Freeing
Theology: The Essentials of Theolo-
gv in Feminist Perspective, which
she says ‘is not a book about femi-
nism’. LaCugna says that she is sim-
ply a Christian theologian, whosc
task is an investigation into tradi-
tion, and an attempt to discover the
riches and wealth of Christian tradi-
tion in such a way that insights from
the past can be retrieved and made to
shed light on current issues and prob-
lems. This may scem a little like
hairsplitting, but it is an important
point: she is firmly staking a claim
for the middle ground, refusing to
allow her ‘theology from a new per-
spective’ to be dismissed as a minor-
ity interest and so thrust to one side.

That bold and thoughtful ap-

proach characterises this exception-
ally clear book. LaCugna brings to-
gether a range of articles from some
famous names, some of whom might
not be as hesitant as Lacugna about
being identified as ‘feminist theolo-
gians’: Annc E. Carr, Sandra Schnei-
ders and Elizabeth Johnson. LaCugna
has a gift for choosing impressive
contributors. I'm only sorry this col-
lection was not available when T was
labouring through some of my units
of theology. The essays give a suc-
cinct and critical summary of tradi-
tional teachings on topics like the
Trinity, Christology, the church, the
sacraments, moral theology and an-
thropology. And onc does not have
to merely pretend to understand, as
is sometimes the case when one is
reading Rahner. Most of the collec-
tion is written in a matter-of-fact
style which assumes that the reader
is intelligent but not necessarily ex-
perienced—ideal for those just pad-
dling around the edges of theology.
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Methodology is onc of the con-
cerns of Freeing Theology. LaCugna
says that when you look at the Chris-
tian doctrine of God (as she has done
specifically in her carlier God for
Us: The Trinity and Christian Life
[1991] ) you need inevitably to look
at the nature of theology itself, since
you have to ask what making state-
ments about ‘God’ means in the first
place, and that is a methodological
question.

Anne E. Carr’s chapterin Freeing
Theology picks up this concern and,
again, is a good treatment not only of
feminist concerns, but of general the-
ological mcthod. She offers a cri-
tique of tradition that is not estranged
fromit. Carr also considers the ques-
tion of what is mcant by ‘experi-
ence’—a question that does not al-
ways get careful consideration from
so-called ‘contextual’ theologies.
Importantly, she stresses that what
is being talked aboutis the interpret-
ed experience of women, i.c. not
merely subjective or individual ac-
counts but written and enacted
sources. The emphasis on women's
experiencc is a counter to what Carr
calls a history of cxclusion—the
caricaturingorstereotyping of wom-
en in Christian tradition.

LaCugna claims that most Chris-
tian feminist theologians and advo-
cates have been Catholic, because
the Catholic Church, by forbidding
women’s ordination, has forced the
hundreds of theologically trained
Catholic women into academic the-
ology rather than preshyteral minis-
try; further, the sexism of the tradi-
tion, with its predominantly mascu-
line metaphors for God, invites the
sharpest critique.

No self-respecting Protestant the-
ologian would accept this view with-
out demur, and in a recent interview
LaCugnadidagree that women across
denominations are grappling with
very similar issucs. But she argues
that therc arc distinctive habits of
mind that belong to ditferent de-
nominations. She claims that the
Catholic instinct is always to scarch
out the tradition, and that could in-
clude the mystical tradition as well
as the dogmatic tradition.

Another habit of mind she asso-
ciates with Catholic theologians has
to do with metaphysics. She consid-
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The tyranny, small-mindedness
and suffocating tedium of that earli-
er Australian world, and the crip-
pling effects upon sensitive enquir-
ing children can now only be imag-
ined—one had to live through it. I
endured the Protestant version of it—
and it could be very nearly as damag-
ing. The free-thinking, selfish father
was idolised as an heroic rebel; the
mother-figure was a frustrated, con-
trolling dogmatist.

Of course, both parents had been
locked into false positions. Sex—or
rather its denial—was, it sometimes
scemed, the primary obsession of the
female custodian—with all the pru-
rient fascination and ambivalence
that goes along with this. The author
has some cogent and poignant things
to say about this. The males escaped

to the company of their

mates—their denial.

Y)UNG RICHARD WAS KEPT away
from girls, from ncighbours, from
dancing, from his preferred tastes in
books; vetoed in his attempts to cx-
plore the world of music, loaded with
guilt for everything that went wrong
in his grandmother’s daily life. And
he was obliged to learn to bend to the
narrowness and thc uninspiring rig-
our of what was Catholic cducation.
He escaped into fantasy, mcanwhile
yearning for his father’s visitors from
Sydney. Young Hughes was, and is,
very proud of his father,

Hughes Snr had his share of trou-
bles. His brief marriage was unhap-
py; his wife died suddenly, leaving
him with a little child. Journalistic
life made the role of caring parent a
very episodic affair. Obviously aman
of great gifts, his own father had
taken him out of school at 14. No
rcason. Fathers did that sort of thing
to us—regularly. Hughes Snr pur-
sued the familiar escape route of the
bon viveur, bon vivant, brilliant con-
versationalist, and wanderer.

Hopeless at sport, and an isolate,
young Dick Hughes depended very
much on local radio, cspecially their
wonderful serials. The Shadow of Fu
Manchu, based on Sax Rohmer’s sto-
rics was his obsession in 1939 and
1940. It was minc. He had a particu-
lar crush on a slave girl—Egyptian—
called Karamanch. So did I. He offers
this description of Karamanch. ‘She

threw open her cloak, and it is a
literal fact that [rubbed my eyes, half
believing that I dreamed, for beneath
she was arrayed in gossamer silk
which more than indicated the per-
fect lines of her perfect shape, wore a
jewelled girdle and barbaric orna-
ments ...’

The Chinese Nationalist Govern-
ment persuaded Hollywood in 1932
not to make any more Fu Manchu
films. Racist they said. But enough of
this High Culture. Young Dick had
to grow up, in the end. The War
came, followed by the infantile pa-
ralysis epidemic, which affected 2000
Melburnians in a population of just
over a million people.

Dick, who’d nourished a long af-
fair with trains, cspccially railway
cngines, tired of solitary impersona-
tions of steam engines, wound down
his weekend suburban train-tripping
with Grand Pop, and moved inexora-
bly towards jazz and girls. But danc-
ing was to remain a lost cause.

Father came to and fro. Senior,
who always called his son ‘Mug,’
became more and more famous in
thejournalistic world with each ycear.
The males grew closer as the son
approached manhood, and the father
mellowed. Junior stopped praying
that his father would find Jesus again,
but still hoped he might. His Dad
remarried at last—a Jewish lady—
and spent more time in Asia. Finally
his father fell mortally ill. During
this illness, Hughes Snr received his
last Communion. He shared the

host with his son. A few
weeks later Senior died.

ONE STRANGER  PIECE of intelli-

gence, as the author calls it. His fa-
ther had—/thanks solely to the inter-
vention of well-meaning, but ill-in-
formed and panicky Hong Kong
friends and advisers’—cut his son
out of his will. Strangc indced. Like
sending your clever son out to work
at 14.

Lookinginto this strange pre-War
fishbowl, the split between the Cath-
olic and Protestant parts of Australia
ran like an ugly fault line through the
whole society. We knew little about
Catholics—they had their own fam-
ily life, their church, their schools,
their legends of British rule in Ire-
land, their resentments at the Wasp
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monopoly of power; and the Protes-
tant hijacking of patriotism. The Irish
were terra incognita to many of us
non-Catholics. This split ran on into
the public service workplace—where
the Masons and Catholics set the
agenda and carved up the jobs.

Those of us who belonged to nei-
ther found themselves isolated.
Which is why World War II and the
coming of the Americans was such a

liberation. At last somec-

thing we could unite upon.
MANY IrRISH HAVE BEEN paying
back the English for all this contu-
mely ever since—and I can under-
stand them. But this is a way of
continuing the old conflict in a dif-
ferent form—nowadays via the Re-
public. And the rush to the Right by
many Catholics during Cold Warwas
not, alas, wholly a matter of religious
picty, nor perception of the evils of
Communism; not cven a grab for
power in the ALD.

It was a way of demonstrating
onc’s patriotism, and joining, or re-
joining, the mainstrcam of Austral-
ian political socicty. This because
the Irish, along with the Labor Party,
had been stigmatised—pretty suc-
cessfully—as suspect on patriotism,
as heing, even, not quite Australian
{i.c. British).

But the cure, of lining up with the
detested Wasp Conservatives and
joining the Cold War McCarthyite
push, was worsce than the discase,
which had becen steadily abating. We
who belonged to neither camp could
only look on with despair, as we are
doing again. Investment in conflict
and misunderstanding scems the
Australian way of life.

This story carries up to Dick
Hughes’ 18th ycar. His stoical, re-
laxed way of describing conditions of
utter loneliness, of living in a cold,
manipulative world of adults, with
its contrasting flavours of rejection
and affection, of relentless pressure
to excel, to win, indicates a remark-
able maturity, and joy for life. [ await
the next stage of his odyssey—the
diary of a happy survivor.

Max Teichmann is a Mclbourne writ-
cr and reviewer.
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Photo left:
Dick Hughes
on his first birthday,
with his mother.
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JAMES GRIFFIN

It’s 1ard to keep a good myth down

UREKA STREET TRIED to contrib-
ute its mite to the long-awaited,
joint-authored, Evatt Foundation-
sponsored centenary biography of
Australia’s most enigmatic politi-
cian. Readers may recall thatin -
August-October 1992 issues, three
articles were published on sports-
man-entreprencur-political fixer-
Catholic philanthropist John Wren,

'r the discovery of a cache of let-
ters. Among them were 10 by H. V.
Evatt to Wren requesting political
favours and revealingalengthy inter-
family friendship.

No hintof thisrelationship seems
tohavesurfacedin the Evattarchives
or family memory, not cven from
Mrs ‘Mas’ Evatt, who scems to have
known the Wrens quite well. Tcould
only conclude some suppression fol-
lowed the publication of Frank Har-
dy’s Power Without Glory [1950),
not to mention the Labor Split of
1954-5.

Onc of the co-biographers has
visited me to authenticate the new-
ly discovered correspondence, which
surcly provides some astonishing
insights into Evatt’s politicking and,
I would think naiveté, but they are
not what adulators want tosee. This
is especially so, as the correspond-
cnce is not as unfavourable to the
allegedly sleazy Wren as it is to the
allegedly principled Evatt. So it has
been difficult not to use Buckley’s
treatment of these letters as the first
yardstick tor the thoroughness of
this biography.

Although Buckley says that the
letters call for ‘frank comment’, noth-
ing of an inter-family connection
between the Evatts and the Wrens is
cven suggested. The stercotype of
Wren is trotted out de rigueur and,
we are told gratuitously and irrele-
vantly, that ‘a cynic would say that
Wren aimed to buy his way into
heaven through his close associa-
tion with Archbishop Mannix’. No
doubt the late Frank Hardy would
have said that, but scholars do not
have to be so fleering or simple-
minded. Buckley excuses the associ-
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ation with Wren because Evatt lacked
a ‘traditional’ (¢.g. trade union) base
in the ALP and, anyway (using a tu
quogque) ‘Arthur Calwell {also?} ad-
mircd Wren'. But we are not told
why. The matter just hangs there,
making Calwell look rather silly.
But then he was a Catholic too, no
doubt looking for a devious route to
heaven.

Only two of the 10 letters are
considered. In one, Evatt asks for
Wren's support in contesting the
Deputy Prime Ministership in Octo-
ber 1946. According to Buckley ‘it is
rather surprising that he won’ but
again we are not told why. In fact, in
view of Evatt’s intellectual eminence
in the party and the quality of the
opposition (Eddic Ward came sce-
ond), it is not surprising at all. Evatt
had been worried that he came from
the same state as Prime Minister
Chifley, but then, so did Ward.

Buckley goes on to say that it is
“unlikely’ that Wren gave any assist-
ance because of what appears in the
sccond letter (actually a cable) they
choose to cite. In it Evatt knocks
back Wren’s request, on behalf of
Archbishops Mannix and Duhig, that
Australia opposc the exclusion of
Franco’s Spain from the UN. This
inference, that Wren was involved
in petty payback, is utterly unwar-
ranted. That Wren did not have that
sort of influencce is not considered at
all.

The first letter cited is footnoted
with an adequate attribution; the
second isnot footnoted at all. This is
not a matter of pcedantry, because a
copy of Evatt’s cable {(from New York)
ought to exist somewhere. If it is not
in the Evatt archives, some thought

could be given to their condition.
Buckley et al have fudged issucs
raised by the Wren cache.
Irrespective of this Buckley et al
disappoint, although the book is best
of the three—not Hur, as the fore-
word says—‘full-length biographics’
of Evatt so far. It is far from being
comprchensive: an assessment of
Evatt’s work as a jurist is to come
outasascparate monograph. Inshort,
the biography is too short to be, as
Neville Wran said at the launching,
‘definitive.” If Alan Martin’s Men-
zies, arelatively straightforward sub-
ject, needs two volumes, so does
Evatt’s multi-faccted career. Some
scctions are scrappy. Where  ylie
Tennant's hagiograph (1970) gave
scveral pages to Evatt’s defence of
Irish envoys, O’Flanagan and
O’Kelly, against deportationin 1923,
they do not get a mention here.
Alan Dalzicl’s memoir (not a ‘full-
length biography’), Evati The Enig-
ma (1967), has insights that could
have been explored. Dalziel, who
was Evatt’s aide for 20 years, sharply
observes how Evatt had ‘an carly
commitment to the Groupers and
the ‘Movement’ and how, in
1949, thosce who later became
recalcitrants in Victoria ‘had
Evatt’s confidence, uncasy

B though it was’.
UCKLEY, HOWEVER, praises Evatt’s

‘principled’ den  ciation of the
Groupers in 1954 and thinks the
Split was unavoidable because Evatt
‘fundamentally was concerned
about the integrity of the ALP’. That
was an issue, certainly, but was it so
simple? Evatt’s skin, after his Petrov
histrionics, was on the line too.
Dalziel thought ‘the showdown fi-
nally came because {Evatt) tarried
too long in making a decision which
way the Labor Party should go.” No
attempt is madc to analyse why NSW
Catholic Laborites mainly stuck to
Labor, and comments about Catho-
lics are facile.

None of this detracts from the
praise given to Evate i ‘his finest


















Bosch painting, is an carly sign of the
intclligence behind this rich, multi-
layered film. It is a story of love,
murder and revenge thae is slowly
and clegantly told, ye s been shot
and cdited in rapid-fire MTV style.
This creates a fascinating tension.

The Crow hasbeen marketedasa
‘yvoung' film, with its MTV look,
grunge/gothic sounderack, and Bran-
don Lee looking preciscly like Rob-
crt Smith trom The Cure (James
O'Barr modelled the original Crow
cartoon characteron Smithl. Butitis
also conventional, cven tradition-
al —in the mythical clements of its
plot, and even in its musical sound-
track. There are snatches of gothic
rock throughout, but mostly the
background music comprises senti-
mental love themes.

Lee s very good as the Crow,
returned from the dead to take venge-
ance on those who murdered him
andhisfiance¢. Many reviewers have
suggested that the film’s power is a
result of Lee having died during the
makingof the film, but thisis untruce.
The Crowis inherently powcerful and
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moving, and only atterwards docs
one reflect on the levels of death
associated with the film.

What onc docs try to identify arc
the sequences where computers were
usced to manipulate Lee's image in
order to complete the film. These
aren’t apparent at all, which raiscs
the possibility that eventually live-
action films may be made entirely
by computer. Actors will just scll
their image to a studio and a compu-
ter will do the rest for them. A dis-
tressing thought, but that doesn’t
mean it won’t happen.
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The Crow is onc of the best films
of the yearso far—not great, perhaps,
but scrious, art-full and sure to
cnrapture future cult audiences.

—Tim Mitchell

Family values 4

Even Cowgirls Get the Blues, dir.
Gus Van Sang, [independent cine-
mas}, is the story of a girl called Sissy
{Uma Thurman), who is born with
cxtraordinarily long thumbs. Aftera
visit to a psychic, Sissy’s mother
gives up on her daughter’s ever find-
ing a husband, and her beer-swilling
dad adds that ‘she ain’t real bright
ncither’. As the film progresses Ma,
and, [ think, Pa, arc proved right.

Finding no place forherselfin her
parents’ neat fibro-duplex world Sis-
sy hits the road and, you guessed it
becomes the sclf-proclaimed queen
of hitchhikers {the thumbs, remem-
ber?). In her travels she runs across
the Countess (John Hure), a badly
made-up New York drag queen with
a beauty products business. Hurt's
performance is the mostself-assured
in the film, which is otherwise
littered with aimless subplots and
sad performances.

Anyway Sissy cventually mects
upwith aband of cowgirls, who have
taken over the Countess’s Oregon
heauty ranch “The Rubber Rose’. She
talls in lurv with head girl Bonanza
[clly-Bean” (Rain Phoenix), is sepa-
rated from her, reunited and eventu-
lly loses her forever.,

Despite a few tantalising flashes
of promise throughout the film, Cow-
sirls just never hits its stride. As
soon as a character or episode begins
to get interesting, its abandonced.
This is a very disappointing offer
trom Van Sant, who made his name
on good cceentric, hip films like
Drugstore Cowbov and My Own
Private Tdaho.

—Catriona Jackson

Family values 5

Three Colours White, dir. Krzysztof
Kicslowski {independent cinemas)

is a story about a Polish hairdresser

(Zbignicw Zamachowski) in Paris,
whose beautiful wife (Julic Delpy)

leaves him because he is impotent.
She turns him out on to the street,
depriving him of his business, but a
friend smuggles him back to Poland
where he becomes rich as a property
speculatorin the new capitalist ccon-
omy. He then fakes his death to Ture
his wife to Warsaw to claim the
estate. When she arrives he contacts
her and, all vigour apparcently
restored, they become lovers again,
But he is officially dead, and she is
arrested and imprisoned for his
murder. They arc reconciled but
cannot be together.

Docs that tale of love, frustration
and revenge add up to more than a
very black comedy?! It could be
viewed simply as such, but in fact
the relevant interpretive colour is
the white of the title. Three Colours
White is the sccond part of Kies-
lowski’s trilogy cvoking the three
colours of the French flag and the
slogans of the 1789 revoution: bluc
(libertyl, white {cquality)and red (fra-
ternity).

The trilogy both endorses and
dismantles the ideals of the revolu-
tionarics, teasing out the point at
which they become chimerical. In
Rlue, the protagonist (Julictte Bino-
chedfound that the exercise of choice
limits as well as liberates. In White,
the distortions of passion and power
in human rclationships suggest that
there 1s simply no such thing as
cquality. And Red? It's a story of
forgiveness and transcendence,
integrating the themes of both its
forcrunners. Watch out for it.

—Ray Cassin

Family values 6

Le Petit Prince A Dit, dir. Christine
Pascal (independent cinemas) has
some beautitul cinematography, by
Pascal Marti, and some genuinely
moving performances, particularly
from Maric Klciber, a licele girl who
makes you actually care what hap-
pens to her characeer and to her dam-
aged and irresponsible parents. The
film has been hailed as avoiding cli-
che¢, but secems to have lost some-
thing in the cffort.

To some extent the problem lies
with script and dircction. There are
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