











COMMENT: 2

INAY U ADMIN

Ireland: maybe this time

FTER AN ANNOUNCEMENT that peace has broken
out, the world i1s accustomed to reacting with almost
as much cynicism as relict. This is especially the case
when the conflict concerned is that in the north of
Ircland, which, depending on one’s historical perspec-
tive and political allegiance, has lasted cither 25 years,
70 years, or two, three, four or cight centurics. Even
in an age that has seen the Berlin Wall come down,
Nelson Mandcla elected president of South Africa and
the State of Isracl negotiating with the PLO, it secms
too difficult to accept that the two communitices in
the north might make a lasting peace with cach oth-
er, with Britain and with the rest of Ireland.

For a start, only onc of those communities scems
to have embraced the prospect of peace with any
enthusiasm. Nationalists, whether supporters of Sinn
Fein or the Social Democratic and Labor Party, grecet-
¢d the IRA’s announcement of an indefinite ceasefire
from 1 September with dancing in the streets. But
unionists have remained sullen and suspicious, and
one does not have to be a supporter of partition and
the Orange ascendancy in the north to sec their point.

How has the president of Sinn Fein, Gerry Adams,
been able to persuade the IRA council that anything
is to he gained from a unilateral ceasefire? Through-
out the past 25 years of what it cuphemistically calls
‘armed struggle’, the IRA failed to change Britain’s
determination that the six counties should remain
part of the United Kingdom until the majority of their
population decides otherwise. Only if Sinn Fein/IRA
has now been given reason to helicve that British re-
solve is wavering, unionists argue, is there any rea-
son for it to start negotiating.

Whether or not John Major’s government has
privately encouraged Adams, the SDLP leader, John
Hume, and the Irish Taoiscach, Albert Reynolds, in
such a belief, in fact successive British governments
have tacitly accepted that the so-called province of
Northern Ireland is not a fully integrated part of the

United Kingdom, If that tacit acceptance has now been
translated into a decision to seek a resolution of the
conflict on an all-Ircland basis, then northern Protes-
tants only have more to lose by excluding themscelves
from the process. They, or their organised voice in
the unionist parties, may continue to assert their
peculiar brand of ‘Irish-Britishness’, but the real
political question is whether anyone in Westminster
still wants to collude in the fiction. Republican myths
have come in for a healthy dose of scepticism from
revisionist Irish historians, and some of the ‘loyalist’
myths arc overdue for similar treatment.

It is not clear what sort of constitutional frame-
work could give both communities an assurance of
continued identity, though Albert Reynolds has
signalled a readiness to start by amending those
scetions of the republie’s constitution which ¢laim
sovereignty over the north. But if northern Protestants
are really to be assured that they have a sceure future
in any new Irish order, then perhaps the biggest
gesture must come from the Cacholie bishops.

One conscquence of partition has been an inten-
sification of the Catholic character of the south: the
republic’s constitution may no longer give the
Catholic Church a special status, but Dublin’s legis-
lation {or lack thercof) on matters such as divoree,
contraception and abortion still fuels fears among
Protestants about Rome’s sway over a united Ireland.

The bishops can strengthen the steps towards
peace that politicians, however falteringly, have
alrcady taken, by giving a clear indication that they
would accept a relationship between church and state
which is the same as that existing in other western
pluralist democracies. In other words, that they would
not automatically expect the law on matters such as
divorce to conform to Catholic teaching, and that they
understand that those who are not Catholics have
rights in such matters which must be respected.

—Ray Cassin
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UHRISTINE DUKKE

Focusing on the ma'n game

HE RECENT MONTHS OF CONTROVERSY over the Vati-
can statcments reasserting the restriction of ordina-
tion to men highlights tensions about the mode of
authority within the church.

Many in the Catholic community fear that the
collegial and communal vision promised by Vatican
I has been downgraded in practice, if not in theory.
The ensuing disillusion leads to withdrawal for many.
But it can also deepen inner conviction for those who
believe that the spiritual riches of the tradition are

too precious to be rejected along with the present
packaging.

One danger of such times is that our attention
turns inward. Church structures absorb cnergy, in-
stead of frecing people to take a more active role in
socicty.

Christianity is first and foremost a belicf in the
divine breaking into, and being discovered in, our
world. The Christian heritage presents us with the
challenge to keep this awareness alive, to live out its
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implications, to cherish and nurture our world and
its people. Our tradition values the common good as
a key clement in a just society. We are committed to
a ‘tough’ notion of community, which cares for the
weakest and respects difference.

These insights and the practical engagement they
entail arc sorcly nceded now, at a time when passivi-
ty is exploited so that laws can be changed, scrvices
reduced, and people withdraw into familiar relation-
ships rather than rcaching out to newcomers.

Many people understand that an ethos of compe-
tition and individualism has led to to a spiritual vac-
uum, and they are seeking more communal values.
At such a time, a patriarchal style of authority ham-
pers the ability of the Christian tradition to make a
significant contribution. People outside the Catholic
Church look with confusion at the principles of so-
cial justice enunciated by the church, and compare
these with a practice in which real respect tor differ-
ence is ignored. Insights that Catholics might have
about community sound like window-dressing for to-
talitarian control. This is in the nature of scandal,
because the need for a well-developed rationale for
community has never been stronger.

All of us, not just our leaders, need to address
the key question of how we maintain community
while respecting difference. Critical for the Christian
are power and participation. The use of power must
always stand under Jesus’ example of ‘power going
out from’ rather than ‘power over’. Unless we can
change styles of power which have more in keeping
with past cras than with gospel concerns, we will be
unable to participate in the present ‘open moment’.
Our ensuing culture will be all the more fragmented
and alienated because of that.

The fact that all this has been sparked off by
church documents which in different ways resist the
feminine presence in practice and in language is not
coincidental. Feminist theologians from many coun-
trics explore and develop the importance of both con-
nectedness and respect for difference. They explore
in practice alternative modes of organisation which
empower rather than control. A church which ¢x-
cludes their contribution will be unable to negotiate
the conversion needed if we are to contribute to the
common goad of our times.

Christine Burke IBVM is doing a doctoratc in politics
and religion. She works for Fair Share.

Rumbles in PNG

HERE 1S NOT MUCH FIRM GROUND to be found in
PNG at the moment. The volcanic activity in Rab-
aul in September repeated the pattern of political
events in August. When Eureka Street last went to
press, the Wingti Government had a coalition major-
ity of 73/32 and scemed set to stay in power until the
1997 elections and beyond. But some constitutional
negotiations and the persuasions of Opposition phi-
losopher, Bernard Narakobi, led to a rapid re-align-
ment of forces, and Sir Julius Chan presented himself
as an alternative leader. Anun er of factors, not least
corruption and a near-bankrupt economy, led to a re-
versal of support: 70/32 for Chan.

Chan has since reversed Wingti’s thrust and giv-
en up on a military solution in Bougainville. But he
has not yet revealed his solution to the problem—if,
indecd, he has one. It would be against all his previ-
ous stands to offer an act of self-determination to the
province, particularly as now the other Islands prov-
inces are threatening secession on 6 January 1995 if
their ‘statehood’ is not grante¢  y 7 December. { Chan
himself comes from New Ireland and has substantial
business assets in Rabaul.}

Many pro-secessionist sympathisers do not real-
ise that the Bougainville Revolutionary Army (BRA)
is only one faction among Bougainvilleans. Other
groups are dismayed that Chan may seem to recog-
nise rebel commander, Sam Kauona, as representing
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the aspirations of the province as a whole. They be-
licve the BRA cannot be forced to give up its arms
and could return Bougainville to the terrorism of 1990,
when it held sway before the return of the PNGDF.
The PNGDF is needed as a garrison until there is
reconciliation among Bougainvilleans and a restora-
tion of their own government. This could be achieved
through a pan-Bougainville conference of local leaders,
sponsored by Port Moresby, as the still-legitimate
authority.

The present chaotic state of PNG’s finances,
caused in part by Chan himself, has brought him to
Canberra to seek budget aid, and has given Australia
an opportunity to persuade PNG to pursuc wiscr do-
mestic policies. Another arca that calls for interven-
tion is the logging industry. Sustainably developed,
in conjunction with mining, it could be a great boon
to PNG financial independence.

But while Port Moresby allows Malaysian com-
panies to rip out its timber at lowest prices, Austral-
ia’s $300 million aid is in effect a subsidy to them.
The Wingti government was making some progress
here, thanks to Forests Minister Neville. Chan’s new
minister, well known to have connections with the
Malaysian firm, Ribunan Hijau, offers no reasurrance.
Nor does Chan’s policy of landowner control. He conid
be reminded that there is a path to self-sufficiency

Morag Fraser






Bad Boy bubble

From Peter Malone MSC. Pacific
Region president of OCIC (Organisa-
tion Catholique Internationale du
Cinemua ot Audiovisuels).

The vehemence of Michacel MceGirr's
review of Bad Bov Bubbv (Flash in the
Pan, Sceptember 1994 surprised me.
Indescribably vile’ was more ol a con-
demnation than a critique. Vile things
are portrayed in the film, certainly, but
that is different from their being pre-
sented vilely. (T read the review after
watching the re-released Fellini Satvr-
ican and this distinction suggested it-
sclt: Fellini portrays decadence and
depravity but not in a depraved way )

I was part of an OCIC jury at the
Venice Film Festival in 1993, where,
after discussing the confronting as-
pects of Bubbyv for three hours, we
awarded the film our Bronze Plaque.
Northern European members ot the
jury saw itas a fable of the human con-
dition, a De profundis film about ris-
ing ‘from the depths’ to some
possibility of human redemption.

Irealise that not everybody will see
the dilm in this way, but Tfind it a val-
id approach that opens up the film for
morce critical and thematic interpreta-
tion,

And, to advise ‘beware’ of a diree-
tor’s statement concocted by publi-
cists needs the balance of ‘beware’ of
a reviewer’s panning concocted with
journalistic flair.

Peter Malone
Kew, VIC

On t e contrary I

From Rae Langton, lecturer in philo-
sophy, Monash University.
Raimond Gaita’s reply (Letters, Sep-
tember 1994) to comments T made
during an interview with Stephen Tu-
dor {August 1994] begins with a shock-
ing story about the Nazi torture of a
rabbi. According to Gaita, ‘Rae Lang-
ton ... says that it may be mere “prej-
udice” to say that what the Nazi did
was cvil if one is not prepared to say
why’. He goes on to complain that the
tone of Peter Singer and mysclf is like
that of complacent politicians who
‘succumb to the suspicion that they
are born to rule’. Gaita seems to find
in my remarks a defence of the Nazi
and a plea for the philosopher king
This is bewildering. T said that
moral philosophy could have implica-
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tions for a world beyond the ivory tow-
er. 1 said that a philosopher could,
without arrogance, do applicd philos-
ophy: not because philosophers are
especially important to the world at
large, but because the world at large
can be important to philosophers.
Human heings are fallible creatures,
and it goes without saying that phi-
losophers arce fallible ereatures. Ques-
tions in applicd cthics are not casy. I,
tor one, don’t know the answers, and I
said so when asked in the interview.
Something like wisdom is needed
here, as Gaita and T agree: but that is
hardly to advocate the rule of the phil-
osopher king.

Gaita says we should simply rest
with our judgment that something is
cvil. But if human beings are fallible,
then our judgments about what is evil
arc likely to be fallible as well, People
have, now and at different times
through history, judged many things
to be evil: love between homosexuals;
abortion; the political activity of wom-
en. These judgments are, T think, mis-
taken. And surely Gaita will agree that
some judgments about what is cvil
have been mistaken. Tf so, we are as
fallible in this aspect of life as we are
in others. And if so, a blind faith in
judgments about what is evil can be a
tool of prejudice. Necedless to say, Tdo
not think it may be mere ‘prejudice’
to say that what the Nazi did was evil.
But then I'do not think it is ‘irrclevant’,
as Gaita does, that ‘'no respectable ar-
gument could compel anyone to ap-
prove the evil done to the rabbi’”. How
could it be “irrelevant’ to a moral phi-
losopher, or to anyone, that the voic-
es of reason and conscience here agree?

Rael _ton
Clayton, VIC

On the contrary II

From Professor Peter Singer, Centre
for Human Biocthics, Monash Univ-
ersity.

It is astonishing to read, in Raimond
Gaita’s response to the interviews Eur-
reka Street did with myself and Race
Langton, that he now maintains that
academic philosophers “tend to doubt
very little of any conscquence’ (Let-
ters, September 1994,

This is astonishing for two rcasons.
First, it is plainly false. To limit our-
selves just to five examples from ap-
plicd cthics, for instance, in recent
years philosophers have doubted the
following widely held views:

e That all human lives are of cqual
value;

¢ That we arc entitled o rear and kill
animals for food when we could nour-
ish ourselves adequately without do-
ing so;

e That there is a significant moral dis-
tinction between allowing a patient to
die by withholding treatment and giv-
ing that patient a lethal injection;

e That one can live an cthical life with-
out giving a substantial proportion of
one’s disposable income to help those
in danger of starvation or malnutrition
in less affluent nations; and

e That targeting population centres for
retaliatory attack is a legitimate torm
of nuclear deterrence.

These are hardly matters that
could be describe as being of little con-
sequence.

But the second reason why it is
astonishing to sce Gaita say this is in
his interview with Stephen Tudor,
when he says that Tand other philoso-
phers:

... have succeeded in making it a
world in which philosophers have led
the way in urging a relaxation of the
conditions under which we find it per-
missible to kill people; in which, for
cxample, most philosophy students
seriously wonder whether it is permis-
sible to kill young babics for much the
same reasons as it is permissible to
have an abortion. This dismays and
frightens me.” (June-July 1994).

Gaita can’t have it both ways. If
philosophers’ doubt is not of any con-
scquence, why does it dismay and
trighten him?

This kind of inconsistent thinking
is all too typical of Gaita’s thinking.
And that, perhaps, is why he com-
plains, in his letter, that ‘Peter Singer
and Rac Langton misunderstand al-
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Dark clouds

From Laura Dobherty

Thank you, Eurcka Street, for your re-
cent articles by Philip Kennedy, Alan
C and Ray Cassin on authority, the
right to express diverse opinion in the
church, and concern over the censor-
ship of the Catholic press. As a wom-
an whose identity and vocation is
sincerely marked by Catholicism, T am
incrcasingly awarc of dark clouds gath-
cring to try to stifle life in the church.

That is not to say that the Spirit is
not alive in the church. At a recent
‘Tomorrow’s Church’ parish meeting,
I certainly found that people were very
keen to sce local pastoral needs met,
and were sincerely struggling with the
reality of fewer priests. Also, at a gath-
ering of ‘Women and the Australian
Church’, it was evident that many
women are feeling desperate, given
their love of the church, their sense of
vocation and their frustration at what
they see as an increasing intransigence
on the part of the church locally and
the Pope.

In inner Melbourne, T see manifes-
tations of the church in solidarity with
people in the margins of society. In
Australia the church has a tremendous
opportunity to do and to be scen do-
ing what Jesus did, but this will be lim-
ited if its leadership continues along
the siege-mentality path to irrclevan-
cy.

I have always seen mysclf as being
pretty moderate. As a Year 12 history
student many years ago my hero was
Erasmus, who tried to reform the
church from within rather than take
the path Luther chose.

It isn’t casy to remain in a church
which says that in order to take up the
Holy Spirit’s call to ordained ministry,
one needs to have a certain anatomy.
{And it claims this is biblical! Docs
one also have to be Jewish, a fisher-
man or an Aramaic spcaker?} It isn’t
easy to remain in the church whose
press, at least in Australia, won't al-
low for a range of opinion to be ex-
pressed.

How are Catholic people to know
what theologians arc thinking, or to
sce beyond the immediate issue of
women’s ordination to the even deep-
er ones the church faces: authority,
obedience to whom and to what, how
to communicate with people and draw
forth their gifts, how to care for pco-
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ple now and in the future? No wonder
Philip Kennedy went public! Tam sure
that staying in the church can be as
painful as leaving it.

The best way to avoid a museum-
picce church is to make every effore
to prove, in a word and deed, the
church’s relevancy today. Thank you
to Eureka Street and its contributors
for trying to push it in that direction.

Laura Doherty
Geelong West, Vic

The path to peace

From Philip Mendes

Your correspondent Andrew Vincent
|Eurcka Street, September 1994 argues
that the Middle Eastern peace process
is not simply a record of triumphal
progress as reported in much of the
Western media. But neither are devel-
opments on the peace front as over-
whelmingly negative and depressing as
suggested in Vincent’s article.

The reality of 46 years of hate and
violence determined that progress to-
wards Isracli-Palestinian pcace was
always going to be slow and gradual.
This was why the Declaration of Prin-
ciples was based on steps and transi-
tions towards peace, rather than
sudden and complete Isracli with-
drawal.

Yet, it is inevitable that Israel will
eventually withdraw from the rest of
the West Bank, as it has in Gaza and
Jericho. It is also inevitable that a ful-
ly independent Palestinian state will
be established in these areas. This has
been acknowledged in recent months
not only by lIsracli doves, but also by
the secretary-general of the ruling Ts-
raeli Labour Party, Nissim Zvili. And,
as rccent polls indicate, more and more
Israclis are coming to recognise that
only reconciliation with the Palestin-
ians will resolve the historical griev-
ance that is at the heart of the
Isracli-Arab conflict. Andrew Vincent
suggests that the complete withdraw-
al from Gaza and Jericho has brought
little real improvement to the lives of
Palestinians, but this is not the view
of many Palestinians.

In an article in the latest cdition
of the prominent American Jewish left
magazine, Tikkun, Wendy Orange doc-
uments the joy that Palestinians ex-
perienced at the departure of the
hated Israeli troops. According to the
promincent Palestinian journalist
Mohammad Dawwas, the Gaza with-

drawal has provided the Palestinians
with a freedom—from curfews, sol-
diers and prisons—that they have not
cxperienced for 27 years (Tikkun, July/
August 1994)

Of course, this does not change the
fact that the rest of the West Bank re-
mains under Isracli occupation. Nor
does it ignore the need for Isracli fore-
es to be redeployed outside populated
areas throughout the West Bank as
soon as possible so that all Palestini-
ans can enjoy the benefits of peace. At
the time of writing, only the educa-
tion system has been formally trans-
ferred to Palestinian control. The other
37 scrvices, including population reg-
istration, land-ownership registration,
the granting of building permits and
the control of water sources, remain
under the control of the Tsraeli civil
administration.

It is also true that a significant
minority of Palestinians opposc the
Decclaration of Principles, but there is
a clear difference between those on the
secular left, who bcelieve Arafat has
given up too much, and those religious
fundamentalists in Hamas who oppose
Israel’s right to cxist. The Hamas
movement opposcs Israel not because
of any territorial claims, but rather
because it believes in an alleged Jew-
ish plot to control the world via the
Protocols of the Elders of Zion (four-
nal of Palestine Studics, Summer
1993).

Those who are justifiably con-
cerned with internal Palestinian de-
mocracy and the state of civil and
human rights under Arafat’s rule need
to distinguish carefully between legit-
imatc political opposition and those
who simply seek to drown the peace
process in Israeli and Palestinian
blood. At the end of the day, Arafat’s
cfforts to suppress Hamas militants
who kill Jews are essential not only to
maintain favor with lIsracl, but also to
protect the aspirations of the Palestin-
ians. For there can be no peace with
those who seck to liquidate the other
side.

As for Arafat’s call for a jihad, or
holy war, to liberate Jerusalem, such
rhetoric only plays into the hands of
extremists on both sides. For obvious-
ly any holy war is not compatible with
peace. And only peace will grant the
Palestinians what they want—an end
to the Israeli occupation and national
independence.

Philip Mendes
North Caulficld, VIC



JACK WATERFORD

CaritaL LETTER

HE LATEST FaD in analysing the relative woes of
the Labor and Liberal parties is to compare the way
in which Labor nurtures its young—Dby instilling iron
into their souls—with the clubby Liberal atmosphere,
in which people who have shown talent in some non-
political sphere are thrust into senior politics on the
basis of declaring in an interview that they are deter-
mined to excel at politics too. The newest Labor back-
bencher, say the wise heads, has spent 10 or 20 years
in Young Labor or the union movement, learning all
about the game of counting heads, cutting throats and
stabbing others in the back. Kecating’s backbench, with
a dozen former state secretarics, union organisers and
miscellaneous apparatchiks, has more experience in
hard politics than the entire Liberal front bench. Many
of the essential skills are instinctive, and Labor has a
culture that selects those who have the guts to ac-
quire power and wield it effectively. The Liberal ama-
teurs, by contrast, often get near the top before it is
apparent that they lack such instincts.

There is something in this analysis, as Alexan-
der Downer’s continuing debacles show. The man
himself, though born and bred to politics, killed any
momentum from his Things that Matter statement
with a few offensive jokes. He continues to fall on his
face, and worse, secms unable to get up. Andrew Pea-
cock, a party elder statcsman with great political nous
but no killer instinct, abandons the most prestigious
Liberal seat in the country and the party actually be-
comes desperate to find a replacement. A senior par-
ty ideologue says he’s too interested in making moncey
to be interested in the job, and another possible con-
tender, the Victorian Premier, lets it be known that
he would only accept nomination as part of a deal
that delivered him the leadership as well.

Meanwhile, Labor is going through onc of its most
inept periods of government: a former deputy premier
joins his former boss in jail; the ALP’s accident-in-
waiting, Laurie Brereton, conspicuously mismanages
the Australian National Linc affair; the left is in dis-
array over strategy for the party conference; and eco-
nomic management is in need of tuning only four
months after the budget. Yet no-one in the Opposi-
tion is able, or even trying, to score a hit.

What Labor has that the Liberals do not is not
experience in disembowelling, or a capacity to count
heads, but an undcrstanding of the fundamentals of
politics—that, in the first instance, it is about mak-
ing choices that will leave some people disappointed;
second, that it is about the building of coalitions, per-
manent or temporary, in support of particular poli-
cies; and third, that it is about framing arguments in
such a way that your opponents will find it much
harder to state their case persuasively.

In short, what the Labor school teaches is power,
how to get it and how to use it. Labor politicans learn

Learning the things
that matter mos

that politics is a hard slog, that reason does not always
carry the day, that symbols and appeals to sentiment
are as significant as cold logic, and that, if chance must
be taken into account, then the better politicians
make their own breaks. The Liberals, by contrast, still
want power to come easily. They spend too much time
daydrcaming about what they might do if they win
government, and not enough time working to attain
it. Even party officials tend to operate more as social
club committee members than as functionaries who
can dispense or withhold favours. These failings arc
aggravated by the party structure, which makes both
the organisational wing and grass-roots members
irrelevant on a day-to-day basis. In particular, the
Liberals lack mechanisms for shifting direction—cx-
cept, of course, the ultimate one of assassinating the
leader.

Things that Matter ought to have served a uscful
purposc for Alexander Downer. More than a decade
of wandering in the wilderness under an array of lead-
ers has left even the parliamentary party, let alone
ordinary branch members, confused about what the
party stands for. Almost cvery crisis of direction—
over sexual-privacy laws, say, or Aboriginal affairs,
has had the capacity to tear the party apart. Most vot-
ers were never going to read a manifesto, and the prin-
ciples for which the party stands should be able to be
summarised in a page or two. What was needed were
clear indications of the way the party would turn
when, for example, developmental concerns clashed
with environmental or Aboriginal ones, or statcs
rights with the rights of individuals. Instcad, Downer
produced a document that in more than 100 pages
did not even pretend to set priorities or weigh differ-
ent ideals. Even as a pragmatic document produced
by a committce, it is easily outshone by ALP confer-
ence documentation.

In part this was because Downer wants to keep
his options open on issues such as the republic, states’
rights, ecconomic intervention and social questions.
All things being equal, he wants to move into the
centre, but he also wants to avoid fights with party
hardliners, inside or outside Parliament. The docu-
ment is thus deliberately anodyne, to give him maxi-
mum room to manceuvre according to circumstance
and opportunity.

That's marketing, however, not real politics. Even
Labor’s Third XI could roll that over. The Liberals have
got to stop trying to get there in one go and start build-
ing an organisation that will move step by step. If the
party is not capable of winning government, it is not
fit to govern. [ ]

Jack Waterford is deputy cditor of The Canberra
Times.
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1995 PROGRAMME FOR

THE FORMATION OF SPIRITUAL
DIRECTORS

CS 04: THE MINISTRY OF
SPIRITUAL DIRECTION

This course will be conducted in
Semester 1 and aims to develop
an undersianding of spirvitual
direction ministry, its fistory,
traditions and more recent
developments. It also looks at

the spivitnal life and spiritual
directions.

the psychological dimensions of

CS 05: PRACTICUM IN
THE MINISTRY OF
SPIRITUAL DIRECTION
This practice involves: the study
of the philosophy underpinning
spiritual direction, guidance
through the process of spiritual
direction, giving spiritial
directionwith supervision. This
practicum will be conducted
through botlh Semester 1 and
Semester 11

The Sec
101 N

For further information regarding these courses contact:

tary, St Francis Xavier Seminary
jialta Road, Rostrevor SA 5073
Tel: (( 337 1460, Fax: (08)365 0494
or
Adelaide Diocesan Retreat Team
GPO Box 1364, Adelaide SA 5001
Tel: (08) 210 8210

Aurorafhternational Travel

A joint project of the Society of Jesus and Raptim International Travel

Book now for 1995 tours departing to:

Rome for Easter

Departs April oth incl. the Vatican, Easter services and Italy

Ror :and the Holy Land

Departs May 30th incl. Pentecost celebrations

Rome
Departs Sept 7th incl. the Feast of the Holy Cross

Medjugorje and Rome
Departs October 3rd

Rome and Israel for Christmas

Departs December 19th incl. Midnight Mass at the
Basilica of the Nativity in Bethlehem

Free time for independent
sightseeing, shopping and
further travel on all tours!

For tour details, inclusions and costs contact: Geoff Glover
Pilgrim Travel Pty Ltd (03) 899 7333 Licence N 31481
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INGUYEN VIET IIUY

No place to call home

DURING THE PAST FEW YEARS,

Asian, or in particular Vietnamese,
youths have been blamed for the
increase of criminal activities in the
Cabramatta area. When John New-
man MP, a local crime fighter, was
killed on 5 September, Asian gangs
were widely held to be responsible.

Thereisrarely a Vietnamese over
the age of 30 being held in Parramat-
ta and Parklea prisons in Sydney’s
west. According to a recent federal
government report cited by AAP:
‘The Vietnamesc youth gangs active
in Sydney around Cabramatta and
Fairfield are the children of the im-
migrants who arrived during the
exodus from Victnam during the
1970s.” The report points out that
‘Gang members range in age from
their mid-teens to early 20’s and
often live together, away from their
familicsin group homes. It is correct.

They are young and were once
students in Australia. They arrived
in Australiasomewhere between the
ages of one and nine. Their parents
were refugees. For various reasons, a
number of them left school before
reaching senior level.

Their language skills are poor.
They left school while their knowl-
cdge of English was still at primary
level. Furthermore, with their edu-
cation disrupted, they lack the abil-
ity to reflect. They do not have vi-
sion and it is difficult for them to
express themselves. Within the walls
of Parramatta and Parklea prisons,
there are only a handful of them who
can write in Vietnamese. Any
attempt to communicate seriously
with them, in English or Vietnam-
cse, ends painfully.

The majority of Asian inmates at
Parklea and Parramatta gaols were
unemployed at the time of their
arrest. The rest werc low-paid
labourers. Without basic qualifica-
tions it is not easy for them to find
work. The lengthy recession during
the past decade hasn’t helped cither.

Cabramattais a place where they
can come and go, and feel welcomed.
A growing numbecr of Asian children
leave home because they find it an
unhcarable place to live with con-
flicting cultures and values.

Cabramatta offers acceptance,
company and fun. It is obvious that
while in prison they are always on
the lookout for friends. You can sce
thejoy in theirfaces when they mect.

Traditional parental discipline
has been undermined. Vietnamese
parents learnt that in Australia they
should not touch their children, as it
might be considered child abuse.
Whether they were misinformed or
whether they misunderstood is hard
to know.

What is true is that parental
authority cannot reach the children
now. Likewise, the law-enforcement
agencies cannot reach them. In deal-
ing with Asian crimes, authoritics
in Australia often meet with a wall
of silence. Ironically they have
become highly protected people; they
arc the ‘untouchables’ and theirnum-
bers are growing very fast.

However, they are products of
oursociety. They were broughtupin
Australia; they are all Australians.
They are not as ugly as they are
painted by the media. Young Asians
arcaccused of supplying purc heroin.
In fact some of them are in Parklea
and Parramatta for crimes of vio-
lence. Most of those charged with
heroin-related crimes are only serv-
ing six, nine or 12 months, a sen-
tence indicative of a minor offence.

A number of young Asians are
tattooed with designs purported to
show gang membership. That may
be so, but many also wear these tat-
toos unaware of their significance.
They are not necessarily from organ-
ised gangs. When allegations are
madc, young Asians ar¢ given a false
macho image. This attracts the curi-
osity of other Asians.The macho
phenomenon is also shown in their
satisfaction in building up their bod-
ies while in custody.

But isn’t it too easy to accept the
goodiesandreject the baddies? When
things go wrong, shouldn’t we reflect
on the situation rather than lookine
for the obvious scapegoats?

Nguyen Viet Huy SJ is chaplain at
Loyola College, Mt Druitt, NSW,
and a prison chaplain in Parramatta
diocese.









cleaning is an appropriate term. You can see¢ where
they have been. The ground looks like a short-pile
carpet: clean as a whistle.

Just outside Forbes, near the graveyard where the
bushranger Ben Hall is buried, there is a farmer out
with his cattle. He stands there, by the side of the
road, with his dog and stick, caught as the car flashes
by with his mouth open, then left behind.

Outside the gate at Twilight, I find the farmer
who runs the property also by the side of the road. He
calls the sheep he is watching his ‘streetwise ladies'—
five-ycar-old ewes who have seen it all. Now they are
vacuuming their way up the long paddock, bums bare
from recent crutching to cut away the dags. The
weather map, the farmer says, shows an approaching
cold front. Such formations usually bring rain.

We change into daggy but dag-free clothes and
g0 and have a look around the 119th annual Forbes
Agricultural Show. There are prizes for everything
here: bales of hay (judged on quality), sample jars of
wheat (judged on smell, appearance, weight per bush-
¢l, trueness to type and freedom from mousc drop-
pings), and for damper. Boys and girls compcte in
separatc classes for the damper prize, and the girls’
damper looks best.

There arc prizes for the bulls with giant testicles
and backs the size of kitchen tables, and prizes for
poultry. I compare the first and second-prize roosters.
Is it the blue ribbon that makes the first rooster look
so perfect, such an archetype of roosterdom, or am I
just reading that in? Everybody loves a winner.

The shearing compctition is being conducted in
the beer tent, and judges in green blazers watch for
quality as well as specd. Here the streetwise ladies
are turned on their heads, legs asplay, somctimes
spurting blood under the blade (for which the shear-
ers lose points). The wool drops on the ground like
banana peel. The contest over, the loser departs, sweat
stains growing like emerging continents under his
armpits. He says nothing, not even to the little boy
running by his side, but his gait—all dirty jeans, broad
leather belt and purposeful stride tell you how proud
it is possible to be in the face of defeat.

Listen to the conversation in the beer tent. They
don’t talk much, but what they do say is all about the
weather map and previous dry years, just like this,

when rain has come at about this time. What

will tomorrow bring?
S UNDAY. NOT A DAY OF REST but another day on the
long paddock. The sky to the west is screened with
sheets of high altitude cirrus that look like rice paper
but in fact are made up of millions of high-up ice crys-
tals. The front is coming. A change. Hope.

A farmer says to me: ‘If it rained now, we
wouldn’t even call it a drought. We wouldn’t even
whinge. We’d just have had a dry winter.’

Monday comes. I wake to hear sheets of corru-
gated iron on some nearby shed flapping, but the qual-

ity of light on the walls tells me cven before I look
out that there is no rain. The front is here, but it has
brought only a hot and thirsty wind. I can sec the
struggling wheat and canola withering in front of my
eyes. A few days more of this, and that
will be the end of any hope for the year’s
crops. By the end of the day, when the
farmers bring the ladies in for their
evening drink, the sky is once again an
unobstructed blue.

I tell one of the farmers at Twilight
that the meteorologists [ have spoken to
are predicting that the El Nino cffect will
begin to break down in November or
December. Relief—and useful rain—will
come then. He looks thoughtful. If he
could rely on that, they would go into
debt, buy stockfeed and hang onto the
cattle and sheep that represent next
year’s income. As it is, they will face the
crunch in the next two or three weceks
and give up on the crop, letting the stock
in to cat it off the paddock before it dies.

Driving against the wind, we head
north of Forbes, to see what T am told
will be some ‘real drought’. The spring
rain that Twilight got was very localised.
Fifteen kilometres away, and you can sce
the difference. Here the wheat is not
even at ankle height. It just dusts the
paddocks with green. Roadside trecs are
competing for survival. They are sur-
rounded by a 30 metre circle of bare
earth, their roots going into the crop,
sucking the water out from under. The
canola looks almost comic, like a picce
of yellow knitting with big, unravelled
holes. The barley is trying to form heads
although the plants are barely above
ground level.

T've got to survive,” says a farmer, trying to ex-
plain to me what it is that [ am seeing. He is speaking
from the point of view of a barley plant. ‘"There isn’t
cnough water, so I've got to reproduce now, before I
die. Throw out a seed. Throw out a head. Now. Before
it’s too late.’

On, into Trundle, which is officially known as
the New South Wales town with the widest main
street. There are old photos of bullock drays lined up
SiX across.

The depopulation of rural areas is not a result of
this drought alone. Farming is a model of increased
efficiency and reformed labour markets. Mechanisa-
tion has meant that ‘agricultural labourer’ is the fast-
est declining job category in the country. Trundle was
probably a sad town even last year, when it had rained.
Now, they arc giving out food parcels to families
around here. It is not only this drought that has
brought things so low. Therc were good years before,
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There are very few
marginal seats in
farming Australia,
and the real problem,
one suspects, is that
there aren’t any
political parties who
are actually
interested in the
inland. Basically
sensible policies like
those initiated by
Kerin have been slow
to come, then fail in
the execution and the
fine print, largely
because nobody is
watching and nobody
in power is listening.
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but the prices for v :at and wool were so depressed
that not even the comparatively fortunate farmers
could build up cash reserves. One no-income year,
and things arc desperate.

It takes two minutes to walk across the main
street from the sagging verandah of the big old Trun-
dle pub—all rooms closed now, except for the front
bar—to the post office, where there is a community
noticeboard advertising the Trundle Debutante Ball.
There are six debs to be presented, but it doesn’t say
to whom. There is also a poster about coursces in thera-
peutic massage, reflexology and Reiki T & ITI—'Learn
to help yourself in troubled times.”’

Also at the post office is a schedule of rainfall in
the district since 1888. The driest year was 1902, with
796 points. So far this year, there have been just 508
points. Trundle may be heading for a personal worst.
In the hardwarc shop, which is up tor sale, a farmer is
overheard to say he is about to put his remaining sheep
into the canola crop to cat it oft. ‘Hopeless,” his
wordsdrift out. ‘Bloody hopeless.” Yet everyone knows
that Trundle is not  1¢ worst off.

In Queensland, it has been like this for four
years. There is no dusting of green, no unravelling
crops, nothing to hold the soil down at all.

It just blows away and nobody talks about

hope at all.

LATER, TALKING TO the local Rural Financial Coun-
scllor, Mary Ewing, I hear that under the strict crite-
ria of the Rural Adjustment Scheme as applied by the
New South Wales government, Trundle farmers do
not qualify for assistance. To do so, they would have
had to have heen drought-de  ired for the past three
months, and drought-declared for at least six out of
12 months in at lcast two of the preceding three fi-
nancial years. Trundle fails the second condition.

Even morc insulting: these guidelines were not
published. Ms Ewing learned about them when she
rang up and asked.

In a recent article in The Australian, former
Prime Minister Malcolm Fraser argued for a more in-
terventionist approach by government to drought. He
said the skills of ¢ farmers were a national assct,
which should be protected from crosion or replace-
ment by big multinational land-owning corporations.
He compared the situation of the farming industry to
that of steel. The government, in spite of its free-mar-
ket-oriented ideology, had been prepared, carly in its
term, to hand out almost $1 billion to help revamp
steel mills when BHP claimed the industry was in
jcopardy. Fraser speculated that the double standard
might be because farmers are conservative voters. ‘Is
the government deliberately using the drought to de-
stroy a strong group of independent-minded Austral-
ians who normally would not be government
supporters?’ he asked.

What arc the skills that Fraser says we should be
acting to preserve?! They are skills that are invisible
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to most of us. On the drive back from Trundle, I ask:
‘Okay, just suppose that front had brought rain. What
do you do? Is it too late to sow the rest of the crop?’

The farmer considers. ‘It depends. If you had the
right soil available and the right wheat, a late-bearing
wheat, you might take the risk.’

‘“What's the right soil?’

‘Well, in this area there’s a black soil and a red
soil. The red soil is lighter textured. You need less
rain to grow a crop. If you had that, and the sced in
hand, you might take a gamble .’

‘Why would it be a gamble if it rained? Wouldn't
that make everything all right?’

‘Well, you'd nced more rain in three weeks or so,
or the crop’d just dic. Then every two weeks until it
began to ripen. Then no more or the heads begin to
sprout before you can harvest.’

‘And October and November are dry months
norma ¥’

‘Yep. Then you usually get rain at the other end,
in autumn. Just when you don’t want it.’

‘So you probably wouldn’t make it.’

‘Yep.'

‘A big gamble.’

“Yep. There’s a lot of variables.”

He goes on to point out particular paddocks—
some where the crop is doing better than others. This,
he says, is because of the quality «  the fallow in the
preceding year. Water was stored up in the subsoil.
Hc points out the paddocks of a tarmer who habitual-
ly overstocks, in good times and in bad. The paddocks
have that vacuum-cleaned look. The farmer is look-
ing for stock agistment on other people’s farms. There
is none to he had.

‘He just flogs his land. Just flogs it,” he says.

Daunted by the way he reads the landscape, 1 ask:
"How do you learn all these things?’

‘Expericnce. Reading. The Department of Agri-
culturc. My father.” There is a pause. “Trouble is, 'can’t
usc it to do anything clsc.’

Paranoia in the bush leads some to believe that
Fraser is right about a campaign to rid the country of
farmers, but the recent history of drought policy does
not show active hostility, so much as neglect. As in
most things in life, the cock-up theory scems more
likely than the conspiracy.

There were big changes in the Rural Adjustment
Scheme {RAS), which is the main vehicle of govern-
ment aid, two years ago. The changes were announce
by the then Minister for Primary Industrics, Simon
Crean, but resulted largely from the work of his pred-
ecessor, John Kerin. Kerin, who is once of the few pol-
iticians most farmers speak of wi something
resembling respect, set up a task force to review
drought policy 1t was this task force that for the first
time made the ‘normalcy’ of periods of drought offi-
cial. It was probably the first time anyone in govern-
ment had lool ° Toissue v ut 7 ingt

Continued pl8






Stock coming off the
trucks are as bad as he
has seen: Noel Hook,
Carrum Downs farmer
for 30 years and
abattoir stockman
for seven years.
Photo: Bill Thomas.

assumptions of European agriculture. The policy that
resulted stated that drought was not a calamity, and
not a national disaster requiring special effort and
sympathy, but a normal part of Australian farming.

Government policy wor | be aimed at encouraging

management of the drought risk, and the taxpapers

would only be called on to help farmers who were

good producers, and good for the environment. Even

in times of exceptional difficulty, such as a prolonged
drought, only the ‘long-term viable’ farm-
ers would get government aid.

™ LEES, FROM THE UNIVERSITY OF NEw ENGLAND's rural
development centre, says the change was common
sense. ‘Why did it take so long? T think it was just
folklore that drought is a natural disaster and there-
fore should come under natural-disaster policy. Ker-
in was imaginative enough to raise the question: is
this sensible when some area of Australia is nearly
always in drought, and we have a major drought eve-
ry three to four years?

‘There are methods of dry-land farming developed
in South Australia which are probably uniquely Aus-
tralian, but by and large we still farm with similiar
assumptions to the ones that operate in Europe, al-
though we are in radically different circumstances.’

The operation of the old RAS had certainly been
a problem. The scheme tended to operate as a lender
of last resort for farmers who could not get bank
finance. These were often the very people whom
everyone—from soil conserv  onists to their neigh-
bours—wanted off the land. Good farmers often
weren’t needy enough. They got no help.

Now, in theory at least, the only circumstance
in which non-viable farmers can get RAS help is if
they are wanting to leave the land, in which casc they
can apply for up to $45,000 to establish a new life. If
they are not willing to give up farming, then the gov-
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ernnient ignores them altogether. At
the other end of the scale, the RAS
provides interest-rate subsidies of up
to 50 per cent for farmers borrowing
to upgrade their farms or their skills.
As well, in times of exceptional dif-
ficulty, such as long-term drought,
interest-rate subsidics of up to 100
per cent would be available to farm-
ers who meet the cligibility guide-
lines.

Mary Ewing says that most good
farmers do not arguc with the un-
derlying principle behind the govern-
ment’s drought policy. The  sblems
are in the fine print and the imple-
mentation, and they are so basic that
one can only conclude that they are
the result of blindness on the part of
government and bureaucracy. For
cxample, the guidelines for access to RAS grants in
times of exceptional difficulty are phrased entirely in
terms of helping farmers make productivity improve-
ments, despite the fact that common sense tells you
that in the middle of a four-year drought, after half a
decade of declining commodity prices, improvements
to productivity are hardly likely.

You do not have to be cynical to rcgard the guide-
lines for ‘exceptional difficulty’ RAS grants as being
a Catch 22. If you are sufficiently well off to be bor-
rowing for increased productivity, then you probably
don’t need help. The best thing that can be said is
that in the zeal to encourage farmers to be self-reli-
ant, nobody seems to have thought through what ‘ex-
ceptional difficulty’ might mean in real terms. Not
surprisingly, RAS grants paid out during the past two
years have fallen short of the amount allocated for
them, meaning that there have been amounts of up
to $150 million earning interest in government cof-
fers while the breeding stock has been slaughtered,
children taken out of school and properties run down.

Jim Lees says more problems have also occurred
in assessing which farms are sustainable in the long-
term. ‘They do get it wrong consistently. They usual-
ly don’t even go onto a property, but look at the
income and expenditure figures. You can find plenty
of farmers who have been refused RAS [help| because
they were not meant to be sustainable, who are still
there 10 years later, and others who are refused it be-
cause they supposedly don’t need it, who go under.’

The government has issued many press releases
about moves to encourage and assist farmers to pre-
pare for drought. In fact the effort has been half-heart-
ed. Farmers are meant to be able to gain tax benefits
by putting surplus cash from the good years in the
Income Equalization Deposits Scheme. This cash
would then be available for withdrawal in bad years.

v by
(Crean to encourage planning tor bad years. But again,
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1ICTORIA’S KENNETT GOVERNMENT TURNS TWO
on 2 QOctober 1994,

Last month the Victorian Law Institute Journal
published an article attributed to the state’s Attorney-
General, Jan Wade, which said: ‘Some lawyers ... scem
to have found a new enthusiasm for such previously
fuddy-duddy concepts as the division of powers and
the rule of law now that they see an opportunity to
deploy them against a conservative government ... we
have heard diatribes on subjects ranging from an
alleged explosion in the use of legislative clauses oust-
ing judical review to the manner in which the replace-
ment of the Equal Opportunity Commissioner with a
five-person commission outraged the scparation of
powers, the last of which must have had both
Montesquicu and Sir Owen Dixon, if not spinning in
their graves, then at least in a state of considerable
subterranean confusion.’

As the author of one such ‘diatribe’ and the
subject of Mrs Wade’s little joke, 1 reply:

First, that the Kennett government is not con-
servative, It is a radical right-wing government bent
on dismantling the accountable state to achicve f1‘ec-
market objectives. In the August 1994 edition of
Civil Liberty, Spencer Zifcak lists what it has already
done to weaken the independence and relative pow-
er of:

Parliament and the peo; : through time-limits on
debate on bills; ensuring that all new parliamentary
committees have government majoritics; substan-
tive lawmaking by subordinate legislation; the re-
placement of elected local-government councils with
commissioners.

Courts and judges, by routine exclusion of jurisdic-
tion of the Supreme Court; dismissal of 11 Accident
Compensation Tribunal judges; attacks on the DPP
(and, I add, dismissal of the Industrial Relations
Commissioners, and failure to reappoint ‘ALP-asso-
ciated’ Administrative Appeals Tribunal members,
or the Liquor Licensing Commissioner who investi-
gated Kennett’s licence).

Quasi-judicial bodies, through exemptions for ‘cab-
inet’ documents (and through privatised government
business dealings, such as the Melbourne Main
Events Company) under Freedom of Information; dis-
missal of the Commissioner for Equal Opportunity
(T indisputably exercised quasi-judicial discretion in
my inquiry into discrimination against women pris-
oners); ministerial control over conciliation and pu-
nitive costs provisions to discourage complaints;
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assumption of direct planning responsibility by the
Minister for Planning (at the expense of the AAT);
‘review’ of the Public Advocate and failure to fill his
vacant position; placing the Ombudsman and other
statutory officers {including the new Equal Opportu-
nity Commission) on contracts. (To these, add the
resignation of the coroner and efforts by Nick Pap-
pas, former DPP prosccutor and now chief magistrate,
to remove the head of the Children’s Court.
Administration, with 40,000 public scrvants gone; the
introduction of private-sector management style (in-
cluding ‘contracts’ terminable on a month’s notice
without cause); removal of state-owned enterprises
from public-sector accountability mechanisms.
Conscrvative? The face and style of Victorian
government have changed utterly in two years.
Second, that the constitutional provisions en-
trenching the role and jurisdiction of the Supreme
Court of Victoria were enacted by the Hamer Liberal
government in 1975 explic-

law’ and to establish the
court as part of the essential
legal framework of the state.

m an Séanwkw:} whabitly to protect the ‘rule of

& 5 he le«k

b‘ ECZ)(. That government even con-
Fm(_e((_e C/ ) sidered incorporating a bill of

rights into the constitution.
Mrs Wade now appears to
think this is ‘fuddy-duddy’,
but until 1993 she was a
member of the Victorian
branch executive of the In-
ternational Commission of
Jurists (as I was and still
am)—a body predicated on
defending the rule of law and
independence of the judici-
ary.

Third, of course the
1975 constitution had been
amended before Kennett, but
on nothing like his scale of
butchery.

Section 18(2)(b) of the
constitution requires any
bill that derogates from the
Supreme Court’s jurisdiction
to be passed by an ‘absolute
majority in both houses’ or
it will be void. By 1989 it had

A/







JUIN AIRELRINAVAL

I ligration: the flow becomes a trickle

INCE WORLD WAR 1l Australians have
become accustomed to comprehensive
immigration programs. Governments
have done much more than secure the
integrity of our borders: they have sought
to introduce policy that managed the
movement of peoplein a way that would
helpdev  pthenationasawhole. Given
ourhistory it’sno surprise that the settle-
ment of p  ple lies close to the heart of
our nationhood. However the intake an-
nounced for 1994/95 hy the Minister,
Nick Bolkus indicates that we may be
witnessing the demise of the extensive
immigration program.

Accor g to Senator Bolkus, the
nominal increase of 10,000 (to 73,000
for this year), mainly made up of individ-
uals already on-shore, was not a prelude
to a more active immigration program.
He stated 1at the low incrcase was a
recognition of a ‘need for the benefits of
Australia’s economic recovery to be fo-
cused on the country’s unemployed’.

Despite the impression that in the
future policy will no longer be framed
on an ecc  mic basis, Labor still pays
regard to tions of how immigration
can best scrve our economic goals. In
many ways the policy that is currently
beingarticulated by Canberra represents
aconveni tmarriage of the arguments
both forand against immigration. More-
over, the refugee¢ rogram is now more
dependent upon gucstions of cost than
need.

Those opposed to high immigration
argue that new arrivals place demands
on the p lic sector, requiring extra
spending in housing, health services,
education and social security. This
spending stretches the current account
deficit, which is not adequately com-
pensated when migrants find their feet
and become more economically produc-
tive. Most importantly they compound
our unemployment problem.

Opponents of this viewpoint believe
the net economic effect of immigration
must be assessed more closely. Austral-
ian-born residents also place demands
on the public sector, so these costs are
not solely imposed by migrants. And
new arrivals tend to show more than the
usual amount of initiative and thereby
contribute more through their very en-
terprise. Supporters of immigration pol-
icy dispute figures that show its nega-
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tive impact, arguing that no definite
conclusions can be drawn until exten-
sive studies are conducted over a longer
time frame.

ven though the Government has
decided not to use the stimulus of imumni-
grant labour as we move out of recession
{ashasbeen the policy in the past}it still
recognises the economic potential of
migrants. Included in the planned in-
take for 1994/95 are those designated as
having investment potential. Canberra
hopes to bring $600 million into the

country over the next three years in this
way.

For the Government, such migrants
represent a magic solution. The resourc-
es they bring to Australia, both personal
and financial, provide a much-needed
fill totheeconomy, andthey are not as
much of aburden on government servic-
es. It is the search for the perfect mi-
grant, and the bureaucratic process of
filling those 73,000 places will function
to support this.

A third of the new arrivals in 1994/
95 will be admitted under the ‘skills
component’, which is administered by a
points test. Applicants are assessed on
their level of education, work experi-
ence, age and command of English. This
also applies to a quarter of the places put
aside for family reunion. If an applicant
fits into the ‘concessional category’, i.e.
he/she is not a parent with more chil-
dren in Australia than elsewhere, a
spouse or dependent child of someone
alrcady in Australia, then he or she must
also comply with the test. Effectively,
this means that half of the migrant in-
take will be accepted by the department
on the basis of their skills and resources.

Added to these policy directives, the
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Migrant Reform Act 1992 came into
effect on 1 September. The overriding
feature of the new legislation is the
greater discretionary power placed in
the hands of the Minister and the de-
partment. Most significantly, the act
diminishes the power of the Federal
Court to review the decision process.

What the Government is designing
is a leaner, more economically dynamic
program. But the concern the Govern-
ment has shown towards the cost of
settlement extends beyond the migra-
tion program itself to thosc admitted on
humanitarian grounds.

Laborhaspresidedoverasteady m-
inution of the offshore intake under the
refugee and humanitarian program. Over
21,900 people were settled in 1981/82.
This has fallen to a projected figure of
13,000 for 1993/94. Nicki Marshall from
the Ecumenical Migration Office in Mel-
bourne finds it unacceptable that these
figures have dropped: “You have mas-
sive increases in global migration and
displaced people and refugees and at the
very same time we actually have a halv-
ing of Australian refugee and humani-
tarian intake’.

If those arriving on humanitarian
grounds are accepted on a different basis
from other migrants, why is it that the
two intakes rise and fall together? Mark
Deasey from Community Aid Abroad
argues that it has much to do with the
intertwining of immigration and refu-
gee policy: ‘These two have been con-
fused. As the migration intake has been
progressively pegged back we've had
the refugee intake pegged back as well’.
Deasey concedes that the Refugee Re-
view Tribunal, established in July last
year as part of the new act, has the
potential to provide a more just process
for on-shore claimants for refuge, but
that off-shore numbers seem likely to
remain more or less at current levels.

The shift from a mass immigration
policy is perhaps a reflection of the
change in the fundamentals of an ¢con-
omy no longer reliant upon labour-in-
tensive production. The Government
would now prefer new arrivals to start a
company of their own rather than go on
to the factory floor. Refugees, on the
otherhand, must fitin where they cai

Jon Greenaway is a staff writer.












Sound Bites

Domenico Scarlatti
was driven almost batty

by friends who said, ‘Please
won't you play Kitten on the keys?’

Gregorio Allegri

enjoyed watching Maigret

but Arcangelo Corelli
despised the telly.

Maria Callas

turned down a part in Dallas,

saying ‘I'm La Divina,
book me for Palestrina.’

Jean Baptiste Lully
was such a bully
he even got his way
with Le Roi Soleil.

Baldassare Galuppi
was a bit of a yuppy;

there was no one smarter

at a toccata.

When Harry Birtwistle
choked on some gristle

he complained, ‘The gravy’s
all gone to Maxwell Davies.’

Peter Porter

Rain

Late afternoon: rain brushes past the window
And [ feel less alone. [ know that, soon,

It will all sto but now it breaks the day

In a procession of days, each shining, whole,

And turns stray minutes into someone’s life.
Not mine: in forty years I've never thought
How strange to hold a cup and watch the rain,
The tea gone cold, my finger wandering

Over the rim; and for the first time ever

I feel thick drops of varnish, and take them
As kindnesses, not meant for me but loved
As though they were. The Hassidim will tell

About the life to come, how everything

Will stay the same. That stain upon my chair,

It must remain; my cup cannot be smooth.

This world will be untouched., they nod and say,

But just a it changed. Late afternoon:

I sit here, deep inside this April day,
Half-thanking someone I will never meet,
The rain outside now striking hard and fast.

Kevin Hart
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Each Morning Once More Seamless

Mother and type of evolution,

the New Testament of the scholars

may be likened to a library catalogue

of the old type, a card index console

of wooden drawers, each a verse.

And you never know which ones are out,
stacked up, spilt, or currently back

in, with some words deleted

then restored. And it never ends.

Reputations slide them out,
convictions push them in.
Speculations look backwards once
and stiffen to salt-crystal proofs.

Dates grow on palms in the wilderness
and ferment in hunman minds —

and criticism’s prison for all poems
was modelled on this traffic.

Most battered of all are the drawers
labelled Resurrection, The.

Bashed, switched, themselves resurrected
continually. Because it is impossible,

as the galaxies were, as life was,

as flight and language were. The impossible,
evolution’s prey, shot with Time’s arrow.
But this one is the bow of time.

Shadowy at a little distance tower
other banks of card-index drawers,

other myriad shelves, jammed with human names.

Some labelled in German are most actively
worked over, grieved, and reinserted.

More stretch away in Eastern scripts,

scarcely visited. Dust softens their headwords.
Yet the only moral reason to leave any

in silence fragments and reassembles

in the swarmed over, nagged, fantasized
word-atoms of the critics’ Testainent.

Les M rray



Pebbly Beach

The sand
the mirroring sand
smooth

in the full glass of wine
dusk

Don’t Do Anything Silly or Clever

Stay close to the upper world
where fantasy is just a story,

don’t consider the number you must wear

of all the never-to-be-counted numbers
in the catalogue of DNA,

pay respect to this extraordinary misrule
we call reality,

perfect the mantra of your fear

in steady repetition of your love,

your family and your sense of others,
acknowledge that both guilt and shame
make no pretence of offering evidence,
practise faith as you would polish

the one good table in the house,

ignore your animals’ ignorance of death,
your body is more privileged,

shout at your kids on the escalator
‘don’t do anything silly or clever!”’
which means that vindication

belongs to bankers and not ballerinas,
indulge the aphorisms of the future

but live only in the present,

observe great artists with detachment
accepting that the brain's an arriviste.

Despite all this
dying will thrust on you

the inevitable heroism of a god.

Peter Porter

glimmering
like talk about dying
when you're still half young
under clouds

displaying grey
beautifully
like Iyrebirds

and when the light
seeps away
goes black

like a rotten tooth

what do you listen to!?
the amniotic sea

and its warm illusion

what do you go back to?
the smell of mushrooms

spitting in butter

and books, books.

Dorothy Porter
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Ice Bear

Hour after waking hour the white bear
of pride is on the move, leaving

pug behind pug in the smashed crystals, his body
a wedge driving towards you, the black

cap of his nose drinking in your odour,
the drilled eyes locked on your courses.

He was here before ever you came, his clan
reaching back to the caves where bones

of men and bears rubble together, and he
will be prowling the ice still when you

have gone the way of all the earth, a marker
scarring the permafrost briefly.

There are devices, you think, to deal with him

and his like. You band with other hunters,
whetting the blade of deprecation, testing

the Mannlicher of compassion, inching
behind the hummocks of humility,

invoking the spirits, gambling your breath,

and for a while it is possible to suppose
that the day will be yours. You see redness

begin to darken on fur, on snow, on your mittens.
Each time you think that, you try to forget

what comes when the flaying’s complete and the gaunt body
displays at last its human forin.

Peter Steele

EUREKA STREET 27



Missolonghi

“'Tis time this heart should be unmoved.”
Byron Jan.22 1824, Greece

Even the leeches, Loukas,
don't bleed
my lust for astonishment
how does the heart
that disobedient pump
make its choice!

why do I drag
myself out of bed

every morning
just to watch you!

2

I'm ot really asleep, Loukas

I'm only foxing
so I can watch you
moving about my room

take it, take it,
it’s only my watch
I've had a gutful of Time

hold its old gold finish
against vour smooth cheek

tick.tick.tick.tick.
like an old heart

how can I roar out of bed
and blame you
for stealing from nie!

I've sacked and looted
everyone I've ever loved.

3

Last night I dreamt
I took you pistol shooting

it was a ghost dawn
the ground was smoking

but your face was clear
I have dreamt

stars like tar pits

I have dreamt

an arrow sticking out

of a defeated eye

last night, Loukas,
I dreamt

we were pistol shooting

the ground was smoking
a ghost dawn.

I othy Por_ .
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Decath And The Moggie

Good Morning, Citizen Cat,

I am Death who'’s come

To take you from this flat
Back to where you're from.
Are you ready, Comrade Cat?

Don’t pester me, Sir Death,
This is my morning rest

When I forget that teeth

Shred flesh from bone with zest.
I'd fillet you, proud Death.

Stay calm, Signore Gatto,

You have to leave but you're
In that anthology from Chatto
On page 174.

Va ben’, amico gatto.

Listen, egregious Hades,

Those only give you power,

Fine Gentlemen and Ladies

Who recognise their hour.

Don’t mix with rough trade, Hades.

The time has come, Herr Katz,
To chew what you have bitten,
This languor is ersatz—

That you're no skittish kitten
Ein Ritsel ist, mein Schatz.

I'm not, you Modern Hermes,
Quite ready yet to die.
Though this the end of term is
I'm still as bright of eye,

A beautiful brown Burmese.
Each star helps light the sky.

Peter Porter



Diptych
I

Purple sails, Tyre,
girls tormenting fabrics, rocks,
a green sea, the Greeks.

Somne weeds inspire me
the way they mimic plants deemed
lovely, edible.

Lullabies, nipple
music, contracting eyes, mother’s
morphia, sleep sleep.

The ocean sizzles,
titanic bouillabaise,
tall clouds of black steam.

Enough is enough
the poxy voung blade let drop
to the guillotine.

A bench, advocates,
silks, briefs, Status versus Greed,
a mule in a wig.

High table, sherry,
gowns, bluestockings, English teeth,
a don in aspic.

A womanizer
she sighed disapprovingly
wriggling little toes.

Meat 1s sweeter near
the bone, wheezed Casanova
forking a lean dish.

Salade Rachel. eels,
bearded clams a la de Sade,
péche pudding, whipped cream.

Meat is sweeter near
the fat ejaculated
the Sumo wrestler.

Beethoven expired
unwifed, loverless, shaking
his fist heavenwards.

Beethoven's coiled brain
uncoiled the future’s music
with brown growling sounds.

Such disappointment,
the sandwiched @ons, high hopes
reduced to low fears.

Grapefruit sails, Tyre,
hags igniting embers, cocks,
a blue sea, the Brits.

11

a tanka runs for
five lines of five syllables
or segments, seven,
five again, and seven twice,
no rhyme, no metre, chunked sense.

a tanka is less
exacting than a haiku,

those extra fourteen
syllables encouraging
upholstered loquacity.

a tanka is less
virtuous than a haiku,

those extra fourteen
syllables resemble a
pageant of buttocks and breasts.

a tanka is less
Jungian than a haiku,

those extra fourteen
syllables coagulate
the blood of archetype, myth.

a tanka is less
Wittgenstein than a haiku,

those added fourteen
syllables can lure poets
from the malls of common sense.

a tanka is more
orchestral than a haiku,
those further fourteen
syllables babble over
the stark aphasia of sound.

Jack Hibberd
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It was as though the pieces of that jigsaw puzzle
called the ‘Sixties’—Jimmy Hendrix, free love, cam-
pus revolt, and getting stoned—had come together and
it was Cuba.

I took a more serious interest in Cuba in the mid-
1980s, when 1 was asked to help teach a course on
US-Latin American relations at a university in Sydney.
Given the misery and repression so typical of the rest
of Latin America, Cuba seemed like an island of sane
policies and human values. There were prisons and
prisoners of conscience in Cuba, but I also knew that
there were no death squads or bodies being dumped
on the rubbish tips in the middle of the night. I appre-
ciated that Cuba had swapped its economic depend-
ency on the US for another kind of dependency on
the Soviet Union.

But people were fed and housed, and there were
education, health and careers open for all. I was aware
that Cuba was a one-party state. But I knew as well
that decades of US hostility had thrown the
political development of the revolution off
course and that, to some extent, it continued to
explain some of Castro’s excesses. I was curious.

And so I decided to visit Cuba in July and

August of 1989.

EST IMPRESSIONS ARE EASILY RECALLED: MiG fighters
on the runway at Havana airport, the drive through
streets where billboards advertised revolutionary val-
ues instead of Coca-Cola and Sony cassette record-
ers; cold beer and cool jazz in the bar of the Inglaterra
Hotel; old Havana with its vista of domes and rooftop
statues; the diplomatic suburb of Miramar with its
leafy colonial mansions and police drowsing lazily in
pillboxes; and the lovely wide Malecon joining both
parts of the city and cradling them from the sea.

Cubans could be intrusive and inquisitive in
those days but generally they were relaxed and friendly
as well. Young girls giggled as they tried to hustle
male tourists—in a land of sexual liberation, easily
available contraception, and abortion on demand. 1
guess they felt there was nothing much to be lost by
offering companionship for the night in return for a
trip to the dollar store in the morning.

After several days in Havana I flew to Cam-
maguey to hear Castro give the annual ‘26 July’ speech
commemorating the Moncada uprising in 1953 and
the first shots fired in the revolution. While there 1
visited a new rural housing project only to find my-
self joining a select tour group being led around the
complex by Fidel himself.

The ‘maximum leader’ had little time for foreign
journalists but an obvious rapport with the construc-
tion workers and campesinos. He embraced them and
they badgered him about poor electrical wiring and
the lack of onions in the market.

Fidel seemed genuinely interested in these mi-
nutiae of the revolution. It was part of his attachment
to his people. At the open air rally the next day he

spoke for three hours about the revolution’s most re-
cent achievements in milk production, animal hus-
bandry, hospital beds and schools. Then he finished
with his standard rhetorical flourish: Socialismo o
muerte! Venceremos! |‘Socialism or death. We will
win!’) I don’t think anyone realised the full implica-
tions of that choice in 1989.

Within a year of my visit the Soviet Union was
falling apart, Cuba was losing its old Communist-bloc
subsidies, spare parts and markets, and the island’s
economy was deflating like a pierced balloon. Fidel
announced the beginning of a ‘special period in time
of peace’ and began putting the country on the equiv-
alent of a war footing.

There was rationing and belt-tightening as liv-
ing standards were cut and labour disciplined to build
an internationally competitive export economy vir-
tually overnight. There were shortages and blackouts,
and little time or opportunity for fun. The carnival in
Havana was cancelled. There would be no more cheap
beer, all-night street parties or salsa bands for the
masses—but there would be a thumb in the nose for
the Yankees and a grim determination to survive.

The situation aroused my curiosity again and so
I returned to Cuba for another look this August.

The first thing I noticed on my second visit was
that the elegant decay of Havana had turned into mere
decay. The sewerage system, the water supply and
regular garbage collections were clearly breaking
down. There were sti  plenty of cars on the roads but
none of them seemed to have exhaust systems. The
two electricity-generating plants in Havana were
burning a particularly low-grade crude and they were
doing it without any thought for filters.

There was a brown slick in the air above the city
on the days when there wasn’t a black one. The port
of Havana, I was told, had earned the dubious honour
of being the second most polluted harbour in the
world. By the look of the grease and grime in the wa-
ter, that wasn’t hard to believe. The buses were over-
crowded, the restaurants appalling, the queues long,
and the state stores generally bare of goods and cus-
tomers. Cuba truly had joined the Eastern bloc, even

though the club was now deserted. There

was no reason to celebrate.
BUT THE BIGGEST CHANGE was in the mood of the
people of Havana. The frustration and discontent were
palpable. Every Cuban I spoke to was hustling—sell-
ing sex, cigars, interviews, anything—in return for a
few dollars that would buy meat or soap or designer
labels in the hard-currency stores. There was a sul-
lenness on the streets, and a danger there too. Tour-
ists were robbed with violence in downtown Havana
during broad daylight—something that was unthink-
able five years earlier. And the girls were no longer
giggling.

Back in the 1950s, Cuba was a whorehouse for
gangsters from Las Vegas and businessmen from Mi-
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ami. These days it is fast becoming the brothel-of-
choice for package-deal tourists from Moscow, Buda-

pest, and Mexico City.
It is easy to exaggerate the meaning of these im-
ages. After all, there are no beggars in Havana, no one
ving on the streets, and no one selling their bodies
just to survive. The Hod ration has been cut repeat-
edly and severely, but infant mortality rates have con-
tinued to drop throughout the ‘special period’
indicating the strength of the country’s nutritional
and health-care programs. And in the countryside out-
side Havana, where 70 per cent of Cubans live, the
decline in living standards is not so apparent.
Household gardens supply many people with a varie-
ty of fruit and vegetables that they wouldn’t get in
the city. New apartments are still being built for
rural workers, although not quite to the standards of
those I had seen in 1989. There is far less mechanisa-
tion and more use of animal power, but then
life is generally slower and more relaxed

anyhow.

IT IS ALSO TEMPTING to blame Fidel-—once referred to
by The New York Times as a ‘Marxist museum
piece’—as the culprit behind Cuba’s backwards slide.
But Cuba is not the only Latin American country un-
dergoing a difficult transition from an economy geared
to domestic consumption to one primed for export,
and in many ways it is doing better than most.

At a summit meeting of Latin American leaders
earlier this year. Castro pointed out at Cuba had
not closed one school or hospital during the ‘special
period’. By contrast, much of the social wage has been
destroyed by free marketeers in countries like Argen-
tina, Brazil and Peru and public infrastructure has been
abandoned or sold ¢ to profiteers.

Moreover, Cuba’s transition has been made more
difficult than most. Its cconomic lifetime to the So-
viet Bloc was unexpectedly severed. The US contin-
ucs to wage an economic war of attrition against the
island. (The 1992 Cuba Democracy Act provides for
sanctions even against US allies for trading with
Cuba.) Internally, the adjustment has been enormous.

The old consensus was built on an agreement to
deliver rising living standards to all. But these days
winning overscas markets and keeping them requires
a new culture of entrepreneurship, individual incen-
tive, and, dare one say it, class division.

This is the real crisis of the revolution. Hardship
is tolerable as long as it is shared, but the need to
compete in the international market is leading to pol-
icies and practices that conflict with the collectivist
and egalitarian ethos of the revolution.

Western liberals, generally, fail to grasp this.
Their disenchantment with Fidel and Cuba’s revolu-
tion began carly, when it became apparent that the
overthrow of Batista was not about fulfilling a bour-
geois dream of electoral democracy and an end to cor-
ruption in the bureaucracy. It was about political and
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economic independence—the two are inseparable—
from the US, an end to exploitative labour relations
in Cuba, and the construction of a socicty in which
there would be opportunities for all, even if that meant
taking away the privileges of some.

The reality may not have lived up to the prom-
ise, but at least the effort was made. What many Cu-
bans now wonder is whether the effort has been
abandoned.

These days it is often said that Cuba’s revolu-
tion brought health and education and hous z, but
that it has outlived its usefulness. Those who say that
usually then add that what Cuba needs is freedom, at
the ballot box and in the market, and everything will
be right. Most Cubans appreciate that this is nonsense.
They know that they arc still better off than they were
before the revolution.

Back in the 1950s, they toiled long hours for lit-
tle reward to please Americans. Desi Arnaz was the
gringos’ idea of a likeable Cuban buffoon and every-
body was expected to live up to the image. And in the
last days of Batista’s dictatorship you could end up
dead and hanging from a lamp post as a warning to
those who would seek change.

Most Cubans don’t want a return to that. And
when they see the pimps and casino opcrators and
assorted opportunists in the Cuban American com-
munity circling the island like vultures, they anpre-
ciate that this is their most likely fate if Fide  goes
now and the revolution comes unstuck.

But the social fabric is being ripped apart even
before the vultures have landed. In July 1993, the gov-
ernment passed a law allowing all Cubans to deal in
US currency. Ordinary Cubans can now shop in the
dollar stores for the luxuries unavailable on the ra-
tion card. Like Hemingway, they can sip Mojitos in
the nightclubs and dinc in the ‘better’ restaurants—if
they have dollars.

The change means the difference between a bear-
able life and a comfortable one and it ensures that
hard currency eventually finds its way out of private
pockets and into state coffers, where it can be used
for the benefit of all. But not all Cubans have access
to dollars. And those who do arc not all that interest-
cd in sacrificing their personal advantage for the good
of all.

People with friends and relatives in the US have
access to dollars—or at least they did until President
Clinton stopped remittances when he tightened the
economic embargo in August. Employees of Hreign
companies get dollars as an incentive to turn up for
work. (Worker absenteeism is more than 10 per cent
in the state sector but less than one per cent outside
it.) Workers in the tourist industry, black marketeers
and prostitutes have access to dollars.

For the rest—perhaps 85 per cent of Cubans—
it’s beans and rice and a cake of soap a month. All
Cubans are equal, but some are becoming more equal
than others.









Mending Gloves at Anglesea

Uphill from Demon’s Bluff and the fong blue haul

To pack-ice and white night ,

The curtains drawn, slow bubbling at the stove
For company, a year and a day near done,
I'm needling the soft leather, with all
A male’s half-lost, half-won

Belief in patience, pleasure at putting right
Something gone wrong, and an eye to the next move.

Without the prospect of North American snows,
They'd have stayed, dark and unstrung,
Stashed in a drawer. As it is, they’ll be heading, hand
Over hand, for another country, another world —
That zone where anything goes that goes,
Precariously unfurled
From the heart’s perpetual tundras, smoothed and hung
Up there for admiration, Narcissus Land.

Come to think of it, all that flourish and dash
Should suit them down to the ground.:
The stonemoss brown mittens of Gotland, the sleek
And finger-kissing gloves of Moretto's lord,
The jewelled, broidered, macing flash
On the hilt of England’s sword
When Elizabeth came to town, the gage to found
Promise or menace — speechless, all of them speak

Of themselves, and ourselves, and pelted in the pelt,
Born and bred for display.

Pricking a thumb-ball, I think of Burgkmair’s storm

Of spears and crossbows, banners and furbelows,

Whose eye’s right at the knight’s belt,

Where mailed fists dispose

The Landsknechten’s ferocious swagger, and play

The hand of beauty in its lethal form.

Our puppets, stuffed with gold, or shielding the bearer

From brute unbiddable things —
Ropeburn, frostbite, talons — they’ve bodied us out:
And this time round the stitchwork will proclaim

The amateur status of its wearer —

Ferric and stoney by name,
But understrapper among overlings,
A lightweight in the contest for chief lout.

The soup’s looked after itself, and the sun's gone
Some distance alone in the dark:
The wind’s come up with a sprig of cold to speak
Of more salt for the pot. It’s time to pause,
Time to allow the truth come home,
With or without applause
That needle, brainpan or ladle sends an arc
From pole to pole when hunger meets technique.

Peter Steele

1894

That wall, how long did it take them!
Like a vertical shore

it loowns in the morning,

supporting ils terrace,

survivor of a thousand mortal businesses.
Frantic they drive past, careerists,
oblivious to such fadeless elegance,
storeys of amber and gold.

Bring them back,

those easy sculptors,

range them against the speckled height.
Summon the mortar, the sinews,

the buttress of time.

Peter Rose

In Today’s Paper

I'm reading the obituary of someone I loathed.
De Mortuis etc. has brought the sun out
On a comradely world where aptitude clothed
In resourcefulness has eradicated doubt.

He wasn't like that, my uncharitable mind
Insists on complaining: a pedant, a prig,

A bad-tempered loser, contender inclined
To pick on the powerless, and worse, a pig

To his women. Ah, but reflect, death has the power
To make everything living seem preferable

To the ultimate blankness, the stopwatched hour,
To seek corruption in Heaven, not perfection in Hell.

Peter Porter
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OHANE IVIALONLEY

‘t’s hard to get good
tradesmen these days

HE LEGENDS OF THE WILD WEST are many and var-
ious, but none is more strange than the tale of the
Nuns who Sold their Miracle. It begins with the Indi-
ans. Okay, Native Ammericans if you prefer, but bear
with me here.

We saw them across the Plaza, hunkered down
in the winter sunshine on folding chairs, their pot-
tery and jewellery spread before them on blankets.
They sat with their backs to the thick adobe wall of
El Palacio Real, the Governor’s Palace from which
Spanish grandees had ruled a province stretching from
the Mississippi to the Pacific. They wore bat-
tered Levis and tractor caps and looks of
stoic inditference. Great, we thought.
Exactly what we’d come to Santa Fe
to experience. Indigenous culture
meets Hispanic ambience in a gen-
uine sctting.

Our little family ambled
along the portal checking out the
wares. Concho belts and bolos,
bracelets set with turquoise from
the hills of Cerrillos at the tail
of the Sangre de Cristo moun-
tains, Kokopelli the Flute Player
in beaten silver, moncey clips and
tie-pins. The craftsmanship was
superb, the prices astronomical.
These Indians hadn’t come down
with the last rain dance, at was for
sure.

They, their ancestors at Icast, had been
sitting herc when the Franciscans trudged up
from Mexico in the 1540s. They were here when the
first cowboys drove their longhorn cattle up the San-
ta Fe Trail out of Texas, and when US territorial gov-
ernor Lew Wallace sat inside of thosc adobe walls and
wrote Ben Hur. And they had been here in the sum-
mer of 1945 when the physicists with European ac-
cents came down the hill from Los Alamos to do a
little shopping and take ¢ reak from the Manhattan
Project. Although maybe the scientists didn’t notice
the Indians. When you’re up to your cerebral cortex
in the thrill of particle acceleration, you can’t be ex-
pected to notice the natives.

We stopped to admire some carrings, beaten sil-
ver teardrops, each with a device etched into it, a stick
figure with outstretched arms. I recognised them as
yei, the local earth deitics. The jeweller, a hefty, fit-
looking guy with long black hair, pushed his hat back
off his face and leaned forward into our conversation.
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Was he a Navaho, I wondered, or from one of the lo-
cal pueblos? In any case, I was prepared to bet he’d
driven into town in a dusty old Ford pick-up.

‘What language are you folks spcaking?” he asked
softly.

Australian, my wife told him. His face creased
into a knowing smilc. ‘Ah’, he said. ‘Walkabout
Creck’. He paused while this sank in. Okay, so cvery-
body in the global village watches TV. We knew that.
Then he went on, ‘I guess that makes me an »  origi-
ne. Do something for the Aborigines - buy some of

my stuff’.
How could we do otherwise? We
bought the carrings, two pairs. He guar-
anteed the silver content, showed us
his maker’s mark, gave a discount
for cash, and handed us his busi-
ness card. As he began to wrap our
purchase in tissue paper, I asked
about the designs. With this in-
digenous stuff, you’ve got to get
the mythology if you want full
value.
‘A source of great power,’ he
said. ‘Found in the desert. High
voltage electricity pylons.’
If the local Aborigines weren’t
going to cough up with any mys-
teries, 1t was time to turn to more
¢ traditional sources. We got our map out
and headed cast, looking for St ncis’
Cathedral. Its sonorous bells, acco: ng to
the Official Santa Fe Convention and Visitors
Guide, still call the faithful to prayer Those few who
don’t yet own digital alarm-clock/ra s, presumably.
Those not too busily engaged in arts trafficking, the
main business of the district.

Fortunately for the late sleepers, the sonorous
bells were silent that Monday morning. The cathe-
dral itself stuck out like a sore thumb, a bristling
Gothic revival pile in a street of curvaceous adobe,
badly out of sync with a municipal building code that
has made it illegal since 1957 to build anything in-
side the city limits that doesn’t lor  like a set from
The Magnificent Seven. We passed it by without go-
ing in and moseyed down the Old Santa Fe Trail.
That’s when we saw the sign. Struck paydirt, as I sin-
cerely hope they still say up in them thar hills. Lore-
to Chapel, it rcad. Miraculous Stairway. Open Daily.

‘The original Stairway to Heaven?’ our son won-
dered. He might be only eleven, but he’s very cultur-



ally literate for his age. ‘And who are these Laredo
Sisters?’ said his mother. She probably thought they
were k.d. lang’s backing band.

‘That’s Loreto’, I said. ‘An order of nuns’.

‘Oh no’, said the Kid, making a break for it. ‘Not
another church’.

It’s timec like this you need roping skills. ‘T used
to go into churches all the time when T was your age.
Never did me any harm, did it?’ Before he could an-
swer that one I wrestled him through the entrance.
‘Besides which, going into churches is what tourists
do. It’s in our contract.’

Only we weren’t in a church, wc were in the an-
nexc of a hotel lobby. Through an arch we could see
the check-in desk. The chapel was to our left. We paid
our admission, opened the door and came face to face
with the Miracle.

1876 was a worrying year for the only nuns west
of the Pecos. To the north, Custer’s cavalry were com-
ing off second best to the Cheyenne and the Sioux. In
neighbouring Arizona, Geronimo’s Apache had bust-
ed off the reservation. Ranchers were using gunslin-
gers to run homesteaders off their land. And in the
Chapel of Our Lady of Light therc was one mucho
grandc problemo. Three years into construction and
nearing completion, it was discovered there was no
way up into the choir loft.

With moncey in even shorter supply than archi-
tectural common sense, the sisters took the only
coursc open to them. They fell back on prayer. They
prayed and prayed and prayed. And one day their
praycrs were answered.

Out of the west rode a stranger. Quite a strange
stranger, actually. Very mysterious. A carpenter, no
less. He threw his saddlebags over the convent
hitching rail, unpacked his tools, and asking no pay-
ment, commenced to saw and to chisel. This he did
for many weeks, saying only as much as was needed
for the sisters to hustle up some tubs of hot water in
which he might soak and shape his timber. No nails
did he use. Then one day, hey presto, he was nowhere
to be found. Vanished. Rushing inside the chapel, the
nuns were confronted by a wondrous sight. Linking
nave to choir-loft was an incredible staircase. Two
complete 360-degree turns with neither internal nor

external bracing. A self-supporting spiral, a
B technical impossibility. A certified Miracle.

UT WAIT, THAT'S NOT ALL. The mystery deepens.
The timbers of the staircasc, it was discovered, were
ncither of pinon nor ponderosa, nor any of the locally
known woods. And the lumber merchants of the town
had filled no orders on the convent account.

‘Obviously the work of St Joseph’, I said.

‘Who's he?’ said the Kid.

This was going to take some time. Where to start?
‘Did you know,” T began, ‘that in ancient Irish our
surname means ‘servant of the church?’ Not lately,
though.

The Kid headed me off at the pass. ‘And what’s
Shane mean?’ he said.

Handsome stranger, I told him. High in the sad-
dle. Fast on the draw. Killed Jack Palance, but only
because he had to. At which point we were back in
the hotel lobby, facing a counter sclling locally pro-
duced pieties. Turquoise and silver rosary beads, that
sort of thing.

‘Hey’, said the Kid. ‘More Indian jewellery.’

What this boy needed was a severe dosc of the
nuns. [ went looking. There weren’t any in the lobby,
or even the bar. Long gone, [ was told. Over the years
$0 many visitors came to view the staircase that a
hotel chain made them an offer for it, chapel and all.
Those Lorcto sisters were no fools and knew when
they were on a good thing. So they sold their Miracle.
Now it’s called the Best Western Inn at Loreto. It has
a toll-free number for worry-free reservations. I won-
der if the local Aborigines knew that?

I consulted my tourist guide and tugged the fam-
ily away from the rosary franchise. ‘You want scenes
of amazement, paths to hecaven?’ I'said. ‘On the bridge
at the end of this street, a perfectly rational man called
Klaus Fuchs gave the sccret of the Atom Bomb to
Joseph Stalin. Out of love. How's that for incredible?’

‘Another Joseph!” cried the Kid. ‘How am 1 sup-
posed to keep up?’ He was right. All this chasing
superseded cosmologics was hungry work. It was time
for lunch. And in the Wild West that calls for a de-
gree of expertise I do not possess.

‘So tell me again, son’, I asked. ‘What's the
difference between an enchilada and a burrito?’

Shane Maloney is a Mclbourne writer. His novel, Stiff,
was published this year by Text.
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Yet in this Southern Provincc of New
Caledonia, thc earth is red and dry,
smearcd rather than enlivencd by
the frequentshowers. A harbourview
completes the hill-top prospect.
There are yachts and cruise ships to
the south, a nickel-processing plant
to the north. In an optimistic inter-
pretation of this outlook, the indus-
trial complex represents the econom-
ic past of New Caledonia, the mari-
nas its hopes of future prosperity.

Walking back down the hill, we
came upon the two largest churches
in Noumea. Initially the evangelical
Protestant Church of New Caledo-
nia and the Loyalty islands detained
us. The women of its congregation
wore bright dresses and flowers in
their hair. This was an outing in
which they scemed to find more of
pleasurce than duty. A few hundred
mectres on, the worshippers at the
Sacre Coeur Cathedral had solemni-
ty and European faces to show. In-
laid in the facadce of the cathedral, a
plaque informs the onlooker that
Guillaume Doumre, first bishop of
New Caledonia, ‘a donné ce pays a
Dieu’ (has given this land to God).
Oddly, the Protestant congregation
appearcd more receptive to this
happy circumstance than their
Catholic counterparts. Here again,
perhaps, were New Caledonia’s past
and future juxtaposcd.

It was James Cook, passing in
1774, who was reminded improba-
bly of Scotland by the topography of
thesc islands, and called them New
Caledonia. Unlike the New Hebri-
des to the north (named on the same
principle, and now Vanuatu), New
Caledonia did not suffer the peculiar
government by condominium which
gave Port Vila two of everything—
gaols, municipal offices, police sta-
tions, languages. In 1853, New Cal-
cdonia was anmexed by France and—
if reluctantly of late—with France it
has remained.

During our visit, the nub of irri-
tation with the colonising power
concerned Air France. Annoyed that
Corsair and Avion Outré Mecr had
moved into the New Caledonian
market, the national carrier respond-
cd haughtily, cancelling two weekly
747 scrvices to France, and sacking
numerous local staff. Fortunately we
had flown with Air Calc¢donic,

which,—although owned by Air
France—was exempted on account
of its name from the bitter strike
that grounded all other airlines. Air
Francc jumbos were stranded on the
tarmac, daubed with slogans, barri-
caded with fork-lift trucks and sun-
dry debris. In Noumea, the Air France
office prudently closed. Along the
Ruc de Sc¢hastopol, enraged 6tages
d’Air France marched in search of
someonc to take the blame for their
being marooned. No-one was rcady
to accept responsibility, so that they
were still fuming when we left Tont-
outa, waiting for Qantas to fly them
to New Zealand, whence an

escape to Europe might be

B ctfected.
EFORE THEN, we had flown south

from the old Noumea airport, travel-
ling above the vast, reef-bound la-
goon, to the Isle of Pines. For my
wifc, it was a nostalgic culmination
of the trip. Twenty-nine years be-
tore, she had spent six weeks study-
ing French at the Lycée La Perouse
in Noumeca. The school is still there,
one wing given over to the use of the
many Australian school groups
which buy a cheaper serve of French
language and culture than is to be
had in Paris. In 1965, her student
party from Launceston made an over-
night excursion to the Isle of Pincs,
long before it had madec its hesitant
way into travel brochurcs and onto
the itincraries of cruisc ships. She
had travelled, then, from one Pacific
prison island, onc paradisc defiled,
to another.

In August 1890, Stevenson
embarked from the steamer Janet
Nicoll to spend a week in Noumeca
before resuming his voyage to Syd-
ney. He stopped over, as he wrote to
Charles Baxter from the Hotel
Sc¢bastopol, ‘partly to see the convict
system, partly to shorten my stay in
the extreme cold ... of Sydney at this
season’{!) the idea of settling in Samoa
was fixed in his mind, but Stevenson
found plenty of incongruitics to
amuse himin Noumea, as the French
authorities sought to translate met-
ropolitan decorums to a setting
which soon undid them. Stevenson
wrote of ‘this town of convicts at the
world’s end’.

If prisoners were what he had
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especially come to see, he had ar-
rived too late. After the suppression
of the Paris Commune in 1871, 270
people were scntenced to death, near-
ly 4000 more ‘to transportation to a
fortified place’. Communard Louise
Michel demanded to be shot, ex-
claiming to the prose-
cutors at her trial ‘If you
are not cowards, kill
me!’

Instead, they sent her
to Ncw Caledonia, in
particular to the Islc of
the Pincs, off the south-
crn tip of the mainland
(or La Grande Terre).
The prison convoys left
Franccin May 1872 fora
five-month voyage.
When the Orne docked
in Mclbourne, 300 of the
Communard convicts
{more than half its com-
plement) had scurvy.
Thosc who survived the
journcy, bar a handful
who later escaped to
Australia, were to re-
main in New Caledonia
until the amnesty of

The bus is so
crowded with
people going on
and off shift at the
Club Med or the
casino, that not a
Seat remains to be
folded down for
passengers

One is left with

the pleasant

1880. alternative of

To receive the Com-
munards, the headland
by the harbour on the
Isle of Pines was forti-
fied. A doctor’s and the
commandant’s housc
were built there in stone,
and still stand in the
sunlight, outwardly as
benign as the non-peni-
tentiary buildings of
Port Arthur, away across
the Pacific to the south-
west. Inland from the
harbour on Kuto Bay,
five kilometres along a road cut
through encroaching bush, the main
prison buildings arc to be found.
Grim shells in pale stone, gone pic-
bald with age, they rear above the
undergrowth which has flourished
in their insides. This is a desolate,
and sinister place.

Away from the most bheautiful
beaches that God put in the Pacific,
there is much to disturb onc on the
Isle of Pines. Mooching islanders
with canc-knives and sacks on their
shoulders vanish up bush tracks. Like
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walking by the
edge of several
bays into the place
which Stevenson
described as ‘a
town built upon

vermouth crates’.
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Prospcera’s, ‘the isle is full of noises/
sounds and sweet airs’. Trees sough
in the warm morning air. Birds call.
Somewhere out of sight, domestic
animals—dogs, horses, cows—make
racket. Dogs infest the Isle of Pincs,
fighting on its beaches, interrupting
tourist somnolence. On the main
island, their depredations are more
serious, threatening with extinction
the national symbol of New Caledo-
nia, the cagou, a bird which has for-
gotten how to fly.

From our gites (concrete bunga-
lows, rudimentary but altogether
adequate for reasonable nceds), it
was a threc-minute stroll to Kanu-
mera Bay. Walking there, we cn-
countcred giant snails, coloured
chocolate with cream stripes, which
arc everywhere in the woods. They
are the island’s export industry. The
beach is a drcam of paradise—white
sand, the bay’s limpid water clear for
ten metres down, an enclosing reef
behind, a desert island in the fore-
ground—and all in such extravagant
measurc as to mock the posteards on
which, assiduously, we scribbled. But
as we strolled beyond the beach, to
the next day, chainsaws disturbed
the air, returning us to a fallen world.
Another modest resort—the only
kind which the Commune de I'lsle
des Pins, quaintly named, given this
history, will tolerate—is being con-
structed. Nearby is one more set of
ruins: the Club Mcd which found-
ered years ago on the hostility of the
locals.

Lest this place lull us into too
much contentment, the third morn-
ing of our stay dclivered a garish
awakening. Hell came to breakfast.

The hitherto near-empty beach was
infested with Australian tourists, de-
livered ashore in hundreds from the
Crown Monarch to harvest thisidyl-
lic landscape with cameras. Feeling
animproper proprictary resentment,
we watched while island children,
carly apprenticed to cynicism, posed
for cute photographs. Helpings of
bougna were offered to those who
trudged along the beach. This was
the same fare which had been made
forus as a feast the previous evening.
Staple root vegetables of the region—
taro, yam, manioc—arc cooked over
hot coral in a pit, then mixed with
chicken orlobster and served within
the green outer leaves of the banana.,
‘The only meal of any complication
inthe Mclancsian dict’, as the author
of a recalcitrant guidebook, Reflec-
tions of New Caledonia, tartly in-
forms the sojourncr there.

This was neither the language
nor the spirit of that tourist propa-
ganda which promises in the islands
of the Pacific, not only cscape to
exotic elsewheres, but illusory free-
dom from the demands of time. Chal-
lenging that possibility are the con-
vict ruins of the Isle of Pines. Bluntly
visible, if usually ignored, they have
not yctbeen turned into the History-
world of Tasmania’s Port Arthur.
Yet that fate may be in storg, as the
presence of the serpent in the gar-
den, the conterminousncess of prison
and paradise, become the tourist bro-
chure’s guarantee for tomorrow.

Peter Pierce is Eurcka Street's turt
and travcel correspondent. He teach-
es Australian Studies at Monash
University.
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Three’s company

RIAN CASTRO’S Drift tiab a
strange beginning. Somce years ago,
his local library was sclling off un-
wantcd books. Outside the library,
Castro noticed sheets of paper blow-
ing around in the strect. The pages
happened to be part of a work by B.S.
Johnson, an English novelist who
was renowned for producing the kind
of book in which the chapters were
bound individually and sold in a slip
case so you couldread them in what-
ever order you chose. You got the
raw ingredients for a novel but had
to make them up into something
yoursclf. Another of Johnson's books
was published in a loose leaf folder.
This was the book which Castro’s
local library had withdrawn from
circulation. Unfortunately, the buy-
er had only wanted the folder and
cast the contents to the breeze. So
Castro first came across Johnson,
picking pages of his writing at ran-
dom off the footpath. You can only
supposc that Castro is the kind of
reader Johnson would have dicd for.

At the time he committed sui-
cide in 1973, Johnson had finished
the first volume of a trilogy in which
he invited the reader to completc the
work. This is precisely what Drift
does. It adds 20 years to the lifespan
of B.S. Johnson and, in spite of his
having been a notorious stay-at-
home, takes him on a trip to Tasma-
nia, a place which ‘has madness in
its name’.

Castro is one of our most sophis-
ticated storytellers. As the title sug-
gests, different forces make the run-
ning in Drift at different times. But
at the heart of the book is an unset-
tling vision of the 19th century.

Orville Pennington James, cap-
tain of the Nora, embarks upon a
whaling expedition because he
dreams of writing the book which
Melville eventually achieved in
Moby Dick.He puts ‘the book before
real life’. His first mate, Sperm
McGann is a sadist who keeps cap-
tured women below deck. McGann
leads a mutiny against the captain.
At the very moment that Penning-

ton-James ‘had real material to write
about’, he is put ashore on an islet
without his logbook and quill and is
faced with the task of remaking him-
sclf on his own. McGann, the only
other litcrate on board, scuttles the
ship elsewhere and pitches a barbar-
ic settlement beyond the reach of
written laws. When Pennington is
eventuallyrescued, the cffort of writ-
ing a simple explanation is beyond
him. He is mistaken for Mr Crusoe.
Gencrations later, onc of Sperm’s
descendants, an Aboriginal, Emma
McGann, initiates the correspond-
ence which brings B.S. Johnson to
Tasmania. Johnson's story tacks in
and around the cruel wind which
blowsback from last century. At one
stage he almost drowns and is regur-
gitated by the sea as Jonah Johnson,
a writer who ‘cannot form a basic
sentence’. He is brought back to a
world in which ‘words arc no longer
sovereign’ and decides to accept that

‘the core is an emptiness’ because
this means that ‘death is

inside life’.
I HE CORE OF Drift is its quest for a

way of speaking of the unspeakable.
There are plenty of voices from the
literary past within the novel and it
treads, forexample, some of the same
ground as Marcus Clarke’s For The
Term of His Natural Life. Convict
cannibalism and juvenile incarcera-
tion at Point Puer trail in the shad-
ows of both works. But Clarke turns
thisnightmare into melodrama, pull-
ing emotional responses with fright-
ening confidence in a book’s capaci-
ty to titivate and pleasurc the reader.
Clarke shares with his time a belief
that, whatever experiences may be-
fall, words will be found. Castro
undermines this belief. He reduces
his characters to silence. He believes
ultimately in their capacity to re-
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member the past and live their own
lives beyond casy words.

Emma McGann’s brother,
Thomas, makes this point. He is a
kind of tour opcrator. Initially, we
sce through the cyes of visitors the
kind of comfortable frisson to be
expected from convict ruins: ‘the
institutionalised viciousness of the
past remained the one true reposi-
tory of anticipation for prescnt-day
tourists, its gloom powdcred with
English lawns, mouldering stones
and melancholic trees, its savagery
residing only in popular mythology
and imaginings.” Thomas McGann
denies his tourists such pleasure. He
shows that ‘there’s absolutely noth-
ing here ', He hopes that ‘they’ve
stumbled upon loss. En-
lightenment comes when
you've lost.’

If anything, Rodney
Hall’s Yandilli Trilogy is
even more ambitious in
its recreation of the nine-
tecenth century. Hall’s
three novels are set in
the same area of settle-
ment, on the south coast
on New South Wales,
about a generation apart.
The location holds the
work together. Each nov-
cl is the confession of a
different kind of violence.
The Second Bridegroom
(published in 1991} is the
story of a transported
forger who attempts to kill the con-
vict to whom he is shackled, jumps
ship and is subsumed by a group of
native men. Being shortsighted, he
sees close detail but not the com-
plete landscape. ‘I had arrived at a
place where all my knowledge was
useless. The joy, as 1 found myself
filled with it could not be described.’
The Grisly Wife (published in 1993)
tells of Catherine Byrne, wife of the
self-styled prophet, Muley Moloch
and one of the ‘Household of Hidden
Stars’, a community of physically
damaged women which Moloch es-
tablishes on the fringe of the bush.
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If this tangled
moral wilderness
is what the 20th
century makes
of the 19th, God
knows what the
21st will make

of our own.
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Captivity Captive {published in
1988) deals with a triple murder
which has festered unresolved with-
ina community for sixty years. The
staryteller, Pat Malone, is a brother
of the three victims. In 1956, the
fabricated confession of somebody
clse draws the story from him like an
impacted tooth.

QOccasions of violence flirt with
religion. In the moment he satisfies
his lust for the blood of Gabriel Dean,
the convict forger finds ‘he believed
in a forgiving God.” Catherine Byrne
believes she is carrying the sccond
incarnation when in fact in the
depths of consumptive delirium she
has been violated by Muley Moloch.
Pat Malone’s parents observe a flint-
like Catholicism. His mother dies of
grief because she cannot weep; the
tather never laughs.

Hall pulls at the acceprability of
profound untruths. In cach novel,
there are vivid icons of this. The
convict who forged a manuscript of
Mark’s Gospel finds the European
settlement a ‘counterfeit England’.
He recoils from the ‘bondage of be-

WORK FOR A L

Full Employment
in the M 1eties

John Langmore MP
& John Quiggin
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ing able to call this thing a cabbage,
this thing a peapod.” Beforc leaving
England, Muley Moloch takes Cath-
erine Byrne on a tour of a tannery, a
manufacturing plant which is a vi-
sion of hell. He arrives in the tangled
wilderness with one of their wed-
dingpresents, a lawn-mower, tucked
up neatly in a box, not unlike the
piano sitting on the beach in Jane
Campion’s film. Pat Malone looks
on as a photographer fakes an aborig-
inal camp scene and advertisces the
prints as ‘a most appropriate wed-
ding present’. He understands his
complicity in the murders as a
result of his being tempted beyond
‘the very  boundary of  our

known world and its

morals.’

AT EVERY TURN IN HALL’S TRILOGY,

the imported culture and its impedi-
menta arc made ridiculous. Above
all, the English language is scen as
anentirely inappropriate instrument
tor responding to what was found.

L

Yet, the deepest irony is that these
inabilitics, these unfreedoms, can
be freely spoken of. It is the sccond
bridegroom who is redecemed by
using ‘words to take captivity
captive’. In Captivity Captive,
Malone’s brother, Willie, once stood
up to their seething father and was
permanently handicapped when the
father chained him to a hed and
thrashed him. He is a victim of
straight talking, the kind of truth
that can both ‘love and defeat’ the
dark forces which, time and again,
get the tlesh ereeping in Hall’s over-
poOwering prosc.

Both these trilogies are crafted
with the kind of close accounting
which gives up its riches slowly.
They are both superb. Mind you, if
this tangled moral wilderness is what
the 20th century makes of the 19th,
God knows what the 21st will male
of our own.

Michael McGirr SJ is contributing
cditor of Furcka Street.
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Cold comfort for
Cold Warriors

The Shadow of 1917, Cold War Conflict in
Australia, Robert Manne, Text Publishing Com-
pany, 1994, rrr $16.95, 1588 1 87584 703 0

HIS 1S AN IMPORTANT BOOK. It
focuses upon the role, the morality
and the psychology of left activists,
especially the leftintelligentsia, dur-
ing the 50 ycars of Cold War in Aus-
tralia. Riveting concerns, so to speak.
But there are also studics of Wilfred
Burchett, the Petrov affair and the
election of May 1954, the self-
destruction of Dr Evatt, Pol Pot and
the intcllecruals, and the Coombe
affair. Manne attempts to block the
return of the mythmakers, the re-
writers of the rewriting of history.
Whether he succeeds, whether
anyone can succeed in such prophy-
laxis, is ditficult tosay. But it’sworth
atry.

All but the first and last chapters
have been published in other places,
and cven one of the two ‘new cssays’
turned up recently in the Melbourne
Age. The reason for this recycling
seems clear ¢nough. Four chapters
appeared in Quadrant, which most
leftists 1 know boast they never read,
and never will. (Principled, enlight-
cned lads they are). Much of the
Burchett material appeared overseas.
And so on.

What Mannc fears is the opera-
tion of the laws of denial, sclective
memory, and political recidivismon
the part of Australia’s left intelli-
gentsia. They denied or scrubbed
around the endl atrocit and



destruction of human rights of Rus-
sian communism, from the time of
the Cheka almost until the Wall fell
down, and then suddenly admitted
it had all been a terrible mistake. But
nothing followed from this
admission—nothing good that is.
No remorse, no contrition, very
little of the self-criticism the

party hadalwaysbeen call-

ing for.
MANNE, I THiNK, has a lot of

unfinished business to scttle with
the old left, and feels cheated of his
prey. So therc is a measure of con-
ccaled anger running through this
book. Perhaps one thing that sticks
in the author’s craw is the reappear-
ance in our political life of pcople
who cheered on Uncle Joe, Chair-
man Mao and Pol Pot, pcople who
called critics of those creatures fas-
cists, cannibals, CIA running dogs,
or lily-livered liberals.

People who, with new flags, slo-
gans and uniforms, ar¢ practising
the same intolerance, the same out-
ings, censorings and character-assas-
sinations, the same holier-than-thou
posturings that made so many of the
left anathema to those who had lis-
tened to the cries and screams from
within the communist systems, and
hadn’'t hardened their hearts; who
had listened to thosc who had cs-
caped from those nightmare coun-
tries, and didn’t call them liars or
reactionaries.

Manne thinks that the people
who refused to hear those cries, who
drownced them with bluster and
abuse, should at least be on a good-
bchaviour bond; should resume the
waysand attitudes of Liberal democ-
racy—or clsc adopt them for the first
time. But our contemporary world is
too tragic and chaotic a place to
afford, letalonc empower, new waves
of great simplifiers, organisers of
fresh intellectual and political pro-
grams. There arc no heroes or gurus
left standing, no high moral ground,
so far as I am concerned. Only too
many skcletons in too many cup-
boards. And this applics to Austral-
ia’s right as it does to its left.

Onc of the important dimensions
missing in Manne’s collection is an
cxplanation of how many Western-
crs of apparent good will came not

only to support the Eastern Europe-
an, Russian and Chinesc régimes,
but managed to deny, for so longthe
manifest moral and political failures
of those régimes and their endemic
barbarities. The answers are multi-
causal, but as Manne is concentrat-
ing upon our left, some illumination
is possible.

It helps to have been around long
cnough toremember, or to have been
told at first hand, of the cvents which
produced the kind of left and leftists
whom Manne now abhors. The rul-
ing classes—or ¢lites—of the Anglo-
Europecan West failed theircountries
and thceir peoples three times run-
ning. First, in leading their citizens
to the mindless slaughter of World
War I, then denying that it had been
amonstrous blunder. Second, in giv-
ing us the Great Depression. Third-
ly, they plunged us into a dreadful
Second World War by c¢ncouraging
and appeasing Hitler and Co., in-
cluding Japan, until the very last
moment. Our conscrvatives very
nearly lost us the West, and showed
their unfitness to rule; plus their
fatal attraction toward armed right-
wingers a lot nastier than them-
sclves. They still indulge this taste.

And yet, by means of the exploi-
tation of the Cold War, and the
almost total domination of the Amer-
icans, we and just about everyone
clse found oursclves landed with the
same scedy, compromised, misan-
thropic bunch who had sold out to
Fascism in Europe, and nearly let
them through the gate here. This
crowd started up as soon as World
War II ¢nded, with the obvious in-
tention of destroying a decent social-
democratic government—by what-
cver means—and paying back all
critics, left and otherwise, of

their pastand present con-

duct.
IT was THE opvious malevolence of
the right, and its insolent refusal to
admit fault or to concede any patri-
otism and goodwill to theirintended
victims, that kept so many on the
left for so long. To leave the field to
the McCarthyites, Colonel Spry’s
happy band, and newspapers that
could have had names like Der
Stiirmer, seemed like ratting. But it
was a mistake. The left lost the plot,
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and suffered dcath by a thousand
moral compromises.

Manne’s four important articles
from Quadrant probably wouldn’t
have been published clsewhere—
such was, and is, the measure of
intolerance in our public demesne.
And for years Quadrant scemed a
sole unpopular witness to the mon-
strosities going on in the major com-
munist countries. (Somc other parts
of its agenda gave me the irrits—but
what’s new?) The author feels angry
thatnot only were he and other bear-
crs of bad tidings regularly reviled
and somctimes marginalised, but
that, along with this, tragic and
momentous human events and proc-
csses were ignored or denied.

He is right to be angry. It's just
that his charmed circle have donc
the same to us, when strong enough,
and would do the same again again.
The fault lies not in the stars,
Horatio, but in our national charar-
ter.

Max Teichmann is a freelance writ-
cr and reviewer.
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Wrestling with the angel

Recent American drama in Australia

HAVE BECOME PREOCCUPIED WITH
Amecrican influences in our culture
and on our stages. Perhaps this is
because Australian kids reportedly
prefer an American baskethaller as
their hero ahcad of homegrown
sportspeople. Or it may be because
Wendy Wasserstein’s gentle come-
dy of Jewish-American family life,
The Sisters Rosensweig, has been
touring the country conrtesy of the
Playing Australia fur  That was a
surprisc: whatever merits Wasser-
stein’s play might have, T had as-
sumed that this federal government
fund was set up to allow excellent
productions of Australian work to
g0 on tour.

American drama continues to
lure Australian producers and audi-
cnces. The grand old man of Ameri-
can theatre, Eugene O’Neill, may be
largely ignored here nowadays but
his successors Tennessee Williams
and Arthur Miller are still going
strong. Onc of the most-produced
plays in Australia during the past
few years has been Williams’s de-
tailed study of the urban misbegot-
ten, The Glass Menagerie. Other
Williams plays like A Streetcar
Named Desire and Cat on a Hot Tin
Roof still get an occasional airing,
and Miller’'s modern classic The Cru-
c¢ible is produced equally as often.

That some of these works are on
Year 12 syllabuses no doubt helps
ensure their frequent appearances,
but it is interesting that other plays
by Miller—the evergreen Death of a
Salesman, for example—arc also pop-
ular with actors, directors and sub-
scription audiences. School students
are encouraged to examine the poli-
tics and social relevance of these
plays, but I helieve that actors and
the general public mainly respond to
the concentrated emotion of these
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character-bascd dramas. The work
of another writer of Miller’s gener-
ation, Edward Albcc, is not often
producednow but hisscaring Who's
Afraid of Virginia Woolf? can still
get arun. This was one of the land-
mark plays of the 1960s, with its
acerbic wit, extended metaphoric
structure and dramaturgical meth-
odof peclingaway layer upon layer
of social charade and deception in
order to get at some inner truth.
Various productions of Neil Si-
mon’s ubiquitous The Odd Couple
(including a female version} went
around the commercial venues in
Australia in 1989 and 1990, while
a Sydney Theatre Company pro-
duction of his quasi-autobiograph-
ical Lost in Yonkers toured in 1992,
Inrecentdecades Australiahasscen
more productions of Simon’s plays
than of works by any other
American playwright.

COUPLE OF AMERICAN play-
wrights of a newer generation had
moments of fame or notoricty in
Australia before fading away. One
of them was Harvey Fierstein,
whose Torch Song Trilogy was a
terrific hit in 1983, even if its re-
vival at Melbourne’s Universal
Theatre a decade later felt a bit
dated. In the interim, the spectre of
AIDS and the anti-homoscxual
backlash in the America of Reagan
and Bush had provided a distinctly
sobering and disillusioning new
background to Torch Song’s joyful
gay-liberationist ethic.

Another of the newer gencra-
tion whose star appears to be on
the wane is Sam Shepard, who was
all the rage in fringe theatres in the
1960s and '70s. Two Playbox The-
atre Company productions, of his
Buried Child and Curse of the

Starving Class, spring to mind. These
gothic portrayals of America’s rural
underclass scemed to hark back to
Steinbeck, while at the same time
breaking the traditional Amecrican
moralistic/naturalistic mould.

David Mamct, on the other hand,
has revelled in it during the past dec-
adc, with more than a dozen produc-
tions of plays celebrating and castigat-
ing the sleazy side of modern Ameri-
canlifc. Mamet’s Glengarry Glen Ross,
seen in major productions in Sydney
and Melbourne in the mid-1980s, was
astylish cxposé of the dog-eat-dog life
of a bunch of rcal-cstate salesmen
during an annual sales contest. The
notion of the ‘death of asalesman’ was
given ancw meaning. Speed-the-Plow,
seen in a Neil Armficld production for
Gary Penny in 1989, gave the film
industry the same treatment, making
David Williamson’s Enierald Citylook
coy by comparison. Mamet has a high-
ly successful knack of incorporating
slang and jargon into his plays: the
real-cstate hyperbole was rendered in
arhythmic and almost melodic form,
reminiscent of contemporary jazz,
rather than in the naturalistic speech
so praised in his predecessors.

It is little wonder that Mamet’s
most recent play Oleanna , produced
in the past 12 months by the Sydney
Theatre Company and by Swy Thca-
tre in Perth, should have provoked
highly ambivalent reactions among
critics. The play, a shocking explora-
tion of the lengths to which that other
new American disease, political cor-
rectness, can go, depicts a student’s
false accusation of sexual harassment
against her university professor. The
accusation results in her being brutal-
ly beaten up, and respected critics like
The Australian’s Rosemary Ncill were
angered by the fact that the iance
of Mamect’s language  aniy s









iscs a covert guerrilla action against
the cartel of Ernesto Escobedo. An
cxplosion at a hacienda alerts both
Ryan and Escobedo’s principal ad-
viscr, Felix Cortez {Joaguim de Al-
mcidal to the presence of American
troops. The former sets about expos-
ing the truth while the lateer tries to
usc this information to build his
own cocaine cmpire.

The film revolves around the res-
olution of the plans of these two
characters and, as you’d expect,
Cortez comes a cropper while Ryan
manages to rescue the troops left to
fend for themselves in the Colombi-
an jungle before presenting the US
Scnate with his damaging revela-
tions.

The plot is complex and at times
confused—you get the fecling to-
wards the end of the film that the
writer suddenly realised things had
to beresolved, and the casiest way to
do this was to focus on the plight of
the abandoned Gls. The storyline
demands so much of your attention
that the performances almostslip by
unnoticed, save for Ford, in the sort
of rolce he probably plays in his sleep
by now, and James Earl Jonces as his
ailing boss and mentor, Admiral
Greer.

In Clear and Present Danger
Clancy has applicd the Monroce doce-
trinc to an age where the threat from
the south is cocaine, not commu-
nism. While Cuba and Haiti continuce
to give the Clinton administration
unlimited hcadaches at least Jack
Ryan can still get his man.

—Jon Greenaway

Tangled web

Spider and Rose, dir. Bill Bennett
{independent cinemas). When a new
Australian film comes out, I really
try togiveitafair go, soTdidn’t walk
out before the end of Spider and
Rose. Perhaps Ishould have, because
it descended deeper and deeper into
the pit it had dug ieself. 1t is ostensi-
bly a road movie, but it never scttles
on whether it wants to be a road
movic sensitive to the problems of
ageing, or a road movie completely
blind and deaf (but unfortunatcly
not dumb) to any sensitivity at all.

The story is that of a woman

(Ruth Cracknell) being given an
ambulance trip away from a Sydney
hospital to her Coonabarabran home
to celebrate her 70th birthday. She
has angina and a fly phobia. She
hates flies because she found her
hushand’sbody coveredin them after
the car accident that starts the film.
In fact, at the start there is a
promisc of some depth. Ruth Crack-
nell is, after all, one of Australia’s
best actors, and when you are intro-
duced to the intense first scence you
think well, it’s not exactly Bergman
but it’s not at all bad—and then sud-
denly it’sas though someonce changed
channcls to Heyv Hev It's Saturdav.
Sufficce it to say that the rest of the—
for want of a better word—plot s
something like Harold @ Maude
mecets Alvin Purple, in which the
grace, dignity and beauty of Ruth

Cracknell are very badly served.
—Juliette Hughes

Come all ye satyrs

Fellini Satvricon, dir Federico Fell-
ini {independent cinemas). ‘No one
paints pictures like this any morce,’
laments the failed poct as he guides
the young student around amuscum
filled with cracked Gracco-Roman
murals. Watching this scene in
Fellini’s sereen adaptation of the st
century Latin novel by Petronius,
once chuckles at the director’s joke—
it is a modern muscum into which
these characters from classical liter-
aturc have strolled—and then realis-
es that the joke has got even better
since the film’s first release in 1969.
The new print that is now work-
ing its way round Australia’s art-
housc cinemas is more than just a
welcome revival of a cinema classic.
It is a chance to witness a witty
debunking of the very notion of a
classic, so the fact the film is itsclf
now a classic only adds to the fun.
This sort of debunking, of course,
has become an academic industry
since 1969, as wave after wave of
Althusserian Marxists, and sundry
deconstructionists and poststructur-
alists, have overrun departments of
film studies everywhere. Fellini was
playing the deconstructionist game
long before the term was coined, but
there is much more here than tedi-
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ous game-playing. The film pulls
apart, in relativising fashion, the
shared assumptions that make up a
culture but it also celebrates them,
and that celebratory note is possible
becausce Satvricon, like all of Fellini's
work, isanimated by an ‘-ism’ that is
now out of fashion, humanism. All
of the master’s delight in carnival-

show humanity is on display in this
film, which marks a shift away from
the realist mode of carly work such
as La Strada towards the fantasising
of his later films. Satyricon, made in
mid-career, is to Fellini’s opus what
The Tempest, Shakespeare’s last
play, is somctimes said to be in the
bard’s work: an encapsulation of all
his art. But ecnough about classics—
just goandsceit. —Ray Cassin
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uch of the praise lavished on
the ABC’s Janus in the first few weeks
of its run concerned its producers’ pre-
occupation with authenticity. The Age
Green Guide {1/9/94) reported breath-
lessly that production designer Sally Shepherd went all
the way down to Aliona (where from, the ABC studios
in Elsternwick? Right across town, fancy that) to find a
real prison truck.

Now don’t know about the rest of you, but I'm not
all that i1 :rested in seeing a real prison truck. I am, on
the other hand, very interested in dramatic representa-
tions: of legal systems and processes; of humanity, in the
dock or on the bench, wrestling with its own rituals; of
the way that language tries, and honourably fails, to re-
construct wordless episodes of violence and cruelty. If the
show’s d umentary approach to facts doesn’t enhance
this subject matter, then neither, on the other hand, does
it getint : way.

But what is it about the police and the judiciary-The
Law-that akes film and TV critics wheel in the criteria
of authenticity when talking about aesthetic value? Why
arc so many TV critics saying Janus is fabulous because
it follows police and court proceedings accurately? If it
were a documentary, then that would be an appropriate—
indeced a crucial-criterion. But it’s supposed to be fiction.
Isn’t it? And if it isn’t, then what is it supposed to be?

One story (Green Guide, same article) highlights the
sort of pr lem created when authenticity and aesthetics
come into opposition. Former chief stipendiary magistrate
john ‘Darcy’ Dugan, billed in the credits as a special con-
sultant, was asked his advice about whether a policeman
would stand in a particular place in court; it would ‘help
the composition of the shot’. Dugan’s response? ‘Sorry.
Whether they went in the end for composition or for doco-
realism isn’t made clear, but the story seemed to indicate
that in such matters, Dugan’s word is law.

The  episodes cover a year of legal procedures
against a  rt-bag family’, the Hennessey clan, perpetra-
tors of numerous crimes. Janus is tapping some very strong
and very odd national attitudes to legal and/or uniformed
authority-courtesy, probably, of such ot spots in the
nation’s collective unconscious as the convict past, the
Kelly gang and the Eureka Stockade. For the Hennesseys
may indeed be dirtbags, but to one’s horror one occasion-
ally finds oneself barracking for them. Their emotional
power over other, nicer, weaker human beings demon-
strates their ratbag family charisma, as peripheral char-
acters are sucked into or centrifugally spun out of the
whirline Hennessey narrative. Shirl the battleaxe matri-
arch|{ ¢ laKelly)is someone whom we are clearly ex-
pected to regard as a right old character, to be cheered
with whenever she scores a point off some policeperson
or leg eagle. At least two of the Hennessey boys are
undeniably cute; and the word ‘larrikin’ lurks near the
surface of their characterisation, uncomfortably close to
the word ‘psychotic’. Such appeal, however bent, is part
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Two-faced crime show

of what makes Janus compelling: it’s Good versus Evil,
the best plot in the world, but it’s also not as simple as
that.

The episodic subplots add variety and density to the
central narrative, as does the focus so far on the assorted
losers hovering round the edges of the family {a besotted
and newly pregnant girlfriend; a broken-down heroin-ad-
dicted ‘mate’), rather than on the family itself. The screen-
play is a gift to the actors, who risc to the occasion; the
undervalued Tracy Mann is making the most of her lim-
ited role, and the vulnerably thinning hair and soft wor-
ried face and manner of Jeremy Kewley work beautifully
against one’s stereotyped expectations of what a Crown
Prosecutor is supposed to be like.

The camerawork is varied and inventive; the use of
black and white to signal episodes of private memory is a
simple idea working surprisingly well, not least because
we-most of the people watching Janus, anyway-uncon-
sciously associate black-and-white, the news and doco
medium of our childhoods, with realism, authenticity,
the genuine. It’s also a highly effective and efficient way
round the old stage/screenwriting problem of conveying
inner visions and voices, in a medium wherc you can’t
use the fiction-writer’s device of internal monologue.

Most significantly, though, the black-and-white
sequences show the viewer what really happened-which
is, after all, the thing the court always wants to know,
and never fully can. When a character in court has one of
these flashbacks to the episode being discussed, what's
always emphasised is the difference between the publicly
said and the privately seen, a gap exemplified most pure-
ly by the failure of language ever to convey the real na-
ture of violence. Even when the witness is trying hard to
tell the truth, sometimes events as visually remembered
are just not verbally representable. The black-and-white
flashback technique demonstrates this unbridgeable dis-
tance between events themselves and later attempts to
reconstruct them; one of the spookier things Janus is tell-
ing us, in fact, is that in aiming to get at the whole truth
and nothing but the truth, courtroom procedure and prac-
tice is always already a failure.

Meanwhile, TV’s moment of the month was the sig
on SBS’s Australian Biography of the great Dr H.C. ‘Nug-
get’ Coombs with his eyes full of tears as he discussed
the failure thus far of white Australians to accept black
Australians on their own terms and to work out a way of
living harmoniously with racial and cultural difference,
describing this failure as the greatest disappointment of
his life. A week later, as though to corroborate, Nine won
this month’s Arthur Tunstall Race Relations Trophy:
‘Coming up on A Current Affair, the man who built his
dream home on a sacred site ... He never dreamed he’d
have to share his back yard with the local tribe.

I bet the ‘local tribe’ wasn’t all that thrilled, either.
Who writes this stuff? [ |

Kerryn Goldsworthy is a Melbourne writer and teacher.
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