

















cxplained, then laughed and said he
hoped that issuc might be able to be
resolved as well.

Now thirteen years later, once
rcads in Pope John Paul 1I's 12th
encyclical, Ut Unum Sint, the fol-
lowing words: ‘As Bishop of Rome |
am fully aware, as [ have reaffirmed
in the present encyclical letter, that
Christ ardently desires the full and
visible communion of all those com-
munitics in which, by virtue of God’s
faithfulness, his Spirit dwells. [ am
convinced that I have a particular
responsibility in this regard, above
all in acknowledging the ecumeni-
cal aspirations of the majority of the
Christian communities and in heed-
ing the request made of me to find a
way of exercising the primacy which,
while¢ in no way renouncing what is
essential to its mission, is noncthe-
less open to a new situation’(95).

The Pope goes on to refer to an
exchange he had with the Patriarch
of Constantinople, Dimitrios 1, in
1988, when he confessed that the
papacy which should have been a
service to the unity of the church
sometimes ‘manifested itself in a
very different light” and that he
prayced for the Holy Spirit to
enlightenall pastors and theologians
of the two communions so that they
could seek together ways in which
his ministry might accomplish
scrvice of love recognised by all’

Finally he calls again for church
lcaders and theologians ‘to engage
with me in a paticnt and fraternal
dialoguc on this subject, a dialoguc
in which, lecaving uscless controver-
sics behind, we could listen to one
another’ (96). In these two short para-
graphs this new cncyclical has gone
to the very heart of the problem of
division and pointed the way forward
to a more hopeful future,

At the heart of the division
between the other great Christian
world communions and the Roman
Catholic communion is the role of
the Bishop of Rome. This was made
clearin the Anglican-Roman Catho-
lic international dialogue and, in one
way or another, in all the major dia-
loguces involving the Roman Catho-
lic Church. Even on the local level
here in Australia, the dialoguces the
Catholic Church has with the Unit-
ing, Anglican and Luthcran Churches
all highlight that onc day the

d

question of the papacy will have to
be faced. In a sense the participants
wait in hope that the international
dialogues will solve the problem for
them.

The way forward to deal with
this question can only be the way of
ecumenism. The Roman Catholic
Church can never explain its under-
standing clearly enough or reform
its practice of papacy decisively
cnough on its own. The fundamen-
tal truth of the ccumenical
movement is that the truth
which will sct us free (to
unite] can only be
found together. Dia- ~
logue with ‘the other’
where mutual ques-
tioning and re-
sponsc leads to
deeper, shared
perception is
not only the
currently
recom-

———

mended way to undertake inguiry or
rescarch in a postmodern world, but
it is also a theologically sound way,
given the Christian belief that the
Holy Spirit is at work in cveryone.

What is most heartening about
this recognition that the exercise of
the papal ministry will nced to
change, is that the interpretation
and rccommendation comes from
Popce John Paul IThimsclt. Some who
do not approve of him might doubt
his sincerity. Others will be sur-
prised because they do not perceive
him as really committed to ccumen-
ism.

I do not believe his stance in this
encyclical is inconsistent. It is only
the clearest expression of a profound
dimension of his papacy which has
been steadily growing since the
beginning.

Itisalways dangerous to try to be
too surc about what is really going
on in the heare of a leader, secular or
religious, and to distinguish this from
what he or she has to say because of
their public role and what arc really
the thoughts of their minders and
not their opinion at all. Certainly on
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the level of public uttcrance and
gesture, Pope John Paul M is
uncqualled in his commitment to
ccumenism. It is hard to imagine
that all these have been but empty
words and actions.

Perhaps the best context for
understanding the positive tone of
his new encyclical is a document of
November last year entitled in
English ‘As the Third Millennium
Draws Near.” There is an urgency in
this document about what needs to
be done if the year 2000, is to be

celchrated as a Year of Jubilee—
his answer to the crazy, threat-

") cning views of the year 2000

propagated by some mod-
crn seets, Christian and
otherwise. Within the
wide ranging and
demanding
e renewal he wants
to sce, leading up
to the year 2000,
arce ‘ccumenical
initiatives so that
we can celebrate
/ the Great Jubilee,
if not completeely
united, at least
much closer to
overcoming the divisions of the
sccond millennium’ {34}, Given that
there are only five years to go to the
Year of Jubilee, T think this new
encyelical is an attempt to provoke
those ccumenical initiatives he con-
siders c¢ssential to its celebration.
Therce is much clsc to reflect on
in the encyclical, e.g. his call for a
common martyrology. Once noticea-
ble feature is its emphasis upon the
Eastern Churches. This is not sur-
prising because the division between
East and West is the most profound
of all and overcoming it scems to be
a particular desire of John Paul 1L
This becomes obvious when one
glances at another leteer, Orientale
Lumen, which also came outin May.
This is a letter on the Eastern
Churches and may well be the most
positive statement ever made about
them by a Western pope. The title
translates as ‘The Light of the East’
and that light is praiscd for
twenty-cight paragraphs.
Ecumenism is not casy work
these days. Changes in socicety and
in intellectual life have raised many
questions about the enterprise. The
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difficultics of taking the hard steps
scem to have stalled so many dia-
logues that many participants have
just lost interest or given up.

Ut Unum Sint is a shot in the
arm for weary ccumenists if for no
other rcason than its shceer
enthusiasm. Some passages are less
exciting, others will be found disap-
pointing by some ccumenists, but

the call by Pope John Paul for help in
working out how to cxercise his
ministry is enough for me to keep
going. For me it is a sign again that
God will still surprise us whenever
we feel like giving up.

Michael Putney is a systematic
theologian. He wasrecently ordained
a Roman Catholic auxiliary bishop
in the Brishane archdiocese.
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Ballet, hai!

IE AUSTRALIAN Barirt has
promised to name a new artistic
dircctor some time between Decem-
ber and March.

At the company’s last general
mecting, in May, the scmi-
retrenched incumbent, Maina
Giclgud, defended her record in a
way that could be interpreted as a
jr reapplication, and some of her
fans cling to the hope that she will
stay put. But a more likely outcome
is that our national dance company
will, for the first time inits 33 years,
have an Australian man setting its
artistic policy.

Yes, the Australian knight Robert
Helpmann did stints, as asoloist and
inpas de deux with Peggy van Praagh,
as artistic director, but his contribu-
tion was little more than a token.

The Australian Ballet was found-
cd as an antipodcan retlection of
Britain’s Royal Ballet. Tt will remain
that way, although the company has
imposcd its own vigorous character
on the basically British  ape. The
advertisement for a new director
(applications closcd at the end of last
month) confirmed that a main
requirement was to ‘present an
exciting and balanced repertoire of
new and existing classical and
contemporary hallets’.

For most of the company’s 35
years, that brief has been largely in
the careof three English women with
backgrounds in British and Europcan
ballet—van Praagh, Annc Woolliams
and Giclgud. The women haven't
had it all quite their own way. Peter
Bahen, chief exccutive from 1966 to
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1983, not only built the company’s
financial basc; his participation in
artistic decisions helped to spur the
dancers into a strike in 1981.
Bahen left the company soon after
Gielgud arrived in 1983, and his suc-
cessors, Nocl Pelly and lan McRae,
havelet herformulate artistic policy,
within the bounc
responsibility.
No one seriously
denies that by 199C
Giclgudhadrestored
the demoralised
post-strike company
to somecthing likc
the standards of its
golden age in the
mid-1970s. But shc
has  also
accusedof cecentrice-
ities that supposcdl, oo o
unhappiness among the dancers.
Like many beleaguered institu-
tions, the Australian Ballet pretended
it had no problems of its own crea-
tion—it and Gielgud were the inno-
cent  victims  of maliciously
instigated media speculation. The
pretence was maintained by the
board at the annual general mecting
last year, soon after the announce-
ment by the company’s star partner-
ship, Lisa Pavanc and her hushand
Greg Horsman, that they were join-
ing the English National Ballet be-
causc of disagreements with Giclgud.
Last December the board myste-
riously announced that Giclgud was

been

to take a slow ride on the skids; she
would leave at the of 1996.
{Matters could be cven more
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protracted: Gielgud will probably
plan the programs to be presented in
the first 12-18 months of her succes-
sor's reign.)

The board’s announcement sct
the rumours going again, and at this
year’'s annual general meeting the
chairman, Tim Cox, tempered his
praisc of Giclgud with the comment
that if she stayed there could be ‘a
continuation of friction throughout
the company’. His frankness was
astonishing by Australian Ballet
standards, cspecially since it con-
cerned  somceone who still had 19
months to serve in the company’s
top joh.

Comments from the anti-Giclgud
forces imply that her single-minded
absorption with ballet isolates her
from the real world in gencral and
the ‘Australian cthos’ in particular.

By contrast, Ross Stretton, a
Golden Age principal often men-
tioned as her successor, is seen as
not just formally qualificd—some-
once to bring new perspectives to
artistic policy—butattractively close
to being your average Aussic bloke
‘he and his wife, former AB dancer
Valmai Roberts, have three children).
Afterleaving the AB he danced with
a British provincial company and
the Joffrey Ballet before becoming a
principal with the USA’s lcading
company, the Amecrican Ballet
Theatre. For the pastfew yeavs Seret-
ton, now 42, has been the ABT’s
assistant artistic dircctor and has at
times been virtually in charge of
policy.

The Mclbourne-based AB is our
only truly national performing arts
company. It tours regularly around
Australia. As our main cultural flag-
waver, it goes overseas at least once
cvery 18 months. This pleases the
dancers and, through wravel allow-
ances, boosts their incomes. But the
company’s finances are showing the
strain. The AB’s incrcasingly des-
perate pleas for more help from the
Federal Government would hardly
gct a less sympathetic hearing if the
company was led by an Australian—
especially one born, as Stretton was
in Canberra!

Neil Jillett, a Mclbournc writer, has
been reviewing the Australian Bal-
let’s performanc  on and off stage,
for more than 20 years.









economically driven ‘de-institutional-
isation” has tramped clumsily through
carcfully built tecams and systems and
demoralised a gencration of profes-
sionals. Fifteen ycars ago Suc would
have been seen by her home-visiting
GP (remember them?) or collected by
an alert cop not neurotic about infring-
ing liberties, delivered to a hospital
that always found another bed, and
treated by an experienced psychiatrist.
The conditions were not ideal, to be
sure, but there have been winners and
loscrs in the new deal.

There are winners and losers in
new legislation too. It is one thing to
highlight the shortcomings of mental
health legislation by comparing

know where Id rather be.

But with Peter’s central theme I
have no argument: despite the reports
and the grandstanding, the range of
scrvices is still abysmal. The mentally
ill are ill-cquipped to represent them-
sclves, their carers are too burnt out
to take up the political cudgels, their
therapists are run ragged, and the
general public remains frightened and
ignorant about a range of disorders that
will affcct onc in five Australians. It
is this fear and ignorance that is our
greatest enemy, and we will have to
keep striving to dispel it.

Paul Dignam
Hampstcad Gardens, SA

not awarce of the developments in the
’60s in which Santamaria and D G M
Jackson were under criticism for being
too supportive of the Menzies-big-busi-
ness forces which scemed so patently
to contradict the radical questioning
of big capitalism that The Catholic
Worker and the Movement both en-
gaged in during the '40s and ’50s. Thus,
O’Farrcll wrote of Santamaria in the
sixtics as though he was as obviously
engaged in the distributist struggle as
he had been in the decades betore. The
apparent ‘wedding’ of the Movement
(transformed into the National Civic
Councill with the Menzies govern-
ment was one of convenience in the
main, though I was surprised by

it with the UN ideals. It is THE POOR You SAY)THAT SOUNDS an article last year which
another to document large num- ALWAYS HAVE LIKE A CL eak recorded Santamaria’s Sunday
bers of actual case infringements, WITH You ... INDICATOR. OF A visits to the home of Menzices.
and still another to assume that , RoBUST FUTURE FOR The Catholic Worker lost its
new laws will prevent them. T\-\E WELFARE SE(,TORI way by adopting the shallower

There have been small if dramat-
ic exceptions in recent decades,
but as a rule far more people suf-
fer from not being treated for
their illness than from any in-
fringements of their rights when
they are treated. Ask them and
their relatives!

On the subject of tardive
dyskincsia, Pcter lapses bricfly
into tabloid journalism (“disturb-
ing cvidence unspecified
number cruclly afflicted’)
when his factual base is a little off. Tar-
dive dyskinesia (involuntary writhing
movements of the lips and tongue) is
a known side-cffect of the anti-psy-
chotics, occurs with a known preva-
lence (perhaps 15% of patients on long
term therapy) and only very occasion-
ally rcaches the disabling state to
which he refers.

For most paticnts on anti-psychot-
ics there has, until recently, been no
alternative treatment, and non-treat-
ment is only occasionally a viable op-
tion.

In Australia it has been recom-
mended practice that informed con-
scnt be obtained as soon as practical,
but in reality this is usually weceks af-
ter the crisis, when the patient regains
the ability to realistically review their
predicament without the intrusion of
psychotic material and the derailiment
of thinking that the drugs have con-
tained.

Most patients then choose to stay
on medicine. In America, of course,
the civil-liberties capital, you can be
certified but refusc treatment, and stay
in an asylum untrecated for weeks: T

Dimmed visions

From Peter Hunt

I read James Griffin’s ‘Darkening the
Church Door’ (Eureka Street, April
1995} with fascination.

Having grown up an avid rcader of
The Catholic Worker and News
Weekly which both espoused the wide
distribution of property in small,
mixed farming, small businesses, and
co-operatives, I would have liked to
have seen more attention to the ‘dis-
tributists’ mission of the Melbourne
laymen who were associated with
these papers. The Catholic Worker
lost this mission in about the carly
'60s and, as Paul Ormonde records,
Santamaria felt that he had to concen-
trate so much on mere survival for
Australia during the Cold War that he
gave less attention to, though he still
supported, his original distributist
vision. Patrick O’Farrcll was not only
‘not as conversant with the Melbournc
scene as he later became’; he also was
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left-wing’ policies of US “liber-
al’ thought and ‘New-Left’ atti-
tudes, and so we underwent in
Australia a partial cclipsc of the
strong traditions of Catholic so-
cial teaching. By this I do not
mecan merely the Encyclicals
which were often not as richly
informed as they should have
been, but the enlightened anti-
bourgeois and decentralist cru-
sade of Belloc and Chesterton,
and the personalist philosophy
of Jacquces Maritain.

Permit me to make a final com-
ment. Arthur Calwell was harshly
judged, as Griffin relates, and T must
say that becausc of a personal experi-
ence which my wife and I had of his
kindness many years ago, I know that
hc was a gentleman. However, like
many others, he was naive about Com-
munists.

In 1967 in Collingwood Town Hall
he took part in a public mecting of the
Jamces Connolly Association, along
with Vincent Buckley and a few other
luminarics. None of those speakers
scemed to realise that this was a Com-
munist organisation using the Irish
cause as a front tfor Communist influ-
cnce; though, it must be added that
Connolly, a very brave man, was a
Marxist.

With so much of our lifc today
dominated by Corporate concerns (as
‘Nugget’ Coombs has said), and a grow-
ing gap between rich and poor, it’s time
for a return to the earlier vision of The
Catholic Worker,

Peter Hunt
Winmalee, NSW
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Tell the tr th

From David Griffiths
Thank you for printing my letter about
the need for reform of science (April)
but I was puzzled by the editorial note
that Professor Tan Plimer {author of
Telling Lies for God, a polemic against
‘creation sciencee’) ‘is not a committece
member for the Victorian Skeptics,
and so far as he is awarc
organisation of that name (but} he does
subscribe to the Australian Skeptic .
As this apparently reflects on my ered-
ibility may ITbricfly reply:is Prof. Plim-
cr sceptical aboutr the Skeptics?
The November 1994 Australian
Skeptics Victorian Newsl  er states
that Plimer is ‘a member ol the Victo-
rian Committee’. An advertisement
for Telling Lies for God on the same

e 18 no

YouR S\WNS WILL E, N YOU
ETERNAL DAMNATION/

can Steel, while conceding ‘Tan docs
an excellent job as a skepric?, is high-
ly critical of some ‘ill based {and fla-
grantly wrong) statements’ in Plimer’s
paper. Even skeptics can be wrong, it
sCems.

Finally, while skepticism is part of
the analytical process, in my view its
importance is cxaggerated. Skepti-
cism, as a goal, is a cule of negativity.
Science should be the pursuit of Truth.

David Griffiths
North Fitzroy, VIC

No, father

From K. P. Currv, chiel acdministrative
officer. St Vincent de Paul, Victoria,

For some months, we suspect sinee the
Socicty of St Vincent de Paul’s Victo-
rian membership elected to
withdraw financial support
from his ambitious and well-
intentioned magazine, Aus-
tralian Catholics, Fr Michacl

AND TWENTY

page states that autographed copies are
available through the Victorian Skep-
tics. The publication was previously
titled Victorian Skeptics Newsletier.
Prof. Plimer’s name has appeared in
several but not all cditions as a
member of the Editorial Committee,
¢y February 1994

He certainly does a little more than
subscribe to the Awastralian Skeptic.
Vol 14 No. 3 of that Journal has the
text of a paper presented by Prot
Plimer at the Skeptics National
Convention titled: A Sceptical Look
at Greenhouse. The paper contains
interesting data on the rise and fall of
land masscs relative to sca level, and
the contribution of volcanoces to
emission of carbon dioxide. However,
in Vol 15 No. I, astronomer Dr Dun-
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FLY BUY POINTS/

Kelly has been ‘in turmoil’
with us. But we're grateful at
feast that he's given us equal
space to respond to his
‘What's the mateer with Vin-
nies? (Eurcka Street. May
19951,

Michacel  states ‘John
O'Bricn, Victorian state pres-
ident, criticised the develop-
ment of public advocacy on
hehalf of the poor as part of
the Socicty’s service ... This
‘ a is not truc. Take as one recent
example the Victoriar -anch
ageressively and successtully
challenging banks charging
fees for accounts of under
$500.

The asscrtion that John O'Bricn
accuses the national council of the So-
ciety of ‘financial mismanagement’ is
not correct—the concerns expressed
by state presidents {(not only Mr
O'Bricn) queried the value being ob-
tained from such expenditure.

It is most unfair for Michacl to
credit only one person with the ‘ob-
ject of reform to be a renewal of the
SVDPD that concentrated on the spirit-
ual formation of members...” The Vie-
torian branch has two full-time
employees engaged in formation,
training and recruitment plus a most
active committee driving this impor-
tant porttolio.

Michacl states ‘the antiguity prob-
lem is a real one for the Socicety ... with
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an average age in the high 60s .0 In
fact, the average age of members in
Victoria is 61. However, there is a pos-
itive campaign to encourage younger
people to join and to increase the fe-
male membership, which has grown
to 45 per cent in recent times.

Michacl’s accusation that the So-
cicty ‘increasingly resembles a welfare
burcaucracy that gets life from govern-
ment money and policy prioritics’
could not be further from the truth in
Victoria. In 1994-95, the Victorian
branch provided assistance in cash and
kind worth $6.8 million, of which less
than one per cent was provided by gov-
crnments. In terms of policy in Victo-
ria the priorities are very clear:
conference members visiting people
where they live, be that in their
homes, in hospital, in institutions,
ceven on the street, dispensing spiritu-
al and financial assistance wo thosc in
need.

[t also is untruc to say that in Vic-
toria ‘its state-basced administrative
structure siphons power and resoure-
cs away from the local Tevel and blocks
action at a national level” In fact, con-
ference members in Victoria via a
state-wide networlk of regional and di-
ocesan councils, can communicate ef-
fectively with the parent body which
is legally responsible tor the work of
the Society in Victoria, the state coun-
cil. To service State Council and the
large conference network in Victoria
there is a central administrative group,
asmall group of dedicated statt which
is, quite literally, ‘overworked and
underpaid’. Michacl Kelly and others
to whom he refers might well prefer
to sce a number of burcaucracics at
diocesan level, but in our view such a
network would likely be cumbersome
and extremely expensive.

It is cqually untrue to assere that
we ‘block actions at national level’.
The current administration under John
O'Bricn has always been keen to sup-
port an ctfective national council. Re-
grettably, howcever, decisions on
appointments [of increasing number of
statf) and other expenditures began to
be taken against the wishes of the
majority of the states which, after all,
were responsible for supplying the
bulk of the funds.

Perhaps the greatest distortion is
Michacl’s claim that ‘NCC influence
has been active at crucial points. Its
presence in the membership of the
exeeutive of the Vicetorian State Coun-
cil has been decisive in that council’s
action over national issucs and ius



dealings with other individuals or
groups attached to AD2000". The facts
arc—the Victorian state council com-
prises 15 members on its exceutive,
none of whom has any conncction
with the NCC and we totally deny any
influence on decisions made by state
council by the NCC. In fact, it might
be said that the Socicty of St Vincent
de Paul’s connection with the Socicty
of Jesus, via Australian Catholics, has
been of greater influence.

We in the Socicty of St Vincent de
Paul strive to be obedient to the teach-
ings of the Catholic Church and
respect the views expressed in encye-
licals. However, we stand accused in
Fureka Street of ‘stubbornly refusing
to cxamine at any depth issucs of the-
ological and spiritual renewal’. On this
score we can say only, so be it

There are additional broad and
unsubstantiated  statements  and
innucndo in the publisher’s editorial
in the May cdition of Eureka Street,
which arc not to his credit nor worthy
of a response. The truth of the matter
is, many of the published goals of the
national council may well have heen
achicved had conscensus decision
making been the bottom line.

K. P. Curry
Mclbourne, VIC

Hijacked

From Brian Murnane, President,
national council of St Vincent de Paul
Society 1991-1994.

I write in response to the article
‘What's the matter with Vinnics?,
Furela Street, May 1995,

The members of the Socicty of St
Vincent de Paul have for the past 20
years been urging their leaders to
undertake wide-ranging reform and
renewal of the socicety, specitically in
the arcas of:

* Spirituality.

* Being a compassionate presence with
marginalised people.

* Developing structures that facilitate
scrvice, human development, and re-
dress the causes of poverty.

* Youth involvement.

* Transforming the Socicty into a post-
Vatican II lay association.

These issues have continually
cmerged from all the national assem-
blics: Minto 1973, Eastwood 1984, Re-
gional Council Presidents Assembly
1988, and member consultations such
as the membership survey 1987, the
Simons review 1990 and Society vision

and structure 1991,

In 20 ycars the members’ desire for
reform has been stalled by the protract-
ed resistance of a few state council
presidents.

During my term it was a group of
statc council presidents who rejected
the stated goals for reform. To restrict
and control the reform agenda, they
abandoned consensus in decision mak-
ing and replaced it with voting. When
their attempt to restrict voting on na-
tional council issucs to state council
presidents only, failed, the Presidents
of Victoria, Queensland, Tasmania and
Western Australia decided to destroy
the reform and renewal process and the
national council by scceding,.

The sceeded State Council Presi-
dents have now been successful in
restricting the vote for my suceessor
to ninc {State Council Presidents and
two National Administrator Commit-
tee members) out of a total socicty
membership of forty thousand.

What's the matter with Vinnices?
The members’ desire for reform and
rencwal has been hijacked by a
powerful minority.

Brian Murnane
Eschol Park, NSW

Call ignored

From Richard McMahon

As a member of the St Vineent de Paul
Socicty 1 have become increasingly
angered and dismayed with our Socice-
ty’s infighting over the past 12
months. Your article entitled “What's
the matter with Vinnies?’ {May 1995
issuc) came as a welcome appeal for
the urgent reform needed within our
Vincentian family.

I believe that the reform of the
Society must start in the hearts of
individual members. Conversion is a
nceessary part of renewal, summed up
in Jesus’ call to ‘repentand believe the
good news.’ Before we can change our
ways there must bhe recognition,
accountability and above all forgive-
ness for past crrors. All Socicty
members share in this painful split, all
Socicty members must look inward at
our own culpability. Our leaders have
been entrusted with the greatest
responsibilitics, and therefore bear the
greatest potential culpability for this
crisis. Have our leaders been brought
to account?

The initial conflict was between
the sceeded state presidents and the
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rest of the national council—consist-
ing of the national president, board and
two state presidents. The President
General of the Society was called in
by the sceeded state presidents to
resolve the conflict. His decision was
that the national and scceded state
presidents should step aside. The
national president complied and the
sceeded state presidents refused. Con-
scquently, the national board has been
cffectively removed.

What I continue to find incredible
in the entire episode is that no action
was taken against the secessionists.
When will these actions be accounted
for? Their dramatic act of sceession
generated an international incident
and ruptured the Socicty.

I would be very interested to learn
what alternative steps were taken
before they decided to sceede. Was
there no other solution? If some of the
state presidents were unhappy with
the national president’s leadership,
could they not at least have appealed
to the national membership firse for a
solution before sceeding? When did
members hear that the state presidents
were going to secede? Were the reasons
made clear? Did the other side of the
story get told? Thelieve that the seeed-
ed state presidents ‘rushed in where
angels fear to tread.’

Five state presidents sceeded
stating their disaffiliation from the
Socicty. Once would have expected
by definition—that by sceeding they
withdrew all involvement from the
organisation. But they continued to
meddle in the upcoming clections
when the President General clearly
directed that they should not interfere.
They continue to withhold state lev-
ics to the national council at a time
when the national office is desperate-
ly short of funds. They continuce to
remain scceded. Surely, after success-
fully appealing to the President Gen-
cral to keep their positions intact, why
did they not humbly appeal to be
returned to the fold in the interests of
unity? What prevented their immedi-
ate return? Have they placed condi-
tions upon their return, or do they not
deem it necessary to be reunited with
the Vincentian Family?

As far as I know, ncither their ini-
tial act of sccession nor their contin-
ued interference has been addressed.
But their acts of sccession must be
challenged, otherwise a precedent is
set for the future. If, after the July
national clection, they become dissat-
isfied with the new national president,
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Fick a card, any card
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= EN YEARS AGO LINTERVIEWED MIKE GOrg, a Gold Coast property developer. Gore was
responsible for building Sanctuary Cove, a residential enclave with gates and sccurity
¢ rds. The advertisements for Sanctuary Cove read: ‘the streets outside are full of cock-

roaches, and some of them are human’.

[ asked Mike Gore why he supported the Queensland Premicr, Sir Joh Bjelke Petersen,
a 1the National Party. I expected him to talk in the usual terms: to say that they got
things done, that they got off the back of business. That they rewarded cffort.

But Gore said: ‘Well it’s like football tecams, isn’t it? You pick onc you like, or your

family pick it for you, and it’s yours. You back it.
Yyp you, y

that.’

isn’t any more complicated than

Gore also said to me that sometimes, when he was driving, his mind would feel as though it
were dissociated from his body. Gore had been told that this was an carly sign that the  ounda-
ries of the self were 1 arring. It was a sign of nervous breakdown.

I thought he was trivialising politics by comparing it ro football. T felt morally supcrior, with
my firm idcas. Since then Ihave learned more about foo  all, and perhaps more about political

allegiance as well.

O\'IR rur east 10 years, many political bounda-

rics have blurred. Nevertheless, we still hunger to
belong to a tribe. We need to know who we belong to,
and what we believe. Us and them is an important
distinction. We don’t want the boundaries of self to
blur.

Arguing about these issucs in a pub, I suggested
that allegiance to a political party was no longer a
rational thing, but rather was a tribal urge. A friend
replied: ‘There arce still people in the Labor Party who
would never, ever, be in the Liberal Party. Decent peo-
ple

‘Lauric Brereton? Bob Hawke?’

‘Oh God, yes T know!”

Is it irrational? Is faith in a party, no matter how
it shifts, a thing of rcason, or is it like religious faith:
atrust inan ultimate pt - ose, an ultimate good, how-
cver mysterious the moves?

The philosopher Peter Singer, a former Labor
Party member now running for the Victo &= 1 G
says: ‘The Labor Party was founded on the idea of class
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warfarc. Now the sharpness of class war has been
blunted, so the party becomes a thing which exists to
occupy office, to manage. There is no longer a com-
mon idcological basis tor beliefs.

Having said that, [ don’t think the days of politi-
cal belief are over. A lot of people thought that in the
'50s, then got a rude shock in the '60s.” Singer be-
licves the Greens, and other non-mainstream politi-
cal groups, have the potential to change the face of
our political duopoly.

Let us consider the blurring of the boundarices,
Victorians, living under a Kennett government all too
confident about what it stands for, may miss the
extent to which boundaries have blurred. Kennett had
little in common with the Fahey government in New
South Walces, which was blamed for doing too little.

New South Wales” new Labor Premier, Bob Carr,
has gone on the record as saying he admires Kennett.
Kennett gets on better with Keating than Keating does
N Is more conservative on social issuces
than most small ‘I’ liberals.
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remote mainland communities. The question

must be asked, whether this community can stand,
or withstand, such a simulation?

No shire council has ever had such complex re-

sponsibilities, or so little capacity to address them.
No shire council has been thrust, immediately, into
such conflicts of interest as this one. A special amend-
ment to the Cocos version of WA local government

One of the more
recent arrivals at
the Quarantine
Station on Cocos
was a cargo of
goggle-eyed
ostriches. As they
were being driven
to their
temporary home
they twisted and
turned those
extraordinary
necks 360 degrees
... as if to say,
‘These folks can't
be for real’ They
[the ostriches] are
still there, their
past and future in
doubt.

law allows shire councillors to be its employces
as well.

One councillor is deputy shire clerk {and,
recently, took part in a vote to extend his
superior’s contract of employment), and the
council {all Cocos Malay men) holds its property
on Home Island on trust for only part of its con-
stituency: Cocos Malay, rather than European,
residents—arguably past as well as present—are
its beneficiaries.

Though the quality of life is, for now, prob-
ably higher than in an cquivalent mainland
location, there is revolutionary change ahead.
From being a socicty of full employment depend-
ent entirely on copra production under a gener-
ally benevolent dictator, Cocos Islanders have
become ‘business’ for scores of government agen-
cics.

These have not yet adapted their expecta-
tions to the unique milicu. The islands’ (West-
crn Australian) teachers, for example, are driven
700 metres or so to their school from the ferry
on Home Island, in a land cruiser which will
rust out before it needs refuelling: a four-wheel
drive, long-range, dicsel-tanked Toyota with
1200 kilomcetre range, provided according to WA
Education Department ‘remote conditions’
entitlements appropriate to a desert posting. The
golf course, on West Island, has been maintained
by the Commonwealth since it happens to be
the runway verge. (A five-minute warning is
sounded when a planc is duc.)

With the introduction of mainland
currency, came raised prices. It is possible that
the relatively new housing stock on Home Island
might be privatised. Some Cocos Malay
occupants sce this offering them sceurity: Coun-
cil tenants in Thatcher’s Britain had similar
hopes. There is no agreement on just who may
acquire land in the future.

‘Normal’  award and c¢mployment
conditions, introduced since 1991, have, accord-

ing to the Commonwealth response to the Islands in
the Sun Report, resulted in sharply increased dispari-
tics in standards of living among Cocos Malays
‘requiring large social adjustments’—an understate-
ment. In 1979 all Cocos Islanders were employed by
the Co-operative and shared the dividends. Now, 30

P
significant proportion is

cent of the population is unemployed and a

pendent on social security

and other benefits.
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There is considerable Commonwealth pressure
on the community to become ‘self-supporting’. How
to do this is unclear, given the loss of the islands’
traditional industry, copra production, and finite
muarket {fewer than 700 residents). The Common-
wealth, of course, markets its own scrvices to itsclf
in paper transactions in a market of its own creation.

The saddest achievement of the capital works
program is the recently completed combined court-
housc/police station and cell facilitics which, chill-
ingly, comply with the recommendations of the Royal
Commission into the Aboriginal Deaths in Custody
and WA standards, though there is only one AFP
officer on the island and as yet no prisoncers.

The people of Cocos have now consciously faced
significant social change three times. First was after
a ‘social contract’ in 1837 with the original Clunics
Ross when, as a group, they committed their obedi-
ence in exchange for housing, a garden, and employ-
ment. That regime began its slow collapse in 1936
with cconomic, natural and public relations disasters.

The sccond, which began after UN surveillance
and intervention and culminated in the 1984 referen-
dum, began the recognition of Cocos Malay as a com-
munity, albcit a community of citizens.

The third, which is fully in cvidence as the
community is pushed towards privatisation and
entreprencurial development, lTooks to a future of
individual citizenship, fragmentation and the possi-
ble loss of the sense of community identity and

purposc. It threatens to overwhelm this neo-
colonial Canberran outpost.

he clected councillors are struggling with huge
responsibilities. It is not made casy for them. There
is a paucity of information, news and current affairs.
Cocos Island residents gencerally scem relatively
unaware of political and social issucs beyond the atoll.
Amatcur local radio announcers regularly override
cven Radio Australia news and current affairs to play
music, sometimes on random sclection, to cach oth-
er, from a collection which is first approved by the
voluntecr station manager.

Is ‘local government’ capable of protecting the
Cocos lifestyle and culture, its ecology and cconomy?
In no other Australian shirc would we expect such
clected representatives, with so little experience of
self-determination and such limited understanding of
Australian political and social life and history, to as-
sume a responsibility to ‘speak for’ the entire com-
munity. Nowhcre clse would shire council decisions
have quite such a direct impact on quality of life and
the social fabric. Australian local goverment has nev-
er been a real form of governance, though it is a cher-
ished symbol of local choice and priority to local
issues.

Local government has always been a small con-
cern, the bastion of reaction, of little empires, ritual
and pcrsonal rivalries. Yet local government is









(Mururoa Mon Amour): paradise and purgatory.

Thosc frog bastards! Nuking paradise! The loss
is somehow personal. A dream life, however seldom
visited, is being expunged.

The chorus swells: ‘If it’s such a great idea, why
don’t you go do it in France?’

And here the mystery, the mutual incomprehen-
sion, thickens. For not only does Jacques Chirac view
Mururoa as much ‘France’ as Marseilles, he sces the
new program of cight tests as a demonstration of his
country’s very commitment to the Pacific region,
rather than as a gesture of defiance.

France’s own imaginative history has been
massively informed by its encounter with the South
Pacific. It was only chance and the brilliance of James
Cook that saw Australia become a British rather than
a French possession. And New Zealand was an cven
closer-run aftair, with an ¢mbryonic French colony
established at Akaroa ncar Christchurch before the
British claim was concluded.

From Rousseau through Picasso, the French
sciences, arts and philosophy have been affected con-
siderably by the impact with Occania.

Today French Polynesia, which includes the atoll
of Mururoa, is onc of ten departements et territoires
d’outre-mer (DOM-TOMs) scattered strategically
around the globe, the remains of the glorious day of
cmpire, now comprising 1.5 million pcople and
covering a land arca of 120,000 sq km.

They range from Saint-Picrre and Miquelon, off
Newfoundland, to islands scattered through the
Caribbean and the Indian Ocean, to French Guiana
on the mainland of South America. In the Pacific, the
DOM-TOMs comprise the tiny Polynesian islands of
Wallis and Futuna just north of Fiji, the Mclanesian
territory of New Caledonia between Fiji and Aust-
ralia—like the latter, originally founded as a convict

colony—and French Polynesia, containing

R Tahiti, to the far east of the Pacific islands.
(

JBERT ALDRICH AND JonN CONNELL, in France’s
Overseas Frontier, describe the DOM-TOMs as ‘either
the vestiges of an outdated and rapacious colonial-
ism or, conversely, trump cards which France can play
to maintain its diverse political, economic, strategic
and cultural influence in world affairs’.

Metropolitan France largely sccs its remaining
colonics as a success story, a demonstration of the
generosity of French culture—not only through the
massive cash transfers that make the inhabitants, at
least on paper, much wealthier than their decolonised
neighbours, but also through granting the people of
the DOM-TOMs the right to vote and appoint repre-
sentatives in French elections, for which it claims
moral supcriority over Australia, say, which ‘only’
allowed Papua New Guineans to vote for their own
parliaments, not for Canberra.

All the remaining DOM-TOMs, except Guyana,
are archipclagos or islands, mostly small, and exports
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on average cover only 15 per cent of imports {though

: extent of the latter is boosted by the lavish spend-
ing of the French public servants stationed there,
largely exempt from tax, and their ‘suffering’ at being
so far from Paris mitigated by generous hardship
allowances).

The territorics also commonly feature relaxed
racial mixes—with Indonesians, Viectnamese and
C 1ese having worked for long in the Pacific. And

in New Caledonia, some European settlers

date back six gencrations.
A ldrich and Connell again: ‘In some respects the

DOM-TOMs are ‘little Frances’ across the scas,
microcosms of the post-  lustrial, multi-racial soci-
cty that is emerging in France itself. In other respects
they are quite different worlds, each unique, with a
sense of identity and interest that often challenges
the ties that bind France to these remote corners of
the world.’

AUSTRALIA'S MIDDLE CLASS RALLIES

AGAINGT “THE ERENCAH /

matic rewards for rcinventing its regional role.

It has enhanced its aid program—cspecially
important for the Noumea-based South Pacific Com-
mission—at a time when the USA and Britain were
pulling out and Japan and New Zealand were tread-
ing water, leaving Australia fceling somewhat exposed
as the dominant remaining donor.

It was co-operating in an Australian program to
build closcr links with New Caledonia, as the 1998
referendum on the territory’s status, provided for
under the Matignon Accords that sealed a ten-year
peace pact between Kanaks and scttlers, begins to
loom. There had been discussion of a joint moderate
platform for the referendum, postponing but agrecing
on cventual autonomy-cum-independence.

This renewed French enmeshment with the
wider South Pacific also came as, in the ‘90s, the pre-
viously relentless move across the region towards
adoption of those democratic structures that tend to
promote a self-confident nationalism began to falter,
with traditional ¢lites—which have historically been
ready to treat with colonial authorities—consolidat-
ing their roles in Fiji, Western Samoa and Tonga. And
fast growing populations, stagnating cconomics,

governance crises and increased pollution have

) ]
_‘}M G?N%p }omwtgcrﬂéof\:(’ TM GoiNGe prompted the inevitable questions within the

O GIVE , To STOP SINING decolonised Pacific: how did thosc bright
wleG:JKEDNT To):\zé:ﬁ\:fll‘?;“ce “F\LV\ NO\R“I Independence Day hopes turned sour?
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CARVES ! . / anuatu, the former French-British condominium
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French Polynesia itself cluded the full metropol-
itz “rench embrace, from early contact when English
Protestant missionaries made more impact than
French Catholics; its leading, Protestant church is
today outspoken in its o0 asition to testing, and its
advocacy of greater autonomy.

The relationship with Paris was reinforced, how-
cver—and encumbered with a new, ominous charac-
teristic—in 1962, when France began to shift its
nuclear testing sites from the Sahara, following Alge-
ria’s gaining independence, to Mururoa. The first of
42 tests came in July 1966.

The announcement of eight more explosions
camec as France, after a decade of Socialist government-
promoted détente and greater engagement with the
independent South Pacific nations—including Aus-
tralia and New Zealand—was starting to reap diplo-
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(or ‘pandemonium’} of New Hebrides, has, under the
francophonc-dominated Government of Prime
Minister Maxime Carlot, become the most outspoken
advocate of French interests from within the
independent Pacific. Carlot, for instancce (following
in the authoritarian footsteps of predecessor Walter
Lini) recently forbade publicly-owned Radio Vanuatu
from covering the regional opposition to renewed test-
ing by France. The French embassy in Port Vila is
cffectively organising the establishment of TV in the
country. The president of the governing Union of
Moderate Parties has even suggested that if France
found Mururoa too hot to handle, Vanuatu might offer
itsclf up as a new host for La Bombe.

This is a story which, like France’s whole histor-
ic and imaginative engagement with the Pacific—the
engagement that helped conceive the still potent myth
of the noble savage—will not dissolve overnight. Tt
will continue to haunt and taunt Australians as thev
gaze cast from Bondi.

Rowan Callick is Victorian burcau chief of The
Australian Financial Review, and the paper’s Pacific
specialist.

Reading: France's Overseas Frontier by Robert
Aldrich and John Connell (Cambridge University
Press), France and the South Pacific by Stephen
Henningham (Allen & Unwin)ar  Your Flag’s Block-
ing Our Sun by Helen Frascr (ABC).
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Gone to the dogs

n those Saturday nights when
the dogs were racing, it seemed that
snow-laden winds, straight oft Mount
Wellington, always drove across Hobart’s
TCA Ground. Exposcd on a hillside on
the Domain, this was also Tasmania’s
premicr cricket oval. Here T saw Peter
May make a century in a session; Bob
Simpson hook Wes Hall for three sixes
that clattered onto the roof of the grey-
hound catching pen; Rohan Kanhai score
a double hundred against Victoria.
Forever subbing his wage to punt, the

g7
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cream regularly slow down these over-
grown ferrets, while they were perhaps
the first racing animals to be built up
and hurricd along with steroids.
Although making dogs keen with live
kills occurs still, other antics are more
properly the stuff of legend.
Having worn out his welcome on the
bauxite at Groote Eylandt, a mate of
minc headed to Darwin, There he found
himsclfat a friend’s barbecue. This indi-
vidual had hrought a dog up from the
south and fancied it at the nexe night's
mecting. Falling in with a fellow desper-
ate near the keg, my mate found that
he also had an interest in these pro-
ceedings. Yes, the southern dogshould
win, but the good local had drawn the
one, began fast, would be hard to run
down. Nevertheless the connections
of the importshould be sweet. Tt was
an hour or more until my matc
lcarned to hisinterest

in hues never to be tound in thorough-
breds—fawn, brindle and strangely
chequered in white and black, brindle
and whitc. Their trainers arc uniformly
clad in sky-bluc coats, often donned
over suits, as they lead the dogs to their
stalls. In its miniaturiscd way, dog
racing is as punctilious as the gallops.
If crowds haveall but vanished, they
were still racing that night in Bendigo
and Launceston, at Angle Park in
Adclaide and Wentworth Park in Syd-
ney. Having purchased my Gold Grey-
hound Guide, I matched wits with the
dogs and their connections. In the first
the Ture broke down. Hastily re-vetted,
the dogs were under way at fastand the
odds-on Wylic Boy was home by cight
lengths. Save onc faller, the field came
panting back. Next race, one dog was so
cenervated he was strapped o a tdny
stretcher and carried to the kennels.
The dogs are trained from

West Indian is the most improbable of
the handful of great players to represent
the state. Intermational cricket is now
played at Bellerive, and the dog track
shares the Showgrounds with harness
racing. Punters no longer hunch over
braziers in the TCA betting ring on chill
nights and gonc ages ago are the book-
makers who accommodated them.

In Mclbourne, onc of the two grey-
hound tracing tracks, Olympic Park, may
be doomed, a casualty of the Kennett
road tunncl. The new cight million dollar
stand will have been built in vain;
perhaps already has been, to judge by the
meagre crowd that turned out on the
late June night when | made my first
cxcursion to the dogs for a quarter of a
century. Notwithstanding T soon ran
into acquaintances. One of them, no
sentimentalist, said that however
attached he became to the dishlickers
which once he trained, money ruled:
‘when the dog was dead, the dog was
dead’. Another, having solemmly averred
that his brindle bitch had no chance, led
it back a winner at long odds.,

According to Australian folklore,
greyhound racing is even more hent than
‘the red hots’. Water, butter and  ice-

that the bloke whom he'd met was the
judge at the Darwin dogs. This meant he
drove the lure and adjudicated any dis-
putes. So it was that when the local dog
jumped, railed and led by four with the
import trailing, the hare momentarily
slowed. The leader paused to pounce,
the interloper grabbed him in two bounds
andracedaway. That night in the tropics
there was an ugly demonstration, but
the smartics (including the judge)
collected.

og racing is literally a backyard
industry, sustained by middle-aged men
walking their strings in frosty dawn;
sctting them for the right event in town
or the bush; waiting until the odds arc
right. A couplc of dogs at Olympic Park
had cach won more than $100,000, but
this is a game where the money comes
from gambling. Itis also, pre-eminently,
an affair of colours: the red of box one
(favoured allcy at Olympic Park), the
blue, pink, black and white stripes, the
green and white of the nine dog, or first
cmergencey, reputed to be a top chance if
it gets a run because owners of another
dog may have been induced to scratch.
The scrawny animals themselves come
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Arcadia to Reservoir, Drouin to North
Ringwood. They perform for a crowd of
slippered greybeards, bangle-clad
¢scapees from the care of the state,
professional punters who are masters of
the sideways glance and more lost ¢hil-
dren than you'd find in the Brothers
Crimm. When Whatta Card from
Quambatook won the distance race
(732m), the podium sagged beneath over
weightowners, Bookmakers alternately
combed and tore their hair, onc of them
a former rails ficlder at Caulficld now
reduced to betting the conceession at the
dogs. Clad in livery from some
misbegotten dream of Aboriginal art,
barmen poured decent red wine hy the
glass (Flemington take note).

Onc was moved to a circular
argument. The dogs survives as an
institution bccausce there is an
Australian prolctariat, while the
existence of greyhound racing proves
that the working class still exists,
howcever huddled in stercotype as
shrewd, resilient, hard-bitten, battline
arid-witted.

Peter Pierce, Eurcka Street's turt
correspondent, began his punting carcer
in Tasmania.
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Tire Canestinr Cooeraot an Croees Q

ANNE O'BRIEN

Litting the Lid

t is likely that over the ycars between about 1880 and 1960 more Australian
girls played the piano for some time in their lives than girls anywhere ¢lsc in the
world, a seemingly innocuous observation, but one which has implications for
the histories of both femininity and the culture of religion in 20th century Aus-
tralia. As Janc Campion’s film The Piano has shown, piano-playing can be a
political activity. In her  Im it is a surrogate voice for those 19th century we 1en
who were unhealthily restrained. Although it could hardly be claimed that there
is a thriving industry of historical writing on piano-playing in this country, it has
cropped up every now and again and Campion’s optimistic perception of it stands
out against this strcam.

Humphrey McQue« , in A New Brittania, saw the iano as epitomising a
cloyingly nasty kind of desire for status; Roger Covell, in his general history of
music in Australia, sces it as typifying the derivative nature of Australian culture—
its ubiquity a symbol of immigrant grief; historians of women’s education have
tended to include music as an ‘accomplishment’, training women for ladyhood,
bo symptom and cause of women's restriction.

But Campion is not entirely on her own: back in 1984, Marjoric Theobald called for a reassess-
ment - ‘accomplishments’ cducation, sceing it as a significant precondition of late [9th century
Australian feminism; more recently Penny Russell has described the way the piano allowed Grace
Rusden a form of self-expression in 1860s Melbourne, at a time of her life when she was particularly
entrapped. Perhaps the popularity of Campion’s film stems not only from its own artisery but also
from the resonances it invokes in Australian audiences. Using the piano as a symbol of personal
liberation when, in a dominant strand of our culture it has been projerted as the opposite, is a natty
device. The film touched a chord: perhaps the Campion pereeptionis  ser to the historical experi-
ences  Australian women than most historians have acknowledged.

The abundance of pianos in colonial Australia was well attested by contemporary travellers.
R.E.N. Twopcny thought in 1883 that ‘almost every working-man has his  Is taught to strum the
piano.” Frenchman Oscar Comettant, a member of the International Jury judging art at the 1888
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Centenary Exhibition in Melbourne, and well-placed to make the European comparison, wrote in
1890 that music was more widespread in Australia than anywhere clse in the world: ‘cven the hum-
blest farmer will have the inescapable piano.’

The plethora of pianos was at least in part a product of that long period of cconomic growth
lasting from the 1850s to 1890, which rcached its height in Marvellous Melbourne in the 1880s,
during which decade, Gracme Davison has found, the number of pianos imported into Mclbourne
increased from 1248 in 1881 to 5170 in 1889. Local entreprencurs responded to demand. In Mel-
bournc George Allan, and in Sydncy WH Paling, sct up shop, aware of the fortunes to be madce by
sclling sheet music, pianos and tuition. By the turn of the century the most popular pianos were still
German—relatively cheap—but in Sydney in 1902, sewing machine manufacturer and piano maker
Octavius Beale, founding President of the Federated Chambers of Manufacturers, patented his all-iron
tuning system in his piano factory at Annandale and made a sizeable fortunc.

But the continued presence of the piano in the lives of so many Australian women during the
20th century can also be traced to its institutionalisation within Catholic girls’ schools. Comettant
thought in 1890 that piano teachers were legion: ‘you only have to tap your foot on the ground and
they come out’, but although private music teachers remained, their impact was swamped by the
convent industry.

For the orders of nuns imported into the colonies to staff the separate system of Catholic educa-
tion from the 1880s, music teaching was their financial survival—and their independence: without
it they would be ‘thrown upon the kindness of the Bishops in order to pay their way’ as once nun put
it in 1911. But independence had its price, particularly in the rural diaspora. In Roads to Sion Rosa
MacGinley traces the fate of two convents of the Presentation order established in rural NSW in the
1920s, one at Urunga 200 kms south of Lismore and one at Dorrigo 30 kms inland from Urunga.
Their financial hardship—kept under control by long hours of listening by the keyboard—mirrored
that of the sclectors whose children they sought.

Not all orders readily embraced the teaching of piano. The original rule drawn up by Mary
MacKillop and Julian Tenison Woods expressly forbade the tecaching of music because—like Hum-
phrey McQueen a hundred years later—they saw it as essentially divisive. As Maric Therese Foale
has pointed out in The Josephite Story, Mary wanted to create an egalitarian institute, without divi-
sion between choir sisters and lay sisters (in the climate of the time, music teachers may have been
more highly regarded than others) and without division between fee-paying piano
lcarners and the very poor who could pay nothing. This indigenous order, founded to
tcach the poor, shared a distaste for piano-playing with the first French Sisters of the
Sacred Heart, imported to teach the rich. Mére Vereruysse, founding Superior, wrote
home in 1882 that the colonials ‘scem to attach valuce solely to appearances and
what is external’, citing music lessons as the evidencee, horrified at the amount lo-
cals were willing to pay for lessons for their daughters.

Mary MacKillop’s fcars of the socially divisive potential of music scem not to
have haunted the Irish-founded orders that dominated the Catholic education system
in Australia. It was so lucrative they could not—in that ncar century without
government funding—atford to reject it. Furthermore it was perceived by the more |/
combative bishops particularly in the heated and structurally formative 1870s—as a )L
drawcard for winning pupils away from the state system. One of the most important
sources of conflict between Mary MacKillop and Matthew Quinn, Bishop of Bathurst,
was that of music tcaching. He wanted to capitalise on the colonial desire for
piano-playing daughters to win pupils for the parallel Catholic system then taking

shape. Like many Catholic bishops,he wanted the state system to fail.

By 1889, the Sisters of St Joseph resolved that music could be taught by the sisters ‘where neces-
sary or advisable’—in short, for the money to be made. But music remained an ambiguous blessing—
lucrative teaching on the one hand, but slightly suspect educationally on the other. A resolution was
passed at a Catholic Educational Conference in 1911 stating that, in the sccondary curriculum, ‘too
much time should not be devoted to music and to preparation for examinations in music as thereby
the general education of the child may suffer.” But relative to the state education system, music was
given much greater importance in Catholic girls’ schools. Even into the mid-20th century there were
those within the liberal reforming state who still associated music with that clitist and frivolous
accomplishment cducation which its pioncers had tried to cradicate at the end of last century. In
1952, Arundcl Orchard, a former Director of the NSW Conscrvatorium of Music, was pleased to
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write in his classic Music in Australia, that ‘the old fashioned ideal of music merely as “an accom-
plishment for young ladices” is rapidly passing away.’

The systematic examination of instrumental proficieney tfrom the late 19th century can be seen
as part of the move away from music as an ‘accomplishment’, a trifle, an amusement for the well-to-do
idle. An examination system had been run from Trinity College, London, from the 1870s, which had
the effect of formalising the teaching of music to some extent, and, as Beverley Kingston has pointed
out in the Oxford History of Australia vol 3, of providing girls with their first experience of compet-
itive entry to the professions. But after 1906 when Allans and Co. started publishing examination
picces set by the newly established Australian Music Examination Board in casily obtainable form,
that formalisation was democratised further and the daughters of aspiring bourgeois families could

play picces of Mozart [‘Rondo alla Turca’) and Beethoven [‘Far Elise’) as well as ‘reveries’
and nocturnes by a varicty of lesser-known composers.

uns won a reputation for being fine teachers of music. Each state or region had its champion
convent: ‘The Shield’, the annual prize given to the school with the highest grades by the AMEB in
NSW, was awarded 22 times between 1929 and 1952 and 19 of these times it was awarded to one of
the schools of the Parramatta Sisters of Merey. 1t was a reputation sustained by sclf-advertisement:
Catholic newspapers printed the numbers of examination honours and distinctions won by students
at Catholic schools. And it was a reputation which promoted inter-convent rivalry: ‘It was not casy’,
writes Madeleine Sophic McGrath in These Women?, ‘for those not educated within the Parramatta
musical tradition to be accepted as competent teachers by the congregation’.

None of this is to claim that the systematic, exam-oriented music teaching which dominated
the convent tradition was exclusive to it. At MLC Mclbourne, Miss Ruth Flockhart was a legend in
her own time, comparable with any of the famous nuns at Parramatta. Given the class background of
both Catholics and Mcthodists in Australian history, their common aspiration for piano-playing
daughters is perhaps not surprising, though Church of England girls” schools
also claimed excellenee: Arandel Orchard commended Perth College as
having 125 piano pupils in 1952, It was in the small, very exclusive non-
denominational schools like Frensham, that competitive examinations of
any kind were thought demeaning; single-mindedly determined piano prac-
tice, by extension, was non-U.

Whilc Catholic schools, then, were not the only non-state schools to
promote music among their pupils, their parochial system allowed them to
do so far more comprehensively. They took piano playing into the suburbs
and the country towns of every Australian state. They built and sustained
the closest thing to a mass market in the performing arts which our history
can hoast. We cannot begin to estimate the boredom those nuns must have
felt as one after another, little girls—many of whom must have been at
least tone-deaf—filed into their rabbit warren cells. Once of the most mem-
orable moments in Thea Astley’s Reaching Tin River, has one of the nuns
to whom her heroine writes (in quest of a list of the names of all
convent-cducated girls who learnt to play ‘The Rustle of Spring’ berween
1945 and 1960} writing back,  hope [ never have to hear “The Rustle of
Spring’ again. At my age that is a joyous possibility’. In the light of their unremitting daily routine
the nuns’ reputation as purse-lipped knuckle-whackers is not surprising.

To some extent Bishop Quinn’s desire to use music to attract Protestant pupils was successtul.
In rural arcas the convent was the only place to go for piano lessons. One consequence of this was
that the convent acted as a link between the often separate worlds of Protestant and Catholic over
periods of Huctuating sectarianism—paradoxical given that most orders were semi-enclosed. Protes-
tant girls would pencetrate the tortress—ceven if only for half an hour in the afternoon —to learn scales
and arpeggios. The musical convent acted as a bridge of scetarian division in other ways. The exam
system ensured the presence of {usually) male Protestant examiners within convent walls at least
yearly, sometimes twice yearly, and sometimes productive relationships based on patronage devel-
oped between fine music teachers and examiners, fostering connections with conscervatoria and be-
yond.

The practice of holding recitals of visiting greats in convents was also common. The final pages
of Clare Perey Dove’s history of the Sacré Cocur convent in Melbourne, details recitals at the school
by Perey Grainger and ‘the great Paderewski’. The links between houses of religion and sccular
culture call for a modification of understandings of the scectarian bitterness which contaminated
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relationships in so many other arcas. Of the many romantic stories told about pianist Eileen Joyce, it
is truc that she was given her first important start after the Loreto nuns who took her into their
school in Perth invited Percy Grainger to the convent to play—and to hear young Eileen.

What did all this piano-playing mcan? While the autobiographical responses of convent educat-
ed girls to their schooling has ranged over a wide spectrum, from rage to carnest defence, few have
committed their musical education to paper. But if you accept even a diluted version of Campion’s
representation of femininity and music, it can mean that convents were potential sced-beds of per-
sonal cmpowerment,

Convent girls got Bach and Beethoven and a sensual engagement unparalleled in other subjects.
They also got “The Rustle of Spring’ and ‘Bells across the Meadows’ as Astley’s novel shows. But the
high/lowbrow divide is of limited uscfulness when understanding the significance of music to young
women. Astley’s fabulously cecentric character Bonnice retrospectively reviles ‘Rustle’ in conversa-
tion with her daughter—all those picces were gentle nature scenes, tralala, English, non-Australian
in flavour and with pastoral cvocations unlikely to arousc our senses. This is sex instruction, dar-
ling’—and vet, as a young girl she had learnt it on the sly and in a later conversation refusces to make
fun of it. When Henry Handel Richardson was a student at PLC Mcelbourne in the 1880s she was
‘made to feel very small” for bringing with her from the bush the ‘Carnévals de Veniee” and similar
‘extravagances’ and was soon schooled in Bach and Becethoven. e was that music which she took
with her to Leipzig, but her carly exposure to ‘extravagances’ in rural Victoria had kindled her love of
music.

To the 14 or 15-year-old girl with cither talent or tenacity or both, piano-playing allowed the
possibility of total absorption in a private world, a world whose tone and character one had power to
shape. Closcer to home, the world of high and lowhrow was straddled to her own satisfaction by Joan
Esmonde, whose daughter Claire McCoy has documented her mother’s life as part of an MA at
UNSW. As a promising young convent-trained pianist in the 1930s and 40s, Joan Esmonde gave
recitals for the ABC and the Conscrvatorium, until marriage and children forced her to quit—except
she didn’t quit. She spent the rest of her life playing the piano, adapting her talents and training,
alleviating domesticity. She played music at home with the kids, at their schools, for charity and
local musical socicties. Her musical life straddled not only the high/low divide, but, like so much of
mid-20th century women's experience, the perecived gap between public and private.

This is not to suggest the empowerment of music as exclusively female. In his autobiography,
Geoffrey Dutton writes that after he started music lessons with William McKic at Geelong Gram-
mar ‘suddenly there scemed to be a future”: “What I glimpsed in my own ctforts, and in singing in the
choir, opened into the huge landscapes of the works of the great composers.” But Dutton was excep-
tional, as indeed Geelong Grammar under J.R. Darling was exceptional—not lcast for having as fine
a teacher as McKie, later organist at Westminster Abbey, on its staff. Indeed one of the great trage-
dics of Australian patriarchy, particularly as fostered in private boys’ schools, has heen the opposi-
tional nexus between sport—always victor—and the arts. Over the formative modern period in

Australian history it was girls who,in the main, have played the piano. And it is nuns who,
in the main, have taught them.

crhaps the piano fostered a particular kind of feminine acsthetie suitable for Australian condi-
tions. The Australian girl at the end of the 19th century, as Beverely Kingston has shown, was thought
to be a ‘good sort’, a natural. Her prototype was Norah, Mary Grant Bruce's ‘Little Bush Maid'.
Growing up in the masculine world of a prosperous station in northern Victoria, motherless, but
with her father as her ‘principal mate’, she had grown up ‘just as the wild bush flowers grow—hardy,
unchecked, almost untended’. Naturally musical and thus sclf-taught, piano-playing was compati-
ble with her unchecked activities while also essentially redeeming of her femininity—her ‘one gentle
passion.’
For generations of Australian girls the ‘Little Bush Maid’ was their own version of the Australian
type. In many ways Norah's piano-playing encapsulates that tension between the lady-like and rhe
liberating which has made it such a widely-practised home industry in 20th century Australia.

Anne O’Brien tcaches Australian history at the University of New South Wales. Author of Poverty's
Prison (MUP, 1988) she is currently rescarching the historical links between religion and secular
culture.
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IVIAX 1 EICHMANN

Fault lines

I I[l N DiEMIDENKO, a Queens-

lander of Ukrainian-Trish descent,
published The Hand That Signed
The Paper, a novel which last year
won the Australian Vogel Literary
Award, this ycar the Miles  -anklin
Award and the ASAL Gold Medal.
After the Franklin, Australia’s rich-
estliterary prize, d” hellbre o cloose,
and Demidenko, the book, and the
Franklin Award pancl, have become
the centre of a ficree and gencerally
cantankerous argument.

The accusations of the critics are
these: covert anti-Semitism, falsity-
ing orjust being wilfully ignorant of
history, and of sccking to defend, if
not the actions, then the persona of
war-time Ukrainian genocidists and
collaborators with the Nazis.

Onequestion asked by onlookers
has been, why jump on her now,
when the book had been quictly drift-
ing away? Onc answer is, the Miles
Franklin Award made it mandatory
to exposc the author, book cte., for
silence would suggest she’d got it
right. Further silence would legiti-
misc her. So, the Jewish communi-
ty, and they are the ones most affect-
ed, had to sprak out. Another sug-
gestion is that the timing of this
campaign—for it quickly developed
into one—just happened to coincide
with the second reading of the Racial
Hatred Bill in the Senate.

I'said the Jewish community was
the group most affected, but of course
Australia’s Ukrainian community
arcequally conceerned. They feel they
arc being stigmatised, as they telt
they were during the war crimes
trials, and as they were when they
camc here, straight after the war. So
Ulkrainians too have broken their
silence, protested, and supported Ms
Demidenko—a disaster! Somuch for
multiculturalism, whichis supposed
to make this sort of thing less likely.
[happen to believe that multicultur-
alism makes it more likely, for we
get, in practice, multi-nationalism,
often compounded by the makings
of a Kultur Kampf. And sometimes,
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asabonus, a religious Kampf. Thank
God Dr Tudjman only stayed here
for six days. And don’t ask which
God.

The work being fought over is a
novel, not an historical essay or a
political tract, so should be evaluat-
cd asanovel perse. Butitisa funny
sort of novel. A faction Demidenko
calls it: part fact, part fiction. An
historical novcel, maybe? But the
history cannot be made up—itneeds
to conform to the historical “facts’.
Otherwise we call it something
clse—aRomance, for example. Some
romance, this onc. But there arc also
political implications and moral

issues at the core of Demi-
denko’s novel.

HE PLOT LINL TAKIS US from
contemporary Australia, and the
young girl whose Ukrainian uncleis
to be charged as a war criminal, and
a tather who just might be, then to
war-time Ukraine where the atroci-
tics occurred. That is, the destrue-
tion of so many of Ukraine’s  ws,
by the Ukrainian §.S. and the Ger-
manS.S., as part of the Holocaust, of
the Final Solution. (This will be news
to those still denying the Holocaust,
but then they’ll say it’s just a novel.
As were the Protocols, before the
Black Hundreds fixed them up.)

Therce arc flashbacks to the
dreadful Ukrainian tamine of the
carly 30s, and the deportation of the
kulaks. Millions of Ukrainians dicd
of starvation, and this was cither
planned or allowed to happen by
Stalin, through his henchman, the
Jew Kaganovitch, so Demidenko’s
characters claim.The whole repres-
siveunder-structure was dominated
by Jewish Communists, who hated
the Ukrainians. So when the Nazis
hit town the Ukrainians were
allowed or encouraged to take
revenge on the Jews and Commu-
nists. Local boys were then e¢n-
rolled—and voluntecred willingly—
to join the § . and carry on tl
work of wiping out Jews and Com-
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munists clscwhere. Their motive?
Revenge for the Jewish-caused fam-
inc and the persecutions under Sta-
lin. Everybody had treated the
Ukrainians as animals—the Rus-
sians, the Jews, even the Germans,
behind their cyces, saw them as sav-
ages, as animals. So ... that is how
they behaved—the Legion of the Lost.
There is truth in this, but is there
cnough?

Some corrections and additions

to Demidenko’s history:
e Anti-Semitism was present in the
Ukraine for three centuries. The
Czars condoncd, but controlled it.
When the Civil War occurred, with
total chaos in parts of the Ukraing,
massive numbersof Jews werce killed,
by the Ukrainians and White Rus-
sians. The Cheka killed White
Russians, Ukrainians and political
opponents.

With the imposition of firm Com-
munist rule, the age-old sportot kill-
ingJews, [pogrontisa Russian wordl,
was stopped, only to resume when
the Communists left. When they
returned, chasing out the Nazis and
the Ukrainian S.S., the killing and
the revived anti-Semitism stopped
once more. (Incidentally, contempo-
rary Ukraine scems pretty free of
anti-Semitism.}

e The Czars ruled by playing their
minorities off against one another,
Poles came to abhor Russians,
Ukrainians, Jews, Lithuanians, and
Germans. Ukrainians didn’t like
Russians, Poles, Jews, had little time
for Tartars and Kalmuks—Dbut liked
Germans. The Bales ... why go on?
Then there was the Turkish ques-
tion. The wholc empire seemed like
a laboratory for producing racism,
anti-Semitism and religious hate—
traditions very difficult to erasce.

e There was virtually institutional-
ised anti-Semitism in post WW1 Po-
land, Hungary, Romania, and pow-
crful anti-Semitic cultural forma-
tions in the Baltic States, Austria
and Slovakia. (Don’tblamctheCz |
When governments were collapsed












It came as a
surprise to be
informed by
Badcock that
Freud had
actually written:
‘The individual
... 1s the moral
vehicle of a
(possibly)
immortal
substance—Iike
the inheritor of
an entailed
property, who 1s
only the
temporary holder
of an estate that
survives him’.
Perhaps there’s a
stronger
connection
between
Freudianism nd
Darwinism than
I'd realised!
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romecjousness. (Likewise, an ele-
’s nosc was adapted:  [modi-
ficd so that it became a kind of
limb.] This is a substantial
just-so story, but Badcock
makes it scem at least plausi-
ble—more so than Kipling’s
story of the Elephant Child.
(But do not chimpanzcees, for
example, cxhibit some self-
consciousncss?}

Now, with language and
consciousncess there is of
course the possibility, or like-
lihood of deceit. And in play-
ing games of ‘Prisoncrs’ Di-
lemma’ (i.c., living ¢ every-
day lives) there is a perpetual
‘arms race’ between deceiving
and detecting the deceptions.
But some actions are best per-
formed unconsciously. A con-
sciously told lic may be recog-
niscd as such more easily than
once told inadvertently or un-
consciously. So perhaps the
posscssion of an unconscious
dimension of the mind may
confer advantage in the strug-
gle for existence. Those selfish
genes would ‘like it” if their
vehicles had a peculiar quality
of an unconscious mind that
helped them perpetuate them-
sclves! So

perhaps Freud was on

to something after all.
BAI)C()CK NEXT INVITES US, as
do cognitive scientists, to com-
parc the brain and mind to a
computerandits program. This
analogy is congenial to him,
since there can be so much
going on within a word-proc-
essor that’s ‘out of sight and
out of mind’. There are docu-
ments up there on the screen
before you. These supposedly
correspond to the conscious
awareness.

There are other documents
that can be called up to view
when required. This might be
like a telephone number which
we know but don’t think about
all the time; yet we - 1 trans-
fer it from the ‘preconscious’

into consciousness when required.

To carry further thc analogy with
the computer, there are other docu-
ments that have been ‘trashed’ and
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can’t be accessed casily or immedi-
atcly when required. There’s also
the word processor’s operating sys-
tem which the uscr doesn’t require
to examine directly and in fact can-
not normally do so. Or there’s ‘hid-
den text’. Freud would surely have
loved to possess a Macintosh!

Freud discussed the id (instincts,
drives, the unconscious including
the repressed unconscious), the ego
(the sclf), and the super ego (the con-
science, which monitors the cgol.
Badcock ingeniously offers as com-
puter analogues the 1D (‘internal
drive’}, the EGO (‘exccutive govern-
ing organisation’, or computer oper-
ating system), and the SUPERvising
EGO. The third of these analogies is
constructed by reference to compu-
ter file names and words. If a file
name is crased, the file disappcars
from view, though the text is still
there in the machine {and can be
recovered with some difficulty}, at
least until subsequently overwrit-
ten. Rather neat, I think.

With his computer model for the
mind and its unconscious, Badcock
proceeds to use it to account for
some of the well-known—and some-
times ridiculed—aspects of Freud's
theory, such as the Ocdipus com-
plex, penis envy, narcissism, libido,
cte. The ego-libido, he suggests, re-
flects the ‘interests of the genes in
their vehicle’; and narcissism is the
‘emotional expression of genes’ self-
interest in the survival of their vehi-
cles’.

Badcock further deploys ideas
from the sociobiologist Robert
Trivers about reciprocal altruism and
parent-offspring conflict. It is point-
cd out that frequent suckling and
nipple stimulation has a contracep-
tive effect. So narcissistic ‘oral he-
haviour’ may assist young children
to ward off sibling competition and
thereby enhance survival. The child
manipulates its mother’s fertility in
itsowninterest. Topromote its genes
the child has an interest in prolong-
ing breast feeding. By contrast, for
the mother, the production of addi-
tional children is necded to further
replicate her genes. So she has an
interest in weaning her child sooner
rather than later. This is the root of
Trivers’ theory of parent-offspring
conflict. Also, the child can perhaps
get more milk by being ‘anal reten-
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tive’. For a breast-fed child, ‘what
comes out’ can only have gone in as
milk! So the child can perhaps gaina
bit more food by not excreting. Lat-
cr, it may gain some advantage by
intruding onits parents’ intercoursc:
Freud’s infantile voycurism. This
needn’t be an indication of preco-
cious scxuality, but simply a device
to try to deter the advent of
a rival sibling.

D/—\RWIN MLory of

scxual selection to account for the
scemingly disadvantageous struc-
turcs stich as the malce peacock’s
tail. He thought that the females
‘chose’ the ones with the biggest and
best tails, giving the well-tailed
males a reproductive advantage.
According to Fisher’s hyvpothesis,
this aided the female’s reproductive
success if her male offspring were
well-tailed, and thus also likely to
attract mates. {Helena Cronin devel-
ops thisideaatlength in her Ant and
the Peacock.) By [a somcewhat
straincd} analogy, in humans, a scx-
nally precocious son might appeal to
his mother, and be favoured by her,
if she thought {unconsciously) that
he was likely to be reproductively
successful.

Now, if, in accordance with
sociobiological theory, mothers tend
to show preferential treatment to-
wards their sons (as seems to be the
case in many cultures, notably
Chinal—wcaning them later, and so
on—it would hardly be surprising if
daughters werejealous of their broth-
ers. In a tribal culture, where the
children in many casces run naked,
the only visible difference between
young boys and girls is the presence
or absence of a penis. This bit of
anatomy is, then, an indicator of
likely preferential trecatment on the
part of the parcent. Penis envy, and
tom-boy behaviour, should come as
no surprise, therefore!

Much of the later part of Psvcho
Darwinism is devoted to the prob-
lems of incest and its avoidance,
which have been treated at length by
modern sociobiologists as well as
Freud. Badcock refers to the theory
of Edward Westermarck, that chil-
dren reared together from an carly
age aren’t sexually attracted to one
another. This is the preferred theory
of E.O.Wilson’s sociobiology. But
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DETHE AxILLIGAN

Thoroughly postmodern Mary

Iwan)rR wiat e Pore thought

of Mary MacKillop’s knickers?’ To-
gether with a number of other visi-
tors to Mary MacKillop Placc I gaze
into the perspex case at the calico
singlet and underpants which hang
there, surrounded by four pairs of
dangling rosary beads. Rather like
an cxotic prize captured and given
asylum on religious grounds. But are
they really Mary’s knickers?

Mary MacKillop Place is one of
Sydncey’s newest muscums, opened
inJanuary to coincide with the found-
cr of the Josephite Order’s beatifica-
tion by Pope John Paul 1. One miracle
short of being Australia’s first saint,
Mary MacKillop might musc about
the way her historical significance
an - contemporary status has been
interpreted  in the Mount Street
Convent and former Josephite Novi-
tiate in North Sydney. T is billed as
‘More than a Muscum, it's a Mirac-
ulous Journey.” Historically, it's a
very problematic journcy.

The museum is the product of
collaboration, or the lack of ir,
between the Sisters of St Joseph's
Congregational Leadership Team;
Elizabeth Fowler, senior curator, who
wrote the exhibition brief; designer,
Peter England, and Wintergreen, a
production company headed by Tony
Sattler of The Naked Viear Show,
Kingswood Country and Graham
Kennedy's Blankety Blanks.

Why was a television script
writer/produccer hired? According to
Sattler, who has never “done’ a mu-
scum before: ‘It was very dry and
dusty—a dead nun—albeit a saint.
There’slots of beads and Mary's sock.
It was clearly going to dic in the
arse.’

Sattler has approached Mary
MacKillop Place as he would any
other production, as a picce of thea-
tre, with emphasis on scripting the
contlict and tension, highlighting the
humour and creating the scet and
atmosphere to make it work.

Historical accuracy sometimes
gets lost among the gimmickry and
gadgetry. If it didn’t work, the rule, it
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would appear was to improvise and
beercative. Whenarcas of inaccuracy
arc pointed out to curator Elizabeth
Fowler, she laments that the design
dominated. Fowler, the curator of
the now defunct St Mary’s Cathe-
dral Muscum, says that Sattler’s
approach has meant that “important
things arc madce insigniticant and
insignificant things arc made
important.’

The muscum begins in a cosy
vestibule with a magnificent sliced
polished ring of River Redgum. The
tree is used because it was from the
South Australian township of Penola
where Mary MacKillop established
the first Josephite school in 1862,
Sattler found it and aptly refers to it
as a ‘contemporary of Mary MacKil-
lop’s’. The rings of the tree’s growth
arc uscd to signify major cvents in
the life of the tree, Mary MacKillop
and the history of the world.

The connection with place goes
askew however when the potted his-
tory of the world is given as an exclu-
sively masculine world. Violence and
destruction, or its perpetrators, are
the key signposts of time. The birch
of Buffalo Bill Cody, the capture and
hanging of Ned Kelly, the birth of
Hitler and Van Gogh’s suicide are
specifically highlighted, "1909—
Mary MacKillop dies here in the con-
vent in Mount Street. The tree sur-
vives its 249th year, the same year
saw the birth of Errol Flynn, Chips

Rafferty, Reg Ansctt and
Robert Helpmann.?

ArRY MacKiitor is strangely
disconnected from her socio-cco-
nomic, political and cultural con-
text. What was it about her time and
world and her as a person that drove
her relentlessly to form a religious
order in 1866 and to teach in the
bush and start working with the
poor? What did it mean to be poor in
the latter halt of the 19th century
anyway? The basic question of who
was Mary MacKillop, and the rich
layers of narrative which could an-
swer this, scem buriced bencath
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booming malce voices and video
screens of saints coming alive.

Instead of adynamicand creative
contextualization, we have Aborigi-
nal TV and film pcrsonality Ernic
Dingo warming his hands over an
open fire, espousing the greatness
and love of Mary MacKillop: ‘Mary
MacKillop was a tair dinkum Aussic
and now she's a fair dinkum saint.’
The footage scrves the ideological
purposc of positioning Mary
MacKillop among tamous Austral-
ians. Fowler says: ‘It’s an attempt to
beseentobe politically correct. Mary
MacKillop ncever even taught
Aboriginal kids.’

Onc of the functions of Mary
MacKillop Place, like other musc-
ums, has been to assemble objects
and to use them to cducate. The
relics of Mary MacKillop  the
pocketr watch, rosary beads, hand-
kerchicts, darned stocking, her writ-
ing casc and the picces of china she
gave as gifts—have been divoreed
from their functional contexts. The
haphazard way in which many of the
objects have been displaved is ulti-
mately a reflection of power rela-
tions at the muscum. The decisions
about space and visibility were Sat-
tler’s. The objects are merely pro s
around the set but not essential to
the ‘'show.” As Sattler comments: 'A
watch is a watch, a sct of beads is a
sct of beads. They're only important
by association.’

The visitor assumes — at what is
housed in the muscum is ‘real’,
Generally replicas in a muscum are
labelled as such. At Mary MacKillop
Placc thereisnodistinction between
what is rcal and what is replicated.
For example, Mary’s signaturc on a
receipt of a printing company which
once employed her is a fake.

The designer, Peter England, has
a degree in landscape architecture
and wrote a thesis on sacred symbol-
ism in nature. Like Saccler he has
never been involved in a muscum
hefore. According to Fowler, the
designer never did a plan of the
objects. It shows. ‘It’s a mish-mash



says Fowler. In the section of the
exhibition on Mary’s carly life, for
cxample, there are family photo-
graphs, the mitre of her confirming
bishop, a missal, a plate and a vasc
all jumbled together—some with la-
bels, some without. A few supposed
19th century toys and a sewing sam-
pler are given spatial prominence
and their inclusion suggests an asso-
ciation with Mary MacKillop. In fact,
they’re props. Who knows if they are
cven of her time?

A closc inspection of the descrip-
tive wall pancls and lahels often re-
veal them to be out of sequence, or
incorrectly located. Sattlersays: “We
tricd to cut the reading
stuff right down.” But in-
stead of editing the pan-

cls the decision was made g
toshrink them. The point \Q'.
siz¢ of the type on the <
labels is so small the vis- J

itor can hardly rcad it. ~

Thehaphazard design he
of the exhibits regularly <=
fail to mceet basic preser- >

vation and sccurity Z.
guidelines of muscum <
practice. Don't be sur- 7,?
prisced if Mary’s pocket y

watch is pocketed by a

tourist or relic-sceeking
spiritualist. With the sub-

stantial funds sunk into the project,
skimping on such basic arcas scems
an anomaly.

The entrance into the re-created
Penola classroom is a lovely theatri-
cal sct. There's a snake under the
veranda, a scary possum on the roof
and lizards in empty milk buckets.
Lots of wonderful objects are scat-
tered on the veranda—marbles, a
school case, a box of ducks and a
young lad who looks as though he’s
sneaking a fag. With the lightingand
painted backdrop, it’s a visual
delight. But here lies the repeated
problem of Mary MacKillop Place:
becausc it is positioned within the
contextof amuscum, visitors assume
accuracy or at lcast credible

recreation. It is neither of
these. It’s just a stage sct.

HE MODEL OF CIILDRIN and nuns
playing outdoors in the generie 19th
century bush school yard wasn’t
bascd on authentic sketches, The
frozen action of the nuns playing

cricket, skipping and chases is an
anachronism. Without a label, it is
left to speak for itsclf.

In Alma cottage where Mary
MacKillop spent her last years and
dicd, an claborate full wall of a
kitchen has been constructed com-
plete with oven, cupboards and do-
mestic objects. There was no kitch-
cen in Alma cottage.

According to Tony Sattler, the
sisters weren’t keen to pursuce the
miracle theme in the exhibition. And
historians mighthave taken arather
‘carthly’ approach. Designer Peter
England went for a son et Iumicre
show without the customary ruins.

Y -
DA OF,
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Q
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A 2-tonne block of granite balancces
on a picce of River Redgum and a
shatt of light becams on it. There is
the standard‘atmosphere’ music and
the woman curced of leukaemia by
the intercession of Mary MacKillop
speaks and tells her story. Most
visitors belicve it is the woman her-
sclf speaking —wrong again. Her
story was recorded, cdited and the
voice s that of Tony Sattler’s wifc,
actress Noclene Brown.

The star of the Mary MacKillop
show is really Sister Monica. She
features in the film screened in the
Penola school room. Sr Monica
delivers a stand-up comic routine
and a song about Mother Mary, writ-
ten by Tony Sattler. As Sr Monica
struts her stuff, I can’t decide wheth-
erit’s a parody of The Flving Nun or
The Singing Nun. Sattler argucs:
‘Nuns have always been figures of
tun. It’s a strange lifestyle and in-
creasingly rare.” This view is cer-
tainly reinforced at Mary MacKillop
Place.
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One room in Alma Cottage, enti-
tled by Sattler ‘nuns having fun’, is
devoted to recent history; it con-
tains  a tew cenlarged photographs
without labels or dates. The final
cxhibit “Today’s Sisters keep up the
Work’ is an attempt at staging conti-
nuity. Mounted black-and-whitce
photographs, unlabelled and Ieft to
speak for themselves are entitled ‘A
Day in the Lifc of a Sister of St
Joseph’. They are meant to be repre-
sentative of the 1300 ‘Brown Jocys’
in Australia today. The last 80-odd
years of the order’s work have been
rendered invisible. The exhibition is
a political statement of the owner-

ship ot the MacKillop
tradition and the serv-
ice work still going on,
but it completely
misscs the opportunity
to construct displays
relevant to the contem-
porary issucs of injus-
tice and poverty that
these  women  are
involved with and pas-
stonately concerned
about.
‘Curators don’t un-
derstand’ says Sattler
“They arc ultimatcely in
show business. They
have to he as much in
show husiness asLam.” On onc level
Sattler is right: exhibitions are pro-
ductions not unlike theatre and
increasingly the tools of the theatre
arc usedin muscums. [However, there
arc rules of historical creation, and
creation within the conventions of
cxhibitions and cxpectations of
visitors. Once the title ‘muscum’ is
placed on the front door these rules
cannot be so lightly dismisscd.

This mcmber of the popular
audience spent a long time ponder-
ing that pair of knickers in the
perspex case. Somchow Fknew that
if Donald MacKillop had ended up a
saint instcad of his sister Mary, his
drawcrs wouldn't have been show-
cascd. Perhaps it’s all part of show-
biz. Just another unlabelled replica,
points out the curator. Mary MacK-
itlop Placc isa much poorer muscum
than itshould have been. Fean’t heln
but feel duped.

Beth Gilligan is completing a mas-
ters thesis in appliced history at the
University of Technology, Sydney.
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Mary MacKillop as she
appears on the first dav
cover Issued by
Auastralia Post.
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ARIING HaRrpOUR
resembles what 1 imag-
inc a UFO car park might
look like. And, there’sno
doubt, it would be
satisfying for urbanc
Mclbournites who want
all their notions of Syd-
ney as a vualgar, empty
city confirmed.

A rather striking yet
intangible feature of the
urban design of Darling
Harbour is that wherever
you are, you're somehow
not whercit’shappening.
‘It’ in my case was the
Family Circle (Entertain-
ing and Appliance) Cook-
ing Show. My sister and 1 trudged
through what scemed like a thou-
sand auditoriums, artificial lakes,
circus performers and record shops
until we came closer to something
called Exhibition B.

Exhibition A, incidentally, was
hosting the Australian Travel Show.
It featurcd over 140 countries encap-
sulated in [40 tiny petitioned rooms.
Bulgarian tolle singers danced to taped
music on the outdoor stage near the
entrance in a moving attempt to
entice people to visit Bulgaria. Pecer-
ing suspiciously at them from back
stage were two Papua New Guinea
men, dressed in national costume—
grass skirt, tribal beads and feathers
ctc—smoking cigarcttes. Passing
through Auditorium A, I was some-
how sorry Iwouldn’t be writing about
it.

But as it turned out, the Family
Circle Cooking Show was no less
extraordinary. One of the best things
about going somewhere you
wouldn’t ordinarily, is that you're
mtroduccd to whole sub-cultures you
never knew cexisted. I met, for in-
stance, a rather inspired man, from
the North Shore Beckeepers’ Associ-
ation who, was keen to demonstrate
the diverse uses of bees-wax. After
listening politely to his detailed ex-
planations, my sister and [ bought
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SOMC pure beeswax hand-crcam. As
we said good-byce the man called out
cheerfully in the distance, “Watch
out for the bees with that cream. It’s
like a magnet for them!” We looked
down at our purchases with less en-
thusiasm.

Around the corner was the NSW
Cake Decorators’ Association. This
group displayed the most remarka-
ble, detailed miniature landscapes
sculpted out of sugar. When [ ap-
proached the display stand, two
plump, industrious, middle-aged
ladics were sculpting miniature pen-
guins for a South Pole cake. When 1
asked them how they made the tiny
birds they illustrated their excep-
tional dexterity with liquorice. ‘You
usc icing sugar for the eyes’, they
told me blandly. What struck me
about the NSW Cake Decorators’
Association was the skill, commit-
ment and imagination with which
they approached their work. Yet
when you referred to their sugar
sculptures as art they were amazed.
In no way did they consider them-
sclves artists. They were just putting
into practice their enthusiasm for a
skill which had been passed on to
them from a motheroran aunt. [ was
reminded briefly of the French con-
ceptual artist Duchamp and his the-
orics about intentionality before
moving on to the adjacent stand.

Next up Lspoke to a young wom-
an about vegetables. Not just any
vegetables but certified organic veg-
ctables! Their e¢mphatic flyer
screamed: Unlike some ‘organic’
deliverers, we will never substitute
with non-organic producc! Contrast-
ing with their militant leaflet, the
young woman I spoke to was softly
spoken and tolerant. Despite her
passionately held convictions, she
was sympathetic to her ideological
encmies. ‘T understand why farmers
are so reluctant to turn away from
chemicals. Afterall they havesucha
tough time asit is. It’s just that these
chemicals are killing people.’

Atter this sobering encounter 1
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picked up a few leaflets from the
‘Eating Out in Singapore’ display.
I've noticed that usually at these
kinds of shows there’s at least one
group whoarc somchow out of kilter
with the rest. Perhaps they got wind
of the Family Circle Food Show
through a friend and somchow got
the wrong end of the stick. Perhaps
they took the wrong turn at Audito-
rium B.

Enter the celebrity cooks. First
up was Geoff Jansz, the handsome
young chef from Channel Nine, who
offered a thousand dollars to anyone
who could lend him a small box of
tissucs (apparently he had mislaid

this vital tool in the crea-
tion of meringue pufts).

LOFE TOLDUS THAT a man in the
previous session had complained,
“You TV people are all the same.
When you'rcon TV you smile all the
time. But you didn’t smile once dur-
ing your demonstration. Not once!”

Geoff was followed by Lady Flo
Biclke-Peterson and her famous
pumpkin scones. Lady Flois a gifted
performer. She has a remarkably un-
affected manner, exemplifying the
golden rule that to communicate to
alargeaudience effectively, you must
pretend that you're only talking to
one person. We all felt like Joh. No
kidding. She told us that she pre-
ferred to cook scones with a Mix-
master (apparently this is quite un-
orthodox] and that she had often
mentioned this in previous cooking
demonstrations. Recently, to herde-
light, the Mixmaster people had pre-
sented her with a brand new Mix-
master. ‘When L was in politics they
would have screamed Corruption!
Corruption! But that’s all over now,’
she explained cheertully.

Finally, Bernard King, connois-
sceur on all matters of refined living,
demonstrated  his  flamb¢  of
strawherries. The interesting thing
about Bernard King is that while he
has a go at almost everyone in the

continued pg 44
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wi zive it yet another separate pro-
duction in October. Along the way,
there have been film and television
writing (Come in Spinnerand Loren-
zo's Oil), commissions for NIDA
(Summer Rein) and translations and
¢ ptations {including a fine Mar-
riage of Figaro for Lighthouse in
19R83).

Nick Enright is a busy writer,
and a very good one: reviewers of the
Playbox Theatre Company’s Good
Works have almost unanimously
approved. One reviewer’s ‘Best new
plav forthe yearsotar’ was topped by
another’s ‘finest new Australian play
seen in years’; another suggested ‘it
has few rivals, if any, in the 1990s.
Even the enfant terrible  of
Mclbourne theatre criticism, Guy
Rundle -whosce rampaging tiradesin
The Age of recent months normally
include words like ‘awful” and ‘dis-
astrous’ as a matter of routine—was
‘utterly swept away by it and only

just stopped short of calling
it a classic.

T CLRIAINLY IS A PLAY tO sWeep one
away, as much through technical
accomplishment as through cmo-
tional impact. Kim Durban’s pro-
duction has a lot to do with it, as
well (although Rundle couldn’t help
sinking the boot into it] but more of
that later.

Good Works is set mainly in a
large Australian country town, with
anumberof crucial scenes ina major
city and it spans five decades: from
1928 1o 1981, which is ‘the present”
tor the purposes of the play’s reflec-
tive, almost cyelic, structure. It be-
ginsin thecountry in 1928, with two
lictle girls playing with a peg-doll,
then snapsabruptly to twomen play-
ing a kind of trivia-quiz gamce in a
city gay pub in ‘the present’.

They are interrupted when a
slightly mysterious third man call-
ing himsclt John accosts the one
called Tim, but not before a very
brict tlashback to a middle past—
1962—where Tim, now obviously a
young bhoy, is practising ¢ piano
under the supervision of his mother
(Mary Margarct), whom we flecting-
ly recognisce as one of the girls of the
first scene.

Tim suspects he knows this ‘John'
from his past, but before we get to
explore this possible relationship,
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there is another flashback to 1962.
The other little girl from the open-
ing scene {Rita) comes back to stay
with her mother after an absence of
some years, with hersonin tow. Rita
has been offered a job at once of the
town’s leading pubs but her mother
(Mrs Kennedy) is not pleased to take
herin; that ichas something shame-
ful to do with the boy is all we can
gather at this stage.

The boy’s name, by the way, is
Shane, and he is played—intention-
ally—Dby the same actor we have just
met playing the ‘rough trade’ John in
the gay pubof the present. Presently,
wc cut to another scene in the same
cra as Rita’s unwelcome homecom-
ing: Brother Clement, a teacher in
the local Marist Brothers school, is
introducing ncw boy Shance Grogan
to Donovan, casily recognisable as
the Tim of the gay bar, They strike
up an instant friendship.

In the space of barely 10 minutes
of playing time, Enright introduces
us not only to his principal charac-
ters and their extremely distant
time-trames, but also to the cyclic
nature of their inter-relationships.
The remainder of the plot turns on
crucial incidents in all of the play’s
time-frames and among all of its
participants: incidents that are cred-
ibly built-up and crucial, especially
one involving the two boys and the
distinetly sadistic Br Clement. En-
right has the capacity to place his
characters in positions from which

it is practically impossiblc
to turn back.

s iy bazzuNery brilliane plot-
ting, although it makes demands of
concentrationand requires flexibility
on the part of actors. But there's
morc to it than this. Enright hasalso
entangled us, in the play’s opening
moments, in the emotional web of
an extremely complex, almost
archetypal Irish-Australian Catholic
family-drama that is a more than
worthy descendent of a line streteh-
ing from the 1970s, with Peter
Kenna's Cassidy family dramas and
fcllow-Novocastrian John O’Don-
oghue’s O’Mahons in A Happy and
Holy Occasion. [Enright’s Br Clem-
ent takes over where the title char-
acter of Ron Blaiv’s The Christian
Brothers leaves off—and then some!)

The quirky, temporal play of
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memory is one of the greatestijoys in
Good Works. Somc of the scenes are
extremely brief, but they have an
powerful impact, especially through
some judiciously repeated moments
from the past juxtaposed with mo-
ments in the present. Similarly, the
thriller-plot ‘g us in’ in a way that
Agatha Christic would
have been proud of.

1 DurBaAN's rrobucTIoON of the
play for Playbox (which is ¢njoying
scll-out status and for which there is
popular demand foran extended sea-
sonjcaptures the spiritof the play, as
do Hugh Colman’s sctand costumes
and Rachel Burke’s sumptuous light-
ing design.

The production manages the
play’s transitions of timc, place,
mood and atmosphcere better than
anything I've seen at the Malthouse
since it opened.

The cast  features  Janct
Andrewartha and Helen Morse {as
the little girls who become devastat-
ingly credible feuding motherst, the
very stylish Paul English and the
almost unrccognisable Greg Stone
{as the two boys). These recceive tre-
mendous support from Jan Friedl (as
a succession of difficult -to-ditferen-
tiate mothers) and Michacl Bishop
(especially as the vicious Br Clem-
ent).

The sense of ensemble—rarely
scen nowadays— is becoming some-
thing of a trademark ot Playbox’s
best productions. It is worth com-
menting, in particular, on the prin-
cipal female roles. Too often, when
actors are required to span sceveral
generations, we see casting that is
suitable to the youthful end of their
acting speetrum but risible for the
older end.

The casting of Andrewartha and
Morsc is inspired; they are wistful
andjoyous as kids, but they are real-
ly tough whenit counts in this play—
in their maturity. Good Works is
more than its name suggests. This is
amaster-work of contemporary Ave
tralian drama.

Geoffrey Milne is Head of the
Department of Theatre and Drama
in the School of Arts and Media at
LaTrobe University
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Edifying

Ed Wood, dir. Tim Burton [Village].
The story of Edward D. Wood Jnr is
perhaps the most unlikely subject
for a film. It’s a bizarre story of in-
competence and angora, made even
morc so because it's true.

Burton resists the temptation to
romanticise Wood's career. There is
nothing of the talented, tragic gen-
ius, nor any suggestion that Wood
was chewed up and spat out by big
bad Hollywood—the stuff of somany
Hollywood biographies. Ed Wood
was simply an extremely bad writer
andan even worse director. His most
‘famous’ production, Plan 9 from
Outer Spuce, sponsored, according
to the film, by the Baptist Churchno
less, is described by Halliwells Film
Guide as ‘the worst film ever made’.

Johnny Depp is excellent as
Wood. He portrays himas a likeable,
ctfervescent and enthusiastic young
man, with a fetish for angora sweat-
crs, and a great beliet in his creative
calling, but who lacked meaningful
insight into his passion.

Shot to good effect in black and
white, Ed Wood is a bit like watch-
ing Michacl Crawford ‘Some
Mothers Do ‘Ave "Em’, as Wood
bungles his way through such gems
as Glen or Glenda? and Bride of the
Monster.

The dircction and supporting cast
are first rate, but the great highlight
of the film is Martin Landau’s por-
trayal of the ageing, drug addicted,
former horror star, Bela Lugosi.
Rarcly was an Academy Award so
deserved. —Tim Stoney

Tanks ali :

Tank Girl, dir. Rachel Talalay
(Hoyts). There couldn’t have been
too many youngsters left at home
with their noses stuck in comic
books during the last holidays. The
comic books were all in the cinema:
in Melbourne alone, Casperand Bat-
man Forever were showing on alimost
fifty screens between them.

At least for the time being Tank
Girl has the edge, in that there are
people to whom she still needs to he
introduced. Sometimes known as
Rebecca Buck, Tank Girl [Lori Petty)
belongs to a futuristic community
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which has survived an environmen-
tal holocaust. Their currency is
Watcer. A mob of nasties called Water
and Power destroy the community
and take Tank Girl prisoner. But
Tank Girl takes nothing lying down.
“The year is 2033, she begins with
characteristic verve, ‘the whole
world is screwed.” Tank Girl makes
aniccefriend though, Jet Girl [Naomi
Watts), and falls in with a mob of
goodies called The Rippers.

There’s lots of fun in Tank Girl
and, unlike many films of thisilk, it
doesn’t make the mistake of under-
estimating the subtlety of young
people’s humour. Intriguing, how-
ever, is the kind of brinksmanship it
plays. Plenty of the brown word but
neverthe F-word. Plenty of talk about
sex but never anything untoward.
Plenty of flirting with the issues of
the day [environmentalism, femi-
nism, homosexuality} but nothing
that would be worth taking up the
space in cven the most lacklustre
school project. The film is as oppor-
tunistic as Tank Girl herself.

Like all the comic book greats,
Tank Girl pays scrupulous attention
to her wardrobe. She is a mistress of
the grunge look, complete with
tattoos and close-cropped scalp. I
your kids have already started to
look like this, you’d better get out
and sce the movie for yourself. Be
consoled that by 2033 most of the
audience will be struggling through
their 50s. —Maichael MeGirr SJ

Gotham retai s

Batman Forever, dir. Joel Schumach-
cr |Village). The problem the viewer
has with this film is how to tell the
difference between the ads o the
actual movie. The pre-show trailers
promote the Batman merchandising
machine and when the movie opens
with a scene that hasbeen used inan
advertising campaign by McDonalds,
the transition is scamless. You're
about 15 minutes in before younotice
the absence of product logos and
twig to the fact that - movie has
started soit’s time to stop grumbling
about the bloody ads.

And thefilm? Dark aspitch. With
nearly cvery scene shot at night, Jocl
Schumacher has taken the baton
fromT Bi on,andhasrc  ined
true to the form Burton established
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in the first two. The only change is
that Schumacher’s Batman is joined
on the wing by his traditional
sidekick, Robin, in the battle against
Twoface and the Riddler. But
whereas the ‘60s version of the caped
crusaders was as outwardly fresh
and wholesome as a Lichtenstein
print, the ‘90s version is psycholog-
ically disturbed and vengeful.

The problem this film has is that
it doesn’t push the buttons like its
predecessors. The gothic charm has
worn thin the third time round, the
plot is limp, and there is a lack of
tension. The restless antics of the
youngsters packed into the Saturday
matince session was proof of that, as
was the chip residue 1 had to fish
from my car outside the cinema,
courtesy of a misdirected salvo in a
particularly vicious food fight.

If only the film had as much
encergy as school kids on holiday.

—Jon Greenaway

Fungicide

Mushrooms, dir Alan Maddcen (inde-
pendent cinemas) This is one of the
first Australian films from the re-
cent Melbourne International Film
Festival to gain commercial release,
and it’s a little gem.

Flo {Julia Blake) and Minnic
(Lynctte Curran) lead a rather unu-
sual life. Since their husbands’
deaths, Flo, a kleptomaniac, keeps
the pantry full, while Minnic’s agora-
phobiaforces her to stay indoors and
tend their deteriorating pawnshop.

Then one day a criminal called
Grubb (Boris Brkict bursts into their
shop while on the run from the po-
lice, only to dic in Flo’s bedroom.
This sets off a bizarre chainof events
which sees them negotiate with
Lynch {Brandon Burke), an overzeal-
ous scrgeant determined to nab the
two women tor handling stolen prop-
erty; Corris (George Shevstov), a cor-
rupt local inspector; and Sgt. Harry
Instep (Simon Chilvers), a clever,
honest cop, investigating Grubb’s
disappearance, who moves into the
women’s spare room. Amid all this,
Minnie falls for Harry, and Flo be-
comes increasingly jealous of their
relationship. Sgt Harry Instep gets
closer to solving the case of the
missing Grubb.

Mushrooms is a wondcerful
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