











driving south from Sydney, I heard on local radio a farmer
reporting that he was exporting, by air to England, planeloads
of lettuce, to be enclosed with other commodities within the
celebrated buns. Perhaps, a couple of thousand ycears hence, some
group will be making a fuss about the Restoration of the Arches.

If they do, I hope that somcone will point out that the
catenary arch is so named because of its allusion to the hang of
chains—which might stimulate reflection on power’s proneness
to be its own enchainment. One of the things that comedy and
tragedy, as artistic forms, have in common is their declining to
be bluffed by the narcissistic enthralment of the powerful—
which, accurately, the most penetrating imaginations of the
Western tradition have always presented as derangement. The
grotesque trick can be brought off for a while by seductive
political monsters, and sometimes for much longer by domestic
tyrants, of cither gender. Whatever the milieu, though, we are
looking at beings who are off the wall, and out of the world.

What kind of talk is this, you may wonder, at so grave and
ceremonious a moment as the last Christmas of a flagging
millennium? I supposc that it is brooding talk, and I wish that
there were more of it. I wish that, partly because when one
considers the vivid insignia of so many enterprises—the crooked
crosses, those fasces, the stars and hammers and sickles and
sundry cagles—it is understandable that our century could be
secn as a saturnalia of serial killers: to ignore that would be
like an islander’s ignoring the ocecan. But mere brooding,
terminal brooding, is simply another form of narcissism;
buckling in the face of the odious is not much more useful than
truckling to it.

As a Christian, I turn back at this time not to the Dicken-
sian fantasia of snow, holly and glut, but to the original story of

the occasion, which has to do with imperial edicts, with the
compulsory shifting of the poor and the vulnerable, with the
burgeoning of unkillable new life against all the human odds,
and with the heartening of those perilously c¢lose to being
broken-hearted. Not with rage, but with a new-found rcalism,
the story has to do with the trashing of the triumphalistic. And
that warrants applause, cven from the weary.

As a poet, and thus at war with the glib, I am reminded of
onc of Thomas Hardy’s best poems, ‘The Darkling Thrush’,
which is dated ‘December 31, 1900°-—a sufficiently evocative
moment. There, Hardy acknowledges the great force, authority
even, of a sensce of waning all about him. His attention is caught
by what he calls ‘An aged thrush, frail, gaunt, and small,/ In
blast-beruffled plume’ which goes on singing, against the
odds. Hardy is wary in the face of the moment, but is prepared
to record in the battered creature ‘Some blessed Hope, whercof
he knew/ And I was unaware.” The thrush was not a caged
bird but, God knows, our own hopes are all too frequently
caged.

Still alive, though, and open to attestation. T am indebted,
and perhaps you may be, to the spirit of the American poct
Gerald Stern who, in ‘Personal’, from his hook This Time,
concludes by speculating on ‘who/would wash whosc feet and
whether his name is Jesus/ or Joshua and if his hair was red and
who/ gave whom the vincgar and what did I'sing.” One hell of a
lot at Christmas, and for some of us this time especially, comes
down to who would wash whose feet, who gave whom the
vinegar, and what did I sing.

Peter Steele sy has a Personal Chair at the University of
Melbourne.
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Room for debate on drugs

HE RECENT INTERVENTION by the Congregation for the
Doctrine of the Faith in the Australian drug debate came as a
surprise to me. The Congregation intervened to forbid
participation in a safe injecting room program in Sydney by the
Sisters of Charity. I was surprised because the Sisters had
rescarched the matter thoroughly and had prepared a rationale
for their participation which seemed completely in line with
very traditional principles of Catholic moral theology.

Central among the principles that they cited was that of
co-operation. Some of the terminology that is used can be a bit
daunting, but it actually articulates a good decal of common-
sense wisdom. The tradition distinguishes between formal and
material co-operation, and further distinguishes between
immediate and mediate material co-operation. Formal
co-operation in evil is always immoral. Immediatc material
co-operation is immoral, cxcept in situations of duress. Mediate
material co-operation can be moral when undertaken for a
proportionatcly scrious recason and when scandal (in the

technical sensc of leading another into morally wrong
behaviour) can be avoided.

Formal co-operation means that the person co-operating
intends, desires, or approves the wrongdoer’s conduct. It scems
obvious that the Sisters of Charity do not intend, desire or
approve the continued abuse of drugs. They are trying to do
what is best in a situation which everyone admits is disastrous
but which we seem powerless to prevent. Their co-operation is
material, not formal.

Is it mediate, not immediate, material co-operation?
Co-operation is considered mediate if we can distinguish our
activity from that of the wrongdoer. The tradition requires
that we can distinguish two ‘objects’ (ours and the wrong-
doer’s) of the activity. The safe injecting room program has
two such ‘objects’: the taking of drugs on the part of the user,
the protection of health and life on the part of the Sisters.
The proportionate rcason requirement is also observed: the
whole purpose of the program is the preservation of life,
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which is about as proportionately serious as you can get.
The archaic terminology that | have been using is a clear
indication that the Sisters were looking to put their rationale
within a venerable tradition (the formal/material distinction
comes tfrom a medicval adaptation of Aristotelian philosophy
which was further developed by the moral theologians of the
1 7¢th century). It would be difficult for anyone claiming to be in
the Catholic tradition to object to the principles on which the
Sisters were working., At the same time, it has to be admitted
that the application of the prineiples of co-operation to particular
casces has long been recognised as something of a mineficeld for
moral theologians.
It is not surprising then that a very small (U'm tempted to
say ‘ceeentric’) minority of theologians would argue that
participation in the safe injecting room program involves
formal, or, more likely, immediate material co-operation.

1 ris poINT we can introduce a further element of the
tradition, that of ‘probabilism’. It is generally held that in
disputed moral matters one may legitimately follow a ‘probable
opinion’, that is, a view whio s soundly based ard/or e dls
supported, even if there are strong arguments for
the opposite view. In the present case, T think
the Sisters’ reasoning very sound, and in the
closcly parallel casc of needle exchange tor drug
uscers it is supported by many respected
theologians and by scveral European bishops.

Thus the Sisters are following a probable opinion,
in fact the far more probable opinion.

The theory of probable opinions was devel-
oped in the 17th century when morality was
conceceived in unduly legalistic terms—there are
clear parallels between probable opinions and
being deemed ‘innocent until proved guilty
beyond reasonable doubt’. Despite its legal
trappings, however, probabilism was hased on an covucigy
sound instinct, namely that the Catholic moral tradition can
combine consensus on basic moral principles with sharp
differences on the practical implications of those principles.
To take but one example: Catholic moralists have always been
united in insisting on respect both for human lite and tor justice,
but the tradition has come to sec both pacitism and ‘just war
theory” as legitimate options for Catholics as they seck to respect
both life and justice. When we are dealing with complex moral
issucs, it can sometimes be an impoverishment of our tradition,
and perhaps a laying of undue burdens on people’s shoulders,
to rush to the judgment that there is only one appropriate
Catholic response.

But what about the final condition for moral co-operation,
namely the avoidance of ‘scandal’? It seems that this was the
nub of the Congregation for the Doctrine of the Faith’s objection
to the safe injecting room, and in the form of ‘sending the wrong
signal’ or ‘giving a green light to drug abusce’ it has appeared in
subscqu comments on the Congregation’s decision.

First, we need to be clear on what we are talking about. We
are not talking about scandal in the sense of something that
merely causcs shock or offence, but scandal in the technical
sense of an action that leads others into immoral behaviour.
The argument then is that safe injecting rooms give the
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impression of condoning drug abuse. They may diminish harm,
even save some lives, in the short term, but in the long ten
they will make the drug problem worse. This is an argument
that necds to be taken scriously, but ultimately T find it
unconvincing, The Sisters of Charity have gone to considerable
lengths to avoid scandal, by carcfully explaining the nature of
their proposed program and the rationale behind it Even more
telling for me is the thought, ‘How could any person of good
will even remotely imagine that the Sisters might be in favour
of drug abusc?’

It would, moreover, be an ungencrous and poorly informed
reading of the Sisters’ proposal that would interpret them as
signalling that drug-taking, whilc it is wrong, is something that
can be casily or complacently tolerated. Nor is it fair to sce
them proposing safe injecting rooms as a ‘quick fix’: the rooms
arc proposed explicitly as one part of a more comprehensive
strategy.

A final thought on scandal: it scems strange that
Congregation housed in Rome should think itselt better place
than pcople ‘on the ground’ in Sydney to make a pragmatic
judgment about the way in which safe injecting rooms will be
perceived. The Congregation in tact seemed to recognise this
in its reference to international perceptions. But the bare
possibility that some people in other countries might
misinterpret the situation scems to me a very thin argument
for putting a stop to a program which docs not contravenc any

teaching on faith or morals and which is widcly
accepted as having the potential to save lives.

HILL BEING INTERVIEWED on radio recently T was interested
to ¢ncounter another argument, one not advanced by the
Congregation. It was « 1 that safe injecting rooms might be
acceptable if conducted by a government agency, but that it
was not appropriate for a Cacholic order, especially {71 an order
of sisters to be conducting such rooms. This argument of course
flies in the face of such orders” history of pioneering work in health
care, in particular health care for the destitute. But perh s
something deeper is at work here. In pointing to it Lam entering
into the hazardous business of ascribing motives, even unconscious
motives. Hence, what tollows is said with some hesitation.

In the carly 1990s, I was in Switzerland, and a friend insisted
on showing me what he called ‘the other side of Swiss life’ by
taking me through the  ecdle Park’, in eftect a safe injecting
arca staffed by the Red Cross, near the Zurich railway station.
It was all very clean and efficient, and T walked out of the park
chilled to the bone. I think many people would share my
instinctive revulsion at the sight of others” injecting drugs, T
I realise that such an instinct cannot determine my judgme:
Revulsion, and the attendant fear of contamination, can casily
isolate us from reality. I have to wonder then whether some
who opposc the involvement of the Sisters of Charity in Kings
Cross feel that the Chu 1, and especially a order of sisters,
would somchow be contaminated by such an involvement. But
surcly it has often been the case that the Church and its religious
orders have becn at their best preciscly in those situations wher
they have had to risk getting their hands dirty.

Geoffrey King sj is Professor of Canon Law and Principal
Jesuit Theological Colle



Jack Waterford

E FIRST six months of next year
is shaping up as a pretty horrible
time for John Howard and his government. The introduction of
the goods and services tax is bound to cause Howard serious prob-
lems, particularly with small business and particularly in regional
areas. Interest rates may well be on the way up, not only slowing
any further improvement in the jobs market but damping some
of the increase in disposable income which, more than tax cuts,
has made most Australians feel better off in recent times. He is
under pressure from hostile state governments, particularly on
the health front. Even as things scttle in East Timor, it is hard
to see many triumphs on the international front, either close
at home or abroad. His Cabinet is restless, and his deputy fairly
openly mutinous. His Coalition partner rightly perceives
continuing post-Hanson discontents out in the backblocks and
wants interventionist government and spending plans.

A bit hard, too, to grasp the leadership reins, or do the vision
things, after the republic referendum. His stalling and spoiling
tactics won all the engagements, as they have since 1996, but
whether his strategy will win any wars is still far from clear.
The initiative has now passed from him; his very success with
the referendum has now probably made the rcpublic an issue
which matters. Thc impression of stolidness and mean-
mindedness is accentuated, even as he has demonstrated a
capacity to trounce his own young turks. If John Howard looks
backwards, it is not for fear of those who want his job.

If he can muddle on, however, it might all turn out well. It
is only mid-term and there is no deep crisis. The government
thinks it can stagger through the agonies of the new tax system
to a point where tax cuts soften the pain. There’s a war chest
available for pork-barrelling. A turn of the century tends to
create its own optimism. John Howard will not open e
Olympic Games, but, if he is still there, he is best poised to
benefit from any euphoria it creates. The centenary of federation
in 2001 presents opportunities too.

Some scope too for some focused social spending to rebuild
some constituencies. John Howard has appropriated most of
the third way rhetoric of Blair and still has a better ear for
battler views on welfare than does the Labor party. More
confidence too, these days, in moving in quickly to throttle
foolish proposals being floated by those of his ministers who
still hold radical ideas. The engine room of government is no
longer the Expenditure Review Committee of Cabinet. It is the
Prime Minister’s office.

The big trouble is that neither the leader, nor the office,
has much in the way of an agenda, apart from soldiering on and
getting re-elected. It can recognise bad ideas which stand in the
way of that—almost anything which David Kemp comes up
with, for example, or some of the rattier ideas of a Philip
Ruddock, who has now almost entircly lost the plot on
thwarting invasions from the east, the west and the north. Some
projects—repairing relations with Indonesia and the United
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States, for example—havce simply developed from events. Some
others—a complete reform of defence service culture—flow
from some of the horrible shocks of recent months when
government was forced to contemplate what time, and rotation
policies, had wrought. Still others involve little morc than
indulging some of the nutty ideas of personal friends of the
Prime Minister or setting them loose on constituencies which
he hates, particularly in the arts. Imagine, for example, the fun
that his biographer, David Barnett, and his old speechwriter,
Christopher Pearson—neither famous, to put it mildly, for their
affinities with or sympathies for Aboriginal aspirations—are
having with the Muscum of Australia.

Peter Costello has his hands full with changes to the tax
system. Peter Reith has slipped in estimation since the
referendum campaign, though he may find himself propped up
as a counter-candidate to Costello. Michael Wooldridge, whose
faction will probably choose which of these is to be next Liberal
leader, is in some serious strife because of the rortings of
radiologists, and John Fahey, who thinks the baton might be in

his pocket, is most focused on still having a seat in
NSW when the redistribution music stops.

IHE MOST INTERESTING politician to watch at the moment is
Warren Truss, National Party chieftain of agriculture. He does
not project well, and it is hard to see him taking the leadership
from John Anderson, but some of his adiirers see him as
potentially in the Black Jack McEwan mould. The National
Party commands key portfolios in agriculture, transport,
regional development and trade. Truss is the man, some think,
with the administrative and the political skills to get them
operating in tandem and to do some repair work with rural
constituencies and regional cconomies.

Is there room for Aborigines in any of the grand planning?
Oddly there could be. John Howard is still not much in
sympathy with Aboriginal aspirations; he has marginalised
them more and more in government priorities since his Wik
legislation was bedded down. But he is getting more and more
anxious to scratch them off the list of things to do. The failure
of the preamble has undercut one of the few gestures he has
made; I should not be in the least surprised if he gets personally
involved in deliberations on a reconciliation document. With
his track record, of course, that could be disastrous, both for
success of the project, or for its adoption by either Aboriginal
or non-Aboriginal Australians. Yet unless he gets involved,
things seem likely to go nowhere. I cannot think of a year since
1966 in which Aboriginal issues have commanded less attention
than they have done in 1999—and that is taking the preamble
into account. It would be a sorry end of a century if the best
prospect were some triumph inside and some embarrassment
outside the Olympic stadiums. [ |

Jack Waterford is editor of the Canberra Times.
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Border questions

From Daniel Mandel, Australia/lsracl
&) fewish Affairs Council

Anthony Ham’s trip to Syria and
speculations on the future of the
Middle East peace process makes
intcresting reading {“The Long Road to
Pcace’, Eurcka Street, October 1999),
but it is also flawed by hecdless
assumptions and signal omissions that
arc worth examining in some detail.

Whilst ncither popular nor
particularly skilled at negotiating with
Arab lcaders, the former Isracli Prime
Minister, Benjamin Netanyahu, was
scarcely the sole or primary impedi-
ment to hopes of progress that Ehud
Barak’s clection have rekindled.
Significant intcrim agreements were
concluded and implemented under
Nctanyahu. What did change
undeniably for the worse was the
atmospherics between the parties.
Like Nectanyahu, Barak cxhibits
concern over unrcsolved matters of
Isracli sccurity under Oslo, which he
qucricd as Chicf of Staff and later as a
member of the Rabin Cabinct. Peace-
making has been previously disrupted
by bouts of Palestinian terrorism.

But it is Ham's observations on the
Syrian-Isracli aspect to pecace-making
that arc fundamentally misconccived.
First, Isracli withdrawal to the pre-5
June 1967 borders (meaning a
complete Israeli evacuation of the
Golan heights) is not enshrined in UN
Security Council Resolution 242 or
anywhere clse. Acquaintance with the
contents of that resolution, concluded
in the wakce of the 1967 war, would
reveal that it calls for Arab-Isracli
negotiations leading to Isracli with-
drawal “from territories occupied in
the recent conflict’” but deliberately
refrains from requiring total Israeli
withdrawal. As the US representative
at the UN, who was principally
involved in the drafting and passage
of the resolution, stated then and later,
242 neither requires nor prohibits
complcte Isracli withdrawal, but
rather remits the timing and extent of
such withdrawal to ncgotiations
between the partices.,

Accordingly, Ham is mistaken in
asscrting  that Barak’s declared
intention not to return to the 1967
borders is in contravention of 242 and
an impediment to peace. It is certainly
not the former and unlikely to be the
latter.
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Second, Quneitra, a Syrian town
bordering the Golan Hceights, was
heavily damaged in the 1973 fighting
which, Ham must know, was com-
menced by Syria in a surprisc attack
on Israel co-ordinated with Egypt. It
has been standard Syrian practice to
allege wilful and gratuitous Isracli
destruction of the city, a claim neither
backed by evidence nor in accord with
the circumstances of the fighting.

Third, considering the attention
Ham devotes to the Golan Heights, he
has not a syllablc to say about the very
pertinent fact that the Golan plateau,
during the period 1948 to 1967, was
routinely used by the Syrians to shell
Isracli farms and urban centres in
Isracl’s Galilee. This occurred desyp
the fact that the relevant scctors of
Galilee were demilitarised by Israel in
accordance with the 1949 armistice
agrecment. Syria nonetheless insisted
on disrupting all peaccful activity, in
violation of the ccase-fire, under the
cover of Soviet vetoes in the Scecurity
Council.

For this reason, an Isracli return to
the situation as it existed before 1967
is unlikely. Furthermore, the pre-1967
lines do not conform with the accepted
international border but in fact involve
Syrian occupation of Isracli territory
scized in the 1948 war, a further reas
for Isracl having never accepted Syria's
claim for an cxact restoration of the
status quo ante bellum.

Lastly, a word of caution in assess-
ing the bona fides as peace-maker of
Hafez al-Assad. First and foremost,

Ham secms to have missed noticing,
he is an extremely brutal dictator. His
whole regime is testimony to this fact,
although a single event such as the
destruction of Hama is cnough to
confirm it. In 1982, Assad ordered his
forces to level the entire city of Hama,
where he was facing a revolt, which
they did along with what Amnesty
International estimated to be 10,000
to 25,000 of its inhabitants.

Assad has a long record of delaying
implementation for years, if not even
completely abrogating, commitments
he has undertaken, as is cvident from
his record regarding the release of
Syria’s hostage Jewish community and
a variety of international commit-
ments pertaining to Lebanon. Such a
record obliges us to treat the much-
touted news of his ending of su Hrt
for Palestinian terrorist factions with
caution, not to say scepticism.

Daniel Mandel
Melbourne, VIC

No t x tricks

From Dr Philip Mendes, School of
Public Policy and Social Work,
Monash University

The recent call by the Taxation
Commissioncr, Michacl Carmody, for
a parliamentary inquiry into the cthics
of paying tax is to be welcomed.

In recent years, there has been a
significant erosion of public support
for our taxation system duc to a
perception that the wealthy are not
contributing their fair sharc. This
perception has been actively fuelled
by current government policics such
as the introduction of a GST and
proposed cuts to capital gains  1x
which appcar to undermince the
progressive nature of our system.
Overall, tax revenuce as a percentage
of GDP has declined from 27 per
cent to 25 per cent over the last
decade—a loss of cight to ten billion
dollars.

We urgently need a statement from
our leading politicians {on both sides
of the spectrum) which reinforees the
moral purpose of taxation: that is to
fund universalist community services
such as health, housing, education and
social sccurity which are tundamental
to the social cohesion of any de
cratic socicty; to promote greater
equality of opportunity; and to
redistribute income from those v o
have too much to those who have too
little.







Curial
1anoeuvres

SUI oinLy, last December, after a dressing-
down from Rome, Australian Catholics
became aware of synods of bishops. The
synod scason continued in October with a
threc-weck Synodfor Europe. The next pope
was probably in attendance.

[t got off to a pessimistic start with the
Synod Relator (Chairmanl, the John Paul-
appointed Spanish Cardinal Maria Rouco
Varcla, denouncing Europe’s loss of faith
and ‘immanent humanism’—the notion
that we are saved by intra-worldly forces.
This, he said, had infiltrated the Church as
‘secular humanisny’, stripping it of its faith
in the resurrection and transcendent valucs.
[t was a bleak picture.

It was not until Cardinal Godfried
Dannccls of Belgium spoke about the new
challenges and questions raised by contem-
porary Western socicty that things began to
brighten up. He said that religious plural-
ism had led the Church to dialogue with
other taiths and that God was trying to
teach the Church humility. This theme
wis taken up by the Englishman, Father
Timothy Radcliffe, Master of the
Dominican order, who went on to say that
Just asscerting the authority of the Church
ever more strongly is not the answer. People
will either resist or take no notice’.

The Roman Curia came in for a lot of
criticism ¢ven from very conservative
cardinals such as Joachim Meisner of
Cologne. This was expressed more
positively by Cardinal Carlo Maria Martini
<1 of Milan when he spoke of the need for
greater collegiality in church government.
He even seemed to call for a new general
council, although he denied this.

Synod sccrecy and ‘management’ of the
media is par for the course in Rome.
However, an unexpected break came when
Archbishop Keith O'Brien of St Andrews
and Edinburgh spoke his mind bluntly to
English-spraking journalists. In view of
what has happencd in Australia regarding
general absolution, it is interesting that he
said that the Irish, English and Scottish
hicrarchics had unanimously petitioned
Rome for permission to have a general
absolution for Easter 2000. ‘The proposal
was ... at on the Saturday before Palm
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Sunday there would be general absolution
in all our parishes.’

O’'Brien said that the response from
Rome was negative and that ‘Medina would
not budge’. The ‘Medina’ in question is the
Chilcan Cardinal Jorge Mcdina Estevez of
the Congregation for Divine Worship and
Discipline of the Sacraments. This was the
same gentleman who, with the Secretary of
State, Angelo Sodano, petitioned the British
government to release the former dictator
Augusto Pinochet. O’Brien’s comments
caused a considerable tlurry in the curial
dovecote.

At the end of the Synod there were few
practical suggestions but alot of hype about
‘hope’. There had been dcbate about
ordaining marricd men to solve the priest
shortage (by next year 30 to 50 per cent of
European parishes will have no resident
pricst], the re-admission to communion of
remarried Catholic divorcees, a call for the
appointment of women to head curial
agencies, and a morce generous approach to
the use of genceral absolution. Hardly any of
this got into the final synod document
which was strong on theology, European
unity, the growth of democracy and human
rights and praisc for the so-called new
religious movements’. All fairly predictable.

Howecver, the most interesting aspect of
the Synod was the performance of the
papabile, the cardinals on the papal
shortlist. The odds on an older and transi-
tional Italian or Western Europeans  ngth-
encd. The cardinals will not be looking for
a long papacy, but they will be secking
someonce strong cnough to rein in the
Vatican and act in a more collegial way.

Despite his progressive credentials, the
list is still headed by the 73-year-old
Cardinal Carlo Maria Martini, of Milan.
Another strong possibility is the recently
appointed 66-year-old Archbishop of Genoa,
Dionigi Tettamanzi. He is a conservative
moral theologian, close to Opus Dei and
very much aligned with the preoccupations
of the Woityla papacy. Despite his relative
‘vouth’ he might well be the candidate of
the conscrvatives.

Other Italians mentioned arc Marco Ce,
74, the Patriarch of Venice, Salvatore de
Giorgi, 69, Archbishop of Palermo and
Silvano Piovanelli, Archbishop of Florence,
who is probably too old at 76.

Godfried Danneels, Archbishop of
Mechelen-Brussels, 67, emerged s ngly
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atthe Synod. He is amoderate and would be
a strong contrast to John Paul I1. Picrre Eyt,
Archbishop of Bordeaux, 66, is a moderate
conservative possibility. Another Belgian,
Jan Pieter Schotte, 72, General Seeretary of
the Synod, has been mentioned, as has Jean-
Marice Lustiger, 73, Archbishop of Daris,
although I think bhoth must be considered
long shots.

Given the antagonism to the Curia,
Vatican cardinals, such as Angclo Sodano,
72, and Camillo Ruini, 69, have fallen trom
tavour, although the Colombian Prefect of
the Congregation +  the Clergy, Dario
Castrillon Hoyos, 71, is mentionced by many.

One thing is certain: it is still a wide
open race. —Paul C'  ins

In Memoriam

Jack Lynch
1917-99
(Taoiseach 1966-73,
1977-79)

Im riie Iristt rEopLE he was Honest Jack.

There was a famous occasion when he was
found out in a lie and he apologised to the
country with the words ‘forgot’. The people
belicved him and the incident becamce
known more as a gentle joke than as a
vindictive reminder of miscreance. The
comedian Niall Toibin, a fcllow Corkman—
he plays the role of the parish priest in
Ballykissangel—dined out for years on the
punch linc ‘Even Jack forgets!”
Jack Lynch was an unlikely politician,

d an cven less likely member of the
monolithic, Mafia-like family known as
Fianna Fail. At the end of ahugely successt
carecer as a hurler and footballer, and as he
was beginning to make a name in the legal
world, he was persuaded to use his
popularity to win a scat for Fianna F:  in
Cork. Tt was like one of the parties here

cking up a marginal by running Tony
Lockett or Mark Taylor.

He became Minister for Education  d

when Sean Lemass decided it was time to

tire, he persuaded his son-in-law Charles
Haughey to step aside in favour of Lynch in
order to stop what would have been a
bloodbath contest for the leadership.
Lynch consulted with his wife Mairin and
when she gave him the go-ahead, he became



the ‘reluctant Taoiseach’ (Prime Minister},
a title he was quite happy to live with.

Softly spoken, modest, courteous, aman
of simplicity and unassailable integrity,
the people loved him. The country was so
innocent in those days that they could
whisper what a pity Jack and Mairin had no
children, and a trimming might be added to
the family rosary that, like the biblical
Anna, some miracle would happen. When
he was finally and humiliatingly pushed
out in 1979, the leader of the Opposition,
the dour and solemin Liam Cosgrave, not
given to exaggeration or hyperbole,
described him as ‘the most popular
politician in Ireland since O’Connell’. It
was an assertion which was not challenged
then and has not been challenged since.

But behind the soft voice and the pipe
smoke, there was no shortage of steel. This
was the man who as a centre halfback
repelled Kilkenny hurlers and Kerry foot-
ballers with equal success. Surrounded in
his political life by fiercely ambitious and
ruthless men, he held on to the leadership
of Fianna Fail for 13 years and served as
Taoiseach for nine of those years.

In 1969, he took on the nationalist hawks
within Fianna Fail by sacking the strongest
ministers of his cabinet, Charles Haughey
and Neil Blaney, and persuading two others
to resign. He had Haughey brought before
the courts on a charge of importing arms for
the IRA and when that case failed, Haughey
put down a firm marker that he would not
forget. That part is sour and still festering
history; the years of the late 70s were the
bitterest since the Civil War as people like
Sile de Valera, the late Dr Bill Loughnanc
and Haughey publicly questioned Lynch'’s
credentials to lead a party which had been
set up to achieve the unification of the
country. It was a chorus which was taken
up by Sinn Fein who called him ‘Union Jack
Lynch’.

He finally succumbed to the constant
sniping andresigned. In the ensuing contest
for leadership, Haughey’s backbench
dragoons won him the leadership of the
Party. For his remaining years in the Dail,
Lynch was always referred to as ‘the real
Taoiscach’. He was rarely heard from in
retirement—there is no tradition of former
Irish leaders making nuisances of them-
sclves like they doin this country-——and we
only knew that he was a director of Irish
Distillers and we did not begrudge him the
occasional free whiskey of which he was
said to have a connoisscur’s fondness.

There was no dinner in his honour after
he left politics; the party which he had led

R T.awven
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Fear

and loathing

IASKED aNew District Court Judge recently
how he was finding his job. He said, ‘I'm
just taking it quietly, trying to keep off the
front page of the Telegraph.’ (The Sydney
Daily Telegraph, for those who don’t know,
is a crusading tabloid with the largest
circulation of daily newspapers in NSW.}

In my experience, the general reaction
of judges and magistrates to the media is
one of fear and loathing. There are few
things that tabloid journalists, TV crime
reporters and redneck radio jocks like more
than a juicy legal controversy, and judges
and magistrates have no immunity from
their blitzes. Many have suffered silently
but bitterly.

One magistrate, whom I admire, was
criticised by talkback radio kings to such
an extent that he angrily rang up the station
and sought to put his point of view. I think
he now regrets having done so for two
reasons. First, the rationale for his decision
hadbeengivenincourt on the publicrecord,
and that should have been left at that. But,
in any event, the shock jocks will always
have the last word—they, not their victims,
control the medium.

Before I went to the country I had two
unwanted appearances in the tabloids. In
the first case, I cautioned an 18-year-old
kid, a first offender who, drunk, had foolishly
grabbed a bike from outside a bike shop and
ridden it for about 200 metres before
abandoning it. In the second case, the
brother of a famous murderer was hounded
by reporters relentlessly prior to and during
his brother’s trial. Infuriated, he lashed out,
punched a photojournalist and smashed a
camera. He hadn’t been in trouble for 30
years. | made him pay for the camera but
otherwise let him off. [ was excoriated in
each case—I had ‘condoned’ bicycle theft
and given an imprimatur to violence.

I had expected everyone to see how
obvious were the arguments for leniency
and to report them. I didn’t spell these things
out; I assumed that all decent people who
heard what I heard in court would react as
1did.Twas shocked and hurt by the reaction.

The most usual complaint by judges
and magistrates about the media is that
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they report decisions inaccurately or
simplistically. While [ wouldn’t claim to
have mastered the art of making judicial
decision-making media-friendly, a case [
handled about a year ago showed me what
can be achieved if you take account of how
the media works.

A woman school principal had been
charged with defrauding her employer of
$10,000. Her QC asked me to deal with her
as a mentally ill person, rather than
applyingthe criminal law. She knew what
she had done was wrong. The argument
was that she was a person of impeccable
character whose conduct was an aberration
resulting from extraordinary stress.
Psychiatric evidence that she was
profoundly depressed was incontestable,
and, significantly, she had repaid most of
the money. As a matter of law, I had to
balance both the private, subjective
concerns of this woman and the public
interest. Mercy or deterrence.

At the hearing, to my horror, the court’s
press box was chock-a-block. Having been
badly burned twice before, I decided this
time to spoon-feed the journalists,
emphasising and repeating what
I particularly wanted them to understand.
I had accepted the woman’s application.
Rather than leave them to attempt to cast
the decision in their own words, I tried to
seize the agenda, to give them words and
phrases they could quote. They accepted
the offering and the reports of the case were
astonishingly accurate—I could have
written them myself.

It is easy to dismiss journalists as light-
weights or rednecks and to sneer or complain
from the ivory tower, but they are the vox
populi. Law is for the people, so the law
must talk to the media. Given accurate,
digestible information on complex issues,
journalists are capable of serious thinking
and good reporting, even in stories of 600
words and audio-visual grabs of one minute.
Some might be beyond redemption, but the
honest hack is worth her salt. [ |
Séamus O’Shaughnessy is a NSW
magistrate.
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Have some respect

A SUCKER FOR E1irEKA STREET in any of its manifestations, I decided to watch the telly
version of it {reviewed in Eureka Street, November 1999). In the first episode, one of the
characters who started a political argument in a pub got a beating to teach him ‘respect’.
An odd form of teaching, I thought but, as I worked through this month’s journals, it did
set me thinking about respect.

Introducing a lively conversation in the Feminist Studies in Religion {Spring 1999),
Emily Neill touches on issues of respect. She argues that feminist scholars of religion

have ¢  n presented the history of their discipline as a story of progress from theoreti-
cally oherent beginnings to theoretical sophistication. Neill argues that from this
perspe  ve early feminists can easily be seen as primitive, with the result that the agenda

of equality and freedom from discrimination which they pursued with passion can
implicitly be smissed. Her interlocutors take up this point, acknowledging that desire
for acceptance by a substantially male academy can distract scholars from the feminist
concerns that first led them to scholarship. The conversation illuminates what is at stake
in respect. If  nse who have gone before us are not respected, the project which defined
their lives will be trivialised and lost. That insight, however obscurely sensed, lay behind
the beating administered by the thugs of the Belfast pub.

One of the historian’s gifts is to offer respect to forgotten people and projects. In this
spirit, Grah»™ Neville writes on Dorothy Sayers {Theology, October 1999). As a child
Ilistenedea Lent to her radio series, The Man Born to Be King; as a teenager I graduated
to (and soon moved on from) her detective, Lord Peter Wimsey. Sayers was also a theolo-
gian in an Anglican tradition which has valued the lay contribution. She was ¢ cerned
thatin the po war search for relevance, :depth of Christian theology not be lost. Her
contribution encourages renewed respect for the place of lay theology in the churches.

I ny Christian theologians professionally pay respect to earlier texts and projects.
In this spirit, Tina Beattie writes about the Magnificat (New Blackfriars, October 1999).
More recently, Mary’s song of exultation has been studied for its revolutionary implica-
tions: kings are to be put down, and the poor to be raised. Beattie explores the place in a
comp: ensive account of salvation which the Early Church gave to Mary. She then
turns to the  »roughly modern question, ‘Can women be saved by a male Saviour?’ She
argues that for the early Church, the answer would be, ‘Not by a male saviour in isolation’
On these grounds, she would endorse the description of Mary as co-redemptrix, normally
seen as an index of conservative, not to say reactionary views. But in her account, the
phrase seems to have radical implications. It suggests that gender-based exclusion from
power and office belongs to the fallen world and has no place in the Church.

Finally, a proper respect restores lost complexity. Nowhere is this more needed than
in discussion of religion and science. Michael Roberts (Expository Times, October 1999)
looks at the attitudes of 19th-century Anglican clergy to the literal interpre ion of
scripture, and in particular at their response to Darwin. He argues that before Darwin
tew clergy interpreted the priestly creation story literally. Indeed they were responsible
for much of the geological research that demanded long processes of development.

Equally, most had little difficulty with the general theory of evolution proposcd by
Darwin. They disagreed, however, with Darwin’s philosophical judgment that evolution
could be based only on chance, and that it excluded any belief in God’s providence. They
also insisted that human beings had a special status within the created world. The view
that Christian thinkers generally saw the conflict between science and religion as
irresoluble is fictitious. 1t is embodied in Huxley’s highly coloured account of his debate
with Bishop Wilberforce. It has led scientific theorists to accept too easily the assumption
that science demands a materialist philosophy based on chance, and some Christians to
believe that creationism is not a novelty, but can appeal to a broad Christian tradition.®

Andrew Hamilton sj teaches at the United Faculty of Theology, Melbourne.
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for 13 years cffectively wrote him out of its
history. There was no golden handshake,
not cven the alarm clock which one of the
humblest of his followers could exnect; his
picture does not appear in the Ha ot Fame
at party headquarters; members
parliament were lefein no doubt that public
friendship with him was not a way to
promotion.

It was a small revenge, but a pointed
one, when the funceral oration was not given
by a present or former Fianna Fail notable,
not cven by a member of the party, but by
Des O'Malley, a renegade who had bee
kicked out of Fianna Fail and tounded his
own political movement.

Jack Lynch will he remembered as the
lecader who, in 1972, brought Ircland into
Europe. His gentle nersuasion on people
like Ted Heath ar  Margarct Thatcher
would result in later initiatives like
Sunningdale, the Anglo-Irish Agreement
and the hope of Good Friday. He was the
first lcader to go to America to persuade the
people there not to send help to
paramilitaries in the North. The pragmatic
andactive co-operation with all sides whic
is the core of today’s Irish policy on Ulster
owes its genesis to Jack Lynch.

Although poor cconomic results may
adversely atfect how history judges his terms
as Taoiscach, the Irish people will always
remember him as a politician who was
genuinely loved, the kind of person for
whom politics was public scrvice in the
sense that Plato wrote of it, his integrity
and simple lifestyle cast into greater relief
by what has happened since.

—Frank O’Shea

Pub. ¢
reproof

ON Sunpay 24 SrrTessik, Anglican

Primate Dr Keith Rayner called a media
conference at Bishopscourt in Mclbourne
to makce public Church disciplinary
measures against the Bishop ot Canbcerra
and Goulburn, George Browning, who had
confessed to adultery with a former
parishioncer 15 years before. Not much of a
story in media terms, but Sunday is a slow
news day and it got national coverage that
night on the airwaves and for several days
aftecrwards in the print media.

What madce the story news at all was
that the bishop had tendered his resignation
over the affair. In the days that followed, an
air of puzzlement permeated reports,
cditorials, letters to the editor—general






























service was removed, and there was talk
of closing the ante-natal clinic, which
would mean hundreds of infant deaths.
In Fehmary, the ANC in the Free State
form. vy apologised to the nation for
dcaths which might have occurred as a
result of the collapse of the provincial
health system, a move prompted by
children dying in a country town from
lack of medicine. Elsewhere there arc
horror stories of bodies in mortuaries that
have lain there for as long as four years.
Schools present a comparable picture.
There are frequent reports of their being
closed because water or electricity is no
longer being supplied by municipalitics,
annoyc  with education departments for
not paying their bills. (Half of the
country’s schools don’t have electricity,
anyway.) Desk and textbook shortages
arc common, and absenteeism among
teachers rife. Recently the Education
Minister, Kader Asmal, said there was a
public perception that tcachers—one-
third of whom are not properly
qualified—are not worth their moncy.
The kids have quite often drawn the same
conclusion: at least a couple of school
principals have been badly beaten up by
their pupils this ycar. In a climate of
despair, schools are trashed. Often: one
in East London was attacked nearly 30
times in just over a ycar. But then
another, in Port Elizabeth, simply
disappearc  neighbouring squatters
literally took it apart one night

and spirited the materials away.

3Y miD-SEPTEMBER Thabo Mbcki had
been nresident for 100 days. Alrcady,
instca Hf Mandela’s benign avuncularity,
a morc managerial style had become
cvident. A forctaste of what lay in store
occurred in April, when Mbeki
announced he was sacking two ANC
provincial premicrs. Since then, he has
built up the Office of the Presidency to
the point where its staff now numbcrs
more 1+ m 300. The declared aim has
been to co-ordinate policy across the
ministrics, given the need to do some-
thing  out the country’s long collapse
into crisis. Indeed a new sense of purpose
is already apparent, particularly in the
fight against crime. But with both a
deputy president and a cabinet minister
with no other dutics than to do his
bidding, the president’s personal control
of the government has become markedly
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more pronounced. Mbeki now appoints
the dircctors-genceral, the key public
servants; the role of parliament, where
the ANC stands just a little short of a
two-thirds majority, has also been
eclipsed, if not diminished. The truculent
Tony Leon and the Democratic Party, the
official opposition, soon found that the
government would prefer to grant the
chairmanship of a key parliamentary
committce to the conservative loose
cannon Louis Luyt. Mecanwhile, for the
first three months of the new session,
parliament all but atrophied, passing only
two new bills; Mbeki—who
attends few debates—prefers
less legislation and more
action by the executive, with
the responsible minister
empowered to issue proclama-
tions. There has been some
concern expressed about these
developments, particularly as
Mbeki has defended his men in
dubious circumstanees, sought
to sanitise the image of the
ANC as presented in the final
report of the Truth and Recon-
ciliation Commission, and
been complicit in cooping up
the highly cffective Heath anti-
corruption unit in its base of
operations, the remote city of
East London. The relative ineffectiveness
of the provincial governments, shortly to
be weakened further by the creation of
megacity units, means there is now no
counterweight to this surge of centralised
authority. Mbeki, declared one commen-
tator, ‘sits at the centre of a web of power
not experienced in this country since the
paranoid heyday of apartheid’.

The challenges ahead will tax his
considerable skills to the utmost. Mbeki
has been able to tame Buthelezi, so there
is now no talk of Zulu secessionism; and
he has also won over most Afrikaners, to
the degree that he drew the sneer from
the right-wing leader Constand Viljoen
that he has ‘a charming bedside manner’.
But the central task of government scems
terribly like trying to square the circle.

First there is the crying need for
transformation, delivery and empower-
ment. The buppies (the emerging black
professional class) are doing well—very
well sometimes, to judge by the reports
of rorts that periodically hit the press.
Affirmative action in its various forms,
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regarded by some whites as ‘apartheid in
reverse’, is partly responsible for the
impressive growth rate of black
companics listed on the Johanneshurg
Stock Exchange. But elsewhere transform-
ation proceeds bumpily—even allowing for
some necessary gradualism. In the
country as a whole, 89 per cent of senior
management remains white and male.
The ratio among top civil servants is
much better, as would be expected, but
in the police, despite the retirements,
middle and top ranks still have seven
whites to every three blacks. In the army

the racial divide is still often replicated
by that between officers and other ranks:
at Tempe army base in the traditionally
conservative Free State, the only blacks
scen in the officers’ mess are waiters. The
belts of their superiors are still
cmblazoned in the old South African
colours.

Tempe was the place where a
disturbed black soldicr pushed other
Africans out of the way as he took aim
and killed seven whites. For there is still
a good dcal of anger bencath the surface:
on a lesscr scale it crupted again at the
soldier’s funeral. This may partly explain
the brutal nature of much South African
crime, where, in the words of the new

slice commissioner, ‘People no longer
stcal. They steal and kill.” And it is
certainly cvident in farm attacks—
usually on elderly whites. These scem to
rome in waves, and may be in part fuclled

y the persistent mistrcatment and cven
assault of black workers that still occurs.
Slowness in implementing land reform
is probably also a factor.













One of the
trage. es of
the ongoing

battle for
salinity
control is that
the story of
the fight so far,
largely
unreported by
city-based
media, is one
of the most
impressive
examples of
commun y-
based

action and
government
Cco-operation
in Australi s
history.

And yet it

clearly hasn't

been enough.

are flooded with groundwater, where mechanics have
to pump out the pits they usce to work underneath
cars, and where even the digging of a grave is
accompanied by pumping to remove groundwater.

Irrigation intensifies the effect. Most irrigation
areas have underncath them groundwater ‘mounds’
created by run off. These mounds not only threaten
the crops with waterlogging but also displace deeper,
far more saline water to the rivers.

Engincering can provide solutions for high-valuc
crops. Water can be pumped out of the landscape under
irrigation areas. This is now being done in many
irrigation arcas in the Murray-Darling basin. It is
expensive, and creates a disposal problem—where to
put the pumped water? The salinity credit system
allows much of it to be discharged to rivers.

But enginecering solutions are not usually viable
for non-irrigated, dryland crops. Here different crops
and cropping methods, laser ploughing-—trying to
ensure a level surface without potholes and dips which
collect water and allow it to scep through—and
planting trees particularly over the ‘recharge’ arcas
where most groundwater sceps though, have been
tricd, with varying success.

The recently released Commission reports shift the
cmphasis away from irrigation to dryland salinity as
the biggest and least controllable problem. Dryland
salinity processes are much slower than those under
irrigated land, and much bigger arcas are involved.

The really hard message is that even best-practice
farming using conventional crops and methods is not
cnough. To have any hope of long-term sustainability,
‘leakage’ of rainfall to groundwater must be reduced
so that it is close to the same as it would have been
hetfore clearing of the native vegetation. And even the
best of our present farming methods are very leaky.

In the most productive grazing regions of the
basin—thosc with rainfalls of more than 600ml a year,
the Salinity Audit states: ‘A high proportion of trees
is the only option for salinity control.” This has
massive implications for the dairying, lamb and beef
industries over huge arcas of our most productive
farming land. As well, if trees are planted, run-off to
rivers will be greatly reduced, which will have
implications both for the amount of water available
to towns, cities and irrigators, and for the environment.

In lower rainfall grazing and cropping zones,
perennial pastures like lucerne can reduce or even
nearly eliminate leakage. In irrigation zones the
engincering solutions, together with an increasingly

refined salinity credit system, can achicve
a measure of control,

UT HOW Is THIS Massive change in land use to be
achicved? There are income opportunities from
timber production, but any yicld would be years or
cven decades into the future. To support farming
communities in the meantime would take billions ot
dollars of taxpayers’ money
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Tim Fi cr, of the Australian Conservation
Foundation, says that other options include tree and
shrub crops, such as flowcers, olives, nuts, and even
honey production. But he also says that large arcas of
land may simply have to be retired from agricultural
production.

Asked whether he thinks the political will is
there, Fisher replies, “‘We don’t know. Truss [Federal
Minister for  zriculture, Fisheries and Forestry] is
saying that do nothing is not an option, but we haven't
scen the colour of their money, and we are talking
tens of billions of dollars ... personally T don’t think
we'll see the comfort zone change too much .’

On the other hand, the ageing of the farming
population does create opportunities tor changes in
land usc—as well as risks that fewer, bigger
landholders will have less time for environmental
management. Fisher also points out that the recent
demonstrations that the bush cannot he relied on
to go on voting conscervative means that rural
communitics now have rcal power to push for
incentive and compensation packages to help with
land use change.

It will take a lot of moncy—far more than the
present Federal Government has committed from the
sale of Telstra, and as Fisher says, ‘There are no more
Telstras.

The Minister for Agriculture, Mr Warren Truss,
launched the Salinity Audit report with a speech in
which he said that ‘do nothing’” was not an option,
and that Australia would have to become a clever
farming nation to tackle environmental problems. But
his speech was short on specifics, and later, in an
interview with Eurcka Street, he would not be drawn
on how and whether change would be achieved.

He said to Furcka Street that he did not think
legislation and regulation were the answer. Farmers
should not, and could not, be forced. He was also keen
to emphasisc that constitutionally, land usc issues
werce the preserve of state governments, rather than
the Commonwealth.

Management plans were the answer, he said:
‘There is a place for incentives, and also for compen-
sation in those cases where one landholder might be
forced to bear a disproportionate share of the burden .’

According to Tim Fisher, therc is a debate within
the salinity burcaucracy about how to communicate
the problem. ‘Do you give people the hard message,
or soften it a bit? The feeling is that the hard message
is too scary, and pcople won't take it in. Personally
I think we have to tell people the situation as it is.
The thing is, we almost have to start planting trees
and worry about how to make money from it later.’

But that, he agrees, is an impossible message to
scll politically, or to farmers. And, he agrees, the ‘hard
message’, the ‘telling it like it is’ adds up to an
apocalyptic vision.

Margaret Simons is a freelance journalist.





















The book is rarely dull. The man is more
than commonly intcresting and so his
story is interesting to tell. Pybus is a
gifted story-teller and chronicles it well,

Since she seems tantalised by the
young McAuley, he emerges from her
telling as a person one would very much
want to meet. As her distaste grows,
which it does pretty soon—towards the
end of the War and increasingly after-
wards—she can’t resist a derisive,
condescending tone when he offends her
sensibilities, which he often does. Here
one feels (more precisely, T feel, for
rcasons that will emerge below) that one
is lcarning more about the author than
her subject. The story comes to be driven
more and more obviously by her
prejudices (in the classical and not
necessarily pejorative sense of unthought
prejudgments) and less and less by what
drives him. And the prose flags, too. It
leans increasingly and repetitively on
stock epithets: ‘intemperate’, ‘strident’,
‘dogmatic’, ‘crude’, ‘rabid’, ‘virulent’; so
much so that they become superfluous.
We know that the next anti-communist
we meet must be one or the other, or one
and the other, without being told. But we
are always told. Still, even here her
difficulties with McAuley and his ilk
{among them my father, I should here
declare) do not always, though they do
commonly, swamp her capacity to record
some things that speak well of him,
particularly the calm and courageous way
he faced death.

Pybus is not infrequently careless
with facts and her interpretations are
often tendentious. But if you are curious
about details of McAuley’s life and
interested in a sometimes shrewd
dissection of a complex and not easily
penetrated personality, you will find the
book informative. Particularly if you
aren’t interested in poetry. But if you are
after a perceptive and nuanced report of
the causes which animated him, the
reasons he might have had for adopting
them or the character of the period in
which he lived, Cassandra Pybus’ book
will disappoint. It might even annoy, as
it has me.

Pybus clearly is intrigued by
McAuley, and, as far as I can tell, she tries
within her lights to be fair. She doesn’t
always find it easy though, as her taste
for him dwindles noticeably and fast. For
he confronts her with a problem that her

wholc book is a struggle to resolve. How
did the awesomely gifted, irreverent
pre-War poct and piano player, of acsthet-
icising and anarchist leanings, whom she
describes with some affection, change so?
How did he come to emerge from New
Guinea and the War so plus catholique
que ..., so combatively {ak.a. ‘stridently’,
‘rabidly’, ctc.) anti-communist and at the
end so passionately, if ambivalently, anti-
counter-cultural? Prince to frog.

Her answer, hinted at throughout the
text, but only fully revealed in the book’s
last chapter, has the following three
steps. They appear consecutively in the
work, each less weighed down by
evidence, more buoyed up by what might
gently be called imagination, than the
preceding one. And as the evidence dims,
asomewhat desperatc assertiveness glows.

The first step, for which Pybus
adduces ample evidence, is that McAuley
was, or often was, deeply tormented by
what we might metaphorically call inner
demons, and he might have non-
metaphorically called the same. In
particular he suffered, she surmises, from
deep inner conflicts, self-disgust and guilt.
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The sccond step owes more to the
Zeitgeist of the analyst than to the
cvidence at her disposal: the source of the
torment, in casc you nced it spelt out, is
sex. What else could screw you up so, so
to speak?

The third emerges from a welter of
speculation, several strategically placed
‘coulds’ and ‘may have beens’, acknowl-
edgment of the central importance of
women—oparticularly his wife—in his life
and the candid confession that ‘I simply
don’t know, nor will I ever know'.
Undaunted by these rather heavy-duty
qualifiers, Pybus builds to her climax:
‘my supposition that McAuley’s terrors
are rclated to guilt about homosexual
desire 1s not wildly speculative’. Given
the flimsiness of her evidencee on this
point, that is a matter on which

judgment and perhaps taste

might differ.
BUT Pysus’ RELUCTANCE to give up on

her speculations is understandable, since
so much of the explanatory offering of the
book depends upon them. For they are,
we learn, the key to McAuley’s Catholi-
cism, anti-communism, cditorship of
Quadrant, support for the Vietnam War,
opposition to student sit-ins, ability to
drink anyone else under the table, and
much else. Everything really.

Let me mention three examples:
religion, drink and anti-communism,
without which, it is pretty clear, the
mature McAuley would have been
someone clse. First is religion, a central
element in his post-War life and in Pybus’
account: ‘[ijn my reading McAuley’s way
of dealing with what he hated and feared
in himself—the suppurating wound that
would never heal—was to externalise his
guilt on to the malevolent, preternatural
force [the Devil]’. And so his Catholicism
and its stringently—astringently—
orthodox character: ‘this faith enabled
him to externalise his fear and give it a
name’.

Second, though there is no suggestion
that he was an alcoholic, McAuley was a
serious drinker. According to Pybus, his
‘frenctic alcohol consumption would
seem to me to be an indication of the
chaos and terror that lingered at the edges
of his rigid self-control’. But only at the
edges, because he almost never appears
to get drunk, though all around him drop
about. That too is grist for Pybus’

e EUREKA STREET 33









Pybus writes of the ‘extraordinary
performance’ that this editorial repre-
sents. What is more extraordinary, as
noted by Andrew Riemer (Svdney
Morning Herald, 24 Tuly 1999), is that she
doesn’t “acknowledge the conjunction
between McAuley’s editorial and that
defining moment in modern political
history’ which had begun the month
before: the Soviet invasion of Hungary.
This was not an cevent noticed only by
anti-communists, of course. It had a
profound resonance for millions, then
and since. But like so much that
happenced in the world during the life
of her subject, and notwithstanding her
professed interest in the ‘political

ipulse’ of his views, Pybus
passes it by in silence.

HERL ARE MANY ways of accounting for
the differences between Pybus and
McAuley on these matters, but once is
overarching. She has no understanding
of something fundamental which
weighed v h him: the radical evil of
communism. Without wishing to be
cruel, I'helieve the reason is expressed in
the subtle  ut important distinction
Henry James makes, when he observes
that Thorcau was ‘worse than
provincial—hce was parochial’.

Provinei  tyisa geographical matter;
no-one to blame. Parochialism is a matter
of will and imagination. One, of course,
can foster the other; but it needn’t and in
McAulcy it didn’t; on the contrary, what-
ever clse one thinks of his Quadrant, it
was the least parochial of Australian
magazines; indeed it was a self-
consciously de  arochialising influence in
this country. Of this significance, there
is not a word from Pybus.

Parochialism comes in many variants.
Pcasants arc often parochial, which is
why Marx despaired of the ‘idiocy of rural
lite’; they show no interest in things that
do or have gone on, or might, in a wider
world. Less obviously, and more
commonly among parochial intellectuals,
cven clever ones, a real interest in larger
things is combined with lack of awarce-
ness or ability to imagine that they might
be qualitatively diticrent from what one
tinds at home. Everything is measured on
the local scale.

This is not mercely Pybus’ problem. Tt
is a common fecaturc in Australian
responses to communisin, and much else.
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A great deal of discussion of communism
in this country never had anything to do
with communism at all, but only with
one’s attitude to the social and political
order here. And so it didn’t depend, for
many people it has never depended, on
knowing anything about what was
happening in communist countries, even
when precisely that was the subject of
bitter debate. What one thought about
communism couldn’t be refuted, even
dented, by evidence of those things. This
was truc of many who had no wish (as
many others, however, did) to believe
anything particularly wonderful was
happening under communism. They just
had no imagination of catastrophe and
were happy to misunderstand commu-
nism by accommodating their picture of
it to the slack and casy standards of
everyday Australian life. What mattered
was where you lined up in the
Australian debate, and who your friends
would turn out to be, as a result of what
you were prepared to say about this
strange phenomenon of which you
knew nothing.

Some pcople couldn’t think of
communism in this way, becausc they
had experienced it ‘on their skins’, in the
Polish phrasc. As it happens, my father
was one such, and so was Frank Knoptel-
macher. They didn’t just pop up in this
country, as they do in the book, without
a past, ready to be walk-on extras—
cceentrice, devious, altogether excessive—
in Pybus’ psychodrama.

They were driven to make some
things that scemed desperately important
to them apparent to others, in this
implausibly pcaccable and complacent
island on the other end of the world. They
spoke of things beyond local experience.
Some people belicved them and were
influenced by them, though it did not
always come casily.

Even though I grew up in an anti-
communist home, for example, it was in
Bondi not Warsaw, and I had no privileged
understanding of these things. 1 still
recall a lecture on Czechoslovakia given
by Knopfelmacher in 1968, shortly hefore
the Soviet invasion. Knoptelmacher was a
Czcech Jew who, unlike most of his
family, had cscaped the other world-
historical scourge of the century, Nazism.
After fighting in the War, he recurned to
Praguc and rcesumed philosophical
studices (under Jan Patocka, later to
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influence Vaclav Havel). As he explained
in the lecture, he resolved to escape again
in 1948, when it became obvious the
Communists would take over. He tried
to warn a friend, but his friend said he
would stay becausce, as he was apolitical
he’d be okay. Knopfelmacher commented,
without any emphasis, as though it went
without saying, ‘he didn’t understand
that this was a regime in which what you
did or didn’t do protected you from
nothing’. I was stunncd by this remark,
realising at the ripe age of 19, and at a
hiy 1y political time, that T had no
understanding of such a regime either.
That led to an obsessive attempt to gain
such an understanding, which has yet to
stop. Istill am not confident [ understand
much, but there are some things that
I have learnt.

And it was not so hard to learn.
Certainly, no-onc was starved of infor-
mation, necither then nor even much
carlier. There were scarifying works by
cx-communist writers such as Silong,
Koestler, Milosz, and later by former
victims, such as Ginzburg, Nadezhda
Mandelstam and Solzhenitsyn, which
profoundly influenced people such as
McAuley, and which, needless to say,
Pybus never mentions. There was plenty
of material available to convince anyone
who carced that communism was a
human calamity in cvery country on
which it had been visited. People with
an abi vy to imagince catastrophe—such
as George Orwell who saw only a bit ot
what he so profoundly understood, or
more recently Simon Leys of whom the
same can be said—understood this
material. They were not thanked for it at
the time.

Certainly, for a very long time not
cveryo  was convineed; indeed many
reserved their hatred not for a system of
rule responsible for so much unmitigated
tragedy, but for those who sought to
expose that system, and thought it

important to do so. Lhave often
wondered why.

HAVE NO Pypusian explanation for why
what was obvious to any ordinary Polish
peasant was calumny to so many
eminent Western thinkers. Instead
1 would venture a charitable explanation,
which is, 1 confess, ‘wildly speculative’
and cven if true could only be partial: in
Australia, at least, radical and systematic









Society (1988). But he misses the complex
picture that Brown develops. For Marr
everything is summed up under the rubric
of repression, what he calls ‘the moral
heroism of saying no to sex’. He argues that
this creates a deep Christian fear of
sensuality and pleasure of any sort. This, he
says, has led Christianity to be particularly
hard on homosexuality as well as all sexual
expression outside marriage.

While there is considerable truth in this,
Brown suggests a lot more nuance:

It is not sufficient to talk of the rise of
Christianity in the Roman world in terms
of a shift from a less repressive to a morce
repressive society. What was at stake was
a subtle change in the perception of the
body itself. The men and women of later
centuries were not only hedged around
with a diffcrent and more exacting sct of
prohibitions. They had also come to see
their bodies in a different light. {Brown,
pp29-30)

For the carly Christians, chastity
symbolised an experience of transcendent
freedom from carthly ties. It was a way of
emulating the angels, of recovering to the
pristine state of purity before Adam’'s fall.
They were sure that the end of the world
was nigh and the kingdom of God was just
around the corner, from whence a ‘new
creation’ would arise and the human body
would be possessed by the Spirit.

While I would be the first to agree with
Marr that the results of these attitudes have
been parlous for many, they do need to be
scen within their cultural and historical
context. The High Price of Heaven would
have been much stronger if it had acknowl-
edged that context and argued that it was
precisely these past conceptions that the
repressive Catholic authoritarians of today
were trying to maintain.

Marr argues that the churches, as
inheritors of a compromised tradition, act
as the primary agents of repression in
Australian society. He examines this claim
in relationship to issues such as censorship,
euthanasia, homosexuality and drug law
reform. The recent Vatican intervention to
force the closure of a safe injecting room at
the Sisters of Charity’s St Vincent's Hospital
in Sydney gives some weight to his
argument.

I said that Marr created brilliant
character sketches. It is to some of these
‘characters’ that I will now turn.

The first is Dr George Pell, Archbishop
of Melbourne. Marr says that Archbishop
Pell ‘is hard on freedom’. He quotes the

Archbishop assaying that ‘Catholic teachers
should stop talking about the primacy of
conscience. This has never been Catholic
teaching’, and, according to Archbishop Pell,
‘rests squarely on the fallacy of overwhelm-
ing natural virtue. All you have to do to
fulfil yourself is to follow your natural
instincts.’

Asitstands, Pell’s view is hard to square
with the Catechism of the Catholic Church
{Paragraph 1778) which says: ‘In all that he
says and does, man is obliged to follow
faithfully what he knows to be just and
right. Itis by the judgment of his conscience
that man pcrceives and recogniscs the
prescriptions of the divine law.” The
Catechism then goes on toquote John Henry
Newman, sayingin part that’Conscicnce is
the aboriginal Vicar of Christ’. This merely
re-states along Catholic tradition of frecdom
of conscience. The Catholic tradition says
that a person is bound to follow ¢ven an
crroneous conscience. Again, as Newman
says in the Apologia, in the context of his
conversion: ‘I have always contended that
obedience ever to an erring conscience was
the way to gain light.’

In contrast, Pell’s emphasis is almost
exclusively on authority, especially papal
authority. He equates any assertion of
freedom of conscience with a kind of radical
liberty to form moral opinions without any
reference to an outside authority. However,
his positionis not typical of the mainstream
Catholic moral tradition. That is why
I warned earlier that Marrneeds to be careful

when he takes Archbishop Pell as
typical of mainstream Catholicism.

AN()THER ofF Magrr’s Catholic ‘charac-

ters’ is Senator Brian Harradinc. He details
Harradine’s role in censorship and
opposition to pornography in Australia and
comments that if ‘we are to make sense of
what’s going on in Australia regarding these
issues we have to learn to listen to the old
Puritan arguments thatlinger ... behind the
secularlanguage’. In other words, the whole
Harradine argument is essentially
theological. It is really about preventing
the experience of what Catholic moral
theology used to call ‘venereal pleasure’
anywhere outside the context of marriage.

Marr argues that Harradine has devoted
his long politieal career to furthering what
he variously calls ‘the minority positions of
hisfaith’ and ‘the demands’ of his ‘Catholic
God’. It is not about ‘freedom of choice but
freedom from sin’. This is probably true,
but the difficulty again is that Harradine
himselfisinmany waysaminority Catholic
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in a much bigger Catholic Church.
Oftentimes he represents the emphases of
the theology of a past age.

One of the most interesting issucs Marr
raises is the question of the church and
industrial relations. This is an important
and practical issue because the Catholic
Church, with its network of schools,
hospitals and other institutions, is now the
largest employer in Australia after the
federal government. This raises the
question: is everyone employed by the
church ‘engaged in propagating religion’ as
Marr puts it? If they are, then what if they
arc in de facto relationships, or arc
homoscxual or lesbian, or unmarried
mothers, or remarried divorcees? ‘If they
are [propagating religion], religious rules
apply to their employment. If they're not,
then they may have secular protection of

> law against church bigotry.’

It is clear to me that people merely
workingfor church institutions as cleaners,
cooks, receptionists or accountants arc
simply employces doing a job. Certainly, a
Christian  >roach might be asked of them
through some form of ‘mission statement’,
but nothing more. The church has no right
tointerferein their private lives nor demand
that they live according to rules demanded
of those who work in ministry. Ministry
does not flow from mere employment by
the churceh, rather from spiritual gifts and
ceclestal call. One is gifted by God to carry
out the work and called and authorised by
the church community to do the ministry.
As John Collins has shown so well in his
Are All Christians Ministers? (to which
question heanswers ‘no’), ministry involves
training, lcadcership and an intimate
identification with the sanctifying
personhood of Christ.

The issuc becomes more difficult in the
casc of teachers in Catholic schools, where
a demand could be made that all teachers
accept the essentially Catcholic ethos of the
school. Teis hard to spell this out in practice
but when you experience it you know it is
therc. T have always held that the key
teachers in the school need to be practising
Christians or cven, specitically, Catholics,
especially in the key roles of Principal and
Religious Education Co-ordinator. Marrsees
this as unjust because it means that other
teachers in the system cannot aspire to
these jobs.

The High Price of Heaven is a very
personal book, and 0 a very 'Svdney’
book. Becausce it is written with passion it
sometimes outstrips its evidence and gets
carricd away. Butitis well worth reading, if
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only because it highlights the influence of
asmall group of unrepresentative individu-
als on the social agenda of Australia.
Marr spcaks honestly of his desire to
belong to a church community and of his
own period of Christian commitment. But
in the end he was repulsed by the emphasis
on guilt and shame and says ‘it’s left me
unable to forgive those Christians who are

still at work, inflicting misery’. While he
1 ght find that most Catholics these days
have changedradically, the book is a timely
reminder to those of us who are comfortable
with faith that the very institution we value
can for same people be very destructive

Paul Collins msc is a pricst, writer and
broadcaster.
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Politics out of coir

URING THE LATE ‘80s and ’90s, the
majority on the High Court adopted a
‘dynamic’ approach to the development of
the common law and interpretation of
constitutional guestions. Simultancously
they adopted of policy of transparency in
relation to judicial creativity. As Chicf
Justice Sir Anthony Mason put it:

Because policy-oriented interpretation
exposes underlying values for debate it
would enhance the open character of the
judicial decision-making process and
promote legal reasoning that is more
comprchensible and persuasive to socicty
as a whole.

Prior to this, a doctrine of ‘strict legalism’
(or legal literalism) had masked the under-
lying assumptions and values affecting the
Court’s decisions.

The Mason Court'’s concern to uncloak
the decision-making process was designed
to cnhance the public’s understanding of its
work and confidence inits processes. Mason
and others recognised that such trans-
parency also exposced it to fair and unfair
criticism. They got plenty of both sorts, but
particularly the latter, especially during
the Mabo and Wik debates.

Giventhedynamism of the Court’s work
during the Mason-Brennan period, the
significancce of the debate concerning the
limits of judicial activism, and the seductive
title of David Solomon’s study, T had
anticipated a critical analysis of the sca
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change which the Court brought about in
recent times. After all, Solomon has spent
many years as a journalist watching the
High Court and studying its members, so
I had hoped for insights into the internal
dynamics of the Court. On both counts
[ was disappointed.

Helen Garner hasremarked that a writer
should be granted theright to his orherown
material. There is an element of unfairness
m criticising authors because they have not
written the books which the critic would
write or wish to recad. Nevertheless, if a
book on the High Court’s political impact
fails adequately toaddress a critical political
and jurisprudential issuc concerning the
Court’s methodology, one which dircectly
affects the very subject matter of his study,
then the author cannot shield himself from
criticism behind his subjective agenda.

So what does Solomon give us? The
book divides into three parts: an intro-
duction; a consideration of ‘prablem arcas’
(native  tle, tax, environment, federalism,
interstate trade, etce.), and ‘institutions’ jor
the relationship between the Coure, the
parliament and the political mainstream).
In these he gives us a history of the
significant cases dealing with these various
issues. Solomon knows his constitutional
case law and is able to explain the decisions
in terms which an intelligent layperson
would understand readily.

Where I think the book fails is in the
analysis ot how and why the Court came to









and Ahmed (1968, the last play in Vol. 2)
and The Front Room Boys (1969, Vol. 3).

But the most interesting of these plays
to re-read today are Rodncy Milgate's
A Refined Look at Existence (1966} and
John Romeril’s Chicago, Chicago [1969),
both of which appear in Volume 3. They
were way ahead of their time in form and
style and outward-looking in their aspect,
although only the latter has had a recent
revival of sufficient potency and insight
(David Pledger’s 1998 adaptation for Not
Yet It's Difficult) to realise its late 1960s
potential. The extent to which American-
style political machinations and clection
propaganda have superseded, in recent years,
the idealised ‘Australian style” of politics,
has made Chicago, Chicago’s prescient
warnings more resonant today than they
might have been in 1969, when we still
believed the dream of Don’s Party would
come truc at the next election.

While Romeril looked to Amecrica for
his source, Milgate looked to classical Greelk
tragedy for his in the bizarre marriage of
Euripides, Pinter and fonesco, rock 'n’ roll,
commercial hype and religious revivalism
that was A Refined Look at Existence.
Interestingly, it was this part-time
playwright (Milgate was also a painter and
poet) who had as much influence as any of
the Sydney writers represented here upon
the iconoclastic style and content of the so-
called New Wave of Australian drama that
was to follow in the last years of the '60s
and the early '70s.

But before launching into the New Wave,
a third preoccupation of the ‘60s’ play-
wrights nceds to be mentioned—their love
of language.

In many of these plays, words are the
predominant tool of the dramaturgy.
Speechless, inactive characters (like Hoth
Yuk in Private Yuk or Jacko in The Front
Room Boys) suddenly wax lyrical and
become active—once they have articulated
their inner feelings—only to be plunged
into war or ostracism. Tommy Docherty is
at pains to ensure his daughter Joycce can
spell the name of the communist candidate
Sharkey properly (in This Old Man), but
when the police arrive they flee, leaving the
pathetic ‘Shakey’ scrawled in chalk on the
Redfern streetscape. Likewise, Laurie's
rambling odes to a forgotten past in the
same play and Ahmed’s unnaturally formal
speech (in Norm and Ahmed) signal their
outsider status and lead to thecir doom.
Verbal debates also proliferate, most
prominently those between Henry and Tony
McKay in Private Yuk or Penthouse and

Donny (Milgate’s latter-day Pentheus and
Dionysus] in A Refined Look. One is left
with a powerful sense of the word as deed.
As Belly Cadmush says carly in
A Refined Look, ‘Language is not commu-
nication’ [Vol. 3, p12}; but this is countered
soon after by the Greek Zeus figure, Jovey
Smith’s T'm telling you all this because
I nced desperately to be understood’ (p19).
So the talk gocs on and on ... and, so often,
little happens and no-one is understood.
But, beside the language of disillusion
and non-communication, there are also
poctry and heightened imagistic speech.
Some of Hewett’s characters quote from
‘The Lady of Shalott’ and ‘Bannerman of
the Dandenong’, but others forge poetry
from the banal utterances of everyday
speech. Bill Reed’s defeated explorers in
Burke's Company can find heightened
expression in their mouths when they can
scarcely summon action from their
cxhausted bodies, the young idealist John
King especially, as when he responds to
Wills” urgent plea to get a rake to uncover
the buried box of provisions and lctters at
Cooper’s Creck: ‘Yes, yes, the rake. T'H get
the rake, Mr Wills, sir. U1l ... T'll get the
rake! U'll get the rake! You'll find it here
within my hands.’ {Vol. 3, p85). This play
remains as moving toread today as it was to
see in 1968, precisely becausce of

the power of its words.

ACTI()N CamE TO EQUATE to deed more
vigorously in the New Wave plays of the
1970s, especially those in Volume 1 (all
drawn from the brief period 1970-72). While
the volume opener’s The Legend of King
O’Malley (by Michael Boddy and Bob Ellis,
1970} might still be rooted in the verbal-
debatestructure of some of its predecessors,
notably Milgate, this widely toured and
much-revived harbinger of the Sydney New
Wave is still action- and character-driven
and even its debate is couched in the forms
of vaudeville, song and dance and the ribald
satire that characterised at least one strain
of the enduring appeal for a decade and a
half of the Nimrod Theatre, whose life was
arguably spawned by this landmark show.

This volume would suggest that the
New Wavce's gestation in Melbourne
occurred in more modest circumstances,
especially given the absence of the APG's
equally vigorous Marvellous Melbourne.
The plays that follow King O'Malley arc
short picces by Alma De Groen (The Joss
Adams Show, about apost-natally depressed
mother who kills her baby}and John Romenl
(Mrs Thally F, whose abused wife Vonnie
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kills two husbands with rat poison} and
then Jack Hibberd's quintessential and
much-revived 1972 monodrama, A Stretch
of the Imagination. The other play in
Volume 1 is David Williamson’s The
Removalists, first produced in Mclbourne
in 1971 but frequently revived since. This
is the only naturalistic play in a volume
otherwise devoted to experiments in epic
and presentational form.

Plays of the 70s, Volume 2, offers the
most interesting selection of all, revealing
the increasingly divergent interests of our
playwrights—and the increasing diversity
of the playwrights themselves. First up is
Peter Kenna's A Hard God, dating from
1973, thisis more like a play of the 1960s (it
issetin 1946)inits critique of the stultifying
effects of the past {here, the Catholic
Church) but in its lightly encoded explora-
tion of homoscxuality [the ‘furtive love’ of
alater Kenna playl it is also tip-tocing into
the territory of new-wave values. The
ubiquitous Buzo’s Coralie Lansdowne Says
No (when she really meant yes, afeer all) is
unambiguously into new-wave life-values.

It both of these take up residence in
what Brisbhane calls the domestic sphere, so
too does Jim McNeil’s surprisingly gentle
How Does Your Garden Grow, premicred
in 1974. WhileLam not as strongly persuaded
as Brisbane that prison drama is such a
prominent Australian sub-genre, this play
does fit neatly into the collection in the
way that inmates Mick, Sam and the
transvestite Brendaare, ina sense, practising
a kind of new wave, unsanctioned, furtive
love initself (like Kenna’s Joe and Jack) and
at the same time practising forreal life {like
Coralie). The revelation that Mick’s future
‘outside’ lies in the arms of the ‘mannishly’
dressed but clearly liberated {though
unnamed) ‘Woman' is a fascinating twist.

The final play is Robert Merritt’s The
Cake Man, rightly included as the first play
by anindigenous playwright to makeitinto
the mainstream professional theatre. This
play about life on the Aboriginal mission at
Nowrain the 1950s is yet another chronicle
of dashed ideals, but its national and inter-
national tours after its Sydney premiere in
1975 gotissues of Aboriginal health, welfare
and rights on to the national theatre agenda
in a way that no other play had donc
previously.

Curreney isdoingus all a great favour in
reviving (at least in print] the repertoire of
our past.

Geoffrey Milne is hcad of theatre and drama
at La Trobe University.
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