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Javen havoc

N Novemier, Parliament passed legislation affecting asylum
scekers. During the debate in the House of Representatives,
notes passcd across the benches recording the progress in a test
match; finally, the Prime Minister announced that Australia
had defeated Pakistan.

The same day, I was talking with two asylum sceckers who
were related to one another. They secemed uninterested in the
cricket. One had been granted protection, and hoped soon to be
recunited with his wite and family. The other had arrived a few
days later; the dateline of the legislation meant that even if she
won asylum, she would not sce her hushand and children for at
least five years. She feared for their safety and the effects of
long separation.

The Minister for Immigration had secured bipartisan
support for the legislation by an energetic campaign in which
he spoke constantly of the boatloads of asylum seckers who
had arrived recently, and warned of a flood of people waiting to
embark. The me  a picked up the images they were fed: images
of the invasion of Australian shores, of criminality, of
wealthy Indonesian middlemen operating with impunity and
of an alicn horde, variously described as Tragi, Afghan and
Middle Eastern, plotting brazenly to break our laws and jump
OUT qUCUCS.

The media also carricd reflective articles refuting this
simplistic rhetoric, pointing out that Australia received
comparatively tew asylum seekers by world standards, that
people came to Australia as a last resort after being forced out
of other countries, that most Afghan and Tragi asylum seekers
were granted asylum becausce of the fearful persecution which
they had encountered in their own countries, and that the
majority of those living and working unlawfully in Australia
were British or American visitors who had stayed beyond the
cxpiration of their visas. This message, however, was not heard.
It was the Government that was heard, and its reception
expressed itself in xenophobia. On talkback radio, callers were
alarmed at the risk of contamination, and suggested that boats
be sunk while still at sca.

In such a climate it is not surprising that brutal legislation
should be summarily passed with the agreement of both major
partics. Its most publicised provision was to restrict asylum
scekers to temporary residence for three years, after which they
would have to apply for protection again. They would not be
able to bring out spouses or children for at least five years.

The Border Protection Legislation Amendment Bill had
other dramatic features: notably the licence to board boats and
arrest acroplanes. But the technical changes which restrict the
categories of people who can claim asylum are of much greater
concern. The Bill excludes people who could have tried to enter
another country which may have offered them protection. It
also excludes those who have spent more than seven days in a
country that co | offer them protection, and those who have
nationality in a cou vy other than that from which they have
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fled. These people are exc  ded from applying for asylum, and
arc to be deported as soon as practicable.

The Bill justifies these changes on the grounds that they
will prevent forum shopping—the attempt to choose the country
in which to apply for asylum. Why it should be illegitimate to
attempt to choose is not explained. Its practical effect may be
to allow immigration officers to make their own judgments
about whether people can find protection clsewhere, and to
remove them without any possibility of appeal. The provisions
of the Bill form a scedbed for administrative severity.

Meanwhile, in the harsh climate for refugees, the Minister
for Immigration did not apologisc for the new detention centre
at Woomera. He proclaimed that it was not a holiday camp,
that it would not have air conditioning. Its isolation would
prevent escape, and potential escapees were warned that they
might die in the desert. Any pretence that detention of asylum
scekers is anything other than punitive incarceration has
now been dropped. Australia has resurrccted an old practice—
the transportation of unde  ables. This new regime of transpor-
tation, however, is different: it is internal, and transportation
is not preceded by a trial to establish that only the guilty arc
punished. In November, t¢  the refugees who had been received
from East Timor were 1t~ der pressure to return to East Timor
in time for the monsoon season. 1y were to be given rice and
blue plastic to prepare them for their return. Many werc

hesitant, for the NGOs had yet to provide shelter from
the monsoon rains. Blue plastic offers little protection.

-v -VHAT TO MAKE OF ALL THis? If you feel a little ashamed, you're

in good international cc pany. For what is being donc in
Australia echoes the  rsher attitudes to refugees prevailing in
other developed countries. There are no grounds for believing
that compassion will return soon to refugee policy. But in the
longer term this shameful treatment of refugees points to a
contradiction that will need once day to be resolved. On the one
hand, the governments of Australia and Europe endorse populist
policies that exclude the entry of alicns. On the other hand,
demographers and business leaders recognise that immigrants
arc nceded to sustain an ageing and infertile population. Finally,
sclf-interest will dictate a more intelligent policy. When
humane sense returns to the politics of immigration, it may
well recognise that refugees are the most resilient and
resourccful of immigrants.

But if that offers hope, it is a hope for the future. In the
meantime, asylum seekers in Australia are matched in tests
against an opponent who changes the laws to ensure that foreign
bowlers will be calle ‘or chucking, and that foreign batsmen
will be forced to play tippety run. Once we might have said
that this was not cricket.

Andrew Hai
Melbourne.

“‘on sy teaches at the United Faculty of Theol v,






Ethics up in
smoke

From Geeta Singh

On its website, BT Financial Group
states that it is a proud sponsor of The
Centre for Independent Studies (CIS),
a leading independent think-tank.
Well, that may be so, but this alliance
has produced the idea of ‘sponsored
independence’! This oxymoron should
both amuse and disappoint those who
believe in the protection of intellectual
freedom.

Corporate sector-funded think-
tanks are a growth industry; however,
CIS’s simultancous claim to bhoth
independence and corporate support is
almost bizarre. Take another cosy
sponsorship arrangement: in 1998 it
was widely reported by the media that
Phillip Morris had sponsored the
Liberal Party’s national conference in
Brisbanec. It must be applauded that at
least there was one member of the
party who decided to boycott this
event. In the US, the tobacco industry
has long been associated with buying
political favours via donations,
sponsorships and community largesse
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designed to thwart anti-tobacco
legislation. In fact, it has been shown
to be the leading donor to US political
campaigns. Are we following suit?
What are the implications of these
arrangements?

In the first casc, we might ass  1e
that, as long as the sponsorship deal
stands, the BT Financial Group is
unlikely to get anegative comment in
any study that may be conducted by
the CIS. In the second case, perhaps
onc thing could be guaranteed—in that
particular conference at least, the
Liberals would not have taken any
stance against the tobacco industry.
Furthermore, it raises a scrious
question: is the tobacco industry’s
sponsorship affecting our current
Federal Government’s tobacco control
policy-making?

These are not isolated cases. There
are many instances which suggest that
the ‘cash-for-comment’ {or ‘cash-for-
no-comment’} syndrome may be
ceroding arcas of public policy
research and determining the real
‘degree of independence’ of it pend-
ent studies.

However, it is hcartening to
occasionally scc a stand taken against
such practices. In ‘Sponsors Warn
Academic to Keep Quict’ (Campus
Review, 10-16 Fcbruary 1999), the
Vice-Chancellor of the University of
South Australia decided to uphold the
notion of academic freedom at the risk
of losing research funding and
promotional support. But, in our
universities’ new battle of bottom-line
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and academic freedom, will the latter

always be the winner! We can only
hope so.

Geetal :h

Bundoora, VIC

True
humility

From John F. Haughey
There are things that T can imagine and
there are things that I cannot imaginc.

I can imagine Jesus washing the
feet of the Sisters of Charity, and I can
imagine the Sisters humbly protesting
as He did it.

[ cannot imagine the Congregation
for the Doctrinc of the Faith washing
the fecet of the Sisters; but I can
imagine the result if it did. The Sisters
would be in intensive care, suffering
from shock; but Church reform would
have begun.

John Hav ey
Toorak, VIC

Make an
omega point
From G.R. Fallon
Thirty-plus ycars have passed since

I began discovering the Cosmic
Christology and Christic Cosmology
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of Pierre Teilhard de Chardin. So I was
pleasced to note your recent reference
to that Jesuit priest and palaeontolo-
gist who has influenced my life so
much [Eureka Street, November
1999, p4).

While I have not yet had a chance
to access her new book, Dragon Bones,
other writers suggest that Teilhard’s
involvement in the discovery of
Pcking Man was morc significant than
Penny van Qosterzee apparently
indicates. Also, considering how
deeply Teilhard mourned the untimely
death in 1934 of Davidson Black—
loved ‘more than a brother'—they
seem to have becen more than
‘occasional companions’ (Teilhard de
Chardin: A Biography, Robert
Speaight, p195; Spirit of Fire: The Life
and Vision of Teilliard de Chardin,
Ursula King, p158).

Indeed, Teilhard’s mourning for
Davidson Black has been likened to
that of Tennyson for Arthur Hallam'’s
death in 1833, immortalised in his
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great elegy In Memoriam (1850}
Described by T.S. Eliot as a poem of
‘poor’  faith, it nceded to be
reconsidered in cosmic context or in
the light of Teilhard’s work which, as
Arnold Toynbee said, ‘gives our
genceration the comprehensive view it
sorely needs’ (The Continuous Flame:
Teilhard in the Great Traditions,
H.]. Cargas).

In fact, on the verge of the third
millennium of the Christian era, we
would surely do well to consider to
what extent Teilhard made it possible
for Pope John II to restore Christ to his
ancicent ‘status’ as the Pantocrator—
Lord of the Cosmos, Lord of Time,
Lord of History (Tertio Millennio
Adveniente).

Indeed, in the first words of his
encyclical {Redemptor Hominis) in
1979, the Holy Father proclaimed that
the Redeemer of mankind, Jesus
Christ, is also the centre of the
universe and of history, which extends
from the beginning (15 billion years
ago?) to the end of time.

Never lost in Eastern Christianity,
‘this cnlarged perspective is at last
beginning to gain currency in Western
consciousness as wcell, especially as a
result of the work of Teilhard de
Chardin’ (Introduction to Christian-
ity, ]. Ratzinger, p152).

G.R. Fallon
Woody Point, QLD

Unbhea thy
situation

From Ken O'Hara

How tragic that our Ministers of
Health scem unable to advancce
anything better than miserable
Federal/State wrangling on the
hospital crisis, now hurtling from
bad to worse.

Blind Freddie can sce that the only
solution is more money across the
board, and, in the final analysis, this
can only come from the public.

Now we all fork out to buy our
cars, houses and furniture, computers,
TVs and music systems, etc. ete. ad
infinitum, so why should we expect
our basic hospital care to be available
almost ‘free’, with the existing
Medicare levy only providing eight per
cent?

Isn’t this what our governments
should be solving, to ensure the
highest possible hospital care to
everyonc needing it, everywhere?

Ken O’Hara
Gerringong, NSW
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RIL‘ARD() was 22 weeks when he was still-
born. His father spent two hours alone with
him in the hospital room. Then his body
was wrapped in scrvi ¢-size white cloths
and he was taken to the morgue.

Tom rang me to ask if T could do a
funcral. He didn’t want to involve funeral
directors. He wanted to pick up the body
himself, take it to St Canice’s and have
some prayers said with his wife, Alicia, and
some family and friends. Then we would
take the coffin in his car to the crematorium.

I told him that T was sure he could do
this, little knowing how difficult it
would be. Tom later told me
that he had to make many
telephone calls and ended up
talking with the Minister of
Health. The hospital, the
Health Department, the
Crematorium, local councils—
they all had regulations and
procedures for the burial or
cremation of 22-week-old
babies that they were reluctant
to waive. Tom, howcever, is a
merchant banker and he can
work a phone. He was sure
about what h¢ wanted and
managed to get the necessary
permissions.

He arrived to pick me up at
St Canice’s with Alicia in the
back seat. The shocbox-sized white coffin
was on the front seat, a miniature in every
way right down to the small cross on the
lid. Alicia appeared utterly disconsolate.
She waited with two friends at the church
while Tom and I drove to the Women's
Hospital in Randwick, the coffin now on
my lap. When we got out of the under-
ground car park, Tom:  at the coffin under
his arm and we walkea to the lifts. Others
joined us in the lift and I wondered if they
knew what Tom was carrying,.

We had trouble finding the morgue and
arrived drenched with rain. Inside was cold
and shiny steel. The assistant drew open
the chamber. I was reluctant to unwrap the
little bundle, not knowing what to expect.
Tom knew his son and with great care and
love unwrapped the cloths and there was
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Ricardo. I could only see the seepage and
the redness of the tiny body, but Tom saw
Ricardo. I said the vigil prayers for the
deceased and Tom carefully wrapped the
body in the cloths and placedit in the coffin
together with some momentos. Then he
screwed the lid on and we walked through
the rain to the lift. Tom walked so
purposctully through the crowded hospital,
the coffin under his arm. I felt proud to be
walking beside him. We laid the coffin on
the altar in the ehurch, lit the Easter candle
and gathered as friends in prayer. At the
crematorium Alicia, Tom and I relcased his
body into the furnace.

Laterin the week I wentover to see Tom
and Alicia in their home. Alicia was still
drained. Their once consolation was Sarah,
their first-born, who was playing on the
floor. Tom knows that not cvery
parent would have been able to
negotiate the hurdles placed in
front of him simply because he
wanted to do his son’s funeral
himsclf. He wants to help change
the burcaucracy so that the choice
is available for all parents to be
able to do what he did.

Last week Caitlin came tosee
me. Ten months ago she became
pregnant and then had the baby
aborted. The baby would have
been due about the time she came
to see me. Her body still knew
that the time had come and she
was grieving the baby that would
not be born. She had agreed with
her boyfriend that they could not
manage with a child. They had just arrived
in Australia from New Zealand and had no
work and no place to stay. She wasn’t
regretting their decision. She isnow married
to her boyfriend and has a good job. Her
body has its own history, however, and its
own time.

1 was moved by her. She was listening to
and honouring her body and at the same
time accepted her choice. Ilit a candle, put
on a stole, laid my hands on her head and
anointed her forehead and the palms of her
hands.

This morning I visited Molly whosc
mind is wandering and who is very old. She
isin anursing home. [ knew she had one son
and asked her how many other children she
had. “Two,” she said. ‘One was difficult and
dicd at birth.” T looked at this old woman
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with her sagging shoulders and wrinkled
skinand wondered at this sacred knowledge
that she still held. She had entrusted this
knowledge of her child to me and now I was
a custodian of that knowledge, just as T am
a custodian of the knowledge of tiny Ricardo
and of Caitlin’s unborn child.

—Steve Si )

Sa e as hous s

IN]IZL‘TINC prUG UsE has always involved
the threat of death. A decade ago, it was
widelv believed that HIV infection was the
mo  significant health conscquence
associated with drug addiction since the
invention of the hypodermic syringe in the
19th century. Drastic measures, such as the
introduction of ncedle and syringe
exchanges, were implemented to prevent
the ansmission of HIV, and its low
prevalence among Australian injecting
druguscrsisoftenattributed to the public
policy responscs which have been
articulated in successive national HIV/
AIDS strategies.

Despite the prevention of HIV trans-
mis m, injecting drug uscrs arce dying in
unp cedented numbers in Australia, with
the number of deaths from drug overdoses
in Victoria now approaching the state’s
roadtoll. Once again it is contended that
remedyingadesperate situation will require
drastic measures, with proposals tor the
development of safe injecting houses being
supported by the state governments in both
Victoria and New South Wales.

1 ecrestingly, some of the criticisms of
safe 1njecting houses are similar to those
which emerged a decade ago over necdle
and syringe exchanges and which evidence
now suggests were unfounded fears. For
example, the common objection that needle
and syringe exchange programs act as a
disincentive to treatment is not supported
by the evidence, which suggests that some
contact with cxchange programs may
actually facilitate the movement of injecting
drug uscrs into treatment. Nor is there any
evidence to support claims that making
needles and syringes available encouraged
the uptake of injecting behaviour in the
first place.

Opponents of safe injecting houses have
often advocated drug treatment as the only






from the woman at the centre of the
controversy. The woman, whose identity
remains a closely guarded secret, wrote
that her action in bringing charges to the
tribunal was not about vengeance or
destroying the bishop, but ‘[t]o open the
door for others to walk through’.

Newcastle Bishop Roger Herft (in whose
diocese the woman resides) also entered the
fray in defence of vietims of abuse who find
courage to come forward. ‘Time ceases to
be relevant as the pain and loss of trust
hetrayed takes its toll,” Bishop Herft wrote.
‘For Church commentators and theologians
to demand mercy and forgiveness without
considering the brokenness that has been
caused to the exploited human person is to
make forgiveness trite and cheap.’

Bishop Browning was hopeful that the
misgivings of 21 clergy and 27 lay
representatives of synod who voted against
his return would be overcome. He was
confident that diocesan unity could triumph
over fears that his leadership had been
morally compromised for some groups.

B-  questions remain over whether
church structures can or should accommo-
date this modcl of forgiveness and
reconciliation. Can Bishop Browning's epis-
copal leadership remain a focus of unity
following the controversy, and how will it
affect pastoral situations he

fir ~ himself in with both -

clergy andlaity in the future? -~

Meanwhile, church revi- //y

sionists are busy pondering ~<,_/1//

the problems of the institu- J

tion’s capacity to respond to L\S

relational procedures of ({ ¥

restitution and f riveness. ,

The dispute takes place in P’VJ

the shadow of February’'s .

election for a new Primate '

following Dr Keith Rayner’s - A\

retirement in November

1999. Nosingle candidate has

clearly emerged from the

ranks of diocesan bishops

eligible for the position of

Anglican Primate, but both

Bishop Browning and Bishop

Herft had been mooted as .

strong contenders with the <

NSW/ACT church metro- —/N\\

politan area next in line for e K

the primacy. o
Bishop Browning has ( f

taken up sone episcopal

duties and expects to be back _

atwork full-time by February. # "

—Maggie lass
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Regions at the
margin

T—[E PARTICIPANTS at the Federal Govern-
ment’s Regional Australia Summit left the
three-day conference punching the air and
chanting positive mantras. Behind them
were some confusing messages and
headlines ...’ Can Do Communities’, ‘Rural
lag out of our hands says Deputy PM’,
‘Globalisation good for the bush says
business leader’. Senator Brownhill’s
newsletter stated that ‘there is simply not
enough money in Government coffers to
provide financial support at a level that
alleviates the pressures on many regional
towns and citics.” Summit obscrvers were
confused about the mix of hope and despair—
has the Federal Government given up on
the regions or does it simply not care!
The Summit was a direct result of One
Nation’s decimation of the Federal National
Party, and general rural disenchantment.
Deputy Prime Minister and self-proclaimed
‘Minister for the Bush’, John Anderson,
announced the summit mid year. In
October, a selected audience of 200 people
met in Canberra to address 12 areas of
concern in the general categories of public
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infrastructure, community well-being,
commercial opportunitics and sustair e
resource manageiment,

Potentially, it was a good opportunity,
but the result was predictable. Session
leaders had been preappointed, debate was
stifled and dissent non-existent. Critics of
the summit communique believed it to be
idec  jically basced and supportive of the
party linc—that is, that ‘... the regions are
tob ne because of their lack of get up and
go ... and if only they can develop a positive
attitude, all will be well’

ical of those wan g a seat at the
summit to submit their ideas on regional
rejuvenation is a loose-knit group known as
CENTROC (Central West Regional
Org isation of Councils), 14 local govern-
ment authorities in Central West of NSW.
[ts submission detailed the European
Union’s approach to its regions: gov -
ment intervention, infrastructure funding,
keeping people on their farms by rcwarding
them financially for environmental and
heritage work and moving into new
products. The key to Europe’s positive
message in caring for its regions is based on
a spiritual and moral commitment to
improving the lot of economically depressed
areas. Supportive policies and actions have
followed with a de-politicisation of
the regional development
mechanisms and an elimi-

nation of pork-barrelling. A

strong regulatory environ-

ment requires companies to

work to a triple bottom line:

good for profits, good for the
community and good for the
environment. The EU’s
pronounceiments are strongly

based on notions of the
common good and we could

learn much from their
statement that ‘growing
economic disparity between

city and region does not bode

well for Europe as a whole’.

A fcature of the summit

was the announcement of

the philanthropic trust.
However, the solitary dona-

tion of $1 million by the

Sidney Myer Foundation

0 coupled with the Federal

- Government’s cajoling, has
not yet been able to encour-
agefurtherprivate enterprisc

j contributions. The greater
disappointment derives

id from the perception that















clear physical distance; but the ensuing
discussion invariably seemed genial and
informal on both sides.

Buddhism has penetrated only
patchily into the higher hills and forests,
inhabited by the minorities who mostly
pre-date the arrival of the lowland Lao.
In Padu village, among the Ta Oy
people, the gathering place for meceting
and ritual is a clearing in the primeval
forest in which the five constituent
hamlets are scattered. In the hecadman'’s
house, where we were entertained,
vessels hung in cach corner to host the
spirits protecting the house and family,
and carved posts between the houses
marked the spots where buffalo are
tethcred for ritual slaughter at New
Year.

Communities like this are easily
characterised as ‘primitive’ or, only
slightly better, ‘hill tribes’, but the Ta Oy
pecople secem to have a far wider
knowledge of the world outside than
many of thosc closer to both the tarmac
and information highways. This is the
heart of the Ho Chi Minh Trail country,
and many of the older men had both
military and general education in
Vietnamese citics.

Since the war, the dearth of arable
land here has forced many families to go
in scarch of seasonal work in the coffee
plantations of the Bolovens Plateau, or
on the Mekong plain and, unusually for
the minority areas, both women and men
speak Lao fluently. Hospitality is very
readily offered, but in the casc of food, is
best declined, as most families live most
of the year on the edge of hunger. In the
end, though, our hosts insisted on
supplementing the food we had brought
ourselves with a vast bowl of bamboo
shoots, freshly cut in the forest.

The forest yields much else besides;
as we wallked up to the newly cleared rice
fields, the first project we’d supported in
this area, we passed one inhabitant
holding something like a small goanna,
which would make its way to the pot by
nightfall. A little further on stood a father
holding a small child in a sling; around
the two-year-old’s ankle was a string of
silver coins, which on closer inspection,
showed the legend ‘Indochine Frangaise
1938".

Mark Deasey is a Community Aid
Abroad Program Co-ordinator.

After Twenty Years

It’s hard work, maintaining a rainbow.

Flies, for instance, who would have costed-in
those little irritating familiars?

Though everyone knows (after the event)
that they invade anything

and a rainbow isn’t exempt—

it’s a free slide.

Then there is the business of reflections.

The double-rainbow glimpsed then and now
and remembered back from the best positions—
on Mount Agung, or that time down the canyon
of 42nd Street with the air so suddenly clean
and rinsed as if we were not only forgiven

but blessed.

Reflections, though, have poison tips

to their arrows.

The domestic rainbow is wonderful enough
perhaps even for the twentieth time

but comes that moment when the knives tear in
screaming ‘Rainbow! Rainbow outside!”

and you don’t shrug

but you don’t move either.

That very evening snails consume your lettucce
and your favourite CD goes silent,

the wonderful Bogart videco skitters out of control
and it is your own hair clogging the downpipe.

Rainbows outlive you, and that’s a problem,
for all their suddenness and their unfamiliarity.
It is true, certain waterfalls project rainbows
like a light switch, but nobody yet

has patented the supermarket model

or cven the boutique variety.

Like marriage, rainbows prepare for a long haul
and many silences. Like silence

they remind you of hard work. And perhaps
you do go outside, after all, brushing away flies.

Thomas Shapcott
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Unevensong

I was inside, listening to the grass
being mowed. The terrier was
attaching itself to the velvet pouffe.
Someone dropped by. The clock chimed
quarterly. Other things happenc

Toast & radio mainly, I think

though

who can be sure in times such as these?
Then the mail arrived. A postcard from
the university, reading ‘am having fun.
You wouldn’t understand’

& it was then that it all came back to me.
This morning [at least, I think today|
brushing my teeth I felt a rattle. Then
quite a twinge. Another tooth gone?
Something in my mouth. Loose. It came
out. It was in a twin-set, it had luggage &

it was my brain
saying [after I'd yelled ‘hey! I need you’
just like a bad script] ‘yeah well, talk is

cheap baby. I'm outta here!” It left me then
& now, well here Tam. Sorry. T do this

—where did you say you were from again?

Dan Disney
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Gravity Moment

Looks like I've fallen down a hole
straight throu, then  dle of the earth.
There are impossibilit  : everywhere. Like

what’s the longest piece of rope?
where’s the nearest McDonald’s? what speed
do feet catch fire? It's  rrifying, I tell you.

Which way’s out, & who forgot the exit signs?
I got time for the deep questions. Why'd
I wag so much Physics? where’s north

from the guts of the earth? did the dog & the roses
& my aunt get fed? what idiot thought
to put a hole here in the first place? did they

find gold or hell? maybe a god? maybe not.
Anyway. Up & down. It’s one & the same really
when you can move towards the light like this.

an Disney






war, and the involvement of the Iranian
Government in the kidnapping of
Westerners in Beirut all secemed to
confirm this reputation.

As the West finally came to sce
beyond the paralysing paramcters of its
own angst, beyond the sense of its
betrayal by a former ally, the Western
media began to document the imposition
of strict moral, social and political codes
upon Iranians themselves, particularly
Iranian women. The belated discovery
that the Iranians had been
the ones who had borne the
brunt of the persecution,
long after the last Western
hostages had gone he ¢, did
little to explain the complex
historical causes of the
revolutionary phenomenon.

The problem was not
that these stories were
reported. Instcad, the
problem was that these
were the only stories that
were reported. The subtlety
of the struggle within
[ranian socicty, between the
secular-nationalist forces
and the clergy, was missed
entirely.

This struggle lics at the
centre of Iranian history. In
the same way that the Islamic
Revolution caught many
analysts by surprisce, failure
to trace the lincage of this
struggle for power continues
to blind many to the reasons
why the reform movement

in Iran will ultimately

succeed or fail.
IN THE 19705, it camc as a

Major surprisc to many in
the West that anyone would
want to overthrow the
Shah. Remembering his
program of modcrnisation,
the Americans in particular
imagined that because they
loved his government, so too
must the Iranian people.
Determined to transform Iran from what
he considered was an old-fashioned and
peasant socicty into a modern Western-
style state, the Shah launched an
ambitious program known as the White
Revolution. Increasing oil revenues were
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Across the Middle
East, governments
and opposition
movements are
watching Iran with
interest, carefully
monitoring who
triumphs in the
battle between
secular and Islamic
forces, between
civil and clerical
society, and
between a
burgeoning young
population and an
old guard whose
conflicts belong to
vesterday.

dirccted towards ending feudalism,
modernising the country’s industrics, and
implementing widespread literacy
programs.

Thesc were noble aims.

But what was achieved came at the
cxpense of social cohesion, and the
conscquence was that the country
became inereasingly polarised. The Shah
ruled his subjects repressively. In
particular, the power of the Shi‘a clergy
was severely circumseribed. Because
Iran was a key Western
ally, the excesses of the
brutal secret police, the
SAVAK, rarely
reported, even as Shi’a
clerics  and  political
opponents alike were
being persecuted. Further,
although land reform was
championed as a policy
benefiting the poor, it
resulted in the richest
families controlling most
of Iranian property.

Repression acted as a
substitute for consulta-
tion, and bred considera-
hle resentment among
Iran’s powerful Shi’a
religious cstablishment.
As a result of his vocal
opposition to reforms over
the property rights of the
clergy and the ceman-
cipation of women, the
Avartollah Khomeini was
cexiled to Turkey and
then Iraq in the 1960s.
Unrest among students
who felt that the Shah's
rcforms had not gonce far
enough, simmered along-
side the frustrations of
Shi’a clerics sceking an
Islamic Government. The
Shah’s agents responded
to both with rencewed
repression.

And thus was the cycle
of alienation enacted. Two
key historical power bases
of Iranian socicty—the students, and the
Shi’a clergy—had been disenfranchised
from a government which had comce to
speak only for its own narrow interests.

It should therefore have been no
surprise at all when the students and the

were
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clergy united in a marriage of conven-
ience to overthrow the Shah. Equally, the
venom with which the revolution was
launched was not some primal Islamic
scream, but an outpouring of resentment
for decades of repression.

Traced to its primary historical
cau s, the Islamic Revolution made
pertect political sense. Just as political
and religious oppression in Israel, Syria
and Egypt have all fostered resentful
subjects, many of whom have turned to
Islam in scarch of a political voice, so too
in Iran was the Revolution a dircct
consequence of persecutory policies over
the preceding decades.

While the West was concentrating all
its attention on the threat posed to its
own intcrests, arguably far more
frightened were other dictatorships in the
region who saw in Tchran the portents
of their own demise. Indeed, a major
cau  of the Iran-Traq War was lraqi
President Saddam Hussein's fear that his
own majority Shi'a population would
seek to emulate the revolutionary
tendencies of their co-religionists across
the border.

With the end of the Iran-Iraq War in
August 1988, and the dcath of the
Aya llah Khomeini in June 1989, Iran
largely disappeared from Western view.
News stories and strategic priorities
shifted clsewhere. In the meantime, the
images of revolutionary Iran remained-—
women veiled in the thick, black chador,
trenzied crowds chanting ‘Marg Bar
Amrika’ {Death to America). These images
fed the popular perception that Iran is a
country rooted in a fundamentalist and
arcl  :past, hostile to the outside world.

2 reality is rather different.

The second decade of the Revolution
in [ran has not been characterised by a
preservation of the status quo. Rather, the
poli  al culture of Iran is one of the most
dynamic in all the Middle East.

When students at Tehran University
began to protest in July 1999 over the
clos 2 of Salaum, a pro-Khatami ncws-
paper, their actions were the culmination
of ten years of struggle. Tt had been a long
jour y from the incremental changes,
instituted by the cautious President
Hashemi Rafsanjani in the carly 1990s,
to the more far-recaching transformation
envisaged by President Khatami, under
whom the rate of change has accelerated
dramatically.



Ncewspapers began to proliferate (one
recent count identified 26 national
papcers), championing all sides of a newly
unleashed political debate. Iran’s reform-
minded current government has begun to
repair its relationships with the West,
pushing a more modcerate Foreign Policy
lin¢, making overtures to the USA, and
ctfectively nullifying the hounty placed
on the head of Salman Rushdic. Khatami
himsclt was a symbol of the hesitant
liberalisation which had alrcady taken
placc. That the students protested at all

would have been inconccivable
a decade before.

E'm) acainst these agents of reform

arc the conscervative clergy. They have
sought, wherever possible, to keep a tight
rein on the revolution’s progress,
promoting themselves as the rightful
guardians and interpreters of Islamic
orthodoxy, as the keepers of the
revolutionary heritage. Their continued
control over all levels of the judiciary,
military and intelligence apparatus has
resulted in more than a thousand
students being imprisoned. Some have
been sentenced to death in a calculated
backlash against the reformers.

An added cause of Tran’s currently
tluid state is that the lines of control are
no longer quite so demarcated. The
students—in many ways the icons of the
revolution—have proven themsclves
respectful of the revolution, yet also
restless for change.

Many of the heroes of the revolution
have also begun to call for reform.
Ibrahim  Asgharzadeh—a  primary
instigator and spokesman of the
‘Students Following the Imam’s Line’
{the group responsible for storming the
American Embassy in Tehran}—recently
addressed a student rally with these
words:

Our dealings with the hostages were
not dirccted against the American
people, and not c¢ven against the
hostages themselves. Today we invite
all the hostages to return to Iran, as our
gucests. We have a new language for the
new world. We defend human rights.
And we'll try to make Islam such that
it won’t contradict democracy.
Similarly, Iran’s most prominent

dissident cleric is Grand Avyatollah
Hossein Ali Montazeri, who has been

under house arrest since 1997 for
challenging the country’s supreme leader
and calling for reform. Montazeri—
who, like Asgharzadch,
has impeccable revolution-
ary credentials—was oncce
viewed as the likely
successor to Khomeini.

Once stalwarts of the
Revolution, these men are
now the touchstones of the
struggles  within Iran,
between civil and religious
socicety, between hardline
conservative revolution-
arics and the next genera-
tion of reformers. Their
tate represents nothing less
than the struggle for the
soul of the country, a
struggle which has taken
place on battlegrounds
which are as old as Iran
itself—students restless for
change, the clergy jealously
guarding its control over
key institutions of power,
moderates sceking tenta-
tively to span the divide.

Added into this mix
is the sophisticated middle
class who came to ascend-
ancy under the Shah.
Never friends of a revolu-
tion which destroyed their
influence, and hit particu-
larly hard by draconian
dress codes and social restrictions, these
clites joined the Baha’is, Christians and
perceived political opponents in a mass
emigration from the country. In the spirit
of the new frecedom, many are now
returning, impaticent for change.

This is the complex context within
which futurc developments within Iran
must be vicwed. Cycles of liberalisation
and conservative backlash presently
co-cxist in a climate of mutual suspicion,
as three key scctors of Tranian socicty
jostle for the right to determine Iran’s
future dircction. The parliamentary
clections in February are likely to be the
next catalyst for conflict.

Events in Iran also have significant
implications for trends further afield in
the Middle East. While Western
commentators were describing the first
Islamic Revolution as a regression to the
past, Arab and Iranian commentators
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With international
attention focused
overwhelmingly on
the Isracl-Palestine
axis, events in
Iran—which
re-enact in
microcosm the
struggle for the
future of the
Middle East—are
largely ignored,
just as they were in
the late 1970s.

1

werce identifying the conflict as the battle-
ground of the future of the Middle East.
Little has changed. Across the Middle
East, governments and
opposition movements arc
watching lran with interest,
carefully monitoring who
triumphs in the battle
between sceular and Islamic
forces, between civil and
clerical socicty, and bet-
ween a burgeoning young
population and an old guard
whose contlicts belong to
yesterday. These are the
issues with which all states
in the Middle East are
struggling, and typically it
is in Iran that the debate is
most robust.

The best indicator of
how these tensions will be
resolved perhaps lies in the
unarguable facts of Iran’s
demographic revolution
—65 per cent ot the
population is under 23,
and within 10 ycars, a
majority of Iran’s voters
will be under 30. These age-
groups arc the primary
support bascs of President
Mohammad Khatami and
his band of reformers.
Increasingly unburdencd by
the need to elaim a revolu-
tionary heritage, or remain
true to the principles of their parents’ era,
Iranian youth may be the ones to deliver
the next revolution, which, like the one
before it, will have been a long time in
the making.

In the meantime, Ali prefers to stav
safe in Australia, just in case.

Anthony Ham is a Mclbournce-based
writer specialising in the culture and
politics of the Middle East.

Photograph of Iranian woman and Ayatollah
Khomeini is from Fielding's The World’s
Most Dangerous Places by Robert Young
Pelton with Coskun Aral and Wink Dulles,
published by Fielding Worldwide Inc.,
Calitornia, 1998. Dangcerous Places has
some quite usetul intormation. For example,
what kind ot vaccinations are required betore
travelling,; what not to take (drugs) and what
to expect in the way of departure tax.
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At the beginning of the century, Australia developed the idea of t 2 basic
wage. At the end of the century, we're back where we started, str :gling with
definitions of work, welfare and equity. Brian Howe and Anthony O’Donnell

argue that the Government has not come to grips w 1 new social realities.

All work
and no pliy?

FTER SEVERAL FALSE STARTS, the Minister for
Family and Community Services, Senator Jocelyn
Newman, has initiated what she describes as a major
review of the welfare system.

Addressing the National Press Club at the end of
St ember 1999, the Minister announced the estab-
lisnment of a high-level reference group which is
expected to produce a Discussion Paper early this year
which will inform a government White Paper in June.

Yet the review scems more like yesterday’s
agenda than a blueprint for the future, more about
making social security increasingly conditional than
about winning public support for a fresh approach to
the problems of unemplioyment and underemploy-
ment. These are problems that require a whole-of-
government approach, not another limited
examination of welfare dependency.

The Minister spruiked the Review with the claim
that it would provide the ‘basis for the most far-
reaching and focused analysis of welfare dependency
cver conducted in this century’. This seems an
ambitious claim. It is difficult to see how a Discussion
P. :crdelivered three months after its announcement
could produce the depth and breadth of research of,
say, the Commission of Inquiry into Poverty chaired
by Professor Ronald Henderson in the 1970s, or
Professor Bettina Cass’ Social Sccurity Review in the
second half of the 1980s.

More to the point, the limited terms of reference
announced for the Inquiry—focusing on ‘dependency’,
incentives, ‘mutual obligation” and financial
sustainability—closc off analysis of the decper
structural changes transforming Australian life. An
understanding of these changes should inform any
serious rethinking of our welfare state. The
narrowness of the terms is likely to prove as
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frustrating for the Minister’s reference group as it is
for those in the community who wish to build an
intelligent welfare state to take us into the next
century.

Given the fairly austere nature of Australia’s
social sccurity safcty net, being dependent on
welfare—whether you are unemployed, disabled, or
bringing up kids alone—often means doing it hard.
Yet there is pr ous little in the government's
discussion paper about hardship or poverty. Rather,
rcading through the Minister’s speech, it is clear that
‘dependency’ doesn’t just mean being poor. When the
Minister talks about welfare dependency in the case
of families, it is linked with domestic violence, drug
use, poor relationship skills. When she talks about
dependency among youth it signifies an attitude prob-
lem, a moral failure to cultivate a proper work ethic.

These are, at root, North American mceanings,
shorn of their more explicit racial inflection, and
exported around the world by various writers and
think-tanks. Such meanings resonatc for a growing
Australian cohort who sec¢ themscelves as ‘working
poor’ and wha feel alienated from an income support
system that as been increasingly aimed at the least
well-off and those not in work. These meanings now
scem to be driving current dcbate within the
government, wit n sections of the Labor Party and
among some Indigenous leaders. The result is that
the welfare state is seen overwhelmingly as a
corrupting influence—as Peter Saunders [of the UNSW
Social Policy Research Centre) characterises this
attitude, welfare becomes ‘bad for thosc who recceive
it, bad for those who have to pay for it and bad for the
cconomy overall’.

The pre n o government to
address is not the corrupting influence of the weltare










































left wondering about Robert Menzies. Allan
Martin does not add it all up for the readers
but, increasingly astonished, I could not
resist recourse to the calculator. In the
years between 1950 and 1956, Menzies was
abroad, in total, for 63 weeks, a generous
sabbatical indeed. Of course there was
cricket, but there was much work too and
perhaps his high personal profile served
Australia well.

But not at Suez. Long book thougb this
is, the issues and controversies that
Menzies’ reign threw up can only be
summarised by Martin. Indeed one of the
strengths of the book i ¢ ruthlessness of
Martin’s selection ot material and his
determination to stick to an accessible
storyline. Menzies was deceived in his work
on Suez by those British leaders whom he
implicitly trusted and for whom he was
working, just as he had been deceived by
them in his decision to commit Australian
troops to the shambles of the ‘campaign’ in
Greeceein 1941. Greeee sank his first prime
ministership and Suez might have scuttled
his second. Menzies had every reason to be
angry, and so, perhaps, does Martin on his
behalf, but this is a compassionate book
that allows no room for anger.

Finishing Menzies: A Life 1 thought
I liked Menzies more and could see things
his way on many points. But the lurking
questions about this long prime minister-
ship remain. Where was a vision for
Australia in a period of rapid change; where
was a strategy for moving Australia
forward? Menzies benefited enormously
from our own version of the Cold War and
for most of the years this book covers, the
communist can was always worth a
resounding kick.

Yet there are so many paradoxes.
Menzics swamped his parliamentary party
in the immediate post-war ycars with
ex-servicemen when Labor, which had won
the war for Australia, might have expected
to have been draped with the mantle of
patriotism. And yet when | was writing the
history of the Australian War Memorial,
Dame Pattic Menzies declined to be inter-
viewed about her husband’s ideas for the
place. He never liked the type of men he
found there, she explained. I regret that
Allan Martin does not believe that he can
tease out such mysteries.

David Day augments the Curtin legend
although he has suffused it with a sadness
that Geoffrey Serle in his remarkable
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Australian Dictionary of Biography portrait
had not prepared usfor. Readers will glimpse
then  lity of Curtin but they will wonder
at the anguish of his lifc. They may wonder
too, as I did, why the fates treated two su
inspiring Australians so differently.

Footnote

Commenting on the recent pulping of the
Les Murray biography, David Marr
suggested that publishers would be wiser
to employ editors than lawyers. It is a pity
that Melbourne University Press has lost
sight of the importance of an editor. Recent
books, this one included, have too many
errors which it would be churlish to Iist.
But after anoble tribute to Athol Townley.
one of Menzies' few genuine friends in
politics, it is sad that the accompanying
photographisnot of Townley but of Wilfred
Kent ighes. a man whom Menzies barelv
tolerated.

Michael McKernan’s rccent biography,
Beryl Beaurepaire, was short-listed in the
Centre for Australian Cultural Studics
Awar  for 1999. He is the inaugural
Frede k Watson Fellow at the National
Archives of Australia for 1999-2000.

Alliances, holy and othe -wise

HE CaTHOLIC CHURCH 18 in 1many ways
like the rest of society—special interests
abound and mavericks have a habit of just
appcaring. Among its members there are
someindividualsandgr pswhoseideology
scems to them so compelling that no
compromise is possible and any political
manoeuvring is iust e¢d. But it also
embracesindividu. »¢ lcandgroups who
work selflessly for the common good, for
whomideologyis notanendinitself, pcople
who are willing to form partnerships and
reach compromises where good outcomes
seem possible. All of this is exemplified in
Blazing a Trail by Anne O’Brien.

O’Brien is an insider and writes as one
with an intimate knowledge of Melbourne
Catholic education and particularly of the
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early history of the Catholic Education
Office of Victoria. She has interviewed most
of the key players (Patrick Crudden—
Director of the Catholic Education Office
in Melbourne from 1969-70—is an
interesting exception) and has access to all
the relevant documentation, including the
correspondence and notes of Fr Frank
Martin, whose influence during his time as
Director of Catholic cducation (1970~1980)
was pervasive. Blazing a Trail is a valuable
piece of history, written in a direct and
uncomplicated style—although the wealth
of information and detail makes it a
somewhat dense read at times.
Iwasveryinvolved with most aspects of
Catholic Education during 1963-80, so
reading the book was quite a nostalgic
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experience forme. Tkeptremembering these
and other stories associated with people
and places. There are so many, some of
which may one day be written. If they are,
future writers could well go back to this
book as a base document.

For those of us who were a part of the
cvents, and suffered and rejoiced at every
step of the way, Blazing a Trail providces a
great opportunity to reminisce but also to
tind the hitherto unknown connections
between some threads. For example,
I always knew that the Australian Parents’
Council was opposed to the Catholic
Education Commission of Victoria and the
Catholic Education Office, but before
rcadi:  O’Brien I did not know there was a
conncction between that body and









Taking the proper time over the work has
allowced Davidson to write a majority of the
entrics himsclf, with carefully selected
experts filling in the rest. But the author/
editor’sintelligence, enthusiasm and slight
eccentricity bind the work, making it a
great read as a well as a comprehensive
reference.

More a food anthropologist than cool-
book writer, Davidson obviously lov
eating, and understands its cultur
significance. While a public servant, |
spentsome timein Laos inthe 1970s, whe
he wrote scveral books about the food ai
culture of the region, one of which sortso
the linguistic confusion over the hundre
of different local seafood, with detail
drawings of cach beast, and the nam
translated into seven languages. Later |
did a similar job with his classic,
Mediterranean Seafood. In 1979, he
abandoned his public service career
to form the food publishing company,
Prospect Books, with Elizabeth David
and others.

By writing, or in some cases correctir
history Davidson reminds us that m:
production and uniformity and limitle
‘consumer choice’ are not universally go
things if you care about how food taste..
The entry for chipolata almost made me
cry. These lovely little sausages are meant
to be made from rice, lean pork and pork fat
pushed into a sheep’s intestine, which is
smaller than the standard pig's intestine.
They should be a little mouthful as
scrumptious to cat as the name is to say.
Butnow ‘chipolata’isuscd as a label for any
nondescript little sausages, with no regard
for quality orspecificity. Someairlines have
the temerity to use ‘chipolata’ to describe
the nasty little sausage-meat grubs in flabby
casings that they serve with their watery
cgg breakfasts.

1 have avoided the word ‘definitive’ in
describing The Companion becausce it is
not. Onc of the great things about an area so
steeped in domestic culture and myth {and
so ignored in formal historical circles) is
thatnotallis certain. On almost every page
Davidson engages us in debate, but even
the well informed will find he often takes
the upper hand through sheer weight of
rescarch.

Iwasextremely sceptical about his claim
that Chili Con Carne originated in Texas,
not Mexico. By the end of his entry I was
almost convinced. He concedes that chili
may have existed among the poor Mexicans
of San Antonio in the Mexican Provinee of
Texas as early as the 1820s, and that by the

1880s Mexican—-American ‘Chili Queens’
served it from colourful carts in the same
area. Butitdevcloped and became the Texan
dish, with chili ‘cook-offs’ a statcwide
pastime.

Davidson admits that while he has
struggled to shift the book’s focus away
from North America and Europe, he is
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contributing editor from India or China or

Banglkok. Perhaps in the next edition. For

now [ will keep Charmaine Solomon’s
Encyclopaedia of Asian Food
alongside Davidson’s work.

ow FOR THE GRIPES. With only so much
space you can’t include cvery food and
cookery writer of note, but there are some
glaring omissions. Morc than any other
single person, Marcella Hazan has invited
the rest of the world into Traly’s great
culinary tradition. Until shce began
publishing books, in the 1970s, Italian
cooking was largely folklore—they didn’t
need to write it down because they couldall
do it. The Companion is not complete
without her.

Individuals like Jennifer Paterson,
Clarissa Dickson Wright and Rick Stein
have headed a renaissance in English
cooking, although their more recent rise to
prominence perhaps excuses their exclusion.
There are very good arguments for adding
entries on JTulia Child, Robert Carrier and
Madhur Jaffrey.

The Australian entry is disappointingly
fashion-bound and in some places simply
incorrect. As you would expect from
Adelaide food historian Barbara Santich,
the history is good, but when she comes to
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the present day, something goces wrong, She
claims, for example, that: ‘The once
traditional Sunday family dinner of roast
leg of lamb with mint sauce has been
replaced by the casual barbecuce where
kangaroo sausages may cook alongside
bratwurst or merguez, chicken satays next
to orcgano marinated lamb kebabs. The
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what an overstatement
this is. The cating habits of Australians
have become much broader in the past 50
years, and we have creatively adopted many
Mediterranean and Asian dishes and
techniques. However, the era of the
overdone roast with three veg and plastic
pud to follow is not yet behind us. Santich
has been seduced by glossy-magazine hype,
something the rest of this book has rightly
avoided.

The Companion’s delicate line graphics,
by Soun Vannithone, with whom Davidson
has had a long association, are beautiful,
and help when words are not quite enough
to explain the ‘gossamer veil that protects
the gills of a Cobweb-cap mushroom’ or the
wild look in the eyes of a flying fish.

In a publishing climate where most food
books scem to be conccived (and perhaps
written) over a few bottles of verdelho and
a green papaya salad, it 1s a small miracle
that a volume of this calibre has emerged.
Oxford and Davidson have given food
history the respectability it has long
deserved. The Companion to Food is part of
aremarkable story, one which we have onlv
just begun to tell.

Catriona Jackson is the Canberra Times’
restaurant reviewer and health reporter.
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A series of shocxs

.M. COETZEE HAS BEEN a distinct presence
on the international literary scenc for long
enough now for his moody and detached
narratives to have carved out something
close to the highest kind of reputation.
Despite his comparatively slender output,
he probably has a better chance of winning
a Nobel Prize than any fiction writer in
Australia. And it’s not hard to see the
turbulent matter of South African history
as having given him an artistic destiny
which transfiguresat :ntthat canlook, at
a five-page stretch, a little mannered and
neat and hand-mc-down. In any case, his
new book, Disgrace, has won the Booker
Prize (against a very strong contender in
Colm Toibin’s The Blackwater Lightship)
and is thercfore, at lcast in theory, a novel
worth wrestling with.

Itis soin practice too. Thisis a brooding,
‘black’, masterly piece of dramatic economy
that shows what a novelist can do when he
has a structurc which will release his story
and afflict the rcader like a series of shocks.

We begin at a university in Cape Town.
The protagonist is a lecturer in English
with a thing about the Romantics, who

Late Lines

teaches Wordsworth eloquently and is
supposed to be writing a biography of Byron.
Coetzee ensures that his classroom patter
has a resemblance to what the real thing
might be—though it’s a bit ‘good’, and it is
also notably (if incidentally) uninflected by
any form of new philosophy or theory. So is
our hero’s behaviour. He is both widowed
and divorced and takes into his bed one of
his students, a good-looking, not especially
bright young actress who neither asks for it
nor knocks him back. At one stage she
secks him out in some moment of passion
or need or insecurity. His own attitude—
clinicallv surveved and self-surveying—is
neither: nirable nor despicable. He is the
kind of stoic or cynic who belicves in the
life of the senses in the absence of much
else in the way of expectation in a dwindled
if privileged middle-aged existence.

Pretty inevitably, he ends up on a sexual
harassment charge and refuses to offer any
plea other than ablanket admission of guilt.
The consequence is that, instead of a lecave
of absence and a bout of mea culpa-ing
{which is what the university authorities
want), he is expelled from the university,

Miscellanies as far afield as Tottel
Asserting death’s the answer to life’s quiz
And Philip Larkin with the second bottle
Pouring, saying, ‘This is all there is’—

These are the texts to suit the temperament
Of a septuagenarian on holiday—

The sun and stinging-flies both heaven-sent,
The topless beauties spread around the bay—

The old man dreams of cigales in their tank,
Tries to embody their hot-water screams,

No Nobel Beckett, just a witty blank,
Dreaming he cries to wake: awake, he dreams.
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and Coetzee’s novel—which has looked as
though it might be a scathing, if riveting,
novel [ manners and critique of modish
pieties and masculinist iniquities—turns
into a very different kind of book.

He goes to the country to stay on the

all farm of his daughter, whom he adores.
She enends her days looking after stray
anim  in the company of a plain older
wom The daughter is a leshian and
maintains her farm with the assistance of a
middle-aged black man, once their servant
and now a neighbouring farmer.

Tl  disgraced academic works out a
bearable, if uncomprehending existence, in
the vicinity of his daughter, who maintai
avery different vision of the world from her
father, one full of laconic convictions,
independent and intcgral. The whole
atmo  1ere of the novel is charged with a
kind: >ucolic questing quality as the hero
comcs to realise, bit by bit, that the deeply
feminised and high-minded world of his
daughterhasadepthandacoherence which
is in marked contrast with his own. At the
same time he is revealed as a tougher and
more self-doubting figure than his earlier

incarnation as a professional
worldling would have suggested.

AT THIS POINT the narrative takes

another {and decisive) swerve into a strange
unpredictability as it springs and coils and
confc ds every readerly expectation.

It would be wrong to summarise the
entire action of a novel which gets so much
of its reach and power from Coetzee’s
capac - to articulate a chain of cvents,
with:  ximum charge and terseness, which
maintain an unusual level of suspense
without in any way dispensing with
probz ity. Disgrace is a well-made novel
with. indoffilmicstructurc anda dazzling
use ot transitions and dissolves which put
itin a very different category from so many
more or less worthy novels in which more
or less complex and credible characters, in
the vicinity of fine prose, meditate and frisk
about in the ruins of anything like a
satisfying structure.



At the heart of the novel, somewhere in
the depths of its darkness and sorrow and
difficulty, is the idea of what it might mean
for a liberal white woman to be violated by
a black man. And there is a brilliance (even
if there is at least a risk of factitiousness) in
the way Coctzee scts up an implicit
comparison and contrast with the paternal
{patriarchal) womanising sleazc who burns
with a sense of grievance and injustice
when it comes to the child he loves so
passionately and so chastely.

No novel like this, so rooted in realism
and bristling with dramatic flair, could
sustain the burden of allegory, but
nonetheless Coctzee deliberately complicates
the maze of moral and political dilemmas
that this small representative action casts
the reader adrift in. He also uses, at least
initially, whatis almost an alienation effect
in order to withhold any automatic
sympathy from the characters who suffer
most terribly. The upshot is to normalise
these figures by endowing them with a
gradual and subtly evolved individuality.
Disgrace is one of those books which
confines itself to a strand of continuous
and variegated action and exhibits
character as a kind of subset of a moral
drama that never ceases to be political.
The construction is remarkable even if the
vision is confounding.

Thisisthe kind of nearly intellectualised
realisation of the novel as drama which
Camus learned from Dostoyevsky and
which in Coetzee’s case may have the same
source.

It issues into a novel which can, by
turns, be abit speechifying and, conversely,
a bit given to the iron clang of one-liners
that summon up opposing worlds; at times
too the prose can look enamelled in its
neatness and in the echoic quality of its
rhetorical tricks. But you can’t complain
when a set of strategies release themselves
into a work of such energy, poignancy and
pensive intellectual power as this one. By
the standards of Dostoyevsky which it
invokes, J. M. Coetzee’'s Disgrace is an
adept novella which teases out some of the
subtler and more heartbreaking paradoxes
to be contained in a set of obvious ideas,
potent though the throes of theirenactment
are. But that high and mighty yardstick
does not stop it from being one of the most
engaging, one of the most mordant and
passionate books we have seen in quite a
while.

Peter Craven is the editor of Best Australian
Essays 1999,

Lightness

So full her life
of fanciful shapes
we found her asleep
with a flautist

their moth-light breathing

appearing
to rock the hammock
in behind the early-flowering
red japonica.

Chris Wallace-Crabbe

The One That Got Away

I am the snail

that didn’t take the bait

the dust

that missed the broom

the hair

the razor didn’t cut

the place on the skin

the soapy water missed

the part of the table

the polish didn’t reach
the girl you didn’t marry

that high-style raver
the man you didn’t meet

who does not exist

the poem

the critic didn’t read

the letter

that went astray

yet life goes on
remorseless and beautiful
and the days swing into autumn

from which
once sniffed

nobody ever got away.
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Tant Mrortaaniana

MLLA ORA Y RWIN

Mal Morgan, 1935-1999

T's A COLD NIGHT IN CarLTON but the mood inside La Mama is
warm and convivial. The fire is crackling, wine and coffec have
just been passed around, 40 or 50 souls are squeczed into chairs
arrayed on platforms up two sides of the darkened pocket-
handkerchief theatre, with additional scats shunted into place
on the staircase side, near the entrance. Only the back wall,
painted black for La Mama’s latest dramatic offering, is empty
of pcople. There is applausc as a young woman finishes her
rcading and climbs back into the audience. A bearded,
bespectacled man enters the arena. He is wearing a leather
jacket, jecans and a leather cap. He thanks the poet, utters some
words of praisc. As if to illustrate a point, he reads a bricf poem
of his own. Then he pulls a harmonica from his pocket and
plays. There is applause and a few cheers. Mal Morgan——for
that is the MC’s name—thanks the audience and introduces
the next reader. It’s a magical, timeless cvening in here; outside,
it’s somewhere between 1985 and 1991 ...

The writing community was saddened recently by the death
of Mal Morgan, who passed away on 16 November 1999 at the
age of 64, after a battle with cancer. Mal was a popular,
charismatic figure in Melbourne poetry—not only as a poct and
performer, but as a generous friend, mentor and champion of
the art. For years, La Mama Poctica and Mal Morgan were all
but synonymous. He had a rare talent for bringing people
together, and the progrums he staged reflected his open-minded,
eclectic approach. The Poctica rcadings, of which he was
convenor {1985-91), were a perfect outlet for his talent and
energy. He was an unflappable host, a skilled diplomat and an
effective organiser—as attested also by the flair with which he
conducted the Montsalvat poetry festivals (1991-93). He taught,
assessed and reviewed  aetry, and judged numerous Australian
competitions and awarus.

Malcolm Morgenstern was born on 3 September 1935, in
London, and emigrated to Australia in 1948. He attended
Melbourne High, and  splayed an early talent for drawing and
acting. But he went on to study pharmacy, and through the
1960s and '70s owned and managed a number of chemist shops;
after 1979 he worked in the Royal Children’s Hospital
pharmacy. Mcanwhile, in the carly 1960s, Mal had begun to
write poetry—Ilater, he would say that he had found himself
through poetry. Between 1976 and 1999, seven collections of
his poems were published, and he edited the anthology La Mama
Poetica [1989); his last book, Beautiful Veins, was launched at
La Mama two months beforc his death.

During the months following his diagnosis ar  beyond,
Mal would visit me at my home after chemotherapy at nearby
Cabrini Hospital; we would sit and talk and drink a glass or
two together. When he stopped driving I would come down to
Scaford, where he lived. These were precious meetings and they
strengthened our bond. We talked about anything and cveryching,.
Poetry, of course, and the literary scene; books and writers;
political c¢vents; our families, our childhoods; and music.
Sometimes our conversations would take a metaphysical turn.
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One perspective we shared and occasionally discussed
the Jewish experience. Throughout his life, Mal maintained a
strong sense of his Jewish identity. As a human being and as a
Jew, he was distressed by the history of our century—and by
our perennial refusal to heed its lessons. He understood the
darkness and cruelty that ¢ Id dwell within the human soul,
alongside its noblest aspirations and achievements. His struggle
with this paradox is a hallmark of his poetry.

Although there is joy and cxuberance in Mal Morgan's
writing, there is also a deep understanding of pain. His words
have the capacity to move us. Mal’s pocms—many of them
dedicated to his beloved wife Di, his children, friends and family
members—speak to us honestly, directly, as if we're sitting
together sharing a drink. His word-picturces are gifts, painted in
the intensc colours of expe mnce. They fill the ‘empty spaces’
the poct periodically visits.

If T do not

fill my spaces they become abysmal

and so I fill them with things of this world

and with 1 nature of imagination

—with glass houscs precariously perched

on the dome of the  pling hourglass,

with melodramas Tinvent  which disappear

before reaching the corner of a startled thought ...
—'Empty Spaces’

E NEVER LOSES HIS SENSE of wonder. In his poetry, the actual
and the imagined, the real and the surreal, become a part of one
another. His images intrigue us, sometimes dazzle us, and we
sense that we have come closer for a moment to the thusness
of things—to their essence. Mal sought the moment when art
and life merge into each other’s mystery, into the eternal
mystery they share ...

A memorial gathering was held at Montsalvat, in Victoria,
on 18 November 1999, ate led by family, friends and many
poets. Near the lectern stood a chair, with a stack of books placed
on it, a leather jacket draped around it, and an old leather cap—
at an angle just slightly ral  h—spilling over the books like a
surreal clock. Watching, still presiding, bringing people together
to the last, Mal Morgan was with us. As he always will be.

I'll lcave a poem or two  some teeth for no-one’s

mouth  old books newspapers and cufflinks

a broken bust of Beethoven — a silver wedding ring

fashioned  into honesty-leaves. T was true.

I'll not leave a cellar  full of vintage wines  dusty
bottles

their golden dividends.

lying on their sides  stocks and shares
[ strove for something more.
Not to be shouted over rooftops  not to be crammed

into letter-boxes. s poem made to be read
by five or six readers.

—T'll Leave a Pocm or Two’

Alex Skovron is a Mclbourne poet.









greatest of modern Toscas and Scarpias,
Maria Callas and Tito Gobbi, arc captured
on disc in a famous version conducted by
Victor De Sabata and recorded by the great
Walter Legge, but this is an opera which has
the pounce of a panther in any competent
version.

John Copley’s production for Opera
Australia dates back to 1981, when the
dominant style was still the kind of
chocolate box tushery that had seemed
appropriate during the heyday of the
Sutherlands. In Louise Napier’s restaging,
the first scencin the church of Sant’ Andrea
della Valle is cluttered and fussy, if
illusionistic and grand. In the second act,
set in Scarpia’s chambers {and the scene of
his drawn-out cat-and-mouse game with
Toscal the large stage of the State Theatre is
used to baleful and magnificent effect. And
the third act, on the ramparts of the Castel
Sant’ Angelo, is potently scenic—casy to
sniff at but dramatically effective in a way
this opera needs.

It helps—immeasurably—that in this
production the Scarpia is an actor-singer
with the presence and snarl and style of
John Wegner. His is a naturally Germanic
voice, a voice that is indelibly associated
with Wagner’s Dutchman and Wotan (the
gnarled and massive role which Wegner
essayed for Jeffrey Tate’s Adelaide Ring last
year). Heis superbly sepulchral at the outset,
menacingly pensive in ‘Va Tosca’, and full
of dramatic conviction, not just vocal
assurance, during the tour de¢ force
seduction/ducl with Tosca. This is one of
those performances one goes to the opera
housc for—the true savage and scarlet. And
it is gratifying that, in Wegner’s case, the
darkncss is not just there in the tone, it is
lmmanent in every gesture.

Thissort ofaccomplishmentis not there
in the same way with Joan Carden, a veteran
Tosca if ever there was onc. She is still
cqual to the demands of “Vissi d’arte’ and
the role is naturally suited to her voice, but
in the first act she does have the air of an
Indian summer recollection of Tosca. But
in the sccond act—with its extraordinary
theatrical art—something comes over
Carden, or comes over us, and we accept
that this older woman, her voice, like her
face, not in the first bloom, is Tosca, or at
least a natural and credible simulacrum.
The climax—with its ghastly reversal—is
tumultuous, heartbreaking, and Carden,
old pro that she is, doesn’t put a foot
wrong.

Gregory Tomlinson as Cavaradossi is
okay. His acting is natural within limits

even if the voice is a touch effortful at the
top, so that ‘E lucevan le stelle’ doesn’t
have the gleam or the stab of silver that a

more idiomatic and Italianate

tenor might bring to it.

HANDEL’S Rinartpo could not form a
greater contrast because it represents, at a
level of something like sublimity, opera at
its most hieratic and adorned. Handel is, of
course, afar‘greater’ composer than Puccini,
in the way that Alexander Pope was a far
greater poct than Tennessee Williams, hut
he was perhaps as far from being his equal
as a dramatist ¢xcept in the qualified sense
that works, if it works at all, by analogy.
Handel’s opera has its own intrinsic drama
(which is and isn’t the drama of its
musicality), even if at any given moment it
sounds like the orotund ‘drama’ of an
oratorio.

Rinaldois an opera about crusaders and
Saracens andsorcery. Itinvolves the capture
of a beautiful maiden and the working-out
of various spells by a particularly stormy
and seductive witch. There is plenty of
clegant 18th-century agonising but also a
good deal of muscularity and colour in this
music as battle is waged, victory signalled
and the different phascs of illumination or
delusion are indicated. James Robinson’s
production of this moving tableau does
Handel proud. It has both an encrgy

It helps too, in an armour-plated war
story saddled with the test to credulity (and
modern taste} of no less than three counter-
tenors, that the title role is sung by Graham
Pushee with such instinctive style and a
sense of warring masculinities and chival-
ric clamour. It is within its own terms a
magnificent performance, full of variety and
eXpressiveness.

Warring masculinities and warring
femininities too. Ghillian Sullivan is superb
as the witch Almira. She 1s magnificently
secure vocally and manages to pluck a rich
and credible characterisation as if from the
sky. Emma Matthews is finc as the heroine
Almirena, object of all the enchantment
and imprisonment.

Richard Divall conducted with his
characteristic passion and panache in the
face of this sort of music. He is onc of our
most notable musical warhorses and one of
our most versatile. With the collapse of the
VSO a couple of years ago-—a company
which, whatever its extravagance, produced
a couple of the greatest opera productions
seen in this country in the last couple of
decades—Divall is the kind of national
trcasurc who should be on permanent
display.

Peter Cravenis the editor of Best Australian
Essays 1999.

and a stillness which arc appropri-
ate to a work which is both monu-
mental and full of weird and
wonderful developments.

The scts by Michacl Scott-
Mitchell are grand cnough to
prevent the set-picce quality of the
arias and cnsembles from becoming
monotonous |therc¢ is one
particularly nifty bit of dramatic
inventiveness that seems toinvolve
the redeployment of one of the gun
boats from Billy Budd). Overall, the
production finds a visual idiom that
allows the music to do its work
without driving the audience barmy
(which is more than can be said for
the chocolate-box approach to
Handel). There's an enterprising use
of light and depth and group
movement. In the penultimate
scene when the Crusaders lay sicge
to the Saracens, they mount the
citadel on what looks like a steeply
ascended, gold-plated, 3D chess-
board. The effect, here and
throughout, is to soothe the mind
into the right kind of fancy.
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“God’s image in us is not something that can turn up
in our physiology or our bones. You can dig up a
fossil man and not be able to have any sign of God's
image. IUs nothing to do with genes. or bones, or
physiology.”

Dr Sam Berry, Professor of Genetics, University of
London, on miracles, creation and evolution.

“The reason the Christian Churches are tn trouble in
the west is that Christians have adopted the same
aspirations and values that drive McWorld - getting
ahead in your career ... and getting the best for
yourself - a driving individualism.”

Dr Tom Sine. author of
Mustard Sced Versus McWorld

The Melbourne Anglican

1998 winner of the Gutenberg Award for
Exccllence in Religious Communication

Mention this advert. for a free sample copy
Phone (03) 9653 4221
or visit www.melb-anglican.com.au
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Finally, most picces arc company-
devised or cvolved through a creative
development/rehearsal process, although
writcrs are often engaged to assist in
shaping a work, and directors are likewise
employed to tie the whole thing together

{or to keep the clements apart in

an acsthetically determined way).
LIKE ORTHODOX DRAMA, and any of the
other newer theatre forms represented in
this volume, performance can be about
anything. The picees collected here deal,
scparately and sometimes together, with
the family and domestic lifc, World War 1,
cultural and social heritage and
Aboriginal rcconciliation; sexuality,
desire and violence (a recurrent motif—
therc are a lot of rapes and other forms of
sexual violence here); scientific, philo-
sophic and artistic theory; political
corruption and deceit, and the impact of
modern technology—as well as the
relationships between performer and
audicnce and between artforms them-
selves. Film noir, fairytales and other
literary classics, performance poctry,
surrealist painting—and the visual and
plastic arts more generally—are among
the forms frequently drawn upon {and
often sent up) in these works.

If a somewhat defensive approach to
naming the ‘unnamecable’ is one of my
disappointments with this collection,
another is a lack of cven a brief history
of the genre [especially in Australia) and
a brief summary of those groups and
artists left out in an introduction which
dwells perhaps too much on how the
book came to be written. Contemporary
performance may be a predominantly
Sydney phenomenon, but there are and
have been performance groups of various
kinds all over Australia. Allen and
Pearlman include works from companics
or individuals in most of the capital
cities, but Sydney and Melbourne still
predominate as they do in most major
works on Australian theatre of all
kinds.

There is nothing from the rich
tradition in Canberra, home at various
times to the extraordinary visual company
Splinters Theatre of Spectacle, the more
orthodox performance groups Tango
One 60 and The People Next Door and
the more recent, dance-based, Paige
Gordon Performance Group. Tasmania is
represented only by a collaborative

commissioned piece by the co-cditors’
company, That was Fast, with TasDance:
Thursday’s Fictions, in 1995. This is a
uscful inclusion, in its blend of poetry-
as-performance and contemporary dance,
although the fragments reprinted here
include no description of the dance work
at all, which is rather odd. Adeclaide is
represented by Doppio Teatro’s Preludes
to an Exile, included rightly enough as a
new direetion for a company specialising
before the mid-1990s in multicultural
community theatre, but looking ready to
burst out of its mould since the late
1980s. Even so, it might have been
interesting to sce one of Curtis Weiss’
film-inspired productions for Mad Love
(like Alphaville, Adelaide, 1989) juxtaposed
against Richard Murphet’s Raymond
Chandler/Dashicll Hammett burlesque
Quick Death (Melbourne 1981) for
comparison.

The Perth productions arce David
Williams’ and Barry Laing’s adaptation of
Deborah Levy’s Beautiful Mutants tor the
short-lived Ex-Stasis in 1993 and the
thematically broader-based Geography of
Haunted Places, by Josephine Wilson and
Erin Hefferon. Physical theatre, new
circus and performance work in Brisbane
have enjoyed a particularly strong voguce
during the 1990s, but what we get here
is Koocmba Jdarra’s monodrama The
7 Stages of Grieving, already published
by Playlab Press (1996). 1 suppose the
temptation to include scenes from this
extraordinary picce must have been over-
whelming—it was one of the most
memorable pieces of Australian theatre
of any kind seen this decade.

Melbourne is represented by the
Richard Murphet piece mentioned above,
the prolific Lyndal Jones, Jenny Kemp's
Call of the Wild for the Church Theatre
in 1989 and by Kemp’s long-term associate
Margaret Cameron’s much-travelled and
perhaps over-developed Things Calypso
Wanted to Say!. Other Melbourne groups
and individuals worthy of mention would
have been de soxy theatre, Chapel of
Change, the brilliant physical theatre/
new circus group Club Swing, David
Pledger’s eclectic Not Yet It’s Difficult
Performance Group and Lloyd Jones, who
has experimented in performance and
performance art for over 20 years in and
around La Mama.

Inclusion of the definitive First and
Last Warning by the Sydney Front (see
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photo, opposite page}, together with
works by their heirs and successors
Sidetrack (Nobody's Daughter, 1997),
Open City (Sum of the Sudden, 1993), and
The Party Line (Appearing in Pieces,
1993}, ensures a strong and varied Sydney
presence in the book. The widely toured
physical theatre picce All of Me, by Legs
on the Wall, adds depth to the coverage,
as do picces from the physically based
Kinetic Energy and Entr'Acte, now
almost in the veteran category of
Sydncy performance groups. Many
other Sydney artists are worthy of
inclusion here, such as William Yang
whose series of monologues with slides
(Sadness, The North, ctc.) are truly
fascinating, visually based performance

works but impossible to

reproduce in print.
AND HeRe Lies the principal difficuley

in assembling—and asscssing—a book
like this; the words and the spoken text
can only ever evoke a limited account of
the actual performance text. For example,
Jenny Kemp’s spoken words, reproduced
in Call of the Wild, look almost puecrile
on the page, but my memory of them in
the theatre is enriched by a mise-en-scene
embracing Paul Delvaux’s visual imagery
and extra-textual slide projections,
movement, the vulnerability of the
actors, and the music by Elizabeth Drake.
Virtually none of this can be simulated
in boolk form, even where the words are
printed over production photographs,
sometimes in such a way that neither the
words nor the pictures are decipherable.
You had to be there ...

But this is still an invaluable
publication, both as a collcction of some
of the fragments of performance that have
altered the course of Australian theatre
history over the past 20 years and as an
indication of the ways in which the act
of writing is being put to the service of
new theatre forms. What may be
deduced from the fact that my review
copy fell apart at the binding during my
second reading, I am not so sure: the
evanescence of this unnameable form,
which will surely evolve further in the
future? A curse from the bookbinders? ...
or from the old Australian realies
dramatists?

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