

















Opening up

From Maurie Costello

Re: Vatican Document, Dominus Jesus: On
the Unicity and Salvific Universality of
Jesus Christ and the Church

I write merely as a grass roots lay member
of the Roman Catholic Church, who has
been involved in ecumenism over the past
10 years: first, as a representative of my
Catholic parish on Rockhampton Churches;
sccond, as arepresentative of the Diocese of
Rockhampton on Quecensland Churches
Together; and finally as a past member of
the Rockhampton Diocese Commission on
Ecumecenism.

Iam not writing in any official capacity,
as the following are my personal thoughts
and opinion.

Dominus Jesus has further torn the rift
in my personal life between my spirituality
and my religious practice, for I strongly
believe that God loves all humans cqually,
and that through the Holy Spirit brings
salvation to all through all religions.

I have a deep belief in the Risen Christ
who I do believe is God and is equal in the
Trinity to the Father and the Holy Spirit.
I believe the Holy Spirit to be the Love
which flows between Father and Son. God
is love.

I believe Christ’s simple message of
‘Love God and love your neighbour’ is being
lost sight of through history as more and
morc emphasis has been placed on the
human bureaucracy of the church with its
many man-made rules.

I believe that my Catholic faith is how
I have discovered personal spirituality
through the Judeo-Christian tradition.
Equally, however, I believe other humans
have been discovering God with the
guidance of the Holy Spirit through their
historical and gecographic exposure to other
traditions. I rcefer to the Australian
Aborigines, to the North American Indians,
to Buddhists, to Hindus, to Muslims—to
name but a few.

To claim that our Catholic path is
superior I find arrogant in the extreme.
I find it personally insulting to myself and
to my dear wifc, who 1s not a Catholic, but
is a decply spiritual person. I apologise to
my many Buddhist friends, who have helped
deepen my Christian faith (and vice versa).
To my numerous fricnds I have met along
my ecumenical path I likewise apologise
and wish them to accept that I do not

consider theirform of Christianity any lesser
than my own.

I personally pray for Cardinal Ratzinger
that he may be guided towards accepting
the simple faith of Jesus Christ—a faith free
of arrogance, free of judgment and free of
condemnation. 1 pray that he may
experience the simplicity of the theology of
Julian of Norwich (14th century English
mystic) who taught that God was the Perfect
Parent who forgives us the instant we
commit a misdemecanour cven before we
ask His forgiveness. We do not need the
burcaucratic scandal of the Third Rite of
Reconciliation fiasco if we accept such a
theology.

I believe we arc experiencing the death
of a particular historical form of church
structure. But just as a plant needs to dic
and resurrcct itself via its seed into new
life, I believe the sced of the new church is
presently being germinated in a strong
culture broth made up of grass roots spiritual
seckers and questioners sccking a depth of
genuine spirituality, devoid of paternalistic
power-brokers. The new church will be one
based on the simplicity of genuine love
flowingbetween God and between all fellow
humans.

Maurie Costello
Rockhambton. OLD
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May and September 2001
The experience of a lifetime
in 19 days

Visit the holy sites, meet & worship
with Palestinian Christians.
Hear Jewish settlers & Palestinian
leaders. Understand the present
situation. Stay in Bethlehem,
Nazareth & Jerusalem.

Visit Gaza & the ancient city
of Petra in Jordan.

Cost: $4100
Extensions to Europe, Africa and
Turkey can be arranged.

Contact tour leader Rev. Dr Alan Reid
for the full story.

Phone: (03) 9836 0286

Fax: (03) 9830 0369
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‘ [RE ARE A FEW important political
ahstracts. “The voters.”The battlers.”'Small
business.’ Political reporting, if not politics
itsclf, runs on these concepts. They intro-
ducce an odd distance between us, and what
is happening in public life. “The voters’, for
example, are often assumed to be a group
entircly different from the reader or viewer
of the report that refers to them.

Somctimes these concepts serve as
screens for the projections of political
reporters. ‘The voters won't like this,” often
translates as ‘[ don’t agree with this.’

In the last few months I have noticed a
new and powerful abstract abroad in public
life. I am talking about ‘the bush’. I live in
the bush, and yet I can’t find my commu-
nity or mysclf in ‘the bush’ that is reported.

Ever since Pauline Hanson, and more
acutely since the Victorian rural vote tipped
Jeft Kennett from powcer, ‘the bush’ has
been important politically. Suddenly the
bush is the subject of headlines—but only
certain kinds of headlines.

Nearly 15 years ago now, I attended a
seminar held in Brisbance on the topic of
Aboriginal people and the media. I was
offended, during discussions, to hear an
Aboriginal woman refer to the newspaper
for which I worked at the time as part of the
‘'white media’.

I was younger then, with the sort of
idealism that is a kind of innocence. I was
offendced—or perhaps confronted is a better
word—Dbecausc [ thought my ncwspaper
scrved a broad public. T didn’t like the
assumption that it served only white people.
Certainly that isn’t what I thought I was
doing when T wrote my stories.

But from at day on I was a little more
sensitive to all the ways in which my
newspaper and other media outlets wrote
about Aboriginal pcople. Always, they were
assumed to be the subject of stories, never
part of the audience. Aboriginal people were
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reported on. They did not report, and they
were not addressed.

In country towns, broadsheet ncws-
papers and national news programs arc
routinely referred to as the ‘city media’.
The same dynamics are at work.

A couple of months ago now I reported
for Eurcka Street on the really big bush
story—salinity. Editors of other publications
have told me that salinity has a turn-off
factor—thatitishard to make itinteresting.
That is unfortunate because the salinity
story is really onc of apocalypse—far more
important to our national viability than
fluctuations in interest rates and the value
of the dollar, which, let’s facc it, arc also
hard to make interesting.

Of course the ‘city media’ does report on
salinity. The early September announce-
ment by Federal Minister for Agriculture,
Warren Truss, of a new Salinity Manage-
ment Strategy was reported at some length.
Journalists noted details like the sclling of
river valley targets and salinity credit
schemes—once the press release had been
issued.

Without recapping all the detail, the
announcement had as its underpinning the
knowledge that there would have to be
land-usc changes on a huge scale to keep
Australia sustainable in the medium term.

It was a huge story, or should have been.

Yetofficers of the Murray-Darling Basin
Commission had been cosily touring
country areas for months before the
announcement, addressing community
meetings about what was coming. This
isn't surprising, because successful salinity
action rests on comimnunity co-operation. In
fact, one of the largely unwritten stories of
contemporary Australia is about how
communities have struggled to deal with
salinity—wrestling in the most fundamental
way with the way land and water bind us.

So rural Australia knew what was
coming. The process leading up to the
announcement was necessarily as leaky as
asieve. Yetnobody leaked, by whichImean
told a city-based journalist what would be
in this hugcly significant announcement.
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This was because nobody asked them to
lcak. There were no cxcited journalists
hanging out to find out what was coming,
or tivating rural sources, or swapping
fav  sforadvanccinformation. There were
no city journalists at the community
meetings.

For the mainstrcam media, giving a fair
amount of space to the announcement itsclf
was a thorough c¢nough job.

If you bleed the idealism from
journalism—the belief that publishing
infi  nation matters because information
is about power—then news sense hecomes
merely a matter of pattern rcecognition.
When journalists decide what to report on
and *hat to put on the front page, they look
for  :sort of thing that is regarded, or has
bee  egarded, as news in the past.

There are two dominant patterns to
storics about the bush—'crusty cccentric’
and ‘disenchanted voters'.

In the pages of the media, ‘the bush’ is
stroppy, fickle and tending towards the
anarchic. It is also endearing, wise and the
backdrop for various celebrities’ attempts
at SeaChanges. It is the home of strange
growths like Hansonism and gun lobbics. It
is forcever slightly exotic, both ¢ndearing
and threatening. It is ‘other’ and ‘out there'.

1s not ‘us’.

Thesalinity crisis challenges these views
because it will determine the nation’s
futurec—mnot just in the long term but in the
next couple of decades. Most editors know
this by now, at some level, but the patterns
arc slow to change.

—Margaret Simons

Building up

Right: UN troops in Fast Timor

¢ struct a stage for the first
anniversary of independence
celebrations in September.

P 2 11:Young trainee policemen
w kout in Dili. Photographs from a
recent exhibition by Mathias Heng.






Beating the Bogong moth

HE DUST HAD BARELY SETTLED on the triumphal Olympic marathon when the
science establishment and the busincss community began a predictable (see
Archimedes, October) but surprisingly sophisticated campaign to goad the govern-
ment into providing more resources for rescarch, development and innovation.

How is it, the lobbyists wondered out loud, that the nation can justify
expending about $8 billion over seven years on organising a glorious sporting
competition, while its government baulks at putting similar amounts towards
winning gold medals in science and education? After all, they argue, what will
have a greater impact on our future?

Of course, to the politicians, the answer to these questions is obvious. Show
us the votes in supporting science, they would say. Pecople just don’t identify
with it. It doesn’t have the human impact of sport—end of story. But real-life
research is just as human, just as active, just as courageous, just as fickle, and
just as fascinating as sport. So why is science not reported with the same sense
of human engagement as sport?

Part of the answer lies in an age-old vicious circle of myths. Australian
scientists have constructed the myth that in order to be objective, researchers
must sct themselves apart from society. So traditionally they have not sullied their
hands with business, or even with explaining what they are doing. On the back
of this, the media built a myth that science is boring and hard to understand.

In the end, the media took the ¢asy way out and simply reported results—
nifty gadgets, medical ‘breakthroughs’, necw species—not the hard graft of the
laboratory, the human story of people at work, the failures and the ncar misses,
the bits of scientific life to which pcople can actually relate.

Now, however, Australian socicty is so overwhelmingly dependent on
technology that the myths are starting to buckle. The current campaign, for
instance, rides on the back of the Games. The grand irony is that modern sport,
most particularly the Olympic Games, would be impossible without science
and technology. And in Sydney’s case, a creditable portion was home-grown.

From the theatrical wizardry of the Opening Ceremony to the synchro-
nised power of the closing fireworks, scicnce and technology were ever-present:
giant television screens; measurement of time and distance; drug testing; the virtual
flags and the moving world-record line on tclevision; robotic cameras; high-
tech sports equipment; the clever heating, water circulation and air-conditioning
of the world’s fastest pool; the fabrics worn by Australian athletes; and even
advice from CSIRO Entomology on how to cope with the Bogong moth invasion.

The present lobbying also sces an historic alliance between science and
business. After years of rhetoric, the two are just beginning to recognise how
utterly dependent they are on cach other for a successful future. And so the
campaign was kicked off with an open letter signed by the heads of the
universities, the scientific academics and the peak business bodies.

There are signs of hope that Australians are beginning to realise that we're
good at science. But Archimedes still awaits the day when the nation follows the
exploits of its researcher heroes with as much interest as its sports heroes.

Tim Thwaites is a frecelance science writer.
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aspects of the future Australian church.
The paucity of youth suggests that the
proportion of practising Catholics will
continue to deeline. The greying of the
Vatican [I generation and the deelining
nu ers of priests and religious suggest
that future leadership will not be provided
by religious and laity inspired by the
Council. It also suggests that responsibility
for the church will largely fall to the laity.
On the other hand, immigrants will be
dis* portionately represented in church
attendance, especially among the young.
And finally, the piccemeal character of
youth involvement suggests that religious
commitment will continue to be counter-
cultural.

the face of these trends, two broad
pas al strategies have been adopted. The
first is to accept the changes which have
occ  redoverrecent years, toencourage lay
people to take responsibility for the church,
toc ageinconversationat the boundaries,
to scek common ground with those who are
alicnated from church and those who are
not Catholics. It would hope to commend
faith and church through the education of
adults, through a deep formation in personal
spi  uality, and through cncouraging
commitment to the underprivileged.

1alternative strategy, onc likely to be
increasingly favoured for Australia, accepts
the analysis and the remedy offered by the
Ro:  n Curia, and focuses on building a
strong Catholic identity. This involves a
strong institutional stand on moral issues,
clear rcligious tcaching in traditional
lan g, cleardelineation of boundaries in
theory and practice between Catholie and
non-Catholic, between Christian and non-
Christian, between clerical and lay. This
policy would hope that a cohesive, well-
schooled and loyal church would attract
converts, retain the young, and result in
loy leadership by a numecrous clergy.

while these strategies are not mutually

exc  sive, they represent different readings
of the church. Both strategies pose the
question: what is the church for? For the
more exclusively that the church’s identity,
public image and boundaries preoccupy us,
the more incidental will seem the radical
concerno  susChristfo  1c marginalised
and excluded as persons. Thisrisk is evident
in Cardinal Biffi’s concern for the Catholic
identity of Italy at the expensc of Islamic
refugees. In Australia, an exclusive preoc-
cupation with identity and good name is
likely to further alicnate gencrous young
Cathol  and so suck the blood from the
fut church. —Andrew Hamilton g









rate galloper, hitherto unlucky, or too often
the subject of excuses. Shogun Lodge (9/1)
pushed up along the rails. Stradbroke win-
ner Landsighting closed but the winner’s
class saw it home. The pair gave me a good
quinclla. Habitual timidity mecant that
althoughI’d backed the third horse Chinhoyi
{36/1)as well, Teschewed the trifecta. Crawl
ran home hard from last—Caulfield Cup
perhaps? The favourite Hire squibbed it
againinabigficldasithadin the Doncaster.
Tic the Knot, by far the least talented of all
Australian thoroughbreds to win over five
million dollars in prize moncy, is still
coming.

A year to this day, I turned sadly home
from Paris, thus missing the world’s greatest
weight-for-age race, the Prix de 1"Arc de
Triomphe. Run on the ‘deepest’ (heaviest)
ground at Longchamps for two decades, the
going put paid to the chances of the
Godolphin {the operation of the Dubai
sheiks) champion, Daylaami. Sportingly, it
ran anyway. Montjcu won. But not this
year: only nine runners went to the start—
the smallest ficld since 1946, The victor
was the top-drawer three-year-old Sinndar,
who added to his wins in the English and
Irish Derbics. Montjeu ran fourth.

Neither will be coming to Flemington
in carly November. Nor will the great but
now retired stayer Kayf Tara, which was
thrown intolast year’'s Melbourne Cup with
58.5kg but scratched betore the race. Its
modcrately performed travelling compan-
ion Central Park ran a close sccond to
Cummings’ seven-year-old gelding Rogan
Josh; two sccond-rate mares dead-heated
for third. So—Dbring on Arctic Owl, Mont
Rocher and the rest. Let them emulate the
[rish horse Vintage Crop {first, seventh and
third in successive cups) and end the
complacency about the quality of ourracing
that is bolstercd by cver increasing, ever
morc ignorant carnival crowds.

—Peter Pierce

This month’s contributors: Margaret
Simons is a freelance journalist; Andrew
Hamilton sy tecaches at the United Faculty
of Theology, Mclbourne; John Honner is
co-ordinator of mission and social policy at
MacKillop Family Scrvices. In 1990 he
decided that our Richmond back lane
{Eurcka Street) was a good name for a
magazine; Shane Maloney’s new novel, The
Big Ask, has just been published by Text
Publishing; Peter Pierce, Chairof Australian
Litcrature and Head of the School of
Humanitics, James Cook University, is
Eurcka Street’s turf correspondent.

Two-way conversations

Io CELEBRATE A HEAP OF OLympic GoLb and 100 glittering issues of Eurcka Street,
where could Summa turn this month but to a genuinely Aussic battler of a
theological periodical, Pacifica {Octaber, 2000)?

The issue discussed by Geoff Thompson is that broadly addressed by
Dominus Jesus, the Vatican document discussed last month [{October, ppl2
&16), and recently criticised by Roman Cardinal Edward Cassidy as mistaken
in tone and timing and as written by professors for professors.

As Cassidy hints and Thompson argues, what is at stake is the possibility
of real conversation between people who differ. Religious dialogue is not
primarily the province of professors working out of theory, but of monks and
Christians living together through religious conflict, and finding that they
understand their own faith the more deeply they enter the conversation.

Thompson posecs a broad question correctly, asking if we hope to learn
anything about God and Christ from the non-Christian world. If we cannot,
then conversation would be pointless. If we can hope to learn, as he holds, then
we must account for the traditional Christian belief that Jesus Christ is God’s
final word.

Thompson looks at three writers who take conversation seriously, beginning
with the sccond-century writer, Justin Martyr. Justin claimed that the learned
of his culture shared in the Wisdom of God, which is tully embodied in Jesus
Christ. So, while outside of Christian faith there is truth, ‘thosc who know
Christ, know it all’. They have no compelling religious reason to engage with
the non-Christian world.

Thompson then considers a United States theologian, George Lindbeck,
who argucs against the common assumption that all rcligions and beliefs
represent in different forms a common experience of God. Lindbeck elaims that
cach rcligion is unique, shapes its own distinctive experience and beliefs, and
gives its own explanation of the world. But he also accepts that Jesus Christ is
the uniqucly privileged way to God, arguing finally that in Christ we shall come
to all that is ultimatcly important, but that through other visions of the world
we may find some illumination.

Thompson considers that in Justin’s and Lindbecld’s approaches, engagement
with the world is ultimately unnccessary for faith. He endorses the approach of
Hans Frei, who also taught in the United States and who claimed that in the
Gospels Jesus Christ establishes his identity as Son of God through engagement
with God as Father and with the large cvents of his day. We, too, can know
Christ through the Gospels and through retlection in the church only through
engagement with our world. Conversation with the non-Christian world is not
an optional extra. It is essential for a living knowledge of Jesus Christ.

While I have over-simplificd his subtle treatment of complex theologies,
Thompson shows that if we arc to speak about the unique claims of Jesus Christ,
we must begin with a high estimation of the importance of conversation. He
illustrates different ways of conceiving conversation that avoids the defensive
assumption that one side will have nothing to learn from the other.

Andrew Hamilton sj teaches at the United Faculty of Theology, Melbourne.
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and possibly Communistic. So he asked
the Sancta undergraduates to recruit
some male students and together they
initiated a political machine housed
within the secretive Santamaria political
movement. By the time the 17-year-old
turned up from Enmore, not only was
Honi Soit edited by a Catholic, but there
were so many Catholics on the Student
Representative Council that at SRC
Friday dinners an announcement was
regularly made, “There’s cither fish or
chicken; but the fish is for the Catholics.’
Overall, an acute observer might
conclude that Catholics at the University
of Sydney acted as if they were walking
through unfriendly territory, which
might be sown with land mines.

Yet there were unintended con-
sequences of such political activism.
More than they realised perhaps, those
young Catholics had come from a small,
tight, limited world. Everyone knows
that the word ‘ghetto’ has a precise
historical meaning; to usc the word
loosely can be a disservice to history.
Nevertheless, one can say that the young
Catholics of those ycears displayed a
ghetto mentality, in that they mixed with
their own, read their own, treasured their
own and favoured their own; and that in
time their political activism would erasc
the ghetto mentality, replacing it with an
openness which gave them new friends,
new thought patterns and new ranges of
experience. It was as if previously they
had spoken a forcign language; now they
joined in the Australian conversation.

In any case, change was alrcady in the
air. On that first Newman hike, and at
subscquent Newman picnics and socials,
the 17-ycar-old had noticed an older Arts
student, a priest with an open smiling
face, high intellectual forehead, athletic
physique and an engaging, sympathetic
manncer. Later in the same year, at the
annual Newman dinner, Cardinal
Gilroy’s auxiliary bishop, the historian
Dr Eris O’Brien, would announce that
this priest, Roger Irving Pryke, was to be
the first full-time chaplain to the
Newman Socicty. (Typically, Gilroy, a
mean man, did not provide any funding;
as Father Pryke gradually realised—so
fétes had to be organised.) The Newman
Society had been a service organisation,
providing daily rosary in a classroom,
social events, those apologetical lectures
and occasional weckend camps outside

Sydney. Now, with Roger Pryke as
chaplain, it became something clse: a
formational body. Put simply, it would
explore new ways of being an Australian
Catholic. A decade before the event, it
would try out the themes and meanings
which historians associate with the
Second Vatican Council (1962-65). So
that if you look at the University of
Sydncey in those days, you can discern,
alrcady dawning, the new light which
was to break on the church in the Second
Vatican Council.

Bliss was it in that dawn to be alive,
But to be young was very heaven!

A single-sentence summation of
Vatican II might say that it brought the
church out of the Middle Ages and tried
to find a place for it in modern times.
A lengthier description of Vatican 11
would point to some of its outcomes: the
Bible placed at the centre of Catholic
liturgy, theology and spirituality;
Catholic worship ‘in a language under-
standed of the people’ {to borrow a phrasc
from Anglicans); the love of God replac-
ing the fear of God as the dynamic of
moral choice; a morality of striving for
justice and mercy rather than a morality
of guilt; a recognition of the rights of
conscience and religious freedom;
acknowledging the brotherliness of other
churches and the authenticity of other
intellectual traditions; pluralism inside
the church; the freeing of lay intelligence
and the slow erosion of clerical control
systems; and a laity who sct their own
agenda. These are observable outcomes
of the Vatican II era; and there they are,
at the University of Sydney, in the

decade before the Vatican
Council actually met.

HE MEANS Roger Pryke used to change
the Newman Socicty from a scrvice
organisation into a formational com-
munity were not novel. They came from
Joseph Cardijn’s Jeunesse Ouvriére
Chrétienne—the JOC, or Young Christian
Worker movement in Belgium and
France, also known as the Jocists. People
of similar interests, such as thosc in the
same faculty, met in a small group to
become agents of change. Their mectings
began with discussion of a Gospel passage
which cach member had already prepared
and meditated. Thus, over time, their
spirituality came to be biblically based
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as they encountered personally the Christ
of the Gospels. Next, in the Cardijn Jocist
pattern, group members came to grips
with the rcal life of their milicu or
environment ... What was it like? What
could it be like in, for instance, God’s
plan? And what could they do about it?
It is difficult to convey the actuality of
these enquiries into the milicuy; for you
can readily make them sound priggish or
judgmental. In reality, these undergrad-
uates were learning to take responsibility
for their own lives, both as Christians and
as university people. The groups lcached
out any latent proselytism or impulse to
colonise the university; instead, they
camic to love the university and to want
to serve it as intellectuals.

While this was going ahcad, they were
thinking seriously about Christian belief.
Thus, in a paper on the Trinity, John T.
Woodward reported:

The emphasis of Sydney University
Newman Society thought, in recent years,
has been on three of the great doctrines of
Christianity: the Incarnation, the Kingship
of Christ and the Mystical Body. Our aim
has been to form an apostolic ideology
appropriate to the nature of the University
and the nature of the Church.

So these lay people took responsibility
for their lives as lay Christians. As Robert
Vermeesch told a Newman camp, ‘the
layman is not simply the passive object of
the clergy’s ministry’. Behind Vermeesch’s
remark sat a recognition that lay people
were not agents of a clerical mission or
ministry; there was, rather, a genuine lay
vocation as genuinc as any clerical
vocation. This perception was sharpened
by a remarkable English layman who
turned up one day at a Newman mecting.
John Kenclm Dormer was a member of
onc of those old English Catholic families
you read about in Evelyn Waugh. Of
independent means—his mother’s father
had founded Toohey's brewery in
Sydney—he had led a restless life since
scrving as a captain in the war against
Hitler. Somchow he had made contact
with the English version of Cardijn’s
Jocist movement, to which he had
responded enthusiastically. ‘1 knew,’” he
used to say, ‘that if the church were true,
something like this must exist.” In
Sydney he became a great encourager of
the new Catholics. It wasn’t so much
what John Dormer said that made a
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difference; rather, it was his capacity to
listen and sympathise with them as they
explored these novel relationships with
church and university in night-long
sessions in Sydney’s companionable
coffce shops.

This sense of a genuine lay vocation
frced and encrgised a whole generation
of Catholics, as they insisted that all were
responsible for the mission of the church.
Thus they anticipated the ceclesiology of
Vatican II. They rejected a view of the
church which promoted a churchman-
ship of two tiers: the directing/govern-
ing/owning level, the hierarchs; and the
accepting/obeying/dirccted level, the
laity. The bishops owned the church and
only they, in concert with Roman author-
itics, would decide what was to be done.
For a good example of such hierarchism,
sec Cardinal Gilroy’s pastoral letter for
Advent 1959, in preparation for the
Vatican Council. The cardinal gave a
history of past church councils but
scemed to have no idea why a council
might be needed in the middle of the 20th
century. In this pastoral letter the only
role for the laity was prayer. There was
nothing about the laity rcading, or
discussing, or going to seminars, or
contributing any idcas to the council’s
agenda. Such was not the role of the laity
in his theology. About this time, the
cardinal told one of his seminarians that
he expected that the Council would be
all over within a few weeks; after all, he
said, the Roman Curia knew what was
needed and they would simply tell the

bishops what to do. By contrast with such
hierarchism, the new-style Catholics saw
their church not as a pyramid, but as a
community of believers, a pcople, a
family, a circle. We are all grown-up
Christians here, they said.

The thceologian who spoke most
closely to the expectations of the
Newman socicty Catholics was a French
Dominican who is now largely forgotten,
Yves Congar. From an carly age, Congar
had seen that the critical theological
question for his time was the question of
the church; and he dedicated his life to
exploring that question, its history and
its changing cultural forms, century by
century. To him the word ‘church’ did
not mean, as it often does in common
speech, only the clergy; he gave it back
its richer historical meaning, the people
of God. Congar’s Lav People in the
Church, published in English in 1953,
was scized on by his gencration as the
book which made sense of their own
lives. It was a key text for that generation,
the one, more than any other, which
prepared them for what was to come.
This note of the future was struck by
Pope John Paul 1T when he made Congar
a cardinal a fcw months before his death,
mm 1995, Because his theology aimed at
the future, said the citation, it needed
courage to keep working at it. Here the
Pope may have been thinking of the
persceution Congar suffered. In 1954 the
Vatican had forbidden him to tecach, to
lecture or to publish. He was sent into
exile, first to the Dominican biblical

sck latJerusalem (whose founder, M.J.
Lagrange, had also been under a Vatican
ban}; then to Cambridge, where the local
Dominican superior made life difficult for
him. Well, it is an iron law of church
history that those who would make a

significant contribution must

pay for it in blood.
IH]S SEASON OF hope in the life of the

chv  h was also a time of change in
Australian journalism. The year 1958 saw
the appearancce of Tom Fitzgerald’s
Nation and Donald Horne’s The OQbserver,
both of which were to have a profound
effect on mainstrcam journalism. Both
magazines were interested in religion,
especially Catholicism, so that church
historians neglect them at their peril.
Donald Horne’s recent book of memoirs,
Into the Open, confirms what one had
previously guessed at: that he thought
Catholics had been left out of the
national conversation and, through The
Observer, he intended to include them
in. He would draw his conversationalists,
not from the hicrarchs, but from the new
university Catholics. On their part,
fine g it difficult to get a fair go in the
diocesan papers or magazines run by
religious orders, they had turned to these
new journals to make their voices heard.

In all of this, Roger Pryke was not
silent. Although other voices would be
hea  among Sydney Catholics, principally
from Vincent Buckley’s circle at
Melbourne University (for a time the two
Newman Societics were symbiotic),

Men of hospitality

Living and proclaiming God’s hospitable love

As hived out by St John of
God over five centuries ago,
our vocation is to give of
ourselves completely and
freelv: to be a brotherly
presence: a symbol of hope
tor the world: proclaiming
God’s hospitable love to
all.
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love that promotes healing,

advocacy and reconciliation
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We are the: ‘Brothers ¢

St John of God.”

Will you dare to accept God’s
invitation to a life dedicated
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purposeful smile. Task him if continuing
the war is the only way to bring peace to
Sri Lanka. He answers this question as
steadily as he had all the others.

‘If the solution is war then it must be
war.’

In carly August, Wimalasara sat on a
podium erected in central Colombo and
refused food and water in protest against
the new constitution then being debated
in the assembly. Other monks made their
point by assembling outside the parliament
building itsclf, backed by crowds of
Sinhalese opposed to any devolution of
power to the regions. Wimalasara says he
was prepared to fast until death. With the
deferral of the vote after three days, he
was taken to hospital and put on a saline
drip. Asked whether he would be prepared
to repeat his protest if devolution comes

before parliament again, he
replics, ‘Of course.’

Ri LANKA IS AT A turning point in a
conflict that has cost more than 60,000
lives, depopulated the northern and
castern regions where it has been fought,
and made a pauper of the Sri Lankan
cconomy. Not knowing where to turn,
voters in the October 10 parliamentary
clections, following weceks of pre-clection
violence and amid ballot irrcgularitics,
delivered more uncertainty. The People’s
Alliance won more scats than the UNP
opposition, but lost the one-scat majority
of the old parliament and now require the
support of minority parties. Yet perhaps
news of the death of Sirima Bandaranaike,
the President’s mother, upon returning
from casting hcer ballot carly on the
morning of the poll, prevented a worse
result for the government. The passing
of the three-times prime minister, whose
most recent stint only concluded in
August, further entwined the facc of the
current President and her family with
that of the country.

The prospect of a federalised Sri Lanka
has alarmed the majority Sinhalesc
population. Sri Lankan Tamils, who
claim a centurics-old linecage on the
island, arc the largest minority (12 per
cent of the island’s 19 million). The other
significant minorities are the Tamils in
the south and the Muslims, both at scven
per cent each. The southern Tamils,
brought over by the British to work on
tea plantations, have little in ¢c  non
with the est  lished Tamil community
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and arc certainly less nationalistic. The
Sinhalese have the overwhelming numbers
on the island yet still look ncrvously
across the narrow Palk Strait at the Indian
state of Tamil Nadu, with its population
of 55 million. They have been described
more than once as a majority with a
minority complex.

Buddhism thrives in Sri Lanka. And,
according to Dr Jehan Perera from the
National Peace Council of Sri Lanka, a
politicised and nationalistic clergy want
an intermingling of temple and state.

‘The Buddhist monks—right from the
mid-'50s when proposals of a federal
arrangement were first discussed—have
opposed it. [In their mind] any weakening
of the central state is a weakening of
Buddhism in this country.’

President Kumaratunga’s father,
Prime Minister S.W.R.D. Bandaranaike,
was shot decad by a Buddhist monk in
1959 after he had attempted to appease
Sri Lankan Tamil aspirations. Three
years earlier Bandaranaike had upped
tensions by making Sinhala the only
official language of Ceylon {as Sri Lanka
was then known). One suspects he would
understand the difficulties currently
being faced by his daughter.

Opposition to the course that Presi-
dent Kumaratunga wishes to plot for Sri
Lanka has scen a resurgence of Sinhalese
nationalism. While the government was
looking to producc a consensus with the
main opposition and Tamil political
partics carlier in the year, Sihala Urumaya
(Sinhalesc Heritage) was formed. Its
president, S.L. Gunasakara, belicves that
instead of bringing Sri Lanka closer to
peace, the government’s efforts will
undermine the integrity of the nation.

‘The Sinhalese are a very small race.
The Tamils are a very large race, well
over 100 million scattered all over the
world, yet they have no state. A small and
impoverished people, the Sinhalese have
a sovereign state and that is Sri Lanka.’

The government’s current initiative
differs from previous attempts to give
control to the regions, because it aims to
enshrine the devolution of power in the
constitution. Gunasakara argues that this
would also deliver to the Tamil Tigers
what they want: a separate statc.

Gunasakara believes that the only
solution is a total war that would crush
the Tigers once  d for all. §7 "a
Urumaya is not a party of alienated
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extremists. It is made up of mainstream
professionals. Gunasakara, a successful
commercial lawyer, recruited academics,
arc cod General and a former Governor
of the Central Bank for the 10 October
parliamentary elections. With Buddhist
clergy, they bolster public resistance to
conceding ground to Tamil nationalists.

tional Pcace Council’s Dr Perera
regards the government’s failure to get
the :cessary two-thirds majority in
parliament (the constitutional bill was
withdrawn before it could be brought to
a v the government knew it would
losc) as a lost opportunity. Ycet he also
believes a precedent has been set that
could see the beginning of the end of Sri
Lanka’s troubles.

‘What has happened in the last several
months is unique in our political history.
For the first time the opposition
co- zrated with the government in a
political reform process related to the
cthnic conflict.’

Compromisec is rarc in this polarised
nation. And the most uncompromising
player in Sri Lanka is Velupillai
Prabakharan, the 45-ycar-old undisputed
lcader of the Liberation Tigers of Tamil
Eelam (LTTE). Prabakharan Icads a band
of 5000 committed {and indoctrinated]
guerrillas, in a fight for an independent
Tamil homeland. With financial support
from the Tamil diaspora, he has kept the
fight going against a dcmoralised military

{its desertion rate is 20 per cent)
that outnumbers the Tigers 13to 1.

N 1998 I TrRavELLED to the cast of Sri
Lanka from Colombo, along the island’s
narrow roads and through the many
checkpoints that Tamils claim are the
scenc of their daily harassment. Trin-
comalce and Batticoloa, the two biggest
towns on the cast coast, are claimed by
the LTTE as falling within their disputed
state, Eelam.

Coming through Batticoloa, our
minibus slowed to a crawl as we
negotiated the increasingly frequent
guard posts. While a Tamil Jesuit father
explained my business to police and
soldiers, the Tamil and Muslim popula-
tior Hingabout their daily business were
linc up at checkpoints. Their handbags
were upended on tables, pockets were
turned inside out and the lining scarched,
and bicy ¢ sw 7 pec 1 for
objects hidden in the padding. We trans-












fighting that many believe heralds an
impending onslaught, there is an air of
activity and industry about Jaffna’s main
street. The people go about their business
secmingly oblivious—that is until you
speak with the vendors selling their goods
at inflated prices, each one of them saying
they want peace without describing what
kind they wish for. The top floors of most
buildings have been blown away. Saucer-
shaped bullet holes pockmark the masonry.

The army is confident that extra fire-
power will preserve its hold on the town.
However, United Nations representatives
and aid groups have been communicating
more regularly with the LTTE in recent
months in case Jaffna falls into their
hands. One NGO representative, who
requested anonymity, said that since May
his organisation had been in regular radio
contact with the LTTE.

‘We monitor their radio and tradition-
ally they forewarn the local population
to move two or three days before they
launch an attack,’ the representative said.
‘That’s when we will make our decision
whether to go or stay.’

But the other residents of Jaffna
peninsula do not have the luxury of
contemplating a retreat to safety. The
only way in or out is via irregular ferry
movements or by crossing over the front
line into LTTE-held territory. Around
1500 to 2000 civilians travel by boat each
weclk. There is a waiting list of 30,000
for a berth heading south.

The total population of Jaffna and the
surrounding peninsula is 500,000. It is
almost exclusively Tamil owing to
campaigns of cthnic cleansing of Sinhalese
and Muslims conducted by the LTTE.
About one-third of that population has
been displaced by the LTTE’s advance
and the reciprocating government
bombardments. Some 20,000 are housed
in makeshift refugee camps.

If and when the attack comes, most
people will shift to the western half of
the peninsula and hope that the battle is
fought only around military positions and
the air and sea ports to the north.
Meanwhile, those already in the govern-
ment-run camps are having to make do
with inadequate support.

‘In their heart of hearts people want
an end to this war, but there is also some
sympathy for the Tigers berause they
express the desire of the Tam  seople for
self-determination,” a spokesman for a
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Catholic aid group in Jaffna told me.

Kingsley Rajanayagam, a regional
manager for a Sri Lankan bank, is one
such sympathiser. He argues that the
Tamil community is pushed into
supporting LTTE because of constant
discrimination at the hands of Sinhalese
authorities, particularly under emergency
regulations in place since April.

‘The harassment of Tamils in Colombo
is very severe,” he says. ‘I have just come
back from thrce months in Colombo
where I was on business and three times
I had to spend a day at a police station
having my permit renewed. As a Tamil
you are subjected to constant checking.’

Rajanayagam was in Jaffna prior to
1995, during the period when the LTTE
had control.

‘Law and order was well kept in those
days. Sure, they extracted taxes, there is
no doubt about that, but we lived in
peace. When they retreated before the
government advance, they took us with
them. [ went to the Wanni and ran the
bank from a cadjan (thatch) hut during
the day and slept in an oil-cloth tent
under a mango tree at night.’

‘We are used to a type of gypsy life for
10 years now,” Rajanayagam adds. ‘But
the speed with which people are
leaving—I think in the near future there
will be nobody left in Jaffna.’

Rajanayagam concedes that since the
army took full control of Jaffna in 1996
the trcatment of Tamils has been better
than it was in thc past. But Tamils
remain bitter about the brutalities,

illings and disappearances that the Sri
Lankan army—almost entirely Sinhalese—
has perpetrated. Only in the last few years
has any attempt been made to bring them
to account. And even now there has only
been one conviction—of a handful of
lowly ranked soldiers for the murder and
rape of a Tamil schoolgirl.

Last year, one of the convicted men
spoke from the dock about the existence
of a mass grave at salt mines near the
town of Chemmani. His revelations
shocked the Sinhalese community, the
majority of whom had been unaware of
or had not believed allegations of atrocities
committed by the armed forces.

When government forces pushed the
LTTE back to the Wanni in 1995-96, a
campaign was launched to purge the
newly captured territory of suspected
Tiger operatives and sympathisers.
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Nea - 600 people were picked up: they
were taken from their homes, from
school and off the street.” ey were never
seen again.

Prior to going to Jaffna, the recently
appr ted head of Sri Lanka's armed
forc  Major General Lionel Balagalle,
spoke at length of ¢ military’s efforts
to improve its human rights record.

‘We have had our excesses in the field
of human rights. We have had disap-
pearances to a large extent ... We have had
excesses committed by the sccurity forces.’

( aeral Balagalle understands the
tactical point to being more humane.

‘The purposc of this exercise [stopping
human rights violations] was to win the
hearts and minds. Secondly was account-
ability. In the long run we have henefited
from treating the public or the suspects
in custody properly.’

] na’s residents are, by and large,
more exhausted than partisan about their
uncertain future. They fear both the
govi 1ment and the LTTE—caught
‘between the Lion and the Tiger” as one

Tamil politician put it—and the
I consequences of more fighting.

N Coromeo the Hilton Hotel stands tall
among a clutch of buildings in ¢
busi ss, financial and |lministrative
heart of Sri Lanka. As I wait in the foyer
for hotel staff to retricve some bags, ajazz
band plays and walk-in stores around the
peri~=ter sell gems and luxury goods. It
coul Heany hotel in any capital city. But
ther 1esound of hammering and drilling
starts—the final touches to repairs made
necc ary after the massive bombing of
the nearby Central Bank three years
before. A truck bomb blew the Bank
apart. Tamil Tiger guerrillas fought strect
batt ; with security forces. Eighteen
people were killed and 105 wounded.

To pass the time, the concierge asks
politely where we have travelled from
and  surprised by the answer. He asks,
since I had seen the worst of it, whether
there will be an end to the violence soon.
I reply that I cannot say.

I  nods a couple of times hefore
answering, ‘I suppose if there was an easy
solution it would have been found hv
now.’

Jon Greenaway is Eureka Street’s South
East Asia correspor  nt.
greeny@loxinfo.co.th















things are not, which makes it
intercsting for a novelist, but the
society is not disintegrating as a family-
based, community-based place. It’s not
globalising in that way. It’s globalising
in other ways.

Whereas when immigrants arrive in
the USA or Australia, they reinvent
themseclves, people don’t do that in
Ireland. Nobody is ashamed of being from
a poor background, which is diffcrent
from England. If someone would say, ‘We
were brought up like pigs’, somecone else
would say, ‘We were brought up like ...’
There’d be a competition—who’d had no
toilet, who'd had rickets. That’s very
important. Pcople are able to shrug their
shoulders and say, ‘When I was a kid we
didn’t have that.’

ES: In The Irish Famine you adopt a
revisionist stance—vou refuse to blame
the British for the entire tragedy, and you
imply that the Famine is still of great
importance in modern Ireland.

CT: 1didn’t put it in the Famine book—
I don’t like that kind of talk [about
physical appcarance]—but it is possible
sometimes to feel that that middle-man
from the Famine period who owned the
shop, and upped the price and speculated
in food, that sort of person has really
survived into now, and is walking the
streets of Dublin. They are a different
shape from other pecople, and they drive
big cars, and they bark into mobile
phones and they love politics and thrive
on the corruption that is always close to
politics. They’re bad, rude, greedy,
untrustworthy and I think that made it’s
way into certain elements of Australian
life and certain elements of Amecrican
life. As you're walking up the street you
can sc¢e them coming towards you—Irish
bad middleman males. That’s one of the
things we handed over to you ...

ES: Thank vou very much. I wonder
whether fame as a writer makes 1t more
difficult to do what you want to do
(write, presumably)!

CT: Famc is a bit strong. I live in novels
now, and sometimes I feel it’s for the
want of anything clse, but the lack of
constrictions means [ can walk away
much casier from anybody or anything.
I'm not surc that’s how God wanted us
to live ... ]

Hugh Dillon is a NSW magistratc.

s AN AusTrALIAN living in New
York, I've had to adjust to hearing
intimate information from pcople
[ hardly know.

Stuart is onc of the regulars at the
small pool where I swim. He spends two
to three hours a day in Lanc 3. 1 first
noticed him because he’s sneaky—always
fudging the time he writes down so as to
give himself an extra few minutes on the
half-hour maximum you ar¢ meant to
book your narrow lane for. Then I noticed
that he was always there whenever
I came, and that as soon as he finished
one half-hour swim he wrote his name
down again on the whiteboard. (This
whiteboard system is how you know
people’s names because you yell for the
next person on the list when you finish
your go.}

SoTsaid, ‘You like to swim for an hour
do you?’

‘Morc than twice as much as that if
I can,” he answered.

‘Wow.’

Tused to have much worse obsessions
before I took up swimming.’

Over the months I often changed lanes
with him as he only likes to swim in
Lane 3. He says it’s because he had a
stroke and can’t look at the clock that
tells you how your time is going, from
the right. [ haven’t bothered to suggest
he buy a waterproof watch for $9.95—
I don’t know him that well.

The talk at the pool, mainly by Stuart
who is very chatty, has been about his
forthcoming wedding. U've heard all about
how she didn’t want to commit and told
him that she didn’t love him, but he saw
how she looked when he came round to
sce her and decided to respond to her
behaviour rather than what she said.
‘1 knew she loved me,’ he told me, ‘even
though she didn’t know it yet.’

‘Hmm,’ is all I manage, but Stuart’s
not a person who scems to need much
responsc. He's in his 60s and it’s his third
marriage, the last time being more than
20 yecars ago. He's in good shape—no

VOLUME 10 NUMBLR 9

gut—all that swimming. And he doesn't
scem to have webbed feet or soggy
fingers.

Friday was the wedding. A weck
carlicr I'd suggested he have it in Lane 3
and then we could have got it in as the
Wedding of the Wecek in the Style section
of Sunday’s New York Times—they're
into gimmicky weddings.

Suzanne, a 70-something regular, onc
of the many who swim with a snorkel,
said to me ‘Do you think the girl’s
young?’

‘No idea.’

‘He said something about her living
in another country so maybe she's
marrying him for a green card.’

‘She must know he spends most of his
life in Lane 3, but why do you think she’s
young?’

“You now how men are,’ she said. “The
older they arc the younger they want
them.’

I was intrigued, but decided T'd
probably ncver find out as I was about to
move out of the arca and would be gone
by the time Stuart got back from his
honeymoon.

But Stuart didn’t go on a honeymoon.
There he was the day after the wedding,
swimming up and down Lanc 3 and
looking miscrable.

‘My psychotherapist warned me that
I'd fecl let down after the wedding.’

‘Congratulations,” was all I managed
to say.

‘Still, the wedding was fabulous. At
the Buddhist Temple. And my friend
who’d been at my first wedding said,
“May you have a long and happy cver
after, again.”’

Turns out Suzanne was wrong.
Stuart’s wife is called Edith, she’s from
Austria and is 51 yecars old. When [ asked
him why he hadn’t gone on a honey-
moon, Stuart said that he couldn’t afford
it. But I think he just wanted to keep on
swimming.

Renata Singer is a freclance writer.
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the man’svoice and mind and the woman’s,
a difference that crosses the gap from one
collection to the other. He constructs a
social, geographical, ecclesiastical and
political context for Abelard, and describes
a literary context for the letters as a ‘space’
opening up for women’s voices. Finally, he
wants to help recover Heloise’s voice and
submerged ocuvre. He succeeds in all these
purposcs, and keeps them distinct.

The Lost Love Letters of Heloise and
Abelard is itsclf a book about love. Its
theme is the woman'’s philosophy of love:
Mecews’ case is that ‘He [the male writer]
never rises to her sense that love is an ideal
which embraces both amor and dilectio’
(sclfless love). But Heloise’s philosophy is
like the woman'’s {and Abelard never rises
to that either). Mews takes issuc with
‘assumptions that Heloisc’s professions of
love are incompatible with monastic
tradition’. He even sees her as a kind of
spiritual cousin to the Cistercians with
their value for sincerity in the emotions.

The story of Heloise and Abelard is
stranger than that of Sylvia Plath and Ted
Hughes. Abelard was arenowned dialectical
philosopher who, in about 1113, began
attracting large crowds of students to the
cathedral school of Notre Dame. He lodged
with Canon Fulbertin exchange for teaching
Fulbert’sniece Heloise, a celebrated scholar
hersclf. He taught her to love, madc her
pregnant, sent heroff to his sister in Brittany
(who wasleft holding the child) and brought
her back for a secret marriage intended to
appcase Fulbert while protecting his own
reputation. He sent her off again to the convent
where she had been reared, and was then
surprised one night by a group of Fulbert’s
men, who castratcdhim. Abelard dealt with
his shame by becoming a monk, but first he
ordered his wife to become a nun.

For more than ten years they seem to
have had no contact. Abelard founded a
small community which he called the
Paraclete, but it did not survive. Heloise
became abbess at Argenteuil, but in 1129,
as part of areformist backlash against women
in religion, her community was evicted.
Abclard, now abbot of a savage group of
monks at St Gildasin Brittany, gave the site
of the Paraclete to Heloisc forher community,
and the two met again. There she read
Abclard’s memoir, Historia calamitatumn,
in which he claimed that he came to Paris
in a flush of pride, decided to have an affair
with someone and picked her.

... with this end in view [ came to an arrange-
ment with heruncle ... he gave me complete
charge over the girl ... if Tfound her idle [ was

to punish her severely. [ was amazed by his
simplicity ...

After his castration, ‘All sorts of
thoughts filled my mind’; not onc was for
Hcloise. He considered his humiliation
aftecrwards at Soissons, where his book was
burned by an ecclesiastical court, to have
been far more painful.

Heloise responded to this dismaying
Historia with a moving letter asking him
not to disown her together with their past.
She said she would rather be his whore than
Augustus’ empress, that she had taken the
veil in the spirit of one who would have
followed or preceded him to hell. Abelard
answered ‘his dearly beloved sisterin Christ’
by inviting her as a dutiful wife to pray for
his safety in Brittany. His letter would be
insufferable were it not for its level of
anxiety. Again Heloise wrote, naming her
agonies of regret and the impossibility of
truly repenting past joys. ‘Men call me

call him special.’ The echo in hishead is the
opening of Heloise’s third letter to Abcelard:
Suo specialiter, sua singulariter, ‘To him
who is hers specially, she who is his
singularly.” Other terms reinforce Mews’
intuition.

When Konsgen first cdited the collec-
tion, hc subtitled it Briefe Abelards and
Heloises? Place and period and literary
culture seemed right: ile de France, carly
12th century, between a man whom the
woman describes as a magister among
clerics, ateacher{seeletter 66), a philosopher
and poct {112}, one who sings as well as
writes (62), ‘to whom French pighcadedness
rightly yields’ (49); while he calls her ‘the
only disciple of philosophy among all the
young women of our age’, ‘you who discuss
the rules of friendship so subtly that you
scem ... to have given those precepts to
Tully himself’ {50). The wonder is that both
this remarkable collection and Konsgen'’s
suggestion about its authorship should

Perhaps Woman was blamed for Man’s ruin
in the 12th century, and the man blamed for
the woman’s in our own. Perhaps in the 12th

century the sexual man was danger, and the
writing woman dangerous in ours.

chaste; they do not know the hypocrite
I am.’ Again Abclardreturned repudiations.
After this, Heloise silently accepted his
terms, and they formed a new collaborative
rclationship in which he assumed some
responsibility, wrote a Rule for the com-
munity and a body of hymns, engaged in
theological dialogue with them, and was
finally buried among them. Their history is
extensively yet incompletely documented.
The many letters and love songs Heloise
invoked werce apparently lost.

The Lost Love Lettersbegins inalibrary:
‘Clairvaux 1471’. A young monk, one
Johannes de Vepria, is copying a collection
of letters for hismonastery as fine examples
of the epistolary art. He begins by recording
the greetings but becomes absorbed by the
substance. The story shifts then to
Auckland, 1993, when Constant Mcws
returns to Ewald Kénsgen'’s 1976 edition of
these letters after years spent investigating
Abelard’s thought elsewhere. He notices
how often in the long exchange the man
uscs the word singularis for the woman and
his fecling for her. ‘Whereas the woman
never describes him as singular, she does
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have gone almost unconsidered. As Mews
points out, though, any anonymous collce-
tion is liable to neglect, and Konsgen's
edition of 1976 coincided with aresurgence
of doubt ‘about the authenticity of the
Abclard-Heloise letters’. The case was in
cffect closed when Peter Dronke dismissed
the suggestion almost out of hand in his
two books, Women Writers of the Middle
Ages (Cambridge, 1984) and Intellectuals
and Poets in Medieval Europe (Rome, 1992).

Yet Dronke’s work on the existing
Abclard-Heloisc collection has laid much
of the foundation for Mcws’ case. Dronke
has argued magisterially that that exchange
is authentically theirs, that the two writers
show significant differences of mind and
temperament, and that philosophical
influences probably went both ways, not
just from the older teacher to his student.
All these lines of analysis have been
productively used by Mews on the
Konsgen letters.

Mews commits himself boldly—'These
letters must have been written by Abcelard
and Helois¢’—yet his procedurces in
cstablishing this are cautious and quict. He
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preference for specialis in terms of her
commitment to an idea of love which has
the cthical dimension of friendship. The
man participates in this idea irregularly,
but amor is his usual term, whereas she
refers almost as often and with no sensc of
discontinuity to dilectio. The woman’s
letters engage Mcews more. He examines
the emotional power of her writing, her
creative neologisms (‘If a droplet of
knowability trickled down to me from the
honey-comb of wisdom’ (53}, her struggle
to find new terms for the inexpressible. He
focuses on her use of terms which give
valuc to the inner disposition very much as
Heloise does in her letters from the
Paraclete.

It is touching to see the man assurc the
woman so fervently that she fulfils his
cvery need, she s his rest, his food, his
light, and so on, painful to sce the gap
between his sclf-referring attachment and
hers. She loves to ormament:

To the spice of perfeet guality and finest
tragrance, multiplicd a hundredtold with the
sced of sweetness in the wasteland, a full

moon: the delights of binding love. [94)
She can be transgressive:

Nothing will ¢ver be so laborious for my
body, nothing so dangerous for my soul, that
[ would not expend out of care tor you. (9)

And she actually ends the correspondence
twice. Yet the substance of her letters is this:

The most precious ching [have I give to vou,
namely, mysclf, firm in faich and love, stable
in desire for you and never changeable. (102}

Her stability in love is a stability in the
autonomous sclf, who choosces to forgive or
obcey.

Through loving you, 1 scarched for you;
scarching for you, I found you; finding you,
I desired you; desiring you, T chose you;
choosing you, 1 placed you before everyone
clse in my heart ... nor will 1 ever take back
my whole spirit from you. In you I have what
[ scarched for, I hold what 1 chose, T embrace
what I desired; only your gqualities will do.

Once the suggestion is argued, it is
almost impossible to read lctter 84 without
hearing it as Heloise: her powerful intelli-
gence, masterly cloquence, uncompromising
passion and almost unparallcled honesty.

The man’s answer (85) scems to belong
almost as much to Abelard. It is brilliant
but unstable, divided in just that point of
intention where she is so firm (he confesses
‘too much mental distraction of onc unsure

of what he should rightly say’). His farcwell
blends disingenuousness and intense charm:

. may it always be kept uncertain which of
us loves the other more, since this way there
will always be between us a most beautitul
contest in which both of us will win.

The snapshot of an insccure, competitive
master-rhetorician in love?

Mecws also demonstrates that it is a real
¢xchange which has the untidiness of lived
experience. Many of the letters refer to
conversations or events not represented in
the collection. It one tried to read it as a
single composition, one could waste much
encrgy looking for the Ietter which the man
in 75 so much regrets having written. If, as
Mews says, Johannes de Vepria is consist-
ent in recording his omissions, the letter is
not missing by his choice; and, if Mcws is
alsoright in guessing that the woman made
and kept the collection, it is more likely
that she discarded the letter which gave her
pain. As fiction, it would be unsatisfactory,
‘with the rclationship between the two
partics still unresolved’ {(Mews, p143]. But
that—if Abclard and Heloise wrote the
letters—is part of their value.

The Lost Love Letters of Heloise and
Abelard needed to be written. Of course
thercarcimperfections,’ but they are minor.
This very fine book will quickly become a
landmark; soon no-one will remember what
Heloise and Abclard studics were like before
it appeared.

There will be counter-cases to Mews'.?
But cven if he is wrong, his illuminating
study will be justified by the attention he
will win for the letters. Infact his case must
become the working hypothesis. If he is
right, the implications are stirring. For
example, Dronke sces Heloise’s greeting in
her third letter ['suo specialiter. sua
singulariter') as an evident responsc to
Abclard’s ‘remember him who specially is
yours’ in his first reply (Women Writers of
the Middle Ages, p27). Mews comments, ‘it
scems more likely that she was reminding
him of the contrasting ways cach of them
uscd to single out the other’. Yet, if Heloise
did have the Konsgen letters with herat the
Paraclete, there is surely a double ccho.
Might not Abclard’s recent words, ‘who
specially is yours’, have had a dynamic
effect on Heloise, as a signal to her that
Abclard had not torgotten what they had
sharced, and that at the level of sub-text he
was not disowning her? She might have
made the extraordinary cffort signitied by
her third letter just because he had given
her this signal.
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Abelard urged Heloise to rcjoice with
him at their escape from lust:

What a hateful Toss and grievous misfortune
if you had abandoned yourself to the
defilement of carnal pleasures only to bear in
suffering a few children for the world ... Nor
would you have been more than a woman ...
How unscemly for those holy hands which
now turn the pages of sacred books to have to
perform degrading services in women's

coneerns.

The sad irony is that he was probably
right. In the straitjacket he designed for her,
she may well have lived a life of more
dignity, distinction and purpose than she
might have donc ashis witc or body-scervant
housckeeperorevenashis meretrix (whore).
Her letters to Abelard show not only great
powers of mind but great authority; and as
soon as she turned her unused encrgices to
new purposes, she produced a masterful
critique of monastic Rules as they failed to
apply to women. When Abclard sent the
hymns he had written for the Paraclete, he
rchearsed in admiring detail the arguments
she had used to make him do it. What the
woman of the Konsgen letters strove for—
her philosopher-lover’s engagement with
herideas—the abbess Heloise commanded.
Yet this authority came from a kind of
death. When she became a nun, ‘she broke
out as best she could through her tears
and sobs into Cornelia’s famous lament’
{before suicide). ‘So saying, she hurried to

the altar’ (Historia calamitatum,
Penguin ed. pp76-77).

yivia Prain scemed to have an abyss of
frecedoms. She didhave institutional support
and rewards, but not the stable direction
she scems to have craved when she asked
TedHughes to give her writing tasks. Those
exercises had structure, and could win
approval if successfully performed. Success
was perhaps a crueller God than cven
Abclard’s castrator. Over and again Plath
reckoned up the prizes she was striving for
or had won, like the addict for whom the fix
is never enough.

God, if ever T have come close to want 1o
commit suicide, it is now ... Five years ago, it
[ could have scen myself now: at Smith ...
with seven acceptances from Seventeen and
one from Mademoiselle, with a few lovely
clothes, and one intelligent, handsome boy—
You would have said: That is all T could ever
asld!! November 3, 1952,

Was she cverinany real sense free not to
marry ‘and bear in suffering a few children
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for the world’? Or was her achicving post-
war American girlhood so branded with
expectations of marriage that the question
was ncver if, only whom and when?
Marriage and nuclcar family were the
institutions which stood stiff as a strait-
jackct tor her, and the power of family may
be measured as a power to replicate its own
patterns in spite of individuals. It Plath and
Hughes wereright, herlife-longinsccuritics
and torments sprang from her father’s early
death and the need o placate and therefore
hate her hardworking “sacrificing’ mother
and if possible blame her. In Plath’s death,
the pattern is restated, only starker, more
cxtreme: she has replicated for her children
the abandonment by one parent in dying;
she has managed not to murder her own
mother except symbolically (in The Bell
Jar), only to murder theirs; and she has left
her death as a charge against their father.
Her father was thought to have contributed
to his own death, but she has designed hers
pertectly. Dying is an art.

We know hardlv anything of Heloise’s
family beyond the uncanny replication with
her too that she was reared by church and
uncle, and her son by church and aunt. It
the foregrounding of nuclear family is
stifling in Plath’s casce, its backgrounding in
Hcloise’s is troubling. When she writes to
Abclardof heryearningand sorrow, Heloise
does not mention their son Astralabe. Much
later, writing 1o Peter the Venerable on
Abclard’s behalt, she asks for a church
position for their son: evidently, he grew
up. What kindotasilenceis this? Discretion,
taboo, denial, indifference, a grief too deep
for tears? Why didn’t Heloisc fight for her
right or duty or desire to bring him up? At
this point, the 19th-century novel inter-
venes and the 12th slides behind a fog. In
the myth, they are always two people, not
three. Abelard’s own parents parted when
first his father entered the monastic life and
then his mother—another replication. Was
the nuclear family always so predictive?
Or rather was it more fluid, able to flow
into the more powerful structures of the
church?

Even allowing tor Plath’s bi-polar
tendencies, hereestasicsand exaggerations,
allowing for sclf-cxhortation and ‘social’
voices, she does seem to have enjoyed her
marriage hugely. At least somce of the time
she scems to have loved producing and
caring for children, cooking, saying ‘my
husband’.

Hughes' Birthday Letters has a theory
about Plath and domesticity. But Birthday
Letters, like Historia calamitatum, is the
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man writing the woman, and also writing
himsclfinanswer to 30 vears of accusation.,
Abclard answers various charges in the
Historia, but he never admits the idea that
he may have injured Heloise. A 20th-century
man could not write with such cold clarity
and unconcern: not without a stance of
defiance, at least, or belittling her (which
Abclard does not do). For him, one point of
the Historia is to disown the past they
shared, or own it in a posture of exemplary
penitence.

The point of Birthday Letters is almost
the reverse: to own the past, recover the
lost ‘you’. On terms. Birthduav Letters docs
not exactly scek to exonerate its writer,
rather to define their roles. Abelard
answered Heloise's call to guide and govern.
Hughes insists that his role was subsidiary
to Plath’s. “... T was being auditioned/ For
the male lead in your drama’ (‘Visit').
‘I bustled about./ITwasnursemaid’ {‘Fever').
‘Do as you like with me. I'm your parcel’
{(‘The Inscription’). He is nurse, mentor,
facilitator, her man-Friday.

As he reworks material familiar from
other narratives, he resuscitates the emo-
tions of the moment: sometimes the bias as
well. In ‘The Rabbit Catcher”:

. Isimply
Trod accompaniment, carried babies ...
Somcewhere I'd bought food ...
I sat battled.
[ was a tly outside on the window-pane
Ot my own domestic drama.

Plath is the one actually, in Hughes’ verse,
‘Feeding babics’, but this is obscured by
“Your Germanic scowl, edged likeahelmet’.
The civilised speaker is quictly ‘aghast’,
while sheis wild and ‘'weeping with a rage’.
But what is the occasion of her wild
weeping? The cruelty of rabbit snares that
the Hughes traditionalist speaker loyally
approves. ‘The fly outside’ is more innocent
than the speaker, whose effort to under-
stand is suffused with hunter’s bloodlust:

. was it
Your doomed self ...7
The poems, like smoking entrails,
Came soft into your hands.

The wholc book insists that Plath’s dcath
was written in the stars, her genes, her
childhood. Even Assia Wevill, who displaced
Plath, servedit: ‘The Fate she carried/ Sniffed
us out’ [‘Dreamers’). There was a third in
their marriage: ' Your Daddy,/ The god with
the smoking gun’ {The Shot’), “the dust-red
cadaver/ You dared not wake with, the
puckering amputations’ {“You Hated Spain’).
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Hughces’ role, he claims, was to be the
unknowing substitute.

Id otileel
How, as yvour lenses tightened,
He slid into me. |‘Black Coat’)

Yet the urge for self-ecxoneration gives way
before distressed empathy.

You bowed at your desk and you wept
Over the story that refused to exist ..
'The God

Dom ic life, children, love, sex, tood,
were remission from this. As Hughes
constroes it, her poetry is her story and her
story 1 doomed sclf: if her truth is 1o
emer it will cost ‘“Your husband, your
children, vour body, your life” (Apprehen-
sions’]. His role, then, was as ‘midwite’ to
both poctry and death. The poem ‘Sutted’
spells it out.

In some ways Birthdav Letters has its
analoguc notin Abclard’s Historia so much
as Hecloise’s Tetters. In the Historia
calamitatum, Abelard had written Heloise
out (and she was writing hersclfback in). In
the Ariel poems, Plath had done something
similar to Hughes. In her bee poems, she is
sacrifice ar queen bee and sweet God:
‘They have got rid of the men’ (Ariel,
‘Wintering’). No Hughes, no Daddy. True,

At dpersonis watching.
He has nothing to do with the bee-seller or
with me,

Now he is gone

In cight great bounds, a great scapegoat.
[‘Stings'1

If that 1s Hughes, it might as well not be.
The God in Hughes’ bee poem is male and
‘Deaf to your pleas’: Daddy has come out of
the well and ordered the sacrifice of Hughes
by stinging. ‘Your face wanted to save me/
From what had been decided” (“The Bee
God’), but the action is the defeat of Zeus by
Chronos, with Plath as helpless looker-on.
In Hughes' poem, she cared. He is persistent
inw:  nghimself back into her story. His
motives are more confused than Heloise's,

perhaps, but there is the same

human need to be acknowledged.

ut ‘seace” in which Hughes and Plath
writc  ast  from Abclard’s and Heloise’s
as their bee poems arce from the Konsgen
woman'’s ‘droplet of knowability’. It is the
distance between the woman’s “fish hide in
streams of water, stags climb mountains’
(84) or Heloise’s calm reference to nuns’
‘monthly purging of their superfluous



humours’ [Heloisc’s third letter, Penguin
¢d. pl60Yand Plath’s ‘In the bowl the hare is
aborted .../ Let us eat it like Plato’s
afterbirth’ (Ariel, “Totem’) or Hughes' ‘The
hare in the bowl screamed’ {‘The After-
birth’). Theirs is a post-Lawrentian space
where attention is paid to violence and
surrcal horror. Sometimes Birthday Letters
becomes blunted through over-insistence.
(And I think ... is he exaggerating?) But he
can’t have been cxaggerating. Plath had
given proof.

Abelard liked being famous, but he and
Heloise showed no concern to be seen as
mythic figurcs. Their story was extra-
ordinary, centred on an act of great irrational
violence. There were no roles to accom-
modate their truth. Hughes and Plath, on
the other hand, were fed on myths and
dreams. In a poem to her father, Hughes
concedes, ‘I was a whole myth too late to
replace you' (‘A Picturc of Otto’). If Heloise
and Abelard arc obscured by time and lost
evidence, Plath and Hughes arc obscured by
layers of interpretation, by telling their
story in so many ways.

Myths are wild and will not stand to
attention. Perhaps Woman was blamed for
Man’s ruin in the 12th century, and the
man blamed for the woman’s in our own.
Perhaps in the [2th century the sexual man
was danger, and the writing woman
dangerous in ours. Perhaps both women
made gods of men who were not quite their
cquals. In spite of everything, the story of
Hceloise is about survival. Is Hughes, too,
salvaging and nurturing his and Plath’s past
in defiance of their myths?

Problems of authenticity are not the
same. There is no dispute as to whether or
not Hughes and Plath wrotc what they say
they did, and even with journals destroyed
or missing there is more documentation
than many of us can facc. The questions are
rather of voice. Heloise mastered and
incorporated other, carlier voices, with their
languages and traditions, to achicve her
own. Plath practised and discarded voices
and masks. She stripped sclf and voice right
down to sheer authentic (and rhythmically
finished]. But Birthday Letters reworks
much of her material—it being also his—
into an expository form which includes the
raw untidiness of the undigested life. ‘And
we/ Only did what poetry told us to do’
{‘Flounders’). Why did Hughes keep that
last stubborn syllable? What kind of
authenticity requiredit? And having written
Plath in this book, did fair-mindedness lead
him to agree to the publishing of her
uncxpurgated Journals? Full of writerly craft

Cave Men

For Evan Jones

On their cold wall, thin as the bows they wield,
they are dancing death, taking the strain

of rod and sinew, fear a match for hatred,

each another’s offered victim.

They stay, while the cataract of time plunges

millennia and seas away—

a sage commending, ‘When angry, paint

bamboo’, a peasant blessing peace.

In the flaked heads, a storm at Crécy builds,
Odysseus homes on the bellying heartwood,
Hun and Mongol twist in the saddle.

In the cave there is all the time in the world.

they may be, but will they push the clean
intensities of Arieleven furtherout of sight,
as, in Heloise’s words, ‘onc nail drives out
another’? ]

Penelope Buckley is a writer and former
lecturer at the University of Mclbourne.

1 There are moments where the mosaic of facts
develops an air of non sequitur—e.g. p42, last
paragraph; or some detail is omitted—c.g. pp61-
62, where it is not explained how Bertrada,
‘finally’ renounced by Philip Lin 1104, comes to
be touring with him in 1106/7; or a connection
lost—e.g. p62‘Abelard returned to Paris by 1108,
to take up a position at the abbey school of
Sainte-Geneviceve ... Not long after 1108, Louis
made Stephen dean of Sainte-Genevieve, an
ancient abbey on the Parisian left bank ... and
paY, ‘Peter Abelard was invited toteach at Sainte-
Genevieve at the same moment as Stephen
hecame its dean.” Occasionally the cautious
judgments become timid—c.g. his reference to
Joseph on pl0S. A more interesting and much
more obvious interpretation of the reference to
Joseph in the letter quoted springs to mind.
There are a few typographical mistakes, notably
nonfornosin 82. Thereisalsoarcterenceonp|
to two omissions in the letter replying to 61, but
no omissions arc marked in 62, There are some
non-matching footnotes in the dual texts and an
odd insertion of 'not’ {'lest you do not give them
to the mind’) in a letter quoted on pl05. The
Latin quoted in number 106 confirms the
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Peter Steele sy

mistake, though itisnot clear where the mistake
was made.

2 Dronke’s obscrvations ot Heloise’s and
Abclard’s preference for cursus tardus over velox
nced testing in reference to these letters. Then
there is his point that the Pauline quotation in 84
[‘you have not yet received the prize’) indicates
an unconsummated love. It may indicate that, or
a love which was consummated later, as Mcws
says, or it may mean something more abstract.
Many of the other letters seem transfused with
sexual gratitude and confidence: “An equal to an
cqual, to a reddening rose under the spotless
whiteness of lilies’ {the woman, 18). The later
correspondence is much more candid and specitic
than this; but we donot know whatde Vepria lett
out. There is certainly a problem with Mews’
interpretation of the penultimate letter: if the
‘haven of your love’ refers to a pregnancy, how
will that helpherdesire ‘tobe free tobe untailingly
devoted to you’? In this context, too, her
withdrawal into addressing him as ‘domine’ and
‘Magistro’ makes no sense. Mews says comtort-
ably, ‘Even in letter 109 ... she seems to be
signaling a desire that their relationship become
morc like thatof spiritual friendship ... By bearing
his child, she has all that she wants.” Heloise's
later correspondence contradicts this. On the
other hand, a bad reception by the man ot the
woman’s pregnancy would pertectly explain her
abrupt changein 112a.(This essay with full footnotes
15 available from Fureka Street )

Hiunnnation ot Abelard and Hlelorse 1rom Pengen

Classios edition o the established Tetiers photowiaphs
ol Plath and Hueehes by Rollve Mckhenna and Tav Coodson,
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cancer. One of these, ‘As One’, isalsoalove
poem: ‘Not unique/ with cancer/ I plainly
need/yourwiscrlove’. Aswith PhilipHodgins’
poctry, this work mixes artfulness with plain-
speaking. Whether through the mordant
autobiographical poems from Dancing Table
(1992) or the extraordinary abstraction of
The Impossible (1998), Simpson suggests a
metaphysician’s sensibility without the belief
in the metaphysical. This entails the elegiac,
certainly, but Simpson (despite the disquicting
cffects of his poems) also reminds us of what
we have: ‘The world is teaching you/ the
world you nearly lost’. The Midday Clock
is a very fine record of an incisive,
brilliant poctic imagination.

ATHER THAN paring back, Jennifer
Maiden’s poctry works through additive
cffects. Her latest and 13th collection is
well named. Each poem in Mines is shaft-
like, columnar in shape, and exploratory.
Maiden has left behind the abstract and
symbolic features of her carlier work {“The
Problem of Evil’ and ‘The Trust’, for
cexample, or the allegorical verse-fiction of
‘Guarding the Cenotaph’}producinginstead
autobiographical and associative verse
essays. Her concerns—thceorcetical, moral
and intcllectual—have not really changed,
rather her approach to them has.

Many of the poems in Mines begin with
a place, occasion or thing, to producc
arabesque-like figures around their starting
points. This makes for a more artfully
structured poctry than would first appear.
Maiden’s concern with the real worlds of
her partner and daughter, of her fellow
writers, of the NSW Torture and Trauma
Rehabilitation Centre where she was a
writer in residence, of CNN news beamed
into her house, 1s always about how these
things intersect with the imaginary and the
symbolic.

Where this works it can produce poctry
like no-one else’s. It docsn’t really matter it
the poem’s occasionis a NATO bombing, a
moonstone, or the Pharach’s penis, there is
asurprising homogencity about the poems.
It might be argued that thisis what style1s.
Indced, something notable about the five
collections under review here is how narrow
theyarcinrange {both formally and tonally}.
This is not so much a failing as a desirce to
produce strong, recognisable poetry. Maiden'’s
style, though, can be oddly self-regarding, as
seen in her liking for referring to her works,
poet friends, and especially her theories
about representation, sex and power.

Mines is strange poctry, but that’s what
is attractive aboutit, and like the individual

poems themselves, the collection adds up
to more than the sum of its parts.

CNN finds no place in Kevin Hart’s
poctry, which is more concerned with
negativity and absence emanating from
quict, domestic scenes. Hart’s poetic is one
of extreme clarity inhabited by darker, meta-
physical concerns, a duality supported by
his battery of archetypal images: clocks and
hands, water and stone, sun and moon, the
north’s heat and the south’s cold. He is an
clegiac poet with a strongly erotic impulsc.

All these characteristics inhabit Hart’s
autobiographical evocations of Quecens-
land, which feature strongly in Wicked
Heat, his first full collection of ncw poetry
since the remarkable Peniel of 1991.
A quarter of this new collection consists of
the new poems from the New and Selected
of 1995. This may seem a little steep, but
the Paper Bark cedition makes for much
more pleasant reading than the carlicr
Angus & Robertson volume (my copy, at
least, is one of the most badly bound
books I own). And the reprinted poems
certainly fit well with the other poems in
the book.

Wicked Heat contains some of Hart’s
best and most beautiful work. The poems
sct in Brishane in the first two scctions are
particularly impressive, The heat, the sensce
of the past, the numinous workings of the
quotidian all knittogether almost effortlessly.
What is most notable is the apparent
simplicity of the work. Sometimes it is
cnough simply to describe:

One of those late summer days, flaring and
still.
Brisbance idles outside, while the fan
Churns air all aftcrnoon. One of those days
When good for nothing hours
Go by just carrying smells of cut grass.
{“The Dressmaker’)

Hart almost habitually writes iambic
verse in this collection {though less strictly
than in Penicl) and docs so with great
authority and musicality. But where the
first half of the book contains many of his
best poems, the erotic love poems of
‘Nineteen Songs’ are, for me, among his
weakest. In love pocetry tone is immenscly
important, but in this scquence Hart’s ear
scems less sharp, allowing intelicities such
as unfortunate double entendre and
bathos.

The best poems of Wicked Heat show
that Hart’s characteristic structuring device
is duality. Doubleness here is a figure of
human ambivalence, of experience, of our
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fears and dcesires for this world {which
contains another world, as the epigraph to
one of Hart’s earlier books claims). This
duality is most clearly stated in “The Voice
of Brisbanc': ““Nothing is lost”, whispered
the heart of things,/ Or was it “Nothing
lasts”? I could not tell’. Doubleness is the
driving force of Wicked Heat, which

produces much of its beauty by

placing Eros alongside Thanatos.

HOUGH VERY DIFTERENT from Maiden’s
poctry in almost all respects, Peter Steele's
is similarly essayistic (and columnar, too).
His tonce and highly stylised syntax might
call to mind A. D. Hope, Richard Wilbur
and Anthony Hecht, but his concerns,
musicality and wit are his own. One of
Stecele’s most characteristic features,
periphrasis, reminds us that lyric poctry is
not necessarily an economic form ot
locution. Steele also reminds us of the
delight in sound that poctry can create:

A brown cloud shadows the shining ones
as a harrowing farmer sweats through
Monday:

to left, hills of tungsten and biscuit: to right,
puffballs floating like divers’ bubbles.

The occasions for the poems can scem a
little bookish. Characters from history
appear, while quotations and classical
references abound, sometimes to the point
of producing a text by means of a web of
intertexts (showing that postmodernists
aren't the only ones to use postmodern
techniques]. Among these intertexts arce
Traherne, Montaigne, Emerson, Swift,
Shakespearce and the Bible, Chaucer, Hume,
the fellow clergyman-pocets Herbert and
Hopkins, Loyola and so on. Other poems,
though, such as ‘Ape’, ‘April Fool’ and
‘Mendacity’s Brother’, arce extraordinarily
engaged with the world as well as the other-
worldly. Steele deals with the oldest
themes—power, the nature of truth and
human emotions, mortality—andis by turns
mocking, pessimistic and wise.

His complicated syntax, erudition,
quotation, periphrasis, epigrams, puns and
half-puns, arc¢ not, however, unapproach-
able. His poetry requires attention,
certainly, and sometimes a number of
rcadings, but it is intenscly gencrous in
return for such attention. The pocet shares
with us the follics he anatomises. This is
especially notable in the parallel world
produced by Steele’s humour, seen in the
fictitious artists, quotations and books
(most appealing being ‘the deluxe fourth
cdition/ of Humility in France’). Steele's
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THEATRE

GIOTFREY MITNI

Changing stag:s

The last decade of the millennium was not lacking in drama.
Geoffrey Milne revisits the highs and lows of Australian theatre, onstage
and off, throughout Eureka Street's 100 issues.

FERE WAS CLRTAINLY plenty of drama in
Perth in the carly 1990s, when WA's state-
theatre cquivalent, the WATC, merged with
its long-time rival, the Hole in the Wall
Theatre, to create the new State Theatre
Company of Western Australia. Barely two
vears later—and afterjustnine productions—
the new company ceased operations, in
March 1993, In a sense, the STCWA's
collapse wiped out three entities: the State
Theatre itsclt and its two predecessors,
although a vestige of the old Hole in the
Wall remains an occasionally producing
project-basced company.

Worse was to follow in Hobart three
years later, when the only permanent
professional company, Zootango, was
wound up, lcaving the Island State with
no professional adult theatre at alll
Thercatter, Tasmanians were to see only
touring product trom the mainland plus
the occasional project-bascd local
production.

The 1990s were also rather unkind to
well-established alternative and middle-
sized theatre companies. Brisbanc lost its
TN! Theatre Company in 1991, Adelaide
lost both the Red Shed and the newly badged
Magpic 2 in 1998, whilec Mclbourne’s
enterprising Anthill disappeared in 1994,
In Sydney, many small-scale but often
interesting ventures—Ilike the Lookout
Theatre Club, the Crossroads, the East Coast
Theatre Company and lron Cove—came
and went after short spells. Despite the
formation of the very impressive Brink
Productions and the Grecek-Australian
Theatro Oneiron in Adelaide, Kooemba
Jdarra Indigenous Performing Arts in
Brishbancand Yirra Yaakin Theatre in Perth,
the late 1980s and the 1990s saw much of
the middle tormm out of the fabric of
Australian theatre.

Things in regional Australia were no
better. The Hunter Valley Theatre Company
at Newcastle wentunder in 1995 afternearly
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20 energetic years; the Q Theatre at Penrith
and the New England Theatre Company at
Armidale were forced into a geographically
bizarre merger by tunding cuts in 1997
(which also diminished Theatre South at
Wollongong), while South Australia’s
regional touring company, Harvest, and
Lismore’s North Coast Theatre Company
had alrcady gonc in 1991. Only the
inauguration of the imaginatively struc-
turcd Northern Rivers Performing Arts at
Lismore and the clever transformation of
the old Murray River Performing Group at
Albury-Wodonga into HotHouse Theatre
redressed the balance a little.

Australia’s young audicnces have also
witnessed considerable change. With the
losses {again mainly duce to funding cuts) of
companics like Toe Truck in Sydney,
Barnstorm Theatre and the Woolly Jumpers
inregional Victoria, Brolgas in Brisbanc and
the original Magpie in Adclaide, profes-
sional, year-round schools touring has all
but finished, apart from some of the worlcof
Zcal Theatre in Victoria, Barking Gekko in
WA, Freewheels in the Hunter region, Kite
in Queenslandand Salamanca in Tasmania.
Most of the handful of surviving theatres
for young people—like Patch in Adelaide
and Arena in Melbourne—are now opting
for just a couple of large-scale, in-theatre
productions annually and targeting
increasingly older audiences. The closure
in 1998 by Monash University of its long-
standing and brilliantly curated children’s
theatre seasons at the Alexander Theatre
has also robbed Melbourne kids of a very
rich resource.

By contrast, the growth of new young
people’s theatre festivals, like Out of the
Box and Stage X in Brisbanc and Awesome
in Perth—and the return to form of
Adelaide’s Come Out Festival—have gone
some way to broadening the scope of what’s
available to young people. Sin 7y, there

as been a huge growth in the ranks of
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participatory Youth Theatre in Australiain
the past decade.

At the same time, however, after 20
years of extraordinary innovation and world
leadership in the ficld of puppetry, Australia
has lost half of its pcrmanent companics in
the past four ycars and one of the form’s
pioneers—Handspan Visual Theatre  has
been all-but invisible for the past three.
Puppetry largely shed the cliched tag ot
‘puppets arc just for kids” through the 1980s
and '90s, cspecially through the work of
companics like Handspan, Carousclle and
the outstanding Company Skylark, so it is
ironic to note that survivors like Spare
Parte« 1 Fremantle, Terrapin in Hobart and
Poly it in Mclbourne arc almost entirely
children’s companics.

Mcanwhile, back in the adult main-
strea  the four remaining state theatres
have continued to soldicer on, although as
I noted in the May issuc this year, they are
mounting considerably fewer new produc-
tions now than they were ten years ago. Even

the [5-year boom in musicals has
shown recent signs of tapering off.

VLN 1HIS GRIM picture of erosion and
loss, howisit thatTamiju 1sbusyreviewing
theatre asTwas ten years ago? [Taverage 140
productions a year and, given what is
available, could see half that number again.
This year looks like being even busicer.)
Where is it all coming from?

The answer, [ think, is three-fold (allow
for t = fact that I live and mostly work in
Melbourne where the losses of companices
have been less keenly felt than in, say,
Adelaide, Hobart or Perth).

First, therchasbeenan explosive growth
in Fringe theatre. More young artists
graduate cach year from the training

in ns than can be absorbed by a
sh number of drama companics
pr ,adiminishing repertoire. Ad hoc

companics have banded together toproduce












NUIKE THE Pore and most of my family, [am not infallible.
I got Roy and H.G. mixcd up for a long time. First 1 thought
Roy was the magnificent ranter, the one with the quintessential
long-nosed Aussic face that belonged under a cabbage-tree hat
or digger’s hat. Scornful loved ones put me right. (That was
about five years ago, and besides, the wench is daft.)

My latest bit of fallibility has been to mix up which one
was Greig Pickhaver and which John Doyle. But errors, gross or
subtle, haven't stopped me from enjoying everything they do.
After all, I still laughed at Morccambe and Wise when [ was a
kid, and anyone who saw them on the vintage Parkinson in
carly October would have laughed too. And at last I was sure
who was Eric and who was Ernic, with Eric’s shockingly
funny account of his heare attack. (And poignant
too, since he died of a subsequent attack. Even
so it was hilarious.) And the name Ernic .
reminds me that T still don't know who is
Bert and who is Ernic on Sesame Street.

But even I would be unlikely to mix up Sam Newman
and Fatty Vautin. Sam and the Fatman is not a real duo— §
Newman's is a personality that brooks no rival. He
dominates The Footy Show as thoroughly as he
overshadows a single sidekick. You couldn’t
occupy cqual places with him: he has a magnetic
quality. Magnctism repels as well as attracts, and
while Iincline to the former reaction, it’s obvious
that there are numcerous viewers who are drawn
to him, for whatever reason.

But in the abysmal Sam and the Fatman—Channel Nine's
attempt to emulate Roy & H.G.’s formula in The Drean—there
is only sleaze oftered mstead of good ribaldry. And Newman,
who was uncqual to some very simple quiz questions on a
celebrity version of Who Wants to be a Millionaire?! is never
going to match Roy's intellecrual complexity. On The Dream,
Roy would refer to Herodotus and Socrates with case, relevance,
humour and a cleverly complimentary air of assuming that all
the audience would be up to his speed.

Now that I know that Roy Slaven is in fact John Doyle, a
lot of things fall into placce. An article in The Age has shown
him to be an old boy of De La Salle Academy in Lithgow, a
product of deepest Irish Catholicism. Doyle’s school days would
have been later than mine but still in the days when the church
was riding high on its confidence to mect the demands of
Vatican II. The mark that has been left on him is something of
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authority, the kind of crc  l-controlling authority posscssed
by John Cleese. Both men were  zlish teachers in their 20s.
The Dream forme was  art of a wonderful trio of programs;
the others were The Ganies and of course the Games
themselves. Many miles of newsprint have covered all three,
without as far as T can sec (at time of writing) commenting on
how extraordinary a trio it has been. Despite Seven’s many sins
and omissions (missing the fighter plane swooping to capture
the Olympic flame was perhaps the worst, although they almost
capped that by refusing to allow viewers to sce the Harbour
Bridge properly; both were at the closing ceremony—was
someone tired and emotional at the controls?) the Games
D themscelves were wondrous: there was a sense of
unity all around the nation as people gathered
round screens at work, in shops, pubs,
and cven the fish-and-chippery in
»Q nscliff.

it succrss of rir Sydney Olympics takes nothing
Yy away from John Clarke’s brilliant achicvement in 7 he
Games. ¢ the very least, Michael Knight's
behaviour made sure that there would
forcver be the ring of authenticity in the
serics. s wearing well in repeats, and will
be a valuable picce of cultural history in the
future.

But how would anyonce repeat The
Dream? Its genius was 1n its cvanescence: it
responded organically to cvery changing wind; it built on a
commonality that it had created trom hardly anvthing. There's
been nothing remotely like it on Australian © vision since
Graham Kennedy’s very best IMTs.

For two weeks their commentaries made nie ache with
laughter, vet nonwr .cr how scathing or bawdy their criticisms
could be, they were never  sty, never sleazy. Even while you
howled with mirth at the weightlifting {Now, REMEMBER TO
PICK IT UP! Good, good, now put it down, PUT IT DOWN!'|
you always kept a respect for effort and athleticism, because
Roy & H.G. would constantly draw your attention to it. Suc
Ann Post asked in her Age column why they didn’t use ‘battered
clam’ for female gymmnasts instead of ‘battered sav’. The answer
I think is that they know where to stop.

Juliette Hughes is a freclance reviewer.
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