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Holdin
fast

N THE BEGINNING, Lent was about fasting: first for a
few days before Easter, then a rigorous period of 40
days in which, as in Ramadan, you were allowed only
onc meal at evening, and without meat or dairy
products.

Later Lent became less onerous, and now in the
West, it is less a time of fasting than of reflection and
of gencrosity, especially to the necdy. While the
change is good, the tradition of fasting is often seen
as an embarrassment. Understandably so, given the
contemporary cult of dicting and its pathologies
{anorexia, for instancel prevalent in the wider culture.
Many scholars of comparative religion, too, explain
fasting unflatteringly as an attempt to gain the atten-
tion of the gods by showing that we are serious. The
Reformation reacted against fasting and against Lent
for similar recasons, believing that they encouraged the
belief that God is open to manipulation.

Yct when heavy guns are so brought to bear, the
target often contains treasure that makes it worth
preserving. There is something more to be said about
fasting. In Lent, as in Ramadan, the value of fasting
must be seen in its connection with the feasting which
follows it. Lent is followed by Easter, a time of colour
and of feasting, and you misunderstand the fasting
unless you attend to what is to come. In folk Catholic-
ism, children knew this instinctively. When they gave
up lollies for Lent, and instcad put them into a jar to
await Easter, the jar was certainly a symbol of self-
denial, but it also symbolised their cager expectation
of a pig-out come noon on Holy Saturday.

I suspect that those who sec in fasting no more
than an attempt to manipulate or please God neglect
its connection with feasting. It is widespread because
it is a way of keeping alive and of giving structure to
a stubborn, delicate sense of the lightness of being.
This sense is embodied in feasting, but usually only
when the feasting is distilled in the heaviness of a
discipline.

If this is true, it suggests that in Lent and in its
symbol of fasting something important is at stake. It
has to do with the shaping of the imagination and the
way in which we see the world. The origins of Lent
in the preparation for Easter emphasises for those who
take part in it the transition from the suffering of Jesus
to the joy of his rising. It indicates that this rhythm is

significant for the way in which Christians live their
lives.

But the period of fasting before the feasting of
Easter also shapes the imagination in less tangible
ways. [t moulds the connections we make between this
life and the next life, between work and play, between
discipline and fulfilment. An imagination shaped by
the rhythms of Lent has to take time and history
seriously, because it encourages us to understand hap-
piness and fulfilment only in the light of a period of
struggle, and vice versa. It suggests a tension between
what is fought for and what is achicved, between the
harshness of bodily disciplines, whether imposed or
symbolically chosen, and the lightness of being which
attracts us. It also suggests that, like the Sundays that

interrupt the Lenten fast, minor victorics
arc only intimations of a larger hope.

-V .NHILE THIS IMAGINATION is crucial within Christian
living, it may also be morc generally important within
our society. Without an imagination in which journey
and destination, structure and vision, struggle and
fulfilment, are always scen in relationship to once
another, we are condemned either to the expectation
that major goals can be achieved without considerable
cost and pain, or to a politics that avoids speaking of
goals, dealing only in the discipline of structures,
administration and balance shecets. Such a politics
breeds cynicism, becausc at election time it always
promises feasting, while between clections, it offers
only fasting, with no rclationship between them.
Reconciliation, for example, is either defined in terms
of lightness of being, a state of affairs which can be
arranged as easily as holding a party and a march, or
in terms of a series of minor practical measures that
forget larger hopes.

So, if fasting in Lent has disappeared in favour of
something morce practical, its passing may not be
wholly comforting. But Lent continues to invite us
to ask ourselves how we attend to the discipline of
the imagination, and how we keep alive, through the
way in which we use our bodies, the tension between
fast and feast, between large hopes and the simnle
disciplines and predicaments of our lives.

Andrew Hamilton sy is Eurcka Street’s publisher.
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Spoils of One Natinn

F PauLiNe HANSON's One Nation Party were to serve only two
useful purposcs, it would be nice to record that it {a) did a good
job of reminding politicians about how deeply they are mis-
trusted and (b) forced them to remember how basic to political
survival is the maintenance of government goods and scrvices.

Among the crowd with whom Peter Costello and John
Howard walk, indeed down the same corridors that Jeff Kennett
and Richard Court have walked, the idea seems to be that being
in government is primarily about creating the right conditions
for business to flourish. But that’s only part of the equation.
Pcople may be increasingly agnostic about how goods and
scrvices are delivered but they have not changed their minds
about cxpecting them to be delivered, or, indeed, about
expecting that their quality should increase at the general rate
of government growth.

Onec of the frustrating things for John Howard is that the
goods and scrvices by which people judge the quality of
government come primarily through the State government level.
Yet, even after the post-GST boost to state revenue, all the signs
suggest that, when people are focused on the quality of their local
health or educational services, they are thinking of Canberra
as much as of Perth, Adclaide, Melbourne, Sydney or Brisbanc.

An added irony might be that whenever John Howard
galvanises himself about particular service issues which he
knows are hurting his government, he only underlines the
shared responsibilities. Extra money poured, with great fanfare,
into roads or regional services, for example, sometimes ¢reates
the impression that the Commonwealth assumes responsibility
for the state of the roads—cven more dangerous if one does not
program for an Auditor-General’s report which indicates that
onc is in any event careless about spending the money which is
available.

Pauline Hanson's other tactic—of trading off the public fear
and loathing of politicians by telling her supporters to put sitting
politicians last—has its own agenda of forcing other political
parties to deal with her. Sooner or later, the partics will; indecd
Queensland Nationals have been doing it on an individual basis
for some time. The idea, however, that feeding her tithits might
mean that she will eat them last is probably displaced. Pauline
Hanson’s constituency is cssentially a conservative one. But
fundamentally it is not loyal to the conservative side, and is
beyond the capacity of anyone, cven Pauline Hanson, to
discipline. Hanson wins most support by attacking John
Howard—an ungrateful act given what he did to create the
circumstances in which she operates. Even more dangerously,
every concession made to her in the hope of getting her second-
preference votes, annoys some conscrvatives who will then
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withhold, particularly from the Liberal Party, their first-
preference votes.

Slowly, but seemingly incvitably, the luck is shifting Kim
Beazley’s way. John Howard has given himsclf enormous
latitude to fight an end-of-year clection, but scems increasingly
up against it. His frustration is much the same as Paul Keating's
was with him in 1995 and carly 1996: the government is
unpopular, as much a matter of mood as for specific sins, and
Labor so far is being reasonably disciplined in preventing its
own policies and ideas becoming the issuc.

The Labor Party States in power when John Howard was
elected are still in power—because they are better organised
and project purpose more effectively than their Coalition rivals.
And onc by one, States which were under Coalition govern-
ment when Howard arrived have fallen. There have been ample
local factors—One Nation, arrogant leaders, corruption, mis-
management, and local cconomic malaise—Dbut all have also
been atfected by the personality and policies of John Howard.
And Labor in power at the state level gives federal Labor a handy
base from which to organisc

almost as handy as using
public funds for partisan tax advertising has been
for the Coalition.

HERE 1S NOT muct comfort to be found from the polls cither.
At the last election, Labor got 51 per cent of the popular vote,
but failed to win government because of its performance in a
few key seats, particularly in Victoria and NSW. For the past
year, two-party preferred voting has suggested that Labor is three
or four points ahead of its performance then. That's a lot of ground
to peg back, even if one has the resources of the federal Treasury.

And even there, events are moving against Howard. The
US economy is slowing down and Australia will incvitably be
atfected. The confidence that John Howard and Peter Costello
are exhibiting that they will be able to manocuvre a soft landing
is cerily similar to that manifested by Paul Keating a decade
ago. Some local factors suggest that the situation will be some-
what more manageable here: our stock market never reached
the absurd levels of the US, GST tax cuts and increased spending
have hit here carlicr, and our very competitive dollar is propping
up our cxport performance. But even lower interest rates are
unlikely to offset rising unemployment towards the end of the
year. Howard and Costello are alrcady testing acknowledgment
that things arc getting worse, in the hope that voters will rate
the Coalition better cconomic managers in hard times. They
probably will, but it may not matter.

Jack Waterford is cditor of the Canberra Times.
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Welfare update

From Patrick McClure, CEO, Mission Aus-
tralia (Chair of the Reference Group on
Welfare Reform)

Frank Castles’ account of welfare history
{Eureka Street, January-February 2001) was
unfortunately more accurate and detailed
than his analysis of the Final Report of the
Reference Group on Welfare Reform (2000).

Professor Castles’ suggestion that the
Reference Group cffectively reintroduced
the stigma of the Poor Law by the back door
fails to reflect the content of the Final
Report.

Nostalgia for the welfare state with a
universal unconditional bencfits regime
ignores the long-term conditionality of
uncmployment benefits (as opposed to age
pensions) and the massive changes in the
social and economic context of income sup-
port over the past 20 years. This includes
changes to the industrial relations land-
scape, as sketched by Castles, but also, of
course, the pervasive impact of globalisa-
tion on our regional ecconomy.

There has been a significant increase in
jobrich {double income) houscholds as well
as job poor families over the past 20 years.
There has also been a dramatic decline in
traditional single income {malc breadwin-
ner) families. The telling statistic of 860,000
children growing up in jobless familics
illustrates the magnitude of the problem.
Globalisation and competition policy have
also led to unemployment in certain
locations (regional and rural} as well as
unskilled workers unable to take advantage
of jobs in information, service and retail
industrics.

The‘onesize fits all’ welfare approach is
no longer relevant to many people most in
necd, and radical changes are required. The
choice 1s not as Castles and others have
suggested, between entirely arbitrary
decision-making, resurrecting the spectre
of the Poor Law, or a minimum incomc¢
with relaxation of all conditionality.

Instead, as a recent report published by
the Committee for Economic Development
of Australia acutely obscrved, the welfare
reform recommendations combine a com-
mon participation supplement with
individualised service delivery. It is hoped
the twin goals of an adequate income and
services (sensitive to individual strengths
and circumstances) can be achicved.

Robust debate of welfare reformis essential
if only to ensure that the government gives
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full weight to the whole Reportinitsimple-
mentation of all the recommendations.

It is worth noting here that Castles’
article ignored the key features of the Final
Rceport’s reforms which relate to Individu-
alised Scrvice Delivery, Simple and Res-
ponsive Income Support Structure, Incentives
and Financial Assistance, Mutual Obligations
(of government, business, the community
and individuals) and Social Partnerships-
Building Community Capacity.

Reliance on social security and labour
market programs alone will not be cnough
iflong-term jobless peopleare not supported
and included in the social and economic
life of the community.

Proper consideration of the welfare
reform will, T suggest, require all of us to
consider and embrace a bolder mix of social
and economic policy to enable the most
disadvantaged among us to enjoy the ben-
ctits of full citizenship.

Patrick McClure
Sydney, NSW

Rorts talk

From David Davies
Jack Waterford has accurately puthis finger
on a number of issucs associated with ‘vote

rorts’ in the ALP (Eureka Street, January—
Eohrrary 20011
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It is hard to estimate what effecet the
rorting and stacking has on the Labour-
Liberal voting pattern. However, they cer-
tainly have anegative effect on the political
process, further discouraging people with
idecas and ideals from joining partics, and
deepening public cynicism about politics.

Waterford is correct in writing that
branch-stacking (which I define as recruit-
ment solely for the purposc of internal
party presclections and ballots) has been
made a little more difficult in the ALP by
rule changes. But rules are not always
enforeed. The major factions have an inter-
¢st in hushing up major breaches, some-
times extracting concessions from a rival
faction as the price for silence.

Also lacking is a culture within the
party which regards branch-stacking as
unacceptable and rorters as pariahs. A good
example is the South Australian branch
where 2000 stacks were ‘recruited’ in one
day. Thosc who blew the whistle suffered
in preselections, while those who were
involved (and lost an expensive court case
on the issue) are evidently still in their
positions. Party leaders and publications
have maintained a deep silence on this and
other cxamples of rorting.

Ordinary members often feel reluctant
to raisc their voices, because they fear pro-
viding ammunition to political opponents.
Some arc affected by a kind of football-fan
mentality which rejects any thought that
there are dirty players in ‘our team’.

Another factor which inhibits members
from speaking out more strongly is the fact
that branch-stacking often involves the
manipulation of migrant communitics. On
one hand, this heightens the sense of out-
rage, being a prostitution of multicultural-
ism and sometimes lcading to bizarre
situations. (In onc preselection, the issuc of
amnesty for the Kurdish leader Ocalan was
cleverly usced to sway a very large Turkish
branch against onc candidate.) On the other
hand, the involvement of ethnic communi-
ties inhibits many people who fear being
branded as racists if they speak out.

Ordinary members mecta wall of silence
when they complain about stacking. There
were plenty of warnings from the rank-and-
fileregarding Queensland. Kim Beazley and
Steve Bracks, who I believe are people of
integrity, do not reply to my letters detail-
ing rorts which have a corrosive and poten-
tially explosive effect on the Labour Party.

At least they don't tell me that I am
wrong.

David Davies
Newport, VIC
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The East Ender

ONE oF THE sLipPERIEST and most volatile theological words is ‘experience’.
Volatile, because we all treat it as an authority in our understanding of faith,
but then confront its fit or lack of fit with other authorities, like scripture and
church teaching.

The appeal to experience is ambiguous. On the one hand, theology is empty
if it does not reflect the generous instincts of ordinary Catholics as they live
their lives. On the other hand, our experience is not shaped simply by Christian
faith but also by our Australian culture with all its limitations. And that is true
of teachers as well as those who are taught.

To pin the slippery down, some theologians, particularly those who suspect
common Christian experience, appeal to the experience of the saints, extra-
ordinary Christians whose experience can be trusted. But that leads to further
debate about which saints are to be trusted. A trifecta of Oscar Romero, John
XXIII and Dorothy Day, for example, will pay in a different currency than will
Pius IX, Escriva de Balaguer and Pius XII.

And so the debate continues. But if we ask precisely how the experience of
inspiring Christians shapes our theology, the discussion becomes interesting.
Take, for example, the life of Brother John Stamp, a great Australian Jesuit, who
died in January. Stampy to all who knew him, he was greatly loved, and a legend
in Melbourne’s Richmond.

He came from the London East End, cooked for the army during the war,
worked as a plasterer and, once in Australia, with the YCW (Young Christian
Workers). Stamnv was street-smart. When he bought mushrooms at the market,
the caps found  cir way to the scales, while the stalks were left behind in the
box. He was passionate about people. When he visited your home, he would
always come through the kitchen door, check out the drains, taps and the
refrigerator, would tick you off for whatever, and leave with a few well-chosen
words of wisdom and encouragement. If anything needed fixing, he would return
later with trowel and toolbox. Since Eureka Street’s home is in Richmond, he
would also offer his succinct judgments of cach edition: this bit was good, that
was bullshit, this could be done better. He read well, was well read, and his
judgments were to be taken scriously.

Stampy’s favourite term of abuse was boofhead: boofheads were people who
by way of policy or by way of temporary clumsiness got in the way of people
being helped and encouraged—got in the way of the Gospel, in fact. The world
and the church were full of boofheads, including peo- : of intellectual eminence
and high dignity. But for Stampy, boofheadedness was an episodic and not a
permanent condition.

What can theology build on Stampy’s experience? Not, certainly, on a
collection of infallible opinions! He was more like a roughly carved musical
instrument that played sweetly and truly. Theologians’ words and theories, like
trumpets, arc usually polished and smooth. When set against his life, they prove
themselves resonant or thin, full-bodicd or squawking. That is how experience
works in theology.

Andrew Hamilton sy is Eureka Street’s publisher.
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S vedish model

hy can’t we turn asylum
seeking into an asset rather than
alia lity! Sweden does.

N()T A week has gone by in the last few

months without some new revelation or
allegation of injustice emerging from one of
Australia’s immigration detention centres.
Woomera and Port Hedland have become
regular headlines, with rioting and hunger
strikes commonplace news.

T impact of these protests has been
divided. On one level, the Howard govern-
ment has been consistent in stating that
they emphasise the need toincrease security
measures 4 justify plans to implement
laws allowing increased power to Australa-
sian Correctional Management guards.

And on the other level, community and
welfare groups have been outraged, claiming
itis the treatment of asylum scckers while
in detention that is cau g these ri
This concern had initially been for women
and children held in detention, but has
become a general voice of concern at the
government’s hardening attitudes towards
asylum seckers. The call by the Opposition
and many major welfare and church groups
for a full judicial inquiry into the manage-
ment of detention centres scems to have
fallen on deaf cars.

Detention should never be used as a
deterrent, both because it is ineffective and
bece ¢ it retraumatiscs the already
traumatiscd. Detention, however, may be
necessary in certain circumstances, such as
inthe initial period after entry to determine
the identity of those who have sought
asylum without identification. This dcten-
tion, however, must be sensitive and must
not 1 ringe civil rights beyond restricting
freccdom of movement.

The Swedish approach to detention has
becn increasingly presented as a viable
alternative, with Canada and some Euro-
pean countries looking to introduce the
mode~! The Swedish government has stated
that  tainees are not criminals and shall
not be treated as such, and although they
are unauthorised arrivals, as soon as they
lodge an application for protection they are
no I zer' egal’. In principle, detention
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=HE 1994 oreninNG of Mclbourne’s
Crown Casino triggered a bitter row in
Victoria over the burgeoning gaming
industry and what came to be known as
the state’s ‘casino culture’. Similar com-
munity concern was developing in other
states and tcrritories as the poker
machine industry, in particular, cut a
swathe through suburbs and towns.

Church leaders and others criticised
the Kennett government for its blatant
promotion of Crown and commercial
gambling. Premier Jeff Kennett had hailed
the massive new casino as a ‘beacon of
light’ and the ‘new spirit of Victoria’ and
rounded angrily on the casino’s critics.
In 1995 Kennectt dismissed the critics as
‘wowsers’, resurrecting an Australian—
New Zealand term of abuse used to
ridicule cvangelical Protestant clergy a
hundred years before.

In the late 1800s and carly 1900s,
Protestant and Catholic clergy, feminist
groups, bohcemian intellectuals, political
parties, unions and gamblers fought a
complex political battle over morality
and social behaviour. Nowhere was the
debate more heated than in Melbourne,
where the streets, church halls and news-
papers werc full of the struggle between
John Wren—the working-class, Irish
Catholic gambling baron and founder of
the infamous Collingwood ‘Tote’—and
W.H. Judkins—the middle-class and
relentlessly evangelical Methodist Rev-
erend, the archetypal wowser.

By invoking the wowser as a counter-
point to the new gambling culture, Ken-
nett was aligning himself with Wren. He
was not alone in summoning the whinge-
ing wowser as a foil for commercial gam-
bling. The gambling industry has
consciously painted itself as a liberating
force in Australia, helping to free the
Australian gambling instinct by casting
off an oppressive wet blanket of morality.
‘Australians love to gamble’ declared
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Tattersall’s in 1999. “Australians want to
gamble’ insisted Sydney’s Star City
casino the same year.

But what are the real continuities
between two debates separated by a
century? Is the controversy at the begin-
ning of the 21st century simply a resump-
tion of hostilities by age-old sectarian
rivals? Is Kerry Packer with his Crown
Casino a latter-day John Wren and Tote?
Are the modern gambling critics simply
contemporary rcincarnations of Rev.
W. H. Judkins?

John Wren grew up in the late 19th
century in industrial Collingwood,
where he worked in the local boot
factorics for meagre wages. He was a
keen punter but soon learned there was
more money in sclling, rather than
buying, betting slips.

He cannily used the £180 he won
backing Carbinc in the 1890 Melbourne
Cup to establish the illegal Tote, the
foundation for a gambling, sport and
entertainment empire. But for all his
wealth and influence, Wren was never
part of the establishment. Labor historian
Ross McMullin says that, outside the
working class, Wren was viewed as a
‘grubby upstart’.

The Tote provided the poor locals
with their own gambling Mecca at a time
when off-course punting was outlawed
and the cost of a day at the races was pro-
hibitive. It also offered an escape from the
drab reality of industrial Melbourne and
the depression of the 1890s, although for
many women and children it probably
made life cven more depressing.

So organiscd was Wren, with his
secret escape routes, pay-offs to the police
and MPs, a brilliant legal defence and
local community support that, despite
regular police raids and an avalanche of
anti-gambling legislation around the turn
of the century, the Totc ope 1o ost
unhindered for 13 years. It went on to
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acqu - a legendary status unparalleled
in Australian gambling history.

T : gambling dcbate simmerced
thro 1 the 20th century and then sub-
sided in the 1960s with the introduction
of strictly regulated TABs (no advertising,
no seats, no drinks, no toilcts, no same-
day pay-outs). Gambling took its place as
ama nalleisure activity run by govern-
ment TABs and non-profit clubs. But not
for long.

Economic upheaval and restructuring
from ¢ 1970s saw a shift of focus from
manutacturing and agriculture to service
industries including leisure and gam-
bling. Australian gambling was swept up
in tI global explosion of a once-pariah
industry embraced by respectable busi-
ness overnments loosened controls on
adve singandon the operation of TABs,
which were eventually corporatised or
privatised. Smooth-talking casino huck-
sters lobbied hard for opportunities in
Australia, and pokies spread out from

New South Walcs like canetoads

I from Queensland.

N THE FINAL DECADES of the 20th century,
the Statcs, battered by recession and
cconomic rationalism in Canberra,
squé led and competed for scraps of
investment and revenue, and fell like
dominoes into the arms of an industry
pron ing great riches.

The wet blanket of gambling regula-
tion was cast off, but what lurked under-
ncath was a very different animal to the
one suppressed decades before. Gone
were e back-lanc totes, two-up schools
and 1educated SP (starting price]
bool s. In their place was a high-
pow d world of international finance
and technology, and gambling executives
with PhDs.

It soon became clear that the new
gambling culture was vastly more dan-
gerous than that of a century carlier.



Where the odd back-lane belting was
dished out to punters who welshed on
their debts to SP bookies, the damage
done was incomparable to the suffering
of families and communitics in the mod-
crn era of legal, heavily advertised and
highly accessiblc, hi-tech gambling.

The modern industry spends $573
million a year promoting the falsehood
that we can all be winners. Australians
now lose $12.4 billion a year gambling
and 42.3 per cent of pokie losses are from
problem gamblers. Low-income Austral-
ians arc the big losers. The residents of
Maribyrnong in Mclbourne’s west, onc
of the poorest municipalities in Australia,
lose seven times more on poker machines
per capita than their counterparts in
Boroondara in Melbourne’s lcafy cast, one
of the wealthiest municipalities. The
Productivity Commission conservatively
cstimates that the social costs of problem
gambling may be as much as $5.6 billion
a year. Such devastation was unimagina-
ble in the days of SP bookmaking.

The social and cconomic impacts of
commercial gambling have sparked wide-
spread concern and anger. And it is not
Judkins-like, Protestant wowserism.
Certainly, there have been Protestant
clergy among modern gambling’s leading
critics, but they have not been alone.

In 1983 the Catholic Church joined
with the Victorian Council of Churches
in formally opposing poker machines and
casinos. A survey of Catholic laity in
Victoria at the time found that 80 per
cent did not want poker machines. The
Catholic Church is now an active mem-
ber of the Inter-Church Gambling Task-
force and in 1995 unambiguously
opposcd ‘pressure gambling’, including
casinos and pokic venucs.

Now the gambling critics are a broad
cross-scction of Australians including
Protestants, Catholics, Muslims, Bud-
dhists, agnostics, bluc-blood conser-
vatives and hard-line leftists. Local
government, business groups, academics,
and countless community groups have
joined the churches in campaigning
around modern commercial gambling. It
is less a moral crusade against gambling
by working-class Australians than it is
a campaign against their cynical
exploitation.

Is there really a fundamental differ-
ence between Wren and his Tote and
Kerry Packer and his Crown Casino? Not

in as much as both men profited at the
expense of gamblers. But in most other
respects they could scarcely be more
different.

The Tote was an illegal gambling den
in grimy, industrial inner Melbourne. It
was a rallying point for the poor and a
symbol of resistance against a system
that cared little for the downtrodden. The
wealthy had the members’ enclosures at
Flemington and Caulfield. The workers
had ‘the Tote’. Wren’s Tote was an
organically developed local institution,
a statement of a worker’s right to have a
bet. It was disguised and hidden in the
backstreets of Collingwood. There was
no advertising, no gala opening, no high-
roller rooms, no VIP cards and certainly
no taxpaycer-funded police sccurity.
Although many women suffered for it,
the Tote was, and continues to be a
century later, a cultural icon.

Crown Casino was imposed on Vic-
toria; it did not grow out of it. Victorians
never demanded a casino or a monolithic
gambling house on the Yarra River in the
heart of their city. They never got a
chance to vote on it, or debate it. Crown
is not only legal, it has been heavily
supported and promoted by the State and
advertised to the point of saturation. In
1900, the police raided Wren's Tote. In
2001, police guard Crown Casino. Crown
is a blatantly US-style casino-entertain-
ment complex with one of its main
fecatures being the Planet Hollywood
restaurant. It is devoid of local cultural
input. Even the two-up ring operates in
restricted hours.

If Packer really were a John Wren-like
battlers’ hero and liberator, we could
expect him to be in tune with the views
of ordinary Australians. In a 1998-99
national survey, the Productivity Com-
mission found that 92 per cent of
Australians wanted no more poker
machines and the majority wanted fewer.
Seventy per cent said gambling did more
harm than good. A South Australian sur-
vey by retailers in November 2000 found
that 80 per cent of respondents opposed
legalisation of online gambling. Whar a
bunch of bloody wowscrs!

Royce Millar and Revd Tim Costello arc
the authors of the book Wanna Bet! Win-
ners and Losers in Gambling's Luck Mvth,
(Allen&Unwin}. This is an cdited extract
from the chapter Micks and Wowsers.
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Innovation

Now that we have become the
clever socicety, we offer prizes

for innovation. Webster, the
Elizabethan playwright, would not
have approved. He spoke of:

The hydra-headed multitude
That only gape for innovation.

Webster was not alone. Through
the ancient world up until the 19th
century, innovation was something
you were charged with, not
complimented for. It meant over-
turning established beliefs and
structures, the sorts of things that
heretics and revolutionaries did.

The church, of course, frowned
on innovation with a more
furrowed brow than most. And so
innovation began to get a good
press when the revolt against
church authority in the name of
modernity became fashionable.

But it is interesting that,
through the church, innovation
was even early on given one good
meaning. It enshrined the belief
that the world would be made new,
would be innovated. But the
expansivencss of this view of
innovation perhaps suggests that
innovation is so airy a creature that
it is unlikely to be trapped by the
innovating nets of commercial
graNts.

—Andrew Hamilton s
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R&D gets a bit of TLC

ARTOONISTS AND COMMENTATORS have likened the Prime
Minister’s Innovation Statement on science and technology to
the revelation on the Road to Damascus, which turned Saul,
persccutor of Christians, into Par  their champion. Whilce it’s
hard to look a $3 billion gifthorse in the mouth, Archimedes
suspects John Howard’s conversion to science is neither so
wholehearted nor so altruistic.

There is no doubt that the statement, Backing Australia’s
Abilitv, contains many useful measures to strengthen the
nation’s science and innovation. But it also appears curiously
incomplete and shows a lack of understanding of the way
modern science works. And while Archimedes believes that
science now holds genuine interest for the Prime Minister, there
arc some who view the statement simply as a somewhat cynical
attempt to take the wind out of the sails of Labor’s Knowledge
Nation in the lead-up to this year's election.

When the Coalition came to power in 1996, it clearly
believed that “the market” would weave its spell in the arcas of
science and innovation as elsewhere—if industry had a nced
for Australian R&D), it would pay; if it did not, government
support amounted to a business subsidy, except in some uscful
arcas of ‘public good’, like health, defence and the environment.

So the government slashed and burned science. It reduced
the tax incentive for private investment in R&D, doubled the
tuition fecs for science students at universitics, and put the
screws on the CSIRO and all other publicly funded institutions
to scrabble for money wherever they could. All in all, about
$5 hillion was taken out of science and innovation over five
years. The results were disastrous. By August last year, when
almost all other OECD countrics had announced increased
spending on innovation to prepare themselves for the highly
competitive world trade of the 21st century, Australia had
drifted to the bottom of the table in terms of the proportion of
GDP it spent on R&D.

But by this time, the government had begun to see the error
of its ways. It is said that influential in this process was a speech
by US Federal Treasury head Alan Greenspan, in which he
attributed the buoyancy of the American cconomy through the
'90s to the moncey the US government had invested in R&D in
previous decades. Greenspan went further. He quoted a study
which showed that 73 per cent of the scientific papers cited in
patent applications reported government-funded rescarch, and
52 percent came from universitics. Clearly, ‘the market’ didn’t
take care of everything, even in the US—cespecially in the arca
of rescarch which led to long-term resultes.

To hear the Coalition tell it, pruning science and education
was necessary. When the Howard government came to power,
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it had to spend the first few years righting the cconomy, turning
Labor's ‘Black Hole’ deficit into a surplus—only then could
moncey be spent on science again. But isn’t this putting the cart
before the horse? If science and innovation arc so important to
producing a boom: ;econt .y now, why weren'’t they before?
At least that’s the way countries like Singapore, Finland and
Ircland saw it, as they poured money into R&D to underpin
their prosperity.

But the government clearly finds it hard to get away from
the idea that any help to business is a subsidy, and an inter-
ference with the market. Many of the government’s ideas in
the Innovation Statement came from two reports—Chief
Scientist Robin Batterham'’s capability review, The Chance to
Change, and the report of the National Innovation Summit
Implementation Group, Unlocking the Future (see Archimedes,
October 2000}, The former dealt with rescarch—ceducation,
universities, and national rescarcl  frastructure; the latter with
development—business, ¢ epreneurship, innovation. While
most of Batterham’s proposals have been accepted, at least
partially, the Implementation Group’s plans for supporting an
‘innovation culture’ in Australia have mostly been ignored—
most particularly the across-the-board reinstatement of the 150
per cent tax incentive for private RD.

It we boost our capacity to educate science graduates, and
produce more university research, what is there to artract
students to t. 2 advantage of these opportunitics? Where are

the jobs in industry or elsewhere? The government
has provided lit - to industry.

OVERNMENT Has deliberately flagged two arcas for special
trecatment—Dbiotechnology  1d information technology. (They
just happen to be the very two arcas which most of the rest of
the world staked out just at the ti
ment was removing moncey from rescarch—but no matter.}

¢ when the Howard govern-

Biotechnology makes sense, says Howard, becausce it is an arca
in which Australia has a ot of natural advantages. He's right,
but his view is limited. When pressed, it scems clear that by
biotechnology, he actually means health and medicine. What
about our unique resources in biotechnology, our environment,
our biodiversity, and our ccological rescarch? We didn’t hear a
great deal about them.

So while Archimedes congratulates the members of Cabinet

on a fine start—and the Opposition for helping to goad them
into it—he thinks
standing of the links between science, innovation and society

:re may be room for a more holistic under-

Tim Thwaites is a freelance science writer.
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base is engraved with the names of the camps where
Austrian Jews were killed.

But recently, excavating in the squarc in order to
lay the foundations for the memorial, workmen found
the smoke-stained remains of a 13th-century
synagogue that was sacked and burned in the pogrom
of 1421. And now, my guidebook tells me, the whole
memorial project is stalled, as one faction of the Jewish
community argues that the archaeological site should
be preserved and the memorial moved clsewhere, and
the other, led by Simon Wiesenthal, maintains that
the synagogue can he preserved under the memorial
and that the significance of the site will now be doubly
charged.

All over the site there are diagrams and photo-
graphs, mostly of the ruins but also some drawings
and information about Whiteread’s proposed memo-
rial. So far there is no sign of anything like founda-
tions, only the excavations. The memorial was
originally due to be unveiled, says my book, on the
58th anniversary of Kristallnacht: November 9, 1996,
almost a year ago now. I stand on the catwalk peering
into the medieval pit under a grey autumn sky,

looking at the remains of smoky walls.
The dead are very close.

HEN 1 GO THE NEXT DAY to the Jewish Muscum
I don’t know there’s a special exhibition on until T get
inside. A young woman has put together a four-room
installation based on the Nazis’ ‘medical experiments’
in two of the camps in the carly 1940s. The first room
is a small white empty cube in which once stands up
against the wall and looks at about 200 slides projected
onto the opposite wall. They are ‘official’ photographs
of the “experiments’. Some of the subjects are still
alive in these images. They have been infected with
things like anthrax. There are shots of men lying on
hospital trolleys, naked and conscious, their testicles
swollen to the size of rockmelons. There are close-
ups of living female shoulders covered in the infected
lesions of diseases T didn’t know still existed.

But most of the people in these pictures are dead.
One shot that might be a deliberate parody of porno-
graphy shows a pilc of women’s bodies all of which
have been neatly cut in half at the waist, eviscerated,
stacked in a pile and photographed at such an angle,
with the bodies pointed towards the camera, that I am
staring straight up the tunncls of their ribs at the
places where their hearts used to be.

In the next room there is a rather oddly displayed
row of white plaster death-masks taken from the
people who died in the camps. While I'm looking at
these, [Thear a faint clicking and whirring, which I put
down to the air-conditioning or the slide projector in
the next room.

In the third room there are tramed enlargements
on the wall of single pages from various Nazi
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documents and correspondence relating to the exper-
iments. One details the official policy for procreation
and describes the research being done into the tech-
nology of human fertilisation, the aim being to make
sure ‘cvery German mother’ gets pregnant not only
as quickly as possible, but with twins, so the master
race can reproduce itself more efficiently. Another
outlines problems with experiments testing con-
ditions for fighterp ts; the phrase Tremember is ‘the
subjects tend to screcam when they freeze’.

In the fourtha  last room there’s a bank of video
monitors disconce  1gly similar to the ones in the
Freud Museum. A sign at the entrance to this room
has warned me that hidden cameras and microphones
in the death-mask room  ve recorded my reactions
tothc hasks, andnowTa  Hbliged to watch and listen
to myself looking, from ten or 12 ditferent angles,
before I can get out. The fight against denial and forget-
ting is voing well. Simon Wicsenthal [ be pleased.

¢ exhibition records experim done in the
camps during 1941-42. A couple of years earlicr,
Stefan Zweig had spoken the oration at Freud's
funeral, just after 2 outbreak of the war. ‘Each of
us,” he said, ‘people of the 20th century, would have
been  fferent in our manner of thinking and under-
standing without him; each of us would think, judge
and feel more narrowly and less freely.’

Rachel Whiteread’s Nameless Library was finally
unveiled, in the Juc  platz where it had been designed
to go, on October 25, 2000. Sites of friction multi-
plied. The right-wi ; Austrian coalition government
was asked to stay away from the ceremony, the
organiscrs not wanting it associated in any way with
Jorg Haider’s Freedom Party. Some of the Jewish com-
munity are unhappy because of the synagogue site,
even though that I been preserved underneath as a
muscum. Residents are unhappy because they fear the
memorial will ma  the square a target for nco-Nazi
activity. All sorts of people arc unhappy because the
memorial is ‘not beautiful” and ‘ruins one of the most
attractive arcas of the city’.

Simon Wicsenthal, now 91, spoke at the unveil-
ing ceremony. ‘It important that the art is not
beautitul, that it I ts us in some way.’

I ary Braid, in her report tor The Independent,
concludes that ‘many Austrians just want to ignorc
or forget’. The pl tograph of the ceremony that
accompanies her article has been taken trom an
upstairs window at the corner of the square. You can
sce how cold it is, from the light, and the way that
people are huddled into their clothes. 1t's only a small
square and the memorial takes up a good hit ot it, but
it’s halt-cmpty all the same. Most of the people there,
says Braid, are journalists. The Viennese stayed at
home.

Kerryn Goldsworthy is a South Australian wrirer.



NE OF THE MOST powerful images of love is the picta, the
mother grieving over her dead child. Yet, I am disturbed by the
response of the bereaved mothers of Liverpool when they found
that their children, who had died at Alder Hey Children’s
Hospital, had been buried without their internal organs.

The report of the inquiry into Alder Hey’s pathological
practices was so savage that it was tabled in parliament and
read into Hansard before 1t was released. Dutch pathology pro-
fessor Dick van Velzen had stockpiled thousands of body parts
between 1988 and 1995, stripping the bodies of dead children
without consent or regard for their parents’ wishes. He is said
to have done it for ‘research’, rescarch that was never attempted
and histology that was never completed. The little corpses were
cavalierly treated: gutted, then catalogued: ‘Inflated monster:
Humpty Dumpty’ for onc foetus; ‘Neck deeply lacerated. Pull
it to pieces sometime and reject” of another.

As the inquiry progressed, the hospital identified and
returned more and more body parts. One mother got first her
baby’s missing heart, then his kidneys and, finally, his testicles.
Many held further funerals, sometimes years after the first. One
mother held four ‘funcrals’. The hospital offended the rest by
volunteering advice on how to bury body parts in their gardens.

In the wake of the inquiry report published in January, organ
donation throughout the UK virtually cecased overnight.

Obtaining informed consent to organ donation from
relatives at the bedside is a very different process from the
cuphemistic scribbles that permitted the secret plundering of
cadavers in the morgue. In Alder Hey, parents’ ‘consent’ to post-
mortem examination was manipulated. One couple explicitly
refused permission for a post mortem three times. They were
lied to. Dr van Velzen routinely ‘stripped the organs from every
dead child he touched’, including theirs. But no-onc is making
distinctions any more.

We instinctively respect our human dead. We are appalled
by video clips of mobs tearing at the bodies of ‘encmics’ in
Somalia, Northern Ircland and East Timor. Murderers who
dismember their victims’ bodies are the greater ‘monsters’.
Cutting up a body somchow severs the murderer from us, and
our normal sensibilities. An affront to the dignity of a person
in decath scems, somehow, such a taboo act that the defiler is
always cut off from us.

It is onc of our fundamental laws that no-onc may cven
touch me, while Iam alive, without my consent. On death, the
only person entitled to deal with my body is my executor or
next of kin, whosce only right and duty is to dispose of it decently.
Anyone who defies that law outrages a fundamental community
precept.

We have accepted that modern medicine justifies the
removal and transplanting of organs for good causc and with
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due reverence. In some cases—heart transplants for instance—
knowing that a life has been saved means that no-one is bereft
when the dead child lies in her coffin without her heart. The
Alder Hey parents have no such source of comfort. Their
“funcrals’, for body parts, scem a bad and bitter joke. A funeral
should be a farewcll to the whole person—body, soul,
personality—and a commendation to an afterlife or eternal rest.
You cannot have a ‘funcral’ twice.

Once, we trusted the medical profession’s good intentions
and professional judgment. We didn’t ask for the details of an
autopsy if our doctor wanted one: we played along with doctors’
views that such dctails would add to the pain of our bereave-
ment. Now, we need and expect to know. This change has come,
largely, with the growth of consumerism: we have rights, and
remedies for botched service provision. It has also come becausce
some doctors have been arrogant and stupid.

Doctors must now justify what they do in different ways.
Collecting pathological specimens has always been one of the
foundations of modern medicine. Doctors need stored tissue to
track the history and incidence of discases with long incuba-
tion periods and to carry out rescarch for ‘cures’. Surgeons need
stored organs to check their surgical procedures: the death rate
in cardiac surgery, for cxample, has dropped from 20 per cent,
30 ycars ago, to barcly three per cent today because of it. At
Alder Hey, 1600 children are alive today because of the improve-
ments in surgical techniques and care pioncecered there. Some of
the bereaved parents said they would have donated organs, if they
had been asked. Not now. As Stephen Parker, a member of the
Bristol Heart Children’s Action Group told the inquiry, ‘When
a child dics that child is still the parents’ child—not a specimen,

not a cause, not an unfortunate casualty of a failed
procedure.’ The profession must act on this.

E HAVE LOST our faith in heroes, in scientists, sometimes
in religion too. The focus beyond ourselves has been displaced
by a focus on looking for good—and god—within. Our scnsc of
being human has shifted, too, to the purely physical: our bodics,
our sclves. What we have left is the feeling that when we dic
something of what we were is still attached to our remains.

This is one tragedy of the parents of Alder Hey, with their
grotesque ‘funcrals’. The other is the defilement of their
memorics. One mother took final possession of 36 bottles, jars
and slides of her 11-month-old son, and now cannot remember
her baby. Her rage is vast, not only, I think, against the
disgraceful behaviour of the hospital staff she trusted, bor
against death itsclf.

Moira Rayner is Dircctor of the London Children’s Rights
Commissioner’s Office.
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headguarters of the 201st battalion of the
KNLA’s 6th Brigade. The place is called
‘Worlaykee!, which means river’s head.
The bedraggled appearance of the few
soldiers who watch our arrival as they
squat around tires inhaling long cigar-like
Burmesce cheroots suggests it is unlikely
there are as many as 200 battalions before
it. The sceond-in-command, inside the
command hut placed next to a parade
ground—the only picce of tlat earth for
miles— is too busy describing last weelk'’s
raid to look up as a group of six soldicrs
cemerge from the jungle carrying a varicty
of weapons and ammunition. One or two
look to have barcly reached their teens,
but like the elder members of their patrol
they carry their ritles over the shoulder
with an air of practised nonchalance.

‘We attacked che post two or three
times before the Burmese fled,” Major
Saw Wee announces, consulting a note-
book for a list of the enemy soldiers
wounded and the calibre of weapons
scized. ‘We torched the huts and laid some
landmines around the arca and seized a
lot of weapons,” the veteran of this jungle
war says. He and Captain Kyaw Kyaw
boast of capturing a Burmecse soldicr in
the raid as well. We ask to see him. He
had since died because he refused food,
we are told. The subjectis quickly changed.

Onc of Major Saw Wee's particular
talents is making landmines from
scratch. He has designed the KNU land-
ming, a length of PVC piping packed with
gunpowder, wrapped in a plastic bag and
conncected to a battery-operated trigger.
Without thesc devices—a necessity in
gucerrilla warfare—the 450,000-strong
Burmese army would swamp them, they
arguc.

Major Nerdah Mya, commander of the
201st battalion, who also hands out
business cards with 'KNU Sccretary for
Forcign Affairs’ printed under his name,
believes these carly dry-season raids are the
beginning of a rebound in their fortunes.

1 am very confident that before the
start of the next wet season we will bring
the Generals to the negotiating table.’

The Major’s confidence is assisted by
rumours that the leader of the Burmese
junta, General Than Shwe, is in poor
health and has moved to open dialogue
with Aung San Suu Kyi.

"We are better fed, better equipped, in
better health than the Burman soldier and
we are fighting for our homeland. We hear
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of an upcoming split in the junta and you
have to think that something will happen
as there is so much pressure on Burma
from outside and they owe so much
moncy,” says this charismatic son of Bo
Mya, the strongman in the Karen resist-
ance for most of the last 30 years. Before
patrolling jungle paths, he studied liberal
arts at a Seventh Day Adventist College
in California and obtained a commoercial
pilot’s licence. His strange double life is
such that two weeks before we met, at
his basc in the hills, he was in England
as a guest of sympathiscers, reminding
those who would listen of the close
connection forged between Britain and
the Karen during World War 11

‘We are planning a big protest in
London next summer,” he says.

The many who predicted the end of
the Karen struggle perhaps should have
rcad lan Morrison’s post-war account of
Major Hugh Scagrim’s campaign in the
Karen hills.

Inspired by the Karen’s determina  n
and often fighting in traditional Karen
dress, Seagrim ran a harassment campaign
so successful that word was put out  at
villagers would bear the brunt of Japanesce
wrath as long as he remained at large.

In 1985 Hugh Scagrim’s home village
of Whissonsctt in Norfolk unveiled a
statue to his memory and to that of his
brother Derek, a hero in the Greek and
Western Descert campaigns. A delega n
of Karen travelled from ¢ Thai-Burma
border to dedicate a plaque that read:

‘We remembered, so we came to
thank you.’

ACTIONALISM HAS plagued the Karen's
independence cause. Bo Mya’s rise in the
1970s caused bitter internal disputes at
a time when the Karen were in a position
to force back the junta’s troops. The 1l
of their jungle capital in 1995 came atter
the defection of 1000 troops to the gov-
ernment side in December of 1994, all
Buddhists dissatisfied with the control
of the Christian hicrarchy and wooed by
Rangoon’s promises of wealth. The
defectors formed the Democratic Karen
Buddhist Army. They continue to side
with the government, burning refugee
camps in Thailand which they claim the
KNU uses as bases, and playing scout for
Burmese troops.

Frustration with the KNU also saw
the rise of another armed group, known
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as ‘God’s Army’. Headed by a couple of
teena  twins, it has 250 armed follow-
crs who believe the boys have mystical
powers. (Their leaders, Johnny and Luther
Htoo, were captured in January by Thai
troops after members of the group shot
some Thai villagers in a vendetta killing

In the carly 18th century when mis-
sionarics first encountered the Karen they
discovered a belief in one God and a
creation myth similar to Genesis. Many
excitedly sceribbled accounts describing
the Karen as the lost tribe of Isracl.
Anthropologists now reckon that in their
migration from the arcas between Tibet
and Yunnan province in southern China,
the B en came across Christian and
Hebrew traders who shared the stories
that have since been incorporated into
Karer aditional beliefs. Their theology,
so amenable to Christian beliefs, fired the
missionaries’ zcal and many Karen were
converted.

When Britain fought to subduc the
Burmese Kings in the 19th century, the
work of the missionaries he ed ensure
the loyalty of Karen fighters. Yet stories
of conflict between the Burmese Kings
and t.  Karen go back before the days of
cempi and Karen suspicion of the
Burman remains, cven when he appears
to be an ally.

The KNU, along with 13 other cthnic
groups, agreed in 1997 to work with Aung
San Suu Kyi and her National Leaguc for
Dem o racy to establish  democratic
fc ralunion. Yet when asked what they
think of her, the KNLA fighters react
with guarded support.

‘We like what Aung San Suu Kyi is
saying, but sometinies the Burmese say
onc thing and then do the other so we
will have to wait and sce.” Nerdah Mya
then adds a politicallv-minded qualifi-
cation that their prol :m is not with

the Burmese people but wi
the  army.

1 TENANT Corontl Stevenson, the
man who recruited Hugh Scagrim for his
mission with the Karen, became Direc-
tor of the Frontier Arcas Administrati
after World War 11, responsible for the
Burmese hill country and its peoples.
Knowing at traditional enmitics
between the Karen and Burmans had
been roiled by massacres during the
war, urged that Karen demands be
heard.
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News days

John Coleman remembers the Beaverbrook press and the days 'hen editors
believed that you couldn’t beat news in a newspaper.

HEN I MARRILD my Australian
swecetheart in London back in the 1960s,
the entire editorial staff of Lord Beaver-
brook’s Sundav Express came to the
Nuptial Mass in fashionable St Mary's
Church, Chelsea.

Among them were some of Fleet
Street’s famous names, including the
editor John Junor, later knighted by
Margarct Thatcher, and Brendan Mulhol-
land, who went to jail for refusing to
divulge his sources in the wake of the
Profumo affair.

I had scored the fashionable church
since, with a bachelor bedsitter around
the corner, it was my parish. Few ot the
journalists had previously scen the inside
of any church and the parish priest, who
spoke like an old Etonian, explained the
Mass as we went along. Junor, impressed,
suggested we give him a run in Ephraim
Hardcastle, The Sunday Express column
devoted to the doings of the royals and
the aristocracy.

The Mass also deeply impressed my
collcagues and it became a kind of bench-
mark in Flecet Street: “... it was the year
after John's wedding.’

The Fleet Street memories—in the
golden age before the advent of Rupert
Murdoch and the Isle of Dogs—came
flooding back with the news that the
former Beaverbrook newspapers, which
have changed hands a number of timcs,
have been sold again—this time, ironi-
cally, to pornographer Richard Desmond.

Labour peer Lord Hollick disposed of
The Daily Express, Sunday Express and
Daily Star to Mr Desmond for almost
A$331million. Mr Desmond’s publishing
firm, Northern & Shell, owns the British
cdition of Penthouse and publishes other
titles like Women on Top and Asian Babes.

Other bidders for the three declining
titles reportedly included Mohammed Al
Faycd [owner of Harrods), Punch magazine,
The Daily Mail, newspaper magnate Tony
O’Rcilly and the Barclay brothers, prop-
rictors of London’s Ritz and the Scotsman.
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When I joined The Sunday Express in
1964, Lord Beaverbrook by then had died,
but his son Sir Max Aitken was still beat-
ing the drum for the Empire. The Sunday
Express was three floors above The Daily
Express, and while the Beaverbrook
policy was the same for the two papers,
they operated separately.

The Sunday Express, with a circula-
tion of 4,25 million, was a broadshect like
its sister  ily. If the Beaverbrook policies
were all-pervasive on the two papers, so,
too, was the benchmark of quality set by
the legendary Arthur Christiansen, editor
of The Daily Express in the 1950s.

For me, having spent formative years
on an Australian metropolitan daily and
carlicr a regional daily, there were
refreshing changes. T quickly leamt that
The Sundav Express was a writer’s
paper—where the merit of the story relied
almost entircly on the quality of the
reporter’'s writing rather than any mas-
saging by the subeditor. 1f the unsubbed
story didn’t get past the exccutive back-
bench, it was dcad.

Christiansen summed it up in his
stylchook, The Express Way: ‘Good
storics flow like honey. Bad storics stick
in the craw. What is a bad story? It is a
story that cannot be absorbed on the first
time of rcading. It is a story that leaves
questions unanswered. It is a story that
has to be read two or three times before
it can be comprehended .../

News stories, too, had to be exclusive
to make page onc and prime inside
pages—'Is it new, is it truc?’ was the test.
As Christiansen put it: ‘Ban the word
“exclusive” in the Express. Our aim is to
make everything cxclusive ...’

As the push was on to join the Euro-
pean Economic Community, The Sunday
Express and The Daily Express were
pretty much lone voices promoting the
cause of the Commonwealth.

The drum-beating for the Empire was
as strident as cver, but there were
informed stories sccking to protect
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Australian and New Zealand exports and
criticising the Home Office’s harsh treat-
ment of young Australian holiday-
makers who overstayed in Britain.

The dispatch of Australian conscripts
to Vietnam in 1966 recetved scant mention
in Fleet Street, but The Sunday Express
ran in full an editorial I wrote on the eve
of Anzac Day about the first conscripts
who left the previous week. There was a
genui  regard for Australians, much of
it stemming from Sir Max Aitken’s

association with them as a fighter
pilot during the Battle of Britain.

LIKE THE DAILY, the Sunday paper had

its foibles. Among them was the pursuit
of eccentric vicars. Iree. hurtling down
to Somerset on a false trail and feeling a
sense - unreality over bone-china tea
cups in the vicarage. Yet there were
hard-hitting, controversial stories. We
pursucd politicians after the Profumo
affair, relentlessly exposed their perks,
and v rried that we were getting too
close tor comtort to the criminal Kray
brothers.

The human element and storics about
people were important to both The Duily
Express and Sunday Express. As Chris-
tiansen expressed it: ‘1. Never set the
policc  aanybody. 2. Never cry down the
pleast s of the people. 3. Remember our
own habits and frailtics when disposed
to be critical of others. Always, always
tell the news through people.’ Yet: ‘News,
news  cws—that 1s what we want. You
can describe things with the pen of
Shakespeare, but you cannot beat news
in a newspaper.’

Whilc journalists laboured to mect the
Christiansen formula for ‘flow like
honey’ intros, subs laboured to make
headings ‘sing’. Christiansen spelt it out
in the stylebook: ‘Most of the papers had
good headlines on the enticement case,
but t  of the class goes to The Daily
Grap: man who writes: THE MAN W10
CAME TO DINNER STOLE THE COOK.’









us that the pope responded to her plea for
the involvement of women ‘in all the
ministries of the Church’ by raising the
occasion ‘to a wholly different level’, with
his plea for religious women’s ‘complete
availability to the Church’. The question of
what was the appropriate level of response
is neatly fudged.

The other incident, even better known
to Australians from its usc in a famous
documentary on Nicaragua by an Australian
film-maker, was John Paul’s shouted
‘Silencio! to the women demanding some
comfort for the death of their sons at the
hands of the Contras. We are given several
pages of claborate explanation of the perfidy
of the Sandinistas and their control of the
public address system and crowd manage-
ment. Weigel is satisfied that this incident
¢nded in a public relations triumph for the
pope through international reaction to ‘the
vulgarity of the Sandinista misbchaviour’.
I think he must have seen different footage
from the rest of us.

It may scem to many readers of this
nearly 1000-page tome perverse in the
extreme to complain of shortness of treat-
ment of some issues, but there are some
conspicuous and significant silences. Many
pages are devoted to John Paul’s interven-
tions in the internal affairs of the Society of
Jesus, always presented as benign and fully
justified in view of ‘the Jesuit temptation
[to become] a self-authenticating elite’”. On
the other hand, the Opus Dei gets just an
anodyne page and a half, with a comment
on the pope’s ‘commitment to fostering the
universal vocation to holiness’; and on the
highly controversial beatification of its
founder, a short and bland footnote.

Undoubtedly, the most interesting part
of this biography is the first scetion on
Woityla’s Polish background. The hyper-
bole regarding the papal period, for cxample
that ‘he is arguably the most well-informed
man in the world” {page 17), can hardly be
applied to the schoolboy, the poct and actor,
the seminarian. A very human and con-
vincing portrait is carefully built up. Here,
though, it is the significance of Poland in
the world that is cxaggerated. How many of
us have appreciated that if it was not for the
Battle of the Vistula in August 1920 the Red
Army would have been ‘camped along the
English Channel’? And Weigel’s persistent
denial of anti-Semitism in the pope's
immediate background rings hollow aftera
time. Again, however, we arc undoubtedly
given an insight into what it means to sce
the world through Polish glasses. Many
themes relevant as influences, cven if

subliminal, on the futurc pope, from dis-
trust of American-style democracy to the
identification of nation with religion, arc
carefully traced back to Karol Wojtyla’s
rcading and experiences in inter-war,
wartime and post-war Poland.

Pope John Paul II is undoubtedly an
intellectual, a man of idcas. But is George
Weigel correct in sceing his behaviour as
dominated by ideas, by ‘the conviction that
the crisis of the modern world was first of
allacrisisof ideas’ (emphasis in the original),
and that all the horrors of the 20th century
‘arc the products of defective concepts of
the human person’ (imy emphasis)? Perhaps
so, and perhaps that explains our recaction
to much of his rhetoric. But perhaps, also,
there is a gap between concepts and the
exercise of power.

It is, I think, significant that scveral
leading churchmen in the last few years
have cautiously but firmly alleged that there
is a crisis in the contemporary Catholic
Church, but not one of concepts; rather once
of structures and practice. It is alsointerest-
ing that all of them have used the pope’s
own words as the basis of their critique.
Cardinal Konig, the former Archbishop of
Vienna and a pioneer in inter-religious
dialogue, has presented a ‘vision for the
church of the future’ (The Tablet, 27 March
1999] bascd on ‘subsidiarity’, decentralisa-
tion which allows for the dignity of people
in the church and outside it.

Cardinal Martini of Milan, in a specch
at the 1999 Europcean synod, proclaimed his
‘three dreams’, the last of which was clearly
a plea for a new council to deal with the
structural and moral problems that have
been left unresolved, or prematurely closed.

Cardinal Roger Etchegaray, on his
retirement from the Pontifical Council for
Justice and Peace, made a powerful plea in
November 1999 for a rethinking of the
excrcise of the papacy. He based his
arguments on Pope John Paul [T’s encyclical,
Ut Unum Sint (“That they may be One’).

This, too, is the starting point of Arch-
bishop Quinn’s casc for reform of the papacy.
He takes up John Paul’s invitation to help
him rethink the function of the papacy so
that it may be a help, not an obstacle, to
religious unity. He gives a formidable, if
familiar, list of the problems: an ever more
powerful Vatican bureaucracy; cardinals and
bishops who ‘commit adultery’ with their
titular churches; the campaign against
national episcopal conferences; undermin-
ing of the traditional patriarchates; crosion
oflocal input in the appointment of bishops.
This 1s, of course, itself a ‘view from the
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top’, a bishop’s, and morc specifically an
American bishop’s list. But he shows how
reform in this area of church government,
in what a Communist burcaucrat would
call ‘workstyle’, would open the
way to general reform in the church.

ARRY WiLLs' approach is explicitly
from helow. Willsis ajournalistand political
commentator who has specialised in repor-
ting on the Catholic Church in the United
States and on US politics. He is also no
mean theologian, as demonstrated by his
brilliant recent biography of St Augustine.
However, in Papal Sin the political analysis
rather swamps the theology.

Wills writes with verve and the casc he
makes forsystemic ‘deceit’, dishonesty and
double talk at the centre of the church is a
powerful one. His use of his theological
reading, however, may strike the reader as
excessively polemical, even casuistic.

This is cspecially the case in regard to
his central case study, the Catholic Church's
reaction to the Holocaust. It is a sorry story
and the debate about motivation of the
chief protagonists, Pope Pius XII in
particular, will continue until the tull
documentation is relcased as promised.
Wills has put his finger on the sore spot in
his rejection of the facile distinction
between ‘anti-Judaism’ and ‘real anti-
Semitism’ that pervades the papal commis-
sion’s We Remember document of 1998,
And that brings us back to Weigel’s claim
that Karol Wojtyla was somehow immune
from the prevalent anti-Semitism and
proto-Fascism of his childhood. How clsc
do we explain the decision to receive the
Austrian Jorg Haider as representative of
the donor of the Vatican Christmas tree?

The right questions are asked, then, but
is the problem ‘structural’ or rather histori-
cal? Wills says that the root of structural
deceit in the church is a refusal to admit
past mistakes as threatening the integrity
of the institution itsclf (shades of the
Australian ‘stolen gencration’ debate).
I would argue that he is right but that the
Holocaust issue is a bad example to take.
On this, as on otherissucs of relations with
other religions, John Paul II has explicitly
repudiated the past.

Curiously, Wills fails to apply political
analysis to the complexities of Vatican
politics. He too readily aceepts that all that
comes out of Rome emanates immediately
from the top. It is part of the rhetoric of all
bureaucracies, including that of the
church, to hide behind the mystique of
the institution.
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obvious way in which (in its final frenzied chapters and verses)

the play equates Joshua as ‘king of the Jews' to Josh ‘king of the
queers’; McNally’s analogy about persecuted minoritics
is well-cnough made by then.

LsewHERE, Midsumma offered a lot of sound Australian gay
writing. It was good, for example, to see a revival at Chapel off
Chapel of Alex Harding's latc-1980s ‘musical love story’, Only
Heaven Knows, about life in King’s Cross in the 1940s and '50s.
This portrays a sort of pilgrim’s progress, in which naif Tim
moves from Mclbourne to Sydney in 1944 in search of a
theatrical carcer, becomes seduced by the gay scenc and ends
up testing his loving male relationship to the limit. T also liked
much of Nik Willmott’s cvening of sketch comedy at La Mama,
My Life as a Dyke, revived atter successful scasons last year in
various venues. 1 was the only male in a tull house and in a
sketch in which a University lecture in Lesbianism 101 was
dclivered [on the topic of what to do when you encounter
A Straight Woman] I was utilised to maximum ironic effect.

The major production at the Victorian Arts Centre’s Black
Box was Lachlan Philpott’s Bison, a picce in yet another form.
Philpott peoples his claustrophobic Sydney world of public
lavatories, gay bars and dangerous parks with a remarkably
diverse range of almost entirely non-stercotypical gay men—of
all shapes and sizes and walks of life. The central idea of the
bison—proud and strong herd animal, but endangered specices
nonctheless—achicves strong resonances but, rather than
cmbodying them in naturalistic drama, Philpott opts for a loose,
poctic kind of contemporary performance style that owes as
much to visual and physical theatre as it does to the orthodox
spoken word.

Mark Fletcher’s double-bill, Dating Joe and Sunset Barbecue
at Chapel off Chapel was clearly the work of a playwright of
considerable dramaturgical skill, verbal dexterity and control
of mood and character. T liked the monodrama Dating Joe, in
particular, in which a 50-something bank manager makes
repeated versions of a video-recording of himself for a dating
agency—and then deals with what happens when people
respond, rather unexpectedly, to his ambivalent pitch. The

performance by Perth actor Robert van Mackelenberg
was outstanding.

NOTHER NEW ARTS FESTIVAL that shows rcal promise for the
future will take place in Tasmania from 30 March to 8 April.
This is the inaugural ‘10 Days on the Island’, whose artistic
dircctor is the ubigquitous Robyn Archer. Archer curated some
marvellous, small-scale National Festivals of Australian Theatre
in Canberra in the mid 1990s and went on to achicve rave
notices for her two larger-scale Adelaide Festivals in 1998 and
2000.

For her latest venture, she’s chosen performing arts pieces
of all kinds from a variety of island cultures worldwide—
including Ireland, New Zealand, Stradbroke Island, Réunion,
Singapore and Tassic itself—and programmed them all over
Tasmania, not just in Hobart, with her usual flair for unusual
juxtaposition and sheer entertainment value. I will report on
the outcome in May.

Geoffrey Milne tcaches theatre and drama at La Trobe University.
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comparisons are¢ unnccessary; ultimately
Harry is a splendid film in its own right. It
descrves its European Film Awards nomi-
nations, particularly Lopez’ nomination for
best actor. —Gordon Lewis

Sword play

Crouching Tiger, Hidden Dragon, dir. Ang
Lee. Chow Yun Fat and Michelle Yeoh are
so fantastically beautiful to watch in this
highly decorative kung-fu fable that you
miss them when they are not on the screen.
The story, of the theft of a sword with great
powers, has the kind of themes that will be
familiar to anyone who has loved Monkey,
The Samurai, or any of the Bruce Lee stuff.
There is a satisfying, if non-chronological
feminism in the story—no bound feet in
this world, and ahealthy respect for cquality
in male-femalc encounters, martial and
other. Female warriors (thank you, Xcna)
rule OK, but the blokes are allowed to be
strong and very blokey too. This is a China
of the imagination (as Logres is to Britain|
where the clothing is comfortable and gor-
geous and the scenery uncomfortable and
ZOTECOUS.

The plot balances, very sweetly, two
love storics with a fight against cvil, and of
course the evil isas much within as without.
The maturity of the older couple, and their
greater altruism, is contrasted with that of
the younger ones, with the wilfulness and
cgotism of the young girl, Jen (Zhang Ziyi),
providing the tension and the tragedy. The
last 30 seconds worried me because a lot of
youngsters will be watching this, but it’s
well worth a visit.

—]Juliette Hughes

Fangs a lot

Shadow of the Vampire, dir. E. Elias
Merhige. It's slightly unusual for a contem-
porary American film to decmand that its
audicnce be familiar with anything as outré
as film history (or history full stop), but
that’s exactly what Shadow of the Vampire
docs. The film itself is a fantasy on the
making of F.W. Murnau’s classic 1922
vampire film Nosferatu, working from the
conceit that Max Schreck, the actor who
played Murnau’s eponymous lead, actually
was a real vampire. Some of the best
momentsin the film come when it recreates
the shooting of scenes from the original,
fading from lush, warm colour, to cold,
flickering, grainy black-and-white before

our cyes—but unless you’ve seen the
original, you lose half the fun. The same
goes for Willem Dafoe’s performance as
Schreck—he’s unnervingly close to the
image we sec in the original Nosferatu, but
you’d never know unless ...

In a lot of ways, however, the filim is as
much about the film-making process in
general asitis about Nosferatu in particular.
It's full of jokes about writers, actors,
producers, much as was the casc in Shake-
speare in Love. For instance, Schreck’s odd
bechaviour (from eating live bats to eating
the crew) is explained away as part of a new
approach to performance called ‘method’
acting. Most of all, however, the film is
about the director, FW. Murnau. (John
Malkovich, as Murnau, putsin pretty much
the same performance as he has in cvery
other film he’s been in over the last ten
years. Infact, the only film I've seenrecently
where he hasn’t just ‘donc a Malkovich’ is
Being John Malkovich.)

Murnau is depicted as an obsessional
megalomaniac, willing torisk and toexpend
the lives of his crew to fulfil his artistic
vision, happy to accede to the demonic
demands of hislead actor to get that perfectly
‘authentic’ performance. If this seems a
little harsh on directors in general, have a
look at Werner Herzog's documentary My
Best Fiend (about his personal and profes-
sionalrelationship with actor Klaus Kinskil.
As the documentary shows, both Herzog
and Kinski arc willing to go to extraordinary
{to some, extraordinarily reprehensible)
extremes for their crafe. Shadow of the
Vampire presents monomania, violence and
insanity to us as a sct of metaphors for the
film-making process; in My Best Fiend
Herzog and Kinski play these pathologies
out for us as document. And I'm telling you
right now—I’d much rather meet Schreck
the vampire in a dark alley one night than
I would Kinski the actor.

—Allan James Thomas

Volley bawl

Cast Away, dir. Robert Zemeckis. Film
reviewers can become blasé. Before I saw
this film, Tom Hanks had won the Golden
Globe Award for Best Actor. Pre-publicity
suggested a cross between Gilligan’s Island
and Robinson Crusoe. During the film my
reaction was that this was Tom Hanks
playing Tom Hanks, both fat and thin.
When, however, T found myself weeping
because of his relationship with a volley-
ball called ‘Wilson’, I had to acknowledge
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that no ordinary actor could achieve that
result.

Hanks plays the express courier admin-
istrator to whom saving time is everything.
His planc crashes and he is the sole survivor,
washed up on the beach of a tiny volecanic
island in the Pacific. Suddenly the efficiency
expert has all the time in the world.

Dircctor Robert Zemeckis shows
extraordinary courage with this relcase for
the commercial market. He is untroubled
either by silence or lack of action, as the
civilised, incept, efficiency expert tries to
cope with the exigencies of primitive man.
Under the spell of Zemeckis’ direction and
Hanks’ superb performance, awarencess fades
of a film crew standing by, crowding a
lonely beach, and the sense of isolation
dominates.

Written to avoid a cute ending, the film
consistently resists traps which have
brought many a Hollywood epic to its knees.
His performance in Cast Away may not
bring Tom Hanks an Academy Award for
best actor if Ralph Fiennes is nominated for
his performance in Sunshine, but director
Zemeckis has really created something
special. —Gordon Lewis

Dry cleaned

Almost Famous, dir. Cameron Crowe. Films
can be like houses: some are too tidy to be
believed. Strange, though, that this should
be the case with Cameron Crowe’s (of Jerry
Maguire fame) new film, Almost Famous,
given that it’s a young-man-coming-of-age-
rock-'n’-roll-road movie. If Crowe can’t get
his picture a bit dirty with that kind of
material, I'm afraid he may be forever stuck
in the ‘Ilove you guys’ rut.

Boy genius, William (Patrick Fugit) is
picked up by Rolling Stone and sent on tour
with the up-and-coming rock outfit
Stillwater. On the road he finds beautiful
sad girls, misunderstood balladeers, over-
sexed rockers and—you guessed it—
himseclf. While his films are in turns
humorous and charming, Crowe makes
the mistake of wanting us to like all his
characters.

Two performances make this film
worth a look. Philip Seymour Hoffman
plays rock journo Lester Bangs with the
perfect dose of sweaty cynicism, and
Frances McDormand doces over-protective
mothering with wonderful insanity. Her
mad catch-cry, ‘Don’t take Drugs’, would
have madce a much better title.

—Siobhan Jackson
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- OW MANY OF Us WILL be sprawled tonight in front of a
glowing screen of images? How long will we stay, seduced by
the Sirens, Lotos-cating in front of the Gorgon who turns us,
not to stone, but to blubber, our muscles atrophying as we lock
gazes with her?

A dictitian I went to three years ago told me that the reason
we're all getting so fat is that we are avoiding the equivalent of
an cight-kilometre walk per day compared with what we did in
1980. Chocolate and chips are not the whole story, whoopee.
No wonder there are so few fat people in your old sepia family

ographs—they were all rushing around, lacing up bodices,

ng the carpets, making their own pianos, slaughtering
things and going to church.

When I watched The 1900 House's first episode (7.30pm
Fridays, SBS}, I remember thinking that although the older mem-
bers of the family might thrive on the regime of 19th-century
technology, the nine-year-old boy might have some problems.
Watching him sitting on the floor with some tin soldicrs made
mc wonder what he would do after half an hour was up. Would
he go out to play on the street as children did in 19007 Would
the other children  ugh at his clothes and his lack of inline
skates, micro-scooter or skateboard? No computer games, no
telly, not even radio—what would he do? No modern books,
even. Lacking the looseness of those days when kids would go
trooping around the ficlds that were never far away, would he
become a shut-in with nothing to do except help his mother
with the housework?

The kind of games that kept 1900s kids thin nceded the
infrastructurcs of yesteryear. Poohsticks requires a small
footbridge over a brook with c¢lear, gently flowing water.
Swallows and Amazons require endless summery holidays on
little islands with boats to sail. Famous Five and Secret Seven
and William, they all took off to play house and catch crooks
and make mild mischicf in little woods and meadows that today
arc probably housing estates dotted with crack dealers.

Imagine letting your nine-year-old go out to play a mile or
morce away, with no mobile phonce in case of accidents or
pacdophiles. Your own back garden is barely safe enough. Was
it less dangerous then? We're told as the copper is loaded with
shecets to boil, that 2000 children a ycar were scalded to death
in British homes in 1900. The figure quoted for 1999: 11. So
we've learned to make the laundry safer, but the outside of the
housc is still a jungle and it has ways into your place as surely
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P ay stationary

as we put the logging tracks  itoits hidden da  nesses through-
out the 20th century.

So we cocoon, as the futurists put it, and we think our
houses are safe against the Bladerunner world outside, but our
doors are made of gossamer, our windows only tulle.” Into the
soul through the ear and the eye creep the sounds and the sights
of the drecam-sellers. Paradoxically, we're becoming less of a
community even as our attitudes are being shaped into homo-
gencous media-target profiles for the marketers. It doesn’t
matter what you arc-—a wombat polisher of indeterminate
gender living in a strawbale condominium will have a market-
ing profile, ar - :he marketers will find a TV program to deliver

the adve sing of your wombat-polishing mitts to
your very heart’s core.

T’s NOT IUST TELEVISION—the CDs bought by your kids arc full
of horrors, notably desensitising sexual violence (just listen to
your 15-ycar-olds’ copics of Eminem’s latest and then for
heaven's sake at least discuss it with them). In the meantime
the pointy heads of the far religious right with its deep pock
and shallow comprchension have decided to make a big tuss
and ban Harry Potter books from the librarics of the kind of
school to which they send their kids, schools which teach
creation myth as scientific fact. All of which makes one’s
legitimate concerns about the kind of matter that reaches young
minds get lumped with those of sanctimonious prurience and
prejudice.

Keep your kids rcading, I'say, keep them playing cards and
cricket and sailing and walking the dog and playing the piano
and bushwalking, because otherwise the telly and the record
companics and the compu  ~game makers don’t even get an
argument, let alone a rival. And while we're on about reading,
it may or may not dispel your cars to hear this soothing
HarperCollins announcement: ‘HarperCollins Publishers today
announced that it has acquired exclusive world pr - lishing rights
for the adult market tic-in books to New Line Cinema’s movie
trilogy adaptation of J.R.R. Tolkien’s The Lord of the Rings.”

Such layers of qualification, nay, redaction, must give us
pausc. The world is safe for vou if that’s what vou want. But do
you?

Juliette Hughes is a freelance reviewer.

*Apologics to Emily Dickinson, it you were thinking that sounded familiar,
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